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“A cuckold sissy?” My wife’s beautiful made-up eyes were wide with confusion. “What the heck is that, Casey?” Her luscious painted lips delicately graced the rim of the martini glass as she sipped her drink at the quiet bar. Her crossed, sheer-stockinged leg bounced her high-heeled shoe, quietly tapping the bar rail.

“Uh... Sherry, it’s where a hot wife, like you, takes lovers other than her husband and satisfies her carnal desires through them. I’d be the sissy where you could keep me in a chastity cage and regulate my pleasure based on how well I’m behaving. The other part of the sissy thing is I’d be fully feminized, so your lovers won’t see me as a threat when I’m serving you with them.”

She ran her tiny, long-nailed hand on my jeans, touching me affectionately. “I don’t get it. You want me to cheat on you while you’re feminized and looking like a woman?”

“Well, it wouldn’t be cheating, because we agree to it.”

“Why do I want to... even then?”

“So you could have real men that can satisfy you much better than I can.”

“Casey, I married you knowing full well you weren’t the most masculine or... endowed man on the planet. I married you because I love you.” She squeezed my thigh and gave me a peck on the lips.

I nodded and sipped my drink, looking around to see we were still in private with our conversation. “Of course you did, and I married you for the same reason—because I love you very much. That’s why I’m bringing this up. I’ve been researching this and I think you should have someone to fully satisfy you like I can’t. Perhaps more than one someone.” I ran my hand on her silky thigh from her knee up to just under the hem of her miniskirt. “You’re gorgeous. Look at you. You deserve more.”

She shrugged. “I don’t need it.”

“But you do. You need to have all your parts being properly exercised in order to stay healthy. Women’s parts weaken and fall out when they’re not used. Use it or lose it. Your mom’s bladder and uterus, for example.”

“True. But I have the vibrators and such for that.”

“But you rarely let me use them on you and the strap-on ones just make you laugh when I wear them and they don’t get you off.” I sipped my drink, looking around while caressing her leg under the bar, her foot still bouncing and telling me she had some arousing interest in all of this. I watched her body language, her back straight, her breasts out with the V-neck top showing her luscious cleavage, with her nipples hard beneath the silky top and unpadded bra. Her long-nailed fingers dabbled in her V-neck, tugging it down. My heart raced, knowing she was considering all of this. I throbbed in my pants.

She slid her drink to the edge for the bartender to refill, then checked her lipstick in her phone reflection, and reapplied it. She dabbed perfume on her wrists and neck. I slid my drink forward. The bartender took them and made fresh ones while we sat in silence.

Sherry rubbed my thigh through my jeans. “I don’t know, honey. Won’t you be jealous?”

“I’d work through it. It might be tough the first time or two, but seeing you satisfied would be worth it. Besides, we both love each other, so the bulls you’d have would just be that. Bulls. Toys.”

She nodded. Our drinks arrived, and she drank down half of hers. “Hmm, strange men in our bed? What about STDs and such?” She recrossed her legs and held my hand as she did so to relocate it back on her other silky thigh, then made me glide my hand on it again while she bounced her other foot.

I throbbed in my pants, observing and enjoying her obvious arousal at our conversation. “They could be tested. Or we could probably recruit some of our friends. Either would be the best way to do it, because you don’t need condoms, because you can’t get pregnant, anyway. Then they can be bareback and you can have the full array of sensations and enjoy them releasing, pumping their passion into you, as their impressive manhoods jerk and spasm.”

A little twitch vibrated through her and she smoothly unbuttoned one blouse button, allowing her full cleavage to show, her nipples like rockets under her satin top. “Hmm, that’s quite the visual. I have to say it is somewhat interesting to imagine, sweetie. Our friends though? Really?”

“Sure. Like our partner, Bill. He’s single, tall and handsome. We all get along together really well. Then there’s Pete, our supplier, and Ron, our ops guy. All of them are clean and single and I bet anyone of them would love the chance. I’m sure you could think of others you’d like to have and there’s SLS, which is Swing Lifestyle. An app and website that’s for hooking up partners using pictures and location searches. You could have all sorts of manly men.”

She nodded, spaced out, sipped her drink, her leg bounced. She tugged at her miniskirt and glided my hand back and forth on her stockinged leg. Sherry was processing, and very interested. “But our friends would see you feminized.”

“True. That‘s the point. No pressure on them because I’d be a serving sissy. So what? It’s no different from putting on a costume for Halloween. As long as I didn’t look like a trucker in a skirt.”

“You wouldn’t. You’d make a perfect girl. Even your voice would fit. You could be my wife and girlfriend and not some sissy.”

“I’d be your sissy cuckold when the guys came over. Not all the time. That was my thought.”

“Hmm. I think you should be a girl all the time. I actually think it would fit you better. All day, every day. Not just for my sex night with the guys.”

“I guess that could be a possibility, but I’m not so sure I’d fit that role very well every day.”

“I do. Anyway. Hmm. Bill, Ron, Pete... others online.”

“Sure.”

“You could handle that?” She leaned in and whispered as she rubbed my hand on her stockinged thigh while she bounced her foot. “You could handle seeing me please those guys so much they’d fill me with their seed?”

I gulped, looking into her wide, excited eyes. “Yup. That’s the plan.”

She contemplated. Sipped, then sat straight up. Flipped her hair, shook her pretty head. “But... no... all of it is just crazy.”

“Well, how about we just think about it and you can think about what men you’d like before we decide?”

She shrugged. “I’m worried about losing you. I’d hate to make you jealous.”

“How can I be jealous if I’m feminized and no longer function as a man? I really don’t function as one for you today, anyway. That’s why I want to give this gift to you. It would assure me I was doing all I could for you. Admit it. When was the last time you had an orgasm from having sex with me?”

She looked around, then spoke quietly while rubbing my crotch. “I think it’s cute how you come so fast and enjoy it so much. It’s lovely having you get all wired up and spurting like a little boy for me. I don’t even care if it’s after a couple of strokes in me, humping my leg or hand, or just jerking it between your thumb and middle finger into a pair of my panties.”

“Yeah, it’s all wonderfully exciting for me and I obviously love doing it, but you end up with nothing. Just something... cute. So when was the last time you had an orgasm from sex?”

“Don’t get angry.”

“I won’t. I’m proving a point.”

“It was with the last guy I dated before you. He even made me squirt. It was good enough to satisfy me for the rest of my life. See?” She gave me a peck on the lips and rubbed my crotch under the bar. “I see the thought of it has you hard. Mmm... I love when you get horny. You’re so cute.” She gave me another peck.

“You being aroused makes me aroused. Imagine how aroused I’d be while watching other men satisfy you.”

Her hand guided my hand under her skirt to her panties. “You’re making me damp, honey. We might have to take the toys out tonight. I might even come with this fantasy. I’ll give you a fresh pair of silky pink panties to jerk into.”

My heart raced. “Sounds fabulous. I’d love that. Just imagine, though, if instead of the toys and a fantasy, we had someone we could call to come over. Someone like your old boyfriend that made you squirt.”

She chortled and ran her hand over her breast, looking around. “Oh gosh. This is too much. We have to stop talking about this.”

“Okay. So... Will you at least consider it?”

She nodded and sipped, looking lovingly into my eyes. “Yes. I’ll consider it.” She ran her hand through my hair. “You would make a pretty girl, too.”

“You think? I was just thinking of being a sissy in a cage.”

“That would be very cute, too. I’d be in control of the cage, huh?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She chortled. “I could say when and where and how you’d be able to finish, too?”

“Absolutely, ma’am.”

“That could be fun. I love seeing you play with yourself like some adolescent boy. It’s so cute seeing you spurt with your thumb and middle finger delicately working away at it… hmm.” 

“That could be one way you a could allow me to do it if you want that. When you’re taken care of. After… or during.”

“If I allowed you.”

“Right. Now you’re getting it.”

“Okay, let’s think this through. Don’t rush me.”

“I won’t honey. I love you. Thank you for considering this for us.”

“I didn’t say I’m doing it.”

“I know. I’m just happy you’ll think about it. It takes away a lot of guilt and shame for me because now at least I tried. If you do it, it’ll take away all of my guilt and shame by giving you all the rest of the things you deserve in life.”

She gave me a peck and rubbed my crotch. “I love you, Casey.”

“I love you too, Sherry.” I put my hand on her shoulder and gave her a light, deep kiss on her lips while she rubbed my hard-on.
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A kiss fell on my cheek. I opened my eyes. Sherry stood there dressed in an airy, flowered minidress and wedge heels, running her hand over my hair, gazing down at me. “Wake up, sleepyhead. I decided we should do the feminization part first. I did some research on this subject and it’s very helpful for everyone that the male cuckold is fully feminized, allowing him to let go of any thoughts that he’s a man. I need to keep your libido high as well and so today we’re buying everything we need. Breakfast is ready. And oh. I called Bill and told him we were taking a stay-cation and we’re off work for the next two weeks.”

I sat upright, unable to hold back my grin. “Really? You’ll do it?”

“Just the feminization part. We’ll see about the rest later if you can accept being a girl.”

“Wow. Okay. I guess that’s a good place to start. Do you think I’ll look okay?”

“I think you’ll look so good we can go out as two girls.”

“I hadn’t thought of that. I was just thinking of in private when you had your bulls over. To make them more comfortable.”

“Why hide it? If you’re going to be feminized, I think you should do it all the way, so you’re free to go out that way. We own the business, so who cares about work, anyway? They have to accept you.”

“True.” 
My heart pounded in my chest. I really hadn’t thought about taking it this far. I thought I’d just put on a stupid sissy outfit and be done with it in private. “Uh... okay. If you say so, Sherry. You’re the one that’s in charge of all of this.”

“Darn right.” She giggled. “Let’s go.”

We ate breakfast. I showered and shaved my whole body as instructed, and Sherry drove us around. Our favorite adult toy store had the cages and plugs and all the things Sherry insisted on from her research. Then it was to the salon for a haircut, style and highlight, a pedicure and manicure for each of us, with long fake nails and extra ear piercings for us both.

It was a blur the way Sherry led me around. She had me fitted for a bra and gel breast forms giving me realistic cleavage. My face was beet red, I’m sure, as she held my hand and spoke to the salesgirl in the shop. “My husband needs to become a girl, and I need you to fit him for a proper bra. I want him to have nice cleavage and substantial breasts.” 
The fitting was incredible and the effect perfect. We loaded up on other bras, panties, and lingerie there. She forced me to wear the bra and gel breast forms out of the store.

She led me by the hand through the stores. She picked out underwear, miniskirts, minidresses, high heels, jewelry, perfume, makeup stockings and pantyhose, all the things I needed to become the girl for her. She also bought some new clothes for herself in keeping with her new hot wife's image. She was very much getting into this part of the whole exercise.

At home, we washed things and put them away, placing my men’s wear in the basement. I now had my own full woman’s wardrobe staring me in the face in the closet and the dresser. It was somewhat foreign, as if my old self was totally gone. I stared at it while Sherry finished organizing my panty drawer in the bedroom.

Her hand landed on my shoulder. “Are you okay, honey? You seem stuck, staring at it all.”

I nodded, my new hairdo caressing my cheek. “Yeah. It just seems like my old self was some sort of lie or something. This is so different.”

“It is, isn’t it? What if the old you was a lie? What if you were meant to be this way? Your new hairstyle sure looks pretty on you. You’re a living doll. I’d get hair removal for your facial hair, but there isn’t much there, anyway. Some girls have more than you do. Your voice even matches the new you better than the old you. Are you comfortable this way? Is this too foreign to you?”

I shrugged. “It is weird. I think I’ll get used to it, though. It’s arousing as hell. I mean, all the clothes and things and having breasts and seeing my new look in the mirror makes me hard for myself. Very weird.”

“Good. See? That means you’ve transformed well. You think you’re a girl too, so you must be. Right?”

I nodded. “Okay. What do you say we go out for dinner tonight? I want to really test it in public. I think it’ll work.”

“That’s fabulous. It’s exactly what I wanted to do. I was hoping you’d want to go out. Would you feel better wearing the cage? But as far as I’m concerned, you don’t need to unless you think you should.”

“Uh... I’m supposed to... I think. I mean, it’s to keep me from coming and keep me in your control.”

“True. I guess there’s a purpose for it. If you came, you might lose interest in all of this. Did the libido enhancers and the little blue pill you took have any effect?”

I laughed. “I guess. That was at lunch and by then I was already so aroused, I don’t know if there was a difference after or not. I mean, I’m one horny girl right now and rock hard.”

“Good. See, you even called yourself a girl. It’s working. Then why don’t we finish up and put the attachment on the shower so you can have it in the morning to clean out your butt and plug you up, and then we can put on your cage for tonight. You can jerk yourself off in some of your new panties while I watch you, and then it’ll go soft so we can put the cage on and lock it up.”

“Okay. I sure could use ripping one off.”

“You should dress for dinner first so you can look at the pretty girl you are in the mirror and jerk off to her image. Okay?”

“Okay, sweetie.”

Sherry had managed to reserve some bar seats at a classy restaurant. She picked out our outfits and laid them on the bed. She was already dressing herself next to me.

I slid the sheer suntan pantyhose up my hairless legs and poked my throbbing package through the piece of cut out gusset. I slid up the sheer, black, flowered panties and tucked myself against my belly. Fastening the matching bra in front, I slid it around and put my arms through the straps, then loaded in my silicone gel breast forms and created my cleavage. I slid the V-neck, black chiffon minidress up, the silky lining delighting my skin as it made its way up. I zipped the back with some effort and put on the matching bolero top.

The five-inch-heeled, strappy black-patent stilettos secured to my feet with the delicate ankle strap, my painted toenails peeking through the sheer pantyhose. I stepped in tiny minced steps to the full-length mirror next to the dresser. I loaded on all the jewelry and sprayed perfume over my entire body. I looked like a dream in the mirror. Throbbing under my dress, I posed this way and that.

Sherry’s hand landed on my shoulder. “Perfect! I think you’ll have more men than me.”

“I hope not. I don’t want that!”

She laughed. “We’ll see about that. You sure aren’t a guy anymore. Probably never were.” She gave me a peck on the cheek, then showed me the cage. “Time for locking up, sweetie. Make that thing spurt.” She handed me a pair of pink silky panties, then lifted the front of my dress and tucked it up in the waist. “There. Pull them aside now and play with it.”

I did, my eyes roaming my body. I could sense Sherry at my side. “That a girl. You’re so cute doing that. Go faster. Feel how pretty you are.”

I did, paying attention to all of my image. I licked my painted lips. Sherry took my other hand and placed a realistic dildo in it. “Suck that and watch yourself in the mirror. Imagine it’s real.”

“Honey!”

“You’ll need to get my bulls ready. Suck it.”

I did, watching myself in the mirror as it dove in and out of my lips. I came immediately, my legs weakening. I held the side of the mirror for support as I filled the panties with my flood and gasped around the dildo in my mouth. I sucked it a few more times, watching the erotic and sexy image of me doing so as the last spasms went through my dick in the panties. I hesitantly stopped sucking the thing, kissed it, and gave it over to her. I turned to Sherry. She placed her phone in her purse.

“Did you video that, Sherry?”

“I sure did. I had to. It was soo sweet. You were absolutely adorable. You loved sucking that thing, too. You looked so sad letting it go and you kissed it even. I had to.”

“Honey!”

“Oh shush! Now let’s get this cage on.”

She knelt before me and soon I was tucked tightly into the tiny pink cage and she put the key in her purse. “There. How is it? Is it comfortable?”

“I guess. I’m already swelling in it.”

“That must be the pills. You never got hard after so quickly. It usually took a whole day.” She dug in her purse. “Here. swallow these. It’s time for more, anyway.”

I stepped into the bathroom, put some water in a glass and swallowed them while she watched. “Good girl. Okay. Let’s go relax and have a nice dinner.”
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Sherry set up an Uber-black for the night so we wouldn’t have to worry about drinking and driving. He dropped us at the door with his number on a card so we could reach him directly and check his availability later. The maitre’d greeted us, not sure what to make of familiar Sherry with her girlfriend in tow. I smiled and said hello as his eyes flitted around me. Did he know who I was? I didn’t care.

We followed him to our normal table in the back by the fireplace, overlooking the other diners. We slid into the curved seat booth facing the restaurant.

I crossed my stockinged legs beneath the table, luxuriating in the sensuality of my new attire, hard in my cage. I whispered to Sherry. “This cage actually is pretty good. It kind of adds to all the sensations. I think I can live with it.”

“Good. You’re supposed to. I’m still not sure you need to, but what the heck?” She gave me a peck, placed her hand on my stockinged thigh, and caressed my leg. “This is a lovely unfamiliar sensation, doing this to you. Your legs are so silky and sexy.”

“Thanks. The sensations it sends into me are great, too. Now I know why you like me to do that so much for you.”

“You bet.” She placed my hand on her thigh and we snuggled together to peruse the drink menu. “I think you should have a pretty drink tonight.”

“I agree. I’ll get the one you get. The Cleopatra.”

“Uh... You should get the Pretty in Pink martini.”

“Oh... Of course. Cleopatra is too powerful a name for me. Right? Sure. Why not?”

We ordered and enjoyed our first drink, talking about my new experience and how much Sherry was enjoying having a wife now.

“You’re so much more suited for this, Casey. I mean... It made you into a sensual, sexy creature from a geeky, mundane guy. I hope that doesn’t hurt your feelings, but it’s true.”

“I agree. The experience so far has been nothing less than positive. It’s like I’m in a new and improved skin, even. Everything is more pleasant now—getting dressed, walking, driving, sitting, standing, eating, drinking, being with you. Plus, it’s so relaxing not having to be the... guy and try to be manly and stuff.”

“Right. Well! I’m so glad we did this.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. Like I said, it suits you very well, honey. I’m so proud of you.”

“So... Back to the reason I’m doing this. Are you ready to find some bulls, Sherry? Did I pass the feminization test?”

She sipped, her hand caressing my leg. “Hmm, not sure yet. It’s only your first day in the cage and you haven’t shown me you’re in your role as a woman with real men yet.”

“Wait. Who said I had to do that? I don’t want men.”

“Oh honey. I don’t want you to be jealous and neither do you. What will you do when real men are making love to your wife? Sit there in your cage?”

“If that’s what you want. Yes.”

“But I don’t want that. I want you to be happy, too.”

“You being happy will make me happy. I’ll have done my duty and provided you with what you need.”

“What about my duty to you?”

“You can let me release whenever you want, however you want, and that’ll be fine by me.”

“Hmm, somehow that doesn’t sound like a long-term plan.”

We ordered our second drink and some oysters when Bill came in. He saw us and recognized Sherry, of course, and came over directly. “Hey ladies. Mind if I join you? I hate to eat alone.”

Sherry beamed at him. “Of course, Bill. Casey. Slide out and let Bill in.”

Bill turned to the Maitre’d. “Don’t need that table anymore. Thanks.”

Bill sat, and the waiter came over and took his drink order. He looked at us both. “Wow! You guys are so vibrant tonight. Casey, you look fabulous. I didn’t recognize you. It suits you.”

“Uh...”

Bill laughed. “Right. Sherry called me about taking the two weeks off and explained everything. She thought you’d be better off getting this out of the way since we’re such good friends and all, and all I have to say is, Casey, this is perfect for you, buddy.” His hand landed on my thigh, squeezed it and began caressing it as he gazed lovingly at me. Shit!

“Thanks... I uh...”

“That’s okay buddy, you don’t need to say anything. Just sit there and look pretty. It’s a new talent you can add to your long list of them. Like how cute you looked when you jerked off watching yourself suck a dildo in the mirror.”

I covered my mouth with my hand, my eyes wide open, and glared at Sherry.

“Oh honey. It’s Bill for god’s sake. If we’re doing this, I’m sure he’ll see your pee pee again and you playing with it.”

Sherry ran her hand over Bill’s thigh and got his attention. “Isn’t Casey lovely this way? She also needs to expand her long list of talents and not just in business. I thought, being our best friend, you can help her overcome her fears.” She rubbed his crotch, then took my hand, placed it on it, and held it there.

“Uh... Sherry. Uh...” I tried to take my hand away.

Bill smiled at me. “It’s okay buddy. You’re a girl now. Relax. What’re friends for?”

Sherry took her hand away, and I removed mine.

Bill frowned. “Aww, that was so nice, and now it’s gone.”

I sipped my Pretty in Pink cocktail, my face flushed while I throbbed in my cage, fully aroused from what just happened, or the pills. I turned to Bill. “Okay. So, did Sherry tell you all the reasons we were doing this?”

“Yeah. Sounds cool.” He turned to Sherry, who nodded, and then he turned back to me. “It’s really nice of you to take care of your wife like that. I’d be glad to lend a helping hand… or something more intimate.” He chortled. “She’s the hottest lady around... besides you now.” His hand caressed my legs and his eyes flitted my face and hair and cleavage.

I took a deep breath. “Okay. Let’s just relax a little. We’ll share some oysters with you and have a nice dinner together. I need to cover some work stuff too while you’re here.”

“Right. Okay.” Bill, caressing my leg, sent tingles through me and made me throb in my cage uncontrollably. The reason I was doing this was for my wife’s pleasure, not mine, and I wasn’t supposed to be reacting this way. It was way too enjoyable to stop him, though.

We talked about work and ordered more food and drinks and had a nice relaxing time just being our normal selves, even though I was dressed as a woman. It began to seem natural to have Bill’s hand on my leg so affectionately.

By the time the main course arrived, we were all relaxed and enjoying each other’s company as if nothing was much different. I thoroughly enjoyed Bill’s touches, and he and I accepted my new persona. Once we had eaten and the coast was clear, I watched as my wife undid Bill’s zipper; him grinning and looking around. She stroked his thick, long shaft while smiling at me. Then her hand grasped mine and wrapped my long-nailed hand around his warm, firm manhood. My heart raced.

She looked into my eyes as she squeezed my hand tight on it. “Now Casey, why don’t you be a good girlfriend to Bill and make your best friend feel welcome while we eat? Now don’t take your hand off it, or that cage will stay on for weeks and Bill and I will have no sex together.” She stared into my eyes and stroked my hand on his hot, hard shaft. “I’m letting go. Keep it there.”

She let go and went back to her meal. I stroked it beneath the tablecloth. It was amazing, the size and heft of it, as I tried to calm my beating heart. I imagined him using it on my wife, and I was sure that had to happen. If I stopped, it wouldn’t.

I ate with my left hand. Luckily, I usually did anyway to avoid switching hands to cut the food, and this food required no cutting. I stroked him tenderly and deliberately, running my thumb over the tip from time to time, making him twitch and to confirm his oozing passion for me. It was thrilling to say the least, and I was rock solid in the cage.

Bill sat back for a moment and put his arm around my shoulders and patted my arm. “See? It ain’t all bad, is it, buddy? Your hand is so soft and you have such a delicate touch. I really appreciate this.”

I nodded and smiled a nervous smile.

Sherry bent past Bill, motioned me to her with her long-nailed finger, and gave me a peck on the lips. “Good girl. You’re learning well. But you just really want to see Bill and I make love and that’s motivating you to do this for him. Right?”

I imagined what I had in my hand inside of her and nodded hurriedly and stroked Bill faster. I looked at both of them, rolled my eyes, and nodded.

“But isn’t it nice for you to do this for Bill? Don’t you feel proud and doesn’t it arouse you to do it? Don’t you feel wanted and desired?”

It sure as hell was thrilling and it sure as hell made me aroused. I just shrugged.

She scoffed, and we continued eating quietly, Bill’s hand caressing my legs from time to time.
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We finished dinner and Bill was horny as a goat from all my caring for him and his knowing he was going to screw my wife. He paid the Bill and drove us home. Sherry insisted I sit in front with him and play with him on the way.

She leaned over the back seat and pressed on my head. “Go on now. Take Bill in your mouth. That’s your next step. Suck Bill.”

“Honey! I can’t do that.”

“You did in the video, remember? We both saw how fast you came when you did.”

“That was a fake one. It was just a toy.”

“Right, and this is soo much better. Don’t you want to see Bill make love to me tonight?”

I nodded sheepishly as I stroked Bill’s thick, velvety shaft.

She pressed my head down.

“You’re messing my hair, sweetie.” I fluffed it.

She glared at me. “Stop diverting. Do it. Do it right now.”

I moved closer to it and stared at it as the streetlights illuminated it in passing. It was huge and looked like the ones in the store, but pulsing and alive. It oozed. I flicked the ooze with my tongue and tasted it. It wasn’t repulsive at all.

Bill rested his hand on my head gently. “Oh yeah, Casey. That’s it, girl. Take it. Please?”

I opened my lips, wrapped them around the head, then slid them down, squeezing my lips on it and gauging the thickness as I stroked it below my mouth. Bill pressed my head down, and I took all I could of it into my hungry mouth and became immersed in the sensations on my tongue and lips and hands. I became fervent in my ministrations. My passion for it overcame me. I rolled his shaved globes in my hand while making love to it with my mouth, lips, and tongue.

“Oh god, Casey. You’re so sexy and you do that so well, baby.”

I was throbbing in my cage, just enjoying every second of Bill’s passion for me.

He yanked me off by my hair. “Oh god. Stop it, sweetie, or I’ll fill your mouth.”

Sherry hit him on the shoulder. “No, you fool. I want you to finish and feed it to her so you can last longer in me. Get back on that Casey and make Bill come in your mouth right now, little girl.”

I did as instructed and greedily worked his passionate shaft. I wanted to experience him feeding me his passion for me. I needed it. It gushed through my fist and across my tongue. I swallowed as fast as I could as it pulsed in my mouth and fed me a luscious, creamy, salty and slightly sweet delight while Bill sat at the stoplight and wrapped his fingers tight in my hair and grunted, humping into my face.

Sherry patted my head. Bill tugged me off and tucked it all away, then drove off. “Oh god. You were great, Casey. You’re really meant for this. It’s a new talent for your list.”

I composed myself and fluffed my hair and crossed my legs, bouncing one foot, all horned up from what I had done. I pulled down the mirror and lit it and reapplied my lipstick, then dabbed perfume on my neck and wrists and legs.

“Nice job, honey,” Sherry called from the back. “You’re proving what you are with every minute that passes. You were right to do this.”

I sat there looking out the window. I had just sucked off my best friend while dressed like a girl while my wife gave me accolades for doing it. Was this what I was supposed to be doing? I was horny as hell and only wanted to do it again and again. But that wasn’t supposed to happen. My wife is the one that was supposed to be having all the pleasure.

Bill’s hand glided on my leg. “So, how am I gonna be able to make love to your wife when you took all of my passion, little girl? Hmm?”
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Back home, Sherry led us upstairs to the bedroom. She pulled back the covers to the new black satin sheets. “Okay Bill. Get naked while I get ready. Casey, get Bill ready for me like a good wife.”

Bill smiled at me as I watched him strip. His body was clean shaven and rippled with firm, defined, yet not overly large muscles. His sleeping beast gleamed in the soft light of the nightstand lamp, hairless, limp, and dangling. Even with it limp, it was much larger than mine was without the cage and fully erect. I told myself, this is what Sherry needed.

Bill stood by the bed and looked at me lovingly, his head tilted. I stepped over in tiny minced steps, my breasts jiggling and tugging on my chest, my cage filled and throbbing inside. I stared down at it.

Bill placed his hand on my shoulder. “Sherry said you should get me ready to make love to your wife. Are you ready for that?”

I nodded, my head down and my eyes up. “I am. Thank you for doing this for us. You’re a good friend. Are you ready?”

“When you get me hard again, I will be.” He pressed on my shoulder and I knelt before him, looking up into his eyes as I lifted his limp dick with my fingers and took it all into my mouth. I sucked it and ran my tongue around it, looking up at him as he held his hand on my head and gazed down at me. “You are one sweet young lady, Casey. The epitome of the perfect blow-queen. God, that’s good. I love looking in your eyes and seeing it go in and out of those painted, luscious, blow-queen lips.”

His shaft was growing and growing in my mouth. It was titillating to know it was his desire for me that made it grow. His eyes spoke to me of his pleasure as his hands tightened on my head and squeezed it. He humped into my face. I bobbed on it, my eyes locked on his as I became overwhelmed with the desire to make him come for me again.

As he moaned and came closer and closer to my goal, I wriggled on my knees, overcome with arousal. Then... Hands grabbed my head and tugged me off his cock, my hand hanging on to it for dear life. “Let it go, you horny bitch. It’s mine now.” Sherry tugged my hands off and pulled me away.

She stood there in the same outfit she had worn to dinner but with her breasts tugged out of her top, nipples hard as pebbles and her dress tucked in the waist, revealing her crotchless panties and the lace tops of her stay up stockings. “Now go sit in the corner like a good girl if you want to watch. If you can’t watch us without getting upset, then leave.”

“Yes, dear.” I stepped in tiny steps to the corner seat and sat and crossed my legs, bouncing one foot. Sherry slid her petite body onto the bed and drew her legs in her high heels back as she put her arms out for Bill to join her.

Bill’s rod bounced like a thrown javelin as he made his way to her on the satin. He slid his knees between her legs and pressed her thighs back, her feet dangling in her high heels above her. She took hold of his big dick in her tiny hand and guided the head to her crotchless panties, where the hairless folds were pink, wet, and glistening.

I caressed my legs absentmindedly and squeezed my breast as I watched my wife draw my best friend’s cock into her. He pressed the thick head between the folds and worked it around. She pushed against it and then gasped and it made its way into her, her eyes wide. “Oh my god, Bill. It’s enormous.”

“Is it okay?” He kissed her forehead as he held off going deeper.

“Oh god yes. It’s more than okay. It’s fabulous. Fuck me, my love.”

He slid it in, but it wouldn’t go all the way. “Oh god yes, Bill. It’s all the way in. Now fuck me, my prince.”

He thrusted slowly and his hard ass made circles as he maneuvered it around inside of her. He sucked her nipple and thrusted slowly. Her hands clenched his hard ass and made him speed up, her nails digging into his flesh.

I watched as my wife was made love to by my best friend, who was already making her experience things I never could have made her. I had done what I set out to do. I had a pang of jealousy, but then Bill started to thrust in earnest, my wife’s toes pointed in her heels, flailing in the air above her as she moaned and whimpered sweetly, her hands on his face, her eyes gazing lovingly at him. She drew him to her and kissed him deeply as he thrusted like a stallion, careful not to go too deep.

I jiggled my cage, watching as my wife’s passion build and the first of her squealing squirts, her legs spasming in the air, her voice choppy and whimpering, wetted the bed and them. She called to Bill, “Oh my fucking god you are heaven. Fuck me senseless, baby. Fuck me in front of my husband... uh... wife and show him how much I love this. Show her what a real man can do for a woman.” She peeked around Bill and smiled at me. “Thank you, honey. This was a great idea and I hope you’re enjoying this, because I sure fucking am.”

I nodded, jiggling my cage furiously, trying to come. I gave up and just whimpered there, watching them as I caressed my legs and squeezed my breasts and watched as Bill fucked my wife silly. I had accomplished it and I had survived it. I wanted to see her come again and again. Even though I couldn’t come, it was the best sex I had ever had, and I strove to imagine how good it was for her. I watched it go in and out of her and how she reacted.

Sherry came again and again, Bill lasting much, much longer than I ever did. Finally, Sherry couldn’t take it anymore and after a rigorous spasming and squirting, she whimpered. “Oh god, Bill, please come in me. Breed me honey. Fill me with your seed.”

Bill groaned and pounded her to the bed, then shoved it to the bottom and held it there as I watched the shaft swell and spurt into her, one pulse after another. It oozed from around it, down Sherry’s thigh and onto the bed.

My heart was pounding and my dick oozing in its cage, begging to release. Bill fell to her and her legs dropped and wrapped around him, pulling him into her as he softened. They kissed deeply like two lovers do and ran their hands over each other’s bodies. It was a scene from a movie about lovers finding their bliss in each other.

It was beautiful, yet I couldn’t believe I had just watched someone else, my best friend, fuck my wife in front of me, and saw how much better he had done than I ever could. I was shocked, somewhat embarrassed I could never do that, but not jealous at all and proud that I could give this to her and I had the courage to do so. I knew what I was now. I was her feminized sissy cuckold. Not her man, like we had so mistakenly imagined before. I watched them fall asleep in each other’s arms and I put my feet up and fell asleep in the recliner, still throbbing in my cage.
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I woke in the morning to the sweet sound of Sherry coming as she rode on top of Bill as he lay in my bed. I could see his thick cock, gleaming from her wetness as she rode his morning wood up and down, facing him, her tight apple bottom in the crotchless panties, framed by the hem of her dress, rode it as if it was the key to her heart.

I throbbed in my cage, imagining the pleasure she was having as I wriggled on the recliner, my legs crisscrossing over and over in their silky stockings, my hands squeezing my breasts. Whimpers fell from me quietly, my body tingling.

Bill’s big hands grasped my wife by her hips and lifted and dropped her on his cock, over and over like a tiny rag doll, while her head rolled on her shoulders, her breasts jiggled, her legs twitched, and she squirted all over them. Bill held her down on it as far as it would go and I watched as his thick meat swell and shrink as the gushes shot into her and oozed around it down his shaft.

Finally, she fell off him, snuggled next to him, and embraced him while he pulled her tight to him and kissed her deeply. When they broke the kiss, her hand stroked his hair. “I love you so much, Bill. You’re so satisfying. You make me feel like a woman. You feed my soul.”

“I love you too, Sherry.”

They fell next to each other and lay there, catching their breath. Soon, they got off the bed. “Oh, there you are, buddy,” Bill said to me. “Did you sleep there?”

I nodded, my hand jiggling my cage unconsciously while one hand squeezed my breast and my legs glided back and forth on each other. I heard myself whimpering quietly, my breath choppy.

“You look so cute and sexy. Did you sleep well?”

I nodded and smiled at him, unable to stop wriggling and running my legs back and forth against each other.

He touched my hair affectionally and gave me a kiss on the forehead. I whimpered loudly. He turned to Sherry. “Honey, I think your wife needs some relief. She’s all worked up. You need to let her take the cage off.”

Sherry came over and smiled down at me. She kissed my cheek. “I guess she could. If she promised me one thing. I mean, poor girl all wound up like that.”

“One thing?” I asked. “Anything. Please.”

“Okay. You need to promise me you will willingly let Bill fuck you. He said he’d do it for you and he’d be gentle for your first time.”

“Right buddy. I’ll go slow. I don’t want to hurt you, just put to use your cute, tight, little ass.” He gave me a peck on the forehead as he stood there naked, his wet cock going limp. I stared at it. That in me?

I shook my head sheepishly. “Please, don’t make me do that. I can’t.”

Sherry sat on my legs. “You can. Don’t be such a sissy. It’s part of who you are. You’re just a blow-queen now and need to finish your development. Don’t you want to live what I lived with Bill? Don’t you want to be a woman, men can enter and release their passion in?”

I shook my head. “I can’t.”

“Okay then. Stay a sissy who just sits and watches and never gets to finish. That’s fine by me.” She turned to Bill. “You tried baby. But she’s not willing... yet.”

Bill was dressing. “Okay. Let me know when she changes her mind or if someone else would be better. I always thought Casey was cute and now she’s really cute. I’m sorry you don’t want to, buddy. I’d love to pump a nice big load into you. Hopefully soon.”

He turned and left.

I stared at Sherry. “How could you ask me to do that?”

“Easy. I did. You won’t commit so... Go shower and clean the sheets off and wash them and then make breakfast. I’ll be on the patio sunning. Let me know when it’s time to eat.”

I looked at her, dumbfounded.

“What!?”

“It’s my prerogative, right? You said it was up to me. Get moving. Oh, and don’t forget to clean out that bottom when you shower. We have some training to be done since you aren’t ready to commit... Yet.” 
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I did my tasks, showered and cleaned, and dressed in a fresh beige, flowered, minidress with high-heel wedges and sheer suntan lace-top stockings. My breasts tugged on my chest and my filled cage clinked the lock on it as I walked to the door of the patio in tiny steps and called Sherry in from sunbathing to eat lunch. She came in, wearing her short black-satin robe and high-heeled mules and took a seat in front of her food, then began eating ravenously.

I watched her. She was gorgeous and glowed from the sun. I ate silently, still hard in my cage and wanting relief. Sherry moved her purse from alongside to dig in it, then gave me two pills. “Take these with your juice.”

“I don’t need to be hornier. I already am.”

“Yes, you do. Until you commit to being a woman for a man, you’re doing all of it. Take them.”

I did and continued eating. When we were done, I did the dishes while Sherry had coffee on the patio. After that, I stepped out with a cup, sat, crossed my legs and bounced a foot, my cage trapped between my thighs and tugging on my hardness. I so wanted to come. “Honey, please, can I take the cage off and jerk off? I did all my tasks and remade the bed with fresh sheets for you and fixed lunch and cleaned the kitchen.”

“Yes, you did, like the dutiful wife you are, but you didn’t commit yet. Let me finish my coffee and I’ll see what comes next.”

She sipped and read her phone.

“Are you sore from last night, honey? I mean physically.”

“A little. I need to get used to such substantial manhood again. It won’t take long. You need to experience that.”

“It was beautiful to watch you enjoy it last night. I could tell how fantastic it was for you.”

“Thanks. It was pretty fucking good. Bill is great, and you should experience being connected to a passionate, powerful man.”

I nodded.

“Don’t you want to feel what a woman feels when her man is deep inside her soul, delivering all his manly energy and filling your being with the music of life? Don’t you want to be rewarded for your allure by having him place his seed deep inside of you? I’ll bet you do and I’ll bet you’re hard in your cage thinking about it. Watching my response to him must have made you wonder how good it must be.”

I stared into my cup and nodded.

“Then what’s holding you back?”

I shrugged.

“Should it be someone else?”

I shook my head.

“Okay then. It’s having something in you like that?”

I nodded.

She came over and kissed my cheek. “I’m so sorry, honey. We’ll fix that right away. Come with me.”

She led us upstairs and into the bedroom. She held a pink plug with a large hilt. “Now this one is small and then it can get progressively larger and larger and it vibrates and I can control it on a phone. Get on the bed and lift your sweet bottom.”

I shook my head.

“What!? No way. Get on the bed or I’m done with the guys and this whole charade is done right now.” She glared at me. “It’s a goddamn toy.” She shook it at me. “Get on the bed, you little sissy. Muster some masculine bravery if you can find it anywhere.”

I did and the cold lube made its way into me slowly. I whimpered as she worked the plug in. Then I heard the pumping of a bulb pump and it vibrated. Soon it filled me and Sherry pulled my panties over it and put my dress back down. “There. Step one. Stand up and walk around while I adjust it.”

I walked around and it made my hips sway more and was sending pleasant sensations through me. I throbbed and oozed in my cage. “Oh god. This is worse. Now I’m really on the edge.”

“Good. We’ll see how long you can last before you’re begging for Bill or anyone, for that matter. You need to take us grocery shopping. Get your purse and get ready. Go pee.”

I did as instructed and Sherry dressed in a very short denim miniskirt with a halter top and no bra in high-wedge heels. She was gorgeous. Everyone would check her out.

“You’re going out like that?”

“Why not? I’m a hot wife, right? We’re two girls doing the groceries. C’mon. Let’s go. You’re driving.”

I slid into the car onto the leather seats, cool on my thighs. Driving in heels was interesting, to say the least, and Sherry was busy on her phone. When she finished, she grasped my hand and squeezed it. “I love you, Casey.”

“I love you too.”

She caressed my stockinged legs, smiling at me. She lifted her skirt and slid her hand in front of her crotchless panties and rubbed herself. “That was heaven last night, wasn’t it?”

“It was. You were beautiful to see, so enraptured. You told Bill how much you loved him several times.”

“I know. Don’t know what came over me. Sorry, I guess, but I love Bill. You do too, right?”

“I do, and I’m thankful for him doing that for you.”

“You’ll be even more thankful when he does it for you. You’ll see.” She played with her phone and the plug went crazy inside of me. She grinned at me. “He’ll be much nicer than this.”

My leg twitched on the pedals, and I oozed in my cage. “Stop it. I can’t drive when my leg twitches like that. I’m oozing in my panties too.”

“Okay.” She turned it down just a little. “There. No more twitch, but plenty of sensations to remind you that place is for use by men.” She put it in her purse.

I drove on, riding the edge, wondering if I shouldn’t get this over with Bill. It might be nice. I liked Bill. Nah, Sherry will break down and let me take the cage off and I’ll have relief soon.

Grocery shopping was a trip, with everything going on and all the guys checking us out. When we had checked out, Sherry asked the bag boy if he could give us a hand.

His eyes lit up his cute face. Eager to serve. “Yes, ma’am!” He took hold of the cart and had us lead him. Sherry put some extra wiggle in her walk as we walked hand in hand before him. I could sense his eyes on my bottom as the short dress I wore swished back and forth, caressing my pantied bottom. My hips swayed with the plug humming inside and I oozed in my panties while each minced step in my wedge heels made my breasts tug on my chest.

We parked in the back of the lot. “For exercise,” Sherry had said. I began to think otherwise. I was thinking she wanted him.

At the car, he loaded our things in the trunk and Sherry motioned to him to follow her. “I have a tip for you, sweetie. You’ve been such a good boy.” He had a very visible, sizable hard-on in his pants. Sherry rubbed it, smiling at him. “I think this needs some attention.” She tugged me over to the hood and looked around. She turned me to face the car, pushed me to bend over and place my hands on it, then lifted my dress, exposing my pantied bottom. I looked over my shoulder nervously.

Sherry led him over, undoing his zipper. “It’s that time of the month, but she thinks you're cute and would like to offer her pantied bottom to you. Just on the outside.”

Shit. Should I allow this? What if he found out my secret? What if he took the plug out? He was cute. I was nervous, but couldn’t attempt to stop it.

Sherry placed his hand on my pantied ass and he looked around and eagerly pulled out his package. He slid it against my bottom between the cheeks, pressing on the plug beneath and held my hips tight as he thrusted against my panties. I lay on my arms on the hood of the car, looking over my shoulder at him as he stared down at my ass while he humped it.

“Good boy. Get rid of that nasty erection,” Sherry said as she rubbed his back. “Get a good grip on her. Press it between her cheeks. She likes that.”

His minty breath was sweet in my ear as he breathed heavily, leaning down on me, his hands on my hips gripping me to him deliciously. I was oozing in my cage and throbbing as he took me like a beast, his hardness slipping on the satin of my panties, wedged against the plug, pressing it each time he thrusted. I whimpered. “Oh god, yes. Harder, please?”

He humped into me like an animal, and then he held it tight against me as it pulsed and warm wetness flooded my lower back and dripped down my bottom and between my cheeks. Soon he was done and pulled away and tucked himself away. I turned to him, straightening my dress, and he smiled a big smile. “Thank you so much. You were so hot, lady.” He gave me a peck on the lips and ran off.

I laughed, the tension gone as his come made its way into the fabric of my panties. I took a deep breath and Sherry ran her hand over my hair. “Wasn’t that nice?”

I nodded sheepishly.

“See? Just imagine if he had been inside of you... or it was Bill. Hmm? Think on that little girl and tell me when you’re ready for more.”

I nodded.

“Okay. Drive us to the wine shop.” She walked around to the back, took a towel from the trunk and handed it to me. “Sit on this between your panties and your dress.” She slid in the passenger side and I arranged myself in the driver’s seat with my wet bottom on the towel, protecting the seat and my dress from the ton of pent up bag-boy come. It was strangely erotic and sexy to know I had driven that cute young man to come so quickly on nothing but my bottom.

“Talk to me, honey. Tell me what’s going on in your head.”

I shrugged. “I’m strangely proud. Accomplished somehow.”

“Of course. He gave you a very serious compliment all over your sexy bottom. He’ll remember that day for a long time to come, and probably come many times thinking about it.”

“Wow. I didn’t think of that. It’s so flattering to think he would. True. I’m sure you’re right. Wow! Thanks for that experience, I guess. No woman would ever use me as a lingering fantasy.”

She squeezed my hand. “You’re very deserving of it and welcome. Ready yet?”

I shook my head.

In the wine store, Sherry led us to the Bordeaux region and browsed. I picked up a bottle. “This is from the Lussac Saint Emilion region we like.”

She took it. “It is. It’s the cheap version of that brand. I wonder if they have the better version we had before.”

A young, handsome gentleman came over in his khaki pants and blue oxford button-down shirt. His eyes roamed both of us, but became riveted on Sherry’s hard nipples as she read the bottle as if not knowing he was there. He was very cute and tall with curly blond hair and blue blue eyes that touched one’s soul. Sherry looked up from the bottle. “Oh, hi!” She held her chest out and ran her hand down the V-neck of the halter top. She kicked a hip out, showing her curves, then put one high-heeled foot in front of the other as she looked up into his eyes. “Do you happen to have this brand in the better, more expensive version?” She handed him the bottle.

“Yes, we do. Right this way.”

He led us to the back of the store, then into the back of a storeroom, where he took one from the shelf and handed it to Sherry. His pants showed his arousal for us and Sherry wasn’t looking at the bottle, but to the side at his crotch. “It’s very hard to see it for all its glory hidden like that. Perhaps you could unveil it for us.” She touched his hard-on and smiled up into his eyes. She placed the bottle back on the shelf.

He looked a bit shocked and checked us out again, and Sherry rubbed his crotch. “Please?”

He looked around and took out his shaved package. Sherry placed my hand on it and made me stroke it while she kissed him deeply. Her hand left and mine stayed and I used both hands on that glorious piece of man meat and jerked him and rubbed the tip with my thumb and tugged his globes until he was moaning, kissing my wife, and feeling up her breasts under her top.

I wanted his release as I stared at my long-nailed hands, the painted nails glinting in the light as they worked on his glorious cock. I could sense his passion and they embraced while I stroked him carefully and sensually so as not to pain the velvety skin. The way his hips moved for me told me I was doing it wonderfully and drove me to obtain my reward.

He moaned through their kiss and squeezed Sherry’s breasts, playing with her hard nipples. His cock swelled rigidly in my grip. I quickly looked around for where to put his come, lifted the hem of my dress and lifted my leg and my palm pressed his pulsing shaft on my stockinged thigh as it jerked against it and spewed forth gushes of his desire for me, onto my stocking. His body spasmed, and he moaned in the deep kiss with my wife.

I waited for it to stop its uncontrolled jerking against my leg on its own, spewing its warm juice on my thigh, then gently wiped the rest on it and the tip off with my dress, making it spasm some more. I let it go, and they broke their embrace and he tucked it away, looking around.

He beamed. “Wow. Thanks! That was something. Your touch was so tender and lovely.” He looked at us both.

Sherry beamed and put her arm around me. “So, how much is that bottle? Are there any discounts? I know what it normally sells for.”

“Uh... right. Of course. We do have a club member discount. I could use someone else’s number and give them credit and you’d get...” He looked at the bottle, then at Sherry.

Sherry took his hand and placed it on her breast. “We’re top club members, aren’t we?” She pulled his head down to suck her nipple. He enjoyed it for some time.

He lifted his head. “Uh... Will you two come back again sometime? My name is Brian.”

“I’m Sherry and this is my husb... uh... wife Casey. Yes, we’d love to come back or for you to join us some night to share a bottle.”

He looked at me inquisitively. “You’re both quite gorgeous. If you are or used to be a husband, that’s even more enticing, Casey.” He took a finger and moved a stray hair from my forehead and then gazed into my eyes.

Sherry lifted the hem of my dress and placed his hand on my pantied cage. “Yes, he was a husband, kind of, and now he’s my wife and girlfriend, which is more suiting.”

Okay. Wow. How... avantgarde. I think we’re gonna to have an inventory shrink on this bottle.” He handed it to me. “Please, take this and invite me over to share a bottle of wine sometime.”

“Thank you!” I gave him a kiss on the cheek and touched his descending hard-on through his pants. “It’s been a pleasure.”

“All mine, for sure.” Flashing his perfect teeth, he motioned to the way out and we led him through. I could sense his eyes on my come soaked ass beneath my flowing dress as it shifted with each step. I could tell he wanted it and I throbbed in my panties, his compliment to me dripping down my thigh beneath the dress.

In the car, I had no choice but to just spread his spewing around my stockings. It was cool and slick and a welcome reminder of my allure as I sat on my damp panties and throbbed in my cage, the plug shooting off ripples of sensation into me. My skin tingled. I started the car.

“So, are you ready yet? He seems to be another possibility for you. Or me.”

“True. He was very hot. We need to invite him over... for you.”

“Or you?”

“Nope. Can’t do it.”

“Fuck! Casey!” She shook her head and looked out the window. “Fuck it then. You’re staying locked until you come from a cock in your sweet bottom and that’s that.”

I shrugged. “Could be worse.”

“How?”

“You could give up real men. You didn’t say that, so I’m good.” I twitched a leg as the plug shot off and I wriggled in my seat.

“Look at you, girl. Come soaked panties from one guy and come soaked stockings from another and you're twitching as the plug fires off, and oozing I’m sure, and you’re hard as a rock in that cage.”

“Yup. I’m getting used to it. My whole body tingles. I think I’d miss it when it was gone.”

“Okay. Drive home, missy.” Sherry took out her phone and tapped the screen a few times while looking at me. My left leg twitched, and I wriggled and whimpered in my seat. “I’m driving.”

“You can manage.”

I oozed into my panties, my skin tingling all over, and paid strict attention to the road and driving, but that didn’t diminish the arousal.
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We put away the groceries and stowed the bottle of wine in the wine cooler. All the while, Sherry still kept the plug going and changed the vibration patterns to keep it fresh, but never lowered the intensity.

I stood holding the counter, my legs crossed, my hand rubbing my cage. “Sherry, please!?” I whimpered. I squeezed my breasts, ran my hands over my legs.

She grinned and played with the vibrator app on her phone, watching me as she changed from one set of patterns to another.

My leg twitched. I was oozing in my cage and it dripped down my leg. I whimpered. “Oh god... Please!?”

She smirked and shut it off entirely, then dropped her phone into her purse. “Okay. You get a brief break while I think.” She poured herself some iced tea from the fridge. Took an emergency smoke from the junk drawer with a lighter. “Pour yourself some tea and have a smoke if you want. I’m going on the patio.”

I poured iced tea and minced my steps in my high heels out there with her and sat next to her on the double swing. I sipped the tea, holding the smoke while she lit hers, then lit mine.

“Thanks. This break is a good idea.”

She smirked. Her legs crossed, bouncing a foot, puffing on her smoke, then blowing smoke rings. “Commit, and it’s all so easy.”

I drew in a big drag and watched as the smoke blew from my lips into swirls that drifted away. My head got a rush of pleasure. Why not? I should. It would get me past this ridiculous barrier to the rest of my life. What was holding me back? I wanted it. I longed for that attention, that immersion in being a woman. I already discovered how incredible something down there can be and I knew it would be even better with a real man in me.

Sherry’s hand caressed my stockinged leg. “I can feel the wine man’s passion on you. You earned that one well. He wants you.”

“I know. Yes. I could have the delight of him if I only gave in.” 

“Then why don’t you give in? I can have Bill and a couple of other guys over tonight. He said he’d be available and could set up anything we wanted. You can do the blonde guy some other time then once you’ve given up your ridiculous virginity.” She shook her head, drew a drag, and blew it out.

Tonight. Multiple guys for us. If I didn’t, she might not have any, and I’d be shortchanging her once more. Just like I did since we’ve been married. I felt like a jerk.

“I’m sorry, honey. I’m sorry to short change you again by not committing. I want to so badly, but I can’t commit. It’s torturing me.”

“Why? Why? Why?”

“I keep asking myself the same thing and I don’t find the reason. I’m so sorry you’ll stop now because of me.”

She scoffed. Ground the butt out under her heel. Laughed. She slapped my leg. “Fuck that! I’m having the guys over tonight and you’re gonna serve us like the cuckolded sissy you are while I enjoy them. I’m done trying to make you into the girl you’re meant to be. It’s up to you now. If you’re gonna be a wimpy little sissy and have no courage to overcome your barrier to a happy life, go find something to cook for the five of us and shower and clean up and leave that plug in and dress in that pink sissy dress we bought and wear that sissy collar and make sure your cage shows and wear those pink bows in your hair and put on twenty-four-hour lipstick and make them luscious and inviting. I’ll leave the plug off until the men arrive so you can pay attention to your tasks and do them well. Now go!”

She took her phone out of her purse. “Go! And pick up these butts and take the glasses inside and put them in the dishwasher.”

I hadn’t seen her this pissed ever. “Yes, dear. Right away, dear. I’m sorry dear.”

“Oh, shut up unless I speak to you. Go!”
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Sherry clicked into the kitchen as I was finishing the details for dinner. I looked at my checklist. Set up a bar, glasses, ice and mixers, check. Salad, check. Shuck and plate oysters, check. Boil, chill, and plate shrimp, check. Bacon wrapped water chestnuts with maple drizzle staying warm, check.

A hand landed on my shoulder. “Looks like you did a fine job, princess. The men will all be grateful.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. “Step back and take off your apron. You don’t need that anymore. Let me see your outfit.”

I folded the apron on the counter and turned to face her, lifted my arms, and put one pink, strappy, fetishly-high-high-heeled foot in front of the other.

She smiled and yanked on my cage, fully visible like she asked from safety-pinning the front of the crinoline sissy dress up above it. Pink, ruffled, crotchless panties framed it and I had decorated with pink ribbons.

She beamed. “Oh my, such creativity. Good girl! It looks so cute, insignificant, and pretty above your gartered, pink stockings, and fetishy high heels. Love the bows in your hair and the pink flowers clipped at the V of your cleavage. Your lips are luscious and inviting. The collar tells them what a sissy you are for not committing. A perfect little cuckolded sissy bitch.”

The way she said all of that made me feel as insignificant as my decorated tiny cage was. I stood there looking her up and down. She wore dramatic makeup, her hair fluffed and wanting of hands in it, a black-lace shelf-bra holding her breasts out prominently. A silver chain that wrapped around her neck and connected with silver nooses to hard nipples on each breast. She wore a tiny sheer black miniskirt above tight lace crotchless panties that framed her glistening pink folds above her ultra-sheer, glossy, black lace-top thigh-high stockings that ended in six-inch-heeled, platform stilettos, with silver ankle bracelets that read, hot wife. A choker was around her neck in fake diamonds that read ‘fuck me hard’.

My wife was really getting into this hot wife role and I was the one that started all of this and I was too chicken to join her like I should as the girl I really am. I was just an insignificant sissy husband. Not even a wife. I couldn’t claim that title because I wouldn’t get laid. I was a cuckolded sissy husband. I wanted to be proud of it because it would bring her pleasure. It was what I saw myself as when I offered this gift. Now it was... Unsatisfying. Embarrassing. Degrading.

“Oh yes. You look adorable. The men will love you tending to them before they have me. I’m so glad you came up with this idea. And you know? Even if you never become the girl you’re meant to be, as long as you’re happy being a sissy husband to me, I’ll take it. I’d rather have a lovely wife to join me but... Each to their own, I guess. Right, sweetie?” She gave me a peck on the lips. “Mmm, you even smell like a little sissy husband. So sweet.”

She tugged my cage and let it go. “Okay. Time to get you in the mood.” She dug in her purse and handed me the pills. I took them with some water, then she tapped her phone and started the plug humming and took it to the top again, watching me.

“Honey. Maybe just a little lower?”

“No. You can deal with it. If you need to, carry a napkin or put a rubber on the cage to keep it from dripping on the floor. Or, just wipe it with the crinoline. Yes, that’ll do just fine. Just wipe it with the fluffy crinoline. Now make me a drink and I’ll be on the patio. Take the men to our bedroom and show them the clothes I laid out for them to change into and help them get dressed for our event. Then you can get them a drink and lead them out to the patio.”
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I brought Sherry her drink, then checked all the fixings and polished the glasses as the plug ran away and I oozed and immersed myself in my chosen role of cuckolded sissy husband ready to serve. I was longing for the opportunity to get the men ready to last longer with my wife. I throbbed and oozed and got into being the proper sissy I so well presented as.

The door bell rang, and I clattered on my heels, my breasts jiggling on my chest, my cage tugging, and I opened the door and Bill’s sweet friendly face beamed at me. His eyes looked me up and down. “Wow! Don’t you look adorable?” He reached down and tugged my cage. “It looks so cute, tiny, and pretty. You’re a living doll.”

Our supplier Pete and our ops guy, Ron, were right behind him. I motioned to them daintily with a curtsy. “Come in, gentlemen. My wife awaits you.”

Ron and Pete looked shocked, checking me out. Bill slapped Ron’s bicep. “Hey! I told you guys all about this. You all know Casey. Show her some respect.”

Ron stumbled over his words. “I.. uh... I was just admiring your sexy outfit, Casey. You know, Bill was right. This really suits you. You make one hell of a sexy girl. Even in this fetishy sissy outfit.”

Pete was less than shocked. “I knew you had it in you. You were never really very manly. But you’re perfect this way, buddy. I mean...” He pointed to the cage. “Look how tiny that thing is you’re stuffed in. You’re more girl than guy, anyway. Even your voice always was. I think you look fantastic.”

I could see his hard-on under his pants. He was telling the truth in more ways than one. Ron was, too, from the rod he had in his pants. I smiled a big smile and placed my arm at my waist and bowed, revealing my luscious cleavage and ribbons in my fluffy hair.

“Thank you, gentlemen. A girl always loves compliments. Now my wife has asked me to take you to the bedroom where you can change into attire that she’s selected for you that she says will be much more comfortable and appropriate for this evening’s foray. Pleas follow me.”

I closed the door behind them and they waited for me to go first. I lifted the hem of my sissy minidress; the crinoline lifted just above my crotchless pantied bottom, the pearl end of my plug revealed as I climbed the stairs in front of them, my hips swaying with each step up.

I heard Ron call out, “Nice ass, Case! Sweet! Love the plug. I can replace that with something real later.”

Pete said, “Oh god yes. Count me in.”

Bill said, “I’ll be the first guys. Sorry to pull rank.”

At the top of the stairs, I lowered my dress and straightened my back as I walked in minced steps leading them down the hall. “First. About my bottom. That’s not my role, men. Nope. Sorry, guys. That is off limits. I’m a good girl.”

In the bedroom, Sherry had laid out sheer, stretch sheath underwear with black rubber cock and ball supports, sheer button up shirts and men’s sandals. I motioned to them. “My wife would like you all to wear these.” I stepped over to Bill and he began unbuttoning his shirt. I knelt down and undid his shoes, then his belt and zipper, and he sat on the bed and I slid them off. His cock was hard in his bikini underwear as I slid them off him. I handed the rubber support to him and he stretched it on, making his entire package stand out proudly while his shaft bobbed in the air. I held the new underwear for him and he slid into them, then slid into the sheer sheath and the rest of them. It looked impressive, all proud and in sheer silky black. He stood and slid into the shirt and sandals.

Kneeling there, I looked over at the other men, all just about finished. I stared up at them, smiling. You all look so...so...manly. My wife will love it. I stared at their enormous cocks dancing before me. I reached out to Bill and grabbed his in my hand. “How about I give you all a little treat, then I can go down with you and make you drinks?”

I sucked Bill’s cock, and they lined up around me, jerking them in their sheer sheaths. I moved from one to the other, the fabric slightly rough on my lips while I stroked them and rolled their balls in my palm. I hurried back and forth until I had them all rock hard, then stopped and stood. “There. Now that that’s out of the way and you know where I stand on doing that for you guys, I can make you gentlemen some drinks. Follow me.”

We descended the stairs, and I made them drinks, each of them going out to the patio as I handed them to them. When they were outside, I took out the tray of iced oysters and navigated the stairs to the patio where Ron already had his dick in my wife as she stood with him, holding her leg up against his hip as he stuffed his sheathed cock in her wet oozing folds.

She heard me in my heels carrying the oysters. “Oh good. I was getting hungry.” She looked into Ron’s eyes, her arms wrapped around his neck while he fucked her. “Okay honey.” She stared into Ron’s eyes. “No coming yet, but I want you to fuck me hard a few times so I can come before I eat.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Ron fucked her hard, and she looked like a rag doll as her body shook and he lifted her off her feet ramming into her. She held onto his neck and kissed him deeply as he pounded into her, holding her ass tight. Her leg twitched, and she moaned and mumbled in her kiss as her body shook. She relaxed in his arms and he slowly lowered her to the ground to get her footing in her high heels and he retracted his now gleaming, leaping, sheath covered cock from her.

Pete and Bill sat sipping their drinks. Sherry took a seat between them and I knelt on the pillow I had placed for myself and held the tray out and served the oysters. I knelt there as the coffee table, sitting on my haunches while the four of them dug in to the oysters, all the men taking turns feeding my wife.

Sherry grabbed Pete’s head and pulled him to her nipple. “Here, Suck on this for a while. You’ve had enough oysters for now.”

He grasped it and squeezed it and sucked it. Bill took the other one. Sherry sat back, smiling and eating oysters off my tray as I knelt before her. “Thank you, Casey. This is so nice. You’re the best cuckold sissy husband.”

“Thank you, dear.” I looked over at Ron on the end, watching the other three. He had almost finished his drink. “Another drink Ron?”

“Sure, princess.” He slugged it down and held it out. I held the empty tray for him to place it on then went inside, made him another drink, ran it out to him then took my place on the pillow and watched my wife hold Bill and Ron’s heads gently as they sucked her breasts diligently.

Sherry smiled at me. She looked at Ron. “Honey, Ron is being left out. Go make him feel a part of this. Why don’t you suck his cock for him? Don’t let him come yet though.”

“Of course, sweetie.”

I moved my pillow over and stared at his cock in the sheath. That fabric wasn’t comfortable on my lips and would give me blisters if I did it too long. “If you don’t mind, sir, could you please unsheathe that for me? It’ll be a better experience for you. You can put it back later.”

“Sure bud.” He undid it all and smiled down at me. “Ready for those hot lips, princess.” He slapped my cheeks with it a few times.

He wagged it in the air. It had a thick purple head larger than the thick long shaft and the split in the top showed an oozing hole. His shaved globes were the size of tennis balls. I rolled his globes in my palm and took the huge fat head into my lips to flick the tip while looking into his eyes. He shuddered and grabbed my head tight. “Easy on the tip.”

I nodded, looking into his eyes and bobbed my head on it while stroking the rest of it with both hands. I ran my tongue in circles around it and bobbed and stroked and became fervent.

“You keep that up and you’ll get a mouthful, girl. Your wife would be mad at you.”

I wanted it. I didn’t care. I slowed down for a while since the other two were busy anyway and just enjoyed the indulgence, watching his eyes as he gazed lovingly at me and ran his fingers through my curls. I loved this. Why didn’t I want to do the rest? I oozed in my filled cage, the plug humming inside on and off.

“My little sissy girl. Can you please fetch the bacon and chestnuts next? And I think Bill and Pete need fresh drinks. Besides, you’ll make Ron come if you keep that up much longer. I can see it in his eyes.”

I nodded and kept sucking and mumbled around his delicious cock, bobbing my head furiously.

“Sissy!? Stop that now. Leave Ron alone and go do your other services. Ron, stop her!”

Ron tugged my head off and gave me a kiss on the forehead. “Damn, you’re good at that girl. It’s your calling. I can see why you did this for sure. Such a talent.”

“Thank you, sir.” I stood and straightened my dress, then dashed inside in little minced steps. All I could think of was making the three of them come in my mouth and savoring their rewards, but right now, it seemed my wife won’t let me. Was this some other form of torture? Would she deny me that pleasure now? Was it because she had three tonight that she didn’t need them to last that long? I was afraid my pleasure from this was going to be limited to only seeing my wife have pleasure. Well, that was the point of all this. I had to be a good sissy and make it work for her.


11

I did my duty, being sent from one of my wife’s lovers to the other as they moved around on the couch and had foreplay with her. I’d suck Bill while Ron fingered my wife and Pete sucked her face and played with her boobs, and she stroked them both. Then they’d move around. I’d get more food and more drinks and take over my next service duty.

I was dying to make a man come for me and oozing and wiping it with my crinoline. My mind played games on me as I dutifully sucked, and my mind drifted to images of me as a woman and not a sissy. Why couldn’t I do it?

Sherry and the men were well lubricated and fed, and Sherry called out to me. “Come here, sissy. I need you to get the men ready for me, so they last longer.”

My eyes popped wide open. Thank God! I would finally get my rewards! I was giddy with delight as I hurriedly grabbed the pillow and placed it before the men as they stood there. My wife was between Ron and Pete, their arms around her and hands playing with her boobs. “I’m ready to get them ready, dear. Could I ask the sheaths be removed? My lips will get blisters if not.”

“Of course dear.” The men slid out of the sheaths and slid them under their globes, further enhancing the look and lift of those gorgeous shafts bobbing in the air. I went at them like a kid in a candy store, not knowing which one I liked more and going back and forth. Before I knew it, all of them were more than ready. I was ready to swallow Bill’s reward when he gripped my head and tugged me off. It jerked and shot in front of my face and in my hair and on my chest and dress.

I whimpered, seeing it all wasted, and tried to catch it with my mouth open and then Ron and Pete were shooting it at me like a tease and I was struggling and whimpering, trying to capture what rewards I could. All the cocks stopped spasming, and I hurriedly wiped what I could off my face, chest and dress, and licked it off my fingers.

A huge hand rested on my shoulder. “Sorry Casey. Sherry didn’t want us to get any in your mouth.” I glared at Casey.

“That’s right. You enjoy that too much. This is strictly for my pleasure now. I didn’t want to do that to you, but... Oh well, you chose to be a submissive sissy. Now you can get them ready for me while I watch. Make them hard again, my feminized sissy husband.”

I dutifully dug in, telling myself I’d steal it from them this time. I took one limp noodle in my mouth after the other and made them all rigid and proud again, looking down into my eyes and longing to fill my face with their emissions. I was proud of my abilities and gratified by how much they desired me. It filled me with pleasure and replaced all my disappointment as I oozed again and writhed on my knees, receiving their passionate energy for me as it coursed through my mouth and hands into my body. Now I needed their passionate releases.

“Okay. That’s good enough.” Sherry said as she placed a hand on my shoulder. I didn’t stop, but sped up, looking up, begging for my reward as he gazed lovingly at me. He squeezed my head tight and fucked my face, his eyes locked on mine. I had him. He was mine.

Sherry yanked my head off him. “Selfish sissy bitch!” She lifted me to my feet. “Okay. Now. One more time, or forever be this. Forever be the dutiful, wimpy, sissy, cuckold husband. I’ll buy sissy clothes for you for every day of the week and you’ll go to the store, the theater, work, everywhere dressed in them with a sign across your back sissy husband... or... right now... become the woman of your dreams and join me as an equal wife in the rest of our lives.”
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I stared at her; the plug delivering its forceful desire into me and I wiped the ooze into the fluffy crinoline. I looked at the men. They had desperate looks on their faces. Bill placed his hand on my shoulder. He leaned down and whispered in my ear. “You know she’s gonna stick with that decision. You know you’re a girl. Let me be the one who takes you there the first time, then you’ll be free.”

He pulled back from me and raised his eyebrows. “Risk and reward, just like work, except the risk is nothing. It’s your head that’s stopping you for some unknown reason. You have some kind of mental block from the past or something. Let it go.”

Could I? I stared into his loving eyes. Could I have had something happen years ago that made me not do it?

It hit me. Back in junior high, I was buddies with a guy and the other jerks, jocks and dumb asses, kept saying we were bunghole boys. I hated that term. I swore to them I’d never let anyone do that to me. They didn’t stop calling us that. We weren’t cool or masculine like them, so they picked on us. What the fuck? Why would that bother me now? A weight lifted off of me. I stood on my toes and wrapped my arms around Bill’s neck. I yelled, “I know why and it’s so damn stupid!”

I let Bill go and jumped in little jumps, my cage rattling and the hem of my dress dancing on my thighs. I squealed with delight. “I’m a girl. All girl. Always been a girl. I need to have you make love to me, Bill. Right next to my wife, while Ron and Pete join us.”

Bill lifted me from my feet into his arms. Sherry came over and ran her hand over my hair and peppered my face with kisses. “Oh, my god. My wonderful wife. My wonderful little girl isn’t a cuckold, sissy husband anymore. I’m so proud of you. Let us have love made to us side by side, like two loving wives.”

Sherry tugged Ron and Pete by their hands and ran. Bill carried me inside. Sherry ran around grabbing blankets and pillows and spread them out on the floor for all of us. She lay down and Bill lowered me to my feet. I ran off, removed the plug, and threw it in the garbage. I didn’t even think about the cage, I wanted it so badly now. I ran back to Sherry as she lay there waiting for me, leaning on her elbows, her hand out to her side. I slid down next to her and we held hands as she gazed into my eyes, her love showing. “My baby. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

We slid close and held hands and lifted our legs back. Bill slid between my legs and Ron between my wife’s. Pete stood there, jerking himself in his sheer sheath, watching us all.

Ron pressed Sherry’s legs to the floor as she wrapped her tiny hands around his hard ass and pulled him to her, then guided his huge meat to her crotchless-panty-framed, glistening folds. I watched as it stretched her and she gasped and pulled him into her as far as it would go, then put him in motion.

Bill guided his monster toward me as I held my legs back for him. I watched it beneath my oozing cage as the tip of his long pole pressed wonderfully against my fiery hole. I pushed against it and he pushed it slowly, looking into my eyes as it stretched me wider and wider, making it hurt. I pushed harder. “Push it, Bill. It’s going.”

“You’re so tight I’m afraid to hurt you.”

I whined. “It only hurt a little. It’ll be fine once it’s in. Push it.”

He did, and it made it past the gate. He gasped, and I gasped as he slowly filled me with it all the way. My wife wasn’t able to fit all of him in her, but I sure did. It was heaven. I had a direct connection to him, right to my inner soul. “Oh my god, Bill. I love you. Please... please use me like a whore. Let me make you happy. Fill me with your passion. Breed me like your wife.”

Bill lifted himself on his arms and thrusted while holding my thighs to the floor, my toes pointed in their heels and flailing in the air above my head. “Faster honey. That’s so damn good.” I whimpered and squealed as he put his energy into me, his eyes riveted to mine. My cage clinked and clanked between us.

Sherry squeezed my hand tight. I rolled my head to see my wife being pounded by Ron while Pete held her head and fucked her face and she quivered several times and squirted, mumbling from her stuffed mouth, then sped Ron again.

I rested my hands on Bill’s hips as he thrusted and I looked into his eyes. Hands landed on my head, and then Pete’s wet shaft slapped my face. I opened my jaw wide and gobbled it up, delighted he came over to me from Sherry.

Sherry called out, “Fuck me, Ron. Breed me.” She moaned and whined. I whimpered around Ron’s cock and Bill’s sweet meat filled me to my throat with each deep dive. Ripples of sensation filled my body. I oozed from my cage. Even my wide open lips were like sex organs as Ron held my head tight and stuffed my face with his thick, stiff compliment.

I was in some sort of alternate reality now, knowing and understanding and realizing how much of a girl I was... How wonderful a thing I had done for my wife... For me... How wonderful life was. It was spiritual, and I was filled with love and joy and sensation everywhere. My legs were tensed, toes pointed in their heels above my head as they flailed with each thrust.

Bill grunted. I opened my eyes to see his look of love. “I can’t hold back much more, my love. You’re too tight. Too sexy. Too much a of a woman. You're a perfect feminine vessel. Are you ready to receive my passionate deposit, princess?” Sweat was on his brow.

I squeezed his hard ass and dug my fingernails into him. “God yes. Breed me. Fill me with your seed. Shove it out of my throat.” I took Pete back into my mouth. He groaned and squeezed my head tight, wrapping his fingers in my hair as if to rip it out. It pulsed spastically in my mouth. I swallowed furiously, savoring every passionate drop of Ron’s reward.

Bill went wild and pounded me, then stopped. The sensation of him inside of me as he swelled and pulsed as he held it there deep in me was overwhelming. My heart welled up with joy and my cage spurted furiously as my body twitched and shook. Bill noticed. “That a girl!” He began thrusting again, pounding, making my legs and cage flail in space as my cage shot ropes of white between us. I was a receiver, a vessel for men’s love, filled to the brim with their desire for me. I rode the waves of elation.
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My eyes opened, an arm across my shoulders. I rolled over to see my wife with a blissful look on her face as she slept. I slipped out of bed and dug in her purse, finding the cage key and freed myself of it. I stripped and showered, did my hair and makeup, dressed in some sheer suntan pantyhose with the gusset cut out,  baby-blue stretchy panties and matching bra with forms, a cute baby-blue, summer minidress and some baby-blue wedge heels.

I put on fresh jewelry and earrings and sprayed perfume all over me, loaded my purse and went back into the bedroom where Sherry still slept. Quietly, I left the bedroom. Bill was sleeping in one room and Pete and Ron had crashed in the other two.

I went to Bill first and woke him up. “Hi sweetie.” I kissed his cheek.” He smiled and looked up at me, taking a deep breath. His hand touched my hair. “What time is it? We thought we should put you two to bed together. Did you sleep well?”

“Very. It’s nine o’clock.” Want to shower?”

“We all did before we went to bed.”

“How nice! I’m gonna make us all breakfast. Would you like me to take care of your morning wood? Then you can shower and I’ll wake the others and probably Sherry will be up and showered by then and ready for some playtime before you guys leave.”

“Sure.”

I harvested my protein reward from the boys before breakfast and they all appreciated it deeply, as did I. Downstairs, I put together a big breakfast for everyone. And one by one, they drifted into the kitchen, grabbed a coffee, kissed my cheek and went onto the patio. When breakfast was ready, I went to the patio to call them all in.

Sherry was already out there. She sat on Ron’s shaft while Pete fucked her from in front and Bill fucked her face. Her body shuddered as she came and all the men took their cue and pumped their loads into her, grunting and moaning.

“Honey! Breakfast is ready for you and the boys.”

They spilt apart like a disassembled Lego set and Sherry straightened her floral minidress and fluffed her hair while the men put on pants and shirts again. “Okay, honey. We’ll be right there.”

They all walked in and took seats around the table, and began eating ravenously. I took it all in. My hot wife, our partner, our ops guy, and a supplier of ours. My wife had sex multiple times with multiple men in a brief time span and her husband had turned from a husband, to a sissy cuckold husband, then into a wife, girlfriend and a fellow cock worshiper. Wow!

I raised my juice glass and tapped it with my fork. They all lifted theirs and waited. “Live life, laugh often, love well. Thank you all for our new lives. Most of all, thank you Sherry for not giving up on me and making me see the errors of my way.”

We all laughed, clinked, and drank.

Bill asked, “So, Casey. What’s my new partner going to do now? Will you go back?”

I shook my head. “Never.”

Sherry placed her hand on mine. “I think you should enhance yourself further on your feminization journey. You know. Make things easier for you and make you more womanly.”

I nodded. “Yup I agree. If you say so, I think you’ll be right again.”

“Good girl. And now we have these wonderful gentlemen in our lives in new roles as well. But boys, I’ll have you know we have plans for others as well. We won’t forget you, though, and we’ll still need you.”

Bill nodded. “Of course. As you two should. Enjoy.”
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The door slammed behind me. Sherry called out. “Did you find the Maine lobsters for tonight?”

“I did, and I delighted Brian. I stopped by the wine shop.” I snickered. “The bag boy at the grocery store was thrilled to see me as well.” I laughed. “He’s soo cute. I gave him a proper delicate hand job with some panties I brought with me. I think he might be the kind of guy to do something like I have. You know... being the real me. I let him keep the panties and told him he could wear them to work. Next time, I’m bringing him the matching bra.” I snickered. “I’m such a bad girl now.”

“Yes, you are. He can’t be over twenty-four.”

“Just turned twenty-one. He’ll be a project for us if that’s okay with you.”

“Sounds wonderful. It’ll be such fun making another girl. So.... What about Brian? Was he happy to see you?”

“He was. We talked about sharing some wine, the three of us.”

She bounced her foot in her heels, her eyes bright. “And?”

“Well, he wanted to pay more attention to me rather than be split between the two of us, so he offered to bring Brandon, a friend of his. He sounds great. Taller than Bill even and not afraid of the LGBTQ world. I asked Brian if he ever had any STD testing done and he happened to, so I’m all set with him. You’ll need to use condoms with Brandon until he’s tested.”

“Brandon, huh? Taller than Bill. Good looking?”

“God yes. Brian Googled him for me and showed me his LinkedIn.”

“So... When is this event happening?”

“Tonight. Brian leapt at the chance and called his friend and told him the story of us and the hot wife I had, and they both are looking forward to it.”

Sherry came over and rubbed me through my miniskirt, one arm around my neck, looking into my eyes. “You’re so much happier now. I am too. It’s funny. I never would have guessed I wasn’t happy. I’m glad you brought this whole thing up.”

“Me too.”

“And... I can’t wait to get that bag boy started on her new life. We have the financial resources. We need to share them. We could give her a job at work. I’m sure Bill and the guys would be happy to have a new office girl.” She snickered.

“I know I’d like to have a person like me to relate to. I do feel like I have no one truly like me... you know? It would be nice to share with someone like me.”

“I understand.” She looked at her watch. “What time are they coming over?” I looked at my watch. “Oh god. I better get moving. I have so much to do to get things ready and get dressed for them.”

“I’ll help you, honey. We don’t need to be treating you like some slave anymore. I want you to be relaxed and enjoy yourself.”

“Thanks! It’ll be so nice with no cage and no plug and just being me. I might just wear that same outfit, though. I think Brian would like the kink of it and I’ll love being free under it.”

“Why not? Be the girl you feel sexiest as. Okay. Let’s get ready for the men. Oh, you’re scheduled for the appointment for the enhancement consultation. You get to pick your new look then, so think about it.”

“I know exactly what I want, and none of it will be subtle. All of it feminine and sexy to the extreme.” I kissed her on the cheek. “Watch out men, here I come.”


If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it or share 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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