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    “Jenny, did you see my keys?” I dug around in the junk drawer in the kitchen. “I didn’t use a purse yesterday because my denim mini-skirt had pockets, and now I can’t find my keys.”  
 
    “Jessie, they’re right there. You must have been too tired to put them away. Look in your shoe. There!” Sitting on the couch, she pointed to a pair of my go-to favorite shoes, strappy stilettos.  
 
    “Oh my gosh, thanks Jenny. I’d be lost without you.” I bent down and picked them up. “After the sports bar last night, I was exhausted and took them off and laid on the couch. I must have been too lazy to put them away.” I slipped my skirt under me, sat next to her on the couch, and crossed my legs. I slid my hand on my stockinged thigh unconsciously as I gazed into her sweet eyes.  
 
    “No problem. You’re so neat all the time, Jessie. It surprised me to see your shoes there when I came home this morning.”  
 
    “You haven’t known me that long to have seen when I have my moments. How was your visit at home?”  
 
    “Good. Everyone’s fine. It’s funny, I’m happier here though. I mean, I’m so glad I don’t live at home anymore. Not that my folks aren’t nice, but I like my freedom and not having to be judged if I want to go partying or have more than one boyfriend. How are you with your parents? Are you the only child like I am?”  
 
    “Yeah. My parents are great. They actually helped me to find myself.”  
 
    “Wow. That’s an accomplishment. Some people never do. Is that why you’re so confident and polished? I mean, I never saw a girl that looks so put together, sharp, and even sexy all the time.”  
 
    “Thank you!” I patted her jean-covered leg. “You’re sweet.”  
 
    “Not so sweet. Just telling the truth. I hate lies and you’re something very special for a girl.” She placed her hand on mine on my thigh. I couldn’t help thinking I should tell her what I was.  
 
    “You’re so sensual and feminine the way you move and unconsciously touch and caress yourself. Like the way your hand nonchalantly glides those long painted nails on your silky stockinged leg while we talk. Most women these days don’t even wear stockings or long nails. I think it’s classy. Do you have a boyfriend?”  
 
    “Uh, no. Not into guys, really.”  
 
    “Girlfriend?”  
 
    “No. By myself.”  
 
    “Would you like a girlfriend or boyfriend?”  
 
    “I found girls to be too complicated and most girls never liked me, despite my girly nature. Guys? Absolutely not.”  
 
    “Why is that? I mean, I have more than one boyfriend and even have some girlfriends I sleep with. It isn’t complicated for me.”  
 
    “Hmm, I would think that would be hard.”  
 
    “Nothing hard about it, except for the boys… when I want them to be.” She laughed. “Where are you off to? Like to hang out?”  
 
    I ran my long, painted nails through my hair. “I was planning to get my hair done and add another ear piercing in each ear. I’d like to be able to wear three in each ear.”  
 
    She ran her hands through my hair. “It’s so pretty already. I love how much texture there is.”  
 
    “Wanna get yours done? They might have an opening. They do have more than one chair there.”  
 
    “I’d like that. And after I could get another piercing too. I’d like three.”  
 
    I looked at my watch. “My appointment’s at noon. Ready to go?” I stood up and held my hand out. “No rush if you want to change clothes. Not that you need to.”  
 
    She looked me over as I adjusted my skirt and blouse. I grabbed my purse from the counter and draped it over my shoulder. I took some perfume out of it and spritzed it on my hair and arms. I looked at her, waiting for her answer.  
 
    “I think I should throw a skirt and nicer top on, too. I don’t want to look like a bum next to you. I’ll be right back.” Jenny ran off.  
 
    I sat back on the couch and adjusted my breasts in my bra. I loved having breasts. Loved my parents for buying me the implants. I always wanted to show them off the best I could.  
 
    Seems my roommate might become a good friend. But I wasn’t so sure how she’d react when she found out I was a bit different than most girls.  
 
    Jenny flew into the room. “All set. Better?” She posed with her purse.  
 
    “You were fine before... but you look very nice this way. Love your heels.”  
 
    “Thanks!” She grabbed my arm. Looked directly into my eyes with her being the same height as me now in our heels. We were both about five-foot-five, barefoot, and about five-nine with the heels. “Let’s go get pretty.”  
 
    I drove, the windows open and the sweet fresh air billowing around my legs and fluffing my hair while Jenny talked about things she wanted to buy while we were there. “I need some nice stockings like yours. I rarely wear them, but I’d forgotten how finished and inviting legs can look in them until I saw you wearing them.”  
 
    “There’s a nice hosiery and lingerie shop we can go to.”  
 
    “Good, so, tell me… my new friend and roommate. Why are you such a girly girl? Was your mom a girly girl?”  
 
    I nodded. “She was. My dad liked to see her dressed feminine and sexy. I mean, she still wore jeans and pants, but she liked to dress pretty and sexy for him and did so often.”  
 
    “So, no brothers or sisters?”  
 
    “Nope. Just me.”  
 
    “Just one girl. Was your dad disappointed he didn’t have a boy?”  
 
    “My dad loved me. Still does. He loved how good my mom made me look, too. I won pageants. Lots of them. My mom had me competing at eight years old.”  
 
    “Really? That must have been hard for such a young girl. That seems like a lot of pressure for a little girl.... going on stage, all the accouterments and makeup.”  
 
    “It was scary at first, but despite that, it was fun. I could be someone else entirely when I was in a pageant. It made me special, and it was the only time I felt truly in my own skin. I loved the frills and girly things. It’s how I found myself. What I really was. What I liked. How I wanted to be.”  
 
    She gazed at me while I drove. She reached out and held my hand on the console. She rubbed the back of it with her thumb. “I love your nails, too. I should get mine done. So, are you going to be an actress, model, or stage person?”  
 
    “I’m studying psychology and intend to get my doctorate eventually. I’m interested in gender issues.”  
 
    “Fascinating! I always wondered what made someone want to change genders.”  
 
    My hands got sweaty on the wheel. What should I say now? I didn’t want to reveal what I was yet. We barely knew each other. “So, Jenny, you’re bisexual? You said you’ve slept with girlfriends and boyfriends.”  
 
    “Yes, I have. I really never hit it off with anyone that well, though. The relationships become more like friends with benefits. I guess I see why you said relationships were complicated. I guess that’s why I only had friends with benefits.”  
 
    “So, you’re looking for something more than that?”  
 
    “Of course. Some people might say they aren’t, but really, when you want stability and a future, you need someone you can love forever. Or at least love and not just be friends or friends with benefits.”  
 
    “What kind of girl or guy are you looking for?”  
 
    “I’m not sure. Someone who captures my heart. Someone neat who has the same interests I do. Sometimes girls are better for that because we’re the same and tend to be neater with better hygiene. But… girls don’t have the parts that guys do. But the girls can be catty. You know, jealous of silly things like haircuts and clothing and boyfriends and girlfriends. Too much drama.” She put her hand on mine on the console and squeezed it as I sensed her gaze on me. “You don’t seem that way. You’re different. How about you?”  
 
    I shrugged. “Guys scare me. They always have. I was never comfortable around them. They’re too different from me.”  
 
    She laughed. “I bet they are. But that’s the fun. You never touched a cock before?”  
 
    I shook my head. “Nope.”  
 
    “Oh my. We’ll have to help you with that. I think you might look at guys differently after that.”  
 
    “Uh… No thanks. I enjoy being with you. You’re really nice and we seem to have a lot in common, as girls, at least.”  
 
    “True. We do. But I want to be more like you.”  
 
    “Well, then. Let’s work on that and forget about the guys for now.”  
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    She gazed out of the window, a smile on her pretty face. She liked guy’s parts and girl’s similar interests. Seemed I could capitalize on that. Could I tell her right now? But what if she thought I was a freak? 
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    We spent the day together. I helped her pick out a hairstyle with layers and highlights. She wanted a more feminine look, like mine, with my curls and bounce. She ended up with a perm for the bounce and curls, with layers and highlights.  
 
    She played with it as she looked in the mirror; the stylist beaming behind her. Jenny was ecstatic. “It’s so girly and cute. I love it! It’s almost like yours, Jessie. Are you angry with me? We’ll look like sisters.”  
 
    “Why would I be angry? I helped you pick it out. You wanted a more girly look, and now you have it.”  
 
    She shook her head, flopped it around, and giggled. “I love it. It doesn’t even need to be combed or anything!” She leapt from the chair and looked at her new, long, painted, fake nails as they gleamed in the light. “And these are fabulous. They’ll look so good wrapped around a nice big…” She caught herself, covered her mouth, and looked around, her eyes wide. The stylist nodded her head, grinning. We all laughed. “… What’s so funny? I was going to say milkshake!” We laughed again.  
 
    We left the wonderful smells of the salon and journeyed to the mall. Jenny found stockings, garter belts, pantyhose, and all the things she wanted to aid her in becoming more girly and sexier. “Okay, Jessie. What else should I buy so I can be more like you?” She looked me up and down. “I love the girliness of this hair. How else can I be more girly?”  
 
    “Well, we were going to get a third piercing in each ear.”  
 
    “Oh right. Okay. Let’s do that.” She took my hand, and we walked toward the piercing place. “So, what else? Think girly.”  
 
    “Uh, let’s see. Pink, flowers, bows, crinoline, ruffles, stuff like that?”  
 
    “Right. Sure. Do you have lots of stuff like that?”  
 
    “I do. Wear it often. I especially like my crinoline dresses and skirts. I can’t wear them often because there aren’t many places it would look right to wear them to. But when I can, they remind me of how it was when I was in the pageants as a young…. uh, a young girl. I remember the first time they caressed my stockinged legs. It thrilled me so much; the soft, silky sensation of them on my legs. It was like being dipped in girliness. My mom took pictures of me wearing those dresses and I never smiled as much as I did then. I still wear them from time to time when I’m in the mood to be exceptionally girlie.”  
 
    “Good. I want some. After the piercings, okay?”  
 
    “Okay. Careful though. It can be addicting being a girlie girl. I also have a storage unit where I keep my collection of pageant dresses that still fit me. I’m sure we’d find ones that would fit you. Some of them would work as fancy cocktail dresses we could go out in.”  
 
    “Really? You’d do that for me? I’d love it. Especially wearing dresses you wore in pageants. I could imagine I was a princess like you. Can we?”  
 
    “Absolutely!”  
 
    We both laughed and Jenny and I walked hand in hand with her swinging our arms, heads held high. She was having a ball. So was I.  
 
    We finished our tasks, stopped by the storage unit, and picked out a dress for each of us to wear that night. Then we dragged everything home and washed and dried things.  
 
    As we were putting things away, Jenny shook her head. “You know. You could stop paying for that storage unit and not have things be so tight in your closets and drawers if we slept in the same room instead of separate rooms. Then we could turn my room into one big closet.”  
 
    My heart pounded. My face flushed. Could I do it and not let her know my secret? What if I told her? I didn’t think she’d be ready for that yet. I could ruin everything. “Uh… Gosh…”  
 
    She snuggled up alongside me and took my hand in her tiny one. “Remember? I like girls too. We could fall asleep in each other’s arms. Two girly girls snuggling and cuddling and making each other be girly and pretty and oh so nice.” Jenny turned and wrapped her arms around my neck and gazed into my eyes, her eyes flitting around my face. She ran her hand through my hair. “Please?”  
 
    “Uh… I… I guess we could. It makes sense. But that would be a lot of work. Building the racks for clothes and all and moving it from the storage unit.”  
 
    “But then you’d have all your magnificent dresses close to you. All those memories and sensations. We could wear them just to stay home even. We’d be two pageant girls. Wouldn’t that be nice?” Her hand drifted to my crotch area.  
 
    I pulled away. If she touched there now, she’d find my huge cock standing against my belly in my panties was rock hard for her… and for the idea of being able to wear those dresses all the time with her. “Well, okay, I guess we could try it and see. We can sleep together tonight and see how it goes. I might move around too much at night for you and keep you awake. Or snore or something I’m not aware of.”  
 
    She jumped up and down. “Thank you so much! You’ll see. We’ll be like two peas in a pod. Wow! What a day! I can’t wait to go out with you all dressed up and have a lovely dinner and drinks and dancing and come home knowing we’re going to sleep together. I’m tingling and getting wet just thinking about it.”  
 
    I grinned and rolled my eyes. “Oh my, you make me blush. Okay, let’s relax a little outside so I can let my heart rate drop and then we can get ready. We can make reservations while we have some iced tea on the patio. Okay?”  
 
    She grabbed my hand and swung it. “Fantastic!” 
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    I managed to relax a little, but the thought of her finding out what I was still lingered in my mind. If she found out and freaked, I’d likely lose her. We’d be sharing a place to live, but she’d think she was with some beast or freak. But if I told her and she liked it, it would be heavenly. She did say she liked guys’ cocks, and girls, and I could fill both likes. When she talked about tonight and us living together, I longed for it. If I told her and it worked, I could relax.  
 
    Jenny spoke animatedly, crossing her legs and bouncing a foot. “Isn’t it amazing? It seems such a shame there aren’t many other girls around who like being girly. It just seems wrong. They’re women. They’re supposed to be in contrast to men. It’s like they don’t fully embrace their gender. Something for you to study when you have your doctorate, I guess, huh? People that aren’t quite right. It's sad in a way, don’t you think?”  
 
    “Uh, it is sad in a way that people don’t get to be who they want to be. That’s the people I’m looking to help. People that want to be something others think they shouldn’t be.”  
 
    She looked at her watch and pounded down her iced tea. “Right. I’m glad you’re going to teach those girls how to be their best selves by being feminine and girly, and not being worried about what society says these days that women shouldn’t be girly. It’s so silly. It’s like men not being men.”  
 
    I obviously couldn’t tell her yet after she said all that. What was I doing? She’s not thinking about genetic males being girly. She’s against it. I had to be careful or lose her. Maybe I should lose her, anyway. Her worldview might be too far off from mine. “Uh…” I checked my watch. “We better get dressed.”  
 
    She leapt to her feet and took my hand. “I can’t wait. Let’s go.” 
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    Luckily, she had to get dressed in her room because that’s where all her things were… for now. I nervously and hurriedly dressed in sheer, suntan pantyhose with the gusset cut out a bit for my package, as I always did, then slid into the luscious pageant dress from when I was fifteen years old.  
 
    Not all of my dresses were made like this one. Mom had this one, and some others made when my libido was going crazy as an adolescent and my mother noticed while helping me get dressed, I might give myself away. To keep my secret, she modified the dress so there was a bodysuit with ruffles all around the bikini area and a hole in the crotch that fed my package into a sheath and ball sack that was lined with satin and covered with the same ruffles. In that, it held it up and out of the way so my frequent hard-ons were disguised in the mass of fluffy ruffles matching the crinoline.  
 
    No one could tell I had a leaping eight-inch hard-on beneath my pageant dress… even if the skirt lifted too high. The only way to tell would be by finding it with your hand and grabbing it, but even then, all the ruffles made it hard to do. The only problem with my mom’s design is how sensual it was when I walked, making me hard even when I wasn’t yet and there were times on stage that I couldn’t stop myself from coming while posing and prancing across the stage.  
 
    My mom was brilliant, and it kept my secret, but… I had little control over the pleasure it forced me to have. I wondered if she hadn’t made it that way so that I’d be able to fully enjoy my immersion into the feminine even more. In any case, it worked.  
 
    You ask, why go to such measures to keep it a secret? There are womanless pageants for boys all the time. Well, yes, there were. But my mom and dad didn’t even allow me to compete in them after a while because I would always win. Besides, they said I was a girl and should compete against girls if it was to be at all fair to the others in the competition. So, I was a special girl and still won many pageants against genetic girls. Even while, or maybe because of, my wetting my special dresses on stage, from the enhanced sensuality and femininity I was experiencing.  
 
    I slid my arms through the straps and the stretch bodice clung to me like the first time I wore it, but with gel breast forms then. I adjusted my breasts in the top, the nipples almost showing, my cleavage creamy and prominent as hell. I won three blue ribbons with that dress and came twice in one of the lengthier competitions where we had to dance different dances with male partners.  
 
    I loaded on my jewelry and bathed in a very floral, girly perfume. I checked myself in the full-length mirror and placed a glittery black bow in my hair. The fluffy, black crinoline skirt and the beaded black top were my favorites. I was once again rock hard in this dress and not a bit of it was visible. I added some eyeshadow and extra eyeliner, making my look a more dramatic evening look, and applied twenty-four-hour lipstick, making my lips fuller and pouty and with a Cupid’s bow on the top lip.  
 
    I loaded my purse and slung it over my shoulder. I fluffed my hair and readjusted the bow. There. Pageant girl. I throbbed in my satin nest beneath the dress. Feminine prettiness and sensuality coursed through me and throbbed in me. Now to keep my throbbing secret from Jenny.  
 
    Little erotic clicks came down the hall as Jenny stepped into my room, her wrists bent and arms to the side, palms facing the floor as she acted like the little doll she was, in my pageant dress that had never seen the modifications of this one. She was lovely.  
 
    “How do I look?! This dress is so feminine. It makes me walk on air. My new hair goes well with it, doesn’t it?” She fluffed it about her shoulders. Her breasts were prominent, pouring from the top and her dress was form-fitting about her tiny waist with the flared crinoline skirt, short and swishing about her thighs just a few inches below her crotch. Just like a doll with a doll’s face as well from the way she made it up.  
 
    She beamed as she posed, placing one foot in front of the other, then turned with her long-nailed fingers holding the hem of her dress slightly raised. She would have won the pageants against me.  
 
    “You’re simply stunning, Jenny. You are the epitome of feminine allure and dainty seductiveness. A very grown-up little girl.” I throbbed looking at her.  
 
    I stepped forward, held her chin, and delicately planted a kiss on her painted lips. Her hands slid under my dress and cupped my ruffled bottom, and pulled me to her. She kissed me deeply, our breasts pressing against each other. I throbbed, but our fluff kept her from knowing. I couldn’t help but move my hips a bit against her. I slid inside the satin sheath, sending ripples of pleasure into me. I gasped, breaking our kiss.  
 
    She grinned. “Oh, my! Seems you’re getting a bit spunky, I think.” She giggled. “That’s good. I’m getting aroused too.” She squeezed my ass. “Love your ruffled bottoms. So girly and feminine.”  
 
    “Thanks.” I gave her a peck on the lips and stepped over to the mirror to check myself one more time. I spritzed on more perfume, put it in my purse, and slung it on my shoulder. I checked my watch, then took out my phone and checked our Uber. “She’s almost here. Let’s go downstairs and out front.” I took her by the hand.  
 
    We navigated the stairs carefully in our five-inch heels, then clicked our way out of the house in tiny minced steps. God, she was hot this way. I had never thought I’d ever be able to have a girlfriend, especially one that favored such girly things as these dresses. I just wanted to push her onto a bed and fuck her; our crinolines mushed between us, our breasts crushing, her feet in her high heels floating in the air above us as I pounded myself into her hot, wet, tight heaven. 
 
    “So, is it? Jessie, is it?”  
 
    I snapped back to her. “Uh, what? Sorry, I was lost in thought.”  
 
    “Is the Uber going to pick us up after?”  
 
    “It can. It may not be the same one, though. Don’t worry, we’ll have a ride.”  
 
    “I wasn’t worrying. It’s just that after we go dancing, we might have a ride from the guys I know that hang there.”  
 
    “Ah, I see. Do we have to go dancing?”  
 
    “I think so. We need to get you into circulation. You never touched a cock. That’s wrong for a girl.”  
 
    “Uh. Right. Okay.”  
 
    “Of course, we could just go back home and roll around in bed together. I have a strap-on I could use on you. That can be a kind of training, too.”  
 
    “Right. You know? Dancing sounds nice.”  
 
    We climbed in the Uber and sat close, our stockinged legs touching, each of us caressing each other’s legs sensually. I was in heaven and she was happy. Why did this have to be so difficult? I’d have to dance and meet men and who knows what else to keep my secret. I should just get it over with and let it out and wrap her tiny hand around it right now.  
 
    She glided her hand closer and closer to it under the dress. I trapped it between my legs and crossed them.  
 
    “Something wrong, Jessie?”  
 
    “Huh? No. Everything is perfect.” I gave her a peck on the lips. 
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    After being dropped off at the door, I extended my arm to her and we walked together, arm in arm. The maitre’d’s eyes opened wide, and a smile filled his face ear to ear. “Greetings ladies!”  
 
    “Reservations for Jenny and Jessie?”  
 
    His eyes took us in. He looked at the table layout, wiped J&J off one table, and put J&J on another table on the layout. He smiled at us. “I hope you don’t mind. I’ve taken the liberty of giving you a better table that we usually save for the most stunning guests. You’ll raise the level of class of our establishment by just sitting there.” He waited.  
 
    “Uh.” I looked at Jenny. She shrugged, then bubbled. “How nice! Sure. I’d love to have us be the center of attention. Why not?”  
 
    He beamed, took menus, and led us to our table. He held a chair for Jenny, then for me. We sat next to each other facing out, our legs visible and crossed beneath the table, the short tablecloth, offering as little modesty as our short hems did. It sent a thrill through me being on such a display. It was as if I were on stage again.  
 
    Jenny reached over, held my hand, and gazed into my eyes. She spoke quietly, “This is so much fun. Thank you for doing this for me. We’re like celebrities!” Her stockinged calf slid seductively against mine.  
 
    I gave her a peck on the lips and squeezed her hand.  
 
    “Hello, ladies! Special occasion?” He poured our water into the stemmed glasses.  
 
    Jenny answered. “No, we just wanted to dress up a little and have some fun.”  
 
    He placed drink menus on the white linen tablecloth. “Lovely. Why not, right? Girls should do that more often. It makes everyone’s day brighter.”  
 
    We looked at the menu. Jenny pointed with her long, painted nail. “This Femme Fatale looks interesting.”  
 
    “Yes, I highly recommend it. It’s St Germain and Grey Goose with a spritz of Rose Cava for sparkle and a pinkish hue, served chilled and up in frosted martini glasses with a Himalayan salt rim and a purple dendrobium orchid perched on the rim. It’s almost as lovely to gaze upon as you two and packs quite a wallop for a lady's libation.” 
 
    We both nodded. He ran off. Jenny looked around and slid her hand onto my leg beneath the table. She caressed my leg and squeezed my hand on the table, gazing into my eyes. “You are lovely. This is lovely. I never met a girl that made me feel so sexy and in my skin.”  
 
    I laughed. “Maybe it’s the dress.”  
 
    “Well, I’m sure that has something to do with it, but you have this feminine energy about you all the time that’s contagious.”  
 
    “Thank you. It’s probably from all of my mother’s training in the pageants. Once a person has been that way, it doesn’t go away. You become it.” 
 
    “I can see why you would. I think I’m becoming addicted to it. Now we just need a couple of men to share this with, so we can be their opposites. We can be the receivers of their manly passion. Mmm. Yes. Mmm.”  
 
    Our drinks arrived. With our shining, long-painted-nailed fingertips, we carefully lifted the very thin stemmed glasses to touch them to each other. Jenny smiled over the glass. “To us getting laid tonight.”  
 
    I nodded and sipped the delightful concoction, trying to put what she said from my mind and just enjoy her beautiful presence. The flower touched my cheek delicately. “Hmm, delightful.” I took another large sip and placed the drink back down. I took a deep breath and relaxed my body, looking around the room. Diners were arriving and taking the tables. Everyone dressed nicely, but all eyes were on us. I bounced a leg, my toes pointed in my heels as if in a pose. Jenny did likewise, and we chatted. She scooted her chair closer to me. I moved mine closer to her at the round table. Now we could more easily rest our hands on each other’s leg if we chose to.  
 
    “That’s better. I was too far away from you.” Jenny gave me a peck on the lips.  
 
    “Yes, I agree.” I finished my drink, and the waiter was over in a flash. We ordered another round. I was relaxing, my body finally coming off high alert, my incessant hardness now a pleasant semi-rigid state. We perused the menu. “Oysters?”  
 
    “Sure. Sounds fabulous. Another treat for the senses.” She glided her hand on my leg.  
 
    Our drinks arrived. Jenny grasped hers daintily. “To you, at least touching a man’s manliness tonight. Every girl needs to have her rite of passage.”  
 
    I held the thin stem daintily, my long, painted nails gleaming, and touched her rim with mine. “Rite of passage.”  
 
    We sipped. The alcohol was making me less worried about what was to come. We gazed off at the other diners as they got their drinks, laughed, smiled and had a pleasant time. Three handsome young men came in and were seated at a large booth facing the gardens. Jenny grabbed my hand. “Oh, my god! Those are some of my boyfriends. How lucky can we get?” She stood up and grabbed my hand and tugged me from my seat. We dashed over in tiny steps, my breasts nearly falling out of my top and hers as well. I could sense the eyes in the room upon us.  
 
    “Jimmy! Dave! Pete!” Jenny gave them each a peck on the lips after they stood to greet her. Their faces were beaming. They all took me in thoroughly, their eyes like sensual satin on my body as they passed over each area, lusting for it. The admiration was as if I were on stage again. I uncontrollably throbbed repeatedly and rapidly beneath my dress.  
 
    She introduced me, and we all shook hands. Our waiter came over. “Are you ladies joining the men? I can bring your drinks over.”  
 
    Jimmy said, “Please, Jessie and Jenny. Do us the honor of allowing us to buy you both dinners tonight. Please?”  
 
    Jenny smiled broadly. She looked at me. “He did say please. Can we?”  
 
    I nodded nervously.  
 
    The men slid us into the middle with a boy, girl, boy, girl arrangement. Jimmy was to my right and Dave to my left, followed by Jenny, now separated from me by Dave and then with Pete to her left. The men’s legs touched mine, thigh to thigh. Jenny leaned over Dave and grasped my hand. “Isn’t this wonderful? A handsome-men sandwich.” She patted Dave and Pete’s leg and placed one of each of their hands onto her thighs. “Make me feel pretty, boys.” She glided their hands on her legs. “And don’t leave Jessie out.” She looked over at Jimmy. “James, pay attention to Jessie. Make her feel pretty.” She motioned with her head to the men’s hands on her. Jimmy put his hand on my leg and squeezed, then glided it. “Is this good, Jessie? Or should I not.”  
 
    Jenny said, “Of course it’s good. Right, Jessie?”  
 
    I nodded nervously. Dave’s other hand landed on my other leg and began caressing it like he was Jenny’s.  
 
    The men ordered drinks and oysters for all of us. We chatted and drank and the drinks had loosened me up enough that Jimmy’s and Dave’s hands on my legs were actually quite nice. It was a compliment to have them paying such attention to me and though their hands weren’t as delicate or soft with long caressing nails as Jenny’s; they were large and powerful and that lent a whole new sort of texture and sensation to them. Especially by knowing how much they were enjoying it. It was as if the pageant audience were applauding for me.  
 
    We dined through course after course of fine food and had wine with some of it, and we were all quite loose by the end of the meal. Jenny had grabbed my hand and placed it on Dave’s lap to see how hard he was for me. She whispered across him to me that if I didn’t want to get laid tonight, I’d better keep them happy another way.  
 
    They were easy to keep happy once I got past the fact that I was a person with a dick larger than theirs and was making them happy with my hands.  
 
    Jenny beamed at me. I could see her jerking off Pete beneath the table while my hands were wrapped around Dave and Jimmy’s velvety, hard, begging and oozing cocks. I had mixed emotions. I was shocked I could do this with men, yet I was thrilled at how they responded to my attention. It gave me a sense of power and control I had never had before. It was as if I was in control of whether or not they were happy. I was the one in charge of their pleasure and how, or whether, they’d get it.  
 
    I enjoyed discretely bringing them to the edge under their linen napkins, holding them secretly, and rubbing a thumb on their oozing tips while the waiter took things away or brought things to us. I was throbbing in my cock-nest under my dress over and over on its own. I had learned the selfish pleasure of feminine allure.  
 
    The check came and all the men glanced at it, then put their credit card on it. The three of them split it. I realized how nice it was to not have to pay for this event and instead of spending our money on food, we could now spend it on ourselves on new clothes or shoes. It was a societally accepted form of prostitution, and I loved how it worked. I even enjoyed making them happy beneath the table. It was a lovely dinner.  
 
    We all stood. Pete put his arm around Jenny. Jimmy held my one hand and Dave my other. Pete said, “So, would you like to join us for a nightcap at our place? We have absinthe drips we can make.”  
 
    Jenny’s eyes were bright. She raised her eyebrows. “What do you think, Jessie? A nightcap? I’m sure the boys could take us home after. We’ll save an Uber ride.”  
 
    I nodded. “Sure. Why not?”  
 
    Jenny came over to me and wrapped her arm in mine. She looked at the men. “Us girls need to chat a little on the ride there.” We all got in the three-row SUV with Jenny and me in the back. She snuggled next to me. “So, enjoying yourself? You seem to be.”  
 
    I nodded and laughed. “I surprised myself so far.”  
 
    “Good. See? It’s natural for a girl. Now you can get laid tonight.”  
 
    “Uh, no I can’t… I… have my period.”  
 
    “Oh! Wow. What poopy timing, huh?”  
 
    “Right.”  
 
    “Good thing we found the boys tonight. At least for me, huh? We couldn’t even have a girls’ playtime for ourselves with your timing.”  
 
    “I’m so sorry.”  
 
    “It’s not your fault. Come now. Enjoy what you can. The boys will be happy; however you make them happy. I know I’m getting laid, though. Pete has my favorite cock. It’s eight inches long, which fits me perfectly. Not too short, but almost too long. And it’s nice and thick and velvety. Plus, he comes like a rocket and it jerks all over inside of me like a bucking bronco when he does. I can’t wait.”  
 
    Damn! Her favorite size is eight inches and thick like mine is and she’s gonna have him and not me! “I’ll bet. Sounds like a woman’s dream, so I hear.”  
 
    “Oh, it is. You’ll have to see it fill me. He makes me squirt even.” She giggled.  
 
    Great. I was getting jealous now. Poop! I put it out of my mind and focused on thinking about pleasing the guys.  
 
    As if she read my mind, Jenny said, “So… I think you should suck those cocks tonight. Don’t worry about swallowing. It’s fine. You’ll love it. If you enjoyed jerking them, you’ll really enjoy their response when you suck them and harvest their reward, and swallowing it is the best part. Do it, okay? Promise me?”  
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    I imagined it and somehow it made me fill my nest below and I could tell I was oozing when it throbbed. I wanted to try it. I had to. It would take my mind off my jealousy.  
 
    We pulled into the driveway and got out. Pete lifted Jenny off her feet and Jimmy swept me up in his arms and they carried us inside. I sniffed his cologne on his neck as I hung onto it, his strong arms beneath my legs and ruffled bottom. Jimmy’s hot breath was in my ear as he said, “You are the hottest, sexiest woman I’ve ever met.” 
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    The men made the absinthe drips. Jenny removed all of Pete’s clothes and the other guys followed suit while the drips dripped into the small stemmed glasses, making a creamy white beverage that looked very much like what I would harvest in minutes. Could I? I had to. I wanted to.  
 
    No! I needed to. It was who I was! It would be their applause, cheering, and admiration for my allure and talent, and the best part was, I’d taste it and consume it and it would become a part of me and fill me with their passion for me.  
 
    I had a pleasant buzz as I sat on the couch with Jimmy and Dave on either side of me. We all sipped our drinks, and I made Dave and Jimmy jerk off while watching me sip my drink as they caressed my stockinged leg. Their firm, shaved, hairless bodies and cocks gleamed in the dim light. “Okay now, I want you both to roll your globes in one hand while jerking with the other and I’ll give you a little show.”  
 
    They obeyed and I let my breasts slip free of the dress and I massaged them both. “Now, if you boys will jerk each other off, I’ll let you suck my nipples.”  
 
    They both looked at each other, then at my breasts. They grinned and moved toward my breasts. I cradled their heads as they took my nipples into their hot mouths, tongued them, and nipped them. Ripples of pleasure filled me as I rolled my head on my shoulders and then checked on them. I took their hands and put them on each other’s cocks and they began stroking. “That’s it. Stimulate each other and enjoy each other. Take care of each other.”  
 
    They looked around as if someone might see them, then they looked down nervously at what they were doing, their hands carefully stroking and squeezing each other’s cock. Finally, they gazed longingly into each other’s eyes, letting each other know how surprisingly fantastic it was for them.  
 
    Dave’s mouth opened, and he gasped a little gasp as Jimmy rubbed the pre-cum on Dave’s tip with his thumb. Dave then did that to Jimmy, and Jimmy took a deep breath and shuddered.  
 
    They continued taking care of each other while they turned their attention back to me. They got into my breasts even more while they caressed each other’s cock. The power I held over them both thrilled me and filled me with pride.  
 
    I cradled their heads to my breasts. “What good boys you two are! Okay... You’ve both been sooo good so far. Keep it up and I’ll give you both a wonderful BJ.” I turned my attention to Jenny as Dave and Jimmy continued their sucking my breasts, touching each other, stroking tenderly. 
 
    Jenny was riding on Pete’s cock as he sat naked on the opposite couch. I could see his wet, gleaming cock as she rode it up and down, her crinoline hiked up to her waist, panties gone, a hole in her pantyhose. I throbbed in my dress of fluff, imagining that would be me someday. A pang of jealousy shot through me.  
 
    Jenny threw an afghan from the couch onto the floor and un-impaled herself from Pete. She tossed pillows on the floor and motioned to me. I freed the men from my breasts and slid out from between them as they continued carefully, tenderly, jerking each other off, watching me closely as I moved about.  
 
    It was as if they didn’t even realize what they were doing as I held them in some kind of hypnotized, dreamlike state. I was tempted to see if they’d suck each other if I told them to. I bet they would. I was giving them permission by forcing them to try what they probably always wanted to. They certainly were enjoying jerking each other off. Could I do it? Heck no! I wanted that for myself.  
 
    I knelt before them on my hunches, as they looked at my breasts and hair and face and carefully and enthusiastically stroked each other’s cocks for me. They glanced at each other’s cock briefly, then looked into each other’s eyes as they jerked each other. Jimmy rolled his head on his shoulders and held Dave’s hand as it jerked Jimmy’s cock. Dave moaned, looking into Jimmy’s eyes, and touched Jimmy’s shoulder momentarily before they both brought their attention back to me.  
 
    From the way they accepted and enjoyed jerking each other off, it seemed they may not freak about me if they found out, but be pleased. I wondered.  
 
    I maneuvered closer to them, placing a pillow to kneel on. I took Dave’s hand off Jimmy’s cock and bent toward it and took it into my mouth. It was smaller than Dave’s but velvety on my lips as I bobbed my head on it and looked up at Jimmy. His hand caressed my curls as he gazed lovingly into my eyes. I ran my tongue in circles around his cock and flicked the tip on and off, making him twitch when I did. The salty pre-cum was on my tongue and I realized I wasn’t repulsed, but instead wanted more.  
 
    I took Jimmy’s hand, placed it back on his wet cock, and moved my mouth to Dave’s luxurious cock. I flicked the tip and sucked the head, looking up at him, opened my jaw as wide as I could, and consumed his fat shaft as far down as I could, my mouth stuffed and filled with his electric cock. I ran my tongue around the thick shaft while I stroked the lower portion with one hand and rolled his silky balls in the palm of my other hand, looking directly into his eyes while he cradled my head and moved his hips, slightly thrusting into my face.  
 
    “Oh god, Jessie! That’s so good and you look so pretty with it stuffed into your pretty face and painted lips.”  
 
    I mumbled a thank you around it, then moved my mouth over to Jimmy some more, while Dave stroked and watched me.  
 
    After a bit, I moved back to Dave and indulged in his robust cock once more. I was in some sort of dreamland while my own cock leapt and fell on its own within its fluffy, silky nest. My body tingled all over as if the energy from Dave’s mouthful of cock was seeping into me as I sucked it and worshipped it fervently.  
 
    From the corner of my eye, I saw Jimmy go to Jenny as she called him to her to take a position beneath her. I slurped off Dave’s cock to turn and see Jenny while I continued stroking Dave.  
 
    Jimmy lay down and held his cock as Jenny straddled him and guided his cock into her bottom. Once he was in, she lay back on top of him and he held her, cupping her breasts and twiddling her nipples. Pete then moved between her legs and guided his enormous cock into her begging slit as she gasped. Her eyes were bright with excitement and he pressed her legs back and drove his cock deeper, her toes pointed in her high heels above them.  
 
    She held his hard ass tight as he began thrusting earnestly into her, Jimmy beneath her, massaging her breasts and thrusting up into her over and over while he moaned and grunted. Jenny’s leg twitched. She cried out a squeal and her body shuddered as she came on their cocks, then slapped Pete’s ass and said, “Fuck me, you beast. Make me come again. Don’t you dare come yet. Fuck me with your magnificent cock!”  
 
    I imagined myself doing that to Jenny and had a pang of jealousy, then brought my attention back to Dave, who had his hands on my shoulder and neck, trying to get my face back to him. “Sorry Dave, Jenny distracted me.”  
 
    “That’s okay. She’s pretty distracting. Kinda like you are.” He gazed so lovingly at me I could sense his passion for me. He ran the back of his fingers across my cheek, then traced my lips with his finger. I dove onto his fat cock, spreading my jaw wide and becoming fervent in my ministrations. He held my head tight and looked directly into my eyes, which were wide with the fire surging from his cock into my face and flowing through me. My cock leapt and fell over and over as if it had some kind of machine jerking it in the fluff. My body tingled.  
 
    As I whimpered around his sweet cock, I fixed my eyes on him, while I bobbed my head, raced and flicked my tongue, stroked with one hand, and rolled and tugged his tender globes with the other. He tweaked my nipples with one hand and held my head tight with my curls wrapped like a leash, tight in his fist, pulling on my scalp. He thrusted into my face while I bobbed and then he held my head fast and fucked my wide-eyed face. His eyes were bright and wide. He grunted and moaned. “Your face looks so beautiful being fucked.”  
 
    My wide, blinking eyes locked on him, I nodded and mumbled a thank you. I heard Jenny and the boys behind me as she came another time. Pete called out to her he was going to come, then grunted and moaned as he injected her full of his passionate release. Jimmy let out a grunt and called out, “I’m coming too!”  
 
    Dave glanced at them for a second, then his eyes locked on mine. “Here it is, little lady.” He shoved it, pushing my fist on his shaft against my lips, and held it there. He fixed his wide eyes on me as he crushed my skull. His luxurious cock jerked like a loose firehose in my mouth as the gushes swelled through my fist and into my face. I swallowed madly, my eyes blinking like crazy while looking into his as my own cock shot off in the fluff and my body twitched and jerked. I whimpered around his cock.  
 
    He moaned and held it still, gushing into me while I swallowed huge amounts of his passionate release, some leaking around it and dripping down my chin. It seemed like time stopped just then, and all there was his marvelous cock pulsing and feeding me energy incessantly and my cock spewing in time with his. His come fed me, nurtured me, and danced through me, then spurted into my dress.  
 
    After what seemed like forever, his cock dried up and just shot blanks while I caught up with swallowing. I gazed into his eyes as he stroked my hair, looking at me with love-filled eyes. I held his cock in my hand and let it soften in my mouth while I caught up with my emotions.  
 
    I had done it. I didn’t hate it. I wanted more of it. I worshipped his cock as it softened in my mouth. I took my mouth off it and licked my lips, wiped a drip of come off my chin with it, and licked it off. I held it like a dead bird in the palms of my hands. I touched my lips to the silky velvet over and over as it softened before my eyes. I rubbed the shaft against my cheek. I sucked his balls and rolled them in my mouth. I kissed the tip of his cock and flicked the last drop off it.  
 
    I petted it with my finger as I held it in my palm and gazed up at him. “Thank you, Dave. Thank you for giving me that. It was heavenly.” I kissed his cock again a few times, then reluctantly let it go and stood up and sat next to Dave. He wrapped his arm around me and held me close. My body was limp all over as I savored the afterglow and the pride I had for my acceptance of this new wonderful thing and reaped the warmth and security of this silky, naked, powerful body next to me, clutching me to him as if I were gold.  
 
    My eyes drifted to Jenny. She lay there nestled between Pete and Jimmy, their legs wrapped like pretzels, Jimmy’s head in her hair, his eyes closed, Pete’s head resting on her bare breasts, her thighs dripping from the passionate releases that had been deposited into her.  
 
    Jenny’s face was one of profound bliss. Her lips formed a fixed smile, and her face glowed. Dave groaned and pulled me closer to his warm, firm chest. He hugged me and kissed my head. I stared at Jenny, trying to assess what my emotions were. I thought I should be jealous, but as I tried to be, I wasn’t. Gratitude, love, accomplishment, confidence, power. These were the emotions flowing and dancing within me. Jealousy, no.  
 
    Did that mean I no longer wanted Jenny? Had the men lessened my interest in women? No. I knew that wasn’t so. But I also knew if Jenny found out what I was, it might be safe to tell her. At least I had men to love me as well. But what would the men do if they knew? I might lose them then too, regardless of their actions with each other earlier. 
 
    Dave grabbed an afghan and rolled me with him onto the couch and spooned me, his cock limp and pressing into the fluff of my dress and onto my bottom. I pressed my bottom back, held his arms wrapped in front of me, and fell fast asleep. 
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    I woke to the sunlight on my face. A kink in my neck, Dave’s hot breath on my cheek, his chest rising and falling as he slept. I undid his arm about me slowly and carefully. He moaned and tried to roll over as I slipped out of his grasp and onto the floor before the couch.  
 
    I stood and straightened my dress and unkinked my neck. Jenny was awake looking up at me, smiling from under the afghan, mostly covering the three of them. She slid out and came over to me. She fixed my hair on my forehead, gave me a peck on the lips, and a big hug. “I’m very proud of you, Jessie. You’re almost a normal, well-adjusted girl now. I can tell you enjoyed yourself very much.”  
 
    I nodded and held my arms around her, leaning her back so I could gaze upon her. I ran my hand through her new hairdo and gave her a peck on the lips. “Yes. Thank you for making me do those things. I owe you so much. You had a lovely evening too, I suspect.”  
 
    “It was. It’s better to hold you, though. I’m happy knowing you enjoyed your new pastime. I’m happy I could help. Now we need to work on the rest.”  
 
    “Uh… yeah.” I dropped my head in shame.  
 
    “What’s wrong?”  
 
    “I haven’t been completely honest and I’m full of guilt.”  
 
    “Why? You should be happy. Proud.”  
 
    “Well. I am for that but… You don’t know everything about me and you should.” I looked at the men sleeping. “Let’s go into the kitchen so we can sit and talk and have some coffee.” I took her by the hand and we stepped quietly into the kitchen. 
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    “So, what have you been hiding, honey?” She squeezed my hand, her eyes flitting around my face. 
 
    “Well, you see, I told you was in those pageants and loved it.” 
 
    “Right. So?”  
 
    “I was the girl my mom never had.”  
 
    She tilted her head and raised an eyebrow as I looked out the window and waited.  
 
    “The girl mom never had?”  
 
    “Yes, mom bore a baby boy.”  
 
    “I’m confused.”  
 
    “Don’t be. I’m that baby boy after growing up. I’m one of those freaks you talked about before. How men should be men and girls be girls and all that. I’m sorry.”  
 
    Her hand covered her mouth and her eyes wide. She said nothing. Not a good sign. I had to justify myself. 
 
    “My mom put me in a girl-less beauty pageant when I was 10 years old. She had always wanted a girl but only had me, so she decided that we should have some fun with it. My dad didn’t care as long as my mom and I were happy. After a few pageants and some blue ribbons, he even thought it was a good idea for me to do them because I was winning money and beating all the other boys in these odd competitions.”  
 
    Her eyes wide, she grabbed my hand and held it. “Go on.”  
 
    “As I got older, and in my teens, I realized I enjoyed being a girl more than being a guy. It was fun to have so many choices for clothes, shoes, and jewelry. Not to mention, it’s just more fun to be a girl than a boy and the clothes all feel so nice to wear. When it was pageant time, I was a new, better me. Someone special and pretty and important.”  
 
    She sipped her coffee and nodded. “I see.”  
 
    “Then my mom upped the challenge by having me compete not with other boys, but genetic girls. I won all the ones with boys, so she didn’t think it was fair for me to compete with them anymore. When I was seventeen, they bought me implants that summer. Breasts, hips, and butt. The only thing that conflicted with my image as a girl was my big, thick, eight-inch dick.”  
 
    “Did you chop it off?”  
 
    “Hell no! But it always reminded me of what I was and I had to hide it all the time.” I rubbed the front of my fluffy dress, found it, and grabbed it. “Like this dress mom had made for me when I was 15 to help hide my hard-on in the pageants.” I jerked it, though it wasn’t hard.  
 
    “You have an eight-inch dick in there?”  
 
    I nodded. “Yup. It’s as big as Pete’s, maybe bigger. Part of my curse; being short and petite with a big dick.”  
 
    She grinned and squeezed my hand. “Wow, how nice!” She giggled.  
 
    “By the time I was off to college, I looked like 100% girl as long as I tucked and hid my last male vestige. I never allowed anyone to get close enough to learn about it. I was frightened to death to let anyone know. I was afraid of men and women.”  
 
    “Oh honey. You shouldn’t have been.”  
 
    “I’m learning that now… I think. Because I found an apartment with a girl for a roommate, but she thought I actually was a girl. She turned out to be a fantastic roommate. That was you. I hope we can still stay that way now that you know I’m a freak like you refer to.”  
 
    My eyes began to water. I wiped them carefully with the back of a finger to not mess my makeup. “Am I a freak to you?”  
 
    “Oh, Jessie. Absolutely not. You’re my dream come true. You have the best of both worlds in you. You aren’t a freak.”  
 
    “But what you said before…”  
 
    “I said girls should be girls and guys should be guys.”  
 
    “Right.”  
 
    She shook her head. “But those are guys that want to be guys and girls that want to be girls. When they want to be and they don’t try… like guys that are too lazy to keep a clean face and neat hair and just shave their heads and wear tee-shirts and sloppy clothes and the girls in jogging suits and sweat pants and flat shoes and no makeup or hairstyle. That’s what I was referring to. I always tried to look my best. Now you taught me how to even take it up a notch and be more feminine, more pretty, more girly…like you. See?”  
 
    “I think so. So, you aren’t homophobic or anti-trans.”  
 
    “Right. What I was saying was that people should just look the part they’re playing the best they can. If you want to be a guy or girl or something in between, do it well, not lazily. You were always a girl inside. Even outside, you were more girl than girls were. Even now you’re more girl than most all the girls out there. You just have something very nice, and rare even for large men, under your dress. I can’t wait to see it and touch it.” She took a deep breath, stood up, held her hands out to me, and raised her voice. She looked me in the eye. “YOU ARE NOT A FREAK! You are all girl, 100 percent and perfect.”  
 
    I laughed, took her hands and stood up and hugged her tight.  
 
    Dave, Jimmy, and Pete all applauded. They had clothes on again. They came over and gave me a big group hug.  
 
    “So, you guys don’t think I’m a freak?”  
 
    Dave shook his head fiercely and raised his fist. “Hell no! There isn’t a girl around as much a girl as you. None as sexy, none as pretty and feminine, except Jenny, and certainly none as caring and intent on giving men pleasure as you are. You are all girl…plus some more. Right, guys?”  
 
    “Right!” They all patted my back and planted kisses on me.  
 
    I giggled from all the attention. “Oh god. Thank you all sooo much! I have never been happier in all of my life.”  
 
    Jenny maneuvered in close to me, wrapping her arm around me. She gazed into my eyes. “We need to relax and get to know each other better.” She turned to the guys. “After you guys make us breakfast, can you take us home? We’ll call you when it’s time that we celebrate Jessie’s final entry into her new life. Okay?”  
 
    “Sure. Sit down and we’ll cook you girls a treat.”  
 
    We sat in the corner booth of the kitchen. Jenny put her arm around me and whispered. “Eight thick inches, huh? God, I love you more every day. First you help me be girly and then you end up having something that will thrill me to be one.” She kissed my cheek.  
 
    I laughed and crossed my legs beneath the table. Her hand caressed my stockinged leg. 
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    We had a wonderful leisurely breakfast the men made for us. They took turns showering and were fresh and clean when it was time to go. They smelled wonderful with all their washed hair and cologne. I knew what Jenny meant now when she said men should be men. These men were them. Not sloppy or stinky or unkempt.  
 
    Jenny’s eyebrow raised, and she bounced a high-heeled foot when she looked at all of them on the patio as we sat drinking tea. “Oh my, it’s hard to leave you boys, isn’t it, Jessie?”  
 
    “Oh god yes.” My eyes couldn’t resist roaming their bodies and faces. I was hard under my dress again. They were hard in their tight jeans as well.  
 
    Jenny said, “Maybe we should take care of the boys quickly, before we leave them. We don’t want them being all horned up all day. Now that some of them have jerked each other, they might resort to that again. Not that it’s bad, but why should they when they have willing ladies ready to suck them off for a final protein drink for breakfast?”  
 
    Their eyes lit up. Jenny stood and stepped over to them and had them stand. “Open those pants up, boys.” She tossed pillows before them for both of us and we knelt and worshipped, sharing the three of them.  
 
    It was a cornucopia of delight with Jenny and me side by side, cheek to cheek, sucking and pleasing the sweet-smelling men. After Jimmy came quickly for me, I swallowed it down and licked my lips, my cock throbbing incessantly once more under my dress. Jimmy sat and watched. My breasts were out and Dave and Pete played with them and Jenny’s as we ministered to them.  
 
    Jenny’s hand drifted beneath my dress and hunted around to find me hard and hidden in the fluff. She removed her face from Pete’s cock and looked at me. “Lovely. Let me help you with it while you serve Dave and Pete.”  
 
    I served those two cocks like a motivated professional in a race. I was frantic and wanted them to come for me while Jenny stroked me deliciously in my silky fluff, squeezing it with both hands and tugging my balls. “Okay, Jessie. When they come, you come. Boys! It’s time. Right, Jenny?”  
 
    I mumbled around Dave’s cock and nodded hurriedly. Dave groaned and held my head tight. He began pulsing in my mouth. I whimpered and squealed a muffled squeal as I swallowed, my eyes wide open and blinking rapidly, looking up at Dave.  
 
    Pete grabbed a fistful of my hair and wrapped it around his cock and fucked it. Dave’s gushes were leaking from my lips. Pete was spewing his come in my hair and onto my face as I came in Jenny’s hands under my dress in the silky fluff and my body shook. I whimpered.  
 
    “Good girl, Jessie. Good girl.” Jenny caressed my back as my wide-open jaw received the last head-squeezing thrusts from Dave, and Pete’s come dripped down my forehead.  
 
    I breathed heavily through my nose, swallowing the last remnants of come as my tongue lapped it up by circling Dave’s thick cock. Dave moaned and grunted. “Oh god yes! All fucking girl. Hot fucking girl.” He patted my head. Pete wiped the come off me as best he could with his shirt. “Sorry, Jessie. I couldn’t resist it. Like Dave said. All girl. Hot, very sexy, girl.”  
 
    Dave released me and helped me stand. Jenny hugged me to her. “Let’s get you home and get cleaned up. You have one more thing to learn today before we can do any more celebrating.” 
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    Back home, Jenny was a girl with a mission. “Okay, since we’re both being so candid, you can help me change out the attachment you put on the shower for me to one that’s more interesting and thorough.” She took me by the hand into the bathroom. She took the pliers out of the drawer. “Take that one off.” She dashed off.  
 
    I took the chrome sticklike thing off and wound it up. She came back and handed me another. It was a flexible plastic and rubber-coated one with the head in the shape of a penis head with holes all around the head and in the tip. “Put this on there. This one, along with the next part, will be more thorough.”  
 
    I screwed it on and tightened it. “I’m gonna use this? Remember? I don’t have your parts. I have a dick.”  
 
    “All the more reason you need it. Your only useable hole beside your mouth has to be clean.”  
 
    “Oh no. Put something in there?” I whined like a little girl, “Jenny! Please. No.”  
 
    “Of course. Put this in there. Don’t worry. Trust me. You’ll thank me for it. You’ll be all girl then. I use it in my bottom whenever I know I’ll be having guests in there. This isn’t for the front, it’s for the back. I couldn’t have had Jimmy in there last night if it wasn’t clean. How can you? Now don’t be silly.”  
 
    She showed me the other part. Holding it and demonstrating what to do. “After you’ve gone, lube this and slip it in. It’ll hold it open so you can slip the other part in and wash it all out. With the valve on the attachment at the top, shut off the water at first, then once it’s in, hold it in there and increase the water until it’s flowing out. Don’t turn it up all the way or even halfway. It doesn’t take much. Then slide it in and out and let it make you clean and pretty down there. Don’t get carried away with it. It’ll feel wonderful. Keep your edge, though. Don’t come.”  
 
    “I can come from it?”  
 
    “Of course. Now behave.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “Strip and I’ll do our laundry while you shower and get ready, and I’ll pick out clothes and things for us for the day. We can go shopping. I want to buy us baby-pink, sexy, girly dresses for us both. My treat.”  
 
    I stared at the plug and lube in my hands. I put them down.  
 
    “Strip!”  
 
    I stripped. Jenny’s eyes went wide. “Oh, my god and that’s with it soft?” She giggled. “I love it.” She scooped up my clothes and ran off.  
 
    I did my duty, showered, and did as I was told. I was nervous but when it was done and clean, I couldn’t stop doing it. It was wonderful. I was hard as a rock and oozing as I moved it in and out. I had to stop or I would come and Jenny said no. I removed the plug, washed everything off, and shut off the water. 
 
    I toweled off, lotioned my skin with a nice floral lotion, and brushed my teeth, dried my hair, and did my makeup.  
 
    Jenny was in the bedroom in the chair in the corner, looking at her phone. She looked up, smiling. “All nice and fresh? How was it?”  
 
    “Like you said. I didn’t want to stop.”  
 
    “Good. Our clothes are on the bed for today. We’re moving the storage stuff into my room, buying dresses and closet racks and reorganizing. If we have time for it all.” She looked at her watch. “I have to shower. Oops. Almost forgot.” She walked to the bed. “Since you put that clean-out in okay, put this one in next and pair your phone to it, then turn it on. You can wear this when we go out. I’ll have one in too, so you aren’t alone.” She gave me a peck on the lips, turned, entered the bathroom, and shut the door.  
 
    I stared at the bed. An inflatable pink butt plug sat there with a hose on it to pump it up with and the box showing how to pair it with Bluetooth. A denim skirt and V-neck top and sheer suntan pantyhose and wedge heels and all the things I needed were on the bed. Jenny had a similar outfit on the chair. 
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    I sat on the patio sipping an iced tea, waiting for Jenny. It was time for lunch already. We wouldn’t be able to get it all done. The plug shot off in me and made me ooze beneath my dress. It was a wonderful thing for sure.  
 
    Jenny came down walking with more of a sway to her hips and a smile from ear to ear. “Like it?”  
 
    “You look nice.”  
 
    “Not me. The plug. It makes me swing my hips more.”  
 
    “It does. It’s very pleasant too.”  
 
    “Good. How come you didn’t wear the denim skirt I picked out for you?”  
 
    This plug will keep me hard and that skirt is too tight even with tight panties, so I opted for this ruffled denim flared hem skirt instead. See? I stood and showed her it didn’t show now. “And I’m rock hard under my panties.”  
 
    “Oh good. Sorry. I didn’t think of that.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “Ready to clean up the closets and get all your pretty dresses in the house?”  
 
    “Very.”  
 
    That reminded me I’d be sleeping with Jenny every night after this. Both of us in the same bed. No matter what we did during the day or night, we’d be sleeping together. It gave me goosebumps; it was so wonderful. I wrapped an arm around her and squeezed her to me as the plug shot off and our hips swayed as we walked back inside. 
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    The day flew past. I was oozing in my panties on and off all day from the plug, and being with Jenny, seeing her wriggling and walking with her plug, knowing how she was in a similar state of arousal. I just wanted to push her up against a wall, stuff my cock in her, and fill her with my come.  
 
    We moved the storage stuff into racks in her old bedroom and moved things into our larger bedroom. We stood there taking it in when we were all done. Jenny rubbed my shoulders. “These dresses are so pretty. You must have felt like a princess in them.”  
 
    “I did.” I walked down the row. “This one has the hiding place like the one I wore last night. I came twice during a competition in it too. I have three more like these. I at least came once on stage in each of them.”  
 
    “Really? A young boy dressed as a girl, competing with girls, and coming while she was on stage?”  
 
    I laughed. “I know. Sounds weird but the sensuality of the dress and clothes and walking, making friction between the fabrics touching my cock, made it hard even if it wasn’t hard at the start. It sure helped me forget I was nervous. Being hard made me seem prettier and more feminine, and being pretty and feminine made me hard. It was a circle jerk…” I laughed. “Literally. It still affects me that way today. I’m the most feminine when I’m fully erect. Weird, huh?”  
 
    She came up to me, wrapped her arms around me, and leaned back, taking me in and smiling. “Not weird. I get it. I think I’m prettier and sexier when I’m horny and if I dress pretty and sexy, I get horny. I think it’s natural. It’s the brain that makes sex the best and those things work on the brain.”  
 
    “I think you’re right. Clothes can make someone feel different things; special, pretty, handsome, dirty, grungy, whatever. That happens in the brain.”  
 
    “Right. So, what shall we do now? It’s too late to shop for pink dresses. How about we go out for Chinese and then dancing? You can wear one of your special hiding dresses if I can wear another pretty one.”  
 
    “Deal. Sounds heavenly. But I may have to limit the dancing or I might not have it in me for when we get home. Walking back and forth and dancing on stage was enough to set me off in competition.”  
 
    She grinned. “Then you better be careful, girl.” She laughed.  
 
    We dressed together. It was lovely seeing her primp and dress. Even the way she slid on her sheer pantyhose was sexy as hell. And even the arch of her foot as it slid into the ultra-feminine, ultra-high-heel stilettos. Not to mention the way dressing like this made me be with all the sensations and feminine immersion.  
 
    We stood before the full-length mirror for a last check and to spray perfumes all over our bodies. Jenny fluffed her hair and shook her head. “A bow I think, huh?”  
 
    “Sure.” I dashed off and found her one and put one in my hair too.  
 
    We posed back and forth and I asked, “How about ribbons around our ankles with heart pendants?”  
 
    “Yes! Let’s!”  
 
    We both put on ribbons to match our fluffy dresses with the heart pendants dangling on our ankles. “Anything else?”  
 
    Jenny said, “Matching ribbon chokers?”  
 
    “Sure.”  
 
    All done, we stood there posing back and forth. We met eyes in the mirror. We turned to each other and Jenny’s hand slid up my dress and found me hard in my hiding nest. “Mmm, yes, I can’t wait.” Her eyes burst wide. “Oops, one more thing.”  
 
    She dashed off to the dresser and came back with a big, eight-inch, realistic-skinned dildo. “We’re swapping out your plug for the evening with this so you can get used to having someone the size of Dave or Pete in you.”  
 
    “Oh god. Do I have to?”  
 
    “You do, young lady. Now bend over and let me unsnap your bodysuit, take the other one out, and put this one in.”  
 
    I bent over and held my ankles while she did her work.  
 
    “How much further does it have to go? It seems as if it’s in my throat.”  
 
    “Just a little more. Relax.”  
 
    I oozed with each deepening thrust that sent ripples of pleasure into me. “God, that’s so lovely. Just finish me with it.”  
 
    “No.”  
 
    I arched my back. “Oh god yes!” I oozed and my body tingled. The balls pressed against me.  
 
    “That’s it. Let me re-snap your bottom.” She fluffed my dress back down over my ruffled bottom. “There. Now stand and walk.”  
 
    I stood back on my heels. I walked carefully. Each step massaged me inside. It made me so feminine in my walk and I was immersed in pretty and sexy. “Wow. Is this what a real cock is like in there? It makes me seem so much more feminine and girly, being filled like that. Wish my mom had let me know about this.”  
 
    She laughed. “She may not have known. That would be all you needed with you already spontaneously coming on stage.” 
 
    “True.” I laughed and wriggled my butt. “A real one is even better, huh? Wow.” 
 
    “A real one is much better. You’ll be able to sense his passion as he thrusts. You’ll be on the edge and ooze from every dive into you. You’ll have to hold back and then when it jerks and jumps around in you, shooting you full of his seed, you won’t be able to hold back anymore.”  
 
    “Sounds lovely.”  
 
    “It will be. Tonight, though, you’re mine and I want you in me. So, hold it off. Don’t you dare let it get wasted.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “Let’s go.”  
 
    One more misting in perfume and I packed my purse, slung it on my shoulder, checked the mirror again, and we were off. Sitting in the car driving was an entertainment of its own. The balls pressing against me, my feet moving pedal to pedal in my high heels, making it move some more.  
 
    We had a couple of drinks and dinner at the Chinese restaurant and then were off to the dance club. “Do we have to go dancing? I’m not sure I can last if we do.”  
 
    “We’re dancing. You’ll fight it.”  
 
    The music pounded. It was ladies' night and people filled the place. We maneuvered through the crowd to the dance floor and Jenny took me by the hand and found a space for us and we danced. Oh god. My breasts were jiggling and ready to fall out of my dress, the nipples were being rubbed against the satin lining, the crinoline was floating about my thighs, caressing them, the cock in my ass was sending sensations all through me, and my hard cock was being caressed and stroked in the nest beneath my dress.  
 
    Two guys moved between us and danced with us. The next thing I knew, we were both being danced with as if we were having sex on the dance floor. They held us close and rubbed their hard cocks on our bottoms and against our thighs. He leaned in and spoke in my ear about how sexy I was and how great I looked. He was rock hard in his pants. Poop! If I’m gonna end up coming in my dress, I may as well make a guy come too. We danced closer, and I placed one of his hands on my bottom and I slid my hand into his pants, and grabbed his thick cock. With my other hand, I made him hump into my hand while I looked into his eyes.  
 
    It didn’t take long for him to spurt and spew his load into his pants and I did the same; the cock massaging me, my cock in the nest jerking and spasming, my leg twitching as we no longer danced, but stood there, our eyes wide, coming together. When it subsided, I took my hand out of his pants and wiped it on his jeans. He dashed off.  
 
    Jenny was in the midst of rubbing the front of her guy’s pants as she pressed her breasts against him and looked into his eyes. He obviously came, then she stood back from him and he bolted. Jenny smiled at me and came over. She danced next to me and leaned in toward my ear. “That was fun. He came like a little boy. It didn’t take but seconds. I saw you made one too.”  
 
    I nodded and leaned in toward her ear. “I did, but sorry, I came too. I couldn’t help it.”  
 
    “Shame on you! Well, we knew that would happen. Think it’ll revive?”  
 
    “Maybe. Can we go home now?”  
 
    “Sure. The heck with this place.” She took my hand. “Let’s go.”  
 
    I drove home with Jenny caressing my stockinged thighs, grabbing me through the dress, and stroking me in my damp nest. It wasn’t long before I was fully erect again and we were home.  
 
    We settled down and mixed some nice strong drinks and sat on the couch on the patio together. The breeze was fresh and sweet and the stars twinkled as we sipped and snuggled. Jenny massaged my breast, then sucked a nipple as I cradled her head to it.  
 
    “That is lovely, Jenny. Let me do you.”  
 
    She shook her head and kept sucking. She slurped off it, wrapped her fingers around it, and squeezed it while rolling the nipple in her finger. “Nah. I’m plenty ready. I just want you to fuck me like there’s no tomorrow. You came once, so you should last, right?”  
 
    “I hope so. I’d hate to have the first time I make love to a woman end up with a premature spurting. But you are so sexy… no promises. Okay?”  
 
    “No okay. Fight it if you have to. I want you to make me come like Pete did. You have the tool for it.”  
 
    “I guess. Right.” I nodded nervously. Here we go. I never worried about coming. If it was coming, I let it… Walking on stage or trying on a new pageant dress, with my mom flattening the front of my puffy skirt, or when she made me practice dancing. Now, I had the responsibility to hold off for someone else’s pleasure. It was a man’s responsibility. I wasn’t ever a man and never would be. Could I do it? Could a little sensual sissy girl with a fake eight-inch cock fucking her ass last long enough to make her girlfriend come? I hoped so.  
 
    “Jessie, are you okay? You seem lost.” She stroked me in the nest.  
 
    “Uh, I’m good. I’m fine. Uh, better stop for a while, okay?”  
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    We sipped our drinks and cuddled while I caressed her legs and played with her bare breasts perched above the dress.  
 
    “You’re making me so wet, Jessie. You're so sensual and tender and smell so sweet and are so silky and your hands so soft and long nails so teasing.”  
 
    Her words made me throb in my nest. I pressed down on the cock; the balls firm against me, the tip deep inside. I was beside myself with passion for her.  
 
    “I love you so much, Jessie.” Her hand drifted under my dress and she pulled aside the front of the bodysuit, tugging my cock from the nest. She stroked it, looking into my eyes. “God, you have a magnificent cock for such a little girl. I love you so much.” She kissed me deeply on the lips. I couldn’t wait any longer. I had to stick it in her. The first time I ever put it in anyone.  
 
    I rolled her onto her back on the couch and in a couple of swift moves I had her legs pinned back by her ears and my cock deep inside of her and I pounded her into the couch, her eyes on mine, her breasts jiggling, nipples hard. “Oh god, Jessie. That’s it. Fuck me with that huge cock, you little sissy girl.”  
 
    She called me a sissy girl. I loved that. My mom used to call me a perfect little sissy girl and sometimes I came just from that. Well, she’d say I had a little problem that I should take care of and then she’d say, “Be a good sissy girl and get rid of that, princess…That a girl. As fast as you can. Make it squirt little sissy girl.”  
 
    Jenny called out to me, “That’s it, my sweet sissy girl. Fuck momma and make me squirt you lovely sissy princess.” I became beastly fucking her and whimpered and squealed and then I held my cock deep in her, pinning her to the couch. Her eyes opened wide and her hand raced to twiddle her clit while I came inside of her, my leg twitching. Me whimpering.  
 
    I drew it back and slammed it into her a few times, trying to make her come. Then, as my come oozed out of her, I collapsed on her, her hand still racing on her clit. Then she shook. She moaned, her high heels twitched in the air and she hugged me to her, our breasts bare against each other. “Oh god. You did it Jessie. You did it. You lovely sissy girl. I love you.”  
 
    “Yes, thanks for calling me your sissy girl. It makes me crazy. I love you too, Jenny. I love you sooo much.” 
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    Jenny and I dozed for a while before we were off to bed. I removed my new favorite toy from my bottom and washed it off and placed it in the dresser. I stripped, put on a nightie and fell fast asleep next to Jenny.  
 
    I the morning, I woke from a wonderful, sensual dream to see Jenny smiling up at me as she sucked my cock. She slurped off and smiled at me as she stroked it. “Good morning, my lovely sissy girl.”  
 
    I grinned. “How did you know? How did you know that calling me that makes me lose control?”  
 
    “It fits with how your mom taught you to be a pageant boy and you gave it away when you couldn’t hold back last night. It was sweet.”  
 
    “Thanks. But you know I’d have lasted longer if you hadn’t said those things.”  
 
    “It was worth it. Seeing your excitement excited me. I came. No loss.” She took my hand and placed it on my cock.  
 
    “Now let’s see how fast my sissy girl can come for momma. We have a busy day, princess.”  
 
    I stroked it madly, looking at her face as she nodded and watched it closely. “Good girl. That’s it. Hurry up, princess. Show momma how quick you can make it spurt and get rid of that juice.”  
 
    I whimpered and squealed like a little girl and came immediately.  
 
    I caught my breath. “Oh god. That’s bad. Now you know the secret.”  
 
    Jenny dug in the nightstand and the next thing I knew; she had a pink plastic ring around my cock and balls and she was pressing a cap with a hole in it and a tube into the head. The tube slid into the hole. 
 
    “Yikes! What are you doing? That’s such a weird sensation.”  
 
    “Relax and let it soften.” She pressed the cap down and squished my dick as it deflated. When it was soft enough, she attached the cap to the ring and locked it. “There. Isn’t it amazing how tiny it can look?”  
 
    I stared at it. It certainly did. “Why the tube in it?”  
 
    “It helps keep it aligned and adds another sensation to your cornucopia to help you feel more girly. It makes you look more girly too, don’t you think?”  
 
    “It does. Surprised my mom didn’t use one of these instead of modifying my dresses. This would have hid it well and it can’t grow in it.”  
 
    She nodded. “I guess she could have. My guess is, she liked you feeling pretty with it being free under your dress and wanted you to not be constrained. But you need to wear this today so you can learn that isn’t the only way for you to come. Plus, you’ll intimidate the men less if they don’t see how big you are down there.”  
 
    “The men? Why would they see it?”  
 
    “Because you’re getting laid tonight, princess. Just like all sissy girls should. Right?”  
 
    “Uh… I never learned that all sissy girls got laid.”  
 
    “Of course not. But now you will. You’re my special girl and I want you to experience everything that girls do. Okay?”  
 
    I nodded sheepishly.  
 
    She held my robe. Let’s eat breakfast, then go. We need to find dresses, unless we can use some of yours. That might be possible. I could modify them too if we need to. But let’s eat and shower.” 
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    After breakfast, we each did our duty, showered and cleaned out well. When I finished cleaning, I was hard in my new cage thinking about last night and languished in the sensations of the probe and the water. I controlled myself and stopped, then did my hair and makeup.  
 
    I put on a pair of panties and a tight denim miniskirt I rarely wore without tucking, and it was perfect. Didn’t show a bit. A stretchy V-neck sweater and wedge-heels completed my outfit. I loved the rubbing of my nipples on the soft fabric of the sweater as they bounced with each step.  
 
    Jenny was in the spare room turned closet when I was dressed. “Hey there, my pretty sissy girl!” She gave me a peck on the lips. She stood back. “Cage works, huh? Can’t tell it’s there, and that’s a tight skirt.”  
 
    “Right. Works fine. The tight panties hold it down well and I’m hard in it as well. Don’t know I want to wear it with the men though. I mean, if they can accept me as a girl with a dick, then why not a big dick?” 
 
    “True. We can decide later. Let’s start out with the cage for now, okay?”  
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    She stepped over to a couple of dresses. “These look almost bridal⏤the white and the details.”  
 
    “That’s because I wore them in a bridal pageant. They aren’t all that sexy though, being so long.”  
 
    “We can fix that.”  
 
    “Make them shorter?”  
 
    “Better yet. You’ll see. If I have permission to basically destroy them. They won’t be able to be worn in public anymore.”  
 
    “I wouldn’t wear them in public, anyway. Unless I got married, of course.” I thought about it. What if we got married and they were destroyed? “Maybe we should save them in case I do. Or we do.”  
 
    “Really? You’d marry me, Jessie?” She wrapped her arms around my neck, leaned back, and gazed at me. “My very own sissy girl wife?” She kissed me deeply.  
 
    My heart pounded. Could we? “Uh… wow. I never thought about it. I never thought I’d find someone to love me like that. That would be wonderful.”  
 
    “Wouldn’t it? Well, I think you found someone. Will you marry me, my little sissy girl?”  
 
    “Oh god. You sure know how to clinch the deal by calling me that. That’s not fair.”  
 
    She laughed. “I have the key to you and your cage. Say yes right now or be tortured forever.” She took the key from her purse and dangled it before my eyes.  
 
    “Yes! God yes! Just don’t call me that next time we make love. I want to enjoy it longer.”  
 
    “Deal.” She gave me a big hug and crushed our breasts together. “Now, let’s get our wedding dresses ready for tonight. Oh, let me text the men, too. Well, I probably should call them in a conference call and break all the news to them that way. It’ll be better.” 
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    All the guys were onboard. They knew what I was, and that we were marrying and they’d be a part of the marriage consummation. We had a private suite at a resort for the weekend.  
 
    Jenny was amazing with the scissors and thread. She had transformed a couple of relatively moderate wedding dresses into convertible burlesque outfits with Velcro in all the right places.  
 
    We both sat on the bed, slipping our sheer virgin-white, lace-top stockings up our silky lotioned legs and attaching them to the white lace garter belt with the clasps. Baby-blue and white flowered garters slid up to rest above the belt’s clasps. Next were ruffled lace crotchless panties. White strappy, beaded five-inch-heeled stilettos followed with blingy ankle bracelets.  
 
    I slid the modified dress up and slid my arms into the short, drop-sleeves, then adjusted my cleavage in the snug, low cut, V-neck top. Both dresses were similar in shape with different accents. They had a mermaid type of body-con fit about the hips and under the butt. I adjusted the dress on my hips and bottom. The pink cage poked out of the hole made for it and I could feel the lift of my butt cheeks and the cool air on them from the access area Jenny made.  
 
    In the full-length mirror, I could see my prominent butt cheeks protruding and the area between them making a perfect, luscious, inviting target for the men. It gave me a shiver, knowing what would happen. Jenny joined me alongside, checking her back end in her dress. She had the same modification, holding her butt cheeks prominently, and the front was cut up in an easy-access arch, revealing her white-lace-ruffled crotchless panties.  
 
    Jenny giggled. “Wow. I sure did make it easy for the guys, didn’t I? I feel like such a slut.”  
 
    “Me too. Isn’t it wonderful?” I laughed. “I can’t believe we’re doing this AND getting married at the same time.”  
 
    She nodded, grinning. She tugged on my pretty pink cage. “This looks so cute. You have to at least wear it until it’s time. Okay?”  
 
    I nodded. “It is cute. Very sissy.”  
 
    “That’s my sissy girl.” She pecked me on the lips. 
 
    “Don’t start that now.”  
 
    She grinned and went to her purse. She dug around and entered the bathroom, coming back with a glass of water. “Here, take this.” She handed me a blue pill.  
 
    I stared at it.  
 
    “It’ll keep you hard even if you come by accident. Okay? Do it for me.”  
 
    “But. If I come, it’ll be no fun, even if it is hard.” I took the pill.  
 
    “Oh well. That’s your risk. Don’t come, sissy girl.”  
 
    “Shit! Stop calling me that or I will.”  
 
    She laughed and dashed off to get the pieces of Velcro fabric to cover our less-than-public areas and we helped each other apply them. When we were done, we slung our purses and checked in the mirror one more time.  
 
    “Let’s go.” She tugged me by the hand.  
 
    I drove us, and Jenny was sure to jiggle my cage and call me her sissy girl and torture me all the way to the resort. We walked in hand in hand, rolling our bags behind us, our heels clicking on the marble floor, our breasts jiggling, my cage tugging beneath my dress with me as hard in it as it could get from the blue pill. I swear it would burst free any second.  
 
    We checked in and were taken to our suite, where drinks and food were already laid out. We made a drink and sat down on the couch next to each other and relaxed. “The boys should be here soon and then the JP. We’ll drink and eat a little, then the JP will do her thing and leave and then…. we celebrate.” She clinked her glass against mine. “To our marriage. To the two best wives around.”  
 
    “For sure.” We sipped.  
 
    Pete, Dave, and Jimmy arrived, all dressed for the occasion. By the time they had drinks poured, the JP arrived. We chatted and snacked, and then she did her thing. When she said, “You may kiss the bride.” We did and my eyes watered and I held it back as I looked through them at my beautiful wife, then she tilted her head and gazed lovingly at me.  
 
    We thanked and paid the JP and shut the door after she left. Jenny then stripped off our Velcro coverings and the boys’ eyes lit up.  
 
    We snacked on crab claws and oysters and shrimp and cheese and had champagne, bourbon, and vodka. We had the men down to their shirts and pants with their shirts open and the two of us sucking all three of their cocks, then we soon had them fully naked. We edged them for a couple of hours this way, each of them taking a dip into Jenny up front for a few minutes at a time. Jenny was taken to the edge several times, but she held off to save it for me.  
 
    I was dying to get the cage off and dip into her while Pete took me from behind, Jimmy took Jenny from behind, and we indulged Dave with our mouths. It took a while for us all to agree on who would play which role, but that is where we ended up.  
 
    Jenny undid my cage to the shocked looks of the men as my big eight-inch sprang to life from the cage like a caged beast looking for prey. I giggled as I looked around at them, stroking it with my thumb and middle finger daintily. “What’s the matter, boys? Never seen a girl with one this big?”  
 
    I took Jenny by the hand to the bed and she slid onto the satin sheets. Jimmy slid under her and she helped guide him into her bottom. Jenny held her arms out to me and I slid onto the bed and guided my cock toward her. She helped me to place it and I slid it all the way in. Jenny lowered our tops below our breasts and we crushed our breasts together as we kissed deeply.  
 
    Jimmy humped up into Jenny and I could feel his cock in the other side of her as it moved against mine. Behind me, Pete’s chilly hands squeezed my butt cheeks, and he slid his thick meat between my silky cheeks, trying to find the hole. I maneuvered my bottom for him to help him find it through the thick of my cheeks. When it was there, I pressed back, and he pushed forward, making me gasp as it dashed in past the gate. “Oh god, Pete. Yes! Push it all the way in.”  
 
    Jenny squeezed my bottom, holding me in her. “That’s it, my sissy girl. Get fucked by a man.”  
 
    “No! Don’t say that! No sissy girl. Remember?”  
 
    She laughed. “Sorry.” She let my bottom go so Pete could control it and he began pummeling me, which made me pummel Jenny and rub against Jimmy in the backside of her. As if that wasn’t enough, Dave’s cock appeared between our lips as he held it for our indulgence. We both indulged.  
 
    I was in some sort of heaven as we consummated our marriage with these men. It wasn’t a normal way to consummate a marriage with the wives with multiple male partners, but it was pretty damn good. We went on like in a dream, our bodies writhing, electric, throbbing sex organs. Tingles from head to toe. A hot hard big cock to share.  
 
    Grunts came from the men and whimpers from me and Jenny squealing as her leg twitched above her head and she came over and over with me inside of her hot wet hole. I was so caught up in the whole thing I was riding the edge and didn’t even think about coming or have any need to. Pete fucked me well, gyrating, diving, shoving, and making me do that to Jenny. I lay there like meat in a sandwich and just drifted with it all in some blissful state.  
 
    Dave grunted and held our heads, then turned mine and stuffed it into my mouth as it pulsed and shot gob after delicious gob into my mouth. Jenny tugged his cock free and greedily took it herself to finish his release in her mouth.  
 
    Pete saw that and sped up, fucking me even harder, making me fuck Jenny harder. Jenny came again. Her toes pointed in her heels above us as her leg twitched and she squealed like a stuck pig. When she settled down, Pete gripped my hips and shoved it all the way in. It sprang to life in me, jerking like a captured beast trying to escape and it shot his come into me. He started thrusting again, grunting as he did. My cock was against Jimmy’s cock in the other side of Jenny as his cock jerked and pounded against mine and spewed into her.  
 
    Jenny said, “Come, my sissy girl. It’s time to come. Hurry and come in your momma.”  
 
    My toes pointed; my legs tensed. I whimpered and Jenny squeezed me tight inside her hot wet hole as I spewed my come into her while Pete finished fucking me and grunting, his hands tight on my hips. I lay there, collapsed on Jenny. Dave stroked my hair. He kissed my cheek. Pete kissed my cheek. Jimmy was still pinned under Jenny, and he squeezed her breasts from below.  
 
    Pete pulled out and fell to the side.  
 
    Dave whispered. “Maybe I could do that for a while? I took a blue pill and don’t know how to get rid of it yet.” I looked into Jenny’s eyes. She shrugged. “Try it. You might like it, not being so wound up. I’m game.”  
 
    I lifted my bottom to Dave, and he slid it in, held my hips, and thrusted for all of us. We all lay there, Pete dressed and sitting on the side, sipping a drink as Dave fucked me some more. It was nice. Not crazy. I was still hard in Jenny and it too, was nice, not crazy. I loved Dave wanted me that badly, and it gave me pride to be his receptacle too.  
 
    I don’t know how long it was, but Dave finally began grunting and holding my hips tight. He was fucking me like a horse and I was fucking Jenny like one and poor Jimmy was along for the ride in her. Dave grunted and came, jerking and spasming in my bottom. Jimmy howled and came, Jenny squealed and shook and said, “Come now, my sissy girl, come inside your wife.” I did.  
 
    We slept well that night. All of us. It wasn’t the last time we were together, either. I learned to grow fond of being used by the boys when I had already come. It was a different, more gratifying, and proud moment for me, knowing how they loved it and how I could be their sissy girl for them. Not to mention, Jenny loved all of it. Especially the remote control she had for me in her special words.  
 
    The only time that was ever a problem, though not too much of one because it was still fun, was when she was mad at me and we were not entirely in private and she’d whisper to me as we walked or sat at a restaurant. The guys got a kick out of it, too. Why not? Heck. We were all making each other happy. Isn’t that what pageant boys do? My mom always said it was our job as a performer. I’m so glad she gave me this skill. 

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it, or blog it out. Thanks! 
 
    Barb and Thom 
 
    For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to: 
 
    Amazon: 
 
    http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/ 
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