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Hi, I’m Mitch. I am insatiable, in every way possible... sexually, that is. You say, “Ahh, she’s a hottie.” I am for sure. The only thing that makes me different from any other hot woman is that I’m not one. Never was. Well, I guess I am now. I feel more like a woman than a man. I act totally like a woman. I love everything women love to do, especially when it comes to sex.

I guess I was always more woman than man inside anyway. On the outside, too, because I wasn’t very big or macho. I was always interested in how women looked; I wondered how they must feel, being pretty and feminine. It was an obsession.

I found the real me when I started joining online social groups for femboys, crossdressers, sissies, and on and on. That was when I was in high school. The support and accolades for being such a pretty femboy were intoxicating. Still, I didn’t want to be just a pretty femboy. I wanted to be totally feminine. A girl.

I longed to be penetrated by a real man, and I imagined it while my butt was plugged as I went about my day, or while riding a dildo and wearing a chastity cage. When I couldn’t resist it anymore, I’d give myself sissy-gasm after sissy-gasm, with a dildo in my mouth and riding on a vibrating one, but it only helped to reinforce my longings rather than satisfying them. I was insatiable and felt helpless to satisfy it the way I truly wanted to, with a real man—or a girl with something special under her skirt, like I dreamed of being.

I went off to college to become a computer engineer with my skirts, heels, makeup, and toys, and I stayed in those groups, fishing for compliments when I did my makeup or when I bought a new outfit, which I’d wear in the privacy of my apartment with ultra-high heels and sheer silky stockings. I wanted to be more public than just online with my feminine persona, but I was terrified of being caught. Everyone said I could do it easily, but as much support as they gave me, I was still reluctant. I was lonely and alone.

By the time I had graduated, everyday I wore women’s jeans, tops, underwear and shoes, and I wore a light coat of mascara and eyeliner with some blush and lip gloss. I looked more feminine than masculine and was labeled a feminine boy. Girls thought I was cute and harmless, but they were uninterested in more than a platonic friendship with this femboy.

Then, when I graduated and got my first job at a progressive company, I recognized the benefits of having that kind of money, and I invested in the ultimate tools of power. Something that would give me the confidence and power to represent myself fully and completely as a woman—the power of having breasts.

I had hip and breast implants done, and the world changed. I was what I wanted to be. I accumulated a lot of time off from work and the money to enjoy the time. I became the female Mitch inside me.

I removed the little hair I had on my body with multiple laser treatments. No more shaving, and I had smooth hairless skin. Then, when I had healed from the implants and was the most feminine I could be (without removing my sizable cock), I took a vacation. Oh, what a vacation it was. I was a girl with a cock, though, and not everyone is ready to get to know one, no matter how sexy and pretty she might be. 
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In my cottage at the resort, Dane whispered, “Oh god, Mitch, you’re magic with your tongue. It feels so good when you flick my cock with it and race it around it.”

I looked into his eyes, nodded, and mumbled around his thick cock. I was a girl on a mission. I could feel the power I had over him and couldn’t wait for him to shoot his come across my tongue. I’d been practicing on dildos for this day forever. Now it was here. I watched as Dane’s face showed his pleasure, his eyes locked on mine, his big strong hands holding my head gently.

I was on the edge of my own satisfaction, oozing wetness under my loose-fitting minidress as both of my hands worked his balls and cock together while my mouth bobbed up and down. I took my mouth off and continued stroking his smooth, hairless, velvety rod while I said, “Dane, don’t hesitate to come in my mouth. I want it.”

“Okay, Mitch.”

I went back at it. I wanted it so badly—to feel and taste my reward for driving him wild. I’d love him drilling it deep inside me with me on my back and him thrusting into me, but we hadn’t known each other long enough for me to reveal my secret to him, so in my mouth would be my reward.

I worked him feverishly, and his hands tightened on my head and squeezed it tight. He grunted and paused with his cock halfway in my mouth. His engorged meat swelled in my fist, and I felt the gush as his semen made its way through and washed over my tongue. I blinked, looking into his eyes as I swallowed. His legs weak, he grunted and groaned, shooting load after load, which I tried to keep up with until it became too much, and I had to get off it to swallow it all.

Another load shot onto my face, and I came in my panties, my body shuddering and shaking. I went back onto it, but he was done and pulled me off my luscious treat. He helped me up from my knees. “Thanks, Mitch. That was fabulous.” He tucked himself back into his pants and wiped his come from my face onto his finger. I grabbed his hand and licked it off. He kissed my cheeks. “You’re wonderful. I may be in love.”

I stood and straightened my minidress, checking to be sure my panties had soaked up all of my come, confirming that it didn’t show through the dress. “In love, eh? How nice.” I smiled at him and kissed his lips lightly. “That’s sweet.”

He gazed into my eyes like a starstruck lover. “Thanks. Did you come too? I saw you give a shudder and shake when I came. You like sucking cock that much, huh? That’s really sweet. Such a compliment.”

I felt it running down my thigh. “Yeah. I get into it so much sometimes, I end up coming myself. Excuse me, Dane, but I have to go to the bathroom now that you’ve made me so wet. Excuse me.”

I turned, went into the bathroom, washed some panty-oozed come off my black stockings, and reset the garters on them. I reapplied my lipstick and sprayed more perfume on. I went into the bedroom and changed my panties.

I came back out with my purse slung on my shoulder. “So, want to go to dinner?” I wrapped my arms around his neck and looked up into his eyes. “That appetizer made me hungry.”

“I’m hungry too. I think you sucked all my energy stores out of me like a vampire.” He laughed and put his arm around my shoulder, and we left for the restaurant at the resort.

Walking down the path, we passed other vacationers. Dane snickered and said, “You think they’re gay?”

I watched them pass. “Probably. Why, is that a problem? Why would you come to this place if it bothered you?”

“Because it’s the best resort for finding hookups. After all the research I did, this was clearly the place. Unfortunately, there happen to be weirdos here too.”

“Hmm, I take offense at that. I know gay people and trans people, and they’re real people who work hard and love each other.”

“Sorry.”

Well, this was clearly going nowhere. I let his hand go and stopped walking. “I think we should look for other partners here, Dane. This won’t work.”

“But why? We’re a normal couple. We should take time and get to know each other.”

“I know enough about you already, and trust me, this won’t work. Sorry. I’ll just get dinner at one of the bars somewhere else in the resort. You go ahead.”

He placed his hands on my shoulders and looked into my eyes. “Please, Mitch. Don’t do this. Give me a chance.”

“Sorry, you blew it. It’ll never work. I guess I’m not as normal as you think. Stay away from me.” I turned and left him there. 
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Dane ruined that night. I woke the next morning and told myself that next time I’d be more careful. I put on a flowered V-neck minidress with a pair of high wedge heels that matched. I felt like a million bucks with my gorgeous breasts and hips, a great new hairstyle with highlights for texture, my grown-out and gelled nails, and all the accoutrements of a gorgeous, feminine woman. I was so happy in my new self that the loss of Dane was a rapidly fading event.

I throbbed in my panties with the thought of the pleasure I had taken in giving that idiot a blowjob. It was so mentally exciting in its own right that it made me come when he did. I had to do more cock sucking. I went to breakfast and couldn’t stop thinking about it. I decided to go back to the cottage, clean out, put in a vibrating plug, and put on an e-stim chastity cage. What the heck, I was on vacation!

It was fabulous. I was totally aroused and felt even more feminine as I walked the path back to the main area with the plug massaging me. I swayed my hips more and felt like a sultry seductress. The cage sent an e-stim through my cock, trapped and hard inside it, at regular intervals and heightened my arousal and sensuality even further. It was delightful foreplay, but would it just lead to more frustration, or might I find my knight in shining armor or a girlfriend like me to satisfy me?

I went shopping for a new dress and found one I couldn’t wait to try on. Another vacationer was looking at the dresses on the next rack when she saw the one I held before me. “That’s what I’ve been looking for,” she chimed and smiled at me.

I held it out to her. “Yeah, I like it too. What’s your size? I’ll get one for you, and we can go try them on. I’m Mitch.”

She came close, and her hand touched my shoulder gently while she reached in front of me and took a dress in her size from the rack. “Mitch, this should do it. C’mon, let’s go try them on. I’m Candice. You can call me Candy.”

We went into our separate stalls and changed, then came out to look in the mirror. She was stunning in the dress, and we admired each other, examining every inch of our bodies. She made me throb in my cage looking at her, and my butt plug sent shots of vibration into me while my e-stim shot electric currents into my hard, trapped cock.

Candy had luscious breasts with creamy cleavage and was a titch taller than me in her heels, which were about the same sinful come-fuck-me height as mine. Her legs were shapely in her sheer suntan stockings, her face that of an angel and a devil rolled into one. I had to pull myself away to focus on the mirror and see how I looked.

I turned to and fro, making the black chiffon swish around high on my thighs.

“Doesn’t it feel wonderful?” Candy asked as she moved before the mirror. Such a feminine and sensual fabric.” She placed her long-fingernailed hand on my shoulder. “Do you like it on me?”

“I do. Very nice. Seems we both like it on ourselves and each other.”

“Yes.” She wrapped her arm around my shoulder and smiled into the mirror, her smiling eyes looking into mine. “I think we should wear them out to dinner together tonight. What do you think?”

“I’d love to.” I flashed her an ear-to-ear smile. She was gorgeous, and I could easily fall in love with her. Even if she was a real girl and offered me no cock, it still would be great to shove mine into her tight wet cunt ...repeatedly, until I filled her with my come. God she was hot. I gave her a peck on the lips. “Let’s. Let’s have a ball. Drinks and dinner and dancing.”

She looked at her watch. “Okay. We still have some shopping time, so what do you say we pick up a few more things, and then we can go get ready and meet up? Are you staying in the cottages? Or the main building?”

“Cottages. Number eleven.”

Her eyes lit up. “Number twelve for me.” She gave me a hug. I smelled her sweet perfume and hugged her tight.

She kissed my cheek. “I think we’ll be great friends.”

My electronic stimulators pumped more arousal into me. I imagined looking into her gorgeously made up eyes while I fucked her real girl’s tight, wet, and hot hole. I swelled in my cage and said,  “Great friends for sure.”

We had a ball shopping together. We held hands, chatted and helped each other pick things out. It was wonderful having a real girl to shop with. When we returned to our cottages, we stopped in front of mine. She put her packages down, as did I, and we hugged. “Thanks so much for the day, Candy. It was fabulous,” I said.

She leaned back, her arms around my neck. “It was. I hope we can become even closer tonight. Maybe very close. This is the resort for it, right?”

“It is. That would be fabulous. So, are you a lesbian?”

“You might say that... in a way.” She rolled her eyes. “Heck, I like it all—men, or women. I’m pretty open. I love cocks of all kinds and every inch of women. People are people, and it’s all good, right?”

“Right!”

“Great. Let’s get changed so we can go enjoy each other. See you in a bit, sweetie.” 
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I hurriedly got ready. I replaced the batteries in my units, redid my makeup more dramatically for the evening and restyled my hair. Fresh twenty-four-hour lipstick went onto my beaming smile coming from the thought of my new acquaintance.

I slid into sheer, thigh-high, stay-up stockings and silky black stretchy satin panties to hold my caged and longing beast hidden. I slipped on a lifting shelf-bra, which allowed my nipples to rub the sensual material of the dress lining in the V-neck and lightly show through the fabric in little bumps. I put on dangling earrings, necklace, bracelets, rings, then sprayed perfume all over me and under the dress. I looked in the mirror. I was gorgeous and I was going to fuck the brains out of a beautiful woman. I hoped.

I loaded my purse, poured a vodka on the rocks, and took it to the porch while my units kept me on edge. I lit a smoke and crossed my legs on the rocker, bouncing a high-heeled foot. By the time I finished the smoke, Candy came out of her cottage and over to mine. We looked almost like twins in our identical new dresses.

“Hi!” she chimed as she climbed the steps.

I stood and reached out to hug and kiss her lightly on the lips. “Hi, honey. You look stunning.”

“Thanks, you too. Ready for a drink? Oh, I see you’ve already started, or is that water?”

“Vodka. I’m a little nervous.” I drank it down and placed it back on the table. I slung my purse over my shoulder. “Ready?”

She took my hand, and we navigated down the steps in our stilettos. “Do I make you nervous?”

“Well, just excited, I guess.”

“Have you never been with a girl before?”

“Not really. I’ve had girlfriends, but not like that. You know.”

“Yeah. I have the platonic kind too. We can pick up some guys tonight. I’m sure you’re more familiar with that, and maybe you’d be more comfortable.”

“That’s okay. I guess let’s just see where it goes, that’s all. Really, I’m not so much nervous as excited. You’re so nice and pretty and feminine and just... just... perfect.”

She held my bicep as we walked and squeezed it tight. “And you are too, Mitch. I’m so glad we met.”

We walked and chatted. She was what any man would dream of... even this ex-man. What would she do if she found out I had a surprise under my dress? I had to address it at some point, but I didn’t want to scare her off before we were a little more in love. At least not until I felt confident that she loved me, because I knew I could love her.

My plug sent a ripple through me, and my e-stim shot off. The plug reminded me that I wanted to be penetrated by a cock as much as I’d like to fuck Candy silly.

We entered the lobby and made our way to the lounge, our heels clicking, our breasts bouncing, nipples rubbing, men smiling at us, women smiling at us—it seemed there were plenty of opportunities for us. Why couldn’t everyone wear a label showing their preferences? It would make things so much easier.

We made our way to the bar. The room was sumptuous and relaxing; a piano in the corner played soft music, candles flickered on the tables, and heavy barstools shone with leather and brass.

I slid the hem of my dress beneath me as I sat and pressed on my plug, wriggling my bottom on it. I crossed my silky legs, and Candy sat next to me, her sleek leg touching mine as she ran her hand on my thigh and gave me a peck on the lips. She ran a hand through my hair. “This will be a great night, sweetie. Relax and don’t worry about a thing, okay?”

“Okay.”

We placed our drink orders and looked around at people milling about. Candy took my hand. “It’s okay to caress me, sweetie. Like this.” She slid her hand on my thigh. “I like it when you touch me.”

“I do too.” I caressed her leg as we watched our drinks being made. He delivered them and left. “To us becoming close friends.” I held the drink to her.

“To being lovers tonight. Together or apart.” She clinked it and sipped. She leaned into me and whispered, “I want a cock so bad. Maybe even more than one. Even just sucking one would make me happy. Of course, sucking one while being fucked, a good old spit-roast, sounds really good. How about you, Mitch?” She let out a giggle and sipped her drink.

My units did their thing as images of myself being spit-roasted flashed through my mind. I throbbed in my cage, and a shiver went through me. Then I imagined having my big hard cock stuffed inside Candy’s tight cunt while I was spit-roasted and another shiver ran through me. I felt myself oozing in my cage.

Candy slid her hand on my thigh and gazed lovingly into my eyes. “Penny for your thoughts, princess.”

“I was just imagining being spit-roasted while I made love to you. Uh, with a strap-on.”

She leaned in and kissed my cheek. Her perfume wafted to my nose as she whispered. “Mmm. That would be nice.”

“Hello, ladies. Mind if we join you for a drink?”

I turned to see a guy beside Candy. She patted the seat and he sat next to her, introducing himself as Mike, while two other guys stood smiling and introduced themselves to us. One of them was that dick, Dane. We all shook hands, and I gave Dane a flat-lipped smile without shaking his hand. I started talking with one of the other handsome guys, Steve, hoping he was more open-minded.

Dane was grinning, looking at me as he sipped his drink.

I said to Steve, “So Steve, before we get into trouble with our paradigms, what do you think about gay, trans, and lesbian relationships and so on?” I glanced at Dane, then back to Steve and smiled at him. “Okay? Like? Hate?”

Steve’s eyes came back up from my cleavage to meet mine. “Totally open. Why would anyone care about what kind of sex anyone has? It’s ridiculous.”

“Would you suck a cock?”

He laughed and looked around.

Dane grinned and said, “She loves doing it. It makes her come when she does it too. She’s fabulous. Right, Mitch?”

I shook my head and turned to Steve. “I am fabulous, that he’s right about. But back to my question. Would you suck a cock, or fuck a trans that had one, or let someone fuck your ass?”

He took a deep breath and rolled his eyes. “Wow, you’re interrogating me. That’s hot. I love a girl who isn’t afraid to get those things out of the way.” He waited for me to talk as if he had answered my question. I tilted my head and waited. I sipped my drink and stared into his eyes, waiting.

“Uh, well. I haven’t sucked a cock. Been fucked in the ass by a dom girlfriend with a strap-on...” He laughed. “It was great. Um, trannies can be really hot. Such a blend of things making them incredibly erotic. I might suck one of those, and it would be great to fuck one or have them suck me.” He shifted on his feet. “Uh, I think that answered your question. It makes me hot thinking about it. Do I pass the test?”

I looked at Dane. He had a smirk on his face as he stared at Steve and mentally judged him, looking him up and down.

I said to him, “Shut up, Dane, or leave.”

“Uh, sure. Sorry. I mean it. Really, Mitch. I’m sorry. I know you’re a girl with progressive values and ethics, and I should be more open to those things. I’ll try harder, okay?”

“Okay, Dane.”

He smiled ear to ear, leaned down, and kissed my cheek. His hand slipped on my thigh. “Thanks, honey.”

“You’re welcome.” I remembered sucking his cock, and it thrilled me to think of doing that while Steve fucked me in the ass. I might have found my spit-roast if I could hide the real me from Dane. He didn’t seem to be going away, and I had given him the third degree. He deserved to have me fool him again so I could rob him of his reward.

I looked around. Candy was chatting with Mike. He had his hand on her thigh just under the hem of her dress as he glided his hand up and down, his foot on the rail of her barstool. We needed better seating, and I was getting hungry. I was beyond hungry for sex, and so I wanted to move the night along. I stood and grasped Steve by his bicep. “Shall we get a table and have some dinner?”

Candy saw me stand and followed suit. She straightened her dress and held Mike’s hand. “Can we join you, or would you two like your privacy?”

Dane leapt in. “Uh, I’d like to join you, too, if that’s okay?” He looked at me, waiting for my permission. I looked directly at his crotch, a blatant, large hard-on beneath his silky black pants. I couldn’t resist the thought of sucking it.

I looked back up into his eyes and said, “Sure, you look like a little boy who needs his hard-on fixed by a real woman. Come, Dane, and maybe it’ll happen.” I held my arm for him to take, and he, Steve, and I followed Candy and Mike to the dining room.

I said to Steve so Dane could hear and know my intentions, “Are you okay with Dane joining us? I just wanna suck his cock while you make love to me…” I whispered very quietly in Steve’s ear, “In my bottom. I’m a girl with something extra under her dress.”

Steve grinned ear to ear. “Fine by me.”

“Suck my cock? Did I really hear that, Mitch? Really, would you?”

“Only if you’re a good boy, Dane.”

“I promise. Maybe there’s hope for us yet.”

My breasts jiggled with each step in my heels, my nipples rubbed the fabric, and the plug massaged and vibrated while the e-stim shot jolts of pleasure into my hard and longing dick, which oozed drops from time to time into my now damp panties. I was in heaven in anticipation of what was to come—in my mouth, in my bottom, and me in my cage. 
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It was a bit awkward getting into the round booth with three men and two women. It ended up from left to right as Mike, Candy, Dane, me, and then Steve. As soon as we settled, we ordered drinks, and the boys’ hands landed on my crossed legs to share in caressing them. I felt Steve’s hard-on through his pants to see what I had in store, and he was as large as any dildo I’d ever had in there.

Dane, I already knew, was more than a mouthful. He was perfectly happy to have me stroking him under the table, even though he was the one I let go of to drink or eat.

“Steve’s the lucky one, Mitch,” Dane moaned. “He gets the good stuff.”

“You could have had it, too, and maybe someday you will. Just be happy with what you have.”

I was sure to inform Steve that Dane couldn’t know what I really was. He had no problem helping me hide it and keeping me safe during my spit-roasting.

We had a fabulous seven-course meal, and Candy was definitely enjoying herself with Mike throughout the dinner. They stole deep kisses, and their hands moved on each other beneath the table. I hoped she wouldn’t lose her interest in me with Mike being there, but I knew she wanted cock as much as I did, and if I was too chicken to tell her I had one, then she deserved to have him.

When dinner was over, we decided to have espressos and absinthes in the lounge, seated on couches. It was nice having the two men to cuddle with and to have them caress me while they patiently waited for me to decide when we would do it. The anticipation almost made me take them back to my cottage and leave the drinks; my persistent stimulators and the ministrations and attentions of the men made me ever more amorous. I was aching for their deeper attentions.

Then, as we finished our drinks, fully refreshed from the espressos, Candy stood with Mike and held his hand as she said, “Well, lady and gents. It’s time for this girl to take her knight in shining armor to bed and have him fuck her brains out like his whore. Right, Mike?”

We all laughed. I stood up and put my hands out to my gents. “Ready, boys? Momma has some nice feelings to give to you.”

They stood and held their arms out for me, and we all walked back to the cottages. 
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Candy stopped and gave me a kiss in front of my steps. “Is this okay? Are you all right with this?”

“I’m fine. Go ahead.”

“See you later? In the morning?”

“Sure. Whenever you want.”

She whispered, “Maybe later tonight if you want. We can sleep together if that works out.”

“As long as it works out for you.”

She winked and took Mike by the hand into her cottage.

I climbed the stairs and let us into my cottage. “Okay, guys, let me go to the bathroom. Why don’t you two pull back the bedcovers and take all your clothes off for me and wait on the bed. I’ll be in in a minute.”

I walked directly to the bathroom and removed my plug. I checked my hair and makeup and sprayed on some fresh perfume, then took a pee. I walked into the bedroom.

There they were, both of them in their gorgeous, shaved nakedness with their backs against the headboard, each of them slowly stroking their more than ready, hard cocks. It was a sight I’d remember in my fantasies forever.

I slid onto the bed between them and wrapped one hand around Dane’s cock. I took Steve’s cock into my mouth to get it good and wet, even though I was already plenty lubed from the plug. After a few minutes of blissful sucking, I moved my mouth from Steve’s cock to Dane’s, lifted my hips in the air, and hiked the hem of my dress over my ass.

Steve took the suggestion and moved behind me. His cold hands slid my panties to the side, and I could feel the tip of his hard cock as he pressed it to my hole. I pushed back against him, helping him get it past the gate and then gave out a whimper and a gasp as he made it in. “Huh, uh, Steve, yes. Push, honey.”

He grasped my cage beneath me and pushed in while tugging on it. The e-stim sent a shot through my cock, and I pushed back onto his cock, taking it deeper. I sucked Dane’s cock as he watched Steve fuck me slowly, and he said, “You’re gorgeous. Your lips around my cock and Steve fucking you makes you look so fucking sexy.”

I mumbled and nodded around his cock in my mouth and tugged on his shaved balls with one hand while stroking the lower portion of his cock with the other. I didn’t know what was better, sucking or being fucked. It was as if both my mouth and my ass had the same sexual response, sending ripples of pleasure through me.

I moaned around Dane’s cock and reached back to Steve to try to make him go faster. I took my mouth off Dane, turned my head back to Steve and commanded him, “Fuck me, Steve! Fuck me hard and fast like a whore! Rip me apart and come inside me, baby!”

I took Dane back into my mouth, and Steve did as I asked. Dane had to help hold me in place, keeping me from sliding away from Steve as he drilled my butt over and over, sending incredible feelings into my body while I moaned and sucked Dane’s cock, looking into his eyes.

This went on for what seemed a blissful forever as I drifted in a sea of sensations. Then I could see on Dane’s face that he was about to come. I increased my ministrations and felt his cock swell in my fist as he shot his first load through it and across my tongue. I swallowed as he squeezed my head tight in his big hands and thrusted in short strokes into my face.

Steve had gripped my hips tightly, and he shoved his fat cock deep and hard into me and held it there. I felt his cock shoot his come deep as I came in uncontrollable spurts through my cage, the e-stim intensifying every shot. My body shuddered and shook with the intensity of the orgasm, and Steve thrusted in and out with each gush while he grunted.

I couldn’t keep up with Dane’s flood into my mouth. I lifted off it, and it shot into my hair and over my face while my body twitched and jerked in the last throes of my orgasm. I whimpered quietly, “Oh god...fuck, yes.”

I collapsed onto Dane and Steve onto me as we all tried to catch our breath. After a few minutes, I slid away from the guys and went into the bathroom. As I was undressing, I heard Steve say through the door. “Mitch?”

“Yes, Steve?”

“Dane and I are leaving now. See you tomorrow?”

“Sure, sweetie. Sleep well.”

“Thanks. You were great, by the way.”

“You too. Thanks.”

I took my cage off and showered, and then I slipped into a babydoll and some snug panties to hide my secret in the hopes Candy would soon join me. I sat on the porch and had a smoke and a nightcap while I waited for her. I could hear her as she cried out while Mike fucked her, her bed banging on the wall of the cottage. That might have been me fucking her if I’d had any guts. Oh well, it was wonderful being spit-roasted.

The sounds next door stopped. I sipped my drink and had another smoke, thinking I should really let Candy know what I was. It was wrong not to, to lead her on if it would be a problem for her, and if it wasn’t a problem, it could make things even better.

The door opened in the next cottage, and Mike trotted down the steps and up the path. Should I wait? Go next door? Go to bed? I went inside and put on a short robe over my nightie. I slid on a pair of mules and checked myself in the mirror. Took a deep breath and went next door.

I knocked. “Candy?”

“I’m so glad you’re here. I’ll be right there.”

She moved around inside and the door opened. “Hi! Come in.” I stepped in, and she wrapped her arms around me and kissed me deeply on the lips. “Mmm, you smell fresh,” she said as she gazed into my eyes. She led me to the couch and cuddled up to me, smiling.

“I showered. Dane slipped out of my mouth and spattered my hair and face.”

“Was it good? Did you and Steve fuck? How was he?”

“It was fantastic. They’re both hung like horses, and they spit-roasted me. I came more intensely than ever before, and we all came at the same time. It was incredible. How about you? How was Mike?”

“Mike was fabulous. I’m jealous of your spit-roasting, though. I wish I’d had a second cock to suck on while he fucked me. It was nice, though. I came really well too. I’m pooped now.”

“Me too.”

“I want to get a good night’s rest so I can enjoy tomorrow.” Her hand slid on my leg. “Could I take a raincheck on us sleeping together tonight? We’d just fall asleep anyway. I’d rather fall asleep with you after we make love.”

“Uh, sure, I mean...”

“Super. Since this place has mandatory STD testing prior to admittance, we should take maximum advantage of that. How about we have breakfast tomorrow then indulge in sucking cocks together? Two girls coaxing the passion out of every shape and size of cock. Sound good?”

“Sounds like a plan.” I stood up. She stood and gave me a hug. “You’re my special girl, you know. Just because I play with these guys doesn’t mean I’m not smitten with you.”

“Thanks for saying that. I needed that because I’m smitten with you, Candy. I’ve never known a girl so well put together in mind and body who takes such care with her appearance and presentation.”

“Likewise.” She kissed me gently on the lips. “Sweet dreams, honey.”

“Sweet dreams.”
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My dreams were sweet. I woke dreaming of my spit-roast and caught myself before I wet the sheets. I showered and did my hair and makeup, thinking about our plans for the day. I decided not to plug or cage and just let the process of prompting cocks to deliver their rewards to me do the magic of building libido...if I could restrain myself from coming while I did. Then after both of us had our fill, maybe, if I were brave and lucky, I’d reveal to Candy what I couldn’t bring myself to say last night, and we could make love together.

That was the plan at least.

I put on a short romper and wedge high heels, put on my jewelry and dipped myself in perfume, loaded my purse and went next door. Candy was already sitting in the rocker on the porch, sipping coffee. “Hi, sweetie. Hungry? I’m famished.” She stood, wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a peck. Her eyes flitted back and forth. “You look so pretty today.”

“Thanks. Love your denim mini and sneakers—really cute.” I stared at her perfect breasts, her creamy cleavage and the slight bumps in her tank top from her braless nipples.

“I didn’t feel like wearing a bra. These tits are so firm they don’t need one anyway, and I thought the guys would like the nipples.”

“They are perfect. Mine are the same. I should have done that, but I like wearing a bra too. It feels good for some reason.”

She nodded. “I know. It does. Today I wanted to put on a show, though. Let’s go.” She took my hand, and we walked the path to the resort’s café. The fresh breezes in a perfect temperature caressed my legs, the flowers along the path casting their fragrance. I was holding hands with a girl I was falling in love with. I’d never felt better.

We ate a big breakfast and drank espressos. When we were done, Candy pulled the resort map from her purse. “I think the swimming pool might be a good place to start, don’t you? Suits aren’t required, and we might get to window-shop and pick the best ones.” She laughed.

We made our way to the pool. It was like a candy store. Every type and size of sweet cocks, just waiting to be picked and consumed. I gasped.

“What’s the matter, Mitch?”

“Isn’t it a bit overwhelming? All those guys lying there naked, glistening in the sun, coated with tanning lotion, all those shaved bodies. Look at how many are hard just lying there.”

“I know. Hmm, tough decision, huh?”

We both looked around and took them in. I throbbed in my panties thinking about what we were about to do. She squeezed my hand. “How about we go for a limp one first. I want to feel it grow.” She tugged my hand and led us between two guys who could have been boys.

“Are you sure they’re old enough, Candy?” I whispered.

“No one’s allowed in here under the age of twenty-one. They have to be.”

“They’re so cute. Hairless, petite, such pretty faces.” Their eyes were closed as their lean and lithe bodies soaked in the sun. “Hi, boys. Like a blowjob?”

Their eyes popped open, and smiles washed over their faces as they both nodded quickly, their bright eyes beaming. Candy and I immediately took them into our mouths. It was such a compliment, feeling him growing in my mouth as I looked into his eyes, sucked on it, and ran my tongue around it. I could see Candy from the corner of my eye doing the same.

We took our time, and they grew to about half the size of Dane and Steve, but it was just as enjoyable. They weren’t tiny, but not really big either. I was able to take him all the way into my mouth and use both hands to massage his silky balls while he held my head and gazed into my eyes. I loved taking him to the edge and then stopping, torturing him, and making him want me more and more. It gave me such a feeling of power and control.

My arousal was complete, and I had to be careful to avoid messing my jumper. He begged me to let him finish, so I sped up and went wild on his cock, eager for him to give me my reward.

It was immensely fulfilling, feeling his come surging through his cock between my thumb and forefinger as I held the base. It flowed across my tongue, and his legs shook while he whimpered like a youth, coming for his first time.

I milked him thoroughly even after he stopped gushing, as if I could get more from him, making him shudder and shake and kick his legs. He whimpered, “Stop, please... huh, uh... stop already.” He forcibly yanked my mouth off him.

I smiled at him and said, “Sorry, it was irresistible.”

“Phew. Thank you. No problem. Glad you enjoyed it. Come back in ten minutes if you want, and you can do it again. I won’t have much juice yet, though.” He grinned. His eyes ran over my body and stopped at my breasts. “That was fantastic. What a great way to start the day. Can we meet up later? My name’s Paul.”

He was soo cute. “I’m Mitch. Nice to meet you, Paul. We’ll see. Maybe we’ll see each other around later.”

“Okay. That’d be nice. Maybe we could do something together. Have drinks and dinner, whatever.”

“Okay.”

I looked over at Candy. She was standing and wiping a drip from her chin while she smiled at me. She asked, “Ready, little girl?”

“Ready.” We said goodbye and moved on.

She held my hand as we walked “They were incredibly cute, weren’t they?”

“Very. Like teenage femboys. I loved their little cocks, and they were so responsive. Did you get his name?”

“I did. Mine was John. They’re best friends and twenty-three years old.”

“No kidding. Good. Mine was Paul, and maybe we can play with them some more later.”

We sat at the bar and had some iced tea. Then we went to the bathroom, peed, fixed our hair and lipstick, and moved back out to the pool. Candy scanned the cornucopia of cocks. “Hmm, what next? I really liked the little one, but I wanted more juice. Oh, look there!”

She pointed to two firmly muscled, glistening black men lying there with thick, long, and hard black cocks throbbing in the air, as if they were waving us over.

Candy looked at me with wide eyes.

I laughed. “Let’s do it. Just go over there and be quiet, and we can just dive onto them, okay?”

“We stealthily made our way over next to their chaises and lowered our mouths onto their cocks. Their eyes popped open, and they both erupted into deep laughter. They placed their huge hands gently on our heads and lay back down.

It was so huge, my mouth was almost all the way open, and I was running my tongue around the silky shaft. I had to use both of my hands to pump it up and down. It was glorious, having that thick rod that my fingers barely wrapped around, feeling his skin slip over the firm flesh beneath it. My mouth was full of it, opened wide enough to fit around Big Mac, and my tongue struggled and strained to get around as much of it as it could. Flicking the hole, I could push my tongue into it and taste the salty precum.

I glanced at him with one eye, but he was just lying back enjoying my actions. I pumped it up and down with both hands, squeezing it tight and sucking, bobbing my head on it while I ran my tongue against it.

I throbbed in my panties, imagining a cock this big being shoved into my ass. How it would stretch me and give me a blissful, full feeling once the pain of entry was over. It was unreal, how big it was. Bigger than any dildo I had ever seen. I worked diligently on it, and it was as rigid as a piece of steel with a tube along the bottom the size of a milkshake straw.

As fervent and inspired as I was with him, it didn’t take long until he was grunting. He lifted up on his elbows to see his cock fucking my face, my eyes on his. He held my head tight and rolled his eyes, and then I was receiving copious amounts of semen shooting in through my hands. His cock pulsed and sent waves through that fat dick as if it had a mind of its own and was angrily trying to escape my grip. I managed to greedily swallow the first abundant harvest, but much more erupted from the sides of my cock-filled mouth, which had no room to contain it, no matter how quickly I swallowed.

I slurped and sucked and swallowed as much as I could while his hard legs tensed and his hips jerked. When his body unclenched, I licked every inch of that luscious cock clean. Leaning on his elbows, he watched me and stroked my hair with his big hand.

I could see Candy having a similar experience, her eyes wide as she looked up at him, trying to hang onto the bucking-horse-cock with both hands and collect all the cream it produced to pay tribute to her. She slipped off once, and one long, white stream shot out and laced her hair and face with its pearls.

When she was done, she wiped some come from her eyes, licked her fingers, and cleaned off her face as well as she could, like a cat taking a bath.

We parted ways with the guys, getting their names and taking their compliments and thanks. Back in the ladies’ room, we cleaned up. I helped Candy get the come out of her hair and off her face. We redid our makeup and lipstick, took another break, and then went back at it until midday. Then we ate lunch and did it some more.

Finally, as the time to get ready for going out approached, we took a break and had another iced tea at the bar overlooking the pool. John and Paul, our two young apostles, came and sat down on either side of us. “Hello, ladies. Would you do us the honor of allowing us to join you for some iced tea?”

Paul smiled at me, and his bright eyes locked on mine with a hopeful look. His genderless voice, like his friend’s, was so polite.

“Of course. You two are too cute to turn down.”

“Yeah, cute,” Paul scoffed. He ordered an iced tea, as did John, sitting beside Candy.

John chimed in, “Yeah, cute. That’s what all women say about us. It’s hell being a guy and looking like us. High school was horrible. Sometimes I wish I were more like you two girls. Feminine and pretty and not something in between.”

Candy turned to me and raised her eyes. She said to John, “Really? That can be arranged, you know.”

“Yeah, right. I did always wonder what it felt like to dress and act like a girl.”

I turned to Paul. “What about you, Paul? What do you think?”

“It would be an experience, for sure. I mean, women are so much sexier than men.”

Candy leaned into me while looking at John and whispered to me behind her hand. “Wanna feminize them? Our clothes would fit them, probably our shoes too. We could deck them out and take them to dinner. It would be so exciting for them, don’t you think?”

I grinned with the wonderful thought of it. We looked at each of them. I ran my hand through Paul’s hair. “You have such pretty hair. I could style it more femininely. I could do your makeup, and you could borrow my clothes and shoes and some dangling earrings to replace those studs. I’d make you as pretty as a princess. Let me.” I turned to John. “Let us turn you into girls for tonight. It would be fun. You’d love it. C’mon. Be Jackie and Paulette for us tonight.”

They looked at each other, their faces flushed and mouths open like a young boys caught with their hands in the cookie jar.

Candy said, “Hey, it’s not like we haven’t seen your bodies already. Hell, we sucked your cocks twice. Let us turn you into something special. Who cares? So what? Why not?” She sipped her iced tea, her eyes bright with excitement.

I rubbed Paul’s shorts. “See, it’s turning you on. I feel your arousal, Paulette. Be a good girl now and let us. If you want to go out with us tonight, this is what you need to do.”

Candy slugged down her drink and hopped off the barstool. “Okay, boys. I’m in cottage twelve, so Jackie, that’s where you go after you shower and shave any body hair you might have anywhere except your head.” She turned to Paul. “And Paulette, you do the same and see Mitch at cottage eleven, and she’ll take care of you.” She looked at her watch. “Say in an hour or so? Just give us some time to shower and get dressed for you and to pick out your clothes. Then we’ll be all ready to turn you into girls so you can go out with us tonight.”

John stuttered, “I, I, I, d-d-don’t know. I mean, it s-s-s-sounded neat at first b-b-b-but...”

Paul said, “Well, screw you, buddy. I’d do anything to go out with these perfectly gorgeous and wonderful women.” He looked at me and said, “I’m ready to be Paulette, Mitch. Thanks.” He stood and tugged John off the barstool. “C’mon, you chicken. You’re gonna to be a hottie tonight called Jackie. Hurry. The sooner we get to their places, the sooner we become something special and have dates with the hottest women around.”
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Between us that day, we had sampled every type of cock there was and had received the complimentary rewards from seventeen cocks apiece. Well, actually, we did John and Paul twice because they were so cute, so only sixteen different cocks apiece. They say that swallowed semen is an aphrodisiac. Well, I could sure believe it, because I was one horny little girl by then, as was Candy.

I rubbed my back as we walked. Candy put her hand on it. “Sore?”

“A little. Too much bending over the chaise lounges. Should have made them stand up instead, and we should have sat on the chaises.”

“Good point to remember for next time. That was fun, wasn’t it? It made me so horny, though.” She rubbed my back as we walked. “You looked so sexy sucking cocks too. It’s like you’re meant to. I loved seeing them fucking your face. I should have taken a portrait of you with that huge one, your jaw hinged all the way open. I could put it on my fireplace mantel.” She laughed.

“You looked damn hot, too, honey. I loved seeing the long spurt that big one shot, flying out in a long stream all over your hair and face. Very hot.”

“We’re so much alike. It’s amazing.”

“I know. But, you’re...”

“I’m what?”

“You’re, um, you’re a gorgeous woman.”

“And so are you. So what’s with the but?”

“Uh...”

We reached my steps. I kissed her lips. “Let’s continue this conversation later. I need a drink.”

“Okay, sweetie. We have to hurry and get ready for the boys and get their things picked out to turn them into girls. See you in a bit.”

We went into our cottages. I went through my dresses, looking for something for Paulette and me. I was so excited to do this for him. I knew exactly how exciting it would be for him, and I couldn’t hold my own excitement back. My heart raced as I put our clothes and shoes and things on the bed; I raced through showering and doing my makeup and hair.

For myself, I picked a stunning little V-neck minidress with flared hem to give the appearance of more hips and to hide my secret, because I wanted it to be free. I found a similar dress for Paulette but with a less revealing neckline. We would both wear silky, sheer suntan stockings with garter belts and matching crotchless panties and bras. Strappy, fetishy high stilettos, necklaces, bracelets, and dangling earrings completed the look. Paulette would wear two bras; a strapless one beneath a strapped one with hard cups so she’d appear to have nice breasts.

I had my stockings, garter belt, crotchless panties, bra and shoes on when a knock fell on my door. “Hello? Is this Mitch’s cottage?”

Hmm, slip my dress on, or shock him now and get it over with? Fuck it. I’ll just tell him to not tell Candy for now. It’ll help him realize that he can be a she, like me. “Coming!”

I clicked across the floor in my heels and answered the door. Paul was standing there smiling until his eyes lowered and found my secret, half-hard and still wagging like the tail of a dog from my brisk walk to the door.

His mouth dropped. “Holy shit! I never...”

“Come in, honey. Are you shocked?”

“Uh, yeah... but...”

His face was red. I pulled him inside, closed the door, put my hand on his shoulder, and gazed into his eyes. “Is it okay? Do you still want to go to dinner? Do you still want to become a girl like me?”

“Uh, yeah, sure... I just... I thought you were a girl.”

“I am. I just happen to have something special under my dress. Just like you will, if you still want to.”

“I do. I do. Please. I was just caught off guard, because you were so perfect. I mean, you’re perfect still. Just not normal like a real girl... I mean...”

I laughed and kissed him lightly on the lips. “Relax. I understand. C’mon, Paulette. Just don’t tell Candy about me. She doesn’t know yet, and I want to be the one to tell her.”

“Of course.”

I took her by the hand and led her to the kitchen, where I had set out fake nails and nail polish. “Take your shoes off, and I’ll do your toenails and then apply your fingernails.”

She did as I asked. “Wow, my feet look nice now.”

“Wait until you see them in your high heels.”

I applied her nails, and she admired them. “This is incredible. I already feel so feminine.”

I did her makeup and lipstick at the table, then used a curling iron to curl her hair. I parted it on the left and added a blingy clip on the side, draping her hair across her forehead.

“Perfect.” I led her by the hand into the bedroom. “Strip, Paulette.”

She did and folded her clothes neatly, then sat on the bed, her legs crossed modestly, hiding her privates. I wrapped her garter belt around her and fastened it, then slid a stocking up her leg and fastened it to her belt. Her cock began to swell. I did her other leg, and she was rock-hard and throbbing in the air. “God, this feels so nice, Mitch.”

“See?” I slid her shoes on, which fit perfectly, and fastened the ankle straps. “Okay, Paulette, stand up and walk around.”

She did and found her new balance and stride. “It feels so sexy!” Her cock flailed in the air as she walked back to me.

I wrapped the strapless bra around her and then helped her with the strapped, hard-cupped bra, then adjusted them. “There, feel okay?”

“Feels hot! Really hot. I feel so sensual.”

I held her dress for her to step into and pulled it up, adjusted it, and clasped the neck. I replaced her earrings with long dangling ones, put a necklace, bracelets, and rings on her, then sprayed perfume under her dress and over her hair and shoulders. “Mmm, that smells so pretty,” she chimed. I led her to the mirror.

Her fingers with long, painted nails covered her mouth as she gasped at her new look. “Oh my god, Mitch! I look so good! I love it. I’ve never looked this good dressed up. I mean... as a guy.”

I ran my hand over the front of her dress. She was hard under it, but it didn’t show. “Good, nothing shows. How does it feel?”

“Oh god, Mitch. It feels so good! I should have done this a long time ago. I love it!”

I knelt down and lifted her dress. I grasped her cock with my thumb and forefinger and began to suck it while she watched me in the mirror. “God, Mitch, that looks so erotic... Mmm, and it feels so good.” She grasped my head and began to quickly thrust into my face like a rabbit. I pulled off her and looked up, still holding her cock between my fingers. “No coming yet, honey. Now just imagine you’re me doing this.”

I sucked her some more and stopped before she got too far. I dropped the hem of her dress, stood up and kissed her lips. “There, now you’ll be able to do what I just did, just like a real girl.”

“But... I, uh, I’m not...”

“Gay? You’re a girl, honey. Don’t kid yourself. You’ll love sucking cocks. You won’t be able to stop.” I emptied her things from her pants and loaded a purse with them, adding perfume and lipstick. “Here’s your purse and things, princess.”

She took it, smiling, and slung it on her shoulder. She admired herself in the mirror and turned to and fro, checking herself out. “I really do look like a girl. A girl that I’m attracted to. A girl who gives me a hard-on.”

“Just like you’ll give all the boys.”

“Oh god. What if they try to pick me up?”

“If you like them, let them.”

“But if they find out…”

“Some will love it, and others won’t. Just be careful. You can still suck cocks.”

“But I don’t want to suck cocks, Mitch.”

“You don’t know that yet. You’ve only been a girl for a few minutes now. Be patient and open-minded and see where it goes.” I lifted my dress, fully aroused from feminizing Paulette and seeing her so pretty. “Want to suck mine?”

She shook her head, looking at it lift and fall in the air. “Uh, I, uh...”

I dropped the hem of my dress and smoothed it out. “That’s okay. I won’t push you.” I kissed her lips lightly. “You’re such a pretty girl.”

“Thanks. I feel I am too. I feel pretty and feminine and sexy and,” she looked into her eyes in the mirror, “...and powerful, somehow.”

“Good. What’s your name, sweetie?”

She looked in the mirror deep into her own eyes. “Hi, my name’s Paulette.” She giggled. “I love myself.”

I hugged her from behind and kissed her neck. “You should. You’re beautiful.” 
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In cottage twelve, Jackie was standing in front of the mirror going through the same thing Paulette had just done. She saw us both in the mirror behind her and turned to give her sister-like friend a hug. “Thank you, Paulette, for forcing me to do this. It’s incredible, isn’t it?” She kissed Paulette lightly on the lips.

Paulette’s eyes opened wide and she laughed. “Oh my, I never thought I’d ever do that.” She laughed.

Jackie clattered in her heels over to me and gave me a big hug, putting her head on my shoulder. She whimpered shakily as if she would cry, “Thank you, this is so special. Thank you two so much.” I stroked her newly styled hair. “You’re welcome, princess. Very welcome. You’re such a natural girl.”

She let me go, took a deep breath composing herself, then hugged Candy. “You girls are incredible, doing this for us.”

Candy kissed her lightly on the lips. “No problem. Sometimes girls just need a little push to see how pretty they really are. You have always been that way inside if you feel this good. It’s a deeply hidden part of you that’s finally getting to see the light of day. Enjoy it, princess. You deserve to.”

Jackie took a deep breath. Her eyes rolled and she flashed a broad smile; her painted lips showed her pleasure. She blinked a few times and said, “Oh my, okay...” She ran her fingers with their long, painted nails through her hair, feeling the glittery bow in it. She bent one wrist and held it up by her face and said, “I think this girl is ready to celebrate! She sure does need a drink. Can we go now? I can’t wait to be out and about.”

We all laughed, and I said, “Good girl. Let’s go out there and see how many men will be chasing after you girls.”

Jackie’s eyes popped open wide, and she covered her mouth. “Oh god no. I d-d-d-didn’t even th-th-think of that.”

Candy took her by the arm. “Don’t worry, little girl. We’ll take good care of you. Just relax and have fun.” She kissed her friend’s cheek.

We walked the path to the resort’s restaurant. We could hear Jackie and Candy as they talked. Jackie was still nervous as she said to Candy, “C-c-c-can we s-s-s-skip the bar and just go to the restaurant and have drinks there before d-d-d-dinner? I think it’ll be less dangerous.”

Paulette shouted at her, “Jackie, be a man for christ’s sake.”

“A man in a dress. Exactly. It’s d-d-d-dangerous.”

“Go back to your room then and jerk off. Go ahead. Miss out on a great night with two beautiful ladies.”

Candy rubbed Jackie’s back as we walked and said, “Relax, honey, it’s gonna be fine. You’ll see.”

A couple of guys passed by, saying hi and smiling. They winked at Candy and Jackie and then at us.

Candy said to Jackie, “See? No one knows, and they won’t unless you let them know. Now relax and be the girl inside you and enjoy your new self.”

Jackie took a deep breath and nodded. “I’m sorry. I think a drink’ll help. I’ll be better. I promise. I want to be.”

Candy consoled her, “I know. I know. Trust me, I understand completely how hard it is at first for some girls the first time they go out as the girl they really are inside. It’ll get easier for you from here on. I’m proud of your courage to face your fears.”

We arrived at the restaurant and sat in a round booth with Candy, then Jackie, then Paulette, then me. I sat and crossed my legs as we all did, and I placed my hand on Paulette’s silky, stockinged thigh and caressed it. “Feels so nice, doesn’t it, Paulette?” I ran my hand onto her lap and pressed on her hard-on. “I think your answer will be yes, right?” I went back to caressing her leg while I melted into her pretty eyes. I kissed her painted, soft, and full lips.

She nodded and let out a gasp. Her body relaxed, and she pressed her arm and leg close to mine. “Yes, so nice.”

We ordered drinks. Jackie got a double martini rocks as did Paulette. Candy and I ordered vodka up. When our drinks arrived, Candy toasted. “To our new girlfriends. May we help them find happiness and comfort in their newfound selves.”

We all clinked and sipped. As we imbibed, we talked about what we all did when we weren’t vacationing and where we lived. Paulette and Jackie were both professionals like Candy and me, and they were quite comfortable financially, as we were. We had a lot in common, actually, in likes and dislikes, beliefs about the world and people, and so on.

Astoundingly, we lived fairly close to one another back in the city. It made sense, though, because that was the most populated area not far from the resort, which offered discounts to those who lived as close as we did.

Jackie stopped stuttering. She was acting like a happy, sexy woman and enjoying herself thoroughly throughout the dinner. Our new girlfriends were the epitome of femininity in their actions and mannerisms, and it was blatantly obvious how much they were enjoying themselves.

Candy and Paulette were hitting it off well. She didn’t seem to have any problem with Paulette having something special under her dress as they kissed and caressed each other beneath the table. I was feeling I should have already told her what I was, but I was still afraid to in case she really wanted me to be a woman like her.

After dinner, we all went dancing in the club. We danced with each other and managed to keep the men away from our little group. It was a shame, because we knew how much Jackie and Paulette would have enjoyed the attention and compliments along with solidifying their images as women.

Candy sat beside me at the high-top table and spoke into my ear because it was so loud. “Mitch, the girls need to take the next step, you know, with guys. How can we get them there?”

“Hmm, maybe we need to put them in a situation where they don’t have a choice.” I looked around. There, across the bar were Mike and Dane. “I have an idea; I’ll be right back.”

I left the table and made my way over to them. I sat down in their booth, and we kissed each other. Then I said, “Guys, I need your help. We have two girls who have never sucked a cock before, and we want to help them find out how good it is. Would you let them?”

Their eyes went wide. “Sure!” Dane said naturally. “That would be fun. Are you going to teach them?”

“Uh, no, but we’ll be with them. I can go get them and have them join you. This table with the long tablecloth will be perfect for them to get under and suck you off. Just let us get them over here, and you guys can caress their legs and try unsuccessfully to get under their skirts. We’ll tell them the best thing to do would be to say they can’t have sex but can suck you off. Okay?”

“Deal.”

I went back to our table and pointed to Mike and Dane. Candy acted excited, handed Jackie her purse, and dragged her with her drink off the chair. Paulette stood and held my hand apprehensively but without a fight.

We all walked over to the boys. “Dane and Mike, please meet Jackie and Paulette.”

The girls gave a nervous smile and shook the guys’ hands femininely. Dane and Mike slid out of the booth, and we sat with Candy, then Jackie, then Mike, then Dane, Paulette, and then me, wrapped in the round booth. We had them trapped.

The boys ordered a round of drinks, and Paulette fell into conversation easily while Jackie gazed off into the distance. Candy was reassuring her it was okay and doting on her like a mother trying to help her daughter on her first date.

When Jackie had her first drink, she relaxed again and began to join in the conversation. Mike went slowly, touching her leg and smiling and giving her compliments. Then he caressed her leg, and Jackie seemed good with it all. Dane was doing the same with Paulette, who was very at ease with it. I had my arm around her reassuringly as we all talked.

I winked at Dane and nodded. He pressed his hand, trying to get between Paulette’s legs, and I could see from both girls’ reactions that Mike had done the same. They continued to pry gently as if to drive their way into their panties.

Paulette whispered in my ear, “He’s trying to get under my dress.”

“And you don’t want him to?”

“No. I don’t think so, do I?”

“I guess not. Okay then, did you enjoy everything up to this point? Does he seem nice? Do you enjoy how he makes you feel?”

“He makes me feel pretty and sexy and powerful.”

“Then be powerful and make him happy. You can start by taking his cock out and stroking it, but you probably should get under the table in a bit and suck him off.”

“Oh god.”

“You’re a girl now. Be a girl. You’ll love it, you’ll see.”

“I hope you’re right and I don’t puke all over him.”

“Start by stroking him and go from there.”

She rolled her eyes, looked back at Dane, and smiled. She leaned into him, and with both hands under the table, she undid his zipper and pulled his whole package out. She gazed into his eyes as she stroked him. Dane kissed her on the neck and gazed lovingly at her with his arm around her shoulders.

I looked at Candy, and she winked at me and motioned with her head to Jackie. Jackie’s hand was under the table, and I could tell she was stroking Mike. She even had a smile on her face and was enjoying him holding her close. Jackie looked around and saw us all looking at her. She blushed, then went back to paying attention to Mike.

Paulette whispered in my ear, “This is incredible. I have to do the rest. I never had anyone respond to me like this. It feels so good. It makes me feel so sexy and desired.”

I handed her a linen napkin. She looked around and slid under the table. Jackie looked under the table, and I could tell Paulette was tugging on her, encouraging her to come down with her. Jackie slid under.

Candy and I watched as Mike and Dane had their cocks sucked by our new girlfriends. We all smiled and just looked around, sipping our drinks nonchalantly. After some time, Dane rolled his eyes and said, “Holy shit. You must have trained her. She’s good. She’s really into it. How about you, Mike?”

“She’s fantastic. I never had anyone as good.” He turned to Candy and said, “Sorry, Candy. It’s true. It must be because she’s doing it for the first time. This girl is ravenous and going wild on me. I can’t take it much...” He grunted and tensed, and I could tell he was coming in Jackie’s mouth as he held her head tight beneath the table to keep her from hitting her head while he lightly thrusted into her face.

Dane grabbed my thigh and squeezed it while holding Paulette’s head with his other hand. “Oh god, Mitch... she’s fucking fantas—” He grunted, his body tensed, and he thrusted into Paulette’s face.

Soon, the men were tucking themselves in, and the girls slid up to the table again. Paulette had a huge smile, and I wiped a drip off her chin and held it out to her. She smiled and licked it off. She checked her hair with her fingers and adjusted her dress. Dane kissed her cheek. “Thanks, darling. You were incredible. You are such a hot woman. Can I get your number?”

Paulette laughed and sipped her drink. “Maybe later, big boy.”

Candy kissed Jackie on the cheek and congratulated her. Mike peppered her face with kisses, thanking her and telling her how beautiful she was. All of us slid out to go to the girls’ room together.

Jackie and Paulette were beside themselves with happiness. We all went pee, touched up our makeup and hair, and sprayed fresh perfume on.

“Jackie,” I said, “so how was it? Was it exciting or gross?”

“Oh god, Mitch. Now I see why you girls did that at the pool today. It’s incredible, the feeling it gives you. You feel so... desirable and... sensual. When he came... I, uh…”

“You did, too, right? It’s okay, say it.”

“I came all under my dress.” She laughed.

Paulette patted her on the back. “Don’t feel bad. I did too. It was incredibly enlightening. Even better than receiving one. I came harder than ever.” She looked at me. “Sorry, Mitch.”

“No apology necessary. I know what you’re saying.”

We went back out to the guys and enjoyed another drink with them. All of us were more relaxed. This time, Jackie and Paulette sat cuddled together. After we finished, we all left.

On the way back to the cottages, Jackie and Paulette held hands and walked, while Candy and I did the same. When we reached cottages eleven and twelve, Jackie said, “We’re going to our own place now. It was a rough night, but a good night. Thanks. We just want to cuddle and relax. Is it okay if we keep the clothes for now? We’d like to sleep in them together.”

“Of course,” I said as I looked at Candy, who nodded. “We can take you shopping tomorrow for your own clothes if you want.”

Paulette nodded quickly. “Oh god, yes! Right, Jackie?”

“Absolutely, honey. We have to. We still have some vacation left, and I want to enjoy it this way.”

“Okay, girls. We’ll meet you for breakfast at nine, okay? Right, Candy?”

“Sure.” The girls hurried off, their heels clattering down the path.

Candy turned to me. “So, it was a great success. Don’t you love those two?”

“I do.”

I hope we get together after vacation with them. You and I, of course, we have to talk. I think I’m in love with you.” She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed my lips, then leaned back.

“I love you, too, Candy. I’m so happy you want to do that. I never imagined a woman like you would want...”

“Want what, sweetie?”

“Want... someone like me.”

“Why do you always have such a low self-image when it comes to us together? You’re wonderful. We have so much in common. We’ll make a wonderful couple.”

“Thanks. I hope so.”

“Stop. What’s wrong?”

I gazed into her loving eyes. I gave her a big hug. “I’m sorry... it’s just... I guess I should... God. Suddenly I feel so tired. Can I just go to bed?”

“Okay, sweetie. C’mon. I’ll cuddle us to sleep.”

“Uh, can I just sleep alone tonight?”

“Really? I guess so. Are you okay? I thought you’d want to.” She ran her hand through my hair, looking at me with wonder.

“Yeah, just tired. Sorry.”

“Okay. See you in the morning. We can walk over to breakfast together.”

“Sounds good.” I kissed her deeply on the lips, and we parted.

What an ass I was, huh? 
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I woke up from a fitful sleep, dreaming about telling Candy and having her reject me. Were the dreams prophetic, or was I just being an ass? I felt I wasn’t showing any trust in Candy or confidence in our relationship, but I was still afraid.

I did my morning routine and dressed in a pretty pair of skorts with wedge heels and a lace blouse. I felt wonderful as I admired myself in the mirror while I sprayed perfume over me.

Candy was already sitting on the porch, sipping a coffee and having her morning smoke. “Hi, love!” she chimed.

I climbed her stairs, bent down, and kissed her lips. “Morning, Candy. Ready to go meet the girls? I wonder if they’re still dressed like last night.”

“Probably not, but I’ll bet their makeup and hair are done, and they’ll wear their best femboy clothes to shop in.” She stood, I took her hand, and we walked to the resort’s café. Jackie and Paulette were seated by the edge, overlooking the garden. They were sitting close to each other, and Paulette was holding Jackie’s hand as they chatted animatedly and sipped coffee.

“Hello, girls. Get a good night’s sleep? You’ll need it.” Candy and I sat down at their table.

Paulette beamed and spoke in a hushed voice. “We, uh, we didn’t get to sleep right away. We couldn’t help sleeping together and... well, you know.”

“How nice!” Candy said.

Jackie squeezed Paulette’s hand and said, “We’ve become much closer now. This new approach to who we are has opened our minds to a whole new world.”

Paulette, still hushed and leaning toward us, said, “It’s so much nicer than having to get rid of your morning wood by yourself when you can both suck each other off. Same thing going to sleep.”

I patted their held hands. “That’s wonderful. I’m so happy for you two.”

Paulette said, “We do have some questions for you. We were thinking about what it might be like to, uh...” She looked around and leaned toward us and said quietly, “We’d like to make love to each other but are afraid of putting something in there. Can you help us?”

Candy nodded. “Sure. After breakfast we can go to the adult toy store here and get you both some things and then back to our cottage. You can clean out down there and start training and borrow some clothes for shopping if you want to.”

“Training?”

“Of course. It’s new to you. You’ll want to be comfortable with having something inside you, so training will help. Trust me.”

Jackie’s face looked tentative as she said, “I don’t know, Paulette. It sounds scary and dirty.”

Paulette held both of her hands and gazed into her eyes. “But you remember how we both wanted to feel even closer to each other last night and how this could be the way. I want to make love to you, and I want you to make love to me.”

Candy said, “Jackie, when you have someone’s cock inside of you it’s like a connection to them. You both become one as it fills you and gives you such blissful pleasure. Your bodies embracing, dancing together, that cock thrusting in and out, sending ripples of sensations through your core. Then, when that cock comes, you feel it infuse you with love as you both shudder and shake together, being closer than you’ve ever been. You have to do it.”

Paulette said, “We have to do this, honey.”

Jackie nodded sheepishly and hung her head. “I know. It does sound wonderful.” She looked up at Paulette. “You’re always the brave one. Thanks.” She kissed Paulette’s lips.

We shopped in the adult toy store and they bought an attachment for the shower, dildos, lube, and expandable, remote-controlled, vibrating butt plugs. We took them back to our cottages, and they used our showers. We helped them plug and dress, then we showered, cleaned out, and plugged as well.

When we were all ready, we spent the day shopping. The plugs did their job, and the girls were more than willing to have something else in them after a day of stimulation. The girls loaded up on accoutrements and clothing for their new selves and were as happy as a couple newly in love, holding hands and shopping together, giggling and enjoying themselves. It was a pleasure to see such fresh joy.

We helped them carry their things back to their place and put them away. When we finished, we went to the pool for iced tea; we sat at the bar looking out at the cock smorgasbord. Paulette pointed and said, “Wow! Holy man-meat, look at those guys’ cocks. I never thought some guy’s hard cock would be so intriguing.”

Candy laughed. “Yeah, they’re definitely mouthfuls, girls. We tasted those two guys. They say you go black and never go back. Go for it. They’re nice guys.”

“Really?”

She nodded.

Paulette grabbed Jackie’s hand and looked into her eyes with wide eyes. “Let’s do it, okay? There are two of them side by side.”

Jackie gazed off at them and crossed her legs. “Hmm. They are quite large, handsome too.” Paulette stood and tugged her hand.

Candy said, “Okay girls. You go and enjoy yourselves. We’ll watch. Keep going after them, if you want. We have time to get ready for dinner yet. Let’s meet at my place at five, okay?”

Paulette nodded and yanked Jackie over to the guys, and they promptly devoured those huge cocks. We drank iced tea in the shade and watched them do a couple more apiece before we left to go get ready.

Candy said, “I want to make love to you tonight, Mitch. Okay?” Her hand glided on my leg as she gazed lovingly at me.

“Sounds great to me.”

“Maybe we can be in the same room with Paulette and Jackie too. It might be nice to share that energy together and see them made love to.”

“It would. Hmm, maybe we should invite some guys, too, for a little spit-roasting.” I grinned.

She laughed. “Heck. Why not? Nothing like a good old fashioned gang bang, right?” 
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Candy and I were sitting on her porch having a martini and a smoke when Paulette and Jackie came clicking in their heels up the walk, hand in hand and smiling ear to ear. They looked incredible in their new, short, cleavage-revealing dresses, wearing their newly purchased silicone gel breast forms.

“You girls look fabulous,” Candy called to them as they climbed the stairs.

Jackie said, “Thanks. We love these fake breasts too. They feel so nice. They even jiggle when we walk, and we have cleavage now. She squeezed a breast with her long-nailed fingers. “They’re so sweet, and with the plugs in all day, we feel so... so... sensual and feminine. Right, Paulette?”

Paulette kissed her lightly on the lips and stroked her cheek. “Right, my love.”

We made our way to the dining room and found seating by the huge, open sliding windows. The breeze wafted through, and we could look out onto the rolling lawn and gardens. We pulled our seats around the table so we could all face the view and be closer to each other.

Drinks and a leisurely, seven-course meal—with Candy and I close and caressing each other’s legs and Paulette and Jackie doing the same—left us all feeling incredibly special and in love. Our plugs hummed silently inside us, and we wriggled on them from time to time, re-crossing our legs and anticipating a real replacement for the plugs.

Later we drank and danced to the throbbing music at the club, where Dane and Mike joined us.

Dane was his usual self, whispering in my ear how much he wanted me to suck his cock. I decided to let him in on our secret and see how reacted.

“Dane, there’s something you need to know. Only one of us is a genetic female.” I waited for his response. He looked at all of us, then turned to me and smiled. “Wow, that’s actually pretty neat. I never would have guessed guys could look so good. So who is who? Are you the genetic female?”

I laughed. “Well, you seemed to have changed your position on this since the first time you talked about it.”

“No, not really. I just thought you were straight and expected a response like that. I never had a problem with people’s preferences.” He slid his hand on my leg. “So, are you the real girl?”

I shook my head.

“Wow. I’m impressed. And you sure can suck a cock. So, will I get lucky tonight?”

“We’ll see.”

I looked over at Candy, who was enjoying Paulette’s company while Jackie and Mike talked. Candy was the one I should have been telling this. She saw me looking at her and motioned that we should leave the club. I nodded.

We all finished our drinks, picked up our purses, and stood up. We followed Candy through the crowd to the outside and grouped up. Candy got everyone’s attention and said, “So, I’m thinking we might have a spit-roast of sorts at my cottage, if you girls and boys would like to join us.”

Dane hooted. “Fuck, yeah!”

Mike said, “Sounds great!” He put his arm around Jackie, who was holding Paulette’s hand. “Are you ready for me, Jackie?”

Jackie snuggled close to him “Absolutely. I can’t wait.”

Paulette kissed Jackie on the lips. “I’m so proud of you, girl. I want you to make love to me.”

Jackie kissed her back. “Sounds wonderful.”

We walked back to Candy’s cottage. When we got inside, Candy mixed drinks while we all took turns in the bathroom taking out our plugs. Then she did the same. We toasted together, then Jackie took Mike into the bedroom and had him strip. She pulled back the covers on the king-size bed and slid herself onto it. Mike slid on behind her and wrapped his arms around her from behind. He rolled them on their sides and slid her panties aside, then guided his cock between her cheeks. He found a home for his cock, and Jackie moaned, looking back at him as he entered her. His hand went around front, and he grabbed her cock in his fist as he began to thrust slowly and lovingly into her.

Paulette slid onto the bed in front of Jackie. She edged her bottom back toward Jackie, who wrapped her arms around her and pulled her close. Mike guided Jackie’s cock into Paulette while she looked back. Jackie let out a moan and kissed Paulette’s neck while she stroked Paulette’s cock around front. Paulette let out a whimper and pushed her hips back onto Jackie.

Mike thrusted from behind, setting all three into a slow-motion fuck. I looked at Candy, anxious to make love to her. “Are you ready, Candy?” She was watching the three fuck. “I, uh, I...” She slid onto the bed and lifted her dress behind her, pulling her panties aside and pressing back against Paulette. Jackie guided Paulette’s cock into Candy’s ass.

Candy looked at me and rolled her eyes. She said, “Come to me, baby. Slide up in front of me.”

I climbed on the bed facing her and lay on my side. She shook her head, “No, baby, bring your ass to me.” She grabbed my shoulders and turned me, then wrapped her arm around me and pulled my panties aside in front. She grabbed my cock and started stroking it. Obviously, she didn’t have a problem with my secret.

“You have such a nice cock, honey.”

I turned back to her and said, “Thanks. I was hoping to fuck you with it with you on your back.” I could feel our train moving with each slow thrust Mike made into Jackie.

“Next time, honey,” she said.

I felt Candy pull aside my panties in the back, and Paulette lifted the front of Candy’s dress, slid aside the front of her panties and had her hand in them. The next thing I knew, I felt a cock as it squeezed between my cheeks and pressed against my hole.

I turned back to Candy and said, “You have a strap-on?”

She kissed my neck and said, “No, honey, that’s my cock going into you, baby.”

“I, uh, I never...”

“Of course. I’m just like you. I knew you were like me right away, because genetic girls don’t take such painstaking detail in their appearance as us girls do.” She laughed. “I love you, Mitch.” She slid herself in all the way. Our train went back into motion as Mike fucked Jackie’s ass, going faster now.

Jackie wrapped her hand around my cock, and I fucked her soft fist. Dane appeared before me, naked, stroking his huge cock. “You girls really know how to have a party. May I?” He smiled down at me, holding his cock before my lips, my head moving with each of Mike’s thrusts. I looked up into his eyes and nodded. “Please?”

I opened my mouth and he slapped my face with his cock a few times while I tried to catch it with my mouth. He laughed and stuffed it into my face, then grabbed my head with his big hands. I gazed up at him as our train had all cars linked. We had a huge spit-roast with me at the end.

I ran my tongue around Dane’s velvety cock, and Candy sucked on my neck while her cock slid in and out of me, delivering ripples of pleasure up my spine. I reached behind me and grabbed her ass, trying to speed us up. She did the same and the message got back to Mike, so we all picked up speed together.

Mike grabbed Jackie’s hair in his fist and began to drill her ass like a whore. Jackie whimpered, emitting little squeaks and gasps as her cock fucked Paulette’s ass, Paulette thrusted fiercely into Candy, and Candy’s cock pummeled my ass. My head bobbed on Dane’s luscious cock.

We all started to make our own little vocalizations and whimpers while Mike and Dane grunted. My head squeezed tightly, I looked up at Dane and let the bliss run through me. It felt as if I could feel each person’s pleasure make its way through our train and deposit itself into my ass from Candy. It then ran through me into my cock and Dane’s. I swear, he felt it all happening from the look on his face. His huge hands gripped my head, and he grunted, fucking my face.

This went one for some time, all of us in some sort of alternate reality, a dreamlike state where time seemed to stop. Then, all of a sudden, Jackie whimpered, “Oh god, Mike... fuck me hard now. This is it. Paulette, I’m gonna come in you, honey.”

“Oh yes!” Candy cried. “Fuck me, Paulette... fuck me hard!” Candy shoved herself deep into me. She tensed and held me tight to her as her cock pulsed inside me and flooded me with her come. Dane did the same into my face. I swallowed furiously, trying to keep up while my body shook and shuddered from my toes to my head, and I came through Candy’s fist onto my dress.

Some of Dane’s come dribbled from my mouth as I gasped for air and collapsed onto the bed. Dane slid onto the bed beside me and kissed my forehead. Candy peppered my neck with kisses as did Paulette, Jackie, and Mike to each other.

The group went limp on the bed, and all that could be heard was our labored breathing. Once we caught our breath, the train fell apart, and we all snuggled together.

Candy said, “Are you okay, honey?” She stroked my hair.

“Better than okay.”

“Are you sad I’m not a real girl?”

“Not if you aren’t that I’m not. I love you, Candy.”

“I love you too.”

Dane kissed my forehead, his hand on my limp cock. “I love you guys—I mean girls—too. We should get together back home.”

Mike said, “I second that motion. All of us. Okay?”

Jackie was snuggled against Paulette when she said, “I want to be this way forever. I want to feel this good always. We have to get together again. Right, Paulette?”

“Oh god, yes.”

I said to everyone, “We still have vacation until the end of the week. Maybe we should make some more insatiable girls like us.”

Jackie said it for all of us. “Absolutely! I’m sure there are other guys here who would make great girls. How much fun will that be? Let’s do it.”

Guess what we did? We were insatiable. 
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