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I walked through the mall finding new accoutrements. It delighted me to find things that would make me prettier, sexier, more confident, or just plain better.

I loved trying on new high heels and walking around the store, then looking at them in those angled floor mirrors. The lingerie shop always presented me with the loveliest underthings to wear beneath my minidresses, skirt, and tops so I could feel sexy, even if my outer garments of the day were conservative. There was always some new jewelry to make my appearance more attractive, always essential pantyhose and stockings to stock up on. Always a new scent to spray on my wrists and possibly bring home to keep me smelling fresh and feminine.

I listened to my heels clicking as I walked, feeling the hem of my minidress sweeping my thighs and my breasts tugging on my chest with each footfall. I felt powerful and confident as I passed by the store windows on my way back to my car.

“Hey girl—Sandy!” I heard someone shout from behind me.

I stopped and turned to see my smiling wife running up and giving me a hug and a kiss. I held my arms out with packages hanging off them. “Hi, honey. I thought you were going to be tied up today.”

“Change of plans. I’m free now, so I thought I’d try to catch up with you and do some shopping too. Have you had lunch yet?”

“Fabulous. I’m so happy you’re here. Let’s drop my things at the car, go get something to eat, and I’ll shop with you.” I kissed her lips. “Mmm.”

Kara took some of the packages from me so we could hold hands as our heels clattered through the mall.

I told her, “I found a hot little dress for dinner tonight and a pair of really high heels to go with it. I can’t wait to wear them for you.”

“I can’t wait to see you in them and see your pleasure from wearing them. Mmm, yes, my hot girlfriend. I’m so glad you decided to pursue your feminine side and dump your old boy things. You make a much better girl than a guy.”

“I know. I owe it to you for talking me into it and helping me. I feel so much better than I did. I feel I’m in my real skin now. The old me just wasn’t as exciting and never felt quite right. Thanks so much, Kara.” I loaded the packages into my trunk, and she put the others in. I turned to her and gave her a peck on the cheek. “Sushi?”

“Sounds good. Then I want to find a new outfit for myself too. You can’t be the only shining star when we go hunting for guys tonight.”

“Darn, and I so wanted to be the center of attention.”

All of a sudden, as I was thinking about the attention we’d get and the fun we’d have with the guys, I felt the world spin. It was as if everything changed. I tried to focus on Kara in front of me and she said, “Is something wrong, Sandy? You look startled.”

I looked around the house. I looked down at my jeans and sneakers. Kara was in jogging pants and sneakers, makeup not done, her hair in a ponytail. “Uh, wow. I...” I sat down in the kitchen chair.

She put her hand on my forehead. “You don’t feel warm. Do you feel faint?”

I looked up at her. “No. I don’t know how to explain this.”

“We don’t have to go jogging, honey. Why don’t you stay home and rest, and I’ll just go run around the mall and find a dress for dinner. Something nice and conservative that I can wear to work too. Are you feeling okay?”

“I guess. It’s just that I felt so much better just a moment ago. We were shopping together in the mall, and then we were going to get sushi for lunch and shop some more.”

“You hate shopping at the mall. Were you dreaming?”

“I don’t think so. It felt so real.”

“And you enjoyed shopping with me? That would be nice.” She ran her hand through my hair and gazed into my eyes. “Do you feel okay?”

“I feel fine. Really. Maybe I should go shopping with you. Maybe I could learn to like doing that.”

“As long as you’re okay.” She placed her hand on my forehead again.

I took her hand away and held it.

“Really. I’m fine. Just had a weird sensation.”

She grinned and sat on my lap. “Hmm, a weird sensation.” She wriggled her bottom on me. “Maybe I can stir up a nice sensation for you. Maybe I could get a less conservative dress, try some sexy and racy ones instead. I could model them in the stores for you, and you might enjoy shopping more. Some little dress that I could wear to dinner tonight for you. A real head-turner. I could be your trophy girl.”

I thought about my strange dream of moments ago in which we were planning on going out as two girls to have fun with guys. If I told her about it, she’d think I was nuts. I looked into her eyes. “I love it when you dress that way, but out in public? I don’t know.”

“Oh, come on, Sandy. Don’t you want a trophy wife?”

My mind was racing. It seemed in that other world, we were both much more than we are now. Why did I experience it? Can we visit alternate realities? How did it happen? What would it do to us?

“Sandy? Are you okay?”

“Uh, yeah. Sorry. Let’s go shopping, and we can go to dinner later.”
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I did my makeup, put some product in my hair, styled it, then clipped a flower in it. I put on my lipstick and sprayed perfume over my hair and shoulders.

“You look so pretty tonight, Sandy,” Kara said as she kissed my cheek and climbed in the shower.

“Thanks. I feel so sexy tonight. I’m gonna go get dressed.”

I went into the bedroom and sat on the bed. I slid the silky, sheer, black thigh-high stockings up my hairless legs, luxuriating in the sensations. I slid on a pair of black lace panties, tucking myself into them, then put on a bra and adjusted my cleavage. I slid the slinky black V-neck dress up over my shapely hips and bottom and slid my arms through the straps, then adjusted my breasts in it.

I sat back down on the bed and slipped on my new strappy black stilettos with five-and-a-half-inch heels and fastened the ankle straps. I walked to the full-length mirror in the tiny steps the shoes forced me to use. I felt sexy and vulnerable yet powerful at the same time. I checked myself in the mirror while I sprayed perfume over me and then put the atomizer in my purse.

Kara came out and looked me over. “Oh yeah, that whole outfit suits you. That dress really shows off your curves. You’re hot as hell, babe.”

“I feel it. I’m aroused just wearing it. It feels so good.” I ran my fake-nailed hand over my hips, watching it glide over the curves. I rubbed myself through the front of the dress. “Mmm, I do feel delicious tonight.”

“Good.” She pecked my cheek. “Go relax, my special girl, and I’ll be ready to go in a few minutes.”

We chatted while Kara drove us to dinner. I slid one hand on my crossed leg as I bounced a foot and throbbed in my panties.

I held her hand in mine and gazed at her as she drove, talking animatedly. “I can’t wait for the guys to see you in your new outfit,” she said. “They’ll be drooling over you. I’ll bet you’re hungry for playing with them too. It’s been a whole week.”

I nodded. “I sure am. I love the feeling of control it gives me being able to drive them wild and then making them hold off. Then, when they can’t take it anymore, I allow them to finally release all that frustration I created in them. It’s incredibly addicting. I don’t know why it took me so long to realize I was more girl than guy.”

“You had all those paradigms to break. I was afraid when I bought you your first outfit for our holiday vacation that you’d be insulted. Now I’m so glad I took the risk.”

“I am too.” 
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I gazed out the window and felt so different. It was as if I had lost all my sensuality and sexiness. I felt my heart race, and I turned to Kara.

She smiled at me and squeezed my hand. “Everything okay Sandy?”

I smiled at her. It had happened again. I was dressed in black polyester dress pants and a white button-down shirt, my legs crossed with my black ankle socks and shiny black loafer bouncing. I uncrossed my legs and said, “Yeah, I’m fine. Just lost in thought.” I squeezed her hand.

“Thinking about work again? Hugh Everett?”

“Uh, yeah. I wonder if anyone has experienced it for real. I mean, why couldn’t it happen?”

“I suppose it could. Quantum mechanics is pretty weird. That’s why we both pursued it for our careers. We’re two weird birds.”

“I guess.”

Kara pulled up to the valet. He opened Kara’s door. “Welcome back, Dr. Kline.” He leaned into the car and said, “And you as well, Dr. Kline.” He laughed.

Kara slid her new beige loafers out and stood, then straightened her new, long cowl-neck dress, and I walked around the car to offer my arm. She took it, and I led us to the maître d’.

“Good evening, doctors. So glad to have you with us tonight. We have your usual table ready.”

“Thank you, Robert,” I said, and he led us to our favorite seat, which was a private, round booth in the old bank vault in this Victorian-era bank turned restaurant. Fake candles flickered in sconces below the arched ceiling.

“James will be with you shortly.”

“Thanks,” I said as I slid into the booth, and Kara slid in beside me.

She placed her hand on my leg. “Now Sandy, I want you to take your mind off work and relax. If anyone needs something to distract them from their work a bit, it’s you. It’s Saturday night, and we’re going to have a nice romantic dinner, and then we have a new horror movie to watch at home. We can put on our sweatpants and sweatshirts and cuddle on the couch, eating popcorn and watching the movie. I don’t want you thinking about work the rest of the night.”

James arrived. “Good evening. The usual?”

We nodded and he left.

“I know. Sorry. I’ll do my best.” I placed my hand on the cotton dress covering her thigh and patted it. “It is Saturday and time to have some fun.”

“Good boy.” She kissed my cheek and ran a hand across my pulled-back hair. “You have such pretty hair. You should let me style it sometime.”

“Style what?”

“You know, maybe add some curls or some layers and things.”

“You keep trying to feminize me.” I looked around to be sure no one heard that. James delivered our white wines. I held mine and clinked with Kara. “To popcorn and movies.”

“To popcorn and movies.”

We both sipped, then Kara looked around and whispered in my ear. “You should let me feminize you. You’d love it. You’d be so sexy. You’d feel sexy too.”

“What do I need to feel sexy for? It’s not like we need to have sex to have kids. Your tubes are tied.”

“Right! So we can have fun and not have kids. Gosh, Sandy, sometimes you’re just too pragmatic. What’s wrong with having some fun?”

“Nothing. It just takes more effort and time, that’s all. Besides, we have a great routine already. We can count on it being there every weekend for us. Right?”

“I know. But we should be exploring more things. We’re only in our mid-twenties.”

I rolled my eyes and sipped more wine. “You look nice in your new dress and shoes tonight.”

“Thanks, honey, but I wish you’d have let me get one of the other dresses I tried on for you.”

“They were too revealing. I’d feel like I had to cover you with a coat all night.”

“But Sandy, they were so sexy! I could have seduced you, and maybe you’d be more interested in feeling sexy. Maybe you’d even like to try on some clothes like that, too, and see how hot you’d be.”

If the dreams I’d been having were even possible, I would be hot, and so would Kara. It was beautiful and frightening all at the same time.

I took a deep breath and nodded. I looked at her as she held my hand, her doe eyes pleading with me.

“Please, Sandy? Say you’ll let me do it to you. Just once.”

Should I tell her what I’d been dreaming? Should I let her do what she wants to me? I picked up the menu. “So, chicken piccata and bread pudding for dessert? We don’t want to drag dinner out too long, or we’ll late for bed. Ready to order?” 
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I was sipping my vodka martini, gazing at my gorgeous, sexy Kara when I realized she wasn’t wearing what she came to dinner in. Neither was I. I felt sexy and sensual. Highly aroused. Fully alive. I smelled my perfume wafting off me.

“Sandy.” I felt Kara’s hand slide on my stockinged thigh beneath the table. “Are you okay? Not thinking about work again, are you?”

“Uh...” I looked around the old bank vault. The candles flickered, and Kara’s hand glided sensually on my stockinged thigh. She was dressed in a cleavage-revealing minidress; her makeup was stunning and her scent sweet. I could feel the hem of my minidress on my thigh, my breasts tugging on my chest, my crossed legs in silky stockings as I throbbed in my satin panties.

I felt so good—I couldn’t help smiling broadly at her. “Wow. Just enjoying all of this. Such a wonderful way to live. I love you so much.” I kissed her lightly on the lips.

“Oh my, aren’t you lovey-dovey tonight! I love you, too, Sandy, very much.” She laughed and held her martini up to me. “To us—the hottest, smartest, most fun-loving girls around. I love being married to you.” She held an oyster out for me. “Ready?”

I smiled and opened my mouth. The smooth, cool, salty, gelatinous flesh glided across my tongue. I pressed it to the roof of my mouth, spreading the flavors. I rolled my eyes. “Oh god, I love these west coast oysters. Why didn’t we ever try them years ago?”

She laughed. “Because you didn’t want to try new things... until you discovered the sensuality of feminization. Then the Fem-world opened you up. Thank god!”

“I know. Thanks for opening my eyes.”

We ate a fabulous dinner, had absinthe drips after our meal, and then a dessert, which we shared with espressos so we could party into the night.

We arrived at the club and found our gang in the quieter section away from the dance floor. The large booths had high sides to keep them quieter and more private. As we approached in mincing steps in our fetishy high heels, all four guys slid out of the booth to greet us. We exchanged hugs and kisses with all of them, and both of us ran a hand between us and the ones we greeted, stealing our first feel of the night. Each of them was already hard in their pants.

Two of them slid into the booth from each side, followed by Kara and me. I could smell their freshly washed hair and cologne as we bumped into each other, scooting across the seat until we were all packed in comfortably—Kara and I each sandwiched between two men. A hand from each of the guys who bookended me glided on my stockinged thighs.

They called over the waitress and ordered our regular cocktails for us.

I took advantage of having two free hands by unzipping their pants and taking out their shaved packages beneath the tablecloth. I gave each of them a peck on the lips and said, “Oh god, this is the life. You boys sure are ready.”

Bob said, “Of course we’re ready. We wouldn’t miss our night with you girls for anything. It comes along so infrequently.”

I stroked both of their hard, velvety shafts beneath the table and said, “Sorry. You know how many guys are on our list, and we treat everyone equally. We can’t always handle all of you in one night. Those nights are for special occasions, you know.”

“The holidays will be here soon,” Dan said as he leaned back, his arm around my shoulder.

“I know, it comes so fast...like you.” I laughed. We have to decide what theme we want for this year. Don’t worry, we’ll let you know when and where.”

Our drinks arrived, and I had to let one of them go to pick up my martini. I toasted. “To good times.”

We all clinked. Kara gave first one guy a deep kiss, her hands under the table, and then kissed the other. I had hands squeezing and caressing my legs, and I indulged in kissing both of my boys while I stroked them in turn.

We drank and laughed while our teasing went on. There was a hand under my dress, caressing my hardness through my panties. Kara obviously had something going on as she clutched her boy while his hand was under her dress, his arm thrusting. She rolled her eyes and shuddered. I loved seeing her like this, so engaged and in bliss.

I felt Dan remove my hand from his shaft, lean into me, and whisper, “I have to go slow or I’ll be done. I want to save it for your mouth.”

Kara took a break and composed herself. She pushed her tongue into her cheek, making it poke out as if she had a shaft in her mouth. She winked and looked around and then slid under the table, taking her napkin to kneel on. I met her under the table.

I wrapped my long fingers with painted nails around each warm, hard shaft and flicked each tip with my tongue, tasting their early emissions. I wrapped my lips around one and ran my tongue around the shaft while stroking the lower half of it, and I grasped the other one in my other hand. I was immersed in the pleasure of giving pleasure. It was like a dream as I moved back and forth between them. In the dim light beneath the table I could see Kara enjoying herself just as much.

It didn’t take long for Dan to flood my mouth with his reward. He squeezed my head tight and held it there while it pulsed in my lips, and I greedily swallowed as best I could. I drank from him until he couldn’t take it anymore, and he tugged my head off it.

I immediately dove onto the next one with an even greater fervor. Bob’s huge hands held my head as he thrusted while I bobbed, stroked, and ran my tongue around his thick shaft. I wanted him to feed me, and I wanted it immediately.

I tugged his shaved globes with one hand while my other one squeezed and stroked, and my mouth worked feverishly. I was throbbing in my panties from the excitement, and my body tingled all over.

His hands squeezed my head tight, and he stopped thrusting. His shaft swelled and shrank as it shot its sweet cream into my mouth. I drank copious amounts from it as his legs tensed and his hands clutched my head. I came profusely in my panties, my body shuddering. He gave a couple of short thrusts into my face and grunted. Then his body relaxed.

I savored his shaft, slowly running my tongue around it and flicking the tip to get the last drops. He twitched and tugged my head off him. I slid back into my seat and adjusted my dress. He wiped a drip off my chin and held it for me to lick. I took his finger into my mouth and cleaned it.

Kara was smiling, and the boys were tucking themselves away. She said, “Now all you boys will be able to last a while when we go to our house and you fill us girls, making love to us.” 
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I was running my tongue around something firm and salty. I heard screams and felt Kara clenching onto my arm. I took the pickle from my mouth and looked at it in disappointment. Someone had just been decapitated on the TV. I crunched the pickle; we were cuddled in our sweats on the couch. I hated horror movies, but Kara loved to feel terrified by them. She said it gave her contrast and intensity. I stared at the television.

I remembered what I had just experienced and how damn good it had been. I loved what we had done, how much pleasure Kara and I felt from the pleasure we had given. I loved the feeling of presenting and acting like a woman so much more than what I was doing now. Could it be there was another me in an alternate reality, living exactly how I had been experiencing it? Could I stay in that world? Could I change this world into that one?

Hugh Everett’s Many-Worlds Interpretation (MWI) is an interpretation of quantum mechanics that asserts that the universal wave function is objectively real, and that there is no wave function collapse. This implies that all possible outcomes of quantum measurements are physically realized in some "world" or universe. It’s become one of the most accepted theories. Could the curtain be lifting on one of the other outcomes I’m living?

Kara’s hand shook me as I stared blankly. “Stop working. I know you weren’t watching that movie.”

“Oh, it’s over? Darn.”

“Right. So, Hugh Everett again?”

I turned to her, and my eyes flicked across her features. I remembered her as made up when we went out as two girls—how she was so alive she practically glowed. “Kara, I need to tell you something.”

“What’s the matter, honey?” Her hand felt my forehead.

I pushed it away. “I’m fine. It’s just I think I’ve been experiencing one of the other outcomes of my life. You know, one of the other multiverses.”

“Really? How strange. What was it like? When do you experience it?”

“It was wonderful, actually. I’ve been flicking back and forth between them. It seems I take this consciousness with me when I go, but I still go on here, too, though I don’t remember it while I’m there. Did you notice anything strange with me during the movie, when we got home, or at dinner? It happened yesterday before we went to the mall too.”

“No. Nothing unusual. We did exactly the same things we always do. What was your illusion like?”

“It wasn’t an illusion, honey. It was very real. It was alive, sensual, erotic. I felt powerful and confident. You were very sexy and presented yourself as a powerful, sexy woman in revealing clothing; you were very happy. I mean, it was as if you had found your niche in life. Both of us. We were incredibly happy.”

She held my hand, her eyes wide. “That sounds wonderful. So you didn’t get jealous in that, uh, Fem-world when I dressed sexy? You didn’t feel you wanted to cover me up when I was dressed like that? Like in the dresses I tried on at the mall for you?”

I shook my head and laughed. “Not at all. I loved it. There was something different about me, though.”

“You weren’t such a stick-in-the-mud geek?”

“Hmm, nice way to put it. Very accurate, I admit. No, I wasn’t. I was a fully feminized version of myself with implants for hips and breasts, no body hair, lovely hairdo, pierced ears, long, fake, painted nails, and we both wore revealing minidresses and very high heels.” I looked up and to the right. “I don’t believe I’m saying this, but it was fantastic.” I turned to her, wide-eyed and smiling.

“See? You should have listened to me all those times I wanted to dress you up. Now, in another universe, you did it and ended up taking it all the way because you loved it so much.”

“Not all the way. I kept my little buddy down there.”

“Still. Hips, breasts. You’d look wonderful! Oh, how I wish I could see you in that world.”

“You did see me, there at least. We were two girls, married and committed and having a ball.”

“Lesbians?”

“I don’t know if that’s the term. I don’t care about labeling us. We were a very happy and committed couple.”

“That’s all that matters.” She held my hand and looked deep into my eyes, revealing her love for me.

“Right,” I continued, “and we were with a lot of hot guys. I watched you have a guy’s hand up your dress at the club while you shook and shuddered on it. Then we gave them all pleasure with our mouths, swallowing it all up greedily, and then... we were going to take them home so they could make love to us.” My heart raced, fearing Kara’s response to the truth.

She rolled her eyes. A huge smile came across her face. “Wow. That does sound like fun.” She laughed, crossed her legs and bounced one foot. “It’s making me hot right now. And you were fine with it? With me being made love to by another man?”

“I wasn’t a man, so there isn’t another. Just one after another with you and me, I guess. I came back before the love-making, though. But I know I was looking forward to seeing you that way and me being made love to.”

“So what do we do? How do we get to the other universe?”

“I don’t know. I don’t think we can. I don’t know what mechanism causes me to go there.”

“Maybe it’s just a message from the universe so you can get there in this world too. Maybe we should try in this universe. Maybe you should let me feminize you like I always wanted to. Please?”

I thought about it as I saw the excitement in her eyes. I remembered how good it felt to be presenting as a woman.

Kara said, “I don’t need to have boyfriends, though. It can still be just us.”

I ran my hand through her hair. It was prettier in the other world, more stylish. She was prettier. Happier. I remembered her pleasure from the guy’s hand under her dress and when she took them under the table and when we ate dinner together.

“No. It seems you should get to have that too. Why should we limit ourselves if it worked out so well in the other universe?”

She nodded. A grin rose on her face. “Hmm, okay, princess. Tomorrow, you become Sandy, the girl. At least as best we can until you decide to have implants done.”

My heart raced. My palms sweated. “Uh, I...”

“Nonsense. You know you want to. The universe has given you a gift. You can’t look a gift horse in the mouth, ya know.” 
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Kara fell asleep next to me while I read yet another book on quantum theory. We were nestled and warm in our bed after our usual weekend night out and horror movie. As I underlined a key point, the book was gone. There was a man breathing in my ear, moaning little moans, thrusting into my bottom while he held my legs back. My heels flailed in the air above me.

He filled me with pleasure, my shaft swinging around in circles, drips flying off it. I turned my head to see Kara. She was lying on top of one naked man while he thrusted up into her, and another was above her, thrusting into her front. She whimpered with the pleasure, and the two of them filled her with long, deep thrusts.

Her breasts made circles on her chest as they jiggled from each hard shove of the one in front. Her head rolled to the side, and her eyes opened and met mine. She reached out a hand and grasped mine. I could feel her bliss while I experienced my own.

The book fell off my supporting pillow with a loud clunk. I turned to see that Kara was still asleep. I shut off the light and pulled the covers over me. I tried to sleep. 
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I woke early in the morning as usual—one can only sleep so long, and we were always in bed early. I heard Kara showering in the en suite. I went downstairs and made us breakfast. She came downstairs wearing makeup, her hair done, a denim minidress with heels, and a pink V-neck sweater. She kissed my cheek as I stood by the stove in my sweats.

I turned and gave her a hug and a kiss on the cheek. “You smell fabulous.”

“Thanks. It’s the perfume I never wear because you say it attracts too much attention.”

“And you look great.”

“I thought since we’re going to bring out the girl in you, I should look like one too. Can’t have you wearing makeup and me not. They’ll think I’m a guy.” She laughed.

“Bring out the girl in me.”

“Isn’t that what we decided?”

I pointed to the table where I left a series of sticky notes. She went to it and sat, crossing her legs in her heels, and began to read them.

“Attachment for shower?”

“Yes, in Fem-world we were both made love to last night, and they used our bottoms. You had front and back love made to you. You were in heaven.”

She gasped and covered her mouth. “Really?”

“Really.”

She read on. “Vibrating plug? Two?”

“Yes. We’ll both need to get used to having something in there if I’m ever to experience what I did last night.”

She marked it. “I made it three. I want one in front too.” She wrote something else down. “And I added a fake male part for you...ah, make it one for me too. No, make it three.” She chortled. “We’ll get you some practice toys we both can use.”

She went down my list, reading it out loud comically. “Hair styling, highlighting, pedicure, manicure with long nails, two piercings each ear, jewelry, minidresses, miniskirts and revealing tops, bras, panties, lingerie, garter belts, stockings, pantyhose, crotchless panties, garters, very high heels, perfume, makeup, purses, epilator, bubble bath, loofa, skin cream.” She smiled. “I guess we’re bringing out your girl, all right. Seems you’ve given it some thought.”

“I have. They’re all things I’ll need, and you get your wish of going shopping with me.”

“I sure will, princess. I’m so happy you’ve taken this on. You’ll love it. You’ll see. I can find a miniskirt and top and things for you to wear to the mall, and I can do your makeup so you’ll at least look like a casual girl like me.”

“Good. I was wondering about shopping as a guy for girls’ things, and it was feeling a little too weird. Thanks.”

“No thanks necessary. Thank you for doing this. We’re gonna have a ball.” She picked up the pen and wrote something else down.

“What was that item?” I asked.

“Libido enhancers, ED pills, gel breast forms, and hip- and butt-padded panties.

“Ya think?”

“Why not? Heck. May as well dive into it all the way. When was the last time we really did anything sensual and sexual like this?”

“Right. Okay. You win. May as well. I just have to do this now and do it as well as I can.”

“Exactly. Just like everything you do.”

We ate breakfast and were at the mall before it opened. I looked like a bland young woman as we entered. I felt strange but good. We did our hair and nails first, then piercings for me, and Kara got another one. At that point, I was really getting into my new presentation. I suddenly knew why women enjoyed shopping so much, with all the variety and excitement of trying on different things. We shopped until we could carry no more.

We ate lunch and then were off to the adult toy store in the seedy area of town, where we bought numerous toys as well as special panties with hip and butt pads and a sheath to tuck my excitedness in. We were home by one and took baths with loofas, scented oils, and bubbles. Kara taught me again how to do my makeup, but more dramatically this time since we were going on the town. I loved seeing my face framed by my new hairstyle, earrings dangling brightly, my face painted and contoured.

I was rigid under my towel as I went into the bedroom to dress. Kara had laid it all out for me; I sat and slid the silky sheer suntan thigh-highs up my hairless legs. I reveled in the sensation, so sensual and lovely. I slipped into my bra and loaded it with my new gel breast forms, making wonderful cleavage on my chest. My memories of the Fem-world were coming back in a flood of pleasant familiarity.

I slipped into my padded panties, creating almost the same shape I’d had in the Fem-world. I tucked my rigidness into the silky, fleshy-feeling sheath that kept it happy and alive while hiding it thoroughly.

I slipped on the ultra-high-heel shoes and walked in tiny steps to the mirror to admire myself while I stepped into my V-neck minidress and slid it over my hips. I ran my long-nailed hands over my hips, admiring my new, very enticing shape. I throbbed in my silky sheath and pressed my hand on it. The libido enhancers and ED pills had done their job, and now all the rest emphasized it. I had never been so aroused in my life.

Kara came into the room as I sprayed perfume over my hair and body. “You look fabulous, Sandy. Just how I’d pictured you. Are you like yourself in Fem-world?”

“Pretty close, but she didn’t have to mess with silicone padding. If this works, I’ll do what she did. It’s so much nicer for it to be a part of me, rather than an addition.”

Her hand rested on my shoulder as we gazed into the full-length mirror. “You’re so pretty. I love you even more this way.” She kissed my cheek. “It’s so you, princess.”

“Thanks.” I turned and hugged her. “Mind if I go have a drink? I need one to relax. I’m too excited right now.”

“Sure, honey. You do that and I’ll get ready. I’ll drive tonight, too, so you can indulge.”

“Thanks.”

“Are you ready for having men make love to us? Or to you?”

“Not yet. One step at a time. I need to be relaxed in the new me first.”

“No problem, sweetie. Maybe we’ll just get you some nice creamy stuff to drink from some hot guys tonight...if you want.”

I thought about my memory of it, and I wanted it so badly. I throbbed in my panties. At the same time, though, I had this inner reluctance. “Uh, we’ll see how it goes. Okay?” I kissed her on the lips lightly so as not to mess our lipstick.

“Okay. Then let’s just have some dinner and go clubbing and dance. Maybe we’ll meet some guys who interest you for some other time.”

“Sounds good.”

Kara went to her phone and clicked on the vibrator app. She looked at me as she smiled. She wriggled her hips and said, “Front one feels wonderful. You’ll have to try this tomorrow.” She rubbed her panties. “Mmm, I have to get dressed. Should have plugged you already so we could both have some stimulation tonight. Maybe you’d change your mind after that.” She turned and sat on the bed to slip on her stockings.

I went downstairs and poured a drink, crossed my legs at the bar and caressed them, feeling the luscious ripples of sensual pleasure it sent through me. I bounced a high-heeled foot over my other leg, my sheath massaging me with each bounce, and I sipped my martini. Maybe I shouldn’t be such a stick-in-the-mud. I remembered Kara at the club in Fem-world. Maybe she should at least get what I never could give her.
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The staff at our usual restaurant didn’t recognize me, and Kara introduced me as her sister. That would do for now.

“We have to have oysters, Kara. I had them in Fem-world, and they’re fabulous. The west coast ones have the best flavor.”

“What? No chicken piccata and white wine? You are a different Sandy.”

“I know. This me is so much more fun. Feels so much better. I’m getting there now, though. I love wearing these clothes and being what I always kinda felt inside.”

We ordered martinis and tried all new dishes from the menu along with some bourbon after dinner and espresso to give us energy. It was wonderful being in our bank vault and taking advantage of our privacy by caressing each other beneath the table. I could tell Kara was feeling very sensual with our caresses and her plug humming away in her silently.

Her hand slid along my stockinged thigh as we sipped espresso. “So, do you feel up to going to the club? We could at least dance together.”

“Uh, I don’t know. For one, I can’t dance for beans, and second, the way we look, it’ll be like advertising for guys to hit on us.” I bounced a foot over my leg, throbbing while remembering Fem-world at the club.

“Hmm, your body language is telling me that your words are not what you’re feeling. I think you want exactly that. Just like you had in Fem-world.”

“But Kara, wanting something and actually having the courage to go for it are two different things.”

“True. Why are you afraid? You’ve already experienced it before in Fem-world and enjoyed it.”

“I know. But I haven’t gotten used to the idea of me pleasing men or even you pleasing other men.”

“See? Other men. There’s your problem. You’re still thinking you’re a man, and you’re not. Who looks better, you now or you as a male?”

“Me now. It’s crazy how much better it fits me.”

She nodded. “And how do you feel now as opposed to how you usually feel? Now stop me if I say something that isn’t accurate. Usually you’re meek, bored, quiet, uninterested in most things, narrow-minded about food and drink and life as a whole.” She paused. “Right?”

“Sad, but true.”

“And how do you feel now?”

“Hmm, ready to try great new foods like the oysters we had and our new menu items, new drinks. I feel sensual, sexy, powerful, confident...alive.”

“You know why they didn’t recognize you here? Because you even carry yourself more proudly—tall, not slouched, confident in your walk. I can see it myself. You radiate it.”

“I do feel that way. It’s like an energy inside me.”

“So... given all that, are you a girl now or a guy like you were?”

“Oh Kara...” I stared off and took a deep breath. “As usual, you’re right. I’m a woman, not a man anymore. At least the way I am now.”

“Do you want to go back?”

“No. Not really. I mean...not at all.”

“Okay then. Be a big girl. I’m sure your Fem-world self had to go through the same things you are. Now face your fears and have some courage that you’re on the right path so you can join your other Sandy in this universe and have what she has.”

I nodded.

“So are we at least going dancing?”

I nodded. 
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I remembered the club from Fem-world as we entered. It was the same, but different. A different name, same building, different furnishings, and so on. We took seats at the bar.

Kara crossed her stockinged legs and rested a heel on the stool rail as she turned her seat, grasped my hand, and looked into my eyes. “I’m gonna have a drink and then stop for a while because I’m driving. You can feel free to loosen up with a few drinks if it helps you, honey. As a doctor, I’d suggest it.”

I laughed. “Yeah, as much a medical doctor as I am. Don’t ever perform surgery on me.”

She smiled. “You look like a deer in the headlights. Relax. Have a few drinks.” She rubbed my thigh with her hand.

The bartender came over, and Kara ordered me a double vodka rocks dirty and herself a gin and tonic. The place was hopping, people moving about, hot guys and girls everywhere. We weren’t the only girls dressed in revealing, sexy outfits and heels. Kara looked fabulous, and I wanted to just take her home, throw her on the bed, and make love to her.

“Hello, ladies. Looks like you need a drink,” came a voice from behind us. I felt a hand on the back of my seat. I turned to look.  It was Dan from Fem-world!

“Uh, I, uh...” I stuttered.

Kara flung her hand out to him, and he shook it while she said, “Hi! I’m Kara, and this is my friend Sandy.”

He shook my hand. “I’m Dan. Nice to meet you.”

I asked, “Do we know each other?”

“I don’t think so, no.”

“Okay. You just look familiar.” I thought, Yeah familiar all right. I remembered drinking from his font of male passion. I throbbed in my panties and bounced a foot.

Our drinks came, and he paid for them.

I whispered in Kara’s ear. “He was in Fem-world. Sometimes he comes really fast.”

Kara raised her eyebrows and covered her mouth.

Dan held his drink up to us. “To getting to know you both better.”

We raised our drinks. “Thanks for the drink,” Kara said and clinked. I thanked him and clinked, and we all drank. I shot mine down and slid the glass to the edge for another.

Kara put her hand on his arm and said, “So, Dan, are you here alone tonight?”

“My buddies are roaming around somewhere.”

I leaned into Kara and whispered, “There were four of them in Fem-world, and after using our mouths on them and getting our rewards, they came home with us and made love to us...” All of a sudden, I felt nervous. I whispered to her, “I’m afraid, Kara.”

“Oh, for Christ’s sake, Sandy. Just suck it up, you sissy. You know you want to. Your other self managed it,” Kara said under her breath.

“Something wrong, ladies?” Dan asked.

Kara grabbed his hand and placed it on her leg. “Not at all, Dan. We were just sharing some girl talk. Sorry. We didn’t mean to be rude.”

“Oh, of course not. I know how you girls can be. Not a problem. Maybe we should see if we can get a booth before they’re all gone.”

“That would be nice,” Kara said. “Right, Sandy?”

I nodded. My second drink came; I picked it up and Dan paid for it.

“Thanks, Dan,” I said looking into his eyes.

“No problem. You look like you can use it. You seem nervous.”

“Just haven’t done the bar scene in so long. You know, all dressed up and all the crazy energy around.”

“Right. I can imagine how it would feel being almost naked and showing off your assets so well. I’d be a little intimidated too. But I have to say, you two look fabulous.” He flashed a big smile at us both. His big hand touched our thighs and slid on them, sending a ripple of pleasure though me. “And I love when women wear such sheer silky stockings. It’s so much sexier than a bare leg.”

Kara slid his hand higher to slightly under the hem of her dress. “It feels so nice to the touch, doesn’t it? And for us, it feels nice to be touched. Trust me.”

The way this was headed, my heart raced some more. I throbbed and felt tingles all through me. But my mind kept saying no. I had to suck it up like Kara said. I had to get past this so I could be the me I was in Fem-world.

Kara slid off the stool and stood next to Dan. Even with Kara in her five-inch heels, he was much taller than either of us. His back turned to the crowd. She leaned into him, stood on her toes, and whispered something in his ear while she rubbed his crotch discreetly. She leaned back with a question on her face as she waited for Dan to respond.

“Dan had a grin ear to ear as he looked me over. He smiled and nodded and looked Kara up and down again. His eyes rested on her breasts as he nodded to her. They both clinked glasses and drank, then looked at me.

Dan placed his hand on my thigh and smiled. “Your wife has informed me how special you are and how you’d love to please a real man with your mouth for the first time ever tonight. She thought I might help you attain that goal.” His eyes locked on mine as they popped wide open and my jaw dropped. His finger gently touched my lip. “Such sweet, luscious lips you have. I think they’ll looked great wrapped around it.”

My heart raced in my chest. I throbbed in my panties. Kara whispered in my ear. I rolled my eyes and shook my head. She glared at me and tilted her head. She tugged my arm. I grabbed my drink and slugged it down. This was it. She wouldn’t take no for an answer. 
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We were in a private room in the back of the club away from the pounding music and throbbing bodies, all except for my throbbing self and the throbbing, velvety sword in my mouth. I felt Kara’s hand on my head as she knelt beside me and whispered in my ear, “Good girl, Sandy. Immerse yourself in it, taste it, feel it, feel his passion for you, race your tongue around his shaft and tip and make him crazy. Pull on his gorgeous shaved balls. Stroke him with your other hand. Look up into his eyes as you give him so much pleasure.”

I did all she asked and did it very willingly. I was beside myself with the titillation of it all. I could tell I was oozing in my panties, riding on the edge of my own bliss. His hands squeezed my head as I tugged on his shaved globes and looked up at him, bobbing my head and stroking his shaft with my other hand. His eyes went wide, and he held my head tight.

His shaft swelled in my mouth and then, across my tongue shot a substantial gush, which I voraciously swallowed, still looking into his eyes. Dan squeezed my head and thrusted into my face, then held the tip just inside of my lips as he shot again. He repeated, thrusting and gushing several times while his body shook, and he moaned quietly.

When he was done, he slouched a bit and lifted me to my feet. He hugged me tight, his now shrinking shaft pressed against me. “Nice job, Sandy. That was as good a job as anyone could do, and I’m honored to have been your first.” He took me by the hand onto a couch.

Kara kissed me on the cheek. “You were wonderful. See how good it is?” She sat on the other side of him, took his shrinking shaft into her hand and stroked it slowly. “Now it’s my turn. Think you can get hard again, Dan? Sandy wants to watch his wife with a real man. Right, Sandy?”

I nodded sheepishly. I was so aroused, there was nothing that wasn’t provocative. Even my wife being impaled by this hunk.

Kara asked, “Right, Sandy? Say it.”

“Right.”

“No. Say what you want to see. Repeat what I said so I know it’s what you want.”

She continued stroking Dan, trying to get him hard. Dan smiled at me. “Say it, Sandy, or I won’t do it.”

I took a deep breath. I overcame my fears of what I was about to say and said it. “I want to see you stretch and fill my wife with your thick, long, and hard real man-meat and make her feel what she wants to feel from a real man by making love to her deeply and powerfully. Then I want to see you release your built-up passion into her while she shudders and shakes on it. There. I said it. How was that? Accurate?” I laughed nervously. “I don’t believe I said that. It just came rolling out.”

Kara smiled broadly and patted my shoulder. “Good girl. Now take Dan into your mouth again and get him ready for me.”

She held it for me, and I bent down and did it. He was half limp but soon became engorged again, and I was diligent and passionate in my ministrations to him. I wanted to have him reward me again.

Kara pulled me off him. “Good girl, now move aside and watch. If you’d like to, while you watch your wife made love to by a real man, you can play with your sissy thing.”

I stood and Kara slid onto his lap, lifted her minidress up over her hips, and slid her panties aside. He guided himself as she lowered herself onto it. She moaned as she took it all in and then lowered her top to expose her breasts to him. He sucked her nipples and both his huge hands lifted her and dropped her, impaling her on him.

I watched them both. Kara was in heaven, her head rolling on her shoulders. She made little whimpers and said, “Oh, god, Dan, you feel so good! You’re so thick and long and hot. Pump me full whenever you’re ready, baby. I love this so much.”

I had never seen Kara so into this like she was now. It was riveting seeing her feel so good. I pressed on the front of my dress, on my padded panties where I was inside the fleshy sheath. I watched them and rubbed myself. It was phenomenal, standing there in my high heels, smelling my perfume, feeling my breasts on my chest, seeing my wife in heaven.

After some time and several shudders and shakes by my wife, with plenty of wetness coming from her, Dan grasped her hips and shoved up into her forcefully and held it there. He grunted and grasped her hair tightly in his hand as he looked into her eyes. “Ready, baby?”

“Oh god, yes please, Dan. Do it,” Kara said, looking into his eyes. His face contorted, and he slammed it into her over and over, making her whimper and hang onto him so she didn’t fly off. He grunted again and shoved it deep, then held it there momentarily. I could see it as it pulsed and shot his first couple of loads into her. Then he thrusted some more, and Kara shuddered and shook on top of him. She fell to his face to hug him tight to her and kiss him deep.

My eyes locked on him inside her and his juices oozing from her, and I rubbed myself through the padded panties. My slippery, fleshy rod flooded the sheath while my knees shook, and I held onto a chair to keep from falling.

I watched his last swelling and shrinking inside her as I did the same in my panties. I lowered myself to the chair. They both fell limp, Kara resting on his shoulder, Dan stroking her hair and kissing her neck and cheeks. “That was heavenly, Kara.”

“Yes, honey, it sure was,” she said quietly. “It was better than heaven.”

We all rested for a few minutes. Kara and Dan kissed lovingly for a few minutes. Kara climbed off Dan and slung her purse on her shoulder. She straightened her dress, tucking her breasts back in and pulling her hem down over her hips. She kissed my cheek and placed a hand on my crotch. “Did you enjoy that? Did you play with yourself, princess, while you watched your wife?”

I nodded.

“Good girl.” She kissed me on the lips then said, “I love you so much, Sandy. I’m proud of you for being such a big girl tonight.”

I nodded. 
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We both got home and fell into bed. I dreamt about all of it through the night, catching myself humping into the bed, my silky stockings slipping on the sheets, my heels still on, my chest pressing on my breasts.

I woke and turned to find Kara in the shower. I slipped out of the padded panties and dropped them onto the floor. Kara came out. She sat on the bed next to me, smelling fresh and clean while she toweled her head. She ran her hand through my hair. “How’s my princess this morning?”

“Horny as hell.”

“Good. Then I’ll go make breakfast while you shower and get dressed. I’ll bring you a coffee. Now use the attachment after you do your duty, dear. It’s a plug day for us both.”

“Oh god, do I have to? Can’t I just get rid of this monkey on my back?”

Not until later. If you do what I say, I’ll let you do something you’ll love to shake that monkey. Okay?”

I nodded.

“Good girl.” She stood and went downstairs. I lay there until she came back with a coffee. I drank it while she dried her hair and did her makeup. I did my duty and used the attachment. It actually felt good, as gross as it seemed, and I felt fresh and alive when I was done.

I did my hair and makeup and dressed in a pretty flowered minidress, with sheer suntan thigh-highs and heels to match the dress. I used regular stretchy panties to hold my hardness against my belly. I put on my jewelry and perfume, loaded my purse, and went downstairs.

We ate breakfast, my mind full of conflict now that the sensuality of becoming the new me again was put aside for now.

“What’s wrong, Sandy? You seem preoccupied like you’re thinking about work. Hugh Everett again?”

I shook my head and looked at her. “No. Conflict. Paradigms, beliefs.”

“Jealousy?”

“No. I don’t know if I should be. I mean, I loved seeing you enjoy yourself so much. I enjoyed it too. But I’m having trouble with all I did last night and what happened. It doesn’t fit with a normal happy relationship.”

“Well, princess, listen to me. There are no normal happy relationships. Those are simply societal constructs of what the tribe deems to be normal. True relationships provide enhanced living for the parties involved, not limiting paradigms. You always use logic to make decisions. You’re a scientist. Don’t let your outdated paradigms dictate your course, or we’ll be just like everyone else, and you’ll never have what you already have in your parallel universe.”

I nodded and ate.

She reached out and held my hand. She looked into my eyes lovingly. “You’re simply having dying pains...or growing pains. It depends on which end you look at it from. Your old self has to die for your new self to grow.”

“I guess. I never thought it would be like this.”

“It has to be. It’s that way with any major change. But once you’re used to it and you use your logic to close the loop, you’ll be better than ever. Now eat up. You look lovely today.”

“Thanks.”

“You did your makeup so nicely, and I love that dress. It brings out the color in your cheeks.”

I laughed. “That could be the blush I used. Is it too much, honey?” I crossed my legs beneath the table, feeling them slide deliciously. I bounced a foot. I wrapped my fingers with their beautifully painted nails around the juice glass, held a pinky out and sipped, looking at her.

“Oh no, you’ve done a wonderful job. It doesn’t look like makeup. You seem to have a girlish glow.

“Hmm, thanks.” I enjoyed the compliments and felt secure. I ran my hand though my hair and fluffed it a bit. “Is my hair okay? I used some product to try to get more texture.”

“It’s perfect. You’re perfect.”

Done eating, I slid away from the table and leaned back. I adjusted my cleavage. I sipped my juice, looking at my pretty fingers holding the glass. My rings glittering in the light. I sniffed my wrist. “Mmm, I just love this scent.” I held a bent wrist up to Kara. “It’s so, so...”

She sniffed the air. “It’s feminine, honey. Very feminine and pretty like you are.”

I throbbed in my panties, feeling proud and sexy. I bounced a foot over my leg. Caressed my stockinged thigh.

Kara smiled and squeezed my hand. “Feeling better?”

“Much. I feel lovely.”

She grinned, watching me dig in my purse for my perfume. I spritzed it in the air above me. “You’re such a girl, Sandy. This is you. You move, walk, sit, and act so much more naturally now. Before you always seemed disconnected somehow.”

“I know. It’s the right thing. I just need more help breaking my paradigms.”

“I know. I thought you would. Don’t worry, I have a solution.” She stood and took my hand. “Now, let’s go take care of that monkey on your back.”

I stood and followed Kara to the bedroom She pulled down the coverings from the bed I had made and dropped her robe to the floor. She slid her naked body onto the sheets and moved up to the head of the bed. She held her arms out to me, her nipples hard on her firm breasts. Her hips swelled as she slid her legs back. “Come to me, princess.”

I slid onto the bed. She brought me close and slid my panties to the side. She grasped my shaft and guided me into her. “Now put it into me like Dan did last night. Put it where he had his and take me.”

I did. She wrapped her legs around me and kissed me deeply, hugging me to her. I humped into her a couple of times slowly, the tension building quickly in me.

“That’s a good girl, Sandy. Now make love to me like Dan did last night. Remember seeing him doing that?”

“God yes!”

I felt it coming and lost control. “Huh, uh…”

She giggled. “Oh my, that was fast. Let it go, my lovely sissy.”

I humped her rapidly like an adolescent child humping a pillow. I squeezed her tight to me. She pulled my bottom to her as deep as I could go. In moments, I had spent myself into her. I collapsed on her. “Oh god, Kara. You’re too much for me.”

She stroked my hair. “Good girl, Sandy. You’re my little sissy princess. My lovely sissy princess. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, honey.”

We lay there resting. Then when my breathing slowed, Kara slid out from under me and went into the bathroom. She came back and held one hand out to me. “Sit up, sweetie. I have a gift for you. Something to help you break your paradigms.”

“A gift? You’re too good to me, honey.”

I sat up and swung my legs over the bed. She lifted my dress. “Hold this up for me.” I held my dress up, unable to see what she was doing. I felt something cold and hard wrapping around my globes and shaft. Then there was something cold pressing over it, and it clinked as she joined the pieces, then clicked something. I looked under the dress. I was caged, locked inside of it.

“Honey!?”

“Shh! You’ll see, this will help you.”

“How?”

“I won’t take it off until you agree to having men make love to you. Then I’ll know you’ve become the girl you were in your parallel universe, and you’ll be able to be what you liked the best... her. You haven’t had any dreams lately, right?”

“You know, come to think of it, I haven’t.”

“I think you experienced them just to get you started. I think you’re on your way, and you don’t need them anymore.”

“Maybe.” I stared at the cage. I shook it. It was heavy and tugged on me. I tucked it back into my panties and lowered my dress. “Okay. Now what?”

She went to the bathroom and came back with a glass of water and two pills. “Take these.”

“What are they?” I held them and the water.

“Libido enhancer and ED pills, sweetie. To move things along faster.”

“Oh god. Take these and wear the cage?”

“Yes, honey. Take the pills and then I’m going to take mine, and we’re both going to get plugged. Two for me and one for you.”

“Oh god. What did I get myself into? I wonder if the other me had to do this.”

“Maybe the other you wasn’t such a stick-in-the-mud to begin with. Maybe that’s why you had those experiences from the other universe...because you’re so stubborn.”

I nodded and drank down the pills. By the time Kara plugged us both, I was rock-hard in that tiny cage and on the edge; I had never been so aroused in my life. My skin tingled, everything felt more intense—my silky stockings caressing me, my breasts tugging on my chest and shoulders, my high heels forcing a hip-swaying walk, my perfume filling my senses with feminine delight. Colors were more vivid, smells stronger, bird calls prettier. I throbbed and oozed in my cage. It was heaven and hell rolled into one. 
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Over the next few days Kara tried to get me to make more progress, but I was still reticent. We went to the park, went shopping, had dinners and drinks out and at home. It was a wonderful vacation, and I didn’t think about work once. All the time my arousal grew greater and greater, and finally it seemed there was a pack of monkeys on my back.

Then one night, frustrated, Kara said at dinner, “Honey, you have to let the old you die.”

“I know. I know. I just can’t seem to make the leap.”

“Don’t you want relief?”

“I do, but it isn’t all bad. It feels nice too. A heaven-and-hell feeling.”

“Don’t you want to feel connected to a man while he makes passionate love to you, confirming how beautiful and sexy you are? Don’t you want him to penetrate you and fill you with his passion? I know I want it more than ever from all these freakin’ days plugged and pilled,” she huffed. “Christ! Why don’t you?” She put her face in her hands.

I took in her frustration. I hadn’t thought about how hard it must be for her. She was doing what I was doing, and she had no reason, other than to do it with me. To support me. I was being selfish. I hung my head down.

She took a deep breath and ran her hand through my hair. “Let Dan make love to you. I know he would. I know you’d love it. Cross the threshold into your new world and let the old you die.”

I thought about how she had described it. “Penetrate me? It sounds horrible. Like I’m going to be impaled.”

“Ha, ha, ha. Yeah, kinda. But it’s heavenly, sweetie. Want to watch me again? Maybe then you can pay attention to how great it is.”

I remembered seeing how great it was for her. I throbbed in my cage again. I crossed my legs under the table and caressed my thigh. Sandy grabbed my hand and slid it on my leg. “See? Just thinking of it excites you.”

“I know. I remember seeing you and Dan and how good he made you feel. But now, I can’t even have a release when you and Dan do.”

“Exactly. Then just agree to Dan making love to you, and we can take the cage off, shave you down there again, and he can be your first lover.”

“What about you?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t mind watching my love made love to. I think I’d love it. Besides, if I want, I’m sure he has some handsome friends.”

“True. Maybe we should... I feel so dirty saying this.”

“Go ahead, princess.”

“Maybe we should have a little party so you won’t be by yourself, watching. Dan knows about me, and he’s okay with what I am. His friends might be too. I’m sure his friends would love to be inside you.”

She smiled. “Hmm, okay. I won’t mind that a bit. Good girl, Sandy. We’ll both have our monkeys off soon.” 
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We went home after dinner. Kara took my cage off, and I was able to shave myself nice and smooth there again. I still had the effects of the libido enhancers, the ED pills, and the throbbing, humming plug inside of me. Needless to say, I was oozing and dying for release.

I slipped into a little nightie, and Kara did the same. She had poured us both a couple of drinks and was on the couch waiting for me. “Honey, maybe we should get some relief. I can’t take it anymore.”

“Sounds good to me.” I was solid as a rock in my panties. I seated myself beside her.

Her hand caressed my leg. “Make love to me.”

I sipped my drink and said, “Sounds lovely. I can’t guarantee it’ll be as good for you as it will be for me.” I ran my hand through her hair and kissed her cheek.

“That’s okay. If I don’t get any relief, I’ll just take care if it myself with a toy.” She gave me a peck on my lips. “You’ve been so good and have come so far—you deserve a reward.”

She tossed her drink back and stood, reaching her hand out to me. “Come, little girl.”

I finished my drink and took her hand. She led us to the bedroom, our heels clicking on the floor. She slid onto the bed and raised her knees up, her head on the pillow. She held her arms out to me. I slid onto the sheets and between her legs. She removed her front plug, grasped my shaft and guided me into her hot, tight wetness.

“Oh god, Kara.” I drove it deep into her like a rabbit. I couldn’t help myself. I pressed her thighs back and looked into her eyes. “Huh, uh...” I shoved it in and held it there as my body spasmed, and I felt it pulsing in her.

She hugged me to her, my body shaking. “My you were on the edge. That was very quick. Very nice too.” She clenched herself on me over and over.

I collapsed on her to catch my breath while she stroked my hair. “Good girl, Sandy. Rest now.” Kara slid out from under me and went to the bathroom. I fell asleep.
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In the morning Dudley Do-Right was in my mouth while I slid my shaft against the sheets. I woke up and stopped. Kara lay sleeping next to me, her toys on her nightstand. She was peaceful and looked like an angel. I didn’t want to wake her, so I slid out of bed, put my satin robe on, and went downstairs to make breakfast.

When Kara woke and came down, I was sipping coffee.

“Mmm, smells wonderful. Pancakes and bacon. Thank you, Sandy.”

“You’re welcome. Sorry about last night.”

“Nothing to be sorry for. I had our new Dudley Do-Right toy. Not many a man can beat him. Between the vibrations and the size, it was plenty. With toys like that around, I don’t think I’d ever really need a man. At least not for that.

I took the food out of the oven and placed it on the table for us. Poured juice and coffee. “But then you’d miss out on all the things you told me I so needed to experience.”

“Because you never had them. I guess I still like it real too. But as far as need to, well, I don’t need it. As a matter of fact, I’d be perfectly happy with just us and forget about the others. I love having you in me and making you feel so good. But you need to experience it.”

“I see.” I tasted the pancakes and syrup, relishing the sweetness of them and the unselfishness of my Kara.

“I don’t need a male lover either, honey.”

“You need to experience it at least once to be able to say that. Don’t be trying to back out of what we agreed to last night. We’re having a party.”

I nodded. The thought of her and Dan or even Dan and me was electrifying. Maybe she could have some of Dan’s friends while Dan broke me in. “I guess you’re right. And you need to have several lovers if Dan has any suitable friends. Okay?”

“If you want me to. Like I said...”

“It would gratify me greatly if you would, knowing how good you’ll feel. It will be almost as if I made you feel that good myself by somehow giving to you as a gift. I’d feel less selfish too. Please? Indulge me.”

“Okay, honey. By the way, I left the other Dudley on your pillow. Did you play with it at all?” She laughed and sat.

I nodded. “I did. I woke with it in my mouth, and I was dreaming it was real. It was arousing, to say the least.”

“Good girl. See? You’re changing.”

We finished eating and did the dishes together. Kara got on the phone to Dan and went into the other room. When she came back, she was smiling. “We have a solution. Dan’s excited about being your first, and he definitely has friends who would be suitable and interested. We’re going to his place for dinner tonight.”

“Tonight?”

“Yes, the longer you put this off, the more difficult it will be for you to pull the trigger. Now go shower and do your thing—plug and take your pills. Then we can go for a walk and relax. He said to come over about four.”

My heart raced and my jaw dropped as it hit me. This was it. I was going to be taken by a man. I crossed and uncrossed my legs nervously. I throbbed in my panties. “Oh my gosh. I can’t believe this is happening so fast. What should I wear? Should I do my hair differently?”

“Hmm, I think you’ll do fine making yourself look inviting to them. I know I won’t have a problem.”

“Them?”

“Yes, honey. Dan said he thought he’d have a number of interested guys to entertain us both. I told him you asked me to indulge you and have some men for myself too. We’ll both be satisfying more than one real man. I’m sure it’ll be very gratifying for you.” 
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We spent the day trying to relax. Neither of us could, though. Not with the night ahead of us. We ended up unplugging, showering, and getting ready early just to have something to take our minds off it a little. I tried on outfit after outfit, but I couldn’t decide on what to wear.

“Honey, what should I do? I can’t decide.” I stood in my tightly cinched black satin corset, with garter straps holding up my ultra-sheer black lace top stockings. My gel breast forms gave me lovely cleavage, and my strappy black stilettos forced me to walk in tiny steps to and from the three-way mirror. I stood there looking at myself, my shaft bobbing out from my crotchless panties, a shiny drop on the tip. I put one dress after the other in front of me trying to decide.

Kara wore a matching outfit, and she stood alongside of me, her hand around my waist. “I think we both look incredibly hot. I don’t want to cover us up too much.” She squeezed her exposed breast and tugged on the shimmering chain cinched onto her nipples that wrapped around her neck and fell between her breasts. “Mmm. I don’t know. What do you think?”

I turned to see my backside and the invitation my butt cheeks made. “You’re right. Less can be more. Maybe we should just wear a coat for the drive... and forget a dress or skirt.”

Kara turned to and fro, observing herself. “Yeah. Good idea.”

We finished putting on our jewelry and perfumed ourselves thoroughly. I was immersed in my new self and excited about the life ahead of us now. As I gazed into the mirror, my image winked at me and smiled even though I never did. I covered my mouth with my hand, and the image didn’t.

The image spoke to me. “Good job, Sandy. Now go make more of us like I’ve been doing.”

“Make more? How?”

“Just set out the intention to share the new you with the other Sandys out there, and they’ll find you like you did me. They’ll experience you, and ultimately, if they’re lucky like you, they’ll become fem. Why not? It beats the heck out of the old versions of us, right?”

“God, yes. Thank you for sharing with me.”

She nodded and winked, and it was just my own reflection again. I turned to see if Kara had seen it, but she was in the bathroom making her makeup more dramatic.

I closed my eyes and made a wish to share my experiences as my new self to the other Sandys out there in the multiverses. I opened my eyes and smiled in the mirror, imagining other Sandys now experiencing both what I was right then and also what I would be doing later. It added another layer of sensuality and excitement to it, thinking there were other versions of me discovering a Fem-world of their own and being a part of my sensuality and bliss, power, confidence, and femininity.

“Ready?” Kara said, wearing a light coat and holding one for me to put on.

I slid into it and wrapped the belt to keep it closed. I slung my purse on my shoulder. “Very ready. Let’s go show those male Sandys just what they’ve been missing.” 
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We arrived at Dan’s house and parked on the street. His late-century modern mansion was gorgeous. We rang the bell, and he opened the door. “Ladies! You’re a bit early, but we’re all here anyway. Come in and let me take your coats.”

Kara reached up and pulled him to her for a peck on the lips. After, he turned to me and gave me one as well. He whispered in my ear, “I can’t wait to be inside you.” He walked across the foyer to the closet and opened the door. Kara slipped her coat off and handed it to him. His eyes bulged out. “Wow. Now that’s a party outfit.”

She laughed. “It’s more than that. It’s to keep you and your friends ready for us at any time. And for easy access for them. It makes me feel so vulnerable and delicious.”

He hung Kara’s coat and held his hands out to help me take mine off.

“I, uh...”

“Don’t be shy, Sandy.”

I undid the belt and let it fall open. Dan’s eyes went wide. “Wow. Incredible. So exotic. I love how hard you are too. It’s even bobbing in the air.”

“Thanks. I wasn’t sure if this would be too blatant for anyone, I mean. Everyone will know what I really am.”

“That’s a good thing, because you’re very special, and they’ll all appreciate it.”

“Good.” I slung my purse back over my shoulder, and we both took Dan’s arms as he led us into the parlor where several other handsome men were gathered by the bar sipping drinks.

When they heard our high heels clattering on the hardwood floor, they all turned. The expressions on their faces were priceless. I knew we were both going to be well received. A smile filled my face, and all my nervousness vanished. I felt only pride and power in my presentation. A feeling I’d never felt as the old me.

We stepped up to the bar and gave our orders. A handsome black man approached me. He was at least six foot four with broad shoulders, and he was very well dressed. “Hello, Sandy. I was so happy to hear Dan was having a party for your...” He gave an embarrassed smile. “I’m so sorry—I don’t want to say it wrong—your coming-out party?”

“That’s fine.” I reached my hand out to him and shook his big mitt. “Nice to meet you.”

“James. Same here, Sandy. You look spectacular. So exotic. I heard you were a doctor of quantum physics. Are you planning on continuing that career? I find it a very interesting area, though I’m just an engineer myself.”

He pulled a seat out from the bar for me. I sat on it and crossed my legs, caressing them with my hands as I smiled at him and said, “Oh yes. It’s ridiculously interesting. Maybe not as interesting as life has been most recently, though. My colleagues will get used to the new me, I imagine. Academics are very accepting. Of course, I’ll be getting hip, butt, and breast implants to help with my presentation.”

He raised his eyebrows and looked me up and down. “You look stunning as you are. Very enticing.”

“Thanks. But I want to make it as simple as possible to present myself properly as a feminine and sexy woman. Or feminized male, I guess. Who knows? I don’t really know what to call myself anymore.”

He placed his hand on my stockinged thigh; my shaft was trapped between my legs. “Call yourself gorgeous, stunning, lovely, and be done with it.”

I slid his hand on my thigh. “Thank you so much, James. I’m still gaining confidence, and your kind words are helping.” My drink arrived, and Kara greeted James as the others mingled about, and we met them as well.

Dan had a wonderful dinner catered for us all. Wonderful wines, appetizers, and lots of finger food to sample as we mingled, sat on couches, moved around the room. I could tell Kara was enjoying herself with all the attention, just as I was. We’d steal feels through the pants of the men who loved the attention, as well. My heart raced as the espressos were served, because I knew it was getting close to the time for me to be impaled.

Kara came over, sipped her espresso, gazing at me lovingly. She whispered in my ear. “Ready, little girl? It seems you’re quite a hit tonight.”

“I’m so nervous.”

“Don’t be. You don’t want to lose that stiffy you have.”

“Don’t worry. I had a hard enough time peeing. The pills are working well.”

“Good.”

Dan came over to us both and said, “I’ve taken the liberty of preparing a special room for you both for tonight’s event. I ran off to Home Depot today and threw together some things to make it easier for you to fulfill the objectives Kara set out for me when she called.”

I looked at Kara. She winked. I asked, “What objectives?”

She placed her hand on my shoulder and looked into my eyes. “Making it as easy as possible to deliver to you the maximum experience of pleasing men... and through doing so, maximize the pleasure to yourself of course.”

I looked at Dan. He shrugged. “It’s up to you two. They’re ready if you want to use them. I made them to fit you both, and they should be very comfortable.”

“Comfortable, huh?” I shook my head and laughed. Oh well, I guess I shouldn’t look a gift horse in the mouth, should I?”

Dan smiled and took us both by the hands. “Gentlemen? Please follow us to the after-dinner room. The girls are ready.”

We clicked down the hall. My breasts tugged, my stockings caressed, my heels made me walk in tiny, vulnerable steps that made my hips sway. I felt so powerful and sexy… I couldn’t believe I wasn’t dreaming or in the other world. My heart pounded in my chest.

We entered the room, which was softly lit, fire in a fireplace at the end, incense burning, and two short tables padded and covered in velvet sat in the middle. Dan led us to them. “Okay, lie down with your head falling off the back of the table, and we’ll set you two up.”

We did, and I rolled my head to look at Kara as she smiled and winked at me, her eyes showing her excitement. They took our hands and put them into Velcro straps, palms forward and even with our cheeks. Then they pushed our legs back and strapped our thighs, lifting our bottoms and holding us securely. My feet in their heels rested above me and to the side, as did Kara’s. We were very accessible. I throbbed in the air before me, but I was unable to see it, my head flopped back off the table, resting on a pad under my neck. I lifted my head to look down at myself. I was like a virgin to be offered.

I rested my head back and felt a kiss on my forehead. Others found my hands and slid their hot, hard meat onto my palms, and I closed my fingers around them, turning my head from side to side to see them thrusting into my long-nailed hands, poking forward toward my face.

Someone put wet cold lube on my bottom and began to press his shaft forward. I moved my hips and tried to help, and it went right in, making me gasp. He asked, “Okay?”

“Delightful,” I said. He thrusted slowly until he was able to immerse it completely inside me. It felt heavenly as it stretched and filled me. An impalement on him was entrancing.

I heard Kara moan and turned my head to the side to see James as he slowly pressed his huge meat into her. She held her head up to see him, each of her hands with someone in them. She rolled her head to the side and smiled at me. I winked and smiled, and the guy inside of me began to thrust faster and harder. I gasped and whimpered little moans of pleasure, and Kara began to shudder and shake on James.

I put my head back, and I could see a long, thick shaft in the hands of a man as it approached my mouth. I opened it and took him in. He began to thrust into my face. Deeper and deeper he slid until it reached my throat. He pressed it slowly. I didn’t even gag as it entered my throat. Then it clicked—that was the reason for hanging our heads back off the table in order to let the throat be open.

There I was, my wife beside me having one shuddering moment after another as I was being ravished by these gorgeous hunks of men. They were all intoxicated by me and mesmerized while they pummeled my hands, my mouth and throat, and my bottom. My shaft flailed in the air with the thrusts into my bottom, and my body tingled everywhere. It was as if my whole body was one sensual organ and little different in sensation than my flailing shaft.

When it seemed like a dream that would never end, I felt the one in my mouth clench my head tight, and he buried it in my throat. I could feel him as his shaft swelled and shrunk, pumping its creaminess directly down my throat. I thought I’d come from the sensation, but I didn’t, and he soon removed it. He kissed my forehead and disappeared from view.

I lifted my head to see Kara being pummeled from all angles, her toes pointed in her heels as they swung around in the air with each thrust. I looked toward my hands, and each man was squeezing my breasts and caressing my legs as he shot through my fist onto my face and hair.

Dan was before me, thrusting and grunting. “Are you ready, sweet Sandy?”

“Oh god, please, yes.”

He held my ankles still as he slammed himself into me over and over. I strained my neck to look into his eyes and watched him as he shoved it all the way in and held it there. I could feel him inside me as it pumped his fluids into me, and his body shuddered. Immediately my shaft jerked and shot all over my stockings and belly. “Oh god, Dan. More!”

He pounded fiercely and quickly, making every drop I had in me shoot out until my body stopped shuddering, and he released my ankles. My head fell back.

I felt him slip out, and my ties were undone. He slid his arms under me, cradling me and carrying me to the couch. Kara was already resting on it, and we rolled into an embrace.

“My sweet Sandy. How was it for you, princess?”

“Oh god, Kara. It was... like another world.”

“Of course, honey. Now you have your own Fem-world. And just imagine, there may have been another Sandy somewhere who was able to experience some of what you just did. You’re a creator now, creating more new worlds.” She stroked my hair.

I kissed her forehead, cheeks, lips. “I love you, Kara. I never thought about me being a creator before. I guess we all are, though. With every decision we make, the alternatives create new universes branching off from now.”

“Aren’t you glad you were able to create a Fem-world of your own?”

“Without a doubt. You?”

“I love it, and I love you more than ever, my little sissy princess—Dr. Sandy of her own little Fem-world creating more feminized Sandys.”

I closed my eyes. I saw a shocked, previous me who must have just experienced some of my new selves—their selves to be... if they’re lucky enough and courageous enough to pursue it.
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