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    It was the summer before my senior year in college. All I had to do was make it through the next few months, and I would enter real life. School was okay, but it was just school, and I had little time for anything entertaining other than going to the sports bars and trying to act macho and drinking beer. Then someone started a club. It changed my life.  

    There was a sign on the bulletin board. It said, “Join our MTF Crossdressing Club. Enter a world of sensuality and femininity. Give up those macho competitions and become something more. Learn the skills needed to enjoy a lifelong hobby of presenting yourself as a woman, and you’ll always have something exciting to do. Make new friends. Have a new life!”  

    Hmm. Sensuality sounded nice. Femininity? Not so sure. Lifelong hobby? I needed a hobby. Present myself as a woman? Heck, I didn’t make the most masculine guy. At five foot six with a  thin build, I couldn’t grow a beard for shit... I was the epitome of a nerd or a geek.  

    I went to the meeting on that Saturday morning. At the front of the room was a gorgeous woman in a short, flared-hem, flowered dress with a V-neck that revealed beautiful creamy cleavage. She wore stiletto heels and sheer stockings and was walking back and forth on the stage as guys came in. At the stated time, she began.  

    “My name is Elisa. Hello, ladies,” she laughed. “As you can see, I use that term loosely. I don’t see a lady in the room right now, but soon, if you choose to stay in our club, you’ll all become the sexiest, most sensual creatures you could ever be.”  

    I looked around at the others who came to the meeting. They were similar to me in that they weren’t the most masculine guys. Not that they weren’t good-looking—some of them were really handsome—but I couldn’t imagine any of us really, truly transforming ourselves well enough to pass as a woman.  

    Elisa walked off the stage and handed out some stapled pages to each of us while explaining things. “This is a list of the things you’ll need to buy before our next meeting. You’ll also need to practice beforehand, since you’ll be required to come to the meeting fully dressed and presenting as a woman. The meeting will be in the back room of the Black Diamond sports bar. I’ve obtained discounts for makeovers at our local salon—discounts for hair styling, wigs, clothing, shoes, and all the things you’ll need. Our local vendors have been very supportive of what we’re doing. Take full advantage of it, girls.”  

    I glanced at the listings: shops, services, recommended products, tips, and tricks. It was more in-depth than I could have imagined.  

    Elisa leaned back against the stage. “As you can tell from this handout, this will require dedication and commitment. I don’t want any of you looking like a trucker in a skirt. It’s all the way, or none of the way. So if you aren’t up to the effort, don’t bother.” She looked at each of us as she nodded and then continued.  

    “Those of you who are with us next week will be able to enter a whole new world and will likely have an entirely new outlook on life. Now, sign the sheet at the entrance, name, fem-name, email, and phone number, and then I want all of you to make sure you meet and greet each other before you leave. That’s all for this morning. Good luck, ladies.”  

    She watched as we all moved about and went to sign the sheet. I chatted with another guy in the line. He was animated and endearing somehow, with bright eyes and white teeth flashing a smile as he spoke.  

    “Hi, I’m Mike.” He threw his hand out to shake.  

    I shook it. “Hi, I’m John. Kind of a strange club, huh?”  

    “Not really. I mean, I’ve been crossdressing for years. I’m just glad to finally have a club dedicated to it and others to make friends with. You’ve never crossdressed?”  

    “Uh, not really. Unless wearing my sister’s panties and bra years ago counts.”  

    “Sure it counts. Was it fun?”  

    “I guess.” I laughed and felt my face turn red.  

    “You’re blushing. I’ll bet you wet your panties when you did it.”  

    “Uh...”  

    “Oh, don’t worry. I know. It happens to all of us girls sometimes.” Mike looked me up and down. “You’ll turn out lovely.”  

    We made it to the sign-in sheet. Mike signed and then I did.  

    Mike asked, “Do you need any help? Shopping? Makeup?”  

    “Really? You’d help me?”  

    “Of course. Us girls need to stick together and help each other. I’d be glad to. It’ll be fun to see you change. Are you busy today? We can get started right now if you want.” His eyes were lit up with excitement. “We can go buy your things, and I’m always up for new clothes and shoes.”  

    “I uh... wow. I’m still not even sure I’m gonna try this yet.”  

    “Honey, you don’t try this. Just one try and you do this. It becomes a part of you. You won’t be able to stop. It’s a lifelong hobby you’ll fall in love with.” 

    “Hmm, I’m not sure I want that. I mean, always dressing like a woman.”  

    “Maybe not always, but when you can, and when you want.” He laughed. “And when you can, you will want to. See, I’m not dressed right now. I will be later, though. So why not join me, and we can have some fun. Did you have any other plans for this weekend?”  

    “Uh, not really.”  

    “He took my hand and gently tugged me toward the door. He whispered in my ear. “Let’s go, girl.”  

    I pulled my hand away from him. “Don’t hold my hand. I’m not gay, ya know.”  

    “Sorry, sister. I didn’t mean to make it seem that way. Let’s go so you can see what it’s like, and if you don’t like it, you can stop. You’ll feel so nice when you’re fully fem.”  

    I looked into his eyes. He was driven to help me with this. I imagined what he might look like dressed, and I’d bet he was pretty good-looking as a woman—those high cheekbones and bright eyes.  

    “Okay. I’ll give it a try, but if I feel weird, I’m done.” 

    “Fair enough. Let’s go.”  

    I followed him out the door. What had I gotten myself into?  
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    We went through the mall and collected all the things I needed and more. I couldn’t stop buying things; they were all so inviting—so unlike men’s clothing and accoutrements.  

    Mike talked me into getting extra ear piercings. I didn’t have to wear earrings in them once they healed. I had time to heal them during the school break now, and my hair would cover them. But then on the rare occasion, if I ever did it again, I’d be able to look my best. So, I had two in the bottom and one on top of each ear. He helped me pick out some long, dangling earrings too.  

    We had some nasty glances cast our way as Mike held a dress up in front of me or held earrings next to my ear. Who cared? I’d never see these people again, and I hardly ever went into the mall.  

    I did notice I was getting excited thinking about wearing all those things. It was a little unsettling and made me question my sanity. With Mike’s encouragement, I made it through and was ready to give it a try. His encouragement was so overwhelming it overcame my better judgement as we stood in front of a salon at the mall.  

    The next thing I knew, I was sitting in a chair at the salon getting my hair highlighted and cut. So much for hiding the extra piercings. The hair cutter was so excited and convincing, she talked me into getting a radical cut. It was cut really short so you could see my scalp up one side, and spiky for the rest of it, with blonde streaks. Not a male haircut by any means. It did look incredibly hot though.  

    When we were done, we went to Mike’s place where he packed bags, and I helped drag all his things back to my place. I had leftovers that I threw in the oven to warm up, and I made us some martinis.  

    “So, I can’t believe I found a guy who’s never done this and is joining a crossdressers’ club to get dressed for the first time,” Mike said.  

    “Trust me, I can’t believe I’m doing it.” I sipped down half the martini.  

    Mike toasted. “To becoming two of the hottest girls around.”  

    We clinked and sipped. “What do I need to do first?” I asked.  

    “Shave your whole body. Go do it, and I’ll put an outfit together for you to have dinner in. I’ll get dressed too so you don’t feel alone.”  

    He slugged down the drink and stood. “Ready?”  

    “I guess.”  

    I showered and shaved it all. It took a while to cover so much territory even though the hair was sparse, but it felt great when I was done. So slick and smooth. I looked like a child with the hair all gone. I was worried about shaving my cock and balls, but it went well and felt great after.  

    I walked into my bedroom with a towel around my waist. My hair was wet and in a towel as well. Mike was already dressed and sitting on a chair in the corner. He looked gorgeous!  

    “Hi, Jackie,” she said in a feminine voice. “I thought Jackie would be a good moniker for you in your fem mode. Like?”  

    “I guess. Better than John. So what’s your moniker?”  

    “Michaela, of course.”  

    “Right.”  

    She stood in her strappy black stilettos, smoothed her black chiffon minidress over her sheer black stockings. She adjusted her breasts, making her cleavage prominent. She posed for me, her wrists bent, long, glued-on nails flashing. “Nice?”  

    “Very nice.”  

    She came over by me. Her perfume wafted into my nose. Her hair was across her forehead with a jeweled clip holding it to the side. “So, let’s do that lovely hair and makeup first.” She ran her hand through my hair. “C’mon.”  

    We went into the bathroom. She styled my hair and dried it. Gelled it, sprayed it, and perfumed it. Then my makeup and glued on and painted fake fingernails. She painted my toenails. I looked in the mirror. My face wasn’t me anymore. I was a radically hot woman.  

    She tugged me into the bedroom, and I sat on the bed. “You need to take the towel off, honey, and get dressed. I’ll help. Don’t worry, it’s just us gurls.” She smiled.  

    I took the towel off and sat there. I looked on the bed.  

    “Stockings first, Jackie.”  

    I opened the package and took out the gossamer-thin suntan thigh-highs. I slid the first one up my leg. Oh, my god, was it sexy! I slid the second one up. My cock grew spontaneously.  

    Michaela laughed. “Better put your panties on, hun, or I might not be able to resist sucking that thing.”  

    I glared at her and said, “No way.” I slid my panties on.  

    “Why not? Oh well, don’t worry. I’ll try to be good.” She wrapped the bra around me and clasped it. She held the straps for me to put my arms though. Then she slid the silicone forms into them and made my cleavage. I looked down at them. I had a woman’s chest! I throbbed in my panties.  

    “Feels nice doesn’t it, Jackie? Turning yourself into what looks like a gorgeous woman whom you’d love to fuck.” She slapped my bottom and handed me the dress.  

    I slid the cream-colored, silky, flared-hem minidress over the silky stockings and put my arms through. I adjusted the straps and my cleavage. I sat down and slipped on the silver, strappy stilettos and stood.  

    I walked to the mirror. It felt sooo good in the short stride the high heels forced—sexy, vulnerable, yet powerful somehow. My earrings dangled and flitted about my ears. The short dress and everything else made me want to fuck myself. I was hot. I was sexy. “Shit!”  

    “What’s wrong, baby?” Michaela asked as she ran a hand over my hair.  

    “I’m fucking hot. I can’t look like this!”  

    “Why?”  

    “I want to fuck myself, and so will everyone else. No way I can go to that meeting next week.”  

    She ran her hand on circles on my ass. “It doesn’t mean you’re going to fuck yourself or let anyone else do it, either, does it? I mean, all girls have that problem if they’re pretty, don’t they?”  

    “I guess.” I stared at us in the mirror. She was gorgeous too. Her hand continued caressing my bottom. I turned to face her. Her hand rubbed my cock in my panties. I didn’t stop her. She took my hand, put it on her cock, and pressed it. I grabbed it and wrapped the fabric of her dress around it. It wasn’t in her panties. I stroked it. My heart was racing. I was so turned on by this.  

    She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and breathed her hot breath in my ear. “That feels lovely. Let me take yours out of your panties so you can see how good it feels.”  

    My breasts heaved as I drew in a large breath. She slid her hand under my dress, slid the panties under my shaved balls, and let the dress fall on my cock. She wrapped the silky dress around it and stroked me. It felt incredible.  

    I started to hump into her hand. “Oh, Michaela, huh, uh, god, this feels too good.”  

    “That’s it, baby, let it go for me. Squirt your girly cock in your dress.”  

    I was so close. I had to stop. What was I doing letting another guy jerk me off like this? I wasn’t gay! I pulled myself away from her and took her hand off me. “No. Stop.” I caught my breath.  

    “You okay, Jackie?”  

    “I need a drink. This is too much. I wasn’t planning on feeling all of this. I’m not gay, but I had my hand around your cock and yours around mine. The worst part is, I was thrilled.” I let out a frustrated huff and shook my head.  

    She ran a soft hand against my cheek. “It’s okay, princess. Let’s have a drink and eat.”  

    She called me princess. And I felt like I was. I felt like some sort of sissy princess—feminine, submissive, longing to fulfill my desires. I walked into the kitchen, my cock flailing under the silky dress with each step, making me even hornier and more sensual. What was I doing? 
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    I took the food out of the oven and put it on plates. It was just some left-over pot roast and vegetables. We sat at the table and ate and drank. My hard cock wouldn’t let me forget how good this was feeling. Each time I crossed my legs under the table or moved in my seat or looked at Michaela as she ate delicately, her nails flashing, her eyes smiling up at me, or I realized I had gorgeous cleavage and heavy breasts tugging on my chest and shoulders, I was aroused. Everything about this aroused me.  

    I feared for my sanity, my masculinity, my heterosexuality. I was simultaneously in heaven and hell. What had I done?  

    A soft hand was placed on mine. “Are you okay, Jackie? I know this can be intense. Especially the first time.”  

    I took a deep breath and having finished eating, put my fork and knife down and sat back. I moved the chair to the side and bounced one leg over the other, feeling the sensuality of my stockings caressing me.  

    “Yeah, it’s intense all right. That’s an understatement.” I sipped my drink and looked at her. “And to top it off, we did gay things.”  

    “That again?”  

    “Yeah. We touched each other on our cocks. That’s gay.”  

    “If we were guys. Don’t girls touch each other?”  

    “We’re not girls.”  

    “I beg to differ. Guys don’t get hard looking at other guys, unless they’re gay, right? We got hard looking at our feminine images, not our male images.  

    “True.” I poured some more martinis.  

    “You got hard looking at your sexy, feminine, other side. You got hard looking at me as a sexy girl. Not at a guy. We’re like two girls this way, see?”  

    I took a deep breath. I guess she had a point, but it seemed so wrong. I still had a cock under my dress.  

    She took my hand and held it in both of hers. She gazed lovingly into my eyes. “Stop the labeling. Gay, bi, hetero—who cares? Why can’t we just be who we are and enjoy what this brings? Your body’s reacting to it because it’s natural. It’s what’s inside of us. We’re sensual beings, and nothing is more sensual than doing this. Relax, enjoy it. Stop questioning yourself and go with the flow.”  

    She had such concern on her face. She rubbed her thumb on the back of my hand. I melted looking at her. I was so attracted to her, and she was being so understanding and loving.  

    She leaned toward me, and I smelled her sweetness as she gently gave me a soft kiss on my forehead. She ran her hand lightly over my head. “It’s okay.”  

    I nodded.  

    “That a girl. Now, let’s go out!”  

    “What? Like this? Someone might recognize us.”  

    “Hmm, I don’t think so, princess. You look nothing like you did this morning, and neither do I.”  

    “But then guys will hit on us.”  

    “And we can turn them down like girls always do to us when we dress and act like guys and approach them.”  

    She stood and took my hand. “Load your purse. We’re going out. We’re going out for the next meeting anyway, so we may as well try it now, shouldn’t we? It’s our homework to practice. I promise I’ll fend off all the boys, and it’ll just be the two of us. Two girls having fun.”  

    She was right. No one would recognize us this way. The way I felt, I had to try it and see. I slung my purse over my shoulder. My heart pounded in my ears as I followed her out the door.
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    Instead of going to the sports bar by the campus, we went to the dance club. The music thumped a throbbing, tribal beat. A beat that screamed sex. We made it past the ID check and blended into the crowd of women dressed for picking up guys and the guys trying to find a girl to fuck.  

    We looked around for some seats. The bar was jammed, tables full. We maneuvered through the crowd, and I felt guys’ hands brush my bottom and sometimes pat it lightly. Things I did when I was in a crowd like this as a guy. We worked our way toward the back.  

    In a dark corner there was a small booth that two couples were leaving. We dashed over to it and made our claim as they left. Michaela snuggled in the booth next to me and held my arm tightly to her. “Isn’t this great? Being here like this and feeling this nice?”  

    I felt so sensual and sexy. I’d never felt this nice going to a club to be shot down by every girl. I leaned into her and said, “Yes, ridiculously nice and very, very strange.”  

    The waitress took our order. Michaela rested her hand on my leg. I rested my hand on her hand. It was nice to touch and be touched.  

    Her affection for me passed into me as she rubbed my stockinged thigh and gazed into my eyes. “You’re lovely. Thank you for coming out with me tonight.”  

    “Oh, well, thank you. I have to ask, does your hard-on ever go away? This is all so sensual; I don’t know if I’ll be able to pee.” I laughed.  

    She smiled. “I know. I was the same way when I started dressing. Once you become more used to it, though, it lessens. Like now I don’t have one.” She slid her hand onto my lap and grabbed my cock through the silky dress. “But feeling yours, mine’s growing now. Mmm, you’re so hot.”  

    Her hand felt nice caressing me. I fought with myself on whether to let her continue or not. What was right and what was wrong? It felt so good—how could it be wrong?  

    Our drinks arrived. I held my pomegranate martini up to toast hers. “To two girls on a night out.”  

    She squeezed my cock tight. I slid her hand off my lap. “And to me not messing up my new dress.”  

    We clinked delicately and sipped. We watched people dancing. The girls looked so sexy with their moves, minidresses showing their shapely legs, their high heels making them look like princesses on a ballroom floor. I studied how they moved. Much different than the way the guys did—so clumsily, trying to be manly.  

    I waved to the waitress and ordered us some shooters and another round. “We may as well catch a buzz, right, Michaela?” I put my hand on her silky thigh. It was as if she were my date and a hot date at that. She placed her hand on mine and had me slide my hand above her stockings and then down to her knee, then back again, showing me how she liked it.  

    Her hot breath warmed my ear as she said, “Mmm, honey, that feels lovely. I’m hard now. Ever dance with a hard-on under your dress in front of a crowd?”  

    I swelled and throbbed thinking about it and how secret and sensual it would be. “Michaela, you’re the devil. I’ll never be able to pee.”  

    She laughed. “Just think about some algorithms or baseball when you need to. That works for me when I need it. Dance?”  

    I slung my purse over my shoulder. “Why not?”  

    We glided out of the booth and onto the dance floor. The lights spun and flashed, making us look like we were stopping in poses as the beat drove our bodies to sway and prance, touching each other and watching as we each seduced the other. My cock flailed uncontrollably beneath the silky dress, and as the tip flicked the fabric, it sent a twitch of delight through me.  

    We danced a few dances until I couldn’t take it anymore, again afraid I’d mess my dress, so I took Michaela by the hand back to our booth where our drinks waited for us.  

    We slid in together, our thighs touching deliciously. Michaela looked at the shooter. A semen-looking substance at the bottom. Vodka on top. “What did you order?”  

    I laughed. “Couldn’t help it. It’s called a blowjob.”  

    “I’ll take one of those!” She laughed and picked it up. “Or gladly give one too.” She winked.  

    I could imagine getting a BJ from her now. I could almost imagine giving her one too. I touched my shot to hers. “Couldn’t agree more.” I clinked her glass and shot it down. Mmm. It was nice not having to drink guy drinks. These were like dessert.  

    What was I saying? ‘Couldn’t agree more’ to sucking her cock? Eh, who gives a shit, right? I was a horny slut. We snuggled together in the booth, sipping our martinis, watching the crowd. I stroked Michaela’s cock through her dress. I loved how good it made her feel and how nice it felt in my hand, especially when she’d throb.  

    She breathed in my ear. “I want to fuck you, suck you, and then have you fuck me. This is wonderful.”  

    “Mmm.” I slid my cheek against hers and kissed her lips lightly. I couldn’t imagine us doing all she said, but somehow, I could. I held two fingers up to the waitress for two more drinks as she passed. I had to stop my heart from racing. I had to relax.  

    We finished our drinks, and the next round as well, sitting, caressing, feeling, touching, being intimately joined in this space of sensuality. Two animals.  

    My heart stopped racing. I began to relax. I looked at my lovely Michaela, love in her eyes. I wondered if I looked the same to her. I had passed over the threshold of impossibility to a lack of control of my feelings. I realized I had to pee so bad.  

    “Honey,” I said to Michaela, “I need to pee.” I grabbed my purse.  

    “I’ll go too baby. Let me pay the bill and we can go home.” She waved to the waitress and quickly took care of it.  

    In the sweetly scented ladies room with flowers on the counter and real towels in a basket, I sat on the toilet to pee. I heard Michaela next to me. She finished and went to the counter. I pushed down on my cock trying to make it shrink. I thought of baseball, but it didn’t help.  

    A knock came on my stall. “Okay in there, Jackie?”  

    “Uh, having a little trouble peeing. Sorry.”  

    “Open the door, baby.”  

    I did. She had towels in her hand. She locked the stall and took me by the hand. “Stand up.” I did.  

    She put the towels on the floor and knelt on them. She looked up at me with those beautiful made-up eyes as her hand slid under my dress and grabbed my cock. I lifted my dress to see her take it in her mouth. She bobbed her head on it furiously, her hair flying about her head, all the while looking up at me, running her tongue around my cock, tugging on my shaved balls.  

    “Ungh, god, Michaela, huh, huh...I’m...” I thrust through her tight hand and shot one load after another into her mouth. I was having my cock sucked by her and loving it. It felt so good. I’d never know she had one under her dress.  

    With the last body-shaking eruptions into her mouth, my knees began to get weak, and when I was done, she pulled off. I tucked it into my panties. The monkey was gone. It began to shrink.  

    She smiled and kissed me on the lips. I tasted my come on her tongue. “Now you can pee, baby.” She left the stall.  

    I sat, and soon enough I peed, and peed, and peed. The relief was incredible. I stood, pulled my panties up, went to the counter, and washed my hands. I looked in the mirror. I was a girl, but was I? I looked deeply into my eyes. They were my eyes. I could almost see the boy behind them. No, if I looked closely, I did see the boy behind them. I was a guy, not a girl.  

    My focus shifted back to my face, hair, makeup, lipstick, my clothes. Oh my god!  

    A hand was on my shoulder. “You okay, Jackie?”  

    “Uh, I, uh…”  

    “Don’t worry. You’re just having second thoughts. You just came dressed as a girl in the way only a guy can come. Your brain is fighting with you, and you’ve had a lot to drink. You’ll feel better later.”  

    “I just want to go home and take all of this girls’ shit off.”  

    “No, you can’t yet. But let’s go home and get you into some nice nightclothes.”  

    When we entered my place, I ran into my bedroom, stripped and went into the shower. I washed the makeup and everything off. I dried my hair, looking in the mirror. Shit! I had a woman’s haircut, long nails, women’s ear piercings, and a man’s body. A freak!  

    I went into my bedroom. Michaela had changed into a very sexy, short black nightgown with thigh-high suntan, stay-up stockings, strappy heels, and a very revealing, clingy pair of panties. “Here,” she said as she held out a similar outfit for me, but in pink. “The pink one will make you feel pretty again.”  

    I shook my head. “I can’t.”  

    “You have to. Just get past this point and do it. Put aside your male ego and trust me.”  

    I took it from her and sat on the bed. I slipped it on. It felt nice even without the hard-on. She handed me the same kind of suntan hold-ups as hers, and a pair of heels. “These, too, then we can relax with some wine on the couch, and you’ll feel better.”  

    I slid the sheer, sensual stockings up and put the heels on. I throbbed slightly in my panties. She was right. I felt better.  

    Two glasses of wine each, watching a chick flick streaming on TV as we cuddled and touched, I was beside myself again with desire. Michaela shut the TV off. “It’s been a very busy day, honey. Time for you to get some beauty sleep.” She lifted me by the hand and led me to my bedroom.  

    We slid into bed together, our legs wrapped over each other’s, embracing and kissing, fondling, loving each other. I had never felt so in love with someone. She fed my life force.  

    I slid down to suck her cock. I held it and looked at it in the dim light of the lamp. It was large, hard, oozing from the tip. I wrapped my lips around it and flicked the tip.  

    She put her hand on my head. “Oh, baby, yes. Mmm, yes.”  

    She slid around and moved her head between my legs. She took my cock in her mouth. We both sucked and flicked in time with each other. I savored the sensations of her mouth on me and even more so, how good it felt to suck her cock. The way she responded and how good I made her feel was driving me to want her to come in my mouth.  

    As I increased my fervor on her cock, so did she on mine. We were as one, in time and synchronized in a dance of pleasure. Soon we held each other’s heads in our hands and fucked each other’s faces.  

    “Ungh, god, Jackie, uh yeah, baby, I’m coming!”  

    We both shot into each other’s mouths, whimpering in a frenzy of thrusts and body spasms. When it finally subsided, we let our cocks rest in each other’s mouths until they shrank back to little nothings.  

    I crawled up to her and wrapped my arms around her, my silky leg over hers. I kissed her on the lips and stuffed my tongue into her mouth and tasted our mingled semen.  

    She whispered in my ear. “I love you, Jackie.”  

    “I love you too.”  

    What was wrong with me? I was gay now and on top of that, dressed like woman. I’d never be a man again. I’d just be a freak. I was too drained of energy to think about it and fell fast asleep in Michaela’s loving arms, feeling my love for her. 
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    I woke with a woodie, feeling the silky nightclothes I was wearing, thinking about sucking Michaela’s cock and how much I wanted to.  

    I had to get rid of the sexuality of this to see what it was like without it. Was there anything else, or was the sexuality all part and parcel of it? What was it like to be feminized and not sexual? Did it feel good? I felt like a freak before, after I came at the club. Would it always be that way?  

    When would I get used to it? Used to the sensuality and be able to relax without a monkey on my back.  

    I needed a libido killer. Orgasm is one, but it doesn’t last. I slid out of bed and into the kitchen where Michaela was dressed and making breakfast.  

    “I hope you don’t mind,” she said, smiling at me as she stood there in her heels and denim minidress. She looked so pretty. “I thought I’d make us some breakfast.”  

    I sat at the table. “No, I don’t mind, thanks. I’m starving. Did you sleep well?”  

    “Yes, it was lovely being with you in bed all night. I almost sucked your cock while you were sleeping, though.” She laughed.  

    “Yeah, I think that’s a problem. I mean, I want to do the same. It seems like I’ve become somewhat of a slut. I want to see what it would be like to not be horny and still be fully feminized. Is that possible? What’s it like?”  

    She put plates of eggs, bacon, and toast in front of us and poured orange juice. She sat and looked at me, nodding. “It’s possible. Been there, done that. It’s very nice. Just feeling feminine and pretty is lovely. You just need to get a little caught up on the lack of sex you’ve had for so long. Then I have a solution that will keep you from having sex, and you can see how it is.”  

    I ate ravenously, watching Michaela as she held her little finger out while sipping her juice, leaving a tiny lipstick mark on the glass. She nibbled her toast.  

    I stopped my feeding frenzy and followed her more genteel lead. It felt nice. I loved the look of my long, painted nails holding the juice glass.  

    I took a deep breath. “Let’s do it then. I want that.”  

    “Okay then. Why don’t we stay at my place for the rest of the week? You can pack your things up, and then we can use my place for a base. I have the things we’ll need there.”  

    “Things?”  

    “Yeah, after you’re caught up enough, we can both use them, and we won’t have our cocks getting in the way of things.” She grinned. 
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    We ate breakfast, showered and shaved, did our makeup, dressed, and packed. By the time I was done dressing, I was hard as a rock in my panties and in a bad place again, wanting what I didn’t want to want right then.  

    We took our things to Michaela’s place. It was a house off the beaten path, private and gorgeous. We unpacked out things, hers into her room and mine into a spare room. I hung up my dresses and skirts, wanting to try them all on. I lined my shoes up on the floor in the closet. Panties, bras, and things into the drawers.  

    Michaela came into my room wearing a black corset with sheer black gartered stockings attached, strappy black stilettos, and her gel breast-forms forcing out creamy white cleavage. Her sheer black flowing robe swept the floor. Her cock was hard under sheer black panties. “Ready?” she asked as she ran her hands over my shoulders, caressing them.  

    “Uh, I thought we were going to get rid of this sex drive.”  

    “We are. By feasting and gluttony for a while, and then we can put ourselves into lockdown. You’ll see.”  

    “Feasting and gluttony?”  

    Her hand slid under my skirt and grabbed me. “Oh yeah. Now get dressed for bed, baby. We’re not getting out of it until we solve the problem.”  

    I put on an outfit like hers and was ready for anything. If doing this got rid of the problem, then that was what we needed to do. Besides, I couldn’t resist her plan.  

    We both slid onto the black satin sheets. She wrapped her arms around me and slid her silky stockinged leg between mine. She slid up until we both of our cocks were slipping and sliding on each other’s thighs.  

    We took our time relishing the sensations. Our breasts pressed against each other; we reveled in the sweet smells of perfumed bodies as our hot mouths sucked on each other’s tongues and breathed hot breaths into each other’s ears.  

    I nibbled her earlobe around her earrings. She ran her tongue in circles on my neck. Our cocks slid against each other’s silky thighs and left wet trails on our stockings.  

    Her hands grabbed my bottom fiercely as she pressed herself into my leg harder. “Oh baby, Jackie, are you as ready as I am for the first one?” Her breath came in gasps.  

    I humped her thigh. “Uh, huh, yes. Oh, god, baby.”  

    We both came as our bodies clenched to each other, humping and grinding and shooting wet cream all over our legs. After a few moments, my cock shrank.  

    “I feel better,” I said. “Not so horny. I want to take all this girls’ shit off. 

    “Not yet, baby. We need to do it again. You relax.”  

    Michaela slid down as I lay on my back, my head on the pillow. She took my limp cock into her hot mouth. She ran her tongue around it and sucked it gently. In a matter of a minute or two, I was hard in her mouth.  

    She took my hands and put them on her head. She looked up at me longingly. “Squeeze my head tight and fuck my face. I want you to shoot it down my throat.” She took it all into her mouth as she gazed up at me with her made-up eyes, her painted lips wrapped around it. I watched as my cock slid out to the tip, then slowly disappeared in her face. She nodded and winked at me. She was gorgeous with my cock fucking her face slowly and her looking up at me like that.  

    I penetrated her lips slowly for a long while, enjoying the warm wetness and her tongue racing around my cock. She began flicking the tip of it, and it made me shudder with each flick. I couldn’t take it anymore and squeezed her head tight as I fucked her face mercilessly, as fast as I could go. Her eyes widened and I held her head tight. “Ungh, fuck, Michaela. I’m coming.”  

    I shot the load into her, my body spasming with each wonderful gush I shoved into her. Finally, I was done. I tried to take it out. She wrapped her hand around my cock and balls and squeezed, tugging it all toward her. “No, just let it sit there. I know there’s another yet.” She took my shaved balls into her hot mouth and rolled them around as she looked up at me. The sensation was luscious. 

    I fell back onto my pillow and closed my eyes. I relaxed as she slopped my soft meat around in her mouth. I imagined what she had done to me and imagined it was me doing it to her. I hardened in her mouth again and after a few minutes, I had an almost dry but wonderful orgasm in her mouth. She slurped off it and slid up by me on the bed.  

    “See? Better.” She slid against my leg, her cock hard. “Now just lie there for me so I can catch up. Doing that for you made me so horny.”  

    She humped my leg and came quickly. We dozed off and when we woke, she was sucking me and I her. After that, we were both done. 

    We lay there a while, just resting. After we both came around again, she wrapped her fingers around my limp cock and tugged. I said, “Oh my god, Michaela. I can’t do it anymore.”  

    “Good girl. Me either. Now let’s shower and get dressed to go out for dinner. First, you and I will put something on that we might not be able to put on later.” She winked and hopped out of bed.  

    She came back in holding two very small chrome things with locks on them. “A cock cage?” I asked.  

    “Yes.” She put mine on me and locked it, and then she did hers. “See, now they can’t be erections anymore.”  

    I was jammed into the tiny space, and the ring wrapped around my balls and was locked to the chrome tip. It looked strange and erotic. “Think this will work?”  

    “Well, you’re not hard now, and neither am I, and it can’t get very big, right? I always wanted to try these, and now you’ve given me a reason to.”  

    “I guess.” I shook the cage on me and rattled the lock. It was secure.  

    Michaela said, “I have something else for the only remaining sexual thing you have. We have to shower first, and then we’ll both use them as well. Then they’ll be no way to have sex of any kind.”  

    “Remaining thing? What? My mouth?”  

    “You’ll see.” 
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    Michaela showed me how to use the shower attachment and clean myself out. I felt fresh and clean once we were done. We dressed in simple, short spring dresses with flared hems that would even cover a hard-on, which we couldn’t have now. We wore sheer suntan thigh-high stockings and high wedge shoes that matched our dresses. Our breasts looked nice in the dresses’ halter tops. When we were about ready to leave, Michaela came in with a bottle of lube and two pink toys of some sort.  

    “Okay Jackie. Now to shut off the last way for you to have sex. On your knees.” She held the plug. 

    “That’s going in my ass?”  

    “You bet.”  

    “Uh, I never did that before. Besides, isn’t shoving things in your ass gay?”  

    “So? Had you already done anything we’ve been doing so far? On your knees, face on your hands.”  

    I did as she asked. She lifted my dress, pulled aside my panties, and something wet and cold pushed against me. “Relax now and let it go in. It won’t hurt if you relax.”  

    I tried as she kept pressing on and off, and finally it began to slide in. She gave it a shove to the hilt. Then it vibrated—it actually felt good. She put my panties back in place and dropped my dress. I stood up.  

    She smiled at me. “I already have mine in. Nice, huh?”  

    “Maybe too nice. I think this might be self-defeating.”  

    “Why? You can’t jerk your cock or mine, and we can’t suck each other. We can’t have sex via our asses. Sounds like we are the poster girls of chastity now, right?”  

    “Poster girls. Ha ha.”  

    I could see it. I laughed some more, thinking about standing in our dresses with the hems lifted, smiling while showing our cages and butt plugs. “I guess you’re right; there isn’t much we could do sexually this way.”  

    “See? Michaela is always right, girl. Good. Now you can have your wish, and we can just enjoy being feminized. Let’s go have a nice dinner.” She grabbed me by the hand and tugged as I grabbed my purse off the counter on the way out, both of us clomping in our wedge shoes out the door.  

    Michaela drove as I sat and took in the sensations surrounding my body. This was even more intense than before. I felt I had taken a step backwards now. My cock was trying to bust free of the cage. I crossed my legs and felt the silky stockings as they glided across each other. I adjusted my breast forms for maximum cleavage, enjoying the sight of my inviting breasts.  

    We arrived at a fine restaurant, and the valet took the car away. I walked in with the plug caressing me with each step. We were seated and ordered martinis.  

    Michaela’s hand slid along my thigh. “Nice? Feel feminine?”  

    I shook my head at her. “Feel like I need to come again but can’t. I don’t think this was such a good idea.”  

    “Oh, relax.” She lifted her drink to me. “More new experiences. Get used to it. We’re wearing these for a while.”  

    “What’s a while?”  

    “A few days.  

    “A few days of the plug?”  

    “Oh, that can be taken in and out as needed. The cages stay, though, until after the next club meeting.”  

    My eyes popped open wide. “No!”  

    “Yes. I have the keys, remember? You’ll be fine. It’ll open new doors for you.”  

    “I’ve opened enough new doors.” I leaned into her and whispered, “I’ve sucked cock, had my cock sucked by a guy, humped a guy’s leg and came on his stockings, jerked a guy off and been jerked off by a guy. I’m gay now, for Christ’s sake. Some hobby.”  

    “But there is another door yet that you have to experience to complete the tour. Don’t worry, you’ll be more than ready by the next meeting. She winked and ran a silky hand over my thigh. She leaned in for a kiss.  

    I took a deep breath looking at her. She was lovely. What did I have to lose except my self-image? Besides, it was all reversible. I kissed her on the lips lightly. “I hope this works out okay.”  

    “Hasn’t it been nice so far?”  

    It had been. I gazed into her eyes, I felt a love for her for taking me on this journey. I had never felt so alive. I kissed her lips again. “I think I love you, Michaela. I promise to try to be open to whatever you think I need.” 
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    The next few days were different, to say the least. Cage on, my body shaved smooth, cleaned out, and wearing a plug, fully feminized. The strategy to take my mind off sex hadn’t worked. We went for walks just so we could feel the plugs as they massaged and titillated.  

    “So, we can be done with the cage and the plug after the party? Why not before? Please?” I begged Michaela.  

    “Oh, please. You want to win, don’t you?”  

    “Win? Win what?”  

    “Elisa has a prize for the winner of this week’s coming-out meeting for all the girls. The best one gets a free electrolysis so you’d never have to shave your face again.”  

    “Doesn’t matter much to me. I don’t have much.”  

    “Me either. But the fun part is the celebration. The winner becomes the queen for the night and is served by the rest of the group. You know, the royal treatment.”  

    “Big deal. A back room of the sports bar. What could be so special about being queen for the night?”  

    “The sports bar is only the meeting place to start the meeting, have drinks and some food. Then we go to Elisa’s house.”  

    “How do you know all of this?”  

    “It was in the email.”  

    “Uh, no wonder. I haven’t looked at email since I turned into a nymphomaniac.”  

    “That’s okay. Now you know. Elisa knows how to take care of the queen. She gets her ready for the ceremony, and then all the others take part.  

    “What happens?”  

    “I’m not sure, but she said in the email that the queen shall be well taken care of and given everyone’s ultimate tribute. She’ll be elected based on everyone’s votes for the sexiest, most fuckable girl. I think you’ll win.”  

    “Hmm, I guess we should try for it at least, right? Better than being with the masses as a loser.”  

    “That’s the attitude. You sure look fuckable. Especially the way you walk with that plug and how inviting you make your ass when you walk that way.”  

    “Stop. No one’s going to fuck me.”  

    “The prize is for the one they’d want to the most. Or the couple. We at least have to play the part until you win. Then you can stop.”  

    “Right. Okay. Girls do that all the time, right? Tease and stop.”  

    Yeah, right, who was I kidding? I swelled in my cage and wriggled my ass on the plug at the thought of being fuckable and following through with it.  

    “Right. Just tease and stop.” Michaela giggled. We walked back to our car with my plug stimulating me and making me think of having a real cock in there with a passionate and excited guy thrusting and filling me with his cock and semen.  

    Here I was wanting to be in a contest of guys dressed like girls, to see if I was the most fuckable. I’ll be wearing a vibrating butt plug and trying my best to be seductive, sensual, and sexy in order to have someone want to shove their velvety, stiff, and wonderful cock in my longing ass then fill me with their precious semen. Oh my god, how badly I wanted it. I had to win.  

    The thoughts swelled me so much in my cage that my dick hurt. I oozed from the tip into my panties. I never wanted anything more. What the hell was I doing? I couldn’t resist thinking about it and longing for it. I had to have it.  

    I slid into the passenger seat, pressing my bottom against my plug, making it go deeper while it hummed gently.  

    Michaela took my hand on the console and looked into my eyes. “One more stop for outfits for us, and we can get ready for tonight’s meeting.”  

    “Outfits? Don’t we have enough clothes to choose from?”  

    “I’m thinking we should match and have a theme. You’ll see. It’ll be fun.” 
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    We shopped and ate lunch. Then we cleaned up, showered, primped, and dressed. Michaela had found us matching cat outfits. V-necks for maximum cleavage; short, flared crinoline skirts; strappy, blingy stilettos—hers in black, mine in pink to match our dresses. We both wore matching cat ears on our hair and did our makeup bold and slutty. We bejeweled and perfumed ourselves.  

    My hands were shaking as I put on the finishing touch. A butt plug with a cat’s tail that swung back and forth as it bent up and out from under the hem of the dress. Each step made them swing from one side to the other, tugging at the hidden insertion point seductively. We held each other’s arms looking in the mirror at our finished outfits.  

    Michaela held my arm with both her hands as we shook with nervousness. “You look wonderful, Jackie. Pussy Jackie and Pussy Michaela, ready for our coming out. I’m oozing in my cage right now. Are you ready?”  

    I stared at us. We were soo hot-looking. Our tails invited thoughts of how they were attached and what it meant. And our couple’s entry, our names reflecting our outfits and what we were—pussies waiting to be filled.  

    I turned and kissed her on the forehead so as not to mess her lipstick. I gazed lovingly into her gorgeous eyes and ran a hand over her silky hair. “I’m as ready as I ever will be. I never wanted anything more than this. I don’t know what’s happened to me, but I’ve fallen in love with my new hobby and with you. Thank you. I want you. I need you.”  

    Tears welled in Michaela’s eyes as she nodded and choked out, “I love you too.” She turned back to the mirror and we both took one last look. “Okay, baby, Let’s go win and be queens for the night.” 
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    We arrived at the sports bar. When we entered and made our way to the back room, we were given hoots and wolf whistles, applause, and invitations for drinks. We smiled and waved, arm in arm, our tails swinging behind us as our mincing, high-heeled steps clicked on the tile floor. We swung our hips and tails.  

    In the back room were the other girls. All of them were pretty and passable as women, looking very sexy and feminine. They wore clubbing dresses and high heels, makeup and lovely hair fitting their faces. It smelled wonderful from all the perfume, and they were chatting in small groups, sipping their drinks daintily.  

    They all did a double-take as we maneuvered our way to stand at the bar and order our drinks. Elisa, the president of the club, watched us approach.  

    Her eyes popped open wide, and her teeth flashed a huge smile. “Girls! You look stunning. Are those cat outfits?” She tugged on my tail gently. “Oh my, sturdily attached as well. Might that be a plug? Lovely. It shows desire and openness to being penetrated. How creative. Love the sissy pink on you, Jackie.”  

    My face flushed. “Thanks,” I said sheepishly.  

    She turned to Michaela. “The black is sexy on you, dear. I assume you’re the leader of you two.”  

    “Thank you, I’m Pussy Michaela, and this is Pussy Jackie. We want to win,” Michaela said while I ordered our martinis.  

    Elisa said, “I think you will, girls.” She looked down at the front of our dresses. She moved her hand toward mine. “May I?”  

    “Uh, I suppose so.”  

    She looked into my eyes and reached under my dress. She grabbed the cage. “Ah, good idea. Keeps it down. Reduces masculinity greatly too.” She reached under Michaela’s, grabbed it and smiled. “You girls are two peas in a pod. How long have you two been wearing them?”  

    “The whole darn week,” I said.  

    Our drinks arrived, and we picked them up.  

    Elisa raised her drink from the bar. “Then let’s toast to you two winning tonight. You certainly deserve an A for effort and looks. You’re probably the most ready to be queens after all that chastity time and very deserving of tributes from the others. Good luck, dears.”  

    She clinked our glasses and we all sipped. She said, “I must go mingle now with the other girls.”  

    “Tributes?” I asked Michaela.  

    “Yes, the ultimate compliment. You’ll see.”  

    We sipped our drinks and ate appetizers and snacks while we walked around and chatted with the other girls. It was amazing to be a member of this very special group, and it made me feel a part of a family in a way. All the girls were very nice and complimentary as well as very fuckable, as far as I could see. I mean, if I were a guy and met girls like any of them, I’d want them.  

    After our second drink, it was time for voting. Elisa went around the room passing out slips of paper. When she was done, she went to the bar and caught everyone’s attention.  

    “Girls. Girls? It’s time to vote. Please come up to me as a single, or a couple, and tell everyone your name and what you liked most about your experience this week. Now remember the prizes, and in case anyone isn’t aware of it, I’ll be having the winners over my house for everyone to join in giving them tribute as the queens they have become. Remember the vote is for which girl or girls are the most fuckable. You girls that aren’t joining us for the tribute should still vote.”  

    We weren’t far from her, and Michaela tugged my hand to go to her. Elisa said, “Oh no, girls. I’m saving the best for last.”  

    She motioned to a girl by her who walked over sheepishly and said, “My name is Candy, and I loved the sensuality and being able to feel so feminine and sexy.” She pressed on the front of her dress by her crotch. “It’s so pleasant and…well, you know. I can’t help enjoying it.” She giggled and covered her mouth with her other hand.  

    “Thank you, Candy. You can go back now. And you, miss?” She called over another and then continued until they were all done.  

    When it was our turn she introduced us herself. She placed a hand on each of our shoulders as we faced the crowd. “This is Pussy Jackie in her pretty pink dress and Pussy Michaela.”  

    We nodded at the others as we scanned the audience.  

    Elisa continued. “I feel these girls have gone above and beyond in capturing the essence of feminization. They have disabled their male parts...” She lifted the front of our dresses, showing our caged cocks in their ruffled crotchless panties. “...and have refrained from using them for the entire week.”  

    There were whispers and gasps from the audience as they all looked at our chrome-plated prisons.  

    Elisa had us turn around and face away from the audience. She lifted the backs of our dresses and grabbed our cat tails. “Furthermore, these girls have gone above and beyond by showing us their willingness to be penetrated, as their cat tails are showing us. Willingness is another attribute of fuckability, is it not? Don’t let me influence your vote, but I certainly think these girls would be the most deserving recipients of your tributes tonight.”  

    She let go of our dresses, and we turned back. The crowd was grinning, and some held their purses pressed against the front of their dresses. They moved nervously on their heels, and their eyes were wide. Grins and whispers filled the room.  

    Elisa moved in front of us. “Now if everyone would place your vote for which girl, or girls, would be the most exciting, and most willing to have a cock stuck in them, and place the vote in the hat on the table. Then we can move on.”  

    They all milled about hurriedly. We placed our votes for ourselves in the hat. I wanted to win, but at the same time, I was afraid of what was happening to me and my sexuality. Michaela held my arm tight to her and nibbled her fingertips nervously as we both waited for the result.  

    Elisa took all the votes and counted them up. One of the piles grew. When she was done, she held them up and said. Congratulations! Pussy Jackie and Pussy Michaela, you are our honored queens for the night.  

    The crowd hooted and applauded. We looked at each other, holding hands. Michaela smiled and whispered to me, “Ready, little pussy?” 
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    We put Elisa’s address into our GPS, and Michaela followed the instructions. I was nervous as a bird in a house full of cats. I crossed and re-crossed my legs, pressing my bottom against the seat and driving the plug in. I imagined being fully satisfied and being finally able to relax. I held Michaela’s hand, and we drove in silence to Elisa’s.  

    Her house was an old Victorian in a beautiful neighborhood with big yards and old trees. We pulled around the back of the house, where there was plenty of parking. We walked to the front door.  

    Elisa greeted us. “Ah, if it isn’t the queens. Come in, ladies. I’ll show you to the ceremony room.”  

    She led us to a second-floor room with ceiling-to-floor windows; beams of moonlight flooded the room. She flipped a switch, and soft lighting from lamps and sconces and one overhead chandelier filled the room. I covered my mouth and stopped dead in my tracks as I took in the object in front of us.  

    “Don’t be nervous, ladies. It’s your throne.” Elisa smiled and tugged me by the hand over to the table. It was padded and covered in pink satin with lace trim. There were various adjustments on it. I ran my hand over the silky satin, then looked at Elisa. My confusion and fright must have shown.  

    “Don’t you worry your little pussy over it. You’ll see, it works very well for tributes. Now hop on, and I’ll set you up, Jackie.”  

    “What about Michaela?”  

    “She asked me to have you be the center of attention. She’s going to be your lady in waiting.” She nodded and tugged my hand.  

    I said to Michaela, “What? You already made arrangements?”  

    She nodded. “Yes, I knew where we’d be right now, and I spoke to Elisa last week, knowing we’d be here. She agreed to make this a special night for you.”  

    My heart raced in my chest. “You didn’t tell me? How could you keep it a secret?”  

    “Just get on the table. None of that matters. It’s your time to experience a new world. Then you can have your relief.”  

    I stared at the table with its padded restraints and adjustable sections. I imagined what might happen. I filled my cage. “I need a drink first.”  

    Elisa ran off as the other girls began to enter the room. Michaela ran her hand though my hair. “It’s okay, Jackie. Just relax and enjoy the ride. You’ll love it.” She kissed my lips.  

    “I just want you. You’ll do fine for me. Like before we wore the cages.”  

    “A lot good that did at relieving your desires. This will be more fulfilling. You need to be penetrated intimately and ravished like a woman. You’ll love it, you’ll see. I’ll be right here.”  

    Elisa brought over a pitcher of chilled martinis and glasses. I took a glass, and she poured one for me. I slugged it down and held out the glass. She refilled it. I shot it down. I held my glass out to her. 

    “No. You’re too small a girl for that much. You won’t enjoy yourself. Now get on the table, Pussy.”  

    I slid onto it and lifted my legs on. I slid back to lie against the raised head and back.  

    “Good girl, Jackie,” Elisa said as she secured my wrists near my face with the pink lacey and padded cuffs against the angled headboard. “Is that comfortable? Can you open your hands?”  

    My palms faced forward, and I showed her I could.  

    She felt my palms. “Mmm, nice and soft. They’ll love it.”  

    She lifted my one leg by the ankle and spread it to the side and back, clasping it shut and did the same to the other. I was now spread-eagled, my toes pointing in my stilettos, my crotchless, pantied bottom fully accessible. She did the same on the other side. My stockinged legs were now pulled back, with my knee by my ears. My heart pounded in my chest as I lay there like an offering to be used as a receptacle for semen.  

    She popped the plug out of me and handed it to Michaela. Elisa ran her hand over my hair and gazed into my eyes. “Are you a comfortable pussy?”  

    I nodded nervously. “Yes.”  

    “Good. Are you ready to experience a new world and reach a new level of satisfaction and pleasure?”  

    I nodded. 

    “Are you doing this of your own free will, voluntarily?”  

    “I am.”  

    Elisa turned to the others as they sipped drinks and watched. “Okay, girls! Time to pay tribute to the most fuckable girl amongst us, our queen, and your pussy to use, Pussy Jackie.  

    The alcohol had taken effect, slowing my heart rate and relaxing me. Michaela kissed my cheek and whispered in my ear, “You lucky girl. I love you.”  

    “I love you too.”  

    Elisa pulled the girls over to surround me, and Michaela lifted the dress of one and pulled her panties aside. Out popped a huge cock, and she tugged her by it to my left hand. She helped place it in my palm. I wrapped my fingers around it. The girl started to thrust into my fist. A second was placed in my other hand. I turned my head side to side, watching them fucking my fists. 

    When I turned back, there was another cock sticking out from a dress in front of my face. Ribbons decorated it under the shaved balls and over the hard cock, all of it framed by ruffled, crotchless black panties. I opened my mouth and closed my eyes. It smelled so sweet.  

    The tip touched my tongue and I tasted the first drop of salty cream. I wrapped my lips around it, and it began to thrust gently into my face. My tongue raced around the tip and shaft. I felt a long nailed hand on my head as a sweet moan came from the girl thrusting into me. I became lost in it.  

    I felt hands caressing my silken, stocking-covered legs as someone climbed aboard my table. They lifted my cage, and something warm and firm was pressing against my anus. I opened my eyes and looked around the cock in my mouth as a gorgeous girl was slipping her huge cock into me.  

    Semen shot over my face from the one in my right hand. At the same time the one in my mouth flooded me, and I greedily swallowed all I could. No sooner were they out, Michaela had others to take their place.  

    The one in my bottom was all the way in me, filling me and giving my body electric sensations rolling from my toes to my head. She leaned down, her hot breath on my face as she thrusted into me. “My queen, so glad you won. You’re so darn tight and sexy.”  

    I looked at her around the cock in my mouth. Her face was contorting as she squeezed my breasts and pounded into me over and over. She let out a whimper as she shoved it as far as it would go, making it seem it would come out my mouth. She came in body-wrenching spasms as did the one in my left hand and the one in my mouth.  

    I was oozing from my cage, so close to orgasm, but it just wasn’t tripping off. I was almost in heaven, but waiting at the door, wishing for entry. I moaned around the next cock in my mouth as another entered my bottom. I closed my eyes and fell into a trance-like state where each cock that touched me gave me the same feeling, no matter where it was. My hands, mouth, ass, all felt as if they were full of nerve endings and each capable of its own orgasm.  

    After some time, I don’t know how long, I reentered reality with Michaela kissing my face. “Now you can come, baby. It’s your turn.”  

    She thrust her cock into me, her dress slipping seductively against my now uncaged cock. I wrapped my now unrestrained arms around her. She pulled away from my face, and my hands slid to her bottom.  

    She thrusted, looking into my eyes as she stroked my cage-free cock between us. “Come for me, baby. I’m ready to.”  

    She grunted and whimpered as she entered and retreated. I looked into her eyes as she came inside of me, the two of us joined intimately, and I shot gobs and gobs of my semen over our dresses and stockings.  

    She collapsed upon me. I wrapped my arms around her. I started to drift into sleep as my ankles were released and placed on the table. 
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    I woke in a bed with Michaela. My hair was stiff with dried globs, my dress covered with hard, white stains like so many badges on a hero.  

    Michaela kissed my cheek. “Morning, sweetie.”  

    “Morning. Where are we?”  

    “At Elisa’s. We need to shower, and we have clothes to change into, and then we can eat.”  

    She tugged me by my hand out of bed and into the walk-in shower. She washed me as I held the walls, feeling the warm wetness engulf me. I felt her take me into her mouth, but I remained soft. She stood and kissed my lips lightly. “I think it worked.”  

    “I think it did. I feel relaxed, very much in my skin.”  

    “Me too. I’m happy for you.”  

    We shaved our bodies and gave each other a leisurely wash. We dried our hair. We had no makeup with us, but we put our earrings in. I looked at our reflections. Women’s faces, men’s breast-less chests. Somehow, though, I didn’t feel a freak. It was us. We were ourselves now.  

    I followed Michaela into the bedroom where she took our clothes from the closet.  

    “Jeans?” I held the pair she handed me.  

    “I thought you might not be in the mood for a full fem outfit. Just two girls relaxing.”  

    “Good idea.” I put my bra on with the forms and adjusted my cleavage. A white cotton blouse went well with the jeans. I slid on a pair of high-heel booties Michaela had bought for me when she planned all of this. I looked in the mirror. A casual look for a pretty girl.  

    I walked over to Michaela by the dresser as she sprayed perfume on. She spritzed some over her shoulder on my hair. I hugged her from behind, my head on her shoulder. “You planned this a while ago. How did you know it would work? It was before we met.”  

    “I could tell. You didn’t realize it, but I’ve been in your classes and watching you for a while. I asked Elisa for help, and we came up with the club.” You were different than the rest. I knew if I could give you courage, it would work and we’d be happy together.  

    “Together.” I released her, turned her to face me, and leaned back to look into her eyes. “Together. Two gay guys that dress like girls.”  

    “Jackie! Stop with the labels. Stop trying to put us into some kind of gender box like all the lemmings and righteous judges of people do. We are who we are. Don’t you feel nice? Isn’t being us nice?”  

    My eyes flitted across her face, her painted lips, soft skin, intelligent eyes. “Yeah, us is nice.”  

    “Good.” She took my hand. “Let’s go out and get some breakfast. We can thank Elisa on the way out.”  

    I held her hand as we made our way through the old mansion. I loved what we had now. I wanted to give her a gift.  

    We thanked Elisa and got in the car. I took Michaela’s hand and held it as I looked deep into her eyes. “I want to be with you. I want to give you a gift tonight too. Let’s go get us some new dresses and things for tonight, and I want to take you to dinner at the fanciest restaurant in town.”  

    Michaela flashed a beautiful smile. “Oh my, how nice. But won’t getting all dressed up so pretty make you horny again?”  

    I laughed. “I hope so, because then I want to fuck you silly, looking into your eyes, holding your ankles by your ears. But only after I’ve driven you crazy all through dinner and until I can’t wait anymore.” I rubbed her thigh.  

    She put her hand on mine and kissed my lips. “Oh, baby. I couldn’t have asked for more. I can’t wait.”  

  

  


 

   
      

      

    If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it, or blog it out. Thanks! 

    Barb and Thom 

    For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to: 

    Amazon: 

    http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/ 

    Don’t forget our website, which has more links to things you might like, as well as other places to get our works. 

    http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com  
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