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    “Patrick!” my wife yelled from the laundry room.  
 
    Normally I did the laundry after girls’ nights, but this morning I slept in after a night of Tumblr porn. Janine had gone out, and I was left stuck at home, so I did what I always did when she was out—I enjoyed a pair of her panties. Normally, if I did the laundry the morning after girls’ night—which seemed to be more and more often—she never knew. Last week it was four nights, and I had hardly anything to wash with her panties. Last night was the same, so I just left them unwashed. “Patrick, come here!” 
 
    I left the couch and walked sheepishly into the laundry room. Janine stood in her high-heeled mules and sheer teddy while she held a pair of panties stretched out beneath her firm breasts. “Patrick! Is this wet, white, sticky substance on these yours? Did you do this? I didn’t wear them last night, so it must have been you.” 
 
    I stood and stared at them, not knowing what to say. What could I say? “Uh, I’m sorry, it’s just that—” 
 
    “Did you wear them? There’s more semen on them than if I’d worn them.” 
 
    “Yes. I’m sorry.” What did she mean than if she’d worn them? 
 
    “Open your mouth.” 
 
    I did as she asked. She pushed the still wet part into my mouth and closed my jaw on it. “Now suck it clean.” 
 
    I could taste my own semen. Somehow that was arousing. 
 
    She tugged them out. “Okay. Today we’ll get you some of your own panties so you don’t have to mess mine up.” 
 
    “Really? C’mon. That’s not necessary. I’ll stop.” 
 
    “I doubt that very much. These things become a part of a person. It’s what’s inside you.” She crossed her arms and glared at me. “Admit it. You’d be happy to have a drawer full of panties you could wear. You could wear them every day.” 
 
    It sounded enticing. “You’d do that for me?” 
 
    “What else can I do? If you get excited enough wearing women’s clothes to make you do this when I go out for girls’ night, then maybe, if you wear them every day, I won’t have to put up with you sticking it inside me for a few short seconds anymore. Since you can’t please me long enough to satisfy me, I have to go out on girls’ night to get relaxed. Then you mess my panties when I’m gone. It’s a circle. Maybe this will stop it for good, and we’ll both be happier.” 
 
    “But honey, I love putting it inside you.” 
 
    “Yeah, for a couple of seconds. Never long enough to finish anything for me.” 
 
    “But you’re so hot, I can’t help myself.” 
 
    “Well, we’re going to take care of this. I think you’ll be much happier this way.” 
 
    “What way?” 
 
    “Not dressing as the sex you masquerade as. Since you obviously can’t satisfy a woman, you aren’t really a man, and you should stop trying to act like one. But you still need a life, so I’ll help you get one. If it keeps you from sticking your thing in me, and it satisfies your needs, it’s a good thing. You do want to be sexually satisfied, don’t you?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “And wearing women’s panties is obviously satisfying to you, correct?” She held the panties up again. 
 
    I felt my face blush. “Yes, dear.” 
 
    “Do you know why?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It feels good.” 
 
    “It’s because you’d like to be feminine.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, stop. I’m all man.” I puffed my chest up. 
 
    “I think you need to think about it more. I’ll bet you’ve always been fascinated by women. Did you ever wear your mom’s things?” 
 
    How did she know? “Uh, I, uh...” 
 
    “Yes, of course you did. I’m telling you that’s okay. It’s what you are inside. Don’t keep pushing it away. You’ll be happier if you accept it.” She came close to me and wrapped her arms around my shoulder. She kissed my cheek. “I want you and me to be happy. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Of course, honey.” 
 
    “Then today we get you some woman’s clothing and see what you look like dressed more appropriately for someone like you. Who knows? Maybe you can be something more than the poor excuse for a man you’ve been.” She flipped the panties into the washer and tossed her long black hair back over her shoulders. She turned and smiled at me, giving me a wink. “I think you’ll look cute.” 
 
    I had to stop her. Why, I wasn’t sure, since it seemed like it might be fun, considering how much fun a simple pair of panties provided on all those girls’ nights.  
 
    “How about if we just get some panties that I can wear every day, like you said at first? Wouldn’t that be enough? I don’t want to dress like a woman. That would feel silly.” 
 
    “No, Patrick. See, you never complete things—just like you don’t satisfy me. You need to go all the way with this. You’ll become something more appropriate—at least as far as we can make you. Now, I want you to go into the bathroom and shave your whole body except your head.” 
 
    She stood stoically in her high heels, arms across her chest, sternly staring at me and watching my reaction. I felt a throb in my loose-fitting boxer shorts thinking about dressing fully as a woman. She saw it. 
 
    She laughed and covered her mouth. “I told you you’d like this. Now go.” 
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    I did as I was told. As the hair came off my arms and legs, at first I thought about what other people might think, seeing me shaved like that. But as I continued and felt how smooth and how much more sensitive my skin was, I became aroused.  
 
    Would she actually do this? Make me dress one hundred percent as a woman? I’d worn her stockings before, and they felt good, but I couldn’t imagine how wonderful they’d feel without hair on my legs. When I wore them, I also wore her panties and a bra, and I walked around in some high-heeled mules that were too small for me, imagining I was her, but it was great. I didn’t do it for a long time, since I was afraid of ruining a pair of her pantyhose. Maybe today would be the day I was secretly waiting for. 
 
    I remembered as a child, digging through my mom’s underwear drawer and trying things on, or slipping on her stockings that were hanging to dry in the shower and walking around in her heels. All led to the same result—a wonderfully sensual and relaxing feeling followed by release as I imagined myself as a girl. That’s probably why I can’t last long with my wife, since I was always in a hurry to finish before someone caught me, and of course, since she’s so darn hot. If it weren’t for my money, I’m not sure she would have married me.  
 
    She’s five-foot-six without heels and five-foot-ten with them, unless she wears her really tall ones with the platforms like she does for girls’ night. I love seeing her dressed to go out on those nights. Short skirts, heels, all made up and smelling incredible. Low-cut tops showing her firm 36C cleavage.  
 
    Those girls must really like seeing each other dressed up like that. I love it. She comes home all relaxed and dreamy, and she’s always in a good mood after. Sometimes she’s in such a good mood she takes her clothes off downstairs and starts the laundry for me—not all of it, just what she was wearing that night. She can be so thoughtful. 
 
    When she had her tubes tied right after we got married, I thought she really wanted me to make love to her a lot. That wasn’t the case, but it was still a gift for me. I managed to stick it into her every now and then when she was sleeping, or awake but in a really good mood, like when I bought her a new car. Either way, I’d blast off almost instantly as soon as I was inside. If she was sleeping, she didn’t even notice.  
 
    I get relief one way or the other, and then of course there’s the breaks during the day and lunch when I’m by myself and I can think about her and what it must be like to be as sexy as her. That gives me a lot of satisfaction for a little guy without any expertise with women—anywhere from six to eight times a day.  
 
    Since I own my own business, I can take a break whenever I want. I really don’t need to work anymore, anyway. I have people to manage the company, and I go in just to socialize.  
 
    With her at five-foot-ten or more in heels and me at five-foot-four, we look out of place when we go out together, so she doesn’t even like to wear heels with me.  
 
    I finished shaving the last bit of fine body hair off my thin frame. I put the pink razor down and slid my hands over my skin, feeling for spots I missed. I was smooth all over. I shampooed my hair, and then my little head and shaft, making it splash down the drain, my knees almost buckling. What a day this was going to be. I had to make believe I wasn’t interested, though, so she wouldn’t think I was less of a man. 
 
    I dried my mousey brown hair and looked at my blue eyes in the mirror. Who was this person now? What was going to happen to me now that my wife had caught me? 
 
    Janine came into the bathroom. She ran her hands over my legs and arms. “Good job, Patricia. She grabbed my flaccid male part. “Hey, willy, wake up! I thought you’d be ready to party. What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Uh, this is kind of scary. I’m a man whether you think I am or not. I don’t want to be dressed like a woman.” 
 
    She turned me around from the mirror and slid her leg between mine. “You will. You will want nothing else. Now get out of here so I can take a shower and get ready. Then we go to the store. I put some things on the bed for you to wear under your boy clothes when we go shopping. It’ll help get you in the mood.” She stepped into the shower. I picked her teddy up off the floor to put it in the hamper and felt the fabric as it ran across my shaved legs. It felt wonderful. 
 
    I went back into the bedroom. She had already made the bed, and on the red satin comforter were a pair of black satin panties and bra, and a pair of silky suntan thigh-highs. Then there were a pair of my jeans and a denim shirt. I was excited as hell, but I had to rebel for show. 
 
    I walked into the bathroom and put up my best fight as I shook the women’s clothing in the air by the shower. “I’m not wearing these to the store!” Luckily I hadn’t become aroused again yet; it had been so little time since I came. 
 
    “Patrick, do what I say.” She looked at me standing naked and flaccid. “Put them on and we’ll see what you think about them after you do, okay?” 
 
    “Only in protest.” I walked back into the bedroom, and as soon as I slid the first thigh-high on my leg, I became aroused. I slid on the second one. I had to get the panties on to try to make it go back down. I felt the silky pressure of the satin against my maleness and adjusted them.  
 
    It was only getting worse. I put on the bra and was even able to tuck some flesh into the cups. It felt incredible. Was this how it felt to be a woman? I could imagine how hot Janine felt when she dressed for girls’ night. 
 
    Janine came in, toweling her hair. She looked at my waist. “See? It’s climbing out of the panties, and I see a little wetness at the tip. You’re wearing them.” 
 
    I blew it. But I didn’t. It was great. I couldn’t wait to walk around wearing them under my clothes. I finished dressing. 
 
    I went downstairs and cleaned up the kitchen while Janine got ready. The feeling of the lingerie under my shirt and pants was incredible. I had to stand my little guy up in the panties to keep it from showing through my jeans. 
 
    “Ready, Patricia?” Janine chimed as she stood by the island in the kitchen while I polished the marble counters. She wore a short denim mini-skirt, a low-cut blouse, and high-heeled denim platform wedgies. Her hair was in a ponytail, and she slung a denim purse over her shoulder. 
 
    “Patricia? C’mon, Janine.”  
 
    “You need to be called by the proper gender. Ready?” 
 
    “I suppose. If I have to.” I finished polishing and washed my hands. I forced the best smirk I could. “Ready for this nightmare.” 
 
    Janine laughed. “Oh stop. I can see it standing up under your zipper, silly.” 
 
    I blushed and turned to take out my wallet from the kitchen drawer and hide my grinning face. I ran my hands through my hair and composed myself, then turned around. “Okay.” 
 
    We went to the upscale mall not far from our house. Janine literally tugged me by my hand through the parking lot. “Come on, Patricia. We have so much to buy for you.” 
 
    “Stop calling me Patricia.” 
 
    “Why not? That bra makes bumps in your denim shirt. What else could explain it?” 
 
    I hadn’t noticed it before. I felt the shirt. It did. “My god. People will see it.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. It’s how you should be,” Janine said. She took my hand and patted it, then tugged me by it into the mall. We entered through Nordstrom. 
 
    “Janine, please. I should have worn a jacket. Let’s go home.” Now that she mentioned it, I felt the way they protruded. I could see them as I passed by a mirror. How embarrassing. 
 
    “Not to worry. Now look happy and proud.” Janine took us up the escalator to the women’s fineries. A pretty little woman about thirty-two came over in a pinstriped skirt-suit and heels. Her tiny feet had pink-painted nails that made me throb as she approached us.  
 
    Janine stepped forward to greet her. “Hello. I’d like your help. As you can see, my husband and I have a height difference. For that reason, we have decided to go to a masquerade party as the opposite genders. Can you help him select the proper articles of lingerie?” 
 
    My armpits leaked sweat and my face was hot. The woman looked me up and down and smiled as she glanced at my shirt bumps. “How cute. He’ll look lovely. Larger breasts would be better, though. Let’s turn him into something hot. That will be such a fun party. He’ll feminize beautifully. All the men will be after him. Follow me. We have some wonderful gel-form-breasts that will give him a lovely cleavage, and they’ll feel nice, the way they jiggle and move, like real breasts. Let’s start there.”  
 
    She touched my shoulder and looked from my chest to my eyes and back. “It’s good you’re practicing already. It will make you more convincing. You’re a very brave man.” 
 
    Nordstrom knew how to suck up people’s money. “Thanks for saying so. I am quite nervous. It’s a substantial prize at a private party, and I never lose at anything.” That made me feel more successful. 
 
    “Ah, a real man who’s not afraid to release his inner self, even if it is a girl.”  
 
    I felt my face flush as I wondered if she were right. I stuttered, “Uh, that’s not what my inner—”  
 
    She turned to Janine. “You’re so lucky to have a man like this.” She snickered and winked at Janine. “This way, ladies.” 
 
    Janine whispered in my ear. “See? Fraidy-cat.” 
 
    We followed her as she opened and closed drawers. She found a pair of gel-forms and took them out of the box. It looked like some woman’s breasts had been chopped off and placed in the box. The hard nipples stared up through the clear, molded cover. She took the pair out and held them against my shirt. “I think these will be perfect. A 34D bra will be tight enough to hold these well and push up his loose flesh into cleavage. Let me get a bra, and you two can go try them on him.” 
 
    She went over to a table displaying gorgeous, wide-shoulder-strap bras with three clasps in back like the ones Janine wore. Similar to the one I had on, though the one I had on was much smaller. It was a size Janine could never fit into, come to think of it. Why did she have it to begin with? She never kept anything old. Hmm. She must have been planning this for a while. 
 
    “Here. Does this one look pretty? We have matching panties, too, which I think will stretch nicely around your lumpy areas there.” She glanced at my zipper being pushed out by me and grinned as she handed the bra to me and the forms to Janine. “Yes, that little thing will fit the panties well.” 
 
    Janine took the forms. “Wonderful. I’d like to be able to cut a hole in the panties to make it more, uh, comfortable for him under the dress. Will those panties lend themselves well to that?” 
 
    “We also have matching crotchless panties for this bra, which might be even better. They have ribbon ties that can help keep things aligned and lifted up proudly for a man like him.” 
 
    “Yes, please pick out seven bra-and-crotchless-panty sets and seven bikini panties, as well, while we try these on.” 
 
    Janine clicked her way across the marble floor to the dressing rooms and led me into one. She started unbuttoning my shirt and helping me. I looked at the breast-forms sitting on the chair. They looked ready to take over the world.  
 
    Janine had me out of my shirt and bra and into the new bra in seconds. She loaded the forms into the cups and adjusted them so the forms pushed my flesh out of the bra. She adjusted the wide shoulder straps. I could feel the extra weight on my chest, the squeeze of the bra-straps, and the compression around my chest. I looked in the mirror. I had cleavage. This saleslady must have done this before. Maybe I wasn’t as much of a freak as I thought.  
 
    I throbbed in my pants. Janine grinned as she squeezed my new breasts on my chest, and I just looked in the three-way mirror with my mouth open.  
 
    “Feel nice? Do they feel good to you, Patricia? They certainly give you a nice shape. They make nice cleavage.” 
 
    “Uh, I guess. Yeah.” What the heck. They did feel good and looked incredible. “Yes. I mean yes, I guess they do feel okay.”  
 
    “Good. You can wear them out. Put your shirt on, and let’s get the rest.” 
 
    “Wear them out? No! They’re too big.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. You look good.” She held the shirt for me to put on. I tucked it in and buttoned it.  
 
    “Stop,” she said. “Leave from that button up undone. Show that cleavage.” 
 
    “Oh my god, Janine,” I hissed. My face was flushed. 
 
    “Do as I say or we’ll stop.” 
 
    “Stop? Like not get the rest?” 
 
    “Yes. Stop. And leave you to your own simpleton devices at satisfying yourself. You’re going to look and feel great. Trust me.” 
 
    I took a deep breath and thought about it while I looked at her sternly. I should take this opportunity to show her I’m a man and not do it. Just stop like she said and leave me to my simpleton devices.  
 
    I paced in the dressing room. Looked at myself in the mirror. Took deep breaths. It was so exciting to think of what it will feel like to look and dress like a woman. To be like her.  
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    She reached to take the forms out of the bra. “Okay. We’ll put them back. All done.” 
 
    “Wait.” I pushed her hand away and looked in the mirror. What the heck? What do I have to lose? So what if people look at me? I don’t need any of them. I had to hide my desires, though. “I don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “Hell, you don’t. You want this more than anything. It will give you a new purpose in life. Look at it as a new hobby.” 
 
    “Hobby?” 
 
    “Yeah. something to keep you out of my hair and out of me. Now march, little girl.” She gave me a shove. 
 
    We went back into the store where the salesgirl was stacking things on the counter for us. She looked up as we came over. She came around the counter to me and tugged my shirt down tight. “They look perfect.” She adjusted the shirt to show more cleavage. “It’s okay for the bra to show a little since it’s so fancy. Especially for a pretty girl like you. What’s your name going to be for the party?” 
 
    “Patricia,” I said. 
 
    “Very pretty. You’re gonna be so convincing, princess. Like I said, the men will be all over you.”  
 
    That felt weird having to say my name was Patricia and then being called princess. Men coming on to me? What would I do with that? I was fully aroused at this point. My voice was shaky. “Thank you.” My heart pounded in my chest.  
 
    “You’re very welcome.” She turned to Janine. I take it you’re managing her transformation, and so I’ll ask if I should include matching garter belts with these? For those special nights. And how about some lingerie to practice in at home? I can also run off to get something for her to wear before you go into the mall and even get one of our makeup professionals to do her makeup. Shall I?” The sales lady looked at Janine and raised her eyebrows.  
 
    My jaw was hanging. She smiled at me and patted my shoulder. “You’re such a brave man. ” 
 
    Janine looked at me and smirked. “I don’t know. I think it would do his character good to go out in the mall this way. It’s always said one must face one’s fears to overcome them.” 
 
    Janine glared at me. My heart raced. I’d so much rather be fully feminized to go into the rest of the mall rather than dressed like a guy with boobs. Not everyone would be as nice as this saleslady was. 
 
    Janine laughed. “Oh, don’t look so scared, princess. This nice woman suggested what I was hoping to do all along.” She turned to the saleslady. “Please, yes. Get this male to look like a real woman.” 
 
    This was the first time I was happy she was spending my money so fast. At least I could walk out looking half decent. I hoped. 


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
      
 
    3 
 
      
 
    We sat and drank tea on a couch outside the dressing rooms while we waited for the saleslady to return. People looked at me, and some smirked when they saw my boobs. I couldn’t wait to get completely dressed and have makeup on so they wouldn’t know I was a guy. I hoped it would work. 
 
    Janine laughed. “I don’t know, Patricia. Maybe we should leave you like this and go shopping this way. I’m enjoying the looks you’re getting.” 
 
    A handsome guy stopped in his tracks and stared at me. Janine winked at him. He pointed to me and looked at Janine. “He yours?” 
 
    “Yes, what do you think?” 
 
    “I think he’ll make a better-looking girl than a guy. He probably has a little one anyway.” 
 
    She stood and went over by him while they both looked at me and talked about me loud enough for me and everyone else to hear. “He does.” She put her hand on his chest. “It’s tiny and squirts as soon as he’s in. I can’t even feel it.” She smiled up and ran her hand over is chest.  
 
    He laughed. “Poor guy. Is it your husband?” 
 
    “It is. Not for long though. It’s going to be my girlfriend instead.” 
 
    “Good idea. I think when you’re done turning it into something, it’ll be useful to real men. I’d stick it in her bottom.” He came over to me and put his hand on my shoulder. Good luck, buddy.” He walked away. 
 
    Janine sat back down, and I whispered angrily to her. “How could you do that to me? Did you hear what he said? You should have slapped him.” 
 
    “Oh, stop. He’s right and you know it. Why didn’t you slap him?” She sipped her tea.  
 
    I guess she was right. I should have and I didn’t. Further proof. But to have him stick it in my bottom? I pictured myself on my back with him penetrating me like me on Janine... oh my god. I throbbed. 
 
    The saleslady came back, and before long I was made up and dressed. The heels were very strappy and high, and it took me a bit to be able to walk in them. But once I did, it felt incredible. Looking in the three-way mirror, I didn’t look like a man at all.  
 
    We spent the day shopping, and I loved the sensations and feelings. We had my hair done in a pretty layered look and colored it with highlights. My ears were pierced. I had a pedicure and manicure with false nails on my hands, all painted a pretty light pink. So feminine-looking! How I would ever look like a man again. I was happier than I’d ever been. I received compliments from everyone and winks from men. 
 
    When we had completed our shopping, I drove home. It felt so sexy to drive in high heels and to feel the hem of the dress caressing my legs. Janine was in a great mood. “I’m so proud of you, Patricia. You did everything I wanted.” 
 
    I was so horny—I thought maybe I’d get to stick it in her as she was so cheerful. “Thanks. I’m glad you’re in a good mood. Maybe tonight I can slip it in? I’ve made you happy, right?” 
 
    She laughed. “You have been a very cooperative girl today. But I don’t really want your thing squirting in me like I know you’ve done when I was sleeping.” She glared at me. 
 
    “What? I, uh...” 
 
    “Oh, shut up. I’m going to fix that, too. No more surprises for me in the morning.” 
 
    “So that’s a no? I can’t put it in you tonight?” 
 
    “Try never. Never again, little lady. But we can find a way for you to release your pent-up sexual tensions. I desperately need some release, too. Maybe we can take care of it at the same time. Then we’ll both sleep better.” 
 
    What was that supposed to mean? I didn’t think she meant for me to relieve her sexual tensions, since she always says I can’t. What was she thinking?  
 
    We dragged all the things we’d bought for me into the house. Janine took all my guy clothes and put them in garbage bags for the Salvation Army. I fought her half-heartedly. I could always buy more. I put my new things away and washed the intimates. It was exciting seeing and touching everything. I almost just wanked off to get rid of my arousal. It wouldn’t have taken much, but I didn’t.  
 
    When I was done, Janine came into the bedroom. “Good, all of your boy costumes are going away, and now you can dress like you should.” She sat on the bed. 
 
    “I guess. Feels odd.” 
 
    “Well, it’s how it should be. Now, tonight you get to see what girls’ night is like. You get to go out with me and watch what I do.” 
 
    This was great. An opportunity to see her dressed up all night. “Really? That should be fun. I’ll love being able to see you dressed up sexy all night and get all relaxed with your girlfriends.” 
 
    “Good. I’m glad you’re thinking like that. Because you’re gonna see things you never dreamed of. Women being treated like they’re meant to be treated by men, and you’ll see why you aren’t one. You’ll see what relaxes a woman on girls’ night.” 
 
    “Men? But it’s supposed to be girls’ night. A night with the girls.” 
 
    Janine shook her head and laughed. “Girls’ night isn’t about hanging out with girls, silly. You can be so naive. ”
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    We both showered. Janine did my makeup, teaching me as she did. My new feminine haircut was sexy and sassy. We both dressed together in the bedroom in similar outfits. I had never seen Janine dress this sexy before. It was great.  
 
    We both wore sheer, seamed, black stockings with black lace garter belts and matching black lace crotchless panties. A matching push-up bra made my cleavage pop, and Janine’s bra left her nipples exposed above the cups. They were as hard as I was.  
 
    We put on strappy black five-inch stilettos and our jewelry. I slid on a black and gold clubbing dress with a flared skirt, and Janine wore a tight gold clubbing dress. She was so hot. Totally slut. 
 
    Janine came over to me. She sprayed perfume over both of us. She looked at my soldier at attention, sticking out. “We need to take care of that.” 
 
    I moved closer to her. “Let me stick it in. Please?” 
 
    “Raise your voice some more. You’re a girl now.” She grabbed it and squeezed it. 
 
    “Please? Please can I stick it in?” 
 
    “That’s better.” She let it go and took a pair of panties from the drawer. “Here.” She handed them to me. “Jerk that thing into these.” 
 
    “Oh, Janine, please?” 
 
    “Absolutely not. Jerk it, Patricia. Squirt.” 
 
    I looked at her standing there in her heels, looking sexy as hell. The sensations of the breasts, clothes, and heels I wore made me feel even hornier. I imagined I was her. It only took me a few seconds. “Uh, huh, huh, oh, Janine, you’re so hot, I’m uh, uh, uh, uh…” My knees shook, and I almost fell off my high heels. Janine grabbed my arm to steady me. My panties were filled with my juice.  
 
    She laughed. “You even sound like a girl when you do that. Such a whimpering girl. The boys will love that new voice of yours. Now, suck it off the panties.” 
 
    I did and licked my fingers, then put the panties into the hamper. Janine took my hand and sat me on the bed. “Lift that dress.” 
 
    She went into her nightstand and took out a chrome plated thing with a lock. She undid the lock and handed me the chrome ring. “Slip this over it and past your marbles.” 
 
    I tugged it all through and it held it tightly. 
 
    She handed me the front portion. “Stick that thing into this and then align it so I can get the lock on.” 
 
    “What? Lock it?” 
 
    “Of course. You don’t want to have it popping up, do you?” 
 
    My shaking hands manipulated the cage. Once I had it on properly, my thing was squished tightly in the tiny chrome tip. I held the hole over the pin on the other piece with my long-fingered nails. She slipped the lock through. 
 
    She snapped it in place. “There. Stand up.”  
 
    I did. She laughed. “It looks even smaller now. When I bought this, I wasn’t sure if it would fit, and now I think I could have gotten an even smaller one.” She laughed and shook it so the lock clattered on it. “How does it feel?” 
 
    “It actually feels pretty good. But how long do I have to wear it?” I already throbbed inside it, my little guy desperately trying to stretch out. It just filled the cage and stopped growing, leaving me more desperate and aroused.  
 
    “At least while we’re out. We’ll see. Put these panties over it.”  
 
    I slipped them on. She pulled the hem of my mini-dress down and smoothed the fabric. 
 
    She handed me my purse and inspected me. “I think you’ll pass well. No guy will know you’re not a girl.” 
 
    “Guys? Please, no guys. Just two girls out on girls’ night, okay?” 
 
    “Oh, Patricia. What fun would that be?” 
 
    “I have to talk with men? This won’t work. They’ll find out what I am and beat me up.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t be silly. Try to be a man for once and have some courage. All you need to do is entertain them a little, and they’ll be happy. Men are so easy. They’re like monkeys. Just give them what they want and they’ll follow you anywhere and do anything for you.” 
 
    “Give them what they want?” 
 
    “I just gave you what you wanted. You filled your panties with it and ate it. You can give them what they want. But most men don’t get so excited about panties.”  
 
    “No, I won’t do it.” 
 
    “Do you want that cage to come off?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Then let’s go.” She tugged me out of the house as I whimpered behind her. “Oh, Janine, please, not this. I’m scared.” 
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    We entered the club. A bouncer stood at a desk. “Hi Janine. Who’s your gorgeous friend? Is she old enough to be here? She looks like a teenager.” 
 
    Janine huffed. “Of course, you dick.” 
 
    “Show me your license, pretty girl.” 
 
    I opened my purse and took it out. He stared at it and then at me. “Same last name.” He looked at my hair and face. “You don’t look male.” 
 
    Janine snatched it from him and gave it to me. “It’s a typo.” She paid our cover charge and led us to a private booth toward the back with curtains across the entrance. The music thumped and pounded. She pulled aside the curtains; she had me slip into the one side, and she slid into the other. 
 
    “When are the rest of the girls coming?” I asked. 
 
    “What girls?” 
 
    “Your girl friends that you go out with on girls’ night.” 
 
    “You’re it, sweetie.” 
 
    “Why aren’t they coming?” 
 
    “I never hang out with women on girls’ night. Get it straight. Girls’ night is for girls like us to enjoy ourselves with men.” 
 
    “So, you’ve been going out with guys on girls’ night?” 
 
    “Wow, took you long enough. I can’t believe you just realized that. Of course. Real men. Never another woman.” 
 
    The waitress slid the curtain back and took our drink orders.  
 
    “So, do you have sex with them?” 
 
    “Most of the time. Some of them were total jerks, so they didn’t get to stick it in me, but to be polite, I might wank them. The ones that weren’t total jerks...well...” She rolled her eyes and licked her lips, smiling at me. “...they are great. You’ll see, Patricia.” Her hard nipples created bumps in her thin top. “I’m dripping already just  thinking about it.” 
 
    The drinks arrived, and I slammed mine down and ordered another. My wife had been having sex with who-knows-who forever, as long as they weren’t total jerk. If they were, then she’d jerk them off. She never even did that for me. 
 
    She held my hand and looked into my eyes. “Patricia, a woman needs a man. You’ll see how much you’ll want one, too.” 
 
    My face flushed. “No, never. I’m not gay.” 
 
    “Of course you aren’t. You’re a woman who loves real men. You sure aren’t a man.” 
 
    “I won’t do it.” 
 
    Janine reached into her purse and took out the little key jiggling it in front of my face. “You will.” 
 
    My next drink arrived, and so did a problem. 
 
    “Hi. I’m Robert.” He held his huge hand out to me. He flashed a smile, his blue eyes locking onto mine. “You must be Patricia, Janine’s husband. Or, uh, should I now say spouse?” He slid in next to me and pressed against my hip. 
 
    “Uh, I’m, uh…” I stuttered. 
 
    He ran his thick hand over my stockinged, crossed knee and squeezed it. “This suits you. You’re hot. I’ll bet you were never as masculine as a guy as you are sexy and feminine now.” He rubbed my thigh with his thick, hard hand as he looked into my eyes then checked out my cleavage. 
 
    “Uh, thanks... I guess.” 
 
    He slid his hand under my bottom. I crossed my legs tight. “Please, stop.” 
 
    “I’d stick it in you.”  
 
    “I, uh, I…” 
 
    Janine said, “She hasn’t done that yet. She’s a virgin to that.” 
 
    “How nice,” Robert said. “We’ll have to work on that, won’t we, Patricia?” 
 
    He smiled an evil smile at me and took my hand, placing it on his crotch. He squeezed my hand around his thick meat. It was huge. “Your wife likes this one. That’s why she wanted me to have you first, so you could feel how good it feels.” 
 
    The waitress took his order as another two guys entered. Janine got out and let one slip in the booth and then the other slid in next to her. Everyone ordered, and I got a double this time. I was a wreck. Shaking, heart racing, Robert holding my hand held tight on his growing piece in his pants. What was happening? 
 
    The guys next to Janine introduced themselves. I wasn’t paying attention to them, being all wrapped up in what was happening.  
 
    One next to Janine leaned over the table to me. “Patricia? Patricia. Hey, sweetie, you in there?” he said as he shook my hand on the table. 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “So, you’re Janine’s wimpy husband Pat. You look good. You sure don’t look like a guy. When she first told me about you, I thought you’d just be geekish and dorky, but you’re not. You’re hot, baby. At least playing dress-up like this. I’d stick it in you.” 
 
    Janine slapped his hard bicep. “She’s not playing dress-up, you oaf. This is what she is. She’ll never be a man again. Never was.” Janine looked at me. “Right, Patricia?” 
 
    I was rattled and uncertain what I should say. “Of course, Janine. This is the real me.” I sat up straight and pushed my breasts out. I winked at him. There, that should do it. 
 
    Her boyfriend smiled and winked at me. “Nice. I like it.” 
 
    Janine had her hands in his lap. He looked at her quizzically. “Wha’cha doing babe?” 
 
    Janine grabbed him though his pants then started to unzip them. She said to him, “Tell me if you think she’s just playing dress-up after this.” She turned to me. “Get under the table, Patricia, and show him how good your girl’s mouth can feel on him.” 
 
    I was shocked. “I, uh, I...”  
 
    Robert, sitting next to me, started to push me to go under. “Go on, hot lips. Get down there and show us.” 
 
    I pleaded with my eyes to Janine and whimpered to her, “Janine, please. I can’t.” Robert grabbed my hips and slid me off the booth. I slid under the table, crouched down. Robert handed me a linen napkin. “Kneel on this.” 
 
    I took it and kneeled. Beneath the table I turned around, seeing a frightful sight. There were three huge hands, each wagging their meat at me. Shit. Even though I’d had a few drinks, I was far from being ready for any of this. I scuttled out the end of the booth and stood up, fixing my dress. “I’m not doing this.” 
 
    Janine glared at me. “Fine, see if I care. See if you can get that cage off yourself.” 
 
    I snatched my purse and ran off to the bathroom. I stood in the hallway, trying to decide which one to use. A guy came out of the men’s room. He smiled. “Is there a line in the women’s room already? Go use the men’s. It’s empty.” He held the door for me. I went in. 
 
    No one was there. I had to compose myself. I looked in the mirror and touched up my hair and lipstick. I looked better than I’d ever looked to myself. I was pretty and sexy. It felt so right. I sprayed on fresh perfume then went into a stall and peed. Someone else entered the bathroom. I listened to them pee and wash, and when the door shut, I left the stall.  
 
    “Wow!” a guy said as he saw me and turned from the mirror. “Uh, my name’s Stan. What’s yours?” 
 
    I looked him over, as he did me. He was handsome and seemed to have a gentle nature. He seemed a little shy the way his eyes flitted around. “Uh, I’m Patricia. Nice to meet you, Stan.” 
 
    “You too. Can I buy you a drink?” 
 
    I observed him while I thought. Now what? Should I skip out on Janine and her studs? Should I just take the car and let her find her way home? Should I stay at this place with this guy, or go somewhere else with him? 
 
    He could see my indecision. “I know, hard to decide, isn’t it? Don’t worry, I’m a nice guy.” He moved closer. “You sure are pretty. Never saw you here before.” 
 
    I could smell his cologne. It smelled nice. I shrugged my shoulders and flashed a little smile. “First time here. Not so sure I like the place.” 
 
    “We can go somewhere else. Someplace quieter if you like. Any suggestions?” 
 
    I could. I really could. I could just leave Janine and her group and go with him. I read his face and looked deep into his smiling eyes. I felt a smile form on my lips as I thought about getting back into control of my situation by using him. 
 
    He raised a finger, bright eyed. “I know just the place. Right down the street. A martini bar with a piano player. Good place to talk.” 
 
    Why not? I’d get away from what Janine wanted me to do, and she could have them all to herself. I could just relax with this nice guy and have a drink or two. He wasn’t threatening, not at all macho-acting.  
 
    I nodded smiling. “Why not? Sounds great. Can you drive?” 
 
    “Sure.”  
 
    “Okay. I need to tell my girlfriend what I’m doing.”  
 
    I took him by the hand and led him to the table where Janine had hands under her dress and on her breasts.“Uh-hem! Janine, I’m leaving with my friend here. See you later.” 
 
    Janine looked up quickly. “What?” 
 
    “I’m leaving. See you later.” I tossed the keys on the table, turned, and walked out with my new friend. 
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    We sat at the bar, and the bartender came over. He looked at Stan and said, “Hi, Stan.” He looked at me. “ID?” 
 
    I took it from my purse. He studied it and me. He handed it back. “Pat. Nice to meet you. You don’t look your age at all. I’m Evan. What’ll you have?” 
 
    “Thanks. I always looked younger than I was. It’s a curse. Dirty martini up, please.” He went off to mix our drinks. 
 
    Stan asked, “How old are you, Patricia?” 
 
    “Twenty-six.”  
 
    “No way. Let me see your license.” 
 
    “No. Just trust me. I’ve been married for five years.” 
 
    “So that was your girlfriend at the last nightclub? Out for a girls’ night, huh? Did you have a fight?” He sipped his martini, watching me. 
 
    I uncrossed and re-crossed my legs, feeling the silky stockings slide against each other. What should I tell him? Would he understand if I told him the truth? “Uh, not exactly.” I looked away. 
 
    He put a reassuring hand on my knee. It felt nice. “Something’s wrong, isn’t it? Something big. Tell me, maybe I can help.” He slid his hand along my leg. 
 
    I looked into his eyes. They were concerned, and he seemed he might understand. “I, uh, the woman there was my wife.” 
 
    “You’re married? I didn’t realize you were a lesbian. I’m sorry if I’m intruding.” 
 
    I put my hand on his hand on my leg. “You aren’t. I’m not. I’m her husband.” 
 
    “Get out. No way.” He looked at my cleavage, and his eyes roamed my face and hair. “You’re a woman. A beautiful woman.” 
 
    I looked around the bar. It was pretty empty. No one was on our side of it. The piano played across the room. I lifted the hem of my dress. 
 
    His eyes popped open when he saw the cage shining, framed by the crotchless black lace panties and black garter belt. I put the dress down and smoothed it. My face flushed and my heart raced. 
 
    “You really are a guy. And you’re all locked up? What’s that for?” 
 
    “I’m sorry. You can leave now if you want. I won’t be insulted. I’m a freak. I know.” I stared down at the bar. 
 
    He put his hand on my shoulder and whispered in my ear, “It’s okay, Patricia. I don’t care. I like you.” 
 
    I leaned into him and whispered back, “Thanks.” 
 
    He kissed my cheek. “So, why are you locked up?” His hand massaged my thigh, sliding sensually up and down. 
 
    “Well, this morning I was a regular guy. Then my wife found panties of hers that I, uh...” I looked in his eyes. 
 
    “What? It’s okay.” 
 
    I leaned into him and whispered. “I jerked off in her panties, and she found them. So she said that since I can’t satisfy her with my little thing and if panties excite me, I should become a girl.” 
 
    “You can’t satisfy her?” 
 
    “I stick it in and come instantly. It isn’t very big.” 
 
    He stroked my hair and gazed into my eyes. “It’s okay. Go on.” 
 
    “So she took me to the mall and bought me women’s clothes and had my hair and nails done and then made me jerk off dressed in women's clothes and locked the cage on me. Those were her boyfriends with her. She’s been having sex with other men forever. I never knew. She wanted me to suck them off under the table tonight. That’s why I left.” 
 
    “So are you going to get a divorce?” 
 
    “I couldn’t. She’d take half of everything including my business.” 
 
    “Are you jealous?” 
 
    “I guess. But she needs to be satisfied, and I can’t do it. So maybe it makes sense to just let her have them.” 
 
    “Not a big deal, really. It is just sex. As the husband, it’s your job to make your wife happy, and it sounds like her boyfriends have been doing that for a while. Now you just know about it. So, you don’t want to be a girl? You don’t want to dress and act like one?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. What did I want? “Well, I do like how all this feels. And I was never given so much favorable attention as a guy.” 
 
    “You look great. Maybe you should stay this way.” He massaged my leg. “You’re very sexy.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “You sure look like you could satisfy a man. I’m aroused by you. I don’t meant to be overly forward, but to prove a point...” He put my hand in his lap and pressed it on his hardness. I wasn’t nervous this time. It was erotic to think about giving him pleasure and to know he thought I was sexy. The drinks had loosened me up, and I didn’t feel pressured like before.  
 
    He tilted his head and flashed a gorgeous smile. “So pretty and sexy. Maybe you should try satisfying a man. You might like it. You’d probably do well.” 
 
    I squeezed his growing rod as he held my hand on it and looked into his eyes. The thought was inviting. “I never did that. I never even thought about it.” 
 
    “We can try if you want. You can go slow and do only what you want to do.” He pressed my hand on it and it throbbed and grew some more.  
 
    He kissed my cheek tenderly and gazed into my eyes longingly. My heart pounded in my chest. Could I? Should I? What if I liked it? What if he liked it? It was so exciting making him grow like that. Terribly exciting. His eyes begged me for more. He lusted for me. I never would have guessed I had it in myself to feel like this. 
 
    I forced myself to take my hand off him. He massaged my legs with both of his hands while looking into my eyes. “You’d be entirely in control.” He looked around the bar. “The bathrooms here lock.” 
 
    I was flooded with impulses and desires I never had before. I slid off the barstool, straightened my dress, and put my purse over my shoulder. I looked at him, my fears faded, overwhelmed with desire instead. I whispered in his ear, “Give me a minute to freshen up, then knock on the door.” 
 
    My heart raced as I clicked in my heels across the floor, walking as sexy as I could, feeling the short dress swaying against my legs and my breasts tugging on me. I was hard in the cage, and it tugged with each step, making me harder. I felt like I might burst inside of it.  
 
    Hurrying, I entered the ladies’ room. Purse on the counter. Reapplied lipstick. Perfumed dress, hair, shoulders, legs. Totally seductive. Knock at the door. I opened it. He slid in. I locked it. 
 
    We stood still. Two deer in headlights. He moved toward me. I put a hand on his shoulder. A kiss landed on my lips. My hand grabbed his crotch. Closed my eyes. Kissed him deeply. He was hard as rock. I squeezed it. He breathed in my ear, “Mmm, yes, please.” 
 
    I unzipped his pants and took him out. It was warm and rigid, silky. I stroked him. He moaned, “Mmm, that feels nice.” 
 
    I stared down, watching as my long-nailed hand worked him. It was so much bigger than mine, even though his body wasn’t. A drop oozed from his tip. I ran my thumb over it and made him shudder. I wanted to taste it and see if it tasted like mine. 
 
    I turned him around. Shakily I said, “Stan, could you please sit on the counter for me?” 
 
    He hopped up.  
 
    “Thank you.” I took his shaved globes out and tugged them while I stroked his rod. I bent down and took him into my mouth. I went down on it as far as I could and ran my tongue around it. It felt wonderful doing it. I was throbbing in my cage, filled with arousal. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, Patricia. That feels so good, princess.” 
 
    Princess, Patricia… and it felt right. I loved the feel of it on my lips. I looked at it. My lipstick had left a ring where I stopped. I wrapped a hand beneath it and stroked, then went back onto it. I flicked the hole with my tongue, and he twitched on the counter, grabbing my head. “Ungh, god, yes,” he whispered.  
 
    I wanted to make him feel good. He had to finish for me. I bobbed my head as he held it gently. I stroked his gorgeous piece with one hand while tugging on his globes with the other. “Ungh, yeah, baby, that’s it, keep that up, you’re doing great, girl.” 
 
    His encouragement drove me faster. I was ready to burst from my cage, oozing from it. I was as much on the edge as he was. He squeezed my head tight. “Oh, yeah, this is it, it’s gonna go. Is it okay to go in your mouth?” 
 
    Was it ever! I wanted it so badly. I moaned around it and nodded yes; he squeezed my head tight and thrust into me. He let go a flood that I swallowed voraciously as he cried out, “Ungh!” then another, “Oh, baby.” He rammed me, “Ungh, ungh, ungh, ungh, uhgnnnnnnn!” His body tensed, and his hands released my head. He took it out. I swallowed all his luscious juice. “Oh, that was so nice,” he moaned then slumped on the counter, looking at me looking up. 
 
    I stood and he kissed my lips gently, wiped my chin. His whole face smiled at me. “That was incredible. Did you like that?” 
 
    I nodded shyly. Wow. I loved being able to make him feel that way, and I loved every second of doing it. I couldn’t believe it. How could I have missed this all my life? Because I’m a guy, and guys don’t do this. They don’t dress like girls, either. What the hell was I? “I, uh, thanks for letting me try it. I’m glad I made you feel good, Stan.”  
 
    He zipped up and put his hand on my shoulder. “Another drink?” 
 
    I looked at my watch. “I really should go home. Can you drive me?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    He dropped me off in my driveway. He wanted my number, but I wouldn’t give it to him. We kissed goodnight, and I went into the house. 
 
    I heard Janine as she cried out, “Oh, yeah! That’s it, baby. Make me squirt again.” 
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    I quietly moved to the bedroom. I peeked around the doorframe and watched as Robert held her ankles behind her head with one hand. Her stockings were ripped and her heels were still on as he pounded into her. They were both wet from her juices. I had never seen her like that.  
 
    “Oh, yeah, Robert. Pound me, baby! It’s coming again. Ungh, huh, huh, huh, huh.” She twitched and jerked flooding them with her juices. 
 
    He rammed her with his huge rod. It was so hot to watch as she came over and over. I wondered what it must feel like for a woman to be served like that. I shook my cage trying to make myself finish, but with no luck. I quietly slipped into the room and sat on the chair to watch. I shook my cage. The lock clattered against the chrome. 
 
    Janine was rolling her head back and forth as Robert pierced her over and over. Her eyes opened and she saw me. I was madly shaking my cage with one hand and squeezing my breasts with the other as I watched her. She winked. 
 
    Robert cried out. “This is it, baby. Ungh, yeah, ungh, ungh, ungh, ungh, ungh!” He collapsed on top of her. She rubbed his back and kissed his lips. “I loved that, Robert,” she said. 
 
    She looked at me. “Hi, princess. Did you like watching that?” 
 
    I nodded. It was true. I loved seeing that. I never could have given her that myself, and I wondered how it must have felt for her. Being penetrated so deeply and thoroughly—attached to the piercing rod inside her as they both reached the storm-raged mountaintop and then tumbled blissfully to the peaceful sea. “I lifted my dress. “Where’s the key to this?” 
 
    “I’ll get it later. Go to sleep.” She rolled over and embraced Robert as they went to sleep. I went into the spare room and fell onto the bed. 
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    I was dreaming I was with Stan—reliving the sensations of having him in my mouth. It felt so real. It was different, though. He was completely naked, and we were in bed with my mouth on his rod and his legs wrapped over my back. I could feel his hands on my head as he squeezed it so tight and rammed into my throat.  
 
    “Ungh, yeah. This is what you’re good for. This is what you should always have been.” He shoved into my face, crushing my skull so hard I thought it would pop. He rammed me so deep, I was amazed I didn’t gag. It went right down my throat. “Yeah, you sissy faggot. Eat my real-man meat. Get ready for my load, you little bitch freak.” 
 
    I heard Janine, “That’s a good girl, princess. Now don’t lose any.” 
 
    “Ungh, tight sissy faggot lips and throat... ungh... yeah!” he cried out. “Now you have some usefulness.” He rammed me and filled me with his release. I swallowed as best I could. When he finally finished, he let go. I got up on my knees and looked at Robert as he smiled, his rod throbbing and wet in the air. It wasn’t Stan, and it wasn’t a dream.  
 
    Janine patted my head. “Good job, baby. I was too sore to take care of Robert this morning, so I told him to slip into your bed and ram it down your throat to make you useful. Now be useful again, and go make us some breakfast.” 
 
    Shit. I did it again. Rather, he did it to me. I never asked for that. He used me like an object. I licked his drips off my lips and chin. I was hard in my cage.  
 
    I slid out of bed. I asked Janine, “The key? Where’s the key?” 
 
    “After breakfast, dear. Now go.” 
 
    I went into the kitchen and made breakfast. When we were done, I cleaned up the kitchen while Janine and Robert showered together. While they did, Janine made me watch a video of them from the night before. It was hot. 
 
    I tried to imagine what it might be like to be Janine. The way he made her feel, the way he filled her up. How they bonded to each other, him deep inside her. It was so intimate; they were so connected to each other. I longed to be her and feel that. I was rock-hard in my cage all the time I watched. Soon Janine would give me the key.  
 
    After they were dressed, they came into the living room, where I sat on the couch still watching the video of them. 
 
    “Nice video, don’t you think, dear? Robert is so hot, isn’t he? Isn’t it great how well he fulfills me?” Janine asked as she sat next to me and ran her hand though my mussed hair. “You need a shower.” 
 
    “I need the key.” 
 
    She looked at me. “Not yet.” 
 
    “What do I have to do to get it?”” 
 
    “Hmm, Robert? Have any ideas?” 
 
    “I could do to Patricia what I did to you last night.” 
 
    I glared at him. “I don’t have those parts, Robert.” 
 
    “No, but you do have a nice tight hole in your bottom.” 
 
    “No way. You’re not sticking that massive thing in me. I’ll split in two.” 
 
    “She’s right, Robert. She needs to be stretched first.” 
 
    Robert slapped his thigh. “Damn. I was already getting hard for that faggot ass.” 
 
    “The key, Janine. Where is the key?” 
 
    “Well, I hate to see you teasing Robert. I think you should take care of him with your mouth again, then we can talk about the key.” 
 
    “I didn’t tease him!” 
 
    “He wanted to stick it in your bottom, but you’re not ready. That teased him.” 
 
    Why argue? I needed to get that key. I got on my knees between Robert’s legs and unzipped his pants. I glared at Janine as I held his fat rod in my hand. “After this, it’s time for the darn key.”  
 
    I dove on it passionately. I did love making him feel it. He lasted an exceptionally long time, though, and my mouth was getting tired by the time he finally filled me with his juice, almost choking me with the flood. How could he have so much? 
 
    “Good girl, Patricia,” Janine said as I wiped my lips. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “You like doing that. I can tell.” She patted my head. 
 
    I looked at her and licked my lips. 
 
    “Tell me you like doing that, honey.” 
 
    “I don’t.”  
 
    “You’re lying. You love giving men pleasure. I can tell by how you do it.” 
 
    “I do like making men feel good like that—making them react to what I do. But I don’t like doing it. I’m a man. And he treats me like an object.” 
 
    Janine laughed. “A man? Still in denial? Oh my. Okay. Now here’s your chance. Tell me what you like doing to men, princess.” 
 
    “I like making them happy.” 
 
    “By doing what? Cooking for them?” 
 
    “That would be okay. I’ve always cooked for you.” 
 
    “But that’s not what you’d really like. Tell me what you just did to Robert and that you liked it.” 
 
    I had to get this right to get the cage off. I still didn’t like the thought that I was a guy dressed like a girl, sucking another guy. Especially being used like that, being so demeaned. Even as exciting as it was.  
 
    I glared at her with rage, leaning forward and locking eyes. “I like pleasing men by sucking on their rods for them! Having them ram my face with their real-man meat! And, and uh, swallowing their wonderful juice!” 
 
    “Good girl. See? This is all working out quite sweetly.” 
 
    “The key.” 
 
    “Go shower. Use the attachment Robert so kindly put on the shower to clean out that little bottom of yours really well. Then we can work on stretching you out so you can take Robert in and please him that way.” 
 
    “The key, Janine. Now.” 
 
    “Go. Not now. After. Go get prettied up and dressed and cleaned out nicely first. Be a good girl.” 
 
    I did as I was told and cleaned myself out, put on my makeup, did my hair, got dressed in a cute little pink mini-dress with a low cowl neck to show my cleavage, and suntan thigh-highs with pink crotchless panties and bra. Jewelry on and perfumed, I went into the living room, where they sat watching the news. 
 
    “The key, Janine.” 
 
    “Oh, ready already? You look so pretty today. I love pink on you. It suits your skin, and it makes you even more feminine. She touched my hair, fixing a piece. “There.” 
 
    “The key.” I was straining in my cage. I needed it so bad. 
 
    “Oh, yes, I almost forgot.” Janine ran off to the other room. 
 
    Finally. I sat down in anticipation of relief. She came back in. “Okay, on your knees princess.” 
 
    “What? The darn key.” 
 
    “First this.” She held a pink, inflatable, vibrating butt plug up to me. “We need to stretch you out for Robert, or whomever wants to use you.” 
 
    “No, I won’t do it. I’ll never let another man inside of me.” 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Another man? As if you were one. Have you looked in the mirror lately? Didn’t you love making a man feel good? Have you noticed how you walk, talk... move your hands?” 
 
    She paused. I stared at her, my mouth gaping. She was right. But that still didn’t mean I’d ever do what she was saying—being used as simply a receptacle by men like that. 
 
    Janine huffed. “Oh well, I guess I don’t know where I put that key.” She started to go back. 
 
    “Wait. Okay.” 
 
    I knelt down on all fours and raised my butt in the air. 
 
    Janine lubed the plug and pushed gently, going a little farther in each time. “Relax it more, dear. You’re too tense.” She massaged my back with her other hand. 
 
    I relaxed. Her hand on my back seemed to convey her love and nurturing for me. It started to go in. It actually felt good. I couldn’t resist pushing back against to make it go in farther each time until... all at once... it passed the thickest part and sucked into me, and my bottom clenched it tightly in place. The sensation was wonderful.  
 
    She pumped it up and turned it on a low vibration.  She rubbed my back and ran her silky hands over my ass cheeks. She detached the inflator. “How’s that, honey?” 
 
    I stood. It felt rather pleasant. I walked around. Walking was better yet. “It’s okay. Now the key.”  
 
    “I think it helps your walk become more sensual and feminine, too.” 
 
    I stopped walking and glared at her. “The darn key, dear.” 
 
    Later, dear. After you’ve had a real man in you. Then you get the key. But I think after you have a real man in you, you won’t want the key or need it. Doesn’t that plug feel nice?” 
 
    It did. Very sexy and sensual. But could I finish with it? “It does, but I want to finish. I need the relief. I can’t take it being like this.” 
 
    “You’ll finish, all right. You’ll finish when a real man finishes while penetrating you over... and over... and over… when you’re ready. Robert, help me set her up. I’ll get the iPad.” 
 
    Robert took me roughly by the hand and tugged me to an armchair in the corner of the living room. “Sit, sissy faggot slut.”  
 
    “Can’t you be nice to me, Robert? Someday you’ll get yours. Just because someone is different doesn’t mean they’re freaks or that doing something different is wrong. Grow up. This isn’t 1950!” 
 
    “You’re a freak. Shut your yap, or I’ll fill it again and stuff it all the way down your throat into your belly.” He rubbed his crotch, glaring at me with his evil eyes. 
 
    I shook my head and sat down. I tried to wriggle against the plug and make it go deeper, but it wouldn’t. I needed more. I wriggled my bottom making it move inside me.  
 
    Robert glared at me with disgust. “See, you little faggot? You need a real man inside of you. You love that thing in your sissy bottom.”  
 
    “Robert, stop being so mean!” I whimpered. 
 
    Janine came out and gave him four stockings. She set the iPad up on the end-table and dragged it in front of me. Robert roughly tied my hands and feet to the chair with the stockings. “This isn’t too tight, is it, you freak of nature, you lowly faggot?” He spat the words out like dirt. 
 
    “Uh, not sure why you’re doing this. Stop calling me names. My name is Patricia.” 
 
    Janine patted my head like a dog. “Very good, dear. You’re calling yourself Patricia now, not Pat. See how natural it’s becoming?” Janine said proudly. 
 
    She set the iPad to play another video of her with two other men. “This one’s from last year, but it’s my favorite. I think you’ll like it.” She touched the screen and her moaning came from the iPad. 
 
    “This will only make it worse, Janine. I’m already too horny.” 
 
    “Yes, it will, won’t it?” She laughed and took the remote for the vibrator and turned it up. It rattled my body from head to toe. I began to ooze from my cage. 
 
    “Stop, I’m oozing.” 
 
    Janine ran into the kitchen and came back with a baggie. She lifted my dress and wrapped my cage in it. “There.” 
 
    She looked at me and laughed. “You look so cute like that. All helpless.” She took Robert’s hand and they lay on the couch together directly ahead of the iPad. Janine unbuttoned her blouse and offered her breast to Robert. He sucked it while he fingered her. I could do nothing but watch Janine with two guys on the iPad, or watch them on the couch. 
 
    My body tingled with the vibrations as I continually oozed into the baggie. This would never do anything but make me hornier. I was hanging on the edge of release with no relief. I had to stop it somehow. I whimpered, “Please, please, Janine. Let me go.” 
 
    “Sorry, dear. You’ll thank me later.” 
 
    I watched them and the video for what must have been a couple of hours, all the time oozing. This had to stop. “I need to go to the bathroom,” I whimpered. 
 
    Janine stopped kissing Robert and rolled her head to me. “Oh, really? Well, why don’t you take care of Robert like a good girl, and then you can go.” 
 
    Robert stood and came over. He unzipped his pants and slapped my face with it, over and over. “Look at that pretty sissy-face. I love sticking it in that face. Now open up for Daddy.” 
 
    I opened my mouth and he stuck it in. I ran my tongue around it and squeezed my lips on it nice and tight. I struggled not having my hands to help myself. As angry as I was, the way he spoke to me and treated me, I was still horny as hell and loved making him release. It gave me some sort of control, even tied to the chair.  
 
    He started humping my head. For some reason, I couldn’t help moaning around it in pleasure. “Mmm... unh, unh... mmm.” After about ten minutes, he squirted down my throat while pumping into my face. “Ungh, yeah, bitch. That a girl, swallow it all up, you slut. I hungrily swallowed it all until he pulled it out and slapped me with it while it still squirted on my face and hair. 
 
    A few good slaps on my cheeks, and he was done. “There, now you’ve been a useful faggot.” I glared up at him. He tilted his head observing me. “The cream on your face and hair is a good look for you.” 
 
    “Robert! Stop harassing her, you brute.” Janine pushed him aside. She wiped my face and hair gently with a finger and held it for me to lick off. “There, none wasted.” 
 
    Janine took a list off the counter and brought it over. “Time for you to do groceries. I put rubbers on the list, too, so you can catch your little sissy drips better, so get some of those snugger fit ones for girls like you.” 
 
    Robert untied me. Janine knelt down and took the baggie off, wiping the cage with her finger. She had me lick it off. “Good girl. Now drink your juice down.” She handed me the baggie and I did.  
 
    She turned down the vibrator. “That will give you a little break from all that oozing for now.” She looked at my cage for any drips. There were none. “There.” It vibrated slowly yet just enough to keep me on edge without dripping. 
 
    I went to the bathroom, freshened up, grabbed some nuts and seeds from the bowl on the counter, gobbled them down, and left for the store with the list. 
 
    Driving was a challenge. Not because of my heels but because of the sensations running through my body. It was distracting to be this horny. I managed to get to the store without getting in an accident.  
 
    My heels clicked behind the grocery cart as I swished in my pretty pink dress, gathering groceries, the plug massaging me inside with each step. At this point, I wanted every guy I saw, and it seemed they wanted me, too. I was given hellos and smiles, winks. I could have had any of them. I knew I could have. 
 
    At the checkout counter was the cutest bagger. He smiled at me. “Can I help you get these things to your car, ma’am?” 
 
    I could see his bulge in his jeans. “Sure, that would be lovely.” 
 
    He followed me out with the cart. I made sure to give him my sexiest walk. When he was done loading things into the trunk, I ran my hand across his crotch as he faced the trunk. “Like a tip?” I asked. 
 
    He smiled a big grin. “Sure.” He looked around. “Drive over there and I’ll get in your car.” 
 
    I drove to the side of the building and he came running. He slid into the car and shut the door. I reclined his seat while he undid his pants. “You’re hot, lady.” 
 
    “Thanks. You are, too.” I dove onto his meat ravenously. Why I was so compelled to do this, I wasn’t sure. I guessed it put me in control for a bit.  
 
    Before long, he flooded my mouth with his sweet young juices, which I greedily swallowed. “Mmm.” I licked him off while he throbbed in the air. “Mmm, you taste so good.” I licked some more and slurped it one more time. 
 
    “Thanks, lady. Maybe we could do this again. Maybe every day, if you want. I get a break when we could meet.” He got out. 
 
    “We’ll see. It was nice. Thanks.” 
 
    I drove off. What had I become? I loved doing what I just did, but my ego said it was all messed up and I was a freak. I had to accept myself or change into a real man. Somehow. How would I do that? I was supposed to go home but, what was in store for me if I went back home? More frustration? More longing? Still stuck in a cage? More taking care of demeaning Robert? More watching my wife with other men? 
 
    What the hell was I to do? 
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    I drove home, pulled into the driveway, and left the food on the front porch. I pulled out and drove away. What to do? What to do? I needed time to think. Someone to talk to. A way to get a good feeling about what I should do. 
 
    I called out to my Bluetooth. “Phone home.” The call went through and Janine answered, “Hello.” 
 
    “Hi, honey. Just thought I’d let you know what’s happening so you don’t worry. I left the groceries on the porch, except for the rubbers, which I kept. You and Robert can have dinner without me. I need to think.” 
 
    “Think about what? There’s nothing to think about. Get back here and cook dinner.” 
 
    “Sorry, sweetie. There’s lots to think about. Not to mention I hate the way Robert has been treating me. You two have fun. I’ll talk to you when I figure out what I’m doing with my life. Our lives.” 
 
    “But sweetie, I can talk to Robert about how he talks to you. You know how much you enjoy pleasing him.” 
 
    “I don’t. Goodbye.” 
 
    I hung up and drove onto the freeway. I had no real friends I could tell about this. I felt butterflies in my belly. I loved my new self and how it seemed to fit me. It was so foreign to what I was before, though, and I hated the way Robert and Janine treated me. Then I remembered how nice Stan was and how he accepted me. I had to find him. I never got his phone number. What a jerk I was. 
 
    I drove to the martini bar where we’d gone for drinks. It was almost time for dinner. Maybe he’d be getting a drink there. 
 
    I crossed my fingers and held the wheel tightly, mentally asking over and over for him to be there. “Please, Stan, be at the martini bar. I need to talk to you.” 
 
    I pulled into the parking lot. I adjusted my breast forms and the cowl neck of the pink mini-dress to display my creamy cleavage at its best. I checked my hair and makeup in the mirror. I loved looking at my new face, hair, and earrings. It made me smile and gave me a warm feeling inside. Something was right, at least. The damn vibrator hummed along gently inside me, even though that was the last thing on my mind right now. I was limp in the cage. 
 
    I sprayed on some perfume, slung my purse over my shoulder and got out of the car for the first time as the new me with no one else to protect me. Confidently, I walked into the martini bar feeling my breasts bounce with each step in my heels.  
 
    He wasn’t at the bar. I checked the tables in the different rooms and continued to the back. Finally I saw him out at the patio bar. It was a beautiful day with a light breeze that made my dress flutter around my thighs as I walked toward him. I sat down next to him and crossed my legs, hanging my purse on the purse hook. 
 
    “Patricia!” he beamed. 
 
    His eyes were bright with excitement. I smiled and put a hand on his leg, then leaned in to kiss his cheek. “Oh, Stan, I’m so glad you’re happy to see me. I need to talk.” 
 
    “Happy to see you? I’ve been kicking myself for not getting your number. I wondered if I’d ever see you again. I was afraid you might go back to your old self and I’d lose you. Let me buy you a drink.” 
 
    “Oh god, yes. I sure could use one.” 
 
    He waved the bartender over, a different one from the other night. “ID, miss?” 
 
    I took it from my purse and handed it to him. He read it and handed it back. “Amazing, you look like a teenager, not twenty-six, and not a male.” His eyes flitted around my face and breasts. 
 
    “The gender is a typo. I’ll take a dirty martini, please. Cheese-filled olives, too.” He went off. 
 
    Stan said, “You need a new license.” 
 
    “Someday, maybe. I’m not sure what I could do about it legally anyway. Who cares, so what?” 
 
    The bartender approached while I was thanking Stan and filling him in with whispers on what had been happening with me. 
 
    “...Oh my god, Stan. You’re the only person I can talk to about this.” The drink arrived and I sipped down half of it. 
 
    “I’m so sorry to hear what happened. How could they treat you so cruelly? Shoving himself into you like that. Calling you those things. Did you do something to make them think you wanted that?” 
 
    “No, no, of course not. I, uh, well, I did like doing what I did to you in the bathroom, to him, too, and you know, getting all that juice...” I felt my face flush with embarrassment. “And the roughness wasn’t the bad part. That was even exciting, especially being able to take it all the way in my throat like I did. It was the attitude that got me upset, and the things he called me. You know, bitch, sissy, faggot, freak.” 
 
    “I see. So what are you going to do now?” He fixed a stray hair on my forehead and gazed into my eyes. I felt his hand slide up my stockinged thigh. The arousal it gave me reminded me of the cage I wore and made the vibrator feel nice again. 
 
    I put my hand on his. I whispered in his ear, breathing in his cologne. “You smell so good, and that feels so nice. Thanks for being my friend. Now, the first thing, I need to get rid of is this silly cage I’m wearing, but I don’t have a key. Oh, and I need to get this damn vibrator out of my ass, and then I need to release so I can think clearly. I could probably release in thirty seconds it’s been so long.” I sipped the rest of my drink and waved the glass to the bartender.  
 
    Stan raised his drink too and nodded at him. “We can handle that. I have some bolt cutters. We can cut that tiny lock off with those. Do you plan on going home?” 
 
    I took a deep breath and rolled my eyes. “Haven’t gotten that far. I guess I could get a hotel room. I don’t really want to face them, especially if that beast Robert is there.” 
 
    “Then don’t. Come stay with me. I have plenty of room.” He held my hand and begged with his eyes. He was so nice. What did I have to lose? I mean, I’m sure he’d treat me nicer than Robert, or Janine, for that matter. 
 
    “Could I? Wow. I’m not sure how long I’d stay. I mean, I don’t even have any clothes with me—girls’ or guys’.” 
 
    “Our clothes would be close in size. Even in guys’ clothes you’d still look like a gorgeous woman. You could wear them. Do you want to stay this way—as a woman—or go back to being a guy? You could do that too if you wanted.” He ran his hand through my hair. “You’d need a different haircut again. I still think you’d look like a woman, though, or at least a very pretty guy.” 
 
    I picked up the next martini and sipped it, staring off the patio at the garden. I turned back to him. “Thank you. Well, now the worst is over. You’re my knight in shining armor come to rescue me. Why don’t we finish this drink, have a nice dinner somewhere, then go to your place and we can get settled for the night?” I leaned closer and ran my hand over his thigh, gazing into his eyes. “I’d like to make you feel good while I take care of my own issues once the cage is off, if you’d let me.” 
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    “Now hold that lock really tight. When I cut it, I don’t want the cage to pull and hurt you.” 
 
    Nervously, I held the tiny lock with one long-nailed hand and the rest of the cage with the other. He placed the shiny, sharp pincers of the bolt cutter to the lock. It clinked against my cage as he tried to position it properly. “There, are you ready?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “Hold tight now.” 
 
    SNAP! It cut right through. He twisted the lock and bent the cut piece out of the way and removed it. I took the cage and ring off and pulled my panties back over my frightened and limp little guy. 
 
    I kissed his cheek. “Thank you. Can I use your bathroom? I need to get this plug out.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Once that was done, I quickly rinsed off in the shower and freshened my makeup, hair, and perfume. I re-dressed in thigh-highs, heels, and the rest of my outfit. A quick check in the mirror and an adjustment of my cleavage showed me to be exactly what I wanted to be at that moment. I throbbed in my pink crotchless panties, sliding against the silky fabric of my pink mini-dress. My anticipation was tremendous.  
 
    Stan already had two glasses of wine poured for us on the patio. I walked like a runway model, purse slung on my shoulder. I took a pillow from the wicker chair and dropped it in front of Stan while he sat smiling. “I can’t wait.”  
 
    I knelt in front of him. 
 
    He touched my hair. “You are so gorgeous. Have some wine first. Make it last.” 
 
    I hung my purse on the arm of the wicker couch and sat next to him. I crossed my legs and slid my hands up and down them. “I feel so sexy.” 
 
    He handed me my wine. “Because you are. I can’t imagine you as a man. No offense.” 
 
    I sipped. “Mmm, nice wine. No offense taken.” I beheld Stan. He was handsome, but not macho. A slight body, but firm and well-groomed. Little body hair. I leaned into him and sniffed his neck. “You smell wonderful.”  
 
    His hand landed on my thigh and gently caressed it. “Thanks.” 
 
    We kissed. He slid his hand under my dress and wrapped his hand around my shaft. His thumb flicked the tip. I shuddered. “Huh, uh, uh, oh no, please... no tip... ungh, go slow. I don’t want to make a mess yet. Mmm... yes, that’s it. That feels so nice. Yes, like that... nice and easy. Your hands feel so silky. Mmm.” I nibbled his ear and rubbed his hard crotch. 
 
    “Mmm,” he moaned in my ear. “I’d love to make love to you on your back, me inside you.” 
 
    “Really? I don’t know. I think I’ve had enough with that vibrator in me for so long. Plus, I’m not sure I’m ready to take that step. I’m still not sure I’m staying this way.” I unzipped him and took him out. I slid onto the pillow, drank the wine down, and put the glass on the table. I looked at his shaved, sweet-smelling rod as it throbbed in the air. I wanted to drive him wild. 
 
    I tugged at his globes with one hand and ran a fingernail up and down the bottom side of his shaft.  
 
    He twitched. “Ungh.” 
 
    It oozed from the tip, and I flicked my tongue, lapping it up. He held my head and twitched with each flick. I took it all the way in and held my breath as I slid it into my throat. 
 
    “Ungh, god, Patricia. That feels so good.” 
 
    He thrust his hips, gently pushing it in and out of my throat. I breathed each time he was out and ran my tongue around it. “Oh, yes, Patricia, this is heaven.” I gazed up into his eyes as he rolled his head then locked eyes on mine. “Let me do this to you. We can lie on the bed.” 
 
    It was wonderful feeling him react to me. I throbbed beneath my dress, feeling myself ooze. I couldn’t imagine a man sucking me. I popped off with a slurp. “Really? You’d do that? I didn’t know you were gay.” I stroked him as he looked into my eyes with longing. 
 
    “What’s a label? I want to make you feel good.”  
 
    I went back down on him. I was so close to the edge, I could just let myself come when he did in my mouth. I savored him. He squeezed my head and thrust. “Ungh, ungh, huh, huh, huh.” He pulled my head off him. “No.” He buttoned his pants and took my hand. “I want to make you feel good, too. C’mon.” 
 
    We went into his bedroom. It was large and had a canopied bed. He pulled back the bedspread, revealing pink satin sheets. He motioned for me to get on while his rod throbbed in the air through his zipper. “Please?” he begged with his eyes. 
 
    I slid out of my dress and looked at him as I stood in pink crotchless panties, heels, bra, and suntan thigh highs. 
 
    “You look gorgeous. Get in here.” He patted the bed as he slid off his pants and removed the rest of his clothes. His naked body was gorgeous and shaved smooth. 
 
    I slid onto the silky sheets. “Pink satin sheets. How nice,” I said as I wrapped my legs around him and kissed him. 
 
    “Mmm, I have them in every color,” he breathed as he humped my leg. He whispered, “Love the silky feeling of the sheets, like your leg in those stockings right now.” 
 
    “Me too. But I’d rather you give me your juice in my mouth if that’s okay.” I wondered if he’d really take me in his. 
 
    We kissed, he moaned as he humped my thigh and pressed his thigh into my crotch. My oozing made his leg slick as my rod slid deliciously against it. We went on for some time like that. I was amazed at how well I was resisting finishing. I’d never have lasted this long with Janine even though this was far more exciting. With Janine, I always just wanted to finish when I finally was able to get inside her. 
 
    I relished all the sensations and loved how Stan reacted to me. His lust for me was empowering. I felt him tense, and he pulled free of the kiss to look into my eyes. “I’m sorry.” He humped my leg wildly now and shot his juice all over my stockings. “Ungh, god! Sorry, Patricia, Ungh, Ungh, yes.”  
 
    He shuddered with each stroke, and I came fiercely against him, whimpering as I did. I humped his leg. “Oh shit, huh, huh, huh, huh, huh, huh, ooooooohhhhh!” I flooded us with my pent-up juices.  
 
    We lay there, breathing heavily, both exhausted from the release. I had never had a release with someone quite as good as that. It was as if we were joined in it at the same time. I wondered what it would have felt like with him inside my bottom. It might be like what Janine felt when her men made her release.  
 
    I drifted off to sleep in his arms. 
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    I was half asleep, humping my pillow, hearing the shower running. Was that Robert and Janine? I drifted off to sleep again. 
 
    I felt my rod engulfed in warmth and wetness as I lay on my back. I sleepily opened an eye, thinking Janine was doing something for me she never once did. Pink satin sheets covered a head bobbing up and down beneath it. Stan! I was with Stan, and he was doing this! I reached to gently hold his head through the sheets, smelling his freshly washed body and feeling his wet hair through the sheet. Should I lift the sheet? 
 
    His tongue ran over my tip and around the shaft rapidly. I couldn’t help myself. I thrust into his face repeatedly. “Uh, huh, uh, huh.” My body shuddered with each of his ministrations as I flooded into his mouth, thrusting into it. I whimpered cries, “Uh, oh, honey, uh, uh, uh.” He kept going after my seed was gone, and I kept shuddering and shaking until I finally had to lift his head off me. 
 
    I lifted the sheet and bent down to his smiling face. I licked the cream from his chin and kissed him deeply. We sat up together, my legs wrapped around his sweet-smelling, naked body. I put his head on my shoulder and whispered in his ear, “So that’s what that feels like. Thank you so much.” 
 
    “Thank you for a morning snack.” He smiled. “I loved doing that for you. Let me know when you want another. I’ll make breakfast and strip the bed while you clean up. I can wash your clothes with the sheets.” 
 
    He popped out of bed, went to the dresser, and slipped on a pair of black satiny, thong, men’s pouch underwear. The outline of his hard rod showed against him.  
 
    “You look nice in those, Stan.” 
 
    “Thanks. Now get off the bed and let me clean things up and get you breakfast. I’ll leave some of my clothes for you to wear for now.” 
 
    I showered and felt refreshed and alive. I put on a pair of his thong underwear, jeans, sandals, and a tee-shirt. It felt strange to wear men’s clothing right then, but I thought I’d see if I wanted to go back. 
 
    I looked in the mirror. Even without makeup or earrings, I didn’t look much like a guy. Even with no boobs on. 
 
    I went into the kitchen. Stan had a pair of shorts on and sandals. I went behind him and wrapped my arms around him, kissing him on the cheek. “Thank you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome. I love doing things for you. Go sit and drink your coffee. Cream and sugar are on the table.” 
 
    I mixed my coffee while Stan cooked. I crossed my legs in the jeans and watched my painted toenails bounce as I bounced my foot over the other. My hands looked dainty with their long and pretty painted nails as I held my coffee. I felt pretty and ladylike and was very much at home in my new self. It was as if I’d found a jewel I never knew I had. 
 
    Stan place the food before us and sat. “So, want to be a man again? Are the clothes okay?” 
 
    I shook my head. “I feel better this way, as a woman.” I placed my hands on my chest. “Even without boobs, though boobs would be nicer.” 
 
    He nodded and swallowed his food. “You should get implants. Try being a guy today. Get rid of the nails and things and flatten your hair out with some gel. Wear a pair of my boots. We can go to the park and around town. You can see what you want to be.”  
 
    I thought about it, but not for long. What I really wanted was to be as feminine and as pretty as I could be. I sipped some juice. “I think it might be a waste of time. This seems to feel like more like me. It’s what I am inside. I never really identified with being a guy, I guess. I just forced myself to conform to it. This is very natural feeling.”  
 
    He raised his eyebrows as he chewed. He clanged his fork against the glass. “Whoo hoo! Fantastic. You’ve had a revelation. No more questioning who or what you are. I’m so happy for you. This will give you a new view on life and let you move ahead. A new kind of power for yourself. I’ll take the week off, and we can enjoy each other and get you settled here.” 
 
    I thought about my situation and where this was all going. It was a revelation. I knew what I wanted, just like when I started a business creating applications for smartphones when I was in college studying computer engineering. That made me rich. This would make me whole. “You’re right. This is fantastic.” 
 
    We ate breakfast while Stan talked excitedly about the things we could do and how our life would be. I watched him as I thought about my next steps. 
 
    We cleaned up the dishes together. He asked, “Why so quiet?” 
 
    “I was processing. I have a plan. You were right about needing to be a guy again. As much as I hate to, I’m going to do that today.” I looked at the clock on the wall. “And if all goes well, I’ll be home for supper.” 
 
    Stan looked at me with shock. “But I don’t understand.” 
 
    “You will.” I kissed his cheek. 
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    I arrived at the house at 3:00 p.m. “Janine? Hello?” I yelled out as I entered. I went through the house. No one there, dirty dishes in the sink. Soiled, unmade bed. I grabbed suitcases and began to pack my things up. I couldn’t let all the pretty things we’d bought go to waste. I loaded the car. All the rest could stay there for all I cared. 
 
    I sat at the dining-room table and spread out all the paperwork in order. I put a new Mont Blanc pen on the pages.  
 
    Janine arrived and walked into the great room and was headed for the bedroom. She gasped and held her hand on her chest. “Patricia! You scared me. Or is it Patrick?” She came over to me. With your hair slicked back like that, you look more masculine than you ever did. And wearing a tee-shirt? No nails or earrings? Men’s boots? You never wear tee-shirts.” 
 
    “Shut up and sit down. I have papers for you to sign.” 
 
    She looked at me quizzically, then at the papers. She sat and started studying them. She looked up. “A divorce?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “You’ve helped me find myself. Right now, I need to be a man and admit what’s happened with us.” 
 
    “You’ll lose half of everything.” 
 
    “No. Not with the videos I took from your drive of you and Robert that you made me watch. They even have the date and time.” 
 
    “You didn’t.” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “I’ll fight it.” She smacked her fist on the table.  
 
    “No, you’ll sign the papers. You get to keep the house, and I give you half a million dollars. If you fight it, you’ll lose. Now sign them. The quit-claim deed for the house is in there, as well. I’ll transfer the funds when these are done.” 
 
    “Don’t we need a notary?” 
 
    “Nope. A mutual friend, more my friend than yours, will notarize them. I have your driver’s license information. As far as the courts, Judge Kendal is a friend of my lawyer, and he’s done divorces without a court date.” 
 
    “He can’t do that.” 
 
    “Yes, he can. He has. We’ll have a court date that will come and go and get copies when it files. Sign it now, and it will be done in a couple of days.” 
 
    She looked at me, her hand trembling. “Oh, Pat. I’m so sorry. Please give me another chance.” 
 
    “Why, so your boyfriend can slap me in the face with his rod and call me names? Hell no. Take it while the offer is good or get nothing. I’m being quite generous.” 
 
    She stood and walked around. I followed her while she looked at the house, thinking. “The house is a mess. I thought you’d—” 
 
    “Right. I won’t be cleaning it for you anymore. Go sit back down and sign those papers. I marked them with a highlighter so you wouldn’t have to strain your brain.” 
 
    She glared at me. I pointed to the papers. She sat and picked up the pen. 
 
    It was done in minutes. I dropped them at my lawyer’s office. I was free. Now I was truly a man. 
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    “Stan! I did it! I’m a man!” I ran into the house. Stan was gone. I looked at the counter, and there was a note. “Went for wine.” 
 
    I unloaded my car and put my things in our closet. I showered and washed the gel out of my hair. I painted my toenails and fingernails and put on a pretty flowered mini-dress. By the time he returned, I had a pitcher of martinis ready for us and was sitting on the barstool at the counter, my foot bouncing in its high heels as I smiled and held a martini up to Stan when he entered. 
 
    His eyes lit up. “Thank god you’re back. I was so scared you might not return.” He kissed my painted lips. 
 
    “Oh, don’t be silly. I’m here for good. Have a martini so I can tell you the man I became today.” 
 
    He raised an eyebrow and looked me up and down. “You sure don’t look like you became a man today.” He poured a glass and sat as I grinned and sipped. I told him the story. 
 
    “Wow. You don’t dawdle, do you?” 
 
    “That revelation of who I really am made everything crystal-clear. When I know what I want, I get it. It’s done. Or will be in a couple of days. Then we can get married.” 
 
    “Married?” 
 
    “Married.” 
 
    He put his drink down and lifted me from my seat, giving me a crushing hug. “I love you.” 
 
    “I do, too.” I laughed. “And you, too, of course.” 
 
    We sat back down. When our hearts slowed back down, we held hands across the counter. I looked into his eyes.  
 
    “I know this is so fast, but it feels totally right. How about for you?” 
 
    “Absolutely. I never would have imagined this scenario, though.” 
 
    “Before we get married, I’ll have to be a man again.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I hate doctors and surgery and pain and all that.”  
 
    “Are you getting SRS?” 
 
    “Hell no. Just some things to enhance and make things easier. Hair removal and some implants. I want to make the process of being feminine more natural. I’m tired of masquerading as a man.  I identify as a woman now. Why shouldn’t I maximize looking like one? Heck, I have enough money and time, and I can make myself more complete.” 
 
    “That’ll be costly. Are you rich? I can pay if you need me to.”  
 
    “Rich enough. You think I’m marrying you for your money like my wife did with me?” 
 
    “No, no. Just didn’t know. I guess we’re pretty lucky.” 
 
    “If you believe in luck. I wasn’t lucky ending up with my wife.” 
 
    “Maybe you were. You wouldn’t be here now.” 
 
    “True.” I observed Stan gazing at me. He was so sweet. “I want to get started on my transformation as soon as possible so we can be married after it’s done. Do you know any plastic surgeons? I think I need a psychiatrist’s approval, too.” 
 
    I do know a woman plastic surgeon from college. And a woman psychiatrist, as a matter of fact.” 
 
    “Both are women?” 
 
    “Well, I didn’t like hangin’ out with guys. I made friends easier with the women at school. I’ve always been that way. Never really had a girlfriend, per se. I guess I’m too wimpy for guys to hang with, and nonthreatening for women, so they take to me as a friend.” 
 
    “I know what you mean. When I came into money, lots of women wanted to marry me. I decided to just pick the hottest one. What a mistake. Have you ever thought of doing what I’m doing? I mean, feminizing yourself?”  
 
    Stan got nervous and stood up. He poured more drinks from the pitcher. I had hit a nerve. 
 
    “Uh, well, not really. I mean, never seriously. I have thought about what it might be like, though. But guys don’t dress like girls.” He looked at me. “But look at you.” He took a deep breath and sighed. 
 
    This was amazing. He was so much like me. I raised my hand toward him for him to slap it. “Give me five, baby.” 
 
    He did and smiled. “I’m dressing you up. It’s girls’ night tonight. Woo hoo! You’re going to find out what it’s like.” 
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    We looked at her in the mirror. “Not bad, eh?” I said. 
 
    Stan looked himself over, turning in his heels and flipping the hem of his mini-dress with his hands.  
 
    I felt through her dress. Her crotchless panties allowed her to stand at attention beneath it. “See, I knew you’d feel nice in this. Good thing we have dresses that don’t show it. Especially you with that big thing. I feel the same way.” I kissed her cheek and stroked her through the dress.  
 
    “Mmm,” she moaned. “That feels nice. Let’s just stay home.” She kissed me gently on the lips, being careful not to mess her lipstick.  
 
    “You need to become confident in your new image, so we’re going out. Now, back to the matter at hand, so to speak.” I laughed and released my grip on her rod. 
 
    “We’ll need to get some gel-forms so you can have cleavage, but for now I think this top looks good. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. It’s strangely erotic to see myself like this. Feels very nice. I’ll need earrings, too.” 
 
    “Raise your voice a bit.” 
 
    “Like this?” 
 
    “Yes, so what name do you want to go by? Does your license say Stanley?” 
 
    “No. That’s a nickname. My dad and I had the same name, so jokingly my mom said we’d call me Stanley, and it stuck. My real name is Gene.” 
 
    “Perfect! You’ll have less trouble than me when we get carded.” 
 
    “I’m not so sure about going out like this.” 
 
    “Why? You look great.” 
 
    “Can’t we just stay home and cuddle?” 
 
    “Don’t be silly. We’ll grab some fast food and then go clubbing. Not to Janine’s hangouts, though. I don’t need to see her or her derogatory boyfriends.” 
 
    “But Patty, there’ll be more like them at the clubs, too. Aren’t you afraid they’d find us out and beat us up?” 
 
    I adjusted a stray hair of the spiked hairdo I gave her. “We didn’t have any problems at the martini bar.” 
 
    “But I was there.” 
 
    “And you will be now. Let’s get your purse together and grab some food, then party. Maybe you’ll like this masquerade as much as I do.” 
 
    We went through a drive-through. Gene was nervous and didn’t eat much. When we arrived at the martini bar it was quiet; we passed the ID check easily and ordered our drinks. 
 
    “There. See, silly? No problem. All that worrying for nothing.” 
 
    “I guess,” Gene said as she adjusted her dress beneath her and crossed her legs. “This does feel nice.” 
 
    I slid my hand along her stockinged leg. “See how nice your legs look? And those pretty painted toenails and fingernails. Doesn’t it just make you twitch?” 
 
    She laughed and leaned into me, her silky leg touching mine. “This is so sensual.” She sipped her drink daintily, leaving a touch of pink lipstick on the rim. She looked at it. “Even that is sexy.” 
 
    We clinked glasses and turned in our seats so our legs could slide against each other. We sipped and gazed into each other’s eyes. I ran my long nails against her thigh. She let out a little gasp and adjusted her male parts under the dress. “This is crazy,” she whispered. 
 
    I whispered back, “No one knows a thing.” I kissed her cheek. 
 
    “Hey, ladies. Mind If I join you? Anyone sitting here?” A cute guy stood next to Gene and held the back of the barstool. 
 
    Gene stumbled, “No, uh, we, uh, we, I mean—”  
 
    “Thanks. My name is Sam.” He reached his hand out to Gene. She shook it. “Uh, Gene.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Gene, and you are...” 
 
    “Patricia. Hi.” I shook his offered hand. 
 
    He sat down and we turned toward the bar. Gene scooted her stool a bit closer to me so our legs touched again. 
 
    “I don’t bite and I have plenty of room. Can I buy you two a drink? Looks like you’re ready.” 
 
    Gene leaned into me and whispered, “Let’s go.” 
 
    I whispered back, “Shh. It’ll be good for you to gain some confidence.” I smiled at him and said, “Sure. We’d love that, Sam. Thank you.” 
 
    He ordered for himself and us, then turned to us smiling. He observed us. “So, you two are quite into each other. May I ask if you’re lesbians? You know, a couple?” 
 
    Gene, being right next to him, answered, “No, not lesbians, but—” 
 
    And he cut her off again, assuming that was the end of the answer. “Super! Then we can enjoy each other’s company. I’m so glad to have found you two.” He put his hand on Gene’s thigh and slid it. “So silky and sexy.” 
 
    Gene tried to slide it off but ended up making him think she wanted him to continue.  
 
    “I see you like that. Yeah, I love to give leg massages to beautiful women.” He used both hands now. Gene throbbed under her dress and pushed her hand between her legs to lock it down. 
 
    He took that as her becoming aroused. “See, it’s making you feel good. It’s doing that to me, too.” He smiled a cute smile. He was very cute and not overwhelmingly macho but very confident. He looked like a male model. 
 
    The drinks arrived, and he lifted his for a toast. “To two beautiful women whom I hope to get to know better.” 
 
    We all toasted. Gene looked at me and rolled her eyes. 
 
    I whispered, “Oh, stop. He’s so cute, and he’s harmless. I’ll divert some of his attention for you.” I hopped off my seat and took my purse and drink over to the seat next to him so Gene and I would be on either side of him. “There, now you have book-ends.” 
 
    I put my hand on his thigh and turned my seat to rest my leg against his. I toasted him and Gene. “To us getting to experience the essence of a model, the all-American male, Sam.” 
 
    He raised his eyebrows. “You’re too kind. I’ll drink to that.” 
 
    Gene rolled her eyes behind him. “Raise your drink, Gene, honey,” I said to her and laughed.  
 
    We clinked glasses and sipped. We drank, talked, and touched each other playfully. Gene relaxed a bit and wasn’t bothered by the attention at that point. When I felt she was ready, I wanted to give her a real treat.  
 
    I put my hand on Sam’s crotch and squeezed his firm meat as I leaned over him toward Gene. “Gene, don’t you think Sam is cute? I mean, he really is like the all-American male, isn’t he?” 
 
    Sam turned toward Gene, smiling. He took her hand in his. “C’mon, say yes. Say you think I’m an all-American male. I’ll show you.” 
 
    Sam placed her hand on his crotch and pressed her palm on it. He gazed into Gene’s eyes. “All male.” 
 
    Gene’s eyes opened wide and stared into mine with shock. I nodded. “Go ahead. Squeeze and rub,” I said. “Sam likes it.” I put my hand on hers and pressed it down, wrapping her fingers around his shaft. I whispered across him. “You can do it, Gene. You know you want to. I know you’re hard for it.” 
 
    Gene took a deep breath, raised her drink with her other hand and downed it. “Sam, I need another one of these.” 
 
    Sam motioned to the bartender and ordered another round. By the time we had finished it, Gene and I were both leaning in toward Sam and rubbing his thighs and crotch while he had his arms around each of us. 
 
    He said quietly, “I’m not going to be able to take much more of this, and I definitely shouldn’t drink anymore, and neither should the two of you if you’re driving. Whaddaya say we, uh, maybe go into the ladies’ room for a bit?” He touched Gene’s lips with his finger. “Such pretty painted lips.” 
 
    I slid off the barstool and hung my purse over my shoulder. I grabbed Gene by the arm and tugged her off her seat, handing her her purse. She gave me a dirty look. 
 
    I whispered to Sam, “We need to use the ladies’ room. If we’re not back in three minutes, come in and check on us okay?” I winked at him. 
 
    He flashed a big grin. “Got it.” 
 
    We went clattering off in our heels with me practically dragging Gene. When we were inside I said, “I have to pee, why don’t you go, too? If you can get it down fast enough.” 
 
    She looked at me with puppy eyes. “It’s down and hiding it’s so scared.” She ran into a stall. “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “I sat and peed. “You’ll love it, you’ll see. It will give you self-assurance.” I rearranged my dress and went to the mirror. I rinsed my hands, dried them, and sprayed perfume on. When Gene was next to me putting more lipstick on, I sprayed her, too. I did my lipstick. “There, ready to share a dessert?” I looked at Gene fixing her hair in the mirror. 
 
    “I suppose.” 
 
    “C’mon now, it’s exciting, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Scary, though.” 
 
    In came Sam, and he locked the door behind him. “Ladies.” He came over and put his arms around us.  
 
    “I took him by his firm arms and moved him back against the counter. “Have a seat and relax. Maybe undo your shirt and pants for us.” 
 
    “Maybe?” he laughed and did so. 
 
    I took his shaved shaft and balls in my hands. He was hard as a rock and oozing. I flicked the tip with my tongue and looked up at Gene. “Get down here, girl, and give me some help with this monster.” 
 
    Hesitantly and slowly, she knelt down and arranged her dress around her. She stared at me as I ministered pleasure to him. I looked at her from the corner of my eye and could tell by the look on her face that she was aroused. I reached over and grabbed her by the hair, tugging her closer to him.  
 
    Her face was just a couple inches from my hand stroking his rod. I said, “Sniff how good his cologne smells. Get closer.” 
 
    She did. I tugged his rod down toward her face. “Just lick the tip once. C’mon, you did more than that for me.” She did, then again. Then she took just the head between her lips. He pushed it slowly forward into her mouth. She looked up at him while she bobbed her head on his shaft.  
 
    “Oh, Gene, that’s wonderful.” Sam said as he gently held her head. “Look at me. I want to gaze into those beautiful eyes.” She locked eyes with him and began to go at him in earnest.  
 
    “Ungh, oh god,” he moaned. “Yeah, baby, that’s it, sweetie. Just like that.”  
 
    I stood and rested my purse against my dress and my throbbing self. I gently slid myself against it as I watched Gene ravenously consuming him. She was enthralled with it and was gently moving her hips while on her knees. I could tell she was hard beneath her dress and was slipping the tip against the fabric.  
 
    Sam didn’t notice a thing as his head rolled back, and both hands held Gene’s head. He began to thrust into her mouth. “Look in my eyes,” he said. That’s it, that beautiful face, mmm. Yeah, my lovely doll, my princess, are you ready? Do you want to swallow?” He pumped into her faster now. 
 
    She nodded yes around his rod as she looked into his eyes. She pulled on his globes with the other hand, and he held her head tight. His firm abs and chest muscles rippled as his body tensed; he thrust rapidly into her face. “This is it baby. Ready for a flood?” 
 
    She nodded and blinked excitedly while slowly slipping her rod against the silky fabric under her dress. He clenched then moaned, “Ungh, yes, so hot, ungh, ungh, ungh, ungh...” Some dripped down Gene’s chin. “Ungh, ungh, ungh!” 
 
    It popped out and squirted repeatedly on the front of her dress. She grabbed it quickly and put it back in her mouth. He twitched and jerked as he tried to get her off of it.  
 
    She was relentless as he whimpered, “Stop, stop, please stop.” He pulled her head off him and he throbbed in the air. “Shit. That was the best ever. How did you learn to do that?” He helped her to her feet and kissed her on the lips. “Thank you, Gene. That was wonderful.” He smiled at me and started to dress. “Can I get you girls’ numbers? I’d like to take you to dinner some night, or maybe we could meet for drinks.” 
 
    Gene was by the mirror trying to wipe the cream off the front of her dress but was just spreading it around more. She looked back at me as if to say no. 
 
    I said, “Sam, give me your number. We don’t give ours out.” 
 
    “Okay, then I can at least hope for a call.” He smiled and gave me his number, which I put into my phone. 
 
    When Gene gave up cleaning her dress and fixed her lipstick and hair, she stood with her purse on her shoulder. I said to Sam, “We’ll go out first, and if the coast is clear, I’ll say so. If someone’s coming, get in a stall and then you’re on your own.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Out the door we went. No one around. I said into the door, “All clear, Sam. C’mon.” 
 
    We hugged as he left, and Gene and I went back to our seats. 
 
    We sipped our waters. I watched Gene as she arranged herself beneath her dress and pressed her palm between her legs. She was as hard as I was. I said, “Fun, huh?” I smiled and nodded rapidly, eyes wide open with excitement for her. 
 
    She smiled and rolled her eyes. She took a deep breath. “Incredible. I never would have thought I could do that, and I never would have guessed how exciting it could be. I mean, with you the other night it was wonderful as my first time. But this, with a regular guy and all, and he was so cute and hot. It was... it was just... incredible.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” 
 
    “Yeah, you were right. Sorry I was so scared.” 
 
    She leaned into me and kissed me. “Thank you. I’m hornier than ever now. Let’s go home. If someone comes over to us I won’t be able to resist.” 
 
    “Hi, ladies.”  
 
    I turned to see two handsome, cute guys as they flanked Gene and me. One guy was staring at the stains on Gene’s dress. He said, “Just finishing, or has the night just begun? Seems you have some stains on your dress from dessert.” He looked at Gene, smiling. His hand slid onto her thigh. 
 
    Gene looked at me. Her face was blank. I shrugged my shoulders and smiled. I said to the newcomers, “I haven’t had any dessert yet, and as you can see by the way Gene is such a messy eater, I’d bet she wants some more.” I winked at Gene. 
 
    Her blank stare turned to a warm smile as she held her hand out to the guy. “Hi, I’m Gene.” 
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    When we got home, we showered, dressed in sexy nightclothes, and went to bed together on satin sheets. I woke in the morning with Gene’s rod in my mouth and hers in mine. We each filled each other with the juice of our simultaneous release, the same as we had when we got home the night before.  
 
    Gene rolled over. “You taste the best of all of them.” 
 
    “It’s the pineapple juice for breakfast. It makes it sweet. You should start drinking it for me.” 
 
    “Okay. I will.” She slid around the bed and came over by me. She wrapped her arms and legs around me, and we kissed deeply. She moved my hair on my forehead as we gazed into each other’s eyes. “I love you, Gene,” I said. 
 
    “I love you, too. I can’t believe what we did last night, though. I feel like such a slut.” 
 
    “Consider it our first crazy experience and don’t feel bad. All we did was follow our desires... and have a ball.” I laughed. 
 
    “So, now what?” she said as her eyes flitted back and forth between mine. 
 
    “We’re on vacation. Let’s get you the things you need, like gel-forms, haircut, and ears pierced, and all that. If you don’t want to express yourself as a male anymore, that is.” 
 
    She took a deep breath. “Well, I guess I should try doing it up further with those things and see where it goes. I do like all this.” She motioned to her outfit and ran her hand over her gartered stockings. “So sensual. It feels natural, like I’ve missed it all this time, and now I found it. Like us. I feel like we’ve known each other forever, we’re so close. It feels like that.” 
 
    “Yes, okay then. Let’s get you all set. Today we girls go shopping until we drop. I know just the place to get the gel-forms and makeover you need. My wife was good for that at least.” 
 
    “How was that vibrating plug you wore before? Any good?” 
 
    I nodded. “Not bad. I wasn’t as much in the mood for it, though, considering the way I was being treated and whom I was being prepared for, just to be used as his receptacle. But now that you mention it, I think cages and plugs might serve us well down the road. If we’re ever going to have each other inside us.” I stroked her head. “I’d love to do that with you—see you on your back or have you do that to me.” I kissed her cheek. “So we need to buy a shower attachment, too.” 
 
    “Okay. Good, let’s do that.” 
 
    We cleaned up and dressed feminine and pretty for a day at the mall—two girls shopping. Then the adult toy store for the cage and vibrating plugs and dildos and such. Gene had her hair cut and colored, and it looked fabulous.  
 
    We both had manicures and pedicures with sinfully long fake nails. Gene had her ears pierced in three places like mine, and we filled our closets with new clothes—dresses, skirts, jeans, tops, nightclothes, shoes, perfumes, all of it. Crazy! It was such fun to shop now. I always hated it as a guy. 
 
    That night we stayed home. We picked up Chinese on the way home, showered and dressed for a night of cuddling and touching. 
 
    “I’m so full. I’m gonna have to watch what I eat now. I don’t want grow out of my new skirts or pants,” Gene said. 
 
    “For sure. I need to get started on my implants, hair removal, and so on, and get all of that done. Do you think you might want to do the same?” 
 
    “I don’t know. That sounds drastic right now. Maybe when the sexual portion of us calms down I’d be better suited to think about it.” 
 
    “True. Then let’s go wild with the sex and see if we can’t get tired of it.” 
 
    We sure went wild. We did everything regularly except being inside each other. We were saving that for after we were married, so we’d have something special. When we weren’t giving it to guys, we were giving it to each other—at home, both at once, in the car to keep the one of us driving alert, in dressing rooms, watching television… Sometimes we allowed only hands to be used, or fabric, or humping legs, or pillows, or using sheaths, or vibrators.  
 
    We were relentless. We never got tired of it, though. One night, I had bought some exceptional gartered stockings from Italy. We were both gyrating and humping each other’s legs. When we had wet them thoroughly, Gene said, “I don’t think our libido is diminishing, and if we wait until it does, we’ll never get our implants and hair removal.” 
 
    I kissed her on the forehead. “So you’ve decided. Good. You’re right. We need to get this done and get married so we can finally be inside each other and be how we want to be. Call your shrink. Are you going to do it with me?” 
 
    She nodded. “I don’t see any reason not to. It’s who I am now.” 
 
    “Good. You call and set it up, and we can get going. Tomorrow, we put on cages and start abstaining until it’s over.” 
 
    “What? Are you kidding?” 
 
    “It’ll help keep us motivated to get it done.” 
 
    “God help us.” 
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    We met the psychiatrist and were approved for body modifications and hormones. Neither of us felt we needed or wanted to have the hormones, since we were getting implants and weren’t getting SRS, so we didn’t use them. 
 
    Our surgeries were scheduled for the same day, and we went through recovery together. I never knew how much breasts could hurt. It took almost three months until our breast, butt, cheek, and hip implants were normal and not tender. We had no need for cages or any desire for plugs for a good part of the time. Libido isn’t very high when you’re in pain. We planned our little wedding and ordered our dresses. 
 
    Two weeks before the wedding, with us pretty much back to normal, we put on the cages after our last release together one night. Then we used vibrating plugs every day to stretch us and keep us aroused. We were hornier than we had been before all the surgery. We couldn’t stop playing with each other’s bodies, or even our own. 
 
    “My god, Patricia. Why didn’t you tell me this was going to happen?”  
 
    I sucked Gene’s nipple while she stroked my hair. 
 
    “That feels so damn good. I want to get laid. I want to suck. I want... mmm.” 
 
    I looked down below her nightie. “You need to change the rubber on your cage, or you’ll waste it.” 
 
    I took it off for her and drained it into my mouth. She said, “Take yours off and give it to me, you hog. I can’t believe what was so gross to me before has become a delicacy.” 
 
    “Once paradigms are broken, our old judgements on things seem silly. We find new pleasures. It’s like learning about new foods or how to enjoy wine. Quite natural once we release our old views.” 
 
    “So true,” Gene nodded. Now give me yours, sweetie.”  
 
    I did. We put on fresh ones and continued. “Are we all set for the wedding?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, I’ve invited all the guests, the dresses are done and ready to pick up tomorrow, and the justice of the peace will be here the day after; the ceremony will be in the garden. The master bedroom upstairs has been redone as a... ungh, yes, nibble the other one now, uh, huh, uh, what was I saying? Oh yeah. The master has been redone as a wedding suite.” 
 
    I was rubbing my breasts against hers as I kissed her lips. “You’re so efficient. Thank you. How many guests?” 
 
    “Just the ones you gave me from your phone. They all accepted.” 
 
    “All of them?” 
 
    “All of them.” 
 
    “Shit.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “That’ll hurt if we do that.” 
 
    “We have to be careful.” 
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    The day of the wedding was perfect for an outdoor celebration. No humidity, seventy degrees, Disney-blue sky with puffy white clouds. Birdsong drifted in through the open window as we both got ready. 
 
    We showered and cleaned out. Free of body hair from our extensive laser hair removal and electrolysis, we smoothed silky, sweet-smelling lotion over each other’s bodies. 
 
    “Oh, Gene, stop, please, uh, huh... I’ll finish right here,” I said, and she stopped massaging the lotion into my genitals.  
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    We did our makeup alongside each other at the counter. Twenty-four-hour lipstick went onto our collagen-filled, plump and pouty lips; blush on our enhanced cheekbones; eyebrow pencil on our thinned, lifted and arched eyebrows; dramatic eyeshadow, mascara and eyeliner; earrings and studs in all six holes in each ear, diamond studs in the sides of our noses; and finally, piercing our tongues, stainless steel barbells with balls on each end, which reminded us of the pleasure we loved to give to male parts and to enhance their pleasure when we did so. 
 
    We inspected each other and moved on to the bedroom. 
 
    Pink glittering toenails slid into sheer white gartered stockings and were clasped to white lace garter belts resting on our enhanced hips and bottoms. Firm implanted breasts were adjusted in white lace shelf-bras with nipples hard and proud above the lace. Jeweled silver chains wrapped around our necks to be cinched with nooses around our nipples, leading the eye to follow the chain to the nipple.  
 
    White patent-leather six-inch stilettos were slipped on and the straps cinched tight. We tested walking in them and were both able to manage by using short minced steps. I said, “These feel sinful. They make me so lusciously vulnerable and force my hips to shake more while my breasts bounce with each step.” I walked back and forth, relishing them and looking at my feet. “So feminine and submissive.” 
 
    Gene stopped and watched me. “This is too much. I’m dripping just dressing and thinking about the rest of the day.” She wiped the tip of her throbbing rod and licked her finger. “How will we get into the cages?” 
 
    She was right. We needed to do that soon. At least before we put the plugs in. “Let’s take a break and try to calm down. We can watch the news and let them get softer.” She took our cages off the dresser, and we sat on the couch to watch. 
 
    The news worked. It was depressing enough to help us forget our arousal, and in minutes, we both had our tiny chrome cages locked. Gene handed me her key, and I handed her mine. We put them on our bracelets for safekeeping. 
 
    “There, back to getting ready. I think it’s time for our plugs.” I took Gene by the hand to the dresser where the plugs sat lubricated. I tested the remotes and handed her my remote, which she clasped on her wrist. I did the same with hers. 
 
    We inserted and inflated them and set the remotes at a low tingle. These plugs could also lengthen and retract from another unit inside them, which we set at a slow thrusting motion. We looked at each other, and our eyes told what we felt. Gene rolled her eyes. “Uh, such torture, mmm, can’t wait for the real thing.” We put pink condoms on our cages to catch the drips, and we decorated the cages with ribbons and bows. Slipping on crotchless panties, the cages were now framed in lace. 
 
    “Do we have to wear these harnesses to keep them in?” Gene held hers looking at it. The heavy white lace with cinches would go around the waist and hips and between the butt cheeks. “It detracts from the garter belt.” 
 
    “You don’t want it popping out or someone using you when you don’t want to, do you? Put it on, and lock it, and put the key on your bracelet.” 
 
    We both locked ourselves in. Gene snickered as she put the key on her bracelet and turned my remote on high vibrate and high thrust. 
 
    I responded immediately. “Ungh! God! uh.” I held the dresser. “Stop! Are you crazy?” 
 
    She laughed. “Sorry. Couldn’t resist.” 
 
    My body stopped shuddering. I let go of the dresser. “I’ll get even, you know.” 
 
    “Sorry, sweetie.” 
 
    We sat on the bed next to our gleaming-white wedding dresses and slipped into them. Short with a raised front and back hem, they revealed the cages and our new apple bottoms, and with the V-neck tailored to slip beneath the shelf bra, our bejeweled nipples showed proudly. 
 
    We sprayed ourselves with copious amounts of perfume and helped each other get our bridal-veils attached; they streamed down our backs to our ankles. 
 
    We inspected ourselves in the three-way mirrors. Our bottoms were covered in the sheer white fabric of the crotchless panties. The harness to hold the plug in separated the butt cheeks invitingly, making it obvious what was being held in place. 
 
    “I think we’re ready,” I said as I leaned into Gene and kissed her lips gently. “You’re so beautiful. I love you.” 
 
    “I love you, too. So when they see us, what do you think they’ll do? Our guests, that is. I mean, none of them know we’re what we are. They just think we’re women.” 
 
    I looked in the mirror. “What would you do?” 
 
    “But we’re not them.” 
 
    “I guess we’ll see.” 
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    We descended the stairs carefully and emerged on the patio. We clicked in mincing steps atop our six-inch heels as our breasts jiggled and the plugs thrust and vibrated in us, all of it making our walk swishy and seductive.  
 
    The open bar was manned and ready, appetizers were being placed about, and the DJ was at work. A walkaway had been set up, leading to arches of white roses where the JP would marry us. 
 
    “Looks ready.” I looked at my watch. “They should be arriving soon.” 
 
    “Let’s make sure there’s someone at the front door,” Gene said. 
 
    We held hands as we clicked our way to the front, where table assignments were and a greeter stood. He flashed a big smile from his six-foot-five height as we approached. “Wow, don’t you girls look incredible! Not quite a normal look for a wedding, but quite exciting. I hope all your guests are so open.” 
 
    “Thanks. Yeah, we aren’t so sure about that. But that’s why you’re at the gate, Tyrone.” I winked at him. “We’ll be standing right alongside you.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll protect you girls.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    The bartender came over to us in black short-shorts and heels, a bowtie and tux top. “Can I get you girls some drinks and appetizers?” She held a tray and smiled. 
 
    I touched her hand gently. “Oh, thank you. We sure could use it.” 
 
    She ran off and got them. We stood and snacked, sipping our martinis as people started to arrive. Some approached the door and turned right around—girlfriends covering their mouths and men giving us dirty looks.  
 
    “I think they’re all here.” Gene chimed. 
 
    I craned my neck to look around the fountains where I could see another couple walking in. I grinned. 
 
    Gene recognized them. “Is that Janine? Oh, my, god.” She held my hand tight. 
 
    “And that rotten Robert of hers.”  
 
    Gene took my arm and tugged me. “C’mon Patty,” she said. “Tyrone, don’t let them in.” 
 
    “It’s okay, Gene. Tyrone, let them in. They were invited.” 
 
    Gene looked at me. “What? By whom?” 
 
    “By me.” 
 
    “Are you crazy?” 
 
    “We’ll see.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
      
 
    19 
 
      
 
    Janine approached, clicking her way toward us in strappy flowered stilettos. She was smiling in her short flowered mini-dress, obviously with nothing under it. Robert wore an evil grin with her on his arm. 
 
    “Hello, Patricia. You look so you now! Thank you so much for inviting us.” Janine kissed my cheek. 
 
    Robert snarled, “Faggot one and faggot two now. Look at you disgusting examples of freak-show flesh.” 
 
    Janine slapped him on the arm. “Robert, stop that. Be nice for once.” 
 
    She put her hand out to Gene. “I’m Janine. Were you Stan? You two look so lovely together. I’m so happy for you both.” 
 
    “Thank you, I was, but now I’m Gene.” 
 
    Robert glared at us both, scowling. “How cute. A couple of sissy faggot bitches. I’ll be happy to dick-slap you two today.” 
 
    Janine punched him in the gut, and he hunched over. “Stop that shit, Robert!” 
 
    Tyrone stepped between us and looked down at them. “I’m Tyrone. Maybe I can help you out with Robert. Maybe he should have a special seat for the festivities.” 
 
    Janine looked up at Tyrone and placed her hand on his chest. “That would be wonderful, big boy.” 
 
    Tyrone nodded. “First, you and he will need to sign voluntary consent papers. We wouldn’t want anyone doing anything they don’t want to.” 
 
    Janine raised an eyebrow. Tyrone handed her papers. She read them as Robert watched her. “One sheet for each of us. Both the same. I consent to any and all sexual and physical manipulations whether watched or partaken in. Any resistance on my part is part of the game, and all activities I endure, I have given complete permission for.” 
 
    She grinned and looked at me. “Sounds interesting. I get to have sexual activity here? Oh, my. Really?”  
 
    I smiled at her. “Lots. Wait until you see the rest of our male guests.” 
 
    She signed it. She placed the other before Robert.  
 
    Robert said, “What’s this shit? Some sissy faggot crap?” 
 
    Janine punched his arm. “You heard me read it, you dumb ass. Now sign it.” 
 
    Robert signed it. 
 
    Tyrone took Robert by his arm. “Please, this way, sir.” 
 
    Robert gave him a dirty look but was helpless against him. 
 
    I laughed. “Yes, Tyrone, please make Robert comfortable for the festivities, like we planned for him.” 
 
    “Of course, Patricia. This way, sir.” 
 
    Janine laughed. “Sorry, I should have known he’d be this way. People don’t really change, do they?” 
 
    “I guess not. I feel I’ve always been meant to be this way. I thank you for revealing it to me, Janine. Please, let’s go in and have a drink before it begins.” I took Janine by the arm; Gene took her other arm, and we escorted her to the bar. 
 
    As we sipped our drinks, Janine looked around at the guests. All gorgeous guys dressed handsomely for the occasion. “I’m the only genetic female here. Such a gorgeous group of guys, too. You girls have good taste.” 
 
    I clinked her glass with my drink. “Thanks, sweetie. Maybe you’d like to get to know them better. Maybe intimately. Might beat that old Robert.” 
 
    “True. But they’re your girls’ toys.” 
 
    “Oh, not necessarily. We can arrange for you to have them all today, if you’d like.” 
 
    Her eyes went wide. “Really!” She looked around at all of them. Her nipples hardened beneath her dress and showed her interest. She shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot and crossed her legs while she stood sipping her drink.  
 
    “Really. I have a special examination table we set up under the tent. You know, with the stirrups and hold-downs.” I pointed to it. 
 
    “Now that sounds kinky.” She held my arm and looked into my eyes. “Your face is so pretty now. I’ll bet the table was for you two. I couldn’t take away your fun.”  
 
    “Nonsense. It’s the least I could do to repay what you did for me.” 
 
    Tyrone rolled Robert down the path from the side of the house. He was strapped to a padded bench on wheels, on his stomach, his ankles and wrists lashed to the legs. Tyrone rolled it up a platform in the tent with a view of the examining table. 
 
    Robert was struggling but wasn’t able to make any progress. He was gagged with a ball gag with a funnel stuck in it. His eyes were filled with rage. 
 
    Janine laughed and walked over to him. She stroked his head. “Relax, baby, and enjoy the show. See how nice your hosts are?” She flicked the funnel with her finger. “You can still have refreshments.” 
 
    Tyrone dropped a blue pill into the funnel and followed it with water. Robert had no choice but to swallow it.  
 
    Janine asked, “What was that?” 
 
    Tyrone’s deep voice said, “Just a blue pill to keep him erect. Of course it won’t work if things don’t excite him, but if they do, it will make it harder than a rock.” 
 
    Tyrone reached under the bench through a hole in the bottom and felt around. “Got it.” He tugged until Robert’s male parts were revealed, hanging below the bench. Robert growled through his gag. 
 
    Janine laughed and whacked him on the head. “Oh, stop. You’ll love it. Be good or I’ll kick you out of the house. This is what you deserve after treating people so poorly.” 
 
    Robert relaxed; his eyes pleaded. Janine said, “That’s a good boy.” She looked at a box-shaped thing behind Robert. “What’s in there?” A cord, coming out the back, was coiled on it. 
 
    Tyrone said, “Ah yes, almost forgot. I hate this part.” He took a knife from his pocket and cut open the bottom of Robert’s trousers and underwear. Robert wriggled. 
 
    Tyrone lifted the cover from the machine and maneuvered it so a flesh-like attachment was moved into the hole in Robert’s pants. He squirted something onto the tip and slid it forward. Robert looked back at him, his eyes wide in fear. 
 
    Tyrone slid the machine forward, pressing the attachment into Robert while he wriggled. “Relax and it won’t hurt, Robert,” Tyrone instructed.  
 
    Robert mumbled through his ball gag and took a deep breath. He faced forward, relaxing all his muscles. He closed his eyes. Tyrone slid the unit until he had the attachment at the depth he wanted. He locked the box down in position. He ran off with the cord and plugged it in.  
 
    Janine laughed. Robert craned his neck as the thing stroked in and out of him. She cried out laughing, holding her belly. “Okay! Let’s get this wedding started. He won’t be a problem anymore.” 
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    We led her to her seat, the wedding march started, and we walked in time down the aisle. As we stood there, Gene raised the vibrations and thrust with the remote for my plug, and I did the same for hers, looking at her until she nodded. We looked at the JP as we held each other’s arms and trembled from the activity within us. 
 
    The JP held her arms up to the audience. “Please stand and join me in this moment of pleasure...” She winked at us, and we raised out eyebrows and nodded to her excitedly. She nodded back at us and continued, “...and bonding, to couple these two for the rest of their mortal lives.”  
 
    She continued as ring-bearers ran up beside us with rings on pillows. “Do you, Gene, take Patricia to be your lawfully wedded wife? Look at your bride and tell her.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Do you, Patricia, take Gene to be your lawfully wedded wife? Look into your wife’s eyes and tell her.” 
 
    “Do I ever!” The audience laughed. 
 
    “Then I pronounce you wife and wife. The brides may kiss.”  
 
    We kissed for what seemed an eternity as the guests applauded. We were somewhere adrift in our love, and the sensations happening in our bodies held us just at the twitching edge of climax. We pulled ourselves apart and shakily waved to the guests as we twitched in bliss alongside each other. I yelled, “Let the celebration begin!” 
 
    We turned down our remotes and walked to the bar. Servers ran about with trays of finger food, oysters, clams, lobster on crackers, and all sorts of delectable treats and drinks. The music played a pounding rhythm. 
 
    Janine grasped my arm. She gently moved my head toward hers and kissed me on the lips. “Congratulations. I am so happy for you. I’m so glad you found yourself.” 
 
    I kissed her back. “Me too. Thank you.” 
 
    She looked around and tapped her foot. “That’s a nice beat. A nice beat to pace a man thrusting, don’t you think?” 
 
    “You bet.” 
 
    “Tyrone, could you help Janine get situated on the examining table? Make sure she’s comfortable and Robert has a good view.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Janine wrapped his big arm in hers and he escorted her to the table. He helped her up and mounted her legs in position with her arms free.  
 
    I went to the microphone. “May I have your attention. In celebration of my marriage to Gene today, we wanted to thank Robert...” I pointed to him in his restraints “...and Janine.” She waved from the table smiling “...for helping us achieve our new selves and new lives. If it weren’t for them, we wouldn’t be here today.” 
 
    The guests applauded.  
 
    I continued, “Thanks for that round of applause for them, and thank you all for joining us. Please indulge in drink and food as long as you like. There are little blue pills in one bowl on the bar, and various sizes and types of condoms in another bowl alongside, if you haven’t already found them. Should you release, please deposit the juice in the funnel you see before Robert as an offering of thanks to him.” 
 
    Tyrone was the first on top of Janine. Her head rolled on her shoulders as he slowly slipped his thick, long piece into her. Robert watched while the thing inside him thrust in and back. Robert’s rod throbbed and dripped under his bench. His eyes were riveted on Janine as Tyrone sent her to bliss. 
 
    I walked over to him with my drink and got between him and his view of Janine. He looked up at me. I asked, “Are you comfortable?” he nodded. “Are you thirsty?” He nodded. I poured some of my drink in his funnel. “Does this feel good to you?” He nodded rapidly and made grunting sounds looking at the thing thrusting. I tilted my head. He shook his head toward the machine. 
 
    I undid his gag and took it off. “What do you want Robert? What can I do for you?” 
 
    His eyes pleaded. “Please, turn that thing up for me. Make it go a little faster if you can. It feels so damn good.” 
 
    I did and kept going faster until he said, “Perfect, thanks. I don’t need the gag; maybe then someone can use my mouth.” His face flushed. “This is embarrassing. I never would have guessed.” 
 
    “Revealing, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, very, it’s embarrassing.” 
 
    “Don’t be ashamed. Be enlightened by your discovery.” 
 
    “Thank you, Patricia.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, Robert.” 
 
    Tyrone finished in Janine, ramming her as she cried out, her body shuddering and twitching. He got off her, took off the tube he had filled, then zipped his pants. He brought it to Robert, smiling, and put the open end in Robert’s waiting mouth. “Here ya go, buddy.” Robert greedily got what he could from it. He smiled, and Tyrone laughed at him. “Enjoying yourself, I see.” 
 
    “Yes, please let anyone know if they want to, I’d love them in my mouth. I have to try that.” 
 
    Tyrone nodded. “Okay, buddy.” 
 
    Robert’s eyes never left Janine unless he was taking care of a man with his mouth. Was it Janine that he was interested in, or was it the gorgeous guys servicing her? Like the way I’d watch Janine enjoying them, but I’d wonder what it felt like for her.  
 
    Everyone used Robert to get them ready for Janine, and everyone saved the finish for inside his mouth. He found something he never knew would be so good.  
 
    Gene and I sat and chatted with everyone as they all took their turns taking care of Janine and giving Robert their thanks. With the little blue pill in use, it was late before the crowd was finished. Finally, everyone left. Tyrone helped Janine load Robert into the car. 
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    “Wake up, sweetie.” Gene kissed my forehead. I looked up at her, and she took my hand. “Let’s go to bed and consummate this marriage.” 
 
    We walked through the house and upstairs, holding hands. Gene said, “You really did a number on Robert and Janine. I didn’t even know you’d invited them.” 
 
    I laughed. “I thought it would work. Did Janine say anything when she left?” 
 
    “She said to thank you. She had the best sex of her life, and she said Robert thanks you, as well. He has decided to pursue other men. He’s moving out, and she’s thrilled he’s going. With the men she met tonight, she won’t be needing him anymore.” 
 
    “Good.” I pulled the coverings off the bed, fluffed the pillows up and slid onto the satin sheets. We undid our cages and removed our plugs. I lay back on the cool satin sheets and held my arms out. “Fill me, my love. Make me squirt, and fill me with your juices.” 
 
    Gene slid between my legs, and I guided her rigid rod into me. She pushed it all the way in then held my heels, pushing my stockinged legs by my ears.  
 
    “Oh god, I may not last, honey,” she said as she stroked. 
 
    It felt so good—as if we were the same body. Ripples of sensation ran across my body. Her nipples brushed mine with each thrust, and when she penetrated me all the way, I thought I’d shoot it all, but I held back and rode the edge of the precipice.  
 
    “Do it, Gene. Get it done. Ram me with your lovely thing and make me splash. I’m so ready.” 
 
    I looked into her eyes as she gritted her teeth and rammed me as hard and fast as she could. My rod flailed between us, and she moved back to watch hers penetrate me as it did. 
 
    “Ungh, Patricia, oh god, honey, this is it. Ungh, uh, uh...” She rammed and thrust. Mine flailed as we watched it fling creamy loads onto my dress, face, and breasts. She cried, “Ungh, baby, yes... yes... yes-yes-yes-yes!”  
 
    I whimpered, “Yes, oh sweetie, yes, that’s it. Oh, honey.” I pulled her on top of me; she pushed into me one last time and held it there while she finished filling me with her juice. She whimpered softly, “Uh, huh, huh...” Her body shuddered. She sang out, pressed all the way into me, “Ohhhhhhhh....” She collapsed onto me. I smothered her with kisses. 
 
    “I never would have dreamed of this in a million years,” I whispered to no one. “Thank you, Janine.” 
 
    I heard her say, “Robert thanks you, Patricia, and he isn’t going to call anyone names anymore.” 
 
    “Did I hear Janine just now?” Gene asked.  
 
    “I think we did. Wow. Powerful stuff—finding oneself.” 
 
    “Mmm. It sure is.” Gene slid off me and nuzzled my neck. We fell fast asleep.  
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