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My wife and I were in dire need of a vacation.

“Too much work and not enough play makes Jack a dull boy, honey!” She leaned toward me as we sat at the bar, displaying her cleavage and rubbing my jeans with her hand. “Please? Can we take a vacation? I’ll take good care of you.” She was very convincing.

I laughed. “Oh, I’m sure of that, Jill. I just want to finish this last project before we take a break.”

“But that’ll take another six months at least. So what if it’s delayed a week or two? What difference will it make?”

“True. We’ll just lose two weeks’ income, and we have plenty in the kitty right now.” I sipped my bourbon.

“Plenty? More than plenty. We could retire if we wanted to. How much money will be enough for you?” She stared wide-eyed at me, her gorgeous, long-lashed, made-up eyes gazing over her pink martini, which she held in her pink-painted, long-nailed fingers.

“At twenty-five? What would keep us busy? What would we do?”

“We could travel the world. I can’t get pregnant, so that can’t entertain us. We need to take advantage of what we have and explore life. Screw the vacation and let’s just retire, Jack.”

“Wait a minute. A minute ago, it was a vacation and now you want to retire. I’ll make you a deal. Let’s take a vacation. Maybe a couple of weeks. How’s that? We can think about retiring later, after we’ve had a break. By then, we may not want to. Vacations can get really boring too. You’ll be aching to get back to something productive.”

She smiled and gave me a peck on the lips. She looked smug. “That was easy. Now I know how to do it. That’s okay. I didn’t really manipulate you. I just gave you an easy out. Two weeks is easier than a lifetime. Don’t worry. I have some ideas to make the vacation stellar. A vacation you’ll never forget. Heck! I think you’ll want to retire afterward, it’ll be so good.” She squeezed my hand and pecked my cheek. “You’re so darn cute!” She looked around and rubbed my crotch through my jeans, then looked into my eyes. “And this is so cute too.”

“Honey!” I swept her hand away and looked around to see if anyone had noticed us.

She held up my empty glass to the bartender. He nodded and went for another. “Oh, don’t worry. No one was looking. Besides, who cares? That’s why for this vacation, we’re going where no one will know us. But then again, even if they knew you...” Her eyes flitted across my face and hair, “...they’d never recognize you anyway.”

“Really? Are we wearing costumes?”

“Not a costume. I’d call it a more appropriate presentation of yourself. Something sexier and more fun. Something that better fits your true nature.”

The bartender delivered my bourbon and left. “I’m not sexy?” I sipped it, getting nervous about her plans.

“Oh, you are. Very sexy. You’re so sensual too. I just have a way to 10 X all of that. You’ll see. Once you try it, you’ll love it.” She leaned into me and whispered hotly into my ear while going back to rubbing my crotch, making me throb beneath her hand. “You’ll be soo hot! We’ll have a ball together. It’ll be such a great time teaching you new things. So many wonderful things. You’ll have a new view of life and what’s exciting in this world.”

I slugged the bourbon. Before I placed it at the end of the bar, she raised her empty glass to the bartender and held up two fingers. He nodded.

“Teaching me new things? Are we going skydiving? Mountain climbing? You know I don’t like heights.”

She laughed. “Oh, sweetie, of course not. I’d never do such a cruel thing to you. You’ll feel powerful, sexy, desirable, and very sensual.” She leaned back and looked me up and down. “You’ll be red hot.”

The bartender dropped off two of her cocktails. “Honey, do you really think you should be drinking two of them so fast?”

She slid one over to me. “It’s not for me. Try it. You need a new kind of drink.”

She held her martini glass daintily to clink mine. “To my cute and loving spouse finding a new lust for life on our vacation.”

I clinked and looked at her, confused. “This is scary, honey. I don’t need a new lust for life. I love life just as it is.”

“You don’t know what you don’t know. You need to climb the staircase to see what’s up there. Your higher self is up there. Drink up, Jackie, dear. Tell me how good it tastes to be the new you.”

I sipped the cocktail. It was strong, mildly sweet, and tart. I raised my eyebrows. “Not bad.”

“See how good it is to try new things? You don’t always have to be the... man... drinking bourbon and beer.”

“It’s weird for a guy to drink a pink drink, though... Isn’t it?”

“It’ll suit you perfectly. No one would even give it a thought. Now let’s order some dinner. I’ve worked up an appetite, and I want to get you home so we can start having fun tonight. I’ve already made our reservations, and we’re leaving tomorrow, late in the morning. I’ve shipped our luggage. It’ll be there when we arrive.”

“Wow! Hmm… You were pretty confident I’d give in. Sure feels like manipulation to me. Oh well, I guess we do need a vacation. It’s been a long time. No heights, right?” I sipped my lovely pink drink, holding my pinky out for show.

She laughed. “Very appropriate pinky, dear. See? You’ll catch right on.” She ran her fingers through my hair, assessing it, then gazing lovingly into my eyes. “Don’t fret, you won’t endure any heights higher than five inches or so off the ground. Okay?”

“Uh, five inches?”

She whispered in my ear and rubbed my crotch. “Yeah. No higher than the length of your cute little thing.”
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We ate dinner and went home. I still hadn’t figured out what or where our vacation might be that would give me such lust for life. Jill wasn’t giving me any hints, other than the five inch height, although she somewhat weirdly called me Jackie more than usual. Normally, she’d call me Jackie when I screwed something up, and she’d follow it with dear, but she was using it now as if that were my name. She must have been incredibly excited about the vacation she had planned because she was very touchy-feely and kept me hard and aroused all evening.

“Okay, sweetie. Let’s take a shower together then go to bed.” She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me deeply as we stood in the bedroom. She leaned back and rubbed my crotch. “Mmm, lovely.” She yanked me by the hand into the bathroom.

We played in the shower, touching, feeling, caressing in the warm soapy water. She wouldn’t let me finish, though, keeping me right on the edge. She quipped, “Not yet, Jackie. Later.” For some reason, she insisted on shaving off the little body hair I had. What the heck? I was feeling pretty damn good, all horned up, having a beautiful woman shaving my body.

After we dried off, she put on a sheer black baby-doll and slid into bed next to me. “Take these silly tighty-whities off, Jackie. They’re so rough.” She dragged them off me. I so wanted to have some relief after the whole night of teasing. She slid her silky legs against my now silky hairless legs, and her hands roamed my hairless arms and chest. “See how nice it feels being hairless? Doesn’t your skin feel lovely?”

“Mmm. It does feel sensual.”

She slid her panties off and glided them over my body, then dragged them across my hardness over and over. I twitched and jerked and oozed. “Oh honey, please? Please, can we do it? You’re driving me mad.”

“Hmm... I don’t know what’s best for you, Jackie.”

“Honey, I won’t be able to sleep, and we have to travel tomorrow. Please?”

“Okay.” She wrapped my hardness in her panties then placed my hand on it and wrapped my fingers around it. “There. Don’t those panties feel nice?

“Mmm, they do but...”

She sat up in bed, the dim light of the nightstand showing her hard nipples on firm breasts and her gorgeous body through the sheer black fabric. “Just look at me, Jackie. Look at me and show me how hot I make you.”

She slid her hand down to her crotch. I started stroking myself with the panties as I took her in.

“Good girl, Jackie. Don’t stop.”

“Girl?” I stopped and my shaft bobbed up and down in the air as I gawked at her.

“Yes, girl... now shush. Keep going, princess.” She took a long, thick, realistic-looking vibrator from her nightstand and inserted it between her legs. “Imagine me with a real one like this inside me.”

She rolled her eyes and moaned lightly with each penetration, then looked into my eyes. She ran a hand through my hair. “Watch me, honey, and make it squirt for me. Show me how much you like watching this pretty girl getting it from such a well-endowed man.”

I couldn’t help myself—she was so hot. I was confused by what she was saying, but it didn’t matter one bit, as aroused as I was. She could call me anything she wanted to right then. I stared as she stroked that huge, glistening, very real-looking thing in and out of her. I was bobbing in the air and oozing, imagining her like that for real. She was like a porn star. I wrapped the panties around my shaft, took it between my thumb and two fingers, and stroked like crazy while I looked at her. “Oh god, Jill,” I whimpered as I finally let it all go into the panties.

“Good girl!” She came on her vibrator at the same time—or at least it sure looked like it. When her legs stopped quivering, she removed her fake man and wrapped herself around me. She peppered my face with kisses as we both caught our breath.

“Jackie, you were soo cute. It was very sexy seeing you turned on by that so much. You’re so sensual and erotic. I loved seeing you twiddling it in my panties. Wasn’t that nice for you, Jackie? Seeing me like that? Filling those pretty panties?”

“Mmm, it was very... different.”

“Just wait until we get to the resort.”

“Resort?”

We looked into each other’s eyes as our heads lay on the pillow. “Yes, a resort with a casino, spa, beauty salon, shopping, pool, dance club, fine dining, parks—everything a couple on vacation could want. They’re even LGBTQ-friendly, so we’ll be indirectly supporting that movement, just like you like to.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. “Now sleep well. It’ll be a very big day for you tomorrow.”


3

Jill woke me with her mouth. Yeah... her mouth right where I loved it. My hands went to her head and held it gently while she worked her magic. She brought me to the edge several times, and then the alarm on her phone went off. She pulled away from me. “Okay, time to get showered and go. Go rinse off. I’ll lay out your clothes on the bed for you, and we can leave. We’ll have some breakfast bars on the way.”

“Honey! Let me finish.”

“Shush. Too late now.” She tugged me from the bed, and I went into the shower while she made the bed and yelled to me, “Don’t touch yourself down there! Be good, Jackie. Save it.”

I dried my hair, put it in a ponytail, and came out to the bedroom. Jill sat on the bed in short shorts and modestly heeled mules, dangling one from her foot while she smiled ear to ear, patting the bed. Get dressed, honey. Here are your clothes.”

I looked at the bed. A pink tank top, very short pleated white denim shorts, and a pair of stretchy pink panties with a matching bra, plus a pair of mules like Jill’s, but in white.

“What? I can’t go to the airport like that!”

“Well, your clothes from last night are in the trash because of the stains from the lobster butter, and your wardrobe is already on the way there. You don’t have any other clothes to wear. Besides, you’ll fit into these perfectly, and no one will know.”

“Honey, this is too much. I can’t do this. There must be something else I can wear. I must have some clothes left.”

“Nope. I sent the clothes we’re keeping and donated or threw away the others to make room for what we buy on vacation.”

I muttered to myself, at my wits end. My heart raced and my face was flushed. I imagined people pointing and laughing at me at the airport.

Jill looked at her watch. “Stop muttering, Jackie. We have thirty minutes. If you put the clothes on, I’ll do your makeup and hair, and you can decide if you look enough like a girl to go out that way. If you think you look bad, I guess I’ll just cancel the vacation.” She looked disappointed. I hated to see her that way. What choice did I have? We’d lose our deposits, airfares...

I slid on the tight panties and stood my rigid, tortured shaft up flat against my belly. I slid on the shorts, and she helped me put the bra on and slip in some gel breast forms to make cleavage. The pink tank top fit perfectly and showed some enticing cleavage. I throbbed in my tight, silky panties, remembering the ones I’d found such fantastic relief in last night, then slid on the mules.

I went to look in the full-length mirror, but Jill tugged me into the bathroom and quickly put on foundation, mascara, eyeliner, eyeshadow, blush, and lipstick. She redid my ponytail, shifting it from the bottom of my head to the top, then dried it, fluffing it up. Then she swapped my stud earrings for long dangling ones. She dragged me to the full-length mirror and loaded a shoulder bag with my things while I stared wide-eyed at my reflection.

She sprayed perfume on us both. She checked her watch. “So? Perfect or what!?” She kissed my cheek. “Perfect, Jackie?”

I rolled my eyes and turned to her. “Pretty darn good, actually. I can’t believe it. But to masquerade at the airport like this?”

She moved up close to me and gazed into my eyes while she rubbed the front of my short, pleated shorts. “Up to you. You’re the boss, Jackie. We could just work today and forget about the vacation.” She rubbed my hardness through the pleated shorts. “You feel as if you like this. I think you’re extremely sexy this way too. You’re very alluring and inviting. I think you’ll love this vacation. Don’t worry if you don’t like this outfit. You have a full wardrobe you can change into at the resort when we get there.”

“Really? I can change my clothes? So this masquerade is just for traveling?”

“Uh... Uh, this is your traveling outfit.”

I looked at myself in the full-length mirror, my thumb hooked in the strap of my shoulder bag, the perfume wafting to my nose, the shape of my legs in the heels, and the cleavage and pretty face. I throbbed in my panties. It was all so weirdly exciting seeing myself as something sexy and inviting. But this was just for traveling. Probably to get me wired up more for some fun later.  Wearing silky panties felt fabulous too and I’d probably be hard as a rock all day this way. I’ll be wired up for her for sure. Heck, last night was possibly the most intense release I’d ever had anyway. Jill was so creative. Maybe she had something else for me to try. “Okay, honey.” I pecked her lips lightly so as not to smudge my lipstick. “Sold! Let’s go.”

She checked her watch. “We’re still good. I have just enough time to paint your toenails with some pretty, quick-dry metallic pink nail polish and glue on some matching long fingernails. That’ll convince everyone even more, and you’ll love how pretty they look.”
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We made it to the airport on time. Not having to check bags, we checked right in and glided through the TSA. No one caught my ID as being male, or at least they didn’t care. I was relieved. I had fooled them all and actually felt quite proud of myself. I changed my walk a little, helped by wearing the heeled mules, and the painted fake nails made me more careful with my hands, giving me more feminine gestures. I was starting to feel pretty comfortable with the masquerade.

“Jackie, you did so well. You’re even using your polite voice when you talk, and it suits you perfectly as the girl you are right now.”

“Thanks. Yeah, I guess I just kind of fell into it. It feels natural in a way. It’s fun fooling everyone.”

She snuggled my arm to her, and then we walked hand in hand to our gate.

At the bookstore, she tugged me in. “Let’s get the same book and read it together on the plane, okay? Then we can talk about it later.”

“Good idea. I’ve been wanting to learn more about the new space telescope. Maybe there’s a science magazine that has it.”

“Oh, honey, it’s vacation. Let me pick something sexy, racy, romantic. Okay?” She went over to the romance books.

I looked at the women’s phone cases and picked up a blingy pink one. Jill bumped my butt with hers. “Get it, girl! It’s so you!” She grabbed it from my hand and took it with the two copies of some smutty book to the counter.

She checked her watch. “Want anything to drink before we board? It’s a few hours until the flight.”

“I’m not thirsty, but I should pee.”

She took me by the hand, and we walked to the ladies’ room. I stopped her at the door. “Jill!”

“What!? You think you can use the other one without causing a stir? Be real, Jackie. C’mon.”

We each used a stall and then fixed our hair, put on fresh lipstick, and sprayed on a little perfume while other women were hurriedly doing the same. We went to the departure gate area and found a couple of seats. Jill handed me my book. “Enjoy, princess. She writes really vivid sex stories, and all her guys are hunks.”

“Great.”

I read until boarding time and then continued after we had settled into our seats. It was a riveting story. The woman, direct and powerful, reminded me of Jill. She was the CEO of a major corporation, and her secretary was a handsome hunk of a guy whom she seduced and manipulated all the time. When I got to the scene where she and the secretary went into a restaurant bathroom together, I couldn’t help imagining it was Jill as the CEO. I felt as if I was right there watching them as I throbbed under my pleated shorts while the plane droned through space.

There was scene after scene of the CEO describing the joy she obtained from giving head and from being made love to by even more than one man at a time. I couldn’t believe women read books like that, but it held me captivated, hard, and throbbing all through the flight while my Jill as the character reaped all the pleasure from the men.

When the plane landed, I folded the page and put the book in my purse. I took a few deep breaths to slow my heart rate and looked at Jill as she put her book away. She smiled at me. “So? Isn’t that author hot? It sure made me ready for anything. How about you, princess?” She sensually glided her hand on my silky thigh as she gazed lovingly at me.

“It was hot, all right. Kept me going. The flight went fast.”

“Good. Glad to hear you enjoyed it. So, did you imagine me as the CEO?”

I laughed. “How’d you know?”

“After my setup last night, having you watching me and me setting the stage, I thought you would.”

“Was that part of the plan too?”

“What plan, honey? I just want us to have an exciting vacation, that’s all. You did say the book kept you hot, right?”

I nodded as I watched her.

“And you did say you imagined me as the CEO, right?”

I nodded.

“Good. That’s a very good sign of what you’d want for me. “ She gave me a peck on the lips. “Thank you for being so unselfish. Now next time we have time to read though, I want you to imagine you as the CEO. Just for the fun of it. Okay?”

My jaw fell and I stared at her. What was I in for on this trip? 
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We took the shuttle from the airport to the resort. Jill started a conversation with a couple of good-looking women who were going to the same place we were. I had to wonder if they were a couple like us, but they both looked so feminine and pretty I couldn’t imagine it. We all exchanged names and phone numbers before we got off the shuttle.

When we reached the reception area, Jill tugged me to an open check-in person, who gave us our keys. “The luggage is all in the rooms already,” she said. “Should you need anything, don’t hesitate to call the front desk. Enjoy your vacation, ladies.”

We put keys in our purses and slung them on our shoulders. “Wow. This place is huge, Jill.”

“It has everything. Where do you want to start?” We held hands and looked around. Couples were in bathing suits along with regular streetwear. Women couples, men holding hands, men and women holding hands. “Looks like a diverse crowd, Jill.”

“Like I said, it supports the LGBTQ community, and the community supports the resort. How about we start with getting a drink outdoors?”

“Good idea. Then we can go to the room and change for dinner. It’ll feel good to be a guy again.”

“Uh, right this way.” She led me through a restaurant and out onto a patio overlooking a pool. We sat in the shade at the bar and got some tropical rum drinks with umbrellas in a hollowed-out pineapple. We turned our backs to the bar and people-watched as we sipped.

“Mmm, Jackie, this drink is heavenly. Not too sweet, very thirst-quenching, don’t you think?”

“Mmm, love it. Glad we got this now. I’d feel weird as a guy drinking it later.”

“Honey, you don’t have to be a guy, you know. You can stay as a girl all through the vacation. Why would you want to go back to old boring you when you can be sexy, alluring Jackie?”

“Well, I thought these clothes were just for traveling.”

“They were. But there are more clothes for you in the room.”

“Right. My guy clothes.”

“Uh, princess... I, uh...” She gazed into my eyes and glided her hand along my thigh. She shook her head.

“What!?”

She nodded.

“Jill!”

“Sorry. I thought by now you’d prefer to be Jackie on vacation. Don’t you?” She touched the side of my face with the back of her hand. “You’re so pretty this way. So sexy. Don’t you feel sexy like this? Don’t you want to stay feeling pretty and sexy?”

“Uh... I’m a guy, honey.”

“So? Are you really? Do you look like a guy right now?”

“Well, of course not, not after you transformed me, but don’t you want me to be Jack?”

She scoffed. “For what? I see Jack every day. I’d rather be two girls on a vacation together. Tell me that wouldn’t be more fun.”

I shrugged and sipped. I looked at the lipstick on my straw as my long metallic pink-painted nails bejeweled my fingers. I bounced a foot of my crossed leg, my mule dangling off my toes with the pretty painted toenails as I stared at it, wondering what to do. I felt my gel breasts on my chest and looked at the cleavage they created. I throbbed in my silky panties. I was enjoying this little masquerade.

Jill took the perfume from her purse and sprayed a hint on the back of my hand then sprayed her palm and ran her hand through my hair. She sniffed my hair. “You even smell sexy.” Her hand glided on my thigh. “I have some really hot outfits for us to wear to dinner. You’ll really feel stunning in them. Please? I know you’ll love it. You’re a perfect girl. Better than the guy you ever were. We’re at safe place for it too. I bet that couple on the shuttle was like us.”

“Ya think?”

“I bet. We can call them later if you want. We can see if they are.”

I took a deep breath and sipped as I looked out at the people.

Jill undid my ponytail and fluffed my hair around my shoulders. “We should get cuts and stylings.”

“Uh, I haven’t agreed to stay this way yet.”

“You haven’t? C’mon. Be a big girl and stay this way. Let’s get haircuts before dinner then get dressed. Please?”

She looked so lovely with those pleading eyes. “Okay. You win. I’m Jackie on vacation. Let’s get cuts and styles. I can always get a man’s haircut afterward to fix it.”

“Yeah... sure.”

We downed our drinks, and Jill tugged me off the barstool. We ran through the restaurant and into the retail area. She found a salon on the directory, and soon we were in seats, side by side, as she gave instructions to my stylist. “Feminine and pretty. It has to be totally feminine. Not a hint of masculinity. She needs to look like a princess.” The guy’s fingers were running through my hair. “No problem—she’ll be a total princess when I’m done with her.”

Jill gave instructions to her stylist while mine chatted to me and explained what he was going to do. “You have some bounce and curl to your hair. I can capitalize on that, honey. Lots of nice highlights too.”

When he was done, I was taken by the girl looking back at me from the mirror. He had given me bangs that curled on my forehead, layered my whole head down to my shoulders, and with the mousse and the blow-drying, it was fluffy and curly and framed my face like a doll. I was gorgeous, ultra-feminine, and really sexy. I throbbed in my shorts just looking at myself with that new face above my cleavage. I ran my long nails through my hair. “It feels wonderful. Looks fabulous too. Thank you.”

He handed me the mousse. “Take this so you can use it when you shower. And take this, too, in case you want to add more curls quickly. Use it right after the mousse is in, and your hair will curl like crazy.” He handed me a curling iron. I put it all in my purse and he handed me the bill for all of it. “Thanks, Jackie. Now you girls have a great day!”

Jill stood up, her new cut bold and powerful looking. Not frilly and feminine. She had more of a Joan Jet kinda tough girl look. Sexy as hell, though.

“You look hot, Jill.”

“Thanks. Like the CEO in the book?”

“Wow. Yes.”

We paid our bills and left, walking hand in hand. “That was fun. I feel like a new person, Jill. I mean it changed the way I perceive myself, even.” I whispered in her ear, “I made myself hard looking in the mirror.”

“That’s great, sweetie. I love your new look. So feminine and little girlish. You have that sexy, innocent girl look. It suits you really well. Plus, you’ll draw guys like crazy now.”

“Huh? I don’t want to draw guys. I want us to be two girls on vacation like you said.”

“Oh, honey. What would two girls on vacation do without any guys? Don’t be silly. It’ll be fun for us! You’ll see. Let’s get you all dolled up for dinner. That’ll get you more into your new role.”

Being all dolled up sounded great right then. We walked, my breasts bouncing on my chest with each hurried step, my hips swaying slightly from my new walk in the heeled mules. I felt the breeze on my legs and through my hair, which fluffed around my face, the bangs fluttering on my forehead. Jill squeezed my hand. “I love you, Jackie. I love you so much. Thanks for doing this for me.”

I squeezed her hand back and threw her a quick, nervous smile. “You’re welcome, honey.”

So my role was to be a girl on vacation who likes men. Hmm. My heart pounded in my chest as the fear set in.
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In the suite, we found that the resort staff had already unpacked our suitcases, and the clothes hung on either side of the closet. Jill pointed, “Your side is there. Your shoes are on the floor, and I’ll bet our panties and things are in the dresser. They did a great job of hanging it all up, didn’t they?”

I looked at all the women’s clothes. All sexy, revealing, short. “Wow. I guess you never planned for Jack to be here at all, huh?”

“Nope. It’s vacation. You’re on vacation from Jack.”

“Hmm. So weird.” I stared at it all wondering how Jill ever got this idea. But it was kinda fun fooling people, and she was right that I looked pretty darn sexy too. I throbbed imagining my new styled self in all the alluring outfits. “Okay... Well, honey, what should I wear to dinner?”

“I’ll pick it out for you. Why not shower and shave your body, and then I’ll teach you to do your hair and makeup. Now don’t get carried away touching yourself in there, okay, princess? I want you to keep the edgy feeling.” She gave me a smiling peck on the cheek. “You are soo cute!” She slapped my ass. “Go.”

I showered, shaved what little there was to shave, and dried my hair using the mousse and the curling iron to add more volume and bounce. I curled my bangs in drop curls. I was cute as a penny. Jill came in and we both did our makeup side by side, her tutoring me at each step. When I was done with eyeliner, mascara, foundation, blush, contouring, twenty-four-hour lipstick, and eyeshadow, I was a perfectly delectable little princess, all right. Standing there with a towel wrapped around me under my arms, I throbbed and bounced out from the towel while I looked at my pretty face and hair in the mirror.

Jill finished her makeup and took my shaft between her thumb and two fingers, her pinky sticking out, and she stroked it daintily. “See how much you like the new you? You get yourself all excited just looking at your face. You probably want those luscious lips of yours to suck on this.”

I throbbed in her fingers. “Honey!” I stared at my face in the mirror. I licked my lips imagining that.

“See? You’ll want to try one in them for sure. Men’ll go crazy stuffing your face. Too bad you can’t reach your own for practice.”

“Oh, stop. I don’t want guys. Let’s get dressed. I can’t wait to see what you picked for me.”

On the bed were the clothes she had chosen. I sat and slid on the baby-blue lace garter belt and attached the suntan lace-top thigh-high stockings to it. I fastened the matching bra in front of me and slid it around and put my arms though the shoulder straps. I put the gel breast forms in and adjusted them in the bra to make cleavage. They felt real and voluptuous. I throbbed in the air in front of me as I looked around for the panties.

I held out what might have been panties to look at them. “There’s no front? I mean... honey, there’s a hole in front. I’ll be hanging out.”

“Look at the dress, sweetie. It won’t matter. It’ll hide it all and the panties will even lift your cute package up and out. You’ll be so comfortable, nice and hard and rubbing against the soft crinoline lining. The panties are just to pretty it up a little more and hold it put proudly.

“Hmm. I see.” I slid them on and poked my globes and shaft through the elastic hole. It nicely framed my shaved package, making it look like a bird in a nest—a tiny bird amid all the ruffled lace edging that surrounded it and helped support it. Jill was slipping into her black body-con dress, pulling it over her hips. She giggled.

“What? Why are you giggling? It looks silly, doesn’t it?”

“Oh no, honey. See? Look how cute and feminine that thing looks now. It’s very happy the way it’s bobbing up and down too. You look very sexy and feminine and girly. Wait until you put on the dress. You’ll love how you feel. You could even take your voice up a notch and make it girlier, and it’d match perfectly.

I slid the soft baby-blue V-neck mini-dress over my silky stockinged legs, sending a thrill though my body. I yanked it over my hips and above my bra, slipping my arms though the straps. It only covered my crotch by about six inches. “It’s so short!”

Jill came over and turned me around. “It’s fine. You’re hidden. Those legs need to be shown off, princess. I’ll adjust the corset back for you.” She tugged and pulled, tightening it around my waist and ribs. “How’s that. Too tight? Try taking a deep breath.”

“I can get halfway there. Maybe it’s too tight.”

“That’s perfect. You don’t need to breathe deeply. You won’t be jogging. Besides, now your waist looks tiny, like a petite young lady.” She tied it off and adjusted the ribbons to lie neatly behind me. She turned me around. “Oh yes. Look at your shape and it’s all soo ultra feminine and girlish. A perfect princess. This is the real you.” She played with my hair, fluffing the curls around my face, then picked up a matching baby-blue bow from the bed and clipped it in my hair. “Sit.”

I sat on the bed, and she slid baby-blue lace garters up my legs and set them above the stocking clasps. Then she tied baby-blue lace ribbons, making bows on my ankles, wrists, and neck.

“Isn’t this going a bit far?”

“Nonsense. You’re like a little doll, and I love playing with dolls. Everyone will think you’re so cute.”

She slid my foot into a very high-heeled, baby-blue, strappy pair of stilettos. My pretty pink toenails peeked out, and she strapped it snugly around my ankle. She did the other foot. “Okay, stand and get used to the heels. They’re a lot higher than the pair you wore yesterday. See how nice your legs look in them? They’ll give you a much more feminine and vulnerable walk too. Take short strides, pretty girl. Go to the mirror and put on your jewelry.”

I stepped in baby steps because that was the only stride I could manage without falling, and I minced my way to the mirror. It felt incredibly feminine. I walked back and forth while Jill sat on the bed, bouncing one high-heeled foot over the other and smiling. “Perfect! You’re a natural, honey. You walk better in those than a stripper could.” She covered her mouth and concealed another laugh.

I looked at her wide-eyed, my jaw hanging. “You’re laughing again. Others will laugh at me too. I can’t do this.”

“Don’t be silly. I’m laughing because it’s funny how much better you look this way as Jackie than you do as Jack. I always knew you would, but this is beyond my wildest dreams. Thank you for making this vacation so special. I love it. Go put on your jewelry, and I’ll give you a treat while you do.

I went up close to the full-length mirror and started putting in my earrings. Jill lifted my dress, slid between me and the mirror, and took my continually bobbing shaft into her mouth, then ran her tongue around it repeatedly. I put on my necklace, two bracelets, and rings on my fingers. I looked at myself in the mirror. I was very cute and very sexy. I ran my long-nailed fingers through the curls in my new hairdo. I adjusted my bangs.

I was approaching the point of no return and had the opportunity to release. I quickly grasped Jill’s head in my hands as I whimpered, squealed, and thrusted rapidly into her face.

She pulled off and stood up. Then she slapped me hard on the bottom. “NO! Don’t you dare! You hold it back, little lady. Don’t you dare let it go yet, or you won’t feel as nice.”

I was oozing and bobbing in the air right at the edge of release. I took deep breaths and thought of baseball statistics, my eyes closed. I felt a drip ooze from the tip and I shuddered and gritted my teeth, holding it back. I opened my eyes when the urge passed and looked at myself in the mirror. I began to throb again in the fluffy, silky crinoline beneath my dress from seeing my image and feeling all the sensations of being so femininely dressed. Jill sprayed a flowery, girly perfume under my dress, on my legs, and all over me. It smelled like a floral dream. “There! How do you feel, Jackie?”

I nodded as I stared at myself. “Uh, very aroused. My whole body tingles. I feel super sexy, incredibly pretty, very feminine... and scared.”

She stood beside me and put her arm on my shoulder. “That’s all perfect except don’t be scared to go out. You’ll see. You’ll be very well received.” Her spiky hairdo and dramatic eyeshadow and lipstick with the contouring she had done made her look tough and sexy in her skimpy black body-hugging dress with ultra-high, thinly strapped stilettos. Talk about a hot wife! She sure was.

“I’m less scared of going out than I am about how good this feels. I love your outfit and it’s so sexy on you. I want to try looking like that, too, but it’s not really as feminine as mine.”

“Which do you like better? You can dress this way too. I just thought you’d like feeling really removed from masculinity and this outfit and hairdo aren’t the least bit masculine. That’s probably why it’s so exciting to you. It fits your true nature.”

I took us both in in the full-length mirror. I adjusted the bow in my hair and the bows on my wrists. “Hmm, it’s very girlish, and that does feel really wonderful. Maybe it is my true nature somehow. Maybe later this week, though, I’d like to try a look like yours.”

“We’ll see. When you show you’re less submissive and more assertive, maybe it would suit you. If we did that now, you might be sending the wrong message, and then you’d fail on the follow-through. Failing isn’t fun for you, is it, Jackie?”

I shook my head. “Assertive? I’m submissive now?”

“What do you think?” She gave me a peck on my cheek. “You feel wonderfully pretty dressed this way and look at yourself in the mirror. Do you look assertive or submissive?”

“Hmm, I guess you’re right. How do I become assertive?”

“Honey, there’s nothing wrong with being submissive. It suits you well. Men will love that as much as you being assertive. Now between us two, we have one of each for our girls’ night out, so we have the best of both worlds. Just relax and enjoy being the submissive little girl you are, and I’ll handle everything. Don’t you worry your pretty head.”

She reached down in front of my dress and searched for my hardness. “Where did it go?”

“I got nervous thinking I was a submissive little sissy.”

“Truth can scare. Well, don’t worry—it will return soon, I’m sure. We just need to get you walking around dressed like this, and you’ll start to feel how good and natural it is for you. Let’s go get a drink and dinner. I packed your purse.”

She handed me a matching baby-blue purse, and I draped the strap over my shoulder. In the mirror, I checked my adorable image one last time. I started to harden in my crinoline again. I turned to Jill and she smiled, waiting for me. I kissed her lightly on the lips. “I love you for taking me on this exploration. I wish there was something I could do in return to make you feel as excited and immersed in a new experience.”

She hugged me and looked into my eyes as she ran a finger through my bangs. “Don’t worry, duchess, you’ll find a way. I love it all so far, and seeing you blossom into such a pretty little girl like this is so gratifying and rewarding for us both, I’m sure it’ll lead to much more immersive experiences for us both.”
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Jill led me by the hand through the retail area. People smiled and said hello to us. I received several compliments on my outfit—fabulous, striking, suits you so well, adorable, and such a very sexy young lady. Jill received compliments on me as well, with people saying, “Nicely done, mistress” and “You made her so perfect; you created a sexy little sissy doll.” After all the sincere and warm responses, I was feeling good about myself and no longer worried about what others might think. I felt free and unencumbered. I was genuinely proud to be a sexy little sissy doll.

Jill and I clicked in our heels in tiny steps, my breasts tugging on my chest, the stockings shimmering on my legs, my hair fluffing around my face, my rigid shaft flailing in the lovely nest and the crinoline caressing it delightfully. A wide smile covered my face, and I held my curl-covered head high, my bouncing, tugging breasts held out with my shoulders back while I took in the stores and people. I was sensual, feminine, sexy, pretty, confident, and for once in my life, actually showing off proudly and getting compliments.

Jill glanced across the way; the two girls who were on the shuttle with us caught her eye, and they spotted her. She smiled at them as they came across the walk to us, clicking in their very high heels. The first one reached out her hand to Jill. “Is that you, Jill? Great hair! It’s me—Ashley from the shuttle—and you remember Candy, right?” Ashley held Candy’s hand up, and Candy delicately curtsied with a smile and a giggle in her pistachio-green, fluffy-skirted, halter-top dress. “You and Jackie look fabulous! I love the contrast and how sub Jackie looks.” She stepped in front of me, took both of my hands and held them out. “Let me see you. So pretty. So feminine. I bet it feels heavenly for you, princess.”

I nodded. “Thank you, Ashley. Yes, it’s a lovely feeling, actually.”

I looked at the two of them, and they were like us. One powerful, one submissive.

Jill leaned over to Ashley and whispered in her ear. Ashley whispered back, smiling, her short, dark, hair shaved on one side and gelled all over. Jill gave Ashley a quick kiss on the cheek, then took my hand and Candy’s hand and put them together. “Let’s all walk to the restaurant and have dinner and drinks together. Okay, Candy and Jackie? Shall we? It looks like we have a lot in common.”

Could it be? Was Candy like me? Was she a guy under that? I was still holding Candy’s hand as she held tightly to mine. She was looking around at everything.

Ashley caught me staring at Candy up and down, my jaw hanging. She ran her hand through my hair and turned my face to her. “Yes dear, you can stop staring. Candy is just like you. Not the least bit man. Isn’t she a picture of femininity? You’re both perfect sissy girls.”

“Uh, yes. Right. I’m so sorry. I didn’t realize I was staring.”

Candy turned to me, smiling. “That’s okay. I love that you think I’m pretty. I think you are too. Very!” She tugged my arm close and snuggled it to her. “You’re a doll. Be my girlfriend?”

I laughed. “Uh, thanks, I guess. Well, at least I’m not alone in this adventure, right? I feel strange holding your hand right now though.” I laughed.

“Oh stop. I love it.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. “Let’s get you a drink.” She turned to Ashley and Jill, now arm in arm and looking like two powerful, assertive, sexy, women dressed to kill. Ashley winked at Candy and Jill motioned for us to lead the way.

We both clicked off in our heels in rapid little steps, our held hands swinging between us while our breasts tugged and bounced, and I was sure Candy’s shaft was wagging as much as mine under her fluffy dress. My body tingled all over and my shaft bobbed, the crinoline teasing the tip with each step. I squeezed Candy’s hand. “Is this your first time this way, Candy?”

“Nope. I’ve been Candy for some time now. I actually changed my name to Candy. It suited me better. I still have my lollipop too... if you’re wondering and would like a taste later.” She giggled. “I’ve been told it’s very sweet.”

“Uh… this is the first day I’ve been this way ever, and I’m not into guys.”

“Bite your tongue! You think I’m a guy?”

“Well no... I mean... sorry.”

“Just because I have a lollipop doesn’t mean I’m a man. Do I look like a man?”

“No, I’m sorry I said that. I just... well...”

“I know, honey. I know you’re new to this and still have to adjust to being the girl you are. You’ll forget all those silly ideas of what defines girls and guys and about what you’re allowed to do in terms of sex. So I take it you’ve never had one in your bottom either.”

“Eww, please! No way.”

“We’ll see. You won’t be able to resist it after you get used to being a girl and experience how good it feels to us. It isn’t degrading or diminishing like you might have believed. It’s an honor and a compliment to be on the receiving end...Whatever end they want to use of you. You’ll want it letting go inside of you. I’m wearing a vibrating plug right this moment, and it’s heavenly. You’ll see. I’ll help you get over your issues.” She squeezed my hand and swung our arms, then stopped and kissed me lightly on the lips. “There! Your first step. Not bad, was it?”

I smiled and kept walking. I was a girl now, and I had to start thinking like one. At least that’s the way it seemed. Jill loved me that way. I received compliments and it felt sublime. That must be who I was, and I had to adapt. “Did it take you long to become Candy? I mean to get over the issues?”

“Oh no. Ashley was so good about it, and she was patient. But when I started to experience how much better it was when I let my guard down and became the girl inside, I was hooked. You will be too. Just relax and try not to think about it. Just feel it and you’ll be a natural. Even without the sexual component, it’s so much better than being a guy. After he fills me and I release...after is even more sublime feeling all pretty and loved and feminine.”

I nodded and walked on in silence, thinking about it. Did I want to? She said not to think about it. I realized I had lost my arousal. I felt like a girl just walking through the mall. It still felt nice being pretty and feminine and having the walk the heels gave me. I loved the feel of the dress, breasts, hair, perfume, jewelry. I still loved it even without the arousal. Maybe this truly was me. Maybe shit was totally right.

We arrived at the restaurant, and Jill and Ashley went to the maître d’. He led us to the outside patio where there were wicker furnishings, and he seated us in a large booth overlooking a bar on one side. On the other side was a vast flower garden. Jill and Ashley slid in on one side of the booth and Candy and I on the other.

A handsome, shirtless, smooth-shaven waiter with a bowtie and white linen cloth over one arm appeared at our table with four glasses of ice water. His eyes were bright with long mascara-coated lashes and thin eyeliner. “Welcome, ladies. My name is Carl, and I’ll be your waiter tonight. Anyone like drinks?”

We ordered and he ran off to the bar in his black patent ballet pumps. Candy moved closer to me so our crossed legs slid together under the table. Then she placed a hand on my stockinged thigh and slid it sensually. “You’re so smooth and silky. Does that feel nice to you?” She gazed lovingly into my eyes, her eyes flitting about my face. “So pretty.” She adjusted the curled bangs on my forehead. Her hand slid farther and farther up my thigh, and I was hard as a rock again, bobbing in my crinoline.

“It feels luscious. Thanks for the compliments. You’re stunning too. Very sexy as well. Hard to imagine you have a...”

“Shush!” She placed her finger over my lips.

Our drinks arrived. Jill and Ashley raised their Manhattans to us and Candy and I daintily lifted our pink cosmopolitans to them. Ashley toasted. “To bringing Jackie into her new life completely and totally and helping her to start wearing Jill’s kind of outfit if that’s what she wants.” We clinked and sipped.

Jill looked at me and said, “I told Ashley about you, Jackie, and we compared notes on Candy, who once was Charlie. It’s the same story, really, but Charlie—I mean Candy—never wanted to be anything but submissive and ultra-feminine. Maybe you’ll do the same or maybe not. We’ll see. It’s all good when you can find the real you and truly live life.”

Ashley looked over at Candy, who was leaning in toward me and still gliding her hand on my leg. “Candy, honey. Now don’t just enjoy caressing Jackie. Make sure she gets to enjoy caressing and feeling you. Remember that was your first introduction to someone else’s lollipop, and it has to happen before anything else can. Take her there like a good girl.”

“I know, Ashley. I’ll take care of her. She’ll be fine.” She turned to me and looked into my eyes. Her hand slid off my leg, and she took my shaft, wrapped it in the crinoline between her thumb and two fingers, and began stroking it. “Right, Jackie?”

I nodded nervously and sipped my cosmo.

She gazed into my eyes with a grin on her pretty face as she stroked it deliciously. “It’s so feminine. I’m jealous.”

I took a deep breath looking around to see if we were okay. Jill and Ashley were deep in conversation when Jill brought their attention to some handsome men at the bar.

Candy took my hand, slid it under her fluffy dress and wrapped my long-nailed fingers around her crinoline-covered shaft, so much larger than mine that I could have used two hands. She whispered, “Now don’t you let it go. Be the good girl you are and make me feel pretty. That’s it. Stroke it nicely. Very good, Jackie. That feels so nice.” She slid her hand under my dress and stroked me while I stroked her. “So, tell me all about yourself, Jackie. Let’s get to know each other.”

I sipped my cocktail and bounced a leg while we played under the table, our legs sliding erotically against one another. Every now and then, Candy would give me a little open-mouth kiss. They got longer and deeper each time, and I was on the edge with desire by my second drink.
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We perused the menu, Candy and I holding one side each and reading it while still using our other hands to take care of each other so lovingly. I loved feeling her in my hand. I was having trouble concentrating on what I wanted to eat. I was thrilled at that point to be making Candy feel so nice, and she was certainly making me feel nice. It didn’t feel the least bit foreign or wrong. I loved her kisses and how soft her hands were and how feminine and pretty she was. She made me feel like an angel.

We all ate appetizers and dinner with beautifully paired wines, followed by espressos and dessert. After dessert, Candy and I went to the girls’ room together, and after we managed to soften and pee, we did our lipstick and perfumed ourselves. She then sat us both on the sofa and lifted my dress, taking me into her mouth. I watched as she bobbed and sucked and demonstrated to me how much she was truly enjoying it. I held her head and began to thrust into her face as I let out a whimper. She pulled off and covered it with my dress.

“Was that nice for you, Jackie? Sorry I didn’t let you finish. Jill would have been angry if you did, and so would Ashley. It would ruin the feeling for you and slow your progress.”

“I know. It was wonderful. Thank you.”

“Now you have to return the favor.” She lifted her dress. It bobbed in the air, huge and swollen. “C’mon now. Do it and you’re one step closer to success.” I sat on the sofa next to her in the ladies’ room, bent down, and took it in my mouth. I immediately fell in love with the feeling of her hands on my head as she lifted it and pushed it back down on her over and over. The silkiness of it in my mouth was wonderful. I ran my tongue around the shaft in rapid circles and flicked the tip, making her jerk and squeak.

“Oh my, very good, Jackie. You’re excellent at this.” She held my head tight and thrusted into my face while she whimpered. “Okay Jackie, here it comes now. It’s okay for me to do. Ready?”

I was totally ready, and I nodded furiously, bobbing my head on it and tugging her silky globes. I felt it surge through both of my fists and gush onto my tongue, where I tasted a salty sweetness and swallowed it greedily. One after another blast shot into my mouth, and I managed to keep it all in me while I tongued it and she held my head rigid. She shoved my head down part way and held it there, pulsing and gushing while she shuddered and whimpered quietly. I was so thrilled by doing that to her I was ready to shoot into my crinoline, so I started thinking about baseball again. It was all I could do not to release under my dress. If I did that, I’d be in trouble. When she was done, I let it go and covered it with her dress. She kissed me deeply. “See? Salty and sweet, right?”

“Yes. It was lovely. I loved giving that to you. Thank you for making use of me so well. I do feel honored.”

“No. Thank you. You’ve been a really good girl so far. The men will love you. We’ll make a heck of a team.”

“Uh, I...”

“Shush!” She placed a finger over my lips. “Let’s go see where Jill and Ashley are.”

We clicked our way out, my breasts tugging and my rod flailing beneath the crinoline as my body tingled and cried for a release from this incessant arousal. We took seats at the bar.
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We ordered drinks, and after we’d been sipping them for a while, Candy gliding her hand lovingly on my stockinged thigh, Jill and Ashley arrived with two very tall and handsome men. They walked toward us, each with one of the guys’ arms around them as they approached. Jill had her hand on his smoothly shaved chest inside his partially unbuttoned shirt as she beamed at me.

Candy quickly stood from her seat and curtsied to Ashley and her guy, who were standing nearby, wrapped together and smiling. Ashley held her hand out to Candy and helped her stand up. “Oh honey, that was so cute. You didn’t need to do that.”

“I like to. Hi! I’m Candy.” She flung her hand out to him.

Ashley’s guy smiled broadly and shook her hand. “I’m Jared. Nice to meet you, young lady. You’re so pretty and happy.”

“Yes, I am, aren’t I?” She laughed. “I’m glad my spouse found you. You’re a ten! Make her feel heavenly.”

“Well, that’s the plan. Glad you approve. Spouses should always approve. It’s only right.”

My mind raced as I checked out Jill’s guy with my jaw dropped. Holy shit. I guess this was what Ashley had in mind when she was demonstrating with her realistic toy the other night. She was gonna get laid by the guy she was with. Candy was used to it and excited by it, even. My heart raced. I felt my face flush.

I looked at Jill, and she put her hand on my shoulder. “Oh honey, don’t look that way. We’re all going to have fun together. Don’t you like Brice? Brice, this is my spouse, Jackie. Jackie, Brice.”

He put his big hand out and I shook it. He was handsome as hell. If this is what Jill wanted, who was I to say no? “Oh my... Jill... I, uh... I just need to get used to the idea. I mean, Brice seems very nice. He’s so big and good-looking.” I smiled a flat-lipped smile at him.

He flashed white teeth and laughed. “Thanks, Jackie. You’re really pretty too. Very lovely. I’m sure we’ll bond well together. We both have your spouse’s greatest pleasures in mind, right?”

“Oh yes, of course. I didn’t mean... uh, I need another drink if that’s okay.”

“Of course.” I sat and Brice put his arm around my shoulders and waved down the bartender. “This young lady would like a drink, please.”

I ordered and he swiveled my seat to face him. He looked me up and down. “You do look stunning, miss. Very feminine and quite alluring. A good match for your lovely wife, Jill.”

“Thank you.” Yes, my wife, I thought. Holy shit.

He slid his hand on my stockinged leg. “Don’t worry. You’ll enjoy this very much too.” He turned to Candy. “Right, Candy? Don’t you love this kind of night out?”

Candy was standing next to Jared with Ashley on his other side, snuggling his arm. Candy was caressing his chest under his shirt, gazing into his eyes. “Huh? Yeah. Love these kinds of nights.” She turned to look at us. “Oh my god. I’m so sorry, Jackie. I should be helping you with all of this.” She left them and Brice held the bar-seat next to me for her to sit. She sat, crossed her silky stockinged legs, and touched the back of her hand to my face. “Don’t look so scared now, Jackie. Relax and have your drink. I bet you went soft, didn’t you?”

I nodded.

“You’ll be standing up in no time.”

She caressed both my legs with her hands as she gazed lovingly into my eyes. She was so pretty. She was like me. I was like her. I remembered harvesting her passion from her. She continued gliding her hands on my stockinged thighs farther and farther under my dress. I began to grow. I smiled and nodded. “Thank you. I feel better already.”

“Good girl. Lose your fears and you’ll stay in the mood. I’m here for you, princess.”

I sipped my drink and looked at my hot wife standing with Brice as they chatted and drank at a high-top table. She was leaning down on it, giving him a good view into her top, her nipples hard through the fabric. Her peachy-shaped bottom was barely covered by her clingy body-con dress, and there were no panty lines. The lace tops of her stockings just peeked out from under the hem. Gazing beneath the table, I could see Jared was hard and huge in his pants. They were ready. Was I?

I felt Candy turn us together; her hand slid under my dress, and her thumb and two fingers wrapped my hard shaft in crinoline and stroked. “Are you looking at what a handsome couple your wife and Brice make? He’s hard for her already. You should be proud of her for finding one so sexy. You’ll love getting him ready for her.”

“Getting him ready? I think he already is.”

“Oh, you poor thing. She didn’t tell you? What makes a man last a long time when he makes love to a woman?”

“I don’t know. Control?”

“No, not needing to control. He needs to finish before he starts, and that’s where we come in. Then they can really take care of our wives like we never could, and being the girls we are, we’re perfect to get our wives lovers ready so they can make lasting love to them. Right?”

“Uh...” I nodded.

“He’ll love dumping it in your face. Aren’t you excited? Just remember how much you enjoyed harvesting my release.”

My heart raced. I stared at the two of them while Candy stroked me, and I remembered how exciting it was, doing that for her. I wasn’t getting soft at all. “That was surprisingly pleasurable and gratifying.” I sipped my drink. “I felt so in control and desired.”

“Yes. That’s it exactly! I feel the same way every time. I’m addicted to it now. It’s an integral part of our nature, being the girls we are, and it’s innate for us to feel like that. Now imagine your wife on her back writhing and moaning while he splits her in two, bringing her to a place you never could, and lasting a good long while because you got him ready.”

I nodded, still taking my wife and her new boyfriend in.

She stroked me faster, letting the silky crinoline slide on my shaft deliciously. “Now imagine taking that thing in your mouth and you being the first one to make him release his passion. You’re the one who gets him excited and takes his energy from him... that big powerful, handsome, manly man. You seduce him and coax him into giving it up to you. Your femininity, allure, and womanly skills get him to go wild for you and give you his energy and his passionate release.”

I removed her hand from stroking. “Oh gosh, stop, stop for a minute. I’m so close.”

“That’s wonderful! Imagining it is exciting. See?”

I nodded hurriedly then tilted my head down sheepishly and looked up at her. “Oh my god...yes. I want to. I need to have it.”

Okay. Then, after you’ve done your magic with him, and he can go longer with your wife, and you’re the reason she can obtain so much pleasure. You’ll have given her a very special gift. More pleasure than you could ever give her, and you’re in control of getting that for her. You should be so proud you’re going to do this for her. Can you feel him in your mouth? Your hands?”

I sipped and nodded as I looked at the hard-on in his pants and thought about how big and silky it would be. I’d be the one he was excited by and giving his first passionate release to. “I can feel him in my hands and mouth. Oh god, yes.” I throbbed under my dress uncontrollably, over and over. I licked my lips. I wriggled in my seat and let out a whimper. “Not now, princess. When your wife says to, okay? I think you’re ready to do your wifely duty, right?”

I held my head down, eyes up, and sheepishly nodded. “Uh-huh. Yes, Candy. I want it so badly. I can’t believe it, I want that so desperately.”
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Candy gave me a peck on the lips and rubbed my leg. “Drink up pretty girl and let’s go to the girls’ room. I’ll tell our wives we’re ready to get the men ready for them wherever they want to take us all.”

She told them and we slugged our drinks down and ran off giggling to the ladies’ room. We peed and primped and perfumed ourselves and redid our lipstick, making our lips as inviting for the men as possible. My heart raced. I looked at myself in the mirror. I throbbed under my dress at my appearance. I felt so seductive, sexy, and powerful being able to do this, being able to give such a gift to my wife, yet I was just a little nervous, never having been with a man like that. I crossed my fingers and told myself I could do it. It was who I was, and Jill was counting on me. I couldn’t let her down.

I felt soft hands caressing my shoulders and a light kiss on the cheek from behind. “Ready, pretty girl?” Candy held my hip with one hand and slid her hard, long shaft under my dress between my cheeks. She whispered in her sweet voice, “Mmm, someday I want to have you. I want to be inside you.” She pecked my cheek again and grasped my hand. “But right now, we have our duty to do.” She tugged us, clicking in our heels, back out to our wives.

The girls were seated at the bar, and the men were gone. My wife had a disappointed look on her face. Ashley was shaking her head.
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Candy ran ahead of me. “What happened!? Where are the men?” I joined her and held her hand for comfort and security in front of our clearly unhappy Jill and Ashley.

“Yeah, what’s wrong?”

Jill gave me an irritated smirk. “They left.”

My eyes went wide. I felt myself tearing up. “It was me, wasn’t it? They felt weird because of me. I’m not attractive to them. I’m so sorry!”

Jill put her hand around my shoulder. “Oh my, princess. I wasn’t expecting this. Don’t cry. It’s okay. We’re fine.”

“We’re not fine. I chased them away, and I was so ready to get him ready for you so you could have something I could never give you.” I started to gasp for air.

“Stop blubbering! I told you it’s okay, Jackie! They just went to reserve a cabana with a king-size bed on the beach. We’ll meet them in a minute. Brice can’t wait to have you get him ready. He’s in love with your lips and face, and he thinks you’re very sexy, and Jared is equally ready to dump a load into Candy’s face.”

Candy made little jumps and clapped her hands. “Woohoo!”

I composed myself. “That wasn’t funny, sweetie.”

“I know. I’m sorry. We just wanted to see how you’d react. I thought it would give you an out if you weren’t ready yet, but it seems you’re strikingly ready.” She laughed. “I’m very proud of you. You’ve come a long way. You’re becoming a very mature young lady.”

I loved her compliments. I flipped my hair back. “Thanks! I owe it to Candy. She helped me imagine what it would be like and what I’d truly be doing for you. I understand it and I want to now. It’s who I am. It’s part of me and part of the way I can show my love for you.”

Jill’s eyes began to tear up. She ran a hand through my curls and held my face by the chin as she kissed me deeply but carefully so as not to mess up our fresh lipsticks. “I love you, Jackie. You’re the best wife a woman could ask for.”

“You are too.”

The men returned. They strolled over to us and looked us all over lustfully. Brice said, “Ready? We have a fantastic private cabana facing the ocean with a bigger than king-sized bed with satin sheets. All four of us can fit, no problem. There’s booze and mixers and ice. Shall we?” His big hand wrapped mine in it, and Jared took Candy’s. He wrapped an arm over my shoulder, caressing me as we walked; he led me down to the boardwalk.

“You’re very pretty, Jackie. I’m quite excited about what we’re about to do. You won’t need to work at it to get me going. I already am.”

“Thank you. That’s great. I love that you feel that way. I’m looking forward to it very much.” I wrapped my arm around his waist and squeezed him. When we hit the boardwalk, I walked carefully in my heels, holding his hand as I navigated the planks. It led right to the back door of the cabana. Number 11. He held the flap open for us all.

It was fantastic. The sun was setting on the ocean, and tiki torches were lit on either side in front. Candles burning on a hanging platform in the middle of the tent cast a warm light. I squeezed Brice’s hand. “It’s wonderful! So romantic. And private too.”

“Yes, it’s great. Need a drink?”

“Maybe a little. Gin with a splash of tonic please?” I sat on the edge of the bed as the men poured drinks and the ladies found places on the bed. Brice brought my drink and handed it to me while he held his glass out to clink. “To a great night.”

I nodded and slugged the drink down. I was brimming with anticipation. I stood and had Brice sit on the bed. I undid his shoes and started to undress him. He stripped naked, revealing his very firm but not overbuilt, silky, shaved body, his huge shaft bobbing in the air before him. He stood up before me. I couldn’t resist grasping it in my hand and looking up into his eyes as I stroked it. He was very tall, and as I looked up into his smiling eyes, I gauged his height against mine in my heels, and how he’d fit with Jill. She’d be in heaven.

I knelt down before him, grasped his shaft in both hands and stroked it, staring at the wonder of its substantialness, and then I gazed up at his handsome smiling face. His big hand stroked my hair. “Such a lovely girl.”

I smiled and nodded. “Thank you... sir.” I looked around and Candy was already busy with Jared while Ashley and Jill were fondling each other and watching us. Jill nodded and smiled. “Good girl, Jackie. You’re doing great.”

I beamed at her and dove onto Brice as if to show her how good a girl I really was. I bobbed my head furiously, my jaw wide open to fit it in, then stroked the rest of it with one hand and tugged his silky globes with the other. I furiously ran my tongue around his shaft and gazed up at him, my eyes wide and locked on his. His hands clenched my head; he moaned and let his head fall back. He thrusted lightly into my face as I continued my fervent ministrations.

I looked up at him and he gazed down lovingly at me. “You look so hot like that. I love seeing it going into your pretty face. Your lips are heavenly.”

That only added fuel to my fire as I bobbed beneath my dress and went wild on him. He gave out a grunt, and I could tell he was close. I didn’t want to stop, but I got off it and let it cool in the salt breeze. A drop oozed from the tip while I caught my breath. I gazed up lovingly. He was so handsome and manly. His hands caressed my head lightly while he looked into my eyes. “That’s it. You’re in control. Make it last if you want. Enjoy it. We have all night.” It bobbed in front of me and oozed another drop.

I licked it off and took just the tip into my mouth and flicked it repeatedly with my tongue, making him twitch and jerk and gasp for air. I dove onto it, running my tongue around the thick shaft and using both hands to stroke it, then I went back to the tip again and made him twitch. Then I stopped and wait for him to cool off a bit before going back at it.

I was beside myself with pleasure. I felt so powerful to be able to seduce him and make him go wild. I loved controlling his pleasure like that. I loved the feel of it in my mouth, knowing what I was giving him. I could literally feel his passion flowing into me. My body tingled with it.

I looked into his eyes as I worked him mercilessly. His face looked like he was in shock as his eyes riveted on mine. He gasped, “My god, girl! You’re incredible.”

That did it. I had to harvest. I was ravenous for his release as I looked up at him and felt his body tense. His knees went weak; his shaft pulsed in my hands and shot through them into my face. I whimpered with delight around his thick meat and blinked quickly as I struggled to swallow the huge emissions, one after the other. I was oozing under my dress and wriggled on my knees trying to avoid an accident. I closed my eyes and just immersed myself in the feeling he was feeding me. It was as if I could literally feel his energy as it surged though his thick shaft into my face. As I swallowed the creamy reward, it filled my body with those sensations.

I felt hands on my shoulders and a kiss on my cheek. “You were fantastic!” Jill said. “I’m so proud of you.”

Brice grabbed me by the jaw and head and gave my face a couple more thrusts, and then he released my head, patted me on it, lifted my face up by my chin, and looked directly into my eyes. “That was the best one of those I ever had, young lady. You were made for those. Thank you.” He sat on the bed.

I sat back on my haunches and caught my breath. Jill kneeled next to me and put her arm around me, squeezing me to her. “Lovely. This is you. You shine right now. You’re practically glowing with life.”

I nodded. “For sure. I feel it too. I have no doubt now that I was not who I was. This is who I am.”

I looked at Brice as he sat there, spent and limp. He sipped his drink and smiled at me lovingly. I took his floppy, shrunken, velvety meat into my hands and slowly caressed it. I laid it on one palm and petted it like a hamster. It continued to soften. I moved forward and tugged him toward the edge of the bed. “That won’t do for my wife.”

I took the soft shaft in my mouth and looked into his eyes as I worked it slowly with tongue and lips, sucking. I worked it for several minutes, but it wasn’t responding, only getting softer and softer. I began to get nervous and sped up my actions. It began to firm up again in my mouth. The feeling of having it grow in my mouth and hands was incredible. I felt victorious, bewitching, and powerful.

I vigorously did all my magic on it, looking into his eyes. Jill sat next to him, put her arm around him, and kissed him deeply. His hand pulled her top down and then began to squeeze her nipples and breasts.

My wife kissed him more passionately. The man who would breed her and dump his seed into her was now rock-hard in my mouth. I felt proud being able to give this to her, yet there was a twinge of remorse in the back of my brain.

I put it aside, rose, clambered onto the bed, and tugged Jill under her shoulders to get her in a good position. Brice slid onto the bed with her, and they were in an embrace, his hard shaft sliding against her stockinged leg.

I managed to maneuver Jill to the head of the bed and put a pillow under her head. Then I spread my wife’s legs for Brice to slide over one and get between them. He pressed her knees back, her high heels in the air. Her arms wrapped around his neck. Brice tried to enter her and kept missing. Jill turned to me. “Can you help him, honey?”

I reached between them, grabbed his long shaft and guided the thick purple head into the opening of my wife’s very wet and glistening slit. Brice pressed it forward. It went in slowly as it stretched and stretched her. She gasped when it finally went in, and her eyes burst open wide. “Oh my god! That’s it, Brice. Fill me with your gorgeous manliness. I’ve never had anything this masculine and fulfilling.”

I watched as that incredibly handsome, manly man slowly drove it into my wife as he held her legs back and gazed into her eyes. Jill’s hands were on his firm butt, drawing him deeper into her. I watched as it spread and filled her.

She looked at me. “Honey, can you do my breasts?” I nodded hurriedly and scooted up and took one nipple into my mouth. Her hand rested on my head. “That’s it, princess. Suck it like that and nibble it while Brice fills me up with his wonderful connector.” He gyrated his hips holding it deep inside her, pressing against her.

I loved sucking one breast and then the other as Brice began to get into rhythm of thrusting. I lifted my head to see it going in and out of my wife. It looked like it would feel incredible, and the way Jill was glowing showed how good it felt to her. I was never able to make her feel that incredible. I could only imagine how good it must have felt to be so intimately connected to him. I watched, in awe of how good my wife was feeling, and I felt jealous—not of him, of her.

I went back to doing my duty on Jill’s breasts. I rubbed my shaft gently against my crinoline and took in Jill’s perfume and the scent of the ocean breeze passing through the cabana. I lifted my head and looked over to see Candy holding Ashley’s legs back for her while Jared pounded her like a blacksmith on an anvil, Ashley jerking and shaking from a continuous climax.

I brought my attention back to Brice and Jill. Jill was moaning quietly, and Brice was grunting and looking into her eyes, his thick glistening shaft advancing and retreating while my wife held his hips. “Faster, my stallion. Harder, my love.”

I slid under her arm and sucked her breasts again. Brice pounded her hard and fast; her feet in her stilettos flailed in the air above her head. She came in wave after wave of pleasure. Brice was riveted on her, looking deep into her eyes, pounding her fiercely and breathing heavily. “God, Jill, you’re fantastic. I love you.”

“I love you too, Brice. You feel so damn good. Breed me and dump your load in me.” She gasped and whimpered and slapped his ass. “I can’t take much more.” Hurriedly, she turned to me. “Slip over here closer to your wife.” She put her hand out on the bed. “Let me give you a place to let it go. You deserve it now. When he goes...” Her eyes rolled in her head, and she gasped, “...when he goes in me, you can go.”

I slid over and she put her hand under my dress, wrapped it in crinoline, then made a loose fist around it. “Is that good, princess?” I nodded quickly, squeezing one of her breasts, then the other. “It feels lovely.”

“You can let my breasts go and just watch while my sweet Brice makes love to me and fills me with his gushes of passion. Relax. Enjoy.”

She turned her attention to Brice as I thrusted slowly into her crinoline-covered hand. She was careful not to make it too tight for me and had the perfect balance so I could slip in the silkiness, back and forth. She turned to me. “Is my hand good, sweetie, or would you rather do it yourself?”

“It’s perfect, honey. It feels splendid, sensual. My body tingles. Pay attention to Brice. I’m fine.” I looked over at Candy. She was seated Indian style, closely watching her wife and wife’s boyfriend making love while she jerked herself through her dress. I turned back to Jill and snuggled against her. Her heels flailed in the air above while I thrusted slowly into her hand.

Brice grunted. “Okay, Jill. Here it comes.” He went wild, pounding her into the mattress. I bounced on it along with them as Jill’s legs tensed, her eyes went wide, and she cried out, “Yes! God, yes!” Looking into Brice’s eyes, her body spasmed, and he thrusted and pounded. I glanced down to see his glistening shaft attack and retreat in her. He let out a big grunt and then shoved and held it there while Jill twitched and shuddered. There was no stopping me as I did the same, humping into her crinoline-covered hand and whimpering alongside them. I shuddered and shot it into the crinoline while my wife’s boyfriend flooded her with his passion. I watched as it oozed out around his glistening shaft and dripped down her thigh.

I collapsed against her, catching my breath. Brice almost collapsed on us both, and he let her legs glide down on either side of him as he leaned his torso to the side and rested. He thrusted slowly and deeply as he looked into her eyes. “Was it good for you, my love?”

Jill smiled widely. “God, yes, Brice. That was the best I ever had.” She turned to me. “Was it good for you, my love?”

“Best ever for me too. I loved every second. I’ve never felt so satisfied.”
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I woke in the morning on the satin sheets of our suite, nestled against Jill. The sea breeze blew through the window. I slowly opened my eyes. Neither of us had changed clothes. I gently slid a leg over hers and lifted my dress so I could rub my morning wood against her silky thigh. She slept peacefully. I rubbed against her silky stocking slowly, taking in her perfume, looking at her pretty face on the pillow. She opened an eye and smiled. “Hi, sweetie! Did you sleep well?”

“Very well. It was as if every problem in the world gushed out of me last night. How about you?”

“Slept better than ever.” She gave me a hug. “Mmm, I love you. You’re such a doll.”

I slid my hardness against her leg. “Mmm, that’s nice too,” she murmured. “Feeling pretty, huh? How do you want to let it go? I think you deserve to. Want my hand? My mouth? Want to go where Brice came last night? Want to do it yourself? Or use my leg?”

I slid faster and harder against her thigh.

“That’s it, princess. Did you enjoy seeing me with Brice?”

I nodded quickly, nestled against her breasts, and humped her leg. “It was wonderful. You were so connected. That must be a really great feeling to be so intimately bonded, having him in you so deep.”

“It is, Jackie. It’s nice when you’re in me, too, knowing you’re enjoying it. We have a different kind of connection, but having a man so deep and filling and being driven like that is incredible and intense. You have to try it sometime.”

“How?”

“How else? In your sweet little bottom, girl. You’d love it.”

“Eww. Don’t talk about that right now, okay?”

“Okay. Just close your eyes and imagine you were me with Brice inside you. Make believe you were a real woman with a real man, and he was making you feel the way I did when you were watching me.”

I nodded and thought about how much pleasure she was having then. I humped her stockinged leg, sending ripples through me as the tip of my shaft rubbed the silky nylon.

“That’s it, sweetie. Imagine being me—feminine, sensual, pretty, and so hotly desired. Drive him to make you feel as filled and desired by being his chosen receptacle of pleasure. Can you see me when I received all his passion deep inside me? Remember it? Remember how my body went out of control?”

I nodded. “Yes, it was beautiful.”

“Okay now. Keep that image, but imagine it’s you, not me. When he lets it go in you, you let it go now like you did last night.”

I nodded, closed my eyes, saw myself in her place. Her hand stroked my hair as I rested my head on her breasts.

“See yourself on your back with Brice, honey?”

I saw myself dressed as I was with Brice driving into me. “Mmm. He’s so hot for me. I feel his energy coursing into me.”

“That’s it princess. He’s honoring you. Now make him finish in you. Take it from him.”

I wrapped my legs tightly around her silky thigh and humped it like a rabbit. My body shook, and I shot all over her leg. I whimpered while humping and shaking, my body twitching. “Oh god, honey.” I held her leg and humped it.

“Yes, that’s it. He just filled you with his passion, right?”

I nodded quickly. The tip of my shaft rubbed the stocking repeatedly. I shuddered and shot one last load. “Oh god, yes, Brice.” I held tight to Jill and held it against her leg as it finished pulsating.

She stroked my hair. “Good girl, Jackie. See how much you want it? Good girl. Now you can relax.”
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We reveled in a leisurely shower together and shaved our bodies, shampooed and conditioned our hair, and scrubbed each other down with loofas. We toweled off and blew our hair dry side by side. I loved the way mine was cut and styled, and I added curls with the hot iron and ran a bit of mousse through it.

“What should we do today, Jackie?” Jill asked. “Need any help with your makeup?”

“No, I can do it. It’s fun. I’m just doing a light daytime look to see how that is for me. Today? I don’t know. What would you like to do? Do you want to find more men? Do something with Candy and Ashley? I’m so relaxed and just feeling pretty—I’m open to anything.”

She laughed. “I think I had a little too much man last night. I’m a little sore down there. But that doesn’t mean you have to abstain. You could service a few men if you want, or you and Candy can spend the day in bed, or whatever.”

I thought about Candy and how nice it would be. I had finished my makeup and was doing my lipstick. “Uh, ya know... I think I just want to be me in a nonsexual way. I want to experience being Jackie on a regular day, doing regular things. Is that okay?” I made a kiss with my lips in the mirror and couldn’t help smiling.

“That’s wonderful. We can both have a break and enjoy each other.” She gave me a peck on the cheek and went into the closet. She came out with her clothes and sat on the bed to dress.

I went into the closet and perused the choices. I ended up choosing a cute ruffled and flowered brown and beige romper that had a V-neck and I matched a pair of modestly high wedge heels. I picked out a matching beige bra and panties from the dresser and sat down on the bed to get dressed.

“Oh, that’s a pretty romper. I forgot about that one. I thought you’d like it.”

I put my gel breast forms into my bra. “Thanks! It’s cute.” I slid on the panties and tucked myself into them.

“No pantyhose?”

“Don’t need them, really, and I want to feel the air on my skin.”

“True. Your legs have such silky, unblemished skin anyway. Just thought you’d prefer the feel. I wasn’t going to wear any today either. Maybe we’ll take our shoes off and walk in the sea.” She slid into her denim miniskirt and tucked in her tank top, then slid into some wedge heels similar to mine.

I slipped on the romper and wedges. I went over to the dresser and put on jewelry and perfume.

I loaded my purse and slung it on my shoulder, then checked myself in the mirror. Pretty as a peach. I felt like I was in heaven. Jill kissed my cheek. “Yes. You are a Jackie for sure. I should have done this for you as soon as we got married.”

I took a deep breath. “Yeah. Probably should’ve. I’m starving.”

She took me by the hand, and we walked out into the resort to find food.

We spent the day in a leisurely fashion, looking around, going through shops, and walking barefoot on the beach at low tide. Then we sat by the pool drinking iced tea and people-watching—men with men, women with women... Well, as far as we could tell because they could be like me. Men with women or girls like me.

Jill nudged me to look at a woman with a man on each arm. “She fits the image of the CEO in the book we read, doesn’t she?”

“She could. You fit it better.”

“Well, have you imagined yourself as the CEO in that book yet?”

“Hmm, not yet but...” I watched the three of them walk off into the distance. I crossed my legs and bounced a foot as I sipped my iced tea through a straw.

“But what…? Well, I think you might be able to now. Now that you’ve seen how desirable you are to men.”

“Maybe.” I laughed. “Can’t get past the bottom part though.”

“It’s not dirty if you clean it. That’s what the attachment in the shower is for.”

“Really?”

“Of course. This is a community that does that. I’d do it with you if you could reach far enough to get it past my butt cheeks into me. It’s nice to do.”

“You’ve done that?”

“Of course. In college before you. When I didn’t know I wouldn’t ever get pregnant—that’s why I tried it. It was great. Loved it. Might be even better than in front. Of course both might be really nice.” She laughed.

“Hmm. Never knew that. Not that it bothers me any. Just didn’t know and didn’t know it could be so good.”

She motioned to two guys wearing thongs and holding hands, walking past the pool to the bar. One guy wore a pink flowered thong and the other, shorter man sported a jet-black one. “Which guy do you think prefers top or bottom?”

“Hmm. I’d say the pink one is bottom because it’s more feminine, but he’s taller, so then I think the black-thong one.”

“Either could be right, and maybe they even take turns. The point I’m making is that it’s not an abnormal way to be intimate with another person. You didn’t have any problem acknowledging they did that, just who did what to who. Right?”

“I guess. It’s because they’re obviously gay. I’m not.”

“See? Now you’re going to get confused by using labels. What you did last night for Brice... Do gay people do that?”

“Yeah, but...”

“I know. You’re not gay, right?”

“Right.”

“So would a heterosexual man do that?”

“No.”

“So by doing that and loving it so much, you’re not that either, right?”

I took a deep breath of the ocean breeze and looked up at the Disney-blue sky. “I guess. I guess that must mean I’m bisexual or a woman or transgender? What am I?”

“Does it matter? That’s the point. That type of sex has existed since the beginning of time. Why does everyone need to color inside the lines all the time—or anytime? Why can’t we as humans just feel and enjoy life in whatever way we can share it?”

I nodded. “Okay, but there’s still the clean part and the fact that people don’t like going to proctologists.”

“It can be clean like I said, and it’s not proctology, princess. It’s a way to be intimate.”

I nodded.

She gulped the last of her iced tea and stood up. She reached out her hand. “C’mon. We’re goin’ to the toy store to get some toys for tomorrow. Then we can get ready for a romantic dinner somewhere by ourselves. Sound nice?”

“Sure.”

The store had a crazy assortment of inventory. I was throbbing in my panties. We spent an hour browsing and ended up with a bunch of different things. We took them back to the room, cleaned them, and got them ready.

“Wanna wear anything to dinner, Jackie? I’m abstaining.”

I looked it all over. “Hmm. I’m not sure. What’s with the metal thing?”

“That’s a cage. I explained it when we were at the store, but you were too focused on the realistic vibrating plug.” She laughed. “Why not go clean out and plug and cage? I can help you get soft so you can cage it. Then we can dress. Then tonight we can just relax, have dinner, and you can see how feminine and pretty you feel with that in you.”

“I’ll have to shower again.”

“You don’t have to wet your hair, and you can just add some makeup for a night look.”

“Okay. I’ll clean out. See you in a bit.” I gave her a peck on the cheek and went into the bathroom. When I walked out, I said to Jill, “Ready. Gonna help?” I handed her the realistic vibrating plug.

“Sure. Now get on the bed on your knees. Put your head down and your butt up.”

I did as she said and felt the lubricated tip of the plug as she pressed it against me. I was throbbing and leaping as she grasped it with her thumb and two fingers and stroked it. “Now relax and let it in.”

I wriggled my butt in the air against it and felt it spreading me. I pushed back and it went in, making me gasp. The vibration started. “Oh wow. That does feel nice. It’s so big!”

“Uh-huh. See?” She moved it slowly back and forth until it was all in. “Okay, stand and walk around and make sure it’s comfortable. It’s bigger than most guys are.”

I walked around. It felt great. I bobbed in the air uncontrollably. I sat on the bed and wriggled on it, smiling.

Jill knelt before me and smiled up at me, holding the cage. She handed me some silky pink panties. “Here. Make it squirt so I can put this on. Close your eyes and imagine that’s a real man inside you.”

I closed my eyes, wriggled my bottom on the plug and jerked with the panties. It wasn’t a second before I shot into them. It was as if the source of the pleasure was from the plug as it vibrated in me. I shuddered and whimpered while Jill slid her hands on my thighs. “Good girl.”

I fell back onto my elbows and watched as she slid my globes through a ring then pulled my softening shaft through the ring too. “I like you chose this cage. Instead of just a cage, it has a stub that pushes the tip into the shaft and all of it disappears. It’ll look so cute.”

She then took the flat-faced metal thing with a stub on the back with a hole in it, pressing it against the tip of my shaft as it softened. I watched it shrink as the stub with a hole pressed against the tip. The hole was larger than mine and aligned with my hole in my shaft. She continued until the stub pressed the head back into the skin, and the whole thing was pressed back and gone when the flat face was attached to the ring. It was as if it had disappeared. I stared at the cage. “It’s gone.”

“Yes, it is. You’ll feel it get hard again, but it won’t be able to grow at all. You can pee with it on. Next time you release, it’ll be from what’s inside you and not from any fingers playing with it. You’ll finish the way women do.”

“What? Why can’t I take it off?”

“You could. Not for a while, though. I want you to fully feel your femininity and not be distracted by the male aspects. That’s what these cages are for. To teach girls like you they aren’t men at all.”

“Oh god. What have I done?”

“Just relax. You don’t need to have sex with a man tonight unless you want to. I’m off the roster for tonight’s games. But you can if you want, or you can just relax and feel pretty. You can decide later.”

She opened her phone and tapped the screen several times, changing the plug’s vibration intensity and pattern. She reached a setting that was silent yet very intense and frequent. “How’s that feel?”

“Uh, nice, I guess.” I laughed. “Hmm. Really nice.”

“Good. Let’s get dressed and go. You deserve a drink or two. Pick out your clothes unless you want me to.”

“I’ll do it.”
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I looked at myself in the full-length mirror in my black thigh-high stiletto boots, black leather miniskirt with a flared hem, and clingy sheer black V-neck top. I gelled my hair back, made pigtails on either side of my head, and did my makeup to look intense, with sharp contouring and wild, dark eyes. I was a tough, hot, sexy bitch. I sprayed perfume over me, put on my jewelry, and loaded up my purse.

“Wow! Seems you’re a huntress tonight, honey.” Jill kissed my cheek. “Thought I’d wear some stuff from your side of the closet. Is that okay?”

“It’s great. You look fabulous.” Jill checked herself in the mirror, tugging the hem of her silver halter-top dress down to cover the tops of her sheer black lace-top thigh-high stockings. She stood on silver, fetishy-high heels and fluffed her hair about her head while spraying perfume in it. “Do I look nice, my wife?”

“Lovely. Looks like you’re hunting now too.”

“Nah. Just feels nice, that’s all. I want a nice romantic night with my wife.” She pecked me on the lips. “Let’s go.”

We found a bar in a nice indoor restaurant and ordered a drink. The plug was sending intermittent ripples of pleasure into me as I slid my crossed legs against each other under the bar. I was hard under the cage, which held it tucked inside me. “This feels strange, Jill. I never would have guessed something in my butt could feel this good.”

“See?” She raised her glass to me. “To Jackie becoming a real woman by a real man soon.”

I laughed, clinked, and we both sipped. “I guess that’s next on the list. It only makes sense now. You’re not afraid I’ll fall in love with a man?”

“Why would I be? You aren’t afraid I will. We’re a team for life. Now we just happen to be a girl team with more options for entertainment.” She kissed me deeply on my lips, slid her hand under my dress, and tugged on my cage. “You don’t have any male characteristics left, honey. Now we can share our men and be connoisseurs of entertainment partners.” She wriggled in her seat, then pulled her phone from her purse. She tapped it with her fingers. “That’s better. It was a bit too intense.”

“What was?”

“I, uh, I have a pair of panties with a remote vibrating plug in each hole and a vibrator in the front. It’s bringing me right to the edge, over and over, and I had to slow it down a little or I’d be shuddering soon.” She laughed.

“You’re not still sore?”

“I think this massaged the soreness away... or at least distracted me from it.” She winked at me, grasped my hand on the bar and squeezed it, looking into my eyes. “You’re so hot-looking tonight. So tough and sexy. More powerful than ever. Let’s have another drink and then go to dinner. Okay?” She snuggled against me.

“Of course. Whatever you want.”

“Oh no, Jackie. It’s what you want. You’re the assertive one tonight. Look at how you’re dressed. I’ll do whatever you want to do, boss. You could even make believe you’re a man and strap one on and take me if you want.”

I sipped my drink and looked at her, taking in her pretty eyes and lips, her smile, and the love that radiated to me. “Okay. I’ll take care of the entertainment tonight... and you better not complain.” I laughed.

The plug sent ripples, and I swelled under the cage and oozed. I recrossed my legs, sliding them against each other. I felt the weight of my breasts on my chest and looked down at my cleavage. I watched my long, painted nails glisten as my fingers grasped the stem of my martini. I glided my fingertips on my stockings then ran my nails against them over and over as I sipped the strong drink. Jill smiled and gave a little shiver. She rolled her eyes and smiled an evil grin and readjusted her special panties with her phone.
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I had to choose. What should I do? Should I choose men for us both? For me only? For Jill only? Should we find girls like me to play with? I knew Jill was ready for more, and so was I. I’d thoroughly enjoyed last night as the sub. Should Jill be a sub? She said it was up to me what we did, but I wasn’t sure. Should we go back to the suite and I could strap one on and fake being a man?

We had a fabulous dinner, with fine food and drink and plenty of touching and sensuality. We went to the ladies’ room and relieved ourselves, touched up our makeup and hair, and put on perfume. I turned Jill toward me and looked her up and down. “I’ve decided what we’re doing. Take off your panties and take out all those toys. I’ve already removed mine.”

She looked a bit disappointed. “Aww... No playing?” She lifted her dress and tucked it under, then slid off the panties and washed the toys, putting them in her purse. She smirked. “Yes, dear—what next?”

She stood there, holding the hem of her dress up, everything smoothly shaved, her garter belt holding up her lace-top stockings.

“Hmm. That makes quite a picture now. And with those toys out of the way, you’re immediately accessible without any effort. Anyone could just lift the dress and shove it in. Does that suit you?”

“Wow. Instant use. Whatever you like. You get to choose, remember? The breeze does feel nice and being so accessible does too. Very sexy.”

“Okay then. Now, you really don’t need to wear a bra as firm as you are, and that dress is nice and thin. Pitch the bra.”

She grinned and giggled and hurriedly lowered her straps. The bra was off and in the trash in seconds. “Should I put the dress back up?”

“Hmm... Leave the top really low, just covering your nice hard nipples.”

She adjusted it. Her erect nipples were more than blatantly obvious in the thin, shiny, silver fabric. I took off my wide, black-leather stretch belt and gave it to her. “Now put the belt under your ribcage to hold the top there, and then slip a few inches of the material of the dress under the belt so your butt-cheeks show.”

She laughed. “You’re being very assertive tonight for the wimpy sissy you are. This is interesting. You sure you want to march me around like this?”

“I’m not a sissy tonight, and yes, I want you to show everyone who you are, just like I did last night as my other side. Tonight, you’re a sub-slut. Unless of course you choose not to do it.”

She finished tucking her dress up under the belt. It was basically useless at hiding her assets. She may as well have been naked, and she practically was with that now minimal, thin, silver dress, large hard nipples poking it, garter belt, stockings, and fetishy heels. She smiled at me, holding her arms out to the side. “Good?”

I put my hand under my chin and observed her. “Turn around for me.”

She clicked in tiny steps in a circle, holding her hands up and wrists bent, fluffing her hair, and puckering her lips. “Good?”

“Hmm. Okay for now. We need to get something else. Let’s go.”

I took her by the hand, and we left the restaurant to go back to the toy store. I led her back to the dominant area. I picked out a choker for her, some earrings, and a leash. I held them up to her. She shrugged and laughed.

We bought them and I put them on her in the store. The earrings were large, silver, erect penises inside of hoops, and the choker was soft, supple, black leather with rhinestones spelling ‘SLUT’ across the front. I led her back into the mall. Like last night, we received numerous compliments. Jill held her head high, her jiggling breasts out with hard nipples, her hips wagging in minced steps. Every now and then I’d slap her exposed bottom with the leash.

It was fun seeing her like that. Jill was loving it, and I was doing something I never thought I’d do with my wife—be in charge of her. We went to a dance club. The music was thumping a sexy animalistic beat. People were in all sorts of fetishy and sexual attire, and Jill was the least outrageous of any of them. I led her by the leash to the bar, and we stood by the seats until the bartender came over. “May I have a linen napkin for her?”

He took one from under the bar and handed it to me, then put a few in a pile on the bar. I spread one on the seat, turned it toward Jill, and held it for her to be seated. She held the napkin in place and climbed onto the chair. I sat next to her and ordered drinks. “I’ll have a bourbon neat, and she’ll have two blowjobs.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

We observed the crowd until our drinks arrived. I toasted Jill: “To you performing all required tasks this evening in an excellent manner.” We clinked and sipped. “I’d have you give me what your drink is named after, but someone put me in a cage.”

I looked around the bar. The girl seated next to Jill smiled and looked us both over. She leaned across Jill as if she weren’t there. “Your bitch can suck mine, if you’d like her to.” She leaned back, smiling, and lifted the hem of her dress, revealing a large, gorgeous, shaved, and alert package.

I tugged on Jill’s leash. “Slut, take care of this young lady while we chat. Lean down and take care of her.”

Jill shot down her second blowjob and dove onto the girl. The girl smiled at me and put her hand across Jill. I shook it. She tilted her pretty head. “I’m Justin. Like just in time for some fun.” She laughed a tiny laugh. She looked down at Jill. “Your pet is very pretty; she’s very diligent and feels wonderful.” She patted Jill’s head.

“Thanks. She aims to please.”

Justin’s gorgeous eyes met mine. I throbbed in my cage. She lifted herself gently into Jill’s face, then rolled her eyes. “What are your names?”

“I’m sorry. I’m Jackie and that’s Jill.”

“How cute. Jack and Jill.”

“Used to be. I’m Jackie now. Don’t know if I ever really was a Jack.”

Her eyes lit up. “Really! Stunning. I don’t believe it.” Her hand was running through Jill’s hair as if she were petting a dog. Jill was obviously enjoying herself, bobbing her head and taking very good care of her.

“Why wouldn’t you? You’re stunning and believable.” I slid the hem of my dress up so she could see I was caged.

“Caged? Why?”

“To learn how much of a man I’m not anymore. See, I’ve never had a man inside me. This is my second night as Jackie. Last night I was a sub sissy and got men ready for my wife, who was dom. The cage is supposed to help me realize how much of a woman I can be to a man... by not incorporating that part in the sex. Seems limiting but...”

“That’s very good to do. I did that too. I don’t wear it very often anymore. I prefer to let it be free. It’s fun sometimes, but like you said, limiting.” She looked down at Jill and placed both hands on her head. She squeezed it and thrusted into her face several times. Then she lifted her Jill’s head off her and covered herself with her dress. “Enough for now, bitch. Have another drink.” She smiled at Jill.

Jill nodded. “Thank you, Miss Justin.”

“Very good, bitch. Now give me the key to your mistress’ cage.”

Jill looked angry and glared at me.

I tugged her leash. “I can do that some other time. Just do as you’re told.”

She huffed and gave Justin the key. Justin lifted my dress and undid the lock, then handed me the cage. “For your purse. Tonight, you won’t need this to prove you’re all girl. You already are.” I put it in my purse, and Justin pressed Jill’s head down toward me. “Service your mistress while we chat.”

Jill bent down and took me into her mouth, grasping it by the base with her thumb and forefinger.

Justin smiled and grasped my hand in hers. “It’s so cute. I wish I had one like that. It’s so feminine.”

“Thanks. I’d rather have one like yours.”

“Maybe we can share them with each other.”

I lifted my drink to her, and we clinked and sipped.

She ordered us more drinks. “So this slut is your wife, huh?”

“Yes, we’re very much in love. She’s brought me a long way on this vacation. I’m learning a lot about myself... and her.”

Justin put my hands on Jill’s head. “Squeeze it and pump her slut face. Make use of her. It’s her purpose. Sluts want to be used.”

Jill’s eyes lifted to look up as I wrapped my fingers tightly in her hair and tilted her head up at me. Then I thrusted into her face several times and then roughly bobbed her head on it using her hair as a grip. She looked gorgeous. Justin reached around Jill with both hands and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them and pinching her nipples. Jill rolled her eyes and wriggled, mumbling pleasantly around my shaft.

Justin smiled at me. “See? She likes it. So I take it part of you’re plan for the evening was for you to be bred while you wore the cage. Is that right?”

I sipped my drink and nodded while Jill bobbed her head on me. “That was the plan.”

“It’ll be better without the cage. You don’t need to prove anything. You’ll see how good it is for you being the feminine, womanly receptacle you are, and you’ll be hooked on it anyway. And your wife?”

“Whatever. She said it’s my night. I can do what I want with her. Or do nothing with her. I think I’d prefer to see her made use of.”

“Agreed. It would be a shame to waste her, and she wants to be used. I have an idea. Have you been to the back of the bar?” She pointed across the dance floor. There was a large, lighted sign above a wide hallway with an arrow.

A smile came over my face. “Didn’t know there was one.”

“Oh, my goodness, yes! It’s wonderful. I know it seems it’s that way everywhere here, but in there is where it really frees up, and it’s properly furnished, appointed, and attended to specifically for that.”

I looked down at Jill and thrusted into her face a few times, then tugged her off me. “Have a drink and relax a little, slut. You’re gonna to be a very busy slut in a little while.”

She wiped her lips with a napkin and reapplied her twenty-four-hour lipstick while looking at the reflection in her phone. Justin put her arm around her and kissed her deeply. Her hand went under Jill’s dress and obviously penetrated her. They kissed like that for some time, and Jill wriggled in her grasp. When Justin broke the kiss, Jill looked wide-eyed at her with her mouth agape. She shuddered on Justin’s hand, gasping and grasping her inactive arm. “Oh my god. Thank you, Miss Justin. That feels incredible. I’m gonna... I’m... huh, uh...”

Justin stole her hand away from Jill. “Not yet, slut. Have your drink and take a break. Then I want you to bring yourself to the edge at least six times, taking time in between each one to cool down of course, all while your wife and I relax and enjoy each other and everyone watches you. Then it’s time for us to go to the ladies’ room, and then we take you to be used for others’ pleasure. It’s not about your pleasure.” She giggled and winked at me. “Right, Jackie?”

I grinned, nodded, and sipped while I stroked myself through the slit in my skirt, gazing into her eyes. “Oh yes. I’m so glad we met, Justin. Okay slut. Start playing with yourself again.”


16

Justin and I walked hand in hand as we led Jill to the ladies’ room, all three of us clicking in our heels. Inside, I handed the leash to Jill. “Lead yourself to a stall and take care of business.” Justin and I both went into stalls, and then we all met at the mirrors to do our hair and lipstick and apply perfume.

Finished, Justin and I led Jill to the back of the bar and under the lighted sign, “Sex Haven.” We encountered beds, couches, sling swings, vertical and horizontal tables with restraints, kneelers with restraints, and a few service people moving about with towels, spray bottles, and carts of fresh linens. A bartender stood at the bar, waiting to serve. Lighting was comfortably dim and inviting. The thumping of the music outside imbued it with an animalistic feel. I stood in awe watching the people making use of the room. “Wow!”

Justin hugged my arm. “Yes, isn’t it great? And isn’t it fantastic that everyone in the resort had to be tested for STDs beforehand? It’s so freeing.”

Justin led me by the hand; her butt swished her minidress about it with each step. I held Jill’s leash as she walked behind me. We sat and I placed a towel on Jill’s seat and patted it for her. “Everything good, Jill?”

She grinned and nodded. “Oh my god, yes. Thank you, mistress.”

We got three shots of vodka and sipped them while watching the crowd, people coming and going. Brice, Jared, Ashley, and Candy entered. Ashley recognized Jill and came over. “Jill, I see you’re on a leash. What a lovely collar too... slut.” Jill nodded sheepishly, head down, eyes up.

She took my hand and held it up as she took me in head to toe. “And Jackie looks so dom tonight. Very nice. You don’t look sissy at all.”

I kissed her cheek lightly. “Thanks, Ashley.”

Candy, dressed in another sissy outfit, held Brice’s hand, “This look suits you too, Jackie. You’re so versatile.”

“Thanks.”

Brice looked at Jill and patted her head. He put a finger under her collar. “You do fulfill the label well.” He laughed. She nodded and smiled.

Brice squeezed her breast and pinched her hard nipple through the fabric. He stared at her and played with it. She made eyes at him, longing for more. She licked her lips. He let go and laughed. “We’re gonna look around a bit. Later, ladies.”

I tugged Jill’s leash. “Play with yourself while we talk.”

She nodded and put one hand between her legs and the other on her breast while looking into my eyes. “Like this, Mistress Jackie?”

“Yes. Good slut.”

Justin slid her hand on my stockinged thigh. “You know those people? Last night?”

“Yes.”

“An attractive group. Is Candy like us?”

“Oh yeah. For a few years now. Loves the sissy life the most.”

“That’s cute. Been there, but it isn’t a daily thing for me. It is a lot of fun, though. It feels so frilly and fem.” She looked around. “What say we set your wife up on a table so it’s known the slut is ready for exploitation. Then we can work on getting you fulfilled.” She slid her hand under my dress and stroked it. “Do you want the cage back on for proof?”

“Uh, don’t think it’ll go on right now with it like this.”

“Of course not. You just need to get rid of it if you do want the cage. It’ll come back soon enough, and we have all night. Right?”

“I guess. Why not?”

“Let’s set up your wife first.” She looked at Jill. Jill nodded and downed her vodka. We all finished our shots, and I followed Justin, leading Jill by the leash to a table in the center with padding and fresh sheets on it. Jill slid onto the table, and Justin fastened her ankles and wrists; her legs were spread and pulled back, with her high heels by her head. Her head was draped back over the edge of the table for easy access to penetrate her throat. Justin adjusted the table to provide access to Jill’s butt from beneath, where there was another surface for someone to lie beneath her yet have access to thrust up into her bottom.

I stood staring at my wife on the table. Her head rolled side to side, looking around. I went over to her and put my head by hers. “Is this okay? Is this good for you?”

“I think it’s great. What do you think? Do I look hot?”

“My god, yes. Very.”

“Good. Show me how hot when it gets going, then. Please? It’ll help you last longer too.”

“That’s my plan. Now shut up and get ready.” I looked around. Justin was holding my hand, also looking around. She turned to me. “Is she ready?”

“Yes.”

“Then I’ll send out the text messages.” She flipped a switch on the pole next to the bed, and a red light went on. We saw a flash above Jill. Justin explained, “There. Anyone signed up for notifications from this room will get one with a picture of her, waiting patiently and ready for use.”

It didn’t take long, and the first people to arrive were Brice, Jared, Ashley, and Candy. Candy hugged my arm. “She looks fabulous. I’m so proud of you two doing this. You’ll love it.”

Brice was already on top of Jill, and Jared was under her. Soon they were pumping into each hole. Her head rolled back and forth, and she moaned and whimpered. I went to her face. “Okay?”

“God, yes.”

Candy went to Jill’s face, held her head gently, and slid her hard shaft into her open mouth. Candy thrusted and I could see her shaft as Jill’s throat revealed its entry and exit. Ashley lay beside her and sucked and massaged Jill’s breasts. I was throbbing in my panties.

Justin felt the front of my dress. “Good girl. It is wonderful, isn’t it? Why don’t we both enjoy the show and then we can get ready. Okay?”

She took my hand and led us alongside Jill’s face where Candy was filling it. She placed my hand on my hardness. I pulled aside my panties, slid my skirt around so it poked out the slit, and began stroking it, as did Justin with hers. The two of us watched as Jill’s legs shuddered and shook as she had one release after another, moaning around Candy’s shaft.

Candy was about to finish, as was Brice, when Justin squeezed my arm in one hand. “This is it. I’m ready. Are you? Show your wife how hot she is... on her face and hair.”

We nestled together to get close to her. I held an arm around Justin as we yanked furiously, watching Jill shake and shudder again. Candy tensed up and filled her mouth then took it out and we both shot ropes of pearls onto Jill’s hair and face. We held onto each other to keep from falling as our knees went weak.

I embraced Justin and gave her a deep kiss. Her hands on my bottom, pressing her rod under my skirt and against mine, she pulled back from my face and ran the back of her hand over my cheek. “You’re so beautiful. I love you.”

I gazed into her smiling eyes. “You’re beautiful too.” I hugged her and squeezed her bottom to me. She pulled away. “Okay, we need to get you ready again and set you up, you pretty girl.”

I looked at Jill, who was smiling and cock drunk as more people came to take advantage of her assets.

“She’s taken care of.” Justin led me by the hand to the bar, and we had a light flowery drink while we caressed each other’s legs, and I massaged her breasts. “Your breasts are so nice, Justin.”

“Thanks. Implants two years ago at this place.”

“Really? Here?”

“Yup. A great job and it hardly hurt. It healed in no time. I used the end of our two-week vacation to get it done when I was sure I was going to be the girl I was forever.”

“Us? You’re married?”

“Uh-huh. We were boyfriends, and then we came here and met girls like we are now. We both became girls like us.”

“Where is she now?”

“Off somewhere. We sometimes go our separate ways to expand our horizons more. Mostly we’re together. It’s not all about sex either. We love each other. This is just a fun vacation.”

Her hand cruised up my thigh, up to my panties and back. She slid her fingertips across my panties over and over, and I was already getting hard. I was doing the same to her, and she was reacting the same way. I ran a hand through her hair. “I’m almost ready if you are.”

“Very.” She laughed.

I kissed her deeply. I wanted her. I pulled back and gazed longingly into her eyes.

Her hand ran lightly over my hair. “Okay... so, sling? From behind or in front? See any guys? Send out a notification? What would you like, my lovely girl? Oh, ooops—we forgot to put your cage back on.”

“Oh well, another time. Uh, what I really want more than anything is for you to make love to me. I want to be on my back and look into your eyes. I want to feel you inside me when you release your passion for me.”

“Mmm, that sounds delicious. Maybe you want some men first? Maybe from behind? Maybe one to suck on?” She looked around.

I looked around at the guys. There were some nice ones moving about, trying to pick who to use. I turned back to Justin. “They all look inviting and interesting, but I don’t know them, and I probably wouldn’t come from them because they’re strangers. But you... I love. I want you for my first lover.”

She took both my hands in hers and gazed into my eyes. “You’re so sweet. Okay. May I suggest you get one to suck on while we slowly build our passion? I think you’d like that.”

“Sure. That sounds perfect.”

“Okay, we’ll probably have an audience when we start. All you have to do is break our kiss and look around and reach for one, and you’ll have it. Ready?”

“Very.”

Justin led me by the hand to a table and strapped my legs in place with my butt lifted, legs pushed back, and heels in the air by my head. She slid onto the table and moved between my thighs. I watched myself bobbing in the air between us as she guided herself to press her now lubed tip against my hole. She looked into my eyes and started pushing it in.

I felt myself stretching and stretching until the tip popped inside and made me gasp.

“Okay, honey?”

I nodded. “Wonderful. Give it all to me, angel.”

She grinned as she pushed, and I watched as it disappeared inside me and filled my body with a tingling sweetness. She withdrew it almost all the way, then slid it back in. Then she began to thrust it slowly. She leaned down to kiss my lips, and I wrapped one arm around her neck and dug my nails into her bottom, setting her pace. Our tongues danced in each other’s mouths as she gyrated and swirled her hips, thrusting into me. I smelled her sweet perfume in her hair as I oozed steadily from my bobbing shaft, my body flowing with the sensations I felt from her inside me.

She lifted herself and gazed into my eyes. “Need a snack?”

I nodded. I looked around, and there was another girl like us, very cute. She had her sissy dress wrapped around her shaft as she jerked it. She gazed intently at us, her pink tongue between her teeth. I raised my hand for her to come over.

She lifted her crinoline and ruffles and tucked them into her waistband. She moved in tiny steps in her fetish heels as she maneuvered herself to my face. I grasped her large shaft in one hand and pulled it toward my mouth, then consumed it as I looked into her eyes. Justin continued her steady, rotating thrusting into me. Now I felt Justin’s energy coursing through me and this new sissy’s energy doing the same from my mouth and lips. The sissy whimpered and held my head gently as she thrusted into my face.

I lay there for what seemed forever, just feeling it all and truly knowing who and what I was. I had never experienced anything as intense and pleasurable as this, all the while being feminized and knowing I was a girl now... being serviced by girls as feminine and lovely as me.

The sissy at my face put her hands gently on my cheeks, and she whimpered and thrusted into my mouth. I felt her go rigid and then pulsate as she let my head go and held onto the table to keep from falling. Gush after gush of her creamy passion went into my mouth, and I greedily swallowed it all. When she was done, I put my attention back to Justin.

She smiled down at me and kissed my lips lightly. “Ready? I can’t go much longer, my love.”

I nodded. “Oh god, yes. Please!”

Justin placed her hands on my thighs where they were strapped to the table and looked into my eyes as she pounded herself into me over and over. My shaft flailed in circles, shooting drips of ooze on my belly. My feet in their high heels flailed above my head.

I looked into Justin’s eyes and put my hands on her thrusting bottom. “Give it to me, Justin. Breed me.”

Her head went back, and she shoved it deep and held it there. I felt it pulsate inside me; I shot spurt after spurt as she filled me with her passion. My whole body clenched and spasmed as electricity ran through it, giving me a full-body orgasm. Justin stopped and fell onto me. She peppered my face with kisses as we lay there. She undid my thigh straps, and I let my legs wrap around her, holding her deep inside me. I hugged and kissed her, stroking her hair.

We caught our breath. “I truly do love you. I know we’re both married, but it’s okay to love someone, right?” I asked her.

“Of course. It doesn’t mean we don’t love our wives. We can all get along fine. I think we should check on Jill and see if she’s done yet.”

She got off the table and helped me off. We went over to Jill. There were two black men filling her holes and one at her mouth. We watched as they all finished with her, her legs shuddering and her body shaking. When they were done, they left and Jill lay there, her eyes closed, her hair, face, and body covered in passionate releases.

I went to her face, wiped it with a towel and kissed her lips. She smiled crookedly at me. “Hi, sweetie. Are you done? Did you become a woman?” I gave her a peck on the lips.

I nodded. “Yes, Justin took good care of me. She also told me she had implants done here at the resort.”

“Really? I didn’t know you could. Are you getting some?”

“Absolutely. Now that we’re retiring, I want to spend the rest of my life as the girl I truly am. Want to travel the world with our new friends?”

Justin finished undoing Jill’s restraints.

Her eyes lit up. She nodded and sat up on the table, wrapped her arms around my neck, and gave me a peck on the lips. “Hooray! I knew this would convince you to retire. Life is too good now for you. Now you have more than just work to keep you entertained. I knew the girl would show you the truth.” She looked at Justin, smiling at us both. “And you, young lady. Are you married?”

“Yes. To a girl like Jackie and me.”

“Want to retire?”

“Already have. Digital currency boom.”

“Nice! Join us?”

Justin put her arm around me. “Jill. You need to know... We really enjoyed each other tonight. We made love.”

“That’s perfect. We’ll make one big happy family. Four wives. What could be better?” She tugged me to her and gave me a big hug. “I love you... wife.”

“And I love you, wife.” I kissed her deeply, feeling as if this was the beginning of a new and amazing life for Jackie and Jill.
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I slid into a cotton, flowered V-neck dress, the fabric caressing the hard nipples on my full breasts. I slid panties up over my shapely butt and hips and tucked my limp noodle in place. I slid into my modest wedge heels and strapped them. I touched up the lipstick on my plumped-up lips. I sprayed perfume on and checked myself in the full-length mirror. So nice. So easy to look at.

I went downstairs where Candy, Jared, Ashley, Jill, and Justin and her wife were waiting. I sat next to Jill with them in the seating pit area of the lobby and crossed my legs, bouncing a foot. “Ready for a tour of the Louvre?”

Candy stood in her pink jumper and straightened the flower in her hair. “Ready.” Ashley stood up next to her and took her hand. Jared stood and took Ashley’s hand.

Jill stood and offered me her hand to stand. I took it. She gave me a peck on the cheek. “You look lovely.”

“Thanks. You do too.” I leaned into her and whispered, “I was thinking, it’s been so long now. So when are we gonna get wild and crazy again? Did you ask the group if they were interested?”

“I did. Seems we’re all just enjoying who we are and who we’re with and where we go these days, and the wild-and-crazy just isn’t at the top of the list right now.”

“That’s good. I was worried it was just us feeling so relaxed and in love with life. It all seems so natural now. It’s like I’m finally me. Now I always feel good about myself, and it seems the whole world is brighter and sweeter and more alive. Maybe we should make a point of trying, though. You know. Just to be sure we haven’t lost it.”

She nodded as we walked out following the others. “Yeah. I guess. Maybe we’ll talk it over at dinner with them. Even Candy isn’t so sissy anymore, and Justin wears those long flowing dresses nowadays. I guess we’re not the crazy group we once were. I’m good with that. Are you?”

“I am. I love who I am now, sex or no sex. I just love being Jackie and Jill—and not Jack and Jill—and I love you and love that you showed me who I really am.”

She stopped me and kissed my lips. She looked into my eyes and ran her hand through my hair. “You are soo very sexy like this. I think even if the others aren’t interested, maybe we should have our own wild-and-crazy tonight. Just us.”


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, in Kindle, paperback, and Audible versions, go to:

Amazon:

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