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    I tossed my backpack into the corner of my room. “Stay!” I said, as if it were a conscious entity. I went into the kitchen, grabbed a beer from the humming fridge and opened it. I sat at the table, crossed my legs, and slugged down half of it. It tasted like freedom. 
 
    After today, we were on break for two weeks. Luckily for me, because I sure needed it. It had been a grueling semester, and I was ready to let off some steam.  
 
    I couldn’t imagine what I’d do for two weeks and started to think about it. I looked at my hands. They were small for a guy but neat and clean. Maybe I’d give myself a manicure and pedicure. I hated having messed-up nails. 
 
    I ran my hand through my hair. It had gotten long and needed a cut and style. I had let myself go with all the schoolwork.  
 
    What to do? What to do? Two weeks? 
 
    The door opened, and my hot roommate, Shelly, came in. I watched her in her heels as she kicked the door closed behind her, her arms full of groceries. She didn’t have a lot of hips, but she had a hell of a nice bottom in that miniskirt. She put the bags down on the counter with a grunt and turned toward me. “Hi, Jessie. Ungh, I hate those stairs of ours.” 
 
    “You should have called me, and I would have come down to help.” 
 
    “I know. You’re a real gentleman. But I can handle it. Thanks anyway, though.” 
 
    She started to take things out of the bags and put them away. When she bent down to a lower cabinet, I could see her cleavage. Girls are so gorgeous. The way they move and act and how they look and smell. Sometimes I just wished I could feel how they felt—like that Madonna song, “What it Feels Like for a Girl.” 
 
    I got up and helped her put the rest of the things away. I said, “Hey, why don’t we do something together tonight and celebrate the time off we have. We never seem to be able to hook up. You know, not a date or anything. Just a couple of roommates having some fun.” 
 
    Shelly leaned back against the counter and reached her arms out to me. She waved her long, painted nails, beckoning me to come closer. She hung her wrists over my shoulders and scrutinized my face. “You are so cute. Not a date? Such a shame, but I’ll take what I can get, sweetie. I’d love to hang with you. Can I do your hair before we go out?” 
 
    I pulled away. “I was planning on getting it cut this week. You don’t need to.” 
 
    She moved closer again and ran her hands through it. “But I want to. You have such pretty, shiny hair. The blond has so many shades. I think I can make it pop for you. Clean it up so it lays nicely. Whaddaya say? Please?” 
 
    I pulled away. “Uh…” 
 
    “Oh c’mon. I can do better than those hacks down the street.”  
 
    I shook my head and sat down to drink the rest of my beer. “Ya think?” 
 
    “I know.” She pulled a beer from the fridge and sat down, crossing her high-heeled legs and bouncing a foot. She popped the beer and sipped it, leaving lipstick on the rim. “I’ll turn you into something stellar. Let me do it. It’s only hair, right? It’ll grow back. Or we can just cut it shorter if you don’t like it.” 
 
    I thought about it as I sipped and looked at her gorgeously made-up face. What harm could it do? At least maybe I’d be a better-looking guy. She did say she was disappointed not to be going on a date. But I doubted it since she was so hot, and I was so boring and unmanly and geeky. 
 
    “Okay.” I looked at my watch. It was only four. “I know it’s early, but let me take you out for some food and drinks first, and then we can come back here and you can cut it.” 
 
    “Good idea.” Shelly flipped her hair over her shoulder and grinned evilly as she slugged down some of her beer. “You won’t regret it, baby. I’m gonna turn you into something awesome. It won’t take much, you’re so pretty already.” 
 
    “Pretty? I’m pretty?” 
 
    “Okay, handsome. But you and I both know you’re prettier than you are handsome.” 
 
    I took a deep breath and nodded. She was right. I always felt prettier than handsome. Maybe a new haircut could make me feel more handsome.  
 
    We finished our beers. Shelly freshened her makeup and sprayed on some perfume. She smelled like heaven. Girls always seemed to smell so good. She tossed her purse over her shoulder and took my hand in hers, smiling.  
 
    We went downstairs and entered the local pub. Sitting at the bar, Shelly crossed her legs and allowed a foot to rest against my calf. She held my hand and looked at me. “You’re too cute. I’ll buy dinner and drinks. Have a shot. I want you to relax after all the stress you’ve had lately. You deserve it.” 
 
    “Nah, I don’t need a shot.” 
 
    “You do.” She raised her hand to the bartender, and he came over. “Hello, girls.” 
 
    I glared at him, and he coughed. “Uh, excuse me. Hello, you two. Can I get you something?” 
 
    “Just a draft,” I said. 
 
    “Two drafts and a celebration shot for my boyfriend. Maybe a kamikaze.” She looked at me.  
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Okay, a kamikaze.” 
 
    “Aren’t you having one with me?” I asked Shelly. 
 
    “Maybe later. After the haircut. You wouldn’t want me to mess it up, would you?” 
 
    “I guess. Okay.” 
 
    I watched as Shelly wrapped her long-nailed fingers around her mug; her metallic-pink-painted nails glinted from the spotlight above the bar. She was so feminine. I loved her look. She clinked her mug to mine. “Cheers.” 
 
    We drank. The shot came, and I slugged it down. We ate and drank, Shelly ordering more kamikaze shots intermittently through the meal. By the time we were done, I was sufficiently relaxed. 
 
    “Feeling better?” she asked as she rubbed my thigh through my jeans. 
 
    “Yes. Relaxed. Not buzzed or drunk at all.” 
 
    “Good. Kamikaze shots aren’t very strong.” She leaned into me, rubbing her leg against mine. She kissed my cheek. “Let’s make you prettier... I mean, more handsome.” She put money on the bar, slid off the barstool, and took my hand. 
 
    “Sit at the kitchen table, and I’ll get my things.” 
 
    I sat, and Shelly came back with haircutting tools and wrapped a towel around my shoulders. She combed my hair. “I think something different. Something to get you noticed.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be noticed. I just want to blend in. The problems always come when guys notice me, like that bartender thinking I was a girl at first. Make me look nondescript, like a normal guy.” 
 
    She moved around me, inspecting and moving my hair. “Okay. I’ll make it so there’s no question what gender you identify with.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and relaxed in the chair. Shelly sprayed my hair with a spray bottle and started cutting. 
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    “What are you doing!?” I screamed and held my hand to my head. I turned and looked up at Shelly as she held the electric clippers, buzzing away. She shook her head.  
 
    “Relax!” It’s a number one. I’m almost done. I could have nipped your ear the way you jumped.” 
 
    “No way. I don’t want a butch!” 
 
    “I’m not going to give you a butch. Just one side. You’ll see, it will look great. Besides, I already took a big chunk out and have to finish it, or it’ll look silly.” 
 
    I felt my head. A big patch of my hair was missing. “Shit! Why did I agree to this? Okay, just get it over with.” 
 
    She finished and then took a curling iron to the hair on the long side. I felt her put some product into it at intervals and then comb it. She blew a dryer at it and fluffed it. 
 
    “There. Gorgeous.” 
 
    “I have to see what you did to me.” I took off the towel and ran into the bathroom to look in the mirror. I held my hands up like a criminal. “OH MY GOD! Shelly, no!” I ran my hands over the cropped hair. Curls draped over one side, and a fine layer of hair bristled on the other. Some of my blond hair now had shiny pink streaks in it. I covered my mouth with my hands and started to cry. I sat on the toilet. 
 
    “Don’t cry, baby. You’ll see, you’ll love it. Give it a chance.” 
 
    I looked up at her, sobbing, and tried to catch my breath. Once I could talk, I said, “I can’t go out in public like this! It certainly doesn’t look handsome.” 
 
    “But it fits your gender identity... Jessica.” 
 
    “Jessica? I’m not a girl!” 
 
    “Oh, come on, sweetie. Look at how pretty you look. Besides, Jessie is a girl’s or a boy’s name, as well. I just think Jessica makes it clearer that you’re a girl.” She took me by the shoulders to look in the mirror. “Now look into those pretty blue eyes and tell me you’re a macho man.” 
 
    I wiped my eyes and sniffled. Looking into the mirror, my thin sideburns looked out of place. If they were gone, and the bit of light stubble from my chin, there’d be nothing to indicate I was a man. The black stud earrings I wore could be either gender. 
 
    “Now tell me you don’t look pretty.” 
 
    She was right. I did. But what good was looking pretty as a man? I took a deep breath and looked into her bright green, made-up eyes. She was gorgeous. She hugged me and kissed my cheek repeatedly. “It’ll be okay. Don’t be scared.” 
 
    “But I’m not a girl.” 
 
    “Maybe not physically, but mentally you are more a girl than a boy.” 
 
    “No, I’m not.” 
 
    She tugged at my jeans. “I didn’t know Gloria Vanderbilt made men’s jeans.” 
 
    “They fit better. Men’s jeans are too baggy for a guy as thin as me.” 
 
    She kicked my sneaker with her high-heeled foot. “And 
 
    Nine West sneakers?” 
 
    “I have a narrow foot, and women’s sneakers fit better.” 
 
    “What about your satin boxers and tanks you wear around the apartment and the way you decorate your room?” 
 
    “Satin feels nice on my skin. The room is the way I like it.” 
 
    “How many guys do you know who have a picture of a Victorian lady on the beach on their wall, and light blue sheets and bedspread.” 
 
    “Blue is a boy’s color, and the lady looked so feminine and sensual I had to have it.” 
 
    “The teddy bear?” 
 
    “From when I was a baby.” 
 
    The more she talked, the worse I felt. I was a femboy for sure. But I knew that. That didn’t mean I was a girl. I had all the wrong parts for that. “I need a drink. A stiff one. But we can’t even go out like this.” 
 
    “Let me do your makeup, and you can wear some of my clothes.” Her eyes were filled with excitement. 
 
    “No way. We’ll just go to a gay bar and have a drink. They won’t care how I look.” 
 
    “True. Let’s go.” 
 
    “I have to put on some more manly clothes to make up for your haircut first.” 
 
    I went into my room and dressed in black jeans, black button down shirt, and a black denim coat. I put on a thick, studded, black leather wristwatch and came back out. “Ready.” 
 
    Shelly sat on the couch bouncing her foot over her knee. Her killer legs looked shapely and sensual in her heels. She crossed her arms and looked at me. “A pair of heels might go better than the girls’ penny loafers. And you can borrow some dangling earrings if you want.” 
 
    I glared at her. 
 
    “Okay. You look precious as you are. Let’s go out into the big, wide world.” 
 
    “I hate you,” I said. 
 
    “You love me. You’ll see.” 


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
      
 
    3 
 
      
 
    The club was hopping for such an early hour. It was only six, but being the last day of classes, everyone was ready to party. Shelly and I found some seats at the bar, and I ordered. Shelly had the same. 
 
    She asked me, “A dirty martini?” 
 
    “I told you I needed a stiff drink.” 
 
    “You never drink like that.” 
 
    “You made me. I’m not talking to you.” I was angry and felt everyone’s eyes on my new haircut. I sat as macho as I could and waited for the drink. I watched the bartender shaking the martinis, her braless breasts jiggling beneath the tank top. I wondered what that must feel like. 
 
    The drinks arrived, and I started in. A woman put her hand on my shoulder. “Don’t worry about her, baby. You can have me tonight. I bet you’d make a wonderful top.” 
 
    I turned to her. She was a pretty lipstick lesbian looking for a top. She took me in with her eyes. Her hand reached out and touched my thin sideburns. “Love the pink and drastic haircut with the tough black of your outfit. Nice sideburns, too. On T hormones, baby?” 
 
    “Uh, no. I uh...” 
 
    Shelly put her hand on my leg and whispered in my ear. “See, she thinks you’re a girl, too. Gonna take her on, or are you gonna make up with me and talk to me? I can leave if you want.” 
 
    I snapped back from Shelly. “No. Stop it.” 
 
    The woman tugged my arm. “C’mon baby. I’ll make it better.” 
 
    I took her hand off me. “Leave us alone. I’m a guy.” 
 
    “Yeah, right. Well, I know when I’m not welcome.” She turned and left, clicking away in her strappy heels. 
 
    I turned back to the bar and sipped more of the martini, then said to Shelly, “See what you did to me?” 
 
    “I did to you? It’s what you are.” She hugged my arm to her to avoid any further hits on me. “Now they’ll think I’m your lipstick lesbian and leave you alone.” 
 
    “Great.” 
 
    Shelly slid one hand over my crotch. “Hmm. Pretty thick but not very excited. I always wondered how much you had down there.” 
 
    “Shelly, stop.” 
 
    She continued to rub it. I slugged down my martini and motioned the bartender for another. Shelly nodded at him for another, too, and she looked into my eyes. She rubbed my growing manhood. “Mmm. Now I know it’s much more than what I thought you’d have. How did you ever grow one so big being such a thin femboy?” 
 
    “I know. Ironic isn’t it? I have the meat of a linebacker and the body of a ballerina.” I laughed. Shelly slid my meat in my jeans allowing it to point to my belly and stand up all the way. “That does feel good.” I looked around. “But you should stop before I wet my pants.” 
 
    Shelly laughed. “Okay, pretty-boy.” She kissed my cheek. This wasn’t all bad. It was the first time a woman, or anyone for that matter, had ever paid so much attention to me. A hot, gorgeous woman who was making me hot.  
 
    The drinks were placed before us, and we sipped. Shelly moved her stool right next to mine and pressed her leg against mine. She whispered in my ear, “Maybe later, if you’re good, I’ll take that into my mouth and have a little snack.” 
 
    I’d never had that done to me, and the thought of it was incredible. I throbbed in my jeans. 
 
    “When was the last time you had that done?” 
 
    “Never.” 
 
    “When was the last time you ejaculated?” 
 
    “Oh, Shelly, stop.” 
 
    “No, really. A month ago?” 
 
    “Shelly c’mon now. It isn’t broken.” 
 
    “Then tell me.” 
 
    I felt my face flush. I looked around to see if anyone was listening. “Right after my last final.” 
 
    “What? At school?” 
 
    “Yeah. What’s wrong with that?” 
 
    “Why didn’t you wait until you got to the apartment?” 
 
    “I couldn’t.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because. When you have to go, you have to go.” 
 
    “It’s not like peeing. You can wait.” 
 
    “I couldn’t.” I crossed my arms and looked at her. Her gorgeous green eyes were bright above a wicked smile as she tilted her head. 
 
    “Do you do that at school often?” 
 
    I looked away, shrugged my shoulders. “Sometimes.” I turned back. “Why?” 
 
    “How many times a day do you usually uh, usually, let’s say, make a splash. You know, play with it.” 
 
    I took a deep breath. My heart was racing. What would she think? Should I tell her the truth? Why lie? “Oh Shelly, this is the toughest night I’ve ever had with you.” 
 
    “Can you answer please? Times a day.” 
 
    “Which?” 
 
    “Which what?” 
 
    “Times a day playing with it, or splashing from it?” 
 
    “You play with it and don’t splash? Oh my.” 
 
    “It feels good. It relaxes me.” 
 
    “Of course, dear. So how many time a day for each? Just an estimate. Times you play and times you splash.” 
 
    I sipped the martini and felt it starting to give me a buzz. I had to laugh thinking about what we were talking about. I counted on my fingers as Shelly watched. 
 
    She covered her mouth, her eyes wide. “Oh my.” 
 
    I continued to count, smiling. I stopped. “Play, if you count crossing and uncrossing my legs and just making it throb is about thirty. Splash, about six or eight.” 
 
    Her eyes went wide, and she grabbed my arm and kissed my cheek. “You are so hot! I never would have guessed. I’m proud to know you.” 
 
    “You are? Don’t you think it’s a little weird?” 
 
    “Why? What does it hurt? It relaxes you, it feels good, it can’t cause cancer, and it tells me how sensual you are. I love it. What do you think of when you do?” 
 
    I looked up at the ceiling, heard the banter of voices, smelled Shelly’s perfume. I looked back at her. “Mostly pretty women and what they must feel like. Like the Victorian lady in the painting on my wall. Sometimes I feel the satin of my boxers I might wear under my jeans, sometimes I, uh...” 
 
    I was giving myself away looking at her. My eyes covered her whole body. I ended up gazing into her eyes. I kissed her painted lips gently. “I think of you.” 
 
    “Oh, Jessie. That’s so flattering.” She kissed my lips, pulling my head to her. Her tongue went into my mouth. I sucked it, tasting the salt and the gin.  
 
    My hand rested on her silky thigh as we kissed. A hoot came from the bar, and everyone was clinking their glasses. I broke the kiss. They were all applauding us. We smiled at them. 
 
    I leaned into Shelly and spoke into her ear. “I think we should go home and finish this conversation.” 
 
    She winked at me. “Okay, but only if you do as I say will you get what I offered.” 
 
    “I’d do anything for you right now.” 
 
    “Good.” 
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    Shelly was busy digging around in her closet as she yelled out to me. “Get in the shower and shave your whole body. I want you to feel every inch of your skin. And get rid of those awful fuzzy sideburns and any other facial hair. I want you smooth as silk.” 
 
    “Okay!” I shouted back from my room as I stripped my clothes off. I did as I was told and came out with a towel wrapped around my waist that looked like it had too much starch in front. 
 
    Shelly laughed. “Oh my. I see you’re ready.” 
 
    I smiled, grabbed it with the towel and held it out. “You promised.” 
 
    “I did. But we aren’t done yet. Go into the bathroom.” 
 
    Shelly restyled my hair as I stood naked. Then she made me sit on a towel on the toilet. She took out her makeup. 
 
    “What? No way.” 
 
    “Yes way. You agreed. If not, then you can wank it yourself like you like to do. I’ll watch.” 
 
    I sighed. “Shit. Do it. I’m dying here.” 
 
    After she redid my hair and sprayed it, she narrated as she did eye-makeup, blush, contoured my cheeks, chin and nose, swapped my stud earrings for long dangling ones, applied lipstick and perfume.  
 
    “Oops almost forgot.” She put light foundation in arcs across my chest creating the illusion of cleavage. “Don’t look in the mirror on the way out. Stand and close your eyes, and I’ll lead you to the bedroom.” 
 
    I did as instructed. She had me sit on the bed. I opened my eyes. She was on the floor with a balled-up, sheer, black stocking. “These are stay-ups, and you won’t need a garter belt.” 
 
    “But, Shelly, I feel silly.” 
 
    “You won’t.” She slid it up one leg as I held it out. “Feels nice against your shaved legs, doesn’t it?” 
 
    I nodded, my face flushed, my heart racing. It did feel nice. Nicer than the satin boxers. She did the other leg and slid black satin and lace panties on me. “Hmm, seems you like this. You’re so big and hard.”  
 
    She wrapped a bra around me and clasped it; I slid my arms through the straps. “Now for the boobs. These were mine when I was younger.” She slid gelform breasts into the bra and adjusted my chest flesh for cleavage. With the makeup and the forms, they looked real. My heart raced in my chest as she held the dress for me to step into. She zipped the back and sat me on the bed. She put strappy, black patent leather, five-inch stiletto heels on my feet. “Stand up. Carefully.” 
 
    I did and got my balance. I walked around the room until I was stable on them. Shelly sat on the bed watching me. “Feel nice?” 
 
    “Wonderful, actually. My god.” I closed the door and looked in the full-length mirror on the back of it. I covered my mouth. 
 
    “See, you’re gorgeous.” 
 
    I was. I pressed my hardness down and tried to tuck it between my legs. It popped back up and lifted the dress. I laughed. 
 
    “I think you think you’re sexy.” 
 
    “I think I am. Sexier than I’ve ever been or felt.” 
 
    She came over to me, sprayed perfume in my hair and on my arms and legs. “Mmm. Now you smell as good as you look.” She grabbed my hardness through the dress and stroked it. “In a little while, we’ll take care of this bad boy. Let’s go have a beer and relax on the couch.” She led me into the living room. 
 
    We sat, and Shelly wrapped a long leg over my lap and rubbed it against me. She smiled as she observed me. “You are one hot lady. Tomorrow we complete the look. Painted nails, another set of piercings, and we’ll get you some new dresses and clothes.” 
 
    “Shelly, no. Just take care of what you promised to and let me get undressed and showered.” 
 
    “So you can do what? Jerk it in your boxer shorts? No. Tonight I get to have a treat and have you fill my mouth with my favorite cream, and you get to experience it. But it won’t be a quickie. I want to savor it. Sometimes a girl has to have what she wants, too. I haven’t had one in a while, and I miss it.” 
 
    “I thought girls didn’t like to do that. I thought they thought it was gross.” 
 
    “Some girls. But you’ll see, when you’re giving someone pleasure like that, it can be better than getting it yourself. Like they say,’tis better to give than to receive.” She laughed, lifted the hem of my dress and bent down. Popping it free, she wrapped her lips around it and savored it. Her tongue was masterful as it slid around and over the head and hole. I twitched and longed for release and in a moment, I did. 
 
    “Oh shit!” My hips thrust involuntarily. She swallowed ravenously as I filled her. I fell back against the couch and nearly passed out. She stayed on it as it began to soften. Her warm breath was against my skin as I drifted off. The gentle pressure of her lips and the tugging with her mouth felt incredible as I fell asleep. 
 
    My balls were being tugged tight as I felt the couch shake from Shelly bobbing up and down on it with her mouth. “Oh my god,” I whispered as she looked up at me, rolled her eyes and continued. This time I lasted for a while, and the whole time she didn’t even so much as come up for air. Between her stroking, tugging, tonguing, and tight lips, I was someplace in heaven, and she sure seemed to be enjoying it. I watched her with interest, enjoying how much she was enjoying it. 
 
    I thought, what the heck, if I could have this all the time, I’d probably always dress like this for her. Painted nails and this haircut are a little hard to hide, but maybe I should just dress and act like a girl. It felt great. But I was a guy. 
 
    Shelly lifted her head, licked her lips, and looked up at me. “Hey, pay attention here. You’re getting soft. What are you thinking of, baseball?” 
 
    I laughed. “Sorry. I’m watching you now. I’ll pay attention.” 
 
    “Good. Now I want you to imagine that you’re me doing this.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yes, promise you will, or I’ll stop.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I watched. What she’d told me to think of got me extremely hot. The way she was enjoying it, I could only imagine myself doing the same. In moments, I came. 
 
    “Ungh! Shell. Shit!” I twitched and jerked while she sucked me dry. When she was done, she dragged me by the hand to her bed and pulled me into it, hugging me as she fell asleep.
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    When I woke up, I did what I always did. I reached to the nightstand for some tissues to fill with my morning milking. There weren’t any. I was in Shelly’s bed. Shit.  
 
    I rolled onto my back to release the morning woodie, still dressed in what I had on last night. It felt so sensual. I thought I’d use the panties instead of tissues.  
 
    I was thinking of what we did last night and how I had imagined doing what Shelly was. I reached down under my dress and tried to stroke it. My morning hardness was locked inside a cold metal device. I shook it and tried to tug it off. It felt good to shake it, but I couldn’t stroke it. 
 
    Shelly came into the room and sat on the bed. She smiled a flat-lipped smile. “Yes, I put it on. Sometimes it’s better to not do it so often.” 
 
    “Aww, Shelly. Where did you get this?” 
 
    “Never mind that. Just get into the shower, and I’ll make breakfast. We have a busy day ahead.” She left and went into the kitchen. 
 
    I stripped and got into the shower. It felt good to wash my hair, though there wasn’t much on one side. I could see the pink washing down the drain. At least that was gone, and I’d just look like a modern guy. I could wear black again, and it would look more normal. 
 
    I shaved my body again, just in case, since I liked the smoothness of my skin. I dried my hair and didn’t do the curls, and it didn’t look quite so girlish, though it still was pretty, I had to admit. 
 
    I went into my bedroom to get dressed. “Shelly!” I yelled as I looked into my closet and dug through my drawers. 
 
    “What, dear?” 
 
    “Where are my clothes?” 
 
    “I knew you’d try to dress in your pseudo-boy clothes so I locked them in my car. We’ll take your car today.” 
 
    “No way. Get me my clothes.” I stood naked, the cage tugging my parts down. I felt silly standing there. 
 
    She laughed. “Who are you to tell me what we are or aren’t going to do, huh, sister? I have the key to the lock on that cage, you know. Now be a good girl, Jessica. Sit on the bed, and I’ll paint your toenails and then put some fake nails I’ve already painted on your fingers.” 
 
    I sat, and she used the metallic pink that she wore and then quickly glued on the long, fake nails. 
 
    I looked at them. My feet looked pretty like a girl’s, but my fingers would never be able to work again. “I can’t use these nails!” 
 
    “Of course you can. You’ll get used to them. Now get dressed to go shopping.” 
 
    I looked around. Shelly had laid out clothes for me on the bed.  
 
    “That’s right. Put them on, and I’ll do your makeup for you one more time. If you’re good today, we’ll see about that cage, and maybe you can have a reward like last night.” 
 
    My face was flushed. She saw the anger in my eyes before she left the room and yelled back, “Breakfast is in the oven. You can eat when you’re dressed and made up.” 
 
    I sat on the bed. Suntan pantyhose, black leggings and a very short pink and black skirt with a pink V-neck sweater, along with black wedgies and an assortment of jewelry. Shit. 
 
    The pantyhose had been cut out, as were the leggings, to allow the cage to go through, so one could pee without removing it all. Snug, stretch panties held it down under the skirt. I was careful putting them all on with the nails, and it worked okay. 
 
    I looked in the mirror. I looked like any other college girl. At least everyone would think so. I smoothed the skirt down and felt myself harden below. I adjusted my breast-forms in the top, and the cleavage showed nicely.  
 
    Struggling with the clasps, I applied the necklace, earrings, and bracelets. It felt strangely erotic using those nails. I sprayed on some perfume. I walked into the kitchen feeling all the sensations of the breasts and stockings. The tiny steps I took felt sexy. 
 
    Shelly looked up from her phone to see me as I walked in. Her eyes lit up. “That looks so cute on you. I knew it would work. Good girl! Let’s do your makeup and eat, and then we can go.” 
 
    She stood wearing an outfit similar to mine but in browns and beiges. She did my makeup, and I paid attention so I could do it myself if I had to, if she forced me to, in order to obtain what she might want to deny me, like an orgasm. I was learning her technique. I did enjoy the result when we were finished—I looked and felt incredible. 
 
    After she was done, I kissed her cheek. “Thank you for the makeup. The early night last night left me feeling rested and refreshed. This outfit feels nice. I feel nice. I feel pretty.” 
 
    “Good. You’ll keep feeling prettier and sexier as the day goes on. You’ll see. When break is done, you can go back to what you were as a plain old femboy or stay this way. My bet is you’ll want to stay pretty and feminine.” 
 
    I hadn’t thought about being able to go back, now that I was caged. But why wouldn’t I go back and have my old ways? At least then, I could relax the way I liked to. 
 
    A purse was shoved into my hands. “This is yours. I put your license, lipstick and phone in it with a few other things. Sling it around your neck and under your arms and you won’t have to worry about losing it. Let’s go.” 
 
    “Do we have to do this? I’m scared. I don’t want to go out in public like this. It’s like I’m lying to everyone.” 
 
    “No, you’ve been lying to yourself all these years. Yes, we have to do this.” She kissed my cheek. 
 
    Outside, I dug in my purse for my car keys. Perfume, rubbers, tissues, lipstick, blush, eyeliner, and mascara. All the stuff! What was with the rubbers? As I went to get in, I realized I had five-inch wedgies on. “Shell, can you drive? I’m nervous enough without having to drive in these shoes. Please?” 
 
    “Okay, princess. I’ll drive. It’s probably easier than me giving you directions anyway.” 
 
    “First, why are there rubbers in my purse?” 
 
    “In case that cage starts to ooze. It’ll keep your panties dry. And for whatever else you might want them for.” She winked at me. 
 
    “Oh, I see. I think. I know where the mall is. You wouldn’t have to give me directions.” 
 
    “That’s not the only place we’re going, sister.” 
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    First stop was a place called Fetish Heaven. We walked in and were greeted by a tall woman with a deep voice. Practically a man’s voice. Shelly’s was a little deep for a girl, but not like this. My voice was pretty much gender-neutral. 
 
    “Hi, girls! Twenty percent off everything in the store today. Let me know if you need any help.” 
 
    Shelly walked up to the counter. She pointed at me. “He needs new boobs.” She grabbed my breast. These are too small for his frame, don’t you think?” 
 
    I was shocked and felt my face flush. She gave away that I was a guy. The woman looked at me quizzically. “He? Did you say he?” She looked me up and down. “Lucky guy. Sorry, bud. We usually don’t look as good as you.”  
 
    She stood and walked around the counter to a shelf containing a variety of breast-forms. She took one off the shelf and held it against my chest observing it. “Hmm. Better?” She looked at Shelly. Shelly shook her head. “Bigger. about two pounds a piece, I think. Like an E-size bra.” 
 
    “Oh honey, her band is what, a thirty-four? She could get a sore back.” 
 
    “She won’t, and if I get her the right bra, they’ll be flattened out and tug at her nicely when she struts around in her heels.” 
 
    The woman looked at the boxes and found a pair. “Two pounds apiece, asymmetrical so they fit under the arm better, and with a nice nipple that will look real in an unlined bra. Feel the weight. She handed one to me. 
 
    It was heavy. Much larger than what I was wearing. I squeezed the nipple. 
 
    Shelly grabbed it and bounced in in her hands. She squeezed it. “We’ll take them.” 
 
    The woman put them back into the box and looked at Shelly. “Anything else? We have a variety of fetish items and sex toys. Maybe some dildos or vibrators? Is she wearing a cage yet?” 
 
    Shelly smiled and nodded. “Yes, wearing the cage and yes, needs dildos and vibrators.” 
 
    The woman went to the far wall and took dildos off the shelf, explaining their uses and what they were best for. “Strap-on, very comfortable, suction cup for alternative mounting.” 
 
    “Bigger,” Shelly said. 
 
    The woman showed her another. “She’ll need training to take it in.” 
 
    “Of course. That one is good. We’ll need a vibrating plug set to go with it. Remote control, no wires, of course.” 
 
    The woman showed her various sets, and Shelly picked a set that also had an inflatable butt plug, as well. What was I in for?” 
 
    She bagged all the goodies. I couldn’t believe how much it all cost as she was ringing it up. I whispered in Shelly’s ear, “Shell, I can’t afford to buy all of this. If you think I really need something, why don’t I just buy that?” 
 
    “I’m buying my girl what she needs. Don’t worry, I can afford it.” 
 
    The woman ran Shelly’s card and passed the bag to me. “There you go, buddy. Get ready to feel things you never felt before. You won’t feel like a man with those up your butt.” She smiled and winked. “Have a good day, man.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah, thanks,” I said, feeling insulted that she, in her deep voice, had called me a guy. “You too, mister,” I had to say as I turned and strutted out the door, Shelly in my wake. 
 
    She opened my door for me, I threw the packages in the back seat, and she got in. “That was rude, calling her mister.” 
 
    “It was rude for you to give me away so he could make fun of me.” 
 
    “He wasn’t making fun, and he had to know what you were so he could help us get the things we needed. Don’t get your feathers all ruffled, Jessica. It doesn’t suit you.” 
 
    I took a deep breath and looked out the window. I thought about all the things in the backseat and what would be done with them. It all seemed it would painful and humiliating. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Jessica. Those toys are just toys. Something for us to play with. They aren’t torture devices. They’ll help you discover new ways to be intimate.” 
 
    I crossed my legs and looked out the window saying nothing until we reached the mall. When Shelly got out, I sat there. She came around and opened my door. “C’mon, princess. Time to shop till we drop.” 
 
    I looked up at her. “Do we have to? I’m afraid.” 
 
    “Of what?” 
 
    “Those toys for one, and being out in a mall with you telling everyone I’m a guy.” 
 
    “I promise I won’t do that. You need new things, though. Like a bra for those voluptuous new boobs. Just imagine wearing them, how good they’ll feel, and how pretty and sexy you’ll look.” She held her hand out. “Give me your hand.” I did and sat there looking up at her beautiful eyes. “We can get some fun rings to accent those pretty nails of yours.” 
 
    I looked at my hands. Rings would look nice on them.  She bent down and kissed my cheek; her warm breath whispered in my ear. “And we can get you some nice lingerie for at night. Nice, silky things, prettier than your boxers. And some stockings and pretty panties, dresses and skirts. C’mon, sweetie. My treat. Let me try my best for you, and if it’s all for nothing afterward, then so be it.” 
 
    I had calmed down from my ego being tromped and looked at my beautiful partner. She was trying to do what she thought was best for me, and I was being a jerk. Not to mention the thought of all those pretty things was tugging at me with anticipation. “I’m sorry, Shelly.” I slid out of the car and gave her a hug. “Let’s go.” 
 
    Our first stop was a fashion jewelry store loaded with bling. Shelly walked straight to the counter. “Can we get some ear piercings?” 
 
    I whispered in her ear. “Shelly, no. A boy can’t have more than one piercing in each ear.” 
 
    She shook her head at me and turned her attention to the girl who said, “Of course. What would you like?” 
 
    “We’d like her to have another ear lobe piercing and two on the top.” 
 
    I tugged her arm to go. 
 
    “Stop. You want this.” She glared at me. 
 
    The girl looked at me tentatively. I shrugged my shoulders. “Yes, please, one more piercing on each lobe and two on top on each ear.”  
 
    “Okay, pick out the ones you’d like to put in right away, and I’ll get the kit.” 
 
    We wandered around. Shelly picked large silver hoops to replace the black studs I was wearing, and long dangling silver flowers for the new lower ones—fake pink diamonds and silver dangle chains for the other top ones. 
 
    She took us to the side and seated me, marked the holes, and promptly had them done, earrings in place. I looked in the mirror. I liked the way they made my ears so pretty. It fit how I thought I should look—at least for now, until I might decide to just be a boy again.  
 
    Shelly paid the girl, and we went into the mall. Men smiled at us as we walked in our heels and leggings, and we smiled back. It was flattering to be looked at that way. 
 
    In a couple of minutes, the initial sharp pain was gone.  I kept stopping to look at my new earrings in the mirrors and had to smile at my new look. Shelly said, “See, princess? I knew you’d like them. If, when break is done, you don’t want them, just take the earrings out, and they’ll close up. Let’s get you some clothes.” 
 
    She was right. It would be a simple thing to lose the new piercings. No damage done, and I was having fun. 
 
    Shelly found new bras with matching panties to fit my new, larger breasts, along with nightclothes that I couldn’t wait to wear. A shoe store next, and then dresses, skirts, tops, and jeans. I was having so much fun trying things on and looking at myself in the mirror, I completely forgot the fact that I was a boy, not a girl. Shelly was having a ball, running back and forth and handing me things over the changing-room doors. 
 
    When we had reached the point where we could carry no more bags, we ate lunch. 
 
    It was a nice French restaurant. Our waiter came over. 
 
    “Hello, ladies. Something to drink? My name is Roland, and I’ll be serving you today.” He flashed a brilliant smile as his blue eyes gleamed, taking in our faces, flitting back and forth. He was our age and about six foot two. His biceps showed their carved beauty as he moved water glasses to the table from the tray he held. His nails were clean and white and his hands large and firm. 
 
    I looked up at him smiling. “The water will do for now.” 
 
    Shelly smiled at him. “Water’s fine. Thank you, Roland.” 
 
    “Very good. Looks like you ladies have had a successful outing! I’ll bet it’ll all look wonderful on you.” He placed our napkins in our laps and handed us menus. 
 
    “Thanks. You’re very kind,” Shelly said.  
 
    He stood to his full height, hands behind his back. “I’ll be back when you’re ready. Just look at me, and I’ll come over.” He motioned to the wall some distance away and went to stand there. 
 
    Shelly leaned over. “He’s cute, isn’t he?” 
 
    I held the menu and looked over it, staring blankly at Shelly. I was afraid she liked him too much. 
 
    “Not for me, princess. For you.” 
 
    “Oh, Shelly, don’t even think about it. What if he found out what I am? He’s a perfectly normal boy. He’d be shocked.” 
 
    “Don’t be so sure. I think he’s taken with you. You should see the way he looked at you.” 
 
    “Let’s eat. Don’t worry about him.” I looked at the menu and decided on a shrimp cocktail. 
 
    We ordered and ate while I tried to not be nervous about what Shelly might do next. We talked about what to wear that night and where to go.  
 
    Roland brought the check with my favorite mint chocolates on it and placed it on the table. “So, ladies, what do you have planned for this afternoon. More shopping?” He stood erect. His pants showed a bit of an outline of his interest in us. 
 
    Shelly said, “No, all done shopping. Do you have any suggestions?” 
 
    “Well, the art museum has a free day today. I hope you don’t think it inappropriate, but it would be wonderful if you would go with me. I’m just filling in today, and I’ll be done after you check out. I’m off the rest of break and don’t have a thing to do.” 
 
    Shelly grabbed my hand on the table and smiled up at him. “You mean a handsome man like you doesn’t have a girlfriend? Are you gay?” 
 
    He looked at her and laughed. “Not that it would be bad. I mean, I’ve had more fun at gay bars than anywhere, but I don’t have a label, and I don’t have a girlfriend or boyfriend. Don’t have much time when school is going on.” He looked at me and smiled; his eyes danced around my hair and face. He then locked his beautiful blue eyes on mine and he knelt at the table. “It would be wonderful to see beautiful art with beautiful girls. Please?” 
 
    I flushed and looked at Shelly. 
 
    Shelly banged her hand on the table. “Yes! Sounds wonderful. Where shall we meet?” 
 
    “I’ll pay your bill and meet you girls outside the restaurant in the mall.” 
 
    “Oh my! Well, thank you for lunch.” 
 
    “Yes, thank you, Roland. That was very gracious,” I said. I touched his hand as he stood to go. 
 
    “I won’t take a minute.”  
 
    We stood outside waiting for him. He grabbed as many bags as he could from us, and we walked through the mall. When we were in front of the place we had the piercings done, he stopped and looked at a fake wedding ring in the window. “Look, isn’t that a great ring? I mean, I know it’s fake, but would you girls let me buy one for you? Just for fun.” 
 
    Shelly grinned. “You know, Jessica could use a fake wedding ring to keep guys from hitting on her when she doesn’t want it. Get it for her. I’m Shelly by the way.” She held her hand out, and he shook it. 
 
    “Nice.” He looked at me. “Do me the honor? Please, Jessica?” 
 
    “How could I resist?” 
 
    We went inside and found one in my size. His big hands felt nice as they slid different size rings on my wedding finger. I loved how it looked and what it said to people. Why? He bought it, and I wore it out of the store. 
 
    “Let me see it again,” he said. 
 
    I held my hand out to him. He held it. “You have such nice hands and nails.” His thumb slid along the back of my hand, caressing it gently. It gave me tingles all over. 
 
    “Thanks.” We all grabbed some bags and as we walked, he asked, “Can I drive? I can drop you back here after.” 
 
    “Sure,” Shelly said. 
 
    I wasn’t sure that was a good idea, but he seemed nice. 
 
    “Great.” He took my hand in his and walked us to his car. I couldn’t believe it. It was a new BMW 7 series. Were we with a drug dealer? 
 
    We put the bags in his trunk. A short clubbing dress fell out of the bag, and he held it up while he folded it again. “This is gorgeous. I’d love to see whoever is wearing this one.” 
 
    “That would be Jessica's.” 
 
    “Nice.” 
 
    I had to ask. “So Roland, this is an awfully nice car. What do you do for a living? I thought you were a student.” 
 
    “Oh, this thing. Yeah, well, I started building apps when I was seventeen, and it grew into a business. I’m a student because I like to learn new things, and I don’t need to work at the business that much.” He held the passenger door open. Shelly nudged me to take the seat. I climbed in. 
 
    He opened the back door for Shelly. 
 
    We drove off to the art museum. Once on the freeway, Roland took my hand that had been resting on the console and squeezed it, then held it snugly. I gazed at him as he looked forward, maneuvering through traffic. “Thanks for coming. I’m so glad you two showed up.” He patted my thigh. 
 
    “Thank you. This is very nice,” I said as I held his hand on my thigh. I was lost in him. What was I doing, lying to this guy? It was criminal. But I couldn’t help it. I had never been attracted to another man before. Was I gay? I decided to go with the flow and just enjoy the day. And did I ever.  
 
    Roland was a true gentleman, knowledgeable about the artwork, telling us details of certain paintings as he held me close, his arm over my shoulder. He kissed my forehead at one painting when I recognized it and told him about it. “You’re not just beautiful but smart, too.” 
 
    The day went quickly. When he was dropping us off back at the mall, I wondered if I’d see him again. As he helped us move our bags into our car, I decided to take the bull by the horns. “So, Roland, it’s been a wonderful day. Would you like to join us this evening for dinner?” 
 
    “It has been!” He looked into my eyes with his arms over my shoulders. I moved forward to suggest a kiss. He kissed me lightly on the lips and pulled back, smiling. “I would love to do nothing more than that, but I’m already committed to dinner with a close friend who’s in town for the night.” 
 
    Shelly piped up, “Bring him! I mean, if we wouldn’t be an intrusion, and you think he might like to have us there… We don’t want to intrude.” 
 
    “Wonderful idea. But on one condition.” He held a finger up. 
 
    “Uh oh,” I said. 
 
    He looked me in the eyes, smiling. “You have to wear that dress. We’re going to a fundraiser at an upscale restaurant by the campus, and black tie is appropriate tonight. For men, that is.” 
 
    “Yes, of course. I’d love to.” I looked at Shelly.  
 
    She laughed. “Well then, we’d better go home and get ready.” She took out her phone. “Your number, Roland?” 
 
    He said it; she typed it in and sent him a text. He opened his phone. “Got it.” He spelled Shelly’s name as he entered it in his phone. He looked at me. 
 
    Shelly said, “You can reach us through my phone. I always have it.” 
 
    “Well, uh, okay. I guess that works for now.” 
 
    He came over to me and put his arms on my shoulders. “May I?” 
 
    “Yes, you may.” 
 
    He wrapped his arms around me and leaned down, giving me a big kiss. I tasted his sweet tongue and felt his hardness against my leg. My heart raced as we broke apart, and he shook Shelly’s hand. “I think my friend will love having dinner with you, Shelly.” 
 
    “Thanks. I think it will be fun, too.” 
 
    Shelly and I drove home. She couldn’t stop talking about him, but I couldn’t stop thinking what a liar I was, even though I felt I was more myself than ever and couldn’t wait for the evening. 


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
      
 
    7 
 
      
 
    We drove home and hurriedly unpacked and put everything away. My outfit for the evening was on the bed with all the accoutrements. I was a nervous wreck. 
 
    I went into the kitchen to try to relax. I made a cup of tea and sat at the table. My cage reminded me of what a liar I was.  
 
    Shelly came in and poured a cup. “What an exciting day. You hooked a boyfriend!” 
 
    “Doesn’t that bother you? I mean, you wanted to date me.” 
 
    “I still do. But why should I keep you all to myself? You need to discover what you like and dislike. You’re a new you.” 
 
    “A new liar.” 
 
    “Jessica, you aren’t lying. You were before. Your true self is more feminine than masculine, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Well, I guess, but I have something that’s not feminine.” 
 
    “So what? Who cares? Just because you have a little more under your skirt than most girls, it doesn’t mean you’re not a girl inside. It was fun having him treat you like a lady, wasn’t it?” 
 
    I nodded and sipped. 
 
    “Then enjoy it.” 
 
    “What if he finds out?” 
 
    “Maybe he’ll like it. Why worry right now? Just don’t let him find out for now. He likes gay bars. He may be open to what you are.” 
 
    “True. I guess I’m jumping ahead.” 
 
    “Right. Now I want you to go to the bathroom and try to poop, and then use the attachment that you put on the shower for me to clean out down there.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You heard me.” 
 
    “I thought that was for cleaning girls’ parts.” 
 
    “That hole can be a girls’ part, too, and it needs to learn about its new uses in life.” 
 
    “Oh, Shelly, no. I don’t want to be putting those things in me, and please let me take the cage off. Please?” 
 
    “We’ll see. Get cleaned out and put a plug in, and we’ll talk about the cage.” She looked at her watch. “We have plenty of time, so take your time and relax, and no coming in the process!” 
 
    “I’ve missed so many that I normally would have had by now, I’m ready to burst. I feel constantly on the edge. Please let me at least take it off and come before dinner. Please?” 
 
    “Go clean up, and we’ll talk after the plug is in.” 
 
    I did as I was told. It was quite disgusting, but once clean, quite erotic. When I was all done, I was clean and fresh inside and out, and it felt wonderful. I was about finished drying my hair when Shelly came in. 
 
    “Good girl. She held a pink butt plug and tested the vibration with the remote control. “See, multiple settings, so you can get one that feels just right.” She put a drop of lube on it. “Get on your knees, sister.” 
 
    “Oh, Shelly, please, no.” 
 
    “Shush.” She pointed at the floor. 
 
    I knelt down and put my bottom in the air. She pressed the cold tip in slowly while it vibrated. Once I relaxed, and it slid in up to the fat part, it felt interesting. Shelly slid it back out. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “You can use a bigger one.” 
 
    She took another off the counter, lubed it, and pressed it in. It didn’t go. 
 
    “It’s too big.” 
 
    “Relax and it won’t be.” 
 
    I did, and she kept pressing it in and out. The feeling was luscious, though it hurt a little at the widest part. I had to see how it felt all the way in, so I pushed myself against it hard. It stretched me and felt like it might be in my belly by then. Finally, it made it in and was securely in place. I heard the sound of air being pumped.  
 
    I drew in a breath. “Oh god. Wow.” The plug swelled inside of me. 
 
    “Yeah, huh? Wait until you have a real one in there. Okay. I think you’re at the max for now. How’s it feel?” 
 
    I stood, and it sent sensations through my spine and that whole area down there. I looked down at my cage and saw a drop of cream fall out. “Please, let me finish, please. It feels so good, but I can’t finish. It’s like it’s ready to shoot, but I can’t. I’m right on the edge of it. It’s frustrating.” 
 
    “Exactly. Get used to it.” She clicked the remote and the vibrations silently increased. I grabbed the counter. “Oh god! Ungh, right on the edge, Jesus.” 
 
    “Enough for now.” She shut it off and I slumped onto the counter. The erotic sensation was still there as if I was about to explode, but it was more bearable now. I felt sooo sexy and sensual. 
 
    “Now, let’s get you made up and dressed for your boyfriend, you horny little girl, you.” She took a pink satin robe off the door and had me put it on. “Wild makeup tonight, my little sex kitten.” I sure felt like one. 
 
    First she did my hair, curling it and adding dark blonde and light blonde highlights using colored mousse, and then she sprayed it to hold the curls—it created a very avant-garde look.  
 
    The blue and silver shadow matched my eyes and was drawn up and back, accented with eyeliner swept to a point. My eyes looked huge and seductive.  
 
    My lashes were longer with mascara, and she contoured my face with several blushes. Lips were two-tone, 24-hour pouty-pink. After they dried, I tested them by blotting with a tissue. Nothing came off.  
 
    “See, that stuff will last through anything.” She giggled.  “You’ll be happy for that.” 
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror and throbbed in my cage. “Oh my god, Shelly. Thank you. I think.” 
 
    “Now go dress for your boyfriend. He’s in for a real treat, and so are you.”  
 
    A boyfriend. That sounded strange but exciting at the same time. In the bedroom, I held the black chiffon-over-satin-over crinoline dress with a halter top before me, seeing the way the hem puffed out. “I don’t need to be in a cage tonight. This dress won’t show anything, even if I were standing at attention.” 
 
    “Don’t you think you might have an accident? What if you squirted on your stockings, or it popped from your panties, and he felt it when he put his hand in your lap? No, a cage is safer, and you can keep it between your legs.” She nodded. 
 
    “Right. You’re always right. Damn.” 
 
    “Get dressed.” 
 
    A black lace garter belt with four clasps per leg held the super-sheer, black lace-top-stockings up. Pulling my leg up to put on the strappy, black, five-and-a-half-inch heel stilettos slid the stocking seductively along my legs as they pulled on the garter belt. It was heavenly. I felt like an offering to the gods or even a like a goddess myself. 
 
    I slid the black lace panties on and tucked the cage in. The new bra fit the large, self-adhesive breast forms perfectly, and my cleavage popped from the adhesive pushing the flesh out. I slipped into the dress and tied the halter top, adjusting the fabric around the breasts. I tried to reach the zipper in back with no success. I went into Shelly’s room, where she was getting dressed. 
 
    She had on her heels, black stockings, and garter belt. She was about to put on her bra when I entered. “Can you zip me?” 
 
    She hurriedly turned away and threw her bra on the bed, then grabbed her dress and slid it up to her stomach, zipping it to that point, her breasts free. She seemed startled. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to barge in.” 
 
    It’s okay, I have nothing to hide. She nuzzled her breasts against me. She took my hand and put it on one of them. “Suck it if you like.” 
 
    Of course, I did. She rolled her head back and held my head gently. “Mmm. Okay. It’s your night, not mine. Zipper time. Turn around.” 
 
    I turned around for her. 
 
    “Oh, I hadn’t noticed. This has a corset back to it, too. First we need to tie that, then I can zip it. Breathe in and then let it all out.” 
 
    I did and she tugged the satin cinches tight and tied them. She zipped it and turned me around. 
 
    “Can you breathe?” 
 
    I tried to take a deep breath but couldn’t. I looked in the mirror—my waist was so tiny and delicate now! “It’s worth it. As long as I don’t need to run a marathon, I think I can breathe well enough.” I struggled to take a deep breath. 
 
    “Are you sure? I can loosen it some.” 
 
    “No, it’s fine. Thanks.” I walked back, feeling the plug caressing me and myself hard in the cage. I lifted the hem of the dress, and my panties were wet already. I took a rubber from the nightstand and put one over the cage and then tossed a bunch next to my new purse. 
 
    I put on the silver and rhinestone necklace, my new wedding ring—which made me tingle to think about Roland— bracelets, and an ankle bracelet. I sprayed perfume under the dress, over my shoulders and hair, over my arms and legs, and put the bottle in the purse along with the rubbers and my other things. 
 
    I closed the door and looked into the full-length mirror, turning to and fro. I was gorgeous. My breast forms even showed a hint of a nipple bump through the dress, and the cleavage was beautiful. I walked back and forth, feeling them and seeing them jiggle with each minced step. The super high heels forced me to swing my hips and take tiny strides. 
 
    I felt myself ooze with the sensuality of all of it. I took in my image, and I was the perfect, feminine, seductive, powerful woman I’d always admired from afar. I had become the image of my ideal woman. I was going on a date with a real man—a gorgeous, polite, handsome and sexy real man. What had happened to me in such a short time? Why did this feel so damn good? Maybe it was who I was. 
 
    I blew a kiss to myself in the mirror, grabbed my purse and shawl, went into the kitchen, and mixed a dirty martini. I sat at the table and crossed my legs, bouncing one foot, looking at my pretty feet in their sinful high heels. The stockings caressed my legs. I sipped and tried to calm down. I looked at my watch. 
 
    Shelly came out and put her shawl and purse on the table. Her dress was like mine but in an emerald green that matched her eyes. Somehow she had managed to do the zipper and ties herself. A better woman than I. 
 
    “I am so excited for you,” she said as she mixed a drink. “Tonight will be amazing.” 
 
    “It is. I’m beside myself. I need to calm down. They’ll be here soon, right?” 
 
    “Yes, Roland said he’d be out front at six.” 
 
    I slugged my drink down. “I have to pee.” I ran into the bathroom, took the rubber off, peed though my cage, dried it all, and put a fresh rubber on. I adjusted my stockings and the layers of the dress and looked in the mirror. I clattered into the kitchen. “Let’s go. We don’t want to make them wait.” 
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    Shelly slugged down the martini; we both put on our shawls, grabbed our purses, and headed downstairs to wait inside the door for Roland. 
 
    He double-parked, and his friend came to the door as we opened it. “I’m Desta; it means pleasure in Swahili.” His incredibly dark and large hand shook Shelly’s, and his teeth flashed a big smile. 
 
    We both ran to the car as he held the door for me and then Shelly. I turned in my seat to see Desta. He was tall, dark, and handsome.  
 
    Shelly had a huge smile on her face as she shook his hand politely and he kissed the back of hers. “Oh my, such a gentleman. I can see why you’re named pleasure and can’t wait to share some with you tonight.” 
 
    “The pleasure is mine. I am honored to have you two as guests tonight with my friend and me.” He turned to me and reached for my hand, which he kissed the back of, and sat back. 
 
    I said, “Thank you. Same for us. Such handsome, proper men to be with. We’re honored.” I put my hand on Roland’s on the console as he navigated through the streets. The leather was cool on my thigh, and expensive cologne wafted through the cabin. I leaned into him to get a sniff. “Mmm. you smell delectable.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    I put my hand on his thigh and slid it up and down seductively. I could see him throb under his black trousers. They were both in bow ties and black tuxes as if we were going to a presidential dinner. “My, my, you two sure do dress up well. Are you sure you aren’t some kind of political dignitaries?” 
 
    Roland laughed. “The only thing I do that’s political is support LGBT causes whenever I can. As a matter of fact, this is a fundraiser tonight. No speeches or anything. Just something put on by the restaurant to give back to the community.” 
 
    “Nice.” Hmm, maybe he would be open to what I was. 
 
    We chatted on the ride, and Shelly and Desta were hitting it off in back, leaning into each other and chatting. Shelly’s hand was in his, on his lap. I felt a pang of jealousy, but I knew I couldn’t go there. After all, it was me who caused all of this. 
 
    We enjoyed the ride, and the valet took the car away. We took the men’s arms they offered, and they guided us inside. 
 
    The maître d' greeted us. “Mr. Grempt! So good to see you sir. “He shook Roland’s hand, then looked at Desta. “And Mr. Maximus, always good to have you here.” He shook his hand and looked at Shelly and me. “And ladies, an honor to have such beautiful women in our humble establishment. I apologize, but I must ask for ID if you are to have alcohol. He looked at Roland apologetically.  
 
    Roland moved next to the maître d', making room for us to hand our IDs to him. Roland nodded at him and smiled while we dug in our purses. “No problem, Giovanni. It’s good you follow the rules.” 
 
    “Of course, sir.” 
 
    “Glad you’re sticking to them. We don’t need any lawsuits.” He patted Giovanni on the back. 
 
    “No, sir.” 
 
    I handed my ID to him. Roland glanced at it while Giovanni studied it. Did he see the sex stated on the license? Roland looked at me and smiled. Giovanni checked Shelly’s ID, and Roland put his arm around me. 
 
    Giovanni nodded. Very good. “I have your table ready, ladies and gentlemen. Right this way.” 
 
    He led us to the back of the restaurant. Some of the tables had chairs, and others had booths. The ones with booths also had privacy screens folded out around them with a cut-back for the waiter to gain access without anyone seeing in. Our booth faced a garden in back. It reeked of class. 
 
    Roland slid in first, and I followed. Shelly slid next to Roland, flanked by Desta. “Is this good? Boy girl, boy girl, so to speak?” Roland asked.  
 
    So to speak. Was that intentional about the alternating genders, meaning I was a boy? Shelly and I nodded.  
 
    The waiter appeared from beyond the privacy screen and took our drink orders. Roland slid his hand tenderly up my crossed thigh, giving me tingles. The sensation was liberating! I caressed the back of his hand and moved it so he would slide it up and down my thigh. He continued as we talked. 
 
    I let my hand accidentally slip into his lap for a moment, and he quickly grasped it and placed it on his crotch. I squeezed his meat beneath the table as it grew. My heart raced with excitement. My face flushed. 
 
    Drinks arrived. “Dirty martinis for the ladies, Blanton neat for the gents. Anything else I can get you right now?” 
 
    We all looked at each other. I could tell Shelly’s hand was in Desta’s lap. 
 
    “Looks like we’re good for now,” Roland said. He reached both hands under the table and unzipped his pants as an invitation. I couldn’t resist and grasped his pole, slipping it and his shaved globes free. I stroked him tenderly, feeling the thickness and heft of it. It grew to incredible proportions, and as I ran a finger over the tip; the slick fluid allowed me to lubricate the head. My heart was about to beat right out of my chest. It made me sway forward and back, it pounded so hard. 
 
    I felt a vibration in my bottom and looked at Shelly. Desta was looking out the window, and Shelly had her hands in her purse and was looking at me. She tilted her head and went through the speeds. I shook my head no until it was perfect, then nodded. She smiled and put her hand under the table. 
 
    Roland’s warm, sweet breath whispered in my ear. “Your hand feels wonderful. Go slow, just like that.” 
 
    He tried to slide a hand between my legs. I whispered, “Not tonight. It’s the wrong time.” 
 
    “Okay. Sorry.” 
 
    “No apology needed. Let me take care of you tonight.” 
 
    We all played and caressed. Another drink arrived. I drank half of it and had a good buzz going and lots of courage. Not to mention being totally aroused from the plug and everything else. Roland took a pill from a small box. 
 
    I looked at it. He held it up. It was blue. “My little blue friend. Don’t need it, but since this is a special occasion, I thought you might like the result. Want one?” 
 
    It was an erectile dysfunction pill like I’d seen on television. Was he asking me because he thought I was a man? 
 
    “Some women say it works well for them, too.” He held the box out for me. I took one and looked at it. “Hmm. Never tried one. What the hell.” I popped it into my mouth and then remembered I was in a cage. Would I explode? Oh well. I washed it down with a sip of the martini and looked around. Shelly was sliding under the table, her hand motioning for me to join her. 
 
    Desta smiled at Roland, and I slid under the table. Shelly winked. “Appetizers.” She grabbed that black pole and set about milking it and feeding herself. I found Roland’s, and my heart raced as I positioned myself. I heard him above, “Can we order for you ladies if he comes back?” 
 
    Shelly said, “Of course.” 
 
    Shit, what if he did come back? I stopped sucking and looked behind me. The tablecloth went to the floor, so no one could tell we were there. I went back to worshiping his gorgeous piece.  
 
    I could tell his pill was kicking in, since it felt like the skin would burst on it, and it was as hard as a baseball bat. 
 
    I used both hands on him and my mouth, lips, and tongue. I became engrossed in it and lost myself in another world. A world of sensation and titillation, where I was making someone else experience true pleasure.  
 
    I heard the waiter enter, and Roland sat back a little, making me follow him. Leaning on the seat of the booth I continued to indulge while he ordered for us. I was rock-hard inside my cage and oozing continuously. I’d need to empty my rubber when I finished with Roland. 
 
    I sped up and knew the waiter was gone because Roland shifted down again and put his hand on my head under the table. He began to slowly thrust into my mouth and hands. I slid one hand under his bottom and made him go faster and deeper, then put that hand on his globes and tugged. He pumped into my face, and I limited his depth with my other hand. I now had him at the point of no return. 
 
    He squeezed my head tightly and pumped hard as he flooded me with his seed, and I voraciously swallowed it all. One after another burst of his sweet cream filled me and made me crazy for more. When it stopped, I tried to keep it going, but he twitched violently and pulled me off. I got back on my seat, crossed my legs, wiped my lips with my napkin and smiled proudly at him. He kissed my lips. “That was wonderful,” he whispered. 
 
    I whispered back, “It certainly was for me, too. Thank you for that.” 
 
    Desta was ready, and he winked at me as Shelly made his face contort while his huge black body twitched and banged her head under the table. When he was done, he helped her up. “I didn’t hurt your head, did I?” 
 
    Shelly smiled, a drip of his cream on her chin and one on her dress. “Oh no, that was wonderful.” She leaned into him for a kiss, and he wiped her chin and dress with a napkin. He smiled at her and kissed her sweetly. 
 
    We ate dinner and just enjoyed each other’s company. Turned out that Roland owned this restaurant as well as the one he was filling in at on the day we’d met him. It seemed he had many investments. What a catch! Desta was his manager for foreign establishments and did the traveling. To be twenty-one years old and rich! Incredible. 
 
    I excused myself to go to the bathroom twice during dinner to change rubbers. I was oozing more than I’d normally splash in a normal day, yet I stayed aroused. Maybe this is what Shelly had in mind for me. How would I sleep tonight? 
 
    With the blue pill, Roland and I were both hard all through dinner. I managed to eat with one hand and stroke with the other, so by the time we had dinner and dessert, lounged and had digestifs, I had to have Roland again, and he truly needed me to. 
 
    Shelly was already consuming Desta, and I slid under and did my thing for Roland. It was as good as the first time, and I was sure it was for Roland, since he nearly slid off the seat this time, it took so much energy from him.  
 
    But I swallowed that energy, and I was hornier than ever. I wanted him inside of me, but then he’d know what I was. Or did he already? Would it matter? Shit! I didn’t care anymore. I wanted him to ravage me and fill me. I wanted to feel his passion as he thrust into me and released it. I needed it so badly, I couldn’t stand it anymore. 
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    “Wow. You are one hell of a woman, Jessica.” He kissed my lips gently as he tucked himself away and zipped up. 
 
    “Thanks, and I can’t say enough about how exciting you are. I’d love to take you inside me tonight.” I slid a leg over his and kissed his cheek while I ran my hand through his hair and sniffed the sweet scent on his neck.  
 
    He ran his hand over my thigh and squeezed it. “Mmm. Too bad it’s not a good time for you, like you said earlier.” 
 
    “I did? I guess I did. But I was lying. I need you inside me tonight.” 
 
    He looked at his watch. “That would be wonderful.” He looked at Desta, and Desta pointed at his own watch. “But we have to go. Desta has a very early flight tomorrow, as do I.” 
 
    I felt my eyes tear up. “What?” Where are you going? I thought we could spend the break together.” 
 
    “I have a business meeting on the coast. I’ll only be gone three days. I’ll call you when I get back.” 
 
    I hurriedly took out my phone. “Okay, give me your number, and I’ll give you mine.” My voice was shaking. I sniveled and wiped my nose with the back of my hand, trying to keep the tears from flowing. 
 
    “Oh, Jessie, don’t be upset. I’m sorry I have to go, but we’ll see each other when I return. I wouldn’t miss that, I promise. He gave me his number, and I shakily texted him, then he put mine in his phone. At least we could communicate now.  
 
    They took us home, gave us hugs and kisses at the door and left. 
 
    I tossed my purse on the counter and slumped into a chair. “I was almost there. I was going to take the risk. I wanted him inside me so bad.” 
 
    Shelly massaged my shoulders. “Really?” 
 
    “Yes! He had seen my driver’s license, and he supports LGBT, so I thought he might be open to a girl like me.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m so sorry, sweetie. He probably would have been, too.” 
 
    I sighed and tapped my long nails on the table. 
 
    Shelly sat down and put her hand on mine to stop the tapping. “Did you hear what you just said? You said ‘a girl like me.’ You’ve recognized what you are inside.” 
 
    I looked into her eyes. “I guess I have.” 
 
    “That’s wonderful. Was pleasing Roland tonight what made the change in your thoughts?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It was wonderful to have control of him and to make him feel so good. I think I may be addicted to doing that. I could do it again right now. I changed my rubber three times I oozed so much. Once right after his first feeding under the table, and then twice during dinner. I’ve never felt this aroused or sexual before.” 
 
    “Then, as disappointed as you are, tonight was a success. You’ve discovered your desires and what you are inside. Now, why don’t we get some rest?” 
 
    “I’ll never fall asleep. I’m too wound up and still oozing. I wanted to have him fill me and finish me off.” 
 
    Shelly looked at me with concern. She rubbed the top of my hand with hers. “Maybe I can help you with that tonight.” 
 
    “Oh, god yes, please. Can you take the cage off and finish me?” 
 
    “Uh, why don’t you go change into some sexy lingerie and take the plug out, and we’ll see where it goes. I’ll change, too, and will be ready for you in my room. You can sleep with me tonight.” She kissed my forehead. 
 
    Thank god. I was finally going to have some release. I couldn’t wait. I slipped my dress off and put on a sheer, short, black and silver négligée with a plunging neckline. I left everything else on and sprayed perfume over me. 
 
    When I entered Shelly’s room, she had her back to me. The bedcovers were folded back to reveal pink satin sheets, and a dim light was lit on the nightstand. She sprayed perfume over her and turned around. Something was sticking out of crotchless panties—something big. 
 
    “What’s that? Are you wearing a strap-on?” 
 
    Shelly laughed. “You might call it that.” 
 
    “It looks so real.” 
 
    She grinned. “Thanks. Now get on the bed on your knees and raise your bottom for me. I’ll lube this and join you.” 
 
    I did as I was told, anxious to have release. I looked over my shoulder as she shimmied her way behind me. She snuggled herself between my legs and held my hip with one hand while she guided it between my cheeks. I felt the wet tip as it pressed against my hole, which was stretched from the plug I wore all night. She pressed, it slid past the door and filled me. She moaned a deep moan. “Oh baby. You feel so good.” 
 
    “You can even feel me with that?” 
 
    “I mean the way it presses on my clit.” She thrust in and out. The sensation was indescribable. The thrusting was so much more stimulating than just a fixed, vibrating plug. “Oh Shelly, that feels so good. Don’t stop, baby. Bang me.” 
 
    She rammed me, and with each thrust I squirted from my cage. It felt so good! “Can we take the cage off? I want to feel a hand on it while you ram me.” 
 
    Shelly kept pounding into me. She held my hips tight as I slid forward a little with each thrust. I had to put my hand on the headboard to keep from banging my head. 
 
    “Oh, Jessica!” Shelly cried. She pounded into me a few more times, and I squirted with each one. Then, all of a sudden, she pushed it as hard and as far in as it would go and squeezed my hips. If I didn’t know better, I’d say she squirted into me. She collapsed on top of me, and we lay there while she caught her breath.  
 
    “How was it, Jessica?” 
 
    “Incredible. But I still have my cage on.” 
 
    She rolled off me and took my hand. She ran it over the sheets. “Feel this? I think you’re finished for the night.”  
 
    “But there wasn’t a finale. No knee-weakening twitch and collapse like you had. If I didn’t know better...” I stared at her. 
 
    She quickly got out of bed and ran to the dresser. She slid some tight stretch panties on.  
 
    “If I didn’t know better,” I began again, “I’d say you came like a man.” 
 
    She turned and smiled at me in the dim light. “Well, that was my role, wasn’t it? I’m a great actress when I want to be.” She slid into bed beside me and rolled on her side, facing away from me. “Good night, Jessica, my princess. Get some rest. I think you’ll be happy you did tomorrow.” 
 
    I pulled the sheet and blanket over me. I could smell Shelly’s perfume on the pillow, and I closed my eyes. After some time imagining Roland and how he might feel inside me, the exertions of the day caught up with me, and I fell fast asleep. 
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    I woke to the smell of bacon and eggs frying and rolled out of bed. Shelly was in her satin robe, standing by the stove and cooking. “It’s almost ready, if you want to wait to shower.” She smiled at me as I came to her and kissed her cheek.  
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “No problem. You were sleeping so nicely, I didn’t want to wake you. I like making breakfast.” 
 
    I started setting the table. “Well, thanks for that, but also thanks for everything else. Last night was nice. Roland and you. I should have thought of you more last night. Maybe I should have used that strap-on on you.”  
 
    Shelly laughed as she put the food on plates while I poured orange juice. She brought them over and sat down. She put her hand on mine and gazed into my eyes. “Last night in bed was wonderful with you. Don’t think I didn’t feel satisfied, because I sure did. I fell right to sleep.” 
 
    She started eating. I thought about last night, and it still bothered me how well she “acted,” as she said—as if she wasn’t acting at all. Could she be like me? Why wouldn’t she tell me? 
 
    Shelly drank some juice and smiled at me. “So, little girl, what did you think about what you did with Roland? Tell me.” 
 
    I swallowed my food, then took a sip of juice, rolling my eyes and shaking my head. “It was the best thing in the world. Just thinking about it makes me fill my cage. I could do that forever and not have enough of it. Speaking of cages—” 
 
    “Not yet.” She shook a finger at me. “I don’t want you to lose your current motivation too soon. You might not think you’re a girl if you do.” 
 
    “Oh, Shelly, please. Trust me, I don’t want to dress like a boy anymore, and I love boy parts too much to be a boy.” 
 
    “You could have that as a boy, too, you know.” 
 
    “But I’m not gay.” 
 
    “That’s just a label. Why do you need to dress like a girl to have it?” 
 
    “It would feel too weird being just a femboy. Besides, I’m prettier as a girl than I am handsome as a boy, and I feel more natural dressed like girl. It fits me. It’s what I am. What you did already worked. Now let me take the cage off and be me.” 
 
    Shelly was pensive, observing me as she finished eating. 
 
    She started to speak and hesitated, “Well...” 
 
    I opened my eyes wide. “Yes!” 
 
    “No. By the way, thinking about what to do today… You said you could do what you did to Roland forever, so I was thinking maybe we should pursue that and satisfy your needs, at least until Roland comes back. 
 
    I swelled at the thought of it and actually salivated. I wiped my mouth and looked at my wedding ring. 
 
    “You’re not married.” 
 
    “I know. He’s so nice, though.” I looked at Shelly. Not as nice as you, though. It’s you I really love. You’re my best friend and lover. You make me feel whole when I’m with you.” I started to tear up. “Roland’s nice, but...” 
 
    She held my hand. Her now watery doe-eyes gazed into mine. “I’m so happy you think that. I love you, too, sweetie. I love you so much.”  
 
    We stayed there and enjoyed the emotional moment. Shelly then shook herself free and took a deep breath. She started to clean up the plates. “Good. Then that ring isn’t going to stop you from living as you please. And I know a place where you can have as much as you please. If we hurry, we can have a nice brunch there.” She grinned as she loaded the dishwasher. “Get dressed, casual but sexy, even slutty if you want. We’re going to get you fed your favorite thing.” 
 
    How would she bring this about? Where could we go for a brunch like that? Dress casual, sexy, and slutty. Feed me my favorite thing.  
 
    Mmm, yes, I wanted it. Lots of it. It sounded incredibly exciting to imagine. I knew exactly what to wear, and the thought of setting out to do it made me want things—the big, hard, exciting things—knowing how men would react when they saw me and saw the opportunity for me to please them. I knew I wanted this more than anything. A nice, succulent indulgence with the reward of plenty of creamy brunch. Mmm.  
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    I showered, cleaned out, did my hair with nothing in it so it would be soft for them, put on my makeup, put in a nice big vibrating plug and a rubber on the cage, perfumed, and dressed. 
 
    I wore a sheer, black body-suit over a black lace bra with plenty of cleavage. A black pinstriped vest went over that and a matching mini skirt. Black pantyhose and tight panties kept the cage hidden. Black, strappy, six-inch stiletto heels completed the ensemble and gave me the tiny stride and swinging hips of a vulnerable, can’t-run-away slut. Jewelry and more perfume, and I went into the kitchen, feeling myself oozing at the thought of what we were about to do. 
 
    Shelly was in the kitchen at the table, her legs crossed. “It’s about time.” She looked at her watch. “But we’ll make it by ten and still consume plenty.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “You’ll see.” She handed me a glittery Mardi Gras mask and a pair of knee pads. “Put these in your purse.” 
 
    I looked at them. “Knee pads? A mask?” 
 
    “All for your safety. Well, anonymity and comfort, actually.” 
 
    “You think this mask is going to hide who I am?” 
 
    “It helps. Makes it more fun for them, too.” 
 
    She stood and took my hand. “Let’s go eat.” 
 
    We drove through the campus to the other side, a few blocks away in a nice, older Victorian neighborhood. Mansions lined the street. “This is nice.” 
 
    “Yes, it’s where the better fraternities are and the rich people live.” 
 
    “We’re going to a frat house?” 
 
    “One of the nicer ones. The boys there are all clean and neat. They smell good and keep the house nice. The masks let them know why we’re there. Girls who have cravings like us know, and so the girls do things for the boys, and the boys help the girls to satisfy those cravings.” She laughed as she pulled into a space on the street. “It’s that one.” She pointed. 
 
    We put our masks on and slid on the knee pads. We walked to the twelve-foot-tall double doors and rang the bell. A student opened the door. “Oh good. We could use a couple more today. It’s been light on girls. Come in.” 
 
    We followed him into the parlor. It was period Victorian with lush pillows on the sofas and the floor and long velvet drapes. It was like a museum. 
 
    On one sofa sat a handsome guy, his backpack next to him, pants unzipped, and a girl busily enjoying his shaved, huge meat. She didn’t notice us. He smiled at us as we entered. “Stick around, girls, until after my class, and we can do this, too.” 
 
    We both smiled as two guys came in the front door and strode over to us. One was a tall, dark black man. He put his hand on my shoulder. “Like some brunch, little girl?” 
 
    His cologne filled my senses. In a flash I was on my knees in front of him, looking up at him. “Please.” 
 
    He took my hand, led me to the center of the floor on my knees and tossed a pillow for me to kneel on. Shelly was already between the legs of a handsome redhead on a wingback chair in the corner. I fumbled nervously as I tried to his undo his pants, and he helped me. “Easy, girl. Go slow. There’s no hurry,” his deep voice laughed.  
 
    I lowered his shorts, and he held it out for me as I took it half-hard into my mouth. His big hands held my head gently. It grew and grew in my mouth until I had to put both hands on it. 
 
    The skin was velvety soft, and the big head was much wider than the shaft. I ran my tongue around the shaft and tip and tasted his arousal as it leaked. “Oh, baby, that’s nice. You need to come to brunch every day.” 
 
    I looked up at him as I bobbed my head on it and winked at him. He wrapped his fingers in my hair and held my head tight. “Now this will be fast, baby. You’re so damn hot. Be ready for a lot, too.” 
 
    He pumped just the right depth as he squeezed my skull. I tugged his globes and stroked his shaft, forcing him to release it to me. “Oh, yeah,” he moaned. 
 
    He pushed it in and held it there as his whole body clenched, and his flood began. I swallowed furiously, but some leaked onto my top. I completely swallowed each gush thereafter for a count of nine. His knees shook as he gently took it from me and began to put it away. “Oh, yeah, baby, can’t wait until next time. I have class in an hour, so I’m gonna study and be back down here in forty minutes. Hope you’re still here.” 
 
    He grabbed his backpack and left the room. By the time I had caught my breath, there were three guys stroking in front of me. I took one in each hand, and the other guided himself into my mouth while he stroked. He looked at me as his tension built. “Nice haircut, and I love your top. Let me put it on your hair and the top. Please?” 
 
    I gazed up at him while running my tongue around his shaft. I wanted to eat it, not waste it. I let it pop out of my mouth while stroking the other two. “I want to eat at least some of it,” I whined. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, okay. That’s hot, too.” 
 
    I took it back into my mouth; the other two in my hands were really hard and thrusting their hips, too. Just as the one in my mouth started to gush, I felt splashes from the other two all over the front of my sheer black top. The sticky white cream stuck and slicked my skin beneath it as I greedily swallowed the loads of the one in my mouth. 
 
    My cage was full, and I was oozing as the vibrator hummed inside of me. There was no relief, though, as one boy after another fed or splashed me. I was simply captivated with my tasks at hand and mouth and had no sense of time. That was when Shelly stood and waited behind me. I finished off another and went to take one more into my mouth. She grasped my hand. “Stop already. That’s enough for now.” 
 
    I looked up at her. She held a thin, folded-up rain slicker for me to put on. She was wearing one already. “Put this on, and we can leave.”  
 
    “Aw, let her stay a while,” said the one I was going to do next. 
 
    “Sorry, maybe another day,” Shelly said as I stood and stretched my back and neck, and she helped me put on the slicker. “My gosh, girl, look at you. Maybe I should have had you put this on at the beginning.” She laughed. 
 
    I stood and stretched my back. She flipped the hood over my hair. “Time to go home.” 
 
    In the car, Shelly laughed as she drove. “Jessica, you were obsessed girl. Was it fun?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “I can’t believe I did that. What a slut. It was awesome.” 
 
    “Good. Feel better?  
 
    “I feel like I did when I got there. Horny and on the edge. I really need to get rid of that feeling. I’m just continually craving and horny. I have to take this cage off and be done for a while. I want to relax and not be driven like this.” 
 
    “We’ll see. Want lunch?” 
 
    “I don’t need any more. I could, but my mouth and neck are sore, and I think I had enough.” 
 
    “Not that kind of lunch, a real lunch.” 
 
    “Are you kidding? I’m full from all that protein. Let’s go home and shower, and I insist you let me take the cage off and just be a normal girl instead of a horned-up slut.” 
 
    She looked at me and then back at the road. “Maybe.” 
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    I looked in the bathroom mirror. Dried-up, white, sticky stuff in my hair and on my clothes. I was a mess. I thought about all the guys who had such an exciting time with me, and I enjoyed that part, but looking at myself in the mirror now, I felt embarrassed, yet I wanted more. I had to get this monkey off my back. 
 
    I stripped, removed the plug, showered, and dressed in a short, flowered dress. I wore suntan pantyhose with the crotch cut out, pink panties, and four-inch wedgies. I went into the living room where Shelly sat, showered and wearing jeans and a tee shirt. “Feel better, princess?” 
 
    “Feel clean.” I sat next to her. “Take this cage off and let me get this monkey off my back. Now.” I glared at her. 
 
    She kissed my cheek, and I pulled away. “Okay, okay. I will. I guess it’s done its job, and you deserve to relax.” 
 
    She stood and went into her room then came back with a tiny key. She lifted the hem of my dress, unlocked the cage and took it off. I put my hand around it and began to stroke it. “I have to,” I said as I gazed into her gorgeous eyes. 
 
    “That’s it, princess. Think about what you did all morning and make that thing squirt. Want me to help?” 
 
    “I rapidly approached the point of no return. My face contorted as I squirted all over Shelly and her jeans. “Oh shit! Yes!” I had never had so much pent-up energy in me. I squirted huge bursts of it all over her. “Oh my god, ungh!” Finally, I stopped squirting, and my body stopped convulsing and jerking involuntarily. “Holy shit!” I let go of it and leaned back, allowing my dress to cover it.  
 
    I lay there on the couch a few minutes, resting. Shelly massaged my legs across her lap. As I drifted in the halfway land of near sleep, her hands slid up and massaged my thighs, arousing me. She noticed and took me into her mouth, making me give her another massive amount. I fell asleep. 
 
    When I woke. I felt half normal. “Sorry,” I said. I hadn’t meant to fall asleep. 
 
    Shelly was now dressed in a long summer dress and four-inch wedgies with a light sweater. “I guess you desperately needed it. I may have taken it too far. I’m sorry. I’m glad you got rid of your monkey.” 
 
    I thought about it, and I did feel better. “I want to stay this way and see if I can be a normal girl instead of a nymphomaniac. Can we give up all the plugs and cages and things and just try to be normal?” 
 
    “And have you go back to playing with yourself eight times a day or whatever?” 
 
    “No, no! I don’t think I’ll have to. I’ve seen and felt what it’s all about, and I just want to be with you. Two normal girls doing girl things and enjoying each other. That’s what I want.” 
 
    Shelly smiled and ran her hand over my hair. “Good girl. That’s exactly where I wanted to get you to. I was worried for a while, but I know it’s like anything else. When you discover something new, it seems incredible. Like having your first bite of chocolate then eating the whole box, or too much booze and getting sick. Then you learn to enjoy it in small quantities when you want a taste, and it’s wonderful.” 
 
    “Yes, exactly! Now I want it to be a normal part of my life; I want to share all the other things we can share together.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    We went to the park, holding hands and walking together. We had coffee by the river and went to the art museum, had Chinese take-out for dinner at home, and watched sappy love stories while cuddling on the couch. 
 
    The next day we did each other’s nails, went shopping, took a ride out of town and had a picnic with wine and charcuterie while the sun set. Then we went for drinks and fell fast asleep in each other’s arms in bed. 
 
    It was wonderful. I was in heaven. Then, while we were out to breakfast, my phone rang. It was Roland. Shelly cried out with excitement. “Don’t just look at it. Answer it! It’s Prince Charming.” 
 
    I stared at it until it stopped. I put it back in my purse. 
 
    She glared at me. “Jessica, why didn’t you answer it?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t need him now like I did before.” I looked at my ring and played with it. 
 
    “But he’s perfect.” 
 
    “Maybe. What if he found out what I was and was shocked? I’d be broken.” 
 
    “I think he’d be thrilled. You were ready to take the risk before.” 
 
    “I had a monkey on my back before.” 
 
    Shelly put her hand on mine and gazed into my eyes. “You can try.” Her phone rang. She took it out. “It’s him. Can I answer it?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. Maybe Shelly wanted Roland for herself. Who was I to deny her that? She was a real woman and needed a real man, not me. “Okay.” 
 
    “Hi! Jessica just missed your call. She was laying out clothes for your date with her tonight.” 
 
    I smirked at her. She leaned over so I could hear Roland. He laughed. “Well, I’m glad she trusted I’d call and glad she’s excited, since so am I. Desta is still out of town, but I wouldn’t mind taking both of you ladies to dinner.” 
 
    I nodded quickly. Shelly continued holding a finger up. “I think maybe you two love birds should be alone.”  
 
    I shook my head at her and reached for the phone which she held away. 
 
    Shelly raised her eyes. “Really, you’re right. She is a little nervous. I’ll go along then.” 
 
    I nodded and relaxed. At least I wouldn’t be on my own, and maybe it would work out for Shelly to have Roland, and she could live a normal life like a normal woman. 
 
    “Yes, six is good. Till then.” 
 
    She put her phone away and grabbed my hand. “We need to get you ready.” 
 
    “No, I can do that. You just get pretty for Roland. I want you to have him.”  
 
    I turned away, I could tell I’d tear up soon. “I have to go to the ladies’ room.”  
 
    “Are you all right? Should I come, too?” 
 
    “I’m fine. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    I might lose Shelly to Roland, and I was afraid. It was the right thing to do, though. I composed myself in the ladies’ room. When I went back out, Shelly had paid the bill and was waiting for me at the door. 
 
    “All good?” she asked. 
 
    “Perfect.”
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    We showered and I cleaned out like I always did now. It just felt cleaner than not doing it; Shelly said she did it all the time, too. I was getting dressed when Shelly came in, holding a very classy, sexy dress against her. A sheer beige overlay with a sheer panel over a V-neck. Very sexy. I was slipping on a long, flowered, cotton skirt, wearing a pink turtleneck. 
 
    Her eyes popped open. “No way. You’re not going dressed like something out of Little House on the Prairie. I know what you’re doing, and it’s not going to work. Now put on something nice.” 
 
    “This is nice.” 
 
    “He’s taking us to that same restaurant. You have to dress better.” She went to my closet and dug through the dresses. She picked one out and held it. “Here.” 
 
    “No way, much too short.” 
 
    She turned back and found a compromise. Still a mini, but only a few inches above the knee, in light pink. I loved pink, very feminine, with crinoline beneath the skirt and a chiffon overlay on the skirt with a lace top. “This one. C’mon now, you love pink, and it’s conservative enough and still has some sexiness to it.” 
 
    I took it from her. “Okay.” 
 
    I dressed and wore no cage and no plug. Just sheer pink stretch panties holding me tenderly under the flared skirt of the dress. Even if Roland did get me excited, my secret would be kept beneath the crinoline. 
 
    I added to my makeup in keeping with the dress. I perfumed and bejeweled myself and felt like a million bucks. I thought Shelly looked sexier and prettier than I anyway, so I felt okay about it. 
 
    Roland picked us up and swept us off to his restaurant. The maître d' smiled as we entered, one of us on each of Roland’s powerful arms. “Mr. Grempt, ladies? Right this way.” 
 
    We were back in the same private booth. My thoughts went to our previous night there, and I became aroused. We sat on either side of Roland. He put a hand on each of our legs. “So nice to have two beautiful women to share an evening of indulgence of the finer things in life.” 
 
    I crossed my legs, trying to slip his hand off, but I ended up trapping it between them. Shelly lifted his hand from her leg and held it on the table to look at him. “So, tell us what your trip was like!” 
 
    The waiter came in, and Roland ordered drinks for us. By the time the waiter had returned, Roland had managed to put my hand on his hardness and held it there. I wanted to take it off but couldn’t help myself. It made me think of what I did to it last time, and my heart began to race. I was nodding and being polite, trying to listen as Roland described his trip, talking to us both, but I was mostly distracted by the wonderful thing I felt under my palm. 
 
    When we had finished the first round of cocktails, and the waiter had delivered the second, Shelly winked at me and motioned to go under the table. She slid under herself; I followed. She undid Roland’s pants and started on him, then held it for me. “No, no, I don’t want to,” I whispered. 
 
    “Yes, you do. I can tell.” She stroked it and looked at me.  
 
    Okay, I admitted it to myself. I wrapped my hand around the thick shaft and dove onto it. I was determined, though, to pass it back to her in time for him to have his finish from her, and not me. That would help put some points in her favor, I hoped. 
 
    Just as Roland was getting ready, I stopped all activity and let it throb in the air. It leaked a white stream from the tip and down the side. I heard Roland object, “Hey…” I tugged Shelly by her hair and whispered, “Finish.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    We looked at it. It just throbbed there, oozing. We heard the waiter enter, and Roland ordered our meals—appetizers through desserts with paired wines. What a life. 
 
    By the time he was done ordering, it was softening. I started to slide back onto my seat, but Shelly held the top of my dress threatening to rip it if I went farther. She grabbed Roland and started to stroke it again until he was ready to finish again. Shelly motioned to it with her head and let it go. “Hey!” he said again as some more oozed from the tip, and it throbbed in the air again. I laughed and covered my mouth. 
 
    Shelly laughed, and it became a game for us. We continued our torture of him until we heard the food arrive and slipped back into the booth. 
 
    We were both laughing. Roland was smiling. “You two are sheer torture. But I guess I deserve it. I realized what you were doing when I thought of the last time we were here.  Desta and I rudely left the two of you unsatisfied after we had been thoroughly taken care of. My apologies.” He put himself away and zipped. Shall we indulge?” He waved at the calamari appetizers. 
 
    We ate, laughed, and had a good time like three old friends. Roland was a really nice guy, and I was hoping Shelly would have him for herself, since they both deserved a normal life. When dinner was done, I wasn’t sure what we were going to do. Roland leaned back with his arms around us both, looking back and forth at us. 
 
    “Well, ladies. That’s it for food. Now how about coming over to my place for after-dinner cocktails, and you can see where I live. Maybe next time I can make dinner for you both.” 
 
    “No, I’m sorry, I can’t, but Shelly can,” I said. 
 
    “Nonsense. I’m off tomorrow, as are the two of you. You’re welcome to stay over. There are plenty of extra rooms. Of course, if you’d prefer, I can take you home later rather than staying over.” 
 
    Shelly jumped at the chance. “That sounds wonderful. But just for a little while. We don’t want to impose. Maybe you and Jessica can take care of the problem we’ve created through your torture tonight, since I remember how she wanted you inside her last time.” 
 
    I covered my mouth. “No. I can’t go. I, uh, I have to...” 
 
    “Jessica, don’t be shy. You remember. You told Roland before.” 
 
    “I know but...” I looked down at my lap. Shit. If we didn’t go, Shelly might not get another chance for Roland, because she wouldn’t go without me. If we did, I had to move it toward her somehow and avoid being exposed for what I was.  
 
    Roland put his hand on mine. “It’s okay, Jessica. I understand. Why not just come over and not think about doing anything like that. Just come over and see my place so you know where I live, and you two can visit. Be my friend. That’s all I’m asking.” 
 
    Of course, he’d be the gentleman. 
 
    Shelly stood. “We’re coming.” She glared at me. “Let’s go, girl.” 
 
    The car was pulled around for us, and I pushed Shelly to sit in front. She finally gave in so we wouldn’t make a scene.  
 
    When we were driving, Roland said, “So girls, why so nervous tonight? It seems you two are very skittish for some reason.” 
 
    I spoke from the backseat. “It’s my fault.” I leaned over the console. “I’m messed up, and I want you to have someone who has her life in better order. Shelly is for you.” 
 
    He touched my hand. “Sit back and fasten your belt, please. I don’t want you through the window.” 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    “Nothing to be sorry for. And how can you be messed up? You two are both the most marvelous women I’ve ever met.” 
 
    “But uh...” I stammered. 
 
    “What, uh? Come now. You’re a brilliant computer engineer who’s on the dean’s list, and Shelly is working on her doctorate in quantum physics.” 
 
    I looked at Shelly. “You are?” 
 
    “I received a scholarship from the American Physical Society to work on my doctorate this year. In 2014 they started an LGBT advocacy program, and when I submitted my application they awarded it to me based on my grades, accomplishments, teacher recommendations, and being TG. I started college early. I was sixteen.” 
 
    “Wait. No way. TG?”  
 
    “Mom bought me breast implants when I was sixteen so I could have a picture on my driver’s license that fit when I changed my name to Shelly. Of course, the gender on it is still male, but me being a male is only some people’s viewpoint.” 
 
    “This is too much. You got boobs, changed your name, and started college at 16 and you’re a trans? Wow. You knew back then what you were?” 
 
    “I knew when I was five. I never did boy things. Hated them. Loved pretty things. Mom knew. She could see the difference between my brothers and me. My parents were educated, intelligent, and open.” 
 
    “I guess. You were very lucky. Did you get SRS?” 
 
    She laughed. “Honey, that strap-on was no strap-on. I don’t need to have it. What’s the point? I like what’s down there.” 
 
    I thought about that night and how real the strap-on looked and the way Shelly would always manage to hide what was there. “You’re not a woman?” 
 
    “Bite your tongue, girl. I’m certainly not a man. I am as much woman as any woman. I just can’t have babies. I’m the same as you, now that you found yourself.” 
 
    “Wow. Now, quantum physics? Really?” 
 
    “Yes.” She nodded shyly, almost embarrassed to be so intelligent. 
 
    Roland nodded. “Both of you are more woman than any woman I know. Why do you think I like you two so much? Intelligent, beautiful, can’t have kids—that’s a plus for me. Trans women are so much more feminine and take better care of looking and acting feminine than most women do. You two are not only brilliant, but stunning as well. I’d never have guessed what was under your skirts, and when I knew, I felt you were too good to be true.” 
 
    I was shocked. He did know. And he knew what I didn’t—he knew that Shelly was like me. 
 
    “How do you know so much about us?” 
 
    “I did see your driver’s licenses briefly, and Giovanni has a memory like a steel trap and he was able to read both of them thoroughly and remember it. I hired him because of that memory of his so he’d remember each guest and their nuances. A little Googling gave the rest. It basically confirmed that my wishes were coming true.” 
 
    “Shelly, why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
    “I wanted you to have a normal life. Maybe a husband, if you wanted. Plus, I was afraid you might leave me. I worked hard to find someone like you whom I could help and have for a roommate... maybe a life partner. But I wanted you to make an open choice.” 
 
    “You stalked me?” 
 
    “For a year. Then when I knew your leanings, I found a better deal for your old roommate, so I could rent the space instead.” 
 
    “Shelly. You’re a schemer. I’m shocked.”  
 
    I crossed my arms and looked out the window. She stalked me. She found a femboy and turned him into what I am now. I would still be a femboy if it weren’t for her. Was it good that she manipulated me, or bad? I liked myself better now, but I wasn’t sure how to feel. 
 
    Shelly reached back and touched my leg. “I’m sorry if I made you feel manipulated, Jessica. But I knew it would work for us. There aren’t that many open, intelligent people willing to have a life with someone like us. I’d understand if you hated me now.” Tears were in her eyes as she looked back at me; the passing cars’ headlights flashed the pain on her face on and off. 
 
    This was overwhelming. In a good way, I guessed. A roommate I loved who’s like me and who helped me be what I was meant to be. And a rich, handsome, intelligent, open-minded boyfriend who likes us both. I held Shelly’s hand and smiled. I unbuckled my seat belt and kissed her lips. “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you, too.” 
 
    Roland pulled into the street. “Here we are.” It was the street of Victorian mansions the frat house was on, the place where we’d had “brunch.” People were on the porch as we passed it.  
 
    Roland pointed. “That’s a frat house. I hear they have interesting visiting habits.” He laughed. “And this one has a great breakfast. A real breakfast. I like to go there a lot when I don’t feel like making it.” 
 
    Shelly and I looked at each other. I asked, “Like French-toast-and-eggs breakfast?” 
 
    “Yes. Good solid breakfasts.” He pulled into his driveway. “Ladies, we’re home.” 
 
    Shelly and I bent down to look up at the house through the windshield. It was beautiful. 
 
    Roland got out and came around to open our doors. “Please, I’ll show you around.” 
 
    Gas lamps lit the slate walkway to the marble steps rising to the detailed gingerbread porch. Banisters and decorative scrolls were painted in white and lavender. The twelve-foot double doors were freshly painted in pink. It was shockingly Victorian and absolutely stunning.  
 
    Roland held the door as we held our breath to enter. I covered my mouth. “It’s beautiful,” I whispered.  
 
    “Thanks. It took a while to get it all back to original, but I think it was worth it. I did expand the kitchen and add modern conveniences and appliances.” 
 
    A Roomba robot zipped across the foyer. “Oh, and some helpers to keep it clean.” He laughed as it bumped into my feet repeatedly, then left. 
 
    He shut the door behind us and led us into a sitting room. He went over to a bar and took out some brandy snifters. “Brandy? Cognac? B&B?” He looked to us. “Then we can take a tour if you’d like.” 
 
    Shelly went over and looked at the bottles. She pointed. “B&B it is,” Roland said. “Jessica?” He poured a good three fingers. 
 
    “Sure. Thanks.” 
 
    He put the drinks in our hands as we gawked, looking around and up and down. When he had poured his, he said, “This way.”  
 
    Narrating as he went, he led us through the kitchen, library, smoking room, parlor and office, and then to the curving double staircase that led upstairs. 
 
    We passed the window-seat on the landing and climbed to the next floor. A grandfather clock chimed eight times. 
 
    At the top of the stairs was the first room. “This is the master suite. I took two rooms out to make a walk-in closet and master bath.” It was decidedly masculine in tone, and its appointments were stunningly handsome like Roland. We sipped our B&B in awe. He led us to the next room. 
 
    “The other rooms I combined to make four rooms similar to the master, with en suite baths and walk-in closets, and I filled them with more feminine appointments.” He walked into the first. All in pastel blue, lace, and satin, with floral lamps. The bed was fit for a princess. The other rooms were pastels of pink and green. Gorgeous again.  
 
    I sat on the pink flowered bedspread and felt the satin fabric. “It’s beautiful. What will you do with all of it? Flip it for a profit?” I asked as I crossed my legs, sitting on the edge. Shelly hopped up next to me. 
 
    Roland looked at us both as we took in the room. When our eyes settled back on him as we waited for his reply, he came over and sat by me. He held his glass up to toast. “First, for good luck.” We both clinked glasses with him and sipped. 
 
    “Okay, now don’t be angry. I’ve been watching you two for much longer than you think. When I was filling in at my restaurant when we met, I had planned that. It was the two of you I wanted to meet. I made this house the way it is so I could share it with people I knew would not be like others. Like I am. Different, open, not lemmings. When I completed the house, I paid special attention to you two. I hope it’s been done to your liking.” 
 
    I slapped his thigh. “Another stalker! Shame on you.” 
 
    “Well, I started stalking Shelly, since she transitioned very early, but Jessica, you were a plus. The cutest femboy I ever saw, and Shelly has now turned you into a beautiful girl like her. Don’t be mad.” 
 
    I looked at Shelly. She smiled widely and winked. “Nice job, Roland!” She slugged down her drink. “I think we should celebrate having met you.” 
 
    He stood. “So do I. Come into the master; I have a bar in there, too, and I can refill your drinks.” 
 
    Shelly motioned for me to drink mine. I did. It was sweet and powerful. I wasn’t sure I wanted another, or I might lose control and molest Roland. 
 
    We followed him into the master suite. It smelled deliciously of his cologne. He led us to the bar and poured us more drinks. He raised his glass. “Before I toast, I have to ask…” 
 
    We stared at him. He looked nervous. “Now I’d understand completely if you said no. I’d understand you might think I’m a scheming no-good, but I have to ask. Would you two move in here with me? I wouldn’t charge any rent, of course, and you could each have your own room.” He held his glass out. 
 
    I looked at Shelly, unsure of what we should do. Shelly looked at Roland quizzically. “Really? Why?” 
 
    He still held his glass waiting. “I’m lonely. I’m not like other people. Neither are you. I can give back now, and I’d like to give back to people like you.” 
 
    “What about the fourth bedroom? Will you fill that one, too?” 
 
    “Whatever you girls like.” 
 
    Shelly looked at me. “Billy, your friend Billy.” 
 
    “Oh, Shelly. Do you really think we should?” 
 
    “Are you happier now? Or are you going back to what you were?” 
 
    Roland said, “I’d be glad to have Billy join us—I assume he’s another femboy—and you can help him find herself.” He lifted the glass and smiled at us. “Huh? C’mon now.” 
 
    Shelly smiled. I was excited at helping Billy, too. Billy had been very depressed lately and was even contemplating suicide. We all clinked and sipped. He motioned for us to shoot it down and counted, “One, two three!” We shot the drinks down. He took our glasses and placed them on the bar.  
 
    He came back to us and yelped, “Woo hoo!” He wrapped his arms around the two of us and squeezed. “You’ll be so happy here. You’ll see.” We all tumbled onto the bed. 
 
    I found myself with a leg wrapped over Roland’s, as was Shelly’s. She promptly put her hand on his crotch. “Now we need to take care of what we started earlier.” She unbuckled and unzipped his pants and dragged them over his shoes. She slid to the floor and took his shoes and socks off, then got back on top, where I was undoing his shirt. We had him stripped naked in seconds. 
 
    “Wow, I think I’m gonna like this. Go at it, roommates.” 
 
    He slid up the bed with his head on the pillow. His manhood stuck up in the air like a flagpole. We slid alongside, and both of us started caressing the gorgeous rod with our mouths and tongues, taking turns to consume him. 
 
    I slid my hardness in its panties against his muscled leg. He smelled wonderful, and I worked my way up to his lips to kiss him. He tasted like B&B as our tongues danced in his mouth. From the corner of my eye, I saw Shelly grab her purse from the foot of the bed and take something out. Roland kissed me for a while, pulling my hair and moaning, and then he rolled me onto my back. 
 
    He parted my legs and pushed them back with my heels by my head. My panties were tugged aside. I felt a tug at the cutout of my stockings, and then a cool wetness. I looked around Roland’s muscled back to see Shelly with her hand between his legs as she guided his rod toward me. He looked into my eyes. 
 
    “Oh, Jessica, now we can be joined,” he whispered. He pressed gently. I tried to relax. Shelly lifted my dress onto my chest, slid my panties under my globes, grabbed my shaft, and began stroking it. Roland pushed the tip against my hole and made it into me, filling me with pleasure. He pushed gently, penetrating me and going deeper and deeper. The sensations were incredible. Shelly stopped jerking me and came around to my head. 
 
    Roland looked into my eyes as he filled me to the hilt. “Are you okay? Is this good?” 
 
    I nodded, my eyes rolled back in my head. “Mmm.” 
 
    Shelly held her rod out before my lips. I kissed it. Roland took it in his mouth and bobbed his head on it while he thrust in and out of me.  
 
    Shelly moaned and held his head tight. “That’s it. Mmm, so good. You’ve been practicing.” 
 
    He popped off it. “But this is the kind I always wanted.” 
 
    He turned his attention to me and thrust fervently now. His concentration was on my face. “C’mon baby. Let it go. Feel it and let it go on that pretty pink dress on your belly.” 
 
    He pounded into me, shaking the bed. My rod flailed about in the air, and as I looked into those gorgeous blue eyes, I shot from my spasming rod onto my dress. “Ungh! Ungh! Yeah, ram me, baby. Ungh!” 
 
    And did he ever ram me. I splashed ten times before I went weak. 
 
    Roland rolled off, took off his rubber, and put on another. He pointed for Shelly to lie down next to me. “Next! I’m not done yet.” 
 
    Shelly hurriedly slid under him and positioned her heels beside her ears while he pushed himself into her. Her face lit with excitement. He held her shaft like the horn of a saddle and stroked it while he thrusted. I watched them as I lay on my side. 
 
    Shelly’s eyes were wide open as she lifted her head to look into his eyes. She yelled, “Do it. Make me splash, you bull.  Finish inside of me. Let me feel you finish! Ungh! Yeah!” This is it! Yeah, baby. Finish now!” 
 
    He held her down and furiously rammed her as she spurted one after another white glob on her dress. He gave a last hard thrust and grunt, and her next shot flew and plastered itself onto her face.  
 
    Roland clenched and went rigid, holding himself deep inside. He thrust a few more times and at the last, buried it in her. He collapsed alongside her, still inside and gently thrusting. “Mmm,” he moaned as he breathed heavily. 
 
    Shelly moved her bottom slowly on his rod, helping take it in and out, but not all the way. 
 
    I slid over and wrapped my legs around one of his and humped his leg slowly, enjoying the hardness of his thigh. Shelly wrapped her arms around his torso. They rested.  
 
    I was too taken with what I’d been honored to see and with Roland’s handsome, gentlemanly manliness. His leg felt so strong and powerful—it was the epitome of the power of his sex. I humped it through my silky dress as he stroked my hair and urged me on until I spurted on it. “Good girl,” he said quietly. “Now you can rest.” 
 
    We did. As we began to rouse, Roland said, “Three, it’s a magical number, isn’t it?” 
 
    Shelly said, “But what about Billy? That would be four.” 
 
    He laughed. “I suppose it would. We’ll see when we get there. It might be too magical for just one of me.” 
 
    Shelly slapped his hard bottom. “Shame on you that you’d think we girls can’t take care of ourselves.” She slapped her penis on his thigh. “Such a chauvinist!” She laughed.  
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    We woke up with the sun glaring into the bedroom. Somehow we arranged ourselves into a daisy chain—me eating Roland, Roland eating Shelly, Shelly eating me. In a face humping mass of flesh, we all took care of our morning soldiers. 
 
    “Oh shit!” Shelly cried. “That was incredible.” She rolled onto her back. 
 
    It was like that every morning, or some version of it. We had our own rooms, but the three of us all slept together in the California king bed in the master.  
 
    We were totally moved in. After school break, I went to back to school as a girl and shocked everyone. Well, some of them. Others weren’t so shocked.  
 
    We approached Billy, and he hesitantly agreed to live with us. He’s coming along. I talked Shelly out or her shock and awe technique with the cage, plugs, and the excessive brunch feeding, to allow Billy to assimilate the changes more slowly. She said she’d done that to me to move me along faster. It was fast. It worked. But it wasn’t a nice way to do it.  
 
    I saw a shrink and had the requisite discussions. I could do hormones and have implants and whatever I needed to better identify with the feminine gender. All I wanted were breasts and some bottom, and Roland begged to pay for it, along with electrolysis, or laser removal for the little hair I did have. 
 
    In a few short months, I was everything I dreamed to be, and school was going well. Billy was much happier already, even going slowly. She was taking on her own persona as Briana and was quite a character and fun to live with.  
 
    We now live as happily as anyone possibly could. Will it last? Who knows, but for now, as they say, life is good.  
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