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“Really, Meriden?” I looked into his pretty, smiling eyes.



“Really, Joey. There are a lot more of us here than at your last college, I’m sure. Hey, you ended up with me for your roommate, right?”



“I guess, but I thought I just got lucky using Reddit to find you. I didn’t think this college would have enough of us around to form some kind of club. And why is it called a guild, anyway?”



“Well, my pretty boy, I suppose they call it a guild because it’s more than just a club. A guild is an organization of persons with related interests, goals, et cetera, formed for mutual aid or assistance. Like the artisans and artists of the past. Isn’t being a femboy somewhat of an art? I’d say so.” He bounced a hairless leg over his knee in his flip flops. “I’d
 like
 some help feeling more put together, more in line with my inner self, wouldn’t you?”



“I never really thought about it. I just feel different from the rest or the world.” I smiled looking into his lovely, enchanting eyes and thought about it. “What will we really gain?”



“Would you like to feel at home in your skin? The way you present yourself, act, and look? I sure would. This group is support for that.”



“I see. I never thought of getting support for being weird before, that’s all. Just thought I was weird.”



“You only feel like you’re weird because you’re out of alignment with your inner self. So? Want to join it? I think it would be fun. We could get to meet more people like us. I wonder if their parents picked out gender-neutral names for them like ours did. I wonder if they’re all the same as us or different. I wonder how they fit their femboy propensities into their lives.”



I rolled my eyes and flipped my hair back. I watched as my new roommate displayed all the telltale signs of a femboy—his delicate face and how he kept himself—the light coating of mascara on his long lashes, meticulously neat and shaped fingernails, and the way he used his hands. “Do you really think that’s a good idea? All the haters of guys like us out there might target the group. We need to blend in more, not stick out.”



Meriden came over and sat next to me on the patio couch. The sweet smell of his shampoo filled my nostrils as the sunshine warmed my face. He ran a hand though my hair. “Now don’t mind me, I’m just thinking about how you’d look.”



“What do you mean how I’d look?”



“Well, one of the objectives of the femboy group is to help us present ourselves in ways that are the most fitting for us.”



“Hmm, I thought I was presenting myself to fit me. I mean, I feel better when I’m
 more
 fem, but there’s a limit to how far that can go in our regular daily lives. Like when I wore a bra under my shirt, thinking how good it felt. Then a girl saw the shadow of it through my shirt and grew a big grin on her face. I ran home and took it off I was so embarrassed.”



“Right.
 So
 right. It’s embarrassing to be seen as fem when people know you’re a guy. Doesn’t matter if it feels good or feels right. It just doesn’t fit their idea of what’s right, and it causes us to feel out of place.” His eyes flitted over my face and hair. He tilted his head and touched my earring. “Like this stud. It says guy. There are so many prettier styles of earrings we could wear. I mean, we both have two piercings in each ear, and what do we wear? Stud earrings. It’s a waste. Dumb.”



“It’s not dumb. It’s how we fit in.”



Meriden laughed. “
 Fit in?
 We don’t
 fit in
 anywhere. That’s why we should join the club for people like us. We could learn to find our niche.”



“What did you say was the goal of it again?”



“To help each other present ourselves in ways that are the most fitting for us.”



“Most fitting. Hmm.” I thought about it and what that might mean. I looked up at the sky. “What would be the most fitting presentation for a femboy? A new clothing line that’s made for us? Softer fabrics, nicer fits, new hairstyles, jewelry, shoes? I wonder if the club has any things that we’d like. I’d
 like
 to present myself more confidently being fem and feel more comfortable doing it.”



“Good, there’s a meeting soon. We’re going, darling.” He stood and laughed, took my hand. “Let’s go get some pizza and a little buzz. It’ll make the meeting more fun.”



I stood and he let my hand go, then he slapped my bottom in my short shorts.



“Hey! That stung.”



“You have such a nice, shapely ass. I’ll bet we can find something better than those chopped-off jeans to show it off.”



I took a deep breath. “I’m not so sure I want to look the way you might be thinking.”



“Don’t worry. When we join the guild, we’ll see what it can do for us. Personally, I’m tired of the clothes I have and the way I feel like half a person sometimes. I can’t
 wait
 to present myself more in line with my feelings and attitude. You will too. You’ll see.”
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We put on some jeans, shirts, and boots to go out in public. I made sure to wash the eyeliner and mascara off my face and the gloss off my lips. Couldn’t very well go to a sports bar and eat pizza with big lugs, not looking like we did.



Meriden came out ready to go, similar alterations made. He couldn’t hide his delightful face and smile, though. He was a looker all right. He fixed his hair in my ponytail like mine. “There. Ready, handsome? You almost look like a regular guy, but gorgeous.”



“Thanks. Ready.”



At the bar we ordered some light beers and split a loaded pizza with anchovies. At least when we ordered anchovies, we could blame the look we got from the bartender on that and not necessarily because we were femboys. We had a pretty uneventful dinner, and after dessert, we were ready to go to the meeting and meet new people.



It was in a small lecture hall close by. When we entered, we received pamphlets. We sat down a couple rows back from the stage and perused them.



Meriden touched my leg lightly, pointed to the pamphlet, and said, “Look, they have an app—it asks for our names and
 fem
 -names and phone numbers in the app. Afterwards everyone’s phone contacts will be updated with the members of the club, with their names preceded by FBG. Cool. All we have to do is enter the code they give us tonight and it populates. It has event postings, personal ads, a suggested sequence of changes to make, and other things too. I’ll download it now.” He took out his phone.



I did the same. “May as well be in touch with others like us. What are you using for a fem name? A girl’s?”



“We already have fem-names. Androgynous at least. I’m just using mine... and putting Meri for my nickname.”



“I put Joey in for mine.”



“That works? You could be a Josie too.”



“Ah, that’s too girlie. Joey will do.”



Meriden shook his head and smirked. “You should be Josie but... whatever.” He had entered his info into his phone. “There.”



I finished entering mine and looked around. There were maybe thirty guys like us there. I was amazed there were so many. I’d always thought I was such a freak.



A gorgeous woman our age walked down the inclined aisle to the podium in a flowing floral dress that swept high on the back of her thighs and must have felt heavenly on—it was so light and airy. Her breasts bounced with each step in her heels; her hair flowed on her shoulders. It must have felt wonderful to be her.



She went to the podium and took her phone out, opening it to something. She propped it on its wallet stand so she could see it, then looked out over the audience. Her eyes caught ours. She smiled and nodded. She looked at her watch and scanned the room.



“She’s so pretty,” I whispered to Meriden.



“She is. Wouldn’t it be great to just be a girl like her and not have to be a femboy?”



“Well, I’m not so sure about that, but I bet it feels great to be her.”



She tapped the mic. “Hello, everyone.” She waited. “Welcome to the FBG’ s enrollment meeting. This is our fourth year now, and we’ve developed considerably from where we were four years ago, thanks to the efforts of all our guild members in pursuing our goal of becoming our best. You’ll all be immersed in our knowledge and resources as soon as you leave the room today.”



She looked across the group. “How many of you would consider yourself not entirely masculine?”



All our hands went up.



“And how many of you have had to struggle in society with how you felt and acted?”



I looked at Meriden and we both raised our hands along with the others in the room.



“And that’s exactly how I felt when I was in your seat four years ago.”



I grabbed Meriden’s leg and squeezed it. A murmur went through the group. I whispered to him, “I don’t believe it!” I covered my dropped jaw.



She nodded. “I know. Fabulous, isn’t it? No drugs or hormones, either, and I still have my favorite buddy beneath my skirt.” She laughed and looked across the group.She waved her hand across us all. “And you’ll all be able to achieve the same level of accomplishment as I have. I can tell by the looks on your faces that some of you are hesitant, frightened. Don’t be. Just remember, you can always go back to what you are now if it doesn’t suit you. But trust me, we’ve made this very easy.”



I raised my hand.



“Yes?”



“Yes, so this app is for us in the group, and the purpose is for us to become fully feminized like you are so we can present as a girl?”



“Absolutely. Would you consider yourself a femboy, if I may ask?”



I nodded. “I guess.”



“Why not go a little further and immerse yourself in what you love most—being fem. What’s holding you back?”



“I’d be misrepresenting myself.”



“Would you? You said you were a femboy.”



“Yes. A boy that’s fem, not a girl.”



“So you’d rather masquerade as a guy who looks feminine and feels feminine but wears men’s clothing and tries to look like a guy so he can fit in better?”



I nodded.



She chuckled and looked around the room. “How well has that worked for all of you?”



The group laughed and nodded and a couple of ‘not very wells’ were shouted out.



“Precisely. So now you have a chance to explore what it would be like to be what you are inside... on the outside. Let your girl out, girls! Be confident, pretty, sexy, and feel
 in your skin
 . Stop
 lying
 to yourself about who you are and become who you were always meant to be. Let us help.”



A cute guy in the front row asked, “That sounds interesting. What’s it cost?”



“Nothing except your out of pocket expenses for clothing and the all the things a girl needs and wants. The app and the help are all free. Over the years, we’ve been able to add suppliers for services and merchandise that understand our situation and are more than willing to help with our development. After you’re connected and in the app, you’ll be able to look up anything you need from the categories that will be listed, and if you click on the supplier, a brief description with hours of operation and so on will show up, along with the GPS directions to it. These are all vetted, TG friendly places staffed by people who will gladly help you to be your best. Simple, isn’t it?”



Everyone nodded. I felt the excitement in the room. A chill ran down my spine thinking about what was about to happen. Meriden squeezed my leg and whispered, “My heart’s racing.”



Mine pounded in my chest as I observed the woman at the podium, wondering if I could really look so pretty.



She started again. “Okay, girls. Does everyone have the app on their phone now?”



“Good. Now open it up, sign in with your fem name, create a password, and then put in this code. Look up when you’re at the code screen.”



We waited for everyone.



She smiled and said, “Good job, girls. The code is in all caps with spaces between the words: I WANT TO BE A GIRL”.
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We all sat there as the app connected and opened. We had to pick the alert settings and grant permission to load our contacts with the new contacts from the app, and then the main page opened with events and a listing of different resources such as hair stylists, manicures, dress boutiques, breast-forms, jewelry, piercing places, and so on.



Meriden and I looked at it as did the others, everyone in the room chatting a bit.



“Any questions?” the speaker asked.



No one had any.



“Good. I hope to see you at some of the events and wish you all success on your new adventures. Enjoy, ladies!” She left the stage and the room.



“What’s next?” I asked Meriden, who was looking at the app and tapping her phone.



“It’s only six o’clock, and there’s a TG-friendly salon just a mile away that’s open until nine. I say we go and get our hair and nails done, then tomorrow we can do some more. That way, we’ll look like girls as we try on dresses.”



I took a deep breath. “Oh, god. We’re really going to do it, huh?”



“Oh, come on, Josie.”



“Joey.”



“Come on, Joey. What can it hurt? We’re off for spring break. Let’s get squared away while we can. Let’s stop masquerading, like she said, and be the girl inside. You know you want to.”



I nodded reluctantly. “I guess. It seems so drastic, though. I never thought of taking the fem preference further and becoming a girl.”



“Josie, fear and freedom are the best of friends, committed totally to each other, both willing to die for the other. Do you want to be free?”



“Joey. Of course.”



“Then stop being such a pussy and let fear die for your freedom. You’re acting like a little boy. Grow up and be a powerful girl. I’m setting it up.” He went into the phone and made us an appointment. “There. Done.”



We had our hair cut, styled, and highlighted, and then a manicure and pedicure. The girls there were so nice and treated us like what we were doing was perfectly normal. They were obviously excited for us and reinforced that it was a good decision for us.



We felt like we had entered another world entirely, where girls looked at us not as freaks, but as beautiful people following their hearts. It was gratifying and made me feel good about the whole thing. They even did our eyes and lips for us so we’d look our best when we left.



We tipped them generously, and they gave us kisses on the cheek. Now we looked like girls who were somewhat butch in our boots and jeans, but we were less out of place than we had been before.



Meriden took my hand as we walked. “Thank you so much for doing this with me. I feel liberated already. Now we can go into a bar and get a nice drink instead of just beer,bourbon, or vodka.”



“True. You know what I want? I want a lemon-drop martini.”



“Good idea. Let’s go to the Lounge Lizard on the way home.”



“Isn’t that a bit classy for us?”



“Not for two pretty girls. Would you rather hang with the slugs at the place we ate dinner?”



“I wouldn’t.”



We entered the bar and were carded at the door with no issues. The guy at the entrance was too taken looking at our faces to spend much time looking at the IDs. “Enjoy, girls.”



We entered the bar and slid onto a couple of swivel seats. Meriden made it a point to be his full fem as he crossed his leg and bounced a foot while he admired his new, long, painted nails. “I love the manicure. It makes my hands so pretty. Long, pretty fingers rather than stubby. Don’t you think so, Josie?”



“Joey.”



“Look at you, sister. You’re a girl... and a Josie.”



The bartender came over and put her hand out to Meriden. “Hi, girls. I’m your bartender, Debbie.”



Meriden shook it. “I’m Meri.”



She put her hand out to me. I shook it and said, “Hi Debbie, I’m Josie.”



Meriden grinned and patted my leg. “Debbie, Josie and I would like a couple of nice, stiff, lemon-drop martinis if you could.”



“Coming right up.”



“Hi, ladies.” A guy sat next to Meriden. “Mind if I join you? I heard the word
 stiff
 in your drink order and thought that sounded familiar. You like stiff things?”



Meri glared at him. “If you’re trying to be cute, you’re not. We’re just two girls out to be together tonight and would appreciate if you’d honor that.”



He held his hands up, his eyes showing his regret. “Sorry, I was trying to be cute. I’ll go. I meant no harm. You girls are just so cute I had to try. I’ll leave.” He flashed gorgeous teeth at us and got off the stool. He placed a hand on my chair and looking into my eyes said, “Sincerely, I’m very sorry.”



“It’s okay. Thanks,” I said. He left and went to the other end of the bar. Our drinks came. Meriden lifted her drink and said, “To tomorrow.”



I lifted my drink by the stem; I couldn’t help admiring my new nails as I held the glass. I flipped my new hairstyle, then we clinked and sipped. “Yeah. Tomorrow. See what we brought upon ourselves tonight already? I felt bad for that guy. We tricked him.”



“We sure did.” Meri laughed and sipped. “Isn’t it great?”



“Aww, poor guy. Now I feel bad for him. We insulted him.”



“Maybe a little. But that line was lame anyway.” Meriden looked down the end of the bar where he sat looking at his phone. “He looks lonely. He’s kinda cute too. Maybe we should call him back. Who knows? We might hit it off. He was polite enough after.”



“Meriden, no. Don’t even think about it. See the problems we can get into as fake girls? It’ll only get worse as we dress and look more feminine.” I tilted my head and looked at her. “Meri, are you gay? We’re guys.”



“Really? C’mon, Josie. When were you or I ever a guy? How many successful relationships with girls have you had? ’Bout as many as me, I’m sure.”



“I had plenty of girlfriends.”



“Me too, but how many of them thought of you as their boyfriend?”



I nodded. “But how can we act like girls with a guy? I mean, they’ll expect things like kissing, making them feel good, and stuff. You know. What
 we’d
 like to have with girls. It could get gross.”



“Stop worrying. You’ll get used to being who you are, and you’ll love it. We both will. I’m looking forward to it. I think it’ll be exciting as heck.” She leaned in toward me, placed her hand gently on my leg. “Hmm, yeah.” She kissed me lightly on the lips. “You’re so alluring now, I couldn’t resist.”
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We enjoyed three lemon-drop martinis without any other interruptions. I got past the point of being disturbed by Meriden touching and kissing me lightly on and off. It felt nice to be able to be a little closer to each other. I did really like Meriden, and now that she looked so femininely fetching, I liked her even more. See? I called her a she because she felt like one now. I was feeling more like one too. We were girlfriends.



We left the bar and walked home, our arms around each other as we laughed and talked about the next day. Meriden was beside herself. “I can’t wait to get some sexy heels and a nice short sexy dress. Won’t that feel incredible? To be
 really
 fem... just like a real girl?”



“It still scares me to think of it, but it is exciting. I mean, to really be fem and wear things and look like a real girl. It’s... it’s... arousing too. Is it for you?”



She rubbed my back as we walked, and she glanced at me with a grin. “Very. When we get home, I just want to relax a little and cuddle. Would that be okay, sister?”



“Sister. I like that. That’s sounds nice, actually. I’m really tired.”



At home we mixed a little nightcap and sat on the wicker couch on the patio. We cuddled in the corner of it, Meriden’s hand on my leg as we took in each other’s new faces in the moonlight. The fresh air smelled almost as good as Meriden’s hair. I sniffed it. She moved closer. “Does my hair smell nice from the salon?”



I buried my nose in it. “Mmm. Very nice.”



She rubbed my leg. “Let me smell yours.”



I leaned my head down. Her nose went to my neck and she sniffed. “Mmm, very nice.” Her lips fell on my neck, and she kissed it and ran her tongue in a circle on it. It felt so good. I held her head to my neck. “That feels wonderful.”



She continued to kiss my neck. Her hand slid from my leg to the front of my jeans, and she pressed on my very hard shaft. I tensed and she held me fast. “Relax.” She kissed my neck some more, her tongue driving me wild while she rubbed me through my pants. I pressed my hips up against her hand. She unbuttoned my jeans and with both hands unzipped them and slid her hand inside to wrap her cool fingers around it.



“You feel so nice in my hand. So silky and hard. Am
 I
 making you hard?”



I nodded nervously.



She took it out and stroked it while she looked me in the eyes. “You’re so tantalizing now, girl. I think I’m falling in love with you.”



I loved her calling me girl. I nodded while I gazed into her enticing face, her eyes lit with excitement. I couldn’t resist kissing her deeply while she stroked me. She placed my hand on her pants and pressed her hardness against my palm then said, “See? You excite me too.”



She unzipped her pants, and my shaft was left bobbing in the air with the anticipation of what might come... me. She wrapped my fingers around her shaft. I felt the velvety smooth skin over her hard, hairless shaft and began to stroke it. We kissed while we petted each other.



I lifted my hips into her fist and all of a sudden I tensed and whimpered, “Huh, uh, Meriden... no.”



I shot all my fluids, whimpering, my body shaking. She hugged me tight. I held fast to her shaft until I was done. She kissed my cheek, and I dropped her rod like a hot poker and backed away from her. “See? See what happened? Oh, god.”



She stroked my hair and looked into my eyes as mine began to tear up. “It’s okay, honey. It’s natural. I’m flattered I made you feel so good.”



“It’s wrong, though. Totally wrong. I had my hand on a man’s penis.”



“Josie, it’s okay. It’s natural. We’re girls.”



She hugged me and stroked my hair as I composed myself and slowed my choppy breath. “It’s okay, Josie. It’s okay. We’re doing what comes naturally. It’s okay, princess. Now let’s go to bed, and you’ll feel better tomorrow.”



“Okay. I’ll go to my room like the bad boy I’ve been.”



“Nonsense. We’re sleeping in my bed. You shouldn’t be alone right now. You’re too confused.” She took my hand and helped me stand. “C’mon.”
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I felt the sun on my face, smelled the fresh air blowing across the bed from the window, and was dreaming that a girl was giving me a BJ. I raised and lowered my hips, shoving myself into her hot mouth. It felt so nice. I’d never imagined how nice it could feel. It was a beautiful dream. I lowered my hands to embrace her head as she was bobbing on me and running her tongue in circles around my shaft.



I wrapped my fingers in her hair and heard her moan while she sped up the pace. I opened my eyes and looked down to lock eyes with Meriden, her lips wrapped around my shaft as I thrusted into her beautiful face. I came instantly. My body tensed and I shot load after load into her face. Her eyes locked on mine the whole time while she enthusiastically swallowed it all, making happy little sounds, her eyes bright with her pleasure.



When I was done, she continued to run her tongue around it and bob her head on it as if she could coax more out of it. My body shuddered and shook. I whimpered like a little girl and had to pull her off it before I had a heart attack from the intensity. “Sto-o-o-op!” I whined.



She pulled off me, smiled and licked her lips, then slid up next to me. She wrapped her arms around me and hugged me tight. “Thank you. That was so special of you to give that to me. You were wonderful. How was it for you?”



“Uh, we shouldn’t... You shouldn’t have...” I tried to pull away.



“Oh, stop. Relax and let me hug you.” She wrapped a leg over mine and slid her hardness in her silky briefs against me. “You’re so sexy, Josie. I’m in love.”



I took a deep breath and relaxed. I stroked her hair and sniffed it. “I’m sorry. It’s just...”



“I know. I know. It’s okay. Don’t fret your pretty head. You’ll grow up, little girl.”
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By the time we’d had breakfast and coffee on the patio and then showered, I was no longer feeling regret about what had happened. I became immersed my new look—painted toenails, long painted fingernails, and all the loveliness of my more feminine presentation. It was as if my entire body became more aligned with how I felt inside when only simple, superficial things had been done.



I dried my hair in the mirror and put on mascara and eyeliner like I never had before. I applied my lip gloss and longed for lipstick. I wanted to complete my look and couldn’t wait to go shopping in order to do so.



I dressed in the most fem boys’ clothes I had, and when I looked in the mirror, I felt like I was masquerading as a boy. I needed girls’ clothes and all the things that went with being as fem as a real girl. With the new hairstyle and all that we had done, the rest of the things seemed more essential than ever. I wasn’t about to pass them up.



I went onto the patio and sat in the sunshine sipping iced tea while Meri showered. I smoked one of our emergency Virginia Slims to relax, the whole time thinking about the kind of clothes and things I wanted to buy.



Meri came out and sat on my lap, her body freshly showered and smelling sweet. She kissed my lips lightly, and I kissed her back then said, “Sorry about my attitude before.”



“It’s okay!” She kissed my forehead, took a smoke out and lit it. “Mmm, good idea.”



“I needed it. But now I’m ready to go get the things we need to be who we are. Are you ready? I’m so freakin’ excited for it. It’s so weird. I can’t hold back now.”



“I’m ready and excited too. We should have done this a long time ago instead of trying to ride the fence. The only thing riding a fence does is make your crotch hurt.” She laughed and hopped off my lap.



She put out her smoke and held her hand out to me. I took it and stood, and she said, “Let’s go. I already looked up the first suggested stop after hair and nails—it’s breast forms and underthings, so dresses and tops will fit us properly when we try them on. I can’t wait. I’m gonna have boobs and cleavage. I might want to be a bimbo after that.” She laughed.



The breast-form place was great; the girl helped us find the proper sized bras to be able to generate cleavage. She fussed over fitting us correctly, and neither of us could resist having the largest breasts we could manage. They weren’t huge, but they were substantial enough to shape us well. They felt absolutely invigorating to wear when they tugged on our chests with each step.



While there, we also bought sheer, silky, leg-flattering European pantyhose, stockings, and stay-up thigh-highs. The girl demonstrated to us how to carefully cut the crotch to allow our special parts to be free and wear our panties over them. Of course, we selected plenty of everything, and each of us wore a pair of sheer suntan pantyhose out of the store to shop for shoes as our app suggested as the next step.



The app advised us about styles, heel heights, and colors to buy in order to have a decent selection for different outfits. At that point, though, all we wanted were strappy, high stilettos, and that’s what we mostly bought. We each wore a pair out of the store to try dresses on with as the app advised us.



At that point we needed to drop off our purchases in the car. Then we bought earrings, some of which we immediately put in, and necklaces and bracelets. In the stores recommended for clothing, we found the staff helpful and non-intrusive, though at that point, I don’t think they knew we weren’t girls. Our new breasts made very real cleavage, which showed in our V-neck tops. We’d nearly perfected our new image.



Trying on the tops, skirts, and dresses was a step into heaven—we found so many styles, fabrics, and options to try on and admire. It was as if the act of shopping had totally changed for us. We no longer faced a struggle to find something to suit a femboy who still wanted to fit in as a boy; now there was a plethora of things that suited a pretty girl. It was liberating and thrilling.



Needless to say, it was a good thing we both had some extra money to spend on our new wardrobes. By the end of the day, we were satisfied and couldn’t wait to go home and put it all away.



Our old boys’ clothes went in bags and into the basement while the new things were washing and drying. We cleaned out our closets and drawers and put the new things away. While Meri was finishing up, I made us some freshly squeezed lemonades with honey and took them onto the patio.



Meri came out and sat alongside me, picking up her sweating glass. “Mmm, thank you, I needed this.” She slugged down half the glass. “
 Soo
 good.” She smiled at me and patted my leg. “That was fun, wasn’t it?”



“Incredibly so. I never imagined shopping could be so much fun. Now I know why women like doing it so much. I think I have more shoes and clothes and things than I ever did! Plus, it looks better on me than anything else did.”



“I know. I can’t wait to go out and see how people react. It’ll feel so much better than being thought of as a femboy. Now they’ll see us as what we are inside... girls.”



I nodded, thinking about it as I sipped my lemonade and watched a male cardinal looking so pretty at the bird feeder. Why did male birds get to look pretty, and male humans didn’t? It made the change seem even more natural for me. Girls. We would be looked at as girls. I remembered Meri sucking me this morning, looking like a girl, acting like a girl, loving what she was doing. I hardened in my panties thinking about it and how much she enjoyed it. Was I hard from thinking I might do that as well? I told myself
 NO
 and took a deep breath.



Meri put her hand on my shoulder. “What’s so interesting about that bird feeder, hun? The birds have left it, and you’re still staring at it. You okay?”



I smiled at her, shook my hair, and stretched my arms out. “Yeah. Fine. Just thinking about all of this.”



“Good thoughts?” She smiled, her bright eyes full of life.



I imagined her sucking me again and looking up at me. “Uh, yeah. Good thoughts.”



“Good girl. Then what do you say we get dressed for dinner? I’ll make reservations somewhere nice; we can dress up, and then we can go. Game?”



“Sure.”



“Good. Then after maybe we can go dancing.”



“Meri, there’ll be guys there.”



“So? Then we’ll drink for free and make some new friends.”



“Oh, please. I don’t want to meet any guys yet. Maybe ever. You’re enough for me.”



“Aww, that’s sweet.” She kissed my lips lightly. “But you’re too pretty not to play with some guys, and that goes for me too. I can just imagine what it would be like to be a little sucker, sucking the compliment of a reward from a masculine guy... or to drive him to
 take
 me even. It would make me feel even more feminine having that wonderful contrast, to be his longing receptacle for his pleasure when he makes love to me. It sends chills up my spine. Don’t you feel that way too?”



“Uh, no. First, I’m not gay.”



“I sucked you.”



“You’re a girl, and
 I
 won’t do that.” I throbbed at the thought.



“You’re a girl, and you have to assume you
 will
 do that. You’ll see, you won’t be able to resist being a little sucker too. And you’re so stuck on labeling things. Who cares what the label or definitions are? Be you, not a category. Now, go on. You said first, implying a second followed.”



“Second, if I do end up being a
 little sucker
 ,” I throbbed in my panties again and grinned, rolled my eyes and laughed while my face flushed “...there’s still the fact that there are guys who would beat us silly if they felt we had trapped them when they find out what’s beneath our skirts.”



“True. First, they don’t have to know. Second, there are plenty who would prefer girls like us. So stop throwing nails in the road we’re traveling on and don’t even think about it. Now let’s go get dressed for dinner and immerse ourselves in our lovely new world of being girls.”



She slapped my thigh, stood, and put her pretty, long-painted-nailed hand out to me. “Your fear must die so we can have our freedom. Let’s go, my love.”
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Meri had talked me into moving all our things into the master after we slept together last night, and she convinced me that’s how we should stay. I showered, shaving what little hair was on my body, and went onto the patio for lemonade and a Virginia Slim in my new short satin robe and heeled sandals. Back inside, we redid our makeup and hair together, chatting and helping each other maximize our looks. Then we dressed.



I sat on the bed alongside Meri as we both slid on sinfully sensual, sheer suntan thigh-highs, then panties and matching bras with our silicone breast forms. We fastened strappy stilettos to our ankles and slid on our minidresses, adjusting our revealed cleavage. I went to the dresser mirror and applied my jewelry and then went to the full-length mirror and sprayed perfume all over me and took in my appearance. I throbbed in my panties. I was a hot, alluring young woman.



Meri came alongside and put her hand on my shoulder. “You look fabulous, Josie.”



“Thanks. You too, Meri.” I throbbed in my panties, looking at us both. “This is weird.”



“What?”



“I’m making myself hard looking at myself, and these clothes and things make it even worse—they’re so sensual and feminine. It’s like I’m inside the girl of my dreams.”



Meri rubbed the front of her dress, her hard-on hidden as well as mine. “Mmm, yummy. Great, isn’t it?”



“But isn’t this what
 crossdressers
 do? I mean it’s like a fetish. It’s frowned upon and looked at as an aberration.”



“It’s not a fetish or an aberration. It’s natural. Even for crossdressers. When they crossdress, they see an image of what men’s brains naturally say is sexy—a woman with all her best features emphasized, wearing sensually pleasing fabrics, with silky, glossy stockings that make the leg nicer than it could be in reality, lips emphasized to be more luscious, breasts brought to the forefront, painted nails making the feet and hands look prettier than they are, decorated with jewelry, perfumed like flowers, and all of it. It’s not fetishy, it’s natural. Fetish is when someone gets a kick out of someone peeing or defecating on them. That’s unnatural. This is normal. Society just labeled it wrong, the same way you’re labeling yourself wrong.”



I observed the two of us looking in the mirror together. Side by side, both of us much more than we were before we did this. “Hmm, interesting you should look at it that way. It makes sense.” I ran my hand through my hair and adjusted an earring.



“Of course.” She took my hand and held it, looking at me in the mirror. “How do you feel? Better than before this or not?”



“Hmm. It feels more natural. Looking at myself, I like myself better. I mean... I feel this is more me than the old me.”



“Good.
 So what
 if you arouse yourself. It’s only natural. It adds to the sensuality of being feminine, doesn’t it?”



She placed her hand on the front of my dress and rubbed my hardness in my panties. “Enjoy this. It’s part of you, and it’s what your brain says is lovely. All people have a feminine and masculine aspect to them. You’re a genetic male who has now been able to immerse himself in his feminine side. So much so that now, the genetic male is in the background and the feminine side in the foreground. Feel good and stop questioning. Be confident in your feelings about liking the new you. Your feelings are right; your societal ideas, set in our culture to control behavior and close down natural tendencies to fit people into molds, are wrong.”



“Hmm.” I smiled in the mirror, fully feeling the new power and confidence of the new me. “Okay.” I grabbed my purse and put my things in it. I slung it on my shoulder and checked myself one more time in the mirror, then turned to Mari, who stood watching me. “What are you waiting for, girl? Stop staring at me and let’s go eat. I’m famished.” I took her by the arm.
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Meri drove while I luxuriated in the passenger seat, silky legs crossed, one hand unconsciously caressing my thigh while gazing at my beautiful girlfriend.



“What’s up?”



“Oh, just watching my gorgeous girlfriend driving. She’s so pretty and sexy. I think I’m in love with her.”



“Hmph! I’m just another pretty girl, huh? Thanks.”



“
 No
 . A pretty girl who’s
 smart
 too. A girl who gives me confidence and shows me the best parts of the world. A girl I can connect to. A girl I think I’m in love with.” I reached over and grabbed her hand on the console and rubbed my thumb on her soft skin. I lifted her hand and kissed the back of it.



“Aww, that’s so lovely. I think I’m in love with you too, Josie. This is bringing out a whole new you. I can’t wait to make love to you.” She squeezed my hand.



I tugged my hand away.



“Oh, Josie. Grow up. Just relax. I’ll stay away from that for now.”



We had a wonderful seven-course dinner with superb wine and were fully absorbed in the indulgence of the food, drink, and our new selves. It turned out to be the most sensual, corporeal, yet nearly spiritual experience at a restaurant I’d ever had. It was obvious it wasn’t just the restaurant, because we’d eaten there before. It was our new selves opening us to the experience many times more than we’d ever thought possible.



Meri patted my hand on the table. “That was great, wasn’t it? Now to go to a club and have a few pops.”



“Meri, why don’t we just go home?” I held her hand with both of mine, leaning in toward her and gazing at her in the light of the setting sun.



“You look so sweet, it’s hard to resist going home with you right now—or doing anything you’d ask me to.”



“Good.”



“But honey, I want to be out someplace busy where people are having fun. I want to celebrate a little.”



“But you have to drive.”



“We can drop the car at home, and there’s a place not far from us we can Uber to. How’s that?”



I took a deep breath and sighed. “If you insist. But I’ll have you know, I
 don’t
 want to meet any men.”



“Okay.”



We dropped the car off and climbed right into the Uber. The driver dropped us off at the entrance in a few minutes.



We checked in with the hostess and she said, “The nightclub tables and bar are full—standing room only and that’s tight. Someone has to leave first. We have several private venues as well, but again, someone has to leave. If you like, we’ll text you if something comes available. You can get a drink in the bar, but be careful no one spills on your dresses.”



“We’ll get a drink at the bar and wait,” Meri said.



I leaned in toward the hostess and said, “No way. I don’t want to be crushed in the crowd and get spilled on. I think we should get a private venue.”



“You’ll have to give me a credit card. There’s a cover for a room.”



“How much?”



“Twenty.”



“No problem. If one opens, let us know. We’ll be right outside having a smoke.” I gave her my card and she ran it.



“Wonderful. Phone number for the text?”



Meri gave the hostess her number, and then we went outside.



I handed Meri a smoke and lit it for her.



She blew out a long wisp of smoke and shook her head. “A private venue? What good is that?” She glared at me.



I lit my smoke and held it daintily, admiring my nails as I leaned back against the wall, my legs crossed, my other hand on my purse. “I don’t want to be crushed in a crowd, having drinks spilled on me. Eww!”



Meri faced away from me, angry, and smoked, taking a big drag and blowing it out forever. She turned back to me and put her hand on my hair. “Okay, well, I see your point. I guess we should finish this and go home.”



“Okay.”



Two couples exited the nightclub, the men with their arms around the scantily clad women. Meri’s phone buzzed and she looked at it. “There’s our booth. Let’s at least have a few drinks. We did Uber for this, so we should at least get a buzz. Maybe the place will open up more after we have a couple.”



“’Kay.” I put the smoke in the butt receptacle. We went to the hostess. She led us to a private little room with a curtain and a round booth in it. “This is it. A server will be right along.”



Someone was cleaning it up. “Ready in a minute.” We stood outside, watching him spray and wipe down the tops, seats, and floor. We could hear the nightclub pounding, but it was in the background. Meri held my arm. “This could be nice. Very romantic.”



I nodded and smiled. We sat next to each other in the round booth and ordered drinks. Meri caressed my silky thigh beneath the table, slipping her hand under my dress and running her palm over my panties with my hardness throbbing. She slid my hand on her leg, and I began the same round of thigh, panties, thigh again. We kissed deeply.



Mari set me free from my panties, and I did the same to her, wrapping my fingers around her silky shaft and stroking it. We were both becoming very aroused as the curtain opened and the hostess cleared her throat. We released our grip on one another and looked up at her, flustered, like deer in the headlights.



“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt, but two gentlemen I know fairly well asked me if I would find them seats, and your booth has two openings. They’re very nice, darn good-looking, and they just got back into town from a conference. All they want is to sit and chat, away from the noise and crowds. I suggested you might be interested in having them join you, and they offered to pick up your cover and pay for everything. I think you girls would like them.”



I shook my head at Meri.



But the hostess turned away for a moment, and two smiling, handsome guys came into view. Meri said, “That sounds fun. Sure.”



The guys shook our hands and introduced themselves, then took seats on either side of us. I was still untucked and hard under my dress, and so I crossed my legs and tucked it between my thighs.



Bill, sitting next to me, felt me move, and he moved to press our thighs together. His hand landed on my leg. “So, seems you girls had the same idea. A little quiet and relaxation. I hope we haven’t ruined it for you.” His eyes roamed my face. “Love your hairstyle. It frames your pretty face so well.”



“Uh, thanks. I just had it done.”



We all ordered another round of drinks. Meri was having a good time with Jack, whose hand rested on her stockinged thigh while she smiled and tilted her head, talking animatedly.



Bill’s big hand slid on my leg, caressing it. “Are you okay, Josie? You seem like you’re somewhere else.”



His hand slid on my leg, and the sensation was wonderful as he gazed into my eyes, waiting for an answer. I didn’t want this... but I did. I was torn. “Uh, I.. I’m okay, just a few flitting thoughts about things I need to be finished with. I just need to relax.”



Our drinks came quickly, and I hastily drank half of mine.



Bill’s hand slid upward and tried to get between my crossed thighs. I couldn’t let him, being untucked as I was, or he’d find out I was an imposter. I needed to distract him. I moved my hand into his lap and pressed on the front of his pants, revealing his ardor for me. I squeezed it, looking into his eyes, and said, “Seems you’re happy to see me.”



He grinned and nodded. “I am. You’re very enticing. And since you seem interested...” He unzipped his pants and took out his whole, cleanly shaven package. I wrapped my fingers around his long, hard, thick, and silky shaft. It sent a shock of pleasure through me and my heart raced. I gave him a flat-lipped smile, my face flushed as I stroked him, enjoying it immensely, lost in the thrill.



“Your hand feels so nice. So soft and tiny.”



“Thanks. You have quite a nice... uh, gift.” I grinned. This was
 beyond
 thrilling to me. I never imagined I could do this and get so excited by it. I bounced my leg beneath the table, squeezing my hardness between my thighs as I stroked him and looked into his eyes, which revealed his pleasure and infatuation with me.



Meri was doing the same to Jack as they cuddled together and sipped their drinks. As I stroked Bill, proud of the pleasure I was giving him, he touched my lips with his finger. “You have such nice lips. I bet they’d feel fantastic in place of your hand right now.”



I took a deep breath and looked over at Meri, then back. I felt the heft of his rigid shaft and ran a thumb over the oozing tip. Could I? What would that mean? I remembered how much Meri enjoyed doing that for me and wondered if she was right to enjoy it. As aroused as I was, and at risk of being discovered right then, it seemed like a good idea to try it and see. If stroking him felt so good to me, that might actually be even more exciting.



He stroked my hair and leaned in for a kiss. I pecked his lips and he whispered, “Please? It would be so great.”



His hand slid on my leg, trying to get between my legs again. No further thought was needed. I slid down under the table taking my napkin to kneel on. In a second, Meri joined me in the dim light. She winked and got between Jack’s knees to take him into her mouth.



I did the same with Bill and stared at it as I stroked it with both hands. It was very substantial. I could smell his cologne and tugged on his shaven globes, observing my long-nailed fingers wrapped around it, stroking. It was such an erotic sight that I couldn’t resist opening my mouth wide and consuming what I could.



I ran my tongue around his shaft and flicked his tip with it while bobbing my head and stroking the leftovers with my other hand. I became enthralled by it as his hands rested on my head and he thrusted gently. I rolled his silky globes in my one hand, my other stroking his shaft while my wide open mouth took in as much as it could. I bobbed my head and squeezed my lips tight.



I was throbbing and bobbing under my dress, my tip rubbing the silky fabric while I feverishly indulged on his gorgeous meat. His hands tightened around my skull, and he stopped thrusting momentarily. It swelled in my fist and mouth, and a gush of his cream flooded over my tongue. I swallowed greedily as he began thrusting. His shaft pulsed in my fist and mouth, and he deposited luscious amounts of his passion into my face.



It was so exciting to have him so excited by me! I was overwhelmed with sensation as he deposited his rewards into me. I swallowed fervently, my body shuddered, my shaft leapt and jerked beneath my dress and issued uncontrollable streams, which fell on my stockinged thighs. When Bill had finally finished, my body stopped shuddering and shooting. His hands released my head; I wiped myself in my dress and slid my panties back over it. I slid back up to the seat, being careful to conceal what had happened to me.



My face was flushed, and I licked my lips. He kissed my forehead. “Thank you so much. That was fantastic.” He gazed into my eyes and stroked my hair. “You’re so lovely. I’d love to get to know you better.”



Agitated and scared, I gave him a flat smile. “Uh, yeah, maybe some time.” I looked to Meri. She was seated and was typing on her phone as Jack smiled, watching. She finished and looked at me.



“Uh, Meri,” I said, “I think we should go now. I have to get up early tomorrow.”



She nodded, kissed Jack lightly on the lips, and we both slid out and left.



My heart was pounding beneath my breasts as they jiggled with each step in my high heels. We made our way out of the club. When we got into the car, I looked at my dress to see if it showed. There was a patch of wetness at my thighs.



Meri smiled and said, “You too, huh, princess? Wasn’t that incredible? One day we have to have those boys make love to us.”



“Meri, stop. They’d know what we are for sure then. Besides, I still don’t want to think about that kind of thing.”



She held my hand as she drove. “But honey, I want to do it to you, and I want you to do it to me. Imagine being in my nice, hot, tight bottom.”



Even though I had just come, she was making me aroused again. “No, Meri. I did enough thinking with my dick tonight and ended up doing what I never could have imagined.”



“Right. And it was so exciting that you wet your dress like a good little sissy would. You’ll want the rest. You’re a girl now, and girls like to be penetrated and filled and make the guys feel...
 Oh... so... good.
 Stop thinking in your old restrictive ways. I’ll bet you willingly, no, not just willingly, passionately, swallowed every drop he gave you, right?”



I nodded sheepishly.



Tell me this wasn’t great tonight.”



I shrugged, bounced one leg over the other.



“Tell me how much you enjoyed it and what you truly are. You know what to say. Tell me the truth.”



“I, uh, it was nice.”



“What was nice?”



“Making Bill feel so good that I couldn’t hold myself back. It was terribly exciting.”



“What are you now. Are you a femboy? A man? A guy?”



I shook my head and looked down at my lap. “Hell no. Not anymore.”



“So how do you view yourself now? How do you present yourself to the world?”



I nodded looking down. “I’m a girl now.”



“Good girl, Josie. Good girl. Now back to being a love-making receptacle for men. Tell me you’ll do it. At least once.”



I stared at her. “A BJ is safer. That’s too dangerous. They’d find out.”



She grinned and winked. “Hmm, well, now that that’s the only issue left, it isn’t an issue. I told Jack what we are, and he and Bill wouldn’t have any problem with us. As a matter of fact, Jack said we were the girls of their dreams
 because
 of that.”



My eyes popped open. “You told them?”



“I told Jack right from the start. It thrilled him. So get used to the idea, princess. Your future is coming and coming fast... and it’ll be right inside of you... filling you with it’s passionate release when it does..”















9







I woke in the morning, and Meri was already showered and dressed, her makeup and hair done. She was making breakfast when I walked into the kitchen in my pink satin robe and heeled sandals, my woodie leading the way.



She smiled and said, “Sorry, I’d have taken care of that for you already, but you looked so sweet sleeping that I didn’t want to wake you.” I stood next to her, watching the bacon sizzle. She wrapped her hand around my shaft through the silky robe and stroked it. “Want me to take care of it now?”



She gave me a deep kiss. My hand went to her tight bottom in her denim mini skirt, and I squeezed her to me, pressing my hardness against her. I pulled back from the kiss. “No, thanks. I want to keep the feeling.”



“Okay. Me too.”



I poured coffee and sat. Meri placed our plates on the table and took her seat, crossing her stockinged legs in her heels. She smiled at me. “Enjoy!” We both started eating and she said, “I looked up the technical issues of being made love to using the back door. I want to go buy an attachment and put it on our shower so we can clean out well down there before we play with Jack and Bill. Some training tools too.”



“Ungh, gross.”



“It’s not. It’ll make it nice and clean, and you’ll feel prettier after. With the training tools, we’ll be more than ready, and we’ll actually want it to happen. You’ll see. It’ll be a nice experience for us and the boys then. Stop saying no and limiting yourself.” She reached a hand across the table and grasped mine. “I want you to make love to me. You can do me first and see how good it feels and how much I enjoy it, okay? Baby steps for my little sissy girl.”



I sighed and kept eating. I couldn’t imagine what it might be like to be inside her like that. I shifted in my seat and adjusted my woodie to trap it between my legs. I bounced a leg over it. It was exciting to think of. “Okay. You can be the monkey in the test helmet. Where do we buy the stuff?”



Right down the street a couple miles. Then we can come back and put the attachment on, and I’ll use it. Then when you’re in the mood, you can... make love to me.” She winked, smiled, and touched my hand. “Okay, princess? For me?”



I nodded and continued eating.



I showered and got ready, put on a flowered minidress, and we went off to buy the shower attachment. After we installed it, Meri took a shower and used it. She dressed and came out on the patio smiling. “That was interesting. Felt really good, actually.”



“Great,” I said sarcastically.



She sat on my lap and put her arms around my neck. She kissed my forehead. “You’ll see. It’ll be wonderful. I have a vibrating plug inside me now too. Another one of the available pleasures down there. It feels really nice. You’ll see.”



“Right. So what would you like to do for dinner?”



“I want to go for a walk in the park. I think this plug will make me crazy doing that.” She laughed. “Then come home and dress really nicely and have dinner at the French restaurant in town. I want us to be immersed in pleasure to build up to the big event later. Okay, honey?”



“Sounds fine.” I moved her hair aside on her forehead and planted a kiss on it. “I
 am
 looking forward to making love to you.”



“Good. Because I want that.”



We walked in the park and then changed into sexy dresses. I felt like a million bucks, and Meri was horny as hell with that plug in all day. Dinner was fabulous, and I couldn’t wait to get home.



Meri removed her plug in the bathroom, then took me into the bedroom and sucked me for a while. I loved looking into her eyes and seeing it going into her pretty face. I could have finished right then.



She lay on the bed on her back and opened her arms to me. I slid onto the satin sheets and between her legs. She lifted my dress and tucked it up out of the way. She lubed my shaft, wiped her hands off on a tissue, and lifted her dress out of the way. I moved closer and guided it to her entrance. I pressed on it while she stroked herself, her crotchless panties framing it all. I stared as I urged the tip forward into the tightness. I pressed and let up a little and pressed some more, each time getting it farther in, but it wasn’t entering past the gate.



She pressed her hips toward me, applying more pressure on it, and I watched as the tip stretched her. She shoved into it and we both gasped as it slid in. Our eyes went wide. “You okay?” I asked.



“God, yes. You feel
 so
 good in me.” She pulled her legs back, and I pressed her thighs to the bed, her heels above her head as I thrusted into her very tight, very hot, and welcoming place, over and over. Her high heels flailed in the air with each thrust. Seeing the pleasure on her face and feeling as I did inside her, intimately connected to her, I didn’t know how long I’d last.



I gazed into her blissful eyes while she stroked herself, looking into mine. I thrusted slowly. She whimpered, “God this is wonderful, Josie. You’ll love it.”



“It sure feels good to me.”



“Imagine how much pleasure you’ll give Bill when he does this to you.”



It was possible. The fact that they both were interested in girls like us eliminated the risk. I watched my shaft going in and out of Meri. I looked into her eyes, connected to mine with a look of ecstasy and love on her face. She whimpered, “It’s heaven, girl.” Her eyes showed her love for me. “Oh Josie, just imagine I’m you, and Bill is doing this to
 you
 . Imagine it for yourself... right now. Look at yourself going in and out of me and imagine that’s Bill going into you. Look into my eyes and imagine he’s looking into yours, showing you how much he loves it.”



I pictured Bill’s huge shaft penetrating me. “Oh god, Meri. Don’t make me finish.”



“See? Exciting, isn’t it? You’re going to be the girl on her back getting laid next. Now make me finish.”



I began to thrust fervently, holding her legs pinned, her feet flailing in the air, her toes pointed in her heels. She let go of her shaft and grasped my butt with both hands, urging me into her harder and faster. Her shaft flailed in circles between us. “Bill is doing this to you. Imagine it, baby.”



“Oh god, Meri. You’re a devil. Ungh!” I pounded into her mercilessly, imagining Bill getting as excited by me as I was by Meri, his big shaft piercing my soul with his power. She whimpered and her eyes went wide. Her flailing rod spurted all over between us, and I did the same into her. Our bodies clenched and I held it there; our eyes locked, while my shaft surged one gush after another into her.



I collapsed on her, catching my breath.



“That was heavenly, love.” She stroked my hair. “You were so good. I love you so much.”



“I love you too, Meri. I love you too.”



She stroked my hair and whispered in my ear. “So was it exciting to think of a real man like Bill doing that to you?”



“Huh! Uh!” After she said that, unexpectedly, a last shudder of pleasure ran through my body and a final gush, which I shoved deep into her. I sighed. “God, yes.”



“Good girl.”
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Needless to say, the next morning after breakfast and my morning routine, I showered, cleaned out, and put in the vibrating plug that Meri had bought for me. It was incredible. I couldn’t stop thinking about Bill and the way I felt when Meri had talked about him. The plug vibrated and caressed me inside, where I imagined him filling me. With every step, every time I sat or stood or made almost any movement, the plug reminded me that I would soon have Bill make love to me. The plug felt
 very
 nice, but it wasn’t human and I couldn’t make it feel what he would and obtain his rewarding response.



I dressed in a short, flirty, flowered skirt with high wedge heels and a cute button-down short-sleeve sweater. I perfumed myself and went out to the patio, the heels making my stride short, forcing a wag of my hips and making the plug caress me inside. My hardness was held tightly against me by tight panties and was hidden by the short, flowing skirt. I felt on edge and more alive and vibrant than ever.



“Wow!” A huge smile filled Meri’s face. “Look at you, girl. I think you’re at your fertile time and ready to breed.” She laughed. “If you were a girl who could breed, that is. In any case, you look like you’re in the mood for a man.”



I grinned and sat down to sip my coffee and have a smoke. “Ayuh, as they’d say in Maine. Seems you’ve lit my fuse, honey.”



“Well, well, then I think we should do something about that, right?”



I blew the smoke out slowly, watching it spiral off in the breeze. I held my cigarette out daintily, bouncing one leg over the other. I sipped my coffee and grinned at her. “Uh, duh. You
 know
 what I need sister, and it isn’t a Little Debbie cake. It’s more like a nice, big, squirting Polish sausage.”



She laughed. “Ah, a girl who needs to get laid. How unusual.” She chortled. “The femboy has turned into a grown-up woman now. Good girl. Now you know who you really are and what you want. I’m so proud of you.”



“Me too. So what do you want to do today?” I looked at my watch. “It’s only nine. We have the whole day to torture me.”



Meri looked at her phone and tapped it a few times. “One of the girls from our guild is having a barbecue today. She invited everyone who was there the night of the meeting. We can bring guests too. Want to invite Jack and Bill? I have their numbers.”



“Hmm. Jack and Bill, who prefer girls like us, being around thirty other girls like us? Now that sounds risky. They might find some of them more interesting.”



“Said like a true girl. Who wants to compete with some slutty, hot, bimbo bitches? Hmm.” She gazed around the yard and raised her arms up toward the sky. “It is a
 fantastic
 day for a barbecue.”



“No. I don’t want to compete with those girls. I want a sure thing.” I bounced a leg and wriggled on my plug.



“I can tell. And you need it like an addict needs their drug. The barbecue with the others isn’t what I mean. It’s only nine. We can have our own barbecue in our
 private
 yard with Bill and Jack.”



I looked around. “Grass needs cutting, patio needs edging, and we need food to cook.”



“Yeah, yeah. And the house needs vacuuming. And if they come over, we should put the black satin sheets on the bed and do laundry. Should I invite them for two o’clock? That
 should
 give us time to get things done and put on some visually stimulating clothes for them.” She grinned.



I took a deep breath. “God, I can’t believe I’m gonna to do all that work to be a receptacle for a guy.”



“A receptacle. Hmm, so romantic. Sounds like you dislike the idea.”



“Well. It’s true. He’s going to get his rocks off in me.” I bounced my leg and couldn’t help grinning.



She chortled. “And that’s why you’re smiling. You want him to. You want to be a receptacle for his passion.”



I gave her a big grin and nodded quickly. “Oh, yes, I do!’



Meri clapped her hands once. “Okay, back to the day. If we do all those things for them, you know the boys will appreciate it. Heck, isn’t that what we should do for guys? Prepare things for them and take care of them and make them feel nice? Isn’t that the nice thing for their girls to do? Of course, if you don’t want to do the work, we can just go to the barbecue and take our chances.”



“You’re right. I was just being lazy.”



“I can order food from Instacart and get some nice steaks, oysters, shrimp for shrimp cocktails, salad fixings, wine, beer, and cigars for them. Then we can do the rest. I think you should mow or vacuum... with the plug in that is. Walking will do you good. Of course I want to do one of those things too because I have mine in. I knew we’d be doing this today.” She winked.



“Okay, you devil.” I slugged down my coffee. “Let’s get moving.”
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We got it all done. The supplies arrived, and we readied the food and put it in the fridge. I was beside myself trying to decide what to wear. I wanted to be classy, but I wanted to be sexy too. I tried on one thing after another.



Meri was wearing a classic beige mini-dress with matching, strappy, ultra-high heels, and lace-top, suntan thigh-highs. She sat on the bed and crossed her legs, watching me. “Girl, just pick something already.”



I glared at her. “Right. It’s not that easy. I want classy but sexy.”



“Right. Me too.” She stood. “Aren’t I classy and sexy?”



I took a good look at her. I covered my mouth. “Meri!”



“What? Not classy enough?”



I pointed. “But...”



“Honey, that’s the sexy part, along with the cleavage and gorgeous face and hair, that is. And of course my luscious lips and silky legs.” She rubbed her hardness beneath her tight-fitting dress as it stood vertically beneath it, showing the complete, detailed outline through the thin fabric. “I put on crotchless panties too. Helps it show more.”



I stared at her. It
 was
 sexy and classy. “But...”



“But normally we wouldn’t wear something like this, right?”



“Right.”



“Well. We’re at home; it’s private and the boys like girls like us. What do you think they’ll think of it? What do you think of it?”



“It is hot. I love it. You look so exotic.”



“That’s what I thought.” She sat down and crossed her legs. So? Have a dress that’ll work? We’ll be a pair. A couple of exotic girls in love with each other, inviting people over our house for an intimately good time.”



“Right.” I slid on some sheer, lace-top, suntan thigh-highs and a pair of crotchless panties. I ran back into the closet and found a snug white V-neck minidress and slid into it. I slipped on strappy white ultra-high heels and fastened the ankle straps. I adjusted my breasts and my hardness under the dress. I went to the mirror.



Meri came over beside me. “Bingo. You win. The white shows your exoticness even better than my beige.” She kissed me lightly on my lips.



I admired myself and sprayed perfume all over and in my hair. I loaded on my jewelry. “Done.” I looked at my watch. “Fifteen minutes and they should be here.”
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Thank god the boys were prompt. I hated waiting for people, and they didn’t make us. It spoke well of their nature.



I opened the door. “Josie, Meri,” Bill and Jack called out to us. After hugs and a kiss, we led them onto the shaded patio for drinks. They both grabbed some cold beers and sat down, and Meri and I poured some spiked lemonade for ourselves. As we were walking back to the couches where they sat, I watched their eyes light up looking at us. Grins filled their faces.



I sat next to Bill and crossed my legs, then clinked my drink to his beer. “We’re so happy to be able to do this for you two today. Thanks for coming.”



“Glad to. Love your girls’ dresses and how pretty and exotic you look. The tight dresses really show off your special assets.” He winked and smiled and sipped his beer, looking in my eyes.



Meri said, “Thanks. We were wondering if you two would like it or not. We weren’t sure if you’d rather we hid our special parts or showed them off.”



Jack caressed her stockinged leg and kissed her lightly on the lips. “It’s what you girls are, and it’s beautiful. No mundane woman can hold a torch to you.”



We chatted, drank, ate oysters, caressed each other slowly and softly. The sweet breezes blew up my dress, on my silky legs, and made my hair flitter on my forehead. I sniffed Bill’s cologne on his neck from time to time, and he’d steal a deep, leisurely kiss, embracing me. His big hands squeezed my bottom tight, crushed my breast, slid on my stockinged thigh, and rubbed my hardness through the dress. I wriggled on my plug, imagining what was to come, and I oozed a wet spot on the front of my dress.



We took a break. Meri and I brought more food and drinks, and then we went back to our conversation and more subtle fondling. The conversation with the guys was remarkably good; they had much the same mindset as us in politics, worldview, and such. Not to mention, they both had plenty of hilarious stories to tell, even though they weren’t much older than us.



After a succulent, thick steak, corn on the cob, and homemade potato salad paired with a nice Saint-milion Bordeaux, all of us were at the pinnacle of hedonistic satisfaction. That is, almost.



To heighten our desires even further, Meri and I indulged in a dessert of vanilla gelato, using Bill and Jack’s wonderfully rigid shafts as our spoons while they sat and ate from their bowls on the couches, watching us and stroking our hair.



The wet spot on the front of my dress had grown from all my oozing, and after the boys couldn’t take any more of our
 chilling to hot treat,
 using their shafts as spoons, we sat next to them and let them caress our legs while they smoked their cigars, and we all drank espresso.



Meri and I cleaned things up while the boys relaxed, then we all had a nice single malt and joined them; we smoked some cigarettes while they puffed cigars. I had a nice buzz, yet I was alert and my body tingled all from the sexual tension. The nicotine rushed to my brain, and I wriggled on my still vibrating plug. It was some sort of heaven with an even higher level of it yet to come. I couldn’t wait much longer, and I could tell from the flush of Meri’s face, she felt the same. The guys had been more than ready all day, and they were especially ready now.



I sat on the couch with Bill; he had his arm around me as I leaned my head on his shoulder. He whispered, “Are you ready for me to make love to you, Josie? You’ve been teasing me all day, and I’m at my wits’ end. I need you.”



I raised my head and looked over at Meri. She was sitting the same way, watching me. It appeared we all were ready. “Meri? Shall we go in and take care of our men?”



She smiled and nodded, then stood and took Jack’s hand. I did the same with Bill, and we all went inside. We went into the master bedroom, and Meri and I pulled the bedcovers back to expose the satin sheets. We went into the en suite and removed our plugs, fixed our hair, and sprayed on perfume then, went back into the bedroom.



Bill and Jack were both gloriously naked, their smooth, hairless bodies revealing the cut of their firm flesh. Both were lying back on the pillows, hands behind their heads, their huge poles bobbing in the air before them. When we entered, they both slid off the bed and we slid on.



I adjusted myself, my head on the pillow, and I lifted my dress over my hips, exposing my hard shaft, framed by my crotchless panties. I held my arms out to Bill and he slid on, his thighs between mine, spreading my legs. He guided his pole toward me, and I lifted my bottom toward him. He found his target and looked into my eyes as he began to apply pressure with the tip. I pressed my hips toward him, making it go in farther. He worked it forward and back, going a bit deeper each time, stretching me until I gasped, and my eyes popped wide open.



“Are you okay, honey?”



“Oh god, yes.” I pushed my hips farther onto it. He grasped the backs of my knees and pressed them onto the bed. My feet in their heels were above my head as I felt him go deep into me. “Oh yes, that’s it, Bill. All the way. Does it feel nice?”



“So nice. So tight, so hot.” He looked into my eyes lovingly as he thrusted in and out slowly. Ripples of current ran through my body with each stroke.



I lifted my head to look down between us. My hardness lifted and fell of its own accord, oozing from the tip and dripping down the side. His huge shaft disappeared into me with each push forward. I grasped his hard ass and dug my nails into his bottom to urge him on. I looked into his eyes. “Faster, Bill, faster and harder, use me. Fill me and flood me with your love.”



He sped up and made his penetrations long and deep. My shaft spun in circles between us, pearls flying off it now and then. My clenched, electric body held my toes pointed in their heels above me, flailing in the air with each filling. “Oh god, yes.” I looked to the side to see Meri in the same position with Jack giving her an equally passionate drilling.



I reached out a hand and grabbed hers. Our heads bobbed with each pounding we were given; her eyes rolled in her head and she squeezed my hand and smiled. The bed shook as the boys became even more fervent while Meri and I looked into each other’s eyes, still holding hands. “I love you, Josie,” she choked out, then whimpered in pleasure.



I squeezed her hand tight. “I love you too, Meri.”



I turned to look up at Bill, his forehead covered in sweat, his face contorted as he now shoved each thrust into me after bringing the tip almost out. He grunted, then said, “I love you, Josie. I can’t hold out much more.”



“Don’t, baby. Show me how much you love me and fill me up with it. Let me feel you come in me.”



I watched his gorgeous body as it tensed up all over and he shoved himself in me up to my throat and held it there a moment. He grunted and moaned, and his body shuddered. I felt him swell and pump his first shot into me, and then he began humping me like an adolescent boy and his pillow.



My rod spun in circles between us as it began to shoot long streams of pearls from it, and my body shuddered and shook. I whimpered like a little girl, looking into his wide-open eyes as he continued to pump his energy and passion into me. We were as one as we fell together from the precipice into bliss. Sensations ran over me from head to toe, making me spasm from their passage.



Soon, Bill’s full weight fell upon me. He peppered my face and neck with kisses as he breathed heavily. I ran my hand through his thick hair and pulled him by his hard bottom into me. I didn’t want to release him. I wrapped my legs over his hips and squeezed him to me.



He leaned up to look at me and smiled. He slid himself out slightly then gave me one last deep filling. At last, he shuddered and grunted and fell to my side.



I had been made love to by a man. I turned to Meri. She and Jack were in an embrace, Jack to her side as she looked over him at me. “So, Josie, how was it?”



I rolled my eyes and smiled.



“So, ready to defrock and go back to the old way we were? You are a guy...right?”



I laughed.



Bill said, “That would be okay by me if you really wanted to. It would be a shame, though. You’re so pretty and make such a wonderful woman. So wonderful, I’d like to keep you.”



I took a deep breath and looked at Meri. She nodded “Jack and I agreed we’re staying together too.” She reached her hand out to me and took mine. But that doesn’t mean I don’t love you and we can’t get married. If you’d marry me, that is.”



I was in heaven. Marry Meri? “Uh, I’d love that but...” I looked at Jack’s smiling face and then Bill’s.



Jack said, “We could all live together. And if you girls want to further enhance your femininity with implants and such, Bill and I agreed we’d pay for it.”



Bill turned my head toward him and kissed me lightly on the lips. “You girls are our dream come true. Share your new and wonderful lives with us. Please?”



Meri and I looked at each other. Meri raised her eyebrows and dropped them like a shrug. “Works for me if it works for you, love.” She smiled. “But I think you need to decide if you’re a girl or a femboy. Even though Bill says he doesn’t care, he should know what you’re doing.”



I took a deep breath. I pulled myself away from Bill, tugged my dress down over my hips and sat cross-legged on the bed. “Hmm...” I looked from one of my companions to the other, enjoying the power to make them wait for me. “Well...” I stuck a finger under my chin and lifted it to look at the ceiling. A grin I couldn’t hold back anymore filled my face. “Yes, implants would be lovely. Being a girl is
 much
 more interesting than just being a plain old
 femboy
 .”
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