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“That feels lovely, honey. Don’t stop. Keep that pace and pressure.” I gazed into those bright blue, loving eyes.

A kiss landed on my lips. An evil grin appeared. “I love seeing you like this, all warm and gushy and oh so sensual,” Jessie said as that hand continued its ministrations.

My hand mimicked the same motions as Jessie’s as I gazed into those eyes. “Should I use my mouth, honey?”

“No, Sam… This is perfect. Sometimes this is even better. I can see your face better and see more of you. Do you want me to use my mouth?”

I shrugged. It was lovely, and I didn’t want to ruin Jessie’s good time right then. We kissed. We slid deliciously on the satin sheets. A warm silky hairless leg wrapped over mine and hot breath warmed my face, gazing into each other’s eyes as our pace picked up slightly. “Oh yes. That’s it, sweetie.” Breaths came in puffs, eyes bright with anticipation and excitement.

We both whimpered in tiny voices. Our legs slid against each other. Our pressure and motions lessened as we both rode the edge. We kissed deeply with occasional gasps for air while trying to control our fervor as we continued our ministrations. My body tingled from this simple method. It was as good as anything we did before. Of course, we’d done it all before. Almost all of it. There was one issue we couldn’t help because of the way we were built. They made tools for that, though, and we’d take advantage of them when the overwhelming need arose for one or the other of us.

Jessie stopped with a gasp and removed my hand.

“Sorry. I didn’t ruin it, did I?”

“It almost ended. I’m okay now. Why don’t we face each other now and do ourselves? We’ll control it better. For a while.” Jessie and I sat up cross-legged and we both looked into each other's eyes with occasional staring at what each other’s hands were doing. It was almost as difficult to keep from going over the edge doing that because Jessie was so beautiful when aroused like this. Jessie licked lips. Bit one. Hand busy.

I whimpered and sped up, then had to stop again.

Jessie laughed. “You’re so wet. You were right there, weren’t you, baby?”

I laughed. “I sure was. Seeing you enjoying doing yourself may be harder to control our responses than doing each other. I love when you take care of yourself. How your fingers move. Your gentleness and subtlety of touch, using your thumb and middle finger so daintily and femininely. You’re so sensual.” I began again and whimpered a little whimper.

Jessie whimpered. “I don’t know how much longer I can last. This may be the longest we’ve ever gone in the morning.”

“We don’t have classes. We’re off. We have nothing else to do. Why not?”

“True. But two hours? Isn’t that a bit excessive?”

I shrugged. “Says who?” My heart was melting. My body tingling. “I need to hold you again.” I slid my legs open again and Jessie did too and we moved together and embraced, silken hairless skin on silky hairless skin. Legs wrapped over each other. Our hands moved back to each other and resumed their duties. “Oh god yes. So lovely. I wish we could do that one other thing, though, without having to use toys.”

“Me too. To be joined that way would be incredible. Perhaps we should make it a point to find a proper person to help us.”

“You’d do that, Jess?”

“I’d love to see you have that, Sam. I’d love to have it too. It wouldn’t lessen our love for each other, would it?”

“I guess not. Perhaps we should think about it a little. Maybe we should think about the other stuff we talked about too. Like taking the next step in our progression.”

Jessie’s hand on me sped up, as did mine on Jessie. We both wanted to. We had to face our fears and just do it. “You’re right. We should. Imagine it right now. A big one… immersed and connected to a person… and lusting for you.”

We both sped up. We fell sideways onto the bed. We looked into each other’s eyes on our sides. Jessie’s eyes opened wide. My hand wrapped around us both, pressing our velvety flesh together. “Oh god yes, honey. A big, long, thick one, mmm, pumping away and then pulsing inside.” Jessie whimpered and tensed all over. Our legs straightened, and we both shook as we dove over the edge, embracing each other, our bodies quivering, both of us humping against each other in my hand and whimpering. Our long anticipated release gushed from us.

We gazed into each other’s eyes as we settled down. I ran a hand through Jessie’s gorgeous hair. “Let’s do it.”

“I agree. Today! Then we can solve the other issue much easier.”
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We both rolled out of bed. I descended the stairs to make breakfast while Jessie did a morning routine and cleaned out. Jessie came down when done, and I did my morning routine and got into the shower while Jessie finished making breakfast. After my shower, and thoroughly cleaning out as usual, I put on a pair of panties, some stretch, boot-cut jeans with a pair of boots with three-inch heels and a silky beige blouse and returned downstairs.

Jessie sat waiting for me while playing with his phone. He looked up. “Hi sweetie. Have a nice shower? Breakfast’s all ready.” He stood and moved to the stove, taking the plates out of the oven. The table was set and juice and coffee poured. I sat, and he placed the plate of French toast and bacon before me. “Just how you like them, Sam.”

“Mmm,  the scent of vanilla and cinnamon. Thank you.”

“You’re more than welcome.” He cut his French toast and poured maple syrup on it.

I poured syrup on mine. “So. We gonna do it? We gonna become girls finally?”

“Darn right we are. Screw this femboy crap. I want to be a girl and I want to get laid by a manly man.” He chuckled.

“I guess that means we need to change our pronouns.” I laughed and chewed the delectable food while taking in Jessie’s pretty face.

She nodded. “Yup. I’m a she. You’re a she. No more acting like we’re he’s anymore. No more hiding in our house when we want to be girls. Why haven’t we done this already?”

I nodded. “For fear. Fear of the unknown. What if someone found out? I mean…What would people, other guys, think?”

“It’s stupid. Why should we give a shit? We already masquerade as femboys with our eyeliner and mascara, lip-gloss, clear nail polish and girls’ jeans and boots and blouses and panties. We’re definitely not recognizable as men, anyway.”

“Right, sister!” I laughed. “I guess we just had to reach the point we wanted it badly enough. You talking about having manly men make love to us is still thrilling as hell to both of us. Now it makes sense to act like a girl and have manly men. Then we won’t be gay, because we’re girls. Not that it makes any difference, I guess.”

“It shouldn’t. But who knows what fucks our heads up sometimes? We’re products of society in a lot of ways. Brainwashed.”

“Well, the good news is, now we can take it to the next step and buy some new clothes to add to our existing in-hiding collections and get our hair and nails done and be who we should have been all along.”

“Right, Sam. Uh, Samantha.”

I ate a slice of bacon looking at her. “So…why aren’t we both dressed like girls now to go get our hair and nails done and go shopping? Why did we both put on girl’s jeans and no bra and no breast forms and no cute skirts or dresses and no perfume?”

Jessie nodded her head. “Yeah. I guess we didn’t think of it.”

I nodded. “Or we were both too afraid to… as usual.”

She nodded. “Fuck that, right?”

“Right.” I banged the table. “I’m putting on makeup and lipstick after breakfast.”

“Me too. And we’re changing into something pretty for our salon time. Right?”

“Right.”
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The salon turned out well. We were very much two pretty girls after that and our shopping was more fun than ever after having our new looks. At home we washed and dried what we needed to and decided to go out some place.

I sat on the bed and slid into the sheer suntan pantyhose with the gusset cut out a bit so my package would fit through it. I slid the black lace and satin panties on and then put on the matching bra and loaded my gel breast forms into it and adjusted my cleavage.

The dress I chose for the evening was a flared hem denim minidress with a V-neck revealing my cleavage. The flared hem allowed me to be fully erect, with no outer indication, even if I had my panties under my package lifting it all up. I wore a silky slip under the dress as well that my tip would rub against rather than the coarse denim if I set it free.

A pair of open-toe stiletto boots revealed my pretty pedicure that matched my new long fake nails. I stood before the dresser and loaded my two dangling earrings in each ear, my necklace, bracelets, rings, and placed a bow in my new, full, layered and highlighted hair. I inspected myself in the full-length mirror. I had done my makeup with an evening flare and my eyes were seductive and inviting, as were my cupid’s bow painted lips. Any guy would want me.

I loaded my purse with my things and sprayed perfume all over me and my hair and put that in the purse as well. I slipped on the denim crop top.

Jessie came out in a brown leather miniskirt with a beige tank top under a brown leather jacket. She stepped over to the full-length mirror and checked herself as she sprayed on perfume. She rubbed the front of her skirt. “I don’t think it shows, do you?”

“It doesn’t. There’s just enough flare to the skirt to hide it and give you some hips. It looks nice. You look nice.” I walked over to her in my minced steps from the high heels and gave her a peck on the lips. “Lovely.” I stepped back and took her in. I couldn’t help throbbing in my panties. “You’re hot, baby.” I rubbed myself through the dress. “Jalapeño hot.”

Jessie rubbed herself and observed me. “You’re gonna ruin it. We shouldn’t lose our edge.” She rubbed it vigorously, looking me up and down.

“I know.” I reached under my dress and lowered my panties to below my package to lift it up and set it all free. Placing the dress back down. I checked to see it didn’t show, and it didn’t. I grasped it through the dress and, wrapping it in the silky slip, stroked it while looking at Jessie. “Oh, my god you are sooo, hot Jessie.”

Jessie lifted her skirt, did what I did with her panties, and put her skirt back down, then checked in the mirror.

“It’s fine. Letting it be free.” She nodded and stroked it with her skirt, looking at us both in the mirror. “Oh god yes. This is how we should have always been. We’re girls, not guys.” She jerked it vigorously.

I placed my left arm around her waist and gave her a peck on the lips as we both jerked ourselves. “Are you ready to find a manly man? Do you think our plan is good?”

She nodded. “Oh god yes. Don’t talk about getting laid now or I’ll ruin it.” Her breath was choppy, her eyes desperate as they looked me up and down. “We’ll go across town where no one knows us.. See what we find. Oh god.” She let herself go and her leg in her high-heeled stiletto twitched and clattered against the floor. “Phew. Almost.” She laughed, slung her purse on her shoulder, and checked herself in the mirror.

I slung my purse and took her hand in mine. “Let’s go get laid, sister.”
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Jessie drove us across town, and I diligently kept us both on the edge with hand and mouth. We arrived at our planned destination. She parked the car, and we walked in the back door through the parking lot and into the restaurant. Down the hall, past the kitchen, and into the bar area, we clicked in our heels, hard as rocks under our skirts.

Heads turned to see us. We sat at the end of the bar around the corner. The place wasn’t a dump, but it wasn’t fancy either. About half the place had diners, and the bar was about a third full. I hung my purse on the purse hook in front of the barstool, slid onto the leather seat, and crossed my stockinged legs. Jessie did the same.

A tall, handsome young bartender approached us from the other end, smiling and looking welcoming. “Hello ladies! Having a girl’s night out? My name’s Derek.”

“Hi Derek. I’m Samantha and this is Jessie.” We shook his big hand gingerly. His blue eyes were absolutely radiant and his partly open, button-down-collar shirt revealed a hairless chest. Very nice. He wore cologne that was intriguing and not too strong. I throbbed in my panties, imagining him as a lover.

“What can I get you ladies? We have a special lady’s cocktail tonight. A Pink Kitty Martini. It may sound girly, but it packs a punch and isn’t too sweet.”

“Sounds lovely. Right Samantha?”

“You bet. Two Pink Kitty Martinis please.”

“Waters? Menus?”

“Sure.”

Derek took off. We both noticed his tight jeans on his hard ass. Jessie’s hand glided on my stockinged leg beneath the bar as she leaned in toward me and whispered. “He’d do for sure.”

“For sure.” We caressed each other’s stockinged leg under the bar discreetly. I was sure Jessie was as hard as I was because of Derek as he shook the drink shakers at the same time, his tailored shirt revealing a v-shape-torso and rolled-up sleeves showing his powerful forearms. “Oh god.” I squeezed her thigh.

Jessie giggled. “Yes, he sure is one.”

He brought our drinks over, filled ice waters, and placed menus. “Anything else for now, ladies?” His eyes roamed our faces and cleavage. I ran a long fingernail between my cleavage and sat up straight, putting my breasts out. “Uh… I don’t know. Well, I do know, but I’m not sure you could take care of that right now.” I winked.

He grinned and nodded. He leaned on the bar, his teeth flashing. “You’re right. Not right now. Possibly later, though. If you’re still around when it’s time to close or it gets slow.”

Jessie leaned toward him. “That’s good to know. Thanks, honey.”

“Anytime, doll.” He left us. Our eyes followed him as he moved about. He definitely had a wonderful hard-on in those tight jeans.

We clinked our martinis carefully. I toasted, “To accomplishing our objectives.”

“Completely.”

We sipped. We perused the menu while the quiet chatter of the TV continued in the background, close captioning running a stream of white words. Light jazz played in the place…at a pleasant, conversation easing wallpaper level of volume, not a furniture level where it overtakes the room and voices become raised making it even noisier.

“Oysters. North-west coast today. Let’s get a big plate and make a meal of it. Helps the libido.” Jessie laughed and placed the menu back down.

“Good idea. Not that we need it, but I could go for some.” I waved a long nailed hand with a bent wrist to Derek, who promptly walked down to us, his thick long lump in his pants showing with every other step. “How can I help?”

I winked. “Oysters. 20 of them. No dressing. Naked. Some Crostini too.”

“Good choice. Healthy and invigorating. Coming right up.” He took off.

We sipped and looked at the TV. Fox News. It always amazed me when a bar had a TV tuned to a one sided news channel. Why piss off people who preferred the other channel? Why not put the weather on or sports or something less controversial and more truthful and less spinning of their fake news? Near campus, you never saw that.

We caressed each other beneath the bar discreetly. Jessie had slid her hand under my dress and was stroking me. We sipped and chatted quietly, checking people out. There was a young, well-dressed man at the other end. He wore gold rings and an iWatch. He’d check us out from time to time and smile.

“He seems cute and clean and nice,” Jessie said as she stroked me.

“He does…uh…You better stop for now, honey. My fantasies are getting the best of me.”

She removed her hand and smoothed my dress. “Me too.”

Our oysters arrived, and we dug in. Derek took our empty drinks and dashed off to make more. Guess he knew we’d want more. We ate and kept our lustful eyes on him. The guy at the end grinned at our interest in the bartender.

Derek delivered our drinks. “These are on Bill at the end of the bar. He said goddesses like you two shouldn’t have to pay for drinks. Your first drinks and the oysters are on him, too.”

“Wow.” We looked at Bill, raised a hand and mouthed a thank you to him, then pointed to everything.

He nodded and grinned and raised his drink to us. He stood, took his sport jacket off his chair, picked up his bourbon and walked over. “Hi ladies. I don’t want to interfere in your evening, but I want to tell you both how lovely you both are. Not often you see women looking like women anymore and you two are stunning.”

“Thank you!” I said as I took him all in. He was tanned with light hair and freckles and not much older than us. Tall, nice build. No wasted flesh or excessive muscles.

Sam leaned over me toward him and put her hand out. “I’m Samantha and this is Jessie. Why don’t you join us? You own these oysters. Have some.”

“Oh no. I ate plenty already. Enjoy.”

I said, “Join us anyway. Have a seat.” I swiveled the chair next to me. Bounced a crossed leg in my high-heeled boots. He looked at my cleavage and my legs and my hair and smiled broadly. “Don’t mind if I do. Thank you. Are you sure I’m not intruding?”

“Oh no. Just a couple of girls out for the night. It’s a girl’s night. Meeting men is what girls do on nights like this.”

He swiveled the seat and sat. He turned until his leg rested against my stockinged leg and his hand landed on my thigh. “That sounds wonderful. Well, I’m honored to have met you both.” His hand caressed my leg as he gazed into my eyes. He was melting me and he was full of rizz and probably full of jizz too. “Your legs are so silky. Women don’t wear stockings much anymore. A lost luxury, I guess. I love the finished appearance and the feel. Don’t you?”

“You wear them too?” I laughed.

He laughed. “No, I mean I love the feel of them on women. Do you like wearing them?”

“I do. It is a luxury. It adds a polished appearance and feel. They’re quite sensual on the skin as well. I could see where a man might like to touch them on a woman.” I rested my hand on his and glided his hand on my thigh, looking into his eyes. “And you can do that anytime. It’s heavenly.”

“How nice. Please. Eat your oysters or your friend will eat them all. I can get more though if you like.”

“Oh, that won’t be necessary.” I took an oyster and ate it as femininely as possible, long painted-nailed pinky out, putting on a show for him as it entered my lips onto my tongue and my eyes rolled as I crushed it with my tongue against the roof of my mouth and swallowed. “Mmm, a kiss of the sea. So libidinous. Thank you for buying them for us.”

“My pleasure.” Both his hands now caressed my thighs as he gazed into my eyes. One hand slipped slightly under the hem of my dress. With my legs crossed and my hard-on tucked between them, he’d not find my secret. Now the question was, could I allow him to or would he freak?

He gazed over at Jessie. “I’m so sorry. The way we’re seated, all my attention is going to Samantha. I’m sorry, Jessie.”

“That’s okay.”

“We could move. Then I can pay attention to you both. If you didn’t mind.” He looked at us both.

We shrugged. I said, “Why not? It’s wrong for me to keep you all to myself.” I stood and swapped seats with Bill, putting him between us both.

“Ah, much better. So Jessie. You love oysters too?” His hand dove onto her stockinged leg.

“Yes. Absolutely love them. I like them on nights when I’m already a bit spunky, if you know what I mean. They’re so sensual.”

“Right. Like everything about the two of you. So sensual. The stockings and feminine clothing. Proper women who present themselves and comply like proper women. An authentic example. Seems this world is full of confusion these days, but not for you two.” His hands were both beneath the bar on each of our legs, caressing them as he looked back and forth. I was sure he was hard in his pants and I desperately needed to find out.

I removed his hand from my leg, winked and placed it on his drink, then slid my hand under the bar to grasp his crotch. I rubbed his hard cock and leaned into him. “Oh my. You are happy to see us.”

“I truly am, and that’s incredibly nice of you to do that. I love when women act like women should.” He looked around. He unzipped his pants, and I slid my hand into them and wrapped my fingers around his cock under his bikini bottoms. “Oh my. It sure is a happy, manly man.”

He looked around again and set it free, then placed a linen napkin over it. His hand tried to go between my legs, but my thighs were clenched tight. He leaned close and I could smell his wonderful cologne. He spoke quietly, his eyes bright. “It is. It would be even happier if it could be inside of you. Deep in your woman’s haven where it could make you happy, too.”

Could he take the secret? I wasn’t sure. Derek showed up out of nowhere while I was jerking Bill’s cock, my arm in motion. He definitely caught me.

Bill said, “Hey Derek. How about another round for us all? And buy yourself a drink too if you can.” He winked at him and motioned with his head to me. I smiled at Derek nervously, my motionless hand in Bill’s lap still griping his hot, hard cock. Bill’s hand was caressing Jessie’s leg, trying to get between her legs. Jessie bouncing a leg.

Derek winked. “Seems you three have hit it off really well. I’ll get the drinks. Bill, maybe you should invite the girls to the office if you want to show them something. If that’s okay with the ladies, of course. It seems it would be welcomed by them.” He looked at us both. We were like deers in the headlights. I nodded, and Jessie nodded.

“Cool ladies. You can check it out for later when we meet if you’re still interested by then.”

Jessie removed Bill’s hand from her. “Lean back and relax and let us take care of you.” Her hand moved to Bill, and we both held his long, thick cock and stroked him. “That’s it Bill. Sit back and enjoy.”

He leaned back and placed his arms on the back of our chairs while he stared blankly at the news on TV. “See? that’s what I mean. The world is so confused. All kinds of freaks out there. I mean, genuine women like you are a thing of the past, and the only people that dress femininely anymore are those freakin’ trannies.”

I cast a glance at Jessie as my thumb probed his oozing tip while stroking it. My happiness between my legs deflated rapidly. My heart raced. “Uh, is it bad they dress femininely? Would you rather they didn’t?”

“I’d rather women were all like you two and men were men. Anyone else doesn’t deserve to live. They’re all mutants, aberrations, freaks. Used to be there were two types. Now they have an alphabet soup to categorize everyone. LGBTQRSTUVW… yada yada. Disgusting. God, you girls know how to make a man feel like a man. What do you say we head into the office for a little more privacy and I can make you both feel good, too? Make you feel like the women you are with a manly man to satisfy your desires.”

I could see the shock in Jessie’s eyes. She wasn’t stopping stroking him though, and neither was I. What could we do? We couldn’t stop because of his comments or he might figure it out and beat us up. “Uh… isn’t my hand nice?”

“It is, but don’t you want more? You won’t even let my hand between your legs. It’s like I’m useless. Powerless. Insufficient.”

Jessie looked around and whispered to him. “You’re so considerate, Bill. Thanks, but we want to let our desires build more. Why don’t you relax and let us take care of you right here? I’m sure Samantha would love to have a mouthful of your lovely cock. Would that be nice, Bill?”

He looked around. “I think it might be better to do that in the office. Unless you girls are advertising, which it almost seems like, though no one is seeing it yet except Derek. Ah, wait. I know what’s wrong.”

He looked at us both with a bit of shock on his face. Shit! I tugged his shaved globes while both of us continued to stroke him. “You two are working, girls. That’s why you’re so perfect. It’s your job. So how much is it to get laid? How much for a BJ?”

We looked at each other, relieved. Better to be thought of as a hooker than a trans girl he’d like to kill. I grinned at him. “Well, you’re certainly astute, Bill. Enjoying this is free. Like you said, it’s good advertising. Now you’ve already paid for a BJ with our drinks and the oysters. As far as going further, that would be much more costly. We don’t give that up lightly.”

“Much more costly? What’s much more? I have plenty.”

Jessie slid off the bar stool in our hidden corner, took his cock into her mouth, and was fervent about it.

“Oh my, wow, you are good, Jessie. Professional level good. It’s easy to see you love your job.” He held her head and touched her face as she looked up into his eyes. I tugged his globes and stroked the lower half of his now wet cock. She was doing everything to him with her mouth. She was driven.

He squeezed her head and my thigh tight. “Oh god. Yes. This is it.” He looked around and then stiffened in his seat. I could sense his cock pulsing in my grip as he shot his load into Jessie’s face. Soon he let out a sigh, lifted her head off his cock, and tucked it all away. Jessie resumed her position on the seat. We all sipped our drinks.

“Wow. That was worth the oysters and drinks for sure. Thank you, Jessie.”

“You're incredibly welcome, kind sir. It was a lovely reward.” She gave him a flat lipped smile.

“So, how about another drink? Can I buy you more food? It won’t take me long and in a few moments I can go to the next step for you girls. I’d love to stuff one, or both, of you girls.”

“Uh…no… unfortunately, we need to leave for another appointment.” She looked at her watch.

I spoke up as I slid off the stool. “Yes, we have another appointment we have to get to. Thanks anyway. I’m sure we’ll see you around sometimes. Don’t feel bad. We don’t give out our number. It’s for our safety.”

“Right.”

Jessie slid off her stool and stood. She gave Bill a smile. “Thanks Bill. See you later.” We started walking out of the bar. Derek came around it and stopped us before we exited. “All done girls? Seems you’re leaving at a good time for me. I can take you out through the office.”

I stood tall and tried to be determined. “Uh… we have another place we need to get to.”

“I see. I also saw what Jessie did there. How much is it for me to get one like that? I’ll delete the video from the bar cameras that caught it all if I do.”

I rolled my eyes. Looked at my watch. “Lead the way.”

Into the office we followed. Derek shut the door behind us and I sat on the couch and put my hands out to him. “Okay, we have to be quick, so don’t dawdle, Derek. Come here.”

He stood before me, undid his pants, and I took it into my mouth. He was a hunk with a gorgeous cock. I became obsessed with it, his hands resting on my head as I gazed up into his bright eyes. Maybe he wasn’t like Bill in his worldview.

“Oh god, yes. I knew when you two came in, you were hookers. No women dress so well anymore. It’s a shame.”

I mumbled around his cock. Jessie tugged and rolled his shaved globes in her hand. “Yeah. Just a couple of old-fashioned hookers. So Derek, what do you think about the news channel you keep on in here?”

“Oh yeah. That’s so good, Samantha.” He looked at Jessie. “News? I always watch Fox News. They’re the only ones that tell the truth. Tucker Carlson was my favorite until he got fired. If everyone watched FOX, the world would be very different.” My hard-on deflated instantly. I was sucking a Trumper. 
His hands squeezed my head tightly. “Fuck… your tongue is incredible, Samantha!” He thrusted into my face, my jaw wide open as his prejudiced cock jerked and spasmed in my mouth, filling it with his voluminous emissions. I swallowed dutifully to keep up.

As soon as he was done, I removed his hands from my head, fluffed my hair, and stood up. I fixed my dress, looked at my watch, took Jessie’s hand in mine. “Goodnight Derek.”

“See you soon, I hope. Come in and I’ll buy this time.”

“We won’t be back. Sorry. We hate Fox News.”

We clattered out the back door before he figured out what that meant.
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“Fuck! That was the wrong place to go to.” Jessie shook her head.

“I’ll say. I lost all my libido when Bill started ranting.”

“You did!? I was the one with his cock in my face when he said it. I nearly gagged, and I lost all interest. It isn’t any fun sucking a cock you aren’t interested in. Did you know that? I thought I’d always love sucking cock. That was horrible.”

“Tell me about it. I did Derek. It was totally mechanical as soon as I knew he was another narcissist, bigot, homophobe, patriarchal, wife beater. My little guy was in hiding under my dress. It didn’t even seem like a reward when he shot his load into my mouth. It was bitter even.”

I took a deep breath and looked out the window, bouncing a crossed leg unconsciously, trying to calm down. “I’ll never enter a place with Fox News on anymore. I should have noticed that when we got there.”

“We should have. Now what? What if all our encounters are like this? We’ll never get laid.”

“They won’t be. There are manly men out there, too. Real men with open minds who still prefer feminine women like us, regardless of what’s under their skirt. I know they are. We just need to vet them better. You know. What place will have men with our world views or at least open-minded?”

“Closer to campus. More of the students we know. I’m sure there are plenty of the guys we know that would be good people. We’ll just have to face the fact we’re coming out as who we are now. We should have done that first.”

“Maybe.” Jessie’s hand drifted over to mine, squeezed it, and held it. “We’ll have to make a list of potentials, I guess. Then figure out how to meet them and see. I’m sure we’ll be able to find what we’re looking for.”

“Ya think? I sure hope so. I’d hate to hide in the world we just came from all the time. I mean, we’ll have to most of the time, but not all the time. We’ll have others to share our secrets with, I’m sure.”

“Right.” I squeezed her hand back and then moved my hand to caress her thigh while she drove. “It’s been so stressful.”

“It has. I need a drink and want to relax a little closer to home. How about it? A place we can walk to.”
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We left the car back at the house and strolled down the block and around the corner to our local hangout. We walked hand in hand, enjoying the fresh air and walking in our high heels, the breezes blowing beneath our dresses and cooling our hardened shafts while the lining of the dresses caressed them. By the time we were at the pub, we were tingling and just happy to be together as two girlfriends on such a beautiful night.

We entered the dimly lit pub with the horseshoe-shaped bar, the weather channel and a game playing on the two TVs. No Fox News. They always accepted us there as the femboys we presented ourselves as. Now to see how they’ll accept us as two sexy girls.

We slid onto two available barstools in the center of the back section between two femboys on one side and two regular looking guys on the other. We hung our purses on the purse hooks and the bartender, Peter, came over. He looked at us curiously as he placed napkins for drinks before each of us. “Hello girls. You’re so familiar. You’re both dressed so nicely tonight. Been out to dinner?”

I nodded, grinning at Peter. “We have Peter. We wanted to have a little fancier night than coming here. But now we’re here.” I tilted my head, smiling at him as he took me in, his brain running a mile a minute.

His eyes lit up, and he looked back and forth between us. He covered his mouth with his hand. In a hushed tone, he said. “OH…my…god!”

We both smiled and nodded. Samantha said, “GO on. It’s okay. Say it.”

He looked around. He leaned on the bar between us. “You two are fabulous. Jessie and Sam! This suits you two so well. You should have done this a long time ago!”

We both said, “Thanks, Peter!”

The femboys next to Jessie leaned forward and looked at us. In a girly voice, the one closest said, “Oh my god. You two are wonderful. How did you ever get the balls to do it!?” You two were never so feminine in your presentation at all. Moderate femboys. Less than us. He turned to his femboy friend, eyes wide. “This is Sam and Jessie. We should follow suit. Think we can?”

The one next to him shrugged. Checked us out. Grinned and nodded. “Wow. Would be fun to try. Not sure I have the balls for it, though.”

The one closest to Jessie looked her up and down. “Wow! Jessie.” He looked at her cleavage, then down to her crossed legs, bouncing one high-heeled foot. He placed his painted nailed hand on her thigh and glided it. “Nice hosiery. So sexy.”

“Thanks.” Jessie placed her hand on his and glided it, not letting it go. She turned to Peter. “So, are you going to get us a drink or what, Peter?”

His eyes lit up. “Sure ladies. The first one is on me. What would you like?”

“Can you make a Pink Kitty Martini?”

“No, but I have another pink one called a tickled pink I can make. I drink them when no one’s looking.”

“Sure. Sounds nice.” Jessie turned back to the femboy. “So, Cameron. You two should do this. You’d be better than us.” She glided Cameron’s hand on her leg. “See how sensual it is?”

Cameron grinned, his long mascaraed eyelashes and eyeliner making his eyes pop. He licked his lip-glossed lips. “Mmm, I can imagine being fully fem. Love your breasts too. Could you help us?”

“Sure. Why not? Tomorrow?”

His eyes lit up, and he turned to his friend. “Hear that, Alex? They’re willing to help us tomorrow. Want to? Haircut and style and all the things that will be so nice?”

Alex shrugged. “I guess. But then we’re stuck that way. What girl would want us then?”

Cameron laughed. “What girl wants us now, you idiot? We could be each other’s girls.”

Alex shrugged.

I turned my attention to the guys on my right. They were both normal looking guys. One tall and good looking and the other more short, but really pretty looking. He’d make a good girl, too. They were talking quietly, hunched over the bar as they gazed at the crowd. I touched the tall one’s thigh. “Hi. Nice night, huh? Good energy.”

He turned to me and took me in. He smiled. “Yeah. It is good energy. Seems everyone’s at ease tonight.”

“Yeah. At ease in our skin. I’m Samantha. Don’t think we’ve met.”

“Nope. I’d remember. I’m Dale and this is Sandy.” He shook my offered hand and leaned back, and I shook Sandy’s hand. “Hi Sandy. Samantha.”

“Hi. Nice to meet you, Samantha.”

“Likewise. So you guys new to the area?”

“We both transferred mid year from another school. The culture there was stifling. Didn’t fit us at all. We decided together to leave.”

“Sorry to hear that. You’ll not be stifled here. You’ll love it.”

“Hope so. Seems more open so far. Peter was pleasantly surprised to see you two.”

“He was. We kind of left the old for the new, too.”

“I see.” He looked me over. “You two sure dress nice. Pretty girls.”

“Thanks. You two aren’t slouches either. Quite handsome, the two of you. Maybe we should get together sometime. You and Sandy and me and Jessie.”

“We’re together now.”

“Well, you know. Just the four of us, maybe. Someplace nicer.”

His eyes connected with mine but told me he was a no. He looked around. He leaned in to me. Placed his hand on my thigh and slid it. “That’s a wonderful offer. But I wouldn’t want to lead a beautiful woman like you on. We’re both gay. Don’t tell anyone. Not sure how well it would fly here.” He patted my leg, grabbed his beer again, and sipped it. He winked and smiled at me. He turned to Sandy. “Right, little buddy?”

“Right. Whatever you say, Dale.” Sandy smiled at me and raised his eyebrows. “Dale always takes care of his little buddy. Always. He’s the best.” He lifted his glass and drank his beer.

“Sorry to hear that, Dale. I mean, not sorry, but disappointed because we’re finding it so hard finding guys that like girls like us with something special under our skirts.”

Dale’s eyes opened wide, eyebrows raised. “Really?” He looked me up and down and looked at Jessie.

“Never would have known. Probably find some straight guys. Gay guys like guys, not girls. If I was straight, I’d be chasing you.”

“Thanks. That’s the thing. The straight guys look down on us girls. The gay guys don’t want us. Girls don’t want us or femboys. The only people that like us are girls like us. But since we’re girls through and through, we want manly men and so I think we’re in a losing situation.”

Dale nodded. “I see. There must be guys that would love girls like you. There has to be.”

“We hope. We did this to find some manly men.”

“Tell you what. As gay guys, we get into conversations about stuff like this all the time. If we find some guys that are open to girls like you two, we’ll let you know.”

I placed my hand on his leg and looked into his eyes. “Thank you so much. See? We should go out together. We can all be friends.”

“True. Okay.” He took out his phone.
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By the end of the night, we had a pleasant buzz and were feeling very pretty and relaxed. We had made new friends, even though they weren’t what we had set out to find. They walked us home in the cool, fresh night air with that fresh washed scent like sheets on the line. All of us walked hand in hand with our partners and they all waved goodbye as we walked into our house.

I closed the door and locked it behind me. “That was nice. We made some nice friends.”

“We did. It was probably the best thing that could have happened. I’m not sure we should even pursue what we set out to.” Jessie stood before me and gave me a hug. “Let’s go to bed. I want to touch you. To snuggle. To be a part of you.”

“Yes. Me too.”

She took me by the hand to ascend the stairs. “How about the coupler we designed?”

“The coupler! Oh my god, yes. With these breasts and our long nails digging in and these dresses and stockings and heels…” I ran, tugging her up the stairs.

We both used the bathroom, then set up the bed, pulling down the covers. Jessie readied the coupler and when we were done, we slid onto the silky sheets. Jessie brought the coupler between us. We both worked at putting it on us. It consisted of an extremely soft, flexible, rubber-like clear tube with rubber cock and ball rings attached at the ends and a stretchy strap to keep the captured balls from getting too far apart and the cocks falling out of the tube.

I stretched the ball ring wide and let my globes pass through it as it clenched them securely. Then I slid my hard cock through the stretched cock ring and into the tube that Jessie had already lubed. I waited, watching Jessie. Jessie completed her attachment to it and her cock slid into the silky slippery tube and it pressed deliciously against mine. We secured the stretchy ball strap together around our caged balls to keep us from pulling out. Our cocks coupled us intimately together.

Jessie groaned and fell onto me, pushing me onto the bed. Her legs wrapped over mine and one hand dug her nails into my bottom as her other arm wrapped round me and crushed me to her, our breasts pressing firmly against each other’s breasts. We kissed deeply, and both humped against each other’s cock in the snug, silky cage they were trapped in, our balls pulled snug and firm, our cocks compressed with the rings at the bases making them super hard.

She humped me like I was the woman and I took it as if I were imagining she was inside of me. She made love to me slowly and deliberately, keeping me at the edge of bliss. My body tingled, our stockinged legs silky against one another. “Oh, good Jessie. I love you. We don’t need anyone else.”

“I know, huh? What the fuck for?”

She ever so slowly rubbed her cock against mine in the silky tube. I whimpered in her ear, sniffing the perfume in her hair. “You’re a dream.” I humped upward toward her, slipping my cock against her hardness.

“Oh my god, Jessie. I could imagine I’m your woman as you fuck me.”

“Mmm, but then I’d be a man. Eww.”

“True. Sorry. I guess a manly man wouldn’t be in this tube, either. He’d be inside of me for real.”

“Mmm. God yes. Right. Imagine that. I can see you on your back like this. He’d push your legs back like this so he could go deeper.” She pressed my thighs to the sheets, my high heels above me.

My toes pointed as I imagined being penetrated by a manly man. “Oh yes. A manly man deep inside of me, passionate about me. I’d be harvesting his passion for me and filling my soul with his energy.”

Jessie looked down at me as she thrusted so slowly. “I can see you on your back like this being penetrated. Filled. I want it.” She rolled us over and I was on top now.

I pressed her legs back like she had me before and pumped her. “Yes. Like this. On your back, looking in to your lover’s eyes as he comes inside of you.” I thrusted our slippery cocks in the tube as if fucking her. “His big manly cock like Derek’s and Bill’s, but attached to an intelligent human man, not idiots. Loving men.”

“Oh god yes. What a waste they were.”

“Just imagine their cocks. That’s all they were good for.”

“Mmm, Bill's big thick cock that I sucked like a servant deep inside of me… feeding my soul his love for me.”

“That’s it, sweetie.” I humped hard and fast into the tube against her cock. “Like this!” I grunted in a deep voice.

She whimpered and squealed like a little girl on a carnival ride. I couldn’t hold back and fucked her cock over and over, hard and fast with my hands holding her thighs pressed to the bed, her eyes wide open and locked on mine while her pointed toes in her high-heels flailed in the air above her.

We both whimpered and cried like little girls. My body tensed and my legs shot out behind me. I held my cock pressed into the tube and her cock and my cock pulsed and jerked and spasmed in the tube together, flooding us with our passionate releases.

Our bodies shook and spasmed as I kept pumping it, even though it was too much sensation to take. We were both shooting blanks as our bodies twitched and I continued fighting to keep pounding her when we both had had enough already. Our bodies jerked, and we whimpered.

Finally, I could take it no more and Jessie was crying like a little girl to stop. I stopped. I fell onto her. Her legs wrapped over mine and our breasts crushed as she peppered my face with butterfly kisses. I struggled to catch my breath.

Jessie whispered in my ear while caressing my hair, our cocks wrapped together as they shrank and began exiting the tube. “I love you so much.” She collapsed under me.
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“Good morning, sweet girl!” I gave a hug to Jessie as she finished putting the last bacon on a plate.

She turned to me; her face was fresh and bright, her makeup impeccable and she gave me a hug and a peck on the lips. “Mmm, you smell so clean and fresh.” She handed me my plate of food.

“You do too. Thank you for breakfast. Love my new hair. Love seeing it in the mirror and having the fluffiness.” I ran my hand through it. “Can’t mess it up even.” I sat and crossed my stockinged legs in my high heel boots and tugged my denim miniskirt down under my thighs.

“You’re welcome. I know. I agree. Isn’t it great that we’re gonna help two other femboys become girls like us? I’m so excited.”

“Me too. They're both really cute and will make perfect girls. Did you hear from them? Are they up yet?”

“Up?” I laughed. “I had a text from two hours ago from Cameron. They’re chomping at the bit. They said to text them when we’re leaving. They already made appointments at the salon and are gonna be shopping. We can meet them wherever they are when we leave.”

“Perfect.” I dug into my breakfast and bounced a leg. It was so nice being who I was and being with my favorite person, being who she was. I followed her motions as she ate and tapped her phone with her painted-long-nail fingers.

Jessie looked up, took a sip of her juice. “You know. I’m not sure we’re gonna accomplish our manly man objective.”

“Don’t give up yet. I’m sure they’re out there. We’d be quitters if we stopped so soon. We have to at least try longer.”

“But last night was so perfect, anyway. Doing that with us so intimately connected like that. I mean, it probably isn’t much less intense than anything else.”

I shrugged. “You may be right. It was pretty intense. But just the thought of a manly man inside.” I looked up and to the right at the ceiling as I imagined it. “You know. A man with a powerful body, big manly love making apparatus, and the strength of his desire and actions in fulfilling it. The polar opposite to what we are. It would be so… so… enlightening, so enriching. We’d feel all that, just like a real woman does with a real manly man. As good as what we did last night was, or as good as when we use a strap-on is, I don’t think either would match a real manly man experience.”

Jessie shrugged. “I guess you’re right. It makes me aroused thinking about it the way you described it. Experiencing all the manly aspects of him as he releases his passion for us into us. Even if we were significant enough to do it to each other, it would never be like it would be with a manly man.”

“Precisely.”

We did the dishes, slung our purses, and left to meet Cameron and Alex. We entered the salon where they were waiting and flipping through magazines, looking at women’s hairstyles.

Cameron looked up, beaming at us, and stood and hugged us both. Alex looked up and said hi and went back to flipping through the pages. They both wore girls’ jeans and sneakers with their hair in ponytails and their makeup done with eyeshadow, blush and lipstick as opposed to their normal, just eyeliner and mascara and lip-gloss look. I sat next to Alex, placed my hand on his leg, and looked at the magazine. “You girls look nice today. Can’t wait to see your fresh cuts and style. Are you excited, Alex?”

“I guess. It’s just such a commitment. Spend all this money and then have hair that can only look like a girl's.”

“You can always get a short boy cut if you don’t like it and want to go back.”

“I’d hate that. Too manly for me.”

“We’ll see? Maybe this is what you really need.”

“I guess. Sorry, I’m such a stick in the mud.”

I rubbed his shoulder. “Not to worry. Once you try on clothes with your new hair and nails and dangle earrings, you’ll fall right into it and never want to go back. You’ll see.” I gave her a peck on the cheek.

She blushed. “Thanks. You’re sweet.”

“You are too. Relax.” I pointed to a hairdo. “That’s really sweet. So girly. I think you’d look great in that. Very feminine. You have such a pretty face for it, too.”

“Hmm. You think?”

“I think.” It was a shorter, just to the collar cut with lots of curls and it was in layers. It had auburn hair colors with highlights in lighter red and browns. Her hair was brown right now. “I love the color for you, too. It would suit your skin well.”

“Wow. A color and perm and styling?”

“Yup. Just like Jessie and I did. Why stop part way? Be as feminine as possible. Men like that.”

Alex shrugged. “Not sure I’m fond of having big, dumb men chasing me.”

“That’s okay. You don’t have to be fond of it. You just have to feel pretty and be confident of the girl you are. This will help. If some guys chase you, it just means your presentation is perfect. You get to pick who you want to be with.”

“True. I do like the presentation. It’s so feminine and girly, it makes me tingle. I like the little girl look to it.”

I rubbed her back. She was warm, soft, and petite. She responded to my touch by moving to have my hand press harder on her and her eyes told me she loved my touch. She was soo cute. “I’ll bet it does. It makes me tingle thinking of seeing you all done up with it too, an adorable young lady all ready for a nice dinner at a fine restaurant. Get it.”

“I will. Thanks. Your hand is so comforting. It helps me relax.”

She arched her back like a cat and smiled as I rubbed her back. “Anytime sister. I could do this for you all day.”

I turned to find Jessie and Cameron, and they had gone into the cutting area.

“Alex? Have you found something?” A young, handsome, tall man came over and placed his hand on Alex’s back. “Is that the cut you’d like?”

Alex looked up and nodded.

“Perm and color and highlight too? In those colors?”

Alex nodded. “Yes, please.”

He put his hand out to her, and she took it, stood, and followed him into the cutting area. I followed and found a seat next to Jessie to delight in the two of them being transformed. I sat and crossed my legs, tugged the hem of my skirt down under my thighs and tented my hands on my knee. “Hi sweetie. Seems they found what they want.”

“They did. Cameron is going to be such a sweet little girl.”

“Alex too.”

“They’re getting pedicures and manicures with fake nails too, right?”

“I think so. Looks like they’re descending on them as we speak. Their shoes are coming off.”

“This is wonderful. Cameron is so excited.”

“Alex is nervous, but she’s getting into it, I think. She doesn’t want men chasing her, she says.”

“She will.”

“Maybe she will. It’s hard not to want men when you’re a girl.”

“Tell me about it. Tell regular girls about it.”

It filled us with joy as they transformed them into the cutest, prettiest girls around. I swelled solid in my panties, seeing their allure grow. I was sure they were swollen as well as they took in their new looks with full face smiles that made them even prettier and glowing.

They paid, and we left together and took them shopping. We made sure to get them proper bras and gel breast forms. We loaded them up with all the most feminine, sexy things a girl could wear. When we finished and ate a quick lunch, we helped them at their house, washing, drying, and organizing.

We had an iced tea on the patio together to decide how to celebrate tonight. I raised my glass to everyone as I bounced a crossed leg in my boots. “So ladies… to the new girls.”

They raised their glasses and drank, still smiling.

“I say we celebrate tonight with a fine dinner and drinks and maybe even some dancing?”

Alex shrugged, as usual. “Dancing requires men. I’m not into that.”

“It doesn’t.”

“It will lead to that. Some pushy guys will make us and then they’ll find out what we are and then we’ll all be dead.”

“Oh, Alex. Relax.”

“Really. Tell me that hasn’t happened to you two yet?”

Jessie and I looked at each other. Jessie said, “Well, it did kinda, but it was in a place we shouldn’t have gone. A Trumper place with the wrong kind of people and Fox News playing in the bar. We learned our lesson. There are safe places around. Like near campus.”

Cameron nodded. “There are. Alex and I go to a place when we want to fake being men and stare at football games and stuff. We met some really nice guys there that liked us and would protect us and they didn’t care if we were femboys even. I mean, we didn’t fem up a lot to go there, but we wore eyeliner and mascara. They saw it. They even said we’d make pretty girls and should try it.”

Jessie jumped on that. “Really. We should meet those guys. I’ll bet they’d want to fuck us.”

Alex looked shocked. Her painted lips gaped, her eyes wide. “You’d want to get laid by a guy?”

I chortled. “We are girls. Girls like guys. They’re our opposite and opposites attract. They have a piece that will fit our puzzle nicely.” I wriggled on my butt.

Alex shook her head. “Eww. Sorry. Not my taste.”

“Not yet. Anyway. Cameron? What do you think?”

Cameron looked to Alex. “Uh… I like the puzzle piece that fits me like that. As a matter of fact…since we’re being candid here…” She looked at Alex.

Alex shrugged. “Go ahead.”

“…Alex has been my man for me. I love when she takes me. I’m going to love it even more now that I’m a girl.” Cameron stood and moved over to Alex, sat on her lap, wrapping her arms around her shoulders. She gave her a peck on the cheek. “My fake man.”

Alex scoffed. “Fake man. I’m a girl now.”

“So you won’t fuck me anymore?”

“Of course I will. It’ll just seem weird, that’s all. I’ll get used to it. I hope you will too.”

Cameron gave Alex a peck on the cheek. “Of course, sweetie. You’re not a fake man anymore. You’re a brave, beautiful girl with something special under your skirt.”

Alex nodded and gave Cameron a peck on the cheek.

I stood up. Looked at my watch. “So, where is this place? How far?”

“Ten minute drive. Across campus.”

“Can we wear nice clothes?”

“Sure. People come in there after nice dinners and stuff. Girls in fancy jeans or dress pants even. Guys in dress pants and shirts and coats and stuff.”

“Then let’s get dressed nice and go there. We can get a splendid dinner.”

Alex nodded. “Yup. Not bar food. A nice place. Linen table cloths in the restaurant.”

“They play Fox News in the bar?”

“Hell no!” she giggled. “We’d be beat up by now.”

“Okay then. We’ll be back after we change and we can go. Deal?”

“Deal.”

“Can’t wait to see you girls all dressed up.”

“Can’t wait to dress up. Right Alex?”

Alex nodded. “I guess it’ll be fun.”
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I dressed in a light beige cocktail mini-dress with a chiffon overlay, flared hem, with an empire waist and a V-neck top with chiffon cap sleeves. Jessie wore a baby blue cocktail mini-dress with a flare at the hip, halter top, and a matching beaded crop top. We both wore sheer suntan, gartered stockings, matching crotchless panties and bras with gel forms and luscious cleavage, all atop strappy stilettos that matched our dresses and purses.

I throbbed in the mirror as I took myself in. I was dipped in pretty and it coursed through me like electricity.

Jessie placed her hand on my bottom and squeezed it as she gave me a peck on the cheek, then checked herself out in the full-length mirror. “We make a pretty pair, don’t we?”

“We sure do. Good chance we’ll find some nice manly men tonight that like girls like us, huh?”

“Let’s hope so. If we don’t, though, we’ll still have fun taking Alex and Cameron out.”

“For sure.”

Jessie checked her watch. “Time to go.” She packed her purse as I did, sprayed perfume on as I did, and we both headed out.

High heels clicked erotically in minced steps, getting louder as the steps approached the door. Alex opened the door. “Hi! Right on time. Cameron’s coming down. Come on in.”

Alex wore a dark pinstripe skirt suit with an extremely short skirt, which just hid the tops of the sheer suntan, lace top stay-up stockings. She wore a fitted waist coat with a peplum on the bottom giving her hips. Alex looked like a Manhattan lawyer. I touched her coat. “So nice. You’re so professional, yet sexy. Love the high-heeled open-toe patent pumps too. Such a thin heel.”

“Thanks! I like it. It feels powerful.” She glanced down at her skirt. “Had to tuck, though. This skirt is too tight not to. It shows a huge lump if I don’t.”

“Never know right now. Looks perfect.”

“Thanks.”

Cameron came bubbling down the stairs and clattering across the floor to us. “Hiyeee!!”

She was a bundle of energy and prettiness. Her hair bounced around her face with each minced step in her stilettos. She wore a V-neck short-sleeved, flowered, beige mini-dress, fitted at the waist and bust with a flared skirt. A flower graced her hair. Sheer suntan stockings glistened above beige high-wedge heels. She was a little doll!

She kissed and hugged us both. She slung her purse over her shoulder. “I’m so excited. This is a dream come true. I’m a girl!”

I nodded and put my hand on her shoulder. “You certainly are, young lady. And quite a girl at that.”

Alex was beaming at her. She obviously thought she was a vision as well. “So, ready? Are you driving?” She looked at both of us.

“We booked an Uber black. Thought we’d make it more special and we could all drink as much as we want.” I checked my phone. “Should be here in seconds.”

In the huge SUV, somehow Alex and I sat together and Cameron and Jessie sat in front of us. Alex was looking out the window, seeming aloof. I slid over to her and placed my hand on her stockinged thigh and glided it. “You okay?”

She nodded. “Yeah. Just trying to get used to this. It’s so foreign.”

“It will be for a while. It’s nice though, isn’t it? Sensual? Feminine?”

I slid my hand over and caressed her thigh with my nails and fingers. “Such nice stockings.”

“Thanks. It’s all incredibly lovely, and I love my cleavage. I mean, looking in the mirror, I’m definitely not a man anymore.”

“You’re so right. You’re a lovely lady. Is that bad?”

“Not bad. Just enlightening. I guess I never thought of myself as more than an avant-garde kind of guy, but now… now…even with my big dick…I’m all girl.”

“You have a big dick? A short person like you?”

She nodded. “I know. I’m a conflict of types. Guess that’s why I like to fuck things instead of being fucked. Why, I always thought I was a guy. Hmm, little did I know. I’m much hotter going all out as a girl.”

She looked sad. “Relax. You’re a gorgeous girl at that.” I placed her hand on my leg and she glided her long nailed hand on it. I caressed her leg. We gazed into each other’s eyes. I looked down at her skirt. No lump. She tucked too well. Nothing to rub and help relax her. “So, tonight we hopefully get to meet your friends in a safe place with nice people. And they get to see you. I’ll bet they’re thrilled when they see you… how pretty you are. How… sexy you are.”

She snuggled closer to me. Our legs touched. Her hand slid under my dress and back out, over and over, idly as she gazed into my eyes. “I hope so. I’m so scared.” She snuggled next to me, her stockinged leg brushing mine over and over sensually.

“Just feel pretty like you are now. Feel your sensuality through and through. Feel aroused and seductive. Be in the moment. Stop judging yourself and be you. Be the pretty girl you are and so what if you have something really nice under that skirt? I’d love to admire it and touch it sometime. I’m sure others would too. It’s a part of the pretty girl you are. Feel good.”

Her eyes looked thankful as they flitted my face. “You’re a good person. Thanks. I’ll try to relax. A drink will help. Will you sit by me?”

“I can try. I’d like that. Will Cameron be okay with it?”

“Cameron is something. She’ll do anything to make other people happy. It’s her positive nature. If it weren’t for her, I don’t know where I’d be.”

“But the things you just said to me… make me…” Her eyes looked deep into mine. Her hand slid under my dress and to my free hardness. She slid wrapped her fingers around my hard cock and stroked it. “… want to make you feel nice.” Leaning in, she kissed me deeply.

I embraced her, then massaged her breast. We broke the kiss. She continued to stroke me, looking into my eyes. “Keep it free if you can. It’s so cute and feminine. It won’t show, will it?”

I shook my head. “Not at all.”

“Gosh, I wish I’d worn a different dress, so I didn’t have to tuck.” She stroked me deliciously.

The SUV pulled up to the valet.

We put ourselves together and slung our purses. I adjusted my cleavage, and we hopped out. I offered my hand to her as she stepped down and we walked hand in hand to the door.

Cameron and Jessie were hand in hand as they entered first. The Maitre’d greeted us. Jessie said we were just going to go in the bar and he waved us past with a smile and a bow.

The pack of us clicked our heels into the bar area, heads turning at the erotic sound of the heels in tiny steps. Smiles greeted us from handsome men and jealous women as our legs and breasts were ogled. We took seats on the corner, two on each side, and sat, crossing our legs and hanging our purses on the purse hooks.

I bounced my leg and was still hard from Alex’s attention in the SUV. My hands rested on it and squeezed it in the satin lining of the dress. She scooted her chair closer and situated herself so her calf rested against mine. She smiled at me as she subtly slid her silky stockinged calf on mine. “This is very nice, isn’t it? It’s so different being here as a girl.”

“It is. Very classy. You come here to watch football games as a guy?”

“We did several times. It’s warm, relatively quiet, smells good, has good food and drinks, and nice people.”

I nodded and picked up the drink menu the bartender placed before us on top of linen placemats he placed, then he ran off to get waters. “Hmm, ever have the Seductress? Rum, bourbon and cherry bitters? It’s a martini.”

“Haven’t. Seductress sounds appropriate for you.” She read the description. “Woody, slightly sweet, and served with a candied, dried lemon ring.”

“Uh…excuse me… appropriate for me, young lady?” I leaned in, placing my hand on her sheer stockinged thigh, and caressed it. “Who had whose hand stroking me under my dress, young lady? Who has the big woody?”

She chortled. Her eyes flitted my face as both her hands caressed my legs gently, like the wings of a butterfly. “Only because you are a seductress. I had no control over that. You took advantage of me.”

I gave her a peck on her smiling, painted lips. “Thanks for that compliment, but you’re seducing me as well.”

“Drinks ladies?” The bartender stood smiling at us, his gigantic hands on the bar. He focused on Alex. His eyes were flitting around her face, hair, and cleavage.

Alex smiled at him and spoke, “We’d like the Seductress martini.”

The bartender’s eyes opened wide. “Alex. Wow. You’re fabulous. I always thought you were a guy. His eyes focused on her cleavage for a bit, then flitted to mine and my face.”

“I kinda thought that, too. But, oh well. I finally had to be who I am, right?”

“Right. And I’m so happy you have. Wow.” He smiled at me and put his hand out. “Hello, young lady. I’m Bob.”

I shook it delicately. “Samantha. Nice to meet you, Bob.” I winked at him.

“Very nice to meet you. Very nice. It’s always a pleasure to have stimulating women to serve. I hope I can serve all of your desires.” He winked at me.

I observed him as he turned to Cameron and Jessie. I could see the hardness under his dress pants. A manly hardness at that. He took their orders, recognizing Cameron as well when she spoke, then shot off to make them all. He had a huge grin and seemed full of energy and excitement.

We enjoyed him mixing the drinks, shaking the shakers. His dress pants revealed his interest. Alex squeezed my hand and whispered to me. “Seems Bob has a hard-on from something.”

“Yeah, he does. Us. See how nice that can be? A compliment for our feminine allure. Doesn’t that make you feel pretty?”

Alex shrugged while her eyes were locked on Bob’s cock. “It is flattering. He is huge. Bigger than me in many ways. He’s a handsome guy too. I guess his interest means something. It does give me a little thrill.” Alex shifted in her seat and recrossed her legs, then bounced a foot.

I ran my hand up and down her thigh. “Are you hard in your tucked space?”

She nodded and giggled.

“See? You’re responding like the girl you are should. Manly men may not be all that bad when you’re a girl.”

She shrugged, eyes still locked on Bob’s hard cock as he shook the shakers. “I guess. I am a girl. No doubt about it now.”

Bob delivered our drinks, and we chatted with Jessie and Cameron. Cameron was a little doll. We were all leaning in toward the corner and I could see Cameron and Jessie were caressing each other’s legs discreetly under the bar. They enjoyed each other as well as Alex and I were. They also enjoyed watching Bob show his interest in us all.

Bob served a couple of guys at the end of the bar. He leaned over it and said something to them. Alex squeezed my leg. “See those guys? We watched games with them before here. They’re dressed a lot nicer now. Almost didn’t recognize them.”

Bet they didn’t recognize you yet, either. Bob turned back, and the guys looked around him at us and they smiled. He turned back to them. They stood and started down the bar toward us from the other end.

A tall, fair skinned one with bright green eyes placed his hand on Cameron’s shoulder. “Cameron. I’m Jamie. From the football games. You look wonderful tonight. I never would have imagined how pretty you could be when you’re not watching football with a bunch of bums like us. You remember Stan and Josh and Pete, right?” He motioned to the other guys, and they all shook Cameron’s hand, smiling and their eyes taking us all in. They greeted Alex, beaming at her and making her smile with pride. “Who are these other lovely ladies?” He looked at Jessie and I.

We introduced ourselves and they checked us both out thoroughly and showed their interest politely from their expressions and mannerisms.

“Thank you for the compliments, gentlemen. You seem like delightful men,” I said as I made eye contact with all of them.

Stan was the tallest, at probably six-foot-four, and he moved closer to me and put his hand on my chair as he gazed into my eyes. His cologne filled me with clean, subtle, yet intriguing scents. “Yes. Samantha. I can assure you, we are gentlemen and we’d be honored if we could buy dinner for you girls tonight. We have a booth reserved that can fight eight if that suits all of you?” He looked at us all. “Our treat.”

We all looked at each other with surprise. Alex was clinging to me. We all shrugged. It seems we all wanted to. I nodded and looked in to Stan’s eyes as I placed my hand on his on the chair. “Sure. It’s unanimous. We’d love that. That’s a generous and gentlemanly offer.” I squeezed his huge hand. He was powerfully built, yet not overly large or imposing. I gazed into his eyes and then leaned in toward his chest to smell his cologne. I placed a hand on his shirt and looked up into his eyes. “You smell like a dream. It’s intoxicating.”

“Thanks. That’s the idea.” He winked at me. “I think we’ll hit it off really well tonight, don’t you?”

“We have so far.”

I looked over at Alex. She was nervously sitting there bouncing her foot; her face flushed. She was examining Pete as he stood with the other three by Cameron and Jessie.

Stan reached over to Pete and tugged him by the shoulder. “Pete. This is Alex. She seems to have her eye on you.”

Alex covered her mouth. “Oh no. I’m so sorry. It’s just…”

Pete smiled and came over to her on the other side so he could rest his foot on her barstool. He leaned down toward her. “It’s okay. That happens sometimes. I’m different looking.”

“No. No. Not different. Very handsome. Striking, actually. I’ve never seen such blue-blue eyes on a person with such jet black hair and fair skin. And the shape of your face and the way you stand. It’s all so…”

“I know. Weird. Sorry.”

“Don’t be. It’s a pleasure to gaze upon you. You should be one of those stuck up people, but you obviously aren’t.”

“Nope. I remember when you were enjoying the super bowl with us. I never dreamed you could turn into such a beautiful woman. And you never seemed to stare at me then.”

“I know. It’s different now for some reason. Being the girl I am rather than trying to be a guy who loves football seems to change one’s perspective.”

“Is it good?”

Alex rolled her eyes. “I suppose. It is rather different. A regular girl never made me experience what I’m experiencing now from you. So I guess it’s good.” Alex reached out and pulled him down closer, and sniffed his neck. “Mmm, I had to do that. They say scents can tell if you're compatible.”

“And the result?”

“I’m definitely compatible with your cologne.” She laughed.

Pete rubbed her shoulder with one hand. “That’s good to hear.” He leaned down and sniffed her hair. “You have the scent of a very lovely woman.”

“Thanks.”

I looked around. Everyone was engaged in banter and conversation. Smiles were free and easy amongst us. We were in a wonderful place with wonderful men. I couldn’t wait for the rest of the evening. I looked over at Jessie. She winked and nodded at me, then blew me a kiss. She rolled her eyes, smiled and with her painted lips mouthed the words, manly men.
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We adjourned to the restaurant portion where the men had reserved a large round booth facing away from the other patrons and facing a gas fireplace. It was a lovely private table. We slid in the way the men led us on their arms from the bar. Cameron was on the one end with Jamie next on the inside, followed by Jessie and then Josh next to her and me next to Josh with Stan on my other side, followed at last by Alex, with Pete on the end.

We all shuffled around, us girls keeping our mini-dress hems tucked beneath our thighs as the cool of the leather seats made me realize how bare we were beneath the mini-dresses. It gave me a chill and a thrill knowing how vulnerable and available a girl is at these times when she dresses in such a manner for her date. A man would never feel this delicious seductiveness, and vulnerableness being stuck in men’s clothing. It amplified my knowing who and what I really was.

Alex leaned over Stan and whispered to me. “I feel so exposed on this cold leather seat.”

I grinned at her and nodded. “Nice isn’t it?”

“Men could just lift our skirt and stick it in us. Oh, my!” She grinned a little grin and rolled her eyes.

“Wonderful, isn’t it? See? You’re feeling it now.” I caressed her stockinged leg and gazed into her pretty eyes.

The waiter arrived, took our drink orders, and hustled off. The fire flickered and cast a bit of warmth I could feel on my stockinged leg ever so lightly. Quiet jazz played in the background in the quiet room, serving as a wallpaper of sorts, versus the furniture the music acted as in other loud and annoying places these days. It was truly a romantic setting and further enhanced the evening.

I was relaxed and content as Stan nonchalantly placed his big hand on my stockinged thigh and looked into my eyes. His eyes flitted my face and hair. “You have the effect you said I have on people. I can’t stop looking at you.”

I laughed. “I guess I must be weird like you.”

“No, I don’t mean weird. More like… like… intriguing, exotic.” He leaned in and his hot breath was on my ear as he said,  “… very erotic.” His hand caressed my thigh, moving upward toward the hem. His fingertips slid under the hem and he rubbed my leg with the tips. He whispered, “Soo… Erotic. Sensual. Feminine and womanly.”

I slid my hand under the table and onto his crotch, revealing his hardness, which I promptly squeezed and rubbed. I looked into his eyes and said, “That’s the exact response I like to hear from a manly man like you. I’m so glad we met tonight.” I gave him a peck on the lips.

Our drinks arrived. Stan lifted his neat bourbon to us. “Maya Angelou said, ‘People will forget what you said, people will forget what you did, but people will never forget how you made them feel.’ May these ladies always be the way they are tonight. I, for one, will not forget how they make me feel.”

We lifted our glasses and sipped. I rubbed his cock with my palm. “That was lovely, Stan. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. You sure are making me feel nice right now.”

“Wait until later, big boy.”

I looked around the table at the others, as they all seemed to be engrossed in each other. Alex seemed relaxed and enjoying the attention of Pete as they chatted. We all talked about our real lives and what we studied at school and our plans for the future while we touched and sipped and existed in some kind of wonderful, sensual place, all warm and fuzzy.

I raised myself up to check around behind me. There was no way anyone could ever see what was happening under the long tablecloth and with our backs to them. I couldn’t resist. I snuggled next to Stan, pressing my leg against his and rubbing his cock in his pants. I whispered in his ear. “You know. None of the other dinners would know if you unzipped your pants and took out this wonderful thing, and then perhaps I could make you feel even better, like Maya suggests.”

He grinned, and his hands left the table top momentarily. He picked up his drink and his other hand caressed my stockinged leg as he smiled into my eyes. My hands examined his cock and globes. They were shaved smooth and velvety. I rolled his soft sacks in my palm, gazing into his eyes. I wrapped my fingers around his thick, hard shaft only covering half of it, and slid my hand up to the top, back and forth, occasionally rubbing the oozing tip.

“So Stan. Tell me about yourself.”

Stan narrated his life while I relaxed and enjoyed giving a manly man a simple pleasure, as I now realized I was always meant to do. His gorgeous, long, hard, warm, velvety cock was a treat for my hands. It gave me immense gratification knowing how much I was pleasing him and I throbbed incessantly beneath my dress. I looked over to Alex, who was engaged in conversation with Pete and not looking the least bit nervous. “Excuse me a moment, Stan. Hold that thought.” I leaned over Stan to Alex and got her attention.

She smiled sweetly, “Yes, Samantha?”

I whispered in her ear what I was doing with Pete and suggested she try it to help ease her into her new role.

Her eyes lit up, and she covered her mouth. She looked down at my arm as I stroked Stan. He was smiling at Alex and Pete beside her.

Alex looked around. She whispered to Pete. Pete smiled broadly and his hands disappeared beneath the table, then reappeared. His arm cradled Alex’s shoulders, and he snuggled her to him as he sipped his drink.

Alex looked around, then her hand disappeared beneath the tablecloth and into Pete’s lap. She stroked him, looking into his eyes while Stan and I took in the new couple at play.

Stan’s arm wrapped around my shoulder, and he pulled me closer. “You girls are wonderful. Seems Alex and Pete have hit it off quite well.” Stan winked at Pete, who smiled and winked back while enjoying the ministrations of Alex. Alex had a gratified demeanor and a longing on her face, along with a shine of love and adornment for Pete. Success.

Menus showed up, and we placed our orders. We indulged in oysters, raw cherrystone clams, a meat tray. Then a rest, more treating the men nicely, some wine and the main course, more stroking and caressing the manly appendages waiting for desert and espressos and absinthe drips. It was dining with the utmost indulgence in the sensual. By the time we were all finished with the meal, everyone was riding the edge of a precipice and longing for release.

I was dying to be filled by Stan. I imagined his thick cock as it filled me and spread me, then jerked and spasmed inside, spewing his passionate releases deep inside of me. I could tell Jessie felt the same with Josh. Luckily, Stan and Josh lived together and so it was a good match for Jessie and I. Whatever we did we’d do together tonight and share in each other’s loss of virginity with our manly men as they virulently utilized their women.

Stan leaned into me and whispered. “I can’t take this much longer. I need to finish.”

“It won’t be long, honey. You can take us to your and Josh’s place if you want and I know I’d love nothing more than to have you make love to me and release your pent-up passion for me deep into my soul.” I gazed lovingly into his eyes. Stroked him slowly and sensually.

“Oh god. I’d love nothing more than that, Samantha.”

“Okay. I’m sure Jessie will go with us, too.”

“But, you see, we can’t. Josh and I both have flights tonight to go away for a while for a project that might lead us to employment after graduation. We’ll be back in a month or so.”

“A month! A flight tonight!?”

“Yes. I’m so sorry. Do you think you could help me release my passion somehow… like now?” He looked at his watch. “Our bags are in the car and we only have a few minutes before we have to leave.”

I looked over at Jessie. Her face showed her shock as Josh was consoling her. I looked over at the others as they waited for us. Jamie and Pete had their arms around Alex and Cameron, who looked peaceful, yet sad for us.

Cameron said quietly to the table. “Sorry ladies. I think you should take care of your men now and then we can all leave so they can make their flights. We can drop you and Jessie off when Pete and Jamie take us home.” She placed her long nailed thumb in her lips and sucked it, bobbing her head, then motioned to go under the table. She looked at Jessie and I.

What choice did we have? At least we could suck them off before they left and get that much of a reward for the night. We couldn’t very well leave them all wired up for their trip. It would be extremely rude and impolite.

Jessie pointed down, and we both slid under the table.

I relished the sensation of Stan’s thick cock as it spread my jaw. And I fervently ministered to it with my tongue, mouth, and hands, knowing the time constraint we were under.

It didn’t take long before his luscious, rigid cock jerked and spasmed in my mouth, the gushes going through my fist and spewing voluminous amounts of his somewhat sweet and salty passion. I swallowed greedily to keep up with it, and then it lessened and I stopped swallowing and let it gather in my mouth, relishing the thick lustful reward he had so ardently given to me. I was oozing and bobbing uncontrollably beneath my dress at the edge of release while I reaped my reward and relished his passion. My jaw spread wide, I ran my tongue in circles, trying to reap a bit more from him until he forcefully removed me.

It filled me with pride. I had made a manly man fill with joy and pleasure. I worked my way back up to my seat and Jessie was coming up then, too. I looked into Stan’s eyes as he gazed at me and stroked my hair lovingly as Jessie and Josh did the same. We both kissed our men deeply.

Stan and Josh recoiled as if we had the plague and spit into their napkins. Their faces had turned from looks of love to looks of disgust.

“How could you?” Stan said as he stood and everyone pulled away and left their seats.

Josh was equally indignant toward Jessie. Alex came to my side and wrapped her arm around my shoulders. Cameron did the same for Jessie. By the time the consoling had ended, Stan and Josh were long gone.
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“Thanks for the ride!” Jessie called out to Alex, Pete, Jamie and Cameron as we waved from our door. Jessie closed it behind us. “I need a drink.”

“Me too.” I took her hand and led us to the bar and mixed us both a stiff drink. We sat on the couch together, snuggled against each other. I rubbed her thigh. “How could they have been so rude? I thought all guys liked to taste their come from their girlfriend's mouth.”

Jessie shrugged. “Maybe because we’re not real girls.”

“Nah. Ya think?”

“Maybe.”

“Maybe it was just a shock.”

“Maybe. Sure sucks. Can’t get laid tonight either. And after all that buildup. I nearly came during dinner a few times thinking about it. I nearly came with him coming in my mouth.”

“Me too.” 
Her head rested on my shoulder, and her hand drifted under my dress. She began caressing my cock and making it grow. “Worst part, if they have success at the project, they might end up getting a job there after. And it’s gonna be a month until they come back even. I was even having fantasies of marrying Stan.”

“I did with Stan too. They were so perfect, and we fucked it up, being slutty and kissing them with their come in our mouths.” My hand drifted under her dress and began mimicking what she was doing to my cock. “We still have each other.”

“We sure do. Who knows? Maybe we’ll have them after, anyway. Maybe they’ll realize what they’re missing after a month. Maybe then we’ll get married.”

“We’ll have to move. I was planning on living here by you.”

“We could move together. Follow our men. Put our careers on hold until they’re settled and we’ve made a home for them.”

“True. Sounds like the 1960s.”

“It has its advantages.”

“I guess. Imagine being a sixties wife with her only duty to take care of her gorgeous manly husband. Be there with a martini and a cute dress on when he got home.” Jessie's hand sped up on me and mine on her.

“That does sound lovely, Jessie. As societally unacceptable as that is with women these days. It sounds like a dream. Not having to worry about providing. Just take care of your man and the house. Be seductive and sensual for him. Be feminine and be his girl.”

Jessie’s eyes looked dreamy as I gazed upon her face. Her lips parted and her breath was choppy as we both sped up our stroking of each other.

She whimpered. “Oh god. That sounds soo magnificent. Think we have a chance at it?”

“I do. The reason they like us is we aren’t like women of today. We’d be more serving. More attentive to their needs, Samantha. We’d be their receptacles. The place for them to release the tensions of the day. We’d never have a period either and always be ready for them to use.”

Her words inflamed my passion further. My breath was choppy as we both fervently jerked each other off with a long nailed thumb and middle finger delicately. “True. Uh god, it’s so wonderful. Huh, uh…” I kissed her deeply and we both could taste the come from our men on our tongues.

We moaned into each other’s mouth as our tiny cocks spewed relentless amounts of our feminine squirts into the folds of our minidresses and onto our stockinged thighs. Our bodies twitched as we held tight to one another and whimpered like little girls. Jessie’s perfume filled my nostrils and her gentle touch coaxed the last gushes from my tiny cock. She continued her delicate milking, as did I to her, as our legs collided and slid deliciously against one another, our high heels clattering on the hardwood floor.

Our bodies stopped their uncontrolled spasms. We wrapped our fingers around each other’s wet cocks and embraced and kissed deeply. I broke the kiss, leaned back to gaze upon her face, and brushed her hair aside. “I love you so much. We can do this. We can be sixties wives and we can marry those men and be their wives.”

“How? The looks on their faces said they hated us now.”

I shrugged. “We’ll see. I can imagine us having a dual wedding together.”
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We spent our time with each other well. We frequented the place of our loss of Stan and Josh, and Bob was ever ready to “serve our needs.” We didn’t partake of Bob’s fine offer, but he served us in another way by finding out where Stan and Josh had gone.

We didn’t have their phone numbers, and neither did Bob, of course. But we had enough specifics to book a flight and head out to where they were. We had decided if we were going to be sixties wives, we needed to start now. We had found our men. Now we had to become their loving wives.

In a few days, we were off to California. We shopped until we dropped, finding every last detail of the special clothing we would need for our special day with our men. We didn’t think about failing. It was our destiny to become the girls of our dreams now. We would be who we wanted to be, and that was that. Our men wouldn’t forget how we made them feel. After all, Stan used that quote to emphasize how good he felt with me.

Jessie and I both began wearing vibrating butt plugs all day and abstained from any sex in order to increase our libido and save ourselves for our men.

In California, we arrived on-the-edge, being sultry, seductive, feminine women who this day and age would have been viewed of as aliens. We located the place they worked, then asked around nearby bars, finding the bar they frequented after work. It was a normal sports bar. Noisy, no sound attenuation, stupid jocks, and low grade food.

We dressed above the level of the place and wore casual but feminine attire. No yoga pants or leggings or sneakers for us. We wore tasteful, classy, floral minidresses with strappy high heels and sheer stockings, and inviting perfume. Our hair and makeup were impeccable, and we turned heads as we arrived early, our high heels clicking to the corner table out of the way of the bar, yet with a view of it.

We took our seats and a rather smelly young guy took our drink order as we settled in for our surveillance mission. I sipped my beer, bounced a high-heeled foot, and wriggled on my plug as it deliciously shot off silently inside of me. “God, I hope this works, Jessie.”

“Me too. I hope we don’t see something we don’t want to.”

We sipped and checked out the people as they entered and went to the bar. “There they are!” I yelled in a whisper to Jessie.

We beheld our guys in their office attire, and they sat at the bar and placed a folder with documents on it. They promptly opened it and began looking at them together as if they were prints or something. They were both pointing and discussing things as the bartender automatically delivered two beers to them and said hello. They acknowledged and thanked him by name, then returned to work.

We ordered another beer and observed the two of them. They closed the folder and leaned back, relaxing in their seats, looking at the TV with a sports channel on.

Two gorgeous women came in with no makeup, sweat pants, straight, lifeless hair in ponytails and wearing dirty sneakers. They approached Stan and Josh, smiling and looking like the sharks they were.

A conversation ensued. The body language of Stan and Josh said they had no interest what so ever in the women. The women lost interest with not much to engage them with in conversation and moved down the bar to two rumpled looking guys they seemed to know and sat with them.

Another set of women came in and did a similar act to Stan and Josh, and their beaming faces turned to the lifeless looks of failure as they took a seat at the end of the bar together and checked out the rumpled guys the other women had befriended.

I leaned in to Jessie. “I think it’s time. Let’s see how they react, and we can give them the invitation if it works out.”

Jessie nodded and stood and we slung our purses on our shoulders, straightened our dresses, smoothing them about our thighs and fluffed our hair. We sprayed on fresh perfume over our shoulders and hair lightly. My plug shot off, and I throbbed in my panties as I held Jessie’s hand and we slowly, and as quietly as we could in our heels, stepped in minced steps approaching Stan and Josh from behind.

Jessie slid onto the barstool next to Josh, and I next to Stan. We ignored them. I sensed Stan’s eyes as I dug into my purse, my chair swiveled so he couldn’t see my face. I knew Josh was doing the same to Jessie on the other side.

“Excuse me, miss. Can I buy you a drink? That’s a lovely dress and you look so nice. Maybe we can talk a little.” Stan’s voice nearly made me cry. I was the kind of girl he wanted. A girl not in yoga pants but a feminine, womanly girl. My heart pounded in my chest.

I turned and faced him, saying nothing. My eyes flitted his face, and I held back tears. His eyes opened wide. He took a deep breath. “Oh, my god.” He looked over to Josh and saw Jessie and he in the same position of shock. Shock and awe. That was our plan. It worked. It stumped them. I said nothing, but just stared blankly at him.

“Uh… god…uh…,” Stan stumbled. He waited for me to say something. I stared at him and bounced a high-heeled foot. I fluffed my hair to one side and tossed my head flirtatiously. I smiled a flat smile and looked at the beer menu.

“Uh…please… uh… Samantha. Please forgive me. I’m so sorry about how we left. I was rude and impolite and just a jerk. I know some guys like that kind of stuff and you might have thought we did, but we didn’t and its like…well…it was as repulsive at the time as if someone had stuck it in my ass or something. It was like, so gay like. Please. Accept my apology. I feel like such a jerk.”

“Okay!” I grabbed his chin and gave him a big kiss on the lips. “Apology accepted. How are you?!”

Josh was laughing already, and Jessie was giggling with joy. We had done it. We got this far. Now we had to hold back and reel them in. I had to exercise control. I wanted to touch him. Explore him…suck him…have him make love to me. I had to hold back. That was our plan. We needed them to want us more than ever and needed them to commit. We had a plan for that.

I rubbed his thigh and gazed into his eyes, seeing him melt for me. “Stan, we’d like to spend some time together with just you and Josh. The four of us. We made a reservation for this Saturday and Sunday and have a special day and night planned for you both, if you’re interested.”

“Of course we’re interested.” He turned to Josh and Jessie. “You hear this? We’re interested, right?”

Josh nodded hurriedly. “Of course we are. We’re off tomorrow. No problem. It would be great to pick up where we left off⏤get to know each other better.” His arm wrapped around Jessie and snuggled her to him. She beamed.

I nodded. “Okay then.” I dug in my purse and handed Stan a piece of paper. “Be there at 3PM. Not a minute earlier or later. We’ll be waiting.” I stood.

He looked at it. “Wait. Don’t go. Stay. Have a drink with us. Let us take you to dinner.”

I gave him a peck on lips. “Thank you but, tomorrow. We’ll be ready for you both then. We have things to talk about with you and futures to build, and we both want to have a special day with our men.”

“Okay, okay. We’ll be there.”

I took Jessie’s hand in mine. “Get plenty of rest, boys. Dress well, as if you’re going to a fancy wedding.”

Our heels clicked loudly as we made our way out of the stomping ground with all eyes on us.
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Jessie and I drove to another more upscale bar to relax and have drinks and dinner. I oozed from my hard little buddy in my panties as the plug shot off. “We did it, girl! We got this far. Now to reel them in.”

She nodded and clinked my martini glass lightly, her long painted nails glinting in the down-light from the bar. “We sure did. Think they’ll buy in on the rest?”

“I don’t think they’ll be able to resist. Now, did you get confirmation of everything?”

“I did.”

“Okay then. All we need to do is relax, not drink too much. Be nice and snuggly and sensual with each other, but not let it go, and tomorrow, we’ll be their perfect girls they’ll never want to leave.”
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Jessie was racing around the cabin. For a cabin, it wasn’t what you’d picture. One big open space with a huge heart-shaped bed in one corner, a fireplace with TV over it and a large seating pit. Woods surrounded the floor to ceiling windows all around except the back wall.

She trotted up to me barefoot. “I think it’s all ready. Now we just need to get ready.” She gave me a peck on the lips, her smile making her lips not pucker all that well.

I laughed. “You sure are well rested.”

“And horny as hell. Glad we’re taking these plugs out later.”

“I’m leaving mine in until it’s really close. I want to keep the edge and then have the lube be fresh for him. Maybe just before our reveal.”

“Good idea.” She looked at her watch. “A quick protein bar and then we should do our hair and makeup and get dressed.”

“Right. I’ll get us some iced tea.”

We ate and rinsed off and ran quick razors over our bodies, then smoothed a silky sweet skin cream on each other, being careful with our little girls that were so hard and oozing, not to let them shoot. We did our hair and makeup.

I sat on the bed and began dressing myself as the offering I was to be. The brand new white lace bra was firm and snug, keeping the gel forms in place and created marvelous cleavage. Next, the matching white lace garter belt wrapped around my waist and fastened to the sheer silky white stockings with the six clasps for each leg. It held them snug and allowed them to stay evenly placed nicely.

I slid the white-lace ruffled crotchless panties up and it framed my hard little girl as she bobbed freely in the air. I took the stretchy white-lace sheath and slid my globes into it, then slid my hardness into the stretchy open-top-tube of lace, which made it look like a little bride. I tied a pink silky ribbon around my globes and then over my cock and globes and tied a bow, making it all stand up and out and appear even tinier and more feminine.

Next was the white lace, beaded, bridal, minidress with the layers of fluffy silky crinoline for the skirt portion and a sheer lace sleeveless bodice with a V-neck. Over that, I slid into the beige with white polka-dots 60s dress with the flared hem landing just below the lace bridal minidress, which kept the skirt flared out and puffy.

Jessie helped zip the back for me and I sat and put on the white, beaded, strappy five-inch stilettos. I clicked in fetishy, minced steps to the dresser and put in the three, long, dangling earrings in each ear, put on my matching necklace, choker, and hairpiece then the ankle bracelets, wrist bracelets and rings… all except for the wedding ring which I put in my purse.

I applied perfume under and over all of it and in my hair. I was in a mist of feminine allure as I gazed upon my vision in the full-length mirror. I throbbed in the crinoline's fluff as the plug shot off. I wrapped it in the fluff and carefully stroked it, looking into my dramatically made-up eyes.

A hand landed on my shoulder and a kiss on my cheek. “Lovely!”

“Thank you!” I looked at her alongside of me in the full-length mirror. We were bookends in the same clothes and the same underthings. “It’s wonderful, isn’t it? I’ve never been so feminine before.”

“It is. I’d love to dress this way every day.”

“We’ll have to once we’re married!” I jumped up and down like a little girl, and Jessie had to catch me from falling. “Easy there, little girl.”

“I know. I’m just so darn excited. I hope this works out.”

“It will.”

We stared at each other and ourselves in the mirror. Jessie checked her watch. “Ten minutes and they’ll be here.”

“Right.” I took a deep breath. I turned to Jessie. “We should marry each other.”

“True. But then we’d not have the manly men. We’ll still have each other, though. We’ll always be together.” Her eyes were almost glazing over as her hand reached under my dress and found my happy little girl and stroked it. I did the same for her, looking into her eyes. “I’ll miss this.”

“We won’t. We’ll still be able to do this, I’m sure. The men will probably want to watch us.”

“True. I hope so.”

We stroked ever so slowly and carefully, our breath choppy. Little whimpers emanated from us, showing each other how close we were. We stopped. “Okay. Time to wait for them on the porch with the martinis.”

We scurried in tiny steps, clattering through the place, and poured the martinis from the fridge into the olive-skewered martini glasses and carefully took them to the porch with us. We sat on the bench, crossed our legs, raised the hem of our dresses up further and bounced a high-heeled foot. As we waited. I checked my watch. “One more minute.”

I took a deep breath and let it out, trying to still my heart as the plug shot off. I wriggled on it and whimpered. They pulled up the drive and before the cabin. They were both dressed in suit and tie and looked as handsome as men could ever be. Smiles filled their faces as they took us in as we posed seductively on the porch, bouncing our high-heeled feet, legs crossed.

“Ladies. Wow! Aren’t you two ravishing. Book ends even. How great.”

We stood and accepted our kisses on the cheek. “Thank you. We have martinis ready for you.” We handed them to them. “Bring them inside.”

We led them by the hand to the seating pit, one at each end by an end table, and had them sit. “Relax. We’ll get food.”

We took off and brought a tray back with our martinis and cheese and crackers and placed each of our drinks on each end table along with a plate of cheese and crackers each. We lifted our drinks to them and toasted. “To our wonderful men. May we make you blush with our service to you?”

They grinned and sipped and Jessie and I folded our legs and sat below them on pillows, holding the plates for them up to them. “Snack dear?” We chimed together. They laughed, and each took a snack. We placed the plates down, then undid their dress shoes and took them off. “So, tell us how your days were.” We massaged their freshly washed feet and gazed up at them.

They talked about what happened today and then we asked about work while we fed them more snacks, finished massaging their feet and put their shoes back on, then poured them more drinks. We sat alongside of them, facing them, and I gave Stan a controller. “Here. We won’t be able to talk for a while now, so you can watch some TV while you relax before dinner.”

Stan took the controller, looking confused, and then Jessie and I unzipped their pants and gave them some pleasure with our mouths as we looked up at them dutifully. Jessie and I had to stop from time to time to get them to pay attention to the TV and not us. We were simply there for them to relax after work and they shouldn’t pay us any attention. They readily acquiesced and argued over what to watch before ending on the sports channel.

I luxuriated in Stan’s thick cock spreading my jaw and my tongue racing around it as I watched his eyes watching TV. I’d bring him to the edge over and over and then stop and let it bob freely in the air, pushing his hand away and making him pay attention to the TV. “Eyes on the TV, not me.” We kept them under our control for half an hour or so until they had finished the next drink.

“Okay gentlemen. It’s almost time to cook. We have Delmonico steaks, onions and mushrooms with garlic and mashed potatoes. We can get you more martinis or a nice Bordeaux to sip before the meal.”

“We can help,” Josh offered.

Jessie shook her head. “Not in our house. That’s ladies’s work. Relax. Wine or martini.”

They both opted for the wine. We delivered it and some shrimp cocktail to them and returned to making dinner together, both of us snacking while we did on more crackers, cheese and shrimp. When the meal was ready, we took them by the hand and led them to the table and seated them. We poured more wine and filled the water glasses.

I stood alongside of Stan and asked, “Would you like us to cut your meat and feed you?”

He scoffed, as did Josh. Jessie and I grinned. “Good choice guys.” We slid under the table and began sucking their cocks while they ate.

When they finished eating, they let us know, and we sat them in the living area again and got them coffee and cigars, then cleaned up the dishes.

Stan complained. “This is crazy. I feel like some patriarchal jerk.”

“Honey. This is how you should be treated.” I sat on his lap and put my arm around his neck. “You’re a manly man. We’re here to serve.”

“Is this what you want? I mean, to be like this?”

“Isn’t it nice for you?”

“I think I get your drift, but it’s not needed. We aren’t like sixties men any more than you’re sixties women.”

“But we want to make you happy. That’s first and foremost.”

“You make me happy by being who you are. If this is who you are, I can accept it, but I’d be happier if you weren’t so subservient. I’d love you either way, but I’d prefer you to just be you and not be a slave.”

“I see.” Josh nodded and expressed his feeling to Jessie, too.

Jessie spoke up. “Okay. So…we don’t have to be so subservient and we could be more modern. But the point is…we want to marry you both and be your wives.”

Their eyes lit up. Stan stuttered, “W, w, w, w, wives?”

I nodded. “What do ya think?”

“It’s kind of fast.” Stan looked at Josh. Josh shrugged. “I could live with it. I think you could too, Stan. These girls are the best girls we’ve ever encountered. The prettiest, most feminine. If we ever want kids, we can adopt.”

Stan nodded. “True on all counts. Well, how about we give it some time? At least until school starts for you two.”

I held his hand and gazed into his bright eyes. “If we marry you. We’ll move out here with you and finish school here. Or not finish school and be your housewives. Like we said, you come first.”

They both nodded. Josh said, “Okay. Well. At least we know where we stand with you girls. That’s a far cry from any other girls I ever dated.”

“Right. Okay. Since Jessie and I are virgins, we thought it proper to have a traditional ceremony that virgins have before their men make love to them.” I looked at my watch. “Okay. Now you boys go to the bathroom and while you do that, Jessie and I will have a quick change of clothes, pour some more drinks, and then we’ll be all ready for you.”

Josh and Stan looked at each other. Josh left for the bathroom. Stan stood and stretched. Jessie and I ran off to the kitchen area where I texted our person we had hired. Next we poured drinks and brought them out, then walked behind the privacy screen by the bed and helped each other out of our over-dresses to reveal our wedding dresses. We fluffed the crinoline and adjusted our stockings and crotchless panties and ribbons. We both removed our plugs and placed them in a bag in the garbage.

Jessie took the wedding veils out of the bag and we helped each other affix them in our hair. I dropped it over my shoulders

We held hands, looking into each other’s eyes. “Ready?”

“Ready.”

Our wedding dresses had the short crinoline skirt just above the tops of the stockings and our hard little cocks in their lace finery and ribbons. We stepped in tiny minced steps, our breasts jiggling, our little cocks dancing proudly and throbbing on and off as we came out of the privacy screen and approached our men seated on the sofa, sipping martinis. Huge smiles filled their faces, making us smile and giggle as we stepped like tiny dancers toward them.

The doorbell rang.

I looked at Stan. “Can you please let that woman in for us?”

He did as I asked and a petite, pretty woman came in the door, beaming at us. “So there’s a wedding today! I see the lucky girls and oh my, what handsome men. I’m Melissa, your JP.”

She stepped over to the four of us and we all shook hands and introduced ourselves. She looked around. “Over there I think.”

I took Stan by the hand and we stood to one side. Stan said, “We’re getting married?”

“I’d like us to. This JP ceremony isn’t binding unless we sign a marriage license in town. But I thought it would be a nice thing to do for us, since it is our first time making love with men.”

“I see. That sounds nice. It’s romantic, actually. I like the idea.”

“Good.” I stood on my toes and gave him a peck on the lips.

Jessie and Josh were ready. The JP stood waiting before us, smiling. I dug in my purse and took out the wedding ring, as did Jessie in her purse, and we handed them to the men.

We stood at attention before her, my arm in Stan’s. “Ready.”

The JP took her phone out and connected it to bluetooth in the cabin, then began some background wedding music. When it stopped, she smiled and took a paper from her purse. “We are gathered here to join in marriage, Stan and Samantha and Josh and Jessie….” She went through all the words and promises and we repeated them all to our partners, then the rings were placed. “…And Josh and Jessie, I pronounce you husband and wife and Stan and Samantha, I pronounce you husband and wife. You may now kiss your brides.” The JP started the wedding music again.

My heart raced in my chest. I so hoped Stan would follow through after and we’d get our license, but for now, I couldn’t have been happier. Tears welled in my eyes as Stan gave me a delicate kiss, one hand on my head cradling it, the other at my waist. I was melting with his kiss.

We broke the kiss, and I took a few deep breaths. Stan was beaming, as was Josh. We all looked around. The JP was smiling and clapping. I covered my mouth. “Oh, my god. Where are my manners? What kind of wife am I?” I clicked over to her and touched her arm. “May I get you a drink? Some snacks? Shrimp or cheese and crackers?”

“Oh, thanks, but I have another wedding in a few minutes. I’m waiting for them to call me to their cabin.” She folder her paper and put it back into her purse. “Congratulations to all of you. Have a wonderful wedding night!” She scurried out the door.

I led Stan to his seat on the couch and we all sat and sipped our drinks. Stan caressed my thigh while my crossed leg bounced and my cock did a dance. I finished my drink and placed it on the end table, then unzipped Stan’s pants and took his cock out and began sucking it. His hand caressed my hair beneath the veil. “You’re a lovely bride.” I turned my head to peek up at him and mumbled a thank you around his thick cock.

He laughed. “You’re even cuter when you mumble around a thick cock in that pretty face.”

I mumbled some more, laughing, and kept ministering to his gorgeous cock. We must have done that to our men for half an hour, bringing them to the edge and stopping, then doing it again.

Jessie called out, “I think we’re ready, over here. Josh said he can’t take much more. He’s going to come soon, no matter what.”

Stan chortled. “Me too. It’s just going to happen. I’m having a hard time not coming right now. Any overshoot and it’s done. I’d like to make love to my wife like this ceremony was meant for.” He tugged my head off his cock and stood. He lifted me and carried me to the vast bed, laying me on the satin sheets.

Josh carried Jessie over and placed her next to me. We lay there propped upon pillows, jerking our decorated little cocks while the men striped and hung their clothes on the chairs on each side of the bed. They were marvelous, their shaved smooth bodies, lightly chiseled abs and pecks, strong arms and legs. Both their manly cocks wagged in the air before them as they approached the bed.

They knelt on it and crawled up between our legs. I held Jessie’s hand, my heart racing. “This is it, Jess. Our husbands are going to make love to us.” She leaned over and gave me a peck on the lips, then squeezed my hand tight and held it fixed.

We riveted our eyes on the men, guiding their huge, hard cocks toward us. We pulled our legs back. The men pressed our thighs to the sheets, our high heels dangling in the air above us, our little cocks dancing between us and our men.

I stared intently as Stan held his thick cock and slid ever closer to my hole. It pressed against it and he looked at me. We locked eyes. “That’s it, sweetie. Fill me with your wonderful cock and spew your passionate come in to your wife.”

His breathing got faster, and he riveted his eyes on my face as the tip pressed against my lubed hole. I pushed back against it and it stretched me. Wider… wider… wider still. I looked over at Jessie with a frightened appearance on her face. I imagined my appearance must have been the same as that huge thick thing stretched me. I bit my lip.

“Is it okay? I’m not hurting you, am I?”

“Only a little. It’s okay. Once it gets past the gate, I’ll be okay. Push!”

He pressed it forward, and I grunted and then gasped as it spread me wide and slid in. My eyes burst open. “Oh, my god! Yes. Fuck me. Fuck me and fill me with your come, Stan. Sink your big manly-man cock deep into me so I can feel you come in my soul.”

Jessie was whimpering and squeezing my hand tight. I glanced at her as Josh pressed his cock deeper and deeper. Suddenly, Josh and Stan seemed to lose control. They both stiffened their bodies and held our thighs pressed to the bed, our high heels over us as they barely moved their cocks in an inch and stopped. I saw Stan’s face contort, his eyes widen, looking into my face as he grunted and moaned. I looked down at his gorgeous, long, thick cock barely in me and being wasted as it jerked and pulsed and shot his come into me.

“Oh, no!” I cried. I jerked my cock frantically to try to come, but Stan was already done and out. He collapsed upon me and Josh upon Jessie. I rubbed his back. He snuggled. I slid out from under him and he grabbed the pillow and hugged it to his chest. He let out a sigh. I was even more a woman now after experiencing the same disappointment many women ended up with on a regular basis.

I slid out of bed and stood. Jessie did the same. We moved to the foot of the bed and held hands. Jessie shook her head. “Well, seems our husbands have been taken care of. It was interesting seeing them coming in me. He wasn’t even in very far, though. Would have been nice to actually feel him coming inside of me. Nicer still if he lasted long enough for me to come.”

“I know. All this work. Is this what we have to look forward to? Husbands with gorgeous cocks that could take us to the moon, but end up having premature ejaculations for the rest of our lives?”

“Could be. It is a common problem, I hear. Most wives’ husbands get off before the wives do. I guess it’s our duty. We just need to accept it. They are fun to play with though, and nice to look at. And it was nice to have him come inside of me. Even if it was too soon and not deep enough to feel it at all.”

“You’re right. At least we have our manly men. We can try again another day.”

“Right.” Jessie turned to me. She lifted my dress and lifted her dress and moved closer. She stretched the sheath of my cock clothing and slid her cockette next to mine inside of it. “Oh god. This still is the best.”

I thrusted into our sheath, her silky cock rubbing on mine. “It is. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“Let’s get in bed so we can fall asleep after.”

“Good idea.” We maneuvered carefully in tiny steps until we could slip onto the bed beside the men. We lay on our sides and humped together in our silky sheath. We kissed deeply. Jessie massaged my breasts and I hers. Our breathing became choppy as we humped our cocks together like little boys into their pillows. We whimpered. Little squeaks came from Jessie and me as if they were someone else’s.

“Oh god, wife, you feel so good.”

“You do too, wife.”

We whimpered, our stocking covered legs slid frantically against each other. We humped and whined and squealed as our sweet-scented bodies jerked and spasmed and we flooded our cock clothing, stockings, and dresses with our wive’s squirts of passion.

I stroked her hair lying on our side, our legs wrapped over the other. “We never really needed manly men, did we?”

Jessie smiled. “No. We don’t really need them.”


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!

Barb and Thom

For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, in Kindle, paperback, and Audible versions, go to:

Amazon:

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