What have I done... (3)

 (cont’d)
I stood there while Sarah slowly looked me up and down I was conscious she kept looking at my cleavage and then to my rounded hips and for a moment I regretted choosing the clothes I had.  Perhaps, I thought, I should have toned it down for a first appearance!

“Well, is there any man left in you, because I can’t see any” she fired at me angrily.

“I am... I just don’t look like one”

“You don’t feel like one though do you?  I mean, just look at the way you’re standing, you’re certainly not acting like one” Without thinking I had rested a hand on my hip while I had been stood there.  A very girly pose but it just felt comfier
“Not right at this moment I guess I don’t” I admitted, “I am still a man though and happy to stay one”
“Well you are going to struggle if your hips and especially your tits grow any larger” Sarah retorted.  “What size are you now?”
“I am a full 36 C and a size 14/16 on top and size 12 at my waist”

“They’re figures most women would kill for” Sarah replied “and the challenge for you is going to be looking like a man”
“Well you met my challenge – you don’t look pathetic.  I just don’t know where this leaves us though.  You better get me a drink, I bloody need one!”

Desperate to please I quickly tottered off to the kitchen and poured out 2 big glasses of wine.
Coming back into the lounge I was conscious I didn’t want to lean towards Sarah and expose my cleavage, but also didn’t want to bend over away from her which would highlight my rounded arse.

“It’s not easy hiding your feminine curves is it?” Sarah said noticing my discomfort.

“No love” I answered.

“So, what do I call you?”

“I call myself Nicky when I’m dressed” I admitted still feeling very awkward.

“Okay Nicky, do you have any average clothes or are they all from the ‘hey boys, look at what I’ve got’ section”

“No it’s all pretty dressy to be honest, nothing really casual”

“Well you can’t stay dressy all the time so tomorrow, as it’s Saturday, you can put on the most casual outfit you’ve got and go and get some different clothes”

“I can’t go out dressed, I’ve never done that before I’d be scared stiff!” I protested.

“You should have thought about that before you grew some tits, shouldn’t you” Sarah snapped back.  I was stuck.

The following morning I dressed in a pair of stretch jeans, long black boots, a vest top with lace trim and stretch v-neck cardigan.  It was the most casual I could find but even then I couldn’t help notice how much it showed off all my new curves.  I put on some light day foundation, a bit of eyeliner, mascara and a pink lipstick in an attempt to keep the look understated

“Well look at you” Sarah commented as I walked into the kitchen.  “You know, not only have your hips and tits grown but you’re arms, legs and whole frame have really thinned out as well.”
These days my appetite was tiny so we both had a small breakfast and before long Sarah was pushing me out of the door complete with a fully stocked handbag slung on my shoulder and car keys in my hand.

It was broad daylight and here I was, Nicky, walking down my drive.  God was I scared!  The security of climbing into the car relaxed me a little and I set off for a shopping centre far enough away not to see anyone I might know.  Having reached the car park the situation took control of me, I sat there unable to get out.  Afraid of being so exposed to the world I couldn’t do it, I drove back to the house and quickly went inside.
“What the hell do you think you are doing” Sarah asked, surprised at my quick return.

“I couldn’t go through with it” I tried to explain, “I just couldn’t do it”

“Oh you are such a bloody wimp!”  “You were brave enough to give yourself a womans body so you can bloody well get used to it!”

“Right I’ve had enough, go and try and make yourself a man, if that’s still possible, and we’ll go out together” 

“Thanks love” I mumbled and scuttled upstairs, stripped off, cleaned off my make up and put on the baggiest clothes I could find.  Sarah was right though, even like this if you looked closely, or were looking for it, you could possibly guess what was hiding underneath.
“Come on ‘Nicky’ we’ve got to get going” Sarah shouted.  Her tone had certainly changed.  

As soon as we got to the shopping centre, she jumped out and started striding over to the shops.  I rushed along behind her “Why have we come to this centre?” I asked.

“So no one will know us, I can’t have people realising what my husband is and what you have done to yourself” she snapped, adding pointedly ”and I will do anything to protect what people think of me” 

“So, if you can’t come back with a range of outfits I will drag you round the shops myself and make it very clear to everyone, you are nothing more than a man trying to be a girl”

“You can’t do that!” I protested.
“And what are you going to do about it heh?”  “I suppose I could just leave you to struggle more and more with your little dressy outfits... do you want that?”
“No love, sorry” I was beaten

The first shop was a lingerie store and, true to her word, Sarah walked in and asked me which bras and knickers I liked and what size I thought would fit me best.  Trying to keep my voice down I said probably a 36C but possibly 36D and size 12 knickers.  “Well you’re not allowed to try the knickers on but you should try both bra sizes, pick out some you like and I’ll get an assistant” she calmly replied.
I was aware that some staff and customers had heard our conversation and were huddled talking and grinning at me.  I picked out a few sets in different colours and styles while Sarah brought someone over.
“Is is okay of he tries on a few bras he’s not sure if he’s still a C cup or has filled out to a D?”  She asked the assistant in front of me.  “That’s fine” she replied “they are all separate cubicles in the fitting rooms”

“Perhaps you could measure him to be sure, would that be okay?” Sarah added, slightly taken aback the assistant agreed. 

“Now look you’ve picked out all the pretty ones but you’ll need some strapless and t-shirt ones as well you silly girl!” she scolded me, much to the amusement of everyone who was now listening.

After a while we had a full selection for me to try on.  The assistant followed us into the cubicle and watched as I took off my jumper and unhooked the bra I had on underneath.
“You have good firm shape which you should be able to keep, as long as you keep them properly supported.” the assistant commented.  “You’re probably too big to go braless for too long a period, but that shouldn’t stop you trying a few strapless numbers. I’ve got to say it looks much more natural to grow your own than have implants”

“Thanks”

Having measured me, she agreed I was bordering a D cup and certainly if I expected any more growth would be best buying these.  “I think he’s probably expecting his boobs to grow a bit more, aren’t you” Sarah asked
“I don’t know how big they’re going to grow to so, yes, probably” I answered.
“Right get yourself dressed and I’ll meet you at the till” with that Sarah and the assistant left me.

When I got there, there was a bit of queue with Sarah at the front “crikey you took your time getting dressed, well they’re your underwear so you’re paying” she said as everyone looked at me.

The rest of the shopping trip followed the same routine with Sarah asking me which clothes I would like, which colours and styles would suit me.  Occasionally telling me that some would show off a lot of my cleavage and asking each store whether I could try on the clothes to see if they fitted properly.  Despite her best efforts the only outfit I wasn’t allowed to try on was a bikini she had insisted I should get.

But I quickly realised the worst was yet to come as we walked up to the cosmetics counters.  Sarah had me sit at the counter at the front of the store while she and the assistant asked me about my skin, my complexion and what colours would suit me best.  When this was agreed she then arranged for the assistant to give me a makeover to test the results.  There was nowhere to hide and so I sat there as people walked past pointing and grinning as the assistant applied foundation, eyeliner, mascara, lipstick – the full works!
“That really suits you, don’t you think?” she asked when it was completed.

“I’m not sure, it just looks strange on me like this”

“You know, you’re right your hair needs a good styling” she quickly agreed with a smile.

“Pay the lady for your make up we’re off to the hair stylists” she promptly added as she headed for the door.

I paid as quickly as I could and caught her up as she walked out.  Now fully made up and with the hints of my curves under my clothes we walked the full length of the centre and into the hairstylists.
“Do you have any appointments, he wants a restyle into something feminine” Sarah announced at reception.  The young girl nearly fell of her stool, recovered herself and said she would check with her manager.

“I could fit something in now if that suits you” the manager confirmed and in no time at all I was having my hair washed ready to be cut.  

My appearance was now causing quite a stir in the shop as customers and staff realised that, here was a man in full make up, with a feminine shape but in male clothes, now having his hair cut into a feminine style.

The manager gave me a selection of magazines and asked which style I would like.  Sarah again took over the conversation and talked through the merits of highlights, colours and extensions.  Finally we were left with a few options all of which, despite my best efforts, were very feminine.  We finally agreed on a layered style which just reached my shoulders and had streaked highlights in.
After plenty of cutting, styling and colouring, my hair was eventually finished.  Looking in the mirror the combination of make up and hairstyle now gave me a very feminine look, even in my male clothes!

“That goes with your make up – you must be really pleased” Sarah called across the salon to utter embarrassment, adding “Now Nicky be a good girl and hurry up”.  Again I paid as quickly as I could and we left the salon.
There was no hiding as we walked back along the centre to the car park, Sarah noticed this and linked my arm in the way that two girlfriends would do.  She was obviously enjoying my humiliation.  After what seemed an age we eventually got back to the car and started the drive home.

“You enjoyed that didn’t you” I asked.

“I did in the end, it was fun watching people trying to work out whether you were a girl or a bloke.  I wanted to teach you that if you had done what I asked in the first place it would have been far easier for you.  It was good to get some of my own back for what you have done.  Although I still have more to come for you MY GIRL”

“Anyway, I bet you’ve fantasised about having a makeover and your hair styled haven’t you?”

“Only as a fantasy not as a reality” I replied glumly.  Inside I couldn’t wait to get in front of the mirror, play with my hair and try on my new outfits.  But I sure as hell wasn’t going to tell her.

Once back home we had dinner and a few drinks.  “Right I haven’t seen your new bikini yet so let’s see how it looks”

“Tell me when to look” Sarah said as she sat on the bed with her eyes closed.  I stripped off and put the bikini on.  
Looking in the mirror I adjusted the straps so my boobs looked nicely rounded and messed with new hair style to get the right effect.  The bikini really enhanced my now curvy waist and full hips and the look was starting to really turn me on but instead of hardening my cock I found my nipples starting to go erect.  This was really strange but felt fantastic, the slightest movement of the top against my nipples sending shudders through my body, I moaned softly to myself.  

Gathering my thoughts I pushed my balls back up inside my body and pulled my limp cock hard back so my outline looked like a girl’s pussy.
“Right I’m ready” I said as I turned round to find Sarah looking at me.

“You enjoyed that didn’t you” she asked with a smile.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I heard your little moan and I can see your nipples from here” she added.  “And I noticed it did nothing for your cock which you’ve managed to virtually get rid of, I might add”

I blushed madly.

“Come here and let me show you how it feels for a woman.”  As I sat down next to her on the bed she pulled me on to my back.  “Just lie there close your eyes and try and relax,” I did as I was told.  Sarah gently rubbed and tweaked my already erect nipples I couldn’t help letting out a quiet moan reacted by gently rocking my boobs against her touch – this was heaven.
Next she glided one of her hands down my stomach and ran it between my legs and along the edge of my bikini bottoms, letting her nail gently scratch inside the material.  This was the strangest feeling and without thinking I opened my legs slightly.  As I did I felt her hand probe down the front of my knickers, ignore my limp cock and carry on through to my arse.  Without stopping she started to probe my hole, gently pushing her finger inside me.
“That’s a bit painful” I whispered as I pulled away.
“Okay we can solve that” she answered, “Wait there”

In no time she was back with some gel “This will help” She was quickly back in my knickers, with her gelled fingers pushing back inside me.  Again I automatically widened my legs and arched my back as she played with my nipples and pushed inside me.

“Does that feel good?” she whispered in to my ear.

“Oh yes” I smiled

“How about now?” she asked as I felt something enormous pushing in to my hole.
“Oh my god!!” I gasped “what the hell is that!”

“That, Nicky, is what a cock feels like inside you, now relax and enjoy” Sarah replied

Looking down between my legs I could she had pushed a dildo inside.  She didn’t stop pushing harder and harder, while constantly tweaking at my nipples.  

Gradually I managed to relax and started to enjoy the sensation more and more.  I could what felt like a completely new type of orgasm start to rush over me.  As it built in intensity I twisted and bucked pushing my boobs in to her hands and grabbing her hand as she pushed the dido inside.  Eventually my soft cock came in my knickers and I slumped in to the bed.

“Well you’re not a virgin anymore” Sarah smiled as she walked in to the bathroom to wash her dildo “and this can be yours from now on.  I’m not putting that back inside me now it’s been in you” she added.
I lay there thinking “Shit, I let myself get carried away.  What is she going to do...”

I didn’t have long to find out...  “Get yourself a shower and glammed up, we’re going out, and looking like you do I don’t want people thinking your my husband.  So until we figure out what can be done you’re just a girlfriend of mine”

“I’ll pick out some clothes for you while you get washed and shaved all over, you can use my toiletries in the bathroom”

I went in washed and shaved, and returned to find my underwear and outfit on the bed.  I slipped on the lacy French knickers Sarah had left out but couldn’t find the bra.  “Err love, where’s my bra” I sheepishly asked.

“Silly, you go braless in that top” she grinned pointing at the sparkly vest top.
The feel of the silk lining to the top as it ran over my boobs was electric.  Again my nipples started to harden. Sarah rushed me along and helped finish my make up and in what felt like no time I was being pushed out of the front door.  Tottering in a pair of strappy sandals and feeling the rush of the fresh night air rush between my legs and around the tops of my stockings.  Wow that felt good!

“Let’s get a drink at the bar down the road” she suggested.

“Don’t you think that’s a bit close to home?”

“Hey, with a body like that, who the hell is going to think your my husband and believe me I won’t let that happen!” she added with an edge.

The evening continued with us drinking in a few bars and as the drink took effect I started to relax.  Sarah however was getting louder and louder, and was attracting more and more attention from the men.
“Come on let’s have a dance before heading home” she giggled pulling me on to the dancefloor.  The two of us danced as two girls would do and I could tell we were starting to draw more attention.  Eventually the music finished and we made our way out.

As we walked back home two of the men from the bar caught up with us.

“Hello ladies, let us escort you home” one of them said linking Sarah’s arm.
“That’s okay” I quickly replied, but as I did the other man slipped his arm around my waist from the other side.  “No, no, we insist” he whispered in my ear.

As I turned my head to face him he kissed me strongly full on the lips, putting his hand round the back of my head and pulling me tight so I couldn’t resist.

Sarah then turned towards me and saw what looked like a willing kiss.  

“Nicky, you slut what the hell do you think you’re doing!”  “You’re on your own girl” we were at our house and she stormed up the path, unlocked the front door and slammed it shut behind her.

Eventually he ended the kiss “it’s just you and us then, but that’s okay we can look after you” he grinned as he pulled me round the side of our house and in to the back garden.

I had no strength these days and couldn’t resist.  “One word from you and we’ll get very rough, do you understand Nicky?” he muttered menacingly.
“Yes” I cowered.

“Good girl, now down on your knees, and suck my cock dry” he pushed me to the ground in front of him.  Right in front of my eyes I could see his cock bulging through his pants.  I unzipped his fly, felt inside and pulled his cock out, I could see the veins pumping and some pre cum seeping out from the tip.

“Come on what are you waiting for” he demanded as I hesitated.

“Right, that’s it I’m taking over” and with that he pushed me on to my back.  His friend was behind my head and pulled my top off over my head.  The cold night air hit my nipples which instantly sent them erect.  His friend seeing this started to tweak them hard “Hey, look she’s liking this” he laughed.  The first man was now pushing his hand in to my knickers and it was now he discovered my soft cock.  “Fucking hell, it’s a bloke!!” he gasped.  
“At last” I thought “it’s over”

“Well it would be a shame to waste such a fine body” he added “I’m up for a bit of kinky”

“No!” I thought 

He picked me up at my waist which arched my back and exaggerated my boobs.  “You play with ‘her’ boobs while I fuck her arse”

He span me round and I could feel his cock pushing hard in to my arse as he spread my cheeks, his pre cum helped him push inside but it still felt like I would explode.  His friend was now standing in front of me his hard cock pushing in to my face and then in to my mouth as he grabbed my head.  
They were now both pushing deep in to me while grabbing at my boobs.  I could feel the man come in my arse first, quickly followed by his friend who held his cock tight inside my mouth, forcing me to swallow his hot salty cum.
Having finished, they both pulled out of me “well we now know where to come for a good time, don’t we, and there’s nothing you can do about it is there ‘Nicky’ ” they laughed as they strode off...

