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   I never thought of myself as anything other than a normal college student. Studying computer science and playing online video games were what life was about. Then in my sophomore year, I moved out of the dorms to save some money and rented an apartment with a coed. That was the year my life changed and would never be the same.
 
   “Samuel, what the hell?” Candice asked as she entered her bedroom. “What are you looking for?”
 
   I was doing the unthinkable. Growing up with all brothers, I never had the experience of living with a girl. 
 
   “Uh, just looking for, uh, a phone charger.” I held my phone up. “Mine’s shot.”
 
   “In my underwear drawer?” She came to stand by me and put her hand delicately on my shoulder. I could feel my face turning red. “It’s okay if you’d like to check out my things. I can understand the interest you might have, never having a sister. My brothers were always getting into my things. I thought it was cute. We had fun with it.”
 
   I could smell her perfume over the scent of the sachet in her drawer. Girls’ clothes even smelled nice. She rubbed my back. “It’s okay.” She picked up a lacy bra and matching panties. She put them in my hands. “Feel them. So silky.”
 
   My hands were shaking. Should I? I couldn’t resist. I rubbed the panties between my fingers. Felt the padding of the bra.
 
   “See? Nice, huh? You don’t really need a phone charger, do you?” She sat on her bed and crossed her long legs in shorts and high wedgies as I followed her with my eyes while fondling her things in my hands. My heart raced. She was so hot. 
 
   She smiled at me. “You’re not alone. I know other boys who like this. So, if you need a charger, I have one.”
 
   My chest pounded. Should I keep the lie going? I wasn’t a good liar, and she already sensed the real reason I was in her room. My hands were sliding the bra around my fingers.
 
   She tilted her head. “I’m sorry I’ve made you so nervous. Maybe we should get to know each other better since we’re living together. I can help you dress like a girl.”
 
   That did it. I couldn’t lie to her. She wanted to do something with me I’d only imagined. “I’m sorry I lied. I don’t need a charger.”
 
   “Okay then. That’s good.” She looked at her watch. “It’s almost time for supper. We’re off the next two weeks. Want to stay in tonight and eat Chinese? I’ll buy.”
 
   “Sure. I’ll get wine.” I folded her things and placed them on the dresser.
 
   She stood and walked over to me. She was inches from my face as she looked closely at my skin. “I’ll get the wine, too.” She looked at my arms and my legs in the shorts I wore. “You’re not very hairy. I think what you should do is shave your whole body, and then after we eat, I can turn you into a pretty girl.”
 
   “Really? You’d do that? I don’t know. That sounds embarrassing.”
 
   “Why not? I think you’d make a fetching girl.” She ran her hands through my hair. “Use my shampoo and conditioner, too. Don’t dry your hair, let me do it.”
 
   “But what will people say?”
 
   “Who cares? And so what? People don’t have to know unless you want them to. We could just stay in tonight if you want. I’ll just dress you up, and we can have our own little girls’ night at home. We could get drunk and have some fun.” Her bright green eyes were smiling at the thought of it. She licked her lips and raised her eyebrows. “C’mon. Be a man. Real men dress.”
 
   “Not like girls.”
 
   “It takes more courage for a boy to dress like a girl than like a boy, don’t you agree? You seem scared of it, so it must be true.”
 
   I was scared of it. What if it worked out well and I loved it? “Well, I guess you’re right about that. Okay.” I took out my wallet and held out some money to her. “For wine.”
 
   “No. My treat. Save it for tomorrow when we go buy you some makeup and things.”
 
   “Tomorrow? I thought this was just for tonight.” I put the money away.
 
   “Tonight is to show you how you can look and feel. Tomorrow we practice some more. I’ll make a deal with you.”
 
   “What’s that?”
 
   She gauged the size of my waist and chest. Ran her hand from the top of her head to mine. “Five foot six, same as me?” 
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Thirty waist.”
 
   “Yup.”
 
   “What’s your men’s shoe size?”
 
   “Eight.”
 
   “Perfect. My open-toe shoes will probably fit well. The deal is, you can wear any of my clothes, as long as you do the laundry for us.”
 
   “Wow. This is too weird.”
 
   She gave me a hug and kissed my cheek. “I’m so happy you’re willing to do this. It’ll be so much fun. You’ll see. Get showered, shaved, and put on some of my clean clothes, and I’ll go get the Chinese and wine.”
 
   She ran out of the bedroom, and the door of the apartment slammed behind her. What was I doing? I wanted to, but I didn’t. I felt silly thinking about it. I picked up the bra and panties from the dresser and sniffed the scent on them from the sachet in the drawer.
 
   I looked through her closet. Girls’ clothes were so much more interesting than boys’. I slid dresses, skirts and tops past me. I wanted to try them all on. I ended up selecting a simple denim mini-skirt and a pink tank top. 
 
   I looked down at her shoes. They just might fit. Picking up a pair of high heel wedgies, I sat on the bed and laid my bare foot against one. I slid it into the shoe. It fit. A little snug, but I was able to strap it. I took it off and brought the clothes into the bathroom with me. 
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   I had to stop my hands from shaking while I shaved my whole body. It took me a while, and it left my skin with a strange but pleasant sensation—slick and smooth, being able to feel the air on it. I found some of Candice’s lotion in the linen cabinet and applied it to my whole body. It left a shine on my skin, and the scent was floral and feminine. It made my skin feel even nicer.
 
   She said not to dry my hair so I just combed it out and put on her panties and bra. The bra needed some boobs to fill it out, but it felt good, and the panties were incredible against my shaved male parts. I couldn’t help getting an erection.
 
   I slid the skirt up, zipped it and threw the tank top on. Sitting on the toilet lid, I put on the high-heeled wedgies. I was a little unstable when I first stood, but once I found my new center of gravity and walked a few steps, they felt incredible. My legs even looked like a woman’s now.
 
   I went into my bedroom and looked in the mirror on the door. I definitely needed something to fill her bra. Oh well, it still felt good to wear it. The cute little skirt showed my smooth, shiny legs nicely and felt so free compared to pants. When I got to my face in the mirror, I felt ashamed. Here I was, dressed in my hot roommate's clothes with a boy’s head on top of it all—like someone tore a Ken doll’s head off and put it on a Barbie. Freak!
 
   “Sam? I’m home.”
 
   My face flushed. I was embarrassed to show her. I had to be brave. I walked out of the bedroom and down the hall to the kitchen as confidently as I could. I wasn’t sure what to say. My voice. Crap. What could I do with my voice? I used the polite voice people use when asking for something, by raising it a little. “Hi. All shaved and dressed.”
 
   Candice was placing the Chinese on the table. “Nice voice change. That’ll work. Remember to keep talking that way from now on.” She looked up. “Oh my, yes, you will be a pretty girl. Lovely. Look at your legs in those high wedgies.” She came over and put her hand in my hair. “Let me do your hair before it dries, and then we can eat.”
 
   She led me by the hand, running down the hall to the bathroom. She had me bend over while she dried it and then when I straightened up, it was all fluffed up. Candice looked at my face in the mirror as she played with my hair. “It’s a pretty brown. So shiny. I can tell you used my products. You can use them everyday.” 
 
   She brushed my hair then took out a curling iron and put ringlets alongside my face. She ran it through my forehead hair and then brushed it to the side. “Very cute.”
 
   The way she played with my hair made me feel like I was her Barbie doll. It became much more feminine than before. “A little hairspray to set the curls and the top. There. She took me to her bedroom and dug in a jewelry box. “Take out your stud earrings and put these in.” I did. They dangled and tinkled when I moved my head.
 
   “Perfect.” She hung a necklace around my neck and adjusted it. “There, that will draw the eyes toward your cleavage when we make it. Okay, let’s eat and drink and then I’ll do your makeup.”
 
   I set the table and poured the wine. Candice went to the cabinet above the sink and took out a bottle of tequila. She poured two shots. “For the appetite.” She held one out to me. “And your nerves.”
 
   “I could use it.” I slugged it down and had another.
 
   We ate our Chinese while Candice talked animatedly. “You’ll see how much fun this will bring into your life. Men have such boring wardrobe choices with boring fabrics. Women have so many to choose from. Don’t you agree?”
 
   “That is true, and this skirt is so much more comfortable than pants or shorts.”
 
   “How do the panties feel on?”
 
   “Very nice.”
 
   “Do they make you feel sexy?” She wiped her lips with her napkin.
 
   I nodded and wiped my lips.
 
   “Not like that. Like a girl, see?” She showed me.
 
   I copied and laughed.
 
   “Good girl. And sip your wine as if you had lipstick on so you don’t slobber it all over the glass, because soon you will have lipstick on.”
 
   I sipped delicately. 
 
   “Perfect.”
 
   “Now isn’t this fun? I think men that dress and act like women are so much more interesting than other men. I love seeing you immerse yourself in this. You’re very brave.”
 
   “Thanks.” I felt the bravery of the tequila as I sipped the wine. I was relaxing. I crossed my legs beneath the table and pulled my skirt down. It felt natural. “Thanks for doing this.”
 
   “No thanks necessary. I’m having a ball. Thank you for appeasing me.”
 
   By the time we finished dinner and drank some more wine, I had a nice buzz. We cleaned up, and Candice led me into the bathroom to do my makeup and nails.
 
   “You keep your nails nice. You can let them grow a little longer yet, but you take good care of them.” The brush felt cool against my nail when she applied the pink metallic polish. “There. Pretty feet and hands. Now makeup.”
 
   She explained what she was doing with each step so I could learn how to do it myself. After she was done with false eyelashes and all the makeup, with lipstick that matched my nails, she took me into her bedroom.
 
   She dug through her dresser. “There. I knew I had this pair. These were from the days I didn’t have much for boobs, but once I started the pill, I ended up not needing them anymore. These can be yours.” She took some gelforms and slid them into my bra, adjusting it so it held my flesh out as cleavage. Looking in the dresser mirror, it was astounding. I was no longer a boy.
 
   “See. What did I tell you? Pretty girl, huh?” She sprayed perfume in my hair, over my shoulders, and on my skirt. “Oops, what’s that bump?” She pressed against my erection. “How nice. I see you like how you look and feel. Don’t worry, sweetie. It’s perfectly natural for you to do that.”
 
   She knelt in front of me and lifted my skirt. She rubbed her hand against my panties. “Oh look. It’s leaking.” She pulled the panties down and under my shaved globes. It bobbed in the air. “Can’t have that under a skirt, can we? Not very ladylike.”
 
   She took it between her lips. I rolled my head back. “Oh god, that feels good.”
 
   She looked up. “Didn’t you ever have that sucked before?”
 
   “Uh, no.”
 
   She continued to look into my eyes and bobbed her head up and down on it. It was only a few seconds, and I came in her mouth. “Ungh!” My knees got weak, and I had to put a hand on her shoulder to balance. I came harder than I ever did by jerking myself. I caught my breath and stood straight.
 
   “Good girl. I’ll bet that was the best you ever had with all the excitement of looking like a pretty girl and feeling the clothes and heels and nails and smelling so good. It was yummy, too. Now, when you watched me, were you excited by the hot babe sucking it, or were you thinking about what it must be like to suck one?” She laughed, pulled my panties back up, and straightened my skirt.
 
   “I, uh, well...” After that, I felt silly dressed like I was, but it still felt nice somehow. I did wonder what it was like for her.
 
   “I can tell you. A little of both. It’s as much fun to have one in your mouth and make it do what you did as it is to be on the other end. You were very aroused, you came so fast. You’ll probably be hard again soon and won’t feel silly anymore. But when we go out we’ll have to hide it. Don’t worry. We can do that.”
 
   “Go out?”
 
   “Someday.”
 
   “I’m not so sure about that.”
 
   “Just two girls out on the town, that’s all. No one would suspect a thing. It’d be fun. Let’s go sit on the balcony for starters.” She took my hand.
 
   We walked into the kitchen where she grabbed a fresh bottle of wine and our glasses. “Let’s fix our lipstick, shall we?”
 
   She put the wine and glasses on the tiny balcony, and we went into the bathroom. She touched up her lipstick, and I copied her. 
 
   “There, nice job.” She spritzed perfume on me. “Mmm. Smells pretty, like you look.”
 
   We squeezed out onto the balcony and sat on the padded wicker love-seat. I crossed my legs, pulled my skirt down, and she put her hand on my thigh. “So smooth.” I poured some wine for both of us and toasted. “To Candice, the most beautiful woman and person in the world.”
 
   She clinked. “To Samantha. My favorite girly-boy ever.”
 
   “Girly-boy Samantha. Hmm. Not sure about that. Samantha sounds weird, but I guess it makes sense. So you’ve done this to others?”
 
   “My brothers. But you’re the best. I think this is meant for you. You make a gorgeous girl.” 
 
   “Thanks. I know as a guy I’m kinda geeky. This feels good. I’m more comfortable this way, actually. I’m so glad you caught me.” I crossed my legs and rested my feet on the banister.
 
   “I think you might have a chromosome off or something. There are more than two genders, you know. Many people look in the mirror, and the self they see isn’t the self they feel like. It’s a natural occurrence for some because of their chromosomes. That could be why it feels so good to you.”
 
   She sipped the wine and looked at me up and down. A passing student shouted up. “Nice panties, sexy!”
 
   I looked down and he was giving me a thumbs-up. “You’re hot, baby.”
 
   “Thanks.” I put my legs back down and crossed them.
 
   Candice said, “See. I’m not the only one. You’ll have no problem in public. The guys will all be after you.”
 
   “Oh, god. What would I do then?”
 
   “Oh c’mon, sweetie. What all girls do if they like a boy. Have fun.”
 
   “But I’d be gay, and I’m not gay.”
 
   “So? What would that matter? Besides. You’d not really be gay exactly. You’re acting and dressing like a woman, and heterosexual women like men. You might have a leaning toward being transgender, even. Bisexual, gay, TG, straight, who cares? We are what we are. It’s all good.”
 
   “I’d never get rid of this.” I put my hand on my crotch. “But these are pretty nice.” I squeezed a boob and laughed.
 
   “Best of both worlds, Samantha. That’s what you have. You can dress and act like a woman and never have a period. Lucky girl.”
 
   I poured us some more wine and looked at my lipstick on the glass. Kind of a sexy little mark.
 
   “You’re sipping your wine nicely. See how little lipstick you left? So did you ever have a girlfriend?”
 
   “Well, yeah. A friend, but we never did anything. A study buddy, I guess.”
 
   She put her hand on my shaved wrist. “No! Really? You never had sex?”
 
   “Just with my hand, and with your mouth earlier.” My face flushed.
 
   “Oh, Samantha. I have to give you a treat tonight.” She leaned into me and gave me a peck on the lips.
 
   My panties were filling up again. She rubbed me through the skirt. “How often do you jerk off every day? If you don’t mind telling me.”
 
   Her hand felt wonderful through my skirt. “Four or five times a day. Weekends maybe six or seven.
 
   “Wow. You have one heck of a libido. You must always be horny.”
 
   “Pretty much. How about you?”
 
   She giggled. “I have to admit. Sometimes I’d come just bouncing my leg watching a professor I liked in class.”
 
   “Really? In front of everyone?”
 
   “Really. They didn’t know. It was my little secret.”
 
   “So how many times?” I sipped the wine and watched her, amazed at what she was saying. She looked skyward as she thought.
 
   “Uh, about, I don’t know... Some days none. Other days it could be ten times. Sometimes I can come in the shower just playing with my nipples.”
 
   “Oh my god, that’s incredible. Must be nice.”
 
   “It is.” She winked and drank down a glass of wine then poured more for me, finishing off the bottle. “Nice start to our vacation. But we’re out of wine now when this glass is gone.”
 
   “We have tequila.”
 
   “Nah, I want wine.” She winked at me. “And I want you to go for a walk to get some.”
 
   “No way.”
 
   “Haven’t you drunk enough liquid courage yet?” She rubbed me through the skirt. “It’ll be exciting. You’ll see. We just need to put you in a different skirt. Maybe a dress with a flared bottom to give to more hips and hide any poles you might have under there.”
 
   She toasted me with her wine. “Be a good girl and drink up, Samantha.” I rolled my eyes at her and slugged it down.
 
   “Ready?”
 
   “No.” 


 
   
 
  




 
    
 
    
 
   3
 
    
 
    
 
   Candice put us both in short, flared-skirt dresses. She had me pull my panties under my globes and drop the hem to see how it looked. “Perfect. See? It’s standing straight out, and you can’t even tell. And look how nice your cleavage is in this dress.”
 
   I looked in the mirror and throbbed against the silky fabric of the dress. Candice grabbed me through the dress and tugged at it. “Mmm. Nice.” She slid her panties off under her dress and stepped out of them. “Don’t need these.” She tossed them on her bed. She handed me a purse with lipstick and perfume and had me put my wallet in it. She took her own purse. “Let’s go, little girl.”
 
   She tugged me from the apartment. We hit the pavement walking hand in hand. My heart was racing as I felt the full effect of the heels on the way I walked. My hips swayed and my breasts bounced. My stride was shorter and more mincing. The breeze blew up my skirt and was cool against my shaved parts. 
 
   Students passed us, both men and women, and none took any notice of us. A handsome guy walked by, and Candice dragged me up to him. I must have looked like a deer in the headlights, I was so shocked. “Is she hot or what?” Candice asked him.
 
   His eyes opened wide. “You’re both hot. Need a date?”
 
   “Thanks, but we’re lesbians tonight.” She tugged me away. “See?”
 
   “Why did you have to do that?”
 
   “To give you confidence, of course. You look great.”
 
   I felt great after that. I knew my secret was safe now. We went into the store, and I bought the wine. They asked for ID and I gave it to them. They looked at me and at it again. I did have long hair and earrings on the license but of course no makeup. It said Samuel, as well. He handed it back and rang the wine.
 
   I wrapped the sack of two bottles against me, put my purse on my shoulder and we left. Candice tugged me away from the apartment. “Where are we going?”
 
   “Just a little detour. A favorite little place of mine.”
 
   “I thought we were going home?”
 
   “We will. I have to make you come again, though.”
 
   “I just did, in your mouth.”
 
   “But now for something different. Really different. Besides, how many times have you come today?”
 
   “Just the once.” My tip was sweeping against the satin lining of the dress as we walked, and I was oozing already.
 
   “You were going to use my panties to jerk off when I caught you in my room, weren’t you? It’s okay if you were. Were you?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Then see, you have many more in you yet tonight. I want this one my way.”
 
   We turned a corner onto campus. She led me to an alcove off the sidewalk where a couple was just leaving as the girl buttoned her blouse and the guy zipped his fly. The alcove had a cement picnic table with benches on the sides. Candice hopped onto it and spread her legs beneath the dress. She held her feet out and motioned to me. “Put the wine down and come here.”
 
   She slid herself to the edge. “Don’t ever do this in stockings or pantyhose. They’ll be ruined.”
 
   I looked around. “No, this is on campus. Someone will see.”
 
   “So what? Maybe you’ll like being watched.”
 
   “But they’ll know.”
 
   “No they won’t. Let me do the work.” She lifted her dress.
 
   I stepped forward. She lifted my dress, put her hand on my bottom, and pulled me to her. Her other hand guided me until I felt a hot wet spot on my tip. “Okay, push it in and stay there.”
 
   I wrapped my arms around her and slid into her. It was incredible. Nothing like I’d ever felt before. So hot and wet and inviting, and so intimate. Then she clenched and unclenched on me. “Ungh, god, that’s wild,” I whispered.
 
   “Mmm. You feel nice inside me.” With her other hand she rubbed her clit furiously, like she had a bad itch. She whispered in my ear. “Ungh, yes. That little girly-cock feels so good. Thrust a little, you girly-boy. Mmm. That’s it. Fill me with your girly juice.”
 
   Why did her calling me girly make it more exciting? Her words and being inside her, covered by our dresses, feeling the sensual fabric on my legs, my breasts against hers, standing in high-heel wedgies, smelling our perfume, I became overwhelmed, and I couldn’t resist thrusting.
 
   I pumped in and out uncontrollably, like an animal. I banged into her as deep as I could go. She clenched me to her and spasmed as waves of ecstasy ran through me. I whimpered as I shot my girly juice deep into her. My knees went weak, and I almost passed out. Once we settled down, I reluctantly withdrew, pushed my dress down and turned to get the wine.
 
   “Hi.” said a young woman about my age.
 
   “Uh, oops, sorry, hi.”
 
   “It’s okay. It was exciting to watch. My name is Bobby.”
 
   She held her hand out. I shook it. “Hi, I’m Samantha.” 
 
   Candice came over and shook her hand. “Candice.”
 
   “Hi.”
 
   Bobby was about the same size as me, and dressed as pretty. 
 
   “Nice to meet you. Do you have a strap-on under that dress?”
 
   Before I could stop her, Candice lifted it for Bobby to see.
 
   “Nice. Just like me.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Really.”
 
   I looked to Candice. 
 
   “See? There are more of you than you think.” She turned to Bobby. “Like to join us for some wine?”
 
   Oh god, I thought. This is too much.
 
   Bobby said, “No thanks. Just meeting some friends here for a quickie and then it’s off clubbing. Maybe another time, though.”
 
   Two handsome guys turned into the alcove. “Oops sorry,” Bobby said to them. “They were just leaving. Unless they want to watch, of course.” She smiled and got on her knees. “Time for supper.” She started to unzip his pants. The other guy came alongside. If someone entered the alcove all they would see is two guys with their backs to them. From our view, I saw two magnificent rods. I gasped as they grew.
 
   Candice whispered to me. “Nice, huh?”
 
   “I never knew guys had such big ones in real life.”
 
   “Wanna leave?”
 
   “Not yet.” I looked around. This was a good spot for this. My eyes locked onto Bobby as she went back and forth from one to the other—shining wet rods in each of her long-nailed hands, alternately wrapping her red lips around the rigid shafts. I was jealous. 
 
   I got hard again under the dress. My tip scraped on the satin and made me shudder. I move my hips slowly to continue the stimulation as I watched. I wanted to jerk it through my dress and try to come again. I resisted but continued to move my hips and slide against the dress lining instead. Candice put her hand on my shoulder and whispered. “Watch and learn. Feel the dress caress you. Move your hips more.” I did as I held on to her arm for support. 
 
   Each movement made my legs quiver. I whispered in a shaky breath to Candice, “It’s beautiful.”
 
   Bobby seemed to be enjoying a fine wine or gourmet meal with the way her eyes looked up at them and her face smiled. She tugged on their shaved globes with one hand and stroked the bottom of their long shafts with the other. The guy without her on him jerked himself, watched and waited his turn.
 
   I was breathing hard, and Candice held my arm tightly to her as she watched as intently as I did. She whispered to me, “She’s making him come now.” The first one grabbed Bobby’s head and held it tight while he thrust into her mouth—his depth limited by her hand. His body tensed, and Bobby busily swallowed several times. When he was done she shifted to the other.
 
   She worked him furiously as if she needed what he had immediately. She squeezed his hard ass and tugged his shaved globes then flicked the tip with her tongue, making him grab her head, and spasm his body. “Wow,” he said. He let out a low moan.
 
   Bobby dove down, taking it all, then bobbed her head on it furiously. Her name represented her actions well. Soon he held her head tight and fucked her face while she swallowed. 
 
   The other guy was zipped and checking me out while Bobby finished cleaning the second one up. She stood while he tucked himself away and gave her a peck on the lips. “Later, baby. Buy you some drinks,” he said.
 
   “K, sweetie. Thanks for dinner, boys.” She rubbed her belly. They left.
 
   Bobby turned to us. “Good show?”
 
   I said, “Beautiful. Nice job.”
 
   “Well, have a good night, ladies. I intend to.”
 
   Bobby left and we walked home.
 
   Candice said, “You couldn’t have left if you wanted to, could you? Those gorgeous dicks had you riveted. Such a girl you are.” She laughed and swung my hand.
 
   I laughed. “I guess.”
 
   “We have to get you some of those to try.”
 
   “No, please. I won’t do that.”
 
   “Yeah, right. Okay. You’ve had enough for one day. Let’s have some wine on the balcony, and I’ll give that girly thing you were humping against your dress a good long treat.” She nestled next to me as we walked, holding my arm tight to her. The cool night air blew up my dress and across my sensitive parts. Candice stopped walking. She wiped her dress against her leg and smiled. “It’s dripping down my leg. You’ll have some laundry to do tomorrow.” We started walking again.
 
   “I’ll do it. I owe you.”
 
   “You owe me nothing. Since you’re wearing my clothes, though, I may as well have you wash them and my things, too.”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   We climbed the stairs to our apartment and took the wine to the balcony. Nestled together on the love seat, we enjoyed the night air and drank. I was relaxed but still disturbed. The thought of what I was becoming was frightening to me.
 
   Candice felt my tension, put her hand in my lap, wrapped the dress around my rod, and caressed it with the silky fabric. I put my arm around her shoulders and drank. She lifted my dress and took it in her mouth. In the dim light of the moon, I watched her enjoy herself, imagining what it must be like for her.
 
   On the other side of the street a passerby below gave a wolf whistle. Candice got up and straddled my legs, slipped me inside her and rode me. In seconds the sensations overcame. I bucked frantically, like a little monkey at the zoo, her arms around my neck, hot breath in my ear. “Oh, god. Here it is,” she whispered. We spasmed at the same time, I whimpered choked squeaks and cries as I brutally poked into her. Gobs and gobs of my pearls leaked onto my thighs and dress. I was exhausted. 
 
   “Let’s go to bed,” she said and took me by the hand into her room. We stripped our clothes off onto the floor and fell fast asleep in an embrace. 
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   I woke the next morning and washed away all remnants of last night. I shaved my body again to keep from having stubble. I put on my regular pants and shirt and a pair of sandals and went to start the laundry.
 
   I made us breakfast and coffee and waited for Candice on the balcony. I was a mix of male and female. My nails were painted, but I wore boy clothes. What was I? I felt silly having painted nails, but I couldn’t find the polish remover.
 
   “Morning, Samantha.”
 
   “It’s Sam.”
 
   “It is? Not with those nails.”
 
   “I couldn’t find the polish remover.”
 
   “Why didn’t you wear my clothes?”
 
   “I don’t know. Maybe it’s not for me. I feel silly now and just want to take the polish off and make believe it never happened.”
 
   “Really? Okay.” She sipped her coffee and looked out at the city. “Let your paradigms rule you. Be a quitter. I don’t mind. Just because you’re sexier and better-looking as a girl doesn’t mean anything. Just because you felt better than you ever did and found a new you doesn’t mean anything. Just lock your true feelings up, and everything will be as it was, right?”
 
   “Yeah. My feelings exactly—it was all a stupid game.”
 
   “Okay. Did you shave your body today?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “I didn’t want it to be stubbly.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “I like it smooth. I never knew it would feel so good.”
 
   “Right. So why not the rest?”
 
   I thought about it. She had a point. It all felt so good. Why stop at just shaving? “I don’t know. I felt un-masculine this morning.”
 
   “And that’s bad?”
 
   “For a guy it is.”
 
   “Is it? Why?”
 
   “I don’t know.”
 
   “Right. You don’t know. So explore more. Be brave and enjoy it some more. Let your paradigms rest.” She put her hand on my leg and looked into my eyes. She pushed my hair over my ears. “I want to make you pretty again. Let me?”
 
   The thought of it made me want to. My ego was fighting me. I was a guy.
 
   “I know what you’re thinking. But the world isn’t black and white. It’s gray, and pink, and blue. You’re letting your ego and your view of the world taint and repress your true feelings. Be a man, Sam, and be Samantha again. Just for the time we have off from classes if nothing else. Then decide.”
 
   “I never asked what your major was.”
 
   “Psychology, and ultimately I want to be a psychiatrist.”
 
   “Makes sense. You’re good at seeing true feelings and knowing what’s going on inside people’s heads.”
 
   “Yes, Samantha, I am.” 
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   Candice had me wear the denim skirt and wedgies again with a blouse and denim jacket. She loaned me jewelry and had me do my hair and makeup while she directed me. When we were done, I felt pretty and feminine, and it was as if I had found my true self.
 
   Candice observed me before we left as I loaded my purse. “Your motions are even accurate for a woman. Your hand movements and the way you walk. You’re such a natural.”
 
   “It feels natural.” I sprayed perfume on. “Mmm. Smells so pretty.”
 
   We took the bus to Salvation Army. For less than fifty dollars I found jeans, skirts, purses, shoes and dresses. It was such fun trying it all on and trying to find matching tops. We took a bus to the mall after.
 
   She whispered to me as she looked at a woman dressed for an office-job in heels and skirts. “You need to get some stockings and pantyhose. For dressing up nicer, like she is. You’ll see, they’ll make your legs look even better, and I think you’ll love the feeling on shaved legs.”
 
   At the mall we bought the hosiery and some cheap earrings and jewelry at the boutique. In the drug store Candice bought some fake nails and fresh polish. “I’ll give you a manicure when we get home.”
 
   “Do they come off easily?”
 
   “They stay on well.”
 
   “How will I go out? As a guy that is.”
 
   “Why would you? At least for our time off you won’t need to.”
 
   I thought about it as we browsed the storefronts. I didn’t want to anyway. This felt too nice. I couldn’t wait to see how my nails would look. “I think I’ve spent enough money today. Can we go home and do my nails?”
 
   “Sure, princess.”
 
   Back at the apartment, I washed all the clothes we bought. Candice did my nails.
 
   I stared at my hands. They looked nothing like a man’s hands now. “I love them. Thank you.” 
 
   She kissed me on the cheek. “I thought you would.”
 
   At first it was difficult to use them, but the challenge made me feel more feminine as I became proficient. I loved how they looked as I did things with my hands.
 
   We ate a quick dinner of tuna and salad, and I cleaned the kitchen while Candice got our new clothes out of the dryer. She came into the kitchen holding a dress I had bought. “This is the one for tonight, okay?”
 
   “Sure.” It was a black sequined, V-neck mini-dress with a flared skirt that ended a few short inches below the crotch. “Looks fun.”
 
   “Go shave again and get dressed. I’ll put the clothes and jewelry for this outfit on your bed, and I’ll get ready.”
 
   When I was done I was perfectly smooth all over, and my makeup and hair came out wonderfully. My new makeup even smelled nice, and the eyeshadow and liner were flawless. The lipstick made my lips pouty and silky.
 
   I entered the bedroom and began to dress. I fastened a garter belt around my waist and slid on sheer black lace-top stockings, which felt like heaven. I rubbed my calves against each other. So sensual. Black lace and satin panties went over that and a matching bra, which I filled with the forms, making luscious cleavage. I slid the dress on and then a pair of high-heel, strappy black stilettos. Perfumed and with my jewelry put on, I looked in the mirror.
 
   I couldn’t believe what I saw. If I ever went out in public like this, I’d have guys drooling. It made me drool from somewhere else.
 
   Candice came in, dressed in a short V-neck black lace dress and black stockings and heels. She was magnificent. She smiled ear to ear when she saw me. “Wow. Look at you, girl! Stunning. Sexy. All girl.” She kissed my cheek.
 
   “Okay. Now we need to get you ready for tonight.”
 
   “I’m ready.”
 
   “To suck cocks?”
 
   “No. I won’t do that.”
 
   “Look in the mirror.” 
 
   I did. I was sexy and gorgeous. “Yeah, so?”
 
   “Do you think you’d look gay sucking a cock dressed like a pretty girl?”
 
   “No. But I never did it. What If I gag and throw up on them?”
 
   “You won’t gag, princess. Wait here.” Candice left the room and came back with a dinner plate, a dildo with a suction cup bottom and a hand-held mirror. She shut the door and threw a pillow on the floor next to it in front of the full length mirror. She licked the suction cup of the dildo and stuck it to the mirror. I stared at it. A faceless, body-less cock.
 
   “Come here, little girl.” I stood by her. She lifted my skirt to my waist and drew my panties under my globes. “Kneel in front of the mirror.”
 
   I did. A big latex cock stared me in the face. She placed the dinner plate under my cock on the floor. “Take this man’s cock in your mouth, you girl-boy.”
 
   I looked back at her.
 
   “Go on. Take it in your mouth and suck it. Run your tongue around it and make believe you’re Bobby, or me, sucking a cock. Make believe you’re controlling a man’s orgasm with your mouth.”
 
   I placed it gently between my thumb and forefinger and held it. My nails looked pretty against it. I looked in the mirror and saw myself holding a real man’s cock. I watched as I wrapped my lips around it. I throbbed above my panties. I wrapped my fingers around the dildo and squeezed it. I slid them up and down the shaft and stroked it.
 
   “Good girl. Now go down on it as deep as you can. If you start to gag, try to shut off the gag response. Some girls can, and some can’t.”
 
   I looked at myself in the mirror and went down on it, seeing it penetrate my lips. I felt it at the back of my throat. I started to gag and coughed.
 
   “Try again, princess.”
 
   I did and gagged and coughed. I looked up at her. “Please, no. Don’t make me. See, I’ll just gag and get embarrassed.”
 
   She stroked my head. “It’s okay. Now I want you to take it back in your mouth and go down to the farthest point where you don’t gag, and then wrap your hand around his shaft to keep you from going farther, or him from shoving it in too far.”
 
   I did and started to bob my head and run my tongue around the shaft. I flicked the tip with my tongue and imagined it was real. I looked into the mirror. Candice held a hand-held mirror where the guy’s face would be. “Look up at yourself. This is what he’ll see.”
 
   I looked into the hand held mirror and watched myself sucking cock from the man’s point of view. I became enthralled with it and went at it. I wanted to make it come. I knelt up straighter and took more in my mouth while looking up at myself in the mirror she held. I looked hot. My cock was throbbing and oozing below. Candice wrapped her warm hand around it. “Give me your girly juice and imagine it’s what he’d be feeling from you sucking him.”
 
   She jerked me. I imagined a real man’s cock coming in my mouth from me sucking him. I humped into her fist and came in spurts onto the plate. She quickly grabbed the cock off the mirror, rolled the tip around in my juice, and held it dripping for me. “Taste it, clean it up.”
 
   I did. I bobbed my head on it and ran my tongue around the shaft, imagining it was a real man’s come. It tasted good. Salty, a little sticky, creamy. She held the plate in front of me. “Lick the plate.” I did.
 
   “Okay. See? Now you’re ready. You seemed excited doing it. Now let’s go get you some real ones.” She held her hand out to me to stand.
 
   I stood up and pulled my panties over me and straightened my dress. 
 
   “Thanks. That was fun. Want to rent a movie online?”
 
   “Are you joking? You think we got all dressed up with no place to go? We’re going clubbing. It’s Saturday night.”
 
   “I can’t go clubbing. I can’t even dance.”
 
   “You’ll learn. Just feel the music.” She stroked my hair and looked into my eyes. “We have to go out, my pretty girlfriend. Load your purse up and let’s go.” She went to the dresser and threw my black satin purse at me. I caught it and my heart raced, thinking about what we were going to do as I loaded perfume, makeup, lipstick, ID, cards, money, and phone in. “I’m not sure about this.”
 
   Candice looked into my eyes with her hands on my shoulders. “Please? Just us. Two girls having a night out drinking and dancing. Do it for me? Aren’t I a good roommate?”
 
   She had done so much for me already. “We can go out, but I’m not sucking a cock.”
 
   “Whatever. You know you want to. But that’s fine.” She kissed my lips and fixed my hair. We can just have fun then, and you can decide if the opportunity is there. You’ll love it. ” She tugged my hand and we left.
 
   I drove my car. It felt strange in heels and a short dress, but it was exciting. I was a sexy and desirable girl. Candice pointed. “Pull into the drug store. I need to get something.” 
 
   She ran in as I waited in the car. People were coming and going, and guys would smile when they saw me, and I’d smile back. It was flattering to be so attractive to others like this. I’d never felt that before. No one would ever pay me such compliments as a boy. Girls or boys. Would I be so alluring as to excite men and control their pleasure?
 
   Candice jumped in, took the package from the bag and opened the boxes. She loaded her purse with Magnum rubbers and regular rubbers. “I like to use these when I have sex with strangers.” I visualized her slipping a rubber on a gorgeous guy and making him come inside her.
 
   I drove to the club nervous and thrilled at the prospects ahead of us and parked in the back. We were carded and let in. “Ladies night. No cover for you two. Have fun.”
 
   We entered the throbbing room. Music pounded and people gyrated on the floor. Candice held my arm and looked around. Three guys were in a booth in a dark corner. She tugged me toward them. Shit. My heart pounded in my chest. Here we go. 
 
   “Hello, ladies!” One of them stood and motioned to the booth. Like to join us? Buy you a drink?”
 
   Candice smiled and put her hand out. “Sure. I’m Candice, and this is Samantha.”
 
   I shook all their hands and smiled timidly as they introduced themselves to us. They were all over six feet tall and good-looking. Students like us, I guessed. I couldn’t imagine sucking their cocks. It was wrong. I was an imposter... A guy in a dress, and I wasn’t gay.
 
   One slid back into the booth and motioned for me to sit with him. I slid in and slipped my dress under me and crossed my legs, the silky stockings sliding sensually against each other, reminding me how feminine and sexy I was as this imposter. Another slid in next to me and his hip pressed against mine, pushing me closer to the first. I was sandwiched between them, and Candice was opposite, sitting very close to the other one. 
 
   “This is great. The night just got started, and we have two beautiful women to share it with,” said the one next to Candice. 
 
   She smiled, put her hand under the table and rubbed his leg. “Thanks for inviting us.”
 
   “Drinks? They have a martini special tonight for ladies.”
 
   “Sure.” Candice nodded as did I. I sure needed a drink at that point. The guy to my left slid his big hand on my leg and squeezed my thigh. “Very sexy outfit.” He tried to slide his hand between my crossed legs, but I didn’t move them. I removed his hand. “Thanks.”
 
   I asked him if he went to our school, and he did. Luckily, not in a major where we’d cross paths. Drinks arrived, and before the waitress finished passing them out, I’d finished mine. 
 
   “Please, get Samantha another one. She looks thirsty.” He laughed. 
 
   “Thanks. I’m sorry, I am thirsty.” I took a deep breath and tried to relax. The martini was helping. I listened to our idle chatter as if I weren’t there. Candice slid her leg over the guy’s leg next to her and rubbed his crotch. It was as if I was observing from some other vantage point, and I wasn’t really in my body. I drank a second martini and a third, and by then I was settled down. 
 
   Big hands from left and right caressed my crossed legs. Each of them tried to get beyond my knees. They slid up and down and massaged my silky legs. It was so sensual and erotic the way they lusted for me. What if they found out? They might not like what I was. The one on my right asked if I wanted to dance.
 
   “Uh, well...” His hand pressed between my thighs trying to go deeper. “Sure.” Maybe this would divert him.
 
   He slid out and we went to the dance floor. I looked at the other girls and tried to imitate what they were doing. He smiled and took me by the hips, pressed his crotch against my bottom, and moved me in time with him. He was all male, and his rod was hard against my bottom, pushing against it, and rubbing on me. His hands roamed the front of my dress. So much for my diversion. I placed my purse in front of my crotch and slipped free from him.
 
   When the song ended, I motioned to go back to the booth.
 
   Candice was now sandwiched between the two guys since the one moved from my side to hers. Her head was rolled back as the guy against the wall moved his hand between her legs. The other guy kissed her neck. At least now, I had only one to deal with. 
 
   The fact that he was so hot for me was frightening yet extremely seductive. To know how he was feeling and how he’d like me to make him feel was electrifying. I was an object of his desire, and it was thrilling. 
 
   We sat in the booth, and I crossed my legs like a lock again as his hand squeezed my thigh. I leaned into him and put my hand on his crotch. I whispered to him “I’m sorry, I have my period, but you can still have some fun.” 
 
   I rubbed his huge cock through his pants. I never touched another man’s cock before. My heart raced. I loved feeling it get big and hard. Much bigger than mine. He was enjoying what I was doing. He massaged my thigh. “Your legs are so silky.”
 
   “Mmm.” I had to feel it bare. I undid his zipper and snaked my hand into his pants. I pulled aside his underwear and wrapped my fingers around it. It was incredibly silky and velvety. My thumb slid over the tip. It was wet and slick. I pulled it out and stroked him. He leaned back and put his arm around me while he surveyed the area making sure no one saw anything.
 
   It grew and grew. When would it stop? It grew long enough for both of my hands to wrap around it, and I couldn’t resist doing so. I peeked down at it. Drops of precum glistened on the head as my pretty, manicured fingers worked at it—putty in my hands to shape into a shooting geyser. I imagined it in my mouth, forcing him to give me his juice. As exciting as the thought was, I told myself I wouldn’t. 
 
   I looked over at Candice. She had both of her hands moving in the laps of the two guys, shaping their putty while one of them   filled her with his fingers, and the other worked her clit. Looking around the nightclub, I saw that everyone was busy in various stages of foreplay or all-out sex.
 
   He put his hand gently on my head and whispered, “Suck it, baby. Put those gorgeous lips around it and suck.” He pressed my head down gently. I told myself I wouldn’t do it. I was male. I wasn’t gay.
 
   Who was I kidding? I was feminine and sexy, the object of his desire. I would drive him to ecstasy. His hand left my head. He realized I wouldn’t do it. I looked at it in my hands. It was beautiful—silky, warm, rigid, leaking. I lifted his shaved balls and rolled them in my fingers. Maybe I could just suck them a little instead.
 
   I slowly lowered my head, seeing the pores on the skin of his shaft, the shine of his fluids. Closer yet, I smelled his cologne there, spicy and sweet. I took a ball in my mouth and rolled it around with my tongue. He moaned. I did the other one and lifted my head slightly to view his rod. Maybe I could just taste the tip.
 
   I repeatedly flicked the tip with my tongue, tasting it and making him twitch beneath me. A faceless, body-less cock was in front of me, like the dildo on the mirror. But this one was alive and attached to a responsive object lusting for me.
 
   He put a hand on my head and gently tried to push me onto it. I offered no resistance. I press my lips on the head and closed my eyes. He pressed my head down. It penetrated my mouth. I lovingly took it in and savored the sensation on my lips and tongue. My heart raced, and my cock throbbed inside my panties. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but I loved every succulent inch of it. I slowly savored my conquest.
 
   I put one hand on his shaft to mark the farthest I could take him in so I didn’t gag and stroked from there down with it. My other hand tugged on his shaved balls, and I started bobbing my head on his shaft. Rapidly, I ran my tongue around the shaft and over the tip in a repeating pattern. He responded by squeezing my head tightly and pushing in little thrusts into my mouth. The excitement of his arousal was almost too much for me.
 
   I had done the unthinkable and had entered a new world of delight. His complete attention was on my ministrations, and he reacted to my every action. I became immersed in my undertaking, passionately maximizing his pleasure and mine. Dreamily, I became infused with his energy.
 
   He leaned down and said in my ear, “Here we go, baby. You are the best. Mmm.” He grabbed my hair in his fist and held my head tight.
 
   I almost came as his luscious cream filled my mouth. I struggled to swallow it as he blasted into me over and over again. When his essence stopped filling my voracious mouth, I continued with my mouth and tongue. He convulsed in the booth—banging my head against the table. He leaned down and said, “Stop.” I didn’t. He pushed it into my mouth, ramming my head under the table with a clunk and held my head there as he grabbed my nose. I couldn’t breathe. 
 
   As much as I didn’t want to let it out of my mouth, I had to and pulled off. 
 
   He gazed at me as he zipped his pants, shaking his head. “Nasty. Stop means stop. You’re insatiable.”
 
   I smiled, licked my lips and wiped a drip off my chin. “I wanted to maximize your pleasure.” I rubbed the bump on my head.
 
   “You sure did, gorgeous. Glad you have your period. That was incredible.” He wrapped his arm around me, and we both looked to Candice. She began to twitch and jerk in her seat, being fucked by fingers and having her clit rubbed. One of them looked around and noticed I had sat up. He motioned to his friend sitting next to me to switch places then tilted his head at me. I nodded greedily, winked, and got out of the booth to let them switch.
 
   My first boyfriend quickly took over what the other had been doing to Candice, and I quickly resumed my newfound skill with a fresh one by putting napkins on the floor and kneeling on them under the table. He removed his clean-shaven shaft and balls from his pants and held it in the air under the table for me as he slouched in the seat, bringing it closer.
 
   I took it in my feminine hands and marveled at it. This one was uncircumcised and as large as the other, but the tip was oversized compared to the shaft. It was as if it was meant to get stuck in a woman and stay there.
 
   I took the oversized head in my mouth and ran my tongue around the silky ridge. He responded by moving his hips to push it deeper. I bobbed my head on the skin, wonderfully softer and silkier than a baby’s ass, that wrapped his rigid, turgid member. 
 
   I squeezed it tightly and stroked the skin over the solid meat beneath it. It was as hard as a bone and growing mightily. I tasted the salty and slightly sweet leakage that began, knowing the sumptuous reward I would extract. Enjoying it as much as I was, I didn’t want to let him rush me, and I wanted to drive him to levels of pleasure he’d never had.
 
   I brought him to the edge then removed my mouth and hands and let it throb in the air in front of my face. It oozed. I licked it off. He reached for my head to pull me back on it. I grabbed his hands in mine and made him wait. When he stopped throbbing in the air, I dove back on, and brought him to the edge again then released him and waited as he throbbed in the air and oozed. I knew it was driving him crazy, and all he wanted was to fill my mouth with his load.
 
   I tortured him several times, nearly making him have a ruined orgasm, and then he grabbed my head and held it tight so I couldn’t get off it. My panties were damp from my leakage, and I was so close to coming while he madly fucked my face. He grunted from above, and I swallowed each gushing prize of my efforts. When he was done, he released my head, but I went crazy on it some more, making him writhe in the seat. When I had tortured him enough, I slid back into my seat. He slouched in the booth and laid his head back against the wall.
 
   Candice had left a wrapper from a Magnum rubber, partially wrapped in her napkin on the table, as she faced the last of the three guys to release as he thrust up into her and sucked her breast. She was in heaven. I watched her and imagined what it must be like for a real woman to have a real man-sized thing driving into her like that. The advantage of being a real woman—being able to be joined to your partner, having them deep inside you, intimately bonded to you as you made them fill you, even if only for a few delightful moments.
 
   Having it in the mouth was wonderful, but to have it buried inside you while looking into his eyes and seeing his passion while he crushes you to him must be something else entirely. They stopped. Her body went limp. He stroked her hair and kissed her cheek. She dismounted him and rolled into her seat, leaning back catching her breath. She looked around the club. No one cared. She smiled at me and winked, then sipped her martini.
 
   The guys wanted to exchange phone numbers. Candice took theirs but didn’t give them either of ours. “We’ll call you guys sometime, but we don’t want to give out our numbers right now. I’m sure you understand.” 
 
   The guys bought us another round and put another on the tab for us before they left to go to anther club. Candice and I sat next to each other and enjoyed the rest of the evening. She showed me some dance steps, and we danced together on the floor. I was sexy, feminine, desirable, confident, and happy. At the end of the night, eight hours later, we went home.
 
   I changed into a baby doll nightgown and left my gartered stockings and heels on. I was so horned up, I was dripping steadily into my panties. Candice showered and put on a corset that left her breasts bare and wore garters and black stockings with her heels.
 
   She came over to me and kissed me on the lips, then rolled us onto the bed. “I want you inside me.”
 
   She held a rubber package that said “snugger fit, for more pleasure on smaller penises – lubricated”. She unwrapped it and rolled it onto my reaching rod.
 
   “What’s that for?”
 
   “You’re going into a different place. I cleaned it out in the shower, but this will keep you clean, just in case.”
 
   She lay on her back on the sheets and spread her legs. She put a pillow under her bottom, and I scooted over to her on my knees. She pulled her cheeks apart. “It’s lubed already. Just slide it in slowly and gently.”
 
   I pressed it against the puckered flesh. It began to slide in. Slowly, I guided it until it made it past a point of resistance and slid all the way in. It was tight and hot. Candice rolled her head side to the side as she massaged her clit. She pulled me down on her with her other arm and pressed my lips to her nipple. “Suck it and start fucking me.”
 
   I took as much of her breast in my mouth that I could. She said, “Bite my nipple and fuck me harder, you girly-boy.”
 
   Girly-boy did. Girly-boy came instantly and collapsed on her, but stayed in her. “Sorry it was so fast. I couldn’t help it.”
 
   “That’s okay. You were a good girl tonight. Doesn’t it feel good in that hole?”
 
   “It’s incredible.”
 
   “You should feel how good it feels to me.”
 
   “Really? I’d never have guessed it would be better than the other one.”
 
   “I don’t know about better. But it’s damn good. Stay inside me until you get hard again and you can try it some more.”
 
   We lay there and I sucked her breasts, from one to the other. Beautiful breasts. I felt mine as they pressed on my chest and wondered what having real breasts would feel like. I imagined someone sucking my big nipples of my real breasts and making love to me, like I was to her, and I began to get hard. I started to thrust slowly. 
 
   “Good girl. Push that girly cock in and out of me.” I went faster. “Now that’s a good girl. Make mommy come.”
 
   I lifted myself up and pushed her ankles back by her ears, holding onto her high heels. I rammed her as hard as I could. The sensation was extreme as she looked me in the eyes and worked her clit. Sweat formed on my forehead as I fucked like a dog and breathed heavily from the exertion. 
 
   “Good girl!” She cried. Her face tensed and she lifted her head to look into my eyes. “You’re making me come. Ungh!” She slammed her head back on the pillow. I rammed her as hard and as fast as I could and came again inside of her. Out of breath, I popped out of her and rolled off. Once I caught my breath, I went to the bathroom and cleaned up. 
 
   When I came back, the dildo from the mirror was on my pillow and Candice was asleep. I wrapped my hand around it and held it under my pillow, lying on my side. As I was falling asleep, I wondered what new experiences I’d have tomorrow. I drifted into an erotic dreamland.
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   I was humping my pillow, and I bobbed my head on the dildo, running my tongue around the shaft. I scrubbed my cock in my silky panties against the pillow. I wet my panties thoroughly and woke up, opening one eye. I saw Candice sitting up watching me.
 
   She smiled at me. “Hello, little girl. Have a good dream? It was fun watching you suck a dildo like a girl and hump your pillow like a little boy. You girly-boy, you.”
 
   “Shit. Sorry.” I sat up and crossed my legs Indian style. My face was flushed.
 
   She put her hand on my head. “That’s okay. You need to wash the sheets and our clothes from last night anyway. Did you enjoy a hundred dollars in free drinks and the meal for you? Well, two loads of real man protein shot down your hungry, girly throat.” I looked down and nodded. She laughed and ran her hand through my hair.
 
   “I thought you would. What were you dreaming?”
 
   I sat up and took a deep breath. “Oh, nothing.”
 
   “C’mon now. You were pretty excited, humping away at your pillow like a child in puberty. I don’t think you were dreaming about schoolwork.”
 
   I shook my head and looked down at my wet panties. “Uh, no.”
 
   “You dreamt of sucking a cock didn’t you?” 
 
   I nodded.
 
   “Good. What else?”
 
   I shrugged my shoulders.
 
   “Was it me? Were you fucking me?”
 
   I shook my head no and tucked myself into my panties. I was already getting hard again.
 
   “Hmm. Let’s see. I’ll bet you were getting fucked in the ass doggy-style.”
 
   I shook my head and looked up at her sheepishly. “No. On my back, like you last night.”
 
   “Was it good?”
 
   I looked down and nodded. “I could never do that, though.”
 
   “Why not? You said you could never suck a cock and you did, and you loved it. Not to mention, you’re extremely good at it.”
 
   “I don’t know. It’s wrong.” My head down, I rubbed my wet cock and tried to keep it tucked in the panties as it grew.
 
   “Well, we have plenty of days and nights yet. When you’re ready, you’ll know. I left the clean-out attachment on the shower since we no longer have anything to hide from one another. If you want to use it sometime, go ahead.”
 
   She opened her nightstand drawer and tossed me a pink butt plug. “It vibrates and you can wear it anytime. Just slip one of the little rubbers like you used last night over it when you use it, and it’ll stay fresh and clean.”
 
   “You use this?”
 
   “Sometimes. Sometimes I wear it all day. Sometimes I wear it with boys. Sometimes it makes me come over and over just walking.”
 
   I looked at it. Turned it on and off. 
 
   She pointed to the drawer. “There are different sizes in there. Some are really big. Good to get ready for real men in your girly bottom.” She grinned and winked. She took the dildo and held it in front of my lips. “Suck.” I took it in my mouth and slid my lips up and down. My cock started to grow. She put my hand around the dildo to hold it. She put my other hand on my wet cock. “Go ahead, I want you to suck him and jerk your clit until you come. A girly-boy like you deserves another. I’ll shower first.” She kissed my forehead as I sucked and jerked.
 
   What was happening to me?
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   I came again sucking and jerking, and by the time I was done showering, I was stiff down there. I had more libido than I ever had.  I wasn’t so sure it was a good thing. 
 
   I slid on pantyhose and a short, flowered, ruffled skirt with white stilettos, a pink short-sleeved V-neck sweater and did my makeup, hair, jewelry and sprayed on perfume. I threw the sheets and laundry in the washer and pranced into the kitchen, loving how the heels made me walk.
 
   “My, aren’t you pretty today? And the spring in your step tells me you’re happy.” She kissed my smiling lips gently. “Your makeup is perfect. You’re so suited to this life.”
 
   I poured some coffee. “I suppose I am. I enjoy seeing my reflection much more than I did before.” I turned and crossed my legs, leaning against the counter. “I cut the little cotton crotch out of these.” I ran a hand over the pantyhose. “I won’t have to take them down to pee.”
 
   “Good idea. Nice and accessible, too. Other girls like you do that, and I’ve done it plenty. Makes it easier for the men, too.”
 
   “And I thought I was the only one to figure it out.”
 
   “Why do you think they put it there? So it can be cut out, silly. So what are you planning for today? It seems you might have something in mind.”
 
   “Actually, this...” I put my coffee down and motioned with my hands at my clothing. “Not specifically this outfit, but dressing feminine in general, feels so good on its own, I’d like to immerse myself in walking and talking and being feminine and not think about sex for a while.”
 
   “Really? No sex? That’s quite a change from masturbating your girly cock so many times a day, don’t you think?”
 
   “That’s just it. I could do it even more often than before. I think I could do it continuously. Yes. It would be a change. I’m going to be a good girl and be just that. A girl. It feels so good, I don’t want to confuse it with sex.” I throbbed in my panties under the skirt.
 
   Candice came over and felt through my skirt. “Hmm. Seems this girl who doesn’t want to think about sex has a woody.” She laughed.
 
   “And the woody is fine for now. It’s me feeling sexy about me. I never felt sexy before. Not sure men ever feel sexy. They just feel like men. Horny maybe, but not sexy. I feel sexy, pretty, desirable, and luxuriously feminine. Maybe after a few days I’ll see what I feel like in terms of sex and orgasms.”
 
   “A few days. My, my. Okay. Then let me get dressed as nice as you, and we can go out. Maybe the art museum. It’s free, or the history museum. We could get espressos by the river at the café and eat some French pastry. There’s plenty two girls can find to do without sex.”
 
   “I’d like to get a flower clip to put in my hair and maybe get it cut.”
 
   “Cut?”
 
   “Yeah. Something easier to take care of and sassy.” I ran my hands through it. “Maybe a shag. I can always dry a shag flat right? After, when I’m not being a girl, right?”
 
   “Sure. Right.”
 
   “Ever use an epilator? I hate all the shaving.”
 
   “They hurt, but they work well. No stubble. You’ll have to be brave, but I think you can handle the pain. It might bring tears to those pretty eyes.”
 
   “Good. I want to buy one of those. Hate the morning stubble on my legs. I never want body hair again. It feels too good to be clean and smooth. Maybe someday I can get laser hair removal on my face and everything. No one would know when I was dressed as a guy, either.”
 
   “Have to save some money for that.”
 
   “I know.” I adjusted my breast forms in the bra to make more cleavage. “Too bad getting boobs is something that wouldn’t match for guy mode.”
 
   “Yeah. Be nice to have implants, huh? You could get small ones and wear looser shirts as a guy.”
 
   I raised my eyebrows “Oh, yeah. I could go braless even. But I’d want bigger ones like we have now. Maybe even bigger yet, with nice hard nipples to be sucked. Oh well. I’m happy with what I have right now. These work well. Looks real with the cleavage and feels nice with the weight and bounce to them.”
 
   “They look nice on you.”
 
   “So, you ready?”
 
   “Give me a chance. Let me try to get as pretty as you, and we can go.”
 
   I sat at the table and crossed my suntan-stockinged legs, feeling the tug and the silkiness. I bounced a foot. I watched it as I thought how pretty my feet looked with painted nails and strappy heels. I loved how I looked and felt. I sprayed on some perfume and went onto the balcony to wait for Candice. I leaned on the railing and breathed in the wonderful air as I looked at the Disney-blue sky and caressed my leg with my long nailed hand. The world was gorgeous. So was I.
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   “Ready, pretty girl?” Candice kissed my cheek. 
 
   I went inside and slung my purse over my head and across my chest. “Ready.”
 
   We walked to the car; our heels clicked on the pavement in time with each other. Men smiled and winked at us as we passed them. I unlocked the car and we slid in. Even driving was more fun now than it used to be. Even the feelings of high-heel shoes on the pedals and my long-nailed hand on the shifter were sensual.
 
   The first stop was one of those places where you can walk in and get a cheap haircut by student trainees.
 
   “Hello, ladies.” The woman at the counter smiled. “Haircuts? Color?”
 
   I said, “Yes, I’d like this cut into a shag.” I ran my hand through my hair.
 
   “I have just the person for it. She’s ready to graduate and loves doing shags.”
 
   Candice looked in the mirror. “What the heck. I’ll get one, too. Can we get the same style?”
 
   “Of course. You’ll look like sisters.” She ushered us into chairs, and girls came over to work on us. 
 
   “How short?” I watched her in the mirror. The tiny girl’s full and firm breasts bumped my head as she played with my hair. Large nipples pushed bumps in her top through the bra. I wanted ones like that.
 
   “Neck-length. I want something I can just dry and fluff up without any fancy styling.”
 
   “Okay. How about some highlights? I think we can even make your hair colors look similar. The highlights would really make the style pop. It would show the texture of the shag better. Color and cut here is only 20 bucks. Plus tip, of course.”
 
   Candice looked over at me and raised her eyebrows. “Sounds perfect. Right, Samantha?”
 
   I looked in the mirror at myself as the stylist played with my hair. A shag was one thing, but highlights? Would it ever be able to look like a boy’s haircut? I could always wear a hat. “Sure. What the heck. That sounds fun. Let’s do it.”
 
   Candice winked at me. We both watched as our hair was transformed into super sexy, super sassy works of art. I ran my nails through it after she styled it. “See, the highlights really make it. You can put some product in and make it spiky if you like.” She showed me a container of gel. I nodded. She put some on her fingers and did it. “Like that, sweetie?”
 
   “Sure. I’ll buy some of that, too.”
 
   In the lobby were hair decorations. I found a flowered clip and put it on one side of my head. “I’ll take the clip, too,” I said. We paid and left. Candice stopped me outside and looked at me in the sunlight. Our haircuts looked nearly the same. “I love it.” she said. “Very sexy.” 
 
   “Yours, too. Now I need to get an epilator.” We drove to a beauty supply store and I bought one. 
 
   Candice said, “We need to make another stop. There’s something I think will be useful for you at another store. Something to keep the likelihood of orgasms down, like you want to right now.”
 
   “I don’t want any drugs.”
 
   “It’s not.”
 
   Candice directed me to a seedy side of town. “There.”
 
   I pulled in front of the shop. We entered a world of dildos, porn and sex toys. I stood at the entrance. “This is going to reduce my sex drive?”
 
   Candice took me by the hand to a corner with male chastity devices. She picked up a tiny chrome-plated one. “This will keep it from a full erection, and you won’t be rubbing it under your dress and stimulating it so easily.” There was a lock and key in it. It was so small I didn’t think I’d fit. Candice took it from my hand and went to the counter.
 
   “I’d like to pay for this, and if you have a clean bathroom, I’d like to wash it and put it on her now.”
 
   The clerk looked at me and raised an eyebrow, checking me out. “Sure, lady. Wouldn’t have guessed she had something to wear it on.” He rang it up and pointed to the bathroom. It was clean enough, and Candice washed the cage off. I pressed my penis into it, squishing the erection down while I thought of baseball. My erection went down, and I was able to fasten the lock. Candice took the key from me and put it in her purse. I pulled up my panties. I was swelling inside of it. The weight felt erotic.
 
   “I think this is more stimulating than without it.”
 
   Candice smiled. “We’ll see.”
 
   We left and went for espressos by the river. To cross my legs, I lifted the cage beneath my skirt. I throbbed inside it, but it allowed only a minimal erection.
 
   “How do you feel, pretty girl?”
 
   “Sexy, pretty.” I sipped my espresso. 
 
   We ate a light lunch and enjoyed the view. After, we went to the art museum and browsed. All the colors and images seemed surreal. It was as if I had gained a new perspective on things. The feelings of being feminized seemed to heighten my perceptions of colors and form. I held her arm close to me as we admired a Monet. “I love you,” I said.
 
   Candice looked at me. “I love you, too. I’ve been waiting for you to say that.” She kissed me lightly on my lips, and her eyes wandered my face. “You’re becoming what you’re meant to be. You’re beautiful.”
 
   I felt a rush of emotion. I was truly in love. I hugged her.
 
   “Let’s go home,” she said. 
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   I couldn’t shave my legs for a couple of days in order to use the epilator. I wore girls’ jeans until I could. We went to the parks and enjoyed each other’s company. The cage had become a part of my regular attire. Once I was able to epilate my body, I was able to return to dresses and skirts and not have any stubble. It was heavenly.
 
   We were eating breakfast on the balcony. Candice held my hand and looked longingly into my eyes. “I want to give you something special. Something I think you’ll love. I want to see you in rapture.”
 
   “Hmm, sounds lovely. Rapture.” I rubbed my thumb on her hand as I held it.
 
   “But I want it to be special. There’s a dress I’ve been watching in the second-hand shop down the street. I think I can make it into something really special.”
 
   “Okay. I’m game.”
 
   We went to the shop down the street. The dress was a used wedding dress with a V-neck and lots of lace and satin. “It’s gorgeous,” I said as I felt the fabric.
 
   “You’ll look stunning in it for your first time.”
 
   “First time?”
 
   “Yes. I can shorten it so it’s more seductive, too.”
 
   I inspected the dress, imagining myself in it. My first time. I think I knew what she was talking about. My cage filled. It had been days since I had ejaculated, and the level of my libido was rising. The thought of wearing that dress and being taken made my heart race. “It’s lovely. Let’s do it. Please.”
 
   We bought the dress. Candice had it cleaned, and then she cut the front hem and sewed it. I imagined myself wearing it for myfirst time.
 
   “I think it’s time you used the plug in your bottom. Go clean yourself out and put it in. Pick the largest one you think you can handle.”
 
   I showered and used the attachment to clean myself out. With shaking hands, I worked a medium sized plug into my bottom and turned it on. I immediately began to ooze from my cage. It was as if I was on the edge of an orgasm. I turned it down a little. It felt wonderful.
 
   I couldn’t help but dress sexy. When I came out, Candice was already dressed for clubbing. “Ready to go out?”
 
   “Am I ever!” I looked in the mirror and fluffed my shag. We walked down the street to a campus bar. The plug massaged my prostate with each wonderful step in my heels. I strutted like a peacock into the club and took a seat at the bar with Candice. We ordered drinks.
 
   “I think you should pick a man for your deflowering, and we can set a date later for the ceremony. Or I can call the guys we were with the first night.”
 
   I looked around. There were plenty of hot guys to pick from, and a lot of them were checking us out already. I whispered to her, “But he has to accept what I am. I mean, whoever it is will know. He’ll see what I am.”
 
   “Of course. You’ll need to feel them out. I can help with that, too.”
 
   A guy came up beside us. “Hello, ladies. Can I buy you two a drink?”
 
   “Just got one.” I pointed to it.
 
   “Let me pay for it.” He tossed money on the bar, and the bartender took it.
 
   “Thanks.”
 
   “Mind if I join you?”
 
   “Not at all,” I said. My plug vibrated silently inside me, keeping me on edge.
 
   He slid his body onto a stool. I turned myself to face him slightly, and slid my stockinged leg against his jeans. He put his hand on my thigh. “Very sexy.”
 
   Candice moved to the seat on the other side of him. “She sure is, isn’t she?”
 
   He took me in with his eyes. I could see his bulge in his pants. It was bigger than mine and not even hard yet. “Sure is.”
 
   Candice whispered in his ear. He turned to me with a shocked look. “No. Really? Wow.”
 
   Candice whispered into his ear again. He nodded. “I’d love to. She’s gorgeous.”
 
   I rubbed his crotch beneath the bar. “Nice. Do you think you’d like me to dine on this for a while?” I was dying to suck it. I’d missed it for days. 
 
   He looked around. “Sure.” He rubbed my leg with his huge hands. They were firm and strong.
 
   Another guy sat next to Candice, and they started a conversation. Her hand went into his lap exploring. We all talked and had another drink. After that, I couldn’t wait any longer. I leaned over to Candice. “Should we take the boys for a walk? We can go to the alcove.”
 
   Candice nodded her head quickly. The guys paid the bill and we left. My guy put his arm around me as we walked to the alcove. “You’re so sexy. I’d never guess you were a guy. I think you were always meant to be like you are.”
 
   “Thanks. I’m beginning to think that, too.”
 
   The alcove was empty. Light from the moon illuminated us. Me and my guy watched as Candice got settled with her boyfriend. She slid on the table and pulled her guy toward her. She opened her purse and put a Magnum on him. She slid her panties aside and moved his hard cock to her entrance. He pushed and her head rolled back as he pulled her top down and sucked her nipple.
 
   I sat on the bench and had my boyfriend stand in front of me. He undid his belt and zipper, and it sprang free. “Wow!” I said as I grabbed it tightly. The moonlight glinted off my painted nails as I stroked and made precum ooze from the tip. The vibrator hummed inside me, and my cage was filled. I licked the tip, making him twitch. “Ungh, take it, please.” He held my head and pushed gently against my lips. I hungrily dove onto it. The size of it made me wonder if it would fit inside my bottom. Was this guy the one I wanted to deflower me?
 
   He tasted and smelled fantastic. Cologne wafted from his shaved body. I raced my tongue around his shaft as he began to thrust into my face. I looked up and locked eyes with him.
 
   His gorgeous face showed his pleasure. He pumped gently into my face, being careful to not go too deep. Yes, this one would be good to deflower me. His eyes closed as he drifted into the sensations I caused him to have. He held my head tighter as he approached release. I increased the speed of my ministrations. He opened his eyes and looked into mine as he pumped my face. His velvet shaft was rigid as a pipe.
 
   I coaxed him to fill my hunger for his seed by massaging his balls as he thrust. I squeezed my lips tight around his shaft to be certain not to lose a drop and give him deeper sensations. My tongue felt the first huge gush rise through the bottom of his rod. I swallowed it and kept going, counting the injections I caused. When he was done, I had eight full loads and not a drop spilled. His knees went weak as I kissed it before he put it away.
 
   I stood; my panties were wet with oozing as the vibrator hummed inside. He kissed my lips and held me to him. “That was wonderful.” He put his hand on my cage. “Just had to check. You’re incredible.” He squeezed my ass under the dress. “Would love to get in that.”
 
   I laughed. “Maybe you will. You’ve passed the first interview.” I looked over to Candice.
 
   Her guy was thrusting hard and fast, her legs held back for maximum penetration. She came on his cock as he filled his rubber. Her juices glistened on her thighs in the moonlight. 
 
   He pulled himself out and tucked it away. “Wonderful. Such a nice tight hole. You’re something, baby.” He kissed her lips. Can I get your number?”
 
   Candice arranged her dress and shook her hair to fix it. She fluffed it with her fingers as she looked at him. “You can give me your numbers. I’m not ready to give mine out, though.”
 
   She took her phone out and recorded their names and numbers. “Well, that was pleasant. Thanks, guys. Ready, Samantha?”
 
   They looked at us with shock. “Want another drink? Buy you girls some.”
 
   “We’re not done interviewing yet. But thanks.”
 
   The guy I had just done handed me a fist of twenties. “Get some drinks on us anyway. It’d be great if you’d call me sometime.”
 
   I took it and put it in my purse. “Thanks.”
 
   They left and we went back into the bar. The bartender came over. “Those guys said to run a tab for you girls before you went out. Drinks are free all night.”
 
   We ordered drinks. I said to Candice, “That guy I drained gave me a handful of twenties. Must be a hundred bucks. He said to buy drinks for us so we’d remember to call him.”
 
   “That was nice.”
 
   “Do you think he was paying for what I did?”
 
   “I’d look at it as a donation, sweetie. Enjoy it.” 
 
   It didn’t take long for the next pair of hunks to arrive. I went to the ladies’ room and peed, then slid a rubber over my dripping cage. I was horned up more than ever. We took another pair of guys to the alcove and got another set of numbers and more donations. By the time the night was done, they just kept showing up at the alcove, one after another. Candice was fucked ten times, and I sucked ten luscious cocks from little to big.
 
   My purse was full of money, my jaw was sore, my belly full of man juice, my rubber filled with sissy ooze and we were both cock drunk. 
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   I woke in the morning with a dead vibrator in my ass, wearing the clothes from the night before. I had a cock hangover from being cock drunk last night. Candice was lying there looking at me, her stockings torn, bruises on her thighs from the guys squeezing them behind her head while fucking her.
 
   “How do you feel?” I asked as I kissed her forehead.
 
   “Sore. You?”
 
   “My jaw hurts.”
 
   “We need a night off. Or two. We have to plan your deflowering, too.” She looked around her bedroom. I want to make this room pretty for it. And for you. Did you pick any guy in particular last night that you want?”
 
   “They were all pretty nice. The first one seemed to be the most loving and tender. But some of the others who were a little rough would be interesting, too.”
 
   She took her phone from the nightstand and opened the notes. “Okay. I have them all here. We can set it up for this Saturday. It’s our last weekend before we go back to classes.”
 
   Saturday wasn’t far off. Then a day off Sunday, then back to male mode and classes. “The time is going too fast. I’m not ready to go back to male mode.”
 
   “Then don’t.”
 
   “I have to.”
 
   “You just think you do.” She hopped out of bed and grabbed my hand. “Let’s eat and get ready. We still have time and no plans for tomorrow. You have much to enjoy yet, and more to experience.”  She kissed my cheek.
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   That day we took it easy. Did groceries, watched a movie and went to bed early. The next morning we both felt much better. I showered and cleaned out, put on my cage and slid a medium-sized vibrator in. I felt especially horny. What a surprise.
 
   I put on a very cute little pink and white mini-dress with a ruffled skirt and a V-neck with ruffled trim. It felt so girly and foofy. White spiked heels and suntan gartered stockings made it feel even more so. I sprayed on some flowery perfume and did my makeup to match the dress, painted my lips pink, then put a pink flowered clip in my hair.
 
   I minced my way into the kitchen with a pink purse slung on my shoulder. Candice was making breakfast and looked up. “My my, you look so girly today. Very cute. Almost sissy.”
 
   “I’ll take that as a compliment. Ifeel so girly today. Not sure why. Instead of sexy… well I do feel sexy, too.” I wiggled my bottom, moving the butt plug around sensually. “I feel like I want to be penetrated and taken. This vibrator feels so good. It even makes my walk more girly.” I sat at the table and crossed my legs, rubbing my ass into the seat. “Mmm.”
 
   Candice brought over the food. “Well, well. Then we need to do something about that.” She lifted the dress and looked under it. “Good. You have the cage on.”
 
   “That part isn’t where I’m focused right now. It’s all about being penetrated.”
 
   “Good. Then I can help you get ready for your wedding night before you get penetrated by a real man.” 
 
   “How can you help?”
 
   “I can get a cock and fuck you. I’ll be the man today, and you be the girl with the begging hole.” She winked. 
 
   “What? You’re gonna dress like a guy?”
 
   “Hell, no. We’re going to get something to make me feel like one to you. Let’s eat, and I’ll get dressed while you sit on your plug.”
 
   Candice dressed in a girly dress and heels. “Ready, baby. Let’s go.”
 
   She tugged me out of the apartment, and I drove us to the seedy porn shop we were at the other day. “Hello, ladies,” the man behind the counter said as we entered. “Nice outfits.”
 
   “Thanks,” I said as I followed Candice through the store. She stopped at a wall full of different size and color strap-on dildos with different harnesses. She selected a black leather harness off the wall.
 
   The guy yelled to us, “Fifty percent off all of that today!”
 
   Candice raised an eyebrow. “Nice.” She asked me, “Which one looks like one you want to get fucked with?”
 
   There were so many to choose from. I held a number of them and squeezed them, trying to feel for one that felt real. Some of them had vibrators in them, too. I ended up picking one that was as real as it could get, though smaller than the guys I’d been with lately. The flesh was soft and silky yet firm. The balls were loose and swung freely.
 
   “Let’s get this one.”
 
   “Good choice. You wouldn’t want to get one too big and be sore for your deflowering with your boyfriend. This will be a good for us to use on you regularly, too. Or you on me.” 
 
   “Why on you?”
 
   “Well, it is a little bigger than you, and you can act like a girl with a strap-on and leave your thing in its cage.” She winked. She took it and the strapping harness, grabbed some lube off the shelf, and we went to the counter.
 
   The guy had his back to us and was looking at porn on the computer and rubbing his crotch. “Excuse me,” Candice said.
 
   He turned and quickly stood. “Good choice. That’s a favorite.” He looked us both over. “You gals are so gorgeous.” He rubbed his crotch. Candice looked him over. He was a pretty good-looking guy to be in a shop like this. 
 
   Candice said, “So fifty percent off, huh?”
 
   She whispered in my ear. “Let’s have some fun, okay?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “Yup.” He rubbed his crotch looking at me.
 
   Candice said, “I think this girl makes you hot. Maybe there’s something she can do for you, and you could increase that discount.”
 
   He took a deep breath. “Hmm. I’d have to pay for that difference out of my own pocket, or I’d get fired.”
 
   Candice looked at the price tags. “Not much left to pay after the fifty percent. Better than doing it yourself looking at porn.”
 
   Candice looked at me and motioned for me to go around the counter. I did.
 
   He watched me as I smiled and came up to him, then unzipped his pants. I took his cock and balls out and stroked him. “Deal?” I said.
 
   “Sure. What the heck. Now suck my cock.”
 
   “No. I’m gonna jerk you off.” I stroked him and pulled on his balls. He moaned and leaned back against the counter. I reached my other hand back to Candice. “Lube please.” She squirted some in my hand. 
 
   I lubed him up well and worked him with both hands nice and tight and paying good attention to the head. He was loving it. “Fuck, yeah. That’s better than a mouth, you bitch.”
 
   His cock was average, and it only took one hand to take care of the shaft. I rolled his slippery balls around in my other hand and tugged them. “Ungh, yeah, baby.” He held onto the counter behind him.
 
   I whispered in his ear. “Come for mommy. Right now.” I aimed him at his pants and rolled his cock between both hands like dough. He shot his wad all over his pants and the floor. When he was done, I took a napkin from his Subway bag and wiped my hands on it. I grabbed a bag, went around the counter and bagged our things. 
 
   He zipped himself up and wiped his mess with more napkins. Candice said, “Thanks for the deal, buddy.”
 
   He nodded tiredly. “Yeah. Have a good day.”
 
   “Nice job, Samantha. You did that quick.”
 
   “Lots of practice. Trust me, you learn how to jerk off fast when you do it as often as I did. I need to wash my hands. You drive.”
 
   We stopped at a burger place; I washed my hands and then we ate lunch. We took our toys home, dropped them off, then went for a walk. 
 
   I held her hand. I swung my hips gently and placed one foot in front of the other, feeling the vibrator caress me inside. 
 
   Candice noticed. “You’re a very horny girl today. More than ever. What shall we do about it?”
 
   “Just walk for now. The walking feels wonderful.”
 
   We walked for an hour and turned around to go home. By then the rubber on my cage had enough juice to swing against my thigh. 
 
   “Tapas for supper on the balcony? How’s that sound?” Candice said as she kissed my cheek. 
 
   “Lovely.”
 
   We stopped for wine and snacky food to go with it. When we got back home, Candice showered and changed, and I did, as well, along with cleaning myself out, but I put the same clothes back on. They felt so pretty and girly, I had to wear them. Fresh perfume, and I felt like a debutante.
 
   I set things up on the balcony. Candice came out with a sheer black robe covering her outfit. She wore a black corset with no bra and black gartered stockings and high-heel black boots. A very short black leather miniskirt sat above her strap-on as it bounced in the air when she walked. She looked so erotic.
 
   She seated herself next to me and stroked her new appendage. “What do you think, little girl?” She reached over and shook my cage beneath my dress. “Ready for your dom to fuck you?”
 
   I handed her a glass of wine and laughed. “Nice. Nice outfit, too. As a matter of fact, after we eat and drink a little, that’s exactly what I want you to do.”
 
   We ate dried sausage, cheeses and veggies and got nice and loose on the wine. I had my vibrator on high the whole time, and Candice was jerking her strap-on while we sat. “This feels good. It hits at just the right place. When it moves, I feel it in my clit. Very hot. I think I’m going to like this as much as you are.” She kissed my lips then stood. “Ready?” She took my hand. “I think you should get it from behind like a dog. Maybe on the floor, too.”
 
   She took me inside and went back out on the balcony. She dragged the wicker love-seat inside and cleared the bottles and food while I watched. “Out here, I think. It’s so nice outside.”
 
   “Oh, Candice, no. Someone might see.”
 
   “I’ll turn the lights off inside. All they’ll see is shadows. It’ll be fun.” She grabbed a blanket off the couch and spread it on the cement. She went into the bedroom and brought out the suction cup dildo, stuck it on a plate and put the plate on the ground.
 
   “Okay, get over here, girl.”
 
   I knelt on the blanket on all fours, looked back, pulled my ruffles over my back and wiggled my butt in the air. She lifted her skirt and lubed it up. “Get your head down and suck that cock, girl.”
 
   I did, and I kept wiggling my butt in the air. She pulled the plug out and laid it down. She scooted on her knees behind me and raised one leg to stand on her foot and adjust her height. She guided it in and pushed in gently. It felt nice. She grabbed my hips and started to thrust. “How’s that feel, baby?”
 
   “Nice. You can go harder and faster if you want.”
 
   She did by using a combination of pulling my hips onto it and pushing it in. My body swayed, and my mouth automatically moved down and up the cock. The thought of a real cock in my ass and one in my mouth was tantalizing. 
 
   She started to moan. “Oh, yeah, this does feel good.” She sped up her thrusts. I could feel myself leaking from my cage. I was rigid inside it and approaching a climax. “Ungh, yeah! This feels good, fucking with a cock. We have to do more of this. Ungh, god.”
 
   A guy below yelled up. “You go, girls!”
 
   I moaned around the cock in my mouth as my orgasm was sitting on the edge of a precipice. It was as if I was already coming, but with no spurts—just one continuous come, leaking from my cage. The sensation had my body all-electric.
 
   “Oh, yeah. Here it is, “she cried. “Ungh!”
 
   She rammed me fast and hard. It slapped against my ass making popping sounds as I squirted a flood from my cage onto the blanket. My arms went weak, and as I fell onto the blanket, Candice slipped from me.
 
   “You okay, baby?” She was breathing hard, her hand on my hip.
 
   “Yeah. Holy shit, that was good. Can’t wait for tomorrow and having a real one from the front. We have to do it from the front next time. I want to see you.”
 
   “Your boyfriend first, little girl. I want your first time with a real man to be special.”
 
   “Me, too. I can’t wait. I want itsoooobad.”
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   The next two days we shopped for decorations and bought some discounted black satin sheets. White thigh-high stockings were required for my bridal outfit, and by Saturday morning we had everything ready. 
 
   After lunch, we inspected the bedroom once more. Fake flowers draped the headboard. Pink ribbons and bows were tied to the posts, lamps and drawer-pulls of the furniture. The bed had black satin sheets, and the pillows were scented with perfume. I imagined the way it would look with me in my virginal white finery contrasting with the sensual black satin sheets. The side lamps covered in sheer pink fabric cast a warm glow on the bowls of condoms on either side, with pink waste baskets on the floor. The largest vibrator Candice had hummed inside me. I dripped into a rubber on my cage.
 
   “Ready, little girl?” Candice smiled and put her arm around me as I stared at her king-size bed readied for my ceremony.
 
   “I guess. I guess this is what I am. A horned up receptacle meant to please real men.”
 
   “You say that so hopelessly.”
 
   “Not hopelessly, though it is what I lust for. I’m much more in control now than I ever was. It’s me that can rob men of their energy and stamina. Me that can take them places they long for and tease them, tempt them then make them give up their essence so I can own it. That’s not hopelessness. It’s power.” I turned and smiled at Candice. “Will you help this girly-boy get ready?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   I showered and cleaned out thoroughly. I left the plug out. I did my makeup, used large false eyelashes, blue shadow that matched my eyes with pink on the curve of the brow, eyeliner and a coat of mascara. Foundation followed with two tones of blush, shaping and raising my cheekbones. Lips were painted with one coat of twenty-four-hour followed by a top coat of twenty-four-hour metallic pink gloss and shaped to a perfect Cupid’s bow, making pouty lips that just cried to be penetrated by a penis.
 
   I dried my hair upside down, fluffing the shag out. A little gel made the hair as erect and spiky as me. Long, dangling, silver earrings tinkled near my ear as I entered my bedroom with my uncaged cock flailing in front of me. Candice had my things ready.
 
   She held a white lace corset with pink bows on each hip. I approached her and she wrapped it gingerly around my waist, fastened the clasps and pulled the back strings snug. It cinched my waist sinfully tight. I took a deep breath.
 
   “Is it too tight?”
 
   “It’s perfect.”
 
   She tied it and wrapped a white lace padded bra around me, and I slid into the straps. She adjusted it, then put the gelforms in and pulled my chest flesh up for cleavage. She tightened the straps. 
 
   “Sit,” she said as she patted the bed. She rolled a sheer white lace-top stocking in her fingers and kneeled before me as she slid it up my leg and fastened the garter straps. She did the other leg, then massaged each leg as she looked up at me. “You are so pretty. I’ll always remember this day.” She slid strappy white stilettos with six-inch heels on my feet and snugged the ankle-straps tight. My pink-painted toenails shone beneath the sheer white stocking.
 
   She tied pink satin ribbons around my ankles and fluffed the bows. “Okay, stand up, little girl.”
 
   I stood, and she held the dress for me to step into. The satin lining slid sensually against my stockinged legs and flicked the tip of my protrusion as it passed and made me shudder. “Sorry,” she said. “Don’t want to do that yet.” She zipped the back and adjusted the off-shoulder cap sleeves, concealing the bra-straps beneath them. She turned me to face her and adjusted my breasts in the snug V-neck top, then flicked the lace edging out against my breasts. “Lovely.”
 
   I looked down where I stood erect under the sheer fabric panel that covered the arch of lace. Candice had cut the dress to reveal my true self and had sewn sheer white fabric across the arched opening. It revealed my corset bottom, garters, stocking tops and my boy part. She stood back and admired her work.
 
   “It needs something else.”
 
   “Panties? I have no panties.”
 
   “They’d just be in the way. But you need something feminine there. It can’t just stand there looking like a soldier at attention.” She held her chin and thought. “I have it.” She ran into the other room and came back with her hands full. She knelt in front of me.
 
   First was a soft blue satin ribbon which she wrapped over my rod and under my globes several times. She pulled it snug and then tied a bow on the top. This lifted and brought it all forward, making my rod stand proud and obvious. 
 
   Next, a soft pink satin ribbon was wrapped around my globes that stretched them down taut, so the skin was tight on them and the globes well below my rod. Once snugged to her satisfaction, after tugging them down and making it tight, she tied a bow at the front resting at the base of my rod. Next she handed me two pink garters. “Those should go on the tops of your stockings when I’m done.” She took a third pink garter, stretched it around my globes twice and adjusted the lace to cover my shaved testicles. She stood and inspected.
 
   “Oops. One more thing.” She laughed. It’s not going into anything so I can do this. I think it will be cute.” She turned around and grabbed a silver ball-shaped bell, slid it on a pink ribbon, wrapped the ribbon around the head of my hard penis and tied a bow on top. She flicked it and it rang. She laughed. She grabbed my penis and shook it. The bell rang. “Isn’t that cute?”
 
   I slid the garters on my legs. She looked at me and brought me to the mirror. “There. Now it doesn’t look like a soldier but like a pretty flower.” She took a bridal veil off the bed and clipped it in my hair, tossing the sheer fabric over the back. There. It’s official.
 
   I nodded. It was crazy how good this all felt, and I was in complete agreement. I was ready. I looked at my watch. “We have an hour.”
 
   “It’ll only take me a few minutes to get ready. My makeup is done. Go have a drink and relax.”
 
   I went out on the balcony with a martini and let the cool air blow on my decorated parts. In a few minutes, Candice came out with a martini, all dressed. She was in a dress she had modified like mine but in black lace. There were cut-outs in the low V-neck that allowed her nipples to show. The bottom of a black corset and tops of black lace-top stockings showed from the revealing arched cutout of the dress. Crotchless panties did little to hide her glistening moistness. 
 
   She sat and crossed her legs in her stilettos then toasted. “To my virgin bride. May she be fulfilled beyond her dreams.”
 
   We clinked. “You look incredible.”
 
   “Thanks. May as well dress as wild as possible since we aren’t going out in public tonight. We want our men to get really excited, right, little girl?”
 
   “Right. So tell me who’s coming.”
 
   “I can’t. It’s a surprise. You’ll see soon enough.” She sipped and looked at her watch. “Very soon.”
 
   I adjusted myself and crossed my legs. The tip of my decorated rod left a drip on the sheer fabric. I wiped it with my fingertip and licked it off. 
 
   Below someone shouted. “We’re here. Coming up!”
 
   Candice ran to the door and unlocked it, letting them in. She mixed drinks. I finished mine as my heart raced. I put a swing in my step on my six-inch heels and stood tall as I made an entrance to the kitchen, my bell ringing with each step. The looks on the guys’ faces were priceless. “Glad you could make it,” I said as I mixed another drink. 
 
   There was a knock on the door, and Candice let in two more men. They all smelled wonderful. I stood at the counter allowing them to caress and squeeze my bottom and kiss my neck while I rubbed their crotches. As I mixed a third drink, two more men entered the apartment. Candice locked the door behind them. “All here,” she called out as she went to make drinks for them.
 
   We stood around the kitchen chatting and drinking for a while until the last guys could get a few drinks in them to loosen up. I seated myself on the sofa and waved over the one whose eyes were following me. I had him stand before me. “Take all your clothes off. Now,” I said.
 
   “Yes, ma’am!”
 
   He stripped and neatly folded his pants and shirt on the sofa. Socks and shoes on the floor. He wore a sheer black thong revealing a growing, dripping cock of impressive width and length beneath it. I tugged his hand and brought him to me. I put my mouth on his cock and blew hot air through the sheer fabric. “Mmm. Hot baby, hot.”
 
   I slid the fabric beneath his shaved balls and cock. It stood, looking like a real-man’s soldier-at-attention, ready for inspection. I inspected it with my tongue and mouth. It passed with flying colors. When I broke my reverie and opened my eyes, there were two more hard, shaved, sweet-smelling bodies standing naked before me. Huge shaved cocks were stroked by large hands as the men looked at me. I was getting cock drunk again. “That’s it boys. Jerk those cocks looking at me and dream of what I’ll do to you.”
 
   A cute one grinned, revealing his bristling white teeth as he looked down at my decorated rod. “It’s cute. It’ll be fun making that little girly-boy thing squirt. It’s so feminine and pretty.”
 
   “Thanks. If you do it well, the bell will ring.” He laughed and stopped jerking, then slid his arm beneath my legs and the other around my shoulders as I wrapped an arm around his strong shoulders. He carried his bride across the threshold into Candice’s boudoir. Laying me down gently, he slid beside me. He slid his leg over mine and pulled it between his legs. Pressing his hard cock against my calf, he slid it forward and back, humping it on my silky stockinged leg. “Mmm, this feels nice,” his deep voice throated as his eyes ravished me. 
 
   Candice was carried in by a boyfriend with two more behind her. They dropped her onto the bed next to me. We looked at each other, and she held my hand. “Hang on, baby. It’s gonna be a wild ride.”
 
   She let go of my hand as one of her guys slid under her. Another got on his knees in front of her and pushed her legs back—heels by her ears. A third grabbed her head, turned it roughly, and shoved his dick in her mouth. “Eat.”
 
   She bobbed her head while the other two found her holes and penetrated her both front and back.
 
   I felt two huge hands on my head, turning it to the side. A cock slapped my cheek. I opened my mouth, and it was stuffed inside, pushing my cheek out. While I sucked and tasted it, a huge hand took my hand and wrapped it around a cock. I grasped it, and he pumped into my hand. 
 
   I tried to look around, but the cock pumping my mouth limited my ability to see much. I felt the humping of my leg stop as he lifted my legs and pushed them back by my head. The one fucking my face grabbed my heels, held them back by my ears and kept thrusting into my mouth and cheek.
 
   The one between my legs slid the sheer fabric up and tucked it under the corset bottom, out of the way. He pressed the tip of his rubber-sheathed cock against my hole. I grasped his hard ass with my hand and squished my nails into it as I urged him to spread me with all of it. 
 
   It was no vibrator or dildo. It was hot and hard, and I could feel his energy in it. Energy I would steal from him. Slowly, he filled and stretched me to my limits as it made its way deeper. It seemed it would come out of my throat soon. 
 
   The sensation was extreme titillation. Blissful engagement and connection. I was an extension of him—joined to his body as he fed me his enchantment with me, through his cock and into my center. He moaned as it went deeper. He lifted himself and looked into my eyes—one hand on the veil on my head stroking softly. “Mmm. So nice. So beautiful. You feel like heaven. I think you’re an angel.” Once in all the way, he began to thrust in and out slowly, moaning as he did. 
 
   The one in my mouth surprised me and came in a flood in my mouth. “Ungh, fuck, yeah!” he yelled, head looking up, hands holding my head. “Ungh, hot sweet bitch!” 
 
   I tried to swallow what I could, but with his frenzied motions, it popped out and splashed several gushes in my hair. Gobs of it dripped on my forehead. 
 
   The one in my hand pulled free. “Yes, oh yeah,” he cried and wrapped the fabric of my veil around it and squirted it through the fabric into my hair and splashed a few gobs on my face.
 
   I looked over to Candice, who had a cock in every hole and hands roaming her body, pulling her nipples and hair while she spasmed and came over and over, flooding the sheets and moaning.
 
   I looked down at my decorated, rigidly stiff, oozing cock and the cock in my bottom. It felt so good I didn’t think I’d last much longer. Each thrust made a stream run out of my tip and onto the pink lace garter and rang the bell. 
 
   Free of the other cocks, I was able to enjoy this one. I pulled my legs free from the grips of the other guy and wrapped them around the hips of the one fucking me. I poked my stilettos in his ass. “Fuck me, you dog. Fuck me and make my pretty girly-boy thing squirt from your huge, manly cock ramming me.”
 
   That got him going. He banged into me full force and bottomed out. “There. Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! How’s that!?” He leaned back to see my face while he rammed me, shaking the bed like an earthquake. My cock flailed in the air, splashing drips on my corset. The bell rang continuously. “Look at that little ringing cock drip. Let’s see if we can get it to squirt.”
 
   He took it between his thumb and forefinger and jerked it a few times. I said, “No, don’t touch it. Make me come with your cock.” 
 
   He let go and took his cock almost all the way out. He pinned my waist the bed and started to ram me. “Fucking tight ass. Mmm, god, you are a sweet thing.” He rammed it hard. “Squirt that girly-cock.” He sped up his thrusting. I held on tight to his waist. My legs broke loose from around him and flailed in the air. I looked around trying to see, my head slapping the pillow. Everyone was watching me. The sensation of his rod pummeling me was overwhelmingly wonderful.
 
   I looked into his eyes. “Come now, you stud. Now!” I wanted his energy. “Feed it to me. Fill me. Keep the bell ringing.” I was joined to him. Locked on.
 
   He rammed it in and I started squirting. The come seemed to come from my toes as my whole body rippled with the energy of a million orgasms. A squirt from my cock landed on my face. He watched me come and got more excited. He rammed me again, and I squirted again—this time in my hair. 
 
   He said, “Yeah, squirt baby, squirt. I’m coming in your tight girly-boy body. Ungh!” He rammed, and I squirted with each thrust and came with him until there was no more in either of us. Then he slowly thrust a few more times and fell on me. The ringing stopped.
 
   He kissed my neck. I bit his. “You’re too heavy! Get off, you bull!”
 
   “Sorry.” He slid his cock out and rolled to the side. “I love you. You’re an angel.” He kissed a dry part of my cheek. “Marry me. Be mine forever.”
 
   I slid my hand through his hair. “You’re sweet. Go clean up.”
 
   I was finished. I looked at Candice. She was lying exhausted beside me. She winked at me. “You are such a girl.”
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   I woke with crusty semen in my hair and on my clothes. Candice lay curled up in fetal position. An eye opened. “Hi,” she said. She sat up. “Wow. Was it good for you?’
 
   “Oh, yeah. I’m a complete slut now. Those guys were incredible. My ass hurts. My legs hurt.” I ran a hand through my hair and it got stuck. “I’m covered in their spunk.” I shook my head. “I’m hungry as hell.”
 
   Candice stood and rubbed her thighs. “Why do they have to squeeze so hard? I have bruises again.” She shook her head. “Let’s shower together and eat. It’s our last day off.”
 
   We showered and helped each other shampoo and wash. She soaped my cock and jerked me until I came, giving me some relief from the continuous arousal I’d had for days and the dreams I had during the night.
 
   I got out of the bathroom, allowing Candice to clean herself out, and when she was done I went back in and did the same for me. I felt clean and human again.
 
   I dressed in a denim skirt, wedgies and white V-neck sweater with suntan pantyhose. Dried my hair and did some light makeup. Sprayed perfume on and went into the kitchen. Candice was making breakfast. “Oh, you dressed like a girl. I thought this was the end.”
 
   “I do have one more day.”
 
   “Good. You go, girl. What do you want to do today?”
 
   “We need to clean up the evidence of our lustful indulgences.” I wrapped my arms around her and hugged her to me. I leaned back and looked into her eyes and ran my hand through her shiny hair. I want to be with you and love you and cuddle you and kiss you. I love you so much. Maybe tonight we can just be gentle and caress each other while we watch a movie and heal our aches and pains.”
 
   She kissed my cheek. “I love you, too. Sounds like a great plan.”
 
   We ate and whirled around the apartment, cleaning it all up. By time lunch came around we were done. I thought about Monday. 
 
   I went into my bedroom and put men’s jeans, a tee-shirt and sneakers on the bed. I looked at them. I put a baseball cap on my head and looked in the mirror. The long dangling earrings looked cute peeking out from under it along with the flashes of highlighted shag hair. Cute and girly. I wasn’t the least aroused—limp in my panties. Yet, the feminized me felt better than I ever felt as a guy. I felt confident and powerful, yet soft and pretty.
 
   “Getting things ready for tomorrow?” 
 
   “Yup.”
 
   “I think you need to change earrings. That cap is cute. I like the way your highlighted hair flips out from under. Very girly. You’ll look like a girl trying to dress as a boy. Very tranny.”
 
   “Thanks.” 
 
   I looked at my video game, dusty in the corner. I unplugged it and wrapped the cords around it.
 
   “Why are you disconnecting that? I thought you loved to play video games.”
 
   “I don’t need it anymore. That was for living an alternate reality.”
 
   Candice waved a fist of twenties in the air. “Look what I found in the rubber bowls! I think the boys left us a donation. Three hundred bucks, plus the four hundred eighty from the alcove night of indulgences. I was going to buy you a new video game with it.”
 
   I looked in the mirror at myself. “That was nice of them. Buy yourself something special.” I could see what was behind my eyes. The windows to the soul revealed myself to me. 
 
   “We can get your hair redone with some of the money to make you look like a boy again. Salon’s open till four today.”
 
   I took out the flowered, ruffled mini-skirt and the pink V-neck sweater and hung them on the door. I dug in my drawer and found a fresh pair of sheer-to-waist suntan pantyhose. I slung the jewelry I’d wear on the hanger and took out the white purse and heels and put them on the dresser. I found matching panties and bra and laid them on the dresser, too.
 
   “Changing clothes? Are we going out?”
 
   I smiled and winked. I walked over and took the men’s jeans, sneakers and tee-shirt off the bed. I tossed them into the closet. “So boring and lifeless. Is this a good outfit for Samantha’s first day of classes? I’m not a man. Never was, I don’t think. I’m a girly-boy, and I love it. I can’t just be my old self anymore and feel good.” I motioned to the clothes and smiled. “This makes me feel like what I really am.”
 
   Candice stood and hugged me. “That’s my girl. There’s enough money to have laser hair removal started.”
 
   I kissed her deeply on the lips, and we fell in an embrace onto the bed. 
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   If this book brought you excitement and pleasure, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it or blog it out. Thanks!
 
   Barb and Thom
 
   For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to:
 
   Amazon:
 
   http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/
 
   Don’t forget our website, which has more links to things you might like, as well as other places to get our works.
 
   http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com 
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