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    “That’s it. Lick your lips, sweetie. Perfect.” The camera clattered off a series of shots.  
 
    “Should I turn the wig around so they can see my eyes?”  
 
    “No. That’s perfect. Lick some more.” The camera fired like a machine gun. “Great! Now do that while you tilt your head.” More clatters.  
 
    “You sure you don’t want some with my eyes showing? Maybe a little?”  
 
    “Heck, no. This way no one will know who you really are. You’ll create a stir with your mystery. Even though it’s gonna be advertising the lipstick you’re wearing, you can put this on your personal calling card too. Think of all the fun you’ll have when you meet new guys and show it to them.”  
 
    “True. I’ll bet they’ll love seeing my face with my eyes and nose covered and my mouth open while I lick my lips. That pic will help develop some real deep relationships.” I laughed. “Deep in my throat kind of relationships.”  
 
    “Who are you kidding? I know how little you can resist a nice thick, firm, velvety treat you can coax the passion out of.”  
 
    “It’s not that I don’t like it. It’s probably my favorite pastime. But I would like to meet a guy for more than just that. Someone who sees more than just a body with receptacles for his pleasure. Take some with my eyes showing.”  
 
    “No. I don’t want the lipstick company to have that option. This’ll generate more interest. It really focuses on how sexy a woman’s lips can be. How their lipstick turns the lips into something much more than a decoration or something kissable. It reveals the lust the lips can cause.”  
 
    “If you say so. Are we done?”  
 
    “Done. But don’t move yet. I think you might appreciate a little treat right about now... wouldn’t you?”  
 
    I stared up at where his face should be as if I could see through the hair in front of my face and nose. It made a curtain, reflecting the light from the white hair of the wig. It was my own little nest, separating me from the outside world. I felt his hand rest on my head. “C’mon, Cambden. You know you want it. You know how much I’d like it.”  
 
    I nodded and looked up farther, my nose poking through the hair now. “I know. Another guy who loves me for how I make him feel. A gay guy with a boyfriend too. A gay guy who’s my best friend but won’t commit to me because he wants guys and not a girl like me.”  
 
    I heard him unbuckling and unzipping his pants. “What can I say, girl? You’re just too pretty and feminine for me. You do have a lovely treat under your skirt, but I prefer guys.” I felt him slide his oozing tip against my lips. “Go on. You know how badly you want it, Cambden.”  
 
    I did. I wrapped my painted, long-nailed fingers around it, using both hands. I slowly squeezed and stroked it. I was a connoisseur of such indulgences, and Mike’s was one of the best ever. Just the right length, thickness, firmness, and always finishing with a good helping of his thick, creamy, salty and almost sweet reward. “Mmm, I do want it, Mike. Why do you do this to me?”  
 
    I took the tip between my lips and flicked my tongue on it, making him twitch while I tasted it.  
 
    “Uh god, Cambden! Easy with the tip... That’s better. To answer your question, I do this because we’re best friends. I love you. You love me.”  
 
    I couldn’t hold back. I did love Mike, and I loved making him feel good. I bobbed my head on his shaft, my lips tightly wrapped around it. I tugged on his shaved globes and breathed in his fresh and clean-smelling cologne. My tongue circled it as fast as it could go.  
 
    “Oh god, yes, girl—you are the best at this.” He squeezed my head tight. That was my signal he was getting close. I wanted to make it last longer. I slurped off it and pulled my hair aside with one hand, stroked him slowly with the other, and looked into his eyes. “I love you, Mike. You’re who I want. Why can’t I have you?”  
 
    He gazed lovingly at me. “You are soo sweet.”  
 
    I let the hair cover my face again, dove back onto it, and immersed myself in the pleasure. I throbbed in my panties as he made me hornier and hornier. I wanted his reward.  
 
    I decided I wanted his passion right then and became frenetic in my ministrations. His hands squeezed my head tight again. He thrusted through my fist, deep in my mouth, and held it there. I circled it with my tongue. His body tensed. The first gush raced across my tongue, and I swallowed it greedily and bobbed my head. My tongue ran rings around his shaft. It swelled in my fist and shot again. I went wild on it, making Mike moan and shake, his knees weak.  
 
    “Cambden....huh,” he gasped.  
 
    I sucked every bit of his sweet juice from him and didn’t stop. His body shuddered and shook until he forcibly tugged me off his luscious treat. I tore the wig off and licked my lips, smiling up at him. “That was pretty darn good.” I held it and looked at it, gleaming. “My lipstick didn’t even come off. They should caption the ad, Stands up to the most pleasant of uses.”  
 
    I tousled my hair and stood. I adjusted my black leather mini and checked that I hadn’t run my stockings. I wrapped my arms around Mike, all tucked away now. He gave me a hug and kissed my lips. “Sweet, sweet, Cambden. Can I buy you dinner? Our shoot is done, and James is out of town. Keep me company?”  
 
    “Make love to me tonight and I will.”  
 
    “Hmm.” He gazed into my eyes and ran his hand through my spiked, highlighted hair. “I do love you. But James wouldn’t approve, I’m afraid.”  
 
    “Fuck James! We love each other, damn it. C’mon. You owe me a real date tonight. I’m not letting you off so easy.” I slung my purse on my shoulder, dug out some perfume and sprayed it on me, grabbed his hand, and tugged him. “Let’s go. You drive. I have something to take care of while you do.” 
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    Mike held my door as I slid my skirt under me and slid onto the leather seat of his Genesis G70 hot rod. He closed my door and went around to take his seat. “So, how about French?”  
 
    “Sounds good. Think they’ll let me in dressed in leather?”  
 
    “Of course. They’d never risk losing our business. Besides, you don’t look slutty as much as avant-garde.” He swung us down the switchback drive to the gates. The bolstered seat and belt held me firm as I crossed my sheer, suntan-stockinged legs. I slid my hand under my skirt and lifted it. I pulled my panties aside and stroked myself, looking at Mike. “You’re too handsome for James. He has a beard.” I stroked it slowly. “Make love to me tonight. Please? I want you so bad.”  
 
    He glanced at me and smiled and then glanced at what I had in my hand. “You are gorgeous, really. If you keep doing that, though, you might not be interested in me making love to you anymore.”  
 
    I was at full readiness. I ran my thumb over the tip and licked it off. “Mmm, I’ll be careful. I just want you to see how hot I think you are.” I stroked myself slowly and wrapped a hand in his on the console. My head snapped back into the seat as the 365 horsepower of the little car made the speedometer go to sixty in about four, quick strokes of my shaft. He went for the far left lane.  
 
    I took a deep breath, tucked myself away, and slipped my skirt back down. “Do you always have to snap my neck like that when we get onto the freeway?”  
 
    “I thought you’d be used to that by now. Why get a car like this and not do it?”  
 
    “Because it’s like you. Handsome, powerful, and too fast for me to catch. Makes me want you more. Makes me want one of these too.”  
 
    “Get one. You can afford it. You’ll make enough from this ad alone to buy one.”  
 
    “I guess. I’d rather have you drive me. Always. We’re always together anyway. We’re partners in business, best friends, live in the same house. I was there before James was. He should be gone.”  
 
    I watched him drive, and I squeezed my wonderful breast. “These were worth the money. Don’t you ever want to feel them or suck them?”  
 
    “I’m gay.”  
 
    “You label yourself. Ever since I got these puppies and decided to be the girl inside me, like I needed to and should have done years ago, you stopped loving me.”  
 
    “I never stopped loving you. You’re just a girl now and not a guy, that’s all.”  
 
    “You frustrate me so much. I became what I am because it’s me. You love me—so what if I have breasts and hips and I’m pretty?”  
 
    “Right. So what if James has a beard? It’s neat and trimmed; his body is hairless and shaved.  
 
    “I still have the same parts you loved before, just with other more feminine and pretty shapes to keep them company. My body has no hair anymore. Should I glue a beard on?”  
 
    Mike took a deep breath. “Cambden, I’ll always love you. Now stop with this stuff, and let’s celebrate the most lucrative ad we’ve ever done, ready to go to print. Relax, sweetie.” He squeezed my hand.  
 
    My hand unconsciously slid on my silky leg as I gazed out the window in the dark. I sprayed some perfume on my wrist to sniff and make me feel better. I lowered the visor, turned on the vanity light, and touched up my lipstick. I flipped the visor back up. “Okay, at least I have you to myself for tonight, and for that, I’m thankful.” I leaned over the console and kissed his soft cheek. “I love you, honey.”  
 
    “I love you too.” He reached over and slid his hand on my thigh. “If I weren’t so gay, you’d be heaven. Maybe you should find a straight guy for yourself.”  
 
    I sighed and shook my head. “Straight, gay, seems I can’t get any of them because I’m neither. I want you. I don’t care about labels. Enough of this talk. I’m getting drunk tonight. And since the life I’m living is delivering everything except the one thing I want the most, I guess I need a new taste for life...somehow.”
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    Mike pulled us up to the valet, who opened my door and offered a hand. I rotated my legs out and took it. Mike came around the car and took my hand. We took the elevator to the top floor.  
 
    The maître d' greeted us. “Welcome back, you two. So good to see you both again. You make such a wonderful couple. Will James be joining you, Mike?”  
 
    I raised my eyebrows and said, “No!” I slipped the maître d' a twenty. “Could we have the round booth I love so much?”  
 
    “Of course. You know we keep that one open for our special customers.”  
 
    He led us to our curved booth, facing out over the city lights and the hustle and bustle of the hordes going about their lives. It made me feel fortunate to be here with Mike and be able to spend time relaxing, enjoying our success, and being together.  
 
    I slid onto the cool seat, pulling my mini beneath me. Mike slid in next to me. I slid back closer to him so my thigh touched his, and I placed my hand on his leg. “Thanks for dinner. This always makes me happy.”  
 
    “Me too.”  
 
    We ordered martinis and chatted about politics. He wanted the socialist, and I wanted the moderate. It didn’t matter, though, because we wouldn’t ultimately decide who the Democratic candidate for president would be. We both just hoped for someone who could remove the homophobic, womanizing, lying, bigoted, elitist from the president’s office.  
 
    We indulged slowly and deliberately on west coast oysters, creamy, buttery, and rich, and sweet uni sashimi with sake, lamb shank navarin with a Saint- Émilion Bordeaux and a Paris-Brest for dessert with espressos.  
 
    By the end of the meal, we were in our happy space. Both of us engaged in each other and conversation as we always had. How could I get Mike to just give in to me already? James wasn’t like us at all. Why had Mike let him into our lair after I feminized myself?  
 
    “So.” Mike said as he squeezed my thigh and looked into my eyes lovingly. “So, buddy. What’s next?” He looked at his watch. “The night’s young. I don’t feel like watching tube, do you?”  
 
    “We could get a movie at home—eat popcorn and cuddle.”  
 
    “Hmm, how about we go to the club where we first met. That was a nice club.”  
 
    “The gay nightclub?”  
 
    “Yeah. Maybe we’ll meet some interesting people there.”  
 
    “Won’t James get mad?”  
 
    “Not if I don’t bring someone home with me. I have you to protect me from them anyway. It’s not like I’ll be by myself. C’mon, it’ll be fun. Like old times. You said you wanted to get drunk. I’m driving, not you, so you can.” He slid his hand on my leg and leaned in toward me, his eyes flitting about my face. Finally, his eyes rested on mine. He leaned in and gave me a peck on the lips.  
 
    “Okay, since you asked so nicely.” I smiled and kissed him back. “I’d like remembering when we met.”  
 
    “Great.”  
 
    Mike paid the bill, and I held his bicep tight to me as we walked out past the maître d'. “Ah, my favorite couple. Look how wonderful you two are together. Have a good dinner?”  
 
    I smiled and nodded. “Wonderful as usual, Evan. Thank you.”  
 
    We went down in the elevator. I was pleasantly buzzed and loving being able to hold Mike close. I leaned my head against his. “We make a good team, you know.”  
 
    “I know. Don’t know what I’d have done if I hadn’t met you.”  
 
    “You sure you don’t want to just cuddle at home?”  
 
    He grinned. “I know what you’re up to. This will be safer, and maybe you’ll make some new friends tonight. You should be more social.”  
 
    What was he up to? He said it was to revisit where we’d first met. But now he was talking about being social. Well, at least we’d be together, and I could get drunk like I planned. 
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    The club was thumping and gyrating like a machine. People were dancing, drinking, having fun. Guys with guys and girls with girls and girls with guys. We probably looked like a hetero couple to them, but clubs like this accepted everyone, no matter what.  
 
    Mike found us a couple of seats at the bar, away from the music. We ordered drinks and people-watched. I watched Mike study the crowd. He was being more observant than usual. I could tell he was sizing everyone up by the way his eyes moved. I could practically see his brain working. His photographer’s eye, in concert with his engineer’s brain, was capturing every nuance.  
 
    “Penny for your thoughts. Are you working?” I asked as I rested a hand on his leg, both our seats turned to face the crowd.  
 
    “Uh, no. Just looking.”  
 
    “For what?”  
 
    “Oh, nothing.” He looked at me and slid a hand on my crossed leg. “Just my brain kicking into analysis mode. See those girls over there?” He motioned his head to the high-top table they sat at.  
 
    “Yeah, the two lesbians?”  
 
    “No, not lesbians. Well, maybe lesbians, but a different kind. Ah... shit on the labels. They’re girls. Girls like you.”  
 
    “Really? You think so? How can you tell? They don’t look the least bit male.”  
 
    “Do you look male?”  
 
    “Well, no. But...”  
 
    “Exactly. I can tell they’re like you because girls like you are prettier than other girls, more feminine and sexier, better put together. You pay more attention to showing off your best assets and presenting a complete and beautiful image. Lots of attention to detail. Regular women don’t have a chance at looking as good or being as feminine and sexy. Those two girls are like you.”  
 
    I observed them for a while as I sipped my drink. They were gorgeous, alluring. Their hair, makeup, jewelry, shoes, stockings, and minidresses were all perfectly put together. They did look better than most women do. “Maybe you’re right, if your criteria are valid. You really think I look better than a regular woman?”  
 
    “Absolutely. You’re drop-dead gorgeous.”  
 
    I put my hand on his shoulder, leaned in, and kissed him gently on the lips. “Thank you.”  
 
    “You’re welcome.” He turned back to watching them. I ordered another drink, and we studied the crowd. I spotted another group of girls like me—or at least we both thought they were.  
 
    After I finished my next drink, I was feeling pretty darn good. “Okay, wanna bet?” I asked Mike.  
 
    “Bet what?”  
 
    “Bet on what those girls have under their skirts.”  
 
    “What? You’re gonna ask them?”  
 
    “Sure. Heck, why not? You said I should be more social.”  
 
    “What do you want to bet?”  
 
    “You make love to me tonight if you’re wrong. You think you have such keen observation skills; put some skin in the game.”  
 
    “I’m never wrong. And if I’m right, what do you have to do?”  
 
    “Hmm, how about I get more social like you want me to and make a new friend.”  
 
    “How about you take one home with you, and she makes love to you. That sounds like an even exchange.”  
 
    “Hmm.” I looked at the girls. That wouldn’t be beyond possibility. “Uh, I’d rather have you make love to me. I want you. How about I stop bugging you for one night, and I go on a date with her?”  
 
    “Okay. That’s a start in the right direction, at least.” He stood and took my hand. I slung my purse on my shoulder, and we took our drinks over to the high-top.  
 
    “Mind if we join you, ladies?” I said as I met their eyes. “I might have something in common with you two, and we’re curious.”  
 
    They looked us both over cautiously. I leaned in to one of them and whispered in her ear, “I’m a girl with something special beneath my skirt. I don’t mean to offend you if you aren’t, but we have a bet going, and my friend is looking for friends for me.”  
 
    She grinned and leaned back, looking at me from top to bottom. She smiled and said to her friend, “Candy, welcome one of us.” She stood and said to me, “Hi, I’m Patty. Candy’s wife.” She held her hand out. I shook it and she hugged me. “So nice to meet you.”  
 
    “You too, Patty. I’m Cambden and this is Mike.” 
 
    Candy came around and gave me a hug too.  
 
    Mike greeted them and we all sat, chatting affably. Mike was being good by abstaining from the shots we girls ordered. We all danced and partied, and when it was starting to get late, we exchanged phone numbers and added each other to our contacts.  
 
    Mike whispered to me, “See, I was right, as always.” Then he turned to the girls and asked, “Would you girls like to come to our house and sleep over? It’s Saturday tomorrow, and we have lots of space. I could make all of you breakfast in the morning. Not to mention, I’m the only one sober enough to drive right now.”  
 
    They looked at each other. I knew Mike was gonna do that. To hell with him. They were fun and nice, and I liked them both. I wrapped an arm around Candy and said to them, “Yeah, c’mon, it’ll be fun. We have lots of room and a great place. Come see it. I don’t want you to go yet.”  
 
    I stroked Candy’s hair and kissed her cheek. “Please?” I looked to Patty. “Pretty please? You girls know all about us now. Come with us.”  
 
    They looked at each other. Patty shrugged her shoulders. Candy beamed and jumped up and down, clapping. “Yea!”  
 
    We left the city. Candy and Patty were in the back seat, kissing and fondling; Mike and I held hands as he drove. I said to him, “I guess that was a good idea tonight.”  
 
    “It was. See? Mike’s always right about everything. Now you have new friends and playmates.”  
 
    “We’ll see.” 
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    Back home, we all had another drink and showed the girls around the house, where they could sleep, and so on. Mike put a movie on in the entertainment room and made popcorn. The girls grabbed me and had me sit between them on the couch. Mike fell asleep on the other couch.  
 
    It was like being in a dream, having the girls both paying so much attention to me—caressing and kissing me, their perfume filling my senses, their soft hands beneath my skirt and on my legs and breasts. We took turns sucking each other’s breasts and shafts. We were a writhing mass of flesh interlaced and wrapped in lust.  
 
    I managed to slide out from between them and took their hands to guide us, our heels clicking as quietly down the hall as we could, upstairs to my bedroom. I pulled back the pink satin sheets, and we climbed onto the bed together. I slid to the middle and put my head on the pillow.  
 
    Candy slid between my legs and kissed me deeply while her hand lifted my skirt, pulled my panties aside, and she wrapped her fingers around my hardness. Her other hand pressed one of my thighs back. I reached for the nightstand, grabbed some lube and put it in my hand. I lubed her luscious shaft; she pressed my other thigh back and guided herself into me. I gasped.  
 
    I saw Patty lubing herself by the nightstand, and then she climbed onto the bed behind Candy. She lifted both their dresses and pulled Patty’s panties aside, then pushed it into her. Candy gasped and looked into my eyes as Patty thrusted into her, forcing her into me. We were a train in motion.  
 
    My feet flailed above me in my heels as I lowered my top to reveal my breasts and squeezed them both. Candy leaned down and sucked one for a while as she thrusted. Then she looked into my eyes again. “You’re so beautiful.”  
 
    I reached up and slipped her breasts free of her top and squeezed her nipples, tugging on them. Patty reached around from behind Candy and squeezed one breast in each hand while she kissed her neck and rammed Candy’s ass, shoving Candy into me.  
 
    We rolled on at a regular pace, all of us moaning and whimpering. The bed was shaking as Patty said, “Ready, girls?”  
 
    Candy shoved her ass into Patty and reached behind her, grabbing her butt to make Patty go faster. At the same time, I lifted my hips and took Candy deeper into me. Patty sped up, and we were gasping for air as she then shoved deep into Candy, and Candy bottomed out in me, her eyes locked on mine.  
 
    Patty came, Candy came, and I came all over my belly and skirt. Our bodies shuddered and shook, we squeaked and whimpered.  
 
    “Hu,hu,hu...”  
 
    “Uh!”  
 
    “God!”  
 
    Patty thrusted hard a few more times and then fell onto Candy, who fell onto me. I wrapped my fingers in Candy’s hair and kissed her deeply.  
 
    We lay there, stacked up for a while, catching our breath. It was incredible. Mike had been right again. I was glad I’d done this. I stroked Candy’s hair. Pat rolled off her to the side. Candy rolled off me between the two of us. We all spooned each other.  
 
    I thought about what had happened and how good it was. Then I thought about Mike, downstairs alone, and how he should be with me. How he was the one I wanted to fall asleep with. These girls were fun and nice enough, but Mike and I were a team, in love, and the ones who were meant to be.  
 
    I lay there in their loving embrace, and I missed Mike, remembering the days when we’d slept together. I imagined Candy was Mike spooning me and drifted off to sleep. 
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    When I woke up, the girls weren’t in the bed. I looked around my room. No sign of them. I slid off the bed, stripped my clothes off, and rinsed off in the shower. I slipped into a short pink satin robe and some fuzzy pink mules and went downstairs to the kitchen.  
 
    “Fantastic!” Mike said as he stood at the stove.  
 
    I smiled and waved to the girls at the table. Their eyes were wide and bright. They waved back and chimed, “Good morning!”  
 
    The girls clapped their hands and yelped in joy. I had missed something. 
 
    I walked up behind Mike and checked out what he was cooking. “Hmm, a very special breakfast.”  
 
    “Yeah, I thought I’d give the girls a taste of a bracing Irish breakfast.” I looked at the pans then peeked in the oven. “Wow. Cockles, black pudding, ham, and eggs. Authentic.”  
 
    “I had all the ingredients from the last time we went into the city, so I thought, why not celebrate?”  
 
    “Okay. What did you say fantastic for? Everyone’s in such a good mood. The girls are yelping and clapping.” I turned to the girls and leaned back against the counter. They were drinking orange juice and chatting animatedly.  
 
    “What’s up, Mike? Tell me.”  
 
    “Well, of course this is dependent on you.”  
 
    The girls heard him and stopped and waited, watching me.  
 
    “Dependent on me? What’s dependent on me?”  
 
    “Whether you think it’s as good an idea as the girls and I do.”  
 
    “What, Mike!? Spit it out, damn it.”  
 
    “Calm down. See, I should have spoken to you first, but we started chatting, and we all had such a good time last night that...” 
 
    “Mike. You’re always right, so SPIT IT OUT!”  
 
    “If it’s okay with you, honey. Only if you agree. I, uh... I offered the girls the opportunity to live here with us... and James.”  
 
    He looked nervous. Uncertain. I looked at the girls. They had their hands over their mouths, waiting, their eyes wide. I laughed. “Hell, yeah. Why not? Sounds like fun. You’re right again, Mike.”  
 
    He wrapped his arms around me, hugged me, and peppered my cheeks with kisses. “Thank you. You’ll see. This will be the best thing for you.”  
 
    “What about James?”  
 
    Mike’s face was blank. “We’ll see.”  
 
    “Are you prepared for him being pissed? This could send him on his way.”  
 
    “Nah. Why wouldn’t he love a house filled with you girls?”  
 
    “Why? Because he’s your lover.”  
 
    “But we own the house, he doesn’t.”  
 
    “Mike. You’re making me feel really optimistic about this. I know you’re doing this to try to get me to forget about having you as my partner for life, as my lover. But you’re taking the risk of losing James, which only proves to me how much you love me. My problem with James will be resolved not through me falling in love with these lovely girls but by losing James. Soon he’ll be gone, and you’ll be making love to me again, and we can get married.” I kissed him on the lips. “I’m going to sit with the girls so you can deliver our bracing Irish breakfast to us.”  
 
    Mike cooked without saying anything. I think he realized he might very well risk his relationship with James.  
 
    I slid in against the wall on the built-in seat and gave each of the girls a kiss. “Good morning again, ladies. Or should I say, housemates? I guess this is moving weekend. We’ll all need a hearty breakfast like this. I now know why Mike made it—not so much to celebrate as to provide fuel to get you moved in. Hope you like black pudding and cockles.”  
 
    Candy said, “We love black pudding.” She rolled her eyes and covered her mouth. “But hey, that’s what life’s about—trying new things and developing new tastes for life, right?”  
 
    I patted her leg. “So right, sister. So right.”  
 
    Pat asked, “What’s a cockle? It sounds like a little cock. That sounds really interesting.” 
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    We ate our bracing Irish breakfasts, and Mike went into the shower while the girls and I cleaned up.  
 
    “So, Candy and Pat, are you two excited about living with us?”  
 
    They looked at each other, then Candy looked at me and said, “The place is great, but I think we might be getting in the way. With James and Mike, that is.”  
 
    I put my hand on her shoulder. “No, please. You both have to stay. I want to marry Mike; we both love each other. You need to stay and help me accomplish that. Maybe some combination of making Mike jealous of you two and James not liking you around, making him want to leave, will do it. I know it’s a lot to ask, but please, can you help?”  
 
    Pat dried the pot and said, “I vote we stay and help Cambden, Candy. She and Mike make a great couple, and they deserve a chance to get through this. I mean, they were in love as guys before this. Mike just needs to grow up and give up his paradigms about what defines being gay.”  
 
    Candy nodded. “Okay. We’ll do it.”  
 
    I gave them both a hug. “I love you girls. Thank you. Okay, let me get dressed, and we’ll get you two moved in.”  
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    We spent the day moving the girls from their apartment into our house. It wasn’t too bad because the city apartments aren’t very big and come furnished. It was Sunday, and James wasn’t due home for some time yet.  
 
    When the girls were settled in, Mike asked, “So, girls, should we go to dinner? Get takeout? Cook a meal together? What do you think?”  
 
    I sat at the island counter, sipping a martini along with Candy and Pat. Mike leaned back against the sink, downing a beer. I raised my drink and said, “I’d like to have a couple of these and rest. That was work today. I vote Door Dash.”  
 
    The girls nodded. Mike took his phone out. “Okay, what kind of stuff? He read off the Door Dash options. We decided on food from our favorite French restaurant, where we’d eaten the other night, and he placed the order.  
 
    I finished my martini and stood. “Okay, ladies, who would like to take a shower together? We have that nice walk-in with the multiple heads in the master suite.”  
 
    They both nodded and smiled.  
 
    “Good. After that we can get dressed for dinner. Should we invite Mike to bathe with us?”  
 
    They looked at him and shrugged as if they wouldn’t mind but weren’t thrilled.  
 
    I asked, “Mike? Wanna join us?”  
 
    “Uh, thanks, but I’ll use your shower, Cambden. Then I’ll be ready for when Door Dash shows up.”  
 
    Candy, Pat, and I had a ball showering and playing with each other, and by the time we had washed each other’s hair, sponged each other’s bodies, and paid special attention to our breasts and other sensitive areas, we were ready for a fun night of sensuality.  
 
    Mike put the food out in the great room on the big coffee table in front of the leather sectional, along with open bottles of wine and a pitcher of martinis.  
 
    Candy, Pat, and I couldn’t resist dressing up like we were going clubbing—stockings, heels, and revealing minidresses. We all looked hot as hell and smelled like a dream. We sat on the sectional, made up plates, poured drinks, and sat back together.  
 
    Mike was on the other section, digging in. “I am so spoiled by this restaurant. Any other place’s food seems boring next to theirs.”  
 
    We all nodded. Candy held an oyster in front of me. I opened my mouth and licked my lips, sticking my tongue out a bit, and she slid it off the shell into my mouth. I crushed it against the roof of my mouth, tasting the mineral-rich, salty delight. “Mmm, soo good.  Thank you, Candy—your turn.”  
 
    I fed one oyster to Candy and then one to Pat. We giggled and laughed and stole caresses and pecked kisses now and then while we indulged. None of us paid any attention to Mike, who sat there eating and watching us. I felt bad doing that to him, but it was part of the plan.  
 
    When we were all done eating, we cleaned up and found a movie to watch together. Mike sat there while the three of us caressed, kissed, ate popcorn, and cuddled. When the movie was over, I asked Mike, “Honey, would you mind if the girls and I slept in the master suite? Your bed is a king, and mine’s only a queen. It would fit us much better.”  
 
    “No problem. I just changed the sheets today.”  
 
    “Did you change my sheets?”  
 
    “No, honey.”  
 
    “I have fresh ones in the linen closet you could use. The baby blue satin ones.”  
 
    He grimaced. “Of course. No problem. I’ll go make it now.” He left the room.  
 
    “I think it’s working. This is driving him nuts, not getting any attention.”  
 
    Candy said, “I feel bad. You two should be enjoying time together while James is gone.”  
 
    “No pain, no gain,” I said. “C’mon. Let’s go make it worse for him. He’ll go into his room to get clothes for tomorrow.”  
 
    I took them into the master, pulled back the covers and sheet to expose the black satin. I sat on the bed and said, “Daisy chain?”  
 
    They smiled and hooted, and we arranged ourselves in a circle, with me sucking Candy sucking Patty sucking me. It took no time for us to get in sync, and they all followed my lead, doing what I did. It was as if we were sucking our own cocks. I’d run my tongue around Candy’s, and she’d do that to Pat, who would do it to me. We were all moaning around each other’s lolipops when I heard Mike come in and get his clothes. He stopped and watched for a bit, then went into the closet and came back out. He sat on the chair and watched us. I could tell he felt left out.  
 
    We dragged it on thoroughly, enjoying the system we had going; we made the bliss last until we couldn’t take it anymore. Candy came first in my mouth, setting off the sequence. We humped into each other’s faces and whimpered and moaned while our bodies shook and tensed.  
 
    In the corner of my eye, I saw Mike rubbing himself through his pants, and then his body tensed. I could tell he came in his pants watching us. So much for trannies not being sexy. So much for him being purely gay.  
 
    When we were finished, we just lay there, letting ourselves go limp in each other’s mouths. When we broke apart, Mike was gone.  
 
    We did a similar routine after work each day, making love or having a daisy chain, all the time sleeping in the master suite except when we went out for dinner or cooked and then... James came home. 
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    “Honey, I’m home!” yelled James as he wheeled his bags into the foyer.  
 
    Mike went running from the great room to James, leaving the three of us in our usual positions on the couch together. “Hi, honey—I’ve missed you so much!” I heard Mike say as he ran to him, and I was sure, hugged him. “Let me take your bags. There’s a slight modification to our sleeping setup.”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    I stood and took the girls to meet James. “James, I’d like you to meet some friends of mine. This is Candy, and this is Patty. Girls, this is Mike’s lover, James.”  
 
    They both greeted him politely. Mike said, “Yes, these girls are staying with us. Since Cambden’s bed is only a queen, I let the girls and her take the master bedroom because it has a king-size bed. You don’t mind, do you? It only makes sense.”  
 
    James looked the girls up and down. He glared at me. He turned to Mike, red-faced. “I thought your partner was a tranny. What’s she doing sleeping with two real women? Why here? Why in our bed?”  
 
    I stepped up to him and got in his face. “This tranny is a girl, and these girls are girls just like me—with all the extra equipment that makes us so special. That bed is Mike’s and mine, as is this house, which we own, and so... you don’t have shit to say about it.”  
 
    He stepped back from me. “Fuck I don’t!” He turned to Mike. “Tell your shemale bitch who’s in charge, Mike!”  
 
    Mike sheepishly looked at me and then at James. “James, this only makes sense. She’s right on all counts. Now give these girls some respect and stop calling them names. I want you to be nice to them.”  
 
    “How long are these two new feminized faggot sissies going to be here? One is bad enough. People with cocks don’t wear skirts and fake being girls. It’s fucking sick.”  
 
    “These lovely ladies are going to be here as long as they like. Hopefully for a very long time. Cambden and I happen to like them very much.”  
 
    “Fuck! Fuck this! Mike, using your bitch ass for my pleasure isn’t worth having to put up with these three. It’s embarrassing enough for two gay guys to have a tranny in their house. When I want to see my friends, we have to go out—I can’t have them over when she’s here. Now there’ll always be one here, and what if our normal gay friends find out? They’ll reject us. I’m not a whining, woozy Democratic liberal like you. Never understood that from you or how you could be so rich and want to be a fucking Democrat. At least that’s easier to hide. Gay guys don’t hang with trannies, never mind live with the freaks. Especially gay Republican guys. It’s them or me.”  
 
    I elbowed Candy and squeezed Pat’s hand.  
 
    Mike’s jaw dropped, and he stared blankly at James. His eyes flitted. I could see him thinking, taking it all in.  
 
    James said, “C’mon, you tight bottom bitch ass. Make a fucking decision, or I’m leaving now.”  
 
    Mike took a deep breath. He smiled, tilted his head. He moved close to us and got between Candy and me, wrapping his arms around us all. We all smiled. Mike said, “Get out!”  
 
    James turned on his heel and tripped over his suitcase. He scrambled to get up, then composed himself and said, “Good riddance, freaks!” He went out the door, slamming it as he left.  
 
    I wrapped my arms around Mike’s neck, kissing his cheeks all over. “Thank you so much. I love you for standing up to him. I love you anyway.”  
 
    I turned to the girls. “Thank you too!”  
 
    Candy said, “He’s a piece of work. Mike, you’re too nice a guy for him. Do gay guys really think we’re freaks?”  
 
    “Some do. Some gay guys think because they have a dick, they need to be manly. It’s seems weird to me, but James is one of them.”  
 
    “How can someone who’s faced prejudice for being gay be prejudiced against anyone else? I just don’t get it.”  
 
    “It’s tribal, I guess. You know, being a lemming in order to fit into a particular tribe. Like religion and race and now sexual and gender preference. Human idiocy. I’m sorry you had to hear him say those awful things about you.” He turned to me and placed his hand on my cheek. “And the way you got in his face, I was afraid he’d hit you.”  
 
    “He’d never hit me. He remembers that I became a black belt before I feminized myself. He knows I’d kick his ass, and these heels would make a mess of his balls.” I laughed. “I’m sorry it took this to reveal what he was. I didn’t like him calling you his tight-ass bitch either.”  
 
    Mike rolled his eyes. “Guess you were right this time. Don’t know what took me so long to see it.”  
 
    “Do you think a little like him? I mean like guys aren’t supposed to be wearing skirts. Is that why you stopped loving me?”  
 
    Mike’s face turned red. “Sorry to say. Yeah, I did. It was deep in my brain, that little voice that told me not to.” He closed his eyes as if listening. “It’s gone now. I love you, and I don’t care what stupid bigots like James think about it anymore. Marry me?”  
 
    I gasped and covered my mouth. Candy and Pat jumped up and down and danced around yelping. “Oh my god! Yes...YES, YES YES! A million times yes.” I wrapped my arms around him, hugged him tight, and gave him a deep kiss. “I love you so much!”  
 
    The girls came over and wrapped their arms around the two of us for a group hug and congratulated us both.  
 
    Candy said, “Pat and I will go change the sheets on the beds so we can swap rooms back for you two. I assume, Mike, you’ll be sleeping in the master with Cambden?”  
 
    He stood with his arm around my shoulders, pulling me to him. “God, yes. I’ve missed having her with me for soo long. Now my brain is more than ready for her. By the way, Cambden…” He peppered my cheeks with kisses, making me laugh. “Your room is really pretty. It makes me feel so relaxed in there with the pinks and baby blues and your decorations and pictures. It feels nice. Maybe we should redo the master the way you want it.”  
 
    “Really? That’s so un-masculine though.”  
 
    “I know. I’m not really such a masculine guy anyway. Never was. I could use more feminine in my life.”  
 
    “Hmm. Why stop at the room, honey? You have the body, voice, and now the feeling for it. Maybe you should try being fem this weekend.”  
 
    “Wait a minute. I didn’t say that so you could feminize me.”  
 
    I turned to the girls. “Girls? What say we turn Mike into Michelle as our own living Barbie doll?” I raised my eyebrows, and the girls lit up and said, “Yes, yes, yes, yes...” over and over while jumping up and down again.  
 
    I turned to Mike. “What say, princess? Join the club? You’re gonna marry one anyway, and who knows what your remaining gay friends will say. May as well become a freak. Maybe it’ll give us both a new taste for life.”  
 
    Mike shook his head and looked into my eyes. He wasn’t mad. His eyes flitted over my face, and I knew he was thinking about what he might look like. “Uh, well, let me think about it, okay? One thing at a time.” He looked at the grandfather clock as it struck eleven. “It’s late. Let’s get the beds done and go to bed. I wanna fall asleep with you in my arms.” 
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    Mike and I slept together for the first time in years. He was hesitant to make love to me, but I didn’t push him. I was sure he was tired, and as I thought about it, it was always me who had made love to him before. How stupid I was. Just because I felt and acted like a girl, I thought he should make love to me, not the other way around. I was supposed to be the top for him to enjoy it.  
 
    Why didn’t I think of that before!? I guess because I assumed I was supposed to act like a girl and have a man penetrate me, not the other way around. I had created this whole problem and didn’t even know it. Damn!  
 
    Like James said, Mike was a tight bitch ass. Mike preferred being a bottom. I saw myself as a bottom to Mike because he looked like a guy, and I looked like a girl. Epiphany! We humans are so weird sometimes. We both needed to open ourselves to a new taste for life.  
 
    I smelled his skin as he slept, remembering how good he always smelled, even without cologne. His pheromones, his natural body chemistry or whatever, gave him a scent I’d always loved. I’d even sneak a previously worn shirt from his closet to wear when I cleaned the house or lounged around just to smell him near me.  
 
    The sun came through the east windows, making the room bright. I kissed his neck, ran a hand through his hair. “Honey, what can I make you for breakfast? We have a big day ahead of us.”  
 
    He rolled onto his back, put his arms behind his head, and looked at me. He reached out and ran the back of his palm against my cheek. “You do look better as a woman than a man. You’re so pretty, Cambden.”  
 
    “I know. You will be too. You’ll see.”  
 
    He sat up, his eyes wide. “Cambden, no, please. I’d feel silly.”  
 
    “Oh, not for long. When you feel how good it feels to be feminized, sexy, sensual, you’ll never want to go back.”  
 
    “That’s what I’m afraid of. Like you did.”  
 
    “So? What’s wrong with that? So what if doing it gives you a new taste for life? What’s bad about that?”  
 
    “Uh...our customer relations?”  
 
    “They won’t care. They’re all liberal.”  
 
    “Our friends?”  
 
    “If they drop us, they’re not friends worth having.”  
 
    He nodded, looking at me and running his fingers through my hair.  
 
    “You’ll be pretty, Mike. Such a pretty Michelle. Plus, you’d make a fabulous bottom then.” I grinned. “I realized why you didn’t make love to me. You want to be made love to.” I touched the side of his face. “I’m sorry I didn’t realize that before. I’m so sorry.”  
 
    “It’s okay. I should have said something, but you being a girl now, I didn’t think you’d want to be on top.”  
 
    “Yeah. I know. That’s exactly what I was stupidly thinking too. So, ready for a new taste for life?”  
 
    He took a deep breath and rolled his eyes. He stared at me blankly. His eyes studied my face and hair. 
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    I watched as Mike ate breakfast silently while the girls and I talked about what to do in his feminization. When we had a list and a plan for the day, I sat back and sipped my coffee, looking at Mike reading the news on his iPhone. “You okay, honey?” I asked him.  
 
    “Yeah. Fine.”  
 
    “Wanna take a shower with me? I can help remove the little body hair you have. I can reach the places you can’t.”  
 
    “Sure. I guess we’re going through with this, huh?”  
 
    “Honey... you don’t have to. I think it would be good for you to try, though. It’s all reversible. It’s not like you’re getting breast or hip implants yet.”  
 
    “Yet? That implies later.”  
 
    “No, it doesn’t. I’m just saying you’ll be able to reverse what we do without a problem. If you want implants later to make it easier, better, and more permanent, then you can, but you don’t have to go into this thinking it’s forever. You could just do it when you feel like, or never do it again if you want. Okay?”  
 
    The girls sipped their coffee and watched Mike. Mike stared at me, then at the girls. They smiled at him. He took them in. He turned to me and grinned. “This will be fun. Okay, let’s do it.” He stood up and took my hand. “Help me get silky smooth. I mean, I keep it all at bay but my back and stuff.”  
 
    “I know.” I stood and kissed him. “Let’s go get you pretty.” 
 
    We showered, and I did Mike’s hair in a more feminine style. “We’ll get you a proper girl’s cut.”  
 
    “But—” 
 
    “But nothing. It can be cut into a guy’s haircut after. We’re highlighting it too.”  
 
    I did his makeup, teaching him as we went and letting him try. When we were done, he stared at his face in the mirror. “I do look pretty.”  
 
    “Yes.” I took out his stud earrings and put in dangly ones, painted his toenails a pretty, metallic pink, and we went into the bedroom, a towel wrapped around him under his arms. I sat in the chair and watched Pat and Candy.  
 
    The girls were all ready for him; his clothes were lying on the bed. Candy patted the bed for him to sit as she said, “My, my, you do fem well—look at your hair and makeup, girl.”  
 
    “Thanks.” Mike was blushing as he sat on the bed. Pat rolled up some sheer suntan pantyhose and slipped them on his foot and began unrolling them upward. She did the other foot and had him slide them the rest of the way up. He hardened immediately.  
 
    “I cut out the crotch a little so you can get at that woody easier,” Pat said as she stood up and kissed him lightly on the lips. “Feels nice, doesn’t it?”  
 
    “Very,” Mike said sheepishly.  
 
    “Sit again,” Candy said. She slipped pink, high-wedge heels on his feet and strapped them. She handed him a flared, white denim miniskirt, and he slid into it and zipped it up the side. His hard-on made a tent of the skirt. “Ooops,” Candy said as she handed him some tight, pink, satin, stretch panties. “Need these.”  
 
    He slid them up and tucked himself into them, then lowered his skirt.  
 
    “That’s better,” Candy said. She picked up a padded pink bra and held it for him to put his arms through, then clasped the back and stuffed it with some panties. “There. Not perfect and no cleavage, but it’ll do until we buy you gel breast-forms today.” She handed him a pink tank top, and he slid it over his head and tucked it in. A white denim coat finished Michelle’s outfit. Candy sprayed perfume all over her. And handed her a purse, which she slung on her shoulder. “There, you are now Michelle. Go look in the mirror.”  
 
    Michelle walked uneasily for a few steps until she mastered the high heels, and then she stood before the mirror admiring herself. “Damn! You were right. I do look good.”  
 
    I went beside Mike and placed my hand on his shoulder. “How do you feel?”  
 
    “Good. It feels really nice. The skirt is weird though. I feel so vulnerable not having pants. It’s like when I wear chaps instead of pants for playtime.” She laughed.  
 
    “See, isn’t that more appropriate for a bottom too?  
 
    “I guess it is. Hmm.”  
 
    “And your voice even fits well.”  
 
    “It does.” She turned from the mirror and ran her hand through her hair. “Now what, ladies?”  
 
    I fussed with her hair as I said, “Now we take you out and get your hair and nails done. Maybe an extra ear piercing in each ear and do some shopping. Sound good?”  
 
    “Sounds wonderful.” Michelle took one last look in the mirror and posed in different ways, checking herself out. Then she turned, smiling, with her hand hooked on her purse and said, “Let’s go, girls.” 


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    12 
 
      
 
    Michelle was like a kid in a candy store, shopping in her new highlighted and styled hair with new ear piercings and earrings and her new long fingernails painted to match her toes. She couldn’t help buying all sorts of jewelry, clothing, perfume, gel breast-forms, bras, panties, stockings, shoes, and on and on. She had become immersed in being Michelle. All of us were entertained by how much fun she was having, being newly feminized, and we had a ball shopping with our living Barbie doll.  
 
    Back home, we helped make room, removing most of her boy clothes and helping her put her things away. When that was done, we had some iced tea on the patio and chatted.  
 
    “Ready for a night on the town, little girl?” I asked Michelle.  
 
    She sipped and nodded, her pinky flashing pink, held out to the side. “I can’t wait to dress up for tonight. You think Evan will clock me?”  
 
    “No way. Well, though, he might. He knew me before I did this and knows I femmed. Maybe he’ll catch on. But that doesn’t mean you don’t look good enough. You’re perfect, honey.”  
 
    “I know. Perfect. Maybe I shouldn’t pay so much attention to detail. Maybe I should wear some pants and not look so hot.”  
 
    “How much fun would that be? It’d be like being a guy again. Besides, you only have guy pants; you didn’t buy any women’s.”  
 
    “True on both counts. Okay.” She looked at the other girls and checked her watch. “Shall we get ready, girls? I think I have a new taste for life longing to be fulfilled.”  
 
    Michelle and I wore similar dressy minidresses with flared hems and satin linings, crotchless panties, lace-top thigh-high stockings and garter belts, and sinfully high strappy stilettos. Her gel breast-forms made lovely cleavage that really made her feel nice. “Wow,” she said, looking in the full-length mirror. She squeezed one of her breasts. “These feel really nice. And the crotchless panties and my hard-on under the satin lining is so darn sensual, and it doesn’t even show.”  
 
    I grabbed her through the dress and squeezed it. “Nice, huh? I know exactly how good it feels. I’m wearing the same thing. See what you’ve been missing?” I let her go and straightened the front of her dress.  
 
    “I guess. Beats the hell out of pants.”  
 
    “Sure does. Ready?”  
 
    “Ready as ever.”  
 
    I drove so Michelle could relax, and at the restaurant, Evan greeted us as I stood, holding Michelle’s arm, and Candy held Pat’s. His ever-smiling eyes scanned us and ended up on mine. “Cambden. Good to see you. Are James and Mike coming later?”  
 
    “James will never be here again. At least not with us. I’m not sure about Mike.” I looked at Michelle and smiled. Michelle smiled uneasily at Evan and said, “I’m Michelle.” She held out a hand.  
 
    He shook it, his eyes studying Michelle’s face and hair. “Ah, you certainly are stunning, Miss Michelle.” He smiled broadly. “Well, Michelle... I’m very glad to meet you, and you and Cambden truly make such a marvelous couple together.” He greeted the other girls and led us to our seats.  
 
    As we sat, I said to Michelle, “See? Evan wouldn’t care. Maybe he thinks we look even better than Mike and I.”  
 
    “Maybe.” Michelle slid into the booth between Candy and me, and she rested a hand on my thigh. We all crossed our legs and bounced a foot beneath the table.  
 
    Michelle whispered to me, “I know Evan clocked me, but that’s okay. It feels good to be with you this way, and he thought I look good this way too, I could tell. This is so freakin’ sensual. So much more intense and pleasant than being dressed as a guy.” She looked at her nails, smiled, and ran her fingers though her hair, flipping it, and tilting her head. “It’s crazy. I don’t know how you can do this.”  
 
    “No. It’s how can you not do it?” I slid my hand on her silky thigh and kissed her on the lips. “It’s so very likable. Like you.”  
 
    Michelle kissed me back. We all ordered drinks and dined fabulously and at length. Michelle picked up the bill and signed it, then said, “Thank you all for introducing me to such a fabulously sensual evening. Even the food tasted brighter, the drinks tastier, the company more engaging, and the smells more fragrant. It seems I’ve found a new taste for life.”  
 
    We all clinked our espressos together, finished them, and left. Once in the car, I asked, “So, girls, the gay club?” The response was unanimous. I drove us all as Michelle sat, her legs crossed as she unconsciously caressed her stockinged thigh while she held my hand on the console, rubbing the back of it with her thumb and gazing lovingly at me.  
 
    I glanced at her and flashed a smile. “Honey, you look like a starry-eyed lover. A girl who’s smitten. Are you smitten with me? More than normal?”  
 
    “I think so. Now that I know how it feels to be you, I seem to have a greater appreciation for your feminized self and why you did it. I love feeling feminine like this. It suits me. I feel completely in my skin. Is that how you feel?”  
 
    I squeezed her hand tight. “All the above. It did give me a new taste for life, just as it did you.” We pulled up to the valet and got out. As we walked, I held Michelle’s bicep like she was my boyfriend. We entered the place and again found seats at the bar, all of us keen to people-watch. We ordered cocktails.  
 
    We were chatting and laughing and having fun like we did when we’d first met Pat and Candy. We met some more girls like us and talked with them in a group gathered round the bar.  
 
    As I sat back down after we were had been dancing, a man said, “Cambden. It figures. Hanging out with more of your kind.” He stood there, glaring at me.  
 
    “Hello, James. Can’t say I’m happy to see you here, but I guess you need to find some other bottom bitch like Mike was for you—someone to kiss your elitist, arrogant, controlling, prejudiced ass.”  
 
    He rolled his eyes and scanned us. “Speaking of that flaming liberal, where is he? I’d think he’d be out with you freaks.”  
 
    Michelle placed her drink on the bar and stepped up to him. In her heels she was almost as tall as him. She slapped him in the face. “Beat it and leave us alone.”  
 
    Shocked, he looked around, then looked back at Michelle. Realization hit him. “You! Uh, wow. I don’t believe it. Another man in a dress. You should be so ashamed of yourself.”  
 
    “I’m not ashamed. I’m a girl. I like being a girl. Believe it. Now go find someone to control and stay away from us—and remember, Cambden has a black belt.”  
 
    He looked at me and laughed. “Yeah right, jiu-jitsu in high heels, huh?”  
 
    I promptly grabbed the back of the barstool for support and gave him a flashing stiletto to his crotch. My foot was back on the floor before he realized his balls had been crushed. His eyes opened wide, and he covered his mouth, groaned, doubled over, and staggered off.  
 
    All the girls laughed and patted me on the back. Candy said, “You’re pretty handy to have around, Cambden. Nice job.”  
 
    “Thanks, now let’s get back to enjoying ourselves and finish our first night with our new girlfriend, Michelle.” I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and kissed her cheek, then whispered to her, “Is my pretty girl in the mood for me to make love to her new wonderfully feminized and pretty sissy ass, my loving bottom?”  
 
    Michelle opened her eyes wide and gave me an evil smile. 
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    Back at our house, we all had a nightcap. I whispered to Michelle, “Do you want more company, honey? We could invite Candy and Patty if you want. It’s up to you.”  
 
    She snuggled next to me on the couch, her head on my shoulder, her legs folded beneath her and her hand caressing my leg. “I love you,” she said quietly.  
 
    “I know. I love you too. Do you want company?”  
 
    “Not tonight. Thanks for asking, though. It’ll be fun when we do that. I just want you. I want to feel you inside me and be able to focus on you. Are you sure you want to be the top? I mean, I could if... if you wanted. I could do it for you. You’ve given me so much with my new taste for life, I feel indebted to you.”  
 
    “That would be wonderful. But I owe you, because after I feminized, I didn’t realize it’s what you wanted. Tonight, I want to give you exactly what you want and deserve. You deserve to feel how it feels to be a woman, being made love to, rather than a guy being a bitch for a mean and rotten guy. How about in the future we take turns?”  
 
    “Okay. I feel better about us now, so I think I can step up to it.” She pressed her hand between her legs, gazing at me lovingly. “I want you. Let’s go.”  
 
    I called to Candy and Pat, who were kissing on the couch, “Goodnight, girls. We’re going to bed.”  
 
    They broke their kiss momentarily and said goodnight, then went back into their embrace. 
 
    Michelle and I downed our drinks. I stood and took her hand so she could unfold herself and stand up. We walked hand in hand, clicking our heels across the floor, and went upstairs. Michelle went to the nightstand and handed me some lube. I lubed myself while she slid onto the bed and positioned herself on the pillow, her arms out to me.  
 
    I climbed onto the bed and slid on my knees to her. I kissed her forehead, her cheeks, her lips. I lifted her dress and folded it above her waist, then grasped a thigh and pressed it back with one hand while I adjusted her crotchless panties to the side with the other. I guided myself toward her, inching closer on my knees. She pressed her bottom toward me and up. I pressed against her hole, looking into her eyes. She pressed back, and I began to enter the tight, hot heaven.She gave a little gasp and pulled my hips toward her as I pressed both her thighs back onto the bed, her heels above her.  
 
    “Oh god, yes, Cambden. I’ve missed you so much.”  
 
    “Not anymore, my love. Not anymore.” I pressed it deeper and deeper, slowly, until I was all the way in; I embraced her and kissed her deeply while I thrusted slowly. We did that for some time, then I lifted up, pulled out my breasts, and moved one close to her lips.  
 
    She sucked my nipple, making me moan a little, and I pressed her legs back again. I lifted myself to see her face, and her eyes showed me the pleasure I gave her as I thrusted faster now. Her shaft swung in circles between us. I grabbed it and stroked it for her while thrusting. Her hands squeezed my breasts and pinched my nipples.  
 
    She lifted her hips as I pushed forward, trying to get as deep as I could go. I began to thrust faster and faster and released her shaft to swing in circles between us while I held her nailed to the bed by her stockinged thighs. Her breasts jiggled on her chest.  
 
    I looked into her eyes. “Is it okay if I come? I can wait, but I don’t want to.”  
 
    “Oh god, yes, please. I’m ready too. Take me, Cambden, my sweet. Take me—I’m yours.”  
 
    The bed shook, her breasts jiggled, her pointed toes in her heels flailed above her, her cock made circles. I grunted and shoved hard, then held it there for a moment. Then, as it gushed, I rammed her in time with each flood into her. She whimpered and her legs tensed; her eyes opened wide, locked on mine, and she spurted strings of white pearls over her dress and stockings.  
 
    I kept pounding her as long as I could, even after I had finished emptying my passion into her. I didn’t want her to feel shortchanged. When her body relaxed, I fell onto her and we lay there, catching our breath. I whispered in her ear, “That was fabulous. Better than it ever was. You were so, so... lovely.”  
 
    Her hand ran through my hair as she sniffed my neck then planted a kiss on it. “I felt so lovely. So feminine and pretty and sexy and desirable. You’re so gorgeous. I’m so glad I have this new taste for life. Thank you.”  
 
    We lay there until I fell out of her. Then Michelle spooned me and we drifted off to sleep. 
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    I woke in the morning to Michelle sleeping peacefully, the sunlight streaming onto her. I made my way to her and lifted her dress, then took her into my mouth. I sucked it until it grew in my mouth, and she awoke. “Good morning, Cambden. That feels lovely.”  
 
    I moaned around it and continued, enjoying her hands on my head. I wanted her reward, and I moved intently on her to get it. Soon, she tensed and flooded my mouth with her lusciousness, and I swallowed it greedily. When she was done, I slurped off it and put her dress down over it. I slid up to her and kissed her on the lips, sharing her taste with her.  
 
    “Good morning, sweet,” I said as I moved her hair off her forehead.  
 
    “Good morning. That was fabulous. What a great way to be awoken. Thank you.”  
 
    “You’re welcome. I did that because I love doing it, but I also did it because I wanted you to experience being feminized without any libido, so you can see how that is too. C’mon and I’ll make you breakfast.”  
 
    We both got out of bed and went to the kitchen. Candy and Pat were up already.  
 
    “Hello, girls,” Candy chimed.  
 
    Patty waved and smiled, sitting at the table. “Hi.”  
 
    I went to Candy and kissed her cheek. She opened the oven and showed me. “Almost done. I made us all French toast and bacon.”  
 
    “How nice of you!” Michelle thanked her and kissed her cheek.  
 
    We sat and poured orange juice for ourselves. I watched Michelle as she sat there, her pinky out, drinking, bouncing a foot over her leg. “So, how’s it feel without libido?”  
 
    “Just as good. Almost. I feel pretty and feminine and... and... nice.”  
 
    “Good. I was hoping for that. So will you be a bride or a groom for our wedding?”  
 
    “Our wedding. Oh my, I’ve been so enveloped in the new me, I hadn’t thought about that. A big wedding, or just a JP and us?”  
 
    “Whatever you want.”  
 
    “Gosh. I have to think about all of that.”  
 
    “One thing at a time, honey. Be the engineer and organize your thoughts like you usually do.”  
 
    She sipped her orange juice and gazed up and to the right. She slid her hand on her leg, sniffed her wrist, felt her breast. She nodded, looking at me. “Bride. For sure. Much more interesting.”  
 
    “Okay. One decision made.”  
 
    She looked at the girls. Candy said, “If it’s okay by you two, I’d love to be a bridesmaid in whatever kind of wedding you have.”  
 
    Pat nodded quickly. “Me too.”  
 
    Michelle stood, went to the coffee pot, and poured herself one. She clicked in her heels across the floor to look out the back window onto the patio. She kicked a hip out and sipped while she thought. Her hand rested on her hip. She moved it to her hair and ran it through it. “I have it.” She turned to us and said, “JP, our patio, just us four, next weekend. I want to get caught up on our work. Cambden, we have a shoot to do for the bathing suit line and one for the scarf company. Then we’re free for a week or so.”  
 
    I nodded. “Okay, sounds good. We get done what needs to get done, and then we get married.”  
 
    “Does that work, girls?” she asked.  
 
    Candy said, “Perfect. We both have things to do for work, too, and this weekend would be perfect. How about Patty and I wear pink bridesmaid dresses? Something prissy and feminine. I know the dress I want and where to get it. Always wanted that dress but never had an occasion for it.”  
 
    “Okay by me,” I said. “Michelle?”  
 
    “Perfect. We need wedding dresses.”  
 
    “I know where the perfect little dresses are. Prissy pink bridesmaids will go well with prissy white brides. Should we all celebrate the wedding night together? Michelle? Patty and Candy in our wedding bed?”  
 
    Michelle crossed her legs and I could see her arousal as she smiled at the girls, who were smiling back at her. “Of course.”  
 
    I said, “Okay, girls. Then what do you say we abstain from sex all week and save it up for our wedding night?”  
 
    Patty beamed. “I have plenty of cages for us all to use.”  
 
    I replied, “But then we can’t edge all week and make it more torturous.”  
 
    Michelle said, “You think the four of us could edge and not release all week? C’mon, Cambden.”  
 
    “True. Cages it is, then, and I’ll get out the libido enhancers for us to take all week.”  
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    The week went by quickly. Michelle was fine with her libido being low for a day or so, and she enjoyed just being Michelle. On Tuesday, after our one shoot, she sat down by me when we finished. “This is gonna be tough.”  
 
    “What? I thought you said the shoot is done.”  
 
    “Well, it is. But looking at you through the lens, wearing only a bathing suit and heels, well, I’m filling my cage.” She laughed and kissed my cheek.  
 
    “Well, that’s good. We want to do that so your libido is maxed out Saturday so we can all maximize our pleasure. I’d go change, but if it’s working, I think I should let it. My cage is filled just knowing yours is. I think the pills are having an effect too. Besides, the next shoot is just some boring scarves, and that won’t add to it.”  
 
    “Uh, see... the thing is, with my libido like this, I rethought the shoot. It’s supposed to be a sexy scarf line, sooo... I was thinking maybe you and Candy and Patty. We could be creative and find ways to wear a scarf no one’s thought of that makes them sexier than any scarf around.”  
 
    I laughed. “God, yes, we could. Let’s do it. Candy and Patty will love it.”  
 
    We did the scarf shoot that night. It came out incredible. When we were done, we all sat around, the two girls and I in our wrapped scarves and heels and Michelle in the little jumper that she liked to wear for work now. We ended up getting take-out and watching porn.  
 
    The rest of the week, we were afraid to do anything sexy like watching porn or modeling sexy clothes. We still took the libido pills, though, and we were exceptionally touchy-feely and kissy-kissy when we were together. Michelle was like a feline version of herself, exuding sensuality, even just eating or walking. When Saturday arrived, we were all ready for it. 
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    Saturday morning, we all bathed together, sponging our bodies and making our skin smooth and sensitive with loofas. We primped and got ready like a bunch of virgin girls getting ready to lose their virginity after a prom. You’d think it was the first time we’d had sex the way we acted.  
 
    Candy and Patty looked fabulous in their short pink V-neck layered-and-flared crinoline prissiness, with the tops of their white lace-top thigh-high stockings showing just beneath the hem. Our dresses were like theirs but in snow white. Our crotchless panties allowed our hard shafts—lifted by ribbon-wrapped balls, free of the cage now—poke into the soft fluffy crinoline of the dress. With each step, the crinoline swished and sensually caressed our decorated packages beneath the hem.  
 
    “I can’t be doing too much walking in this or it’ll ruin things for me. I’ll mess my dress,” Candy said as she looked at herself in the mirror and adjusted the ribbons in her hair.  
 
    Michelle strapped her fetishy white heels to her ankle and said, “We all have that problem, honey. Deal with it and don’t let it happen, Candy.” She stood in her heels and perfumed herself all over.  
 
    I stood next to her and looked at us both. I grabbed her hand. “Wife and wife!” I laughed. “I like it, actually. It has a nice ring to it.”  
 
    “We did find some nice rings too, didn’t we?” she said.  
 
    “We did.” I kissed her lightly on the lips and looked at my watch. “The JP should be here soon. I need a drink and a smoke.”  
 
    “Me too. Girls—we’re going for drinks and smokes on the patio. I think Cambden is getting nervous about the JP.”  
 
    She took my hand and led us out. Candy and Patty followed. We all sat, and Michelle passed the emergency pack of smokes around to us with the lighter. We lit up and sipped martinis.  
 
    Candy said, “Don’t be nervous, Michelle. This was our JP too, remember?”  
 
    “I know. I’m not worried about the ceremony.”  
 
    I put my arm around her. “What’s wrong then, baby?”  
 
    “Uh, I’m not sure I can do what we talked about... afterward, I mean... in our wedding bed.”  
 
    “Why?”  
 
    Candy said, “Oh Michelle, you’ve always been a bottom girl, and you have to have Maxwell. Patty and I have both enjoyed him, and we didn’t split in two.”  
 
    I adjusted her veil on her head. “That’s right, honey. You’re a big girl now and deserve to have him for your special day. I’ll be right there with you, holding you tight inside me. You’ll love it.”  
 
    The JP entered the patio from the side. “I rang the bell, but no one answered, so I came around back. I’m Maxwell.”  
 
    Maxwell was six foot two, handsome as hell and black as night. I could see the outline of his flaccid rod in his pants, and it was already twice the size of mine when it’s hard. I whispered in Michelle’s ear, “He’s gorgeous—and huge.” 
 
    “Now be a big girl. You’re gonna love him in your cute little sissy butt.” 
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    Maxwell had a drink with us, then we put on the music and began. Candy and Patty handed us the rings at the right time, and before we knew it, the ceremony was over. Maxwell gave us each a hug, and we sat about, eating and drinking together.  
 
    We talked about Candy and Patty’s wedding, and they joked about their wedding night and how great it was having Maxwell there. They talked about other times they’d gotten together with him and some of his friends. It was all very arousing, and Maxwell was absolutely charming. Candy and Patty had arranged for him to stick around, and he was more than willing.  
 
    After dinner and drinks, Maxwell smoked a cigar while Patty and Candy smoked him. They were on the couch next to him, taking turns on his two-fisted whopper while he chatted with us as if this were perfectly normal. I couldn’t help but stare at it and gauge its size. It was perfectly straight, thick, and long—long enough, it seemed, to come out Michelle’s throat.  
 
    Michelle and I were very much on edge. I asked her, “Ready for Maxwell?”  
 
    “Uh, I, uh...”  
 
    “You are. I can tell you’re intrigued by him and his extra-special gift. You’re a lucky girl—I might have to have him someday. Don’t be scared. Once he’s in, you’ll be fine.”  
 
    “I know.”  
 
    I felt my bride through her layers of crinoline, and she was hard, so I knew she was more excited than scared, thrilled with the idea of Maxwell making love to her. 
 
    I stood and finished my drink. “Does anyone want more to drink or eat, or are we ready to adjourn to the drilling room—I mean bedroom?”  
 
    Maxwell laughed and tucked himself away. “Only if your bride is ready to be drilled. Michelle?”  
 
    She nodded sheepishly. “Uh, yes please.”  
 
    “Good girl,” I said as I helped her to her feet.  
 
    Maxwell came over to her and lifted her like his bride. Michelle’s arms went around his neck and he said, “Lead the way, ladies.”  
 
    I led us to the bedroom, where the bed was prepared with pink satin sheets with rose petals on them and lube on both nightstands, ready and waiting. We all clambered onto the bed, Candy and Patty falling onto one side of the bed in an embrace and intwining their legs. I lubed myself, slid onto the bed and tugged Michelle onto me. I lifted my dress and spread my legs, and she held my thighs back as she guided herself into me. She gasped, as did I when she entered me. The crinoline of our dresses was like a puff of delicacy between us.  
 
    Maxwell, all lubed and glistening, slid onto the bed naked and lifted Michelle’s dress up over her back. He guided himself into her as she held herself in me and pressed her butt up a bit for him. I watched her eyes go wide, and a grimace filled her face for a moment. Then as Maxwell entered her, she rolled her eyes. “Oh my god. This is incredible.”  
 
    She stared into my eyes while he continued to drive deeper into her. When he was in all the way, he began to thrust slowly outward and then back in. He kissed her neck and asked if she was okay. Michelle nodded quickly. “God, yes. Faster, harder. Drill me.”  
 
    Maxwell wasted no time. He picked up the pace. Michelle was pounded, and she pounded into me. My feet in my heels flailed above my head, and my shaft rubbed in the silky soft nest of crinoline. Michelle’s wide eyes were locked on mine as she gasped with each thrust.  
 
    I turned to the side to see Candy being pounded into the bed by Patty, Candy’s heels spinning and flopping above her head. She looked over at me and reached out for my hand. I gave it to her, and we squeezed each other’s hands as the room was filled with the sounds of drilling being done.  
 
    Maxwell was concentrating, looking at Michelle’s tight ass as his rod drove in and out of it. He slapped her bottom hard a few times with his big hand. Michelle began to breathe heavier, and her eyes got wider. I could feel her slipping inside me, hard as a drill. I had the sense we were all connected by some invisible electric energy.  
 
    Maxwell let out a moan and then grunted as he shoved it hard into Michelle. Michelle’s eyes went wide as she felt him pulsing inside her, and she came inside me. Her body tensed, as did mine, and my feet locked, toes pointed in the air above me as I came in the fluffy crinoline. Maxwell pulled out and with a grunt, shoved hard into Michelle again and held it there, depositing more passion into her receptacle. She shot the last of her load into me as her body shuddered and shook on his impaler.  
 
    When he was done, he almost fell onto Michelle but caught himself, then slowly pulled out of her and fell alongside us on the bed.  
 
    He stroked Michelle’s hair. “You are a lovely girl. You two are wonderful brides. Thank you for choosing me to do your wedding.”  
 
    “Thank you,” I said. “Thanks for giving my wife what she always wanted. I think she’s gotten a new taste for life. Maybe a few new tastes for life. Right, Michelle?”  
 
    Michelle sighed. “Oh god, yes. At the beginning you said you needed a new taste for life. How come it was me that ended up with it?”  
 
    “We both did, dear. We both did by opening to new things. That’s all it takes sometimes, isn’t it?” I kissed her forehead. “My love.”  
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