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“Hi! I’m Marcy.” She held her hand out to me. “You must be Josh.”

I shook my head and laughed. Her bright eyes locked onto mine as I shook her hand, flashing a big smile. I laughed. “Not Josh, J-O-S-H, but Joss, J-O-S-S.”

“I’m sorry, Joss.”

“No problem, everyone does it. Let me help you bring in your things.” My eyes flitted from her face to her cleavage and back. When I realized what I had done, I felt my face flush.

She put her hand on my shoulder. “It’s okay. If I didn’t want anyone looking at them, I’d have hidden them.” She laughed.

I followed her to her car as she navigated in her heels across the brick pavers; her short cotton dress fluttered around her thighs and her hips swayed. She stopped and sniffed the air, drinking in the rich perfume of the lilacs lining the driveway to the Victorian house. “It’s lovely here.”

“Thanks, I think you’ll like it. It’s very private and quiet. It is some distance from the campus, but neither of us will have to go there frequently. I chose it to do my doctoral thesis. Seems we have that in common. I’m so glad you decided to be my roommate.” I slung a canvas bag on each shoulder and grabbed her wheeled suitcases from the trunk. Even though I was no larger than her, I couldn’t let a girl do the bulk of the work.

“Joss, you don’t have to take so much at once,” she said as she grabbed dresses on hangers from the back seat and draped them over her shoulder. She ran ahead to open the door for me.

I trotted in and ran up the stairs two at a time. “Your room’s down here.” She followed me up the stairs and down the hall to what would be her room.

“It’s so pretty. I love the beige wallpaper with flowers, floor-to-ceiling windows letting in the fresh air, pink satin comforter on the bed. Was it like this when you got here?”

“I didn’t touch a thing. I think girls were renting this for some time before I moved in, thus the pink and flowers. The landlord said if we wanted to make any improvements or change the look to let him know, and he’d pay for the materials. I don’t see any reason to change anything.”

“Neither do I.” She hung her dresses up and spread them out in the closet. I put her bags on her bed. “I’ll run down and get the rest.” I shot down the stairs.

She started putting things away, and I brought all the rest up.

I was catching my breath, sitting on the bed. “Phew! That’s it. Wow, Marcy, you do like high heels and pretty clothes. I don’t see any jeans or sweatpants.”

“You’re right. I love feminine things. I’m a very girly girl.” She neatly lined her high heels up on the floor of the closet. “Always have been. Can’t seem to get comfortable wearing pants anymore.”

“That’s nice. Not many women pay much attention to being feminine and pretty anymore.”

“Thank you.” She unloaded her bras and panties into the drawers while I watched. “So, Joss, do you have any girlfriends?”

“What?” I laughed. “A geek like me?”

She continued unpacking her things. “You’re a cute geek. Very nice to look at, actually. Any boyfriends?”

“I’m not gay. Are you in any relationships?”

“No. None. So, are you homophobic?”

I took a deep breath and looked up and to the right. “No! I mean, I have gay friends who are fine. I just couldn’t imagine kissing another guy myself. I mean, if it happened somehow, fine, but I just don’t see it. I’ve never had any kind of real close relationships, guy or girl.”

Marcy closed the empty suitcases and put them and the rest of the gear by the door. “Have you lived with a woman as a roommate before?”

“Never had a roommate except my first year in the dorm. I hated it. The guy was a slob and a jerk. This house, though, is large, and I wanted to save some money. Now with you here, splitting it with me, I’ll have more than enough. Plenty. I’m glad you’re my roommate and not some idiot.”

“Good. Me too. I can tell from what I’ve seen so far, you’re no slob.”

“Thanks. From the way you’ve organized your room and how you dress and present yourself, I can see you aren’t either.”

She sat next to me on the bed and placed her hand on my leg. “Well then, I think we’re going to be great roommates.”

“Me too. So your thesis is about gender?”

“Yes. About the motivation to present as the opposite gender.”

“Interesting. I thought that was innate.”

She nodded. I always thought so, too, but I’m not sure now, so that’s why I’m studying it. Your thesis is on motivation?”

“Yes, what motivates people to take on challenges and do something unheard of, or to follow their dream. What separates a mild interest from a passion and the subsequent committed drive to accomplish.”

“Interesting that both of our theses are on motivation.” She studied me thoroughly—my face, hair, eyes. “I think we’re both going to benefit from being roommates in more ways than simply financially.”

She swung herself onto my lap, wrapped her arms around my shoulders, and gave me a peck on the lips. “So, I’m starving. Will you take me to dinner? I think I’d like to dress up for it, too, if that’s okay.”

My eyes lit up. I tentatively wrapped my arms over her shoulders and looked into her gorgeous made-up eyes. “Hmm, I think I’d like that.” I pecked her lips and she hopped off me. Seemed to me I had hit the jackpot. Not just a roommate but a gorgeous, intelligent woman. It was this geek’s dream come true.
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She came downstairs. I was seated in the parlor reading a book. I looked up as her heels clicked across the hardwood floor to me. She held her hand out. “Ready? You look quite handsome.” Her perfume filled my senses.

I took her hand and stood. “Thanks. This is about as handsome as a geek can get. You look stunning. Women dress up so much nicer than men.” I led her by the hand through the house.

“I agree. We have an advantage, though. Heels, dresses, being able to show off more skin. We’re more like flowers, and men are more like vegetables.”

I laughed. “Good analogy. Vegetables and flowers.”

I opened her car door, and she slid in, holding her short dress under her thighs. She crossed her legs, and I closed the door.

I slid in my side and started the car. “So, Marcy the flower, can a vegetable drive?”

“I hope so. Ever want to be a flower?”

I glanced at her with a confused look on my face and turned back to the road. “Uh, like, crossdress?”

“Not crossdress, I guess, but more like presenting totally like a woman. Turning the vegetable into the flower.” She leaned on the console and gazed at me, then picked my hand up off my leg and slid it on her stockinged thigh. “You know, having a silky body, wearing silky things like these stockings, looking and dressing like a woman. You’d get to see how it feels. Doesn’t my leg feel nice?” She glanced at my pants and knew she was arousing me.

“Well, your leg feels nice, so silky in those stockings, but you’re a woman.”

“Right. It would feel even nicer on you because instead of just the palm of your hand feeling it, it would be your shaved silky leg sheathed in gossamer wisps of the sensual stockings slipping on your bare thigh.”

She left my hand on her thigh and placed her long-nailed hand on my crotch. She squeezed me through my pants. “Imagine silky panties against this, hidden under your minidress while you walk in heels, your breasts bouncing and tugging on your chest with each step, your perfume wafting to your nose. Wouldn’t that be sensual? Judging by the way you feel to me right now, you think it would.”

I shot a flushed-face glance at her. I was in trouble. It was terribly exciting. My lip quivered. “Uh, I uh…”

She rubbed me through my pants. “That’s it, Jossie. Imagine being a pretty girl.”

“Oh god, Marcy.”

It was too late. I tensed and pressed up against her hand as she rubbed me. “Good girl, Jossie.”

I relaxed, catching my breath.

“Does it show?”

“Not really.” She took a tissue from her purse and dabbed it. “No one will see. There. So, it seems those thoughts lit your wick and almost burnt the house down.” She laughed and patted my thigh. “It is only natural, you know. Men like to feel sexy too. When men feminize themselves, they often become aroused from the sight of themselves as a woman. Sexy women arouse men, and it’s perfectly natural for them to become aroused when they turn into one. Plus, women’s clothing is sensual.”

I took a deep breath. “I came because a sexy woman was arousing me and stimulating me too much, not because of what you’re saying.”

“Oh, Jossie, be honest with yourself. The thought of it is what did it.” She waited. “You were thrilled thinking about being fully feminized and sexy. Admit it.”

“Okay. Maybe a little. I never thought about it before. I think I’d feel silly doing it, though, and I’d probably look like an idiot. So I don’t think it would arouse me at all.”

“Hmm. Sounds like your preconceived notions are getting in the way of your motivation. That’s like saying you don’t like oysters when you haven’t tasted them.”

“I don’t like oysters.”

“Have you tasted them?”

“No. They’re gross-looking, and I think the texture would make me sick.”

“Do you like jello?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you like mashed things?”

“Yeah.”

“Seafood?”

“Most.”

“Salt?”

“Yes.”

“Butter?”

“Yes.”

“Non-lean meat like lamb?”

“Yes.”

“Then there’s no reason you won’t like oysters. They’re a combination of those kind of things.”

I laughed. “I don’t know.”

“You’ll try them tonight. I’m sure you’ll enjoy them if you set your mind to open rather than closed.”

She took my hand and slid it on her thigh. “Just like being feminized would be a new experience. A combination of luscious things. Things that will break all your preconceived notions and motivate you to enjoy another aspect of your being. Open your mind for me, Jossie. Tonight.”

“Okay, I’ll try oysters.” 
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The maître d’ led us toward our table. Marcy pulled a twenty from her purse and stopped him. “Sir?” She grasped his hand and slid the twenty into it. “Might we be able to sit at that round booth by the fireplace instead?”

He slid the cash from her hand and into his pocket. “Of course. I can swap reservations. The privacy and romance of that booth should be enjoyed by a young couple in love.” He smiled and led us to it.

She slid in and I slid next to her. She shifted closer to me, pressing her thigh on mine. She crossed her legs and let her calf rub my leg. We perused the drink menu.

The waiter came over, a towel draped on one arm, and removed tumblers of ice water from his tray to our table. “May I bring you some drinks?”

Marcy ordered for us. “Yes, two Grey Goose martinis up, olives and dirty.”

He nodded and set off. I looked at her. “Why did you order for me?”

“You were trying to decide from the menu. Most of those drinks are sweet and have little alcohol. I need you to relax so you can enjoy breaking your paradigms about oysters. I’m sure you’ve had a martini before.”

“I have. It just seemed, well, ordering for me made me feel like you were the man, and I was the woman.”

“Maybe I am, and you are.” She laughed. The drinks arrived, and I toasted. “To our theses—may we do effective research and achieve remarkable results.”

“To our theses.”

We clinked and sipped while we reviewed the menu. Marcy leaned in toward me, grasped my hand, and glided it along her leg. “Does that feel nice to you?”

“Yes.”

“Good. You’re allowed to do it to me anytime, because I just love it.” She kissed my cheek. She pointed a long-nailed finger at the fresh oyster selection on the menu insert. “I say we sample all three of them. Maybe four of each? The west coast varieties are usually very different from the east coast ones. Game?”

“Okay.”

She put the menu down and sipped her drink, watching me read the menu.

“You’re staring at me.”

“Sorry, it’s just you’re so good-looking. I’m imagining how sexy you’ll be as a woman. You have such nice features and such clear, soft skin. Your voice will even fit when you’re feminized. I was imagining how you’ll look. You’ll be stunning.”

“Oh stop, Marcy.”

“Why? I bet you’ll love it. Plus, it will help me with my thesis research, and you with yours. You’re doing it, and I’m helping you to do it, so get used to the idea.”

She must have noticed I was getting irritated. She put her hand on my leg and squeezed it gently. “I’m sorry to be so direct, and I promise not to do anymore ordering, okay?” She rubbed my thigh. “Okay? I apologize.”

“Okay. I guess I’m not used to being with a girl. Are all girls powerful and direct like you?”

“Are all men stubborn and narrow-minded like you?”

“I am not narrow-minded.”

“That remains to be seen. I’ll make a deal. I’ll be less powerful and direct if you’re open-minded to my suggestions. We would make a wonderful couple long term, don’t you think?”

I studied her, my eyes flitting about her face and hair. She captivated me. She gazed lovingly at me. I seemed to melt from her gaze. I took a deep breath and said, “I never thought I might fall in love with my roommate, but now I think I could. I think we would make a good couple. It’s so hard to find someone interesting and intelligent to be with. Not to mention, you’re absolutely gorgeous.”

She clutched my bicep with both hands and kissed me lightly on the lips. “Good, then let’s try it and see where we end up. You’re the most interesting and intelligent person I’ve ever had the opportunity to be around, and like you said about me, you’re damned good looking too. I can’t wait to see you fully feminized.”

“Oh god. Here we go.” I clinked my glass with hers. “To Jossie the girl.”

“To Jossie, my girl, and to us, a couple.” 
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I took the oyster from the ice-bed and sniffed it. I looked at Marcy. “Do I really have to? I’ll probably gag.”

“Don’t gag. Tell yourself it’s okay and that you aren’t going to gag. Let it slide onto your tongue, crush it against the roof of your mouth, and taste it. Don’t let the paradigms in your mind make you gag.”

I slid it on my tongue. My eyes were locked on hers as I pressed it against the roof of my mouth. Flavors filled my mouth, and my eyes went wide. I nodded and swallowed, then smiled. “That was awesome. The flavors were incredible.”

“See? You did it. That was a west coast oyster and has more minerals and flavors. The other ones have more fattiness and are more buttery. Now you know how not to gag. That’ll serve you well as a young lady too.” She winked at me. I scoffed and dove back into the plate to try the next one.

I looked at her lovely face as I swallowed. “Mmm, these are wonderful. I guess ladies eat oysters, too, and that was what your comment about gagging was about, right?”

She shrugged. “You’ll see.” She handed me another. “Enjoy. You’re on your way to experiencing immense pleasure in life. Just like this new experience, but you’ll have many more.”

I looked at her skeptically but continued to enjoy the oysters. We ordered another drink and ate a wonderful meal followed by dessert and after-dinner drinks, then espressos. I paid for the meal, and we left.

In the car, she leaned over to me and held my hand, rubbing my palm with her thumb. “Your hand is so nice and soft. That was wonderful tonight. Thank you.”

“It was, thank you. I really enjoyed myself. Thanks for introducing me to oysters too. I never thought I’d do that. You’re an intriguing person, Marcy. I’m happy to have met you.”

“Glad you enjoyed a new experience. One of many coming to you. I’ll buy next time.”

“No need. With you renting half the house, I have plenty now.”

“Good. Because tomorrow you can buy a new wardrobe, hairstyle, ear piercings, pedicure, and manicure.”

“All of that? Can’t I just put on a pair of pantyhose or something?”

“Nope. All the way, Jossie. I want you to experience the girl inside completely. Then you can decide if you’re motivated enough to keep her around for a while and delve into the reasons you are or aren’t. Proper research, right?”

“Right. I guess. God, what have I gotten into?”

“Pretty soon, it’ll be me you’ve gotten into. If you’re a good girl.” Marcy winked at me.

The thought of that was making me very hard once more.

She rubbed my crotch. “When we get home, if you don’t mind, I’d like to have something from you that I accidentally gagged on in my past, but don’t anymore. Something to pacify me and allow me to make you feel very nice.” She squeezed my hard rod tightly and sucked her finger then licked her lips and said, “Okay?”

“Okay. Sounds wonderful.”

God. This woman was something else. She was so sexy and alluring, I’d never be able to resist anything she’d want from me. I couldn’t imagine making love to her, but it was obviously coming, as would I.
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Back home, we made drinks and sat on the couch in the parlor. Marcy seated herself next to me and snuggled against my shoulder as we sipped our drinks. “This feels nice, Jossie. It feels so natural for me to be close to you. Like we’ve always been this way. I’m amazed I never thought of this before, considering how long I’ve known you around school.”

“I know. It feels like we’ve been together forever. One thing, though—can you stop calling me Jossie? That’s a girl’s name.”

She tilted her head and looked at me. “That’s going to be your name once you’re feminized, so get used to it.”

“I’m not feminized yet. I’d like to still be male for the little time I have left.”

“Don’t worry, you’ll always have aspects of yourself that will be male, the nice-feeling parts, but you’ll prefer being called Jossie.” She wrapped a stockinged leg over mine and kissed me. I slid my hand on her thigh and progressively moved it higher and higher. I felt the hem of her dress as my hand slid beneath it. She grabbed my hand and removed it. “Now for your treat. Something you’ll love doing.”

She slid onto the floor, unzipped my pants and took out my shaved package. She looked up into my eyes, stroking it with one hand and tugging on my balls with the other and said, “You have a wonderful package here. It’s much larger than I expected it to be for a girl of your height.”

“Thanks.”

She ran her tongue around the tip and flicked the hole. I shuddered each time. Then she took it into her hot mouth and began bobbing her head on it while running her tongue around it. Her eyes showed her pleasure in doing what she was doing. I never understood how it could bring pleasure to the girl to give one. It seemed gross to think of doing it, but she sure wasn’t grossed out at all. She was passionate about it.

She popped off it with a slurp and continued stroking it and said, “God, Jossie, it’s so nice, so velvety and hard—I just love it. You’re a lucky girl, sweetie.” She dove back on it, looking up at me. I was getting close to coming.

She popped off it, continuing to stroke it and said, “Now I want you to imagine I’m the feminized you, Jossie, doing the sucking.” She dove back on fervently, her eyes wide open, looking up into mine.

Jossie, the new feminized me in a sexy outfit, looking like a hot woman. I wondered if it would be as good for Jossie as it was for Marcy. She rolled my balls in one hand and stroked my shaft with the other while taking as much of it into her mouth as she could with each bob of her head, her tongue racing around my shaft. I grabbed her head and held it tight. “Ungh, god...” I pumped it into her face; her eyes locked on mine. I watched her swallowing, a smile forming on her lips, her eyes bright. I shot load after load into her face.

When I had finished, she slowly bobbed her head on it and ran her tongue around, getting every last drop as I twitched and shuddered.

She slurped off it and sat next to me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me deeply, sending the flavor of my own come into me. I kissed her passionately, the taste exciting me.

She broke the kiss and leaned back, looking at me and smiling. “That was very nice. Thank you. Was it good for you?”

I nodded, catching my breath.

“Good.” She sipped her drink. “You taste good too. Could you taste yourself when we kissed?”

I nodded. “It wasn’t bad.”

“You’ll learn to crave it, Jossie.”

“Uh, I...”

Marcy looked at her watch. “We’d better get to bed. You have a big day tomorrow, young lady—your birthday as Jossie.” She stood and took my hand.

We walked up the stairs together. She let go of my hand at my room. “Marcy, aren’t you sleeping with me?”

“Sorry, sweetie. If you’re a good girl tomorrow and do all I ask and become a perfect Jossie, then maybe I’ll sleep with you.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “Good night, princess.” 


6

I was nervous about tomorrow and had another drink to relax before I went to bed. As I thought about what would happen the next day, I began to become aroused by it. The thought of actually presenting myself as a hot, sexy girl was as exciting as it was frightening.

Finally, after the drink, my mind stopped racing, and I went to bed and fell asleep.

“Good morning sleepy-head!” Marcy said as she sat on the edge of my bed and planted a kiss on my forehead. “Breakfast is waiting.” She pulled back the coverings, revealing my naked body. She lay down and took me into her mouth. I rested on my elbows and watched. She was fully dressed and made up already, her fresh smell wafting to my nose as her head bobbed on me. Her eyes gazed up at me as she moaned around my shaft.

I grabbed her head, getting ready to shoot my loads through her painted lips. She popped off, leaving it to jump up and down in the cool air. “Sorry, no coming yet.” She slid off the bed and took my hand. I slipped out of bed, slid on my pants and shirt, and followed her downstairs.

We ate while Marcy gave me a run-down of what I’d be doing, and then I showered and did all she had told me to. In the shower she had added an attachment, which she instructed me to use after my morning constitutional. She said girls like to be super clean. It was gross to do, but I felt nice and clean after.

I shaved what little body hair I had, everywhere except my head. I was slick as a baby when I was done. I washed and conditioned my hair and wrapped a towel around me when I was done. I went into the bedroom. Marcy had made my bed and was lying on it with clothes spread out around her.

“Hi, princess!” She hopped off the bed and grabbed my hand, tugging me into the bathroom again. She moussed my hair and dried it using a round brush, making it thick, wavy, and flowy while I watched in the mirror.

We sat on chairs in front of the mirror. She opened some new packs of makeup—eyeshadow, eyeliner, foundation, mascara, lipstick, and blush—and began narrating and applying it to me, teaching me how to contour my face and do all the rest.

When she was done, I was a girl’s head on a boy’s body. I stared at myself, stunned. I turned my head side to side. I pursed my painted lips and licked them. I became hard under my towel.

Marcy was quick to notice. “See, you’re pretty and sexy already, and you think so, too, because you’re hard now.”

I was pretty and sexy. I couldn’t wait to put my head on a girl’s body. “Uh, I am, but my chest makes me feel freaky. I feel like my head came from someone else.”

“We’ll fix that after I do your nails.”

She painted my toenails and then glued on matching, long, painted fingernails.

She tugged me into the bedroom. “I picked out some of my clothes for you to go out in.”

“Go out? No way.”

“Way. You need to have your ears pierced unless you want me to do it.”

“Yeesh. Okay. We’ll see if I look good enough to go out.”

“Deal.” She handed me sheer suntan pantyhose. “I cut out a piece of the crotch so you won’t need to remove them to pee. Roll a leg on your fingers carefully and slip them on.”

I did, and they felt incredible. She was right. This was much more intense than sliding my hand on her stockinged leg. I was rock-hard and jumping up and down in the cool air.

“See how nice they feel? You can’t hide how sensual it is for you.”

“I know. Incredible.” She handed me panties. I slid them up and tucked it in as well as I could. Wrapping a bra around me, she fastened it in front and then slid it around and up so I could get my arms through the straps. She reached for some silicone gel breast forms, slid them into the bra, and then adjusted my cleavage. I was throbbing in my panties with the sight of my large, firm breasts and luscious cleavage.

I took the denim miniskirt from her and slid it on, followed by a short-sleeve pink V-neck top, which I tucked into the skirt. I slid on the high wedge heels and strapped them. Marcy took me in front of the mirror, and I watched as she clipped earrings on me, put a necklace, bracelets, watch and rings on me, then sprayed perfume all over me.

“What a pretty girl you are, Jossie!”

I admired myself in the full length mirror, turning and posing—I was gorgeous. No one would guess I was a male. “Wow.”

“Yes, wow. Now one more thing. Kneel on the floor for me with your bum in the air and your hands on the floor with your head on them.”

“What?”

“You heard me, girl. Do it.”

I did as she asked, and she reached under my skirt, pulled aside my panties, and slid a cold wet thing into my bottom. It grew inside and then began to vibrate. “Oh god, Marcy. That feels incredible.”

“See? Now stand up.”

I stood before her. She knelt, lifted my skirt, pulled my panties aside and took me into her mouth. She looked up at me as she passionately ministered to me while pressing on the plug in my bottom. I came immediately and watched her swallow, my new breasts framing her face. As soon as she was done, she wrapped a chrome ring behind and over my rod, wrapping under my balls, squeezing them and lifting them. Then she slid a chrome cap with a hole in it over my rod and pressed it down.

“What are you doing?”

“You’ll see. I have to make it fit in this.” She continued compressing it into the tiny metal cap, and then she locked it to the chrome ring. “Perfect. Now you’re good to go.” She pulled my panties over it. “Hidden nicely.”

“Ah, for hiding it. I see.”

“Yes, hiding it and keeping you in line. You’re not getting out of it until I allow it.”

“What?”

“You heard me.” She took her phone and clicked on it with her fingers. The vibrator inside me went faster, then it pulsed. “Oh god, Marcy. It puts me right on the edge.”

“Perfect. You’re staying that way for a while.”

I held the dresser, looking at myself in the mirror. I could see myself sucking my former self. I could see myself making love to myself. The vibrator pulsed hard and made me shudder. I grabbed the dresser. “Marcy, please, turn it down a little? I won’t be able to walk with those pulses.”

She tapped her phone. “Better?”

“Thanks. Now what?”

“Now we do girl stuff together.” She handed me a purse on a shoulder strap. “Your things are in there. Let’s go, girl.” 
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Walking through the mall with my short stride (thanks to my heels), the plug humming and massaging me with each step, the breasts tugging on my chest, my perfume wafting around me, the stockings silky on my legs, and seeing my reflection in the windows, I was filling my cage and trying to break free.

We ate a lovely lunch at an outdoor café, the breeze blowing up my skirt delightfully, and then we had my ears pierced twice in each lobe and bought lots of long, dangling earrings. We had my hair styled and highlighted. We shopped in a way I never had before, all of it incredibly fun and exciting, trying things on, seeing the new, thrilling me in pretty, feminine outfits. I couldn’t help buying a lot. Dresses, high heels, skirts, bras and panties, garter belts and stockings, perfume and makeup. All of it seemed to make me even hornier and sexier feeling.

We loaded the trunk, and I drove us home, loving the feel of the leather on my thighs, my heels on the floor, seeing my pretty, painted, long nails on the wheel. “Marcy, I need to come. I’m so horny right now, it’s as if I could come any second, but I can’t.”

“That’s perfect, Jossie. It’s how you need to be for tonight.”

“Why? What’s tonight?”

“Tonight is when you learn how good it is to please a man with your mouth and make him shoot his passionate release into your mouth as your delectable reward.”

“Marcy, no. I’m not gay.”

“Right, Jossie, you’re a woman now, and trust me, many women love to do that, and so will you—just like the oysters. So get your head around it, girl. Tonight you get to please a man. Think about it. It will confirm your new identity as alluring, feminine, sexy, pretty, and powerful enough to coax his intense, rewarding, and flattering release from him. A true testament to your new feminine self.”

I thought about it. My heart raced in my chest. The thought of men seeing me as sexy and pretty enough to do that with me was thrilling. To give them such utter pleasure was exciting as hell. I never gave anyone such pleasure, except myself with my hand, and it still wasn’t as good as a BJ is. I imagined his ardent fervor for me.

Marcy’s hand caressed my stockinged thigh as she gazed lovingly at me. I gazed at her, dumbfounded. She said, “Don’t be nervous, honey. You know how not to gag now, and you know how much I love doing it. You will too. You even thought you tasted okay. You’ll want lots of it. I always do. So will you, my sissy princess.”

I throbbed in my cage, trying to break free of it. I wriggled as the plug in my bottom sent ripples of pleasure through me. I squeezed my breast, imagining it was real. I couldn’t wait for the evening now. I was beside myself with desire.

I rested my hand on Marcy’s as she caressed my leg. I turned to her. “I love you, Marcy. You show me parts of myself I never knew existed. I’m so motivated for this.”

She gazed lovingly at me. “I love you too, Jossie, my pretty girl. Now, just to be sure of your motivation, I want to hear it. Tell me what you want tonight?”

“I want you.”

“Besides me.”

“I, uh...”

“Say it and let me know how much you mean it. You know you want it.”

“I....I uh, I... Oh heck. Why is it so hard to say? I feel it in my bones.” I took a deep breath and let it out. “Okay. I can’t wait to give a BJ to a man and have him thrilled by me so much that he can’t help himself from coming in my mouth. I will greedily swallow his creamy, flattering, compliment of my feminine beauty and allure, or, if he so chooses to, he may squirt his flattering pearly badges onto me wherever he wants to, and I’ll smile and wear them proudly.”

“Good girl! Spoken like a true sissy. How many men would you like to do that for?”

“How many? Oh, god. Marcy, I never even did that before.”

“So? How many? More than one?”

My heart raced at the thought of being a total slut and pleasing multiple men. My face flushed. “Marcy, you’re making me crazy with desire by making me talk about this. I might have an accident just thinking about it. Stop, please.” I looked out the window and tried not to think about it.

“Tell me, Jossie. How many men would Jossie like to have pay her the ultimate compliment tonight?”

I turned back to her. I wriggled on my plug and squeezed my breasts; my breath was choppy and my cage full. I bounced a stockinged leg, and my voice cracked as I whimpered, “Many. As many as I can get my hands on.”

“Good girl! Now you have the spirit to take you anywhere a fully feminized, sissy girl can go. You’ll love your journey, my sweet little girl.”

Oh my god. What was I becoming? I was another person and intensely motivated to do things I never would have done in a million years. Intensely motivated and longing. I’d have to write about this and explore it later. Maybe after I did it, the answers would come...just like my men will.
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We relaxed with wine on the patio after we unpacked and put things away. Marcy and I decided what we would wear, and I was aching with the anticipation of wearing it.

“So Jossie, are you excited about me dressing up tonight?”

“Well...yeah.”

“That didn’t sound too enthusiastic. You aren’t? Don’t you think I’ll be sexy?”

“Of course. But I think I’m more excited about me wearing my outfit. I can’t wait to see how sexy I’ll look and feel. Is that bad?” I bounced my crossed leg and slid my hand absentmindedly on my silky thigh.

“Of course not. You’re just experiencing the sensual nature of your feminine side. Now, rather than just looking at a sexily dressed woman, you get to experience exactly how they feel when they dress that way. You become immersed in it. It’s part of your male nature to be attracted to women, and immersing yourself in your own feminine presentation is much more intense than just looking. You’re finding out what you like best. It’s a natural and very pleasant thing. You’re growing in new ways.”

“It feels so strange, but I can’t resist it. I’m so motivated to be feminine now.”

“Good. Fodder for your thesis and for mine.”

“Absolutely.”

Dressing to go out was a true delight. Sheer black Italian stockings held up with a garter belt with black lace garters covering the tops, matching underwear over them and my cage, super thin and tall heels on strappy shoes with my prettily painted toenails showing through the stockings. Sheer, matching bra with the nipples creating bumps in it covered by the thin black stretch halter top of the silky flared-hem mini dress. A sheer bolero crop tied under the breasts completed the look. I sprayed perfume all over me. It increased my feeling of feminine magnetism.

I admired myself in the full-length mirror; my nipples showed as slight bumps through the top. Marcy came over and stood by me. “We’ll have no problem getting what you need tonight.” She caressed my bottom through the dress. “You’re so hot, girl!” She handed me my purse. “Ready?”

“More than ready.”

I drove us to a nice restaurant, and both of us filled the eyes of the valet with our revealing display of feminine seductiveness. We dined on delectables, indulging my newfound craving for oysters, and had a leisurely meal, talking quietly between ourselves about things to come.

Marcy coached me on technique, different types of male sex organ anatomy, the joys of doing it slowly and torturously, and the thrill of doing it so they have no choice but to come quickly, losing all control.

We were sipping our espressos when she leaned into me and placed her hand on my leg, caressing it. Her bright eyes showed her excitement for me and for what she loved doing. “When he releases, you need to be ready or you may gag, if you aren’t ready to swallow. If you aren’t ready, and you think you might gag, pull away and just let him shoot it on your breasts or face or whatever. It’s nice to have them pay tribute that way, too, even though I’d miss swallowing it.”

I nodded. All of Marcy’s coaching and descriptions were so arousing...I was more than ready and highly motivated to give pleasure. We had a little buzz and were fully alert from the espresso. My body tingled in anticipation, and my cage was full as I slowly oozed in my panties. I wriggled on the plug, a crossed leg bouncing over the other.

“Honey, where are we going next? A club?” I asked.

She shook her head, her eyes bright and alive. “Better! A private club. A members-only swingers’ club.”

“A swingers’ club?”

“Yes, they have lascivious parties where everyone gets what they want. It’s all consensual; no one does anything they don’t want to. It’s a little pricey to belong to but worth it.”

“But what if someone knows us?”

“So what? It’s a private club. Discretion is assured by all. Besides, as far as you’re concerned, do you think you’d even recognize yourself?”

“True. I can’t believe how much more attractive I am now.”

“Absolutely. Ready?”

I took a deep breath, looked around the restaurant. I was soon to leave here and suck off many men. I turned to Marcy and held her hand in mine. “I’m scared.”

“It’s okay. You want and need to do this right now, and then we never have to do it again if you don’t want to. It can just be us together. Come on—you know you want to.”

I nodded.

“I’ll drive and you can relax on the ride there. Okay?”

I nodded.

I sat in the car, gazing out the side window, unconsciously caressing my silky leg while bouncing my crossed leg, making my cage tug on me. I pressed my bottom into the seat, and the pulsing plug sent ripples of pleasure through my body. I imagined men being unable to control their desire for Marcy and me, and both of us having a cornucopia of velvet shafts spasming in our mouths as we milked their lust from them and swallowed it up.

I squeezed a breast and I oozed into my panties. 
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We pulled though a black wrought-iron gate and drove under the canopy of tall oaks on the winding drive up the hill.

We were greeted by a handsome young valet in a black bowtie and white shirt. He opened Marcy’s door and flashed a wide smile. “Welcome, Dr. Newgen!”

Marcy rotated her legs out and took his helping hand. “Michael, stop, I’m not a doctor yet.”

“I know, Miss Newgen, but Dr. Penway has insisted everyone call you doctor now because you’re so close.”

She shook her head smiling. “I see. I’ll have to speak to Daryl about this.”

Michael came around and opened my door. “Hello, welcome to our club. My name is Michael. If you forget my name and need to gain my attention, just call me boy.”

“Boy? That sounds a bit derisive.”

“It’s a rule of the club. May I have your name so I can address you properly?”

Of course, my name is Jossie.”

“Nice to meet you, Miss Jossie.”

“No, just Jossie. That’s my first name.”

“I’m not allowed to call anyone by their first name. May I have your last name and any titles you have earned?”

“I’m not a doctor yet, so Miss Ambigen will do then.”

“How nice! So you’re studying to be one as well. Dr. Penway will be pleased. May I lead you ladies up the stairs?” He held his elbows out for us to take. We took them and carefully climbed the granite steps to the column-lined portico, leading us to the huge double doors. A handsome tall man held his arms open to Marcy. “Dr. Newgen.”

“Oh Daryl, stop! I have to complete my thesis yet.”

“You will, my love, you will.” He gave her a big hug and a kiss on her cheek. He turned his attention to me. “And I hope you’ll introduce me to your lovely guest.”

“Daryl, Jossie; Jossie, Daryl.”

He took my hand and bent down to kiss the back as he looked up at me. It sent a thrill up my arm. The plug pulsed inside me, giving my body a little spasm. “Are you okay? Is it cold?”

My face flushed. He was gorgeous and such the gentleman. My eyes flitted to his crotch and back. “Uh, no, your touch just gave me a shiver. A pleasant shiver.”

“Lovely. So very pleased to meet you. I hope this won’t be your last time visiting our humble club.”

“Thank you.”

“How do you know Marcy, Miss... Miss...?”

“Please, call me Jossie. We’re roommates. We’ve been acquaintances for some time from the department of psychology. We’re both working on our theses.”

“How wonderful. Another doctor for our club, I hope.” He held his elbows out to us. “Please, let us enjoy a cocktail together.”

We took his arms and he led, our heels clicking in little steps across the glossy marble floor. We entered a lounge with a long bar at one end. A large, unlit fireplace was on one wall, and another wall was floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking a sloping expanse of clipped, dense grass. I stopped and gasped.

“Something wrong, Jossie?”

“It’s beautiful.”

“Glad you like it. This is the lounge where we like to relax before, or after, we indulge.”

“I see. It’s lovely.” I looked around. Several people were seated on couches and at the bar, chatting and drinking.

A butler-like bartender waited for us as we clicked our way to the bar and seated ourselves; Daryl sat with Marcy between him and me. We ordered drinks.

Daryl said, “So, Jossie, I assume Marcy has told you what type of club this is. We don’t golf here.” He chuckled.

I nodded. “Yes, a little.”

Marcy smiled and placed her hand on his thigh. “Daryl, Jossie has never given a BJ before, so that was the main goal for this evening. She should learn the pleasure of giving one.” She looked at me and smiled a flat-lipped smile.

My face flushed. Head down and eyes up, I nodded sheepishly.

“Don’t be embarrassed, my dear.’’ Daryl smiled broadly and lifted his glass to us for a toast. “To Jossie’s new experience. May you indulge until you’re completely fulfilled. I’m sure many will be pleased to donate to your cause.”

We clinked and sipped. I was so nervous that I drank down half my martini. Daryl asked me. “So, just BJs tonight? If I may ask, do you have your period, young lady?”

I looked at Marcy. Marcy shook her head. “Daryl, Jossie is special. She won’t ever have a period.” Before I could stop her, she lifted the hem of my dress, showing my cage through the sheer fabric of my panties, which were wet from my constant oozing.

Daryl nodded. “I see. How wonderful to see you’re enhancing your libido by denial with the cage. You could still have a sissy-gasm if you wanted.”

Marcy spoke up. “She’s not ready yet. She’s been wearing a multi-cycling, expandable, vibrating plug and has it in as we speak.”

Daryl nodded and sipped as he took me in; his eyes flitted across my face and hair and down to my cleavage. I wriggled on my plug and unconsciously caressed my crossed leg as I bounced one foot, making the cage tug on me. “So that was the little spasm you gave when I kissed your hand. And I was so hoping it was from my charm and your attraction to me.” He looked into my eyes and moved a wisp of hair off my forehead. “You are so lovely.”

I couldn’t help but melt into my seat. “Thank you. You are very charming.” My heart raced.

“I always try to be at my best when beautiful women are near.”

“You flatter me. Thank you.”

“No flattery, fact. Okay then, Jossie. I’m sure you’ll find what you desire here tonight. We have a number of special areas for different entertainments, and we have them in private areas as well as more open areas. I’d suggest an open area for you if you’d like a cortege or retinue, or a private area if you’d like a single indulgence, or one at a time, allowing you to be more selective of whom you’d like to indulge in.”

My heart pounded thinking about it. I looked at Marcy.

Marcy said, “She needs to experience variety.”

I took a deep breath and shot down the rest of my drink. Daryl’s hand landed on my thigh, caressing it soothingly. “Now don’t worry, Jossie, all our members have been tested for any STDs, as will you be before we begin.” He took out his phone and texted someone. “Dr. Clean, as we like to call him, will be here shortly to take you for the test. He’ll draw a little blood, and we’ll have results in minutes. Then you’re free to indulge as you please. Even if you change your mind and...” He sniffed my hair. “You do smell so lovely. Where was I? Oh, even if you do change your mind and would like for someone to remove that plug and make love to you.” He gazed into my eyes and caressed my leg. “I’d love nothing more, should you decide to.”

Marcy slapped him on his thigh. “Now Daryl, give the girl a break—she’s new to the world of being a girl. Besides, I have plans for her first penetration and intimate joining to someone.”

“I see. My apologies to you both. I should have known, Marcy.”

“Apology accepted. Maybe in a future meeting, Jossie would love you to use her that way. For now, that receptacle won’t be used.” She looked at me. “Jossie? Do you want to offer your back receptacle tonight? You could, honey.”

I shook my head nervously and drained the last bit from my glass. The bartender was right on it. “Another, Miss Ambigen?”

“Yes, sir.”

I turned to Daryl. “How did he know my last name?”

“It’s Michael’s job to inform the staff of any new guests and their appearances and names. Now, here comes Dr. Clean.”

A handsome man walked toward us in a lab coat and bowtie. He extended his hand to me. I took it and he said, “Miss Ambigen, if you follow me, we can take care of the formalities. I’m Dr. Walters.” He threw a glance at Daryl. “Dr. Penway likes to have fun. You may bring your drink, or I can carry it for you.”

I slid off the stool, took my drink, and walked with him. We went into a whitewashed room, and he seated me, then drew blood. We were done with the testing in minutes.

“All perfect. Clean as driven snow, as they say. You can leave the empty glass here if you like, Miss Ambigen.”

“Thank you.” I stood, and he took my glass and carried it back with us to the bar.

He placed the glass on the bar by Daryl. “Perfectly virginal, Dr. Penway.”

“Thank you.”

I sat at the bar and crossed my legs. He left us. Daryl said, “Another drink, young lady, or are you ready to indulge?”

My heart pounded in my chest. My palms were sweaty. Marcy leaned over and placed her hand on mine. “Have another, honey. You need to relax a little more. You’re nervous as a cat in a dog kennel.”

We each had another drink and chatted. Daryl was wonderful. He made me feel like a beautiful woman and a beautiful person. I’d never felt so good in my life as I did sitting between him and Marcy. I placed the drink on the bar with a clink. They both looked at me. I smiled and nodded excitedly, letting out a little laugh as I stood. 
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Daryl took us on his arms; I clung to the one he’d offered me for dear life.

“You’re clinging awfully tightly to me, young lady. Relax.”

I relaxed my grip a little and tried to calm myself as we walked down a hallway, past rooms labeled for their purposes. Some rooms had no doors but rather an arched opening revealing the occupants and the activities they were performing. Some of the rooms were empty, others somewhat busy.

The “Multi-Pen” room, as it was labeled, had special slings that enabled the person using them to be penetrated multiple ways and allowed their hands to be free. I stopped to watch as a woman in heels, stockings, and corset was being penetrated front, back, and in her face while having one in each hand. Others were standing around her, jerking and squirting on her. It was incredibly erotic and arousing.

Marcy whispered to me, “Like that? You can have that someday. I did—it was wonderful.”

I nodded and she tugged me along.

We entered the “Multi-BJ” room.

Marcy explained a woman in a sling as she held my hand. “She’s using the sling like in the Multi-Pen, which works well. There are kneelers, too, which you see there. Then over there is a table adjustable to the right height for the boys so the one being penetrated in the face has their head held down and back by gravity to enable easier insertion into the throat. It makes it much easier to deep throat and take the rewards directly into the throat. I like it because they love it so much, and it’s intense for them, but I can’t taste it when it just goes in my throat like that. I miss that. Which would you like to use, honey?”

I was rock-hard in my cage; Marcy took her phone out, and her nails clicked on it. The level of vibration increased. “Ungh, god, Marcy.” An electric shiver went through me. I grabbed her arm.

“Is it okay, honey?”

“I nodded, shivering again as another pulse shot off. “Uh, huh...yes...perfect...huh.  Kneeler, please.”

Marcy led us to the kneelers, and we knelt alongside each other. Daryl took his phone out. “Now I’m going to take a self-deleting picture to send to notify the members. It’s standard procedure for multiples’ areas. Smile, ladies.”

We did, and he sent the pic. He pocketed his phone and stood before us. “May I have the honor of being Jossie’s first?”

I nodded excitedly. “Please, Daryl.”

He unzipped and took his whole shaved package out and moved before my face. He smelled wonderfully of cologne as I held it in my hands and admired its girth and length. I stroked it as I licked the tip, tasting his salty drip. I wrapped my lips around it and sucked, bobbing my head on it and looking up at him. He held my head gently as he gazed longingly into my eyes. He said, “You are lovely. You look so sexy with me in your mouth.”

I mumbled around it, rolling his balls in my one hand while stroking with the other and letting my tongue thrill at circling his silky shaft. I wriggled on my pulsing plug and could feel further wetness in my panties. I shuddered from time to time as it fired a pulse, and when it was off, it seemed a current flowed from Daryl’s shaft into me. I was being exquisitely electrified from both ends.

I fell into a dreamlike state watching Daryl’s reactions on his face as we fell into a rhythm, and I seemed joined to him through my mouth. His passion for me seemed to transfer directly through his wonderful appendage into my mouth and brain. I was drunk from it.

He squeezed my head tight as his lips flattened, and he said, “Oh god, Jossie, here it is.” I looked deep into his beautiful eyes. His body shuddered. His shaft contracted and expanded in my mouth. I felt the gush through it, and it flooded my mouth. I swallowed as it kept pulsing, each pulse delivering a copious amount of thick, salty passion from him that I greedily consumed. I pressed on my plug, and a stream of wetness leaked from my cage.

Warm splashes hit my forehead and hair. A hunk was simply enjoying the view of me and sharing his thrill of me on Daryl. I winked at him around Daryl’s pulsing rod.

When Daryl was done, he slipped it from my lips, bent down and kissed me on them. “You’re incredible. So lovely. I must make love to you someday.”

He tucked it away and left. Marcy was in the middle of swallowing her reward from a thin, handsome youth who was grunting and holding her head as his eyes rolled in his head. I felt something salty press against my lips then tap me gently on each side of my face. I looked up to a smiling Michael, the valet.

“Dr. Ambigen. I’m so delighted you decided to indulge as a guest.” I chuckled and began my indulgence. His was smaller than the last but no less invigorating, with no less reward.

We indulged until our hearts were content and there were no more to indulge in. My belly was full of passionate rewards and my dress and hair were pasted with white creamy badges of tribute to me from my retinue.

I looked over at Marcy. She was in a similar, BJ-drunken state. A crooked smile came over her, and she wrapped an arm over my shoulder, kissed a dry spot on my cheek, and said, “Let’s go clean up a little and have a drink before we go. I need to sober up from all those luscious treats.”
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That night was simultaneously disturbing and incredible. I was forced to sleep by myself once more for some unknown reason. I slept well, though, exhausted from the excitement.

I slept naked after showering, washing my hair, and washing my makeup off. When I woke, I rinsed my hair and dried it as unfemininely as I could. I slid into boys’ underwear and pants, a pair of men’s sandals, and a tee-shirt. I went downstairs and made breakfast.

Marcy came down wearing a pink satin robe and looking like a million bucks. “Hi, sweetie!” She kissed my cheek.” Did you sleep well?”

“I did.” I flipped the bacon. “It was intense last night. Incredible.”

“Glad you enjoyed it.”

“I did, but it was disturbing too.”

Old paradigms getting noisy? Just push them away, honey.”

“I know. But they’re there. I’ll be okay.”

“Is that why you’re in boys’ clothes and your hair is, uh, flat and boring?”

“Yes.”

“That’s okay. There can be comfort in old ways for a time.”

“I might go back to being Joss the boy.”

“That’s fine if you do. I’ll love you no less.” She wrapped her arms around me and hugged me from behind. She kissed my neck. “Let’s get married. I want to be with you forever.”

I was shocked. I turned to her and looked in her eyes. “Really?”

“Really. We don’t have to get married, but I want you to know I want to be with you through life. Regardless how you feel you should present yourself.”

I dried the bacon and flipped the eggs. Marcy poured two coffees. We sat at the table. I crossed my legs, feeling the scratch of my jeans on my legs.

I watched as my long fake nails held a glass of orange juice femininely, pinky out. I stared at my hands.

“Are you going to take them off, Joss the boy?”

“I guess. They’re so pretty, though. And they feel natural now.”

“You’re the one who has to decide what you want to be. You can always put new ones on. Maybe take a break from being a girl and see how you like it.”

I nodded as I chewed. “Maybe I should. I need to take the cage off, honey.”

“No problem. It’s not needed if you’re going to be a boy again. I had only one more activity that called for you to wear it. When you’re a girl again, we can see.”

I didn’t want to ask. We ate and cleaned up. I knew Marcy was worried about me, because we were so quiet. I hugged her. “I’ll be okay. Just give me some time.” She smiled and kissed my lips, her arms wrapped around my neck. “No problem, sweetie. Last night was a definite overindulgence. We can relax a little. I’d like to document the results of our motivational study for my thesis, and you probably should for yours as well.”

“True.”

Marcy gave me the key to the cage, and I took it off and put it in my dresser. The plug from last night was washed and sitting next to it. I took off the fake nails and toenail polish and put plain black stud earrings in my ears. I looked in the mirror. I was my old self—well, almost. Something was wrong. I felt undressed, plain, boring. I was a geek.

We both wrote for hours on our theses. When we were done, we dressed to go to dinner. Marcy was lovely. I felt like a dressed-up geek. No power, no sexiness, somewhat lifeless compared to being feminized fully. I missed her, my feminine self.

“Are you okay, Joss? You seem so down,” Marcy asked as she held my hand and gazed into my eyes. She sipped her espresso, waiting for me to answer.

“I think... I think I need more time to be a man. I miss her already, but I think if I’m patient, I can be happy like I was before her.”

“As happy as you ever were, I suppose. Which I don’t think was very happy. Well I hope you can be happy that way. I’d hate to have you being this way all the time. It must feel horrible inside you. I know what you’re going through, I—” She stopped abruptly as if she’d slipped.

“You what?”

Her eyes flitted. “I uh, I’ve studied this before. I’ve seen it. It’s a dissociative issue. It happens when coming back from vacation, or losing a job when one considers their job their identity. It happens when a person feels they’re one gender but have to live as another. When a lover dies. It’s not uncommon, but it is painful to be disassociated from things you love.”

“What do you recommend?”

“Life is experiential. Sometimes one has to feel the pain to know what brings pleasure. Take your time. You’ll feel it in your heart when it’s time. You’re very smart, Joss. You’ll come to the right decision. You don’t have to be her all the time you know. You could go back and forth if you want. If you still feel good presenting as a male that is.” She squeezed my hand.

She stroked my hair. “Just feel good. That’s all I want for you. It’s all anyone should want to feel. The obverse is a horrible way to live one’s life.” 
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I dragged my ass around for days. Writing, researching, all half there. I was being who I was born, a boy, and now, after experiencing the richness of being feminine, pretty, sexy, and feeling so good about myself and my appearance, the contrast was stark. Life was thin, flavorless, watery.

Marcy consoled me and nurtured me with patience and love. We were both bored, trying to enjoy the flavorless life I was imposing on her. I knew my energy was flat and my influence on her was detrimental. I was bringing her down. Would she ever want to marry a man like I now was?

After another fitful night of sleep, I woke at four in the morning and silently began the transformation into the female Jossie again. Each step made me feel happier. By the time I was done and dressed in a short black skirt with a beige silk blouse and heels, cooking breakfast, I couldn’t wipe the smile from my face. I had come back from the dead.

Marcy came into the kitchen in a short pink satin robe and feathered high-heel mules. “Jossie! Oh my. You’re back, girl!”

I went to her and gave her a big hug. I kissed her forehead. “I feel so much better. I’ve been struggling and dragging you down with my blue mood, so I decided I had to step up to it. I’m the real me now. Come and have some French toast.”

I held her seat for her and served breakfast. I poured her juice and coffee then sat and watched her eat. “Aren’t you eating, honey?”

“I already ate. I’ve been up since four.”

“You look like you’re going into an office somewhere. So professional looking.”

“It feels like the right look for work. I think this is how I’ll dress when I do go into the office in the future.”

“It suits you well.”

“Thanks.”

“So what have you been doing all morning?”

“I became myself again, ate breakfast, and then wrote some more on the thesis. I’ve found many elements of motivation and how a person has to feel to become motivated. Now I’m motivated to work and to be feminine and pretty, and it doesn’t even have anything to do with sexual desire. I mean, the sensuality of becoming Jossie does arouse me, but the deeper part is how being feminized makes me feel as a person.”

“You absolutely glow. Are you sure you aren’t plugged and hard?”

“Nope. Not the least hard in my panties. Just feeling pretty and confident—and better than the old Joss ever felt.”

“I’m so proud of you. You’ve risen from the ashes, my phoenix.”

“Thanks. I’m proud of myself too. I become a much stronger, more confident, more motivated person when I present as a woman. I’m not a geeky, boring guy anymore. The sensuality and sexual portions are just a plus, not the essence.” I sipped my coffee and watched her eat.

Her eyes were bright. “I need to read your writeup so I can extract what’s important for my thesis. If that’s okay.”

“Of course, honey.” I held my cup and loved my long, painted nails and my little pinky out as I bounced a stockinged leg and sipped from the cup.

“I thought about what you said and being together for life, even getting married. I realized I’d bring you down if I stayed the old Joss. He was so mundane, boring, and lifeless. I want to marry you and be with you forever. The way I am now, I think we can do it.”

“Oh, sweetie, that’s wonderful. I want nothing more than that. I love you so much. You’re so strong and courageous. We’ll have to make a plan.” Her eyes lit up. “We could get married at the club!”

My face flushed at the thought of it. I covered my mouth and giggled. “Oh gosh, wow.”

“Yes, why not? The club celebrates life. What better way than there? Daryl already wants to make love to you. He is very good at it, too, I know. I think you’d love it.”

“But we’re getting married.”

“So? Does that mean my wife can’t have a boyfriend for a lover too? I wouldn’t want to deny you that.”

“I’m not sure I want that. I mean, the plug is nice and all, but to have a... a... shoved into me and shoot a deposit in my bum? It sounds... I don’t know.”

“Honey, you’re a girl now. You need to experience being penetrated and loved like a girl.”

“Penetrated!”

“It’s what you are now. A receptacle for his deposit of love.”

“A receptacle? You make it sound like I’m being used to store his fluids.”

“In a way you are. Like a real woman. A depository for his passionate release. You’ll love it. I do. All women do.”

I stood and paced in my heels, carrying my coffee. “Penetrate.” I picked up a knife and shoved it into an apple. “Receptacle.” I plugged and unplugged the toaster from the outlet and threw the plug down on the counter. “Depository!” I pulled the garbage can out from under the sink and dumped the coffee grounds in it. I glared at Marcy.

She chuckled and shook her head. “You’re so literal, Jossie. You’ll love the feeling of being intimately attached to the other person through their immersion in you. It’s all the stimulation you’ll need to be able to have a wonderful release. No male parts needed. You’ll see what it’s like to be a woman, filled with love and joy from it. You’ll be joined and bonded, and both of your energies will merge and he’ll infuse you with their glory.”

I sat on the chair, crossed my legs, and placed both hands on my stockinged knee. I looked at her pensively. She waited for me, smiling. She knew I was thinking. I wasn’t sure why I was fighting it. She most likely was right. I loved everything she’d introduced me to. Why wouldn’t I love that? Such intimacy. I loved being attached to the men when they came in my mouth. Why not my bottom?

I nodded. “Okay. You’re probably right. But I want to be married to you. Be intimate with you. Before anyone else. You’re my true love, and that’s first and foremost for me. To bond to you.”

She came over to me and sat on my lap, her arms around my neck. “I agree. Now the matter of your libido. Since you aren’t automatically aroused by wearing your pretty clothes anymore, I think you should plug and cage today.”

“If you say so.”

She placed her hand on my lap and felt my skirt. “You aren’t the least bit hard. You cleaned out already, right?”

“Yes. I don’t need to present as a woman strictly for the arousal. I just love presenting as a woman. It feels good to me. Natural.”

“Of course it does. Okay, I’ll be right back.” She went to the dresser and took the cage out. She had me lift my skirt and pull my panties aside. She put the cage on my limpness and locked it. I began to grow in it from the sensation. “See, there now. Okay, now be a big girl and go plug. Make sure to expand it as far as you can take it and then set the vibrations and pulse as high as you can manage. I want you writhing all day, because tonight we make love. Now put on something to go walking to the park. I want to spend the day with you, relaxing and being in love.” She kissed me deeply on my lips.

Finally, I’d be able to make love with a woman—this perfect, intelligent, beautiful woman I loved so much. I grew in my cage. 
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I was becoming very aroused at the thought of what was about to come. Of course, I dressed to make me feel even sexier with sheer suntan lace-top stockings, a pink flowered garter belt with matching bra, a beige and pink flowered silky summer dress with a halter-top and a short denim jacket. Long dangling earrings, matching necklace and bracelets, my hair fluffed into its layers, pink lipstick and eyeshadow, and a pair of beige, knitted-grass, high-wedge shoes completed the outfit. I topped it with a pretty pink flower on one side of my hair.

I smiled at myself in the full-length mirror and spun back and forth, making the dress float around my thighs. I felt so good looking at myself all pretty, sexy, and feminine. I was my own dream of a girl. I sprayed perfume all over.

Marcy came in dressed in a flowered jumper, looking like a dream herself. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me lightly on the lips so as not to mess our lipstick. “You’re lovely. I’m so glad you’re you again. I always knew feminization was for you. The way you carried yourself before was so different from now. I knew this would work.”

“What? You planned this all along?”

“Yes. I wanted to help you and knew this would do it. Plus, I needed a monkey in a test helmet, and you were perfect.”

I put my hand over my mouth in shock. “Marcy!”

“Relax. You know it was for the better.” She took my hand from my face. “Now be a big girl and realize this is a good thing. You’d still be the old you if it weren’t for me.”

“But...”

“No buts! Now let’s go enjoy the day. You’ll love the breeze up your dress. Did you turn up the plug?” She took her phone from her purse and checked where it was set. “Not bad, but it could be more.” She tapped her phone with her nails. The vibration became more intense and the pulses longer. I grabbed the dresser as one shot off in me. “Ungh, please?”

“Don’t be a baby. Mine is set at this level. Just walk and enjoy it.” A slight shudder went through her and she smiled. “It’ll make tonight all the more pleasant, you know.”

I walked around the room. If I tried, I could do it like she said without shuddering, and it was stimulating. Every time it went off, I swelled inside of my cage and oozed a tiny bit. She sat on the bed, her phone out, waiting for me. “Well?” She turned it up some more. I walked. The pulses happened faster and harder. She looked at me. I walked around. “Now you’re at the setting and intensity I like. I’ll be wanting you so badly by tonight.” She grinned.

“I think once I get used to it, I’ll be...” I shuddered until it passed. “Okay.” I laughed. “Let’s go, boss.”

We had one hell of a day. My senses were supernatural. Everything had such vivid colors, precise definition, sweet fragrances, delectable tastes. My skin felt even more sensitive and sensual, the silky stockings on my legs, my breasts jiggling and tugging as I walked, the cage holding me tight in it as it pulled on me with each step, my hips swaying with my short strides as the plug sent shot after shot of pleasure into my body. My skin even tingled. It was heavenly to be out and about in the world with these supernatural senses, our soft silky hands holding each other as I walked with my love through the world’s beauty.

“We sat and had an espresso in the café by the river. “How do you feel, princess?” Marcy sat next to me, caressing my thigh as I gazed out at the birds diving for fish.

“Incredible. This is quite remarkable.”

“Glad you’re enjoying it. See? Do as I say, and you’ll always be happy.”

I smirked at her.

“What!? You know I’m right.”

“Okay. But someday, I’ll be right.”

“You’re right quite often...when you listen to me.” She laughed and kissed my cheek. “Right?”

“Right, dear.”

“Now what do you say we go home, clean up, and get ready? I’d like to shower. I made reservations for dinner at a nice romantic place.”

“We can shower together.”

“Sorry, princess, no. Tonight is when we can be intimate. Not before.”

“But I want to shower too.”

“Then you can go first. Don’t worry. We’ll have plenty of time to shower together in the future. I can’t reveal all my womanly beauty to you before then. It would take away from the moment for you.”

“Okay, sweetie. Whatever you like.”

We showered, dressed in lace-up corsets, which we helped cinch each other into, making our waists tiny. We selected stockings, heels, and very fancy chiffon mini dresses. Marcy was a vision. Hers was black with black stockings, and mine was royal blue with suntan stockings.

Dinner was another exceptional meal with plenty of caressing and touching and wonderful conversation about our future and our dreams. We were most definitely head over heels in love.

We went home after a lengthy multi-course indulgence. I drove and Marcy beamed at me as she caressed my thigh and played with my cage.

At home, we had a couple of drinks in the sweet night air on the patio before retiring to my room. Marcy pulled back the coverings, set the lights low, perfumed the sheets and said, “Now lie down and I’ll be right back.”

I slid onto the silky sheets and crossed my legs, leaning back against the headboard. The plug continued to hum and pulse inside me. I slid my silky legs against each other, delighted with the sensation. I squeezed my breasts and lay my head back.

I felt Marcy slide into bed, spread my legs, and come up to my face. She landed kisses all over my cheeks then kissed me deeply on the lips as she tugged my panties aside from my cage. Good, she’ll take it off and I can penetrate her, as she liked to say. She could be my receptacle where I’d deposit my passion.

Lift your bottom, sweetie. I did and she slid a pillow under it. “This plug has to go.” She shut it off, deflated it, and took it out, placing it on the nightstand.

“The cage, honey—where’s the key?”

“Shush, baby.”

She pressed my thighs back to the bed, holding them firm. Something pressed against my hole. “A plug again?” I asked.

“Shush, princess.”

She pressed and it slid in and past the gate. It went deeper than the plug, and she began to thrust with it. It felt incredible. She kissed my neck. “Mmm, you’re so sweet. Now you get to see how a girl comes from penetration. Relax and enjoy the ride.”

It felt wonderful. “It feels so nice. But I thought I’d be doing this to you in your real girl’s place, not you to me with a strap-on.”

“Shush. Relax. Feel it.”

She leaned over me, offering her breasts while she slowly thrusted. I sucked her nipples, one then the other. Gorgeous, firm, sweet-smelling breasts. She was the woman of my dreams. How could I care how she made love to me?

She lifted herself, her breasts gleaming in the dim light, wet from my mouth. She looked deep into my eyes and began to go faster and faster until the bed was shaking. My gel breasts tugged on my chest; the lock on my cage clanked on it—I was ready to break it open, I was so hard. “Come for me, my sweet sissy. Come for me.” She grunted and shoved one thrust after another into me. My high heels on my feet flailed about above me, my toes pointed from the tension in my body. Currents ran into me from her and went up my spine.

I whimpered, “Oh honey, I’m right on the edge—don’t stop. Harder.”

She was breathing hard, looking into my eyes in the dim light. She bit her lip while she drilled me like an oil well.

I began to shudder; my whole body tensed. “Oh god, here it is,” I cried. Gush after gush shot from my cage, the lock rattling away against it. Marcy clenched my thighs tightly and grunted as her body tensed, and she held it deep inside me. I could feel it pulsing in my ass as if it were real. “Oh, baby,” she cried. She moaned. She slid out partway, and with a loud grunt, shoved it deep again. “Yeah!”

She collapsed on me, breathing hard, her hot breath on my neck. I stroked her hair with one hand and pulled her bottom tight to me with the other. She pushed in and out of me in little strokes, her body shuddering each time. “I love you, Jossie. That was heaven.”

“It was fabulous. I don’t know where you got that strap-on from, but it’s delightful.”

She stopped stroking, and it seemed the strap-on was getting smaller. “Uh, Jossie…” She laughed. “It isn’t a strap-on. I just came in your butt, sweetie.” She kissed me deeply on my lips.

My mind raced. Her breasts so perfect, fake? Her not letting me sleep with her. Not letting my hand under her dress. She was a guy. But she was all woman.

I broke the kiss and stroked her hair. “I love you, Marcy. I love how you just made love to me. I love everything about you. You didn’t have to be afraid I’d run.”

“I just had to be sure. Plus, I did want to shock you a little. It’s such a compliment for girls like us to be able to hide what’s under our skirts without anyone suspecting. I guess that was my motivation for the surprise.”

“Still working on your thesis. I’ll be glad when those are done. I love your breasts. Implants?”

“Yes. I used to wear forms like you do. I did my breasts, hips, bottom, cheeks, and even filled my lips a little. You should think about it for yourself. I have a wonderful doctor.”

“Hmm, not a bad idea. I think I’d like that.”

We embraced, kissing, our silky legs sliding over one another until they came to rest, and then we drifted off to a wonderful sleep. 
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I woke to the sound and feelings of Marcy undoing my cage. Then a warm wetness engulfed my now free shaft, making I grow. I held her head and thrusted into her face. I moved her around so I could suck her at the same time.

We became a machine as we mimicked each other’s actions, making it seem we were sucking ourselves. We both could feel when we were close and would allow some time to pass before beginning again. We edged for many times until finally, Marcy couldn’t hang on and moaned around my shaft as she tensed up. I tasted her sweet cream shoot into my mouth, and I immediately shot into hers. We both swallowed each other’s loads passionately.

When we were done, we lay there just holding each other in our mouths until we softened. I sucked as she sucked until we stopped. She sat up. “Now that’s the breakfast of champions, isn’t it? Two sissy breakfasts for us.”

I laughed and swung my heels off the bed onto the floor. I kissed her on the cheek. “It sure is. Want some solid food, or did I fill your belly?”

“Almost, but I could go for some French toast.”

“Me too.”

We made breakfast, had coffee and juice, and talked about our wedding. Marcy called Daryl, and the next available day was a week later. We booked it. Daryl had a justice of the peace in the club whom he’d book for our ceremony.

“Okay, Jossie, now all we have to do is decide what to wear and cage and plug ourselves for the next week.”

“Really? Do we have to? I mean, the cage.”

“Do you really think we wouldn’t come if we weren’t caged? I mean, we’d wake up in the morning next to each other and do what we did today. We couldn’t build any libido or anticipation.”

I nodded. “I guess.”

She stood, went into her room and came back with bottles of pills. She put them on the table. “These are libido enhancers, which we’re both going to take regularly this week starting now. We’ll both be aching to have any orifice filled after a week of this.”

I looked at the bottles. “Have you used these before?”

“Quite often. Not lately, since it was difficult enough with not being able to share with you what I am. But they’re extremely effective.”

“Maybe we should wait a few days before we take them.”

She opened bottles and placed pills in front of each of us. “Nope. Today. We’re going to increase our motivation and see how we feel on our special day. I’m sure everyone at the club will be more motivated, as well, after seeing how amorous we’ll both be by then. We’ll motivate them from the energy we carry.”

She handed me juice. I threw them all in my mouth and swallowed them down.

“Good girl, Jossie.” 
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The week passed by. We bought our wedding outfits, went for walks, went to dinners, but after a couple of days, we couldn’t do any work—we were too distracted. We were both so aroused, we oozed all day and then took the plugs out for the night but left the cages on.

We caressed each other and kept building our libido. It was sheer heaven and hell at the same time. Finally, the day came when we took our cages off. We bathed and massaged each other and painted each other’s nails, being careful not to make ourselves come. After we dressed in our wedding outfits, which consisted of only of white, thigh-high stockings and garter belts, white lace crotchless panties, white corset with white bra for me and a shelf bra for Marcy, leaving her breasts free, white strappy fetishy-high heels, jewelry, and perfume. We stood looking in the full-length mirror at each other holding hands.

“Holy shit, Jossie. We’re something!”

I stared at us. We sure were. Our rods leapt and fell of their own accord, attached to our contrasting feminine bodies. “I don’t know if I can last and not come. I might just come by accident soon.”

“I know. I thought this might happen.” She looked at her watch. “I have something to help. But the timing, I didn’t want to take it too soon or too late.”

“Take what?”

“Another pill. This one’s for premature ejaculation. It stops the trigger signal that makes you come. Everything else works like normal. I’ve used it before and even with maximum stimulation front and back—I didn’t come, but my partners did. I just stayed on the edge the whole time they used me as their love doll.”

“Wow.”

She looked at her watch and did a quick calculation. “Okay, we have to be ready to come by ten o’clock if we take it now. Drinks are at five, the ceremony is at six, followed by dinner, which is an hour and a half. That’ll give us two and a half hours after dinner to celebrate with everyone. Good?”

I stood there, my rod leaping and dropping on its own. “I don’t even have a plug in, and nothing is touching it. Look at it, honey. Yours too. We need to take them now.”

“Right.”

She walked to the dresser and took the pills out. She handed me mine. I swallowed it without any water as did she.

“How long for the effect?”

“A few minutes.” She stared down at her bobbing shaft. “It’ll still dance on its own, but we’ll be able to touch it and not get a trigger to shoot.”

“Good.” I stared down at mine. “Let’s get a drink.”

“Good idea.”

She took my hand and we walked in mincing steps in our fetishy heels into the kitchen. I sat and crossed my legs carefully. Marcy made us martinis.

When we were done with them, she said, “I want you to test mine and see if we’re ready. I’d test yours, but just in case the pill isn’t working, I don’t want to blow it and make you come. So try to make me come now. But not for too long—we need to get going.” She touched my lips with her fingertip.

I knelt on the floor and sucked her, looking up at her. I went at it fervently. She writhed and moaned and held my head tight. She thrusted into my face. I worked her well; she would have come by now. I slurped off of it and stood. “Good?”

“Oh yeah, it’s like I’m just about to shoot, but it never happens. Pure torture.” She laughed. “Let’s get our purses and raincoats and head over there.” 
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Michael greeted us as we pulled in. He opened my door. “Dr. Ambigen, so good to see you again.”

I slid out with the help of his hand. “Thank you. You too, Michael.”

He went around and opened Marcy’s door. “Dr. Newgen.”

“Hello, Michael.”

We took his offered arms and he helped us up the steps.

“Daryl!” Marcy called to him as he stood at the top of the stairs looking as handsome as ever. He kissed the backs of our hands. “Ladies. We’re so happy you’re having your wedding here tonight. Everyone is very excited. He led us in, took our coats, and hung them up. He turned to us. I held Marcy’s arm with both my hands.

Daryl’s eyes went to our leaping sissy shafts. “Oh my, how lovely. I see you two are as excited as we are. Perfect.”

I moved close to him and rubbed it against his pants as I wrapped my fingers in his hair and tugged his face to me. I whispered to him. “I want you to make love to me while I make love to Marcy.”

“Wonderful. That can be arranged. I’d love nothing more. He wrapped his big hand around my shaft and stroked it. I hurried;y humped into it like a horny dog. “Yes, that big hand of yours feels so good, Daryl. Luckily, Marcy gave us both premature ejaculation prevention pills so I can only get to the edge.” I wrapped my arms around his big shoulders and kissed him on the lips, still humping furiously into his hand.”

He broke the kiss. “You’re incredible. Let’s all get a drink. Everyone is waiting for you two.” He let go of me and it was all I could do to keep myself from jerking it.

Marcy and I held his offered arms and he led us in, our shafts and Marcy’s breasts jiggling with each step. Applause greeted us as we entered the lounge and walked to the bar. We waved to everyone on the way. This would be a night to remember.

We sipped our drinks as people greeted us and gave us compliments. Some fondled Marcy’s breasts and others sucked us or jerked us as well. We were treated like appetizers before the main course. It was heavenly having so much attention paid to giving us pleasure. The sensations running through my body were of a continual feeling of being ready to come at any second. I shuddered from time to time, and my skin tingled as if electrified.

After we had two drinks, it was time for the ceremony. We were ushered to a stage that had been set up by the wall, where a justice of the peace stood. We faced each other, our sissy shafts lifting and falling as the crowd watched. Two tiny young women in French maids’ uniforms came on stage and knelt in front of each of us, then began to suck us fervently. Marcy and I held each other’s hands for some stability and looked into each other’s eyes.

The JP began. “We are gathered here to witness the joining of Dr. Marcy Newgen and Dr. Jossie Ambigen in marriage. Will you each take out your rings, please?

We opened the purses hanging on our shoulders and removed the rings. The young women on their knees in front of us slowed their ministrations to a less fervent level.

The JP continued. “Do you, Marcy Newgen, take Jossie Ambigen to be your lawfully wedded wife?”

“I do.”

“Do you, Jossie Ambigen, take Marcy Newgen to be your lawfully wedded wife?”

“I... I, uh...” I shuddered from the BJ I was getting. I laughed. “Do I ever!”

“You may place your rings on each other.”

We did.

He raised our hands in his, working his way around the maids, still sucking. “Then by the powers invested in me, I pronounce you wife and wife.”

The crowd applauded. Marcy and I gave a few good thrusts into the faces of the girls and then took them off us. After the girls had scurried from the stage, we embraced and kissed each other to the sound of applause from the crowd.

Daryl came on stage and announced, “Dinner will be served in five minutes. Please, take your seats in the dining hall.”

He offered his arms once more and we took them.

The dinner was fabulous, the wine excellent, and the music divine, as were the sex performers on stage and our French maid attendants beneath the table. It was a hedonistic heaven.

I caressed Marcy’s stockinged thigh. I kissed her lightly on the lips. “This is wonderful, Marcy. Thank you so much, my wonderful wife. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, my sissy princess.” She pecked my lips and sipped her after dinner drink, looking at her watch. “Right on time. Now we have two hours left. Do you want Daryl first or later?”

“Later. I want him to come inside me when I come inside you and you come. So it has to be after the pill stops working.”

“Perfect. Until then, we can just enjoy the rest of the crowd as they use us to deposit their compliments for us in and on us.” She winked and squeezed my hand.

Daryl stood at the table and gained everyone’s attention. “The celebration will continue in the Multi-Pen room, where Marcy and Jossie will be arranged for you to deliver your compliments to them.” He held my chair to pull it out. “Ready, ladies?”

I stood, and then he helped Marcy with her chair, and we took his arms as we walked to the Multi-Pen room. The maids helped us position ourselves in the side-by-side slings. They were quite comfortable and held us so that our hands, mouth, and bottoms were easily accessible. The sling had a feature that allowed the others to quickly adjust the height to maximize their ability to penetrate and thrust.

The first two to greet us were the French maids. The one before me looked into my eyes. She was all young sweetness. She said, “This is such an honor. Thank you.”

I smiled and nodded; then she lifted her dress and placed the soft and fluffy crinoline lining on my shaft and grasped it through the material with one hand. With the other hand, she pressed what felt like a real male’s shaft against my begging hole. My eyes popped open wide. She said, “Yes, it’s real. I’m like you, as is my friend with Marcy.”

I looked over, and Marcy was already being thrust into as the girl jerked Marcy’s sissy shaft through the soft fabric. Marcy was whimpering around one in her mouth, and two were humping into her hands.

Soon, I was having the same compliments paid to me while the maid banged me the same way Marcy’s maid did. They were like two adolescent boys humping wildly into their pillows. Their faces were contorted as they pumped their little sissy shafts feverishly into us. I loved watching their passion for our tight holes and how they had such adolescent vigor in their rapid hip actions.

Ripples of pleasure were racing through my body as the first one came in my mouth. I swallowed it greedily, and as he pulled out, the little gurl between my legs tensed and shoved into me hard while looking into my eyes. I felt her pulsing sissy shaft as it spewed its passion into my bottom while she whimpered and shook. I wanted to come so badly, but I could only endure this sweet torture and watch as others had their irrepressible climactic releases from using us.

The ones in my hands shot their streams onto my face and hair before another found my mouth and filled it up. Another entered my bottom and began to thrust. I peeked out of one eye. It was Michael the valet.

This went on and on like in a dream. It was as Marcy had said it would be, and I loved it. I was penetrated as their receptacle for them to shoot their fluids of passion for me, into me, as their depository. It didn’t sound bad at all to me now. In fact, I loved every second of being their sissy receptacle.

I lost all sense of time and space until Daryl came by to tell us what time it was. “Ladies, it’s time.” He undid Marcy from the sling and lifted her onto me. He helped to slip my hardness inside her sweet, tight, well used, and now, well lubed wetness. I put my arms around her neck and gazed into her eyes.

She had the look of love on her face as she began to ride my shaft. I squeezed her breasts, watching her, and I felt Daryl as he pressed his tip against me and began to spread me out as he impaled me on his thick rod.

I gasped as it entered me and filled me until it felt it would come out of my throat. I humped up into Marcy while Daryl shoved himself repeatedly into me. I jerked Marcy’s sweet sissy shaft and looked into her eyes as we both felt the blissful waves of pleasure rolling through our shuddering and twitching bodies.

Daryl grunted and Marcy moaned while I whimpered little squeaks and sounds uncontrollably. People surrounded us, watching as Daryl pummeled me and Marcy rode me as I jerked her sissy shaft rapidly. Then, all of a sudden, Marcy began shooting onto my face. I came inside her, shoving it home and crying out to Daryl, “We’re coming—come now, Daryl. Come inside me now, please. Oh god.”

He shoved hard, holding it in and grunting each time I felt his thick shaft pulse and shoot inside me. I shuddered and shook as I continued to shoot into Marcy, and she sprayed my face with her sweet cream. When we had all stopped spasming, Daryl slid out carefully. Marcy rested on me, and we caught our breath, her breath on my neck, warm and sweet.

I love you so much,” she whispered.

“I love you too. I’ve never been this happy or fulfilled in my whole life. That was ethereal.” She licked pearly spatters from my face, and we kissed.

Daryl rested his big hand on my head and kissed my cheek. He kissed Marcy’s cheek. “If you ladies would like, we can carry you to bed and you can rest, stay the night. You can sleep in my bed.”

I looked at him. “Will you join us?”

Marcy nodded. “Please. Join us, Daryl.”

He nodded. “Of course. I’d also like to extend an invitation for you two to live here with me if you’d like. Then you can always join in whenever you want.” He flashed a big smile.

Marcy and I looked at each other. She shrugged. We both nodded.

They undid us from our sling, and Daryl carried me in his strong arms like a bride across the threshold while a handsome black man likewise carried Marcy up to our new bedroom.
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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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