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Once upon a time, a group of ten guys hunted together. They always wanted to build a hunting cabin. Their wives solved the problem for them.



This is my recounting of our story as one of those lucky guys. My loving wife’s name was Ashley. My name was Sam, at least until I realized my new transformation didn’t make me weak but rather made me into a powerful predator who drained her prey and made them weak by stealing their life essence, which they couldn’t help but give me. Afterward, I proudly and confidently went by Samantha. I’ll begin the story on the night my wife led me on my first step into a previously unknown but no less incredible new reality.



Ashley handed me my third manhattan. She was dressed in a gorgeous, revealing black mini dress that showed all her attributes exceptionally well. She sat on my lap. “Sam, the girls and I figured out how to get the money to build the cabin in the woods you guys wanted for hunting and vacations.” She sat on my lap and wiggled around.



I sniffed the perfume in her long blonde hair. It smelled wonderfully feminine. With the three drinks, she had me ready for anything. “Really, are you and the girls going to stand on a corner? I bet you’d make a killing.”



“Not really, but we were thinking. We could rent a hall and advertise a special show. You guys could earn your cabin, and we could all have some fun doing it.”



“Us, put on a show? We don’t have any talent.” I ran my hand along her silky thigh.



“Not really, but we thought of something that you could learn pretty quick and something that people would pay to see. We’d get some other acts as well to warm the crowd up. It would be a great night, and the girls and I are all talking to our husbands and boyfriends about it tonight.”



“Really, is that why you got all dressed up so sexy and have been so nice to me tonight, getting me drinks and making dinner?”



“As a matter of fact, it is. I thought I’d soften you up a little. You’ll have to be a real man to do it, though. I knew you would, but not all the girls thought their guys would, so we wanted to add an incentive for you all. If any guy doesn’t do it, the wife or girlfriend has to contribute a thousand dollars to the fundraiser. That way it won’t be a total loss; we’ll have a start for the cabin.”



“A thousand dollars? You were so sure I’d do it you bet a thousand if I didn’t do it?”



“I sure did. I know you’d do it for the cause.”



“There isn’t much I wouldn’t do for a thousand bucks.”



“Good, then it’s settled.” She kissed my cheek and slid off my lap. “We start next week. I already ordered the things we’ll need. I love you. Ready for bed? You deserve a treat. As a matter of fact, you deserve a treat as often as possible until the things I ordered arrive.” She laughed and slid onto her knees in front of me. She undid my zipper and took it out.



“Wow. This is going to be great. How could I not do it with treatment like this?”



Ashley’s wet mouth bobbed up and down, and I leaned back and relished it. “Mmm. As often as possible?”



She mumbled and nodded her head while she continued. She slurped off of it and looked up at me. “And when I’m not doing this, you need to jerk yourself off, at lunch, when you’re taking a break, or whenever you can, okay? I want you to do it as often as possible.”



“But...” Her head went right back down. When I was about to flood her mouth, she stopped.



“Hey!”



“I want you to enjoy it in more than just this way. Let’s go to bed. Promise me you’ll do it as many times a day as you can? I’ll put a sexy video of me on your phone for you.”



“I promise. How could I not with a video of you?”



She stood, took me by the hand, and led me into our bedroom. She stripped my shirt off and ran her hand through my chest hair. I barely heard her say, “I don’t think I’ll miss this, and I don’t think you will, either.”



“What?”



“Oh, nothing.” She unbuckled my pants and dropped them to the floor. “Get on the bed.” I hopped up, took off my underwear and socks. She climbed on top of me and took off her satin panties. She wrapped them around my shaft and stroked. “Is that nice?”



“Oh, yeah, it is. So silky.” She slid her stockinged leg against mine while she continued to stroke. “And this? Do you like my leg sliding on you with these stockings on?”



“Feels great.”



“You’ll love the fundraiser. Trust me. Do you trust me?”



I was approaching the point of no return. “Oh, yeah. Mmm.” She squeezed me harder. “Ungh, God, yeah!” and I filled her panties with my release.



“Good boy. Now you can go to sleep, honey. Thanks for agreeing to do the fundraiser. I think it’s going to work out wonderfully.”
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The next morning there was a message from her with a video of her using a very large, realistic cock as she writhed and moaned on it saying how good a real-man-sized cock felt inside her. She looked into the lens with her face showing her passion as she rode it and said, “Don’t you love seeing me like this, with real-man-sized cock in me? It feels so good.” She finished with her body tensing in waves as she cried out, “What a gorgeous cock!” I couldn’t resist using the video to do what she asked me to do.



It thrilled me to hear what she said, as well. Did she want a guy that size in her? The thought of it made me come quickly each time I watched it; I started to wonder what it would be like to watch her with another guy’s cock that size in her.



Every night, she helped me do it when I first got home, then before bed, first thing in the morning, and finally before I went to work. When she helped me, she used bras, panties, stockings, pantyhose, high heels, nighties, and dresses to stimulate me to release. It was weird, but it sure felt good, and she was constantly saying how well I was doing. She even made me wear panties and bra to work, saying it would help me to come faster. For some reason, it did.



Why she wanted me to do all of that was beyond me, but it was fun. I felt like an adolescent, discovering how good it felt and wanting to do it that way all the time. The women’s clothes ended up having their own sort of sexual attraction for me because I associated them with coming. The day the package Ashley had ordered arrived from China, I had been coming ten times a day for a couple of weeks. I seemed to be in a constant state of arousal, even after coming so many times a day.



The box lay on the counter. “Tonight we begin, sweetie. Aren’t you excited? You’ve been doing so well.”



“I guess. Been an interesting week. Don’t know if I’ll ever be able to stop now that I’ve been doing it so much. I feel like a pervert running off to do that with women’s clothing and watching you with a huge cock in you. And the women’s clothes you used on me? I, uh, I get excited doing the laundry now.”



She kissed my cheek then nodded knowingly, her eyes ablaze and a smile ear-to-ear. “Don’t worry, it seems all the guys are having the same response. It’s perfectly normal.”



“All the guys are doing this?”



“Half of them, and half are getting other treatments.”



“Treatments?”



“Like the treatments you’ve been getting, but for another purpose. You’ll see. It’ll become very clear to you shortly. Don’t worry. All your hunting friends are having more pleasure than ever. They’ve, let’s say, varied their tastes, like you have.”



She cut open the box and dug around in the foam peanuts.



“Here it is.” She unwrapped it from the packaging and held it between her thumb and forefinger. “Go shave down there and put this on.”



I held the cold, chrome-plated steel thing while she undid the brass lock and took the keys. “This is a male chastity cage. Why would I want to wear that? Especially after what I’ve been doing so often? I won’t even fit in that.”



“Oh, you will. You aren’t that big. All the boys will be wearing them tonight. This is going to help you perform better.”



“Not perform at all is what that’s for. I’m not putting that on.”



She put her hands on her hips. “Yes you are. You agreed. Do you want that cabin, or do you have a thousand dollars to give me so I can pay the girls because my boyfriend is a loser?”



Loser. I hated that word. I took the thing apart and tried to figure out how it went. “They’re all doing this, huh? Okay. So I stuff it in that little thing then wrap the ring around the whole package and then lock it?”



“Yup.”



I looked at her and shook my head. “Okay. Let me see if I can get it on.”



I took it to the bathroom and got into the shower. I started to shave down there. Ashley came in and sat on the counter, digging in the drawer. She handed me a me a trimming razor over the shower door. “Here, use this on the rest of your body first so you can get the heavy stuff off, and then shave your whole body. All of it.”



I took it. “What? My whole body?”



“Absolutely. I want it perfectly smooth. All of it except your head. There is no place for all that hair where this fundraiser is going.”



“What is this about? Tell me.”



“Not yet. You don’t need to know yet. Just get cleaned up. I’ll get dressed nice and sexy for you, make us some drinks, and we can eat dinner. Trust me.”



I looked at her through the fog on the door. She was being her tiny, perky, cute little self. I couldn’t resist her. “Of course, dear. See you downstairs.”



I had to keep stacking the hair from the drain onto the side of the shower, or it plugged the drain. It took some time, and I had a couple of cuts, but when I was done, it did feel incredibly clean and smooth. I washed my hair, got out, cleaned out all the hair and rinsed the tub, then dried my hair.



I put the cage on. It took some time, since the act of putting it on ended up arousing me for some reason, and I had to think about baseball and let it retract. I did manage to get the cage all the way on and locked. I throbbed inside it. This would be torture. All I wanted to do was have a release. I shook it for a while and it felt good, but it wasn’t going to get me off, unfortunately.



I walked naked down the hallway feeling the cool air on my shaved body. It felt strange being hairless. Ashley sat on the bed in a hot little outfit and heels. She had women’s clothes spread across the bed. “Sit down, and I’ll paint your toenails and then show you the proper way to put on stockings.”



“What!?”



“You heard me. That’s the fundraiser. People are going to pay to see you boys turned into ladies. It’ll be fun.”



I must have looked like it wouldn’t be. She leaned toward me and shook my cage. She wrapped her lips around it and breathed on it. I filled it. She ran a stocking over my thigh and I throbbed inside the cage. “Now sit still on the edge of the bed while I paint your toenails.”



I watched as my feet started to look like a woman’s feet. When she was done, she sprayed an aerosol on them that dried them immediately. “There, pretty feet.”



She held out a sheer suntan stocking. “Roll it up on your fingers like this.” She showed me. “Then slip it on and slide it up.”



I did. It felt incredible against my shaved legs. I was oozing from the cage and filled it so much that skin was squeezing out from the tip and sides. What was happening to me?



She wrapped a garter belt around me and aligned it properly. “Clip the stockings to that.”



I clipped the first one and eagerly put on the second one. They made my legs look tan and silky, covering any minor imperfections. I stood and felt them pull on my legs. I looked around for the shoes. I had to slip them on.



As I strapped the first ridiculously high heel on, Ashley said, “Good girl, Samantha. Now do the other and try walking around.”



“Samantha?”



“Samantha. Unless you want to be called something else when you’re dressed like a woman. Do you? You can choose a name for yourself? A pretty one.”



“That’s okay. Samantha will have to do.”



“Now do the other shoe and walk.”



I did and almost fell at first, but then I got a grip on how to do it by not putting so much weight on the heel. I had to take shorter strides, too, and the heels made my hips sway a bit. I looked into the mirror at my legs, and they excited me as much as Ashley’s did.



I went back to the bed, astounded at what I was doing. I stood there in front of her, excitedly waiting for more yet feeling like a fool.



Ashley smiled understandingly, “It’s okay, sweetie. It’s normal to feel silly doing this at the beginning. You’ll see, that will change, as you will. You’re going to look great. Don’t feel silly. Just notice how good it feels and enjoy it. Now let me help you with the bra and gel inserts.”



She showed me how to clasp it in front of me then slide it around. She adjusted the shoulder straps. She slid the gel forms in and lifted my flesh up for cleavage. My God! I had cleavage and breasts. My heart raced as I looked at the freak in the mirror with the guy’s head and the woman’s body. Like a Barbie with a Ken doll’s head. Less hips, though.



Ashley felt my breasts. “Mmm, pretty nice for fake. How do they feel? Walk and see how they are.”



I pranced around the room and they tugged at my chest with each step as if they were real. That even felt sexy. “They, uh, feel interesting.” I looked at her sheepishly.



“Don’t look so sad. This is exciting isn’t it? Wait until I do your makeup and hair and we get your nails and your dress on. You’ll see. You’ll feel better then. Don’t worry, we’re at home, and nobody can see you.”



“That’s true. Thank God. Okay, let’s finish this so I can take it off and take this cage off.”



“Nice try, princess. The cage isn’t coming off yet.” She took me by the hand into the bathroom and did my makeup. “Watch how I’m doing it so you can do this when it’s time.”



I watched, but I’d never remember. “You’ll help me, right?”



“Of course I will. Until you know how. You’ll have plenty of practice.”



“Practice? It’s not just tonight and then the event?”



“Of course not. You have to be perfect. You’ll see. You’ll enjoy it and strive to be the best like you always do once you set your mind to it.”



She continued to sculpt my face with makeup and blush into something I never would have guessed would be there. Then she curled the hair on the sides of my face with a curling iron. “That won’t do.”



She dug in the drawer and then combed my hair down over my face. The next thing I knew she was cutting bangs.



“Hey! What are you doing?”



“Your face is too long without them. Don’t worry, guys wear bangs, too.”



When she had finished, I had to admit, I looked pretty darn hot. I sure didn’t look like a man anymore. I even liked the smells of the makeup. The lipstick felt so soft and creamy on my lips, and the way she applied it, shaping them, looked sexy and pouty—lips I’d love to fill with my cock. I imagined them wrapped around a cock, and it made me throb in the cage. How could I imagine my own lips around a cock and be excited by it?



Where it came from I wasn’t sure, but she held a big fake cock in front of my lips. “Wrap your lips around this and look in the mirror. I want to see how I did with your lipstick.”



“What? No way.” I pushed her hand away.



She shook her head at me. “Do you want to finish this or not?”



I took a deep breath. She held it before my lips. “Suck it, baby—like I do to you.”



I took it between my lips and stared in the mirror at myself. I felt silly.



“Close your eyes and run your tongue back and forth across the tip and around the shaft.”



I did, and she started to pump it in and out of my mouth. “Good girl, Samantha. Now I see I can extend your lipstick farther and make them even sexier. Now suck on it and think about how a real cock would be feeling now if you were doing that to one. How would you be making him feel?”



I imagined it. The cage resisted my cock trying to grow. I was aroused thinking of sucking a cock. What was happening to me?



She shook my cage. “Seems you’re filling your cage. That’s good. Okay, let’s finish like I promised.” She washed the dildo off in the sink and placed it on the counter. I stared at it, bewildered by the effect it had on me.



She added more shape to my lips with lipstick and gloss. She applied some painted, long, fake nails to my fingers that looked sinful and seductive. I ran them over my stockinged legs and shuddered.



Back in the bedroom, she held the dress for me to step into while I balanced on her shoulder. She zipped the back. The V-neck revealed my cleavage, and perfect breasts swelled forward, filling the dress. The hem of the black satin dress was just below my crotch, and the skirt flared out a little, giving me hips. When I looked in the mirror, I aroused myself further. “Holy shit. I look like a hottie.”



“You sure do, sweetie. I’ll bet you look better than all of them. We’ll see tomorrow.”



“Tomorrow?”



“Yeah. Tomorrow we go shopping, and then Stephanie is having everyone over their house to see how all the guys are doing.”



“Shopping?”



“Just a few things. A few dresses, shoes, underwear, stockings, and pantyhose, you know—your new things. Oh, and some pierced earrings for you.”



“Why do I need all of that? It’s only for one night.”



“You have to get into the role. You need to practice.”



“Pierce my ears?”



“Men have pierced ears, too. Don’t worry, only two earlobe piercings on each ear and three around the top on each ear. No real girls wear clip-ons anymore. You’ll look lovely.”



“I’m not a real girl. All of that stuff? So many piercings?” I paced the room and felt my hips swaying, breasts bouncing, the satin of the dress caressing my bottom. I looked in the mirror at my clip-on earrings and plain ears. Hmm. I sprayed some perfume on from a bottle on the dresser and felt feminine and sexy instead of silly.



I turned to Ashley. “I can’t go shopping like this.”



“You will. You’ll see, you’ll look fine. All the guys are going shopping tomorrow. That’s the plan. We’ll probably bump into them at the mall.”



“Honey.”



“Don’t worry. The winner of the judging tomorrow gets a special reward after. You’ll love it.”



“When do I get to take the cage off?”



“You don’t. But you don’t need to. You’ll get a reward with the cage on, similar to how a girl would, like you should.”



“Well, how will that work if the cage is on? I can’t shake it and make myself come. I’m so horny I could use it right now.”



“Soon, baby, soon—if you’re a good girl shopping
 and
 win tomorrow.”



I looked into the mirror at my new self. I was going to win. I had to win. After coming ten times a day, and now the only way to come was to win and be good shopping… I had to. My body was used to coming repeatedly. I couldn’t wait. I turned back to her. “I’m going to win.”



“That a girl, that’s the spirit! You do have an advantage with your shorter stature and your smaller body than the rest. Five foot five is perfect. You’re so nice and thin, too, and not very muscular.”



She was right. I was one of the shortest. Some of the guys were over six foot and muscled. I couldn’t imagine them in heels. “I’m sure to beat all the bigger guys. They’ll look like truckers in skirts if they’re dressed this way. This should be an easy win.”



“They would look a bit out of place. That’s why they aren’t dressing that way. They’re going to be your partners for the show, but as real men.”



“Partners?”



“You know. A bride always needs a handsome groom for a wedding. Well, not always, but for this we want to. You’ll see tomorrow night when you get your partner.”



“You’re shitting me. I have to do this, and the other guys don’t?”



“Just the shorter, cuter guys are the lucky ones being feminized. The others will be their partners for the show, and learning how to be the grooms. Don’t worry. Their treatments seem to have been effective, and they’re as excited about this as you girls will be. We’re so lucky to have found all of you. You’re all such good learners. You’re all good friends, too, so it should be easy.”



We were all a bunch of coders—geeks that the girls in college chased since we’d make good money after we graduated. I was amazed what hot women we all ended up with.



She put her head against my shoulder and looked into the mirror with me. “This really suits you. I think you’re a shoe-in.”



“Thanks a lot. So I’m going to be a bride with a groom for a partner, and what is the goal of that?”



“Entertainment. We’ll sell tickets to see men become brides and to vote for the best. You have an excuse to feminize yourself since it’s to raise money. Most men who cross-dress don’t have an excuse. They love it, though. You should be thankful.”



“Entertainment at my expense. Get on with it.” I felt my poor cock throbbing in the cage, begging to come. My whole body was tingling, and I needed release. “Now help me to act like a woman so I’m not a giveaway in the mall and so I can win and come tomorrow night. God! Tomorrow night sounds like such a long time. I want to come now. I need to.”



“Be good, and if you win you will come, but the cage stays on.”



What am I wearing to the mall anyway?”



“I have a casual outfit for you. Don’t worry, you’ll blend in. Let’s have a few drinks.”



She took my hand and led me downstairs. “My phone,” I said.



“Oh, I forgot your purse. I’ll get it for you.”



She ran upstairs and back down with the purse. “I put your phone, some perfume, and lipstick in it. Spray some more perfume on. It will help you get deeper into the role.”



I did. It helped. We drank and I kept crossing and uncrossing my legs, relishing the feeling of the stockings. I kept looking at my pretty, painted toenails in the strappy high heels. The more we talked and the more she helped me with how to walk, sit, and handle things with my fingernails, the more comfortable I became. She had me practice raising my voice slightly. By the end of the night, we sat on the couch and watched a romance on TV while she caressed my legs and I hers. The constant arousal and abstinence had soaked my panties from my dripping cage.



Ashley put her hand under my skirt and went to grab the cage. “Your panties are all wet. We have to remember to put a rubber on the end of that later. I should have thought of that earlier. Sorry.”



“How would you know? It’s okay. The rubber is a good idea. I don’t think I’ve ever been this aroused. I don’t know if it’s the cage, denial, the clothes, or what.”



“What does it matter? It feels good, right?”



“I guess if being frustrated and wanting to come but not being allowed to is feeling good, then yes. I’m just totally horny.”



“The clothes and things feel nice, right? Don’t you feel pretty and sexy?”



I thought about it. “I guess that’s how you could describe it—sexy for sure, pretty…?” I flicked my hair over my shoulder. “I guess pretty, too. I’m different, as if these clothes, the makeup, and the way I look is natural and something I’ve been missing. I still don’t know about going out like this, though. Especially feeling this stimulated.”



“You’ll do fine.”



“We’ll see what I feel like when I wake up. I may feel pretty stupid after the alcohol wears off.”



She kissed my lips ever so gently, so as not to mess up my lipstick. “Let’s go to bed. You’ve gotten me very horny thinking about our future, and I need to take care of it.”



“You’re going to make me watch?”



“Of course. It’ll add to your arousal won’t it?”



“You’re brutal.”



We went upstairs and changed into sexy nightclothes that felt wonderful. I watched as Ashley took a new, realistic-looking male part, twice the size of me, from the drawer. She held it before my eyes. “Nice, huh? Bet you wish you had one like that.”



“Well, uh…”



“Not that yours isn’t nice but this one...mmm.” She sucked it. “Just imagine it being real.” She flicked the tip with her tongue. “Here, you try.”



I pushed it away. “No way.”



“Now, now, Samantha. Open those pretty painted lips.”



She held it before my lips. I stared at it. It was huge; the veins looked real. My mouth dropped open uncontrollably, and she slid it in. I closed my eyes and held it while I bobbed my head on it. It was exciting. Terribly exciting. I was shocked, took it out, and gave it back to her. My heart was racing.



“Samantha, your face is flushed. You look shocked. Are you okay?”



“Uh, yeah.”



“Just relax now and watch me take this real man’s meat, and see what it does to me.”



She put it on the bed sticking up. “Hold it here for me.”



I held the base, and she climbed on. It stretched her out.



“Ungh, yes,” she hissed. She started to ride it, and I watched as she massaged her breasts and made it dripping wet as she rode it. “Squeeze my nipples from behind. I’ll hang on to him.”



She grabbed it and held it while she rode. I squeezed her hard nipples, and she moaned as she began to squirt on the bed. “Ungh, oh my god. You feel so good inside me.”



“I’m not inside you.”



“Shut up. I know that. I’m talking to him. Pull my hair.”



I did, and she came, spasming on it. “Yes, now that’s one hell of ride, baby.” Her body tensed, and I felt myself come. Not a lot, but I oozed a good amount like a ruined orgasm. I couldn’t let her know how excited I became imagining her with another man.



She rolled onto her back and handed it to me. “Lick it off good.”



I took it into my mouth and soon oozed another decent amount from my cage. I fell onto the bed. Ashley’s hand roamed over to me and felt my panties. “Good girl. I see it excited you. You’re going to be the winner, all right.” she wiped my come onto her fingers. “Lick this.”



I did. “Tastes kind of sexy.”



“That’s because it is. You see, they say that consuming, or having semen inside you so your body can absorb it, increases one’s libido whether male or female due to the makeup of it. So it’s always good not to waste any.”



She kissed my lips gently. “Goodnight, my princess. You’re doing great.”
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I woke to the sound of Ashley enjoying her new toy and shaking the bed. I sat up to watch. She was having more pleasure than I could ever have given her. Evidently, my dressing like a woman and her new toy have given her something special. When she came she said, “You have the most wonderful piece of meat, my man.” Her eyes opened and she looked at me, droopy-eyed. “Well, he does. Let’s get breakfast and get ready to go. I have a new red nail polish for you and matching lipstick. Take off the old stuff and put it on before you shower.”



We ate; I did my nails over and showered. Ashley had my clothes on the bed when I was done. She took me into the bathroom and helped me with my makeup and hair. “I hope you’re paying attention when I do this. You have to do this for yourself. I can’t be doing this every day.”



“Every day?”



“Yes, after work, every day. You need to stay in the role as much as possible.” She turned my face to look at me. She made my lips a bit larger with the lipstick and added gloss to make them pouty. “You’re good. Now go get dressed in what I put out.”



She had set out suntan pantyhose and a denim skirt with a V-neck sweater and heels, along with some jewelry. I dressed and put the rubber she left on the bed on over the cage that was already oozing. A spray of perfume and I went downstairs. “How do I look? Think anyone will be able to tell?”



Ashley looked me up and down. “Perfect. Get your purse and put your things in it. Remember the lipstick for touch-ups.”



We went to the mall. Once we’d made it inside and nobody had given me a second glance (except for a few good-looking guys), I relaxed.



We had my ears pierced, and Ashley picked out some clothes for me to try on and buy. We ended up with a complete wardrobe for my new self. As we were leaving, one of my hunting buddies saw Ashley and came over to us. “Ashley, is this Sam?” He put his hand on my hair. I pulled my head away and gave him a dirty look. “Hey, what makes you think you can do that, Tristan?”



He smiled. “Hmm, the voice was never totally male, but now you even sound like a woman. You look hot, too. I can’t wait to see you tonight. I think you’ll be the best, and my vote is for you, buddy. I want you to give me my reward.”



I looked at Ashley. She nodded. “Someone has to reward the guys playing the partner role.”



I looked at Tristan while he looked me over with a shit-eating grin. Seems he got the better of the two roles. “So Tristan, what did you come to the mall for? You get to be you, right?”



“Yeah, I had to get fitted for the tux and had to get a posing strap and a new plaid shirt and jeans for tonight.”



“Posing strap?”



“Yeah, how humiliating, huh?”



“Less than what I’m doing.”



“What we do for our girls, huh, buddy? At least we’ll have some bucks to build our hunting cabin. Gotta go.” He patted my ass. “Nice. Shake it, baby.”



My face was hot with embarrassment. Ashley looked at me and patted my shoulder. “It’s okay. You did great. Let’s go home and get ready for the introductions.”



“Before you get into the shower, Samantha, I need you to hook up the new attachment.” She handed me a hose that had a metal probe on the end and a valve to switch it with. I held the probe and looked at it. “Clean your ass out with that. You want to be clean for this.” She held up a red butt plug and turned it on. It hummed. “Don’t worry. You won’t hear it once it’s in. It will help keep you aroused so you don’t get nervous. All the feminized guys will be wearing them. And the real men, too. After you’re dressed, it’s going in.”



I took a deep breath, “This is going too far. I mean—”



“Relax. Shut up and do as you’re told, or that cage will never come off.” She kissed my cheek. Hook up the shower and get ready.”



I did as I was told, and I never imagined I could get so clean. I did my makeup with Ashley watching and guiding me, then got dressed.



She had me wear a maroon and white plaid V-neck blouse with a flared denim miniskirt, sheer-to-waist black pantyhose (which she had cut the breathing panel out of), and fire-engine red platform pumps with six inch heels. When she was satisfied with my outfit, she cut a small hole in the front of the skirt and pulled my cage through. She put a red rubber on it and tied a red ribbon on it to hold it in place and out of the skirt. “There. Perfect. You’ll cherish this outfit after tonight. That’s why I picked something you could wear anywhere by covering the hole in the skirt carrying a sweater or something. You’ll want to wear it all the time in remembrance of tonight. It will be a special outfit for you.”



I looked down. “This is really going too far.”



“Think about the hunting cabin, dear. I do have an extra skirt like that without the hole anyway since I know you’ll want to wear the outfit in public after tonight.”



I shook my head and walked around the room. I could feel the skirt swish on my bottom. “I need a pair of panties. You forgot to put them out.”



“Oh, honey, you don’t need panties. They’d just be a nuisance. Now put this in.” She held the butt plug in front of my face. It fit through the hole in my pantyhose and with a little lube and coaxing, it slid in to the stop. I started it. Hmm.
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We arrived at the home of one of my hunting buddies; he had a private lot and nice house. All the cars were there already. He—well, she—opened the door. “Hi, Samantha. Isn’t this fun?” She stood dressed like me in every way. I couldn’t believe it was Bob in matching skirt, shoes, hose and all.



“Bob, you look, uh, like me.” He looked as good as me as a feminized male. Maybe better.



“Roberta, honey. Bob is gone right now.” She smiled and looked at my cage. You’re dripping as much as I am, sweetie. Isn’t the plug amazing? Why didn’t we discover this earlier? Come in. Everyone’s here.”



We entered the house and followed her to the patio. They were all there. Ashley went to the raised portion of the deck and drew everyone’s attention. “Girls and guys! Please line up by height in two rows here.” She motioned to the deck.



We husbands moved to the deck and lined up. There were five ex-males in matching plaid V-necks with cleavage and the rest of the matching outfit and five guys in tight jeans and shirts that matched our blouses. The guys looked like we did when we went hunting together. It was as if we were on vacation, going hunting, but half of us could never stray into the woods like this.



I felt as if I had become something else as I looked at the guys in their jeans and shirts and the other guys like me in heels and miniskirts. We weren’t hunting buddies anymore.



Ashley told the guys to pull their cages out of their pants and display them like we girls did though our skirts.



They did, with the posing straps holding them up and out. All ten filled cock cages were on display. Ashley came over and looked at us. “Congratulations to all of you. We are on the way to building a hunting cabin. Now we need to arrange what man goes with what ex-man.”



She surveyed the group and maneuvered us until she had us arranged into five couples so each male was taller than each ex-male in heels. Satisfied, she turned to the other women watching her.



“Good, girls?” Any changes?”



“Woo hoo! Nope. Looking good,” they called out and raised their drinks.



Ashley nodded and smiled. “Then let’s get them to know each other better. Boys, get your new girlfriends something to drink. Girls, each of you take a seat on a loveseat and wait for your new boyfriends.”



Everyone was at the bar except the brides-to-be in red pumps and denim miniskirts. We looked at each other. Roberta was tickled, as was one of the other ex-males, but the rest looked like me—a bit tentative. I crossed and uncrossed my legs and took deep breaths while I tried to relax.



Tristan handed me a drink. “Here ya go, bud. I did end up with you. That’s great.” He sat and slid his big hand on my stockinged leg. “Awesome legs, man. Bet it feels good in those stockings, too. Kinda cute how we match, isn’t it? Like a real couple.”



I covered my legs as best I could with my skirt then pounded my drink down. “Get me another.” I handed him the glass.



His cock cage clinked as he walked over to the bar. His tight ass showed through the tight jeans. I could tell by his walk he had a plug in, too, and was feeling good with it. He came back.



“You have to relax man. It is what it is.” He handed me my drink. I sipped it and crossed my legs again, leaning back.



He sat and rubbed his bottom into the seat, enjoying the vibrating plug. Settled in, he massaged my thigh. “That’s better. See? Soon we’ll have a hunting cabin. Now enjoy your new role like Roberta is.”



We looked over at Roberta as her partner massaged her legs, and she leaned into him with her hand on his cage.



I started to feel the effect of the second drink. I handed Tristan the empty glass, and he refilled it. My heart was no longer racing. I sipped the new one and looked around. The women were all chatting at the bar while the newly formed couples sat and talked and touched each other. By the time I had finished the third drink I was feeling good, and the vibrator inside me had my cage filled.



Tristan put his huge hand on my cage and shook it. “Oozing as good as me. Bet you can’t wait for your reward. I can’t. Been three weeks of coming constantly watching videos of shemales and then WHAM! Locked in a cage.”



“Me, too. Glad I can take it off tonight.”



Ashley came by with keys and handed them to each ex-male. Thank God, I thought. I tried it in my lock. It didn’t work. Ashley spoke up. “Okay, girls. Undo your boyfriends’ cages, see what pops up, and take good care of them.”



“Wait, what about the girls?” I asked.



“You’ll get your reward, but you need to keep the cages on. You can take out your butt plugs if you’re ready.”



Tristan took the key from my hand and undid his cage. His huge cock stood up all the way. He put my hand on it. “Feel how happy it is? Now let’s have some fun. Suck it, little shemale buddy.”



He put his hand behind my head and gently pulled me down to his cock. It was huge compared to mine. I pushed back, but he pressed me down firmly. “Get on it buddy. You know you want it.” He slapped my cheeks with it a few times then held my head firm as he pressed it against my lips.



It oozed. I licked my lips and opened my mouth. He slid it in. I couldn’t believe I was sucking my buddy’s cock, but I couldn’t resist it. I licked it. It tasted sexy. It felt like velvet in my mouth. I never would have thought having a cock in your mouth could be so fucking good.



I bobbed me head up and down while running my tongue around the shaft. My heart raced with excitement. It was heaven. I heard him moan. “Nice job buddy. You make a great cocksucker.”



All of a sudden I felt his body tense, and he grunted. Jet after jet of semen shot into my mouth. I swallowed as quickly as I could, but some dripped down my chin. After about a dozen huge spurts he relaxed. I licked the tip and he twitched. I ran my lips up and down his shaft and he tensed some more. “Stop, stop, please,” he whispered.



I stopped and looked at what I had done. Glistening, it throbbed in the air. I could see his pulse in the vein. It was intensely erotic.



Ashley came by, dropping large pillows on the deck in front of each loveseat. As I looked around, all the couples were at the same stage. Ashley called out, “Okay, girls. If you want your reward, you have to get your boyfriends’ cocks hard again. Get busy.”



“Another drink, Tristan? I’ll get it this time.”



He sat there with his shaved cock and balls poking through his posing strap, throbbing at half-mast. “Sure. Thanks, doll.”



I went to the bathroom and peed first, then got our drinks. I was horny as hell, and I didn’t care how I came, I just had to come. All I had to do was get Tristan hard again, and I’d get it, however it was going to happen with the cage still on.



I felt my hips sway in the dress and my boobs bounce on my chest. I became aware of how sexy I really was. I made my buddy come as fast and as well as any woman ever could. He even told me what a great cocksucker I was. Strangely enough, I was immensely proud of myself to have gotten that label and to have made him feel so good.



He was standing by the bar, cock at half-mast. We picked up our drinks and slugged them down. I sprayed some perfume on my neck and legs and his eyes ravished me head to toe.



“Mmm.” Tristan sniffed me. “You smell as sexy as you look, baby. He slid a huge hand under my bottom and squeezed it. “Let’s go lean against the wall so you can have your reward.” Good. Finally. He must have been given the key to my cage. Maybe I’d get to jerk off.



He took me by my hand and led me to lean back against the wall. “Put your arms around my neck and hang on.”



I wrapped my arms around his strong neck above me. He pushed his now hardening cock against my skirt and rubbed it on my belly. He lifted the hem of the skirt above my hips and rubbed against my pantyhose. Pumping against me, his cock slid between my legs. Huge hands grasped my bottom tightly as he lifted me in the air. I wrapped my legs around his hips and hung on. His cock rubbed against my bottom. “Help me get it in, baby.” He pumped between my cheeks.



Do what? What was he talking about? My hunting buddy wanted to stick his cock in my ass. Why not? I loved sucking his cock and making him come—may as well have him come in my ass. Maybe he’d take the cage off after and I could jerk off. At that point, I was so horny, I didn’t care.



I looked over to Ashley to see if the girls had something that would make us come in these cages, but they were just sitting there drinking and laughing, watching all of us.



He leaned back and admired my cleavage. “You are hot.” His cock was hard, sliding between my butt-cheeks. I was flattered. I took it in my hand and stroked it. “That’s it. Now pull the plug and replace it with me while I push it in.



Ashley came by us and called out to everyone, “First one to make her come gets to fuck me first.”



I looked at her, shocked. She winked at me. “You’ll love seeing it, won’t you? I know you will. Get busy, Samantha.”



Tristan pushed his cock against the vibrator in my ass daring to push it right in. “You want me to fuck your wife first?”



I thought about it. The vibrator was making me crazy. I needed to come. I deserved to come now. “Yes. Make me come first.”



“Pull the plug, baby. You’ll come.” He breathed on my neck.



I took the plug out and dropped it unceremoniously on the deck where it rattled about. Oh my God. He was going to fuck my ass… And I wanted it!



He put a lubricated rubber in my hand. “Put this on me.”



I tore the package open with my teeth, and with one hand I slid it down his shaft, my hand trembling as I did.



His huge hands parted my cheeks as they held my bottom tight. I slid his slick head against the opening, and he began to gently press it into me. It felt too big to go. He leaned down and whispered, “Relax. Think about me fucking your wife.”



I did, and I became more aroused and relaxed, which allowed him to enter me. I gasped for air. It was incredible. I adjusted my grip on him with my legs around his hips. Once he had it all the way in, he began to thrust. I looked into his eyes as he felt my anus clenching him.



“Oh, baby. This is better than anything. Maybe we should make this last forever, and someone else can fuck your wife.”



“No. I want you to be first. Fuck me. Fuck me and make me come. I need to come now.”



He started thrusting faster and faster banging me against the wall. My breasts bounced with each thrust, and my head knocked on the wall. I watched his face as he strained. I was approaching no return. I squeezed his ass, dug my long painted fingernails into it, and edged him on. I began to come inside the cage. “Ungh, God. Yes! I’m coming. Fuck me hard.”



He did, and he came when I did, then leaned against me and the wall as he continued to slide his cock, slowly and deliciously, inside of me. I clung to him, my legs wrapped around him, holding him tight inside my bottom. My arms draped around his strong shoulders as he breathed heavily in my ear, and I listened to all the sounds of sex around us.



Ashley stood by us. “Congratulations, winners. Now Samantha, be a good girl and clean Tristan, and get him hard again for me.” I nodded to her, looking around Tristan’s head with my head on his shoulder. He moved away from the wall slowly and tried to undo my legs from his hips. His cock felt too good in me to let go.



“Let go, baby,” he whispered. “We’ll be doing this again. Don’t worry.”



I let go and stood on my wobbly legs, trying to balance on my heels. I pushed my skirt down over my thighs, and the cage popped out of the hole in the skirt.



My rubber was hanging down, filled with my semen. Tristan took a seat. He pointed. “Might want to clean that up first. Eat it up, you tight-assed man pleaser.”



I took it off, sucked it out and turned it inside out to lick it all off then put it in my purse and put on a fresh one. I knelt before him this time, as if in worship. Carefully, I removed his rubber, then drank his semen from it and put it on the table. I sucked that beautiful cock as if in a dream. It took a while, but it did grow and become a thing of beauty and power. I felt a hand under my bottom, and the vibrating plug was shoved back in. Ashley said, “Okay, now stand up and take your cage off, Samantha. Then put on a rubber and jerk that little cock while you watch Tristan fuck me.”



I couldn’t believe I was being allowed to come again. I needed to. I’d come any way I could, and this way was just fine. I stood up and she handed me the key. I had the cage off in a second and a rubber on.



Ashley was wearing only her thigh-high black stockings and her heels. Tristan stood. She wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked it. “You’re ready, baby. What a cock. So much more exciting than Samantha’s cute little thing.”



“Thanks.”



Ashley positioned the pillow under her bottom and spread her legs. “Make sure Samantha has a good view. “ She winked at me. “Stroke that little sissy cock, you pretty little girl. Don’t you look cute with that little dick sticking out of that miniskirt, in your matching hunting partner clothes with your boobs shaking from your long-nailed hand jerking that little cock? This is who you really are.”



What she said to me made me even more excited. It was what I had become. I matched the outfits of my hunting partners but wasn’t that kind of partner anymore. I was their cock-sucking, come-drinking fuck buddy, as were the other five feminized ex-males…much more exciting than hunting.



I jerked my rigid little cock wildly as it poked through the hole in my skirt, showing everyone the sissy I had become. It felt so good to have the cage off and be feeling this; I didn’t care, and I was damn proud of my accomplishment.



I admired his huge cock spreading her wide. He wasn’t wearing a rubber, but she’d had her tubes tied anyway. He pushed it all the way in, and her head rolled back. “Now that’s a real cock.” She looked at me as my prettily painted-nails flashed their red color, as they furiously jerked my cock making my whole body shake.



I felt the tug of the breast forms on my chest, and my knees were getting weak as I stood in my high heels. The preorgasmic energy surged through my body, making my face contort and my shaking voice whimper quietly. Ashley winked. “Good girl, Samantha.”



Tristan slid his cock out, and it was wet with her excitement. He thrust hard, and they began to slide on the deck. “Samantha, help hold me from moving while this gorgeous beast of a man fucks me.” She waved me to her head. “Hold me down with my breasts.”



I did, and Tristan began again. He pushed her legs back behind her head, and I let go of her breasts and held her legs back. He grasped her hips tightly with his huge hands and began to pound into her. She came hard and rolled her head. She lifted her head to look into his eyes. “Harder!”



He pounded her like a piece of meat, and she came two more times in less than thirty seconds. She leaned her head up toward him. “Now come inside me with that beautiful cock.” She looked at me. “I’ll hold my legs back now. You watch the show. Jerk that little thing of yours in your pretty outfit and have a good time.”



I watched as my wife was fucked by one of my hunting partners. It didn’t even seem weird, even though I had just been fucked by him while I was dressed as a woman, looking nothing like her husband.



Tristan’s cock was dripping her juices onto the pillow as he pounded her to the deck. She held her legs by her ankles, and her high heels whacked against the floor with each push into her. Then he clenched and slammed deep as he came. With each gush his cock swelled, and he bottomed inside of her. I came immediately, filled my rubber, and collapsed to my knees. When he was done, he leaned back and slowly took it out until all the semen and her juices flooded the pillow.



He rolled off Ashley and stood. His cock was jerking in the air in front of me. “I’d tell you to suck it, but I’m done. I can’t take anymore.” He slumped onto the seat.



Ashley stood up. Semen and juices ran down her black thigh-high stockings. She kissed me lightly on my lips. Ready to go?”



She looked around at the others. “Seems it’s about finished.” She took my rubber off and handed it to me. “Drink that and put your cage on, and we can go. I think you and your new boyfriend know each other well enough for one night. Sorry I had to fuck him. He’s yours now until the competition.”



“I liked that you fucked him,” I said.



“I know, and that’s good. It was part of your training, but I’ll have others now. Many others. Right now you only have him.” She put her arm around me. “Grab your purse, and I’ll get my dress.”



“Others?”



“Of course. I have to keep you visually stimulated and knowing your proper role in life. You want to win the bridal couple competition, don’t you?”



Everyone was gathering their things and cleaning up. Ashley called out, “Line up with your partners along the bushes so we can take some pictures to remember this evening.”



We did, and we held our purses to conceal the cock cages sticking out of the skirts. Our grooms held us close, and each couple leaned into each other like lovers. We all looked like we had just had sex, with our bed-hair, glowing faces and happy smiles. A few close ups of each of us, and Ashley was done. I wasn’t sure I’d want to see those pics a year from now.
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I wasn’t allowed to
 NOT
 wear my cage unless shaving under supervision, as I expected, and I actually enjoyed chastity now. I was excited to get home from work and into my role—I relished all the sensations while my libido was at its maximum from being caged up all the time.



Ashley was happy with my performance. One night, she came home, yelling happily at the door, “It’s done. It’s printed. They’re going up all over town and in the surrounding cities.”



I stood at the stove cooking dinner in my French maid outfit. She unrolled a poster. I dropped the spoon on the floor as my hand ran up to cover my mouth. “No!”



“Yes! It came out great, didn’t it?”



“That’s me!”



“Well, of course it is. You’re the best looking.”



“But everyone will know the real me, too. Why did you have to put a picture of me as a guy on it?”



She laid it on the table and looked at it. “It shows a tough macho-looking hunter jumping through hoops to raise money for a hunting cabin. It shows how entertaining this show is going to be.”



“That picture is of me when I was hunting. I had my beard and everything. Everyone will recognize me.”



“Of course they will, and it will draw more people when they know you’re in it. No one would expect you guys to be competing to become the bride in a bridal couple. See down here?” She pointed to the lower right corner. “All ten of you, with pics of the brides-to-be as women and as their old male selves, too. And this pic from your special night, with the freshly-fucked couples smiling, lined up in matching plaid and jeans like hunters.”



“Did the other guys see this?”



“Of course. They all approved it as long as you were the main face on the poster. They thought you deserved to be up front and center.”



“Shit!”



“It’s water under the bridge now, so let it go, Samantha. Just act proud when people talk about it. Ask them if they’d have the balls to do this. When’s dinner?”



“True. Who would? Uh, a few minutes. Want a drink?”



“Sure.”



I mixed a martini for her.



“Thanks.”



“When is the competition?”



“Two weeks. I arranged for Tristan to live with us starting tomorrow, so you two can be at your best. His wife and I are interviewing some new boyfriends for us this week, too. As are all the other wives. Then you can have more visual stimulation, and I can have real manly cock.” She sipped her martini and watched my reaction.



Here we go. My wife was stocking her stables of real cock to fuck her. I throbbed inside of my cage and flattened the skirt of my dress feeling the satin against my thighs as I pictured her coming hard and frequently by different men. My face flushed and I smiled at her.



She said, “I see you like that thought. Good girl. I knew you would. We’re taking the week off before that Saturday.”



“A week off?”



“Of course. We need to get you and Tristan as worked up as possible before the show. He’s wearing a cage, too, until the competition.”



“How is he going to get worked up?”



“By watching you. You’ll see.”
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Tristan moved into one of the spare bedrooms where Ashley had put my Samantha clothes. When he was settled, he came onto the deck where I was cooking steaks for all of us, wearing a V-neck tee-shirt, short shorts and high wedges with suntan pantyhose. My boobs bounced as I went over to bring him a beer. “Hi, Tristan. Settled in? Hope my clothes aren’t in the way in the room.”



He took the beer. “Cute outfit. Love your ass in those shorts.” He patted it, and I ran off to the grill.



“Your clothes are fine,” he said. “The king-size bed is good for us, too.”



“Us?”



Tristan looked at Ashley. She shrugged her shoulders and said, “Forgot to tell you, Samantha. You’re sleeping with Tristan. You two need to be close, and I need the room in my bed for my new boyfriends. The other brides are doing the same with their grooms, as are the other wives. What’s happening here tonight is happening with all of us.”



I flipped the steaks. I guess this was my new role. I never expected to be kicked out of my own bed, but what else could we do? She had boyfriends, and I had to take care of Tristan. It would all be over soon anyway. “Okay honey,” I said back.



Ashley came over by me and stood by the grill. “You have a big responsibility. You need to arouse Tristan but not let him come until the event. You’re allowed to take his cage off, but you must put it back on and not allow him to come.” She held the key out for me. “Here.”



I put it in my bra. “There is a spare right? Someone has a spare?”



“His wife does. Don’t worry.”



“Good.”



The doorbell rang inside. Ashley said, “I’ll watch the steaks. Go ahead, sweetie, and answer that. It’s a couple of my new boyfriends here for their interviews.”



I ran off inside and opened the door. Two handsome hunks of tall men stood there. They smelled wonderful and looked incredible.



“One slung his hand out. “Hi, I’m Brent and this is Val. We’re here to meet Ashley and her girlfriend. You must be the cross-dressing sissy she said lived in her house. Not bad for a guy. I’d fuck you.”



Nice. Now I’m a cross-dressing sissy that lives with her and not a husband. “Yeah, this is for a competition, and I’m her husband. I’m Sam. Or, uh, Samantha.” I squeezed his huge hand as hard as I could.



“Nice to meet you, Samantha. Nice firm handshake for someone like you.”



He walked past me. “She said out back,” he said to Val. They went straight to Ashley and Tristan’s wife, Courtney. They stood and greeted them. They pressed their bodies against the men and kissed them deeply on the lips while rubbing the guys’ crotches.



Courtney said, “Mmm. Almost as nice as my husband’s.”



Ashley laughed. “Brent’s is at least twice the size of Samantha’s. Let’s get you boys some drinks while you have a seat. Then I’ll tell Samantha to get you two ready to fuck us. She’s going to get you off so you can fuck us for a nice long time after.”



Brent said, “Sounds interesting. She’s going to get us ready. She’s a hot little cocksucker. Can’t wait to fuck her sissy face. Double vodka ice would be fine.”



Ashley smiled. “You’ll love it.”



Val said, “Same.”



Ashley and Courtney made the drinks and served them. Ashley said, “I think I can get more comfortable now.”



She seductively slid her short shorts down over her apple bottom and stepped out of them, revealing a tiny gold G-string. She stood there in her five-inch heels as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse, then tied it at her waist revealing a gold push-up bra with open nipple holes where her eraser hard nipples protruded. She rubbed them. “Mmm. Getting hungry. Samantha, how long for dinner?”



“It’s ready. Take your seats and I’ll serve it.”



They all moved to the high-top table in the shade of the patio cover. Courtney undid her top and lifted her breasts above it as she seated herself. “That breeze feels so good. I thought I’d let my puppies enjoy it. You don’t mind, do you, Tristan?”



“Of course not.”



“Val, how do they look?” She squeezed her nipples.



Val said, “Lovely. Can’t wait. So this is your husband?” He turned to Tristan and put his hand out. “Nice to meet you. You’re the lucky groom.”



“Sure am.” He patted my ass as I placed his plate in front of him.



When I finished setting the plates before them, I looked over the table. “Anyone need anything?”



Tristan said, “Where’s your plate?”



“Oh, I ate already. I had a salad and a handful of nuts. Ashley felt it would be best for my figure. Especially with the proteins I’ll be consuming from you boys. Plus, she wanted me to be free to take care of all of you while you ate.”



I looked around the table. “Everyone good?”



They all nodded. I went to the storage box on the deck and slid on a set of knee pads over my heels and stockings. I was strangely beyond return and couldn’t wait to have their cocks in my mouth. My wife had turned me into a cock-sucking slut, and I loved every minute of it. I didn’t want it to end. I’d show her new boyfriends what kind of a sissy I was. I’d drive them crazy and make them wonder who was weak.



I scooted under the high-top table and kneeled before Brent. I unbuckled and unzipped his jeans and opened them, and his cock popped free from his black thong. I had never seen an uncircumcised cock before. It was shaved clean, as were his huge balls. I wrapped his thong around it all to the side and took the rod in my long-fingernailed hands. With the other hand, I grasped his balls and tugged gently. I felt the velvet shaft as it hardened and the tip peeked from the foreskin.



“Yes, mmm. Very nice, you little sissy-ass,” Brent said with a mouthful of food.



Sissy-ass. I’d fix him. I stroked him, looking at my feminine hands as they caressed his balls and stroked his shaft. I felt like a temptress. Moving my mouth closer to it, I breathed on it and inhaled the cologne he had sprayed down there. It smelt woody and fresh like a summer rain in the forest. They chatted above me.



I flicked the oozing tip with my tongue and tasted the salty and sweet precum. My mouth automatically engulfed it, consuming half the length until the head reached the back of my mouth. I ran my tongue around the thick shaft, tugging on his balls, then began to bob my mouth on it. I took it in and out, squeezing it with my lips and being careful to not scratch with my teeth.



Courtney said, “Tristan, hurry up and finish your steak. I want you to watch your bride when Brent comes in her mouth so you can think about how good your wedding night will be.”



“Yes, dear.” I heard Tristan slice up his food and devour it while I sucked my popsicle and anticipated the resulting reward of my new talents filling my hungry belly.



Tristan reseated himself on a loveseat with a view of me beneath the table while I passionately occupied myself with milking Brent into me. I had to use one hand on the lower part of the shaft since it was too large to take all the way in. I took my mouth off and stroked him, admiring the hardness and size I had made him achieve. There was a lipstick mark about a third of the way down, marking my depth.



His slit was oozing profusely, and I didn’t want to miss any of it. I went at it with my mouth, intent on having him come now.



“Ungh!” he cried from above, and his fists banged on the table. He reached beneath the table and grabbed my head as he pumped furiously into my tight mouth. His cannon shot off.



I felt the first large gush—it almost made me gag before I swallowed it and milked the rest out. I counted each gush. Eight, and then as he stopped pumping into me, I grabbed his balls tight and tugged as I ran my tongue around the shaft and stroked with my hand to get three more smaller gushes as he struggled to get free from my grip. “Stop, stop please!” He cried.



I didn’t stop and received two dry throbs then jerked him fast while I ran my tongue over the tip furiously. He held the table, tensed his body and cried out, “Stop, you bitch!”



I didn’t and made him wriggle, as I hung on to his cock and drove him wild. He bucked and writhed involuntarily. I let him go.



I came out from under the table and looked at him. He was slumped in the seat, breathing heavily. “Fuck, girl! That was incredible. You nearly killed me.” He sipped his drink and looked me up and down. “You are gorgeous.”



“Thank you. Now you know who’s in charge.”



Ashley sipped her drink, then winked at me. “Good girl, princess. Belly a little fuller?”



I licked my lips, nodded with a grin and raised my eyebrows. She laughed. “Good, now that Brent is ready for a long ride with me, get Val ready for Courtney.



I walked over, the heels made my hips sway in my short shorts; the gel-form breasts tugged on my chest. I felt that this was my true purpose in life. I took a few swallows of my drink, took my lipstick out of my purse and reapplied it. Using that as a gauge to see where my lips had made it on the cock I was draining made me proud. I sprayed a bit of perfume over my hair and neck.



I came back and looked at Val, who smiled and winked. “Can’t wait.” His features made me wonder what I’d find. He was large and muscular with straight jet-black hair that fell to his shoulders. His high cheekbones and dark eyes spoke of Native American, but his skin was much darker. It was nearly like charcoal. Val undid his pants for me and dropped them to the floor beneath his seat. He picked up his drink and sipped.



I pulled myself from my observations and went beneath the table. I positioned myself so my kneepads gave me purchase on the deck. I saw an ebony rod throbbing in the air with a helmet type of head that looked like it would get stuck in a woman. I grasped hairless balls and shaft in my hands and admired the contrast of my bright red nails and white skin against the stoic, ebony rod as I stroked it and made it ooze. I licked the helmet and dove onto it, having to stretch my mouth wide. It was difficult to press my lips around the shaft with the head so large in comparison. There had to be more varieties of cocks than I ever imagined.



I employed my hands and watched it throb and ooze. His thighs were hard and large, and I couldn’t resist taking my hand from his balls and massaging the powerful muscles covered with hairless skin. I wondered how his hard ass would feel to a woman being pummeled by him.



No longer able to wait for some more supper, I dove onto his rod with a vengeance. I stroked the lower part of his shaft with my other hand. Flicked the oversized tip. Pushed my tongue into the slit. Ran my tongue around the shaft. Stroked with the other hand and bobbed my head on it. I repeated this series as fast as I could. Val said, “Holy fuck!” I felt his hand cover my head to keep him from banging it under the table as he began to thrust into my face.



Between his maneuvering his rod in my mouth and my fervent use of my tongue and lips, he began to show me his satisfaction by crushing my head with his hands and pumping wildly. The chatting above me stopped as everyone watched Val. He cried out like a little boy on Christmas morning, “Oh please, I can’t wait anymore!”



The first gush flowed through the underside of his shaft, pressing its way out against my tongue, the helmet thrusting in as far in as I allowed it. His first gush went straight down my throat. I sped up my actions while he crushed my skull and pumped his liquid into my milking mouth. I savored it, since each gush now happened when he was just inside my lips, and it ran across my tongue. As I swallowed, I counted his ejaculations into me.



Seven luscious loads, and he started to loosen his grip on my head. I didn’t let him go. I grasped him tightly and reestablished a fervent pace, making him squirm in his seat and cry again, “Stop, stop please, no! I can’t take it.”



I kept going like a lunatic. I managed to get two more small amounts, and then he shuddered with several dry spasms and his legs banged the table top. “Stop or I’ll die!” he cried.



I shoved the tip of my tongue into his slit and ran it around the now ultra-sensitive helmet, showing him no mercy as he tried to get free from his seat and my grip. “NO! Stop!” he cried.



I let him go and watched the ebony shaft with the huge helmeted top as it jerked wildly in the air before my face. It continued to try to pump out semen that was no longer there. It flailed in the air, jerking and trying to shoot while he held his legs out rigid beneath the table. He held tight to his seat while his whole body spasmed with convulsions.



I noticed my cock was hard and slipping in its cage. It made me twitch, and realized I had a ruined orgasm that filled my rubber, which would soon fall off if I didn’t take care of it.



I took a deep breath and exited from between his legs. He was slouched back in his chair, breathing hard, trying to compose himself as he looked at me with a raised eyebrow. “You’re cruel, woman.”



“Thank you. I take that as a compliment of my extreme abilities to provide such pleasure. I’ve learned who has control in these situations. I love having that power. I’m in control when I have a cock in my hand, or mouth, or anywhere, for that matter.”



“And you certainly exercise it.”



“Excuse me while I go to the ladies’ room.”



I went inside, cleaned myself up and drank down the good amount I had deposited in my protection. If it was true about semen being a libido enhancer, I’d always be horny now with the volumes I consumed.



I brushed my hair, reapplied lipstick and sprayed perfume on. I peed through my cage and dried it, then applied a fresh, dry, pink latex semen-catcher. I slid my pantyhose all the way down and pulled them up snug, poking my cage out of the cut-out breathing panel, then lifted my short shorts. I readjusted my gel forms in my bra and admired my cleavage.



I walked confidently, powerfully, strengthened by what I had done. I was immersed in the sensual feminization and the intensity it brought to me, proud of my new abilities at making men wriggle under my ministrations. They were helpless to stop me draining their life force.



I had an epiphany. I was a vampire of sorts. The men provided me with their essence, which I zealously drained from them, leaving them weak and tired. All their energy entered me, and I took it. Their power, strength, drive and passion transferred to me when I made them release it in me. I had become the receiver, the taker, not the giver anymore. I was now the female receptacle, a cup to be filled with their life force, strengthened, leaving them flaccid and powerless. It was more than just semen and libido. It was their essence and life force I stole. I was a predator of incredible proportions fueled by my prey.



My heels clicked across the marble floor and onto the deck. I wanted more cock to suck, more life force in my feminine receptacle. I didn’t want to give up my own life force by being fucked yet, I just wanted to take, not give. I approached the table in pursuit of another giver, another victim. They watched the taker approach, purse slung on my shoulder, head held high, stoic, and graceful. I notified my next donor. “So, Tristan, you’re next.”



Val said, “No way. You two cannot release until the night of the bridal competition.”



“I don’t want to release. I want more donations. Are there more boyfriends coming over tonight?”



Ashley laughed. “Sorry, princess.”



“Call more. I want more now.” I stomped my foot on the deck and crossed my arms. I glared at her. “This is my purpose. I feed on them. They are my prey. Get me more now.”



Ashley came over and placed her arm on my shoulder. “Sweetie, this is good that you know what you are now. You know you’re in the control seat, and men are helpless to us. This is the gift I’ve given you. Now you know why the women want more boyfriends. We steal their essence for our use. It’s a woman’s right and privilege. But right now there are no more.”



“I’ll do Tristan then.” I started to move under the table by him. Ashley grabbed my hair and yanked me up. “Ouch!”



“NO! Now control yourself. You’re fully engaged, and that’s wonderful, but Tristan must not release until the competition. He needs to stay as aroused and stimulated as possible so you’ll be the the most sensual and appealing couple that people would want to watch on their bridal night.”



“Watch on their bridal night?”



Ashley said, “That’s one of the questions in the voting app. We had one of the real men create an app to vote for the best couple that night. We have several questions for the guests to answer on a scale of one to ten in order to see who wins.”



I shook my head. “Wait, who wins what?”



“The winning couple wins five thousand dollars apiece to use as they please. I’m sorry, I should have told you that. You want to win, right?”



“I already wanted to. Wow. Five grand. I have to think about what I could get with that. Nice. Is there really going to be that much money from this event?”



Ashley laughed. “I know. It’s crazy isn’t it? In the first week, we had to move it to the stadium and add a sticker to the posters everywhere with the new location. At twenty dollars a seat, if we fill the stadium—and it looks like we might—that’s a gross of a million dollars. After expenses for other acts and security and so on, it still leaves eight hundred thousand.”



Tristan said, “That’s one hell of a hunting cabin on property you guys already own and don’t have to pay for.”



Ashley said, “It sure is, and the funny part is, you guys will probably not want to hunt anymore. We wives have been thinking of raising the prizes and having awards for all the girls participating, no matter what. You know, so they can get things done afterward if they want, like laser hair removal and breast augmentation.” She looked at me.



I couldn’t have imagined things going like this. I stood with my mouth hanging open. I wobbled on weak knees to the bar and poured a double vodka on ice and slugged it down, then refilled it again and wobbled back to the table. I sat, crossing my legs and bouncing one heel. I stared at it as the motions made my cage pull and tug. The thought of laser hair removal and never having to shave anywhere on my body again and the idea of having real breasts overwhelmed and excited me to no end. I was in a daze, and everyone was silent.



Ashley put her hand on my shoulder. “Are you okay, sweetie? You seem lost.” She kissed my cheek.



I looked up at her. “Just thinking. I thought this would end when the competition was over.”



“If that’s what you want.”



“But I don’t, really. I’m enjoying it too much right now, and doing what you said means I could have it all the time and be even better.” I’d be the perfect vampire then. Yes, I had to.



“Exactly. Roberta is thrilled by it, and she’s doing everything in her power to win.”



“She can’t.” I put my hand on Tristan’s and looked into his eyes. “We’re going to win, right?”



“Absolutely, my bride for a night.”



I looked at the table. “I’m taking the next two weeks off instead of one. I need to get ready.”
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The information I received that night shocked me so much I couldn’t participate with the others any longer. I sat and watched them; Brent fucked Ashley’s brains out on the table on the patio, and Val nailed Courtney against the bar. Tristan made a video of his wife being brought to ecstasy. I was jealous of the women draining those men. I imagined myself completely remodeled, all except the one part of maleness that would remain, since I couldn’t part with it. I had to win.



Everyone went to bed, and I went into the bedroom where a naked Tristan lay in bed. I wore a sexy black baby-doll with built in bra for my forms, garters to attach my black stockings to, with five-inch heels showing off my painted toenails and shaping my legs sensually. After putting my hair up and spraying on perfume, I slid into the satin sheets next to him. He put a hand on my cage. “We need to give you a reward tonight. Undo my cage.”



“No, you can’t. I mean, I can’t. I want to save it for the wedding night so we win.” I leaned over and took his key from the nightstand. “I’ll take yours off, though. But promise me if you come, you’ll not tell anyone, and you’ll stay in the role. We have to win.”



He kissed my lips lightly. “Promise.”



“Good. I was planning to suck your cock anyway, and in the morning for breakfast, as well, since I’m addicted and can’t get enough of that concentrated male essence and power.”



The first week flew by. Each night Ashley and Courtney had different boyfriends over in the evening. I cooked dinner and got the men ready, having my liquid protein supper at the same time. Then later, I had Tristan as dessert in bed. It went on like a dream. I oozed and dripped and never fully came. I was at my peak at the end of two weeks. I wasn’t sure if I ever wanted to orgasm again, I became so erotic and alive.



During the days of the first week, I went shopping and managed to obtain the most sensual and erotic wedding ensemble imaginable. It would reveal all the best attributes of my feminization as well as make it blatantly obvious I was still a male by gender. It would shock and delight at the same time. I picked it up that Thursday from the customizer and tried it all on when no one was home. It was tailored perfectly and fit like a glove, doing all the things I had imagined it would. I had everything ready more than a week in advance.



I stored it away where no one would see it, especially Tristan. I wanted him to be overwhelmed by it so he would be the most enamored groom with his bride. We would win. I could feel it.



The weekend and the beginning of the next week were more of the same. I could get my doctorate in milking penis—I had seen and tasted so many and had developed such masterful techniques from my passion for it.



On Wednesday, Ashley and Courtney both ended up getting their periods. They had scheduled boyfriend “interviews” all the way up to Saturday at noon. Since they were on vacation that week, they had morning, afternoon and evening interviews. With their periods, though, I was the one to milk the men completely with my mouth and hands and make them weak and me strong. I wasn’t allowed to get fucked, and I didn’t want to fully come anyway. But I did get to drain each one, two or three times and stoke my inner stores.



Where our wives got all these hunks from I never knew, but it was too good to worry about. Needless to say, I had my hands and mouth full and was at the ultimate maximum arousal at all times, carrying all those men’s power and strength I drained from them.



When I walked or crossed my legs, swallowed a good load, felt a strong hand caress my thigh, or even felt the seemingly benign satin sheets on my stockinged leg, I’d throb and leak. It was as if I had completely filled my female receptacle and was overflowing now. When I allowed myself, it would explode in overwhelming release.



I stopped allowing Tristan to come three days before our competition and he whined, but he was more aroused for it. I even made him watch videos of his wife being fucked and me giving head to make him long for it more.



That Saturday, after I had milked and weakened the last of the boyfriends, they left at noon, and I took a nap. When I woke, I showered and shaved my body smooth, thinking how I’d never have to do that again when I won. I cleaned myself out well and inserted a new and powerful vibrating butt plug that was inflatable as well as remote-controlled. I tested it, and it almost drove me over the edge.



I did my makeup and hair; I had gotten quite good at creating different looks. I looked like a virginal bride who was ready for her first time. I sprayed perfume all over my body and ran downstairs to get the bridal ensemble from my hiding place with the other things in storage.



“NO!” I screamed at the top of my lungs. I lunged up the stairs to find Ashley. She had just gotten out of the shower and was sitting on her bed, putting on her stockings.



She looked at me. “What’s the matter? You look like you saw a ghost, princess.” She stood and came over to me putting her arms around my shoulder.



“The bridal ensemble I bought is gone!”



“I didn’t know you had bought one. Where was it?”



“It was downstairs with the rest of the things we had in storage to go to Salvation Army.”



“Oh, honey, I’m sorry. I brought it all. You should have told me. When I realized I had nothing to do while you took care of the boyfriend interviews, I decided to clean things up.”



“What am I going to do?”



“Don’t worry. I have my bridal ensemble from our wedding that I adjusted for you myself. I’ve had it for some time now. It’s in my closet. I’ll help you get ready.”



She took it out of the closet and laid the things on the bed. I went into my room and took out the underthings I had purchased and brought them back and placed them on the bed, as well. I inspected the wedding dress. It was very similar to the one I had chosen, with a V-neck and short skirt. It was overlaid in lace on satin and had a satin lining. I held it to my chest and gauged the size and length.



Ashley looked at me. “Is it okay? It’s much sexier than when I wore it.”



“Uh, it is. Just think, I’m wearing your wedding dress we got married in.” I thought about that night, when I threw her on the bed and fucked her while she wore that dress. Now I would be wearing it.



She ran her hand over my shoulder. “You could get fucked in it like you did to me. Wouldn’t that be sweet? Seeing my feminized husband in my wedding dress with her groom’s cock in her bottom. Mmm. Like?”



The thought sent excited shivers darting through me. “Yes. Thanks for doing this.”



I held it out and looked at it. “Only one thing is missing. Well, two. I had the front cut up in a sweeping arc on mine so that my gartered stockings and the lace of the garter belt showed along with my cage. I want the crowd to be sure I’m really a genetic male.”



“I can handle that. Put on your undies, and I’ll mark the dress, cut it, and use some sewing tape to do the edges with some white lace. There should be enough from what I cut away to do it.”



“Oh, and the back to show my bottom in the sheer panties with a hole for the white feather that goes on my plug.”



“Wow, okay.” She laughed. “You can’t help but win with this. Get the undies on.”



I put the white lace and satin garter belt on and adjusted it, then attached the white lace-topped stockings. Over the cage I slid a rubber and then a sheer pink ankle stocking. I adjusted it to cover my globes, then tied pink ribbons on it and tied a white ribbon to the garter belt to hold it all lifted and forward. A white clip-on flower topped it off.



Ashley looked at me as I finished. “You really do want to win. That looks incredible.”



“Thanks. I got the hint from a Kindle book called
 Feminizing Men - A Guide for Males to Achieve Maximum Feminization.”
 I picked up my bra and put it on, filling it with the forms and adjusting my cleavage.



“You’ve been very dedicated to this. I’m so proud of you,” Ashley said. “When you put your mind to something, there is no half way. You perfect it.” She held the dress for me to step into, then zipped it up.



She adjusted the back and straps and positioned the V-neck. Then she tied the back corset ribbons tightly. “Too tight?”



“No, some more. I want a dramatic waist.” When I won, I’d get permanent hips and ass to die for.



She tugged at me and got it tighter, so I could only take small breaths. “Good?”



“Perfect.”



“Okay let me mark the fabric, and then I’ll cut it and put lace on the edges and bring it back up. It won’t take long. I have sewing tape that sets with an iron.”



She felt for my cage, made a mark with an eyeliner pencil, felt for my garter belt by my hips and marked there. Around back, she smoothed it and made a few marks around my bottom. “There. I’ll be right back.”



While Ashley was working on my wedding dress, I put on my jewelry and earrings and filled the top rows on my ears with fake diamond studs. I added a stick-on one to the side of my nose. When I looked in the mirror, I decided to make my eyebrows razor thin and more highly arched, then lined them lightly with a brow pencil.



The twenty-four hour lipstick had dried, and my lips were outlined in a cupid’s bow. I added the twenty-four hour lip-gloss to the center of the bottom lip and the peaks and beak of the Cupid’s bow to make them pouty. It looked like I had pursed them slightly and made them an invitation for penetration.



What was I forgetting? Oh, yeah. I went to my room and took out the shoes I’d bought for tonight. White strappy six-inch heels with a flat quarter-inch sole that were almost impossible to stand and walk in, but they made my butt push out, and my walk became tiny minced strides. In them, my ankle was seductively shapely. I tied sheer white ribbons with sparkles on my ankles and topped the bow with silver clip-on flowers. I looked in the three-way mirror.



The shoes said, “You can chase me, and you will catch me.” As well as, “Push these next to my ears and fuck me hard.”



I throbbed inside the cage and saw my reflection just waiting for the rest of the ensemble.



Ashley came back in, hurrying. “Here, try it.” She held it for me to step into. “Nice shoes. Love the ribbons and silver flowers. So non-masculine.”



“Thanks.”



I stepped into it, and she went about securing me in it. I made sure to take a deep breath and let it all out before she tightened the corset straps. I went to the three-way.



She had done a perfect job of creating a frame that draped down the side of my legs on either side and topped the garter belt perfectly. My cage in its decorated splendor popped like a peacock in a field, proudly strutting his colors.



I turned in the mirror and looked at my bottom. Between the super high heels pushing my ass back, and the masterful cutout Ashley had made, my sheer white panties with the hole I had cut for the feather jutted out perfectly. I attached the white plume of feathers to the plug and walked while I looked back in the mirror. I looked like that peacock waiting for its mate.



Ashley gasped. She held her hand over her mouth and said, “I never would have imagined you being able to turn yourself into something so seductive and sinfully erotic. I can tell you’re a male from the display of the cage, but every living vestige of masculinity has been erased and replaced with a persona no man could ever present or dream of conveying as purely a man. You are more exciting than any boyfriend I’ve met these last weeks.”



Ashley wrapped her arms around me from behind and crushed me to her. She lightly kissed my neck and face with little pecks. She whispered in my ear. “You are sooo hot, baby. You deserve everything you get tonight.”



“Thanks.”



“Go downstairs and rest while I get ready.”



“Can you make sure Tristan has gone home to dress? I don’t want to see him before we’re on stage.”



“Of course. He needs to show his rapture when he sees you for the first time this way. The grooms won’t have their cages on, either, and only boxer shorts beneath, so they can show their excitement with more than just their expressions.” She grinned, knowing what Tristan’s tux would look like when he saw me.



I smiled happily and turned back to the mirror imagining winning and what it would bring to me, and to us. I looked at the cleavage created by the gel forms and imagined never having to use them again and even being able to go braless with my nipples showing through my top. My heart raced, and my palms were sweating. I found the remote for the butt plug and turned it on low. The vibrations made an electric-like current move amorously through my whole body, tingling my skin, relaxing me and making me ooze.
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We arrived at the stadium and entered backstage. Everyone was there already, and I turned and hid from Tristan before he saw me. “Blindfold him,” I said to Ashley, “until we’re ready.”



“Right.” She took a white kerchief from me and went over to Tristan. “Sorry, you can’t see her yet.” She wrapped the blindfold around his head and tied it. “Okay, Samantha. You can come over to your groom.”



I finished putting on my veil and attaching my feathers to the butt plug again. I walked over in my ultra-high heels and relished all the sensations. I reached in my purse and made the vibrator go a bit faster and in a pulsing action to keep me calm.



Courtney stepped in front of the group of us. “Okay, brides and grooms. In a few minutes, you will be going on stage. The app we created for voting has several questions for the crowd to answer on a scale of one to ten. The close-ups of you on stage will be projected onto the big screens in the stadium for everyone to see, so don’t think they can’t see everything you do. Now don’t be nervous.”



Roberta cried out, “What are the questions? What are they judging us on? We need to know.”



“Yes, of course, princess. Here we go.”



1)
 
 Which couple presents best as bride and groom? “You’ll all be ranked from one to ten, remember.”



2)
 
 Which couple has the most intriguing outfits as a bride and groom?



They all looked at me and mumbled to each other with bated breath.



3)
 
 Which groom is most excited to be marrying his bride?



I looked at Tristan’s flaccid lump in his pants. That would change soon.



4)
 
 Which couple would you most like to watch in their bedroom chambers on their wedding night?



5)
 
 Finally, which couple should win first prize?



They will have a chart, and they’ll fill in your couple numbers for each question at one through ten for the rating. Any questions?



Roberta said, “What do we do except stand out there? Is there anything we can do to influence the crowd?”



“Yes, you can do anything you like except have sex or show your genitals. Samantha, you’re okay since they’re under sheer fabric.”



I nodded.



Ashley said, “Okay, if that’s all, you are the final act. We’ve had local bands and sensual dancers parading out there, and now the final part of the show is yours. Walk out there, stand before the numbers one through five, and do your best.”



I took Tristan out by his arm and we ended up in the middle of the stage under the number three. I looked around as Ashley started down the line, introducing each couple. For the transformed males, our girls’ names and before-and-after pictures appeared on the big screen. I couldn’t believe our actual identities were shown, but the transformations were incredible to see.



When Ashley reached Tristan and me and introduced us, I curtsied, and the crowd roared. Tristan was still blindfolded, and his head was turning to and fro trying to take it all in. I stood before him as the camera zoomed in on my bottom and my feather while I bowed to him, and Ashley removed the blindfold. The big screen captured his expression while he gazed at me as I slowly spun on my toes before him like a ballet dancer.



I went up to him, gave him a kiss on the lips and ran my hand over his crotch, which was now at full attention. I turned him to show the crowd his profile and knelt before him wrapping my hand around his shaft through his pants. The crowd hooted and applauded. I bobbed my head above his tent as if giving him head, and the crowd howled.



Standing back up, I took his arm, and we both bowed to the crowd. People stood and applauded. When it subsided, Ashley continued. “Wow, I think we may have a winner. That’s a hard act to follow. She moved down the line to couple four and introduced them. They and couple five were stage-struck and could only bow to the crowd.



“If you haven’t already, open the apps on your phones and vote.” She stood to the side as a summary page of the website was shown on the big screen. Numbers ticked away from the voting. In a matter of seconds the numbers stopped changing.



Ashley came over to us and held my hand in the air. “Congratulations to couple number three!”



We bowed to the congratulatory crowd, then Tristan swept me off my feet and carried me off stage. When Ashley was through thanking the crowd and letting them know what website to check for the progress of the hunting cabin (and reservation information), the crowd began to disperse, and we all met backstage.



Ashley handed out ten thousand dollar checks to each couple and then gave Tristan and me each a check for twenty five thousand. I was shocked. Tristan handed his to me. “Take mine. Make yourself into exactly what you want.”



“Oh, no,Tristan I couldn’t. You earned it.”



“I’m not the one that wants breasts and all that. Take it. I want to see you made even more beautiful and sexy.”



I put them both safely inside my purse.



Ashley gave me a hug and kissed me deeply on the lips. She shook my cage. “Seems you’re distracted from being horny. I think we need to celebrate.” She began to undo my decorated cage and unlock it. “Once the cabin is built—and we already have a waiting-list of the boyfriends that we interviewed who want reservations—we’re all going to be very busy taking care of them.”



My jaw dropped as my cock sprang free and began to stretch to attention. “Taking care of them?”



“Absolutely. You’ll probably have enough calories to live off just from them. Not to mention how busy the girls and I are going to be, as well.”



“A brothel?”



“No, princess. A men-only hunting club. At least that’s what everyone else will think it is.”



Tristan took me by the shoulders and looked into my eyes. “I can’t wait anymore.” He nodded to his tent. I got on my knees and unzipped his fly, letting it burst into the air. The rest of our group hooted and hollered. I dove at it and savored my new favorite thing to do in the whole world. I slurped off his stick and looked up at him. “After this one, it’s time for my reward, and you’re going to put that somewhere else for me when you get hard again.”



“It won’t take but a minute, my sweet. But first… Ungh, God!”



He rolled his head back and began to gush on my hair as I quickly wrapped my lips around it and swallowed every drop. By the time I was done reveling in it, the other wives had unlocked all the cages on the brides and the grooms. Tristan lifted me onto a table and stroked his wet, beautiful cock as he gazed longingly at me.



Ashley said to the group, “Your cages are off. It’s time for your rewards. Take our winning bride, Samantha, the queen sissy slut, and do what you will with the little princess and contribute your reward to her.”



Ashley yanked my legs back by my high heels and placed them by my ears against the table with a clunk. She tied my ankles behind my head with a long white veil from one of the other girls. I tilted my bottom for access by Tristan. He slapped it hard, making it sting, which focused my attention down there. He ripped the crushed feathers off my expanded plug, then released the air from it. I felt the pressure inside leave. He yanked it out and left me gaping for him to refill me.



Tristan shoved into my wet, begging hole, hard and fast. His thick, long, hot man-rod pierced my bottom, stretching it and pushing against my g-spot. I’d thought his cock would come out of my mouth, he drove so hard and deep. My hunting buddy pummeled me.



His stroking began to make me ooze down my rigid little shaft and onto my globes. I realized the difference between having a cock in my mouth and having it inside of me; I could feel our energies merge and intensify. I became an extension of him and he of me. We were joined in a blissful exchange of power and energy. It was the most intimate thing I had ever experienced, and just then I realized I would always long for it.



Roberta slid her cute cock between my lips. I sucked it passionately. She feverishly pumped into my mouth, her perfumed dress brushed my face. She cried like a little girl in her sweet little voice and quickly gave me her seed as she gently held my head.



Onto the middle of my tongue, her tiny cock gave me sweet and salty juice in shot after shot, which I delightedly swallowed while she shuddered and nearly fell from her heels onto weak knees.



One after another of the brides and grooms contributed their body-shaking releases, covering my face and hair with pearly juice and filling my mouth with it. They cried my name in pleasure as they did.



After some time, my body was electrified with pleasure; hands and eyes caressed and thrilled me; semen streamed down my erect cock, over my balls, and onto Tristan’s thrusting rod. Our energies merging and melding as he made me an extension of him, I felt Tristan tense.



His huge hands crushed my thighs down against the cold table, and he rammed in and out of me. He filled my bottom with a final push and a deep-throated grunt. My body convulsed, and it involuntarily pushed against his rod, taking him as deep as it would go. I thrust my hips on his cock fanatically.



My little cock erupted in wild splashes and with a mind of its own, it flailed in the air above my garter belt, depositing thick, plentiful, feminized cock-juice all over what used to be my wife’s wedding dress. It was if every ounce of each man’s semen I had consumed now rushed to escape from me with the power and sensations from all of them combined. I came like I never had in my whole life.



Muscles tensing, my little cock danced and squirted ferociously. I looked into Tristan’s eyes as he watched. My heart beat so fiercely I thought I might die. Then it slowly subsided until a slow drool ran out the tip and down my softening cock like the energy that was leaving my body.



I lay there in bliss as my heart slowed to a normal pace. Tristan stood before me with his thick cock still inside; he moved it slowly and sensually in my wet, tight ass. He caressed my legs in their white bridal stockings as the others finished themselves on me, honoring me with their donations on my face and hair, belly and legs. I was bathed in their excited secretions, amazed by the level of arousal I had brought them to by simply being me, along with the effects of their lengthy chastity, of course.



They brought themselves around to my face to have me clean their cocks with my mouth, and some of them came quickly once more, rewarding me even further with splashes on my tongue and down my throat. I needed every bit of it, as drained as I was then. Tristan was stroking his semi-rigid cock, still in me, and it still sent ripples of pleasure of a different sort. I was still connected to him.



The room was filled with the sweet smells of semen and perfume, cologne and sweat. Ashley smoothed my sex-pearl-spattered hair with her hand. “My sweetie, are you happy?” She untied the veil from my ankles and my legs fell limp beside Tristan’s legs. Tristan removed himself from my receptacle, leaving his essence inside and me feeling empty.



I gazed into her loving eyes, exhausted. I smiled weakly and then winked. I closed my eyes and thought, what a life. Doing what you love to do the most and nothing else. I imagined my new body of the future and drifted off to sleep.



I felt myself lifted in strong arms. “Time for you to rest, my bride,” Tristan said as he carried me away. He whispered in my ear, “Big party at Roberta’s all weekend, and all the boyfriends are invited. All the brides will have to get them ready for the wives, and of course, don’t forget about us. I need much more of what I just did to you. Monday we can make arrangements for the new you.” He kissed my cheek.



“Wait, get my cage. Don’t forget my cage. I need to put it back on. I don’t want to come until I’ve completed at least one stage of my transformation. You’ll have to be careful when you fuck me to not make me erupt. I’ve lost all of the power that I took from every cock by releasing with you now, and I need to refill my stores. It will keep me focused.”



He laughed. “I’ll take care of it, buddy, and we’ll get you refilled.”



Drained and weary, I drifted off to dream about what would be next.










If this book brought you excitement and pleasure, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it or blog it out. Thanks!



Barb and Thom



For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to:



Amazon:




http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4

 /



Don’t forget our website, which has more links to things you might like, as well as other places to get our works.




http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com
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