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    It was my junior year of college when my stepsister transferred to my school and moved in with me. I was thrilled. She was a great sister, and we always had fun together even though we weren’t blood relatives. To top it off, she was one of the best-looking girls I knew.  
 
    She had been living with me for two months, and I had started doing what I used to do when we were kids. I thought I’d grown out of it, but I couldn’t resist it. One afternoon triggered a series of events that changed my life. 
 
    The door slammed. “Pat, I’m home!” Shelly yelled from the hallway. 
 
    My heart raced as I tried to jump to my feet from lying on the bed. I fell onto the floor as she came into my room, and her mouth dropped open. 
 
    “Pat! Is that you? What are you doing in my clothes?” 
 
    “I, uh, I’m sorry.” I stood up and smoothed the skirt of the dress. “I didn’t get them dirty. I’ll take it all off.” 
 
    Shelly came over to me and put her hand on my shoulder. “It’s okay. You look cute. Could use a little makeup and some other things, but cute.” 
 
    “I do?” I posed with one leg out in her heels and started to relax. I forced a smile. 
 
    “Sit down. I have to tell you something.” 
 
    I sat on the bed, crossing my legs in her heels, and she sat next to me. She put her hand on my leg. “I’ve always known you did this.” 
 
    “You did? How?” 
 
    “My panties ended up in the hamper when I didn’t even wear them. It started happening when you were twelve. I just thought it was a normal, boy-in-puberty thing you’d grow out of. It was exciting thinking of you jerking off in them.” She ran her hand over the dress in between my legs. “Mmm. I see it still has an effect on you.” 
 
    She wrapped the silky fabric of the dress around my shaft and stroked it. My wildest dreams were coming true. I tried to stop her. “But you’re my sister. Stop.” 
 
    “Not by blood. It’s okay. I want to make my brother, who’s not really a brother, feel good. I think I may have found a sister in him.” She kissed me on the lips and drove her tongue into my mouth. I sucked it. 
 
    After some time, Shelly pulled back, continuing to stroke me as she looked into my eyes. “You liked sucking my tongue huh?” 
 
    I nodded sheepishly. 
 
    “I’ll bet you’d like sucking on other things, too.” She slipped her breast out of her top and drew my head to it. I sucked her hard nipple and she moaned. “Mmm, bite it.” 
 
    I did. She pulled away and slid to the floor, slipping her head under my skirt. Her hot wet mouth engulfed my rod, and I came instantly. She happily swallowed it all, looking up at me  with smiling eyes as I filled my sister with gush after gush. She slipped back onto the bed and arranged my skirt over me. “There. That was nice. You had a lot. All better now.” 
 
    “I feel silly now.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Sitting here with my sister, dressed in her clothes. It isn’t very manly.” 
 
    She stood and took my hand, leading me to the mirror. “Do you look manly? I mean come now, Pat. Even in boys’ clothes you don’t look manly. No offense. It’s just not you. I think this is more you.” She ran her hands through my hair. “Such pretty hair, too. We just need to style it better.” 
 
    She stood back, holding my hand, and looked at me. “Yes, for the rest of our school break, you are going to be the sister I never had.” 
 
    “No, don’t. I can’t.” 
 
    “Why? Have a date? Will your girlfriend be upset?” 
 
    “You know I don’t have a girlfriend.” 
 
    “I know. Maybe you should have a boyfriend instead.” 
 
    My mouth dropped open and my eyes went wide. My cock rose beneath the skirt. The thought of it was completely erotic. 
 
    “Why such a shocked look? I see you’re getting hard already just thinking about it. Such a horny little girl.” She grabbed me through the dress. 
 
    “Stop. No, that’s not it. I just haven’t come in so long with all the hours of schoolwork that it wants more. I thought I’d be done before your last class ended.” 
 
    “He let us out early. So you get dressed like a girl and jerk off. How cute. What do you think about?” 
 
    I felt my face redden. “I just feel the clothes and shoes and so on. They make me feel pretty and sexy, I guess.” 
 
    “They do, do they? I’ll be right back.” 
 
    She went into her room and came back with her hands behind her back. “Stand up, lift your skirt, and wrap it around your begging little rod.” 
 
    I stood in her heels. The satiny lining of the dress felt silky against it.  
 
    “Stroke yourself.” 
 
    I did, looking at her looking at me. She was beautiful. 
 
    “Faster.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    “Good. Now imagine being fully dressed and made up and having a boy think you’re sexy.” She watched my face as I approached orgasm. I closed my eyes. “Keep your eyes closed.” Her fingers touched my lips. “Open your mouth.” She slipped a rubber penis in my mouth. My eyes popped open and I stared into her eyes. “Don’t be so shocked. Just make believe it’s a real boy. Close your eyes and suck.” 
 
    I ran my tongue around it, feeling the ridge of the head and the slit. I bobbed my head, pressing my lips around the shaft. I came immediately; my legs went weak as I shuddered, and my knees almost gave out as I filled the dress with my fluids. I fell onto the bed drained and embarrassed. 
 
    “I’ll be damned. I have a sister that loves cock as much as I do.”
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    After I recovered, she took me by the hand into the kitchen, sat me at the table, and made coffee for us. I sipped the warm brew, looking at her over the mug.  
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    “Just embarrassed.” 
 
    “Don’t be. I’m happy to have you for a brother or a sister. I think we need to try the sister aspect more.” 
 
    “No thanks.” 
 
    “Why? Do the clothes you’re wearing make you feel uncomfortable now that you’ve had two orgasms wearing them?” 
 
    I crossed my legs, feeling the dress caress them. The pressure of the bra beneath the dress and the way the heels made me feel—it all felt nice. I shook my head. 
 
    “What’s that mean? Which do you like better? And answer me honestly. Do you like wearing girls’ clothing more, or boys’?” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “See. It’s what you are.” 
 
    “I’m not.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I’m not a girl. I have something between my legs they don’t.” 
 
    “So what? Who cares? Why not?” She picked up the washed rubber penis from the table and stroked it. “It’s a nice one, don’t you think?” She looked at me while stroking it and I nodded. “When you sucked it you came immediately. That tells me you’re interested in boys.” 
 
    “It’s not true. It’s erotic, that’s all. I’m not gay.” 
 
    She rapped her fingers on the table, her long nails clicking like a ticking clock. “Why are you trying to fit into your idea of what is an acceptable label for you? Based on your current paradigms.” 
 
    “People will laugh. I’ll be ridiculed if anyone finds out.” 
 
    “By jerks maybe. But who bases their life on what jerks think? Some jerks think women should live to serve men. Some jerks think race defines good and bad. Some jerks think gender is rigid. It isn’t.” 
 
    I hung my head and looked into the mug. “Let me get cleaned up, put on some jeans and a tee-shirt, and we can go to a movie or something together. I don’t want to talk about this.” 
 
    She took a deep breath, stood up, slugged down her coffee, and then looked at the wall clock. “Okay. I want you to take a shower and shave your whole body clean and smooth. Legs, between your legs, arms, underarms—everything but your head hair. I’m going to run out and make a couple of stops.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “I need a few things.” She put her mug in the sink and went into her bedroom. She came back. “I want you to paint your toenails with two coats of this before I get back, too. And leave your hair wet and use conditioner in it.” 
 
    “Paint my toenails? No way.” 
 
    “Way. Do it if you ever want to come again, and no playing with it while I’m gone.” 
 
    “How are you going to stop me? And you can’t make me paint my nails.” 
 
    “I’ll tell your dad you’re a sissy. The Colonel your mom divorced.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t.” 
 
    “I would.” 
 
    “I haven’t seen him in years.” 
 
    “You’d see him pretty fast then, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    She was right, and I didn’t ever want to see him again. She took her keys off the counter and slung her purse over her shoulder. Standing in the doorway she said, “Now go do what I said, Patty, and I’ll be right back.” 
 
    The apartment was quiet again. I felt alone and worthless. I took a deep breath and began my tasks.
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    I had the second coat of nail-polish on my toenails when Shelly returned. She came into my bedroom and started to unpack the bags. “This is going to be so much fun! I can’t wait to go out with my sister.” She turned to me. “I’m glad you put on my pink satin robe. It matches your toenails nicely.” 
 
    “Thanks. I didn’t think you’d mind, seeing that I’m not your brother anymore. What do you mean go out?” 
 
    “Go out. You know, dinner and clubbing. Two girls out on the town.” 
 
    “Forget it.” 
 
    She poured a shot of tequila for each of us. “Drink this, sister.” She toasted me. 
 
    We did three of them in a row. She opened my robe and had me hold it up. She fiddled with some kind of steel or chrome thing with a little padlock. She took it apart. “Put this on. The ring goes around your globes and shaft, then the cover goes on your rod so we can lock it up.” She laughed. 
 
    “What!? Why?” 
 
    “Because I said to. I’m in control of this situation, not you.” 
 
    I did as she asked, having to think about baseball to make it small enough to go in it. After it was on, I got hard again inside it but could grow only a little. “This feels erotic.” 
 
    “That’s part of it. The other part is you can’t play with it or come as easily anymore. And you can’t pee standing. Now close your robe and let’s do your makeup.  
 
    She took me into the bathroom and explained what she was doing as she did it—mascara, eyeliner, foundation, blush and contouring, eyeshadow, lipstick. When she was done, I was shocked how it changed my face.  
 
    She combed out my hair and took scissors from the drawer. “I’m going to cut your hair like mine. I’ve watched her do it so many times, I know I can do yours.” 
 
    “What if you mess it up?” 
 
    “Then we gel it into a spiked hairdo.” 
 
    I sat on the toilet lid while she snipped and cut, then dried it. “Okay, look in the mirror.” 
 
    “Wow. Nice job. But how will it look for me as a guy?” 
 
    “Who cares? You’re not a guy anymore. Look at yourself.” 
 
    I stared into my eyes, hardly recognizing myself. I filled my cage below from the effect the sexiness of my face had on my libido. I licked my painted lips and couldn’t help but smile. 
 
    “See? I knew you’d like this. Let me do your fingernails.” 
 
    Shelly glued on long nails and painted them to match my toes. It was hard to pick things up at first, but it got easier, and they did make my hands look very feminine. “Patty, you make such a pretty girl. Let’s get you dressed.” 
 
    In her room, Shelly put silver and pink dangling earrings in my ears after taking out my stud earrings. A matching necklace and wrist bling went on as well. “The necklace draws attention to your breasts.” 
 
    She sprayed a floral perfume over my whole body and in my hair. “It’s strong now, but it’ll be perfect in a few minutes.” She took a pink purse from the closet and put the perfume in it, then handed it to me. For your things. Get the lipstick and your license and things later and put them in. 
 
    Shelly picked out two mini dresses. “You’re lucky we’re both the same size.” She held one against me. “This will be good. A nice flared skirt to give you hips and hide your cage, and a V-neck to show your breasts.” 
 
    “I don’t have breasts.” 
 
    “You will.” 
 
    She tossed the pink dress for me—and another like it for her, in a robin’s-egg blue—on her bed. “Sit.” 
 
    She slid a silky pair of sheer-to-waist suntan pantyhose on my legs and had me pull them up to my waist. The she snipped a part of the crotch out and pulled my cage out. “Now you don’t have to drop them to sit and pee. Put these on.” 
 
    I put on the pair of silky pink panties. 
 
    She fastened a matching, hard-cupped, push-up bra around me in front and had me slip it around and on. She placed gel forms into it and adjusted my flesh to make cleavage. “See, a little light foundation on the cleavage will make it pop even more. A perfect 34D like me.” The pressure of them on my chest and the way they tugged the straps made it feel as if they were real. I had breasts. 
 
    She had me put the dress on and zipped it for me. I slid on the strappy pink stilettos she handed me—a favorite pair I’d worn before. They had five-inch heels.  
 
    “Walk, baby. Show me your walk.” 
 
    The heels made my hips sway a little, and my new breasts pulled at the shoulder straps of the bra with each step. The cage tugged on me. I closed the door and looked in the mirror. “Holy shit!” 
 
    “See. Hot as hell, aren’t you? Every guy will want to fuck you.” 
 
    “Hmm, that’s not good.” 
 
    “Raise your voice a bit so it comes from your head not your chest.” 
 
    “Hmm, that’s not good. How’s this?” 
 
    “Good. Perfect, actually. Stay in that voice. Now be a good sister, Patty; sweep up your hair in the bathroom, and mix us some margaritas. I have fresh limes in the fridge. I’ll get dressed.” 
 
    I did as I was told and sat in the kitchen, sipping my drink. I couldn’t help crossing and uncrossing my legs, feeling the silky pantyhose on my smooth, shaved skin. I adjusted my cleavage in the dress, and it looked real. I excited myself with the way it all felt and how I was dressed. I admired my long, painted nails, holding the glass stem daintily in one hand as I sipped the margarita and ran the other hand’s nails across my thigh. Mmm. I was lost in all of it. 
 
    Shelly came into the kitchen, her heels clacking on the tile floor. She was stunning. “Wow. You look great, Shelly!” 
 
    She lifted her dress, straddled me in the kitchen chair and sat facing me with her arms around my neck. Her stockings slid sensually against mine. She pecked me lightly on my lips. “Thank you for doing this for me. I always wanted a sister.” 
 
    My libido was so high I thought I’d burst from the restraint. I oozed. My heart raced. “Do I have to wear this cage? I’m oozing in it.” 
 
    “I have rubbers you can wear over it to keep your panties dry.” 
 
    “I want it off.” 
 
    “Sorry. She pecked my lips and smiled then sat in her seat and sipped her margarita. “Mmm. Good job. Tastes good.” She looked me up and down. “You’re doing well with your voice, too. The perfect girl.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    She looked at the clock on the wall. “Time for some fun. Let’s go eat and go out. I’ll drive.” 
 
    “Do we have to go out? Why not order some Chinese and rent a movie?” 
 
    “Oh, Patty, don’t be silly. If you’re a good girl, maybe I’ll take the cage off later and give you a reward.” 
 
    I oozed some more into my panties. 
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    In the car, Patty handed me an assortment of rubbers from her purse. “Oops, you won’t need the Magnums.” She laughed. I handed them back, opened another then rolled it over my cage and put the wrapper in my purse. 
 
    It was strange being in a car dressed as I was. The heels made the seat I had sat in many times before feel totally different as I crossed and uncrossed my legs, finding a comfortable position.  
 
    “Chinese sounds good, doesn’t it? I think it was the power of your suggestion earlier.” She pulled into a Chinese fast food place, and we ate at high seats in the window. Guys walking by winked and smiled as they passed us.  
 
    “You’re doing well with the mannerisms—very feminine, the way you’re eating and holding your chopsticks. No one would ever know you were a boy before.”  
 
    “Thanks. I think the nails help, and of course I don’t feel the least bit manly right now.” I bounced a crossed leg and smiled, sitting up in perfect posture. I tilted my head and winked at Shelly. 
 
    “See how easy this is? You fell right into it. A natural. Such a girly girl you are, too. No tomboy in you. No trucker in a skirt.” She laughed. 
 
    It was all too natural. Frighteningly so. I realized what I was doing, and it terrified me. “Can we go home after we eat?” 
 
    “Why? What’s the matter? The best is yet to come.” 
 
    “I’m not sure I want it to. It’s ruining my image of myself.” 
 
    “What image? That you were a girl in a boy’s body trying to look and act like a boy? You want that false image back? Don’t be silly.” 
 
    I leaned over and whispered to her, “It’s not silly. It’s who I am. I’m not a girl in a boy’s body. I’m a man.”  
 
    “By what measure? No. We’re not going home, Patty. Be a good girl and finish your meal, and we’re going clubbing or that cage is never coming off.” 
 
    I ate as much as I could, but it was only about half of what she ate. Shelly nodded at my food. “More food means less likely to get drunk. Eat some more so you don’t pass out on me from partying.” 
 
    “I’m good. Let’s get this over with.” 
 
    I was wrapped in confusion as I enjoyed my new attire, appearance and sensations in conflict with what I was. At least before, it was all a temporary retreat that I could have when I needed it and then leave. Now, it seemed I might not want to leave it. And if I had a good time tonight, I might never want to. Why did I do it? 
 
    We arrived at the club in a couple of minutes. There were so many around campus, nothing was far away. It was ladies’ night, so we didn’t have to pay a cover, and it was still fairly early, so we took seats in a booth toward the darker, quieter end of the club. We sat opposite each other, and I felt Shelly’s shoe rub my leg in time with the music. She held my hand across the table and looked into my eyes. “Relax, sweetie. You need to relax and let your worries go. You can always go back to what you were.” 
 
    A waitress arrived, and Shelly ordered dirty martinis for us. When they came, I sipped mine and took deep breaths. There wasn’t any lipstick on the glass. I looked at Shelly. Is my lipstick okay?” 
 
    She looked at them. “I think you took most of it off with the napkin at dinner. Go to the bathroom and fix it.” 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    “You’re a big girl. I’ll stay and watch our seats and drinks.” 
 
    I slid out and slung my purse over my shoulder. Walking in the heels made me feel better as they clicked on the tile as I approached the restrooms. I stood there, staring at each door. Gentlemen or ladies. It struck me again. I couldn’t go into the men’s room looking like this. And this wasn’t North Carolina, so I went into the room for the gender I now identified with. 
 
    The ladies’ room had a vase of flowers on the counter and a mirror in the entrance where I could set my purse and put on lipstick. Lipstick done, I sprayed perfume over me again.  
 
    I took a deep breath and looked into the eyes of my new face. Relax, I thought to myself. I turned and checked how I looked in the full-length mirror next to the couch. I loved how I looked and felt so feminine. I forced a smile at myself and happily smiled back. I winked and laughed then went back out, determined to enjoy this for one night. 
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    Back at the booth, Shelly had two handsome guys sitting with her. The waitress was taking their drink orders. One guy was sitting on my side. He stood as I approached. My heart raced. 
 
    “Hi,” he said, “you must be Patty. Shelly told us she was here with her sister.” His hand shot out to shake mine. “I’m Dave.” 
 
    Staying in my best girl’s voice, I stammered, “Uh, yeah, hi. Nice to meet you, Dave.” 
 
    He motioned for me to get in the booth, and I slid in, slipping the hem of my mini-dress beneath me and crossing my legs. Across the table, the other guy was pressed against Shelly as she held his bicep in her hands and smiled. He reached his hand out to me. “I’m Dick.” 
 
    I laughed a silent laugh. Dick. Nice name. I couldn’t help to imagine him showing it off. I shook his huge hand. “Patty.” He took it back and slid it under the table. I could tell he was rubbing Shelly’s thigh. She kissed his cheek and whispered something in his ear. She let go of his bicep, and his other hand slid under the table. Shelly shifted in her seat, and I could tell his hand was between her legs now. She smiled at him and nuzzled his cheek. 
 
    I felt a big, hard hand slide on my leg. The waitress arrived with drinks and eight pink shots. “Cinnamon blasts for everyone and whiskey for the manly men.” She handed them out. I lifted my purse and put it on the table to get money. I reached in and grabbed a twenty and put it on the table. The empty wrapper from the rubber fell on it, along with two more rubbers. 
 
    Dave laughed. “No, no, I have this round.” He selected my twenty from the mess and gave it back to me. I hurriedly grabbed the two rubbers and put them in my purse.  
 
    The waitress grabbed the wrapper. “This must be a fun-loving group. Have fun! What happens in here stays in here.” She winked at me. Great! I was off to a great start. 
 
    We toasted and did the shots, and I felt immediate relief. My heart stopped racing, and I moved my martini closer to me. The long, painted nails of my thumb and forefinger seductively held the stem of the glass. I unconsciously began to stroke it. Dave’s hand slid onto my leg and pressed to go under the crossed one. I squeezed them tighter. He said, “If you keep stroking that glass like that, it’s going to squirt all over you.” He put another hand on my leg and slid it around to squeeze my bottom. “You’re hot.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Now what? I couldn’t let him discover what I was. I had to distract him. I slid one hand under the table and onto his crotch. He was hard as a rock and huge. 
 
    He whispered in my ear in his deep, sonorous voice. “Mmm. That’s nice.” He pecked my lips with his. “Nice juicy lips, too.” He caressed my legs. I throbbed inside my cage. The feeling of his big hands on my silky legs was driving me wild. His cock in my hand felt wonderful, especially seeing how he reacted to my caresses.  
 
    I had to slow down. I whispered in his ear. “Let’s take a break so I can have some more of my martini, and we can get back to it later, okay? You have a wonderful cock, and I want to make it squirt.”  
 
    He throbbed in my hand. “Sounds great.” 
 
    The shots were making me a little tipsy, and I wasn’t a bit fearful. I loved what I had just done and it felt so natural compared to what it had been like when I was with girls as a man. With them I was always anxious and nervous.  
 
    I looked over to Shelly, and she was gasping with her head back and eyes closed as Dick’s hand pumped under the table. She held her hand on his crotch. 
 
    Her eyes popped open and she stared at me as her body shuddered. She sat up and they composed themselves. Shelly took a deep breath. “Phew! Wow, that was something, Dick.” 
 
    He smiled at us then winked at her. “Wait till later, baby.” 
 
    He slugged down his whisky, as did Dave. I finished my martini, and so did Shelly. She pushed at Dick to get out. “Let’s go. C’mon, Shelly, bring Dave with you.” She tugged at Dick as he looked at her questioningly. “You’ll see. A surprise.” 
 
    She tugged him out and minced away in her heels, clicking them quickly as we all trailed after her. We reached the bathrooms; Shelly looked around and then shoved Dick inside and waved to us to follow. We did, and she locked the door behind us. 
 
    She lifted her dress and took off her panties. Dick lifted her onto the counter as Shelly retrieved a Magnum rubber from her purse. Dick held his shaft for her as she rolled it over his huge rod. She grabbed it with both hands and guided it through the cut-out crotch of her pantyhose into her glistening opening. Her eyes rolled back as I watched. To be filled like that with such a big cock must have been incredible. 
 
    I felt Dave wrap his hands around my hips from behind and pull my bottom to him to rub his cock against me. Uh, oh. He slid it between my legs and pumped between my stockinged thighs. I reached back and felt his hard, bare ass as he pumped. I had to act quickly so he didn’t find the cage. 
 
    I turned and knelt on his pants piled on the floor as I throbbed and oozed in my cage. His rod looked angry with its purple head and pulsing blue veins as he held it in front of my face. His big shaved balls made it all look fake, it was so perfect. A drop oozed from the slit. He waved it at me, then touched it to my lips as he put a hand on my head to pull me closer. 
 
    I wrapped both hands around it and licked the tip with my tongue. He pushed it between my lips and started to hump my face. I put my hands on his hard ass, controlling his timing and depth. The clean smell of cologne wafted off him. Out of the corner of my eye I could see Shelly getting pounded against the counter. I oozed some more. 
 
    Dave held my head tighter. I wrapped a hand around his balls and tugged them down tight. He grunted. I bobbed my head on his shaft, running my tongue around it furiously. It tasted like heaven, and the silky softness of the skin contrasted with the hard meat inside. I was immersed in worshiping it, savoring the sensations and his passion. I was driving him wild, and I loved it. 
 
    Dick said “Oh fuck, yeah!” as he pounded Shelly to the wall.  
 
    Their sounds excited Dave further, and he squeezed my head tighter as he grunted and fucked my face. I flipped my tongue around his shaft and tip as he continued his motions. I was ready for his release and powerless to stop it. I had sent him over the edge of bliss. He grunted, “Coming. Ungh, yeah!” as the first huge load shot directly down my throat. He grunted and thrust with each mouth-filling gush. 
 
    I tried to swallow the next load but lost a little onto my dress. Sweet saltiness ran across my tongue as the next even larger emission fought with his cock for space in my mouth. As he rammed me, more of his essence ran down my chin. Two more thrusts into my face and he shuddered, squeezing my head tight. 
 
    His cock slipped out of my mouth, and two gushes flailed into my hair. His legs shook and he sighed. I looked up at him. He pulled his pants up, zipped and buckled them. He smiled at me and rolled his eyes. “Phew! Damn, you’re good at that.” 
 
    I looked down at the top of my dress with splashes of his cream on it. When I looked back up, he snapped a picture of me with his phone. “You’re so hot—I can jerk off to this tomorrow.” He snapped a few more, making sure to get all the places where his come hit me. “Smile,” he said. “You’re so gorgeous like that.” He adjusted my hair so a drip slid down the front onto my forehead and snapped some more pics.  
 
    “Suck it again. Video time.” He started the video. “Tell me what you want baby.” 
 
    “I want to suck your beautiful cock Dave,” I said longingly. 
 
    “I’ll let you baby. Suck it.” 
 
    He didn’t have to ask twice. I wanted more and lovingly gazed up at him, slowly and gently sucking his cock. He said from behind the phone, “Yeah baby, that’s it. Suck my huge cock.” I worshipped it for some time, slowly and tenderly, thinking of the show I was giving him for later, and how he’d come to it. 
 
    I became desperate to make him come again and began working it furiously. His body spasmed as if he had an orgasm. He stopped, put his phone away, pulled his cock out from me. “Too sensitive yet, baby. I’ll be able to feed you some more cream later if you want, but right now it’s too touchy.” 
 
    Shelly touched my shoulder.
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    Shelly was driving. “Quite the night, huh, little girl?” 
 
    “Would have been nice to not have to run out of there.” I adjusted my bangs, feeling the wet spots in my hair. “I wanted to make him come in my mouth again and feel his pleasure.” 
 
    “Yeah, but we were both a mess and we couldn’t stay locked in there all night. So, was it fun?” 
 
    “I guess.” I thought about it and oozed and throbbed in my cage. 
 
    “I guess? What kind of answer is that?” 
 
    “I guess I realize I must be gay.” 
 
    “Oh, Princess, don’t start with the labels again. Gay is what guys are when guys have sex together. You don’t look like a guy to me. Besides, so what if you are gay? If you want, we can go to gay bars, and you can try to look like a guy. Is that what you want? Would you like to suck a cock or play with a guy when you’re dressed like a man?” 
 
    I thought about it. For some reason, it didn’t sound appealing. I crossed my legs and felt the stockings slide silkily against me.  
 
    “I did love sucking his cock. It was incredible. The way he wanted me and the way I was able to drive him wild. Then capturing his essence of masculinity in my mouth and having him shudder and shake as he gave it to me. That was so hot. I felt like a real woman driving a man crazy.” 
 
    “See, so your labeling system is useless. Don’t find names for yourself; just be who you are, and life will be simple. I knew you’d love that. Anything else?” 
 
    “I loved his hands on me. I loved kissing him. I loved his attention and passion for me. Loved swallowing it.”  
 
    “Don’t start talking love now. A girl can’t fall in love with the first guy she meets. Besides, that’s one of the reasons they both stuffed sixty bucks in our purses.” 
 
    “They did? We were all in such a hurry I missed it.” I looked in my purse and there were five twenty dollar bills together, crumpled in a ball. I took them apart. “Sixty bucks? You sure?” 
 
    “That’s what I had.” 
 
    I laughed. “Hundred bucks in mine.” I folded them neatly and placed them in the purse. “So we’re whores now, huh?” 
 
    “No, no, Patty. What’s the difference if they bought us presents, or took us to a show and had dinner and drinks, or they gave us money? The money is more useful and doesn’t waste their time, or ours. Put it in your Patty bank, and be happy. Besides, if they think they’re paying for it, they’re less likely to be a nuisance and stalk us or something.” 
 
    “True.” 
 
    “I did get both of their phone numbers in case we wanted them again, but I didn’t give ours.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “It might be a way to make a special party for ourselves some night.”  
 
    The thought of it made my heart race. “Can I take this cage off at home?” 
 
    “Of course. You shower first and I’ll get some night clothes out for you. Then you can have your reward.” 
 
    I cleaned up and washed my hair. The hot water felt good. I had to promise not to come in the shower, since I had the cage off. I couldn’t help soaping it up lavishly and cleaning it well, though. I left it jerking in the air by itself when I let go. Luckily, or sadly, I didn’t release. 
 
    Shelly passed me in the hallway as I went into the bedroom. I gasped at the outfit she had for me. I hurried to slip the sheer, black, back-seamed stockings up and figured out how to attach them to the garter belt and pulled them snug. My rod was at full attention as I slid on a pair of crotchless black lace panties and framed my shaved balls and rod with them. 
 
    The sheer black corseted baby-doll had a built-in bra that fit my gel-forms perfectly. I put on the jewelry, sprayed perfume all over and slid on the strappy black stilettos with six-inch heels. I had to take tiny steps in them, they were so high. I looked in the mirror. Looking back was a knockout girl with a rod sticking out from her crotchless panties. I had forgotten makeup. 
 
    Shelly came in, and I turned around. She looked me up and down. “Gorgeous.” 
 
    “I need makeup.” 
 
    “Only if you want it. I’d leave it off for the night. You look good without it. Lie down in my bed, and I’ll join you in a second.” 
 
    She toweled her hair and hung the towel on the chair. She stepped into a sheer black nighty, slid on some black thigh highs and a pair of heels like mine, but in silver. She took the rubber penis out of the nightstand and placed it on the bed. She opened a rubber labeled Snugger Fit and lay down with me. As she rolled the rubber onto my shaft she said, “It’s so cute.” 
 
    She rolled onto her back and lifted her legs back holding the backs of her thighs so her wetness glistened before me. I stared at her as I slid up to her on my knees. My heart raced. 
 
    She smiled. “C’mon, Princess. Put that thing in me and make me feel like Dick did tonight. Be my Dick now, Patricia.” 
 
    I moved forward and she grasped my rod to guide me. I lay on top of her, feeling the warmth engulf my rod. “Mmm,” I said, “that feels nice.” 
 
    “It does. We should have done this a long time ago, sister. Now fuck me.” 
 
    I pumped and thrusted, but I wasn’t sure I was even in her. Once my cock warmed up to her temperature, I couldn’t even feel the warmth. 
 
    “That’s it Princess, ram me like Dick did. Make me wild.” 
 
    I pounded her as hard as I could. “Can you feel anything?” 
 
    She smiled as I lifted my head. “I’ll make it tighter for you like I did for Dick. It drove him crazy. There. How’s that?” 
 
    I was working up a sweat and breathing heavily, pounding as hard as I could into her. I slipped out and collapsed on her. 
 
    “Did you come, baby?” 
 
    I shook my head, trying to catch my breath. “No, I couldn’t feel anything. It was like I was thrusting in mid-air.” 
 
    “Aw, sweetie. Rest and we’ll try again. He must have stretched me out too much. Suck my nipples and relax.” 
 
     She suckled me like a baby, her hand on my head. I ran my tongue around the nipple and then gently bit it. She moaned, “That feels wonderful.” 
 
    I worked both of her breasts, alternating my mouth and my hand so each received attention and stimulation. “Mmm,” she moaned. “Keep that up, sister.” 
 
    I slid my stockinged leg against hers, and she slid her thigh between my legs. I humped her thigh as I suckled her. Her response was to arch her back as she said, “Oh, baby, I’m gonna come.” 
 
    I squeezed her breasts and bit the nipples. She came as her juices wet my other leg that was pressing her crotch. “Oh, yeah—Patty, oh God!” She shuddered and shook, then fell back. 
 
    I sucked her breast gently like a baby and rested. She ran her hand over my head. “My baby girl.” She stroked my head and kissed it. “That was so good.” We both calmed down. She lifted my head. “Want to try to fuck me again?” 
 
    I wanted to, but I knew what the result would be. She read my mind. 
 
    “It’s okay, Patty. I’m too stretched out tonight for you. Here.” 
 
    She snugly grasped my rubber-covered rod with her hand. “Thrust into this.” My oozing had put enough juice inside the rubber to be able to slide my cock in it while she squeezed it. “Mmm, that’s nice. Thanks.” I slowly pumped, enjoying the sensation. 
 
    “Come on, baby, go faster and come for me. Come in your sister’s hand.” She kissed my face as I wildly thrust like I had as a child into her panties. I plowed myself into her tight hand, the rubber slipping silkily on my cock. It was wet and warm and tight. She lay there calmly while I tried to release. I was working up a sweat again and had to take a break. 
 
    “What’s the matter, Patty?” She let me go. 
 
    “I can’t come. Maybe I drank too much. Maybe it’s just anxiety over trying to satisfy you and failing.” 
 
    “You didn’t fail. I came.” 
 
    “Not like you did with Dick.” 
 
    “That’s okay. Relax. Just lie there and let me do the work.” 
 
    I lay on my back. She stroked me in the rubber. “That feels so good. I’ll bet that’s how Dick felt inside of you.” 
 
    “Probably close. Now picture him ramming me.” 
 
    I did. “You two looked so hot together. Connected like that, with him way inside you. It must be incredible for a woman to take a man like that.” 
 
    “It is, sweetie. Now imagine you’re him and come in my hand.” 
 
    I thought about being him, but I wasn’t even close. I couldn’t relate. All I could think was how it good it might have felt for her. I humped into her hand as she squeezed me until I tired again. 
 
    Shelly grabbed the cock from the bed and gave it to me. “Suck this like you did Dave and imagine him coming for you.” 
 
    I rolled onto my knees, put the cock on the bed and bobbed my mouth on it. Shelly reached under me with my ass in the air, and she milked me like a cow. “Remember sucking his cock. How you had him in your grips. How helpless you made him with your expertise. Feel him squeezing your head and fucking your face.” 
 
    Her narration drove me wild as she continued milking me like a cow. I relived Dave filling me with come, and I came in Shelly’s hand like a rocket. My body shook as my long-awaited release flooded from me. “Good girl, Patty. That’s how you do it. Good, girl.” Calling me a girl made me crazy now. I humped wildly like a child. Shelly noticed and said it some more. “Good girl. Hump my hand, you sissy princess.” The sensations wouldn’t stop. “Sissy princess. My little cocksucking queen. Hump that sissy cock empty thinking of making cocks come.”  
 
    I couldn’t take the stimulation anymore. It was too much. I had to catch my breath. I pulled Shelly’s hand off me. “Stop, please.” 
 
    She let go. I rolled onto my back, the cock still in my mouth, and I breathed deeply around it. Shelly rubbed my belly with her hand. “Good girl. Now you can rest and dream. Dream of wonderful things, and tomorrow will be a new day. 
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    I woke the next morning humping the bed, dreaming I was sucking a cock. I started to drift into consciousness and felt the heels I still wore and the silky stockings on my legs. I came profusely and fell back to sleep. 
 
    Shelly ran her hand over my head, and I heard her say, “Rest, princess, rest.” 
 
    I woke up later, and Shelly was banging around in the kitchen. I undressed, took a quick shower, gelled my hair back and flat, put on some jeans, my sneakers, and an olive-green Duck Dynasty tee-shirt and went into the kitchen. 
 
    “Hey, Patty!” Shelly chimed. 
 
    “Pat, please.” 
 
    She put plates of food on the table and sat down. I sipped the orange juice while she began to eat and observed me. “What’s wrong? Why the gross clothes and Pat statement?” 
 
    I picked at my fingernails. “How do I get these fuckers off?” 
 
    “Why take them off?” 
 
    “We’re going skeet shooting today. Outside town.” 
 
    “Skeet shooting?” 
 
    “I can’t wear these things and shoot a twelve-gauge.” 
 
    “My, my. Hmm. Okay.” She ate. I ate. I was done with this stuff. I was taking charge like a man. 
 
    Shelly finished eating and sat back, watching me. “So is shooting skeet going to make you a man? I think it makes you a child.” 
 
    “No. Children dress up in their sisters’ clothes, not men.” 
 
    “Oh yeah? I think you’re losing your courage to be what you are. Neither man nor woman, but something special. If you want to be manly, you should have the courage to continue what you did so bravely yesterday. Only a person with real courage could have done that and learned what they were. Now that you’re having second thoughts, you’re losing your courage and backing down.” 
 
    “You’re right. I’m afraid of never being a man again.” 
 
    “Again?” 
 
    “C’mon.” 
 
    “Really. A man again? You were the most manly yesterday when you faced your fears and entered the world in which you fit so well. It’s natural to be scared.” She stood, came around behind me and rubbed my shoulders. 
 
    “I’m not scared.” 
 
    “You said you were afraid.” She kissed my cheek. 
 
    “Of course I’m afraid. Scared is what horror movies do to you. Afraid is when the world’s choices of paths become narrower. Wouldn’t you be afraid of losing your identity? You’re a beautiful, intelligent woman and I can’t satisfy you sexually.” 
 
    “You satisfied me well last night. It’s not your fault you aren’t built to—or don’t have the brain that says you want to—fuck me. Your brain says you want other things. It’s your brain. Do you think you can change it?” 
 
    I sighed and dropped my head. “You loved Dick’s dick inside you last night.” 
 
    “You said you loved sucking cock last night. You’re using the word love improperly. I love you. Dick was just a big dick. Big dicks feel good. Love is better. I love you. Always have.” 
 
    “Really? I love you, too. Always have.” 
 
    “Why do you think I transferred here? I thought I’d meet someone in a college away from you that I could fall in love with. I realized you were my first and only love, so I had to come live with you.” 
 
    She came around the table with her arms out and eyes full of tears. I stood and hugged her. “I love you, Shelly.” 
 
    She sniveled and wiped her eyes. “I love you too, Patty. Don’t you quit on me. Have courage. The best is yet to come, and if you throw away this path, you may never be happy. Remember what excites you and makes you feel whole. Look at the things you have in your room. A teddy bear on the dresser?” 
 
    “So? It’s from when I was little.” 
 
    “The reproduction of the Monet painting?” 
 
    “The haystacks make me feel calm.” 
 
    “Right. I don’t see any pictures of cars or motorcycles or sports legends.” 
 
    “I hate sports.” 
 
    “But you love music and art and sappy movies.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    She went back to her chair and I sat down and crossed my legs. She pointed at me and smiled. “Look at how you sit. You always sit like that.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with it?” 
 
    “There is absolutely nothing wrong with it. It’s beautiful, like you—so feminine and pretty. It’s your nature. It’s how girls sit.” 
 
    I looked at myself and huffed. I had always been this way. I looked at the long, painted nails still on my hands and lifted the coffee cup daintily. It felt right. I put on my girl’s voice. “I want to make you happy, and I know you’re trying to make me happy. I’ll be Patty until break is over.” 
 
    “Woo hoo!” Shelly yelped. “Good girl! That’s my little girl.” 
 
    “Don’t start that girl and sissy stuff. You know what happened last night when you did that.” 
 
    “Yeah! You came like a rocket, just like you deserved.” She laughed and winked then whispered, “Good girl, my princess.” 
 
    I laughed and felt myself growing inside Shelly’s light blue satin panties I was secretly wearing under the boy jeans. 
 
    She came over, wrapped her arms around my neck, and smothered me with kisses. “Okay, now I want you to take a shower and use the attachment I had you install when I moved in.” 
 
    “What’s it for? I thought that was for girl cleaning.” 
 
    “Kind of, it’s for when I want to fill a different hole with something. A hole that boys and girls have. So go poop real good and clean it out down there. I have a surprise for you. Shave, do your hair makeup, all of it. I’ll clean up the kitchen.” 
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    She won again. But I now had what I always wanted. Shelly. I was on top of the world. I’d do anything for her to make her happy. It seemed she was trying her best to do the same for me. Well, if it didn’t happen in this week, I could just go back to being my old self, and I’m sure she’d be happy—it was how I had always been, and she loved me then, too. I had a win-win situation. 
 
    I shaved smooth, though I really didn’t need it much, my hair was so fine. I showered and used that chrome thing with the holes in the end as she requested. It was gross, but I was clean in there. It actually felt good to be so clean after I was done. 
 
    I wanted to dress as soon as possible so I could feel all the feelings and see myself in the mirror as a girl putting on her makeup and doing her hair. Before I did my makeup, so I could pick matching eyeshadow, I dressed in Shelly’s short, flowered sundress and a fresh pair of sheer-to-waist suntan pantyhose with beige, high-heeled wedgies. Boobs in, jewelry on, perfume on, feeling sexy and pretty, I did my makeup and hair. I paid special attention to the hair, using her hot roller-iron to make the layers flippy and flirty. 
 
    I strutted into the bedroom, where Shelly had stripped the bed. “Need to do laundry, little girl. Seems some sissy leaked sissy juice on the sheets.” She laughed and looked for my response. 
 
    I pranced over to the bed smiling and tilting my head happily. “Sissy will take care of it, my goddess.” I laughed. 
 
    “Good girl. I’ll get cleaned up. But first go into the bathroom. I’ll be right there.” 
 
    I went in and sat on the counter, crossing my legs and bouncing a foot. Shelly came in with a bag and placed it on the counter. She dug around in it and held up a pink thing. “This is your first plug. It vibrates and will help you get used to being penetrated. The others in the bag get larger, so you can eventually take a cock like Dick’s, even.” She started washing it. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You heard me. Don’t look so shocked. When I asked you to think of Dick fucking me while you jerked off, what did you think of?” 
 
    “I thought of how it must have felt for you to be connected and filled like that.” 
 
    She dried it off. “Right. Later, you can find out yourself, with a manly man’s raging hard-on in you, but this is first.” 
 
    “No way,” I said, but my cock lifted under my dress. Shelly pointed. “See, you want it. You’ll need to keep that thing from doing that later.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    She handed me the pink plug. I turned it on and noticed that it had several intensities. She handed me some lube. I hopped off the counter, and Shelly lifted my skirt up, my cock standing at attention. She took the lube and put a little on, then had me squat. She reached under me and slid it in slowly. “There. Nice?” 
 
    I stood and wiggled my hips. “Hmm. Interesting.” 
 
    “See? Now get better panties if you’re wearing that dress. You could put the cage on. Either way, no coming until I say so.” 
 
    “No cage. I’ll be good.” 
 
    “I have a crinoline that might help keep the dress out enough so you could walk with it hard and free if you want. It’s a white one in the corner of the closet. Try that.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “I’ll get ready.” 
 
    I found the crinoline, and it was perfect. So soft and fluffy beneath the dress, and it gave the dress a nice flared-out shape. It felt sinful against my bare cock and balls. I put on a pair of panties that could hold it all in if needed, but left them under my globes so I could feel it all against the fabric.  
 
    I was in heaven. The vibrator would likely keep me like this all day. It hummed silently inside me, and when I walked it made me move my hips more to make it stimulate me further. I walked all around the apartment and collected my things, putting them in a purse. 
 
    Then I remembered the sheets, gathered them up, and the clothes from the hamper, and loaded them in the washer. I poured some lemon juice in a glass, filled it with water and took it out on the patio into the fresh air. I sat and crossed my legs and bounced a foot. I was in heaven. 
 
    I sipped the drink and rubbed my cock in the fluffy crinoline, smelling my perfume rise from me. My blood-pressure dropped as I relaxed. I closed my eyes and rested, relishing the feelings. 
 
    The patio screen opened and Shelly said, “Okay, let’s go skeet shooting, sister.” 


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
      
 
    9 
 
      
 
    “Huh? Skeet shooting?” 
 
    She sat next to me and laughed. “What’s the matter? Change your mind?” 
 
    I motioned to my dress and nails. “I can’t skeet shoot like this.” 
 
    “Only kidding, sweetie. I thought we could go to the thrift  shop and do some shopping for Patty.” 
 
    “That’s a relief. But still. I can’t go out in daylight in stores with a vibrator in my butt and a rod under my dress. Can I take it out?” 
 
    She tilted her head and looked at my outfit. Shelly was wearing skinny jeans and a sweater with brown knee boots. “I guess it is a bit much. Why don’t we do this. Let your sister take care of that issue and dress you in something more appropriate. I have a cute knee-length denim you could wear, but you’ll need to wear my padded girdle with it to keep things tucked and give you some shape.” 
 
    “Really? That sounds nice. I’d like to dress like a normal girl and see what it feels like not being aroused all the time.” I grabbed my rod beneath the dress and stroked it. “This is overwhelming, and I’m not sure I’d like to be a girl with something in my butt and a woodie all the time. I’d like to see what it’s like just being like a normal girl.” I stroked myself slowly. “Can I?” 
 
    “Okay, but let’s not waste it. Go inside.” 
 
    I sat on the sofa. 
 
    “Turn the vibrator up all the way.” 
 
    I reached under my dress and pushed the button several times until it was racing. 
 
    “Oh my God. Wow!” I huffed, almost breathless. 
 
    “See how good things can feel down there? You can come using only that, or with a real man’s part there, but for now I’ll give you some help so we don’t mess the dress.” 
 
    She handed me the hem of the dress to hold up. I watched her take me into her mouth, imagining I was doing that to someone. She flicked the tip and made me jerk, then I grabbed her head and pumped into her face. 
 
    “Ungh, Shelly, that feeeels sooo—I’m coming!” 
 
    I jerked my hips into her, and she flicked the tip with each spurt until I had to stop her, it was so sensitive. I fell back on the sofa. “Ungh. Thank you.” 
 
    “You’re quite welcome.” She licked her lips and wiped her chin. “I’ll bet when you watched me you imagined you were sucking it. Tell me the truth.” 
 
    “How did you know?” 
 
    “I know you, sister. Let’s get you changed, and we can go.” 
 
    I took the plug out, washed it and stored it. The padded girdle did wonders for my hips and bottom, and the denim skirt looked so cute with a slit that went to my thigh, showing it with each step. The sweater was a cabled, pink V-neck and showed my cleavage nicely. A pair of brown, knee-high buckle-boots with three-inch heels completed the ensemble. 
 
    I looked in the mirror. “This is better for shopping.” 
 
    “How are the boots? Those were very comfortable for me.” 
 
    “I could walk all day in them.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Shelly sprayed perfume on me and put it in my purse with my other things. 
 
    The thrift shop was a haven for me. I was like a kid in a candy store. Shelly helped me find jeans, sweaters, tops, vests, some cute dresses, sexy dresses, purses, and belts, and even some vintage jewelry. 
 
    “Look at this vase.” I said. “Isn’t it pretty? I think it would look really nice on my dresser next to this porcelain, high-heel ring holder.” 
 
    “You are such a girl. Do you really want to dust them?” 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    “Then get them, princess. Now let’s have you try on your clothes.” 
 
    “Shelly, all of this is only sixty bucks. Why bother?” 
 
    “You can’t return them, and why waste money? Now let’s try them on.” 
 
    We took the cart over to the dressing rooms. All the doors were closed, but I couldn’t tell if they were in use or not. 
 
    Shelly pointed to the one on the end. “That one is the biggest—go knock.” 
 
    I knocked on the door and waited. I looked at Shelly and she motioned for me to go in. 
 
    I loaded my arms from the cart, and the clothes were stacked higher than my head. I felt for the knob blindly, opened it, and backed into the dressing room, shutting the door behind me and dropping the clothes on the bench. I turned around. 
 
    A girl around my age was holding a dress in front of her with her eyes wide. I stared at her. “Oh, excuse me—I’m so sorry! I knocked, but you must not have heard. If you can grab the knob for me, I’ll go.” 
 
    Her painted lips broke into a lovely smile. She tilted her head down and gazed up at me with bright green eyes flashing from under her auburn bangs. I was taken with her beauty and frozen in place. 
 
    “Oh, don’t be silly. There’s plenty of room in here, and there are benches on both sides.” She hung up the dress she was holding and started hanging my things. “And plenty of hooks to hang these on.” She wore pink lace panties and a bra.  
 
    She was slim with little or no hips. Nice cleavage, too. Could I try on clothes here? What choice did I have? I was tucked away well. Glad I wasn’t wearing what I was before. “Thanks.” We hung the rest of my things up. 
 
    “Looks like you hit the jackpot. Sometimes I get lucky like that, too.” Her voice was sweet and not one of those annoying girly voices. “I’m Jackie.” 
 
    I shook her hand. “Patty.” 
 
    “Oh, nice nails.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    She turned and started to try things on. I slid my skirt and sweater off carefully, made sure my boobs were secure, and started to try things on. We both worked quietly on our sides. I slid a beige A-line woolen skirt over my padded girdle and looked into the mirror. 
 
    “You have to take that one,” she said. She came next to me and ran her hands over my hips and bottom as I looked in the mirror. “It works so well with the padded girdle. You have such a perfect shape with it. I need to find one of those. You have the same problem as me with hips.” 
 
    “You have nice hips.” 
 
    She stood in her panties and looked in the mirror with her hands on her hips. “Nope. Flat, boy-hips.” She turned and smiled at me, knocking a dress off the hook. I bent over to pick it up. My breast-forms pulled away from me, and one fell onto the floor with a flop. I quickly grabbed it and turned away from her. My face flushed hot as I put it back in. I felt a hand on my shoulder. “Don’t be embarrassed. I wear them, too.” 
 
    I turned to her with shock on my face. “You do?” 
 
    She smiled. “I’m so glad you came in here. I think we’re very much alike.” She pulled her bra down to show me her forms, then, spreading her legs, she slid the front of her pink panties down. She grabbed herself and waggled it. “See?” She laughed and came over, putting her hand on my crotch. “I knew it! Well, not at first. You’re perfect, but the padded girdle made me wonder.” She laughed again. 
 
    I surveyed her body, face, makeup, hair, and took all of her in. She was gorgeous and was doing what I was doing. We had to be friends. “Uh, wow! I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “Say we can be friends.” She put her hand out. I shook it, and she tugged me to her, giving me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. “Let’s finish, and we can hang out.” 
 
    We finished trying things on and exited the room together. Shelly was standing there smiling. “Hi, ladies. All done? Did they all fit, Patty?”  
 
    I held three out to her. “These didn’t. This is Jackie.” I whispered in Shelly’s ear, “She’s like me.” I raised my eyebrows and smiled at Shelly. 
 
    Shelly reached out and gave her hand to Jackie, then pulled her in for a hug. “So nice to meet you! Patty needs a friend like you right now.” She pulled back, holding Jackie’s hands and looked her up and down. “You’re lovely.” 
 
    Jackie smiled. “Thank you. Are you Patty’s significant other?” 
 
    “You might say that, but that doesn’t mean you two can’t be very close. We love each other very much and just want the best for each other. I think it would be good for Patty to have friends like you.” 
 
    “Great. I was going to get some more piercings today. Like to join me? She looked at us both. I shrugged then Shelly said, “Yes, Patty needs more.” 
 
    “I do not. What happens after? You know, when I...” 
 
    “Who cares? They’ll seal up if you don’t use them.” 
 
    Jackie said, “New to this, huh? I’d never know. Just get them. You’ll never want to stop being this way, anyway. Trust me, I know.” 
 
    We met at the mall and Shelly and Jackie talked me into two more piercings in each of my earlobes, and one in the top of each ear. We bought some new dangly earrings for my earlobes, short glittery chains for the top ones, and put them in. Jackie and Shelly had piercings done and found new earrings, too. I was in heaven as I looked in the mirror. A new friend who was like me made this so much more fun. 
 
    On the way out, Shelly asked Jackie if she’d like to have dinner and drinks with us tonight. 
 
    “Really? That would be great. But I don’t like to go out alone at night, driving or walking. Some people can be real jerks.” 
 
    “Then just come over and stay. We have an extra bedroom.” 
 
    Jackie’s eyes opened wide, and she looked at me. I smiled and nodded quickly. “Yes, yes, please?” 
 
    “Okay, what can I bring? I have some frozen meals I made. Like scallops Rockefeller? I made it myself.” 
 
    “Sounds yummy,” I said. “We can eat and chat. Like Tequila?” 
 
    “Love it.” Jackie held her hand to her chin and looked at me. “You know what might be fun? Since you’re new to this and all, maybe I can bring over some clothes, and you can try on some outfits. Girls have such a variety of looks we can create. It’ll be fun. It’s weird that we’re all about the same size.” She looked at Shelly for approval. 
 
    “That sounds great. We can have a little fashion show and pajama party after dinner. I’ll pick up a movie, too, so we can all cuddle on the couch,” Shelly said as she winked at Jackie. 
 
    Jackie raised her eyebrows. “I’d love to cuddle.” 
 
    The day turned out beyond my imagination. I was happy, excited, and couldn’t wait for the evening, but at the same time, I was desperately afraid. I might never be Pat again. 
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    We stopped and picked up a few bottles of white wine and some snack food, grabbed a quick veggie smoothie for lunch, and hurried home. I washed all the clothes, and Shelly and I cleaned up the apartment. We put fresh sheets on my bed and washed the ones on hers. We cleaned the bathrooms, dusted, and I arranged my new knick-knacks in my room, dusting teddy off, and getting the decorative pillows out to put on the bed. My room did look much more like a girl’s room than a boy’s.  
 
    We showered, and Shelly and I went into her room. I plunked myself on her bed, crossing my legs under the pink robe. “What should I wear? This is the problem with girl’s clothes. Too many choices. And after today there’s even more! I had to bag all my boy clothes to make room for what I bought, and now we have girl clothes that we both can wear, in two rooms. That makes it even harder to pick.” 
 
    Shelly sat next to me, wrapped in a towel, and she put her arm around my shoulder. “Yeah, it’s tough being a girl. How do you feel right now? Let’s start there.” 
 
    “Hmm, nervous, like I’m going on a date. You aren’t mad, are you?” 
 
    “Mad? No, I’m excited for you. I hope you have sex with her.” 
 
    “Shelly! We just met.” 
 
    “You sucked Dave’s cock, and you don’t even know his last name.” 
 
    “But this is more special.” 
 
    “Are you in love?” 
 
    “Let’s say I’m intrigued and fascinated by Jackie. She seems so confident, and she is gorgeous.” 
 
    “Good, that’s what I want for you, to be confident. I want to see you two get intimate tonight. It’ll help you accept yourself.” 
 
    The thought of being intimate with Jackie was immensely exciting. I throbbed in my panties, and my face flushed as I stared blankly at Shelly. 
 
    “Good. I can tell by that look that you want to. Then there’s only one way to dress. Like you’re going on a date. Hot, sexy, seductive. She’s bringing over clothes to try on, so you need sexy underthings. The food she’s bringing isn’t cheap, either, so we should dress special for it anyway. I have an idea for each of us.” She stood and went to the closet. “Yes. I’ll serve the two of you and take care of everything so you can get to know each other better.” 
 
    “No. You don’t need to do that.” 
 
    She came over to me smiling and wrapped her arms around me. “You’re right. But I want to give you this. Consider it a coming-out gift.” She wrapped her hand around my head, pulled me to her and kissed me deeply. “I love you, Patty.” 
 
    “I love you, too. Thanks for everything. You’re so good to me.” I started to tear up. 
 
    I could see her eyes watering as she turned and busied herself by the closet. “Oh, stop being an emotional little girl and get going. Go poop if you can, clean out well, shower and loofa your body so your skin is nice and sensitive, and then use my skin lotion. I’ll get our clothes set up and help you with makeup and hair before I get dressed.” 
 
    Again, I did as I was told. I was the cleanest, softest, smoothest, sweetest-smelling guy around. I yelled to Shelly, “Ready!” Looking in the mirror, it was as if I weren’t Pat anymore. When I looked at myself one way, I was, but then again, I was more Patty than I ever realized. I stared into my eyes in the mirror and almost felt as if I were outside of my body, looking at a pretty girl in front of a mirror, getting ready for a date. 
 
    A slap landed on my bottom. “You smell good. Nice ass, too. She handed me a pink plug. “Load up.” 
 
    “What? I don’t need that.” 
 
    “I want you to.” 
 
    “It’s not the same one. It’s bigger.” 
 
    “Two sizes bigger. You’ll see. It will make you ready, in case she wants to be close to you. Like, inside of you close.” 
 
    “Shelly, please.” 
 
    “On your knees. I’m putting it in.” 
 
    I felt the cool wetness of the lube as she pressed it against my hole. “Now relax, and it’ll be easy. Breathe deep.” 
 
    I did. This one didn’t just slip in like the other one did. She pressed, and it stretched me around it. She reduced the pressure and let it slip out a little, then pushed it farther the next time. 
 
    “It’s too big.” 
 
    “Just relax. It’s not that big.” 
 
    She kept slipping it in a little deeper with each press. 
 
    “Good girl...” She pressed harder. 
 
    “It’s too big.” 
 
    “Does it hurt?” She pressed harder. 
 
    “No, it feels nice. But it’s too big.” 
 
    She pressed harder and let it go back out, “Just a...” she pressed, “...little...” harder, still stretching me, “...more...” She turned the vibrator on high and pushed it until it sucked in. It held tight, the hilt against my hole.  
 
    “Ungh, yes, that feels nice.” The vibrations made my rod stand at full attention. I hurriedly reached back and shut it off. “Wow. Too much.” 
 
    “Too big?” 
 
    “Oh no. Feels good. Not big at all really, just a little filling.  The vibrations, though. I’d come.” 
 
    She pressed the button and set it to the lowest setting. I could feel it, but not hear it. “Better?” 
 
    “Yes, thanks.” 
 
    “Okay. Now for your new look.” 
 
    Shelly massaged mousse into my hair. She had me bend over all the way while she dried my hair upside down. I stood, and it was all puffed up.  
 
    “Perfect. Now to tame it a little.” 
 
    She combed and brushed it, then used the curling iron and some hair spray. When she was done I had a fluffy, full hairdo that looked classy and sophisticated. I ran my hand through it. “Hmm, I thought it would be sticky. It’s nice and soft.” 
 
    “And it won’t get messed up easily, either. See how nice all the new earrings look with it?” 
 
    I touched them, looking in the mirror. “They do. I love them.” 
 
    “Okay, the makeup.” 
 
    Shelly masterfully sculpted my face with pouty, two-toned lips, and dark, exotic eyes that seemed twice their normal size thanks to the extended eyeliner and shadow. 
 
    “Holy shit! That’s me?” I stared into the mirror. “Wow, thanks.” 
 
    She slapped my bottom. “Now get dressed while I shower and get ready. 
 
    She had already put my things on the bed, and I feverishly dressed: 
 
    Black seamed stockings, black satin garter belt, corset and matching bra.  
 
    Crotchless, sheer, black panties with floral details and a gold bow. Strappy, patent stilettos with six-inch heels. A wispy, chiffon-over-satin V-neck dress with a flared skirt and satin lining that hugged my new corseted waist.  
 
    I put in the breast forms, went into the bathroom and applied some light powder to the cleavage, making it pop, then back into the bedroom for my necklace and perfume. I sprayed it all over me and under the dress and put it into the patent purse along with my other things. I looked in the full-length mirror. I was stunning. It looked like I was going to the opera, not having dinner at home. 
 
    The vibrator had me on edge, and I shifted to and fro before the mirror, admiring my image as my last vestige of maleness was seduced under the dress by the satin. My heart was racing. I sat to catch my breath. The restrictions of the corset made it difficult, but the firmness of it felt wonderful, and it held my back in perfect, ladylike posture. 
 
    The doorbell rang. I heard the shower running. I walked past the bathroom. “Jackie’s here. I’ll let her in.” 
 
    “Okay, sweetie.”  
 
    I closed the bathroom door and went to the front door. I took as deep a breath as I could. I pressed the intercom. “Hello?” 
 
    “It’s me, Jackie.” 
 
    “201.” 
 
    I pressed the buzzer. I could hear her coming up the stairs. I stepped out to greet her. She was struggling all the way up. I carefully navigated the steps and grabbed a couple of her bags. 
 
    “Thanks. I tend to get carried away, and then I realize how much I have when I try to carry it.” 
 
    We dragged her things into my room and put them on the bed. “Any more downstairs?” 
 
    “No, that’s it,” she said, smiling and breathing heavily. She looked at my hair and touched it gently. “You look beautiful. Love your hair and makeup, and that dress.” She felt the chiffon. “So sensual. I bet it feels luscious to wear.” 
 
    “Mmm, it sure does. Thanks for the compliment.” 
 
    She motioned to her outfit. “I feel out of place.” 
 
    She wore a funky kind of slut-schoolgirl outfit, with a very short, pleated, pink and gray plaid skirt, a tight pink V-neck top, and thigh-high, opaque white, lace-top stockings with gray high-heel knee boots. 
 
    “You look incredible. I love your outfit.” 
 
    “Good. We can play with some clothes later. Where’s Shelly?” 
 
    “She’s getting ready. In the shower now. She was busy helping me get ready.” 
 
    “I hope she doesn’t feel jealous of me or anything.” 
 
    “No, not at all. She would love for us to become very close.” 
 
    Jackie smiled and moved closer. She tilted her head, looking at me. She smelled my neck and moved her face close to mine. “You smell as lovely as you look. May I kiss you?” 
 
    “Uh...” I must have looked like that was a yes. She did. I felt her tongue run over my freshly-brushed teeth and tasted her minty breath as she ran a hand under my dress and squeezed my bottom through my panties. Her other hand grabbed me beneath the dress in front. I almost melted. She moaned, then let go and broke the kiss. 
 
    “Phew. Sorry.” 
 
    “No problem. That was nice.” 
 
    “I like the way your butt vibrates. Have a little toy in there?” She laughed. 
 
    “You felt that?” 
 
    She took my hand and put it on her bottom. I felt it humming. “You too?” 
 
    “It’s a really special occasion tonight. I want to enjoy it to the max.” 
 
    She put my hand under her skirt and wrapped my fingers around her standing rod. I squeezed it gently and tugged lightly. I couldn’t believe I was doing that, and yet it felt so natural.  
 
    Her bright green eyes captured me while her soft and silky hand wrapped around my rod, caressing me. Her eyes roamed my face. She smelled my neck—kissed it repeatedly in little kisses. I unconsciously thrust my hips into her fist, and she did the same to my hand. She whispered in my ear, “I’ve been waiting so long to find someone like you.” We humped each other’s hands, our other hands around each other’s neck, and embraced each other in a deep kiss that lasted forever.  
 
    When we stopped to catch our breath, we heard, “Hi Jackie!” Shelly was leaning in the doorway, smiling, her hair wrapped in a towel and a bathrobe on. 
 
    We jumped like two kids caught by their parents. “Ungh, uh...” I said as I moved back from Jackie; she flattened her skirt and I flattened my dress. 
 
    Shelly laughed. “Don’t be so jittery, you two. I liked what I saw with that kiss and those busy hands and hips. I’m not your mom, and you aren’t little kids. Now, I’d make you drinks, but I’m not quite ready, so Patty, I want you to help Jackie get her things hung up and organized the way she likes, then mix the first drink for yourselves. I’ll take care of everything else when I’m dressed. Jackie, I don’t want you lifting a finger around here, and Patty, after mixing your drinks, same goes for you.” 
 
    Jackie covered her mouth and laughed. “You sound like reruns of a show I’ve watched from the sixties so I have to say, ‘Okay, Mrs. Cleaver. Beaver and I will do exactly that. Thank you, Mrs. Cleaver.’” 
 
    Shelly laughed. “Very good, Eddie.” She kissed Jackie on the cheek. She looked into Jackie’s eyes and wagged a finger at her. “Eddie, don’t let Beaver molest you. You boys be good now. Take it slow. I was glad to see what you were doing, but I want you to enjoy tonight like no other.” 
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    By the time we organized Jackie’s things, her showing me all the different outfits, and then put her food in the kitchen and mixed our drinks, Shelly was ready. 
 
    We were sitting on the couch, Jackie’s one leg slipped over mine; she was caressing my thigh when Shelly entered the room. She wore a butler’s suit but made for a woman, with a black bow tie above a pressed white blouse with a cut-out that exposed her cleavage and breasts nearly to the nipple. The hem of the skirt went to her knees and ended in a split-back, like a penguin suit, but it was cut up in front above her gartered, black, back-seamed stockings, revealing sheer black panties. Slicked-back, gelled hair and fetish high heels completed her ensemble. 
 
    “Stay, stay, don’t move a muscle. You two look so cute there. I’m your servant for the evening. Like my outfit?” She posed for us with a white towel over one forearm. 
 
    “Incredible, Shelly,” Jackie chimed. “I can’t believe you’re doing this for us. You’re so sweet.” 
 
    “Thank you, Jackie. What temperature and for how long should I put your casserole in for?” 
 
    “Do three-fifty for forty minutes. It has veggies and everything in it already. Thanks.” 
 
    Shelly put the food in, mixed herself a drink, then put a plate of cheese and meat before us on the coffee table along with little plates, tiny forks and napkins. “There. Anything else? Need another drink, ladies?” 
 
    We looked at our drinks. Shelly grabbed them and ran off. 
 
    She returned with them as Jackie was answering my question. 
 
    “...My dad noticed I was different from other boys, and so did my mom. But they were intelligent and loving, and they allowed me to be different. When I was a teenager and realized how very different I was, I decided to become a psychologist. That’s why I’m older than you and still going to college. I’m doing my doctoral thesis.” 
 
    We took our drinks from Shelly. 
 
    Shelly asked, “What’s your thesis on?” She sat in the recliner facing us, crossed her legs, and sipped her drink. 
 
    Jackie nodded as she unconsciously rubbed my thigh with her hand and said, “The title is Acceptance of Gender Dysphoria and Subsequent Non-Surgical Transitioning as it Relates to Quality of Life Improvements. It’s basically a research study to show whether gender acceptance—not reassignment surgery, but accepting who they are and acting who they are—brings about an improved quality of life or diminishes it.” 
 
    I held her hand and looked into those eyes. “I can’t believe it. I could be in your study. I didn’t think there were enough of us to even have a study.” 
 
    “You could, honey. I have fifty-seven from around the country that I’m corresponding with right now. You’re the closest one, living here. There are many more of us around than you’d think, though.” 
 
    “Amazing. So these girls don’t want to get surgery and have, uh, have it removed?” 
 
    “Heck no. I found out they’re like me. They love having a penis and also love playing with other penises. They don’t want to lose it to become acceptable when they find out they can be accepted with it.” 
 
    “That’s a relief. I mean, I wondered where I’d go next if I stayed doing this. I could see how some might want to get rid of it and be sculpted into physically correct women. But not me.” 
 
    “Me either, sister. It feels so nice to have a penis that it makes me want to have others, and the bigger they are, the more fun they are. I like ones I can put two hands around and still not run out of shaft. Nice thick ones with plenty of juice. Mmm.” 
 
    I felt insufficient again and stared into my drink, stirring it with the stirrer. She touched my hand. 
 
    “Don’t feel bad. It doesn’t have to be huge. Besides, most guys with huge ones wouldn’t be fun to be with for any kind of relationship, from what I’ve found out. They make good toys, though.” 
 
    Shelly toasted. “Don’t they, sweetie? Nothing like a big fat one. Mmm.” She sipped her drink and re-crossed her legs, bouncing one foot. “Maybe we should have a little party here some time.” 
 
    Jackie’s eyes opened wide. “That would be fun. I know a few beasts.” 
 
    I looked at the two of them as they imagined a party. I throbbed under my dress and pressed my hand against it. “So, do you like girls, too, or just men?” 
 
    “I like them all.” She looked at Shelly. “I mean look at Shelly and tell me she isn’t ravishing. Who could not want her?” 
 
    Shelly winked at her. “Thanks, honey.” 
 
    Jackie continued, “It’s all about a person following their own desires and preferences. What screws things up is society’s insistence on limited ways of life. A certain kind of job, being hetero, having children, one sex partner for life—all it does is create unhappiness, divorce, broken families and on and on. That’s why I wanted to be a psychologist, so I can help others like I have myself.” 
 
    Jackie put her arm around me. “And girls like you, Patty. People need to be happy with themselves when they look in the mirror. They need to not worry about how they should act sexually and do what pleases them and gives pleasure. If everyone did that, the world would be a happier place. That’s what my thesis is all about.” 
 
    I put my hand on her thigh and squeezed it. “Thanks for helping people like me. So, would you ever do anything else to your body?” 
 
    “When I have money, breasts would be nice, and hips, for goodness’ sake. Electrolysis for the stubborn hairs and so on. I’d never do hormones and reassignment surgery, though.” She thought, “Maybe some lip injections to make them more inviting to fill.” She laughed. 
 
    The buzzer went off in the kitchen. “Time to eat, ladies,” Shelly said. “I’ll set the table and get the food on it.” 
 
    Jackie looked into my eyes and ran her finger gently down the side of my face. “Let’s eat. I’m so hungry.” She kissed my lips lightly. “Hungry for you. I want you.” 
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    We ate and chatted endlessly. Jackie was much more than she seemed on the surface. She was already making me feel better about myself. Shelly made the two of us take our cups of espresso into what was Jackie’s bedroom for the night, so Jackie could go through different outfits while Shelly cleaned up the kitchen. 
 
    “Maybe I should have been a fashion designer,” Jackie said as she adjusted the skirt on me. “I love how many things women can do with their clothes. It’s so much more interesting than men’s clothes, don’t you think?” 
 
    I looked into the mirror. “Absolutely. I never would have thought of this outfit. You’re so creative.” 
 
    “Thanks. Any favorites that you’d like me to wear tonight? I want to look sexy for you.” 
 
    “I liked what you had on when you came in. Slutty schoolgirl.” 
 
    “Okay. I feel the same. I liked what you had on. First thing I thought of when I saw you in it was how much I wanted to fuck you in it.” She knelt down, lowered my panties and took me into her mouth. 
 
    “Easy. I might come if you’re not careful.” 
 
    She reached under me, put the vibrator on high, tugged my globes, and ran her tongue around my shaft while she sucked it. I closed my eyes and came immediately. “Ungh, Jackie… Ungh, ungh, ungh, ungh. Shit.” 
 
    Shelly stood in the doorway. “Movie time and cuddles, girls. Oh my, I see Jackie has a mouthful.” 
 
    Jackie wiped her chin and licked her lips. “I forgot to bring dessert so I had to have some.” 
 
    I straightened my skirt. Shut off the vibrator. 
 
    “Go take that out now, princess, then you won’t have to later.” 
 
    Jackie nodded. “Good idea. When I want in, I want to be able to do it easily. I need another drink.” 
 
    Shelly went back to serving and made popcorn and drinks while we changed back into the outfits we had worn at the beginning. I cleaned up and freshened my makeup and perfume, as did Jackie alongside me. I took out the vibrator and cleaned it, and we both went into the living room. 
 
    Jackie sat and pulled me next to her tightly. “This is nice. Shelly, come sit with us.” 
 
    Shelly came over and handed the remote to Jackie. “You’re in charge. I put in a sappy romance, if that’s okay.” 
 
    “Sounds good.” She started it then leaned into me. Shelly leaned against Jackie and cuddled against her, spreading an afghan over us.  
 
    We watched, drank, cuddled, giggled, and snuggled together. We were a wrap of legs, stockings, silky clothes, perfumes, and roaming hands. Every now and then one of us would let out a little moan of pleasure or a quiet, “Oh, yes, like that.” Or, “Not yet, I want to wait,” or in Shelly’s case, “Deeper, Jackie—oh right there, I’m coming again.” 
 
    The scent of us was heavenly and erotic as it rose from the heated area under the afghan to our noses. We took a break from time to time to go pee or stretch, and Shelly refilled our drinks. 
 
    Jackie sucked Shelly’s nipples and fondled her breasts while fingering her, and I sucked Jackie’s silky rod. 
 
    By the time the movie was over, I was dying to feel Jackie coming inside of me. Neither one of us had come through our entire two hours of playtime watching the movie. 
 
    When the movie ended, we were all fairly buzzed, and I felt like an electric current was rippling through my body. Shelly stood and reached for both of our hands. “Let’s go to bed, girls.” She led us into her room where she had the bedspread pulled down, revealing red satin sheets on the king-size bed. “Special occasion sheets.” She lay down and patted the bed.  
 
    I slid next to her, and Jackie climbed in and dove for my cock to suck. I flipped around and took hers into my mouth. What an experience, sucking and being sucked. It was heavenly. Shelly rubbed our backs and caressed our legs while we indulged.  
 
    Jackie’s head came off me and she said, “Stop, stop. Please. I need a break. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    She went into her room and Shelly and I cuddled while I humped her stockinged leg. Jackie came in and said, “Move aside, Patty—Shelly deserves this right now.” She climbed into the bed on her knees and wagged a huge strap-on penis. Shelly maneuvered for Jackie.  
 
    Shelly grinned. “Oh yeah, baby. Pound me with your real-man meat.” 
 
    Jackie’s cock was hard beneath the intimidating fake one as she slid the fake one into Shelly. Shelly’s eyes rolled back in her head, and she moaned as she pulled her legs back, high heels by her ears. I slid over and held her ankles back.  
 
    “Yeah! Feel that, slut!” Jackie cried out. Her pleated school-girl skirt flailed over the huge attachment while it spread and pumped in Shelly’s wet hole. 
 
    I watched as I throbbed in the air. Shelly grabbed her own ankles and looked at me. “Go jerk that sissy cock and watch... Ungh, ungh, God!” She gritted her teeth. “Fuck me, Jackie!” 
 
    I slid onto the other side of the bed, slid a pillow under me and humped it while I watched. The satin sheets slid against my legs and cock. Shelly came over and over again, until Jackie had to stop.  
 
    “I need to catch my breath. Then it’s your turn, Patricia.” 
 
    She rolled onto her back, unstrapped the strap-on, and let it fall on the sheets.  
 
    Shelly picked it up and motioned to me. “On your back. “Now, suck this until your lover is ready.” She stuck the cock in my mouth. 
 
    I closed my eyes and sucked it. Soon, I felt Jackie’s hands on me, pushing my legs back, then she slid herself between my legs. I opened my eyes. I was bobbing my head on the dildo, looking at her. Her green eyes flashed along with her smile as she pressed her tip against my hole. I relaxed and let her enter me. Press, release, press harder, release, press. “Ungh, yes,” I gasped as her cock breached my gateway to my soul. 
 
    She took the dildo out of my mouth and kissed my lips while slowly filling me, then backing off to fill me again, joining us together as one. It was incredibly intimate, but I wanted more. I wanted it faster and harder. I wanted to be fucked like a slut. 
 
    Her arms wrapped around me, crushing me to her. I wrapped my legs around her waist and pushed myself onto her rod. She matched my faster pace. We shook the bed, bucking against each other as we moaned, connected as one, and we melted into bliss together. It seemed like forever, floating in that magical state of being. Not two separate people but one throbbing, humping unit on the edge of release. It was almost surreal. 
 
    Jackie whispered as we made love like a wedding night, “So what are you? A man, or a girl who wants to get fucked?” 
 
    “What?” Shocked, I looked at her inquiring face as she continued to fill me with luscious sensations. 
 
    “Tell me.” She shoved it in and held it there. “Do you like this?” She thrust several times, looking me in the eyes. “Being dressed like a girl and being fucked?” She rammed it in and stopped. “Or should I stop?”  
 
    “Please, please...” I whimpered and tried to move my hips to keep it going, but she stayed shoved all the way in and wouldn’t let me. “Please, Jackie! Don’t stop. Fuck me, please!” 
 
    She pumped me once and held it in me. “Who are you?” 
 
    “My name is Patty.” 
 
    She slid almost out then rammed me again and held it in. “Tell me more. What are you and what do you want?” 
 
    “I’m just a girl who wants to be fucked. Please fuck me some more and fill me with your come.” 
 
    She kissed me deeply then pulled back and looked at me with a smile and a wink. “Good girl. You know what you are.”  
 
    She grabbed my hair in her fist and tugged my head onto the pillow. She arched her back and looked me in the eyes. “I’m going to come inside your girly ass. Is that okay, Princess Patty?” 
 
    “Oh God, yes. Please, please, please come inside me.” 
 
    She thrusted fast and hard, her eyes riveted on mine, her face contorting as she bit her painted lip. My cock was flailing against her skirt, my dress pushed under my arms, and my breasts shook with each fierce, deep plunge into me. Her eyes were locked on mine. 
 
    “Ungh! I’m inside your tight girly ass. I’m coming, honey! Oh God! Yes!” She rammed me so hard my head banged loudly into the headboard, and she nearly tore my hair out.  
 
    She repositioned her hands onto my ankles and pinned them to the bed by my ears. “Ungh, yeah!” She slammed me again, “Yes!”   
 
    Slam, “Fuck this beautiful,” plunge, “tight,” pierce, “girly ass,” a slam that felt like it might come out of my throat, and again, and again and again.  
 
    Calling me names, she raged in my face, locked on my eyes. In a deep voice I hadn’t heard before she said, “Tight, feminized, girly ass, fuck yeah.”  
 
    She rammed me hard and stayed there. Her body shook in a ripple of involuntary spasms. I squirted a series of seemingly endless, voluminous squirts that flooded my thighs and her skirt. 
 
    She pressed deep into me and collapsed on top of me. Her hot, fast breath in my ear, she said, “That was wonderful, little girl. Mmm.” She kissed my cheek then rested her head on my shoulder. I wrapped my legs around her, not wanting to let her out of me. 
 
    Shelly whispered in my ear, “You two were beautiful together.” She kissed my cheek. My legs weakened and slid off Jackie. She rested peacefully, one leg over mine, her arm across my chest. We all drifted off to sleep. 
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    I opened one eye to the daylight. In a whisper, I heard, “Good morning, love.” A kiss grazed my cheek as I turned to see Shelly by the bed, toweling her hair. She motioned with a finger to her lips to be quiet since Jackie was still sleeping. “Sleep well?” 
 
    I nodded and looked at Jackie lying beside me, her arms wrapped around mine. I shrugged to Shelly and smiled. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she whispered. “Let her sleep. I’m making breakfast for us.” 
 
    I lay there smelling Jackie’s hair and couldn’t help but put my hand in it. I sniffed the sweet scent of her neck and wrapped one leg gently over her thigh to press my maleness against it. She moved her leg deeper between mine and began to slide her slick stockings back and forth on it. She opened one eye and looked at me with a sideward smile. She winked then rolled on top of me and kissed me deeply. We wrapped ourselves around each other and began slipping our hard cocks against one another. I wrapped my hand around both of our cocks, pressing them together while we humped. 
 
    Suddenly she lifted from me. “I need breakfast now.” She changed positions, placing her head at my crotch and her hard cock by my lips. I wrapped my mouth around it, and we both began sucking each other wildly and humping each other’s faces while we ran our hands over each other. We were like an endless electrical cord joined electric end to electric end. We synchronized our actions so we felt exactly what the other was giving. 
 
    In that hyper-stimulated dance, we grunted around each other’s cocks, moaning, humping, and caressing with our hands. She mumbled around my cock, “Mmm, ‘uming, ‘ungh, ‘odd!” 
 
    I tasted her sweet and salty semen as she flooded my mouth and I hers. We both came simultaneously, continuing the synchronized dance until we were both drained dry, and the sensations were too much to continue. We fell apart onto our backs. She rubbed my leg with her hand. “Lovely way to start the day, isn’t it?  
 
    “Yes, it was.” I maneuvered to lie alongside, wrapped my arms around her and embraced her in a kiss. We lay there resting. I was drained, still dressed from the night before. My ass was sore, my cock felt abused and raw, my dress was a mess, and I felt like a slut who had done an insurance convention. 
 
    Shelly was sitting in the chair in the corner of the bedroom. “That was lovely. Breakfast has been ready for a while, so whenever you girls are, we can eat.” 
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    I let Jackie use the bathroom first. When it was my turn, I saw the mess I was in the mirror. Ruined makeup, lipstick across my cheek, hair awry. I stripped off the ruined stockings and semen-coated dress and climbed into the shower. I was starving. I quickly showered, put on a pink robe and pink fuzzy slippers and went into the kitchen. 
 
    I sat. “Sorry I look a mess. Had to shower, and I’m starving.” 
 
    Shelly took a plate from the oven and placed the French toast before me. “Here ya go, Patty.” 
 
    She sat. Jackie smiled at me and went back to consuming her food. Shelly sipped her coffee, watching us as I dove in. 
 
    Shelly said, “I like your answers to Jackie last night. Do you remember last night?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and nodded while eating. 
 
    “Was it good?” 
 
    I opened my eyes wide and nodded quickly. 
 
    Jackie and Shelly laughed. 
 
    “Good. Now finish chewing your food and tell us both what you discovered about yourself last night.” 
 
    I held a finger up and forked the rest of the first slice into my mouth. I chewed it up. “Okay, sorry, so darn hungry. Last night. Awesome. Never felt anything that good.” 
 
    “So does that mean you’re a girl?” 
 
    I rocked my head. “Kinda. I mean, did I like being dressed and made up like one and smelling like one and being fucked like one? Hell yeah. But am I a girl? Not by definition.” 
 
    “Well, not by the normal definition. Did you feel like one? As far as you know, that is.” 
 
    “I guess. Being penetrated was something else. Would I like that acting like a man? Probably not.” 
 
    “Okay then.” Shelly looked at us both. “So what should we do today, girls?” 
 
    Jackie put her orange juice down. “I have a dentist appointment today. Sorry.” 
 
    Shelly looked at me. I looked at the ceiling, thinking. “Hmm. My ass is sore, my cock is sore, I don’t know if I’ll ever feel like coming again. I think I’ll be Pat today.” 
 
    “What? We have another two weeks off yet. Why would you be Pat?” 
 
    “Because of what I just said.” 
 
    Shelly stood, took a deep breath and leaned down to me. She kissed my cheek. “Okay, if that will make you feel good.” 
 
    Jackie finished her breakfast. “Is it okay if I leave my things here and pick them up some other time? I really have to go to make my appointment, and I have to shower and change yet. You can both wear any of my things, too, if you want.” 
 
    Shelly waved her hands. “Of course. By all means. Now hurry and get ready. I’ll call you later about what we talked about last night.” 
 
    I looked at Jackie. She winked. “Great!” 
 
    Jackie kissed my cheek and went into the bathroom. I went into my room to get dressed. My boy clothes were in bags. I looked at my wet hair in the mirror on the dresser. I took a dryer from the drawer and dried it with a round brush, making the texture pop. What to wear? I looked back in the mirror. What I saw wasn’t Pat. 
 
    I took a deep breath and looked deep into my eyes. I ran my long-nailed fingers through my hair, sweeping it off my brow. I tilted my head. Try as I might, I couldn’t see Pat in that mirror. I sat on the bed and crossed my legs under the robe. The silkiness of my shaved legs couldn’t bear to wear boys’ jeans—they told me soft girls’ stretch jeans would feel good over some suntan pantyhose. 
 
    I looked in the closet and found a pair of simple, boyish-looking, straight-legged jeans. I slid on the pantyhose with pink panties and followed them with the padded girdle. I slid the jeans on and looked in the mirror. Decent. Felt nice. Not girly, really. I put on a belt. Found a plain white cotton blouse, slipped it on and buttoned and tucked it in. I looked in the full-length mirror. Shoes. 
 
    I went into Shelly’s room and found a pair of flat-soled brown boots and slipped the jeans over them. I looked in the mirror. I wasn’t Pat, but I wasn’t a girly girl either. I went into the kitchen. 
 
    Jackie was gone, and Shelly was done cleaning up. I wrapped my arms around her from behind and kissed her neck. “Shell, you need to leave some tasks for me to do. Stop serving me. You were wonderful last night, but I don’t want you to keep doing that. Let me do something.” 
 
    She turned and smiled then pecked me on the lips. “Okay. I like making my brother happy, though.” 
 
    “I love you, Shelly.” 
 
    “I love you, too. So what do we want to do today?” 
 
    “Just hang with you. How do I look?” 
 
    Shelly stood back. “Okay. No boobs? No makeup? Flat boots? You look kinda like a tomboy.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “Are you feeling like Pat?” 
 
    “No. just didn’t want to be such a girly girl today. Is that okay?” 
 
    “Sure. Anything you want, sister.” 
 
    Shelly showered then dressed similar to me but with makeup, heeled boots and a purse. “Ready. Want to go for a walk in the park? 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    We walked the paths, hand in hand, just enjoying the day. 
 
    “Good afternoon, ladies,” an older gentleman wearing a suit said. 
 
    Farther along, a woman was looking in on her baby in a stroller. Shelly stopped to look at the baby. “Isn’t he a darling?” 
 
    The woman looked back at her, and I stood by. “Thank you. You and your husband thinking of having one?” She looked at Shelly and me. 
 
    I said, “Uh, no, not right now.” 
 
    “Oh, you have to. Your wife will be so thankful to you for giving her a baby. It’s wonderful.” 
 
    Shelly said, “We’ll have to think about that.” 
 
    Flustered, we walked on. A student was walking quickly down the path handing out fliers. When he came to us he said, “Here, girls.” He handed us fliers. “Alpha Gamma Delta is having a special membership run. Come to the open house. You’ll love it there.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Shelly said as the student ran off. 
 
    The walk in the park was like the rest of the day. The movie theater, coffee shop, restaurant—none of them could tell my gender. We stopped at a gay bar and sat at the bar sipping our beers. 
 
    “See, it’s not a bad thing. People can’t tell what you are and that’s okay,” Shelly said. “Be happy. You can be either.” 
 
    I nodded. A handsome, well-groomed man sat next to me. “Hi, buddy, mind if I join you? My name’s Rod.” 
 
    Shelly smiled and reached a hand across me to let him know she was with me. “I’m Shelly.” They shook hands. 
 
    “And who is your gorgeous boyfriend? Can I get to know him?” He smiled at me, ravaging me with his eyes. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Hello, uh, Rod. My name is... Patty.” 
 
    His eyes popped open wide. “Patty, uh, sorry, I thought...” 
 
    “That’s okay... I, uh...” 
 
    “Wow. You are pretty. How could I have missed that? Sorry to do that to you.” He slipped away. 
 
    In a few minutes, a gorgeous young woman sat next to me. “Mind if I join you girls? Buy you both a drink.” 
 
    I turned to her. “Thanks, but we’re gonna be leaving soon,” I said. 
 
    “So am I,” she said. “Can we leave together?” She put her arm in mine. 
 
    “Uh, let me introduce us. My name is Patrick, and this is Shelly.” 
 
    Her eyes popped open. She scanned me up and down. “Patrick. Okay. So, you strap one on? I like to be the sub.” 
 
    “No, I don’t need to strap one on; I have my own, thank you.” 
 
    She looked confused, slid off the bar stool and ran off. 
 
    Shelly and I laughed. “Let’s go home while it’s early enough. I just want to get into something more feminine and cuddle with you. All this confusion is driving me mad.” 
 
    We went home. I did my makeup, put on perfume and some sexy night clothes, and we cuddled and watched old movies on TV Then we went to bed and made love. I put on a strap-on and gave Shelly several gushing orgasms, and then she let me hump her hand. 
 
    The next day, I decided I needed to pick a gender and avoid all the confusion. I dressed in a skirt and heels with cleavage and all the details, with all my earrings in and perfumed. We spent the day doing what we did before, but with no question as to which gender I was identifying with. It felt wonderful. 
 
    “You’re in a much better mood today than you were yesterday,” Shelly said as we sat on the park bench. 
 
    “Absolutely. Feels so nice, too. I love the feminine feeling being like this.” 
 
    “Good. I think you’re starting to realize what you like and what you don’t.”  
 
    “Have you heard from Jackie lately?” 
 
    “Actually, we talked briefly. She’s busy with her thesis, but she said she could have the weekend open for us.” 
 
    “Really? Wonderful. We can do what we did last weekend. I’ll cook and serve this time.” 
 
    “Well, not really. Jackie and I set up something else. We wanted to surprise you, though, so I don’t know how much to tell you or if you’re ready for it yet. Tell me what you liked most about our night with Jackie.” She rubbed my crossed leg and looked me in the eyes. 
 
    “Uh, all of it.” 
 
    “But what one thing was the most beautiful to you?” 
 
    “Oh, wow. That would have to be...” I looked around then whispered in her ear. “When she fucked my brains out. We were so connected with her cock in me, it felt incredible.” 
 
    “That’s what I thought. Now what if the cock was like the fake one.” 
 
    I gasped and covered my mouth. “I think I’d rip apart. A big, hard, fake thing like that. It’s too hard, not like a real one.” 
 
    She winked. “Well, I said like it. Not it. A real one that size, or even bigger, filling you up, making love to you with a two hundred-pound man behind it, instead of a one hundred and thirty-pound feminized boy.” 
 
    My cock throbbed under my dress. I crossed and re-crossed my legs, looking out to the park. 
 
    “Yes, I thought so,” Shelly laughed. 
 
    “I couldn’t. I’m too small. He’d rip me apart.” 
 
    “Not if you’re ready. Just imagine being carried to the bed, lusted for, having a cock like Dave’s to suck and play with, having him seduce and ravage you.” 
 
    I was oozing in my panties thinking about it. “Stop. Stop talking. You’re driving me crazy. Let’s just go home. It’s insane.” 
 
    “Okay. We’ll stop talking about it. Now let’s go shopping for some things. That’ll be fun, right?” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    We walked back to the car. Shelly drove us outside of town to another thrift store. 
 
    “This one has some really neat things. I think they send all the frilly things to this store. This will be fun.” 
 
    Shelly led me by the hand to the back of the store. There were dresses, all with crinolines and ruffles, beading and lace, hanging on the wall rack. She held my hand and slid one at a time across the rack. “This pink one. Oh yes, this one would be nice. Not your size, though.” 
 
    She went through them until she reached one and stopped. She took it from the rack and held it against me. “This is it. It’ll be perfect. I can adjust the hem just right with scissors and a little sewing tape, and it’ll be perfect. The V-neck will show your cleavage. Feel this crinoline, how soft and silky it is for being so sheer.” 
 
    I felt it. It was lovely. It would feel beautiful to wear. I imagined myself in it. “But we couldn’t go out in it, Shelly. I mean, people couldn’t see me dressed in it.” 
 
    “But you’d love to wear it, right? We could even get stockings and accessories to match.” She held it against me.  
 
    I looked around the store then back at her fussing over me and that dress. “Okay. I’d love to wear it. But it’s a wedding dress.” 
 
    Shelly smiled. “Yes, it is. Then we’ll have to make the night you wear it very special, won’t we? Like a wedding night.” She grinned a wicked grin. 


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
      
 
    15 
 
      
 
    The next several days were unsettling, to say the least. I wasn’t myself at all, as either Pat or Patty, or anything in between. I had become something totally different. I was almost out of control and begging for relief. Whatever Shelly had planned, I wasn’t quite sure, but I trusted she did this for me and that I’d love every second of it. She hadn’t missed once yet. I had to whine, though. 
 
    “Please, Shell. I can’t take it.” 
 
    “It’s just hours away now. Relax.” 
 
    “I hope you’re going to take care of this before the party or I’ll embarrass myself. I’ll be an animal.” 
 
    “Oh relax. It’s only Jackie, and she won’t care if you’re an animal or not. She loves you.” 
 
    “I know. I guess.” I wriggled on the huge butt plug as it hummed inside of me. My cock filled the cage I had been wearing all these days and just dripped incessantly. “Why can’t I just take this cage off and come so we can have a relaxed evening like before?” 
 
    “Remember? When Jackie brought special food, we dressed special. Tonight, you’re dressing special in that wedding dress and all the perfect wedding things to make you into a beautiful bride. So, wearing the cage all this time and denying you any ejaculation is the thing to make it extra special.” 
 
    “That’s silly.” 
 
    “It’s not. Your libido is higher than it’s ever been and that’s very special isn’t it? When you’ve worn that dress and had the evening, then the cage can come off.” 
 
    “Okay. I am hornier than I’ve ever been, true. I can’t believe you’ve made me watch the video of me sucking Dave’s cock over and over again. You had him send it to you? Yeesh. That was sheer torture, too. Do you know how much I want to suck a cock now? I need to. And this damn vibrator inside of me… If you let me, I’d fuck myself with it every time I put it in. It’s the biggest one from the bag, and now it goes in easily.” 
 
    “All as it should be. Everything is exactly how it should be at this very moment. Haven’t you ever heard that?” She kissed me on the cheek. “My lovely bride-to-be. Now, Jackie will be here soon. Go get ready. I’ll help with your hair and the veil and your gloves and things. Your nails are dry, right?” 
 
    I felt them. They were so long, I was almost helpless wearing them. “Yes, dry.” 
 
    “Good. Now get dressed as much as you can and call me when you need help. I’ll finish getting things set up out here and in my bedroom. No peeking.” 
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    I did as I was asked. I was the perfect image of a slut bride. The dress was gorgeous, and Shelly had cut and finished the hem higher to expose my cage. She had tied ribbons around it all to make it stand out and decorated it so much that it looked tiny in the midst of all the ornamentation—a tiny, glittering, chrome-caged cock in the middle of a field of flowers and ribbons. 
 
    The white stockings were sheer and lace-topped, held up by a gorgeous white lace garter belt with pink flowers on it. White satin and lace garters slid up and topped the stockings with a pink flower on each. My bra held my gelform breasts at attention and created a deep, full cleavage that was framed by the dress’ lace-edged V-neck.  
 
    The heels were six-and-a-half-inch fetish stilettos that were not very easy to walk in unless one took tiny, mincing steps. They made me feel helpless and deliciously vulnerable. I sat on the bed, seeing what I had forgotten. Jewelry was on, perfumed all over, I found the pair of open-finger lace gloves and slid them on past my elbow. They were delicate and feminine and made my arms and hands look that way.  
 
    I looked in the mirror. A masterpiece. I watched as the rubber over my cage received more oozing from the tip. I just wanted to come.  
 
    Shelly came in, dressed in a simple, white sheath mini-dress with gold high heels and suntan stockings.  
 
    “Oh, you look wonderful.” She kissed my cheek so as not to mess my lipstick. She picked up the bridal veil and started to secure it in my hair. “This is the perfect veil, too, not too long, not too short. It makes you look so virginal. Like a sacrificial offering or something.”  
 
    I watched her in the mirror as she finished. “I do look like a real bride, slutty though. Feels nice, but I’m so horny. You could drop me on the street, and I’d suck every cock and beg every guy to fuck me.” I laughed. 
 
    “Maybe you will!” She laughed, too. “It’s good you can laugh about it, honey.” 
 
    The doorbell rang. “Jackie!” I said. I perked up and started to go let her in. 
 
    “No, no. Stay here. I’ll get it. I’m closing the door so we can have a full reveal. It will just be a minute, honey.” 
 
    She shut the door behind her. I heard scuffling and whispers outside. Once the movement stopped, the doorknob turned. Jackie opened it a few inches, slid in and shut it. 
 
    “Jackie!” I tottered over to her on my heels and hugged her. 
 
    “Hi, baby. You look so nice. So special. So vulnerable.” 
 
    I looked in her gorgeous green eyes and melted. “Thanks. Make love to me. Now.” 
 
    “Well, we need to get that plug out, right?” 
 
    I knelt on the bed and hurriedly started to pull on it. My nails got in the way. It was slipping. Jackie pushed my hand aside. “Don’t be in such a hurry.” She slid it out and laid it down. “There. How’s it feel?” 
 
    “Empty and like I need you to fill it. Please?” I looked back at her and wagged my sheer-white-pantied bottom. 
 
    “Stand up first.” 
 
    I stood. She held a white lace and satin fabric with ribbons before me. “I have to put this on you first.”  
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “A blindfold so as not to ruin your surprise.” 
 
    “Sounds fun. Okay.” 
 
    While she put it on she said, “I wasn’t sure all of this was a good idea, but Shelly thought it would be wonderful for you, so I helped her. I hope you’ll like it all.” She kissed my cheek. 
 
    “Shelly’s made good choices for me before. And you’re here. I trust you, too. I love you both.” 
 
    I felt her soft lips kiss my cheek. Smelled her sweet scent. 
 
    “Now don’t move. This will feel a little weird, but trust me. It’s for the surprise.” I felt her insert a squeaky foam plug in my left ear. It swelled and deafened that ear.  
 
    “What? Why? I’ll be deaf.” 
 
    “Almost. It’ll heighten your other senses. Other one now.” She put the other one in, then covered my ears with soft, furry, white earmuffs. I couldn’t hear a thing except my breathing and my heart beating. It started to race as I became nervous. Jackie rubbed my shoulders, caressed my stockinged legs, put kisses all over my body. I relaxed. I felt her take my hand and give me a tug. 
 
    I tottered in tiny steps and felt the cooler air of the hallway on my stockinged legs. We walked into the living room, then Jackie stopped me. I smelled cologne and booze, and it felt like there were people looking at me. Like when you feel eyes on you when someone stares, I felt eyes on me. 
 
    Jackie had me stop, and I felt her put a satin pillow on the floor at my feet. She tugged at me to kneel on it. I did. I craned my neck around, sniffing the air, alone in the dark, silent space of my brain. I felt a hand on my head. It held me fast. I smelled Shelly’s hand and felt one of her painted nails slip between my lips. She put another in. I sucked at them. She pulled my jaw down so my mouth was open. I smelled something else. 
 
    A velvety smooth, warm and salty, head of a real-man-cock gently entered my lips. I hungrily moved my mouth onto it and ran my tongue around it. My hands came up and grabbed it tight. I felt the shaved shaft and balls and was absorbed in it as the sounds I made in my mouth echoed in my brain. I sounded like a sucking, wet, consuming animal. I was. 
 
    Huge hands wrapped my head and held it fast as the rod moved in and out of me as it wished. I ran my tongue around and around and made him shudder each time I caught the tip and shoved my tongue in the hole. I was dying to make him come in me. I tugged on his balls with one hand and stroked his wet shaft with the other while I consumed as much of the long shaft as I could with ravenous intent. 
 
    The sounds of him slushing in my mouth drove me to intensify it. I grunted and tightened my lips around his shaft. He squeezed my head tight as he rammed my face and suddenly came in a flood. I swallowed what I could with each gush and the rest dribbled down my chin. I held fast to his rod and kept stimulating it feverishly. I didn’t want to stop. I needed more. 
 
    His body spasmed helplessly as he tried to get my mouth off him. I clenched tight with both hands and kept going, not willing to let it end. He pushed my forehead trying to get me to stop. I coaxed more juice from him as he shuddered, and I consumed it.  
 
    His hand went under the back of my veil, wrapped in my hair and yanked my mouth off his cock. He pried my clenching hands off his cock with his other hand. When he took it out I felt a gush of come on my legs. 
 
    I blindly reached my hands out, trying to find him. Another scent filled my nostrils. A cock slapped my face repeatedly, teasing me by staying out of reach of my lips. I reached my hands out and found the firm ass it was connected to. I dug my nails into his ass and pulled him to me with my mouth open hungrily. He stuffed it in my face. 
 
    I sucked and sucked and made another meal of this one, listening to the sounds I made on another very large, very silky, very salty and tasty cock. I was cock-drunk and set about making him come for me. He did, and I managed to swallow every succulent drop of it. I still needed more. 
 
    Another replaced his, and another after that. When they were all gone, and I could find no more, I felt Jackie beside me. She kissed my cheek, cleaned off my face and stockings, then held a glass of tequila in front of me to sip. I drank it down while trying to hear things and feel if there were others around yet. I felt the eyes on me. 
 
    I drank down the triple tequila and felt the effect as my heart slowed to a moderate pace and my head felt light. Jackie lifted me to my feet and led me, teetering, to Shelly’s room. She helped me slide onto the silky sheets.  
 
    Large hands took my arms and legs and gently arranged me on the bed. I was positioned in the middle of the bed. My heels were tied behind my head with ribbons that were looped over and under the bed, securing me from moving up or down the bed, or getting up. My wedding gown was arranged around me. I was sprayed with perfume. Cold lube wet my exposed and begging hole, aimed up for penetration. I couldn’t wait. I humped my butt into the air and whimpered. 
 
    The earmuffs came off. The earplugs were taken out. Shelly whispered, “Are you okay, princess?” 
 
    I nodded. She undid the blindfold, and the light blinded me. I squinted until my eyes adjusted. Surrounding the bed were four men. I mean real men. Big, handsome, shaved and muscled men. They all smiled, exposing their shiny white teeth while they were stroking their shaved shafts, looking at me. My heart raced. What was happening to me? I longed for them to take me—ravage me mercilessly. Please! 
 
    Shelly went over to the first one and slid a Magnum rubber on him while talking to me. “This one is first, if that’s okay. Are they all suitable for your bridal night, princess?” 
 
    I looked around, smiling at them in disbelief and said in my best girly voice as it shakily cracked out the words, “Holy shit.” 
 
    The first one was bigger than the strap-on we used, and he slid his scented, hairless and naked body between my legs. I watched him press the purple tip of his lubed, rubber-covered cock against my hole. My heart racing with anticipation, I relaxed my sphincter muscles, and through his continued pressure, his massive rod slowly stretched me, and the head disappeared. I watched as it disappeared into me, inch by gorgeous inch. Once all the way in, he began to moan and thrust slowly—almost all the way out, then slowly all the way in until I felt his pelvis touch me. He danced a ravishing slow dance, sending currents through my whole body. 
 
    He gently wrapped his huge arms around me, embracing me against his powerful chest. I kissed his shoulder, tonguing his sweet skin. He let out a low guttural moan of pleasure. “Oh God, it feels so good inside you, baby.”  
 
    “You feel incredible.” I gasped a squeak as he pushed it all the way in. “Please, don’t stop,” I breathed in his ear. 
 
    Stroking slowly, I felt him fill my body with his passion so deep, I thought it would come out my mouth. My cock in its cage oozed with pleasure into its rubber, as if each stroke induced an orgasm of its own for me. 
 
    The feeling was indescribable, though I have to try to explain it. It filled me so full and so far that it felt as if he were a part of me. The deeper he went, the more I felt we were the same body. Each stroke spread and filled me with heavenly sensations throughout my whole body. 
 
    He raised his heavy body off me, grasped my butt cheeks with huge, hard hands and looked into my eyes. His face was flushed. He rolled his head on his shoulders, looked into my eyes and said, “Enough slow torture. Now I’m gonna ram your tight, feminized ass until I come in it.” 
 
    He held me fast, my feet tied behind my head and lashed to the bed, and began to pound me into the bed. The lock of my cock cage clattered as he milked one stream after another of my semen into the rubber. It was a continuous flowing orgasm for me. I stared in disbelief at his gorgeous body as he split me with his huge velvety cock over and over again. 
 
    “Ungh! Fuck!” He leaned down and stared in to my eyes, put a hand on my head lovingly, drove himself deep into me, and held it there. “Ungh, coming baby, coming in your girly body.” Out, and a hard ram in again. “Oh yeah.” He collapsed on top of me, crushing me to the bed, his cock deliciously filling me and motionless except for a few remaining spasms of his cock inside of me that tensed his body when they happened. 
 
    He rolled off. Shelly came over and took the rubber off my cock cage. She held it poised to pour in my mouth. I swallowed it all. How could so much have been in me? And I hadn’t had an ejaculation yet. With no series of ejaculations leaving me finished and satisfied, I wanted more. I was still begging for release.  
 
    I looked at Shelly pleadingly, looking like a junkie needing a fix. Shelly smiled and patted my head. “Good girl. Now I’ll put on another for you and the rest of the men can use you for their semen receptacle.” 
 
    My eyes went wide with panic. “No! Wait, please, I need to come. Please take the cage off and let me finish. I can’t just keep doing this. It feels wonderful, but I have to finish.” 
 
    Shelly saw my frustration. She looked around the room. Three gorgeous men waiting. Jackie stopped sucking one and moved to the next, keeping them ready. Shelly motioned to them. “You have three more yet. They’ve been waiting to come inside you.” 
 
    I looked at them. They were gorgeous. I was so tempted. “I’m so sorry, I really want to, but...” 
 
    Shelly took the key and undid my cage. I sprang free. She wiped it dry with my dress. “So what do you want to do with the men if they aren’t going to fill you?” 
 
    “I want you and Jackie to make them come while I watch and jerk off.” 
 
    Shelly went to one and led him to the bed. She lay down, lifted the hem of her dress over her hips, and slid her heels back. She wore no underwear. She glistened with wetness. She motioned one of the men to come to her with her finger. 
 
    I slid off the bed, my cock in hand, and gently caressed myself. Jackie came over and knelt down to take me in her mouth. “No,” I said, “please, take one of the men. I want to watch.” 
 
    She nodded, went over to one and took him to the bed. The last one looked lost, standing there not knowing what to do. I didn’t care. I wanted to come and be done. 
 
    Beautiful, smooth and muscled men with gorgeous, thick, long cocks penetrated Jackie and Shelly as they entered their blissful worlds. I masturbated and watched the heavenly scene. I was going to be able to really come now instead of oozing, and I wanted it to last and be a final release. A satisfying, monkey-off-my-back release. 
 
    There was room in the big bed for me alongside Shelly, who was kissing Jackie while both were pummeled. I slid alongside Shelly, lay down and jerked my cock. The last Adonis came over and stroked his cock in front of my face. “Please? Please can you help me, lovely lady? Please let me fuck your beautiful face,” his deep voice pleaded. 
 
    I reached a hand out to him and brought his cock to my mouth. He positioned himself by the bed so he could stroke into my mouth. His cock was wonderfully alive and firm with a head much larger than the shaft. His balls were shaved and tight as I squeezed them and rolled them in my hand. I ran a long fingernail under the shaft and made him twitch. 
 
    Shelly moaned; Jackie whimpered. 
 
    I wrapped both my white-lace-gloved hands around his cock, and he pumped into them and into my begging mouth. “Ungh, yes, those gloves feel awesome.” I looked up into his eyes, and he humped into me. I slid my mouth off his cock. “Come for me now, baby,” I whispered. 
 
    I took him in my mouth again and worked him feverishly as I looked up into his gorgeous eyes. They rolled around in his head, then fixed on my eyes and opened wide. I squeezed my hands tight and felt the first gush shoot through his shaft. “Ungh! Coming!” 
 
    Shelly yelled, “Fuck yeah, coming!” 
 
    I swallowed as best I could while he continued to ram through my hands and into my mouth, his eyes locked on mine. Ram, “Fuck yeah!” ram, “...gorgeous face, ungh!” His body shuddered, and his thrusts stopped. I licked him clean. He went to sit in the corner chair. 
 
    I looked over at Shelly and Jackie. Shelly was coming again. 
 
    I slid alongside her and rubbed against her stockinged leg. Her hand came down and grabbed my cock. I humped into it. She looked at me and winked. “That’s it, baby. Get it done right. Finish in my hand and squirt your sissy juice.” Her breasts were shaking from the pummeling she was getting. Her eyes closed as she started to come again.  
 
    I humped her hand and came in floods as my body shook and tensed. I fucked her hand like a monkey as I came over and over until finally... I fell onto the bed between them and let the shaking of it rock me to sleep. 
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    My eyes popped open. I looked around quickly. Shelly and Jackie were sleeping in an embrace. No one else was around. I stood and almost fell in the shoes I still wore. As quietly as I could I made my way, tottering, to the bathroom. Looking in the mirror I realized it wasn’t a dream. I undressed, letting my clothes fall into a pile on the floor, and climbed in the shower. 
 
    During the slow, hot shower, I cleansed myself and thought about what last night was telling me. What was I? What will I be now? 
 
    I stuffed last night’s clothes in the washer, put away the related paraphernalia, went into my room and dressed. Suntan thigh highs, padded girdle, gold bra with forms, V-neck beige sweater with a below-the-knee brown corduroy skirt with a slit to the thigh, and brown one-inch-heeled boots. I did my hair, makeup and lipstick and put in some long, dangling earrings in the two lower holes, and a diamond stud in each top hole. I sprayed on perfume and went into the kitchen as quietly as I could and made breakfast. 
 
    When it was ready and in the oven to stay warm, I checked on Shelly and Jackie. Shelly was on her back, her sexy legs spread to the foot of the bed, her arms wrapped around Jackie as they kissed and Jackie thrust into her. I sat in the corner and watched their beautiful dance. 
 
    Jackie came inside Shelly. She lifted herself to look at Shelly. “I’m hungry, love.” 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    I piped up, “It’s done and in the oven, lovers.” 
 
    They sprang up. Shelly said, “Watching again, huh?” 
 
    “Just the end. It was lovely. You two looked wonderful.” 
 
    I stood, and they followed me into the kitchen. After the three of us ravenously ate breakfast, Shelly and Jackie were doing the dishes while I drank my coffee at the table. I looked at the excessively long nails I had on from yesterday and smiled. 
 
    Shelly called out from the sink. “So are you Patricia now? What are you, honey? Are you a girl?” 
 
    She cast a glance back at me. I tilted my head to her. “Hmm. I’m not a girl.” 
 
    “You sure look like one today.” 
 
    “Yeah. But I’m a male, physically that is, but I know I’m not a man in many ways. I’m heterosexual, but I’m also homosexual, and I’m bisexual, and sometimes I’m a lesbian. As a guy, I’m a metrosexual, and as a girl I can be a lipstick lesbian better than I could be a dyke. As a gay guy, I’m a bottom, but not dressed as a guy, because that would be gross for me.” I laughed and sipped. 
 
    Shelly laughed. Jackie said, “So are you confused now?” 
 
    “Absolutely not.” 
 
    “Sounds like you are.” 
 
    “No, I know exactly what I am. I identify with a girl’s appearance as a feminized person of the male gender. I love to have sex with men, women, or feminized males, and you can call me Patty or Patricia as you desire. And if by chance I feel like dressing like a boy, which seems stupid to me right now, you’d call me Pat.” 
 
    Shelly wiped her hands on the towel and came over by me. She gave me a kiss. “Good girl. If it’s okay to call you girl.” 
 
    “Of course. It’s the gender I identify with the best. I love being feminized instead of trying to be masculine.” 
 
    She beamed at me. “I’m so happy you’ve defined yourself outside of your old definition. It suits you so much better. Are you happy? What could make you happier?” 
 
    “Well, for now, no more sex for a while. I think I have a sex hangover. I just want to feel pretty and feminine. Otherwise, I’m happy. I love where you’ve both helped me to go. The only thing that could make me happier is to be with the two of you as much as possible.” 
 
    Shelly smiled; Jackie turned and gave a hoot. “May I?” 
 
    I lifted a boot showing the low heel. “Why do you think I dressed like this? I hate low heels. This is my outfit for moving you in.” 
 
    The three of us hugged each other. My new life was in place. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    If this book brought you excitement and pleasure, 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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