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  My name is Nick. I still work from home building web sites with my roommate and partner, Courtney. People thought we were married the way we were always together. We pretty much felt that way too. Sometimes we’d even refer to each other, as others did too, as husband or wife, since that’s what people thought we were.


  It’s interesting how one’s viewpoints can change. Courtney and I had been together for about eight years when my horizons on life were expanded. I had to tell my story since I’m no longer the person I was, or thought I was. I sometimes wonder if I ever was just the person I used to be.


  I was an average guy, who looked at the world in an average way. Today, I’m very different. Life is much more interesting. It was like discovering there was a whole new world, completely different and exotic from the old world, hidden from my view. I have to thank Courtney and Rose for that, without whom I would never be who I am today.
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  We walked past the huge pots of blooming flowers, down the brick path and entered the patio from the back parking lot. It was Wednesday evening and it was Courtney’s and my mid week break to get away from the house for a while. Working from home leaves little opportunity for social interaction along with creating a constant cabin fever. Fridays and Wednesdays were two of our respite nights.


  The patio was full with diners as the guitarist strummed a mellow melody and sang in her lilting voice. I pulled a chair out from the bar for Courtney and helped her get seated.


  “Courtney, Nick, hello loves,” called Rose in her sexy, somewhat deep voice as she came from behind the bar to kiss us each on the cheek with her velvety full lips. Rose had to be one of the most exotic women I ever met. It was as if her face and body were created by an artist. Her long, silky black hair flowed down her back. Eyeliner was drawn back on her eyes, emphasizing their almond shape above her high cheek bones, lightly dusted with blush.


  “Rose, a pleasure as always,” I said as she went back behind the bar.


  Courtney whispered, “Why do you always look that way when you see Rose? It’s such a give away.” She smirked at me.


  Rose was back on her side of the bar. She took Courtney’s hand as she leaned over the bar and gave us a good look at her perfect cleavage centered in her black v-neck top. “Don’t worry love. You’re the one I want.” She winked and showed an inviting smile to her. “What can I get you two? The usual or one of our specials?”


  Courtney looked at the chalk board behind the bar while I ordered. “Beam, rocks, sweet, two cherries.”


  “You forgot bitters, or should I skip them?” Rose knowingly corrected me.


  “You’re right.”


  “Nick, just say the usual and let me remember how you want it okay?”


  “The usual.”


  Her long painted nails touched my hand gently. “Thank you love.” She turned her attention to Courtney. “Court?”


  “The mango lime martini looks good.”


  “Coming right up.”


  I watched her as she made our drinks. Her tight bottom in the tight black shorts wasn’t very hippy but it sure was nice to look at. The way it moved side to side when she walked in her heels with her long legs grabbed my attention.


  Court shook my arm. “Hey, enough already. Every week it’s the same thing.”


  “Sorry. You should talk. When you two start flirting, you both get lost in it. You love when she lets you squeeze her boobs when no ones looking.”


  “Darn right baby. She’s an alluring woman.”


  “You should invite her over sometime. I think it would be fun to watch the two of you in private. I can just imagine where it would go.”


  “Where what would go, love?” Rose slid our drinks in front of us and stood back with her hands on her hips.


  “Uh, where you and Court would go if you two were someplace private together.”


  Rose raised an eyebrow. “Really. Sorry honey, I couldn’t take your wife away from you.”


  “We’re not really married. We just act like it.”


  “Still. You two are my favorite couple. I couldn’t sweep Court off her feet like that even if I’d love to. Right Courtney?”


  Courtney nearly choked on her martini.


  She leaned over and brushed Courtney’s honey blonde shag to the side of her forehead. “Love your new hairstyle. If I weren’t so fixed in my ways, I’d get mine cut short, too. Your blue eyes show so nice now.”


  “Here we go, the two of you are at it again. The mutual admiration society is in session.”


  Courtney stared at Rose’s pert cleavage as she said, “Thanks sweetie. I think maybe it would be fun if you came over for dinner or drinks, or both some night. You’re our favorite girlfriend. Even if we did get it going, I bet Nick would love to watch. All guys love two sensual women together.”


  My pants had something growing in them. I crossed my legs. “Yeah, let’s do it. When is good for you, Rose?”


  “I’m off Saturday night and not working Sunday. How about then?”


  I looked at Courtney. Her freckled face was flushed and eyes as wide as a doe. “Uh, wow. I didn’t expect to so soon, but uh…” She looked at Rose as Rose stood back from the bar as if to show herself off.


  “You think about it you two. Let me take care of my latest customers.”


  I took Courtney’s hand in mine. “You’re right. It would be electrifying for me to watch you two. Let’s do it. You know you want to.”


  Courtney fanned her face with her coaster. “Did it get warmer in here?” She crossed her leg and bounced her foot in her sandal. I could tell she was getting aroused. She sipped her drink, looking at the chalkboard. She downed it and clinked the glass on the bar. “I need another.”


  Courtney pushed her martini to the edge of the bar to signal Rose for a refill. She turned to me and changed the subject. “So do you like the new web building software we bought? I think it’s gonna to save us a lot of time. We should be able to double our output and if we can find the work, double our income.”


  “Or spend half as much time working.”


  “Or save it all up and do whatever we want to. Anytime, anywhere.”


  “You know you can do whatever you want to anytime, anywhere, now. What are you waiting for? Invite Rose over.”


  “I’m not sure I’m ready for that. It does sound exciting. Can you handle it?”


  “C’mon, two gorgeous women making love? What man wouldn’t.”


  “I have to think about it.”
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  We had three drinks and dinner that night. Rose gave Courtney her cell number and told her to call, even at the last minute, if she decided to. Rose gave Courtney her usual kiss on the cheek, as she did me.


  I could hardly work all day on Thursday thinking about the possibility of the two of them together. I had to take more breaks than usual.


  “Nicky, are you okay? You keep going to the bathroom. You never go that often.” Courtney was on the couch wearing short shorts and wedgies with a low-cut tank top. She didn’t have to dress up to look sexy. How could I tell her I already came six times today thinking about them?


  “Uh, yeah I’m fine.”


  “Stomach okay?”


  “Just needed to refocus.”


  “Are you jerking off thinking about Rose and I?”


  My face flushed. My eyes flitted around the room looking for something to help me.


  “You have! How many times? You usually come four times a day of you count the one inside me before sleep. You’re probably on a roll for eight or ten! Most women don’t have that many.” Her eyes were bright and excited while she grinned at me as my eyes flitted around while my face burned.


  She continued, “If it’s that exciting to you, then we’re having her over.” Courtney picked her cell off the arm of the chair and texted.


  “There. Done. She’s invited.” She put the phone down and smiled a flat lipped smile.


  I took my laptop off the couch and sat down with it trying to work.


  Courtney picked up her phone and read Rose’s response. She looked at me and winked. “She’s on. She asked what she could bring.”


  “See if she likes crab legs and corn. That’ll be easy to cook. See if she likes Sauvignon Blanc with them. And tell her not to bring anything because we have a full stocked bar.”


  Courtney pecked away with her thumbs and waited for a response. She looked up. “She says that sounds good. She asked what the attire was since crab legs sounds like a meal to dress up for.”


  Wow. The two of them getting dressed up too? Well past my wildest dreams. “Uh, yeah, why not. I haven’t seen you dressed up in a while and I can imagine what she’d look like. What do you want to wear for your first night with another woman?”


  She looked up at the ceiling in thought. She scratched her head then snapped her fingers. “Got it! Remember the first time we became more than just roommates when were both without sex for so long and we decided to try each other out? Remember what I wore?”


  “Really? You still have that dress?”


  “Oh yeah. And, the shoes you held behind my ears when you pounded me, and extra stockings since I made sure I’d have extra in case I messed one up.”


  “If you want to. That sounds captivating.”


  “Okay, I’ll tell her what I’m wearing and she can decide what to wear.”


  She giggled as she speedily thumbed in her response and waited.


  The reply came fast. “Woo hoo!’ She yipped and laughed. “Rose said that sounds great. She hasn’t had a heels and hose night in a while and she loves how it always makes her feel like a slut. This is gonna be wild.”


  My heart raced thinking about them. “I can’t work. Let’s take the rest of the day and tomorrow off and make a long weekend. I’m a week ahead with this new software anyway. You might be too.”


  “Actually, I am. I think we should go to the adult toy store so I can buy something for you to help with your problem.”


  She probably wanted to get me some male masturbation toys. “I don’t need any of that stuff.”


  She leaned over to me on the couch and put her hand on my crotch. “Hmm, from the way this thing is throbbing, I think you need something. Tell me the truth, you didn’t answer me before. How many times today?”


  She held my head so I had to look her in the eyes. “Uh, six.”


  “And ready for another already. My my. We do need to go to the store. Let’s have lunch and we can get what you need.”


  That was all I needed. To end up with more ways to play with it. It was bad enough already without any toys.
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  We ate a quick lunch and we were off to the store. It was on the seedier side of town and we parked in the back. Brown bags with empty beer cans and bottles littered the lot.


  “Court, I really don’t need any of that stuff.”


  “Yes, you do.”


  “It’ll be embarrassing. Why don’t you just go in yourself.”


  “Nick. Look at this place. You’d let me go in there alone?”


  I looked around. “Guess you’re right, again.”


  We went inside and the bell rang when I opened the rusty steel door that squealed on its hinges. A sweaty guy in a stained teeshirt that barely covered his pregnant belly smiled a missing tooth grin as we entered down the corridor.


  He greeted us. “Welcome. If there’s any stuff in particular you need, or you folks need any help, let me know.”


  “Thanks,” I said.


  Courtney was looking around trying to find whatever she was looking for. I followed her around the whole store. She went right past the male vibrators and masturbation tools. What the heck was she looking for?


  She started to make another round. Slower this time. I looked at the videos on the racks. All kinds. Guys and guys, gang bangs, she males, crossdressers. The she male ones were exceptionally sexy for some reason, even though it seemed freaky, it was kind of exciting to think about what it must be like to have a guy’s part and breasts.


  We made the round again and Court stopped in front of the guy and looked in the case. “There! That’s it. I want that one.” She pointed.


  “Ah, good choice. Keeps it really tight. Not much room in that one. It comes with different rings to so you can get a good fit.”


  He looked at me. “One of the smaller ones I think for him. That’ll keep him out of trouble.” He took it out of the case and handed it to Courtney. She held it and fondled it while he smiled a missing tooth grin and looked me up and down.


  “Court, no,” I said.


  “Nick, yes,” she said. “I’ll take it.”
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  We returned home and Court guarded her purchase like it was gold. She wouldn’t let me touch it.


  We made supper together and she whistled as if she were the happiest person on earth. “This is going to be so much fun.”


  “Fun for you maybe,” I said as I chopped the onions and mushrooms.


  “Oh, you’ll, love it. That’s the problem with you men. You can’t stand to be aroused and have to get rid of it. Wait until you live in this thing for a while. You’ll be begging for release.”


  “That makes you happy? Torturing me?”


  She finished seasoning the steaks. “Not torture. Extended pleasure, which will lead to total fulfillment. Not like the quick and frequent playtimes you do now that don’t ever satisfy you.” She hopped up on the counter and waited for me to finish my task.


  “You think it’ll be pleasant to not be able to come?”


  “I think you need to stop doing it so often, or you know what they say.”


  “What?”


  “You’ll go blind.” She laughed. “Relax, you’re getting what you want with Rose and I being together, right?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Then let me get what I want and I want you to be all horned up, but unable to do anything in case you decide how nice it would be to be between us.”


  “Oh so that’s it. You’re afraid I’d take Rose.”


  “You know you’d like to.”


  I sipped my bourbon and looked away.


  “See.”


  “Okay. Then when do I get to take it off?”


  “We’ll see.” She laughed.


  We cooked the steaks and mushrooms with onions on the grill. I was quiet as I ate, thinking about what Court was doing to me soon. I could see her point though. Especially the way I always looked at Rose. I guessed that was the best way. Not sure about all of this fulfillment stuff though. Just seemed like torture.


  The steak replenished my energy and I was getting optimistic about the weekend. I was able to let Court have something extra special and I was going to be able to watch. What could be better?


  We cleaned up the dishes and Court grabbed my new device off the counter. She took me by the hand. “C’mon. Let’s go on the deck and put this on you.”


  “Tonight? Why tonight? She’s not coming over for two days right? Today’s only Thursday and she’s coming over Saturday night.”


  “Right. And how many times would you release between now and then? I want you to be so ready you drip. I don’t want you having second thoughts about Rose and I after you’ve released a million times.”


  We sat on the wicker sofa. She opened the package and read the instructions while I watched her. The chrome glinted in the sunlight. A miniature head, shaped like the tip of it with a hole in the end, and a thick chrome ring to attach that wrapped around my balls and rod. A brass lock to keep it all in place. It had so little room, I’d have to be the size I was when shocked by the cold of a swimming pool.


  “Take your pants and underwear off.”


  I did and it sprang up like a jack in the box. She held the tiny chrome tip-cover next to it. “Hmm. We have to shrink it. Play with it.”


  I started to. She smiled. “I like watching you do that. It’s erotic seeing you that way.”


  “Well don’t I at least get something more than my own hand since I’ll be locked up for God knows how long?” I kept stroking hoping for mercy as I gave her a pout.


  She laughed and knelt down. She took it in her hand and looked up at me. “Okay. I guess you deserve it since you’re letting me put it on.” She continued to look up at me as I entered her warm wet mouth and she ran her tongue over my tip, making me twitch. She bobbed her head up and down a couple of times, swallowed, and I was finished. I leaned back in the seat and rested my head on the back.


  I could feel the cold steel ring as she slid it over and pulled it all through. Then the cold metal of the tip-cover pressed against the tip and she compressed it while the blood drained from it. Soon the lock snapped shut and clinked against the cage. She let it go and the weight of it tugged on me erotically.


  “Pull up your clothes,” Court said.


  I did and it fit neatly inside my jeans with a somewhat odd bulge.


  “Looks like you have a package. Kind of manly looking I think. Not a hard-on, but a package.”


  “Thanks.”


  Courtney took off her jeans and sat beside me. She looked me in the eyes as she slid her hand into her crotch. “Women can come as often and as many times as they like you know.” She moved her hand furiously. She licked her lips. “It’s gonna be so erotic having Rose do this to me, don’t you think?”


  I began to swell in the helmet and it stopped my growth, but not the sensation. I would be insane if she kept this up. “Do you have to do that in front of me?”


  Her breath was coming fast as she took my hand and slid it under her tank top to squeeze her nipple. “Oh yes. I have to.”


  She came the first time of many that night. I throbbed inside of my male chastity device.
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  After a good nights sleep, I woke to my morning stiffy being throttled down inside the cage. I rolled on my stomach and began to pump my hips slightly against the bed. It felt good, but it wasn’t going to do it for me. Courtney woke up.


  “Hey, stop humping the bed. You horn dog.”


  I stopped as I was told. “But honey, can’t I take it off for my shower at least?”


  “Why, so you can release? No way. It’s meant to be left on. You can wash under it just fine and dry it with the hair dryer. It’s not time to come off.”


  She yanked the sheets off and put on her short pink satin robe from the closet. I slipped on my baggy knee shorts and a teeshirt. She slipped into some high-heel mules. I had to comment.


  “Looking a little sexy this morning. Where’s the teeshirt and flip flops?”


  “I just feel sexy today. I see your attire hasn’t changed any.”


  “Should I put on a suit? Why would I?”


  “Just because I know how sexy you feel. Seems odd you’d put on dumpy clothes when you feel that way.”


  “That’s what guys do. Clothes aren’t related to feeling sexy for men.”


  She pulled on my shirt with two fingers as if it were filthy and let it snap back. “You’ve worn it for three days already. At least put on a clean one.” She tugged at my chest hair. “Disgusting man.”


  She harrumphed and left.


  I changed into a clean tee and shorts.


  When I reached the kitchen, Courtney was already eating yogurt, nuts, and fruit and filling in her calendar on her phone. I sat down with a coffee and a frozen doughnut. She looked at my doughnut. “You could have a better breakfast you know. There isn’t much energy in those and all they do is store fat.” She stood and went to the junk drawer in the kitchen and took out a fabric tape measure. “Stand up.”


  She measured my hips, waist, under my arms and shoulders. Then my feet. She wrote it all down.


  “What was that for?”


  “Just curious. I always wondered how you’d measure up. For five foot four you have a pretty good BMI. But the waist could use some trimming.”


  “What do the feet have to do with it?”


  “Nothing. Just curious.”


  She tossed the measure back in the drawer and put the paper with the measurements in her purse on the counter. I watched her as I ate my second doughnut. She shook her head when she saw my mouth full of a honey-dipped. “You’re lucky you don’t get fatter.”


  She patted my shaved head, which needed to be shaved again. I’d been shaving it for years ever since it started to thin. “I forget what color your hair was it’s been so long ago. Would love to see you grow it back.”


  “You know how bad it looks. My forehead is in the middle of my head.”


  She nodded as she rinsed off her dish and put it in the sink. “By the way. I have an appointment this morning for a pedicure and manicure. I’m getting long nails put on and I want my feet to look pretty in those high heels. I’ll probably get a massage and a facial as well and might stop by the mall.”


  “What? I thought we were going to get the house and yard cleaned up for Rose. And the spare bedroom in case she sleeps over.”


  “We were. But I need to get ready, too. You want me to be at my best don’t you?” She bent down, put both her hands on my cheeks and squished my face then kissed my lips. Then she reached for my crotch and pulled on my cage. “Since you won’t be able to keep playing with yourself, you’ll be able to get it all done, right dear?”


  Oh great. I was being turned into her slave. “I’m not sure I want to do all of that by myself.”


  She raised an eyebrow and held her hand to her chin studying me. “I think you do. Do you have a key to that cage?”


  “No.”


  “Well then. That gives me some bargaining power doesn’t it?”


  “Only if I have a goal I can achieve. Like when I can finally release. What time today?”


  “Today!” She laughed. “Not today. We’ll see. If you get all of it done, it will be sooner than if you don’t. How’s that?”


  I never saw her this way. I guessed she was having fun though, so I’d played along. It really wasn’t a big deal. I always tried to find things to give her for a special gift and I guessed this was one.


  “Yes dear. I’ll get it done.”


  She gave me a peck on the forehead. “I love you sweetie.”


  “I love you, too.”


  “Don’t forget to go to the store and get the crab legs and corn,” she said as she ran in her heels to the stairs and up to the shower. She yelled down. “And dress nice for dinner. As nice as you can that is.”


  I ate another doughnut and planned my day so I could get it all done.
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  I showered and went to the store. The cage reminded me it was there with each step, and rather than reducing my libido it increased it. I was more aroused than I’d ever been. It leaked on my leg and I had to keep wiping my thigh to be sure it didn’t drip out from under my shorts. I found the crab legs, corn,wine, and picked up some rubbers to put over my drip. We didn’t have any at home since Courtney wasn’t able to have children.


  At the counter was a pretty young lady. Maybe twenty three with those eyes all made up with the liner sweeping back like Rose’s. I throbbed in my cage and wiped my leg as she rang me up. I must have been acting nervous since she giggled when she gave me my receipt. “Thank you, sir. I hope you get a reward soon. My boyfriend has another three weeks to go yet. If he’s good that is.”


  “Uh yeah thanks.” My face flushed as I left the store not knowing what she was talking about. When I sat down in the car I knew. My cage made a bump and glinted in the sunlight through my white basketball shorts. There was a wet spot where I had been dripping and wiping it. Oh my God, I guessed I couldn’t wear those shorts with this cage anymore. I couldn’t believe what she said. I guessed since she knew what it was for, I must not have been alone in wearing one. At least I wasn’t as bad off as her boyfriend, who had to wait three weeks.”


  I raced home, put a non lubricated rubber over the end of my cage to catch the drips, put the crab in the fridge, prepped the corn for the grill, cleaned the kitchen, and scrubbed the floor and counters.


  Mowed the grass, weed whacked, leaf blew the mess, weeded the beds, washed the cars, leaf blew the deck, arranged the furniture, and washed the end tables and coffee tables. Sweat was running down my body like a faucet. The cage lock clinked with all the activity as it pulled and tugged at me, taunting me and keeping me hard inside of it. I looked at the rubber. It had at least a teaspoon of my drippings. When would this end?


  Into the house. Grabbed Courtney’s earrings and jewelry off the great room tables, went upstairs and picked her clothes off the floor and put them in the hamper, stripped the sheets off the beds and washed them with her clothes, vacuumed, cleaned the bathrooms and toilets, threw the laundry in the dryer, dusted and polished the furniture, made the beds, folded and put away the laundry, dusted the bedrooms and then, when it was all done, sprayed Febreze through the whole house.


  Made a big glass of iced tea and tried to cool off on the deck. I looked at my cage. The rubber was fuller. It was pulling at the helmet of the cage as it sagged with my drippings. Why did I ever allow this? Good thing I put the rubber on, or it would have been everywhere I went. I looked at the time. I forgot to eat lunch and it was already five. Where the hell was Courtney? I checked my phone. No messages.


  I flushed the rubber, showered and put on a new one, and dressed in black silk pants and a white silk shirt. They felt cool against my skin. If I stood carefully, the cage didn’t show a bulge through the pants. I put on some black loafers. I was ready.


  I decided to try to get Courtney’s things ready so she could shower and put them on. I found the dress and laid it on the bed. It aroused me just feeling and looking at it. I dug through her drawers and found the matching black g-string, bra, and garterbelt.


  Oddly, I found a pair of fake gel boobs in her bra drawer. I never saw them before and couldn’t imagine why she had them. They were much larger than her boobs. Odd. I hurried and and found her shoes and fresh, sheer, black stockings and put out some matching jewelry.


  I looked at the clothes and they made me as hard as if Courtney were wearing them. I decided to just unpack the stockings and lay them out. They were so sheer and silky I could imagine what it must feel like for her to wear them. I could see how all this could make a woman feel sexier. The clothing itself was exciting.


  I heard my angel’s voice, “Honey, I’m home! The place looks and smells great!” She came bounding up the stairs. When she saw what I had done with her clothes, she gave me a kiss. “Thank you so much. I was so engrossed shopping. Could you be a doll and bring it all up? It’s in the trunk, backseat, and front seat of my car.”


  Courtney stripped and dropped her clothes on the floor. I picked them up and put them in the hamper, went downstairs and back up three times, and put all the packages she bought in the spare room. Shoes, Victorias Secret bags, Macy’s, and on and on. She bought enough things for a full wardrobe. I guessed she deserved it and today was as good a day to celebrate as any with Rose coming over. I was sure she was as excited as I was.


  Out of the shower, she put on her makeup in minutes. I had brought up a glass of wine for her and was holding it when she ran into the room. “Oh my God, thank you honey.” She took it from me. “Can you help me dress? Rose will be here any minute.”


  She slugged the whole glass down and went to the bed. She handed me the garter belt. “You get that and I’ll get the bra.”


  “No g-string?”


  “It’ll just get in the way.” She laughed.


  She stood and slipped the bra on while I clasped the garter belt behind her back. She seated herself and slid the sheer stockings up her gorgeous legs. I imagined how they must have felt. “Can you clasp the garters to them while I put on my jewelry?”


  I pulled them taught and figured out the clasps. I ran my hand over them to check them, well, not really, just to feel her legs in them. I was throbbing and dripping. She slid her short, black chiffon dress over her head and adjusted the v-neck above her bra. She lifted her breasts inside and checked herself in the mirror. She fluffed her still damp shag of honey hair. “Do I look okay?”


  “Incredible! Don’t be so nervous.” I knelt by the bed and held her shoe for her. She seated herself before me and I slid her sexy pedicured feet into them and clasped the straps around her ankle.


  She popped off the bed and took a look in the full length mirror. “Not bad,” she chimed as she ran her hand over her dress. “Not too short is it?”


  “You look stunning. Any guy would love to have you tonight. You might see the tops of the stockings when you sit, but that’s okay. It’s all about being sexy tonight, right?”


  She grinned an evil grin from her painted lips. She raised her new, long, red-painted nails and spread her arms out to me. “It sure is!” She gave me a big hug. “Thank you.”


  “For what?”


  “For all of this and for being so patient and helpful. You’ll be getting a truly nice reward for all of this.”


  “Really? Thanks. When?”


  “Soon honey soon. Show me your cage. I want to see it.”


  I unzipped and dropped my pants.


  “God you have hairy legs. Men can be so gross, but look at that rubber. Did you buy those today? I guess if you’re leaking that much it’s a good idea. Looks like you already filled it.” She laughed at it and shook it teasing me. “Poor baby, all locked up and oozing.”


  The door bell rang.


  Courtney went to the dresser and sprayed perfume all over her then strutted out of the bedroom while she said, “I’ll get it honey while you get presentable again.”


  



  8


  


  I heard them at the door. “Rose! I’m so excited!” Courtney said as she gave Rose a big hug and a peck on the lips. “Mmm, you smell luscious.”


  “Thanks love, you do, too.”


  I saw Courtney place a hand against Rose’s dress at the crotch and she rubbed her. “Mmm. Can’t wait.”


  Rose saw me and moved to the side putting her arms out. “Hug love!”


  I gave her a hug. She kissed my cheek then when we pulled apart she looked at my crotch with a strange look.


  “Something wrong Rose?”


  “No, I just thought I felt something hard like metal against my leg.”


  My face flushed.


  Rose smiled and looked at Court. “Girl, you did that?”


  “I wanted to keep him from you and I thought it would be best.”


  “I said to get one for training dear, not torture.”


  Rose laughed. She rubbed my bald head. “You poor thing you. I’m sorry. I thought you’d get to play with us, too.”


  “Not tonight. You’re all mine,” Courtney said. “Nick is doing just fine, aren’t you honey.”


  “Of course.” I looked at Rose. “No big deal really. I hardly know it’s there. I didn’t know so many people used these things. But what’s the training part for? I thought it was just attempted torture myself.”


  Rose laughed. “Why don’t we have a drink?”


  Courtney unzipped my pants and pulled my rubber covered cage out then zipped my pants up under the whole thing. “There, since we all know about it, we may as well get to enjoy the glittering chrome aspect of it right Nick? I think it makes you look adorable from the way it just looks, and from what it does to you by not letting you grow.”


  Adorable! My face flushed and my heart raced. I tried to move to put it away. Rose grabbed it and shook it. “I think it’s sexy. Leave it out Nick. My, you are just dripping like a leaky faucet aren’t you boy. Speaks volumes for how much you love Courtney. Let’s drink.”


  Love her? I must have. It was completely embarrassing and humiliating being on display like that in my cage. I’d never be able to look Rose in the eye at the bar again.


  The two of them went off for the deck arm in arm. I focused on their asses in their short dresses as they twitched left and right with each step of their high heels. Rose’s hips so slight and her body so thin. Her legs were shaped wonderfully. Much more firm than most women. Incredibly sexy. Rose yelled back to me. “Two dirty martinis up with cheese stuffed olives please, Nick.”


  I tucked my cage away and zipped my pants. I made myself a bourbon and took the drinks out on a tray. They were seated right next to each other and Courtney had one of her legs over Rose’s. Rose’s breasts heaved against her v-neck as she ran her fingers through Court’s hair. Rose wore a short white dress with suntan stockings and high white heels. I could see the top of her stocking where it attached to a black garter belt. Gorgeous.


  “Here you go ladies.”


  I put the martini glasses with olives in them on the coffee table and poured them from the pitcher. I placed my drink next to a chair across from them and was taking the tray back in when Rose grabbed my cage through my pants. “I think your wife said to leave it out didn’t she?”


  Courtney chimed in. “Oh yes. Honey, please drop off the tray and when you come out I want your cage the way I had it so we can all enjoy it. Bring the appetizers you made too.”


  My face was on fire and my blood pressure rose. “Yes dear.” I went inside and proceeded to make appetizers I hadn’t made. I sliced up cheese and pepperoni, washed snap peas and sliced celery. When the tray was ready, I took the cage out of my pants and zipped the zipper up to hold it up. I presented the appetizers to them.


  “Thanks Nick. You’re a real doll,” Court said as they both released from an embrace and Rose pushed her dress between her legs while crossing them. I popped a piece of pepperoni in my mouth and sat down, cage glinting in the sunlight casting reflections on the house.


  I sipped my drink. Rose looked at me after she sipped her martini. “I’m sorry Nick. can you get the wine I brought for us? I left it in the entryway on the little desk.”


  I fetched like a dog, my cage clinked it’s lock against it with each step. I shrunk inside of it. This wasn’t fun. But it was for Court. I brought the wine out to Rose.


  Court pulled off the pink ribbon. “Thanks dear. Can you chill the bottle and get us another martini on the way back? And you seem to need some ice for your drink since it’s all melted already.”


  I did as I was told. No point in getting upset, I told myself. After I gave them their drinks and put ice in mine and sat down. Courtney waved her hand at me like she forgot something. “I’m so sorry sweetie. Can you just come here for a second?”


  I went over to her holding my drink, wondering what diabolical thing she could do next. She tied the pink ribbon Rose took off her wine bottle wrapping, around my cage. She finished it with a bow on top.


  She smiled up at my red face. “Much better” She looked at Rose “Don’t you think so, Rose? Pink looks so nice on the cage the way it reflects in the chrome. I think it’s the proper color for a male in chastity— so unmasculine.”


  Rose nodded her head after her sip. “Definitely! Hang in there, Nicky. You’re doing great. Really. Relax and enjoy your drink.”


  I sipped the bourbon and relaxed. The girls snacked and sipped their martinis, pausing now and then to run their hands over each other’s leg, or to kiss. I grew inside my cage knowing this would all be worth it, to be able to see Court make love with another woman. Two gorgeous women. I throbbed hopelessly while I sipped and watched.


  They kissed deeply while squeezing and fondling each other’s breasts through the dresses and bras. Rose’s hand slipped under Court’s dress and Court rolled her head back and gasped. Rose pulled Court’s breast from the dress, leaving the bra lifting it out. Her nipple was hard as Rose’s one hand squeezed it while the other hand under the dress continued. Court pulled Rose’s head to her and kissed her while making little whimpering sounds.


  I crossed and uncrossed my legs as my excitement built. I oozed into my receptacle. Rose looked over at me. “Come here dear and sit next to your wife. Why don’t you suck her breast for her so I can free this hand up?”


  I leapt to the task. I could smell both of their perfumes along with Courtney’s moist scent as it rose from under her dress. Courtney’s leg stretched out against my cage as she approached bliss.


  “Oh my God. That feels so good my lover.”


  I stopped nibbling her nipple. “Thanks.”


  “Not you, Nicky, Rose.”


  Rose bent in for another kiss from her while her hand worked under the dress furiously.


  “Ungh! God!” Court stiffened beneath me as I bit her nipple and she came in twitches and tremors. When she was done, Rose removed her hand from under her dress and Court sat up, pushing me away from her. “You can go back to your seat, Nicky. Thank you.” She kissed my cheek. I did as I was told while Court held Rose’s fingers and licked them off.


  They both sat back and crossed their legs picking up their drinks and snacking again. Court watched me sitting there as I watched them.


  “Was that good for you, Nicky?” Court said.


  “Very stirring. You two are the most amorous beings I’d ever seen. Must be incredible being as sensual as a woman.”


  “Interesting you should say that. I’m glad your thinking that way.”


  “Really?”


  “Oh, Nicky. It’s better than being a man. We not only are able to do what we did, but we’re able to be more sensual than a man. No body hair to get in the way. Smooth silky skin with clothes that add to the experience with the way they make one feel lustful and sensual and the tactile sensations of them.” She ran her hand over Rose’s stockinged leg. “So smooth and silky, and the way the shoes make us walk. Feels sinful. Doesn’t it, Rose?”


  “It sure does.”


  “Look at you Nicholas. What does a man wear? Not many choices and none of them are very sensual. Your body is covered is gross hair that carries your sweat and doesn’t allow your skin to feel all it can. The shoes you wear may as well be sneakers for all they add.”


  I touched my leg through my pants and wiggled my toes in my shoes. “I guess.”


  “In that cage, you can’t even be a real man tonight. Just a lusting, wishful, and denied observer.”


  “That sounds so sad. It makes me feel like nothing.”


  “Well, tonight you are nothing, except someone to help us have what we want. And that’s worth something dear. It does make you very special to me that you’d do all of this for us. Right, Rose?” Court said as she slid her hand on Rose’s leg, making me throb in my cage again.


  Rose said, “Nicky is special. Not many men would be willing to go through what he is tonight. I think he deserves to have a reward.” She smiled at me.


  My eyes lit up.


  Courtney said, “Not yet, Rose. I’ll see he has it when it’s time. I’m hungry now, aren’t you?” She looked at Rose and pecked her on the lips.


  “Very. In more ways than one. Let’s eat.”


  Courtney looked at me and smiled a flat lipped smile.


  I slugged down the rest of my drink, lit the grill, and went inside to get the crab and corn.


  When I came out they were at it again. This time they lay on the couch with Rose’s back to me as she worked her hand under Court’s dress and Rose ground against Court’s silky leg. They made little whimpering and moaning sounds while the food cooked. I made another bourbon and watched while my cage pressed on me. Court must have come five times while dinner cooked. Seemed selfish to me since Court hadn’t made Rose come at all.


  “Dinner’s ready,” I said to the two entwined lovers. Rose removed her hand from Courtney and adjusted something under her own dress before sitting up. She pushed her dress between her legs and then crossed them.


  Court fluffed her honey shag and adjusted her dress, composing herself. “Honey, can you split the crab legs for us?” Why don’t we eat out here on the table? Bring out the wine and dishes and we’ll meet you at the table. Okay?”


  “Yes dear.”


  The girls moved to the table. Rose seemed to be the most feminine woman I had ever seen. Her motions and movements, the way she used her hands, her walk. She seemed more than just another woman. More perfect. I was glad I had the opportunity to see them together.


  We ate dinner. The girls touched and laughed as they talked about their days. When we were done eating, Court stood and took Rose by the hand. “Nicky, Rose and I are going up to the bedroom. Why don’t you get things cleaned up and then join us upstairs. You can sit on the chair in the corner.”


  “Yes Court.”


  She took Rose’s arm in hers and they went off to the bedroom.


  I cleaned up the dishes, grill, deck, and made things neat. I poured myself another bourbon, went upstairs, and took my observer’s seat.


  They had taken off their dresses and were wearing bras, garter belts, stockings and heels yet. Both of them had their breasts lifted above the bras, and hard nipples. Rose was lying beside Court, sucking Court’s nipples. Court’s hand was between Rose’s legs.


  Rose moved on top of Court moving her hips between Court’s legs. She pushed Court’s thighs back with her hands and started to thrust against her slowly. Funny how that same motion could be used for two women as well. Court started to moan as Rose sped up the pace. Court’s hands went onto Rose’s hard butt, which was beautifully framed in its garter belt, as she called out to her. “Oh Rose, pound me! Fill me up!”


  Rose started to lift up and pound her like a man would. I saw something all wet and glistening going in and out of Court. Rose must have been wearing a strap-on. I stood up to get a closer look.


  Oh my God! it was real. Rose’s balls were slapping against Court as Court began to squirt all over. It ran down between them as she moaned and writhed beneath Rose.
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  Court knew all along! That’s why she was so excited! That’s why Rose kept tucking it when she sat up. Courtney was being made love to by another man.! I didn’t know what to think.


  I watched in silence as Rose brought Courtney to levels of bliss I never had. Then when Rose was having trouble keeping Courtney from slipping back into the head board from the slippery satin sheets, Rose turned her head back and called out to me. “Nicky, come here and be useful honey. Get above her head and hold her ankles back next to her ears so she doesn’t slip and I can get deeper into her.”


  I slid above Courtney’s head and kneeled down, holding her ankles and wrists by her ears. Rose took her long, thick, piece all the way out then slipped it back into the wet tightness of Courtney. Rose pounded full strokes into Court for what seemed like eternity when Court cried out again and spewed her juices all over Rose’s garter belt.


  My mouth hung open as I struggled to hold Court steady by her ankles and wrists against Rose’s violent thrusts. Rose’s breasts shook with each penetration until she gave one last plunge, which pushed me against the head board as I hung on to Court.


  Rose flung her head back as she grunted and jabbed deeply a few more times. When she was finished, she pulled out slowly and I saw the love for her on Court’s face as Rose’s pearly white stickiness oozed from Court.


  I realized at that point I accidentally had a ruined orgasm inside of my cage.


  I let go of Courtney’s ankles and wrists. She was spent. Rose shimmied over on her knees, looked me in the eyes with her exotically made up green eyes, and put her hand on my head. “Are you okay, Nicky?”
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  Courtney was napping after what seemed to be the best time of her life. I had gone through all the kitchen drawers, Court’s pocketbook, and any place I thought she might have hidden the keys to the cage I was trapped in.


  Rose took a shower, redid her makeup, and dressed again. She had fresh stockings on and she looked as good as when she arrived when she came back out on the deck with me. I was sipping a beer when she came out with one for herself.


  “Are you okay, Nicky? What was all the banging around in the kitchen?”


  “I was just looking for the key to this stupid cage.”


  “But honey, Court has them somewhere and when it’s time for it to come off, it will. Why would you ruin it for yourself?” She crossed her gorgeous legs and bounced one foot. I couldn’t believe what she had in her panties.


  “Ruin what? I just saw another guy give my wife more pleasure than I ever did and I’m stuck in this cage.”


  “Guy? Do I look like a guy? Don’t you call me a guy. I haven’t been a guy for most of my life.”


  “Well, I guess you don’t look like a guy, but what you did…”


  “I did what we had planned. What you wanted. I gave your wife pleasure in front of you. That’s what you wanted right?” She sipped her beer and dug into her purse. She took out two cigars. “Want one?”


  “Sure.” I took it and Rose came over and lit mine and then seated herself, crossed her legs, adjusted her dress then lit hers. She blew smoke rings. “You did want her to have a good time with me, didn’t you?”


  “Yes.”


  “Did she?”


  “Oh my God, yes.” I laughed.


  Rose smiled. “Then you did good. Be happy you made her so happy.”


  “I guess. But how can I compete?”


  “It’s not a competition, Nicky.”


  “Of course not but…”


  “But you’re afraid she’ll lose interest in you? She loves you.”


  “I know. But, you know.” I sucked the cigar. I looked down at my cage and tucked it back in my pants and zipped it. I looked at Rose and drew on the cigar slowly. The smoke tasted woody and sensual. Like Rose was. She was so gorgeous and now knowing what else she had, she even seemed more exciting.


  “You’re thinking as you look at me. Do you think I’m a freak, or do you think I’m interesting, Nicky?” She bounced her foot over her leg.


  “Interesting is an understatement. I think you’re riveting. I can see why Court would, too. You have the best of both worlds.”


  “Good. I’m glad you’re thinking that way. Your training will go faster.”


  “What is this training about? What am I supposed to be trained to do?”


  “Courtney was going to tell you, not me, but from the things in the spare room I saw when I changed my stockings, I’d have to say she wants you to become like me.” She opened her purse and took out a small, worn paperback with a pink cover and handed it to me. It was titled, Feminizing Men - A Guide for Males to Achieve Maximum Feminization by Barbara Deloto.


  “I’ve passed this book on to a number of men like you. It’s short and covers the basics. Court and I can help you with the rest.”


  “You two have been planning this?”


  “Girls talk. I told her I’d help.”


  “Have you ever made love to her before?”


  “No we haven’t. She knew what I was and I was hesitant as I said at the bar. But she felt it would help her case.”


  I flipped through the pages in the book. I took a deep breath. “I don’t know what to say.”


  “Thank you and you’ll do the best you can will be enough.”


  “The best I can huh? Shit.”


  “You don’t have to go all the way at first. Or even ever. Just do your best and see how it goes. What can it hurt?”
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  Rose finished her cigar and left. I read the book and had a couple of more beers. It didn’t seem too hard. Simple things. Things Courtney had commented on before like my body hair she thought was gross. The way I dressed everyday. Things like that.


  I went to bed. Court was sleeping blissfully in her wet spot looking like an angel. I was exhausted from all this stress and fell asleep quickly.


  In the morning I woke early and started the things in the book. The first was taking off all the body hair. It took some time, but when I was done it did feel incredible.


  I went into the spare room and started to dig through the things Courtney had bought. The shoes were definitely not for her since they were my size. That’s why she measured my feet before. Hmm.


  I organized it all, hung things up, and put things in the dresser. When I was done I had picked out an outfit to try on, shoes, stockings, bra, underwear, and a wig to wear. I took out a pair of ultra-sheer suntan pantyhose. I didn’t think it would be good to have my cage stuck inside of it, and having to take them down to pee, so I cut a small opening in the cotton crotch.


  When I slid them on it was indescribable. My cage filled up it was so erotic. Silky, suntan as if I had makeup on my legs. The skin looked flawless beneath them and the shaved skin was in heaven from the touch of them. I quickly became excited about this whole excursion.


  I put on a pink lace bra and pink panties. I tiptoed into the bedroom and found the gel-forms I had seen in Courtney’s drawers. They fit the bra perfectly and when I pulled my flesh up under the form, it made perfect cleavage. I had boobs! They felt so good, I jiggled my cage to help it settle into the best position for as hard as it was getting. I put a rubber on the end to catch the oozing pearls. Maybe she’d let me take it off if I were dressed like she wanted.


  I slid the denim skirt up, clasped the button, and zipped it on the side. It flared out at the hips and gave me a shape almost like Rose’s. I topped it off with a v-neck, pink-lace blouse that buttoned up the front and I tucked it in. I slipped a pink belt through the loops and put my new pink phone holster on it with my phone.


  Lastly I put on a pair of strappy, pink, very high-heeled shoes. I walked around the spare room feeling what it did to my stride and how they made my hips sway. I looked in the mirror. My legs were incredible as were my hips and cleavage. Oops. A bald headed man stared back at me. I lost my arousal instantly and felt like an idiot.


  I found the makeup bag Court had bought me and went through each item reading the instructions. I went into the bathroom and applied it all. Not too great looking. Maybe the wig would help.


  It did. I sprayed on some perfume, clipped on some earrings, put the rest of the jewelry on my fingers, wrists, and neck, and went downstairs to make breakfast for Court and me.


  I made enough noise to wake her and she was downstairs with a pink robe wrapped around her attire and shoes from last evening. Her black stockings had a few rips and runners in them, reminding me of the rough sex she had.


  When she saw me cooking she screamed. “Nicky! I’m so proud of you! Look at you!”


  She held my hands then had me turn around. She spoke quickly, “I’ll help your with nails and makeup. You did pretty good, but I can show you a few tips. The hair looks great!”


  She kissed me on the lips then wiped the lipstick on her arm. “So pretty! What a pretty boy, or feminized male, that is. You won’t be a man anymore! I love you!”


  “Thanks.”


  I won’t be a man anymore. That sounded permanent. Scary. “I’m just testing the waters. Don’t get carried away. I’m still a man under all this.”


  “Of course dear. You’re a real man now since you mustered the courage up to improve yourself like this. Not many men would have the guts to try.”


  “Do you think it’s an improvement?”


  “Oh, honey! Of course it is. You look and smell wonderful.” She leaned up against me and pressed her leg against my cage while squeezing my bottom. “Mmm. Sexy too!”


  “If you say so.” I flipped the bacon.


  She poured a coffee and took a seat at the table. “How does it feel? I mean the stockings, bra, shoes, and all.”


  “Interesting, to say the least. I have to admit it was exciting to put it all on and then to see myself fully feminized. Women do have more interesting clothing choices. A lot of choices. Thanks for buying me all those things. I can’t wait to try them all on.”


  “Really, good, we can get more later. It’ll be fun shopping with you. I’ll shower quick and be back in time for the eggs.” She kissed my cheek.


  I drained the bacon on paper towels and fried the eggs. The table was set when she came back down in short shorts, flip-flops, and a tank top with no bra. She smelled sweet and fresh, her hair still damp and tousled. She was gorgeous.


  I served her and poured her orange juice then seated myself carefully, adjusting my skirt beneath my bottom and crossing my legs. They felt luscious as they slid against each other. My filled cage oozed into the receptacle and begged for release. I started in on breakfast. “So have I been good?”


  Court smiled while chewing and put her hand on mine. “You’re the best!”


  “Then do I get a reward?”


  “Yes dear. Tonight.”


  “I have to wait until tonight?”


  “It’ll be worth it you’ll see. That isn’t very long and we’ll be busy today getting you ready. Nails and all. I’d take you to the manicurist today, but they’re closed Sundays, so I’ll glue on some long nails and do your toenails myself.”


  A good thing they’re closed. I couldn’t imagine leaving the house like this. “Nails? Okay.”


  “And fix your makeup, too. So it’s perfect. And of course, some other things too that will help you perform properly.”


  She looked me up and down and touched me in the places she talked about next. “You can get breasts, hips, and a butt job along with lip enhancement and cheeks, and laser hair removal would be good. You’re gonna look as good as Rose. Maybe better.”


  “I’m just test driving, Court.”


  “Of course. I know. That’s in case you like your new vehicle honey.”


  “Okay.” We ate in silence. Court was perky and touchy, laughing and giggling at the new me. She was happy and fulfilled and I had a light at the end of the tunnel with a reward tonight. Finally I could take this cage off and have a normal release.


  I wondered what she meant by “…and some other things too help me perform properly.” Stuff to make me more feminized I guessed.
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  We finished breakfast and Courtney ran up and down the stairs to the basement a few times before I finished cleaning up the kitchen. When I was done, I went up stairs. She was in the bathroom opening a bubble wrapped chrome thing. “Oh good you’re done. Here honey.” She handed it to me. “You need to hook this up for me. It goes between the shower head and the pipe. I can’t do it.”


  “What is it?” I turned it around in my hand. A chrome flexible hose and a long chrome probe with holes in the end.


  “It’s for washing inside.”


  “Ah, like after Rose filled you up.”


  “Yeah that, too. But mainly for you, dear.”


  “Where do I put it, in my nose?”


  “No, dear. In your butt. Now attach this.” She took it from me and held it in front of my face. “Get undressed, shower off the makeup, put this up your butt, and get nice and clean and fresh. Get all that stinky stuff out. I want you nice and fresh today. Do it or no reward tonight.”


  I looked at it like it was a foreign invader, which it soon would be. She forced it into my hand. You’ll see, it’ll be great. Trust me honey.”


  She kissed my cheek. “Get this done so we can do your nails and makeup.”


  I did as instructed and when that thing was switched on inside of me it was like I hadn’t gone poop in days. The tub filled with it all and stunk the bathroom up. When no more was coming out I switched it back and washed it all down the drain then rewashed myself. When I was all done I did feel clean and fresh and actually lighter and less bloated. I guessed it was a good thing.


  


  All freshly washed and fully clean shaven, I went into the bedroom where Court was reading the book I read last night. “This is good. Did you read it all?”


  “I did.”


  “Did you see the epilator I bought you in the spare room? Rose suggested I get that for you, too.”


  “Saw it. How long have you been talking about this with Rose?”


  “Gosh, quite a while. Ever since I found out what she was.”


  I went to the bed where Court had put out clothes for me already and I started to dress.


  Court said, “You can start using that epilator in a couple of days when it grows out a little. Tuesday actually. Tuesday morning. Then you won’t have any stubble on your body.”


  “Okay dear.” I slid the pantyhose up over my cage and put on the bra and forms. The only clothes Court had changed, from what I had before, was a pink ruffled dress instead of the skirt and blouse. It felt silky sliding up and had a v-neck that showed my cleavage again. The ruffled cap sleeves felt pretty on my shoulders. I straightened it with my hands, sat down on the bed and put on the heels and jewelry again. I went to pick up the wig. Court stopped me.


  “Let’s do your makeup first.”


  She took me by the hand into the bathroom and began. She showed me what to do first and how to do it, explaining as she did. When she was done, I looked like a gorgeous bald woman not a man. She had shaped my face with the blush and widened my eyes with the makeup. She drew my lips out larger and when she put a lighter color on the middle of the lower lip they looked pouty and full. I throbbed looking at myself.


  “Get your hair on and I’ll do your nails on the deck.”


  Nails done, I looked and felt fully feminized—except for the cage pulling on me. Court picked up the things. “I’ll be right back. Don’t move.”


  She came back with her purse and took some pictures of me in different poses. She had me lift the hem of my dress and show my cage and even had me take my wig off. It was fun—like a model on a runway. She videoed me walking in my heels and helped me to swing my hips better. I was fully aroused. When she was done she put it away and patted the floor in front of the couch.


  “What? You want me to kneel there?”


  “Yes.”


  I kneeled facing her.


  “No sweetie. Turn around and face away and lean down on your elbows with your head close to the floor.”


  I did and looked back. She was probably going to take more pictures. “Like this honey?” I smiled back at her.


  “Perfect. Now face forward and stay still.”


  I could hear her digging in her purse again. Yup pictures. She lifted the hem of my dress and put it on my back, tucking it under itself. Then, a sensation of something cool and wet on my bottom. Before I could turn around to see, something pressed against my empty and clean bottom.


  “Ouch!” I cried.


  “Relax and hold still!” She wrangled it into me. Once it made it past the widest part, it sucked in until it stopped.


  “What are you doing? That hurt.”


  “If you didn’t fight it, it wouldn’t have. Be a real man. It’s in already and doesn’t hurt now. Relax. Relax those muscles.”


  It started to vibrate. I relaxed. I searched behind me with my hand. I was plugged with a vibrating thing with what felt like a flexible feather going up the back of my butt.


  “Stand and walk around so it can get into position better. See how it feels now.” She pulled my hem back down, except over the protrusion of the huge pink feather, which I could see in my reflection on the sliding door. It flailed from side to side in the air as I walked. I heard her taking videos and pictures as I walked around the deck. She laughed so hard, she held her belly.


  I stopped in front of her and smirked at her. “This is funny? This your idea of a joke?”


  “It’s sweet! You look so endearing. So willing to please. So different and sissy like. Just an object to enjoy. I love the way the feather moves.”


  An object. Not human just an object. I looked at my reflection in the door and turned to the side. There was something suggestive about it — suggesting I was a freak.


  I sat down and the vibrator seemed to hit a sweet spot. I wiggled on it and smiled at Courtney feeling the pleasure it gave me. She reached in her purse and turned it off. “Oh no you don’t. Not yet.” I tried to grab it from her. She stuffed it in her purse.


  She kissed me on the lips. “See my precious doll, not bad, huh?”


  “Not bad.” I squirmed on it trying to get that feeling again, but without the vibration it was many times less. It still felt good though. It felt sensual and lustful at a place I never would have dreamed. It was intimate having that sensation inside of me.


  Courtney adjusted my hair by my forehead and fluffed it on top and the sides. “There. A pretty princess.” She looked at her watch. “Why don’t you make some lunch, strip the bed and clean the sheets, and if you have time I have some books for you to read by the same author of the one you read last night. They’re erotic stories about girls like you and their wives. Then, oh yeah, plan supper for three. Rose is coming over at four. Something quick and easy that we already have. If you get all that done, I’ll give you some supervised vibrations later.”


  “Rose is coming over?” I felt cheated.


  “Yes dear. Don’t worry. We’re not doing what we did last night. She’s going to help you learn more about what you are now, so you’re ready when we go out in public and meet other people. It’ll help to reduce your fears. You’ll see.”


  “But honey. I don’t want to go out with other people, or out in public. I just want to do to you what Rose did and give you that much pleasure.”


  “I know. But your mind might change and I don’t want you to be afraid to do it if it’s what you want. Rose will help you learn more about your new self, that’s all.” She ran her hand though my hair and fussed with it again. “Too bad you don’t have more hair. You could grow your own. So, how about some lunch young lady.”


  She kicked her feet up on the couch and gave me a push. She turned the vibrations on low. It felt wonderful.


  I went about my tasks trying to think of what Rose could possibly help me learn about myself that I don’t already know?
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  The doorbell rang and I answered it, dripping from the vibrations I was given on and off all day. Court shut it off as I opened the door. A wide eyed Rose put her arms out and hugged me then held me back to inspect me. “Girl! You look sweet! I knew you’d come out perfect. You are a hottie! Every man alive will want to bed you. Turn around.”


  I turned around, knowing what she’d see in back. My face flushed. Rose tugged on my feather and adjusted the hem of the dress around it. “Very cute. Love the feather. Glad to see you’ve started training.” She turned me around. “Feels nice doesn’t it?”


  “It does. Especially when…Mmm.” I looked at Courtney, who had turned on the vibrator on high remotely.


  She smiled as she held it in her hand. “She’s been stimulated a lot today.”


  Rose said, “Good.”


  The vibrator stopped and I let out a breath. “I don’t want a man to bed me.” I kissed her cheek. “Thanks for the compliment though.”


  “No problem, You deserve it. Look at those lips. Mmm.” She kissed them gently so as to not mess the lipstick. “Let’s have a drink. I have something for you.”


  We all made drinks together in the kitchen as Courtney told Rose how proud she was of me. We were three girls having fun. This was nice. Courtney told Rose and I to go out and she’d bring out the food. I had made shrimp cocktails and other snacky food for dinner.


  Rose held my hand and seated us on the couch together. She ran her hand over my thigh. “Mmm. See how nice this is honey? So sexy.”


  I throbbed in my cage and ground my bottom into the plug, wishing for the vibrations again. She took my hand, placed it on her leg, and slid it under her dress. I bumped right into her hardness. She held my hand there and pressed against it with her rod. It thrilled me like I never would have imagined.


  Courtney came out with the food and I quickly pulled my hand away. She saw me. She placed the tray before us and pulled up her chair. She looked at me sternly. “Go ahead. Put your hand back there. Don’t deny Rose.”


  I did and Rose fed me some shrimp. Court turned on the vibrator. I took my hand off, feeling embarrassed. The vibrator stopped. I put my hand back on and it started again. I was a quick learner so I drank my drink with my left hand and stroked her with my right and the vibrations continued.


  Her manhood, if you could call it that even though it was larger than mine, was so silky and velvety, hard, yet soft. I wiped the tip with my long nailed thumb from time to time. She was oozing like I was. As I started to be taken by it all, Court stopped the vibrations. She saw my disappointment.


  “If you want the vibrations again, I want to see those pretty painted lips of yours leave a mark at the base of the thing in your hand.”


  “You mean suck it? I’m not gay.”


  “Who cares if you are or not? You have those pretty painted lips and such an inviting women’s face, you need to do what women love to do. Now go ahead, pretty princess. Suck it.”


  Rose put her hand on my head to move me toward her. “C’mon, little girl. Get your candy.”


  I moved my head closer, watching an oozing drop as it rose from the slit and ran down the head. She was excited for it. So was I. What did that mean? Maybe I was gay. Why should I care? It was thrilling. I looked at it in my long nailed hands. Women’s hands. What woman wouldn’t want to make someone with such a beautiful thing feel good?


  Courtney dipped a shrimp and ate it while she watched me hesitate. She sipped. “C’mon, girl. Suck it. Give Rose a gift. She’s been so good for us.”


  I looked at Courtney.


  “Go on girl!”


  Rose’s hand pushed down on my head. I pushed back. She said, “Maybe just kiss it first.” She pushed me down gently. I could smell her perfume as I neared it. I kissed the tip and licked my lips. It was salty. I kissed it again.


  Rose pushed my head down and it was in my mouth. The vibrator started. I dove onto it, guarding my teeth and bobbed my head up and down. It felt incredible. I could feel Rose’s pleasure as she thrust into my mouth. The vibrator stopped, but I didn’t. I couldn’t stop. It was too good.


  I ran my tongue over the tip and Rose twitched in her seat. “Oh baby. That’s it, girl,” she breathed. I was taking her to bliss and I knew what I had to do. I pulled on her globes with my other hand while I stroked her and sucked her. The vibrator started again and I sped up. Rose held my head tight and thrust into my mouth. “Oh baby, here I come.”


  The vibrator stopped. I couldn’t believe what was happening and how good it was. Rose pushed and nearly gagged me when the flood come up her shaft and into my mouth. I struggled as I raced to swallowed it all. Another, and another and another and another until finally her body went limp and her hands stopped crushing my head. I gently licked her clean and savored her. She gently lifted my head off and kissed my lips. “Mmm, that was wonderful. You are a quick learner, girl.”


  Courtney put her remote into her purse. “Good girl, Nicky. Now that you’ve had your appetizer, have some food and drink to build your energy. You’ll need it. It’s almost time for your reward.”


  Thank God. I could finally release completely and relax. I couldn’t wait to get the cage off. “Thank you Courtney. Where are the keys, I’ll go get them.”


  “Who said the cage was coming off. I just said you’d get a reward.”
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  We had a few of drinks and ate the snacks. Tonight they waited on me instead of me on them. Maybe now that I was more like them, I didn’t need to be their slave anymore. Rose and I sat alongside each other, she caressed my legs and I caressed hers from time to time and we kissed and cuddled. Court kept close watch on how long to run the vibrator and when to maximize my arousal and keep me on the edge.


  The girls reminded me when I slipped into my old voice and helped me with my mannerisms and posture to look the most feminine. It was a thoroughly enjoyable evening. I was a little tipsy, but I felt like a member of a new club with my new girlfriends.


  Courtney cleaned up the plates and drinks and stood by the doorway. “Okay girls. I think it’s time for Nicky’s reward. What do you think Rose?”


  Rose smiled. “I agree. She deserves to have it.” She fluffed my hair and moved it to the side.


  “Okay then, Let’s go upstairs,” Courtney said as she held the door open.


  Rose and I followed her, arm in arm to the bedroom. Courtney pulled back the bedspread and smoothed the clean sheets. She patted the bed for me to sit. I hopped on.


  “Lay down on your back and lift your legs.”


  I slid onto the satin sheets and slid my legs back. Courtney took the rubber off of my cage then pulled the vibrator out. Yikes!


  “There, you’re ready.”


  Rose pulled her breasts above her dress and bra and squeezed them as she looked into my eyes. She slid alongside of me and pulled her panties under her globes. She slid her hardness against my stockinged thigh while she kissed me deeply. I was throbbing inside of my cage as she slid between my legs and pushed my thighs back. She guided it to my still wet hole from where the vibrator came out, pressed the tip against it, and pushed it all in.


  Once in all the way, she pushed my ankles back next to my ears and held them tightly against the bed as she began to stroke. Slowly at first, and then faster. The sight of what she was doing was as exciting and sensual as the sensations she caused inside of me that were sending rivers of ecstasy and twitching delight through my body.


  Courtney came over and pinned my shoulders down to the bed to hold me still. Rose thrust hard and fast. I heard her balls slapping my bottom. I was quickly approaching a full release even though I was compressed inside of my cage. I wanted to stroke it, but couldn’t.


  Rose was shaking the bed with her fervor as she moaned and grunted while she drove in and out. Her eyes popped open and she looked into my eyes. “This is it, girl!” She slammed into me and leaned down looking deep into my eyes as she had an orgasm while I had one myself. My rapture squirted through the tip of the cage onto my belly and dress. I cried out to her, “Rose, Oh my God!” I pulled her head down and kissed her deeply.


  I had never felt anything that good in my life. The degree of intimacy by having a throbbing, firm, and warm piece of her inside of me was exquisitely intense. I felt completely connected to her as if it was she who injected me with those sensations. It was nothing like merely feeling an external male part have sensations.


  When she finished, she let my ankles go and I wrapped my legs around her, not wanting her to pull out. She kissed my neck and face. “Oh sweetie. You were so tight. How was it for you? It seems you had a pretty far squirt and lots of it.” She nuzzled my neck. I kissed her forehead. “Mmm.”


  She was shrinking inside of me. She whispered. “If we wait a few minutes we can do that again, for quite a while.”


  “Mmm.”
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  I woke Monday morning with a start. Rose was gone. Evidently I fell asleep after the second time she made love to me. Courtney was already awake and getting dressed.


  “Hey there sleepy head. Get going. We have lots to do today and a whole week of vacation yet.”


  I slipped out of bed, still dressed and in my heels. “God, I feel incredible,” I said in my practiced, more feminine voice. “Last night was beyond words.”


  Court stood in front of me buttoning her blue oxford blouse. “Yes it was. I loved watching you two. Was your reward worth the wait then?”


  “Absolutely. I never thought all the things I did could have been so good. What do you have planned for today?”


  She slid a denim skirt up and zipped it. “First we go shopping for some pants and tops and walking shoes for you. I didn’t buy them when I bought your other things because they’re harder to get to fit right.” She tucked her blouse in and lifted the skirt’s hem to tug it down. She went into the spare room and came back with some panties she tossed on the bed. “You can put these on after your shower. They’ll give you a more feminine shape with the gel pads in them for hips and bottom.”


  “Do you sincerely think I could go out this way? I mean, people will know.”


  “No they won’t. You’re perfect. Now get going and don’t shave your body. You need another day to be able to epilate.” She grabbed my arm and ran her hand over it. “Stubbly already, I’ll pick out a long sleeve top for you, too.”


  “Can’t we stay home today and just relax? I’m not ready to go out.”


  “Yes you are. Go! I’m going to wash the sheets and your clothes.” She pointed out of the bedroom.


  I stripped, put the clothes in Courtney’s arms on top of the sheets, put on a pink satin robe, ate breakfast, and got ready. Courtney had chosen a flared white denim skirt for me with a thin black blouse and some moderate heels with suntan pantyhose. I did my makeup and dressed. My legs felt stubbly under the pantyhose and I knew I’d have to keep them smooth. This wouldn’t do.


  Put on my jewelry. The clip earrings hurt from all the time I’d been wearing clip-ons already. I sprayed on perfume and checked myself in the mirror. I did look good.


  I nervously drove to the mall and became familiar with driving in high heels. After I parked, I sat there frozen with fear. I was so shrunken inside my cage if felt like it might fall off. “I can’t do it. My cage will fall off.”


  “No it won’t. Stop making excuses and catastrophizing. You’ll be fine.”


  I tried to loosen an earring that was hurting. “These things suck. I need to get pierced ears.”


  “Well, exit the car and you can. Come on now.” Court stepped down and slammed the door. She stood by the back bumper waiting for me. I looked around the parking lot. No one was close. I stepped down. My legs were shaking. I grabbed my purse from the back seat.


  “You’re fine. Relax,” she said.


  I took a few deep breaths and composed myself. No one would know. No one would know. I straightened my skirt and looked at my reflection in the window. A breeze blew across my legs and up my skirt. I adjusted my hair. Okay. I was fine. No one would know.


  I turned and we walked quickly into the mall. My heels made my steps smaller and my hips swung slightly. I allowed myself to indulge in the feminine walk, giving the motions a slight emphasis. I held the door for Courtney, and a man in his twenties ran to go in as I held it. “Thanks miss,” he said. That one went okay. I was a little more relaxed.


  We walked through the mall, a place I normally hated, but that day I couldn’t walk without stopping to look at dresses and shoes and all the great things I could buy. As a guy it’s about getting in and getting out and usually you can’t find anything you like. Now, with my new options, the mall was like a candy store to a child.


  “I think the piercing place is at the other end. Want to do that first?” Courtney said as she flipped through some dresses.


  “Sure. Oh this one’s pretty.” I held the dresses pushed back so Courtney could see. She took it off the rack and held it against me. “It is! Later though. We need to focus on other clothes and things for you right now.” She put it back. C’mon.” She grabbed me by my purse-sling and tugged me away from the rack.


  We walked quickly through the mall. Men gazed at us, some of them smiled, and one even winked. Some nodded a hello. None of them seemed to think anything was amiss with me.


  We arrived at the piercing place. Courtney looked at the mannequin-head in the window with piercings all over it and numbers for each hole. “Hmm. I think a one and two for sure, maybe three four and five as well. What do you think?”


  “Court c’mon. One and two I might get away with.” I lowered my voice and whispered, “When I’m back to normal as a guy, but the others no.”


  She looked at me with a smirk. “Do you really think you’re ever gonna be in that mode again? Why would you?”


  I was amazed that she might be right. I put my hand over my mouth in shock and thought about it. I looked around the mall. My heart raced with panic of the thought. I took deep breaths.


  “Relax, Nicky. Really though. C’mon honey. Look, if you do go back, you can just leave them out and they’ll close up. Look at how charming those would look.” She pushed her hair back over her ear so I could see hers. “I have all of those. Do you like them?”


  “Well, I guess, yeah. Why don’t you ever wear any danglers from the upper holes. I think that would be attractive. Sexy.” I touched the ones I thought it would look good to have danglers.


  “I’ll tell you what. I never thought about that, but if you get yours done today, we’ll pick out some for both of us. It’ll only hurt a little for a little while. Are you afraid of the pain?”


  “Afraid of a pinch? What, do you think I’m a girl?”


  “Okay then. Let’s get you one through five.” She tugged me away from the window before I had a chance to tug her back and we were in front of the counter.


  The woman looked at Courtney and then at my clip-ons. She looked me in the eye. “Ready to get rid of those clip-ons? I’m surprised you lasted all these years. You’re such a pretty girl, too. I’d have thought you’d have gotten them long ago.”


  I nodded and in my practiced voice I said, “Slow to change. My girlfriend convinced me though. I’d like to get one through five done today.”


  “Well, very brave. Wonderful. Why don’t you pick out your starter earrings and I’ll get the piercing person set up in back.”


  I looked through all the stud earrings I could use while Court looked for danglers I could wear later. I couldn’t resist having three pink cubic zirconias for the top three holes and two clear for the bottom holes. What was I doing?


  I signed the papers and she filled out my selections. I was taken to the back where a woman was waiting for me. “Hi, did you read all the papers? Any questions?”


  She motioned for me to sit down. I slid my skirt under me and took the seat. “No. I think I understand.”


  “Good. Then let me mark them.”


  She took a marker and placed dots on my ears turning my head back and forth to get them even Then she showed me in a mirror. “Good?”


  “Yes.”


  “You’re lucky. Today there are two of us so this will be fast.”


  Another woman came out and said hi. They both took seats on either side of me and laid out the earrings in the order they’d go in. With rubber gloves on their hands, the cold of the alcohol told me this was it. They did it at the same time. “Ouch,” I cried out.


  I was quiet on the next four, though tears were welling in my eyes. Four snaps of the inserters by my ears and I was done. My ears throbbed. The top three especially. They wiped all the holes and inspected each other’s work.


  “All done dear. They look lovely. Here are care instructions and cleaning fluid. Three times a day. Come back if you have any problems.”


  I paid at the front using my credit card. Oops. She gave me a strange look at first, and then she slid the receipt for me to sign. While she held it for me she said, “You should have your husband get a card in your name. It went through, but these days some stores get very picky.”


  “I know. Thanks.”


  Courtney had already bought the ones she picked and was standing outside the shop. She took them out so I could see them when I reached her.


  “See! All set. I bought some light-weight, post type, dangle earrings also that you can change into later. Some of these will be too heavy right now. Let’s see yours.” She looked at my ears. Nice job. They look beautiful. Do they hurt?”


  “Just a little.” The top ones really hurt.


  “See. You’re a big girl now.” She laughed. “Okay, pants and walking shoes, and some tops.”


  We finished shopping and drove home. I had to pee bad when I reached the house and ran upstairs. When I sat and removed the rubber off my cage there was nothing in it. I had stopped oozing. Was that good? I guessed it was. Courtney brought up the things. “Court, I didn’t have anything in the rubber. I wonder what happened?”


  She put the things on the couch. “Phew. You didn’t?”


  “No.”


  “Good. See what getting completely satisfied like you did last night can do for you?” She held my face with one hand and kissed me. “Instead of playing with yourself all day like a little boy, you were taken to the edge and then dropped into heaven. Your body was flooded with endorphins and you feel alive. Right?”


  “Wow. I never thought about it like that. Now I feel bad.”


  “About what?”


  “About never satisfying you like that. Thank God Rose did.”


  “Don’t fret over spilled milk. I loved all the times we shared and look forward to even more.” She dug in her purse. “Here.” She placed two little keys in my hand. “You won’t need that thing anymore. Go take it off and see how nice it feels without it. You’ve graduated.”


  I took the cage off and washed it. Put the key in the lock and threw it in my panty drawer in the spare room. I changed into my new jeans and sneakers and went downstairs. I was vividly alive and relaxed.


  Courtney was making us some fresh lemonade. I slid up behind her, put my arms on her shoulders and kissed her neck. “I love you.”


  She laughed. “I love you, too!” She stopped stirring the lemonade, turned around, and gave me a hug and kiss. “Let’s go on the deck and think about what to do for the rest of our vacation.” She handed me a glass and took me by the hand.


  We sat on the couch. The breeze was sweet and just the perfect temperature. I looked at the couch that had the beginnings of two crazy nights happen on it. “This is too weird,” I said.


  “Weird how?”


  She sipped her lemonade looking at me with her hand on my thigh.


  “Weird in that the things that have happened I never would have imagined. It was all so incredible.” I looked off the deck at the trees and sky. “Everything seems more alive. The colors are more vivid. I never noticed how sweet the air smells back here.”


  “It’s probably from all the perfume we’ve been wearing.”


  “No, not perfume. It smells green and woodsy. Fresh and alive. Like a verdant forest. And the air even feels different. It’s like I have a whole new set of senses.”


  “Your paradigms have been broken, the veil has been lifted. You’ve become a new person. Reborn, so to speak.”


  “I suppose.” I sipped my lemonade and the sweet and sour played on each other across my tongue. “Did you do anything different to this lemonade?”


  “No.”


  “See, the lemonade is even a whole new experience for me.”


  “Maybe because you’re always wrapped up in work and never really get to relax. I think this time you were able to leave it all behind. Speaking of leaving it all behind, how would you like to take a real vacation. You did so well at the mall I thought maybe you’d be comfortable going somewhere.”


  “Oh, remind me not to use my credit card. it says Nicholas.”


  “Oops. Okay, I’ll use mine instead until we change it.”


  “We’re not changing my name.”


  “We’ll see, Nicky.”


  “Stop that. Where? I’m game for a getaway. I feel confident. I need to show off my new earrings, too.”


  “Good.” She leaned against my shoulder. “Tomorrow is Tuesday. Why don’t we take it easy tomorrow. You can epilate and by Wednesday the irritation will be all gone. Then Wednesday, if I can get a reservation that is, we can go to a place Rose recommended to me this morning while you were sleeping. She texted me to see how you were. When I told her you were fine, she suggested a get away for us both at one of her favorite places. It’s only about two hours from here.”


  “What kind of place is it?”


  “It’s an LGBT and heterosexual swinger’s resort. They have pools and all kinds of recreational activities, bike and walking paths, the rooms are all suites, there are two nightclubs and three restaurants with bars. We could kick back and relax and not worry about anyone judging us. No right wing crap.”


  “Who’d judge two girls on vacation?”


  “Believe me. And what about two girls, or a girl and a guy dressed as a girl. If you found a man you like, that you might like to do something with like you did on this couch last night, you wouldn’t want them to freak out if they knew what was in your pants, would you?”


  “I don’t need to do that. I don’t want a guy. We could just go to a normal place and still have fun.”


  “True. But why not have some special fun. Fun like you never had before. Kind of like last night. Maybe another Rose will be there.” She winked at me.


  “And maybe you could have them like you had Rose the night before.” The thought thrilled me to see her like that again.


  “Maybe. I’m more excited for you.”


  “Okay. Let’s go.”


  “I’ll see if we can get a suite.”
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  Tuesday I was able to relax. I epilated my whole body. Ouch! I was in a cold sweat at times, it hurt so much. I told myself I must be a real man because only a real man would go through that. I packed for our trip and just chilled.


  “How do you feel honey?” Courtney sat next to me on the couch on the deck and her hand moved aside my bangs. “Your makeup looks remarkably good. You’re good at this.”


  “Thanks. I feel good. More relaxed than I’ve been in a long time. It feels good not to have that cage on.”


  Courtney looked at my flouncy flowered skirt and felt me down there. “You’re all shrunk.”


  “Yup. And it feels good. No monkey on my back.”


  “Good.”


  “Not sure I even want to bother dressing for the rest of the week. As a girl that is.”


  “Really?” She looked surprised and concerned. “Why?”


  “I don’t know. I just feel good and maybe it would feel better to dress like my old self.”


  She looked away. “If you want.”


  “We’ll see. Are you all packed?”


  “Yes and I can’t wait. Two suitcases.”


  “Two? For a few days?”


  “Of course. I have to have options. You don’t have two?”


  “Just one.”


  “I’ll pack another for you. You don’t want to wish you had something with you and not have it.”


  “Honey, you don’t have to do that.”


  “Yes, I do.”


  “Is Rose coming?”


  “She could? Should I ask her?”


  “Sure.”


  Her eyes popped wide with excitement. “Good idea. The suite has an oversized king bed anyway.”


  “That would be great.”


  Courtney texted her, then gave me a peck on the lips. “This will be such fun.”


  I became a little aroused beneath my skirt thinking about the two of them again. “I think it’ll be fun to have you two together all that time. Maybe I’ll even get to see you two make love again.”


  “Or I’ll get to see you two. Now that sounds exciting. They have shower attachments there like ours, too, so you can be ready.”


  “Oh honey. I don’t need to be doing that.”


  She looked at her phone. “She’s coming!”
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  We loaded up the Yukon with our four suitcases. I wore a flowered sundress and cork wedgies with no stockings. The leather of the seat in the Yukon felt cool against my thighs. I bought this monster of a vehicle because I guessed it would make me feel macho. Well, here I was in a sundress and wedgies driving it, and I sure didn’t feel macho today.


  I smelled the perfume from my wrist as the A/C vent blew it toward me. We stopped at Rose’s place at ten that morning and put her one humungous suitcase in the back.


  “Honey, you look fabulous.” She leaned in to look at my new earrings. “Congratulations, just lovely.” She gave me a hug and a peck on the cheek and turned to Court. “And so are you!” She hugged and kissed Courtney.


  “Thanks Rose. Ready for vacation?”


  Rose followed Court to the front as I hopped in the driver’s seat. Court held the door for her. “Am I ever. I haven’t done this trip for quite a while. This will be especially nice with the two of you.” She slid in, lifted the center armrest, slid next to me and slipped her short white gauze minidress under her.


  Court climbed in and closed the door while I started the Yukon.


  Rose pointed. “Turn left and then get on the freeway north. I’ll let you know when to exit.”


  When we hit the freeway, Rose and Courtney gave each other a deep kiss. Rose slid her hand under Court’s dress and started to play with her. I had to focus on driving. I turned on some jazz to drown out Courtney’s moans a bit. When I could tell she was about to come, Rose stopped playing with her.


  “Rose! Please!” Court cried and pouted.


  “Sorry. You’ll thank me later.” Rose turned to me and bent down. She lifted the hem of my dress and slid my panties under my globes.


  “Rose. No. I have to drive.”


  She held it and looked up at me. “I never saw anyone drive with one of these. Just keep your hands on the wheel and your eyes on the road. It’s your turn.”


  She took me into her mouth. She ran her tongue around my already hard shaft. She suckled and flicked, bobbed and tugged. It was all I could to do keep my eyes on the road.


  After a while, she sped up. “Oh yes, Rose, I, I, I’m…”


  She lifted her head off.


  “Rose! Please!”


  Rose laughed. “I need to get back to Court. Right Court?”


  “Why, so you can take me to the edge and stop?”


  “Absolutely.”


  Court said, “You are a devil. If we have to be tortured you do too.” Court bent down, lifted Rose’s dress, and sucked her shaft.


  We did this all the way to the resort. Two and a half hours of teasing and brining to the edge. By the time we arrived we were all dying to release.


  I pulled around front to the entrance. “Okay Rose, we’re there. Stop!”


  She didn’t stop. A suntanned, muscled, valet dressed in only a revealing speedo and flip flops came to my door and opened it. With a lisp he said, “Hello! Oh my, good you girls have a head start.” He stood holding the door as Rose kept bobbing her head while I tried to remove her from me. “You appear to be stuck. Not a bad situation.”


  I nodded. He tilted his head as he watched. “Is that you, Rose?”


  She stopped, covered me with my dress, and smiled at him. “Gabriel!” She reached out to him across me. They hugged while I slid out from under them and out. Rose grabbed him through his Speedos. “Mmm. Just the way I remember you.”


  He pulled back from her. “I’m working, girl! Now let me get your lovely ladies’ bags and things. You go inside and register. I’ll see you all later.” He handed me a valet tag. “Rose is crazy. Enjoy!”


  “I know.”


  We walked up the marble stairs to the lobby. It was three stories tall and filled with huge potted plants and flowers. Men and women walked around in everything from bathing suits, some of which were no more than a patch on a woman, or a posing strap lifting the men up so they flailed in the air, to tennis outfits, summer dresses, guys in leathers or suits, all of them milling around and going places.


  On one of the the sofa’s were two gorgeous guys in an embrace fondling each other—one of them being stroked by the other. In the corner behind a large potted plant I heard the moans from a woman being made love to by a man as he held her against the wall, her legs wrapped around his hips.


  I pointed my nose to them and whispered to Courtney. “Looks like they’re not LGB or T.”


  “Honey, not everyone here is. It’s just a safe environment for anyone wanting to get away from the conservatives.”


  “Nice.”


  We checked in. A guy with a beard in a Marilyn Monroe outfit and hair smiled as we approached. “Hi. Do you have any reservations?”


  I looked at him and smiled. “No why? Should I have any reservations about this vacation?”


  “Oh honey, I mean for a room.” He put his long painted nailed hand on mine and laughed.


  Court handed him her card. “Here’s the name it should be in.”


  He punched it in the computer. “Nice. It said for two. Will there be three?”


  “Yes, if that’s okay.” Courtney leaned on the marble counter.


  “Not a problem. Need a cot?”


  “It’s a King bed isn’t it?”


  “Super King. You could comfortably sleep four or five in it if you have that many friends. It takes a while to get to the middle of the thing. I can’t imagine how they wash those sheets. They are washed and disinfected though, and satin, too. You’ll love it. Here’s five keys just in case.”


  He handed her the keys and she passed them out to us and put the rest in her purse. “Gabriel will be there shortly with your bags. Lunch is being served in several places on the resort. There’s a guide on the table by the window in your great room with a map of the resort. Anything else I can help with?”


  We looked at each other. “Guess not,” Court said.


  “Enjoy. Elevators are right that way.” He pointed.


  We rode with the one hundred ten beats per minute club music on the elevator. When the door opened, Gabriel was there. Rose took his arm. “Show us the way you little sexpot.” She slapped his ass in his speedo.


  “Ouch! Honey! Don’t damage the merchandise!” He said with his lisp.


  He took the key from Rose and opened the door, allowing us to go in before he dragged the cart with our luggage in. “Should I hang your things?”


  Rose pulled a twenty from her purse and handed it to him. He slipped it in his Speedo. “I guess not,” he said. “Call if you need anything.”


  “You’re not getting away that easily,” Rose said as she knelt down, pulled his speedo down and took him into her mouth. She dug in her purse and pulled out an already opened rubber and slipped it on him. She slipped another on herself. “Rose, no, I’m working.”


  “I can see baby. It sure is working.”


  She took his hand and pulled him to the couch. She pushed him so he tumbled over the arm. She yanked down his pants and the money fell out.


  “Rose, no,” he said half heartedly.


  “You want it. I know you. Besides, if you have time to hang clothes, you have time for this.”


  We watched as Rose spread his legs and entered him from behind. She pumped and rammed him, making the couch slide a bit with each thrust.


  “Ungh yeah.” Rose said. “Sweet tight little Gabriel. Ready baby?”


  “Oh yeah, Rose. I’m right there.”


  She pushed her last thrust into him as she filled her receptacle and he, his. She collapsed on him and kissed his cheek. He caught his breath and she let him stand. She adjusted her panties and dress. He pulled up his Speedo and turned around smiling. “Same old Rose.”


  She kissed his lips lightly and slapped his bottom. “Same old Gabriel. Now get back to work.”


  He unloaded the cart and left. Rose picked the twenty off the floor. “He always forgets that and he thinks I’m a good tipper.” She laughed and put it back in her purse.


  We stood dumbfounded and I guess it showed.


  “What’s wrong?” Rose said.


  “Nothing. That was fast. We haven’t even looked around the room? I thought that guy was gay?”


  “Gay? He doesn’t care whether the thing that nails him has heels or not honey. As long as it nails him good. Whatever you call that is what he is. Like me.”


  “You like men, too?”


  “Didn’t you like what I had inside of you? C’mon dear. Open your mind.”


  Courtney said, “Let’s hang our things up and eat. I’m starving in more ways than one.”


  I was starving as well with all of the treatment in the Yukon and now this. I put away my things and put them in drawers. I was sitting on the sofa looking at the map when Rose and Court came out together. Rose was holding her hand. There were sections of the map in a different color. I looked at the key at the bottom. It said that color was for areas designated as relaxation areas where no sex was allowed. I found a patio restaurant designated as that on it.


  “Ready?” Rose said.


  I stood. “Why don’t we eat at Flamers. It has a grill and patio.”


  Rose looked at me with an eyebrow raised. “That’s a no sex zone. What’s the matter?”


  “Nothing. Just like to eat in peace. We have all week and I don’t know if I can take all this arousal not wearing a cage.”


  “And you don’t want to lose the arousal, or the pleasure of it, right?” Rose put her hand on my shoulder.


  “Right.”


  “Good girl. You’re learning about what the best part is and how abstinence can make things even more exciting. The lesson you learned from your cage is lasting.”


  We went downstairs. Flamers had a maître d’ in a tux at the entrance. “Ladies, dining in, or on the patio?”


  Rose took the lead, “Patio please, Ramone.”


  “Of course, Miss Rose. Right this way ladies.”


  I leaned into her. “I see you’ve been known to spend time in the no sex zone too.”


  “Of course honey. I just didn’t think you were that close to the edge yet. Don’t worry, this is fine.”


  We were seated in the grass-hut-style covering of the patio overlooking a pool with waterfall and a band playing soft jazz by it. I ordered an iced tea and Courtney and Rose followed suit.


  The menu was wonderful with plenty of light food for lunch. I crossed my silky legs under my dress and knew the epilating was the right thing to do. Tonight they would feel wonderful with stockings.


  Rose put her hand on my thigh to get my attention. “Honey, the oysters are so fresh here. You must get some.”


  “I was looking at that. Thanks.”


  We placed our orders and sipped our iced teas. The breeze smelled of coconut oil from the sun-tanners by the pool.


  Rose said to me, “So honey, how do the earrings feel? They look wonderful.”


  I twisted one remembering I needed to do that to all of them and continued to do them. “Good, just when they stick and I turn them, but it’s nothing.”


  “Good. In the long run you’ll be glad you did them. So are you ready for the rest?”


  “The rest?”


  “Well of course, laser hair removal for one.”


  “That would be nice even if I went back to being my old self. I always hate shaving.” I rubbed my chin. “Gosh, and now I should go do just that. Can you see it?”


  “No sweetie. It’s okay. What about the enhancements? Bust, butt, cheeks, lips? You’d love it. I can recommend a fantastic surgeon. He’d do it for you cheap and without a shrink.”


  I sipped my iced tea and looked at the lipstick I left on the straw. “Not sure I want to go all that way. I think this might be more of a hobby than a change of life.”


  Courtney reached out and held my hand. “But honey, you know how good you’ve been feeling lately. Don’t say no so soon. Give it time.”


  “I know.”


  The oysters arrived. The flavor was so good, I didn’t know if it was the freshness, or just me. “Mmm.”


  “Good aren’t they? How’s the tea taste to you baby?” Court said.


  “Tea is very good, too.”


  Rose winked at me. “It has libido enhancing herbs.”


  “Oh great.” I had to laugh. We all ordered another round of oysters and made a meal out of them. When the next plate came, three martini’s arrived with them.


  “From the table in the corner,” the waiter said as he pointed.


  Three handsome guys waved at us and held up their drinks. One of them came over. He must have been six foot four, he wore tan, silk pants, and a white shirt. His blonde hair shined in the sunlight as he strode over to our table, white teeth sparkling. Each step he took, you could see an outline of what he had in his pants. It was bigger than mine was hard and he wasn’t.


  “Hi, my name’s William.” His large hands rested on table, giving him balance as he squatted next to me. He looked me in the eyes with his bright green eyes as he spoke to us. “The boys and I saw you girls and had to buy you a drink. I hope we haven’t offended you. It’s just when you see beautiful ladies like you girls, we’d regret not buying you a drink.”


  “Thank you,” I said as my heart raced, wondering if he knew what I was.


  “Are you ladies going to be at the resort for a while?” He looked at all of us.


  Rose answered, “Until Sunday. Let me introduce you, William. My name is Rose and I’m a T-gal and this GG is Courtney and next to you is Nicholas, or Nicky as we call her when she’s like this.”


  My face blushed under the makeup. She told him what we all were! He looked at me again. “Lovely! Very nice job, Nicky. You should be proud of what you’ve accomplished. Maybe we can get together this week? I’d love to get to know you better.”


  Oh my God! I didn’t know what to say. I looked at the others and back at him. Fear must have been in my eyes.


  He touched my hand. “Don’t be frightened. I don’t bite. I’m sorry if I was too forward.” He stood. “Enjoy the drinks ladies and I hope I get to see you all later. Maybe at Banger’s nightclub if you go there tonight. Nice meeting you all.”


  Still tongue tied, I nodded to him, and Rose and Courtney gave their farewells. Courtney put her hand on mine. “You have an admirer. How cute!”


  “Courtney stop. I don’t want an admirer.”


  She looked around, reached under the table, and felt my panties. “This says you do.”


  “That was from before. I was enjoying the oysters.”


  “Okay dear. Whatever you say.” She sipped her martini. “I think we should drink these down and go back to the room to rest. I think it’s going to be a busy night.”


  Rose said, “Good idea.” She toasted and sipped.
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  We all took naps. I woke up first, feeling nervous. I had to do something. I took a bath in jasmine salts and touched up my body hair where there was any stubble. I shaved my head and face extra close.


  I hopped in the shower to rinse the soap off and noticed the attachment like at home. I left the shower, went to the bathroom, and back into the shower and finished cleaning myself out. It felt good and I could get used to that feeling of cleanliness even if I wasn’t putting anything inside of me. Though at that point, I wondered if a vibrating plug wouldn’t feel good.


  I slid a silky feeling body lotion all over myself. It was amazing in that it didn’t leave any residue and left it feeling like silk. It smelled wonderful.


  I decided to lay out my clothes and forgot that I hadn’t unpacked the suitcase Courtney packed for me. May as well check out all my options. When I opened it, the first thing I saw were several remote control vibrating plugs and fresh batteries. My heart raced. Should I? I grew hard thinking about it.


  I selected one without any feathers, but with a jeweled end. Once inside there would be a blue jewel covering my opening. It had a detachable pump that could change it’s size and it was very small when not inflated. That made sense as the easiest one to get in. I loaded lithium batteries into it.


  I lubricated it and put it in easily, but it didn’t feel like much. I attached the pump and pumped it up. The bigger it grew the better it felt. I had to stop myself for fear I’d explode it inside of me. I turned on the remote. Wow! It was nearly silent, but intense. I quickly ran my finger across the thumbwheel on the remote. Phew! A reasonable level. I could leave it at that all night. Mmm. Nice. Good decision.


  I let it run at that level and put the remote on the dresser, selected some very sexy, very enticing clothes to wear and put them on the bed, grabbed my makeup kit, and went into the bathroom.


  I took my time doing my makeup and the result was fabulous. A seductive night-look with swept back eyeliner and a shadow color that made my eyes pop. My face was smooth and had no indication of facial hair beneath the makeup. It was my best effort yet.


  I took my shag wig and shook it out well then put it on and sprayed it for a wilder, fun look. Courtney had put the new dangle earrings she bought for me in a bag inside of my makeup kit and I put them on in the five holes, careful not to hurt myself.


  In the bedroom I loaded on the rest of my jewelry, which included a wedding ring and band, pinky rings, and necklace that ended just above where my cleavage would be.


  Spritzing perfume over my legs, arms, and hair, the scent captivated me and took me into my new role completely. I clasped the black satin and lace garter belt around my waist then slid the sheer, black, seamed stockings up my silky legs and clasped the six garters on each leg. The feeling had me standing at attention. These were even silkier and more sensual than the pantyhose I had been wearing, and when I walked, they tugged on my legs since they weren’t simply stretch stockings and the flexing came from the stretch garters instead.


  I slid my five-inch-heeled, black strappy shoes on and clasped the buckles. I walked around the room and felt the influence they gave to my hips and step. The pumped up vibrator in my bottom pressed in all the right places.


  The black lace bra and gel-forms went on and reminded me how good they felt crushed against my chest as they gave me real cleavage. I looked in the mirror. I stood at attention in more way than one as I took myself in. A drop issued from the tip of my uncaged member.


  I slid a pair of black lace panties up and used them to go under my globes and lift them further. The dress I had chosen didn’t need for me to hide anything. It would hide it on its own with the skirt of it flared from my hips down to just above my stocking tops. I slipped the pleated black satin dress up and relished it as it slid over my legs and then caressed my hardness. I put my arms in the cap sleeves and zipped up the back then adjusted my gel-forms and bra. Perfect!


  I admired myself in the mirror as the ceaseless vibrator inside of me ran at a gentle pace just keeping me at attention. Taking my black satin purse, I went in the bathroom and put lipstick, some powder, and blush in it. Back to the bedroom for my perfume, phone, ID, credit card, and some cash. I put a bunch of rubbers in it in case I began to leak too much.


  “Nicky! You look stunning!” Courtney cried out as she came over and made me do a turn. “Very inviting! William will love how you’ve dressed.”


  “I didn’t dress for William. I dressed for you and me. We’re not going to Bangers. We’re going to one in the no sex zone called Sunday in the Park.”


  “Don’t be silly. What about William and his friends?”


  “You and Rose can go.”


  “We will not leave you alone. You’re going with us to Bangers.”


  “I’m not.” I flipped my hair back and tilted my head burning my eyes into hers.


  “Your makeup came out beautiful—very exotic and it matches the color of your eyes perfectly. They just pop.” She admired me and lifted the skirt of my dress. “Mmm. Seems the no sex zone would be a waste.” She knelt before me and took me between her lips. Her head bobbed up and down as she looked at me and drove me closer to the edge.


  “Stop.” I pushed her away and put my dress back down.


  “Well, I’ll get showered and ready. Rose is already in the shower so she should be done soon. Go relax and have a drink from the minibar and we can decide what we’re doing when we’re all ready.”


  “I know what I want to do.”


  “Okay dear. If you think so.”


  “I’m not gay and I don’t want a man.”


  “Well, you seemed to enjoy Rose the other night. Whatever!”


  She huffed off to the corner by the closet and stripped leaving her clothes on the floor. I picked them up, folded them leaving them on the bed, and went to the great room.
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  I made a bourbon manhattan then seated myself on the leather sofa, mentally feeling all the sensuality of the attire I wore. The bourbon seemed richer and fuller than it usually did and it was the same brand I always had. In that moment, I simply enjoyed being in my skin and didn’t think about what would happen later or what I wanted. I settled down and relished the sensations.


  Rose came out dressed like a goddess with a short, tight, gold dress, and matching everything. She flipped her long black hair over her shoulder and kissed me on the lips gently while she ran her hand on my thigh. “Mmm. Aren’t you the sexy girl. And you smell so good.” She put her nose by my neck and kissed it while her hand slipped under my dress, wrapped around me and stroked. The vibrator hummed.


  She took my hand and slid it up her dress. I couldn’t resist wrapping my long nailed hand around her shaft and stroking her in time with her stroking me. I quickly became worried about coming and stopped Rose. In order to divert her, I knew I’d have to do something else, which I was dying to do anyway, so I dropped to my knees and took her throbbing shaft in my mouth.


  I became engrossed with it and didn’t stop until she held my head and pumped into my face releasing her flood, which I greedily consumed like water in a desert. My God that was good!


  Courtney came out as I was licking off Rose’s shaft. I seated myself and crossed my legs daintily. She wore a short silver mini just above her crotch with the tops of suntan, lace-top thigh highs showing above her six-inch platform heels. Her honey hair was pulled back tightly in a flippy ponytail on the top of her head. Nice and easy to grab and tug on. I pictured a hand wrapped in it and I throbbed under my dress.


  Court came over and wiped the corner of my lips with a fingernail and offered it to me. “Missed some.” My face flushed and I licked it off her finger. “Don’t like men? Hmm.”


  She opened her purse and took out the remote. Shit! I had left it on the dresser. She pointed it at me and turned it up looking at me.


  “No! Stop!”


  “We’re going to Bangers not Sunday in the Park, or your cage goes back on, too.” She shut the vibrator off and I slumped in my seat feeling as if she yanked it out.


  “You brought it?”


  “Just in case. Want it?” She raised one eyebrow. Rose was silent.


  “Okay. Not the cage. You win. We can go to Bangers. But how about after dinner, for drinks and dancing, and we eat at Sunday in the Park first?”


  She mushed her lips. “Hmm. Okay. It’ll give you time to have a couple drinks and relax and accept your fate tonight.”


  My fate she said. As if I had no choice, how ridiculous she was being. For now I had postponed my issues. Maybe I could escape them later. At least I had some time to relax and eat in peace.
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  Sunday in the Park was exactly that. Pleasant, wonderful food, and a relaxing atmosphere. I ate a whole Maine lobster, one of the slowest meals to eat, to make it last. Rose and Courtney were practically twitching by the time I was done. I sipped the last of my herbal iced tea. I didn’t want to get drunk so I didn’t have any alcohol, but I wasn’t sure the libido enhancing properties of the tea were the best idea.


  “C’mon, girl. The night awaits us,” Court said as she sipped her Port, her third drink after her two martinis.


  I put down my fork, licked my lips and wiped the butter off my lips and fingers. “Delicious.”


  “Wait until you get dessert, girl. Not sweets either.”


  She winked. She took her purse off the chair and put her hand inside. My vibrator started to hum furiously inside of me.


  “No. Stop!”


  “Well hurry up.”


  I stood up and took my purse. “I, uh, oh my, go to the ladies room.”


  The vibrator ran faster. I clicked off in my heels as fast as I could while Courtney laughed behind me. I slammed the door open and ran to a stall. Deflated the vibrator, slid it out, and flushed it down the toilet. “Phew!” I said to myself. “Damn her!”


  I wiped the leaked lubricant off me and peed. Did my lipstick and touched up my hair and blush. Sprayed perfume around my head and on my legs. There, ready.


  Back at the table the girls were having fun chatting and touching each other’s arms as if scheming. They looked up at me as I stood there, purse on shoulder. “Ready.” Courtney pointed the remote at me and turned it up. I smiled. “Thanks. Feels real good.”


  “What? Did you take that out?”


  “It’s in the sewage treatment plant by now jamming up all of the equipment.” I laughed. “I don’t need you putting me on the edge anymore than I am. I feel wonderful and want to enjoy it, not be driven like some sex-crazed maniac to do things you want me to.”


  Court shook her head and stood. “As you wish.”


  Rose winked at me and smiled. We walked through the building, leaving the safe zone as I enjoyed my small steps and swaying hips. The satin skirt of the dress caressed me just enough to savor it. We passed happy, smiling people on the way, who winked, threw kisses, or were caught up in rapture on a sofa, bent over a coffee table, or on their knees. If I weren’t already aroused, I would have been then.


  We entered the nightclub. Court paid the hunk of a guy, his body and hardness glistening with oil as his pole wagged in the air above his pink lace panties. He spoke with a lisp, “Thanks girls, if you need anything, just call for me, they call me Penny, and your lucky penny will come right away!” He laughed. “Well, quickly that is.” He laughed again. “Have fun.”


  The place had the famous one hundred and ten beat per minute dance club music. The lighting was a mix of black lights, rolling LEDs, and spotlights with mirrored balls. Booths had black light and red light fixtures above the tables giving their occupants a seductive glow.


  As we made our way past the clientele, we were all beginning to catch the beat and incorporated it into our walk and body motions. It was contagious. I was ready for a drink.


  We passed a heterosexual looking couple with the woman on the same side of the booth as the man facing him as she writhed on his lap while kissing him. I couldn’t take my eyes off them and nearly walked right into someone.


  “Nicky!” It was, William. “We saved you seats. Thought you’d never get here. If it weren’t for Courtney’s texts, we’d have been with others. Please sit.” He took my arm and pulled me alongside of him in the booth. His friends stood and let Courtney and Rose in between them.


  He waved to a waitress with a purple mohawk and wearing a purple strap-on.


  William asked me, “What can I get you to drink, Nicky?”


  “Uh, maybe a long island iced tea.”


  “Good choice.” He ordered it and his friends ordered drinks for the other girls.


  He introduced us. “Nicky, this is Rodney.” He pointed and Rodney shook my hand across the table, smiling. “And this is Jonathan.” We shook hands. “This is the lovely and sensual Nicky.”


  They winked and nodded. William introduced Rose and Court and they kissed the guys on their side of the table and settled against them.


  “There. everyone knows everyone,” William said as he sat back in the booth and his arm went over my shoulder. I looked at it. It was huge and hard. “I’m sorry.” He said, I’ll just leave it down here.” He placed his hand on my thigh. “Better?”


  “Uh…”


  The drinks arrived. I slugged down half of the long island iced tea. It tasted similar to the regular iced tea, but with booze. William was holding his glass out to clink with mine. “Oops, sorry, thirsty.” I clinked his glass and sipped from the straw.


  “That’s okay. How is it?”


  “It tastes very much like the regular iced tea they have here, but with booze.”


  “They add the same herbs they use to brew the plain one as a powder to this one. It’s about three times as much though.”


  “Oh great.”


  “Why what’s wrong? Don’t want to feel sexy? You sure look sexy.”


  I blushed. Being complimented like that from another guy felt strange.


  “Why thank you. It’s very kind of you to say so since this is so new to me.” His hand was gently squeezing and massaging my thigh, which felt weirdly nice. He slid it and moved the hem of my dress up slightly. I crossed my leg over his hand trapping it. He squeezed my thigh.


  The other side of the table were all comfortably ensconced with the men’s arms over the women’s shoulders and the women leaning into them as they sipped their drinks. They all smiled at William and I as they talked quietly to one another while looking at us.


  William slipped his hand out from between my thighs and slid it back and forth on my knee. “Your stockings feel so nice. How does this feel to you? Is it okay?”


  “Uh.” I sipped my drink from the straw and nodded looking at him over the glass. I had mixed emotions at this point, but he was a damn good looking guy, and what he was doing felt great.


  Rodney touched my hand that held my glass on the table. “Hey gorgeous. We were all thinking of dancing. Why don’t you two join us?”


  William quickly pushed his hip against me, sliding me a few inches in the booth. I slid out and he took me by the hand to the dance floor as we followed the others. We found a place with room for us and we all danced together. It was very different dancing in heels and I found I was much more confident dancing femininely rather than masculinely. My purse was slung tight on my shoulder and I fell into the beat.


  The dress, stockings, heels, gel-forms, all overwhelmed me with sensation as I danced and looked around at all the happy people. Guys with guys, girls with girls, and who knows what with who knows what. William was beaming at me as I looked up into his eyes—eyes that wouldn’t stop looking at me from heel to head. I was flattered.


  Rose and Court were having a good time as they pressed and bumped against their partners. Both men showed their pleasure beneath their pants and they both had quite the equipment. The night felt good. Everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves, as was I, now that I fell into my feminized role. It was easy with a man like William treating me like I was feminine.


  He whispered in my ear. “Are you okay? Do your feet hurt? We can go back and I can buy you another drink.” He looked into my eyes as he danced. I grabbed his huge hand in mine and kissed his lips then nodded.


  The others continued to dance as William led me by the hand back to our booth. He waved the strap-on mohawk back to get us another round. He slid in first and I slid up against his hard leg and wrapped my outer leg over his. I leaned into him and gave him a kiss while my hand explored. I found his zipper and undid it.


  “Oh yeah. Thank you, princess.” I pulled it all out and it began to grow in my hand. Smooth shaved and silky. Once it was fully grown, I had to be careful to keep it pointed down, or it would scrape the bottom of the table. I put my stockinged leg over it on his pants and bounced my leg, squeezing it. He kissed me deeply tasting like the bourbon I loved.


  Our drinks had arrived without us noticing. By then, I had my head under the table and was enjoying his huge hand on my head as I suckled and tasted him. I was bumped by a foot as our group slid into the booth.


  I popped up, hanging on to his hardness with one hand. “Dropped my napkin,” I said as I looked at them all. They all laughed and Courtney took a mirror from her purse. “Might want to fix your lipstick hun.” She handed it to me smiling. I tucked William away and he zipped his pants. I looked in the mirror. “Oh my gosh.” I covered my mouth. “Have to fix this.”


  I went to the bathroom and made repairs. When I exited the ladies room they were all standing with their drinks. “Want me to carry yours honey?” He showed me my drink.


  “I can manage,” I said and took it. “Where are we going?”


  “Back to your suite. If you invite me.”


  I looked at the others already walking away from us. I took his hand. “C’mon big boy.”


  We walked hand in hand. By the time we arrived, I finished my long island iced tea. I opened the service bar and poured myself a bourbon. “Anything, William?”


  He looked inside the fridge, opened a mini bottle of tequila and slugged it down. He did another.


  “All ready baby. That will help me last as long as I can with such a ravishing beauty.”


  “Courtney is most likely already lying on her back waiting for you.”


  “Courtney?” His face dropped.


  “C’mon.” I led him to the bedroom where Courtney was lying on her back on top of Rose. Rose was inside of her bottom thrusting into her with her hand in the front rubbing her. I slugged down my bourbon. Rodney and Jonathan were undressed down to their matching gold g-strings that were under their globes while they watched and stroked.


  Court looked at me. “Put on a rubber honey and come here.”


  I did and knelt beside her.


  “Now enter me in front.” Her hand guided me.


  I entered her tight, warm, and very wet cavity. Courtney motioned to William. I could see him strip and put on a rubber. He slid his legs over me as I thrust slowly into Courtney and felt Rose inside of her backside against me. It was incredible.


  William’s prodigious pleasure giver pressed against my hole. He leaned down to my ear and kissed it. “I’ll be gentle. If this is okay.”


  “Please.”


  I stopped moving. He stretched me out until he finally made it past the entrance. I thought I’d rip in two and then he passed into the canal and the pain left, replaced by that network of ecstatic energy throughout my body.


  Once his cannon was all the way in, he slid in and back. I saw stars and needed to focus on something else or I’d finish right then. That’s when Rodney’s pole, held by Courtney, pressed on my lips. Rose then pulled on Courtney’s pony tail, holding her head back so she had to look down her nose to see me.


  Jonathan’s was pressed on the other side of my lips. I concentrated on giving them pleasure to avoid feeling as much below. They tasted exquisite and they moved in and out of my mouth as I went back and forth between them. William made a slow steady plowing, forcing me into Courtney, and rubbing inside Courtney on Rose. The room was full of moans and whimpers.


  Occasionally I’d look at the nightstand clock. We did this for over half an hour with Courtney coming three times. I was at my limit of how much longer I could last. That was when Jonathan all of a sudden moaned, grabbed my head, and held it tight while he filled my mouth with his juice. I swallowed as well as I could and Rodney took his place quickly filling me some more.


  Seeing this, William sped up and rammed me with me ramming Courtney, and thus Rose, beneath her. I instantly flooded my juices inside a shuddering Courtney as flashes of light sparked in my mind and currents of bliss flooded through me. This continued for what seemed an eternity until William finally crushed my hips in his hands and shoved his pleasure giver so far, I thought it would come out of my mouth.


  Our club sandwich fell apart. Kisses fell all over my neck and back. Strong hands massaged my back. What had I done!?
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  I woke with Courtney sleeping beside me. Rose was out of bed already. The boys were gone. I undid the straps on my heels and kicked them off.


  In the kitchen there was a note on the counter from Rose saying she had gone for a swim then was going to breakfast at Sunday in the Park. I made myself a coffee and sat at the table crossing my stockinged legs. The sheer material had been ripped and run and they made it look like I’d been ravaged. I was.


  The coffee tasted full and rich as I thought about what I had done. Taking stock of myself, I felt better than I had in a long time. I was relaxed, content, satisfied.


  I showered removing the makeup and perfume from my skin. The mirror showed a scruffy face on a bald guy that needed his face and head shaved with dangle earrings in five holes in each ear. I took them out and found titanium ball, stud replacements for them in Court’s jewelry bag.


  I was glad I brought clothing alternatives. A pair of baggy, orange, to-the-knees basketball shorts, an Aerosmith tee-shirt, and a pair of men’s black Teva sandals completed my ensemble.


  At Sunday in the Park I noticed William at a table by himself. He sat in Kaki shorts and an open tropical print short sleeve shirt. Should I? It felt rather strange knowing what we did last night. I wondered if he’d even recognize me. Would someone guess that I could have been dressed as a woman last night? I had to test it to know how unrecognizable I would be between the two personas.


  “Is anyone sitting with you?” I said in my normal male voice.


  He looked up from the newspaper at me and smiled a flat lipped smile. “Go right ahead buddy.” He went back to the paper.


  I ordered a full breakfast of steak, eggs and pancakes. I was famished. The fresh-squeezed orange juice the waiter poured was full of freshness and vitality. I sipped it and watched William. His breakfast came and he put the newspaper down and started to eat.


  I asked him, “How’s the steak? I ordered the same thing and I’m famished from last night.”


  He rolled his eyes in response as he chewed and then when he swallowed he said, “Perfect. Juicy and loaded with flavor. Good night last night huh?”


  “Best ever.”


  “Me too. Met these three passionate women, well not all genetic girls, but you’d never know it. We made a sandwich last night that was incredible. Hope to see them again today.”


  Rose pulled out a chair and stood in her bathing suit and cover. “Mind if I join you two? How ya doin this mornin, Nicky?” She sat without us answering.


  William looked at me and looked back at Rose. “Hi, Rose. Good to see you. Where’s everyone else in your group?”


  “I don’t know. I guess Court is still sleeping. Was she still asleep when you came down Nick?”


  “Yeah she was. Like the dead.”


  I watched William as his eyebrows raised and he studied me. My breakfast came. I dug in like a prisoner holding my fork in my fist. I could feel him studying me as I ate. Rose giggled. She ordered her breakfast then turned to William.


  “William. I’d think you and Nicky would be holding hands and acting like a couple of star crossed lovers this morning.”


  “I would if she were here.”


  “Well, her male aspect is. You’re sitting next to Nicholas.”


  William looked again and then smiled. He stood and tried to give me a kiss.


  “No, no no.” I held him off. “Nicholas doesn’t like men, only Nicky does.” I laughed. It felt good to know he didn’t think any less of me like this.


  I went back to my breakfast.


  Rose sipped her orange juice then asked me. “So, girl, too lazy to get dressed nice this morning, or what?”


  “Not girl, Rose. I’m Nicholas today.”


  “I see. Something wrong with last night?”


  “No, it was the best night of my life. I never felt better than I do now. I want to enjoy it as Nicholas, that’s all.”


  “Ah. That’s good. I’m glad you feel good in either skin.”


  Courtney came down in a bathing suit and cover. She seated herself saying good morning to us then directed her shocked stare at me. “What’s wrong? Why do you look like that? We have today and two more days yet to be on vacation.”


  “I know. I’m basking in the glow of last night and letting Nicholas have some vacation, too. That’s okay, isn’t it?”


  She relaxed. “So that means Nicky isn’t done completely?”


  “Nicky will never go away. But Nicholas feels good too and he’s a hell of a lot easier to get dressed and ready to go out. I don’t think I can ever get rid of him.”


  She nodded. “Last night was incredible. You made me feel so satisfied and fulfilled. I know you feel the same. Much better than the way you used to take care of your urges. I can tell by the glow you have this morning. I was just worried that I missed something.” She put her hand on mine.


  I picked it up and kissed it. “I love you, Court.”


  “I love you, too Nick. I just want you to be happy. So if last night was good, how about some simple enhancement surgeries.”


  “Court, slow down. Maybe laser hair removal.” I scrubbed my face. “But I’m not sure Nicholas will want to deal with trying to put aside the other things if they’re done.”


  “Okay sweetie.”


  William spoke, “Rose, so are you busy tonight?”


  “Not yet baby. How about we make a plan after breakfast?”


  “What do you want to do today honey?” Court asked me.


  “How about reading by the pool in the safe zone. It seems like that would be a nice relaxing day. Nicky would like to have tan legs when she comes back on Saturday. She can’t lay out in the sun or her makeup would melt. ”


  “Awesome!” Court kissed me on the cheek. “You need to get a bathing suit like Gabriel was wearing or you’ll only be tan from the knees down with those shorts.”


  “I couldn’t wear them.”


  Rose stuck her two cents in. “You can do anything you want honey. You’re a real man now.”


  Shit. Why not? If I had the guts to do all I did, I must be a real man now.


  I puffed my chest out in my Aerosmith tee-shirt and held my fork and knife in fists over my food. “Black speedos, not white.”


  “Of course. You’re the man. Hey, those are my titanium stud earrings you’re wearing!” Court said and they all laughed.


  “Of course, what else should a stud like me wear?”


  William gently punched me in the arm. “You tell her man.”


  


  

  


  If you enjoyed this book, please leave a review and tell a friend. Thanks.


  Other books by Barbara Deloto and Thomas Newgen can be found at:


  
			http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com
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