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“Sam!  What  are  you  doing?  That’s  my  special  occasion  nightie — the one your dad loves so much!” 

She  stood  at  the  top  of  the  stairs,  glaring  at  me.  I  missed  hearing  her when she came in, because I had my headphones on while watching porn on my laptop. She walked over to me. 

“Mom! Shit. I’m sorry. I won’t do it again.” I slapped the laptop shut. 

She grabbed it off my lap and opened it. “Porn. Figures. So dressing in my nightclothes is a turn-on for you, is it?” 

She looked at the nightie still wrapped around my hardness. “Grab that enormous thing and get it done. Now! I don’t want you being all horned up. You can do the laundry and wash that after.” She glared at me. 

“Ma, in front of you? C’mon.” 

“You like wearing my clothes, so do what you were doing before I came home.  I’ll  turn  my  back,  but  I  want  to  know  you  get  rid  of  it.”  She  shook  her head staring at my rod with my hand around it. “How did you ever get one so big with how small you are?” She tore her eyes away from it with difficulty. 

This  was  too  weird,  but  I  didn’t  want  to  make  things  worse  by  not listening to her. I closed my eyes and remembered the porn video. 

“Uh!” I shuddered and flooded her nightie, twitching on the recliner as I did. 

She laughed and turned back to me. She looked at the mess. “Wow. That was a good one. I guess this is your thing. Now do the laundry, and when your father gets home, we’ll talk this over.” 

“Oh no, please, don’t tell Dad. He’ll be so pissed.” 

“We’ll  see.  I  think  you’ll  be  surprised  by  his  reaction.  I  have  a  perfect plan  of  action  for  you.  We’ll  change  your  pointless  life  into  something  with purpose, so you have a future. I’m glad I caught you. Now you can be what you should be, instead of the lazy bum you’re turning into so far. Now go change and do the laundry.” 

I  hopped  off  the  recliner,  ran  into  my  room,  and  changed.  As  I  was folding the laundry in the living room, my dad came in. He watched me folding the nightie. 

“Well,  I  see  Mom  has  you  doing  something  constructive  for  a  change. 

Good for you, Son. Glad to see you’re at least giving her a hand.” 

“Thanks, Dad.” 

He went into the kitchen where Mom was cooking dinner. They talked so quietly I couldn’t hear them. When dinner was ready, they called me from my room, and we sat down together. 

My dad looked at me as he loaded his plate. “You’re a lot like me, Son. 

Your mom has an idea, and I think we should do it for your own good.” 

“My own good? This doesn’t sound good when you say it’s for my own good.” 

He passed the food to me, and I slid some on my plate. 

“Well,  you  see,  you  have  a  fondness  for  that  nightie  just  as  I  do.  I wondered if you’d turn out like me. I mean, we aren’t the most masculine men. 

Your mom doesn’t want you to go through life like I have, living in shame and hiding my true nature. Besides, you’re the laziest person I know, and you know it, and you’re gonna need a future. So we’re going to do you a favor. You will be transformed this summer. Then you’re going to finishing school to become what you’ll be best at.” 

“Finishing school? But isn’t that for girls?” 

“Exactly. Just like the one your mom went to. It’s only for a year, and it doesn’t cost much compared to the money we saved for college, which you don’t want  to  go  to.  You  haven’t  done  a  thing  with  your  life,  and  you’re  turning twenty-one soon. So before you go, we’ll need to fix you up a little. Don’t worry, it will only hurt for a couple of weeks.” 

“Hurt? I don’t want to hurt.” 

“See?  Some  man  you  are.  Now  be  a  man,  and  do  what’s  right.  Just accept it, and it will be easier for all of us. We’ve already given you enough time to make a life, and you haven’t. You’re an adult now and need to act like one.” 

“Right. I’m an adult, and I can do what I want!” 

My  dad  shook  his  head.  “Do  what?  Work  at  McDonald's?  You  don’t want  college,  and  your  grades  weren’t  all  that  good,  even  though  you’re intelligent.  You’ve  never  applied  yourself  at  anything.  You  aren’t  working anywhere. You need this, or you won’t be able to even pay your rent. 

“Pay rent? What rent?” 

“Yes, start paying us or move out. If you get a minimum-wage, job you will probably need to stay here and pay rent, because you won’t be able to afford your own place. But you’re an adult now, like you said, and old enough to make

your own decisions.” 

I’d thought I’d hang out there forever. Now they wanted me to work and pay them rent. 

My dad nodded his head as if he’d heard my thoughts. “Hey, you could go into the service. They might give you some discipline and responsibility.” 

“The service?” 

“Yeah. Turn you into something. Of course, with the score you’d get on the  entrance  exam,  you’d  probably  end  up  getting  a  leg  blown  off  in  battle  or even worse. They give the low-scoring ones the grunt jobs. First in battle and all. 

Hmm. I  guess  you could  try  to study  for  the  test. They  say  it’s like  an  SAT  on steroids.” 

I  took  the  PSAT  and  the  SAT  and  bombed  miserably.  Great.  Join  the service and sleep in the mud or sand with a gun. Sounds great. Shit, the service? 

I’d have to work my ass off. Might get killed. He was right about McDonald's

—a   minimum  wage  job  is  all  I’d  get,  and  that  wouldn’t  pay  the  rent  if  they kicked  me  out  and  I  had  to  be  on  my  own.  And  I  wouldn’t  have  anything  left, depending on what they made me pay them. 

I stared at my food and shoved it around my plate with my fork. “What would I have to pay you for rent?” 

They looked at each other and shrugged. My mom said, “I’d rather you move out. We deserve our privacy for a change. You can’t live here forever.” 

The  rent  I’d  have  to  pay  would  be  too  much  then.  I  couldn’t  manage anywhere on minimum wage. Shit! 

My  dad  patted  my  shoulder  and  smiled  at  me.  “But  you’re  too  wimpy for  the  service  anyway.  So  yeah,  a  minimum-wage  job  and  move  out,  or finishing school and become what you’re meant to be. You decide, son. You’ve made your bed, so to speak, and now you must lie in it. I want you to be a man and  face  what  needs  to  be  done.  We  know  what  you’d  be  best  at.  Finishing school  will  give  you  a  chance  at  becoming  something  of  value  that  fits  your proclivities, such as that nightie.” 

Finishing school for girls. I’d have to act like one and learn manners and all that shit. But, at least it would buy me some time instead of having to get a job, and everything would be paid for. Plus, I’d be with a ton of girls, and that would be cool. Maybe I’d find a girlfriend. I took a bite of my food. Might not be a bad way to float for a while longer. I’d have more time to find out what I wanted to be in life, so I could become the self-made man that I dream of. 

My mom pushed my hair aside on my forehead. “You’ll be so pretty. I

always wanted a girl.” 

I choked on my food, coughed, and drank some water. 

She patted my back. “Are you okay, sweetie?” 

“I’m good.” 

She was looking at me so closely, it made me nervous. 

She  brushed  my  cheekbone  with  the  back  of  her  fingers.  “Lovely  skin and  cheekbones.  We  could  plump  your  lips  up  some  and,  oh  heck,  we  could make  your  cheeks  bigger  too.  May  as  well  invest  your  college  money  into something worthwhile for you.” 

“Mom, no!” My heart raced in my chest. 

“McDonald’s  then,  or  is  it  the  service?”  She  smiled  and  ran  her  hand over my hair. 
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I  had  to  act  like  I  wanted  this  really  badly  so  the  psychiatrist  would approve  my  surgeries.  Big  deal,  some  lip-plumping  and  cheek-plumping.  It might even make me more handsome. It would be a cinch to convince the shrink I want to be a girl. I liked acting. That was the easy part. 

I  was  already  having  success  in  taking  the  easy  way  out.  The  meeting with  the  shrink  went  well.  My  act  was  perfect,  right  down  to  tears.  I  had approval  for  every  possible  surgery  and  hormone  treatment  and…everything.  I aced it! 

My parents were just talking about lips and cheeks, so I wasn’t worried a bit.  Lips  and  cheeks  are  nothing.  It’ll  look  cool.  If  it  looked  feminine  at  all,  I could  get  some  tough-looking  tats  after  I  finished  with  this  dumb  school  to macho it up. 

My  parents  took  the  forms  that  the  shrink  and  I  signed  to  the  surgeon, and  we  met  him.  He  confirmed  the  forms  and  congratulated  me  on  my courageous decision, which didn’t seem like a big deal to me. My mom sent me out  for  coffee  while  they  handled  the  details  and  payment  stuff.  It  was  boring anyway, and I didn’t want to listen to it. 

The day of reckoning came fast. I woke feeling like I’d been shot though a cannon into a brick wall. 

“She’s waking up, dear.” I heard my mom say. 

“Oh  my  god,  this  hurts,”  I  heard  a  tiny  woman’s  voice  say.  It  was  me! 

My throat was so sore. I felt my eye coverings. 

“Don’t talk, honey,  and don’t touch  your bandages. We  had your vocal cords shaved, too, so you’d have a higher voice.” 

“Nurse,  can  you  give  her  more  sedative?  I  don’t  think  she’s  ready  to wake up. She seems in pain,” my dad said. 

The nurse replied, “Of course. The poor dear. She did have a lot done. 

Such a brave girl she is.” 

I  couldn’t  see  a  thing.  My  whole  body  hurt.  My  skin  burned,  and  just about everything ached. I felt between my legs. It was still there. 

I felt dizzy and passed out. 

When  I  woke  the  next  time,  my  eye  coverings  were  off  along  with  the

rest of my bandages. My mom was putting makeup on my face. My eyes popped open. 

“Samantha,  you’re  here.  I’m  just  covering  some  of  the  leftover  black and blue. You look so pretty. I’ll show you when I’m done.” 

I was thirsty and hungry as hell. I looked down at my smooth, hairless legs,  and  the  nightie  I  was  wearing  was  the  same  one  that  started  all  of  this. 

Yikes! I had huge, firm breasts! 

“Mom! What the hell? I thought it was just lips and cheeks.” 

“Oh, honey. When we went through the options and added up the cost, we  thought  we  should  make  you  the  best  we  could.  Don’t  you  like  your  new breasts?” 

“I  think  they  look  great,  son,”  my  dad  said.  “I’d  have  a  hard  time  not having a woodie all the time, though. We have more money. We could get that taken care of, too, if you want.” 

“No way. Not that. It’s all I have left.” My heart raced, and I grabbed my breasts, looking down at them. I felt them with my long, painted, fake nails. The breasts were a little sore, but they felt really nice. I immediately became aroused under the nightie. So far, I was a real hottie. No girl looked this good. 

“There, see how nice they are?” my mom said, and she took a mirror off the end table and held it for me. I was drop-dead gorgeous. My face still hurt a bit, but it was endurable. I smiled, and my cheeks hurt. I licked my puffy, pouty lips,  perfectly,  permanently,  colored  in  in  a  muted  pinkish-red  that  looked natural, but still enhanced the color. 

My jaw dropped. “Holy shit. I’ll never be a guy again.” 

My  mom  smiled  proudly.  “Nope,  never  again.  You  can’t  grow  a  beard anymore,  so  you’ll  never  need  to  shave  again.  You  have  no  body  hair  either. 

Your  new  hips  and  butt  will  never  fit  into  men’s  jeans.  My  mom  whacked  my rod.  “I  still  think  we  should  have  gotten  rid  of  that  thing.  Look  at  how  it’s sticking up. It’s so damn big! You’ll always be trying to hide it. We can still do it, honey.” 

“No, Mom.” I tried to stand, and she helped me up. I felt uneasy. 

“You haven’t moved much for some time, dear. You have some muscle atrophy. The doctor said it will be fine soon. We can go home today.” 

I pushed her arm aside and stood on my own. “I’m okay.” 

She  went  to  the  side  of  the  room  and  lifted  a  dress  and  heels  out  of  a bag. “Your birthday clothes for the new you to go home in.” 

It  was  a  short,  flowered  minidress  with  a  low-cut  top  and  matching

heels.  Wow, I’ll be irresistible. At least to me. Crap. 

“We’ll  need  to  go  shopping  for  clothes.  We  couldn’t  decide  how  far  to take all the implants and ended up with the luxury models of all of them, so we need  to  try  on  the  clothes  first  and  make  sure  you  can  fit  into  them  before  we buy them. Your dad was like a kid in a candy store, picking out all the implants. 

You  look  like  the  Barbie  dolls  I  used  to  play  with,  with  you,  when  you  were little. Remember, dear? You liked them so much.” 

I went into the bathroom and looked in the door mirror. I  was  a  Barbie doll. I wanted me. Maybe I should have gotten rid of my substantial flagpole. I didn’t think it would  ever go down seeing myself all the time. 

I came back out and took the clothes from her. “When does school start, Mom?” 

“In a couple weeks. You’ll be perfect by then. First, go in the bathroom and get rid of that unsightly baseball bat, then get dressed.” 

It didn’t take long looking in the mirror at myself and wanking. I was so hot, I could be a porn star. I shot the load and slipped out of the bedclothes and into  the  dress.  I  definitely  needed  some  tight  panties  to  keep  the  beast  down. 

Luckily the dress had a flared hem that hid it, and it was getting soft. 
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Over the next two weeks, we shopped and bought clothes. I could never wear  jeans  again—not  even  women’s—because  of  the  lump  I  had  in  front.  My mom had an idea, which she wouldn’t tell me about, to keep me from having to jerk off so often to keep it hidden. The day before I left for school, it came in the mail. 

“Samantha,  come  here.  I  have  a  present  for  you!”  she  yelled  from  my room. She was sitting on the bed as I clomped in my heels into the room. 

“Walk like a girl, for god’s sake. I heard you clomping in those heels all the way down the hall. Not very ladylike.” 

“Yeah,  yeah.  What’s  up?”  My  stupid  little  voice  said  as  I  prepared myself for yet another nightmare on my road to being finished. 

My  mom  fixed  my  now  shagged  and  highlighted  hair  around  my permanently  eyelinered  eyes,  which  I  dutifully  put  eyeshadow  and  mascara  on each  morning.  She  kissed  my  puffy,  permanently  lipstick-tattooed  lips  with  the pink gloss on them. “I think the pink lip gloss makes them. You should wear it every  day,  even  though  they’re  tattooed  and  don’t  need  it.  It’s  prettier.  More inviting for men too. 

“I’m a man, Mom. I don’t want a man.” 

She  snickered,  “Right,  Samantha,  you’re  a  real  man.  Okay,  now,  you haven’t just released, have you?” 

“When could I? You’ve had me buying clothes all day and packing.” 

“Good, then it won’t take long. Go look at yourself in the mirror on your door and release, then come back here.” She handed me a pair of panties. “Use these.” 

I looked at myself in the mirror like I had been doing multiple times a day and wrapped it in the silky panties. “Ungh, god, huh, huh, huh!” I filled the panties and went back out. “Mom, this is sheer torture. Why did you do this to me?” 

“You did this. You convinced the shrink quite well. You’ll grow into it, don’t worry. Come here.” She patted the bed and I sat down. 

“Now this goes around the globes, and then the little hood with the hole in  it  goes  over  it,  and  the  lock  locks  them  together  and  in  place.  Panties  will

cover it nicely, and you won’t have to worry about it showing or having to play with it to get it down all the time.” She handed me the two chrome pieces. 

I stared at them as I held them. “I can’t fit in there! It’s tiny.” 

“You will. Just think of baseball and do as I said. You know how small it can get in cold water. Should I get some?” 

“Shit,  no.”  I  slid  my  hairless  globes  through  the  chrome  ring  and  then pushed the hood over the tip and pressed it all into the cage. I aligned the clasp, passed the lock through, and locked it. I took the key out. I was caged. It  was a pretty small package. 

She  reached  her  hand  out.  “Give  me  the  keys  so  you  don’t  lose  them, and put on some panties and see how it is.” 

I did. It hid it well. Just a tiny lump of steel in the panties. 

“Try on one of the tight skirts you’ve had trouble wearing because of the lump and see if it’s still a problem.” 

I found one in the closet and slid the stretchy fabric up over my hips and butt  and  zipped  it.  Perfect.  Now  I  had  more  hottie  clothes  options.  Great. 

Looking at myself in the mirror, I felt myself fill the cage. I looked at my mom. 

“Uh, how will I release with this thing on?” 

“You don’t have to release now, do you, dear?” 

“But I think I’ll want to.” 

“You’ll find other ways, I think.” She pocketed the key. 

“Hey, give me the keys.” 

“When  you’re  done  with  finishing  school,  dear.  Then  you  can  have them.” 
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Mom  and  Dad  dropped  me  off  at  the  girls’  finishing  school.  I  already had on the outfit they made us wear for that day. It was a schoolgirl skirt in red plaid that barely covered my ass and matching red stilettos and a low-cut black blouse  with  cap  sleeves.  I  had  to  wear  sheer  stockings  and  ruffled  red  ankle socks over them. I felt like an idiot. A variety of slutty schoolgirl clothing was all provided by the school for daily wear in classes, and we had our own clothes that we could wear after classes if we chose. We all had to match so we were all equals when in class. Crock of conformity shit. 

“Okay, girls, line up in nice, neat lines in the location you were given,” a pretty and fashionable woman said as she walked in her stilettos with her hands behind her back, observing everyone. “It’s time to get you started on the road to success. I’m Rochelle, and you may call me Headmistress. Classes begin at 7:00

every morning and go until 5:00 p.m. You’ll have a proper, leisurely lunch and full days of becoming what you’re meant to be. You will graduate being the most sought  after  and  desirable  women  around.  No  man  will  resist  your  charms  or beauty.” 

She  stopped  in  front  of  me.  “Hold  your  head  up,  dear.  Stop  looking  at the floor. Straighten your neck and hold your head high. Be proud.” I looked into her  eyes.  She  was  gorgeous.  I  felt  myself  fill  my  cage.  This  year  would  be torture. “Good girl, princess. You’re a lucky one. Not many women have a figure or  appearance  like  you.  You’re  special.”  She  unbuttoned  my  blouse  one  button and adjusted it to show more cleavage. “Be proud of those, honey. They’re worth their weight in gold.” 

She turned from me to the others. “See this one? This Barbie doll? You will  all  be  as  desirable  as  she  is  to  men.  She  has  on  the  outside  what  you  will show from the inside. And she will have inside what she now only has outside. 

You all will learn how to attract and retain men with your actions and attitude, and you will be their lifelong servants and loving sex-kittens. As you see, you’re all dressed the same to be equals, and you’re all dressed very sexily. This is the level of sexiness you must exude all the time, whether dressed this way or not. 

Your main attractor for men is sex, and you need to feel comfortable exuding it. 

The  girls  all  giggled.  I  didn’t.  Only  a  year  to  go.  Then  I  could  be  me

again. Kinda. 

The woman walked around and babbled more drivel. The girl next to me tapped my shoulder. She whispered, “What’s your name?” 

“Sam.” I whispered back. 

“Sam?” 

“Short for Samantha. I like Sam better.” 

“I’m Peg.” 

“Hi.” Peg was really cute and would be wonderful to put my peg in. Her lips  were  as  full  as  mine  and  looked  like  another  inviting  place  for  it. 

Unfortunately,   it  was in a  cage and  she thought I was a  girl. 

Our headmistress finished her babble about our roles in life and pleasing men,  yada,  yada,  yada,  and  said,  “Okay,  take  the  hand  of  the  girl  to  your  left. 

This  is  your  roommate  until  graduation.”  Peg  and  I  held  hands.  “Now  gather your things from the lobby, find your rooms, and put your things away. There are gifts there with instructions on how to use them. Make sure you do. Dinner is in one hour.” 

Peg smiled at me. “This will be fun, won’t it? I’m so happy you’re my roommate. She wriggled  her shoulders in  delight, her breasts  nearly falling out of her blouse. 

“Yeah,  me  too.”  Yeah,  fun  being  horned  up  with  a  hot  roommate,  and having no chance in hell of release. 

We dragged our suitcases up the winding staircase of the old Victorian. 

It  was  decorated  femininely  and  had  the  feel  of  a  brothel  instead  of  what  I envisioned as a finishing school. 

Peg  peeked  into  a  room  and  beamed  excitedly.  “Oh,  this  one’s  pretty. 

Okay,  Samantha?  Don’t  you  just   love  the  pink-flowered  wallpaper  and  lace curtains?” 

I  smirked,  and  she  led  us  in.  On  the  dresser  were  two  decorative  bags with instructions in front of them. Peg dropped her bag and ran to it. “Oh look. 

Presents!” 

She read the instructions quickly. “You don’t need to read that. I already know  what  to  do.  My  mom  taught  me  this  already.  I  brought  my  own  too.  I always use them.” 

I stepped over to her, trying to imagine what she was talking about. She dug in one bag and took out a realistic-looking dildo, wrapped her lips around it, and bobbed her head, looking up at me. Just what I needed to see. I was already exploding in my cage, and I didn’t need to imagine her doing that to me. 

She laughed, her bright blue eyes smiling. “It’s a nice size too. Get yours out and try it.” 

“Maybe later.” 

She dug hurriedly in the bag, flinging the tissue paper out. She held up two pink, rubbery, tapered things with hilts on them and push-buttons. One had a pump and hose attached. 

I stared at them as she ran her fingers around them and squeezed them. 

“These  are  really  nice  ones,  and  this  one  expands  too.”  She  looked  at  the instructions.  “We’re  supposed  to  wear  these  every  day  after  we  poop  and shower.” She ran into the bathroom and yelled from there. “They have the same clean-out head on the shower that I have at home.” 

I stepped in, and she was fondling a chrome rod attached to a hose. The rod  had  a  hole  on  the  end.  “This  is  nice  and  smooth  and  a  little  smaller  than mine, but it will work beautifully. Is yours at home like this?” 

“Uh, I, I never saw anything like that, or those other things.” 

“Oh,  you  poor  dear.  I  never  would  have  imagined  a  girl  not  knowing about  these  things.”  She  stood  before  me,  her  hand  caressing  my  hair  and  her eyes flitting around my face. I blushed as she gazed at me and said, “I can help you. These are essentials for us. You’ll love it.” 

“What  are  we  supposed  to  do  with  the  shower  thing  and  those  pink things?” 

“The  shower  thing  is  for  after  you  poop  in  the  morning  to  clean  your bottom out, and then you put the pink things inside of you. One in back and one in front. They keep you feeling nice and ready for men all the time. And it helps you get used to having a man in your bottom when you’re lucky enough to have one.” 

“Why would a woman want a man in her bottom?” 

“The men like it because it’s really tight for them. And for us girls, we can’t get pregnant, so it’s perfect birth control too. Plus, it does feel really nice.” 

She  ran  her  hand  over  my  bottom  and  squeezed  it.  “You’ll  love  it,  you’ll  see. 

Want to put one in now? I’ll help you. Yes, let’s! Poop if you can, then get in the shower  and  use  that  chrome  attachment.  We  have  time  before  dinner.  I’ll  put your things away.” 

“Uh, no, I shouldn’t. Tomorrow will be soon enough.” 

“Oh, don’t be scared. It’s easy.” She started to unbutton my blouse. Shit! 

She was going to undress me, and she’d see what I had under the skirt. I pushed her hands away. “Okay, put my things away, and I promise I’ll do what you said

and put it in.” 

She clapped her hands. “Goodie. Put them both in. I’ll put the batteries in them and leave them on the counter for you.” She ran out and started putting our clothes away. I shut the door, but there was no lock on it. I pooped and got into the shower. The long chrome thing looked scary. Oh, well. 

I set the water temperature and slipped it between my cheeks and slowly guided it in. Yuk! A mess went down the drain. I was emptied thoroughly, and in a little while, the water ran clean. I heard her open the door. “I’m putting them on the counter, Samantha.” 

She closed the door behind her. I rinsed off, careful not to mess my hair or makeup and hurriedly dried. I took the smaller of the two and the lube she left with  it  and  lubed  it  and  slid  it  in  my  butt.  The  sensations  were  all  too  weird.  I turned  it  on.  It  felt  nice.  Really  nice.  I  was  rock-hard  in  my  cage.  Great. 

Something to arouse me even more now. 

I dressed again, touched up my makeup and lipstick and stepped into the bedroom. Walking felt  very, very,  nice with it in. I couldn’t even hear the hum as it made my skin tingle and made me even hornier. I had to figure out a way to release. 

Peg  was  spraying  perfume  over  her  tiny,  shapely  body.  “Mmm,  want some? I love this scent.” She turned to me, holding the bottle. 

“Why not?” I closed my eyes and she sprayed it all over me. It did smell wonderful and added to my arousal even more. I felt so sexy and pretty, and it was  as  if  I  had  finally  entered  this  new  body.  I  was  a  ravishing,  sexy  female. 

“Thanks. That  is nice.” 

She looked at her watch. “Okay, grab your purse, and let’s go. It’s time. I need to touch up my lipstick first, though.” She slipped into the bathroom. “Why didn’t you put in the other one? Only one?” 

“You don’t have any.” 

“I have the expandable one in front. I didn’t have time to shower. What’s your excuse?” 

“Uh, I have my period.” 

“Poor baby. Oh well, the curse all us girls have.” 

She  came  out.  “How  does  the  one  in  back  feel?  The  one  in  front  is great.”  She  ran  her  hand  over  my  bottom  and  probed  through  my  panties pressing her finger against it. 

“Ungh,  yes,  very  nice.”  I  looked  into  her  eyes.  She  wrapped  her  arms around me and pressed her breasts against mine. I wanted to stick it in her right

there. 

She slid my hand between her legs and put it on her plug. I pressed on it. 

She moaned and leaned in to kiss my lips. We kissed while I pressed against her plug  repeatedly.  Her  breath  quickened.  Her  body  shuddered.  “Ungh,  yes Samantha, that feels so nice, huh, huh.” She shuddered again. “Very nice.” She pulled away and fixed her blouse and skirt. “Let’s go.” She grabbed my hand and tugged. 

We  walked  down  the  curved  staircase,  and  I  was  given  a  twitch  in  my body  with  each  step  on  the  stairs.  My  breasts  tugged  at  my  chest,  my  skin tingled.  Other  girls  were  coming  down,  and  it  seemed  they  were  all  in compliance as their faces glowed with pleasure and they walked sexier, like Peg and I did. She held my arm and slid her silky hand on it, gently caressing me. I slid  my  hand  gently  on  hers  as  we  both  walked  toward  the  dining  room, watching all the horny girls doing similar things. 

I was filled with overwhelming desire as we took seats at a booth in the corner and slid in, pressing our silky thighs together. Her hand slid up and down on  my  stockinged  leg.  I  throbbed  in  my  cage  and  wriggled  slightly  above  my plug, making it caress me. My heart raced in my chest, and I longed for a release that was so near, yet so far. 

The girls all found seats, and the headmistress stood at the front of the room and gathered our attention. 

“Girls, before we eat, please take one of the blue pills on the table and drink it down with some water. 

Peg  and  I  picked  up  packs  of  blue  pills  and  looked  at  each  other.  She shrugged, popped one out, and drank it down. I put the pack back on the table. 

“Girls,”  the  headmistress  called  out,  “all  of  you  need  to  take  one  now, and  you’ll  be  taking  one  at  breakfast  every  day.  It  won’t  hurt  you.  Make  sure your partner takes theirs now if they haven’t.” 

She  looked  directly  at  me.  Peg  popped  one  out  of  my  pack  and  held  it before my lips. “Open.” 

I did, and she put it in my mouth. It was bitter. I swallowed it down with some water. 

The headmistress applauded. “Good girls. Everyone did as I asked. Your partners helped you. We’re off to a good start.” 

A girl raised her hand. 

“Yes, dear.” 

“What’s in the pill?” 

“It’s  a  libido  enhancer  that  sends  more  blood  flow  to  your  clitoris  and genital  area.  It’s  used  by  men  and  women  to  keep  things  feeling  nice.  It strengthen's  a  man’s  erection  and  makes  the  woman’s  clitoris  more  firm  and sensitive.  It  will  enhance  your  current  sensations  from  your  presents.”  She smiled and surveyed the room. The girls laughed and raised their eyebrows. 

“You  should  feel  the  effect  already.  It  will  last  twenty-four  hours,  and we’ll just start the next one in the morning to give it a little boost and then take one every day before breakfast. Make sure you and your partners take them, or the day won’t be as much fun.” 

Feel the effect? Did I ever! I was ready to break out of the cage, and my libido was such that if I could, I’d stick it into a wall socket just to get it off. It almost felt like it was in one, it was so electric. My skin tingled over my whole body. My new hairless skin felt the subtle caress of the stockings. My taught skin on my new breasts longed to be touched, I unconsciously began to massage my breasts and squeeze my nipples through the fabric. 

Peg  grabbed  my  hands  and  put  them  on  her  silky  thigh.  I  caressed  her leg. She smiled and leaned into me, sliding her hand on my crossed legs. “Feels nice, huh? Wait until we get back to the room, princess.” 

A projector on the far wall showed the layout of the silverware with the purpose of each item. 

“Girls,”  the  headmistress  called  out,  “we  will  be  showing  different dining-related etiquette during dinner until everyone has it down pat. So please pay attention and do as instructed.” 

The  slide  show  flipped  from  one  slide  to  another — how  to  hold  a stemmed  glass,  a  non-stemmed  glass,  how  to  use  a  napkin,  placement  of  the napkin before, during, and after eating, and on and on. I did my best to imitate what  was  there  with  Peg  making  me  comply  as  martinis,  wine,  and  food  were served. Thank god for the drinks. I tried to order a bourbon but was only allowed a martini or wine. 

By the end of the meal we all had a good buzz, and the buzz  inside me was no less relentless. As the plates were swept away, the double doors opened, and  in  walked  a  stream  of  good-looking  young  men  in  suits  and  ties.  Probably for the etiquette lesson on how to act at dinner with a man. 

“Ladies,  it’s  time  for  you  to  do  some  more  training.  Please  welcome your helpers.” 

Two handsome men sat on each side of us in the booth. One put his hand on my thigh and squeezed it, leaning into me. “You are gorgeous. I’m Dale.” He

slid his hand up and down my thigh, making me shudder. “Uh, I’m Samantha.” 

Shouldn’t  he  have,  like,  kissed  the  back  of  my  hand  or  something instead of squeezing and caressing my thigh? 

He touched a finger to my lips. “Mmm, nice lips, so soft and thick.” 
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We sat and had another drink with the boys. They were volunteers from a  nearby  college  to  assist  in  our  training.  All  we  were  doing  was  drinking  and chatting and being groped by hot guys. Some training. 

“Slides are showing, ladies,” the headmistress called out. 

The  screen  showed  a  bullet  list:  1)  Always  use  your  tongue  fully.  2) Always  utilize  both  hands.  3)  Never  flinch  or  draw  away  unexpectedly.  4) Always  make  eye  contact  and  feel  a  smile  on  your  face.  You  are  loving  the opportunity to do this and longing to make him happy. 

What  the  hell  was  this  about?  I  felt  the  guy  next  to  me  shifting  in  his seat  as  I  watched  the  slide.  Peg  looked  over  at  me  and  raised  her  eyebrows.  “I can’t wait,” she giggled. 

The next slide popped up: 5) Always assist in the unveiling. 6) Always be  amazed,  and  never  laugh.  7)  Always  dive  in  passionately  as  if  you’d  never had such a beautiful one even if it’s not. 

Dale’s  hand  took  mine,  and  he  put  it  on  his  crotch.  He  was  hard  as  a rock and huge. This was  awful. I had another guy’s rod under my hand, and he was  happy  to  see  me.  Shit!  He  whispered  in  my  ear,  “Assist  in  the  unveiling, Samantha. Undo my zipper, please.” 

He held his pants for me, and I unzipped him. 

“Good girl. Now take it out and hold it.” 

If  I  didn’t  think  about  it,  then  it  wasn’t  happening.  So,  I  didn’t  even think about it, and I unconsciously began to stroke it as I had when I grasped my own like that. It grew firmer and longer. 

He lifted my chin and looked into my eyes with his gorgeous, sky-blue eyes. “Good girl.” He looked up at the next slide. I did the same. 

8)  Always  put  something  on  the  floor  to  keep  your  knees  clean  when kneeling. 9) Kneel now. 

The  room  clattered  with  chairs  moving,  and  girls  chattering  quietly  as they arranged themselves on their knees. 

I put my napkin on the floor next to the table and knelt on it. He slid out of the booth and held it in front of my face as he smiled down at me and put his hand gently on my head. My heart raced as fast as the vibrator inside me. I stared

at the huge piece of meat oozing from the tip. I looked up at him, and he turned to look at the slide behind him. 

I leaned around his hips to see it. It showed the next steps: 10) Always swallow and don’t drip, unless, of course, he wants to put your reward on your face, hair, clothing, shoes, stockings, etc. 11) Always enjoy it, even if you don’t. 

12) Take it in your mouth now. 

He turned back to me and pressed it against my lips. Shit! I could smell his sweet cologne. I looked up at him, moved away from the tip, and feigned a smile.  He  was  more  handsome  than  I  ever  was  as  a  guy.  But  I  was  probably better looking than any girl he’d had. 

I looked around the room, and all the girls had them in their mouths. I took  it  between  my  thumb  and  forefinger  and  stroked  it  half-heartedly.  It  did smell good, at least, with the cologne. 

He gently moved my face closer. I had to do something. If I didn’t think about it, it wasn’t happening. I didn’t think about it, and I just licked the tip and it throbbed. 

I had to think about it. It was strangely erotic and exciting. I did it again, wanting his reaction again. He shuddered. I took it in my mouth, and he groaned. 

“Ungh,  that’s  it,  princess.  Now  remember  to  use  both  hands.”  I  loved  making him react. It gave me power. 

He thrust slowly into my mouth while I ran my tongue around the shaft and  head  in  circles  as  fast  as  I  could.  He  responded  by  thrusting  faster  and squeezing my head tighter. “Ungh, oh yeah. Now look up at me.” 

I looked into his eyes as they showed his excitement. I was making him feel  better  than  I  ever  did  any  girl.  This  was  turning  out  pretty  well.  I  was  a success.  Or  is  it  a   suck-sess?  He   really  got  into  it  as  I  tugged  on  his  shaved globes with one hand and stroked his shaft with the other while all the rest was in my mouth. My eyes closed as I entered a new world of sensation. It seemed his pleasure was mine as well. It was as if I felt what he did but in my mouth and hands. 

I  felt  a  hand  on  my  chin,  and  a  woman’s  voice  said,  “Eyes  open, Samantha!  And  look  up  at  your  man!”  The  headmistress  was  correcting improper technique. I nodded at her with it in my mouth and looked up at him. 

She  patted  my  head.  “That  a  girl.  Good  utilization  of  your  hands  too. 

Tug  and  stroke,  tug  and  stroke.”  She  walked  over  to  another  girl  and  told  her what to correct. 

Dale looked into my eyes with passion as he thrust like a rabbit into my

face  and  squeezed  my  head  tight.  The  room  was  filled  with  moaning  from  the girls and the guys. I moaned around his shaft and nodded at him, my eyes locked on his. 

I  was  winning.  His  hands  clenched  around  my  head.  Uh  oh.  Shit!  He was going to shoot it all into me! My eyes opened wide, and I was rock hard in my  cage.  My  plug  vibrated  wildly.  It  was  going  to  happen  any  second.  How could I allow this!? How could I actually swallow another guy’s juice like that! 

What was I doing? 
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What was I doing? I couldn’t stop. I was on autopilot regardless of what my  ego  was  saying.  I  tugged,  stroked,  ran  my  tongue  around  and  swallowed every bit of succulent passion and energy from his turgid rod with vim and vigor as if my life depended on it. I’d never had so much motivation in my life. 

“Samantha,  god!”  he  cried  out.  I  loved  how  I  made  him  feel.  I  never drove a woman mad like this. This was incredible. I wanted it to last longer. 

He pumped into my face as he shot load after load, which I wildly and gladly swallowed. It was heaven. Who would have known? His hands let go of my head. I held on tight and bobbed my head on it as if I could get more from it. 

His  body  twitched,  and  he  tried  to  get  me  off  of  it.  I  continued  to  make  him shudder and one of his hands wrapped in my hair and grabbed it tight, trying to pull my head off him. I flicked his tip and clenched my lips around it. 

“No.  Stop!”  he  yelled  at  me  and  tugged  my  head  off  it.  “Jesus, Samantha!” 

I  looked  up,  tasting  his  cream  on  my  tongue.  He  was  laughing  and shaking his head. “You would have gotten a ten if you hadn’t kept going when I was so far finished. Don’t you know how sensitive it is when it’s like that? You can leave it in your mouth, but you can’t keep going at it like that. That’s torture. 

He zipped his pants. “Was this your first time?” He held his hand out for me. 

I stood and looked into his eyes. “It was. So I did well?” 

“Very well.” He smiled and ran his hand over my hair. “I’ll still give you a ten.” 

“Will you stay a while so I can practice some more?” 

“No, we all have to leave so you girls can get some rest. You’ll be busy tomorrow.” 

“Will you be back tomorrow night?” 

“We will, but we can’t go to the same girls. We’re supposed to give you variety.” 

“Aww. Too bad.” 

“I agree. You were the best ever. You really got into it, and that makes it really hot. You’ll do well in this school.” 

“Thanks.” 

The  boys  were  all  leaving.  He  kissed  my  cheek.  “Thanks,  Samantha. 

Have a good night.” 

I reached up and kissed his lips. “Thank  you,  Dale.” 

I  was  in  a  strange  place  in  my  head.  I  felt  as  if  I  were  someone  new. 

Someone powerful and someone better. Someone with value and skills. Someone desirable and longed for. I felt Peg grab my hand. “C’mon sweetie. It’s time for bed, and I need a favor.” 

We walked up the curved staircase to our room. When we were inside, she shut the door and took off her blouse, leaving her bra, skirt, hose, and heels on. She sat on the sofa and spread her legs. “Can you get me that dildo on the dresser?” 

I went over and held it, imagining it to be real so I could do what I just did with Dale again. Peg slid her panties aside and tore her pantyhose open at the crotch. “Had a runner anyway.” She reached out for the dildo, and I handed it to her. “Thanks. Too bad you have your period and can’t join me. You’re welcome to watch. I’d like to look at you sucking the other dildo if you’d do that for me.” 

“Uh,  sure.”  I  sat  on  the  couch  and  began  to  imagine  what  I  had  in  my mouth was real as she thrust the other one into herself and manipulated herself. I was so horny and hard, I didn’t know how I would sleep. I watched her beautiful body  have  squirting  releases  one  after  the  other  until  she  was  so  tired  she  fell asleep on the sofa. 

I covered her with a blanket, took out my plug and washed it for the next day, set the alarm on my phone for the morning, and fell into bed to try to sleep. 

My cage reminded me how badly I needed to release, but all I could do was try to forget about it. I went through baseball statistics in my mind. 

My  mind  wandered,  and  I  couldn’t  help  thinking  how  freaky  I  was because of what I’d done with that guy. It was exciting as hell, but I was a guy. 

What  I  really  wanted  was  to  get  a  girl  like  Peg  and  put  my  peg  in  her.  She’d make a perfect wife. If only I had gone to college like the guys at dinner. I could have had a girl like her. Now, I’m a freak. Maybe I should just chop it off and go from there. 

It was a restless night, and the guilt and remorse I felt had at least taken away any libido. Eventually my exhaustion took over, and I slept. 

The alarm seemed to go off just as I fell asleep. I woke with a woodie, as I always did. I rolled over and tried humping my pillow, but to no avail. When I had become alert enough, I realized where I was and that I was caged and had a roommate who thought I was a woman. I had to get up, shower, and get ready. 

I picked out the day’s outfit and laid it on the bed. Today’s was not a lot different than yesterday’s, except in different colors. Peg slept while I showered on  autopilot,  thinking  about  my  situation.  The  water  felt  wonderful  on  my breasts, and after I was nicely cleaned out, I couldn’t resist doing what we were told to do by putting in my new toy. I filled my cage as it probably would be all day and night again. 

What  if  Peg  found  out  what  I  was?  Could  it  work?  Could  we  be  a couple? What if she freaked and turned me in or exposed me for what I was? It would be great if we could be a couple, and I’d never have to mess with other guys  again.  But  then  again,  after  last  night  and  Dale,  I  might  miss  the  feelings guys gave me. But could I ever make Peg feel as good as I did Dale? And then as far as the guys go, what guy wants a girl with a dick? 

I felt lost. I dressed and did my makeup and hair; Peg showered and got ready,  and  we  took  our  blue  pills  together,  being  witness  for  each  other.  We walked  downstairs  in  our  matching  outfits  and  joined  the  rest  of  the  horned-up girls who were all anxious to learn how to please men in every way. 

Day  after  day  we  attended  classes,  watched  brain-washing  videos, practiced  table  setting,  appliance  repair,  posture  and  deportment,  voice  control, fashion  tips,  decorating  methods  and  ideas,  efficient  house  cleaning  and domestic skills, cooking skills, male genital anatomy and pleasure points, male massage,  different  sexual  positions,  male  fetishes  and  how  to  find  and  satisfy them, and on and on and on. 

It wasn’t rocket science, and I scored well on the tests. Much easier than anything I ever had in school. I was a star pupil. But still, I was a fake. No one knew. I even felt like a fake myself. Yeah, the best part was being a part of this group  and  becoming  friends  with  all  the  lovely  girls,  but  what  good  was  it  if  I couldn’t have any? I did enjoy the dessert after supper every night from the boys, and  I  wished  I  could  continue  to  do  that  forever,  but  still—it  only  drove  my libido higher and never satisfied me. 

I needed to tell Peg about what I was and hope for the best. So what if I got tossed out? At least I’d have tried. We had become close friends. I had a shot at it. 

We  were  having  a  special  celebration  dinner  for  reaching  our  halfway point in the year. There would be no more desserts after dinner, which I would dearly miss. I loved the way it gave me such control and power, but since we had all  achieved  expert  status  by  then,  it  wasn’t  needed,  and  we  were  allowed  to linger after dinner to our hearts’ content. I could tell her then. 

We were expected to dress formally and not wear our uniforms. We were even  taken  shopping  on  a  bus  so  we  could  all  buy  some  new  things  for  the festivities. Everyone was excited about it. 

The day of the celebration, we had the whole day to prepare. Peg and I gave ourselves pedicures and manicures and took baths in salts, and with a loofa, we made our skin smooth and extra sensitive. We lounged around and rested for the big night. 

We each went into our bedrooms and dressed in our new outfits. We had gotten so used to being dressed alike, we ended up buying similar outfits. They were short, V-neck, flared-skirt dresses of black chiffon with strappy, black satin, five-inch-stiletto  heels,  black  satin  garter  belts,  and  sheer  black  back-seamed stockings, push up bras, and all the jewelry. 

Matching  purses,  perfumed  like  flowers,  hair  adornments…everything was  to  the  finished  woman’s  code  of  preparing  for  her  man.  We  did  make  a lovely pair of bookends. I wanted Peg so badly. This had to work. 

We  walked  hand  in  hand  down  the  curved  staircase  and  immersed ourselves  in  the  energy  of  the  evening.  All  the  girls  had  gone  all  out,  and  they were all incredibly gorgeous and desirable. 

If only I had studied harder! If only I hadn’t turned into what I am. Peg and  I  both  had  our  little  friends  inside,  my  second  one  safely  hidden  in  my dresser drawer, and they kept us tingling all over. We sat sipping martinis on the velvet sofa by the window as our legs slid seductively against each other’s while we chatted. 

Peg looked into my eyes, her eyes smiling brightly, the blue bluer than ever with the setting sun illuminating her face. She gently adjusted a decorative clip in my hair as she spoke. “I’m so glad we became roommates. I don’t know what I would have done without you. You’ve become a part of me.” The back of her  hand  caressed  my  cheek,  and  her  perfume  filled  my  senses.  “You’re  so lovely,” she whispered seductively. 

I  slid  my  hand  across  her  thigh,  feeling  the  expensive  sheer  stocking, same as mine… Oh god, let us just jump in bed together right now! Let our silky legs wrap around us and our breasts press together and our nipples dance. Let me slip  between  her  legs  and  slide  my  uncaged  rod  into  her  hot  wetness.  Let  me satisfy her to no end. 

 Yeah,  right.  Keep  dreaming,  I  told  myself  as  we  clinked  glasses  and finished our first martini. “Let me get us another. You stay and relax,” I said as I stood and took her glass. She started to stand. 

“No,  Peg,  please,  let  me  serve  you.  A  man  should  serve  a  woman, sometimes at least, right? I don’t care what they say here.” 

“A man?” 

“Uh, well, you know what I mean. Stay and I’ll be right back.” 

She smiled up at me, and I gathered our drinks. When I returned, we sat, clinked, and sipped. She put her drink on the coffee table and slid closer, taking my arm in both her hands, gazing lovingly at me. “A man. You know, the way you open doors for me and sometimes try to hold my seat, I wonder if you don’t have  some  masculine  qualities.  You  seem  to  carry  yourself  powerfully  and confidently as well. I like that. I’m more feminine and submissive.” 

“I  guess.  I  guess  I  was  more  boyish  when  I  was  young.  Before  I  came here. My mom and dad insisted I come here.” 

“Really? You didn’t want to, like me? After college, I thought this would be a good way to prepare myself better for a man’s world.” 

“I didn’t know you went to college.” 

“What?  I  know  I  can  act  that  way.  I  have  a  masters  in  computer engineering and a job waiting for me. Did you think I was a dumb bimbo?” 

“No, of course not.” 

She tilted her head to me. “Where did you go to college?” 

“Uh...I  didn’t.  That’s  another  reason  my  parents  sent  me  here.  I  was listless and undirected. Didn’t have a clue what to do in life. They threatened to send me in the service. The only jobs I’m good for are minimum-wage ones.” 

Her hand rested gently on my thigh. “That’s okay. Being a woman to a man can be a lifelong career when done right, and with the right man. You’re not stupid. You scored higher than anyone through the first half.” 

“I guess. I never scored that well in anything else. Was never motivated to or tried to. I guess it’s what I’m meant to be. It has to be my calling, right?” I looked down at the floor. 

 Wow.  If  she  buys  into  me  and  we  get  married,  I’d  never  have  to  worry about a thing, and I could stay home and be her wife.  This had to work. 

She  lifted  my  chin.  “Yes,  your  calling.  Feel  proud.  Don’t  feel  down, Samantha.  You’re  a  wonderful  person,  and  I’m  sure  there’s  a  man  out  there  to take care of you. Let’s celebrate your success.” She smiled and raised her glass. 

I clinked and drank all of it down. She laughed. “Let me get your next one.  I’m  not  ready.  If  you’re  not  careful,  you’ll  be  too  drunk  to  play  later,  and this will make another night with you not having an orgasm.” She took my glass. 

“How you ever manage to mess things up night after night for yourself is beyond

me — periods, soreness, dryness, tiredness—my goodness, it’s been six months and I never have seen you have one.  I think you’ve been making up excuses. Are you shy? Is that it?” 

Uh, no. Are you kidding?” I stood. “I’ll get the drink. You shouldn’t be serving me, Peg. Sure you don’t want another?” I took my glass from her hand. 

“Go on. I like watching you walk.  So sexy. Go.” 

I  fetched  another  drink  and  returned.  I  had  the  start  of  a  good  buzz.  I leaned back on the couch and crossed an ankle over my knee. Peg pushed my leg over my knee with both her hands. Samantha! What has gotten into you? You sat down  like  a  cowboy!”  She  looked  at  my  crossed  legs,  one  foot  on  the  floor laying on the side and my other ankle bent. “Gosh, point your toes and stand that heel up. You never sit this way.” 

I  sat  properly.  “Sorry.  Don’t  know  what  got  into  me.  A  throwback  to tomboy days. Must be the booze.” 

I  gazed  into  her  confused  look  as  she  shook  her  head,  her  curled  hair bouncing about her face. She laughed. I should tell her right now — put her hand on my filled cage and get it over with. 

“You’re  fun,”  she  said  as  she  kissed  my  lips  gently.  “You’ll  have  any man you want.” 

“Thanks.” 

The  headmistress  called  out,  clinking  her  glass  with  a  fork.  “Ladies! 

Dinner  is  ready  to  be  served  when  you  are.  Please  move  to  the  dining  room  at your leisure.” 

The  headmistress  walked  toward  us.  She  was  gorgeous  in  her  long, black, high-slit gown, her silky, lace-topped, stockinged thigh popping out with every  other  step.  She  had  the  experience  to  teach  other  women  how  to  attract men, all right. 

We  stood  to  greet  her,  smoothing  our  dresses  and  bowing  our  heads. 

“Hello,  Peggy,  Samantha.”  She  put  her  hand  out  to  me.  I  took  it  gently. 

“Samantha, I’d like to personally congratulate you on your stellar performances the  last  six  months.  I  have  never  had  anyone  score  one  hundred  percent  on everything.  And  the  way  you  learned  to  drive  the  boys  wild  with  your  mouth! 

They all say you are the  best  on the surveys. I can’t wait until I see the surveys from tonight for penetration. I’m sure you’ll rank highly again.” 

“Uh, thank you,  headmistress. I’m very  flattered you should  say that. I guess I’m a natural. Penetration? Tonight?” 

“Yes,  I  think  you  are  a  natural.  Of  course,  penetration  exercises,  dear. 

Why  do  you  think  we  studied  it  this  week?  Now  the  experiential  part  must  be done to put the classroom learning to use.” 

“Of course, headmistress. What was I thinking, and what better a night to start?” 

“Exactly!”  She  put  her  hand  on  my  shoulder  and  looked  into  my  eyes. 

“Enjoy your evening and do your best on the training, girls. You have all night to enjoy it all. The boys will be here after dinner, so you can relax a while before the  penetration  training  begins.  And  there’s  no  need  to  rush  tonight,  and  as  a bonus, we have an excess of boys, so everyone has a chance for extra credit that way.  Samantha,  I  had  many  boys  request  to  start  the  penetration  training  with you.  Dale  actually  knelt  before  me  when  he  put  your  name  in,  and  he  sent  me flowers to bribe me. Do you remember Dale? He was the first one to train you on fellatio technique.” 

“Yes, he was my favorite too.” 

“Good.  He’s  going  to  be  the  first  to  use  your  other  orifices  then.  Try hard. I’d like to see you be the class valedictorian. You’re on a roll, little lady. If you have it in you, go for the extra credit as well.” 

“Thank you. I’ll do my best.” 

“Quite  welcome,  dear,  and  I   know  you  will.  You  have  such  motivation and drive. Not a lazy bone in that awesome body.” 

Motivated, not lazy…sure didn’t sound like me. Maybe this was the life for me. 

She  smiled  at  me  and  patted  my  shoulder,  then  turned  to  Peg.  “Peggy, you’re doing fine too, dear, but you don’t need to do as well as Samantha here. 

She  has  no  other  choice  in  life.  You’re  an  engineer,  by  god,  and  one  hell  of  a lady as well. You two enjoy yourselves tonight. You both should be very proud of your life’s accomplishments.” 

Peggy smiled. “Thank you, headmistress.” 

“Thank  you,  headmistress.”  I  said  and  bowed  my  head.  I  took  Peg’s hand  in  mine  and  turned  her  toward  me.  I  whispered  to  her  face.  “Penetration training? I can’t do that!” 

“Don’t be silly. It’s so easy. You won’t want to stop. Feel proud of the compliment the headmistress gave you. Bask in it a little. You deserve to. Come and let’s eat.” She tugged my hand. 

I felt proud, accomplished for the first time in my sucky life. I was the best one here. I walked alongside Peg, feeling proud, holding my head high. In our  spike  heels,  we  minced  our  way  into  the  dining  room,  feminine,  sexy,  and

powerful. I was caressed inside with each luscious step, my breasts heaving and tugging  at  my  chest.  I  filled  my  cage  from  my  own  inner  power  and seductiveness. We stood by our regular booth. A friend of ours smiled at us. 

I kissed Peg on the cheek. “I’ll get us drinks, honey. Stay and chat.” 

My  heart  raced,  excited  and  afraid  of  what  was  to  come  that  night.  I wanted to do well and didn’t want to be found out. The training was for the other orifices,  she  said.  Hmm.  Maybe  I  could  get  away  with  just  letting  him  replace my plug. Maybe. And hide the cage and such. 

I  walked  to  the  bar  to  get  us  drinks,  making  the  plug  caress  me  as images of being filled with Dale raced through my mind, my rod hard in its cage and  oozing.  I’d  never  felt  sexier  in  my  life.  But  what  about  Peg  and  our  talk later?  What  about  having  her  forever?    Satisfying  men  was  just  training,  that’s all. My ego spoke to me. Oh my god, how could I think of another man releasing his fluids in my bottom? God help me. 

My male ego screamed out  noooo!  Don’t let another guy stick it in your bottom!  That’s  unmanly.  But  I  loved  making  men  crazy  with  my  mouth.  This seemed  just  another  way.  I  was  highly  aroused  and  looking  forward  to  it,  even though  I  really  wanted  to  do  it  with  Peg,  like  I  was  a  man  but  with  this  sexy, silky body. That aroused me even more highly. 

I  needed  a  drink.  Many  drinks.  I  carried  ours  back  to  our  table  where Peg stood talking with another girl. The girl left as I arrived, waving happily at me. 

Peg sensed my anxiety and held my arm with both hands, whispering in my ear. “Relax. We still have dinner and drinks together. It’s not happening right now.” 

I turned and kissed her on the lips. I pulled her chair out for her. 

“Samantha, what are you doing?” 

“I, uh, I’m confused.” 

“I know.” 
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We  relaxed  and  enjoyed  a  fine  meal,  leisurely,  the  touch  of  her  thigh against mine, and our hands occasionally caressing each other’s legs kept me in a state of desire for her. I had to let her know and let the cards fall where they may.  I  had  drunk  enough  liquid  courage  for  anything  at  that  point—even  the thought  of  being  a  receptacle  for  Dale  was  a  piece  of  cake  and  enticing.  But  it was Peg I truly wanted. 

“Peg, I need you to know something about me.” 

She looked into my eyes and ran a hand over my hair. “What, sweetie? 

What don’t I already know about you? You’re like a sister to me.” 

I took a deep breath. “Well, not really. I uh...” 

“I know, maybe more like a girlfriend. I have sexual feelings for you as well, as I think you do for me.” 

“Yes,  I  do  but...I  uh,  I  can’t  be  a  sister  or  a  girlfriend  really.  I  mean,  I may look like I could be either, but...” 

Her  hand  slid  along  my  stockinged  thigh,  caressing  me  with  her  long nails  and  silky  fingertips.  “What  is  it?  What  is  so  scary  for  you  to  say?  There isn’t anything that would make me feel less for you.” Her concern radiated from her eyes. 

I  put  my  hand  on  hers.  “Well...”  I  looked  around  then  slid  her  hand under my dress above the tops of my stockings. She smiled as I slid it up farther. 

I  grasped  her  fingers  and  opened  her  palm,  placing  it  on  my  panties,  and  I pressed it against my cage. 

She  tugged  it  and  felt  it.  “What   is  that?  Is  there  something  in  it?  It’s attached to you somehow. Is it some kind of toy?” she giggled. 

I laughed. “You might say that. A toy that has been out of commission for six months now. You see, I’m a fake. Fake boobs, ass, hips, lips, cheeks—all of me is fake, except what’s in that steel thing. It’s what’s left of my male gender after my parents had me turned into what I am now.” My heart raced. My hand shook. 

Peg’s mouth hung open. She tugged the cage a few times confirming it was  attached  and  then  let  it  go.  Her  face  was  blank.  Her  eyes  roamed  my  face and  flitted  to  my  breasts  and  back.  She  sipped  her  drink,  her  eyes  on  me.  She

looked around the room and back at me. 

She  took  a  deep  breath.  “Really?  You  were  a  man  before?  Wow.  The best of both worlds.” Her face lit up. “The next six months will be great. You can take the cage off and use it on me anytime. I can’t wait to see it. It must be really tiny to fit in that cage.” 

“Uh, not that small. They all squeeze down pretty small. The cage just keeps  it  that  way.”  I  shook  my  head.  “So...  I’m  not  a  freak?    Really?  Did  you mean what you said? That I’m the best of both worlds?” 

“Absolutely!” 

She kissed my lips quickly. She gave me a hug. “A woman’s appearance, beauty, grace and sexuality with the ability to penetrate another woman without using a strap-on, and being able to have an ejaculation. This will be wonderful! 

You  should  be  so  proud  to  be  so  special.  Your  parents  did  you  a  wonderful favor.” 

“So I’m not a freak to you? Wow.” 

“Not a freak. A special woman. Or man, or special person. Does anyone else know?” 

“Are you kidding? They’d probably kick me out.” 

“Your secret is safe with me.” She covered her mouth and gasped. “But tonight…Dale!” 

“I know!” 

“You’ll have to make an excuse and default to your back door. You can keep  it  hidden  with  your  hand,  that  thing  is  so  small.  It’ll  be  okay.  You’ll  see. 

He’ll never know.” 

“I have to try, I guess, but all I want is you.” 

“Don’t worry. You can take the cage off anytime we’re alone. In fact, I’d prefer that. You could even keep it off all day.” 

“Not  sure  about  all  day.  It  might  show.  But  those  are  all  moot  points because I don’t have the key. My mom does.” 

Her  eyes  opened  wide.  “That  must  be  torture  for  you.  You  poor  thing! 

So you haven’t had a full erection or ejaculation in six months?” 

I shook my head and looked down at the table. “It just oozes some. I’m on edge constantly. I’m continually aroused with the blue pills and watching all you  beautiful  girls  keeping  me  hard  inside  it.  The  only  way  I  can  get  an ejaculation is from pleasing other men and taking theirs. It’s wonderful to get it, but it does nothing for relieving my desires. It just makes it worse.” 

“You  poor  dear.  Well,  now  everything  is  clear  to  me.  I’m  so  glad  you

shared that. I was beginning to think you needed counseling. We’ll get that thing off somehow. Don’t worry. It has to come off.” She slid her hand under my dress and tugged on it as she leaned in to me. “And then, oh boy, I am going to make you feel wonderful. I can’t wait.” 

“I love you, Peg.” I kissed her cheek. 

“I love you too, Sam.” She looked up. “Here we go. I’ve been waiting for this since we arrived. I’m so excited. Your news and these guys. Tonight will be very special. 

The  doors  opened,  and  the  boys  entered  the  room.  The  headmistress spoke. “Ladies! It’s time to have your penetration training. Please read the slides as  you  enjoy  a  drink  with  your  men,  and  take  the  boys  to  your  rooms  when you’re  ready.  You  may  all  sleep  in  tomorrow  as  well.  All  the  boys  have  had  a double  dose  of  the  blue  pills  tonight,  so  they  will  be  plenty  ready  and  lasting. 

Enjoy!” 
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Dale slid in next to me, the effect of the blue pill blatantly obvious in his pants. His hand slid up my thigh. His blue eyes beamed. “I’ve been wanting to do this since I met you. You’re so hot. So nice.” 

I  put  my  hand  on  his.  “Thank  you.  That’s  so  nice  to  know.”  I  slid  my hand over his hardness and grabbed it through his pants. “I’m looking forward to this too. There is a little problem, though.” 

His face flashed disappointment. 

“No, no, I have my period, but I have a tighter spot you could use.” 

He smiled. “Awesome!” 

He  slid  his  hand  up  my  thigh,  and  I  crossed  my  legs.  “Nothing  there, though, okay? You can take me from behind.” 

“As  long  as  I  can  join  my  body  with  yours,  inside  you,  connecting  us, intimate and joined. Did you know that you girls can become exclusive to a guy for the rest of the year?” 

“No, I didn’t. But why would any of the guys want that?” 

“Because we fall in love just like anyone else. But it has to be up to the girl. We don’t get to impose it. Would you be mine?” 

“Gosh.” 

He pressed my hand on his rod. I squeezed it and remembered pleasing it, and him. I wanted it now. I wanted Peg now too. 

He  ran  his  hand  over  my  hair  and  gazed  lovingly  at  me.  “Be  mine.  Be mine now and forever. I don’t want anyone else. Marry me after graduation.” 

I  took  a  deep  breath.  Now  what?   “We’ll  see,  Dale.  I  just  want  to  get through tonight first.” 

“You  make  it  sound  like  you’re  not  looking  forward  to  it.”  His  hand caressed my thigh. I imagined him inside me instead of the plug vibrating away. 

I wanted it. I wanted it badly. I wanted Peg even more. 

“Don’t get me wrong. It’s just my first time.” 

“I’ll be gentle unless you tell me not to be. Let’s go. I can’t wait.” 

Peg had left for the room already. Dale stood and took my hand. I stood and  wrapped  my  arm  in  his  and  held  his  strong  bicep  with  my  other  hand.  I smiled, and he led me to the stairs. 

When we reached our rooms, Peg’s door was open, and she was on her back,  legs  behind  her  head,  and  her  guy  was  wildly  thrusting  into  her  as  she grasped  his  hard  bottom  with  her  long-nailed  fingers  digging  into  him.  How could I ever satisfy her like that? I felt a little afraid I might not be as good as he was. 

I said to Dale, “I’ll be right back.” 

I  went  into  the  bathroom  and  removed  my  plug.  I  came  back  out,  led Dale to my bed, and slid back the covers. I knelt down and unzipped his pants, lowering  them  to  the  floor.  I  dropped  his  underwear,  and  it  leapt  to  attention. 

Would it even fit? I grasped it with both hands and kissed it. It oozed from the tip.  Dale  was  taking  off  his  tie  and  shirt.  I  bobbed  my  head  on  his  shaft.  He grasped my head and lifted me. “I want you.” 

He kicked off his shoes and hopped on the bed. I took off his socks and slid  in  alongside  him,  sliding  my  stockinged  leg  against  his  powerful  thigh.  I grasped his rod and stroked it. “I’ll get on my knees.” I whispered in his ear. 

I slid around and put my head and shoulders on the pillow. With my butt raised in the air, I lifted my dress over my back and held my cage with my hand. 

“Slip the panties aside and take me. Please?” 

He  came  behind  me,  and  I  watched  as  he  concentrated  on  my  bottom, caressing  it  and  staring  at  it  as  if  it  were  a  prize.  He  slid  the  panties  aside  and pushed the tip between my cheeks, finding my tight doorway. He pressed into it gently. The tip spread me and slipped in. “Uh god, Dale, yes. Ungh, huh, please, keep going.” 

He  pressed  farther.  “It  feels  so  good,  Samantha.  God...”  He  was thrusting in short strokes. “Is this okay?” 

“It’s  heaven.  Go  deeper.”  Ripples  of  sensation  ran  through  my  body.  I twitched  with  delight.  I  was  oozing  into  my  hand  as  he  pushed  it  in  so  far  I thought it would come out of my throat. “Oh yes, that’s it. All the way in. My god, it’s so long. Mmm.” 

He filled me and stroked again. “Good?” 

“Incredible. Now pound me. Hard and fast. Squirt it all inside me. Make it come out my throat. Please, ungh, huh, yes, huh...” 

I heard Peg crying out in the next room as both our beds rumbled on the floor. I fell to the bed on my stomach, my legs splayed out behind me. One leg twitched  uncontrollably  with  each  delicious  thrust.  The  sensations  were magnificent. 

He reached around me and squeezed a breast in each hand as he grunted

and  thrusted.  My  face  slid  against  the  sheets  as  I  entered  a  world  of  one continuous  orgasm.  My  body  was  rippling  with  waves  of  electric  energy  as  he rammed and pounded me. My breasts seemed to have an orgasm of their own as he split me in two. 

“Ungh, Samatha, this is it. Ungh.” 

“Yes, please, Dale. Do it. Give me all of it.” 

With a frenzied rush, he lifted his weight off me and held my hips tight as  he  rammed  me  repeatedly  and  hard.  I  heard  him  slapping  against  my  butt cheeks as he groaned. “Ungh, yeah, perfect, ungh, ungh!” He flooded me inside and lubricated me further, making him slide easier and faster. 

“That’s it Dale, ungh, huh, huh, it feels...sooo good baby....ram me, fill me, uh, huh....” 

My  head  spun  as  he  gave  one  final  push  into  me  and  held  me  by  my hips; I was fully impaled upon it. “Ungh, huh. Oh baby,” he moaned. 

I  felt  a  wet  pool  I  had  made  from  my  cage.  I  had  released  like  never before.  Six  months  of  pent-up  delight  streamed  out  in  gush  after  gush.  I  was spasming inside my cage as he twitched behind me, pushing even deeper. 

He collapsed on top of me, his hot breath in my ear. “I love you. You’re incredible. I’ve never felt so good in my life. Marry me?” 

My  head  turned  to  the  side,  and  he  kissed  my  cheek  repeatedly  as  he slowly  stroked  inside.  Longed-for  relief  entered  my  being.  “You  were wonderful.” I closed my eyes, exhausted. Silence filled our rooms. I heard Peg’s guy  leave.  Another  came  in  and  called  her  name.  “Next!”  She  called  out.  She had another? I was too tired to care. I fell fast asleep. 
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I woke as Peg sat on my bed, the sun shining in the window, her hand on my head. “Hi, princess. Did you sleep well?” 

“I did. Did you get any sleep?” I sat Indian style on the bed. Still in my clothes and on the wet spot from my emissions that Dale had rammed out of me. 

“After a time. I had three last night. It was incredible.” 

“Three, really?” 

“Yeah, extra credit. You seemed to be done, and I still wanted more, so I took care of a few.” 

Extra credit. Great. She’d never want me exclusively. I felt lost. 

She kissed my cheek. “How was your night?” 

“Incredible. He never knew. I finally released all of it.” 

“Good girl. Nice job.” 

“Thanks. So are you taking the exclusive option with anyone?” 

“Heck  no.  I  didn’t  have  my  tubes  tied  to  be  exclusive.”  She  laughed. 

“You?” 

“I  was  wondering  what  to  do.  If  I  don’t,  I’ll  have  to  hide  it  from everyone. Maybe I could let Dale know, and he’d be okay with it. He wants to marry me.” 

“Congratulations!” 

“But what about us?” 

“We  can  work  things  out.  Not  many  guys  want  me  since  I  can’t  have kids. We’ll see what comes of the data from the matching process.” 

“Matching process?” 

“Don’t you remember the survey of likes, dislikes, future plans, lifestyle, and so on? The one you took before coming here?” 

“Yeah,  I  guess.  The  one  that  asked  if  we  wanted  kids  and  what  we wanted out of life and all that stuff.” 

“Right.  It’s  how  we  were  matched  for  roommates.  It  wasn’t  random. 

And this week, we get to see the results of matches to the guys.” 

“Oh  god.  This  is  too  stressful.  I  just  want  you.  But  I  worry.  I  worry  I won’t be able to satisfy you.” 

She nodded and stood. “I’m hungry. Let’s get cleaned up and go eat. It’s

Sunday. We can go to the park or something together and relax. She handed me my pill and a glass of water. “And maybe we can get that cage off.” 

I didn’t want the pill. I didn’t want the plug. I wanted Peg. 
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I didn’t take the pill, I didn’t use the plug. We walked in the park, two girls enjoying the sunshine and fresh air. Peg had examined my cage and tried to get it off using a paperclip, but to no avail. I hung limp inside it as we walked. 

“Peg,  thanks  for  trying  to  get  this  cage  off.  I’m  sorry  if  I’m  in  such  a shitty mood today.” 

“That’s  okay.  Us  women  have  our  days.  It’s  natural.  You’ll  feel  better. 

You should have taken your pill at least.” 

“I guess. I need to get this cage off so we can be together. I want you to be mine.” 

“Yours. All yours. I know that’s what you want.” She let go of my hand and  took  a  deep  breath  as  she  looked  around.  “Let’s  take  care  of  the  cage  for now. Maybe we can get something at the hardware store.” She pointed. 

We walked across the street and found some small bolt cutters that said they were good for up to three-sixteenths of an inch. We took them back to our rooms. 

I took my panties off and held my dress while Peg carefully placed the lock’s clasp in the sharp jaws. “Ready?” 

I held the lock tight. “Ready.” 

She  snipped.  It  cut  through.  I  removed  it  all  for  the  first  time  in  six months. “If I need to wear it again, I can just put a paperclip through the hole to keep it on. God, it feels so good to have it off.” I looked at myself, totally limp and tiny. I looked at Peg. 

She ran her hand through my hair and leaned into me. It’s okay, sweetie. 

Relax. It’s done.” 

“It can grow pretty big. I wish it would.” 

“You’re just nervous. Relax. Take a pill. Maybe take two.” 

She  stared  down  at  it  like  it  was  roadkill.  I  felt  it  would  never  be  hard again. I pulled my panties up, went to the pills and took two. I had to show her I’d be a good choice to have exclusively. 

We  went  out  for  a  coffee.  I  couldn’t  get  aroused  no  matter  what  I thought of. It was hell. Now that I needed it and wanted it, it was gone. 

Peg and I sat on the sofa in the coffee shop, people-watching. She said, 

“Tomorrow  we  get  the  matches.  Tomorrow  night  we  choose  or  not,  and Wednesday,  if  we  don’t  choose,  we  rotate  through  the  group  for  the  rest  of  the penetration training.” 

“So what do you want to do?” 

“I’ll  see  the  results  and  decide.  Right  now,  I  think  I  should  take advantage of the variety. Don’t you?” 

“I’m  thinking  of  telling  Dale  about  me  and  see  how  he  reacts.  He’s smitten with me. I can’t risk the chance of taking all of them. One of them would find  out.  It  won’t  make  sense  to  them  that  all  I  do  is  use  my  mouth  and  my bottom. They’ll talk. Then everyone will know. But it’s you I want.” 

“I know. You don’t have to tell me again.” 

Dale  walked  into  the  shop.  His  eyes  lit  up  when  he  saw  us.  He  waved and went to order a coffee. 

Peg said, “Think he’ll come over? Want him to?” 

“Not really.” 

“Aw, you really are in a funk. C’mon, you know you want to play with him. Let’s take him home. Or out back.” She grinned. 

Dale came over and stood before us. “Hello, ladies. Mind if I join you?” 

Peg  stood  and  motioned  for  him  to  sit  between  us.  “Sure.  Please.  Sit with us.” 

He sat next to me and gave me a peck on the lips. “Hi, Samantha. Sleep well?” 

“Yes, Thank you.” 

Peg leaned into him and whispered, “Did Samantha make you happy last night?” She put her hand on his leg and rubbed it. 

He laughed. “Never better. She’s the best.” 

“I  wished  you  might  have  had  some  left  for  me.  The  others  last  night were okay, but I still wish I could have tried you. Even though I hear you want to be exclusive to Samantha and marry her.” 

I stared blankly at Peg. What the hell was she doing? 

She winked at me, ran a hand through Dale’s thick hair and looked into his eyes as she put a palm on his lap. “I think you need to try me. You shouldn’t be so quick to commit.” 

He looked shocked. He turned to me. I shrugged my shoulders and said, 

“Do it. Let’s do it now. Take her. Take her in the bathroom.” 

Peg  was  making  him  grow,  and  I  was  growing  beneath  my  dress thinking  about  seeing  Peg  and  Dale.  The  blue  pills  were  now  making  it

impossible to keep soft. I pressed my hand on it to keep it down. 

“All three of us,” Peg said. “Let’s do it.” 

Dale looked at me, then at her. “Uh, I don’t know. Only if it’s okay with Samantha.” 

I placed my purse on my lap to cover my arousal. Peg and I could both work  him.  I  could  take  him  in  my  mouth.  She  could  take  him  inside.  I  could watch. Maybe there was a method to her madness. Maybe she was smarter than I was. Well, I know she was smarter than I was. 

I looked into her eyes. “Whatever Peg wants is fine by me. I love Peg. I could live with her forever and ever with no men.” 

Dale looked shocked. “Really? You said I was your favorite.” 

“After  Peg.  I’m  in  love  with  Peg.  But  I’m  not  sure  she  is  with  me.”  I looked at her. 

“Of  course  I  am.  I  could  live  with  you  forever  too.  But  why  not  enjoy men together? We could share. Dale could have us both.” 

I nodded. 

Dale looked back and forth at us. “Both of you? And you’d be good with that? Hell, let’s give it a try.” 

He  stood  and  took  us  by  our  hands.  He  looked  around  the  shop.  There was no one in the hall to the bathrooms. “I’ll go in first and see that it’s empty.” 

He  led  us  down  the  hall,  checked  the  bathroom  and  held  the  door, smiling. We both clicked our heels down the hall and into it. He locked it behind us. 

I  hurriedly  took  paper  towels  and  placed  them  on  the  floor  in  front  of him.  I  knelt  and  unzipped  his  pants,  taking  him  into  my  mouth  like  a  hungry animal.  I  was  in  heaven  and  hard  as  a  rock  beneath  my  navy-blue  chiffon minidress. Peg was already kissing him as he slid his hand under her dress and began to thrust his fingers into her. 

I savored his shaft, knowing I might not be able to taste his reward with Peg already hanging on him, her legs wrapped around his hips just above me. I felt  her  hand  on  my  head  as  she  reached  down  by  my  lips,  and  her  fingers touched his shaft. She grabbed it in her fist and tugged it from my mouth. In a second, it was inside her. 

I  stood  and  moved  back  to  watch  as  they  rutted  like  two  deer  in  heat. 

She was hanging on him as he thrust up into her, over and over. Her eyes locked on  mine  as  he  sent  her  to  heaven.  I  couldn’t  help  pulling  aside  my  panties  and wrapping  my  hard  rod  in  the  satiny  lining  of  the  dress.  I  stroked  and  jerked  it

wildly beneath the chiffon, as I had months ago when my mom caught me. 

Dale’s back was to me as he thrusted up and into Peg. I imagined being Dale and imagined being Peg. Each was thrilling. Maybe this would go in a good direction. It beat the heck out of watching porn at home and wearing my mom’s nightie. 

As  Peg  shuddered  and  whimpered  that  she  was  coming  a  second  time, her juices went down Dale’s pants. “Ungh Dale, yes. Come for me now. Flood me.” 

Dale’s hips bucked into her. “Ungh, god.” 

I watched as he shot his load into her, and I did the same into my dress. 

My  release  went  through  the  lining  and  jettisoned  white  splotches  all  over  the sheer blue chiffon. My knees went weak as I spasmed. I dropped my purse and grabbed  onto  the  wall  to  keep  from  tottering  off  my  heels  while  still  jerking myself to the end of my uncontrollable, ejaculatory spasms. 

Dale quickly slipped Peg onto her feet, and they separated. She moved to the sink to lean against it and gain her balance. Dale’s eyes drifted to me as I shuddered—my hand irresistibly  jerking the last  white jets out  and through the lining  to  land  on  the  blue  chiffon  overlay.  Dale’s  eyes  went  wide  as  I  shot  my cream all over my body, jerking with each gush. When it was over, I hung onto the wall with my one hand, and slowly caressed my throbbing rod with the other, looking into Dale’s shocked eyes and waiting for my body to settle and my knees to get their strength back. 

I caught my breath.  Shit! What did I just do?  Dale will reject me and Peg will be exclusive with him. I’ll be left in the cold. 
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I  quickly  tried  to  compose  myself,  turning  to  the  mirror,  my  hands shaking as I tried to straighten my dress and wipe it dry. Peg smiled at me as she regained  her  breath,  leaning  back  against  the  counter.  My  spattered  dress  was like  a  tent  around  my  fully  grown,  oversized  maleness.  Dale  zipped  his  black jeans and wiped them off as well as he could. 

Now what? I had revealed my true nature to him.  Peg has had him and will probably keep him now, and he’ll never want me.  I’d be alone again due to my inability to control myself. Shit! I was a failure once again with no chance at redemption. 

Peg  whispered  in  my  ear.  “I  saw  what  you  have  under  your  dress.  It’s bigger than Dale’s and had more cream than a dairy farm.” She put her hand on it and squeezed. “Mmm.” 

I looked up at Dale. He smiled and said, “I never would have known. I thought you were special, but I wasn’t sure what made you that way. Now I’ve seen it.” 

“You’re not angry? Disappointed? Cheated?” I said. 

“Of  course  not.  When  Peg  told  me  what  you  are,  and  we  talked  about our life goals, it seemed we could all three find life to be better together. None of us  wants  children,  we  all  love  sex,  she  and  I  have  jobs  after  graduation  as engineers, and you seem to want us both. What more could we all ask for?” He put his arms around me and hugged me. Peg’s arms wrapped around us. 

I nearly cried with joy. 
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The next six months went quickly. We had managed to keep our group of  three  together,  even  though  Peg  had  to  have  an  exclusive  partner  or  keep rotating. Since I was exclusive with Dale, she rotated through all the others four times  by  the  end  of  six  months.  Our  match  programs  revealed  us  as  optimal. 

That is, Dale and Peg, and Dale and me. 

Dale and I were exclusive throughout the time, and we got to enjoy Peg playing  the  field.  But  when  the  six  months  were  over,  we  were  all  three committed to each other and really didn’t want anyone else. There weren’t many like  us  who  wanted  what  we  wanted  or  who  could  imagine  a  world  like  we created. We settled into our after-finishing-school lives. 

I  stayed  home  and  took  care  of  all  domestic  issues  and  was  ready  and waiting for the return of the engineers in the evenings. My favorite times were when  they  had  time  off  together,  and  we  could  enjoy  each  other’s  company thoroughly.  At  night,  after  indulging  our  appetites,  savoring  our  drinks,  and caressing and playing with each other, I would penetrate Peg and flood her while Dale penetrated and flooded me. Once again, I was the lazy one who got the free ride between the two of them as Dale thrust into me, making me thrust into Peg while  she  was  on  her  back.  The  perfect  lazy  man’s  sandwich  for  the  ultimate lazy man, Sam. 

My parents were right. This was what I needed. I had purpose and value and was happier than I ever could have imagined. Who says someone without a dream, or energy to achieve one, can’t have one. Sometimes it just happens. 

Well, the weekend was here. I had gotten everything done. Dale and Peg insisted  that  I  always  wear  a  sexy  new  outfit  for  them  on  the  weekends.  I shopped for clothes regularly when tasks were completed around the house, and I always had the sexiest outfits for them and me. I love being a girl now. Kind of a girl. 

The  vibrator  hummed  inside  me  as  I  downed  two  blue  pills  for  the evening then slid my silky stockings up my  oh-so-sensual  legs. Mmmm. I loved this body! 

“Samantha!” Dale called out. “Martini, dear?” 

“Yes, please. I’ll be down in a minute.” 

 



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

Barb and Thom

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

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

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

http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com
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