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 Joy for Julie

By

Elizabeth Andre

Julie held up her new driver’s license as
B.J. opened her front door.

“So, it’s done,” said B.J., running her hand
over her short black hair.

“Completely,” said Julie as she planted a
kiss on B.J.’s cheek.

“Well, come on in.”

This was the day Julie had been waiting for.
B.J. had been waiting for it, too, if only because she knew how
happy Julie would be.

*

They had first met a few years ago one night
at the local lesbian bar. That night was the bar’s last call
because someone had bought the building to tear down for condos,
which meant that their town would no longer have a full-time
lesbian bar. Reminiscing, tinged with some sadness, about good
times and great bartenders prevailed that night.

Julie was sitting at the bar, and B.J.
quickly realized there was something different about how she moved.
Her long blonde hair fell over her pale white face, and she looked
so forlorn, constantly staring at her hands.

“Hey, don’t be so sad. We’ll find other
places to hang out,” B.J. said, bumping her shoulder against
Julie’s.

She looked startled and then gave B.J. a
slight smile. In that smile, in B.J.’s mind anyway, was
bashfulness, innocence and discomfort. B.J. was intrigued.

“No, that’s not it,” she said.

That’s when B.J. introduced herself and
learned Julie’s name.

“What are you drinking, Julie?”

“You don’t have to—”

“I know I don’t have to,” B.J. said. “I want
to. Now, what will you have?”

Julie wanted a whiskey sour. B.J. bought
herself a beer. She had come to the bar to see a few old friends,
but they hadn’t shown up yet. Besides, if she was reading her
right, B.J. figured that Julie needed some company. Julie brushed a
few tendrils of hair out of her eyes before taking a sip of her
drink. B.J. took note of Julie’s large hands, broad shoulders and
Adam’s apple.

“I’ve been told I’m a good listener. If you
want to talk, go ahead.” B.J. noticed Julie glancing around the
bar, which had gotten louder over the past several minutes as more
women piled in. “I wouldn’t worry about anyone here
eavesdropping.”

Julie still looked skeptical and a little
nervous.

B.J. shrugged. “All right. Worry if you want.
It just looks to me like you need someone with a good ear and an
open heart.”

Now Julie looked as if she couldn’t believe
what she had just heard. She smiled and laughed a little.

“Hey!” B.J. said.

Julie reached out, placing her hand on B.J.’s
arm briefly. “I’m sorry. I hope you take this as a compliment, but
you’ve given me the first laugh of the day.”

“Thank you, I think.” B.J.’s curiosity about
this woman rocketed up. What happened to her today?

“How many people have you used that line on?”
Julie asked and took another sip of her drink.

“It’s not a line. I meant it, but I take no
offense. I like your laugh,” B.J. said, her voice husky and
mellow.

And just like that, Julie blushed. She even
looked a bit flustered. Then she sighed before plunging into her
story. “I came out at work today as transgender. I still have my
job, but I don’t know how long it’s going to last.” She took
another sip. “I thought coming out would make things all better. I
thought transitioning would change everything. Look at my hands.
They are always going to look like man hands.”

“Just so you know, I don’t care if you were
born a boy,” said B.J. “I only care if you’re a woman now.”

“That’s the sweetest thing anyone has ever
said to me.”

“And I think your hands look strong and
beautiful.”

They chatted easily for a while, and that
night B.J., at Julie’s request, spanked her for the first time,
turning her ass red with her bare hands. They picked out a safeword
and, from that night on, started playing on a regular basis.

*

This afternoon, she arrived proudly showing
off her new driver’s license, pointing to where it said, “Julie”
and “female.” Her old male name and identity were legally gone.
B.J. popped open a bottle of champagne.

“You’ve worked hard for this,” B.J. said,
raising a champagne flute to Julie. “Wanna play?”

Julie’s grin got a little bigger. “I thought
you’d never ask.”

“I’d like to tie you up and fuck you
hard.”

B.J. told Julie to get ready and wait for her
by the playroom door. She knew better than to go in there without
B.J.’s permission. B.J. went to her bedroom to get dressed in her
leathers. They seemed appropriate for this scene, and she always
liked any excuse to wear them. She took off her cotton t-shirt and
bra and put on a black leather vest. The thick leather brushed
against her bare nipples, making them hard. She took off her jeans
and underwear and replaced them with a dildo harness and her
favorite pair of leather pants. She grabbed her packy, a brown,
flaccid fake penis that matched her brown skin and that she used to
give herself a bulge. She stuffed it into her crotch, feeling the
satisfying softness of the rubbery appendage. A pair of black
leather boots with hard heels that made a very satisfying clomp
every time they hit the floor completed the look.

When B.J. walked over to the playroom, Julie
was standing there naked. Her hands were behind her back, and her
eyes were down, although B.J. could see her smile as she
approached. Julie had already put her wrists and ankles in leather
cuffs. Good girl, B.J. thought. B.J. pulled on the cuffs to make
sure they were good and tight.

“Not bad,” B.J. said.

“Thank you, Sir.”

B.J. gazed at Julie’s body. Yes, she still
had man hands, but she was consistently getting better at moving
her fingers with more delicacy. It made her hands seem smaller. Her
tits were a perfect pair of b-cups with large nipples that B.J. was
looking forward to playing with. Julie got to design her breasts
herself. Might as well go for the best you can get.

B.J. stroked the scar on Julie’s belly. She
knew that was from a suicide attempt a long time ago. The two women
didn’t talk about that, but B.J. always liked to show that part of
Julie’s body some love. So much of her pain was trapped in that
spot. Her penis and balls hung down, although they didn’t really
talk about them either. Because she’d been taking hormones for
several years, her genitals were smaller than they had been
previously. They agreed that they didn’t really exist. Julie was
unsure about surgery, but B.J. found them easy to ignore. She would
support whatever Julie decided.

B.J. was ready to play. She threaded her
finger into a metal ring on Julie’s collar and opened the playroom.
The delicious scent of leather and wood hit her nose. B.J. ordered
Julie to get down on her hands and knees. She led Julie into the
playroom and signaled for her to pick out her favorite toy. While
B.J. lit some leather-scented candles, Julie crawled over to the
shelf of dildos and picked out a red one with corkscrew ridges. She
crawled back to B.J., carrying the dildo in her teeth. B.J.
wondered what Julie would look like sucking on it when it was in
B.J.’s harness, but she knew she wouldn’t have to wonder for long.
Julie got up on her knees and unzipped B.J.’s pants. Her little
packy peeked out.

Julie nuzzled her nose in B.J.’s fly,
something that never failed to make B.J. wet. B.J. ran her fingers
through Julie’s soft hair. Her fingers grazed Julie’s ears as she
started to lick the tip of B.J.’s flaccid silicone cock. B.J.’s
clit got hard as Julie switched out the packy for the hard dildo.
The harness kept the red dick firmly against B.J.’s pussy as Julie
gave her a blow job. Julie ran her tongue up and down B.J.’s shaft,
periodically taking almost all of her cock into her mouth. When
Julie’s mouth was full, she looked up at B.J. with those lovely,
happy eyes. B.J. gave her a brief smile.

“Keep sucking,” B.J. said, her voice low and
deep. “I’ll fuck you after I come.”

Julie resumed licking, covering the red cock
with her saliva. The base kept pushing against B.J.’s clit, sending
waves of pleasure through her body. Julie kept sucking, she was so
hungry. When B.J. had fucked Julie over the past few years, she was
always all woman in her eyes. She had hoped that Julie could see
herself as all woman, too. Today, she was legally a woman, and she
was more eager than ever.

“I want to please you,” she said, pulling off
B.J.’s cock for just a moment.

“Just keep sucking,” B.J. said, and Julie did
until B.J.’s body trembled. The orgasm ran through her like a heavy
sigh. Julie kept sucking. B.J. was ready to fuck her.

Once the orgasm subsided, B.J. tapped Julie
on the head to stop. B.J. ordered her onto the sawhorse. Julie
scrambled on top of the leather-covered contraption with an
eagerness that made B.J. smile. Of all the women who had ridden
B.J.’s bondage horse, Julie probably looked the best, the most at
home on it. B.J. had commissioned it from a friend who specialized
in making bondage furniture. Bondage horses, or spanking benches,
as they were also called, were her friend’s most popular item.

Her head hung down off the edge of the horse,
and B.J. clipped her collar to an attached ring so it would stay
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