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    My girlfriend Candice entered our apartment with a hoot. “Woo hoo! Summer break, baby, and we don’t even have to work this summer.” She took the laundry basket from me and put it on the table, then hugged me and kissed my lips. “This is gonna be an awesome summer.”  

    “Sure is. It’s so great to have won the church raffle and taken the cash instead of the car.” I picked up the laundry basket again. “I was just going to do some laundry. I’m out of underwear again.” I grinned a little grin.  

    Candice looked me up and down. She peeked in my shirt. “Good boy, Gene. Glad to see you’re wearing the new bra and panty set I bought special for you when you run out of underwear.”  

    “Thanks. Whatever makes you happy.” I went to the washer and put the clothes in.  

    Candice grabbed my ass and squeezed. “What would make me happy is to fully feminize you, not just have you wear panties and a bra under your boy clothes.”  

    I switched on the washer and turned around. She put her hand on my crotch. “See, you love wearing girls’ clothes. Your little sissy thing is nice and hard.”  

    Just her saying sissy thing made me even harder. This was a losing battle. I feigned a grimace and said, “That’s because I’m a normal guy and you’re a hottie and you make me hot. It isn’t the panties or bra. And why do you make fun of how small it is, calling it a sissy thing? That’s so rude.”  

    “I’m not making fun of it. I love it. It’s really cute. It’s just a sissy-sized one, that’s all. It’s perfect. It gets hard and it shoots. What’s wrong with that? It’s a perfect sissy’s penis.”  

    There was that word again. Sissy. I throbbed again when she said it. What was wrong with me?  

    She took my hand and put it on her firm, luscious breast and squeezed. “See how good this feels? Imagine you having a pair of them on with that bra.”  

    She was making me hornier than ever. “I don’t have breasts.”  

    “You could. We can buy you some silicone gel breast forms and a properly sized bra, and you’d even have cleavage. No one would know they weren’t real.”  

    “Breast forms?” The thought was somehow exciting. “I can’t wear breast forms. I’m a guy. That would look pretty silly.”  

    She rubbed me through my pants, making the silky panties glide against me. “Not if we fully feminized you with makeup, hair, dress, heels, and everything else. You’d look incredible. Do it for me. Let me turn you into what you always should have been. A sissified femboy. It’ll be so easy. You have so little body hair, your face is soft and pretty, you’re short, and I can tell you love running out of clean underwear so you can wear mine. Why haven’t you bought more of your own boy’s underwear if you don’t like wearing panties? Admit it—you love wearing them.”  

    I took her hand off me before I messed my new panties. “Because I was saving money. We can go shopping today, and I can get some more so I don’t have to wear yours.”  

    “You’re right, Gene. We’re going shopping today, all right. Did you shave your body today like you usually do?”  

    “Of course. What does that matter?”  

    “Because I want you to feel your sexiest and look your prettiest to go shopping.” She took me by the hand into the bathroom. “Stand here. I’m finally going to make your hair into something. We really should get it professionally styled, but this will do for now.”  

    She undid my ponytail and plugged in the curling iron. She put mousse in her hands and ran it through my hair, then began to curl it. “Candice, no. I’ll look silly.”  

    “You’ll look great. Trust me and shut up already.”  

    She curled my hair into waves and put barrettes in above my ears to hold it behind them. Then she applied mascara, eyeliner, eyeshadow, blush, and lipstick. I stared dumbfounded at the girl looking back at me from the mirror. Candice removed my stud earrings and slipped in long, dangling silver hoops.  

    She looked at me in the mirror. “Yes, see? I always wanted to do that. You look great this way! It’s what you’re meant to be.” 

    “I look like a Barbie head on a Ken doll.” 

    “You won’t when Ken’s tee shirt and shorts are replaced. Now come along.” She tugged me down the hall into the bedroom.  

    “Now take off those boy clothes and leave on the bra and panties.” She went to the dresser.  

    I did as she instructed and folded them neatly on the bed. She handed me a pair of silky, sheer suntan pantyhose and a small pair of scissors. “Cut a piece out of the crotch so you can put your sissy package through it, and then put the panties on over them.”  

    I carefully took the hosiery out of the wrapping. The gossamer-thin fabric slid over my hand as I found the crotch and cut out a small piece of the gusset. I rolled the pantyhose up on my fingers as I’d seen Candice do so many times and slid them up my legs. They felt absurdly erogenous. My little guy was revealing my  arousal by dancing and bobbing in the air with excitement.  

    “See? They feel nice, don’t they?”  

    “Uh,...yes,they do feel marvelous.”  

    “That’s because your a sissy my love.” 

    She had to say that word again. As if the stockings weren’t enough to arouse me. My face flushed as it kept bobbing in the air on it’s own. A drip oozed from the tip.  

    Your sissy thing is dancing and oozing with delight.”  

    She laughed. “See? All I have to do is say sissy, and it jumps. You’re  going to love becoming the sissy you are inside.”  

    It bobbed again and kept going on it’s own. I couldn’t stop it.  I stared at her, my heart was pounding in my chest.  

    She laughed and went over to the closet. I slid the panties over it while my face hot from embarrassment.  

    She laid a v-neck, pink, cotton summer dress on the bed with a denim crop top and some high-heel wedge shoes that matched. “Slip these on, princess.” She went to the dresser.  

    I slipped into the mini dress and slid on the shoes. I stood. It was thrilling the way the shoes made me stand and walk, how the dress fluttered about my silky thighs. It was deliciously vulnerable and suggestive to not be wearing pants and have my sexual parts be so accessible. I looked in the mirror. I was a young girl dressed invitingly.  

    It was all too overpowering. I was a man and shouldn’t have been feeling those feelings. “It’s all wrong. I feel silly and ashamed, Candice. Let’s stop and just let me change back.”  

    “Don’t feel silly, princess. You look fabulous. Look how nice your legs look in those stockings and heels. Such shapely, sexy legs. Girls would kill for legs like that.”  

    I stared at them in the mirror. She slid her hand into my bra and stuffed it with some socks. “These will give you some shape, even though you won’t have cleavage yet. We’ll solve that later and get bigger ones too.” She played with them until she had them the way she wanted. “Perfect.”  

    She went to the dresser and brought back perfume and sprayed it over my hair and shoulders, under my dress, and on my legs. The scent made me feel even more sensual, feminine and seductive. I was hard in my panties, and my heart was racing. I unconsciously slid my hands over my silky thighs looking at myself in the mirror. It felt delightful.  

    Candice was watching me as she said, “That’s it, my sissy boy. Caress those sexy legs. You’re a full-fledged sissy now. See how good it feels to be unmanly?”  

    I couldn’t stop caressing my legs as the feminine perfume wafted to my nose and made me feel as sweet.  

    “That’s it, explore the sensuality of your lovely legs and feel how nice it is being a gorgeous, amorous, and seductive girl, ready to be a sissy for men. Men that will caress your legs and long for your touch. You are a seductive sissy longing to bring pleasure to real men.”  

    I couldn’t help what happened when she said that, with all of the thought of her comments and the way I looked and felt, I was helpless and out of control. I felt something coming on I couldn’t stop. I covered my mouth with both hands to hold back a whimper. “Huh...oh, no. Stop...Oh god.” My body involuntarily shuddered.  

    Candice said, “Good girl, princess. See? I knew this was perfect for you. You’re so excited, you messed your panties, didn’t you? I saw your body shake as you came. You didn’t even have to touch it because the thought of being who you are excited you so much.”  

    My face was flushed as I looked at the floor. I felt a fool.  

    I whimpered to her, “Please, let me change back? I feel so stupid and freakish.”  

    “No. Change your panties, and let’s go shopping. I’m gonna help you become the girl you should be instead of the man you’ve been trying to masquerade as.”  
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    I changed my panties, and Candice gave me a shoulder purse. I looked inside, and there was my phone, ID, money, credit cards, lipstick and blush, perfume, Kleenex, and rubbers. Candice was talking about what a perfect sissy I’m going to be and how much fun we’re going to have. I was hard again in no time.  

    “Why are there rubbers in my purse?” 

    “In case you keep having accidents. Then you won’t be messing your panties up. Put one on if you want.”  

    “Uh, I think I’ll be okay.”  

    “You sure?” She leaned in and kissed me on the lips while she grabbed me through the dress. Then she kneeled down and lifted the hem of the dress. She slid the panties under my shaved balls and lowered the dress. The fabric caressed the tip of it. “There. Now you can be free, and it doesn’t even show. Want a rubber on it?”  

    I nodded. “I better. This is a lot to take.” I dug one out of my purse and slid it on. I slid the panties back up. “I think panties on is better.”  

    “Whatever you like, honey. Let’s go.”  

    Candice drove, and I was immersed in crossing and uncrossing my silky legs and fondling them with my hands. I must truly be a sissy the way I was enjoying this. Some guy I was.  

    At the mall, the first stop was for silicone breast forms. Candice picked out 34Es with a firm, supportive bra. We tried them on in the changing room, and by the time she was done adjusting it all and making cleavage for me, I nearly came again.  

    As we walked to the hairstylist, the heavy, full breasts tugged on my chest and bounced with each step in my heels, giving me the sensation that they were real. Candice led me by my hand into the salon and told the girl what kind of haircut to give me, then added that I wanted a manicure and long, fake, painted nails. I was in a daze as she spoke; I just followed the girl to the chair and sat down.  

    I closed my eyes, and her hands massaged my head and relaxed me. I felt the breasts resting on my chest, and my silky legs were crossed on the reclined chair. I was hard in my panties-covered rubber and throbbing continually from the sensuality of everything. Someone took my hand and began to give me a manicure.  

    The stylist sat me up and began her work. I watched idly as my hair was transformed. By the time she dried it, my nails were done. I raised a hand to touch my hair and saw my delicate, long-nailed fingers running through it. I was gorgeous.  

    We left the salon and made our way through the mall. As I looked at myself while trying on a sexy little black dress, Candice whispered in my ear, her hand on my shoulder, “Oh my god, Gene, the guys will all want to take you in that one.”  

    My whole body shook as I filled the rubber. I grabbed her shoulder for support. My breathing was choppy. She whispered again. “See, sissy? You want to be this. You just came again. Just leave it on; you’ll probably squirt that sissy thing again before we’re done.” She pecked me on the cheek.  

    My arousal dropped for a bit, and it felt good to just be a pretty girl out shopping. It didn’t take long to get aroused again when we tried on deliciously high-heeled shoes, and I walked in mincing steps around the shoe store, my breasts bouncing on my chest. We both bought several pairs of shoes.  

    Candice talked me into more ear piercings for each of us, and then we bought jewelry, stockings, garter belts, dresses, skirts, tops, panties and bras, and cosmetics.  

    When Candice had me try a lipstick, she whispered in my ear, “Get that color in the twenty-four-hour version, because every guy will want to stick his rod in those pretty, painted, sissy lips, and it won’t wear off, no matter how many you enjoy.”  

    I grabbed the counter to hang on as another orgasm racked through me, and I filled the rubber some more.  

    It was a relief to finally make it back to the car. After we loaded all our purchases into it, I slid into the passenger seat. Candice reached over and lifted my dress. She pulled my panties under my balls. “Wow. You’ve been coming a lot, haven’t you? Look how full your rubber is, you little sissy. And it’s still hard.” She jerked me in the sloshing rubber, looking into my eyes. “You are such a pretty girl.” She let go of me. “Now take that rubber off and drink it. Don’t waste any now.”  

    “Drink it? Yuk.”  

    “You’ll be drinking plenty of it, young lady, so you better get used to it.”  

    I slid it off carefully, and my cock bobbed, glistening in the air. “Drink that sissy juice now, princess.” Candice wrapped her lips around my sissy-cock and bobbed her head on it. I watched her, imagining what it must be like to do that. What would it feel like for me to suck a cock? The thought of it brought me to the edge.  

    I lifted the rubber and wrapped my lips around the opening and it slid onto my tongue. I imagined it was someone else’s and that I had their cock in my mouth as I began to swallow it, tasting the salty, creamy juice as I shot another load into Candice’s mouth, imagining she was me.  

    I thrust my hips in the seat, holding Candice’s head. When I was finished, she slid off it with a pop and smiled at me. “See? You want to suck cock.”  

    My face was flushed as I caught my breath, looking out the window. Candice was quiet as she drove us home while my brain fought with me as to what identity was really me.  

    Candice put her hand on my stockinged thigh. “It’s okay to be who you are, sweetie. I love you even better this way. I love my sissy girl.” She glanced at me and back at the road.  

    “I love you, too, Candice. I just don’t know if this is right.” 

    “You’ll see. You came so many times today that I can’t believe it isn’t right for you. By the way, that messiness may become a problem with you coming so often. I have something to calm that down a bit when we get home. I thought this would happen. It’s okay, though. It’s natural for you. You’re a sissy, Gene.”  

    I stared out the window. Something to calm my arousal? That might be good. “Thanks, honey.” 
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    We dragged our purchases in and put them away. Candice insisted on putting all my decent boy clothes in bags for the Salvation Army and throwing the rest away so I could use the space for my new things. Just looking at all my new clothes was exciting to me. By the time I had put them away, I knew what I wanted to wear next. I figured we’d get takeout that night and relax around the apartment together, having a few drinks.  

    When we were done, Candice came over to me and wrapped her arms around me from behind. She kissed my neck. “My pretty, pretty, girl. You are such a good sissy, Gene. I love you. Thank you for doing this for me.” She wrapped her hand around my cock through the dress and jerked it. “Come for me again, sissy. Make that little sissy cock squirt again. C’mon baby. Imagine sucking a cock.”  

    I did... and I came immediately.  

    “Good girl.” She went to the dresser and came back with something odd. She unlocked it and knelt in front of me. She lowered my panties and wrapped a plastic ring above my cock and below my balls. She slid a piece with a pin in from the front, and then covered my softening cock with lube. “What are you doing, Candice?”  

    “I’m stopping you from messing tonight. You came more than any sissy deserves to in a day.” She slid the plastic cover over my cock and then attached a battery pack and receiver to the unit. She stood and held a remote, watching me. A tingle started in my cock. “Feel that? It’s called e-stim.”  

    I nodded. It kept increasing and made me hard in the cage. It felt marvelous. At one point it was so intense I had to hold the dresser as my cock involuntarily jerked in the cage, making me feel as if I were coming, though I wasn’t. “Huh, uh... oh god, Candice.” It lessened.  

    “Feel nice?”  

    “Yes. But how is that supposed to keep me from coming? It felt as if I were coming, but I wasn’t. I’m sure I would have if you’d kept it on.”  

    “Nope. Just edging. You can’t come with it.”  

    “So you want me to wear this and stay completely and totally aroused?”  

    “Yes, and I want you to use my attachment in the shower and clean out that bottom of yours. You’re going into training tonight.”  

    “Training?”  

    “Yes, training, so you’ll be a willing, ready, and able sissy for a real man to use.”  

    “Oh god, Candice, no.”  

    She turned up the remote, and I began to twitch and jerk. “Huh, uh...” I whimpered, hanging onto the dresser. The intense sensation of my cock jerking and twitching on its own in the cage sent ripples and shudders through my body.  

    Candice observed me trying to maintain my composure. “No? Did you say no, sissy Gene?”  

    “Huh, uh...oh god...I meant, yes, I’ll use the attachment.”  

    She turned it down to a pleasant stimulation—just enough to jerk it in the cage but not to send the ripples through my whole body. “Go shower, young lady.” 

    I stripped and showered, washing my new hair and using the attachment to clean out down there. I did my makeup and dried my hair. Candice came in with another odd device. She stood it on the counter. “Lube it and slip it in that cute bottom of yours. You’ll see how nice it feels.”  

    She left and went into the bedroom. I lubed it, and I was so aroused with the cage running on low, that it felt even better than cleaning out with the attachment. I easily slid it in to the hilt and wriggled my bottom on it.  

    I walked into the bedroom, hard in my cage, the plug massaging me with each step. Candice was sliding a sheer black stocking up her gorgeous leg and attaching it to her garter belt as I entered. She looked up at me. “Is it in?” 

    “Yes, dear.”  

    “Good, sissy.” She turned on another remote and the plug began vibrating in me.  

    It sent luscious sensations through me. “Huh, uh, oh, Candice. That’s too much. I won’t be able to walk.”  

    She laughed and turned it down to a pleasant level. “See how nice it can be to have something penetrating you? Now you’re learning what it’s like to be a girl.” She went back to dressing. She slid the other stocking up her leg and attached the straps to it, pointing her toe as she stood. “You should put on something nice too.”  

    I couldn’t wait to, and I dressed myself, enjoying all the sensations and becoming fully feminized. When we were done, Candice sprayed perfume on me. “Pretty girl. All ready to please men? I must say, that dress, your lipstick and hairdo, your cleavage and heels—it all says how much you want it, how ready you are. You’re like a billboard for pleasing men. So, I thought we’d have a nice dinner and a few drinks and then go to the club, where you can get some guys by parading that billboard.  

    “Candice, please, no.” I said no, but the thought of it—especially with all the things going on with me—made me want to do it. I so wanted it. 

    “You want it. You know it. I see it in your eyes.”  

    “But this is too much. Let me take the cage off and the plug out, and we can just stay home and relax. We can get takeout, cuddle on the couch, and watch a nice romantic movie.”  

    She ran a hand through my hair, gazing into my eyes. “Why do you torture yourself? Okay, princess, we can stay home if you want.”  

    “Oh, thank you, honey.” I kissed her lips.  

    She slid her dress onto her gorgeous body and picked up the remote for my cage and my plug. She turned them up almost to the point where my whole body would start twitching constantly again.  Now, a random shudder would pass through me every few seconds. “Candice! Please.”  

    “Since we’re staying in, you may as well be right on edge. If we went out, I’d keep it lower.” She winked at me, put the remotes in her purse and slung it over her shoulder. “I’ll go pick up Chinese.”  

    “But, but...” 

    She left.  

    My body and mind wanted satisfaction. I was as horny as a nymphomaniac and needed release. The e-stim sent regular electrical commands to my cock, telling it to harden intensely in the cage and then relax; the vibrator sent sensations though me constantly. I tried to shake the cage to make my cock come, but it didn’t do any good. I was riding on the edge of an orgasm that I couldn’t have.  

    I went into the kitchen, made a drink, and sat at the counter, sipping it while I caressed my stockinged legs with my long-nailed fingers. The stimulations seemed to make my whole body more alive.  

    The drink tasted more intense, my sense of smell was enhanced, and my tactile sensations were more intense. Even my eyesight was improved, with everything being brighter and more vivid—my pupils were probably dilated. I caressed my legs and fondled my breasts. I wriggled on the plug and waited, just wishing I could have a release and some relief. 
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    Candice finally arrived with the food. “Ready to eat, baby?”  

    Still fondling and caressing myself, I said, “Ready to have you turn these things off. I’m going crazy here. I can’t take it anymore. Please?”  

    She placed the food on the table in the styrofoam boxes. She set down her purse and reached inside. She looked at me and pressed the remotes off, one after the other. The sensations stopped. “Better?”  

    I took a deep breath and let it out. “Yes, thank you.”  

    I slid the hem of my dress under me as I sat at the table and crossed my legs. Candice made herself a drink as I sipped my second one and watched. She was so beautiful. All I wanted was to make love to her like a man.  

    She sat down and grasped my hand. “I love you, Gene.” She opened her food up, as did I.  

    “I love you too, Candice, but...”  

    “But what? What’s wrong?”  

    “I’m a guy, and all I want to do is make love to you.”  

    “You know how well that goes. Do you want to put a strap-on under your dress tonight and try? I don’t think so. I want you to be who you are. I want you to experience being you. Then we can worry about me if you’re still worried. Okay?”  

    She held my hand and looked into my eyes with concern. “You do love being this way, don’t you? I mean the presentation as a woman. The clothes and all of it, right?” 

    I poked at my Szechuan chicken with the chopsticks. “Uh, yeah, I guess. But it’s wrong for me to imitate a woman when I’m not.”  

    “That’s just a paradigm of yours we need to break. You aren’t imitating. You aren’t crossdressing. It’s who you are. What difference does it make if you have a cock? You are more you this way. You know this is you.” She ran her hand through my hair.  

    I looked in her eyes. “I guess you’re right.”  

    “You know I’m right. You’ll see soon.”  

    We ate quietly. I was relaxing from the drinks and food and wasn’t aroused at all, but I felt sensual and lovely. My breasts showed cleavage, which I glanced at as I ate, and I watched my pretty, long-nailed hands as they daintily manipulated the chopsticks. I bounced a crossed leg under the table and ran my other hand through my lovely new hairdo. My new earrings swung and tinkled. I was immersed in my new feminine self and loving it.  

    Candice stood and put her hands on my shoulders. She kissed my cheek. “Feel better?” She took the empty containers from the tables to the trash.  

    “Yes...I guess. I’m finally relaxing. It feels nice. I mean the feminization. I like being fem and pretty.”  

    “Good. Then let’s go to that classy bar with the piano player, get a nice quiet booth in the back, and have a few drinks and snacks and relax together.”  

    “Really? No pickup joint? Just us?”  

    “Really. I wasn’t going to do that anyway. I was just wanted to feed your excitement when I said that.” She took her phone from her purse and answered a message or something.  

    “I’d love that, Candice.”  

    When she was done typing, she said, “Good. Let’s go so you can enjoy.” She put her phone in her purse. 
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    We entered the lounge. My heels clicked on the tile as we made our way past the bar and then grew silent as we hit the carpet. We took a booth in the back. I tucked my dress under me and slid across the cool leather of the seat as I looked around.  

    Long linen tablecloths, soft lighting, candles on the tables, a fireplace lit in the corner, and softly tinkling keys from the piano made the environment inviting and relaxing. Only a few people were there, some at the piano bar and others scattered throughout the lounge. They were all dressed appropriately for such an upscale place.  

    I took a standing drink menu from the table, and we both perused the drinks. “This is lovely, thank you,” I said to Candice.  

    “Glad you came out. This will be nice for us.”  

    A waiter approached, a white napkin over one arm, holding a tray with tapas. He placed a board before us with cheese, dried meats, olives, and some dips on it. “Good evening ladies. Have you had time to decide on any drinks?”  

    Candice smiled up at him. “I’d like the Vampira. It sounds delectable.”  

    “Yes, it is. It stimulates every taste bud a human has. It’s quite entertaining. And you, miss?”  

    Undecided, I scanned the drink list quickly. “Uh, I’ll have one of those too.”  

    “Good choice. I’ll be right back with your drinks, ladies. If you have any song requests, I’d be glad to take them to the piano player.”  

    “Thank you,” Candice said. He left, and she placed her hand on my crossed leg and glided it up and down it slowly. Her touch felt sublime. I gazed into her eyes. “I love you, Candice. This is so nice. Just us in this romantic getaway.” I slid my hand along her slick, stockinged thigh.  

    “Mmm. That feels nice,” she said. “It can only get better too.”  

    The waiter brought our drinks and placed them before us. I lifted the martini glass daintily by the stem, my pretty, long-nailed fingers flashing pink in the light of the candle, and I held it to Candice to toast.  

    She clinked my glass gently. “To my sissy Gene becoming herself forever.”  

    We sipped. It did stimulate every taste bud. I smiled over the glass at her, wide-eyed. “Mmm, I absolutely love it. It’s heavenly.”  

    I placed the martini glass back down. “Honey, forever? I thought this was just for the summer.”  

    “Princess, we got rid of all your boy clothes, remember?”  

    “Yeah, but they were trash anyway. I was planning on buying new ones after this charade.”  

    “It’s not a charade, dear. We pierced your ears, and now they have three holes”  

    “They’d close up if I didn’t use them.”  

    “Gene, I don’t want to talk about it. You’re a sissy, and you’ll always be a sissy, so get used to it and sit back and enjoy it. Please?” She pecked my lips.  

    “Okay. For now.”  

    As we sat and listened to the music, watched the people and the fire, a tall, handsome gentleman in a suit and tie moved across the room. He was the epitome of a successful, handsome, manly man. So different from my version of being a man. He smiled as he came toward the back of the room. It was as if he recognized us.  

    Candice slid out of the booth and stood with her arms out to him. “Jake. So happy you could make it on such short notice. Please sit.” She invited him to slide into the booth next to me.  

    He slid in and flashed a smile at me with his hand out. “Hi, I’m Jake. You must be Gene. You did turn out well. I’d never have guessed you were a sissy. You look like a normal young lady. I mean, you are normal and you are a lady, and a sissy isn’t a bad thing.”  

    My eyes must have shown shock as they flitted back and forth between him and Candice. He took my hand in his huge hands and looked into my eyes. “Gene, what I’m trying so clumsily to say is... you’re beautiful. I’m honored to meet you and looking forward to getting to know you better.”  

    I couldn’t help thinking how handsome and nice he was. His eyes showed his sincerity. I glanced at Candice. She nodded and smiled. I looked at Jake and said, “Candice told you about me?”  

    I was her professor when she wrote a paper on her theory of taking a sissy femboy into a full feminization and what she thought the results would be. Her example in the paper was named Gene. I assume that’s you, because she asked me to come here tonight and meet her transformed femboy.”  

    Candice put her hand on mine. “Honey, I’ve known Jake longer than I’ve known you. He was my professor, and we’re lovers and friends now. Jake has the same interest in people like you as I do. I thought it only right that you should meet him.”  

    I thought to myself, Lovers!? My mind raced. I looked at the two of them as Candice squeezed his bicep with both hands and kissed him deeply on the lips. A rush of jealousy filled me. My heart pounded. I felt tears approaching.  

    Candice put her hand on mine. “Yes, lovers. But it’s you I love the most, Gene. Don’t be so worried. This is a good thing. You’ll see. You’ll like Jake, and we’ll be good together.” She slid her hand under the table and into his lap. He smiled at her as she rubbed his crotch. I could see her doing something with both hands under the table, and he wriggled a bit in his seat. When she was done, she lifted her drink to the waiter passing by.  

    He came over. “Yes, miss? Another?”  

    “Please, and bring a drink for our friend too.”  

    Jake said, “Double Blanton’s, neat, please.”  

    “Yes, sir.” He turned and left.  

    Candice looked around the room. She reached under the table and found my hand caressing my leg, then pulled it over to Jake’s lap. She used both of her hands to open mine and wrap it around his cock. I was shocked. He smiled at me. “Why thank you, Gene. That feels so nice. I’m flattered.”  

    I squeezed the monster as it continued to grow and harden in my fist. I looked around, and no one was the wiser. I slid closer to him for a less obvious reach until my thigh pressed against his. My cock grew in its cage and screamed to be free. My heart raced.  

    I was shocked how I loved feeling his cock in my hand as I gazed around the room. The waiter, oblivious to my indulgence, dropped off the drinks, and Jake lifted his to us. “To the three of us. May I have the pleasure of your company for many, many years.”  

    Candice beamed as she brought her glass to his. I couldn’t bring myself to let go of his cock, so I used my left hand to toast. Was this a dream? How did this happen? Why was I so smitten with him? What about Candice? Would she leave me for him?  

    I downed most of my drink and placed the glass on the table, then wrapped both hands around his cock to enjoy the feel of his velvety hard shaft as I obviously, from his reaction—and proudly—made him feel good.  

    “That’s lovely, Gene. You’re doing that so nicely and diligently, and that tells me you like doing it too. Seems Candice was right. You always were a sissy, weren’t you?”  

    I was so immersed in him I couldn’t help whispering to him, “Yes, Jake, it appears Candice was right. I never knew I was a sissy and that I’d love doing what I’m doing right now. Thank you for letting me. It’s thrilling, and you feel so magnificent. It’s so big and hard and velvety, and I love that you love what I’m doing. It’s such a nice compliment. Thank you.”  

    “Oh, no thanks needed. Thank you for making me feel so nice with your satin-like hands.” He leaned back and sipped his drink while the three of us relaxed and I adored his cock.  

    Candice was cuddled next to him. He slid his huge hand on my stockinged thigh, up over the tops then back to my knee, over and over while I stroked his glorious cock. I never would have imagined I’d be doing what I was.  

    Candice looked around and then smiled an evil smile at me. She ran her tongue over her lips and pushed her cheek out with her tongue as if she had a cock in her mouth. Then she lifted her head to me and mouthed the words, “Suck it.”  

    My heart raced faster in my chest. My face was flushed. I looked around the room. If I slipped under the table when no one was looking, they’d not see me because the table cloth hung so low. I could do it. The thought of me sucking a cock had been grotesque in the past, yet I was dying to. I wasn’t gay. I’d never had a desire for doing such a thing. But right then, I did, and the way Jake was responding to my hand, I wanted to feel his mounting pleasure while I had his cock in my mouth. I hesitated and I sipped my drink daintily and slowly as I contemplated, trying to still my pounding heart as my one hand squeezed and caressed his exquisite cock.  

    Candice tilted her head as if to ask if I was going to do it. I didn’t respond, being lost in my own thoughts of how much I wanted to. She must have thought I didn’t. She picked up her purse up and opened it on the table. She reached inside for something.  

    Immediately, my cock jerked in the cage as if ejaculating; the plug vibrated in my bottom and sent ripples of pleasure through me. Instantly, I was a feverish nymphomaniac with a huge cock in her hands that she couldn’t resist trying to suck, desperate to swallow its creamy reward.  

    There was no hesitation in me anymore. Hurriedly, my body shuddering from the stimulation, I looked around and quickly slid under the table, taking my napkin with me. I knelt on it between Jake’s legs and looked at his cock in the dim light. A drip glistened on its purple helmet the size of a large walnut. I bent the shaft down and licked the drop off, sending a twitch through Jake and smelling the cologne he must have used down there. He smelled wonderful. I had no choice but to indulge in it, just like an addict reaching for drugs.  

    I slid it into my mouth, feeling the silky, hard, hairless shaft as my jaw opened to accept it, and my lips slid up and down as far as I could take it. My tongue raced around the shaft while I bobbed my head on his astonishingly gorgeous rod and stroked the rest of it with both hands.  

    I let one hand continue to stroke the length of the shaft as I wrapped the other around his shaved balls and rolled them in my hand, gently tugging them as well.  

    I wriggled on my plug, and my cock jerked on and off from the e-stim. I went wild on this beautiful thing, feverishly sucking and stroking and trying to reap my reward from him. I wanted it. I wanted to see what it was like to make a man feel that good and be  rewarded with his semen to taste and swallow proudly. I wanted to be so irresistible a girl that he couldn’t help it. I had to prove it to myself and needed it badly.  

    Jake slid a hand under the table and clenched my head tight. He began to thrust into my face. Candice turned both of my stimulators up all the way. I hit my head under the table as the first shot from his firehose went into my mouth. I swallowed it greedily as my body spasmed, and he sent one after the other past my lips.  

    It slipped out momentarily, and I felt it shoot onto my face and hair. I sucked it back into my mouth and drank him dry, wishing I could get more from it. I continued my wild attempts with tongue, mouth, and hands, making him shudder and shake until he had to physically remove my head from his cock. When it left my lips, I felt I had lost something special.  

    The stimulation was turned off. I caught my breath and slid back up into my seat. No one had seen. Candice leaned over and wiped come off my face and licked her finger. She inspected me and cleaned my hair and the front of my dress in the same way. She sucked her finger and then said to Jake, “You still taste the sweetest, baby.” She looked at me. “Right, Gene?”  

    I nodded, somewhat embarrassed by my actions, and said, “Right. Tasted wonderful. I could have drunk a gallon of it and still not had enough.” My face was flushed. I was a cock-hungry sissy.  

    Jake put his arm around me. “That was something else. And that was your first time?”  

    “Uh, yes. Thanks for the compliment.”  

    He noticed my embarrassment. “Oh, don’t be embarrassed. What you did is perfectly natural for a girl to do and enjoy. I can’t wait to see when you’re even more experienced. You did enjoy that, didn’t you?”  

    I tilted my head down and looked up at him with doe eyes. I nodded and grinned.  

    He lifted my chin and kissed me lightly on my lips. He slid a hand up my leg under my dress and grabbed the cage. “I see you’ve had some help creating your new paradigms. That’s good. Soon you’ll be what you were always meant to be. An intelligent, lovely, sensual, beautiful, loving and caring feminine creature.” He let go of the cage and caressed my leg, turning to Candice. “Does she need the cage anymore?”  

    “I think so, Doctor.”  

    “I don’t, Student.”  

    Thank god he said that. I nodded excitedly at him. “Please?”  

    He turned to Candice. “Well?”  

    “She’ll be squirting all over her dresses and stockings all the time. She has no control over it. Everything excites her about her new self.”  

    “She is what she is, and when the novelty wears off, she’ll be fine. She’ll just be another girl immersed in being herself.”  

    “However, she has more lessons to learn, and the cage will help.”  

    Jake nodded. “Oh, I see. She’s still a virgin, then?”  

    “Yes. And very reluctant to do what she should and lose it.” Candice glared at me.  

    Jake said, “She’ll be ready at her own pace. Don’t push her.” 

    “Thank you, Jake. You’re much more considerate than Candice, I see.”  

    He smiled. I kissed him on the lips, and then the sissy emotions came out in me, and I whimpered to them, “I just finished doing something I never would have wanted to do and would have  found repulsive before, and I relished it more than anything I’ve ever done. I’m happy I was a success and very proud I was able to do that for Jake and that he enjoyed it so much. Shouldn’t that allow me to relax and enjoy my accomplishment with you two? I’d like that the most right now.”  

    Candice patted my hand on the table. “Of course, honey, of course. You accomplished breaking your paradigm about sucking a cock very well, and I’m sure you’re moving past your old beliefs, and you’ll want to do it much more freely now. Tell me. Did you absolutely love it?” 

    “Uh...” I looked away from them to the lounge. I put my head down. “I did.” I looked back up at them. I felt my face flush. “It was the best thing I ever experienced.”  

    “Tell me in a sentence.”  

    “Uh.” I looked at them both. “I love sucking cock and will love doing it over and over. I’m one of those sissies, I mean, girls who loves to suck cock.” I smiled at them.  

    I couldn’t believe I said that, but I did.  

    “Good, girl. Then you do deserve to relax and celebrate your achievement of recognizing a previously unseen part of your true nature.”  

    I was stuck in the cage yet. Another lesson to learn? Now what? I was sure it was taking away my virginity by having a real one stuffed into my bottom, but I wasn’t so sure that was something I wanted. I might hate it, or scarier yet, I might love it. I smiled at Jake and sipped my drink, allowing myself to luxuriate in his hand caressing my leg.  

    He was so nice. I wriggled on the plug, snuggled my thigh and body close to him with my one leg crossed over the other, my high heel sliding up and down his calf. I rubbed his strong thigh and gazed at him lovingly. 
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    We enjoyed conversation and drinks that night. We really did have a relaxing and pleasant evening. I was smitten with Jake. I probably would have been, even if I were dressed like the gender I really was. He was attentive, caring, intelligent, handsome, and confident. He was just a great guy.  

    I rolled over in bed. Candice was facing me, smiling. She ran her hand over my hair. “You even look good when you have bed-head, makeup slightly amiss, and no boobs in your sexy nightie. I love you, Gene. And I’m so proud of what you did last night for Jake. You’re coming into yourself—just like he did into your mouth.”  

    “Thanks. I never thought I’d enjoy it at all. But I have a question. Are you doing this to prove your theory? I mean, are you going through all of this effort of feminizing me for schoolwork?”  

    “Oh, honey. I wrote the paper for my love of you. There are lots of femboys who never make the leap and probably should. I wanted this for you so you can be who you are. The paper was just a school thing. It just happened that you fit my assignment perfectly. It’s working for you, right? I mean you’re loving it?”  

    “I guess. So far. I’m not so sure about being penetrated and inseminated by another guy. The thought of it is just...just...” I wriggled in the bed because somehow I was throbbing in the cage thinking about it. I, uh...I don’t know.”  

    “Well, like Dr. Jake said, you take your time. He knows best.”  

    “Thanks. So can I take off this cage and take out the plug? I mean, if I can take my time, I don’t need to be turned into a nymphomaniac to do that. Please?”  

    She rolled her eyes. “I guess. But you have to put a cage on before you lose your virginity. I don’t want you coming from anything but what’s inside you so you can see how good it is.”  

    “But if I wear the cage, I can’t come.”  

    “You can. I could make stream after stream of semen come from you by stimulating your prostate. But it isn’t an orgasm with ejaculation, and it would still leave you feeling horny and unsatisfied.   

    “Then there is a full orgasm with ejaculation, even in the cage when a man is thrusting and stimulating your prostate while making love to you, and when it builds to the end, you ejaculate from your trapped cock as he pounds it into you. For girls like you, that’s called a sissy-gasm. That’s when a sissy comes by penetration alone.”  

    “Really? What’s it like being made love to and penetrated like that?”  

    “If it’s anything like when I had anal, it’s incredible. But I’m a woman. Still, though, you’re being penetrated by him, and he’s loving your tight bottom and moaning and thrusting into you while you’re on your back, your legs held back. You’re looking into each other’s eyes. You see his face as his pleasure builds while making love to you.  

    “Then he comes deep inside you, and you both fall over the precipice into bliss. It should be quite marvelous. Very much like when Jake makes love to me through straight sex. I think you’ll love having Jake inside you as much as I do.”  

    “Okay, we’ll see, I guess. Just give me some time. Can you take this cage off? And I’d like to take the plug out. Maybe I could make love to you.” I kissed her lips. 

    She looked at me. “Okay.” She removed the key from her purse and undid the cage, putting it in her purse. “All set. Want to go out somewhere? It’s a beautiful day outside.” She slid my panties up over my now hardening cock.  

    “Hmm. Tonight I think I’d rather stay in and just cuddle with you and have drinks, if that’s okay. Then maybe make love?”  

    She kissed my lips. “Okay. Let’s have some breakfast and clean up and shower. We can get dressed and do something today and then do that tonight.”  

    We ate and cleaned up. I dressed in a denim miniskirt, pink v-neck sweater, and sheer suntan thigh-highs with four-inch-heel boots. I looked and felt wonderful. My makeup, hair, nails, and the sensual stockings, breasts, and clothes were wonderful. Of course. I was making myself horny and there was no cage, so I had to be really careful not to mess my clothes, or Candice might put the cage back on. I sat at the kitchen table, waiting for her.  

    She too dressed in a denim mini with boots; we could have been sisters. “Ready, princess? What would my little sissy girl like to do today? Maybe some shopping? Go to a movie? You look very pretty.”  

    “Thanks. These clothes are so much nicer than boy clothes. And I love the way I look.” I crossed my legs, sitting on the chair in the kitchen. The silky stockings made me hard in my silky panties. The look of my necklace resting on my cleavage gave me a thrill. My face felt flushed.  

    “What’s the matter, honey? You look flushed.”  

    “Just enjoying this too much, like you said I would.”  

    “Want the cage back on?”  

    “No. I think if I come just once, I can put the sensual, sexy feeling aside and just enjoy being feminine.”  

    “You can try. Go ahead. Go to the mirror and let me see you do it. Then we’ll go out and do things so you’ll be somewhat distracted. Besides, you went all that time with the cage on and did many thrilling things that would have made you come, but you couldn’t. I’ll bet it’s horrible having all that pent-up frustration.” She stood and took me by the hand.  

    We went into the bedroom, and I viewed my new self in the mirror. I lifted my skirt and moved my panties under my shaved globes. I grasped my cock between my thumb and forefinger with my long, pink-nailed fingers. I looked gorgeous, and my cock under my skirt actually made me look erotically seductive. 

    Standing in the heels and looking at my legs, breasts, face and the whole of the new me, I jerked my little sissy-cock. I shuddered and almost fell off my heels as I grabbed the wall with one hand and shot stream after stream of my sissy come all over the mirror.  

    Candice held my shoulders and kissed my cheek. “You sure did have a lot pent up. Feel relieved, princess?”  

    I caught my breath. “Yes, thank you.”  

    Candice motioned to the mirror. “Now lick it all off, and I’ll get some window cleaner to finish it.”  

    I knelt before the mirror and licked every bit of my come off of it, remembering eating Jake’s come. I throbbed a couple of times as I did, then stood and tucked it into my panties. Could I actually do this?  

    Candice came in and checked my work. “Good girl. I bet Jake’s tasted better, right?” 

    She handed me the cleaner and paper towels. “God, yes, his was special.” I cleaned it up. “We need to distract me with some things to do today. Can we go now?”  

    “Certainly, dear. Grab your purse and let’s go.” 





   





 

      

      

    7 

      

    We enjoyed coffee and pastries at an outside bistro, men passing by and smiling at me—the air was fresh and the coffee and pastries were delectable. We walked in the park, the fresh air sweet like line-dried sheets, and men said hi and smiled warmly as their eyes flitted up and down my legs and breasts.  

    Finally, we took in a movie. The colors of the scenery were vivid while the smell of my perfume rising to my nostrils filled me with delight in my feminine persona. After it was done, I had made it the whole day without an accident, and I knew I was in my own skin. This was how I should always be. A fully feminized male. It didn’t feel the least bit unnatural, but rather the opposite. 

    “I’m proud of you, Gene.” Candice said. “I think you’re finding that your feminization isn’t just sexual and sensual. It’s you.”  

    I nodded. “Maybe Jake was right, and the newness is subsiding. I like it this way. It’s so much more relaxing without that monkey on my back. I’m feeling so normal this way. I mean, it feels totally natural and so much better than when I masqueraded as a guy.”  

    She kissed my cheek, leaving a tingle as people streamed out past us from the theater. “Glad to hear that. Ready for Jake yet?” We started walking home.  

    “Not yet. That doesn’t mean no. Actually, I think I want to, but not yet. The way you described it was so inviting. The connection like that and him filling me. It was lovely sounding. Maybe I can do that to you tonight?  

    “If you like. Or I could call Jake, and you can watch him take me and see what it’s like. I wouldn’t mind having his cock in me for you tonight.”  

    My mind raced as I thought, God. Could I watch my Candice being made love to by a real man? I wasn’t sure if I could. It might help me to want to do it with him, but at the same time, my jealousy  might turn me off to him altogether.  

    I felt her arm over my shoulder. “Gene? Are you okay?” 

    “I’m fine. Let’s get some takeout and stay home with some drinks and let me make love to you, okay?”  

    “Sure, princess. You can try that.”  

    We dressed in corsets, stockings, heels, and sheer nighties and ate takeout, drank wine, then had drinks while we watched porn on TV. Candice was running her hand on along my stockinged leg as I was doing to her, each of us caressing the other. I was feeling so good sensually, but I was starting to get nervous about making love to Candice. I had never made her come that way. What made me think I would tonight?  

    She pointed to the screen. “See, see how she’s responding? That’s how you will when Jake buries it all the way in you, looking into your eyes.”  

    “You don’t think she’s faking it? I mean, she’s really going wild. She keeps squirting, and her whole body tenses and shudders.”  

    “Oh no, baby. That’s how it is with a real nice cock like that one.”  

    I felt myself going limp. “I see. It’s incredible. Hard to believe, but incredible.”  

    We sat and drank, and Candice pointed out things and oohed and aahed through all the ‘big cock makes woman orgasm incessantly’ movies until we were both fairly well buzzed, and Candice was the horny one. I was limp as a noodle.  

    When the last movie ended, Candice flicked off the set and patted my thigh. “Ready for a shot at it, princess? I’m so horny now—I need to get pounded really well.” She placed her hand on my panties. “What? Did you come already? Why isn’t it hard?”  

    “I see how poorly I’ve been treating you. I always thought those films were unrealistic, but the thought of the way they are and the way I am is too much. I think you should set up a night for us with Jake, and then I can watch, and you can be satisfied.”  

    “You wouldn’t be jealous?”  

    “I’ll try my best not to be.” 

    “Good girl. Then after, maybe you can have a night with Jake and I’ll watch, or we can share.”  

    I was nervous as a cat in a dog pound. What should I do? 

    Candice stood and grabbed my hand. “C’mon, baby. I have a need to be filled. Let’s go to bed.”  

    She led me by the hand in our heels and sexy outfits down the hall and onto the satin sheets. Candice dug in her drawer then took out a strap-on harness with a large, vibrating, flesh-like cock and balls. She held it out to me. “Here, since you’re out of commission anyway, put this on.”  

    I slid my legs into the harness and slid it up, securing it just above my limp cock. It looked like Jake’s. I couldn’t imagine having one like that…or having one in me like that.  

    Candice had slid onto the sheets and held her arms out, legs spread. “Come here, my little sissy, and make me feel good with your fake cock.” I slid onto the sheets, and she helped guide it into her. We started slow, but the vibrations and the thrusting made Candice want more. Soon I was thrusting as hard as I could, my little cock dangling beneath the strap-on, slapping into it.  

    I gazed into her eyes—her face showed her pleasure, and her moaning voiced it. Her hands were tight on my ass as she prodded me on. She came and squirted all over us and continued to orgasm as I did my best to keep the pace. My cock was hard from watching her pleasure; it was flailing in the air and sliding on the sheets with each thrust. My silky stockings slid on the sheets, and I held Candice's ankles in her heels by her ears as I pounded her.  

    Finally, after her continual arousal and maybe six or seven huge orgasms, Candice said, “Oh god. This is the big one. This is it, baby.”  

    She writhed and moaned beneath me as I thrusted and came with her, my cock sliding against the sheets. I whimpered, “Uh, Candice, I’m...uh huh...coming.” I humped wildly against the sheets like a little boy against his pillow, the strap-on ramming her each time I humped.  

    I collapsed on her. She whispered, “That was wonderful, Gene. Almost as good as Jake.” She ran her hand over my hair gently and kissed my cheeks and lips. 

    I thought to myself, Almost as good? Wow.  

    I caught my breath and rolled off her. I undid the strap-on, slid the harness off, and let it drop to the floor. Candice slid her hand across my thigh and felt my limp cock. It was still wet. “You came. I heard you. You weren’t even in me.”  

    “Uh, yeah. You were so exciting to watch and hear.”  

    “Good. See, you can satisfy me, and you can see how good it is for a woman to be satisfied that way, same as you’ll be one day. Ready for Jake?” 
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    We slept like the dead that night. Candice slept in while I showered, got dressed in a pretty mini dress and heels, and did my makeup and hair. By the time she was up, I had breakfast ready.  

    Candice stumbled in wearing the outfit from last night and looking totally peaceful and satisfied—a look I’d never seen before. She kissed my cheek. “That was incredible last night. Thank you.”  

    “Yes, it was. You looked so beautiful and so impassioned. I was moved by watching you enjoy it so much. I never knew it could be so good for you. I’m sorry we hadn’t done that sooner. Maybe we can dump all this feminization, and I can be a man, except using a strap-on.”  

    “Oh, come now, my little sissy girl. You’re better this way. You’re a woman inside, and you need to feel what I felt. You need to give up the notion of being a man because you never were. Look at you and how being fully feminized fits you. You look so nice today. Be real, Gene.”  

    I lowered my head, ashamed of what I was. She was right. I did like this better. But I loved seeing Candice really immerse herself in feeling so good. “Maybe I can just wear it like I am, and we don’t need anyone to take care of me. I’d be happy that way. I came really well.”  

    “Could you be happy that way? Maybe for a while, but you wouldn’t know the truth of what you’re missing. We’ll see after Jake treats you like a lovely woman, like you should be treated, and makes love to you. You never answered me last night. Are you ready for Jake to take your virginity?”  

    She sat at the table while I placed our plates and poured juice. “Uh, I guess. I’m scared, though.”  

    “We can work into it slowly. Like I said, if we use the cage and plug beforehand, you’ll be more than ready. Just say yes, and I’ll set it all up. We can make it a really special night for us all, and it should be done that way.”  

    “Special? Like how?”  

    I sat and crossed my silky legs under the table and started eating. I looked at Candice.  

    She raised her eyebrows with bright eyes and said, “Special, you know. Like the old-fashioned way a woman lost her virginity...after a wedding. A celebration with good food and drink, just like a wedding. We could get you a special white wedding dress with lots of details and make you into an offering for the gods. An offering to Jake. Wouldn’t you like to be a goddess in white?”  

    The thought of me in a beautiful wedding dress was exciting as hell. There’s nothing more feminine than a wedding dress. I imagined crinoline and lace, satin and beads. My hair coiffed and my makeup done perfectly. I imagined a wedding night sucking Jake’s cock. Then, the thought of him sticking it in me turned me off a bit.  

    I swallowed my eggs and said, “The dress and special food and drink together sounds fun. I’m still scared of him putting that big thing in me, though.”  

    “You won’t be when it arrives. You’ll be begging for it. I’ll see to that.”  

    “I think I want you to join me dressed as a bride so I can watch Jake make love to you and take you to bliss. I want you to not miss out on having a real man make love to you. I can be a bridal helper in a wedding dress. I can suck Jake and get him ready and then attend to both of you while he makes love to you. I can help hold you down from slipping as he thrusts, hold your legs back for deeper penetration, help guide him in if he comes out, kiss you and caress you and watch you look so beautiful in all your passion. I’m sure with me wearing the dress and all the excitement, I’ll be coming just watching you two. That will be enough for me.”  

    “Really? Well that does sound nice and it’s very considerate of you to offer it, but I want Jake to make love to you, not me. It’s your special night.”  

    “No. Jake making love to you, now that would be special enough for me. It would be a way for me to give you what you should have. What you deserve to have. Jake makes love to you, not me. I won’t be jealous now that I see how I’ve been shortchanging you. I want it for you.”  

    She smiled and put her hand on mine. “That’s so sweet and loving of you honey—overcoming your jealousy to give me such a gift... but, well...” 

    She shook her head. 

    She had a smirk on her face. Something was going through her mind, but she wasn’t saying it. Maybe I had convinced her and saved myself from Jake impaling me. 

    She nodded, looking at me as if she had decided. I couldn’t tell what she’d decided, though, and she took a deep breath then said, “Okay, I’m gonna shower and dress after we eat so we can go shopping for wedding dresses. While I do that, I want you to go back to using the plug and cage. They’re in my drawer. Leave the keys on the table, and I’ll carry them for safe keeping. We’ll have you ready for Jake like you’ve never been ready. Today we shop.” 

    She still thought I’d let Jake make love to me. I did as I was told and put the cage on and the plug in. I wanted to want Jake inside me for her and not be afraid. I wanted to have Candice taken by Jake even more, though, so she could have a real man make her feel even better than I did to her last night.  

    Candice came out on the patio while I was finishing my coffee, relishing the beautiful day. She held her purse as she dug into it. “Ready, princess?”  

    “Ready.” I stood. All of a sudden, the e-stim cage and the vibrator kicked in on high. I grabbed the rail and held on, shuddering. “S-s-s-s-stop...please...uh, huh. God!”  

    Candice laughed. “I love these toys.” She turned them down to the level where I would stay on edge but still be able to walk.  

    The stimulation drove my libido through the roof. “Uh, Candice, do we have to do this? Can’t you just leave them off?”  

    “Sorry, sweetie. I want you to be begging for it on your wedding night. I’ll shut it off so you can sleep at night, but it stays this way every day until Saturday. Now let’s get our dresses so we can alter them properly for your special night.  

    I followed her off the patio and picked my purse up off the counter as the e-stim and plug drove my libido and sensuality to the limit. Today was only Monday. How would I last through a whole week of this? What had I gotten myself into? Maybe I should have just agreed to Jake stuffing his big cock in me rather than being afraid. Now I’d be dying for relief by Saturday. I already was. I was a horny little sissy slut.
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    Each footstep while we were shopping made the plug move about, and the e-stim was relentless. My skin tingled, and my libido made me feel like a sensual, amorous creature. In addition, being dressed as a sexy woman with bouncing breasts and walking in heels that made me feel even sexier added to the state of mind I was in.  

    We found the most beautiful short wedding dresses for each of us in a second-hand shop. We took them home, and Candice began modifications on mine as I stood before her wearing it. She held scissors poised to cut the front of the dress.  

    “Wait, stop! What are you doing?” I cried.  

    She looked up at me. “I’m making it a proper dress for a sissy. We want to see that sissy cock in its cage, don’t we?”  

    “What? No, that’s embarrassing.”  

    “Embarrassing. Why would it be embarrassing? It’s what you are. It says who you are, and you should look at it as a badge to wear proudly. Sorry, princess, but it’s getting center stage with this outfit.” 

    She pushed my hands away from guarding the dress and cut an arc in front, revealing the bottom of my white lace garter belt along with my cock throbbing in its cage from the e-stim’s regular pulse. “There. All I have to do is clean up the edges.”  

    She stood back and admired it.  

    I said, “Maybe we should do your dress the same way and expose what you are. It would give Jake easier access to you as well. I think it would look really sexy.”  

    “I think you’re right. Let me put my dress on, and you can snip it.”  

    We modified our dresses and fluffed the crinoline, then hung them carefully in a closet along with the crotchless panties, stockings, garter belts, strappy five-inch white stilettos, garters and wedding veils. It was all ready to go. I couldn’t wait to see us both in our finery and to see the look on Jake’s face when he saw Candice. I was dying to wear the outfit myself and was excitedly looking forward to Saturday.  

    “Now what?” I said as we sat and had a drink. “I have the rest of today and Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday and the day on Saturday to endure this cage and plug. I don’t know that I can take it. Can’t you at least turn it down?”  

    “I suppose I could.” She took her purse from the table. She lowered the sensations on both. “How’s that?”  

    “Much better.”  

    “There. That was enough of a break.” She turned them on high.  

    I shuddered in the chair as the sensation of an orgasm ran through me, but I never ejaculated. “Huh! Uh, god!” I hung on to the table with both hands. “Stop! Please!” My body jerked and twitched uncontrollably.  

    She smiled and walked around the kitchen, picking up the things from dinner. I spasmed there as she did. “Please, Candice, stop, please.”  

    She turned and looked at me. “Promise me you won’t ask me to lower them again. Promise me you’ll do as I say until it’s time for the wedding night.”  

    “Yes, ungh god...of course...huh, uh, yes sweetie, I promise.”  

    She lowered them back to the previous level. I stopped spasming, and the sensation was simply one of extreme libido. “Thank you.”  

    “Good. Now why don’t we watch some of those movies we were watching the other night, and then we can go out for drinks.”
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    The week dragged by with the cage and plug stimulating me all the time except when I slept. Then the plug was out of me and the e-stim off, but I was still in the cage. Candice had me use a progressively larger plug each day in order to be sure I could take Jake when the time came. It became so pleasant to have it in that I felt at a loss when I took it out; I didn’t care what her intentions were for making use larger ones each day. It just felt fantastic.  

    For a few hours each day I had to watch movies and imagine myself as the woman in the scenes. Other than that, we went to the theater, plays, parks, even bowling, while my sexual frustration did nothing except climb. I wondered if someone could die from it with the intensity it had. When Saturday morning finally arrived, I was thrilled. There was a light at the end of the tunnel.  

    “Pack a bag, honey. We’re staying over at Jake’s tonight. We can get the rest later. Just bring some day clothes.”  

    “What’s ‘the rest’?”  

    “Huh? Did I say that? No, I didn’t. Now go pack a bag, sweetie.”  

    I packed and we had a relaxed lunch at an outdoor bistro. I couldn’t stop myself from crotch-watching when handsome men smiled at us as they walked by. I so desperately needed release. I just wanted to suck them off and come in my panties. “Honey, so we need to be at Jake’s at six for dinner and drinks, right? Is he cooking?”  

    “Right. He’s having the food delivered. It’s from a fancy seafood restaurant. It’s too much cooking for him tonight. He does cook, though, and he’s a wonderful cook.”  

    “Too much, huh? Must be a feast.”  

    “Oh, it will be, dear. You’ll get your fill tonight. Why don’t we walk home, and we can get dressed. If we’re early, it’s no big deal. I can’t wait to see you in your wedding dress. I bet you’re excited to put it all on.”  

    “Absolutely. And to be able to finally have my release. I’m ready to burst.”  

    “I’ll bet you are. Now you can see how good it feels to be made love to by a man.”  

    “Honey, no. It’s your night. I want Jake to take care of you.”  

    “Oh, he will. Don’t worry.”  

    We showered and I cleaned out and replugged. Candice had me shave my cock and balls since they’d been caged for so long. She watched to make sure I didn’t come accidentally or otherwise. They were nice and silky when I was done.  

    Candice helped me with dramatic makeup and fluffed my hair with mousse in it. She outlined a cupid’s bow on drawn, full lips for me with 24-hour lipstick and a pink shimmery gloss. When she was done, I looked like a beautiful bride with luscious, full lips. 

    I watched her as she did her makeup, and then we both dressed. The white lace garter belt made an arc on my belly above my cage. I slid the wispy, silky white stockings up my smooth legs and attached them to the garters. The sensation from them was more intense and pleasurable than normal even, probably from my libido being so high.  

    I slipped into my bra and loaded the heavy breast-forms in it, adjusting my flesh for cleavage. They felt marvelous. I imagined they were real and even thought for a moment that it would be wonderful to get implants. The nipples on the forms showed through the sheer white bra.  

    I slid on the crotchless white lace panties, and the cage was now in a sea of ruffled white lace as it stuck out of its nest. 

    I slipped into the beaded lace and satin v-neck dress, adjusted the top, then lifted the hem and pushed down the crinoline lining. It flared the hem out and made a frame; the front was cut out to reveal my cage. I slid on the fetishy, strappy, white stilettos and minced my way over to the mirror.  

    I put on the white veil and adjusted it around my shoulders. I looked every bit the blushing bride. Except, of course, for the embarrassing cage revealed in front.  

    Candice came over to me dressed the same way. She was gorgeous. She arranged my veil and then sprayed me all over with a new perfume, making sure the crinoline was well sprayed to retain the scent. The smell of it was intoxicating. She sprayed herself with a different but equally enticing scent. She stood back and looked at me. “You look lovely. Ready? Oh wait.”  

    She dashed to the dresser drawer and came back with wedding garters for each of us. We slid them up our legs, and then she took one and wrapped it around my cage, further diminishing its size and making it look like it belonged now as it rested in the nest of lace and sheer white fabric. She took a pink bow and tied it around the tip of the cage. “There. Very sissy, I’d say. Ready?”  

    “As ready as ever. All I know is I get to come tonight. When does the cage come off?”  

    “It doesn’t. If you want relief, it will be from being made love to.” She took the remotes and turned them both on. I immediately began to think I needed to do whatever she said, or I could be this way for eternity.  

    We put on our raincoats to cover our outfits and drove to Jake’s. It was a Victorian mansion with a gated entry and griffins on each side of the driveway. There were cars in the driveway. It must have been the caterers.  

    We parked to the side by the fountain and climbed the stairs to the huge double doors. I rang the bell, and it chimed an elaborate tune that could be heard through the door. Jake opened it.  

    “Hi, ladies. Come in and let me take your coats.” He held the door for us, and we entered the foyer. A double wide staircase curved ahead and rooms with entry arches were off to the sides.  

    Jake stood back in his tux and took stock of us. “My, you two look ravishing. I especially like the revealing fronts of your dresses, and Gene’s looks so cute with her cock all caged and decorated. Very sissy.” He kissed me on the cheek and then kissed Candice lightly on the lips. “Come in. The boys are waiting for you girls.”  

    I stood stock still, holding Candice’s hand so she couldn’t move. I glared at Candice and she just grinned at me. “Just some friends of Jake’s to join us in your wedding night celebration. Jake has a regular poke-her night here on Saturdays, so they were all available and ready.”  

    She said that kind of funny. I asked her. “A, uh, poker night?”  

    “Come in and I’ll introduce you.” She tugged my hand.  

    I followed her into the parlor, where there were several other tuxedoed men besides Jake. They were lined up as if by height, leaning back against the bar with martinis in their hands. They ranged from Jake’s size to the shortest at about five-six. All handsome, though, and smiling widely as we entered. “Ladies!” they shouted and lifted their glasses to us.  

    Candice went down the line, kissing each one on the lips, with them squeezing her bottom or her breast as she did. Seemed she knew them pretty well.  

    She looked at me and took me by the hand to them. “Boys, this is Sissy Gene.” She said each one’s name and placed my hand on his crotch as we went down the line. She explained the size and feel of each of them and what they were good at. Obviously she knew them really well.  

    All the while, the men smiled and their eyes ran over my body. Jake slid martinis into our hands, then grabbed his from the bar. He lifted it to toast. “May this evening be the beginning of a long and pleasant relationship for us all on the eve of Gene’s introduction to a new life. I vow to care for and be loyal to Gene and Candice as we live our lives in splendor and health, and I ask for both of your permissions to essentially...be my wives for eternity.”  

    My heart raced in my chest. He was asking us both to be his wives? I looked to Candice. She nodded. “Yes, dear. This has all been planned. Will you be with Jake and me for eternity?”  

    “Uh, I uh, I guess. Yes.”  

    She kissed me deeply on the lips and then turned to Jake and wrapped her arms around his shoulders and kissed him deeply on the lips. “Yes,” she said looking into his eyes.  

    A cheer erupted from the group. Jake then said, “Then let the festivities begin. We’ll move you both in here tomorrow.” He raised his glass to everyone and drank it down.  

    We stood at the bar, the boys chatting with me, each one moving on as another came over. By dinner I was nicely buzzed and having a good time.  

    We sat at a formal dining room table and ate Maine lobster, clams, and oysters on the half shell, sweet potatoes and asparagus. Dessert was tiramisu followed by absinthe drips. We all went into the parlor where a fire was started, and the men lit cigars. Candice said, “Okay now, princess. This is where you show your stuff. The two of us are going to suck all of their wonderful tools and get them good and ready to fill you and me. She turned on my e-stim and the vibrator.  

    Candice dropped to her knees on a pillow and began indulging as the boys smoked their cigars and watched us. I wanted to harvest all my rewards from them, but they all stopped me before I could. I was dying for release when the shortest of them lifted me like a bride and said to the others, “It’s time.”  

    He carried me up the stairs to a huge bedroom with an enormous canopied bed, turned down with black satin sheets. He stood me gently by the bathroom door. “I believe you’ll need to remove your plug.”  

    I went into the bathroom and removed the plug, rinsing it and leaving it on the counter. My hands were shaking with the thought of what was about to happen when Candice came in and kissed my cheek. She put her purse on the counter and shut off the e-stim. “There, now you can see how good it is. You’re Jake’s bride, as I am, and so this is what you’ll be enjoying regularly. I love you.” She kissed my forehead. “Go in there and be ravished.”  

    I walked into the room full of naked, handsome men standing around the bed. Jake was lying on one side, and the one who’d carried me up the stairs now lifted me once more and placed me gently on the sheets.  

    I slid to the head of the bed, and he began massaging my legs as another one slid onto the bed and put his delicious cock in front of my face. I greedily took it in and worked him rapidly to try to get my reward while my excessive pent-up libido kept my cock rigid in the cage and wanting more.  

    When he was about to come in my mouth, he pulled out and swapped places with the other one caressing my legs. More hands squeezed my breasts and ran over my body as I savored one cock after the other. On my back, my legs were pushed back, and my high heels were pressed back by my ears, opening me for their use.  

    Legs slid between mine, and a cock was pressed against my opening. After a bit of pressure, the head slid in easily and made its way in, filling me. He began to thrust as I opened my eyes, and as I looked around the cock in my mouth, I saw from the blissful look on the boy’s face how good I felt to him.  

    He picked up his pace and force, pressing my legs tight to the bed to keep me from slipping while he rammed it into me repeatedly. Grunting and moaning while he pounded it into me, he looked into my eyes and said, “God, Gene, you feel so good, you gorgeous little sissy.”  

    He relished me passionately. The sensation was excruciatingly delicious, the way it sent ripples of his energy through me while I watched his intense pleasure in the act. Much better than the plug and it compelled me to raise my hips and press against it with each thrust, urging it deeper.  

    Hands squeezed my head tight as a cock thrust and came in my mouth, nearly choking me as I greedily sucked it dry, consuming the luscious seed.  

    He took it out of my mouth, and I turned to see the face of the man enjoying penetrating me as he grimaced, looking down into my eyes. “Oh god, Gene, I’m coming, baby.” He grunted and groaned as he tensed and shot load after load into me.  

    My cock was oozing semen out of my cage with each thrust he made, and I was being milked delightfully. It was as if I was coming—not in spurts and jerks but a continual rolling orgasm. My heart raced as I whimpered and moaned.  

    He pulled out, and thank god, another quickly took his place. I grabbed his ass tightly and set him into the fastest and hardest pace I could. I whimpered to him. “Quick. Do it! Oh god... pummel me hard. I’m coming some more. Don’t stop.”  

    He pummeled me, and I rolled my head on my shoulders and noticed Candice being ravaged beautifully by Jake. She was coming and writhing, squirting on the sheets while another cock was in her mouth. She was gorgeous.  

    I looked up at the guy fueling my delight, and he smiled as he held my ankles by my head. I could hear the cage’s lock clinking with each thrust as he milked me further, making my cock seep a seemingly endless supply of semen from the cage. This one didn’t take long. He said, “Oh god, Gene, you feel so good and look so beautiful. I can’t hold back. Ungh, god!”  

    He shoved hard into me and held it there as his body jerked, and he deposited every drop of his reward into me. I looked around the room as he pulled out.  

    There was Jake, standing there, waiting for him to get off the bed. Candice stood watching me at the headboard as she ran her hand over my hair. “My princess.” She leaned down and kissed me deeply while I felt Jake’s big hands push my legs back and his cock press against my hole. He slowly pressed it hard, stretching me wide until the tip finally entered.  

    That thick, long, velvety magic wand sent intense sensations into me. Inch by inch it penetrated my being, making me think it would soon come out of my mouth. When he was in all the way, he withdrew until only the tip remained and then penetrated me fully, repeatedly building speed and force as he continued impaling me on it.  

    Candice released me from our kiss and she held my heels against the bed next to my ears. She called to the other men, “Hey boys, now come here and give our bride gifts the way you normally do for me.”  

    Jake wrapped an arm under me to keep me in place, and he looked into my eyes. “My lovely new wife. I’m so glad this worked out for you, honey.”  

    His eyes were so gorgeous as he slowly thrusted and filled me with his huge cock. I grabbed his ass with my long-nailed fingers and dug the nails in. “Use me, Jake. Use your sissy bitch wife as your slut and receptacle and come inside of me.”  

    I felt a splash of come hit my face and looked to see one of the men jerking off to me as he loaded my face, hair, and veil with come. I turned to the side, and another was doing the same. It landed on my cleavage, dress, and face. On the other side another wrapped his cock in my veil and came in it. All the while, Jake was working me deep and hard, making me feel like I’d died and went to heaven.  

    Jake sped up the pace, ramming his huge cock into me and making me ooze streams of come with each stroke. Then, when he said he was coming, I came in a series of intense ejaculations shooting from my cage while he shot into me. I had just had a sissy-gasm. It was the best ejaculation I ever had. 

    He rolled off of me. “Oh Gene, you’re incredible. I love you, honey.”  

    “I love you too, my husband.”  

    Candice kissed me on a dry spot on my cheek. “I love you, Gene.  

    “I love you too, Candice.” She smiled down at me and went around the bed to climb in with us. 

    The others were putting on their clothes as I drifted off to sleep. 
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    I woke in the morning to an empty bed. I slid out and went to the elaborate en suite, my heels clicking on the tile floor. I peed and wondered if the cage would come off today.  

    I stood before the full-length mirror and saw the wreck I was—stockings ripped, dress torn and hanging, and dried come on my face, hair, wedding veil, dress, and stockings. Eyeliner ran down my cheeks. I was a mess.  

    I took a deep breath and observed myself. What had I become? I recalled the last night. All those guys penetrating me and making me a sissy receptacle and depository for their release. My girlfriend inseminated by another guy. A girlfriend who attended poke-her nights at Jake’s house regularly with all those guys. A girlfriend who turned me into a sissy slut and showed me the slut she was, and now we were supposed to live together forever in this mansion?  

    I tried to run my long-nailed fingers through my hair, but they got stuck in the tangle of dried come and mousse. I let my hand sit there while I stared deeply into my eyes. What happened to the man I was? What sort of girlfriend was Candice? What had I done?  

    Uncontrollably, a smile slowly filled my face from ear to ear. I was looking at something I never would have believed. I was stuck in front of the mirror, just staring at my wonderful new self. I realized I had become what I was always meant to be, and I now would have a wonderful life with two people, not one, who loved me and whom I loved, and we would live together in luxury for the rest of our lives. I was so happy I didn’t know how to handle it. I ran my hands over my stockinged legs; I squeezed my breasts. Hmm, Jake would probably get me implants if I asked.  

    I smiled and turned around. I ran out of the room and down the stairs. “Jake, Candice! Candice, your research is over. Write the paper. I’m almost perfect! I love the new me!”  

    





   





 

      

      

      

      

      

      

    If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review telling everyone how it was for you. Tell a friend about it. Blog it out. Any help is greatly appreciated. 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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