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Becoming Cassie Ch. 01

Money was hard to come by in our household. Being the oldest of four and my mom being a single mom put a real strain on our resources. Rarely did we ever have any extra money in our family to spend on things like eating out at a restaurant or going to the movies. If we wanted to do that, we had to save our own money to do it. Things were just tight. That said, almost any job was a good job to have. 



I did not mind physical jobs like cutting lawns, shoveling snow, and painting. In fact, I enjoyed them because I got paid decent money and it kept me in shape. Nothing wrong with that at all. 



But another job offer that kept coming up was babysitting. When I was first asked to babysit by one of my aunts, I was reluctant. I had so many questions like what to do, what to feed them, what if they cry, etc. Those things were never in my skill set. I did have younger brothers and sisters, but watching someone else's kid was different. 



Still, if I could make $20 for a few hours of time watching TV and doing my homework after the kids were asleep, it could be a good night financially.



What I had not thought about was that babysitting was the perfect opportunity to crossdress. 



There you have it. I was a closet crossdresser. Over all of my life, as long as I could remember, I had this desire to dress in women's clothes. And the older I got, the stronger the desire grew. 



Growing up I had been slipping on some of my mom's lingerie she would leave in the bathroom, but I was getting tired of basic white. Popping on a white slip and masturbating into a sink was not the most thrilling thing to do, but for the longest of times it was all I had. And it was convenient. 



I also some friends with older sisters, something I did not have. I could always find their bras and panties hanging up in the bathroom, but those times were limited to just short stints in their bathroom and never lasted all that long. Still, I loved being able to wear something other than white, if even for just a few minutes.



And I did get a chance sneak on a few things around the holidays and birthdays when visiting my aunts and cousins, but that was too few and far between. And with having only one older female cousin, I figure she'd start suspecting me if too many of her panties were either missing or used every time I visited. 



With babysitting, the kids I was watching were relatively young and needed to be in bed early. The parents always told you where there would be and when they would be returning. Now before I go any further, I need to say that I realize that sneaking around and trying on other people's clothes is not right. It did make me feel guilty in my later years, but at the time, I did not feel the least bit bad about it. 



I think at one time I had about four different couples I babysat for on a routine basis. The way babysitting worked was if seemed to like you, they would tell their friends and then the word would spread. 



I first started babysitting for my aunt and her two boys. It was probably there that I got my start in serious crossdressing. It was like at a whole new level. I would first put the kids to bed, and put on her bras and panties, or nighties and wear them for hours! Masturbate once or twice, put everything back and get paid. It was a good gig.



But it's not her that I want to talk about. It was actually one of her good friends who suddenly needed a sitter one night that was the most fun.



My mom got the call from a Mrs. Warren on a Friday afternoon and asked if I would be available to babysit for their 4 year son Benjamin that night. She knew it was short notice but had heard so many good things about me from my aunt. 



My mom readily agreed for me and let me know right away. It was summer and I had just finished a painting job and thought I could relax for the night, but I guess not.



I showered and my mom drove me over for the 6:00 start time. The Warrens were a relatively young couple and loved to go out all dressed up. That night they were getting together with some friends for a birthday party at a local restaurant and then going to a club for some dancing. 



I met the Warrens and young Benjamin. Mr. Warren was a likable gentleman with very pleasant manners and very thankful I could come over on such short notice. Mrs. Warren was a striking woman with wavy shoulder length hair and she was extremely fit. 



And Benjamin was someone who was extremely fun to be with. When I arrived I immediately started playing a game with him as his parents finished getting ready to leave.



Around 6:45 I got the briefing as to where they were going, how long they would be out, when they would call, when he should eat a snack when to go to bed, what his routine was, etc., etc., etc.



I have to say, they looked so good as they were heading out. Mr. Warren was wearing a nice sports jacket and slacks, and she had on a short empire style dress and heels. In my world, I was only used to seeing people "dressed up" in jeans and Tshirts so this was a nice change. You could tell that for them, going out was a big thing. Kind of like a date night.



Before I go too much further I need to describe their place. They lived in a nice apartment complex and had a simple one floor apartment. The kitchen was in the back, the living room in front as you entered, the bath in the middle with two bedrooms sandwiched in between the living room and kitchen. No running up and downstairs...all one level.



As the night progressed, things were going quite well with young Benjamin. Around 8:00 it was time for the little one to head to bed and he was a great sleeper. I checked on him and within 15 minutes he was asleep, just like his mom said. 



After I checked on him I could not help but peek inside the parents' bedroom. 



A relatively compact apartment (not small, but compact) meant that there was not a lot of room and that there were a lot of things left around. When I slowly opened her dresser drawers and they were just crammed full of all kinds of bras, panties and slips. 



Sometimes I would babysit at homes where everything was neatly arranged in rows in the dresser drawers...or perfectly hung in the large walk in closet. But her approach was pure chaos. I knew this was going to make wearing her bras and panties that much easier because all I needed to do was put them back in the same messy draw. 



And styles and colors? I never knew there were so many variations. She had lace, and satin, and items made from soft, stretchy material which was so much different than the boring cotton my mom had!



I carefully opened their closet door and there were several nighties and slips hanging from the hook on the back of the door. The cute outfit that she went out in that night was indicative of the clothes in her closet. She had great clothes! This was going to be fun place to babysit. 



Being the first time there made it almost nerve racking because there was so much stuff just everywhere. 



After getting a quick view of bedroom, I decided I needed to calm down and work out a strategy of sorts. It was only 8:30 and they would not be back until 11:00. Plus, I was not sure what type of a sleeper Benjamin really was. 



I sat down and put the TV on, but within minutes my mind started racing again. I was simply too excited to sit so I got up to go check out the bathroom. That's where I find a lot of items when I visit other places so why not check here as well.



I was not disappointed. Hanging up in the shower were two bras, stockings, slips and several pair of panties. On the back of the door was a babydoll nightie. This was like being a kid in a candy store. I didn't have to go searching for things to try on, they were all just there for me.



I was not in any rush but I was so eager that it was all I could think of. But with the child's room right beside the bathroom, I had to be quiet and discreet. I slipped off my clothes and tried on the babydoll nightie. It was red...soft...with lace trim and matching panties. I no sooner had it on when I got a raging hard on. Heck, it was my first red nightie of my life. Of course I was excited.



On the back of the bathroom door under the nightie was a full length mirror, and for the first time I saw myself from head to toe. I was trembling with excitement.



Seriously, if I got this excited just sliding her nightie, I could only imagine what she must have felt like when she wore it for her husband. Does she put it on and primp in front of a mirror like me? Does she get aroused looking at herself? Does she gently stroke her body before meeting up with her husband? These are all the questions that ran through my mind in like 3 seconds.



Standing there I could see through the soft fabric that my nipples were already rock hard. I began rubbing them and squeezing them and that only heightened my excitement. Is this what girls experience with someone nibbling on your nipples? 



I really had trouble containing myself and I never even got the panties on which was a good thing as I exploded into the sink. I kept stroking myself long and hard, feeling like I was having the biggest orgasm in the world. I did not want it to stop. 



I was so hot afterwards, my entire body was quivering. This was one of the best and longest feelings I have ever had.



I very carefully cleaned up and returned the nightie to the back of the bathroom door along with the unused panties. It was time to go back to the living room and calm down.. My head was still spinning and it was barely 9:00.



I couldn't sit still so I figured it was probably a good time to grab a snack and relax, so I headed to the kitchen. Benjamin was still sleeping so that was great. I grabbed a soda and a cookie sat down at the kitchen table. I was trying to process all this and tried to figure out what to do next. 



Realizing that I had almost two hours left before they were coming back, I cleaned off the table and headed into their bedroom. From one of her drawers I selected a black bra and the matching panties. 



I loved her underwear!



I then selected the first three dresses in her closet, remembering the exact way they were hanging. What I liked about her clothes was that they had some stretch to them in the bodice. She was not a buxom girl, but because she seemed athletic, she had a great swimmer's back and needed that extra width up top, just like me.



I had a chance to put on a pair of her slip on heels and just loved that slightly raised look. I was not expecting to get this excited this quickly, but with every outfit brought a new level. Being such a small place I would walk around the house and catch myself in different mirrors. 



It was just then that the phone rang. It was Mrs. Warren asking how everything was going.



"Well let's see Mrs. Warren, I am standing here in your black bra and panties, and wearing that cute purple dress of yours. So I think everything is just fine!" 



Of course I did not actually say that but I did have trouble speaking normally because I felt I had been caught. It's amazing how that adrenaline kicks in. I was able to give them a nice report and that everything was going just fine...and the Benjamin was awesome.



"Perfect, we will see you in an hour!"



I had already designated 10PM as my Cinderella time so I hung up the dresses exactly the same way as I found them, slipped over the bathroom in her black bra and panties, and masturbated one more time. It really was not hard at all when you are looking at yourself for the first time in a full length mirror in a sexy black bra and panties.



And I still had an hour to check and recheck everything. 



They arrived home and told me a little about their evening and I told them about one of the shows I watched on TV and how good Benjamin was. 



We settled up, they gave me my fee and a nice tip. Mr. Warren agreed to drive me home as I had the feeling that Mrs. Warren had a little too much to drink. I felt good about that part so in case anything was out of place it might be overlooked. But I knew I was real careful. On the drive back home, Mr. Warren and I talked about Benjamin, how cool he was and of course, sports. 



I could not help feel a bit self-conscious on the drive home knowing that just an hour ago I was wearing his wife's clothes, but I tried not to let it show.



He thanked me again and said we hope you'll be able to babysit again for us. 



+++++++++++++++



It was about two weeks later I got my second call to babysit for the Warrens. Apparently they liked my style and Benjamin liked me. And better yet, there was no suspicion raised at all about me wearing some of her clothes. That was always in the back of my mind.



When I arrived this time, things were a bit more chaotic. They were running a bit late so I immediately started hanging with Benjamin and let them finish getting ready.



Little did I know at the time that watching the little things, like the mom putting on her final things...the rings, jewelry, perfume and jacket, and then slipping on her heels would impact me as much as it did. I loved it.



Too often all I ever saw was someone all ready to go out. I missed all the fun it must have been shopping, putting on the make-up, deciding what clothes to wear...all with the expectation and thrill of going out and looking good. 



Never really seeing that going on in my own home, but on television only, made the real life experience of watching her doing it made it something I wanted to do. I wanted to be her so bad.



So here I was again, hanging out with Benjamin and waiting for the 8:00 bedtime hour. He had a snack, played some calming games and then off to bed. After I had tucked him in I did a quick tour of the bathroom and only real change is that there were two nighties hanging on the door. 



But this time was going to be different. I had already crafted out my plan of what to do in case I got the call again. My plan was basically...more clothes early on and less nighties. Her nighties were simply were simply too deadly.



Within about 15 minutes Benjamin was asleep and I already had on Mrs. Warren's pink bra and matching panties. I covered up the lingerie with my polo shirt and jeans for a few minutes just in case the little guy woke up.



With a little more time behind me, I headed into the bedroom and looked to see what dresses I wanted to wear. Tonight Mrs. Warren wore a short, flared dress, and it was real cute. I wanted to find one just like it. After a few minutes I found a similar one and I was real pleased. I carried it out into the bedroom and tried it one. Her clothes fit me sooo well. I found a pair of heels that I could slide my feet into and they gave me the lift I needed.



I just loved the look. And loved the fact they had a full length mirror in their room. I was having so much fun being her, pretending that I was dancing the night away with Mr. Warren and everyone was watching us. The mere thought of it made my nipples hard. While watching myself in the mirror, I worked on my arm movements, my walk, my demeanor, and carried on make believe conversations with my friends at the dance. It's so much fun, especially when you can fantasize about being with a perfect mate.



After we finished the night at the club, we headed to the car and he ravished me, at least in my fantasy. I pretended that he couldn't keep his hands off me. I loved the feeling of it and I could sense myself getting aroused just by the thought. 



I leaned up against the wall in the bedroom and fantasized that I could feel him pressing against me. I was now breathing heavy and could barely contain myself. I placed my hands on my breasts and ran them up and down my body. This only heightened my pleasure. I told him to wait and I changed into my black nightgown hanging in the bathroom.



I was now bouncing between fantasy and reality. I quickly removed all my clothes and put on the nightie. The black babydoll had an open front and I was afraid of even trying to put on the panties. I had been so erect for so long, that when I barely even touched myself Icame into the sink with a huge load.



I needed to hold onto the sink with both hands. I was shaking and trying to come back to my senses. How can her clothes transform me so much? I ran the hot water into the sink, and with the face cloth cleaned myself up and returned the babydoll to its position on the door. I needed to recover. 



It was now time to put her bedroom back in order before I went any further. I first put the bra and panties back on. It had gotten to the point where the bra and panties just felt so normal on. The immediate rush that was there at the beginning of the night was replaced with a calm. It felt just right. 



I picked up her dress, hung it on the hanger the same way I found it and returned it to the closet exactly where I found it. I picked up the heels and lined them up in the closet as they were before. I checked and double checked the bedroom and bathroom and felt confident everything was in its proper place.



Checking the time, it was only 9:30. I still felt I had 30 minutes to do something safe if I wanted to. I looked around and saw a short black skirt folded on a chair by her bed so I tossed that on and went looking for a top to compliment it. I found a real cute, low scooped soft white jersey top and popped that on. Wow, not only did it feel great on but I could see the pink bra color through it. This was another good look.



All dressed I headed for the kitchen for a snack and this time I was ready for their phone call. Almost at 10 on the button, the phone rang. "Yes Mrs. Warren, Benjamin is sound asleep. I read him Paddington Bear and he drifted off before we got through 5 pages. Someday I'm going to have to read that book myself to find out what happens!"



"How is your evening going?" I asked her, " I can hear music in the background. It must be fun."



She replied, "It is, but sometimes the music is a little loud even for us. We should be home by 11PM. Is there anything you need?"



What a loaded question. "I'm good right now, thank you. I just had a soda and one of the cookies you made. They were delicious. I will see you and Mr. Warren a bit later."



With that I got up, cleaned up the table of my crumbs and moved the glass into the sink. When I did, I looked at the whole kitchen for really the first time and realized it was really messy. Not dirty, but messy. 



I still had almost an hour to go so I tossed on her apron over the white top and skirt, and wiped down the table with a hot cloth and some cleaner, re-arranged the items on it, tossed out some empty soda cans from on the counter and basically straighten that up and washed that as well. 



I found about 5 unwashed dishes and a few glasses and cups between the kitchen and living room. They were mostly just things that were not put away into the sink before they rushed out of the house. Some were Benjamin's and some were theirs from the quick bite they must have grabbed before they left.



There was still plenty of time left so I filled up the basin with hot water and washed the dishes and glasses and left them in the rack to dry. To be honest, I had never done this this before while dressed. To be honest even more, I had never done much of anything dressed, but I was getting to like this.



At 10:30 I returned the skirt and top and said goodnight to the pink bra and panties. I was still so exhausted from my earlier time, I figured that masturbating once was good enough for tonight. I turned the television back on and watch the baseball game until the Warren's came home.



11PM came and went. At around 11:15 they arrived. They apologized and I told them, no problem, it was a west coast ball game and I would be watching at home anyway. I updated Mr. Warren on the game as Mrs. Warren went into the back to settle up with me.



From the other room I heard Mrs. Warren say, "Matt, would you come here for a minute."

Oh no, did I leave her bra out on the bed? Did her nightie fall off the bathroom door? I was dying a thousand deaths. I thought I was so careful.



As I walked out of the living room, I realized she was in the kitchen...that was a relief. With her hands on her hips she said in a bit of a stern voice..."Who did this?"



"Did what?" I asked nervously.



"Straightened up my kitchen, that's what." 



I looked down at my feet and said, "I did. After my snack, I just felt like I was at home and cleaned up a bit. I know you and Mr. Jones were running late, that's all. I hope I didn't offend you."



She then smiled and laughed, "I'm just teasing you. I love it. When I first walked in, it looked so nice, but I wasn't sure why. But I knew something looked different."



"You had me going there Mrs. Warren. I really thought you were upset."



"Me? For cleaning up my kitchen? You were so sweet to do it and I really appreciate it...Do you do laundry as well?"



"Ummm, I can but..."



"Just kidding again. I guess we had a little too much fun tonight when we were out. I'm just in one of those moods."



She handed me the money and actually gave me a little thank you hug.



++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++



During the summer, I babysat for them a total of five times! This was getting to be a routine. I also began to have more of a rapport with them. I would always compliment them both on how nice they looked. I'd asked them where they were going or what it was like when they returned. I think they liked me as well. 



There was even one time when Mrs. Warren was there alone with Benjamin and she was catching up with her husband at an office event. As I was playing with Benjamin she popped out and asked me if I liked a certain outfit she had on. I told her it looked nice but maybe a dress that was a little longer would be better for an office function. 



She chuckled and said, "I was thinking the same thing. We're alike, you and me."



I almost suggested to her a different one from her closet, but I bit my tongue at the last second. True to form she came out with the longer cobalt blue dress I was thinking about and it looked perfect. I wanted to say, "And it looks so much better on you than me", but kept my comments to "That looks perfect for this evening."



"Would you be a dear and zip me up? It's the only thing I don't like about this dress."



I tried to feign embarrassment but I walked over, held the fabric just below the zipper and pulled it up nice and gently. She smiled and said, "Thank you. You did that like a true gentleman."



At each time babysitting I felt more and more comfortable with the surroundings. I now knew that only two or three pair of her 20 pairs of heels would fit me because those had an open back and would just slide on. And I did not need to paw through all her bras and panties because I had several favorites that fit me perfectly.



And nighties, I had a couple of babydolls that always worked well because they were short and frequently had that split front so I would never get them messy. Plus, she always kept them hanging on the bathroom door for me. How cool was that? 



But my most fun was still going through her closet and trying on her dresses. One thing to say, she liked them short, or at least above the knee. They looked awesome on her especially when she slipped on her heels just before stepping out the door. I always waited for that moment.



On one of my closet excursions I also found a wig in one of her boxes in the back of their closet. It was a shoulder length auburn wig, somewhat similar in color to Mrs. Warren's but straighter and a tad longer. 



I had never had a wig on so finding this was huge. I loved the feel of it on, especially at the end of the night when I would put on a babydoll nightie and could feel the soft hair on my shoulders. Girls are so lucky! 



It was a summer to remember. I could not wait until the fall!

Becoming Cassie Ch. 02

When the fall came around, my opportunity to babysit was reduced a bit. I still wanted to, especially with the Warrens, but it looked like it was going to be on a once a month basis with them as there were less events and less nights out for them. September is like that.



They called me in late September call and it was a real busy time for me. With sports and homework in my first semester at college, it seemed like even my time to think about cross dressing was reduced. 



I had done gymnastics and played soccer in high school. I was fast and nimble by all accounts there, but at college, the level was really high. I was working very hard in practice and getting very little playing time. It was frustrating. The best news though was that I was fit, real fit. And being 5'9" with effectively no body fat and fit made cross dressing so much easier, if I ever got the chance again.



I was commuting with friends to school. My mom couldn't afford my room and board, and that was OK, but it was taking a toll on me as well. 



But despite a tough first month at school, I always liked the Warrens as a couple and said I would be glad to watch Benjamin this Saturday night.



When I got over there, I chatted with them for just a bit as they were making their final preparations. That night Mr. Warren had on a sharp looking leather jacket over a crew shirt and Mrs. Warren was wearing a shorter than usual black empire style dress and some pretty high heels. 



I loved seeing her dressed, plus I probably could guess what she was wearing underneath. I told them they both looked very nice and they thanked me as they headed out the door.



Shortly after the little guy went to bed, I walked into their bedroom, put on a black bra and matching panties. I looked through her closet and found a similar black empire dress, took the wig out of the box in the back of the closet, applied a little lipstick and slipped on the heels. 



I could now get dressed in about 15 minutes at her place and knew exactly which articles of clothing fit and which looked good on me. 



I stood in front of the bedroom mirror and looked at myself from every angle. I was getting real good at putting outfits together. Heck, I could be Mrs. Warren's sister! 



I walked into the living room, read a few articles from Cosmopolitan, looked at all the gorgeous advertisements and decided it was time for round one. 



I slinked my way down to the bedroom, grinding my hips all the way and flirted with myself in the mirror from every angle again. I then moved into the bathroom and hiked up the short dress, slid the black panties over and began slowly stroking my cock. I loved this time. I was never in any rush to cum because the immediate downer that followed until I recharged. 



I kept telling myself how good I looked and how much I wanted this. I must have been there a good 15 minutes, controlling myself, getting excited again and then, bam. I exploded and it was real good. Being away for a month was rough!



I kept stroking myself until the last drop came out into the sink. That was so satisfying!



I then cleaned myself off several times with a warm face cloth, waited until I completely stopped dripping and then headed to the living room to do a little homework...in girl mode, no, in babe mode. 



I had a big history test coming up so I broke out my book and my notes and started at it. I loved this studying dressed. This was definitely something I could not do at home. I sat there all dressed up in a wig and heels with my legs tucked under me. 



The Warrens had mirrors almost everywhere and could see my reflection whenever I looked up. This was so much fun! And so relaxing...



The next thing I knew, I heard the soft gentle voice of Mrs. Warren sitting next to me saying, "It's time to wake up little one." 



My first reaction was..."Is Benjamin OK? I must have just nodded off. I'm so sorry. I'll go check."



As she lightly stroked my cheek she said, "He's just fine. He's sound asleep...just like you were young lady. And I can see you've been hard at work studying...my little beauty."



Then it dawned on me. I was still dressed! 



Mr. Warren was standing there smiling at me and she was sitting there holding my hand. I was so embarrassed. 



She then said to me, "Here, let's go into the other room and get you cleaned up a bit. Looks like you have had quite a busy night."



She led me by the hand into their bedroom. I was still groggy from waking up from the sleep. My thoughts were racing every which way. I was so waiting for an explosion from them. I know they were going to call my mom. I was trying to conjure up any excuse but none were coming.



Standing in her room she walked behind me, softly lifted my hair from my neck and slowly undid the zipper on the dress. The smell of her vanilla like perfume filled my nostrils. 



Gently she slid the dress off my shoulders and carefully placed it over on the bed, right beside the nightie I had laid out there earlier. This was getting more embarrassing.



She then turned and looked at me standing in her heels, black bra and panties and sighed, 



"Oh, I remember being that young. Youth is so wasted on the young. Please, come over here and sit at my make-up table."



She started removing some of my make-up and then picked up one of her make-up brushes and said,



"I think you need some eye shadow and blush to help bring out your features."



Now I was totally embarrassed and confused and asked..."Aren't you mad?"



"Oh no, silly. We are actually relieved a bit. We called earlier and when you didn't answer, we decided to come home a bit early. I had actually forgotten that I turned the phone ringer down earlier in the day so you probably could not hear it anyway...my little sleeping beauty."



As she kept applying a little more make-up she continued, "We were a bit worried so when we walked in the kitchen door we were very quiet. We didn't want to startle you so. You were sleeping so soundly that we chatted in the kitchen to decide what we should do."



"You looked so adorable with the book in your lap. Oh, do you want to see some of the pictures we took?"



"You took pictures of me??"



"Absolutely...you were so cute...especially sleeping in my clothes."



"So, do you like dressing up as a girl?" she asked as she applied more make-up.



Seriously, what could I say? I was sitting there in her wig, bra and panties. 



I swallowed deep and replied "Yes, very much."



"How long have you been doing it? And does your mom know?"



I sheepishly replied, "I have been wearing lingerie and dressing for as long as I can remember and my mom does not know. She would most likely ground me for the rest life if she did find out." 



She listened as she kept applying more make-up, blush, mascara and lipstick, always moving back a bit, admiring her work, and then applying some more. She kept asking me more and more questions.



"You're a lot like me I think. Do you like to put on pretty things, walk around and check yourself out in the mirrors?"



"Yes, I do. And Mrs. Warren, you do have the most wonderful clothes, but I'm very embarrassed about wearing them. I'm so sorry."



She then went into her closet and selected one of her more slinky tight dresses and said, "Let's see what this one looks like on you." 



She steadied me in my heels and then slid the dress up and over my shoulders. As she adjusted the shoulders and neckline she said...



"Oh, that looks wonderful on you. Do you like behaving as a girl too?" 



"At times I do. At home when no one is around, I enjoying pretending I'm the woman of the house. I even enjoy folding laundry with my mom and helping out with cooking, but I never dress at home unless I have secretly slipped on a pair of panties while doing chores."



As she was checking me out head to toe she signed and said, "Come back over here and hold still. Let me fix your make-up one more time and adjust your wig...ah...that's better. Now go and take a look at yourself in the mirror."



When I finally got to see myself in the full length mirror I was shocked at how amazing I looked. I was not longer just some boy in a wig wearing girl clothes, I was a freakin' hot babe. What a difference some sultry eye make-up, blush and the proper lipstick made!



She could see the bulge rising in the front of the dress as kept checking myself out. 



"It appears that you like the look as well. Do you like to play with yourself when you are dressed?"



OK, this was a tad more personal but with a raging hard-on, it was hard to deny. 



"Yes, it seems I get real excited real fast when I am dressed. I usually have to masturbate a couple of times in an evening. But I'm always careful not to ruining anything I might be wearing. I'm so sorry."



"Well, you must be very good at it because I have never noticed a thing amiss when you have been here. Now turn around and please tuck yourself in a little more."



I did my best to calm down and tuck my penis between my legs. As embarrassed as I was, it did not reduce my excitement. When I turned around she said,



"Mr. Warren and I have a surprise for you. Since we got home a little early and since you're not expected home for a while, you get to stay and play with us for a while rather than just yourself!"



"I'm not sure I would be comfortable with that Mrs. Warren." 



"Really?", she continued softly and stroked my hair gently and walked around me.



"I think someone who dresses up in my clothes and wears my bra and panties, and masturbates in my house probably owes us a little something. Don't you think? I would hate to have to show these pictures to your mom," she said with a wry smile. 



"But I am not sure I can handle this. I have never been with anyone before." 



"Honey, turn around and look at yourself in the mirror again. I see a beautiful, hot young lady that any man would want to be with. Do you see her also?"



I had to agree. I looked better than I ever expected in any fantasy. 



"Sit down and let me tell you a little about Mr. Warren, he is gentle. You will not find a nicer person. He likes to be teased and flirted with. Just follow my lead and I can assure you, this will be fun for you too."



"Oh, but, we can't call you Matt. What girl name can we call you? " 



I had to think for a moment and replied, "I've always liked Cassie"



"Then Cassie it will be. And please call me Lisa while you are Cassie."



She took my hand and walked with me into the living room.



"Alan, I would like you to meet our babysitter Cassie."



He got up and greeted me with a little hug and kiss on the cheek. I had never been kissed as a girl before and strangely, I loved the attention.



"Cassie, you are beautiful." 



"Thank you Mr. Warren, that is so sweet for you to say."



"Please, let me see what you are wearing." 



I did my best to twirl around in my heels. This time he took my hands and gave me a kiss on the lips. Now this was different. 



I arched my back up and pressed my little breasts into his chest. I could feel him getting excited them more he embraced me. He dropped his hands and softly caressed my butt.



"Please, call me Alan, and come sit on the sofa next to me."



As he sat down in the middle, I sat next to him on the left of the sofa and I pulled my legs up under me. He placed his hand on my thigh while Lisa sat on his other side.



"I could get used to this," he said as he looked at both of us on either side. For several minutes he gently rubbed both Lisa's and my upper thigh. I could hear his breathing become deeper. I was actually enjoying this as well. I loved his touch...he was gentle.



Lisa then looked at me as she unbuttoned Alan's belt and pants. With a little nod from her I got the idea it was time to help her slide his pants off. Together we slid his pants down to his ankles first, and then his briefs. 



Alan was now sitting there of the sofa with a semi-erect cock and his eyes closed. I was no longer excited, but nervous. This was unchartered territory for me. I had never seen a penis this up close and personal n my life. 



Lisa slowly reached behind her, placed some hand lotion on her hands and then reached over and gently placed some on mine. Watching her eyes she directed me to slowly rub Alan's cock with my hands along with hers. 



Other than my own, this is the first cock I had ever touched. I was amazed at how he responded to the littlest touch and was fully erect in seconds. "Cassie, this feels so wonderful...please slow down a little."



Slow down? I had barely started.



I backed off and moved to caressing his thigh instead. He like that and stayed fully erect. I kept watching Lisa and followed her move as she slid her hands down underneath his balls. He slowly spread his legs out and made them easier to reach. 



I replaced her hands with mine and kept cradling and lightly playing with them as she had. Watching Lisa, I slowly slid my upper leg on top of his like she did. After just a few moments, I heard Alan deeply moan with pleasure.



Lisa then let me know through her eyes it was time for him to cum. With one hand under his balls and my other one now around his cock, I began the slow tender stroking. Lisa smiled in approval and as he climaxed. Lisa had a small hand towel ready in her other hand to catch the hot semen. She was good. I kept slowly stroking him until he stopped.



"Cassie, that was so wonderful." I leaned over and gave him a soft kiss on his cheek. 



Lisa then asked me softly, "Cassie, please get a warm face cloth from the bathroom." I did she showed me how to gently clean him up. He was so peaceful. And then within minutes, Alan fell fast asleep.



Lisa then whispered, "Let him sleep, I have something else to show you. " 



She took me by the hand and led me into the bedroom. Lisa asked me to sit on the bed beside her. She smiled and began to lightly stroke my face, arm, shoulders, and thigh as we talked.



"How did that make you feel? You know, being with a man", she asked.



"Different than I thought, I guess."



"How so?"



"First, before I explain, I absolutely love the way I look. Your make-up is fantastic and I absolutely adore your clothes! But you kind of know that already. I love being Cassie!" 



"I've fantasized over what it must be like to be you with Mr. Warren all the time. But I think I had too many expectations about what it would be like."



"It just didn't get me as excited as I thought it would. I really liked getting kissed...twice...a lot...and I really, really liked knowing that what I did got him that excited. But it seemed to end there. I'm sitting here now like nothing happened at all."



"Welcome to my world."



"What do you mean?" 



"Well, I love Alan. He is wonderful and is a terrific provider, father and husband. But our sex life is not quite where I would like it. He's kind of a one and out type of guy. Loves to step up to the plate but can't go nine innings. Sometimes we don't even get through the batting order. Does that analogy make sense?"



"But he fancies himself as a great lover. It does get real frustrating for me."



"So what do you do then?"



"That's what I wanted to show you." She reached over to her dresser draw and pulled out a small vibrator. "This is a girl's best friend. Let me show you."



Sitting up against her headboard, she gently closed her eyes, turned on the switch and slowly began moving the vibrator over and between her thighs and then under her dress...which was real short to begin with. Within about one minute, her hips began to start rising up to meet the vibrator and any sense of modesty she might have had was gone.



She pulled her dress up above her black panties and started breathing deeper and deeper. I was watching her moving the vibrator right to those special spots that only a woman really knows. As I watched in amazement, I was getting harder and harder myself. She finally let out one long moan, turned the vibrator off and effectively went limp in the bed.



She then smiled with her eyes closed and whispered..."That was sooo good." 



I could not say anything meaningful. I just sat and stared at her lying there.



"Come, lie here beside me."



"Cassie, I don't know exactly how you feel dressed up as a girl, but I know that every time I get dressed, I love it. I love the attention it brings to me and I love that it gets my husband excited."



"I also like that other things gets me excited as well. Like seeing you tonight when we got home dressed in my clothes. It was a shock at first but it actually turned me on...a lot. I told Mr. Warren, let's have some fun."



"He had his fun, I had mine and now it's your turn."



"Cassie, go change into the black baby doll nighties on the chair over there. You know, the one you had placed on the bed earlier. I figured you like that one."



I hated changing out of this slinky outfit, so when I stood up I looked at myself in the mirror one more time. I then removed the dress and then the bra, and tried my best to tuck in as much of my hard-on as I could between my legs in the panties. 



I slid on the black baby doll I then looked at myself in the mirror, with full make-up. Crap, I was still gorgeous, especially in the soft lighting.



"Stop admiring yourself so much and come back here little Cassie. Lay back on the bed. Let's see if me and my little friend can make you satisfied as well."



Before she turned on the vibrator, she began lightly kissing my nipples through the nightie. She then worked her way down towards my cock while she used her hands to lightly play with my nipples even more. Lisa then turned the vibrator on the low setting and slowly began working it around my cock and balls. 



My breathing got deeper as I tried to take in every minute of it. She then slowly pulled away and I could relax a bit. She was always whispering nice little girl thoughts to me and made me feel beautiful inside.



This went on for about 20 minutes. It was as if she loved every minute as much as I did. It then got to the point when I could not hold out much longer and told Lisa "I am so close." 



"Cassie, my beautiful young lady, you are so sexy. Let it all out and enjoy." With that I had the longest and best orgasm of my life. She kept the vibrator on my cock until the last drop filled my panties.



"Cassie, you and I are going to be the bestest of friends!" With that she gave me a deep kiss and said..."Stay here for just a minute and let's get you cleaned up."



Lisa came back with a warm wet towel and gently cleaned up every trace of semen. She helped me change and removed every trace of the make-up. When I had changed back into my boy clothes she smiled and said, "Matt, I hope you can come back again." 



"I would love to Mrs. Warren." 



As we walked through the living room to pick up my books, Mr. Warren was sound asleep.



"I think we will let Mr. Warren sleep it off and I will drive you home."



Before we left, she tucked a parting gift of two pairs of her panties and a bra into my backpack. "Keep these as a remembrance until next time." 



As she was dropping me off she said, "Hopefully we will see you in two weeks? We have a formal gala on a Friday night at a museum hosted by Mr. Warren's company and I know Benjamin would love to see you again."

Becoming Cassie Ch. 03

For the next two weeks all I could think about was being Cassie again. All my life I've always had dreams of being dressed but the people in those fantasies were never real. My fantasies were now becoming realities. 



And I had to wonder what were the Warrens thinking this week. I had really been expecting the absolute worst scenario if I got caught in real life. I never really thought that they would find it to be stimulating that their guy babysitter would turn into their girl babysitter each night when they were out. 



But it was going to happen...again. I was really going to the same apartment where I could become Cassie again in less than 14 days, then 13, then 12 days. While it was something I had always hoped for, now that it was coming closer, it was almost scary.



When that Friday finally came, I was excited and nervous all at the same time. My mom dropped me off as usual and as I knocked on the door I was almost shaking. This was a different feeling. I was hoping it was going to be Mrs. Warren, but Mr. Warren appeared in a tuxedo. 



I was shocked to see how dressed up the Warrens were getting for this event. I knew it was formal but I did not really expect it to be this formal. 



The last time I saw him he was sound asleep after I had him a hand job as Cassie while wearing his wife's dress and lingerie. Now I'm standing in front of him dressed as Matt. This was a bit awkward. 



It was a very pleasant greeting and I told him that he had this James Bond look going with his black tuxedo. I think he appreciated that. 



And Mrs. Warren could easily have passed as a Bond girl. She had her hair up with long sparkling earrings, and even though she was still running around in her long robe, she looked absolutely stunning. True to form, she had not yet changed into her gown but she was still radiant.



I was barely there for a minute when I heard her call, 



"Matt, would you help me for a moment?"



I looked to Mr. Warren who gave his approval with a nod. I was so glad I was still on good terms with him. He apparently was cool with all this. 



I had to believe his wife never told him about what had happen after he fell asleep. Seriously, wearing her clothes is one thing, but being intimate with her in their bedroom, even as Cassie, is completely another. I had yet to figure this couple out.



I opened the door to the bedroom and Mrs. Warren asked, "Matt, would you be able to help me into my gown?" 



"Certainly," I replied. 



Facing me, she untied her robe and let it dramatically fall off her shoulders onto the floor...almost like in slow motion. There she was, standing there in the sheerest of black lace panties and an extremely low cut black bra. Her nails her perfectly done in deep red and all I could do is stare.



"Jealous??" she asked coyly. 



I knew immediately what she meant. The Cassie in me wanted to be her so bad. 



"Absolutely...you are so beautiful. But I don't mind being jealous one bit. Here, let me help you with your gown."



With delicate ease, we slid on her gown and I adjusted the straps from the back. There was actually very little to help her with and I think she knew that. She just wanted the attention. I stood back and admired. She looked spectacular. 



"Now I am really jealous!" We both giggled. 



"I want to wear this dress so bad", I told her. 



"You'll just have to wait", she replied with a wry grin.



After she adjusted her hair and make-up one last time, she said "Oh, before we leave, we have a surprise for you." Emphasizing the word "we".



"First, Mr. Warren has not stopped talking about you since two weeks ago. It's been Cassie this and Cassie that. Now I'm beginning to get a little jealous of you! But I actually think it's cute." 



"But second, we knew this event was coming up and talked about it for a while. We felt that if we came home all dressed up like this, then maybe you should have something special to dress up in as well. You know, to welcome us home in and all."



With that she took me by the hand and brought me over to the corner of the room. There on the chair were two boxes with bows on them. She handed me the smaller one first and said, "These are for you. I hope you don't mind."



Inside the first box was a bra and pair of panties. "We went out together and bought you the same matching bra and panties as mine."



They were beautiful. "Really? These are so nice." I held them up to me and embraced them.



"Yes, and there is more." Mrs. Warren handed me the other box and inside was a black gown and under the gown were heels.



"And heels, you bought me heels?"



"A girl has to have her heels. Now you have your own!"



I gave her a big hug but was careful not to smudge her hair or make-up. "Mrs. Warren, you are being way too nice to me. I still feel so bad about sneaking around in your clothes, and then you and Mr. Warren go out and buy me these?"



She replied, "I told you we were going to be the bestest of friends. And to be honest, I have not had this much fun thinking about you and planning to be with you in a long time." 



"Oh, and one more thing. Make-up."



"Mr. Warren felt that if you were going to be wearing such elegant clothes when we arrived home you should also have some make-up on. And since tonight is such a special night for us, we've arranged to have it done for you." 



"At about 9:00, my good friend Jennifer is coming over to do your make-up. I told her all about you and she cannot wait to meet you. She's an expert and actually does make-up for a living."



"Just be dressed in one of my regular dresses before she gets here to do your make-up, and then shortly after 10:00 change into your gown. We hope to be back no later than 10:45 or 11:00."



It was now time for the Warrens to leave. I took a few pictures of them together and then with Benjamin. It was a fun time watching them pose for pictures but my mind was elsewhere. Where was all this heading?



From the time they left, the minutes dragged. I kept looking at the clock every two minutes and realized that if I could keep myself busy with Benjamin, then maybe the time would go faster. And it worked, we played some games, read a story and then the clock struck 8:00.



I felt relieved that he was such as good sleeper, just like his dad, and by 8:15, he was fast asleep. I decided to make a quick change before Jennifer arrived so I headed into Mrs. Warren's room.



Seeing Mrs. Warren all decked out before they left, teasing me to no end about me wishing be her and then giving me clothes to wear was just too much. I had this burning desire to change into Cassie right now. 



I stripped off my clothes and quickly changed into one of her nighties from her drawer. I located the matching pair of panties and grabbed the wig. 



My comfort level in their apartment was real high. No more sneaking around. No more worrying about putting it back in the right drawer. It was if she had opened up her room to anything I wanted to wear.



Even without the make-up, I could see the Cassie from two weeks ago in the mirror. I could barely contain myself as I made it into the bathroom and unleased a massive load I felt I had been carrying for days. 



It was so intense that I shook! I'm an athlete and I was breathing hard. 



This is Cassie stuff is tough. But now I could at least calm down before Jennifer came. 



I grabbed some hand towels and washed myself real good. Jennifer was coming over shortly. I wanted to look and feel good. 



Now that I felt more relaxed, I put on the new bra and panties the Warrens bought me. I looked at myself in the full length mirror. Much better, but I almost got immediately excited all over again. 



Stop it, I told myself. I just had to keep telling myself to slow down. 



I then tried on the new gown and heels and was so glad they fit. They were simply elegant together. I put the gown on a hanger and changed into one of Mrs. Warren's nice dresses as she had requested. I then added a little lipstick in my own clumsy way because my look was so wrong without any.



I looked over at the clock and I still had five minutes. I plunked myself down on the sofa and said to myself, breathe, just breath. 



Promptly at 9:00 there was light knock at the door. 



"Jennifer?" 



"Cassie?"



I opened the door and there was one of the cutest little blondes I have ever seen. She had kind of that Reese Witherspoon look to her.



"Cassie...you are adorable, just like Lisa said." She gave me a professional but sweet hug.



"Thank you, that is so nice of you to say" I replied.



"Cassie, just so you know, I've known Lisa for a couple of years now and just love her to pieces. I am so glad you have had a chance to meet her, too."



"Now, she said you have a special outfit to wear tonight and she wanted me to do some make-up, so let's have a look see at the gown."



We walked into the bedroom and she looked at the gown and then at me, and then at me and then at the gown and asked, "What color wig do you fancy?"



"I only have this one I'm wearing, why do you ask?"



"Lisa asked me to bring a couple over for you to try. I'm thinking that with this black gown and your light complexion, maybe this dirty blonde wig would work best. It's just past shoulder length and with these wispy bangs, I think it would be perfect. But let's wait to decide. I brought a few. "



"OK, first let me help you off with this dress and you can put on this robe."



Jennifer walked behind me and unzipped my dress and slid it off. "Leave your heels on for now until we get the right look."



"Cassie, that is such a cute bra...and I love those panties on you. They fit you so nicely."



"Thank you," I replied. "They are actually a gift to me from the Warren's tonight. I could not believe they would do something like that."



"I think someone really likes you girl."



She then walked in front of me and started studying my face. She stood back a bit, and checked me out from each side. 



"Nice, very nice. I'm really excited about doing this. And I know I said it before, but I so like your bra." 



"May I?" she asked as she reached out with the back of her hand and lightly touched the fabric of the bra. She could feel that my nipples were rock hard. 



"Oh my, little Cassie likes it as well. May I borrow it after tonight?" She laughed but I think she was serious.



I could see she was going to make this fun. I almost hated putting on the robe, but complied as she began applying the make-up.



She was a real artist. She first put on a foundation and then began with the eyes. "Cassie, your eyes are a window to your soul. They are a girl's best weapon. And you have gorgeous eyes and long eyelashes. Use them."



She continued with eye shadow, eyeliner, mascara, blush, lipstick, always explaining what she was doing at each step. She then placed the wig on. As she sat back I thought she was done. I could not wait to see what it looked like. But, she removed the wig and continued to make adjustments for about another 10 minutes.



"May I see now?"



"Do you want to see yourself with the wig or without?"



"Let's see it without so I know what it should look like if I ever do it myself someday."



"OK", she said. She turned the mirror towards me and I stared in disbelief. I barely recognized myself. There was lots of make-up and very little me. I was nervous, very nervous. What would the Warren' think? They spent so much money on the new dress and now I don't even look like me.



Jennifer read my face and kept saying I looked great, but I had my doubts. 



"Just wait", she said.



I stepped into the gown with her help, steadied myself in the heels and she began the process of brushing out and adjusting the wig.



"No peeking until I am done...promise?"



"Promise."



The wait was unbearable. She adjusted it more and kept brushing it a little left and right. 



"One more minute...now hold still as I clip on your earrings...now just a little more lipstick and I think we are there."



She finally said, "Cassie, now you can turn around and look."



I slowly turned around and gasped. I was beautiful...seriously...model material. What a difference professional make-up makes. I had been so wrong about the look. I kept looking and staring at the make-up and wig from every angle. I thanked Jennifer at least hundred times.



And then Jennifer said, 



"You need to calm down there young lady. It's one thing to have sexy nipples popping through your gown, but not your penis." 



I looked down. This gown showed everything.



I then looked at the time and it was only 9:45. I said the obvious to her, "I will never be able to keep this down for 45 minutes until they come home. This is not looking this good."



Jennifer said, "I agree. Let's get that dress off and fix that." She moved behind me, helped with the zipper and steadied me in the heels as I stepped out of the gown. That only made things worse. Now I was a smoking hot babe standing in sexy lingerie in front of the mirror with a raging hard on.



I thought it was off to the bathroom for another round, but Jennifer said, "Alright, remove your new bra and panties. We don't want them ruined either." 



She walked over to Lisa's drawers and pulled out a black babydoll nightie and pair of skimpy satin panties. "Here, put these on." 



She helped me change the clothes and I swear my cock grew even more. She just laughed and said, "Damn, you are way too excited young lady." I didn't have the heart to tell her I had masturbated just before she arrived.



With one quick move she removed her top and then her bra exposing two of the perkiest breasts I have ever seen. I couldn't help but stare for a moment in disbelief.



"Do you like these Cassie?"



I said something smart like, "Oh my."



"Let's move this floor mirror over closer to the bed so you can watch what we are going to do next. Don't want any of my awesome make-up work to go to waste in any old bathroom sink."



"Cassie, I'm going to lay down on the bed and you're going to straddle me...you know, cowgirl style."



"Not sure what cowgirl style means, but I get the straddle idea." I said.



She then looked at me and asked, "You don't mind being on top, do you?"



I just laughed and said something stupid like "I don't think so."



Jennifer, still in her jeans with her legs closed tight together laid on her back and had me sit on her crotch with my legs spread. "Do you like this Cassie?", she asked. 



Let's see...wearing a baby doll nightie and with satin panties while straddling this amazing chick...It was easy to say, "I love it!" And the mirror was positioned so perfectly I could see my entire body riding her. I now understood cowgirl style.



Jennifer then began fondling my breasts through the nightie and slowly began rubbing her groin up into my outspread legs. "Do you like this Cassie?" 



I caught my breath and replied, "This is unbelievable!"



"Do you like what you see in the mirror?"



All I could see what this hot, dirty blonde in a black nightie grinding away on another hot blonde. I had trouble believing it was me. I started moaning a yes in response.



She then began squeezing my nipples, harder and harder. "Is this better Cassie...is it?"



"I can't hold it!", I cried. The visuals and physical touch were just too much.



"Cassie, yes you can. Close your eyes and think about anything else." 



Jennifer slowed down her pace but kept lifting her crotch and grinding into mine in a slow rhythmic pattern. 



"That's better", I said. Looking down I could see that Jennifer had her eyes closed and was beginning to softly moan with each lunge. Her breathing got deeper and longer. I could not believe for such a small girl she was lifting me with each thrust. 



With each moan and thrust I could feel myself getting closer and closer to exploding again.



"Stay with me Cassie!! Don't you dare even think of having an orgasm before me." She was now groaning with each thrust.



With her legs, Jennifer slid me up even further on her and tore the skimpy panties right off me. My cock was now between her breasts and she was squeezing her little breasts together on my cock. It was getting hotter and wetter.



I kept rocking it back and forth between her breasts. I was now squeezing my own nipples until it almost hurt. I loved seeing what I was seeing in the mirror.



Then Jennifer pulled my body down on top of hers, reached behind me and slid her wet fingers right into my butt hole. At first it hurt but then I wanted more. I leaned forward even more to let her in even deeper. 



I was now feeling things I had never experienced before..."Now Cassie, now!"



With one final push by both of us, I came all over her breasts, and I mean all over. Jennifer still had her fingers in me and slowly massaged me as she removed them as we slowed down our pace.



"Cassie, you're freaking awesome! Those were the best orgasms I have ever had."



My head was spinning but I was able to get out another brilliant statement..."But, I hardly even touched you. I don't get it."



"Honey, it's not just about you. You simply being here made it happen" 



After about 10 minutes of relaxing and chit chatting, I had calmed down and we started cleaning up. We were both a mess, but the make-up was untouched. We could now laugh about it.



"Do you feel relaxed now Cassie?", she asked sarcastically.



"More than I could ever imagine."



"Good. Let's get you dressed beautiful, and ready for the Warrens."



For the next 15 minutes, Jennifer was all business. I changed back into my new bra and panties. Thank goodness Jennifer suggested I changed. 



We put on the gown, adjusted the heels, touched up the make-up and put the wig on for its final time. We tried the other style wigs, but decided that for tonight, it was the blonde. Jennifer did say she like the short funky auburn one, but maybe some other time.



As she packed her final brush into her bag she said, "Cassie, you are beautiful. Have a wonderful time with Lisa and Alan tonight. And I really hope to be able to hook up with you again. You are a delight!"



With that we gave each other a little air kiss and off she went.



+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++



I now had to radically change my thoughts over to the Warrens. They would most likely be here within 30 minutes and I needed to refocus. 



Think, think. What would Mr. Warren be like tonight? What are his thoughts after an evening like this? Especially after being all dressed up in a tuxedo and all.



And Lisa, did she have fun all dressed up? Did she get the attention she so loves? And would she share with me some more secrets when she got home? 



I tried to prepare mentally the best I could so I could not only make them happy but also exceed their expectations. 



I had to keep remembering that they were coming home with amazing anticipation of seeing me in the new dress and all made-up. I was doing my best to recharge after just having one of the best times of my life with Jennifer.



I sat down and opened a Vogue magazine. I began visualizing I was one of the models. That lifted my spirits a lot and by the time I heard the key turn in the door, I was up and ready.



"Cassie? Is that really you?" I guess they liked the look.



I slinked over to them in my best sexy walk and planted a kiss on Mr. Warren, tongue and all. "You look so handsome in this tux...As I hugged him, I turned and looked over at her and asked, "And Mrs. Warren, how did you ever keep all the ladies away from him?"



"Easy, I clung onto him all night long" she laughingly replied.



"And all the men must have been wishing they were you Mr. Warren...having such a beautiful wife."



With that I walked over to Lisa and gave her a little air kiss but I really wanted to give her more. I was hoping that would come later. 



"Well, our little Cassie has certainly grown up in since her last visit. You look beautiful. What did you think of Jennifer?"

"Jennifer, she does amazing work. I mean, just look." I spun around and tried my best to be as sexy as I could. " She knows exactly how to handle every little detail."



Mrs. Warren then offered to take a few pictures of me by myself, and then me with Mr. Warren. And Mr. Warren took some of me with his wife.



Truthly, I now loved the idea of having pictures plus there was no possible way anyone could recognize me anyhow. We even used the remote timer and pictures of all three of us.



We stood talking for a bit and they shared some tales from the fundraiser. I asked about the ladies outfits and got a blow by blow description of the hits and misses. Even Mr. Warren contributed a few fashion observations.



"And Benjamin, does he ever wake up? He is so good. You two are so lucky."



After about fifteen minutes it got to that awkward stage in the conversation so I took a major step.



"Here, Mr. Warren, let me get you comfortable." At that point I walked over and removed his tuxedo jacket from behind. Carefully I folded it and laid it on a chair.



I moved back behind him and reached around him with both arms and placed both of my hands up on his chest in a hug. He really seemed to like that. I then slowly ran my hands down his shirt to his groin and began lightly caressing his cock through his pant. I could feel him getting hard.



Lisa was staring at me almost in disbelief and said, "Cassie, it looks like you know what Mr. Warren likes. Let me help from this side."



Lisa kissed her husband and then undid the tuxedo pants, which was not the easiest thing to do. She let them drop to the ground as she reached her hands around his butt and slowly began sliding off his briefs. As she was reaching back and rubbing his butt, she was also sure to touch me as well.



"Cassie, come over this side with me. I want you to experience what I am feeling."



I slowly walked around and knelt down beside her. I watched as Lisa took his semi-erect cock into her mouth, first in little amounts and then progressively larger ones. 



I then said, "Mr. Warren, I want to thank you for this beautiful gown and lingerie. I hope this is a good start at thanking you." 



By now Lisa had her hand inside my gown and was lightly caressing my breasts. I was getting more excited and started playing with his cock. I followed Lisa's lead and started with my tongue and then took him in my mouth. His penis was not huge like some I had seen in our sports locker room showers, so that was a plus. It was actually quite pleasant. 



Lisa kept kneeling beside me and was giving me little non-verbal hints like wiggling her tongue, opening her mouth wider, and moving her head in and out. I took these cues, and loved her little facial expressions. It was almost funny to watch but hey, I was getting real on the job training. And there was no way he could see us.



As I took in more and more I could feel Mr. Warren backing away so I eased off. I knew that move all too well from myself. I then had an idea to slow things down.



I slowly stood up and asked "Mr. Warren, would you like to see my new underwear?" I still could not call him Alan and I think he liked the Mr. Warren thing with me. And I was always careful to call Lisa Mrs. Warren in his presence. This name thing was getting tough.



Lisa stood up to help me remove my gown and there I was standing about five feet from him wearing the sheerest of black lace panties, a sexy black bra, heels, make-up and a blonde wig. "Stunning" was all he could say. "Simply stunning."



Then Lisa, in a surprise move did the same thing. We were both there, without gowns in matching lingerie. 



Almost on cue, we each grabbed a hand, led him to his favorite chair and had him sit back to enjoy the ride. Lisa sat facing him on the arm of the chair, slid her bra up and placed one of her breast right in his mouth. I knelt down at his feet and began playing with his cock again with my tongue. This was actually more enjoyable than I imagined. 



"Mr. Warren, I love your cock and want you so bad." That little phrase changed things immediately. Not only did he get rock hard right away but he started moaning like last time. 



I knew what was about to happen but this time there was no Lisa with a towel. Lisa was busy having her breast chomped on by her husband. I could hear her moaning as well.



I could feel his cock getting hotter and harder, and then it started pulsing . I knew he was cumming. I was not really prepared for this but at the same time could not wait for it to happen. I took in every inch of his cock as deep as I could and sucked out every drop. 



He shuddered, moaned and virtually collapsed, if that's even possible in a chair.



I stayed down there for several minutes just kissing and gently sucking on his cock. Then I felt a soft hand on my back and it was Lisa. 



She whispered, "Let's let him sleep". We then put a small throw over him to keep him comfy and picked up our gowns.



When we went into the bedroom, I could not help but notice Lisa wince a bit as she slid her bra back over her right breast.



"Are you OK", I asked.



"Yes, I'm just a little tender. He is usually so gentle I was just surprised. It really was a nice change, I actually got excited from him being excited and grabbing me. He's generally very passive."



She then asked, "Can we change into something else? I've been in this bra all night and I would really like something different to wear." Lisa went over to her drawer and looked for a nightie for each of us. 



She said, "I seem to be missing a couple."



"Oh yeah, that was me. I got way too excited earlier tonight."



She put her hands on her hips and laughingly said, "Well young lady, I want to hear all about it." 



She tossed me a pretty pink short nightie and panties. "That one will go wonderfully with your blonde look tonight." She put on a light purple one herself.



We sat on the bed like two best friends at college all the while gently caressing my arms and lightly playing with my nipples. I told her all about the entire evening, including my getting so excited...twice. 



While she was stroking my hair and kissing my shoulders she asked, "So you and Jennifer really went at it?"



"It wasn't my idea. Really. I was trusting what she was asking me to do and then, well, things happened. And she never even took off her pants. I don't get it"



Lisa laughed and said, "Let me tell you about Jennifer. I met her at the athletic club I work out at a few years ago. We were in one of those 6 week challenges. It was a fun time and being athletes at heart, we started a friendship...always encouraging each other in workouts, diets, stuff like that."



"Then one night after a workout, she and I stopped for a drink and we started sharing personal stories. We both played sports in college and the more we talked the more we found we had in common. We even both had intimate experiences with our teammates." 



Lisa crawled behind me and began kissing my neck and continued playing with my breasts. She continued...



"So Jennifer and I hooked up one night after a class at her place and we felt that there was chemistry between us. She likes to be more of the dominant one and I like to be more of the submissive type when we are together."



"And when you told me she was wearing her jeans, keeping her legs together and grinding you, that makes all kinds of sense to me."



Moving her hands down lightly to my thighs and then slowly around to my lower back she asked, "Cassie, what was it like when she penetrated you from behind with her fingers? Did it hurt, was it pleasurable?"



"Actually, both. I was not expecting it at all but I definitely enjoyed it once I could relax the muscles back there."



"Are you sore now?" she asked as she let her hand trail of my thighs and onto my backside.



"No, not at all, why?"



Lisa kissed me again on the shoulders, got up and went to her closet. After a minute of her moving some boxes around she returned with something that looked like a belt with a penis attached to it.



"Have you ever seen one of these?" 



My look pretty much answered her question. 



"It's called a strap-on and girls wear them when they get intimate with each other."



"This is a small one and I keep it around for when a friend, like Jennifer or someone, might stop over and we play a bit. They come in much larger sizes, but let me show you how it works."



Lisa walked over to her nightstand, dropped her panties, put on the belt and positioned the strap on so the base of the penis would press against her perfectly. "Oh," she sighed deeply, "Even that feels so good."



She then looked at herself in the mirror and said, "I'm sorry, I have to take my nightie off. This just looks too weird in a nightie." 



In the dimly lit bedroom, I thought she looked amazingly hot. And if even possible, I started getting even more excited. She took some lubricant from her drawer and softly said, "I want you to kneel on edge the bed and bend as far forward as you can...and relax."



Lisa kissed my arms and my back a few more times and then slid my panties down. She took the lubricant, reached under me and slowly began lightly massaging my cock and balls. She whispered, "How does that feel Cassie?" 



She then slowly began to apply the lubricant up along my butt and began playing with and probing my hole with her finger. I could now vividly remember that feeling from Jennifer. Every minute or so Lisa would go a little deeper.



After several minutes, I could feel her two fingers in me and it almost took my breath away. All the time Lisa kept whispering nice, supportive words, like, "I want to be in you little Cassie."



I then started feeling the pressure of something bigger than her fingers. It was slow and constant, and to some degree hurt until my muscles relaxed. I could now feel the cock inside me.



Lisa held still as I kept adjusting to this new sensation. The mirror was still in the room and as I looked to my right, there I was with this awesome brunette with this cock penetrating me from behind. Lisa kept her hands softly on my hips and continued talking to me and telling me how beautiful I was. She even reached up further and began playing with my nipples with one of her hands.



She then added some more lubrication and slowly started with the littlest of movement...going in a bit and out a bit. She continued with slightly larger moves and the feeling was overwhelming. And the more I looked to mirror the more excited I got. 



I could see out of the corner of my eye that Lisa was checking out herself in the mirror as well and was now using one of her hands to squeeze her left breast and kept the other one caressing my back.



Her lunges got deeper and deeper, and her moans got louder and louder. "Cassie, you are so beautiful." I could feel her legs shudder from behind. 



The pleasure was finally so intense that I grabbed my own cock and masturbated all over the bed. It did not take much. I practically collapsed as she slid the cock out of me.



Lisa joined me on the bed and as she laid there on her back...and with the strap on cock standing straight up...it left me with a surreal image. 



I asked her, "Do you want me to get your vibrator for you?"



"No silly...I just had an amazing orgasm. Couldn't you tell??" She rolled over and gave me a big kiss and actually tickled me. "Cassie, you are amazing!"



I was not getting this female orgasm thing.



It took about 30 minutes to clean everything up. Taking off all this make-up was a chore. As I changed back into my Matt clothes, Mrs. Warren said, "Please keep the bra and panties. They're yours." 



I put the new bra and panties into my backpack and asked Mrs. Warren if she could keep the dress and heels here. I was afraid my mom would find out if I brought too many things home.



"Matt, how many things do you have at home?"



"Not too many. With brothers and sisters poking around, I am always nervous of them finding things. Right now it's just the things that you gave me and few older items of my mom, an aunt and cousin." 



Before we left, she asked, "We have a party coming up in a few weeks. We might host it here and it will have a bit of a Halloween theme to it. Would you be interested in coming?"



Thinking this was just another babysitting job, I readily agreed.



When she left to drive me home, Mr. Warren was still asleep in his chair. "Is he always like this?" I asked...



"Always"

Becoming Cassie Ch. 04

The next week was hard for me to concentrate on my school work and sports. I was loving being Cassie, even if only for a few hours. 



I had those amazing memories of what I looked like as Cassie replaying over and over again in my head. I could not get over what like to be a girl. I was really beginning to enjoy this. The whole world was beginning to look different.



And I was so glad the phone didn't ring for this next weekend for any other babysitting gigs. I needed to get back and focus plus this weekend my Aunt Mary was having her 50th birthday party.



It was going to be a great time to see all my cousins again. Our last big family get-together was over a year ago and big parties were always fun.



Aunt Mary was the aunt that had my only older female cousin, Kate. For some reason, given all the experiences I had over the last three months with the Warrens and learning more about who Cassie was, I actually couldn't wait to see Kate. Not sure I was going to share anything, but I know I had some good early memories of hanging around with her.



But at the same time, I knew I'd feel a little guilty because growing up I had raided her panty drawer and hamper more than once and actually "borrowed" a few items. Hopefully, I was past that now and those urges wouldn't come back while I was there. 



The birthday party was early Saturday afternoon and would be over by early evening event. I wanted to do something different a little different since I hadn't dressed at all in a week. This might be a fun time try out one of the gifts from the Warrens.  



After I showered on Saturday, I went to my little stash at home and put on one of the pair of panties Mrs. Warren gave me. They were black, soft, and of delicate lace. And with the flowery embroidery on the waistband, they were not only classy but I thought a real good choice for a 50th birthday party where black was often the theme color.



My whole family piled into the car and we headed out. When we arrived at the party, it was one of those partially catered affairs with all kinds of food brought in. Because it was still mid-October, some of the activities were inside and some outside. There had to be 50-60 people there.



We all sang Happy Birthday, gave her gifts including some prank 50Th birthday gifts, and then began hanging out with each other.



My older cousin Kate had grown up so much in these last few years. She was the designated greeter and I watch as she greeted so many of the adults, talking that adult language. I almost forgot she was once a kid like us. 



And she was radiant as she greeted and played with the younger children as well. I loved watching her.



I found out that she was in her second year of college, was studying nursing and loved college life. She was just a year older than me. Somehow that didn't seem to be that much of a difference any more.



She was so well put together. Kate was wearing just the right amount of make-up and her selection clothing made her a daughter any mom could be proud of. I could now appreciate that a lot more than ever before.



When she and I finally got a chance to talk one on one, I started off by saying "Kate, you look so nice in that dress."



"Wow, a compliment from my cousin on how nice I look. I'll take that any day. I actually got this dress just for Mom's party and I am flattered that you like it. Seriously, thank you for noticing."



"I think being at college, even just these two months, has made me aware of a lot of things and growing up a bit helps a bit, too," I replied.



We had a chance to share some college stories and then parted ways to hang out with other people at the party. 



As the afternoon turned to early evening and families began to leave, I noticed that there were still a lot of items outside. I asked Aunt Mary if I could help move some them in, especially the tables and chairs as it might rain soon. It was getting that heavy feeling in the air. 



My aunt said, "We would love the help", and I began by moving the chairs down into the basement.



My mom saw what I was doing and thought that was sweet, but told me she needed to get my little brother home because he wasn't feeling good. She asked if I would be able to catch a ride with someone.



"Sure, no problem, Mom"



I didn't realize it was going to be that much work when I offered. And I was shocked that no one else offered to help. But I didn't complain. It was just another workout like at college.



The sun was slowly setting and I picked up the pace. 



After about 20 minutes of collapsing and the moving chairs to the basement, Kate joined me in the yard. She had just said goodbye to the last of the guests and had changed into a pair of jeans and a nice top. She now looked more like the Kate I remembered, and she looked great even in just jeans.



She and I started picking up things left by the kids in the yard, as well running the rest of the food into the kitchen as a light mist began to fall. 



Within a few minutes we cleared most of the yard of all the little things and then we began moving the longer tables to the basement. The mist had now turned to a light rain. We had to pull about ten tables inside and we only had half of them done.



We worked a little faster as the rain came down harder. By the time we got the last one in, we were completely drenched. Her beautiful wavy hair was now in ringlets and she and I were soaked to the skin. We kind of laughed at each other and said this would be a party to remember. 



As we headed upstairs I could see from the windows that is was now dark, dreary and raining hard outside. And being October, it turned raw and chilly with the rain. We made it just in time. 



My Aunt Mary, being an aunt had towels ready for us and said, "You both need to shower and warm up. Come." 



I told her I was fine but she insisted. "I don't need you catching a cold and dying on my birthday!"



I told Kate to take the first one and I could wait a bit. I chatted with my aunt with a towel draped over my shoulders. We talked about her party and how nice everyone seems, especially now that we are a bit older.



Kate was done in about 10 minutes and my aunt said "I'll make you both some hot chocolate." and scooted off.



When Kate came out of the bath she had on a nice fluffy robe, her hair wrapped in a towel and her wet clothes in her hands.



"OK, your turn. And don't worry, I left you some hot water!"



I went in and started to change when I heard her say, "Toss me your wet clothes and I'll throw them in the dryer."



I was all set to that and realized that I was wearing the black panties I got from Mrs. Warren. Oh crap, what was I going to do?



"Just a minute". I decided just to pass out just my shirt, pants and socks out the door to her.



"Is that everything?" she asked.



"Yes, that's it"



"What about those cute black lace panties with the flowery waistband?" she asked, "Aren't they wet as well?"



Silence.



"Matt, I saw them when you were bending over helping me in the yard. It's OK, I kind of knew anyway."



I slowly opened the door and passed them to her through the opening. It was so stupid of me to wear them. I thought it'd be fun to wear them to a party. I was so wrong.



I took an extra long shower and was so embarrassed I didn't even want to come out.



When the shower stopped and I started drying off, I heard Kate say from the hallway, "Hey Matt, I left you some dry clothes outside the door. Yours are not dry yet. Feel free to pick what you want to wear."



I heard her footsteps as she walked away and slowly opened the door. I was real depressed. I looked down the hall and when I confirmed that no one was around, I picked up the stack of clothes.



In the stack were a pair of her jeans, a sundress, two different tops, two pair of panties and two bras. 



This was not what I was expecting. I knew Kate was an only child and that her dad had left years ago, but I really thought she might be able to find some guy clothes around to wear. I was not sure if this was a joke or not. 



Still, these were pretty sweet clothes. I first put on the pink panties and they fit perfectly. I then tried on the flowered print bra with the rose in front and I loved the look of it with the panties together. I slipped her sundress on and it fit as well. In fact, everything fit.



Within 5 minutes there came a knock on the door and it was Kate. "Hey cuz, did anything fit?"



This was tough. I had been hiding this for years and now she was giving me things to wear. I quietly told her, "Yes. Actually, everything did."



"Great, let me see." 



This was even harder. With a deep breath I slowly opened the door. 



I had on her jeans, her pink panties, her cute navy tee shirt and her black bra. She nodded her head and calmly said. "Those look great on you, now let's get some hot chocolate."



"Slow down a bit. Before we go, how long have you known? And does your mom know?" 



"Oh, for a while now, maybe two years, but we can talk about that later. And yes, she knows. She's cool about it. Let's go."



"I'm sorry. I am not going into your kitchen wearing your bra and panties in front of your mom. The skinny jeans and baby tee are bad enough. What will your mom think??"



"Matt, who do you think put the stack of my clothes together for you while I was changing and drying my hair?"



"Aunt Mary?" 



"Yes, your Aunt Mary and my mom."



This was going way too fast for me. 



Kate said "Come on silly," and took me by the hand and dragged me into the kitchen. Aunt Mary was at the stove warming up the hot chocolate and simply said to me as I walked in, "I am so glad the clothes fit, come over and get your hot chocolate."



OK, this was now weird. The three of us are now sitting at the kitchen table, I'm wearing her daughter's clothes that she just gave me and the only who seems to care about it is me.



"Now, isn't that better now that you are nice and warm?", my aunt asked.



I just couldn't think of anything to say. 



Then Aunt Mary said, "You two sit here for a minute and I will be right back."



Kate was smiling and said..."See, she's fine with it."



I just shook my head and said, "Kate, this is awkward."



"I know, but wait until you see what mom has."



Aunt Mary brought in a box of photos and said, "When I was getting ready for this party, I went through hundreds, no, thousands of pictures. I want to show you some." 



Great, this was going to be worse than watching home movies. Kate moved over beside me. Aunt Mary sat in front of us with the pictures.



"Here is a picture of me when I was five. And here is a picture of Kate when she was five." I was shocked at how much they looked alike. "Wow." I said as I picked it up.



"This is me going out on a date when I was 18." 



"Aunt Mary, you were a babe...I mean you still are...no, that doesn't sound right either." 



"Thank you for the compliment Matt, I know what you meant."



"And here is a picture of me with my husband on our honeymoon. My husband is your mom's brother."



We went through about 25 pictures and there was a story about each one. The longer I sat there and listened to the stories the more interesting it became and the more comfortable I was sitting there in Kate's clothes.



Aunt Mary then said, "I also have some of you and Kate together as well. This really got my interest. 



"Really?"



"Yes, you two spent a lot of time together when you were little. We lived much closer together back then and your mom would frequently drop you off in the afternoons."



"Here's one of you and Kate playing at one of her birthday parties. Oh, and here is another one of you two at the beach." There were dozens of them. We laughed at ourselves in the pictures. I had never seen them. The laughter was good and the pictures were great.



"And here is one of you two in our little backyard inflatable swimming pool."



As I looked closely I asked, "What am I wearing?"



"One of Kate's bathing suits. You were young and when your mom dropped you off she probably didn't pack your bathing suit. So when you saw the pool in the backyard and wanted to go in, I just gave you one of Kate's. It was really no big deal."



I kept examining the picture and just could not believe it. 



"How old was?" 



"Maybe 5."



"Here are some more. This is one of my favorites." 



"I'm in a two piece??"



"Yes, but which one is you?"



Looking closer I said, "I'm guessing I'm the one on the right, the taller one." 



"No, you're the smaller one on the left. Kate was about 4 inches taller than you then. I think she was 9 and you were maybe 7?"



I was amazed at how much I even looked like Kate then. She had short hair and mine was almost the same length. We were both blonde and we both had slight curls. I just kept staring and staring at it.



"Here are few more too." 



"And here are some from the time you spent a week with us. I think you were 8 or 9 at the time." 



"I spent a week with you??" 



"Yes, we rented a cabin at a lake in the mountains and you came with us." She then passed me the small stack of pictures.



"I have no memory of this at all...no, wait, I do have a memory of this. Was the cabin on a little hill?"



"Yes, and it was a little walk down to the water. I think you'll get a kick out of some of these."



There were lots of regular pictures of Kate and myself, and then a few when I was clearly wearing her clothes. 



"Did I do this a lot?" 



"Not really a lot, but you never really had a problem with it either. We were in a cabin, not a lot of laundry facilities close by, so on certain days when you were out of clothes, you simply wore Kate's. Like I said, it was really no big deal." 



There was even one where she and I were wearing sundresses and hugging each other while smiling for the camera.



"And If it makes you feel any better, she wasn't wearing a bra yet." 



I turned and asked, "Kate, do you remember this?" 



"Only a little. It wasn't until mom brought out these pictures a few years ago that I really remembered." 



I was just stunned.



"Do you remember the fashion show you two put on?" 



"Fashion show??"



"You and Kate put on this big production when you visited with us for a whole weekend. I think you were about 10 then because we still lived in the old house." 



She pulled out about 5 pictures of both of us clowning around in oversized dresses, high heels and wigs.



"I do remember this but I thought it was all my imagination." 



Kate jumped in and said, "I definitely remember it. We raided one of the wardrobe closets upstairs and I dressed you up in all kinds of outfits. Mom had nothing to do with it. That one was all me. And you did wear a bra for it, but it was huge, like the dresses."



There I was sitting with stacks of pictures of me and I was even more confused. 



"Are there more pictures?"



Kate continued, "No, that's it. We just had to show you." 



"And then your uncle and I ran into some, say, marital issues. He got a promotion at work, traveled more and started having affairs with his new found success. I did all I could to hang on to him, but the more I tried the more he resisted. We divorced when Kate was 13 and moved to this house just to get away. I guess we were kind of embarrassed about the divorce and wanted a new start."



"But I did get a nice divorce settlement and still receive substantial alimony payments from him, but it was nasty. It was also difficult because he was your mom's brother and that created tension between her and me."



"You stopped coming over, partly because of the distance and partly because of divorce. And it wasn't your fault, just selfish adults."



"Kate kept growing up becoming even more of young lady and had to make new friends in a new school. You kept growing up and hung out more with your guy friends." 



"It really wasn't until several years later when Kate said let's have people over again mom that I realized she was missing her cousins, aunts and uncles. It was a challenge, but things slowly healed."



Then Kate picked up the story. "The about four years ago, I noticed that one of my pair of panties was missing. I was only sixteen at the time and they were the matching set to one of the bras that I wanted to wear that evening to a sweet sixteen birthday party for my friend. Mom and I looked everywhere. We never found it."



"Then about six months later, I was missing another pair, and with only mom and me in the house, it was like a puzzle. At first I figured the washing machine ate them, but then I noticed a few months later that after one of the family parties over here, something was amiss in my lingerie drawer. Not missing, just moved to the wrong place. That sort of isolated the field of suspects to anyone at the party."



Great, just what I needed to hear. I was beginning to get very warm...



"That's when mom brought out the pictures and showed me. I asked her, "Do you think it's Matt?""



"Looking back, it was funny because I think she already knew, or at least strongly expected."



Kate continued, "I wasn't sure how I felt. Mom and I had some long talks and the gist of it was, if Matt still wants to wear your clothes, is really all that bad? It's not like it as the first time he has worn them." 



"Mom really made it more of a positive thing and I was beginning to agree."



Aunt Mary then added, "Nothing else ever went missing but we had suspicions that maybe you were still trying things on in the bathroom, but you were only over her once or twice a year." 



Kate then jumped back in, "We had not really thought too much about it until today when you arrived. We had been so busy readying for the party, plus most of my clothes and lingerie were at college."



"We noticed that during the party you spent a lot of time with me and your cousins, and never once did even get close to my room. I was almost disappointed." 



"It really wasn't until the end of the day when you and I were outside in the mist and you bent over to pick up some of the yard games that I saw you were wearing panties. The black lace and that cute waistband was a big give away."



Kate continued, "I said to myself, wow, he now even has his own panties. And they even look better than mine. Major bummer. He's obviously moved on."



"And then the rains really came. That's when mom put together a real quick plan. It was a gamble, but, well, here you are!" 



Then Aunt Mary broke the tension and said, "And for my 50th birthday, I now have a new niece." 



"Mom?? Really."



"Well, growing up Kate you had mostly boy cousins and Matt was the nearest to your age. I always wanted you to have a female cousin around your own age. Now you do." 



Kate just shook her head.



It was now after 9:00 and I said, "I should really let you two enjoy the rest of your birthday. I'll just change and Kate, could I ask you to drive me home?"



Aunt Mary chimed in, "Oh, didn't I tell you? I called your mom and asked if you could spend the night, especially since it was such a miserable night out with the rain and all. We can drop you off tomorrow."



I looked at Kate and who was smiling and asked, "Will you stay?"



It was hard to say no, but I had just one question..."Kate, how in the world do I fit into your jeans and top?"



Kate laughed and said, "The Freshman 15. It was a tough first year and I had to buy a lot of clothes in the spring semester. I've got it under control this year though, don't you think?"



That brought a big smile from me.



Aunt Mary said, "You can stay in the guest room and we would really love the company. It's lonely having your little girl at college." She then excused herself to leave me and Kate alone to talk.



For the rest of the night we talk about the past and I promised her that I only ever took those two pair of panties. But I readily confessed to trying on lots of her clothes in the bathroom. 

Kate then asked, "So, tell me. How did you get those black panties?"



"It's a real long story but the short version is I got them from a family I babysit for?



"You stole her panties??"



"Not exactly. She gave them to me."



"No seriously, those are expensive panties. No one just gives away expensive panties."



"You're right, but like I said it's a long story and not for tonight. Basically she caught wearing her stuff one night and when I told her I really didn't have much of my own she gave them to me."



"Did she fire you? Or tell your mom?"



"No, she actually didn't mind and I still babysit for them."



"Wow."



"Like I said, it's a long story."



"And Matt, one last question. What's your fem name? You know, the name you like to be called when you are dressed. I have a few trans friends at the college, especially in the nursing program. I call them one name when they are dressed and another when not."



"I like to be called Cassie. I seemed to identify with that name. Not sure why, but I like it."



"Hmm, Kate and her cousin Cassie...I like it."



It was now time to call it a night. I probably should not have been surprised, but laid out on the guest room bed were two cute nighties. Kate, who accompanied me into the room to make sure I had everything, simply shook her head and muttered..."Mom. I swear she's your biggest cheerleader."



"Kate, I have to ask, are these yours? I don't want this to get weird."



"Well, they were mine last year when I was a bit bigger, but I told mom to donate them when I dropped the weight this summer. I'm guessing she didn't. As far as I'm concerned, they're not mine any more."



She then laughed, "Part of me hopes they fit you and part of me hopes they don't. But seriously, they should. See you in the morning."



She gave me a big hug, rubbed my back right where the bra strap was and gave it a playful little snap. It was awesome.



When I settled into the room, I wasn't sure what I wanted to do next. Aunt Mary had also put the sundress, the other bra, panties and top in the room as well. What the heck, I might as well try them on again. Now that I had a larger mirror I really liked the sundress the best. It was so cute and looked like it was never even worn.



Underneath the two nighties were matching panties. That was a nice touch. Of the two nighties, the dark blue one caught my fancy the best. The pink one was nice, but the blue was just rich. The nightie was just below knee length and was actually quite modest. Much different compared to the ones of Mrs. Warren had. It was like two different worlds.



I decided to sleep in the blue nightie. Realistically, I had no other clothes to wear so it was either that or sleep in the bra and panties. And given my aunt's prodding by leaving them on the bed, why not? 



All seemed quiet in the hallway so I made my way down to the bathroom for one last bathroom run. For some reason, I was not sexually excited in the least and found the wearing the nightie very natural. I just did my thing and headed back to the room and went to sleep.



Around 8:00 AM I heard my Aunt Mary and Kate talking in the kitchen. Were they up already? I could smell the coffee brewing so they must be.



I cracked the door, peeked out and listened. Sure enough it was them. Then I heard Kate say, I'll check and see. I quietly closed the door and slid back into bed. About a minute later there was a soft knock on the door. 



"Are you awake?"



"Just getting there."



"May I come in?"



"Sure." As she opening the door, I did my best to sit up in bed and straighten out my nightie to make sure I was all covered. Kate was still in her nightie as well and wearing a robe.



She sat on the edge of the bed and asked, "Did you sleep well?



"I slept amazing well. And I was going to tell you that this was the first time I ever slept in a nightie, but after the stories last night I might have to say, this was the first time that I ever remember sleeping in a nightie." 



We both kind of chuckled at that and then she said with a wry grin, "You're right on that count."



"Well, that color looks wonderful on you. Would you like to join us for breakfast? I brought you a robe to wear over your nightie. "



The robe was long and black, and actually complimented the blue nightie. 



Kate stood back, looked at me and said, "Hey, you're not supposed to look better than me in my clothes Cassie."



We walked down to the kitchen and there was Aunt Mary, cooking up waffles. This brought back good memories. 



She smiled and gave me a little peck on the cheek and said, "You look wonderful this morning. Oh, and I heard from Kate you've adopted Cassie as your female name. I like that." 



"It's going to take some getting used to but it certainly makes more sense to call you Cassie than Matt when you are wearing such pretty clothes."



"Thank you, Aunt Mary, and thank you for finding this nightie for me. Last night was such a whirlwind night that it was real comforting to put on something nice at the end of the night like this and getting a good night's sleep."



"I'm so glad you like it."



As we ate breakfast and shared a few more stories about growing up, my aunt asked me, "Did Kate tell you that she has to leave here by 1:00 to be back on campus by 3:00? She has some final laundry and packing to do, but she can drop you off at home on the way, would that be OK?



"That would work great for me. Is there anything I can help you with while she gets ready?"



"As a matter of fact there is...Cassie. There, I've said it. Cassie. I have a few boxes in the attic I need to go through and I would love to have them brought down. Why don't you shower first and change, and then we can get going. Oh, did the other top fit you? It's one of my favorites. Maybe you can wear that until you have to leave."



Kate smiled and rolled her eyes a bit. She could tell it was going to one of those mornings with mom.



I assembled the clothes to change into and took a good hot shower. I put on the other panties which were made of white lace and the flowered print bra. The bra had little push-ups on the side and it gave me a little cleavage. I have to admit, these were classy. I really liked the style that Kate wore. 



I pulled on the jeans and then buttoned up the blouse. It was so much fun trying to button a blouse on the "wrong side". The blouse was fitted with ¾ sleeve and it buttoned up to just above the bra. I had not noticed that before. It was a slimming fit and light colored fabric allowed the floral bra color to show through a bit. I loved it!



Just before I was ready to leave head out of the room, there was a knock on my door. "Cassie? Are you decent? May I come in?" It was Kate.



"It's open, come on in."



"When mom asked you to...wow, you look amazing girl. Turn around." 



The blouse had slits right around the waist and flared out enough to give me curves. And with the padded bra, the look was stunning.



"Oh yeah, when mom asked you to wear this outfit today, I thought of something." Kate pulled out a short brown wig from a small bag she had in her hand. "This isn't the best, but I thought it might add something. Your hair's nice and all, but calling you Cassie when you still look like Matt isn't working for me."



"Here, sit down and let's get this on." She spent a minute brushing it out and worked on positioning just right. I had been through this drill before with the Warrens and asked her, "Do you have any lipstick while you're at it?"



She reached in her bag, pulled out two different lipstick shades and said, "I'm one step ahead of you babe." 



"I'm going to go with the deeper colored one. It provides a more striking look with the wig."



I had to agree. And I was so happy that light make-up. I still looked like me and I still looked my age in the outfit. As much as I loved Mrs. Warren's clothes and make-up, these were much more age appropriate.



"Cassie, you look terrific. I'll catch up with a little later but I have some laundry to do.



With a whole new attitude I headed into the family room where Aunt Mary was sitting. "Oh my...Cassie, you are stunning. That wig is perfect. I totally forgot that Kate had one. Please turn around for me and let me look." 



She came over, fixed the hair a bit and gave me a hug. "I don't care how much Kate teases me, I love having another niece."



"Come along, we have a few things to do. When Kate came back from her fall semester last year, we went on a bit of a shopping spree. That Freshman 15 you know. And when you are the only child, you do get spoiled so shopping was no big deal."



"Kate was embarrassed because she moved up more than a dress size. She did not like the look of tight clothes on her because of her weight so we decided to buy her clothes that would not make her feel constricted. You know, clothes that were a little looser."



"And even though by the end of the spring break her weight had at least stabilized, she still needed some more clothes for the change in weather so we went out and bought her some more. She was pretty upset as you can imagine and started in with a strict healthy diet and a good workout routine at school. And as you can see today, it worked."



As we headed up to the attic I replied, "Absolutely. She is in terrific shape and looks great. So what's in the attic you need moved?"



"Her clothes from last spring. I could not bear to donate them even though I'm sure someone could use them. They were hardly used."



"So before breakfast I asked her if I could see if any of them fit you. Perhaps you could wear them. Since she had already seen you in her jeans and top, and now this blouse fits you so well, she said to me, "Why not, especially since you kept them and didn't donate them like I asked me to.""



There were a total of four boxes in the attic with Kate's name on them. I could see that a couple were open, guessing that this is where the clothes I was wearing came from. 



"Would you take them down to the guest room for me? I can take this small one and you can do the others."



I proceeded down the stairs, headed down the hall into the guest room and placed the large box in the room as requested. I went back upstairs and made the two additional trips necessary to bring them all down.



When I arrived after the last trip, Aunt Mary already had the small box opened on the bed. Laid out in a meticulous fashion were bras and panties. There had to be about ten bras and twenty five pair of panties.



"Cassie, do you see any you like?"



"All of them would be nice." We both laughed. I immediately picked up several of the bras and just loved the feel.



"I'm not sure all of them will fit you, so let's quickly try them on. We will go for the fit first. Off with your blouse and let's see."



Surprisingly I was not embarrassed at the least. I carefully unbuttoned the blouse and laid it carefully on a chair. Then, before I removed the printed flower bra, I turned to the mirror to see myself in the wig with the bra on.



Looking at myself from all sides in the mirror I said, "I'm keeping this one regardless, and the black one from yesterday as well." I pulled my shoulders back a bit and loved the look!



"Good, they were my first two favorites as well. Let's put them in this dresser drawer for now so we know."



I then tried on each bra with Aunt Mary's help. She had to adjust the shoulder straps longer for me and even had a bra extender for some of the tighter ones. With ten bras, this took almost 40 minutes. Some simply did not fit right and that was OK. Aunt Mary was very concerned that a bra must fit properly first, and looks were secondary.



One of my favorites was a deep purple one with sheer fabric along the top of the soft cup. It had a delicate rose right where the cups closed on the front. As Aunt Mary was adjusting the bra on me, Kate knocked on the door and came in.



I had my back to her. When I slowly turned around she said, "I figured you'd look good in them but I was hoping not that good. My stuff fits you as well as they fitted me."



"Mom, I'm so glad you kept them. Cassie, you're definitely keeping that one. Are there any other keepers?"



Aunt Mary showed her the drawer and there were now four bras in there plus the two from yesterday. 



Kate picked each one of them up and said, "Nice choices. I loved these. How many are left to try on?"



"Just one more," I replied as I reached behind my back and unhooked the bra and handed it to Kate to place in the drawer. She just looked at me in disbelief...



"I'm sorry, Cassie, I have to ask. How did you ever get so good at that? I know girls at school that can't unhook their bra that good!"



We all laughed and Aunt Mary handed the last bra to Kate..."Here, Kate, you help her. I can't have all the fun."



"Cassie, let me tell you, this one was my favorite bra. I know it's pink and you have a pink one in your drawer already, but this one has satin shoulder straps, gorgeous lace cups, with a cute bow in the middle."



"And to top things off, there are matching pink lace panties here somewhere, yes right here, with a tie bow on the side. These we got for Valentines Day...remember mom?" Aunt Mary nodded.



As she was helping me with it she said, "This brings back memories. Do you remember the fashion show pictures? I think that was the first time you ever wore a bra. It was one of mom's and it was so big compared to us kids."



"You said first time?



"Yes, We played dress up a lot when you came over."



"A lot?" 



"Yes, a lot. I was usually the instigator but you never complained. Even my little training bras fit you. It was fun."



Kate lengthened the shoulder straps all the way and straightened the bra on me from the back, adjusting it upward and downward, running her fingers under the band until it fit perfectly. "There, let me see."



"Damn girl, I'm going to bring you back to campus with me so I can show you off to my friends!"



For the first time, I could feel myself getting excited in the presence of my aunt and cousin, and this was not good. So I took a minute, looked away from the mirror and made a joke or two about scaring her friends if she did and I calmed down. I was so glad I still had my jeans on.



"Look, it's after 10 and I've got to keep running. I'll check back a little later...more laundry...why didn't I do his earlier?"



Aunt Mary then said, "Rather than trying on all the panties today, let's sort them by the ones that match the bra first and then any panties you really like. She pulled four out right away and as she picked up each one said, "Matching, matching, matching and matching." She then tossed in the drawer. "Cassie, your turn."



I did the same thing but said, "Love 'em, love 'em, love 'em, and love'em."



Your turn again Aunt Mary. She scoured the remaining ones and selected a flowered pair. "I've always loved these but I don't know if she ever wore them much from the look of them. This is my choice."



"I like that pair a lot too Aunt Mary and I will wear them...I promise. Now let's see, if I choose one more pair, that will make an even dozen counting the ones from yesterday that I adore."



I looked at every one and made my final selection. I was a bit hesitant because the ones I liked were the sexiest pair there. They were totally see-through black lace except for a small panel in the front. "You have chosen wisely," she said. "Those match a nightie that I just know you are going to love." 



Aunt Mary then wisked away the remaining bras and panties and said..."Now these can be donated."



The bed was clear and I moved the next box over. As I opened it up it nighties, camisoles and some skirts. At that time, Kate came in and asked if her mom could give her a hand folding some clothes downstairs. Things were running behind.



Aunt Mary asked, "Would you mind if I helped her for a while? Maybe you could try on some of these nighties in private and then sort the other items by your preference."



This was like a dream come true. I removed my jeans and bra and grabbed the first pink nightie I saw. It was beautiful and I got way too excited, especially with the wig and make-up on. This was now the second time in ten minutes I had gotten excited. This was probably my best chance to head to the bathroom and calm myself down a bit. 



I quietly walked down the hallway, entered the bathroom, slid the panties to the side and damn near exploded. I was trembling from seeing myself dressed in her clothes and now wearing her nightie with a wig. 



Quietly I cleaned up and after my body cooled down I went back to the guestroom. Thankfully no one even noticed I was gone.



There were eight nighties ranging from soft flannel to cute babydolls. The flannels actually fit and one was so cute I put it in a keeper pile. Why, I don't really know, but I did. 



There were two other knee length gowns with robes that were just so elegant on, I had to keep those and I selected a red baby doll and the black one Aunt Mary told me about. The black one was serious "take me now" material.



I put the others back in the box and started to try on the camisoles. These were easy. I found a black skirt that fit and tried all six camis on and five of the six fit. One was simply too short. I hated that because I loved the color.



Not hearing any sound from Kate or her mom, I put the camisoles in the top drawer with the bras and panties and the nighties and robes in the next drawer. Nighties take up a lot of room.



I put the flowered bra back on along with an ivory camisole and began trying on the skirts. I found 4 that I liked besides the black one, two were above the knee and two below. I really liked one of the longer ones because it had a button up front.



Still no word from them and it was now well past 11AM. I repacked the ones I did not want and opened the next box which had lots of tops, jerseys and sweats in them. I sorted them as well and identified about six tops I really liked. I left the sweats in the box.



I put on the button up blouses first because I did not have to remove my wig. All perfect. And of the three pullovers I picked, I absolutely adored a soft ivory draped top. I closed up that box and realized that noon had arrived and we had to leave in an hour.



There was no way I wanted to rush through the dresses, so I left that box in the corner and moved the other boxes for donations into the hallway.



I called down and asked if they needed any help and they replied they would be up in a minute or two to grab a bite to eat.



Knowing that this may be the last time dressed here, I decided to put on the skirt and that ivory top for them to see me in.



I walked into the kitchen and pretended to be doing something when they finally came upstairs.



"Cassie??"



"Yes, it's me. What do you think?"



I didn't know who to look at first. Kate came over and checked everything out and said "I really, really did not expect you to look this good in my clothes. I love this look on you."



Aunt Mary didn't say a word and came over and gave me a real big hug. I'm thinking she liked it.



"Kate, Cassie, what would you like as your last meal here? We have so much food left from the party."



"Mom, I'll have some of the salad and maybe the sliced turkey, but no bread."



"Same for me Aunt Mary."



We had a chance to chat for just a few minutes while we quickly ate. The time was passing quickly and Kate was going to leave at 1:00.



There was not much for me to clean up so I put on my fully dried black panties, the ones that kind of started it all, my khakis and polo shirt, and became Matt all over again.



There were big hugs for Aunt Mary as well as a few platters of food for Kate to take back to school. On the way back home Kate said that despite the little teasing we had, at some time she would like me to meet her friends. 



I said, "Let me get used to this a little more and I am certain the time will come."

When I got home my mom was waiting for at the door to give Kate a hug as she headed back to school. 



When we got inside she looked at me and said, "I am so proud of you. Your Aunt Mary called me and told me what a big help you were to her. That is so nice. Thank you." And she gave me a big hug.



++++++++++++++



On Wednesday my mom got a call from Aunt Mary asking if I could give her a hand one day this weekend for just a few hours. There were still a few heavy chores that she could not do herself and Kate was back in college until the Thanksgiving break. My mom volunteered me but needed to check my hours.



The next Saturday morning was out for me but I had time in the afternoon. That worked out perfect because my mom had to drive my little sister to a 2:00 party and she could drop me off and pick me up at 6:00. (My not having a car was a pain in the neck, but I had saved almost enough to but one.) 



I had a feeling this trip over to see Aunt Mary was going to be different. Kate said her mom was my biggest cheerleader and knowing what her birthday was like, I had no idea how she could top that.



"Hi Matt, so glad you could come over on such short notice. I really do have some things I need moved. You know the tables you and Kate moved downstairs in the rain on Saturday? We need to put them against the back wall. They are in the way of everything...that was quite a day in the rain as you recall."



"I sure do. I'd be glad to, anything else?"



"Yes, there's still that one big box I would really love you to go through with me, the one with Kate's dresses in them. I would like to donate the rest of them tomorrow to our local church group that's sponsoring a program to help needy girls." 



"We got so rushed last weekend that I feel bad I was not there to help you. Would you feel up to having a little Cassie time today?"



"I was hoping there would be time for that. Let's head to the basement see exactly where you want them."



It was easy to see in hindsight the tables and chairs were a mess. Kate and I worked so hard and fast to get them out of the rain that I never really looked at what it looked like. Aunt Mary showed me where they usually go and I got to work as she headed upstairs.



It was a relatively easy task. Since the tables were downstairs already, moving them and restacking them and the chairs in the proper place was easy. I barely broke a sweat but it still some took time.



When I got upstairs, Aunt Mary had already laid out the 12 dresses that Kate no longer wanted on the bed.



"Seriously, 12 dresses?" I asked.



"She does love her clothes. Do you need a minute to change in private?"



"I do, but which bra and panties do you think I should wear today?"



Aunt Mary said, "Let me check your drawers for a moment." That sounded so nice, my drawers.



She selected the floral panties she liked so much and a slightly padded ivory bra. "I think these will be best for today, and take this robe as well."



I walked down to the bathroom, removed my clothes and slid on the bra and panties. But there was something wrong. There was no immediate rush and when I looked in the mirror all I could see was Cassie. In some regards this was real good, because I did not need to be hiding a hard on all day with my aunt.



When I walked back in she said, I want to give you a little make-up and put on a wig so we can see what these dresses really look like. 



Unlike the quick time with Kate, Aunt Mary spent a lot of time of my foundation, blush, eye shadow and lipstick. I knew it was going to look good. She then put on the wig and as an extra surprise had some clip on earrings. That was a real nice touch.



"Cassie, no looking until the first dress is on. Agreed?"



With that she helped me stand up and helped me with the first dress.



"I bought this red dress with Kate for a Valentines Party she was attending at school. I loved the embroidery on the bodice and the flared skirt below. She wore it all of one time, so this is the second time it's been on."



As I turned to the mirror I gasped at not only how well the dress looked but how nice the make-up was. 



"Aunt Mary, you did a beautiful job on my make-up", and I gave her a hug.



"You've got eyes just like Kate, I never realized it until I was doing your make-up. Oh, and here, see if these shoes fit."



Aunt Mary brought over a Payless bag and took out two pairs shoes. "Payless was having their "BOGO" sale, you know, Buy One Get One, and I couldn't pass these up. I got one set of strappy heels...put these on, and a pair of wedges. I think they should both fit." 



Stepping into the heels brought me back to the prior weekend when the Warrens surprised me with a pair. As I slipped these on and stood up, Aunt Mary said..."Perfect. Let's try walking in them...that's always a challenge."



I loved the heels but had to fake a little unsteadiness. I didn't want to take away the fun for her. 



"May I take a minute and walk around the house?" We did and we chatted as we did. I even sat in chair as she instructed me on how to sit like a lady in the dress."



"Cassie, we have 11 more dresses to try on, so if you are ready, let's do continue."



We went from casual to formal. There were short party dresses and even a long maxi-dress. I actually liked all the casual dresses best because they seemed, well, normal.



It took two hours to try everything on. But that was really quick when you think 12 dresses, ten minutes each, and that's 120 minutes or two hours. And out of twelve dresses I wanted 9 of them, or stated differently, I didn't want 3 because of either the fit or the color.



It was so much fun not only trying them on but also hanging them up. Aunt Mary kept referring to it as my closet.



"Let's see, it's 4:30 right now and your mom is picking you up after 6:00. May I make you a snack and maybe we can chat for a while before you need to change?"



"I would love that. Which dress would you like me to wear Aunt Mary? You've now seen them all on me."



She went to the closet and selected a light floral print dress. "This was a spring dress and it was my favorite on her. I remember she wore it for Mother's Day when we went out for a lovely lunch. Please wear this one."



Aunt Mary helped me changed one last time and we headed to the kitchen. She made some tea while I put out some light snacks.



She reached over and grabbed my hand and said, "Cassie, this has been a wonderful afternoon. I know it's probably not as much fun as being with Kate, but I would love you to come over anytime you feel you need some Cassie time."



"Whether it be just to dress up on your own, to show me some new things you might get, or even to talk. I'm here all the time and I would love your company."



"Aunt Mary, I promise you I will come over. I have loved my time with you as well."



As we approach 5:15, she said it was my Cinderella time to change back. She helped me remove the make-up which was not easy. 



It was sad hanging the last of the dresses up and putting my underwear in the hamper, but as we did a last tour of the room, I could not help think of all the nice clothes I now had anytime I wanted. And it was a nice safe feeling.



All changed, I moved the boxes she was going to donate out to her car and waited for my mom. As Matt, she and I talked about Matt things...school, my sports and my brothers and sisters. Mom arrived right after 6:00, and tooted the horn.



I gave Aunt Mary a long hug. Even before I left, I was longing to come back.

Becoming Cassie Ch. 05

The Halloween weekend was rushing towards me. All my life I had these wonderful fantasies of going out for Halloween dressed. While I might not actually go out, I knew that this year was going to be different.



Something exciting was going to happen at the Warrens, and that kept me guessing all week long.



So when my mom dropped me off to the Warrens on the Friday night before Halloween, I had to reconcile my two worlds. 



Over the past two weekends I had spent three different days learning more about me as child growing up and now finding acceptance as the age appropriate Cassie, the cousin of Kate and niece of my Aunt Mary. 



And I loved that. It was like I found a new identity that was always there.



But this evening was going to be dramatically different and could include adult fun and I loved the thrill of that as well. 



When Mrs. Warren greeted me at the door I was amazed at how good the place looked. All decorated in a nice Halloween theme...orange and black decorations...glittery streamers...dozens of candles waiting to be lit... everywhere.



"Someone's ready for a party", I said.



"Yes, Benjamin had some of his play friends over today for a little Halloween party so I thought we could have the decorations do double duty."



"Well, it looks great Mrs. Warren. Where is he by the way?" 



"Over his cousin's house for the night, why?"



"I thought I was watching him tonight."



"Oh my, I may not have been clear. I asked if you be interested in coming to our Halloween party...and you thought babysitting. I'm so sorry. Is it OK?"



"Let me guess then, I get to be Cassie?"



"Not exactly. Mr. Warren thought it would be fun for the three of us to do kind of a theme costume."



I was now getting a bit nervous but more interested.



"He wants to be the Mad Hatter... I'm going to be the Red Queen... And you're going to be...?"



Teasing I said..."The Cheshire Cat? The Caterpillar? The Rabbit?"



"No silly...Alice. Here, let me show you the costumes." 



We walked into the bedroom and she showed me Mr. Warren's Mad Hatter outfit. She explained, "These are quality costumes, not the cheap ones. Mr. Warren's company uses the company for their corporate events and they have real class outfits."



I had to admit, with the tall hat, jacket, pants, shoes and all, it was like costuming from a Broadway Show.



She then announced in a royal voice, "And here is my Red Queen gown." It was spectacular. Deep red, plunging bodice, lots of flowing material and a beautiful headpiece. 



"And look what I am wearing underneath." Off to the side was a red bejeweled thong, and a red and black satin corset. "Real boning as well."



"Mrs. Warren, did those come with the outfit?"



"No, we had to buy them separately, but that was half the fun. Now, for little Alice" 



Over in the corner was my classic powder blue Alice in Wonderland dress. It was really, really nice. The white apron really popped against the blue color. "Here, let me show you these."



On the chair were long white stockings and garter straps with bows on them, a pair of black Mary Jane shoes, a powder blue bra and powder blue panties.



"Let me guess," I said, "you bought these as well?"



"We sure did."



"Are there three pair of panties here?"



"Yes, we thought that the top pair was might be best for when the guest arrive. They're a tad more restrictive than normal, just to keep you in a bit more, though I doubt that with the dress's crinoline undergarment you would see much even if you did."  



"The other blue ones are normal and you can change into later if you want to. And the blue panties with the garter belt are for you and me later on if you are up to it."



"I need to take a quick shower before I change. Would you change into your Alice costume right now and when I come out I will do your make-up."



It was just about six o'clock when she dashed into the bathroom and I started to get ready. I had never worn stockings like these before and these were a treat. They were extra long by design and came all the way up my thigh. I adjusted the wrap garter and positioned the bow in front. I'm not sure the real Alice wore these but I liked them.



The blue panties went on next, and I really liked the snug fit and they were not the least bit uncomfortable.



And the bra was a 38C, just my size. I guess I was really going to be little Alice and not big Alice. Putting on the dress and shoes was easy and I was done in about 10 minutes.



I heard the shower stop and after about 5 minutes Mrs. Warren came scurrying into the bedroom wearing only a towel.



"I'm so sorry, I had cleaned out the bathroom today of all my clothes and robes. I hope you don't mind."



"Mrs. Warren, let me go into the other room for a minute while you change."



"Seriously, with all you've seen of me already. Just stay. In fact, here, look."



She dropped her towel and stood there buck naked in directly front of me. I just had to look at her top to bottom. She was in better shape than I even imagined. 



I had seen glimpses of her in the mirror, glimpses of her butt, seen her breasts through the sheerest of bras, but this was different. She was still in college age shape. I was impressed.



"There, now you've seen it all at one time. And let's be clear, I'm showing Cassie and not Matt, got it."



"Yes ma'am, I mean Lisa". I got a real quick playful kiss from her and she moved to her closet.



Lisa tossed on a robe and said "Alice needs just a little make-up. Our friend Jennifer made me up a make-up pack for you. Just a little foundation...some cute blush...some eye shadow...and pink lipstick with gloss."



As she was applying it she told me, "Three couples are coming tonight and they will all be in costumes. It's your job to answer the door and greet the guests. The cool thing about the party is that none of the couples know each other. Only Mr. Warren and I know them, and he does not know all of them either. And none of them know you are going to be here or who you even are for that matter." 



"Please greet them and refer to them by their character name only and try to stay in character yourself all night long. What do you remember much about Alice in Wonderland?"



As she kept applying the make-up I said, "We actually studied Lewis Carroll in our senior year. We read the book, as well as saw and critiqued every Alice in Wonderland movie ever made from the cartoon versions to the Johnny Depp version."



"It's funny, during the class, most of the guys wanted to do Alice...and I wanted to be Alice."



And Lisa added..."And I'm sure some of the girls wanted to do Alice as well. I always did." 



"Let's see, how does this look? Oh my, I forgot the wig."



She got up and went to the closet and pulled out a long blonde wig. Complete with Alice bangs, this wig went all the way down to practically my waist. It even had the classic bow in the back.



"Jennifer?"



"You guessed it. She seems to have everything...and she wants pictures."



When I finally got to look, I know I shouldn't have been shocked, but I really was Alice. Everything was so perfect I just couldn't tear myself away from the mirror.



"Alice, we have lots to do. It's 6:45 and I need to change. Mr. Warren is returning at 7:00 with the food from the caterer and he needs to change as well. The guests start arriving at 8:00 in 15 minute intervals."



Lisa slid on her thong and adjusted the whale tail a few times. She then slid on her black nylons and asked for help with the corset. This was my first time ever even seeing a corset and there were black cords everywhere. 



"Cassie, in the middle of the corset, pull the two black cords tight as you can."



She held onto the door and I started. "Good, lightly tie them off and with your fingers, work your way out and back, pulling each set of cords, kind of like tightening your sneakers."



"I get it." I worked all of the laces in and out and she said, "Now pull me again.



On the second time we got less than have the amount than the first. "That's great, now this time when you adjust the laces, try and make the distance on the back the same distance all the way, like two inches all the way down."



This was more of a challenge but it was fun to do.



"I'll need one more adjustment later once I get used to it, but for now what do you think?" She turned around and posed for me. 



"I'm not sure if I liked seeing you naked or in this corset and thong better. But I will say, I wish I wasn't Cassie right now. You are beautiful. The corset looks fantastic on you." 



So by 7:00 she was lightly trussed up in her corset and was starting her make-up...and still no Mr. Warren. I was busy channeling my best Alice and beginning to light the candles.



At 7:15 Lisa's cell the phone rang. "It's fine, don't worry." (pause) "We have time." (pause) "But I'm not completely dressed yet either" (pause) "He is, I mean she is" (pause) "OK, call me back when you pull in." 



"Mr. Warren?"



"Yes, he's running late because the caterer just finished packing the order. He will be here in 10 minutes. He's so nervous. He still has to change and is worried that the first guests will arrive early."



"So what's the plan? What can I do to help?"



"He's going to call when he pulls into the complex. He needs help bringing in the food. There's probably just five or six trips."



"But you're not even dressed yet."



"But you are...Alice."



"Ummm...seriously? You want me to walk out to the car and carry in food dressed like Alice in Wonderland? Don't you have neighbors that might see me?"



"Cassie, it's the Halloween weekend. You can do it. You look terrific and you don't know anyone anyhow."



"Now quickly, help me finish getting this corset trussed up.



The clock was ticking and I now I thought I was actually in a scene from Alice in Wonderland. 



Lisa was almost ready when her cell phone rang again. "Your pulling in now...great. (pause) Oh, not great...it'll have to do. I'll send her out."



"OK Alice, you're up. Let's go to the door and see." She tossed a robe around her and walked over with me.



I was fully expecting the car to be parked right in front of the door, but no. Someone with an out of state plate was in the space and the Warren's car was in a visitor's spot about 100 feet from the house. 



I looked at Lisa and all she said was "Curiouser and curiouser." Somehow that didn't help at all. 



She took me by the hands, looked me straight in the eyes and calmly said, "Cassie, you are an amazing young woman and I know you can do it. Summons your inner Alice."



Mr. Warren waved to me and I headed out in my Alice in Wonderland outfit. I felt like I was walking in slow motion and that everyone in the complex was looking at me even though there was no one I could see in the parking lot. 



As I walked by a van with large windows I got to see myself as Alice. This was now the outdoors Alice. 



And I actually stopped and looked at myself, and loved it. I held the skirt up from both sides. I then kind of bounced my way over to the car and picked up two of the bags. I loved the feel of my long blonde hair waving behind me.



"Cassie? I mean Alice? You look beautiful."



"And you will look even more handsome Mr. Warren once you get dressed. Let's get you inside and I will take care of everything out here."



He carried the heavy platter in and I estimated I had four more trips, not because they were large, but they were small and awkward.



A hundred feet is not really a long way to walk but it is if you are in a lighted parking lot dressed as Alice in Wonderland. I don't care who you are underneath, boy or girl, Alice is attracting attention.



Next trip out, no problem. Little Alice is now skipping on the way to the car this time and is loving life. I picked up two more packages and could see Lisa staring at me from the window in disbelief.



"Girl, you are insane" she said to me as she met me at the door with the packages. 



"I'm not like other girls, Mrs. Warren," quoting a line out of Alice in Wonderland.



"Smartass," she shouted back quietly.



I made one more run of food and there was only two more left.



This time I danced out, spun around and just as I got to the car I was startled by a young man in his late twenties who had just arrived home and saw me dancing across the lot. 



"Alice, is that you?" he joked.



"It is, and I'm so happy to see you! I seem to have lost my way... Which road do I take?"



"Where do you want to go?" he asked.



"I don't know" I replied



"Then it doesn't matter" he said nicely.



"Hi Alice, I'm Scott and I don't think we've met before. Are you new here?" 



"Oh, I don't live here. I just crawled out of the rabbit hole over there."



We both had a chuckle and I told him I was really the Warren's babysitter and my name was Cassie. He said he lived a few doors down from the Warrens.



"Well, I wish my babysitter looked as lovely as you. You are quite stunning!"



"Thank you, but I really don't look like this during the day."



"But I'm wondering, Scott, would you be able to help me. I really do need a hand if you could. See that Red Queen in there? It'll be off with my head if I don't get this hot food in right away."



He smiled and grabbed three of the four bags remaining leaving me with just one, and we walked back to the apartment together. It was nice walking beside him like that. I felt myself almost flirting with him as I leaned in close to him between the parked cars. I kind of wished the walk was longer.



"Thank you Scott, you can just leave them here. It was so nice meeting you."



"You too, Alice! Hope to see you again."



"Me too!" 



Lisa waited for him to leave and helped me in with the final packages. 



"Well young lady, you were quite amazing."



"Lisa, I was scared to death. But you knew that I could do it and I kept hearing your words over and over in my head." 



I gave her a big long hug and then I started trembling uncontrollably.



"Cassie, are you OK?" she asked as she continued to hold me.



"Just confused I guess. I'm sorry. I'll be OK." It must have looked surreal. The Red Queen comforting Alice.



I calmed down, took a deep breath and said, "We need to finish setting up for the guests." 



We still had 25 minutes until 8:00 and Mr. Warren was still fussing over his costume in the bedroom. I walked into their bedroom and all he was wearing was his new black thong and checking himself out in all directions in the mirror.



I walked up behind him and joined him in his mirror view. "My, my", I said, "I can't wait until the guests leave." 



I slid my hand into his thong and whispered "I guess you don't need to take one pill to make you larger." It was fun watching his penis grow in front of my eyes.



"I better leave or you'll never be able to fit that big boy into your costume," and headed out.



Lisa and I quickly set up the appetizers, put the cold items in the fridge and placed the items needing to be warmed in the oven on low.



Everything was going to plan and by 7:50, we were good to go. I sat down, pulled out my iphone and called up one of my old Jefferson Airplane albums, synched my phone to their Bose system and was ready to go for later on.



At 8:00, the doorbell rang. It was Alice time. 



I had no idea what to expect for costumes as no one revealed anything to anyone what they were going to dress as. But since everyone was going to be called by their character name, it should be easy to wing this big time. 



So with my feet close together and with my cutest little Alice smile, I open the door and said, "Hi, I'm Alice and welcome to my Wonderland!" 



There stood a very hot, buxom Elvira and accompanied by Dracula.



"Elvira...you look absolutely amazing! And that dress, may I borrow it after this evening?" I then looked down at my little C's and said, "On second thought, maybe I better pass on that idea." 



"And Count Dracula, you look great for being dead thousands of years." I flipped my hair back and exposed my neck to him and said, "I am sooo glad you are here. I vant you so bad. Please come in, both of you."



For the next 15 minutes, all the attention was on them. Mrs. Warren as the Red Queen was dramatic and sexy. Mr. Warren as the Mad Hatter was a bit zany. And I was Alice, cute, and standing with such wonderful posture and perkiness, as I served champagne and appetizers to the guests. 



At 8:15, the doorbell rang again. This time I opened the door to Cleopatra and Mark Anthony. She was breathtaking. So much so I had to stop and gather my wits. When Mark Anthony gave me a hug I asked, "Is that your sword or are you just happy to see me?"



I began waiting for the next couple but at 8:30 only Marilyn Monroe showed up in her vintage white dress. She said the President was "tied up" at a meeting and hopefully would be along soon.



Marilyn had on make-up only and no mask like the others. She was beautiful, and even though she had on a wig, it was real quality. I watched as she worked the room. I might have been cute, but she was downright hot and sexy. 



Around 8:45, Cleopatra asked me to help her in the little girl's room. This could be a bit awkward since she really thought I was a female. Lisa caught the exchange and said "Alice would be happy too." Good, I had her blessing.



As we walked into the bathroom with the candles glowing, she said, "I can't really sit down in this dress, would you be able to help me?"



I walked around her and from behind I found the zipper. It was really well hidden. Getting the dress off was a process. 



"It must be so much easier for you when you are on your barge with all your hand maidens." She really liked that and replied, "There are never enough handmaidens for me."



When I finally got the dress off her, Cleopatra was standing there wearing a golden bra with golden panties. I just gasped. She was as beautiful with the dress off as on.



"My queen, I know I am mixing metaphors here, but you are the clearly the fairest of them all!"



"Thank you Alice." She slowly caressed her breasts as she admired herself in the full length mirror and candlelight. "They are quite spectacular, aren't they?"



"I would be happy with even half of your beauty. Let me leave you to yourself and I'll be only a whisper away if you need me."



I quietly exited and closed the door behind me. All I could say to myself was, "Oh my."



I kept checking back and finally after about 15 minutes, I knocked on the door and asked if she needed any help. She said, "Come in Alice. I could use your help now."



Upon entering, she was at least in her bra and panties and was putting a few things away in her bag. I think she wanted me to see her little vibrator so I asked, "May I ask, is my queen satisfied?"



"For now, but it's a long night little one. Please help me on with my dress. After another 5 minutes she was ready to go and I opened the door for her.



When Cleopatra came out she had this content wry smile on her face. Lisa gave me an incredulous stare. I walked over to her and whispered, "I swear, I never even touched her."



My job was now to start putting out the real food. It was fun for a while as there was a lot of teasing going on, especially by Marilyn since the President had not arrived. I think she said his motorcade was stuck in traffic.



Right around 9:30 we hit a natural lull in the party. I had already mingled with everyone, and we all had complimented each other too many times. It was time for a change.



I reached over for my phone and launched "my song" on their Bose...dum, dum, dah dah dum...dah dum, dum... dah dah dum...the opening bass line to White Rabbit by Jefferson Airplane. Mark Anthony started pretending he was Jack Cassidy on bass and Dracula joined in on air guitar for the opening licks. Marilyn picked up an empty champagne flute as a microphone and began lip synching Gracie Slick, "One pill makes you larger."

Within a minute, everyone was involved. I moved my way to the middle of the room, and had Cleopatra, Elvira, Marilyn and the Red Queen surrounding me singing. It was both fun and awesome. I tried to act out the lyrics along with their singing. 



In the more driving parts, Marilyn started grinding on Elvira's butt and Cleopatra and the Red Queen were going at each other. And of course when it got to the part I love, they all turned to me and screamed..."Go ask Alice!!"



That song is way too short. They all clapped and I curtsied. It really broke the ice. Marilyn even came up to me and whispered..."I hope we can get together later tonight. You are amazing, girl."



I then started to notice different couples beginning to pair off with different partners. Marilyn Monroe disappeared and then quietly Marc Anthony left the room a few minutes later. He returned about 5 minutes later with that look on his face. 



About 5 minutes later, Dracula slipped away as well. Being nosey, I picked up a tray of food to bring to the kitchen and caught a glimpse of the two of them in the Warren's bedroom. 



The Count had his back to the door and Marilyn had her hands, legs body all over him being as sexy as all get out. She was still fully dressed in her gorgeous dress. She looked like an angel. As she was undoing his pants she caught me out of the corner of her eye and gave me a little wave. 



Embarrassed, I quickly moved into the kitchen. I kind of expected this, but I was still not ready to see this. I carried some more food back to the living room and there was Marilyn on her knees giving him this terrific blow job. From what I could see, the Count was really big and she was taking it all.



The Count came back into the living room a few minutes later with a big grin, shook Marc Anthony's hand and put his arm around Mr. Warren. As the Mad Hatter, I guess he was next. 



I kind of felt jealous of Marilyn, but then getting a blow job by Marilyn Monroe really doesn't happen every day of the week. Fortunately Mr. Warren closed the bedroom door behind him. True to form he emerged a few minutes later looking real tired.



Marilyn then headed into the bathroom for about 15 minutes and emerged radiant. And her breath was sparkling clean. She asked the Red Queen to get a picture of just the two of us, and we posed for about five shots. All cute and sexy.



I was truly expecting that the two of us would be heading back next but Marilyn announced that she just got a call and was heading over to the White House for a private meeting with the President. She offered her apologies and left as quickly as she arrived.



With boys taken care of, I looked around at a frustrated Elvira sitting on the love seat off to the side. She could tell that the Count was down for the count. I sat next to her with my legs curled up under and said, "I think I'm glad that Marilyn is really dead."



That got a chuckle and I turned to her and started playing with her hair. "I just love your hair...reminds me so much of mine!" I tried to cheer her up and began to little caress her shoulders and her breasts.



"Do you want to freshen up a bit?" 



Elvira said, "I could use that." On the way out of the living room she poured herself a full flute of champagne and downed the whole thing...it was not her first. "There, let's go."



We walked into Benjamin's bedroom and I closed the door. The room was decorated with lighted candles, streamers and other Halloween treats. I was so glad he was away for the night.



Champagne hits real fast and Elvira turned and gave me a monster kiss, tongue and all. I returned the favor and she started being a little more active that I wanted. Did I want her or not want her to reach down there? 



I quickly moved behind her, kissed her neck and shoulders as I removed her stretchy dress. No zipper on this one. She was wearing a black underwire push bra and that was really no surprise and the tiniest black thong I had ever seen. Again, no shocker.



I walked her back to the bed and playfully pushed her backwards. It was not the least bit hard as she was really woozy. I open up her legs, slid the thong over and started kissing her vagina. It was the first time I ever saw anyone totally shaved. It was actually quite nice.



Elvira was a screamer...ohhhhh...ahhh...Alice...don't stop. She was shouting out directions and I know everyone could hear. After only about 10 minutes she totally collapsed, and almost feel asleep. My identity intact, I freshened myself up and walked quietly out of the room. 



Meanwhile, Red Queen and Cleopatra had disappeared into the Warren's bedroom. I returned to the living room and just looked at the three men who were all sitting by themselves. It wasn't even 11PM and it felt like 2AM. 



"How's Elvira?" 



"Happy, content, and I think asleep." 



The Count said, "We have to get back to our sitter soon. I think I may need some help getting her out to the car."



"Let's give her a couple of minutes and then I will give you a hand."



I picked up a few more food items in the living room and moved them to the kitchen. It was all me as I kept cleaning up and putting things away. The men were useless.



At 11:00, I could tell the Count was restless so I asked him to give me a hand with Elvira in the bedroom. I picked up Elvira's gown from the floor and turned it right side out. He just looked at his wife, spread eagle on the bed with drenched little black panties and her bra up around her neck. He said, "Let me get my camera." 



I said, "Count, some things are better left remembered in your mind and not on film." 



"Good point."



I stood at the foot of the bed, leaned over to pick her up and she started moaning, "Alice, don't stop, you're the best, I love you."



Dracula and I chuckled as we reassembled her. Slowly the champagne was wearing off, but she was in no condition to walk. I helped her up and out to the car. Somehow I got her into the front seat and after I reached over and buckled her in, I gave her a sweet kiss on the lips. She smiled and drifted off to sleep.



With Elvira and Dracula also gone, the field was narrowed again.



Mrs. Warren then slipped out of the bedroom, took me by the hand and said, "Cleopatra was asking for you."



I whispered to her, "Some good news. I've been a bit nervous because I've been teased with all night, but never really touched. My image, if I even had one, is still intact.



"Great, follow my lead Cassie and let's see if we can pull this last one off."



When we walked into the bedroom, Cleopatra was standing there in a see through robe with nothing on but her heels. In just all of her make-up, Cleopatra was still outstanding. She had to be a model. 



Even in the dim candle light I could tell she had had a busy night, but not with the guys. There were toys everywhere.



The best thing about Cleopatra was that she was all about herself. She didn't need anyone else but she definitely liked having the attention.



"Come here my little Alice." She placed one of her majestic breasts in my mouth. This was good and I was so glad I had the tighter panties on. These are breasts you dream of no matter what team you play on.



The Red Queen picked up a large vibrator as Cleopatra sat back on one of the chairs with her legs spread open she said, "Alice, service your queen with the royal dildo."



I knelt between her outstretched legs and I tried hard to remember what Lisa had done to herself the first time I met her and apparently I was doing good. I reached over and picked up a small one as well so I had the large one in her and the small one on the outside, finding those spots.



As Cleopatra fondled her own breasts, her breathing got deeper and deeper. She then slid one of her hands up and under the Red Queen's gown. Lisa seemed to be enjoying this as well.



In fact, it seemed like everyone was having an orgasm this night but me. Cleopatra then moaned, and moaned and shuddered almost uncontrollable, then collapsed back into the chair. I gave her a passionate kiss and she dismissed me with a wave of her hand.



When I came back out of the bedroom, the Mad Hatter and Marc Anthony were still just sitting there in the same position they were 15 minutes ago. I was still really excited and thought I would give it one more shot.



Marc Anthony looked pretty spent. I got on my knees and slid my hand up under his tunic and there was absolutely no response. "What happened to your sword?".



"I'm done Alice, sorry."



And the Mad Hatter looked even worse. I walked over to him, straddled him in the chair, put my hands on both sides of his face, gave him a long deep kiss and...nothing. 



While I was doing my best to get any rise at all out of them, Cleopatra came out in all her glory.



I immediately got up and she gave me a hug. She whispered in my ear, "Alice, you were the best of all. You can do me anytime. Please get my number from Lisa."



With that she dragged Marc Anthony out of the chair and it was just the three us again.



"Are you OK Alan, you look tired." asked Mrs. Warren. 



"I'm really beat."



"OK, you just relax and I'm going to help Alice change."



We went into the other room and Lisa stopped. She turned, kissed me and said in one of the most soft passionate voices I have ever heard from her... "I've been waiting for you all night long. Everything else was just the warm-up." 



Another kiss... "Please, help me out of this gown?"



As must fun as it was putting on, sliding it delicately off her was even more fun. She was radiant in the corset and the red thong, although the thong looked it had a busy night.



"Now it's your turn." Lisa undid my dress in the back and slid it slowly off my shoulders onto the floor.



She kissed my shoulders, my back, moved my long blonde hair and kissed my neck. She moved around to my front and wrapped one of her legs around me and began rubbing herself all over me.



She then walked over to the corner and handed me the powder blue panties with the garter belt. I took this as a clue to change and headed over to the bathroom. 



Wow, these panties with the garter belt attached were real cute. Bit I really felt like wrapping my cock in ice for a while because it had been hard for so long. I kept doing my best to calm myself down until I could at least get to the point where I could wrap it between my legs. 



I came back into the room with my long blonde hair, fresh pink lipstick and gloss, powder blue bra, panties and garters attached to the long stockings. Lisa looked at me top to bottom, smiled and said again, "My little Alice. I've been waiting for you all night." I was being seduced by just her eyes and I loving every minute of it.



Sitting on the bed she reached behind me and undid my bra and let it fall to the floor. She took my breasts and began kissing and fondling them with a soft passion. As I arched my back pressing my little breasts deeper into her mouth and hands, my nipples could not have been any harder. She made me feel like I had the most gorgeous breasts in the world. "Please don't stop", was all I could say.



Every so often my long hair would cover my breasts and watching myself in all the mirrors positioned around the bed became a huge turn on.



Lisa then stood up, lifted her hair and asked me to remove the corset. I undid the laces, and kept kissing her neck and back like she had done to me. She undid the hooks in front and I reached around and played with her breasts. Other than kissing them once, this was the first time I had ever actually touched them. They were magical. And rigid. And hot. 



She turned, laid me back on the bed and began softly draping her breasts over mine so just our erect nipples were touching. She kept it up and my head kept spinning.



Lisa walked over and began putting on strap on we had used before. Instinctively I reached over for the lotion and had it ready. Lisa then laid on her back on the bed and had me straddle her. The strap on easily found its way into me with the help of the lotion and I began slowly rocking back and forth on her. This time I was looking forward to it.



My long blonde hair covered my breasts and her hands were all over me. There was no rush. It was soft, gentle and erotic. The mirrors place around the bed were perfect and added to the excitement.



When she was fully in and I was relaxed, Lisa picked up the pace and was slowly driving her crotch up into me, more and more with each lunge. She began moaning herself, first quietly and then louder and louder.



"Now Cassie, now.", she whispered. 



I exploded all over her chest and she kept pounding away as she was rubbing my hot cum all over her breasts. Always in rhythm, she began slowing down. I could tell she was just rolling through orgasm after orgasm at her own pace. She was moaning, then giggling and happier than I had ever seen her.



I collapsed on her and we were both a mess. She started kissing me all over and I right back at her. We were just two girls playing and having more fun afterwards than I ever expected.



We were now lying on her bed, a bit messy, but so satisfied. She playfully tossed a soft towel at me and we made a little effort of trying to clean up. As she removed her strap-on and tossed it aside she asked,



"So, what did you think of Marilyn?"



"She was my favorite. First, she was drop dead gorgeous. She was the most outgoing, started singing White Rabbit first, even did a fantastic version of "Happy Birthday Mr. President. And she also seemed to like giving blowjobs. Did you notice that?"



Lisa was playing with my hair and lightly kissing my breasts the whole time I was speaking.



"Oh yes, I did."



"Do you mind her giving your husband one when you are right there in the other room?"



"It was either Marilyn, you or me, I was happy to let Marilyn do it."



"Marilyn also told me she thought I was doing a great job as hostess. That was so nice to hear from her. How do you know her?"



"Well, he's one of Jennifer's clients."



"He??? She's a he? I know I'm a he, but Marilyn is not a guy."



"Just replay everything you just said and saw all evening, and imagine Marilyn as a guy."



It took me a little, but then I said. "He is real good."



"And he told me you were real good too. It was hard for him to tell at first. Jennifer has an interesting clientele and after this party, he was on to another party."



"Wow, this is like pulling the curtain back on the Wizard of Oz."



"And one more thing, he really wanted to do you as well and I asked him not to. I hope that's OK. There were enough surprises for you for one night. Plus, I wanted you."



"To be honest, I was a bit disappointed at the time...she was such a big tease, but now I am so glad you told her not to. Seriously, a guy. Wow."



I went on and asked, "So if I didn't know, then the men didn't know either. Did Mr. Warren know?"



"No one knew but me, and now you. And I don't think I will tell them either," she said with that smile of hers. I had to chuckle. 



I slid up closer to her and began kissing her shoulders as she lightly rubbed my thighs and fondled my breasts.



"And Elvira, I was a bit nervous about her. What did you think of her?"



"My first impression when she walked in was she was going to be fun. She really had that Elvira look going."



"Yes, she's more of an acquaintance from Benjamin's play group. We talk every week and she is really quite nice. She's got a killer body but is a bit shy about it. I told her no one would know her so she could have some freedom."



"I was hoping this would open her up a bit. I think her husband keeps her on a tight leash as to her looks. Definitely a trophy wife. How was she?"



I explained what happened on the lead-up and she said,



"I saw her down that full glass of champagne before the two of you disappeared."



"She was really horny and loud. I think you could say she opened up a bit."



I explained to her in great detail what happened, all the way until I helped her into the car. Lisa loved hearing every bit of it!



"Good, so she doesn't know about you. Her husband's pretty boring so I think the blowjob was perfect for him."



I then asked, "Do all men just collapse after just one?"



"Pretty much. It's all about them getting off, which brings me to Cleopatra."



"Beautiful stunning, needs no mask, amazing make-up, model material, and played her role wonderfully," I said.



"That was no role Cassie." Lisa moved around to my back and began working her way down from my neck and shoulders with light kisses.



"She's one of my playmates and we get together once a month or so. As way of contrast, when I get together with Jennifer, she loves to be the dominant one, and I'm fine with it."



"Cleopatra wants to be worshipped, and I'm good with that too. But she loves to be pampered doesn't she?"



"She sure does. What a night."



"And Cassie, you were amazing. I was so proud of you." She grabbed me and gave me a big kiss..."Now Cinderella, look at the time..."



I looked at the clock and it was midnight. Lisa and I had been going at it and talking for nearly hour, but I didn't want this time to end.



"Lisa, I told my mom I'd be home at midnight and I probably should not go home looking like this." 



"Hmmmm, let's stand up and see."



Lisa stood up beside me and planted one more deep, passionate kiss on me, spun me towards the mirror and said..."You look perfect to me...just look."



I turned and faced the mirror with the bedroom lights now on. With my long wig being practically the only thing intact, I was a wreck.



My pink lipstick was smeared. My nipples and chest were a deep red. I touched one nipple and actually winced. My cock was still a bit hard, but practically purple from being hard so long. And having the white stockings on made it look awesome.



"Still, you better clean-up before you head home. I called your mom around 10:30 and said you may be late as some guests arrived late and I may not be able to get you home exactly by midnight. She offered to pick you up but I convinced her not to. A good idea, eh?"



As we were cleaning up the bedroom of our clothes, Lisa sat down with me, held both of my hands and asked in her serious voice, "Cassie, what was troubling you earlier in the night when you were shaking? Did going outside upset you?"



"I wish it was just that. It was Scott."



"Scott?"



"Lisa, for just those two minutes he was genuinely nice, handsome and complimentary. He even knew the Cheshire Cat's lines to Alice in Wonderland...by heart...like they were a normal part of our conversation. Like, it was meant to be."



"As I walked back with him, I really thought he wanted to walk and talk with me because I was me. I was really attracted to him"



"Did it feel nice?"



"It did. Lisa, what's happening to me?"



"You're growing up girl."



I took a long hot shower and scrubbed off the make-up. I actually was glad to put on my Matt clothes. The cotton briefs felt surprisingly comforting.



Lisa had tossed on some jeans and a casual top but still had her Red Queen make-up on. She looked cute and hot all at the same time. On the drive home, she thanked me a bunch of times for being a there.



As I laid in bed that night trying to go to sleep, I kept thinking of the journey of feelings and emotions over these past few weeks and could hear Alice saying, "It's no use going back to yesterday, because I was a different person then".

Becoming Cassie Ch. 06

I was walking across campus, kind of still in a daze from the Halloween party a week ago at the Warren's and singing White Rabbit when my cell phone rang.



"Matt, is that you? Hi, it's me, your cousin Kate."



"Wow, I didn't expect a call from you. Where did you get my number?"



"I called your house and talked to your mom today and she gave it to me. I hope it's OK to call."



"Absolutely, how is your semester going? Mine is cranking up. It seems like every professor wants a paper due before Thanksgiving."



"I hear you. I have 4 nursing lab reports I have to write, a psych paper and a history one as well. It's been non-stop."



"Well, I, for one, can't wait for the Thanksgiving break. I never thought I'd be this busy in my first year."



"Work hard Matt, it'll be worth it. Hey, the reason I was calling is that I was wondering what you were doing over the Thanksgiving break?"



I replied, "We're having Thanksgiving here at my house with my grandparents from my mom's side, and then I thought I would kick back and relax for a day or two. Maybe do a little advanced reading for finals. Did you have something in mind?



"As a matter of fact I did. My roommate is from England and she is not flying home for the holiday, so mom invited her for Thanksgiving with us."



"And then on Saturday, a couple of my friends are coming over for the rest of the weekend before we head up to school on Sunday."



"That's sounds great," I replied.



"So I was wondering, would you be interested in coming over and hanging with us?"



"Yeah, maybe that would work. It might be nice to hang with some people around my own age for a bit."



"Great, and Matt, would you want them to meet Matt or Cassie?" 



I kind of went silent. "Can I think about it for a day or two? That would be a big step for me." 



"I know. That's why I called early. We gave you enough surprises a last month."



For the next two days I was wrapped up in school but kept bouncing back and forth thinking about having Kate's friends meet Cassie. I was glad I had time to think about it. 



I even tried to help my mindset a little by wearing a bra and panties secretly at home from my little stash, but somehow after my Alice in Wonderland weekend, they were just not doing it. 



No matter what, I will still not certain so I called Kate to let her know.



"Hi Matt, glad you called. Have you decided what you'd like to do next weekend?"



"Not really. I'm still going back and forth."



She jumped in, "If it helps, the more I think about it, and knowing who is stopping over, the more I'd really like my friends to meet Cassie. These are my friends and they are quite accepting. I know you would really like them."



"I have no doubt that I would like them, and I would love to spend a weekend as Cassie, I'm just really nervous. Have you spoken to your Mom?



"Just in passing but I didn't want to suggest anything to her unless you were comfortable with the idea first. Sounds like you are not saying no, but not saying yes either."



"That's exactly where I am."



"Let me call mom again and get right back to you. Is that OK?"



"Sure, I'll be here."



About an hour later the cell rang and it was Kate again. "Good news, I think. Mom knows my roommate and she thought it would be a good time for her to meet Cassie."



"She also suggested that maybe sometime this weekend you could go over for a bit and maybe get comfortable being Cassie again."



I continued listening.



"You've certainly got enough clothes there to pick from. And if you feel up to it, we'll see Cassie after Thanksgiving, and if not, it'll be Matt. Fair enough?"



"That sounds like a good plan."



I then spoke to my mom at dinner and said "Thanks for giving Kate my number. She's coming home for Thanksgiving with friends and she asked if I'd help her mom this Saturday afternoon for a few hours moving things around. Would that be OK with you and could you drop me off?"



"I'd be happy to. I'm so glad you and Kate are getting along so well. I miss seeing her."



We made the arrangements and on Saturday I arrived around 2:00 and got a bit hug from Aunt Mary. 



"A bit of a dilemma?" she asked.



"I'll say. It's really hard to decide while I'm sitting at home in an abstract, but I have to say, just walking into this house again and seeing you, I'm already feeling better already about the idea."



She gave me another hug when I said that, and then told me,



"When Kate called I started thinking about what would make Matt the most comfortable and what would make him uncomfortable. I tried to put myself in your position and thought that maybe an afternoon here would be a good idea."



"Let's first get you dressed and then we can talk." 



We walked down the hallway to the guest room. It felt so welcoming now.



"So, let's pretend its late Friday afternoon and you're meeting her roommate Bridget for the first time. It's been a real casual day for the girls. They have been munching on turkey left overs all day and just waiting to meet you. What do you want to wear?"



I started looking through the clothes in the room and said, "They're dressed casual, so maybe these jeans and this top."



"Good choice. Go put on these panties and jeans, this bra and this top and come right back. Oh, and these wedges as well. I want to see how the look with the jeans."



When I returned, I sat down and Aunt Mary began putting on my makeup. She really knew my face and tried a few new eye shadow colors. 



She then reached over and started brushing out a wig. "Is that a new wig?" I asked.



"Yes. I liked the one you wore the other day, but I think you need one slightly longer and of a much nicer quality. A friend of mine has a salon and sells wigs as well."



"I explained you her a little about what I needed and she suggested this one. And, she was nice enough to give me this one at cost."



This wig was as natural as real hair, and when I held it, it felt nothing like the ones I had ever had before. It was brown with auburn highlights, shoulder length and had a slight wave to it.



As she was putting it on me, Aunt Mary continued, "If you came over around 4 on Friday, there's a good chance the girls might be napping or at least resting. 



That would give you time to come in and get dressed if you wanted them to see you as Cassie and not to see you as Matt."



I nodded as she was adjusting the make-up and with the wig. 



"Then maybe the three of you could meet, have a little dinner here and get acquainted."



Aunt Mary then removed the wig, lightly brushed it out one more time and placed it on me. 



"There, stand up and take a look."



The wig changed my look dramatically. "Aunt Mary, I can't believe how much I look like Kate!" 



"I realized that as I was picking out the wig. All the styles and colors that I liked were Kate. I'm a bit sorry, but elated at the same time."



"Come, let's walk for a bit."



We wandered around the house and sat down, and stood up. We worked on my posture. She even had me walk down the stairs to the basement in the wedges. "How does that feel?" she asked.



"Comfortable. I'm not going to fall down. And it feels real good to be Cassie again."



We stood at the large kitchen window overlooking the backyard and she said, "Oh, it's going to get a bit chilly outside tonight. Would you go out and bring in that plant on the wall?"



I hesitated a bit and she said, "Go ahead, no one is going to bite you."



Carefully, placing one foot in front of the other I walked down the back steps, made it across the yard, picked up the plant and brought it back to the porch safely without falling.



"Cassie, you did that with grace and ease. Just keep your shoulders back a bit more, your arms a bit closer to your body, be a little prouder of your "girls" and you'll be a natural."



We then sat at the kitchen table and debriefed. "What as being outside like?"



"A little nerve racking at first, but it wasn't that bad. The fresh air actually felt kind of good."



"Good. Come, let's walk to the front of the house. That's where you will have a chance to sit with the girls. Let's navigate for a bit. It's different in wedges." 



We walked through the dining room to the living room, sat on the sofa and chairs, practiced my posture some more as well as my demeanor. 



We then stood up and walked over to the large picture window. It was really fun walking in the wedges and jeans. I think I was getting the hang of it.



"It's so beautiful out here. Fall is coming but it's still pretty."



I had to agree, I just never noticed it like she did. 



"Cassie, would you fetch the mail for me out of the mailbox?" 



The mailbox was on the street and seemed like a mile away from the house even though it was just at the end the walkway. I looked at her and said, "The backyard was easy. What if a car comes by?"



"What if?", she replied.



"Someone might see me, that's what if."



"And no one will see you if they come over Thanksgiving weekend?"



"Fine." I got the point and opened the door. As I started to head out to the mailbox I heard her say...



"Shoulders back Cassie." 



I got to the mailbox, leaned over at the waist with my feet perfectly together, peered in and there was no mail. 



Just then, a car speed by and tooted their horn, no doubt at my butt. Aunt Mary laughed and said, 



"Now, was that so bad?"



"No. I kind of liked the toot."



"And your posture was a lot better as well. You're doing well Cassie."



"Now, let's find you some clothes for Saturday."



We went into the guestroom and talked through Saturday. "You spend the night and now you know Bridget very well because the three of you stayed up and talked half the night. Are you Matt or Cassie in the morning?"



"Maybe Matt for a while."



"OK, we just had breakfast and they're kicking back as they say. You're still Matt, still in your comfortable guy clothes. You hear that her friends will be over in the late afternoon. It'll be their first time here. What do you want to wear?"



I think out loud, "Maybe a dress. Do something fun but not too fancy. They'll be hungry from the road, and I can help you, Kate, and Bridget with the meal. We can all look nice."



"Good, I like that Cassie. Let's find you a dress from your collection.



We quickly eliminated the too fancy ones and located 3 different ones that would fit the scenario. All a bit casual, but still very nice dress up nice. I tried each one on and they looked so much better with the new wig. 



Even after I tried all three on, I still could not decide. Then I had an idea. "What if I let Kate and Bridget decide which one they liked better for me to wear in front of their friends? Get them involved."



"Brilliant, just brilliant", she said in her best English accent.



"So Cassie, what do the girls now do Saturday night?"



"I have no idea."



Aunt Mary offered..."Shopping? The mall? The movies?"



"I think they're too old for the mall, shopping is possible at a fun place, and movies are always a good choice over the Thanksgiving weekend."



"What does Cassie think about all this?"



"She's nervous."



"Why?"



"All those things mean going out."



"But she is not by herself. She is now with her new friends. If they do a girls night out type event in heels and you stay in low flats, it might be easier. That would be drawing attention to all five of you and not just you."



"That's true, but it's still out."



"Understood."



"Alright Cassie, Sunday morning, they all sleep late but leave shortly thereafter for school. Matt or Cassie?"



"Cassie. I'd like them to remember me as Cassie. I'm thinking a cute simple skirt and top. I want to be just comfortable and normal."



"I like that," she said.



Aunt Mary brought out the skirts and several tops. I gravitated to the slightly longer skirt with some buttons up the front and light sweater like top. 



I put it on and with the new wig and wedge heels, it looked wonderful. Aunt Mary found a simple necklace from her jewelry collection and some simple clip on earrings.



"Wear these for now, but let me work on jewelry. I like this look on you. It will be perfect for the late morning. I'd say it's something Kate would wear, but she actually did!"



"They then all leave, hugs all around and you stay behind with me waving from the front porch. Yes, that will work quite nicely."



Aunt Mary left the room for a moment and returned with one of Kate's lightweight wraps. "Does this fit you?



I tossed it over my shoulders and said, "I think so, why?



"Let's go for a drive. It's going to be dusk in an hour."



She had been right on so many things so far, that I trusted her. We walked out the back door (this was now so easy) and headed over to the car. I went to open the car door for her and she stopped, looked at me and said..."Cassie?"



"Sorry Aunt Mary, force of habit."



As we headed down the street she kept reminding me of sitting up straight, keeping my shoulders back, and keeping my legs together. None of which I was doing at the time. I guess I was just too nervous about being out.



She told me, "Concentrate on looking at people when they speak to you, as well as accepting and giving compliments." The list went on and on, but in a nice way.



"Where are we going?" I asked as we pulled into parking lot.



"Just a park I used to go to with Kate." She shut off the car and opened her door.



"Coming?" she asked as she was now outside and peering in. There were only a handful of cars in the lot so I thought for a moment and slowly opened the door and got out. 



"Let's walk along this path, over that bridge to the other side of this small river, circle the monument and come back. Would you be good with that?"



"I think I can do that."



As we slowly walked and talked, it got easier. The first person to pass us was a young boy on a bike. That was easy. 



Then an elderly couple was in our sights up ahead and we passed them well before the bridge. Aunt Mary greeted them with a "Hello" as we walked by. I barely squeaked out a "hi" in my best Cassie voice but at least I tried.



A young boy and girl, probably 14 years old approached us in the opposite direction holding hands. I don't even think they ever looked up. 



In all, we must have walked by 20 different people during our walk and not one person gave us a second look. In fact, one woman actually said it was so nice to see a mom and her daughter out together. We let that one go as Aunt Mary gave me a little squeeze for her. 



As we got closer to the car, I asked Aunt Mary, "Could we just sit on one of the benches for a while?" I didn't want the walk to end.



We chatted some more as the sun was setting. It was kind of sad that the day was ending.



I told Aunt Mary, "I really liked being out. It was more enjoyable than I ever expected. Thank you for insisting." And I gave her a little hug.



As we finally walked back to the car, she started up the engine and said, "Just one more stop if you are up to it. It's close and I know you will like it."



About two minutes down the road was a cute little café, tucked off the main road on a side street. It had roses painted on the sign and it looked like a throw back to the Andy of Mayberry days.



"I could use a little snack. How about you Cassie? This is a little place I used to take Kate. The people are real nice and it's never very busy this time of day."



"Aunt Mary, this is lot for one day."



"I know young lady, but I think, from everything I know about you and have seen today, you will really like this. Trust me this one more time today and I promise no more new adventures."



As we walked into the restaurant, I was dying a thousand deaths. We were greeted by a hostess that could have been Aunt Mary's twin except she was a few years older. "Mary, it's so nice to see you again."



"Meredith, you too. This is my niece Cassie. She's visiting me for a few days. Would you seat us at your finest table with a view of the river?"



"Cassie, it's so nice to meet you." I smiled a thank you and followed her to a relatively private table overlooking the river. 



There were only about 5 other tables occupied and other than a casual glance from the patrons as we walked in, that was it. This was much easier than I thought. In my mind I kept hearing my aunt telling me to think about my posture as I walked across the restaurant. 



"May I start you both with some hot tea to take the chill off?" 



"Certainly, I'll have some Earl Grey please, and Cassie?" 



Great, I don't drink tea. All I could think about when I heard the word tea was Chamomile from Alice in Wonderland. 



I smiled and said. "Chamomile, please." I was so pleased the words actually came out.



As Meredith walked away Aunt Mary leaned in and said "I had no idea you had such a nice voice like that. Where did that come from?"



"I'm really not sure. But I really liked it too!"



We looked at the menu and it was filled with all kinds of sandwiches with cute names. 



Meredith came back with the tea and the warmth of it was wonderful. When we were done with our first cup of tea and she returned and asked if we would be ordering anything. 



"Aunt Mary, you first please." I said to at least get myself speaking again.



When she was done, Meredith turned to me and said, "And for yourself young lady?" 



"I would love the ham croissant with cucumber."



Aunt Mary looked at me in wonderment. After Meredith left she said, "I was afraid you were going to order the burger."



"I really wanted the burger, but thought this might be more appropriate."



As we ate, we talked more and more. This was so much fun.



When we were nearly done with the meal, Meredith returned with the dessert menu and said, "Cassie, you look so much like your cousin Kate, it's remarkable. Where is Kate now?"



Aunt Mary told her all about college and the nursing program, and how she and some friends were staying for Thanksgiving. And how I was helping her today get ready.



"Well, please tell her we all said hi."



I replied, "We will. And Meredith, may I ask where you got your necklace? It's lovely."



"Thank you for noticing Cassie. It was a gift from my daughter years ago and I wear it every day. I just love it."



After she left, Aunt Mary said quietly, "Nicely done, young lady."



I was liking this compliment stuff. 



It was now time to leave and we had been having such a wonderful time talking that I did not even noticed that the restaurant was full and people were waiting to get in. 



We made our way through the tables and even had to squeeze out way out the doorway through the waiting people. 



This was getting way closer to people than I ever expected, but I actually enjoyed it.



On the walk back to the car, I clung onto Aunt Mary's arm and gave her a kiss on the cheek just before getting in and whispered, "Thank you."



It was a quiet ride home, mostly because we had talked and talked and talked.



We pulled in the driveway and walked up the front walkway, almost like I had been doing this all my life.



I turned to Aunt Mary as we opened the front door and asked, "Wasn't this walkway a lot longer this afternoon?"



"Yes dear, a lot longer."



"Curiouser and curiouser" was all I could say.



It was later than expected and I needed to change and get home. I made my way to the bathroom with my Matt clothes and slowly removed the top and skirt. 



I tried to take in the look in my new wig because realistically, I really never saw it when I was out, but everyone else did.



The little necklace fell softly against my chest and sparkled along with the earrings. I was Cassie as I never saw myself before. I really loved being her. 



Standing here again in my bra and panties got me excited, but in a different way. This was the same bathroom where I had tried on so many of Kate's clothes in the past and got sexually aroused. That was now the furthest thing from my mind.

I removed my make-up, put my clothes in the hamper and changed back into Matt. Aunt Mary was sitting in the living room when I came out. 



"Well?" she asked.



"Would you call Kate and let her Cassie can't wait to meet her friends. I hope she'll be OK with it?"



"I know she will."



We headed to the door, and on the drive home we chatted about Matt things. When we pulled into my house I asked, "Was I supposed to move anything for you?"



She just smiled and said "See you right after Thanksgiving, Matt."

Becoming Cassie Ch. 07

This was harder than I thought. I was trying to live as Matt and keep my thoughts focused on school, sports and life in general. Yet at the same time I couldn't wait to be Cassie. And now there were all kinds of Cassies. 



There was the Cassie in my mind who was happy just to toss on a pair of panties under some jeans and go throughout the day as Matt. 



There was the Cassie that was real good friends with Kate and developing a niece-like bond with my Aunt Mary. 



And then there was the Cassie who could not wait to be with the Warrens and whatever they were planning next. Exploring sexual fantasies with them seem so normal...as long as I was Cassie.



+++++++++



November was busy for me and the Warrens. I was rushing around at home trying to finish outside chores like outside painting as the fall weather had really kicked in. Soccer season was virtually over as we missed the playoffs but we had our wrap up meetings and light training.



And if I did babysit, it had to be babysitting. I still needed to make some money. I so needed a car and the only way I could get one was if I could save for it.



And I really needed to focus on my schoolwork...there were too many papers due and then final exams in mid-December. But then I would be free for a while. I never thought I would be this busy taking 5 courses.



I was only able to schedule one babysitting gig for the Warrens in November, and that was tight. It was a Thursday, exactly a week before Thanksgiving and I had a quiz the next day. 



The Warrens had a simple business gathering/dinner on a weeknight and they expected it to be a short night. To some degree, that was good. 



They asked me to arrive early because the event was starting at his office and then they were going to a restaurant. 



When I arrived, I was surprised to see Mrs. Warren standing at the door, apparently waiting for Benjamin to come home from his playgroup. We stood and chatted for a moment and within a minute a nice black SUV pulled in and out popped Benjamin. 



Along with him came another boy about his age and his mom. Benjamin ran over and gave me a hug.



"Matt, I like you meet Nick and his mom, Mrs. DiBona."



"So glad to meet you, Mrs. DiBona" I said with a smile. I then rubbed Nick's head. He had on an AC Milan jersey and was carrying his soccer ball into the house. "Nice shirt Nick!" He smiled back at me.



Mrs. DiBona said, "Sorry we are late. Nick needed a one minute potty stop right after we left and it ended up being a long one."



Mrs. Warren said to all of us, "No problem at all. Please come in for a minute."



Mrs. DiBona was blond and beautiful, with a fantastic figure. For picking up child at daycare, she looked amazing. I almost asked where she was going. Who wears a killer dress and heels during the day to pick up your child at daycare?



Nick put the ball down and lightly kicked it to Benjamin who kicked it over to me. We passed the ball around and I made a couple of fun moves with Nick. He laughed as he tried to get it away from me. I let him win the ball and he did the same with me. 



"So Matt is Benjamin's babysitter, and he plays soccer. What a nice catch Lisa. Matt, are you looking for any more work?"



I laughed and said, "Maybe, once this semester is over."



"And a college man as well," she replied.



They stayed for about 10 minutes, we spoke for a bit more, and then she and Nick headed out. I really caught myself checking her out as she left. She was a complete package for some lucky guy.



Benjamin showed me what he did at daycare and then went on playing. I sometimes forget that babysitting is what I came here for first. 



In the other room, Mrs. Warren asked, "Well, what did you think of Mrs. DiBona?"



"From my whole 10 minutes of seeing her I can say she is very pretty and seems very nice."



"If you were older, how would you like to date someone like her?"



"That would never happen, she is beautiful and apparently rich. Seriously, the clothes she was wearing in the afternoon and the SUV...she must be well off."



Then she came up to me in an amazing sexy move and quietly asked, "Would you ever want to do her if you could?"



"Mrs. Warren, that would never happen. Plus, she seemed so nice."



"I see how you could say that, but she's really a witch."



"Mrs. DiBona?"



"Seriously, she can be a real witch"



"I must be missing something."



"Like...an Elvira witch."



That stopped me in my tracks.



"No way."



"And she and little Alice..."



"No way."



"Uh huh...you did...or at least Alice did."



"And Matt, this late drop off was absolutely not planned. I figured she was so drunk on Halloween that she would not even remember let alone recognize you. You didn't recognize her either."



"Her husband, or the Count as you know him, keeps her on a tight leash but also expects her to be dressed like that all the time...very possessive but loves to show her off."



"But it is a nice thought to keep in your mind next time you see her. And I promise, I will never, ever say anything to her." 



"Now, I have to get ready for tonight. I need your advice." Benjamin was playing in his room so she stepped into hers with me and closed the door.



Because of our Halloween romp, I could not look at her quite the same way and we both kind of knew it. It was a fun embarrassment that lasted for a just a minute or so.



Then she said, "Before I ask your advice, let me show you two new dresses I bought for some upcoming events." 



She walked me over to the closet and held up a red sparkly dress...this is for our Christmas Eve Party in Ohio. 



"Beautiful, I love it." I replied as I touched the material.



"And for New Year's Eve, I decided on this silver one. What do you think?"



"They're both gorgeous. I really hope I get to see you in them."



"Oh, you will. But it will have to be when we get back. We are going to be away from just before Christmas at Mr. Warren's parents in Ohio and then after a few days we fly to Aruba through New Years on vacation. You'll just have to wait to see it until I come back."



"Matt, would you help me out of this dress, I'm might go with this burgundy dress tonight."



"That's a good choice, that color works well on you," I said.



It was actually nice seeing her in just a regular bra and panties. I loved the fancy ones on her, but these just seem more appropriate.



As I was helping her in such a non-sexual way she turned and gave me a big hug. "Do you know how comfortable you make me feel? I don't even think twice about changing in front of you or confiding with about anything. I really appreciate that."



"I'm getting to feel the same way too. I'm glad it wasn't just me feeling that way." 



Then I asked, "Any requests for when you two come home?" 



"Surprise us. Hey, my clothes are your clothes...except for these new ones I just bought."



"Yes ma'am. I promise."



"And Mrs. Warren, I just need to double check, are you OK with Cassie and your husband ...you know...getting a bit intimate? The last thing I ever want is for anything to get in the way."



"On the contrary, I love watching you two."



Off she went to the party and Benjamin and I had two hours to hang out. We played a little soccer in the living room, had a little dinner, slowed things down and colored and then it was off to bed.



It took a few minutes for him to relax and then he fell right to sleep. I then tossed on a babydoll nightie, pulled on the wig and sat on the bed trying to think of what to do next. 



It was tough coming up with an idea especially considering the Halloween extravaganza. It was going to be really hard to top that one.



I went over to her dresser and started looking through it to find something to wear that was different and would be fun. As I removed one item, looked at it and then placed it back into the crammed drawer. I then removed another and replaced it too. After a few minutes of this nonsense, I took everything out of the drawer and tossed everything on the bed.



I went deep into her closet and began pulling others out as well that were interspersed everywhere.



There were a lot of nighties. I started sorting them into styles. Babydolls, chemises, long ones, some with full bodices and some with spaghetti straps. 



When I had gathered them all together into grouping there were 14 babydolls, 6 chemises, 9 long gowns and about 7 robes. I almost felt like this was a game show as I headed her pantie drawer and found the matching panties for more than half of the outfits.



This was like being in a lingerie store, and these were just the nighties. It really didn't take very long to sort everything so I started the process of trying every item on. 



I only got through about 5 of them before I got so excited in a new one I had never seen that I knew I had to masturbate soon or I'd ruin all of them. 



I sat down at her dressing table, spent some more time on my make-up and headed to the bathroom and let it rip. Damn, did I look good. 



Getting dressed and making my first bathroom trip was now almost a requirement in this household.



About 4 of the babydolls didn't even fit, plus they were made out of this scratchy lace material. These had to be gifts because no girl in her right mind would ever try these on and then buy them. 



As I kept trying them on, I worked more and more on my make-up as well trying to perfect my look for the different outfits. It was fun. 



I literally tried on every outfit and made my own judgment over which ones I like more than others. I then hung up some of the long matching ones and neatly folded the others away.



At around 10PM I got a call they they were on the way home and should be there in 15 minutes. That was good, my make-up was still working great and I had decided what I was going to wear for their arrival home.



I moved over to the Bose system and selected one of their more romantic CD's, dimmed the lights a bit and waited.



As I heard the key turn, I stood up from the far side of the room and slowly started my walk over to them. I tried to be as seductive as I could but still wanted to portray that "Honey, I'm so glad you're home" look. 



I was wearing a cute, ivory chemise, with a lace top. The soft chemise fell to the just above my knee and had matching panties with a little drawstring bow on both sides of the hips. I also had on the matching robe which was the same ivory color and style, but was floral as well. I let that stay open as I walked over to them.



"Cassie, you are beautiful! Where did you ever find this?" Mrs. Warren took my hands and just stood there looking at me. She then softly ran her hands down the fabric and lightly touched my breasts.



I never really replied to her question but slid over and welcomed Mr. Warren with a kiss and said, "Please sit down, I want to hear everything about this evening."



Mr. Warren sat on the couch and I curled up beside him. Mrs. Warren sat directly across from us and started talking about the evening. 



It was so comfortable just cuddling against him. It was so easy to just listen to the two of them talk as I lightly caressed his chest and ran my hands down to his thighs ever so softly. I could feel him getting harder and backed away a bit. I knew that excitement could end his night early.



They kept talking and I slowly undid his belt, opened his pants and just lightly stroked his cock as I sat there cuddling. I just wanted to make this feel natural and not super erotic.



As he was telling a story, I was able to slide down a little lower and began to slowly kiss his cock. I knew this was deadly territory with him so I worked very slowly, backed away, and played a bit with his balls. 



When I felt he was in a safe place, I would slowly put more of my mouth over is cock until he got rock hard again. 



After about 10 minutes of this, what started out as his comforting arm around me started to become a little more on the grabby side and his penis was beginning to throb. I slid away and nicely said, "I have a bit of a surprise for you. Let me show you both."



As I stood up and adjusted my gown, Mrs. Warren gave me this wry smile of approval and asked me again, "Cassie, where did you find this sleep set? I had forgotten all about it."



I took their hands and said, "Come, let me show you."



With that I walked them to their bedroom door and let them open it. Hanging up in different places in the room were several nighties along with robes and matching panties, as well as two elegant lounging robes that had to be Mr. Warren's. With the soft lighting, candles and music, it looked like a boudoir. 



The two of them were like kids all over again. They truly had not seen some of these items in years. I could see them telling stories of the time they wore these or purchased them. It was a side of them I had not seen before.



I saw Mr. Warren starting to remove his clothes so I figured this was a good time to slip out, close the door and let them change. I went to the living room, sat down, opened up a Vogue magazine and waited. 



I was trying to get myself excited, expecting that I would be sucking his cock to completion any time now. I was actually looking forward to it seeing I got shut out at Halloween.



After waiting a full 15 minutes, I closed the Vogue magazine and opened up my statistics book to study for the morning's quiz. And I waited ...and waited...and waited. 



It was getting close to 11PM and I had classes in the morning. I was kind of in a jam so I crept down the hall and listened at their bedroom door. 



It was quiet. No talking, no moaning, no anything. I listened even closer and it sounded like Mr. Warren snoring a bit.



Quietly I opened the door and there was Lisa, on her back, hair disheveled, one breast hanging out of her nightie, no panties on with her legs wide open, sound asleep. 



I crept closer to see if she was awake and I couldn't help but see her vagina was still moist and there was semen was between her legs and all over the bed in that area. Seriously, unless it's yours, after the fact it's not that attractive.



Mr. Warren still had on the burgundy robe of his I found and he was absolutely asleep. His cock had been reduced back to his normal soft size and looked pretty icky so I know he was done for the night.



Once again, little Cassie is all by herself and horny as hell. This was like Halloween all over again.



I quietly sat on the chair closest to her side of the bed. I needed to get home so I needed to wake one of them up, and I knew it wasn't going to be him. He never wakes up.



Figuring it was going to have to be a fast exit when I did go, I moved the floor mirror a bit so I could see myself and sat back in the chair.



I loved this nightie, robe and panties. I even loved the make-up I did myself. I started playing with my nipples and watched them get harder and harder in the mirror. 



I gently spread my legs like Cleopatra did at Halloween and slid my cock out of my panties. I tried to get into a rhythm and not get too loud myself. 



I then heard Lisa stir a bit and roll over. I slowed down and waited to see if she had awakened but she was still sleeping. As I continued stroking myself I was getting closer and closer to cumming when I heard a gentle whisper..."Cassie...come over here." 



Lisa reached her hand out to me and I quietly moved to the edge of the bed. 



She whispered, "Come, lie down her with me and let me cuddle behind you." I gently slid my body onto the bed and she nuzzled up right behind me.



"Shhhh..."she whispered in my ear. She slowly reached her arm around me and began lightly fondling my breasts through the robe and nightie. 



As she began to play with them ever so slightly, I could feel her nipples getting hard as they were pressing into my back. She was softly kissing my neck and shoulders.



"Shhhh..."she kept whispering. One of her hands reached down and slowly began caressing my penis through the ivory nightie and panties. 



This was really nice. It was like she was making love to my penis with just her hand. So soft and gentle.



"Shhhh...drift away my little Cassie." By then I was doing all I could not to explode. But it was almost like she was giving me permission too. I did my best to control any sound but my breathing deepened as I starting cumming long and hard.



"Shhhh..." she said one last time as my cock unloaded and filled the ivory panties. She stayed with me until I pulsed for the very last time. I don't ever remember going for that long. 



We just lied still for a few minutes. She kissed my back, and arms, and finally whispered in my ear, "I need to get my little girl home."



Quietly I did one of my fastest clean-up and changes ever. Lisa did the same, but she looked different. She was radiant.



Once we got into the car I asked, "OK, Mrs. Warren, you have to tell me." 



"First, this is for Cassie." She gave me the deepest kiss I have ever gotten in my life...tongue and all.



"Alan and I had the best sex in years. Pardon my English but he pounded the living crap out of me. I had forgotten how good it could feel." 



"Did you have an orgasm?"



"I lost count. He was amazing."



"I am so happy for you."



"Now, tell me about finding all the nighties and robes. Where were they?"



"Everywhere. Seriously, I spend so much time looking for things in your room when I babysit, I thought I would organize a few things of yours. I guess I got carried away. I hope it was OK. You did say your clothes were my clothes or something like that."



"Yes I did. And I have to tell you, some of those outfits brought back such great memories. It was like they woke up a sleeping giant in him."



"Like what?"



"We had real foreplay! He came down on me orally for the first time in years and he could not get enough of my breasts. It was so nice."



"By the time he mounted me I was sooo ready that I just had orgasm after orgasm. It was fantastic. I think he'll sleep for days." We both laughed.



"And I have Cassie to thank...sorry for that kiss Matt, but now you know why I had to thank her."



"You've been so good to us. Is there any fantasy you would like exploring?"



"Yes, I do have one fantasy...sort of. One day, could you and I take an afternoon and go through your entire closet and drawers, we could try everything on and then arrange everything? Kind of like a girls day in?"



"Let me get the approval from Mr. Warren. I don't want him thinking anything other than the fun we all have together. But personally, I absolutely love the idea."



"And Matt, good luck with your quiz." 



++++++++++++++++++++++++



It wasn't but a day later when Mrs. Warren called my mom and asked if I could babysit on the Wednesday before Thanksgiving. From our chat earlier, she knew I had if off from school and would be available. 



I had wanted to relax a bit, but then again, what's not to like babysitting at the Warrens.



I called her back to confirm the time and she discreetly said, "Matt, it's going to be less babysitting and more organizing. Mr. Warren loved the idea and said that we could get together if we gave him a fashion show when he got home from work. It would be an early day for him."



Now this was going to be fun. We agreed upon a time and now I could not what until Wednesday.



When I arrived that Wednesday morning, she was still in a robe. Once inside she gave me long, sensuous hug. "Well, 10AM is different isn't it, young man?"



"To be honest, Cassie has been a night time person, so this will definitely be a different experience. I almost expected to see you in curlers and fuzzy slippers." 



We both laughed and she replied in a serious tone, "That's exactly what I have for you to wear...just kidding."



"But I did put a nightie and the wig out on the bed just to get you into the Cassie mode if that's all right with you. Then we can have some coffee and figure out what we are going to do."

When I returned to the kitchen, I was all dressed in a cute nightie and robe, I could smell the coffee that she already poured. As she walked behind me she gave me another little hug, sat down with me and said, "I like this...I could really get used to this." 



"Mr. Warren is going to be here around 4:00. We have plenty of time to go through everything, figure out what we are going to show him and how, and hopefully get some time to play throughout the afternoon. Does that sound good?"



"I could not have planned it better," I replied.



"Cassie, I have to be honest. For the last two nights he has fallen right to sleep and I've been using my vibrator...a lot, especially thinking about today. So if I'm a bit over the top, it's really not my fault."



"I can deal with over the top. I just completed a huge intensive time at school. I'm ready for it."



Our first stop was the closet. Virtually everything came out and we made certain areas in the room for dresses, for skirts, for blouses, for jackets and for pants. The only things that were organized in her closet were the nighties that I did from last week.



"See," she exclaimed proudly, "I kept my nighties neat all week!" I just shook my head.



We were to begin with the dresses so she turned and asked me which bra and panties set I wanted. 



"I'll take the ivory bra with the flowers and matching panties," I said. She located them and tossed them to me.



Then facing me, she dropped her robe and standing there completely naked in front of her dresser drawers she announced she was going to wear her black bra and panties.



As I was putting mine on and adjusting them in front of the full length mirror, she walked behind me, still naked and gave me another hug. I then heard her say..."Crap." 



"Is something wrong?"



"No, everything is perfect. That's the problem."



She reached over and grabbed her vibrator on her night stand. "You need to excuse me for a minute. This is the third time this morning."



"My mornings are the worse...or best depending on how you look at it. I wake up and my nipples are rock hard and all I want to do is have sex. Cassie, does that ever happen to you?"



"It does on occasion. And sometimes it's almost embarrassing because my nipples stay hard for a while and show through my shirt."



"Well, it happens to me all the time. Come sit beside me for a bit," she said.



I curled up beside her on the bed and she was still naked. She offered her breast to me as she began to use the vibrator on her clit. I gently played with her nipple with my tongue and she said,



"You're getting so good at this Cassie. That is so nice and gentle, just what I need this morning." 



I could feel her breathing change, sense her body moving in a simple rhythm and her hips rising up and down. I knew her moans and picked up my pace slightly, playing with her nipple with my tongue and lightly massaging her other one with my fingertips. 



She had to have had 3-4 deep orgasms in a row. After her last one she cuddled up to me for a couple of minutes and whispered,



"There, that's much better. They are so peaceful and wonderful. And it won't be the last for either of us."



After a big stretch and playful kiss, she said, "Now, on to the dresses."



By noon time we had tried on all the dresses and made several piles. One pile was to be given away. We both agreed they neither fit her or me, or they were so outdated that they would never come back into style.



We had Lisa's group that only that were perfect for her and were simply too tight for me. We also had a Lisa and Cassie pile that we could both wear, and a Cassie only pile alone. 



I loved my collection and we named it the Cassie Collection. It was a younger looking pile and made me feel more like a college girl that a 30 year old woman. We organized these in the closet, along with my long dress I wore for the formal night.



In another group I found some fun outfits. Plaid kilt skirts, a nurses outfit, and several cheerleader outfits.



"You were a cheerleader? That's awesome."



"Try it on Cassie, I bet it will fit, there's a lot of give in it. And here, put on these white ankle sox. Let's go for the complete the look."



While standing in her cheerleader outfit, she fixed my make-up a bit more to make me look more young and innocent...a lot of pink lipstick and blush. I loved it.



Standing in front of the full length mirror, the cute make-up was absolutely perfect. I stood flicking my hair over my shoulder with my hand or with a shake of my head, standing with my hands on my hips, and posing in every cheerleader pose I could remember. I even tried a few gymnastic moves and loved the look.



"I have to tell you, Lisa, as a guy, I never wanted to do a cheerleader, but I always wanted to be one. It must have been such fun."



"It was. I can't remember the number of cocks I sucked in that outfit...and proudly, I never spilled a drop on it."



"Mrs. Warren!"



"No seriously. Even seeing you in it now brings back those memories. How does it make you feel Cassie?"



"Horny, for sure. Like, if I was a girl, I would love to get laid right now. I can tell my nipples are hard just thinking about it. I guess it's the ultimate fantasy."



She went to the corner and picked up a box.



"What is in the box?"



"These are my big girl toys. Do you want to see?"



There had to be 4 strap-ons, a half dozen vibrators, several dildos and two belts with this little butterfly looking thing on it.



She stood behind me and began to caress me and whisper in my ear, "Cassie, you are the sexiest cheerleader on the whole squad."



As she kept this up, she began grinding against me and running a large dildo up and down the cheerleader outfit. I got more and more excited.



"My beautiful cheerleader, I want to do you soooo bad."



She then walked over to her nightstand, pick up the lotion and returned with a smaller dildo in her hand.



"Cassie, remove you panties and relax for a bit by yourself. Use the lotion and this for a few minutes. I will be right back."



I knew what the lotion was for and I was secretly hoping we would use it at some point today. I bent over and slowly began using it and the dildo to loosen myself up. Just the smell of it alone brought back great memories. 



Seeing myself as a cheerleader in the large mirror beginning to penetrate myself with the cock like dildo was a dream come true. The more I used it, the more I adjusted my body, and the easier it became to probe deeper and deeper. 



The feeling was overwhelming and I actually forgot Lisa had left me as I got the entire dildo in me. This was so overwhelming.



When Lisa returned she had on a pair of her jeans, a tshirt and her hair tied up in the back, not her usual hair down to the shoulders look. 



She walked around me as I continually slid the dildo in and out and said, "That's right girl, you want it. Take it all in." She draped her hands all over me as she continued to walk around me in a cat-like pattern.



She then led me over to the bed and instinctively, I took the same kneeling position as I did the last time on the bed. 



Lisa dropped her jeans and put on the smaller strap-on she had used on me once before. Slowly she slid it in me as if it belonged. She whispered, "See, that was so much easier than before. You can take me easily now. You've learned how to relax girl." 



It felt so good and I was enjoying not just the feeling of her being in me but her words as well.



She stayed with me for 10 minutes, slowly moving in and out of me, and was whispering, "You are the hottest cheerleader ever and I wanted you ever since the first day I saw you." This was wonderful and I could feel the long slow thrusts inside as never before.



"Hold on Cassie, another member of the team wants to meet you."



She slowly removed the cock from me and I could tell he was changing the strap-on.



"Cassie, you are freaking beautiful and I want to pound that cute little ass of yours," she said. 



I could feel a lot more pressure on against me and thought I was going to split open but she kept saying in a strong voice, "Relax Cassie and let me in...let me in."



Then suddenly, my muscles relaxed more and I felt her penetrate me. It was nothing like I had ever felt and was a combination of pain and pleasure.



Lisa held right there and kept whispering erotic words to me. Slowly, the pain went away and I could enjoy having her in me. 



As I looked to the mirror the vision her in jeans dropped around her ankles in a tshirt, with her hair up made it feel like it was a guy and not her.



Lisa began sliding the cock in and out at a real slow pace and then picked it up just a bit. 



"Enjoy it Cassie...you want it Cassie. Take me in you deeper."



She then reached under the cheerleader outfit and began caressing my cock as it grew harder and hotter.



Her pace was picking up more and I could feel her penetrating me deeper and deeper with each slow lunge.



"How does this feel head cheerleader Cassie?"



I did my best to squeak out, "Wonderful...I want you so bad."



"What was that Cassie?"



"Fill me up...now...I want you." I began thrusting back on her as I watched her behind me.



"Cassie, my little cheerleader...you are the freaking best."



And with that I could not hold it and released a huge load all over the sheets. My body quivered like never before.



Then Lisa talked to me in a whisper as she gently removed the strap-on, laid me down in the bed and cuddled up behind me. 



"Cassie, no guy will ever be in you as long as I just was. It may hurt at first, but you need to learn how to relax before he gets to the point of coming inside you. Slow him down with your words and relax."



"Some boys will be rougher than others, some cocks will be longer, some thicker, some smaller. But you will be able to enjoy them. You control what happens."



"Their emotions will be going crazy...loving every moment of being inside you. You might not be at that same place as they are when they explode inside you, so be ready for that."



"Make them feel like they are the best you ever had...ever."



I think I heard what she was saying but I was still in a daze.



After a few minutes of recovering, Lisa said, "Why don't you take a shower I will make us a light lunch."



She handed me a cute pink sundress with matching pink panties that I had not worn before, gave me a comforting kiss and I headed in the shower. 



My head was spinning and my butt was sore, but I felt good. It was so satisfying and it was like another milestone. How could instruction and erotic times feel so good with her?



The rest of the afternoon was spent going through skirts, blouses, jackets, wraps, shawls, all kinds of fun things. We were like two best friends helping each other dress, playing and complimenting each other.



Never in my wildest dreams did I expect to be having this much fun. We teased each other when outfits didn't fit. We grabbed each other playfully pretty much at will, and faked orgasms as we rubbed each other in sensuous places. At times I wished Mr. Warren wasn't coming home.



By around 3:30 we had pretty much set up a game plan and decided to get dressed in nice dresses to welcome Mr. Warren home. 



I was going to be young Cassie and Mrs. Warren was going to dress a little older and wear her dark rimmed reading glasses..



When Mr. Warren arrived promptly at 4:00, I removed his jacket and handed him a drink. After he had a sip, I gave him a big kiss and lifted one foot up behind me to act cute as I kissed him.



I told him "All my school girlfriends want to meet you. They are so jealous of me. They all want to suck your cock but I told them you were all mine!" He liked that.



I walked him over to the couch and Mrs. Warren began instructing me as to what to do and I had to obey her. This was all done in a nice way, calling her ma'am all the time. Not it a mistress type of way but a respectful type. It was fun and playful and he loved it. She knew what he liked.



After about ten minutes of this playing around, I excused myself and changed into naughty Cassie by putting on one of the corsets, long black stockings, panties and a black robe. I was to stay in the bedroom until Lisa came in. 



She was playing with him as I was changing. She then told him she needed to check on me and wanted to freshen up. After a few minutes, Lisa left him, headed into the bathroom and turned on the shower.



I pretended to sneak out of the bedroom all underdressed carrying a gown and asked, "Would you help me into this long dress?"



I opened the robe and he loved seeing me dressed in a black corset, stockings and panties. I hinted that if we hurried we would have a chance to play a bit while she was showering. 



I told him I wanted to suck his cock so bad. In fact I wanted to do it all day at school. He was to keep a look out in case she came out of the bathroom. 



I straddled him with my long legs on the arms of the chair where he was now sitting and began kissing him before sliding down and started to give him a blow job



The shower stopped and she came right out, catching us. She made him stand up on a chair and watch me in the mirror give him a blow job. It was a pretty good feat but kept him from going off too early. 



We then left him step down and she and I left the room for yet another change into some oldie but goodie dresses which were so much fun to primp in. 



The final show featured us in long nighties, robes and heavy sexy make-up. After a little modeling and letting him touch us all over, we brought him into the bedroom and helped him to change into a robe. 



Lisa tied a blindfold on him and lowered him back onto the bed. She and I took turns and began lightly sliding our bodies on him in our slinky outfits, giving him teasing little blowjobs along the way.



The blindfold was a great idea because we had two vibrators going as well. This kept Lisa as busy with her vibrator on herself and me.



As I was crawling over him and whispering his name, he actually ran his hand down my body, reached under my nightie, found my cock and started stroking it through my panties. 



It was electrifying. This was the first time a male touched me while dressed and I loved it. 



I moved my hips to at least acknowledge that I liked it and then his hand moved back to my breasts. Although they were small, I knew he liked that my nipples got hard with his touch. He returned to my cock again and seemed to enjoy feeling me getting excited by his touch.



After him touching me, my mind was racing and I was ready for anything. I decided that it was time to finish Mr. Warren to completion. His cock was already nearly purple and really hot. 



I began licking his cock slowly and then hungrily took it deeper and deeper into my mouth. I could sense him pulsing more and more and finally he exploded. It was hard and fast and he drove it deep into my throat. After about 30 seconds he slowed and I stayed with him for several minutes as he quivered, remembering Lisa's story about not spilling a drop. 



When I looked over, I saw Lisa leaning back in the chair beside the bed with her legs apart and a large dildo inside her. She had her small vibrator in her other hand and enjoying every minute watching us.



With Mr. Warren out, she motioned me over with her index finger and then to her lips making the shhh sign.



She laid on the floor and undid her robe exposing her breasts. She guided me on top of her with her as I straddled her. She took my cock in her hand, added some lotion and placed it between her breasts, slowing massaging her nipples with the head of it. She was smearing her nipples with my pre-cum and breathing deeply.



I leaned over her and she took my nipples hard in her mouth and I began rocking back and forth on her, driving my cock along her stomach and chest. 



She then rolled me over onto my back and she straddled me. She glanced over and made sure Mr. Warren was still pretty much out and began to rub my cock between her ass checks. She was all lubed up and it was so hot. I really thought I was in her. I kept driving my hips upwards into her and she was grinding her ass on me. I could not stand it and exploded.



When I opened my eyes, she had this amazing satisfied smile and gave me a wonderful deep kiss. She took my hand and we quietly went into the bath. 



We were both equally a wreck and kind of laughed at ourselves in the mirror. She helped me out of the wig, earrings and make-up and then we both stepped into the shower together.



This was another first. After a couple of minutes of relaxing and working on my face make-up, she took a soft sponge and slowly worked on me top to bottom.



"I miss doing this," she said. "I hope you don't mind this extra attention."



My nipples were red and enjoyed the soft feel of the sponge over them. As she continued down my body, I started getting hard again. Her hands reached around me and when she lathered my cock, it was nice and warm, and it started growing even more.



"Two times in 15 minutes...I'm flattered." She slowly and gently stroked my cock and it got harder and harder. With one of her hands on my breast and the other on my cock, I exploded all over the shower.



"So, Cassie can have multiples just like me," she whispered. 



We toweled each other off and I almost collapsed coming out of the shower. We each dressed in the living room, she in her classic commando look and me looking like good ole Matt.



We slowly made our way to her car, and on the drive home she asked, "What was it like when Mr. Warren reached over and started stroking you? I never saw that one coming. "



"I really liked it. I wasn't sure if I would, but in the moment, it felt so nice. Knowing that being with him gets him that excited means a lot. But then again, it must make you feel that way when he responds to your touch as well."



"It does," she replied. "And just to repeat what you asked earlier, I love seeing Cassie and him together. I'll be curious to see what he has to say about the encounter when he awakes, whenever that is." We both laughed. 



Shifting gears she asked, "Do you have plans for Thanksgiving?" 



"Yes, do you remember my cousin Kate I told you about?"



"Oh yes, the one who has known about Cassie for a while now? Are you seeing her?"



"Yes, and three of her female friends from college. I am so nervous."



"Cassie will do fine. You are a much different person now. Be yourself. I love the Cassie I get to be with when you come over, and not just the sexual part. "



"That means a lot to me," I replied.



We continued talking. As we got close to my house she reminded me,



"And we head closer to Christmas and New Years we will be traveling and most likely not see you until after that. But, we promise to get Cassie a wonderful Christmas gift when we return."



"Oh, and I almost forgot. And I got a call from Cleopatra. She's having a get together right after we get back in January. Her husband is away for a long business trip in Europe so it will be quite an event. Would Cassie like to attend?"



"With Cleopatra?...I would really like that. She was a lot of fun in her own way."



"And I hope to have my own car by then. Once this semester is over in a few weeks I have been lining up some inside painting jobs so that should put me over the top to buy my own car. I hate having to ask for rides everywhere."



"I understand, but I'll miss our talks."



She took my hand, leaned over and gave me a nice hug before I left.

Becoming Cassie Ch. 08

Papers, presentations, and a couple quizzes, and the Warrens. What a week!



But, I was so glad it was now Thanksgiving Day. I could now focus my thoughts on helping out and home, enjoying Thanksgiving, and then the next couple of days with Kate and her friends.



Kate called me on Thanksgiving Day, we passed the phone around and she said to me, "Can't wait to see you tomorrow!"



"It's just your roommate right now, correct? Seriously, I cannot handle too many more surprises from your family."



"Yes, it's just Bridget for Friday and like mom said, two female friends are spending Saturday night. Nothing has changed."



Friday could not have come any slower. My mom had chauffeur duty again and dropped me off in the afternoon and then dropped my sister at one of her friend's houses. I needed my own car so bad.



When I arrived at Aunt Mary's I was so nervous. Fortunately Kate and Bridget were out at a CVS buying some supplies so I was able to get in comfortably and start the transformation. 



Aunt Mary said, "Get dressed first and then I'll help with you make-up. Oh, and I bought you two more items, I hope you don't mind."



She went to a shopping bag and pulled out what looked like a girdle. "What is that?" I asked.



"Just padding really. It's like Spanx. You just step into it and it adds a little to your hips and butt, as well as pulls in your waist just a bit. Not all of us are built like Kate. It will fill out the jeans just enough to give you some curves."



She continued, "I noticed that you could use just a little when you were walking out in the yard the other day in your jeans."



"And these two gel pad things? Wait, I know what these are."



"Yes, these silicone inserts work much better than socks in your bra, plus they will stay in much better. Now, I'll leave you to get dressed." 



It only took me only a few minutes to change. The pads did exactly what they were supposed to. They were so much fun and actually bounced a bit as I walked. There were a nice size C.



I was so nervous thinking about meeting Bridget. I was almost shaking. 



OK, I was shaking. I was literally trembling.



Aunt Mary sensing my nervousness said, "Cassie, Bridget is going to love you. Just be you and everything will be fine." She finished my make-up and put on the wig and smiled. "There...you look beautiful."



I stood up and was absolutely stunned at how good everything looked. The hip padding, my trimmer waist, and my new "girls" were awesome. I even turned around in the mirror to check out my curves..."These are awesome!" I bounced up and down a bit and loved them.



"Thought you'd like them," she said, "Feel better?"



I just nodded and gave her a hug.



Then Aunt Mary said, "And you know what's even more fun? Kate does not know about the wig, your little "sweetners" or even exactly what you are wearing today."



"Hold still and let me make a few adjustments to your make-up, add these cute earrings and you will be all set to go young lady."



It was now about 5:00 and we were ahead of schedule. Listening to the clock tick in the kitchen made the wait only worse. The plan was for them to come in the front door and we were to wait in the kitchen until they arrived.



Finally the front door bell rang and my heart rate jumped to 150 beats per minute. Kate and Bridget walked into the living room and I heard her shout, "Is Cassie here?" 



I took a deep breath and Aunt Mary reached over and held me by the hand. 



She said, "Kate, would you come in to the kitchen so you can properly introduce Cassie to your roommate." Aunt Mary and I stood up and waited for Kate to come in.



When Kate walked in the kitchen, she stopped in disbelief..."Cassie?" 



"Hi Kate."



"Mom, look at her. I'm speechless. Seriously, the hair, the curves, even the boobs." She reached out and even lightly squeezed them. "Sorry, I just had to...you look amazing."



I think Kate was more flustered than I was nervous. "Come, let me introduce you to Bridget." 



Kate took my hand, started walking, stopped, turned around and looked at me again, shook her head in disbelief and then we walked into the living room.



"Bridget, I'd like you to meet my cousin Cassie. Cassie, this is my roomie Bridget."



We kind of did an awkward nod, handshake type greeting and both laughed. She then broke the ice and gave me a big hug. 



"Cassie, I'm so glad to meet you. You've got an amazing cousin and she's been the best flatmate I could ever have."



As I listen to her speak, I cut in and asked, "Liverpool?"



"Yes, Liverpool. Very good, did Kate tell you?"



Both Kate and I said "no" at the same time.



"Liverpool FC. They're one of my favorite teams. I'd know that accent anywhere."



Bridget and I started talking football immediately and at the first breather Kate said, "I think mom and I will go out for the evening and just leave you two alone to your soccer."



We both laughed and Aunt Mary said, "I'll actually leave the three of you alone while I get you all some tea."



We all joined together for tea in the kitchen and told stories of growing up, and retold the stories of Kate and me dressing up. Bridget shared some England stories but raved over how she loves the states.



Kate then said, "Cassie, let me show you what we bought earlier today." The three of us went to her room and she showed me a new dress. "What's the special occasion? "



"It's our holiday bash at school before the end of the semester." It was a delicate red dress with sparkles along the bodice. It was beautiful. "Do you want to see it on me?"



"Absolutely. I'll close my eyes while you change."



Bridget jumped up to help her and I could hear them putting on her heels as well. "Ta dah!"



I opened my eyes and Kate was radiant. 



Bridget leaned over towards me and said in a loud whisper, "I just hate her, don't you?" 



We both laughed and I said, "That's one dress I won't get for a while."



The rest of the night went the same way. Bridget and I got along great, in fact sometimes a little too great. 



She was one of those touchy people, always leaning in towards you when she spoke and not afraid to place a hand on your leg or arm when talking to you. But she did this to Kate too. I just had to get used to it.



I was so glad Aunt Mary made me practice sitting, getting up and down. I watched Kate and Bridget and tried my best to mimic them without looking stupid. 



We all had a light snack of turkey and leftovers around 7:00 and Aunt Mary told more stories of us growing up. She even brought out some of the pictures.



Our conversation continued until it was almost midnight. Aunt Mary had long since retired for the evening. It was strange, I was so nervous about this night and now I didn't want it to end. 



"Cassie, we will see you in the morning for a late breakfast...got it...a late breakfast." We gave each other a real hug this time and I headed off to the guest room.



I let the girls hit the bathroom first and then I walked down and started cleaning up my Cassie face. It was really sad. I was not looking forward to it. After washing up I just tossed the jeans back on and headed to the room. 



Bridget and Kate were staying in her room on the trundle bed and I still got the whole guest room for tonight. I changed into one of the nighties and slept so well. 



My alarm went off at 9AM and I was shocked it was that late. I checked the hall and no one was up so I decided to shower first and get ready. My guess is that Kate and Bridget stayed up late talking even more, mostly about me. 



It was going to be a Matt morning. I was wondering how Bridget was going to take see me in guy mode.



I wanted to be comfortable so I wore my own jeans and a nice polo shirt. I was in good shape so I had no problem looking good. I just didn't want to embarrass Kate.



After I finished dressing I headed down to the kitchen and Aunt Mary greeted me with a little hug and "Good morning Matt."



Coffee was ready so I grabbed a cup and we sat down. I shared with her some of the fun last night. She was all excited for me. 



I heard some movement in the hallway, and then in stumbled the two girls. They looked good, even though they had not showered. I think tussled hair always looks great!



I welcomed them with a "Good morning ladies." 



Kate said, "Hi Matt" and gave me a hug. Bridget tried her best not to stare as she said good morning but it was way too obvious.



"Is it that bad?" I joked. 



"Not at all. I just don't know who's better looking, you or Cassie?", she said in her dry English humor.



"Hey, calm down there roomie, that's my cousin you're hitting on."



With the initial shock over and a good laugh out of the way, we had a wonderful breakfast and chatted about school, sports and football. I loved having a girl to talk about this with. Soccer was my second love and I could talk all day about it.



As the day wore on, Kate said, "Let's talk about tonight. Mom said you had an idea of maybe dressing up a bit and having a nice dinner around the table when our other friends arrive. I think that's a great idea!"



"Did you have an idea of what you would like to wear?"



"You know this is kind of awkward because I'm sitting here as Matt talking about wearing dresses, so maybe I better show you what ones Aunt Mary and I kind of picked out."



We walked into the guestroom and went to the closet. Bridget asked..."Matt, these are all yours?"



"Well, they're Cassie's I guess. I can tell you that they all fit me and they came from a real sweet cousin."



"Gosh, you're so sweet to cuz, but enough of the sucking up. Which ones were you thinking about for tonight?



I pulled out the three and the girls looked them all up and down held each one up to me. Again, awkward, but they both finally agreed on one."



I showed them the shoes and Bridget said, "But we've got to do something about those toe nails...pedi party!" I looked immediately concerned.



Kate jumped in and said. "Don't worry, Matt, it'll come off...I think."



It was about 1:00 so the girls showered and put on a pair of shorts so they could do their nails. Her friends were arriving around 5:00 so we had plenty of time. Kate broke out the nail polish, nail polish remover, cutters, files, and all the stuff guys had no idea about.



First they removed their old polish. I followed their lead as they were trimming their toe nails, filing them and buffing the surfaces. This was pretty gross at first, but the trimming buffing really started making my soccer toe nails look nice.



Next up, I was told a clear coating so the color doesn't sink into your nails. Bridget insisted on doing mine and made me do hers. Now they were glistening. This was pretty cool. We sat in a circle as we waiting for them to dry.



Kate said, "I'm thinking a deep autumn color will go nicely with the dress you picked." 



Bridget picked up the color and said, "I'll do them." 



Sitting at my feet I watched her put in the toe spacers and meticulously apply the polish. She loved doing it and I really loved having the attention. "I'd return the favor but it would be a disaster."



"No, you need to learn how to do it," and she tossed the polish to me.



Bridget then did Kate's. After the second coat was applied they looked fantastic. They repeated the same process on the finger nails and Kate took over and did mine this time. 



"Just like old times," she said with a wink. We all laughed.



OK, being Matt with painted nails and toes was weird but I loved the experience. By 3:00 I started getting dressed and Aunt Mary offered to my make-up.



Everything went perfectly and by 4:00 she and I started setting up for dinner. When Kate and Bridget saw me in the dress, they just stopped in amazement. 



Kate said, "Seriously, I would have never guessed you would look this good in my clothes. Nice choice of clothes Cassie."



Bridget jumped in and said, "This is really messing with my head. You are so beautiful," as she gave me a big hug.



Almost right at 5:00 the door bell rang and we were ready. In walked Parul and Maura with their travel bags.



There were introductions all around with Aunt Mary as well and lots of hugs. I had to ask myself, do all girls rub each other's bra straps when they hug or was it just mine? I liked this ritual.



Maura and Parul said, "We are so underdressed for this party...we need to change, be right back."



It didn't take long and when they emerged it was like show time. 



Parul was short with beautiful features and long dark hair. Knowing she came from India, she had this cute accent...and was she ever fit. As the night went on I found out she was on the tennis team and as a sophomore had a real promising career. I loved her arms. She was really jacked and had what appeared to be gorgeous breasts.



Maura was a tall redhead and lots of fun. She could not have been more Irish and listening to her and Bridget go at it was such fun. She was also a sophomore and was on the volleyball team. 



When she came out in her dress, I asked, "Maura, I love your dress...may I borrow it sometime?" I think that made me one of the girls. "We need to talk about clothes!"



Everyone seemed to want to talk at once and I watched as Aunt Mary was the gracious hostess and let the girls go on and on.



Throughout the meal, I had the chance to help out in the kitchen and really loved just being one of the girls. I could have stayed here forever.



After a light dessert, Kate then stepped in and said, "We all look so absolutely adorable, let's head over to the Fashion Outlet and walk off this amazing meal off. Cassie, are you up for it?"



"I am if you are. It sounds silly, but it's a big step for me." All I got was encouragement and off we went.



On the drive over in Maura's SUV, Kate said, "Do you want to play the shopping game?" Everyone but me said, "Absolutely. " 



I had no idea what that meant.



Bridget wrote everyone's name on a piece of paper and Parul put them in small bag in the SUV and announced, "Everyone, pick a name, and if you pick your own, put it back in. And don't say who's name you picked either."



"Cassie, you're up first." I picked and said nothing. Then Kate picked, followed by Maura, then Bridget who had to pick twice because she got her own name, and then Parul got the last slip.



Parul said, "Here's how it works. Whoever's name you picked is going to accompany you into the dressing room to help you change, and the other three are going to make up a story of who you are and the type of dress you are looking for and for what event." 



"In each upscale store we go into, there is a different story line to tell the sales associate. For example, I may be the international tennis star looking for a dress for an awards ceremony next week on ESPN." 



"I know it sounds a little corny but its lots of fun," said Maura.



We then had to read off who picked whom. Maura selected me and I selected Kate. I could sense disappointed in Bridget when I said I pulled Kate's name. 



We arrived and let me tell you, five hot college girls strutting through the Factory Outlet stores in dresses and heels attracted plenty of attention. I actually loved it. Aunt Mary really nailed the girl's night out scenario. 



Maura was just a bit taller than me in her heels and all of a sudden I realized what it must feel like always being the tallest in the crowd. She was always turning heads. "Is it like this for you a lot?" I asked.



"All the time, I love it and hate it. Sometimes I wish I was about 5 inches shorter. Just even for a day."



"Me too, like tonight."



"Well Cassie, I think you're perfect just the way you are," as she gave me a little hip check that almost knocked me into Bridget. 



As we wandered around she tended to be the one I tried to stand next to most of time just to blend in a little, and my little shadow, Bridget never left my side. 



Maura and Bridget continued their verbal sparring all night long and I was the center of their attention. Maura would tease Bridget non-stop about picking me and told her once we got in the dressing room, she and I may never come out. Talk about sexual tension.



At each store, all the girls played their part so well. And when it was fashion show time to show off the dress to the three waiting friends, all the phones were out taking pictures. 



When it was finally Maura's turn to dress, the other three determined that her dad was a diplomat from Ireland and she needed a dress for state function later next month. The sales associate started with two dresses, both dark with long beautiful lines.



Maura turned to me, grabbed my hand and said "Let's go and see what these look like girl." 



Stepping into a dressing room with a female athlete I have only known for several hours who has been hitting on me for the past hour was not something I was ready for.



I know from my school that our female athletes were fit, but Maura was beyond fit. I helped her off with her dress and tried to stay as relaxed as I could. That did not last very long. 



She was wearing this amazingly see through bra and a really nice quality thong, not one of those cheap string ones. She obviously knew what she was wearing before we went out but she could not have known she'd be taking her clothes off in front of me.



When she turned and faced me, I really had trouble not looking at her breasts. "Cassie, do I detect a little embarrassment?" she whispered. 



"I'm not sure embarrassment is the right word...but I sure am feeling something." 



I was so glad I was wearing the spanx on the bottom. It was the only thing that saved me. I was trying my best not to get excited about being in a dressing room with a gorgeous girl my own age wearing a sheer bra and a thong.



She laughed a little and gave me a cute kiss on the lips and said, "Don't be embarrassed. Let's just have fun."



"Here, try this one on first," I offered as I held up the first of two dresses. The dress fit perfectly and was long elegant. She pulled two long rhinestone earrings out of her purse and they really made the outfit.



When she strutted out, everyone raved about that the dress and took lots of pictures.



Back in the dressing room it was time to help her out of the dress and into the next one. We had plenty of room and the room was far enough away from the area so we could at least talk a little without being overheard. 



We just about had the first long dress off her when she seemed a bit unsteady, so I instinctively reached out to steady her. Anywhere I reached was all skin. "Sorry," was all I could come up with.



"It wasn't that bad was it?" she asked as she turned around.



"Hardly, I just wasn't sure where to reach." 



She took a step closer to me and whispered to me..."Cassie, are you bashful?"



"I'm just not quite used to this, that's all."



She took another step and then slowly reached down took each of my hands and placed them on her breasts. "Is this better?" she asked.



I could feel her nipples harden as she softly caressed her breasts with my hands. Again she said, "That's not so bad, is it?"



My eyes were so wide open I must have looked like a jerk.



After a moment she said, "Let's try on the next one or they'll talk even more about us."



She continued to flirt with me as we put on and took off each dress. She loved her body and loved attention.



The final dress the girls passed in was a $400 halter gown and with a real low back.



Maura said, "This is designer quality. I love this. Cassie, help me off with my bra." She turned around and I unhooked her bra.



"Nicely done Cassie. I can tell you've done that before, a lot." She laughed, turned around and handed me the bra. 



OK, this was beyond erotic. Two magnificent athletic breasts above her six pack were now staring me in the face. Somehow, I knew that the other three girls knew she was going to have to remove her bra to try on this dress.

The gown looked fantastic. She was radiant and I was speechless. She came out and was greeted with applause from the girls. And it was worth it. "Your "dad" will be sooo pleased," they said.



Back in the dressing room I said, "I love that one too. Maura, seriously, you are outstandingly beautiful. All the dresses looked so good on you." I unzipped it and helped her out of it. 



She then walked behind me and stood so we could both see in the mirror, gave me a big hug from the back and whispered, "I'm very flattered." 



I could see her checking us out in the mirror as she swayed back and forth behind me rubbing her breasts on me.



I picked up her bra from the bench and handed it to her, and she purposely dropped it. "Oopps."



She leaned up again the wall and quietly said, "Come here." 



Again, she placed my hands on her naked breasts and her nipples were already rock hard this time. And rather than soft breasts, they were firm and athletic. These were awesome. 



I really couldn't help myself and nor did she want me to stop. I then took one of her breasts in my mouth, as I pressed the palm of my hands into her abs. 



I then moved my hands up her body. She was now pressing her body out from the wall. Her core was amazingly strong and she was pushing back hard against my hands.



She slid her hands down her own front and up mine, pretending squeeze my silicon breasts.



Maura then lifted my face up to hers and gave me a deep kiss. The sexual tension was amazing.



She then said, "I think they are making stories up about us...Let me fix your make-up a bit before we head out." 



Then, we both exited as if nothing had happened. I must have looked shell shocked.



When it was my turn at the next store, Kate accompanied me to the dressing room. She turned and told the girls, "This is going to be just like old times." They all chuckled.



I could see Bridget almost pouting as Kate entered the dressing room with me. 



"So cuz, are you having a good time?"



"Kate, I never expected to get along this good with everyone. I love your friends."



"And they can't stop talking about you either. I'm so glad you and Maura are talking. She one of the nicest kids on campus and I always hope she finds someone nice. I think her height works against her some times."



"Uh, she is beyond nice."



Kate then graciously unzipped my dress. "This is surreal for me you know. I'm taking my old dress off you and it fits you so well."



"Well, I love it and it's mine now...but you can borrow it any time you want!"



"Let's try this purple dress on you first. I think the style is perfect for you." 



Finally I could calm down while standing in my bra and panties. It was so much easier with Kate. She adjusted the dress and handed me some long rhinestone clip on earrings.



"Wow, Cassie, I kind of wish I wasn't your cousin. We may never get out of this dressing room."



She turned me around and I gasped as well. Somehow a $500 dress will do that to you.



The girls loved it as I came out. There were all kinds of pictures taken.



Back in the dressing room, as she was removing my dress she asked, "So, what do you think of Maura? I think she really likes you."



"Well, I'm partial to athletes but even at that I love her wit and charm. Dressed as Cassie I have so much less pressure on trying to impress girls, I just get to be me. Does that make sense? Plus she is beautiful and that never hurts."



As we kept changing into another dress I asked, "But Kate, I need to ask, whose idea was it to have her try on the halter dress at the end. Bridget's? She must have known she was going to have to remove her bra to try it on."



"No, not Bridget. It's just part of the shopping game. Was it fun?"



"Not sure fun is what I would call it. I certainly enjoyed it a lot. I still have feelings, as confused as they may be."



"Maybe now you know why we like playing the shopping game and why we draw names. Even girls like to play a bit in the dressing room. I guess you didn't notice earlier that everyone's last dress was a bra-less halter dress."



"Truthfully, I didn't. It really never hit me until I was face to face with a bra-less Maura."



"Cassie, remember, what happens in the dressing room stays in the dressing room," she said with a coy smile. 



I think I was beginning to get this.



The next dress was long and deep grey. It was gorgeous. When we emerged there were three young girls standing with Maura, Bridget and Parul. They were maybe around the age of 10 yelling "Cassie! Can we have your autograph!"



"Cassie, we told them all about you. How you were the player of the tournament when we won our division and how you have a shot at the US National Team."



I was stuck, almost speechless and they knew it. I needed to step up my game big time and play along.



One girl had a soccer shirt on so I walked over to her, knelt down in front of her, took her autograph book and asked her name. 



"My name is Sarah." (I was so glad I had my toenails and fingernails painted as I signed it for her.) 



"What position do you play Sarah?" 



"I'm a forward" 



"I am too, and I love it. Isn't scoring a goal just the best!"



"Yes, I scored seven goals this year!"



"That is so awesome. Are you left footed or right?"



"Definitely right footed."



"Well Sarah, you need to promise me that you will work on your left foot next season. That was the hardest thing for me and now I can use either foot. I want to read about you in the paper!"



"In fact, Sarah, I scored the winning goal of the tournament with my left foot."



She promised and then Sarah's mom asked if she could get a picture of me and the three girls. This was now embarrassing but I posed for several, including a few extra with Bridget taking them.



As we headed back to the dressing room I whispered to Kate sarcastically, "Well, isn't this fun?"



"You're one of us now Cassie" 



The last dress I tried on was a halter. 



I hammed it up in the dressing room with Kate and asked her to help me off with my bra. This was not quite as erotic as with the other girls but we had fun. Kate was even taking some selfies with me in the dressing room.



Before she slid the gown on me she asked, "Cassie, are your nipples hard?" She reached over lightly touched them with her hand.



"Crap, they're even harder than mine get. That is so not fair. Now I hope they show through the halter." 



"And, I'm not missing this opportunity." She planted a kiss on each one of them.



With the padding they didn't show, but the girls loved the dress, especially with the low back. I thought I was done when I heard Kate say, "Bridget, would you bring Cassie the red wrap dress?"



In about 30 seconds Bridget appeared with the dress. "Kate, may I please help Cassie with this last one, please?"



"Cassie, is that OK with you?"



At this point in the night what could I say but sure. Kate exited, gave Bridget a little high five, and then Bridget slowly helped me out of the halter dress. 



She helped me put on the bra, running her fingers underneath the straps and cups to make sure it was laying flat against my nipples. She was such a tease. "Damn girl, you are so gorgeous."



Putting on the red wrap dress was fun, especially when she kept reaching behind me trying to thread the tie through the dress. 



"OK you two. Time's up. This isn't spin the bottle," shouted Kate. 



Within a minute I emerged with Bridget, and Kate said, "Cassie, you looked radiant in that dress!" 



Maura piped up, "That would work wonderfully at our Holiday Bash next week. You are coming up to school for it, right?"



Kate, looking at me in the dress, thought for a second and turned to the sales associate and asked if we could put the dress aside until tomorrow. It really was spectacular. 



They took lots of pictures as did small crowd of customers who had gathered to see Cassie the soccer star who was probably going to play in the Olympics.



When Bridget and I got back into the dressing room, she sat down on the bench and undid the wrap dress tie on the side. She then whispered, "Hold up the dress for a minute." 



I obliged and thought nothing of it until Bridget opened the dress up and worked the spanx down my legs. I was now standing there in a black bra and black panties and a raging hard-on.



She looked up at me with those amazing eyes, put her finger to her lips and said..."Shhhh".



She knelt down, slid the panties over to the side and took my entire cock into her mouth. She began this slow process of coming down on me, back and forth. 



Dressing rooms have these amazing mirrors and this was really the first time I ever saw myself getting a blowjob dressed as Cassie. In fact it was my first time ever...period. 



I did everything I could to hold on but I could not contain myself any more. I reached down and stroked her gorgeous hair as I erupted. My legs trembled and she never broke stride. She stayed with me, taking it all without even a sound until my very last quiver.



She stood up and whispered, "That, young lady, is how we do it on the other side of the pond. And don't you dare tell Kate or she will absolutely kill me!" 



"I promise, not a word."



"I've been wanting you all weekend," she whispered as she gave me a big hug.



"Now let's get out you of this dress and make you look proper again." We pulled the spanx back up, put on the original dress I wore in, she popped in a breath mint and we both walked out.



Kate chatted with the sales associate for a few minutes and it was just after 9:30. We effectively closed down the store.



The night was still young when Parul asked, "Anyone up for a movie?" She pulled out her phone and gave us a listing of the 10:00 showings.



We found a re-run of a chick flick that everyone but me had seen so we jumped into the SUV and headed to the cinema.



It was amazing how young high school girls look when you're in college. We waded through the crowds, pretended we were so much older, bought our popcorn and enjoyed the film.



As you could guess I was seated between Maura and Bridget, and all during the movie they kept whispering little girl things in my ear about boys, sex, penises, orgasms and other fun things. It actually was nice getting all this attention. They were playing footsies and at every chance, made some kind of physical contact.



We were all laughing as we got in the house. Aunt Mary was still up and fixed us a late night snack. We chatted, laughed, recounted stories, and talked about the upcoming Holiday Bash. They really wanted me to come and to be honest, I really wanted to go.



Aunt Mary set up a make-shift bed on the sofa for me and I was just fine with that. Then around 1AM, I cleaned up and retired to the sofa as the girls got settled in the two rooms. I figured it was best to sleep in my reliable gym shorts and a Tshirt. It would be a lot safer I thought. I went right to sleep. 



At about 2AM when I was sound asleep, I felt a hand on my face and heard a quiet "Shhhh". It was Maura. With all the lights out it was kind of surreal with the moonlight. I think she could only guess what I looked like without the wig, but somehow that did not matter.



"Can I stay with you for a while?" she asked. She was a true athlete dressed in almost identical clothes as me, a Tshirt and gym shorts.



She slid under the covers with me and just held me for a while. 



In a quiet whisper she said, "I'm not sure what Matt is like, but I like Cassie a lot and he can't be that much different than her. Especially seeing how much Kate raves about both of you all the time. Now I know why."



She continued, "I hope this doesn't sound strange, but I really felt connected to you tonight. Just our chatting as we were walking through the stores and sitting at the cinema, I felt there was something there I don't always feel."



"I'm not the best with relationships. Usually with guys it's just one night stands or a weekend or two. It gets pretty frustrating. I think that's why I did the dressing room thing with you tonight the way I did. I'm kind of embarrassed it happened, but kind of glad as well."



"But you woke something up in me that I really liked. I'm not sure that makes a lot of sense to you or not, but I wanted to let you know that."



"I get confused sometimes, but I do know that I just want to be with you right now for a while if that's OK."



I replied, "Maura, I'd like that a lot." I could so understand about the confused part.



Maura then sat up in bed and removed her Tshirt. Then she removed mine and laid her naked chest on my mine. I wrapped my arms around her as she nestled her head on me. 



That's all I remembered until I heard a bird chirp and the room started getting a little lighter. It was almost daybreak. We had both fallen asleep.



"Maura," I whispered stroking her hair, "I think you should get up. It's almost dawn" 



She looked around a bit startled, gathered her wits, and sat up. She reached down and she felt her shorts and looked at me...and I answered the question she didn't have to ask. "Yes, we both fell asleep."



After a moment of reorientation she leaned over with her naked breasts resting against mine, gave me a kiss and said, "I have never had such a peaceful night with anyone, ever."



Maura picked up the Tshirt and was putting it on to head back to her room when I squinted in the dark and quietly said..."Maura, that's my Tshirt." 



"Oops." she whispered, "That could have been a huge mistake."



She grabbed hers, stopped, turned, gave me another kiss and headed back to her room.



I stayed awake for a bit, but actually dozed back off to sleep. The alarm woke me at 8AM and I took a nice long shower. 



Aunt Mary was up already while I was showering and she spent about 15 minutes helping me with my make-up. I had chance to tell her about part of the prior night events and fun we had. 



I put on the same skirt and top I wore with her a couple of weeks ago when we did our walk. They felt so appropriate for the morning.



"Cassie?", Aunt Mary asked, "Are you wearing that same necklace and earrings as that day we went out?"



"Aunt Mary, as much fun as last night was with the girls, I loved our time together when we went out together."



"I love this necklace and these earrings. They mean so much to me. Is it OK?"



Aunt Mary then said quietly, "Then they are yours. They were special to me a long time ago and now they are special to you." She gave me a big hug and we walked to the kitchen to start breakfast.



One by one, the girls awoke. One by one they either showered or came in for coffee. Aunt Mary allowed me to serve each girl. They all gave us big hugs.



Kate was first and looked great as always. Then Maura came in wearing the same athletic Tshirt and shorts. "Love that shirt Maura," I said as I hugged her. 



Parul was next and had already showered and looked beautiful. Bridget was last and had that wonderful smile on her face.



By 10AM they had had breakfast and they began packing and finished showering. Aunt Mary packed some goodie bags of food and I helped move them out.



Each girl said their own goodbyes to Aunt Mary and then me. 



Maura said out loud, "Cassie, if you do decide to come up for the Holiday Bash, you can stay in the athlete's dorm. There's always room. And I always have extra clothes you can borrow while you're here as well."



Little Parul jumped in and said, "I'd offer you my clothes, but..." And everyone laughed.



Then Bridget said, "Or Cassie, you can stay with us. We would love to have you as well."



Aunt Mary sensing my dilemma added, "I am sure staying will not be an issue with such wonderful friends." 



Then Kate came over and gave me the longest hug. We didn't need to say anything.



After the final hugs all around, we did the porch wave thing just like Aunt Mary said we would.



As the SUV pulled away, Aunt Mary turned to me and asked, "And for you young lady? What do you want to do now?" 



I replied, "Can we go for a drive and have a cup of tea?"



"I know just the place," she said.



When we returned from our journey, I cleaned up and removed the fingernail polish but kept on the toenail polish. Why not, soccer season was over and I loved the look of my toes. 



Reluctantly, or as least sadly, I returned the clothing to its proper place and gave Aunt Mary the biggest hug.



"You're welcomed here any time, either as Matt or Cassie."



"You know I'll be back Aunt Mary. I couldn't feel any more welcomed here."



As I was packing up my final belongings, I noticed there was an extra Tshirt in my bag. I lifted it out and I could tell from the fragrance alone it was Maura's from last night. Inside the Tshirt was a handwritten note from her. 



"Please, please come to the Holiday Bash and stay with me for the weekend. I promise not to fall asleep this time."

Becoming Cassie Ch. 09

Only 24 hours had passed since Kate and her friends had left her house for college. When my phone rang, I was eating lunch between classes.



"Matt, it's Kate."



"Hey Kate, how does it feel being back at school?"



"Horrible, I am so jammed up with work. It seems like every professor is rushing to cram as much as they can on us in the last few weeks."



"Same here. Kate, thanks so much for insisting that I meet your friends. They are as great as you said."



"No, I should be thanking you. Bridget wants to have your child, Maura wants to marry you, and Parul is just plain in love with you."



"Wow, those are three great offers. Any suggestions which one I should take?"



"Cute, but they all asked, and me too, if you can sneak up hear for the Holiday Bash a week from Saturday. It's the weekend before finals and I know Cassie would love it."



"I have really been thinking about it. I would love to go, but the logistics might be a problem. And finals are the next week."



"I know. How about this? I drive down on that Saturday and pick you up at Mom's around 4. We drive up to campus and get in around 6 or so. You can shower and change up here and the event starts at 9. Then the next day, I will bring you back home around noon or so."



"Seriously, you'd do all that for me?"



"Hey, if I didn't do it, Bridget would come and get you, and you may never get back to campus if you know what I mean. I'm doing this for your own protection."



I laughed at that one and said, "Let me get back to you in a day or two, but I am definitely interested."



As the days passed I objectively said that if I can stay focused on my school work, I can do it. If I get distracted, then I'm in trouble. 



The good news was the Warren's didn't need me on the weekend so I could devote my time to studying and writing the final papers. And if I wanted to get distracted, I had my little stash of bras and panties to wear. 



On Wednesday night I got the call from Kate. We chatted for a bit and she kept encouraging me to come. Finally I said, "Kate, I'll do it. Do you have any preference in terms of what I should wear?"



"I thought you'd never ask. Remember the last dress you tried on when we were shopping? You know, the red wrap one that you and Bridget, uh, shall we say, christened? Well I told mom how great it looked on you and she made some calls and it's on hold for you, if you said yes."



"Kate, I can't afford that."



"We kind of thought that, but mom said she wanted you to have it as an early Christmas gift from us to you."



"I am speechless. Thank you so much. You both are too nice. I would love that."



"I just couldn't pass it up. It will be perfect for the night and the girls loved it too."



"Kate, uhh, what did you mean by christened?" I asked but I really knew the answer.



"Matt, it only took Bridget about 15 minutes in the car on the drive back to school to tell me about you two in the dressing room. I'm telling you, she can't stop talking about you."



"Oh."



"Hey, she's Bridget, what can I say. I call her Little Oral Annie sometimes."



"I wish I known that earlier."



"What, and get your hopes up. And just so you know, right now we are fighting over where you will stay for the night. I have a couple of thoughts but nothing here is simple. So, pack some boy clothes to sleep in just in case."



She continued, "Oh, and I told you a while back I have a few trans friends, remember? Well, I showed them some pictures of us all together and they loved them. I would really like you to meet them. I think it would be good for you."



+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++



Well, over the next two weeks, my papers got written and my final exam prep went really well. School was now the least of my worries. In fact, the break would probably do me good. I was now genuinely excited when Saturday finally came



The plan changed a bit due to timing on Kate's end. I was still to meet Kate at her mom's house but I would change first before we left. Aunt Kate had laid out some Cassie outfits after talking with Kate so all I had to do was pick one, get dressed there and pack a bit. 



And she had my new red dress hanging up along with some silver strap heels. I gave her a huge thank you hug.



I decided that for the college meet and greet I was going to be Casual Cassie, with the jeans and a nice top. Aunt Mary started in on my make-up here first and said I could touch it up on campus at 9:00. 



As she was doing my make-up, Aunt Mary was just a chatterbox the whole time. 



"Now Cassie, make sure that you find out from Kate who the nice boys are." 



"Now Cassie, do not drink. You are underage and someone may slip something in your drink if you're not careful." 



"Now Cassie, make sure you have your lipstick with you and few other cosmetics, and watch out that your red lipstick doesn't get on your teeth."



It just didn't stop. She was so nervous for me in the nicest way.



As a surprise she said "We have a little time so let's do your nails as well. I have the perfect color red that matches your dress. They can dry on the way up." 



When Kate arrived I was ready. She talked with her mom for a bit, and then it was hugs all around. 



"Cassie, you've grown up so much," Aunt Mary whispered as she hugged me a final time.



On the drive up, Kate was telling me all about what was going to happen at the event and who everyone was. It seemed like she knew everyone on campus. 



She did say that Maura's old boyfriend, with whom she had broken up with twice this semester, was coming to the party and hoped that Maura would be OK. 



Kate was more concerned about Maura than me, so that meant it was pretty serious. That was a downer for me because of the note Maura had left me. I think Kate was bracing me for a possible disappointment.



When we arrived on campus we went straight to Kate's room. Bridget was there and gave me the biggest hug. Kate practically had to pry her off of me. "Bridget, enough already."



Even though there was still 3 hours to go until it started, Bridget had already done her hair and make-up, and really looked spectacular.



The three of us chatted for a while and Kate started introducing me to her friends that would just randomly enter her room and hug everyone. There was this real excitement in the air. In 15 minutes I must have met at least 30 people.



Kate then called up Amy and Vera, her two trans friends (as she called them), to meet me. They were two of the nicest people I had met, both cute and bubbly. 



Amy was about my height and was just a little heavy set. I could tell it was that "damn freshman 15" that gave me so many of Kate's clothes. She had been out for about a year and was loving being at college for the first year.



Vera was very pretty and seemed slightly older. She had started transitioning about a year ago, had begun getting some curves and her features were softening. They were both in the nursing program with Kate.



After we said all the introductions, they asked what I was wearing tonight and I showed them the dress. They, of course, loved it as all girls do.



Kate then said, "I need to shower and do my hair, so would you like a little campus tour with Amy and Vera before it gets too late? Just be back here in an hour or so to change. OK?"



Amy, Vera, and I hit it off great. It seemed no matter where we went on campus, both the guys and gals gave shout-outs to Amy and Vera, and they always introduced me. I liked them immediately.



After a while I got the question from Amy, "Cassie, do you have any boyfriends?" 



"Not at this time. This is all kind of new. In fact, I don't get out very much."



"Even being here is a huge stretch for me. I mean, seriously, I am walking across campus as Cassie and I feel normal."



Vera then asked, "So, are you walking across campus as Cassie or are you Cassie walking across campus?" She was serious.



That really made me think.



"To be honest, I don't know," I replied.



Vera continued, "That's the bridge you have to cross girl."



Amy added, "I just stepped onto the bridge. It's a long walk, but I've got a good friend to do it with." She then gave Vera a nice squeeze on her arm.



Great, I thought I was going to a party and now I am being asked the meaning of life.



They never minced words about other things either. "What does your family think about Cassie?"



"Well, except for Kate and her mom, they don't know. This is all kind of new to me as well."



"But haven't you been crossdressing for years?"



"Well yes, but it was different. I was just sneaking around in bras and panties until just this past year."



"That's how we started Cassie. Do you think your parents suspect?"



"I don't think so. My mom and dad are separated, and have been for the last five years. She's been so busy with my younger brother and sister, that she doesn't have a lot of time to snoop around my things. At least I don't think she does. Plus, I'm not sure how I would even begin to discuss something like this with her. "



"How do you think she would take it?"



These questions were getting tougher and tougher to answer, I finally had to say, "I really don't know, but sometime I'd like to hear how you broke it to your family."



After a little more campus touring, Amy asked, "Do you enjoy anal sex? And do you like being a top or a bottom?" 



Wow, that was quick. I tried to quickly recover by saying something like, just with a dildo but somehow that was lost in me trying to explain it. But I proudly said, "I am more comfortable with oral."



Both Amy and Vera nodded in agreement on that one. At least there was some common ground.



When we got to their room, it was "girlier" than any room I had ever imagined. It was interesting that they had posters of popular young male actors up in their room. I suppose that made sense, it was just different to actually see the on the wall.



They showed me their dresses for this evening and they were very nice and quite sexy. "I am so jealous of you. You two will look beautiful in them! No guy will ever dance with me."



While in their room, several of their friends stopped by, so I got to meet them and probably 10 others before we left. Dorms were like continual hubs of activity. Seriously, how could anyone study in a dorm?



Vera then said, "Cassie, this is a good friend of ours, Eric. We've been out on a few dates." He gave me a nice college style hug and asked, "Are you coming tonight? You'll love it."



"She sure is, she's Kate's cousin"



"That's terrific. It'll be a great night."



The three of us had been out had been out on our tour for an hour, and both Amy and Vera were fumbling a bit as they said they needed to take a shower and get dressed as well. 



Eric, being a gentleman offered, "Cassie, would you like me to walk you back Kate's room?"



Vera said. "Eric, that would be so sweet," and she gave him a nice kiss on the cheek.



I felt a little uneasy walking through an unfamiliar campus with an unknown guy, but hey, I was still a guy underneath and a soccer player that could kick a soccer ball 75 mph, so I was not too worried.



It was really a pleasant walk with him and I was so happy it was still mild for early December. 



Eric told me a little about himself, and how he met Vera and Amy. "Cassie, do you have a boyfriend back at your school?" he asked.



"Not really, this is all pretty new to me." This was becoming my recurring answer.



"It's new to me as well," he replied. "I never realized Vera was not a genetic female until I dated her. I'm not sure I would have asked her out had I known. It's funny, now it doesn't matter."



"That's so nice to hear. Are you two, like a couple?"



"Not really. They have a lot of friends and I'm just one of them. Not sure how to say this right but a lot of guys like to date them...once or twice. Nothing seems to be too steady."



"I could sense that as they spoke with me as we walked over. Eric, what's your major?"



"Economics."



"Really, I have my first economics final coming up. I really like it."



"I so remember my first economics course, I had a great professor," he said.



"So do I. He makes it all make so much sense. Like supply and demand, and how it affects pricing. That is so logical, most of the time." 



"Absolutely," he replied.



"And the multiplier effect? I had never thought that getting paid an extra $100, and paying $20 in taxes then allows me to spend only $80, which someone else then gets and then they pay taxes and are left with $64 to spend, and so on. So increasing the money supply, or reducing taxes makes sense from a stimulus perspective by putting more money into the economy."



And Eric countered with, "Exactly, and reducing that same $100 from your pay gives you less to spend which means someone else doesn't get it."



"See, this is so logical, at least on the surface. Eric, what year are you in?" 



As we talked, I walked a little closer to him and slowed the walk down a bit. I was now enjoying his company more than him just walking me back to Kate's room.



"I'm a junior and I'll be doing an internship over this winter break with a company. I'll be learning about how the economic conditions in some emerging countries will impact their production over the next five years."



"Wow, what type of modeling software do you use?"



Our conversation kept going and going, and before you knew it we were back at Kate's dorm. 



"Cassie, I am so impressed with you. I had no idea that a friend of Amy and Vera knew so much about economics. I thought they were all in nursing or liberal arts."



"To be honest Eric, I just met them just an hour before I met you. I came up with Kate and this is my first time on campus. I love this place."



"Well, Cassie, promise me one thing? You'll save a dance for me tonight?"



I got so embarrassed I could barely squeak out a "yes." 



"Great, I'll see you later tonight." I got another college hug and I lifted up a bit on my toes as I gave him a cordial squeeze. That was the longest conversation I had ever had with a guy and I loved it.



He swiped me into the dorm and I headed up to Kate's room. On the way up, several of her friends I met earlier shouted, "Hey Cassie, see you tonight."



Wow. This was nothing like my school. I was loving this place. 



It was only 7:30, I had my tour, met a ton of people and still had plenty time to get dressed before the 9:00 start. Kate was working on her hair and running around in just her bra and panties when I walked in.



She looked up and said, "As long as it's Cassie and not Matt, you can come in." We both laughed. 



Bridget turned and said, "Well in that case..." She took off her blouse and dropped her pants and stood there in just her red bra and matching panties. This was getting a bit too much. Dorm life was not what I expected.



I began setting out my clothes and Kate continued to get ready. "Cassie, I need to be over there at 8:00 to help with the final set-up, tickets, etc., so I will be in running around for a bit. Once everything starts my role is over and I can introduce you to more people and we can enjoy the night."



"You and Bridget can walk over together. It's only about five minutes from here."



With that she gave me a nice hug, whispered, "I am so glad you came." She looked radiant in her dress. My cousin was really, really beautiful. Kate gave Bridget a hug too and told her to behave herself.



About 10 minutes after she left, Bridget went over and locked the door. Then seductively she said, "We need to get you dressed girl." She slowly unbuttoned my blouse and helped me off with it. She walked behind me and undid my bra which I then put on the bed along with my inserts.



I was now standing bare chested in front of their full length mirror in my wig, nice make-up, Aunt Mary's necklace, my jeans, bra strap marks on me and in my wedge heels. I lightly shook my head and loved the feel of my hair on my shoulders. The sight and feel of it nearly took my breath away. 



This moment was surreal. I was in Kate's college room, wearing Kate's clothes that she gave me, and I was now as horny as I was years ago in her family bathroom. For a moment I reached up and lightly caressed my own nipples as if I was back at the Warrens.



Bridget, still in just her bra and panties watched me for a few seconds and then walked in front of me, placed her mouth on my nipples. "Cassie," she whispered. "I missed you." 



She then began kissing my shoulders and arms, while rubbing her fingers lightly over my nipples while I watched her in the mirror. I then saw her remove her bra and felt her firm breasts pressing against my back, then my side and then my front. Bridget had always looked great dressed, but looked amazing undressed.



She then began nibbling at my nipples again with her mouth and grinding her crotch up and down my thighs through my jeans.



As she began to reach for the button on my jeans, I whispered to her, "Bridget, this is my treat this time."



I walked her over to the bed and slowly lowered her down on her back. She arched her back up as I lightly kissed her nipples that were really large and firm. I then caressed them with my hands as I worked down her stomach with more kisses and little biting.



With my fingers, I slid her panties off and worked my way down to her vagina. Her hair was nicely trimmed and the smell was wonderful, almost like vanilla. 



Slowly I began licking her moist clit. 



She pushed up against my mouth and I easily placed two of my fingers in her. I massaged her inside as I continued to lick her vagina on all sides.



She moaned and began lifting herself up against my hands in a rhythmic motion. She kept directing my fingers and mouth to exactly where she wanted me and was beginning to moan louder and louder.



As she kept driving her pelvis up, she began to shudder with each lunge, breathing deeper and deeper. She was now pounding the mattress with her hands and driving her pelvis harder and harder against my hands. 



I now had half of one hand inside her and was letting her direct my other one to her special spot.



Bridget picked up her pace and breathing, and finally collapsed saying, "That was so... bloody... amazing!" 



If she was faking it, she deserved an Oscar. She laid back on the bed with her legs wide open and her arms apart and was just beside herself with giggles. "I never expected that from you Cassie."



As she grabbed onto my neck to give me a kiss, I whispered, "And that's how we do it in the states."



Bzzzzz...Bzzzzz...Bzzzzzz...Bzzzzz. 



It was Kate texting both of us saying she left her purse on her bed and was sending someone over, so get decent real fast. She probably knew exactly what we were doing.



It was now 8:45 and we still had to get dressed. It probably was the fastest either of us ever spent dressing but we had time to do it all plus fix our make-up before heading out. 



Aunt Mary packed long rhinestone clip on earrings and Kate had left me a long silver threaded scarf to wear around my neck that fell to below my waist. It really made the outfit along with the matching heels.



Bridget and I took a bunch of selfies, including a few R, no X, rated ones and then headed to the dance, along with a lot of other students.



On the way over to the dance, Bridget and I walked arm in arm like two best friends. 



When we walked in, there had to be nearly 500 people already at this event. Bridget had the tickets and we got our hands stamped with that ultraviolet light stamp. She spotted Kate and ran over to give her a big hug.



Everyone was taking selfies and regular pictures with her, me and Bridget. The place was buzzing.



Kate had to help process the incoming guests for another half an hour, so we wandered about. Students kept coming and there must have been a 1,000 people there by 9:30. This was big, and loud. 

I was so happy with what I was wearing. Some girls wore practically nothing in these ridiculous skin tight dresses that showed everything, and others wore elegant gowns. I felt just right. I never realized how every female always compliments each other on something. Aunt Mary nailed that one.



Bridget kept a close eye on me and made sure I was being introduced to everyone. It was nice staying next to her and I think she knew it.



At around 10PM, I saw Maura and this guy over in one of corners of the hall having a not so good time. There was too much talking and not enough laughing or smiling coming from their direction. 



I figured that was the boyfriend and did my best not to stare. I really felt bad for her and not so much bad for me anymore. Emotions are tough. 



By now, with the music blaring and everyone was practically shouting to hear each other. We did silly things like country line dancing, did chain congas, sang a few Christmas songs like Rudolph and Jingle Bells, and ate lots of great food. It really was festive.



Amy and Vera were also bumping into me all night long and introducing me to a lot of different guys. A lot of them were kind of jerks, trying to act older and cooler than they were, but some were very nice. Somehow hearing from the jerks, "Hey, maybe we can hook up later tonight" was not the type of action that resonated with me. 



I kind of lost track of Kate, again. And Bridget, still with her watchful eye over me, was beginning to hang with other friends. It was a very fluid evening. I seemed to be talking with, or yelling to, all kinds of new friends.



Then around 11PM, Eric found me. By now, he was like a breath of fresh air. The music finally stopped for a few minutes and we started talking about the school, and finals, and economics again. When the music started back up, the lights dimmed and it was a slow song.



"Cassie, would you care to dance with me?" he asked politely.



"I'm not the best, but I would love to."



Dancing as a female, in heels, was tough, but I got the hang of it after a while. Since there were a lot of people dancing, it was easy to get lost in the crowd and I was less self-conscious.



As Eric and I danced, it felt so nice being held. I laid my head against his shoulder and tried to drift away in the song. The closer I got to him the more I could feel he was beginning to get a little excited. 



Right at the end of the song he moved back just a little, being kind of embarrassed by his growing erection. He said to me, "I'm sorry. I'm reacting like a kid at his first high school dance."



And I looked up to him and said quietly, "Don't be. I'm flattered." 



I thought a safe move would be to take his hand and head over to get a drink from the non-alcoholic fruit fountain. It was either that or drop to my knees and give him a world class blow job in the middle of the dance floor. I opted for the fountain.



The famous non-alcoholic juice fountain must be a requirement of every college event, but it gave both of us a chance to cool down a bit. We then stood outside on the gym portico for a while and chatted some more while looking at the stars. That sounds way too romantic, but it's really what we did.



We headed back in for a bit, danced a slightly faster dance but the music was blaring so much we could not hear each other so he shouted to me,



"Would you like to take a walk? It might be a little quieter."



I nodded and we walked outside and away from the gym. It was a little cooler than I realized and I did not have my jacket. 



Eric sensed I was cold and offered me his jacket which I gladly took. To compensate, I tried to cuddle up to him a little and as we continued to slowly walk. He actually placed his arm around me and that made me cuddle even closer.



"My dorm is right over here and its one of the newest ones on campus. Would you like to see it?"



Not only the warmth of the dorm sounded good, but just being with him longer did. The lobby was almost like a hotel with a little security desk. He was greeted with "Good evening Eric," by the attendant. Wow.



He showed me their function room, game room, TV room, study areas and laundry facilities. This was actually better than most hotels.



"Would it be too pushy to show you my room?"



"I'd actually love to see it." I replied, trying not to sound too eager, but definitely interested.



Up in his unit, there was a common living area, a kitchen, a bath and 4 bedrooms. It was better than most apartments. 



He showed me his room which featured a stunning poster of Taylor Swift on his wall. "Wow, how many girls can compete against her."



He took my hands, looked at me and said quietly, "You can."



Oh crap, Now, I was getting hard. I reached my arms up around his neck and kissed him. Maybe still wearing his jacket made me sexier to him than usual, but I was enjoying his embrace.



I playfully walked him back into his room and closed the door with my foot behind me. He gently kissed me back and said, "Cassie, you're not like the other girls." That was probably the understatement of the night on so many levels, but I took it as a compliment.



I then thought I heard Aunt Mary's voice, but what was there not to like? Handsome, polite, and economics major, plus he seemed to really like me. 



I slowly unbuttoned his shirt and dropped his jacket that I was wearing to the floor. He brought me over to the bed with his hands and we began kissing, much deeper than before.



I sensed a nice familiarity with him and really felt that this was going very well. He caressed my breasts through the dress even though I knew he knew I didn't have any. This was a nice touch and made me feel so wanted. His hands reached down and began to lightly rub my outer thighs under my dress.



Oh crap again. I am really falling for this guy.



It was so easy and so natural for me to reach over and unbuckle his pants. I slid them down and I began to lightly kiss his cock. It was so nice to see a normal size cock. My worst fear was to encounter a monster my first time out. I played with it, kissed it and took it deeper and deeper into my mouth.



This was so freaking good. The fireworks I never got with Mr. Warren were going off all over the place with him. And he was good. Eric never got too excited early on so I felt that I could enjoy playing with him longer than with Mr. Warren. 



This was now actually fun. After about 15 minutes nibbling, kissing, rubbing, licking and sucking his cock, I was getting way to excited myself and excused myself to go to the bathroom.



I looked at myself in the mirror and told myself, "Cassie, if you're ever going to do it girl, now is time." 



I removed my spanx and took a little of the lubrication from my purse and began to massage myself deeply in the bathroom. Lisa had done it to me and coupled with the expectation of having him in me, I felt I was ready in minutes. 



When I came back in the room, he was lying there naked on the bed. With my dress still on, I crawled up on him and planted this amazing kiss on him and then crawled over and took his entire cock in my mouth again. As I kissed it on all sides I said, "Eric, I want you inside me so bad."



I took some of my lotion and began to massage his cock all over with it. He instinctively rolled over on his knees behind me. 



His warm hands lifted my dress and slowly pulled my red panties down. I could feel him guiding himself ever so slowly into me, and just a little.



I could not believe how warm the head of his cock felt against me as opposed to a strap on dildo. Just the little probing he was doing felt so good, but I was not ready. 



Eric could feel I was tense and whispered, "I can slow down a bit, Cassie, just let me know when you are ready."



Being in that catlike yoga pose, I nodded and tried to relax some more. I was so enjoying him just being behind me, having him tenderly holding my hips, caressing my back with his hands and reaching under squeezing my breasts through the dress. 



Then, I felt myself getting a little more relaxed. With the pressure of his cock against me, I lowered myself down on my forearms and felt his cock slide inside me. 



"Ohhh Eric," I cried, trembling a bit. "Please, please stay right there for a minute." 



I could feel my whole insides fill up with him. It was a warm fullness that I had never experienced before.



He was such a gentleman and just rested inside me. Slowly as my pain came down a bit, I began to slowly rock back and forth on his cock, just a bit. I knew it was tight and so I hoped he was now feeling as good as I was now.



As time continued, I could feel him in me deeper and deeper as I became more and more relaxed. At this point, nothing much else mattered in the world. 



All my senses were filled and I found myself naturally rocking forward and back, taking more and more of him in me with each of his gentle lunges.



I don't know if he was in me five minutes or fifteen, it didn't matter. I was loving every minute of it and did not want him to stop.



We got into this wonderful rhythm and I could tell that his grip was tightening on my hips with each push.



"Cassie," he whispered, "I am really, really ready."



"So am I," I said with a cautious but sexy voice.



I could feel him driving even harder and I began pushing back just as hard as I could. When he exploded in me it was so, so hot. I could feel every pulse of his cock and he kept up the pace until he was done. 



I just closed my eyes and enjoyed him being in me. I could feel every movement and quiver of his cock.



Eric stayed inside me for a while even though he was now soft. As graciously as he entered me, he came out of me. I just stayed there on his bed in that same position until he helped me up into a sitting position. I was visibly shaken and the room was spinning. I held onto him tight.



I really thought I had this all under control at the Warrens. I placed my head on his lap and he just held me and held me, lightly stroking my back. 



Finally, my senses returned ever so slightly. I had to look a wreck both physically and emotionally. I slowly sat up, in a bit of a stupor, perhaps in more of a daze.



Reassuringly he said, "You, young lady, not only look beautiful but are beautiful." 



He kissed my arms and neck several times, and then my lips. I was going insane. This is not how I thought it was going to be.



He then said, "Cassie, I'm going to clean up a bit first and then you can. You just rest here for a few minutes." 



When Eric returned, he was all dressed and looked handsome. He helped me into the bathroom and I began the process of cleaning myself up. 



I never had anyone go off inside me and that emotion was the most difficult thing for me to deal with. I've just been fucked and I loved it. And I kept feeling movement in me even though I knew he was out. 



I cleaned up as good as I could. Thank goodness for spanx and tissues.



I felt that I was slowly regaining all my senses and I spent a few more minutes in the bathroom brushing out my wig, applying some fresh make-up and clearing my head. The more time I spent, the better I felt.



When I came of out the bathroom, I grabbed Eric's arm and asked him with the biggest eyes I could muster, "Is it always this good with you?"



He replied with, "It's never been this good before." 



Who writes this guy's lines I asked myself as we walked together out of his room. 



We returned to the dance, and when we walked in it was arm and arm with him through the front doors. It was awesome. 



It was not one of those, you go in first and me second so no one knows I was just with the tranny chick. We walked in together. I was actually hoping people saw us together.



Eric and I did one more slow dance together and he said to me ever so nicely, "Cassie, you need to catch up with your cousin and her friends. You've got to dance with the one that brought you. But, you and I are going to see each other again, I promise."



He gave me a sweet kiss on the cheek which I returned and I just drifted away to find Kate. Talk about being star struck.



It was after midnight and somewhere in the sea of humanity was Kate, dancing up a storm. She grabbed my hand and brought me into the mix. 



She probably never even missed me and I was just going to leave it at that for now. We all hung out together, had some more snacks and drinks, and kept dancing with boys and girls.



At around 1AM, little Parul found me and gave me a big hug. In her cute Indian accent she said, "I'm sorry to bring you the news Cassie, but Maura has been having some problems tonight and left campus with her on again off again boyfriend. She is really upset and is hugely disappointed she can't be with you tonight."



"I thought so," I replied sadly. "Kate did mention something was up, so please let Maura know I understand. I really do. These relationship things are tough. I hope it works out for her. She seems so nice."



"Maura asked me to give you her dorm key and said you can spend the night in her room. She won't be coming back tonight."



"Are you sure? This is a little awkward now."



"Cassie, don't worry. I'm one of her roommates and I'll be there if you need anything."



I bent over and gave her a big hug and said that I would see her later.



I caught up with Kate again and told her what was up. She said she was sorry but that happens a lot with Maura. 



Kate then said, "If I don't see you after the dance breaks up, come over to my room around 11 to pack up and head home."



The famous Holiday Bash was over at 2AM and people were already pairing up by the time I was leaving. I looked around and found Parul standing with some of her female friends. 



I walked over, chatted with them for a bit and asked if I could walk back with her since I had no idea where the dorm was. On the way, Parul shared with me all the fun things she did during the night. She was really so nice.



When we got to the dorm unit, it was just like Eric's with four rooms, but there was only Parul and myself when we got there. "Where are the other two roommates?" I asked. 



"Probably with their boyfriends or girlfriends for the night."



"Parul, don't you have a boyfriend?"



"Not really. I have dated a few but just never connected the way I thought I would at college."



"This is Maura's bedroom and she said you can wear anything of hers you want for tonight or tomorrow."



"Thanks Parul. I'm going to shower and clean up a bit and become Matt for the rest of the night. I hope I don't scare you." She laughed and said that probably wouldn't happen.



I took a long hot shower and thought about being with Bridget earlier in the night and then Eric holding me, kissing me, and then being inside me. It was such a nice memory and was a fantastic night. Not having Maura here was a disappointment but there were way too many positives. 



It took a little extra time trying to get the make-up off as well as still cleaning up from my time with Eric. I felt good and refreshed when I left the shower. 



I had grabbed a pair of Maura's gym shorts, a Tshirt and just a pair of her cute black panties, and changed into them before leaving the bathroom. 



When I came out of the shower, Parul was sitting there in the living area waiting to use the bathroom. She was wearing a real, pretty gauze like nightgown. 



"Oh, I love the way you look Matt," she said with a smile. "You are hardly a scare."



"Thanks Parul, and you look as lovely in your nightgown as you did in your dress tonight. Just wish it was in my size."



I decided to sit down for a couple of minutes before heading to bed as I was towel drying my hair.



Parul was out in about five minutes, walked over to me, sat down, held my hand and asked, "Would you like some company tonight? It gets lonely here sometimes?"



She was so comfortably assured of herself. Not nervous but genuinely conveying that she wanted to be with me. 



She took my hand and opened the door to her room. The room was lit by about a dozen small candles, no doubt in violation of every known college fire code. She had real soft indian style music playing and brought me into her bed. 



We didn't have sex really. We made love until almost daybreak. It wasn't hot and fast but slow and sensuous. 



Parul was strong, yet feminine. At times I was Matt, kissing every, and I mean every part of her body which she offered so freely. I never knew how sweet and tender a woman's body could taste. Her scent was so sweet and she tasted so good. It was intoxicating.



And at other times I felt I was Cassie, being kissed, penetrated, sucked, and lightly bitten. 



She showed me how to use her massage oil and then slid her fingers deep inside me, massaging me and bringing me to an enormous climax. 



She massaged every part of my body with hers, sliding so sensuously over me with hers. Touching my arms to her arms, her legs to my legs, her chest to my chest.



I know I came at least 2 or 3 times, and I think one time I was inside her as she slid her entire body down onto me, but somehow I couldn't tell nor did it matter. 



I fell asleep once or twice, but I was then awakened by her touch as she aroused me with her hands or mouth or full body. 



She taught me where her special spot was and instructed me how to massage her inside to bring her to multiple orgasms. We played, we talked, we kissed, and we hugged. We explored more positions than I knew existed. 



We closed our eyes and facing each other we caressed each other's breasts, and arms, and legs and inner thighs. I softly massaged her vagina as she caressed my penis and balls. 



And finally, we both fell asleep as the sun came up.



At 9:00 the alarm went off and she was cuddled up beside me. Her scent filled my nostrils and I did not want to leave.



"We need to meet your cousin soon, and I believe we each need a shower," she whispered. "Why don't you go first and then you will have time to get dressed.



As I took the shower I was back in that daze again and my head was spinning. Little Parul, who was always so nice was the best experience I had ever had. I was now physically and emotional spent.



As I staggered out, I headed into Maura's room to figure out what I could wear for the way back home. I could not wear any of my Cassie clothes as they were still over in Kate's room with everything else I owned.



I started looking though her drawers and closet. There were like 15 pairs of sweatpants, 10 pairs of athletic shorts, and about 30 Tshirts. There were only 4 skirts, three dresses and only about 5 tops that were not Tshirts.



Seriously, I had more clothes than her. I picked a dungaree skirt which was to the knee and a peasant type top that was real cute. In the closet I found a light sweater that would at least go with the outfit.



I applied my make-up, brushed out the wig and finished packing up my outfit from last night.



When I stepped out, Parul was waiting with this real pleasant smile on her face. 



I said her, "I must be confusing you so much going from Cassie to Matt and back again, especially after last night."



She replied, "I think it is wonderful. I was with both of them last night."



"And unlike Bridget and Maura, I do keep secrets."



As we were leaving the unit, her two roommates walked in, totally hungover. "Are you Cassie? We heard so much about you. Did you have a great time last night?"



"Yes, it was the time of my life."



They both gave me hugs and we headed out.



We still had time for some breakfast and the cafeteria was serving a buffet breakfast all day long. Parul and I swiped in and sat together, sharing the last moments on campus together. At least 50 people had given me shout outs while we were selecting our food and eating. Some even took a few pictures. No one looked their best.



We made it to Kate's room, packed up my final belongings and said our final goodbyes to her friends on her floor. And Bridget, being Bridget was at my side all the way to the car. 

The drive home was quiet but fun, sharing little things I wanted to share. But, we were both really tired.



Aunt Mary and I debriefed, I cleaned up, removed my fingernail polish, but kept my cute red toenails. I needed some tangible reminder of the weekend. 



By 3:00 I was back at home and mom asked, "How was the holiday party, Matt?"



I had so much I wanted to say, but had no idea where to start.



"It was great mom," as I gave her a big hug, "but it's great being home too."

Becoming Cassie Ch. 10

I was awakened when Eric kissed me softly on my cheek. He had been up early and brought me a cup of coffee in bed. 



I did a nice long stretch and he playfully kissed me on my breasts. "Hun, you really have to get up and shower. It's time to get ready for work."



"I know babe, it's just that last night was so wonderful. I really don't want to go to work today. Can't we stay in bed just a little longer?"



It was sunny and the birds were chirping outside. We loved our new house and even enjoyed our work commute together each day to the city. Suburban life was good to us and we were loving it.



As Eric was disrobing to shower, I playfully raced ahead of him into the bathroom. 



I jumped in the hot shower first. It felt so good as I softly caressed my 36C's with bath lotion. My nipples responded to my touch and I could not wait for Eric to join me. 



The sweet smell of the vanilla bath lotion filled the air. I just loved the feel of my body, running my hands all the way down to my vagina. 



Eric stepped in, gave me the nicest, deepest morning kiss possible. I let his hands roam all over my body. 



Slowly, he slid his fingers inside me as I lifted my leg a bit to give him full access. It was like magic, especially this early in the morning. I could feel myself getting hotter and hotter, almost ready to have an orgasm. 



I then reached my hands down and began massaging his cock. Being with Eric was the best thing...



Bzzzzzzzzzzzzz...bzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz



The alarm violently woke me from my sleep and I immediately sat up in bed and looked around in horror. 



Another morning and another vivid dream. This was the third one in a row this week. 



Yesterday's dream had me and my mom out shopping for a Christmas dress, just like the one I wore for the Holiday Bash on Saturday night. 



It was so real I thought she was going to say something to me when I actually saw her later that morning. I was almost embarrassed to look at her. And in my dream, she was calling me Cassie.



And the night before it I was Eric's roommate at college, living fulltime as Cassie and sharing a bed with him each night.



I know final exams are stressful, but these dreams were not about exams. 



I just couldn't get the time at Kate's college out of my mind. I had been there for less than 18 hours and my whole world had changed. 



And yesterday, while studying for an easy final exam in the school library, I got a hard-on several times thinking about Eric. I had never gotten aroused thinking about a guy when dressed as Matt. I was even getting small wet spots on my jeans for crying out loud. 



My arousal continued that day on and off. I was even checking out guys that looked like him. 



During the final exam it was so bad that right afterwards, I headed to a bathroom just to masturbate. Granted I was wearing cute panties, but it was never this bad before.



But despite these distractions, my exams were going very well. I had four exams in a row, one each day, and then one big one on this following Monday coming up. Once that one was over, I was free until mid January. 



So when I got home that Thursday afternoon after my fourth exam, I heard my mom call out,



"Matt, Mrs. Warren just called and asked if you are looking for some more painting jobs. She has a friend that needs some work done and it sounds like a pretty big job. I told her you did, but I needed to check with you first."



I really wasn't thinking about doing anything but sleeping for a month, but I really could use the money. I had saved a lot from working in painting, light construction and mowing lawns in the summer and only needed a little more before I could buy my own car.



I dropped my books and gave her a call. 



"Hi Matt, thanks for calling me back. I'll try to be discreet. You remember Jennifer the make-up artist. Today she shared with me, during our little "get together", that she and several of her friends are opening up a shop on Washington Street and are looking for a painter." 



She continued, "They've gotten a few quotes but they think they are too high, at least for their budget. Before I even offered up your name, I wanted to check with you to see if you were interested." 



"Hmm, I can definitely use the money and I have the time. But let me ask you, do you think it would be OK?" My mom was sitting right in the next room so I had to watch my words.



"Matt, I do. She's a business person as well and I know she can be all business when she needs to. Can I call her then? Are you at least interested?



"Yes, I think so. Let her know I'd like to at least look at the job."



Within the hour the phone rang and it was Mrs. Warren again, so my mom passed me the phone. After a quick conversation I asked my mom,



"Mom, can I borrow the car tomorrow morning to look at a job. My exam is not until Monday and this should not take long."



"Sure Matt, that will work."



"Mrs. Warren? Tell her I can make it over tomorrow at 10 if that would work, what was the address again?"



Now I was going to be Matt the painter. I needed a break from Matt the student and Matt the fantasizer. 



I was hoping that over the break I could get the final amount that I needed for a car. This could be what I needed to put me over the top.



When I first got my license, it was any car. But as time progressed, I realized that I needed something large enough to transport some painting and light construction tools. That brought me to the van or small to mid-size SUV option.



And then Cassie came along. What could both she and Matt drive? I had looked and looked, and at least had some good options.



When I thought of Matt driving a van, that worked. But Cassie driving a van would not work in my mind. I was too young to be a soccer mom!



I could, however, see Cassie stepping out of say a white Rav4 in slow motion with her long legs and silver heels, while cameras were flashing. And I could see Matt driving a nice white Rav4 to a painting job with a step ladder strapped on the roof racks. 



And I also thought a white Rav4 was generic enough so that my mom wouldn't be driving down the street one night and say, "Hey, there's Matt's red white and blue van with the bumper sticker", and then pull up and see Cassie driving. 



So thoughts of a new vehicle began to replace my thoughts of Eric, at least for now.



So in the morning, I arrived promptly at 10AM and brought a nice portfolio with me with my built in calculator, had a tape measure on my hip and wore a nice pair jeans and a polo shirt. 



When I arrived, Jennifer was practically dressed the same way. She could have been the host of one of those home improvement reality shows.



"Hey Matt, thanks for coming by. Long time no see." It was a tad awkward at first, we both kind of grinned a little, and she gave me a handshake. That felt kind of weird, but it went better than I thought.



"Hi Jennifer, this is quite the place. What are the plans?"



We did an entire walk through of the property. 



Besides the entry area with the waiting room, there was a large area that had to be 30 by 40 feet. It had been a large office area with desks and cubicles and had lots of screw holes, picture hangers, dents and smudges.



The 5 back offices were in good shape and would be perfect for private consults, make-overs, meetings, storage and office work. There were two sets of bathrooms one in the lobby and one in the back. As we walked around she told me a little bit about what she envisioned for the space. It sounded exciting.



"And, I am planning an Open House for New Year's Eve. Do you think it can be done by then?"



"Jennifer, let me walk around and look by myself, work up some dimensions and prices and meet back in 30 minutes."



"Great, I have some things to do up front. Give me a shout if you need anything."



As I walked room by room I took my measurements, noted work to be done and put together a materials list. Realistically, nothing was bad, it just needed a lot of patching, sanding and cleaning before I could prime and finish paint.



Jennifer was busy standing on a ladder in the main lobby removing some old signs and fixtures when I walked in. "Looks like you do it all", I said as I walked in.



"I really love this type of work. I just don't like deadlines. How did you make-out?", she asked.



"Do you have time for a walk through?"



We started right there in the lobby and I pointed out what needed to be done room by room. She shared with me in detail what finish colors she was thinking about and except for wanting to put a real light color over a real dark painted area, everything seemed like it would work real well. I told her that would take maybe two coats of primer because the color would just bleed through. 



Then It got down to the awkward part, the final price. I had always been part of a crew on jobs this big but I never had to price out anything like this. Rooms in house were so much easier to price.



"Matt, before you even begin, I am so impressed that you have really taken the time to understand the job. The two other contractors, walked in, glanced in all the rooms and just gave me a quote."



"One said $5,000 and the other $4,500. Just for the labor. It just seemed high but I did not realize there was this much work."



"OK, moment of truth, how much?"



I showed her the price I had worked up. $2,500, plus materials. 



"Seriously, you can do it for this? When can you start?"



"I have my last final exam on Monday afternoon and after I sleep for a while and take care of a few things, I can be here on Wednesday. I'm really beat mentally."



"Ideally I would like to come in two days before Christmas, spackle the holes in all the rooms, wash off the grim, especially around the doors, do a light sanding where needed and start priming the inside office walls. They are the best shape."



"I could then come back on the 27th, and I estimate that I can have it finished that week."



"We have a deal." In a real professional manner we shook hands again and kind of laughed. I am sure she was seeing Cassie and I was seeing her underneath me, but this was now business.



"Oh, one last thing. During the next two weeks I am having some clients so I can show off the place, so if you could, um, you know..."



I jumped in, "Not wear a thong or bra. Don't worry, I would never think of it."



"Sorry, I was just thinking out loud."



"I know, I thought about it as well and needed an opening to say it. I am good with that. It seems like my brain is partitioned into all these different versions of me and I will actually enjoy just painting for a while."



After getting the offer, I stopped by a few dealerships again on the way home and renewed my vehicle search. I was getting more upbeat about this semester break. 



+++++++++++++++++++++



My vivid nighttime dreams disappeared and my mom said I looked a whole lot better as the weekend progressed. At dinner on Sunday she said to my brothers and sister, "Matt's been so worried about his exams, he's even been talking in his sleep. Last time you did that you had a fever. College must do that to you."



"Hope I didn't wake you up," I said with a bit of a question.



"No, not at all. I was up early and just heard murmurings from your room."



"Just a lot of things going on, all at one time. I just need time to relax and figure out things. Plus, being up with Kate and getting to know so many of her friends was a good thing. I need to get out more."



My last exam on Monday was on economics and it went real well. Looking back it was a real good semester. I had already received some of my grades and if things went as well as I hoped in the other courses, I would make at least Deans list. That would be awesome. 



I had given Jennifer a parts list and showed up on Wednesday right at 8AM as promised. "Hey Matt, all set? How did your last exam go."



"Real well, thanks. It was a lot of work, but I'm happy with the results."



I began looking over the supplies she bought and brought in two small ladders from the roof of mom's car as well as some brushes, drop clothes and other supplies I had.



After a little small talk it was off to work. I had my plan. 



By noon time all the offices were spackled and I started to work in the lobby. Jennifer popped in and asked if I wanted some lunch. I told her I had some with me and she said, me too. "Want to join me?"



As we sat in two chairs around a makeshift table she started telling me about the other partners in this venture. A photographer, a wedding planning, a travel consultant and fashion consultant. None of them needed a full-time office, but needed a place to meet with clients. They would all share in the rent, but Jennifer was the one who signed the three year lease. 



It really sounded like a great plan but I could tell she was a bit cautious. From my small amount of business courses, that was good that she had concerns rather than just blindly going into a venture. I think we really enjoyed each others company. It was nice and comfortable.



After lunch I continued working through the lobby and function room and by 2:30 was ready to start sanding and wiping down the back rooms. I was like a machine and the time passed quickly. I accomplished all I wanted and at 5:00 I left. It was a good solid day with no interruptions.



The next day my mom dropped me off early and Jennifer was already there. "Matt, I cannot believe how much you got done yesterday. What's on the agenda for today?



"I need to clean up the walls of the grime in this front area. I got the back rooms ready yesterday, but out here needs extra work as I pointed to the light switches, door jams, etc."



"Yuck," was all she said.



"As it's drying out here I can start priming the offices." 



"Great, I'll be running in and out all day, but back for lunch OK?" 



This was the first time I had ever seen her in a ponytail. Does this girl ever look bad?



The cleaning went fine and I started priming within two hours. Between the brushes and the rollers, it was covering fine.



At lunch, Jennifer came in and shouted, "Matt, where are you?"



"Back here."



"Wow, even just priming these walls look great. Thank you so much." I still had the brush in my hand and she gave me a nice hug. It was a happy type of hug. I took it as just that and continued on. 



"Let me just finish cutting this in and I'll join you for lunch."



She was all full of ideas. She had picked up color swatches and was now laying them all out. She was like a kid sharing stories about their summer vacation. Her excitement was infectious.



"Matt, around 3:00 Allison the photographer is coming over to approve the colors for her office. I should be back, but if not tell her I am on my way."



"Jennifer, does she know about Cassie?"



"Matt, no one knows but me. And no one really needs to know if you want to keep it that way. It's all your call. But truthfully, nothing would phase them. They've seen it all, I'm sure."



"Good, I just wanted to know. After being with the Warrens, I never know what to expect." 



"That's for sure," she replied. 



The priming continued and when 3:00 came, there was no Jennifer. Shortly after 3:00, I was up on the ladder in the function room and a cute young lady walked in.



"Hi, is Jennifer around?"



"No, she stepped out and should be right back. I'm Matt." I got off the ladder, went to extend my hand and said, "It might be better not to shake your hand...just in case I'm still wet."



"You do real nice work Matt. Oh, you probably guessed I'm Allison. This place looks so much better already."



"Thanks Allison. Jennifer left you some color swatches if you'd like to see them. I walked over to table and handed them to her.



"Do you want to see your room? It's primed and ready for the finish coat."



There's always something special about the smell of freshly painted surfaces.



"Oh, this looks great." She started walking around the room holding up different colors, quickly discarding a bunch of them. She picked a subtle light beige, tried it in all the corners and said, 



"This will work nicely. Would you left Jennifer know? I need to run. So nice to meet you!"



Jennifer made it back about 4:00 carrying bags of supplies for her projects. I helped her in with two trips and commented on how busy she had been. She then turned to me and said,



"Well young man, you made quite a first impression on Allison. She called me and thought you were professional, knowledgeable...and good looking." 



Well that night I stayed until 7:00. When I left, everything was primed and really looked good. 



Christmas at home was so nice and relaxing. Even though there were no Cassie gifts under the tree, I still loved the gifts I got from my family. We visited the grandparents and some relatives. 



Kate called and said she was visiting some friends for a while and we should get together, maybe for an overnight or two after the first of the year. We agreed that would be fun. 



She also shared a link to a college photo gallery of all the pictures from the Holiday Bash. And she mentioned that Eric had said hi. She and I had never spoken about Eric so this was different and a little special.



On the Tuesday after Christmas I showed up at Jennifer's place early, ready for the finish coat. Jennifer had picked up all the finish paint the day before so I was good to go. Realistically, all the hard work was done and now it was bringing the place to life with color.



Throughout that day, more and more people began showing up. Jennifer was acting like a tour guide, bringing people in and showing them around to the new place. 



Some were clients of hers and some were business associates. I figured something was up because she was out of her jeans and tshirt look and into a slightly more feminine Jennifer. I still thought she looked like Reese Witherspoon.



On every tour she always introduced me and always complimented me on my work. It was a nice way to make more contacts and I could always use more work like this.



Just before noon she introduced me to one of her clients, Derek. A nice chap, probably mid to late 20's. 



About 30 minutes later, Jennifer called me out to main function room area and introduced me to Derek all over again. This was strange. I kind of laughed and he did also. We both looked at Jennifer like she was losing her mind.



Again she introduced us to each other.



Then she said, "Look at each other." This was awkward.



"Keep looking," she said. This was beyond awkward now.



Then Derek got it..."Alice??"



"Marilyn??"



"No way?" "Seriously?" "You're kidding??" "Really" "Wow."



After this real intelligent exchange, Derek said, "You clean up real good there Matt."



"Right back at you Derek."



Jennifer chimed in, "I'm sorry. I just had to do this. I wasn't expecting Derek to come over but seeing he was here, I took a gamble."



"Derek, it's almost lunch, want to join us?" she asked.



During lunch Derek showed me pictures of all the different personalities he has impersonated at parties. His Barbie and Britney Spears were just as amazing as Marilyn.



"I'd love to chat more with you and but I have to run. Maybe we can do a joint gig sometime? Barbie would love to have her little sister Skipper tag along some time, and Ginger really misses Mary Ann much more than Gilligan."



After he left, Jennifer said, "He's serious. He does a lot of corporate events and private events, and probably does better financially than I do. I wanted you to meet him someday. I'm glad you did today."



I headed back to the painting and by the end of the day, with two days left to go I was right on schedule. 



I also met at least a dozen people as well as her partners in this endeavor. 



Bruce was the wedding planner and was a hoot. Talk about personality. And Kathleen was the fashion consultant. She put together wardrobes for some of the more prominent families in town and had a remarkable eye for what works well. And Jess, the travel consultant was trying to sell me on a vacation of a lifetime. I almost wanted to go.

After each night of painting I stopped by different car dealerships and found two vehicles that would work at two different places. My favorite was the used Rav4 but still about $2,000 more than I wanted to pay. 



On the last day of painting, my mom needed the car and dropped me off early. I was easily going to finish today even with all the visitor interruptions. I had already gotten so many contacts that I could line up more work probably through the summer. Everyone loved what they saw.



Being the last day Jennifer brought in a real nice lunch. She was so impressed with the job. 



"Matt, what are you doing New Year's Eve?"



"Most likely just getting together with some friends from high school. Nothing special really. The Warrens have been away since before Christmas and they won't be back until January 3rd. They're in Aruba I think. Why?"



"You know the soft opening we are having New Year's Eve? Would you be interested in coming? We are doing make-overs for the New Year Eve revelers starting at 4:00 and I'm having a few of my friends helping me out. We have booked over 20 appointments already.



"Then we are opening our doors and having an Open House from 7 to 10PM . We sent out a mailer and hope to get some new business as well. We are doing raffles and giveaways. We are hoping people will stop in on their way to their own celebration, all dressed up and all."



"That sounds like a great idea and a great night," I replied.



"Do you think you're up for a Cassie night?"



"Hmmm, maybe. Can I let me know by the end of the day?"



"Oh, Jennifer, and one question. My mom's picking me up at 5:00. Can I give her a walk through and introduce you? I've been talking about this job for a while."



"Absolutely, and I won't say a word about Cassie or New Years. I promise."



By 4:00 I was done and began touching up little areas. It really looked good. The color schemes were perfect and I have to say, the painting looked great. Jennifer did a complete walk through with me and was equally excited and as I piled my equipment near the door. 



Jennifer came over, handed me a check for $2,500 and gave me a big hug.



"Thank you. You really did a super job."



"And did you think about New Year's Eve? I forgot to mention earlier, but as part of the promo, Derek will be here as Britney. You know, come have your picture taken with our own Britney."



"As long as I can be just Cassie, I'd like to come. Are you really sure it would be alright?"



"I know it will be. It's my opening and I know it will be fun. I'll have Derek bring some extra clothes and things for you. You just have to bring yourself. Can you be here around 5:00 for a make-over?"



"Sure, see you then.



About 15 minutes later, right on schedule, mom appeared and I introduced her to Jennifer. "Your son is amazing. Let me show you some of our "before pictures" before you even look." Jennifer brought out her iPad and took mom room by room bragging on my work. She was so nice. 



Jennifer said "Thank you for lending him to me during the holiday season. I hope you are proud of him."



My mom was impressed with my work and on the way home said how pretty Jennifer was and how she looked like Reese Witherspoon. And maybe someday I'd be lucky enough to find someone as nice as her.



++++++++++++++++++++++++++



On New Year's Eve day, I got a call at 10AM at home.



"Matt, this is Joe at the Toyota dealership."



"Hi Joe. What's up?"



"You know the Rav 4 you were looking at? We are putting it and about 10 other vehicles on sale today at noon so we can close out the year and get rid of some inventory. I know you were interested in it. Low mileage, great shape. I know it's going to be picked up right away so I was giving you a heads up."



"I'm listening. What's the price?"



"We are willing to take $2,000 off the asking price."



"Joe, that's still a bit out of my price range but it's closer."



"How much more do you need?"



"If you could go down $3,000 you have a deal."



"Let me confirm with my sales manager and I'll call you right back."



Within ten minutes he called back and said it was a deal. I borrowed mom's car, grabbed a $2,000 bank check and headed over to put the deposit down. We filled out the paperwork and shook hands.



"Matt, we will get the plates and registration for you, and we can settle up right after the first of the year. Congratulations!"



I was pumped, the vehicle I wanted at below the price I wanted to pay. A nice way to end up the year. 



+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++



The rest of the day I was elated and I still had the New Year's Eve event at Jennifer's new place to go to. 



I arrived promptly at 5:00 with nothing but me. The place was all decorated and looked fantastic. Jennifer was pure radiant. This was another new Jennifer I had never seen.



"Matt, this Rachel. We've done a lot of bridal showers and wedding parties together. She's going to do your make-up. You two are going to get along great."



Rachel was this cute, lightly tattooed gal with short red and black hair, and awesome make-up, but then, that was to be expected.



"Hi Matt, what did you have in mind for tonight?" 



"Seriously, I'm not sure. I don't even know what I'm wearing."



"Oh, now this makes sense, Derek dropped these off earlier. One dress is black and one is silver. I kind of like the silver one for New Year's Eve." She held it up and it was angle cut just above the knee and gorgeous.



"He also left off about 5 different wigs here plus this other bag. Let's see which wigs pops with this dress."



We got down to two wigs and she said, "Let me check with Jen." In two minutes Jennifer came in and checked out the wigs. She picked up each one again and paused with the auburn wig with bold blond highlights. It also had one long side and one short side...real sexy. She kept looking at the dress, the wig and me.



She looked at me in the eye and asked, "Are you game girl?"



"I am...game on."



With that she scooted out and it was me and Rachel. Here, go change and put the robe on and we can get started.



Derek had everything and to my surprise I was going to be a D cup tonight. I got all dressed and when I came out Rachel had a book open with make-up for different hairstyles. It only took about 5 minutes to decide on real flashy runway model make-up look. 



When Jennifer came by, she looked and said..."Perfect"



Rachel loved her worked and asked me a hundred questions about school, sports, crossdressing, boys, parties, everything. She was like being with a counselor. I was slowly developing better answers and even shared a little bit about Eric. She was so much fun to talk with I'd love to meet her in another setting.



She helped me into the dress as if it was no big deal that a guy was wearing a dress. She brushed out the wig, adjusted it to my head, dug out some clip on rhinestone earrings and a necklace and said, "You are freaking hot girl."



I stood up and faced the full length mirror and could not believe it was me. I looked like the picture in the book and with the padding Derek left me, I had to agree. Hot was a great adjective.



From 6:00 until 7:00 I helped Jennifer and her crew set up little things, arrange tables, put up some more decorations. I kept meeting people and introducing myself as Cassie, one of Jennifer's clients. I got a number of second looks but always offered nice comments to deflect them. 



Around 7:00, Britney arrived in all her glory. There was no Derek in her that I could see. She was sooo good and practically sucked all the air out of the room. 



Allison, the photographer, was busy taking complimentary photos of everyone who came in and had me pose for several, some with and some without Britney.



After a while, I went over to Jenifer and quietly asked, "I really want to let your associates know I'm Matt. I think I'd feel bad later on if I didn't. Are you OK with that?"



She whispered back, "I was hoping you'd say that. It's a great idea."



As Allison took another picture of me with Jennifer, she asked, "Would you like me to email you a copy?" This was part of the marketing plan to get everyone's email address.



"Sure," I replied in my Matt voice, "It's Matt@aol.com"



She stopped and looked up and said, "No way." She kind of shook her head in disbelief, gave me a big smile and hug, and then had me pose for about 10 more pictures in all kinds of great poses that she set up.



As more and more people arrived, I helped greet, direct and introduce them. I was having so much fun. 



Derek also pulled me aside throughout the evening and gave me all kinds of tips.



"See that mirror? Mirrors are your friends. Use them. Always check your posture, your hair, and your make-up."



"See that model looking gal over there. Watch how she holds her champagne glass. See how she stands. Watch how she walks. Observe how she greets people with a touch of her hand and smile. She is very good."



Ten minutes later he came up to me and said, "Cassie, don't move a muscle and look at yourself in the mirror to your left. "



I glanced over with just my eyes and I kind of looked like a guy at the moment. I was bummed. I thought I was doing OK in my heels and dress.



"Now, make yourself look like her over there."



Glancing back and forth between her and the mirror I slowly adjusted myself. "Better," he said, "Much better. Keep working on it tonight while you are here." 



He was worse than Aunt Mary, but realistically, he knew his stuff. 



As the night went on, he told me all kind of stories about his entertainment business and how he studies a half dozen popular icons and learns their most popular moves. He practices at home with large mirrors and video playing on large screens. And then he videotapes himself. "I'm my own biggest critic."



He went on and told me, "After years of dance, ballet and gymnastics as a kid, this is a natural. I can blame this all on my parents."



He was so much fun to talk to. Now I was so glad I did not get a blowjob from him at the Warrens on Halloween. 



Later he asked, "What are you doing after 10PM?"



"To be honest, I have no idea."



"I have a corporate party to do at 10:30, want to join me?"



"What would I have to do?"



"Mingle, be friendly like you are now, and tell the guests how wonderful they look and then tell them how amazing I am dancing."



"I could do that."



"And if you want to play a bit, they tip nicely."



"I'm naïve. Play?"



"Well at this place, some of the executives love extra private attention. I give one of the guys, not sure if he is the CEO or CFO, a blow job in his office after my show. Seriously, a blowjob by Britney Spears is a big deal in this guy's life, or any guy for that matter."



"And come to think of it, there's a gal there named...Leigh. She's hot, a little older, kind of a lesbian or dyke or something like that, but loves me to pieces. She always likes to role play and then gives me a blowjob. It's such an easy gig with her."



"That's a nice option. Let me think about it."



"It's just an hour show and after that I'd be happy to drop you back here to change and you would be home at 1:00 if that would work out." 



A little later I told him that sounded like a great plan and I'll give the party my best shot. I kept practicing all the little tips he gave me and I could tell I must be doing something right because I got more stares from the men. 



"Looking hot there Cassie," Derek whispered as he walked by me more than once.



"If I didn't know better, I'd want to do you myself girl," he whispered another time.



Another time as he walked behind me, he dragged his hand across my ass which was sticking out a bit like he suggested, and he whispered with a grin, "I'd love to pound this little ass."



As I walked across the room to greet another client, I heard his voice in my head saying, "Place one foot directly in front of the other, and own the room as you walk." This was so much fun.



I also had a chance to prank the travel agent by pretending to book a trip and then giving him my real name. 



And then the fashion consultant by asking her questions about my wardrobe, and then asking about my painting clothes. 



And the wedding planner by having Britney plan our Vegas wedding, and then her forgetting my name like in the song by Carrie Underwood. "Matt, my name's Matt. Why can't you remember that?"



All three of them had no idea until that moment. They all then had Allison take pictures of me with them.



The Open House was a huge success for Jennifer. There were lots of giveaways and she and her associates made lots of contacts. And at 10PM, Britney and I updated our make-up, gave Jennifer a huge hug and headed out. 



The party was in a corporate function room of an investment banking firm on the top floor of a building I had never been in. When we walked in there was security and all Derek said to them was "Britney and Cassie" and they checked us off the list. No IDs needed. 



We took the glass inside elevator up and got the greatest of looks from people in the building. This was really exciting.



We had another checkpoint at the party entrance and then Britney strutted into the room as little Cassie slinked in beside her. "Own the room Cassie," Derek whispered. Seriously, every one stopped and looked. 



Britney was welcomed with a big hug by one of the men dressed in a real nice suit so I followed her and did the same. There were lots of pictures being taken of us and I did my best to arch my back with my shoulders back and mimic as many of the hot babes at this party as I could. This was work. There were over 150 people there.



Promptly at 11PM, Britney was introduced and did two dance numbers. Derek was freaking amazing. He had all her great moves down just like the music videos. I worked the room and tried to make the guests feel special, always complimenting the women and always eyeing the men. 



Then there was this amazingly hot woman, maybe mid 30's with short cropped spikey hair, who kept checking me out.



Right after Britney stopped dancing, she came over and introduced herself. "Cassie, I'm Leigh. Derek has told me you might come. I have to say, you are lovelier than he described you."



I nicely shook her hand and replied quietly, "Leigh, I am so glad to meet you. I loved the way you looked at me the moment I got here. I was hoping Leigh was you."



Derek nodded to me and the two of us exited into the hallway. We headed down to her office and we chatted on the way. She was so nice. She was the Executive Vice President and had this wonderful office with desks, sofas, chairs, a conference room, massive floor to ceiling windows overlooking the city and her own bar. This was like on TV.



"I know we only have 30 minutes, so let me help you out of your dress. There is an outfit in the bathroom for you. And would you unzip me as well please?" I could sense her tone changing a bit.



I unzipped Leigh's dress from the back, and as she stepped out of it, I could not help but stare.



Earlier, I could not tell when she was in her halter dress, but she could not have been any more than a B cup, maybe even just an A. She was really muscular and was now wearing just her black panties.



She spoke in a deeper voice and asked, "Do you like what you see my Cassie?" 



Looking at her up and down, I quietly and seductively said, "Oh yes. And I want you so bad. Let me go change into something more comfortable."



I headed into her executive bathroom and there hanging on the door was a beautiful, Simone Perele black short nightgown and robe. I was changed in 5 minutes and fixed my make-up. 



When I came into the room, she was wearing a pair of jeans and wife beater shirt with no bra. And if I was not mistaken, there was a noticeable bulge in her pants where a cock would be. That was a dramatic change.



As she walked over, she stroked my breasts through the nightie, felt my nipples and asked, "Well my Cassie, are you getting excited wearing the new gift I worked so hard buying for you?" 



"Does it show?" I asked as I pressed my nipples up to her hands even more which were getting hard as she lightly rubbed them.



"I love it when I get you excited," she replied.



"I'm always excited when I'm with you," I whispered in a submissive type of way. 



She then began lightly squeezing my nipples through the nightie. Her hands were wonderful and I closed my eyes and sighed as she squeezed them tighter and tighter.



Instinctively I reached for hers and she lightly moaned as I returned the favor through her Tshirt, and then ran my hands down to her groin and rubbed her bulge. 



She began driving her pelvis against my hand and I pushed harder and harder against her. "Cassie, you know you want it girl."



Leigh was lightly stroking my arms and face with one hand while squeezing my nipples with her other. "Please don't stop," I whispered.



"You are so feminine my little Cassie. I love your breasts."



Then she suddenly stopped and said,



"Wait. What's that between your legs, young lady?"



I backed away quickly, trying to look embarrassed. 



"Nothing Leigh. I don't know what you're talking about."



"Cassie, have you been hiding something from me?"



She dropped to her knees and said, "So Cassie has a cock, does she? Let me see."



OK, that woke my fella up and as she slid my panties down to my ankles, she began kissing and nibbling on my cock. 



"Oh Leigh, I was so afraid you'd find out and not like me anymore."



"Cassie, I knew there was something special about you. You have a cock just like me."



"And it's a beautiful one at that," she said as she planted another kiss on it.



Leigh then took my entire cock right down her throat. She began playing with it with her tongue and cradled my balls with her hands. 



I was playing along as we went back and forth with our dialog, and she got more aggressive with her hands. By now my own hands were caressing her short hair and face. 



This continued and she reached behind me and began probing my hole with her moistened finger from her mouth. She went into me deeper and deeper, but ever so softly.



This was feeling real good and she knew she was getting me more excited. This was no longer role playing on my part.



She kept backing away with her mouth, allowing me to calm down and then taking me fully down her throat again and again.



"Oh Leigh, I can't hold out any more. This feels too good!!"



Then she said, "Then cum for me Cassie. Cum and fill my entire mouth like you have never done before."



Holding her head with her short hair was like holding a guy. I was now fantasizing that I was with Eric, and as I began to vigorously cum I said, "Leigh I want you in me so bad."



With each pulse of my cock in her mouth, she penetrated me deeper and deeper with her finger. My whole body was shaking. Instinctively, I leaned forward a little to let her finger in deeper. I was still cumming and did not want to stop. 



As I slowed down, she placed two fingers in me and was massaging me deeply inside. My legs were quivering and I needed to lean over even more. I was now resting on my arms on the corner of her desk just to balance. 



Leigh then moved behind me, continually probing and massaging me inside with her fingers. This brought back wonderful emotions and I was almost crying with pleasure as she went deeper and deeper.



"Do you like me in you Cassie?" 



I could barely get out a "Yes."



When she finally removed her fingers I slowly worked at getting myself upright. My head was spinning, but she was not done.



Leigh moved to in front of me on her knees and continued sucking my completely soft cock, almost making love to it. She kissed it repeatedly and licked it all over. "I so love your cock Cassie," she whispered.



I stood there in a daze as she continued. This was so unreal. 

I don't think she ever had an orgasm, but she loved doing what she was doing. Almost like a conquest. She had made me go off, and shake, and quiver, and that seemed the most important thing to her.



We both calmed down, never really hugged but we changed back to our holiday clothes and fixed our make-up.



Before we left her office, Leigh handed me her business card and said, "Cassie, I would really love to see you again for a much longer time if you would like. You are adorable. Chat with Derek and let's see what we can arrange."



She also picked up a Simone Perele bag and put the nightie in it. "And this is for you. It looked so cute on you, I want you to have it. Happy New Year!" That got a hug from me. 



Leigh and I entered the function hall as if nothing had taken place. I grabbed a bite to eat, had a sip of champagne and watched the ball drop on the large screen TV from Times Square. Before leaving, we hugged a few guys, had a few more pictures taken and I proudly carried my Simone Perele swag to the car.



"Here, this is from Leigh." Derek said as he handed me an envelope in the car. In it were two crisp $100 bills. 



"Did you like her?"



"I did. That was really erotic and exciting. It was tough creating dialogue on the fly but I think I did OK."



"OK? You did better than OK. She really liked you and told me you're a keeper. I've known her for a couple a years now and I've learned more from her than I believed was possible. She is a good playmate to stay in contact with. Plus she is very generous."



We returned to Jennifer's office, and I did a complete backwards make-over. It was sad changing back to Matt, reminding me of the closing scene from La Cage. But ending the year as Cassie was a dream come true. 



Earlier this year, I didn't even have a name. It had definitely been a game changing fall and I couldn't even imagine what the new year would bring.



Before we left Jennifer's place, I got a great selfie of me as Matt with Britney. No one would ever believe it otherwise.

Becoming Cassie Ch. 11

On New Year's Day, I slept late, real late. I was still trying to process the month of December. It was clearly a month I would not forget. I did a lot of daydreaming that day and watched TV with the family. I was pretty zoned out. New Year's Day simply came and went. 



My cell phone rang early the next day and I was asked to price out 2 different painting jobs from people I met at Jennifer's place leading up to her Open House. We agreed on some times to meet and they were eager to start their projects. 



I spent another lazy day at home with my brothers and sisters and just chilled...and daydreamed. Being Cassie kept invading my mind all day long. It was like the world was continuing to move ahead and I was just stuck in this one spot.



Then January 3rd came and I needed to wake up. I completed the SUV paperwork at the dealership, got my bank checks, and I picked up my fully paid for, new "used" RAV4. It was perfect, I loved it, and my spirits were lifted.



I took the family out for a drive right away and went to a Friendly's for a light afternoon lunch. Later that day, I proudly priced out the two jobs with driving my new SUV and got them both. One of the jobs I could start that Friday. 



Kate called later that afternoon and asked we could get together for a Saturday sleepover. It would be just me, her and Aunt Mary. She said Aunt Mary misses good ole Cassie, and I really needed someone to talk to.



On Friday, I started the first of the two jobs, doing a good job of prepping and priming, but dreaming all the while about being Cassie while working. I just came home that night and chilled with the family. The reality of the new year was settling in.



I was up early on Saturday, completed the finish painting, got paid a lot, dropped the supplies off back at home and did a few errands for mom. Having my own car was awesome. Later that afternoon I headed over to Aunt Mary's. 



On the way, Lisa Warren called and gave me an update on their trip and asked if I would be free a week from Thursday for a party at Cleopatra's house. I had forgotten all about that and promised I'd set aside some time. This was shaping up to be a busy January.



It was hard to believe that it had been nearly a month since I had seen Kate. She looked as beautiful and upbeat as ever. We chatted for a bit and Aunt Mary said, "Can we give you a few minutes to change or do you want to stay as Matt for a while?"



I didn't need much prodding as Cassie had been filing my mind almost continually. 



I changed into a casual Cassie, wearing a simple dress from the closet, my special necklace, and did my own make-up. When I stood up and looked at myself in the mirror, I gave this huge sigh of relief. "I was back," I said to myself.



When I came out smiling even Aunt Mary said, "You look so much more happier and comfortable Cassie." She gave me a big hug.



As I sat down, I tucked my dress underneath me, something I had not done for a while. It felt so good, and natural.



I had a chance to enjoy a cup of tea with them and then Kate asked, "So, do you two want to see some of the pictures from the Holiday Bash?"



Aunt Mary said, "I would love to. I told Kate I only wanted to see them when you were here."



We sat on either side of Kate and must have looked at a hundred pictures on her iPad. They were wonderful and brought back real good memories. Kate reminded me of so many names that I had forgotten.



"Cassie, you looked like you were having so much fun. What was it like?" Aunt Mary asked.



"If I had to sum it up in one phrase, I think it would have to be that I felt like I really belonged there. Just like I feel when I'm here."



"Did you have any problems up there?"



"Not really. I had a few guys at the dance make some tranny comments under their breath and had a few girls make unflattering remarks, but really, it wasn't bad at all."



After over an hour of looking at them, Aunt Mary said, "I was hoping the three of us could go out for dinner, just to change the setting. Are you two up for that?"



"Of course," we both said almost at the same time. We put on our jackets and headed out. 



Kate said "This is one of Mom's favorite places." It wasn't fancy and everyone there seemed to know her and stopped by to say hi to Kate and welcome me. I was beginning to feel more comfortable again and talked openly with the wait staff and her friends that stopped by.



After a wonderful dinner we arrived at home and Aunt Mary excused herself. This left Kate and myself alone in the kitchen to talk. 



After a while, Kate brought her iPad out again, logged onto the school site and said cautiously, 



"So Cassie, tell me about Eric. I must have missed that whole thing. I started looking at the hundreds of pictures posted to the school website and I put together a timeline."



"Here's you and Eric dancing. Very close and very romantic." (Oh yeah, I had my head on his shoulder.)



"Here is one of you two getting punch, and here's another of you two out on the porch looking at the stars. Sigh...so even more romantic."



"And here's one of your two leaving the dance, and then an hour later you two coming back...all smiles and wearing a jacket you did not have when you left."



"So," as she flipped her iPad over, "tell me about Eric."



A little embarrassed I said, "I like him. He seemed really nice and I thought we connected while I was on campus."



"Cassie, is it "like him", or is it "really like him"?"



"I think it's really like him."



Kate smiled a little and asked, "So, does Cassie have a boyfriend?"



"I'm not sure I'd call him a boyfriend, but I think I really enjoyed being with him."



"Being with him? Like being with him, being with him? Or just being with him?"



OK, this was awkward. "I guess the first one. This is so new to me...you know, someone liking me as Cassie and him knowing that I am not a genetic girl."



"That must make you feel good. I don't know exactly what to say, but I think I should say I'm so happy for you."



"Thank you for at least saying that. It's tough for me to process."



"Well, did you know Eric's interning next week at a company in the city, and he's been texting me every couple of days and asking about you, like, how's Cassie, say hi to Cassie for me, you know, that kind of stuff."



"That's what got me snooping through the pictures. Do you want to try and get together with him?"



This really threw me for a loop. I knew he said he was interning, but not around here.



"I think so. Kate, do you like him, you know, as a person?"



"He's probably one of the nicest guys on campus." 



"That's encouraging at least."



"And I know he dated Vera a little, but that is so on again off again."



"He did mention that to me as well."



"Would you want me to see what his schedule is like next week and maybe we could do a double date or something like that."



"I think I'd like that. Let me think about it, but I know it's going to be yes."



"Oh, and after the bash did you get out as Cassie again?"



"Only once, for New Year's Eve. It's a long story."



"Hey, we've got nothing but time tonight."



I then said, "Let me tell you by pictures. I've set up a site on Flickr for pictures that I've called "Cassie's Corner." Do you want to see them?"



She immediate logged back on her iPad and I went to my site. 



I began my G rated story of the Warrens and showed her my first pictures they took of me in a fancy gown that was like Lisa's. I showed her some of just myself and then some of me with the Warrens. This at least gave Kate a face for the Warrens in the story. The pictures were real nice and nothing racy about them. 



"Wow, she's real pretty and he's a good looking guy. Are they as nice as they look?"



"They are. And I like being around them as both Matt and Cassie." 



I then told the Halloween story, complete with me stepping outside and meeting Scott. Kate loved me as Alice and thought everyone's costumes, while a bit erotic, were actually quite fun. After all, it was Halloween.



Then I showed my New Year's Eve pictures as runway Cassie with the sexy curves and make-up, and that amazing hair. There were pictures of Britney and me hamming it up, but it didn't look that way unless you told the back story. They were pretty steamy.



"And you say Britney is a guy named Derek?" she asked.



"Yes, and Derek was Marilyn as well." And I scrolled back to those pictures.



"Wow," was all she could say. Kate was quiet and stunned. 



"Cassie, you look so different in all of these."



There was no question. I looked so different with an auburn wig, and then my Alice wig and then the model runway wig. She kept scrolling through them, back and forth.



"You look so...so...adult."



"Well, remember when we went out shopping with the girls? I thought I looked more grown up when I tried on all those elegant dresses. It's just that you were there with me then."



"That's true. And you did have "fun" with us. I'm sorry for the comment. I feel like a big sister watching out for my little sister."



"I understand, and Kate, the people I am with here like me as well and know me as both Matt and Cassie."



As we sat looking at the pictures, almost as we had done only just three months ago, Kate asked, "Have you ever said anything to your mom or family?"



"No, not a word. I'm not sure how to even start, or even if I want to at this time."



She continued, "You know, there was a time when only my mom knew about your crossdressing." 



"Life seemed so simple back then," I said quietly.



"Then after mom's 50th party in October, I knew for sure. Then we found out that the Warren's who you babysat knew. And seeing these pictures, I guess they really knew."



She continued, "So one person became two, and two became four. Then Bridget, Maura and Parul were added to the list."



And then I added, "And Jennifer who did my make-up for the Halloween party knows and now Derek who was Marilyn and Britney, and the Allison the photographer and Jennifer's other business associates, and Rachael who did my make-up New Year's Eve knows."



Kate continued, "Add all my friends at college who are on Facebook know, and now all their friends know."



"I think it's just a matter of time that who knows your mom or family is going to know that I have a cousin Matt that looks a lot like Cassie."



"I think you need to have a conversation with your mom," Kate said.



"I think I need to have a conversation with myself first. I'm not sure where I want to go with this."



"Kate, whenever I'm dressed as Matt, I can't wait to be Cassie. Ever since New Year's Eve, I've just been waiting for the chance to dress. Sometimes it's all I think about. And it's not just a sexual thing. I just want to be Cassie."



"And when I'm dressed as Cassie, I just want to stay as Cassie."



That night I did not sleep well. All my thoughts first focused on what to say to my mom and family, if anything at all at this time. Then my thoughts then jumped over to possibly being with Eric, and then back to my family. 



Realistically, I could not hide this much longer, but I needed to think and talk this through more. 



Thankfully, morning finally came. I did get some sleep but it was not restful. I showered first, changed into a pair of jeans and cute top, my necklace and put on some light make-up. Aunt Mary was already up and had a light snack for us and some good hot coffee.



"You're up earlier than I expected," she said with nice smile and a big hug. "College girls tend to sleep in longer."



As I quietly sipped my coffee with her, she said,



"Cassie, you seem a bit distance this morning."



"I've got a few things going through my mind right now, but I'm so happy to be here with you and Kate."



Kate was still asleep so I asked, "Aunt Mary, does Kate have a boyfriend? She never talks it."



"Not right now. I'll let her tell you her own story, but it was a tough freshman year for her due to all the freedom she had. I think she's taking a bit of a timeout from any relationships at the moment and she's happier for it."



"Cassie, is that what's on your mind, a boy?"



"Yes and no. It's hard to put into words, but there was this one boy at the college that liked me for who I was, and I think I liked him as well. Aunt Mary, I've even had a dream and he was in it."



"Ah, the dream sequences. Every girl's dilemma."



In her wisdom, Aunt Mary shared. "When I was younger, all I wanted to do was marry this one boy in my class. That was my fantasy and I dreamt about him a lot at night. The dreams even were acted out in my day to day life as I thought about him all the time."



And then she whispered, "And at times, at night before I fell asleep, I even pretended that he was with me in bed."



That was a little conversation stopper. All I could say was, "Really?"



"Yes, I did. And he was an amazing lover," she whispered.



I got what she was saying and smiled a bit, and she smiled back and gave a little shrug of her shoulders. 



"As it turned out, I dated him once or twice and he was an absolute jerk. I just wanted my fantasy guy back. I wish I had never dated him."



"Cassie, I don't know how involved you are with this boy, nor do I need to know. I just know that you need to find these things out for yourself."



"Plus, I don't know where your journey as Cassie is going to take you. It's one thing dressing up and enjoying all the fun girl stuff like shopping, meeting Kate's friends and making your own, and even dating."



"It's another saying, I want to be Cassie all the time and all the implications that that entails with your friends and family.. But you owe it to yourself to find out if that's what you want."



Kate finally staggered into the kitchen in a real cute, but simple cotton nightie. She gave me a nice hug and then her mom.



"Damn girl, how can you look so nice so early," she said to me.



"I have such nice clothes to wear, that's how. And let me know when you don't want that nightie you're wearing anymore." 



That got a smile from her and she reached down and pulled it up over her head.



"Katherine Marie!" her mom shouted.



"Mom, it's not like she hasn't seen my boobs before," she said as she lowered it back down.



Collecting herself, Aunt Mary said, "If it wasn't so cold and raw outside, I'd say let's go for a walk, but how about us going out to brunch instead? There's a real nice one at the Marriott and I called earlier and got an 11AM sitting."



Kate yawned, and while grabbing a cup of coffee chimed in, "Sounds good. Let's all dress up a little and turn some heads. What do you say?"



We arrived at the Marriott and it was so good we had reservations. We still had a good 15 minute wait and I actually enjoyed standing in heels looking nice all dressed up. 



While we were sipping sparkling cider as we waited, Aunt Mary said,



"Cassie, your posture is so much better than I remembered. Have you been practicing?"



"More so than you'd imagine," I replied as I watched myself in one of the mirrors.



We were finally seated and the brunch was amazing with all kinds of specialty stations throughout the room.



As I walked around the various buffet stations, I was very aware of my walking as well and Kate came up to me and said quietly, "Cassie, where did you learn that?"



"Learn what?"



"How to walk that way?"



"Derek. He told me to watch ladies and mimic what they do. See that lady over there, I've been watching her. I love the way she moves though the buffet, not really sexy but definitely attractive."



"Well, it fits you well and you've turned a few heads. I like this Derek guy."



"I promise, you can meet him someday. He's a great guy."



As brunch continued I couldn't help but watch all the families come in. Sitting beside us was a young mom and dad with their little girl all dressed up with a bow in her hair. 



"They look so happy together," I said. 



Then later I added, "There are lots of young families here".



Kate then leaned and quietly added, "Mom, I think Cassie has a boyfriend." 



"She told me already."



"You did? You're sharing boy secrets with mom already? I thought only I got to do that."



"Well, you can share your own boy stories with Cassie. She's not hearing them from me. And you're not hearing hers from me either."



But then Aunt Mary leaned in and whispered, "Kate, did Cassie tell you she was pregnant?"



"What??"



"Just kidding. Just making sure you were listening."



Aunt Mary then turned to me, held my hand and said, "Cassie, whatever your choices are, the time for having a family is much later on in life. Don't grow up to fast on us. Tomorrow has its own worries." 



She was right. I was beating myself up trying to figure out all these tough life decisions when all I really should be wanting is to find out where that happy mom next to us got her gorgeous dress. Cassie, get your priorities straight!



So the next time the mom beside us got up, I did too and I stood behind her at the omelet station. While waiting I asked, "Excuse me, I love your dress. May I ask where you got it?'



"Thank you so much. I just got it at Ann Taylor." Now I felt like my old self. 



"And yours?" she asked.



"Talbots. But I got it last fall.



"It is so you. I saw you earlier and I think you made an excellent choice. Good for you girl."



That lifted my spirits, but I still loved how happy the three of them looked.



As we were leaving the buffet, an even larger crowd was still waiting for their sitting. After the large party at Kate's college, I had no trouble walking by them, until I came nearly face to face for a second with someone I recognized. It was Scott, the Warrens' neighbor who I met in the parking lot on Halloween night.



In that split second, I must have looked a little startled at first, almost wanting to say hi, but then quickly composed myself as we continued walking by. 



As I glanced back, I saw he was holding the hand of a little girl. I know he didn't recognize me because I was in costume that night, but just seeing him flooded me with emotions in those brief seconds.



By now the sun was baking off the raw drizzle of the morning and we walked around the grounds of the hotel for a while before heading back. It was so peaceful being out.



I stayed at Aunt Mary's until the late afternoon. Kate and I chatted about her friends, new clothes and left all the heavy discussions aside until she got a text from Eric moments before I changed to leave.



"Cassie. Eric is available this Tuesday night. He asked if maybe you and I could meet him and one of his coworkers for dinner."



Silence.



"It's what you wanted, isn't it?"



I nodded and said, "Tell him yes.



+++++++++



As I headed home that Sunday from Aunt Mary's in my new RAV4, I made a call.



"Hey Derek, this is Matt. Do you have a little time this week for lunch. I've got a few questions I want to ask you."



I got a call back within 15 minutes and he said, "Hey Matt, so glad you called. I have a bachelorette party coming up this Thursday night and was wondering if you be interested in coming. These are the fun ones I was telling you about." 



"That night's open. I'm driving right now, but what would I need to do?"



"I'm going to be Britney and you can be the same Cassie you were for New Year's Eve. I have a 9PM show for them and we will be out by 10PM. Probably 15 girls or so, maybe a few mom's and aunt's, hard to tell."



"Should I do anything to prepare? This is going to be different I'm sure."



"Absolutely, here's what I do. Try and think of what makes two girls hot when they are together on screen. Like, when two girls look at each other and you just know they are going to kiss, their eyes dart left and right, up and down."



"Right, I've noticed that."



"And, they keep their mouths open a bit, like they're having an orgasm by just looking at each other."

Laughing I said, "Oh yeah, I know exactly what you mean."



"And the hardest part for me is how they like to stand so close to each other and like to lightly touch each other."



"OK, got it. I will work on that. What time?"



"Can you be at Jennifer's around 7:30? I can do your make-up and then we can head out. It's only 10 minutes away. Oh, and what did you want to ask me?"



"It can wait. See you then."



++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++



Monday and Tuesday were good work days, but I kept dreaming of Tuesday night with Eric. It had been over a month and did my dreams exaggerate reality? Would he feel the same way?



I got over to Kate's around 5:00 and started to change over. Since Eric was coming from work, I decided on one of Kate's nicer dark dresses. This would be a nice contrast from the red Holiday Bash dress. Kate looked great as well. 



We pulled up to the restaurant and Eric was there waiting with his coworker Justin. Nerves kicked right in and Kate came up beside me as we exited the car. 



"Cassie, don't worry, you look wonderful and everything will be perfect. And who knows, maybe you'll get lucky!"



"And if you do, I'll disappear and will leave the door open for you," and she squeezed my arm.



After the introductions and a professional hug from Eric, we made our way in. Eric and Justin talked about their jobs and how much fun the internship was. I was so jealous of them, and kept asking them all kinds of questions. They loved talking about themselves and their jobs.



After dinner, Kate sensed that Eric and I wanted to be alone and paired up with Justin as we walked around the downtown area and chatted. 



"So the company puts you up for a week? That's a nice internship."



"It is, but because it's an unpaid internship, they needed to do something I guess. And if it all works out well, I might get a paid one this summer."



In a bold move he said, "Would you like to see my place for the week? It's quite nice."



I think the way I was hanging on his arm, it was clear that I did. It was only a short drive from the restaurant. We said an awkward goodnight to Kate and Justin and headed over to his car. It was kind of like, "We're going to have sex now...goodnight."  



The place was like a nice apartment complex rather than a hotel. We walk into this real nice courtyard that led to his room. "I think this would be a great place to sit around a fire pit if it wasn't so cold," he said.



With my head on his shoulder all I could think of it would be nice to sit anywhere with you, but replied with, "Yes, that would be romantic, especially if we were by ourselves."



The closer we got to the room, the closer we got to each other. Going into a hotel type room was a little strange at first, but the room was not just a room but a mini-suite complete with a separate little living area and kitchen. "This is like an apartment," I said as I walked around the unit.



Time passed quickly with him and I really don't remember all the things he was saying to me about his job, but I loved just sitting there next to him while he held my hand.



Finally, the words I wanted to hear woke me up..."Cassie, I really missed you this past month."



It wasn't a sexual comment but a genuine one. I was now eagerly listening to every word.



He continued, "When we met at the school, I thought that there was something special about you but then discounted it because of the excitement of event, us getting together later that night, and finals coming. But as the days went on, you were still there in my mind."



"Eric, I felt the same way," I said while looking at him with the biggest of eyes.



"That's a relief. I thought it was just me."



"But don't you date other girls, you know, genetic girls, on campus? Why me?"



"That is a question I don't have an answer for. There was just this connection and I have trouble explaining it even to myself let alone to anyone else."



"I do too. I just know I want to be with you." And then I asked, 



"But what about Vera?"



"I've dated Vera a couple of times, but seriously, it was only about the sex after the first time. She's nice and all, but I'm not sure it will be an ongoing thing. We are not a couple if that's what you mean."



"It's kind of what I mean. I'm not good with understanding this relationship stuff, especially with a guy." (Oh, that was awkward.)



"And we don't have to. Cassie, can we just enjoy our time together tonight? I mean, I don't think we are going to do anything to solve the world's problems tonight."



"I'm sorry. I have been thinking about us for so long that all these random thoughts keep jumping out."



"I know, I feel the same way. Let's just give it some time, agreed?"



"Yes, agreed," and I gave him a kiss and a hug.



"Can I get you a soda or something?" he asked.



As he got up I followed him just to change the venue a bit. "May I take off my heels? They're fun to wear, but not for 4 hours."



"Sure. I can't even imagine it." Now I could stand in front of him and look up at him for a change. It made it easier for me to give him a hug as we just stood there. I could feel his cock hardening through his pants. 



"OK, no more talking," I whispered as I pulled my body even closer to his.



We never drank the soda, and I lead him into the bedroom. For next hour we made love. There was no awkwardness now. Eric kissed me like he had done at his dorm. My eyes darted as his hands began to squeeze me all over. 



It was so nice, we were making out with our clothes on and I was getting real excited. I loved feeling his hands running up and down my dress as he kept holding me in his arms. 



I led him over to the nice chair beside his bed and straddled him as I continued kissing him. Then within minutes, he reached behind me and began unzipping my dress. It felt so good to have him disrobe me. 



Feeling the dress come off over my shoulders and begin to fall off me was so sensual. Now my hair could softly fall on my shoulders and I felt like everything was in moving in slow motion.



After a few minutes I stood up and stepped out of the dress and carefully draped it over the dresser. He came up from behind me, reached around me and squeezed my breasts. I loved watching him do that in the dresser mirror.



I watched his reflection as he moved my hair aside and kissed my neck and then my shoulders. I was not only aroused but felt so wanted.



Our pace picked up as I turned around and unbuttoned his shirt. I continued giving and receiving quick little kisses. By the time I had his shirt off, I could feel his cock pressing hard against me through his trousers. 



I undid his belt and then knelt down as I slid off his pants and underpants down. "I have missed you so much," I whispered and immediately took his entire cock in my mouth. 



I had been longing for this so much. I so wanted every inch of it in my mouth and even that it wasn't enough. I was reaching around him with my arms and pulling his ever hardening cock deeper and deeper into my throat.



But, I needed to slow down. I was not going to make it through the next 5 minutes at this pace. Still in my black bra and panties, I led him to the bed and put my head on his chest while I played with his cock with my free hand.



"Eric, tell me what you like."



"Right now, this is perfect. I love your soft touch."



"Like this?" I asked as I played with the tip of his cock and slid his precum over it.



"Cassie, you always seem to know what I love."



With that as encouragement, I played with him a bit longer then straddled him cowgirl style, and slid his cock behind me. "Comfy?, I asked as I sat on his stomach and playfully kissed him



"This is so nice," he said as he reached up and caressed my breasts through the bra. That caused me to stretch up even more and push back against his cock.



I kept leaning over and kissing him and then sitting up, reaching behind me and playing his the head of his penis.



"Cassie, I want to be inside you so bad," he whispered. 



"Eric, I've been dreaming of having you inside me...again."



I rolled over in the bed and he cuddled up behind me. Eric then slid my panties down a bit and began lightly pressing his cock into me. With his precum he began to try to penetrate me a bit, but I was not ready.



"Give me a minute, hun," I asked. 



I reached over for my purse and took some lotion. As I went to use it he said, "Let me."



The smell of vanilla only added to the sensation and before long his finger slowly began massaging me. 



"Oh...oh...that feels wonderful."



I just was lying there on my side with now two of his fingers inside me.



There was no rush. I was enjoying every minute of this, no, every second of it. "Cassie, you feel so soft," as he kissed my shoulders and arms while still massaging me.



"Eric, I feel so alive when you are in me."



Eric, now sensing I was ready, placed the lotion on his own cock and helped me into a kneeling position. He slid in so much easier than the first time. There were no stages this time. 



"Oh...Eric," I moaned. I knew his feel and eagerly moved to accept all of him. 



"I love it when you are in me," I said softly as he began slowly driving his cock back and forth into me. 



Eric began increasing is pace and I could now enjoy the warmth of his penis inside me. "Oh Cassie..." He moaned as his penis began pulsing, shooting cum deep inside me.



"Please, please don't stop," I cried as I pushed back on him harder and harder. Having him inside me felt so...belonging. I knew he was done but he stayed in me as long as he could and then he slowly slid out. 



As he rolled over on the bed, I went into the bathroom, got him a nice warm wet towel and hand cloth and cleaned him up. He just laid there motionless and moaned softly as I gently washed him and showered his soft penis with kisses.



As he rested, I cleaned myself up and did a major make-up overhaul. 



I crept back into the bedroom, slowly got dressed and checked myself out in the mirror from a couple different angles. I really loved how this dress looked on me, especially in the soft glow of the evening lights. I was still horny, but it could wait.



When I was ready I moved back to the bed and gave Eric a kiss on his cheek.



"Eric," I whispered, "I have to leave. I so wish I could sleep with you tonight and be here beside you when you wake up." 



I kissed him again on his cheek, and then his neck and his back.



I sat down on the bed and started putting on my strap heels.



"Eric, I need a ride back to Kate's." I whispered again.



Finally he cuddled up to me and said, "Just trying to savor the time with you. I just love watching you get dressed. I could get used to that." 



"You were awake?", I asked as I lightly hit him.



He playfully grabbed me and kissed me one more time.



"Eric, are you excited again?" I asked as I slid my hands down to his hardening cock. 



"Sorry, Cassie, I've got it real bad for you."



Even though I was tender in my butt, my mouth was fine. Equally as playful, I began lightly kissing his cock and taking more of it into my mouth.



"Can't you stay?" he asked. 



Taking a break from sucking his cock, I looked up and said, "No silly, I can't stay. Not this time. But there will be others. I promise."



I gave his cock one more, deep swallow and then a light kiss.



Reluctantly he got dressed and took me back to Kate's. We had a great talk, shifting right back to work and economics, and I actually loved it. 



I practically skipped up the walkway to Aunt Mary's house...the same walkway I was petrified walking on just two months ago. Cassie, you've come a long way. 



When I arrived in, the house was quiet and everyone was asleep. I was expecting to have to give Kate a full accounting, but was so glad that could wait until morning. I was tired, and still horny. 



As I got ready for bed, I went through the drawers of nighties and decided on the one sexy black nightie Aunt Mary warned me about to play in right now and the cute lavender one to sleep in. 



I quietly carried them down to the bathroom, and as I slid the black one on before removing my make-up, I quickly realized how bad I needed to masturbate. My cock was still practically purple underneath the spanx. 



My make-up was still working and the black nightie just fell perfectly, lightly caressed my breasts. I could not believe that this was one of Kate's nighties.



Slowly I began massaging my nipples and they got harder and harder. The little tuck of my cock into the sheer black panties was no longer working and I slowly began stroking it, just as if Eric was inside me. In my mind, I could still feel him in me pushing deeper and deeper, and it was wonderful.



I so wanted to wear this nightie next time he and I were together, and began dreaming that instead of me having a cock, that Eric could come inside my vagina. I was squeezing my nipples so hard with my other hand I nearly cried. I could feel him exploding inside me again as I came all over the sink.



My legs went weak and my upper body was trembling all over. I stayed there watching myself in the mirror and imagined what it would be like to wake up with him in the morning. Would it be everything I imagined? 



I slowly removed the nightie and then the make-up and started the process of showering. I had a lot to clean up and was hoping the long shower would not wake anyone up. The lavender nightie was a perfect choice and I had a nice restful sleep.



++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++



I had two full days of work ahead of me and then the Bachelorette Party that Thursday night, so I got up at 8AM, had coffee with Aunt Mary in my Matt mode, gave her an abridged version of the night and promised I would be back. Kate never woke up but Aunt Mary said she sleeps forever these days and would update her.



The next two days were uneventful, just painting, making money, daydreaming and waiting for the Thursday night Bachelorette Party with Derek.
