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    A virtual vacation? The ad said, “Pick any place you can imagine and be anyone you want. Vacation in a new reality you create.”  

    I traveled all the time for work, so I really didn’t want to hop on another plane. I decided to look into it.  

    As I drove up, I noted that the building looked vaguely like a hospital, which made me a little nervous, but I walked inside for the sales pitch.  

    “Hi, I’m Doctor Janis. You can call me Daisy.”  

    “Hi, Daisy. I’m Rex.”  

    “Okay, Rex, so you need a vacation. Well, this is the only way to have one. You’ll never take a regular vacation again.”  

    “Could you tell me what options you offer and how much they cost?”  

    “They all cost the same, which is $5,000 for seven days. Now mind you, if you went skiing or to a beach resort for a week, it would cost about the same. Everything is included in the price—all you can drink and eat of the finest foods and drinks, accommodations, transportation, even companionship.” She grinned an evil grin. “All kinds of companionship.”  

    “Really.”  

    “Really. If you’d like to explore being gay, or would like to be a macho hetero lover, or simply to cuddle and relax with whatever gender you’d like, or even if there’s a particular body style you’re partial to, or you want to feel what it’s like to really fall in love. It’s all available.”  

    “It sounds like there’s a lot to choose from.”  

    “There is. You’ll need to fill out a lengthy questionnaire to specify all the things you’d like, right down to a body you’d like to occupy—your body’s specifics and gender, or mix of genders.”  

    “Mix of genders?”  

    “Yes, like a male partially transformed into a female, a full female, a male, or any gradation in between.”  

    “That sounds like it would hurt.”  

    “No. It’s all in your brain. It’s only a perception in your mind. When you return, you’re the same person... if that’s what you choose. But I do have to caution you, the experiences are very powerful and can influence you long after the vacation is over.”  

    “So you hook me up to some device, and off I go?”  

    “Basically, but it’s more complicated than that. You’re provided a special intravenously fed diet, and specially controlled stimulation of your body’s cells will optimize your body’s health over the time of your vacation. You’ll be in the best shape ever when you come back. We can even let your body make changes to itself as if you’d had plastic surgery while on vacation. Would you want a smaller nose or higher cheekbones, or maybe a more muscular physique?” She smiled.  

    “Wow. Uh, I don’t think so, but that does sound intriguing.”  

    “Well, you should think it through when you complete the questionnaire and make sure you check the appropriate boxes. It doesn’t cost any more, and you can optimize or totally change your physical self while your body sleeps and your mind vacations. The body will follow the mind if you decide you want that. Just be sure to mark the form appropriately. If you’d like to stay as you are but be in better shape and health without changes, that can be done as well.”  

    “Incredible. That’s a really good price for all those possibilities. How long do you recommend for the first time doing this?”  

    “A week is good. But we have a deal on two or three weeks at discounted prices. See, once we hook you up, it doesn’t really cost us much to keep you there, and the longer you’re there, the better and more complete the body changes are. If you choose to have them.”  

    “Hmm, what if I don’t like the new body?”  

    “Take another vacation and fix it the way you want. But you’ll need to wait a year to do so. That’s so the body can stay in its new form for a while, and the mind can rest from its work. If no physical changes are done, you can vacation anytime, as often as you like. Just be sure that’s the choice you select.”  

    “Sounds simple.”  

    “It is.”  

    “What if I want to leave the virtual vacation early?”  

    “You’ll be given an easy-to-remember code word. You simply say that word three times in a row, and you come back.”  

    “Sounds like the Wizard of Oz. Do I have to click my heels together too?”  

    She laughed. “It is like the Wizard of Oz, but no, you don’t need to click your heels. You can if you want to, though.”  

    The woman did such a great job, and the possibilities seemed so incredible, I signed right up, and my vacation was to begin that day. It was fantastic! No packing, no preparations, no airports.  

    The first thing I had to do was fill out a questionnaire on a tablet. They asked location, weather, likes and dislikes, and then at the end it got really weird. I suppose since it’s virtual, there is no reason they wouldn’t ask these questions, because anything is possible, but still, it was more than I had expected.  

    The section was, “What body type do you want?” Now I’d think muscular, thin, fat, or any other type, but the specificity of the questions was intriguing. “Choose all or none of the attributes.” I sat and stared at the page, wondering what combination would be interesting. As I thought about it, I became aroused at the prospects being offered. Heck, when it was over, I’d just come back to a healthier me. I wondered just how many people would choose what I was going to choose.  

    I dove into it. Now I’m really a full-blooded heterosexual male in a male body, but as I looked at the pictures and the various attributes I could choose, I began to deviate from standard body types in favor of more exciting and interesting ones as I wondered what it would feel like to be those certain ways.  

    The customization I chose was male, as far as between the legs goes, but with feminine attributes. I visualized the naked body I’d designed. It was a male by definition, but would look entirely female if one main set of parts were hidden. I couldn’t imagine being without my buddy, yet I wondered what it would feel like to have breasts and womanly attributes, and I chose accordingly.  

    My heart raced as I thought of walking around and presenting as a Barbie doll type of woman. Was this why cross-dressers do what they do? It was bizarrely exciting to me. I selected other attributes that amplified the character I’d be in the virtual reality to something I’d never have dreamed of in my wildest dreams. This would be a total escape from the real world and one hell of a vacation. And since it would only be in my mind, what the heck? I had nothing to lose and a wild ride ahead of me.  

    At the end of a rather encompassing list of specifics, I was so eager to begin—I couldn’t wait and wanted to start. The save button was in a box of its own, and there were checkboxes for “make permanent” or “vacation only.” There was some fine print at the bottom, which I couldn’t read without my readers, but I was sure it said to pay attention or some such thing.  

    I clicked the “make permanent” box, and the checkmark that had been there went away. There was no checkmark in the vacation only box, so I left it alone because I did still want to have my body in better shape when I was done. I clicked the save button. It gave me a congratulations page and said I had chosen the most complete vacation for the money by default. It collected my payment information, then told me where to go.  

    I was on my way to one hell of a vacation for three weeks at only $7,000.  

    I went to the room and sat in a reclining seat. The attendants hooked me to an IV and a body-fitting cover encapsulated my body.  

    The machine behind the seat began to whirr. A nurse looked into my eyes and shouted to me, “You’re escape word is cond...” I missed the end of it with the noise.  

    “What!?” I yelled, staring into her eyes as she slid the helmet onto me, completing my encapsulation. I was in the dark now.  

    The helmet was locked to my head. I was instantly in vacationland. 
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    I was standing in front of a mirror. Makes sense that would be the first place they’d put me so I could see who I was. My mouth dropped open, and I screamed in a woman’s voice, covering my mouth with my hand. My heart was racing.  

    My hands had long, painted fingernails in a shade of hot pink that matched my lipstick. My face was that of a gorgeous young woman of maybe twenty-one years old max. I had high cheek bones, exotically made-up eyes, pouty full lips, and a highlighted, layered, and very sexy hairstyle.  

    I was naked with very generous, firm breasts with large hard nipples, shapely legs, tiny feet with painted toenails, and I was only five feet tall or so with an apple bottom. Looking down, my buddy had shrunk but was beginning to grow as I took in my new body. I held it and helped it along, panicked by its reduced size and afraid it might not work.  

    It did, but fully hard, it was only five inches or so long. Shit!  

    I observed the rest of myself, though, and it was quite a hot body I had, and the more I looked at myself, the hornier I got. My buddy still had plenty of feelings down there, so it was working fine.  

    I walked around the sumptuous hotel room. It was a suite with everything. Hot tub, two bathrooms, dining room, and bar area. Closets full of women’s clothing and shoes. I decided I should get dressed and check out the sights, trying to remember where I had taken myself and the details of who I was and how I was supposed to feel. That questionnaire was so long, though, I couldn’t remember what I had decided on everything. 

    In the bedroom I found panties and hosiery as well as bras. I slid on the sheer and silky suntan thigh-high stockings. They caressed my smooth, hairless legs in a heavenly way. The silky panties felt luxurious. A bra wasn’t needed to hold my puppies up because they were so firm, but I put one on anyway, and it just made more cleavage for me, and the tug of the straps from the weight of my breasts was as erotic as the rest of this new experience.  

    I slid into a clubbing dress with a tight top and a flared, short skirt that hid my fully rigid maleness. I adjusted my breasts and slid open-toe, strappy, five-inch heels onto my tiny feet. Walking in them was powerful and vulnerable at the same time, further enhancing my thrill of presenting as a woman.  

    I stared at myself in the mirror as I sprayed perfume on then put multiple dangling earrings in my ears and a necklace and bracelets on. Once I was done, I couldn’t believe the vision of beauty, sensuality, and sexuality reflected back at me.  

    Being male in the real world, I knew what that meant. Men would be more than be simply interested in me. They’d want my luscious lips wrapped on them and they’d want to ravish this tiny body. I was the epitome of a man’s perfect toy to use, and I couldn’t even imagine having to do those things with a man, never mind them finding out what was between my legs and then beating me to death after. My heart raced. I had to stop this.  

    I struggled to remember the escape word she had tried to tell me. Cond something. I said out loud, “Condo, condo, condo.” Nothing happened. I tried condominium. Nope. I tried condom. Nothing.  

    I grabbed a purse from the dresser and looked inside. There was an ID with my picture on it and my name. My name was Tiffany Lay. How appropriate. There were perfume, lipstick, a phone, cigarettes, a lighter, and a room key. But no magic word.  

    I picked up the phone and checked the notes on it...nothing. I looked at the contacts list. It was filled with names. Rocco, Big Rich, the Impaler, and on and on. I scrolled through it and found a girl’s name. Cherry Pop. Well, at least I could call her and see what she was doing that night.  

    I took out the cigarettes. They seemed real. Heck, I had quit years ago, but why not smoke? It wasn’t real anyway, so it couldn’t hurt. I tossed them back in the purse, intent on indulging later. My nerves sure could have used it.  

    I took the phone and pressed Cherry Pop. It rang. She answered. “Hi.” She had a cute little voice.  

    “Hi...” I said. Hmm, I realized had a cute little voice too. “Uh, I’m Tiffany and I found your name in my phone. I thought I’d call you since you were the first girl’s name I found. Want to join me for a drink?”  

    “Oh yeah, I see your name showing on my phone, Tiffany Lay. I must have had your number too. I guess we should meet if they put our numbers in our phones. Seems we were given each other’s numbers for a reason.”  

    “Right, that’s peachy. I guess we go downstairs. I don’t know where we’re staying or where you are in relation to me.”  

    “I’m in some kind of really nice hotel.”  

    “Me too. Okay, let’s go down to the bar and see if we can find each other.”  

    “Okay. See ya soon.”  

    “See ya.”  

    I put the phone in my purse and left the room, getting used to walking in my heels with my breasts bouncing with each step and my hips swaying. I was amorous and sexy, and very hard beneath my panties. I never got this horny before. Must be the program. Maybe this girl Cherry was a hottie. I needed a hottie.  

    I took the elevator down to the lobby, and there were people all over. All the guys checked me out as I walked by them while I looked for the bar. Great. What had I done?  

    I found the bar, and it was the definition of a pickup bar and of course, I looked like a freakin’ hooker. I looked around as I walked in mincing steps in my heels to the bar and slid onto a stool, crossing my gorgeous legs and feeling the silky stockings glide against each other. A guy came up beside me and slid his hand on my thigh. “Hey baby, I’m Rocco.”  

    “Uh, yeah, Rocco, right. Sorry, Rocco, I’m meeting a girl down here. Get lost.”  

    “Yeesh. Bitch.” He turned and left. I took my phone out. The bartender came over. “Drink, miss?”  

    “Yeah, a double frickin’ bourbon rocks, please! Can I smoke here?” I couldn’t believe my woman’s voice. Note to self: Frickin’ sounds a bit trashy from a girl with a tiny voice.  

    “Hey, it’s your dream. Do what you want. That’s what the ashtrays are for, gorgeous.” He placed one in front of me.  

    “Thanks.”  

    “No problem babe. If you need anything else...” He grinned and leaned in toward me, gazing at my breasts as he spoke. “Like if you need a man’s help. I’d be glad to provide deep and penetrating assistance.” He winked.  

    I smirked and scoffed. “Uh, yeah right. .Just a drink right now buddy. Thanks.”  

    He left for my drink. I pressed the Cherry contact. It rang, and I could hear a phone across the bar. She picked up. “I’m in the bar. You?”  

    “Yeah. Sounded like your phone rang not far from me. I have honey-colored hair, a slutty silver clubbing dress, and silver stilettos. I’m sitting at the bar by the entrance swatting guys away.”  

    “I’m wandering,” she said. “I see you!”  

    I looked around and saw this cute girl about my size in slutty clothes like mine with high heels and a low-cut top and a body that almost looked like mine. She’d be great to get my rocks off with. Why did I pick this body instead of a hot guy’s? She was running in tiny steps in her heels to me, her arms out.  

    “Hi!” She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me on the cheek. “I’m Cherry, and you must be Tiffany.”  

    I laughed. “I sure am. You’re very cute.”  

    “Thank you, so are you. Seems you may have chosen the same body attributes as me. How nice. We could be twins almost.”  

    “I guess. Uh...so, do you like it so far?”  

    She slid onto the seat next to me and whispered to me, her breath warm on my ear. “I love it. I feel so feminine and sexy, and this body is dying for some sex.”  

    “Awesome.”  

    I slid my hand on her stockinged thigh. She was obscenely inviting...like me. She leaned toward me and put her hand on the back of my head then pulled me close to her. She kissed me deeply on the lips while she caressed my thigh and tried to push her hand between my crossed legs. I was hard and ready to take her right there.  

    I pulled back. “Want a drink? We should have a drink and I really want a smoke. This is hedonist heaven isn’t it?”  

    “True.” She ordered a dirty vodka martini up. “It sure is. All you can eat and drink and a sexy body to play with and guys everywhere and no STDs. Can’t wait to play. Maybe we can do some guys together.”  

    “Uh, yeah, right.” I clinked my drink to hers. “To getting to know you better.”  

    “Yes, two girls on the prowl together.” She clinked and sipped. “Mmm, I have to be careful with this tiny body. You do too. We’ll be drunk in no time.”  

    I took out a smoke and offered her one. She took it, and I lit hers then mine. It was heaven having that nicotine rush into my brain. I looked at it between my long-nailed fingers. “Awesome. It’s been so long and it tastes so good.”  

    “It sure does,” she said as she leaned against me and held my arm. “So, wanna get some nice hunks and get laid? Maybe a few times.”  

    “Uh, don’t you want dinner first? They have lobster or anything you can imagine.”  

    “Hmm, food does sound good. Okay.”  

    We sipped our drinks, and by the time we were done with the first one we both had a good buzz. She was what I used to call a spinner. So small you could sit her on your lap and plug into her and just spin her around on it. But what was I saying? I was a spinner too.  

    I was smitten with her. She was the cutest girl I’d ever met. We had a fabulous dinner, sitting in the booth together side by side while we both touched and caressed each other and talked about the things we loved in life. She was really into guys. I was really into her.  

    We finished dinner and went dancing and had more to drink together at our dark booth in the corner away from the crowd. When the night was getting late, I said, “Sorry, Cherry, if I messed up your plans. I know you wanted to get laid. Maybe I can help with that.”  

    “You don’t have to get a guy for me. I can do that myself. Look at me.”  

    “I know. But I meant maybe we could go to bed together.”  

    “Uh, I don’t know. I really like guys. I’d like getting laid.”  

    I looked around the room and slid her hand between my legs. 

    Her eyes lit up. “You’re a guy?” She felt around and squeezed it. “It’s cute.”  

    “Thanks. I guess it’s a little small because I’m in a woman’s body and it’s only five feet tall. Wanna try it?”  

    She tilted her head in question to me. “But you said you liked girls.”  

    “Yeah, you’re a girl if I ever saw one.”  

    She smirked. “Hey, sweetie, we chose the same body, remember? I mean, I’m all girl in my mind and every way, but I have the same parts you do. We could still make love, though.”  

    My eyes popped open. How did I not guess? Only a guy would make a woman’s body like ours. “Uh, right...of course. We can maybe, uh...”  

    I was at a loss for what to do. Cherry wanted me, even though she was a guy down there. Yikes. Me sticking it in a guy? I wasn’t so sure about that. Damn. Maybe she could just use those luscious lips and mouth on me. But then what would I do for her? Reciprocate the favor? Gross.  

    “Hey, Cherry. I’m really sorry, but I’m not gay or anything, and I guess I messed up getting this body because I’d love to do you over and over...I mean if you were a real girl.”  

    She shook her head and smiled then glided her hand on my leg. That’s okay, I’d love for you to do me just like you are, but not if you don’t want to. I guess I’ll just find someone else for myself. Why don’t you come along with me? Maybe someone will turn you on.”  

    “You turn me on.”  

    “Then come along and watch me. Maybe you’ll join in, or at least you can enjoy watching.” She slid her leg against mine. “Please? I’d like it if you watched. If you don’t change your attitude, what else will you have to do for all of your vacation?”  

    I guessed she was right. I didn’t have many options.  

    She stroked my hair. “It’s so sad—you have this beautiful woman’s body with something special under your dress, and you can’t even enjoy it. Why did you ever choose to be who you are for vacation? You must have had some interest in doing this.”  

    “Well, I, uh… when I was picking out things, it seemed really thrilling to choose this. I mean, it aroused me and made my heart race.”  

    “Well then. Maybe you chose well, and your silly attitudes and beliefs about having a penis haven’t caught up with the wonderful creature you are. Maybe you need to loosen up a little and see how good it can be. Come with me and let me help you.” She felt through my dress, pressing against my panties. “See, you’re ready. It’s all still very exciting to you. You’re just a chicken who can’t face her fears. I’ll bet you weren’t much of a man or very courageous in real life either.”  

    “Ouch. That hurt.”  

    “I’ll bet it’s true. I’ll bet you have some safe job where you don’t have any conflicts or risks. What do you do in real life?”  

    “I’m an actuary for an insurance company. I calculate risk. I guess it is pretty safe. How about you?”  

    “I’m a psychiatrist, and I help people like you with gender issues and general fears of life.”  

    “I don’t have any fears or gender issues.”  

    “Tiffany, look at you. You chose to go on vacation presenting as a woman, a very hot and sexual woman, yet you’re afraid of connecting with someone with a penis.” She leaned into me and looked deeply into my eyes. “You’ll go back home after the vacation, and this is how you’ll be. What will you do then?”  

    “I didn’t save the changes to be permanent.”  

    “I did. It’s the default setting, and why not get this awesome body for free? It’s much nicer than I was before, and I’ll bet it’s the same for you.”  

    “Default?”  

    “Yes, if no boxes are checked, the changes are assumed to be permanent. Didn’t you read the fine print?”  

    “Really? Uh-oh.” I covered my mouth with my hand. 

    She nodded. “Your body’s turning into what you are right now, as we speak. You’d better learn to like yourself this way.”  

    “Oh god.” My heart was racing. My mind was struggling to think of the escape word. I said, “Condolences, condolences, condolences.”  

    “You could say that. Your old body will essentially be dead.”  

    I whimpered, “No!” I stood up and clicked my heels together while I said the next one I could think of. “Conductor, conductor, conductor.”  

    I stared at her wide eyed. It wasn’t working.  

    She tilted her pretty head. “Are you trying to remember your escape word?”  

    “Yes!”  

    She laughed. “Oh my. You poor thing. Give it up and open your mind to the new you.”  

    I clicked my heels. “Conditioner, conditioner, conditioner.”  

    She laughed and tugged me back to my seat. I took deep breaths, trying to relax, and lit a smoke.  

    She ran her hand on my shoulders. “That’s it, Tiff. Relax. It’s okay. You’re beautiful. Admit how good your new body feels and how great it is to see it in the mirror and wear such pretty clothes. Go on, say it. Say ‘I love being a pretty girl. I love my body. I love being this way.’”  

    “I love being a pretty girl.”  

    “Good girl.” She glided her hand on my stockinged thigh and kissed my lips. “Say ‘I love my body.’”  

    “I love your body.” 

    She laughed. “Not mine, silly, but it is practically the same, so you must love yours.”  

    “I do. I mean it is really sexy and hot.”  

    “Good girl.” She kissed me deeply on the lips, holding the back of my head gently. I was in heaven. 

    Regardless of the fear I had felt, I was rock-hard and horny as hell, and my body was crying for relief from this libido. I had to do something. “Are you as horny as I am right now?”  

    “Absolutely, princess. We both need to enjoy these bodies. Come with me and let me show you how. I’m a professional, remember?”  

    “Uh, sorry. I’m not ready for that.”  

    “That’s okay.” She grinned and slid her hand under my dress and panties and wrapped her tiny hand around my shaft. She stroked it. “Let me at least take care of this. You’ll have relief for a while, and I’ll have the pleasure of giving it to you.”  

    I looked around the bar. No one paid us any mind in our dark corner. “You’d like that?”  

    “I’d love that.”  

    I put the fact that she was a guy out of my mind for the moment, and concentrated on her sexy feminine allure. I put my hand on her head and pressed her gently toward my lap. She took it into her hot mouth as I watched her. It was beautiful to look at.  

    I couldn’t believe she was male and was enjoying it so much. She was passionate about it, moaning around it. I put her incongruent body parts out of my mind again. It wasn’t long before I was filling her sweet mouth with my juices. “Ungh god, Cherry...huh...” My body tensed, and it felt as if it flowed from my toes to her mouth. I squeaked, “Huhhhh!”  

    She let me finish gushing into her mouth, and she popped off of it with a grin .and full cheeks She rearranged my panties and dress, then sat up and crossed her legs. She placed her hand on my crotch and gazed lovingly into my eyes. She leaned in to kiss me and pulled my head to her, pressing her lips against mine. I opened my mouth, and she shoved all of my come into mine. I swallowed it and continued our passionate kiss.  

    She pulled back gently and gazed into my eyes as she ran her hand through my hair. “See, it doesn’t taste bad, and I consider it a compliment to be able to do that for you. You’ll feel that way, too, when you grow up and have some courage.”  

    She took my hand and put it between her legs, pressing it on her hardness. “See how nice it is? Don’t you want to make me happy too?”  

    “I, uh, I...” I wanted to return the favor, but...  

    She shook her head. “Oh well, let’s go get some guys with courage enough for me. That can be your payback to me.” She stood and tugged me out of the booth. 
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    We stood in a public area between halls going off in different directions. Cherry took out her phone. “I found this app on this earlier. It’s about our environment and has things to do.” She poked at her phone. “Oh my, doesn’t this look interesting? I think this may be just what the doctor ordered for you.” She put the phone in her purse and looked around at the halls.  

    “Doctor ordered for me?”  

    She looked into my eyes and smiled warmly. She placed a hand on my shoulder. “Yes, I’m your doctor right now, and I know just the thing to get you started on opening your eyes.” She grabbed my hand and tugged me along as we clicked across the tiles. “It is a fantasy world, and you’ve made me hungry for more of what you gave me..”  

    We went past nightclubs, casinos, massage parlors, brothels, hair salons, stores, and finally, we entered a hall with numerous rooms. She took out her phone. “Yes, this is the place. Let’s see. Room number ten should do it.”  

    “Why room ten?” I asked.  

    “That’s a really generous size. She laughed. Doctor’s orders now, right, sweetie?” She held the knob, looking at me. She placed a finger on my lips. “Mmm, you’ll love it.”  

    She was so sweet. A doctor of psychiatry no less. Maybe I should listen to her. “If you say so.”  

    The door opened, and there was a long padded floor against one wall. The wall itself had holes in it, maybe three feet off the floor.  

    “This is weird. What’s this room for?”  

    “You’ll see. Kneel down here and face the hole.”  

    I did, and it was even with my face. I couldn’t see anything on the other side. Cherry knelt next to me. “Are you comfortable?” She rubbed my back with her hand.  

    “I guess.”  

    She touched her phone, then put it in her purse. She put a hand behind my head. “Now close your eyes and kiss me.”  

    I did. She tasted like a flower. Her kiss was deep and passionate. I immersed myself in her attentions. I felt her hand on my breast, and she squeezed it and lightly pinched the nipple, sending ripples of pleasure through me. I wrapped my arms around her; one of her hands went under my dress and released my now hardening rod.  

    My heart raced as my passion for her grew. She tried to move my hand under her dress, and I pulled it away, still engaged in our kiss. I smelled a men’s cologne, for some reason. Her hand left my dress.  

    Something was now pressing against our lips as we kissed. She held my head tight, my lips against hers, and she opened her mouth wide, moving both our heads toward the wall. The warm, hard thing pressing against my lips began to slide across them and back, wetting my lips on the way back. Cherry’s head began bobbing on it and she moaned.  

    I pulled back and opened my eyes. She was sucking a huge, hairless dick poking through the wall. Her eyes smiled at me. I watched as she used both hands to stroke it while running her tongue over the tip and flicking it. It was bigger than any I’d ever seen, and her lips wrapped around it and her tiny hands stroking it was like watching a porn movie.  

    I unconsciously slid my hand down to my crotch, wrapped the dress around myself and stroked. She saw what I was doing and took her mouth off while she continued to stroke it. “See, it’s making you hot, isn’t it?”  

    “You’re making me hot.”  

    “Am I, or is it the thought of you doing this making you hot?”  

    “No, it’s you.” I stared as she licked it and fondled it. She turned back to me. “Try it and see. I bet you’ll enjoy it.” She pulled my head closer. “Look at it. Isn’t it beautiful? And the man on the other side of the wall is loving this.”  

    A moan came from the other side, and it began to thrust faster into her hands and mouth. She took my hand and wrapped it around the shaft. It was firm, warm, with skin like velvet. He thrust through my hand, moaning from the other side. I stared at it passing through her lips, her eyes wide, looking at me. It was gorgeous to watch, and holding it only added to my excitement.  

    I looked at the silky, hairless balls as they swung. I wrapped my other hand around them and tugged them gently while massaging them. He cried out in pleasure again. I had added to his delight, and it thrilled me.  

    In a moment I felt it stiffen, then it thrusted hard and stayed there as the man on the other side cried out, and Cherry’s eyes went wide. A gush passed through my hand and shot into Cherry’s mouth as she struggled to swallow it all, some leaking down her chin. He thrusted wildly, sending it through my fist until it was over. It retreated through the wall like a snake recoiling.  

    Cherry immediately kissed me and sent his fluids into my mouth. I enjoyed them much more this time, knowing I’d been a part of his pleasure.  

    When the next beautiful-looking, perfectly made, very real male phallus slid through the hole and bobbed there, throbbing in the air before us, Cherry gently moved my head closer until it was right before my lips. “Now take it into your mouth. Give him the pleasure you so want to. It’s okay. Don’t be afraid. It’s safe, and you’ll love satisfying another person.  

    I was so aroused from what we’d done, I had to take the experience further. I did what had always been unthinkable for me. I wrapped my lips around it, wrapped my hands around it, and immersed myself in it.  

    It was all there was. I was connected to a being on the other side of the wall who was moaning and giving me compliments as I ran my tongue around the thick shaft. I pressed my lips against it as I bobbed my head on it, taking it as deep as I could. I went wild with passion and excitement, my heart racing in my chest. I wanted to make him feel better than any man had ever felt. I massaged his balls and tugged them gently as I had the other one. He moaned and began to thrust through the wall faster. Cherry slid down onto the padded floor and slid her head under my dress. Her hot mouth consumed me in the way I was fervently consuming him.  

    In a second, he moaned and shoved it hard, forcing it forward as I felt the first gush rise though my fist and into my mouth. My intoxication from making him come made me come in Cherry’s mouth at once.  

    I nearly gagged, there was so much, but I managed to swallow it, only to have my mouth filled again by the next gush. One after the other, I greedily consumed his passion, which he fed to me as I surged over and over into Cherry.  

    Sadly, it ended, and he retreated. I sat back on my heels catching my breath. Cherry wiped a drip off my chin and held it for me to lick. I did so, staring at her like a zombie.  

    She put her arm over my shoulder. “Good girl. I think you’ve had enough for one night. Let’s go home and go to bed. I want to cuddle with you.”  

    It was all I wanted—to be with her. My new girlfriend who was ready to teach me about what I’d been missing. About how it isn’t about gender or body parts, it’s about the joy of giving someone something so special. That’s where the true pleasure comes from.  

    “Yes, thank you so much. I’d love to cuddle with you.”  

    “But I have those horrifying parts under my dress.” She laughed, and we stood.  

    I hugged her tight to me. “You’re beautiful to me.”  

    “As are you, my sweet girl. Let me make love to you. I want to fill you with pleasure, joined to you while you look into my eyes when I spill it all in your pretty bottom. I’d also love you to do that to me.”  

    I thought, Oh god. I can’t think about having one of them shoved in me like that and then dumping it all inside. It’s just too gross. The second option isn’t inviting either.  

    My face flushed. “Uh, maybe we should just cuddle.”  

    “Okay, you’ll grow up soon. I can wait.” 
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    We retreated to my rooms and put on some silky, sexy nightclothes. I was careful to hide my maleness, as was Cherry, and we were two girls who cuddled and slipped into dreamland together.  

    When I woke, Cherry was holding my head as she knelt on the pillow, grasping her hard rod and pressing it against my lips. “Please?” she asked. I gladly took it into my mouth to give her some pleasure for all she had done for me. I enjoyed it more than the one last night even, because she was so special to me, and my heart had a deeper, more loving bond to hers.  

    Being able to give her such wonderful feelings and to see and feel her reaction to my ministrations made me all the more attached to her. I was falling in love with my body double.  

    “Oh god, Tiffany,” she whispered as I looked up into her eyes, with her thrusting as she held my head tight. “This is it, princess. Drink me in.”  

    It was sheer heaven to see her and taste her, her energy flooding into my body. I unconsciously humped into the fabric of my nightgown as I savored her gift, and I shot my own reward all over myself.  

    When she was done, she slid down and wrapped her legs around me, her arms squeezing me close as she kissed my deeply. She released my lips and peppered my face with kisses. “Mmm. I love you, Tiffany. I love you.”  

    “I love you, too, Cherry.”  

    We lay there a while, basking in the afterglow of our mutual pleasure. We showered together, soaping and cleaning each other, hugging and kissing. She no longer repulsed me by having her male parts, and I felt as normal as ever in this new body with mine. It was as if we were always meant to be this way. It was the perfect body.  

    I made us both breakfast in my suite, and we sat to enjoy it. “That was wonderful, Tiffany. You’ve come a long way in a short time. How do you feel?”  

    “Well, strange, but good. Hey, I just thought of something. I haven’t peed or pooped since we got here.”  

    “Of course not. You aren’t real here. You’re a digital version of a chosen way to be. Why would they make us do that? We don’t eat real food or drink real drinks.”  

    “I guess. Just didn’t think of it.”  

    “But back to the subject. How do you feel? I mean, you did have a new experience last night and this morning. I take it you enjoyed it?”  

    “Surprisingly...I loved it.”  

    “Good. And your body now. How is it for you? Since you’ll have to live with it for a year when you get back.”  

    “Oh god! I forgot all about that. Shit! Condo, condo, condo.”  

    “You tried those. You don’t have an escape word, remember? You didn’t hear it. You’re stuck. Besides, some of the changes have already started, I’m sure. You wouldn’t want to be incomplete, would you?”  

    “I guess not. Okay, so I have to stay this way for at least a year. I guess that isn’t all bad. I’ll need to buy new clothes, though, and change my identity at work and my license and things. God, all the work.”  

    “Forget the work. How’s the body? I mean, how do you feel in it compared to your old body. Better? Worse?”  

    I took a deep breath and mentally went through my body—my breasts, legs, hands, feet, hair, face. “It’s better. I mean, as a guy, I was never anything special, and I probably should have chosen a handsome guy image to change to.”  

    “But then, do you think it would be more exciting than being who you are now? Which body would be sexier for you, a male or female?”  

    “I’ve always felt females ruled. I mean, they’re so much nicer to look at, and their bodies are soft and silky. Their clothes are more interesting and fun. I guess women have it over men that way.” I crossed my legs and slid them against each other. “Mmm, this is nicer.”  

    “Which body do you feel more at home in? Your old one or this one?”  

    I thought about it, gazing at the ceiling. I nodded. “This one. My old one always felt lanky and uncoordinated. I never felt confident in it. I never felt powerful. Now I feel powerful, even though this one is weaker, I feel put together and not so awkward. I feel pretty and delicate and sexy. I like this one better. I feel very much at home in it.”  

    “Good. Then at least you won’t be freaking out when we get home.”  

    “Right.”  

    “And I’d like to be with you when we do. I like men, but I love you. I don’t like men’s macho bullshit and their male egos.” She placed her hand on mine and gazed lovingly into my eyes. I grasped her hand. “I love you too.”  

    “Good. Now let’s get one more thing out of the way for you.”  

    “What’s that?”  

    The idea of making love and having love made to you...being penetrated...filled...” She grasped my hand and squeezed, gazing into my eyes lovingly. “Connected.”  

    I was melting with her caring and the thought of us being intimately joined, but still... “Oh, please, Cherry. Really, is that necessary?”  

    “Hmm, is it necessary to be connected to the person you love? Maybe not necessary, but it is very special.”  

    “We have plenty of time for that. Especially since we’ll be together after vacation.”  

    “But honey, no STDs here. All safe, why waste it? Play the field and see what it’s like. Then we can save us for when you’re ready and can share it deeply. Plus, I’m not sure even as much as I love you that I could be with someone who is not fully immersed in being who they can be. You’ll be running from it forever.”  

    I loved her. I had to try. “Okay. I guess. Let’s go slow.”  

    She stood and wrapped her arms around my shoulders. kissing me on the cheek. “Okay, then let’s begin the day.” She took out her phone. “Let’s see what’s available for us today.” She grinned as she tapped the phone with her finger. “Oh, this looks good. Now I’ll pick some clothes out for you while you shower. It’s time.” 
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    I lingered in the warmth of the shower as the spray caressed my sensitive nipples. I soaped and stroked my whole body, feeling the sensitivity in my skin and bringing myself to the edge several times. I could have come right then, but I wanted to stay in the heightened sensuality of it all. I washed my hair with a lingering, sweet shampoo. 

    I dried off and slid femininely scented lotion over myself, then dried my hair and did my makeup. I felt like a goddess. I walked to the bedroom in a short satin robe. Cherry had items laid out on the bed for me.  

    “There she is, our little virgin. Now come get dressed so we can solve that problem for you.”  

    “Oh, Cherry.”  

    “Doctor knows best now. Slip this on.”  

    She handed me a white lace and satin garter belt, which I wrapped above my hips and clasped.  

    “Slip these on.” She handed me sheer white lace-top stockings. The material was so fine and silky; it was as if angel’s wings were brushing my legs. I clasped the garters to them.  

    “Here are your panties.”  

    They were white lace crotchless panties with a hole in front and an open back. I slid them on, lifting my balls and dick out.  

    Cherry knelt and slipped on white, strappy, stilettos with a heel so tall, I wondered if I’d be able to walk in them. I stood on them and carefully walked in a tiny stride to the mirror. My breasts bounced with each step, and I was hard and flailing about. The shoes felt incredibly sinful and slutty, as did I. “Oh my god, Cherry. These are lustful.”  

    “Aren’t they? Just like you’ll be.” She lifted a white lace and satin dress with beading off the bed and held it for me to step into. I used her shoulder to keep my balance as I lifted one foot after the other into it. She tugged it up over my apply bottom and shapely hips and I slid my arms through the shoulders. She zipped it up the back.  

    “Cherry, it’s incomplete.”  

    “No, it’s not. That’s the design.” She tugged one breast after the other through the openings in the dress where they sat atop a shelf, on display. She wrapped a necklace around my neck and crossed my chest with each end to attach it with a noose on each nipple. She snugged them. “Is that okay?”  

    “Oh god, Cherry. It makes them sensual, and it feels like someone’s caressing them.”  

    “Good.” 

    She flattened the front of my short dress, the soft crinoline titillating my skin. She reached through a hole in front and tugged out my hairless balls and hard dick.  

    I whimpered, “You’re kidding me. I can’t walk around like this.”  

    “You’re right. Hold on there, princess.” She went to the bed and brought over a sheer, stretchy, gossamer-thin white pouch, which she slipped over my globes and slid the attached sheath over my hard penis.”  

    “You’re kidding me, right?”  

    “You’re right, honey. It needs something else yet. Hang on, dear.”  

    She went back to the bed and took a white-lace-garter, which she wrapped it around my adorned package and twisted it, then wrapped the bottom around my balls, further embellishing them. She adjusted the lace so it appeared to be a skirt on my balls and fluffed the lace over the top. It was a little nest, and my bird was standing up in it, waving in its sheer white coat.  

    I had to laugh. “Cherry!”  

    “It’s so cute, isn’t it? It looks so feminine, and sooo tiny.”  

    I stared down at it. It throbbed. “It is rather cute.”  

    “Good. Now slip these garters up your legs to just above tops and put on your jewelry and perfume, and you’re ready. The perfect little virgin receptacle, all ready to collect her deposits.”  

    I whimpered, “Why did you have to say it like that? Cherry, really, why don’t we just stay in today?”  

    “Tiffany, this is going to be something very special. Now I’m going to shower, and I have the identical outfit, but in black. When I’m dressed, we’re going to a special venue together.” She kissed my cheek, then went to the dresser and came back with a glass of water. She handed me a pill and popped one in her mouth, She drank some water down. “Take yours.” She handed me the glass.  

    I took the pill. “What was that?”  

    “It’s a very special kind of libido enhancer. You think you’ve been horny? You wait until that baby kicks in. Now go relax and have some tea or something, and I’ll be right with you.”  

    She kissed me deeply on the lips, her breasts pressing on mine, her hand wrapped around my nested bird. “I love you, baby.”  

    “I love you too.” 
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    I made some jasmine and lavender tea and sat in the living room on the couch. Sipping the tea, I slid my silky, stockinged, bridal legs against one another. My nipples were tantalized from the attachments, and one hand of mine couldn’t resist squeezing and fondling my breasts.  

    My rod did little jumps every few seconds and oozed from the tip. It was as if I were on the edge of orgasm, but that was as far as it would go. Even if I played with it, I couldn’t come, but it just made the sensations even stronger. It was as if I were being tortured, but what a sweet torture it was! My breathing was choppy.  

    Cherry came out into the living room. She was a vision in black. Her eyes told me what she was feeling as she sat daintily next to me, her nested bird dancing and oozing like mine. Her breath was choppy. “Rather delightful, isn’t it?” She massaged a breast, leaning down to suck mine.  

    “Oh, Cherry. It’s sheer torture. When will it end?” I took deep breaths.  

    “When you’re satisfied by the right person. Very satisfied.”  

    “Oh, god.”  

    “Do you want it?” She nibbled my nipple.  

    “Oh god, yes. I need it. Badly.”  

    “What do you want, baby? What do you need? Tell me.” She sucked my other nipple.  

    I rested a hand on her head. “I want, need, to be penetrated...rammed deep...a receptacle filled over and over with my well-deserved deposits, until it comes out my mouth.”  

    “Good girl. Me too. Let’s go.”  

    She stood and grabbed our matching purses off the counter, handing me mine. We walked carefully in tiny steps out the door.  

    We exited the elevator, our nested birds bobbing as we walked, breasts exposed and bouncing with each step. People watched us walk by, arm in arm. Cherry smiled at them and nodded while I held tight to her arm. They smiled back.  

    She held her phone and followed the map leading us to our special venue.  

    She opened the door. Inside were two padded, satin-covered tables with stirrups and arm rests. I stared at them. Cherry explained, “This is where we’ll both be taken. Come.”  

    She led the way and patted the table. I slid onto it and she slid me into position, then lifted my ankles in their heels and put them in the stirrups by my head. A velcro fastener held them in place. I was arranged for easy access and deep penetration, my head resting on a support, my arms on armrests to the side.  

    “Are you comfortable?”  

    I nodded, looking at my birdie lifting and dropping in its nest of white frills. “Uh, yes, but I’m scared.”  

    “Don’t be. I’ll be right alongside.” She hopped onto her table and secured her legs as mine were. She smiled. “Ready?”  

    “Ready.”  

    She tapped her phone several times. A door inside the room opened and carbon copies of men, all identical and about six foot three, only wearing little tuxedo fronts on their broad chests, with massive hard rods leading them toward us, and grins on their faces, paraded in.  

    I covered my mouth and gasped.  

    Cherry said, “You’ll be fine.”  

    They surrounded each of us. Before I knew it, I had one in my mouth and one in each hand. Between my legs, one of the men was pressing his huge, lubed, firm rod against my hole. He pushed, and I pressed back against it, longing for it to enter me. It slid forward, spreading me wider and wider until I thought I would split in two then finally it began to make its way in.  

    “Oh....my.... god,” I whimpered around the one thrusting in my mouth. I concentrated on sucking it as the one inside my bottom continued its journey, making me wonder if it would pierce my heart. Finally, fully impaled on it, it stopped, his hips pressing on my thighs.  

    The one in my mouth became rock solid and stopped thrusting, and into me it shot its first gush, which I swallowed greedily. When it finished, leaving me hungry for more, it was replaced by another, while the ones in my hands came over by my breasts and rubbed on my nipples. My hands were then filled with two more. I was an object for their pleasure. I loved their lust for me.  

    The huge rod impaling me now was thrusting rapidly, sending ripples of pleasure through me and making me ooze into my bird’s nest. I felt I should be coming any moment now.  

    He looked into my eyes, and I looked around the cock in my mouth to see him as his face grimaced and he rammed it deep and hard, then grunted and blasted his seed deep inside me. The sensations were intense and my breathing rapid as I tried to keep up, swallowing yet another load at the same time.  

    I looked over to see Cherry in the same situation, immersed in flesh with flesh immersed in her. We must have gone on like this for an hour with still no release and feeling no less lustful. One after the other gave more and more pleasure to us, but neither of us could be satisfied.  

    Finally, when the last of them had used us for their pleasure and given us their plentiful deposits of passion, they left. Cherry’s dress was covered with white splotches, her hair wet in places, a wide smile on her face as she gazed at me. “Are you okay, princess?”  

    I nodded. “That was incredible. But...I still haven’t come. Why?”  

    She removed the straps holding her ankles and slid off the table. She stood in front of me. “Because you weren’t satisfied, and neither was I.”  

    “Why not?”  

    “The pill keys to your feelings for the person. Those guys were just toys to be used by us. Not lovers.”  

    She moved closer and removed the nest from her bird, tossing the frills on the floor. She leaned into my face. “Now we’ll both come, lover.”  

    She slid the tip into me. It went in easily, being much smaller than the rest, but she felt so much more intense. “Oh god, Cherry. You feel so good. I love you.”  

    She planted kisses on my cheeks as she thrusted and rammed me as hard as she could. She pulled back and looked deep into my eyes. “Come for me, baby. Come for Cherry.”  

    Her hips were humping it into me. I looked at her loving eyes as I whimpered, “Huh, uh, huh, oh god, Oh yes, sweetie. I’m coming.”  

    Cherry went as fast and as hard as any man had earlier as she rammed me deep. I felt her tense and shove it to the hilt as I looked down at my untouched little rod and saw loads of my pent-up release shooting one gush after another from the flailing tip. My whole body went rigid. “Uh, god, yes. Huh...uh...yes.” I dug my nails into her sweet ass and pulled her tight to me as she twitched and spasmed her adoration inside of me.  

    When she finished, she caught her breath and slid out. She released my ankles and sat on the bed, wrapping her arms around me. She was crying.  

    “Are you okay?” I asked. 

    “Tears of joy, my love. Tears of joy. I love you so much. I’m so proud of you. I guess the box I checked for finding love worked.”  

    “You checked it too?”  

    “Absolutely. I bet even if you didn’t default to saving the changes, you’d go back another time with me and save them.”  

    “I would. We fit this way. I’m more what I was inside, even though I didn’t know it yet. I’m so glad you helped me to see it.” 

    “Yes, I know this is what I’ve always wanted for myself too. Now all we have to do is enjoy the rest of our vacation together like two happy girls and then go home and live a life of bliss and serenity. Sound good?”  

    “Sounds beautiful.”  

    “Want to go shopping, skiing, dancing...maybe on a cruise?”  

    “Anything you want is fine with me, doc.”  

    She wiped a drip off my face with her finger and licked it. “Let’s go shower first and then eat. I’m starving.”  
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