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“So, the dollar beer night combined with the Vegas night and the reverse raffle netted us eleven-thousand, three hundred and sixty-two dollars and sixty cents. We committed to a donation of two thousand for new gear for the basketball team. What do we do with the rest? I say we use it for ourselves.” Joel, our house president, stood there looking handsome as ever as he sipped his beer in front of the rest of the frat while we sat for our special meeting.

He looked around the room. No one needs to answer now. Just something to think about. We have two more fundraisers this month and we’ll have more to come. So... let’s celebrate and enjoy the night. Give yourselves a round of applause.”

Everyone clapped and cheered. Nicky patted my leg, and I patted his while we bounced our crossed legs in our girls’ loafers. “Wow, huh? Seems a diverse frat can do great things, huh, Reese?”

“Yeah. It’s great. It’s nice having money to help others with. Let’s get another beer.”

I led Nicky over to the bar, and we took a seat at it. Joel poured us another from the tap. “So, guys. What do you think about where to spend the money? I’d be interested in the femboy view point.”

Joel’s teeth flashed at us as he slid the beers in front of us.

Nicky rubbed my shoulder, his long mascaraed eyelashes fluttering, his clear-painted nails gleaming. “I don’t know. Maybe we should give more to the cheerleaders.”

Joel scoffed. “We gave those cackling girls enough already. How about we keep some in the family? What could we do?”

I leaned back, put my arm around Nicky. “Hmm, we already have a new TV and redid the kitchen. Don’t need new furniture and the only rent we pay is for food and drinks. I think we’re all pretty darn lucky.”

Joel nodded and came around the bar. He stood between us and sipped while he observed us. His eyes flitted over our smiling faces. He looked around. “Hey, Sam, Bob, Mike, come over here.”

They came over and stood there. Mike said, “What’s up?”

Joel patted my back. “Reese and Nicky and I are trying to think of something to keep the money local.”

Mike nodded and observed us. He was another one of those tall handsome guys I used to wish I was until I accepted I would never be that and became a femboy. The way they all looked at us so closely made me nervous.

I glanced at my clear painted nails and sniffed the perfume on my wrist. I dug in my man bag and took out my lip gloss and put some on. We had nothing to worry about, everyone was really great and open-minded in our frat. Some were gay, some not, some bi, and the others were just really nice normal guys. I bounced a foot in my girls’ jeans, looking at the shine of my girls’ patent leather loafers.

Mike said, “What if we do something for someone in the frat. People like Reese and Nicky here.”

I looked up at him. “Wow. Thanks, but we don’t need anything, right Nicky?”

“Right. We’re good.”

He shook his head.

Joel leaned down, put his arms over the backs of our chairs, and looked at each of us. “So. Guys. You’re femboys and that’s cool. You’re best buddies. Right?”

We nodded, not knowing where he was going.

“I mean, you like being fem. You wear nail polish, mascara and eyeliner and girls’ jeans and tops and shoes. It’s you, right?”

We nodded. I laughed. “We can’t all be handsome, men like you guys. I always wanted to be, but it’s kinda silly. Right Nicky?”

“Right. Fem is a better fit, and it’s great you all accept us. It’s makes us whole.” Nicky rubbed my thigh. “And you’re right. We’re best buddies.”

Joel nodded. Sam and Bob stood there, smiling. Bob said, “You guys are cool. The coolest guys in the frat. I say we do something for you guys.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Thanks Bob. Gosh.” I looked at Nicky. “I can’t think of anything to do for us, though.”

Nicky shook his head.

Joel nodded. “Now don’t take offense but, I mean...you guys like the fem stuff, so why not take it a little further? We could help with that. If you’d like that.”

“What? Like take it further?”

Mike smiled and clicked my beer with his. “That’s a great idea. Why not? I mean, you guys have the voices, looks, bodies. You’d be perfect if you took it further. You might like it. It would sure brighten this place up a bit too.”

I covered my mouth and laughed. “Oh, my god! You mean for us to masquerade as girls?”

Joel shook his head and scoffed. “Really? Would it really be masquerading? You’re both halfway there already. I bet you’d love to. You love fem things, so why not do it up? Have fun. Who knows, it might be something you can really get into. The money would be well spent if it helped you two to be who you want to be. Who knows? There’s a chance you’ll hate it and stay femboys. Slight chance, but why not try it?”

Nicky and I looked at each other, dumbfounded. My eyes flitted Nicky’s face and hair and eyes. He’d make a gorgeous girl. His eyes were flitting over me. His hand squeezed my thigh and then rubbed it, looking into my eyes with his big bright eyes. Nicky covered her mouth, her eyes wide. We looked back at the guys and Joel with blank faces. Nicky squeezed my hand tight.

“Do it. We’ll give you two five grand. Do it right. Have a ball. Right, guys?”

They all smiled and nodded and urged us on.

Our mouths hung open. We both covered our mouths, our eyebrows raised, and we squealed little squeals.

Mike, Bob, and Sam nodded. Joel moved to the center of the room. “Hey! Attention everyone. Raise your hand if you agree we should spend five grand of the money on Reese and Nicky taking their femboy appearance up a notch or two. Taking the feminine part of the presentation to 100 percent. If you agree, raise your hands.”

They hooted and howled and raised their hands and ran over to congratulate us and tell us how great we’ll be. Nicky and I snuggled against one another in our seats as they patted us on the shoulders and heads and jostled us around.

Joel applauded and shouted. “Okay! It’s decided. Nicky and Reese will be the first girls residing in this frat.” He turned to us and put his hands on the backs of our chairs. “Nicky and Reese. You have your orders. Spend the money and be girls. Start tomorrow.”
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We were up early after the party last night. We were both too excited to sleep in. Energized and on a mission, we ate a quick breakfast downstairs and dashed off to accomplish our new goal; being girls.

Of course, we had to change our current presentation as quickly and thoroughly as possible to be able to shop for girls’ clothes, and know how we’d look in them, so the first stop was the spa and salon. After a thorough body waxing of our minimal body hair, we had pedicures and matching manicures, complete with long fake nails. Next was our hair being lightly permed for some curls, highlighted, layered and styled. Watching it be completed and dried in the mirror was life changing. There was no hint left of us being guys. We had become girls!

Off to the mall and we were like two kids in a candy store. Every girl’s outfit we ever were jealous of, we had to get. Minidresses, miniskirts and tops, girls’ shoes that were truly feminine with sky high heels and wedges as opposed to our femboy, girls’ shoes. We even bought bikini bathing suits for laying in the sun. Jewelry, makeup, lingerie, bras, gel breast forms, panties, garter belts, garters stockings, pantyhose, and we hadn’t even gotten close to spending the five grand. Prom dresses, cocktail dresses, boleros, jean jackets, sweaters, shawls.

Three trips to the car and there was almost no room left for us. “I’m running out of steam, Reese.”

“I know the what you mean, Nicky. I think we have it all now, though, right?” I stared at the back seat. The trunk had already been filled.

“I hope so. Let’s take it home, have an iced coffee, and wash up what we have to so we can get dressed for tonight. We’re supposed to be girls today. The others will expect it. Besides, I can’t wait.”

Reese put her arm around me and hugged me to her. “I love your new hair. You’re so pretty now.” Her eyes beamed into me.

“Yours too. It suits you. Will you be my girlfriend, Nicky?”

“Only if you’ll be mine.” I hesitantly moved my face closer to hers. She didn’t back away. Her eyes flitted around my face. I moved in closer still.

She kissed me on the lips. “There. I did it. Our first kiss. Now that we’re girls, it’s cool, right?”

“Of course.” I gave her a peck on the lips and hugged her. “Let’s go.” I shut the car door, opened hers for her, and we left.

The other guys helped us unload our things and get them to our room. We unpacked, de-tagged, put things needing washing into the wash pile, then loaded the washer downstairs. We put away our makeup, jewelry, perfumes and so on and then dried the clothes and hung them or put them into drawers.

Joel stood in our doorway. “Wow. Quite the hall. Did you ladies spend it all?”

We turned to him. His eyes lit up when he saw our new hair and earrings. “Wow! Look at you two. You’re both stunning.”

We couldn’t help but smile and blush. I nodded. “I know. It’s something, isn’t it? Thanks to you and everyone else. And no. We didn’t spend it all. Still have plenty left. You can have it back.”

“Nonsense. Hang onto it. How about we throw a nice party in your honor?” He looked around. Nicky and I had chosen our outfits for tonight and laid them on the bed with our shoes on the floor next to them. “Those are really pretty dresses. Are you wearing them tonight?”

“Think we should? We were wondering if it might be a bit too much for our first night as girls.” I held the minidress up against me and looked down at it. “It’s so feminine and sexy, though. I love it.”

“If it makes you feel good, it’ll make us all feel good. Wear them and show us how good you did and how proud you two are. Shine like stars.”

“Okay then. We will. We won’t let you guys down.”

“Okay, so come downstairs as your new selves. How about we all have a couple of drinks before we go our ways this evening? I’ll let everyone know to join us for your reveal.” His eyes were bright with happiness for us.

I nodded excitedly, wringing my hands. “Sounds great! Can’t wait.”

Joel left, and Nicky and I stared at our things on the bed. Nicky shook her head. She chuckled. “This is gonna be crazy. We’re gonna look like a couple of hot chicks in front of a bunch of guys at a frat. That sounds kind of risky, doesn’t it?”

I laughed. “It does. But we know these guys and they’re all great, so what better place to come out than here?”

“True.”

I moved closer to Nicky and ran a hand through her hair. “Let’s rinse off and do our makeup and hair and get dressed.”

Her eyes gazed lovingly into mine. “Yeah. Rinse off...”

“Uh..yeah... Rinse off... Uh...” I gave her a peck on the lips.

She kissed me hard on the lips. “You can go first. I’ll be right behind you. I want to organize my jewelry for tonight.”

“Oh... I guess that’s okay.”
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I rinsed off, then washed and conditioned my hair, wrapped a towel around me under my arms, then dried my hair, all fluffy and full. It was luxurious about my face and neck. Nicky came in and snuck into the shower. I swore she had a hard-on through the misty, fogged door. Mine was hard, but I had slipped on a pair of snug panties before I wrapped the towel around myself. How could we not be hard when, every time we saw ourselves or each other, we saw a pretty, sexy girl?

I did my makeup for a bold nighttime feel. We both had seen so many YouTube videos on makeup and contouring and different techniques that we were expert already. The only difference doing our makeup tonight is we were supposed to look like girls, not femboys. It was absolutely liberating. I loved the fresh face looking back in the mirror.

I stepped into the bedroom as Nicky climbed out of the shower and began her hair drying and makeup. Sitting on the bed, I slipped off the towel and my panties and slid up the sheer suntan pantyhose that I had cut a piece of the gusset out of. They slid deliciously up my waxed, polished legs. Next I untucked my package through the gusset then slid up a pair of black lace panties and tucked my hardness against my tummy. The bra felt wonderful as I slid the gel breast forms into the cups and made cleavage. I adjusted the straps and forms.

The V-neck, black chiffon minidress was heavenly against my skin. The satin lining glided over my stockinged legs and I put my arms through the straps and zipped the back up with some difficulty. I readjusted my cleavage and sat down again to slip on the strappy, delicate, five inch heeled stilettos and strap them to my ankle. I clasped glittering ankle bracelets around my ankles, drawing attention to their sensual curve in the high heels.

Stepping over to the dresser in delightful minced steps, I inserted my dangle earrings and put on my necklace, bracelets, and rings. The feminine, sweet, perfume I bought was sprayed under my dress, on my legs, arms and hair and put me into a cloud of feminine scent that accentuated the prettiness that coursed through my being.

I loaded my matching purse with the perfume, my phone, IDs, credit cards, tissues, blush, lipstick and mints. My long nailed thumb hooked over the slung purse as I made my way in tiny, vulnerable and feminine steps to the full-length mirror. I moved back and forth before it, posing different ways, my eyes roaming from head to toe all of the obvious evidence that I was all girl. A smile filled my face from ear to ear and my heart pounded in my chest. I ran my hand through my hair and tilted my head seductively. There was an uncontrollable, incessant throbbing in my panties.

I was stunning, sexy, inviting. My cleavage showed lusciously as my breasts heaved and tugged on my chest. I massaged one with my left hand and my right hand glided down to the front of my dress. I smoothed out the dress and couldn’t help stopping on the way to rub my throbbing panties while looking into my eyes.

Lifting the hem of the dress, I told myself it was okay to do this and slid the panties under my package to free it from its bondage. I dropped the hem of the dress and smoothed it. No evidence of the hardness beneath was visible. I grasped it through the dress in the silky lining and stroked it, lusting for the pretty girl in the mirror. My breath became choppy. I was approaching the point of no return. My knee twitched, and I held onto the wall.

“Oh, my! Aren’t you incredible, Reese!”

My hand let go, and I composed myself. “Huh, uh... Thanks Nicky!” I flattened my dress and checked to be sure it didn’t show.

Nicky sat on the bed and started dressing. I moved about before the mirror, inspecting myself further.

Nicky smiled up at me as she slid her pantyhose up one calf. “I hope you don’t mind me saying but, you give me a hard-on Reese.”

I laughed. “I guess that’s good because I give myself one too.”

She loaded her gel breast forms into her bra. “I know. I enjoyed watching you jerking off, looking at that sexy lady in the mirror until I was afraid you’d mess your dress when your leg twitched.”

My face flushed, and I turned to her. “You saw me!? Oh god. I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay. I had to do that after I did my makeup, too. I stopped before I finished though, too. I think we’ll both be like that until we get more used to it all. It’s all so sensual and we’re so sexy.”

She smiled and stood, then with two fingers, moved her hardness tucked against her belly in her panties. “See?” She shook her head. “It’s all good, girl. It’s all good.” She slipped on her chiffon minidress like mine but in tan.

“Right. Of course.” I throbbed under my dress from seeing the outline of her arousal. Then kept throbbing, seeing her shapely leg step into the dress in her tan-patent, strappy stilettos and slide the dress up to slip her arms into the straps. “Can you zip me, sweetie?”

“Of course. I had a hell of a time doing it myself.” I stepped over to her and held the top of the dress together while she held the bottom and I zipped it. “There.”

“Thank you.” She turned to me, smiling. “Your scent is as wonderful as your demeanor.” She placed a hand gently on my shoulder and sniffed my hair. “Mmm, very sexy.” She leaned back, her arms around my neck, looking into my eyes.

I throbbed under my dress and moved away to arrange things on the dresser. “Uh... You know... These dresses won’t show a hard-on beneath them if you let it loose by pulling the panties under the package. At least for me it doesn’t. But you' seem to be a bit bigger than me, it might for you.”

“Really? I’m no bigger than you. I don’t think. I mean. Well, I never got a good view of yours, so I don’t know.” She reached under her dress and pulled her panties under, then minced her way to the mirror and stood there playing with it through her dress. “Hmm...” She let it go after a while, then flattened her dress. “Nope. Hard as a rock under there and no evidence of it. Cool” She turned to me. “Are you gonna leave it like that when we go downstairs or go out?” She walked around in tiny minced steps, her hips wagging a bit from the heels.. “It’s really nice against the satin lining.”

I shook my head. “I don’t think so. It’s too much. I mean... I don’t want to just sense the sex and sensuality of this through that alone. I want the whole body to pay attention, not just one thing. You know? I want to feel pretty and feminine all over. Not just there.” I reached under and retucked it while looking in the mirror. “There. Much better.”

“I think you’re right.” Nicky stepped over to the mirror and stood next to me while she lifted her dress. It was standing at attention and bobbing in the air. I had never seen it, or any other one, like this, in person, up close, hard like that. I couldn’t take my eyes off of it.

Nicky put her left hand on my shoulder, and she stroked herself. “It feels so pretty right now. Perhaps I should let it be free. What do you think?” Her eyes flitted over my face. Her painted lips and made-up eyes made me throb more. I couldn’t keep my eyes from looking at her cock while she stroked it.

I turned away. I was getting too hot looking at her while she stroked it in the mirror. “I, uh...it’s up top you Nicky. I mean, it’s your experience, not mine. I won’t hold it against you if you do. Why should I?”

I sat on the bed watching her lower her dress, then wrap it in the dress and stroke it. Why should I care? Because I’ll be knowing that very enticing thing of hers is hard under her dress and I’ll want to touch it all night long. Then we’ll be all messed up. Our friendship will be ruined and we’ll be gay and messed up. I took a deep breath.

Nicky gave herself a few more strokes, then whimpered and her leg twitched and she tucked it all back into her panties. “You’re right. It’s too much. It’s better left tucked for now.”

“Right. See? I agree. I’m better about it that way, too.”

“About me?” She looked at me, an eyebrow raised. “About me being free under the dress?”

I tilted my head down and eyes up. “Yes. It’s... It’s too much for me to know it’s there like that, all pretty and hard and happy. I’d do something I might regret and ruin our friendship.”

Nicky sat next to me, crossed her silky stockinged legs and bounced a foot. Her arm wrapped around my shoulder. “Reese. We’d never not be friends. I love you, buddy. And if we did something gay like that....well...we are two girls now....so....I don’t know. I see what you mean, though. We have paradigms to break to do something like that. How would we sleep together in the same bed if we did that? I mean, now we just go to bed. Then what would we do?” Her hand drifted to my thigh and glided on it, caressing it. She gazed lovingly at me.

I took a deep breath and looked at my watch. “We should go downstairs for cocktails now. Joel said 5 o’clock. And it’s 5:05.” I stood up and offered my hand.

Nicky stood and straightened her dress. Clicked over to the dresser and sprayed on her new perfume and loaded her purse. She slung it over her shoulder and hooked her thumb to rest on it. “Ready.”

“You sure are. Your aroma is even like a dream now. You know the guys are gonna have the same reaction to us we do.”

“Ya think?”

“I know. Then what?”

“They’ll all be good. You’ll see.” I gave her a peck on the lips, throbbed in my panties, and took her hand. We navigated the curved staircase to the parlor.
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We reached the bottom of the stairs. Nicky’s face showed her fear and excitement. We raised our eyebrows and chuckled nervous chuckles. “This is it,” I said.

Nicky nodded. “Yup. Let’s do it.”

Our heels clicked erotically in minced steps across the hardwood floor. By the time we had reached the arched doorway, all eyes were looking toward our sound. We held each other’s arms tight as we stood in the doorway. All eyes were on us. Smiles filled their faces. Wolf whistles came from them and then... applause.

Joel came over and offered an arm to each of us and led us to the bar. He held one bar seat and Mike held the other as we slid onto the seats and crossed our legs, each of us bouncing a foot. Nicky’s face was glowing with happiness. I was no different. The guys were being so nice.

Joel moved behind the bar. “I didn’t think beer would be very feminine, so I made some cosmopolitan martinis for you ladies and even bought edible flowers for garnish.” He slid the frosted martini glasses before us and then shook a frosty drink shaker and poured the frothy, floral scented liquid into the glasses and placed the edible flowers on the rims.

He held his beer up and motioned to everyone. “Toast. To the classiest, sexiest, most feminine and stunning ladies a frat house has ever seen.”

We both grasped the stems in our glittering, long nailed fingertips and raised it carefully to the crowd. My eyes wanted to tear as I looked at Nicky, seemingly just as emotional. She grasped my hand and squeezed it. I spoke up with a choked up voice as best I could, “Thank you all for making this possible and for being so kind and supportive to us. You don’t know how special this is for us.” We raised our glasses, and we all drank.

Mike, Sam, and Bob came over along with Joel. The others milled about, checking us out and smiling. Everyone congratulated us and I was on top of the world.

Joel poured us a second drink as the group began to break up and leave. “So ladies. Any plans for tonight?” Mike, Bob, and Sam were still with us on our side of the bar, standing by our seats.

“Uh... We hadn’t gotten that far,” I said, then sipped my drink. “Thanks for these drinks. They’re lovely, by the way.”

“Quite welcome.” Joel said. “So. No plans, huh?”

Nicky and I looked at each other. Nicky said, “Not sure where we could go dressed like this. I mean, it’s one thing to go out as a femboy, but to go out as a lady in classy clothes, having to be the lady all night. Where do two sexy girls go? We could get in trouble. We could have guys hitting on us that aren’t as accepting of our secrets as our frat brothers.” I shrugged and sipped, looking into Joel’s pretty blue eyes, his teeth flashing.

Mike put his hand on Nicky’s shoulder. “She’s right. It could be a problem if no guys are with them. Should we take them somewhere? What do you think, ladies? We could be your bodyguards and escorts. Of course, we’d have to up our appearance a notch, too.”

Nicky and I looked at each other and raised our eyebrows. I sipped then said, “That would be really nice of you guys. It would let us feel a lot safer that way. Nicky?”

She nodded. “God yes. If you guys will give up a night out with the guys. I mean. Don’t do it unless you have nothing else to do.” She looked at Sam and Bob, Mike and Joel. They shook their heads.

Bob scoffed, “When would any college guys get to go out to a nice dinner with some classy, sexy college girls? Girls don’t dress like that around campus. High heels? Forget it... ouch... they hurt my feet.... stockings? Eww, they’re tight and they're expensive and they run if you’re not careful. I know that’s what the girls I’ve met think about being girls. You two have it down pat. No guys would have it so good to go out with girls like you two. I’d cancel any plans I had to join you ladies.”

Sam nodded. “Me too.”

Mike nodded. “You bet.”

Joel downed his beer. “Well, let’s get cleaned up, a tie and sport-coat and clean jeans and boots, and we can take the ladies out. Right, guys?”

They pounded their beers.

“If it’s okay with the girls, that is. You sure, ladies?” Joel raised his eyebrows. “We will behave.”

“We trust you all. Sounds wonderful,” I said.

Nicky nodded, holding her drink in her fingertips and bouncing a high-heeled foot. “Can’t wait.”

Joel came around the bar. He looked at his watch. “We’ll be back down in ten minutes. Right, guys?”

“Right.”

Mike, Sam, and Bob ran off. Joel held his hand out and took mine. He kissed the back of it. “Thank you.” He did the same to Nicky. “Be right back.”
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“Seems the guys might be more into this than us,” Nicky said.

“That may be.” I sipped my drink. “That’s nice though. I’ll feel so much safer with them with us.”

“Me too.”

We relaxed and enjoyed the drink, talking about how nice this entire experience felt so far. Our hard-ons had subsided, and we were just two pretty girls enjoying being girls.

The guys grouped back up with us. All of them looked quite handsome in their ties, sport-coats and clean jeans. They wore nice cologne and had shaved. Joel’s thick hair was wet yet, as was Mike’s.

Joel had an old Cadillac Escalade we all fit in well. The men were gentlemen, opening our doors and helping us in and out. It took three tries to find seating at a restaurant. Since they were all in the same area, Joel just ran in and checked until he found one, then left the car with the valet.

We walked like princesses with a man on each arm to the doorman and into the maitre’d. He smiled at Joel. “So that table will do? I think it will be fine. They’re moving seats over to it right now. Like I said, our tables are generous and a four seater is a six seater at any other restaurant.”

Joel said, “Thanks.” He slipped him some cash and the maitre'd smiled and said, “Right this way, sirs and ladies.” He led us to a table by the kitchen doors with six seats packed around it. Joel and Mike hopped to attention and pulled out seats for Nicky and me, opposite each other and between two guys each.

We sat, and they slid our chairs under us while we scooted our dresses under our thighs and sat and crossed our legs. They sat beside us.

A waiter poured ice water into the stemmed crystal glasses while he spoke in a French accent. “We have an escargot special tonight and an African lobster tail and Maine lobster tail combo. The oysters are Moon pies from Washington state and are small, minerally, and succulent. The steak tonight is a fourteen ounce grass-raised Delmonico.” He stood with his linen napkin over his arm, holding his silver tray. “May I bring any drinks or would you like a minute to view the drink menu in front of you?”

He looked at Nicky and I. “You ladies might like the Blushing Bride Martini with St Germain, Kettle One and an edible flower garnish and a stirrer of Luxardo cherries. You gentlemen might like the original, French, New Orleans Sazerac made with Cognac instead of the American Rye and Absinthe with a lemon twist. Very fragrant and flavorful.”

Joel raised his eyebrows and smiled, waiting for us to respond.

The waiter looked at me. “Blushing Bride sounds perfect.”

Nicky agreed. All the men ordered the Sazerac.

I sipped my iced water. “So Joel. Can we pay for this with the frat’s donation? We have a ton left yet.”

“Sure. It’s a part of your coming out costs. Right, guys?” He looked around the table. They all nodded.

We chatted about our day. Nicky and I became very animated, describing the salon experience, and trying on clothes and shoes, and all the thrills we had that day. All of them seemed to be very interested in all of it.

Our drinks arrived, and Joel made a toast. “To Reese and Nicky’s full and complete initiation to become the woman of their dreams. It sure seems to fit well.”

We all raised our glasses. They looked at Nicky and me as we looked fearful and we nodded and I said, “To full initiation? Not that we weren’t already initiated when we joined the frat.”

Joel laughed. “Oh, don’t worry. Bad choice of words on my part. You don’t need an initiation. I should have said immersion into femininity or something like that.”

I laughed, and Nicky nodded and laughed, and we all drank.

We ordered oysters, and another drink, then perused the full menu. The men were perfectly classy gentlemen. The whole time being very concerned, everything was wonderful, and we were happy. It was incredible to be treated with such respect and reverence. I never was so powerful and confident in my skin and it was an aphrodisiac of its own, making me throb in my panties once more.

I kept crossing and recrossing my legs, immersing myself in my ramped up femininity; the sensations of the breasts, panties, minidress, high heels, my stockings slipping together... I’d sniff the perfume on my wrist, play with my hair. I even allowed Joel to keep his hand on my leg when he touched it once and I held it there and glided it back and forth on it. Just his attention to me was another aphrodisiac for some reason.

Watching Nicky, she seemed to be doing the same with Mike while they chatted animatedly. We behaved through a luscious meal; the men getting the steaks and the girls the lobster. During the relatively quiet meal, Joel spoke up quietly, looking around to be sure no one would hear. “Uh... If I may, you two don’t have to answer because it’s private but... Everyone is wondering... Are you two a couple? Do you have girlfriends? Are you interested in guys? Just curious. Don’t answer if you don’t want to or you’ll be uncomfortable. Right, guys?” He looked around the table. Everyone looked serious.

I looked over at Nicky and raised my eyebrows. She shrugged. “They should know. I trust them.”

I nodded. “Okay. Here it is. Nicky and I are best friends. We never had sex or touched one another in that way, ever. We never had boyfriends or girlfriends that we had sex with. We’re....” I laughed. “I guess we’re not blushing brides like the drink, but more like total virgins. We don’t know and we don’t know what we don’t know even. Right Nicky?”

She nodded, finished chewing, and said, “Right. We’re in no-man's-land right now. We’re girls but we’re not... but we are. What do we do? We had a couple of uncomfortable moments today together, probably because of that.” She reached across and squeezed my hand, then let it go. “I know I’m struggling with my sexuality because being feminized like this is so immersive in sensuality it makes you wonder what’s right and wrong and all of that. It’s heavenly, of course, and completely natural, but we have baggage right now. Does that make any sense?”

I nodded. “Oh yeah. To me it does. Guys?” I looked around the table. They all nodded.

Joel’s hand slid onto my thigh and caressed it. “Thanks for sharing that. At least now we know how you both feel and that way maybe we can help if we can. I’m sure any of your brothers will help in any way they can, too. Don’t hesitate if you want to talk about it.” He squeezed my leg and gazed into my eyes lovingly, then looked around the table at everyone. “Right?”

They all nodded and agreed.

When we were done with dinner, we had espressos and shared deserts together. Joel insisted on feeding me little tastes of each one while he gazed lovingly into my eyes. I was falling for this being a girl stuff. It was fantastic. No one had ever treated me so well and I never was so confident of who I was—except for my sexual preferences. There were now a lot more scary options than my mundane loving hand.

I used my frat-house card and gave the bill to Joel so he could see it and tip it and sign it. We all walked down the street because us girls never danced in heels and needed to learn, and girls always love to dance. Joel promised to not drink anymore and be the designated driver so we could all party.

Nicky and I left to the ladies’ room and did our thing and redid our lipstick and touched up our blush and hair and sprayed fresh perfume on.

At the mirror, Nicky shook her head while adjusting her cleavage. “It’s amazing. Joel is so insightful. All of them are so considerate. I’m glad we’re going dancing too. We need to be able to dance like girls do.”

I nodded and fingered my hair in the mirror. “We do. We have a lot to learn to be the girls we are. I have a hunch we’ll learn a lot more yet tonight.” I turned to Nicky, took her in my arms, leaning back to gaze at her. “I’m so happy to have you as a best friend, too.” I tilted my head and moved my face in for a kiss as I cradled her head. We kissed lightly. I throbbed in my panties. I pulled back. “Hey! Why don’t we let it all hang out? Let our little girls free while we walk and go dancing.” The smile on my face was as big as Nicky’s.

“Why not! Let’s be as sexy as we look. My body is tingling everywhere now and it won’t be concentrated on just that part. Let it feel pretty and dance a little too.”

We both reached under our dresses and set them free.
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I could hear the dance club sex beat from the sidewalk as we were each escorted on the arms of two handsome men into the club. We found a booth and ordered drinks, Joel behaving. The rest of us did shots of blowjobs and B-52s and sipped beer.

I slid my hand over to Joel next to me and had him glide his hand on the thigh of my crossed legs while we seat danced. I rubbed his hard thigh in his jeans, hoping he might be comfortable with that, and he crossed his leg, letting my hand slip over to his crotch. He whispered in my ear. “Feel how sexy I think you are.” He gently glided my hand over his crotch and pressed my palm on his huge hardness. I couldn’t resist squeezing it and testing the heft of it.

I whispered back. “God, that’s one to be proud of.”

“Thanks! You should be proud too, because it’s you making it that way. You’re very sexy, Reese. I’m not being rude to you, am I?”

I shook my head as his big hand caressed my thigh. “Not at all. This is nice.... but... uh... I think we should dance before I take yours out. I somehow feel I want to for some reason and it’s scaring me.”

“Right.”

He turned to Mike next to him. Not sure how I got shoved into the corner and Mike left out by himself. “Hey Mike. Let’s take the girls dancing like we promised.”

He stood to let us out. “You two go. I’m gonna people watch and sip this beer.”

We slid out and Joel led me by the hand to the dance floor. Nicky was already out there with Bob and Sam and dancing like she was always a girl. Both guys had a hard-on showing in their jeans, and so did Joel. We danced, Joel’s eyes going to my legs and breasts and hair and face while my eyes were dancing around his broad shoulders, fine skin and hair, and flashing teeth and... his hardness I couldn’t help glancing at over and over.

My free little buddy was having the time of its life flailing around, hard under my dress, lifted by the panties and rubbing its tip against the satin lining. I was sexier than I’d ever been and was every bit the pretty girl as the energy from the pounding music, Joel’s ogling of me, and all of it coursed through my feminine, girly body.

We danced until I needed a drink and Joel led us back to the booth where Mike sat. He stood and Joel slid in this time and I slid between them.

“Pleasant time dancing?” Mike’s bright eyes shined in the light.

“Lovely. Much more fun as a girl.” I sipped my drink. “I think the high heels make a person move better. I’m not as geeky as I normally am. I’m sexy instead.”

“Good! I was watching and you do dance really sexy.” He placed a hand on my crossed leg. I slid it on my thigh, squeezing his hand. “Thanks for saying so. It makes me feel so pretty.”

“Oh, you’re very pretty. You feel really nice too. Is this okay...to rub your leg? It’s so silky and sexy.”

I nodded and smiled. “It’s heavenly. Enjoy. I am.”

I turned to Joel. I didn’t want him to be left out. “Thanks for the dancing. It gave me more confidence.” I looked into his eyes and slid my hand onto his crotch. “I felt pretty up there.” I couldn’t resist squeezing it.

“You were pretty…and very sexy.” He put his hand on mine and pressed upward into it, throbbing under my palm. “Very. Still are. Your touch is wonderful, too.”

Mike was rubbing my leg. Now what? Stuck between the two of them, I didn’t want to let either be left out. I didn’t want to take it too far, either. I wasn’t ready for that. I throbbed between my legs in the dress's satin lining. Now what? I looked over at Nicky and it appeared she was in a similar situation. Her eyes told me it was time.
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“Joel. I think we should go back to the frat. It’s getting late, and it’s been a very long day.”

“Your wish is our command. Guys, the ladies want to go home.”

We all left and were soon back at the frat. Nicky and I really didn’t need another drink, but it would have been rude not to do a nightcap with the boys.

Joel moved behind the bar. “How about we all do a blowjob with the girls?” He grinned as he stood with his hands on the bar. Nicky and I laughed and blushed.

The thought of giving these guys blowjobs was becoming intriguing. I throbbed in my panties and sat at the bar with my legs crossed, bouncing a foot. “Swallowing a blowjob and going to bed sounds like a routine all good girls should do, right?” I laughed. They all looked like I meant the real thing. Nicky looked frightened. “Pour away bartender!” The tension released.

We did the shots and gave a peck and hugs to the guys to say goodnight and Nicky and I walked hand in hand up the stairs to our room.

I closed the door behind us. “What a night, huh?” I wrapped my arms around Nicky’s neck and gazed into her made-up eyes and luscious, painted lips. “So pretty.”

“You too. You know... For a second there, I thought you meant it when you said good girls should give blowjobs before bed.” She laughed. “It scared the crap out of me.”

“I could tell. But didn’t the thought of it send a thrill through you?”

She nodded. “I was throbbing in my panties... Like I have been all night. I’ve never been this horny.” She moved away toward the bed and folded the covers down to the pink satin sheets, then sat on it gazing at me—sexy silky legs crossed, bouncing a high-heeled foot.

“Yeah. Me too. Never been this horny.” I sat next to her on the bed. “What should we do? I mean, normally, when I’d get horny... Not even as horny as I am now... I’d just go jerk off in the bathroom and get it off my back.” I placed my hand on her thigh and glided it on her stockinged leg, gazing into her eyes.

She nodded. “I know. Or I’d use a tissue in bed while you were sleeping and just let it go into that.”

“You did that? Next to me?”

She nodded sheepishly.

I laughed. “I did that too. Surprised we didn’t catch each other.” My eyes flitted over her hair and face. I touched the back of my hand to her cheek. “What if we just do it in front of each other, now that we know?”

She shrugged. Glided her hand on my thigh. “Hmm... I think we should. We need to get used to guys coming if we’re girls and this is a way to... get comfortable with it?” She caressed my leg. She lifted the hem of my dress up slightly, took my hand and slid it underneath my dress, moving it to my hardness. “Take it and jerk it for me, if you will. I’ll do mine.”

We both did, our dresses fluffing up and down while we jerked and looked into each other’s eyes. She was so pretty.

“If we’re going to be girls, we’ll need to learn to do this for guys. Touching Joel’s hard cock tonight was thrilling. Did you do that with Mike?” I stroked slowly as she did.

She nodded. “Uh, huh. Well, through his pants. I’d have liked to touch it, though.”

“Me too. Let’s do that for each other. Okay? Are you okay with that? We’re girls and need to know these things.”

She nodded hurriedly, and our hands flew under each other’s dresses and grabbed hold.

My breathing was choppy, my heart racing. It was so thrilling to actually hold and stroke someone else’s cock. Her soft hand on my cock felt heavenly. “This is so very nice. Yours is so velvety and hard.”.

She whimpered, stroking me gently and sensually as I did her. “So is yours. You know what’s really nice? Sometimes I do it in bed. I use a rubber with a little lube in it and use that.”

My eyes popped open. “I’ve done that too. It’s all wet and silky.”

She nodded. “Wanna?”

I nodded nervously. She leaned over to her nightstand and took out two condoms and lube and opened and put some in one and slid it onto me. She handed one and the lube to me and I did it for her.

“This is really nice—your hand doing this for me. It’s so much more special.” Nicky gave me a peck on the lips.

I nodded. “Now we can take care of each other. It’s only right that close girl friends like us should.”

She nodded and smiled lovingly, stroking me so deliciously.

I kissed her back, stroking her cock in the rubber, squeezing it and rubbing the tip with my thumb. I pulled back and looked into her eyes. I pushed her back on the bed and we both slid up and together, our silky stockinged legs crossing and sliding. Our high heels bumped into each other’s on and off while we writhed, jerked, and hugged each other, our breasts pressing together. I sniffed her neck and ran my tongue in circles on it.

Nicky kissed my neck and massaged my breast. Her breath was hot. I pulled her face to me and kissed her deeply. She tasted of a fresh mint she must have taken.

We whimpered and stroked, our hands bumping into each other between us. My hardness in her hand was right next to hers. I opened her hand and had her let go of me, then wrapped my fingers around both of our cocks and squeezed them together and began humping against her cock.

Nicky whimpered and squealed. She broke the kiss and pulled back to gaze into my eyes, her one hand caressing my hair as she gazed lovingly into my eyes and humped into my hand against my cock. “Oh god, honey. You are such a sexy, pretty girl, Reese. I can’t hold back anymore.” She whimpered delightfully as she humped like an adolescent into a pillow. Her legs tensed as did mine, and we locked our legs together, the silky stockings gliding them into place.

She was pulsing in my hand. I came immediately with her as we both humped into my hand, our cocks pressed together, and we whimpered and moaned quietly while looking into each other’s tortured, but beautiful, feminine faces. “Oh god Nicky! I love you.”

“I love you too, Reese. I love you so much. We’re so much alike.” She hugged me tight to her, our cocks starting to go limp in the rubbers in my hand. I moved back and lifted our dresses out of the way, took off our rubbers carefully and jumped out of bed to dispose of them.

I slid my panties up and tucked it in, then slid back into bed next to Nicky. “Can I spoon you while we fall asleep?” I sniffed the perfume in her hair, wrapped my arms around her and massaged both her breasts. I pressed my hips into her bottom.

“Mmm, that’s freaking wonderful.” She pressed her bottom back against me. “You know there is something else we need to learn to be as girls. We need to be the receiver. We need to be a depository. A receptacle.”

“Mmm... I’m too tired to think about that. You can take that task on for us to figure out how to learn that. Goodnight sweet Nicky.”

“Goodnight sweet princess.”
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The morning sun was high enough to impinge on my face. I opened my eyes to find Nicky next to me, lying on her side facing me, her hair mussed but pretty, her makeup slightly worn. Her legs were stretched out in her sheer pantyhose and heels and were very sexy. Her dress was scrunched up, revealing her hardness in her sheer tan lace panties. I throbbed in my panties, looking at her.

I watched as her cock throbbed under the sheer fabric, screaming out to me to be touched. I couldn’t resist and gently pulled the thin fabric aside, took her shaft between my thumb and forefinger, then wrapped my lips over the tip, ran my tongue around the shaft as I bobbed my head on it while looking up at her.

Her eyes burst open as she looked down at me, and a smile filled her face. Her hand moved to my head. “Oh, my god. Why didn’t we do this sooner? Silly paradigms.” She laughed and slid around while I tried desperately to hang on to her cock. Before I knew it, my panties were aside, and she had my hardness in her hot mouth as we lay on our sides. I took hers back into my mouth and we imitated each other with our ministrations. It was sheer heaven.

It didn’t take but a minute before we both were whimpering and jerking our legs, our toes pointed. A gush of her sweet cream flooded my mouth, her cock pulsing in my fingers and my cock responded in like while I whimpered. We fucked each other’s faces as if we were blow-up dolls or Fleshlights.

My heart pounded as I realized how good I made her feel now, and how wonderful it was to give something like that to someone. We let our cocks go limp in each other’s mouths and then just suckled them gently and lovingly so as not to overstimulate them and make us retreat. It was lovely.

We did this, running our hands over each other’s legs and, in a bit, we were both hard again and going at it with vigor. We had just come, so we weren’t close to the edge anymore and could really work each other’s cocks in our mouth with bobbing tongues, flicking, stroking, tugging our shaved globes.

It took some time... Glorious minutes... And then her cock pulsed in my hand and mouth and a slight spurt fed my hunger as we both whimpered some more and came. We lay there again, letting them go limp in our mouths, and suckled them some more. I imagined we could do that all day. Should we?

Nicky pulled herself from my face and swung around to embrace me and kiss me deeply. I could still taste my come in her mouth and I was sure she tasted hers. She pulled back from the kiss, stroked my hair, and gazed into my eyes. “Oh my god, girl. You have brought me to heaven.” She laughed. “We can’t do this all day... Can we?” She laughed again.

I took a deep breath, taking in her beauty. I ran my hand through her hair. “Nah... we could... But we shouldn’t. Wouldn’t ever want to get sick of doing that by doing it too much.”

“Right. So what do we do today, Reese?”

“I think we should find a way to pay all our brothers back for investing in us. It would only be right to give them something in return, right?”

“I guess it is only right. What could we do?” She grinned.

“Well, there is more than one thing, too. You have a task to learn how we can be receivers of men’s passion. Remember?”

“Oh yeah. That. Okay.”
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Nicky solved our training issue about being receivers by googling it while I showered. She had a plan, and that was the first task of the day to start our training. She also figured out how to pay the frat back for what they did for us.

We dressed in tank tops, with our bras and gel breast-forms, of course, denim miniskirts, and wedge heels, and after breakfast, we were off. I drove us to the place Nicky said would have what we needed for our training.

The guy at the counter was cute, and he grinned as he directed us to the area we needed to go. We found an attachment for the shower to do our mandatory daily clean-outs and then found vibrating, inflatable butt plugs that grew in length and girth when inflated. While we were there, we couldn’t resist the large, realistic looking, skin-like, vibrating strap-ons and bought two of them as well. At the next stop, we got the rest of the things to help repay the guys back.

Back at the frat, we dashed upstairs to our room and prepared and cleaned the plugs and strap-ons and attached the shower clean-out attachment. Since it wasn’t long since we both pooped, we couldn’t resist getting clean and putting in our plugs.

We both cleaned out and looked at the plugs as they sat on the bed. Nicky pumped one up with the bulb on it so we could see the extent of the intrusion we’d have.

I shook my head. “I don’t know, sweetie. It looks pretty substantial. I mean, when does it ever stop growing?”

She kept pumping it. “Hmm, I don’t think it does. We don’t have to pump it all the way, though. Nope. Did you put the app on your phone?”

“I did.” I took my phone out and paired it with the plug, then tested the vibrations. There were multiple patterns and one that repeated them all. “I like the one that does it all.”

“Me too. Let’s get you started now.” She held it and deflated it.

“That’s looks more doable. The package said we should be fully aroused, so it’ll be easier to get in.”

“Well, get aroused.” She waited.

“A little help would be nice.”

“Okay, you sissy. Get on your knees on the bed, face on your arms on the bed and lift that cute butt.”

I did, and she reached under me and pulled my panties aside and milked me like a cow.

“Oh my, that’s lovely. Milk me honey.”

“No coming. Tell me when you’re near the edge and I’ll stuff it in you.”

“Slide it in me, please.”

“Right.”

“I’m ready.”

The cold wetness from the lubed tip passed between my butt cheeks and pressed on my hole. It felt nice. I pressed back on it and Nicky pushed it forward and it sucked in to the hilt. I gasped and she let go of my cock and pumped the plug up while I looked back over my shoulder and it grew in me.

“Oh, my god. It feels wild. It’s growing and filling me and feeling better every second. The vibrations are incredible. I think I’m oozing.”

She looked under me and wiped a drip from my bobbing cock. “You are. Should I put a rubber on it?”

“Sure. Please do.”

Nicky was quick to slip a snug fit, dry rubber on, then pulled my panties back over it. “Okay. Done?”

“Done.”

“My turn.”

She paired her plug to her phone, set the vibrations and I milked her like a cow and stuffed her with it pumped it up and put on her rubber. She stood in her high heel wedges and walked around. “Oh my god,. This is wonderful. It’ll make doing the other things for the guys so much more pleasant.”

“It will, won’t it? I actually can’t wait to get started on all of it now.”

She checked her watch. “Let’s eat lunch or we’ll have to stop in the middle of it. Then we can do it all.”

“Right.”

We hugged and wriggled our buts and pressed ourselves against each other while kissing deeply. When we were at the edge, we stopped and redid our lipstick, sprayed on fresh perfume, and walked downstairs to make lunch.
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Most of the brothers were milling around the kitchen getting sandwiches made and pouring iced teas and lemonades. They held seats for us at the table as we carried our plates, the plugs humming silently inside of us, our hips having more swagger to them, and we sat and crossed our legs.

Joel grinned and asked, “Are you girls okay? You both seem very wired and uh... Almost... kinda horny the way you’re walking and the glow on your faces.”

I snickered as my cock oozed in the rubber in my panties. “Uh... I guess we’re just feeling pretty, right Nicky?”

“Right. Feeling very feminine and pretty. It’s lovely. It’s a beautiful day too and we have a surprise for everyone. We’re going to give back to everyone for all you boys have given us.”

Joel’s eyes opened wide. “Oh really? How nice. I’m sure we’ll all appreciate your girls’ efforts. Right, guys?”

The guys milling about hooted and howled and said a bunch of “Oh yeahs.”

I laughed. “Ha ha. Not sure you’re reading us right, but... we think you’ll like what we do. We’ll be doing it for a few days probably. Once we get started, we won’t want to stop. Right Nicky?”

She shook her head, chewing her tuna sandwich. “Right. It’s addicting really. Very addicting. When you see the results of your efforts at making others happy, you just have to keep going and do more.”

Sam and Bob were grinning and nodding. Joel rolled his eyes. “I’m not sure you girls really want to subject yourselves to such tasks. Do you? I mean, it’s up to you but... You’re both so pretty and feminine and like angels to us.”

I nodded while chewing my tuna sandwich and raised my eyebrows. “But we do. We really do. We’re so special and feminine and pretty and sexy now. We have to. It wouldn’t be right if we didn’t.”

Nicky nodded and finished her last bite. She drank down some lemonade and clunked the glass on the table. She looked at her watch. “We better get started. Let’s start by doing all the dishes for the guys, then we can get into it.” She stood up. I stood, and we collected plates and carried them to the sink to wash them all and put them away. The guys brought their plates and thanked us, then left to go about their days. Joel, Mike, Sam and Bob remained.

Joel stood up and said, “Okay, guys. I think we all should leave so the girls don’t do something they’ll regret later.” He came over to us. He placed his dish and glass in the sink. “Okay ladies? I hope that doesn’t disappoint you.”

“No. Not at all. We’ll be fine.” I wiggled my butt. “We’re great and we’ll stay that way.”

He laughed, and they all left.

Nicky was wiping dishes. “That conversation sounded like we were gonna...” She cleared her throat. “Take care of all the guys. It made me throb more the more you talked about it.”

“I know, huh? We might be doing that at some point. Hmm. But now...it’s time for work.” She hung the towel on the oven handle and we went out to the car.
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That day we painted all the spindles and banisters on the front porch with a robin’s-egg-blue from the worn tan color it was. It made the house pop and gave it a less staunch appearance. It was a feminine color, but offset with the rest of the light-brown siding and brick accents. It looked great. Nicky and I chose the spindles first because of all the squatting we’d have to do, and squatting in heels was even more intense as it pressed those plugs into us over and over.

When we were done, we cleaned up the tools and paint and made iced teas, then sat next to each other on the porch swing and admired our work. The swing was a delight, the way it made the plugs gently move, and we snuggled next to each other, enjoying the fresh breeze, our incredible arousal, and the looks of our work.

“It was a great day, Reese.”

“It was, princess.” Holding her hand in mine was nice as I squeezed it. “I tingle all over. This plug has to come out soon. I think my rubber is full for the third time already.”

“Twice for me, but some leaked out. I waited too long to change it.”

“Oops. And... I’m horny as hell again. So what’s up for tonight?”

She ran her hand over my naked, silky thigh. “I don’t know. I think I’d like to chill a little... just us. I think we threw a scare into Joel, thinking we’d become sluts. We very well might, but he’ll need time to get used to that idea.”

“Right. I think he has the hots for me and Mike does for you and they’re getting territorial. Don’t want the dogs pissing on their territory, right?”

She laughed. “Darn right, girl. Eww!”

“Okay, so...” I slugged down my iced tea. “What do you say we take a shower together and keep our edge and then get dressed in something simple and feminine and come downstairs and order a pizza and have some beer like we used to? Then later, if we’re still in the mood, we can see what this bottom sex is all about.”

“Sounds great.”

We stood, brought our glasses in, washed them and put them away, then walked hand in hand upstairs to our room. We stripped and hopped into the shower together, soaping each other, jerking each other on and off. It was strange because we didn’t have our breasts or the other things that made us into girls all the way. We still had our hair and nails and such, but we looked like more like flat chested young boys with pretty faces and hair.

I dried my hair next to Nicky drying hers and couldn’t stop thinking about it. “That was a nice shower together, Nicky. We should have done that sooner.”

“I know but...”

“But what?”

“It felt weird.”

“I thought that too. Like we weren’t really girls.”

“Right. I think we need to get implants sometime.”

“Maybe. Maybe we just need to get used to it. We are girls, aren’t we? I mean, we’re free to be attracted to guys now and we are. It’s like they complete us. Like we’re the Yin and Yang now.”

“Right. Tough and hard and soft and pretty. Feminine and masculine.”

“Right. Hmm.”

We finished drying and fluffing and did our makeup and lipstick, then put on sheer suntan pantyhose, light and airy flowered minidresses and high, white, strappy stilettos. Jewelry in and on, perfumed and purses loaded and we descended the stairs and ordered a pizza while we sat on the porch swing sipping beers to wait for it.

Joel and Mike came up the steps smiling. “Hey ladies. The porch rails and spindles look great! I’m sure everyone will agree.”

“Thanks,” we both said.

“Would you two mind if we get beer and join you?”

“Sure!” I called out. “We’ll make room.” I patted the big swing.

They both hurried inside and reappeared with full mugs. Nicky and I split apart to let them in so it was boy girl boy girl with Joel next to me.

Joel sat, his thigh pressed against mine, and put his hand on my stockinged knee. “You girls always look so nice, even in casual wear. These sheer silky stockings you wear really add a nice finish and they feel great to touch.”

“Thanks. Touch all you want, my prince. It feels wonderful.”

Mike and Nicky were doing the same thing; Mike agreeing with Joel, and Nicky agreeing with me. We sipped and swung. Sipped and swung. I could tell they were nervous about our earlier discussion.

I patted Joel’s leg and looked over to Mike and said, “So... our discussion this morning about giving back to the guys made you guys nervous?”

“A little. I mean, we didn’t want you to think you had to debase yourselves to pay everyone back. It was a gift from all of us.”

“We know that and appreciate that and we weren’t going to do that but... If we did. We’d like to be able to. I mean, we’re new to being girls and there’s a lot of exploring to do to catch up with girls our age. We need to experience things.”

Mike leaned in to look at Nicky and me. “So you girls wouldn’t go out with Joel and I if we asked?”

Nicky and I looked at each other. Nicky shook her head. I raised my eyebrows and said, “I think we both like you guys a lot. But we like other guys too and we don’t know what we don’t know. We just think it would be best to play the field. I mean, you’d both be great catches.”

Nicky nodded quickly. “Right. Great catches. But like we said last night, we don’t know what we don’t know. So please? Can you not be upset and try to understand we need time to grow? We don’t want to hurt your feelings or make anyone upset and we want to have our freedom for now. If you truly cared to be with us in a long-term relationship, you’d give us time. Can you?” She held Mike’s hand and gazed into his eyes.

I held Joel’s hand on my knee and slid it on my thigh. “Please?”

Joel laughed. “Oh god. How can a guy resist you two, right Mike? Anything the princesses want.”

Mike laughed. “Right. Why not? Heck. We’re all young and need some time to grow.”

I patted Joel’s hand and Mike’s on Nicky’s knee. “Good. Glad to hear that. Now remember that if we go a little crazy now and then. That doesn’t mean that’s who we’ll always be. Don’t get jealous if we happen to engage with someone other than you two... Alright?”

They both nodded reluctantly. Joel said, “You’re both right. We’ll control ourselves and not try to make you into our property...” He gave me a peck on the forehead. “... just yet.”

The huge pizza arrived, and I had paid for it online and I slipped the cute boy, who was checking me out as I dug in my purse, a tip in cash. “Thank you, miss.” His eyes told me he liked what he saw, and it made me happy and confident once more.

We all made our way inside.

“Joel and Mike. We obviously have enough to share. Join us for pizza, then later a flick and some popcorn?”

Their eyes lit up. “Sure!” Joel took the pizza from me and Mike held the door for us as we clicked in our heels into the house. We had them where we wanted them... for now. I looked forward to snuggling next to Joel against his broad chest while he caressed my legs and we watched a movie and I got to indulge in my newfound passion... Hopefully.
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Joel and Mike held our seats for us, then opened the pizza and brought us plates and napkins and freshened our beers and we all sat and ate. The tension was gone. A pleasant evening lay ahead.

After we were stuffed with pizza, Joel made some espresso martinis for us all, complete with espresso beans. Plenty of caffeine to offset the carbs of the pizza and plenty of vodka to get us loosened up and cozy for a movie.

Into the living room we went and sat on the leather couches—Joel and me on one and Nicky and Mike on the other. I fell back into Joel, his arm around my shoulder and his hand caressing my leg, as he loved to do as much as I enjoyed it.

I sensed his freshened cologne from when he left after he and Mike did the dishes to go up to his room, and Nicky and I went to our room to do the same. Joel grabbed the remote and flipped through movies. “How about a war movie? World war two—killing Nazis.”

I slapped his thigh. “C’mon. There are girls here that might prefer something else.”

“Okay what?”

Nicky said, “How about a romantic comedy? Something light and sweet, with good-looking guys and girls.”

“Yeah. Set when girls all wore miniskirts or dresses and high heels and sheer stockings or pantyhose. You know, like we do.”

Joel laughed. “I’d like that. Be nice to see some sexy women besides the two of you. If you didn’t mind.”

“Why should we? It’s only a movie.”

It wasn’t long before Joel and Mike found a bimbo college girl movie with plenty of hot girls in miniskirts, stockings and high heels. It had bad reviews and was a B movie at best, but we probably wouldn’t be paying much attention to it, anyway. I snuggled in to Joel and rolled my head on his shoulder to let my gaze drift to his hardness in his jeans while he caressed my legs. I throbbed in my panties.

Nicky was leaning into Mike and had her hand on his crotch, her fingers squeezing and palm moving while she watched the movie as if she was interested in it. I decided I should give back some of the pleasure Joel was giving me and did the same for him. I wanted to drive him as crazy with desire as he was driving me, and it seemed to be working.

Joel moved my hand. “Anyone want a beer and popcorn?” He stood, rigid and huge under his pants.

I looked at his hard cock in front of my face as he tucked in his shirt. “Sure! Extra butter?”

“You bet.” He took off to the kitchen, and I followed him. He stepped into the half bath. I pulled out the pot and poured oil in it, setting it onto the stove and turning on the burner. I took out another pan for the butter and put a stick in it and turned it on low. The popcorn was in the fridge in a jar and I put it next to the stove.

Joel came out and wrapped his arms around me from behind, sniffing my neck. “Mmm. You made it difficult to take a pee. Wow. You smell so good.” He ran his hands down my hips and pulled me back against him while he pressed his hardness against me. “Mmm, and you feel so nice.”

“Thanks, sweetie.” I moved him away. “I have to put the popcorn in before it starts on fire.” I was on fire as I measured out the amount, dumped it in and covered the pot and put the popcorn back into the fridge. Joel was already shaking the pot on the stove.

It was my turn to reach around him from behind, and I rubbed his crotch. “This manly thing is so nice. Will I ever get to see it? Is it shaved?”

He pressed it against my hand, humping with his hips. “It sure is. Freshly bald and silky as a baby. I was hoping you might be interested in it tonight.”

The popcorn was popping madly and Joel was shaking the pot. The scent filled the air. I reached around Joel and shut off the butter.

We put it into two bowls and salted and buttered it, then carried it back to Mike and Nicky; my heels clicking away, my breasts tugging on my chest, my hips swaying, my cock throbbing in my panties. They didn’t even see us when we entered.

Mike was holding Nicky’s head by wrapping his fingers in her hair and tugging it tight while he looked into her eyes with passion. Nicky was bobbing her head on his nice, thick, long wet cock looking up at him, her eyes wide, her painted lips stretched, her mouth full of cock.

I put the bowl on the end table next to them with a stack of napkins and Joel and I sat on our couch. I looked into his eyes as he held the bowl on his lap. He was quiet, and I knew what he was thinking. I took the bowl from him and put it on the end table with the napkins, then took a pillow off the couch and placed it on the floor between his legs.

I knelt on the floor and looked up at him. “Well? Seems Nicky and Mike couldn’t wait anymore and neither can I. Unleash that monster, my prince.” A crooked grin filled his face as his eyes lit up and he hurriedly undid his belt and unzipped his pants, then pulled his whole, gorgeous, shaved package out. It was as handsome and large as the ones we bought for strap-ons.

I scooted over between his legs and gazed up at him as I took it into my grip, my long painted nails glinting on it and I stroked it, looking into his eyes and smiling. “It’s very handsome.”

“Thanks. Your hand with those long, painted nails looks pretty on it.”

“They do, don’t they? Thanks.” I kept my eyes on his and brought my lips to it and flicked the tip with my tongue, making him twitch. I wrapped my lips around the head and ran my tongue over it, watching him roll his eyes as he wrapped his fingers tight in my hair and held me fast. His hips pressed it forward into my mouth and I engulfed it as far as I could, which was almost down to my fist. I moved my fist up to that point, continuing to stroke it, and bobbed my head on it while running my tongue around the thick velvety shaft furiously. His eyes and his hips told me how good I was making him feel as my cock throbbed incessantly in my panties of its own accord.

It was wonderful sensing his passion and seeing him watch me while I gave him such pleasure. His energy seemed to vibrate on his cock and leak through my fist and lips into me as if my mouth had sex organ nerves. I wondered if I could come just from sucking his cock. It made me so wonderfully proud, accomplished, and gratified doing it.

I bobbed, stroked, ran my tongue around it, tugged his silky balls from time to time or rolled them in my palm. Every time it seemed he’d get close to coming, I’d slow down and let him relax a little while and just let him cool. The movie finished before we did and the TV was silent, waiting for a command while I continued my worshiping of his manly cock. I heard Mike’s quiet moaning and Nicky’s wet ministrations.

Joel wrapped his fingers tight in my hair and held my head still while his eyes went wide. “Oh baby, this is it. Ready?”

I nodded and my eyes burst wide as I mumbled around his thick meat and prepared myself for the wonderful reward I was begging for it, mumbling around his cock. I needed to experience his passion as he shot it into my face, holding my head tight and fucking my face.

I let him drive the motions now and my tongue just ran circles around his shaft and my lips pressed tightly and my mouth sucked gently, waiting for it, my eyes locked on his. He held my head tight and fucked my face up to my grip on his cock over and over. Where was it? I whimpered.

He rolled his head back then locked eyes with me with a serious look on his face and he groaned, then fucked my face hard and fast. I didn’t need to worry about choking because I held his shaft so it couldn’t go too deep. I squeezed it while he fucked my head.

I sensed the gushing pole through my hand, then it washed in a burst across my circling tongue. I swallowed, blinking wildly while looking into his eyes, and one after another gush filled me with his passionate release and made my body tingle all over.

Joel cried out, “Oh god, Reese! Huh! Huh!” He held my head tight and gave my face the last thrusts, then held it there, me staring up into his eyes, painted lips stretched sweetly around it, Jaw open wide, eyes wide, still swallowing what was in my mouth and running my tongue around it to collect the remains.

I heard Mike call out to Nicky. She must have gotten her reward as well.

I waited, his cock stuffed in my face, looking into his eyes. He used one hand to stroke my hair and gazed lovingly at me with those gorgeous blue eyes. I rolled my eyes, mumbled around his cock. His cock began to soften in my mouth and I lovingly ran my tongue around the shaft gently, blinking up at him, and I heard myself making little girly moaning sounds of pleasure as if I had eaten something wonderful.

I rolled his balls in my palm and waited for him to be done, not wanting to let it go, his cock softening in my mouth. He kissed my head and released me.

I rose from the floor and slid next to him while he tucked away and zipped. I straightened my dress and hair, hard as a rock and oozing into my panties, wanting and needing more lovely cock.

“Uh... Excuse me. You guys have any popcorn left over?” Bob and Sam were there with a couple of femboys brothers as well. They all stood there looking sheepish.

Joel looked over to Mike and Mike and Nicky were putting themselves back together. Joel looked at the guys in the doorway. “Popcorn? Uh, yeah, help yourself. We have two bowls here. Take this one. Hey. How long have you guys been standing there?”

“Uh... Just a little while,” Bob said as he grinned. The others nodded nervously.

I slapped Joel’s leg. “Joel. Don’t worry about it. That’s fine. Right Nicky?”

Nicky nodded and smiled. “Sure. It’s all new to us, so... What the heck? We’re just a couple of learning girls.”

I grinned. “Right. We’re learning every day. Maybe someday you boys will help us learn, too.”


13

They stood in the doorway, having witnessed probably the best blowjobs anyone had ever seen. Their eyes were lit up and full of anticipation that they could be next. I’d have no problem doing an encore performance. I smiled and winked at them. Nicky did too. I was throbbing in my panties incessantly.

Sam asked, “Can we stay and watch movies with you guys?”

Joel said, “No. Go play some pool or something.”

They took a bowl of popcorn, and all fled. Joel had a grimace on his face. I patted his leg. “Don’t worry about it. Nicky and I don’t care.”

He shook his head. “I know. That’s what hurts.”

I looked over at Mike. His face was that way too.

“Grow up Joel and Mike. This isn’t high school, and we’re not going steady with anyone. We’re all adults. We had this conversation already and despite that, here we are.” I stood up. Nicky unwrapped Mike’s arm from her and stood and slung her purse. I slung my purse and looked at my watch.

“It’s late, anyway. We should just drop this or it’ll get worse.”

Joel looked disappointed. “But it’s only ten. I’m sorry. Stay. Relax.”

I clicked over to Nicky and took her arm in mine. “Sorry. It was really nice. Thank you, but we need to go to bed.”

We clicked in our heels out to the stairs and climbed them together. Our heels clicked down the hall. I closed and locked the door behind us. “Phew. Now I’m really horny, honey.” I wrapped my arms around her neck and gazed into her eyes. “What say we see how something else is inside us besides the plug?”

Nicky’s eyes lit up. “Yeah! I want to change into something special. A virgin’s outfit.”

“I want to change into a seductress.”

We hurried into the closet and began picking out clothes. I stripped and put my clothes in the hamper, then took my things out to the bed and sat down. A black lace bra, matching eight clasp garter belt, sheer, black, lace-top stockings, crotchless panties.

I slid into the strappy, black-patent, fetishy tall, 14cm stilettos and snugged the ankle straps. A soft black ribbon wrapped under my globes, around them, then tied above my shaft and made my rock hard cock stand at attention. A sheer black, thigh length robe draped over it all.

I minced in the bed shoes to the full-length mirror and sprayed perfume all over me. Nicky came out wearing an outfit similar to mine, but all in white and with a tiny crinoline ballerina skirt, and her package in pink ribbons. She grinned an evil grin. “Looks like you’re the more assertive one right now, so I’ll let you have your way with this little girl.” She gave me a peck on the lips as she wrapped her arms around my neck.

I sniffed her perfume. “Mmm, your aroma is lovely, little girl. Is this your first time?”

She nodded coquettishly. “Yes it is, my lady.”

“Good. Then I can be the first to turn you into a woman. Go get the bed ready.” I gave her a little shove. She giggled and pulled back the covers to the pink satin sheets. I took the lube from the nightstand drawer and lubed my drooling cock.

Nicky stood there, her cock bobbing in the air below the hem of her cute little skirt, her face full of excitement and anticipation. I gave her a little shove onto the bed. “On your knees, girl.”

She giggled and knelt on the bed, her bubble butt ass wagging in the air, her face on her arms, looking back at me. I slid onto the bed and knelt behind her, brandishing my cock like a probe and guiding it toward her lovely plump and peachy bottom. Pulling aside her cheeks, I slid it between them, guiding it to find the hole. I found it and pressed on it.

“Oh god yes, Reese. Right there. Push it honey. Get that sweet thing into me.”

I pressed and pushed and got the tip into her tight depository.

“Oh yeah. It’s in. Push it in to the hilt. Fill me like the plug did.”

I pushed and thrusted, and it kept popping out. I pushed her butt cheeks apart and held her hips tight, and gave it a good push as far as I could get it in. It was in about halfway. “Oh god Nicky, you’re so nice and tight.”

“I can feel you... uh... a little. Don’t be afraid, push it in farther. I won’t break. Fuck me honey. Fuck me with your sissy cock.”

I shoved and thrusted, holding her fast so I wouldn’t pop out, but as much as I tried, it only pressed in part way. Even keeping it in half way was an effort. “Oh god. Sorry princess. I can’t get it to go in any deeper. Your butt is too puffy.”

She pulled away and rolled onto her back and put her arms out. “Try it from the front.”

I pressed her knees back by her ears, her feet in her heels dangling above and then held her fast to the bed by her thighs. Guiding it toward it, she grabbed it between her long-painted-nailed thumb and forefinger and tugged it to the hole. I pressed it in. I thrusted, trying to get it deeper, but again only about halfway.

“Fuck! It’s too short and your ass is too big. Try doing me.”

I flipped onto my knees, butt in the air. Nicky lubed up and tried as she might, had no success in the front or the back. We quit and lay side by side in the bed, gazing into each other’s eyes. I stroked her sweet cock. “Huston, we have a problem. We can’t dock the ship.” I laughed. She laughed.

She scoffed. “The universe had us buy them for a reason. Let’s put them on.”

We both leapt from the bed and put on the strap-ons above our cocks. They were substantial and gave me an attitude of power and force as I stroked it with lube, getting it ready, and watched Nicky do the same.

She wagged it in her hand. “Who’s first to be penetrated?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Either or. You’re the virgin in white, so you should get on your knees.”

Nicky hopped on the bed, stroking her fake cock while kneeling and looking back at me. I approached her and guided it and pressed it.

“Oh god... there it goes. Push it, Reese. It’s stretching me and going in. A little more and it’ll be past the gate.” It gave, and it slid in. She gasped. “Now that’s one I can really feel. It’s in baby. Fuck me.”

I fucked her like a dog. She moaned and whimpered and stroked her fake cock beneath her. My cock was hard and flailing below the fake one. I held her hips tight and fucked and thrusted and grunted. It was a hell of a lot of work!

My breathing was heavy. “God, Nicky, this is a lot of work. How can guys do this?”

“It’s nice, honey. Don’t stop.”

“Are you ready to come yet?”

“Not yet. It’s getting closer and closer. Don’t stop.” She whimpered, looking back at me. “That’s it. Fuck me hard. Take this virgin.”

I pounded and breathed deeply. I was breaking a sweat. “Oh god I’m getting all sweaty. Eww. Are you even close yet?”

“Not yet. Keep going.”

“Fuck. I have to stop. I’m getting tired out and my back is getting sore. How can men do this?”

I pulled it from her and collapsed on the bed beside her.

She lifted me by the hips and I put my head on my arms on the bed and looked back at her. She found it, pressed it and gave me a wonderful sensation as it slid all the way in. “Oh god, yes. Fuck me Nicky. Fuck me like a man would.”

“I’m not a man. I’m a little virgin girl.”

“Shut up and fuck me, little girl.”

She fucked me hard and fast, shaking the bed. My cock flailed beneath me, flopping against the fake one. “That’s wonderful Nicky, don’t stop.”

Nicky was breathing heavy. “Fuck. This is hard to do. Are you ready to come yet?”

I shook my head. “Just fuck me. Don’t stop.”

She fucked me until she collapsed beside me, laughing.

I turned my head toward her. “Nicky honey, what if you tried me from the front? That might be easier.”

She stroked herself. “I don’t think so. I think I’m done.” She shook her head and laughed. “It’s all too much work. Well, I guess we have to find another way.” She was jerking her cock below the fake one. “I’m taking this thing off and then we’ll figure it out.” She took it off, and I took mine off and took them both into the bathroom and washed them and put them away.

Nicky was on the bed on her back, jerking off, looking sweetly at me. She patted the bed next to her.

I lay down next to her and snuggled against her, jerking my cock. “Wanna see if we can simultaneously splash each other’s faces?”

“Sure.”

We sat up and wrapped our legs around each other face to face. We kissed deeply and jerked ourselves. I sniffed her hair and nibbled her ear.

“Oh yes, Reese. It’s so good with you wrapped around me and it makes me feel so sexy and proud, seeing you jerk off to me. You’re so pretty when you’re doing that, looking at me.”

“So are you Nicky, my love.” I pulled back and looked into her eyes. We both jerked our sissy cocks furiously, looking into each other’s eyes. Her eyes told me she was close. She whimpered. Her face contorted sweetly.

I looked down at her cock and she at mine. We jerked them between our pretty painted-long-nailed thumbs and middle fingers, our pinkies held out daintily. Ribbons still decorated our cocks and held them proudly up and out. Nicky put an arm over my shoulder. “They’re very cute. I guess we have sissy cocks, huh? Next to Mike’s and Joel’s, they’re, like... insignificant. Yours looks so cute and pretty with the ribbons. It’s a very cute little girl, all decorated and pretty.”

“Thanks. I love your pale-pink ribbons.”

We watched our girly cocks being jerked by our painted-long-nailed fingers. I looked up at her. She looked at me. “Ready?”

She bit her lip. We aimed high to try to hit our faces. Our legs clenched around each other and our bodies tensed. Nicky’s shot up and hit my forehead. We whimpered and squeaked and jerked, making girly sounds. Mine hit her cheek. The next three shots hit home and the last few were less and landed on our bellies.

We caught our breath, leaning on each other. “Thank you. That was the best.”

“You too, honey.” We licked off each other’s faces and fell fast asleep.
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In the morning, Nicky was up before me, and she was dressed for the day already. She wore a ragged-edge-denim miniskirt, bra and forms, and a pink tank top with white wedge sneakers with pink laces and ruffled-lace-edged pink ankle socks and had her hair in a ponytail up on her head. She was cute as a doll.

She delivered a kiss to my forehead as she gazed into my eyes and stroked my hair. “Hello my love. How are you this morning?”

A smile filled my face, and I ran the back of my hand on her cheek, taking in her eye makeup and lipstick. “I’m wonderful, and you’re very cute.”

“Thanks. Ready to work on the flower beds?”

“I will be. There’s something I have to take care of first and, of course, I need to shower and clean out and all of that. Did you plug today?”

“Nah. Didn’t feel like it. What needs taking care of first?”

I placed my palm on my crotch. “Hmm. This. I think it would be nice to not be horny for a little while today and just enjoy working in the yard.”

“Good idea. How shall we remove our monkeys?”

“Well, we could do a sixty-nine again. Or we could just suck each other off. But I really enjoy looking in the eyes of the person I’m making feel so good. But then, one of us wouldn’t be horny because they had come already and it wouldn’t be as much fun to give pleasure.”

“True.” She looked around the room. “Hmm.” She lifted her skirt and pulled aside her panties and began stroking. “How about we just put on some rubbers and lube and sit side by side and jerk each other off?”

I nodded quickly. “No. I love watching you jerk yourself off. Let’s do ourselves again.”

“Okay.” She got the lube and the snug-fit condoms and we dug in. It didn’t take long, because we didn’t want to spend too much time and before we knew it, we were both coming while watching each other.

“Phew. Okay. That’s better. I’m so glad we broke all of our old and limiting paradigms. Don’t know why we were so compelled to have to conform to societal norms.”

“Oh god, yes. It’s so liberating. Now do your duty and take a quick shower and I’ll meet you downstairs with a bracing breakfast for us both.”

“Deal.” I sprung out of bed and she left.

All done and clean, I put on denim jumper skorts and a baby blue tank top over the gel breast forms and bra. A pair of wedge heel work boots and white ruffled top ankle socks completed my work outfit.

French toast and bacon and eggs were ready, with Nicky sitting at the table, sipping coffee and reading her phone. I took the seat next to her, kissed her on the cheek, and sipped my grapefruit juice, then started eating.

We finished that huge breakfast and worked in the flower beds, pulling weeds, trimming bushes, edging the beds. We ate lunch and then finished the clean up and mulched all the beds. It was hard work, and we quit at three o’clock to sip iced tea on the porch swing. No one was home except us—all out and about doing whatever they had to or wanted to do.

The breeze on the shaded porch was lovely, blowing across my legs after working in the beds. The freshly squeezed lemonade was tart and sweet with honey. I could smell the earthy scent of the fresh mulch. “Mmm, we did good. I think the guys will appreciate that.”

“I think so. The place looks much nicer. Much more inviting for when the guys tell a girl which frat they're in. At least the girls will think they have some class and aren’t pigs.”

“Yeah. Maybe they’ll even get to bring some girls back to the frat now.” I sipped my lemonade, thinking.

“Maybe.”

“You thinking what I’m thinking?”

She shrugged. “Don’t know. I was thinking about how I’d be if Mike brought a girl home. You?”

“Yeah. Same thing, but Joel. I don’t know. Now we’re thinking like them, like we possess them, like they want to possess us. It’s wrong.”

She nodded. “I know. Why does that happen to people?”

“I think we’re kind of wired that way, maybe. For creating a family unit.”

“But we can’t birth kids even. So why would it even come to mind for us?”

“Who knows?” I patted her leg. “Maybe we just need to have more boyfriends.” I smiled.

Up the stairs came two femboys. Alex said, “Hi girls! Can we join you?”

“Sure. That’s why we made a big pitcher. Grab a cup from the stack and pour some and join us on the swing.”

Alex and Shane grabbed cups and poured lemonade. Nicky and I split apart so they could sit between us.

Shane sat next to me and crossed his legs in his girl’s sneakers and skinny jeans and bounced a foot. He wore a light, pretty perfume. “Did you girls do the flower beds? They look so lovely.”

“Thanks. We did. Another thanks for the donation.”

“Aw, that’s sweet. Thank you. Maybe the guys will get girls to come over now.”

I laughed. “That’s what we said. You could bring girls now too?”

Alex laughed. “Girls rarely go for us. You two know that from when you were like us.”

“True. So... If you could, would you become girls like us or would you rather have girlfriends?”

We looked and waited as they looked at each other, rolled their eyes. Alex played with his long hair and Shane bounced a foot and tented his hands on his knees.

I asked. “So?”

Shane took Alex’s hand and held it. “I think I can speak for Alex too, right Alex?”

“Right.”

“I think we’d both love to be girls like you two, but... we’re afraid of getting... uh... being... You know... with guys. Having sex and making them happy and stuff. If we could get girls by being girls... that might be cool, but I’m so nervous around girls now and Alex is too. It’s tough. I give you girls credit for taking this on and being yourselves.”

I slid my hand on Shane’s thigh and looked into her eyelinered, mascaraed eyes. “It was hard initially, but now... We just want to uh...be sluts basically. We can’t resist anymore. Don’t be afraid of guys. Except they do get all jealous and stuff.”

They both nodded. Shane was so cute, with her hair up in a ponytail high on her head. I looked them both over and leaned back and got the swing going. “So... Have you two ever fully presented as girls?”

They shook their head. Alex said, “Does it count if I wear a nightie every night when we go to bed?”

“Not really. If I can ask, do you two have a relationship?”

They shook their heads. “Never did anything like that together. We never touched each other. Would seem strange.”

Nicky nodded. “We were the same. Presenting as a girl makes it easy, and it’s so liberating. It’s worth it just for that.”

The two of them snapped their heads toward each other, and their eyes opened wide.

I laughed. “If that helps, maybe you two should do it? We could help.”

“Sure!” Alex covered her mouth with her hand and let out a little squeal. “Oops! I can’t believe I said that.”

Shane took a deep breath. “I soo want to wear stilettos and miniskirts.”

“There’s still money from the fund. If you want, you can use it. We used plenty.”

Alex took Shane’s hand and squeezed it. “Oh gosh. Thanks!” He looked at his watch. “We could buy some stuff now and get started tonight and finish shopping tomorrow. We just need some gel breast forms, bras, and an outfit for tonight. We both have makeup enough.”

I opened my purse and gave the Visa card to him. “The balance is on the back. Enjoy! See you tonight!”

They finished their lemonades and took off running.

“That’s nice,” Nicky said.

I nodded. “Yup. Not sure why Joel didn’t include them in this, but now it’s fixed. It’ll be fun to see them tonight.”

Bob and Sam were walking down the street toward the frat. We swung and sipped, feeling good about what we had done.

Their footfalls clomped up the stairs. “Wow! The beds and mulch and trimmed bushes look great! You girls do that?”

We both nodded proudly. “Yup! Grab some lemonade and celebrate with us.” I patted the seat.

They sat down between us. I could tell they were a little uneasy about having seen us pleasing Joel and Mike.

I rubbed Sam’s leg and looked into his eyes. “No. We aren’t dating Joel and Mike. We’re just exploring our new world. Is there something wrong with that?”

Sam looked flustered. His face was red. He sipped his tea, looking over it at me. “Uh... It’s okay. We were just admiring how great you two looked doing that and uh.... yeah, we wondered if that meant you were going out with them then.”

Nicky snapped her head. “Nope! Not going out. We’re still available.”

Sam and Bob grinned. They looked us up and down, and their eyes roamed our face and hair and cleavage. Bob said, “You two definitely present better this way. I mean... uh... you were cute and stuff before but...you’re both so pretty now.”

Nicky’s hand and mine both glided on their jeans. “Thanks.” I gave Sam a peck on the cheek. “You’re sweet.” I rubbed his crotch.

His face flushed, and he hardened beneath my palm. I squeezed it and rubbed it and looked deeply into his eyes. “This is a very nice compliment, Sam. Is this okay?”

He nodded. “It’s more than okay.” I looked above the trimmed bushes that were still taller than the railing in both directions on the long street. Now one was around. I unzipped his zipper. “May I?”

He looked down the street in both directions and then undid the button and belt and took his whole shaved package out for me. I stroked it, looking into his eyes. Nicky had Bob’s pants undone and was already sucking him, looking up sideways into his eyes. Bob was stroking her hair and looking into her eyes.

I bobbed my head on that newfound, thick but not too long cock of Sam’s, relishing the velvety feel in my mouth while rolling his smooth soft shaved balls in my hand. I got into it and my cock was throbbing uncontrollably in my panties. My tongue ran circles around his shaft. My head bobbed, my lips tight on it. His eyes told me how good it was for him and I was proud and powerful feeling. Desired and wanted.

I could hear Bob grunting, quietly fucking Nicky’s face while she whimpered happily around his thick meat. The two of us were in a fervor, sucking our new cocks. Sam’s hands tightened around my skull, squeezing it and his hips lifted up and down, fucking my face while I looked up at him with one wide eye.

The swing shook from Bob, fucking Nicky’s face now as he grunted. Sam was ready from the look in his eye and the tightness of his grip on my skull. I needed his reward badly. I had to have it.

His cock became super rigid, and I bobbed, circled, flicked, rolled and went crazy on it as did Nicky on Bob and the pulses swelled through my fist and lips and gushed over my tongue while I swallowed greedily and twitched my legs, banging my feet on the ground and whimpering sweetly.

I oozed in my panties, as the next gush filled my mouth and I squeezed his cock tight with my hand and pulled off slightly to swallow better. One after another, diminishing sized gushes rewarded my tongue and throat while he thrusted into my face and I bobbed on his sweet cock.

Sam settled down and his grip loosened on my head and he stroked my hair while I cleaned up his cock and looked up with one eye still rolling his silky balls in my palm.

Sam looked up from me, and his eyes went wide. He hurriedly took his cock from my mouth and tried to tuck it away. “Uh... Hi Joel and Mike!”

Joel and Mike were at the end of the porch, having come onto it from the back side and were leaning against the railing, watching us and sipping lemonade. They lifted their glasses to us.
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Sam and Bob scurried off. Joel and Mike walked over slowly and solemnly. Joel sat by me and Mike by Nicky. Joel glided his hand on my thigh. “It was a great show. You girls really get into that.”

My face flushed, and I was as nervous as I imagined Nicky to be. I nodded and looked down sheepishly. “Thanks.”

His hand rubbed my shoulders. “It’s okay. I understand. We’re not angry.”

I looked up, bright eyed. “Really?”

He laughed. “Really. By the way. The yard looks fabulous. You have to remember that even though you can see down the entire street over the now beautifully trimmed bushes, there is a backyard and back porch entrance to this porch.” He laughed. “Anyway. Thanks for the yard. The place really looks classy now with the work you two have been doing. Everyone will appreciate that.”

“Great. We’re truly grateful too. Oh, by the way. We gave Shane and Alex the Visa card to use for themselves. We had a little talk, and they expressed a desire to do what we did.”

“Really? I never thought they would, for some reason. They aren’t femboys all the time.”

“Right. But they want to try it so...”

“Good. That’s great. I hope it helps them decide and makes them happy whatever comes of it.”

“They said they’d be dressing tonight if we want to double date with them? Uh, bad wording. Go to dinner together?”

“Sure. I’ll buy, and I’m sure Sam and Bob would want to go and they can pay for Alex and Shane.”

“Just remember and tell Sam and Bob to be on their best behavior. These girls won’t have any experience and will be afraid to be doing things with guys right now. They have to be kind and gentlemanly like you were for us. It’ll be enough for them to be feeling so pretty and feminine, and just being able to touch each other sensually will be a good first step for them.”

“Right. Okay.” He looked at Mike.

Mike nodded. “Sure! Let’s do it. Sounds fun.”

Joel pulled me to him and gave me a peck on the forehead. “Even if you want to explore everyone, I still think you’re so cute and enticing. Perhaps one day we will be together, huh?”

“Perhaps. Maybe we can get a little more intimate tonight too, and I can learn something new from you.” I rubbed his crotch and looked into his bright blue eyes. Maybe you can turn me into a woman tonight... Make believe I’m your woman. Teach me what it’s like to be ravaged by your manhood. Be your port in the storm. Your barn for your beast. Your plowed field to plant your seed in.”

Joel raised his eyebrows. “Wow. Hmm... Now that sounds wonderful.”
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Nicky and I were like two girls on their first dates. We got decked out classy, sexy, and pretty in minidresses and stilettos and sheer stockings and perfume and hair bling and all of it. The men were all handsome and dressed nice in sport-coats and button-down shirts and silky dress pants.

We filled in Alex and Shane on the situation and told them about our first night out with the men and how they were gentlemen. The new girls were titillated and giggling to be able to present as two girls with the safety of the men with us.

Through a meal of fine dining, Alex and Shane became comfortable caressing each other’s legs and being next to men in their minidresses. The guys treated us girls like princesses and we had a wonderful dining experience, followed by some dancing and finally a nightcap at the frat.

Shane stood smiling and held Alex’s hand as Alex snuggled next to her. They looked so cute together. “Thank you all for tonight. It was truly a wonderful experience. Tomorrow, Shane and I will use the donations fund for filling our wardrobe as we both decided we want to pursue this heavenly way of being, further. Thank you so much.” She raised her glass and pounded it down. “Now we need to go to bed.”

We said our goodnights and Nicky and I stood up and finished our drinks. I held Nicky’s hand and turned to Joel and the other three as they stood at the bar wondering what we were going to do.

Joel said, “Thank you ladies for going out with us. It was wonderful to have your company.”

I nodded and looked at them all. They all seemed good with us if we were to just leave and go upstairs. But after a day of sucking two cocks and being out and touching and feeling the men, Nicky and I were both ready for more. The look on the guys’ faces was one of anticipation.

I posed with one foot in front of the other and fluffed my hair. I put my chest out and stood tall. Nicky laughed. I grinned. “Gentlemen. Us girls need to do a bit of exploration before we’ll be able to sleep, so if you’d all like to join us upstairs in our bedroom, we’d greatly appreciate your manly company.” I winked.

Their faces lit up. They all looked at each other. I took Joel’s and Sam’s hands. Nicky took Mike’s and Bob’s.
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Upstairs, we pulled the covers back to the pink satin sheets, then helped the boys strip their clothes off and fold them. Smooth shaven, firm bodies, with hard cocks standing at attention, graced our presence and cried to be worshipped as they deserved.

Nicky and I kneeled down to take our men into our hot mouths, one after the other, stroking and sucking. Joel and Bob rolled their eyes, looking at each other, and shrugged while I ministered to them. I led them by their cocks to the bed to sit on the side, then went to the nightstand and lubed my begging hole through my crotchless panties.

I slid onto the bed in front of Joel and tucked my cock under the band of the panties then lifted my dress and slid back, lifting my legs. I reached down and grasped his hard pole, and pulled him to me. “I want you inside. I’m clean and lubed.”

He moved forward, guiding his pole, and I turned to Sam, who was on the other side of the bed, and reached out to him with my mouth open. He understood and obliged me by holding my head and stuffing my face with his thick velvet cock.

Joel pressed his manly cock against my hole and held my hips tight. I pressed against it as best I could and he pushed harder and harder until the tip went in. I gasped around Sam’s cock and looked at Joel.

“Are you okay?” He held his cock in place.

“Lovely. Push it in. Fill me up, Joel. Breed me like your wife.”

He grinned and looked down as he pressed it further and further into me, filling me with ripples of heavenly sensation as it drove deeper and deeper. I sucked Sam fervently, receiving his energy through my mouth. I was being pumped full of their lust and passion for me from both ends. I was confident, powerful, loved, wanted, needed, lusted for, and it was paradise the way their electricity filled my soul.

Joel grasped my legs, tugging me to the edge of the bed so he could shove himself all the way in. Sam maneuvered to be able to fuck my face.

Nicky was beside me biting her lip, her eyes wide as Mike thrusted into her while she stared in awe at Mike’s cock going in and out of her. She pulled her attention away and remembered Bob was standing there, stroking his cock. They maneuvered about until Bob had hold of her head and she was consuming his cock, looking into his eyes, whimpering and squeaking around his shaft, her head shaking from the pounding Mike was now giving her. Nicky looked so perfect like that. It gave me an epiphany that this was entirely natural for us.

I turned my attention back to Joel as the ripples of pleasure streamed from my toes to my cock stuffed mouth. His firm abs and chest were gleaming with sweat, his face showing how good it was for him as he grunted and shoved his passion for me deep inside of me over and over and over. My head bobbed on my shoulders and Sam’s cock was difficult to keep in, and it slipped out while I watched Joel in his glory. I felt bad for Sam and wondered how to have them both. Could I?

“Sam, could you please get on the bed beneath me and see if you can join Joel inside me?”

He and Joel looked at each other with shock on their faces. Sam was stroking himself, grinning at Joel. Joel smiled and lifted me off the bed to allow Sam to slip under me.

Sam’s hands held my hips tight as he lifted me and I helped guide his cock beside Joel’s and pressed myself onto it, sliding the two of their cocks against one another and stretching me out further. My eyes opened wide, and I gasped.

Sam asked, “Are you Okay, Reese?”

I nodded. “Oh god yes. Go at it, boys. Come together inside of me. Please.” I looked up into Joel’s face as he thrilled, staring at his and Sam’s cocks rubbing together. He reached his hand out to Sam and took Sam’s hand and held it. “Oh, wow, man. You feel soo good.”

Sam laughed. “You do too. Who’d have guessed, huh?” Sam humped upward in the opposite time to Joel’s thrusts, maximizing his contact with Joel and the sensations I received. My cock oozed a steady stream as my leg twitched uncontrollably and in my altered, almost spiritual state, I heard my tiny voice whimpering like a little girl.

Sam moved his hands to my breasts and crushed them against me while Joel pressed my thighs down tight to the bed and they both thrusted fast and hard. My feet had their toes pointed in the fetishy heels as they flailed in the air by my head.

Joel leaned down and gave Sam a peck on the lips, then gave me one on the forehead. His eyes were wide. He grunted. “Oh god, Ready Sam? I want to feel you shoot.”

Sam squeezed my breasts to my chest harder and thrusted. “You both feel so perfect.” His body tensed and Joel rolled his head on his shoulders, looked deeply into my eyes and I sensed them both pulsing inside of me. When the first few pulses were done, they both began thrusting fiercely, taking turns who was deep and who was shallow.

My cock flailed, having come free from the panties’ waistband and shot ribbons of white onto my dress, legs and belly while I whimpered and my body shuddered all over.

My men were breathing heavily as they slowed to a tender pace, Joel gazing lovingly, his eyes flitting from me to Sam and back, over and over.

I turned to Nicky as she let out a muffled howl, Bob coming in her face and Mike standing firm and still letting his cock pulse and shoot inside of her.

We all settled down. My men let themselves slip out, leaving a trail of pearls to run down my bottom. Joel lifted me to him and hugged me deeply while peppering my neck with kisses. Sam wrapped his arms around me from behind and we all three hugged, Sam kissing my neck.

They broke their embrace, and Sam came around and looked deeply into Joel’s eyes. Joel took his hand and held it and squeezed it. Their faces revealed their newfound passion for each other. Naked, they hugged and patted each other’s backs, their deflating cocks touching each other like old friends.

All the men dressed and said their goodbyes, Joel and Sam walking out with Joel’s arm around Sam and laughing.

Nicky came over to me and wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a peck on the lips. “That was something, huh? We’d never have had a time like that before. And you, girl! Two passionate depositors inside of you.”

“Yeah. I think Joel and Sam now have a new type of relationship too. I don’t think I’ll have to worry about Joel getting jealous anymore.”

She laughed and nodded. “I think it broke new ground with Mike and Bob as well. Not that they found each other like Joel and Sam, but that they don’t mind sharing now.”

“So, what do we do now?”

“Sleep. Rest. Be two normal girls and relax and not be sluts for a while, maybe?”

“Sounds good. How about fundraising? We have a good amount of summer break left.”

“True. Maybe the frat would like to get us some implants and improve our feminizations further. Why stop now?”

Her eyes lit up. “Wow. Now that sounds fabulous. Think they’ll go for it?”

“I think so. Plus, we have two new girls to help and there’s probably more that would like to do it, too. Why don’t we start a GoFundMe page for people who want to become girls like us? We could make lots of people happy. At least our guys prefer us to genetic girls. I bet a lot of guys would. No more lonely femboys.”

Nicky stood there, her face blank as she nodded. “Wow. That’s wild to think of. Let’s sleep on it.” She took my hand and led me to the bed. We fell onto it. Nicky spooned me, and we fell fast asleep.
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