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It was midsummer by the time the vaccine was administered to everyone in the US. The Chinese had the first cases, and naturally they were the first to apply all their resources to finding the cure, so they found it first. Thank God someone did. Or so I thought when I was given the injection.



I remember reading the potential side effects and signing the waiver, but being able to get back to a normal life was more important than the side effects, which were, as the form said, “…somewhat disturbing for some, but not at all unhealthy.” I signed the form and received my inoculation. I was injected for life and safe.



“Hey, buddy!” Dragging his suitcases, John came in the door of our rented house near campus. He clunked them on the floor and gave me a big bear hug.



“You’re crushing me. Put me down, you oaf!” We both laughed. It was good to see him after all this time. I looked up at him. “You seem no worse for wear.”



“I’m good now. God, it was tough being stuck at home with my parents. Must have been worse for you being here by yourself.” His eyes took me in head to toe, making me self-conscious.



I felt my face flush. I turned away to go into the kitchen. “Want some iced tea?”



“Sure. Let me put my bags away.”



“I’ll meet you on the patio.”



I poured us iced teas and went out. The scent of the late-blooming Japanese lilac filled the air. I sat down and breathed it in. It relaxed me a bit while I nervously wondered how John would react to me or if I
 could
 keep my secret.



He flashed a big smile, trotting down the steps of the old Victorian’s back porch. “Thanks.” He grabbed his frosty tea from the table and slugged half of it down. “Mmm, needed that.” He sat and crossed an ankle over his knee. “I love this place. The lilacs smell like a woman’s perfume.” He looked at me and grinned. “Or is my little buddy wearing perfume?”



“John!”



“Just kidding.” His eyes roamed my face. I crossed my arms over my chest. “You look different.” He squinted and tilted his head, observing me. I felt my face turn red again.



“Stop staring at me.”



“But... you look... good. I mean, somehow, your cheeks are fuller, your lips too. Your skin is perfect. Did you get laser beard removal or a new razor?”



“Ugh... no.The rest must be the lack of activity all this time and eating too much snack food.”



“Right.” He sipped his tea, still watching me over the glass as if I were an animal in the zoo.



I had to break him from his inspection. “Speaking of snacks, want something to snack on? I have some cheese and crackers.”



“Sure.”



I could feel his eyes on me as I went in and came back. I placed them on the table between us and took some.



“Thanks. I guess you have been snacking more. You fill out your jeans a lot more now than you did before. You’re a little uh, hippy. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you almost have the body of a chick now. No offense.”



“Stop it, John. I’m not a girl.”



“Well, I assume not. But I always assumed not. Never had proof, though. Maybe you’re just coming into your adult shape, and you really are a girl.”



“I’m not a girl.”



“Darn. It would be so nice if you were. I mean, you are my best friend ever. You could be my girlfriend.”



“Thanks. Now stop ridiculing me and tell me what you’ve been up to.”



“Same as you, basically. Working the internship from home over the summer. Zoom meetings. Not having any social life. Same sucky shit everyone went through until this vaccine came out. Isn’t it great? Thank god the Chinese shared their vaccine with us. Potential side effects seemed pretty weird, but I made it without any. Almost. I thought they listed increased libido as a side effect just to get more people to take the vaccine, but my libido
 has
 been a lot higher, so it might be a side effect. But that could just be me and being back out in the world. How about yours? Feelin’ hornier lately?”



I nodded quickly. “Uh...yeah.”



“They said another side effect is gynecomastia and other similarly feminizing effects, but nothing unhealthy. In chicks, they said some female physical traits might be emphasized in addition to the libido increase. That could be really great for us,
 hornier-then-ever
 guys, huh, buddy? This could be one hell of a year at school.” He winked at me. “We could get laid. By super women.”



The thought of it made me cross my legs to hide my interest in it. “Yeah, maybe I’ll find out what it’s like. But I don’t think many girls will want me any more than they did before. Probably less.” I laughed. “But what’s less than zero? A negative number?” I sipped and looked over my glass at him. I had to tell him and see what he did. “John, I, uh, had more of the side effects. I lost all my body hair. Except on my head. That’s why my face looks so soft.”



“Wow. You lucked out. No more shaving every morning. Wish that had happened to me.”



“Yeah, I guess that’s true. Saving money on razors now. But it looks weird when I wear shorts. My legs are so smooth and silky-looking, which is why I’m wearing jeans now... Uh, there were other changes, too, that might turn girls off to me.”



He looked me up and down. Stared at my hips, then to my face, and a look of realization came over him. “You... you had the... I mean...” He stared at my chest. “Your hips and butt are shapely now. Your chest doesn’t look like it changed, really.”



I pulled my baggy tee shirt tight. “I have them strapped down. They’re firm D-cups when they’re free.”



His eyes lit up. “Holy shit! You have
 all
 the side effects. Wow. Whaddaya gonna do, buddy?”



“What can I do? I mean, I’m a horny guy with boobs, hips, ass, and a pretty face now. I’m screwed.”



He laughed. “Sorry, didn’t meant to laugh, but that might come true. You look pretty darn good as a girl now. Definitely good enough to be screwed like you said.”



“Hey! Stop that shit. I’m still me. I’m still Bristol... not Brandy, not Brianna, not Betty.”



“But Bristol’s a unisex name. A town’s name too. It means site of the bridge, and it means breast too. It’s really fitting now since you have breasts and are crossing a bridge into another gender.”



“How do you know this shit?



“I was curious when I met you. That’s why I wasn’t sure if you were a girl coming into her adult body now or not. Your name
 is
 genderless.”



“Well, I’m
 not
 a girl. I’m a guy.”



“I never saw you naked. And now you just said you have boobs, and you have a nice ass and hips and a really pretty face now. You
 could
 be a girl.”



“No way. I have a
 dick,
 you idiot.”



“So? Haven’t you herd of chicks with dicks? C’mon, man, be real. Face it. You’re a girl now. Act like one instead of some pissed-off geek. It happened, and now you need to deal with it.”



I glared at him. My eyes filled with tears. My face felt hot, and I knew it was beat red. John came over to me and crouched down. He put his hand on my shoulder. “Hey, man, it’s okay. I didn’t mean to upset you. It’s okay this happened. I mean, you look good for a girl, and heck, you can’t hide it, so you might as well let it become a part of you. Accept it. What choice do you have other than to be miserable about it? Embrace it. Some guys would be thrilled to have this happen to them.” He rubbed my shoulder with his big hand. “C’mon. Relax. I still love ya.”



“You don’t think I’m a freak?”



“Hell no. You’re still you inside. My best friend ever. My little buddy.”



“Thanks. I needed that. I was so worried what
 you’d
 think—more than anyone else.”



“No problem.” He sat back in his seat and slugged down the rest of his iced tea. He flashed a big smile and winked his bright eye. “So, be my girlfriend?”



“John!”
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“Enough. Stop turning me into your girlfriend. Let’s not linger on this subject. Let’s make believe I didn’t have any side effects and take advantage of being together and not having anything to do for a couple of weeks. As long as you’re good with me as the freak I am, I’m good with it. Mind if I unbind my boobs? They’re crying to be let loose.”



“Let ’em go, bud. Can’t wait to see ’em.”



“Now if I let them go, you have to promise not to keep staring at them. I’ll put a bra on so you don’t see my nipples. Promise?”



“I’ll do my best.”



“Okay. Whaddaya say I make us dinner? A couple of big fat steaks and some corn on the cob sound good?”



“Sounds great. I’ll get us some bourbon too. Or don’t you drink bourbon now?”



“I do. Somehow I prefer vodka tonics now, though.”



“Then I’ll get that too. We runnin’ together for it all?”



“Sure. The sooner the better so I can unbind these puppies when we get back.”



“Do it now before we go.”



“I can’t go out like that. They’re really obvious then.”



“So?”



“People will think I’m a girl. I don’t want them to.”



“Whatever. They’ll still think you’re a girl, but without much for boobs.”



“It’s not as obvious, though. Let’s go.”



We ran the errands. Of course, the people I interacted with obviously thought I was a girl, calling me miss, guys smiling evilly at me. All the stuff I’ve been trying to deal with.



“See, Bristol? It’s obvious. You’re a girl. Everyone thinks so. Accept it.” He reached over the console and took my hand.



I yanked it from him. “Stop. Please stop!” I covered my eyes and held back the tears.



“Bristol... buddy. This is life. You need to get past these stages you’re in. You’re in denial, anger, bargaining, and depression. The sooner you get to acceptance, the quicker you can move on and have a normal life.”



He glanced at me as I wiped my eyes. “I know you’re right, but...”



“Of course I’m right. You know all the stages, and the only good place to be is acceptance. Now just be a man and get past them. Once you do, you can become what you’re now so physically ready for. I think you’ve been blessed with this. No offense, but you’re
 better
 looking than you ever were.”



“Really? Am I
 really
 that good looking?” I watched him while he drove to see his expressions.



He shook his head. “Not as a guy anymore—sorry, but you were a pretty geeky-looking guy—but as a girl, you’re fabulous. Who cares what you have beneath your skirt? I don’t.” His hand slid, took mine from my lap and held it. “You’re still the you I care for and always will. So be who you are now. Enjoy it.” He squeezed my hand. “It’s all gonna be okay.”



I took a deep breath and squeezed his hand back, then took my hand away. “Thanks. I’ll try.”



“Good girl.”



“John!”
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I unstrapped my breasts, put on a pretty lace bra with matching panties, then put on my baggy boys’ jeans and a white button-down shirt with my Frye boots. I felt better knowing John was so accepting. When I went back downstairs, he had the corn shucked and a pot on the stove, the steaks seasoned and ready. A gin and tonic with a lime waited for me and a two-finger bourbon on the rocks for him.



He handed me my drink and raised his glass to me. “To being able to enjoy life.”



I clinked mine to his and sipped. “Wow, this is a gin and tonic?”



“I made it a little stiff. Thought you could use it.”



I drank some down. “Mmm, I think I can get used to it. Nice fresh lime.”



“I muddled one first after washing it well, then put a fresh wedge on the rim. I wanted it to be really tasty for you.”



“Thanks. It is.” I raised my eyebrows and sipped some more, looking at his bright eyes smiling at me as he sipped his bourbon.



He put his drink down. “Okay. Whaddaya say we have a couple drinks before dinner, then I’ll cook for us.”



“Sounds great. It’s so nice not being isolated again. I missed you. I missed everyone, though. Even acquaintances, but most of all I missed you.”



He put his arm around my shoulder like he used to, and we started to walk out back. “Me too. Same thing. It was hell. FaceTime and talking on the phone just isn’t the same.” He slapped my shoulder. “Good to see you.”



We sat in separate chairs. His eyes went to my breasts and flitted back and forth to my face.



I felt my face blush.



“You’re blushing.”



“You’re staring again. It makes me feel self-conscious.”



“Sorry.” His eyes met mine. “Maybe we should go shopping tomorrow and get you some girls’ clothes. Those old boots, jeans, and shirts of yours make it look like you’re a girl trying to be a guy. No offense, but I’d be glad to buy you some new stuff.”



I shrugged and sipped down a good bit of my drink. “Maybe.”



“It would show your acceptance. It might actually make you feel good.”



“Feel good being a girl?”



“Sure. A gorgeous girl. When you put on the right clothes and things. Maybe a new haircut and some new earrings. Acceptance.”



I stared blankly at him and nodded. I finished my drink and rattled the ice in the glass. “As a girl, it would be okay to ask you to mix me another, right?” I held it out to him.



He laughed and stood. “Of course. Good idea. You’re starting to see the advantages now.” He went inside and mixed another.



I drew in the lilac scent and leaned my head back. I massaged my breasts, and they felt so nice. I throbbed in my panties and rubbed myself through my jeans a few times. I had
 such
 a high libido. I should have just taken care of it like I usually do, a few times a day now, but I didn’t.



John came out smiling with two fresh drinks. “Here you go, girl.”



“John!”



“You need to get used to it, so I’m not gonna let you forget it. Salud!” He held his drink up to me.



“Salud.” We drank.



We chatted about things like isolation, fears, and the year ahead of each of us in school. I had become so relaxed, I forgot I wasn’t a guy. It was a relief. We were our old selves again. Two best friends, a mutual admiration society.
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We had a great time and ended the night smoking cigars and sipping bourbon. I slept really well and woke feeling great. I hopped into the shower, and as was the case lately, my body felt so sensual, my breasts and nipples so sensitive that my hands couldn’t help lathering and massaging them. The delicate jasmine scent of the soap filled my nostrils. I slid one hand to my ever-hard shaft and stroked it with a soapy hand as I hung onto the wall. My knees went weak while I finished getting the monkey off my back, at least for the moment.



I toweled off, blew my hair dry, and put it in a ponytail. I brushed my teeth and dressed in my jeans, boots, and button-down shirt, but this time wearing a bra instead of strapping the puppies down. I stared at myself in the mirror. John was right. I was more girl than guy now, and I needed to accept it and move on. If I didn’t, I’d continue to be miserable like I had been and would never enjoy life.



In the kitchen, John was making us breakfast. “Hey, buddy. Sleep well?”



“Really well. Haven’t slept that well in ages.”



“Good.” He put two plates of French toast down for us and sat.



I sat across from him and dug in.



He tapped his plate with his fork. “So, ready to go shopping and stuff?”



“I guess.”



“I looked on the web and found a spa. They’re having a special for a cut, color, pedicure, and manicure with fake nails for a steal. I’ll buy if you’re game.”



I took a deep breath and let it out. “John, do you think I need to? I mean, what’s wrong with the way I am?”



“Bristol, you need to get into this like it’s a role in a play. You need to immerse yourself in being a girl. Girls have those things done. I think it’ll be a good start for you to make you see the girl you are. Please? Do it for me.”



I flipped my hair over my shoulder and played with the ponytail. “What kind of cut would I get? I don’t have a clue.”



“Let them figure it out. That’s what they do.”



“And a color too?”



“Why not? Highlight, color, whatever. Let them do it all. It’ll be fun. You’ll see. You’ll see the new you pop.”



I nodded. I thought about what it would be like to have long painted fingernails, pretty toenails, and a girl’s haircut. Somehow, it gave me a little thrill.



“They could probably do your makeup at the same time. Might as well so you can see how they do it, and then we could buy the cosmetics you’ll need.”



“Makeup?”



“Sure. It’ll emphasize your features. You
 have
 to try it.”



“Okay. I’ll do it. If I look like a freak, it’ll be your fault.”



“Good. You won’t. Trust me, you’ll be gorgeous, and you won’t believe your eyes.
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John was right. After the spa, I couldn’t stop looking at myself. I took selfies and looked in the visor mirror while John drove. It was crazy.



“See!? Told ya, buddy. Don’t you look great?”



“God, yes. I can’t believe it. I love the highlighting in my hair and the way she gave it so many layers and texture. I love how my hands look with these pretty nails and how they did my makeup. I’m gorgeous. I make myself hard just looking at myself. I’m the girl of my dreams.” I throbbed in my panties. “God, this is weird.”



“Not weird. Nice. You make
 me
 hard too, baby.” His hand slid over and squeezed mine on the console. I squeezed it and let it go. “Don’t start with that, John. I’m not a girl. Eww.”



“Yeah, yeah, right.” He laughed.



We shopped in the mall, and John helped me pick out shoes, dresses, skirts, tops, lingerie, earrings, jewelry, perfumes, makeup, purses and pocketbooks, stockings and pantyhose, and on and on. He was having as much fun as I was. I felt like his Barbie doll and loved trying on all the new clothes.



I absolutely relished wearing my new high-heeled boots out of the store. They changed my walk and made my hips sway and breasts bounce with each short stride. I was hard as a rock in my panties all day just from looking at myself in the mirrors and feeling the fabrics of the clothing. Even without an increased libido, I would have felt aroused. I was immersed in femininity, sensuality, and sexuality. I felt more enticing, confident, and sensual than ever.



We dragged all my new things home, and John helped me clear out my closets and drawers, wash my new clothes, and put them away. By the time we were done, we were both starving.



He put his hand on my shoulder. “Okay, girl. I’m taking you to dinner tonight to celebrate. I’m so happy you finally immersed yourself in the new you.”



“Me too. It feels so natural and nice. Thanks.” I sat on my bed and crossed my legs, bouncing my foot in my boot. “Let’s go eat.” I stood.



“Uh, why don’t you change first? Put on that little black dress, maybe, and your new strappy black stilettos with some silky stockings. I’ll put on some dress pants and a nice shirt and coat, okay?”



I stared at him—his eyes were bright with anticipation. “I, uh… I’m not sure I should do that.”



His face fell. “Why? That’s what we bought the nice clothes for right?”



“Right, but...You’ll get all hot for me, probably. Plus, I’m already horny as hell, and dressing like that will compound it.”



“Good. You’ll feel sexy... like you are. And why can’t I be attracted to you? You’re my best friend, and now you’re a girl. You’re the most attractive girl I know. What are you gonna do? Wear jeans and sweatpants around me all the time?”



I took a deep breath and stared at the floor. “Yeah. You’re right. I don’t want to do that. I like looking nice now.” I looked back up at him and glared at him, shaking my index finger with its long, painted nail. “But promise me you won’t make any passes at me. You know I’m not
 really
 a girl.”



“Promise. I disagree, though. You are a girl who just happens to have something special about her. But I’ll be on my best behavior, even though you’re a hottie. I promise.”



“Good. Then let me get dressed. I can’t wait. I’ll see you in a few minutes.”



I ran inside and placed the dress, heels, and stockings on the bed. I stripped and hung my clothes up then put on a black lace garter belt and some sheer suntan stockings. They felt like heaven on my legs, and I was rock hard as I slid the tight, stretchy black lace panties on to keep it flat against my belly. I put on a matching pushup bra and slipped on the black V-neck, chiffon-overlay mini dress. I adjusted my breasts in it, then smoothed it out. Fortunately, the dress was loose enough to hide my fierce hard-on, pressed tight against my belly.



I slid on the strappy, open-toed, sinfully high stilettos, then fastened the ankle straps, admiring my pretty, shiny pink toenails. I went into the bathroom, touched up my lipstick, and added a little more blush to my cheekbones. I stared at the pretty, smiling, glowing girl looking back at me as I sprayed perfume all over me and under my dress. I went into the bedroom, loaded a purse and slung it over my shoulders, then went to the full-length mirror and admired myself.



I was hot. No longer a mundane-looking guy, but a sexy-looking girl. I took my image in and rubbed myself through the dress while massaging my breast. My nipples were hard against the bra and sent tingles into me. I was
 soo
 horny and felt
 soo
 sexy and sensual. I wanted to get rid of it right then and there, finish with my image as my own fantasy, but it all felt so good, I didn’t want the feelings to leave for even a little while. I took a deep breath, stopped fondling myself, and went out to find John.



He was sitting on the patio smoking a cigar and sipping an iced tea. He looked handsome in his dress pants, button-down shirt and sport-coat. His eyes lit up and he stood when my sinfully high heels clicked onto the patio in my vulnerable, mincing, and sexy walk. “Wow! Holy cow. You look fabulous. Stunning.” He came over to me and lifted my hand above my head to have me turn in a circle. “Incredibly beautiful, Bristol. Like a dream come true.”



“Thanks! It feels like heaven. I feel so sexy and pretty and sensual and alive...
 so alive.
 It’s fascinating.”



He sniffed my hair. “Mmm, and you even smell like a dream.”



He took both my hands and took me in, looking me up and down, his face filled with joy. His eyes landed on mine as I smiled, gazing up at him. He leaned down and tried to kiss my lips. “Stop. You promised. Besides you’ll mess my lipstick.”



“I saw the lipstick you bought. It’s twenty-four-hour stuff. It won’t mess.” He tried to kiss me again.



“Stop, John. Please?”



“Okay, okay. You’re no fun.” He offered his arm to me. I took it and we walked around the outside of the house, his strong arm providing needed stability on the stone path to his car, which he’d parked out front. He opened my door and held it while I slid in and slid my dress under me. I could get used to that. He went around and got in his side.



“You treat me like a lady. Thank you. It’s nice. Makes me feel special.”



“You’re a truly wonderful lady, so you deserve it.” He drove off and I delighted in just sitting there, my legs crossed, bouncing a foot and unconsciously sliding my hand on my thigh, caressing it. I throbbed in my panties inescapably and continuously, as if it were conducting an orchestra. I checked myself in the visor mirror, playing with the layers of my new hairstyle.



“Stop looking at yourself. You look incredible.” He flashed me a smile. “And you probably feel incredible the way your face practically glows, and you haven’t stopped caressing your leg.”



I stopped caressing it. “Uh, I do feel wonderful, and it feels so nice to slide my hand on my leg. My skin’s so alive. It’s as if it has more sensation. My hand loves doing it, and so does my leg.” I ran my long-nailed fingers through my hair, then forcibly placed my hands in my lap and admired them.



“Love your nails too, honey. They look really nice.”



“They do, thanks.”



John laughed.



“What?”



Nothing. It’s fine. Don’t let me stop you.”



“Stop what?”



“You don’t even realize it, do you? You’re caressing your luscious leg again.”



I looked at my hand gliding on it, the tips of my nails drifting sensually across it and then my palm sliding back. “God, I know. I guess it’s an unconscious habit now. A tic of sorts. It just feels so good.”



“Better than squeezing your breasts. No one will say anything about you caressing your gorgeous legs. I just wish it were me doing that.”



I grinned and glanced at John, and he smiled, looking forward. I imagined his big hand caressing me like that while we sat side by side. The thought made the conductor in my panties continue to lead the orchestra, but in bigger, more frequent leaps as if the music he conducted sped up and got louder. I took a deep breath. “Maybe if you’re a good boy, I’ll let you do that at dinner.”



His eyes popped open. “I’ll be good. I promise.”



I glanced at his pants and could see him hardening in them. Interestingly enough, it didn’t gross me out but made me feel proud to be so alluring and attractive. It was a compliment to my new feminine self.



“Good. I’m glad that can make you happy,” I said. “I do owe you for all you did for me today and for taking us to dinner.”



“Nah. You don’t owe me anything, buddy. I’m thrilled to do it.”



I put my hand on his on the console and squeezed it. “Thanks, John. I really appreciate it. You
 are
 my best friend.”



John pulled up to the entrance of the restaurant. The valet opened my door and held it while I got out, then he went around to John’s side and got in the car. John offered his arm to me again, I took it, and we walked into the place. The matre d’ found our reservation and ushered us to a couch and tables on the shady patio overlooking the gardens.



John motioned to it and said, “I thought this would be nicer than a table inside. They have lots of tapas on the menu that we can eat on the couch without a problem.”



“It’s lovely, actually.”



“Lovely?”



“Yes, lovely.”



“Listen to you using a word like that. You’re becoming more of a girl every minute.”



“It just fits, that’s all.”



“Okay, honey. If you say so.” He motioned for me to sit. I sat and crossed my legs and placed my purse alongside me. John sat next to me, his firm thigh against mine. He let his hand rest on my stockinged leg. It felt so nice having him touch me like that, and the sensations it sent into me were enlivening. In my panties, the conductor conducted valiantly. He’d need an intermission soon or he’d mess up his podium and music stand by shooting all over the place.



The waiter came and took our drink orders. John’s hand began to slide on my leg. The conductor leapt and stood tall. I felt him ooze a bit. My skin tingled from John’s touch. His eyes locked onto mine. “Your stockings are so nice. So silky and smooth. They must feel great on your legs. Your legs look fabulous in them. So touchable.”



“They do. So you enjoy doing that to your buddy?”



“I can’t lie. It feels good to touch you. I never got to touch you like this. It seems so natural now. A meant-to-be.” His eyes gazed lovingly at me, and I almost fell into them. The attention he was giving me was so satisfying... heartwarming, even. Something I’d never had before from anyone. I placed my hand on his and squeezed it, then let it rest on his hand as he glided it on my leg.



Our drinks came and he toasted. “To the new girl in town. May she have everything she could ever want and be the happiest she ever was.”



We clinked and I watched my pretty, long-nailed fingers hold the stem of my lemon-drop martini and bring it delicately to my lips. I sipped it daintily and let the tart sweetness run across my tongue. “Mmm, nice to be able to have a drink like this. It would be frowned upon if a guy drank one. Taste it?” I held it out to him, and he sipped it. “Mmm, a little sweet for my tastes, but nice. Crisp. Thanks.” He washed it down with some bourbon.



I held my drink and gazed upon the gardens. The breeze, wafting the scent of freshly cut grass, caressed my legs and blew under the hem of my dress. My hair danced lightly on my forehead. I bounced one foot, toes pointed in my heels, and John slid his hand on my thigh. I was in heaven. He put an arm around me. At first I flinched, but then I relaxed and let my head rest against his strong shoulder. “Mmm, it’s nice here.”



“It is.” He squeezed me tight to him. “It’s even nicer because you’re close to me. I usually only got to be close to you when I gave you a bear hug or slapped your shoulder. This is much nicer. Is this okay?”



“It is nice, John. I admit. It feels wonderful.”



“Good. So I’m still being a good boy, honey?”



“Yes, a very good boy. And by the way, it feels nice when you call me honey too. For some reason, it feels appropriate the way you treat me like a lady and all.”



“Good. See? You’re immersing yourself in your new self. That’s wonderful. No more denial, anger, depression. You’re in acceptance. Doesn’t it feel better than the way you were being?”



“Much. Thank you.”



He leaned in to kiss me. I pecked him quickly on the lips and pulled back. “Not sure I’m ready for that yet. Or ever.”



He grimaced, picked up his bourbon, and sipped it, looking at me. “That’s okay. I’ll take you however you are. It’s just good to be with you and to be able to be closer to you. You’re worth it.” He clinked my drink. “Best friends forever.”



“Forever.” I sipped.



We had a few drinks with our tapas and enjoyed just being together again. I was so relaxed when just leaning back against John’s strong chest, his arm around me holding me tight. He’d caress my leg and I’d feel his hard thigh with my hand as the conductor conducted with a steady beat.



I didn’t know how much more of it I could take, being on the edge so much. Feeling John’s hand on me and his hard thigh under mine, his strong chest holding me against him, leaning my head on his shoulder and smelling his cologne and the fresh air... it was all so much.



I was losing my old paradigms on how two buddies should interact, and John was now becoming sexually interesting and exciting to me. But I couldn’t even kiss him yet. I wanted to, but... I somehow feared it as if it would doom me.



I had been given an injection to protect my life and now I was immune to a deadly virus and my life was safe, but the thoughts I was having conflicted with the way I had always been. I was a man, a geek of a man, but a man of sorts, all my life. Now I was something else. Something more alive, something better in so many ways, but I wanted things I would never have wanted. Or would I have wanted them if my views were different?



Oh god, would I need another type of injection to save this new life? The conductor led the symphony as I thought about that kind of intimacy with John. And yet I couldn’t even kiss him without flinching. But it was John. My best friend who always loves me no matter what. My favorite person in the world. Could I accept an injection from him and have our new life?



I held his hand and gazed into his eyes. He smiled and slid his hand on my silky, stockinged thigh, sending ripples of pleasure though me. I ran my hand along his thigh and ever so lightly...I just had to...I ever so lightly let my palm slip across his hardness. It was a very large needle for an injection. I tentatively wrapped fingers around it loosely, feeling it‘s firm length and girth, making me proud of how aroused I made him. I gave it a squeeze. My heart raced. My face flushed.The conductor leapt as I leaned forward, gave him a peck on the lips, and put my hands back in my lap.



John nodded and grinned then held his drink to me to clink against mine and shot his down then said, “Don’t look so flustered, Bristol. You’re gonna be fine... honey.”
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We had a wonderful time at dinner that night. We finished with espressos, and John drove us home. On the way I couldn’t help leaning on the console to be closer to him. My legs were side by side and slipping against each other slowly and sensually. I held his right hand in both of mine and gazed at him; the passing streetlights bathed him in occasional flashes of light. I was falling in love, and yet I was afraid. We were silent as we listened to soft music and the hum of the engine.



At home, I didn’t yet want to take off the new clothes I loved wearing so much nor face what we might do next. Still, I wanted John to know how much I enjoyed the evening. “John, how about a nightcap? We can sleep in tomorrow, and it’s a beautiful night to spend more time outdoors.”



“Sure, honey. What would you like? I’ll mix it for you.” His arms rested on my shoulders as he gazed down, smiling at me.



“How about one of your famous gin and tonics, mixed stiff, with muddled lime?”



“No problem. Coming right up. Just relax out here and I’ll bring it out.”



I sat and looked up to the stars. My conductor seemed to have taken an intermission, finally. I simply enjoyed the fresh breeze on my lightly clad body, the smell of the lilacs, and the starry sky. It was a terrific end to a wonderful evening.



John came out and sat by me, and we fit into our now usual arrangement, with me tucked under his arm. We clinked and sipped, and I said, “Thank you. Thank you so much for the best night of my life.”



His eyes filled with love. “God, yes. For me too. It was the best ever.” He hugged me tight to him. “Feeling more in your skin now?”



“Very. My brain is still weird, though.”



“Give it time.” His hand caressed my leg, but this time, being home and private, he slid it farther under the hem of my dress, with long, sensual strokes on my leg, lightly squeezing it at the same time. It sent ripples of pleasure through me, and my conductor began the second half with vigor.



I squeezed John’s thigh and caught a glimpse of his hardness for me in his pants. I slid my hand on his thigh, trying to resist getting closer to it, knowing how much it excited me at the restaurant the brief moments I felt it before.



John grasped my hand and pressed my palm on it. “Please, feel how hard you’re making me. That’s how attracted I am to you.”



I did feel how hard and he was—conducting his own orchestra in his pants, except his was much, much larger than mine. My heart raced with excitement again. I slid my palm against it, loving how hard he was for me. John unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, then took his whole shaved package out and wrapped my fingers around his shaft. “Oh yes, Bristol, your hands are so soft and feel so nice.”



It was so warm and silky and hairless.



He looked into my eyes and leaned down to kiss me. I backed away and moved his head to my neck. He kissed it and ran his tongue in circles on it, one hand’s fingers wrapped in my hair. His other hand moved to my breast and began to massage it. I stroked him and let the sensations he sent into my neck and breast harden my nipples and my own shaft.



I was thrilled being able to give him such pleasure and to feel him giving me such pleasure. I took a breast out of my dress, and John tweaked the nipple repeatedly. His big hand wrapped around, squeezed, and lightly tugged my breast while he continued to kiss my neck. I was alive with sensations.



I moved his head from my neck to gaze into his eyes. I wanted to kiss him but couldn’t. I looked down at his shaft, nearly the size of a can of tennis balls as my tiny hand with glimmering fingernails stroked it lovingly. It was a gorgeous sight, seeing my pretty hand wrapped around it. A real man’s meat, which I made this hard and desirous for me. My best friend’s meat.



I looked back into his bliss-filled eyes. “This is heaven,” he said. “Thank you.” He tried to kiss me again, and I pushed him back and slid down to the ground. I knelt on a pillow and took him directly into my mouth. He let out a moan and rested his hands on my head.



I reveled in the sensation of his firm, thick shaft in my mouth and on my lips as I bobbed my head on it and ran my tongue around it; the tip tasted salty. It all gave me a shiver, and I pressed my hardness against his leg and humped his calf lightly.



I was in some sort of a dream as I sucked him, amazed at how good it felt to me and to him. I was tingling all over, my exposed breast feeling the cool breeze on the wetness left by his mouth, my nipple hard and rubbing against his pants as I bobbed.



John’s hands started to squeeze my head tighter. His excitement invigorated me, and I intensified my ministrations. My hands and mouth were filled with him. I tugged his shaved globes and stroked the part of his shaft I couldn’t take any deeper into my fully opened mouth. I gazed up at him to find his eyes on me. His face contorted as he moaned and squeezed my head even tighter.



I nodded, begging him, and looking into his eyes. Mine were wide open as I nodded and mumbled around his shaft, trying to let him know I was giving him permission and I craved having him release for me. He grunted, knowing what I wanted from him now, his eyes locked on mine. His huge hands nearly crushed my skull as his shaft swelled in my fist and mouth. The first gush flooded across my tongue. I went wild on it, hungry for every drop of his passion for me. His gift to me. Another pulse went through his velvet shaft through my fist and into my hungry mouth. I swallowed looking into his eyes. He thrusted and rolled his eyes letting out a gasp.



My nipple rubbed his pants over and over while I bobbed my head on it, and I came in my panties, my body shuddering as I did. I whimpered around his pumping shaft, “
 Mumph, umph, mmm…
 ” His eyes remained locked on mine while his shaft swelled and shot.



He had to pull me off him after he was done because I kept trying to get more from him. I slid up to him, and he wrapped his arms around me. I grasped his throbbing wet shaft in my hand because I didn’t want to let it go. He tried to kiss my lips, and I gave him a quick peck. He shook his head. “I love you so much, and you won’t even kiss me. You know I love you.”



“I know you love me, John. I always did, I guess.”



“And? Do you love me?”



“Well, I mean of course. I mean… like I always have.”



“I mean love like a woman and a man. Like a couple. I love you that way.”



“I know.”



He laughed and shook his head. “Okay. I’ll be patient. So! I
 must
 congratulate you. That was fabulous, girl. Did you finish too? I saw you shudder and shake, and your hips were moving.”



I lowered my head and raised my doe eyes to him, then nodded sheepishly.



“Good, girl! I’m so happy you enjoyed that. Just wait until we make love tonight.” He peppered my cheeks with kisses.



I pushed his chest back and glared at him. “What?”



“Well, why not? I’ll be ready soon. Your soft little hand on it will see to that.”



I stopped unconsciously fondling it and let it go like a hot iron. Before, the idea seemed nice, intimate. But now, after I came, the old mindset kicked in. “John! No. I could
 never
 do that.”



“But...”



“No butt stuff.
 Eww
 ! Now let’s just relax here and enjoy the fresh air and stars. Hold me close and make me feel safe and normal.” I curled my legs up on the couch and snuggled against him. I tried to imagine what it might be like to have him inside me, filling me and making me whole, the way a real woman would be. Then I remembered what I had always been, and I put it out of my mind and stared at the stars, content to be in his arms and accepted by him.
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I woke in my bed, alone. The sun streamed in through the window, and the birds chirped outside. A fresh breeze blew across my face. I stretched and sat up on the edge of the bed. I looked at the sheets on the other side and they were undisturbed. I had slept alone. John must have carried me to bed and put me under the sheets. He was honoring my wishes.



I peeked in on him as he lay on his bed, one long leg extended, the other folded halfway. He lay at an angle, his morning wood stretched out fully, the tip glistening and a tiny wet spot on the sheet. My heart raced as my mind recorded the image of his hard body, hard ass, strong legs and arms, and his
 very
 substantial wood. His head was on the pillow with his hands beneath it, a half-smile on his face. Was he thinking of me?



I thought about going to him. I was throbbing in my panties again. I took a deep breath and locked his image into my mind.



I went into the bathroom and stripped, then washed my stockings and hung them to dry on the towel bar. I put my clothes in the hamper and climbed into the shower. It didn’t take but a couple of soapy strokes to my mind’s image of John making love to me to lose the strength in my knees while spurting my lust into the streams of water. I caught my breath and finished showering quickly. I had to get past my old paradigms, and soon. I wanted it. Why was I fighting it?



I did my hair and makeup and went back into my closet. I had so many pretty things to pick from that it took me a few minutes to find a floral, halter-top mini dress with a flared hem. I slid into it without a bra. I topped it with a lightweight, knitted, beige short-sleeve crop top, slid on some wedge heels, and went into the kitchen.



It was uncanny how a woman can wear only a pair of shoes and a mini dress, and to the world, she appears to be fully dressed. I felt deliciously naked, and my hardness beneath the dress never showed while it swung to and fro. I made us a big breakfast of pancakes, eggs, and bacon.



The smells of the food and coffee must have made it down the hall, because John came in wearing flip-flops and a pair of tight short shorts, his thickness plainly revealing its shape beneath them. His bare chest showed his firm but not overdone muscles. He was like a Greek god.



He kissed me on the cheek. “Good morning, honey. Sleep well?”



He wrapped his arms around me, leaning back, smiling, and looking into my eyes. I couldn’t help but smile back and reach up to give him a peck on the lips. “Yes. Very well. Did you have to carry me to bed?”



“Yup.”



“Why didn’t you wake me?”



“You were too cute, and you don’t weigh that much. You were already all wrapped up in my arms.”



“Thank you for putting me in my own bed. That was very well-mannered of you. You were
 such
 a good boy.”



“I had to. If you were in bed with me, I would have made love to you... or tried. Maybe tonight you’ll be ready.”



“Uh...” I undid myself from him, took the plate of pancakes from the top of the stove and brought them to the table. “Coffee?”



“Yes, please.”



I poured us both coffees and John brought the rest of the food to the table while I poured grapefruit juice. We sat and began to eat.



He smiled up from his food while chewing and then said, “So, what’s up for today?”



I shrugged and wondered if I should tell him the plans I’d made after doing some Google research while making breakfast. If I told him, he might think it was a given, and I might disappoint him more than I had already. If I didn’t tell him, I had to go out without him to keep it a secret. Then I’d miss being with him for that time, and I’d have to hide what I was doing when I got home too. I needed to find something to busy him with. I’d be hiding things from him. Would it be worth it, though? What if I disappointed him by chickening out? “Hmm, not sure yet, John. Let me think about it while we eat.”



“Okay honey. Whatever you want.” He smiled and winked, then dug into his plate.
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We finished breakfast and cleaned up.



“Something wrong, Bristol? You’re awfully quiet.” John wrapped his arms around me from behind and nuzzled my neck. “Mmm, you smell good.”



I turned to face him and looked into his eyes. Should I? I had to. “John, about making love to me…”



“I don’t have to. Don’t worry, honey. I’ll be happy with you without it if it’s too much for you. I didn’t mean to press you on it.”



“I know. That’s sweet of you to be so considerate. But... I know it would be wonderful, and I want to be able to be fulfilled like that. With you and I joined like that. Feeling you inside me and feeling you as you drive your passion into me. It’s incredibly exciting to think of.”



His eyes opened wide, and a smile filled his face. “Really? That’s fantastic. We’ll go slow. I’ll be careful.”



“Well, I looked up how to learn how to do such things on Google, and I found a place that has what I need to get ready for it.”



“What? A training class?”



“No, silly!” I laughed at the thought of it. “Can you imagine a class like that? No, it’s an adult store not far from here. After I Googled the best way to get ready for it, their advertisement showed up on the right. I clicked it, and they have a website. There’s a kit with everything in it for getting girls like me—well, and guys too—ready to take on men like you.”



“That’s amazing.”



“I thought it was, but with the number of web searches like the one I did, I think it’s much more common than you’d think. It made me feel like I wasn’t such a freak.”



“Good, because you aren’t a freak. So let’s go. I’ll treat! I can’t wait.” He hugged me and peppered my face with kisses, then tugged me by the hand.



“John, you need to put some clothes on.”



“Oh yeah. Be right back.”



“I’ll be on the patio with an iced tea.”



“‘Kay.”



I dug in the junk drawer and took out the emergency smokes, poured a tea and went out. I sat and crossed my smooth, bare legs and arranged my hard-on beneath my dress, lit a cigarette and rested my wrist against my hardness, pressing on it. I took a deep drag, feeling the breeze up my dress and in my hair. It was heavenly. Now I’d be ready for John, and my paradigm would be broken. I was proud of myself.



I sipped my iced tea while with one hand I stroked myself through my dress and imagined what it would be like. I had to be careful because the thought of it was so stimulating. I stopped and tucked it between my legs, then smoked the cigarette and watched the birds in the yard.



“Ready.” John came out in jeans and a white oxford button-down.



I stood and straightened my dress, covering my desire. “You look nice. Crisp and cool.” I took his hand.



“Thanks.”



He drove us to the place. It wasn’t seedy like most adult stores were. It was modern and clean. We entered and a woman behind the counter greeted us cheerily. “Hi there, you two. Beautiful day, isn’t it?”



“Gorgeous,” I said. “I saw your advertisement on a Google search and decided to come and get your training kit.”



“Ah, very good. Do you know which one? Sissy, dominatrix, submissive...?”



“Uh, not them. It’s for beginning to be able to, um, use the back door, so to speak.”



“Ah yes. Right this way.”



She clicked in her heels as we followed, her hips swaying in her denim miniskirt. She led us to a display. “Here they are. Each is complete with a shower attachment for proper hygiene, sequentially sized trainers, realistic or plug, both with vibration, and then there’s another with an e-stim chastity cage to drive libido up. Not many people need that today with the vaccine’s side effects, which have affected so many. Isn’t it liberating not having to wear a mask again and then to top it off with the wonderful side effects? I never felt so good in my life. I was one of the lucky ones who got them all. I was just a geeky guy before.” She smiled proudly and squeezed her breast. “What a dream to grow a pair of these. Did you two have any effects?”



We both nodded and I said, “John has the libido, and I have the whole package. We were best buddies before and now, well...” I looked at John. “We’ve fallen in love.”



“Congratulations. See? A silver lining in the cloud.” Her eyes roamed me to check out my new parts. “Very lucky. You came out so well. Most of us girls I’ve met so far did. Seems there are other couples like you. I’ve been selling these kits like hotcakes. So. Any preference?” She motioned to the display.



We gawked at them.



“Take your time. Let me know if you have any questions.”



I grabbed the lowest-priced kit.



“Uh, sorry, that one’s only for display, and it’s out of stock.”



“Oh, okay.” I picked up the next one.



“That one has the realistic dildos. You can feel one on the shelf next to the box. See how real it looks? And the skin is even realistic. Vibrates too. They feel wonderful inside, and there’s a strappy thing to wear with it to keep it in well when you’re walking and wearing it during the day.”



“Hmm. Okay, this might work. Don’t really need to enhance the libido any with an e-stim cage.”



“Again, unfortunately, that kit’s only for display. Unlike the first one though, I’m getting a shipment in tomorrow, if you want to come back. The only one I have in stock right now is the Wife Maker. It’s the one with the best dildos and the e-stim cage. It’s right next to it.”



I looked at the price. “Uh, gosh. Maybe we should come back, John.”



“Nonsense. Get it. I like the thought of you being my wife.”



I grinned. “You do? Really?”



Another couple came into the store and another after them. They waited by the counter.



“Really, John? Your wife?” I hugged him tight.



“How sweet you two are,” the saleswoman said. “I’ll get it from the back and ring it up for you, and you can get started today. More couples just came in. You were the lucky ones. This was the last one in stock.”



She rang us out, and as we left, we heard the new couple making the same type of inquiry.



“Seems this is the latest thing,” I said as we made our way to the car.



“Makes sense. People are accommodating their new lives.”



John drove quickly, both of us laughing and talking about what I was about to do. When we got home, John put the attachment onto the shower, and I followed the instructions and cleaned out. Then, I put the cage on, feeling that since we’d paid for it, I should use it. I adjusted the stimulation; it made me fill the cage and sent a not unpleasant current into my horny little rod. Then I lubed the plug called “Junior”and slid it into me. I turned it on and adjusted it.



I walked back out to John on the patio. “Uh, I don’t know if I can take a week’s worth of training. This e-stim and the vibrating and stuff feels luscious. It’s... hmm... riding the edge.”



“Wow. Nice. Imagine how you’ll feel in a week. You can’t just do the first little one, and since we have the whole set, you may as well follow the instructions and do it right. I don’t want to end up hurting you.”



I sat next to him and bounced one leg over the other. Ripples of sensation went through me. “True. You did get the Wife Maker kit.” I kissed his lips lightly. “We should buy stock in battery companies if everyone’s buying these kits.” I laughed.



“Speaking of wife…” John slid off the couch and onto his knees. He took my hand and gazed into my eyes. He reached into his pocket and took out a cigar band then said, “Will you be my wife, Bristol? To have and to hold till death do us part?”



My eyes teared up. I looked at him holding my hand, prepared to put the cigar band on my finger. I took a deep breath and looked into his eyes. “God, yes!”



He slid it on and went to give me a kiss. I couldn’t open my mouth to do it deeply, and after a moment of our lips pressed together, he pulled back.



“I’m sorry, John. I don’t know why.”



“Relax—it’s okay, honey.” He kissed my forehead and sat next to me. He held both my hands and looked into my eyes. “I’m so happy we’re getting married. This can work out really well too. I mean, you have a week of training. We could get married, and the training would end on our wedding night if you want.”



“Uh, what if I flinch? You’d be married to someone who couldn’t let you make love to her.”



He shrugged his shoulders. “No big deal. But I think you’ll be more than ready by then.” He grinned. “You do have the Wife Maker kit.”
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We followed the instructions in the kit to a tee. I didn’t want to fail, and day by day, I longed for John even more. Part of the routine, besides upping the size of the realistic parts inside of me—which felt wonderful—was the suggestion to take care of the future penetrator on a regular basis, as frequently as possible, for the first five days. The idea was to get him used to frequent release and then stop for a while to let it all build up. An interesting technique. It was a dream come true for both of us, with such frequent indulgence, but it also had the intended effect on me; locked in cage not being allowed any release. It made me want release even more.



Showers were difficult, because I had to be careful about the stimulation of the water with my cage off. I wasn’t allowed to get the monkey off my back in the morning anymore, and when the water stimulated any sensitive parts, I oozed from the tip in a long stream. It was heavenly torture.



We shopped for a wedding dress, and John found us some inexpensive wedding bands and an engagement ring for me that arrived from Amazon in two days. Neither of us wanted to waste money on real jewelry when the cheap things they had today, with titanium and fake diamonds, looked just as good. I loved admiring my engagement ring on my hand with my long, painted, and pretty nails. It looked especially nice when I wrapped my fingers around John’s luscious tool.



I was so gratified by what I was now. We watched the news—or at least I listened to some of it while indulging in John—about how the vaccine and all its side effects had changed the world for the better. Economies were booming, battery sales were at all-time highs, and couples were getting married at record-breaking rates. The world was in love... just like us.



Our government representatives weren’t immune from side effects, either, and made same-sex marriages and LGBT equality a permanent part of the landscape. Another silver lining.



The days passed and the day of our wedding was right around the corner.



“Let’s go to dinner, Bristol. I need to distract myself from thinking so much about this.”



“Are you nervous?”



“Hell no. Just want to have you as my wife... and not being able to get any relief the last couple days, like the instructions said I should do, has me at wits’ end. I just want tomorrow to be here.” He rubbed his crotch, looking into my eyes. “I want you so badly.”



“That’s sweet. Okay, I’ll get dressed. I want to take this big thing out and put in a smaller one too. It feels good, but it’s a bit much to walk around with. If this thing fitted in me, you will too, so don’t worry about that. I can’t stop thinking about it either. I wish I could watch you somehow. I think that would be wonderful, seeing you making love.”



“We could make a video when we do.”



“True. But it would make me self-conscious seeing myself in it. Too bad we don’t know someone who could oblige us.”



“What? Watch me make love to someone else? That wouldn’t be love. I love you.”



“And I know that. That’s why it would be nice to see. Doesn’t matter, though. We don’t know anyone anyway.”



“Good. Okay. I’ll make reservations and then get ready.” He slapped my thigh. “Go doll up for your man... wife.” He laughed.



“Yes, sir.” I bent down and gave him a peck on the lips. “Right away, darling.”
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I wore the same little black dress as I had before, along with the same accoutrements and accessories. It was my favorite, and it made me feel extra sexy. (Ha, like I needed that!) I changed my plug to one more suited for walking and put fresh batteries in everything. I showered quickly and carefully, redid my hair and makeup for the evening, and perfumed my body. I felt like a million bucks and a horny bitch.



Dinner was fabulous, with John caressing my legs and me paying attention, but not too much, to his desire for me. We’d had a few drinks and were feeling pretty good when he paid the bill. We walked outside to the valet, and John was about to give him the ticket. “Wait,” I said. “Let’s get a drink at the club next door first. I want to see what the crowd is like post-virus. I’ll bet it’s really hopping.”



“Sure.” He lent me his arm, which I took, and we walked next door. The music was pounding, and the place was packed. We found a couple of seats at the bar, and some nice girls moved down to give us two together. We ordered drinks and people-watched, John’s hand on my leg. Our drinks arrived, and we turned our seats back to the bar while we sipped.



The girl next to John said, “Excuse me.” She pointed to my drink. “What’s that martini?”



“It’s a lemon drop. Want to try it?” I held it in front of John to her. She looked at John as if just noticing him, and her eyes roamed his face and body. A grin came onto her face. “I’m so sorry—my name is Leyna.” She held her hand out to John. “I didn’t mean to interrupt you two.”



John shook it. “No problem. Try the drink. This is Bristol, my wife-to-be.”



“Hi, Bristol!” she chimed and shook my hand.



“Hi, Leyna. Nice to meet you.” I handed the cocktail to her.



She sipped it. “Mmm, that’s good. I have to get one. It looked so refreshing.”



“It is.”



John had already raised his hand to the bartender to get her attention and motioned for another one for Leyna. He smiled at her. “I got it. It’s on us. We’re celebrating; we get married tomorrow.”



“Congratulations! I wish I could say that. With the vaccine, I ended up with the libido-enhancing side effect and the female body part enhancements. I was just a plain Jane before the shot. Now I’m a super woman.” She opened her eyes wide and motioned with her hands to her breasts. “The body part stuff was nice, but the libido... Phew! It’s a curse. Wish I had a boyfriend.” She smiled at John and gazed into his eyes. “Especially one as handsome as yours, Bristol.”



“Thanks.” I looked at John, and he shook his head. I slid my hand on his crotch, squeezed his hardness, and whispered in his ear, “Oh, c’mon, you old stick-in-the-mud. She’s hot. You’re hard. If we were out in the old days, buddy, you’d be right on it, and I’d get her friend as the leftovers. Right? We did that before.”



“That was different.”



“Consider it a bachelor’s party.”



“Bristol.”



Leyna’s drink arrived, and she toasted us. “To a long and happy marriage with plenty of sex.”



We laughed and clinked. She was wearing a very revealing mini dress, stockings, and heels, and her breasts were voluptuous and full, with shadows of her hard nipples showing through the top. I smiled at her and said, “You know, Leyna, my husband isn’t having a bachelor’s party, but seeing you’re in such dire need, maybe he can have a little one by taking care of that for you while I watch. I’d like to see how good he is with someone he doesn’t love before I marry him and give myself to him for the first time tomorrow.”



John scoffed. “Bristol! Behave.”



Leyna took the permission I gave her and slid her hand onto John’s lap. Her arm moved back and forth while she gazed into his beet-red face. “C’mon, John. Please? Seems you need it as badly as I do, and your wife wants to see how you perform with someone you don’t love before she marries you. If you do well with someone you don’t love, you’ll do even better with someone you do. C’mon, John. Be a good Samaritan to me and make your wife happy. It’s what loving husbands do.”



John looked around the bar nervously. He shook his head and looked at me. “You’re crazy.”



I whispered to him so leyna wouldn’t hear my secret, “I’m not. I want to see it, to see you with a real woman so I can compare when we do it. I want to know I’ll be as good for you. Please, John. Do it for me. I know you can. I know you’re ready. Break your old paradigms and do it for me. Look how many paradigms
 I
 had to break for us. I
 love
 you.”



He raised his eyebrows and turned to Leyna. A huge smile filled her face; she put her arm around his shoulders and did what I hadn’t been able to. She kissed him deeply on the lips. One of her hands ran through his hair, her fingers wrapped tightly in it. The other was working on his crotch.



John put his arm around her shoulders and pulled her head tight to his face. They kissed for some time while I watched her do what I struggled with. A feeling of inadequacy ran through me. I was jealous how easily she did that. Why shouldn’t I be able to? It looked so romantic. So loving, wrapped in each other like that. I was holding myself back by fighting with my old self. I was a woman now, kind of, and had to be like her. I wanted to be like her.



John pulled back and smiled at her. “Lemon drop tastes nice. Take another sip, Leyna.”



She did, and then he leaned into her, and they kissed some more. I was throbbing in my cage, which sent the regular spikes of current into me, and the realistic plug in my bottom vibrated, making me ooze. My nipples were hard, and I was being further turned on by my husband-to-be enjoying what I had such a hard time giving him—a simple, deep kiss. I envied them.



I felt a sense of failure that I mentally struggled to give that to John, but it was titillating to see the beautiful and seductive man I loved engaging in such a beautiful display of intimacy with her. But she was a
 real
 woman, and he was a
 real
 man, and I was something else. How could I expect to ever be that good with him? I wanted to feel the intimacy they were feeling. I wanted to make him feel that good.



I had to take it all in so I could emulate the woman he truly needed. Could I? How? It wasn’t how I was born or grew up. I loved him so much. I wanted him to have what he needed. I could and did love sucking him off, and he loved it. Why not this? Why not making love? It’s what any man needs. I either had to adjust my brain, if I even could, or let him go.



They broke their kiss, both of them glowing and their eyes connecting them. Her hand slid on his lap while his glided on her leg, slipping beneath the hem and flirting with her between her legs. She pressed his hand under her dress onto her desire and rolled her eyes. Then she said loudly enough for me to hear, “John, feel how wet I am for you? I’m so ready. Please, take me. Do it for your wife-to-be.” She looked at me.



I smiled nervously and nodded, and I anxiously looked for a place we could go so I could watch them take it further.



I told the bartender we’d be right back, and he put coasters on top of our drinks. John’s eyes were wide as he shook his head at me. I stood, took Leyna’s hand, and said to her, “Grab him and let’s go.”



She took his arm and tugged him off the chair. I led them to the back of the nightclub and out back onto a patio with private areas. The moon was bright and the air cool. I led them to an area at the far end with a wicker couch, coffee table, and chair. I let Leyna’s hand go, and she quickly lay back on the couch, her arms out to John.



I shoved him toward her, and he glared at me. Leyna took over and pulled him onto her, her legs rising around him. I sat in the chair, ready to watch my love making love. She reached between her legs with one hand. I took out my phone and held it to the side, recording the event. They kissed while she undid his pants. I watched her grasp him and maneuver her hips to guide him in while she looked into his eyes.



John lifted himself and locked his eyes on hers. He pressed the tip into her slowly, watching her face. “Oh god John. It’s so thick. Push it baby. Keep going.” He pressed it forward.



She gasped, shuddered, rolled her eyes. When he was all the way in, she placed both her hands on his butt and urged him on. He began to thrust. They kissed deeply, his fingers wrapped in her hair and one hand under her while he thrusted into her hard and deep.



I watched and rubbed my caged hardness through my dress while holding the phone in my other hand as I recorded it all. I quickly glanced around—we were safe for the moment. The sight of the two of them was electrifying. The way they were joined and locked in passion together was incredibly beautiful.



John lifted himself and held her thighs back with both hands. Her feet in her stockings and heels were back by her ears as she gazed into his eyes, biting her lip, a look of bliss on her face. Her hands on his hard ass urged him on. “Faster, John, Harder. Huh, uh,” she whimpered.



I imagined John feeling so good doing that to me. The way they were both so connected, I could practically feel their energy. I was beside myself with arousal, watching her pointed toes in her heels dancing in the air with each ramming thrust into her. Her body shuddered; she moaned and rolled her head on her neck while her body quivered and shook. Her legs and body went stiff eyes open wide looking into John’s, her hand in his hair. She grunted and shoved herself onto him and whimpered. Her body shook like an earthquake.



Shakily, quietly, she said, “Oh my fucking god, John.” She settled again and urged him on further. “Keep going baby. Breed me.” John began thrusting in earnest again. She glanced at me rubbing my crotch and winked and smiled, her head bobbing with each push into her. She turned her attention back to John and bit her nails into his ass, tugging him into her and looking into his eyes. She said to him, “Fill me, John! Pump your passion into me. Flood me with it while I come again on your luscious cannon. Fill me with its fodder.”



She moaned and whimpered, looking into his eyes. John pounded her even harder, making her legs flail in the air, and then he grunted and shoved deep and hard. Staring into her eyes with an intense look and contorted face, he grunted and held it there.



Leyna spasmed and twitched, her legs tensed, her toes pointed. She whimpered, “Oh, huh, uh, John. Yes!” John gave a few more good shoves into her, grunting with each thrust, then collapsed on her. Leyna peppered his face and neck with kisses. They both kissed deeply and John gave a last shove into her and held it there while they kissed.



I stopped recording and looked around. The coast was clear. I crossed my legs and shakily lit a smoke. The breeze caressed my legs and cooled my hot face. My breath was choppy, and my heart raced.



l watched the two of them as Leyna stroked his hair and kissed his head. Could I ever give John something that good like a real woman could? Could I take such a pounding that way? Would I make him feel as good as she did? Could he possibly give me that much pleasure, doing it to a girl without a girl’s parts?



He could be disappointed if I didn’t react to him like she did. Giving the pleasure to the other is the bigger part of sex. It’s not just about feeling it yourself. It’s making the other person feel so good that counts. Would I?



I wriggled on my vibrating plug and oozed from the next shot of electricity into my cage. I wanted it. I needed it. But could I? Would it be as good for John? I doubted it. Hers was a hard act to follow.
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When John had recovered, Leyna and I went into the ladies’ room. We both took stalls and took care of things, then met at the counter, washing up and fixing our lipstick and hair and applying more perfume.



She fixed her hair while she talked. “Thanks, Bristol, for letting me borrow your husband-to-be. I hope you saw how good he was. To lose a man like him would be terrible, so I hope this helps you to see he’s worthy.”



“I know he’s worthy. I’m just not sure I am. I’m just a bunch of side effects. We were best buddies as guys before the vaccine.”



“What!?” Her eyes flitted over me then went back to the mirror, adjusting her dress and cleavage. “You’re fantastic, girl! Trust me. Guys like the backdoor the best. No pregnancies and nice and tight. He’ll love it. Now I know why you never did that with him yet. Must be a shock for you. The side effects, that is.”



She sprayed perfume all over and turned to lean back against the counter and face me. “I think you two will be fine.” She came close and ran her hand over my hair, her breath on my face as she smiled. “You’ll be great together.” She kissed my lips lightly then hugged me.



I hugged her back and studied her. “Uh, but if it isn’t... If I’m not....”



“You’ll be fine.”



“But, uh... Can I have your number just in case I need your help? I mean, for John.”



“Sure, sweetie.” She gave me the number, and I put it into my phone. I called her, then she added me to her contacts. “There. Now we know each other. You know...” She leaned in and moved close, her leg rubbing against mine. “I never had a girl like you before, and well, maybe we can all be friends together. You know... I’d love for you to make love to me too. If that works for you two.”



“Uh, yeah. Hmm. Thanks for the offer.” I throbbed in my cage imagining making love to such a gorgeous woman. Something I’d rarely done, well, not with such a gorgeous one at least, and would never have had the chance to. The e-stim shot off, the vibrator cycled; I twitched a bit from it all and swelled in my cage. I leaned into her and gave her a deep kiss, our tongues dancing, my hand tight on her head. Leyna pulled me to her, her leg between mine. I pulled back.



We both laughed and smiled and checked our lipstick in the mirror. “Well, I guess this is goodbye for now,” she said. “I hope not for long.



“Yeah. Thanks.”



“Oh. I almost forgot. Good luck with your wedding day. I hope it all goes smoothly for you.”



“It’s just us. Kinda boring, I guess, but...” She waited for me as I rolled my eyes and looked around. “Hey, why don’t you join us and help us celebrate? I’m sure John would love to have you there too.”



“Really? Why don’t you check with him first, and then call me if you guys want me to join you. I even have a cute, sexy wedding dress I couldn’t resist. I bought it for no particular reason. If it’s okay for me to wear it—I mean, you’re the bride and John’s wife-to-be, but... I don’t know. I just always wanted to wear it.”



“Sure. I’ll check with John and let you know.”



We hugged, and Leyna left the club for the night. I went back to our seats, and John was sipping a drink at the bar. I sat next to him and kissed his cheek. “You were beautiful. Thank you.”



He nodded, not looking at me.



“What’s wrong? You did great. I love you.” I kissed his cheek. “Do you still love me?”



He turned and put his hand on my leg. “Of course I do, sweetheart. I love you more than anything. I don’t love Leyna. I did that for you.”



“It felt pretty good, though, didn’t it?”



“Of course.”



“I just hope
 I
 can make you feel that good.” I sipped my drink.



“Oh, baby, stop worrying about yourself. Have some pride and self-worth. You’re special and beautiful. Regular girls like Leyna can’t hold a candle to you.”



I put my hand on his leg and kissed his lips lightly. He tried to kiss me again, and I pulled back for some reason. “I’m sorry. I’ll work on that. I saw how wonderfully you two kissed.” I slid my hand onto his crotch.



He took it off. “It’s all wet from her. She squirted twice. Lots of it.” He laughed. “You have to walk in front of me on the way out and I’ll carry your purse in front of me if you don’t mind.”



I smiled and took his head in one hand, leaned toward him, turned to align our lips, parted mine and kissed him deeply. Our tongues dancing like Leyna’s and mine had. He crushed my face to his and wrapped an arm around me, almost pulling me off the bar stool. We kissed for a while, then he broke it and smiled. “That’s my girl! Let’s go home. You have a very big day tomorrow, my bride.”
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I woke before John, took a quick shower, put on a short satin robe, and slid into some heeled mules, then made a big breakfast for us.



I was cooking at the stove when he wrapped his arms around me from behind. “Mmm, you smell nice and fresh.” He kissed my neck. “I can’t wait.” He pulled my hips back toward him and pressed his hardness in his short shorts against me. “I can’t wait to become a part of the woman I love.” He humped against my butt while I flipped the bacon.



“John, I’ll get burnt. Careful.”



“Sorry, Bristol.” He let me go and poured a coffee then sat at the table. “You make a pretty darn good housewife.”



“Housewife? I couldn’t do that full time. Love doing it part time for you, though. It makes me feel purposeful and loving.”



“Makes me feel like you love me.”



“I do.”



“And I.”



I brought the food over to the table and sat, crossing my legs and letting the mule dangle off my foot.



“So, are you sure you want to be my bride? Sure you want to commit to me forever?”



“Absolutely. What if I said you could have two brides today?”



He raised his eyebrows in question as he chewed.



“Leyna. I thought it might be nice to have someone else with us to celebrate. I mean it’s only the two of us and you two got along well. Plus, she has a wedding dress she bought but has never had the chance to wear. She thought it might be okay to wear it. She said I’d still be your bride, of course, not her.”



“You have her number?”



“I got it in the girls’ room.”



“But honey. It’s our day. I want to make love to you, not her.” He shook his head and kept eating. Then his eyes lit up. He hurriedly swallowed and took a drink of orange juice. A big grin spread across his face “Hey, buddy, I know. As your buddy—if things hadn’t changed—I’d have set you up with a hot babe if I could have, and Leyna is one hot babe. What if she does come to our wedding, and on the big night, you make love to her while I make love to you?” He winked and grinned. “You’d be getting the royal treatment then.”



He reached his hand across the table and looked into my eyes. “Think she’d do it?”



I nodded. Took a deep breath and rolled my eyes. “She sure would. In the girls’ room she suggested we get together and all three of us be friends. I know she would. Not sure I want to dilute our lovemaking, though.”



“C’mon, buddy. Before all of this, it would have been a dream come true for you to drill a babe like Leyna. Heck, you watched me do her. Why not do her yourself too? What’s good for the goose is good for the gander. Think on it. But not too long. You want to give her enough time to get ready for you.”



I throbbed in my soon-to-be-removed cage and imagined having John making love to me while I made love to Leyna. It would be a dream come true. It might be a new way to live too. She’d always be there to take care of John if I needed her to. My face flushed.



“Look at you, you’re blushing like a bride. I think your body gave away the answer.” His bright eyes looked into mine. “Right?”



I shook my head, looking down. “I don’t know, John.” I throbbed in my cage, bouncing a crossed leg. My face flushed and heart raced.
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I selected Leyna’s number and looked at my wide-eyed and grinning John as he watched me wait for her to pick up. My voice shook. “Yeah, it’s Bristol. I, uh…”



“I was hoping you’d call. So is it on? Can I come?”



“Uh, I, uh…”



John grabbed the phone. “Yes, Leyna. Wear your wedding dress too and I will make love to Bristol while she makes love to you.”That’s the plan.” He handed the phone back to me.



“You heard it.”



“Fabulous. One other thing. I met a girl like you this week and told her about you guys, and she’d like to meet the two of you to compare notes with you, Bristol. Can she come? I did, by the way, have sex with her already, so you won’t be my first. Sorry, you know how this libido thing is these days.” She laughed. “Okay?”



“Sure. Why not?”



I gave her the name of the resort where we were getting married and told her to bring clothes for the next day. She was beside herself with excitement about being able to wear her wedding dress and bring her new friend, Jamie.



John insisted on giving me a bath and loofa-ing my whole body and bringing me to the edge over and over. By the time I had done my makeup and hair and sat down to slide on my sheer, sensually delicious, lace-top, virginal white stockings. My body was tingling everywhere, and my uncaged remnant of maleness was dancing on its own.



I attached the stockings to the white lace garter belt and slid on white lace crotchless panties, which framed my hairless globes and dancing shaft. I wrapped a soft pink satin ribbon under my globes and over my shaft and tied a bow on top. It held them outward and at attention, poking out from a nest of lace.



I slid into the fluffy, sleeveless, crinoline-lined white mini dress with a corseted and beaded waist. I hooked the fasteners hidden beneath the beaded lace front until I reached the deep V-neck that just barely covered my nipples. I wrapped a sheer white shawl over my shoulders and tied it in front with a knot just below my breasts.



I let out my breath so I could bend over enough to slide on the strappy, fetishy-high white satin stilettos and fastened the ankle straps. I stood and went to the full-length mirror, the tip of my bobbing shaft brushing the soft crinoline underlining. No one would know I had a raging hard-on beneath my dress. I grasped it through the soft, silky, crinoline and stroked it gently.



John came over to me and hugged me from behind. “Feel nice, honey? You look like a dream.”



“This dress is heavenly.” I let go of myself and turned to face him. “Thank you so much for this. For marrying me...for loving me...for being my buddy and best friend.” I reached up, wrapped my arms around his neck, and pulled him down to me for a long, deep kiss. His hands squeezed my bottom, and he pressed his leg between mine. He broke the kiss. “Mmm, god, I love you Bristol.”



“I love you too.” I looked at my watch. “We need to go. Don’t want to keep the JP waiting.” I sprayed perfume under my dress and all over me and put it in my purse along with my other basics.



John closed the suitcase. “Everything in here?”



“Yes, honey. All our things for tomorrow.”



“Good.” He stood, handsome in his tuxedo, waiting.



I fussed with my hair in the mirror and checked myself once more, adjusting my cleavage and checking again.



“You’re perfect. C’mon.” He tugged me by the hand and led me out.



I sat gazing out the window as John drove. My legs were crossed, one of my hands sliding unconsciously on my thigh and the other resting against my hardness beneath the dress. I was to be married to my best friend ever, and then he’d make love to me while I made love to Leyna. Hmm, what about her friend? Where would she fit? Maybe Leyna would be busy with her tonight instead. Oh well, it didn’t really matter.
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The resort was gorgeous. We checked in and put our things in the bridal suite. It had fresh flowers all around, perfuming the air, big windows looking out onto a pine forest, and champagne and a bar set up. The huge four-poster bed was made up in white satin and lace with folded back satin sheets. Wrapped mint chocolates were on the pillows.



“John, this is wonderful. Such a gorgeous room.”



“Glad you like it, dear.” He hugged me and looked into my eyes. “Soon, I’ll be able to say, glad you like it, wife.” He chuckled.



“That’s funny?”



“Well, not funny but nice. I mean it is kinda funny because you’re still my best buddy too. As much as ever.”



“Good.” I kissed his lips lightly. I looked at my watch. “Let’s get a drink. Maybe they’re waiting down there already.”



I led John out this time, and we walked hand in hand down the hall. My short strides made my hips sway, my tip rubbed against the softness of the dress, and my breasts bounced with each step, rubbing the nipples delightfully against the lining of the corseted top. I felt powerful, sexy, sensual, confident, feminine, and
 soo
 much in my own skin. I’d never felt so me in my whole life. That vaccine was the cure to absolutely everything in my life, not just an inoculation against some virus.



We went onto the patio, and my heels clicked our way to the bar where Leyna, Jamie, and the JP were seated, having a drink. Leyna stood, gave me a big hug and kiss, then introduced Jamie. She also hugged and kissed me while Leyna and John greeted each other. It felt as if we’d known Leyna forever, and her friend Jamie was lovely and friendly as well. We greeted the JP and exchanged pleasantries.



We all sat at the bar, chatting and sipping, with Jamie to my right, John, Leyna and the JP to my left. As it turns out, Jamie was another victim of the side effects like me, and she had become fully and delightedly adjusted to it. She ran her hand on my crossed leg. “It’s
 soo
 much better than I was before. How about for you?”



I nodded. “Definitely. I’d never go back even if I had the chance.”



The JP stood and looked at her watch. “Well, folks, not to rush you, but I know you have a dinner reservation and such, and I’m sure you’d like to get this done. Shall we?”



I nodded and slugged my drink down, then stood, and John put his arm out for me to take. Leyna, in her short wedding dress, looked the part of the sexy bride. When she and Jamie met the JP, she thought Leyna was the bride.



Jamie wore a pretty little black dress and high heels, and she cut a gorgeous form in it, topped with luscious breasts and a round porcelain face with red hair, freckles, and green eyes. They held hands, and we all followed the JP out to the flowered stone arch by the fountains of angels.



She lined us up. “Leyna, Jamie, are you sure you don’t want to be married? Doesn’t cost any more. I’ll give you a twofer.” She smiled.



Jamie and Leyna leaned forward to look past John and me in the middle. They laughed. Leyna said, “Thanks, but I think we need to get to know each other a little better. We’ve only known each other a few days.”



“Right. Thanks, though,” Jamie said.



The JP went through the routine, and before I knew it, I was kissing John deeply and raising one foot while Jamie and Leyna hooted and hollered and tossed rice over us.



The JP congratulated us and handed out her card to everyone, then left. We all hugged. I looked at the wedding ring on my hand. “Wow. Whodathunk?”



“Yeah. Whodathunk, buddy.” John crushed me to his side. “I married my best friend. What could be better than that? Huh, wife?” He laughed.



I rolled my eyes. “Wife. Sounds nice, I think. Weird. Nice. Let’s go get some food and drink. I need a stiff one.”



“You’ll be getting one, baby. Don’t worry.”
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A slate walkway led through a garden and through an arched walkway covered in grape vines to a gazebo with a large round booth facing a waterfall. I gasped and covered my mouth as I stopped in my tracks. “It’s beautiful.” The smell of the pine forest and the fresh cold water of the falls beyond filled me with a connection to nature. Chipmunks chased each other, birds chirped, a hawk cried out from above.



John pulled me close to him. “It is, isn’t it? It’s as if we’re being watched over by Mother Nature. Like we’re long-lost children of hers.”



Two people came down the path behind us carrying trays. “Have a seat, folks. Let us get you drinks and food.” They put down some glasses of ice water.



We placed orders for drinks. I ordered a double vodka martini on the rocks with a twist and a splash of Prosecco.



We slid into the booth, John, then Jamie to the left and next to me, then Leyna to my right. I could feel Jamie’s thigh as she crossed her legs. She touched my leg with her hand and said, “So nice to meet you, Bristol. We have to be friends. Other than you, I haven’t met anyone like me yet.”



“Yes, me too. I’d like that. Now that we’re girls, we need to share our new, improved lives together. It’ll be nice to have a girlfriend to share common experiences with.” I slid my hand on her leg and gave her a peck on the lips.



Our drinks arrived, and we all toasted. John moved over to sit by Leyna for a while, and Jamie and I continued chatting. My mind was racing with what she might have looked like before she had the vaccine—it was hard to believe what she was before. She was so gorgeous with that red hair, freckles, and green eyes, not to mention her perfectly shaped and sensual body.



My hand on her leg seemed to have a mind of its own as I slid it ever closer to her panties. She didn’t flinch from it, and soon, I slid my hand beneath them and wrapped my fingers around her hard, long, and thick shaft. What I would have given to suck it right then. I stroked it while we talked and kissed her cheek, telling her how pretty she was. She complimented me back and soon had her fingers wrapped around my shaft doing the same.



“Go slow, Jamie; I don’t want to waste it. I’m saving it for Leyna. If that’s still happening. Did she tell you?”



“She did. It’s so exciting, and I get to watch.”



“I have a better idea. We shouldn’t leave you out, girl.”



She winked and kissed my lips lightly. We both let go of each other and took deep breaths. John came back around and sat next to me. Jamie turned to Leyna.



We had appetizers, more drinks, then wine and dinner. It was all fabulous, made even better by the atmosphere and the company. Every bite was delectable and added to the sensuality of the total experience.



The sun began to set behind the waterfall, and the air took on a coolness as it blew beneath my dress and through my hair. Sitting next to John now, I slid my hand onto his lap and squeezed his ready shaft, then whispered, “Ready, honey? Ready to consummate your marriage to your new bride?”



“If you are. Are you?”



“Very.”



I looked to Leyna and Jamie as they snuggled on the seat. “Leyna, are you ready to go back to the bridal suite?”



She leaned across Jamie and placed her hand on my leg. “I certainly am, and I can’t wait to have you in me.” Jamie had a big smile on her face, and her excitement showed in her eyes. “This is so wonderful!” she chimed.



We all walked back on the path, hand in hand, and went into our suite. I watched Jamie and Leyna walking before us. Jamie’s tight dress revealed her apple bottom, and Leyna’s shapely legs and swaying hips in her short bride’s dress enticed me. I had never been so attracted to so many people at one time.



As soon as we got into the room, John popped the cork on the champagne, shooting it off the balcony, then he poured it for us. We stood and drank it down, and John poured more. I had an urge I had to fulfill. I placed my glass on a table and knelt before Jamie, looking up at her pleadingly. She lifted the hem of her dress, and I pulled aside her panties and took her into my mouth.



I could smell her perfume as my lips glided on her silky, thick shaft, and my tongue ran circles around her shaft and tip. Jamie held my head lightly and gazed into my eyes while I looked up into her emeralds of light.



Leyna soon followed suit and knelt before John, servicing him as well as I did Jamie. After a time, John pulled Leyna off him and tucked it away, then helped me stand, lifted me off my feet, and carried me into the bedroom. He laid me down; Leyna slid onto the bed beside me and pulled me on top of her.



She slid her legs back and lifted my dress to guide my lusting shaft toward her. She placed the tip at her hot entrance and then slid her hips toward me while I moved forward, braced on my hands. I looked into her eyes as she engulfed me in her wetness. She freed her breasts from her top, then lifted mine from my dress and pulled me toward her. Our nipples rubbed together and we kissed deeply while I stroked into her slowly.



I turned my head to look for John; he had stripped naked and was behind me. He lifted my hips, and I could feel the lube on the tip of his hard shaft as it slid between my cheeks. He pressed it on my hole, and I pressed my hips back to help him. I slipped out of Leyna. I felt him stretch me as the tip made its way in, and he drove it slowly in, all the way. I gasped as it filled me and looked over my shoulder. He kissed my cheek and said, “Is that good?”



“Oh god, yes, John. Do it. Use me not like a wife but like your mistress. Do it like you did to Leyna.”



He held my hips tight, pulled back, slid it all the way in. Leyna guided me back into her. Her eyes were wild as she stroked my hair and looked into my eyes. “That’s it, girl, fill Leyna and make her twitch.”



I reached back and slapped John’s ass. “Faster, harder.” He began to thrust and shoved me into Leyna each time. I looked around for Jamie and she was sitting on the chair, stroking herself beneath her dress. “Jamie, come here.”



She came over to the bed, I moved my head to the side, and opened my mouth, reaching with one hand for her to come nearer. I grasped her shaft and pulled her to my mouth. She grasped my head and began to thrust into my face while she watched. I savored her perfumed rod filling my mouth while John drilled me from behind and I pummeled Leyna.



Leyna’s heels flailed in the air with each of John’s thrusts and her body tensed and then tightened around my shaft as she spasmed and moaned and her wetness flooded us.



John grunted as he even more earnestly buried his passion into me and mine into her. I mumbled around Jamie’s shaft and looked at her with one eye. Her face contorted as she concentrated on piercing my face over and over.



John’s hands became very tight on my hips, and then he shoved deep and held it there as he moaned. I felt it swell and shrink as it pumped inside me, and then he pummeled us again while injecting his essence into me. Leyna spasmed beneath me again, and Jamie began injecting my mouth, her hands tight on my head.



I was injected at both ends with the culmination of the passion of two wonderful beings while I injected Leyna and she writhed beneath me.



It seemed to last a blissful eternity while we all tensed and spasmed, whimpered and groaned, and then it all stopped. I fell onto Leyna, John onto me. Jamie slid in beside us and wrapped her leg over us. We all lay catching our breath in a big pile of spent flesh.



Once we had recuperated, we disconnected from each other, and I slid off the bed to quench my thirst. I filled a glass with ice water and sat on the couch looking at them. Not only had my body changed entirely, but I had been able to commit to the love of my life for the rest of my life, and now we had a group of friends closer than anyone could ever imagine friends to be. It was as if this was how things were meant to be.



John and I would no longer be searching for things to make us whole, for a life filled with love and meaning. No longer were we at a loss for things to do or ways to be a part of society. We had found what everyone wants in life—to be understood, loved, and cared for. We truly were, in more ways than one, injected for life.

































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 books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to:



Amazon:




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

 /



There’s also a 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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