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Winter Break Plans

Micaela’s gorgeous, made-up eyes were bright and wide with excitement. Her painted lips were luscious and rich, and I lustfully imagined them doing things to me that she had done only one time in the two years we’d been living together. She squeezed my hand, sitting beside me in the booth facing the fireplace burning off to our right. The intoxicating smell of her perfume filled me with desire for her.

She patted my leg and smiled somewhat nervously. “Bryn, I have a plan all set up for us for winter break this year. What would you think of not having to drive to see both families, rush around, sit, and try to appear happy as we open our gifts of candles, pajamas, and socks?” She wriggled in her seat, recrossing her stockinged legs while lifting my hand and replacing it on her now top leg. She glided my hand on her so sexy, so silky stockinged thigh as she gazed into my eyes, waiting for a response.

I throbbed in my pants. “Uh… not so sure we could just not go. Everyone would be insulted. It’s kinda an obligation… an expectation.”

“Right. But if we, as the adult couple we are, in our last year of college, decide to spend our holiday skiing together, they’d probably think we were eloping and be happy about it… as much as they all want us to get married and have babies. They always talk about it.”

I laughed. “True. They’d still force us to have a big wedding after the fact so they could have a party. Are we eloping and making babies?”

“Hell no. You know how careful we are. We don’t need a baby yet… or even ever, right?”

“Right. There's no hurry, for sure. Not ready for kids for sure… maybe never.”

“We could have a simple ski vacation where we can enjoy the holidays together without having to do all the rest we usually do. All that time would be ours.” She snuggled my arm to her and bounced her leg, rubbing my calf with her high-heeled foot and making me want her badly.

“Just a ski vacation. Sure. It would be great if we had five grand to rent a condo on the slopes. The rest isn't bad, but the lodging is crazy.”

“Exactly! I have a friend that owns a couple of condos on the slopes that said we could have one anytime for free.”

“A friend?”

“Yeah. My uh…my old friend from high school. She’s been extremely successful. When we were going to college to be engineers, she modified cheap Chinese attire she’d buy into designer fashion with a name for every line. She’s filthy rich. Or at least, darn rich. She says she owes me big for helping her see her true self and becoming who she is. We had lots of heart-to-heart talks.”

“Cool. And she’d give us a condo for free?”

“Yup. I checked with her on dates, and there’s one attached to the lodge on the slopes she can open for us over the break. We could stay over the complete break and wouldn’t even have to go out for dinner if we didn't want to. And if we want to eat out, we only need to walk to the lodge indoors. It’s a three-bedroom condo with a wood-burning fireplace, free chopped and dried wood, a full kitchen, and a large hot tub with a mountain view. The place is ski-in and out right from the door onto the slope. Can we go?”

“Can we? Since when do you ask me for permission? It sounds like something we shouldn’t pass up. We’ll have to get your girlfriend a stellar gift for letting us do this.”

“I’m sure we’ll think of something. As I said, she feels she owes me and doesn’t expect anything. She’s pretty easygoing and loves to live life to the fullest. She’s incredible. I think you’ll love her. She’ll open our eyes to a new way to live. Engineers aren’t the only ones making money and enjoying life.”

“Well, I’m game. I’m so glad you thought of this. We should have done this before.”

“I wasn’t sure if it was time yet. With the lodging free, we’ll have enough money to do anything we want. I have money accumulating like you do from our scholarships.”

“But we saved that for a house down-payment and cars and stuff.”

“We’ll be making enough money when we graduate. It isn’t a big deal to enjoy some of it now. Why not?”

I shrugged. My frugal part was calculating expenses and rates of return lost on money spent.

“I see you calculating. Stop with the money already. I’ll get you new ski clothes to replace your outdated, worn stuff. This can be our Christmas presents to each other. We won’t even have to shop for each other. Think of the time saved.”

I nodded. I sipped my Manhattan, relaxing me and making me less concerned. I watched the flames of the fire as she glided my hand on her stockinged leg. She had a point. I throbbed in my pants. Imagine all that time skiing and fucking Micky. “Okay.”

“So you’re excited about it?”

“Hell ya! I’d do anything to make this trip. It sounds like a great deal and a blast. It’ll beat the hell out of running around doing family stuff and losing all our break time to that. We can spend it really enjoying each other instead.” I glided my hand on her thigh, trying to get it between her crossed legs. I wriggled in my seat, allowing my hard-on to move around to a better position. I couldn’t wipe the smile off my face.

She laughed. “So you sure you want to do this? Once I start, there’s no backing out.”

“I do! Absolutely. It makes lots of sense. Like I said before, we should have done this before.”

She slapped my thigh. “Right. Okay. So you’re sold. I’ll ask one thing of you since I hold the keys to the condo.”

“Anything you want, Micaela. Anything at all.”

“Wow. Micaela instead of Micky. Nice touch. Guess you do want it, huh?”

“I do. Anything.”

“Anything?” Her eyes flitted my face, and she pushed my hair back over my ears.

I looked around. “I knew I should have put it in a ponytail tonight. There ya’ go playing with my hair again.”

“Aww, but it’s so shiny and pretty! I love when you leave it down rather than trying to appear tough. Any girl would kill for your hair. We could do so much with it.”

“Well, I’m not a girl even though you treat me like one and make me wear mascara and eyeliner and lip-gloss and shave my body.”

“I make you? Admit it. You like those things. Besides, it looks adorable on you. You’re a full-blown femboy. Admit it. You like it too.”

I shrugged. “I do a little. But sometimes you make me make it too dramatic. It becomes obvious rather than subtle.”

“Oh poo! You love it as much as I do.” She ran her hand on my thigh. “These pants are girls’ pants.”

“They fit better. You suggested it, and it worked. My skinny ass looks better in them.”

“It sure does! And those girls' boots make you just that little bit taller, so when I wear heels, you don't have to look up so far. You like your girls’ boots or wouldn’t have bought more online after I bought you your first pair, right?”

“True. I needed more than one color. I do like the slightly higher heel. No one notices they’re girls, right?”

She shook her head and smirked. “I don’t think so. So what if they did? It’s a part of your femboy vibe.”

“I never set out to make a femboy vibe.”

“Right. But here you are. My little adorable, somewhat feminized boyfriend who I love so much.” She gave me a peck on the lips with those twenty-four-hour painted lips. Lips that would be fresh even after doing that extraordinary deed to me if she ever would do it again. I stared at those lips, imagining it. I throbbed in my pants. I remembered that one time how she looked at it, her eyes wide as if astounded, as she smiled up at me, giggling, and took it into those luscious lips. It was the first time we did anything sexual.

She straightened her back. “Stop spacing out. Do you want to take this trip together?”

“Sorry. Yes. Absolutely.”

Her hand moved to my hair. “Then you have to let me get your hair done how I want to, or we don't go. I want you all fresh and cleaned up for skiing. My ski bunny.”

“Ski bunny? Honey, I’m not a girl.”

“Right. So, will you let me make a salon appointment for you?”

“Uh…” I glared at her. “Get my haircut? Salon? Why not Best Cuts? I’ll get the ends trimmed. Cheap and done.”

“No. You need talent, not cheap.”

I couldn't imagine what kind of cut she’d make me get.

“How about a guy’s barber instead of a salon?”

“No, I want something special for you. I’m unsure what, but it’ll take more than a few snips and a buzz.” Her fingers played with my hair, her eyes flitting over my head.

“A buzz?” I looked at her, shocked. “I don’t want to cut it all off!”

She played with it, tilting her head, her eyes bright with excitement. “Not a buzz. Layering, it could benefit from some highlighting and streaks of lighter color, take a little off for bounce and shape, and let those curls be alive.”

“That sounds like a girl’s cut and style. Coloring? Layers? Everyone will think I’ve become a girl.”

“Become a girl?” She chortled. “Anyway. You won't know anyone on this trip, and you can always get it cut again into a boring cut after we get home or even before we leave to come home if you don't want to keep it. Just do it for the trip. For me. A trip to a beauty salon the day before we leave is all you need to do. That’s what you need to promise me before I book anything. I’ll make the appointment, book the flights, and pack our bags. Okay?” She sipped the last dregs of her dirty martini, then lifted the blue cheese olive on the skewer to her lips. She licked the cheese from the end of the olive with her pink tongue while her bright, made-up eyes teased me. Hopefully, she’d suck me off on this trip. She raised an eyebrow.

“A trip to the salon, and you do all the rest, and we go on the trip? All that’s required from me is to go to your salon appointment. Heck. I can always put a baseball cap on. I’ll be wearing a ski helmet, anyway. So what if my hair looks like a girl’s around the house? Okay. Deal.”

Her hand slid over to my crotch and rubbed my hardness in my girl's pants. “Thank you. I love you so much.” She rubbed my hard-on through my pants with the tips of two fingers. “Does this feel nice in the new panties I bought for you?”

I nodded nervously. I looked around. I looked into her eyes, leaned in, and whispered. “I can wear a condom tonight. I’ll wear two even. Can we? Can we do it? Please? I want you so badly.”

Her eyes looked at me with such pity. “Aww, that’s sweet. But you know I don’t want to disappoint you, and that’s still too risky. You’re just not ready for penetration yet. When you are, I’ll help you with it so you can truly enjoy it and learn what it means to satisfy a woman. I think you’re getting close, and I’ll bet you can learn that on this trip.”

“Really?” I couldn't hold back my ear-to-ear smile. I peppered her with kisses, then looked around to see no one saw us.

She giggled. “You’re so cute. So tonight, you and I can do what we always love to do. Okay?”

I nodded and throbbed in my panties. I loved doing that, too. It was just that as a guy, and as long as we’ve dated, I should have tried it already. She was right, though. It was risky. And I don’t know what it’s like to satisfy a woman. I might not, at least. I’m not the biggest guy physically at five foot six, the same height as Micky, especially not the biggest by seeing the norm in locker rooms.

She took my hand from her thigh and placed it on my crotch. She looked around. “Now make yourself feel pretty and enjoy your drink. Rub those panties against it. Then, we can reorder drinks and get some oysters.”

She always said pretty because that was how she said she felt when she was horny. She said it made her want to dress sexy when she was aroused, and being aroused made her feel pretty. I guess that’s as good a word for it as any. I looked around, but no one was watching or even able to see what I was doing. My hand slid under my napkin and rubbed my hard-on in my panties while I sipped my Manhattan. The new panties were terrific sensation.

I was feeling exceptionally pretty thinking about sticking it in her on our trip and maybe even using her face again to dump a nice load in and watch her swallow.

“Love how you drew your eyeliner back a little tonight, sweetie. It makes your eyes seem more mysterious.”

“Thanks. It isn't too much. I tried to keep it thin.”

“It’s lovely, Brynie. Like you. Lovely. Are you feeling pretty, playing with your cute thingy in your panties, and thinking about later tonight?”

I nodded and sipped and rubbed my cock some more. I was thinking about the trip, not tonight, but…

She leaned in and whispered. “Keep edging it. But don’t you let it squirt now, Brynie! I want to see you whimper tonight and thoroughly enjoy it. Okay, Brynie? I want to see that look on your face and hear your little whimpers telling me how pretty you feel as you approach your little thrill.”

She liked to call me Brynie. It was less masculine than Bryn. “Okay, Micky. I will.” I had to stop. I took a deep breath, pulled my hand away, and placed it to caress her stockinged thigh.

“That’s a good girl.” She gave me a peck on the cheek.

I rolled my eyes. “Not a girl.”

“Shush!” She moved my hand back to my crotch. “Pretty. Make it feel pretty. Make yourself feel pretty because you sure are gonna be.”


Transformation -Oh Shit!

At home, we did our usual routine before sleep, and I whimpered and shot some little spurts, humping into panties held in Micky’s fist as I lay next to her. That was after Micaela had me narrate while she used a large realistic dildo on herself and squirted and shuddered and came like a wild woman. I’d talk about the guys she’d pick up and all the fantasies she had that she wrote in a book she kept on the nightstand. Tonight, she wanted number thirty-three. I used the outline below the title and narrated it. It was pretty wild stuff. She wasn’t that kind of girl in real life. The fantasies made her happy. Why not? Just like her making me into a femboy. Heck. I liked it anyway. It was all good.

Her intensity of pleasure forced me to come the first time she came because all I could imagine was that I would do that to her on our trip. I couldn’t wait to stuff my meat into her and have her writhe and buck beneath me like that while I shoved it into her like she was doing with her fake one, over and over. I had to stop thinking about it right now, or I’d mess my panties up trying to tell this story.

Anyway…The beauty salon was interesting, with all the hot girls there, but much more than I had bargained for. They all thought I was adorable. The nail tech, the cutter, the stylist, the eyebrow and eyelash weaver…all of them and others would stop and praise my appearance as it progressed. I couldn’t see any of it. They covered the mirror so that it would be a surprise for me.

By the time I was done, I almost got TMJ (TMJ is where your jaw is hard to open) because my mouth fell so far open. My eyes were so wide I thought my eyeballs would pop out from under my eyeshadow, lash extensions, and arched and thinned eyebrows, and my painted lips were so far open that they looked like a scream mask. I closed my mouth, noticing the pout of my shapely and lusciously painted lips that looked even more inviting to stuff my meat in than Micky’s. My cheekbones appeared to have been plumped and raised from the effect of the contouring they must have done when I felt brushes on them earlier. I stared into my enchanting eyes.

The applause and shrill sounds of the salon girls’ delight came back into focus for me. I was drop-dead gorgeous. There was not a hint of a guy left in the mirror. I wanted to fuck me. I throbbed in my panties. God! What had she done!?

A kiss landed on my cheek as Micaela leaned down and planted it on me. “You’re a stunning young lady. You’re so much more pretty than you ever were handsome. Don't you think, princess?”

I nodded numbly. She was right. I dragged my eyes, which I struggled not to let water and run my mascara, from the mirror and turned my head to her. “Let’s go home and wash it all away. Okay?”

“Don’t be silly. This is the new you for our trip. Stop pouting and dry your eyes, young lady. You’ll embarrass yourself in front of all the girls. You just admitted you make a better girl than you do a guy.”

“I did not. You said I was prettier now than I was handsome before. I was never really handsome. I was a femboy. But I was a guy.”

The haircutter placed her hand on my shoulder and patted it, looking in the mirror at me. “I wish I could look as good as you do. You should be proud. You’re a beautiful girl. Sexy as hell, too. You could pick up any guy you want. Girls would give their left arm to look like you.”

“I’m a guy!”

“Oh, my.” She giggled and covered her mouth. “Oh my. I’m really sorry you’re upset, but you’ve been mistaken for a long time. This suits you. Enjoy it. Be proud.”

I turned to Micaela. “Micaela!”

“Oh, stop pouting. Be a big girl. You agreed to this, and now you have to get used to it.” She held her hand out to me. “C’mon. We can go home and change for dinner. We have reservations at a nice, quiet, discreet restaurant with private seating overlooking a lit garden. You need to get used to being out this way and dressing like the sexy girl you are.”

“Micaela!”

She leaned in and whispered. “Think about the possibilities of this trip now. Penetration. Experiencing how a woman is satisfied intimately. Don’t you want that? Hmm? Having a writhing, shuddering body… the cock inside it squirming and jerking as it spurts and spews its voluminous passionate release? Don’t you want that, little girl?”

“Oh god, yes. Please let me do that tonight, Micky. Please? I want to make love to you just like that. Haven’t I done enough to deserve it?”

“Oh, you deserve it, alright. And you shall have it.” She smiled and winked at me. Her look was positive and revealed to me soon was soon. “Soon, Micky?”

She winked again. “You bet, girl. VERY soon.” She patted my back.

I throbbed in my panties. I was fucking her tonight. This would all be worth it. “Okay! Great. Let’s go.”

“Sure, sweetie. By the way. You can stop making your voice deeper now. You’re no longer masquerading as a man, so let your voice be normal.” 

“It is.”

“No, it isn’t. You’ve always made it sound more manly or thought you did. You probably don’t even realize it anymore. It’s a fake sounding deep like this.”

She made her voice fakely deep and said something manly. She laughed.

I laughed. “I do that?”

“Yes. Try being normal.”

I consciously paid attention to my voice and said a few words. I found a comfortable level that was a higher tone than I usually spoke in. She may be right. I may have done that. “Like this?”

“Right. Perfect. That’s a real-sounding voice, and it sounds like the girl you are. It’s perfect. Now, keep it that way.” She presented to me her manicured, long, fake nailed hand like mine was now, and I took it with my pinky out daintily, seeing our nails glinting prettily in the down-lights of the salon. I shuffled in my salon slippers to my socks and boots by a chair and sat to put them on, admiring my painted toenails matching my fingernails. My feet looked so tiny and cute now. There was not a hint of a man left in me. That’s okay. It’s temporary, and I’m gonna get laid tonight. Woo! Hoo!

I stood with a smile from ear to ear, feeling like I had gotten the better part of the deal as I thought about the payoff for me. She said it. She said I’d experience penetration and a writhing, shuddering body. I heard her.

Micky kissed my cheek. “You look so happy. I’m delighted you’re so happy. I knew you’d take to this.”

“Right. Soon. I can’t wait until tonight. How you described it nearly is enough to make me lose control.”

“You’ll see. You’ll love penetration, girl!” She grabbed my hand and swung it as we walked out.


Two Girls

Knowing what was coming for me, I was so fired up that nothing mattered. I dutifully dressed in what Micky had laid out for me to go to dinner—no girl's pants. At first, I panicked but remembered I looked more like a girl now than a guy, so no one would know.

I slid on the sheer suntan pantyhose, with a piece of the gusset Micky cut out to put my manly package through so I wouldn’t have to drop the pantyhose to pee. I could still pee standing up if I wanted to. The sensation of the pantyhose was so wonderful, though. It made me tingle all over and feel so sexy. I guessed Micky never forced me to wear them because of that. Plus, they are expensive too.

Next, I slid into the snug, silky panties that held my hard-on firmly tucked against my belly. I found the bra and gel breast forms she laid out and figured out how to use them. It was amazing how real they felt when they were on, and the cleavage they gave me made me throb some more. This dressing-as-a-girl stuff was pretty darn hot—much more fun than just femboy stuff.

Next, I slid the little black minidress up and over my new prominent breasts, zipped the back with a bit of struggling, and then adjusted my bra and breasts in the V-neck top, all the while throbbing uncontrollably. That was why she did this to me. She knew how “pretty” it would make me feel. She probably feels the same when she dresses like this and wants to share it with me. That could be why she waited until tonight for me to stick it in her so I could maximize all the sensuality.

The high heels were very high but not unmanageable once I took my weight off the stiletto heel and took small steps. Walking in them made my breasts jiggle and tug on my chest, and my hips automatically swayed. In the full-length mirror, the flared hem of the dress covered my hardness and gave me hips, too. I looked even more like a young woman now than before.

I swapped my stud earrings for some dangling ones Micky bought for me, two in each ear. I put on the necklace, bracelets, rings, and ankle bracelet. I looked at myself up and down in the mirror and sprayed a delightful, sexy perfume all over my legs, under my dress, and on my arms and hair. I fluffed my hair, loving its texture, the bounce of the curls, and its different colors.

I retouched my lips with the twenty-four-hour lipstick they gave me at the salon. I enjoyed applying it and filling them out so full. I placed it in my matching purse, loaded my other things into it, and then slung it on my shoulder as if I had always worn a purse. It all felt so natural and good. I was ready.

Standing before the full-length mirror, I posed in different positions. I was gorgeous. I throbbed and throbbed, and I moved my long finger-nailed hand to rub the front of my dress as I took myself in. My pretty nails gleamed in the light. The perfume filled my senses. I could feel the fullness of my breasts. When I moved my legs against each other, the silky sheer fabric sent ripples of sensual pleasure into me. My breathing became choppy. I heard a little whimper come out of me while I rapidly rubbed myself through the dress as my eyes fluttered around my image, taking in my sexy legs, breasts, face, and hair. I whimpered again, my body tingling all over. I was oozing in my panties. I was breathing choppy and whimpering.

A hand grabbed my busy one, removed it from its object of affection, and kissed me on the cheek. Hot breath on my ear said, “Aren’t you feeling pretty? Seeing that you’re attracted to the new you so much is lovely, and you look so hopelessly adorable doing that. But you need to be a good girl and save it for later, alright? This is a special night for you, being the girl you are. Right, sweetie?”

“Oh god, yes.” I gazed into her eyes and couldn't resist kissing her deeply on the lips as she struggled to pull away. Finally, I realized she was fighting me, so I let her go. “What’s wrong, Micaela?”

She looked closely into the mirror to check her lipstick. “You’ll mess up my lipstick. I wasn’t sure it had dried yet. Luckily, it had.” She turned to me and smiled. “Wow, girl. Your fire is lit, isn't it?”

“It sure is. Not sure I’ll be able to eat anything tonight; I’m so excited for later.”

“Good. Me too. Okay, we need to go.” She checked her watch. “I got an Uber black so that we can drink a bit. He’s here.”

“Good. I need some booze.” I checked myself in the mirror, adjusted my breasts, and then smoothed my dress. “Ready!”

“You need a cocktail, dear. Not booze. You’re trying to be the girl you are, not the man you were masquerading as. Cocktail.

“Of course. Sorry.”


Cocktails and Dinner and Being oh so Pretty.

On the way over, Micky decided I should tug my panties under my package so my little buddy could be easily accessible and free under the dress. Luckily, hard and bobbing as it was, it didn't show, though I was nervous until we confirmed that before entering the restaurant. It added another dimension to walking in minced steps in the high heels by allowing it to flail about, the tip rubbing the silky lining of the dress. My hips swayed, my boobs tugged and jiggled along with my cleavage, and I grinned like a Cheshire cat to the unknowing Maitre’d as we entered hand in hand.

The place was fabulous. It was quiet, with private booths, a deep carpet, and linen tablecloths. I felt wealthy, awesomely feminine, and “pretty” as hell.

We sat and ordered cocktails, enjoying the ambiance and relative privacy of the table. The drink relaxed me and allowed me to take in all of it. The view was lovely, and we talked about having our own garden someday after graduating. My new presentation enchanted me, my new hair and nails, and how I dressed and looked like a woman. The sensuality of it all was intense and incredibly pleasant. Now I knew why women dressed like this and how “pretty” it made them feel.

“So, Micaela, does dressing like this make you feel pretty, too? I mean, it’s so sensual to me.”

“It does. See how nice it is to learn new things, like how a girl feels when she dresses pretty and sexy? Isn’t it better than just going part way by being a femboy?”

“I guess. But I’m having a hard time squaring it up with me being a genetic male. I love presenting as a girl and enjoying all of this now, but…I mean…I’m going to stick it in a girl. It’s a male thing to do and… It just seems weird.”

She nodded and squeezed my hand, sipping her martini and looking at me. “I knew there would be a disconnect with you. It’s your old self trying to survive; it’s masquerading as a man against the competition of the girl you truly are. It won’t last long. Don’t worry. We’ll start your training when we get to the condo. Okay?”

“Training?” I whimpered.

“Oh, don’t worry. You’ll excel at it. It’ll be a breeze for you. All you need is to open your mind to experiencing what we discussed. Tonight, I think I’ll do what I didn’t want to do to you before because it would deflate your ego. But now, as the perfect girl you are, I think it’ll reinforce what you are and eliminate the conflict in your mind that you’re a man.”

I was so disappointed. I whimpered and sipped my martini. “So I can’t penetrate you tonight?”

“We’ll see. I’m kind of on the fence, but I think I need to stop protecting you.”

“I’m confused. So penetration is on for me or not?”

“Oh yes. It’s on for you, princess.”

“Alright! Penetration!” I looked around, then glided my hand sensually on Micky’s silky stockinged thigh while gazing lovingly into her eyes. “I’m gonna love that… soon.”

“Very soon, and you will love it. It’ll be what you're best suited for in the entire world. Then you’ll know who you are and your true purpose.”

“Right. I’ll be a gigolo in girls' clothes. Cool.”

She shook her head, took my hand, and slid it into my lap. “You’re still confused. How cute.” She found my hardness and wrapped my silky dress around it, then clasped my hand on it and made me stroke it while she looked into my eyes. “Now, make yourself feel pretty while we eat and drink. Don’t mess, but don’t stop for long. Stay as pretty as possible, okay?”

I nodded sheepishly and, through my dress, used my thumb and middle finger with my pinky held out daintily to stroke prettiness into myself.

“Good girl!”


The Truth Revealed

Dinner was good enough. All I could think about was sticking it in Micky. I had some oysters and another martini while doing as instructed and making myself feel pretty. I was ready as ever to stuff my manhood into my hot Micky.

At home, I ran up the stairs, pulled back the satin sheets, slid onto them, and posed, waiting for Micky to enter the bedroom. I stretched my legs out and crossed them in my high heels, then lifted the hem of my minidress and spread it out, revealing my package with the panties under it, lifting it up and out while I quivered my rod frantically with a long-finger-nailed thumb and middle finger, pinky out delicately. I stared at the doorway wide-eyed and relished that pretty feeling on the edge while it oozed from the tip.

Micky came in and laughed. “What are you doing, young lady? You’re twiddling a mile a minute, and your look is priceless.” She gave me a peck on the forehead and patted my head.

“Staying extremely pretty and waiting anxiously to stick my hot, long, and hard maleness in you, my love.”

“Ah, yes.” She giggled. “It is harder and longer than I’ve ever seen it before. It looks so adorable and feminine with your long painted nails glinting in the light, quivering your excited little thing, and your pinky out so daintily as you masturbate determinedly like an adorable adolescent. Okay. Let’s get going before you have an accident.” She went to the nightstand, took out a gummy, and handed it to me. “Take this.”

“What is it?” I unwrapped it and held it, looking at it. I sniffed it. It smelled like cherry. I popped it in my mouth and chewed it. “What was that?”

“It's a gummy for erectile dysfunction.”

I laughed. “I don’t have that.”

“Not at all, but I want you to stay hard after, in case you come too quickly. Then you’ll have a better chance of pleasing me. Right? It’ll give you more time.”

“Oh yeah. Cool. Thanks.”

She came over and sat by me. Ran her hand through my hair. “So pretty. Such a perfect girl playing with her pretty, feminine, girly cock.”

“Girly cock that is gonna take you to heaven.” I laughed. I had to stop playing with it and just let it ooze and bob freely in the air between us. “Ready?”

“Sure.” She laughed, slid on the bed, and put her head on the pillow. She lifted her legs and raised her minidress onto her belly, then slid her panties off. Her hairless pink folds framed by the cut-out portion of the gusset glistened in the light, wet and ready. I scooted on my knees between her legs. I lifted my dress, tucked it in the top of my pantyhose, and slid closer. My package was lifted by the panties and bobbing in the air as I approached the target.

Micky smiled at me as I approached. “You look larger than I’ve ever seen it.”

“Thanks. It’s been super hard tonight. I’m so excited. Maybe that gummy is kickin’ in, too. It’s like a rock.”

“Good. Well, get on with it. I’m waiting to go to heaven.”

“Of course.” I grabbed it and held it out to point it at her wet folds. She spread her legs more fully, and I pushed her thighs back, tilting her target up and moving my shaft toward it like guiding the probe of a spaceship to dock it. Her toes were pointed in high heels in the air by her head. She was so sexy and inviting⏤my woman, waiting patiently for me to penetrate her and bring her to womanly bliss. My thighs contacted hers, and I tried to move closer. I grabbed her ankles and pressed them back by her head. The tip of my manhood was almost there, ready to touch the hot, wet haven that was begging for it to fill it with delight.

“Wait! You need a condom.”

“Oh, right. Oops.”

She dug one out of the drawer and handed it to me. I put the snug-fit, custom-sized condoms on. The same kind I always put a couple of drops of lube in and humped into her fist while she held a pair of panties around it. Now, the condom would be used for its proper use to keep her from getting pregnant from my fertile manhood. She was on the pill anyway, so I wasn’t sure why she did this because we were both free of any STDs. But who was I to complain?

Back to my mission, I moved it forward to dock. She helped me get her legs back and out of the way. I held her thighs pressed back as she grabbed my cock with her thumb and forefinger and tugged it toward her begging hole.

I pushed myself toward it. It was almost there. The tip slid in and disappeared from view. I could feel the hot wetness of Micky.

“That’s it, baby. You reached it. Now, fuck me silly.”

I shoved hard and as deep as I could. It dove most of the way in. I looked at her pretty face, held her legs pinned back, and humped her fast and hard, whimpering with delight.

She grinned, looking down as my body shuddered, my legs shot back, and the condom filled with whiteness. I collapsed on her to catch my breath. “That was too fast, wasn’t it, Micky?”

“It’s okay. You’ll stay hard. Just keep going. Change the rubber first.”

I put that one on the nightstand and put on a fresh one. We got it back in, and I humped as best I could; even though the pleasure was muted, I was still hard as stone. I lifted myself to see how Micky was reacting. She gave me a little flat-lipped smile and ran a hand through my hair. “Such a pretty girl.” I humped like a rabbit, determined to make her squirt and quiver as she did with her dildos.

She glanced down between us while I looked into her beautiful eyes and humped like a stud. She was staring at it as I shoved and gyrated it like a gigolo. I must have been making her crazy with all my fancy moves, and she was riveted watching.

I looked down. I had popped out and was humping in the air and rubbing on her clit on and off while she watched. My face flushed. I didn’t even know. “Uh, okay, enough foreplay. Time to squeeze it all back in.”

She nodded. “Right.” She helped get it back in, and I started again in earnest. It popped out again. We got it back in, and she wrapped her legs tightly around me to keep it in, and I humped, but we pretty much both moved together, and it did little more than slipping in and out than an inch or so.

I diligently kept going at her, looking for a response in her eyes or body. She smiled and tilted her head while running her fingers through my hair and gazing at me lovingly. “You’re so adorable. So pretty and cute. I love you, Brynie.”

I blurted out, “I love you too, Micaela.” As best I could while pounding. My back muscles were getting sore. Micaela looked around the room as if evaluating how to redecorate it—a relaxed smile.

I got tired out and collapsed on her, my head on her breasts. “Just a little break. Is it driving you wild?”

She stroked my hair. “That’s it. Rest, pretty girl.”

“So, is it good? I’m still really hard even though I can’t feel much. I mean, you aren’t very tight.”

“I’m not tight? Honey. Here is the truth. I didn’t want you to face this as a man, but now that you’re a girl, you need to know. I’ve been clenching myself on your pretty, feminine, girly cock as much as I can. I can’t tell when it’s in or out because everything feels the same. You could do that all night, and neither of us will come anymore.”

I lay there in shock. I was a failure. “I’ve failed. I’m useless.”

She stroked my hair. “No, you aren’t. You are a beautiful girl who will have much purpose and desire to please just as diligently as you have tonight. It will just be more appropriate for you. Not to mention, you’ll be a girl who is a part of a rich and powerful engineering couple after we graduate. We’ll have everything we want. You’ll have the loveliest wardrobe around with the sexiest high heels to go out in. This lesson just confirmed you’re not a man. That’s all—nothing wrong with that. You’re still the same you I love.”

I covered my mouth and gasped wide-eyed, then whimpered. “Oh, my god! You’re right. I’m not a man. Never was a man. I’m a wimp, a sissy!”

“Exactly! An adorable, sexy young lady. If you put your mind to it, you could be a very cute bimbo-sissy. But now you know, and you can be what’s best for you, just like we learned in engineering school. The first thing to do is define the problem. The problem was you thought you were a man because you have a dick. New data came in, and the result was you never were and never will be a man. Hooray! Now it’s defined. Now we can move forward together and not have you living some silly masquerade.”

“Really? You’ll stay with me still?”

“Of course.”

“Do you think you could try giving me a BJ now? Maybe that will make it longer and it’ll stay in.”

“Honey. I stopped giving you BJs because it was too hard to do. There isn’t that much to work with. My face was always buried in your belly, and breathing was difficult.” She reached into her nightstand and took out one of her realistic dildos. It was one that she liked to suck from time to time. She slid it in front of my face. “Suck this. It’ll make you feel better. Give this a BJ instead.”

“Honey!”

“It’s just a toy. You suck this, and I’m going to do a number 33 again, and I’ll have my left hand out for you to use. Okay? I’ll narrate since your mouth will be busy practicing and the new skill you need to learn. Now get into it and see how good a BJ you can give. Let me see how pretty you are with a cock in that cute face bobbing on that manly cock.”

“Oh, honey!”

“Brynie! Stop whining. Be the girl you are. I said you could use my hand. Why waste that nice hard thing? You never get to come twice. Make use of it. Girls come more than once, right?”

I nodded while sucking the toy. I was still hard, and it would be a waste not to come again. I bobbed my head on it, looking up at her and running my tongue around the shaft.

“Good girl. Make that cock spurt. Be the sexy girl you are.” She reached for the used condom on the nightstand and took the dildo from me. She leaked my come onto it and brought it back to my mouth. “Imagine this is his pre-cum. He’s so excited by you he keeps oozing.” 
I took it all in and bobbed my head on it.

“Good girl. Slide down. I’ll start narrating the story, and you can use my hand.”

I did as she asked, my stockinged legs slipping and sliding on the satin sheets, my breasts pressing against me. Micky was talking about her boyfriend and thrusting and rubbing a different realistic dildo in her folds and on her breasts. She was so hot. She held her hand in a loose fist just right for me to penetrate and hump. The condom slid deliciously on my rod with each thrust. I was feeling pretty again. I moved my other hand to hold hers, which was holding my cock, and I squeezed it. I heard myself making slurping sounds as the semen-covered cock in my mouth somehow became more interesting to me. I imagined it was precum. I tasted it, and I imagined it was pre-cum. I tasted it and craved a full gush from it now.

“Now Brynie. Don’t you come until my boyfriend comes inside me? Not when I come the first time, but when he comes in me. You’ll know when. When he does, imagine your boyfriend coming in your face. Okay?”

I nodded my head, sucking my cock toy and humping her fist. The cock toy was quite erotic to me then and added another level to my sensually erotic experience. I was feeling so pretty and sexy, and I wanted others to see me that way, too. A hard cock in my mouth was helping me imagine that person’s attraction to me.

Micky came shuddering and calling out her boyfriend's name. Her leg twitched and her hand left me for a moment to squeeze her nipples. I held back and just sucked my boyfriend, who was so horny for me, diligently.

“Now, no complaining when I say this, Brynie.” She slid her hand back down for me. “Start humping my hand again. Good girl. Now imagine that cock in your pretty face is real, Brynie. It’s something you need to learn to do for real men. No complaining. Imagine it.

Little did she realize I had already done that. I nodded, humped, sucked. I was so close to the edge again and got into that toy more than I ever could have imagined I could before. I could still taste the semen on it and in my mouth, making it more real. I couldn’t wait for Micky to permit me to spurt. She had come three times, but her boyfriend hadn’t yet.

I slurped off the cock after the last shuddering squirts from Micky. “Honey. Will your boyfriend ever come? I’m getting numb lips, and my back muscles are getting tired from humping your hand, and we’re traveling tomorrow.” I sounded like a whiney little girl.

Her voice was melodic. “Oh god, here he comes. I can feel him getting rock hard. He lifted and shoved it deep. Oh my god, it’s like a long fat snake inside of me… squirming around and pumping his come into me like a firehose. He has such a manly cock, and it fills me so well, and it feels so good. He’s so hard. He loves how tight I am. He’s grunting and pounding it into me now. There’s so much. I’m leaking his pearls of passion for me as he pumps it into me.”

Whimpering, my legs twitched over and over as I thrust three times into her hand and came, then collapsed next to her. I blindly sucked the dildo like a pacifier, breathing heavily through my nose. Micky stroked my hair, and we both fell asleep.


A New Day, A New Way

I woke in the morning, the dildo by my face on the pillow. I was compelled to pick it up, and I began sucking it, running my tongue around it and bobbing my head. It was a new thrill for me, and I was curious what it might be like to have a real one… To make someone feel so good. To have someone aroused by me so well. But then, what would happen with Micky and me? If I had a boyfriend, how could I have a wife?

That scared me, so I put it aside and focused on my new toy. It had a suction cup on the base, and I thought it might seem more real if I didn’t have to hold it to my face. I licked the cup and stuck it to the headboard, and it proudly dangled there in its manly glory. I got on all fours and moved my pillow between my legs to get it out of the way, then approached the cock and took it into my face and bobbed on it and ran my tongue around and sucked the balls.

I was stiff and humping my flailing cock in the air; my dress swept over my ass, my stockings slick on the satin sheets, my breasts tugging on my bra as I moved. I was whimpering with delight as I felt a hand on my back. “Isn’t this adorable?! What a good girl. She’s taking care of her man’s morning wood!”

I nodded around the cock, my eyes going side to side to try to see her, but my face was unwilling to let go of the cock.

“Good girl. Now, let’s take care of that crazy horny girl's libido for now. You just relax and take care of that real man, and I’ll milk your sissy cock until it spurts. Don’t worry. I’ll save it for you for later.”

I nodded and continued. Micky put a drop of lube in a condom and rolled it on me, then distributed the lube in it. She put one hand on my back and rubbed it while the other jerked me off, making the rubber slip and slide on my cock like she was milking a cow.

It didn’t take but a few strokes before my body shook, and I whimpered and mumbled around the cock in my mouth as Micky milked the semen out of me. After the last shot was spent into the rubber, Micky slid it all off, and I collapsed on the bed, catching my breath, my deflating cock pressed against the satin pillow as I lost my libido.

I mumbled against the bed. “What am I doing? This is ridiculous. I’m curious about sucking a man’s cock, and I’m dressed like a woman, and my girlfriend imagines manly men filling her with their seed.” I whimpered and cried into the bed while I unconsciously humped gently into the silky pillow.

Micky’s hand rubbed my back, leaned down, and kissed my cheek. “It’s okay, princess. That’s just the last vestiges of your male ego because it knows it’s done. Stay strong and know you’re a girl, not a man, and your sexual inclinations will now be more like girls…to please men is what you enjoy. You’ll love their passion and how aroused they become from you. You know you will. Put that evil male ego and all of his judgments at the end of your fingertip and flick him away. You don't need him anymore.”

Her hand relaxed my whole body. I stopped humping the pillow and felt all my muscles relax. My male ego. Evil. I guess that’s another way to look at it.

“Do you want to clean up and be ready to travel? We have some time, but not an infinite amount.”

“Oh shit! That’s right. I have to get into my male clothes.” I sprung from the bed.

She sat me back down. “No. I bought your travel clothes, which aren’t what a man would wear. Besides, remember you have a woman’s pretty and feminine hairstyle with long painted nails, painted toenails, and lovely cleavage. Remember?”

“Oh yeah. Right. Hmm. Okay. I guess I can do that.”

“You have little choice, do you?” She gave me a peck on the lips. “I have breakfast ready downstairs, and I’m done showering. We can eat, and then you can shower, shave your body nice and smooth like you always do, clean out your cute little bottom, plug and dress.”

“What? Clean out my bottom?”

“Absolutely. Use the attachment.”

“I thought that was for women?”

“It can be. I use it front and back sometimes. You need to use it daily to be clean, just in case.”

“In case?”

“In case a man wants to make love to you. Where else would he put it?”

“Oh god, Micaela. Not that. Please? I don’t want a man to fuck me.”

“You don’t now, but eventually you will. You’ll see. Stop thinking about it. That’s all your old male ego. Let’s eat, and once you’re clean and dressed, you’ll feel wonderful again. You’ll see.”

We ate French toast, maple syrup, bacon, and freshly squeezed grapefruit juice. It was wonderful. “Thanks for making breakfast. It was fabulous!”

“Thanks. I just did it like you always do when we have time. You were such a good girl yesterday, doing everything we needed to. I thought you should be rewarded.” She leaned across the table and squeezed my free hand, gazing lovingly into my eyes. “I love you, Brynie. Are you feeling less ashamed and more secure?”

I nodded sheepishly, my eyes flitting and looking away.

“Good girl. Then I’ll do the dishes, and you can get cleaned up. Go poop and clean out, too, okay?”

“Do I have to?”

“Yes. Don’t worry. It’s only gross if you let it be. Afterward, you’ll feel so clean and pretty. Once the little bit of mess, if any, is gone, the sensation is very nice, too, so don’t get too carried away by it. We don't have that much time. Okay?” She squeezed my hand again and smiled a flat smile.

“Okay, sweetie.” I stood and kissed her cheek, then clattered my way upstairs in my high heels I never took off. I couldn't understand why women said high heels were so uncomfortable. They felt great to me and so sexy, and I loved the click of my heels when I walked.

I did as instructed, and it all turned out wonderfully. I did feel exceptionally clean and fresh. My skin was silky and hairless, and the body spray made it more so. I dried and fluffed my pretty hair, loving how it framed my face. Using the makeup kit Micaela had made up for me, I did my makeup, which was much more fun than just the eyeliner and light mascara I used to use. I was able to contour a bit and made my lips full and pouty with the twenty-four-hour lipstick. I throbbed, standing there naked, looking at the face of the pretty girl in the mirror, wishing she could suck my cock.

I giggled about it. It was as if I was the girl, but my brain was a horny guy. Interesting. I went to the bedroom, where Micaela sat in the corner easy chair, smiling with her feet on the ottoman. “Feel nice and clean, Brynie?” She wore a pair of furry, high-heeled boots with black tights, a gray corduroy miniskirt, and a white V-neck sweater revealing her cleavage—a winter look… for where we were going.

“Oh, yeah.” She pointed to my hard-on. “I see you’re feeling quite pretty, too!” She snickered. “You’re more like a girl every day. You just came a little while ago and are ready to do it again. Multi-orgasmic like a woman.”

I stared at the clothes she must have chosen for me on the bed. “I don’t know about that being exclusive to women. I’d come about ten times a day.”

“You did? When?”

“When I got the chance to.”

“Well, aren’t you something? That’s good because it will help motivate you for your next step as a girl. She stood and came over to me. Her warm fingers grasped my hardness as she looked into my eyes and, with her other hand, tugged on my hairless globes. Let's take care of this before we leave. Why don’t you get dressed, and we will.”

“Oh god, yes. Can you suck it for me?”

“You know that’s hard to do.”

“Please?”

“I’ll try. I promise.”

I gave her a quick peck on the lips and sat down on the bed. I slipped into the bra and filled the cups with my gel breast forms, then made my cleavage. I slid into the silky white pantyhose, which Micaela had already cut part of the gusset out for me to get my package through it. Next was the pair of baby pink, ruffled, fluffy, silky panties that matched the bra. The fabric of the panties and the sensation of the silky pantyhose on my legs forced my hard-on to bob up and down of its own accord.

I slid into the pink cable-knit V-neck sweater and adjusted my bra and cleavage. Then, I slid into the pink flared, diamond-patterned, quilted miniskirt and matching vest. I sat down, put on the very high-heeled furry boots, zipped them to my calves, and stood. I walked in minced steps to the full-length mirror.

A purse was next to it on the dresser with my things ready to go. A bottle of perfume was on top of it. I sprayed the perfume on my legs and hair and bathed in the lovely feminine scent. I put on my earrings, necklace, bracelets, watch, rings, and a pink bow in my hair that matched the vest. I stared at my image in the mirror, my eyes flitting around at the sexy young lady ready to travel to the snowy region. I definitely was a snow bunny. A super sexy, fuckable snow bunny. “Shit, Micaela! Every guy I see will want to fuck me.” I couldn’t help rubbing myself through the miniskirt as I took myself in.

“But you won’t let them yet. You’ll be picky, right?”

“Damn right.”

“Good.”

Micaela took me by the hand and led me to the bed. “Okay, On all fours. Let’s milk you like a cow.”

I got onto the bed and looked back. “Put your face and arms on the bed and put your butt up in the air.”

Hmm, it sounded weird, but…

“Good girl.” Micaela began stroking me.

“No BJ?”

“Honey, my face will be in your belly, and I’ll get makeup on you.”

“True.”

It wasn't a moment before Micaela’s hand left milking, and I felt my panties and pantyhose pulled to the side. Something cold and wet pressed between my cheeks and pressed on my anus. “Yikes, Micky! What the heck is that?” It actually felt pretty erotic.
“Relax and push back against this.”

I did. It spread me a little and gave me an odd but pleasant sensation. Micaela kept pushing it in further and further until it shot into me and made me gasp. “Micaela!”

“I didn’t hurt you, did I?”

“No, but…”

“Shush then.”

Next, I heard her pumping it up. It swelled inside me, getting thicker and longer, filling me up. Then it vibrated. “Ungh… huh, huh… oh wow.” I oozed from my throbbing dick. I whimpered.

“Are you okay?”

“It feels weirdly nice. It’s making me ooze.”

“See? Okay. Here we go.” Micaela slid a rubber on me, and before she had it rolled down, I shot my load into it, and my body shuddered as I whimpered.

“Good girl. Not turn over and sit up.”

She knelt on the floor before me.

“Now you’re going to do the BJ? I’m all done.”

“No, silly.” She dug in her purse, and before I knew it, she had a plastic pink ring over my cock and globes and was pressing a pink cage over the tip of my now deflating hard-on. Soon, the caged cover was close enough to the ring to slip the two together and place a plastic lock on it. It looked so tiny and insignificant.

“Isn’t it adorable!? So feminine and dainty. Very ladylike.” She pulled my panties over it and had me stand and lower my miniskirt and check to see how it looked. “Perfect.” She stood up and smiled proudly at me.

“You’re caging me?”

“Yes, dear. Isn’t that quite obvious?”

“Why?”

“A couple of reasons. One is to keep you from playing with it. The other is to show you it isn’t to be played with, and the next time you have a gasm, it will be a sissygasm from being stimulated in your pert little bottom, not from playing with your little buddy.” She took her phone out and tapped her nails on it a few times. The plug inside of me began a random cycle of different vibration patterns. I gasped and grabbed her shoulder to steady me, my eyes wide, and my cock oozed into the cage. “Oh god, honey.”

“Too much?”

I nodded, and she backed the intensity down. “I want it to be pleasant only, and I don’t want it so much that you’re constantly oozing, okay? Tell me when to stop.” She looked at me and played with her phone.

“A little more would be nice. That feels nice there.”

“Okay. You sure that won’t make you sissygasm?”

“I don’t think so. I feel really pretty, though. Very horny.”

“Good. That’s precisely what we want.”

“But we have to travel.”

“I want you to enjoy being the sexy girl while traveling. I want you to feel pretty and alluring and longing for release. It’ll change the way you walk. Your body language, your actions, and your presentation. Your mental state will be like a horny wanton girl, and that’s what we want right now.”

“I would be even without this, just the way I present now and the clothes I wear. What about the TSA? The vibrator has metal parts and batteries. It might set off the alarms.”

“I doubt it. We’ll deal with it if it does. If they take you into the back room, you can suck them off to have them let you go.”

“Honey!”

“Don’t worry. That probably won’t happen. They’re probably used to seeing them, anyway. Especially with girls like you, all sexy looking. Probably gay guys, too. And women like me.”

“Probably? Honey, please?”

“No. Be a big girl. Like I said. It’s uncertain they’ll pull you aside. They might ask a question, and you can tell them what it is.”

“Oh god.”

She laughed. “Relax. It’s not that likely they would even care. Who is gonna bring a bomb in their ass? Besides, I’ve worn one through TSA before, and they just smiled at me. I even had two. One in front and one in back.”

“Really?”

“Really. Never even set off the alarm. Well, once it did, but they scanned it away, smiled and nodded, and moved me on.”

“Wow. I didn’t know you were so sexual before.”

“Yeah, that was a phase until I met you, and then sex became a thing of the past or a fantasy. Oh well. I’m wearing two today myself. So let’s see what happens, okay? We’ll have an adventure.” She gave me a peck on the lips.

I checked myself in the full-length mirror again. I couldn’t resist her. I had to listen to her. She said sex became a thing of the past except in fantasy after she met me. That’s not good. It’s true, though, when I think about it now. That has to change. Maybe that’s why she’s doing this to me. What does that mean? I’m useless as a guy, so she makes me into a girl? How does that help her?

“Don’t forget your purse. I put a treat there like a lollipop to soothe you, but it's better than a sugary treat. You’ll find it. It might help you focus on something other than what’s in your bottom or how hard you are in your tiny pink cage.”

“Thanks, sweetie.” I slung my purse on my shoulder, took one last look in the mirror, fluffed my hair, reset my bow, and then turned and took Micaela’s hand. “Ready.”


A Flying Bimbo

The trip to the airport was easy since it wasn’t traffic time. Micaela had me drive so I could focus on something to take my mind off my fears. It was strange and somewhat erotic driving in the high-heeled boots with a skirt, silky pantyhose, and breasts that got bumped by my elbow every time I turned the wheel. I loved all the sensations of femininity, my ever-hard squished thingy in the cage and the vibrator sending ripples of pleasure into me. My skin tingled, and it seemed all my senses were alive. The multiple distractions and trying to pay attention to driving definitely kept me from thinking about the TSA.

We rolled our huge… pink for me and black for Micaela… suitcases to the counter to check them. The guy at the check-in counter greeted us as ladies, and his eyes flitted about us, taking us in. You could tell he was attracted to us, and Micaela had some informal banter with him that made him blush and made her look like a blushing young child.

Free of the suitcases, we walked in clicking, minced steps in our furry high-heeled boots through the airport to the TSA stations—the moment of truth. I placed my purse and boots on the belt and walked through the scanner. No alarm, thank god. A smile filled my face. I struggled to get my boots on while standing in my miniskirt with my boobs threatening to fall out of the bra as I leaned over and then stood waiting at the end of the conveyor for the girl to finish inspecting the things in my purse. She grinned and looked at me and held up what looked like the head of a penis on a popsicle stick.

I smiled a flat smile and shrugged.

“Candy?”

“Uh, yeah, it uh… bachelorette party last night.”

She nodded and looked at it. “Cool.” She smiled at me, zipped the purse shut, and handed it to me with her rubber-gloved hand. “Have a safe trip.”

Micaela came through unscathed and smiling. She took my arm, and we walked to the gate while she played on her phone. I sensed the plug become more intense and squeezed her arm tight. “What’re you doing?”

“Turning us both up a bit. Make it more interesting.”

“It’s a bit much.”

“Nonsense. You’re at the same level I am, and I have two. You won’t mess with this. You’ll just be more desirous, like I will.” She laughed, put her phone away, held my arm tight, and then stole a quick peck from me. “I love you.”

“You know, we look like two lesbians right now.”

“So? You should be happy. It’ll keep the guys away.”

“True.” I laughed. Here I was, dressed like a girl with a butt plug in my bottom, fake boobs, using my girl voice, walking in high heels with a penis head pacifier in my purse, and I was worried people would think we were lesbians. I laughed.

We walked through the concourse, and it all seemed surreal. Here, I was fully sexually aroused, though unable to have a full erection, immersed in the sensual, feminine, pretty sensations that coursed through my body. The tug of the breasts, the jiggling of my cleavage, and the breeze on it while my necklace caressed it. The delectable, almost able-to-taste scent of the Cinnabon place as we passed it. The swing of my hips in my minced short, erotic, and vulnerable steps, my skirt rubbing my pantied bottom and on my thighs on my silky legs. The curls of my hair bouncing and moving about my face and ears. The scent of my perfume. As a man, I had never felt this alive before and couldn’t imagine it ever happening. As a man, I’d focus on my environment, tasks, time, and caring for Micaela, and unless I strained a muscle or tripped, I’d never focus on my body or the me inside. This was intimate, not mundane or disconnected… apart from life and acting like a robot. I was a powerful, sensual, confident participant in the world from being this sexy young lady.

We sat at the gate, and I relaxed people-watching as I bounced a high-heeled foot crossed over my stockinged leg and caressed my thigh absentmindedly. Micaela played on her phone. Men smiled and nodded at me. Women in jeans and sweatpants glared.

We boarded and took our seats. I placed my purse on the floor under the seat before me. Luckily, we were on the side with only two seats in our row—no socializing or politeness required. I leaned my seat back a bit, rested my head, and closed my eyes.

My mind was full of strange images. I imagined Micaela getting pounded. I saw manly cocks pulsating and spurting from my efforts. I pictured the two of us hand in hand, walking to dinner in fancy dresses and high heels, laughing and having fun.

Something pressed against my twenty-four-hour lipstick. I opened my eyes and mouth, and Micky stuffed the pacifier into my mouth and said, “Shush. Press the stick into it if you want a little flavor, and some will come out of the tip.”

I took the handle. It was a decent-sized head, and my mouth was pretty far open, but I could close my lips around it. It was like having a jawbreaker candy on a stick in my mouth. I pressed the stick forward while looking at Micky. I received a little taste of semen. It must have been what Micky saved for me, and this was a device to use for that. My eyes went wide at her, and I looked around before I took it out, put it by my side, and said, “Is that mine inside?”

“Who else? Have we harvested any I don’t know about? Is it good? Does it make it more real? The head itself feels like a real one, doesn’t it, with the hole in it and the feel of the flesh?”

“It does. I mean, I guess it does, since I never had one in my mouth to compare. It felt real in my fingers, though.”

“Well, I can tell you it’s darn close to real, so get used to it. Enjoy it.” She lifted my hand and stuck it back into my mouth. I leaned back, ran my tongue around it, and flicked the hole in it with my tongue, knowing that crazy sensation a real person would feel when I did that. I pressed the stick forward and felt it ooze from the tip, and the taste made it all seem real as my mind flashed images before my eyes, and my thingy throbbed in my cage, and the plug shot off. I wriggled on the plug on and off and crossed and recrossed my legs, feeling the sensations of the sheer stockings and the tug of my cage. The sounds of the cabin drifted into a blur. I played with it with my tongue, pushed the stick a little, and moved and bobbed on it. My legs slid against each other. I whimpered.

A hand landed on my shoulder. “Miss, I need you to take your lollipop out of your mouth for takeoff.”

My eyes popped wide open, the dickhead filling my mouth. I mumbled around it. She stood there smiling and waiting. “Take it out, please. You can hold it, or I can take it and return it later. She held an empty cup out for it.”

I nodded and gave her an okay with a thumbs up. She waited. She wasn’t leaving until I took it out. I looked around. Micky handed me a tissue. “Here, sweetie. Put it in here.”

I took the tissue, concealed it, and put it in my purse.

“Thank you, miss. I’m so sorry; it looked like you were really enjoying it, too. The way you were moving and whimpering. You can have it again when we’re off the ground. Okay?”

My face was beat red. I nodded. “Thank you, miss.” That was close, but I was embarrassed she heard me whimper and saw me writhing.

Micaela rubbed my stockinged thigh. “Exciting. A little excitement to keep the adrenaline up is good, right?”

I shook my head. “I guess if you say so. That was so embarrassing. I got carried away.”

“It’s okay, princess. She probably thought you were just a horny adolescent girl.”
The plane lifted off. I put aside my embarrassment. I checked my watch, uncovered my tremendous lollipop, and filled my face with it again as I closed my eyes and leaned back. My mind became filled with images. The plug went off. I recrossed my silky legs.


A Troubling Choice

The Uber dropped us right at the steps of our condo. He offered to take our bags inside, but we turned him down. The air was chill, and there were snow flurries as we navigated and tugged the bags up one step at a time. Micaela put the code in the key-lock box, took the key out, and opened the door.

It was gorgeous inside. There was a raised entry to the roof, and a curved staircase to the upstairs. Evergreen privacy trees surrounded the property in the back, which could be seen through the wall of glass. There was also a large wood-burning fireplace with a gas starter and stacks of wood on each side. There was a hint of the scent of burning wood left over from previous fires.

“Your friend must be rich. This place is gorgeous, and it’s right on the slopes.” I turned to see the mountain across the driveway. We could ski a slight incline to the base of the gondola. “Wow.”

“She’s done well, that’s for sure. Her life took off as soon as she embraced who she was.”

“Cool.” The plug shot off and made me throb in my cage. “Honey, can I take the plug out, take the cage off, get the monkey off my back, and relax? Haven’t you had enough of your plugs too?”

She smirked and took me in. She checked her watch. “Too late for skiing today unless we did night skiing, but there aren’t many lit areas, just kiddie slopes at the base. By the time we unpack, it’ll be close enough to cocktail hour to cross over to the lodge and get a drink. It’s an enclosed walkway from this condo complex, so we don’t have to bundle up or wear snow boots. We can wear something pretty and sexy and bask in the joys of being girls on vacation. How does that sound?”

I was shifting back and forth on my feet, eager for relief. “But the plug and cage.”

“Hmm. I’m not sure. I want you to be writhing with desire. I could probably do without my plugs, just for comfort's sake. I’m plenty aroused and ready.”

“I’m aroused and ready too! Please?” I let out a little whimper.

She lifted an eyebrow. “You’re ready, little girl? Ready to be the receiver? Take a real man into you and have him deposit his passion inside of you?”

“Oh god. Here we go again.”

“You have to WANT that before the cage and plugs go away. That’s the purpose of them. They’re just training tools. What would be wrong with you wanting it, at least? You might not find one, but wanting one is different. Do you want it in the least? I want to help you get out of your training mode and accept you’re a receptacle for men. Just like me. You're a girl, and you need to act like one. I suppose you can go back to masquerading as a man, but Brynie…really?”

Her look was stern and patient. She didn’t blink as she looked deep into my eyes. I knew she was serious. She’s too serious, actually. She’d leave me in the cage with this libido-enhancing plug until I gave in, even if it took weeks or months. I know how she is when she sets her mind on something. Go back to masquerading as a man? That says what she thinks of that. Besides, I enjoy being this way. I stared blankly at her while I processed options.

“You’re thinking about this too much, Bryn. Your engineering mind is letting your prior programming utilize no longer applicable standards of masculinity in order to support your useless and no longer applicable male ego. You are not a man. Do you think you’re a man? Look at yourself. What are you wearing? What do you have in your purse that you have sucked on during the flight all the way here? How well do you please women? Could you ever sexually please a woman? You jerk off ten times a day and come almost instantly for efficiency, so you end up with premature ejaculation with a woman. You can barely penetrate a woman. The woman lies there and may as well read a book or knit. It’s time to stop thinking and start doing. Are you ready to be a girl or not? Cage and plugs or freedom? It’s your choice. Sorry to be blunt. I'm just trying to get you past this ridiculous stage you’re in now. ”

She clicked her boots across the floor powerfully and dragged her suitcase upstairs, clunking it on each step. I watched her climb the curved staircase. The plug shot off, making my leg twitch and my one foot clatter on the floor in response while my hardness filled the cage. I slid my stockinged leg against the other, feeling its sensual silkiness. I sniffed my wrist and drew in the lovely scent of such a feminine perfume. I sighed, and my shoulders dropped.

She was right. If I ever was a man, I’m not now for sure. I enjoyed my little lollipop and the fake dick last night and this morning. I enjoyed it so much because it must be part of my nature. My true nature. I even enjoy the sensation of the plug in my bottom. I wriggle on it, and it makes me tingle. That must be a sign that I’d enjoy having a real one inside me. On the one hand, it repulsed me. On the other, it made me intensely curious.

The real problem now wasn’t about whether I’m all girl. It’s about being stuck in the cage, so I can’t find relief, and having the plug keeps me longing for release. All I have to do is tell her I’m ready to be a receiver, and they both go away. Problem solved. I’d probably come instantly, and I’d have relief. I grinned. Sometimes, the short-term solution has to win over the long-term problem. Heck, that’s how Duct Tape became such a good seller. It was Duct Tape time. Fake it until you make it.

I dragged my suitcase up the stairs. “Honey, I’m ready! I’m ready to become the receiver for men like you.”

“Uh oh. What did I say? It was true. She wants real men. Will she have them? What will happen to me?” The plug shot off, and I nearly fell on the stairs. I told myself—short term. Deal with what is here now.


Husband!?

Micky was hanging her things in the walk-in closet, her suitcase on one of the fold-out suitcase holders. Shoes were arranged on the floor already. She turned to me. “Did you yell something coming up the stairs? You didn’t twist your leg, did you?”

I looked around and took the other fold-out suitcase stand, opened it, muscled my suitcase onto it, and then opened the suitcase.

“Brynie? Did you say something on the stairs?”

I began hanging up the clothes that Micky had packed for me. No men’s clothing. Just sexy, pretty minidresses and skirts and ski clothing. “Uh… thanks for the new clothes. They look pretty. Can’t wait to try them on.”

Her hand landed on my shoulder. She could tell I was nervous and holding back. She gave me a peck on the cheek. “Sorry to yell at you earlier. Are you okay?”

I nodded and kept arranging. “Uh yeah. I just…I just wanted to tell you I was ready.”

“Ready? Ready for what, young lady?”

“You know.”

“I do? Tell me precisely what I know. Tell me what ready means to you.”

I turned to her, and with my head down and eyes up sheepishly, I mumbled in a tiny voice, “Uh… I’m ready to be a receiver of men’s passions because I’m all girl and never was a man…ever. I know that now and want to grow up and be a real woman as best I can.”

Micky almost jumped with joy. Her face lit up, and her smile was contagious. It made me smile, knowing I’d made her so happy. “Oh, my god! You are something special. I knew this would come about quickly after you told me how often you jerked off because not doing it would drive you crazy since your body was used to frequent releases. Your body refills the tank, so to speak, very quickly… kinda like a woman, but a bit slower. I’m happy it happened so fast for you so that you wouldn’t torture yourself.” She wrapped her arms around me, hugged me, and then returned to arranging things.

Shit. She didn’t think about the cage and the plug yet. I finished arranging and had Micky help me select my clothes for the evening, then we placed our outfits side by side on the bed so we could dress together.

Micky was in a great mood. I stripped in the closet, put away my travel clothes, and entered the bathroom. I rinsed off quickly, touched up my makeup for a more dramatic evening look, lotioned my body, and fluffed and combed my hair.

I sat on the bed. Micky was about to go into the shower and had a towel wrapped under her arms. “Uh, Micaela, about the plug and cage?” I shuddered as the plug shot off again, and I wriggled on it. I throbbed in the cage.

“What about it?”

“You said I only needed it until I was ready. I’m ready. Can I please stop with the plug and cage?”

“Oh, okay. You are being a really good girl, so…” She walked over to her purse and came back holding a tiny wire cutter to snip the fastener of the cage. She smiled and held it up. “Promise? Repeat it. Tell me what you’re ready for.”

I squinted my eyes and made my statement sound firm and confident. “I’m ready to get fucked in the bottom by a real man. I want to suck cock and be a real woman to a man.”

“Right. Just like me, right? Just as I would naturally do, enjoying and harvesting real men’s passion. Right?”

Here she goes with her being included again—the plug shot off. I shuddered, and I put aside the thought. “Of course. Snip it, please?”

She moved the snippers to the cage. She jiggled the cage. “It’s so cute in there. I hate to let it out and have it stand up all proud of itself as if it were significant.” She kept jiggling it. It oozed from the tip. She looked into my eyes. My breathing was choppy. “Oh, look at you! You’re right on the edge, aren’t you?” 
I nodded meekly.

She jiggled and stopped. I whimpered. Jiggled and stopped. I whimpered more loudly. “Please, honey. Take it off, let me jerk it a couple of times, and let it be done.”

She giggled and shook it in a tiny, rapid movement, like an almost vibrating way. Her eyes were wide, and her mouth open, her tongue poking to the side as she watched me. I rolled my eyes. I whimpered, then gasped in little squeaky gasps, then my leg twitched, and I shot pearl spurts through the cage even though my cock was not erect at all. I grabbed her shoulder as it continued spurting on its own. “Oh god, thank you, my love.”

I shot little pearls over and over, and when it was done, I looked down. Her palm was full of my pearls. “Oh my. So much from such a little thing. You built up a lot since this morning.” She left and went into the bathroom.

I sat there waiting. The plug shot off, but it wasn’t so pleasant this time. She returned, sat on the bed beside me, and began wrapping a black lace garter belt around her narrow waist.

“Honey? You never snipped it.”

“Huh? Oh right. Now, where did I put that snipper?”

She looked around. I looked around. “Maybe in the bathroom? What did you do in the bathroom?”

“I put your pearls in a little syringe. I couldn’t waste all of that. You can have it later.”

“Uh, the snippers? Do you have snippers?”

She smirked.

I got off the bed and looked on the floor. I found the snippers under the bed, promptly snipped the fastener, and removed it. The wet cage fell to the carpet, and my squished little girl dropped limply. I jiggled my package. “Oh god. What a relief. Free at last. I never want to have to do that again.”

“You won’t. Not unless you go back on your word, of course. Just so you know, if you do, it’ll be at least a month of cage and plug. Just so you know.”

“Right. Got it.” I held the cage and snippers out to her.

“Just wash it and the plug off and put them in the dresser with your panties as a reminder.”

I did, and we both got dressed. Micky was incredibly sexy. I never saw her wearing gartered stockings and crotchless panties before. All a guy needed to do was lift the hem of her minidress, and he could slip his dick right in. Was she planning on doing that in front of me tonight? It would be like all the stories I narrated to her.
Her firm breasts didn’t even have a bra, and her nipples showed little bumps in the black V-neck top, telling the world she was aroused when she let her little bolero top swing open and reveal them. A guy could grab a handful when he greeted and kissed her. 
She did her makeup dramatically. Her lips were painted full and luscious in wet-looking twenty-four-hour lipstick, like an invitation to be used like a Fleshlight. She looked like an extremely classy, high-priced working girl ready for a long night. What was I in for? She might remember how great real men were and give up on me. Fuck!

I worried as I dressed, trying to concentrate on myself instead. I also had a pair of deliciously sensual, sheer, black-lace-top stockings and a black lace garter belt to wear, with a matching bra with lace edges that presented my cleavage perfectly while hiding the gel inserts. It was incredibly realistic looking. My cleavage and breasts were even more prominent than Micaela’s.

Next were the black lace and satin crotchless panties like hers, except mine had a sheer black pouch with an open-tip sheath that held my package up and out. Oh, god, panties like hers. Crotchless…in the back, at least. Shit! I was just as accessible as her. In an instant, a guy could stick his dick in me. I could imagine their thoughts. ‘Hmm…look at that cute and sexy girl dressed hot and on the prowl. 1) Lift dress. 2) Stick cock in. 3) Fuck her hard and fast. 4)Dump load in her.’ Oh god. Was that part of her plan?

Even as I worried, I was already hard again from all of the sensations and the lovely, sexy, feminine look of my legs and breasts and so on. I told myself it was a natural thing that I should get a hard-on from myself this way when I never got one looking at myself as a guy. I wasn’t sexy then. Now I was, and I sure felt sexy as heck.

My dress had a flared skirt portion with a crinoline lining that gave me hips and hid my raging hard-on lifted by the crotchless panties. The crinoline was soft and silky, like being in a cloud as it caressed my bare thighs, my stockinged portions of my thighs, and my bobbing tip as it danced in the fluff. I slid into the strappy five-inch stilettos and fastened them securely about my ankle, loving the glint of my pretty toenails through the sheer black stockings.

We were both dressed in formal little black dresses that would be no hindrance to any stiff manhood quickly penetrating us, enjoying us, and depositing passionate releases into us. As scary as it was, the thought of my vulnerability and ease of access made my presentation of myself as a girl even more exciting and enticing. I felt deliciously on display and readily available as a tantalizing depository for manly men in simply a quick lifting of my skirt. It seemed dressing this way was advertising an eagerness to be used as such. Why were these clothes designed like that if they weren’t? I guess it could be how they make the woman feel to wear them.

However, it gave me immense insight into precisely what Micaela’s emotions and desires were right now. I also put that aside and focused on the sensuality of everything and the incredibly pretty feelings permeating my soul. How could something so intensely titillating be wrong for anyone, including my love, Micaela?

I added my earrings, necklace, bracelets, hair jewelry, and rings and bathed in an incredible pheromone perfume Micky had left for me to use. I wasn’t sure if the perfume's pheromones were working on my inherent male triggers, but I was hard as a rock as I looked at myself in the full-length mirror. If it were the perfume, every guy within sniff range would get the same response. I throbbed thinking of having that kind of powerful effect on someone. It’s an effect I never had on a woman. But on men?

I filled my matching purse: my phone in a pretty case, my license, lipstick and perfume, mints, tissues, and snug-fit condoms and slung it on my shoulder.

Micky pushed me aside to check herself in the mirror. She had pulled her hair back tightly into two ponytails, one on each side of her head. Hmm, like handles to hold while stuffing her pretty face? Her hair was decorated with bling. Her makeup was dramatic, with her eyes drawn back seductively. Again, her lips drew my eyes to them, incredibly full and inviting. It looked as if she actually wanted to have her face used for BJs. Maybe she did. I guess because it would be more fun and more effortless with manly cocks than it was with mine. I felt a ping of sadness.

A kiss landed on my cheek. “You’re a living doll now. This suits you so well. I can tell you’re in your skin now. Not like before, when you always seemed ill at ease in your walk and presentation. Now you seem powerful and confident.”

I raised an eyebrow, seeing myself in the mirror, and adjusted my curls about my shoulders. “You know. I hadn’t thought about that, but I feel powerful and confident now. I think I am in my proper skin now. This is me.”

She nodded. “I’m so proud of you. And look how nicely you filled your lips out. They look so inviting. Those will attract for sure.” She gingerly gave me a peck on the lips. “Come. It’s going to be a busy night for us. I’m starving, and we both deserve a nice, strong drink.”

“The drink will be well received. I need to relax a little. My adrenaline has been running overtime. My mind is overwhelmed by emotions, illogical logic, worries, and incredible sensations and desires that need to be calmed.”

“I’ll bet.” She took my hand, and we clicked our way downstairs and through the chilly hall connector to the lodge, the cold air rushing under my dress to flit about and tease. The incredibly erotic clicking of our high heels in tiny minced steps echoed in the walkway. My breasts tugged, and my cleavage jiggled with each step. The shortened stride forced my hips to sway a bit, and my freeness beneath the silky crinoline was not overlooked in my cornucopia of feminine sensations as the tip bobbed and jerked with each step and was caressed by the crinoline. I was a walking, tingling, sensual animal.

A feminine animal, but an animal nonetheless. It seemed I was primal. I understood Micky’s feelings as a woman now. Maybe even women’s feelings in general. How a woman feels when she puts on the ceremonial-like, seductive, and sensual attire she wore at special times: times of celebration, times of hunting for a mate at a dance club, times of breeding in the bridal suite. We were two animals ready, looking, and advertising to be indulged in like fine wine and then ultimately be bred like sheep.

It struck me again. Would we just be friends after this with mates of our own? Would I lose her?

We entered the restaurant at the lodge. Micky gave her name. The maitre’d tilted his head and raised an eyebrow. “Might I ask the place you’re staying?”

“Sure. It’s the condo next door. I think it’s called Angel’s Haven.”

His eyes lit up. “Yes, I thought so—an honor to serve you. I’m Jacob. Your hostess has requested we keep her table open for you all the time you’re here. You have the best seats in the house reserved for you. You’re fortunate to be her friend. Dinner is on her as well. She said anything goes, so please indulge in anything you want, and if you’d like something special made from our ingredients, we’d be happy to oblige.”

“Oh my. We can’t accept all that.”

“You have no choice. She said if you gave me a hard time to call a ride to the airport and have your bags forwarded later. I’m sorry.”

Micky laughed. “I guess she’s still the girl I knew. She always gets her way.”

“Yes, she does. A wonderful woman. We all love her and would do anything for her. She’s extraordinary. Please, follow me, and we can get you a drink so you can unwind from your travels.”

I clutched Micky’s arm as if she were my boyfriend, and I needed it for the strength it gave me as we stepped across the plush carpeting in the nearly silent restaurant, with people’s mouths moving and people laughing, but no sound reaching us. That alone made it an exceptional place in this day of loud bars and restaurants with no attention paid to sound attenuation. It added a thick layer of class and culture to the place that almost felt palpable. It filled my already sensually filled body with another layer of sensuality.

We were seated in a rather large round booth facing the ski slopes to one side and a roaring large fireplace toward the other. The ceilings were high in this area, and windows rose to allow an unobstructed view. It was incredible, and we felt as if we’d be able to step into the picture it created. We both slid into the booth's center and stared at the view, our mouths agape.

“Good evening, ladies. My name is Bertrum, and I’ll take care of your wishes and desires tonight.” He grinned. Micaela raised an eyebrow. “Hmm, nice intro, Bertrum. Better than… Can I get you a drink?” She laughed.

He smiled broadly, his hands clasped behind him as he stood straight in his white, vertically pleated shirt with bow tie and cumberbund, a bit of an outline in his black dress pants of a large but limp manhood. My eyes kept flitting back and forth from his eyes to the lump. I couldn’t help but visually try to measure it up.

He noticed my flitting eyes and smiled, then looked at Micaela. “Thanks. I’m just trying to convey that I intend to make this evening as special as possible for you. That’s my purpose.” He looked at me, and I swear I saw it throb in his pants. Was that for me? I looked up sheepishly, having been caught again. He grinned and winked. My heart raced and my face flushed. I buried my face in the drink menu.

Micky glanced at the drink list as I was doing. “I see. How nice.”

I looked up at Bertrum and smiled nervously. “Can I please have a Dolly Parton? It says…” I laughed “… it’s a breast-forward martini. It sounds like me. What does that mean?”

His eyes glanced at my cleavage. He smiled politely. “Yes,” he said, leaning down and pointing at the book. “You see, the ingredients are somewhat stimulating and eye-opening, with the mint and tartness of the lemon. It has a float of a lemon twist that the bartender astutely shapes into a pair of breasts. I think it looks more like a bra, but… It’s very potent yet easy on the palate. An excellent choice, miss.” He turned to Micky, smiling, his hands behind him as he stood tall. I swear it had grown and was starting to make a tent in his pants. I throbbed under my dress.

Micky chortled and shook her head. “Uh… I’m at a loss. They all speak to me in one way or the other. I’m surprised they all have such interesting sexual connotations. They’re intriguing, for sure.”

“Yes, miss. A special customer created this drink menu. They are very creative.”

Micky perused. “I think I’ll have the uh… the uh… Passionate Release.”

“Uh, not to say you couldn’t start with that one, but I believe that drink is meant for an intense finishing drink. It has a lot of caffeine and is quite sweet, like a long-awaited finish… of a dessert after all the foreplay of the other courses.” Bertrum smiled a closed-lip smile.

Micky raised her eyebrows. “Interesting description.” She turned to me. “Might be one to stay away from if one wanted not to ruin the sweet foreplay of multiple courses.”

“Exactly, miss. It may prematurely put an end to the pleasure. That can definitely ruin an evening.”

I felt my face flush. I avoided Bertrum’s eyes.

Micky slapped the drink book on the table. “God knows NO woman would want that. I’ll have the First Date. It sounds exciting.”

“Yes, it is a bit mysterious and inviting, hiding its potency with the spices and frothy cap. Excellent choice to begin the seduction of dining pleasure.”

Bertrum dashed off.

I crossed and recrossed my legs again, bouncing a high-heeled foot and absentmindedly caressing my stockinged thigh as I gazed at the mountains; the snow fell heavily now as the day dimmed toward night.

Micky’s hand landed warmly on mine on my thigh. She squeezed my hand and glided mine on me. “Nice, huh? Even the drink menu is open and wild. Seems such a contrast to what appears to be such a conservative place with the long linen tablecloths, plush carpets, and the proper waiter, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah, I wonder who that special customer was who wrote the drink menu. I’ll bet they’d be a gas to hang out with. I wonder if it was a woman or a man. The names were bold enough for a man, yet the ingredients and descriptions were creative and flowing more like a woman.”

Micky nodded as Bertrum brought our drinks. As promised, my martini had a pair of lemon rind breasts, complete with nipples staring up from the pink concoction. It did look more like a bra, as Bertrum said, but it made me smile.

Micky’s martini had a frothy float shaped like a heart on top, and a flower resembling a naked man was perched on the side. She laughed. “Bertrum, what kind of flower is this thing?”

“It’s an Italian Orchid and is entirely edible and is said to increase virility.”

She laughed, plucked it off, and held it before my lips. I opened them, and she popped it in. I chewed it up. “We’ll see about that. If that flower can make my husband more virile, I’d be amazed indeed.”

My secret was revealed; Bertrum’s eyes glanced at me, then my cleavage quickly, then flitted about. He topped off our waters nervously and left while my face turned bright red.

“Micaela!” I leaned into her, and in a whimpering, tiny, and shaky voice, I whispered, “Why did you do that? Now, I’ll be self-conscious that Bertrum knows I’m not a real girl. It was all going so well, too.” My eyes welled up.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Bryn. Did I hurt your male ego?”

“No. You hurt the girl ego in me. You made it seem I’m a man. I’m not your husband, but if we were married, you should call me your wife to match my presentation and the person I am.”

She sipped and nodded, seemingly unphased that she hurt me as she observed me and composed her thoughts. “I guess. I’m sorry. It is utterly ridiculous to imply you’re a man by calling you a husband. I don’t know how I could make such an error. It speaks well of your own self-image now, though. You know you aren’t a man, for sure. That makes me proud of you. You’ve become more self-aware. I’ll definitely call you wife.”

Did I hear that? Was she planning on marrying me? That calmed me if it was true. “You’d still marry me, honey? You’d make me your wife?”

“Of course, I would.” She took my hand and gazed into my eyes. “We’re the engineering power couple. Don’t you remember? That hasn’t changed.”

I nodded and sipped my pretty drink. I drank it down halfway, studying the sincerity on her face. Her hand caressed my stockinged thigh. She was telling the truth.

I put my drink down, looking at my long fingernails glinting in the downlights as I held the thin stem. I nodded. I looked around, then back at her, deep into her eyes. “But now we know I’ll never satisfy you sexually. It’s been proven. I’ll never be a man, so I can never be a husband.”

“No, that’s true. You’ll never be a man, never was one. So happy you’re confirming that and know it in your soul. You’ll be a wife, and we’ll have men as playthings. It’s simple. We can even share and compare notes.”

“Men? Uh… but I don’t…”

“Don’t you dare complete that statement, little lady. It’ll be at least a month of cage and plugs. Remember?”

“Uh… right. Okay.” I sipped my drink, looking out the window. “Okay. So, we both have boyfriends… men… we get involved with them… we provide them with great pleasure… soon, it’s over. We’re just friends. We’d never marry. Never be the power couple. It’s the most likely scenario.”

“Okay. So, here’s the deal. I wanted to surprise you, but you need to know now. We’re getting married. Tomorrow. I have it all arranged. We get the license, and then a JP marries us before we hit the slopes. Later in the week, we’ll have a little celebration with my friend and her friends, and we both get to wear wedding dresses. Sexy wedding dresses and have a reception and celebrate being together for life. You’ll be my wife, and I’ll be yours. How is that for a Christmas present? Okay?”

My eyes burst open wide, and my hand covered my mouth as it fell agape. I shivered. “Oh, my god! That’s so exciting. I’m so happy. You’ve made me so happy!” I wrapped my arms around her neck and kissed her deeply. I broke the kiss and leaned back to take her in. Her eyes were bright with joy, and her smile broad.

She laughed. “I knew you’d like that. You had to know. You’d worry, be insecure, and get jealous and all of that if we didn’t. Now you don’t have to worry. We’ll be married in the morning.” Her hand drifted to my lap and felt through my dress and the fluffy crinoline. “Hmm, it seems she’s sleeping. We have to wake her up. We need to be alive and ready, girls. You never know what handsome, firm toys with pulses might come along, right?”

I cleared my throat and swallowed my fear. “Right. We need to be ready. Thanks, Brynie. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“Appetizers, ladies? Oysters? Clams on the half shell? Cracked crab? Foie gras?” Bertrum beamed at us. “Glad to see you two are snuggled together and enjoying your drinks. We can wait for appetizers if you’d like another drink first. To lubricate before the foreplay, so to speak.”

Micky smiled and nodded, and she began jerking me through the dress right in front of Bertrum. Her arm movements made what she was doing blatantly obvious. I tried to stay calm and smiled at him as if what was happening was commonplace—something a couple did at dinnertime.
Micky smiled and winked, making her arm movements more evident and exaggerated. “Yes, another drink would be nice.” She looked into my eyes, her arm moving significantly, jerking me through the dress. “My wife is getting aroused by Dolly Parton and needs to have another. Plus, she wants another Italian Orchid for her libido.”

“Of course. Right away.” He took off.

Micaela looked at me, continuing her caresses, a look of love in her eyes. “You seemed to handle that, okay?”

“Well, I’m a lot more relaxed knowing I’m going to be your wife. Plus, you called me your wife and not your husband. So what if Bertrum sees you making me feel nice?”

“Right. Good girl.” She placed my hand on it. “Now take over and keep that engine running, girl. Make yourself feel pretty.”

I diligently and enthusiastically obeyed, looking around, and was sure no one would be the wiser. The silky fluff of the crinoline was like wrapping it in a cloud. I bounced a high-heeled foot, and Micky caressed my stockinged thigh. I felt so damn pretty, feminine, sexy, and alive! Life was good. No! Great!

Clapping sounds came from the entrance to the restaurant, or at least that was what it sounded like. Loud voices cried out welcomes we couldn’t make out entirely. It was as if someone famous had arrived. We both looked toward the entrance.

A beautiful, sexy Asian woman raised her thin arms, causing her breasts, large for her size, to rise before her, nipples showing through her minimal, sheath-like dress that ended not far below her bottom above sheer, suntan stockinged, glossy, shapely legs perched on very delicate and tall strappy stilettos. She walked with her not-too-big hips going side to side and making the fold of the dress in the front move back and forth with each step like a metronome in a music lesson.

She approached as if she knew us. Micky gasped, covered her mouth, then whispered, “Oh…my God…she is stunning. And blatant. Wow! I’m so proud of her.”


Our Benevolent Hostess

I was speechless as I watched this veritable goddess walk toward us. Her wide-open almond-shaped eyes were bright with enthusiasm. Her power and confidence in her movements displayed her indomitable nature. I couldn’t take my eyes off the rhythmic movement of the fold in the front of her dress. There was something odd about the way the dress folded. Who was this sexy, intriguing, seductive young woman?

Micaela leapt from the booth to greet her, her one leg lifting as she deeply kissed the woman’s luscious lips. I watched the display of affection and maybe even sexual attraction that seemed to happen before me as I absentmindedly stroked myself.

They broke the kiss, and the woman turned to me; her eyes flitted about me, and then I realized I was still playing with myself. And stopped. My face flushed, and the woman grinned and held her hand out for me. “Hi, sweetie. I’m Samorn. You can call me Sam, an old friend of Micaela’s. You must be her fiancee, Bryn. Don’t stop what you were doing for me… please continue.” We shook hands, her eyes bright and welcoming.

Micaela had her slide between us in the booth. Her stockinged thigh pressed against mine. I shifted over to give her more room, and she moved closer again, her thigh against mine, and placed her hand on my thigh, caressed it, and gazed into my eyes. “I won’t bite you, Brynie. Not yet, at least.” She laughed. “You don’t have to move away. Relax, honey.”

Her gentle touch on my leg and the concern on her face relaxed me as my eyes roamed her features. “Thanks, Samorn. I feel more relaxed. Sorry for my indiscretion earlier with my silly absentmindedness.”

“Oh, princess. Not to worry. From how you look and the fact that you did that and feeling so uh… pretty… I’d say your conversion is nearly complete. Micaela was right that you make a much better girl than you probably ever did a man. You’re so sensual.”

I glanced at Micaela sternly. “She told you?”

“Of course she did. We’ve known each other a long time, and it’s only appropriate for a girl like me to know so I could be aware.”

“Aware? Aware that I failed as a man and can’t even satisfy a woman?”

“Really? I didn’t know that. I know a lot of girls like you that can satisfy a woman quite well.” She laughed and turned to Micaela. “Huh, Micaela?”

Micaela winked and leaned in close to Samorn and kissed her cheek while her hand was under the table, probably in Samorn’s crotch. My wife-to-be was a lesbian? Or Bisexual?

I looked up from the table, and Bertrum stood there a couple of feet away, not wanting to interrupt but waiting for us.

Samorn noticed. “What’s up, Bertrum, dear?”

“Just checking. You don’t have a drink, my lady. Can I get you one or anything else for the others?”

“Hmm.” She leaned back and looked at our drink glasses. “Hmm, a Dolly Parton.” She grasped both her large, hard-nippled breasts with each of her long-glinting-nailed hands and jiggled them. She laughed. “Nah, maybe a First Date instead. Yes, I’ll take a First Date like it appears Micaela has. This feels like a first date with my new friend Brynie here.” She smiled at me and patted my thigh.

Bertrum smiled. “Micaela?”

“Sure. Another First Date.”

“Bryn?”

“Sure. Another Dolly Parton, please.”

Bertrum dashed off.

“So, Samorn, how did you and Micaela meet? I never heard about you until this trip.”

She looked at Micaela and reached across me to grasp her hand. She gazed into Micaela’s eyes. “We were quite the passionate thing for a while. When we met, I was on the fence, and Micaela convinced me to be the real me. I found my new self, and here we are today. I guess that sums it up.”

“I see.” I nodded, and Bertrum dropped off our fresh drinks and took away the old ones.

Micaela lifted her drink. “To Samorn for putting us up and caring for us in this fabulous place.”

Samorn held hers by the stem delicately as she smiled. “To you two becoming a power couple like you want and to me helping Bryn on her journey to becoming the girl she’s meant to be.”

I guessed it was okay now that Samorn knew what I was. At least now I didn’t have to hide it. Plus, she just wanted to help. I touched my glass to each of theirs. “To Samorn, our hostess.”

We all sipped. I crossed my legs beneath the table, Samorn’s hand landed on my thigh, and so did Micky’s. Soon, I had two sets of soft hands with long nails lightly covering my stockinged thigh while they smiled at me.

I laughed. “You two are something else. Both of you are seducing me now.”

“Well, of course,” Samorn said as she smiled and sipped. She then looked deep into my eyes and pressed her fingers, trying to get between my thighs. “We need to seduce you so you can become the woman you are. Relax and let us.”

Micaela nodded and moved my leg aside for Samorn. Samorn quickly wrapped my hardness in the crinoline's fluff and stroked it while looking into my eyes. “Oh my, I see an excellent reason right in my hand why you shouldn’t be masquerading as a man, not to mention your beauty as a girl.” Samorn kissed my lips lightly as she jerked me under the table. I looked at Micaela, not knowing what to do. She smiled and winked. “It’s okay, Brynie. Sammy is going to help make you a woman. Do whatever she says. She’s our friend.”

I nodded sheepishly. Sammy turned to Micaela, and while she stroked me through the crinoline, Micaela took Sammy’s chin, and they kissed deeply, Micaela’s hand in Sammy’s lap, Micky’s arm moving as if thrusting in Sammy.


As a Girl

Dinner was enjoyable, to say the least. We feasted, drank, played. There was foreplay everywhere, and we all seemed to enjoy ourselves without any tension between Micaela and me over Sammy. It was as if there were always three of us. How lucky a guy was I that I now had two sexy, hot women interested in me. To think all I had to do was dress and act like a girl, and I’d soon have two girls making me feel good. Not to mention Sammy talking about doing it with me all night. Something Micky gave up with me. And yet, she wasn’t the least bit jealous or concerned about me fucking Samorn.

We wound down the evening with three passionate releases (the martini) to top off the multiple courses. It was a drink that gave us all renewed energy and a sweet finish to our foreplay of food.

While sipping the last dregs from our martini glass, I licked my long-nailed finger after wiping the sugared rim. Sammy smiled and flipped her empty martini glass upside down on the table. “Shall we now try for some passionate releases of another kind? Especially for my little girl, Brynie.” She gazed lovingly into my eyes and rubbed my stockinged thigh.

I was lost in her almond-shaped, made-up eyes, her creamy smooth skin, her high cheekbones, and her plush lips, her breasts heaving as she took me in, her nipples hard. I was throbbing in my crinoline, hoping I could hold off long enough to stuff my meat deep into her hot, wet hole. I imagined lifting her dress over her hips, and from what I could tell, she didn't even wear panties, and I’d be able to stuff it right in and make her moan like crazy.

Micky drew our attention from each other. “Uh, ladies…Brynie. Sammy is right, and we should keep going for Brynie’s sake. And have a passionate release. Are you ready for it, Brynie?”

I nodded over and over rapidly, my eyes wide as I whimpered. “Oh god, yes. Please.” I turned to Micky. “If it’s okay with you, of course, Micaela.”

“Of course it is. It’s what I've always wanted for you since we met.”

That confused me, but I didn’t want to stop to figure it out or risk losing sticking my dick in this Asian beauty.

Sammy nodded, slung her purse on her shoulder, and pushed me out of the booth roughly as I scrambled to grab my purse and put it over my shoulder. Micky slid out the other side, and Sammy tugged me, chasing her in our heels in minced steps to the ladies' room, Micky in tow giggling behind us.

Sammy shoved open the lady's room door and held it for us, then took a knob sign from a hook that said BEING SERVICED and hung it on the outside of the door, then closed it and locked it. She ran into a stall. “Sorry, ladies. Have to pee first.”

We all took a stall and peed. I was the last to finish because I had to make it not so hard so I could pee. I joined the girls at the counter, fixing our hair and applying lipstick and perfume. Sammy finished first, went to the couch, and sat. Micky finished next and sat by her. I could see them snuggled together on the sofa, kissing.

I came over and cleared my throat, my one hand slung by my thumb, hanging on the purse, my other hand playing with my curls. “Sorry it took me so long. Ready to go, ladies?”

Sammy and Micky stood, leaving their purses on the couch. “Don’t forget your purses.”

“We won’t. Come here, sweetie.” Sammy took me by the hand, brought me to the counter, and forced me back against it, kissing me deeply and playing with my hardness under my dress. I felt Micky lifting my skirt and having me lift myself to get it out of the way so I could fuck Sammy more readily. “Thanks, Micky. You’re incredible.”

She touched the back of her hand to my cheek. “Shush. Relax. Kiss Sammy.”

I kissed Sammy and could feel the cold of the counter on my crotchless pantied bottom. Sammy moved closer and spread my legs, then lifted one of hers onto mine, her silky stockinged leg pinning mine back. She tugged my bottom to the edge of the counter. I was throbbing in her grip of thumb and forefinger as she pulled it toward her. She was guiding me to enter her.

I whimpered and whispered into her ear as I held her tight to me, my arms around her neck, “Oh god, I can’t wait to stuff you with it, honey. You are such a hot and sexy woman.”

“Thanks. Her grip was tight about my hips as she pulled me close to her with her lifted leg pinning my thigh back.” She kissed me deeply, and then I felt Micky’s hand between us, and the next thing I knew, I gasped and whimpered. I thought it had to be a strap-on that stretched me out deliciously and filled me. It gave me ripples of pleasure. My cock throbbed uncontrollably. This would be incredible with my bottom filled and sticking my dick into Samorn. My eyes were wide open in shock as I was trying to figure out what was happening while my bottom was pierced, and Sammy pumped whatever it was into me over and over. “Oh baby, you are one tight little girl.”

She leaned back, holding my hips, my hardness flailing in the air between us, and she looked into my eyes lovingly. “How does it feel to be the receiver, sweety? It’s my favorite thing. I only do this as a favor to friends. Is it good?”

I dumbly nodded, looking down and seeing her big cock penetrating me while my little one danced in the air.

Micky rubbed my back. “Good girl, Brynie. Now you're truly a girl.”

Sammy smiled at me while she held me tight and pumped my ass full of her cock. “Oh god, Brynie. You are so girly and hot. Men will love using you for their receptacle just like they love me, and all men love your insatiable wife-to-be.” She turned to Micky. “Right, Micky?”

“Right, Sam. Now make Bryn come, and then it’s my turn.”

“Oh yeah. Sorry.”

Sammy lifted me from the counter and brought me to the couch. She placed me on it and spread my legs, then easily reinserted her thick cock into me while looking into my eyes. She pulled her top down and let her breasts dance with her thrusts. I whimpered from the pleasure of it and lifted and pushed my ass onto her cock more. “That a girl. Go for it. Suck that cock into you.”

I did, and I did it with enthusiasm. I wanted to feel her come inside of me. I wrapped my legs around her ass. “Fuck me, Samorn. Fuck me and come in me. Breed this girl.”

“Oh my, you do want it.” Sammy leaned down and wrapped her fingers in my hair and tugged it hard, threatening to pull it out while her other hand went to my throat and squeezed it. She pounded into me as I clamped her to me with my legs.

I saw Micky as she filmed this on her camera. I whimpered and squealed. Sammy thrust and twisted her hips, driving her cock around in circles inside of me. My cock flailed in the air between us, drips of pearls flying off it. I squealed like a little girl. “Oh god, Sam, come in me now.”

Sam obeyed, and she came like a rocket as she held it deep. I felt the squirming of a wild snake as it shot and pulsed in me. She began pounding me again. My cock shot wild, spurt after spurt, and continued to leak out as long as she was pumping into me. She whimpered and peppered me with kisses as she finished spurting in me, then pounded the hell out of me, making my cock keep spurting even though the pinnacle was past. I whimpered and had trouble catching my breath. I was lost somewhere in cock heaven as I wondered if she’d split me in two and made it come out of my throat.

“Keep fucking me. It’s so damn good, Sam.”

Sam tried to keep going as we watched while my cock kept oozing its sissygasm from each thrust. So this was what it was like to be a woman.

“I know. I’ll try. It’s my favorite part if I can keep going.”

It wasn’t long before Samorn’s body went limp. We lay there with her on top of me while I felt her cock deflating inside of me. I hugged her to me, never wanting to let her go. I sniffed her perfume in her hair.

Micky kissed my cheek. “You okay, Brynie?” She looked concerned.

Samorn was putting herself back together. “How was your first cock, Brynie? Want more? Are you a girl now or what?”

I grinned at Sammy, winked at Micaela, and said, “Yes. I’m confident now that I was always meant to be a girl. I’m not a giver, but I can be a receiver. I‘ll never want to fuck a woman again. Sorry, Micaela.”

Micaela nodded. “I knew this day would come just like you did. So, do you still want to marry me?”

“Of course. Now I see why you want men as toys. We can be a power couple and play with men when we want to. That makes much more sense than me watching you with guys or you always using toys while I jerk off. I love the feeling of having a nice, long, thick cock inside of me as it goes wild.” I raised my hand to Sammy so she could bend down and kiss me.

She did. “You’ll need someplace else to go to get it, though. I’m a girl, too. You were just lucky tonight.”

Micaela rubbed Sammy’s shoulder. “But Sammy, you said I’d be next. Can’t you make just one more exception? Please?”


Harvesting a First Reward

It was a lovely evening all in all. Sammy stayed with us at the condo she was lending us. Seeing Micaela having a real one instead of a toy was good. Her leg twitched when Sammy did a twisting hip dive into her, and Micky’s pointed toes in her high heels flailed in the air above her.

Micky made sure I kept myself feeling pretty as well and gave me her left hand to hump into while Sammy pounded her silly. When Sammy finally came again, I was having trouble holding it back, and seeing Sammy pulsing and shooting in Micky was all it took to make me whimper as I humped and spurted in Micky’s fist.

Sammy rolled off Micky, gasping for air and trying to catch her breath. We all fell fast asleep, and my wife-to-be was now very peaceful and satisfied by someone other than me. I was proud, gratified, and secure, knowing my role intimately now. I was to be a wife, and my wife and I understandably would share our desires for men because I was a girl, not masquerading as a man incapable of satisfying women.

Sammy slept while Micky and I cleaned up and went to the local government offices to get our marriage license. Then, we went directly to a JP we’d selected from the list they gave us. The JP’s name stuck out, and we had to be married by that person. Who else could claim to have been married by a hooker? We could make that claim right after J.P. Hooker married us.

We skied and enjoyed the fresh air. I even preferred my new ski outfit Micky bought for me. I wore flesh-colored, thermally lined, silky leggings with a puffy, cropped, pink coat just above my butt and a cute pleated brown mini skirt. I felt like a living doll, and the men all watched as Micky and I skied, had hot chocolate, walked in the lodge, or rode on the gondola. We were like men magnets, and soon, I became as adept at teasing them as Micky was.

“Hello, ladies, like some beef jerky or a meat stick?” The bright eyes of the young guy and the flash of his teeth competed with the other equally cute young guy who came on board beside him.

He held out a bag offering meat sticks and beef jerky. I shook my head. “No thanks. Just had a mint.”

He nodded and offered it to Micky. Micky passed and pointed to her mouth, showing him the Tic Tac on her pink tongue. Her face was smiling seductively. She touched the mint on her tongue, then sucked her finger, her eyes wide. She laughed and looked directly at his crotch.

“Uh, my name’s Brandon. This is my friend, Kyle.”

Micky’s eyes didn’t move. “Right.”

I held out my hand daintily, my gloves off. “I’m Brynie and this is Micaela, or Micky. Nice to meet you both.”

We all looked at Micaela, still with her eyes locked on his crotch.

I put my hand on her shoulder. “Micky. Are you okay? You seem stuck.”

She nodded. “Just wondering how long it takes to get a guy's stick out with that insulated jumper. You probably pee yourself trying to get it out in time.”

Micky smiled up at him and then looked back at it.

He laughed. “Not long at all. I don’t have anything else except some thong underwear under them. They’re warm enough, so I don’t need to. The flap drops right down in a second.”

“Nice.” She checked out the other guy. “You the same?”

“Well, almost. I’m wearing sheer bikini underwear. I don't like thongs.”

“I see.”

“You girls probably can go pee pretty easily, huh? I mean skirts and tights. Well, I guess you have to drop the tights, huh?”

“Yeah, it’s a pain in the ass. They’re hard to get back up, too, and they have to go all the way down to your ankles to be able to go. Nice and warm, though.”

“You both need some of these, then.” He grabbed the flap in front, quickly dropped it, and then put it back up. A substantial hard cock showed through the sheer underwear. He laughed.

Micky nodded and grinned. “Good idea, boys. I think we’ll have to buy some for tomorrow.” She looked at the unloading station rapidly approaching. “Uh, we gotta go. If you two can keep up with us, maybe we can try dropping your flaps on the next ride up? Brynie and I would love to check out those ski clothes closer. Right, Brynie? Maybe then we’d be ready to suck on a meat stick on the ride up.”

“For sure.” My face flushed. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. Not to mention with my newly married wife. The two of us sucking off some young guys on the day we were married? What would our actual wedding be like? I was throbbing under all my layers as the door banged open, and we all hurried off, grabbing our skis off the gondola as we hurried forward.

All our skis flopped on the ground as we tossed them down and stepped into them. Micky and I were off like jackrabbits as we turned the steep, narrow corner from the lift to a side trail. The fluffy snow flew past; my skirt flapped against my thigh, my scarf flew behind me, my curls floating as I looked through the goggles at Micky’s wagging butt navigating the slope, snow shooting off her skis with each turn.

I glanced back. The guys were way back but saw us and were trying to catch up, going around others who had fallen or stopped. After about twenty minutes, about halfway down, Micky shot up an uphill section to stop under some pine trees, making a little cave from the wind and snow.

I shot up next to her. “Why are we stopping? Need a break?”

She pulled out a small pocket-sized bottle of brandy, slugged on it, and handed it to me. I took a gulp and handed it back.

She nodded and looked off for the boys. They had seen us and were heading up the hill. “Thought we could tease the boys with a little treat under the tree. It looked like such a lovely spot. Just relax and do whatever I do, princess.”

Brandon and Kyle arrived, beaming at us as they scooted their skis beside ours. Micaela did little side steps in her skis to get close to Brandon. He helped her by putting his arm around her. I flip-flopped my skis around until I was next to Kyle, and he put his arm around me so we wouldn’t fall.

Micky held out the brandy. “I thought we’d warm you boys up for the ride up on the gondola…if you can keep up with us after this break.”

They each took a swig. Micky pocketed it, smiling, then slid her hand behind Brandon’s flap and smiled when she moved her arm up and down. “Wow. It’s already hard. That’s such a compliment. I wonder if Kyle feels the same way about Brynie. Brynie, check and see.”

I slid my hand into his pants and found a hot, hard, long and thick cock throbbing in my grip. I smiled at him, his arm hugging me to him. “That’s so nice of you, Brynie.”

“Thanks. A compliment deserves a reward, right?” I stroked him gently and thoroughly, his cock skin like velvet in my hands. I lifted a thumb and rubbed the oozing tip as I gazed into his eyes. I was throbbing uncontrollably under my skirt. Then I remembered. He thinks I’m a girl. What will happen when he finds out I’m not?

He rubbed my shoulders. “God, that feels so nice. You have such soft and small hands.”

“Thanks.” I looked over at Micky, and they were kissing while she jerked him. Then he started to hump into her hand and pressed it tight against him. His breath was choppy. Micky yanked her hand out. “Oh, sorry. Not yet, young man. Only if you catch us.”

She looked over at me, and Kyle had his hand pressing my hand inside his pants onto him as his other hand squeezed my ass. He whispered in my ear. “Too bad these clothes are so hard to get into. We could do it right here.”

“I know. We need to buy pants like yours.”

His breathing got choppy as he leaned back and gazed into my eyes. “You’re such a pretty girl.”

“I know. Thanks.” He started to look like he was close as he humped, and I stroked his velvet rod. I yanked my hand out. “Good enough for now. Keep your thoughts hard and ready in case you can catch us.”

Micky nodded, and we both shot out of the pines, off the hill, and back to the slope. Kyle was still trying to adjust himself in his pants as Brandon shot off before him. The race was on again.

It didn’t matter how fast the boys were; traffic and others on the trail provided enough difficulty for them not to catch us. Maybe I wouldn’t need to suck Kyle’s cock. Was that better than doing it? As much as I enjoyed having him hard for me in my hand, I wondered how delectable it might be in my mouth. There was no denying it. I wanted to suck my first cock, and I wanted it now.

Micky slid to the side of the line for the gondola, letting the others pass while she gazed up at the hill. She pointed. “Here they come. Ready for them to come, sweetie? I want you to swallow it all, too. Ready?”

I nodded nervously and rolled my eyes.

“Make sure to look into his eyes when you want him to let go. Okay?”

I nodded.

Kyle was beside me; his arm grabbed my shoulders and held me firmly to him. He leaned over and kissed my head. “Gotcha!”

Micky and Brandon were laughing. They tossed back some more brandy, and so did we, and then we took a place in the line. It seemed forever before we reached the boarding section, and Kyle helped me get my skis placed on the gondola before guiding me into it. We sat side by side.

Brandon and Micky did the same. As we exited the station, Micky maneuvered us so the boys sat together, and she tugged me to the wet floor on our knees. The boys were fast with their flaps, and in a second, I had shaved balls in one hand, rolling them, and my lips wrapped around that lovely mouthful of cock. I went wild on Kyle’s cock, bobbing, running my tongue in circles, flicking the tip and making him shudder. My wife was just as indulgent in Brandon.

I looked up at Kyle, my own cock throbbing and oozing under my skirt in my leggings. I was fervent in my attention to it. The way it felt in my mouth, how enamored with me he was as he gazed lovingly at me. I closed my eyes, savoring this treat. His fingers wrapped in my curls, holding my head tight. Soon, he began to fuck my face, and I was in some dance with this incredibly stimulating, thrilling cock in my face.

I wanted to feel him come in my mouth and taste his semen. Taste his passion for me. I looked back up at him, whimpering, my eyes begging. Brandon, next to him, wrapped his legs around Micky and held her head tight as he grunted and pumped his juices into her wide-eyed face. Kyle crushed my skull in his big hands and groaned. His cock became like a rock, and his body tensed, his eyes looking right into mine. I had unconsciously started humping my ass as my tongue ran circles around his cock, waiting for my reward.

“Oh god, Brynie, here it is.”

His cock jerked and spasmed in my mouth. It spewed gush after gush, which I diligently swallowed while whimpering around it and looking into his eyes, my eyes blinking like crazy and wide open. I could imagine how good I must have looked to Kyle with my painted lips and begging eyes, greedily swallowing his passion for me. I was filled with joy, and I now realized I was humping my ass in the air and coming while I finished swallowing his last gushes. I whimpered.

The door shot open as we pulled into the station, and we all scrambled to get our shit together and get off the gondola. 
Micky took Brandon to the side of the unloading station, and we followed. “Let’s get your numbers onto my phone. We’re here for a few days. Are you boys?”

They both scrambled to get their phones out. I went to get mine from my fanny pack, but Micky stopped me. “I’ll get them. Don’t worry.”

She put their numbers in her phone. When we were all done, she smiled and said, “Well, that was nice. We’ll have to see you guys again. I’ll call, okay?”

Brandon looked shocked. “Where are you going? What’s wrong? Did we do something wrong?”

She rubbed the front of his pants and looked into his eyes. “Nothing’s wrong. It was all wonderful. We just got here and want to look around a little on our own. Okay?”

“Okay.”

They left, and we waited until they were gone for a while. “So, how was it, Brynie? Did you feel foolish? We’re you a guy sucking cock?”

“Hell no. I was all girl. It was fantastic. I couldn’t help it, but…” I looked down. It didn’t show through the leggings. “Oh my god, look at our knees. They’re all wet.”

Micky laughed. “So you wet your leggings? Did you come sucking him off? That’s so great. I do sometimes. If a guy is hot.”

I nodded. “It was so hot. I felt so in control. I never made a woman feel so good as I did him.”

“See? It’s only natural for you.”

I tried to wipe the wetness from my knees.

“Don’t bother, sweetie. We’ll wear our black leggings tomorrow so it doesn’t show so much when we harvest some rewards. Let’s find some more boys to play with. If you still want to after messing your panties.”


Horny Plenty

That day was something else. When we returned to the condo, we cleaned up and got ready for dinner next door with Sammy and a guy she was with. It was a nice dinner. Bertrum was impeccable as always, but Micaela and I were jealous of Sammy.

“Look at Sammy, Micaela. With all our phone numbers now, you’d think we could have a guy tonight, too.”

Her hand caressed my thigh. “I know. But we have to save ourselves for our wedding.”

“Save ourselves? We’ve both been fucked by Sammy. We’ve both sucked a cornucopia of cocks skiing. What are we saving?”

She gazed lovingly into my eyes. “We’re saving the bride inside of us. The girl who becomes the woman after her wedding. Her wedding dress, white stockings, and all that virginal attire. Don’t you want to experience being the virginal white image of purity in your wedding dress when you get taken by multiple men and used as a receptacle so you can harvest all their passion? We’re not having a traditional wedding, but…can’t we girls have that?”

“Of course, dear. I guess that makes sense. So when is the wedding? Where are the dresses?”

“The wedding is at the end of the week—our last night. The dresses will show up in time. Tomorrow, we both work on building our desire to maximize the effect of our wedding night. Sound good?”

“Sounds like a plan.”

We ate and enjoyed Sammy’s company and her boyfriend, who was very hot and sexy and lovely. The next day, I didn’t realize what was happening for the week.

We sat at the table in the kitchen, eating breakfast and looking at the snow coming down on the slopes. “Okay, Brynie. Today, we’re good girls and get our receptiveness up for the rest of the week until the wedding.” Her eyes were bright.

“Sounds good. How do we do that?”

“Remember how I got you to promise to be the girl?”

“Oh god, no. Not the cage again.”

“Cage and plug. I’ll be plugged, too. We can’t come until the wedding. Either of us. Got it?”

“Hmm, doesn’t sound fun, but maybe we will get more slope time in if we’re not sucking cock like yesterday.”

“Uh… we’ll be trying for more than yesterday. No coming, though. Neither of us. Just indulging in some pre-wedding indulgences. Nice hard, squirting cocks to keep our libido high and generate more options for our suitors on our wedding night.”

“Suitors?”

“Our grooms. We need grooms. Lots and lots of grooms.” She nodded confidently as she took another piece of French toast and chewed it, smiling a closed-lipped smile. “So when we’re done eating. Do your routine, clean out, and plug. You can jerk off for me, and then you go into the cage. Okay?”

“Yes, dear.”


Horn of Plenty

The week was wild. Talk about edging a lot. This was like edging times one hundred. You can’t imagine how arousing it is to make so many boys come for you, seeing their excitement, feeling their energy as it passes through their cocks into your mouth, harvesting the rewards one after another like picking fruit off a tree. It was working for Micky as well as for me. She had a different walk and presentation. She was like a walking nymphomaniac, and so was I.

Thank god it was over, and we were to have our wedding night tonight. We spent the day shopping and bought quick-drop-flap pants like Brandon and Kyle had and many others we harvested, but in girls' styles. Of course, we wanted to try them immediately, but we knew we’d get our share of use from them after the wedding. We’d be going skiing again someday.

After shopping, we had some espresso and returned to the condo to prepare. I couldn’t wait to see our wedding dresses. It seemed like the ultimate feminine thing a girl could wear.

We had matching wedding dresses. White lace and beading, revealing V-neck tops, corseted waists, and flared layered skirts on the short mini dresses. My dress was short to the point the little pink chastity cage showed. “Micaela! I can’t wear this! My cage shows.” I stood there in the full-length mirror, moving to and fro. My cleavage was packed and very realistic, with the forms in the form-fitting top, lifting my flesh; beading guided the eye past the breasts to sweep into a tiny corseted waist, which sat above the layered lace skirt portion. That’s where the look got into trouble.

Above my five-and-a-half-inch tall, non-platform, strappy lace stilettos were the sheer lace-top stockings attached to a garter belt with baby blue garters at the clasps on each leg. Above that was a nest of ruffled white lace from which my tiny pink cage was revealed.

Micaela’s dress was identical but had no cage, and the look was much more fluid. But if you looked carefully, you could see her frontal entry's glistening, silky folds. Our bottoms were covered in ruffled lace, but again, with an opening at the proper point for easy access. We were wearing wedding dresses in a somewhat sissy slut style. I stared at my cage in the mirror.

“Why do I need the cage? It’s so…so…plastic looking.”

Micaela came alongside, and we both looked in the full-length mirror. “Hmm, I guess it is rather hard, with all the softness and silkiness of the outfit. Kind of out of place.”

“Right. Out of place. Let’s take it off.” The plug shot off inside of me, and I twitched a leg. “And can we get rid of the plugs? They’ll only get in the way.”

She nodded. “True. I guess you’re horny enough. I know I sure am. If we take the cage off, what will stop you from just jerking off and coming?”

I shrugged. “What’s wrong with that?”

“Don’t be silly. Wait. I know. She dug in her purse. Take one. I bought them for the wedding for all the male guests.” She unpacked one from the blister pack and handed it to me.

“All the male guests? We have female guests?”

“Well, you know what I mean. The only ones that look female will be us and Sammy and her tranny friends. Take the pill, and then you can take the cage off.”

“Really? So, the pill acts like a cage? I won’t be able to come?”

“Oh…you will, but you won’t be able to not be hard without some effort. You’ll be able to keep going and won’t lose so much of your desire because of it. You won’t get bored being a receptacle, and you’ll be able to have multiple orgasms like a woman.”

“Cool.” I popped it in my mouth and swallowed it. “Take the silly cage off… Please.”

She did, but decorated my now ever-hard little dick as it stood proudly up from its nest. She tied a pink ribbon around the tip and another around the globes and shaft, then around the globes again and tied a bow. It was lifted up and out and hard. She painted the tip with matching twenty-four-hour lipstick, like I was wearing. She stood back and admired her work in the mirror. “There. Nice and silky and firm but soft, like the rest of the outfit. Very feminine too. Better?”

“I never saw a bride showing off her tiny cock before. Are you sure it’s okay?”

“Does it look the least bit manly?”

“No.”

“Then it’s okay. I’m open too down there. It shows everyone what we are and how we feel. I think it’s perfect. You look like the perfect little sissy bride ready to be used. Isn’t that what you are?”

I nodded sheepishly, then adjusted my veil around my shoulders and played with the curls in my hair. Micaela kissed my cheek. “A perfect doll. Let’s go, the reception awaits.” She handed me my purse and white lace cape to cover it all up.

The reception was at the restaurant. Sammy had reserved the whole place for it. We clicked our way through the chilly corridor, and Bertum greeted us at the door. “Oh my, the brides sure are pretty. You’ll both make such perfect wives.”

“Thank you, Bertrum!” I said, as he took our capes and hung them over his arm. My little birdie in its nest caught his eye. “Oh my, isn't it cute, all proud and at attention in its little nest? So feminine.”

My face flushed. “Thank you again, Bertrum. Can we go in now? It’s chilly by this corridor.”

“Of course.” He led us in and held his arms back to keep us from entering. “Ladies and gentlemen. The wives are here. It’s time to celebrate their marriage from earlier this week.” He stepped aside.

There was applause, and then some men showed their surprise when they saw I had something special under my dress. They didn't seem offended but curious and weren't expecting it. I took it as a compliment and was a bit relieved. Now to see what they have to say or if they leave.

Looking around the room, I knew why Micaela and I were so busy on the slopes this week and why she kept all their phone numbers. It appeared every single one of those guys was invited. Of course, they’d come because they knew they’d come… Literally. I couldn’t imagine what was in store for us, but I had a pretty good idea. I throbbed openly, my ribboned tip dancing in the cool air.

Brandon and Kyle were the first to approach and take us by the arms to the bar for a drink. Kyle leaned down and whispered in my ear. “I thought you were a really exciting young lady when I first met you, but now… seeing how truly special you are, you’re even more exciting.”

I squeezed his hand on my arm and gazed into his bright eyes. “Thank you so much, Kyle.” I stood on my toes and gave him a peck on the lips, my ever-hard bobbing in the air as happy as I was.

Brandon and Kyle seated us at the bar, limiting access from other men to a degree, which was fine. We could have been overwhelmed. My drink arrived, and we sipped and wished each other a Merry Christmas this December 25th. What a Christmas! Beat the heck out of Aunt Jane’s green bean casserole and flannel pajamas and socks to open.

Micaela was casually sitting there with her legs folded to the side as Brandon slid his big hand way up between her white stockinged thighs and gently, seductively caressed her, making use of her crotchless panties while she smiled, sipped, and rubbed his arm with her other hand. I was listening intently to Kyle, who was quite interesting as I rubbed his hard cock through his pants and sipped my drink.

“It’s incredible, Brynie. You are such a perfect little girl, yet you’re so much more. It’s a shame that after tonight, you’ll be married to each other and no longer available to guys like me. That’s the sad part.”

I looked around. All the other guys were drinking and watching us; some were rubbing their crotches—more flattery for us. I decided to spice things up a bit and by chance give license to the others to let loose a little more.

I put my drink down and put my attention back on Kyle. “Whoever said we’d not be with other partners after marriage?” I reached my hands forward and unzipped his pants. I carefully dug his whole shaved package out and began stroking it openly so everyone could see. “I could never satisfy my wife’s sexual needs. We’re both going to have men for sexual partners after we’re married. We might even share them. We are married to commit to each other to love and be together for life. Sex is a whole other world.”

Kyle was looking around somewhat nervously. He stared at my little girl dancing in its nest, the ribbon jerking like a fishing pole. “I guess. It's just different, I think. It’s great it could work out for you two.”

“Right. It’s not like I have a cock like you or Brandon. If I did and I was of a larger stature, I’d probably be a guy then, but I’m not.”

“What a waste that would be.”

Micaela saw what I did and did the same to Brandon. But now she had him sit, and she was sucking his cock. I decided to do the same for Kyle and give the others a show. Some guys had taken their cocks out by now and were sipping and jerking as they enjoyed the show. It made me want to do more. I felt so aroused and alluring to everyone. Their attention to me was like an energy that seemed to infuse me with desire.

I slid off my seat, placed a napkin on the floor and got onto my knees, and sucked his cock like there was no tomorrow. I took it as deep into my mouth as I could and wrapped my fingers around the point where, if I went further, I’d gag. I stroked the base and bobbed on the top while looking at Kyle.

Kyle looked around and reached to the bar for something. He held it before my face as I sucked his cock. “Can I use this and do something else with you? I’d like that. I want to be a part of you.”

I nodded and mumbled. As much as I hated to let his cock leave my mouth, I dropped it like a hot potato and stood up, then leaned on the barstools and lifted my ass and the bottom of my wedding dress.

It didn’t take Kyle but a second before he stuffed his monumental cock into my bottom and made me gasp. I looked over my shoulder at him, and he held my hips, thrusting, and asked, “Is this okay? Is it good?”

I rolled my eyes and nodded. I lifted my head and looked around. One young, thin, cute little guy came as he jerked his modest cock and started spurting gushes while his body shuddered, his face contorted. It stirred me so, along with Kyle in me, that I began oozing streams of pearls and whimpering like a little girl.

I looked back at Kyle, “Come, baby. Come in me now, and you can retake me later. I want to feel you come in me.”

Kyle nodded, and he lifted me and embraced my torso while thrusting into my ass. My little girl flailed in the air before me, oozing and dripping. Kyle’s hot breath was on my neck as he kissed it and whispered in between grunting thrusts deep into me. “God…. ungh… you are the hottest…ungh… woman…ungh… I ever met…. ungh… fuck yea!” He shoved it and held it deep in me, kissing my neck.

I whimpered and squealed and held on to him behind me to hold him deep in me as I pressed back on his cock. “Come in me, baby.”

“Ungh, yes, fuck yes…. I love you, Brynie.”

His cock pulsed and spasmed inside of me, and my little girl jerked up and down in the air and spurted wildly onto my stockings and shoes. I held him tight inside me, pressing back and holding him in me. I whimpered and nearly fell if it weren’t for him embracing me and being impaled on his cock, holding me upright.

When we had both settled down, I looked up to see Micaela being lifted and dropped onto Brandon’s cock like a little doll as her leg twitched, and she hung on to him like she was riding a horse. She caught my eye and winked and smiled, and the guy grunted and came, his cock pulsing inside of her.

Kyle’s cock slid out, and I turned to him, kissed him deeply on the lips, and said, “More later, okay? Get ready again, and I’ll be ready.”

He nodded.

Sammy was in the middle of the restaurant, having some guys move a white satin-covered bed into the middle. It must have been some super king-sized one because it could fit multiple couples for sure. Sammy looked around and came over to us. “Ladies. I’ve taken the chance to see if you might want to use a new piece of furniture I had brought in. As things go on, you might be more comfortable using it.” She pointed to it, men around it in a curve with the space between us and it open. They were all waiting for us. Micaela grinned. “Oh, my god. Thank you, Sammy!” She wrapped her arms around her and kissed her.

Sammy laughed. “My pleasure! Merry Christmas Ladies. May Santa stuff your stockings well this year.” She led us by the hand to the bed, where we took up our thrones. Soon, Micaela and I were side by side on our backs with our high heels in the air by our heads as one guy after the other fucked us silly. We had cocks to suck, cocks to jerk, cocks that were jerked onto us, and cocks that were rubbed against us. It was cock heaven and a Horn of Plenty of horny cocks.

I fell into a state of mindless sensation where all that existed was this rippling energy that permeated my body as I was jostled and used along with my wife while uncounted men fucked her and used her like a sex doll. When I awoke from my cock-drunken stupor, I turned to the side while Micaela was holding my hand and gazing into my eyes as the last handsome ski beast shot his load into her twitching body, and she shivered and moaned. When he pulled out and got off, she moved closer to my face. “I love you so much. We will have the most rewarding, thrilling, loving life together. Thank you, Brynie.”

“No. Thank you. Few guys could say how much they enjoyed their wedding night, seeing their bride get fucked over and over, while the mislabeled guy who found he wasn’t one was used as the object of men’s desires as well. I’m a fortunate person who thought he was a man who became a much more fortunate wife… thanks to you. This is who I am.”

She winked. “Wife and wife. A power couple now.”


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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