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 I was in a tough situation—tougher than I’d ever been in. As most things in life, it started simply enough and had few long-term implications, but the implications became greater as time passed.  
 Her hand stroked my hair tenderly. “Stop overthinking this, Candy. You’ve come a long way, and you’ve far exceeded everyone’s expectations. That’s what makes it so good. That’s why anyone would have to follow where they’ve made such inroads.”  
 I looked into her concerned eyes. “I can’t follow this, Melanie. It’s a complete change of course for me.”  
 “Why? It doesn’t have to be. You can still be an engineer when you graduate. You can still pursue your career. You’ll probably enjoy life more than you ever did. You’re a natural. Look at yourself. Look how you move and talk and dress. It’s perfectly normal for you.”  
 I crossed my stockinged leg, reveling in the sensuality of this thing I’d been immersed in. I watched as my high heel bounced at the end of my crossed leg, making me feel even more sensual. I glanced down at my silky hand, my fingers with their long, painted nails as they caressed my thigh unconsciously. It was second nature for me to be this way. She was right.  
 I looked up at her. “But Melanie, it’s not normal. What will people say? What will they think?”  
 “Who cares? You are what you are, honey. Fighting it will do no good. I say you do it all the way, or at least almost all the way. You may as well perfect this as far as you can. That would be your normal thing to do. You do things completely. You perfect things.”  
 I looked at her luscious cleavage and heavy breasts on her tiny, five-foot frame. Her raised plump cheeks, the curve of her hips in her miniskirt. The more I thought about it, the more I realized she was right.  
 “I’ll think about it.”  
 “Good girl. Let it play out and see. After the play is over, you’ll know without any doubts what to do.” She kissed my lips.  
 Well, now that you’ve heard what it all led to and where I was, it’s time I tell you how it all began. 
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 “Bill, I’m sorry, but you didn’t get the part. I know you were planning on this being your summer job, and that means you’ll need another plan, but the guys’ roles are all filled. Sorry.”  
 “Okay, Jim. I guess I didn’t do well enough. What was my downfall?”  
 “Uh, just your demeanor. Your acting is fabulous, but it doesn’t fit those roles.”  
 “My demeanor? What’s that supposed to mean?”  
 His eyes flitted over my body. He shook his head. “I’m not sure how to word it properly. How do you see the guys’ roles in this play?”  
 “Pretty simple, I’d say. They’re just props for the main character to play off of. She’s the one that has the tough part.”  
 “Right—big, dumb props, Bill. Do you look like a big dumb prop?”  
 “Well, no, but...”  
 “You don’t. I do have some news that could be good for you, though. A challenging role. Like you said, she has the tough part to play.”  
 “What? The leading lady? Candy?!”  
 “Why not? You could pull it off. Your acting is impeccable, and your demeanor is, uh, how do I say it?”  
 I knew what he was thinking when he said demeanor. “Jim, here’s how you say it as nice as can be. I’m not masculine. I’m only five-foot-three with a slim build. I know. I’ve lived with that curse all my life.”  
 “It’s not a curse. Really! It’s just who you are. But now, if you want to, you can capitalize on it. In the old days of acting, men played women’s parts; it was all men on the stage. Why not do it today and really make an impact? The audience will go crazy when they find out. You’ll be famous!”  
 “Yeah, a famous freak.”  
 “Well, I don’t know what to say to convince you. The part’s open right now, and I’m gonna open auditions up next week if you don’t take it. I don’t even need an audition from you. I know you’ll be perfect. You’re a perfectionist in your craft. Why you’re becoming an engineer is beyond me.”  
 “Engineers are guaranteed jobs and make good money. Acting is a crap-shoot.”  
 “True. But it wouldn’t be one for you. At least enjoy the summer and take this role. You’ll love the challenge, and you’ll excel at it.”  
 I shook my head, looking at the ground. How could I play the leading lady’s role? That was insane.  
 He put his hand on my shoulder and squeezed it gently. “Don’t be hasty. But be the pragmatic engineer and don’t let your male ego get in the way. It’ll be easier and more profitable than trying to find something else to do for the summer. Think about it and talk it over with your friends.”  
 I looked up at him. “Not friends, you mean my friend, Melanie.”  
 “Yeah, talk it over with Melanie. Sleep on it.”  
 He stood and patted me on the shoulder. “I really think you’d do well in this role. I hope you accept it.”  
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 I slept on it and didn’t feel much better about doing it. After breakfast, I went to Melanie’s house.  
 She nearly gagged on her coffee and clanked the mug on the table. “Do it! You have to do it. I’ll help you. You’ll be fabulous.” Melanie’s eyes were filled with light as she leapt from the table and jumped up and down. “I can’t wait! This will be so much fun.”  
 “Shouldn’t a real girl be playing the leading lady? I mean, you’d be perfect.”  
 “I couldn’t do it. I’m not as good an actor as you are. That’s why I get killed off in the first scene.” She stood behind me, playing with my hair. “We can really get a hot-looking cut for you. Something really sexy. You have such thick hair, and with some blond highlighting and styling, it would be perfect for her.  
 I pushed her hands from my hair. “Slow down. You really think this is a good idea? What will people think?”  
 “Who cares? Robin Williams did it in Tootsie. Other guys have played women’s roles. Heck, it used to be only men that played all the roles. I know what I’ll think.” She sat on my lap and put her arms around my neck.  
 I looked into her smiling eyes. “What?”  
 “I think you’ll be the bravest man I know. Not to mention, you’ll be able to do what you wanted to this summer and won’t have to look for something else.” She started playing with my hair again. “I can’t wait to have your ears pierced. It’ll look so nice with your hair restyled.”  
 “Pierced? Doesn’t that hurt?”  
 “Oh Billy, stop. I guess you aren’t brave enough to take this part. I was wrong. I always thought you were brave, but I guess you’re just a wimp inside. That’s okay, I still love you.”  
 She kissed me on the lips. Her breast brushed my shoulder. She wriggled her butt on my lap, her miniskirt riding up. She placed my hand on her thigh. “Feel how nice it is to have shaved legs?”  
 They sure were silky. I slid my hand on them. “Shave my legs and put in earrings and get my hair styled. That’s a lot to ask a guy.”  
 “It wouldn’t be much for my hero to do. He’d love to do it, and then we could be two girls for the summer.”  
 “This is just a role. It wouldn’t be all the time.”  
 “Everyone is supposed to stay in role this summer all the time. To really become the character.”  
 “I think they’d make an exception for me.”  
 “Don’t count on it. Besides, how will you be able to act like another gender unless you’ve lived it? You’re an engineer; think about it.”  
 That was true. Being in the part would increase the chance for success. It would maximize my potential to be accurate and convincing. “I guess.”  
 She hopped off my lap and grabbed my hand. “C’mon, let’s go out on the deck in the sunshine so you can see well, and let’s get rid of your body hair.”  
 “I haven’t decided to do it yet.”  
 “Then don’t. Not making a decision is a decision. Let’s get started as if you were going to do it and postpone the thinking until later. Your body hair will always grow back. Besides...” she pointed to my legs in my shorts and to my chest with my open shirt. “You don’t have very much anyway.”  
 She tugged my hand, trying to lift me off the chair. “Go out on the deck, and I’ll join you with some iced tea and what you’ll need.”  
 I stood and took a seat on the chaise lounge in the sunshine. It was a gorgeous day, white puffy clouds overhead. Birds were chirping, squirrels running in the yard. A perfectly relaxing day.  
 Melanie came out with an extension cord and plugged it into the wall. She fed it out to the chaise lounge, plugged in what looked like an electric razor, and handed it to me. “You chose a good seat. You’ll be able to see well in the sunlight and do a good job.”  
 I stared at the razor. “This is a razor?”  
 “No, it’s an epilator. It rips your hair out by the root. Then it won’t show up again for a few days, and when it does, it won’t be stubbly. I have to warn you, though—you’ll need to be a man to use it. It’ll hurt.”  
 I tried to give it back to her. “No thanks. Not into pain. Besides, being manly is counter to the role.”  
 She shoved it into my hand. “It’ll hurt less if you use the backside first. That cuts the hair to the proper length and then it rips out with less pain. After the first time, your body hair will get thinner, and it will just be a little tingly when you do it. It’ll go faster too. Now be brave. Start at your feet.”  
 I held it and stared at it. I took a deep breath and used the cutter first and did one whole leg. Then I epilated.  
 It wasn’t terrible until I reached my thighs. By the time I had finished one thigh I was in a cold sweat from the pain, and my thighs were red and burning. “This sucks,” I said as I took a gulp of tea and wiped the sweat off my brow. “You do this?”  
 She sat on her chaise sipping her tea. “Of course. Like I said, the first time is the worst. Now get back to work so we can go to the mall.”  
 I continued and nearly died doing my chest and stomach. When I was done, I plunked the nasty device on the side table and said, “Done! Proud of me?”  
 “Yes, Very. Now take your shorts and underwear off. I’ll help you keep the skin tight for the bikini area.”  
 “Whoah! No way! Why do I have to do that? No one will see it.”  
 “But you’ll feel it. You have to be smooth all over. We can just shave your more sensitive parts, but the skin around them should be epilated.”  
 “What if I don’t want you to see how manly I am down there?”  
 “Tough. Suck it up. I always wanted to get into your shorts, but you seem to avoid me all the time. We’ve known each other for a long time now, and we’ve never had sex. Where’s your sex drive?”  
 “Why are we talking about this?”  
 “We have to.”  
 “Uh, feeling horny is like brushing your teeth or peeing. When it’s time, I just get rid of it, then I don’t have to think about it.”  
 “So, I’m not the only girl that hasn’t had sex with you?”  
 I nodded, my face flushed. “Uh, I’ve never had sex of any kind with anyone except my hand. I try to stay away from it. I don’t like to waste time. I take care of the problem any morning it’s there in about thirty seconds into a Kleenex.”  
 “Thirty seconds?”  
 “Yeah, I’ve gotten good at getting it over with. Why waste time?”  
 She grimaced and shook her head. “Yeesh, take your shorts and underwear off now and end this discussion. Like you said, like your sex life, why waste time? Get it over with and let’s get to the mall.”  
 I stood and turned away from her. I slid my shorts and underwear off at the same time and dropped them on the deck.  
 “Cute ass! No hair on that either.” Melanie slapped it. “Now be a man and sit down so we can get this done.”  
 I sat. I was limp as a noodle. It was all shrunk up.  
 Melanie said, “Looks like you took care of it recently.”  
 “This morning. It’s not a bad size when it’s demanding attention.”  
 “I’m sure.” She put her soft hands on my abdomen and above my cock and stretched the skin. “Go at it, Bill.”  
 I did it as fast as I could. It had to be the most sensitive area yet. I was red and sore when I was done.  
 Melanie took my sensitive parts and stretched them out inspecting for hair. “A quick hit with the razor in the shower and it’ll be gone. Good job, Bill. I’m proud of you.”  
 “Thanks.”  
 “Now take a fresh razor from the cabinet, hop in my shower, and get it done. Then we can go.”  
 I did as I was told, all the time thinking how silly this was. The cool water seemed to quench the fire on my skin a bit, and my body was silky smooth. The shaved parts felt interesting. I looked like a little boy with all my body hair gone.  
 When I came out of the shower, my clothes were gone. I wrapped a towel around my waist and went out to the deck. “Where are my shorts and shirt?”  
 “You don’t need them anymore. I have clothes on my bed for you. Go put them on, and no complaining. We need to get moving. You have a hairstylist appointment in thirty minutes, and I need to do your makeup.”  
 “Melanie, I haven’t decided yet!”  
 “Then don’t decide until we’re done. You’ll look less obvious getting ears pierced, buying women’s clothing, and getting your hair and nails done if you just do as I say.”  
 Thirty minutes. I went into the bedroom. There were a pair of pink stretchy panties, high wedgie sandals, and a pink V-neck blouse with a bra and some silicone gel breast forms.  
 I dressed and walked out on the deck. “You already planned this? These clothes and shoes are in my size.”  
 “You look cute.” 
 “I feel silly.”  
 “You won’t. Do you have an erection?”  
 “Hell no, I’m nervous as hell.”  
 “You’ll get used to it. Makeup time.” 
 She did my makeup as I watched my face take on a very feminine look. No one would know I was a guy. The bra and forms gave me realistic breasts and cleavage by pushing up my own flesh. The successful illusion made me feel less nervous. Maybe this would work. I began to throb in my silky panties as I looked at my refection.  
 She slung a purse on my shoulder. “Your wallet and things are in your purse.” She sprayed a heavy dose of sexy perfume on me. “Raise your voice a tad so it matches better.”  
 “Like this?”  
 “Perfect. Let’s go.”  
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 After having my ears pierced, a pedicure, a manicure, and my hair styled in layers—still over my shoulders with highlights and waves put in—I was in pain from all the bodily abuses of the day. Whatever masculinity I’d had before was decimated, but the illusion was complete. I began to immerse myself in selecting different outfits, feeling the smooth fabrics, trying on the high heels, getting compliments from the salespeople and big smiles from men passing as we walked. I could do this. It was working.  
 Melanie and I walked to the car laden with bags. “I’m proud of you, Bill, or should I say Candy now? You were a trooper today. Now we can stop by your place and clean things up and get it ready to leave it for the rest of the summer.”  
 “Leave it?”  
 “You’re staying at my house. I won’t take no for an answer.”  
 “Umm, I, uh...”  
 “Now you can begin acting the part.”  
 We stopped at my house and basically closed it up. I wanted to take some of my clothes with me, but Melanie wouldn’t let me. I was stuck as a girl for the summer. It didn’t matter much, though, since it did work. The hard part was done.  
 Back at Melanie’s, she helped me dress for our dinner date. I couldn’t help but react to the sensuality of the sheer stockings and the silky minidress, the way I looked in the mirror, my new dangling earrings, the way the high heels made me walk, the way the breasts tugged and pulled with each vulnerable, sexy, mincing step in the heels. I was hard as a rock in my panties.  
 Melanie came into the kitchen dressed beautifully. She was absolutely gorgeous, and looking at her was even more exciting than looking at myself. I wondered if I had any chance with her. I wondered if we’d be more than just friends.  
 She stood in front of me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me gently on the lips. “Don’t want to mess you up, even if it is twenty-four-hour lipstick. You just look so lovely.”  
 I wrapped my arms around her waist. “Thanks. This feels weird, but nice.”  
 She placed her hand on my crotch and pressed on it. “Mmm, yes it does feel nice. This is a very nice one in those panties. Seems it’s done wonders for your libido compared to this morning. I think you’ll love this role.”  
 “You may be right. I never thought it would feel so good.” 
 “Wait until later, honey.” 
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 Melanie drove us as I luxuriated in the sensations of my new self. She held my left hand while my right one unconsciously caressed my silky, stockinged leg.  
 The valet’s eyes flitted to my breasts and legs, and his face flushed as he held my door for me. The maître d’ gave us compliments and put us in a nice, out-of-the-way booth overlooking the gardens with our backs to the restaurant.  
 We both ordered martinis, and then Melanie held my arm like a girl would her boyfriend’s. “I love this new you. I feel as if I’ve be given greater permissions now than I had before.” She slid her hand on my thigh and caressed it lightly. “You’re so sensual now. Before you were just plain old Bill.”  
 “Well, I didn’t think you were a sensual girl. I thought you were a nice girl.”  
 “I am a nice girl. But girls have needs just like men.” She slid her hand under my dress, pulled the panties to the side, then placed her hand on top of the dress and wrapped my maleness in the silky fabric. “See how nice you are now? Finally, I have what I’ve wanted from you for a long time. Something nice and hard you can make me feel good with.” She squeezed it.  
 The waiter smiled as he placed our drinks before us, the two of us like a couple in love, not two girls dining. Melissa toasted. “To two girls enjoying life together forever.” She clinked. We sipped.  
 “Forever? At the end of the summer, this is done for me.”  
 “We’ll see. We can still be together forever anyway. If you want, that is.”  
 “I, uh...” I looked into her eyes, my shock showing on my face.  
 “Yes, I want to be with you forever, you geek. Oh, don’t get so nervous. Relax. What will be will be.”  
 Looking off into the garden, she caressed my thigh again, making me relish our new relationship. I’d never had such sexual feelings my whole life, and now I wanted to have sex with her. I had never really wanted that with anyone. The problem was, I was acting like a girl now. How could I be both?  
 We ate a wonderful dinner with several courses of delectable delights. We had plenty of alcoholic lubrication to relax and enjoy the food. It was as if I had a new set of senses—my skin was more sensitive to the fabrics I was wearing, my cock ever harder and ever on the edge, the garden was bristling with color as if I had new eyes. My sense of smell found the food, our perfumes, the air through the window, laden with lovely scents, and Melanie’s voice sounded sweeter and honey-like to my ears. I had been reborn into a world of heightened awareness.  
 The ice water dripped over the sugar into our glasses as we watched the clear absinthe turn milkier with each drop.  
 Melanie slid her hand onto my lap and wrapped my hardness in my silky dress. She pointed. “Our drinks look more and more like semen with each drop, don’t you think?”  
 “It does kind of. Rather gross.”  
 “Oh no, I can tell you haven’t been in your role very long. When you have been, it will look luscious, and you’ll be dying to drink it down.” She stroked me with the dress as she looked at the garden. She caressed my thighs in my stockings with her other silky hand. She ran her nails over my skin, then her hand.  
 “Oh Melanie, you’d better stop that, or you’ll mess my dress.”  
 She stopped, opened her purse, did something in it with both hands. She looked around. Our absinthe was very cloudy now. She slid her hand under my dress. She smiled at me. “Won’t mess your dress... or waste it.” She rolled a condom over my throbbing rod.  
 I looked around nervously. “Melanie, no.” I pushed her hand away.  
 She looked at our drinks. She stopped the dripping and handed my glass to me. She took hers and clinked. She whispered to me, “So you’ve never had sex with a girl?”  
 “I uh, well, I, I mean...”  
 “Tonight you will. Tonight, you’ll fill me with your release.” She held the glass in front of my face. “But first, we drink to it, then you fill the rubber with your cream, and then you do what I say, and then... then we go home, and you can stick it in me for as long as you can.” She held her glass to me to clink. “Deal?”  
 How could I resist? “Deal.” I grinned ear to ear. My heart raced at the thought.  
 She shot her drink down, and I did the same. Her hand resumed jerking me as we gazed onto the garden. She whispered in my ear, “You have to come now, and then you might last at least for a few strokes when you’re in my hot, wet hole.”  
 She caressed my legs, stroked me, looked into my eyes, and I came like a rocket. She slid the condom off, took my glass beneath the table and put the come in it. The glass reappeared before me.  
 “Wow. Quite the load. As much as I want it...” She tipped the glass and sipped it. “Mmm. It’s not bitter at all. You have to drink it. It will increase your libido.” She put some water in it and stirred it. It looked like the absinthe I’d just drunk.  
 I held the glass. After coming, I felt silly dressed as I was, felt even sillier looking at my come in a glass, and felt ridiculous thinking of drinking it. I looked at her with puppy eyes.  
 “Go on, you virgin. Drink.” She pushed my hand toward my mouth. I stared at my long-nailed fingers clasping the crystal. I sniffed it.  
 “Big girl shot now. You’ll see, eventually you’ll want it all the time.”  
 I shot it down. It wasn’t repulsive. It was just the thought of what it was.  
 “Good girl. Now let’s pay the bill and fill me up.”  
 My attire felt totally out of place then, but it still felt sensual and it reminded me of how nice it was being this way. I felt even more feminine and pretty without my rigidness in my panties. I paid the bill, and we went home. By the time we got there, I was beside myself with the thought of what I’d be doing next. 
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 Melanie tugged me by the hand into her bedroom and began taking clothes from the closet and drawers. She arranged an ensemble on the bed. “Change.” She pointed at them.  
 She found another outfit, and we changed together. She had a black satin corset that held her breasts on shelves, allowing her hard nipples to be free. Mine had a bra built into it. We both wore black ruffled satin and lace panties and sheer black gartered stockings that we attached to the corsets. Strappy five-inch heels and sheer short robes completed the outfits.  
 She stepped over to me, grabbed my cock. “See, this is ready already. Seems it likes the new outfit and what’s coming next.”  
 She kissed me deeply on the lips. Her tongue was sweet, and her perfume filled my senses as her hand pulled my sheer-pantied bottom to her. “Mmm,” she moaned in my ear. “Do it, baby.”  
 She tugged me to the bed, slipped onto it and raised her legs back. She rubbed her clit, looking in my eyes. She reached to the nightstand drawer and took a rubber out and opened it. “Put this on.”  
 “What if it breaks?”  
 “I’m on birth control. Don’t worry.”  
 “Then why use it at all? I don’t have anything. Do you?”  
 “No. We don’t want to waste your come, though. Now fuck me.”  
 “I put it on and slid between her legs. I held it with my hand shaking, trying to guide it in. She grabbed it and pulled me by the hips to get it all in. It felt incredible. She looked into my eyes and grabbed my ass tightly. “Fuck me.”  
 I began to thrust. It was hot and wet, and even with a rubber on, it felt exquisite. I looked into her eyes, our silky legs rubbing one another, our breasts pressing against one another, her hot breath in my ear. She whispered, “Oh yes, I’ve been waiting forever for this. Make me come, baby. Come inside me.”  
 I thrust hard and fast. It must have been at least, uh, three times, and I came like a rocket. My body tensed, and I whimpered in pleasure.  
 She let out a sigh and a laugh. “That’s a good girl. We’ll work on that. I know this is new to you.”  
 “I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it. It was so intense.”  
 “I know, princess, I know. Now get some rest. Tomorrow we’ll start fixing that, and we can work on the script too. I love you, Candy.”  
 “Bill, call me Bill.”  
 “You sure don’t look or act like Bill. I love you, Candy.”  
 What had I done? I had a sexual relationship now, but what about all the rest? She wouldn’t even call me my real name.  
 I drifted off to sleep. I dreamt the bed was shaking and heard a motor noise and Melissa quietly moaning. Then it went silent.
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 I woke to thrusting my hips. I dreamt I was inside Melissa again. I came furiously and opened my eyes. A pillow was folded around my cock. I had been humping the pillow like a child.  
 “Good girl, Candy.” She slid the rubber off me carefully. “A nice big morning deposit.” She held the rubber up, looking at the semen in it. I’ll put it with the one from last night. Now go into the kitchen for breakfast—we have a lot to do today.” She kissed my forehead and hopped of bed, running into the kitchen. I heard the freezer door open and shut.  
 I went to the bathroom then into the kitchen.  
 “What’s with the rubbers? What are you doing with them?”  
 “Saving them, of course. I poured them into a popsicle form in the freezer. I want to save them to enhance your libido when we’re closer to show time.”  
 “Really?”  
 “Really. I’ll be giving you some from time to time when it’s useful for you. But the bulk is for later.”  
 She slid onto my lap, put her arms around me. She smiled and ran her hand over my hair. “Still pretty, even with bed head. You are such a perfect princess. Don’t even have a beard shadow.”  
 “Gee, thanks.”  
 She got on her knees and took my cock in her mouth. She looked up at me while her tongue ran rings around my limp cock. “Mmm.” She moaned around it. I couldn’t help growing in her mouth. It wasn’t long before she had me coming again.  
 When she had milked the last of it out, she stood and bent down to kiss me. When we did, she pushed her tongue and all of my come into my mouth. I swallowed it.  
 “Good girl. A little breakfast treat for you. Now, that was number two for today. We have to keep doing it as often as we can get it hard if you’re ever going to last any amount of time in me. You’ve trained yourself so well to come fast that your body is used to it. If we can satisfy you over and over, it should take longer.”  
 “Ah, I see now. Okay. I guess there are worse training exercises. I’d like to last with you. I want to make you happy, Melanie.”  
 “You will. If not, don’t worry.”  
 “Was that a vibrator I heard you using last night? Is that what you mean not to worry?”  
 “Well, yeah. They work brilliantly. But I have other boyfriends too, you, know. Friends with benefits. I hope that’s okay with you. Sometimes a girl just needs a good hard pounding. You’ll see what I mean now that you’re becoming a girl. There’s nothing like penetration and an injection with a nice big one and a guy moaning at the end of it. It’s the ultimate compliment for a girl.”  
 “See what you mean? What? I don’t want a guy inside me.”  
 “You have to. It’s part of your role. Don’t worry. It’ll all work out. You’re a great actress and a wonderfully sexy girl.”  
 What had I gotten myself into? The girl I’ve now fallen in love with has boyfriends that she has sex with, and she wants me to be Candy, the high-class hooker in the play, for real. Guys coming in my butt? Didn’t sound fun. I felt nauseous.  
 “Eat your eggs, Candy, and drink your tea. It’s a special libido-enhancing tea. You’ll need it today.”  
 She patted my head. “You look so cute with those pouty lips and sad eyes. You love this, and you know it.” She laughed. 
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 We did exactly what Melissa had said for the whole first month. I was able to last inside her up to five minutes by the end of training. At first, the last ejaculations of the day were almost dry. At the end, they were as abundant as the first.  
 We practiced my lines from the script in between sessions. We went to the park, the mall, clubbing and so on. We had sex everywhere. She gave me blowjobs, as well, and I’d watch intensely as she did it, imagining how I’d fake it on stage.  
 It was heavenly, actually. I’d never had so much sex in my life and never felt so sensual. I never felt attractive before. I loved this new life, having a girlfriend and having sex and being together all the time. It was wonderful having Melissa and Melissa having me. We were in love.  
 Then, at the end of the first month, Melissa added a twist to our sex.  
 It was morning, and I was just beginning to wake up. Melissa had slid my pillow between my legs and I was humping it, imagining her, when I felt something press against my lips.  
 She said, “See me sucking you, but be me.” She shoved the dildo into my mouth and stroked it in and out. “Wrap your lips around it. Run your tongue around it.”  
 I did so as I continued humping my pillow. It aroused me so much to imagine one in my mouth that I came, humping furiously. The next thing I knew, come flooded my mouth. I swallowed voraciously, trying not to choke. Melissa slid it in and out, being careful not to choke me. When I stopped humping, she stopped flooding me.  
 “Good girl. You swallowed a huge load of your come. You’ll have no problem with a real one.”  
 “A real one?”  
 “Of course. Almost all girls love to suck. You will too. Wasn’t it exciting to think about? Tell the truth now.” She wiped a drip from my chin and held her finger for me to lick. I licked it.  
 “Uh, exciting? Well, it was different. I never thought I’d actually come humping a pillow with a dildo in my mouth. Sounds like I’m a freak.”  
 “You’re not. You’ll see, you’ll learn to love it. To want it.”  
 Well, she was right. By the end of two weeks. I began to associate sucking that dildo and getting my reward so much that if Melissa shot the load into my mouth before I came, I’d come immediately. I became Pavlov’s dog.  
 Again we continued our training. Melissa now carried the dildo, even when it was empty, in her purse. Every time I came, I had it in my mouth. Every time I came, she collected more and saved it, tying off the rubbers until we went home and she could freeze it to feed to me later.  
 Two more weeks of that, and then Melissa did something I couldn’t believe. After coming so many times a day, sometimes as many as twenty but never less than ten, my body was used to making copious amounts of semen. I never went dry. My libido was high enough to get an erection minutes after the last ejaculation. It was crazy.  
 Unfortunately, with one month until curtain time and beginning rehearsals, she changed things dramatically. I couldn’t believe it when it happened, but it did. 
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 It was the last orgasm of the day for me. That one was always my favorite. We’d take our time, caress each other, nibble and kiss. Melanie loved me sucking her nipples; her breasts too large for her tiny body. I loved doing it just for her reaction of pleasure as I pressed my mouth on them and moved my head from one to the other. Her breasts were firm and her nipples hard. I loved biting them gently and making her moan while I slid my cock against her silky stockings.  
 Her hand went to my bottom and tugged me up to her. She grabbed my cock and slid it into her hot, wet, and very tight hole. I struggled to keep from coming.  
 “Oh, Candy, that feels so nice. Fuck me hard, honey.”  
 I held her ankles in her tiny, size-five high heels next to her head. Looking into her lovely eyes, I could see how close she was to orgasm. I thrusted as fast and as hard as I could, having to hold her tight against the bed.  
 “Almost there, sweetie. Deeper,” she moaned as her head rolled on her shoulders. “Ungh, huh, yes.”  
 I looked at the clock on the nightstand. “Oh god, I made it six minutes, but I can’t hold back anymore.”  
 She quickly grabbed the squirting dildo off the nightstand and slid it into my mouth.  
 I moaned around it. I shoved into her and held it there, pumping my load into my rubber inside her. She squeezed the dildo, releasing my stored semen into my mouth. I swallowed it greedily as my body twitched and shuddered. My legs tensed against hers. I fell onto her with my breasts crushing her as my heart raced, and we both worked at catching our breath.  
 I put the dildo on my nightstand. I kissed her cheek. “Sorry you didn’t come. I tried.”  
 “I know. It was nice, though. I love feeling you do that.”  
 She slid out from under me. “Roll over and let me harvest.”  
 I did, and she carefully removed the rubber. She ran it off to the kitchen and put it with the rest. When she returned, she went into her dresser. She sat on the bed. “Next phase of training. Sit up, honey.” I rolled my legs off the bed. She reached under my nightgown and grabbed my balls. She put a two-piece, chrome-plated ring around them and held it shut.  
 “What the hell?”  
 “Shush. Stay still, or I might pinch your skin in it.” She slid a dick-head-shaped piece with a hole in it over my cock and slid the piece back to align with holes in the top of the ring. She held them together while she ran a lock through them and snapped it shut. She took the key out and ran off with it.  
 I looked at it and tried to get it off. I tugged and pulled, tried to open the lock. She came back in. I looked up at her. “This can’t come off. It’s tiny. How will I come? I can’t even get an erection.”  
 “Exactly. Now stop those puppy-dog eyes. Everything will be fine.”  
 “How long will I have to wear it?”  
 “Until it’s time to take it off again.”  
 “But Melanie, I’ve been coming an incredible number of times for weeks. My body will go crazy. I’ll be incredibly horny. I won’t be able to make love to you.”  
 “Exactly. Between that and the extra libido enhancers you’ll be taking, you’ll have no qualms about pleasing men any way you can. You already associate pleasure from sucking, even though the dildo isn’t real, but real ones will be even more delightful for you. Soon, you’ll be able to play your role completely.”  
 “Completely.”  
 “Yes.”  
 “I’m not gay.”  
 “That’s just a label. You’re a woman in this role. Women get penetrated. They become intimately connected to men by penetration.”  
 “Oh god, Melanie. I can’t do that.”  
 “You can do anything. You have to get inside the mind of—and act like—a hooker. Trust me, you’ll want to very soon. You’ll perfect the role like no one else could.”  
 She slid into bed on her side, shut off the light, and rolled over. She said, “Tomorrow I’ll introduce you to one more training tool. Goodnight, sweetie.”  
 Oh my god. Here I was, a woman’s hairstyle, nails, and silky body, dressing, acting, and talking like a woman, and that wasn’t enough for the role? Now I had to be a hooker completely? I understood about being in the role, but this seemed a bit excessive.  
 I slid onto the bed, put my head on my pillow, and stared at the moonlight on the ceiling. I saw myself with men, pleasing them in every which way. It was me, and yet it wasn’t. I would be a hooker in the role and would have been experienced at it as well. I felt myself grow inside my cage and filled it quickly. The pressure of it felt good. The weight felt good. It was erotic and arousing in its own way. I reached to the nightstand, grabbed the dildo, squeezed out the last drops and tasted them, then sucked it like a pacifier while I drifted off to sleep. 
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 I woke in the morning attempting to hump but felt pain as the cage pressed against me. I opened my eyes.  
 “Good morning, princess!”  
 I rolled over. Melanie was smiling ear to ear. She came over and ran her hand over my hair. “I saw you going for your first one this morning. As you noticed, I hadn’t put a rubber on you.” She sat alongside me and lifted my cage. “But I see you’re oozing from it already. So after your shower you’ll need to put one over your cage so you aren’t dripping everywhere all the time.”  
 I looked down at it. It had oozed and was dripping from the tip. I wiped it with my finger and licked it off. “I guess so. Do I have to do this?”  
 “Absolutely. You’ll see. You’ll grow from this. Paradigms will break. You’ll see the world in a new way. Life will open to new pleasures and ways of living.” She kissed my cheek. “Breakfast is ready along with a doubly strong dose of your tea.”  
 We ate breakfast, and after Melanie relaxed and had her coffee on the deck and I did the dishes, I came out to her and finished my tea. “I’m gonna shower and get dressed. What’s on the agenda?”  
 She was basking in the sun, her eyes closed, lying on the chaise in her bra and panties. “I think you should get some sun and relax out here with me. Tonight we’re having a gathering here, so we’ll need to get ready for it and entertain tonight.”  
 “What?”  
 “Jim, our director, called and he asked if we could host a gathering of the cast. Since we’re starting rehearsals tomorrow, he wanted to have everyone meet socially and get to know one another.”  
 “Why here? Why not at his place?”  
 “Because you’re the leading lady and main character, and because we have the nicest place to do it with the large patio and house. It’ll be fun. You’ll just need to get a few things done. I’ll help you.”  
 “We need to go shopping.”  
 “Of course. Jim said he’d pay us back for everything. It won’t matter, though, with how much we’ll make from all the shows we put on and once the money is split up. Think of this as an investment in the project to help it go smoothly.”  
 She rolled onto her belly. “Could you be a doll and get me some suntan lotion before you shower?”  
 “Sure.” I started to go.  
 “Wait, when you take a shower today, use my attachment and clean out that cute bottom of yours after you have your toilet.”  
 “What?”  
 “The attachment on the shower. Use it and get it all clean.”  
 “Why?”  
 “So you can put the vibrating butt plug in it after you shower. It will help you get used to having something in it and also help with your libido.”  
 “I don’t need any help with my libido, and I don’t want anything in it.”  
 “See? You do need help with your libido because you don’t want anything in it, and you need to experience being penetrated passionately. What kind of hooker would you be if you were a virgin?”  
 I stood stock still just staring at her. She lay there, her face on her hand, basking in the sunshine. I was supposed to shove a plug in my ass? Well, I’d think that would take away all my libido, since who wants to go to a proctologist? No one. Her plan was going to backfire. Finally, I’d be right.  
 She looked up at me. “Well? Suntan lotion, please, then do what you need to do so you can relax a bit before we get to work. Don’t worry, I’ll wear one, too, to show you it’s not bad, and I’ll wear one in front too. Yours is on the counter in the bathroom. New and fresh with lithium batteries that will last all day. Slip a rubber on it before you wear it to keep it that way. And one over your cage. You’ll need it. Give me a kiss and go get my lotion, please.” She lifted her head to me, smiling sweetly.  
 I kissed her.  
 She smiled, “You are such a wonderful girl. I love you, Candy.”  
 “I love you too.” 



 
   
   

11

   
 I lotioned my love and did all she asked. It was gross using the attachment at first, cleaning myself all out, but afterwards it felt good. I had some trouble getting the plug in initially, but once it was in, it was fine.  
 I dressed in just a bra with my forms and panties over my cage, a rubber catching my drips. I slid on some straw wedge heels and a light white blouse, which I left open. Walking with the plug felt rather pleasant. It massaged me inside, and the vibrations made me hard in my cage. I poured us some iced teas, and we basked in the sun for a while.  
 I drifted into the realm between sleep and wakefulness, the breeze gently blowing my hair across my face. The sweet smell of flowers drifted from the bed beside the deck. My body felt alive and energized like it had never felt before this charade. Meeting the cast now would be useful in cementing our relationships and lubricating our working together on this project.  
 Melanie rolled over. “I think you should get going. You need time to get things done, and I don’t want you to have to rush.”  
 “You aren’t coming with me?”  
 “No dear. You’re perfectly capable of doing it yourself. Why waste both of our time? You do well in public.”  
 “But I like being with you.”  
 “I know, but I have to wait for Jim to drop off our costumes. He said we all should dress our parts. Of course Miss Leading Lady has three costume changes and I only have one, since I get my throat slit in the first scene.”  
 “Ah, Jim’s coming over. Okay, sweetie. I’ll go.”  
 “You’re a doll. The list is on the counter.”  
 I kissed her goodbye, slipped on a light cotton floral minidress with a halter-top, and went shopping. The grocery store was a breeze with Melanie’s engineering-style organization—her list was in the order of the aisles in the store. She knew what I liked and always seemed to provide it for me.  
 I walked behind the cart from item to item, the plug reminded me I was being trained for penetration and my response was a full cage, my longing for sex growing greater with each step. Like the list, did she really know what I liked, and so she was preparing me for it with these training tools?  
 I reached the checkout, and a young man of maybe nineteen or so packed my bags into my cart. I knew he was around that age since he had to scan my alcohol for the checkout girl. His looks were that of a younger boy, though. His eyes flitted nervously to my cleavage and to my legs, then to my face. I smiled at him. He was cute. His face blushed and his khaki pants revealed his obvious interest in me. I couldn’t help looking at it as it pushed out his pants when he leaned to load the bags into the cart.  
 I ran my credit card, and the young cashier handed me the receipt, which I tossed into one of the bags. The boy looked into my eyes pleadingly, and as I put my hand on the cart to push it, he put his soft young hand on mine and said, “I can help you load them into your car if you’d like. I’m going on break anyway and was going out to enjoy the fresh air.” He rubbed his thumb on the back of my hand and looked at it intently. “You have beautiful nails.” He looked up, coaxing me.  
 His pants had a tent in them that he hid against the cart so only I could see it. I smiled at him. “Seems you need the cart to hide your wonderful feelings right now anyway. Follow me.”  
 I walked, the plug making me crazy. My hips seemed to swing more, and my stride was mincing in my high wedges. My breasts tugged on my chest. I could feel his eyes on my ass and legs.  
 I popped the trunk open, and he pulled the cart up, then unloaded all the groceries. He looked around. I dug a five from my purse for a tip. I looked around and moved close in front of him. I looked at his hard-on. I looked at his face. It begged to me as his smile twitched.  
 I slipped the bill into his pocket, and he held my hand there  with one hand and with the other he slid his cock over to that pocket. My fingers wrapped the fabric of the pocket around it automatically. I squeezed it. He looked around, as did I. No one was nearby. He  thrusted in and out of my hand as he looked at my cleavage, and then he looked deeply into my eyes as he came in his pants. He rolled his eyes and gasped. I felt the wetness in his pocket.  
 I squeezed and stroked it, milking the last shudders of pleasure through him, then took my hand out of his pocket. He looked at the dark spot on his pants. He smiled nervously at me. “Thanks, lady. I really needed that, and you’re so hot, I couldn’t help but try.”  
 I was filled with a feeling of satisfaction. This boy was so hot for me he came in his pants in seconds. “Oh no, thank you. A woman always likes a compliment, and you sure gave me the ultimate one. Have a good day, young man. Might want to dry that spot before bagging again though. Sorry I spilled that on you. Well, not really.” I laughed.  
 He ran off happily with the cart in front of him, hopping on it and coasting, then pushing it again.  
 I slid into the car. I was empowered and thrilled by that little event. What made me do it? The libido enhancers? The plug? My present state of feminine dress and actions? In the past, it would have been a gay thing to do, which would have repulsed me, but now it felt as natural as anything. Like I did him a huge favor, and I loved doing it too. Is that how a hooker feels when she provides her services? Maybe. Was that how Melanie wanted me to feel because she always gave me what I liked? How does she know these things?  
 I drove home on autopilot, thinking about the things I’d bought and making a plan to prepare everything. By the time I was there, I had one.  
 I dragged the bags into the kitchen in two trips. It would have been nice to bring the bag boy home for that. I laughed to myself.  
 Melanie came into the kitchen, glowing from her tanning. She stood on her tiptoes and gave me a kiss on the lips. “Hello, lovely. How was the store?”  
 “Interesting.”  
 “Really? I thought you hated grocery shopping. Was it the plug?”  
 “That might have helped some. The bagger was interesting, though. He gave me a compliment.”  
 “How nice. Did he like your hair?” She ran a hand through it as she gazed at me.  
 I grinned. “He liked my hand wrapped around his cock in his pocket so he could hump it and come. He told me how hot I was and how much he needed what I did for him.”  
 “Wow. How nice. I take it you enjoyed it?”  
 “It was very gratifying, and flattering, satisfying his need like that.”  
 “Good girl. Your paradigms are breaking, and you’re coming into your role as well. I’m proud of you.”  
 “Thanks. I think I am too.”  
 I looked at my watch. “I have to get these things done. Did Jim drop off the costumes?”  
 “He did. You’ll love them.” She began unpacking bags. “I’ll help you. I assume you have a plan, so just tell me what you want me to do.”  
 We managed to have everything ready half an hour before they were set to arrive. I hurriedly stripped, rinsed off, did my makeup and hair, and dressed in the first act outfit.  
 My first scene followed after Melanie is killed off by religious fanatics after they use her. It was meant to show the brutality and inherent danger of being a hooker. My first scene was when Candy became involved in satisfying boys’ needs just as I had at the store and she turned it into a business. She was a high-school girl at a private school, wearing a short plaid skirt, white cotton blouse, and a pair of not too modest high heels, and white, over-the-knee, silky socks.  
 I tried it on, and it all fit perfectly. To make my hair match the image, I put it in pony tails with bows matching the skirt. Looking in the mirror, I adjusted my cleavage and the top for maximum effect and turned around, checking myself out.  
 I was a hot little prep school girl that any boy would want to have touch them. After the grocery store, I felt confident this would be an easy part of the play. I checked the mirror, and everything seemed in order. I swelled in my cage looking at myself. I sprayed perfume over my hair and shoulders, on my legs, and under my skirt. 
 The doorbell rang.  
 “Candy! Can you get that? I’m still getting my costume on.”  
 “Yes, dear!”  
 I went to the door. It was Jim. The look on his face was fabulous as his eyes went up and down my body, surveying all of me and ending up on my face. I smiled and said nothing.  
 After a several long beats, his jaw dropped and just moved around as if he were having a stroke or something.  
 “Are you okay, Jim?” I said. “What’s the matter? Should I be wearing one of the costumes from the other acts? I was planning on wearing all three at some point tonight.”  
 “Uh, really, I knew you’d do well, but this… You are Bill, right? Or did Bill put you up to this? Who are you?”  
 “Why thank you. I’ll tell Bill how taken you were with me. It’ll be such a compliment to him.”  
 “So you aren’t Bill. Phew! I never would have believed he could look sooo perfect.” He looked over my shoulder trying to see into the house. “So where’s Bill?”  
 I laughed. “You can stop with the compliments, Jim.” I raised my skirt and showed him the cage beneath my sheer panties.  
 His eyes popped open. “Holy shit. It’s really you. You’re Bill!”  
 “Bite your tongue, sweetie. I’m Candy.” I leaned into him and gave him a peck on the cheek. “Thank you and welcome. Come on in. Melanie is almost ready.” 
 I took his hand and led him into the kitchen, where we had put out the food and drinks. “Help yourself! I’m making a dirty martini with blue cheese olives for myself if you’d like one.”  
 He stared at me. “Your voice is the same, but not.”  
 “Just a little higher, yes.”  
 “And your hair is gorgeous, pierced earrings, perfect makeup, that cleavage is incredible… Did you get implants?”  
 I sipped my drink. “Thanks, but again, no.” I took his hand from his chin and placed it on my breast. “Squeeze.”  
 He did. “Wow, they feel real too.”  
 “Have a drink and relax, Jim. Isn’t that why we’re all getting together?”  
 He took a deep breath. “You’re right. That and to run through the main scenes quickly so everyone knows the rules and what’s expected.” He perused the booze and wine and poured a three-finger bourbon over rocks. He raised it to me. “To the hottest leading lady ever!” I clinked his glass, and he slugged half of it down. “Wow, I needed that.” He shook his head, looking at his glass. “Good shit too. Perfect, like you.”  
 Melanie came into the kitchen, her stilettos clicking on the tile floor, swinging her shapely bottom in her tight black PVC minidress with her nipples almost popping out the top. Black fishnet stockings, dramatic makeup, and red luscious lips were the finishing touches.  
 She smiled as she said, “Hey, sailor, need to get laid?” She walked seductively to Jim and put her hand on his crotch. She looked into his wide-open eyes. “Think this will work for my gang bang and subsequent slitting of my throat?” She laughed and pulled back.  
 Jim shook his head. “Man, when you two do something, you do it all the way, don’t you? Melanie, you’re acting better than you did in the audition. I should have given you a bigger part.”  
 “She sucked her fingertip, looking at him. “I like bigger parts. Do you have one, big boy?”  
 Jim laughed. “Right in character too.”  
 “Answer me, big boy.”  
 I uh, well...” He laughed again. “Sorry, I don’t.”  
 “I didn’t think so. Lots of big guys have such little parts.” She laughed and slapped him on the shoulder as she went around him to pour a drink.  
 The others started arriving, and we were as big a hit with them as with Jim. They didn’t know I was really a guy under it all, though, and didn’t suspect it in the least. After we’d all had something to eat and drink and had met each other in our roles, Jim gathered everyone together on the patio.  
 He had me take center stage on a seat while the others gathered around. He stood by me, his hand on my shoulder as I sat with my legs crossed, bouncing my foot in my slutty schoolgirl outfit.  
 When he had everyone’s attention, he spoke up. “Ladies and gentlemen, I’d like to introduce our leading lady playing the role of Candy.” They all applauded.  
 He continued. “This is Bill Damon. As you can see, he was chosen for the role since he can act better than anyone I know. Who else here could pull off being another gender this well?”  
 The crowd gasped. Jim watched their reactions. One of the several guys that I, as a hooker in the play, would be simulating different sex acts with, was shaking his head and looking disgusted. Jim caught it.  
 “Tony!” he shouted to him and waved. Tony shifted his weight from foot to foot in his prep-school costume. As short as he was, and given how young he looked, he could well have been a young student at a private academy. “You have a problem with this? I’ll find someone else if you’d like, and you can forget the play. How’s that?”  
 Tony looked around at the others. None of the rest of them were anything but professional in their responses. Tony’s shock and anger turned to confusion and submission. He tilted his head and said, “Uh, no problem. I mean, he doesn’t look like a guy. Probably never did. No one will know. I guess I can fake it.”  
 Jim walked over to him and looked him in the eye. “No faking it. You’ll need to act it, Tony. And everyone will know, since Bill’s name will be in the playbill as the actor playing Candy. If you have a problem with that, then leave now.” Jim glared at him. The crowd waited quietly.  
 Tony took a deep breath. Looked at me. I smiled at him and blew him a kiss. “You’ll love it, Tony, baby.” I laughed.  
 The rest of the crowd laughed, and the tension was released.  
 Tony smiled. “Hey, Robin Williams did it. Why can’t Bill? Nice job, Bill. I could never do such a good job. You deserve the role. I’m looking forward to working with such a consummate actor.”  
 Jim patted Tony on the shoulder. “Good.” Jim walked back to my side. “Okay, here’s how this goes. The three acts are with Candy as a private school student, dressed as she is now, then Candy as a college student on full scholarship at Harvard, then Candy as a fully networked, high-class call girl for the elite. Each act has a sex scene in it. Now, we billed this as what it is, but we can’t have sex on stage, of course, or at least the audience can’t see it. So whatever you people do, any specifics have to be hidden from the audience, and yet you need to totally convince them that it’s happening.”  
 He looked around at everyone and nodded. “I think you know what I mean, and I know you’re all professional enough to do whatever is needed to make it realistic.”  
 Everyone nodded.  
 “Good. Tony, please come up here and bring a chair.”  
 Tony sheepishly put one by me.  
 “Move it closer. How the hell is Candy supposed to reach you? Have you read the script? This is act one, scene three. She’s a private school student like you, and word’s out she takes care of guys cheap. Is that right, Tony?”  
 He moved his chair closer to mine. “Uh, right. She jerks me off.” He looked at me and crossed his legs tight.  
 “Right. Candy, let’s do it. How are you gonna keep the details from being seen?”  
 I looked around and called to Melanie. “Can you get me the three-ring binder on the desk?”  
 “Sure,” she said and ran off.  
 “We’re set in a park, on a bench, right?” I asked Jim. 
 “Yes.”  
 Melanie handed me the binder. I opened it and gave it to Tony. “Use this as a shield.”  
 He held it on his lap. I moved my chair to touch his, leaned over and put my head on his shoulder. I reached my arm to his crotch area and made believe I was jerking him off behind the binder.  
 Jim was watching and asked, “Tony, what do you feel?”  
 “Stupid.”  
 “You look it too. You’re getting a hand job, so make it look like it. Put your arm around Candy and let it show on your face.”  
 Tony wrapped his arm around me while I continued faking it. I asked Jim, “How does it look? Can anyone see my hand?”  
 The group shook their heads and said no. Jim called to Tony, “C’mon Tony, let’s see her get you off.”  
 Tony made a grimace, “Ungh, yeah, oh baby!”  
 Jim shook his head. “You don’t have any lines here, buddy. It’s all gotta be in your body language.”  
 Tony looked at me and shrugged his shoulders. I put the binder down, unzipped his pants and took his shrunken limp dick out. The group laughed. I handed the binder back to him. He held the binder in front of him.  
 He looked at me and whispered, “Not sure this will work with another guy.”  
 I whispered back, “You need to, or you’ll lose your role. Now look at my lips and imagine I’m not a guy, and I’m going to suck you off.” I rolled my tongue over my lips. Opened my mouth. He began to get hard in my hand. “Good boy. Now imagine you’re sticking this in my tight pussy. Smell my perfume.”  
 I put my leg over his, leaned my head on his shoulder and jerked his tiny thing with my finger and thumb. He closed his eyes and began to respond. I winked at the crowd. There was a quiet murmur from them as they watched.  
 I was filling my cage. There was something especially exciting about doing this for show. I moved my bottom against the chair, feeling the plug drive deeper while it vibrated. My head on his shoulder, I stared at his hard, tiny thing as it oozed from the tip. My long-nailed thumb and forefinger jerked the hard, skinny shaft. I tugged on his little shaved balls with the other hand. It was so cute, I wanted to taste it.  
 Tony stretched his legs out straight and his body clenched. He groaned and grabbed my leg over his and squeezed it. “Ungh,” he grunted. 
 It was too late by the time I saw his white streams shooting up and smacking me in my face and hair. Over and over, that tiny thing shot wads all over me. He slumped in his seat and let a big breath out.  
 The crowd cheered. Jim came over to us. He patted Tony on the shoulder. “Okay, boy, that’ll work, but Tony you’ll need to wear a rubber. Can’t have that stuff flying around the stage and getting on the leading lady.” He laughed.  
 He carefully patted my head so as not to get wet. “Nice job, Candy. Go clean up and change into your college outfit. Everybody, take ten and get a fresh drink. Next up is Harold at Harvard with Candy.”  
 I changed into a more adult yet still youthful outfit, befitting Harvard but revealing cleavage and legs in a floral minidress and very high heels. I styled my hair conservatively. This scene was in a campus coffee shop.  
 After I had changed and the group had reconvened, Harold, a gorgeous black man in a sport coat and jeans, sat with me on a wicker patio couch Jim moved to the same place the two chairs had been. I sat against Harold, my hand on his thigh; I looked into his eyes and whispered to him, “We need to make believe we’re doing it in the bathroom against the wall. I think we can move against the storage shed at the edge of the patio if you want.”  
 “Works for me,” his deep voice said quietly.  
 Jim came to the front. “Okay kids—make it as convincing as the last one, Harold. Your having coffee now, so go straight to the bathroom scene. Action!”  
 Harold took charge and led me by the hand to just outside the storage shed. He made believe he gave me money, and I put it in my purse. I leaned against the wall. He lowered himself to kiss me on the lips, and I rubbed his crotch. No problem with him not being hard. He breathed hotly into my ear, “You are fucking hot. Can I get in?” His big hand went under my skirt and grabbed my ass tight. “Oh yeah, baby,” he said.  
 I whispered to him. “I have a plug in. Sorry.”  
 “No problem.” He squeezed my breasts as my head rolled on my shoulder. I lifted a leg against him. He put his hands under my legs and lifted me so I wrapped my legs around his hips.  
 “That’s it, baby. Hang on tight.”  
 My arms were around his big shoulders. My legs held fast. His hand went under my dress and pulled aside my panties as his other hand pulled my plug. He stuffed it in his coat pocket, and before I knew it, his big black cock was stuffing into me.  
 I cried out to him “Ungh god, Harold. Yes!”  
 His hips jerked as he pounded me against the wall. Each deep thrust into me sent a sensation of orgasm through me and a stream of semen out of my cage into my rubber. I didn’t ejaculate; it was more like he was milking me with each shove. It was heavenly, but it didn’t completely satisfy. Harold said, “Oh, baby. You’re worth every cent. Book me every Wednesday. I can’t afford much more.”  
 Jim said, “Thirty seconds, Harold!”  
 Harold whispered, “Here it comes, baby.” Harold gave it a shove that I thought would make it come out my mouth, and I felt him release inside of me. I was squeezing my legs around his hips, pushing onto him, kissing his mouth deeply as he shuddered and shook. In a moment he settled down and slipped it out of me and back into his pants while I hung there on him. Some dribbled down my stockings.  
 He slid me to my feet. I stood shakily at first. He leaned down and kissed my lips. “Thanks, baby.”  
 I smiled at him. It was incredible. Applause filled our ears with hoots and hollers. We turned to the group and took a bow.  
 Jim came over. “Very convincing! No specifics shown, and none needed to imagine that being real.” He winked at me and shook Harold’s hand. “Good job. Now, Candy, next is the high-class hooker with her established network. Setting is a room in a lavish hotel. Go get ready.”  
 Harold slipped my plug into my purse. “Thanks,” I said and went off to change costumes.  
 The next scene went as well as the others. After that, I was done for the night in more ways than one. I was able to sit and relax with a drink with my leading men, while Melanie rehearsed her role in the gang bang and brutal murder scene.  
 It was very strange watching her with all those men and very convincing as to how much she enjoyed it. It disturbed me a little knowing I would never be like those men. When she was done, the party split up, and everyone left.  
 We cleaned up the mess and sat on the patio with drinks. I pounded down a couple martinis immediately.  
 “You were incredible, Candy.” She caressed my stockinged thigh.  
 “Thanks, you too. It really looked like you enjoyed it.”  
 “Of course it did, because I did enjoy it. Wouldn’t you?”  
 “Well, yeah. But I mean, were they better than me?”  
 “Oh baby, don’t compare like that. It’s not the same. Always remember you’re special. It just feels good to have a real man too.”  
 I looked down at my purse on my lap. I whimpered. “A real man.”  
 Her hand rubbed my back. “Don’t be sad. I love you, baby.” She lifted my chin. Kissed my lips. “Was it good for you? I mean, you really had those guys in you, right? It sure looked like it.”  
 “I never thought it could be so good. The only thing is, with the cage, I never really shot my load, so to speak. It just oozed, even though it felt like I was ready to. Can I take the cage off now?”  
 She stroked my hair. “Sorry, baby. Just three more weeks. You saved your rubbers, didn’t you?”  
 “In my purse.”  
 “Good girl. You should drink them before bed. You want to be at full libido opening night.”  
 “I don’t think that will be a problem. Not with rehearsal every day and my tea and having to wear the cage and having these hot guys doing those things and me doing them. Please? Please let me take it off.”  
 “Not yet. Now go get ready for bed and I’ll join you. We can use your favorite dildo to get that come into you. You can sleep with it in your mouth.”  
 I was so horned up that sounded fantastic. I finished my last drink feeling a buzz. I went inside, dressed for bed, and waited patiently for Melanie to put me to sleep. 
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 A week of rehearsals, two weeks of performances to full houses, and I enjoyed every bit of it. Now it was over. When Jim split up the money, it was incredible how well we had done. Not bad for a summer job. We had a group dinner to celebrate at Jim’s country club.  
 Melanie and I shopped and bought new, sexy, classy minidresses, really thin Titanium-heeled stilettos that cost four hundred a pair, fancy corsets, bras and panties for underneath, with gossamer-thin, European black stockings and garter belts. We went all out.  
 After the shopping and getting cleaned up and dressed in all of it, I began to feel depressed. Tomorrow, I was back to being Bill and studying to be an engineer. That seemed so mundane to me now. But heck, we’d had one hell of a summer. All good things come to an end, right? At least I was out of my cage and able to enjoy this last night to its fullest.  
 Melanie came onto the patio where I sat drinking a martini. She leaned down and kissed my cheek. “Hi, baby. All set to celebrate? Must feel good having that cage off, huh? Now you can be Bill again.”  
 She sat next to me on the wicker sofa and held her martini glass out to me. “To Bill!”  
 I clinked but didn’t sip. I looked down at my sexy legs in their fine hosiery. I looked up at her.  
 “What’s wrong, Bill?”  
 I shook my head. “Call me Candy until this is done. I’m still very much Candy. The problem is, I’m gonna miss this.” I motioned to myself. “Candy is so much more fun and sensual, so much more in her skin than Bill.”  
 “I know. I mean, I love Bill, too, but it’s over, Candy.”  
 “I wish it weren’t. I had a great time. Every day was super. I don’t want to move home. I don’t want to wear Bill’s clothes.”  
 “And to think you’d never have believed it when this started. Well, goes to show you. Paradigms are meant to be broken. If you could do this for the rest of your life, would you? Be a performer like Candy?”  
 “I guess. But that’s not possible. We could never make enough doing this during the summers only. I mean it’s good money for the summer but not as good as an engineering job.”  
 She put her drink down, slid herself onto my lap and faced me. She lifted our dresses and slid my panties to the side. She grabbed my cock, looking into my eyes.  
 She snuggled up closer, slipped my cock against her wetness and flicked the tip against it. “Don’t you want to be Bill?” She slid closer and straddled my hips, slid me into her.  
 “Ungh, oh yeah. This is nice. But, uh...”  
 “What, baby? You want it all don’t you? You want to do the play forever, huh?”  
 “I do.”  
 “And see me gang banged every night?”  
 “Uh, strangely, yes.”  
 “And you want to keep doing all those wonderful things with those hot guys?” She moved herself on me steadily, making me slip inside her tight, hot wetness.  
 “Oh god, that feels good, uh...well, I, uh, I enjoyed those guys very much. I think they enjoyed me too.”  
 “I know. I could tell it wasn’t an act for anyone. Well, I have a surprise for you.” She stopped moving on me and looked into my eyes. She held my face. “Jim is having this party for a dual celebration. He’s announcing it tonight. He wanted me to let you know first, since the second part counts on you.”  
 “What?”  
 “He had agents in the audience and club owners from Vegas. If you get full breast implants, full electrolysis over your whole body, and hip and butt implants—which the club owner will pay for—we can have a contract for five years in Vegas. Our whole troupe.” She grinned as she looked into my eyes and thrust her hips forward and back while squeezing me inside of her.  
 My whole body tensed as I imagined my new self, doing the play for five years straight and having Harold inside me and Melanie in heaven each night, fully satisfied during her performance while I watched.  
 “Ungh, god, Melanie!” I cried out as I came inside her in a flood. I thrusted my hips into her. I was done in a second while looking into her smiling eyes.  
 She smiled. “I take that as a yes.”  
 “Oh baby, yes. Fuck engineering.”  
 “I’ll even buy you a new cage.”  
 “Melanie!”  
 She kissed my forehead.  
   
   
   
   
   



 
   
 If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it, or blog it out. Thanks! 
 Barb and Thom 
 For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to: 
 Amazon: 

http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/ 
 Don’t forget our website, which has more links to things you might like, as well as other places to get our works. 

http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com
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