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“That’s it, Jamie. Try to make it last this time, baby. Make me come with that adorable little thing of yours. It’s so cute inside of me.”

“Mmm, huh, uh, oh god. I uh..I...” I shuddered and shook, my legs stiffened out straight and that was it. I looked at the clock. I had lasted two minutes.

“Good job, sweetie. A whole two minutes! That was lovely.” Lying beneath my collapsed body, Shannon stroked my hair and kissed my cheeks. “You’re so sweet how you try so hard.”

“Sorry, sweetie. You deserve better.”

“I know and I have plenty better, too, but you’re special. You’re so cute and pretty and always so clean and neat. You’re the perfect roommate.”

“That’s just it. I’m a roommate.”

“And a playmate, sometimes.”

“I wish we could be more. I guess I’m lucky I have what I have, though, being such a wimp.”

“You’re not a wimp! Stop saying that. You’re intelligent, charming, pretty, and fun.”

“Pretty, charming and fun. Sounds like an intro for a girl in a beauty pageant.”

“Hmm, perhaps a little. But you’re so not masculine. You should have been a girl. You’re more pretty than handsome and more adorable than sexy... as a guy at least. You’d be a really sexy girl, though. Why not try it?”

“But Shannon, I’m a guy. I like girls.”

“You might like guys better. I bet guys would love you!”

“That doesn’t even sound right. It’s so weird to think of it.”

Shannon ran her long-nailed finger over my lips. “Your voice is passable as a girl. You have hardly any body or facial hair, you have a nice round butt and hips and soft skin and a soft body. Even your lips are shaped so plump and perfect for a girl’s. Let me make you into one. Just for a night, okay? It’s just makeup and clothes. You’re already a femboy, you know, a guy that’s more feminine than masculine. Why not capitalize on your best assets?”

“Because I’m not a girl and not interested in guys.”

“Do you remember the first time you tried a new food or a new drink?”

“Sure. Plenty of times as I grew up and tried new things.”

“Exactly. This is just another new thing. You don’t know until you try it if you like it or not. Where would you be today if you hadn’t tried new things growing up? It’s a part of growing up.”

“I guess.”

Shannon slid out from under me, sat on the edge of the bed, and slid on her high heels. She adjusted her thigh-high stockings and smoothed her minidress. She clicked over to the mirror, touched up her hair, and sprayed on perfume.

She came back over and held her hand out. I stood. She kissed my forehead. “I have to go. They’re gonna be waiting for me at the nightclub and then we’re going back to his place with his roommates and I’m gonna have plenty of satisfying sex, so stop feeling bad for yourself for not satisfying me and think about being a girl like you should. I’ll see you in the morning.”

She hugged me and ran her hand over my hair. “Smile. Try on some of my clothes, try my makeup. Try it, okay? Promise me?”

I nodded sheepishly. “Okay Shannon. If you say so.”

“Good girl.”
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We’d eaten dinner already before she left. She was gonna get laid by real men tonight. A pang of jealousy hit me, but I knew she could never be mine. A grin crossed my face as I made the bed and thought about how Shannon would have those guys fucking her, but I had her first and they’d be having her second. There was something powerful about that.

I guess having access to such a desirable woman is worth just about anything for a guy like me. I should be happy she lets me. I wished I could watch her with them.

I slid into my silky panties, black leggings, a pair of sneakers, with a long tee-shirt that covered my butt. I stepped into the bathroom, combed my hair, and put it into a ponytail. I dusted my eyelashes with some mascara. I looked in the mirror and changed out of my silver stud earrings for a black one and a diamond one in each ear instead. I sprayed on some light cologne. Yeah. I was more fem than masculine, for sure. Maybe Shannon was right. Maybe I should try being a girl.

I took a deep breath and filled my hip pouch with my wallet, phone, keys, and sundries, slung it around my waist and covered it with my tee-shirt. I stood there and stared at myself in the mirror. I was a femboy. No doubt. A feminine guy. Put on some more makeup, I thought to myself. I looked at Shannon’s makeup on the counter. Heck, why not? I can always wash it off. She wants me to be a girl, right? Maybe that will make her mine.

I added more mascara and then eyeliner. I used some eyeshadow, making my eyes really pop, and I accented my eyebrows with a pencil, revealing more of their inquisitive arch. I contoured my cheeks and nose then put on some of her 24 hour lipstick, making a cupid’s bow and enlarging them. I puckered them and smiled in the mirror. I definitely looked like a girl. Not a hint of beard or mustache hair either, since it’s so sparse and I shaved today. I stood back. If I ventured out now, people would think I was a girl.

What the heck. She told me to wear her things. I opened her standing jewelry box and swapped my earrings for two sets of long dangling ones. I redid my ponytail to be on top of my head and fluffed and sprayed it with a blingy scrunchy at the base. It was cute. I was cute.

I perused her things in the closet. I tried on a denim miniskirt over my black leggings. Wearing the skirt made it seem I had fewer clothes on than more. I sat down and looked at her shoes under the rack and swapped my sneakers for a pair of high-heeled boots, then stood and looked in the full-length mirror. This was working. She was right. The only thing was I was totally flat chested. Oh, what the heck. I opened her dresser and found a heavily padded bra. I put it on and it fit nice and snug. I adjusted my flesh in the cups and I actually had some cleavage. Seemed a waste not to show it so I swapped my tee-shirt for a pink V-neck sweater.

I found a wide belt and let the sweater drape over the skirt, then put the belt on, giving me more shape. Checking in the mirror, I was definitely convincing. I looked in her jewelry and borrowed a necklace the rested neatly in my cleavage and put on bracelets and rings. I sprayed on my favorite perfume of hers and now I felt as hot as she was. I was hard in my panties for myself. My heart raced as I walked around the room, loving the way my hips moved with each high-heeled step. I grabbed a purse of hers, took my things from my hip pouch, and put them in it and slung it on my shoulder.

In the full-length mirror, I looked into my eyes, then checked out my full image. If Shannon could only see me now. She’d be proud of me. Maybe then she’ll fall in love with me and I won’t ever be lonely again. I had to do it. I knew where she was going to meet the guys before they’d fuck her later. I had to show her.

I loved driving in her high-heeled boots. There was something about it that was so natural, yet erotic. I realized I should have changed my leggings out for some of Shannon’s sheer pantyhose or stockings and then I could have experienced that as well while driving in this miniskirt. Next time. If she likes what she sees, she’ll probably help me, too.

The nightclub was pounding as I approached the doorman. He smiled at me. “Hello miss. It’s ladies’ night, so go right on in and have a great time. Drinks are half priced for girls.”

I smiled back and nodded. “Thanks.” There was the first advantage of being taken as a girl. No cover charge and reduced drink prices.

I looked around as I headed to the bar. I slid onto a stool and waited for the bartender, then ordered a gin and tonic. I turned my seat to face the crowd, crossed my legs and bounced my high-heeled boot, then sipped my G&T, looking for Shannon. She wasn’t in sight. Maybe she hadn’t arrived yet. Maybe she was further back in the club.

“Hi, good looking? Can I buy you a drink?” A tall, handsome guy smiled at me with his hand on the empty seat next to me.

“Uh… I just ordered one. Thanks” I lifted it to show him then sipped it.

“Mind if I join you?”

“Uh…I’m meeting a friend. They should be here soon.”

“I see. Mind if I sit here while you wait? We can keep each other company.”

I looked at my watch as he started to seat himself. I slid off the barstool. He gave me a look.

“Uh… I think they might be here already. I need to walk around. I’ll be back if they aren’t. Save my seat?”

“Sure doll. I hope they aren’t here yet. I’ll wait for you.” He smiled and winked, and his eyes flitted up and down my body. In tiny minced steps from the high-heeled boots, I ran off with my drink as I looked for Shannon.

The music pounded away, and the bodies gyrated on the dance floor in motions of fake sex. The girls all looked so hot in their minidresses and high heels, moving so seductively. If only I could have a girlfriend like one of them. I throbbed in my panties from each one I saw.

Toward the back there were booths removed some from the loudness of the music in a dimly lit area. Waitresses moved back and forth in their minimalist sexy outfits. Guys were all looking at me and I needed to find Shannon or stay in motion so another guy didn’t hit on me. That was all I needed.

I looked at everyone in the booths as I passed them. Guys and girls were all touchy feely with hands under the tables and kisses happening. It looked like a prequel to a porn video.

There she was. I stood there, stock still, staring at her. Both her hands were under the table and the movements of her arms revealed she was jerking two guys off as she kissed one of them. She was gorgeous. I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

“Hi miss. Like to join us?” One of the two guys across the table from Shannon waved to me to break my stare at Shannon’s activities.

Uh…no thanks. Just looking for someone. Shannon looked up. “Jamie?” Her eyes lit up. “Jamie. Come sit with us. Meet the guys.” Her arms were still busy jerking the guys off while one guy had an arm over her shoulder and the other was caressing her stockinged leg. They both beamed at me. The one to her right said, “Yeah, join us. Those two could use a hand.” He pointed to the other guys across the booth.

My heart raced. What do I do? Shit.

One guy stood to let me slide in between them.

I looked at my watch. “I, uh…I need to be somewhere soon.”

Shannon pushed the guy on the end out and stood as he scrambled to hide his naked hardness under Shannon’s crop-top and slid back into the booth.

Shannon’s arm looped around my shoulder. “Come join us. You look pretty. I’m so glad you came and did your makeup. Be a girl with me. Have some fun. The other guys really could use a helping hand. Please?”

My face was flush. My eyes wide. I looked at all the guys waiting. They actually wanted me to. I couldn’t imagine doing to them what Shannon was doing. “I uh… I don’t know Shannon. It doesn’t seem right. I mean. What if they found out what I was? Besides, I’m not interested in guys.”

She gave me a frown. Stroked my hair. “Oh sweetie. You soo need to do this. It’ll be good for you. The guys already want you. You’re hot. It’s no big deal. You might even like it. Besides, these guys are open-minded. They wouldn’t care if you had something special under your skirt.”

“I doubt that. They’ll kill me.” I looked them all over as they waited for us. They were smiling and motioning to me to come sit.

Shannon turned to them. “Hey guys. This is my roommate, Jamie. She’s a girl with something special under her skirt. Something cute and tiny. So cute it’s girly, even though it works just like real men’s do. Anyone mind?”

Their eyes lit up. They all looked at each other and their eyes examined me from head to toe as they grinned. My heart pounded under their inspection.

They motioned to me to come sit. “Heck no. That’s even better. Come join us, pretty girl.”

My face was flushed. My heart pounded. I knew I looked like a deer in the headlights and I moved to dash off. Jamie held me fast with her hand tight on my wrist. She placed a hand on my shoulder and leaned close to my ear. I could smell her wonderful perfume, and my eyes focused directly on her luscious cleavage and hard nipples. I wanted her for myself. “See, no problem. They accept you. They like you. You’ll get over your hesitancy. They’re nice guys. C’mon. Be a big girl. I’ll take really good care of you at home when I get back. Okay? Be a big girl.”

I wanted her approval so badly. I wanted her. I looked them over. Took a deep breath. The one that stood for me to sit between them placed his big hand on my shoulder. “We don’t bite. We’ll be nice. Relax and have a drink on us. I’ll buy you a shot.” His hand rubbed my back. His eyes were bright and his teeth flashed in the dim light. He was a good-looking guy. He seemed okay. The one next to him waited patiently.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself, and slid into the booth.
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At that point I was glad I didn’t exchange my leggings for stockings or pantyhose. Even though they knew, I still needed all the hiding I could have. Fear gripped me intensely. My heart pounded.

Shannon had slid between the guys again and was busy with both hands once more. The waitress came over and leaned across the table, her substantial boobs showing nicely as she cleared the empties. “More drinks?” she asked.

The guy on the outside asked me, “Shot of tequila? Another G&T? Both?”

“Both. Thanks.”

They all placed orders, and the waitress scurried off. Shannon was busy with her guys. The one’s on my side were being nice and the only touching going on was my legs against theirs in the snug booth. I smiled a flat smile, not knowing what to do.

Shannon smiled at me. “Relax, honey. You look like you’re gonna pop. Unstiffen your back, at least.”

I untensed all my muscles and let myself relax a little.

“That’s better.”

The guys on my side introduced themselves, and we shook hands. The one on the inside, named Conner, said, “So, Jamie. What’s it like to be a girl now? I mean, having been a guy before.”

“I’m not really. I’m just trying it out. Shannon thought I should because I’m not very masculine.”

He nodded. “She’s right. You probably make a better girl than a guy. So, this is all new to you?”

I nodded and finished my G&T before the other drinks arrived. “Yup. Brand new. Scared as shit right now.”

The one on the outside of me, Raymond, slid his hand on my leg and squeezed it gently to get my attention, then said. “Don’t be scared. You make a beautiful girl. Once you’ve been a girl for a while, you’ll see. It fits you so well. You’re really pretty.” He glided his hand on my leg to comfort me, and it did.

“Thanks. I appreciate that. So, are all of you Shannon’s lovers?”

“Sometimes. Sometimes one at a time. Sometimes all. But with a pretty girl like you here with us, we’d be happy with you too.” Raymond’s eyes flitted across my face and hair and breasts. He tilted his head as his hand caressed my leg through the leggings. “You are making me… aroused.”

My heart raced. “Sorry… Uh… I uh…”

“Oh my. Don’t be sorry, princess. It’s nice. Never been with a guy like that, huh? Just girls?”

“Uh… just Shannon. She lets me… Well… I try to, Raymond.”

“I see. So you’re still into girls?”

I nodded quickly. The drinks arrived. I reached out and took the tequila and slugged it down. I followed it with a few sips of the G&T. I took a deep breath.

They all lifted their drinks, and we all clinked. Conner’s hand slid onto my other leg and squeezed it. I turned to him. His eyes smiled at me. “If that’s the case, Jamie, then just relax. Don’t be pressured. You’ll know when it’s time, and it’s the right thing to do. You haven’t been a girl very long. Relax.” His hand caressed my leg while Raymond did my other one. He watched me as I forced myself to relax. “Mind if I put my arm on the back of the booth? It’s a bit tight in here.”

It was nice of him to ask rather than just doing it. “Uh, sure. Why not?” His shoulder was nice against me.

I leaned toward him. “That’s it. Just relax against me.”

I leaned against him. It was good. Safe. Secure. His cologne smelled fresh and clean and woody. Shannon nodded at me from the other side as she took a break from jerking her guys. She leaned across the table toward me. “Jamie, put your hand in his lap.”

My eyes went wide. I scowled at her.

“Oh poo! Be a big girl. Do it like a good girl, if you want to be rewarded at home.”

I took a deep breath and, looking into Shannon’s eyes, I slid my hand into Raymond’s lap. He lifted his hips up against my palm. He was hard for me. I rolled my eyes at Shannon and rubbed it.

Shannon smiled at me. “Good girl. Now put your other hand on Conner’s lap.”

I did. He was hard for me. I rubbed them both. Strangely, I was throbbing in my panties. It was terribly exciting to experience the guys aroused for me. Terribly meaning terrifying as well as incredibly exciting. They were huge too, compared to me. Raymond’s arm slid off the booth back and cradled my shoulders, then he whispered in my ear. “That’s really kind of you, Jamie. Thank you. Do you like it?”

I nodded hurriedly.

Conner whispered in my ear. “Are we making you hot?”

I nodded again, looking back and forth between them with a frightened look. I removed my hand from Conner and drank the rest of my drink. I took a deep breath, then placed my hand back under the table and couldn’t help moving it back to his lap. His hand gently grabbed mine and wrapped my hand around his now naked, shaved, velvety cock. A wave of shock hit me. I was holding a strange cock. A big cock. I squeezed it. Experienced its heft and size and manliness.

Conner rubbed my leg and whispered to me, “Your hand is so soft and tiny. It’s wonderful. Is it okay? Would you rather not do this?”

“Uh…” I giggled. “It is quite… engaging, really.” I tugged and jerked it gently and carefully to not hurt it yet purposefully while looking into his eyes. “I’m not hurting you, am I?”

He whispered in my ear. “You have a wonderful touch. Nurturing, gentle, sensual. It’s heavenly.”

I continued on, relishing the velvety touch of it in my hand. His eyes smiled at me. He was loving my actions. Delight filled me. I was proud, confident, even powerful, and in control. My emotions were running high.

I turned to Raymond. He took my other hand and brought it to his cock. I grasped it without hesitation and began stroking it ineptly with my left hand. He helped me by holding my hand and gently humping up into it. I let it slip in my grip, then squeezed it lightly on and off. “How’s that Raymond? I’m not hurting you, am I?”

His breath was hot in my ear. “That’s so nice and you smell so pretty. You’re a natural. Your tiny, soft hands are perfect for this. Do you like it?”

I nodded hurriedly. “Oddly, I do. Very much so. It’s so hard, yet so soft and velvety. It’s so big and powerful. I’m enthralled by it. Weird, huh?”

“Not weird. You’re all girl. You were right to do this for yourself. Don’t think of this as an insult cause it isn’t, but you’re not a man in any way, shape or form.”

I looked up to see Shannon while I held those two lovely cocks and made the guys happy. I was throbbing uncontrollably in my panties and filled with a sense of power and accomplishment. She had her mouth close to one of her guy’s lips in almost a gasp while her hands were under the table wrapped around their cocks and she twitched slightly with every movement of his hand under her minidress. Her nipples were hard and showing bumps in her thin top. She was gorgeous in her obvious display of desire and erotic pleasure I had never seen from her before, from any of my efforts.

She shuddered and kissed him deeply, then broke the kiss and took a deep breath, looking at me. She winked. Her eyes glanced at my arms as I jerked the two guys and she nodded and leaned over the table and said, “Good girl, Jamie. Now make them come for you and then we can all go to Conner’s house and you can use your mouth on them to keep them to get them hard for me and then watch them take me and you can play with yourself while they do. Okay?”

I nodded while I continued stroking in a daze, thinking about it. God. To watch her getting laid by real men. That would be heaven. Or would I be jealous? How could I be? I’m a girl. I’d hardly have to touch myself to come when they came in her.

I focused on my task at hand with the boys and their incredible velvet poles that were making love with my hands. Still being ultra careful not to be too rough on the men, I sped up on the stroking. I was throbbing beneath my skirt, my body tingling with arousal as I embraced my lovely velvet steel cocks with my heart through my hands. I’d come myself soon if this kept up. Then what? I needed to be careful.

I tried to relax more as I stroked them fervently and made them more and more excited. Their eyes and the caresses on my shoulders, kisses on my neck, all revealed how well I was doing this. I throbbed and throbbed and oozed.

Then Conner grabbed my thigh. “Oh god yes, Jamie. It’s almost there. Watch out.”

Oh my god! I was going to make a guy come in my hand. The situation repulsed me. Yet I was thrilled. I didn’t know what to do. Raymond breathed in my ear. “Oh god, yes, that’s it Jamie. I’m gonna come soon.”

I panicked. If they came now, it would spurt all over my leggings and skirt. I looked around and all there were those cardboard coasters for the drinks. Not even any napkins. Where could I put it all?

Conner kissed my neck, his tongue doing circles on it while he humped into my fist. “Oh yeah. That’s it, Jamie. You’re gonna make me come for you, sweet sweet girl..”

I swung Shannon’s borrowed purse around and popped it open, then held his cock in it while he humped and I stroked.

“Here it is, baby. Oh god, you’re taking it from me.” Conner grunted and his legs stiffened and he held tight to my thigh as his cock pulsed and jerked around in my fist as it shot his loads into the purse. It was incredible to experience it do that. I did that. I made that happen. He got that excited by me! My heart filled with joy.

Immediately, Raymond grunted and his cock jerked and spasmed in my hand as his come shot through it in gushes and spewed white ropes all over my leggings and skirt. “Oh yeah, Jamie. You are so damn hot.” His breathing was choppy as his cock finished its jerking and spasming and shot blanks as he continued to hump into my delicate grasp.

I took a deep breath, hanging on carefully but snugly to each of their cocks as they leaned back and tried to calm down, looking around the place. What had I done!? I was throbbing uncontrollably from the excitement and I was oozing in my panties. What I had done thrilled me beyond belief, but it also repulsed me. I had another guy’s come on my leggings and skirt and inside Shannon’s purse and all over my phone and things. What kind of freak was I? I even enjoyed it, though the moment of pleasure and thrill was now tainted in revulsion at what I’d done.

I looked wide eyed at Shannon, who was beaming at me. I saw her mouth moving, congratulating me, but heard nothing as my ears rang and I felt as if I was going to faint. I pushed Raymond out of the booth. “Excuse me. Have to go.”

He slid out and stood. I looked at Shannon and covered some of the come stains with her purse and said, “I’ll see you at home. I have to go now.”

“Okay, sweetie. You sure you don’t want to come and help and watch?”

By the time she had said that and was trying to convince me, I was out of earshot and making my way out of the place.


4

At home, I cleaned up the mess the men had made, being disgusted with what I had done. Yet, I was throbbing the whole time, remembering their passion for me and how much pleasure I had given them. How they responded with such passion to my actions. I wondered when Shannon would be home or if she’d be home at all. I needed to relax. That night had been far too much for me.

I poured a drink and sat on the couch, sitting in my usual nightclothes of tee-shirt and panties. I had received Shannon’s approval for my actions tonight. She congratulated me. She loved me dressed and made up as a girl. Hmm. I bet if she found me as a girl when she came home, it would help me with her love for me.

I walked into our room and into the dresser and took out a pair of her silky sheer suntan thigh highs, a padded bra and matching panties and put them on, luxuriating in the sensation of the sheer hosiery. I stepped into the closet and found a silky, pink lace negligee and slid into it, then the matching short robe and a pair of pink high-heels which I strapped around my ankles. I checked myself in the full-length mirror. I still had my makeup and earrings in and I took the perfume from the dresser and bathed myself in it.

I was throbbing at the sight of me in the mirror. I was becoming a Shannon. An alluring, sensual, sexy young lady. Clicking in my heels to the living room, I sat with my drink and flipped on the tube. I stared at it blankly as I sipped and wondered. I checked my watch. She might not be back tonight. I sighed and ran my hands over my stockinged legs, caressing them.

I was tired. I walked in minced steps to the bedroom, pulled back the covers and slid between the satin sheets on my side. I longed for Shannon to be beside me like we usually slept. After slipping and sliding my silky stockinged legs against the satin sheets for a while and massaging my padded bra, I drifted off to sleep.

“Good morning, little girl!” A kiss landed on my cheek and I opened my eye to see Shannon’s smiling face looking down at me as she stroked my head. She kissed my cheek. “I’m glad you kept your makeup on and I see you’re wearing some of my nightclothes. Good girl. Are you feeling like the girl you are yet?”

She slipped under the covers with me and hugged me. We lay on our sides looking into each other’s eyes while she ran her fingers through my hair, kissed my cheek. “So pretty.”

“Uh… I guess I feel like a girl, kinda. I mean. Sensual. Feminine. Love the stockings and stuff. I had fun with the guys, but it repulsed me afterward when I realized what I had done. Sorry, but one of them came in your purse, but I cleaned it all up. It repulsed me I made them do that, yet every time I think about it, it also makes me proud and horny.”

“See? You’re getting there. Your old self has to die off first. The old self that thinks it’s wrong for you to have sex with men. The fucked up part of you.”

“You think?”

“Of course. You’ll see. It was disappointing to me you didn’t come with us afterwards. You would have had a good time and gotten further along at killing off the old self. Oh well. Next time.”

“I’m sorry to disappoint you.”

“Her stockinged leg wrapped over mine and rubbed it.”

“Nonsense. You’ll get there. Are you horny now?”

“A little, yeah. Had a lot of edging happen last night and didn’t want to finish alone. The guys got me very horny. I kept throbbing and oozing. Almost came playing with them.”

Her hand drifted to my panties. She tugged them down and inspected it with her hand as she looked deep into my eyes. She raised her eyebrows. “It is hard. Bigger than normal too, I think. I have a gift for you. Conner had a tripod, so we filmed it all for you. You can see how real men make girls like us feel pretty.” She dragged her purse around from her shoulder and took her phone out. “Take your panties off and wrap your clitty in them.”

I did as instructed. She started the video. I watched intently as I stroked my ‘clitty’.

“I had two double penetrations last night. I love being full everywhere. See?”

“Wow. In your bottom? Isn’t that gross?”

“Not at all. For you, it’s the only place besides your mouth that you can take it. You need to get used to that idea. Imagine I’m you as he fucks my bottom.” She undid my ponytail and stroked my hair.

See how well it fits even though it’s big? Men love the bottom better than the front because it’s so tight for them. That’s why they’ll love you even more than a regular woman like me. It’s their only choice and they can’t get you pregnant. They don’t feel guilty for not giving it to you in front because you don’t have a place in front.

“In my bottom?”

“Yup. Just watch how I react to them. Imagine having men making love to you like they are. Come when they come. If you can last that long. Okay?”

I nodded and watched intently. She was so gorgeous. The best part was seeing her taken from behind and one in her mouth while she was on her knees. “Okay. This is where Conner comes in my ass and Ron in my mouth at the same time. That was awesome. I came like crazy.”

I watched as that long fat cock dove in and out of her bottom and Ron held her head and fucked her face like a blowup doll.

“Imagine that’s you sweetie. You’re me. I want that for you. Then you’ll be a girl all the way.”

I imagined it. The men powerful and me reacting to them like Shannon was. I got on my knees to watch and I humped back and forth in the panties wrapped around my clitty.

“Here it is. They’re coming in you in a second.”

I locked my eyes on the screen. Ron squeezed her head tight. And humped into her face. Conner held her hips tight and shoved it all the way in and held it there as he grunted and moaned. Shannon’s body twitched and shuddered. I could see Ron’s cock pulsing as it shot its passion into her. Her one hand shot under her and twiddled between her legs, and she moaned around the cock in her mouth and mutedly squealed like a pig around his now pulsing cock. A pearl rope dribbled down her chin.

“Do you want that, Jamie?”

I nodded rapidly as my body tensed and I whimpered like a little girl and came into my silky panties.

Shannon rubbed my back, and my body relaxed after a few spasms. She took the panties from my hand, brought them to my lips, and placed the puddle before me. “Lick to taste the one you imagined you just finished sucking.”

Still throbbing and tingling, I did so greedily. When I had cleaned them up well, she wrapped her arms around me and we fell to the bed. I rested. “Soon you’ll be the girl you were always meant to be. Today we make you perfect and then you’ll be getting laid, harvesting men’s passionate releases for you.”

A kiss landed on my cheek. My hardness wilted. What was I doing!? Shannon whispered, “I love you so much, Jamie.”

I knew what I was doing. It was working. I put aside my revulsion and shock.
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Shannon dragged me out of bed and downstairs. We clicked around in our heels in the kitchen, making coffee and breakfast. I ate my Froot Loops as I took in Shannon playing on her phone and looked at Toucan Sam, smiling at me in his rainbow of colors.

“Okay, sweetie. It’s all set. You have an appointment and then we go shopping. By this afternoon, you won’t think of yourself as a man anymore because you won’t be a man anymore in the least bit.” She beamed at me and grabbed my hand and squeezed it. “I’m so excited for you!”

“I won’t be a man anymore?”

“Well. Bad choice of words. Anymore implies you once were, and you never were. You just liked to masquerade as one. This will fix it all. No one will ever guess you have something special under your miniskirt.” She laughed.

I ate my cereal. She was making me into a girl and that was that. Could I do it? She was right. I never looked manly, per se. She said she loved me. She never said that before. I had to keep going with this. “So an appointment. Am I having breast implants?”

She laughed. “Not yet. Just a salon day and buy some nice gel breast forms and things. Later we can get you breasts and cheek implants if you want, you don’t need hip or butt ones… I don’t think. But we can get them too if you want. Okay?”

“Right. Okay.”

“Good. Now I’ll clean up breakfast and you go poop, shower and then I want you to use the attachment on the shower I use and clean out your butt after.”

“Eww. Stick that in my butt? Do you do that?”

“When I know, I’m gonna be using that orifice for fun things.” She winked.

“Oh no. Not that. I don’t want anything in my butt.”

“You have to. It’s part of being a girl. You’re a girl. You have to. You don’t want your men to get dirty and grossed out, do you?”

“Eww. I thought you said you loved me. Why would you do this to someone you love?”

“Because it’s necessary for you to be who you are. Now don’t argue. You’ve come too far to blow it over your outdated paradigms of what’s good and what’s not. Please?”

“Okay. I guess. I’ll try cleaning out, but that’s it. Nothing in there.”

“Good girl. And then I’ll give you a quick pedicure and we can pick out clothes for the spa and shopping. Okay?”

“Okay.”

I did as instructed, and after my shower, Shannon was waiting for me in the bedroom. “Okay, little girl. I have a gift for you.” She patted the bed. I sat on it. She knelt before me and took my clitty between her thumb and forefinger, then took it between her lips and looked up at me. I was hard in a second. She ran her tongue around it and bobbed her head. Just as I was whimpering and about to come, she stopped and had me flip over on the bed and hold my butt up. Something wet slid between my butt cheeks and against my hole and slid in. I gasped. “What are you doing?”

“Relax. It’s in. That’s why I had to get you hard so you wouldn’t clench up.” She squeezed a bulb as I looked back at her and it stretched inside of me, filling me up as she watched my face. “How’s that? Can you take more? More is better.”

I nodded. She pumped and pumped until I thought it would burst inside of me. It was pleasant, though. “I think that’s good.”

She detached the bulb and slapped my bottom gently. “Stand and walk.”

I did, and it was fine, but it made me sway my hips more and was oddly sensual and feminine somehow. “Wow. Neat.”

She played with her phone and soon the plug was silently vibrating through several patterns, sending ripples of even greater pleasure into me. My cock throbbed on and off.

She kissed my cheek. “Nice?”

I grinned and nodded. “Weird.”

“Yup. Good. See? You’re all girl. This will help you get used to the idea of having a man in there.”

“I’m wearing this out of the house?”

“You sure are, missy. Until you agree to have men in there at least. You can wear it anytime you want. I have one that I wear from time to time. It’ll keep you aroused and ready. Now let’s get you ready.” She led me by the hand into the bathroom. “Sit.”

I sat on the toilet lid while Shannon painted my toenails a bright shiny pink. They were really pretty, shining up at me. She helped me with my makeup and I learned how to contour my face and make it even prettier. My hair was in a ponytail and I put in long dangle silver-flowered earrings and bumble-bee earrings. They were cute.

Shannon picked out some lightweight V-neck floral minidresses and wedge heels for both of us and we wore sheer silky suntan pantyhose. Shannon cut out a piece of the gusset to let my package through and I wore panties over it for a finished look. I wore a padded bra. I throbbed in my panties when the plug shot off. I tingled all over.

Shannon sprayed me all over with one perfume and she with another. We loaded our purses and headed out.

Shannon helped me pick out a hairstyle and color with a light perm while they put on long fake nails on me and painted them. When it was all done, my hair was fluffy and flirty about my shoulders and framed my face beautifully, and the highlights make the texture of the layers pop. I was gorgeous. I stared into my eyes in the mirror, trying to find the guy inside, but that was impossible.

We left the salon hand in hand. My hips swayed from the plug in me and it shot off from time to time in distinct patterns, sometimes making me twitch or jerk a little. I couldn’t stop looking at my reflection in my minidress and wedge heels and my new hairstyle. I was giddy with joy.

“See? I told you that you’d love the new you. I told you that you’d see you were never a man. Am I right?”

“I guess you were right. I love it. I’m so pretty and sexy. I make myself hard when I see myself.”

“See? Just like all the men will be for you.”

“No men. Nope. I don’t want men.”

“Oh stop. Isn’t that plug good inside of you?”

“It’s a toy, not a man.”

“A man is even better. Trust me. It’s an intimate, emotional connection and you can literally consume their energy and lust for you when they flood their passion into you. A toy is just a toy.”

We shopped for gel breast forms and several bras suited for them and Shannon picked out ones that maximized my cleavage and were as large as I could wear without being ridiculous. I had larger breasts than her. They were heavy on my chest and bounced when I walked. I was in heaven.

We shopped and bought my own: makeup, jewelry, undies, nightclothes, stockings, pantyhose, shoes, minidresses, miniskirts and tops, perfume, all of it. I had a whole new wardrobe bigger than any wardrobe I ever had as a guy.

Back home, we washed and dried things and put them away and threw out my old clothes or gave them to Goodwill. I was no longer a guy, and it seemed they were someone else’s clothes.

Shannon inspected the bathroom, dresser, and closet and looked around the bedroom. “Some young lady has moved in as my new roommate. I think we should celebrate by going to dinner.”

“Not with guys, I hope.”

“No. Just you and me. But guys will be in the picture for you soon. You know that, right?”

I shrugged.

She came close to me and put her hands on my shoulders, looked deep into my eyes. “I love you. That’s why you have to do this. When you’ve proven you’re a girl through and through, then we’ll be free to be ourselves and be together forever. You’ll be free to fully enjoy your life as you should. But we have to get this adolescent nervousness over with.”

“Okay.”

“Don’t look so sad. It’ll be good for you. You’ll be proud. For now, let’s go to dinner. Wear a pretty new minidress. Let’s both look classy and hot. Two lipstick lesbians on a date.” She gave me a peck on the lips and ran into the closet.
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We both wore chiffon overlay, V-neck minidresses; mine beige and hers black. I wore sheer suntan lace top stockings with a garter belt to hold them up. Shannon wore sheer black stockings and a garter belt. Over the belts we both wore crotchless ruffled-lace panties in beige and black and bras beige and black, respectively. Our dress-matching five-inch-heeled strappy stilettos showed our pretty painted toenails and made our walk into deliciously vulnerable short strides that clicked erotically with each minced step.

We stood before the mirror admiring and checking ourselves. We loaded and slung our purses. I throbbed beneath the dress, free to flail about as I walked. I stared at us both. We were beautiful. I grasped my clitty through the dress and stroked it as the plug shot off.

“Hey! Don’t you come, little girl!” Shannon slapped my hand away.

“Please? This plug has me on the edge. I’m going crazy. Can I take it out?”

“I don’t know. Can you? Have you agreed to have a man in there yet? Oh…I forgot. You need to suck a man off too and swallow his passionate release. Ready for that too?”

I rolled my eyes. That actually intrigued me right then, as horny as I was. “Uh…that doesn’t sound all that bad right now.”

“Which? Both?”

I wriggled as the plug hummed inside and I shifted on my feet. My hand moved to touch my clitty, and Shannon frowned and moved her hand to stop me, but I stopped my hand and ran it through my hairdo. “Uh… sucking sounds reasonable right now. No bottom stuff, though. No way.”

“Then the plug stays in. No coming.”

“No coming?”

“Not until you agree. We need to have something to motivate you. I have a cage I bought to use on you if needed… if you need that to keep yourself from coming. Do I have to put it on you for you to be a good girl?”

I shook my head. “God no. I’ll try not to come. It’ll be inevitable soon though. I can tell. I’m on the edge. This plug is too much with being so pretty and sexy.”

“We’ll see.” She checked her watch. “We need to go. Uber will be here soon. Damn. I can’t believe I forgot you haven’t sucked a single cock yet either. We’ll have to work on that one.” She took my hand and gave me a peck on the lips. “Let’s go, princess.”
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In the Uber, I couldn’t stop caressing my legs and crossing and recrossing them. I’d manage to touch my clitty as my forearm passed over it outside the dress. It wasn’t enough to make it shoot, and it only made things worse. I was a raging nymphomaniac. I couldn’t stop looking at Shannon’s luscious cleavage or keep my hands from her legs.

She looked around and slid her dress down a bit, then took out her breast and cradled my head down to it so I could suck it. I enjoyed that for some time until she pulled me off, wrapped an arm around my shoulder and said, “Sucking a cock is even better than that was. You’ll see.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “Fix your lipstick in your compact.”

The maitre’d greeted us and took us to our little outside facing booth that would fit a maximum of four on the one and only side. We sat snuggled together in the middle, ordered martinis and relaxed.

Shannon continually caressed my stockinged thigh as we talked. “Now, don’t you love being a girl? Wearing girl’s clothes? Being pretty and sexy?”

“I do. I truly do. I never imagined I could be such a convincing girl and never thought about how wonderful it would be to be one. It’s soo much more interesting, being dressed and made up and smelling so nice and it makes me so sensual and sexy feeling. Everything seems more; brighter, prettier, more robust. Tastes, smells, even my skin seems to tingle and feel like a sensuous fabric… like the stockings… or the chiffon. My brain even seems more attuned to what’s happening around me. Your hand on my leg is an intimate connection to me now. Not like when I thought I was a guy and wore guy’s clothes. Thank you.”

“You’re so welcome. I’ve seen this in you and it made me crazy. I knew how you’d react. That’s why I want all of it for you, so you can relax and be the girl you are. I love you too much to let this opportunity pass for you and waste your life.” Her eyes became watery.

She was so sincere. I never knew. My focus on my own feelings of not having her prevented me from recognizing her love for me. My attempt at masculinity masked her feelings for me, just like it did my senses. “I love you so much, Shannon.” I kissed her lightly on the lips.

“I love you too, Jamie. Have since we met. It was meant to be for me to find you for a roommate.” She slid her hand under my dress and held my clitty with her thumb and forefinger and jerked it gently.

“Uh, better not if you want me to keep my promise.”

“Oh right. Sorry.” She laughed.

We drank and ordered oysters, shrimp cocktails, clams casino and had dessert and espresso. We were both very relaxed and satisfied when we finished. I had hopes of her letting me come inside her with us dressed as two girls. That would be better than it ever was. But then, I’d probably come in seconds, not minutes.

The plug continued its activities, and I wriggled on it from time to time, enjoying the fullness and the sensations it sent into me. I oozed beneath my dress on and off as if I’d just leak my way to relief, but it didn’t do that. It just made me want it more.

Shannon paid the bill. We climbed into our Uber. “Thanks Shannon, for dinner and everything. I owe you so much.”

“Nah. It’s my pleasure to see you becoming who you really are.” She squeezed my hand.

The driver took a wrong turn. “Uh. I think he took a wrong turn.”

“No. He didn’t. We’re not going straight home. We have a stop first.”

“Shannon no. Please. I don’t want to get fucked by a man. I want to make love to you.”

“What? Stick it in me for or a second or two? Be real. That’s no way for you to live. You have tasks to complete as well before that can even happen. Remember?”

“No. I won’t let them. I don’t care.”

“Oh my. What a prissy little miss princess with a picky bottom you are. Just relax.”

My heart pounded. The plug shot off. I recrossed my legs, throbbing under my dress. I remembered holding Raymond and Conner’s velvet steel cocks in my hands as they shot their passion for me out of them. I oozed.
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“Welcome girls! Thanks for coming over and giving us this special treat. Rarely, we get to make love to a gorgeous, special girl like Jamie. Well, never, actually.” Conner’s hand grasped mine and kissed it, then he led me into the foyer. Shannon followed.

Raymond came around the corner. “Jamie! This is so exciting! You must be nervous though. Need a drink?”

I nodded quickly. In a choppy voice, I cracked out, “Please.”

Raymond ran off and Conner led me into the living room by my hand. I walked in tiny minced steps, my heels clicking erotically on the hardwood floor, my breasts tugging on my chest and jiggling my cleavage, the plug shooting off and making my hips sway, my fully erect clitty oozing beneath my dress as the tip rubbed the satin lining with each step. My heart raced. They were going to fuck me. Shannon had set this up. My fate seemed sealed. I throbbed uncontrollably beneath the dress as I sat on the couch and crossed my stockinged legs, bouncing one high-heeled foot, looking at my pretty pink-painted toenails beneath the sheer fabric of the stockings. My hands tented over my hard clitty and cupped it gently.

Conner seated himself next to me and placed his huge hand on my thigh and squeezed it gently, looking into my eyes and gliding his hand under the hem of my dress and back. “I’m so honored you’d allow us to be the ones to bring you into womanhood.”

He was so handsome and masculine. I caught a whiff of his woody cologne. I smiled a nervous smile and glanced away. I took a deep breath.

“Is something wrong, Jamie? You seem terribly nervous. Do you not want to have us make love to you or are you just scared because it’s the first time for you? Or are we not to your liking? What’s wrong, princess?” He touched the side of my cheek with the back of his hand delicately while he looked in to my eyes with concern.

“Uh… I …Uh… It’s not you or Raymond. You’re both very nice, very handsome. It would be an honor… but… I… uh… I’m a … male. There I said it. I’m a male and I’m not gay.”

Shannon burst into laughter. “Don’t be ridiculous. You were never a man. Never! You’re not gay alright. You’re a girl.”

I lowered my head. Sighed. My eyes became watery. I wiped them with the back of my finger.

Conner’s arm went around my shoulders and he hugged me toward him and kissed my cheek. “Now now. It’s okay. You don’t need to do this tonight. You’re not ready yet.”

A knight in shining armor. I lifted my head and smiled at him. Raymond delivered my martini and the other drinks. He sat on the other side of me. “You okay, pretty princess?” He kissed my cheek, touched my hair.

I nodded and smiled, feeling better now that the pressure was off. “Yes, I’m okay. Thank you.” My eyes flitted his bright green eyes and clear skin, his full hair and finely carved features. His smile made me feel nice. His hand rubbed my leg along with Conner’s now. They were both making me throb with their touch.

I sipped my martini down halfway. The salt and olive juice with strong cold vodka provided a promise of relaxation and normalcy again.

I sat back on the couch, and the boys did too. Shannon was across the way in an easy chair, her leg bouncing in her high heels. She sipped her drink, then held it by the stem in her long, painted-nailed fingers. “Jamie, you think Conner can give you permission to not be the girl you’re meant to be?”

“Yes. He isn’t mean like you and neither is Raymond.”

She nodded. “Mean. Mean by wanting you to be the girl you are so you can get on with your life. Mean to make you break your silly paradigms that you’re a man in some way, shape, or form when you aren’t. Mean to love you this much to put up with all your whining. Okay. Then wait. You’ll get there, eventually.”

Raymond rubbed my back. “Shannon, give her time. She’s only fully been a girl for a day so far. Give her a break. She’s doing really well.”

I turned to him and gave him a peck on the cheek. “Thank you.” I turned to Conner and gave him a peck on the cheek. “And thank you too, Conner, for being such a gentleman as well.”

Shannon let out a sigh. “Okay. Could be you guys are right. I’m trying to move too fast. I’m sorry, Jamie. I apologize.” Her face was sincere.

“Thank you.”

“That doesn’t mean the rules have changed, though. No letting your clitty have relief until you have men make love to you.”

I nodded. “I’ll try.” The plug shot off in me. The men were caressing my shoulders and legs. I throbbed incessantly beneath my tented hands in my lap. I looked over to Conner and Raymond’s laps. They were hard in their jeans. I wondered what it would be like to suck them. I rubbed both their cocks with my hands and tilted my head to them as I said, “You deserve something, at least for offering to take my virginity. Would you like to make love to Shannon together while I watch?”

Shannon shook her head. “Nope. I won’t have you watch and get jealous. You’ll get to watch when we’re both being filled with come from real men together. Shall we do that now? Why not get it over with and then you’ll be all set? Be a big girl. I’ll do it with you.”

“I can’t.”

“Not can’t. Won’t. Sissy! Okay then.”

“Just do them and let me watch.”

“No. I won’t have them.”

I couldn’t believe Shannon would pass it up. Could she be turning exclusive to me and we’d be just for each other. She said she loved me several times. I so hoped so. If she loved me, how could she have sex with men…especially in front of me. But I think I could handle that and even enjoy it too. Still, I felt like I was letting her down, but I couldn’t help it.

I rolled my eyes. Dropped my head. Conner rubbed my shoulders. “She’s not ready.”

“Then she needs to suck you guys off. She hasn’t done that for a man yet either. Right, Jamie?”

I lifted my head and grinned. “Actually, I’m looking forward to that now and I do owe these wonderful men something for offering to take my virginity.” I rubbed both of their hard cocks through their pants and smiled at them. They smiled back and kissed my cheek on each side. I scramble off the couch onto my knees.

Shannon nodded and sipped, bouncing her leg. I finished my martini and placed it on the end table. I took a pillow from the couch and knelt on it then undid the men’s pants and they finished undoing them, took their shoes and socks off and stripped naked, their shaved hairless bodies revealing all the nuances of their firm, not overly muscled, gorgeous masculine forms. A form I always longed to have when I masqueraded as a man.

They stood before me. Their cocks were at attention as they held them at the base with their fists, a good five inches remaining above them. They moved as close together as they could, their cocks nearly touching each other as my hands unconsciously moved to them and wrapped my long, painted-nailed fingers around their thick, velvety shafts. Their shaved balls were like tennis balls, tight in their sacks as I stroked their powerful cocks and gazed up at them lovingly.

Conner’s hand rested gently on my head as he coaxed my mouth closer to his cock. He pressed it against my lips and I opened them to flick the tip and make him twitch while I watched his face. I giggled as he twitched and took the head between my lips, then spread my jaw open all the way in order to engulf his cock with my mouth. My tongue ran circles around his shaft and I gazed up and bobbed my head on it as far down as I could go while stroking the base with my hand.

The sensation of it in my mouth and knowing how good it was for him made me fill with pride and his energy was palpable as I bobbed my head and it passed through his cock into my lips and mouth and tongue. I became fervent in my ministrations.

Raymond moved his cock closer to me and rubbed the oozing tip against my cheek. I turned and took his cock into my mouth, noting the subtle differences between the two, yet how wonderful they both were. I gazed up at Raymond as he cradled my head and touched my cheek with the back of his hand, looking at me lovingly. “You are so gorgeous like this, Jamie. This suits you so well. You’re a work of art with it in your face like that… your jaw stretched open wide, your painted lips around it, your eyes bright and smiling up with the pleasure you’re getting. Mind if I take a picture?”

I mumbled a thank you around his cock and nodded, and he took his phone out. I couldn’t help going berserk on it, looking into the phone and tugging and rolling his balls in my other hand while the right hand stroked, and I bobbed and sucked, my jaw wide open and dribble coming down my chin. From the corner of my eye, I saw Raymond take his phone out and film me while he jerked his cock, watching.

I moved back and forth between them over and over and soon I had them both grunting whenever my mouth was on them and they were holding my head tight. I knew they were close. I attacked Raymond first and finished him off as he fucked my face and crushed my skull in his huge hands while his cock jerked and spasmed in my hand and mouth and I could sense the gush as it passed through my fist and shot across my tongue where I greedily swallowed it, looking in to his eyes. Some leaked from my mouth, but I managed to capture most of it, reveling in the joy of having harvested his lust for me.

My plug was firing, and I wriggled on it as my cock oozed uncontrollably and throbbed freely and incessantly. It was as if it would come at any moment.

Raymond stopped gushing, and I was wrapping things up with him, savoring it, when Conner grasped my head and groaned and cried out my name. He shot a long white pearl rope onto my face, then I dove on to the tip and took it all in. I looked up at him as he held my head tight and fucked my face, groaning, and his body twitched as he pumped his cream into me with such volume it leaked around my lips while he stuffed my face over and over and I swallowed determinedly. The plug shot off and my own clitty began shooting violently under my dress.

I wriggled, sucked, humped, and whimpered like a little girl, mumbling around his thick cock and my body twitched as Conner continued to squeeze my head tight, looking down at me with a contorted face and spewing his come in to me. I swallowed and swallowed, my eyes locked on his as my clitty flailed and spurted in my dress and on my stockinged legs.

When Conner was done, I cleaned him off and kissed his cock several times tenderly before letting it go. I turned to Raymond, who was tapping his phone, and I took his now softening cock in my hands, laid it on my palms like a dead bird and kissed it delicately. I had no repulsion. Nothing but worship for it. I gave it another kiss. It throbbed for me. I kissed it again. It throbbed again. It was so beautiful to me. I could have kept going, even though I came like a beast already. I loved doing this. It was more than just sex. It was life. I didn’t even need to be aroused to do this. I could do it all day long.

I kissed Raymond’s cock lovingly, then wrapped my lips around it and sucked it once more, running my tongue around it. It grew in my mouth as I smiled around it, gazing up at Raymond. I ran my tongue around it. His body jerked and his leg twitched. He laughed. “No, no…Jamie stop. It’s too sensitive yet. Please?”

I let it fall from my mouth and smiled. “Sorry. Couldn’t help it.” I laughed, and he helped me stand and I straightened my dress, wiped the come off my stockings with my dress and spread it around, then sat on the couch.

Shannon came over to me. She knelt down on one leg. “You came, didn’t you, little girl? I saw you twitching and jerking.”

I nodded sheepishly.

Shannon nodded and dug in her purse. She lifted my dress above my stockings and my clitty was soft and resting there. I wanted to hide it, but she wouldn’t allow it. Conner and Raymond watched. Conner said, “It is cute and feminine. Very cute. Adorable actually.”

I turned to him. “Thanks.” He took my chin with his hand and kissed my lips deeply, tasting Raymond’s come in my mouth. He wrapped his arms around me and held me fast as he kissed me.

Shannon’s hands and something cold were at my crotch while we kissed. When we broke the kiss, Conner stroked my hair. “So pretty. A true doll.”

I looked down. Shannon took the key from the lock of the tiny little pink chastity cage she had put on me. “There. Now you can’t come unless you come from a man fucking you like the girl you are. Problem solved. I should have done this earlier.”

Conner said, “That’s mean and cruel, Shannon. How could you do this to her?”

“It’s the only way. I’ll let you know when she’s willing and ready to be used as the receptacle for men she’s meant to be. Can you give us a ride home? Our Uber left, and it’s late.”
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I wore that cage every day and had to plug with either an inflatable vibrating plug or an enormous dildo with a vibrator. Shannon made me watch the videos Conner and Raymond had taken and sent us to keep me horned up. Any chance I had, I had to watch them.

“Please let me suck their cocks again? Please?”

“Why? So you can try to come in your cage too? No. You have to be a big girl and then you can take the cage off.”

“But I love to suck cock. I even wanted to after I came. It’s so special. They’re so full of energy and so beautiful and engaging and I’m very good at it. It’s so rewarding. Isn’t that enough to prove I’m fully a girl now? Regular girls don’t even like it as much as I do, I’m sure.”

“But that doesn’t allow you to experience all of being a girl. To have a masculine man take you to heaven. Hey. I know what. You can suck a cock while you get fucked from behind. It’ll take your mind off it. You’ll be obsessed by the cock in your mouth and won’t worry about the backside.”

I looked up and to the right, thinking about it as the dildo in me shot off and sent ripples through me and made my clitty ooze. “Uh… yeah… hmm.” I laughed. “Beats keeping a dildo or plug in my ass and a cage on forever. If I get to suck a cock while they use me from behind, I’ll do it.”

Shannon came over and hugged me to her, then peppered my face with kisses. “Awesome! Now we need to make it special. We’re gonna both be brides.”

“Are we getting married?”

Her eyes showed her love for me. She touched the back of her hand to my cheek, then grasped my chin with her hand and planted a delicate kiss on my lips. “Would you marry me?”

“I would. You can still play with men though, if you want. I mean, we’d be married. Heck.”

She smiled. “Let’s work on our outfits and I’ll set up an event for taking your virginity away. You sure you’ll do this? If so, I’ll take off your cage right now.”

“Oh god, please. Yes. Yes, I’ll do it as long as I’m sucking a cock when it happens. I promise. I won’t even notice it. Please let me go?” I held the cage with my dress lifted to her. “Please?”

She dug in her purse and took the key out. She unlocked it and took it off. I wriggled on the dildo and jerked myself with my thumb and forefinger, looking into her eyes. In seconds I whimpered and a shot hit my eye and dribbled down my face, then the other ten shots flew all over my legs and dress as my body twitched and in a tiny voice I cried, “Huh, huh, oh god Thank you. Thank you, honey.” When my body stopped twitching, and my cock stopped spasming, I played with it a little more until I couldn’t take it anymore, then let it go. I peppered her face with kisses.

She laughed, turning her head to and fro while I peppered. “Okay, okay, all ready. Now clean this up, take out your plug and let’s go make a plan and find our wedding clothes.”
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Shannon had chosen beautiful beaded, lace wedding dresses and had them modified to have the front of the long skirt cut up from the floor, revealing our legs and crotches in an arch of ruffled lace from floor to above our crotches. The edges of the skirt were finished with ruffled lace, matching the soft, thick, fluffy lace crinoline of the lining. The back was cut out around the butt cheeks with ruffled edges to frame that receptor as well. Our butt cheeks swelled out from the ruffles, the crack between them begging to be pierced. It spoke of us as receivers for men. Delicate, feminine receptacles. I became obsessed with the thought of it when I first tried the dress on and gazed in the full-length mirror at my backside and the inviting picture it made to a man.

“Let me finish with the loofah on you, Jamie! I’m almost done. Stop jiggling.”

“I can’t help it. I’m too excited. I feel like a bride.”

“You are one. You did me with the loofah, now let me finish you. It’ll make your skin so much more sensitive to touch and fabrics.”

I behaved and let Shannon finish as the warm streams of water caressed my neck and back. I watched Shannon’s firm breasts and hard nipples as she moved around me. Maybe one day I’d have them too. I throbbed in the warm water, fully aroused and ready for our event.

We finished and lotioned our silky bodies and did our hair in updos with our wedding veils affixed in them, then did our makeup. I sat on the bed and slid the white lace garter-belt up and clasped the sheer white, lace-top bridal stockings to it with four clasps on each leg. Next came the matching bra and my gel breast forms. Next were the crotchless panties with ruffled lace, thick around them, giving me more hips and butt but with an open back for easy access framed by the lace and a tiny ruffled hole in front to poke my clitty package through.

The dress slid up deliciously with all the fluffy, silky crinoline caressing my legs as it rose up, then caressed my hard, exposed clitty as it passed. I adjusted the breast forms and created wonderful cleavage in the firm bra that held it all perfectly. I draped the veil over my shoulders, slid the baby blue, ribboned garters up to the top where the stockings were clasped, then put on the fetishy-high, lace trimmed strappy white stilettos shoes with a two-inch platform and seven-and-a-half-inch heels, giving the effect of a five-and-a-half-inch heel.

The step the shoes forced was even more minced and tiny with the platform and heel forcing me to walk in one foot strides clicking and clomping around the bedroom. It made me vulnerable and feminine to the highest degree, as if I was meant for only one thing⏤a man’s receptacle. A sex doll. I tingled with anticipation.

Shannon was dressing in the same attire. We made bookends as we put our jewelry on at the dresser together, then bathed ourselves in our separate, distinctively feminine, pheromone perfumes. We checked ourselves in the full-length mirror, our little purses slung on our shoulders.

Shannon covered her mouth. “Oh my. I forgot about it. That won’t do at all.”

She dug in her purse, then knelt down and painted the tip of my clitty with a bright hot-pink twenty-four-hour lipstick and blew on it to dry it, then did it again. Next, she stepped over to the dresser and took out some more undergear. “Sit on the bed. This needs to go on.”

I sat, and she helped me get my shoes through the ruffled pink leg loops, then slid it over my legs, being careful not to unclasp the garter clasps. Next she carefully tucked my clitty and globes into the pink satin with white lace trim, sheath and pouch. The sheath caressed my hard clitty and captured it up to where it snugly held the hot pink tip, leaving that exposed, but hiding the rest and keeping it from a full four inch erection down to a two inch one. No matter how hard it got, it wouldn’t be more than two inches long because of the snug sheath holding it captured. It looked so feminine and girly. No one would ever think of me as a male at all. It was more girl than guy by miles and miles. It was adorable and sexy. I stared at it, dancing on its own.

“Thanks. That really adds to the image well. It’s so blatantly insignificant now, and girly.”

“Yes, it is. It shows the true you better than if it was naked.” She bent down, kissed the tip, and flicked it with her tongue.

I giggled and shuddered. She stood and took me by the hand to the mirror again. We inspected ourselves and each other. I loved the back of the dresses and how they showed an inviting crack framed by ruffled lace waiting to be split in two, and the fronts were no less inviting. Me with my rigid, pretty, little feminine thingy and her with her bare, glistening pink lipsticked folds so neatly exposed and waiting to be parted. I just wanted to stick it in there and be done. Soon, it would be mine forever. Kinda.

“Okay. Time’s a wastin’!” Shannon grabbed my hand, and we clattered in tiny steps downstairs and to the car.

We arrived at the frat with my heart pounding. Everyone was gathered, and all the men were dressed neatly and formally. They looked so handsome and when they saw us, their eyes burst wide open and we were greeted with kisses and touches and compliments. I was never more proud than I was then. I was totally me and I was being well received and treated like a princess. The little blue pill Shannon had me take was keeping me rigid beyond belief as I clicked in vulnerable steps and it bounced in the air proudly.

We chatted and drank until everyone had a pleasant buzz and then she, the JP, arrived. The JP did her thing and Shannon and I were married before a hoard of handsome men. When the JP left, the party started. The brides were ready for grooms.
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The frat had set up a room special for our special day. There was an enormous king sized bed with pink satin sheets on it, which we slid onto and took our positions on our knees with our bottoms up in the air. A guy slid under me in front, providing me with a lovely cock to suck as Shannon took another man’s into her mouth.

We both began enjoying our treats as naked men slid behind us and I felt hands on my bottom, as I was lubed. I glanced to Shannon, who was also being lubed for a back door entry, and saw her as she pressed her bottom back to aid in its entry. I did the same and soon had my hips held tight as my veil draped on my neck and the cock in my mouth fucked my head.

I fell into another world as I savored all the sensations and the cock in my ass slid and stretched me and filled me with the passion from the manly man behind me that was using me lustfully. His hands on my hips, his grunting and shoving and swirling of his hips as he dove his cock into my soul. It was incredible and was so much more than a dildo or butt plug. I was intimately connected to him, and it was as if his energy was being transferred into my whole body. He grunted, called my name, told me how good I was, how sexy and gorgeous I was, how tight I was. All the while, I sucked a gorgeous cock with a man holding my head.

I sensed when he spasmed inside me and filled me with his seed, and I swallowed diligently as the one in my face gave fed me my harvest. I had done it. I realized I loved having a man give me a reward in my bottom as much, if not more, than my face.

They both were replaced quickly, and we began again. After the third ones in face and bottom finished, Shannon’s back was becoming sore, as was mine. I no longer needed to have a cock in my mouth to take having one in my bottom, and decided to pay more attention to my lover and enjoy his lovemaking.

Shannon and I both rolled onto our backs when the ones in us finished. We held hands, looking at each other.

Shannon arranged a guy under her to fill her back door and then had one to fill her front as she held my hand and they fucked her. She squirted and came several times while my guy held my thighs pressed to the bed, my feet in their heels flailing above me with each thrust. I locked eyes with him as he came deep inside of me, his lovely cock spasming and jerking within.

The next thing I knew, Connor was before me and Raymond was filling Shannon. Our two friends were truly wonderful the way they kissed and fondled us and made wonderful love to us, probing us and changing speed and depth and using their hips. I saw Shannon squeal and come on Raymond’s cock as he continued to pound her, holding her ankles back by her ears.

I held onto Conner with my fingers dug in his hard ass as I egged him on to fuck me faster and harder and make me come. He obeyed and pounded the hell out of me. I knew this would be the last one since I could take no more and I desperately needed him to come in me and make me come.

I looked down and saw his cock as he rammed it in and out and my pink tipped clitty in its finery flailed in the air, dripping white pearls from the pink lipsticked tip with each thrust.

Shannon grasped my hand and grabbed my attention. “Come baby. Let him make you come. Feel his passion for you. His desire for you.” She yelled at him. “Breed that little girl, Conner!”

He pounded me and I held Shannon’s hand as he did and his energy filled me from head to toe, my toes pointing in their heels above my head as they flailed about. I looked up into his face and he locked eyes with me as he sweated from his brow and he grunted and bit his lip.

My clitty flailed around and suddenly my body spasmed as if I was electrified and my legs tensed and my toes pointed above me in their heels. I whimpered and Conner grunted and held his cock deep in me while it swelled and shrunk, shooting his come into me gush after wonderful gush. My cock flailed in the air, jerking and spasming on its own, shooting long white ropes of pearls all over between us. I squealed like a little girl. Shannon squeezed my hand. “Good girl! Good girl, Jamie!”

Conner collapsed on me. We lay there as his cock shrunk inside of me. I stroked his hair, sniffed his cologne. “Oh Conner. Thank you. That was heavenly.”

He kissed my forehead and lay his head back down. “It was. You’re meant for this. You’re an incredible woman. You’re the most exciting woman in the world.”
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We drove home, rinsed off in the shower, put on our bridal negligees, mine with my gel breast forms, and fell asleep in each other’s arms. When I woke, I had been dreaming of our wedding night and I had a raging woody. I turned my head to see Shannon’s eyes open. She smiled and caressed my hair. “Hello my precious wife.”

“Hello my precious wife. Sleep well?”

“She nodded. I was so satisfied after last night. I’m not sure I’ll ever want sex again.”

My face drooped, and I put a leg over hers and rubbed my hard clitty against her thigh. “Aww, I think the blue pill is still influencing me. I’m soo hard this morning.” I rubbed it against her silky leg deliciously. I whimpered. “Can I⏤.”

“No. I’m sore in both holes.”

“But you won’t even know it’s there. Please?” I rubbed her leg with it again.

“Sorry. My god girl. I’d think you would have had enough last night. Was it good?”

“Oh god, yes. I’m so happy you made me do it. I mean, When I think about it logically, it was such a slutty thing and all the men before Conner just used me as a receptacle. But…I enjoyed every second. I mean, from behind it was even better, well, different because I couldn’t see who was doing it and I felt like such an animal. But it made me proud of the way they all had such lust for me. No one ever had lust for me like that.”

She nodded, her eyes flitting my face and hair. “You’re a natural. So you think Conner didn’t just use you as a receptacle?”

I shook my head. “No. He seemed to love me. Deeply.”

“That’s a delightful feeling. Do you love him?”

I shrugged. “Men now just seem to be useful. Not people I’d want to be with for life. I mean, they have their place and all and I know I’ll need one every now and then, but…” I humped her leg, gazing into her eyes. “Are you sure I can’t?”

She rolled her eyes. “Honey. Now you see what men mean to me as well. Men have a use. That’s why I wanted you to become a girl. Because girls are better than men for one, and now you understand why I love to play with men. Now we’re free to be ourselves and love each other…and have men now and then for our use.”

I humped her leg, whimpering. “I love you Shannon.”

“I love you too, princess. Oh, my god. How can you last so long humping my leg, but when it goes into me, you come?”

I shrugged. “You’re just too sexy. Please?”

She rolled her eyes, spread her legs. My heart raced. I held it between my thumb and middle finger and maneuvered to her. She held her legs back. I guided it. It touched her folds. “Uh huh, oh god…” I panicked and tried to guide it inside, but missed and it just slid it on the outside as it shot off crazily. I whimpered and fell onto her, rubbing it in her folds. I collapsed on her.

She chortled. Her hand caressed my hair and her other hand held me tight to her, our breasts pressing together. She peppered my face with kisses. “My lovely little sissy girl. I love you. Rest now. Rest and then we can eat breakfast and lounge around together cuddling on the couch. And if you still need to…you can try again later.”

I nodded, closed my eyes, and rested against my wonderful wife. “Thanks you, honey. You’re so good to me.”


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
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