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As I showered, I was deep in thought after the little talk I had with Pearl. Her insistence on my being used in what seemed to me to be a very repulsive way as a requirement for marrying her disturbed me. My gorgeous, pearl-skinned, jet-black-haired beauty of a stepsister was holding our newfound relationship as an intimate couple at ransom for a payment I wasn’t ready to give.

When we moved to San Francisco, she had opened the doors to a newfound intimacy for us. First, she introduced me to the sensuality of women’s underthings. I thought it was pretty cool, even if a little kinky, and it was a doorway to more for us. Then we discussed how our having sex wasn’t a problem since we’re stepbrother and sister and not actual brother and sister. Once I had gotten past that realization and over the instilled guilt and forbiddances imposed by our stepparents, I was very okay with it.

It was heaven to kiss and make love to my gorgeous best friend and sister, Pearl, whom I always loved. There was though, one minor issue. I wasn’t all that well endowed and didn’t last very long or even realize when I had popped out. Laughable, I know. I wasn’t laughing, though. It was an insult to my masculinity.

Pearl said it was alright. She was happy to see me fulfilled and to share that moment of bliss for me. However, it was apparent that it wasn’t ideal for her.

To top it off, after that evening, I thought we were both going for haircuts in the morning, and the next thing I knew, Pearl was turning me into a girl. Yes, I looked a whole lot better than I did as a guy. Yes, it was much nicer wearing women’s clothes and feeling hot and sexy and looking so good. Yes, surprisingly, I had no qualms about giving up what little masculinity I had by becoming the girl of my dreams. Besides, I wasn’t what a man should be for her, anyway. I suppose it made more sense for her to make me a girl so we could both pursue men. But, to that point, such a thing was just not in my nature.

It made sense to me that she should eliminate any hint of my maleness so I’d stop trying to be a man sexually and get myself frustrated and frustrate her. Not that I wanted men, but that she needed them to satisfy her needs. I wanted nothing more than to keep Pearl happy and quickly got over any jealousy of her with men. As long as she promised we’d be married regardless of my lack of masculine abilities, I was happy as a clam to watch her be satisfied like I was some cuckold on the sidelines. I came to realize that was pretty much what I was, a sissy cuckold, and I was happy enough with that. Pearl wasn’t.

So now I’m showering, holding that shower attachment, and trying to get the nerve to clean my bottom out with it. I did my usual morning routine, and Pearl said that when I was done, if I used the attachment, as I should, I’d be clean down there and ready to take men into it.

As much as I didn’t want to have something in there, especially a man, I toyed with it, unaroused, nervous, afraid that if I failed, we’d never be married and I’d lose Pearl. I knew the stakes. She told me that. We’d both be decimated if we lost each other. I would especially because then I’d have failed to be her groom and also failed to be her wife—a failure as a man and an incomplete woman.

I gave up after some prodding and poking and a good washing between the cheeks, and looked forward to the distraction of our taking possession of Pearl’s new storefront building today. My girlish tasks consoled me as I dried and fluffed my pretty new curly blonde hairstyle, which Pearl had made me get. My long, painted nails gleamed in the light as I fluffed. I applied daytime makeup, including mascara, eyeliner, eyeshadow, contouring, and fully painted lips. A smile came to my face as I created my Barbie doll head on top of my skinny Ken doll chest. The incongruity of it was disturbing but fleeting as I dashed into the bedroom and put on my sturdy bra and gel breast forms, creating luscious cleavage and making me full Barbie again.

I took a deep breath, remembering what Pearl had instructed me to do so Angel and I could have some fun today. Angel was another girl like me. Another sissy that liked to watch other girls, whether or not they had something special under their skirts, be pleased, filled, and deposited by endowed, capable beings. I thought that was what being a girl like me was⏤watching. I thought I was a sissy and took pride in that fact. But…Pearl insisted I wouldn't be a complete sissy like Angel is until others properly used me.

“Dress sexy. No pants. Skirts so you’re accessible to each other for some sissy play.” The thought of Pearl's suggestion, that Angel and I share a loose fist as a place for us to rub against our most sensitive little sissy parts together and fill it with our harvested rewards, was arousing to say the least.

My mind was no longer on my failures or inability, but on the sweet, loving grasp of Angel and looking into her loving eyes as we rubbed against each other’s sweetness. The loveliness of her touch. The sound of her voice. It was truly remarkable that Pearl allowed us such intimacy and even encouraged it, because I felt it was now my most desired way of connecting. But Pearl insisted there was an even better way. Why did I have to have any other way? Because I wanted to marry Pearl, and she wouldn't let us do so unless I grew up.

I huffed and put aside my frustration as I focused on dressing for Angel. Pink lace crotchless panties that matched my bra, over my sheer suntan pantyhose with the gusset cut out for ease of access. A silky, fluffy pink crinoline beneath a pink ruffled minidress with a V-neck top revealing my lovely cleavage and the lace edges of the bra. Pink, one-inch platform, six-inch stiletto-heeled strappy shoes fastened securely about my ankles.

In tiny, vulnerable steps, I walked to the dresser and loaded on earrings, rings, a necklace, and bracelets. Then, I bathed myself in perfume before putting it and the rest of my things in my matching purse and slung it over my shoulder. The familiar energy began to course through me as I became the sissy I had discovered within me. I smiled as I put the pink bow in my curls and checked myself in the full-length mirror.

Pearl clicked in her high heels into our room. “Are you about done, little sissy?” She chuckled. “Oh my, I guess you took what I said to heart. Angel will love the look you’ve made.” She stood there in one of her pinstripe miniskirt power suits, which she so liked to wear. Her edgy, shaggy, nape-long hair was all spiked and intense, her blue eyes radiating an unreal blue color from her pale-skinned face. She had what appeared to be a look of pride on her face for me.

“Thanks! I hope she does. It felt right. I’ve been thinking about us doing what you said, and this dress and the crinoline all seemed to fit two sissies doing that.” I absorbed myself in the full-length mirror, my thumb slung on my purse, my little buddy happily bobbing and leaping in the crinoline's fluff under my minidress.

She came over to me, placed a hand on my shoulder, and kissed my cheek. Then she smiled and adjusted the bow in my hair. “You truly are the epitome of a sissy. So perfect except for one major flaw. Did you manage to clean out today? Is it time for a plug?”

“Eww. No. Sorry. I tried. I’ll try tomorrow. Okay?”

“Of course. I so wish you’d grow up, and then we could get married. I so want you to be my wife!” She pecked me on the lips. “Let’s go. She’s meeting us there, and I don’t want to make her wait.”
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Pearl drove and insisted I play with it as we drove. Heck, why not? Angel would be there. We’d be together. I let the energy surge through me as I alternated between whimpers, letting go of it, and crossing and recrossing my legs. I was so ready for her.

Pearl expressed her approval multiple times, complimenting me and saying how natural and fitting it was for me to be doing that. She loved how responsive I was as well. It took away any guilt or shame and made me proud of what I was, thanks to her saying those things. It was so much better than before, when I’d hide and get it over with and out of the way into the toilet. I loved her watching me and being complimented by her. It made it natural, normal, and a part of who I was for me.

Fully on the edge and bobbing fiercely beneath my minidress, anticipating Angel and me playing, we entered the building for the first time. It had a stale scent, not having been occupied for some time. It had been cleaned once more, which Pearl insisted upon as a condition for the purchase, but the rest remained unchanged. There were a few display cases, which Pearl included in the sale along with the office furniture in the back room. We wandered around, my fetishy-high heels clicking in shorter strides than Pearl’s stilettos.

I stood there and took it all in. “I can’t imagine what’s next. I can’t visualize your things here. Can you? You know what you have more than I do.”

She nodded. “I’m struggling. I hope Angel has ideas.”

I nodded. The front door opened with the quaint, old-fashioned bell above announcing an arrival. “HiYeee!” Angel called out as she carried a large box with three coffees on top in a carrier. “I brought fuel for the brain. Caffeine and honey-dipped croissants.” She placed it all on one of the display cases, passed the coffees around, and opened the box of huge, delectable, lightly glazed buttery croissants. “Fresh-baked and dipped an hour ago.” She grabbed one with one of the wax paper sheets from the box and took a big bite. Her eyes opened wide.

We all dug in. The treats were welcome, and it was wonderful to see Angel, but… she was wearing what appeared to be construction site clothing. Lace-up work boots, faded denim jeans, a T-shirt with a logo on it, and a denim jacket. Now I felt silly the way I was dressed. My face flushed.

She gave me a sticky peck on the cheek. “Don’t you look adorable!”

“Thanks.” I kept my head down and sipped the coffee.

“What’s wrong, Coty?”

“I just realized I dressed inappropriately. Sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry.”

Pearl scoffed. “It’s my fault. I told her to dress accessible so the two of you could have a nice frot without pants being in the way. So she went full sissy.”

Angel’s eyes lit up, and she patted my back. “That’s so sweet! Thank you. I’d have joined you, but I didn’t think a worksite would be a very nice place for such things. Maybe we can do something later. Okay, princess?” She rubbed my shoulders; her look of pity made me melt.

I nodded, filling my face with pastry so I didn’t have to talk. I’m such an idiot.

“Good, girl. So, have you been able to clean out in preparation for your graduation?”

Pearl scoffed. “Nope. Little sissy is afraid of everything and doesn’t know what she’s missing. She thinks she could go through the rest of her life perfectly happy just jerking off or frotting and playing with you.”

Angel rubbed my back. “She’ll get there. She knows that would be boring after a while. Sometimes a girl needs to feel the power within…if you know what I mean. Right, Pearl?”

“So right.”

“So, do you have a remodeling plan? Do you know how you want to set things up? The building seems to be in good shape. Good bones, as they say, so all there will be is cosmetic, organization, and customer flow and views.”

Pearl nodded as she chewed her croissant and rolled her eyes. “Mmm. These are fantastic. And it sounds like you know a bit about doing a retail setup.”

“Done a few.” She looked around. “Offhand, ten to fifteen grand should be sufficient. Can I see what you're selling? Is it discounted, upscale? Midrange? That will dictate how much open space you should have.”

Pearl took her laptop out of her briefcase and placed it on the desk. I finished my croissant and then grabbed my coffee. “I’m going into the office and start setting things up. Did you bring my laptop too, Pearl?”

“I did.” She took it out and handed it to me. “There ya go, princess.”

I smiled a flat-lipped smile and left in tiny, minced steps. I felt silly now, dressed as I was for a day of work. What was I thinking? Why did Pearl coerce me into dressing this way? Did she? She said accessible, not sissy. What an idiot I was.

I needed to check my inventories and place orders to refill the stocking locations anyway. I wiped off the chair and desktop, which were clean anyway, and sat down, the chair cold on my crotchless-pantied bottom, and got to work.
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I worked on my laptop and placed the biggest necessary reorders, but there was more to do. It took a couple of hours, and my stomach was grumbling. Back in front, Pearl and Angel were now standing and talking, with Angel gesticulating and being energized. “Exactly! You can see it now, Pearl. What do you think?” Angel was fired up, and I could see the passion in her. It was powerful and masculine, nothing sissy about it. Her guy jeans, shirt, and work boots looked cute on her girly frame with her long hair tucked under a baseball cap. I was able to see who she was before. She was like I used to be. I missed that.

Pearl hugged Angel. “God, yes. You nailed it. You're pretty damn good at this, aren't you?”

Angel laughed in that raspy voice. “I’ve had a few successes.”

They both turned to me as my heels clicked in those tiny little sissified steps toward them. “I’m going home to get some things. Give me the car key, okay, Pearl? I’ll be back, and then we can go to lunch if you guys want to.”

Pearl dashed over to her purse, dug out the key, and walked it over to me. She gave me a peck on the lips. “Okay, princess. See you soon.” She turned to Angel. “Is lunch good with you, Angel? We’re buying. You can pick where.”

Angel raised her eyebrows. “A free lunch? I don’t turn those down, especially with two hot babes. Hurry back, Coty. I’m starving.”

I nodded and made my way out to the car. I hadn't driven for a while, and driving in one-inch platforms, six-inch stiletto heels was a trip in itself. I was lucky not to get into an accident.

I dashed into the house and up the stairs, directly to what was to be my room, before Pearl and I started sleeping in the same bed and using the same closet. I pulled out my guy’s boot-cut jeans, boots, and a white Oxford cloth button-down collar shirt, then took them into the other room. I didn't have any guys' underwear, but girls' underwear fit me better and was more comfortable anyway. I did have to change out of the crotchless panties, though.

I stripped in the closet, put things away, and dressed. Should I keep the boobs? I wasn’t really interested, but how would I look in a guy's clothes now with the Barbie head and no boobs? I was so confused. Instead of having a new, comfortable identity, I had none. I didn't even know how I should look.

Into the bathroom, I stared at myself in the mirror. Oops, the pink bow in my hair could go, and so could the earrings, for something more modest, like small hoops. Makeup was okay, I guess, and lipstick was okay. I guessed I looked like a girl. The boobs in the Oxford shirt were off. I unbuttoned it more to show more cleavage, but the pink lace bra and cleavage were a bit much. Fuck it! I went into the closet, took off my bra and boobs, and put the shirt back on.

As I walked toward the full-length mirror, I saw an approaching Ken doll with a Barbie head. I sighed and stood there. What the fuck was I? I emptied my purse and filled my pockets. It’s so much easier for a guy not to have to tote a purse around with all his stuff.

I stared at all my blonde curls. Manbun? Too many curls. Ponytail? Too many curls again. Ah…baseball cap like Angel had. I found one in my old closet and put it on. Satisfied with the look, I moved on.

I found the boxes of my office things and carried them out to the car. Driving was much safer now in my regular boots. At least I wasn’t feeling like an idiot all horned up and dressed like a sissy girl longing to frot her girlfriend like some nymphomaniacal freak.

I brought the first box into the store. They both saw me and went silent. I could tell they were confused. I ignored them and brought in the other box, setting it in the back office alongside the first.

I stepped out to the retail area, my guy's boots clunking on the floor. “All ready for lunch?”

Pearl’s face was stuck as she stared, speechless. Angel was smiling. She came over to me and placed her hand on my shoulder. “Get tired of the earlier look? You look cute this way—kind of like a tomboy. I like it. The baseball cap is a nice touch.”

I gave her a peck on the lips. “Thanks! Just not sure what I am anymore.”

Pearl came over and stood there in her power miniskirt suit. “Of course you know what you are. You’re a girl.”

“Am I? I don’t know now. All I know is that being what I was this morning was off. Wrong time, wrong place, wrong outfit. There may be a time that what I was this morning is exactly what I am, but I can’t imagine being that way all the time.”

“So are you gonna shave your head? Take off those nails and become what you were and masquerade as a man again?”

I shook my head. “I didn't say that. I didn’t shave my head, did I? I’m struggling here. All I know right now is that the way I was earlier wasn't right for setting up an office and doing the work that needed to be done. I can’t be a horny little sissy wanting to jerk off or play with another sissy all the time!” I looked at Angel. She nodded.

“Pearl, I need to work, and these clothes made the most sense. Like the way Angel is dressed for working, too. And you, I suppose, though I still think jeans would have been more appropriate for you, but you’re you, and I’m me. Let’s go to lunch. Angel was starving before I left. So am I.”

Pearl had a stern look, her arms crossed. “Whatever! You still look cute, and I love you. Let’s go.”

Angel picked a great place on the water, and we found seats under cover overlooking the docks. It made me happy that we had chosen to move here.

A young server arrived at our table with iced water and placed it as she started. “My name’s Judy and I’ll be your server today. Today’s lunch special is fish and chips, accompanied by a sourdough cup of Dungeness crab chowder and a fresh iced tea, for $17. The sourdough bowl alone is incredible, and the fish has a very light batter and comes with lemon, malt vinegar, and cocktail sauce.”

She stood there waiting. I didn’t need to look at the menu. The special sounded great. “The special, please.”

“Sugar for your tea?”

“No thanks. As is.”

She looked around. Pearl and Angel ordered the same.

Pearl sipped her water and was observing me.

“Pearl, stop staring.”

“I’m not staring.”

“You are. And don’t worry. I’m not going back. Okay? But I don’t want to be a nymphomaniac sissy all the time like you seem to think I should be.”

Our iced teas arrived, and Judy left.

“I never said that.”

“You act like it, though. As if that would motivate me to submit to being penetrated!” I looked around. No one was near. I watched Angel sipping her tea and being quiet. She was lovely. Shame we were hanging out our dirty laundry in front of her.

“I just don't want you to revert to your old ways. I want to marry you, but I want you to be the girl you are all the way. I thought the more libido you had, the more likely you'd want to follow through.”

Angel nodded and sipped.

I shook my head. “Angel, how did you do that your first time? What motivated you?”

She shrugged. “I really realized I was a girl in high school. The first time I did it, I had a girlfriend, which was a miracle anyway because I was the school wimp. The saying about ‘if it's too good to be true, it probably isn’t’ was right. That was so right. She made me realize my body parts weren’t sufficient to satisfy. I think they set her up to embarrass me, actually, and there was a lot of giggling and stuff when the girls went by afterward. I’m sure she told everyone about me. Then I started dressing and acting like a girl, doing makeup, and so on. It fit, and there were guys who thought I was cute. Well, one thing led to another, and before I knew it, I became a popular girl with the guys and learned how good it could be to have a guy so passionate inside of me when he let go. Without the risk of getting pregnant, and looking better than most of the real girls and not having their drama, lots of guys wanted to play with me. I discovered that having them inside me, releasing their passion into me, was an incredibly wonderful experience. A deep connection with the other person. After that… well. Here I am.”

“So why aren’t you married?”

“I never found someone to commit to entirely. I loved many, and many loved me. But to commit? If I were you two, having no baggage of jealousy, and not needing to be a singular sex partner to each other, I might marry that person. Most of the world isn’t ready for that, though. Because you two were brother and sister first, well, that’s probably why that’s easier. Maybe.”

I nodded. Our hot food arrived, and we all dug in. The soup was incredible, the fish with just the right amount of seasoning, and the batter delectable. The fries homemade. We all dug in.

I thought about Angel. I wasn’t much different from her physically. Even though I might be twice as endowed, it still wasn’t very manly. Why wouldn’t I accept the same fate?

Pearl’s hand landed on mine as it went for some fries. “It’s okay. I’m sorry for pushing so hard. I want your transition to be over so you can be you, whatever that means. I can’t help but feel you’re just afraid right now.” She took her hand away.

I nodded, chewing. “Uh, you’re right. I’m afraid. Grossed out, all of that.”

Angel had a look of pity on her face. “Maybe I can help. If you’ll both allow me.”

Pearl’s eyes lit up.

I trusted Angel. What was good for her would be good for me, right? “Uh…” I couldn’t say it.

Pearl grabbed my hand. “C’mon. Let Angel help. Please? She can stay with us if that helps. We can spend more time together that way.”

Hmm, Angel, twenty-four seven? Almost. She has work, and so do we. But close. It was tempting. I looked deep into Angel’s pretty eyes as she chewed her food, her face still revealing a smile as she did. I touched her hand with mine. “Tell me what your plan is, and I’ll think about it.”

She finished chewing and sipped her iced tea. “Not yet. We’ll take it in stages. Okay?”
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Angel moved her stuff into the room with my guy's clothes. It had a queen-sized bed for her and was nice enough. She was happy with the arrangement and eager to help. She never told me what the stages were, but I knew she had told Pearl. Pearl kept her secret and was in a great mood after that.

The rest of that week was busy. Angel had contractors showing up and racks and shelves, and she and Pearl were joined at the waist, creating the vision of the shop. I was in the back room, dressed in jeans and boots, catching up on all the ordering and inventory adjustments on my stuff. It was great to work together, have lunch together, and be regular people, all working hard and driven to succeed. It brought my sense of normality back.

I didn't feel like a freak anymore and even started wearing my boobs to work with girls' tops and boots with pantyhose under the girls’ jeans. No purse needed yet either. It was the best of both worlds at that moment. I had even grown accustomed to my long nails on the keyboard and was back to my normal typing speed. It was as if I had always been this way. It was natural. Normal.

The stages Angel had in mind remained a mystery until Thursday, when the first stage surprised me, and Pearl went out with Blake, while Angel and I stayed in and had Chinese. Angel became the gorgeous, feminine seductress once more. I was throbbing in my jeans all night as we ate, cuddled, watched chick flicks, and petted and smooched.

Then, we decided to go to bed together. She insisted I wear something pretty and feminine, just like her. Oh, how I wished I could stick it in her and be connected, but I knew it wouldn't make it past her cheeks. I wanted to have that connection! Then it hit me. I wanted connection, yet I didn’t want it as a girl. Why? Why was I so stubborn? Then the grossness hit me again.

Luckily, I was aroused enough to forget thinking about it and just enjoy being with Angel. It was heaven on the satin sheets with our silky stockings slipping and sliding against one another, our breasts crushing between us as we wrapped our bodies together, humping against our hardness and each other's silky thighs. Choppy breathing, fingers wrapped in satiny locks, mingling perfumes, sweet squeaks and moans, and little whimpers. My hardness oozed, my heart raced.

Hot breath in my ear as a soft, long-nailed hand brought our hardnesses against the other’s, I drew a deep breath⏤my earlier longing for exactly this intimate touch finally experiencing it. She cradled our rigidity gently. Just enough to let their velvety soft skin glide like a whisper as we moved them in a dance, our hips moving close then pulling back as if to tease.

Her grip became tighter as she broke our kiss and gazed into my eyes. “Mmm, isn't this luscious? Being able to be connected this way, princess?”

“It is. So sweet.”

Her other hand slid down my butt and grasped a cheek, putting me in time as she wished me to be. She looked into my eyes; hers done dramatically and seductively, as they flitted about my face with a look of love. “Let’s finish together, okay?”

“It won’t take long for me. This is a lot to resist.”

Her voice breathy and hot. “I know. Me too. I’ll do something that will force it to happen for you, okay? Keep resisting as much as you can.”

“I will. I am.” I heard myself whimper.

Her hand released its grasp on my bottom and slid between my cheeks. It probed.

“Angel!”

“Don’t worry. Relax. Just relax and resist until you can’t anymore.”

She kept us in her grip as we danced in her hand, rubbing and pressing. The energy made my legs tense, and our slick, stocking-encased legs glided against each other as I heard another whimper escape from my parted, panting lips. Our mingled perfumes filled my nostrils and then my soul as the energy grew, rippling through us as if one. I gasped, little gasps, and whimpered. “Oh, Angel.”

“Mmm.” Her finger probed and found my hole. She pressed the tip against it in a beating motion. She wasn’t pushing it in, but pressing on it, and it sent a sensation through me that was wonderful. “How’s that feel, princess?” She sped up the pressing of it.

“Wow. Uh, huh…I, uh….”

Her finger retreated. “Want more?”

I nodded furiously. “Please.”

She rolled over, took something from the nightstand on her side of the bed, and then came back. She looked into my eyes. “Now don’t be scared. It’s little, and it will be a bit chilly.”

I nodded hurriedly, eager for her to touch me there again. What was she going to do?

The wet, cool tip of what seemed to be the size of a finger pressed between my cheeks, then against the hole again. She began pushing on it again. “How’s that feel?”

“Lovely. Don’t stop, but I won’t last long.”

“Good. I’m close too.”

We continued humping, and she held it pressed against it, then as my hips went back, she didn’t allow it to move, and it sank deeper. My legs shot out tense, and I whimpered.

She wrapped a silky-stockinged leg over mine to hold me as we humped into her hand oh so slowly. Each time I humped, it went deeper into my bottom. The deeper it went, the better it felt. Then suddenly, it sucked into me.

“Ungh! Angel! God, that is soo good. I can’t hold it.” I humped her hand as the ropes of pearls shook my body as they exited, and her ropes shot in time with mine as we each felt they pulsed and spasmed against each other like two snakes gone wild.

“Oh God, Coty! Yes!”

“Oh, Angel!”

Soon, we both collapsed onto each other and caught our breath. I could tell it was in me still. “Angel. It’s stuck in there. Now what? I’m scared.”

“Shhh! It’s tiny and will come right out when you grab it by the hilt. It didn't even go deep. When you sit to pee, you can take it out. Okay? Just relax in the aftermath. See how nice it can be to have something in there?”

“I guess. Will it be dirty when I take it out?”

“I doubt it. It’s so small. If you cleaned out in the morning, it wouldn’t be for sure. Promise me you’ll do that tomorrow? Please?”

“I’ll try.”

“If you do, I’ll have a lovely surprise for you to wear to work tomorrow. Okay?”

“Okay.”

I knew what was coming. But I wasn’t afraid now. It was so pleasant; I wanted it again. I craved the intensity it gave. Would she have me wearing it all day? The thought made me begin to grow again. I’d discovered a new, highly erogenous zone.
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We were making some toast, cereal, coffee, and fresh-squeezed juice when Pearl and Blake came downstairs.

“Morning, ladies!” Blake gave each of us a kiss on the cheek. “What a great day to be alive!” He went to the coffeemaker, poured a mug, and then stood there sipping it and observing.

Pearl clicked over in her mules, one breast almost falling out of her short black satin robe as she gave us each a peck on the cheek. “Morning, girls. Sleep well?”

I nodded. “Very. Thanks.”

“Everything go according to the plan, Angel? Was Coty a good girl?”

“A very good girl. I think she’s on her way.”

Blake put his empty mug in the sink. “And with that good news. I must be on my way. Could there be hope for me and you, Coty?” He grinned as he put his sports coat on.

I shook my head. “That’s different. Way different. Sorry, big guy.”

“Aww. Too bad. Guess Pearl will have to put up with me.” He turned, kissed Pearl, and squeezed her breast. “Thanks for last night. You were incredible.” He left.

We sat with our food, and I couldn't help thinking my wife-to-be had been laid by Blake last night, and I wasn't even in the room. But I wasn’t jealous. Somehow, I felt proud of that. Proud of my caring for her in such a taboo, cuckold-like way. It showed me and her how much I cared for her needs. My spirits were high. My ego fulfilled, even if it wasn’t a typical male ego.

We were all in great moods as we chowed down and scurried about the kitchen, cleaning up.

Pearl said, “I already showered, so you two can use both bathrooms if you want.”

“Coty, you use the master bath because all your stuff is in there, and mine is in the hall bath, so I’ll use that one.” Angel came over to me and wrapped her arms around my waist, pulling me to her. She gazed warmly at me. “This will be a lovely day for you. Remember to clean out, okay? Promise me.”

“I’ll try.”

“No, promise me.” Her face was stern. “You can do it. It’s not rocket science.”

“I know. I’ll try.”

She gave me a peck on the lips and took me by the hand, following Pearl upstairs. My heart was pounding.

Upstairs, we all went our separate ways, and I was done pooping and in the shower in record time. I was excited but scared, too. I ran a razor over my body, then washed and conditioned my hair, then stared at the attachment. It looked like a chrome penis with an eye in the middle and little holes around it. I adjusted the valve and tweaked the water flow. This time, the thought of inserting it aroused me after last night's play.

I probed. I bobbed uncontrollably as the warm streams from the remaining pressure in the top showerhead caressed my body; the attachment getting closer and closer through my butt cheeks. It made contact, and the slow stream tried to divert. My shaft was bobbing crazily as I pressed repeatedly like Angel had before, and soon, the bulbous head had sucked right in, the stream within me. I moved it in and out, enticed by the sensation. I oozed from my shaft and whimpered as I expanded with water down there, felt the urge to let it go, and it did.

Eww. Soon it was down the drain. I did it all again and again, and soon, all that came out was clean, clear water. I couldn’t resist continuing the thrusting, building the energy. I whimpered some more as I oozed and then made myself stop.

I finished showering by loofahing my body with a sweet-smelling moisturizing liquid soap. When I was done, I felt cleaner than I ever had before. It was magnificent.

I dried and fluffed my hair, did my makeup, and went into the closet to pick out clothes. I found a longer V-neck, empire-waist, flowy, lightweight, heather-blue top, a pair of girls' skinny jeans, and four-inch, over-the-calf, brown boots with gold ankle chains. In the bedroom, I picked out a blue bra and panties and a pair of sheer suntan pantyhose with the gusset partly cut out.

I put on the bra, loaded the forms, adjusted my cleavage, then slid the top over my head and realized I could wear it as a dress if I wanted to.

“Hiyeee! Are you all clean?” Angel beamed as she stood in the doorway in her jeans and work boots, her hands behind her back.

“All clean.”

“In and out?”

“In and out.”

She dashed over and gave me a big hug. “Good girl! I’m so proud of you. I knew you could do it. Now, for your surprise. Sit on the bed.”

I did, and she lifted the top and dove onto my now soft little thing. She looked up into my eyes and sucked it to life. Soon, I had my hands on her pretty head and was stuffing her pretty face with it as I squeaked. Suddenly, she stood and flipped me onto my belly on the bed, my feet dangling off. She spread my legs with her feet, then a cold, wet thing pressed between my butt cheeks, and there was that incredible sensation as it pressed on the doorway.

I pressed back, moaning, needing it in me while I humped against the satin sheets. She pressed it as she rubbed my back. I pushed back against it, and it shot into me as I gasped. I heard the sound of air as it grew inside of me from a bulb pump she squeezed. “Tell me when it’s good, princess.”

It grew like an alien within me, spreading deeper and wider. The sensations built, and rather than feeling like I had to get rid of it, I wanted more of it. “Keep going. It’s wonderful.”

She did, and I stretched, and it filled me deliciously.

Angel laughed. “I think that's enough for the first time. It’s probably the size of Blake by now.” She took the hose and bulb off and tossed them onto the bed in front of me. I lay there with my butt in the air. “That’s it? You're done?”

“Yup, finish getting dressed, precious.”

I flipped over and slid into the sheer pantyhose, then the skinny jeans, and finally the boots. I went to the dresser to put on my jewelry and perfume. As I was doing so, a vibration began inside of me, sending ripples of pleasure through me. “What?”

“Don’t worry. I’m setting the vibrator up on your phone for you. I’m setting it to random and high.” Her fingernails clicked.

The silent hum inside of me sent me through the roof, and my leg twitched as I held fast to the dresser to keep from falling on my weakened knees. “Oh, God!”

“Uh, less, huh?” It diminished. My leg stopped twitching. “That good?”

“Fantastic.”

“Good.” She tossed my phone into my purse on the dresser. I bathed in my perfume and put it in my purse. “Ready to go to work?”

I nodded, half distracted by the sensations filling me. “This is weird.”

“Good weird?”

“Great weird. Don’t know how I’ll do any work though.”

“You don't have to. You said you were caught up with your stuff yesterday. Plus, it’s Friday.”

“True. But I was gonna help you two.”

“Okay.” She grabbed my hand, and we walked downstairs. The thing inside me added to the femininity of my walk as much as high heels did. My hips swayed with each step, my breasts tugged, and my cleavage jiggled as we went to work. Angel drove us, as Pearl had already left.

“Should have worn a skirt, girl.”

“But we’re working.”

“You could be playing instead. Pearl and I would both love to have you do that while we work.”

“Nope. I want to work. I don't want to get caught in the sissy trap again, just playing with myself all day. I’d rather save that for us.”

“Or Blake, maybe.”

“Nope. No way. Never.”

“We’ll see. Stage two is in place; stage three is next. We’ll see what you say after stage three.”

“What’s stage three?”

“You’ll see.”
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It was a good thing the top I wore covered the crotch of my jeans, because even as small as I was, it showed from its raging hardness. I wanted to stick it in either of the girls if I could, but even more so, I wanted to grab the plug in me and shove it in and out. I was possessed as I helped assemble clothes racks, marveling at the thick, cool, phallic-like rods that made it up. My mind would see phallic objects in everything I looked at—the quaint street light posts with the bulbous heads, the display shelf columns flared at the top, and the firm bananas Pearl brought for us to snack on.

I absentmindedly put on a show when we took a break to eat them as I stared out the window of the shop at the proud light post, seemingly trying to penetrate the sky. I moved the sweet treat in and out of my lips and flicked the tip with my tongue and circled it over and over, lapping up the sweetness of the treat as much as the thrill of my imaginings.

Looking directly at me, Pearl let out a belly laugh, pointing and nearly crying from laughing so hard. I had no idea what she was laughing at until Angel came over and held my hand from thrusting for a moment. “As much as you try, little girl, that daddy won’t give you a reward.”

I took it out of my mouth and looked at it. My tongue work had actually shaped it like a real one with a head on it. “Uh…sorry. Don’t know what got into me.”

Pearl placed her hand on my shoulder. “It’s okay. What got into you is the knowledge of how good it can be to have something like that inside you. So now everything is one because you want it so badly. That’s a good thing. Your mind is focused on what pleases you, so it can have more.”

“No. I don’t want a real one in there.”

“Are you sure!?” Pearl looked flustered.

Angel put her arm around me. “It’s okay. You will soon. Probably after stage three.”

“Stage three?”

“You’ll see. Now, let's get back to work.”

Fortunately, the work we were doing didn’t require much, though. I mindlessly screwed things, marrying them together for life. Hmm, screwed and married for life. What a dream to marry Pearl. I longed for it so much.

I screwed and married things and screwed some more as the plug did its random vibrating on and off, and I appreciated that focal point more and more. By the end of our labors, I had damp panties from the oozing and my incessant phallic thoughts. Was Pearl right? Were these thoughts the result of my wanting to have a real one pulsing and spasming inside of me? I heard a little whimper emanate from my lips.

“What’s wrong, Coty? Tired? We’re all done anyway.” Angel stood next to me and rubbed my shoulder as I leaned back on the display case, my legs crossed. Her eyes showed a look of concern.

“No, I’m good. Just somewhat possessed by the toy you have me wearing. It makes that area and the sensations a focal point.”

“Good! That’s what it’s for. To help you gain an appreciation for an area you once looked at as off-limits. Glad to hear that. Perhaps we can utilize that with a different type of toy tonight. Something that can help you learn how connected you can be from that access point.” She laughed her raspy laugh. “C’mon. Pearl is closing up. We’re done for today. Nothing left.” She looked around. “The only thing left is painting, which the contractors will do this weekend, and then we’ll load the product on Monday.”

Pearl clicked into our space, smiling. “Good job, girls. Thank you both so much. This went faster than I expected, and I love how it’s going to look. Do you, Coty?”

I looked around. “I think it's fabulous—great flow and targeted visual points without being planned looking. Should work well.”

Pearl gave me a peck on the lips. “Glad you like it too. You’re my most important partner. So ready to get married?”

“Uh…yeah. Have been.”

“Good. So should I have Blake come to you so you can have your first?”

“Uh…I didn't mean that. Why can't we just get married? Please?”

She had a blank look. Her suit was wrinkled, and her blouse untucked. She had worked hard. Was that her giving in because she’s worn down? I could tell her brain was processing something. Maybe she was giving up on making me do that.

Her eyes popped open. “Hey! Speaking of marrying. When you do grow up and become a big girl and not the fearful, uncertain, selfish, and wimpy sissy ass you are, we’ll be getting married. Knowing you better than you know yourself, I am 100% certain that you’ll grow up soon. So…to help motivate you further…”

She placed both hands on my shoulders and looked into my eyes with those wide-open, bright blue, penetrating eyes. “What do you say we all go shopping for some wedding dresses? Angel can help us pick some out—something blisteringly virgin white, sexy, and cleavage-forward, short and sassy. Maybe even short enough to show the tops of our gleaming white stockings and the clasps of the garter belts. Something that would make us immediately accessible and vulnerable on our wedding day. Hmm? Sound sexy? Fun? Would you like to see me in a wedding dress like that when we get married?” She glowed with excitement.

I laughed. “God, yes!”

“And would you be my blushing bride, wearing a similarly hot wedding dress?”

I laughed again. “Oh God, yes. That sounds so fun!”

“Good. Then that’s what we do today. Are you free, Angel?”

“Committed to you two right now. Of course. Maybe I’ll find a bridesmaid dress too. If I can be a bridesmaid.”

“Of course you can. We’ll plan the wedding when baby Coty here commits to getting married. I won't even make her do it beforehand if she promises to do it on our wedding day to consummate our vows to each other. I’ll write the vows too if that’s okay, Coty.”

“Sure,”

“Good.”

“So I don’t need to do it, just commit to it?”

“Yes. I trust you. You wouldn’t commit to something and not follow through on it. It’s not in your nature. Want to commit now? Then we can set a date and make a guest list.”

“Uh…” I looked at them both. They both were anxiously waiting for my affirmation. I so wanted to do it. “Uh…I…”

Pearl shook her head and leaned forward into my face. I could feel her breath on my face as she spoke. “Fuck you, Coty. You and the horse or that butt plug you rode in on. Let's go shopping. Maybe that will help you want to be my bride more and break your silly paradigm.” She straightened her suit-coat, tucked in her blouse, and smoothed her miniskirt. She lifted her leg, smoothed her sheer stocking up, making it snugger, then did the other leg. She banged her stiletto heel on the floor, grabbed my hand, and tugged me out of the store, Angel in tow. “I’m driving.”

The plug shot off, my boobs tugged as I trotted alongside, trying to keep up. I was soft in my panties, scared of Pearl right then.
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Angel rode in the backseat. Pearl burned out of the parking space behind her store. I scrambled to put on my seat belt. She slammed on the brakes, skidding to a stop before the sidewalk at the street. She put the car in park and turned her head to the back. “Angel. I have no idea where to go. Any ideas, Miss Townie?”

“I was hoping you’d ask, but was afraid of saying anything the way you’re acting.” Angel’s head was down and her eyes up like a dog who was waiting to get whacked.

Pearls’s shoulders slumped. She took a deep breath, nodding her head. “I know. Sorry. I owe you both an apology. I hate when that happens to me. Usually, I can ignore those dark, angry desires and behave properly, but…well…I’m sorry. I was getting frustrated.”

She turned to me. “You don’t have to commit now. We’ll get the wedding dresses, and you can commit when you’re ready. You can look at them for the rest of your life if you want and never wear them. Okay?”

I felt bad. “Uh…”

“It’s okay. Let’s have fun picking them out and buying them, and celebrate that we’re getting closer. Okay? Relax now. I must have ruined your libido buzz, Coty. I’m sorry.” Her hand caressed my leg in my jeans. “Oh, you might want to slip the jeans off. It’s easier to try things on without having to take the pants off and on. That blouse will be a cute minidress too, and look nice with the boots.”

“Good idea. I’ll do that.”

“Angel? Where to?”

“I sent you a pin so you can use Maps and CarPlay.”

Pearl took her phone from her purse, and the route appeared on the display. Pearl nodded. “ETA, thirty minutes. Play with them if you've got 'em.” She laughed and drove off.
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I took my boots off and wriggled my way out of my jeans, folded them neatly, and passed them to the back seat to Angel. The boots went back on, then I readjusted my pantyhose and top, which was now my dress. “This looks pretty decent, doesn't it, Pearl?”

She glanced over. “It does. Really cute. Sexy too,”

“Thanks.”

I gazed out the window, taking in the unfamiliar surroundings. We were going to buy Pearl a wedding dress. I never imagined we’d ever do such a thing, but here I was on the way to shop for her wedding dress to marry me. Wow! A smile filled my face, and I got a warm, fuzzy feeling all over. Then the plug shot off and sent ripples of pleasure through me. I unconsciously crossed my legs and glided them against each other as my long-nailed fingers caressed my thigh.

I had reentered that sensual, pretty, feminine sensation that defined who I now was. I wouldn't be getting a tux for our wedding. No, I was getting a wedding dress—a sexy one. I recrossed my legs, imagining wearing a wedding dress. Somehow, it represented the ultimate femininity. Bristling white, a symbol of a girl's virginity, as she held it in waiting for her man. Not something likely to happen these days, but a nice thought. Pearl is saving herself for me. Ha! She was far from a virgin, and she wasn’t even thinking of giving it to me. She wanted me to be a bride too and have my own man.

Me. A bride. Being bred by a passionate, powerful man. The plug went off in me. I recrossed my legs as the energy filled me. I caressed my stockinged thigh, imagining a man and wife on their wedding night. The unbridled passion. His adoration of her allure. The way he responded to entering her hot, tight inner being and thrusted with voracity and fire, hungry to deposit his seed deep inside of her as his body clenches and he moans and looks into her eyes, then his thick, long, rigid connection to her receptive femininity spasms and jerks in her, filling her feminine soul with his powerful masculine love. It was an unimaginable miracle, it seemed, and filled me with the desire to have someone so passionate about me, connected to me deep inside, and to be filled with their passion.

The plug went off again, and my hand unconsciously drifted beneath my panties and jerked my oozing hardness—a whimper issued from my lips.

A hand glided on my stockinged thigh. “Feeling pretty, Coty? Are you okay, princess? Penny for your thoughts.”

I whimpered, then pulled myself back from the imaginings and released my bobbing hardness, placing my hand on hers and taking a deep breath. I gazed lovingly at Pearl. “I’m okay. Just getting caught up in thinking about the wedding dress and stuff.”

“Good. That's good. Keep at it. Sorry to disturb you.” She glanced at the map as it told us to turn into the parking lot. “Oh well, we’re here.”
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We entered the store, our heels clicking on the tiled floor as an electronic bell rang, and the three of us looked all around as we moved through. There was limited product on the floor, aside from mannequins in men’s suits and coats and women’s mannequins in gowns, cocktail dresses, and wedding dresses.

Angel stopped us. “It’s a made-to-order store. One-day turnaround. They make it overnight. We select the fabrics and styles, customize them as we want, and they manufacture them. The drag queens come here a lot for their stage clothes, as do the local bands and people attending special parties or New Year's Eve events and stuff. They do a marvelous job. Not too pricey either for what you get.”

A petite, Asian, broadly smiling, squinty-eyed, pretty young lady, maybe four feet three in high heels, came up to us with her hand out. She bowed her head, and we shook her hand. With a heavy Korean accent, she asked how to help.

Pearl pointed to me and her and said, “Wedding dresses.” She nodded and smiled, as did the salesgirl, and Pearl pointed to Angel. “Bridesmaid.”

The young lady asked us to follow her and stopped before a mannequin in a wedding dress. “This?”

Pearl nodded. “Yes, but…” She went over to it, using her fingers like scissors, and motioned, snipping the front of the dress in an arch and around the back, as if shortening it. She made cutting motions to the breast area to create a V-neck and to the sleeves to make them short.

The girl giggled and nodded, then motioned with all her fingers on one hand and held her forearm to show that we should follow her again. She moved through the store to a room with tables, chairs, and books on shelves along the walls. She pulled chairs out, motioned to them, and said, “Prease.” She trotted over to a counter, poured hot tea into a pot, and placed it, along with cups and some biscuits, on a tray. Then, she ran it back to us and set it on a table. She poured tea and passed it out, placed biscuits on napkins, and handed them to us. Then, she dashed off to the shelves, took down several books, and carried them over to the table.

She opened a book with Korean markings on the binding. It held pictures of Asian women in short wedding dresses. “Brides.”

She placed it before Pearl and me. Pearl went through the pages. She stopped at one. “Oh, Coty, look at the beading and the lace. It’s a work of art, isn’t it?”

“God yes, I can imagine what that would cost.”

“You only get married once, right?”

I shrugged. Angel said, “Don’t worry. It won’t be as much as you’d think.”

Pearl pushed the picture in front of the girl, who sat beside us on a short stool she had pulled over. Pearl drew with her fingernails and then made scissor motions with her fingers. The girl nodded, then took a wax pencil out and handed it to Pearl. Pearl was careful to mark it up on the plastic sleeve, creating an arch in front that would extend above the crotch and then curve back down.

The girl giggled and covered her mouth. She tilted her head. “Panties? Matching?” She stood, lifted her minidress, revealed her panties, and tugged on the waistband, then lowered her dress and ran off. She returned with a sample of the dress material, lifted her dress again, and placed it over her panties, smiling and giggling.

Pearl laughed and nodded. “Yes, wonderful. Matching panties, too. Perfect.”

The girl ran off and came back with a garter belt and bra as well. “Matching too?”

Pearl nodded. “Yes. Please.” Pearl sketched something on the girl’s pad, then pointed at it. “Bra shape?”

The girl giggled. “Yes. I can do and match dless too.”

“Great!”

The girl sat on the stool, did some quick calculations on a pad, and then slid it in front of Pearl. “Each.”

Pearl looked at it. “Hmm. Okay. $500 each, $1000 total.”

The girl took the pad and put an “X” and a “2”, then an equal sign, and $1000. She nodded and smiled. “Yes?”

“Yes.”

“Okay! Blidesmaid, and then we measure.”

She took care of Angel as fastidiously, with Angel picking a baby-blue mini dress in the same style but without the dramatic reveal of the front hemline. Angel was excited. “I can wear it after the wedding, too. Even to dinner and clubbing.”

“You bet. It’s so pretty. Getting matching undies and things?”

“For sure.”

Angel agreed to the bill, and then the girl took a paper tape measure to measure us all, taking notes on the pad. When she was done, she ran our deposits on our cards, and then she bowed and thanked us, shaking our hands. She wrote the time and date it would be ready on a pad. It was the next day at the same time as the present. Wow.

She wrote the cost for each of our ensembles on a numbered card, including the date and time, and tore off a tab with the corresponding number. She stuck the tab on her pad next to the measurements and her notes for each dress, then handed the tickets to us. She smiled and held her pad tightly to her chest. She waved. “See… You… soon.” She shook all our hands again, bowed, and backed away from us about ten feet, and then dashed off to the back of the store.

“Dang! I was hoping to try on dresses.” I shook my head.

Pearl nodded. “Me too.”

Angel shrugged, “Sorry. Don't worry. You won't be disappointed. Trust me. You’ll love all of it. Now we need some shoes. Too bad they didn’t do those, too. The matching purses will be awesome, though.”

We were clicking our way out of the store. Pearl said, “I want us to get fetishy-high, come fuck me, stiletto heels, really delicate. Know where we can do that, Angel?”

Angel laughed. “I have a few pairs of them. I’ll take you where I got them. They have shoes you can try on to determine your maximum heel height, so you can still walk without breaking an ankle. Then, when you pick out the shoes, they cut the heel to the final dimension. 150 bucks a pair though.”

“Really? That’s cheap. I know a six-inch heel is too much, and I could do a bit more than a five-inch, so let's do it, girl!”

The shoes were so cool that we bought more than one pair for clubbing and other events. Pearl made Angel get another pair for herself as a thank you for taking us around.

By then, we were parched and hungry, and I was a one-horned up little girl.

“Drinks and food? Does anyone need to change clothes?” Pearl looked at us both, and we shrugged, then shook our heads as we looked at each other. I was surprised she didn’t want to change out of her business suit.

“I’ll tell you what. I forgot Angel’s car is still at work. We can pick up Angel’s car, and she can take it back to our place, then we can all Uber and have a relaxing night out. If anyone wants to change when we get home, they can. Okay?”
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I didn’t need to change, but I needed to get that incessant plug out of me. I needed to be normal..

I unplugged, washed it, and put it away, relieved not to have it stimulating me. I undid my cap, combed out my curls, checked my makeup, touched up my lipstick, then stood there, deciding whether to change.

I felt I needed to rinse off and get the dust from the shop off me, and put on some fresh undies and panties. After my rinse, I went into the closet and began perusing the dresses and skirts. I couldn't get past a cute, faded-pink, V-neck, crinolined, flared-hem minidress with puffy cap sleeves. It was such a feminine, girly, yet sexy look. Fuck it. It cried out to me to wear it. I took it to the bed along with strappy white five-inch stilettos and placed them on the bed, then found a baby pink, lace-edged bra and crotchless panties. Of course, this outfit also cried out for a garter belt and sheer white stockings.

I was dressed in no time and changed out my earrings and jewelry, then bathed in a delicate, flowery perfume that filled me with a sensation of girliness and femininity. I loaded my purse and slung it over my shoulder, then checked myself in the full-length mirror. I was Polly Purebred again. My most feminine, sissy faggot self.

There I stood, having taken out the plug to get away from the libido nymphomania it instilled in me, and yet my hardness in the crotchless panties was bobbing up and down of its own accord, the tip rubbing the silken crinoline, and my body was filled with that tingling, surging, feminine, pretty, incredibly lovely energy of an immensely horny adorable girl looking back at me.

I had once more dumped myself right back into what I was trying to get away from. Oh well. Seems we always automatically move to where we’re most comfortable. I couldn’t help smiling at my so sissy-like Polly Purebred image in the mirror and grasping my bobbing buddy to stroke it in the crinoline while my eyes roamed my gorgeous, ultra-feminine, and girly image in the mirror. I heard whimpers emanate from my pink-painted, parted lips.

Pearl came into the bedroom and stood beside me in the full-length mirror. Pearl had ditched the suit for a black velvet clingy halter-top romper with no bra, sheer suntan stockings, and strappy high heels. She was all legs and boobs and even nipple bumps when the crop top sweater she wore slid to the side a bit. She was drop-dead gorgeous and soon, if I grew into a big girl, would be my wife. I didn’t even realize I was still jerking it in the silky fluff, looking at her with my jaw hanging. I guess I was used to my sister seeing me this way. I whimpered and crossed my legs, standing there jerking it and looking at our reflections.

She stood there, purse slung on her shoulder, thumb hooked on it, and head tilted as she took me in. “Oh my. Looks like Polly has returned, and she’s all worked up again. Love that look on you; the sheer white stockings make it even more sissy. Nice.”

“Thanks. I guess.” My hand continued its ministrations, my breath choppy as I gazed at the love of my life standing beside me, her hand on my shoulder as she grinned in the full-length mirror. My eyes flitted back and forth between her and how adorable I looked. I heard a whimper emanate from my parted lips. I oozed and rubbed one silky, sheer-white, stockinged leg against the other as if performing for myself but really just being incredibly horny. I sped up, and squeaking sounds emanated from my parted painted lips; my breath was choppy.

“Is that plug driving you wild?” Her hand squeezed my shoulder to get my attention to her words as she looked into my eyes. Her hand stopped my hand from jerking it and moved it to the side.

“Uh… shit… sorry. Forgot I was doing that. Got so engrossed in the lovely sensations filling me.”

“Nothing to be sorry about. I told you you’re adorable like that when you get so sensual.” She gave me a peck.

“I took the plug out, hoping not to be the nympho-girl tonight, but then when I found this dress and got dressed, it all fell apart, and the energy took over. I’m afraid being a girl is still too much for me to handle when I dress so girly.”

“Is that bad?”

“It can be annoying. But it fills me with a powerful, feminine, pretty energy I love. It overwhelms me. I’m out of control.”

“That’s because it's what you’re meant to be. You need to stop trying to control, like when you masqueraded as a man and tried to control being that. You’re only frustrating yourself. You’re used to wanting control because you had to try to project masculinity. That’s over. Project who you are now. Let go. Enjoy it. Embrace it. You’re fortunate to have such a profound response to being who you’re best suited to be. You’re lucky.”

I shrugged. “I guess. Makes sense.”

Angel came in dressed in a very short, crinoline-lifted, flared-hem halter top, a midnight-black minidress, black strappy five-inch heels, a matching purse, and a shrug about her shoulders. Her hair was draped across one shoulder and clipped. Eyeshadow and makeup: an intense, dramatic evening look that made her eyes pop like jewels.

She came over to me and placed one hand on my shoulder, and the other on my hardness, and she kissed me deeply. She broke the kiss. “Seems you’re in an aroused state, young lady. Good. Me too; let’s enjoy it together. We all worked hard this week and deserve some pleasure.”

Pearl patted both our shoulders. “Yes. We sure did, ladies. Let’s go have a drink and a nice dinner.”

The three of us rode in the back of the Uber Black, snuggled together. I was in the middle and the recipient of two women’s caressing and teasing hands on my silky white stockinged thighs, and of course, my tent pole beneath my dress. My hands roamed their legs, and we all seemed to be more than in the mood for something wild. What would tonight bring? In a way, I just wanted to eat, go home, and cuddle with Angel after such a busy day and linger in this flowing feminine energy.

Pearl took her phone from her purse, and her nails tapped away on it. In a moment, her eyes went wide, and then she just stared at me as she tapped her phone. “Phew. That can get intense.”

“What?”

“I used an expandable, vibrating plug like the one you wore today, but I wore it in front tonight. They’re pretty neat. Love how silent they are, too. I’m wet as heck from it. The snap bottom of this romper holds it tight against my skin, and the hilt presses between the folds of my button, transferring the sensations to it as well. It’s wonderful. God, who needs guys with toys like these?”

“See? I don’t need a guy.”

“Oh, hush. You still need to prove to yourself you’re a girl all the way. Besides, did you come on that plug today?”

“No.”

“See? Someday you will when it’s real and has real energy to fill you with instead of mechanical vibrations.”

She went back to her phone and adjusted it, then her leg twitched, and she gasped, putting it back down. “There. A perfect edger. Mmm.” She gave me a peck and put her phone away. “Gonna get laid tonight, girl?”

“Pearl!”

“Gonna commit?”

“Uh…”

“Fuck you, Coty!” She turned to look out the window.
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We exited the Uber, and the wind and mist shivered our nearly naked bodies, coating our sheer stockinged legs with cold and wet spray as the three of us huddled together arm in arm, dashing in tiny steps to the door held open by a smiling maître d'. Inside, we all shook off the shivers.

The maître d' grabbed menus and smiled. “Ladies, this way quickly. I’ll give you seats in front of the fire. You’ll warm up from the rain quickly.”

We were seated in a circular booth facing a gas fireplace, with me in the middle again. Our legs touched as we all crossed them, then our calves touched each other while we perused the drink menu, and the maître d' poured water for us. “James, your server will be right over.”

He left and was replaced by a white, ruffled-front shirt, triangular torso, wrapped in a black vest with a black velvet bow tie. Gleaming white teeth flashed from his broad face. He was nothing if not handsome, and his physique was firm yet not overly muscular. He stood about six feet or so, sending warm, intense energy toward us.

“Ladies! I’m James, and I’m here to serve. Have you had enough time to review the cocktail list, or is there something else I can provide?” His eyes flitted over us as much as our eyes flickered over him. I could see the dense shadow of a limp but significant piece of flesh beneath his black dress pants.

I tore my eyes from him and looked at the drink menu. Pearl leaned forward toward him, making the top of her outfit loosen and reveal ample cleavage. Then she pulled back erect, and the bumps from her nipples showed through her top. She smiled seductively at him. A shudder passed through her. The plug, I guessed. She recrossed her legs. “Uh…James. Which would you recommend? The Bay Area Seductress or the Fisherman’s Dick?”

“Fisherman’s Dock, miss.”

“The Fisherman’s Dick it is then.”

“The Fisherman’s Dock.” He pointed to it on the menu. “See? Dock. Would you like the Fisherman’s Dock?” He chuckled.

Pearl laughed. “Oh my. You can certainly tell where my mind is at. Can you describe both drinks?”

“No problem.” He chuckled. “Now, the Bay Area Seductress is a woman’s drink and has special herbs and fragrances to entice and enhance a penetrating loss of inhibition and overall openness to pleasure, such as fine dining and other corporeal delights. The Fisherman’s … Dock…” He chuckled. “…is a Sazerac with herbs and additional fragrances of smoke and leather, creating a stiffening, secure, dock-like rigidity and power. Though these drinks are meant to be drunk by the targeted genders, they are enjoyable to both and not restricted to either.” He smiled and tilted his head, his pen in hand on his pad. His eyes roamed over us, flitting to our breasts on and off.

He was hardening in his pants. I loved it. The effect women can have on men, and how obvious it was, was terrific. Women don't show their status so easily. I responded beneath my dress, seeing that, and recrossed my legs.

What drink should I get? As much as I thought I wanted the Fisherman’s Dock, the feminine energy in me said that was silly and so not me, and I tilted my head, sat up straight, which pushed my cleavage out for his viewing, and said, “I’ll have the Seductress, please.”

“Of course, miss.” His eyes flitted from my face to my breasts. I loved that! Just the response I wanted.

Pearl had the same drink, and Angel had the Fisherman’s Dock. She seemed to be feeling her masculine energy a bit. It was enticing, the way she looked as she ordered in her raspy voice. I loved her masculine power when she tapped into it, almost wishing I had ordered it too. But it didn’t feel right even now. She had more masculine personality traits than I did, even though we were both sissy faggots at heart.

We sipped our water and had hushed chatter about James, Pearl being the one most captivated by him as she squirmed and writhed on her randomly active plug. I could tell when it went off in her. Her eyes lit and sparked a bit; she twitched one thing or another, like her wrist, her leg, or her back. A slight sigh would happen at the end. She was basically torturing herself.

“Are you okay, Pearl? I don’t want you to have a heart attack from that thing. Why not shut it off and use James? I think he’s big enough for you, and he even smells as good as he looks.” I caressed her stockinged thigh beneath the table, gazing into her eyes. “Why are you torturing yourself?”

She smiled a flat-lipped smile and placed her soft hand on mine, and made mine glide back and forth on her silky thigh as I continued throbbing beneath my dress from seeing James aroused, and now caressing my horny sister. “I guess it’s me trying to relate to you by torturing myself. You're doing the same thing now. You love sucking men, making them come, seeing men, being admired by men, and yet refuse to be taken by men. It baffles me, so I’m trying to see what you see in this torture you do to yourself all the time.” She shuddered, her eyes rolled.

“Stop! You can stop now. You made your point.”

“Nope. You haven’t committed. You have James ravage you after dinner, Coty.”

“Pearl!”

James returned with our drinks. I wondered whether he had heard us as he approached from behind. His face was flushed, and his eyes were flitting as he placed our drinks. Angel’s drink was under a cover of wood, and he lifted it, allowing the smoke to float around it. “There. Anything else for now?” He stood with his linen napkin draped on his forearm and his hardness now much larger, and I saw it throb. I stared at it intently.

“Uh…Everything looks fantastic. So nicely presented.” It throbbed for me again. I looked up at him and winked.

He grinned. “Thank you, miss. Anything else right now?”

Pearl stared right at his crotch and said, “Oh, how I wish.” She smiled broadly and looked up at him. “Uh…nothing now, thanks.” She winked.

He turned and left.

We lifted our drinks. Pearl said, “To Coty getting laid and soon!”

They clinked. I hesitated, and Pearl and Angel clinked my glass for me. Angel said, “Say it, Coty. Repeat the toast. It’s tradition and bad luck not to.”

“To Coty getting laid…soon.”

The girls hooted.

“Finally. Progress!” Pearl said, raising her glass again and sipping.

She had a look of satisfaction on her face as she rolled her eyes for a moment and gripped the table edge tightly, then came back to us. “Coty. So if you won’t get laid tonight, will you commit to it for your wedding night?”

“Gosh, golly. Hmm. Wedding night sounds so sweet. I so want to marry you.”

“Me too. Commit.”

I shrugged.

We ordered oysters and Dungeness crab claws and chatted. The girls were on a mission. I was being pressured and seduced into submission. I was worried I was going to give in. I pounded my drink to boost my courage and ordered another from our ever-growing and increasingly enticing James.

“But you girls are used to it. It would be my first time.”

Angel grasped me beneath the table through my fluff and looked into my eyes as she gently caressed, stroked, and rolled my globes in her hand. “Yes, Coty! The first time. That’s the best. What better time than on your wedding night to experience such bliss and the validation and realization of the alluring, feminine creature you are? You’re the pretty and feminine receptacle, an eager depository for men’s boundless power and passion—the utter submission of your body and soul as an object for another person's convenience and gratification. Like the bride on her wedding night, lying down like a blow-up doll and submitting to the groom’s lustful use. Isn't that the ultimate time to have as your first?”

I rolled my eyes. It sounded so degrading yet somehow intriguing in its contrast to masculinity. “What was your first time?”

She looked up and to the right. “It was nice. Not a wedding night, so it could never be as good as that. But nice.”

“What happened? If I may ask.”

“Well.” She looked back and forth between us, Pearl leaning in, her one foot bouncing over the other, rubbing against mine, and transferring her horny energy to me. “It was Blake. It was the first time I had fully feminized myself for a date with anyone. It was great.”

“So you didn't do it as a guy, or femboy, with Blake?”

“I wanted to. So badly. He’d had other males and femboys before, too. But he tortured me. He insisted I see what it’s like to present as the girl he said I was, versus the uncommitted femboy I lived as. He wanted it for me. It was his discovery of it within me that drove him to make me a girl. I’m so glad he did now. This is so much better than the partial feminization of being a femboy.”

“So give us the details.”

“Uh, okay. First, he took me—the femboy—to the salon. They gave me the complete treatment, like you had. Then we shopped and bought all kinds of things for daily wear and the basics, but the dress for that night was special, as were the hosiery, accessories, and so on. It was a dress similar to this one, but in pastel pink, like yours now, and I never felt so fully feminine and pretty as I did then. I had gel breast forms and everything. That was before I got the implants, of course.”

“We’ll have to talk about that sometime. The implants,” I said. “Go on.”

“He wined and dined me. I couldn't keep my hands off his cock under the table. We were a couple, not a guy with a femboy, and somehow it was liberating. It made me more… sexy, uninhibited… To me and to him. And so much more delightfully feminine. I loved it. I was overwhelmed by the compelling need to be taken and used by him. I needed his power released inside my now delicate, feminine being.”

She rolled her head on her shoulders. “God, it was so good. Anyway. I knew then I would never lower myself to being a guy again. I knew I was a girl, and I knew my purpose in life was to be a receptacle, a depository for the masculine power and energy that comes from that python jerking and spasming inside your soul. There’s nothing like being dumped into like a whore.”

She laughed in her raspy voice and looked around. She sipped her drink. “Phew!”

Pearl caressed my thigh. “See? Doesn’t that sound lovely? Don’t you want it?”

I shook my head and rolled my eyes. “Pearl, Angel, no offense, but it sounds degrading. Submitting, being a receptacle, a depository, being used, being an object for a man’s convenience, like a blow-up doll. What woman today would say she wants that? That went away in the sixties with bullet bras and girdles.”

Pearl put her hand on mine on the table as she looked into my eyes. “Yes, that’s true. However, it doesn’t alter the dichotomy between male and female. The male is inherently more powerful. Women can be powerful, but not physically. Look at what women look for in a man: height, build, and looks. Geeks rarely have a chance with most women, yet they’re often the best husbands. It's animal nature, and yet women want to deny their end of the spectrum, call it degrading, and try to take on male characteristics. Right?”

“I guess.”

“The thing is, we’re still those animals, and the reason the female of the species has those submissive, service-oriented drives is because it's what we are at the animal level. By doing so, the woman increases her chances for multiple impregnations, where the most potent sperm wins and evolution proceeds with the most vigorous offspring. The receptacle and depository you’re so revolted by being called is how we evolved. Once you realize your feminine nature and the animal remnants of our being, your view will change.”

“Not so sure of that. You like being an object?”

“Sure. At least when I want sex, it's a compliment to be objectified. Do I want a husband who treats me like an object? Hell no! That's why I want to marry you. We’ll be equals. Sex is for entertainment, not procreation, for us. We’re free.”

I nodded. “I understand better why you want to marry me. To marry a man whom one selects based on physical dimensions doesn’t necessarily yield a compatible partnership.”

“Exactly! So when Angel or I, and soon you, I hope, have sex with a human with a dick, we become harvesters of passion; we give them the impression we want them to use us, and deep inside we actually want that. It's a compliment to our allure and seductiveness, our feminine appeal, our ability to draw mates to procreate, though you won’t be able to make babies, and I don’t want to. It's in our primitive nature. Our essence. It satisfies the ancient feminine needs in the mammalian portions of our brains, and that is immensely, primally, very satisfying. It isn't a submission so much as an inherent utilization of our natural feminine appeal and talents. It's something to be proud of and embrace, not show disgust over.”

“Hmm. Interesting. Makes sense on the procreation and evolutionary path.”

“Why do you think women are multiorgasmic and men are one and done?”

“So women can keep taking on other males to mate with when they’re ovulating?”

“Exactly. Our patriarchal society has made women conform to the controls of patriarchy over evolutionary benefit. Oh, well.”

“But I’m not a woman.”

“No, but you're more feminine than masculine, and it's in your nature, your inner being, to be the girl inside. The seductress.”

“Wow. And I just thought it was about being pretty and wearing sexy, pretty clothes. Like some fetish. Hmm. I get it now.”

Angel ran her hand on my thigh as I sipped my drink, James standing off in the distance watching us in case we needed him. She looked into my eyes and placed her hand in my lap, above my crotch. “So, tell me you didn't get aroused from my disgusting description. From the power being harvested. From the validation of feminine allure, from the deep soul-felt connection to the python squirming and jerking within.” Her eyes flitted my face as she grinned.

She smiled. “Hmm, something is active under your dress. It’s pressing up against my hand over and over. Admit it. It’s exciting to think of, even though some words are considered degrading.”

I took a deep breath as her hand entirely wrapped the fluff around my shaft, and she stroked it tenderly, looking into my eyes. “Uh, it did arouse me when you said it before, as it had just now. I didn't understand why because the words were so disgusting, and my head said to reject the degrading words. I think I understand now. It's who I am. It’s my feminine nature. Now that I’ve realized I was a male only by an insignificant body part, I can release the male ego and become an eager and powerful harvester of passion.”

Angel and Pearl nearly jumped out of their seats as they let out a loud hoot and looked around.

Angel gave me a smiling peck on the lips. Pearl turned my head and gave me a peck on the lips. “Ready for it? On your wedding night.”

“Uh…”

“Coty, brother… sister… wife-to-be. Commit so we can move on! We need to plan our wedding, girl.”

I laughed and rolled my eyes. “Okay.”

“Okay, what?”

“Okay, to the wedding night.”

“Okay, to what on the wedding night. Don’t make this a five-whys game. Spit it out.”

I looked around. James was starting to come over. I held my palm up to him, shook my head, and he stopped. I had a decent buzz. Maybe this was a bad time to make the decision I was making—like Amazon shopping half-drunk—but it felt different than that. I still had my cognitive abilities, but I was also very sensual. Was this willingness from drinking my Bay Area Seductresses? James had said, “…it led to a loss of inhibition and greater openness to pleasure.”

I turned back to Pearl and Angel, who were waiting patiently, all of us looking back and forth. I sat up straight, sipped my drink, and held it before me. “I fully commit to having a man use me on my wedding night as his depository of passion. I want to be connected to his power and energy and harvest his passion for me, having him release it into me, deep inside my soul.”

Pearl nodded, a satisfied look upon her face. “Good girl. You know I’ll be doing the same.”

“Of course, I know.”

“You know I’m multiorgasmic.” Her plug shot off, and she twitched, let out a whimper, and recrossed her leg. “Oh God, you’re making me so hot and bothered imagining that for you. That was number three.” She laughed. “And you know, you may want to have more than one depositor while you’re at it, and that would be fine. I can help you last longer with a tool, right, Angel?”

“Sure, she can have one of mine. She needs the traditional list of things for a bride, anyway. That’s something old from when I kept buying them too large and they’d fall off. I knew I kept them for a reason. Now all she’ll need is something new, something borrowed, and something blue.”

“Super. So Coty, would you be interested in being ravaged by more than one?”

I took a deep breath. I throbbed incessantly at the thought of my making so many give me their passion as I gave them ecstasy. Harvesting more than one passionate release for myself. A multitude? Angel caressed my silk thigh, then slid her hand under my dress, wrapping my bobbing stick in the fluff and stroking it as she looked at me and waited. Harvesting multiple men’s passionate pearls for a girl like me would be like a guy making multiple women come, which, of course, would never have happened for me before. I laughed to myself. I never had even one. Ha!

I grinned as I oozed in Angel’s gentle grip. The power I’d have. The gratification it would bring me. The validation of my allure and femininity. What an ego rush! “I guess it wouldn't really matter much after the first one had his way with me. I’d have gotten past my mental block… I’d think…it would be an accomplishment I could be proud of, as long as I wasn't worn out or finished and the desire had left me. And you said you had a tool to help me keep my desire and not finish, so…sure. Hell, all I have to do is lie there with my legs spread or my butt in the air. They do all the work. Of course, I never even worked up a sweat as a guy doing the work.” I laughed.

Pearl laughed. “Right. You never had to work because you’d finish before you got warmed up? But yes, let them do the work. Another reason to submit. Less work. Good girl. Thank you. Now I can shut this darn thing off and enjoy some drink and food.”

She took her phone out, tapped it a few times, and her shoulders slumped. She relaxed in her seat. “Thank you. Let’s enjoy James, some fine dining, and plan a wedding. Okay?” She held my hand, gazing lovingly into my eyes, and her thumb rubbed the back of my hand. “I love you so darn much. You’re all I ever imagined my brother could be.”

“I love you, too, my favorite sister.”
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The rest of the evening was truly a celebration… and a planning session. I so looked forward to the ritual and specialness of being a bride alongside my wife. I had thought about being a groom before, but I never had the same level of excitement and emotional connection to the event itself. Then, it was more about getting it over with… if I ever got married. Dealing with the in-laws, the guest list, and wearing a tux were all things I knew I’d hate in that process. Now, the process was one of joy and anticipation. Just being able to wear the wedding dress for Pearl was enough to look forward to, as we both became the most feminine, seductive brides anyone could lust for on their wedding night, and we’d consummate our vows together in intimate, passionate, and highly fulfilling couplings we never could have had with each other.

It was as if a weight was lifted from me. I was optimistic, lighthearted, longing for the wedding day and night to come. We made list after list: people, food, drinks, music timing. Pearl had committed to doing the vows and didn't want to spend time on them. Angel did her usual stellar job of organizing it all, taking notes on her phone, her long nails clicking against it.

We had multiple courses, finishing with espressos and absinthe drips. The continuous affection we showed each other and the revival of Pearl’s plug had us all in a state of longing. Poor James was hit on repeatedly, but took it all as a compliment, and it was apparent he was ready to take it further from his “body” language.

Pearl twitched. “Oh my. Number five. I don't know how many more I have in me.”

I held her hand under the table and looked into her eyes. “I want you to take advantage of James’ stellar manhood. Do him in the bathroom or something. You need to harvest him so you can relax.”

“Oh, princess. I think I’m done. Why don’t you make James your first?”

“No! I want it to be on our wedding night, like the old-fashioned way.”

Pearl laughed. “The old-fashioned way was with one man that you’d be stuck with for life, and you’d have to be a real woman with a woman’s parts so you could be pregnant and barefoot after. Nothing about our wedding is going to be old-fashioned, dearie.”

“True. Okay. But… I still want to make it memorable for us. Special to me. It’s not your first time, but it will be for me. I want to keep it that way until then. It’s not that far away. I’ve never been so excited about anything before. Doing that as a virgin bride makes it all so much more.”

“Okay. I see your point, sis. Then, Angel should.”

Angel shrugged. “I could or not. I’m good.”

My eyes were wide with disbelief that anyone could do that to someone and not follow through. It was so unethical. Mean. “But poor James! We’ve been teasing him all night. You should.”

“He may not be into girls like me.”

“The way he looks at you, I don’t think he’d mind the kind of girl you are.”

“Probably. But it seems like work right now. I’m tired and satisfied by fine food, drink, company, and excellent planning and talking. Can we go home? Unless there’s something Coty wants to do for James. Coty?”

I shrugged. “I’d love to do something oral for James. But it doesn’t seem worth the risk if girls like me turn off James. What if a gel breast form were to reveal itself? I know he likes the way I look, but if he found out… Who knows?”

“Okay.” Pearl raised her hand to James for the check. “We’re done. Poor James can take care of his own needs later, thinking about having us. We go now.”
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Back home, we all had another drink, chilling on the porch, the air fresh from the rain and wind, which was gone now. Though it was cool, it made our snuggles on the porch swing even cozier.

“I’m so proud of you, Coty,” Pearl said.

“Me too!” Angel said as she patted my leg. “You really improved your thinking tonight. That was a big step.”

I nodded. “Thanks. That means a lot. I appreciate the support and recognition of the things I was struggling with. But your words made it all make sense. Thank you both. Now, I’m so looking forward to this weekend. I can't believe we’re going to pull it all together so fast. It’s great, all the connections you have, Angel.”

“It’s my job. No charge for these services, of course.” She laughed.

Pearl was finished with her drink. “God, all those climaxes made me tired. I need to go to bed. Why don't you two girls join me in my bed? I’d love to see you both in full sissy mode. It would be so sweet and relaxing to see you two adorable girls spurting and spasming together. Would you two do that for me and sleep with me after?”

Angel and I looked at each other. She wrapped my hardness in the silky soft crinoline and grasped it lightly. She looked into my eyes. “I’m game. Sounds fun.”

Pearl grabbed my hand, and I took Angel’s, and we headed upstairs. Pearl slipped into a cotton nightgown—nothing sexy, really. I took off the dress but left the pink, fluffy crinoline and all the rest of my sissyness outfit, with the sheer white stockings, pastel pink bra, garter belt, and my fetishy heels on.

Angel took her dress off like I did and left all the rest, including her cream-colored crinoline. We both were very sissyish. Angel’s little hardness bobbed freely in the crotchless panties beneath the crinoline, which she had raised to under her breasts.

We all slid into bed together. Pearl leaned back against the headboard, adjusted her pillow, and folded her legs beneath her. “Okay, girls, show me how sissies relieve themselves.”

We sat cross-legged on the satin sheets facing her, corralled our crinolines about our hips and waist so the ruffles of the crotchless panties framed our packages below the fluff. Angel was to my left, and she took my left hand in her right and gazed lovingly into my eyes with those dramatically made-up eyes. She separated a sheer, silky layer of the crinoline to cover her package in a bewitching manner. Being left-handed, she wrapped her hardness in the sheer fabric and grasped it between her left middle finger and her thumb, pinky out, and began jerking it daintily. I did the same with my crinoline, the sheer, pastel pink, slick fabric a delight against my begging hardness’s delicate, velvety skin. I grasped it with my right middle finger and thumb, my pinky finger extended, my long nails reflecting the light from the nightstand near Pearl as she watched comfortably, reclined against the headboard, a look of utter satisfaction upon her face.

Pearl nodded. “So cute and adorable. So sexy, you two. The perfect little sissies. Now draw it out. Make it last, okay? As much as you can, at least. Enjoy it. Let me see two sissies in fervent, overwhelming sensuality.”

We varied our grip, sometimes just sliding the fabric against it, the tips oozing a shiny spot through the crinoline. We kissed on and off, deeply and in pecks, and peppered our faces with kisses. Our breathing became choppy as we emitted little squeaks and squeals, diligently resisting our release, the tips of our bodies oozing into the crinoline. Our legs twitched and our bodies jerked as we whimpered, our eyes pleading with each other and Pearl.

“Oh my! Your looks are priceless, so sweet and girlish, and it's heartwarming to see the heartfelt torture you’re experiencing. So lovely—two perfect little obedient sissies. Now, when you're ready, I want you both to finish together. Make it last as long as you can, but end together for me. Okay?”

We both looked at each other, nodding in agreement for Pearl. Angel’s face was one of determination as she bit her lip, and her body shook as she jerked it through the sheer fabric delicately.

I whimpered and had to let it go. It bobbed freely under the sheer pink, like a ballet dancer leaping. Once it had settled down again, I went back to stroking it delicately and softly so as not to set it off by accident.

Angel gripped my hand tightly between us and glanced into my eyes longingly. “It will not wait anymore, princess. Ready?” She squeaked, tensed, and whimpered. Her eyes pleaded with her painted lip in the grip of her white teeth.

I nodded, I bit my lip, and we both looked at Pearl. Angel squeezed my hand tightly. “Now. It’s now. Huh!” Angel’s body shuddered as did mine, and we both spurted pearl rope after pearl rope through the sheer fabric and into each other’s hands. As soon as our bodies stopped shuddering, we lapped up our harvest, kissed deeply, and sprawled out on the bed, wrapping our stockinged legs around each other. We shared our protein treat in deep kisses, savoring the luscious energy of each other’s passionate release.

Pearl leaned forward and rubbed our backs.

“Such good little sissy faggots you girls are. Sweet dreams, ladies!” She fell alongside us, her arm draped over Angel, who spooned me. I was asleep instantly.
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Angel had retrieved the tool she wanted me to have for my wedding. Little did I know what was in store for me, but once I understood the reasoning and method, I welcomed the opportunity to build my desire while removing the male-oriented option of release and pleasure.

“It’s so tiny! This cage fell off you?”

She laughed. “It did. Doesn't it look cute now? It looks so feminine. It seems much smaller than mine, even, doesn't it?”

I stared down at it. It was baby-pink. It had a ring that snugly went over the shaft and under the globes, lined with a soft gel. Then there was a tiny cap with a hole that compressed the shaft into my body, leaving just the head pressed under the pink cap with a hole. If it weren’t for my golf balls below it, it would seem to be nothing—total insignificance. No masculinity at all. Totally feminine looking. “It is cute. Adorable. Thanks. I think.” I shook it.

“How do I come in this?”

“You don’t. At least not by that. Shake it all you want, it won't work. You need to be penetrated now, and even then, lots and lots until you release. You might not even have a full release. You might stay on the edge and ooze. It’s an interesting experience. Frustrating but highly enjoyable. On the edge sensations all through you. I still wear one from time to time for special occasions or just on a regular night. Sometimes for days on end to help build my desire too. Most likely, you’ll be able to harvest many passionate releases from your depositors. It’ll be worth it.” She laughed.

“God. I have five more days until the wedding day. I usually finish a few times a day. This is gonna be another form of torture.”

Pearl came in. “Oh, look. The last remnant of masculinity is gone. How lovely. Yes, a form of torture for my sweet. That thing isn’t all of it either.” She tugged on it and smiled at me. “Ready for work?”

“I will be soon. Just need to plug in and dress.”

“Good. Now, just so you know, I put extra vitamins in your morning vitamin pack you took today. Don't worry. They aren’t hormones. Just some libido builders to make the torture more intense. I’ll have them in your pack every day until after the wedding.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “I’ll see you downstairs when you’re plugged and ready.”

“Do I have to plug?”

“Honey, it’s just to keep you aroused.”

“But the cage! Pearl!” I heard myself whining like a little girl.

“Don’t whine. It’s cute but hard on the ears. Yes! Just suck it up and be a big girl.”

Five days. That wedding dress stared at me every day in the closet. I couldn’t wait to wear it, and the thought of it sent tingles through me. Then to realize I’d consummate my wedding vows in it as a bride would, and that made me swell in the cage and made my heart race even more—five days of longing to be a bride.

I dressed in my guy clothes for work. I had to wear the breasts, though; it only seemed right, being so wound up, but I limited makeup and no frills and guy boots. Plus, doing this dressing down, the change on my wedding day into the ultra-feminine bride would be even more intense… Right then, though, I didn’t need to be stimulated anymore by dressing sexy and feminine.

Pearl was kind to me and didn’t make me stay home or prevent me from participating in our dinners and going out. Angel introduced us to a few people with whom we had drinks and got to know a little. I had some lovely encounters with some pretty darn handsome, sweet-smelling guys and other girls like me, and I was at least able to do some oral and hand harvesting. I couldn't resist it. I also couldn't just sit there and watch my bride-to-be getting laid and sucking them by herself.

So it was a week of torture in more than one way. I was constantly aroused and couldn’t help playing with every clean-shaven package I met. By the end of the week, I was quite a popular girl and quite the nympho.

I rolled over and was having a dream while I scrubbed my cage on the satin sheets, whimpered, and sucked the fake one in my mouth. The warm sun kissed my face, and my eyes popped open. This was the day I’d be married!
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We ate a nice breakfast that Angel had prepared for us, then showered and cleaned up. I put fresh lithium batteries in my trainer, plugged it in, pumped it up to fill me, and then fired it up on my phone, as I had been doing lately. I wriggled on it, getting dressed in pantyhose, a denim miniskirt, bra and forms, and a tight pink V-neck top, and oozed into my panties as the first round of vibrations shot off. A pair of five-inch stilettos completed my outfit, and I wiggled my hips as I walked out of the room as the longing, virgin, bride-to-be.

Angel and Pearl were relaxing on the patio outside, drinking coffee. I poured one for myself and joined them in the sunshine and the fresh, lilac-laden air. I took a deep breath. “Mmm, lovely day for a wedding. We got lucky. Is everything ready, Angel? Do I need to do anything?”

I sat between her and Pearl on the swing. Angel patted my leg and gave me a peck on the lips, followed by Pearl doing the same.

Pearl felt my cage through my miniskirt. “I’m so proud of you. You’ve been such a good girl all week, enduring all the torture. Are you getting anxious about tonight? I know I can’t wait to consummate our marriage with some hot men. Those libido pills we’ve all been taking sure do work.”

I laughed. “That they do, along with not being able to finish all week. I’m like a million finishes behind now. Anxious? Hmm. That sounds like I’m nervous. I’d say I’m more like…enthusiastic, and impatient. It’s like I’m a little kid on Christmas morning.”

“Good.”

“So what are we gonna do today? The ceremony isn’t until four, right?”

Pearl nodded. “Yup. Just kick back and relax.”

“I can’t relax.”

“You have to. Maybe take a lingering bath. I can pumice your feet and hands and make them super soft.” Her eyes were wide. She waved her hands and then slid one on my stocking's thigh. “See how silky they are now? The guys will love them on their shafts this way.”

“Uh…” I picked up her hands and felt the palms. “They are nice. A bath might relax me, too.”

“Okay then. I’ll bathe my sister on her bridal day.”

“Sounds exquisite. What else?”

“Well, we need to arrange our clothes and make sure we have everything picked out so we can dress when it's time. We have to eat lunch. It’ll fill the day until it's time to dress. Okay?” She gave me a peck.

“Okay.”

The day passed by before I knew it. Between the pumicing and Pearl loofahing my body, I became ever more sensual, and the touch on my skin of the silky fabrics was an increased delight as I dressed for losing my virginity.

The sheer, gossamer-thin, brilliant-white, silky stockings glided up my legs and fastened to the white lace-and-beaded garter belt, made to match the wedding dress. Over that went the matching crotchless panties that allowed access to the bottom through a ruffled-edge hole, as well as a stretchy lace-rimmed hole in front where the cage went through, and it lifted and held it out as if on display. I slid the ‘something blue’ garters up my leg and positioned them at the clasps of the garter straps.

Pearl was quick to further decorate my lifted package with pink silky ribbons and bows, making it even more feminine and insignificant. “These ribbons are the borrowed part from Angel. You give them back to her as her souvenir.”

I nodded. I was rock hard inside the cage, and I oozed now and then as my body responded to the plug and the sensuality of dressing so femininely. It was as if my entire body was made of the same nerve endings as my shaft, the way it tingled and was so alive.

I put on the custom bullet bra that Pearl had insisted upon for both of us. The cups were sewn in ever-decreasing concentric circles from the chest wall to the tip, giving the breasts a firm, conical shape that ended at the nipple. She said it helped to turn us into objects, rather than people, as was the style of male-designed women’s brassieres in the 1950s and 60s. Back then, before women’s liberation, the further forward a woman’s breasts projected, the better a cow she’d be for breeding and the more likely to obey her husband, just like the wedding vows were then, “…to honor and obey…”. In today’s fashion world, it appears very avant-garde because mass manufacturing of such blatant sexualization of females is no longer the publicly accepted norm.

I loaded my forms into the powerfully sexualizing conical bra, mutilating the round two-pound silicone gel breast forms into that profound shape. It was very snug about my chest, and my breasts were like torpedoes leading the way when I walked, tugging hard on my shoulder straps and chest. I adjusted my cleavage for maximum effect. The weight of them on my chest and the profoundness of them gave me a haughty, prideful sensation. I gazed fondly down at my creamy cleavage above the protruding advertisements for sex and throbbed repeatedly in my cage.

There was also something highly motivating about the way my and Pearl’s breasts were presented in such an eye-catching throwback to a lost era. It heightened the realization that my purpose was as a sex object, even though so was all the rest of my attire. The breasts, though, were the capstone of the proclamation of my use-oriented purpose on my special day and put me entirely in my role as a submissive receptacle for men’s pleasure.

The wedding dress glided up my sensitive skin, and Angel zipped me into it. I adjusted my breasts in the top as it followed the conical shape of the bra, and then I tugged the drop cap-sleeves to their position on the outside of my shoulders. Angel helped me with my veil and draped it over my shoulders.

I loaded on my jewelry and bathed myself in a lovely pheromone perfume designed to attract men. I loaded the matching purse with my things and slung it on my shoulder, then went to the mirror to check myself out. The dress was a perfect fit, making my waist appear small, and the minidress flared out to create my hips with the crinoline beneath.

I turned this way and that, amazed at what a lovely bride I had become. I stood tall and admired my powerful, conical, beaded, and lace-embellished pointy breasts, cleavage lifted and prominent, my flared hips above shapely legs in their sheer white encasement above fetishy-high stilettos. I licked my full, painted, and inviting lips and winked at myself, not being able to hold back a smile from ear to ear.

I wondered about the cut-out front and back parts of the dress and how it was currently attached. It had snaps visible from beneath it, and if taken off, it would open into an arch, revealing my cage, hips, and butt cheeks. I couldn't wait to tear it off and ready myself for use. The plug went off in me, and I grasped the dresser as my leg twitched and a girly whimper emanated from me.

“Coty. You’re still wearing the plug, honey?”

“Aren’t I supposed to?”

“Princess, you can take it out now. You don't want to be hindered by it when it’s time to consummate, do you? You’re obviously plenty in need of being used right now. You should have picked up some lube from it, too, so you’ll be easy to jab. To be safe, though, even though the condoms, when they are used, will be lubricated, push some more into you when you remove it, okay?”

“Good idea.”

I did as instructed. It was a relief to have it gone, but Pearl was right. I was no less needy. It made me feel empty without it, and I desperately needed to replace it. That was a good thing, too, since many will want to do just that.

I stared at Polly Purebred in the mirror, all made up and dressed to be a wife. Was there any of the old Coty left? I stared deep into my eyes, searching for him. It was as if he had never been. The eyes were now connected to my true inner self, which was reflected in my new physical self in the full-length mirror. It was an epiphany to see who I really was.

Pearl came alongside, all dressed in her bridal attire, looking like a million bucks. Cone-shaped breasts separated and reached forward, cleavage lifted and creamy. I was the luckiest girl in the world to be marrying her: my gorgeous best friend and sister. I couldn’t resist. I turned to her, lifted one foot in my fetishy-high stilettos like in the movies, and grabbed her head in my hands and kissed her deeply.

She wrapped her arms around me and we embraced and kissed, our hands flowing over each other's bodies, cupping our asses in silken hands, squeezing firm cone-shaped breasts, and crushing them between us. Our breaths were choppy, and we both made little whimpering sounds. Our perfumes mingled, and before we could get all sweaty, Pearl broke the kiss.

“Oh God, I love you so much, Coty. This is my dream come true for us.”

“Me too. Mine too. I love you so much, Pearl. As my wedded wife, I hope you have the best sex ever tonight with as many guys as possible. I want you to have the best wedding night ever.”

“Same thing for you, my wife-to-be. Same thing for you.”
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The sign on the club's door announced that our wedding would be held in the main room with the stage.

The three of us entered, were greeted, handed champagne, then taken to the main room and onto the stage, where the JP was setting up.

She looked up at us. “Ah! The bridal couple! So happy for you two. I love the vows too! So modern and appropriate.”

Pearl smiled and nodded. “Thank you. I wrote them.” She shook the JP’s hand, and Pearl's eyes took her in. The JP was about five feet eight in her high heels, wearing a V-neck black minidress with a bump in front, revealing she had something special beneath her dress. She was like me and Angel.

She shook our hands. “And you must be Coty. You’re a lucky man…uh, girl… Coty, to be her wife. Her vows, which she wrote, speak volumes about the relationship you two have and will have forevermore. Congratulations!”

“Thank you. Can I see the vows and memorize them?” I held my long-nailed hand out to her.

Her eyes flitted to Pearl and back, and then she said, “No need to strain your pretty brain on such an auspicious occasion. You’ll have them to read at the proper time.”

“Okay.” I drank down the champagne. “Why don’t you two go get some proper drinks and relax as the guests arrive? I’m gonna finish setting up.”

Pearl nodded and took my hand, and I took Angel’s, and we were off to the bar in minced steps, my bullet-breasts leading the way, tugging on my chest as my cleavage jiggled, the sheer white non-stretch nylon stockings pulling on the garters with each step, my hips swaying. The lock on my cage, restraining my rigidity from growing, clattered with each step. I was alive, head to toe with tingles. A dirty martini would give us a pleasant start to the festivities.

The guests arrived, and we greeted them all. Blake, of course, Jamie, Robert, Dusty, and many others, whom Angel introduced to us if we hadn't met them this week, or we greeted if we already had. There were handsome, hunky guys that smelled wonderful, cute femboys, others dressed as girls, and genetic girls as well. Couples of many combinations as well. We stayed busy chatting before the ceremony and had another drink.

When it was time, we rushed to the ladies’ room, used the facilities, and rechecked our hair, makeup, lipstick, and veils, then reapplied perfume.

Pearl turned to me after I put away my lipstick. “Are you ready, Coty? This is it. Forever hold your peace if you don't want to.” She chuckled. “Of course, you could hold your piece forever if you want to. It's adorable when you do.” She gave me a peck on the lips, careful not to mess the twenty-four-hour lipstick that hadn't dried yet. Her eyes were bright as she gazed lovingly at me and ran her hand over my veil-covered curls. “So pretty.”

“Of course, I want to marry you. I wouldn't turn back for anything. I’d follow you into the gates of hell, Pearl.”

“Good girl. Let’s go get hitched.”

She tugged me out of the ladies’ room in a trot, our heels clicking, our breasts jiggling, my cage lock clattering beneath my wedding dress, our veils flowing behind us.

We dashed up the stairs, our flesh-forward breasts pointing the way to the stage to stand before the JP.

She got everyone's attention and then began.

“Do you, Pearl take Coty to be your lawfully wedded wife, to support her in all ways and challenge her, to drive her to be the best wife ever, to make her into the best version of femininity you aspire her to be, to remove any past idea from her mind that she ever was a man and teach her to be the proper wife and servant of other male’s sexual needs.”

My eyes popped wide. I guessed it was accurate for what she was doing to me, but…

Pearl squeezed my hand and nodded from behind the veil at me. “Oh God, yes, I do.”

“Very good.” She turned to me and read my part.

“Do you, Coty, take Pearl to be your lawfully wedded wife? To honor and obey her blindly, to care for her every need, and to provide her with her ideal sexual partners to keep her satisfied and actively engaging in frequent, satisfying sex. Do you, Coty, agree to serve and share those partners with her and be their receptacle without jealousy or envy? Will you, Coty, support and raise adopted petite male children to love and develop into adults, when they make their decision as to which gender they will present as, and then support their decisions regardless of their choice? And last, will you, Coty, agree to modify your body to her wishes to become her ideal ultra-feminine wife?”

My jaw hung. My heart raced. Oh, my God. There was so much there. I looked at Pearl. She squeezed my hand and whispered to me. “Say yes, Coty. Just say yes. It’s what you want and need. You’ll never have to work again. You’ll be a housewife, Mom, and my social planner. We’ll get you breast, hip, and cheek implants and lip plumping to make you into a little sex kitten for my bulls for when I’m on my period. It’ll all be so perfect for you.”

I looked at the JP. She was smiling and nodding. “So, Coty, do you want me to reread those vows you’re taking, or are you good?”

The place was silent.

My heart was pounding as if it would beat out from under my breasts. My gel breast forms vibrated with the pounding. My hand was sweating in Pearl’s grip. She leaned in and ran her hand over my curls. I spied her through our sheer veils as she smiled lovingly, her head tilted. What was I doing? What was wrong with this?

I collected my courage, raised my voice, and stood tall. “I do! I really do. I agree to be Pearl’s forever and do all the things she would ask of me to be her perfect wife.” I did a little dance, unable to wipe the smile off my face. The crowd roared and clapped. The JP moved forward and held her arms out to quiet the crowd. Once they settled, she said, “Then I happily pronounce you, wife… and… wife. The brides may kiss.”

The JP carefully lifted our veils back as we stared into each other's eyes.

Pearl moved forward and lifted one foot as she embraced me, and I lifted one foot as we kissed. The crowd applauded, and the music started.

Pearl broke the kiss and pulled back from me, admiring me. It warmed my soul.

I spoke softly, and it came out somewhat whiny. “Pearl, adopt kids?”

“Someone needs to have our wealth handed down to them, and we do need to replace ourselves, or the humans will disappear. This lifestyle of not having children would depopulate the planet.”

“True. But I’d be a mom?”

“One of your many tasks. Don’t worry. We can figure out when and if we want to do all of that. I just wanted you to be prepared for anything, so I knew you loved me enough to do it all. Okay?” She stroked my curls.

“Okay.”

“Good girl. Now let’s go celebrate.”

We exited the stage, had food and drink, and walked around, danced, and got a little toasty. Without me noticing, the stage had been transformed into what looked like the set of a play with a bedroom set up with a four-poster, king-sized bed with white satin sheets and pillows, and flowers in vases on each side. A banner above the bed said, “Congratulations, Pearl and Coty.” Across the bottom of the bed, it read, “Bridal Consummation Bed⏤Help Them Consummate.”

My jaw dropped. We were to be used on stage by everyone!

Pearl saw what I was looking at, and before I knew it, she had torn off the front and back of my wedding dress, revealing my decorated cage and accessible bottom. Then she tore hers off, too. She took my hand. “Ready!”

“Oh, God.”

She tugged me, running up to the stage, and we jumped onto the bed, side by side. The lights dimmed on the stage to a bedroom level, and the rest of the main room went almost dark. The music became thumping, melodic wedding-night music that someone could keep time with easily, setting their preferred rate of thrusting by doing double-time, triple-time, or half-time. She held my hand and drew her legs back. “Pull your legs back, dear, so that they can get to you.”

I did, and lay there with my head against the headboard on a pillow as I saw shadows of people coming up onto the stage, like ghosts coming for us in the night. They all paused and spoke to us in unintelligible tones, but the tone was cheerful. It seemed they were waiting for someone to come to us first.

They parted on the steps, and two large naked men strolled toward us. It was Blake and who? Blake came to me and planted a kiss on my forehead. “It's such an honor to be your first, Coty. If I may, that is.”

“Oh God, yes.” The scent of his cologne was as intoxicating as finally seeing all of his glistening, shaved, clean body, his manhood preceding him as he slid onto the bed. I glanced toward Pearl and could see her arms out, inviting her hunk of a male, his body totally black like coal, or so it seemed in the soft light. It reflected the light like sunshine on a black car; he was as black as could be. I could see his lean and firm musculature, and his teeth flashed bright as he smiled down at my wife.

Blake leaned down to me as he waited for my attention, holding himself up with his arms. “That’s Bernard. You met him the other night and pleased him with your mouth for a while. Your jaw became sore from being open so far, and you had to stop. Remember? Pearl thought you were so amazed and infatuated by him, you’d like him to be the first for her on your wedding night.”

I laughed. “She sure made a good choice. He’s wonderful, and his manhood is… wow.” I looked up into Blake's smiling face. “Okay, Blake. Show me what this is all about. Make a woman out of me. Breed this wife, groom.”

He quickly rolled a condom onto his manhood. It almost appeared there was none; it was so stretched thin and conforming. He pressed my legs back by my thighs, my feet in their high heels in the air above me. I watched as the rigid bobbing mast moved closer, and when I could reach it, I guided it under my cage, my prisoner throbbing, locked up, and straining to gain its complete rigidity. I pressed Blake’s rigid velvet tool to my wet hole, then looked into his eyes and nodded hurriedly. His eyes locked on mine as he pressed against it on and off, and I lifted my hips and pressed toward it.

Soon, it was stretching me, and I watched the head go a bit deeper each time.

“Are you okay, princess? I’m not hurting you, am I?”

“Just a little—it's okay. I’m relaxing with it now. Push it in. Please.”

He gave it more force, and on the third try, the head slid in past the gate, and I gasped and opened for him. The velvet steel moved forward, filling me with electric energy, and I saw in his eyes the pleasure it gave him.

“Oh my God, Coty. You are incredible. So adorable as a bride. I’m thrilled to be connected with you and honored to support you and help you fulfill your purpose. Is it good?” He planted kisses on my forehead, cheeks, and lips.

I grabbed his hard ass and made him go deeper and harder. “Oh God, yes, Blake. Your manliness is such a contrast to my femininity, and the connection to you is like plugging into a nuclear reactor. Use me. Give me your passion.”

Blake became fervent, keeping time with the music and going from a half-time thrust to a double-time thrust.

“Oh, fuck yes. Use me like a whore. Impregnate this bride. Consume my marriage. Breed this cow.”

His hands slid on my sheer white-stockinged legs and held my knees pressed back, my toes were pointed in my fetishy heels high above as they flailed in the air with each thrust. The deep connection to my soul was infusing my body, showing me the power and glory of having a man exert their passion for you. We became one as I heard little girlish squeaks, squeals, and whimpers emanate from my parted lips, my breathing becoming choppy and gaspy. Blake grunted from the effort he was putting into me, his eyes on mine, filling me with gratification and love of his passion for me.

I looked over at Pearl just as she looked at me while her one leg in the air twitched and jerked, her high heels flailing like mine. A look of love filled her face, and her one hand reached out to mine and grabbed it and squeezed it. “My lovely bride. I love you so much, Coty!”

“And I love you. Thank you for teaching me what I am. This is heaven. What a wedding night!”

“Yes, my sweet, sweet, sissy faggot wife. It is. And this is only the beginning.” The charcoal-black man grunted and lifted as he raised Pearl's bottom and rammed his shaft into her, making her legs shudder and her mouth open. A shuddering squeal came out of her as I watched his pole stop moving half out, and it pulsed and jerked inside of her like a flailing python as he filled his sheath in her soul.

At that instant, Blake let out a guttural groan, and he shoved deep into me. I locked eyes with him as my cage oozed pearls, my body filled with a rolling energy, much like the beginning of a release, surging through me. I was in some dream state, and it seemed to last forever. I was the chalice, the cup, the vessel being filled with its fuel, its power, its true purpose and joy. Whimpers fell from my lips; my body shuddered around his impalement.

Then it stopped. Calm rolled through me. I gazed up at his satisfied countenance, which told me I had more than achieved my purpose. He kissed my forehead and patted my head. “Thank you, bride.”

“Thank you, my groom.”

Blake and Bernard withdrew from us brides and left, only to be immediately replaced. Mine was a shorter, adorable, and youthful femboy with a substantial piece that filled my longing to be the chalice once more, sending the energy streaming into me. I lay there, on my back, legs in the air, body shaking from the thrusting I didn't have to do, toes pointed in my high heels with them flailing above me, my cage clattering on my oozing hardness, and enjoying the ability to be the passive one and receive the incredible, unrelenting, energy-filled offering of passion.

Pearl had Dusty upon and within her as Dusty's short, pleated miniskirt flapped against her while Dusty humped furiously like a rabbit on a time limit, and made Pearl howl and twitch before Dusty stopped and held it deep in Pearl while Dusty’s leg twitched.

Before I realized it, my source of my new fervent attention squealed a cute squeal and held it deep while I sensed the pulsing release of the adorable femboy’s energy into me. The femboy kissed and thanked me and moved on as quickly as he arrived, leaving me empty and longing, but only for a few seconds before another took its place.

I became placid, like a long-married wife, lying there for the husband's use, not releasing, but simply being blissful in being so wanted, needed, and purposeful. One after another, they used Pearl and me to achieve sexual satisfaction and utilized all of our feminine attributes. Pearl took one in her bottom for a double penetration and used both hands and her mouth to satisfy the long line of others.

I used my hands and mouth as well while lying there, being used by one after another. I had an endless desire because I never released, and yet I had the most lovely sensations throughout my body. At one point, it seemed my mouth and hands had the same nerve endings as my caged, no longer needed, thingy did.

It had slowed down, and there seemed to be a pause when I lay there, eyes closed, oozing and tingling and holding my wife’s hand beside me.

The music changed. A voice came over the speakers. “Next drink is on Angel as a gift to the wedding couple, who have had a tremendous consummation of their vows. Now it's time to dance.”

I opened my eyes. Angel appeared with warm, wet hand towels and dry towels, slid onto the bed, and helped Pearl and me get cleaned up from our use. She had our purses and a small mirror for us to check our lipstick and hair. We straightened up and left the stage, people thanking and complimenting us as we passed them on the way to the ladies' room.

“So how was it, princess?” Pearl asked as we leaned on the bar, where we’d seen so many being used before.

“It was wonderful. Now I understand the submission and purpose. My body understands. The only thing is, I still want more.”

“Ah, yes. The cage worked. It was wonderful, and you could keep going. A true woman.” She chuckled. “You can take the cage off and take care of that. You don't need to be this way all the time. You need to relax, too.”

“Thanks.” I gave her a peck on the lips.

She patted my crotchless-pantied bottom. “So make this a nightly ritual after dinner?”

I laughed. “If you want to, I’d rather take it easy for a while. You know. A non-nympho type of hot girl.”

“Of course. I was just kidding. We can be normal… whatever that means to a brother who becomes a sister and wife to his sister and best friend.” She chuckled. “Do you want to do any body modifications to enhance your feminine presence further? I have a few ideas.”

I shrugged. “I think I do. I want to sleep on it, though, because it seems extreme, but I was thinking hips and breasts and cheek implants and maybe an eyebrow lift and lip plumping and removal of all my body hair that isn't on my head. Maybe even raise my voice to bimbo level. Then, when we want to be in the mood for being nymphos, I can be a total bimbo to match that stereotype and advertise my purpose. I’m not a Polly Purebred anymore. I’m not a sissy faggot. I’m a girl 100%. I’m a seasoned, well-used, experienced hot chick who knows her place in this world. Then, when we’re not in the mood, I can wear my guy clothes and some simple makeup and play the bimbo down.”

Her eyes roamed my face and played with my blonde curls. “Polly Purebred, I’ll miss you and your being a simple sissy faggot. But you’re still my dream girl.” She kissed me deeply. The energy filled me and coursed through me. “I love the bimbo idea, Coty. You’d make a great one.”

The kissing and her words and the thought of becoming the ideal image of a female sex object stiffened me in my cage and oozed. I whimpered. “Oh God, here we go. Uh, can we take my cage off and get the monkey off my back? Either that or I start round two, and as easy as it was to lie there like a fish and take it all in, I’ve had enough for now.”

She chortled. “Of course, sweetie.” She dug in her purse, took the cage off, and it popped free in front of me. She handed me a drink napkin. “Go ahead. Take care of it. You deserve it. Just close your eyes and think of the new you to be. Your sensuality, your purpose, your attractiveness as a pure sex object. It won’t take long. She gave me a peck on the cheek.”

She rubbed my back and snuggled next to me, kissing my cheek. My mind filled with images and the sensations of the big-breasted, swishy-hipped, apple-bottomed, plump-lipped caricatured face and sounds of the new me. I barely stroked it a few times between my thumb and middle finger. I whimpered and shook, filling the napkin. “Phew!”

“Good girl! Let’s find Angel and go home and get some rest.”


If you enjoyed this book, please leave a review, tell a friend, or blog about it. Thanks!

Barb and Thom

For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, in Kindle, paperback, and Audible versions, go to:

Amazon:

http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/
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