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It was the last year of college…and things changed.

My roommate Jamie sipped his beer and shook his head while wiping the frost off it with one finger. “Franny, we’re almost done with college and I don’t feel like I’ve become what I want to be. Do you?” He flipped his hair over his shoulder and looked at me.

Savoring my beer, I took him in. A subtle touch of eyeliner and mascara enhanced his long lashes and bright eyes, making him exquisitely captivating. I shrugged.

The click of a girl’s high heel boots snapped Jamie’s attention toward the sound. I caught a mesmerizing whiff of her perfume. We watched as a pretty girl in a denim miniskirt, high-heel-boots, and low-cut top took a seat with her girlfriends at a high top table. Jamie observed as she sat, crossed her legs and bounced a high-heeled boot. He shifted in his seat and rolled his eyes, then looked back at me. “It’s girls like her that make it so hard.”

I laughed. “Yeah. She makes me hard too.”

“Not like that, Franny. I mean, although she makes me hard, I meant it makes it difficult. It’s girls like her that make it… difficult.”

“How’s that?”

He leaned in toward me as the other guys at our table chatted. “Haven’t you ever wanted to get past this femboy shit we do of not being able to go the rest of the way? Haven’t you ever wanted to dress and be that girl? Experience dressing and looking like her?” We watched as she tossed her hair and laughed, sipped her martini with her long painted fingernails glinting as she took the stem delicately in her fingertips and placed her luscious painted lips on the edge of the glass and sipped it cautiously.

I recrossed my legs, my hard-on growing as I imagined being her. I nodded, us both watching. “Yeah. I know.” I looked around at the other guys at our table as they chatted. “Look at us, Jamie. We’re all stuck in this rut. This femboy rut. As if we were so masculine that we think we’re men when we actually want to be feminine. We think this femboy thing is so avant-garde and satisfying and we’re some kind of guy. None of us are. We’ll never be. We’ll never be guys and we’ll never have chicks, just each other.”

Jamie shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t need the complication of a chick. I mean, it even makes me nervous to think about having to have sex with one. I prefer it be a fantasy where I’m a perfect lover, not a failure.”

“Right. Same here. Chicks are hard to understand sometimes. Like why they want the traditional guy and not us is beyond me.”

“Perhaps it’s something to do with the contrast. There isn’t much contrast between femboys and girls. We’re too much the same, so chicks would have to be lesbian to like us. But even then, since we don’t present as girls, why would they?”

“I guess.” I sipped my beer and observed the others of our group in their girl’s jeans, modest eyeliner and mascara, women’s tops that might be similar to guys’ tops, feminine hand motions and head flips.

I slid my seat back and turned to Jamie as he sat with his chair away from the table and his ankle resting on his knee. I leaned forward and placed my hand on his calf and looked into his eyes. “We should get some balls and be who we are for a change. We should all do it. If we all do it, we might have the balls to do it. Then we could be girls that have something special under their skirts.” I laughed. I slapped his calf. “How about it? We tell them all what they’re going to do. We tell them we’re having a competition to see who can be the most fem person in our group.”

Jamie nodded, grinning. “Yeah. Now you’re talking.” He looked at the others. “Safety in numbers, peer pressure, a team with a goal. Guys like some sport, right?”

“I hate sports. Sweating is just peeing through your pores, all that macho shit. It’s gross.”

“Not that kind of sport. Think of it more like a beauty show. A pageant, of sorts. Since we all like to be fem, let’s see who’s the best at it. Let’s see who gets the most points. If they have the balls for it.”

I laughed. “Crossdressing—a team sport.” I clinked his glass, and we downed the beers. I walked across the floor to the bar in my three-inch, chunky-heeled girl’s boots, that kinda looked like guys, and ordered a round for the table.
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“Want a tray, Franny?” The bartender smiled with his pity at me being a femboy.

“Sure. Thanks Bob.” He put them on a tray and I carried them over to the table and placed the tray on it. The guys stopped chatting and their eyes opened wide.

“Hey, happy birthday, Franny,” Cameron said as he patted me on the shoulder and grabbed a beer, putting his empty on the tray.

“It’s not my birthday, you geek.” I took two beers off the tray and handed one to Jamie.

Another of our group, nicknamed Fluffer, said, “What then? Did you get an award?” He put an empty on the tray and grabbed a full one, then sat back down.

“Not yet. You’ll see in a minute. I hope to get one someday.”

Thumper took his beer and sat back, crossed his legs and bounced a ballet-flat shoe, wearing his girl’s skinny jeans. He smiled with his glossy lips and raised it to me. “Thanks, Franny.”

“You’re welcome.”

I sat back down next to Jamie and we had their attention as they waited to find out why I bought the round. I raised my beer, looked at each of them in turn as they raised theirs and nodded back, waiting for me to say something. “To all of us realizing our true dreams.”

They nodded and agreed loudly in their somewhat girly voices that we all had. They slugged down half the beer and placed them back on the table, staring at me. I nodded at each of them. “Right. Our true dreams, right?”

Fluffer said, “Sure, man. Our dreams.”

“Exactly. What are our dreams? What do we all truly want? Hmm? Think about it. Look at each of us. We’re very different from other guys.”

Cameron said, “Right. We’re all geeks. Computer engineers, electrical engineers, a physicist, an accountant… Geeks.”

“True dat. But we’re very different in other ways too. Check out the guys here, then check out our group. What’s different?”

Fluffer giggled. “We’re smarter than most of the other guys in here. That’s why we’re geeks.”

“No Fluffer. Not the geek thing again. How about the way we present ourselves?”

Fluffer took his phone out of his man-bag and looked into the reflection. “I think I present myself nicely. Fluffy kinda.” He giggled.

“Exactly. We’re all fluffy, but you earned the nickname when you started wearing the ruffled front shirts. The girl’s shirts.”

“Right. Girl’s shirts just like all of us are wearing, but none of yours are as pretty as mine with the ruffles. So?”

“And eyeliner and mascara, and chunky higher heel, but guy looking, girl’s boots and girl’s jeans and lip gloss. Even a bit of perfume on our wrists so we can sniff it and imagine we’re more feminine.”

“Yeah. So?”

“So is it right?”

“Sure. Why not? It’s a free society. We’ve been doin’ it for all the time we’ve been in college. At least I have.” Fluffer looked around the table at the others, nodding and sipping their beers with the edge of their lips so as not to lose their lip gloss on the glass. Cameron flipped her hair and tilted her head.

Thumper’s leg was doing its regular bouncing of his heel on the floor, being his usual nervous Nelly⏤his body jiggled from it. “So?”

“So, is that living the dream? Splashing a little femininity on our wrists and daily lives?”

Thumper shrugged. “It works. Better than not being this way.”

“Right. But why did we stop where we did? Why aren’t we enjoying the full effect? We all stare at hot girls and long for how they dress, act, and look. Why can’t we be them?”

Fluffer giggled. “We’re guys, silly!”

“Are we? C’mon now. Be real.” I waved my arm across the room. “Look around the bar at the guys here and tell me we’re like them.”

They all shrugged.

I banged my fist on the table. “Right. The only thing we have in common with them is balls and a dick. The only thing is our balls are so not used right now. We may as well not have them.”

Fluffer covered his mouth. “Oh, my god. Don’t say that. That’s scary. I’d hate to lose my stuff.”

“Relax, Fluffer. We’re not talking about getting rid of your little package. What we’re talking about is a figure of speech, using them, having some balls to make our true dreams come true.”

Fluffer nodded. “I see. Well, that’s good to know. I’m relieved now.”

Cameron fluffed his hair and flipped it over his shoulder. “So, you’re saying we need to be tough? Be manly? Good luck with that.”

“No, you idiot. The opposite.” I flipped my hair and tilted my head, smiling seductively. I held up a bent wrist and motioned with it to him. “Be girly. Be feminine. Be pretty. Be brave.”

Cameron grinned and winked at me with her bright eyes. “We do everything except the last one. Except not all the way.”

“Precisely. That’s what’ll make our true dream come true. We have to be brave to be better at who we are. We all want to be feminine and it’s part of us. Why not be it all the way and really… truly… enjoy who we truly are?”

They all looked frightened⏤like I had said the unthinkable. Something taboo.

Jamie tapped his glass with a fork. “Okay. From the looks on your faces, now you got the idea and you’re all scared as hell at the thought. What’s gonna give us some incentive time to do it? Would you guys like to do it? What would get you over the hurdle to have some balls and do it?!”

They shrugged and looked at each other.

“I know you all have money banked. Plenty left over from your scholarships and stuff.”

Fluffer sat up straight and proud and waved her hand in a princess wave. “I’m buying a baby-blue Prius with it when I graduate.”

“Sure. You don’t need to pay it all off. You can save enough for a down-payment. What I’m trying to do is get you guys to be motivated. Okay. Forget the money for now. Show of hands. Who here thinks they’re the most feminine of the group?”

They all raised their hands.

“Right. Good. So let’s really see who is? We can have a competition between us. Who can really pass as a girl twenty-four-seven?”

Fluffer touched his chin. “I’ll win. I have hardly any facial hair and I’ve been doing electrolysis on the little that’s there.”

Thumper was leaning in toward the table, his head shaking from bouncing his foot, his hand running over his chin. “I haven’t shaved in three days. See any beard? I’d win for sure.”

Cameron and Jamie and I felt our faces, and we all looked at each other. Cameron said, “I think we’d all have a pretty equal chance at the passing part, with our bodies and facial hair and voices. I mean, I know I get guessed as a flat-chested girl already sometimes.”

“Absolutely. As we all do. So…” Jamie looked around. “So. How do we measure it? How do we say where one of us is more passable than the other?”

Fluffer raised his hand. “How about a beauty pageant, like a womanless beauty pageant?”

“Womanless? That would give it away.”

“Then a regular beauty pageant just for us.”

“Hmm, what else would tell us we were passable?”

I raised my hand and pointed. “Let’s be better than those chicks over there with all the guys around them. Let’s blow them away.”

Jamie asked, “How do we measure that?”

I watched as the girls chatted and flirted with the guys. “All we have to do is be able to have the guys chasing us. We could see who gets the most dates.”

Thumper’s heel was idling. “Uh, date other guys? No way. What if they found our secret?”

“Don’t let them. Besides, we’ll all be girls and girls date guys sometimes. Of course, if you don’t have the balls for it, or you think you're not feminine enough, well, then I guess you’d lose. Forfeit.”

Thumper’s foot sped up. “It makes me nervous.”

I looked around the table. “I think it makes all of us nervous; pursuing the steps to make our dreams come true. How else would we truly know if we did it, though? We’d have to have some way to gauge it. We could give points to the first girl to have a date, then if it’s a tie, add points for other stuff. If only one of us gets a date in a week, or some time frame, then they win and that’s that. If we all get dates in that time period, then we need another test.”

They all nodded and sipped their beers. Cameron looked at us all. “Who would ever date any of you? I’d win for sure.”

Fluffer scoffed. “You wouldn’t win. I’m shorter and cuter than all of you. I’d win.”

Jamie nodded, grinning. “Hmm, seems we might have a competition here.”

I laughed. “I’d win. I’m probably the only one with enough balls to get my hair styled and highlighted.”

Fluffer’s eyes opened up. “Really? I’d love to do that. Is that okay to do? I’ve always wanted a girl’s hairstyle.” Fluffer flipped his thick, long hair over one shoulder and twirled it in his fingers. “I could always cut it back to a boy’s cut after I win. I’d do it a second.”

Thumper’s foot stopped. His eyes open wide. “A full styling and highlighting, fake nails, pedicure, miniskirts and minidresses, real strappy high heels, stockings, pantyhose, gel breast forms and cleavage. Holy shit! That would be awesome.”

“But you’d have to get a date.”

“It would be simple. The guys around here are drawn to that kinda girl. Hardly any chicks go to the effort or expense of sheer hosiery or skirts and heels, and guys love seeing that stuff. I’d get one, then I’d dump him and go back to being myself when I won. So what do we win?”

Jamie nodded. “Okay, now that we all agree we need to do this and we’re in competition and we have our first measurement, what’s the pot? It should be substantial, right?”

Fluffer nodded quickly. “For sure. We’re gonna be investing in our presentation and clothes and all that, so we need to be able to win more than we spend. Plus, I want to win enough to pay for the baby-blue Prius with the down-payment I already have.”

They all nodded, certain they could be the one to win.

Jamie nodded. “Okay. Let’s say four grand apiece. That’ll give the winner twenty grand or a sixteen thousand dollar win against the four grand risk. How’s that? Can everyone afford that? Does anyone not want to win sixteen grand above their investment? A four hundred percent return on investment?”

I looked around. It was a lot to risk, but I was certain I’d be able to do it and it would be worth it. Even if I didn’t win, at least I’d be the girl I want to be instead of being a femboy. It could be the change I always wanted. They all looked a little stunned. I could tell they were thinking the same things I was. They wanted it. This competition gave them an excuse to do it all the way, and they valued that more than the cost of betting four grand.

Fluffer spoke up. “I can afford five grand if you guys want to up the pot to five a piece. Twenty-five grand to the winner. Twenty grand win from five grand in. I’d be able to buy my Prius with no payments.” Fluffer giggled.

Thumper shook his head, his foot going again. “You might not win. You could lose the five grand!”

Fluffer shrugged. “It would still be worth it to become the girl I want to be.”

Thumper shrugged and nodded. Took a deep breath and sipped his beer with a dreamy look on his face. “You’d have to date a guy.”

“A fake date. Like fake news. So what? A movie and a pizza and a couple of beers. Who cares? I’d be a girl, and I’d make a bunch of money doing it.”

Thumper said, “Instead of pizza, it might be a dinner at a fine restaurant and dancing at a nightclub. It depends on what the guy wants.”

Fluffer said, “Sounds a bit more risky. All that drinking and dancing. He’d want to screw you then.”

Thumper shrugged and grinned. “Wouldn’t it be great to get them to think I was that much of a girl then have them get horny for me then I get a…” He motioned with his fingers making quote marks. “…a headache?”

“IF you could get away with it. You might end up having to satisfy him somehow or get caught.”

Thumper rolled his eyes. “Eww. Gross.”

Cameron’s eyes lit up. She placed her hand on Thumper’s shoulder. “It might be cool. I mean, just having them get so excited would be a major accomplishment, wouldn’t it? Wouldn’t that be the genuine test of passing? A validation of our feminine allure?”

Thumper gnarled his forehead. “You’d do that to another guy?”

Cameron shook his head. “I wouldn’t be a guy then though, would I? What’s so hard? I’m sure you all jerk off. So what if it’s some guy? Real girls get guys off all the time. It’s a compliment to them. It says they're sexy to the guy. They love the validation. I’ll bet it’s very gratifying. Why wouldn’t it be for us too?”

They all nodded. Faces were red with nerves and hesitation, coupled with the excitement they felt. I felt it too. I could just imagine having a guy so convinced I was a girl that he’d want me to get him off. I throbbed in my panties, thinking about it. Jamie glided his hand on my leg sensually and whispered in my ear. “Do you think you could do that?”

I placed my hand on his thigh. “We might have to.” I squeezed his thigh, looking into his pretty eyes. I grinned. “It’s scary as hell, but exciting as hell, too. Just imagine having someone respond to you like that.” I caressed his thigh.

Jamie grinned. “Okay. Everyone agrees on five grand?”

They all looked at each other and nodded enthusiastically. I could tell by their crossed bouncing legs, wriggles and shifting in their seats, that it aroused them all as much as it frightened them.

“Okay. Five grand each. Honor system on reporting back on what happened.”

“Honor system? Thumper will cheat. Thumper will freeze up, then say he did it.” Fluffer wrinkled his face, looking at Thumper’s head jiggling.

“I will not!”

“Okay. How about at least two together? A double date, two or three of us together. It’ll be safer and it’ll assure proper reporting.”

They all nodded.

“Increased points for each of the bases.”

Their eyes opened wide. Thumper cried out, “What? They’d find out with a home run! We can’t be expected to have that done to us.”

“They won’t find out. Not necessarily. From behind, cup your package in front. As far as what’s expected. You’re expected to be the perfect girl. That includes the home-run. Unless, of course, none of us does it. Are you ready for that? Can you get your mind around it, Thumper?”

They all looked at each other, but didn’t back out. Seemed no one wanted to be thought a chicken, or they thought they’d be the only one with the guts to do it, and do it in front of another of us. I throbbed in my panties, imagining someone ejaculating for me… Even if it was a guy inside my bottom. Something about it was terribly thrilling.

I nodded. “Okay. How about this? We’re a team. Like it or not, we’re all together because of our similarities. We need to help each other become our dreams. That’ll make it more fair and allow us all the chance to excel at being that dream. Then we can see who is the top player, and the taker of the pot, by the stats… by men’s reactions. The MVP.”

Cameron patted Thumper’s shoulder. “I’ll help you Thumper. Don’t be afraid.”

Fluffer rubbed Thumper’s other shoulder. Me too. I’ll still win, but you’ll have your best shot at it. Don’t be afraid.”

Thumper nodded and hugged them each in turn. “Thank you both. The idea does excite me. I can’t imagine having someone so enthralled with me they came for me, even if it’s gross. Thanks for helping me.”

Jamie did something he had never done before. His hand slid under the table into my lap, and he whispered in my ear. “Oh, my god.” His hand rubbed my hard-on. “This is so weirdly arousing and I see it is for you, too. Becoming girls, making men come.”

I did something I never did for anyone and placed my hand on his crotch and grasped his hardness in his pants. It was invigorating, enlightening, amazing to feel it and squeeze it. Being my first time I ever touched another person’s desire for me, or Jamie’s desire for making a man come, it made me swoon. My heart pounded and my palms were sweating. We touched each other there discreetly for a bit, looking in to each other’s eyes deeper than we ever had.

We all calmed down and had some pizza and more beer as we made punch lists for what we needed to do to maximize our transformations and prepare for pleasing men. Right down to the particulars of being clean when men penetrated us. We all added shower attachments to our punch lists to use every morning to clean out our butts and be fresh and ready to use. Every detail, every aspect, was brainstormed like any project we did at school, where we threw ourselves into the synergistic power of the team. We had made the first step and had defined our goals and committed to our journey to reach our true dream. Crossdressing had just been turned into a team sport.

Thumper was between Cameron and Fluffer, who were showing their new affectionate nature to him, which we all agreed was part of the feminine mystique⏤an ability to be touchy feely like girls rather than the hands off ways of men.

I gazed into Jamie’s pretty, but now droopy, eyes as his hand caressed my crotch discreetly beneath the table. I rubbed his thigh through his jeans. “Jamie, we need to go to sleep. It’s late and we have a busy day tomorrow.”

He gave me a flat lipped smile, nodded, and took my hand.

We stood. “Okay ladies. Let’s get back together tomorrow for Chinese takeout at our place and have our first team practice. Just us girls. Sound good?”

They all agreed and stood up.
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I nearly slid off the bed as I woke, my black satin pajamas giving little resistance on my beige satin sheets. I slid into my black velvet ballet-flats and padded in to the bathroom to pee.

Downstairs, Jamie was already cooking French toast and bacon as he stood before the stove in his navy-blue satin PJs. “Morning!” He chimed. “Ready to realize our dreams?” He turned to face me, spatula in hand, arms out, smiling broadly. “Give me a hug, girl. We need to change our pronouns. Isn’t it exciting?”

I gave her a hug, laughing. “It certainly is… girl. I like the morning hug, too.”

She laughed and gave me a peck on the lips before pushing me away. “I made a bracing breakfast to keep us supplied with energy. I already have salon appointments for us when they open in an hour. The rest of the day was booked.”

“Salon. Wow. Hair and nails?”

“The works. Pedicure, manicures, cut, style and highlight. Then we go shopping.” Jamie plated the food and placed it on the table. Juice and coffee were already there with forks and knives. We both sat and dug in. My heart was racing.

“I’m too excited. I probably shouldn’t even have this coffee. I’ll be shaking.”

Jamie’s hand reached out to mine and squeezed it. “You’ll be fine. Just think about being your dream girl and that should relax you. You’ll finally be in your own skin. Finally done masquerading somewhere in, in-between-land.” She let my hand go and returned to eating while observing me.

I took a deep breath and dug in. She was right. For once I’d be in my skin instead of flitting around part fem, part guy and getting those looks of pity like I did from the bartender last night. The looks he and others always had for us. Kinda a sad look. Like he felt bad for us being the way we were. He accepted us but couldn’t fathom being us and had pity for us. Now I could relax knowing I’d never be seen as a man or a femboy again. “You’re right. I know we’ll pass fine and now we’ll be who we are. I should be relaxed. It’s just so thrilling.”

“I know. It’s thrilling to me too.” We ate in silence and did the dishes together. When we were done, we took turns showering and using our new shower attachment that came overnight from Amazon, and we dressed in our most feminine men’s clothes. Of course, none of the clothes were men’s clothes, just women’s clothes that look like men’s clothes, like most women wear. Jeans and blouses, moderate, mundane shoes. The only things we wore that were pretty were our really pretty panties we always wore under our girl jeans.

The salon was incredible. The girls were fired up to help us. They gave us hairstyle books to peruse while our pedicures were being done and helped us decide from the vast myriad of looks we could do. They loved how much hair we had and how many options we had. It was an impossible decision, but we both arrived at our new looks before we were done with the pedicures.

Our new, long, fake fingernails were applied and gel coated while we watched as our hair was cut, layered, highlighted and styled. Seeing my face in the mirror as the hair framed it and accented the delicate shape of my chin and pert little nose and tiny ears made me melt in my chair for the pretty girl I saw. Top that off with the fact that I couldn’t help glancing at my roommate next to me, who was being transformed into the most adorable, cute, pretty young lady with her full, bouncy curls and smiling face.

Our first hour and a half of the day proved to be the calming, relaxing influence I needed. I left the salon, after giving big tips to the girls, hand in hand with Jamie.

“Liberated!” Jamie shouted as we hit the street. “I’m free!” She danced around in little circles, making her way to the car. A student clapped for her as he passed. “You go, girl!”

“Thanks!”

The mall was fabulous. We bought earrings that were dangling and long, and not just studs like we usually wore. Strappy high heel stilettos, boots, minidresses, miniskirts and tops, proper bras mated with gel breast forms for creating luscious cleavage, matching panties, crotchless panties, garter belts and stockings, stay ups, pantyhose, jewelry, perfume, hair accessories, purses, makeup’s, eyeshadow, lipsticks… it was a whirlwind of feminine indulgences.

We held hands, unburdened by any worry about doing so as the two girls we now were, and walked to the car for the third time to finally take our things home.

I slid into the passenger seat, my stockinged thighs slick against the cool leather. “I’m so glad you talked me into changing at the store that we found these miniskirts at. It would be a shame to have spent anymore time in our mundane girl’s jeans.” I glided my hand on Jamie’s stockinged leg and gazed into her eyes. “I’ve never been so aroused, either. It’s as if I turn myself on being a girl.”

“Of course you do, sweetie. It’s only natural that our special treats under our skirts should respond to lovely women. I’m having the same sensations as you. Isn’t it wonderful? It surrounds me with an aura of prettiness.”

“Yes. That’s the word for it. Sensual and pretty. Just like us. I’m infused with that pretty sensation. I’m coddled by it.” I sat back and crossed my new ultra-high-heeled boots, straightening my denim miniskirt and tenting my hands on my knee. I gazed out the window as Jamie drove us home. “I wonder how the other girls did.”

“Me too. I can’t wait to see them. I hope Thumper could enjoy it and realize it’s what she is.”

“I know. She can be so nervous sometimes.”

Jamie laughed. “All the time. Poor thing. Wonder if the high heels will keep her from thumping her heels all the time.”

“Maybe. Maybe she’ll be calm now.”

“True. So we have enough time to pick up some booze and wine and beer and then wash what we need to wash and set up our closets and dressers and move our boy things to the basement. I want it all done so I can get dressed. I have a dress I just have to wear tonight. Since we aren’t going out, I thought I’d be as fem as I could and really immerse myself in it.”

“I know which dress it is. I bought the same one, silly. We both went crazy for them. You’re so adorable in it. Like such a sweet, innocent little girl.”

“You should talk. With that polly purebred hairdo and your angelic face. I can’t wait to see you in it with makeup and sheer stockings and heels and all of it.”

“You might be more than I can resist. You might have to allow me some girlfriend freedoms. I might be a little touchy feely.” I slid my hand on her silky stockinged thigh under the hem of her denim skirt and squeezed her hardness beneath it as I gazed lovingly into her eyes.

She moved my hand away and held it on the console. “Uh…I have a hair trigger right now. Sorry. We’ll see what this new girl will allow her girlfriend to do later. It’s nice to imagine different things, even though I’m a little scared.”

“Imagine them all. Fear not. As Taylor Swift said, ‘I think fearless is having fears, but jumping anyway.’”

“Taylor Swift? Wow. Nice. I remember Ralph Waldo Emerson in one of my few literature classes. He said, ‘Always do what you’re afraid to do.’ I think of it when I get afraid and I know it’s unfounded.”

“Good one. I guess we have to face our fears and be who we are.”

“Right.” I gazed out the window, realizing how dramatically different my world view was becoming—my view of myself and how I relate to the world. It gave me a sense of power and control, although my heart raced when my old paradigms showed their ugly heads. It was like I had won the lottery; my cognitive winnings becoming the girl of my dreams and slaying the demons of my past paradigms. I had the same liberated sensation Jamie expressed when we left the salon.

Back at home, we set up the booze and beer and wine and washed and dried clothes and put away the boy clothes and set up the girl clothes. When we were done. We poured iced teas and exited onto the patio to relax.

Jamie looked at her watch. “Well Franny. We did it. We have an hour and fifteen minutes to get ready before the girls arrive. I just need a few minutes to relax. She dug in her purse and took out a smoke. “Want one? I replaced our emergency pack with some Virginia Slims 120s.”

“God yes. Please.”

We lit our smokes. I crossed my legs and bounced a foot, looking at my bent wrist hand with its long painted nails, holding the feminine cigarette as I sipped my iced tea. I inhaled deeply, letting the nicotine shoot into my brain, causing me to be alert and relaxed at the same time. I realized I didn’t have a hard-on and yet I was deeply enjoying the sensations of wearing the clothes and shoes and jewelry and it made me relaxed. “This is nice. All of it. I never feel this good.”

“Me either. It’s as if a burden has been lifted from my soul. I’m alive and vibrant and powerful.”

“Exactly. And relaxed.”

“And relaxed.”

“I’m not aroused even.”

“Me either. Nice, huh? Who’d have thunk it would be this nice?”

I nodded. We smoked and finished the iced tea. I checked my watch. “I want to run a razor over my body quickly in the shower and wash the smell from the highlighter out of my hair.”

“Me too.”

“Should we shower together? Save some time.”

An adorable grin came over Jamie’s doll face. “Sounds lovely. We can lotion each other after too. By the way. We should sleep in the same bed from now on, don’t you think?”

“God yes. I hate sleeping alone.” I stood up, slung my purse on my shoulder and held my hand out to Jamie. “Ready?”

We ran like kids going to the candy store, clattering in our heels through the house. We stripped in the bedroom, put our clothes in the hamper, and stood before the shower as the water warmed up, embracing each other and kissing each other deeply. Jamie’s hard cock rubbed against mine as my hands glided over her luscious, shapely butt no man should have. It was as if she was meant to be a girl. We slid into the shower together and soaped each other and stroked each other, looking into the other’s eyes.

“Oh god Franny. I don’t want to come. I want to have these sensations all night. Please, go easy.”

“I promise. I do too. I want to feel pretty all night.”

We kissed and rubbed our cocks together between us as they bumped into each other while we washed and conditioned our hair. We helped each other shave the hard to reach places with our Venus razors.

“We need to get used to having something in our bottoms. Ready to put the vibrating plug in?” She held it before me while she lubed it. “Should I do you and you me?”

“Sure.” I bent over and she slid it between my cheeks. Gradually she worked it in, sending ripples of pleasure into me. “Oh god that’s nice.” I pressed my bottom back against it, forcing it the rest of the way until it shot past the gate and lodged itself in me up to the hilt. “Huh! Yes! Wow.” I stood, my hairless cock leaping and falling of its own accord. I grinned at her as the warm water caressed our bodies. I picked up her plug. “Ready?”

“Please.”

Jamie enjoyed it as much as I did. After some kissing and hugging under the warm shower, we dried off and stepped out then slid a thin, silky, floral scented lotion over our bodies, making sure to take good care of our hard packages, which we had to restrain ourselves from going to far with, when we both whimpered and shuddered.

Done with what we could do together, we loaded the phone app for the vibrating plugs onto our phones and set them in motion, cycling through a variety of patterns silently within us.

We set about doing our hair and makeup, both of us bobbing in the air and oozing from the tips while we dried our hair. Once we set about the details of doing our makeup, more than we ever did before, our arousal waned and we could concentrate on our mission of bringing out our best, most feminine features, turning us into seductresses before our eyes.

Our matching dresses were on the bed. Hers in pink, mine in baby-blue. The other things were there as well; our bras, crotchless panties, gel breast forms, garter belts, sheer suntan stockings and high heels. We sat and put on the sensual cornucopia.

Both of us were once again rigid with flag poles with them bobbing uncontrollably before us as we slid the dresses on. The sensation of my hard oozing tip as it slid against the soft fluffy crinoline of the minidress lining made me shudder. I adjusted my cleavage in the V-neck top and adjusted the cap sleeves as Jamie zipped the back of my dress up then I did hers.

We took a deep breath, fighting off our desire to embrace each other, and slid on our fetishy-high, strappy stilettos and fastened the ankle straps. Stepping in forced, tiny steps to the dresser, we put in our earrings and put on our necklaces, bracelets, rings and ankle bracelets. We each sprayed on our ultra feminine perfumes all over our hair and under our dresses. We loaded our purses and slung them on our shoulder.

Standing before the full-length mirror, we took ourselves and each other in. We were the epitome of very sexy, yet adorable, young ladies. I throbbed under the fluff of the dress. “I can’t stop throbbing.”

“Me either. I make myself hot for myself.” Her eyes moved to look me up and down in the mirror. “No one could tell we were hard as rocks and bobbing, either.”

“Nope. Almost sinful somehow, isn’t it?”

She nodded and her hand drifted to the front of her dress and she grasped her hard pole through the fluff and stroked. She looked at me. “I’d like it more if you do this, but I have to, so I don’t lose control.”

I nodded, stroking myself already. “I agree. I have to do it to myself too or I’d lose it.”

We stood there stroking ourselves, looking into the mirror at each other. Our plugs adding to our edginess. “You’re so darn pretty. My body is filled with prettiness.”

“You are too, and so do I. I wonder what the other girls went through? I wonder if they got Thumper past her roadblocks.”

“Me too.” I nodded and whimpered as I jerked off looking at my new pretty girlfriend doing the same. I brought myself to the edge, then let go and my leg shook.

“Did you?”

“No. I stopped it.”

“Good.”

I watched my gorgeous roommate as she brought her prettiness to the edge and I throbbed beneath my dress.
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“Thumper, relax!”

“I’m trying to. It’s almost time to go. You and Cameron have to stop looking at yourselves in the mirror and jerking off. That’s so rude.” I couldn’t believe the two of them. They’d have never done something like that in front of the other one when they were femboys. Next thing you know, they’ll be taking care of each other.

“C’mon now. It’s time to go. I can’t be watching you two. It’s disgusting.”

“Thumper. Relax and get used to it. Pay attention to the plug inside of you and realize that soon there will be a man in there that is wildly passionate for you. You’ll be his girlfriend, making him happy.”

“Oh god. Don’t talk about that.”

Cameron continued jerking herself off through the dress. “Huh, uh…. Mmm… so lovely. Girls do this stuff, Thumper and besides, if you don’t want Fluffer to win her baby-blue Prius, you need to win and you won’t win by acting disgusted when cocks are hard around you. You’re a girl now. Act like one.”

I sure didn’t want Fluffer to win. They were right. I didn’t know what was wrong with me. I’d never win this way. I was dressed nicer and felt better than I ever did. I admit I was hard in my panties too, and having the plug inside me was something I never imagined would be so nice…But there’s a limit to what’s acceptable. Isn’t there? I mean, nice girls don’t even kiss on the first date. “I’m a nice girl.”

“Nice girls come in last. Nice girls don’t drive baby-blue Priuses that are paid for.”

I nodded. “I know. I’m so sorry I’m like this. I’ll work on it. I promise.”

Cameron and Fluffer came over to me, clicking in their heels, holding hands. Cameron ran her long-nailed fingers through my hair and gave me a peck on the cheek. “It’s going to be fine. Enjoy what we have. We’re all friends and we’re going to Franny and Jamie’s and it’ll be just us and no men and it’ll be safe and what goes on there stays there. No one to judge us.”

I dropped my head and nodded. Cameron slid her hand under my black chiffon cocktail minidress and deftly pulled aside my panties, then wrapped her warm soft hand around my cock. It shocked me as I looked into her eyes, my eyes wide open. “Cameron! Stop.”

I had asked her to stop, but didn’t want her to. Her hand was so nice and soft. She didn’t stop. She caressed it barehanded for a while, then wrapped it in the silky chiffon of the dress and kept stroking it. “Doesn’t that feel nice? Shouldn’t a girlfriend make her girlfriend feel pretty?”

I nodded. I held onto her shoulders for support as my knees became weak. “Uh…I…uh…”

She slowed down, realizing how close I was. She kept me right at the edge.

I whimpered. “Oh god, Cameron.” I hugged her to me.

“That’s it, sweetie. Relax and feel pretty. Imagine that plug is a man inside of you. He has soo much desire for you. Doesn’t that make you feel pretty?”

I nodded quickly and whimpered. My brain was fighting what my body was telling me was good and proper and my destiny.

“Okay. I’m letting it go and putting it back, but now you need to return the favor. Please? You need to learn to hold someone else's and play with it.”

I nodded. I hated the thought of what I was doing, but I couldn’t resist. She helped me get it out of her panties and I wrapped my hand around her hard, warm flesh and stroked her. “Is this good?”

“It is, sweetie. Wrap it in the lining now.”

I wrapped it in the satin lining and stroked her. I could sense her passion through it. Her eyes told me how lovely I was making her feel. She bit her lip, looking deep into my eyes. “God, that’s good Thumper. Your hands are so gentle… Your touch so caring.” She humped into my hand. Kissed my forehead. Touched my shoulder gently.

I looked over to Cameron, who was jerking herself through her dress, watching us. She nodded and said, “You’re so pretty helping Fluffer like that, Thumper. See how nice it can be making another girl feel pretty?”

I nodded.

Fluffer lifted her dress and moved closer to me. She took my other hand and placed her cock in my palm, and I wrapped my fingers around it. She humped into my hand. “Good girl, Thumper. That’s it. See? Nothing to be afraid of. Nothing is wrong. Just prettiness all around us, filling us all with prettiness.”

I was throbbing in my panties and oozing. I was so aroused I was afraid I’d come just by stroking them. “Oh god.” My one knee shook. I let them both go and pulled away.

“Did you?”

“No. Almost. I stopped in time.”

“Good girl. Now was that bad?”

I shook my head. “It was very nice. Too nice.”

“See? You’re becoming the girl you want to be. Be proud. Be powerful. You’re very sexy and pretty and you love stroking cocks now.”

“I love feeling so sexy and pretty. But it scares me.” I looked at my watch. “I think we’re going to be late.”
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The Chinese take out arrived with a ring of the doorbell. Jamie and I clicked hurriedly down the hall to the front door. I opened it. There stood a really cute young guy.

“Hi!” I beamed at him in my girliest voice. “Please, come in.”

He followed us into the kitchen, where he placed the bags on the counter, then took the receipt from his pocket. “Seventy-two-sixty five with tax.” His bright eyes scanned our legs, cleavage, faces, and hair. “You girls having a party? All of you sure are pretty.”

I dug in my purse and took out my blingy new wallet clutch. “Just some girls getting together.”

“How nice.”

I counted out the money, then gave him an extra twenty.

“Wow. Thanks. That’s a really nice tip.”

I reached for the front of his pants, where he was revealing his interest in us. “If you’d like, we can take care of another kind of tip too.”

His eyes flitted back and forth between us. His face flushed. I rubbed his hard cock in his pants, looking up at him. Jamie moved behind him and ran her hand around his firm waist, then slid her hand in the front of his pants while she kissed his neck.

“God, you girls smell incredible, too.”

“Thanks.” I knelt before him and undid his belt and zipper. His cock poked from the side of his thong underwear. I slid the fabric to the side and wrapped my long-nailed fingers around his sweet, interested cock and stroked him while looking up at him. My vibrator shot off another round of vibrations, making me want more down there.

Jamie came around, knelt beside me, and grabbed his shaved balls in her hand and rolled them in her hand, looking up at him. She dove onto his cock with her mouth and bobbed her head on it while she hummed and looked up at him.

“Oh god, that’s incredible. You girls must be starving. I never got a tip like this before.”

I slid his pants down and undid his shoes. He kicked the shoes off and I held the pants for him to step out of. He had hard runners’ legs and a nice hard ass. I stood, unbuttoned his shirt, and he slid it off. He stood there naked while Jamie sucked his monumental cock and looked up in to his eyes. His body was shaved smooth and his chest firm with a six-pack below.

He held Jamie’s head gently and thrusted in to her face while looking down at her with his angelic face.

I stood, ran into the bathroom, removed my plug and rinsed it and put it in the cabinet for later. When I clicked my way back out, Jamie had him seated on the couch as she knelt on a pillow, sucking his cock. I stood facing away from him and lifted the hem of my dress, exposing my crotchless panties, and ran my hands over my butt cheeks while looking back at him. “Like to make a deposit, sir?”

He took his cock from Jamie’s face and stood up, stepping over her to grasp my hips. I pressed my bottom back, cupping my balls in front as he slid his wet cock between my cheeks and moved the tip to find my lubed hole.

I sensed it, pressing on it, and pressed back toward it. The head stretched me and slid in. He pushed it farther, and I pushed harder and it made it past the gate, making me gasp. “Oh god, it’s so big.”

“Are you okay, lady?”

“Oh yes. Please. Push it all the way in.”

I looked back. Jamie sat on the couch, jerking herself behind him as she watched me being penetrated.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“It’s Bill.”

“I’m Franny, Bill. Nice to have you in me.”

He thrusted as he held my hips, and I stood up on my toes in my heels. His strokes were long and slow and oh so delicious. “Your cock is heavenly. Bill.”

“Thanks. You have a sweet ass. Want it in front instead?”

“No thanks. This is safer. Can’t get pregnant this way.”

“Right. Does it feel as good?”

“It’s the best. Fuck me honey. Let me enjoy you coming inside of me. Show me how pretty I am by coming in me.”

“God, Franny, you’re soo pretty. Soo sexy. Soo feminine and inviting.”

“Oh god, Bill. Your cock is so nice inside of me. Fuck me like your personal whore, Bill. Fuck me good.”

He held me tight to him, one hand squeezing my breast, and the other wrapped round my waist, my high-heeled feet dangling now as he pounded himself into me. I oozed into the crinoline under my dress as it flailed around beneath it.

The door opened, and the girls came in. I heard their clicking heels as they approached the kitchen. Fluffer, Cameron, and Thumper all stood there looking at me getting fucked. “No fair!” Thumper called. “This was a practice night.”

I smiled at them as I held tight to Bill’s hand around my waist and my head rocked with each thrust. “You’ll have your chance. The time period was a week, and this isn’t a date, anyway.”

“It didn’t have to be a date. We agreed on that.”

“Well, then I got my points before you did. You still have a chance. Relax and let me enjoy this.” I turned my head back to Bill. “Fuck me Bill. Come in me, baby.”

Bill fucked me like he was a god. Thumper took video. The other girls watched, obviously intrigued and aroused by the sight. Bill groaned and nuzzled my neck. “You smell so good. You’re so tight and hot.” He grunted and shoved it into me, sending ripples of pleasure into my soul. “That’s it Bill. Shove your cock into me like a whore. Come inside me, baby.”

Bill grunted and held me close to him, kissing my neck. “Oh god, Franny.”

He held men tight with his firm, powerful body and pounded me fiercely, my head and hair flailing like a bobble doll. His breathing was deep and fast as he shoved it deep and held it there.

His cock jerked violently inside of me as he groaned and held me tight, and the energy of his passion for me filled me with joy. In a second, he resumed thrusting rapidly, shaking my body and forcing my spasming cock’s come into the fluff of my crinolines. I whimpered and my leg twitched and clattered my heel against the wood floor. “Oh, Bill,” I heard my littlest girl’s voice whimper.

He crushed me to him with his cock shoved all the way in as he peppered my face with kisses and squeezed my breasts. “Oh god, Franny. That was the best tip I ever had. I never came so powerfully. You’re so darn sexy.” He thrusted slowly. I could sense him softening inside of me. I slowly let him pop out, then turned to face him and gave him a big hug on my tiptoes. He lifted me up in his arms and placed me in the armchair. He looked around and retrieved his clothes and dressed.

“You girls are something else. It’s a shame it’s just you girls for the party you’re having. Seems a few guys would round it out better for all of you.”

Jamie came over and helped him button his shirt. “That would be nice. Do you know of guys as nice and handsome and good looking as you that might be interested? You could come back too.”

He grinned as he tucked his shirt in. “Hell yeah. Do all of you girls like it in the bottom? It’s a lot better than the front. Tighter and like you said, Franny. No chance of getting pregnant.”

My damp crinoline on my thigh made me happy knowing how it got that way and it wasn’t from touching it at all. I smiled up at him as he looked around at all the girls. Thumper looked nervous as hell, but kept her mouth shut.

Jamie said, “Right. So, can you come back later? Bring some friends?”

He nodded. “I sure can. I can call my teammates. The swim team. I’m done after the dinner rush ends at 7:30. Work for you ladies?”

“For sure,” Fluffer said. “Please. Bring your friends.”

He came over to me, lifted my head by the chin and gave me a peck on the lips. “Okay then. See all of you girls later. Should we bring beer or drinks or food?”

Jamie said, “Nope. Have plenty. Bring hard cocks and clean, smooth shaved, sweet smelling bodies like yours.”

“Got it.” He turned and left, the door closing behind him.

Thumper stood there, her legs crossed, leaning back on the counter. Her face was red. “Let’s eat. I can’t believe we’re doing this.”


6

Cameron made a pitcher of martinis and placed the glasses with skewered olives on the counter, then filled them. Fluffer set the table in the dining room with plates and chopsticks, and Jamie and I put out the Chinese food orders. Thumper whined and complained about what had happened, and everyone argued with her about it. We all sat for dinner.

Fluffer held her full chopsticks, motioning to Thumper. “I don’t care Thumper. We have a week. If you can’t do this tonight, you’ll be the only one that doesn’t. If you lose and the rest of us win, we just split your five grand. So far, the pot is dwindling. I’d be more than happy to have 1250 of your bucks. But you have a week. Do what you want. You’re just slowing your own progress in becoming who you are. IF you’re not a girl. You’re not a girl. I’m done discussing it, and I think we all should be.” She slid the food into her mouth and chewed, looking angrily at Thumper.

Jamie sipped her martini and placed it down. “Right. Glad you said that, Fluffer. Now we can move on. So, I have to hear from Franny. How was it? How was your first time with a man coming inside of you? It sure looked hot. Thumper, share that video if it’s okay with Franny.”

I nodded. “Sure. Heck. Why not? Thumper took it so she could jerk off to it later. I definitely want a copy to remember it. How many girls get to have a video of when they became a woman for a man? Such a fond memory. Thanks for taking it, Thumper.”

Thumper nodded and played with her food.

Jamie said, “So tell us every detail, Franny. You stole him from me while I was sucking the best thing I ever had in my mouth, so now you need to share what we’re all looking forward to.”

I sipped my martini and rolled my eyes. “Well, we all have had the vibrating plugs, and we all learned how good those are. You can’t imagine how much better having a real man inside of you, his passion for you transferring into your soul through his raging hard-on. You can sense his energy, his power, his lust, and it fills you and multiplies your own. Each grunt, each thrust, each kiss on the neck and him hugging you to him like he was afraid to lose you. Then his cock jerks and spasms in you letting you know he’s depositing his passion for you into you. It validates the girl you are and how much a girl you are to a man. It’s heavenly. You realize your true role in life. It’s the epitome of being pretty through and through. An infusion of prettiness.”

“Did he make you come?”

I rolled my eyes. “Like I never did before. It was entirely different and ten times better. Even before I came, it was heavenly as he thrusted. Each stroke in and out sent ripples of sensation from head to toe. A wavelike, glowing sensation. I had to hold back and kept oozing drip after drip, but when his passion filled, rock-hard cock jerked inside of me, there was no stopping it. My cock went just as crazy all on its own, spewing gushes of pearl ropes like crazy. I didn’t even touch it and it ran through my whole body. A full body orgasm from head to toe. Just wait.”

I took a deep breath and let out a satisfied sigh, remembering it all. “So lovely.” I began eating again, looking around. The girls were wriggling on their plugs, their legs crossed beneath the table as they bounced their foot, making them jiggle as they ate. It was obvious they were all looking forward to their own experience. Even Thumper was moved by my words.

Cameron sat back, holding her martini to sip it, her body shaking from her foot bouncing. “Sounds fabulous, doesn’t it, ladies? I can tell it’s even making Thumper hot.”

Thumper stopped bouncing her foot and sat up straight, then sipped her martini. She looked around the table. “I still think it’s too early for us to have gone so far. It’s not proper.”

Cameron leaned over to her, slid her hand beneath the table and onto Thumper’s crossed legs. “Uncross your legs, sweetie.”

Thumper did so as she stared at Cameron. Cameron slid her hand under Thumper’s dress and began stroking her. “Now relax and feel this. Feel this and imagine doing what Franny did. Imagine being the girl you are and having a man so enthralled with you. Can you do that?”

She nodded quickly. She whimpered. “Uh…huh.”

“That’s it. See how enticing that is? Now put aside your paradigms from when you were someone else. You’re a girl now. You love being a girl. You love feeling pretty. Right?”

Thumper nodded.

“Imagine having a man inside of you as his cock pulses and spasms and fills you with his passionate release.”

Thumper pushed her hand away. “Stop. Okay. I get it.”

“You almost came thinking about it, didn’t you, little girl?”

“Yeah, yeah. I got your point. Give me time.”

Cameron gave Thumper a kiss on the cheek. “Okay, sweetie. Enjoy being the girl you are now. Nurture your feminine appeal. Embrace the feminine sensations infusing you with prettiness. Long for a man’s compliment to you, deep inside you, where your lovely plug is now.”

Thumper nodded, her face flushed and filled with despair and recrossed her legs and bounced a high-heeled foot, sipping her martini.

We finished dinner, put the leftovers away, and cleaned up like the team we were. We all redid our lipstick and perfume and fixed our hair and adjusted our dresses, readjusting our cleavage. We sat together on the patio as the sun began to set and we sipped espresso and had some emergency cigarettes.

Ready and re-energized, we set up the bar for the men and poured ourselves some drinks to wait for them. Thumper, Fluffer and Cameron sat with Thumper between them. They chatted and Cameron jerked Thumper off under her dress while Fluffer took Thumper’s hand and wrapped it around Fluffer’s cock. Thumper stroked her tenderly.

I leaned back in Jamie’s arms and caressed her stockinged leg. “Aren’t they cute together? It’s so nice seeing Thumper getting some attention.”

“True. Think she’ll go through with it?”

“She doesn’t have a problem touching cocks now. She seems to enjoy it.”

“Bet she’d like to suck one. She needs to get past that. I don’t think she has yet. Perhaps you should help her with that, Franny?”

“Perhaps I should. She has such a sweet face and luscious lips.” I stood and stepped over to her. I leaned down and gave her a kiss on the lips then stood before her, lifted the hem of my dress, tucked the crinoline into my garter belt framing my hard cock as I took it between my thumb and middle finger and stroked it in front of her pretty face.

Thumper looked up at me with hesitancy on her face. She stared at my cock as I stroked it.

Cameron was stroking Thumper with her long-nailed thumb and middle finger gently. Cameron whispered in Thumper’s ear. “Take it in your lips, Thumper. Show us you can. You’ll love it once you do it. It’s okay, honey.” Cameron kissed thumper’s cheek.

Thumper stared at it as I moved it closer to her. She pulled her head back, and I moved it closer yet. Cameron eased Thumper’s head to it and it touched her lips. She hesitantly opened them and it slid into them. She gazed up at me and ran her tongue around the head and shaft while looking up at me.

I placed my hand gently upon her head and thrusted slowly in and out of her face. “That a girl. That’s soo nice. You have such a pretty face and lips and you’re beautiful with it going in and out. Your pretty face is meant to have one in it.”

She became more fervent and grasped my shaved balls and tugged them while she bobbed her head on it and ran her tongue in circles around the shaft. “Oh god, yes. That’s fabulous, Thumper. The men will love this. Don’t you feel pretty?”

She nodded and sped up, showing her lust for it. I clenched her head tightly. “They’ll have a hard time holding it back. You’re so good at this. You’re such a perfect… cock sucking… little girl. This is what you’re mean to be.”

She whimpered and sped up some more. It enthralled her. Her hips humped her cock upward into Cameron’s fingers. She whimpered some more.

I patted her head, her eyes big as she went mad on it. “Yes, a pretty little cocksucker. A girl who loves cocks. Are you all of that, princess?”

She nodded and mumbled around my cock, her eyes wide as her tongue circled it and lips and head bobbed and made me crazy. I had to stop soon.

“Do you like that you’re a little cock sucking girl?”

She whimpered, moaned around my cock in her face, her made-up eyes big, looking up lovingly at me. She humped rapidly into Cameron’s fingers. I shuddered and yanked my cock from her face.

I withdrew and Cameron let her cock go to bob freely in the cool air as it oozed a drip. “Almost. Save it honey. That’s for a man to release.”

Thumper nodded as she stared lovingly up at me. “I know. It’s only right.”

I gazed lovingly at her. “Was that pleasant, Thumper? Did you enjoy sucking a cock?”

She nodded sheepishly. “I did. Surprisingly…it was wonderful. I loved giving you such pleasure. I loved you telling me who I was, and I knew that was who I was when you did. It was an epiphany. I’m proud of who I am now. Thank you for doing that.”

“You’re welcome, sweetie. Now relax a little. They should be here soon.”

I returned to Jamie, and we stroked each other tenderly, just keeping the fire burning. Cameron sucked Fluffer and Fluffer sucked Cameron while Thumper watched and sipped her drink.

The doorbell rang. Jamie got up in a hurry. “I’ll get it.” She clattered off in a blur of high heels, crinoline and jiggling breasts, her hair bouncing freely above her shoulders.

“Bill, thank god. Where are the others?”

“Right behind me. They’re coming down the street now.”

“Great. You stay here and let them all in. We’re out back and drinks are in the kitchen. The girls are all ready for them. I’ll go let them know.”

Jamie came flying onto the patio. “The men are here, girls! Let’s go meet them all. Hurry.”

I took perfume from my purse and sprayed more on, and we all ran in. They were in the kitchen making drinks. I looked them all over. Swimmers. Strong, lean, fully shaved bodies of swimmers beneath their clean clothes. Some were tall, some short, all cute and handsome as hell. It was a cornucopia of horny men wanting to indulge in the girls we were. I counted them. There were twelve!

I throbbed beneath my dress. Thumper poured herself another drink as did the rest of the girls and everyone began chatting with the smiling, sweet smelling men. Thumper was even smiling and being flirty with one of the shorter fellas. This would be a night to remember.

Bill put his arm around my shoulders and gave me a peck on the cheek. “Thanks for before, Franny. It was heaven.”

“It was.”

“Should we do it again? I’m ready. I’d like to take you from the front if that’s okay, though. I’d love to look into your pretty eyes this time.”

“Uh…”

“Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to imply that I own you now. I mean…There are plenty of guys here for you girls. I’d not be angry if you wanted some variety.”

I looked around. I really liked Bill. He was my first, and to be taken from the front so I could see his face would be incredible. But then he’d know. My secret would be hard to hide then.

“Uh…can we just relax a little? Sit on the patio together?”
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Bill and I walked hand in hand, taking our drinks outside. His huge warm hand was soft as it clasped my hand. We sat on the loveseat under the full moon. “Lovely evening, isn’t it? The moon is so bright.”

“It is.” He sat with his hands, holding his drink in his lap, looking up at the moon.

“You can put your arm around me if you want. I won’t mind. I’d like that. I liked how you held me earlier. You’re so strong and still gentle.”

He placed his drink on the side table. His arm wrapped round my shoulders and pulled me to him. I snuggled against him, smelling his fresh cologne, and I placed his hand on my stockinged leg and slid it. I bounced my crossed high heel with my toe pointed.

“Your stockings feel so sexy.”

“Thanks. Your big soft hand feels lovely, gliding on them.” I nuzzled his neck and smelled his cologne. “You smell so delicious, too.”

“Thanks. How come you girls are so much sexier than other girls?”

“You mean… hornier?” I laughed.

“No. Sexy. Prettier too. Wearing stockings, strappy stilettos, perfume, your hair done femininely, gorgeous makeup, long painted nails, every detail perfect…like women used to dress and act. It’s a shame they don’t anymore. Most of them never wear a dress or skirt even, never mind stockings or pantyhose or stilettos. It looks so finished when women wear all that, but they don’t.”

“Yeah. I guess we’re different from most girls. We’re really into femininity. We’d rather be feminine than plain Janes. Everyone’s a plain Jane.”

“Exactly. You girls would be great catches for any guy.”

“We should go on a date sometime. Just us.”

His eyes opened wide and his hand squeezed my leg, then resumed caressing it. “Now that sounds fabulous.”

I nodded. “So, are you thinking of getting married? Having kids?”

He shook his head. “Kids no way. I don’t think I ever could have kids. Married though? I’d commit to a person for life. That would be cool.”

I nodded.

He tilted his head, his eyes flitting my face, his hand moved as a stray hair from my forehead. “You? Kids? Marriage?”

“No, and yes. I can’t have kids.”

He tilted his head. “But you said you liked it in the butt because you can’t get pregnant.”

“Right. I did, didn’t I.”

“You did.”

I bounced a foot and glanced at his crotch, seeing the shape of his huge hard-on. I reached over and rubbed it. “You have a handsome cock. I mean. It’s wonderful.”

“Thanks. Runs in the family, I’m told.” He laughed. “Large for my height.”

“You’re tall.”

“But it’s bigger than most guys my height. At least that’s what the charts tell me. I googled it cause it seemed bigger than others at the pool.”

“Right.”

Should I tell him? If I did, I might lose him. I might mess it up for all the girls and the guys would run off. Someday someone would have to know if I were ever to marry a guy. I’d much rather marry a guy than a girl, anyway. Guys are more stable and understandable. “So Bill, you deliver Chinese food.”

“Just to kill some time and make a few extra bucks. I hate doing nothing.”

“Me too. Going to school?”

“Yup, last year of engineering.”

“Me too. Mechanical. Neat.”

“Electrical.”

“Thumper is Electrical.”

“Hmm. Never saw her in class. Not many girls in engineering, even. I’d think I’d recognize her.”

“Right. Uh.”

“So you’re graduating. Are you ready?”

“Now I am. I finally figured out who I was. It bugged me for my whole time in college.”

“Really? An identity crisis?”

“Kinda. Yeah. Oh, hell.”

“What?”

“Can you keep a secret?”

“Sure.” He looked confused, leaning back and taking me in.

I rubbed his hard cock and looked deep into his eyes. “Don’t hate me and don’t tell your friends, okay?”

He nodded, looking confused, and picked up his drink and sipped it.

“See what I’m enjoying right now?” I squeezed his hard cock.

“I sure do, and it’s wonderful. I can’t wait to get it back inside of you.” He gave me a peck on the lips. Stroked my hair. Kissed my cheek. “I’ve never met a girl like you. I can’t imagine anything that would make me mad at you or have me telling your secrets. Trust me. I’m falling in love with you. You’re even an engineer and I don’t remember seeing you on campus, either.”

“It’s a big campus.”

“Right. So what’s this big secret?”

“Well, it’s not that big. Not as big as yours, that is.”

“I don’t have a secret.”

“No, but you have what I have. Mine is much smaller, though.” I squeezed his cock through his pants.

His eyes burst wide. He pulled back to inspect me up and down. His face contorted. “No way.”

“Way.” I took his hand, placed it in my lap and pressed it against my hard-on.

He gasped.

“See? I shouldn’t have told you.”

He squeezed it and evaluated it through the crinoline. He smiled. “It’s cute. Kinda girly.” He laughed. “I can see why you might want to become a girl. You’re perfect. Voice, face, body, all of it. You’re the ideal girl. Better than genetic girls.”

“Really? You think so?”

“Hell yeah! And I wouldn’t worry about my buddies either. We discussed this, and we all agreed that a she-male, if that term’s okay to use, is hotter, sexier, and better than regular women. You're a dream come true for me.”

I thought my face would break, the smile I had was so big. My eyes teared up. I blinked rapidly to stop myself from crying and running my mascara. “Oh, my god. You’re my dream come true, Bill. The other girls might find their nights in shining armor tonight, too.”

“They just might.”

“Should we tell everyone? Then the girls won’t have to hide anything. It’ll make things so much easier for them. Are you certain the guys wouldn’t be put off or angry?”

“Positive!”

“Let's go tell them!” I stood, took his hand, and dragged him in as I clicked in my heels in minced steps, my breasts jiggling and tugging sweetly on my chest, my hard cock flailing under the skirt of the dress in the soft silky fluff of the crinoline.

We shot into the house.
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We both stood there holding hands. They were all in the great room. Bodies everywhere. Four girls and eleven totally naked gorgeous guys. Thumper was on her knees on a pillow with three guys before her face as she moved from one cock to the other, sucking and stroking fervently.

Fluffer was on her knees and getting fucked doggy style with another guy, stuffing her mouth with his cock, holding her head with both hands.

Cameron had six guys in a circle around her as she moved from one to the other, sucking and stroking, while the ones she wasn’t working on jerked off, looking at her.

We took it all in. “Wow. Looks like we need more girls.”

Bill nodded. “Yup. Well, maybe sometime you can help Jessie and Shane and Tyler. They’ve been struggling with being femboys and we wish they could take it further. They’re just afraid.”

“Oh boy. We sure can help them. Are they the shorter ones by Cameron with the six of them?”

“They sure are.”

“They’re cute. They’d be perfect girls.”

“That’s what we’ve been trying to tell them.”

“We’ll help. What do we do now? Should we announce us girls to the guys?”

He nodded. “Kinda hard to interrupt but…”

“But they should know, so the girls can relax.”

“I know.”

We watched as Fluffer’s body shuddered and the guy fucking her groaned and shoved himself deep into her, holding her hips. The guy in her face fell out as she opened her mouth. Whimpering, she looked back, her leg twitching while the one in her bottom filled her up with his release.

The one in front spewed come from his gigantic cock all over her hair and groaned and turned her head and got it into her face again for the last spurts. In a couple of minutes, the three of them decoupled and helped Fluffer to her feet. We walked over to them. Bill told the guys, and their eyes lit up. Fluffer was thrilled and hugged the guy that just came in her. He wiped come off her face and fed it to her on his finger. We all looked over at the others. “Let’s go.”

We all walked between the two groups where Cameron and Thumper were sucking. I motioned to Fluffer to lift her dress, and I did the same. “Guys. Can we have your attention?” We stood there with our dresses raised and our cocks bobbing freely in the air. The guys looked over, as did Cameron and Thumper. Their eyes lit up, and they hooted.

“Cameron and Thumper. Stand up and lift your dresses and show the boys what you have under your dresses.”

They did. The guys all applauded and hooted. The girls returned to sucking them and the guys gave praise to them and showed their excitement.

Fluffer said, “Cool. Now we can all relax and enjoy. This is especially nice.” She snuggled next to her new boyfriend.

“Isn’t it? I snuggled next to Bill.”

“Should we relax and get a drink and watch the show?”

“Sure.”

Bill and Fluffer’s boyfriend made us drinks, and we took a perch in the dining room overlooking the action in the great room. I sat on Bill’s lap on a dining room chair with my arm around his shoulder while I sipped and watched and Bill caressed my stockinged thigh.

Thumper was fervent about cocksucking now, and she made two of her guys come in her mouth. The third one she stood and took the hand of and brought him to the center of the room and put down a throw blanket on the floor. She lay on her back, spread her legs, and reached out to guide him toward her hole.

He was cute how excited he was as his magnificent cock closed in on its target. Thumper’s cock was free and bobbing before her. Soon, he held her legs pinned to the floor by her thighs; her pointed toes in her high heels above her head as he thrusted and made her feet flail in the air with each thrust. They looked into each other’s eyes while she whimpered and he moaned and rolled his head on his shoulders with delight.

I whispered in Bill’s ear, “That’s what I want you to do to me later. But I want to fall asleep after in bed with you.”

“Sounds fine to me.” He caressed my legs, and we watched Thumper getting pounded.

Cameron was down to three of her guys after making three come in her mouth. It was the three femboys left. She led one to a place for her to lie down and had him enter her, her cock and balls held up and out of the way by her, while another filled her mouth. The third one looked over at Thumper’s luscious face and she motioned for him to come over. She took turns sucking him and the other one as her femboy inside continued his frenzied fuck of her like she was an adolescent’s pillow.

Watching all of this made me want Bill. I couldn’t wait. I needed him to come in me again. I got off him and undid his pants and pulled them down to the floor and off, along with his shoes and socks. I lifted my dress and sat on him, pulling aside my crotchless panties. I guided him as I sat on his thick, long cock as it stretched me and I fed it into me to what seemed should be somewhere near my throat.

I looked into his bright blue eyes and rode him like a carnival horse. His beautiful eyes painted my face with his love as his hands squeezed my breasts, then caressed my legs. My cock danced between us, oozing drip after drip as his cock sent ripples of pleasure through me from head to toe.

It was as if the energy of his arousal and the sensations he must have been having were a fluid that washed through me in waves. My whole body tingled as I looked in to his eyes and he held my hips tight and humped up into me, making the thrusts faster and deeper. I whimpered and bit my lip as I watched his face and looked deep into his eyes. He grunted and his face showed his effort and pleasure as he rammed up into me, making me lift into the air with each shove of his thick, hard, long cock up into my throat.

I squeaked a little squeak with each dive into me. My legs shuddered as my whole body trembled from the thrusts. His eyes burst wide, and he held it deep for a second as his shaft pulsed inside of me, gushing his passion into me. He began thrusting up into me like a madman again, making me flail around like a rag doll.

My cock flailed in the air between us and spurted of its own accord in time with my whole body shuddering. I whimpered and cried out. “Oh god, Bill. Oh god, my sweetheart, my love.” The last pulses and pummels of his cock in me sent their electric currents into me. I collapsed upon him, my arms around his neck, and sat there as he moved his softening cock slowly inside of me while peppering my face with kisses.
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A drop fell on my face. Another drop. I opened one eye. There was Bill as he leaned down and gave me a kiss on the forehead. I reached out and pulled him to me with my arms around his neck. He smelled sweet and fresh from the shower. We kissed as I stroked his morning wood, then I gazed into his eyes. “I love you.”

“I love you too.” He pecked my forehead and gazed at me. I slid around on the satin sheets and got comfortable so I could suck his cock. He sat back and watched me as I looked up at him and became fervent, wanting to harvest his seed. My tongue ran in circles around his thick cock as I bobbed my head on it, my eyes locked on his. His face showed his love and lust for me, and it drove me wild. My cock leapt and fell of its own accord in the dress's fluff I never took off after he carried me to bed.

I could sense the energy from his cock as it passed once more into me, this time through my lips and mouth. I tried to keep him on the edge for as long as I could, but I couldn’t stop myself from coming much longer and took his passion from him like a thief as my cock exploded in the crinoline, my stockinged legs gliding against each other on the satin sheets and my body shuddering as I mumbled around his cock and swallowed his passion greedily.

I lay there and allowed it to soften in my mouth, savoring it while he stroked my hair and told me how beautiful I was. How sexy, how passionate, how feminine…
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“I’m so glad you could all make it tonight. We girls decided we needed to have a celebration to celebrate our becoming who we are, and it was all with your boys’ help. You showed us all what we are and how beautiful it is to be us. Thank you.” I raised my glass to the rest of the table in the fine restaurant. The boys looked handsome in their suits and ties, and the girls all wore their finest cocktail dresses.

Bill, sitting next to me, let my hand go, raised his glass, and said. “To the ladies.”

We all sipped. I nodded as I looked round. “The girls and I have decided. We were having a contest where each of us put up five thousand dollars in order to motivate ourselves to become the girls we all wanted to be, but were hesitant to act on. Well, seems the bet was a tie and yet we think the money we risked was what gave us the impetus to move forward. So… we would like to pay it forward to help other potential girls like us to move on with their dreams.” I riveted the three femboys.

“We’d like to have a competition of sorts similar to the one we had with a fifteen thousand dollar prize to go to the winner. There’s twenty-five thousand in the pot right now. The other ten thousand will assist the girls-to-be to outfit their wardrobe and any salon expenses and so on related to their feminization. The girls we’re offering this to are…”

We all looked over to the femboys as they sat with wide, eye-linered, mascaraed eyes, their lip glosses shining on their nervous faces. “Jessie and Shane and Tyler!”

Their glossy-nailed hands rose to their glossy lips, eyes wide as they each looked at each other. Tyler lowered his hand and leaned forward. “Ten thousand between us to spend on a wardrobe and fifteen thousand to the winner?”

“That’s right, princess. If you don’t all tie like we did. And if you do, perhaps you’ll be as grateful as us and add something to the pot and pass it on again.”

Shane shook his head. “Wow. That’s a big if to have us all tie. At least for me. I’m nervous enough about presenting full time as a girl, but the idea of having sex with men like you did with all of us…” She rolled her eyes and leaned back, taking a deep breath.

Thumper caressed Shane’s leg beneath the table and stroked his hair. “It’s okay, sweetie. I can help you.” Thumper was the image of calm. An alluring, gorgeous, confident woman. No more bouncing foot and jiggling body. She gave him a peck on the cheek.

I smiled at them both. “Shane. Right. Your trepidation is understandable. Thumper can help. She used to always be nervous about everything. Now she’s the epitome of calm. We can all help. Take it a day at a time. You don’t have to do the sex and you can always return to who you are now. It’s only clothes and makeup right now. No surgery. Although I know I’m looking forward to when I have implants done and I’m sure the other girls are now, too. But we can all cross that bridge as time goes on. Sex is up to you. Jessie and Shane and Tyler, your risk is nothing and your gains could be life changing. Don’t do it if you don’t want to.”

Shane nodded.

Jessie raised his glass. “I say we toast to the three of us having the courage to take this challenge on and do what we always wished we could. These fine ladies have shown us what we could become and I say we’d be fools, fearful, stupid fools to pass up such an opportunity. Shane, Tyler. Raise your glasses. Toast to us becoming our dream-come-true, girls.”

We all raised our glasses. A grin rose on Shane’s pretty face. Thumper kissed her cheek. Tyler smiled ear to ear. “I’m going to win!”

Shane said, “To us becoming our dream girls.”

We all drank our drinks down. Tyler and Jessie both patted Shane on the back.

We all laughed. I leaned in toward Shane. “Don’t worry Shane. Crossdressing is a team sport. I’m sure your competitors will help you with your fears. Right, ladies?”

Tyler and Jessie nodded and agreed, then gave Shane a peck on the cheek.

Bill glided his hand on my stockinged leg and whispered to me, “I can help with the implants, if you’d like.”

My eyes burst open wide, I cupped his face in my hands and gave him a big kiss.


If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it or share it. Thanks!
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