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		My name is Pat Not Patrick, or Patricia, just Pat. I’m a software engineer, twenty -  three years old, not a tall guy at five foot five with long light brown hair (our jobs are  pretty creative so long hair is okay), but a decent build, and green eyes. Everyone says  how handsome Jessie and I are, but we never seem to find any girls we want.



		We were heading for another weekend after a tough week at work, and both of  us were trying to figure out what we could do that would be different. I was running out  of ideas as Jessie came in.



		“Hey Pat. I got the groceries done, and now we need to figure out what’s next.  Looks like you mowed the lawn already.” Jessie hefted his grocery bags onto the  counter. He flipped the ponytail of his shoulder length blond hair out of the way. His  bright blue eyes smiled.



		“Nice job bud. I got the lawn mowed, and house cleaned. So, I guess all we  need to do is put this stuff away and have lunch. Sure, would be nice to do something  different this weekend. I’ll get the rest of the bags.”



		I went out to Jessie’s red Mustang and emptied the trunk - slammed the lid with  my elbow. The little bit of lawn we had ran dark green up to the house. You could smell  the trees that surrounded our property - couldn’t even see the street. It was great Jessie  and I were able to get jobs at the same place after college, and share the expenses to  be able to rent such a great place. Two can always live cheaper than one, and these  three acres were great. I didn’t care if I ever lived anywhere else.



		I heaved the bags onto the marble counter. “By the way Jess, we have a ton of  comp time to use up along with our vacation time. We need to use it, or we’ll lose it at  the end of the year.”



		Jessie was loading the fridge. “I know. We can’t even find something to do for  the weekend, and we’re supposed to find something to do for vacation? C’mon Pat.”  His blue eyes showed his disgust.



		I put the last of the things in the pantry, took out the plate of ham from the fridge,  put it on the counter, and started ripping hunks off, eating them. I stared off through  the deck doors to the patio and wooded back yard. “We could start another landscape  project in back?”



		Jess sat next to me and put the pitcher of iced tea down. “Another landscape  project? The back yard looks awesome and so does the front. Why would we want to?”  He slugged down some of the tea from the pitcher. “Besides, we can’t do it at night  when we need something to do the most.” Jess undid his ponytail and let his hair fall  on his shoulders.



		I drank some of the tea from the pitcher. “What? You don’t want to play those  video games at night, with the hot avatars you make? And you don’t want to go to the  sports bars, watch the games, and meet women?”



		“Pat, c’mon. All we do when we go out is pay for every chick’s drink. All the  boring, soccer-moms-to-be, looking for commitment, dressed in their jeans, sneakers  and tee shirts. What’s the point? I don't want to have kids and a boring soccer mom.”  Jessie tore off some of the ham and chewed the big hunk while he looked at me.



		I nodded. “We need to think outside the box. We need something totally  different.” I ripped off another chunk of ham like I was tearing our problem down.



		Jessie clunked the tea pitcher down. “Yeah. Something unheard of.” His eyes  opened wide.



		“Drugs.”



		“No way. We wouldn’t last long designing software after that. It’s bad enough  sometimes with the hangovers we get from going out.”



		“Right. Didn’t mean it. But, this really sucks. We have everything, and nothing.”  I looked around the kitchen and into the great room. “We have lots alright.



		I never thought I’d be living this good. But you’re right. Do you think we’d feel this way  if we had girlfriends?”



		Jessie nodded. “Probably not if we could ever find ones that were what we  wanted. But we haven’t been very lucky in that department. It sure would feel good to  make it with a nice, sexy, silky smooth skinned babe though. Someone hot and into  enjoying each other, not making kids and going to PTA meetings.”



		I went to the fridge and took out the bowl of fruit. I grabbed a piece of pineapple  with my fingers. “Yeah, silky sexy babe would be nice. Like the ones you make for the  avatars when you play those video games.”



		“Like the ones you make too. We both do it because we’re desperate.”  “I don’t know that we’re desperate.”



		Jessie raised one blond eyebrow. “Really.”



		“Okay. Well, what could we do along those lines, since we both like the idea of  hot women avatars in our video games. And in our lives. We need to create them in  real life somehow. Something wilder than on a video game though, expand the idea.  Scale it up. Make it real. 3D.”



		A grin crossed Jessie’s face and he forced it away. “No way. I’m not getting any  blow up dolls.”



		“Not that way. Think again. How can we scale that up? How can we make our  own avatars? Our own perfect babes?”



		Jessie got up, walked over to the patio doors, and looked out so I couldn’t see  his face. “Our own babes. Robots: grow them, make them, buy them, find them, nah  that doesn’t work, create them. Create real flesh avatars. Hmm. What could we use for  a base model to modify?”



		I put a hunk of watermelon in my mouth and let the sweet graininess squish over  my tongue as I thought about creating something new. I caught myself looking at Jess  as he stood in his jean shorts and white shirt looking out the back window. His long  blond hair shined in the sunlight. He had his hip kicked out to the side and it made him  seem to have a thin woman’s hips. He shifted back and forth popping his hip from one  side to the other.



		It made me come up with an idea. “Create them. Wow! Not sure what you’re  gonna think of this.”



		I went to the mirror on the wall in the entryway. I held my hair so it fell on my  face.



		Jess came over and watched me. “You can’t be thinking what I think you’re  thinking.” He grinned again.



		“Why not? What the fuck? I think I’d look pretty good as a female avatar. I think  you’d look awesome!” I turned around and saw Jessie’s mouth hanging open and his  eyes wide. He looked shocked, but somehow like he was excited at the same time.



		He started to grin, he turned away from me and he shook his head. “No fuckin’  way. I’m not dressing up like a woman and neither are you. That's sick. People will  think we’re freaks.”



		“People will never know. Look at where we live. And with the amount of money  we spend when we go out, we could get some hot clothes instead. Really hot stuff we  could only wish our girlfriends, if we ever had any, would wear. And when we’re done,  it all washes away and goes neatly back into the closet.” I looked at him and waited.



		I flipped my hair over my shoulder and laughed. “Be a real man Jess. We don’t  even need to have different names? It's meant to be.”



		I could tell Jess wasn’t totally disregarding the idea. He moved in front of me  and looked in the mirror. “I'm pretty open minded about things, but this is weird. I don’t  want to look like a freak. If we do it, I want to look hot.”



		I was on a mission to convince him of my point now, as I always did when we  disagreed. “Look at your face and mine. We don't have much facial hair, or even body  hair for that matter - it would be easy to clean that up. Then, look at your eyes and  imagine them made up. Now look at your lips. I think you and I would look better than  most chicks we try for.”



		Jess ran his finger over his lips. He shook his head, started to grin, and moved  away from the mirror to look out the back yard again. “That's fuckin’ crazy. How would  we buy clothes, and what if someone saw us?”



		“Shit Jess, we just go to the mall the next town over. No one we know will be  there, and we make like we’re buying stuff for our girlfriends.” I looked at my watch.  “We have lobster and clams in the freezer, plenty of beer, wine and whiskey. We could  buy the stuff, be back, get dressed, and help each other with makeup and stuff, and  we could be dressed hot, as our own avatars, and eat by six o’clock. Be a real man  Jess. Don't fight me just to fight me. Don’t be afraid of this just because people think  it’s too weird to do.”



		Jess looked at me and grinned some more. “This is fucking nuts. Are you  afraid?” His grin was saying something to me but his words were saying something  else. “A little. But it makes it more fun. Kind of a challenge. We can compete for who  looks hotter.” I pushed his hair behind his ear.



		“Hey! Don't get all touchy now.” He moved away from me - walked to the patio  door - shook his head looking outside. He looked at his watch. “Jesus Pat. Oh hell.  What the fuck! Let's do it. We can do it, we’ll even save money, and it might be fun.  We sure don't have anything else to do.” Jess picked up his keys off the counter. “Let  me piss and we go.”



		He was grinning as he passed me to go to the bathroom.
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		The mall wasn’t very crowded, since it was such a perfect day out. Jess had his  hair in a tight ponytail again, as did I. My heart was racing and I know his was too. He  had a deer in the headlights look.



		There was a sales girl in the junior’s clothes store holding up a sale sign. “Hey  guys. Buy your girlfriends some clothes and make lots of points with them! Fifty percent  off everything in the store.”



		Perfect. She set it up for us even. We didn’t have to make anything up. Jess  walked up to her. “Wow. Fifty percent huh?” He looked around. “These clothes are  pretty hot too. Just like she likes.”



		“C’mon in and look around. If you need any help let me know. I’ll keep an eye  on you guys. Just wave me over.”



		“K.”



		Jess and I started looking at all the stuff. Women’s clothes had so much more  variety then men’s. There were dresses hanging on the wall - short, low cut, flared  hems.



		Silky material and stretchy too. Would be easy to find a fit. I took one down -  black and sequin short sleeve one with a V neck.



		The girl came over. “That’s a great club dress. What size is she?”



		I looked at her and she sensed I didn’t know. “That’s okay, we can figure it out.  Is she bigger than me?”



		I looked at Jess. He chimed in. “Our girlfriends are about the same size as us.  Our shoes are even the same size. I mean, she puts mine on to go outside and they  fit her perfect.”



		“That makes it easy then. I’d say you’re both a size n juniors with size...” She  looked at our feet, “...eight shoe.”



		She took the black dress and held it against me. “This is a large, so this one  looks good.” She put it over her arm. “Want me to find jewelry, shoes, and underwear?  Maybe a garter belt, or something really sexy? How big are their breasts? A, B, C, D  cup?”



		Jess held his hands out in front of him for the size. She nodded. “Nice, C cup”  She took off.



		I whispered in Jessie’s ear. “Shit, she’s making this easy.”



		Jess raised his eyebrows. “I’ll say. I’m gonna get the gold version of this dress.”  He looked for a large, took it off the rack and brought it over to the girl. “Match this one  up too. My girlfriend would be pissed if he got his girlfriend all that stuff and I didn’t.”



		She looked up as she was picking through the garter belts. “Okay!”



		Wewalked around looking at all the stuff. Weboth ended up getting nightgowns,  skirts, tops, and shoes. It was as if this was our only chance, so we took advantage of  it.



		When we were done, she rang it all up. Not bad really. Only a couple hundred



		bucks for all that stuff. Could never buy that many guys clothes that cheap. And shoes  too.”



		We dropped the stuff back in the car and went back in. We didn’t want to forget  anything, so we went through what we bought, and what was left.



		I listed it off. “Okay, we need makeup, razors for legs, stockings, or pantyhose.”  Jess corrected me, “Both. Suntan and black.”



		“Okay, stockings and pantyhose, hair clips, makeup, leg razors and what else?"  “She got jewelry for us.” Jess touched his head and shoulders and mentally went



		down his body trying to think. “Shit. Boobs. What do we do for boobs.”



		I looked into his eyes. He was doing this all the way all right. "Boobs? We really  need boobs?”



		“C’mon Pat! What good is a hot babe without nice jiggly boobs. Think man,  think.”



		I took out my iPhone and did a web search for the town we were in. "There we  go. Cross Dresser Heaven on East Main street. Gel forms.”



		Jess grabbed the phone from me. “No shit. Wow. Those look real. Let’s get the  rest of the stuff we need in the mall and go. We’ll park down the street, or behind the  place. Ready?”



		I laughed and patted him on the back. “I knew you couldn’t resist a challenge.  Let’s g° -



		Wewere there in fifteen minutes. The place looked a little seedy, but had parking  behind it. We went in the back door.



		A tall woman in heels and short skirt came up to us. Her somewhat deep voice  called out, “Hi ladies. Can I help you?”



		Jess squinted at her. “Ladies?”



		She put her finger on her rough looking chin and looked us up and down. "Oh  yes, you two will look incredible! I love it when guys, other than linebackers, come in  here. What can I start you with? Boobs, bottoms, skirts, dresses, we have it all. Maybe  a chastity cage to keep things down? Or how about something to tuck it under and  away?”



		I had to ask. “Chastity cage?”



		“Yes, follow me.” She sashayed her bottom over to a case and pointed out  several. “You just put this on and it will keep it from sticking out. The girls say they like  the pressure of it on them too when they get hard. Is this your first time dressing pretty?”  She looked at me.



		I didn’t know what to say and my mouth hung open. “Get the cage. You’ll love  it,” she said. I nodded and pointed at a chrome one, so did Jess. “Yes, the heavy  chrome plated steel ones feel best.”



		She took two of them out of the case and put them on the counter. “Boobs?”  “Of course,” I said. “C’s.”



		She looked at our chests, took out some with nipples and plunked one in each



		of our hands. We both grinned and squeezed them.



		“Feels real doesn’t it. Wait till you get them in your bra. Now the way you do it is  to smush all your man meat to make cleavage and the sticky stuff on the backs of these  will stick to your chest and hold the meat pushed forward.” She looked at Jess. “Got it  Blondie? Oh you two will be sweet.”



		Jess put his hand under his shirt and pushed his flesh. “Got tit. Perfect.”



		She laughed. “Anything else girls? Dildo’s, butt plugs, vibrators, whips, chains,  padded bottoms? The padded bottoms work good too, but they can get a little  restricting. Panties feel better and as long as your skirt, or dress, has a little flare they  won't make a difference anyway. The pads are for wearing tight things.” She looked at  us as we mouths hung open and looked around the store from where we stood.



		“Nails girls? We have nice long glue on ones and they pop off pretty easy if you  don’t use too much glue.” She showed us the packages. “Matching Nail polish for your  toes too."



		I looked at Jess. "I guess.” Jess nodded.



		“You'll be glad you did. They feel so sexy. Just don’t put them on till you’re all  dressed and ready, since you won’t be used to having them on, and it can make things  difficult. Anything else girls?”



		She rang us out. We both stared at all the stuff going into the bag. Stuff us guys  bought to look like girls. Sick! I looked at my watch and it was only three o’clock. We’d  be home and dressed for dinner. My heart raced with the thought of it all.



		We were about to exit the back door when Jessie stopped and looked at me  with a blank stare. He said quietly. “Ho-lee-shit. We’re really doing this.”
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		Jess said, “Let’s get our stuff hung up and put away and then I want a drink before  we start. You got me all nervous with your freaky idea.” He held the door from the  garage for me.



		“Good idea.” I needed to stop my heart from racing so much too. My hands were  shaking too much to even put on makeup. Was I nervous, because I’m scared of what  this says about us, or was I nervous, since I was excited as hell about trying this.”



		Jess led the way up the stairs and went into his room. I went into mine. He shouted  like he heard my thoughts, “I think it’s both. Try not to think about it I guess. Just do.”



		I yelled back. “Right.” As I hung the dresses and skirts up, and put away the br as  and panties, I couldn’t help feel myself get aroused by all of it. I tried the shoes on.  They fit perfect and felt incredible the way they made me walk. I took them off.  I gathered all the boxes and paper and put it in a bag. I went into my bathroom,  unwrapped the makeup and stuff, and laid it out. I put the garbage in the bag and  looked at it all. Shit. I needed the instructions for the makeup. I’ll dig it out downstairs.



		I yelled up to Jess. “Martini!?”



		“Yeah!”



		I mixed us both a couple of extra dirty ones and put the glasses on the breakfast  alcove table. I poured mine and started drinking it while I read the instructions for the  makeup.



		Jess saw me and said, “Shit. I threw mine out. I’ll just read yours when you’re  done okay?” Jess poured a martini and sipped it. His hand shook so much he spilled  a little. “Fuck. I’m shaking like a madman.”



		I finished reading the eyeliner and passed it to him. We both worked our way  through all of them until we finished. I looked at Jess, took a deep breath, and sipped  the martini. “This is a good idea.”



		“What do you mean? We spent a ton of money today and we’re both shaking like  crazy.”



		He finished reading the last one and tossed it on the table. “But, it beats the shit  out of being bored. My adrenaline is spiked more than when we went skydiving.” He  held the martini glass with two hands and slugged it down. He poured a second.



		I laughed. "No, the good idea is the martini. Well, this other stuff is pretty wild and  it is better than being bored, so I guess that was a good idea too. So what if it cost  money. We’ll make it back by not going out wasting it on chicks and we’ll have all this  stuff to use again.” I pounded down my second glass and sat back.



		Jess finished his second. He was slumped down in his chair. “Okay, Here’s the  deal. Neither of us sees the other until we’re sure we’re completely ready. You stay in  your bedroom and bathroom and I’ll stay in mine until we’re done. We’ll meet  downstairs.”



		I looked at his eyes, filled with fear and excitement. “Agreed. First one down there  starts getting supper ready. And drinks. What should we drink?”



		Jess looked up at the ceiling. “How about white wine for the fish - the glasses look



		more feminine than if we had beer, or something guy-like. We have to get as many  things going in our favor as possible so we can get into it. You know, the walk and talk  and all of it. We aren’t doing this thing half way.”



		I nodded agreement. “Right. We go into this as real men and come out as real  women. As perfect as possible - Motions, actions, attitudes voice, everything.”



		Jess nodded and stood up. “Right. You better not want to have sex with me  though.”



		“You’re wrong there Jess. I should want to, since you should be a perfectly hot  babe.”



		“Crap. I guess you can’t change the brain inside huh. Okay. But no acting on it, or  we’d be freaks, or something.”



		“Deal. Let’s do it!”
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		I stripped and got in the shower with my new pink razor. I shaved my whole body,  and I mean everything, except my head, my skin felt alive and silky. I washed and  conditioned my hair.



		I blew dry my light brown hair, fluffing it up more than normal, and styled it with  some waves and lift. As soon as it was done, I went into the bedroom to get partially  dressed, since I couldn’t wait any longer.



		I slid one of the sheer black and silky stockings up my leg like I’d seen women do  on movies, rolling them up, then slipping them up my legs. It felt so silky and sexy  against my shaved skin; I couldn’t help but raise the flag. I looked around, found the  garter belt, and figured out how to use it.



		It took a while for me to get the clasps to hang onto the stocking, but it worked.  I did the other leg and walked around the room. I could feel the stockings slip and slide  against my silky skin and the pull of the garter belt. I had to control myself, or I’d make  a mess right there.



		I slid the black satin panties up and tried to tuck myself in as best I could. The  fabric against my shaved man parts was another sensation that was incredible.



		I put the bra on; holding the clasps in front, and then turned it to the back.  I adjusted the straps and put the cups in place. I took the gel forms and slid them in,  lifting my flesh beneath them. The cleavage it created was definitely alluring. I throbbed  some more. The pressure of them on my chest felt erotic.



		I put on the strappy, black, high heeled, shoes and walked in them to get a feel  for them. It definitely wasn’t as hard as people made it seem, or as painful as women  said they were. They felt naughty. They made my boobs jiggle and my hips sway when  I walked.



		I touched myself to adjust my panties, and spent a little while longer doing that  than I had planned. When I was gasping for air I stopped myself, and went back to the  bathroom to do my makeup.



		Following the instructions I read earlier, I struggled putting the eyeliner on then  taking it off and doing it again. When I had reached the edge of my patience with the  makeup, Jessie came in. She was all done.



		“Patricia! Are you having trouble dear?” She laughed looking at me. Lipstick  askew, messed up eye makeup. “Wash off your face and let me help you.”



		“How did you get done so soon?” I washed my face.



		“Higher level of intelligence obviously. Don't worry dear.”



		I looked at her and she took stock of my face then showed me how to do each  step carefully and patiently. When she was done I was astounded.



		I was able to get my eyeliner, mascara, and eyeshadow done to a level that I think  was better than most women did. I applied blush and trimmed my eyebrows with some  tweezers and a small battery trimmer like she suggested. I created the shaped and  thinned eyebrows that have driven me crazy when I saw them on women.



		I put on my lipstick and shaped my lips for a cupids bow by slightly extending the  lipstick past the lip line on top. I took my new me in, looking at myself in the mirror.



		I was gorgeous. The only thing I recognized was my soul in my eyes - and this was  only my first time doing this. The transformation made me hot.



		Jessie ran off merrily. “I have to glue my nails on.” she shouted back exci tedly.  My skin tingled with my excitement all over my body. My man part was throbbing



		and oozing. I stared at my eyes to see if it was really me in there.



		I looked down and my toenails needed toenail polish. I took the shoes and  stockings off and painted them. I had to redo a couple of them as I learned how to paint  them. I dried them with the hair dryer, slid the luscious stockings back on, clasped them  to the garter belt, and put on my heels.



		I hurried back to the bedroom and slid on the short slinky, flared skirt, black  sequined dress, with the low V neck. It felt like I was exposed to the world in it. It must  be enticing being so vulnerable to any man’s wishes when a woman dresses like this.



		I adjusted the shoulders and the V-neck to align with my bra and cleavage. In the  mirror on the door, I looked absolutely alluring. I rubbed myself through the dress as  I looked at myself. I was in love with the avatar I created. It felt so much more exciting  than being dressed like a man. I flipped my hair over one s houlder.



		I slipped my globes above the waist of the panties, which lifted me up against the  silky inside of the dress’s skirt. My tip flicked against it. It made me twitch. Sweet  torture.



		I needed earrings. Shit! I don’t have pierced ears. I looked at the jewelry she  picked out. She had picked clip on earrings. She must have known they were for me.  My face got warm - blushed with embarrassment, but I quickly got over it and put the  jewelry on. It was really a plus for future shopping sprees.



		The gold earrings dangled and swung prettily as they pinched my earlobes  seductively. The necklace laid just between my cleavage. The wristwatch and bracelet  were delicate against my hairless arms. The rings cried out for long fingernails to be  put on.



		I dug them out and started gluing them on. They perfectly matched the lipstick,  and nail polish on my toe nails, that she picked out in the store. The more nails I got  on, the harder it was to put on the next ones with my handicapped fingers. I managed  to get them all on fairly straight and they felt incredible. Now when I tried to pick up  things, I felt like I was a woman - the way my fingers had to work so differently.



		I took a last look in the mirror. I thought about putting that cage on, but couldn’t  imagine how I’d be able to do it, as hard as I was. I wondered if Jessie was feeling like  I was. I adjusted my hair and made my earrings visible. I smiled at my new avatar in  the mirror. The only remnant of the old me were the eyes behind the face. My flagpole,  being caressed on the tip by the silky fabric of the dress, didn’t even show, due to the  flare of the dress hem, and I looked like a hot, sexy woman to me. I wondered if I’d  look like that to someone else.



		I sprayed perfume all over my legs, hair, and on my arms, and rubbed them  together. It felt like I’d gone to heaven.



		My heart raced as I walked my sexy new self-down the stairs in anticipation of the  evening .
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		My heels clicked across the tile floor of the kitchen as my maleness flicked against  the silky dress. I mixed us some Manhattan's with extra bitters and cherries and seated  myself at the kitchen counter. I crossed my silky leg over the other and adjusted the  hem of my dress. I bounced my foot and felt the silkiness of the stockings and the way  it moved me under the dress.



		I sipped my drink and saw the lipstick I left on the rim of the glass and the way my  long nails made my hands look thin and graceful. I lost myself in wonder of it all and  sipped my drink running my hand over my silky thigh.



		“Hey there sister!” Jessie clicked her heels onto the kitchen floor.



		“Hey! I thought you’d be down here already. You got ready so fast, as if you’d  done this before. What were you doing up there so long?”



		She looked to the side, put her hand over the front of her dress and pressed her  crotch gently. “Just enjoying the sensations, looking in the mirror, and looking at the  other clothes we bought. This is wild. I never thought this could feel so good, or I would  have done this with you a long time ago. Do you feel as good as I do?”



		Jess put her hand on my shoulder and looked at my makeup closely. Her excited  maleness brushed against my leg through her dress. She did it again letting it rest  against my thigh. She ran her hand over my thigh. “Your leg is so sexy and si lky.  I couldn’t stop feeling my own after I put on the stockings. It’s so much fun being  girlfriends, isn’t it?”



		She pressed it against me and held it there as it throbbed. She stayed there silent  - breathed my perfume on my hair. She gave a little moan and throbbed some more  against my leg. I got nervous, yet excited, thinking about Jessie being aroused by me.



		I broke the silence. “Thanks. You adjusted your voice nicely. I need to remember  that" I slid her Manhattan to the stool next to mine so she’d sit down. She did and  crossed her legs, turning toward me so our legs touched.



		She clinked her glass to mine. “Here is to us being the best damn girls we can  be.”



		We sipped and I took in all of Jessie. Her cleavage was at least as good as mine  and her makeup made her face look feminine and seductive. Her dress, like mine,  except gold instead of black, fit perfect and went well with her suntan stockings and  gold heels.



		She had done this all the first time and gotten makeup and everything exactly  perfect, with not a bit of help. She was amazing.



		I ran a hand over her leg, which made her shudder a little. “Stockings, or  pantyhose?”



		She winked at me. “Stockings sweetie. I love the feel of a garter belt and  stockings. The stockings aren’t as stretchy, and they feel silkier to me. You look hot  Patricia.”



		“Thanks. I was wondering if I looked as good to someone else as I did to myself.”  I winked at Jessie. “You do too. Jessica. I don’t know how we’ll keep our hands off  each other. Did you put the cage on?”



		“Nope. Couldn’t do it being excited like this. Maybe next time.”



		“Me either.” I crossed and uncrossed my legs and readjusted so I could slide my  leg against hers. Jessie leaned in and smelled my perfume. "Mmm, I like that one.  Smell mine.” She held her wrist under my nose .



		“Mmm. That’s nice too.” I sipped my drink and tasted the woody earthiness of the  whiskey. “God, I could go for a good cigar.”



		Jessie shook her head while she swallowed her drink and bounced her leg. “No  no no. Girls don’t smoke cigars. But I think we have a pack of Joe’s girlfriend’s Virginia  Slims from when he banged her here one day.”



		Jessie got off the stool and went to the junk drawer. Her bottom swayed as she  clicked her heels to the other end of the kitchen. She dug around and held them up in  her long, painted nailed hands. She grabbed an ashtray from the cabinet above and  took them over to us. “Wanna have a smoke on the patio?”



		I stood up and we took our drinks outside. Jessie put the drinks on the table and  we took our seats. This time though, we both moved them closer together than we  normally had them, so we might graze each other with our legs. Jessie tapped the pack  and took one out. “We’ll need to get purses so we can carry this shit around when  we’re dressed. No pockets on dresses.”



		I sipped and nodded - took the smoke she offered. I held it in my long fingernailed  hand and it looked sinful. Jess lit it for me and lit her own. Our lipstick left red rings  around the thin white filter and the smoke went straight to my brain, making me feel  even b etter.



		I blew the smoke out. “Mmm, that’s what I needed.” Jessie ran her hand over my  arm. “Feels nice being so smooth doesn’t it?”



		I put my hand on hers. “Mmm yes.”



		Jessie blew out smoke. “Do you feel like we shouldn’t be doing this? I mean, this  is queer isn’t it? What if someone found out? I kind of feel guilty.”



		“Who cares, so what, why not. I mean, it beats the shit out of going to the bars  trying to get chicks doesn’t it? We’re each other’s avatars now. Perfect ones the way  we like them. Aren’t we? We aren’t guys anymore so it’s okay for girls to touch.”



		Jessie tilted her head and swept her fluffy blond hair over her shoulder as she  looked up at me with her head tilted down. “You know it baby. I guess if we just enjoy  this, and not have sex of any kind, we’ll be cool right?”



		“Uh, not, uh yeah right. Just trying on clothes, that’s all.” I wondered if Jessie was  really thinking that, since I was ready for anything with her, after she rubbed her hard  cock on my leg, and let out a little moan.



		She looked so incredibly sexy; I know I wouldn’t resist her. I doubted she could  resist anyway. Even if it’s just her messing up her dress while she sits watching TV.  Sure would seem a waste to have only that happen though. Especially after all the  trouble we went through to get here.



		A little voice in my head yelled at me, “What the hell are you thinking? You want  to have sex with your buddy while you’re both dressed as women? Are you sick?”  I ignored it. All of this felt too damn good right now. My brain wasn’t in control, my  body's sensations were.



		I looked over to the double wide chaise lounge chairs. “We could refill our drinks,  maybe bring out a pitcher, and sit on the chaises and relax before dinner. What do you  say? Are you really hungry Jess?”



		Jess looked at the lounges. I could see her reluctance, either because she thought  we’d be on separate ones, or because we’d be too close.



		I tried to clear up her image. “But Jess, of course two girls would be giggling,  sharing the same double chaise together, so you’d have to be ready for that.”



		Jess looked at me up and down with a blank look on her face. Then she grinned.  “Of course, sweetie. Let’s get the drinks and come back out to the chaises.”



		She ran her hand over my hair and took my hand as she stood. We both clicked  out way into the house. My maleness was standing under the dress and the tip was  rubbing the fabric with each step. I was sure Jessica’s was too.
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		Jess grabbed the gin and I the ice. We were both in a hurry to get back out there.  I glugged the bottle into the pitcher and Jessie clanked in the ice, and schlopped in the  whole jar of olives and juice.



		She stirred it up making a racket with the spoon against the glass pitcher. “Bingo.  Ready sister. Let’s get out in that awesome weather.” Her voice cracked a little.



		She took the pitcher and lead us out the doors. Her hips swayed with each step.  She moved an end table over to one side - I moved another to the other side. We got  our glasses from the table and put them on either side. She tossed the smokes and  lighter on her end table. “I like the right side.” She seated herself - crossed her long  shapely legs over each other - patted the seat next to her.



		I slid my dress under my bottom and seated myself next to her. I let my leg touch  hers as she wiggled them crossed. They rubbed against mine and settled, touching  mine. Jess poured our glasses full; each marked with our own color lipstick, and  toasted me. “To a wild night with my roommate and best friend ever. Wemay be fucked  up, but we aren’t afraid of anything.”



		I clinked glasses with her. Jessie drank hers right down. I followed suit. “Not  afraid? Really Jess?”



		She poured two more and spoke in her now near perfect woman’s voice. “Really.  The more I think about this, the more comfortable I get with it, I mean, what is there to  be afraid of. It’s just us. We don’t have TV cameras here and we’re both obviously  enjoying this. Who cares, so what, why not sister? ”



		Her blue eyes were lit from inside, the dark black rings around the iris seemed  darker and thicker. Maybe her intense makeup made them look so deep and lovely.  She put her drink on the table and rested her hand on my silky thigh. I felt my heart  race.



		I concentrated on my voice and put my hand on her leg. “You look incredible, and  feel even better. I need another smoke please.”



		Jess lit one for me and handed it to me in her long nailed hand.



		“Thanks Jess. Love the look of your nails. Have you run them on your legs yet?”  “Like this?” She ran them up and down my thigh coming just under the hem of my dress  and then back down to my knee. I twitched under my skirt and it lifted my skirt a little.



		“Oh my, yes, you enjoy that as much as I do sister.” Jess did it to my legs with  both hands moving progressively further under my skirt.



		I put my hand down and stopped her for fear I might make a mess. “Sorry, too  close, have to take a break.”



		Jess lit a smoke and picked up her drink. “I’m with you sister. Been there since  we got home.” She looked at me with those blue eyes that spoke of the pleasure of it  all.



		I blew out a deep drag trying to calm myself. I put my hand on her leg and rubbed  it with my thumb. Jess leaned her head back and slid herself down a little so my hand  went just under her skirt. I slid my hand up further and she rotated her body slightly  making my hand touch her there. It felt firm, hot and silky, and cried for me to hold it.



		I moved my finger tips so the nails just grazed it. She throbbed and pushed it  against my hand. “Oh fuck, just grab it hun.” She begged.



		I did. I stroked her gently and took her hand, placed it on my skirt over my  throbbing self. “Mmm.” I said. “What the fuck.”



		Wesat there caressing each other and drank our martini’s and smoked cigarettes.  Our legs crossed each other and the feeling of the silk stockings against one another  was fabulous. I breathed into her ear. “No sex, remember?”



		She ran her hand in my hair. “We can’t have sex. We don’t have the right parts.  That’s a guy and girl thing and we’re just a couple of horny girls right? So, anything we  do is okay.”



		I smelled her gin and smoke breath mixed with her perfume. Her silky hair covered  my face - she breathed against my lips. I had a good buzz by then. “Jess, you sure did  change your mind fast.”



		“What the fuck. Oops, I mean, what the heck girl.”



		I had to stop her caressing me. “Whoa. Sorry. Wait.”



		“It’s okay Patricia. Go ahead. Beats us doing it ourselves doesn’t it?”



		“No. I want more. Why don’t we wait and keep on ed ge.”



		“We could. Or we could both do it now and have more later.”



		I throbbed against her leg. Her lips looked succulent and wet. Hot. “How do you  like my lips Jessica?” I mentally begged her to say what I wanted.



		She breathed in my ear. “Yeah, both of us at the same time.” Jessica swung off  the chaise and got back on, on her side, but with her head by the skirt of my dress.  I flipped onto my side. She lifted the hem of my dress and wrapped her hot lips around  my hardness. I took hers between my lips.



		My hands squeezed her panty-covered bottom, as she did mine, and we both got  in time copying each other’s movements. We both pumped our hips. I never realized  how silky and velvety something could feel in your mouth. I explored it with my tongue  and flicked the opening in the tip. She shuddered. Soon I was shuddering from her  copying me.



		She ran her tongue around my tip, running electric currents through my body, and  we both thrust into each others mouths. Our tongues were like snakes wrapping around  the shaft as we humped each other’s faces.



		I could smell her perfume, which made her taste like a flower. My hands caressed  her legs and she followed by caressing mine. The sensations were overwhelming, as  we both approached the no return zone. She tensed and pushed into me, as did I into  her, and I was filled with a salty, sticky sweetness, in gushes, I struggled to swallow.



		We licked and ran our tongues around, while bobbing up and down the shafts  enthusiastically, until we couldn’t take the twitching anymore then hesitantly released  each other.



		I fixed my dress and Jess fixed hers as we both sat back down against the chaise  back. “Fuck,” I said, “I feel like an idiot. I’m gonna have a smoke and take this shit off  and shower. Sorry man.”



		“Fuck. Yeah, let’s rest first. We can throw all the clothes and shit in the dumpster



		behind the grocery store tomorrow.” We slid to our own side of the chaise lounge,  careful not to touch each other.
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		I was a mess of emotions. I was ashamed, embarrassed, frightened about what  this might mean, afraid of losing my best friend and roommate, uncertain of my  masculinity, and generally felt like shit.



		Jess poured us some more martinis and handed me a smoke. Surprisingly, she  still used her feminine voice. “Who cares, so what, why not. It’s no big deal right?”



		I was happy to hear her say that. “Right. No big deal,” I said likewise in my best  feminine voice.



		Jess laughed. “I have to say, it was the best I ever had.” She smiled and looked  at me. “Beats the stuffing out of beating myself off in the morning and in bed.” She held  her martini for me to clink.



		I clinked it lined the lipstick on the glass up with my lips and sipped. "It was the  best for me too. Twice a day you do it?”



		“Yeah. You?”



		“Feels weird telling you this. Three times.” I motioned for a smoke.



		Jess handed me one and lit it. “Three? When do you get to do it a third time?”  “At lunch in the bathroom. Only takes me about thirty seconds.”



		“Wow. Nice. I think that’s why I was so ready tonight. I didn’t get to do it today with  the errands and stuff and I was too tired last night. And then with all the thinking about  it today. Well, just had to pop, ya know?”



		“Oh yeah, I know exactly. Hey, maybe we should put the cages on. Then we don’t  have to change clothes and shower and we can make dinner, since we can’t do  anything with them on.” I started to grow again thinking about it and it pushed against  the wet fabric of the dress. Jess smiled, pointed at it and laughed. "Hey, better hurry  with the cage. It’s alive already.”



		“Yeah. Gonna put it on? We can hold each other’s keys after.”



		“Yeah, let’s put them on.”



		We both ran upstairs and managed to get the cold chrome cages on and locked.  The extra weight of the steel tugging on me made me feel even more erotic, and I soon  filled the cage as it limited my growth and that made me try to grow further.



		I was in the kitchen fully aroused again and enjoying all the sensations while I got  dinner ready. Jessie came back down. She clicked across the tiles and put her hand  on my shoulder. I turned to look at her.



		She gave me a light kiss on the cheek. “Still best friends girlfriend?”



		I throbbed in my cage, and carefully kissed her back. “Best ever. I never could  imagine sharing something like this with anyone else.”



		She handed me the keys for hers. “Love this cage. Feels so dirty.” I took them,  put them in my side of the drawer, and gave her mine.



		She put mine in an upper cabinet. “Now the question is, how long should we keep  these on? They feel pretty good and they’ll keep us from getting off, and then f eeling  stupid again.”



		“Good point. Let’s see how long we can last.”



		We cooked dinner and made some pink vodka drinks to have while we watched  a movie. We had the doors open to the back and the windows wide, so the breeze  blew threw gently. It was cooling off outside, but it felt fresh and good.



		We took our usual seats in front of the wide screen where we’d watch movies and  play video games on the love seat. A pitcher of drinks was on the coffee table. Jess  put a couple of pillows on it for our feet.



		We sat down and Jess flipped channels while we sipped our drinks. I looked at  our sexy stockinged feet in the heels on the table. “Jess, I think the painted toe nails  really look hot, don't you?”



		“Jess nodded. Sure do. Hate to take it off. We need to get some other stuff  tomorrow too.”



		“What? More stuff?”



		Jess adjusted her dress under her and managed to move closer, touching my  thigh with hers. She started to ramble excitedly, “I want some things to do hairdos with,  like clips and wraps and things. I want my ears pierced in three places, and I want more  shoes and clothes. I think a little beard cover and makeup would be good so we can  make sure we stay presentable. Padded bottoms, so we can wear jeans and go  shopping that way too. Oh, and more women’s cigarettes. They look and feel so much  better than a cigar.”



		I let my hand caress her thigh. “Wow girl. When did you have time to think of all  of this?”



		“As I was getting ready.”



		“What happened to throwing it all away, like after we came together?”



		Jess flipped her blond hair over her shoulder, looked at me with her gorgeous  made up eyes, and ran her long nails up and down my thigh. “I’d have to be nuts to do  that. It’s only the short time after release that you’d feel that way, and the more we do  it, the less we’ll feel that way. Just need to break our paradigms of right and wrong,  that’s all. You’ll see. You’ll even feel good being dressed after you’ve come, and the  desire is all gone. You’ll enjoy the feel of being feminine and pretty that’s leftover.”



		“Sounds like you’ve researched the psychology of this, or something.”  She made a little grin. “Yeah, I guess I did research it.”



		“Okay then, we don’t throw anything out and we shop tomorrow.”



		Jess took my arm in her hands and snuggled her head against my shoulder. We  settled in, wrapped our silky legs over one another’s, and pulled the afghan over us as  the cool breeze came into the house. I could feel our breasts push against each other.  My cage was full and tight.
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		Sunday morning something happened that never happened to me before. I woke  up with a beautiful thing next to me. We were wrapped in each other, wearing our silky  nightgowns.



		Jessie’s one eye opened and the blue iris flicked around trying to figure out where  and when. She sat bolt upright and spoke perfectly in her feminine voice. “Wow. That  was a hell of a night. Thanks.”



		I looked at her as I adjusted my boobs and remembered to keep my voice  feminine. “Did you do something in that cage?”



		“No. I did ooze a bit, but it doesn’t always have to be about finishing does it. It was  just a great night - cuddling on the couch with a sexy sweet smelling person that feels  like silk and satin. Awesome night. Glad we decided to sleep together.”



		“Well, we didn’t. I went to bed and you crawled in and spooned me, after yo u  touched up your makeup, and hair, and put perfume on.”



		“Oh, sorry. Did you want to sleep alone?”



		I gave Jessie a blank stare and paused for a while. She looked at me not knowing.  I smiled. “Heck No! You smelled, looked, and felt, incredible. So, we’re going shopping,  right?”



		“Yup!”



		Jessie hopped out of bed and slid on a pair of sheer suntan thigh highs, and heels  she had put on the nightstand for this morning. I did the same and we both went  downstairs to make breakfast.



		Jessie took the eggs out of the refrigerator. Her short baby-doll nightgown showed  the bottom curve of her tight butt in her sheer panties. “Want some French toast?”



		I stepped up behind her and pressed my cage against her bottom while  I squeezed her breasts against her chest. "Mmm. Toast me baby.”



		Jess laughed. “Hey Patricia, how long do you think we should keep these cages  on for?”



		“I don’t know Jessica. My panties had stains from me leaking out of it already. I’ll  be oozing by the end of the day - after doing it three times a day and then n othing.  Well, I can tell you I’m ready for anything already.”



		“I can imagine. Only twice a day for me, and I’m already too. Well, let’s see how  long we can last because I’ll bet it will only make it better when we take them off.”



		“True.”



		We ate breakfast, showered, shaved, and got dressed. I couldn’t resist wearing  panties, pantyhose, and a bra under my man clothes. Jessie did the same.



		We went to the same mall and found everything. We both got piercings in our ears  that needed to stay in for six weeks. We bought some studs that we could put other  earrings on so we didn't just have posts though, and it looked great.



		The beard cover and makeup added another level of perfection to our feminine  demeanor and the padded bottoms worked in tight skirts as well as jeans, so we both



		wore short, tight skirts Sunday night.



		We found cheaper nails that you buy in bulk and paint yourself so we wouldn’t  feel bad ripping them off after. We each got three more pairs of hot high heels and new  dresses and skirts and tops and bras and panties and it was such a blast. By time we  got home we were pooped, but ready to dress.



		We both got dressed and made up in less than half an hour and we were  downstairs. Jessie was opening a bottle of wine. She was in a black leather skirt, w hich  stopped just below the curve of her padded butt and hips, which topped her gorgeous  legs wrapped in sheer suntan pantyhose. She had a wide leather belt cinching in her  waist and giving her more shape.



		Her top was a sheer white top and she had a black lace bra on underneath. Her  cleavage grabbed my eye when she turned around to face me.



		“Wine Patricia?” She smiled as I took her in, and she my outfit. I had the same  outfit, but in white leather with a black sheer top and white lace bra underneath.



		“Yes please. My cage is driving me crazy. I so want it.” I kissed her cheek gently,  then wiped off the little lipstick I left.



		She pecked me back and handed me a wine glass. “Anytime you want. This feels  good just like this.” Jess poured a Pinot Noir into the glasses. “I think we need meat so  I opened a red, and the steaks have been thawing all day.”



		“Good choice.” We clicked our heels through the kitchen and went onto the patio.  Jessie lit the grill while I wiped off the table and chairs and set them up together so  we’d be close. I got the ashtray and Jessie was sitting with wine in hand, bouncing one  leg over the other, showing her hot heels and long painted nails with an array of new  rings we both bought.



		She held a little finger in the air holding the glass. “Toast! To our first anniversary  as girlfriends.”



		I pulled my skirt down tight and sat down - crossed my legs feeling the cage tug  and press. I held the glass like she did and we clinked and sipped. It felt right. “So,  watching TV tonight, or have anything else in mind?”



		Jessie lit a smoke and looked out into the woods. “I don’t know. Last night was  great and I’d sure like to do that some more. I’d like to go out like this sometimes too,  but I’m not ready yet. You?”



		“Tomorrow is a work day anyway. I like the couch. Maybe we can lie on the big  one to the side instead.”



		“Game. Wanna release tonight?”



		“I say we just drive each other crazy all week and plan it for Friday night, then  don’t stop until we’re totally dry.” I winked at her.



		“Should be interesting going to work in a cage everyday. But I’m game if it’s a cage  and pantyhose and panties.” Jessie smiled, put her hand on my thigh and squeezed it.  “Friday will be incredible. If we don’t burst by then.”
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		Monday and Tuesday were tough at work for both of us - with the cage and the  silky things underneath our man clothes. No one commented on the piercings we had,  which were just gold studs for work. We both learned we could wear our bra and boobs  if we wore a loose fitting hoody, or windbreaker, so we did.



		The constant reminders we wore kept us anxious to go home and get into our new  clothes. They say clothes make the man, and do they ever!



		On Wednesday, we decided to take the next week off so we worked at wrapping  up the loose ends. We found a cabin to rent in another town near a gay community  that had a nightclub nearby. It was only a short drive into the town from the cabin so  we felt comfortable with being able to go out dressed and we were excited about the  idea.



		Wednesday night we got dressed as usual and were lying on the couch together,  silky legs wrapped over each other. Our hands gently roamed and caressed each other  as we mentally went through what needed to happen before we left.



		Jessie had her blond hair in an up-do on her head. She was getting good at finding  new ways to do her hair that a man could never wear. It added to the reasons for us to  do this, since there was so much more creativity for a woman getting dressed and  made up than a man. The possibilities seemed endless and it challenged and  entertained our creativity.



		Jessie snuggled against me and rubbed her thigh against mine. “We need to hand  off our programs this week to the new guy before we go on vacation, since the deadline  is when we're gone.”



		I slid my hand under her crop-top and bra strap and massaged her shoulders.  “Shouldn’t be a problem.”



		“But he hasn’t gotten there yet. He isn’t even in town.”



		“He’ll make it. If not, someone else can take them. We haven’t taken a vacation  in two years and the boss was emphatic that we do. Work and personal life balance  he said.”



		“Okay. I guess. We’ll see. How are you feeling about the cage lately? I would have  splashed 12 times and you eight by now. I’m starting to think about the butt plugs the  woman talked about. As a matter of fact, I uh, I..."



		“You left work early today to go somewhere. I know, since I was looking for you  around two o’clock, and you were gone.”



		“I wanted to surprise you. I went to that store and got bunches of plugs and toys,  vibrating and not, so we could heighten the feeling we’re having now without taking the  cage off. I think it would be another paradigm breaker.”



		Jessie pushed up on her elbow, ran her hand over my thigh, looking into my eyes  with her exotic eyeshadow and makeup. Her face was sculpted from the blush a nd  shadowing, which made her cheekbones high and protruding. Her eyes were huge and  a vibrant blue with long lashes and an almond shape. Her lips seemed to pout the way  she painted them. She saw the expression on my face and smiled.



		Jessie undid her legs from mine and swung them onto the floor. The TV blabbered  away in the background. “I'm gonna get the stuff. I washed it all already and wrapped  it in a towel. I want to make you feel awesome.”



		I sat up. “Okay, but we decided we wouldn’t release until Friday night.”



		Jess straightened her short silky dress and stood with hands, palm to floor, little  fingers out, arms bent at the elbow. “Sister! Who said anything about release. This is  to make the torture sweeter and deeper.” She ran off clomping up the stairs in her high  heel platforms.



		She came back downstairs - her arms full of a towel with things wrapped in it, and  plunked it on the sofa at the end. She sat down and patted the seat for me to sit.



		“This attaches to the shower head for when we plan messing around down there  and want to be clean. We can do that right now if you want, since it’s still early. It  attaches real easy to the shower head.” She grinned at me.



		I shook my head as I looked at it. “Will it hurt?”



		“No silly. It’ll feel good, but because it does, don’t do it for too long, or you’ll be  done okay?”



		She touched my stockinged leg and laughed, then held up the next thing.  “Real man size and soft silicone.” She put it down.



		“Little man size like us, with a strap if we ever want to strap it on. Cute huh?”  “Jessie. I wasn’t sure what you’d do when I talked about this, but now you’ve



		surprised me.”



		She held out an array of plugs on her two hands. “Small to large to learn to take  it bit by bit. It would be good to use one daily until we reach magnum size. Surprise  bad, or good?” She was excitedly looking at the next things.



		I touched her leg. “Good. I think we should violate our rule on not drinking during  the week tonight.”



		“Take the cages off?” She bounced her head up and down like a parakeet in  a mirro r.



		“No! We agreed to make it the best ever on Friday.”



		She lowered her head and looked up at me with doe eyes. “Okay.”



		She pointed at the rest of the stuff. “Mini vibrators we can put in the cages,  expanding bottom toys, and look at this one.” She held up a one-foot long, knobbed  pink plastic thing with a handle on it, and a cord to a battery pack. “They call it the roto  rooter.” She laughed a little laugh.



		“Okay Jess. Let’s use these clean out things, come back down, and have a drink.  It's early and we can play with this stuff. Nice job sister.”



		“Thanks!”



		We helped each other get the shower attachments hooked up, then went to our  own showers to use them. It was amazing what came out in the shower and amazing  it actually went down the drain, but I never felt better, or cleaner down there. We didn’t  have to redo makeup or anything, so we were back downstairs quickly.



		Jessie thought about what we were about to do, as did I, and we both changed  into something that could give us easy access to those areas. As close as we were  becoming these days, we ended up wearing the exact same outfits. Pink, empire waist,  chiffon dresses, with hems about eight inches above the knee, and V-necks that  showed our cleavage well. We both had pink, five-inch heel, no platform, strap py  shoes, which made us walk as sexy as someone possibly could with the steep angle  they created on the foot.



		Jessie lifted her hem to show me her panties when she saw me, and even those  were the same crotchless ones I wore, letting our cages hang out, and opened to the  rear. “Yeah!” I said. “We put on the same things. You are my sister!” I gave her a hug.



		“Okay, time for a good stiff cock, uh I mean a drink.” She laughed. When she said  that, I thought we’d probably be graduating to real men at some point, and I hoped that  didn't mess up what we had. I really loved my roommate and best friend, and would  hate to lose her, or him even.



		I smiled a weak smile. She came over to me as we walked down the stairs  carefully. “Are you okay Patricia?”



		I watched the stairs carefully, as we both did when we were in heels on them.  “Yeah, I'm fine. This is awesome. Thanks for the surprise.”



		We both made it back downstairs, ended up doing three shots of tequila on the  deck, and smoked three cigarettes. I think we were both nervous about our new toys.  Did this make us even bigger freaks? We went inside and sealed the house from the  chill outside.



		“Well, ready to play my lover?” Jessica asked.



		“Absolutely. How do we do this?”



		“Are you relaxed? That comes first. Nothing goes in there unless you're relaxed.”  She looked at me with concern.



		I wasn’t relaxed. I was a wreck. My roommate had bitten in so deep into this,  I wasn’t sure I could deal with it, but I had to. She was me. We were here for each  other.



		Jessie seated us on the couch. “Just relax and enjoy. We don’t need to do  anything to you to make me happy, just feel me next to you and know you sold me on  you long ago. I’m so glad you had us do this. It broke down all the false walls.” She  looked into my eyes and I felt her soul.



		“Jess, thanks.” I touched her head and held it as I went for a kiss. She smelled  like heaven. Her breath was warm and moist against my lips, as I tasted her tongue.  She folded into my arms. I squeezed her to me. I felt like she was the woman I neve r  had, and the man my new self somehow longed for. She was a knight in shining armor  and a princess at the top of the tower.



		On that couch, we drifted into some place I didn’t know. The television babbled  on in the background about all the trivial things while we fell into an abyss with just us.



		I woke feeling something sensual and erotic. I was on the edge of an orgasm and  wondered if I was dreaming. Then I smelled her. Her hair in my face. Felt her warm  hand as it pushed something into my bottom. I drifte d.



		I was filling the cage and felt the warmth and pressure of her hand there along



		with the other behind me stroking in and out. I arched my back as she filled me with  whatever it was. My body was electric and she was the switch.



		My senses drifted into the room. The TV babbled again. I heard her voice. “Is that  okay sweetie? It doesn’t hurt does it?”



		I pushed her hand to fill me more with whatever it was. “It feels incredible. Please  don’t stop yet.”



		She went on as I drifted in and out of a world I knew nothing about, except for  what they said in Bible school about heaven, and the Indians about Nirvana. I felt as if  I was at the edge of a huge crater, waiting to fall off into its emptiness and fullness.  How it was both, was beyond me.



		Logic wasn’t working, but emotion and sensation sure were. I was afire with life’s  energy. Then, all of a sudden, it seemed to approach a point, and I knew I had to stop.



		“Wait, wait! Stop. I don’t want to end it.” I put my hand on hers and had her take  it out.



		She kissed me all over my face. “Oh Patricia. I love you. I love seeing you happy  and in bliss. Thank you.”



		I breathed heavily until I caught up with myself and could finally see what and  where we were. We were on the couch. Jessie stood and held my hand. “Let’s go to  bed. It's starting to get late, we need to work tomorrow, and I want to cuddle with you.  We have so much to experience and I can’t wait to do it with you.”
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		Thursday morning, we ate breakfast in our nightgowns and heels, as had become  the norm.



		Jessie had her hair in a clip behind her head as she drank her coffee and watched  me eat. “You know Pat. I have two vibrating plugs we could wear to work today. We  could clean out in the shower and wear them all day.”



		I looked at her wink and smile. "Do you think that’s a good idea? I mean, what if  it brings us to the end?”



		“The control would be in our pocket and we could shut them off anytime. No one  would be able to hear them. I think we should both do it to raise our level of sensuality  even further. I want Friday to be insanely pleasurable for us both. C’mon sister. Why  not?” Jessie looked at me with pleading eyes.



		“Okay. I guess we’ve come this far. May as well. Last night was incredible. I never  knew something down there could feel so good. Let’s do it .”



		“Woo hoo!” Jessie stood and took our bowls to the dishwasher. “You won't regret  it. These plugs are expandable too. Hurry up and let’s get ready for work.”



		I did my duty on the toilet and showered my makeup off from last night. I used the  tool again to get everything nice and clean down there and shaved my body like  I always did in the mornings now. We had to get up a little earlier, but it was worth it.



		I slid on a pair of silky suntan pantyhose that caressed my legs. Jessie left my  new toy on the bed with a small packet of lube. It went in easily and I pulled the  pantyhose up to keep it in. I pumped it up with the bulb, then closed the valve and put  the little hose and bulb in my jean pocket. I turned it on with the remote.



		The vibration stirred me and made me fill my cage. I slowed it down to a perfect  level I could run all day long. The weight and compression of the cage, with the  vibration inside me, almost made my hands shake.



		I cut the front of the crotch out of the pantyhose, allowing my cage to be free so  I wouldn’t need to drop my pantyhose to pee. I slipped pink satin panties on to catch  any oozing.



		I put on a matching pink bra and slipped the gel-forms into it, pulled my flesh to  make my cleavage, and felt the wonderful tug of the weight on my chest. It seemed  such a shame to have to dress in male clothes anymore. Oh well.



		I put on my jeans, a tee shirt and put a baggy hoodie over it all to hide my special,  lovely feeling secrets, on top.



		I put my plain gold studs in my ears and checked how I looked in the door mirror.  Yup, a perfectly boring guy now.



		I was taking my vitamins downstairs when Jessie came down. She patted my  bottom. “What do ya think?”



		“Nice.”



		“Yeah, it sure is isn’t it?”



		“Maybe we should just take the rest of the week off. I’m not sure how much work



		I’m going to be able to do like this. I feel like a nymphomaniac.”



		“We have to pass our stuff off first.”



		“Yeah, yeah. I know. Let’s go and get the next two days done.”



		“If we work at it we could probably wrap up today and take tomorrow off to pack  and get to the cabin earlier.” Jessie opened his eyes wide. “Let’s do it.”
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		We accomplished our objectives. We were now officially on vacation. When we  got home, we dressed and made a quick dinner.



		jessie handed me a martini and clinked her glass with mine. “To our vacation.”  She sipped and looked at me over it.



		I sipped, holding my pinky out like her. “We don’t have to take these nails off for  a week. Woo hoo!”



		Jessie put her purse over her shoulder. “Right on girl. Smoke?”



		“Yeah.”



		We went out on the patio and sat at the table. Jessie lit smokes for us. “You know  Patricia, I was thinking we could try those strap on things tonight and come to the edge  with them over and over. I’d like to have you do me, since I did you last night with the  big silicone thing.”



		“Think we can edge and not finish? It’s been crazy since you had us use those  electric plugs. I’ve been right there all day. Thank Cod the battery went dead.”



		“Sure we can. We’ll just take turns.”



		My hand shook as I lifted my drink and aligned the lipstick on the rim with my lips  and sipped. “We can try.”



		We finished our drinks and went upstairs to my bedroom. I pulled back the blanket  to the red satin sheets. Jessie slid into the center and laid on her back, pulling her  knees back. Her cage was filled and she was oozing. She took out the butt plug from  the day.



		I went to the nightstand where my new toys were and found the strap on. I slid the  straps up and fastened them around my hips, pulling them firm. The hot pink silicone  cock bounced above my cage. I lubed it and wiped my hands on a towel. I slid onto the  silky bed and between Jessie’s legs.



		She looked up at me. “Okay?”



		“Yeah. Just having another freak moment.”



		“Don’t. It’s okay. We’re living life right?” She leaned on her elbows, her hair over  one shoulder shining in the light of the nightstand lamp.



		“Right.” I slid closer to her and she helped guide me inside of her. I pushed it in  slowly.



		“Mmm Pat. That is delicious.” She put her hand on my bottom and pulled me to  her. Her nails dug into me as I pushed. I held her bottom tight and stroked her as she  looked up at me. Precum oozed from her cage and onto the dildo as I stroked in and  out. Jessie closed her eyes and felt her breasts.



		I sped up, bottoming in, and then slipping almost out of her. I had to drag her back  down so her head wasn’t hitting the headboard. I started to pound her harder. My  excitement grew as she moaned and ran her hands over my thrusting hips, winding  her fingers into my garter belt, making it bite into my flesh.



		“Oh Patricia. Don’t stop. Ungh, my God. That feels so fucking good.” She bre athily



		begged.



		I worked myself into a sweat not realizing how much work this could be. Just when  I was about to take a break Jessie put her hand on my chest. “Stop, stop, stop!”



		I pulled out with a wet pop and rested back on my knees. Jessie’s eyes were wid e  open as she breathed heavy. “Come lie with me and rest.”



		I laid down next to her. She put her hand on my cage and pulled on it. “You’re  next sweetie.”



		We caught our breath and switched places. Jessie put on her strap on and I took  mine off. She slid it in. The tip pressed and forced it’s way in until it made it past the  tight spot then slid all the way in. It felt like it was going to reach my throat, since it was  so much longer than the simple plugs we wore today.



		I looked up at Jessie’s gorgeous face as she smiled and stroked into me slowly.  “Feel good?”



		“Oh yeah. Speed up when you want.”



		Jessie pulled my stockinged covered legs over her shoulders. I watched my  painted toenails in the high heels as my feet bounced with each thrust. She pushed my  legs back down to the bed to hold me tighter and held me pressing her hands into my  thighs where the garter belt attached. My knees were by my ears now and she sped  up.



		The feeling of that thing in me made my body tingle and my cage full. I felt as if  I was leaking and looked down to see. I was leaking profusely from the cage with each  stroke in. It was as if I was coming without coming. She was milking me with that thing.  I moaned in pleasure, held her bottom and got her to speed up further.



		Jessie pounded in and out, her breathing heavy with the exertion. I had an electric  feeling all over my body and was on the edge of coming. “Stop! Stop.”



		Jessie pulled out. We both lay exhausted for a few minutes.



		Jessie lay on her side and looked at me. “Can’t wait until tomorrow. I want to do  that with my real thing in you.”



		“Me too.”



		We rested for a while and took three more turns each before we fell asleep  together, completely exhausted. Tomorrow would be something else. I couldn’t wait.
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		We ate breakfast, still in our clothes from last night. Both of us were a little sore  down there and we decided not to use any plugs today. We showered together and  washed each other slowly and sensually. We had plenty of time and took our leisure  to get ready.



		The drive wasn’t far to the cabin, so we took our time. We sunned naked on the  patio, since it was such a nice day, and enjoyed lunch. We packed the Mustang and  had to use the backseat with all the clothes and things we brought to wear.



		To drive in, we both wore denim miniskirts with low cut tank tops and high wedge  sandals. We were sure if we got stopped, no one would know we weren’t girls anyway.



		We got to the cabin at four o’clock. It was a nice private yard in the woods and  had a great fire pit and patio in the back. We hung our things up and got dressed for  a night on the town.



		I put on a corset waist, flared hem, black and pink satin and lace dress with  a crinoline under the flared skirt, which ended about six inches below my cage. I wore  black seamed stockings with lace tops and a black lace and satin garter belt. My cage  was covered with an open back, black satin panty. I had five-inch, strappy black satin  heels, and put my brown hair in a loose ponytail with a gold flowered holder in back  and let the side hair fall alongside my face.



		I wore gold shoulder duster earrings in each hole, and made my makeup intense  for the night. I sprayed perfume all over my legs and hair, put it in my purse along with  some makeup for touch ups, and went into the kitchen.



		The Maine lobsters and corn on the cob were steaming in the pot. Two glasses of  white wine were on the island countertop. Jessie was seated on a stool wearing  a similar outfit, but in reverse color combinations. We matched beautifully. She held  something out to me as I took a stool at the counter.



		“Here, one for each of us.”



		I took it and she started to put hers on. It was a choker necklace in rhinestones  and gold and it said, “SLUT” on it.



		Jessie clasped hers tight on her neck. “Don’t want any confusion, do we?” She  laughed.



		I clasped mine as I grinned. “You are a lunatic. Certifiable.”



		We were both official sluts now. What would this sort of advertising do where we  were going? As horny as I was, I really wanted to be wild and slutty. It felt right, but  I still felt weird doing this, as if it was entirely wrong.



		“What's wrong Pat?”



		“Oh nothin’.” I sipped my wine and stared at my lipstick mark on the glass.



		“You okay? You just seemed to have phased out here. Don’t you want a wild  night? Aren’t you horny as hell? I am. And these cages come off when we get home,  right?” She smiled an evil grin and slipped her hand up and down my stockinged thigh.  She reached under my dress and pulled on my cage making me shudder and cross  my legs. “I have something else I got online too, to make it a little wilder.”



		Jessie dug around in her purse and took out two pills.



		I picked one up and looked at it. “What’s that?”



		“A special herbal treat that helps blood flow to the penis and increases libido.”  I laughed. “We sure don’t need that.”



		“It’s not need sister, it’s an enhancement. It will make you like a rock for hours  every time you think about sex, which is like every minute.”



		“Is it safe? Where'd you get it?”



		“I got it from an online store. Side effects are minimal.”



		I held it and looked at it. I licked it. “Bitter. I think I’ll take a half and see what it  does. If it’s okay I'll take the rest.”



		Jessie nodded. “Good idea. Me too.” She broke it in two. She put one half in her  purse and took the other with her wine. I did the same. “Twenty minutes,” she said as  she looked at the stove clock.



		We drank the wine on a couch by the fire pit on the patio, and had a couple of  smokes while the food cooked. Jessie and I had our legs sliding against one another  while we sat. I could feel the change. I started to get harder inside of my cage and my  cheeks felt flush. My heart beat a little faster. “Feel it yet?”



		Jessie smiled and recrossed her legs adjusting her cage under her dress. “Oh  yeah.



		Feels nice. I think I’ll take the other half with my coffee before we leave. It should  kick in by time we get there.”



		It did feel nice - like I had gotten bigger. The cage was tighter, but not painfully so,  and I felt more sensitive there. I started to get fired up again about our new hobby as  the endorphins flooded my brain and I was confident now that this new hobby of ours  was a good thing from how good it felt.



		“Jessie. I’m ready for tonight. I want to do everything you do, and then I want us  to come home and fall into total bliss and release.”



		Jessie put her long fingernailed hand on top of mine. “Me too.”
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		Jessie was right, and by the time we arrived at the nightclub the second half of  the pill had thrown us into overdrive. I was hard as a rock. The cage pressed me tight.  It felt extraordinary, as did everything else.



		The nightclub was in the woods like our cabin was. We navigated through the  potholed parking lot to the door. A bouncer was waiting with a fistful of cash. “Twenty  apiece girls. You know this is a swinger’s club for gay, lesbian, and straights right?”



		He looked us up and down while I dug in my purse for cash. “Yeah, we know.”  I handed it to him and he took it. “I.D.s?”



		Weboth showed him our driver’s licenses. He looked at them and us again. “Good  to go girls. Now I have to warn ya. You’re going to be popular in there tonight. I hope  you're ready for that.”



		Jessie took her ID back. “Oh, we are ready sir. Sooo ready." She laughed as she  pointed to her choker, which he hadn’t noticed yet.



		He smiled a big grin. “Maybe I’ll have to come in for a break. Have fun."



		He held the door for us and we entered the pounding music onto a sticky floor  mat. It smelled like sour beer and air freshener. The place was just getting going and  there were guys with guys, and girls with girls, as well as girls with guys, and girls like  us with other girls like us, and with real girls, and real guys. If this wasn't an open and  unbiased place, no place was.



		All the paired-ups were sitting next to each other in booths. Some were kissing  and fondling. Others just drinking and talking.



		We walked past the bar, our shoes clicking on the wood floor. There was a big  sign behind the bar that said, ‘If someone makes you feel good, remember to tip!’



		I led us to a booth and as I was going to sit next to Jessie, she stopped me. “Wait,  sit across, or they’ll think we don’t want company.”



		I sat across from her. “Well, do we?”



		“Of course we do silly.” She looked up from me and smiled. “Hi.” She said in her  perfect women’s voice.



		“Hello ladies. Mind if we join you? I saw your choker necklace when you came in.  We were at the bar. “Can we buy you a drink?”



		I looked at Jessie, but she didn’t even look at me. She slid into the booth and  patted the seat. “You bet. Pays to advertise, doesn’t it?”



		“We’ll see how true the advertising is, won’t we.” His deep voice matched his body.  He was about six foot two and a thin, but strong, two hundred and twenty maybe. His  black hair was parted on the side and combed neatly, cut at the collar of his open  button-down shirt. Thick black chest hair poured out of the top. Jessie put her hand on  his black silk pant leg.



		His friend slid in against me and introduced them. “I’m Dan and this is Tony.” He  was as large as his friend and his huge hand rested itself on my stockinged thigh.



		I crossed my legs. “Hi Dan and Tony.” I said in my near perfect, yet shaky,  women’s voice.



		A waitress came over. “Anything to drink?” Her voice was a little deep and I could  see the strength in her arms and legs. I think she was like us. She was darn sexy in  her minidress and heels too.



		Dan checked her out and he and Tony waited for us to order. “Manhattan,” I said.  “Dirty Martini,” Jessie ordered.



		“Double CC and a draft,” Tony said.



		“Same.” Dan said.



		I saw Jessie’s arm move under the table and Tony smiled and leaned back. He  reached under the table and did something with his pants. Jessie’s arm now moved to  the time of the music. She pointed to her choker, looking at Tony while she stroked his  cock. “Truthful advertising so far?” Jessie said to Tony.



		Tony nodded. “Perfect.”



		I couldn’t believe Jessica had the guts to do that so fast.



		Dan took my hand and put it on his crotch. I could feel how hard he was there,  pressed my palm against it, and rubbed it. I was excited as hell and straining against  my cage. My heart raced.



		I dug for his zipper and he helped me with it. After he unbuckled his pants, I had  a whopper in my hand. It was huge and warm. Silky feeling too. I ran my thumb over  the tip and it slid over the wet hole. My heart raced as I felt this stranger’s excited cock  like this.



		Dan twitched and winked at me. “Nice. Keep it up you slut.”



		I didn’t have to be told twice and him calling me a slut made it even better. The  drinks came and the waitress wasn’t the least surprised at what was going on. Jessie  and I both drank with one hand and kept the other busy. The boys did their double  shots and sipped their beer while we worked them.



		Dan caressed my legs with his big hands. It felt great feeling such a big hand on  my silky leg. I could tell Jessie was enjoying herself just as much.



		Dan lifted my leg to rest over his and I turned some so he could rub his cock  against it while I pressed it against my leg. He breathed in my ear. I smelled the whiskey  and his cologne as he got more excited. His cock on my silky stockinged leg felt  outrageously exciting.



		Jessie had put her leg across Tony’s leg as well and Tony was making little  humping motions as she massaged his cock under the table. From the looks on Tony’s  and Dan’s faces I knew this wasn’t going to take long.



		Tony sipped his beer and Jessie’s arm was busy.



		Dan sipped his beer and looked at me. He put the beer down and humped my  leg. He closed his eyes and leaned back letting out a little grunt as Tony did the same.



		His hot sticky reward gushed onto my stockings and got rubbed in by his h umping.  I was so close to coming, from making his huge cock tell me how happy I'd made it;  I had to think of baseball to stop it from gushing.



		The boys tucked themselves away. Tony finished his beer. “Well ladies. You have  lived up to your advertising. Maybe later we can do something else. Maybe you little  sissy faggots would like some real man cock in your mouths and asses.”



		I must have looked shocked, since Tony and Dan both laughed. Dan patted my  leg. “Don’t worry. We like your type. In fact, you two are the best we’ve ever seen.  Right Tony?” “Right.”



		I had to know. “How did you know? Was it our makeup? Our legs, or arms? What?”



		“We saw the chrome of your cage flash in the light when you sat, since your  panties don't cover it all the way. Girls don't wear a cock cage baby.”



		They both stood and Tony threw a fifty on the table. “In case you girls want another  drink and we aren’t around. Nice meeting you ladies.”



		They left as fast as they got there. I took a napkin from the table and wiped the  pearly goo off my stockings. I could feel the wet against my leg and knew there would  be a stiff white stain when it dried. It made me a little excited to think of it for some  reason. Jessie cleaned herself up the same way.



		She took the fifty, stuffed it in her purse, and came over to my side of the booth.  “I want to sit next to you, have a drink, and watch the crowd. This place is incredible.”  She moved tight against me and gave me a hug and a peck on the cheek. She felt my  damp stocking. “Good job girl.”



		“Yeah. That was kind of fun. I almost finished just by him finishing on me. It felt so  damn hot!”



		Jessie nodded and held her drink. “Yeah!” She laughed.



		The waitress came over and we both got another drink. We sipped them and  watched as people rolled in. The bar started to fill up and people sat on the couches  along the walls and in conversation pits. Some went down a hallway to the back  somewhere.



		A guy on a barstool was facing out to the room. A slutty looking girl, like us, was  walking by and he was watching. He called her over with his finger. Pointed to his  crotch. She stopped in front of him, undid his zipper then got on her knees. He slid off  the stool, held her head and she sucked his cock.



		Jessie saw it too. “Wow. It’s that easy. He just waved her over and she knelt down.  Want to have a smoke outside and go to the bar?” Jessie licked her lips. “I’ll have to  do my lipstick first though. I want to leave a ring as far down as I can, and then see  where that is.” She laughed.



		I was ready for it as ever. I wanted that more than anything right now, and didn’t  know why. I asked Jessie. “Did you hear what Tony called us? Sissy faggots?”



		“Yeah. I liked that. Did you?”



		“Strange you said that, but I did. It turned me on to hear it for some reason.”  “Maybe because that’s what we are now, and we know how it feels to be one.” She



		rubbed my leg. “Smoke?”



		We went outside, had a smoke, then went to the ladies room, and did our lipstick.  I was shaking. I was so nervous; I barely got my lipstick right. I sprayed on some  perfume.



		Jessie moved next to me and whispered in my ear. “Ready you sissy  cocksucker?”



		I laughed nervously. “I guess. Let’s go.” My little voice in my head complained and  asked me, “What the heck are you doing?” I couldn't resist. I told it to shut the fuck up.



		We clicked out of the ladies room and walked past the bar. Neither of us made it  halfway down before we were called over to kneel down and suck.



		Mine was decent looking, about thirty year old guy, about six foot tall. He had  brown curly hair and a clean shaved face. He smelled good as he spoke his first words  to me. “Suck my cock slut.”



		He handed me a couple of napkins to kneel on and I knelt down. I could see Jessie  doing the same out of the corner of my eye. He slid off the barstool, undid his zipper  on his jeans - took out a smooth shaved cock and balls. He wasn’t even hard yet, and  it was bigger than mine. I could smell his cologne, he must have sprayed down there,  and it smelled awesome.



		I looked at it as he stood there. I reached out and grabbed it between my long  nailed thumb and finger then wrapped all my fingers around it and stroked it. I put the  tip in my mouth and ran my tongue over the hole and the head. He grabbed my hair.



		I bobbed my head up and down on it and felt the velvety texture against my lips  as he grew inside of my mouth until he was rock hard. The feeling of power I had by  making him go from soft to hard reinforced what I was doing was being done well. It  was a compliment to my ability to excite and stimulate a man. My self-confidence in  becoming what I was becoming rose, as did my cock.



		I moved my head back to look at where I made it to with the lipstick line on his  cock. It was only half way down, but as deep as I could take him.



		He grabbed my head and put me back on his cock. He started to hump my face  while I struggled not to gag. I put my hand on his shaft, to keep from having it go too  far into me, and that stopped the problem. I wrapped the thumb and forefinger of my  other hand, around the top of his hairless hot balls, and tugged down gently while he  thrust in and out of my hand and mouth.



		He got super hard in my mouth. He clenched my head. Stuffed his cock in me. He  held it there.



		My tongue felt the gush surge up the urethra on the bottom side of his manly shaft.  Then another. The taste of salty bitterness flooded into me.



		Another gush up the shaft. He squeezed my skull tight and fucked my face.  I swallowed as quick as I could. Some dripped down my chin. More gushes. He  rammed his cock through my hand and into the back of my throat. I gagged briefly -  tears fell from my eyes. My cock was packed into the cage. It oozed into my panties.  I again resisted coming, though I could have immediately if I didn't.



		When he finished, I swallowed and licked him clean. He helped me to stand - put  himself away - zipped his jeans. He took two twenties from his wallet. Stuffed them into  my purse. “In case you need a drink and I’m not around. Nice job slut.”



		I had to hear him say it. “Thanks. I’m a sissy faggot you know.”



		He shrugged his shoulders. “Nice job you sissy faggot cocksucker.”



		I smiled. “Thanks.”



		I looked for Jessie and she was starting another one. This one was a big black  guy. I didn't make it far before a little guy about five foot two, or so, grabbed my arm.  “Suck cock sissy faggot,” he s aid.



		He handed me the napkins and I got on my knees. He unzipped his pants and  took out the smallest thing I ever saw. I grabbed the already hard little thing with my  finger and thumb and jerked it. He pushed my head onto his cock. I ran my tongue over  the tip and head. He jerked and bucked and he came instantly squeezing my skull with  his hands. I swallowed it as fast as it came out.



		“Oh fuck! That was good you fucking sissy faggot slut.” He helped me up off the  floor and slipped a twenty into my purse. “For drinks in case I’m not around.” He turned  to face the bar and I looked for Jessie.



		She was right in the middle of trying to catch all the juice a big black guy was  pumping into her. Some dripped down her chin and he popped out of her mouth.  A pearly stream shot into her hair. Before she was done with him, two more guys  grabbed her and started to jerk their cocks in front of her face.



		The black guy pulled his huge cock out of her face, stuffed money in her purse  and left. The other two took turns fucking her face and both of them put pearly white  globs all over her face and hair.



		As I was watching them paint Jessie, three guys grabbed me and did the same.  I was covered with it and tasted it as it dripped onto my lips. Jessie came over to me  and helped me stand after they were finished wiping their cocks in my lips and hair.  Our purses were stuffed with bills and she gathered them for us to take into the ladies’  room.



		We both went to the mirror and tried to clean ourselves up. When we were  reasonably satisfied, Jessie put her hands on my shoulders. “Wow. What a ride. That  was almost scary.”



		“Almost! I'd say it was."



		“Exciting as hell though, wasn’t it?” She grinned ear to ear. “Ready for me?”  “Yeah. Let’s go back to the cabin before we get pulled into something else.”
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		Back at the cabin, we both showered and cleaned up. We redid our makeup and  dressed in matching, black lace and satin bustiers with built in bras, making gorgeous  cleavage. Sheer panties, with no cage on, felt utterly wonderful, as did the gartered  black stockings with five and a half inch, strappy fetish heels, and a sheer, sleeveless  top, that went down to the top of the butt.



		We had matching gold jewelry. Ribbons were tied under our globes and around  the shaft holding them up and out beneath the panties. We were ready for my first time.



		jessie came out and we looked at the mirror image of each other. Her blond hair  was in an up-do, which made her neck look long. My hair was down, fluffy, curled with  a curling iron, and smelled sweet. I could see her throb inside of her panties and  couldn’t resist the temptation.



		I walked overt© her and knelt before her. I slipped her panties under the globes  and the ribbons fluffed out decorating her candy for me. I took her between my lips and  suckled her. She held onto the counter to steady herself as her legs went weak from  my ministrations.



		Jessie moaned. “Mmm, my God. I think we need to have a few drinks to make it  last, don't you?” She lifted my head from her and I stood. She slid her hardness against  mine and rubbed against it. I could feel the silky smoothness of my panties against her  bare cock. She oozed a little wetness against me. We were both already dripping form  this past week of denial and tonight’s wild excitement.



		Sweet, sweet denial, male chastity on sissy faggots. Arousal every minute of  every day all week, had brought us to a pinnacle of sensation, I doubt many have ever  achieved.



		I slid against her hardness and reveled in the feeling of our breasts in our  embrace. My high heels made my back arch deliciously into her. I lifted my leg and slid  it against hers, slipping and sliding one sheer black stockinged leg against another.



		I had to stop and could tell by Jessie’s breath in my ear she did too, or the night  would end prematurely. We separated regretfully.



		Jessie took a deep breath. “Yeah, need a drink. You're too damn sexy. Martini?”  “Yeah.” I sat down on the counter stool while I watched Jessie make the drinks.



		Her tight bottom shimmied under the sheer panties as the sheer shirt flowed  around following her. Her black stockings shined in the light and I longed to run my  hands up and down her legs.



		The clips in her hair glistened under the fluorescent light of the kitchen. Her  feminine motions were perfect: graceful, sexy, alluring. I made mental notes to  remember to move certain ways she did. Like the way she kicked her hip out when she  stood and shook the martinis. It made her hips seem almost voluptuous.



		She turned, carried the shaker and two glasses over. She strained the liquid into  the glasses. “Toast!”



		“To what?"



		“To a night of firsts, and to you and I losing our virginity so to speak.”



		She seated herself and held the glass high, long red nailed pinky out in the air.  Head tilted, up-do shining, white teeth smiling in red, wet looking lips. Almond shaped,  made-up eyes twinkling like an animation.



		I held my glass up. “To the perfect avatar, Jessie."



		She raised her eyebrows. “Thanks.” She sipped. “Mmm. We didn't get to drink  much alcohol at the bar. Swallowed a lot of other stuff t hough.”



		“I know. It scares me we might get a disease from it.”



		“I know. It was probably a dumb thing to do, but it’s done. Next time we should  probably use rubbers. I think I made eleven men come tonight. It was pretty exciting  though, wasn’t it?”



		My cock jerked itself rigid in my panties as my brain thought about it. “Oh yeah.”  I drank down the martini and got up to make us more. I tried to use Jessie’s motions  so she could enjoy the show.



		I could feel her eyes on me so I added a little hip sway in my walk and walked to  the fridge and around the kitchen a little, doing things that didn’t need doing. It felt  good.



		“Lookin' good girl. I can’t wait to nail you to the bed.”



		I felt myself blush. “Thanks. Me too."



		I brought the drinks over and strained them into our glasses. “Go on the enclosed  patio?”



		“Sure.” Jessie took her purse with the smokes in it and we went out into the fresh  muggy air. It smelled sweet from the pine trees. All sides were screened in so there  were no bugs and we had a couch and a picnic table with ashtrays out there.



		Jessie straddled the bench of the picnic table and patted it in front of her. I sat  there and she slid up next to me so our legs pressed invitingly against each other. She  placed a long cigarette into my painted lips and lit it for me. After I took a drag she put  her finger on my lips. “Hold it.”



		She kissed my lips with an open mouth on them and tapped my back. I exhaled  into her and she drew it in then pulled back. She winked at me and blew the smoke  out. “Mmm.”



		I handed her the smoke and she did the same for me. My hand rested on her lap  and rubbed her through the panties. She ran her hand through my hair and tilted her  head looking at me. “You're gorgeous you know. You little sissy faggot, cocksucking  slut, you.” She laughed.



		My cock spasmed again hearing those words. “Those words are strange. What  they do to me.”



		“Me too.” I ran my hand lightly up and down her leg knowing how it felt to her. She  leaned her head back and held her breasts. “This is so damn good. Why did we ever  wait so long to learn about this? One more drink and we should be good to go right?”



		“One more will be good. Then a pee and we can go to bed and make love.” “Make  love. Wow. We really will. I do love you, Patricia.”



		“I know. Me too. I love you Jessie, like no one I ever knew.”



		We moved to the couch and crossed our legs over each other, listened to the  crickets, and an owl in the distance. We sipped our drinks and had a few smokes,  languishing in the evening air. For once my mind was empty. It was just us. No thing  else. I was looking forward to something I had never done before, and would have  been repulsed to think of doing just a short time ago.



		I breathed in the mix of Jessie's perfume radiating off her, and the fresh pine air.  The sweet smell of the cigarette smoke drifted past. I finished my drink and looked at  Jessie's, which was empty on the table. She ran both her hands in a pattern caressing  my legs.



		I stopped her hands. “Ready?”



		She smiled up at me, head tilted down, and moved up until her lips were in front  of mine. She breathed, “Yes.”



		We cleaned up the porch, went to the bathroom, and then to bed. I pulled the stiff  cotton sheets down and plumped the pillow where my head would rest. I brushed out  my hair, sprayed on some perfume, and lay down with the pillow against the headboard  and waited excitedly to have this happen. I rubbed myself through my panties.



		Jessie came in and slid alongside of me. She slid my panties down and off my  feet, struggling to get them off my heels. "There.” My cock popped up into the air.



		She lowered her panties and slid them under her globes. She undid the ribbons  on the shaft leaving the ones at the base holding the globes up. She throbbed in the  air as she took some lube and stroked her shaft. Mine was throbbing in the air dripping  on my bustier leaving pearly white drops.



		She moved between my legs and held myankles while she moved them alongside  of my head. She pulled me down away from the headboard. I saw, and felt her, push  her tip against me until it entered and filled me. It was better than the silicone. It was  warm and smoother. It connected me to her as if we were now one body.



		She pushed in all the way then lowered herself onto me and kissed my neck. Her  tongue circled on the sensitive skin of my neck. Her breath was warm and sweet.



		I ran my hands tenderly over her back as she thrust slowly. A gasp came out of  my mouth and she kissed it. I sucked on her tongue as she thrust slowly and tortuously,  her breasts pressed against mine.



		I could feel myself leaking more pearly drips. She ran her tongue into my ear and  breathed in it. “I love you so much you little sissy faggot.”



		I laughed and grabbed her bottom tight. “Fuck me hard you sissy faggot."



		She did. Jessie went into high gear. She pinned my thighs back with her hands  and leaned down looking into my eyes. Our souls were locked together through our  eyes and I could see the pleasure she was getting from being inside of me. Her face  contorted a bit. She bit her lip and kept thrusting harder and faster.



		I squeezed her waist and felt the smooth satin of her bustier. Her thrusts slid me  against the headboard. She grabbed my hair and pulled it to stop me moving. She  pummeled me. I was on an inevitable approach like a runaway train.



		All the build up for so long was like accelerating to light speed now. I could see  Jessie was ready too. She lifted herself up and pounded me hard and fast. I could see  her cock - thrusting in and out of me, while my cock dripped and bounced in the air



		wildly from her impassioned drive.



		She moaned. “Mmm. Damn. Ready?” She pinned my thighs back, her back  vertical so we could both see what she was doing. We looked at ourselves down there  with excitement.



		“Yes!” I breathed out “Fuck me sissy. Make me come.”



		My cock flailed in the air as if trying to escape. Streams of sweet goo swung from  it, and landed on my bustier. I watched her ribbon decorated cock going in and out as  her balls slapped against me.



		“Ungh! Tight sissy ass. I’m going to flood you Patricia. Ungh, Ungh, Ungh, fuck  yeah."



		And she did. All of a sudden, she plunged deep inside of me and held it there.  I watched as I ejaculated wildly. Long spurts of pearly white, held back all this time,  shot into the air and landed on my bustier. My cock jerked and flailed around in the air  as if it was trying to leap off my body. I watched and counted the long squirts as they  left me and made my whole body stiff. Eleven huge spurts. The most I ever did.



		She watched me come and cried out, “Oh God!” Her whole body jerked tense -  like she was electroc uted.



		There was extra wetness lubricating me as she continued to thrust. Her cock  swelled rigid with each spurt. I felt the wet leak down my butt cheek.



		She stopped. She gulped for air. I wrapped my arms around her. Pulled her down  on top of me. She huffed in my ear. “Fuck.”



		“Very nice. Mmm.”



		She rolled off of me. My bustier was soaked from my extreme ejaculation. The  huge volume of her pearls, saved up for so long as well, leaked into my panties from  inside of me. She pulled the covers over us. My nose in her hair smelled her dreamy  perfume. We drifted off to sleep.
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		The sun came into the windows of the bedroom and landed on my face. I opened  an eye and saw Jessie and I dressed from last night. What had we done? How could  I have become this?



		I slid out of bed trying not to wake her and took a shower. Luckily, some of the girl  clothes we brought, like the jeans and tee shirts, looked a lot like guy clothes. I got  dressed in them and some sneakers. I made French toast and bacon and put it in the  oven to stay warm. The coffee was ready and orange juice on the table. I poured a cup  of coffee and went on the patio to have a smoke with it and think this through.



		Jessie came out with a coffee in her hand. “Look at you. All showered and  breakfast ready. How nice.” She leaned down and kissed me on the cheek. I pulled  away a little. “Something wrong? Why are you in jeans and sneakers? Where’s your  makeup?”



		She sat on the edge of the couch next to me, facing me. Legs crossed. She ran  her hand in my hair. I pulled her hand away. She looked at my hand. “No nails? What’s  up?”



		“I uh, this was all a mistake. I can't believe I did this.”



		“Pat, I mean, Patricia, where are you? Wasn’t last night the best? Didn’t we make  love? I want you to do me that way tonight.”



		“Well, I’ll be doing it as a guy and you better hide your cock so I think you’re really  a girl. I’m done with this shit.”



		Jessie blinked her eyes at me trying to hold back her tears. She walked over to  the screened openings and stood in her heels. She kicked her hip out and looked  stunning. She sipped her coffee. She turned around and looked at me. Her eyes were  all red. Her lower lip fluttered. She turned back to the outside.



		What a jerk I was. I had started this, and now I was ending this. What an ass I am.  But we can’t be the freaks we were. It just isn’t right, is it? To be like that is totally  unacceptable.



		She glared at me as she walked into the cabin and into the spare bedroom where  we kept the clothes. She came back out and threw a pile of clothes on me. “Here ,  I understand, since I thought I’d be the one. Here are boy clothes. Get those panties  off and put these on. You can be a boy and I’ll be a girl. This is vacation and I’ll be  damned if



		I’m giving this up.” She stood stiff and stock-still, her breasts heaved with her  breathing.



		“I’m so sorry.”



		“It’s okay. I still love you. Now let’s eat breakfast, you asshole.” She smiled  a twisted smile, making me know it was all okay. I think I did love her.



		We ate and enjoyed breakfast. I watched all her mannerisms and she was the  prettiest, sexiest woman I ever met. I choked up to think she’d put up with me backing  out on her like this. She drank her orange juice down and put my vitamins by me.  “Wanna walk around the lake? I’ll let you hold my hand if you want to. ”



		I nodded at her as I swallowed my vitamins.



		“I get to shower first, since I have the most to do. Oops. You’re already showered.”  She touched my shoulder as she stood and left to the bathroom.



		She came out looking like a fresh washed, sparkling jewel. She wore a denim  miniskirt with three inch high, straw wedge sandals, and a low-cut, pink ruffled,  sleeveless top.



		Her blond hair was swinging back and forth in a loose ponytail and her earrings  matched her top. Her legs were oiled up for the sun. She had a straw purse on  a shoulder strap. She went to the fridge and filled the purse with a couple of bottles of  water, some fruit and smokes.



		She came over and kissed me on the cheek. “Ready little boy? Time for me to  take you for your walk, you little sissy. Little afraid sissy.”



		That word. I glared at her, though just the word itself enticed me a little to look like  she did now. Gorgeous. “Ready bitch.” I smiled.



		“Nice.” She took my hand and led me to the back door off the patio and down the  path to the path around the lake. She held my hand and I could feel her long nails  gently press against my palm. The air was fresh, sweet, and the temperature perfect.  It was the ideal day to walk around the lake.



		“Thanks for understanding Jess.”



		“I don’t understand a bit, but I realize this could have happened to me too so...”  She looked over at me as we walked and smiled. She held my arm with her hands and  leaned into me. “Can I at least be your girl? No one will know. Or should I be a boy  again?”



		My eyes popped open. "No. Don’t be a boy. You’re too pretty, and I’d miss you.”  “Well, that’s a good thing, but don't you think I’m missing Patricia too?” I shrugged my  shoulders.



		“That’s okay. You are whatever you think you are. I happen to like thinking I’m  hot, and sexy, and pretty, and smell nice, and get to wear all kinds of different clothes,  and make my hair and makeup different and exciting, and feel the sensual clothes only  girls get to wear, and not have to be limited to rough unstimulating fabrics and textures.  I like being something I’m really not, and I’m able to immerse myself in the avatar  I create every day.” She glanced at me with her head held high and strutted with her  hips swaying as we walked the asphalt path.



		I felt like a fool.



		She seemed to read my mind. “Good. You should. The only thing holding you  back are societal paradigms.”



		We walked silently. She was right, but I couldn’t help it. It’s how it works. It keeps  people from fucking up the natural order of things. Guilt, shame, all necessary, I told  myself.



		Jessie swung my arm in her hand as we walked. “Natural order bullshit.”  “What?”



		“You heard me. Yes, we’re very close. I know you. You better be ready to do to  me tonight, what I did to you last night. You are the guy after all.”



		“Uh...”



		“Yeah, uh.”



		She swung my arm harder and walked faster, pulling me along. I followed and  stayed quiet, not sure what I could say.



		I squeezed her hand. "Do you want to go out tonight?”



		She tossed her head. Her ponytail flipped and hit my back. “Doesn’t matter. I think  the cages and the denial made me want things I wouldn’t always want. Now that  I caught up with my libido, the only thing I want is to relax with you and be with you,  and make you feel good.”



		Now I wanted to make Jessie happy. “Then if we stay home, what if I’m just a guy,  you’re just a girl, and we relax Maybe watch a movie on cable or something and  snuggle.”



		“Snuggle?” She pulled my arm to her and squeezed it. “Mmm. Would feel nice if  you were pretty, but it’s okay too if you’re just a boring guy. You’re my guy .”



		Boring guy. Shit. That’s okay though. I’ll feel better as a guy and she’ll get used  to it this way. It’s okay. “I’m not pretty?” I laughed and tossed my hair.



		“Not as pretty as you could be. Darn handsome though too. C’mon and let’s get  home. You still need to get something done tonight no matter how you’re dressed, or  act, mister. I was used to doing it three times a day remember? If you want to keep me  from going crazy like I did last night, you need to be a man and satisfy me. I’m not just  shooting my load on the toilet anymore after finding this.” She tossed her head as she  walked and hummed something glancing at me.



		“The pressure is on. Damn!”
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		We got back to the cabin and went out for supplies. Jessie drove her mustang like  a race driver, even in her wedgies. I loved seeing her left knee come up to shift, smooth  and shiny in the flashing rays of sunshine filtered through the trees. She was gorgeous,  smart, powerful, and sexy.



		We got beer, wine, mixer, Virginia Slims 120s, and a pack of Marlboros for me,  along with some cigars. We bought steaks and corn on the cob, plump juicy tomatoes,  and mushrooms and onions. I could almost taste it already.



		We stocked up the fridge, made some fresh lemonade, and lay in the sun on  a blanket on the grass in back. Jessie had a new bathing suit that held her gel forms  tight and firm, and made her look unbelievable. I wore nothing, since my only other  choice now was guy shorts that covered too much and didn’t let the sun on my skin.



		I fell asleep in the perfect temperature. No sweat, just warm and peaceful. I had  a dream. I was sucking a cock dressed like a woman and enjoying the shit out of it.  When I was about to erupt, I woke up and there was Jessie sucking away. I pulled out.  “Whoa. I almost came.”



		“That’s okay, but I guess if you’re gonna do what you need to do tonight you  should save it for me. Don't want a launch failure, do we?” She sat up like an Indian.  Her cleavage in the sunlight. Her blond hair glistened. She smiled at me and lit a  smoke. “Yours are inside if you want them, or you can have a girl smoke.” She held  the pack out. I took it. Just the act of holding the smoke made me miss being like her.  I lit it and felt the loss.



		“You’ll come around again,” she said, and then blew the smoke out. “I know you .”  She reached in her purse, took out a pair of satin panties, and wrapped my cock in  them. She smiled at me as she stroked it. “See how nice they feel? Mmm. Girls have  nicer clothes, that’s all.”



		I leaned back on my elbows and enjoyed her ministrations until I couldn’t take it  any longer, and stopped her.



		She put them in her purse. “See? Nice huh. Silly boy.”



		We sunned some more, enjoying the perfect day. When it was getting time to  make dinner, Jessie disappeared. I heard the shower running through the doorways.  I could imagine what she was doing. I still needed to shave my body, or it would be  scratchy and rough, and I’d have to cover it in boy clothes when we did it. I still needed  to shave it all.



		That’s okay. Muscle builders and swimmers shave their bodies. It’s not effeminate  at all. I can still have a smooth body and be a guy.



		Jessie got out and I got in. I shaved and cleaned up. My body was smooth and it  cried for silky things again. I wasn’t about to give in to that bullshit though. Sissy crap.



		I blew my hair dry and ended up accidentally making it into a girl style. Fluffy and  pretty. I looked at my face and shaved it. My face didn't look right with the girl’s hair  and no makeup though. I sprayed some hairspray on it and flattened it out. Fixed.



		I put on Jessie’s boy jeans and white button down oxford cloth shirt. Good thing  we were both the same size. I had to wear panties though, since he only brought one



		pair of boy undies. They felt good of course. Damn!



		I put his boy moccasins on my bare feet. Hair pulled back tight in a ponytail made  my face look manly and my gold stud earrings were boring enough to look like my man  self.



		I went into the kitchen. Jessie stood against the counter with one hand on her hip  and the other holding back her hair from her face. She posed with one high- heeled  shoe on its toe crossed over the other. Perfect! She was dressed in a tiered pink satin  dress with a sheer silky crinoline beneath it.



		I could imagine how it felt to her under that pile of sensation she wore. “Do y ou  have your cage on?”



		Jessie winked. "Nope. Just some silky ribbons holding everything up and out. This  dress feels so good slipping against the tip. Mmm. You should wear yours.”



		Jessie ran her hand over the front of her dress and grabbed what was under it to  make me imagine how it felt. It worked - I was longing to become a sissy faggot again.  I turned from her and grabbed a beer from the fridge. “No way. I’m not gonna fall for  that. I’m feeling just fine this way.”



		“Suit yourself sister.” Jessie pushed her bottom against my crotch and looked  back at me. “Remember, you have a task to do tonight.”



		I throbbed in my panties. I knew how good it would feel with all of the proper  feminine accouterments, but I’d get by without them.



		“I know. Let’s make dinner.”



		Jessie took my beer and put it on the counter. She pushed me onto the barstool.  “You sit and watch me and drink your beer. I’ll cook for you, since that’s what a good  sissy would do.”



		She grinned and rubbed my crotch. She unzipped my jeans and popped me out  taking me into her painted lips. She left a red ring at the base. “I can take all of this little  thing.” She flicked the head with her tongue and made me twitch. “This little sissy faggot  thing, which should be on a body wearing girl’s clothes, not men's. This is no man  cock.”



		She bobbed her head up and down on it until I had to pull her off by the hair. “Stop.  Cook dinner you faggot.”



		Jess stood, smiled, and licked her lips. “Boring boy.”



		She walked her sexiest walk to the fridge and around the kitchen. She cooked  and clicked her high heels on the floor. She knew she was driving me crazy with  jealousy for what she was feeling, and I wasn’t. While the steak was cooking, Jessie  came back over and dropped my pants to the floor. She pushed herself against me,  wrapped my cock in the dress, and stroked it. “Feel how nice this is? This is how a sissy  cock should feel all the time - your sissy faggot cock. But no, you want to wear boy  clothes, since you’re such a macho man.”



		Jessie brought me to the edge as much as I tried to resist the feeling. The  sensation was overwhelming. Then when I stopped her, she rubbed her stockinged leg  up and down my shaved and smooth leg, making me wish I was wearing those. I pulled  my pants back up.



		Jessie finished cooking and brought our plates over to the counter where we ate



		while she slid her leg against my jeans. She adjusted herself beneath her skirt so she  could feel the dress slip against her cock as she bounced her foot. I hardly tasted the  food.



		When we were done eating, Jessie did the dishes and I watched. We had coffee  on the patio as the sun was starting to set. Jessie smoked a Virginia Slim and I looked  at the lipstick on it alongside of my fat cigar. I was wishing and resisting again.



		Jessie put her hand on mine. “Today is only Saturday you know. You’re wasting  this day, but I hope you don’t waste the rest of the week like this - letting your ego get  in the way of being your dream avatar, that is.”



		“I’m not wasting it. We’re still on vacation and I’m enjoying myself. I’m not going  to dress like a sissy faggot all week. I’m done with that shit. I’m a real man, not a faggot  like you. Not that you’re not a pretty, sissy faggot.”



		“Thanks. Okay, suit yourself. Interesting you can really think that about yourself.”  Jessie sipped her coffee and looked outside. I was doing the right thing. Why didn’t it  feel like it? Why was it so hard to do?



		We finished our coffees, went inside, had drinks, and watched a movie on the  couch. All I could think about sitting next to sweet smelling, silky Jessie was being in  her skin and feeling what she felt. When we were done, we went to bed.



		Jessie was on the bed ready for me. I stripped naked and lubed up. I had a task  to do and I was going to do it. I moved myself in front of her and thought it would be  better if I took her from behind. I rolled her on her stomach and pulled her bottom up  by her hips. I flipped the silky dress over her back, slid her panties to the side and  entered her.



		She gasped. I grabbed her hair in one hand and wrapped it tight around my hand  pulling her neck back. I wrapped the fabric of her sissy dress around my other hand  until it cinched and crushed her waist. With that tight grip on her, I held her fast and  drove myself into her like a ramrod.



		Jessie started to moan as I pounded her mercilessly. I watched myself slap  against her and heard the clap it made with each penetration, followed by her moan in  her perfect woman’s voice.



		There was a tight, slippery, wonderful, sensation on my cock, but there were no  full body tingles, like I had when Jessie was doing this to me, when I was dressed  pretty and sensually. I imagined what it felt like for her right now, dressed like she was  and being ravaged, and the thought alone brought me to the edge.



		I pounded into her a few more strokes and then filled her with my release. It wasn’t  nearly as good as the other night, but I had gotten the job done. Jessie rolled on her  back.



		“Mmm. A little fast, wasn’t it? I didn’t even get to come. Typical male."



		She massaged her breasts while she looked at me. “What made you finish so  fast?”



		“Oh nothing.”



		“Bullshit. I bet you remembered last night and what it felt like for you all dressed.”  How did she know these things? “Nope.” I lied. “You just have a tight ass that’s



		all." I pulled the covers over myself and fell asleep. I had done it and I didn’t dress like



		a sissy faggot either. So, what if Jessie didn’t come. She’ll just be hornier tomorrow.
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		The week went by slowly for me. It was as if I was missing something big. My  stubbornness kept me in the male mode. Jessie enticed me to change as much as she  could all week.



		We sucked each other's cocks, which really felt weird to me in male mode sucking  hers, so I didn’t end up doing a very good job. I nearly gagged each time Jessie came  in my m outh.



		Even though she came, I could tell it wasn’t as good for her either. She assisted  the process by jerking it while I sucked, then came mechanically in my mouth, as if she  were jerking off on the toilet and I was just a toilet.



		It was Wednesday night when I gave up my struggles to be a man, got dressed,  and fully feminized. I gave in to my real self, I guess. I couldn’t watch Jessie enjoying  it all and me just watching her and trying to act like a real man. Jessie was tickled when  she saw me putting my makeup on.



		“Sweetie! This is so great! Let me pick out our outfits!”



		I looked at her as I held my mascara wand. “Okay. I guess.”



		When I finished, I looked into the mirror and fell in love with my feminine image.  My makeup had come out perfect as well as my hairdo. I fluffed it up and had clips on  each side with the hair swept out in front on the sides of my face. I put long silver,  shoulder duster earrings in, and my cleavage was to die for in my pink bra.



		Jessie laid out white stockings with a pink and white garter belt, pink and white  crotchless, open back panties. Matching strappy, white, six-inch heels, without any  platform, made me walk in teeny tiny steps and feel like the slut I now longed to be.



		I fastened the garter belt, slid the silky white stockings up and clasped them. The  familiar sensation of the stockings on shaved legs had me oozing and throbbing as  I slid the pink and white crotchless, open back panties on. Good thing I had cleaned  out in the shower, since Jessie also put out a pink vibrating butt plug for me.



		I reached into the nightstand drawer, lubed the plug, and slid it in. I turned it on  and put the remote controller in my pink purse on the bed.



		I slipped into the pink and white, ruffled in lace and satin, corseted waist, V- neck,  cap sleeve, sissy maid dress Jessie bought for each of us. The lining was sheer, silky,  and filled with ruffles, which slipped and teased my sensitive, begging cock. A shudder  went through my body as I walked to the mirror and the ruffles teased it.



		I looked like a complete sissy. Totally feminine. There wasn’t a shred of maleness  in my appearance. I throbbed under the dress and felt myself tingle all over my body.  This was heaven.



		I was a sissy faggot and there was no denying it. I licked my lips in the mirror and  imagined them wrapped around a nice, big, hard, cock, making the real man react to  my skills - the power it gave me being able to do that to a real man. What a thrill!



		I clicked my heels in tiny steps across the floor, holding my purse in my long, pin k  fingernailed and bejeweled hands, with pink lace open finger gloves. Each step felt like  a caress. Each step made my body quiver a little. My legs struggled not to go weak.



		The breasts pulled sensually at my chest and bounced with each footfall. The  stockings stretched and slid with each step. The dress teased me under it. I was  enveloped in sensation, alive and full of life, and feelings of bliss. It was as if my every  nerve was firing messages of sensual pleasure to my brain. I was now addicted to this  drug of dressing this way.



		I made it to the kitchen oozing against my dress so much, the wetness touched  my thigh. Jessie was dressed identically to me and I had to do what I had to do. There  was no stopping me. I was obsessed.



		I put my purse on the counter. I looked into her blue eyes with pink eyeshadow  and her pink frosty lipstick. I touched her silky knees in her white stockings and lowered  myself to my knees while I looked at her. I lifted her dress and dove onto her cock,  which she had put hot pink, eighteen-hour lipstick on the tip of.



		I sucked it up and bobbed up and down on her. I flicked her tip and tasted her  precum as she began to ooze. I pulled down hard on her pink ribbon wrapped balls  and slid a finger along the underside while I spread my lipstick off my lips up and down  her rod.



		Jessie moaned. “Mmm, oh God, not yet.” Jessie tried to stop me, but I wouldn’t  let her. The vibrator was humming in my butt. I was sooo close to the edge. I could tell  Jess was too. When there was no turning back for her, she held my head and pumped  in and out until she filled my mouth with her sweetness. She yelled at me, “Fuck. Why’d  you do that?”



		I splashed my dress with my squirting cock as my body twitched and shuddered.  I licked her silky balls, wiped her cock dry on her dress, and stood up smiling.



		I wiped a pearly drip off my chin and licked it off my nail. “Sorry, had to do it. I was  dying to for some reason. Don’t worry; I think we’ll both be doing that more than once  tonight. I want to explode over and over.”



		Jessie straightened her fluffy pink dress. “Mmm. Sounds like a plan. I see you’ve  embraced your inner sissy again. Good job sister.”



		The humming vibrator inside of me was making me hard again.



		Jessie reached in her purse and threw two pills on the counter. “I'll make some  drinks.”



		I popped my pill out of the wrapper and swallowed it down dry. I looked at the  clock on the stove. Jessie was mixing Manhattans for us. Her dress was so fluffy; she  had to push against it to get close enough to the counter. I could tell how good it felt to  her when she did that by the movement of her hips.



		She brought the drinks over and took her pill with it. “Smoke?” She held up the  pack of Virginia Slims.



		“Mmm, yes."



		Wewent to the patio and sat on the couch. I slid my leg over Jessie’s as we sipped  and smoked. By the time we had finished the first drink I was feeling the effects of the  pill. I looked around the patio and into the yard. The sun was a bright orange ball. Our  blanket was still on the grass.



		Jessie took the remote for her vibrator, from her purse, and turned it on high. “Pill’s  working. Mmm."



		I took her purse off her wrist and put it on the seat. I took her lace-gloved hand  and stood. “Let's go outside and enjoy the sunset.”



		We navigated the grass to the blanket by walking on our toes so the heels didn’t  sink in. I lied down on my side and put Jessie’s head by my lap. I lifted my dress and  felt her take me in her mouth. I did the same to her, smelling her perfume and feeling  the velvety smooth skin of her cock. The ribbons tickled my nose.



		We suckled each other slowly and carefully until we were both ready again.  Jessie took her mouth off me and let out a moan. The contrast of the cool air on



		my wet cock made me want to be in her mouth again. “Oh baby. You are the best sissy  cocksucker there is.” Her warm mouth took me back in.



		I started to pump into her and she did the same to me. The vibrator had me on  the edge and I could feel all the silky clothes I wore, while my breasts tugged on my  chest. Jessie pumped into me and tensed. I flooded her with my juice as she did me.  It tasted incredible. It was filled with the flavor of desire for me. I wanted more.



		We released each other. I wiped my cock on my dress and arranged it properly.  We helped each other walk back in weak kneed from the pleasure.



		Jessie looked in the fridge. “Ready to eat dinner? I can cook.”



		“How about another drink first.”



		Jessie made us drinks and we sat at the counter. She touched the back of my  hand with her nails. “That was incredible. Let’s do that all night.”



		“I know. I hate to say this though. It makes me want more. Like lots more. Every  kind of cock. That doesn’t make you jealous, does it?”



		“Patricia, I see you truly have embraced your inner sissy. Of course not. I want  the same. Maybe we should have a contest on Saturday night. We could get a private  room at the nightclub and make signs."



		“What about Thursday and Friday?”



		“After tonight, the cage goes on again. Sweet torture.”



		“Oh God. The cage. I’m going to be insatiable.”



		“Yes, we will.” Jessie found me under my dress and slid the fabric against me.  “Yes, we will be.”
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		After our last of seven ejaculations into each other’s mouths, we were both too  tired to do anymore. We put on our cages and handed each other the keys.



		Thursday, we contacted the club we were at before, and inquired about a private  room and signage, and they didn’t have any problem with it. We went shopping and  made signs up. We went to a shop near the club where Jessie bought us graduation  chokers that said, “Sissy Faggot” in rhinestones.



		It aroused me to see it, and to wear it, which we both did continuously, unless we  went out for something. The label spoke to me of being wanted, desired, and fulfilling  needs proudly and thoroughly.



		At the same store, we picked up a variety of porn. Lots of it. We dressed like sissy  sluts and watched porn all day Thursday and Thursday night, Friday and Friday night,  and all day Saturday until it was time to get dressed.



		We tested our resolve those days as the cages were tugging and pressing on us  both, along with various anal toys we used. But, neither of us finished and we were in  prime condition, begging for cocks to suck by Saturday night.



		We decided to take the dresses we wore on Wednesday night, since they were  the most sissy of all of our outfits. We cut the fronts up in an arch so our ribbon and  flower decorated sissy cocks, in their chrome cages, showed for all to see, framed by  our pink and white garter belts. We wore our sissy faggot chokers and helped each  other put our hair in fancy up-do’s with plenty of ribbons and bows.



		Pink eyeshadow and frosty pink eighteen hour lipstick was on our lips, and on the  tips of our caged little cocks. The bright color of the head showed through the opening  in the cages like a beacon telling of the intensity of our immersion in the role of  submissive sissies and our desire to be the best.



		Matching long dragon nails were painted the same color, along with our toenails,  which shined bright and intense under the silky white stockings. Open finger, pink lace  gloves completed the look with our long painted nails gleaming.



		We carefully checked each other and looked in the mirror. We were full- fledged,  totally perfect, sissy faggots - ready to serve.



		We had a few drinks, since we didn’t think we’d be able to drink much there, and  we took our blue pills. We sprayed ourselves down in sweet lilac perfume, from head  to toe.



		Each of our purses contained fifty dry condoms in different colors, along with some  paper towels, sterile hand wipes, lipstick, makeup and perfume, smokes and cash.



		“Ready?” Jessie tucked a stray hair into her up- do.



		“Yes ma’am.” I straightened my dress, fluffing the sides and the edges that we  had cut away. I fluffed the pink and white ribbons on the cage, and centered the tiny  pink flower.



		Jessie turned up her vibrating butt plug and so did I. They were silent, but worked  perfectly.



		Jessie kissed my lips gently. “Okay, so the winner of the most men made to



		ejaculate contest tonight, has to dress as much as a sissy as possible, without a cage,  for two weeks every night, and the loser has to wear a cage for that time, dress the  same, and make the winner ejaculate as much as possible every day .”



		“That’s what we agreed. You’re gonna be servicing me and torturing yourself. Are  you sure you want to?”



		Jessie raised her eyebrows. “Pretty confident don’t you think? I think it's gonna be  the other way around.”
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		We arrived at the club and carefully walked around the potholes to the bouncer.  He smiled and took a good look at us. We started to get our purses open for him.



		“Don't bother ladies. I remember you. The boss said to wave your cover too, since  you’re holding a special event. Everyone got the word and they’re all talking about it.  Wait till you see the crowd show up.”



		We looked at each other and back at him as he grinned and checked out our  decorated cages. “You two sure did do it up. I’d have to say you are the best looking,  most accurately portrayed, sissy faggot cocksuckers I’ve ever seen. By the way, your  cage looks like it’s going to burst and you’re both dripping."



		Jessie looked down, wiped her drip, licked her finger, adjusted her flower, and  looked back at him. “Thanks. I guess. Are you ready Patricia?”



		He held the door open. Wewent in swinging our pink purses. New floor-mats wer e  down that weren’t sticky. The place smelled like it had been aired out, and the signs  we dropped off were over the hallway leading into the private room.



		The owner was there to greet us. “Hello ladies. I took the liberty of moving some  different furnishings into your private room. I also set up a tracking board for each of  you and put out free condoms. I’m going to sell a lot of drinks tonight because of you  two. There are even people coming from other states. Follow me.”



		We clicked our way down the hallway holding each others hands. My palms were  sweating, and I could feel Jessie’s were too, through her lace fingerless gloves. My  heart raced and my stomach did flip-flops. I whispered to Jessie. “Shit. This is gonna  be a big deal isn't it.”



		She squeezed my hand. “Glad we had a few drinks."



		The room was lit with pink lights and smelled dainty and feminine. There were two  huge urns filled with colored rubbers in all types and sizes, and a bucket hung on the  wall with another tip sign. There were things that looked like church kneelers along the  wall, with kneeling pads on one side, and a railing to hang onto when standing on the  other.



		There were two medical looking tables, side by side with stirrups and straps on  them, covered in pink satin sheets with a pink pillow at the head of each, which was  strapped down to the table, and had straps hanging from the sides. We turned and  took the whole room in. Mirrors were on the walls and ceilings.



		On the way back out the door there were two boards. One with “Sissy Fagg ot  Patricia” on it and another with “Sissy Faggot Jessica” on it. There were hooks to hang  used condoms. The hooks were numbered from one to one hundred. A sign over the  top read, “Don’t let a sissy not get credit. Hang your used rubber, or if you just spl ashed  on them, an unused one, on the next hook in order.” We both looked at each other with  our mouths open.



		I took Jessie’s hand. "I need another drink.” I tugged her to the bar. Wegot a round  of applause when we turned the corner. We went to the bar where two gentlemen gave  us their seats. A tall lanky blond in silk pants and shirt nodded to us as he held my seat  for me. “Hey, you two are the best-looking sissy faggots around. Can’t wait to fuck you.



		Have a drink on me. Bartender!”



		The bartender came over and we ordered two shots of tequila each. On my leg  was the large, coarse, hand of the man who bought them. “Pretty outfits ladies. You  look like all sissy faggots should. Ready to be covered in real man pearls. Yeah.”



		He grabbed my cage and shook it. “Feeling pretty horny huh ladies?” He laughed  and walked away. Everyone watched us and talked quietly while we did our shots.



		I touched Jessie’s hand. “Let’s pee. It might be a while before we can again.”  We both slid off the barstools and went to the girl’s room. I was shaking as I did



		my lipstick. I sprayed perfume over me. “I need a smoke,” I said as I touched up my  up- do.



		Jessie was spraying her perfume on. “Me too.”



		We hustled out the door and grabbed a smoke while guy after guy paid the cover  charge and went in. We finished and went in.



		We clicked down the hall and the owner was standing outside the door. “Ready  girls? I just want to show you both a couple of things before we get going.” He held the  door for us.



		He led us to the kneelers. “These are set up so you have a little holder here for  your neck and head. Once you kneel down, just take this velcro and wrap it around. It  will keep your neck from getting sore and make it easier for the guys so they don’t have  to hold your heads to face fuck you ."



		Jessie and I looked at each other as he led us to the tables with the straps. He  pointed to the stirrups. “Just put your feet in those pretty high heels in here, and you  won't have to hold your legs up, or get bruises from the guys holding them for you.” He  walked to the head of the table. “You can strap into a head holder here with your head  to the side. Your wrists can rest on the arms here that swing in and out.” He swung  them. “See?”



		“Uh, yeah." I bleated out shakily.



		He put his arm around my shoulders. “Don’t be scared. There hasn’t been a single  sissy faggot that didn’t come back again to use this facility. Enjoy. I'll go let the guys  start coming in. Take a place where you want to be, cause it gets hard to move around  after you start.”



		Jessie and I walked over to the least dangerous looking place - the kneelers. We  both knelt down and rested our arms on the padded rail. I looked at the straps and  holder and thought it must be for good use, if they put it there, and I locked my head in  place. It floated in height on rods, but kept my head stable and in place. I turned and  looked at Jessie. She had done the same and was ready.



		She licked her lips and looked at me nervously. I heard talking and feet crossing  the floor. Low volume disco music played in the background. A guy stood at the railing,  unzipped his pants, put on a rubber, and stuck his cock in my mouth. “Oh yeah, hot  sissy faggot lips. Go ahead and nibble me. You can do that when a guy wears a rubber  for a blow job, ya know.”



		He stroked his hardening cock in and out of my lips and I let my teeth rub his cock  while I squeezed it with my lips and pulled on his balls with one hand and stroked his  cock with my silky gloves with the other. “That's it sissy bitch.”



		He held the railing and fucked my face. It felt strange having the rubber on it, but  I could still feel his excitement, and that’s what made it work for me.



		The kneeler shook and I heard Jessie’s customer. “Fuck yeah bitch, I’m coming.”  I could see him out of the corner of my eye. He clenched the rail and rammed Jessie’s  face.



		He pulled out and another stepped up and inserted his cock.



		Mine came in my mouth. His rubber swelled with his liquid. He carefully took it out  of my mouth - slipped the filled rubber off - zipped up and hung it on the number one  hook on my board at the door. He tossed money into the bucket on the wall.



		My lips spread to take in another cock. I never saw his face. His hands rested  lightly on my shoulders. He stroked and I devoured him ravenously. His cock engorged  rigid as a pipe in seconds. The rubber swelled complimentarily.



		The next stepped up and we did the same. There were guys on either side of each  of us I hadn’t noticed. My hand automatically wrapped itself around the warm, sensitive  flesh of the faceless, nameless body, attached to it. My hand, as if having a mind of its  own, set to the pleasure of giving pleasure, driving to make that body attached to it,  writhe, and squirm from my efforts, until I was honored with a fire-hose release onto  me. Others stroked their cocks watching us, which added to the degree of desirability  I felt we now had.



		As we went on, it turned out we could get more guys done by using our hands  too, since they’d be ready to come sooner when they fucked our faces. I peeked at the  board and it was filling up, but Jessie's side had more. I needed to speed up, or she’d  win.



		I thought about the table as another cock was stroking in my tight lips. I could  have two guys come inside me at a time there, and have two getting ready in my hand.  Plus, maybe some would want to just jerkoff on me and the table afforded more room  for that. When he filled his rubber in my mouth, I hurried and ripped the Velcro off. I ran  to the table and laid on my back. I got my feet into the stirrups and my head sideways  into the strap. My wrists went on the rests and were ready.



		In no time, guys started filling me up. My lusting, insatiable self was being fed my  new favorite thing; my ass had a glorious feeling, medium sized cock, pushing against  my g-spot. My pearls oozed from my cage with each plunge as firm maleness pressed  and thumped my insides.



		My mouth and hands were filled with men’s excited, hard silky cocks. I was being  given the things I now longed for.



		A bare cock was pressed into my hand and I closed it enough so they could delight  me by pumping in and out. Hands grabbed my leg to hold it tight while a cock slipped  against my slick, silky stockings I wore for them, and for me.



		A cock was being fervently pumped near my breasts as he said, “Yeah, paint that  sissy faggot with my cum.” Another squirted on the back of my head. It was outrageous.  It thrilled me to no end that we turned them on like this.



		One after another, they spent their seed giving us their lust. They would clench  me hard enough to bruise me, tense their body, and come in my ass, my mouth, my  hand, on my clothes, in my hair, or on my face - anywhere they wanted to. One after  another, an excited cock took the spent ones place; as if we were the only form of



		release these men had a desire for.



		I wondered where all the semen I was oozing from my cage, and dropping to wet  my ass, was coming from. I drifted into a kind of spaced out state and just floated there  getting fucked and making tons of guys happy.



		I’d hear them call me sissy faggot and cocksucker and sissy slut, and all of it  together forced me into that in between state of consciousness, as my ass got pumped  over and over, and I was rewarded when they clenched and tensed when their  excitement with me brought them to the final release. I'd become the ultimate plaything  for men, and it felt incredible.



		I drifted and felt my body tingle all over until it got quiet. I opened my eyes and the  bouncer was there fucking my ass with his big cock. Every stroke oozed pearls out of  me and they streamed onto the soaked sheet below me. I watched his face contort as  he held the stirrups and pumped his last pump deep inside me. Then his body almost  collapsed as he took off the rubber, tucked himself in and zipped. He came over and  blew me a kiss. “I’d kiss you, but you’re a little messy.”



		I hadn’t realized it, but I now felt the thick liquid on every inch of my exposed skin.  It was dripping off my hair before my eyes and onto my face. I unstrapped the head  support and sat up. I was covered all over my dress, hair, and legs. There wasn’t a spot  without pearls on it.



		My cage was still full, despite the endless milking that happened from the cocks  that stroked and pounded my prostate, and my body still tingled. I looked over at  Jessie.



		She was motionless on the table. The room was empty.



		I undid Jessie’s straps and stirrups and sat her up. Her eyes opened and fluttered.  “Jess, you okay?”



		She nodded her head weakly. “Yeah, fucked out though. Wow. Did I win?”



		I looked at the boards. I won. The board on my side was completely full, with some  on the floor from running out of hooks - a hundred and something. Jessie had about  half the board, or fifty or so.



		“Sorry sweetie I beat you by about double. You must have fallen asleep and so  they all came over to me.”



		“Shit!” She looked at the board. The bucket on the wall was filled with bills.



		The owner came in and looked at his watch. “Three hours and fifteen minutes.  Long night huh girls?” He tossed us each a towel and a cloth robe. “Might want to throw  away those clothes and wipe the excess off with these towels. You can have bathrobes  for the ride home. Nice job girls. Everyone said you two were the best sissy faggot  cocksucker sluts yet!"
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		We went back to the cabin in our heels and bathrobes with our purses stuffed w ith  cash. When I woke up, Jessie had breakfast ready and was counting the money on  the table.



		“Three thousand, two hundred and twenty. We have money for lots of clothes and  shoes. We can turn my bedroom into a big closet if we’re sleeping together every ni ght.  How do you feel Patricia?”



		I sat down carefully on the stool next to her. “A little sore. Not sure I want to do  that again.”



		“You will. Not today of course. I’m sore too, but you had twice as many, so I can  sympathize. I say we dress as young women today and head home.” She stacked the  bills in piles of different denominations. “You know, we are what we are. You’re not  going to get all messed up about that now, are you?” She blinked her already made -  up, pretty eyes at me.



		“No, I think after allowing what happened last night to happen, and actually  enjoying the heck out of it, I know who I am. You seemed to get into this faster than  I did and I was the one to bring the idea up. Go figure.”



		“Well...” Jessica looked up at me and smushed her painted lips together then  looked away. “I’ve been doing this to some degree since I was a kid. It started with my  mom’s panty drawer and went from there. When you, or I, would travel for training and  work, I’d do my makeup and dress up. Why do you think I could get made up and  dressed so easy? Now I have someone to share this with for the rest of my life. It’s so  lonely doing it all alone.”



		“Wow. I never knew.”



		“See, no one needs to know if you don’t want them to. Even your roommate. Sorry.  I, uh, I’ve been trying to get this idea in your head ever since we lived together. That’s  why I started with making women avatars whenever we played video games. You were  slow in getting going.”



		“You what? You totally manipulated me to be the one to start this?”



		“Of course, dear. You know you wouldn’t have done it if it was my idea, would you  now?”



		I couldn’t believe my ears. I didn’t know what to think. I was manipulated. Then,  a thought came to my mind as my real self-kicked in, which I thought would now be  forever more. I looked at Jessie's cleavage.



		I touched her hand. “You should have said something earlier. We wasted so much  time.”



		“It might not have worked that way. But we've arrived now.”



		“So, what's next? Where else do we take this? Do you have a plan?”



		“Oh, just shopping and enjoying each other and our lives together. I have to pay  the bet to you too."



		I stared at Jessie’s boobs and loved the cleavage but imagined there being more.  “Is three thousand enough for a boob job?"



		Jessie grinned. “Not quite, but if we come back every weekend this summer, we  could both have perfect ones.”



		“Maybe we should skip the bet and both put the cage again. We can go for double  or nothing. You gonna call the club and let them know?”



		“Absolutely."



		If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell  a friend about it. It would help support a sister. Thanks!



		For more of our books, go to:



		http://www.shapeshifterbook.com.adultsinfo.com/
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