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“I’ve missed you so much. California’s too far away from you! Come live with me.” FaceTime showed my sister’s eyes, bright with excitement, and I just wanted to give her a hug. “Come on, little brother. You’ve graduated now and you’re looking for a job, right? By the way, what do you do with an art degree?” She tilted her head and then reached for a coffee and sipped it, her pretty, long, painted nails glistening.



“Not much, as I’m finding out. All the design jobs and others that would use my skills are far and few between. Right now, I’m thinking of accepting a job at a department store stocking women’s clothing and being a checkout clerk. Great, huh?”



“It’s something, I guess. Women’s clothes?”



“I think they thought I was a girl. That’s okay. I get a ten percent employee discount on anything in the store.”



“Riley, maybe you should start dressing like the girl everyone thinks you are.”



“I did think about it. But I’m a guy.”



“So? You’ve never really been
 a guy
 ... really. You’re too unmasculine to be a guy. You’d make a great girl, and these days you could do it. I was always surprised my twin brother was a brother. I thought you’d have been a girl like me.”



“We’re fraternal, Toni, not identical.”



“Yeah, you know what I mean, though. We look so much alike, but you’re a male. So... why not come stay with me and look for a job out here? You don’t need to get a job right away because I make a shit-ton of money, and then I can help you become the sister I always wanted. If you want to get a job, you can find one as good as that one anywhere.”



“True. I don’t want to be your sister, though.”



I stared at her on my phone and watched her eyes flitting around my face. She shook her head and smirked. “Are you wearing mascara? Your eyelashes are so long.”



“Uh, a little.”



“And your lips are so glossy.”



I covered my mouth with my hand. “Uh, gloss. My lips chap easily.”



“Oh my god! I love your painted nails too!”



I rolled my eyes, realizing I’d just given away my painted nails. “Thanks.”



“Now come out here and be my little sister. I can send you money for the flight. When can you be here? Please?”



Visit my sister? California? And she wants to turn me into her sister?
 “Uh, I’d love to see you, sis, and live in California, but I’m not so sure about you turning me into a girl.”



“No problem. You can decide yourself. Just get your ass out here and live with me, at least until you get a job. Let me help you out. I miss my little brother. We’d make great roommates.”



“I guess it’s better than living in a dump by myself.”



“Right! Good. How soon?”



“I’ll check on flights and turn down the cashier/clerk/stock-girl job. I’ll let you know what I find.”



“Atta girl. Let me know how much it costs, and I’ll Venmo it right into your checking account. I can’t wait. I’ll get your room ready and everything.”



“Okay, Toni. I’m not turning into a girl, though, all right?”



“Whatever, sweetie. I love you.” She blew me a kiss.



“Love you too, sis.” I pursed my lips and blew her one. She hung up.



California, ready or not, here I come.
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It didn’t take me long to find a flight two days away, at a discount even. Toni transferred the funds into my account before I knew it, and I had my ticket. I didn’t have that much stuff, so I took what I didn’t want any more to Goodwill and packed the rest into two suitcases and a backpack. I declined the job offer at the women’s clothing store.



My sister was right. She was always right. She made good choices all the time—moving to California for a high-paying job, and before that, getting a degree that could get that high-paying job. She was even smart enough not to get attached to guys, at least not until she’d completed her degree, and I didn’t think she’d gotten attached to one yet.



I never had girlfriends in the way she had boyfriends anyway, even though I wouldn’t mind the chance to do so. Toni always had guys chasing after her. I never had girls chasing after me. She’s so pretty and smart; everyone was always after her.



She was right. I
 could
 get another job like the one I turned down. I missed her, and living in southern California instead of on the east coast would be nice. More liberal, warmer, a change of scenery.



I closed my lease, collected my security deposit, closed up the apartment, and was on my way.



A car honked, and Toni waved through above the windshield of the red convertible Audi S5. I trotted down the line of cars in the pickup area and tossed my backpack into the back seat. She leaned over and gave me a kiss, and I hugged her shoulders and kissed her cheek. She looked me up and down and waved her pretty, long-nailed hand at my pants and shirt. “Did you have an altercation with a chocolate milkshake?”



I laughed. “Yeah, she was a real bitch and lost control on me at the first sign of turbulence. To top it off, they lost my bags, of course, and all I have in the backpack is some snacks, my iPad, and some books.”



“Not to worry. I’ll find you something to wear so we can go to dinner.”



She sped along the left lane of the freeway. My ponytail flapped in the wind, and her wind-blown, spiked haircut looked like an advertisement for electrocution avoidance. She wore a smile ear to ear, speaking above the wind noise to point out the attractions and blaring club music from time to time. Her cotton minidress flirted above her thighs from the wind while she manipulated the brake and gas pedals in her high heels. My sister was a knockout. A really smart knockout. Why couldn’t someone like her—who wasn’t my sister—fall in love with me?



We arrived at her place. She pulled into the underground parking garage, and we took an elevator up to her condo. She opened the door and let us in. “Bathroom’s down there, and I made up the spare room for you. It’s the first room. There’s some booze in the kitchen cabinets, beer in the fridge, and iced tea too. No food, though; I ran out of time trying to get your room ready for you. After you change, we can go get something to eat. We’ll get groceries tomorrow.”



“Okay. I need to pee.” I went down the hall and into the bathroom. It smelled sweet with soaps and shampoo. Pink towels hung on the bars. The glass walk-in shower was tiled in river-stones with a waterfall shower head and a hand-held one too. This was a really nice condo. She was doing well. I should have done what she did.



I went back out and past the bedroom to the expansive living area, which had a gorgeous view and a covered balcony with couch and seating area, where Toni stood holding two glasses of iced tea. “Over here!” she yelled and motioned. “Hydrate first. I know it’s eight p.m. your time, but it’s only five here. I made reservations for seven. Can you make it that long till dinner?”



I nodded. I took the iced tea and slugged down half while she patted the couch. I sat next to her, and she gave me a hug while I tried not to spill my drink. “I missed you. It’s so good to see you. I’m so happy we’ll be living together.”



“Me too. I am starving, though. Maybe you can wash my clothes so we can grab a snack before dinner. I might not have my bags until tomorrow or later. Who knows?”



“I’ll get some chips.” She floated away into the kitchen, came back with a fresh bag, and handed them to me.



“Thanks.” I opened it and started on them. “Wash?”



“Out of laundry soap. Didn’t get to do groceries. Don’t worry. I have some clean clothes for you.”



“Jeans? I wear girls’ jeans, anyway, because they fit me better. We’re both the same size, I think.”



She shrugged and shook her head. “I put clothes in your closet in the bedroom.”



I finished my iced tea, and she took the glass. “Now, how about a margarita? Something to loosen you up a bit. It’ll go better with the chips too.”



“Sure.” I ate the chips one at a time, watching her click around in the kitchen in her heels, mixing us drinks. She came back with two bowl-sized, stemmed glasses, handed one to me, then sat down and held hers out. “To my wonderful sibling and a great new life.”



I clinked and sipped. It was really strong.



“How is it?”



“Good. Fresh lime. Just right on the sweetness. A bit strong, though, I think.”



“Good. I want you to relax. Drink it up.”



I sipped from the edge, looking at her smiling at me, her eyes flitting. “Mascara today?”



“Some. Makes my eyes pop.”



“I agree. Some eyeshadow and liner would really do them justice. You have such pretty eyes. Maybe some blush and a bit of lipstick to add more color to your lips than that clear gloss.”



“Toni! There you go again, trying to turn me into your sister.”



“So what? You look more like a girl than a guy anyway. You have hardly any facial hair or body hair, and your voice isn’t exactly deep. People think you’re a girl already, and you wear mascara and lip gloss. Why draw the line at that? Go for it! Be the pretty girl you are.”



“You’re making me nervous.” I drank a good amount of the margarita down.



Her long-nailed fingers undid my ponytail and ran through my hair. “It has some natural curl, and I love the streaks of light blonde in the honey blonde. Did you do that?”



“The sun did it.”



“Really? I like it. I had mine highlighted. It’s more dramatic than yours, but yours is really pretty how it catches the light. It would take a cut nicely. Want a spike haircut like mine? It’s easy. I can do it for you. I used to cut hair in college on the side for a few bucks.”



“Toni. No. As much as you’d like me to, I won’t be your sister.” I drank the rest of the margarita.



She took my drink and looked at her watch. “I’ll get you another drink. Go into your room, and you’ll see an outfit on the right side of the closet I picked out for you. Everything is there, from head to toe. Go put it on.”



“Toni—”



“Riley! You know I’m always right. Engineers are always right. Now go, girl, and do as I say. You have to trust me. I’m your sister who loves you and wants to help you. Now go!” She glared at me and pointed to the bedroom. What else could I do? “Go so we can get ready and get a good meal. For god’s sake, girl, it’s only makeup and clothes, not surgery. It can all be taken off. Be a big girl and go.”



I dropped my head and gave her doe eyes. “You’ll get me another drink? I’ll need it, I think.”



“Another drink coming up.” She put hers down and went into the kitchen. I went past her into my room. It had a bed made up with a pink satin comforter folded down to pink satin sheets and pillows with a teddy bear resting between them. There were white lace curtains in the windows. The dresser had perfumes, and jewelry on racks. I opened the drawers, and they were filled with neatly matched up bra-and-panty sets, stockings, thigh-highs, pantyhose, and some tops and sweaters. I slid the door to the closet open, and it was full of skirts, dresses, and high-heel shoes. On the right side were hangers with a dress, bra, panties, pantyhose, and a plastic bag with gel breast forms, the nipples staring at me. I stared back.



“Nice, huh? You’ll look stunning in it, don’t you think? The forms will even give you cleavage. No one will know what’s under your skirt.” Her hand rested on my shoulder. My heart pounded in my chest. She turned me around and kissed my forehead. “Here’s your drink, pretty girl.”



I took it and drank down a gulp. I was starting to feel it, but my heart still raced. I looked around the room some more as I sipped it. Then I almost spat it out, nearly choking, and I pointed with my other hand to the nightstands on either side of the king-sized bed.



“Oh, those. The room needed some pictures, so I put some photos of my different old boyfriends out.”



“I’m not into guys.”



“Aren’t they hot, though? I mean, shaved and rippled chests and firm muscles, but not too big. They go with the room. It looks like a hot girl’s room should. Right?”



“If you say so.” I stared at the pics. The guys were guys any girl would think were hot. A guy I should have been instead of the one I was. Maybe she was right. Maybe this room fit me better than I knew. Maybe I really was a girl inside. I felt like such a failure.



“Are you okay, Riley? She kissed my cheek. “Don’t worry. Trust me, okay? It’ll all be splendid. Now come with me into the bathroom, and I’ll cut your hair and style it.”



“Toni!”



“Shush.”



“Don’t make it short and spiky, okay? Just clean up the ends.”



“Okay. We’ll just give it more body and shape.”



She led me into the bathroom and began my transformation. I watched as the hair fell around me, and I ended up with a feminized version of my boring boy’s hair; curls lifted and fell around my face prettily. The highlights seemed to pop more. She put in some product and made it more feminine. “Good? If you want it more masculine you can always straight iron it.”



I nodded. It did look... pretty.



“Now rinse off in the shower and shave off any body hair you have, including your face and privates—but don’t get your hair wet—and then we’ll finish. Paint your toenails and fingernails with this polish. It’ll match your lipstick. Let me know when you’re done. I have to pick out my clothes.”



I showered and wrapped a towel around me, quickly painted my nails and called her. “Toni, I’m done.”



She came in. “Hmm, let me dry your hair. You got some of it wet.” She fluffed and blew it with a brush. It was even fuller and more flattering. I was becoming anxious to see how I’d look after the makeup and lipstick. Not that I hadn’t done it before from time to time, but never to go out, and never with a girl’s haircut like this.



She checked her watch. “We’re doing well. I need to change, too, though. Can you do your own makeup? Have you done it before?”



I nodded sheepishly.



“Thought so. Good. Do a nice night look. Your makeup is in the second drawer to the right. I have everything you need in there. You’ll see twenty-four-hour lipsticks, and there’s one to match that nail polish.”



She left to change. I set about the task with interest now. As an artist, I was creating a new me in the mirror. I shadowed, contoured, highlighted, and emphasized my features, which were now perfectly framed by my hair. I saw a whole other person in the mirror when I was done. I went into the bedroom and began dressing. The sheer, silky suntan pantyhose had a piece of the crotch cut out. Very thoughtful of her. I slid into the pantyhose, and they caressed my hairless legs, sending a ripple of pleasure through me. I slid into the stretchy, silky black panties and the matching bra, and I slid the forms into it. After I adjusted them, I did indeed have cleavage.



I slid the black with gold flower print, V-neck, and flared hem minidress up and over my hips and shoulders, then slid on the matching crop-top and tied it beneath my breasts, making them more secure and enhancing the cleavage even further. I slid on a pair of strappy five-inch heeled stilettos and fastened the ankle straps. I walked carefully to the dresser; I loved the way the heels made me walk in tiny steps, making me feel cute and sexy. I adjusted to them immediately. I felt powerful in them somehow.



I swapped out my stud earrings for long dangling ones and put on a matching necklace, bracelets, and rings. I sprayed perfume all over me and under my dress and put it into the purse on the dresser. I put in my wallet and the lipstick I’d used and slung the purse over my shoulder.



I stood before the full-length mirror. I was already hard as a rock in my panties from all the sensuality of the clothing, and then seeing my image in the mirror made me even harder. I looked at front of my dress, and luckily with the flared hem, it didn’t show. I rubbed it as I gazed into my pretty new face.



“Ah! I see you feel sexy as the pretty girl you are. I knew you would.”



I moved my hand from the front of my dress. “Uh, it’s difficult not to be aroused with all this sensual clothing.”



Toni’s hand rested on my shoulder, and she looked into my eyes in the mirror. “I know. Girls’ clothing is arousing. It makes us feel so pretty. I feel really sexy when I dress like this.”



“You do?”



“Of course. Look at me. Aren’t I hot?”



She posed now. One foot in front of the other, a hand raised, wrist bent. Her hair was spiky and her makeup done. She wore a minidress similar to mine but in royal blue and silver with matching silver heels. She was hot. I throbbed looking at my sister now. This was all wrong. “Uh, this is wrong. I get excited looking myself like this and looking at you too.”



“Who cares? So what? Why not? It’s not like we’re going to have sex or anything. We’re sisters now. Two girls going out on the town.” She checked her watch. She looked me up and down, inspecting me. “You did your makeup fabulously. You’ll have to teach me. You
 are
 stunning.” She took my arm in hers. Planted a kiss on my cheek. “Let’s go eat,
 girl
 .”



We got in the car and she put the top up to save my hair. I crossed my silky stockinged legs and admired how attractive they were, thanks to the sheer suntan color and glossiness. I ran a hand over them, aware of the incredible sensuality I felt through my hand and on my leg. I throbbed in my panties and breathed in my perfume. It was exquisite.



I felt Toni glancing at me from time to time as she grinned. “Nice, huh? I see you caressing your leg, bouncing one leg over the other. You’re immersed in the beauty, sensuality, and femininity, aren’t you, my artist brother? Who better than an artist to appreciate all the aspects and the pleasures of femininity?”



I tilted my head down and nodded sheepishly, gazing up at her.



“Oh god! She giggled. “You are so cute. Don’t be embarrassed. Feel it, girl. Feel the power of feminine allure. The inherent seductiveness of it all. Go ahead and feel your breast. Squeeze it and feel it heavy on your chest.



I did. It felt real. I looked down at my cleavage. It looked real. My face flushed and my heart pounded.



“You’re a girl, Riley. Get that through your head. It feels this good because it’s the way you are meant to be. It fits you in every way. You’re a girl. Admit it.”



I looked out the window. She may have been right. This was beyond what I’d ever felt before, even when I dressed like this from time to time. Toni validating that this was the real me just made me more convinced I must be a girl.



“Come on, Riley. Admit it. Admit I was right again, and you’re a girl, not a man.”



I took a deep breath, hugged my purse to me like a reassuring teddy bear, and looked out the passenger window, avoiding her eyes. I thought,
 I’m not a man. I’m not a man.
 Was I? I was scared to say it. I thought,
 I am a girl. I am a girl. I am a girl.
 That felt better than
 I’m not a man
 . Better to be something than to not be something, right? But if I was a girl, then I wasn’t a man. That was the corollary, and I had to admit, if I said I was a girl, then I wasn’t a man. What the hell was I?



“C’mon, Riley. Admit you’re a girl for me. Admit it to yourself.”



I struggled with my thoughts. I felt like a girl now, and it felt fabulous. I wanted this to be me all the time. I was pretty, sexy, feminine, and I felt wonderful presenting myself this way. But if I was a girl, I’d have pictures of my boyfriends on my nightstands. I thought about those pictures. Would I have to be with guys like that? I could have a girlfriend instead, couldn’t I? A girlfriend like my sister. I’d never had a girlfriend before, really, but maybe now that I was a pretty girl I could?
 Be real, Riley! You’re a girl and have to get used to whatever that means. Tell Toni you’re a girl
 .



“So, what is it, princess?”



She grabbed my hand, which had been clutching my purse, and she squeezed it. I turned to look at her. I felt my eyes water and fought off the flood. I looked away out the passenger window. “I’m a, I’m a...”
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The bump of the driveway into the restaurant jarred me back to reality. Toni pulled up in front of the entrance, and the valet opened my door. “Welcome, miss.”



“Thank you.”



He went around and opened Toni’s door. Toni came around and took my arm. “Are you okay?”



I nodded. “I’m okay.”



“Good.” She led us in, her arm looped through mine. She kissed my cheek at the front door and opened it for me.



“Ladies! Toni, so nice to see you again. Will there be more in your party? Is either Rolland or Robert coming?”



I looked at her, shocked, as she said, “Not tonight. No one I’m aware of. Just my sister and me for a fine meal.”



“Very good. I have your usual table for you. Right this way.”



The place was elegant and smelled of wonderful foods. We crossed the thick carpeting and entered a back room with a curved booth facing a fireplace, a small gas fire flickering in it. The matre d’ motioned for us to take our seats. I tucked the hem of my dress under me and felt the cool leather against my thigh as I slid in. Toni slid alongside me until we reached the middle and I stopped. She pressed her thigh against mine, placed her hand on my thigh and slid it back and forth. “Nice place, huh? Wait until you taste the food.”



“Drinks, ladies?”



“Two of my usual please, James.”



“Right away.” He placed a page in front of each of us. “Our specials this evening.” He poured us two glasses of water and left.



Toni crossed her legs, and her calf rubbed sensually against mine while she slid her silky hand on my silky thigh. I throbbed in my panties uncontrollably, put my hand on hers, and whispered, “You’re making me very aroused...
 sister
 .”



“Good. I want you to feel all the sensuality. I want you to feel pretty and sexy like I do. Don’t worry. We won’t do anything bad. Just relax and immerse yourself in it. You’re my sister. Girls touch each other all the time. Enjoy the sensations of your immersion in femininity. It’s what life is all about. Like the Dalai Lama said, ‘The purpose of life is to be happy.’”



Our dirty martinis arrived, and Toni lifted hers. “To Riley becoming the girl and the sister she was always meant to be.”



We clinked glasses, and I rolled my eyes and sipped. “I shouldn’t have drunk to that. It’s not a toast I’d agree with. Like you said, it can all come off. Just a little masquerade.”



Her hand slid gently and sensually on my leg. She leaned into me and kissed me lightly on my lips. One hand fell on my shoulder, and the with the back of her fingers on the other hand, she stroked my cheek. “My beautiful sister. I know how hard this is for you, with the way society has assigned norms to genders, but you’re more girl than any other girls I know. It’s not a masquerade, it’s you. Tell me you’re a girl. You know it. You feel it.”



“I feel femininity, sensuality, and sexuality. But I also feel like this is somehow dirty and more a fetish than a way to be. It’s wrong.”



“Is it?”



“I think so.” I sipped, then took a deep breath, my eyes looking across the ceiling for an answer. “It’s too...too enticing.”



“Yes, maybe you’re right. Maybe our sensuality and sexuality are strictly to be enjoyed between males and females in order to procreate. Right? The only proper and moral use of these pleasures, correct?”



“Yes. That must be why I feel guilt and shame over it. It’s not right.”



“Okay then. Sip your drink. Taste the salt, vodka, bit of vermouth. Taste how it runs over your tongue, then how it makes you feel inside. So we shouldn’t enjoy the drinks, or our meal, or any of the pleasures of taste because taste is only to let us know when something is poison or bad for us, right?”



“Well, I mean, uh…”



“And our gift of sight. It’s only for assessing danger, capturing prey, finding our way. It’s wrong to use it to admire a work of art or a view of nature that brings forth the wonders of life or look at the pretty girl in the mirror and feel how good and sensual and sexual a human being she is. It’s wrong for her to admire her own legs, sheathed in gossamer encasements, stoking the allure she feels inside her. So just save sight for sight alone and don’t use it for anything that brings pleasure. Right? Is that what you think? Is that what’s natural?”



“I uh, well, no, I mean...”



“Likewise, touch should be to protect from hot and cold, sharp and rough, allow grasping and manipulating objects, but it’s unnatural for touch to be loving, sensual, caressing, or sexual. Unnatural to feel good in sensual fabrics that make you feel feminine and pretty. We should dress in tee shirts and sweatpants, right?”



“Well, no, clothing is what separates us from beasts. It also expresses our personalities.”



“Okay, right. Dress for success. Looking your best helps you to feel your best, right?”



“Right. Clothes have a purpose.”



“Do you feel powerful, confident, good-looking, sexy... in sweatpants?”



“Of course not.”



“So you dress in girls’ jeans and put on mascara and lip gloss to make you feel good then?”



“I like feminine things. I’m expressing that part of my personality.”



“Right. So you label yourself as a femboy because you’re a genetic male, and you dress somewhere between girl and guy. How do you feel dressed like you are tonight? Made up pretty, new hairstyle, heels, silky stockings, all of it?”



“Like I said. It feels fetishy. Sexy, sensual.”



“Powerful? Maybe more powerful than any other way?”



“I guess a little.”



Do you like what you see in the mirror? I think I saw you liking it very much earlier.”



“I did, but that’s part of the problem.”



“Is it? I like it when I look at myself in the mirror and think I’m good-looking or hot. I feel sexy like that. My boyfriends like it when they present themselves as masculine and handsome, and they feel confident and powerful when they do. It’s natural to feel good when you look the way you like to look. It’s not unnatural. It’s telling you—
 yelling
 at you—who you really are!” She looked around, making sure she wasn’t creating a stir. The restaurant wasn’t very full, though, and no one had noticed.



I sipped my drink, looking at her over the rim. I took an olive and crushed it in my mouth, feeling the salt rush across my tongue, the texture of it, the complexity. Her hand squeezed my thigh reassuringly as she gazed lovingly, concerned for me. I felt the loveliness of her touch, the love from her, the way I could receive it from her more intensely than I ever had by somehow being more in tune with my feelings, more visceral, by being fully feminized like I was.



She leaned back and took a deep breath. Our waiter came, and Toni ordered another drink and oysters for us. She stared at me, waiting.



I lowered my head, thinking. Was what I was doing now more natural than the way I’d been before? Is that why it felt so good? Was I a girl? Would I have boyfriends?



My sister pushed a strand of hair off my face and lifted my chin. “So? Are you a girl? Tell me you’re a girl, Riley. Tell me the truth about your true self, not defining yourself by what’s between your legs. Tell me what’s in your head.”



I looked into the soul behind her pretty eyes. I felt myself and smelled my perfume on my wrist. I felt lovely, pretty, confident, sexy. “But if I’m a girl, I’d have to be aroused by guys.”



She rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Riley, Riley, Riley. Being a girl doesn’t mean you necessarily want men. Some girls like only girls, don’t they? And some girls like both, and some guys like guys. I’m talking about how you like to present yourself. Guy, femboy, or girl? What one is best? It doesn’t mean you can’t like all of them either.



Uh, presenting as a normal guy is impossible for me, femboy is nice but...this feels so intense, so powerful, so sexy...Sooo, I guess...I’m a... I’m a....pretty, no, gorgeous, sexy, confident, sensual, and feminine girl.”



She hugged me and whooped and crushed me to her, peppering my face with kisses. “Congratulations, girl. You’ve come a long way tonight.”



After that we had a wonderful four-course dinner followed by espressos and dessert. I came to terms that I could be whatever I wanted to be and that I actually felt better presenting as a girl, and I didn’t need to have a boyfriend or girlfriend to define my gender. I was relieved, ecstatic. It was an epiphany for me, and I knew I didn’t want to ride the fence as a femboy anymore. I loved being fully feminized and not just dabbling in it. It was who I was, and it was okay. A whole new world opened up to me right then.



“I’m so proud of you. Look at how good you feel. I can tell how excited you are to be who you really are. It makes me feel so happy for you, girl... princess... sexy lady, Riley.”



I laughed. “Thanks! I do feel incredible. I should be tired already. My body clock says it’s midnight, but I just want to celebrate. Can we? Oh, sorry, you have to work tomorrow, huh?”



“Nope. I get six weeks off a year and work flex hours, and I can bank more by working overtime. I took this week off to get started so we can get you familiar with the area and settled in. I can take more time, too, if we want to. Let’s go dancing, girl. Shake that booty of yours. It’s girls’ night out and party time.”



I snuggled next to my sister, her hand caressing my thigh, us holding hands on and off, and we enjoyed espresso and dessert while she talked excitedly about what we could do on vacation together.
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Toni drove to the club. “I’m so excited to be going dancing with my sister. I’ve always wanted to go out with her like this. All those years of looking at you, knowing you were a girl inside was killing me. I’m so proud of you.”



“Thanks. It feels incredible. Thanks for working at it so hard. You made me see the truth. I don’t need to want men to be a girl and I’ve always really been a girl.”



She parked in the lot, and taking care in our heels, we navigated the potholes and stones on our way to the entrance, holding onto each other. There wasn’t a cover charge because it was girls’ night, and the place was packed. Thumping 110-beat-per-minute music and gyrating, explicit dancing. It was erotic and sensual. We went straight to the dance floor and got into it. I had never danced so naturally, had never felt so sexy and feminine. The heels made me move entirely differently—sexy, sensual, my breasts lusciously tugging on my chest. I could never dance like that as a femboy or as a regular guy. We had a ball together.



When we needed a break, we went to the bar. As we were standing waiting to order, a handsome guy snuck up behind Toni and put his arm on her shoulder. Then, as she turned, he kissed her on the cheek. She wrapped her arms around his neck and gave him a big, deep kiss. His one hand pulled her head to him and his other pulled her against him by her barely covered butt. When they broke the kiss, her face wore a smile ear to ear. “Rob. So good to see you. Let me introduce you to my sister.”



“Riley, this is Rob. Rob, Riley.”



He put his big hand out and shook mine gently. “Nice to meet you, Riley. Boy, you two could be twins if it weren’t for the haircuts.” His eyes flitted around my body, checking me out. He looked at my cleavage and back into my eyes. I throbbed in my panties for some reason. It felt good to be viewed as attractive. I could tell he had a hard-on in his pants for Toni. Or was it for me?



“Hi, Rob. Nice to meet you too.”



“In town for long?”



“We’ll see. I’m staying with Toni for now.”



“Good. We’ll have to have dinner sometime where it’s easier to talk. Can I buy you girls a drink? Oh look.” He pointed. “That booth is opening. C’mon.” He grabbed my hand, and I grabbed Toni’s, and we weaved across the floor to it and got the seats. “There. We got it.”



He let me slide in, and then Toni slid in and pulled him in next to her by his hand. She wrapped an arm over his shoulder and kissed his cheek. Thanks for buying us drinks, Rob. We probably won’t be staying too long. It’s one a.m. already by Riley’s body clock. She just got in from the east coast today.”



He ordered drinks, they chatted, and touched under the table while I watched. I couldn’t participate in the conversation due to the loudness of the music; I just smiled and nodded from time to time. I leaned back, watched the crowd a bit, and sipped my drink, smiling and enjoying the night with the new me in attendance.



The next thing I knew, I was being carried outside by strong arms under my legs and arms. I had one arm wrapped around a neck, and I smelled a masculine cologne. I didn’t want to let them know I had awakened, because I didn’t know what I’d do in that situation. I feigned being asleep, which wasn’t hard to do. Rob placed me gently into the car I recognized as ours, and after he said he’d see Toni in a few minutes, I truly fell back to sleep.



Back at the house, I woke as we entered the garage, and we took the elevator up. In the condo I said my goodnights to them, and Toni and Rob popped open a couple of beers and went into the living area and onto the couch. I went to the bathroom, brushed my teeth, combed my hair, and went into the bedroom and found a silky pink nightie to sleep in. I took off my heels, dress, and other things and slid into it, then wrapped a matching robe around myself.



I was about to go to bed when I heard Toni moaning and calling to Rob to go faster and harder. I couldn’t resist. I snuck down the hall in my bare feet and peeked around the corner to see them on the couch. Toni was on her back, feet in her heels by her head. Rob’s pants were off, and he was thrusting his long hard shaft into her over and over. She was loving every second of it, with her hands on his his hard bottom, urging him on. The moonlight showed his hard muscles as he thrusted into her. It was beautiful to watch them. They were so connected and alive, each of them making the other feel so good. It was intense.



I watched as Toni came from his thrusts, her body shuddering and shaking while she whimpered. He grunted and moaned and went faster and harder until his whole body went rigid as he deposited his passion for her deep inside her. She shuddered some more while he gave one last shove into her, and he grunted, releasing the last gush of his lust. He collapsed onto her. I slinked back to my bedroom and got under the sheets.



The satin of the sheets and my nightie felt luscious against my hard, throbbing rod, and I couldn’t help grasping it in the fabric of the nightie. I jerked and caressed it, reliving the image I had just seen and wondering how good it must have felt. First, I imagined being Toni and having a man do that to me, but then I realized I was a guy and that I would be Rob, not her. I imagined how good it must feel to make a woman feel that good and how good it would be to be inside her when I came. I came instantly.



I listened to the silence, my heart pounding in my chest and ears. I opened one eye and looked to see if anyone had seen me. I rolled over and fell fast asleep.
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In the morning, I woke with a satin-covered pillow between my legs and folded into a tunnel that I shoved myself into while squeezing the pillow tight. I imagined there was a woman beneath me. I came instantly, whimpering as I did. I opened one eye to daylight and tried to catch my breath. I felt a kiss on my cheek and a hand caressing circles on my back. “Was that nice, Riley? Was that a girl you just made love to? Hmm? Was it, little girl?”



I nodded and hid my head under my arm.



“Don’t be embarrassed. I got laid last night, why shouldn’t you have it too? Maybe you’d like to try Rob sometime. He’s pretty darn good, and I think you’d like it from him. Oops, sorry, you said your dream was of a girl, huh?”



I pulled the sheets over me and rolled onto my side, hand raised on my elbow and head on my hand. I gave Toni a flat-lipped smile. “Morning. No guys.” I remembered thinking about what it was like for Toni and seeing her made love to. It was a bit enticing imagining her viewpoint.



“Morning, princess. I’m sure Rob would love to pump it into
 you
 , girl. But, okay, I can still help. I know girls who like girls too.” She tilted her head and stroked my hair. “So pretty.”



I pushed her hand aside and got up. “Mind if I shower and dress before breakfast?”



“Not at all. Rob left last night. We have no food other than chips, so let’s go to breakfast and then for groceries. Okay?”



“Sounds good.”



I took off the pillowcase and my nightie and put on the robe. I went to the laundry and tossed them into the washing machine on top of a bunch of jeans that didn’t look very dirty. I opened the cabinet, and there was a full bottle of laundry soap. Toni had lied to me so I’d go full fem. I laughed. It was worth it.



I put the washer on short wash and took a shower. I came back, tossed it all in the dryer, then did my hair and makeup. When I was done, they were dry, and I folded them in my bedroom. I put on a bra, gel-forms, and panties, and a pair of the jeans that fit perfectly. I found a scoop-neck pink top that showed my cleavage well and went barefoot into the kitchen.



“Hey, girl! Ready to go to breakfast? You need some shoes. I see you must have discovered my lie.”



“Yup, I did. It’s okay. I’m glad you did that.”



Toni looked at my crotch. “Uh, your hips are hippy enough, but I never knew you had such a big piece of meat between your legs. Mmm, very nice, but not for going out in public. I bought some special panties you probably didn’t find. I knew you’d want to wear jeans sooner or later. Us girls can’t be in dresses and skirts forever. C’mon and we can go.” She led me to the bedroom and gave me panties with some padding in front and back to give me somewhat of a camel toe and more hips and butt. The effect was perfect, and it felt wonderful to not have that obtrusion showing.



“Here. Some sneaks and ped socks for shopping.” She handed me pink-striped sneakers and ankle socks. I put them on, and we left.



I was liberated by the interactions with people while we were getting breakfast and shopping. Everyone greeted me with a smile, unlike my reception as a femboy. I suppose they thought I was
 normal
 . Maybe this way, I was. In any case, it felt good.



We dragged the groceries home and put them away. Toni poured us some iced teas, and we went out onto the balcony. She toasted. “Thanks for helping me with all that. It was a lot more fun than doing it myself. I think I could get used to living with you. It’s so much nicer having someone to do things with.”



“What about Rob or any of your other boyfriends?” The tea felt good going down, crisp and cool. The breeze fluttered my hair and earrings and wafted a bit of my perfume to my nose.



“I’m not ready for that. I mean... I like guys, but I like girls too. Why should I have to choose between them? I’m not even thinking about kids right now and might never, and life is pretty darn good. Oh, by the way...” She checked her watch. “You have an appointment in an hour.”



“For what?”



To get a vaccine that prevents all STDs. I got vaccinated with it when I moved here. They don’t like to advertise it, because the conservative right would make a stink about it and how it promotes the
 immoral
 act of sex with multiple partners. But it exists.”



“Really? Any side effects?”



She laughed. “Uh, slightly greater libido if you can believe that. Full efficacy in twenty-four hours. It’s a gift from heaven. That along with my oral contraceptive, and this girl is free to do what she wants. Soon you’ll also be able to, because you’re a lucky girl who can never get pregnant and never have a period. You good with that?”



“Absolutely. The libido increase is probably psychological from just knowing you’re safe.”



“Uh, it’s probably more than that. The clinical studies showed marked increases in desire, especially in males. But what’s bad about that, right?”



“For sure. I think it would be a gift to feel that way more often. It might even add to my feelings of confidence and power, along with those of beauty and sensuality, of course.”



“Exactly! Let’s go.”



I got my shot; it was so easy and painless, and it cost hardly anything. I couldn’t wait to have full immunity and know I’d never be able to get an STD. It gave me a whole new outlook on sex.



That night we had Chinese at home and watched some chick flicks, cuddled together on the couch, eating popcorn, drinking beer, talking girl talk, shopping online for heels and dresses, and just having fun together. I loved my sister and loved being her sister even more.



“How about hiking tomorrow, Riley? There are some beautiful views, and the air smells so wonderful. The weather forecast predicts seventy-five degrees, low humidity, and sunny.” Her hand rubbed my leg through my jeans as she gazed into my eyes and ran her other hand through my hair.



I kissed her forehead. “Sounds great, big sister. I love you so much.”



“I love you too, baby. You’re the sister I always wanted.” She hugged me and kissed my cheek. Then she rested her head against mine and whispered in my ear, her warm, sweet breath seductive as she said, “Then, tomorrow night, I was thinking we could have a double date.”



“What? With a guy? No way.”



“Not with a guy. You said when you were humping your pillow it was a girl, right?”



I nodded.



I have some lesbian friends I get together with from time to time to play with. I work with them. We don’t tell anyone at work, of course, but I could call them, and they could come over for dinner and a pajama party. I’m sure they’d love to take the next day off and sleep in with us. Whaddya say?” She leaned back and was trying to measure my response.



I gazed out the window, thinking about it. “Lesbian means girls with girls, and I’m not a girl.”



“I think these girls will accept you quite readily. I mean, I sometimes strap one on with them, and you already have one strapped on. A really nice one from what I can tell.”



“But they might be surprised, and it could be embarrassing for all of us.”



“I’ll let them know you’re a special girl first. Don’t worry. When they get here, they’ll already know how you’re built. No surprises, okay? Game?”



“I’m nervous.”



“Don’t be. You’ll enjoy them, and then you’ll have other girls around to learn from. Game on, sister?”



“Game on.”



“Fabulous. Then we better get some rest because we have lots to do tomorrow. How’s your libido now since the shot?”



“After talking about the girls, it’s ready. But that’s probably the girls and not the vaccine.”



“Either way, you’ll know soon. The feelings will show up pretty well.”
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I couldn’t help thinking about the next night with the girls as I tried to fall asleep. Dressed in another silky nightgown, I was slipping and sliding on the satin sheets. I was also hard as a rock and had to get the monkey off my back before I could fall asleep. It only took a couple of strokes to gush my load, into my palm and I licked up so I didn’t make a mess. I fell fast asleep. I woke in the morning, imagining my dream-girl beneath me again, and once more, I had to wash my pillowcase and nightie.



I put on my robe and went into the kitchen to make us breakfast. Toni was already frying bacon and had French toast in the pan and in the oven. Grapefruit juice was on the table. She turned and put her arms out to me and gave me a hug, crushing me to her breasts. “Mmm, good morning, Riley. It’s a beautiful day, isn’t it?” She kissed my forehead and let me go. “Juice and coffee are on the table. I’m almost done cooking. Go sit.”



I sat and poured coffee and juice and sipped the coffee, watching her standing in feathered high-heel mules and a short black satin and lace slip with a short robe tied at the waist. She clicked her way over to the table and put the plates down between us. “Dig in, sweetie.”



I loaded my plate, poured maple syrup on the toast, and dug in. “Mmm, nice job. Plenty of cinnamon.”



“Thanks. I like things spicy. Speaking of spicy, how were your dreams last night? Any libido side effects?”



I rolled my eyes. “I guess, but I still think it could have been psychological from thinking about tonight.” I throbbed under my robe and crossed my legs to trap it between them. I didn’t have any panties on. “Let’s not talk about it. I had to get rid of the monkey before I slept, and I woke the same way as yesterday. I don’t need to be all riled up all day, and I’m already getting hard again.”



Toni chuckled. “Yup. Trust me. Just get used to it, because that’s how you’ll be from now on. At least for some time to come. You’ll manage it. Don’t worry.”



“Great. You’re gonna turn me into a slut.”



“I’m not a slut, am I? Besides, what would be so bad about that? You’d be enjoying all aspects of your life now instead of being frigid.”



“I wasn’t frigid.”



“How often would you have a desire to uh, as you say, get the monkey off your back?”



“I don’t know.”



“You do. Estimate.”



“Once a week or so.”



“Well, now it’ll just be a little more often. Like daily or twice a day, or more if you can find the time and place, because you’ll want to. I always want to.”



“Great.”



“You’ll see, it’ll be fine. You’ll feel very sensual all the time, and you’ll wear it through the day like perfume or a pretty dress. You’d miss it if it left.”



“Will it? Does it wear off?”



“I’d say it tempers. Maybe it’s more a matter of getting used to it and controlling when you act on the feelings versus it going away. I love it. It’s fine.” Her nipples were hard, protruding through her top as she ate and observed me.



She gave a closed-lip smile and winked as she chewed. She reached out and patted my hand then cut more toast and picked it up on her fork. “So, hiking and lesbians. Still a good plan?”



“Yup. Maybe the hiking will help.” I couldn’t help bouncing one leg over the other, squeezing my trapped rod between my thighs as I ate. “Maybe it’ll take my mind off it a little.”



“Maybe.”



We finished breakfast and Toni showered. I had another coffee on the balcony and smoked a cigarette from the pack in the kitchen drawer called the emergency pack. It was a gorgeous day. The nicotine gave me a little rush, and the coffee motivated me to get dressed. Luckily, there were more of the special panties that I packed my hardness into and that made the jeans wearable.



Toni gave me hiking boots, and I wore a tank top and open button-down blouse. A fanny pack held my phone and things along with a backpack with lunch and drinks. The hike was beautiful, and my libido somewhat subsided, though I found myself getting hard without any reason on and off. We had a lunch on a ridge overlooking the valley, sitting side by side on a big fallen tree. “What do you think, Riley? Like it out here? Want to live here?”



“So far it’s wonderful. The hike has been beautiful. I could do this all the time. I could paint so many views.”



Good. There’s lots to see yet. Not just hiking, but shopping and entertainment and culture. I think you’ll love it here. How’s the libido?”



“Under control. This helped.”



“How is it hiking as a girl?”



I laughed. “Funny, but I hadn’t even thought about how I was presenting. I mean, it feels normal to do my hair and makeup in the morning and see myself in the mirror. It’s as if I’ve always been a girl. It’s totally natural. I think I’d feel weird if I went back. I’d definitely miss my cleavage and the feel of breasts.”



“Good for you. Congratulations. As for the breasts, I could buy you some more permanent ones if you decide you want them. Implants. It’s not a big deal.”



“Really?” The thought thrilled me. “I can imagine not having to wear these and take them off all the time. I’d love having them all the time and in the shower and with me always.”



“Good. Then we’ll have to see how big you’d want them and so on.” She kissed my lips gently. “We better head back. We have a long hike, and then we have to get ready for the girls and make a nice dinner.”



“Okay. I’ll cook. You bought it all, so it’s the least I can do until I can pay you back for everything.”



“Okay, sweetie.”



Back at the condo, Toni helped me pick out a dress for dinner. “This will help hide the obviousness of your feature under the dress. I’m sure you’ll be at attention by then.” She held it out.



“I am already. That will do nicely.”



“I thought so. The hem with all the crinoline will keep it from poking out, and you can even wear crotchless panties. The frilliness being so feminine will contrast with your actual gender, making you seem more exotic.”



“True.”



“You shower and dress first; I’ll get things out for appetizers and dinner and then pick out my clothes.”



I showered with my skin tingling all over and my hardness leaping and bounding in the warmth of the water. I did my hair and makeup and went into the bedroom. I sat on the bed and slid into the sheer white, lace-top, thigh-high stockings, feeling them caress my smooth legs.



Next were the baby-pink lace crotchless panties with ruffles, making a nest for my smooth globes and shaft and at the same time supporting them all. Next, the matching bra and forms, then the baby-pink, crinoline-lined, ruffled and lacy scoop-neck minidress slid delightfully over my legs and across my throbbing shaft. I slid on the fetishy high, white, strappy stilettos and stood to inspect myself in the full-length mirror.



I looked like a little sissy girl. Ultra-feminine and girly. It was a little silly, but it felt lovely with the soft crinoline for my leaping wonder to leap and dive into. I was beyond aroused. My whole body tingled with delight. I had never felt so feminine in my entire life.



I looked into my made-up eyes and at my smiling pink painted lips, and I saw the me inside dancing with joy. I hoped they’d not think I was some sort of freak. Toni thought this would be a good outfit, so I had to rely on her. In any case, it didn’t matter. The outfit made me feel so feminine and cute. I loved it.



I sprayed a delicate flowery perfume under and over and all over me, making me feel even more like a little flower. There was a pink bow Toni left on the dresser for my hair. I put it in, then I put on my jewelry and went into the kitchen.



Toni had laid out oysters to be shucked, lemons to be cut, cocktail sauce makings, the main course of already cooked, sliced and sauced ribs, salad ingredients and a home-made ranch dressing, and a pink flowered apron for me to wear. I put on the apron and set to work, clicking my way around the kitchen in my fetishy heels like a French poodle.



“Oh my! Aren’t you the prissy little sissy princess. You look so cute. The girls will love it! Especially knowing your birth gender.” She kissed my cheek and put on the other apron.



“Why? Because a man is being humiliated?”



“No, silly. Do you feel humiliated?”



“I feel... prissy... sissy.”



“Does it feel nice or bad?”



“Nice.”



“Then be happy. It isn’t that a man is being humiliated. The contrast between the societal ideal of a man and what you are makes the real men look boring and silly. They could never pull it off like you have. You’ll see, they’ll love you.”



We finished up preparing everything and put the ribs in the oven on low to warm. We took off the aprons, and Toni made us dirty martinis while I sat and watched her. “Why did you decide to wear a pantsuit and tie, Toni?”



“I’m being butch tonight. I thought since I’d strap one on later, I should play the role a little. She turned and delivered our drinks, setting them on the table. She stood and grabbed her crotch. “Like what daddy’s packing, little girl?” She laughed.



“Oh my god, it’s huge.” I laughed.



“This is just the one I wear in my pants. The one I strap on is more threatening yet. Briana and Candi love it when I do this. They’re both girly girls, and this makes it fun for them. C’mon, let’s go on the patio and have a drink and a smoke. They should be arriving soon.”



Toni led the way in her black boots, the high heels clicking across the floor. She held the door for me to exit. “After you, miss.” She laughed. I sat on the couch next to her and took the perfume from my purse and sprayed it over my sissy self again while my tough twin lit two smokes and handed one to me. She took a deep drag, blowing it out, observing me, and then picking up her drink. Her other hand reached for the front of my dress and grabbed me through the fluff. My face flushed. “Toni!”



“Relax.” She gave it a few strokes, looking into my eyes. “Hmm, very nice. Big and solid. I bet that feels like heaven to you.” She let it go and it lifted and fell by itself beneath the soft crinoline.



“It does.” I sipped and grinned. “My whole body feels alive. My skin tingles, and my senses seem heightened, all of them. It’s as if I have a new body altogether.”



I couldn’t stop it from leaping and falling on it’s own. I crossed my legs and pressed it between my thighs as I looked sheepishly at Toni



Toni nodded. “Don’t be embarrassed, princess. That’s good when you can get to that level. It still happens to me from time to time. I’m sure you’ve got plenty of things going on right now with all the excitement, along with the vaccination side effects kicking in, to make you that way.



I nodded quickly. Toni adjusted the bow in my hair. “This bow says it all. It’s so cute on you.” She adjusted my hair. “My sister, the perfect sissy girl.”



“And you, my big sister. The big, tough daddy ready to ravage the women.”



The doorbell rang. Toni’s eyes lit up, she slugged down her drink, and I did the same. We put our cigarettes out, and Toni went the door with me running and clicking behind her. She opened it and my eyes went wide seeing the girls.
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Candi and Briana smothered me with hugs and kisses and introduced themselves in high-pitched, giggly voices. Then they did the same to Toni. She held the door, motioned to them, and said in a deeper voice, “Come in, ladies. Everything has been prepared for you by our lovely, very feminine and cute sissy girl, Riley. Riley, would you make us girls some drinks?”



“Of course.” I clattered in my high heels over to the bar set on the counter. “What would you like, ladies?”



Candi said, “Something sweet and pretty—like you, Riley.”



I nodded and began looking at the bottles and mixers while Briana said, “I’d like something you’d probably hate if you had it. I’d like a real man’s drink, like a bourbon on the rocks.”



Toni stood there with both of them hanging off her. They all watched me mixing drinks, and Toni said in a deep voice while rubbing her fake male crotch and leaning back against the counter, “Yes, a man’s drink is what I’d like as well. Bourbon will do nicely.” She took the girls’ hands and put them on her crotch. “Feel what’s coming later, girls.” She chuckled evilly. They all laughed.



They took their drinks and Candi grabbed my arm with her tiny hand and she navigated in her ultra-short, clingy minidress, her braless nipples showing firmly through the V-neck top as we took the drinks to the patio and she seated us on a couch.



Toni put their drinks on the coffee table and grabbed Briana roughly, pulling her onto her lap. Briana’s breasts bounced in her tight, braless halter-top, her nipples firm and prominent. The flared hem of her black minidress was now raised above the tops of her black lace-top, thigh-high stockings. Toni began running her hand up and down Briana’s thigh under her dress as they kissed deeply.



Candi and I sipped our drinks somewhat uncomfortably until Toni and Briana broke their kiss, and Briana sat next to Toni. They smiled at us and lifted their drinks. “To a great gathering of girls tonight.”



We all sipped, and I nervously took a smoke out of the pack on the coffee table and lit it. I was throbbing hard in the soft crinoline under my dress. I crossed my legs, trapping it in the fluff, bouncing one foot and holding my smoke in a bent wrist as I smiled nervously and then puffed.



Candi said, “You’re so cute, Riley. You make such a pretty sissy girl.”



“Thanks!”



Toni stood and came over and had me stand up as she held my hand. “I’m her sister, and I never got to see what she’s like totally, but you girls need to know.” She turned to me and said, “Clasp your hands behind yourself, sweetie.”



I did.



She lifted the hem of my dress, and my rod leapt in the air over and over, framed with the pink ruffled crotchless panties. The girls’ eyes opened wide, and Candi wrapped her tiny hand around it. “Such a huge thing on such a little girl! There’s room for two hands on it. It’s gorgeous, princess. You’re such a lucky girl!”



My face was flushed scarlet, and my heart pounded in my head. Toni patted my shoulder. “Good girl. You can sit down now, sweetie.” Toni went back to Briana.



I sat and Candi lifted my hem, dove onto it and began sucking it and looking up at me, her head bobbing up and down and her tiny hand stroking it.She rolled her eyes. I looked over at the other two watching and smiling. Toni nodded and winked at me. “Nice, huh, sister?”



I grinned nervously, beginning to relax after the shock of my reveal and the distraction of the sensations Candi was giving me. Candi was loving what she was doing, and so was I. It wasn’t for long though, or I’d have filled her mouth if I didn’t pull her off.



“Awww, why’d you stop me? I love doing that, especially one as nice as yours and smelling all sweet and pretty like you do.” She cuddled next to me and grabbed her drink. She kissed my lips lightly. “You have to use that on me tonight. I want to feel you in me and connected to me, okay, princess? That’s the best strap-on there is.”



“Then why are you a lesbian?”



“Girls are much nicer people then guys, but unfortunately, there aren’t many girls like you.”



“I see.”



Candi caressed my leg and slid my hand on her thigh. “Feel free to touch my anywhere you want, sweetie.”



I wrapped my arm around her, grabbed her breast with that hand, and snuggled her to me. I sipped my drink with one hand and squeezed her one breast with the other, observing Toni and Briana sitting cozily together.



We all finished our drinks and Toni said, “Riley, why not make us another round... and bring out the oysters too.”



Candi stood and took my hand. “C’mon, you cute little sissy. I’ll help you.”



She pulled her tight dress down over her hips, just covering the lace tops of her thigh-high stockings, and we each took two empty glasses inside, both of us clicking in tiny steps. She was like a little Barbie doll—her firm, big, hard-nippled breasts jiggled with each step, leading the way. My tiny steps jiggled my fake breasts and wagged my flagpole between my legs beneath the crinoline, and I felt as much a Barbie doll as her.



We mixed drinks and brought them out, then went back for the plates of oysters, lemon, and cocktail sauce. Candi put her hand on my shoulder. “Wait, I have an idea.” She yelled out, “Toni, do you have any ribbons?”



Toni yelled back, “In the cabinet in the hall, in a bag by the wrapping paper.”



I looked at Candi inquisitively.



She winked with a crooked grin. “You’ll see. It’ll be so cute.”



She brought back the bag and dug through it, selecting some soft, shiny, baby-pink satin ribbon. She took some off the roll and cut it with scissors from the knife block on the counter. Then she looked at me, holding the scissors. “Now don’t be afraid. Let me do this, okay? You’ll see, it’ll be so pretty and extra sissy-like, and then we’ll all be able to enjoy you more, okay?”



I nodded. I had no idea what this little bimbo-like woman was thinking.



She felt the front of my dress and found my hardness, then let it go and held the dress fabric and crinoline. She cut a slot in the fabric and pulled my globes and rod through. “There. Nice and accessible. Lovely to look at, but it needs a little bit of clothing to be so much in public, don’t you think?” She wrapped the ribbon around and under my globes and snugged it up, wrapped it over the shaft and under the globes, then tied a bow above the shaft and fluffed the ribbon. “There!” She proudly admired her work, which held it protruding and erect as my face flushed red. She covered her mouth and giggled then said, “Wait!”



She took her purse she off the counter and dug out a twenty-four-hour lipstick. She opened it and applied the bright pink lipstick to the head of my shaft and blew on it to dry it. She looked at it and jumped up and down, clapping her hands. She gave me a deep kiss on my lips then said, “Thank you. It’s wonderful, don’t you think? It’s actually feminine and pretty now, and so not masculine at all. That pink lipstick and the ribbons really make it pop, don’t they?”



I stared down at it as it spontaneously jumped and settled again, over and over. It had a mind of its own. I looked at her sheepishly.



Her hand ran over my hair. “Oh, honey, don’t be embarrassed. You should be proud of it. I love it. You’re the perfect person, and this shows how special you are. Nothing male about you. Totally a sissy girl.” She wrapped a hand around my neck and pulled my face to her, giving me a deep kiss while she stroked me slowly with her tiny hand. “See how easy it is to get at now, and how nice it feels? See how pretty and feminine it is? It matches your outfit perfectly.”



I nodded. It was incredibly erotic and quite creative and artsy of her, but I was just having a hard time not to feel silly. I poured a shot of vodka and drank it down. “That might help.”



“Okay, let’s take the oysters out.”



Candi led the way as we carried our plates out. My shaft flailed in the air as I walked, the cool breeze on it making it leap. Candi put her plate down in front of our seat, and I stood before Toni and Briana, holding their plate out to them. Toni took it, and a big smile crossed her face. “Candi! Did you do this to Riley? It’s so cute!” Briana immediately leaned forward and sucked it while tugging on the tightly ribbon-wrapped globes. She slurped off of it. “It’s lovely. So feminine and pretty and so big and hard. You’re a lucky girl, Riley. Very lucky.”



It bounced in the air, wet and shiny, as I made my way back to our couch. Candi wrapped her hand around it and stroked it gently. “I thought it would be nice to show how special Riley is and let us enjoy her beauty completely. Not to mention, it’s much easier to access and enjoy.”



She bent down and flicked the tip with her tongue, making me twitch and ooze. “Mmm, lovely.” She let it go and took an oyster from the plate, squeezed lemon and a dab of sauce on it, then held it before my lips. “Now suck it off the shell, princess.”



I did and crushed the luscious mix of flavors in my mouth. I rolled my eyes and swallowed, then made one up for Candi and fed it to her. My eyes got stuck on her breasts. She grasped both of her breasts. “Want a
 nip
 , baby?” She stretched her top under them both and pulled my head to them so I could enjoy. I indulged in the fullness and firmness of them, filling my mouth with them and running my tongue around the hard tips. She stroked my hair and sipped her drink while she grasped my shaft and squeezed it on and off. “Lovely evening for this, Toni, isn’t it?”



“It is. Hey, did you get the purchase orders out for the new project?”



They began to talk work while I enjoyed Candi’s assets, and she held me firm in her grasp. I sat up, and she covered herself again and said quickly, “Let me know or just take my top down when you want more, honey.” She kept chatting with Toni and Briana about work. I had another oyster and sipped my drink while they chatted.



Candi took my hand and placed it on my shaft, wrapping my painted nailed fingers around it. “I have to pee. Keep it hard and stroke it for us, okay? Don’t let go. Do some edging for us.” I stroked it slowly. She gave me a peck on the cheek. “Good girl.”



I watched Briana and Toni touching each other and sipping their drinks while they watched me. “You look so pretty doing that,” Briana said. “It’s so cute and sensual. Go a little faster and bring yourself to the edge like Candi said to, okay, sweetie?”



I nodded and sped up, bringing myself to the point that I oozed a drop, then let it go to bob freely in the air.



“Good girl. Now wait a few seconds, then wrap your fingers around again and keep going.”



I did while looking into Briana’s gorgeous eyes. Toni nodded and smiled at me. “Good girl, Riley. Now you’re getting into it. Now you’re showing us the sexy, alluring girl inside of you. Such a pretty sissy you make.”



I oozed again, gave a little high-pitched gasp, and had to let it go. I closed my eyes and thought about baseball. A moment passed, and I took a deep breath and opened my eyes to look at it, lifting and falling on its own, a pearly drop oozed from the pink painted tip. I dared not touch it.



Candi came back and put the drinks down, then stopped it from moving and wiped the drip from my still very pink tip with her finger. I took a break for a while until she put my hand back on myself, and we all sat there chatting about things while we played with ourselves and each other, edging over and over. By dinner time, we were all at the precipice.



Toni looked at her watch. “Time to eat dinner, girls. Let’s take these things into the kitchen, then we can go into the dining room and have salad and ribs.” She grinned at me and winked. “Riley will help dress the ribs and salad.”



“Toni, what do you mean? Ribs don’t get dressed.”



“Dressing, dear. Dressing. Let’s get the salad and ribs on the table, and then I’ll show you how, okay? You’re the best suited person here to apply the dressing.”
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We put the food out; I was to sit next to Candi and on the other side of the table Toni next to Briana. I made my way around pouring the wine and ice water then placed them on the table. Toni motioned to the salad dressing, a homemade creamy ranch. “The salad dressing first please, Riley.”



I picked up the bowl and looked around. “Where’s the ladle, Toni?”



“It’s flailing in the air in front of your pretty dress, girl. Use that please.” Toni winked.



My face flushed. I grabbed it with my thumb and forefinger daintily, dug it into the cool creamy liquid, and managed to drizzle it on Toni’s salad. “That’s good, dear. Get Briana’s, then Candi’s, and she can clean it off so you can reuse it for the barbecue sauce.”



I did the other girls, all of them enjoying the show. “It’s so big, it works better than a ladle,” Candi said as I finished putting the dressing on her salad. “Let me clean it off.” She tugged the hem of my dress to get me closer, and she leaned over and licked it off with her pink tongue, then wrapped her lips around it and sucked it clean. She admired her handiwork. Her delighted voice showed she was truly happy. “That lipstick is fabulous, isn’t it? It still looks fresh, and you were such a dainty girl, not getting your ribbons dirty.”



Toni said, “Barbecue sauce next, please, Riley.” I swapped bowls on the table and dunked it into the sticky warm sauce and drizzled it over Toni’s already cut ribs, steaming on her plate.



I did the same for the other girls, and Candi cleaned me up again. This time my body tensed, and I had to hold back to keep from letting it go in her mouth. Candi giggled. “That warm sauce and my mouth on it almost made you lose control, huh? You could have given me the finish, princess. I love the finish, don’t you? Of course, you’d have to be able to get hard again for me later.”



Toni sucked the last bits off her rib and held it up as she said, “She’ll be ready. She got her STD vaccine yesterday, so her libido is still really high.”



Candi nodded as she sucked her rib sensually then said, “I remember those days. The first couple of weeks I was crazy. I sucked everything in sight. Have you been able to enjoy indulging in those finer things since you got stabbed, Riley?”



I quickly shook my head no and Toni answered for me. “She hasn’t
 ever
 sucked even one...
 ever.”



Candi wiped her hand on her napkin, ran it over my hair, then lifted my chin and looked into my eyes. “Aww, I’m so sorry for you, sweetie. When are you planning to do it? You must be dying to.”



“I, uh, I...”



Toni grimaced. “She doesn’t want to play with men... at all.”



Candi shook her head, wrapped her silky little hand around my rod ever so softly and slipped it up and down tenderly while she said, “Princess, it’s the most delectable thing you could ever do. You’ll be missing so much if you don’t. It’s such a powerful thing, controlling those silly men with our mouths. They all go crazy for it, and the reward is fabulous. There’s nothing like making them release all their passion for us into our hungry, craving mouths. You know how wonderful it feels when someone does it to you, right?”



I nodded.



“It would be selfish not to make someone else feel that wonderful, wouldn’t it? Wouldn’t you enjoy making them feel that good? I mean you are such a perfect sissy girl and I thought all sissy girls loved to please real men.”



I shrugged my shoulders.



“Well, you pay attention to us when we take care of you like that. Put yourself in our position and imagine how good it feels to us. Okay, sweetie? Promise me you’ll do that for us. Imagine how thrilling and rewarding it’ll be for you as you see how much we immerse ourselves in the simple pleasure of it.”



I nodded and ate my rib, throbbing and bouncing under the table from talking about it, even though I didn’t want to do it. Maybe it would be the right thing for me to do. Maybe I’d love it. Maybe I’m meant for it because I’m such a perfect sissy.



Candi kissed my cheek and patted my head by my ribbon, then fixed the ribbon, saying, “Good girl. You’ll be happy you did.”



We ate and the girls talked about what they liked the most about using men for entertainment—and what they didn’t like. I received a lot of compliments on how I was better than real men, and the reasons made me feel better and better about my new self.



Briana finished her meal first and decided to go under the table and enjoy me for a while, because with all the talk of it, she couldn’t help wanting it. She made me move my chair back so I could watch her, and she could see my eyes. She explained how looking into my eyes connected her to my feelings and made it more intense for both of us. She reminded me to imagine being her. When I did, I took a deep gasp of air and tensed up, but she was careful to keep me from finishing, and she stopped when it was time. Then she described how it felt for her so I could further imagine myself doing it.



I sipped my wine, watching Briana while Candi stroked my shoulder, kissed my cheek, squeezed my breast, and caressed my stockinged thighs. I had never had so much attention paid to me—I felt like I was a true princess, and soon, I wasn’t going to restrain myself from finishing. It took great effort to hold back.



Briana slid out from under the table and kissed me on the lips. “Thank you, princess. That was lovely. I know you can’t hold out much longer, and I don’t want to take your reward away from Candi. I know she wants it from you so badly.”



Candi nodded excitedly, looking at it bobbing and oozing in the air, all wet and glistening.



Toni stood and began to clear plates, and Briana helped her while Candi and I kissed deeply, and I caressed her breasts through her dress. She broke the kiss and climbed onto the cleared table on her back and let her head hang down with her mouth open. She reached for me and pulled me close.



She stared up longingly at me. “Okay, sweetie. I want it right down my throat now, so grab my head and hang onto it, and don’t be afraid to shove it all the way in, okay? I won’t be able to breathe while it’s in there, but I know it won’t be long, and I’ll get off it if I need to come up for air.”



She pulled her top down and placed one of my hands on her breast and had me squeeze it and pinch her nipple. She wrapped my other hand’s fingers tight in her hair then tugged my shaft to her and pulled me into her face. Her eyes looked up brightly at me as I went all the way into her tight, hot mouth, and she set me in motion, thrusting into her throat.



I squeezed her breast, pinched her nipple on and off, and I thrusted in and out of her head, holding her tight by her hair.



Toni said, “Imagine she’s you, baby.”



Candi’s bright eyes were locked on mine, and I whimpered and moaned, imagining Candi was me. I recalled how their detailed descriptions of how it felt inside their mouth with the hard velvety shaft and the energy it had from the aroused man. How their tongue felt as it flicked the tip or ran around the silky shaft.



I imagined my face being thrusted into like I was thrusting into Candi’s face, into and out of her throat, her tongue running around my shaft as I thrusted. I was feeling what they described—the man as aroused and passionate as I was now for Candi’s face, but him being in my face and him feeling what I was feeling from her now, but from me. I imagined making him feel this good. I longed for it. I needed it.



My body tensed, my knees went weak and shook, and I shot load after load directly into what I imagined to be my throat and wide-eyed face. After each gush I made into her lovely face I swallowed in time with Candi, her looking into my eyes, showing me how much she loved it.



I hung onto her breast and hair to stay upright while the shudders and shakes went through me. As soon as I was able to stop shaking, Candi moved herself off my shaft. She took a deep gulp of air.



Toni and Briana applauded. Briana put her phone away and said, “That was so hot. Wait until you see for yourself, Riley.”



Candi turned, sat up on the table proudly, and crossed her legs, smiling and licking her lips. Then she kissed me deeply, and I tasted remnants of my deposits in her mouth. I collapsed into my chair, my wet, shiny, still pink-headed rod starting to deflate as it bounced up and down in its last uncontrolled jerks.



Toni and Briana brought out dessert, espresso, and absinthe drips. I went to the girls’ room and peed while I could, then freshened up and washed my now hardening shaft in its nest of ribbons and pinkness. I perfumed myself, fixed my hair and bow, and went back to join the others. “Don’t you look nice and fresh!” Candi said as she patted my seat. “Come and give me a kiss, pretty girl.”



I sat and she kissed me lightly on my lips and held a small cannoli filled with chocolate chip cheese filling over her palm for me to bite. I looked into her eyes and bit off a piece, letting it fill my mouth with creamy luscious flavor. “Your finish was better than that, if you can imagine that, Riley. Just so ya know.” She placed the cannoli on my plate.



We all enjoyed girl talk while Candi caressed my stockinged thigh and stroked me on and off beneath the table. From time to time she’d whisper, her breath warm and sweet as the sweet things she’d say to me about what she wanted from me and what a good sissy girl I’d been. We finished, and I was more than ready to make proper use of the little Barbie doll next to me, just as I had imagined doing to some pretty girl when I was humping my pillow.



Toni led us into the great room, spread a velvet blanket, picked up a stack of pillows, and tossed them around on the floor. “I’ll be right back. Mix drinks if you like.”



The three of us made drinks and found places on the floor to cuddle and sit, our legs to the side. I loved seeing the girls’ lovely legs in their sheer hosiery, and I commented on how nice they looked. They felt I had even better legs because mine were softer and shapelier.



Toni came into the room. She had removed her pants and wore a huge, realistic strap-on above her black thigh-high stockings and stiletto boots. She stroked her new appendage as she entered, her tie now loose around her neck and her blouse opened and revealing her breasts and hard nipples lifted by a shelf bra. I never knew my sister could be so hot. She had a drink with her, and she sat next to Briana, then folded her legs to the side. She gazed at Briana and then caressed her stockinged leg. “Ready to be used, my love? Ready to please your man?”



“Mmm.” Briana gave her a deep kiss. I got up and went for the smokes and an ashtray, my firm shaft ready to go as it flailed in in front of the pink nest, leading the way.



I felt proud and confident of what I was and what I was about to do. I knew how much Candi wanted me, and I knew how good it would feel to make her feel good, how she’d writhe and shake, not to mention how good that tiny girl’s tight wet hole would feel when I shoved myself into it, pummeled it, and finally used it like my pillow to deposit my pleasure into it.



I offered the smokes to the others, and we all gathered around the ashtray to have one. The smoke flowed out onto the balcony sensually and lazily, just like us now, relaxing before the next indulgence.



I puffed, my shaft tucked into the folds of the crinoline and squeezed between my legs, hiding what I was for a moment and making me feel part of this girls’ club. Of course, my sister had a protrusion to set her apart, and maybe she was different, but I felt welcomed. It was so much better than any other club I’d ever been in.



Toni finished her drink, put out her smoke, then rolled onto the floor with Briana, sliding herself between Briana’s legs. Briana pulled her top down, exposing her breasts, as did Toni. Briana slid her legs back and grasped Toni’s bottom, pulling her toward her with one hand, guiding Toni’s new appendage into her with the other. They wrapped themselves in each other, breast to breast, and kissed as Toni’s hips thrusted slowly and deeply back and forth into Briana. It was artfully beautiful and something I wanted to remember for a painting, or sculpture even.



Candi stroked me softly, sliding her silky hand on it. “Aren’t they beautiful?”



“Mmm, very.” I looked into Candi’s eyes and lowered her top, releasing her extravagant, firm breasts. I cupped them both and massaged them enviously, looking into her eyes. I kissed her deeply and stroked her hair, then pulled back. “And
 you
 are beautiful, and
 we
 will be beautiful.”



“Mmm.” She rolled onto her back and lifted her legs back. I raised myself above her, looking into her eyes while she grasped me and guided me into her. My pink tip felt the heat and wetness, and I pushed it slowly in, spreading her as she gasped. “It’s fabulous, girl. Put that pretty sissy thing all the way into me, honey.”



I held her legs back, her heels by her ears as I began to thrust into her over and over. She let out little gasping squeaks with each thrust and gazed lovingly into my eyes. Her breasts shook with each thrust, her hard nipples drawing circles in the air, her pointed toes flailing. “Oh yes, Riley, that’s it, baby! That feels so good. Good girl, honey. Faster, my pretty little sissy.”



I pounded her hard and fast, making her whimper and shake.



“Yes, yes, yes. That’s it, princess. I’m... oh god... yes...” She shook and shuddered under me and clenched tight around it while her juices flooded out. She let out a whimpering moan, her eyes wide and locked on mine. “Imagine you’re me, baby, and it’s you being filled.”



I came instantly. My body tensed and my legs shot out straight as I rammed it deep, then froze there as it deposited one gush after the other, feeling as if it were coming from my toes. I heard little squeaks ushering from my lips, and Candi clenched and trembled beneath me.



When it was over, I collapsed onto her breasts, took one into my mouth and sucked it like a baby. She stroked my hair, telling me what a good girl I was and how wonderful that had been. I slid in and back slowly, relishing the sensation, and she clenched and released it as I did. “That a girl, keep going, don’t stop. Make it happen again. Don’t stop. I want you.” Her tiny voice urged me on, and I caught my breath while going slow and steady.



Soon, the sensations built in me once more, and my hardness was as rock-solid as ever. I lifted myself up on my hands and looked down on her. She smiled up and nodded. “Good girl! Now take me from behind like an animal.”



She slid out from under me and onto her knees. She lowered her elbows to the floor and held her butt cheeks open. She looked back at me. “Come in the back door, please?”



I pressed the tip into her front door and dragged her wetness back then pushed it into her tight back door. The tip stretched her out and she gasped, looking back at me. “That’s it, baby.” She pushed her hips back against it, and I slid in. She pressed herself onto it all the way. “Oh god, yes, Riley. It feels even better there. It fills me so much, and I feel your connection, baby. Now use me like an animal. Breed me like an animal.”



I thrusted into her, my dress fluffing back and forth with my thrusts, her breasts dangling beneath her, her tight dress bunched around her waist, her broad, round bottom like a peach being skewered for the grill. Her face was on her arms, her eyes closed.



I watched Toni and Briana in front of us as Toni pounded Briana on her back, her knees pressed to the floor, high heels flailing in the air, and Toni rutting like a buck into her.



Candi lifted her bottom up and arched her back, looking back at me. She slapped her bottom. “Harder, you little sissy girl. Harder, faster.” She flipped her head back and rested it on her shoulders. I wrapped my fingers in her hair. “Pull it, pull my hair, Riley.”



I wrapped both hands in her hair on either side and tugged it like the reins of a horse. “Yes, yes, yes!” she cried and her body shuddered and shook. Her legs twitched, and she nearly fell on her face. She grunted. “Ram me.”



I shoved deep and hard over and over, and she shuddered some more. I tugged hard on her hair and my body tensed. I looked down and shoved myself so there was no more of me outside, and my dress was pressed against her. I held it there and spewed myself deep inside her while she shook, shuddered, and whimpered like a Barbie doll with Ken pounding her. Toni and Briana were at the same stage, with both of them shuddering and crying out.



Candi fell flat on the floor. I gave one more good thrust, then fell onto her, still shoved deep and holding it there while it twitched inside her. She raised her hand in the air and gave me a painted-nailed thumbs-up, then dropped her hand to the floor.
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When I woke in the morning, Candi and Briana were gone. I was covered with an afghan, lying on the floor. I smelled bacon cooking and opened one eye to see Toni sipping a coffee in her black satin robe, her legs crossed, a high-heeled mule dangling off one foot. “Good morning, princess. I guess Candi really took it out of you. After the last injection you gave her, you didn’t revive.”



I sat up and curled my legs under me, wrapping the afghan around my shoulders. I took the ribbon out of my hair and fluffed my hair all around, shaking it. “Phew! I did sleep well. What time is it?”



“Nine o’clock. How do you feel?”



“Good. Really great.” I stretched and took stock of myself. I felt the front of my dress for my nested bird. “I’m not even aroused and horned up either.”



“She must have emptied you good.”



“She sure did. How was your time with Briana?”



“Fantastic. I came four times.”



“Wearing that thing?”



“Oh yeah. I guess it’s the feeling of power it gives me. You know. Being in control is always a rush.”



I nodded. “I guess. Like the way Candi enjoyed sucking and playing with me. I could tell she loved it. I loved making her feel so good too. It was... rewarding, gratifying. I felt proud of myself. I thought I’d just enjoy using her like my pillow, but it’s more than that.”



“Good. Too bad you don’t think you could feel that way doing things for a guy.”



I shrugged.



“Do you think you could? Was it exciting, imagining being in Candi’s place?”



“Maybe. It’s just not me. I mean, I have a dick.”



“You’re a girl. You said you were a girl. Did you change your mind? Are you going back to your old self now? No more thoughts of having breast implants?”



I realized one of my breasts had fallen out, and I felt around for it and then held it up to Toni. “I guess this wouldn’t happen if I got them. It would be nice not to have to mess with these and always have breasts, like in the shower or naked.”



“So? Are you a girl or not?”



“Oh, Toni, please. Stop. I’m a girl, but I’m not, okay?”



“Okay.” She stood, came over and put out her hand to me. “Let’s eat, sister.”



We sat down and ate. Toni told me she’d buy me a new outfit...shoes, dress, everything, if I did what she wanted me to. It was enticing, but I’d have to do things I really didn’t want to.



“It’ll make you more open and amenable to the idea that you’re a girl who loves girls and guys. You have to at least give it a chance.”



“I’d be perfectly happy with playing with girls like Candi. I don’t need guys.”



“But you saw and heard from them and me how much fun it can be to have a guy to play with.”



“They’re
 lesbians,
 and they said that.”



“Right. Lesbians by preference, but not exclusively. There’s still the thrill of penetration whether it be the face, back, or front. There’s still the thrill of coaxing out the reward. It’s wonderful, and you’d be shortsighted to not try it at least once.”



I shrugged and sipped my coffee. “I can’t think about it right now.”



“Okay then. I have another way for you to earn the new outfit.”



“Really?”



“Really. But you have to follow my instructions and do as I say.”



“No guys involved?”



“Not until you say you want them. And you will.”



I smirked and scoffed. “Not sure what it is, but as long as there are no guys involved, I’m game for a free day of shopping and a pretty new outfit and to prove you wrong about what I’ll want.”



Toni glared at me. “Okay. Now listen to me good. You
 have
 to do these things. I may not even let you stay here anymore if you don’t do these things.”
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Toni helped me pick out a pretty, flowing, flowered minidress with a pair of wedge heels and a cuddly-soft lightweight short-sleeve sweater. The plug I was wearing after cleaning out my bottom in the shower felt a lot nicer than I thought it would, especially after I put on my heels on and walked around with it shooting off vibrations now and then. I didn’t know how far it had expanded inside me, but it was enough that I certainly couldn’t forget it was there.



The tiny cage into which I somehow managed to fit my shrunken, post-jerked-off rod, like Toni had commanded, was now filled with a swollen rod that was attempting to grow, which felt erotic and lustful. If this was a torture to increase my desire for men, I could stay this way forever and not mind one bit, and I didn’t have a clue how it would change my desires. What I really I wanted was to take the cage off and inject some Candi.



I felt sensual and sexy as hell. Just looking at how insignificant I was in my panties was adorable and feminine. I even tied a ribbon on it to make it daintier. Somehow these things made me feel more in my skin, and I knew what a girl I really was. But to please males? Hmm... not likely.



I came out to the balcony, where Toni sat waiting in her denim mini and heels. She grinned. “Did you do it?”



“All of it.”



“Show me.”



I lifted the hem of my dress and pulled my panties down. She saw the cage and nodded, grinning, then I turned around and bent over, and she saw the plug. I turned to look back at her. “Okay?”



“Good girl. That will get you interested.”



“Never happen. This feels great and I haven’t thought of a guy once yet. I could stay this way forever and just enjoy the sensations. It even makes me feel more feminine, having the cage to lock it up and make it so insignificant. You’re gonna lose, but I’m getting a free shopping spree.” I chuckled, held an L with my finger and thumb on my forehead, and stuck out my tongue. “Loser!”



Toni laughed. “Okay, girl. We’ll see. Let’s go shopping.”



We shopped until we dropped. Toni emphasized getting outfits that were totally sensual and provocative so I’d feel even more amorous and attractive to men. She made sure to point out the hot guys as we walked and taught me how to crotch-watch. It didn’t do anything for me; I knew it wouldn’t work, and she’d give up after a while. I was very aroused, but that was probably from the vaccine or the plug and cage.



“When can I see Candi again? Mind if I call her for tonight? I sure could use her to satisfy my building urges,” I snickered.



“You can see Candi after you’ve pleased a man in more ways than one.”



“Oh, well, forget that.”



“We’ll see.”



We dragged our things home, and Toni said she’d take us out to dinner to celebrate my chastity and my start on the road to pleasing men. I didn’t find those reasons to celebrate, but getting a chance to wear my new outfit and have a fine dinner was good enough.



I rinsed off in the shower and redid my hair and makeup. I loved being able to change my look with the way I applied eyeshadow and contouring, and I loved fussing with my hair. I used a curling iron to add some more fullness and shape and applied product to set it. I shook my head, and it bounced prettily about my artistically created, feminine, and sexy face.



I was straining in my cage as I took in my image in the mirror. The plug continued its lithium-battery-fueled shots of vibrations into me. I sat on my bed and slid the gossamer-thin, sheer black stockings up my smooth legs, sending a tingle through me; I attached them to the black lace and satin garter belt that tugged on them as I walked. I put on a matching bra, filled it with my forms, and adjusted it for maximum cleavage. I slipped black lace panties over my cute little pink cage.



I slid into the silky, black, V-neck, skater-skirted minidress. It clung to my breasts and showed a shadow of the nipples from the forms through the top and revealed my maximized cleavage. A matching short-sleeved crop-top went over my shoulders and tied in a bow beneath my breasts yet didn’t cover the nipples’ shadows. I slipped on the strappy stilettos with nearly five-inch heels and fastened them about my ankles. I added an ankle bracelet, then put on the rest of my jewelry.



I stood before the full-length mirror and sprayed perfume under and over my dress and hair. I slung my purse over my shoulder and hooked my painted, long fake-nailed thumb and fingers through the strap. As I inspected myself from head to toe, I throbbed in my cage. I wanted to take and use the girl I was. Any guy would. Hmm. Good luck to them.



I went onto the balcony, where Toni was sipping a drink in her equally provocative outfit. My hot sister looked ready to seduce, one leg bouncing over the other as she sipped her drink, smiling above the glass. “I made you one too. It’s on the coffee table over there.”



I sat by it, picked it up, and sipped the dirty martini. “Mmm, thank you. And thank you for this lovely outfit. I love it. It makes me feel so pretty, sexy, and powerful.”



“You’re welcome. That was the effect I wanted for you. Now you’re ready to seduce some men and learn how wonderful it is to be a girl for them.”



I rolled my eyes. “Not likely.”



“Okay, right.”



She checked her watch. “We have twenty minutes to finish this drink, and then we have to leave for our reservation. I chose a really special place with lots of cozy private seating in round booths with lovely views.”



“That sounds wonderful. Maybe I should bring a sketch pad so I can capture the sights.” I sipped and bounced my foot while I ran my hand over my silky crossed leg, caressing it.



“You won’t have time for sketching. We’re having a double date tonight.”



“Super! Thanks. I really could use Candi now.”



She shook her head and chuckled. “Well, that’s nice, but Candi isn’t coming, but Aaron and Rodger will be when you get through with them... and of course my date, Michael, will too. I wouldn’t miss a deposit from him.”



My eyes were wide with shock. “What? No way. I’m not going.”



“Yes, you are, or you’re packing your bags. Just give them a chance.”



“What if they find out what I am? They’ll probably beat me to a pulp.”



“They already know what you are. I sent the video of Candi sucking you. They loved it.”



“Oh my god! How could you?” My heart raced in my chest; my face flushed.



“It’s the best way to avoid surprises. They know you’re a special girl now, and they all are dying to meet you and help you move past your issue.”



“Issue? I don’t have an issue.”



“You do. You won’t after tonight, though. They’re all ready to help you along and can’t wait to give you their deposits.” She looked at her watch, slinging her purse on her shoulder. She came over and reached out her hand. “Come, dear. Your future awaits you.”
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I was nervous as hell on the ride to dinner and didn’t feel the least bit sensual or sexy. I was just a bag of nerves thinking about how my sister was trying to make me into something gay.



“It’s not gay. You’re a girl. But even if it were gay, so what? What is it with you and your labels and paradigms, girl? I never thought my sister would be so closed-minded. Have you forgotten how excited you became when you imagined you were Candi or Briana last night? How when you put yourself in their position, your level of excitement spiked? I remember it.”



I shrugged.



“Think about it now. Close your eyes and remember it and think about you in their place.”



I did. The plug shot vibrations, and I swelled in my cage, once more imagining being Candi as I saw her pleasure from giving of herself. I ran my hand back and forth over my leg. I slid my legs over one another.



“Good girl. Now keep that feeling and get rid of the fear. If the fear comes again, just replace it with that wonderful feeling.”



I nodded with my eyes still shut. The feeling became more pleasant yet.



“Promise me you’ll give it your best effort?”



I nodded.



The quick turn into the driveway shook me back to reality as Toni entered the restaurant drive. From the entrance, three tall, very handsome, well-dressed men were smiling broadly and approaching our car. Shit! The valet opened my door and I got out. The men surrounded me, their hands out. In a flurry of thick, strong hands shaking mine, flashing white teeth and smiling eyes, they all flattered me and made me feel I was a famous. By the time they were done, they had me laughing. I felt right at home with them.



“Thank you guys so much. You make me feel so welcome. I almost feel like a movie star or something.”



Toni came over and gave me a peck on the cheek. “See, sister? I wouldn’t steer you wrong. Now let’s have a nice dinner together.”



Mike kissed Toni on the cheek and offered his arm. Aaron and Rodger stood on either side of me and offered their arms. I took each of them, and we all walked inside.



The matre d’ led us to our booth, this one with a west-facing mountain view through the large bow windows. Aaron motioned for me to enter the booth, and I slid onto the cool leather and scooched my way toward the center. He went to the other side and got in on my left, and Rodger slid in on my right. Toni sat next to Rodger, and then Michael was on the end. Both Aaron’s and Rodger’s thighs were touching mine as I crossed my legs beneath the table and picked up the drink menu.



Rodger leaned in and pointed to a smoked pineapple Manhattan. “Those are fabulous.
 Sounds
 a bit sweet, but it’s just right. The woody smoked pineapple flavor goes perfectly with the bourbon. I’m getting one if you want to try mine first.”



He smiled broadly, looking at me, and I couldn’t help but smile along with his big blue eyes. I looked at Aaron and Mike. All three of them had to be over six feet, and they were built but not wide. Firm but not overly muscular. They were the kind of good-looking guys who would make fun of me in gym classes when I didn’t throw a ball well. They were the kind of guys I tried to be a part of and never could. Of course, we weren’t kids anymore, and they weren’t the boys from back then, but I still doubted they’d be as nice to my old self as they were to me now.



Rodger touched my thigh gently and whispered, “Riley? He’s waiting for your drink order.”



I looked up, “Oh sorry! Uh, I’ll take the smoked pineapple Manhattan, please.”



After all the crotch-watching Toni made me do, I automatically looked at the young waiter’s and caught that it revealed some of the form of it in his pants as he moved. When I looked back at him, it was obvious he had seen me and smiled. “Yes, it’s very nice, miss. Thank you. I’m sure you’ll enjoy it immensely.” He winked at me. Shit! He just gave me permission to accost him after what he thought was an invitation. I laughed to myself. Men were so easy.



Aaron touched my stockinged thigh gently. “So... Riley. Toni told us about you, and I never in a million years would have believed how special you truly are. You’re such a gorgeous girl. You and your sister could be twins. She told me you just recently started presenting this way. How do you like it? Do you feel it fits better? I have to say it makes you even more enticing to know what’s under your dress, and you’re prettier, more feminine, and sexier than most girls are. Sorry if I’m being too forward, but I had to compliment you.” He squeezed my thigh, and I let his hand stay.



I placed my hand on his and squeezed it. “Thanks for saying so, Aaron. I’m glad Toni told you so I can be at ease and not feel like I’m masquerading as something I’m not. Yes, this is much more comfortable for me. I
 never
 was like you guys... you know, handsome, manly. I never could fit in that crowd, and I’m glad my sister finally showed me what I was meant to be.”



Our drinks arrived. Toni toasted, “To Riley truly becoming the girl of her dreams tonight.” She winked and we all clinked and sipped. When we were done, I noticed both men were a little bit closer against my legs. The waiter poured waters and then passed menus to us. He read the list of appetizers and specials and described them in greater detail.



“The Russian oysters aren’t from Russia but from the coast of Washington; the Russian part is the Beluga caviar to top them off. They are served with toast wedges on the side...” I knew that was for me, and by the time he was done, I put the menu down, my appetizer and meal picked.



We sipped our drinks and chatted about the menu items. The waiter came back, and we ordered more drinks. The first one had relaxed me, and the guys were so nice—I didn’t feel the least bit uncomfortable with them. I felt more comfortable now with guys like them than I ever had before. It seemed natural.



Rodger and Aaron on either side of me kept me busy talking, and their occasional touches of my leg or hand gave me little thrills. They radiated such affection and caring. I could tell they wanted to touch me as much as I enjoyed it, and it made me proud that I was so attractive to them. I felt feminine, confident, attractive, and powerful.



We leisurely worked our way through the courses. At times either Aaron or Rodger would have their arm around me as they leaned in to talk. I actually pressed myself closer and put my hand on their legs as they talked.



I crossed and recrossed my legs beneath the table, and in doing so, I managed to bump them and slip their hand onto my leg so they could caress it. I knew how much they enjoyed it, and there was something special about feeling a big strong hand on my silky leg. It made me swell to bursting in my cage. The plug kept up its duty of shooting vibrations into me, and my body tingled with delight from all the sensations. I wished Candi would be around tonight.



At one point, when my hand was idly resting on Aaron’s leg, he leaned in and at the same time, he put his hand on mine and slid it over his crotch. He whispered in my ear, “You’re a very sexy girl, Riley. I don’t mean to be rude, but I felt you should know how you make a guy feel, seeing you’re new to this.”



He pressed my palm down on his hard rod. I cupped my fingers around it and took measure of his hardness. I throbbed in my cage knowing I had done that to him. It was so flattering and such a compliment. Instinctively, I rubbed it up and down. “Thanks, Aaron. You’re very kind. It’s… uh, it’s good to know that. It makes me happy to know I have that effect... I mean, even though I’m not into men.”



He pressed my hand more firmly on it and moved his hips toward me, pressing it into my palm while he gazed lovingly into my eyes. He whispered, “You’re so gorgeous, Riley. So feminine and silky and sexy.” His hand fell to my thigh and squeezed it, then slid back and forth to the tops of my stockings. I gasped and my face flushed. I looked around the table quickly. Toni and Michael were engaged in each other, but Rodger was looking around the restaurant. Aaron and I were being rude.



I squeezed Aaron’s hardness and kept rubbing it, then placed my other hand on Rodger’s leg to get his attention. “So, Rodger, how do you all know each other?” While Rodger started telling me, I massaged Aaron through his pants, and I slid my hand closer to Rodger’s crotch. Rodger moved my hand, placing it on his hardness and smiling. I smiled and began to rub his equally hard shaft. He nodded as he continued talking.



I now had one under each hand’s control, and it felt fabulous. I never would have imagined doing this, but there I was, and I felt proud of it. I was solid in my cage and fully aroused and titillated by what I was doing. I thought about whether I could take it further but... that was still questionable. I wasn’t so sure I wanted to be using more than a hand on them, and doing it through the pants seemed thrilling enough. I recrossed my legs and found a hand from each of them returning my favors by caressing my stockinged leg.



My heart raced and I couldn’t bring myself to stop making them feel good or stop them from caressing my legs. I tried to look around the restaurant, but the back of the booth was too high, and no one could see us anyway. I looked over to Toni, and her arm was going up and down under the table. I could tell she was stroking Mike out of his pants. His hand was moving under the table, under her dress, I guessed, while she rolled her eyes looking at him. He must have been under her panties.



Toni glanced at me, smiled, and winked. The waiter came over, and all motion stopped for us all—hands unmoving under the long tablecloth as we waited for him to drop off our espressos. When he was done, he stood beside the table and asked if we needed anything else. He looked at me and winked. I again automatically looked at his crotch.



Rodger said, “We’d like to relax with some after-dinner drinks if that’s okay.” Rodger looked at all of us and we nodded.



“Certainly. We have a house ice wine.”



“Wonderful.”



He nodded, then said, “Would any of the ladies like me to show you to the ladies’ room?”



I did need to go. “Yes, please, sir. Could you?”



The others let me out of the booth, and he gave me his arm and led me to the ladies’ room. “It’s open and you can lock the door from inside. Take your time—there are other ladies’ rooms down the hall. Should you need anything, I’ll be at the end of the hall watching the dining area.”



“Thank you, sir.”



I did my duty through the cage, fixed my hair and lipstick, and sprayed on perfume. I had taken the pack of emergency smokes from home and thought how good it would be to have one right now. There was a no-smoking sign on the wall.



I walked out and our waiter said, “May I take you back?” He again offered his arm, and my eyes went to his crotch, then to his eyes again. He winked.



“Uh, is there a place I could smoke?”



“Certainly, miss. Right this way.”



He led me down the hall and into a room with a couple of couches, ashtrays, and a sliding door to the wooded outdoors. “I’ll join you if you don’t mind. You’re my last table.”



“Sure.” I sat on the couch, and he bent down and lit my smoke for me. I dragged on it deeply, the nicotine feeling good.



He stood there before me. “This your first time at this restaurant, miss?”



“Yes. I just moved here from the east coast.” I automatically looked at his crotch again, and of course, he caught me again and grinned.



He asked, “Do you like what you see here?” His eyes went down then back to me, and he smiled. I looked straight at it, and it throbbed under his pants. He was hot for me.



I stared directly at it and watched it throb and grow under his pants while I dragged on the smoke. “Uh, I, uh... I love what I see here. It’s gorgeous.”



“Would you like to see more?”



“I, uh... I...” I throbbed in my cage, staring at it. I looked into his eyes, my head down and eyes up. I nodded sheepishly.



He locked the door then came before me as I sat there. I took a last drag and stubbed out the cigarette in the ashtray. He held his completely shaved package of globes and shaft as he stroked it, looking at me. “You’re so pretty, miss. Your hands are so nice and soft, with such pretty nails.”



I reached for it and wrapped my fake, long, painted-nailed fingers around the thick shaft and stroked. The skin was like velvet.



“Thank you, miss. That feels splendid.”



I wrapped my other hand around and stroked him more, looking into his eyes. His eyes told me how good I was making him feel, and I moved to the edge of the couch, closer to it. I tugged on his globes while I continued stroking him and looking up into his eyes. His hand rested gently on my head. “You’re so pretty, miss. Your lips are so full and luscious.”



“Thank you.” My lips. Could I? I moved still closer. I smelled his sweet, clean cologne. The scent was wonderful. He held my head with both hands and gave me a little pressure to move me towards it. The plug shot off inside me, and I oozed, swollen in my cage.



I moved my mouth very close to it, and I opened my lips. He pressed it against them. “Oh, yes please, miss. Please.” I took the tip into my mouth, flicked it with my tongue and watched his face. He shuddered with each flick and pushed it past my lips. He held my head tight and I bobbed my head on it now as far as I could take it in.



I watched his face as I ran my tongue around his thick shaft, stroked it, and tugged his silky globes. His eyes showed me his lust for me, and I could tell he was loving every second as much as I was. I became enamored with the feeling of him in my mouth and hands and the way I was driving him wild. I sped up all my ministrations, looking him directly in the eyes, and his hands clenched my head tight. His shaft swelled in my hand and mouth as he shot a gush across my tongue. I bobbed and swallowed, looking up at the pleasure I gave him. The plug shot off a round, and I came profusely in my panties while his rod swelled and dumped copious amounts for my greedy mouth.



It was too much, and I had to let him slip free for a second before I could get it back in to my mouth. I consumed a couple more luscious gobs while looking into his eyes, his hands tight on my head. He thrusted a couple of short thrusts into my face, then withdrew it and tucked it away. He bent down and kissed my lips and helped me to stand.



“Oh my, miss, that was fabulous. Thank you so much.”



“You’re welcome. My pleasure.”



He went to the door and held it for me. “I’ll be at the table soon with the drinks, miss.”



“Thank you.” I walked back to the table, panties soaked under my dress, my legs a little shaky and my heart racing. I was proud of myself. I did it, and I actually enjoyed it immensely. More than any sex I had ever had. Even with Candi. The reward I received from doing that, mentally and physically, was fantastic.



Rodger stepped out to let me back into the booth, and I slid in, grinning. The waiter grinned as he left our drinks. I raised my glass, and they all looked at me. “To good friends and good times.” I made eye contact with each of them, and their eyes flicked from my face to my breasts and back. I looked down at my crop-top. There was a pearly badge from what I had just done. My eyes popped open and my face went red. I covered my mouth with my hand.



Toni laughed. “Good girl, Riley. He’s gonna get a really good tip tonight because he helped you get his.” She laughed. “You have a badge of honor, girl. Let’s toast to Riley’s first time pleasing a man.”



They all sipped as I tried to wipe it off with my napkin, then gave up and took off the crop-top. Rodger and Aaron were already caressing my legs and congratulating me. I knew what I wanted to do with them, and I wanted it very much.
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Rodger and Aaron were driving me crazy, and I was solid and trying to break out of the cage again. Just playing with them through their pants wasn’t enough. Toni looked at me and motioned for me to get under the table. I didn’t understand. She passed the message to me through Rodger. “Toni said you have three more waiting under the table to drain.”



Toni’s eyes were wide and her head nodding furiously. “Do it, girl. Do it.”



I slid under the table. One after the other, I delighted in sucking them all dry while they sipped their drinks and chatted. I was oozing ridiculously through my cage, and no matter how hard I tried to move the plug the right way to satisfy my needs, it didn’t work. I just oozed and writhed in my luscious torture of being completely on the edge but not being able to satisfy myself like it happened the first time.



I got out from under the table and sat back in my seat. My dress had some more badges, which Aaron tried to wipe off, and I ended up putting my top back on since it was the least obvious.



“I think it’s time to go home. I can’t be in public like this, Toni. I’m sorry.”



“It’s okay, honey. You did well tonight. We can go home with the boys, and you can be a good girl for them while they use another part of you to make deposits in.”



“Uh, I, uh... no. I can’t. Please. We have to go. I’m tired, Toni. Sorry.”



We all left, and the men kissed us goodnight.



“Tired, huh?”



“Yes.”



“Is that why you’re bouncing your leg, caressing your thigh, and squeezing your breast right now? Trying to stay awake?”



I stopped all of it. “Uh, just trying to finish this feeling off.”



“You won’t do it that way. I can still call the boys and have them meet us at home.”



“Oh god, Toni. I can’t do that. Tonight was enough. Please let me see Candi tonight.”



“She’s probably busy right now. You know Candi. Let me call the boys so you can let them use you. I know they all want to. You know you need it now.”



“No.”



“Suit yourself, girl. You can be
 soo
 stubborn. You’ll be begging for them soon.”



The next day, I woke trying to hump my pillow through my cage. I had removed the plug before I went to bed, and even without that, I was writhing with desire. I sucked my thumb, imagining it was one of the four shafts I’d had in my mouth last night, and it only made things worse.



I felt a hand on my back, rubbing it in circles. “Oh, sweetie. You are so stubborn. Look at you humping in that cage. Let me help.”



“Please? Take the cage off. I won’t even need Candi. Just let me get rid of this.”



“I can call the boys for you for tonight.”



“No. If you’re calling people, call Candi and get this cage off me.”



“I can call Candi, but the cage will stay on.”



“Toni!”



I’ll tell you what. I’ll get us all together tonight. If you want to avoid having the boys dumping their passion into you, you can penetrate Candi if you want.”



“Really? Thank you. Oh god, I can’t wait.”



“Okay, sweetie, but until you have a man inside you like that, releasing his lust for you, nothing will be as good. You’ll see.” She kissed my cheek. “Now let’s eat breakfast and get cleaned up.”
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I was going to make love to Candi, and I was thrilled. Toni picked out some clothes for me for the evening and laid them out on my bed. I was against her choices because she was wearing a dress this time, and I had to wear a pantsuit and tie. Whatever!



To top it off, she insisted we watch porn all day—specifically girls like me having love made to them by men and other girls like me. I sat there twitching, caressing myself, feeling the plug inside me, and checking the clock to see when I could get changed and ready for Candi coming over.



Toni ordered oysters, shrimp, and lobster claws with a fruit salad and had it delivered by Door Dash. Everything was set to go, and I was dressed in my pantsuit outfit like the one Toni had worn the other night, and she was in a short black clubbing dress, no bra, nipples and cleavage showing, and fetishy high heels and dramatic makeup. I was jealous.



I sat on the balcony sipping a dirty martini and smoking, waiting for our guests to arrive. Fortunately, the pants of the black pinstripe pantsuit and the black gartered stockings I wore beneath them, along with the very high stiletto boots, still felt feminine, not masculine, and I still felt sexy as hell. Of course I would feel ultra-aroused until I finally dumped all my passion into Candi. I told myself it would be here soon.



They all arrived, and Aaron and Rodger sat on either side of me while Briana and Candi sat together, as did Toni and Mike. From the way things were going, it felt like my only choice was the boys.



“Candi, I learned a new trick!” I called to her across the balcony.



“How wonderful? Did you have your first man?”



“Uh, In my mouth. It was fabulous. Want to join me in sharing some?” I rubbed the pants fronts of Aaron and Rodger.



Candi’s little bimbo voice chirped, “Sure!” She came over and settled on a pillow before Rodger and set about opening his pants. I got started on Aaron, and the two of us smiled and commented about the boys as we shared them between us. Briana had gone over and sat on the other side of Mike, and she and Toni were enjoying him.



It wasn’t long before all of us had consumed the first round from the men, and we started on more of the food and drink. Toni and I were standing on the balcony. “Toni, so when does this cage come off so I can dump in Candi?”



“Follow me.”



“Oh, thank god!”



We ran in tiny steps to her bedroom. Toni opened the dresser drawer and took out something, then brought it over. “Here, put this on.”



It was the realistic strap-on. “What!?”



Until you have men make love to you, this is the only way you get to do it to Candi. Make your choice.”



I slid on the strap on thinking the motions and being with Candi would give me a release. Toni came back over and handed me a feathered plug. “Take out the vibrating plug and put this one in. If you decide you want to be a big girl, you can pop it out easily. Leave your pants off, of course, and put your boots back on.”



I took out the other plug, and the decorative one did even less to satisfy. I was swollen in my cage, dripping from it, and the huge realistic thing strapped in front of me belittled what was caged below. I had no hope of satisfying myself, but I still couldn’t wait to have Candi.



I walked out, my fake rod flailing in the air before me and my feathered plug swishing to and fro with each step. Candi smiled, came over, and put her hand on my shoulder, then kissed my cheek. “Don’t you look cute. Is this for me?” She stroked my strap-on.



“If you’d like.”



She knelt and sucked it, then took me by the hand to the couch. She positioned herself on her back and slid me in. “Okay, girl. Bang me.”



I worked at her until she came three times. The feathered plug waved and tickled my butt behind me. I was sweating from the exertion and still rigid in my cage without any relief. I sat back next to Candi as she cuddled next to me, resting. I watched Toni and Briana taking turns being pummeled by Mike as I sat there as if watching porn again.



Rodger and Aaron were drinking and smoking on the balcony in nothing but their revealing, silky, tight bikini underwear. Their firm bodies, shaved free of hair, and their bright eyes called to me. I watched them nonchalantly rub their hardness in their underwear. I wanted to suck them again. But I wanted everything. And the thing I wanted most wasn’t going to happen.



I went to their table, unstrapped my strap-on, took out my feather plug, crossed my legs and sat down with a drink. I picked up a smoke, and Aaron lit it for me. “Having fun, Riley?”



I shrugged, puffed, sipped.



“What’s wrong?” He ran his hand over my hair. “You look sad. How can I help?”



“Get the key to this cage. Toni won’t let me take it off until a man makes love to me.”



“Well, let’s go. I will.”



Rodger said, “Me too. Let’s go, baby.”



I looked at their bright eyes and the desire they had for me. Aaron stood and put out his hand. “Come. Trust me. I’ll take good care of you.”



I stood and he led Rodger and me into my bed. We all fell on it. Rodger tugged at my cage while he kissed me deeply and I stroked his lovely shaft. I got onto my knees between his legs and bobbed my head on it. Aaron slid behind me and pressed his tip between my cheeks so it rested on the opening. I pressed back against it gently.



With all the lube from the plugs, he got the tip in, then gave it one good shove. I gasped, and it was in. It felt fabulous. I felt so intimately connected to him, having it fill me and spread me like that. I pressed my hips back against it hungrily.



While I sucked Rodger, Aaron held my hips tight and rammed me like there was no tomorrow. It sent ripples of electricity though my body. I tried to concentrate on Rodger but ended up just hanging onto it and letting it sit in my mouth while Aaron bred me like a wild, rutting buck. I was in heaven and oozing streams from my cage.



Aaron grunted and squeezed my hips tight as he tensed and shoved it all the way in, holding it there while it swelled and shrank inside me, pumping gush after gush of his passion into me. I almost came, but it ended too soon.



He pulled out, and I quickly rolled onto my back and made Rodger take me from the front while he held my legs pinned to the bed. We locked eyes as he humped me furiously like a rabbit, his thrill on his face, shaking the bed, my heels flailing in the air, and my cage lock clattering against it.



I dug my nails into his hard ass. “Go, Rodger. Make it happen. It’s close. I’m almost there. Please, please… harder, faster. Breed me like an animal. Dump your sweet gushes into me.”



He pounded me like punching bag at the end of his shaft. Gasps of air and little whimpers came from my jaw-dropped-mouth as the electric currents built in my body to an unbelievable level.



Rodger looked into my eyes. “Oh god, Riley...you’re so gorgeous, so tight, so beautiful. I... I... I can’t...” He tensed and shoved. As he shot his first gush into me, I shot one from my cage. He then pounded me again as he shot load after load into me, our eyes locked on each other’s and me shooting from my cage. My body shook and shuddered from the release, and I whimpered with delight.



He collapsed on me, and I could still feel the last spasms of his thick shaft inside of me. He peppered my face with kisses, squeezed my breast, and held me close, still deep inside me. “Oh god, Riley, that was fabulous. Are you okay?”



“Oh god. My sister was right. That was heaven. You were both fabulous.”
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We rested the next day, and in the evening after some Chinese takeout, Toni was cleaning up the mess and said, “So, little girl, what do you want to do this weekend? This is our last one unless I take more time off, of course. And what do you want to do forever? Are you staying the girl, or going back to your old self?”



“Definitely staying the girl.”



“Glad to hear that. How did you like your new friends?”



“I loved them all. I mean, I’ve never felt love for people like that. Candi and Rodger and Aaron were all so nice to me. Not to mention, very sexy and fun. If I had to pick one for the rest of my life, I don’t know if I could.”



“You don’t have to. Who says you do?”



“I know. That’s the best part, I guess.”



“So, should we invite them all over? Should we double date the guys? Should we date the girls? What would you like to do the most?”



“A rest weekend would be good, I think. My sister and I cuddling and watching chick flicks would be nice.”



“Okay.”



“And Toni, I can’t thank you enough for all of this. I love being who I am now, and I love guys and girls and anything in between, but most of all, I love being a girl and being your sister. But I need to find work.”



“That’ll come. Do you still want implants?”



I rocked my head back and forth. “I guess that would be nice and would make sense now. I don’t need hips or butt, but breasts would be wonderful.”



“Nope, you have a great butt and hips, girl. Then why not get the implants first, so you won’t have to take time off work, and then you can look for a job.”



“Sounds great. Thanks, sis.”



Toni came over and sat next to me. She gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. “I love you, sister.”



“I love you too, big sister.”
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