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    My first year in the master’s program was when I really took charge of my life. I had never been like other guys, and now I had the confidence to do something about it. The grants I had obtained and the scholarship monies had put me in a super financial position. My life had gone off-track for a while a few years before, when my parents were killed in a car crash, but I managed to pull it together and get my bachelor of science in computer engineering.  
 
    With a bright future ahead and my new-found confidence, I decided to attend a university where no one knew me as what I really was inside—a girl. 
 
    I drove to California with a small U-Haul and my Honda Civic in tow, dressed in a pretty, flowered mini-dress, heels, and with my hair and nails professionally done at the salon the day before I’d left. I’d had my ears pierced for some time, but now they were adorned with pretty, dangling, feminine earrings instead of stupid, simple boy studs. I did my makeup that morning, and having packed the night before, I dragged the last bags of my boy-clothes to the dumpster. It was as if I had thrown away all my costumes and was free.  
 
    The U-Haul had a strange vibration that went through the floor and seat, and I became unusually aroused on that drive. Maybe it wasn’t so much the truck but from imagining how I’d be at my new college as a girl. I thought about different outfits to wear clubbing and how nice it would be to date men rather than have them make fun of me as a guy. Maybe I could actually find some that were decent in California, and not just jerks.  
 
    As I drove, I dreamed about my new life, and the thought of how I might find love and excitement with just the right guys was overwhelming. I couldn’t wait to settle in and be what I’d always wanted to be. 
 
    I stopped at the rest area and had no problem using the women’s room—for me psychologically or for anyone else appearance-wise. I brushed my hair, fixed my lipstick, sprayed on some perfume, adjusted my gel-forms in my bra and adjusted the V-neck of the dress. I looked lovely.  
 
    I bought a coffee from the machine and was walking back to the truck when I noticed a guy parked next to me. His head was under the hood of a car, and steam was pouring out.  
 
    “Damn! A cracked block,” he said as he slammed the hood and looked around. He saw me as my heels clicked my way to the cab of the truck. I opened my door. When my foot was on the running board, he said, “Hey, miss. Wait.”  
 
    I turned to look at him. A smile spontaneously spread across my face. He was gorgeous. “Hi! Looks like you’re having some bad luck.” I shut the door and stood alongside the truck, holding the hem of my dress down on my thighs as the sweet, warm wind ruffled it and added fuel to my inner fire, which he had lit. “Overheating, huh?” I said, thinking he could easily make me overheat.  
 
    He leaned on the fender. “Yeah, I wouldn’t say it’s bad luck. Just a worn-out vehicle.” He smiled at me. “Actually, might be good luck.” He shook his head and looked at his car belching steam. His blond hair blew about his face. He turned to look at me, his blue eyes locking on mine. “Thought I’d make it to California before it died, and then I’d get another car. Looks like I was wrong.”  
 
    “Where ya goin’?” I asked.  
 
    “Cal Tech. Last year of school. Gettin’ my bachelor’s.”  
 
    “Really? Me too. But I mean, I’m getting my master’s. Computer engineering.”  
 
    His eyes opened wide. “Wow! Congratulations. Do you think you could give me a ride? I can just get this car towed and trashed with a phone call or two, I’m sure. Not worth the price of a new block.”  
 
    Could I? I sure wanted to. He seemed safe and nice enough. Maybe he’d be my first boyfriend at school. He was so cute. He looked like a high schooler, not a college boy. He stood a few inches taller than me in my heels and was slim and neat. His bright blue eyes were wide with anticipation as I studied him. I caught them glance at my cleavage. His face flushed red. Very cute. 
 
    Why not? I thought. “Uh, my, hmm. Heck. We are both going to the same place, and I could use the company anyway. I was doing too much daydreaming before the rest stop.” I raised my coffee to him. “Had to stop for a coffee.”  
 
    “Great!” He ran around to the trunk of his car and started to take things out. I opened the back of the U-Haul for him, and he loaded his things in. “There. Let me take the plates off. I can use them in California for a few more months.”  
 
    I watched as he scrunched down and undid his plates. His tight jeans showed his hard bottom and strong thighs. He wasn’t muscled, but he was nice and firm. No excess on him. His biceps flexed as he undid the plates. He tossed them in the truck. “Done.” 
 
    He smiled up at me, checked the rest of his car for things he might have missed, and then he came over by me. “I can’t thank you enough. Someday I’ll have to buy you dinner.” He took out his wallet. “Can I give you money for gas?”  
 
    “Just filled it, but thanks. Dinner might be nice.”  
 
    “Deal. Want me to drive so you don’t daydream?”  
 
    “Uh, I, uh...”  
 
    “I’m a good driver. I know where we’re headed. Why not relax and have your coffee, or take a nap? I don’t mean to sound sexist, but a pretty girl like you shouldn’t have to be driving a big U-Haul with me in the cab.” He put his hand out. “Oh, sorry. I’m Dan.” 
 
    I shook it. “Hi, Dan. I’m Jessie.”  
 
    “Hi Jessica. Nice to meet you. So, want me to drive?”  
 
    “Sure, why not?”  
 
    Jessica. No one ever called me that, since my boy name is Jessie. It sounded so nice. Jessica. I felt like a Jessica.  
 
    We climbed into the truck and drove back onto the freeway. I sipped my coffee as the truck droned away.  
 
    Dan yelled over to me above the noise. “At least it’s a nice day for the trip!”  
 
    I yelled back, “Yes, it is!” It was really too loud to do much talking. We had a few hours to go. I sipped the coffee and looked out the window. What a great day. I’d met a great guy. His energy felt nice to me. His eyes flitted between the mirrors and me. I was getting aroused again thinking about him now. I finished the coffee and crushed the cup onto the floor.  
 
    I crossed my legs and smoothed my dress over my silky-smooth tan thighs. Luckily, my panties were tight enough to not show anything under the dress. I unconsciously caressed my crossed leg with my new manicure as I looked out the window.  
 
    I felt his eyes on me. It felt flattering. I loved the attention. I laid my head on the headrest, stretched my legs out and crossed them. One hand rested in my lap; the other caressed my thigh with my thumb. I was so intoxicated with it all. Just rubbing my thumb on my leg was as seductive as if he were doing it. I rolled my head toward him and gazed at him.  
 
    He saw me and flashed a smile then turned his attention back to the road. “Why don’t you take a nap? You can rest your head in my lap if you’d like.”  
 
    I glanced at his lap. He was as stimulated as I was. Should I? “Uh, maybe in a little bit.”  
 
    “Okay, just thought you might be more comfortable. Just slip across the seat if you decide to.”  
 
    “Thanks, Dan. I appreciate the offer, though I hardly know you.”  
 
    “What better way to become more familiar? We’ll be at the same school anyway and will be going to dinner. May as well get the nervousness out of the way.”  
 
    “I guess. Maybe you’re right.”  
 
    I closed my eyes and thought about it. I imagined a whole host of possibilities for where it might go. The simplest being taking a nice nap on a cozy lap and the most exciting being where it might all eventually lead. My heart raced. I had to be careful, though. I couldn’t let him know what kind of girl I really was under this dress. On the other hand, I wanted so desperately to feel my head in his lap.  
 
    I opened one eye part way and peeked at his lap. He was adjusting himself in his pants with one hand. He slid it so it stood up under the zipper, and it almost made it out the top of his pants it was so long. Thick too. I closed my eye before he noticed me looking. 
 
    He was definitely stimulated by me. We had some chemistry going. I couldn’t take being invited to rest my head on his lap for the next few hours and not doing it. My heart raced. I would never be able to take a nap. He was right that it could eliminate the nervousness. That one act would make it all easier for us. I had to at least lay my head on him.  
 
    I slid my legs onto the bench seat, adjusted my dress over my thighs, and smiled up at him as he lifted his arm to allow me to slip my head under. I draped my hair around one side and gently placed my head on his lap.  
 
    “There. That a girl. Get some rest.” He smoothed my hair gently, and I reached up and squeezed his hand, letting him know that was nice. He petted my head for a while, and I could feel his interest under my cheek. “Your hair is so silky,” he said.  
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    It felt wonderful to have him so captivated by me as a girl. I’d never felt this good as a guy. I pressed my head into his lap a bit, and he pushed back gently and drew a deep breath. My heart raced. Take a nap, I said to myself.  
 
    Aa I lay there, the truck droned away, thumping over each seam in the highway; my head lightly bounced on his lap against the evidence of his feelings for me. I tried to doze off. All the things I fantasized about doing were too much for such a new acquaintance.  
 
    I shifted my legs and adjusted myself in my panties in the manner he had done to himself but inconspicuously under the flowing dress. I was racked with anticipation and fought with my desires.  
 
    I slid my hands under my head, my right hand wrapped over his obvious and unashamed compliment to my feminine attractiveness, and I squeezed; my left hand lay on top of my right hand as I rested my head on it. I slid my palm on him, squeezing and letting go—letting him know I was both aware and unafraid of his interest.  
 
    “Mmm...” He caressed my cheek with his soft thumb. “Your cheek is so soft... and what you’re doing feels wonderful.” His thumb flitted gently across my lips. “And you have such luscious, full lips. I couldn’t help wanting to kiss them when I saw you.”  
 
    I thanked him for his compliment by squeezing and sliding my hand harder.  
 
    “Oh, Jessica. You are lovely. I’m so glad you’re giving me this ride.” He pressed his hips against me in regular motions. “Mmm…” he moaned. 
 
    What was I doing? 
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    I had never done anything like this with a guy, or a girl for that matter. My only partner had been my hand. Now I was dressed and looked and felt every bit like a girl. I had been having laser hair removal and electrolysis for years, so my skin was silky and smooth. My hair had grown out long and silky. I never worked out, and my muscle tone was slight. I was never very muscly to begin with, and I made it a point to not let myself get large biceps or any great strength. I didn’t even know if it was possible with the body I had.  
 
    My life had been spent being a boy who never felt like one and who was more interested in girls’ things, like their clothes, hair, speech, and everything about them, rather than being interested in anything masculine. I even wore girls’ jeans because they fit better, and they made me feel more like the girl I was. 
 
    Now I was in new territory. The only time I had fully presented as a girl were times when I’d had enough privacy to take my girl clothes out of hiding and spend a night on the couch watching chick flicks by myself.  
 
    But in the truck, at that moment, for all intents and purposes, I acted and looked like a girl, and I had an opportunity to experience something exciting and wonderful. Having someone feel passionate about me was thrilling. But what if he found out what I really was? I could lose him forever.  
 
    I continued to squeeze and release him gently, almost absentmindedly, as if it were perfectly natural, while I contemplated what to do. His thumb caressed my cheek and gently ran over my lips again. I opened my mouth and sucked his thumb.  
 
    He pressed himself gently against my head, and I bobbed my head on his thumb, running my tongue around it. I imagined it was something else. I unzipped his pants and snaked a hand inside, beneath his bikini underwear, wrapping my hand around it. It was silky and hard. I looked at his face as he concentrated on the road, and I occupied myself with it. I was ready to take it out and consume it, to see what it felt like on my tongue and between my lips that he was so taken with. He wanted me to. Why shouldn’t I? I wanted it so intensely. I wanted to bring him to bliss and taste and feel the flood of excitement I’d give him.  
 
    “Ungh!” he cried. “Oh god!”  
 
    I felt the flood as it pumped through him, into his pants and on my hand. Damn! Damn, damn, damn. I went too far. I missed it all.  
 
    “Sorry. I, uh, I didn’t mean to... You’re just so hot. I couldn’t hold back.” 
 
    I slid my wet hand up and down him and flicked the tip with my thumb.  
 
    He twitched. “No, no, please stop.”  
 
    “Sorry, It’s okay. I don’t mind. Maybe we can do something else some other time. I’m glad you were so excited. It’s very flattering. Thank you for the compliment.” I slid my hand out, sat up on my side, took some Kleenex from my purse, and wiped it off. “You sure did have a lot.” I laughed.  
 
    He laughed and zipped up. “It’s been a while for sure. I’m so sorry. I feel like a little kid.”  
 
    I stuffed the Kleenex in the coffee cup and tossed it back on the floor. I crossed my legs and adjusted my dress. “It’s okay,” I said. “You do kinda look like an embarrassed little kid right now. Like you spilled your milkshake on your school clothes or something. How old are you?” 
 
    “I’m twenty-one.”  
 
    “You look sixteen.”  
 
    “I know. Drives me crazy.”  
 
    “Grow a beard if you want to look older, but I like the way you look. You’re cute and sexy at the same time.”  
 
    “Thanks. Tried growing one once. Not very full. It looked stupid.” He shook his head.  
 
    “I was that way, too.” Shit. Why did I say that?  
 
    His eyes popped open and he cast a quick, startled look at me. “What?” 
 
    “You know. Trying to look older. I tried that when I was younger. Now I try to look as young as I can.”  
 
    “Oh,” he chuckled. “I thought you meant you tried to grow a beard.” 
 
    I laughed, “Yeah, right. A girl like me with a beard. Now that’s an image!” I looked out my window. Glad he didn’t hold me to my slip-up. Little did he know I did try to grow a beard once. It was disastrous. It looked terrible and made me feel like a carnival freak— the girl with the beard.  
 
    Well, even though I didn’t get to do what I was craving, it was fabulous, and I felt I’d found a new way to make people happy, including myself. He was excited and passionate for me, and I was able to bring him to a thrilling level of excitement just by touching him with my hand. I couldn’t imagine how gratifying it would be to do it other ways, and make it last too. His attention made me feel so feminine and so much like the me I’d always dreamed of being.  
 
    I oozed in my panties, hard between my crossed legs. I bounced a foot and fed the feeling even more. I needed release but had no way to do it without him knowing or seeing me.  
 
    He pointed to a rest stop sign. “Need a rest?”  
 
    Should we? I probably should because of the coffee, and it would give me some privacy if I wanted to get rid of this monkey on my back. I didn’t want to do that in a public rest stop, though. Gross.  
 
    I smiled at him. “Only if you do. I’m good until the next one.”  
 
    He looked at his jeans, a large wet spot above the crotch. “I guess I should let it dry first, or someone will think I peed my pants.”  
 
    I took some Kleenex from my purse and leaned over, patting him to dry it. “Maybe I can get some of the moisture out to dry it quicker.”  
 
    He pushed my hand away laughing. “I think you might make it wetter if you keep that up.”  
 
    I laughed. “Already? Wow. Just like a young boy. Quick rebound.”  
 
    No, I told myself. Don’t do it. Save it. I bit my tongue to force myself not to do it. I looked out the window and bounced my leg. Oh, god! I wanted it so badly!  
 
    I decided to make some conversation, difficult as it was with the noise of the truck, to take my mind off of it. We talked about each other and found neither of us was interested in sports, and we shared a number of common likes and dislikes. If I didn’t screw this up, we might have a chance at a long-term relationship.  
 
    He pointed at the rest stop sign. “Sorry, I have to go.”  
 
    “Me too.”  
 
    We pulled in and both did our business. I freshened up a bit and sprayed on some fresh perfume. When I was done, Dan was sitting on a bench with two cold iced teas and a couple of bags of chips.  
 
    “Sit, Jessica. Let’s take a little break.”  
 
    “Okay.” I slipped my dress under me as I sat next to him, my thigh touching his. He handed me the iced tea and slid the chips closer to me. “Thanks.”  
 
    “No problem.” His hand, cool from the iced tea, slid up and down along my thigh. “You are so pretty. I’d never guess you were an engineer. Thought you might be a model when I saw you.”  
 
    “You’re sweet. I’m glad you think so. I try my best to look like… I mean, to be pretty and feminine. I never liked seeing girls in sweatpants or baggy jeans and sneakers.”  
 
    “You don’t look the type. It is somewhat unusual today to find a woman with makeup and long nails, in pretty heels, and wearing a dress. I like it. It’s the way girls should look. Like they really are—pretty and feminine and objects of beauty.”  
 
    “Thanks.” I gazed into his lovely eyes. I leaned ever so slightly toward him as I licked my lips. He leaned in closer. I leaned in closer.  
 
    He smelled my neck. “Mmm, you even smell pretty.” 
 
    I could feel his breath on my neck. I put my hand on his head and drew him in for a kiss. He put his hand on the back of my head. My tongue entered his mouth and did a little dance around his tongue. We kissed as my hands embraced him and his one hand went around my shoulder as his other slid around my back and squeezed my bottom.  
 
    Oh god! I wanted it all.  
 
    I heard applause.  
 
    We hurriedly broke the kiss and let go of each other, turning to look.  
 
    “Young love. So sweet, isn’t it, dear? Remember when you and I were like that?” An older couple smiled at us.  
 
    “We’re sorry,” I said. 
 
    “Don’t be sorry—enjoy it, kids. You’re old enough. Enjoy it before you’re too old.” They smiled and walked away, hand in hand, to their car.  
 
    We laughed. “Ready? I’m refreshed,” Dan said.  
 
    “Yeah. Let’s go.” I slung my purse over my shoulder and took his hand.  
 
    We climbed into the truck, and he chauffeured us away. I knew he was ready. Heck, he was ready minutes after. I could do it this time. I could have it—more proof of my loveliness and his desire for me. I was hungry for the validation of my feminine mystique and my ability to please a man. My heart pounded in my chest, and I throbbed in my panties.  
 
    No. I had to resist it. I should save it. Could I? 
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    He looked over, lifted his arm smiling. “Rest your head?”  
 
    I wanted to. This time I’d have all of it. I could consume it, make it flood my mouth with his bliss. He’d love it. I’d go slowly, take my sweet, indulgent time, and drive him wild. I’d savor the sensations and his desire for me. I’d be the woman of his dreams. Then, when I allowed it, and I couldn’t wait anymore, I’d make him give me my prize so I could relish the elixir of his satisfaction.  
 
    Unconsciously, I licked my lips and fawned at him. His lips formed an anticipatory smile of what might be next as, from the corner of his eye, he saw the desperate look in my eyes and the way my body spoke of what I wanted.  
 
    He watched the road and waited for me to go after him as my resistance waned. A long lump in his damp jeans. I could just slide over there, unzip his pants and partake of his gift. I crossed my legs, pressed one hand in my lap and ran the other up and down my leg, my toes pointed in their heels as he took quick glances at me. My eyes told him how intensely I wanted to. I felt the energy of his desire for me. Play hard to get. Have him beg for it.  
 
    No! I had to end this torture, but instead I said, “I better not. Wouldn’t want you to think less of me.”  
 
    Like a boy not getting his ice cream, he cried in a shaky voice, “I wouldn’t! I think you’re a wonderful, upright girl. Please? Rest your head on my lap again. I do love your lips, and I could just  imagine what it would be like if you would only kiss me there once.” He blushed and twitched his shoulders nervously and composed himself. He threw me puppy eyes, and his voice stopped shaking. “I can tell, you’d love to try it. You’re as excited about us as I am about you.”  
 
    He had such boyish charm. I was driving him crazy. I gazed longingly at him and licked my lips sensually. I winked and leaned over, my hand moving across the seat toward him.  
 
    I lifted my legs onto the seat and slid to the left. He raised his arm for me.  
 
    I tilted my head and looked up at him. I sucked my thumb and flicked my fingernail with my tongue.  
 
    “All right! That a girl,” he said as he wriggled in his seat, his arm still raised for me to enter his nest.  
 
    I put my hand on his thigh and kissed his neck. “That’s okay. Let’s say we save that for our dinner night. I wouldn’t want you to forget you owe me that. You might have more incentive to make good on your promise if there’s...” I put my long-nailed fingertip in my mouth and sucked it, looking at him. I closed my eyes and bobbed my head on my finger. I flicked my nail with my tongue. I stopped and smiled. “...more incentive, more to miss.”  
 
    “You’re incredible.” He laughed. “Serve yourself. Typical woman, using her alluring beauty to manipulate poor, defenseless men.”  
 
    “Powerful, isn’t it?”  
 
    I sat up next to him and rubbed his thigh through his jeans. I checked my watch and looked at the GPS on my phone. “Another hour and we’ll be there.”  
 
    He nodded and held my hand in his. “So, dinner tonight?”  
 
    “I wouldn’t call it a dinner. Let’s unload and get some pizza. Dinner is for another time. A special time. I’d like to get things arranged in my apartment and settled, and then after we’re both set up in our places, we can have a special night. I can dress really nicely and primp myself for you and make you a lovely dinner.”  
 
    “No, I’ll take you out. I want to show you off in public.”  
 
    “No argument there.”  
 
    We arrived at his apartment, unloaded his things, arrived at mine, unloaded mine, and dropped off the truck. It was dark when we ate some pizza and parted ways.  
 
    “I’ll see you soon then?” he asked as he stroked my hair and gazed yearningly into my eyes.  
 
    “Yes, very soon.” I leaned into him and offered my lips to his. We kissed as his hand squeezed my bottom through my dress, and I rubbed his crotch. I wanted to continue so desperately.  
 
    “C’mon, let’s go inside... just for a few minutes,” he begged. 
 
    I slid my hand into his pants and wrapped my fingers around his compliment. My thumb rubbed the leaking tip, making him twitch and making me want more.  
 
    “Please? Oh Jessica, please.” He sniffed my neck and pressed himself into my hand.  
 
    I slid my hand out and gently pushed him away. “Think about dinner. A lot. Go crazy thinking about it like I will, and save it for me. No accidents.”  
 
    His disappointment showed. “Oh god, Jessica, you’re torturing me.” He took a deep breath. “It’s sweet torture, though, and you’re right. It’ll be fantastic to do that. The anticipation. The result.” He kissed my cheek. “Okay. Don’t worry, I will think about it a lot. I can’t wait, you little devil, you.” He kissed my cheek again. “Until then.”  
 
    I looked him in the eye sternly. “Good.” I shook my finger at him. “No accidents like you had in the truck, little boy! At least not until our dinner night, with me there.” I laughed.  
 
    He crossed his heart. “Promise. No accidents. Just lots of thinking about you and how good it will be that night.”  
 
    “Good boy.” I smiled and kissed him quickly, then turned and left.  
 
    He was only a short walk away from my place.  
 
    After a couple of days, we were both ready. It was a Wednesday night; we had our things squared away, and Dan had bought a used car.  
 
    We were both primed for a great night out after all the hassles of getting out to California and settling in.  
 
    I decided to really dress to the hilt. I had gotten a layered haircut with highlights in my auburn hair. My nails were re-gelled, and I took a bath and lingered, exfoliating my body and pumicing my feet. I slid a slick, sensual, and sweet-smelling lotion over my whole body. My skin tingled with anticipation.  
 
    I slid sheer, Italian, black stockings up my legs and fastened them to the garter belt. It seemed so sad he would never get to see much of them lest he discover my true nature. They felt lusciously sensual against my skin as they tugged on my legs with each step in my strappy, black stilettos. A matching bra held my breast-forms secure and created lovely, creamy cleavage that was fully revealed by the V-neck of my black chiffon mini-dress. The chiffon crop-top, its ruffled edges running along the curve of my breasts and tying beneath them, only accentuated them further. I felt powerful and in control and fully in my real self.  
 
    With the intense nighttime makeup and my twenty-four-hour lipstick, I was ready to seduce. Jewelry on, perfumed, purse in hand, I was the epitome of femininity and beauty. The doorbell rang.  
 
    He wore a sport coat and tie with black dress pants and shiny shoes. I thought how sad it was that men had so few clothing options like I did before. So much better to be a woman. He was handsome, though.  
 
    “Hi,” he said, then gently kissed my lips. “You look beautiful...” he sniffed my hair. “...and you smell like a dream. Love the haircut.”  
 
    “Thanks, you look quite handsome yourself.” I stood back and took him in—to savor him as much as to give him an eyeful of me. I gave him a little cleavage-show as I lifted a foot to make believe I was checking a shoe-strap. I slid my hands slowly from my ankle up one leg and lifted the dress enough to tighten the garters on each leg, but not enough to reveal what my black satin panties were restraining.  
 
    “Oh, Jessica. Please stop, or we’ll never get to dinner. This is as bad as us talking on the phone the last two nights and you not even letting me have an accident, but making me do things to myself while we talked.”  
 
    It was great talking on the phone like that and making him crazy. I loved torturing him. It was torture for me as well, though little did he know what I told him to do I was doing to myself as well.  
 
    Adoringly, I gazed up at him while I held the garter-clip and the stocking, posing a moment longer to enjoy our tension. I was falling in love with him. I slid the dress down and smoothed it with my long, painted nails. I snatched my black satin purse and strapped it over my shoulder. “Ready, my knight.”  
 
    He took my arm. “To dine, princess.”  
 
    He drove us to a fine French restaurant while I held his hand in mine. He had reserved a wonderful table in a small, private booth overlooking a garden where we could sit side by side. I made sure to have my legs in close reach for him. We both slid our hands along each other’s thighs. His caresses on my stockinged leg felt marvelous.  
 
    I was drinking dirty martinis, and he was drinking bourbon on the rocks. We had two drinks before ordering oysters, then lobster, and finally dessert.  
 
    “Oh my god, Dan. That was so good! Thank you. I never expected you to spend so much on dinner.”  
 
    “I had to repay you for the ride. It would have cost me more than this to get to school if you hadn’t taken me along. Not to mention, uh, the company and the uh, you know, was worth more than this even. And tonight. Wow! Who knows where tonight might lead? If you’re willing, that is. I mean... you know.” He leaned into me. “I want all of you so badly.”  
 
    “You make it sound like the, you know, was something I sold you, and you’re buying something tonight.”  
 
    “Sorry, oh god, I didn’t mean it that way. It was really nice, though. I’ll never forget that, and I do want to make you happy in every way possible tonight too.”  
 
    “I shouldn’t have said that. I’m sorry. For the record, so you know what kind of girl I am, it was my first time doing something like that.” I held his hand and gazed into his eyes.  
 
    “Really?”  
 
    “Really. What, did you think I’m a slut?”  
 
    “No, no. It’s just that most people our age have had some experiences like that.”  
 
    “So you’ve put your head in a guy’s lap and made him wet his pants too?”  
 
    “No, silly. You know what I mean.”  
 
    “I know.” I kissed his lips tenderly. Let’s go back to my place, and we can relax a little, and I can give you what I promised.”  
 
    I was so excited, my heart raced all the way home. I leaned across the console and squeezed his maleness though his pants, keeping both of us on edge. By the time we reached my apartment, I was oozing in my panties.  
 
    I unlocked the door and locked it behind us. We kissed immediately, and his hands squeezed my bottom tightly as I rubbed his crotch. I wanted it now.  
 
    I broke the kiss and dragged him by his hand into the bedroom, which I had already set up with dim lights, pulled-back covers, and perfumed, pink satin sheets. “Sit,” I commanded.  
 
    He sat on the bed and I removed his shoes, socks, pants, underwear, and the rest of his clothes and flung them on the floor. I pushed him back onto the bed and climbed on him. My legs slid against his as we kissed, and I pumped his lovely piece. His hands tried to get between my legs, but I held them tightly together around his thigh. It took all my willpower not to hump his leg lest he feel my raging hardness.  
 
    I slipped away from his grip and lay down between his legs, his thick meat in my hand while my other hand tugged on the shaved globes. “I can’t reach you there, let me do something for you.”  
 
    “No. This is for you, not for me.” Yeah, right. It was as much for me as for him, and maybe more—my first time taking one into my mouth. I looked at the tip as it oozed and readied myself. I licked it. I couldn’t hold back; I had to have it all.  
 
    I dove onto it with my mouth and consumed as much as I could. It was heavenly hearing him moan. “Oh yeah, Jessica—oh god, that’s good.”  
 
    I repeatedly brought him to the edge and then let it bob in the air before me. He kept trying to reach me between my legs to please me too. “Stop trying; this is your time. I can have mine later. Enjoy.”  
 
    “You’re something else. I want to make you feel good. Please.”  
 
    “Trust me, you are making me feel good.” I dove back on and brought him to the edge over and over and over again. I savored all the sensations and tastes and delighted in his extreme frustration and need for release. Maybe I wouldn’t let him finish—just like on the phone. Maybe I’d just keep him in anticipation. Lord knows, I sure was enjoying it. So much so, I was on the edge and was poking out of my panties. While his head was back, I took the chance and stripped my panties off with one hand. I lay on the bed and slid my engorged piece against the silky dress on the satin sheets.  
 
    I tried to take him deeper and deeper and to overcome the gag response. Finally, at one point, it slid right into my throat.  
 
    “Oh yeah, Jessica. Is that your throat?”  
 
    I mumbled and nodded around his shaft looking up at him. “Mmm... mmm, mmm!”  
 
    “Holy shit.” He thrust gently and it entered and exited my throat. It was incredibly thrilling to be able to do. I was taking him deeper than I ever thought I could.  
 
    His pace quickened as I looked up into his eyes. His face was contorted as his head rolled back and forth on his shoulders, and he held my head, thrusting into my throat. I felt him swell in my mouth.  
 
    He moaned, “Oh yeah, here it is, baby. That a girl, take it all. Ungh, ungh, ungh.” He rammed me. I slid against the bed and shot out a flood all over the underside of my dress while he gushed mouthfuls in my mouth and throat.  
 
    “Mmm!” I moaned around him as he continued to fill my throat while I spewed on my dress in electric jerks and humps. Some came out when he was in my mouth, and I could taste the creamy tribute to my feminine allure. I was on top of the world with delight.  
 
    He squeezed my head. “Ungh, ungh...” His body twitched.  My body twitched. He whimpered like a little boy, “Huh, huh, huh, huh...” He gave one last push into my throat and held my head tight. I felt him erupt one last time. He released my head, and his body collapsed, freed all of its tension. I pulled my head off, licked up the little spills of his desire for me off him, and wiped my chin and licked it off my fingers. My dress! My dress was soaked. I had made a total mess of it. It felt sooo good.  
 
    I slid over by him and wiped the sheets between his legs with the underside of my dress where I messed it. “Wow, you had a lot again,” I said, as if he had made all the mess now smeared on my dress.  
 
    “Yeah. It’s been since the truck. No accidents, just longing for you. Hey, don’t use your dress,” he said as he watched me wiping the sheets.  
 
    “It’s okay, it’s very flattering for me to have this from you.”  
 
    I slid off the bed and slid my panties up, hiding myself beneath it all.  
 
    I stood. “So...” I looked at my watch. “I’ll give you fifteen minutes, and then we do that again. This time on the balcony overlooking the city. So if you want a drink or anything, do it now.”  
 
    “Really, no, it’s your turn.”  
 
    “Next time. Remember, this is my first time for all of this. I want to go slowly. I’m enjoying every minute of it.”  
 
    “I didn’t know it was your first time. Not many girls are able to do what you did.”  
 
    “Not many girls want to try as hard as I do to please their men. Trust me, it was my first.”  
 
    “Was it good?”  
 
    “Heavenly. I loved making you do that, bringing you that much pleasure.” I looked at my watch. “You have twelve more minutes to pee or drink.”  
 
    He leapt out of bed, and his gorgeous, naked body ran down the hallway. 
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    We did it again and he fell asleep in my arms. After an hour or so, he woke. “Shit.” He looked at his watch. “I guess I should go home. I have an early class tomorrow, and you need your rest.”  
 
    “We both do.”  
 
    He stood and dressed. “Tomorrow? After classes? Your turn.”  
 
    “Uh, we’ll see.”  
 
    “Please?”  
 
    “I have to immerse myself in my new courses. We’ll see.”  
 
    I avoided him. I struggled with myself all week about telling him the truth. I wondered about letting him find out when we were both aroused, hoping that he’d be so engrossed in what we’re doing that he wouldn’t mind. Or maybe telling him outright and seeing his reaction. If it was good, then we’d have a great night. If it was bad, it would probably be over. I was torn on what to do.  
 
    As it turned out, I did what took the least courage. I did nothing. We went to a movie, went dancing, did things. We made a great couple of friends. I loved him so much, and I think he loved me. A couple has to be good friends too—sometimes that’s the hardest, but it is the most important part. We had that.  
 
    I decided to prepare for taking him in my bottom and surprise him that way, maybe. In the heat of passion, he might be able to look past what I am, and I could have him connected to me intimately, making love to me as much like a real woman as possible.  
 
    I bought a shower attachment to clean myself out down there, and plugs of various sizes to get used to the feelings of having something inside me. The vibrating ones gave me a sense of how good something can feel there, and I was excited at the prospect.  
 
    I prepared for an evening out and was ready to go forward if it worked out. A nice, short, flowered dress like the one I was wearing when I met him, with a flattering V-neck and heels. Perfumed and made up, I put the vibrator’s remote in my purse and walked to the corner bar to meet him, the plug humming quietly inside me. Unfortunately, I was so nervous that it did nothing for my libido.  
 
    That night, it had been weeks of just being friends when he said, “Please, Jessica, let’s have a special night together when I can make love to you like the wonderful woman you are. A night when I’m not the only one having pleasure. When I can give you the pleasure you deserve.”  
 
    I sipped my drink and looked around the nightclub. I turned back to him. “I know. I really want to. You don’t know how much I want to. I think I’m in love with you.”  
 
    “Oh, Jessica, me too. I’m in love with you. Let me make love to you and share in your pleasure.”  
 
    My eyes began to mist. I blinked it away. “I’m scared, that’s all.” I held his hand and gazed in his eyes. I was so scared. I didn’t want to lose him.  
 
    “Why? I would never hurt you.” 
 
    I gazed into his eyes. He was thinking about the sex, and I was thinking about what he’d think. My plan for that night was a reveal in the heat of passion, but I had no libido. I was so scared, and what if he slapped me around when he found out? He had never shown a violent side, but it might insult him somehow to have my secret hidden from him for so long. Girls like me have been beaten and even killed when they surprise a man like that. The men responded as if they had been tricked into having sex with an animal. Some kind of homophobic thing, I guessed. They felt somehow less of a man. Insulted. 
 
    He caressed my hair. “I’d be so gentle. I get it, it’s your first time, but don’t you think it’s time?” His hand slid on my thigh and snuck under the hem of my skirt. I held my legs tight. Maybe I should let him feel what’s there right then. In a public place—it was less likely he’d make a scene. Or hurt me.  
 
    “Oh, honey,” I said. “I’m so sorry to do this to you. I know I’m being silly, but you don’t know the whole story, and I’m not really sure I should tell you.”  
 
    He took a deep breath. “Tell me. Tell me, or it’s over. If you can’t move forward with our relationship, I’m going to have to leave, because this just isn’t normal.” His face was flushed. I could see his frustration. 
 
    I looked around. Not many people were around, and no one was paying attention to us. The bartender was talking to someone at the far end of the bar.  
 
    “Honey, okay, I’m gonna tell you... But you need to stay calm. Don’t get upset. I’m not like other girls. As a matter of fact, I’m very different.” I uncrossed my legs, covered my thighs with the dress, and with a shaking hand, gently slid his hand under the hem to my panties. I nervously placed his palm on the little lump.  
 
    His eyes went wide, and he pulled back like he had touched a hot stove. “No! What the hell?”  
 
    I grabbed his arm as he tried to get off the barstool. “Wait. It doesn’t mean we can’t have a relationship. I was afraid what you might do if you found out. See? I was right. You hate me now.”  
 
    “You should have been afraid.” He stood and yanked his arm from my grip. “Freak. Deceiving me like that! You have some nerve. I’ve been dating a guy.”  
 
     He took off. I sat there and struggled to keep the tears from my eyes. I dug into my purse and touched my eyes with a tissue, gently, so as not to smudge my eyeliner. When I forced the choking feeling from my throat and composed myself, I ordered another drink.  
 
    A freak. I needed to chop that thing out of my panties and become a real woman with a proper place to put men’s things. At that point, I was just an imitation. A mutation. I hated myself. Would there ever be a man for me? Not a man and not a woman. Life sucked! 
 
    “Hi, mind if I join you?”  
 
    I looked up from my drink at a tall, handsome, normal guy. I forced a quivering smile to my lips. I choked out my words, “Get lost, you prejudiced bastard,” and I went back to my drink.  
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    After that night, I wanted nothing to do with men. I had no libido and immersed myself in my studies. I finally went to a shrink and received permission to have my body changed. At least I could get closer to the mental image I had of myself. I didn’t do any hormones, though, and I wasn’t planning on sexual reassignment surgery down there, at least not yet.  
 
    I thought long and hard about chopping it off. But what if the nerves got messed up, and I had no desire to have anything in there? I’d have chopped myself up to make a man feel more like a man because he had homophobia. How dumb was that? It didn’t seem right. And if it resulted in my desire being lost, I’d just be a receptacle for a man and not a lover. It was wrong for men to treat girls like me that way.  
 
    In a few months, I had implanted breasts; I didn’t need to wear gel forms. At the same time, I had implanted hips and a nice apple bottom. I felt wonderful and had a renewed sense of life in my body that matched my image of myself perfectly. I still had reservations about how I would live life, but my body more closely reflected the me inside. Could I find someone who loved me that way?  
 
    I didn’t make many friends, because I still had a secret down there. Normal women were as likely to freak as normal heterosexual guys. Gay guys liked guys and not women, so again, I was a freak. Then there were other girls like me, but I remembered high school and how cliquey they were, and they always tried to be so tough, as if they thought they deserved a badge for being tran.  
 
    Some of them could be nice, I guess, but what I really wanted was to be a normal woman whom people looked at as normal, and to have a normal sex life with a normal guy. It was a lot to ask in today’s world. So to feel as normal as possible, I stayed away from any type of relationship.  
 
    It was incredibly lonely. I had changed myself into something that made me feel whole and real, and I expressed myself truthfully. But that same thing I became was the root of my loneliness and dissatisfaction. Something had to change, or soon I would be forced into doing the surgery so no one would be able to tell that I wasn’t a real woman. Then I could lie to men, and we’d both be happy with him thinking I was for real. I might not enjoy sex after that mutilation but...  
 
    I saw Dan every now and then and smiled at him. He’d kinda smile or avoid my eyes as we passed. Sometimes we’d be loitering in the same bar, but the result was always the same: he’d hesitate uncomfortably, as if he wanted to talk, but then something would come over him and he’d bolt. He, like me, was always by himself. I knew he was lonely, but he just couldn’t bring himself to change his paradigms.  
 
    One night I worked up the nerve to go to his apartment and see if he’d talk to me. Maybe his hesitancy when we spoke was just being afraid to apologize and try again. I decided to make the first move.  
 
    I climbed the stairs and stood outside his door, ready to knock. I could hear voices inside. He was having sex, and she was loving it. I looked around the hallway, and no one was around. I leaned my ear against the door.  
 
    “Ungh, yeah, baby. You are so hot,” Dan said.  
 
    “Thanks, sweetie. Now make me squirt again.”  
 
    I could hear the pounding he was giving her through the door. “Oh, yeah, this is awesome. How could anyone be gay? This is heaven having a real woman like you. I don’t understand those guys.”  
 
    “Shut up, Dan, and do me. Why do you need to understand any of that? You’re a normal guy, not some freak.”  
 
    “Don’t tell me to shut up. Just saying.”  
 
    The thumping started again.  
 
    I walked away. It seemed hopeless.  
 
    One night, while I was hanging out at a gay bar, where at least I was accepted and not ridiculed, I met someone whom I became very close with.  
 
    I had decided to celebrate having passed my next-to-last class and to go out one night. I dressed for clubbing in my fantastically perfect woman’s body and proudly showed off all the assets I had, in a tight dress and heels. I invited my gay friend to join me and help me celebrate.  
 
    I was thoroughly horned up; I cleaned myself out and wore a vibrating plug and all. Even if I didn’t have a partner, at least I’d have some fun and release by the end of the night. He was sitting at the bar with a drink waiting at the seat next to him. My drink.  
 
    I kissed his cheek. “Hi, Daryl. Thanks for saving me a seat. It took me a little longer than I’d thought to get ready.” I whispered in his ear, “I have a plug in, and the first one died before I left, so I had to change it.”  
 
    “Been there, baby. You go, girl! Glad to see you’re having some excitement. Planning on getting lucky tonight?”  
 
    “Not unless you decide to go for a girl like me. No one else wants me.”  
 
    “Oh, sweetie, I’d love to, but you’re not my type. I like men, baby. You know that.” He kissed my cheek and smiled. He was the image of the all-American male, and unless he was in a gay bar, no one would ever know. He kept his secret as well as I did. All the hetero guys thought he was just one of the guys—one of the more handsome guys, that is. At six-foot-two with a body like a god and meticulous manscaping, he was like a model.  
 
    Sometimes we’d go see a movie like a couple and fool everyone. Some people thought we were going out together. It seemed I never could find Dan around when we did, though. I wished we could, since it might make him think if he saw that another seemingly hetero guy was with me and accepting me.  
 
    “Thanks for meeting me anyway. Doesn’t mean I won’t try to switch you, baby.” I laughed. We both enjoyed ourselves, sipping drinks and talking. I loved running my hands up and down his hard thighs, and he was tender in his caresses on my legs, saying what a beautiful woman I made. It made me feel as if I weren’t such a freak having a good friend like Daryl. Not to mention, he made me hot.  
 
    I looked around the bar. All the happy patrons were having a good time. I longed to be a normal woman in a normal environment for some reason. Not that I was better than anyone here, but I just wanted to be able to have a normal woman’s life. Less the kids and so on, of course.  
 
    “Hey, why don’t we go play act like we’re a hetero couple at a hetero bar? You know. Play a little masquerade.”  
 
    Daryl shook his head, laughing. “Can’t you just enjoy being here? Why do you always think you have to fit into regular society?”  
 
    “Because I’m normal. Just different. Not that this isn’t normal, you see. I just want a normal guy to love me. So let’s make believe you’re a normal guy and you love me.”  
 
    “I do love you. You’re wonderful. I’d do anything for you.”  
 
    “Marry me.”  
 
    “Oh stop, sister. I can’t marry my sister.”  
 
    I leaned into him and whispered. “Maybe, just maybe if you close your eyes, you could stick it in me and give me a gift tonight. Seeing how you love me and would do so much for me, that is. Is that too much to ask?”  
 
    He laughed. “You girl, are incorrigible.” He kissed my cheek. “Okay, we finish this, I pay the bill, and we go to a that hetero bar.”  
 
    “Thank you.” I rubbed my leg up against his and kissed his lips. “You’re the best, Daryl. I love you too.” 


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    6 
 
      
 
    The hetero bar was hopping. The music thumped as the bodies gyrated and ground against each other. It was like an orgy on the dance floor. Daryl and I sat and drank while we people-watched.  
 
    Daryl touched my stockinged leg with his big hand. “That one over there. He’s sitting by himself. Why not go dance with him? He looks handsome. Maybe he’ll have an open mind.”  
 
    The vibrator hummed inside me as I observed him, thinking about all the things I could do with him. I held Daryl’s hand on my thigh. “I’d love to, baby. But you know what ends up happening.”  
 
    “Not always. You gotta try.”  
 
    “I’m not ready for that kind of rejection again. I don’t know if I could take it. Hey, look who’s here!” I nodded in Dan’s direction.  
 
    “No shit. It’s Danny Boy. Think he’ll talk to you?”  
 
    Dan sat a couple of tables over. “Let’s dance.” I took Daryl by the hand and dragged him to the dance floor. We danced like the rest. I made sure to push my bottom into his crotch several times and shook my booty. I was giving Dan a show and could see him watching me as he ordered his drink.  
 
    “Make the act good, Daryl.” I spoke into his ear. “You’re my boyfriend now.”  
 
    Daryl made it look real. It made me even hornier, and I wanted him for real. I rubbed my hand on his crotch and squeezed his ass while we danced.  
 
    He laughed. “Oh, baby, I’m gonna need a man soon if you keep that up.”  
 
    “Just stick it in my bottom. I was a man once. Kinda. Please?” I glanced at Dan and he smiled at me. I spoke into Daryl’s ear, “He saw us and smiled.”  
 
    “Maybe he’ll stick it in you tonight. Maybe he’s had time to think about it.”  
 
    “That would be great. I’m so nervous. Let’s go over to him.”  
 
    I took Daryl by the hand and we walked to Dan’s table. I smiled at him and he smiled back. Cautiously, I kissed his cheek.  
 
    “Hi Dan. This is Daryl. Daryl, Dan.”  
 
    They shook hands. Dan turned to me. “You look stunning as usual. Is this your boyfriend?”  
 
    “Sometimes. Why? Have you had a change of heart?” 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about you a lot. I was a jerk. You are what you are, and you’re beautiful, intelligent, fun. I don’t know what was wrong with me. I’m sorry.”  
 
    I smiled at him and looked up at Daryl. “Guess you’re off the hook.”  
 
    Dan said, “Let me buy you two a drink. Sit.”  
 
    We did. I made sure to position the seat for a good view of my cleavage and legs and allow them to rub his leg.  
 
    Dan grinned. “So, have you two been dating long?” He looked at both of us.  
 
    Daryl laughed. A waitress took our drink order. Daryl leaned in and whispered in Dan’s ear. “Don’t tell anyone, but I’m gay. I don’t go for girls with things between their legs. I like guys. Now you, for example…” He put his hand on Dan’s knee.  
 
    “No way. I mean, not that it’s bad or anything. Hey, tell me. If I please Jessica, you know, in different ways, would I be gay?”  
 
    “Only if you want to be. I mean, it’s all in the mind, isn’t it? If you wanted to please Jessica, you wouldn’t care how.”  
 
    I watched the two of them.  
 
    Dan said, “So, I don’t mean to be personal, but what’s it like to take a guy’s thing in your mouth or have it inside your bottom? Is it good?”  
 
    “What do you think? It’s bad? I can show you.” Daryl looked around then grabbed Dan’s crotch and laughed.  
 
    Dan pushed his hand away. “Hey!” He looked around.  
 
    “Aw, sorry. I couldn’t resist. But really, man, it’s great. I love all of it. I’d be glad to eat you, or pound you, or have you do me. C’mon.”  
 
    “Do you do Jessica?” 
 
    “She’s not gay. I like guys.” 
 
    “And I like women....” Dan hesitated and looked at me. “Like Jessica.” He took my hand and kissed it. “I’m sorry. Can we try again? I’ve been such a fool.”  
 
    I squeezed his hand then slid it along my stockinged leg. “I’d love to if I could be sure you wouldn’t freak out and hurt me again.”  
 
    Daryl toasted. “To Dan and Jessica.” We all clinked and sipped. “Hey, I have an idea. Maybe we can make a sandwich and Dan here can experience something new. You know, like him in you and me in him.” He winked at us both.  
 
    I looked at Dan. He rolled his eyes and drank. “Not too sure about that. I think Jessica alone would be enough newness.”  
 
    I squeezed his crotch under the table. “Maybe you should expand your horizons. It’s not every day a man like Daryl has the hots for you. Right, Daryl?”  
 
    “Right, sister.” I laughed and watched Dan’s nervousness. He throbbed in his pants beneath my hand as Daryl squeezed Dan’s thigh in his big hand, and Dan didn’t push it away. “And if you managed to overcome your paradigms and do something like that with Daryl, I could be sure that you wouldn’t freak out with me and hurt me again.”  
 
    Daryl squeezed Dan’s leg again. “C’mon, man. Be a real man. I’ll be gentle unless you say not to be.”  
 
    Dan’s face was red. He finished his drink and raised the glass to the waitress to order another. He looked back at us and shook his head.  
 
    I squeezed him through his pants. “Feels like you got excited when he squeezed your thigh and said those things. Admit it.” I looked into his eyes.  
 
    “It’s you I want. Maybe Daryl’s a little exciting, but I—how did you say it before? I want to go slowly. I want to make us work.”  
 
    “Okay, baby.”  
 
    We drank and partied all night, and then we went home.
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    We were all too drunk to drive so I ordered an Uber and dragged us back to my place. I dragged the boys into my bedroom and flopped them onto the bed where they both passed out. I stripped them both naked and took my plug out, then slipped off my dress, leaving the rest on, and I snuggled next to Dan. Here I was with two hunks in my king-sized bed, and neither one of them was functional.  
 
    We all slept. In the morning, I showered and dressed, thinking they’d wake up, but they didn’t. They both had their morning woodies, and they looked so inviting. I slid between them and took Dan’s into my mouth. He groaned as I worked him, savoring his rigidness.  
 
    I felt the bed move, and Daryl had sat up and was watching us as he pumped his with a fist. He leaned over and whispered in my ear. “You two look pretty hot together. I can’t believe he’s still asleep.”  
 
    I took my mouth off and continued to stroke Dan. “He looks like it, but I’m not sure. Why not stick that thing of yours in his mouth?” I grinned and went back onto Dan, taking him into my throat. He humped my face.  
 
    Daryl laughed. “Heck, why not?”  
 
    Daryl maneuvered himself, gently opened Dan’s mouth, and slid it in. Dan began to suck it and bob his head on it. His eyes opened wide. He stopped moving and looked at Daryl like a deer in the headlights. He didn’t pull away, though; he closed his eyes, going at it again. He knew what he was doing, and he got into it.  
 
    We all went at it furiously. I slid myself against Dan’s thigh, humping it and rubbing my hardness against him while his hips thrust into my mouth, and his head bobbed on Daryl’s huge thing. Daryl grabbed Dan’s head with both huge hands and began to hump it.  
 
    Daryl’s deep voice cried out, “Ungh, yeah man, that’s it, Dan. Love that thing. Make me feed you. Take your first drink from the pole of life.”  
 
    We thrust in time, and as soon as Daryl cried out, “Ungh, yeah, ungh, ungh, ungh,” and thrust repeatedly into Dan, Dan did the same to me while I came against Dan’s leg. In a moment, we were all spent and breathing heavily.  
 
    Dan’s finger wiped a drip from his chin and he licked it. He smiled. “Holy shit.” He looked at me as I cuddled against him. “Guess if I can do that, I can please you too, right? Was that proof enough?”  
 
    “Right, baby.” I kissed him on the lips and tasted Daryl’s juices while Dan tasted his own in me.  
 
    “Wow,” he said. “I never thought I’d do that and like it.”  
 
    “See? What’s a label anyway? Who cares, so what, why not? Now we need to get you to understand how good other kinds of pleasure can be for both parties. Okay?” 
 
    “Why not?”  
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    We ate breakfast together, and Daryl left.  
 
    Dan looked across the table at me. “You’re gorgeous.”  
 
    “Thanks.” I slipped a breast out of my short, silky, pink bathrobe and squeezed my nipple. “You’ll have to explore my new body sometime. Maybe then you’ll want to stick it in me.” I covered back up.  
 
    “Wouldn’t that hurt? You, that is. And it does seem weird for me to think about. I mean, it’s the wrong place to put things.” He laughed.  
 
    “What? It’s not like you’re putting your car keys in there. C’mon!” I laughed.  
 
    “Yeah, but I mean it’s sensitive down there. And it’s dirty.”  
 
    I shook my head. “Okay. This can’t go on this way.” I took his hand and pulled him to his feet. “Get into the shower. There is an attachment on it. Use it to clean out your bottom after you’ve gone. It will be very clean.”  
 
    “For what? I don’t want to stick anything in there.”  
 
    “You have to. We’re putting in a vibrating plug, and then you’ll know how good it can feel down there, so when you put yours into me, you’ll know how good you make me feel.”  
 
    “Really.” He shook his head. “I don’t like this idea.”  
 
    “Tough. You need to learn—release old paradigms. This morning for example. You and Daryl. I’ll bet you never thought that could be so good.”  
 
    His face turned red, and his eyes flitted around the room. “I, uh, well...”  
 
    “See? Just one more eye-opening experience. This will be the same. You’ll see.”  
 
    He stared at the table. “I’m turning into a freak. I’m not gay.”  
 
    “Stop trying to label yourself with society’s preconceptions and prejudices and start living. Now go into the shower and do what I told you.”  
 
    He looked like a puppy. “Okay. I’ll do it for you. Under protest of course.”  
 
    “Good.”  
 
    He went into the bathroom. I made another cup of coffee and sat on the balcony relaxing. He came out with a towel wrapped around his hips. There was a tent in front. “Okay, so let’s get this over with.”  
 
    I laughed. “Looks like you’re excited about it.” I pointed to the towel lifted in the air.  
 
    “I guess. It’s pretty weird, but for some reason, really erotic to think about. Being penetrated like that. So vulnerable. So submissive. The clean-out was gross, but then it turned erotic.”  
 
    I took him by the hand into the bedroom. “Kneel on the bed with your face on the sheets and your butt in the air.”  
 
    He did and looked back at me as I took a pretty, pink vibrating plug, put fresh batteries in it, and lubed it. “Ready?”  
 
    “I’m not getting any readier.”  
 
    I pressed the tip against him and pushed gently while I grabbed him and stroked him, like I was milking a cow.  
 
    He moaned. “Mmm, uh, yeah. Wow.” He pushed his bottom back to take more in. It sucked in to the hilt. “Huh! Phew.”  
 
    “You okay?”  
 
    “Oh, yeah.”  
 
    I turned it on. 
 
    “Wow!”  
 
    I attached the hose and pump and pumped it up. “Tell me when it’s as full as you want it.”  
 
    “Holy shit. Oh, yeah.” He oozed from his tip without any touching from me, and it bobbed in the air like he was swatting flies with it. “Okay. Right there.”  
 
    I detached the hose and kissed his cheek. “Okay, stand up.”  
 
    He stood there naked. “This is incredible. Now what?”  
 
    “Get dressed.”  
 
    He looked at himself oozing. “I’ll get all wet.”  
 
    “Put a cover on it.” I took a condom from the nightstand, opened it and rolled it on. “There. Put these over it.” I tossed him a pair of pink panties from my drawer. “They’re snug and they’ll keep it in place.”  
 
    He held them. “These? Really?”  
 
    “C’mon now. You have a pink vibrating plug in your butt and you’re worried about wearing panties?”  
 
    “I guess.”  
 
    “Go relax on the balcony after you’re dressed and decide what you feel like doing today. I’m gonna get dressed to go out.”  
 
    I slid a vibrating plug in, did my hair and makeup, perfumed my body, put on my jewelry and a pretty pink V-neck jumper and heels.  
 
    I walked out to the balcony, my hips swaying and making the plug massage and arouse me. Dan was sipping a coffee. “I can’t stay this way all day.”  
 
    I laughed. “We’ll see. I’m in the same shape as you right now.” I patted my apple bottom. “Mmm.”  
 
    “Really. Now what?”  
 
    I think maybe we should heighten your arousal some more. Maybe Daryl would like you to do what you did earlier.”  
 
    “Oh god, Jessica. Don’t make me think about that.”  
 
    “I take that as a yes?”  
 
    He rolled his eyes thinking about it. “As exciting as that was, how about I just stick it in you and flood you. I need to release.”  
 
    “Maybe later. I have an idea for tonight.”  
 
    “I can’t wait until tonight.”  
 
    I shook my head and took my phone from my purse. I texted Daryl. He texted back quickly. “Let’s go see Daryl. He said he’s going to take a shower and will be done by time we get there.”  
 
    “Go out like this?”  
 
    “Absolutely. No one will know but us. Now think about Daryl, and tonight you can have me.” I took his hand and led him out.  
 
    We walked the few blocks hand in hand. He whispered in my ear, “This is too much. I can’t believe I’m doing this.”  
 
    “You liked last night, right?”  
 
    “I know. That’s just it. And I’m going crazy right now with this thing in me. It’s too weird.”  
 
    “Enjoy.”  
 
    We rang the bell and Daryl buzzed us in. We climbed the stairs, and he was standing in the doorway looking like a god, wearing just a towel around his waist. “Good morning! Can I get you two some coffee or tea?”  
 
    We entered. Dan’s eyes roamed over Daryl’s huge, hard body as much as my eyes did. He was gorgeous. He stood by the counter, waiting for our reply, and we just stared.  
 
    “I’ll take that as a no.” He turned and took the towel from his waist to dry his hair. His bottom was as hard as a skater’s. He turned back to us. He was limp and still twice as large as Dan.  
 
    Dan’s eyes were locked on it as he shuffled uneasily from leg to leg.  
 
    Daryl said, “Hey, man, thanks for this morning. Were you okay with that?” 
 
    Dan nodded nervously, still keeping his eyes on it. Daryl walked over to him. He stroked Dan’s hair. “You’re cute.”  
 
    Dan’s eyes were still riveted on it. “Do it again if you want. It’ll get hard when you make it.”  
 
    Dan reached for it tentatively.  
 
    Daryl moved Dan’s hand to it. “Grab.”  
 
    Dan wrapped his fingers around it. He squeezed it and knelt down. He held it before his lips, contemplating it. It began to grow. He took it all into his mouth.  
 
    “Oh yeah,” Daryl said. “That a boy. Make it swell up.”  
 
    Soon, Dan had more than he could fit in his mouth and was bobbing his head eagerly and uncontrollably on it. Daryl held Dan’s head in both huge hands and thrust his hips. “Mmm,” his deep voice rumbled in his chest. “Good boy. I love how into it you’re getting.” 
 
    I was at the edge myself, just watching them. There was my boyfriend on his knees enjoying something he never had before. His mind opened to all sorts of new experiences. Soon, I’d have him accepting me entirely as well.  
 
    Daryl said, “It sure would be nice to hold your hips and fill you with this in another place.”  
 
    Dan’s eyes popped open wide, and he worked Daryl even faster after what Daryl said. His bottom moved against the plug in it. He used both hands and his mouth as if he couldn’t wait. Desperately, he looked up at Daryl’s contorted face. Dan pulled his mouth off the shaft and stroked it with both hands, looking at it as it oozed and shone. Dan stared at the head while pumping it and tugging Daryl’s globes.  
 
    “Ungh, here you go, boy,” Daryl moaned.  
 
    Dan pumped it as it began to spew, and he wrapped his lips around it to capture it all. Daryl shoved it into his mouth. “Oh yeah.”  
 
    Dan’s body twitched. His hips pumped into the air. “Oh god!” he cried out as he moved his bottom on the plug.  
 
    Daryl let out a sigh, and his body released the tension. “Wow. Did you just...?” 
 
    He helped Dan to stand and looked at his pants. “I thought you might have wet your pants.”  
 
    Dan nodded, embarrassed. “I did. I have a rubber on. I couldn’t help it. The thought of what you said was too much.”  
 
    I smiled at Daryl. “Maybe you should join us for a sandwich tonight. We’re going shopping after we clean up, Danny Boy.”  
 
    Daryl smiled. “Sure. Can’t wait.”  
 
    Dan looked at me with shock. “Sandwich?” 
 
    “You’ll see. A nice meaty one.” 
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    We went back to my apartment and cleaned Dan up.  
 
    “I need to take this out. I can’t be like this all day. See, I’m already hard again and oozing. I need to pee.”  
 
    “Hmm. Okay. Let’s take it out and get it down so you can pee. Then we can go.”  
 
    We settled things down and headed to the retail area near the campus.  
 
    Dan held my hand as we walked. “Jessica, what do you have planned for tonight?”  
 
    “Take a guess. First, since I’ve never had a man in me, I need an appropriate outfit for a virgin. And we need to get you something nice to wear too. And maybe something for Daryl as well.”  
 
    “Why do we need to have Daryl with us?”  
 
    “I saw how you reacted when he said how he’d like to hold your hips and thrust into you. You devoured him.”  
 
    Dan’s face was red. “Uh, I didn’t...” 
 
    “You did—pushing and gyrating on your plug while dining on his hot piece. Just think about him behind you and you facing me.”  
 
    I felt his hand shaking while he held mine. “He’s huge, and I never would want a guy to...”  
 
    “Stop it. Relax. This will be a very special night. Our first time with you inside me. Your first time with someone inside you. You’ll know how good you’re making me feel by how it feels for you. We’ll remember it forever.” I stopped and kissed his cheek. “You’ll love it.”  
 
    I took us to a cute little shop with very feminine dresses. There was one I had in mind for this occasion. It had a short, flared, skirt with crinoline and lace, all in white, with a V-neck with lace edging. I held it up for Dan. “What do you think? Does it cry out virgin?”  
 
    “I think it cries out wedding.”  
 
    “Would you like me wearing this when you make love to me—connecting us together, and filling your bride with your passion?”  
 
    “Oh, yes, Jessica.”  
 
    I tried it on, and it was a perfect fit. The look I got from Dan when he saw me in it told me this was it. We bought it and moved on to a lingerie shop.  
 
    I found a matching garter belt, crotchless panties, and shelf bra that left my nipples exposed. Sheer white stockings completed the purchases there.  
 
    Off to a shoe store and I bought a pair of white, strappy, five-inch stilettos. I couldn’t wait to try it all on at home.  
 
    I winked at Dan. “Done. Now for you and Daryl.”  
 
    We walked down the street to a tuxedo store. I found two black satin bow ties and white ruffled shirt inserts that buttoned around the neck and down the front. We bought them.  
 
    “You two will look so handsome wearing nothing but these ties and the shirt inserts.” 
 
    “Whatever. All I want right now is to make you happy. Whatever it takes.”  
 
    I kissed him on the cheek. “You are. You will. ” 
 
    We went home and ate lunch. We changed the sheets on the bed to black satin ones. Cleaned the apartment. Went shopping for food and drinks, and by the time we were done, it was almost time for dinner.   
 
    We both showered, and I once again made Dan wear his plug. I gave him a pair of plain black satin panties and his tie and shirtfront to wear. He looked so cute and sexy as we prepared oysters and scallops.  
 
    “Can’t I at least wear some pants? I look like a male stripper. You’re elaborately dressed like it’s your wedding day, and I’m half naked.”  
 
    “Yes, I know. And you’re dressed the way I want my husband to be on my wedding night. You love it…” I kissed him on the lips and grabbed him through the panties. “See?” 
 
    He squeezed my bottom, pulled his panties aside and slid it between my legs. He grasped both of our pieces, and squeezed them together in his fist. I thrust into it. “Mmm... Lovely sensation the two together. I can’t wait for later.”  
 
    The doorbell rang. I minced my way to the door in my heels and let Daryl in. “Hi!” I kissed him lightly on the lips. “Dinner’s almost ready, big boy.”  
 
    He flashed a smile when he saw Dan. “Hey man, nice outfit. You look hot. And isn’t it dangerous having that thing wagging around in the kitchen? He laughed.  
 
    Dan tucked it into his panties. “Oops.”  
 
    Daryl looked at me. “And you look like you’re getting married, little girl.”  
 
    “Kinda. It is my first time, you know.” I took the bow tie and shirt front from the counter and handed it to him. “This is your outfit for tonight.”  
 
    He held it up. “Hmm, seems like there’s something missing. Like the rest of the clothes. But heck, why not?”  
 
    Daryl went down the hall and changed. He came out to where Dan and I were, by the stove. “Smells good.” He squeezed Dan’s bottom then slapped it, and sniffed Dan’s neck. “You smell good enough to eat too. Or put on my skewer like a shish-kabob.” He kissed my cheek. “And your lovely new bride.” He wore no underwear and his hard rod slid against Dan’s leg. He put Dan’s hand on it. “Ready for something new?”  
 
    “I’m not so sure it’ll fit.”  
 
    “It will. I’ll be careful not to split you in half.”  
 
    I served the food onto the plates and took them into the dining room. “C’mon, boys. Take your seats.” I started scarfing down my oysters while standing. The boys watched me.  
 
    Daryl poured the wine. Dan asked, “Why not sit and eat with us?”  
 
    I finished swallowing the luscious treat. “I want to do something else while you boys relax and enjoy the oysters.” I scarfed down the last one, then sipped some wine.  
 
    Dan looked confused. “You can’t leave us.”  
 
    “I’m not.” I went to the living room and grabbed a pillow. “I’ll be very close.” I slid under the table and kneeled on the pillow. I had to have them both, and now was my opportunity. I grabbed each of them and compared.  
 
    Daryl said, “Nice touch, Jessica.”  
 
    I laughed. The one and only one, which I’d had in the truck before, was half the size of Daryl’s, even though it was larger than mine. I was in heaven as I took Daryl into my mouth. It was so wide and long that I was afraid for Dan. I ran my tongue around the velvety shaft and flicked the tip, making him twitch his legs. Then I switched to Dan and did the same.  
 
    The contrast between the two was huge, but the delight each gave me was the same. Being in the driver’s seat on a route to giving pleasure like this was empowering. I took in their colognes as I closed my eyes and went from one to the other.  
 
    By the time they were done with the oysters, I had brought them both to the edge several times. I shimmied out from under the table with their wet sticks throbbing in the air beneath it.  
 
    They both looked at me as I wiped my chin.  
 
    “Wow,” Dan said.  
 
    “Yeah, wow, sister,” Daryl said. “Now sit and eat.”  
 
    I cleared the plates and brought out the main course of sautéed soft-shell crabs with lemon jasmine rice.  
 
    “You sure can cook, Jessica,” Dan said as he poured more wine for us.  
 
    “Thanks. Enjoy.”  
 
    We savored the sensual delights, anticipating what would follow. When we had cleared the plates we all sat on the couch and sipped espresso together. I shot mine down, and sitting between them, took one in each hand, squeezing and stroking and imagining what was next. I was hard under my dress, oozing from the crotchless panties onto the satiny dress lining. I crossed my legs and trapped myself between my silky white stockinged legs, feeling the drips slide onto the hosiery.  
 
    I brought each of them to the edge two more times with my mouth.  
 
    Dan said, “We better get going or I’ll not last long.” My eyes smiled up at him as I sucked. I popped off with a loud slurp. “Mmm. So yummy. Okay. I think you might be right. I’m pretty close too.”  
 
    I looked at Daryl. He nodded and stood. He took my hand and helped me up. Then he wrapped his arms under me and carried me to the black satin sheets and dropped me on the bed. “There ya go, Dan. Have at your new bride.”  
 
    I shimmied to the center and lay my head back on the pillow. I lifted the hem of my dress and rolled it under and out of the way, showing my gartered stocking tops and garter belt. I pulled back my silky legs in their heels by the backs of my knees, presenting myself to Dan. “Fill me up honey. Lube is on the nightstand.”  
 
    He lubed and watched me as I played with my little rod sticking out of the crotchless panties. I slid the V-neck of the dress down, exposing my breasts, which sat on the shelf bra, the nipples hard. I wanted him so intensely. I let my rod go, and with a mind of its own, it jerked around in the air in anticipation. Drips oozed from it.  
 
    Dan slid between my legs, guided the tip to press against my opening, and pushed gently. The feeling was wonderful. Real is better. He pushed until it slid all the way in. I whimpered, “Oh my god, Dan. You feel so good!”  
 
    “So tight, Jessica.” He pushed it in. “Ungh, yeah.” He held my heels back by my ears as he drove it in all the way, then he sucked my nipple.  
 
    I looked over his shoulder and could see Daryl lubing himself up. He slid onto the bed, took the plug out of Dan carefully, depositing it on the night-table. He pressed the huge thing between Dan’s firm cheeks.  
 
    Dan’s head twisted back to look at Daryl. “That thing feels even bigger than it looks.” Dan breathed into my ear nervously, “Wish me luck, baby. Ungh, god, it’s big.”  
 
    “Don’t clench up. Then it will hurt,” I said.  
 
    “Ungh, yeah, I was, that’s better now. Huh, god. If it comes out of my mouth, push it back down, okay?”  
 
    I laughed. I watched Dan’s face as Daryl continued trying to gain entry. He maneuvered Dan’s hips and pushed as Dan’s eyes opened wide and his mouth dropped open. He gasped. “Huh, oh my god!”  
 
    Daryl asked, “You okay, little buddy?”  
 
    “Oh yeah. Almost there. Ungh, shit. Don’t stop that fat head in the doorway. Dock that monster inside. Keep pushing.”  
 
    As Daryl pushed, Dan pushed deeper into me. Finally, Daryl was in.  
 
    Dan whimpered in my ear. “Oh yeah... it’s in. God, it’s big. Feels incredible, though.” He turned his head back to Daryl. “Now in and out, big guy. Take me. Ungh, yeah, oh yeah. Keep it going.” Dan’s eyes rolled as he looked into mine.  
 
    Daryl started slowly, and each thrust into Dan made Dan thrust into me. Dan looked into my eyes with a face ready to weep with joy as Daryl picked up the pace. The sensation was incredible. Dan was milking me, forcing juice to come out with each stroke he made into me, and Dan was being milked, his juice oozing into me as Daryl thrust into him.  
 
    “Everyone okay?” Daryl asked.  
 
    I said, “It’s incredible. It’s like one continuous delight—oozing and oozing with each stroke.” I looked into Dan’s eyes. He nodded and rolled his head. I called out to Daryl, “Go faster and harder, you bull. Make us crazy. Finish us!”  
 
    Daryl rammed. Dan’s eyes went wide. He gasped then took a deep breath and dove onto my breast to suck my nipple. His hands held my ankles by my ears. He tried to thrust into me, and Daryl lifted up so he could. “That’s it. Let me move too,” Dan said as he rammed me over and over. Daryl got into a rhythm, and Dan pushed his bottom back onto Daryl while Daryl pushed all the way into him. Then Dan rammed into me on the return stroke, as Daryl slid out of Dan’s bottom to set up for another thrust.  
 
    The dance became frenzied as the boys shook the bed, and I held my hands against the headboard to keep from sliding into it. We thumped away, and the sensations flooded through my body. I was one big nerve ending ready to spasm with delight.  
 
    Dan’s and Daryl’s faces were locked with intensity in their mission as they rammed and humped like rutting bucks, with me the lucky recipient. They stayed in time, and the intensity and speed kept increasing.  
 
    I whimpered uncontrollably. “Huh, yes, oh god, huh, huh, huh, harder, faster. C’mon boys. Oh god, this is so heavenly.”  
 
    They grunted and gave it all they had, staying in perfect rhythm. Dan cried, “Uh, god, this is it. I’m gonna die, do it Daryl. Finish inside me now. Shoot that cannon. I can’t take it any longer.”  
 
    “Ungh!” Daryl grunted and shoved himself all the way in. Dan’s eyes went wide, looking into mine. His mouth was open, gasping for air.  
 
    Daryl clenched Dan’s hips. “This is it. Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!” 
 
    Dan looked in my eyes. “I love you so much.” His body tensed and he shot wave after wave into me as I squirted thick streams between us. We looked into each other’s eyes, revealing the bliss we both were feeling.  
 
    In a moment, the ramming and uncontrollable body twitching stopped; we all went still. All I could hear was the sound of heavy breathing. Daryl lay atop Dan, who lay atop me. I could hardly breathe, but it felt so good.  
 
    We all rested, Dan still inside me and Daryl in him as the boys and I went limp. I felt Dan shrinking inside me and didn’t want to let him go. We were all so connected to each other at that moment, I didn’t want to lose it.  
 
    Dan kissed my forehead and cheeks and planted kisses all over me.  
 
    Daryl gently massaged Dan’s lower back as he thrust gently inside him, making him quiver slightly.  
 
    Finally, we pulled ourselves apart and lay beside one another on the bed. I was covered with my juice, Dan’s juice, and Daryl’s juice that came out of Dan when he pulled out. I rubbed it over my thighs with my dress. Mmm, heaven. 
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    The next morning, we all showered, and ate together. After breakfast, Daryl said goodbye, both of us hugging and kissing him, and then we took our coffees onto the balcony.  
 
    Dan looked longingly at me. “You’re beautiful. Marry me.”  
 
    “What? Really? But you’re gay.”  
 
    “What? Since when are you putting labels on people? I love you. I’ll never find anyone like you again, and I don’t want to lose you. I’ve dated plenty of women, but you are the most openminded, exciting, assertive, intelligent, caring, thoughtful, and beautiful woman I’ve ever met. I’ll die if you don’t marry me.”  
 
    I shook my head at him and scowled. “That’s not what you said when you saw what I had under my dress. You were repulsed. And now you like men like Daryl to fill your every hole. I don’t know.”  
 
    He stared at me, his mouth agape. “Uh, how could you? I… I love you. Stop this! Stop playing with me.”  
 
    I stood and turned away from him, looking off the side of the balcony. “I’m not playing.” You were repulsed by me, and yet you had the best sex of your life with Daryl and even love using your mouth on him. It’s him you should ask to marry.”  
 
    “But Jessica, I thought you wanted to help me break my paradigms and be open to new things. Not be prejudiced about how people relate to one another. I thought that was why you were pushing me, so I could accept it when others are different. Like you are.”  
 
    “No. I knew if given the chance you’d be gay. You said you were repulsed by it, but if you tried it… well, I knew. I did think if you found a new experience like that you’d be more open to me, though.”  
 
    “Exactly. I was. I want you. Marry me and stop this nonsense. I know what you’re doing.”  
 
    I looked off the balcony and shook my head. I had him. I wanted him. I was having too much fun making him suffer.  
 
    I shook my head, looking at the ground as I slowly turned back to him. I lifted my head. He was watching me. I grinned an evil grin. 
 
    “You little devil. So that’s a yes?” 
 
    “Of course, my love.” I kissed his lips. Now I want you to make love to me every way you know how.”  
 
    He put his hand on my bottom and squeezed me to him. “Exactly what I want to do. I owe you from before. Now it’s your turn, Jessica.” 
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