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The evening breeze was sweet with fresh cut grass and the scent of perfume from my partner, Shane, this evening. Her hand glided on my fake leather pants above my three-inch-chunky-heeled boots as I rested an ankle on my knee, my arm around her petite shoulders.

I sipped my Manhattan, watching my wife, Sam, across from me as she leaned back against the chest of Jet, a handsome, classy, well endowed black man and good friend of us both. She played with her phone. Jet shook his head and asked me, “Carrie, does Sam ever let go of her phone?”

My wife slapped his hard thigh. “Shut up, Jet. I’m almost done.” She took a sip of her martini from the table beside her and put her attention back on the phone.

I glided my hand on Shane’s silky, stockinged thigh, slipping it from her crossed knee to just under her black leather miniskirt. Her foot bounced in her strappy, five-inch-heeled stilettos as she snuggled against me and placed her hand gently on mine on her leg. “You have such a gentle touch, Carrie. That’s what I like about you. You’re different from other guys. Your hands are so soft, too.”

“Thanks. I’m different because I’m shorter than other guys.”

“But your clothes look so good on you. Like the way you wear these girl’s pants and boots and I love the eyeliner and mascara. Makes your pretty eyes pop.”

“Thanks. You’re being awfully complimentary tonight, Shane.”

She shrugged and sipped her drink. “I thought I should let you know. We’ve had sex more than I have with my husband by now.”

“Really?”

“Oh yeah. He’s too darn big for me. It’s like trying to stuff an apple into me. It’s short and fat and too darn wide. Now you’re just right, even though I may not get off all the time.” Her hand rubbed my crotch.

“Where is Ralph?” I looked around the patio for him.

“I’m sure he’s inside playing pool with some other guys. I think he’s gay and won’t admit it. He can’t use that dick on women, so he needs another way to entertain himself. Poor thing.”

My wife put her phone in her purse. Craned her neck and stretched her arms, then sipped her drink, bounced a high-heeled foot and rubbed Jet’s crotch and gave him a peck on the lips. “Done! My phone work is done. Now you guys will need to do the same. Except for you, Carrie. Our reservations for the week of Halloween are in for both of us as a couple. If you guys want to go.”

Jet rolled his eyes. “What did you find for us now, Sam? We never seem to just hang out and play together anymore. We always have to have some kind of fancy venue or place to go.”

“You’re darn right. We need to stay fresh. Our little local Adult Play Club, APC, is part of the National Adult Play Club, NAPC, right?”

Jet nodded. “Right.”

“Did you read your notifications? Your emails?”

“They send too many.”

“Well, I happened to, and I already booked Carrie and me for it. And we’re gonna win. Right Carrie?”

“If you say so, honey.”

Shane snuggled next to me and placed my hand on her firm breast. “I could just do this for a week.” She rubbed my hardness. “Mmm.”

Sam took a sip of her martini, then shook her head. “You guys don’t seem to understand. I neglected to say this is a Halloween week, and the theme is to be someone else. You know, diversity and inclusion type stuff. Stepping out of everyone’s normal interactions. Experiencing something new. The prize is half a million dollars.” She watched everyone’s reactions, then laughed. “Thought that would get your attention. It isn’t cheap. But it’s cheaper than the Viking tour in Europe we took that was so mundane with all the old conservative rich people there.”

I nodded. “It was nice, but it was really, really conservative. We all kinda stuck out.”

“Well, this is a chance to be someone else if you want, and do it in an LGBTQ positive environment. There’s room for 200 couples. All have to be tested for STDs and submit the proof just like we do quarterly for the local. The pool of money is 2 million. 25% will go to an LGBTQ charity and 25% will go to the prize money.”

I looked up at the clouds passing over and did the calculation backwards from 2 millions. “That’s ten grand a couple. It is substantially cheaper than the Viking tour.”

“Right. All-inclusive, drinks and food all day and night. Good shit too. Not like the burgers and dogs and stuff we lazy asses make when we have these things at our houses. There’s a Michelin star chef in the restaurant there.”

“Where?” I asked.

“California. You know. The liberal state.”

“We’d have to fly.”

“Of course. I found cheap fares already.”

I nodded. “So what do we need to do to win this prize?”

Shane unzipped my pants and slipped my whole shaved package out and began stroking my raging hard-on while I massaged her breast and she looked at my wife.

“Right. Well, the objective is to open people’s minds to diversity and there’s a point system. It’s all explained. It uses our current profiles with the history of all the people we’ve had sex with on the app we used to track them all, in case someone had COVID-19 or someone tested positive for STDs. We have to step outside of our normal hetero or gay or whatever our normal is to get more points. Our regular interactions are only worth one point, but a new type of interaction is worth a multiple of that. So take Shane’s husband, for example. Shane said she thinks he should be gay. If he had those interactions there, he’d get a multiplier.”

Shane nodded, still stroking my shaft as she looked into my wife’s eyes. “Hmm, I was thinking of going with someone else, but he could make more points for us.”

“Exactly. And like my husband there. Sweet sweet Carrie.”

I tilted my head. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Sweet sweet Carrie, that fits into girl’s jeans better than guy’s jeans and likes to wear mascara and eyeliner and women’s chunky heeled boots.”

Shane scoffed at Sam. “He’s cute that way. Don’t pick on him, Sam!”

Jet grimaced at Sam. “Right. Leave my little buddy alone.”

“I’m not picking on him. I’m just talking about the points. If he attended this and listed his presenting gender as female, he gets double points for any interaction because today he says he presents as a male. Even his regular interactions, like him and Shane, earn more points. And if he steps outside of his heterosexual interactions and has them with men.” She laughs. “She gets double again as a multiplier.”

Jet’s eyes burst wide. “Oh man, buddy. You could take the prize for sure. I’d be glad to help. Imagine coming into a quick half mill for spending a week as a girl.”

I rolled my eyes. I took my dick from Shane’s hand and tucked it away before she had me spurting.

“The thought of it is making you hot, isn’t it Carrie?” Shane laughed. '“You were throbbing.”

“Oh, stop.” No way. I’m a hetero kinda guy that just has a body that fits women’s clothes better than men’s.

My wife, Sam, laughed. “Oh Carrie, stop trying to be macho. I already paid for it and it’s non returnable. Get ready to be a girl. Relax. You’ll love it. Right Jet? Won’t she be great?”

“You will buddy. Your voice and body and your face. You’d be a perfect little bitch. I’d fuck you for sure.” He chortled.

I throbbed in my pants, thinking about being able to wear all the sexy clothes the girls wear, and being able to turn guys on like that. It was strangely enticing but way scary. I couldn’t imagine playing with another guy. Even dressed as a girl. It seemed gross, unnatural. Wrong.

Jet looked at me and rubbed his crotch. “Oh, yeah, baby. I’d do you for sure. I’d get a point multiplier then, too. You’ll be worth more for guys to be with than regular women. They’ll be all over you. Me included.”

Shane’s hand explored my crotch. She grinned. “He’s throbbing. He’s gonna be a perfect she.” She put her hand behind my head and gave me a deep kiss. She broke the kiss and held my head and looked at me. “And we’ll get double points when we screw.”

I shook my head. Took a deep breath.
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We ate burgers and dogs and had some more drinks until the evening moved in the direction it usually did. Sam was sucking Jet’s huge chocolate cock as Shane sucked my popsicle and I rested my hand on her head. Her eyes looked up at me and she looked like a doll with her porcelain skin and luscious lips wrapped around it, her head bobbing up and down diligently, obviously enjoying it very much.

Sam lifted her mouth off Jet, stood and hiked her miniskirt up above her waist, then straddled him with her apple bottom. She pulled aside her panties, exposing the cut out gusset of her pantyhose and guided his big pole through them, then gasped as she lowered herself onto it slowly. Jet winked at me as he grabbed her hips and lifted her up and down.

Shane popped off my shaft and did the same thing Sam just did to Jet. I gasped at her heat, wetness, and tightness as she lowered herself onto it, squeezing it with her muscles as she did. She sat facing me and just squeezed it over and over while she twiddled her slit with her long-nailed fingers. I held her hips tight and looked into her eyes.

“Carrie. You have to do this. You’ll be great and you’ll learn a lot about yourself. I insist. Besides, it’s already paid for. You could win, baby.” She kissed me deeply on the lips as she lifted slightly and dropped again, all the time squeezing me with her Kegels.

She broke the kiss. Sam was coming on Jet across from us—her usual extremeness, shuddering, moaning, making it seem Jet was some kind of god.

Shane looked into my eyes as she rode me. “Carrie. Imagine you doing this as the girl, being the pretty and feminine one that guys long for?”

I imagined it. It thrilled me. I grasped her hips and humped into her.

“That’s it, baby. Now imagine a guy is doing this to you. And another guy is in your mouth and they’re both going crazy over you.”

I whimpered and shoved myself up into her. She stared at me with a grin as I clutched her to me, her breasts pressing against me, and I pumped my load deep inside of her.

She smiled a crooked grin. “Hmm, you came awfully fast after I said those things. Good girl, Carrie.” She gave me a peck on the lips and squeezed me with her Kegels.

“Sorry you didn’t come again.”

“No problem. It’s worth seeing you so excited.”

My mind told me I was a guy. But she was right. The thought of being the girl thrilled me. Everything about girls thrilled me. How they walked, talked, dressed, how sexy they were. How they loved pleasing men. Could I do it? Could we win a half a million?

We scanned each other’s profile barcode on our app and recorded our dirty deeds. Jet and Sam did the same. We all stood and walked over to the burgers and dogs and loaded up our plates, then went back to sit and eat.

Jet had two burgers and two dogs and a heap of potato salad in front of him. He looked at me as he held the burger in his gigantic hands, ready to bite it, making it look like a slider. “So, Carrie. I can’t wait to see you done up. You ready?”

I bit my dog and rolled my eyes. “I don’t know. It’s too weird. I don’t know if I can get into it.”

“Well, your wife made a ten grand bet on you, so I don’t think you have a choice.”

“Well, we can go and not compete.”

“True. It would be a shame, though. Think about a quick half mill and what you could do with it.”

“We have great cash flow now. We both make damn good money.”

“Yeah but... A quick half million.”

“Not after taxes.”

“True that... Still. Why don’t you go for it? Plus, I’d get extra points if I stuck with girls like you, but... I don’t know. Not all girls like you would be so hot.”

“I didn’t say I was gonna be a girl yet, Jet.”

“Right. Of course... but you know... if you do it.”

“Right.”

Sam grasped Jet’s hand. “Jet, eat. I want another drilling from you, and I want to go home tonight so I can start with Carrie in the morning. I don’t want to waste the weekend. There’s a shitload to do.”

Shane sat up straight. “What? You're stealing Carrie from me to sleep with tonight?”

Sam nodded as she chewed. “Sorry. You can play with her more this weekend if you want to come over to our place, though. When she’s ready. Bring your husband if you want and Carrie can have some practice getting him off somehow. Hey, why not? Jet, you can come over too.”

My eyes opened wide. “Wait a minute. Don’t I get a say in this?”

Shane put her hand on mine and gave me a peck on the lips. “Of course you do, and you already had it. It’s official. You’re doing this reluctantly. Macho-ness registered. Now stop your whining, pretty girl.” She gave me a peck on the lips.


3

The next morning, Sam’s alarm rang on her phone. It wouldn’t stop. I rolled over. She was nowhere in sight. I shut the alarm off and rolled over.

The next thing I knew, there was the shock of ice water dripping on my naked back. I bolted upright. “Hey!”

“Get up sleepy head. You heard the alarm. We have lots to do.” She unfurled a big black garbage bag and shook it out, then walked into the closet. I slid out of bed, put on my satin robe, and padded into the closet. “What the heck are you doing? Are we painting the closet or something?” All the clothes on my side were almost all gone. All my shoes were gone.

“Paint the closet? What ever for? I’m making room for your new clothes. You have to get into your new role and you can’t do that wearing your semi boyish looking clothes, even though most of them are women’s.” She folded pants and stuffed them into the bag.

“Honey, I thought this masquerade was for the week of Halloween.”

“You want to win, don’t you? I sure do. You have to be perfect. You have too much baggage right now. You need to get into the role of being a girl. That means being a girl every day, every night until it’s done.”

“Great. How about if I go as a ghost instead?”

She stood up and gave me a smirk, then resumed bagging my shoes. “Go eat something and do your morning routine and shower. Be sure to shave your whole body and trim and paint your toenails. Your finger nails we’ll have done professionally.”

I stood there, my jaw hanging.

She looked up at me. “What are you waiting for, miss? Get moving. You have an appointment in one hour at the salon.”

I trotted downstairs and ate a power-bar, drank a glass of juice and a cup of cold coffee from the pot she had made. I did my routine and painted my toenails a bright metallic pink. It made my feet pretty and sexy. Into the closet, I stood there in my robe, looking for something to wear. “Honey! What can I wear? You took it all away. Bring me some pants.”

She came into the closet, took me by the hand and led me into the bedroom, pointing at the bed. “Your clothes are there.”

I stood by the bed and looked at all of it. Sam was taller than me but about the same width, other than her hips. Her feet and mine were probably close, but I never tried her shoes.

“Sit and dress. I’m thinking the heels will fit since they’re open toe and strappy. The pantyhose will stretch. We can get you a proper fitting bra and forms, but this bra will do for now. It’s heavily padded. Panties are stretch and should feel nice to you. Sit!” She looked at her watch.

“You’re wearing jeans, so why can’t I?”

“Shush. Dress, missy.”

I slid into the pantyhose. She had cut out a piece of the gusset just like she always did on hers for ease of access. The sheer silkiness of them was heavenly on my hairless legs as they glided up. By the time I was at the gusset portion I had to stretch it around my hard package to get them over it. The panties held it tight against my belly. I wrapped the bra around and fastened it, then turned it to the back and slid into the straps and adjusted it. The crush of it was erotic, and I throbbed in my panties.

The summery, light cotton, flowered minidress slid up and stretched to fit my waist and fake breasts. I sat and slipped into the strappy high wedge heels and fastened the ankle strap, my painted toenails gleaming from under the sheer stockings. I stood and stepped over to the mirror. Not bad. Needed some lipstick, possibly some eyeshadow. “Honey? Should I do some makeup?”

She came over. She fussed with my hair. And fluffed it. “This will be better after today.” She stood back and looked at my face. “You can do your eyeliner and mascara more next time. Lipstick and some blush will help. A little eyeshadow in the corners.” She slapped my ass. “Go. See if you can do that.”

I did the eyeshadow easily since I had done some before to emphasize my eyes. The blush and lipstick flew on. I admired my new look in the mirror. No one would know I wasn’t a girl.

Back in the bedroom, Sam sprayed perfume all over me and loaded a purse and slung it on my shoulder. “Okay girl. Let’s go.” She tugged me by the hand and I clomped out of the room in my high heel wedges.

We were off to transform me. Sitting in the car, my legs crossed and a foot bouncing while Sam drove us, I looked down at my now very sexy legs in the sheer hosiery, and painted toe nails gleaming. I throbbed in my panties and enjoyed the masquerade. I looked out the window and fluffed my hair up.

Sam’s hand grasped mine on the center console. She glanced at me and smiled. “Relax. You’re gonna be great.”
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Our visit to the salon was intriguing. They put long, fake, painted nails on my fingers and I watched as they transformed my hair into an actual style with highlights and layers that framed my face and made me quite feminine looking. I told myself I could always shave my head or cut it to a boy’s cut when this was done... Hair grows. But for now, for this masquerade. It was pretty darn cool.

I walked with a bounce in my step, slightly swinging my hips from walking in the high wedge heels that gave me a shorter stride. Guys ogled me and Sam and smiled at us. It was pretty strange having their interest.

The first stop was a lingerie shop. Sam led me in and took me directly to a salesgirl. “My sissy husband has no chest, and needs decent, realistic breast forms.”

The girl looked at me and did a double take. She smiled. “You are pretty. Love your hair, miss.”

“Thanks! I just got it done.”

She took my hand and led me over to the full-length mirror and picked up a measuring tape. “If you could lift your arms, I’ll get your band width and then we’ll find some bras and gel breast forms and see what works the best for your frame. Okay?”

“Sure.”

I walked out of there with the weight of the breast forms tugging on my chest and very real-looking cleavage showing from my V-neck top. I throbbed in my panties as we walked, getting hornier and hornier as the day proceeded.

The girls and ladies in the shops talked girl talk to us while we looked at clothes and tried them on. We bought everything I needed and then some. Perfume, jewelry, new long dangling earrings for my already double-pierced ears, lingerie, stockings, stay-ups, pantyhose, night wear, fancy dinner wear, casual wear, but no pants at all. Just minidresses and miniskirts. We packed them into the car and went back for high-heel stilettos, wedges, boots. No heel less than five inches. Even the sneakers were high heeled. I wouldn’t want to run in them.

Purses, scarves, hair clips, rings, ankle bracelets. We were nuts and the more we shopped, the more things I fell in love with and had to have. By the end of the day, we had enough to fill my closet again.

At home, we washed and dried what needed washing and put it all away. It was a busy day, and I was pooped. So was Sam. Sam placed her hands on my shoulders. She kissed my neck. “I don’t wanna cook, do you, sweetie?”

“No way. Let’s just change and go out. I really wanna wear a dress we bought today.”

“The black chiffon minidress?”

“How’d you know?”

“I could tell by the twinkle in your eye when you tried it on. It’s classy and sexy. I even know what you’ll wear under it. I’ll wear my LBD too and we can go out someplace nice. It is Saturday night.”

“Right.”

Into the closet I ran like a kid in a candy store. I scooped up all the things I’d wear and went to the dresser and picked out the other things, then placed it all on the bed and sat down. I put on the bra and forms and adjusted my cleavage. The black lace garter belt was next with the gossamer thin black stockings that caressed my legs and attached to it snugly, slipping deliciously on me whenever I moved my legs.

Next were the black lace sheath panties I stretched and slid over my oozing shaft. The black chiffon minidress was like a lover, how it touched me so softly and sensually as I shimmied into it and zipped the back. I adjusted my cleavage in the V-neck top and sat and put on the strappy, black-patent five-inch stiletto heels and fastened them securely to my ankle.

Next were the silver ankle bracelets, then the rest of my jewelry. Taking my sexy self in and absorbing the new me as I stood before the full-length mirror, I sprayed perfume under my dress and on my legs, hair, and arms. I throbbed freely in my sheath-panties beneath the silky lining of the dress, my heart racing. I loaded my purse and slung it on my shoulder, ready to go.

Sam’s hand landed gently on my shoulder, and she gave me a peck on the cheek. “Aren’t you a hot, classy lady?” Sam stood next to me, dressed in her LBD—A bodycon style, her curves on display of her feminine qualities like a billboard.

“I wish I had a shape like yours. Wow.”

“Thanks. We can check into that sometime. A little enhancement would be good for your allure.”

“Honey, no. This is just for Halloween.”

She snickered. “We’ll see how that goes after a million men have fucked you silly and you’re addicted to sucking cock like the good little sissy cocksucker you’ll be.”

“Honey! I’m hetero. I’m never gonna be doing those things.”

“Then we don’t win. Then we can’t start another business or buy a fancy car or pay down the mortgage or give our IRA a big boost. Right. That’s a real wise decision, little lady.”

I shrugged, losing my libido, and being depressed at my failure. “Hey. I am what I am.”

“You’re right. That’s why I know you’ll become what I know you are.” She gave me another peck on my cheek. “I’m always right.”

Logically, she made sense. I stared at myself in the mirror. I was pretty damn good looking this way. I could stay this way. It was sexy, fun; I felt good. But men? No way.
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Dinner was at a fabulous restaurant, and no one had a clue I was a special girl. They all treated us like two women out together. Sam caressed my stockinged legs as I did hers. She talked about all the different ways we could spend the money. Dinner was nice, but I was filled with guilt about not giving in and passing up an opportunity to provide us with such a windfall.

Sam insisted she pay for dinner, highlighting my decision to pass up the money and make me feel it more, then we drove home. I slipped out of the dress and into a short nightgown, then joined Sam on the couch on the patio for a drink. She had slipped out of her dress and was bouncing a high-heeled foot and wearing her sheer black stay-ups and another body clinging minidress, but it was sheer black. She was gorgeous.

I sat next to her with my drink. “I’m sorry, honey. I feel bad about not getting into men for us.”

“It’s okay. So how is this new you so far? Do you enjoy presenting as a woman? You sure present well as one. No one had a clue there was a dick under that dress.”

I nodded, then sipped, my eyes wide. “I love it. It’s so much more than presenting as a guy. So much nicer, more sensual, sexy. Do women’s clothes like this make women feel sexy?”

“Sure. They put a girl in the mood. Not to mention they help put the guys in the mood. You’ll see how you affect guys, and I think your thoughts on it will change. You’ll love the attention, their desire for you. For now, just enjoy what you have.” She put her arm around me and held me close. “Play with yourself, sweetie. You may as well get off tonight while enjoying this feminine sensuality.” She grasped my hand and placed it on my hardness, wrapped in my sheath panties.

I grasped it with two fingers and my thumb and started stroking it.

“Good girl. Now I want you to think about playing with a man’s cock like that.”

“Honey!”

“Shush. Close your eyes and imagine your best friend, Jet, and how excited he’ll be to see you as his date.”

I closed my eyes. I could imagine the warmth of his gaze when he saw me. The pride in his eyes.

“Is he happy to see you?”

“He is.”

“Is it nice having him happy because of you?”

“It is. I really like Jet.”

“I know. I do too. He was my first lover that you found for me. You love seeing him make love to me.”

I nodded and jerked it faster. “Oh yes. I sure do.”

“How he fills me and completes me. How he joins me to his power, his masculinity. How he gives me such immense pleasure. You can see us, huh?”

I nodded. Jerking quickly. “You’re shuddering on him.”

“I sure do. Something you’ve never done for me. But you need to imagine him making love to you, just like all the other men that will.”

I let out a sigh, nodded, and slowed my stroking.

Something pressed against my lips. “Open you mouth and take Jet into it. He so wants to be in your mouth.”

I opened my lips, and they wrapped around a realistic thick cock.

“That’s it. Jet is patting you on the head.” She patted my head and stroked my hair. “Listen to him moaning. Hear him?”

I nodded and bobbed my head on it and stroked myself faster.

“That’s it. Make Jet happy. He’s loving looking down into your eyes while you suck him. He has love in his eyes for you.”

My heart was pounding. I was gasping and whimpering around the meat stuffed in my face. Suddenly, my legs twitched and jerked and I spurted from my sheath, shooting it all over my clenched legs.

She moved the thing in and out of my mouth. “Good girl, you’ve made Jet soo happy. Wasn’t that nice? Lick him clean.”

I did, and she popped it from my mouth. My eyes popped open wide.

“You did it. Your first step... Imagining your new reality.” She gave me a peck on the cheek and took my hand. “Now let’s get you to bed. You need your beauty sleep for tomorrow, then we leave the next day for our trip.”
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It was Sunday morning. I languished in bed, slipping my silky stockinged legs against the satin sheets, my breasts heavy on my chest as I massaged them, my morning wood electric in the sheath panties against the satin.

Sam’s hand ran over my hair. “That’s it, little girl. Feel how pretty you are. So feminine and sensual.”

“Mmm.”

The realistic dildo pressed on my lips. I greedily took it into my mouth and sucked it, ran my tongue around it. I moaned.

“Good girl. Take care of Jet, baby. He needs you so badly. You need to swallow his seed. You want it so bad. You want to affirm your feminine allure, which you have so much of.”

I bobbed my head on it, slid a pillow between my legs and humped it like an adolescent. I whimpered as Sam held Jet for me and moved it in my mouth.

“Good girl. He’s almost ready to give it to you. Feel his energy? Can’t you tell how hard he is for you? How excited you make him?”

I nodded and mumbled around it, then my body jerked, I heard myself emit little squeals and I shot my load into the pillow, humping it madly, the bed shaking.

“Good girl. Now let’s get cleaned up, then have breakfast.”

I imagined cleaning off Jet with my mouth then gave it a kiss on the head.

We showered, and I was told to use the attachment she uses, to clean out my butt after my poop because girls like to stay clean there. We did our hair and makeup together like two college roommates. I dressed in a flared-hem summer minidress, high heels, sheer suntan pantyhose with the gusset cut out, and a pair of pink panties and matching bra with my forms. I was a sensual, feminine, pretty girl.

We ate a big breakfast, then shared coffee on the patio and even had a couple of emergency cigarettes to enjoy the coffee with. The day was gorgeous and my gorgeous wife was beaming at me and rubbing my stockinged thigh as my crossed leg bounced while we sat on the couch together.

“I’m so proud of you, Carrie. I think you’ll be able to deal with giving men blowjobs. I think you’ll love it.”

“I’m not so sure about doing that for real.”

“It’ll be second nature for you. Having a real one in your mouth is even better. You can feel their passion. You’ll want to swallow their release. You’ll see. Now we need to get you to want being fucked in your cute tight bottom.... then we’re ready.”

“Honey! Now way. I’m not doing that. Having another guy coming in my ass? No way.”

“Not another guy, sweetie. That implies you’re a guy and you’re far from a guy and need to act like the girl you are. The girl you’ve always been.”

“I can’t. I can’t do it. It’s wrong. I won’t do it.”

“Okay okay. Relax. Don’t go getting your pretty face all scrunched up in a huff and run your eyeliner and mascara. Calm down.”

I took a deep breath. Sipped my coffee.

“Now finish your coffee and let’s go upstairs and I’ll give you a treat.”

“A treat?”

“You bet. Something I haven’t done for you in a very long time. Something you love.”

I hurriedly drank it down, stood, and took her by the hand. She stood up and led us upstairs to the bedroom on her side of the bed. “Sit on the edge of the bed, princess.”

I did. She knelt down and moved between my legs, lifted my dress, and pulled aside my panties. Her chilly hand wrapped around my entire package, her long nails glinting in the light, and she smiled up at me before lowering her head to take me into her mouth. My limp noodle soon rose to the occasion, seeing her lovely eyes looking up at me while she rolled my globes in her hand and sucked and bobbed and ran her tongue around it.

I placed my hands on her head and gazed into my eyes. “Oh god, honey, that’s fantastic, thank you.”

She mumbled around it, then popped off for a second. “Take the dildo out of the nightstand and suck it. Imagine you’re doing this for a real man.”

I quickly did as instructed and got into it immediately while looking down at her.

She popped off it. “Keep at it. I have something else for you.”

I continued, and she came back and pushed me back, rolled me over onto my stomach and split my legs apart and slid a cold wet thing between my butt cheeks, which she promptly shoved up my ass.

“Hey!” I held the dildo in my hand, looking back at her. The thing in me started vibrating, then swelled up inside as she pumped a hand bulb and it grew. “Tell me when it’s too much.”

It was interesting. It grew and grew. “Wow. I’ll pop.”

She backed it off. “Okay?”

“Good. Stop it.”

She came around front and flipped me back to sit on the edge, and her hand stroked me. “Okay? Nice?”

“It is. Surprising.”

“Good.” She resumed sucking me. This was wonderful. Having that in me and having her suck me was heaven. I squeezed her head with both hands.

She shook her head and looked up at me, then popped off my cock. “Pick up your man and suck him and imagine you’re me.”

I imagined she was me and the sensations I was feeling I was giving to a real man. It brought me to the precipice in seconds and I shot my load into her lovely face, my leg twitching, as she swallowed each gush. When I was done, I fell on my back on the bed.

She pulled off and patted my stomach. “That’s it, pretty girl. Lay there and catch your breath.”

I did and let my eyes close and sensed my heart recovering and slowing down. The next thing I knew, Sam had pushed my globes and softening cock through some kind of ring and then something encapsulated my cock and pressed it down until I heard a click. I sat up and looked down at my lap. She had caged me in a tiny pink plastic cage.

“What!? What is this for?”

She stood and took the dildo into the bathroom to wash it. She yelled back. “It’s to motivate you to come like a girl and not a guy. Your reluctance to have men use your bottom as a depository has forced me to put this cage on.”

“But I don’t want men in my bottom.”

She placed it in the nightstand. “Honey, it’s the only way you can come now until you get over this silly belief that you aren’t a girl. It’s your fault you’re in it.”

“Oh honey! We’re going on vacation. Shane will be upset.”

“Don’t worry. Shane will understand. She loves you and wants you to be successful, just like we all do.”

“But I can’t take something in my butt. It’ll hurt.”

“You’ve put yours in my butt before. It’s your favorite place for it.”

“But you’re different. I’m small and it doesn’t hurt you.”

“And it won’t hurt you. When you’re horny enough and after you’re wearing a butt plug, you’ll get used to it and you’ll want real men to use you as their depository.”

“Eww, that sound so gross. You’re so mean.”

“Face it. Women are receptacles for men. That’s how the pieces fit. You’re nothing like a man. Never were. You’re a woman. Get used to it. You’re a receptacle, girl.”

She put her hand out for me to stand. “Now come. We have to go buy some burgers and dogs. Our friends are coming over tonight before we all leave tomorrow. And... we have to pack for the trip.”

We shopped, the whole time with me hard in my cage with that plug filling me and massaging me and vibrating inside me silently. I was aroused from all the sensations just being the girl gave to me… add to it the plug as I walked… and it made my hips sway and massage it more, and then my wife talking about having all kinds of different lovers and how Shane would be so proud and hot for me.

“But I can’t do anything with Shane with a cage on.”

“So? Let me remove it by having a man take you. At least tell me you will, and I can take it off, even though I don’t trust you’ll do it unless you have no other choice.”

“I will... No... I lied. I want nothing to do with men, period.”

“Then suffer. See how long you can last. Tonight, we enjoy our friends so relax and be ready to give some BJs at least. Be at least that useful as the girl you are.”

“Honey!”
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We ran around and did our errands, then came home and packed.

“I can’t fit it all, honey.” I tried sitting on the suitcase.

“It’s okay. I had most of what you’ll be wearing shipped there already. I shipped it last week.”

“Last week? We didn’t even agree to this last week.”

“I knew we’d be going. We had to. I picked out Halloween outfits for us both and sent them ahead.”

“Of course you did. Okay. What costumes?”

“I have several, including a superwoman one, a gorilla one where my breasts are exposed, and the gorilla has a huge fake dick, so I can please some women and get some points. I also have a male dog that stands on two feet, in high-heels of course.” She laughed. “Wait until you see them.”

“What did you get for me?”

She looked up to the right and put her finger on her chin. “Let’s see, a female sex doll, a bride, a broken doll, a French poodle, and a western saloon girl. So I think we have the bulk of our clothes for dressing up in. Oh, I kept Little Bo-Peep here for tonight for you to wear to get everyone into the Halloween mood.”

“I see. A sex doll? I’m going to be a sex doll? I guess that’s good, because then I’ll be all covered in latex and inaccessible.”

“Uh, no. It has openings in the proper places so they can dump their voluminous loads in you. All the rest of you is covered though. It has really nice boobs too. You’ll want to wear it all the time.”

“Oh god. I need a drink.” I looked at my watch, then at the suitcase.

“Just pack shoes, underwear, and some travel clothes, sweetie. And perhaps a few little minidresses. They don’t take much space. Of course, forms and stockings and such. Tell you what. I’ll pack for you.”

“Thanks honey.”

I put on the Little Bo-Peep outfit. It was embarrassing. White stay up stockings, fetishy high heels, a hat with pink ruffles on top that tied under my chin, making me into a sissy looking girl. The hem was so short, my pink-ruffled, crotchless-panties showed my tiny pink cage, making my manhood seem tiny and insignificant. I stood before the full-length mirror and laughed at myself, almost crying from shame. “Honey!”

Sam came over wearing one of her very sexy but normal looking outfits for a get together like tonights. I stared at myself in the mirror, aghast.

Her hand landed on my shoulder. “What’s the matter Little Bo-Peep? Did you lose your sheep?” She laughed.

“I look ridiculous.”

“You look adorable.” She stood back and took me in. “Ah, wait.” She ran off and came back with some pink soft ribbons and tied them around my cage, making it appear even tinier and more feminine.

“Honey!”

“It’s so cute and useless now. Even more insignificant than it used to be. How fitting. If you want to be free, you know what you need to do.”

I put my hands on my hips and grimaced. “No!”

“Wait.” She ran off again and came back and knelt behind me. The next thing I knew, she had super-glued a hinged, long feather on my butt plug and she rearranged the ruffles of my crotchless panties around it. “There. You can sit. It’s hinged and when you stand, it’ll pop back up and show everyone you’re all plugged up and don’t take men in there.”

“Honey!” I twisted around to glance back at it in the full-length mirror. I whimpered.

“Just be the girl you are and all of this can go away.”

I took a deep breath. “Fuck it.” I slung my pink ruffled Little Bo-Peep purse on my shoulder, sprayed perfume on me, put it in the purse, and stomped off in tiny steps to go downstairs in a huff.

I heard Sam laughing behind me as I choked back my tears.
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I clicked in tiny steps into the kitchen and Jet was sitting there, sipping a Manhattan along with Shane and her husband Ralph.

I covered my mouth and tried to cover myself by crossing my legs and placing the purse in front of me. “Oh, my god.”

Jet stood and came over to me with Shane. Jet placed his hand on my shoulder. “We knew you might be upset. Sam warned us. It’s for your own good. Don’t be embarrassed. You’ll overcome it.”

Shane kissed my cheek. “Right. You can do it. It’s up to you. Have a drink. And stand back and uncover yourself so we can see you.”

I unfolded my legs and move my purse to the side and tried to give them a cute smile. I laughed nervously, my head down and my eyes up.

“My god. You’re adorable,” Shane said.

“Love your feather. Can I pull that plug and replace it with something nicer, little girl?”

I glared at Jet, placed my hands on my hips, and kicked one leg out. “No! No way!”

Jet picked me up like a little doll and plopped me on a seat at the counter. “I’m mixing you a drink.”

He made one with straight vodka and a dash of grenadine to make it pink and shook it with ice, then strained it into a martini glass. “A nice, pretty, sissy drink for our resident sissy girl.”

“Jet!” I took the stem of the martini glass daintily in my fingers, the long nails glittering in the light, and drank half of it. I glared at him. “You don’t have to remind me how I look.”

He glided his big hand on my stockinged thigh and looked into my eyes. “It’s admirable to be a true, devoted, and dedicated sissy. The only thing that’s off is your fearful attitude, young lady. The outfit is adorable, like Shane said, and suits you perfectly. You’d make any feminine outfit sexy, baby. You should be proud to be a perfect sissy girl.”

Sam came down and gave Jet a kiss, then Shane as they both felt each other’s breasts. Sam broke the kiss. “Right, we need to get into the girl, girl thing more, huh?”

Shane nodded. “For sure, sweetie.”

Ralph sat there watching us all. Poor Ralph. I felt bad for him. He didn’t get to take part much with his overly thick dick-head problem. I tilted my head to him and said, “Hi Ralph. How are you feeling tonight?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “You do look great, Carrie. I’d fuck you if I could.”

“Thanks, Ralph.” I finished my drink and slid it over to Jet. He made me another.

We chatted for a while about the trip and my “issues” and how I was being a difficult ‘little girl’ right then.

“Hey. I am what I am. Let’s eat something. I’ll go cook.” I left for the patio and started grilling. I stared at it while it cooked in the setting sunlight. My plug vibrated, and I was hard in my cage and was angry at myself for having this bug up my ass about not taking on men. But I was who I was.

We ate, and they all had fun and were touchy feely with each other except for poor Ralph who was kinda left out with just an occasional touch or rub of the crotch from his wife Shane... when she wasn’t tugging my cage or caressing my legs or telling me how adorable I was. I was buzzed and having a relatively enjoyable time, even though I’d have rather been free of the cage and have stuck it in Shane several times by now.

I looked over to Jet and my wife, who was jerking him under the table while he fingered her and they sipped coffee on and off. Sam got up and left the table.

She came back and whispered in Shane’s ear, then handed her something out of my sight, then moved back to Jet.

Shane smiled at me, looking nervous. She looked around. She stood and got behind me. I felt the touch of satin as she placed a blindfold over my eyes while she whispered sexily in my ear. “Now be a good girl and leave this on. Okay my love?”

“Okay.”

I sat there in the dark.

Sam came over and lifted me by the hand. “Get up, sweetie.”

I did, and she led me away from the table. “Now kneel.”

I lowered myself, carefully feeling around, and found a pillow. I knelt on it. “Good girl. Now relax and show the group what you learned to enjoy today, and I might take your cage off.”

I felt her guide the realistic dildo to my lips. I was in the dark and I might as well have been alone. What the hell. I’ve been embarrassed beyond repair, anyway. I sucked it diligently, throbbing in my cage, remembering coming when sucking it before. The plug hummed in me. I wriggled on it.

“Good girl!” Sam said. She patted my head and moved it in and out of my mouth. Then it would pop all the way out and I’d reach for it open-mouthed until I found it again and dove onto it.

It was a game we played. I laughed like a little girl trying to find it, like bobbing for apples on Halloween. They all encouraged me to find it.

We did this for some time and then... I found Jet in my mouth. “Oh yeah, baby.” Huge hands clasped my head, a big hot hard cock thrusted into my face. “Oh, sweetie. You’re so sexy with that in your face. You are one sweet girl. You’re making me feel sooo good, honey.”

I ran my tongue around it furiously and flicked the tip and rolled his huge shaved globes in my hand and bobbed my head on it. I couldn’t restrain myself. I wanted his release. I needed it.

My heart pounded as I went crazy on him. My Jet. My best friend. I was in love with his cock. I oozed in my cage, riding on the edge of release, the plug vibrating inside me.

“Oh yeah. Little Bo-Peep, here comes your sheep.” He squeezed my head tight and held it fast in my mouth. It swelled and pulsed and shot gobs of his juice into me, which I swallowed greedily. I was in the dark still and only wished I could have seen his face.

He pulled out quickly and immediately my jaw was stretched wide as Ralph’s fat torpedo shaped cock stretched my lips and jaw open and he held my head tight. The head was like a tent, the way it spread out from the shaft. I ran my tongue around the head and as far down the base as I could and pumped the rest of it with my fingers while my other hand rolled his tiny balls in my palm.

He squeezed my head tight and thrusted into my face. “You are very hot, young lady. SO hot. You’re making me feel so nice. Thank you, lovely girl. Here it comes.”

It swelled and almost broke my jaw with the pressure before it shot gobs into my throat. I swallowed it greedily again and tugged his globes and pumped it with my hand and mouth, trying to get every last drop. His knees shook, and he groaned and his body twitched as I continued, not wanting to let him go. I was crazy about it until he finally tugged my head off of it, having to open my jaw with his hands first.

I slumped down on my haunches and wriggled on my plug, just wanting to come. A hand removed my blinder and helped me to stand. A kiss landed on my cheek. Shane said, “I am so proud of you. Ralph is so thankful and so is Jet. You were wonderful. Congratulations, little girl.”

Sam’s hand rubbed my shoulders. “You certainly were. Are you ready to offer your other feminine asset? I’m sure Jet would be happy to be your first.”

I shook my head.

“Okay. Suffer.”

They left me standing there staring at the ground as they walked back inside and mixed drinks. “Well, we should go,” I heard Shane say. “Me too.” Jet said. “We’ll have plenty of time together this week.”

I looked up into the kitchen. They all kissed goodnight and left.
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I woke in the morning with my morning wood trapped in the cage. The dildo pressed my lips. Shane had made me take it to bed. I began sucking it and humping in my cage, trying to come.

Sam’s hand landed on my shoulder and rubbed it. “Aww, you poor thing. Can’t get that morning wood gone. Oh well. Too bad you weren’t a big girl last night. That cage would be gone now. Now you’ll have to go through the TSA with it and your plug. Or better yet, a dildo in your bottom. That might be better because there’s no motor, so they might just let you keep it inside and not take it out for inspection.” She chortled.

I stopped humping and took my mouth off the dildo. “Shit, the TSA.”

“Of course. They’ll have some fun with you in the back room when it all shows up after passing through the X-ray booth. You’ll get over it.”

“Honey! No. Don’t make me do that.”

“I’m not. You are.”

“I promise. I’ll take a man in my bottom. I’ll be a big girl. Please don’t make me wear the cage and plug or dildo. Please!?”

She took a deep breath and stroked my hair. She looked at her watch. “Well, we have time for showering and breakfast and then Jet is taking us all to the airport. Jet’s always early, so if you’re a good girl and promise to let him pump his passion into you when he gets here, I’ll set you free and you won’t have to wear those things to the airport. Okay?”

What choice did I have? “Of course. Oh god, yes. Thank you. I’d much rather have Jet poking me than TSA.”

I leapt from bed and stood before Sam, holding my cage. “Okay. Take it off.”

“Not until after. After Jet takes care of you, you’ll see how you don’t even need to touch yourself to enjoy men inside of you. When he makes you squirt, then it comes off.”

I trotted off to the bathroom. “I’m taking the plug out and leaving it out.”

“Yes dear. I’ll see you downstairs for breakfast.”

I took the plug out, ate breakfast quickly, then back into the bathroom to do my duty and shower and clean out. The cleaning out actually aroused me even more, and I was straining the cage, doing my hair and makeup. The more I thought about Jet, the more I wanted him. I’d be the receiver of his powerful passion. For the first time, I’d get to see how good it is to have my best friend share his manhood that way with me and not my wife. It gave me a sense of accomplishment thinking about it.

I dressed in suntan pantyhose with the gusset cut out enough for front and back access, baby blue panties and bra with forms, some high wedge heels, a baby blue polka-dot V-neck cotton minidress and a cropped jean jacket. Jewelry loaded on, hair fluffed with a clip-in baby-blue flower, perfumed everywhere, I packed my purse, slung it on my shoulder, and descended the stairs.

Jet was carrying the suitcases to his SUV. Shane and Ralph sat at the kitchen table. Sam came over to me. “You’re so adorable again.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “Jet said he’d be more than happy to inject you before we leave. Are you ready?”

I nodded nervously and took her hands in mine. “Why am I afraid?”

“Just the newness. You’re a virgin. All virgins are nervous. It is too bad you didn’t agree to this sooner. You could have had a lengthy love making session with Jet but now it’s a quickie.”

“Take the cage off. Please?” I lifted the hem of my dress.

“After.” She gave me a peck on the lips.

Jet walked in, shut the door, and checked his watch. “We have ten minutes. Ready? How do you want it from the front or the back?” He gave me a kiss on my forehead and ran his big hand over my hair. “So lovely.”

How did I want it? I hadn’t thought about it. I looked around at the others. Shane winked at me and gave me a thumbs up. I looked around the kitchen. There was nowhere to do this. I didn’t want to lie down on the floor and mess my dress. “Uh, from behind, if that works for you?”

Jet took me to the counter and had me put my hands on it. He lifted the hem of my dress and tucked it into my panties, which he pulled aside. He rubbed it against my hole. I throbbed, waiting for it.

“Lube. Sam, I need lube or I’ll hurt her.”

Sam was quick to open her purse and take out some lube. That’s my wife, always ready. She squirted it on Jet’s palm and he lubed his very ready shaft, dried his hands, then began again.

The pressure was wonderful as I pushed back against it, throbbing incessantly in my cage. He pressed the tip forward, stretching me like the plug did. I pushed harder, realizing it was bigger than the plug was.

“Harder Jet.” I whimpered.

He pushed, and it hurt a little, then made it past the gate, making me gasp. “Huh!”

“You okay, baby?”

“Oh yeah. Keep pushing it. Fuck me.”

It made its way deeper until I thought it would come out of my throat. I oozed from the cage, throbbing in it uncontrollably. “Oh yes. That’s it, Jet. Come inside of me, baby. Fuck me like you do, my wife.”

Jet sped up and drove me in long, deep strokes. He pulled me to him and I stood on my toes. His enormous arms wrapped around me, crushing me to him, his breath hot in my ear. “Oh god Carrie, you’re so tight and hot. You’re heaven baby.”

“Fuck me. Come in me like you do for my wife.” The sensations going through me were incredible. It was as if I could feel his energy coming into me from his monumental cock.

I stood on my toes, his cock driving in and out, my cage clattering its lock against it while drips oozed from it. My leg shuddered, and I held fast to his big arms wrapped around me. His balls made slapping sounds against my ass. I could sense it was coming as it swelled inside me. He shoved it deep and held it there.

It swelled rock solid, then pulsed, shooting his fiery passion for me into me. I whimpered, and he rammed me over and over, shoving his love for me deep into me while my cage flailed and clattered. He moaned and grunted in my ear. My leg shuddered, and I came like a rocket through the cage and onto the floor. I squealed like a little girl, my knees went weak and he caught me. My breath was choppy as I called out his name in a whimpering little girl voice.

“Oh Carrie. My love.” He shoved it deep again and clutched me to him. His hot breath came in gulps by my ear. He kissed my neck and ran his hands over my body as he slid out of me. I held onto the counter and leaned down on it, catching my breath.

Sam turned me around, undid my cage, and took it to the sink. “Go clean up quickly. We have to leave. I’ll wipe up the floor.”

I ran into the half bath, rinsed things off and straightened myself up. Back in the kitchen, Sam held my big travel purse for me and I slung it on my shoulder and we both ran out the door to the others.

They greeted me with congratulations and a big thank you from my best friend. Shane peppered me with kisses and told me how proud she was of me while caressing my leg and cuddling next to me. My wife looked back and winked at me. “I knew you could do it! I knew you’d love it. It’s who you are. You’re all girl, sweetie! Not a stitch of man in you.” She laughed. “Except Jet’s come.” She leaned on the console, grasped Jet’s big hand and gave him a peck on his cheek. “Thank you for fixing my husband.”

I leaned my head back. Exhausted from the thrill of it all. I had done it. I was officially a girl now. I loved being fucked like one, too. I was proud of the new me. Now for a week of immersing myself in femininity and being the girl I always was. I leaned against Shane and closed my eyes.
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We shuttled to the airport from off-site parking and dragged our bags to check them and get our boarding passes. I only had a double take happen when they checked my driver’s license, but it wasn’t an issue. The cute guy winked at me and smiled.

I unstrapped my wedges as we moved down the TSA line, then placed my purse and shoes on the belt. I had to be careful not to raise my hands too high and reveal myself from my short dress as I stood in the x-ray. A female TSA agent was looking at the x-ray of my purse, which I could see on the monitor. Fuck! Sam put the dildo and cage in my purse! My heart raced as I watched her take my purse from the x-ray. Shane behind me gasped, and Sam giggled. Jet groaned.

The girl held the purse. “Uh... I need to check something inside.”

I nodded, my face beet red.

She took out the dildo with a rubber gloved hand and held it up and looked it over while everyone watched. People laughed. She took the cage and examined it, holding it up to the light. They all laughed again. She grinned at me and stuffed it all back in and handed me my purse. “Have a safe trip, sir. Hope you don’t get locked up anywhere too soon.”

“Thanks a lot.”

I slung it over my shoulder and tried to disappear into the crowd, my breasts tugging with each tiny, frantic step. When I had passed the intersection and turned the corner to our gate, I stopped to wait for the others.

Shane came up and put her arm over my shoulders and we started walking again. “Don’t worry, princess. You’ll never see those people again.”

“Sam did that. Why did she do that?”

“To embarrass you. To show you she’s in charge and you’re her pet.”

I nodded. “I guess. I guess I just have to get over it. No point in making a big deal or she’ll find more stuff to harass me with.”

“Right. Now that’s the attitude of a big girl. Good job.” We held hands and strolled to the gate, taking seats by the front.

Jet and Sam showed up, holding hands. Sam with a big grin.

“Shut up, Sam. I’ve done everything you wanted and still you have to embarrass me in public. That was mean.”

“I didn’t think of it. I forgot about TSA.”

“You’re lying.”

Jet shook his head. “Sam. You owe your husband an apology.”

A passerby did a double take, looking at me in my fury, then continued on.

I rolled my eyes. “I’m her wife now, Jet.”

“Right. Sorry. She owes you an apology.”

“Okay. You’re right. I’m sorry. It was a cheap joke. I should never have done it and I’m sorry I made you feel bad. We’re supposed to be feeling good, and I ruined it. Pleas forgive me and I’ll try to make it up to you. Okay?” Her eyes told me she told the truth.

“Okay. Apology accepted.”

She gave me a hug and a peck on the lips. “Thank you.”

On board, we split up. Shane and I had seats together in a three seat row. Someone was sitting by the outside wall, her purse under the seat in front and a folded up plane blanket was between her armrest and the wall. “Hi! I’m Faith.”

Hi Faith, I said as I made room for Shane to pass by me to her seat next to Faith.

“Oh no, Carrie. You go first.”

I moved to the middle seat and put my hand out to Faith. “I’m Carrie and this is Shane.” We all shook hands, seated ourselves and placed our things and buckled up.

Faith was smiling, watching us. The girl was very cute. My age at about 23 but had the face of a doll with big bright blue eyes. Strikingly unusual. Luscious painted slips and high cheekbones. Multi-toned hair with waves and layers framed her pretty face. Her breasts were firm in her tank top, her denim miniskirt revealed shapely legs in high wedge sneakers. Very very cute.

I realized I was staring when she tilted her head. “Is something amiss? Did you forget something? Leave the iron on after pressing that pretty dress? I love the color. We should trade outfits. Your dress matches my eyes perfectly. It’s so hard to find that color.” Her voice was silky, yet slightly deeper for her size.

“Uh... No... sorry. I can’t lie. You’re just so pretty. I had to take you all in.”

She placed her hand on mine and grasped it, lifted it, and kissed the back of it. “Thank you!” She looked at my hand. “Oh my, what gorgeous nails. Did you just get them done?” Her nails were even longer than mine and made her hands look tiny.

“I did. Yours are lovely too. Longer yet.”

“I love them long. Makes me feel so feminine. It makes me handle things delicately too.”

“Yes, it does. I love that too.”

Her eyes roamed my face, her smile still there, like a painting. I was melting for her. I turned away and took out a magazine from the pouch. Shane put her hand on my leg and squeezed it and whispered in my ear. “She is a doll, isn’t she? I wonder if she’s going to our conference. I could be a lesbian with her and I know you’d love to have her too.” She winked at me and smiled. I nodded with a big smile and eyebrows raised. We both laughed.

I turned to Faith, who was unfolding her blanket and placing it over her lap. She smiled at me. “My legs get cold on these planes.”

“Right. I know what you mean. Not the place for a light summer dress like this.” I crossed my legs and bounced a foot.

“Want to share? I have plenty.” She lifted one side. She looked over at Shane. “Shane? Would you like to share a blanket? Your legs might get chilled in that miniskirt.”

“Sure.” She leaned over and Faith unfolded it across the three of us. It was cozy, sensing the soft material and warmth of it.

“Thanks,” I said to Faith and squeezed her hand.

“No problem. My pleasure. Oh my, your hand is icy.” She rubbed my hand and took it under the blanket with hers. “We can warm it up a little.”

She rubbed it with both hands under the blanket.

“So, Faith. We were wondering if you happen to be going to the same LGBTQ fundraising conference we are.”

“Really? The NAPC? I am.” Her eyes lit up. “That’s great. We’ll have to spend some time together. If we can find time, that is. I’m gonna win the prize.”

“You are? My wife thinks we are.”

“Is Shane your wife?”

“She’s my girlfriend. My wife is back a few rows with her boyfriend. Do you have a partner?”

“Nope. Single. Don’t want to be dragged down. I’m winning. Been training for six months already. After last years I decided to switch and win. I need the money to pump up my business. Now I can really make some points and win.”

Shane leaned over. “Wow. good for you. So you’re a switch?”

She nodded quickly. “I know, huh? How lucky can a girl like me be? I was always a little guy, but now. I’m a gorgeous girl. You’ll have to check out my augmentation later. Butt cheeks, breasts. I think I make a hell of a girl. Right?”

“Oh yeah, you sure are.” Shane touched Faith’s leg under the blanket. “Just like Carrie here.”

She turned to me with a face full of shock. “Wow. Perfect. Never would have guessed. Cool. I’m so glad we sat together.”

The plane rolled from the gate as we looked out the window. The engine noise picked up. Faith squeezed my hand, looking out the window. “Flying makes me nervous. Mostly take off and landing.”

I nodded and squeezed her hand. “Don’t worry. You’ll be fine.”

Her hand moved to my stockinged leg and caressed it as she looked out the window. We turned onto the runway. The engines roared, the plane shook and started rolling and bumping down the runway. Her hand squeezed my leg. I throbbed in my panties. I grasped her hand in both of mine and held it tight. I gave her a peck on the cheek. She turned and smiled and turned back to the window.

The nose lifted, back wheels came off the runway, and the wheels retracted and we climbed.

“Phew. Okay. That parts over.” She lifted her purse from the floor. She dug in it and took out a rubber and held it for me. “Want one? I need some relief. They’re lubed inside only.” She pushed it into my hand. Take it. We have a blanket. “Would your girlfriend want one?”

“If she had something to put it on, she would.”

“Oh. She’s traditional. Cool.”

“So you need some relief? I can help.”

“I was hoping you’d say that.” She looked around and moved under her blanket, putting it on herself.

I opened mine under the blanket and slid into the slippery tight sheath of rubber.

She looked around, then whispered to me. “You see, part of my training I did was to increase my libido, so I’d be motivated enough to win. To do that, I made myself come as many times a day as I could for a long time. I had gotten up to thirty but ended up around twenty. Now my body is so used to making all of that demand that I have to come several times a day or I become a total nympho. The lubed rubber was a way to avoid calluses on it and blisters. I tried e-stim and vibrators, but this and a simple, cheap, vibrating butt-plug work the best.” She grinned and slid her hand under her and must have turned it on.

“Should have seen the TSA people when I passed through. Who cares? Mundane muggles. Anyway…” She wriggled on it and crossed her legs. “…Mmm. Lovely. Want one? I bring spares because they’re cheap and they stop working. I have a bunch for the week. Take one. You can slip it right in. It’s small. Maybe your girlfriend wants one?”

She dug two out and handed them to me. I passed it to Shane, and she opened it and promptly inserted it and crossed her legs. I looked around, opened it and slid my hand under me and popped it right in, being already well lubed from Jet. The sensations were amazing for being so small.

I looked at Faith. She was stroking herself discreetly beneath her blanket and smiling lovingly at me. Her hand drifted to under my dress. Her warm fingers wrapped delicately around my shaft. Her other hand took my hand and placed it on her hardness. I stroked her lightly like she did me.

She lifted the armrest and slid against me, snuggling me to her. “You have a delicate touch. So sensual, so feminine and gentle.”

“Thanks. You do too.”

Shane’s hand slid on my stockinged leg and caressed it. I looked over at her. She had her other hand under the blanket and was fiddling. She looked at me and licked her lips. She leaned forward and looked at Faith. Her hand left her and moved past mine to Faith. I let her stroke Faith, and they looked each other in the eyes. Shane winked and smiled and let her go.

I wrapped my hand around her sweet hardness and resumed my caressing. The slickness inside the rubber allowed me to run the tip into my fist, squeezing it, and slide it inside my fist like she was doing to me. It was better than the Fleshlight Sam made me use when Jet fucked her every night after dinner.

The flight attendants were seated with no snacks or water to deliver, since this was a cheap, short flight. The surrounding people were looking out the windows or sleeping. I turned to Faith and looked into her eyes, and she snuggled closer to me, her leg rubbing mine. Her face was next to mine and her lips parted as she breathed choppily and let out a little moan. I kissed her deeply on the lips and we embraced as we both slowly and rhythmically jerked each other in time, speed, and pressure together. We dragged it out, staying on the edge. I whimpered in her ear and nibbled the bottom of her earlobe while my other hand caressed her breast. The inevitable came and so did we. She shuddered in my arm and held me close as we both shot loads into each other’s grip.

When we were done, we kissed and sat back and fixed things, then put our tied off rubbers into our purses. Faith took a handful of her rubbers and put them in my purse. “For later, if you want one.”

“Thanks.”

The plugs remained in. She held my hand and gazed into my eyes. “That was lovely. We have to stay in touch.”

I nodded. “For sure.”

Shane leaned over and said to us, “You girls were so hot. I came watching you two. I could watch you forever. You’re both so sensual and caring. You have to stay in touch.”

We both laughed and nodded and squeezed each other’s hand under the blanket.

Faith said, “I know you and your wife want to win, but I’m gonna try my hardest to not let you. I hope you don’t win. I’ve worked so hard for this. Can you be nice and let me win?”

“I’d love to. Not sure what my wife is gonna say, though. My guess is she won’t go for it.”

“Well then, may the best girl win.” She smiled and gave me a peck on the lips, then touched the back of her soft hand to my cheek, gazing lovingly into my eyes. She made me melt. She turned and looked out the window. Her hand found mine under the blanket and she snuggled next to me, put her head on my shoulder, and closed her eyes. I was in love. She had to win.
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“Okay. You’re all set. Your room keys are on your phones. You have your hard key cards just in case. The group meet and greet with instructions and details of the week will be at five PM in the main ballroom.” He smiled at us, his mascara and eyeliner making his eyes pop. He slid us arm bands. “This is for your phones, for ease of scanning your harvests for point sharing and tracking and partner tracking. Remember, the goal is diversity, so any repeats get no points for either party.”

I nodded. Sam looked up at him, smiling. “So are you gay and would you be interested in a hetero girl like me?”

He laughed. “Uh... I’m Bi and I would be, but neither you nor I would get any points. Employees at the resort don’t get to compete. However...” he leaned in to Sam. “If you’d like a freebie, I’m game.” He winked. “Enjoy your stay, folks.”

Sam nodded. “You have a deal, baby. I’ll come for you. Literally.”

A bellboy, or bell girl, I wasn’t sure which, or femboy, pushed the cart with our luggage to lead us to our rooms. I tipped them some cash from my purse and they smiled and left.

Sam bent down and picked something up. “What’s this? A condom?”

She read it. “Lubed on the inside. Hmm. Why do you have this?”

“Uh. It’s from the girl I sat next to on the plane. We had a little playtime on the plane. She was incredible.” She gave me some, and I put them in my purse.

“Oh, really?”

“Yeah. She’s a girl like me, but she’s been training for this. She’s gonna win. She used the rubbers like this one to increase her libido by coming up to thirty times a day for a long time, so she’d force her body to have a constant libido and stay in the mood. She’s gonna win. She should win. She’s lovely and needs the money to build her business.”

“Fuck that! We’re winning.”

“Oh yeah? How can we win when you’re gonna be doing freebies with the desk boy?”

“He’s hot.”

“You heard him. No points. So just have fun and let Faith win. Relax. Enjoy yourself. I’m the girl you always wanted me to turn into, anyway.”

“Yes, but so you’d win, sweetie. It’s how you could get the most points.”

“Right. I’m here for you to make money with, honey. Anyway, I’m gonna take advantage of this place and the people and I’m gonna explore and have sex with everybody. But I’m telling you, she’s gonna win, so don’t even try. It’ll just piss you off.”

We unpacked in silence. I chose the virginal white wedding minidress Sam bought for me, along with the accessories. The sheer, white, lace-top stay-up stockings had baby-blue satin and lace garters I placed at the top. Crotchless, ruffled, lace panties framed my rigid shaved package, which leapt of its own accord continuously.

The fetishy high, lace and beaded stilettos were dainty and strappy and made me walk in tiny minced steps. My gel breast forms filled the V-neck top without a bra and created lovely cleavage and revealed silky shoulders with the lace, drop-sleeves. A bridal veil completed the look, draping over my shoulders. I was the epitome of a sexy virgin bride on her wedding night.

I put in my long dangle earrings and perfumed myself thoroughly, then touched up my hair and slung my white beaded purse. My phone slid into the holster, exposing the face on my arm for ease of record keeping.

Sam dressed in an Elvira outfit, complete with dramatic eye makeup, and a slit in the dress exposing her long shapely legs and the crotchless panties. “Ready my little virgin bride, groom pleaser?” She kissed my cheek, then affixed her phone to her arm. “I’m sorry. I was pissed. I don’t care about the money as much as you being the girl you are. Just enjoy yourself and have as much sex as you can and let the chips fall where they may. Okay?”

“Okay. Thanks. I am in the mood for some loving, though. Who knows? I might have several grooms tonight. After Jet this morning, I can’t stop thinking about it. Then playing with my new little friend on the plane made me want girls like her as well. My heart’s pounding with anticipation right now.”

“Good girl. I’m so glad to hear that. I’m all wet myself. Let’s go.”

Downstairs was a theater of costumes. Beasties, vampires, brides, dogs with big dicks, sissies, gorillas, Wookiees, all manner of costuming. It was wild. I searched for Faith, but with the costumes, who knew if I’d even recognize her? We clicked across the marble lobby and down the hall to the main ballroom. Upon entry, there was a long bar, and we stepped over to it and picked up martinis for ourselves, then moved to a table toward the front. I bounced a high-heeled foot, looking around at the others there.

We snacked on the cracked crab appetizers on the table and the chilled oysters. A tall, good looking vampire stood before Sam. “May I join you, miss?” His cock was hard and leaping, framed by pants with a cock-ring built in to hold it out and up. Sam’s face lit up, and she reached for his cock, took it in her hand, and stroked it. “Certainly. My name’s Sam.” She looked up at him, stroking him.

“I’m Devin. Nice to meet you.” He watched her as she nodded and then bent forward and took him into her mouth and bobbed her head on it, looking up. He cradled her head and thrusted into her face.

She released him from her mouth and stood, putting her leg on the chair, then grasped and guided his cock into her as she looked into his eyes. She tugged his ass with both hands, getting him thrusting into her. He grinned and bit her neck with his vampire teeth as I watched his gleaming shaft going in and out of my wife. Soon, she shuddered and moaned and clung to him and I saw his cock pulsing and shooting his come into her.

When she had stopped shuddering, she lifted off him and took a napkin from the table to wipe her slit and sit. He sat down with us and they both touched their phones and brought them together to register the act.

“One point each. Nothing new for us, huh?” Sam laughed. “Oh well, a point is a point. It was nice. Thanks.”

“You too. You clench nice.”

“Thanks. I practice that.” She laughed. We sat there and snacked and sipped.

A bride walked over and smiled at me. “Hi! Oh, my god! It’s you, Carrie!”

“Faith!” I stood and gave her a big hug, then kissed her hands and face. “I was so hoping to see you. We have to exchange info.”

She nodded quickly. “Well, if we do one, we can get credit, and then I can add your personal info to my phone book from that.”

“Oh, right!”

I wrapped my arms around her and looked into her eyes. “How shall we do it?”

“Oh god. I don’t know. I want to do it all with you. Oh my. Why don’t you fuck me? From the front. I want to see your eyes when you come in me.”

She looked around for a place, then moved aside the oysters and cracked crab and sat on the table, leaning back on her elbows. She wore crotchless panties like mine and I slid between her legs and poked myself into her fiery hole and grasped her hips. My wife and her friend watched us as we both whimpered and I humped like a rabbit into her over and over. Her eyes were wide as her legs dangled to the side and her cute cock flailed and oozed in the nest of her ruffled crotchless panties.

I was crazy with passion for her and it was like the first time I ever had sex. She was as filled with the energy of it as I was, and she urged me on with one hand on my ass while she lowered her top and played with one of her breasts. I nearly lost my balance as I came inside of her and she shot ropes of white between us while squealing like a little girl.

A voice over the loudspeakers, “Can I have everyone’s attention, please?”

I pumped her a few more times, both of us jerking and shuddering our last spurts out, then I sat on a chair, slid her onto my lap and tucked myself back into her and hugged her to me.

She whispered. “I love you. That was the best thing ever.”

“I love you too. I never was so happy.” I lifted into her.

We kissed deeply.

“Can I have everyone’s attention, please?”

Grunts and moans and women squealing all came to a precipice, then subsided into heavy breathing and sighs. Chairs and tables clanked and moved and people sat down.

I pushed my softening dick into Faith as best I could. She peppered my face with kisses. Sam glared at me. I shrugged, then peppered Faith with kisses, making her giggle like a little girl.

“Okay everyone. Everyone has the rules and the point system. It’s somewhat of an honor system with no points unless your partner comes or you do. One of you must come. To avoid accidentally wasting points by doing the same person twice, your phone will let you know if the person in closest proximity to you has been with you already by beeping several times and flashing red.” He held up a phone beeping and flashing, then tapped it off.

“I see everyone knows there’s no place you can’t have sex at this resort and we encourage everyone to take advantage of that and try some fresh places to have it. Workers at the resort don’t get or give any points to anyone, though if they and you are willing, you’re welcome to have sex with them as well. Breakfast opens at 7 AM for the early risers and goes all morning. Lunch starts at noon, dinner at five. All food and drinks are prepaid. Tipping as desired. Enjoy and get your points!”

Faith slid off my lap. We picked up more drinks, then took the seats at our table again. We ate the next course, which was a salad with shrimp and salmon. Sam and Devin ate and chatted. They each needed new partners to gain any points and Sam should have a woman, and Devin, a man or a T-girl to get double points.

I checked out Devin. “Faith, Devin might be a good one, but he did just come. Of course, everyone will probably be like that from now on anyway, right?”

“If they’ve released, they probably will be.” 

She put a small forkful into her mouth and ate it like a rabbit. She was so cute. “We just have to keep moving, get them first, and hope we can make them come fast.”

I nodded. “Hmm. Maybe with extra stimulation. Maybe we should both work them together somehow.”

She nodded and swallowed. “Maybe. Not sure.”

I took the map of the resort’s rooms and places from my purse and examined it. “I have an idea. C’mon.”
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I took her by the hand and we dashed off out of the ballroom and back onto the marble floors where our heels clicked away as we ran down the hall, hand in hand.

We entered the room. We were the first ones in it. I led Faith over to the satin covered, adjustable padded table. “Here. You set up here for being able to take it in your bottom and your face and I’ll get them ready, so they come fast. We’ll rack points for you like crazy.”

Her eyes popped wide, and she hugged me and kissed me. “Thank you!” She scrambled onto the table and adjusted everything. She lifted her bottom at just the right height for most men and spread her legs into the braces and her chin rested on a padded shelf in front with her hands free before her. She tested the movement of her cute bottom and her hands. “All set.”

I pulled the phone from the holster and sent a message to the group for a virgin bride break-in-night in the room we were in. The phone went back in the holster. I stepped over to Faith by her head and rested my hand on her hair. “You’re lovely. I sent out a message. Some will be here soon.”

Sure enough, they were. The first two, a princess T-girl and a Wookiee, went to Faith and filled her orifices. The Wookiee politely putting on a rubber from the bowl next to Faith to keep her from getting sloppy.

I dragged a kneeling-step and rail over to behind Faith and faced it to the entering people. I explained the setup to the first three. Another T-girl bride, a huge Arabian night, and a Barack Obama, all exposed, hard and ready. I knelt down and worked the three of them until there was an open orifice of Faith’s and they would move on from me to her and put on a rubber if they took her bottom. We did this for several hours.

I ended up having a few men come in my mouth and, of course, got the points, but I avoided that when I could (I had to be less fervent in my passionate ministrations) and let them come in Faith most of the time.

The job I was doing took its toll on me as my libido reached the edge and I ended up spurting by accident when a very sexy, Little Bo-Peep T-girl, Cami, came in my mouth. We both got our points for that and promised to contact each other after.

I wasn’t as motivated for a few minutes after that, but recovered quickly and was able to speed Faith’s depositors for her rapid and successful harvesting. When the crowd thinned and the line ended, we both used the time to enjoy an indulgent spit-roasting of ourselves.

Mine was a large black pirate in my bottom facing me and a small, cute, Pinochio in my face. I came like a rocket as the pirate shoved, grunted, and dumped a bareback load into my begging bottom while Pinochio spurted his cute cock in between my lips.

I stood, fixed my dress, fluffed my hair, and straightened my bridal veil over my shoulders while I watched Faith’s last wolf fuck her tight bottom and howl when he came in her. He withdrew and trotted off in wolf style as I moved over to Faith and lifted her to a siting position. I sat next to her and put my arm over her shoulders. I kissed her cheek and wiped the come off her forehead. She craned her neck. “My neck is so stiff. I should have taken a break.”

“I know. You’re more of a beast than the wolf. Sorry I lost some points for you. I came by accident when one came in my mouth and a couple of others came in my mouth, too.”

“Don’t be silly. It happens. I’m glad you came. You gave up a lot of points for me tonight. Thank you, my princess.” She kissed me on the lips deeply. I could taste the sweet mingling of the harvested come in our mouths.

“Mmm, love your kisses.” I squeezed her hand, gazing lovingly into her gorgeous eyes.

“Me too. Want to get some nightcaps and go to bed?”

“Go to bed? Me with you?”

“Sure. If it’s okay with your wife.”

“Probably. She’ll probably be with someone, anyway. I’ll text her.”

I took my phone out and texted. She responded. “Looking at my phone at the shitty point count for you. I did better than you did. But I know we weren’t going to think about that. Sure. Go ahead. Sleep with your sissy girlfriend.”

I chuckled.

Faith looked inquisitive. “Is it okay?”

“Sure. She said she’s happy for me and wants me to thank you for taking care of me.” I scoffed.

“You’re being sarcastic, huh?”

I nodded.

She put her arm around me. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s not your fault. I’m sleeping with you though, if you still want me to.”

“Super. Let’s get some drinks and relax.”
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We sat together on a leather couch, two brides, in a lounge, with a piano player tinkling the keys. I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and hugged her to me. We clinked, then sipped, and she took out her phone and checked her scoring against the group.

She looked around and whispered excitedly. “I’m winning!” She dropped her phone and clapped her hands like a little girl, giggling.

“Congratulations sweetie!” I gave her a peck on the lips. “By how much? Enough to quit?”

She shrugged and took a pen and a small pad from her purse. She put her phone on her knee and wrote numbers from the app. Then she did some calculations. “Well, the competition only goes for three days of the stay. Today was day one. Us newly-stated T-girls get more points than most because we have the most options for double points. And...” She looked around. “I have a secret.”

“What’s that?”

A good portion of the guests won’t be competing for 48 hours because of a lack of motivation.

“How’s that? 48 hours sounds like a long recovery time when most people here could probably bang off four a day at least.”

“Right. But last night, you and I put all those people out of commission, at least the ones that finished in my butt with a rubber on. Additionally, a sizeable portion of the rest of the guests will be excluded from the competition for 48 hours because they won't be motivated.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Huh? How can that be?”

Her hand glided sensually on my thigh as she looked into my eyes. “Remember when we first met, and we took care of each other on the plane?”

“Yup. I’ll never forget it.” I gave her a peck on the lips and squeezed her to me.

“What was unusual?”

“It all was. I mean. I never jerked anyone off before, and I certainly never came on a plane.”

“Right. What else?”

I took a deep breath and looked up to the right. “Hmm.”

“What about the condom?”

“Oh yeah. You had lube inside of them and not outside. They were made for jerking off in.”

“Exactly. They’re from Korea. They’re called Wet Dreams. A specialty product the company makes.”

“Okay. Cool. So?”

She made a flat smile. Sat up straight. “The ones the resort provides in the bowls are called Peaceful Satisfaction. Instead of a lube inside, there’s a lube outside, but the inside has a compound similar to an antidepressant but capable of being transferred through the skin. I used them before. They’re quite effective and you’re blissful after and have no desire to have sex for 48 hours. It can provide wonderful relief when you have a libido like the one I’ve developed. Trust me. It’s a wonderful sensation.”

I nodded and sipped. “So, let me get this straight: the condoms make the people that wore them frigid?”

“Yup. peaceful and satisfied and blissful. Just the people whose dicks they went on. No desire for 48 hours. Those people are out of the competition. The ones that did me and the ones that used rubbers on someone else. There aren’t many left to compete with.”

“Why would the resort distribute those?”

“I’m the Korean manufacturer’s rep for the US. I’m a distributor of condoms. It’s what my business is. I found the resorts’ supply person and gave them favorable pricing and provided the hundreds of reviews that spoke of how good people felt after using them. What better place for a condom manufacturer to get a foot in the door than a sex resort? All the condoms here are Peaceful Satisfaction.”

“Wow. You’re brilliant. A properly placed recommendation and price reduction and a huge push on your first night to maximize your standing while everyone with a dick goes limp. Cool. How many do you think are left? We should give them some Peaceful Satisfaction tomorrow.”

She opened her phone and found anyone with a dick that hadn’t scored anything. “Hmm, all the dicks present, scored. There is a group that is traveling together, though that haven’t arrived yet. It’s the last part of a soccer team from Australia. 3 of the 11 players were delayed getting on the domestic flight when they found a girl they had to play with at the airport.”

“Anyone close to you in points?”

“One T-girl. Cami’s her name. She’s probably been like me, though, being a receptacle and not a shooter.”

“Well, when the team gets here. We’ll have to beat her to it or take her out of service by having her be a shooter. Right?”

“Right.” She clinked my glass, sipped her drink and gave me a deep kiss. “I love you, Carrie.”
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We slept like we’d been together forever. We were both tired from all the sex and fell asleep right away, snuggled together on the satin sheets. I heard the shower going in the bathroom and got out of bed to pour some coffee and sit on the balcony.

Faith came out all fresh and clean and sat on my lap to give me a peck on the cheek and hug me. “I’m gonna get dressed and go downstairs for breakfast. Wanna join me?”

“I have to shower and change into a new costume, so I have to go back to my room first.”

“No problem. We have until noon before the Aussie’s get here. I can hang out downstairs and people watch while I wait for you.”

“Sounds good.”

Back in the room, Sam was gone already. I stripped and showered and did my routine, then looked over the costumes for the day. Hmm, sex doll. Tempting, but would probably get hot and uncomfortable with all the latex covering my skin. Western saloon girl? Cute, but again, lots of heat holding clothing with the corset and a long, though slit, skirt. The broken doll was cute, but required some heavy makeup to make my face appear broken. Plus, it might make people want to break me more. Not a good idea. The French poodle it was.

I slipped the sheer suntan, lace-top thigh-highs up and then put on my bra and gel breast forms. The body suit had an opening in back just below the fluffy tail, just like a poodle, and the cute little poodle skirt did nothing to hide it. The cleavage of my butt cheeks screamed to be used. I sat down on the bed and slid on the strappy high heels with paw shaped toes and fastened them around my ankles. There were stretch cuffs that were pink, puffy fur, like a poodles fur that went on my ankles and wrists. A pink puffy, fur crop-top just added enough to look like a trimmed poodle’s back and shoulders. Last was the curly, pink, poodle fur hair piece with dangling poodle ears.

Standing in front of the full-length mirror, I sprayed perfume all over me and then put in my earrings, put on my jewelry and checked myself head to toe in the costume. The body suit was snug and gave a delightful view of my cleavage, and the shortness of the skirt did nothing to hide the hard-on showing against my belly. I liked the way it looked. It made it obvious what kind of girl I was and how I was feeling.

I slung my pink poodle purse on my shoulder and headed downstairs.

Sam was at a table on the patio eating breakfast with Jet and Shane. Sam saw me walking toward her. A big grin crossed her face. “Oh, my god! You’re so cute in that.”

“Thanks.”

Jet laughed. “Very cute, Carrie. Very cute.”

Shane stood and came over to give me a kiss and a hug. “Hi sweetie. You’re adorable.” She touched my floppy ears and gave me a peck on the lips.

“Thanks. So how’s it going?”

Sam patted the chair next to her. “Sit and have breakfast.”

“I have to find Faith. I promised to eat breakfast with her.”

“Ah, do you have a crush on your new sissy girl?”

I shrugged.

Shane said, “So what if she did? She deserves to explore. She’s been so confined as a male before this.”

Jet nodded and put his coffee down. “Right. Let the girl enjoy herself. Don’t be rude, Sam. You’re just in a pissy mood because none of the men want to play with you.”

“Including you, Jet!”

“Hey, that last fuck was incredible with that woman. She left me being relaxed and happy. I don’t need to screw to feel good right now.”

I laughed. “Good for you, Jet. Glad you found someone to make you feel that way instead of always having to satisfy Sam.”

Sam glared at me. “Okay. I’ll shut up. Carrie, go find your sissy friend and have a good day, honey. If you’re lucky, she’ll be a German Shepard.”

I held my head high and clicked in tiny poodle steps around the patio. Faith stood up and waved to me in her punk, goth looking miniskirt with chunky black boots and a mohawk wig. Her tiny voice called out. “Carrie!”

I trotted over to her and bent down to give her a peck on the cheek, then sat. “You look cute, Faith. Very tough and such a contrast to your normal self.” Our phones were flashing red and beeping to tell us there were no points to be had together. We silenced them both.

“Uh, thanks. I was going for a kind of dystopian Mad Max kinda thing.”

“You nailed it.”

“Love your prissy French Poodle persona. It suits what you’re like really well. Does it feel good?”

I nodded quickly. “I love it. I could imagine being the hot little poodle in town all prissy and the bitch every dog wants.” I laughed. “Saw my wife and her boyfriend and my girlfriend. My wife is all upset and bitchy cause she can’t find guys to play with. Her boyfriend is nice and relaxed and isn’t the least bit interested in sex. Seems those condoms work well.”

“See? They do. If we could get that T-girl, Cami, to just use one on someone, we could be done, and your wife and girlfriend can have the Australians when they arrive. That would keep the points where we want them.”

“Right.”

We ordered breakfast and enjoyed the beautiful weather, keeping our eyes open for Cami. While we sipped our coffees, Cami was walking along the open sliders to the inside when a busboy stopped to talk with her. Cami wore feathered wings and a gossamer crop top over a shelf bra, revealing her hard nipples and firm breasts. A matching gossamer skirt revealed her bobbing hardness beneath as she stood like a tiny goddess in her platform stilettos, smiling at the busboy as he talked.

“So, I think I want to go from being a femboy to what you’ve become, but I’m not sure. You are the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen.” He rubbed his crotch in his short shorts.

“You’re very cute too.” She handed him a condom. “Perhaps you’d like to take a dip into an angel and see how it is with a girl like me?”

His eyes lit up, and he looked around. She took him by the hand. “C’mon. follow me.” She led him toward the cabanas with the beds in them.

Faith shook my arm. “Go. That’s the one you came with when you gave her the BJ, right?”

“Right.”

“She’s the point-girl. Have her fuck you. Put a rubber on her lovely long cock and have her fuck you. She’ll do it even if she doesn’t get any points from it. She’s doing it with the busboy. She loved you. She’ll do it.”

“Right.”

I ran off like a pink poodle on speed, clicking in tiny steps, my ears flopping in the breeze as I ran. Faith was right behind me.

They were in the Cabana on the bed already and the busboy had Cami on her knees as he fucked her. She saw me and a smile spread across her face. “Carrie!”

She rolled out from under the busboy and laid him on his back. “Sorry. You can get back in me in a second.” Before I knew it, she had a rubber on me. She must have gotten good at doing that.

“Uh, Cami. I was hoping you’d make love to me.”

“Oh, okay. I was gonna have you do me and save the busboy for you. No matter. No points here anyway.”

She patted the bed and had me lie down on my face and lift my butt. I handed a rubber back to her. “Please use this, Cami? I’m planning on a busy day and don’t want to be sloppy.”

“Right.” She slid it on and held my legs back by my thighs and guided it in. She looked over her shoulder at the busboy. “Okay kiddo, get back on your horse and ride.” She wiggled her butt in the air.

He got behind her on the bed and thrusted into her, making her thrust into me. “Oh god, Carrie, this is what heaven is about.”

“Oh, yes.” Her bright eyes were locked on mine as she held my legs fast to the bed and my poodle legs flailed in the air by my ears while the cute busboy pounded in jerky, rabbit-like fashion at high speed into Cami.

We all three whimpered as the tension built. I could see Faith smiling at me, peeking around the edge of the cabana. She winked and gave me a thumbs up.

The bus boy was so cute, his short shorts around his ankles as he held her hips and thrusted furiously, his face looking like he was ready to cry. Cami’s breasts jiggled before me as she peppered my face with kisses, then locked her eyes on mine. Her eyes opened wide.

The busboy squealed like a little girl and shoved it deep into Cami. Cami shoved it deep into me and they both held it there. Cami’s long shaft swelled and pulsed inside me and spewed her passion into the Peaceful Satisfaction condom. I came in mine profusely, my leg jerking as I did. I was done. It was done. She was done. Out of the competition. I felt guilty. But it had to be done.

We all collapsed in a pile on the bed. The busboy gave a few more thrusts and popped out. Cami’s shrunk and fell out and after we caught our breath, the busboy said, “Well, I have to get back to work. Thanks! I want to be just like you two someday.”

He left, and Cami lay there on her back. “God, I’m so nice and relaxed. It’s too bad I have work to do yet.”

“Skip it. Relax and enjoy.”

She shrugged and gave me a kiss. “I’m gonna take a break and get a coffee, then get to work. I’ll catch you after, okay? You are one sweet, tight poodle.” She kissed me on the forehead.

“And you’re an angel.”

She slid off the bed and took off in tiny steps back indoors. Faith sat next to me on the bed. “Was she good?”

I nodded and grinned. “I loved it. She’s so sweet. Not big and tough like my first one. Although he was pretty darn good. I think I like the sweet and feminine better, though. I’m so relaxed and happy. I think I’m done now too. I went limp fast after. She had slipped a rubber on me before I could stop her.”

She kissed my forehead. “So I guess she’s done? She seemed relaxed.”

“Yeah. She went for a coffee. I don’t think she’ll be getting hard anytime too soon. She went limp fast.”

“Good.” She checked her phone. “We can sit back and relax, then. We don’t need to do a thing. Your wife and many others will get the Australians taken care of and Cami is out of business, so we’re all set. I’m six points ahead of her and she’s done.”

“Nice. What should we do?”

“How about we get out of these silly costumes and just have a girls’ day and relax? We can watch the Aussies arrive and get taken by people other than Cami, and then we’ll be sure it’s over. Now we can concentrate on us, okay?”

“Deal. Meet at the entrance?”

“Sure. Why don’t you invite your girlfriend and wife and her boyfriend too? I’d like to meet them and maybe your wife and girlfriend can take the points from the remaining three Aussies.”
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It was a relief to be wearing a simple denim miniskirt with no stockings, wedge high-heels, and a tank top. I fluffed my hair and put a flower in it from the vase in the bedroom. I texted Shane, Jet, and Sam and let them know about the Aussies and where we’d be hanging out.

Faith was already there, bouncing a high-heeled foot, wearing a one piece bathing suit with a sheer cover and high heels. “Over here, Carrie!”

I sat next to her on the extremely long couch under the overhang of the entry portico; the breezes flowing gently through it, carrying the scent of the flowers planted alongside. “Hi! It’s beautiful out here. And it’s so nice being so relaxed and happy and with no pressure from that incessant sex drive.”

“Tell me about it. I love it when it happens. It’s the first thing I’m doing when this is all over.” She gave me a peck. “I want to get rid of it with you. If you’re up to it.”

I shrugged. “Not sure I could right now.”

“That’s okay, baby.”

Shane, Sam, and Jet came by next. Jet sat next to me. “How ya doing, buddy? You look nice and relaxed, not wearing a costume. Are you going to introduce me to your lovely lady friend?”

“Right. Jet, Faith. Faith, Jet.”

Faith’s face lit up. “Hi, nice to meet you, sir?”

“Oh, no sir, please. Jet will do.”

“Okay, Jet.”

Sam and Shane met Faith and were nice to her. I smiled up at Sam. “Aussies are coming, Sam. Going for them?”

“You bet. Shane is too.”

“There’s three.”

“I’d gladly take them all, but Shane deserves one too,” my wife said, chortling. “I didn’t plan on all the meat at the resort going soft so soon.”

A hot dog cart came by and we all had Chicago style dogs for lunch with iced tea. I checked my watch. Ten minutes to go.

We sat and enjoyed the fresh air and the awesome dogs in fresh buns. I hadn’t been so positive feeling in a while. I guess it's nice to not be horny. I felt bad for my wife. She was sitting there, her hard nipples showing through the holes in her bikini bathing suit, wearing her five-inch stilettos and looking oh so ready to get laid, obviously not satisfied.

I looked off into the parking area. Over to the side on the grass, there was a group of people. It looked like they were spit roasting a petite girl while she jerked off a third guy before her face. And another guy was jerking off, watching them. The petite girl was Cami. Her wings were off and on the ground as was her skirt and her breasts swung with the thrusts, as did her little limp package as the guy behind stuffed it into her and the one in front held her head and fucked her face. I poked Faith. “Uh.... I think that’s Cami and the Australians, honey. And there are four of them. Lots of points for her. Double double.”

She looked off at them, squinting. “Oh, my god. How is she doing that? She’s totally limp. I can see it flailing around. And four of them... Damn, that guy must have been delayed with them. Eight points! Shit. I’m screwed.”

Sam leaned over. “What? Those are the Aussies? Shit. Some little sissy girl got to them first. Damn. I’d be better off in a grocery store than here.”

“Sorry to hear that, Sam. How about Ralph? You’re one of the few that can fit him in you.”

“Ralph is more into having guys fuck him than him fucking any girls. I tried to motivate him, but he seems to have lost all interest in women now.”

“Wow. At least he’s getting points.”

“Not anymore. He’s too thick to get it into a guy and no guys are interested in any sex right now. The place is dead.”

“Poor Ralph.”

“Poor Ralph. What about Shane and me?” She scoffed.

“You need to chill a little, honey. Just enjoy the place and the weather and all the cheerful people. Relax.”

She nodded. “I know. I’m just being a bitch. It’s not like I didn’t have a lot of guys the first night. DPs, spit-roasted, it was heaven.”

“Good. Be thankful for that.”

Sam turned to check out Faith. “Your girlfriend is really cute. A lot like you. Think she won? She was scoring well last I checked the stats. We lost for sure.”

“She might have, except for the Aussies. We’ll see. It ends soon.”

Cami was done with the Aussies. They all registered the sex on the phones and she put her wings and skirt back on and made her way to the hot dog cart, then to us.

“Hi!” She waved a little wave at all of us. Our phones showed and sounded the red alert for us having been together already, and we silenced it. “Can’t wait until this competition ends. Seems everyone I pass sets the alarm off now.”

I smiled up at her. “Hi Cami. We saw you harvested the Aussies.”

“Yeah, they were crazy fun.” She bit into her dog.

“But how did you do it? You weren’t even hard. It was like a limp noodle flopping around.” Faith caressed my leg with her silky hand as she listened.

Cami nodded quickly, holding her finger up while finishing her chewing, her eyes bright and excited. “I trained for that, knowing my libido would wane at some point, and I’d lose my motivation, so I learned to do it by only getting laid after I released and found I could totally enjoy the simple pleasure of being able to make someone else feel good by me being their receptacle and simply being used by them, rather than having to feel good myself. Now, I love when I can have a purpose like that and make someone feel good, whether or not it does anything else for me. I actually feel more gratified and proud when I do it that way.”

She finished her dog and took out her phone. She checked the stats. “Seems like if everything stays as it is, with motivation down, there’s no one that will beat me.” She put her phone away. “Faith, sorry.” She placed her hand on Faith’s shoulder.

Faith looked up and shrugged. “I guess I should have trained like you did. It’s more of a sure thing, huh? You deserve it. Congratulations. I guess I have to postpone starting my new business, that’s all.”

Cami gave Faith a kiss on the cheek. “You’re a good person. Thanks for not being mad at me.”

Faith shrugged. “I cheated anyway. With the condoms they used here. They stop libido when they’re put on. I suggested them to the resort. It’s my Karma.”

Jet, Shane, and Sam all glared at Faith. Sam said, “Really! How dare you!?”

“I know. But it is wonderful to not have that monkey on your back. To be so relieved of the burden and just be in your skin. I’ll bet they use them again next year. Except they have to get the ones that have the coating on the inside and the outside, so the person on the receiving end has the same blissful relief.”

Sam nodded. “That would be nice. Hmm. Inside and outside, huh?”

“Yup, that would do it. You’d be happy now, too.”

I asked, “What if we unrolled one and re-rolled it inside out? Then the receiver could have the Peaceful Satisfaction that comes from wearing a Peaceful Satisfaction.”

“I guess that would work. But who’s available for it?”

I dug deep in my purse and found him. “Sam, remember when you had me using a dildo and had me keep it in my purse?”

“Yeah. It was so cute seeing you with it, like a baby with a pacifier. Such the sissy.” She chortled.

I took it out. “Here, roll one on there inside out and take care of yourself, then let Shane use him.” I handed it to her. She held it and looked at it. She raised her eyebrows and looked at Shane. Shane shrugged. “Why not?”

I stood, and Cami and Faith took my arms. “Okay, we’re off to relax by the pool, drink some pina coladas, and maybe take a nap in a cabana. We have a few days left and I plan on enjoying them fully. Oh, Faith. Jet might be interested in investing in your new business. You should get together later.”

“Really?” She looked at Jet wide eyed.

“Sure. We can talk.”

“Thanks. We will.”

Shane was helping Sam get her relief by using the realistic dildo on her. Sam was massaging one of her breasts as she waved and smiled at Faith and Cami and me then we walked off.

“So Cami... and Faith... How difficult was it to get your implants? I’m thinking I want to be as good as you two now. And Cami, you have to teach me to be able to serve others like you do so well.”

Faith leaned over and looked at Cami as we walked. “Yes, I want to do that, too. It sounds so purposeful, useful, unselfish.”

I nodded. “Totally. Men have it so hard, always trying to please the woman. If we all learned how to serve like that, it would take all the pressure off the men and they could simply enjoy themselves, free of any performance anxiety. Then we can become true dedicated sissies and be proud of it.”

Cami asked Faith. “What kind of business were you thinking of, Faith? Maybe I can help you get it started.”

“Actually, I was going to start a male to female transformation service for girls like us. Part of it was building unlimited libido, but now, I like your idea better. The graduates would be in high demand by men. No risk of pregnancy, no menstruating and always ready to please them or their friends. We’d build an army of girls, all with purpose and usefulness. Unselfish, purposeful girls. They’d thrive.”

I laughed. “Okay girls. After today, the libidos around here are going to rise. It’s time to start our training with Cami’s help. Right Faith?”

“You bet sister. We can use a Peaceful Satisfaction on ourselves every day and have limp noodles and be relaxed and blissful and serve and have a purpose for many. The world would be a better place with all the satisfied men from the service of willing, unselfish girls like us. What could be better than that? I’m so glad I became a girl for Halloween.”
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