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    The school year ended and we were on summer break—what a relief. I couldn’t wait to just relax and do my summer job. I still had three weeks before it started, though, so I was more than ready to chill out.  
 
    Finals were so rough that I hadn’t had a chance to get the monkey off my back, so to speak. I popped open a beer and sat on the couch. Looking at my watch, I saw that it would be a few hours before my roommate, Shawn, was finished at the bookstore. I slugged down half of my beer and unzipped my pants. I slid my hand inside my panties. Mmm.  
 
    I’d been wearing panties for years, ever since I found out how good my sister’s felt when I wore them. She helped me buy them back then. Now I just bought them myself, saying they were for my girlfriend, which I didn’t have, or I’d just buy them online. I had quite a nice collection.  
 
    It felt good to be able to relax and take my time making myself feel good. I became somewhat lost in the sensations.  
 
    I thought about dressing up as a girl a lot but I never had the guts to do it. And with a roommate, it was too dangerous. The most I let myself do was put on some light mascara to emphasize my lashes and maybe some clear nail polish. These were my only real indulgences. Lost in dreaming of being fully feminized, I was on the edge and making it last. For some reason, I opened my eyes.  
 
    There, sitting in the recliner, smiling, was Shawn. “Don’t mind me, man. We all do it. Enjoy. It’s kinda hot watching you. Love the pink panties, too, by the way.” He snickered. His bright green eyes and white teeth flashed. He tossed his gorgeous blond hair over his shoulder.  
 
    “Uh...” I tucked myself away and zipped my pants. My face was hot with embarrassment.  
 
    “Don’t stop, buddy. Keep going. I do it too. Let me see how you do it. I don’t have such nice panties though. Maybe you’ll let me borrow some sometime.”  
 
    “Uh...sure. No problem. I have plenty.”  
 
    “Super.” Shawn gazed at me. His eyes flitted around my face and over my body. “You’re pretty hot, you know.” He rubbed the hardness under his zipper and slugged his beer. “You’re very pretty, actually.”  
 
    “Thanks. I never thought of myself as hot or pretty. Always thought I was just another geek.”  
 
    “Yeah, us poor lonely geeks.” He rubbed his crotch.  
 
    I thought I’d change the subject to something more comfortable. “Why are you here?”  
 
    “The bookstore is closed after finals, man. You know that. I was in my room when you came in.”  
 
    “Right. Forgot.” I watched him as he looked at me and continued rubbing himself. It made me hot. Seeing another guy getting off was strangely interesting. I had to ask, “Why don’t you take it out?”  
 
    “Nah. Just playing a little. We need to figure out what we’re doing for vacation. We should do something different. Something wild.”  
 
    “Don’t you have plans with your girlfriend? You spend so much time with Emma, I figured you’d be bonking her good, for a few days at least.”  
 
    “We don’t do that. She’s a study buddy. Just another geek like us. She’s got plenty of guys who take care of that stuff for her. She doesn’t need me to.”  
 
    “I see. Never knew. She sure is good-looking.” I watched him enjoying his hand pressing on his lap, and the way he looked at me made me throb in my pants. I rubbed my crotch, feeling it coming back to full-on. Maybe I should take it out.  
 
    “Go ahead, Gabriel. Take it out and do it, man. Get the monkey off your back. Let me see it.”  
 
    I was tempted. It felt so weird though. It was bad enough getting caught and having him see my pink panties. I unzipped my jeans and slid my hand inside while I watched him rub himself and watch me. I slid the silky panties against it. I asked him, “What should we do for our time off then, Shawn? Any ideas?”  
 
    “Hmm. I have one idea that is kinda weird but really hot. Your panties made me think of it. Now that I’m gonna borrow yours, maybe you could let me borrow some of your mascara too.” He rubbed his faster.  
 
    “Uh, what mascara?”  
 
    “C’mon. The stuff you use every day. I can tell. It makes your eyelashes look really pretty.”  
 
    “Thanks. You can borrow it. Should get your own though, for safety’s sake. I can help you pick some out. So what did you have in mind for our time off?”  
 
    He grinned an evil grin and licked his lips as his bright green eyes went wide with excitement. His gaze drifted over my body.  
 
    He shuddered, “I ,uh.... Uh, oh.” 
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    It didn’t take more than seeing him like that to bring me over the edge and flood my panties. We both took deep breaths. My face flushed, I quickly tucked myself away and stood. He smiled and then looked at the wet spot on his pants.  
 
    He laughed. “See, we both needed that. What say we get some pizza and beer at the bar downstairs? Then we can make a plan for the time off.”  
 
    “Okay.” I went into my room and took out a clean pair of nice silky pink panties with lace top and edges. They stretched really well and were my most feminine ones. I knew if he took them and put them on, he was serious that he wanted to borrow some. If not, then he was just making fun of me.  
 
    I went into his room where he was slipping off his pants, sitting on the bed. “Gotta wash these pants now,” he said and laughed.  
 
    I tossed him the panties, and they landed on his bed.  
 
    He held them up and smiled. “Wow. These are cute. You sure it’s okay if I try them?”  
 
    “Really? I mean, you’re gonna wear them?”  
 
    “Hell, yeah. Something different.”  
 
    “Go ahead then and see if they fit okay..” I watched as he slid off his wet ones and slid these on. He filled them well. His face was red. He rubbed himself in them. “Feels nice. I see why you do this.”  
 
    “Thanks. I have to change before we go.”  
 
    I went into the bathroom and washed up, then into my bedroom and changed, putting on some fresh panties and tying my hair back in a ponytail. I checked my mascara in the dresser mirror, and it was fine.  
 
    He actually put the panties on and seemed to like it, so he wasn’t making fun of me. I couldn’t imagine what he was thinking of for our time off. What the hell. I had nothing better to do, and if it was something different, it could be good. A diversion from our mundane, treadmill lives.  
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    The bar was full of students celebrating the end of the semester. We found seats in the back corner where two guys were leaving and sat down. We ordered a pizza and some beers.  
 
    I slugged a good gulp off the frosty mug. “Mmm. Nothing like a cheap frosty beer in an iced mug.” I drank some more. I turned to Shawn. “So, plans? Ideas?”  
 
    “Yeah.” He looked around then back at me and leaned in to whisper. “I think we should do something outrageous.”  
 
    “Outrageous. Doesn’t sound like something two geeks would be willing to do. But I’m game. Like what?”  
 
    “I don’t know. Help me think about it.” He looked around and whispered, “Seeing you in your panties was hot. Maybe we should extend that concept.”  
 
    “I think we did. You’re wearing a pair, right?”  
 
    “Yeah, and they feel really nice. But look at us, look at you.” He looked around again then touched my hair. “You have that gorgeous shiny brown and gold hair.”  
 
    “Thanks. Yours has grown out really nice too.”  
 
    He flipped his hair over his shoulder and grabbed a bunch, sliding his fist down it to his shoulder. I think it has. I’ve been wondering what to do with it next. Maybe some layers?”  
 
    “Might look a little fem, don’t you think?”  
 
    “Yeah. Could always cut it back off, though, if it was too much. “Yours would look great with some layers too. It would make your curls pop and lift. You’d have flips everywhere, and it would show the multiple colors better.”  
 
    “That would look fem. We can’t be fem. I’m not into guys, and we’re not gay.”  
 
    He shook his head and sipped his beer, looking at me over the top. He blinked and thought then shook his head again. “See, that’s it, we’re limited by paradigms as if they were lines of code in a program that can’t be changed. As if they were machine language set in the mainframe, untouchable. But they aren’t. We’re code writers. Let’s write our own code.” He touched my thigh under the bar. “Try new things.”  
 
    My heart raced. “Change the code? Like the underlying assumptions of how men look and act? Normal society? Change our internal machine code… and become what?”  
 
    He slid his hand slightly and squeezed my thigh. He looked into my eyes, his wide and filled with excitement. “C’mon. Let’s break the code, man.”  
 
    I thought about where he was headed. The two of us acting gay? Becoming gay? “I’m not gay, and neither are you.” 
 
    “Drop the labels. And who says we would have sex with guys? But think outside of the box. Something more than panties and mascara and clear nail polish.” He pointed at my fingernails. “They do look nice, though.  
 
    I sipped my beer. The pizza arrived and we dug in. We watched each other eat. He was as careful not to get his fingers dirty as I was. He ate in little bites like I did. He raised his beer and smiled, popped his pinky out so I would see, then sipped it gingerly. He looked like a girl, eating with his luscious hair around his shoulders and his soft face with its high cheek bones and pretty lips. He had little facial hair, just like me.  
 
    I asked, “So I should shave my beard?”  
 
    He laughed. “That’s not a beard. It’s a few light-colored pubes on your chin. I have to say, it does look a bit silly anyway. Yeah, shave it, you dork. More than that just though.”  
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Code, man. Our machine code. Our worldview as it relates to what a man is. It’ll take a lot of courage though. Intelligence, too, and diligence. Attention to detail and an open mind. Do you like those qualities in a person?”  
 
    “Of course. We both have them. Not sure I have the courage though. Changing world-views can be dangerous.”  
 
    “Or extremely revealing and exciting.”  
 
    I ate and sipped, looking ahead. I still wasn’t sure what he had in mind, though I was thinking it might involve us doing more of what we did in the apartment but taking it further. And the beards and hair? I always wanted to be more fem but not as a guy. Maybe together we could have the courage to do it. Maybe we could be something other than what we were. But I’m not into guys, and I didn’t think he was either.  
 
    He nudged my knee with his and leaned into me. “Hey, spaceman, come back. So? Change some code, buddy? Let’s do it up and have some fun. Let’s at least get a haircut tomorrow. It’ll be fun. Emma will do it. She’s working at the salon for the summer. What say?”  
 
    I looked into his lovely green eyes and imagined him in a girl’s haircut and with mascara and imagined me the same. What the hell. 
 
    I slapped his back. “Okay, buddy. Tomorrow we change some code. But just a haircut, right? And I don’t want it too feminine, more like androgynous, okay?”  
 
    He beamed. “All right. Good idea.”  
 
    We ate our pizza and drank more beer. Emma showed up at the bar, and she and Shawn chatted, but I couldn’t hear what they were saying. They laughed and got excited, whooping as if it were all so great. Emma was really getting into it even more than Shawn, whatever it was. I stared at the TV, making believe I was watching the game while I put down beers and was ignored as usual.  
 
    By the time we were stumbling down the street for home, I still didn’t have a complete picture of what we were doing for the time off.  
 
    “So what’s the plan, Shawn? Did you and Emma plan it all out? What kind of embarrassment do you have planned for me?”  
 
    “Hey, c’mon, buddy.” He put his arm over my shoulder as we walked. “We wouldn’t embarrass you. Besides, whatever happens, it happens to both of us. We’re in it together. This is for our vacation. For us to enjoy. Our code changes.” He took his arm away and we walked on.  
 
    “So is that what you and Emma talked about all night?”  
 
    “Some of it.”  
 
    “Tell me the ‘some of it.’”  
 
    He looked at me, half stumbling with droopy eyes. He shook his head. “Too late and tired. It wouldn’t come out right. You’ll see tomorrow. It’ll be great. We’re changing our internal machine code. Our programs will be entirely more exciting, and life will be...” he laughed and slurred as his droopy eyes looked at me, “...sho mush more interesting.” He slapped my shoulder.  
 
    It was as if he had it all figured out and didn’t want to share it with me. I felt left out all night and still did. But I was too tired to think about it anymore. Maybe after we sobered up, this would all just go away. We made it home and went to bed in our rooms. I fell fast asleep. 
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    In the morning I felt better. I was on vacation, and it didn’t matter if Shawn had some crazy idea or not. I felt good. It was gorgeous on our balcony as I sipped my jasmine tea.  
 
    Two hands gently massaged my shoulders. “Morning, buddy. Ready for a great day? Isn’t it perfect today?”  
 
    I nodded, leaning on the railing. “Perfect if I knew what we were doing.”  
 
    He leaned on the railing with me. “You do. Haircuts for us both.”  
 
    “Then what?”  
 
    “Then we see. Play it by ear.”  
 
    “Really? Just a haircut and play it by ear. I don’t believe you.”  
 
    “You’ll see. Once we get our haircuts, it will all fall into place naturally. The rest will fall into place.”  
 
    Didn’t sound too bad. Get a nice androgynous haircut and go from there. “Want to buy some mascara like mine?”  
 
    “Absolutely. And some panties like yours.” He laughed. “Do you shave your body? I never looked too close but never saw much hair.”  
 
    “Uh, yeah. I hate hair on it. It stinks and it’s hot and sweaty. I like smooth skin. I’m getting rid of this stupid half-assed beard, too, like you said.”  
 
    “Okay. Then I’ll shave my body hair off too. Don’t have much anyway. Seems the panties would feel better like that. Can I borrow another pair?”  
 
    I nodded and sipped my tea. “Top two drawers of the dresser. Take your pick.”  
 
    “Wow, two big drawers to pick from? Thanks.”  
 
    “Hungry?”  
 
    “Starved. Let’s go for breakfast and then to Emma’s shop after we clean up.  
 
    “Sounds good.”  
 
    We both took our turns in the shower. I was clean and fresh and dried my long hair, thinking of how it should be cut. I didn’t want it to be feminine, but I wanted some style to it. Long hair on guys is usually so boring. It’s just straight and ends up in a ponytail. I should have been a rock star, and then I’d know how to get it done.  
 
    I put on my mascara and dressed. Shawn was waiting on the patio, drinking tea. I poked my head out. “Ready?”  
 
    He turned and looked back. “Very. Can’t wait.” He rubbed his crotch. “These panties feel really nice after being shaved. Thanks.”  
 
    “No problem.” For sure he wasn’t playing with me. He felt it like I did.  
 
    We arrived at the shop. Emma came from behind the desk and hugged Shawn. “Good morning. This is so exciting. I get to see you redone.”  
 
    She turned to me and reached her arms out for a hug. I gave her one. “You too, Gabriel. You’re both going to look great.”  
 
    She stood back and looked us over. “I’m glad you bought the whole package, Shawn. You two will look incredible and feel so super.”  
 
    “Whole package?” I asked.  
 
    She nodded. “Yes. It’s the cheapest way to do it, and we had a deal going on. Costs much less than à la  carte. Shawn made a smart choice.”  
 
    I looked at him shaking my head.  
 
    “Don’t worry. It’ll be fun. I paid for it already. My treat.”  
 
    “This way,” Emma said, and we followed her into a separate room. “This is for the package deals. You get more privacy, as well, and you can really relax and enjoy it. Sit. Like some chamomile tea to relax?”  
 
    We both nodded.  
 
    “I’ll get some and send in the girls.” She motioned to two barber’s chairs, and we sat down. Six girls came into the room and introduced themselves to us. Two stylists, two manicurists, and two makeup artists. Emma handed us our tea.  
 
    “Makeup artists?” I asked.  
 
    Emma nodded. “Of course. It’s part of the package.”  
 
    I shook my head. “Uh, I don’t want too much. I don’t want to look feminine.”  
 
    Shawn said, “Oh Gabriel, just go with it. It can always be washed off.”  
 
    “I guess.”  
 
    I sipped my tea as the girls all set to work on us, taking our shoes off and running their hands through our hair while looking in the mirror.  
 
    The makeup artists said they’d be back in a little while when we were ready, then left.  
 
    The chamomile tea was nice, and the girls turned our chairs to wash our hair. I drank down the tea before she laid me back to wash. Her hands massaged a floral-scented shampoo into my hair, and the warm water and her nails were like an elixir for me, relaxing my body and allowing me to let go of my worries. The tea made me drift into sleep.  
 
    I felt her push my chair back up, and she popped a head rest in to cradle my head. She whispered, “Relax and enjoy. You can take a little nap if you want.”  
 
    I took advantage of it. I could feel someone filing my toenails while she manipulated my hair. I slept.  
 
    I woke up when she leaned the chair back down over the sink and was rinsing my hair with warm water and massaging my scalp. She looked down at me. “Hi, nice nap?”  
 
    “Yes. Short but sweet.”  
 
    “Good.” She sat me up and dried my hair. I looked at Shawn, whose head was in the sink. She dried my hair and my eyes closed. I was relishing the totally relaxed feeling; my hands were being massaged.  
 
    The mirror was behind me. I couldn’t see what she was doing, so I just closed my eyes while she worked. When she was done, the makeup artist began. I could smell the sweet smells of the cosmetics. I always wanted to wear full makeup and eyeshadow but was too afraid. I guess this was a good thing to try.  
 
    When she was done, my hands were under dryers. I looked at them while my hair was brushed and spun around a hot iron.  
 
    The dryers were taken away. I gasped. “What? I can’t go out with these? These nails are long and feminine and pink!”  
 
    Shawn laughed next to me. “You love it. Relax.”  
 
    My heart raced as I looked at my now feminine-looking hands, soft skin, thin fingers. I held them out. They were pretty. I loved them. I looked down at my toes. The nails were a matching pink and looked so petite and cute. They were the same color as the panties I wore. I had to see a mirror and see what they did to my hair. I looked around anxiously.  
 
    “Ready, ladies?” my stylist asked.  
 
    “Ladies?” I asked.  
 
    “Oh yeah. Most definitely,” she said.  
 
    She turned our chairs to face each other. Both our jaws dropped as we took the other in. Shawn was gorgeous in a fluffy blond shag with brown steaks highlighting the layers. Her makeup was gorgeous and her lips pouty and full. She had cream-colored nails.  
 
    Her made-up green eyes lit up as she looked at me. “You’re gorgeous, Gabriel. Wait until you see.”  
 
    Our chairs were turned to the mirrors. My hand covered my mouth. I was a beautiful girl with a haircut that was impossible for a guy to wear. My hair was highlighted and cut in such a way that Shawn and I looked like twins. My hair had some curl to it, though, and his was straighter.  
 
    There was no hint that I might be a guy at all. I was all girl. I felt my face flush. What now? No way I can be taken as a guy. I wasn’t sure if this was good or not. I’d be stuck this way unless I shaved my head. I felt myself get hard looking at myself in the mirror.  
 
    I looked at Shawn and Shawn at me. We were both grinning like Cheshire cats. Shawn said, “I think we broke the code, Gabby. Off to a world of discovery.” He even raised his voice and was convincingly feminine. He flipped his hair as he looked into the mirror.  
 
    I raised my voice and tried to sound feminine. “Does this voice fit this face, Shawn?”  
 
    “Oh yes, Gabby. You sound so girly. What should you be called? Gabriel? Gabby? Gabriela?”  
 
    “I think I like Gabriela the best.”  
 
    “Me too. I’ll be Shawna.”  
 
    Emma came in. “Oh my god! You two look so good. I’d never know you were guys.” She kissed us both on the cheek. “Don’t want to mess that lovely lipstick.”  
 
    Shawna said, “Thanks, Emma. This was a great idea.”  
 
    “I know. Now you girls need to go into the tanning rooms where I put out your clothes. You can get dressed and go have fun. Shawna, your things are in one, and Gabby, your things are in two.”  
 
    “Clothes?” I asked.  
 
    “Clothes and shoes and everything you need to complete your transformation. You don’t want to wear those boy-clothes out of here, do you?  
 
    I looked at Shawna. How did all of this come together? “Did you set all of this up? When did you start planning this?”  
 
    “Don’t worry about that. I found your shoe size, and our clothes are the same size. Emma was nice enough help me shop for us. It’s only our first outfit, but today we can shop for more. If you want to, that is.” Shawna stood.  
 
    I stood. “Uh, I guess. I’m not sure I’m happy with you for doing this. This is too crazy. I’m not a woman, and I’m not into guys.”  
 
    Shawna put her hand on my shoulder and gently kissed my cheek. “Gabriela, trust me, you’ll love it.”  
 
    We walked into our tanning rooms and closed the doors. 
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    I stripped my boys’ clothes off and slid on the expensive, sheer, suntan pantyhose with the crotch cut out of them. I had to be careful with my long nails not to destroy them. They felt heavenly against my shaved legs, so silky and gossamer thin. Next, a creamy-feeling pair of pink satin panties over them against my hard cock, and then I put on the matching bra. Silicone-gel breast-forms stared up at me from the box, nipples hard. I slid them into the bra and adjusted my flesh. I had cleavage!  
 
    My heart raced as I slipped into the silky, stretchy, pink and blue floral V-neck mini-dress and adjusted the shoulder straps and neckline. I slid into the strappy floral print shoes with five-inch heels that matched the dress so beautifully. I looked into the full-length mirror. I was gorgeous. I throbbed in my panties, and luckily the hem of the dress had enough flare so it didn’t show.  
 
    I looked in the purse, and there was a small bottle of perfume, which I sprayed generously over my hair, shoulders, and legs and under my dress. The scent was heavenly. Emptying the pockets of my boy-clothes into the purse, I slung it on my shoulder. I looked like a pretty, sexy girl ready to go shopping.  
 
    The excitement I felt and the arousal it gave me was crazy. I loved the way I looked, but how could I masquerade as a girl when I gave myself a raging hard-on looking at myself? I wasn’t the only guy who would be interested in me. This could put me in some challenging situations. Oh well, too late now. I blew myself a kiss in the mirror and walked carefully in my new high heels back to the reception desk.  
 
    Shawna was already there, talking excitedly with Emma. Emma said, “Yes, Shawna, please keep me informed. Let me know how things are going for you girls and what else we can do. Let me know when you want to breach the next code.” She winked at Shawna.  
 
    Shawna’s face flushed and her hand covered her mouth as she leaned in, wide-eyed, to whisper something to Emma.  
 
    “Yes! That will be so hot.” Emma laughed and held Shawna’s hands. “You must! Both of you. And I know who.”  
 
    I cleared my throat. “Uh, hi girls.” I moved up to the desk and leaned on the counter. “Am I interrupting you?”  
 
    Shawna took my hand and looked into my eyes with her gorgeously made-up eyes. “No, just being excited, that’s all. You look so lovely, Gabriela. So, so... sexy and feminine. I just want to take you and...well, uh...sorry.”  
 
    I laughed. “Don’t worry, I do too. I’d do me in a second if I could. I’d never been able to go out with a girl this hot. Poses a little problem for us.”  
 
    “Not a problem. Just some more code to break. Don’t worry. Enjoy it. I know you are. I sure am. This will be the best time off ever.”  
 
    “I guess.”  
 
    “Let’s go, gurl. We shouldn’t waste any more time. We need to shop and start capitalizing on our new look and sensuality!”  
 
    “Capitalizing?”  
 
    “Hell yes. Waste not, want not. Can’t waste how good we look. It would be a sin, girl.” She grabbed my hand, and our high heels clattered on the tile floor as she tugged me out the door, running. 
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    Shawna and I made our way through the mall and went crazy buying everything. All pretty, all sexy and feminine, all terribly enticing to wear. Shoes, jewelry, new ear piercings and earrings, underwear, garter belts, stockings and pantyhose, bras, perfume, and on and on.  
 
    We had to bring a bunch to the car before we finished and then had as much again when we finally left. We dragged it all into our apartment.  
 
    Shawna tossed me a few big garbage bags. “Might want to get rid of the boy-clothes to make room. We can put them in bags for now and toss them in the back of my truck. Now let’s put away our new things and get dressed so we can go to dinner.”  
 
    I looked at my closet and the bags of new things on the bed. “I guess. Be kinda hard to have them a disorganized mess like this.” I took the bag and started filling it with my boy-clothes. “Back of your truck? Is that safe?”  
 
    “Safe enough. It’s covered and it locks.”  
 
    “I guess. Okay.”  
 
    We organized ourselves, and I touched up my makeup and put on fresh twenty-four-hour lipstick. I fluffed my hair.  
 
    Shawna came into the bathroom wearing a hot little black clubbing dress with a bubble hem. Eyes wide, she looked at me in the mirror. “You have to wear your dress like this one. I put on crotchless panties and stockings with a garter belt. It’s crazy how good it feels when I walk and the tip rubs the silky fabric. Can’t see it either. Wear yours!”  
 
    I turned to look at her. “We’ll look like twins. It does make you look lovely, though.”  
 
    Shawna reached under my dress and grabbed my cock, stroking it for me. “I’m telling you, you need to wear this, girl. Twins will be great. Maybe we’ll find some twin guys.”  
 
    I pushed his hand away from under my dress. “Uh, NO! Twin girls, maybe. No guys.”  
 
    “Oh, Gabriela. Open your mind. Break some code here. Look at you!”  
 
    “I don’t care. I don’t do guys. And that means you, as well, so stop grabbing my cock.”  
 
    “My, my… It’s as if you’re having your period. Well, get dressed so we can at least go have a nice dinner at an elegant restaurant and celebrate our new personas. Please, though, wear the dress you have like this one. Yours is a navy blue anyway, and this one’s black.”  
 
    “Only if you promise no guys, or us. Then I’ll wear it for you.”  
 
    She took a deep breath. “I don’t know if I can keep my hands off of you, but I’ll do my best. I promise.” She tilted her head down and looked up with doe-like eyes and pouted like a little girl. “Please?”  
 
    She made me laugh. “Okay.”  
 
    I changed into my more formal and sexier outfit. The sheer silky stockings, garter belt, and crotchless panties made it even more sensual. It seemed so out of place having a rigid hard-on under a silky sexy mini-dress and looking entirely like a woman. I didn’t know if I could stand the eroticism of it all much longer—but I couldn’t resist doing it. I was relishing all of it.  
 
    I walked into the kitchen and found Shawna sitting with one leg over the other knee, bouncing her high-heeled foot and smiling. She sipped her martini. “You look delicious.”  
 
    “Thanks. But you’re supposed to be a girl, so I should look pretty, not delicious.” I sat at the counter. “I see you have a drink already. Guess I’m driving, huh?”  
 
    “Yes, princess. You drive. I thought I deserved a drink after navigating all that heavy stuff to the truck in these heels.” She toasted, “To two girls having a lovely evening together.” She slugged it down and stood. “Ready?”  
 
    “Ready.”  
 
    I drove to the fine French restaurant Shawna had made online reservations for. Just driving was a thrill with the feel of the cold leather seat on my legs and the heels changing how I used the foot pedals. I was addicted to my new self. Why hadn’t I done this before? Why? Because I’m a guy, dummy. I felt a pang of guilt over what I was doing.  
 
    “You okay, Gabriela?” Shawna asked as she put her hand on my stockinged thigh while I watched the road.  
 
    I slid her hand off my leg. “Yeah, just thinking and absorbing all of this.”  
 
    “Good thoughts? Negative thoughts?”  
 
    “Both.”  
 
    “Remember, changing machine code may invalidate most programs, and they’ll have to be rewritten. Relax. Feel the joy and pleasure it’s bringing and drop your paradigms. Now as a girl, I’m consoling you, and you’d allow me to touch you if I were.”  
 
    Her hand slid along my thigh. “Like this. Feels nice doesn’t it? To be touched lovingly by another girl.”  
 
    “Uh, I...” It did feel nice, Shawna caressing my leg. I suppose a woman would console another woman with touch. “Uh, yeah, it does.”  
 
    “There, that’s better now. Just relax, princess.”  
 
    Shawna’s long nails slid over my stockings from my knee to the top. She slid her silky hand lightly over the fabric and stopped, then squeezed my thigh. She repeated the caresses over and over, and I wriggled in my seat as my cock lifted the dress, and the tip slid on the silky fabric. I could tell I was oozing beneath it.  
 
    Luckily, I pulled into the entrance and in front of the valet before I squirted under my dress. He opened the door for Shawna and came around to mine. I gave him the keys, and he bowed his head and handed me a ticket. I put it in my purse.  
 
    I took Shawna’s arm as a woman would a man’s, and she guided me on her elbow to the door, which a doorman opened for us.  
 
    “Hello, ladies,” the maître d' said as he beamed at us, his eyes flitting over our bodies. “Special occasion?”  
 
    “Just celebrating life’s changes,” Shawna said.  
 
    “Marvelous. Reservation?”  
 
    “Yes, Shawna James. I reserved online—a booth in the back corner, by the the fireplace.”  
 
    He looked at his computer. “Yes, Ms. James, right this way.”  
 
    He led us across the plush carpet to the back. A small fire crackled in the corner; the table had lovely flowers to one side on a long, white linen tablecloth draping to the floor. He motioned for us to slide into the booth.  
 
    I slid in first, holding my dress under me as my legs glided against the cold leather. Shawna snuggled in next to me.  
 
    “I’ll get your waiter for you.” He left.  
 
    Shawna put her hand on my thigh. “Nice, huh?”  
 
    “Uh, maybe give me a little space? Consoling time is over. It was very nice, but it made me enormously horny, and I don’t want to go there.”  
 
    She slid over about an inch, releasing the pressure of her thigh on mine. Her hands grabbed mine on the table. “Glad it was nice at least. I’ll be good.”  
 
    “I’m Peter. Drinks, ladies?” the waiter said as he placed ice waters with lemon in front of us. “Are you two twins?”  
 
    We looked at each other. We sure could be. I nodded.  
 
    How wonderful. Two sisters going out to enjoy each other’s company. “What would you like to drink? Maybe a specialty martini?”  
 
    He caught my eye and I said, “I’ll have a Woodford Manhattan, sweet, and up, please.”  
 
    He nodded and looked to Shawna. “Gold Margarita, please.”  
 
    He nodded and left.  
 
    Shawna’s eyes lit up. She squeezed my hand, “Peter’s hot, isn’t he? So tall and handsome. Classy too. Did you smell his cologne? I could drink it in.”  
 
    “Shawna, stop.”  
 
    “Oh, sweetie, I saw you look at his crotch while he took my order. I saw it too. It wasn’t even hard, but it made a nice fold in his pants.”  
 
    “I did look. Don’t know why. But stop. I’m not interested in him.”  
 
    “Okay, okay. But you know, I might be interested. Why not?” Shawna shook her head at me and changed the subject. “A Manhattan? Not very girlish.”  
 
    “So? I’m not either. I like Manhattans. Maybe it will help me loosen up. You might appreciate that.”  
 
    “I would. Maybe it’ll allow you to break a paradigm or two of yours. Like you thinking you’re not girlish, for a start.”  
 
    The drinks arrived. We toasted and sipped them.  
 
    Shawna laughed. “Not girlish? Look how you’re holding your martini so prettily in your long-nailed fingers with your pinky finger out. And you sip so daintily. You sure are a girlish girl.”  
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Oh stop. It’s part of the role.”  
 
    “Yes, you do have a role to play. Play it all the way, girl. Immerse yourself.”  
 
    I let her hand rest on my thigh and even put mine on hers. It felt nice, tender, loving. We talked about my paradigms and what it takes to break a paradigm. We shared our feelings on the experience we were having. The transformation was more liberating for Shawna than for me, but I could see her points, and it allowed me to relax my constraints a little. By the end of a lovely dinner, I felt rejuvenated and in my skin. Shawna was proving to be a considerate and loving person I had never had the chance to really know.  
 
    The waiter came over. “Is there anything else I can get you ladies? We’ll be closing in twenty minutes.”  
 
    I looked at my watch and couldn’t believe how late it had gotten. With slightly droopy eyes revealing her intoxication, Shawna said, “Uh, just the check please. We’d like to use the ladies room one more time before we go, though.”  
 
    “No problem. I’ll get the check.”  
 
    He returned quickly. Shawna placed her credit card in the folder and handed it to him. “We’ d like to do something special for you as a tip in addition to the money. If you’d allow us.”  
 
    He smiled. “There’s no need for that.”  
 
    Shawna grinned. “You have to, since it’s not entirely for you, but mostly for us. It’s your duty to deliver impeccable customer service, and we want to help you do that.”  
 
    She put the tip of her thumb in her mouth and sucked it while gazing at him. She closed her eyes and pushed her tongue to make a bump in her cheek. She opened her eyes and licked her lips seductively. “In other words, I’d like to have some cream for dessert. Yours.”  
 
    He looked around nervously.  
 
    I jabbed her in the ribs with my elbow and whispered. “No.” 
 
    He looked back at her. “Really? I’m flattered.”  
 
    “Yes. So?”  
 
    He looked at both of us. “Such lovely lips on you both. Such pretty faces. Go into the ladies’ room. I’ll give you a few minutes, and then I’ll put up the sign for cleaning and come inside with you and lock the door. I’ll bring your check back and then you can go.” He grinned and left hurriedly.  
 
    I sat there in a huff, my arms crossed, not talking to Shawna. She tried to caress my thigh and I pushed her hand away. He dropped off the check. She signed it and put her card back in her purse.  
 
    Shawna tugged at my hand to exit the booth.  
 
    I resisted. “No. I’m not doing it. You go yourself.”  
 
    She gave me her pouty look. “Girls always go with their girlfriend to the ladies’ room. I don’t want to go in there alone. Please?”  
 
    I took a deep breath. I guessed I should. What if something happened? She should have me there to help. “Okay, but I’m not participating in your deviant behavior.”  
 
    We walked into the ladies’ room. We both peed, washed our hands, fluffed our hair, and sprayed perfume on. There was a knock at the door. Shawna let him in.  
 
    He had towels in his arms. “For the floor if you’d like them to kneel on.” He offered them.  
 
    Shawna looked around and said, “Sit on the couch.”  
 
    He did and she placed the towels down and knelt on them. She patted one for me. I shook my head. She looked up at me. “Okay, suit yourself.”  
 
    She unzipped his pants and took it out. It was huge and veiny with a swollen-looking purple head that had one glistening drop on the tip. She wrapped the fingers of both hands around his cock and began to stroke it, her eyes riveted on it. His gently placed his hands on her head and pushed her gently toward it.  
 
    She looked up at him and licked her lips. She looked at me, doe-eyed. I shook my head. My cock was hard as a rock under my dress as I took in that gorgeous sight. A gorgeous girl with a gorgeous cock in her hand.  
 
    She licked the tip and then took the head into her mouth. He moaned and pressed on her head to push her down farther. Her mouth engulfed half of it, the veins throbbing on the outside, he thrusted slowly into her face, moaning. I placed my purse on my dress and pressed my cock under the silky fabric against it. I was able to thrust gently as I watched Shawna indulge.  
 
    I could tell she was enjoying it thoroughly by the passion she was putting into it. She tugged his shaved balls with one hand while her hand limited the depth he could penetrate her mouth. He held her head tightly and humped her face. The sight was incredible. I almost wanted to see what it was like myself but resisted as I pressed my cock against my purse.  
 
    He grunted. “Ungh, oh yes! Here it comes, Ms. James. Huh!” He pushed it into her face as far as he could. I saw the ejaculate as it raced up the bottom of his cock and shot to the tip, his cock swelling with each shot.  
 
    Shawna swallowed as best she could, some oozing around it and flowing down her chin onto her cleavage. He thrust several more times. She swallowed and moved off of it slowly. She held it between her fingers and licked it clean, making him twitch as she did.  
 
    She let it go, and he put it away. They both stood, and she leaned in to kiss him. They kissed deeply, his hands on her bottom, pressing her to him. I wondered if he felt her hard cock beneath her dress.  
 
    He leaned back and placed a hand on her dress and wrapped his fingers around it. “I never would have guessed. What a lovely surprise.”  
 
    Shawna smiled. “I knew you’d like that I was different.”  
 
    “What’s not to like? If you ever need a date, Ms. James, let me know.”  
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    Shawna straightened her dress, checked herself in the mirror and wiped her chin with a paper towel. He smiled at me. “Same for the sister. Anytime.” He winked.  
 
    I smiled a flat-lipped smile. “Thanks.”  
 
    I put Shawna’s purse on her shoulder and led her out quickly. 
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    In the car, I let her have it. “I don’t believe you did that, and you made me watch!”  
 
    Her head rolled on the headrest to look at me. She winked. “You loved it. I know it made you hard. Bet you came under your dress. I almost did.” She laughed.  
 
    “Stop laughing! I did not. You’re trying to make me gay and do things I don’t want to do!” I was still hard thinking about it. I probably should have just let it go.  
 
    “You could have let yourself. Why are you fighting this?”  
 
    I shook my head and watched the road. Her head rolled to face out the window. She was asleep in a second.  
 
    I struggled with what I was feeling. Why couldn’t I bring myself to do that? Shawna definitely enjoyed it. I might have been able to as well. It was such a beautiful sight to see, both of them, gorgeous, her pretty face and his huge manly cock filling her face as she delighted in making him come for her.  
 
    Was that part of my role? Just because I was kinda fem normally? And now, being fully feminized and looking completely like a woman, is this part of how I should be acting? I was thrilled by the thought, but why couldn’t I do it?  
 
    When we arrived at our apartment, I helped Shawna out of the car, up the stairs, and put her in her bed. Then I changed into one of my new baby-doll nighties and sheer black thigh-high stockings. I couldn’t resist putting on strappy black heels with them. I slid into bed. I couldn’t stop seeing Shawna being face-fucked, and I was rigid in my panties. I flipped onto my belly and slid my pillow down to my throbbing cock. I took my cock out of my panties and folded the pillow in half. I slid my cock into the fold.  
 
    I imagined the scene over again while I thrust into the pillow in time with Peter as if the pillow were Shawna. I humped it like a little boy. Then, all of a sudden, I imagined Peter was humping my face. I came in body-wrenching spasms into my pillow. When I finished, I unfolded it and slid it back up to my head. I rolled my face to the side of the globs and licked them off. 
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    I dreamt of shopping and dressing and doing my makeup. The last dream was the wildest. It was as if I were giving myself a blowjob. I felt everything I did to the cock in my mouth, on myself. I’d run my tongue over my tip and feel it. I’d flick my tip and shudder. I’d bob my head on the cock, and I’d feel myself with a head bobbing on it.  
 
    It was the wildest dream, and I kept myself on the edge, not wanting it to end. It went on and on, and then finally, when I couldn’t hold back anymore, I flooded my mouth and swallowed as if it were the essence of life, and I drank it all down. I twitched and jerked and thrusted until I drifted into that energy-less space where all I wanted was to sleep.  
 
    When I woke up, Shawna was sitting on the foot of the bed, watching me. I could taste my cum in my mouth from the dream. Weird. Shawna was already dressed for the day in a cute denim miniskirt and straw, high-heel wedgies with a pink V-neck top, revealing her lovely cleavage. She came over and kissed me lightly on the forehead.  
 
    “I thought you’d never wake up. Sleep well, my princess?”  
 
    I rubbed my eyes. I was sure my makeup was a mess. I yawned. “Slept like the dead.”  
 
    “Good. Thank you for that lovely breakfast this morning.”  
 
    “Breakfast?”  
 
    “Yes, your cock had so much cream in it. Did you enjoy your breakfast?”  
 
    “My breakfast?”  
 
    “Yes, we both came at the same time. It was wonderful feeling what I was making you feel, the way you copied my motions, and I copied yours. I loved it.”  
 
    “That wasn’t a dream?”  
 
    “It was very dreamy. But since you don’t want to do things like that… We don’t have to anymore. I thought I’d make it easier for me to behave by getting the monkey off my back so I could be more like you’d like me to be.”  
 
    “So you had me suck your cock!? Nice.”  
 
    “Yes, it was very nice. You were very thorough and passionate about it. The reward you gave me said you enjoyed me sucking yours too.”  
 
    “I thought I was dreaming! I never would have done that!”  
 
    “Then maybe it was just a dream. Never happened. You’re not a cocksucker like me, and you don’t enjoy sucking cock and never would know if you did enjoy it, since you never sucked a cock, and I never sucked your delightfully lovely cock either.”  
 
    “Uh, right. That’s better.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll never tell anyone you had that dream. Don’t worry. I thought you’d act this way, so I even provided a solution for us both to make sure we don’t have these crazy dreams again.”  
 
    She lifted the hem of her skirt. Beneath her sheer panties something glistened.  
 
    “What? What are you wearing?”  
 
    “It’s a male chastity cage. Like yours.”  
 
    I looked down. I had one on too. My cock was all jammed into a tiny little chrome tip, and my balls were wrapped with a chrome ring, and the pieces were locked together.  
 
    Shawna jiggled it. “I put it on after you came, while you were soft. Now you don’t need to worry about coming. You can be less male now, since you can’t use your cock. I thought it would help us get more into our role. Keeps it from sticking up under our clothes too.”  
 
    I looked at it. It felt heavy and tugged on me. “What good is having it locked up?”  
 
    “You’ll see. I’m doing you a favor. I can’t very well suck it like that, and you can’t suck mine either, can you? See, a solution to your dilemma.”  
 
    She grabbed a glass of water off the nightstand and handed me a blue pill. “I took mine already. It’s your turn. This will help you with the process and the cage.”  
 
    “What’s it do?” I lifted her skirt again and pulled aside her panties. Her cock had swelled in the cage and was trying to squeeze out of it.  
 
    “See, I’m fine. It feels nice with the cage on. It will help. Don’t worry, the pill won’t make you dizzy or anything. You’ll feel fine. It will just help while wearing the cage.”  
 
    She pulled her panties back and fixed her skirt. She held the glass and pill out to me. “Trust me.”  
 
    I took it and drank down the pill and water.  
 
    “Good girl. We’ll take one every day. It’s a twenty-four-hour pill. Oh, I made us a nice, energy-filled, bracing breakfast as well. Why don’t you eat and shower? I put an attachment on the shower that you’ll figure out how to use. After you poop, use it and shower, and then get dressed. I have another present for you after you do that.”  
 
    “What? Clean out my butt? No way. And take this cage off me.”  
 
    “It’ll come off in due time. I have the keys. It won’t come off if you don’t listen to me. I’m wearing one, too, you know. We’re both doing it together. This isn’t to torture you. It’s to have you take on your new role easier. I can’t suck your cock now, and you can’t suck mine, so you won’t have dreams like that anymore.”  
 
    “This is crazy. But I guess I don’t have a choice, do I?”  
 
    “No you don’t, princess.” Shawna kissed my cheek. 
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    After breakfast and my morning constitutional, I showered and used the attachment. It was rather gross, but it did feel nice afterward, being so clean inside. I felt lighter and prettier.  
 
    I did my hair and makeup and decided to wear some sheer suntan stockings and a garter belt with pretty, baby-blue panties and bra. The panties kept the lock on the cage from clinking, and the whole package didn’t show at all under the slim-hipped, beige, halter-neck dress that revealed my cleavage wonderfully.  
 
    By the time I completed the sensual routine of dressing, I was filling my cage impossibly full. It felt wonderful, but it had no chance of becoming an erection. I wasn’t sure what good that blue pill was doing at making me fit in the cage, but maybe that wasn’t what it was for. It was probably so the cage just felt better. It felt wonderful, and I was as horny as ever.  
 
    I walked in mincing steps in my five-inch heels, swaying my hips, enjoying the tug of my gel breast-forms with each step, immersed in the sweet smell of my perfume, to the balcony where Shawna sat sipping tea.  
 
    “Oh my, don’t you look lovely! Shame you have that cage on. I’d love to suck you off right now. How does the cage feel?”  
 
    “If feels nice, actually. I don’t think I’ve ever been hornier, though.”  
 
    “Good. Me too. It’s all good.” She stood and took my hand. “Now for your present. Everything go okay in the shower with the attachment?” She ran her fingers though my hair. “So lovely.” She sniffed it.  
 
    “Yes, thanks, I’m very clean now. Actually feels nice.”  
 
    “Good.” She led me into her bedroom. “Kneel on the bed like a good girl. Lean on your elbows, bottom in the air.”  
 
    The shock on my face showed. “No way, you aren’t going to fuck me.”  
 
    “Of course not. “You told me you aren’t gay. It’s just something to keep that clean bottom happy. I’m wearing one too. Trust me. You’ll love it. It will help with your role. It’s made me feel more, uh, sensual and feminine.”  
 
    She looked into my eyes, kissed my cheek. “On the bed, honey.”  
 
    I climbed on and did as she said.  
 
    “Don’t watch Gabriela. Look forward now.”  
 
    I turned and put my face on the bedspread. She lifted my dress, slid aside my panties. Something cool and wet slid against my anus.  
 
    She pressed it gently. “Relax now. Let yourself go.” She pressed harder. I felt myself stretch a little, and then it was in. It began to hum inside me, sending the most interesting sensations up my spine. I swelled as much as I could in my cage.  
 
    “Feel nice?” she asked.  
 
    “Even hornier now.”  
 
    “Good.”  
 
    She put my panties and dress in place. “Stand up now.”  
 
    I did. 
 
    “Walk to the patio.”  
 
    I did, and every step massaged that thing inside me, making me feel as if I were being made love to somehow. It was wonderful and sensual. I oozed from my cage.  
 
    Shawna handed me an unlubricated rubber. “Put this over the cage so you don’t ooze all over your pretty clothes. I have one too.”  
 
    I did and arranged my dress. I felt like a nymphomaniac unable to climax. “This is wonderful, but it’s horrible. All I want is to come. Let me take it all off,” I begged her as I moved my hips side to side, massaging myself inside.  
 
    “You can come this way.”  
 
    “I can?”  
 
    “Yes, of course. A real cock fucking your ass will do it in no time.”  
 
    “Shawna!”  
 
    “It’s up to you. Maybe I’ll let you take the cage off when you’ve sucked some cocks. Then you can come with your own cock.”  
 
    “I’d like to have a woman. That’s what I really want right now.”  
 
    “Hmm, I suppose we could. You could uh...” She patted her bottom and wriggled it. “Maybe help me too by fucking my—” 
 
    “Shawna! Not what I had in mind.”  
 
    “Oh well. Time takes care of everything. And I always thought you were a fast learner. Suit yourself.” 
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    We went for a walk around the mall. I bought some more things and was immersed the sensual nature of myself at that point. Each step took me closer to the edge, yet I never reached it.  
 
    My senses all seemed heightened as well. My eyesight saw colors more brightly, and details were clearer. I heard distant whispers and far-off music. Music seemed to penetrate my being and stroke different parts of my body with different notes and beats.  
 
    Perfume had layers of scent that painted a masterpiece for my nose, yet it was deeper than in my nose. Shawna’s and my perfumes were similar, but entirely different, and each made me want to smell more.  
 
    We walked past men, and the cologne they wore nearly snapped my head around to sniff them down. I had the sense of smell of a dog, but I smelled nothing but beautiful scents. Each of them passed through my entire body.  
 
    Needless to say, I was rigid in my cage and longed for release. Shawna’s soft hand in mine was a delight to hold as she rubbed her silky thumb in my palm and mine in hers. I wrapped an arm over her shoulder, kissed her cheek, smelled her hair. I was taken and overwhelmed with the beauty of everything. I whispered, “I think I love you.”  
 
    She snuggled into my arm. “I love you too. I think I always have. I think that’s why we had to do this. To break the code.”  
 
    “I think you’re right. Let’s go home, take these cages off, and I want you to fuck me like a slut and come in my ass.”  
 
    “Wow!” Shawna laughed. “You’ve really released your paradigms.”  
 
    We walked back to the car. We drove in silence as we both relished our new love and our deep, deep perceptions of everything around us. 
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    “Shawna, please? It’s what you’ve wanted all along.”  
 
    “Not yet.” She brushed her hair out. Both of us stood naked after showering together. “I think there’s more to it yet. The way the sexual energy has made us so receptive and aware, I think it can go further. I think it can make us into...into more. We might be able to have even deeper insights into ourselves.”  
 
    “I don’t know if I can take it. I’ve finally arrived where you wanted me to. Please? Fuck me, please? I’m begging you!”  
 
    Shawna looked at me with sad eyes. “Aw, sweetie, just a little while longer. Just a few more days. Okay? We’ll know when it’s time.”  
 
    I cried. When I was done, we went about life again—the cage, the plug, the blue pill, being fully feminized and in our new skin as sensual and lovely creatures.  
 
    We sashayed about as gorgeous, feminine beings. with the energy surging through us, perpetually on the edge of a full-body orgasm, each day the intensity getting higher and higher yet never culminating. In a way, it was incredibly torturous, because there was no relief from the overwhelming sensations and sensory inputs, yet it was utterly, hedonistically heavenly.  
 
    We enjoyed every tidbit of life, from the sweet smell of the fresh air to the vivid colors of the world. All our senses were heightened and becoming more and more powerful. Then, one day, I noticed something really strange.  
 
    Shawna looked at me across the table, her aura bright and vivid. I could hear her thoughts, and she heard mine. I was thinking how much I loved her, and she squeezed my hand, looking in to my eyes. I wanted to be with her forever. She said, “Me too.”  
 
    She read my thoughts—a new ability this pent-up sexual energy evidently gave us. We had gained another sense.  
 
    She said, “Yes, I’m reading yours. I’m sure you’re reading mine. It’s like a switch flipped, and a new program is running.” She looked around the café and sipped her espresso.  
 
    She stared at a man in a suit reading his phone and sipping a coffee. She motioned her head toward him. “Jim Blake, married, owns a real estate company.”  
 
    I studied him and said. “Wife’s name is Gilda. He drives a BMW 750i. He comes here every day at 3:00 p.m. for a coffee before going home.”  
 
    Shawna nodded. “Want proof? Let’s go.” She stood and took my hand, walking us over to him. “Excuse me, sir. Are you James Blake, the real estate agent?”  
 
    He looked up and smiled. “Yes, have we met?”  
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then how do you know me? I don’t advertise. Did someone tell you my name?”  
 
    Shawna said, “It’s common knowledge. You come here every day at 3:00 p.m. for a coffee before you go home to Gilda. People say you’re the best real estate agent around. You could sell or find anything.”  
 
    He laughed. “Wow, I guess my reputation precedes me. Can I help you with something?”  
 
    “Well, not immediately, but shortly we’ll be in the market for a house. A mansion, actually.”  
 
    He took a card out of his pocket and handed it to Shawna. “If you ever need help finding it, just let me know. Call my cell.”  
 
    Shawna took his card and put it in her purse. “Thank you.”  
 
    We left the coffee shop. A black BMW 750i was parked at the curb. The plates were “REAL1.” 
 
    We walked to the parking lot. “See, Gabriela? I told you this energy had more to it. Aren’t you glad we waited?”  
 
    “It’s interesting. But what do we do with it? I’m still hornier than ever and just want to get fucked.” I squeezed her hand as we walked.  
 
    “Always stuck on paradigms. If we know all of that about him, why couldn’t we find a couple of winning lottery tickets in this big city?”  
 
    “How would we do that?”  
 
    “The same way we found out about him. Feel it. Listen. Ask.”  
 
    “This is nuts.”  
 
    Shawna held the car door open. I’ll drive. You tell me to where. Feel it, sense it, intend it. Direct us to two winning lottery tickets. Big winners. Then we can do whatever we want together, forever.”  
 
    I slid in and slipped my dress under my legs. I crossed my silky, stocking-covered thighs over one another and leaned on the console. Could it work? What would we do with it all if it did? Would I ever be able to get laid?  
 
    Shawna slid in and started the car. She had a vivid golden light surrounding her being that intersected with mine. She looked like an angel. “Shawna, you look like an angel,” I said.  
 
    “Thanks! Now be an angel and find us the lottery tickets. Find two. I feel that’s what’s available for us.”  
 
    I rested my head on the headrest and felt for it. I saw an image. A shop in a run-down neighborhood on a corner. The sign above it read, “Pimpies Beer & Stuff.”  
 
    I said, “Pimpies? It’s a sign above a store in a run-down neighborhood.”  
 
    Shawna Googled it. “Got it.” She set the phone in the holder on the dash, and the GPS started. She drove off.  
 
    In half an hour, we arrived. Homeless people sat against the wall talking. A kid on a bike whacked parking meters with a stick.  
 
    I looked around while Shawna parked in front. “Think you can jump out and pick it?”  
 
    I closed my eyes and looked for it in my mind. It was a ten-million-dollar game, a thirty-dollar scratch-off, and it was mainly green in color. “I think so. I’ll go in.”  
 
    I slid out and ran in quickly, going straight to the counter. I saw it in the plastic box. A man came to the counter. “Help you, lady? You need directions? Sure don’t think you belong here.”  
 
    Tobacco juice dripped down his lip, and he licked it.  
 
    “Uh, I need to buy a lottery ticket. Can I see that roll?” I pointed at it.  
 
    “The whole roll? I can’t do that.”  
 
    “Why not?”  
 
    “You might run off with it. I’ll give you the end one.”  
 
    “I have to feel it. I don’t know which one I want yet. Besides, how fast and far do you think I can run in these heels?”  
 
    He studied me. A guy got in line behind me holding a huge beer can. He touched my butt.  
 
    I moved aside. “Go ahead.” I looked at the plastic box. How could I tell which one? I asked which one it was. The numerals for the number twelve formed on the plastic above the ticket roll.  
 
    “The beer purchaser said, “Gimme one-a-dose ter-ty-dolla green winnas.”  
 
    “Shit.”  
 
    The counter attendant ripped one off and gave it to him. He took the man’s money, and the guy left. 
 
    I moved forward and pointed at the box. “It’s ticket number twelve.”  
 
    He shook his head and pulled on the first ticket looking for the number at the bottom. “You’re lucky. It’s the first one.” He tore it off and placed it on the counter, his hand resting on it. “Thirty bucks, lady.”  
 
    I took thirty out of my purse and put it on the counter. He handed me the ticket and I placed it in my purse, then dashed out the door.  
 
    Shawna was watching me as I hurriedly got into the car. “Got it. Go. This place creeps me out.”  
 
    “Me too.” She drove off. “Hope the next one is in a better location.”  
 
    I said, “The grocery store on Elm. It’s a thirty-dollar ticket, and it’s brown and gold. Number seventeen on the roll.  
 
    Very uneventfully, we went into the grocery store and managed to get the lady behind the counter to pluck the ticket from the middle of the roll. We now had two different thirty-dollar games with tremendous odds against winning. Heck, it was five-to-one just to win anything, such as our money back, or ten bucks less.  
 
    I held the tickets, which seemed to glow in my hand. If I asked, I could probably see exactly where to scratch them as well. I resisted.  
 
    Back in the apartment, Shawna poured us martinis. “This should do it. What will we do with the money?”  
 
    I squeezed my gel breast-forms. “Implants, baby. Hips too. You?”  
 
    “Agreed. And a mansion from James Blake. Maybe a nice car.” She flattened her lips. “Maybe some lip-plumping so I can be a better cocksucker.” She laughed and toasted.  
 
    We sipped and stared at each other. I put my hand on Shawna’s and squeezed it. Our glows enveloped us. Tingling rushed through my body. It was as if our energies merged into one.  
 
    I looked wide-eyed at her. “Feel that?”  
 
    “It’s lovely. You feel wonderful.”  
 
    “So do you. So now what? Will we ever have sex again?”  
 
    She looked at the tickets on the counter. “I think when we’ve won these two, we can release all this pent-up energy, and if we ever want to do this again, we can. What do you say we have dinner out, then come home and take our cages off after the first scratch, and go from there?  
 
    “I’m hungry for sure. Maybe Peter’s place? But then, no, we can’t go there. I’ll definitely want to suck his cock tonight.”  
 
    Shawna took her phone out. “Making a reservation now.”  
 
    “Yikes. Okay, so what if we scratch and get nothing, then what? Leave the cages on?”  
 
    “I don’t know, but first good scratch, and they come off. You know, a winner like a MIL winner. There’s only five MIL and ten MIL on these tickets beside the little prizes. So if we show a MIL on each ticket, we’ll have at least five million on each.”  
 
    “Holy shit. Ten million. We’ll be set for life...and really well.”  
 
    She squeezed my hand and gazed into my eyes. “Yes, we will. Let’s dress for dinner and go see Pete. You deserve it.”  
 
    Well, we looked hot as ever. Had a great meal and stuffed ourselves. I winked at Peter, licked my lips, and sucked my thumb for him when he took our drink order. It was funny seeing him hard in his pants all night just thinking about it. I filled my cage and was alive with desire throughout the meal. Then I had Peter for dessert.  
 
    I never imagined the thrill of being the one making him feel so good—being in control of his pleasure. Driving him wild while I passionately indulged in the sensations.  
 
    Shawna watched as I had before, and I had him all to myself. His cock was a work of art with its veins and thickness. My jaw stretched to accommodate it, and my hand barely wrapped around it. I tugged his balls and ran my tongue furiously around the head and flicked the hole repeatedly. I loved the way he twitched and jerked and squeezed my head so tight. I could tell he couldn’t take much more.  
 
    “Ungh, god, Ms. James, I can’t take it any longer.” He moaned and thrust his cock through my fist as far as I’d let it go while I tugged down on his shaved balls. His energy flowed from him into me like a race of electricity. My cock was swelled as far as it could go in the cage, and I felt as if I might come any second, I was so full of tremulous excitement.  
 
    “Ungh!” he said as he stuffed his fat cock through my fist and nearly crushed my head with his hands. Under my clenching fingers, I felt his flood pump through his urethra, and I readied my mouth as it shot from his swollen head across my tongue. I ravenously swallowed and immediately felt the next one surging through his cock. I took a deep breath around it, moaning with pleasure as he stuffed it into my face, fucking my mouth, his energy like a raging beast. It was heaven taking it all as my reward for mining his semen.  
 
    He released surge after surge. I had to get off of it lest I choke on the huge volume, and it slipped from my lips. He sprayed his come over my face and hair and onto my cleavage as his knees went weak. I thought he might collapse.  
 
    It was as if I took his energy into me, and I grew stronger and hornier yet. I was at a stage of constant arousal and ready to ejaculate at any second, but release didn’t happen. The energy just circulated through my body and Shawna’s body, intensifying our experience and making us hornier and seemingly more powerful.  
 
    I said, “See ya later, Pete—thanks for dessert.” I grabbed my purse and Shawna’s hand, unlocked the door, navigated around the “Closed for cleaning” sign, and we clattered in our heels to the front door.  
 
    The valet had pulled our car up since it was the last one there. He smiled as he opened the door, and Shawna climbed in. He opened my door and noticed my blow-queen badges from Peter. He was handsome, and I was ravenous for more energy.  
 
    I put my hand on his crotch. “I have a tip for you, and I think you may have a nice hard tip for me. Hop in the back seat.” He hurriedly did. I didn’t give a thought to the slut I had become. I needed more. I heard his thoughts about me. He wanted it. He’d wanted it the first time he saw me.  
 
    In the back of the parking lot, I climbed into the back seat while Shawna watched me from the front. I unzipped his pants and bobbed my head furiously on it, using all my tools to bring him to release as quickly as possible. Looking up into his eyes in the back seat, illuminated by the full moon, I put his hands on my head and said, “Fuck my face. Come in my mouth. Now!”  
 
    He had no problem thrusting through my fist. I looked up into his face as it contorted and he grunted, his hips thrusting under me, his hands squeezing my head tight. “Ungh, you fucking hot, gorgeous girl! Here’s your reward.” he cried.  
 
    His body tensed. He rammed through my fist, and the flood began.  
 
    The energy rushed into me and through me. My tongue tasted the reward I wanted, and I struggled to swallow as he thrust, until again, I had to get off of it and he shot it over my hair and face. He caught his breath while I lapped up every bit I could off his sweet dick. His body went limp.  
 
    I sat up, opened the door, and climbed out. “Thanks. See you later. We have to go. Get out.”  
 
    He scrambled, putting himself back in his pants. “Thanks!” and he ran back to the restaurant.  
 
    I slid back into the driver’s seat. We left with me feeling uncommonly strong and successful. I had never felt so accomplished or commanding. Those events put me fully in my skin as to who I was and what my desires were. It was a power I’d long for forever—whether it was the vampire-like quality of taking all a man’s passion into me or the pure animal lust of another human for me.  
 
    Full of adrenaline, I drove us home to scratch our tickets and to get fucked senseless by Shawna.  
 
    Shawna said, “I guess you’ve found a new passion. Hmm, I think some paradigms have been broken. New code replacing the old. You missed a glob on your dress just above your left breast.”  
 
    “Yeah, new fucking code all right. I’m an animal. Thanks to you. You better have the keys to these cages. I want you to fuck me like a wild beast.”  
 
    As I ran my fingers through my hair, over my face and chest, on my dress, I found the remaining medals of honor and licked them off my fingers. Each luscious taste sent more fuel to my burning desires. I couldn’t imagine how good Shawna was going to feel, and I was shaking with anticipation.  
 
    Shawna’s one hand caressed my stockinged thigh as I drove, while her other moved from shaking her cage to caressing her own thighs and breasts. She was as amorous as I and ready for our lovemaking.  
 
    “Do you love it?” she asked.  
 
    “I do. And you. Thank you.” 
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    I raced into the apartment. “Get the keys now,” I said to Shawna.  
 
    “But the scratch-offs—”  
 
    “Fuck the scratch-offs. We already picked the winners. We can do that later.”  
 
    “But if they aren’t.... No breast implants and the mansion and all the things we wanted.”  
 
    “We already picked the winners. We accomplished it.”  
 
    “And if not? Would you still want what you have? What we have?”  
 
    I stood in front of her, my heart racing. I touched my fingers to her cheek and looked deep into her made-up eyes. “I’ll never go back. I want this. I want you. Now get the keys. I’ll be on the bed.”  
 
    I went into the bathroom and pulled my plug out, dropping it in the sink. My heels clacked down the hallway to the bedroom.  
 
    I threw back the bedspread and arranged myself on the satin sheets. I lifted my dress and smoothed it so my cage was ready to be unlocked as it poked out of the crotchless panties.  
 
    Shawna came in, frantic. “I, uh, I found only one set. Let me try it on yours.”  
 
    “What? Where is the other set?”  
 
    “I wish I knew.” She sat on the bed and tried the key on my lock. She jiggled it and jiggled it. It wouldn’t open. She looked at me like a deer in the headlights. “I’m so sorry.”  
 
    “Try yours.Your is the one that needs to come off so you can fuck me anyway.”  
 
    She did and it came off. She throbbed in the air like a flagpole swaying in the wind. She dropped the cage on the floor and looked at me, lost as to what to do.  
 
    “It’s okay. You said I could come with only that. Fuck me and make me come in my cage. I’m lubed from the plug yet.”  
 
    I slid back on the bed and laid my head on the pillow. I lifted my legs back and tucked the hem of my dress under so I could see my cage and her cock. She slid her knees between my thighs, holding her cock between a long-nailed thumb and forefinger and moving toward me on her knees. She glowed as her cock and balls, framed by her pink, ruffled, crotchless panties, moved forward. I reached down to help guide her.  
 
    I pressed the tip against me. “Push.”  
 
    She pushed it forward gently, spreading me and sending a rush of pleasure into me. It made it in, and she slid it to the hilt.  
 
    “Ungh, fuck! That feels sooo good, baby,” I whispered.  
 
    Shawna wrapped her long-nailed hands around my silky stockinged legs and pushed my thighs back, then slid her hands down to hold my ankles so my strappy stilettos were by my ears.  
 
    Her eyes locked with mine, an intense look of pleasure on her face. “I feel connected to you entirely. Can you feel it?”  
 
    She thrust her cock in and back slowly. Each thrust sent orgasmic sensations up my spine and spread through my body. “Oh yes, honey, I can feel it. Don’t stop until we both come. Now fuck me like the slut I am with that lovely sissy cock.”  
 
    Shawna began to hump into me. I put my hands on her silky bottom and dug my nails into it, forcing her to a frenzied pace of deep penetrations. My breath came in gasps as she lunged until her balls were slapping against my butt like applause.  
 
    My caged cock flailed and clattered as she pounded me into the mattress.  
 
    She looked into my eyes, her face contorted, the bed shaking. “Oh fuck, Gabriela. You feel so good. You’re so fucking tight. So hot. My whole body is alive with sensations.”  
 
    “That’s it, baby. Fuck me. Make me come. I’m so close. I want to feel you squirt your sissy cock inside of me while I spasm with delight.”  
 
    Shawna rammed me as hard and fast as she could. I held my hands behind my head against the headboard to keep from sliding. She grabbed my legs behind the knees and pinned me to the bed. My high heels flailed about my head, smacking into the head board. I looked down at her glowing cock as she pummeled me. My cage swung wildly. “This is it!” I whimpered. “Come inside of me now.”  
 
    Shawna shoved it until it felt it would come out my throat. A groan came from her as her body tensed, and her hips lifted for a final ram. She shoved it in deep, held it a second, and then didn’t stop thrusting. My cock shot one load after another from the cage to shoot over my stockings, her belly and stockings, and haphazardly over us.  
 
    “Oh my god, Shawna!” My whole body tensed, my toes pointed in their heels, my neck was rigid as I watched my long pent-up release flood us. Shawna’s come lubricated her further as she pumped load after load into me on her last throes of passion.  
 
    Finally, exhausted and both of us breathing heavily, we lay there. Shawna kissed my face, neck, forehead. She collapsed on top of me. I relished her inside me as she slowly began to shrink. We both drifted into some quiet, restful space. I felt her love for me. My love for her welled up, and I felt tears in my eyes. I stroked her hair and slid my other hand over her silky bottom. “I love you,” I whispered.  
 
    After a few minutes, we both recovered. She fell off me to the side and gazed into my eyes. “Your glow is gone.”  
 
    “Yours is too. I wonder if it’ll come back. It was worth it, though. You’re still gorgeous, and now you’re my lover, and I’m yours.” I kissed her on the lips deeply.  
 
    “Mmm,” she moaned.  
 
    She pulled her face back to look at me as she stroked my hair. Her eyes popped open wide. “The lottery! Let’s go win so we can plan the day tomorrow. Get the mansion first, maybe a vacation?”  
 
    I laughed. “Plenty of time. We have all the time in the world, and there isn’t a single vacation I can think of that would be better than being with you every day of my life. Let’s go to sleep, and we can do the tickets tomorrow.”  
 
    “Whatever you want, my love.”  
 
    I wrapped my arms around her, folded a stockinged leg over hers, and put my head on the pillow to gaze at her while we fell fast asleep. 


 
   
 
  
 
 
   
      
 
      
 
    If you enjoyed this book, 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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