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Preparing the Goddess

I knelt alongside the spa tub, my gorgeous little Janine basking in the warm, bubbly water scented with Jasmine and Gardenia, while I scrubbed the bottom of her feet with a pumice bar, softening her heels and the ball of her foot.

“Mmm, that’s so nice, Kendall. And I love how smooth and soft my feet are after. You're a doll for doing this for me all the time.”

I laughed. “I know. Not a problem. It allows me to be closer to you. I enjoy shaving and loofahing your body the best, though.” I pressed my thumb into the arch of her tiny foot as I moved the pumice bar over her heel with my other hand, admiring the job I did on her pedicure, her painted toenails glimmering.

“Oh yeah, that’s it. Do that more.”

I put the pumice bar down and massage her foot with both hands.

Her tiny, honey-like voice cooed sweetly, “Oh, god, yes, Kinney, that’s almost sexual. Mmm. Thank you.” I knew I was doing well when she called me Kinney instead of Kenny or Kendall. It wasn’t a very masculine name, but I became Kinney when I did something good.

“You're very welcome, my love. I love making you feel wonderful.” I loved having her respond to me like that. It was my only opportunity to truly give her such deep, intimate pleasure, and doing that made me feel good. It made me proud. I took what I could get.

It was a Saturday morning, and we were doing our usual ritual of preparing Janine for the weekend. I looked forward to it all week. Who wouldn’t?.. Being able to caress and pamper a goddess like Janine. I was one lucky guy.

I finished her feet and mentally reviewed the tasks we always did to be sure I had gotten them all. “Did I get everything shaving you?”

“I think so. My skin is so silky from the loofah and the coconut oil in the bath. Why don’t you check, though? I wouldn’t want rough patches or stray hairs to detract from the effect. Right?” She giggled.

I took a deep breath and rose to my knees, a raging hard-on in my short shorts. Janine like me to wear those shorts because she said they made my ass look cute, and she loved how they revealed how hard I’d get from her. My body was always shaved like hers, too, but I did mine in the shower. I hated body hair, and Janine hated it on others as well. She said it held stink and was rough to the touch.

Janie had her wet hair wrapped and stuck on her head with a pencil, and that pencil somehow held it all while I bathed her. Her bright green eyes were captivating. Her full lips were inviting—a goddess, for sure.

“Are you okay, Kinney?”

“Uh, right, yeah. Just got stuck. Sorry. Check for a good shave. Right.”

I rubbed my hands together and ran them over her ankles, calves, thighs, and stomach. I lifted her arm and checked her pits, then caressed her arms and her breasts. She tugged my head down and placed my mouth on her nipple. I gently took it between my teeth and nibbled it while massaging it with my hand. I sucked it into my mouth and flicked my tongue on it.

“Oh yes. It’s a damn good thing I get to finish this tonight. I’d hate to go to work like this one day. It’s good that it’s a Saturday. Oh, god, yes, that feels so nice. Can you do the other one, please? You’re getting me so worked up and ready. I’m so wet.”

I moved my face over to the other one, sniffing the scent of the jasmine and gardenia on her skin as I gave her other breast the same treatment, and she cradled my head lovingly. I was throbbing uncontrollably in my short shorts, and my breathing was choppy. How I’d love to fuck her right there, but she had that planned for later. All I could do was get fully aroused and long for it like she was.

Her hand cradled my head lovingly. I could sense her looking down at me as she petted my head while I sucked and licked. “From your breathing and the size of that thing in your shorts, I’d say it’s a good thing you get to release it all tonight, too.”

I nodded and mumbled around my lovely mouthful of breast as I breathed heavily through my nose, her perfumed scent driving me wild.

She lifted my head and gave me a peck on the lips. “Mmm, not sure I can take much more of that. You didn't check the last place, though. That place has to be perfect.”

“Right.” I slid my hand under the water and bubbles, and she lifted her hips to me, presenting her mound. I ran my fingers and palms over her skin on her pelvis and down the front, between the folds and along the sides. “Shit.”

“Find one?”

“Yeah.” I took my hand away and reached for the razor. She lifted her hips and spread her legs before me. I searched for it again and made the skin taut, then carefully shaved the missed spot until it was baby’s ass smooth. “There. Perfection.”

“Thank you.” She lowered her hips under the water and held my right hand on her folds. She took my fingers and slid them into her and placed my thumb on her hard little button. “Just a little while, okay, Kinney? To make me even more aroused, libidinous, wanting, needy, and alluring.”

I watched her face, her hand gently on my wrist, setting my pace as her lips parted and she gasped on and off. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back on the pillow. She pulled the pencil from her hair and let it fall around her, her face framed in the waves of honey-auburn silk.

She let my wrist go and massaged her breasts, tweaking her nipples as she did. She let out a sigh and rolled her head to the side, making a sweet whimper/moan sound as I moved my four fingers in and out, stretching her, and rubbed her hard clit, her face a glow.

I was on the verge of coming and had to hold it back, or Janine would be angry. Neither of us could finish on our special nights until it was time, so as to keep our libido at its highest and enjoy the night more.

I watched my love respond to my touch. It was wonderful. She was wonderful to let me do this. She was getting close. I’d love to take her to the top and have her orgasm for me, even though I knew it was against the rules and she’d not be happy. To make someone feel so good would be such a reward. Something I had never done made the longing to do it even greater.

I sped my pace up. Her gasps and leg beginning to twitch told me I was millimeters away from it. I oozed on my shorts, and my hardness bobbed beneath them uncontrollably. I held back and locked my eyes on hers.

She yanked my hand away and gasped. Her body went limp in the water. She smiled at me and put her hand out to call me to her. She took my head and gave me a peck on the lips. “God, that was good. I think I’m ready. Are you ready to pick out my outfit for this evening, Kinney?”

I couldn't wait. I loved dressing her like some Barbie doll. It gave me even more involvement in her pleasure, and I was proud to help make her the sexiest she could be. “For sure. Who is it tonight?”

“It’s Joey.”

“Oh, good. I haven't seen him for a while.”

“It is his weekend in the rotation, so that would be eight weeks.”

“Wow. Time flies. I’m glad it’s Joey. He’s nice. I know exactly what he likes, too, so this will be easy.”

I held the towel for her as she stood in the tub, and the water ran off her breasts and elbows like waterfalls in paradise. I wrapped it under her arms as she held them there for me, her breasts firm and looking at me as I covered them.

She leaned down and gave me a peck on the lips. “You’re the best cuckold boyfriend ever. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, Janine. So much. Let’s find you something sexy for Joey, and then I have to cook.”

She pouted. “Aww, you aren't going to dress me? I love it when you slide my stockings up and caress my legs while doing it, and then lick me for a while. You get so hard and ooze so much when you do.”

“Not unless you want dinner to be late and drinks not to be ready, and the whole thing becomes chaos.”

“Okay. Next time, we have to start my bath earlier then.”

“Or you could do your own pedicure the night before… But I’d miss doing that a lot. Earlier, I guess, is better. Next weekend, we’ll start half an hour earlier.”

“Okay, Kinney.” She gave me a peck on the lips and trotted off to the bedroom on her toes, looking like a pixie prancing through the woods.


The Start of Another Wonderful Weekend

My gorgeous pseudo-girlfriend, roommate, and work partner, Janine, yelled from the bedroom, “Honey! Can you answer the door?” “I’m almost ready. Pour Joey a drink, okay?”

“Sure, Janine!”

I put the knife down from chopping the onions, dashed to the front door, and opened it. Joey beamed at me as he held a bouquet. “These are for Janine.”

I took them. I didn’t smell the flowers, but I did smell the manly, clean scent of his cologne… vanilla, leather, and citrus. I thought about asking him what it was, but I knew I couldn’t pull off wearing it as well as he did⏤like his tailored shirts that showed off his broad shoulders and narrow waist. “Thanks. She’ll love them. I’ll put them in a vase. Want a drink, Joey?”

He patted my shoulder. “Sure, buddy. How ya been?”

“Great! Living with Janine keeps me busy, but I love every minute.”

“I’ll bet. You're a lucky guy, Kendall, to always have that eye candy around. It’s cool of her to let you sleep with her, too. I wish she’d move in with me.”

“Yeah, ironic. You get sex but can’t sleep with her, and I get no sex but get to sleep with her like her cat or something.”

“You get to watch and seem to enjoy that. That can’t be all bad. You get to bathe her and pamper her, too. Plus, I thought she said she lets you use her hand to hump into in bed sometimes.”

My face flushed. I shrugged, nodded, and turned to return to where I came from.

He followed me to the kitchen, where I poured his usual bourbon on ice and handed it to him. I made myself a gin and tonic and toasted him with it. “To Janine.”

We clinked and sipped. “Joey, I'd be alone if she moved in with you. That would suck.”

“You could come too. I wouldn’t mind having you around cleaning and cooking. You’re an awesome dude!”

“Thanks, Joey. That means a lot to me.”

“No problem. I doubt Janine would ever commit to one guy, though. It’s not how she is, so I have to settle for what I’ve got. Right? We both make the best of what we’ve got, right?” He winked at me.

“Right.” I winked back, and a smile filled my face. Joey was the nicest of Janine’s boy toys. Accepting, understanding. Showed me respect even though I was just a cuckold.

Joey sat at the kitchen table and watched me chop onions for the steak, mushrooms, mashed potatoes, and asparagus for dinner. “Damn Kendall, you’re good at chopping! How do you not chop your fingers off going so fast?”

“Practice. Thanks. I like to cook. Should have done that instead of engineering. It’s kinda relaxing. Like housework.”

“More power to ya!”

“Hi, big boy!” Janine came into the kitchen, her fetishy high heels clicking on the tile floor. She plunked her shapely bottom on his lap and draped herself around him, her sheer-topped breasts with their hard nipples in the noose ends of the glittering necklace grazing his face. She gave him a deep kiss and rubbed his crotch.

His hand went to her breast and squeezed the firm, substantial flesh. I could see his rod growing in his jeans as she rubbed it. It was huge.

She broke the kiss and looked at the bar set up on the counter. “Can you mix me a drink too, Kendall? Please?”

“Sure.” She called me Kendall or Kenny, not Kinney, in front of the guys. Kinney was the name she used when we were alone. I liked Kinney when we were alone, but it sounded so feminine; I’d hate for her to use it with others. I mean… it would be like I was a girl, not a guy. Right?

I made her a gin and tonic like mine and brought it over to her. She gave me a peck on the lips. “You’re a doll. A Ken doll.” She laughed. “Thanks, precious.”

“No problem. The mashed potatoes are nearly cooked, and I’ll mash them and cook the mushrooms and onions, and then I can put the steaks on the grill. So… we have about another twenty minutes before the steaks hit the grill. Okay?”

They both nodded as their hands moved around each other. Janine was wearing the outfit I had put together for her. A sheer black V-neck blouse and a very short, flared hem leather miniskirt that showed the tops of her sheer black stockings and the clasps of the garter belt holding them up. She wore black, sheer, layer-ruffled, crotchless panties beneath her miniskirt for ease of access. Her legs were crossed, and she was bouncing a high-heeled foot in her strappy platform stilettos as Joey’s big hand slid between her thighs and into the damp warmth beneath her skirt. I was rock hard in my pants, watching her.

She broke the kiss and looked into Joey’s eyes as his hand worked beneath her skirt and his other hand tweaked her nipples through her sheer blouse. He leaned down and sucked a nipple through the top and she leaned her head back and rolled her head on her shoulders, Joey’s hand moving between her legs. She moaned, and her leg twitched. I loved seeing her have pleasure like that. It was like art to see. It was even better when one of her handsome, manly, well-endowed boyfriends came inside of her, and she spasmed and twitched and moaned and squealed. I couldn’t wait until later.

Joey’s rod was throbbing in his pants. So was mine. I could feel mine ooze.

I turned from the show and finished cooking while watching the stove and sipping my drink. Then, I opened the bottle of red Bordeaux to let it breathe before dinner.

My mind drifted as I took care of things. This was my life. A cuckold by choice that had a gorgeous girlfriend, who was a fellow engineer I met at work, who became my roommate who treated me nicely, but who I would never get to have sex with, or marry. I was a reasonably wealthy engineer who could probably get a proper girlfriend I could marry, but she’d never be as enticing as Janine. No one could. So I lived in my self-created torture chamber and took care of us all.

It was something. However, it was missing a lot regarding what normal people wanted. But I didn’t want to give it up. The sound of the chair scraping on the floor made me turn. Joey had stood, and Janine was on her knees, her face buried in his crotch, his hands on her head as he winked at me and moved his hips into her face and her head bobbed. I could tell how much Janine enjoyed pleasing him like that.

I winked back to Joey, happy Janine enjoyed herself, making him feel so lovely. I turned back to cooking, and a grimace formed on my lips. I felt the emotion of it. Why was that happening? Was I becoming jealous? I thought I had gotten over all of that. What would I be jealous of? Joey only saw her once every eight weeks when it was his turn. I saw her all the time.


Watching and Enjoying

We all ate together, and I cleaned up afterward. Janine and Joey went to the living room and turned on the TV. After I’d cleaned up, I went over to them and interrupted some heavy petting and kissing on the couch. “Excuse me. Can I get you two anything to drink or snack on?”

Janine broke their kiss and turned her head, smiling. “Sure. I think another drink is in order.”

“I’ll have one too. Thanks,” Joey said.

I brought them their drinks, made one for myself, sat in the recliner, and watched the TV while they played. Janine stopped jerking Joey’s huge thing and said, “Kendall, could you do me a big favor? I forgot Joey’s blue pill. Can you be a doll and get it from the medicine cabinet? I wouldn't want him going soft on me after his first release. Right, Joey?”

“You bet, sweetie.”

I dashed off, brought the blue pill, and handed it to Joey, who popped it in his mouth and washed it down with some bourbon. He looked at me. “Thanks, buddy. Wanna watch a movie? There’s a new one out about the end of the world. Supposed to be good.”

“Sure.” I sat back in the recliner, picked up my drink, and sipped it. Joey leaned over Janine, who was busy bobbing her head on his rod, and he grabbed the controller, found the movie, and started it. Janine kept enjoying herself, Joey’s hand resting on her bobbing head.

I took a deep breath and tried to focus on the movie as well as Joey was. You’d never know he was getting a BJ from the most motivated and sexiest woman on the planet. Halfway through the movie, we made some popcorn and shared it, all of us sitting on the couch together. Janine used one hand for the popcorn and alternating to her drink and the other hand to stroke Joey. It was amazing how he was so rock hard, long, and thick, and even with all the attention it was getting from Janine for so long, it simply oozed from the tip from time to time, and she’d wipe the drip with her thumb and make him twitch. Joey had incredible control, and the blue pill ensured it was rock solid the whole time.

Once the movie ended, Janine stood up, fixed her skirt, and took Joey’s hand. “Let’s do it. It’s my turn to be taken care of. C’mon, Kenny, time for your front-row seat and a little foreplay for you, precious.”

They led the way to the bedroom. I had put fresh beige satin sheets on the bed for them and folded the covers down. I had placed fresh flowers on the nightstands and perfumed the pillows and sheets the way Janine liked them to be.

I sat in the corner wingback chair and put my feet on the ottoman. The nightstand lights glowed warmly on the bed as Janine slid off her skirt and climbed onto the bed. Joey slowly removed his clothes, revealing his chiseled, firm, yet not excessive musculature, all hairless and silky smooth, as Janine liked her men to be. His rigid pole pointed the way as he climbed onto the bed on his knees and guided it between her legs that she held back for him. Once inside of her, he pressed her thighs to the bed, making her feet dangle in her high heels above her.

He thrusted slowly, his hard ass moving in circles as his gleaming rod, wet from Janine, came almost all the way out then seemed to enter her so far she’d have it coming out of her throat. Janine’s nails dug into his ass as she tugged and tried to speed him up. She looked over at me. “Kenny, take your thingy out and play with it. Don’t make a mess, though. Save it for later, okay?”

I nodded, undid my pants, took my moderate-sized manhood out, and grasped it between my thumb and middle finger gently, my pinky out, and using only those two fingers to keep me from overstimulating it, I stroked it tenderly, carefully, lovingly, savoring the sensation. She smiled and winked at me, then slapped Joey’s bottom. “C’mon, Joey! Fast and hard, baby.”

Joey obliged and grunted as he stopped the rotations and began pile-driving her. She responded with a moan and a shudder. “Oh yeah! This is what I needed. Use me.”

I watched her pleasure and wondered how good it must be for her. Her nipples were hard, her toes pointed in the air, and her leg twitched from time to time. It must be wonderful to be her and be so connected to Joey. Having him drive it into her like that must make her feel like a goddess, his passion entering her and filling her. I tried to imagine how glorious it must be for her when it pulses inside her and releases his love into her soul. I could never do that for a woman. I wasn’t as big as Joey. I’d probably pop out from my overzealousness.

It was too much. I had to stop playing with myself and just let it bob freely in the air. A bit oozed from it, and I wiped it with my finger and licked it off. I was riveted, watching Janine, her body glowing with the pleasure she was receiving. Her whimpering and squeals now turned to a howl as her leg twitched and jerked in the air and her head snapped back while she had her first of many orgasms. Once they started, they didn’t stop. My manhood bobbed again without touching it, and it oozed. I had to strain to keep it from coming right then and there.

Janine calmed and caught her breath, looking up into Joey’s eyes as he slowed his thrusting and they pecked their lips together and Joey leaned down and sucked a nipple with Janine’s hand on his head. She lifted his head and looked into his eyes, running her hand through his hair. “Again. Do it again. Come in me. Breed me. Impregnate me. Then do it again and again.”

Her words fired him up. He obeyed, grunting and pounding, and I watched as his body tensed and his cock swelled and jerked inside her as it pulsed and pumped his passion into her. I had to hold my breath and bite my tongue to keep from coming. How could I ever give up such a sensual, lovely thing as watching Janine? I tried to imagine how gratifying it must be for her to have harvested his love like that and have it fill her soul, deeply connected to him. Her body spasmed, and she came again while he dumped his load into her fiery hole.

I had to close my eyes and strain not to let it go as it bobbed freely and oozed another drip. I calmed myself, wiped it, licked it off my finger again, and began watching them some more, trying to experience what she was experiencing as if I could enter her body with my soul. Why would I ever want to have any other type of relationship than this? How could I ever have such an intense experience as I was having? It was addicting. I needed it.

Joey grunted, and I could tell the last body-wrenching release was done for him. When Janine stopped coming, she set his pace again, and he began thrusting. A long road lay ahead before he’d come again. But many body-wrenching releases for Janine and many more times for me to try to be in Janine's body, perceiving what she did. I knew Joey was loving stuffing her, but for a guy it’s mainly in the dick and that’s it. For Janine, it was obviously much more than just the one spot where he was pounding. It filled her soul.


Finally, I Stick it in

Janine took a shower, and I stripped the bed, put the sheets in the washer and turned it on, then remade the bed with pink satin sheets. For some reason, I loved pink. It was hard to get Janine to wear pink. Probably because she was a woman in a man’s world where she needed to carry power because engineering was primarily men's domain. But pink made my blood pressure drop and filled me with serenity and peacefulness. There could be something to all the talk of the effects of color on the workplace and your environment. Pink had an impact on me—especially baby-pink.

I changed into my usual attire to sleep in⏤briefs and a long-sleeved tee shirt. Janine came out wearing a blue robe and matching blue high-heel mules. “Let’s go downstairs and get a drink. Okay? I don't even have a buzz, and it's Saturday. You?” She gave me a peck.

“Sure. I could use one.”

I slid on my jeans, and we descended the stairs. I mixed large, dirty martinis, and we sat at the bar and sipped them.

“Mmm, this will work.” She laughed. “I’m so relaxed from Joey’s efforts I’m amazed I want a drink. But, it is vacation.”

“What?”

“Yup? Don't you remember? We planned two weeks off starting now.”

“Oh shit. I didn’t even think about it; we’ve been so busy. We should have set up every night with a guy for you.”

“No, silly. This was the vacation we had planned for ourselves. Or at least I had planned for you. You deserve a reward for being the attentive love of my life.”

I nodded, sipped, and gazed up and to the right, trying to remember.

“I had said we needed to celebrate us—our second anniversary of living together. You said things were too busy to make vacation plans and fluffed it off. I didn’t. I’ve put a lot of thought into our two weeks together. I want to give my love something very special on this vacation.”

Holy shit. Maybe she was changing the rules, and I’d get to fuck her finally. My eyes were wide open as I drank down half the martini.

She bounced her high-heeled foot, her mule dangling on her toes. Her hand caressed my hair, her eyes flitted my face. She tucked my long hair behind my ear and pecked me on the cheek. “I want to make us even closer than we are. More intimately sharing.”

I was going to get laid.

“Wow. That’s wonderful. It’ll make me so happy!” I kissed her lips. “I’m so excited!” I throbbed in my jeans, imagining making her feel as good as Joey. “I promise to do my best. Should I go take a blue pill?”

She scrunched her face up. “Don't be silly. You don’t need a blue pill.”

“But I’m so ready, I won't last long.”

“It’s okay. Don’t worry. Don’t start getting performance anxiety now.”

I nodded, drank down the drink, and made another for each of us. I was getting laid by the goddess. But she had said we could never do that or it would ruin our relationship. Does it mean we’re done? Is it over? Is this a pity fuck? My hard-on fell apart.

My eyes began to get watery. “Uh…but you always said that we couldn’t do it together or it would ruin our relationship.”

She nodded and started her second drink. “Yup. It still stands. But it depends on how we relate. That’s all. I love you, and I think you love me, right?”

“For sure. More than anything in the entire world.”

“This will make us able to be together forever. We’ve lasted two whole years already. Soon, if things work out, we can get married.”

My heart raced. A dream come true. “Oh, my god!” I covered my mouth with my hand and whimpered. “I can’t believe my ears.” I hugged her to me.

She patted my head, and her warm breath filled my ear.. “Now, now. Relax. Don't blow a gasket.” She laughed. “I guess that was a yes from you. Good. Now we know where we’re going if it all works out right.”

“If?”

“Well, one thing needs minor but simple adjustments to make it all work. That’s why I signed us up for a two-week vacation.” She looked at the clock and slugged her drink down. “Drink up, my sweet Kinney. It’s gettin' late, and you still need your reward for tonight, and I want to make it extra special. And we have a big day for which you’ll need your beauty sleep. Okay?”

“Okay.” Maybe I was still getting laid. I slugged my drink down, and Janine stood and led me by the hand up the stairs, her gorgeous ass shifting side to side with each step, making me insanely hard once more.

She pulled down the covers to the fresh pink satin sheets. “Take your clothes off, Kinney.” She stepped into the closet.

I was Kinney again. It made me feel special in a way. My special name. The one she only got to use—her term of endearment.

She beamed as she held lingerie in her hands, walking toward me. I guessed she’d change her clothes and make it more special for me. It was a light pink chiffon, V-neck baby doll with ruffles and built-in bra with padding. She sure didn’t need the padding, but it might be fun by making them more obtrusive. “You like the outfit? It’s your favorite color. Does it make you relax now?” She laughed.

“Uh, it sure won’t relax me if you wear it.”

“Right.” She held it out for me to examine with my hands. “Touch it. Isn’t it silky and sexy?”

I ran my hands and fingers over the fabric. I throbbed standing there naked. I nodded. “It is sexy.”

She ran the fabric over my bobbing hardness and wrapped it in it, then stroked me as she looked into my eyes. She never touched me like that before unless she gave me her hand to hump into. “Is this nice?” I nodded, mouth agape. She was still stroking it gently, sensually. Maybe she was gonna give me a BJ too before I fucked her. I was sure she was having foreplay with me, getting me ready to fuck her. The fabric was so damn sensual on my cock. I wasn’t sure if I could hold back. “Uh…you should stop, or I might have an accident.”

“Okay.” She stopped and took the panties from the set. “Here, will you put these on for me?”

“Sure.” Another good sign. She didn’t want the panties to be in my way with her wearing them. For me, I could slip them aside easily. They were satin and ruffled with lace edges in a baby pink. The lace edging was white. They were so pretty.

I drew a deep breath, putting them on. They were crotchless! She didn’t need to get them out of the way by making me wear them. I looked down at my shaved package surrounded by ruffles and lace, bobbing in the air and a drip oozing from the tip. My heart was racing. I looked up at her from the bed, wondering what was next. She laid the top on the bed and stepped over to the dresser. She took out a pair of lace thigh-high stockings and opened them. She was gonna get all dolled up for me. This was awesome.

She sat next to me and undid the package, then rolled one of them up on her fingers, slid off the bed, and knelt before me, taking my foot and gliding the sheer pink, lace-top stocking up my leg. It sent a shiver through me; it was so sensual. She rolled the other one up and put it on my other leg. I guess this was her way of making our fucking more special. Who was I to argue?

She smiled up at me. “How are the stockings on your skin, Kinney? Aren’t they lovely? That same girly pink you so love, too. Do you like them?”

I nodded, my face flushed as she lifted the top, undid the bra strap in the back, and then handed it to me. Slip this on, and I’ll clasp the back for you.

The gossamer thin layers of crinoline-like layering glided across my legs and chest, sending shivers into me. I bobbed fiercely beneath it, the crotchless panties offering no protection from the ravages of the silky crinoline layers. Janine adjusted the bra straps and then clasped the back band in the back.

She stood back and looked at me. “So cute. I see why you like the color pink so much. It suits you well. You’re practically glowing.” She took me by the hand and led me to the closet, where she had me sit on the changing chair and put on a pair of strappy, baby pink five-inch heel stilettos. “I was so happy I could find these shoes that match the rest of the outfit so well. Don’t they match perfectly?”

I nodded and stood up tentatively. She helped me as I found my center and then walked back and forth. The way they made me walk was erotic as heck. I stood there looking at her like a puppy waiting for a treat. Was she trying to make me come before I fucked her? All this sensuality was sure making it possible. My hardness bobbed up and down uncontrollably, the tip rubbing the silky fabric of the baby doll.

She smiled. Took my hand. Led me to the bathroom and stood me before the sink as she decorated me further with mascara, eyeliner, eyeshadow, blush, and lipstick. Then she put my hair in a ponytail on my head with a giant pink bow facing forward at its base. I looked like a little doll.

I stared at my face. I could have been a girl. No one would know. It made me even more aroused, as if I could get any more aroused.

“How do you feel now, Kinney? You make a very sexy and cute little girl. Do you like how you feel right now? It’s okay to admit it.” She handed me a pink satin purse with flowers and ruffles all over it. I took it and held it by the strap.

I nodded sheepishly.

“Good girl. I’m so happy to hear that. Do you feel special?Sensual?”

I shrugged nervously.

Her hand moved to the front of my baby doll, grasped it through the fluff, and jerked it with her whole hand. “Oh my, seems you are enjoying this.”

I whimpered.

“Now let’s get you to bed.”

She led me by the hand and pulled the sheets back for me to lie down. I slid onto the silky sheets, my silky stockings and silky baby doll gliding around on it, my high heels making my legs look sexy as hell in the sheer pink stockings.

Janine lifted my pillow and fluffed it for me. Then had me pull my legs up and snuggle while she slid in next to me. She took the purse and placed it on my lap as if arranging it and me for a picture. “You’re such a doll. You’re the perfect little girl. My perfect Kinney.”

She massaged my fake breasts and caressed my legs with her other hand, running it up and down the sheer fabric, sending ripples of delight into me while my hardness bobbed in its nest of ruffles beneath the purse pressing on it.

She observed me. “Feeling pretty, little girl?”

I nodded. “Oh, god, yes, Janine,” I whimpered. “Please let me do it now. I’ve waited two years, and this evening has been too much. I might not get it in there even if I don’t do it now.”

“Put it in there? How did you know I’d be having you put it in there? See how connected we are? Okay. It’s time. Grab it between your thumb and middle finger and stroke it slowly and gently. Don’t have an accident.”

I did. It was torture. I held my pinky out and barely touched it. I knew if I touched it too hard or too much, I’d come right then and never even have a chance to get it in her. I struggled mentally to resist coming. I bit my lip and whimpered.

She opened the purse, took out a ball of chiffon and lace that matched the baby doll and my panties as if it was made from another set. She poked her finger into a hole in it, showing me and grinning. “You can put it in this special treat for you, Kinney! Won’t it feel so lovely fucking something so pretty?”

I was shocked. My mouth dropped. It wasn’t her I was going to fuck, but a ball of silky frilly pink and lace fabric. She must have seen my shock. She looked at me with a pouty face, as if making fun of me. “Aww, don’t look so sad, princess. It will feel lovely. It’s so pretty and feminine and silky. Want me to hold it for you, or can you do it yourself like a big girl?”

It was silky and sensual. It was pink with white lace, and it made me relaxed and long for it, and I bobbed freely in my crotchless panties and oozed. I struggled to keep myself from grabbing it and fucking it. I wanted it so badly, but it was humiliating.

“Look at you bobbing and oozing. You know you want it. Isn’t it pretty?”

I stared at it and nodded slowly, whimpering. It was embarrassing. I could tell my face was red. My heart pounded in my chest.

“Tell me. Do you think it’s pretty? Tell me.”

“It’s beautiful.”

“Do you like the colors and fabrics?”

“I like the colors and fabrics. They’re very feminine and pretty. Very girly.”

“Does it make you feel pretty to look at it?”

“It does. It makes me feel very pretty. Very sexy.” I whimpered. My cock throbbed and jumped in the air.

“Take it, little girl. Take it and love it. I want you to enjoy it. I made it especially for you. Isn’t it so much more special than my fist? Want me to hold it for you, or can you do it yourself like a big girl?”

I couldn’t take it any longer. I had to have it. I had to be a part of it. I snatched it from her hand and stuffed my begging thing into it. I whimpered in a high, choppy, squealing voice. My legs twitched, and I humped into the ball. I heard myself emitting little squeaks as my body clenched and spasmed, and I humped that gorgeous, feminine, sensual, lovely ball of fluff. The wetness filled the ball, and I rolled onto my front, lifted my butt in the air, put my face on the bed, and humped it wildly. Janine rubbed my back while I did. “Good girl! Oh my, that was the best one I have ever seen you have. I’m so proud of my little princess enjoying this so much.”

I stopped fucking the ball and dropped on the bed, my cock still in the ball and my hand wrapped around it as I slowly enjoyed the last ripples of pleasure, thrusting into that now damp, silky, sexy little ball, moaning and whimpering. Finally, I lay there, catching my breath. I was embarrassed as hell.

“Don’t be embarrassed, sweetie. This is you. It’s who you are. That’s why you wanted it so much and loved it so much. Your true self cried out for it, just like the little girl you are. Wait until the rest of the week if you think this was something.”

I curled up on my side, wanting to hide.

She spooned me and kissed my neck and ears with her tongue and lips. I snuggled back against her. She whispered, her jasmine and gardenia scent filling my nostrils. “Mmm, this is going to be wonderful. Was it wonderful for you, little girl? Don’t be afraid to admit it.”

I nodded quickly to get it out of the way.

“Good. I knew it would be. I love you so much. Now go to sleep and get some rest. Kinney has a big day ahead of her tomorrow.”

She spooned me and held me close to her. This was heaven. We never spooned, and she actually jerked me earlier today rather than just humping her hand. And what she did with the clothes and all the extra effort and building it up for me gave me the best orgasm I ever had. I can’t be ashamed of that one bit. I should be flattered she did this for me.

Her hand on my breast, her breath on my neck, I moved my pantied bottom back against her, and she hugged me tight. I was in heaven as I slid my deliciously stockinged legs against each other, finding a comfortable placement for them to fall asleep in.


Dreamland

I was dreaming as the warmth of the sun hit my face. I didn’t want to leave the dream, though. It was Joey and Janine, as I remembered them from last night. Janine was sucking his enormous cock and enjoying it thoroughly. Suddenly, something pressed on my lips and slid into my mouth. I flicked it with my tongue. As I watched Janine sucking Joey in my dream, the thing in my mouth moved back and forth. I began running my tongue around the shaft, exploring it. I could swear it was real.

Was I actually experiencing Janine sucking Joey? Had my dream come true where I could experience what she did? I was overcome with passion and grabbed the shaft with one hand and began bobbing my head on it and savoring it. This had to be the way Janine felt when she did this. It was incredible. I swear I tasted semen, and it made me more fervent in my ministrations. A hand crushed my breast. My legs slid against one another, and I relished the silky slipperiness of the stockings Janine wore that night. I was her.

A hand guided me to lift my bottom and get on my knees. My head was guided forward, the cock in my face still. Then, the cock was before me, sticking straight out, suspended there, and I continued my passion for it. Beneath me, my hardness was enveloped in the fluff of my baby doll. Janine wasn't wearing a baby doll last night. I was. Was I sucking Joey right then? I became even more excited and didn't want to open my eyes. Janine captured my hardness in the fluff and began jerking it, the edges of it caressing my shaved globes as they dangled beneath me. There I was, on all fours, sucking Joey. I was on the verge of coming. I had to look into his eyes to see if this was real. I had to see his pleasure.

I opened my eyes, and I was facing the headboard of the bed, a fake cock suction cupped to it. I lifted my head off. The fluff left my cock, and I was stuck there staring at it, my cock oozing a drip and bobbing freely as I tried to catch my breath and understand what had happened.

A hand rubbed my back. “Good girl, Kinney. You took to that so well.”

I humped in the air, trying to make myself come. I needed it so badly after that.

“Oh no, sweetie. Stop that. We don’t want you to come yet. It’ll be better for you to keep that edginess, that longing, that unfulfilled need. Here, you can suck this for a while longer if you want.” She held it out to me. I grabbed it and dove my face on it while I bobbed my head on it and ran my tongue around it, whimpering. I hoped my passion for it and my efforts would make me finish, but it was useless. It just made me want it more.

She rubbed my back as I struggled sucking and bobbing and going wild on it.  “I’m so happy you love doing that, too. You’re doing so well.” She took it away from me forcefully. But that’s enough indulgence, young lady. She took it away from me forcefully. You can have it later. It’s time to get the day started. Let’s eat breakfast.” She pulled me off the bed, and I teetered in my high heels until I realized I had them on. I straightened myself and walked in tiny minced steps behind her, my heels clicking erotically on the floor.

I made us cereal, juice, and coffee as I minced about in a daze from all that had happened. The crotchless panties and the fluff of the baby doll kept me wanting more. I wanted to finish what I had started. I hoped the fluff caressing it and the sensuality of the stockings and high heels would make me have an accident, even though Janine would get angry. But would she know if it was in the fluff of the baby doll? How could she? But then, would I become guilt ridden and ashamed?

We ate in silence. Janine was evaluating my state of mind and smiling across the table. I had so many questions. I was soo horny. I let my other hand slip beneath the table, recrossed my stockinged legs, enjoying their slip and slide, and bounced a high-heeled foot. I throbbed in the fluff and looked at Janine as I held my spoon with my pinky out and ate my cereal spoon by spoon.

When it appeared she wasn’t paying attention, I let my left hand grasp my hardness through the fluff and jerked it as discreetly as I could. She smiled at me. My lips quivered as I smiled back, my hand moving slightly, trying to make it squirt.

She pursed her lips and scrunched her eyebrows. “Are you trying to squirt, little girl?”

I let go of it and put my hand on the table, my eyes wide. “No, of course not. You wouldn't like that. It’s not time.”

“Good girl. Remember that. You know you’ll only feel bad after if you do it. You’ll be letting us both down, which may prevent you from becoming who you need to be. Someday, you’ll be able to play with it all you want, but then you’ll want something besides that focused, crumby little reward from that girly little thing. Don't you want to feel as good as I do when that happens? Have a proper reward?”

I nodded sheepishly. How did she know?

“I know you marvel at how good I feel. I know you wonder what it’s like. That’s why you enjoyed what you did this morning so much, right? You want to do that.”

My face turned beet red. “Uh…I …uh…”

“It’s okay. I know you better than you do, sweetie. Just be good, and we’ll work this out for you soon. You're doing very well in such a short time. Then we can share our lives with joy, rewards, and pleasure together forever. Okay?”

I nodded. “So…am I supposed to become a girl?”

She laughed. “Become a girl? You are a girl and never would admit it to yourself. If you were a guy, you’d be married to a hot wife by now. That’s why I chose you. I don’t want to marry a guy any more than you want to marry a woman, except me as your woman, of course. But I’m not like most girls, and you're not like most guys, so we fit. Soon, we’ll be two girls enjoying life to its fullest. Right?”

“But Janine. I am a guy. I have a dick. I’m a man.”

“Hmm, let’s see. It is true that one of those things is correct. The rest are not. Which one is it?”

I thought about what she said. Guy, man, girl. If I were a guy, I’d be a man, too, so it can’t be one of them. That means I’m a girl. “But I’m not.”

“You are. Just having a dick doesn’t make you any more of a guy or man than I am. It just makes you a girl with a somewhat larger clitoris.”

I nodded and finished my cereal. What was I to do? Was she right? “So, this is the vacation you planned for me? To turn me into a girl?”

“Yes. It is. You’ll thank me for it. You know it's what you want right now, but you’re too afraid to admit it. Just relax and let me handle everything; you’ll fall right into it like a pretty penny into a pink piggy bank.” She smiled, stood, and put her dishes in the sink. “I’ll shower while you clean up, relax, and think about things. After you shower, I’ll have your clothes on the bed for today. When I’m done showering, you can shower, do your routine, and clean out like I do. Okay?”

“Clean out?”

“With the hose shower head. I’ll show you when you come upstairs after my shower. Don’t worry. Enjoy your coffee. No playing with your thingy either, okay? Be a good girl.”

“Okay.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.” I smiled a nervous, flat-lipped smile at her.

She gave me a peck on the lips and left.

I thought about what she said. Was she right? I did enjoy this morning's oral treat. I had always wanted to be Janine. So far, I’ve loved feminine clothing. Could I do it? Could I be Kinney? Now I knew why she called me that in private. It was whenever I was being feminine rather than masculine. But I’d be Kinney in public?

I sat there and said, “Hi, my name’s Kinney. What’s yours?”

It gave me a shudder but also a thrill. I raised my voice a little and repeated it, and again, and again. It sounded so natural. “Hi, Joey. Is that a pickle in your pocket, or are you happy to see me? My name is Kinney.”

I laughed. I throbbed under my baby doll in the fluff and let my hand fall to it. I had to be careful. I jerked it in the wonderfully sensual, feminine, pretty fluff. Mmm… so pretty. I raised my voice and heard myself say, “Of course you can come in my mouth, Joey.” My heart raced. What was happening to me?


New Me?

“Okay, so here’s how it works.” She showed me how to adjust the shower attachment. You’ll want to do it every morning to be clean and fresh.”

“You do this every morning?”

“Not every morning. But you should for now. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“Okay. Oh…Please give yourself a pedicure too before the shower so it can dry well. A girl can’t have unpainted toenails. Pick whatever color you want; they can match it when they put on your fake nails at the salon. I’ll let you do your things and put out your clothes.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “Now, be good. The attachment may be quite pleasant, and we don't want any accidents, do we?”

“No. Of course. I’ll be good. I promise. Salon?”

“Yes. Salon. Good girl.”

She left, and I picked out a pretty, metallic, light pink polish and did my pedicure. I did my morning poop, cleaned out with the attachment, which was almost too pleasant after the initial shock. Showered, shaved my body, and washed and conditioned my hair. I fluffed it when I dried it because I figured it should be more feminine if I dressed as a girl.

Looking in the mirror after I had dried my hair, I noticed something seemed off. I needed makeup, like Janine had used on me last night. I found it in the drawer and used it the way she had. It came out well. I felt proud as I applied the final touches to the lipstick and smiled as I looked in the mirror. I was a girl. A girl with dull and boring hair, but a girl. It seemed that the fact that I had a dick didn’t matter as I looked at myself. I sure wasn’t a manly man now.

I wrapped the towel under my arms like Janine did and padded to the bedroom where clothes were on the already-made bed. “Hey, thanks for making the bed, honey.”

“No problem. You had too much to do today. Thought you could use the break. Hey! I love your makeup. I’m so proud of you! You did a marvelous job, too!” She gave me a peck on the lips. “Such the pretty girl.”

“Yeah. I do look better this way. But my hair… needs a little help.”

“I agree. That’s why we’re both getting our hair done today when they apply your nails at the salon. I already have the style picked out for us.”

“Both of us have the same hairstyle?”

“Color and style. Yup. We’ll be like twins, almost.”

“Neat. I’m going to be you. My dream come true.” I laughed and gently gave her a peck on the lips so as not to mess my lipstick.

“Right.” Janine sat me down on the bed. “Get dressed, and we can go. I put your old earrings in a baggie and your new ones in the drawer in which you kept your old ones. I also put some perfumes in there.”

“Nice. Thanks!” I couldn’t wait to try it all out. Fake nails, jewelry. Yeesh! This was crazy! My heart was pounding.

Janine showed me how to put on the sheer pantyhose she had cut a piece of the gusset out of for my package to go through. I glided them up my legs. They were incredibly sensual and silky. I loved how they made my legs look polished and flawless through the gossamer-thin fabric. When I pulled them over my package, it was bobbing up and down on its own. “Oh my god, Janine. I would never have guessed how sexy this feels. Do you feel this sexy in the sheer hosiery?”

“Sure do. I wear them because guys love them and because they make legs look flawless. Glad you like it, too. It shows what a girl you are.”

I rolled my eyes. She may be right. I slid the tight, stretchy panties up and over, and they held my package flat, and I tucked my hardness under with a bit of work. Next were the bra and gel breast forms, which gave me realistic cleavage, and the heft and material of them made me feel as if I had real breasts. I throbbed incessantly, tucked in my panties. I slipped into the pink, V-neck, short-sleeved top and then yanked the white denim miniskirt over my hips, zipped it, and tucked the top in and zippered it.

I slipped my pretty, sheer, stockinged, painted toenails into the strappy, high-wedged shoes and fastened the ankle straps. I walked to the dresser. I put on the earrings, necklace, rings, and bracelets, sprayed perfume all over me, drawing in the intoxicating feminine scent, and then walked in tiny steps to the full-length mirror. I took myself in. I was a lovely, very sexy young lady with mundane hair, which was soon to be resolved. I couldn’t wait. I was so much more than I ever was, even though I was masquerading as the wrong sex…or was I?

A hand landed upon my shoulder, and a kiss fell on my cheek. “I’m so proud of you. I love you, Kinney. I love you so much more now that you’re the girl you’re meant to be.” She gave me another peck, and we left.

I told myself I could always return to being a man…. but…. This was too good ever to go back to that. I feared for what I’d become. I was quiet on the ride over there and nervous about my first time in public.

I nervously and absentmindedly crossed and recrossed my legs repeatedly while caressing them with my hands gliding on them while I sniffed the lovely perfume on my wrist and gazed out the window.

We were warmly welcomed at the salon, and the girls made me feel right at home. It was as if I was always a girl and always came there. I could have easily, literally, come there too with the boobs of the girl coloring and cutting and styling my hair, bumping into my head and the little hands of the girl doing my long nailed manicure to match my toenails. When we were done, we looked like twins, except for the slight height difference of a couple of inches. I was shocked at how sexy I became.

Janine beamed as she paid the bill, took me by the hand, and walked out in minced steps in our high heels.

“Do you like the new you, Kinney?”

“I love it.”

“Good. The guys will, too. They’ll all want you to suck and fuck them tonight.”

I stopped in my tracks and pulled my hand away from her. “What!? No way! I can’t do that!”

“You certainly can do that, young lady, and you’ll love it.”

“But I won’t. I can’t.”

“But this morning, you loved it with a fake one. A real one is even better. You know you know that. You know you want that.”

“No. I don’t want that. That’s going too far.”

“Okay. Suit yourself. Then, instead of going out to dinner so you didn’t have to cook, you can cook dinner, and I’ll have the men meet us at home, and you can watch again. How’s that?”

We started walking again. I wasn’t sure what to say. I imagined a gang bang on Janine with me, cooking and watching all of it. It would be nice not to have to cook dinner, be an active participant, and actually give incredible pleasure to someone along with me. I throbbed in my panties.

“I…I…”

“You want to. You know it. Be a good girl or serve.”

“I… I uh…” Was I the new me, just clothes and hair and sexy appearance, or was it being a girl all the way and pleasing men?

“I…Uh…”

“Oh, for god's sake, girl. Spit it out. We’ll do whatever you want to do.”


Difficult Choices

“Don't complain. You made your bed now, lie in it.”

Janine had me on all fours with my face on my forearms and my bottom in the air. Before I knew it, she had put a cold, wet, vibrating, expandable butt plug in my bottom, making me squeal. Next, she managed to get my hard-on, which was raging from the plug in me, into a pink plastic cage and locked it up. “Okay, stand up and straighten out your clothes.”

I did. The cage showed a lump in the front of my skirt. She assessed it. “Hmm, not too much showing, but you might want to carry your purse over it at the store.”

“Honey! Please?”

“Don’t whine like a little girl. You made your choice; now live with it.” She checked her watch. “You can't pick out my clothes tonight or even bathe me. Go shopping and hurry because you’ll need to change after you get back into proper attire for serving.”

“I had never worn anything special to serve before. Why now?”

“Because you never presented as a girl before, you should be a receiver now, not a server. So instead, you’ll serve as the prudish girl you’re being and watch and learn.” She looked at me sternly. “I knew I had angered her. I felt terrible, but what could I do?”

She played on her phone, touching the screen.

My eyes went wide, and I oozed from my cage in my panties. I whimpered. “Janine!” I grabbed the bedpost to steady myself.

She giggled. “A bit too much, eh?” She laughed and clicked her fingernails on the phone as she adjusted it to be milder. She assessed me. I gasped when the plug shot off, and then it subsided. I breathed deep.

“Okay. That should keep you edgy, yet not make you ooze too much. Now run off to the store, and I’ll prepare for the men.”

I slung my purse on my shoulder, then remembered I had to use it to hide the cage, so I unslung it, adjusted the straps short, and held it in front of me. I looked in the mirror. It wasn't how a normal woman would keep her purse, but it would pass.

I was beside myself with the sensations of the leather on my stockinged thighs, my breasts, my throbbing cock in the cage and the plug going off in random patterns of vibrations and intensities. My body was under sexual assault, and my night would probably be one of extreme torture watching Janine coming over and over with multiple men while I cooked and cleaned.

It was like Janine said. I had made my bed, and now I had to lie in it.

The store was a novel experience. I came into it with fresh eyes and a raging hard-on in a cage, dressed and looking like a hot, sexy young lady to whom all the men smiled, winked, and said hello. I decided to simplify as much as possible and make some frozen gourmet pizzas. That was about as simple as it got. Everyone liked pizza.

I got home as soon as possible and found my clothes for the evening on the bed. I was shocked, to say the least. Janine had just come out of the bathroom, her newly cut, multicolored, layered, full hair washed and dried and looking incredible.

She beamed at me. “Rinse off and do this to your hair, too. Isn’t it great? Maybe I’ll have some of them come on your hair. They’d like that.”

“Honey! And this stuff?” I waved my long-nailed hand across the bed. “Is that a gag? And a choker? And that sissy-looking dress has the front of the hem cut up to my belly in front and all those ruffled cuffs and socks, all in baby pink and white lace. And lace fingerless gloves? I’ll look like some little sissy.”

“Right. You will. Is there something wrong with that? Maybe you’ll think about being a big girl next time instead of a little prudish sissy girl. Too bad. You picked this, not me. Do you want to get laid and suck cock and make men happy now?”

“I could change my mind?”

“You’d still have to cook dinner. I cancelled reservations.”

I thought about it. The plug shot off in me. I looked at the clothes and things on the bed. It was my favorite shade of pink. It was ultra-feminine. Heck, they would see me as a girl and not a guy anymore, anyway. I could avoid getting laid this way even though, inside, I wanted it. But the sissy thing was pretty darn inviting. Was I not a guy and not a girl, but a sissy?

“C’mon, Kinney. What is it? Choose.”

I sat on the bed and stripped off my clothes. “I’ll shower, redo my hair and make-up, and wear these clothes. Dinner will only take thirty minutes to bake. I’ll have the bar set up before they get here. Need any help dressing?”

She grimaced, shook her head, and entered the closet to get her clothes.


Being a Sissy

I tried to get Janine to let me skip the feather attachment on my plug, the cage ribbons that made it look totally feminine and insignificant in its nest of crotchless panties ruffles, and the pink ribboned gag that held my mouth open and gaping like one of those rubber sex dolls, my lips all painted in twenty-four-hour lipstick in bright pink. The only way to hide the gape of my mouth was with an insert that was shaped on the outside like a baby’s pacifier and on the inside of my mouth it was the top half of a realistic-looking dick with a hole in the tip.

All those things and a baby-pink, ruffled and lace edged, V-neck minidress that didn’t even cover my cage or my pink feather butt plug, a pair of white, lace top, gartered stockings over my sheer suntan pantyhose, lace trimmed white ankle socks, wrist and ankle cuffs made of pink and white ruffled lace, a ridiculously big pink satin, white lace edged ribbon bow in my hair on the top of my head, and baby pink, fingerless wrist length gloves. My platform stilettos had a seven-inch heel and a one-inch platform for a rise of six inches. This made it impossible to take any longer strides than a foot at a time, making me walk in tiny minced steps, jiggling my cleavage, shaking my decorated cage, and making me feel entirely vulnerable and feminine.

What had I done? I would be humiliated, and now what recourse would I have if any of the men decided to use me as their receptacle in the manner I had initially tried to avoid? I couldn’t even talk with my gaping mouth, but just utter garbled sounds. Instead of this, I could have gone to dinner, had a lovely meal at a classy restaurant, probably had foreplay in the booth rubbing and jerking their cocks, and enjoyed a relaxed indulgence, sucking their cocks and getting laid alongside my wife to be.

How did I not see this coming? Now, I was a sissy to be used and toyed with as they pleased, with no consideration for my pleasure and being locked in a chastity cage. All they had to do was pull my pacifier and butt plug and go at me. As humiliating and degrading as it seemed to be, the thought of it somehow made my cock strain and throb in its cage as I clicked in my heels, feeling vulnerable as hell, running from one side of the kitchen to the other, preparing the bar and snacks and pizza.

I was a powerless, vulnerable, useable sissy to be used as men wished as I served them and my wife-to-be. Was this where my life was headed? Would she marry me if this is what I was? Would she let me choose? What would I choose? All of it so aroused me, along with the incredibly stimulating thought of being a sex doll to be used, that my heart pounded fiercely, and my cock throbbed and oozed just as quickly in my cage. The plug shot off again, and I whimpered, and my leg twitched, clattering my high heel on the floor.

I was lit from within with a fire so fierce my body tingled and my mind stumbled. I was more sensual and stimulated than I ever had been in my life. It was as if I were to jump out of a plane and simultaneously make love to an army of nymphs.

The pink, the ruffles, the ribbons, the lace, the ridiculously debilitating, impossibly high heels. All of it was so sensually intense. I might get addicted to this, and to think I could have avoided it just by doing what I’d end up doing, anyway. All I knew was that I was the furthest thing from a man that a person could be, I felt like some kind of ultra-feminine goddess, and it was time for the men to arrive and for me to see how I was perceived as the cuckolded sissy I now was.

The doorbell rang.

I stepped in minced steps to the door and opened it. Had a bus arrived? Men came in one after the other. All of Janine’s eight studs were there. I stood there, my pacifier in my mouth to cover the gape, my eyes wide as the men all looked me up and down, snickered, and grabbed my ass and wiggled my feathered plug.

Joey stopped by me and whispered in my ear. “Is that you, Kendall?”

Oh great, he doesn’t know my new name. Calling me Kendall made the residual male in me feel want to hide. I looked up at him pleadingly and nodded. I couldn’t even tell him my new name.

“Wow. You make a great girl. Look at you. And that outfit is so…uh…” He chuckled. “Feminine.” He looked at the pacifier and gave it a little tug. “Can I take this out so you can talk?”

I nodded, and he removed the dick from my face. “I see. Something to keep you occupied, I assume?”

I tried to tell him what was happening, but it all came out garbled and unintelligible.

Janine appeared at my side dressed in stilettos, a sheer minidress, and crotchless panties. “She decided she didn’t want to be a big girl and share you men with me, so I thought dressing her and making her into a sissy girl instead was more representative of her. Isn’t she cute?”

The other guys looked me up and down more than they did Janine. I could feel their lust for me. One of them spoke up. “Can we use her? Her mouth looks like she has no choice there, but her bottom? Can we take the plug out and stuff it with something else?”

My eyes went wide with fear. I turned to Janine, and the plug shot off its vibrations, making me wiggle my ass and shake one leg.

Janine laughed. “I think she’d love that because right now she’s getting hornier by the minute with her plug in her. See how she shuddered?”

It happened again, and I oozed from my cage. I whimpered quietly from my agape mouth.

Janine unceremoniously took the feather off the plug, deflated it, and popped it out of me. As she walked away, she said, “What the heck? She needs to learn whether she wants to. She should be plenty lubed.” Janine put the plug in the trash in the kitchen.

I almost felt empty with it gone, but I knew the emptiness wouldn’t last long. I’d have no choice now, and it thrilled me even more to know I’d be used for their pleasure. I was a receptacle for their passionate deposits. I was a human Fleshlight. Janine pushed me toward the kitchen. “Now go get dinner ready, and if someone wants to make use of your receptacles, be a big girl and don’t give them a hard time. Okay, princess?”

I nodded and dashed off in tiny steps to the kitchen. I mixed drinks until everyone had one. I couldn’t even have a drink or any food with my mouth gaping like it was. I put the pizza in the oven and set the timer while everyone pawed Janine, and she rubbed their cocks and chatted. They were all hard and ready.

Damian, a tall, handsome black man, came over and patted my head. “So, Kendall, you do look very pretty, girl.”

I tried to offer a thank you.

“You’re very welcome, young lady. Do you think I might try your mouth? It looks very inviting.”

I shrugged.

He undid his pants and took it out. I dutifully dropped to my knees before him. It was huge in all respects. I took the incredibly velvety shaft into my hand, stroked it reverently, and moved my face closer to it, my mouth gaping. Now, my pacifier would be replaced by this. He held my head and pushed it into my face and then thrust through my fist into my mouth repeatedly. “Oh yeah, girl. This is awesome. I might not last very long. Wow, you know how to use your pink tongue, too.”

I looked up helplessly and with my tongue, flicked the tip of that enormous thing, which made him twitch and his face gnarl. I ran my tongue around the shaft and the head as I bobbed my head on it and stroked it with my hand and with my other hand tugged and rolled his shaved globes.

“Oh, baby. You are good.” His hand ran down my head to where the gag was tied and he untied it, withdrew his cock from my face and tore off the gag. “That’s better, isn’t it, little girl? I don’t know how you’d swallow with that thing on.”

“Thank you, Damian. Yes, much better. By the way, my new name is Kinney.” I dove back onto it and became fervent in my ministrations.

“Wow, Kinney, you sure are turned-on. Oh yeah. I won’t last much more.”

He held my head tight. I wanted to feel him coming in my mouth. My lips were tight around it as I bobbed my head, circled my tongue, stroked and tugged and rolled, looking up into his sweet dark eyes.

His body tensed, his hands clenched my head and his cock became like steel and then I felt the surge pass through my fist and lips and into my mouth. I struggled to swallow all of his first gush and then his cock jerked and squirmed like a snake and released another and another and another while he moaned and looked into my eyes. I was rigid and throbbing and oozing in my cage uncontrollably, and I wriggled my bottom, forgetting I didn't have my plug anymore. I wanted something in there now, too. I had to have it.

When Damian finished feeding me his passionate reward, I stood and looked around like a nympho in a barn of bulls. I wiped a drip of come off my lips and waved at a guy that was standing by the counter, jerking his cock looking at me. This was it.

Janine was getting fucked against the counter. I raised my arms up. “Hey! Everyone. My name is Kinney now. Please call me that. I’m turning off the oven because I don’t think anyone wants to interrupt what we’re doing to eat. It’s time to go to the bedroom now. This sissy needs to lie on her back for you to use easier.”

Janine’s eyes were wide as she undid herself from the guy, and he tucked into his pants. She took him by the hand and led the way to our bedroom. Everyone followed.

Joey came over to me. “May I be first?” His bright eyes were a light to my soul. His teeth flashed a big, warm, loving smile.

“Oh, god, yes. Please, Joey.”

He lifted me in his arms and carried me upstairs. I felt like a princess. Janine was on her back already with one guy under her with his cock in her ass and another one pushing her legs back by her thighs while he rammed his meat into her, her feet flailing in the air. Another guy held her head at the edge of the bed and fucked her face. She briefly let the guy fall out of her mouth to turn to me as I climbed onto the bed. “I’m so proud of you being the girl you are and taking charge of yourself and the men. Good girl!” She held her hand out to me and I lay back and grabbed it and squeezed it, holding onto it as Joey climbed naked onto the bed and slid on the satin sheets to guide his enormous cock toward my lifted bottom, my legs held back.

Joey took hold of my thighs and pressed them back, and we both watched as his one-eyed purplish head came closer. I grabbed it mid shaft with one hand and guided the one-eyed monster to press against my begging hole. I looked into Joey’s eyes as I held his cock in position. He pushed it against my begging hole. I pushed against it, and he tried again. It stretched me as he watched my eyes. “Is it okay?”

I nodded quickly. “It’s heaven, keep pushing. The head is almost in, and it only hurts a little. Get it in. Please.”

It stretched me further and moved forward, his eyes on mine, and then suddenly, it all slid in. I gasped and whimpered. 
“Are you okay?”

“Oh, god, yes. I’m in heaven. Your cock feels so damn good. Fuck me. Breed me. Breed your little sissy girl.”

I felt Janine’s hand squeezing mine as she rolled her head, licking the come off her lips as best she could and smiling at me. “Good girl. See?”

“I know. Oh god.” I turned my attention back to Joey and grabbed his hard ass, and made him go faster. My cock flailed in the cage, oozing with each heavenly thrust. My body tingled head to toe. Now I knew what Janine meant when she said for a girl, it was so much more than just a feeling in your cock. This was a whole-body experience. I was connected to this life-giving source of pleasure and energy.

Joey dropped little kisses on my forehead, cheeks, and hair. “Oh god…. Kinney…. I’m so in love with you right now. This was the best decision you ever made. It freed me to be intimate with you in ways I never dreamed of. Thank you, sweetie.”

My head was moving in time with his thrusts, my cage clattered, and I was making little squeals. My eyes were locked on his. “Then love me. Come inside of me. Give me that gift deep inside of me. Fill me with your love. Breed your sissy girl.”

I called myself a sissy girl again. Was I? I was proud of whatever I was right then. It was an epiphany of monumental proportions. Life would never be the same again. I was the new and improved version of myself, and the past me was entirely gone. I was a come-hungry, man-eating, useable sissy girl that men went wild over. I never had anyone go wild over me before. The passion Joey was showing filled me with joy and pride.

“Hold back, okay, Joey? Not until I say so, okay? I need to suck some cocks.”

“Okay, baby. Whatever you want, little girl.”

I turned my head to see other guys jerking their cocks around the bed and motioned for one to come over. I opened my mouth for him, and he took my head and guided his cock into my mouth. I locked eyes with him and wrapped my lips around it and he began to fuck my face, his hands holding my head tight while he used me. I let his cock slip through my fist as he fucked my face. I looked up in to his wild eyes as his passion grew and he grunted, fucking me like a blowup doll. It didn’t take long before his cock was squirming and jerking and shooting wads of cream into my throat as I became a welcome depository once more. Meanwhile, Joey continued to use my ass.

I greedily swallowed, my eyes blinking rapidly, his face contorted and his hand tight on my skull. He stopped thrusting, but I kept running my tongue around it and sucking it, trying to get more from it. Finally he pulled his cock out and I looked at the next guy standing and jerking and he lowered my chin and opened my mouth for him. The new guy took hold of my head and began fucking my face. Joey continued fucking my ass and sending ripples of pleasure through my entire body. I whimpered around the gorgeous cock in my mouth as the two men fed me from the font of their inner soul’s passion for me. My body flowed with their energy that I stole from them as they used me to release their love for me into me.

His eyes told me it was coming. His fingers wrapped tightly in my hair, threatening to yank it out as his cock spasmed and jerked and deposited his passionate release, his compliment, his overwhelming lust for me into my mouth. I lapped it up and swallowed every drop greedily and proudly while whimpering like a little girl around his cock.

He withdrew. I looked around. Janie was being fucked in front and back, and her face, and there were no longer any guys jerking or waiting for me. They had gone downstairs.

I focused on Joey, still diligently fucking me, just as I had asked. I caressed his face with my hand, looking into his eyes. “Thank you, Joey. You’re so wonderful. Now you can breed me. Make me come and come inside of me. I need to feel you coming inside me, and it’ll make me come. I know it. I’m right on the edge, like I have been with you all night. Break it free. Make me come, baby.”

Joey kissed my lips deeply, then lifted himself up, pressing my thighs back so my feet, with their toes pointed and legs tensed, were by my head. My cage swung up and down, clattering the lock with each thrust as Joey nailed me to the bed with his manly cock in driving, pounding, body-shaking dives.

Janine’s hand grabbed mine. We rolled our bobbing, thrust rattled heads as we looked into each other’s eyes. “I’m coming my last time, when Roger does inside me. Are you ready?”

“I am. Joey’s coming soon, and I’ll have no choice but to come when he does. I won’t be able to hold it back any longer.”

“Good.” Janine raised her voice. “Okay, boys. Time to come inside, your girls.”

Roger and Joey went wild, fucking us like little dolls, their breath coming in deep gulps as my body was filled with energy. Joey stiffened and held himself up, looking into my eyes. Janie squeezed my hand as her body shuddered, and she howled and twitched, Roger shoving hard and deep into her like Joey was to me. Joey’s cock slammed deep, and he held it there as it jerked and squirmed inside of me and pumped his come into me. My caged cock erupted and jerked around, giving me a sissy-gasm. I whimpered and squealed and held tightly onto Joey’s ass, keeping his gushing cock from moving and keeping him deep so I could feel every pulse and surge I harvested from his soul.

It seemed we were suspended in time as our tense, jerking bodies and our cocks pumped and gushed and made my legs twitch and my toes point and my voice squeal.

Joey collapsed on me and was catching his breath, the warmth on my neck and ear as he peppered my face and neck with kisses.

“Call me your sissy girl, Joey.”

“You are my sissy girl. A lovely, feminine, beautiful sissy girl.”

“Do I make you horny for me, Joey?”

“You always make me horny… even before you became a sissy girl. It’s who you are, Kinney. It’s always been there. I knew it as well as Janine did. That’s why we thought of doing this for you.”

“You thought of it?”

“I helped convince her it was the right thing to do for you. You deserve to be much more than just a cuckold. Not that a cuckold is all that bad, but you deserved more. You were always a girl. It appears I was right. It suits you.”

“It sure does. It sure does, my love. Thank you for doing this for me.” Janine squeezed my hand. “I love you, Kinney. Marry me?”

Joey hugged me to him.


If you enjoyed this book, please leave a review, tell a friend, or blog about it. Thanks!

Barb and Thom

For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, in Kindle, paperback, and Audible versions, go to:

Amazon:

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