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“Casey, we need to find something fun to do, buddy. I need a vacation. We finished all the home improvement projects. There’s nothing left to do.”

Sitting on the patio sipping my beer, I gave Skyler my most desperate look. “We don’t have girlfriends, don’t like hanging out with other guys, don’t like sports. I mean, we’re a couple of pretty darned boring guys.”

Skyler slugged down his beer and grabbed another from the cooler. “Yeah, we are, but there has to be something. I could really use a vacation. We haven’t taken any time off except the days we used for the projects on this house we bought, and like I said, it’s all done. Our jobs allow us all the time off we want. We should use some of it! God I’m glad I became a computer engineer—flex-time, as much vacation as we want—and look at us. We never take any.”

“Exactly. I say we take vacation for at least two weeks, starting right now.”

“We could. But what would we do? We could go insane just hanging out doing nothing. We need to do something out of the ordinary, something fun. Pick up some girls or something.”

“Yeah, right. We all know how well that’s worked for us so far.” I grabbed my phone and sent a text. “That was to our boss, asking for the time off.”

He nodded, sipping his beer. “So what can we do?”

We stared at each other. Skyler was like me. We were a couple of nerdy geeks. He was a great guy, and we got along really well. Living with him was easy because we were both neat freaks.

I received a text. I looked at it and responded. “Okay, all set. We’re officially on vacation.”

“Super. Now I’m getting nervous. We need a plan.” Skyler flipped his long hair over his shoulder. He played with his stud earring. “We should be able to figure this out. I mean, we’re the best coders around, and coders are always solving problems. We deserve to have a great vacation.”

“I agree.” I watched Skyler cross his leg and dangle a flip-flop while bouncing his foot. One hand was twirling his hair around a finger. “You know Skyler, now don’t take this wrong, but as I’m watching you, it occurs to me that you move and act like a girl.”

He laughed and gave me a bent wrist wave-off. “Oh honey, what are you talking about? I’m as manly as any man.”

I snickered. “Yeah, right. It gives me an idea, though. Something that might be fun, and it wouldn’t entail us baking on a hot, dirty beach or marching around looking at museums or other touristy shit or hiking in some bug-infested forest.”

“Not doing any of that is always a plus. We’ve done enough of that already. You’ve got my attention, buddy.”

“Good. Now don’t let your paradigms toss this idea aside, okay?”

“I’ll try.”

“No try...do.”

“Tell me what your idea is.”

“It’ll take some money; it’ll kinda be a gift to each other.”

“A gift?”

“Yeah, something we’d both like to have and haven’t been able to. It’ll take some effort from both of us and some patience.”

“Effort’s not a problem, and we have plenty of money. I’m losing my patience at the moment, though. Tell me.”

“Stand up.”

“Why?” He stood, one hip kicked out, and stared at me, confused.

I walked over to him. I walked around him and looked at him closely.

“You’re creeping me out, buddy. What are you doing?”

“Okay, you can sit.”

He sat and crossed his legs like a girl again and started bouncing his foot, his flip-flop dangling. “Tell me already.”

“Okay. Have you ever felt like you might be more girl than guy inside?”

“What!? No way. You know me. Did you ever wonder about yourself? I mean, you’re holding your pinky out, drinking that beer right now.”

I folded my little finger in and tossed my hair over my shoulder. “Uh, I have. I never pursued it, though. I mean, I put on my sister’s panties when I was little and things like that but...”

“Really? I did that too.”

I nodded and saw a spark of excitement in his eyes. “Interesting. Good. Then why don’t we dress you up like a girl? I mean all the way... Do it like we do everything, to the max. Then I’d have a girlfriend for a roommate.”

“Hey, wait a minute. If we’re doing this, we’re both doing it. I’m not signing up to be your girlfriend. You have to do it too. I think you’d look terrific as a girl. Better than me.”

We both stared at each other, our eyes flitting around our bodies, sipping our beers nervously. My heart raced in my chest. “Uh, this is kinda scary.”

Skyler ran his fingertips up and down his leg. “We’d have to shave our bodies. I mean, girls don’t have hair on their legs, even if it’s sparse like ours.”

“True. We’d have to learn to put on makeup. Walk in heels and pick out clothing other than tee shirts and jeans. It could be challenging.”

“Yeah, but how hard could it be?”

I looked into Skyler’s eyes, imagining them made up. His long eyelashes would be even more prominent. I remembered wearing my sister’s panties... and pantyhose, skirts, shoes, bras, and dresses. It was thrilling at the time, but once I was in college, the fear of being caught and the unavailability of her clothes ended it all. I recalled the wonderful feelings it gave me.

Skyler recrossed his legs, pushing a hand between them as he adjusted himself under his pants. He bounced his leg again, smiling. I was staring at him blankly, trying to imagine it.

“Earth to Casey. So? We doin’ it? You’ll be gorgeous, buddy. I can tell.”

“Yeah, I see the thought of it is making you excited.”

“Not the thoughts of you, but the thought of getting fem is stirring. So I assume it’s stirring you up a bit too?”

I nodded. “I confess, I wore more than my sister’s panties back then. It was thrilling for me... But then again, you as a girl could be very stimulating too. I think you’d be really hot.”

Skyler laughed, covering his mouth. He even sounded like a girl. His face flushed.

“What? Are you laughing at me?”

Wide-eyed, he shook his head and waved limp-wristed hands in the air quickly. “Oh no, Casey. It’s just that I did the same things, and it felt the same to me. You even have a voice that’ll fit when you’re dressed.”

“So do you, bud. It sure isn’t a manly voice. More honey than power. So? We’re both interested in pursuing it. Want to?” My heart raced in my chest. I put my hand on it. “Is your heart racing like mine?”

Skyler nodded and took a deep breath. “Wow.” He flipped his hair over his shoulder and rolled his pretty eyes.

“Okay. Then the first thing is that we need to look like girls to go shopping for girls’ clothes. I mean, we need to be able to do our makeup and wear lipstick and stuff. We can wear our regular clothes to go shopping in. Girls wear jeans and tee shirts like ours all the time. I want to be able to buy us really hot, sexy minidresses and heels and things. At least when we’re done, we’ll be able to enjoy having someone feminine around us, even if we’re fakes.” I crossed my legs, squeezing my awakened desire between them. “God, that sounds so thrilling, doesn’t it?” I laughed.

Skyler laughed, pressed himself between his legs, and crossed them to cover it. “Uh, yeah, there’s something about it. Maybe we shouldn’t do this, though. Maybe we’re thinking with the wrong body part, and that’s never a good thing.”

“It isn’t? Isn’t trying to pick up girls like that?”

“I guess. So it must be normal. Human. Manly, even, to get a thrill from the thought of becoming fully feminized?”

“Yeah. Manly. It’ll take courage, dedication, diligence. Very manly stuff. You know, all the right stuff.”

“Right! Okay. Let’s start by watching some YouTube videos. Then we’ll go buy the makeup and things we need so we can go shopping tomorrow.” I stood, went over to Skyler, and held my hand out. “C’mon, girl. He who hesitates is lost.”

“She who hesitates is lost. As manly as this is, we need to start referring to ourselves as girls now in order to do this perfectly.”

“So right, sister. So right.” We covered our mouths and laughed. 
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We watched a couple hours of makeup videos and came across other guys who were doing the same thing—and they looked great! We found lots of tips and tricks like using gel breast forms, not just to have breasts that look and feel real but to make real cleavage. The videos gave us the motivation to act. We dashed off to the drugstore and bought makeup and tools. The checkout girl grinned a little as she rang us out, and she kept glancing at us. She handed me the bag.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Have a good day, girls. You’ll look fabulous.” She winked at me.

My face flushed as we hurried out of the store. “She knows what we’re doing,” Skyler said.

“No shit. But she said we’d look great too.”

“Not great. Fabulous.”

“Right. See? We’ll be fabulous.”

At home, Skyler showered and shaved his first. He wrapped a towel around himself under his arms the way a freshly showered girl would. I showered and did the same, enjoying how it felt, wearing the towel that way. I dried and fluffed my hair, and then we stood side by side, doing our makeup in the mirror, remembering the instructions from YouTube.

“Is this okay, Skyler?” I turned to show him my eyeliner and mascara.

“Oh gosh, Casey. It makes your eyes pop. I love it. How’s mine?”

“Fabulous, girl.”

We did our eyeshadow, foundation, blush, lipstick. When we were done, we looked nothing like guys. I stared at Skyler as we took each other in. She licked her lips seductively and fluttered her eyelashes.

I laughed. “Oh god, you’re hot, sister. Don’t do that to me!”

Skyler laughed and pressed down the front of her towel. “I make myself hot for me too. Kinda cool, isn’t it?”

“I guess. Why wouldn’t any normal guy be attracted to a hot chick?”

I went into my bedroom and put on my tighty-whities, jeans, a tee shirt, socks and sneakers. I looked in the mirror. My hair was okay but...

I tied a bandana in back with a bow, making a ponytail, and I left some strands out to dangle on either side of my face. Looking in the mirror, that was better, but my hair needed layers and some style.

Skyler came into my room, her hair in a lifted ponytail on top of her head. I chimed out, “Hey, that looks really cute on you.”

She shook her head, flinging her hair around, smiling. “Thanks. I want to get it cut, though. It needs some style to it.”

“I was thinking the same thing. We can always get guys’ haircuts again after we’re done playing around on vacation. Let’s do it. Please?”

I laughed. “Right! Who cares? So what? Why not? If we’re doing it, we should do it all the way. It would be unmanly to do this half-assed.”

“Right. Unmanly.” I filled my pockets. “We’ll need purses too.”

“Right. Can’t forget that. Ready? I can’t wait.”

“Me either.” I put my hands on Sky’s shoulders and looked into his eyes. “You’re very pretty.”

“You too.” He moved his face closer to mine, and his lip trembled.

I moved back and patted his shoulder. “Let’s go, sister.”

We went through the mall, no one the wiser that we weren’t girls. At least it didn’t seem like they were. We had our hair highlighted and cut into layers and fake painted nails put on our fingers. We bought long dangling earrings, necklaces, bracelets, rings, high heels, dresses, skirts, tops, bras, panties, lingerie, pantyhose, stockings, gel breast-forms, and on and on. We made two trips to the car and ate lunch in the mall. I had never had so much fun in my whole life. I usually hated shopping, but not that day.

We rushed home and hurriedly put away our new finds. We washed and dried a quick load of our new panties and things. While they dried, we cracked open a couple of beers and sat on the patio.

“We did it, Sky girl.” I raised my beer to her and slugged down half the can.

She raised her beer to me. “Yeah. We sure did, Case, didn’t we? What next?”

“What do you think is next? We need to dress up. Do something. Go out for dinner and drinks. I can’t wait to wear something really sexy.”

“Right. Dinner, drinks, sexy.”

I sipped. My heart pounded in my chest. “Going out in jeans is a lot different than going out as a couple of sexy chicks.”

“Absolutely. It’ll be lovely. Fantastic.”

“But what if guys take interest in us?”

“We just blow them off. Gently of course. Don’t want to get them angry with us. Girls go out together all the time.”

“But they do it to pick up guys.”

“Then we’ll just tell them we’re lesbians.”

“Good idea.” I stared at Skyler as she sipped her beer, her pinky with its painted nail extended, her pretty, made-up eyes smiling above the can. She was gorgeous. My heart fluttered as if I were falling in love. “You’re so pretty, Skyler.”

“Thanks. You are too, princess. Much prettier now than you ever were handsome.”

“And we’ve been such great roommates and have the same interests and everything. Isn’t it weird that now we’re gonna be lesbian girlfriends? At least to the general public, that is.”

“I think it’s nice. Not many people like us would be able to do this. I mean, not just how we look, but being close enough to do it together and share in it. I think we’ll be even closer girlfriends than we were roommates. Is that okay with you?”

I nodded. “I think it’s only natural. We have a great foundation already, and doing something like this is so out there. It takes so much trust and bravery. It can’t help but make us closer. It’s like we’re on a special mission together.”

“Right. It is. A special secret mission.” I looked into her eyes; they were flitting around my face and hair. “I love your new hair, honey.”

“Yours too. Fits your face so well. You’re so much more interesting to look at now.”

“Thanks. You’re pretty exciting to see too. Quite alluring.”

I could feel her eyes delve into my soul as mine did the same to her. The smile left her face, and she tilted her head slightly. Her long nails ran though her hair, and her starry-eyed gaze made me feel warm and fuzzy. I took a deep breath and stood up. “The dryer should be done. I’ll go bring the things up so we can put them away and get dressed.”

She stood up. “Thanks, honey. I’m gonna pick out a dress and heels for tonight. I think I know what I want to wear already. I’ll join you upstairs.” She placed her hand on my shoulder. She moved slightly closer to my face, her eyes on mine, her luscious painted lips pursed.

Should I? I started to, then pulled back. I couldn’t do it. It was wrong. “Okay. See you upstairs.”

We went our separate ways. I could tell Skyler was attracted to me as much as I was to her—much more than I’d ever been attracted to him before. She was like a new person in a way, but still the best friend ever. I knew she wanted to kiss me. I felt the same, but I was afraid of what would happen if we did kiss. We might get grossed out, we might like it, we might love it... and then what?

For something we were doing for vacation kicks, this was getting very complicated. 
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I was taking my lingerie from the basket and folding my panties when Sky came in wearing a short pink satin robe. “You don’t have to do mine, sweetie.” She plucked her things from the basket and began folding them. “Aren’t these things sweet? So much nicer than what we used to wear—the materials, colors, and fancy decorations on them. I want to wear them all at once.”

I rubbed the bra between my thumb and forefinger, looking at my long, painted nails. “Yes, exquisite.” I brought my attention back to my next task. “Okay. I need to pick out my clothes.” I opened my closet door.

Skyler said, “Case, honey, you can have one side of my walk-in to put your things in if you want. And I have that extra dresser in the master I hardly use.”

“Uh, this is okay.”

“But then maybe we could both put our old, boring clothes in this room and just use it for storage. The king-size bed has a better mattress, too, and plenty of room for two little girls like us.”

The thought of sleeping with her was enticing, to say the least, yet frightening as hell. “Uh, we’ll see, Sky.”

I picked out a V-neck minidress with an Empire waist and a flared skirt and held it out, looking at it.

Sky said, “I love that dress. It matches your eyes perfectly. Wear it for me, okay? You bought those matching shoes too.”

“It’s not too revealing? I mean...”

“Don’t be silly. It’s perfect. The flared skirt will give you some hips and also hide any arousal you may have. I’ll wear mine in the beige color, and we can match. What are you wearing under it?”

“I laid out my black lace garter belt, panties and bra... with those black, sheer Italian lace-top thigh-high stockings.”

“Okay, I’ll wear my things like that, but in the cream color with suntan stockings.” Sky picked up her folded piles of lingerie in her arms and came over to me. She fawned at me, making me melt. “I can’t wait to see you. I’ll go get dressed.”

I sat on the bed and undid my towel. I slid the stockings up my silky legs, feeling the gossamer-thin fabric caressing my skin. I wrapped the garter belt around me and attached the stocking. I did the next one. I slid the black lace panties up and stood my very thrilled shaft up against my belly in them.

I slipped on the bra and filled the cups with my gel-forms, making cleavage and filling out the cups. I slid the dress up, the satin lining silky against me, and put my arms though the straps. I reached back and zipped it up as far as I could. I slid into the strappy matching stilettos, my toenails peeking out and glistening pink like my fingernails.

At the dresser, I put my earrings in and jewelry on and sprayed perfume over my hair and under my dress, filling my nostrils with the thick, feminine fragrance. The zipper of my dress began to creep down. I went to the mirror and tried to tug it but couldn’t reach it well enough to pull it all the way up.

I loaded my purse with my things and went into Skyler’s room. She stood in front of her mirror in her bra and forms, garter belt, panties, and heels. She was gorgeous. “Oops, sorry, Sky. I’ll come back.”

She turned and smiled at me. She was hard in her panties. She walked sensually in her heels to me. “Oh no, what’s up, Case? Need something? Want to move your things in here? Then we could get dressed together from now on. You look wonderful.” Her eyes roamed up and down my body. “I’m so glad you’re my girlfriend now.”

She stood before me, leaned her head over my shoulder and whispered, “Mmm, you smell good enough to eat.” Her hand caressed my shoulder. Her lips grazed my neck.

I took a deep breath, enjoying it for a moment, then I turned away and said, “Uh, can you zip my dress the rest of the way?”

“Sure. Her hands slid gently on my shoulders, caressing them gently. “You may want to wear a bolero top or crop sweater over your pretty shoulders. They might get cold.” Her hands glided on my shoulders.

“I’ll do that. Good idea.”

She finally zipped me the rest of the way, then turned me to face her. “There. You’re pretty as a picture.” She looked me up and down, and I did the same with her. Her arousal showed in her panties. “Let me give you a hug.”

She wrapped her arms around me and pressed herself against me. I could feel her hardness against my leg. I hugged her tight to me as I throbbed in my panties. Was it the clothing or her I was attracted to?

I broke our embrace. “Uh...I’ll let you finish dressing. We don’t want to be late for our reservations.”

“Right.” She turned away, her face flushed, and she bent down, her bottom tight in her lace panties as she adjusted the strap on her stiletto. Her long-nailed hand slid in a circle on her bottom, and she stood. “This feels so nice.” She caressed her stockinged legs. “It’s so sensual.”

“Right, Skyler. Now get ready so we’re not late, okay?”

“Okay, princess. You’re right, but we’re on vacation and need to go slowly. We can enjoy our new look and feel all of it. I just feel so good. I’ve never felt like this before. I promise, I’ll get ready quickly. Go relax and I’ll be right down.” She leaned into me and gave me a peck on the lips. “Gotcha!” She laughed. 
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I went into my bedroom and found a crop-top to wear over my shoulders, then went downstairs and clicked in my heels across the tile floor to our liquor cabinet. My trembling hands shook a martini and poured it into a martini glass, spilling a little. I dug our emergency pack of smokes out of the drawer and bobbled the pack, dropping one on the floor. I put the pack in my purse in case I needed it later, picked the one off the floor and found a lighter, putting it into my purse. I took it all outside to the patio.

I sat, the breeze caressing my legs, the breasts heavy on my chest, my one leg sliding over the other as I sipped a good amount of martini down. I lit the cigarette and took a deep drag. I was in heaven in terms of how good I felt, presenting myself femininely, but I was a basket case from Skyler’s advances and my desires to follow through with them. What would I do?

I let the nicotine and alcohol enter my system. My hands stopped quivering. I bounced a foot and opened myself to the lusciousness of my attire. I breathed in the fragrances of my perfume and the cigarette.

Skyler was my best friend ever. Why should I be so afraid of him, or uh... her now? I always wanted a gorgeous girlfriend like her. Now we both had the girls we could never have... and we were them. I laughed to myself and sipped. Took a deep drag and made slowly rolling smoke rings. So what if we were genetic males? We both loved how we felt this way. Were we really males inside, then? So what if being feminized was the persona we were each best suited to be? Why not be lesbians like Sky suggested we tell the guys?

I crushed the butt out with my spiked heel and picked it up daintily. I carried it inside and threw it out, then stood by the counter, finishing my martini and watching the birds return to the feeder on the patio.

From behind, warm hands gently ran down my hairless arms. Sky quietly said, “I see you found a crop top. That one goes well with your dress, and we still get to see your silky arms.” Her hands slid deliciously on me. She pressed her breasts against my back and her crotch against my bottom. “Mmm, you smell so good.” She pressed against me again, then released and kept doing it. I wanted to wrap my hands around her and make her do it harder so I could feel it hard and pressing against my cheeks, showing me the pleasure it gave her.

I broke her grip and turned to face her. I wrapped my arms around her shoulders, and my lip twitched as I smiled nervously. “I’m so sorry, Sky, that I’m so unsure. You’re my BFF, and I don’t know why this bit of intimacy makes me so nervous.”

She tilted her head, her arms wrapped around my waist. “It’s okay. Give it time. This is all so new. We all have paradigms that are hard to let go of sometimes. Just relax. I’ll be less pushy. It’ll be hard for me, though, because you make me so hard now.”

I looked into her gorgeous eyes; I saw the concern in them. I looked at her lips. I moved closer, and she moved closer too. I felt her breath on my face. “It’s okay. Baby steps,” she whispered.

I touched my lips to hers ever so gently, feeling their softness and our lipsticks. I put my hand on the back of her head. I pressed my lips to her and kissed her. I pulled back. “Baby steps,” I said. “We need to go, or we’ll be late.”

“I know. I already called the Uber.” She took her phone from her purse. “Thirty seconds.” She tossed it back in and took my hand. “Let’s go, sister!”

The Uber was a big, shiny black Escalade that pulled into our driveway. The well-dressed driver exited and opened the back door. We clicked across the cement, and he smiled broadly. “Hello, ladies. Excuse the box in back, but I think there’s enough room for you both unless one of you would like to sit in front. I have a delivery to make afterwards, and your stop was on the way. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all,” Skyler chimed as she climbed in and I followed.

The cool leather of the seat reminded me of my lack of clothing as I slid across it. I pressed against Sky in order to let the driver close the door. Her hand rested on my thigh.

The driver climbed in and said, “Next stop, L’Amour. Out for a night on the town, ladies? You both look stunning.”

“Thanks. Yes, we are. We’re on vacation and celebrating,” Sky replied.

He smiled in the mirror. “That’s great. L’Amour is one of my favorites. What, may I ask, are you celebrating?”

We looked at each other. I looked into his rearview mirror and said, “We’re celebrating our birthdays, and we feel like we’ve been reborn.”

“Fantastic. If you need a ride later, I’ll be working around the area of L’Amour. Clubbing after dinner?”

Sky nodded. I squeezed her hand and shook my head. She answered. “Maybe. We’ll see.”

“It’s ladies’ night at the Velvet Lounge and Dance Club right down the street, just so you know. It’s a great place. Nice enough for ladies dressed as well as you two, and only a short walk on a night as nice as tonight. I usually finish the shift with a fare from there and then call it a night. If you want, you can call me directly, and then I’ll be sure to take your ride when I see it, if I can.”

“Sure.” Skyler took her phone out. “What’s your phone number, Brandon?”

He gave it to her, and she typed it in. “Thanks. We’ll call if we decide to go there.”

“Super.”

Skyler’s hand was gliding on my stockinged thigh, driving me wild. I let my hand fall onto her thigh and did the same. It felt wonderful, feeling her silky, stockinged leg and her caressing me the same way. We snuggled together in the back seat and gazed out the window.

Brandon opened our door and helped us climb down, lending us his big hand. “Thank you, ladies, and I wish you both a wonderful birthday celebration.”

I felt like a princess as we stepped up to the maître d’. He led us to a quiet little booth for four, facing the fireplace and looking out onto a lit garden. It was a perfectly romantic place to bring a girlfriend. The two of us slid across the booth and snuggled in the middle. I crossed my legs as did Sky, and our thighs and calves touched. I slid my hand on her leg and she on mine again. She whispered, “I think I’m falling in love with you.”

“Mmm, this is heavenly. You’re heavenly.”

The waiter waited, smiling with his pressed linen towel across his arm until we looked up at him. I laughed. “Sorry.”

“Quite okay, ladies.” He placed lemon waters before us from his tray. “May I obtain drinks for you two?” He handed us a drink menu. “We have some house specialty cocktails. I highly recommend the Sazerac. Highly fragrant with orange spices, the licorice of the absinthe, and the woodiness and leather of the rye. Tiny sips bring great pleasure.”

We both read the ingredients. “Sounds fabulous to me,” Sky said.

“Make it two,” I said.

“Right away, ladies.” He turned on his heel and set off.

I sipped my water. Sky looked around. “See, if we came here like we normally present ourselves, they’d think we were weird geeks, but like this, we’re lovely ladies.”

“True.” She grasped my hand beneath the table and squeezed it. “Thanks for doing this with me.”

“No. Thank you. I never would have done this myself and would have missed all of it.” I slid my stockinged calf against hers. “This feels so nice.” I gave her a peck on the lips.

We had a seven-course meal. I had never enjoyed eating and drinking so much. It was as if all my senses had been refreshed. It all tasted and smelled so good. I loved sitting so close to Skyler and being able to enjoy each other’s company so much.

Sipping my espresso, I said, “So, do we dare to walk the one block to the Velvet Lounge and Dance Club?”

“It’s a good, well-lit street. It shouldn’t be an issue.”

“I don’t mean the street. I mean the club. If we go dancing, we’ll be advertising for guys to hit on us.”

“True. But like I said, we can just tell them we’re lesbians.”

“I don’t know. We’re still hot chicks.” I squeezed her hand under the table.

“Your palms are sweating.”

“I’m getting nervous.”

“Don’t be. We can’t limit ourselves on our vacation. Especially since we look like hot chicks. That’s what we went all out for. We’d miss half the fun.” She gazed into my eyes, her head tilted, her long lashes fluttering with each blink. She slid her hand on my thigh. “Please? C’mon, sweetie, if you want, we’ll stay on the lounge side for now. Then we won’t be advertising, we’ll just be relaxing. The lounge will probably have some nice entertainment.”

“I guess. Okay, you win. But only the lounge side. I just want to enjoy being with you. No guys. Okay?”

She held up crossed fingers and winked at me. “Okay.”
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We paid the bill and left. We walked arm in arm, our heels clicking on the pavement, my breasts tugging on my chest. I felt like a million bucks as people smiled at us as we passed by. In a moment, we were at the club. We waited in a short line. A man in front of us turned and smiled at me. “Hi, here by yourselves?”

“Uh, we...”

Sky spoke up. “Yup, we’re celebrating our birthdays.”

He flashed a smile, as did his handsome friend, and then he said, “Well, happy birthday, girls. I’ll buy your first drinks.”

“Oh, uh, how nice!” Sky chimed.

I tugged on her arm and whispered, “Skyler! What are you doing?”

She whispered back, “They seem nice. Why not? It’s one of the advantages of being a woman. Free drinks.”

We showed our IDs and entered. The two guys were waiting for us, their hands out to greet us. “I’m Dean, and this is my friend Ryder.”

We shook hands, and Skyler told them our names. I gave them a flat-lipped smile, still sure this was a bad idea.

Dean and Ryder let us lead the way into the lounge. The room was filled with well-dressed men and women. Ryder took my hand in his and said, “There, in the corner behind the piano—that round booth looks like the last one.” He led us to it, and Sky and I both slid in from each side, holding our minidresses under us until we touched in the middle. The long linen tablecloth brushed my legs. At least no one could see our legs from the lounge. “I don’t like this,” I whispered to her.

“Just relax, Casey,” she whispered back.

Ryder slid in next to me and Dean next to Sky. I felt his leg against mine but had nowhere to move. I took my purse off my shoulder and tried to put it between us, but he took it and placed it next to him. “I’ll keep an eye on it for you.”

“Thanks.”

I looked at Skyler. She was smiling and chatting with Dean. We ordered drinks. The guys ordered their drinks and shots for all of us. Great! They were trying to get us drunk.

My heart raced in my chest, and Ryder’s talking was a distant blur in my mind while I looked around the club as if I could escape. The piano player bowed his head to the crowd after finishing a song; he started another as people passed him and stuffed tips in his carafe.

I felt a large hand on my stockinged thigh, squeezing it. Ryder said, “Are you okay, Casey?” He slid his hand a bit higher and let it rest there.

“Uh, yeah, just taking in the place. People-watching. The piano player’s good.” I looked at Sky. She was happy and engaged with Dean. Dean had one hand under the table, and it looked as if she was enjoying his attentions.

Ryder’s hand set in motion, gliding up and down my thigh, and his fingers pressed as if trying to get between my legs. I tightened my legs together. He moved his face closer to me and said, “Yeah, they have good talent here. It’s a nice, relaxing lounge, isn’t it? Of course the dance club is fun, too, though. Maybe we could dance later?”

“Uh, I don’t know.”

Our drinks arrived. I took a slug of my manhattan, and then the guys toasted us, and we did the shots. Another round was on the way. I drank down half the manhattan.

“So,” Ryder said as he leaned back with his arm around me on the back of the booth. He looked into my eyes, and I could smell his clean-smelling cologne.

His hand continued to caress my leg. “I love when women wear stockings. It has so much class, and they feel so nice to the touch. Do they feel nice to wear?”

“They do. You should try it sometime.” I laughed a nervous laugh.

He didn’t, and his eyes flitted away. Maybe he had tried them. He looked back at me with a nervous smile. “Yeah, maybe I should.” His hand made longer strokes on my leg, going down past my knee then back up between my thighs. It was driving me crazy. It felt so nice, but I couldn’t force myself to move his hand away—like I should have.

I looked at Sky in a similar situation but she was without any sign of nervousness.

Ryder said, “Does this feel nice to you? I imagine it would.”

I nodded my head nervously.

“Good, because I could do this all night. If you were able to lift your legs up, I’d give them a real massage, but that’s out of the question here.”

I nodded again and sipped more of my drink. I could feel the effects of the shot and my cocktail as the next round arrived. I whispered to Skyler, “He’s driving me wild, caressing my legs.”

“Mine too. Isn’t it incredible? I love it.”

“But what if they get between our legs and find out? They might beat us to death.”

“I doubt they’d beat us to death. They’d probably like us even more, but just don’t let them.”

“But he’s pushing his hand harder to get in there.”

“Well then, distract him like I’m doing with Dean. Unzip his pants and give him some fun.”

I gasped and threw her a shocked look. She laughed and winked.

Dean proposed a toast. “To making you girls feel as good as Skyler is making me feel.” Ryder held his shot glass for me to clink. We all clinked and downed the shots.

While his hand was busy, I recrossed my legs the other way, and his hand returned. He caressed them, still trying to gain access. I looked over to Skyler. Her arm showed me she was moving her hand under the table while Dean leaned back, both of his arms on the back of the booth with Sky leaning into him.

Maybe she had the right idea. He wasn’t trying to get between her legs because his arms were both on the back of the booth. I looked into Ryder’s eyes. I had a nice buzz by then and wasn’t afraid. His eyes locked on mine as I slid my hand onto his lap. I could feel how hard he was for me through his pants. I squeezed it. It was a true compliment to how I was presenting myself. I throbbed in my panties.

Ryder put his arm around me and whispered, “That feels really nice, Casey. Why don’t you take the beast out? No one will see anything here. The tablecloths go practically to the floor.”

I smiled and nodded, keeping my eyes on his face as I unzipped his pants and took out his smoothly shaved package. I wrapped my painted, long-nailed fingers around his velvety, thick, warm shaft. He winked and smiled. “Your hands are so soft.”

“Thanks.” I stroked up and down the length of it. I could use two hands it was so long. I looked around the club. No one was paying any attention to us. Skyler had both hands under the table and was gazing into Dean’s smiling eyes. He and Ryder kept watch as we both got into giving them a treat.

I was hard in my panties. It was more than exciting to be able to give this deep pleasure to another person. When Ryder wasn’t looking around, his eyes met mine and filled me with the sensations he felt.

I pressed my thigh against his. I slid my dress over and wrapped the silky lining around his shaft and continued to stroke him. “Oh yeah, that feels great, Casey. So great, you might have to stop, or I’ll mess your dress.”

I stopped.

He whispered. “Good. Save it for later, and I can use it to make you feel good too.”

I wrapped my dress around it and began again. I didn’t need him trying to make love to me.

“Careful now,” he whispered. “God, your lips are so hot. I’d love to see how they feel on me. Oh, god, stop for a minute.”

I stopped and looked at Skyler. She was gone. I looked to Dean, and he pointed under the table and winked.

Ryder said, “Why don’t you join Skyler under the table? I’d love it if you would. Then I won’t mess your dress. I love it when a beautiful woman takes me into her mouth, and yours is so gorgeous.”

I was rock hard with the thought, for some reason—the thought of doing something so unspeakable to me previously. I lifted the tablecloth and peeked under it. I saw Skyler tugging on Dean’s globes and bobbing her head on his shaft. She winked at me and motioned for me to come under the table.

I took my linen napkin from the table to kneel on, looked around and slid down. In the dim light I saw Ryder as he held his beast, waiting for me. I put my hands on his hard thighs and moved closer. I wrapped my fingers around it, my pinky out, pink nails glinting in the light. My heart pounded; I throbbed uncontrollably. I licked the oozing tip. It was salty. It smelled of cologne and was fresh and clean. I tentatively wrapped my lips around the head.

Ryder grunted and his hand went to my head, pressing me down gently. He whispered under the tablecloth, “It’s okay. No one knows. Take it. Be ready to swallow if you want, or stop before I finish, and we can save it for you for later.”

I guessed I had to swallow—it excited me even more to do something so intimate as to have him in my mouth when I made him dispense it in me. He pressed his hand on my head. I took it as deep as I could. I wrapped my other hand around it and set the depth with it. I bobbed, stroked, and ran my tongue around the shaft. I became wild with the pleasure of doing this for him. I was frantic in my ministrations, continually throbbing in my panties from the arousal it pumped into me.

His hand squeezed my head tight, and he lifted his hips a bit. I felt his shaft swell in my hand, and a gush shot across my tongue. I swallowed it greedily and felt it relax then swell again, shooting another load into my mouth. I was so thrilled by the pleasure I knew he was feeling that I wet my panties profusely. I shuddered under the table and hit my head on it while we both finished our spasming and gushing.

I bobbed and ran my tongue around it some more as if I could get more from him. He twitched and spasmed until he freed himself of my mouth and took my hand to help me back up. I slid up and crossed my legs, feeling the wetness between them, and I gave him a flat-lipped smile. He kissed my lips and said, “That was heavenly. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. I enjoyed it too.”

“If we wait a while, I can please you with it.”

I looked to Sky. She was adjusting her dress and hair. She looked at me and swung her head toward the exit. I nodded. “Uh, Ryder, I think Sky is ready to leave. We have to get up early tomorrow.”

Sky leaned in and said, “We do. If you guys give me your phone numbers, maybe we can get together again sometime.”

They both nodded vigorously, and we took their numbers but didn’t give ours. They let us out of the booth, and we left. In the lobby, we called Brandon and placed the Uber order. He picked us up.

Skyler hugged my arm as we snuggled in the back seat. She whispered, “Bet you didn’t realize how good that could be. I never would have guessed! Wasn’t it incredible? Didn’t you feel so powerful and sexy... and desired?” Her hand slid on my leg and under the hem. “Oh my, seems you enjoyed it as much as I did. The same thing happened to me.”

I nodded. “You too, huh? What the heck is wrong with us?”

“Wrong? Honey, why would you say that? Nothing is wrong with us. Not anymore, at least.” She squeezed my hand and patted my leg. “Now, you are sleeping with me tonight, aren’t you? You already destroyed your limiting paradigm with Ryder, and I want to cuddle with my girlfriend.” 
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We both rinsed off in the shower but didn’t wash our hair or take our makeup off. Somehow, taking the makeup off would make me feel naked, like an imposter.

We slipped into our matching negligées. I wore a bra and forms beneath it with black thigh-high stockings and heels. It just felt good, and Skyler did the same.

We slid into her bed on the satin sheets and pulled the covers up. I stared at the ceiling, illuminated by the moon gleaming through the window.

“Penny for your thoughts.” Sky’s hand slid over and held mine. Her thumb rubbed my palm. “Feeling okay?”

“Yeah. Wonderful, actually.”

“Good. Anything wrong?”

“No. I just can’t believe how uplifting it was doing that. I never would have guessed. It made me feel so special, powerful, sexy.”

She slid over to me and slid her stockinged leg across mine and pressed her hardness in her panties against my thigh. “Mmm, it was so sensual, so gratifying to be able to reap that reward from Dean. I felt so alluring and desirable, being able to make him give it all to me. I could feel his passion for me. Could you feel Ryder’s?” She slowly humped my leg and slid her hand onto my panties. She rubbed my hardness through the silky fabric.

“Mmm, I could. It was intense. Amazing. I felt proud of myself.”

“I’ll say. And we sure did get rewards out of them, all right.” She laughed. “Imagine what it must feel like to have a big hard man like that making love to you.” She stroked my shaft.

“Oh god. Don’t go there, honey.” I pulled my panties aside, and Sky wrapped her warm fingers around my shaft. I humped into her fist while she humped my leg.

“But we have to think about it. I mean, we’re girls now, with guys who would love to do that to us. We shouldn’t short-change ourselves on our vacation. Imagine if we hadn’t come as far as we had. We’d be playing video games.”

“True. It’s too much to think about right now, though, and I’m tired.”

“Okay. Don’t think about it. I will, though. I will while I make you feel good.” Sky slid around on the sheets gently, flipped me onto my side, then took me into her hot mouth. She began running her tongue around my shaft and bobbing her head on it.

I slid around and took her into my mouth. The two of us began mimicking each other’s ministrations. It was heaven. I told her I wouldn’t think about having a man make love to me, but I couldn’t help but think of it now.

Sky popped off me and continued to stroke me as she said, “That’s it, Dean, slip it into me. Fill me with your passion, connect us together and put your reward deep inside me, Dean. What’s that, Ryder? Oh, of course that’s exactly what you’re going to do to my girlfriend, Casey. She’ll love being fused to you like that. That’s it, Ryder, press it into her. See how she’s pushing her hips to get you in deeper? Stretch her out, you’ll fit. That’s it, shove it deep in her. Now make love to Casey.”

She painted the picture for me, and I was absorbing it in my mind. Her mouth went back onto me and she humped furiously into my face, and I did the same to her, both of us whimpering. Immediately, we flooded each other’s mouths, and our bodies shuddered and shook. We continued rapidly thrusting, whimpering around each other’s shafts long after we stopped gushing, until we couldn't take it anymore.

We both moved back to our pillows. I slid over to Sky and put my head on her shoulder, wrapping my leg over her and pressing my wet rod on her stocking. I kissed her neck; she stroked my hair. She whispered, “I love you, Casey.”

“I love you too, Sky.” I nestled my nose in her perfumed hair and took a deep breath. I felt loved, safe, and in love. I was warm and fuzzy all over. We both drifted off to sleep. As I dozed off, I imagined Ryder and me walking hand in hand behind Dean and Sky. 
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In the morning, I was half awake, doing the same thing I always did every morning. This time, the images in my mind were different, the sensations more intense. I felt a hand caressing my leg, another squeezing my breast, and a kiss fell on my neck. “That’s it, honey—see it, feel it, be there now.”

I imagined Ryder, with me on my back, my heels in the air. We were connected, joined in the throes of passion. “See it, feel it,” Skyler whispered. She pressed my thighs back and slid between my legs. She slid her shaft between my cheeks and humped under me. “Feel him filling you.”

I stroked faster; she humped faster. “Oh, god.” I wrapped my arms around her shoulders and pulled her to me as we both shuddered. Wetness landed between my cheeks, and I made myself wet on my belly and hers. She hugged me tight. “I love you, Casey.”

“I love you too, so much.”

She collapsed onto me, and I let my legs fall back on the bed. She wrapped her legs around mine and we embraced, hugging each other tight—as if we needed to reassure ourselves it was okay, or just because it felt so good being loved. Either way, it was sublime. We caught our breaths. Her long nails were running through my hair as she gazed at me.

Her loving face broke into a smile. “Okay. We know what our next objective is. We just need to be brave enough to do it.”

I raised my eyebrows. “What?”

“We need to make love to each other. I want to feel you in me, girl. You need to feel me in you too.” 


8

We made breakfast together. “What’s wrong, Casey? You’re so quiet.”

“Nothing. Just… after we did that this morning, as nice as it was at the time, I feel weird now. Like... embarrassed I did it. Did all of this. Walking down here dressed and in heels like we are. It just seems like we’re playing dress-up, like little boys in Mommy’s clothes.”

“Or our sister’s clothes like when we were little.”

“Right. Back then, I felt bad after that too.”

Skyler’s hand rested on my shoulder while I flipped the bacon. “Don’t go there. Don’t let your logic, based on old paradigms, start talking in your head. Kick those thoughts out. It was wonderful, and you know it. We’re wonderful. You’re something fantastic now. We’ve finally found ourselves.”

I nodded. “I guess. Why is it so hard?”

“I don’t know. I admit, I felt a tinge of it too, but I put it aside right away because it could ruin what we’ve created. It could ruin this vacation.”

“Right. This is a vacation. It’s temporary.”

“Well, it doesn’t have to be. I mean, we could stay this way and even go further with it. Wouldn’t it be wonderful to have breast implants and butt and hip implants?”

“Uh, that seems much.” I shook my head. The thought was compelling, though, and I could imagine being so perfectly femininely shaped. “But you’re right about the vacation. Right now it’s a vacation, and we needed a vacation, so we shouldn’t get hung up on temporary things because the vacation will come to an end, and then we’ll miss it all.”

“Right. That’s my girl.” She turned me and wrapped her arms around my neck. She kissed my lips lightly. “So let’s not miss a thing. Let’s eat and get cleaned up. I want to wear that new skirt and top, and I want to go somewhere so we can get better prepared for making love to each other.” 
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We ate breakfast and showered together, washing each other. It was odd, to say the least, but intimately sensual and loving, and by the time we were done, we were both feeling quite amorous.

We donned our towels like two girls and stood before the twin sinks brushing our teeth, doing our hair and makeup, our towels both lifted like tents in front of us. We went into our separate rooms to dress. She is right, I thought. I should just move my things into her room. There’s plenty of space, and we’ll have more time to be together while we dress.

I slid on a pair of sheer suntan pantyhose and cut out a piece of the crotch to make it easier to go pee. I slid a pair of silky pink panties over and enjoyed at the sensuality of the pantyhose and panties. I put on a matching bra and my forms and began to feel more like myself—my new self... pretty, confident, happy.

I slid on a flouncy, ruffled beige skirt and a pink V-neck top, which I belted over the skirt at the waist. I slid into a pair of beige-rope high-wedge heels and strapped them to my ankles, seeing my pretty pink toenails shining beneath the sheer fabric of my stockings.

I stood and checked myself in the full-length mirror, adjusting my cleavage and my belt, then spraying perfume over me. I loaded a matching purse and took one last look at myself. I was so cute, sexy, and pretty. I loved the new me.

I walked in mincing steps to Skyler’s room. She was on the bed, zipping up some high-heel, knee-high boots. She stood in her denim skirt and a tank top with a denim jacket over it. I said, “You’re right. I need to move my things in here. We should be together, not apart. We can store our old stuff in my room.”

She came over to me and held my shoulders. “Good. Maybe we should just pitch our old stuff and be done with it.”

“Uh, this is just temporary.”

“Vacation may be temporary, but why do we have to stay separate no matter what we decide? We know we love each other. Even if we go back to being nerdy boys, we can still love each other.”

I took her hands off my shoulders and held them as I looked her up and down. “You look fabulous.”

“Thanks. You too, girlfriend.”

We moved my things in a few minutes’ time.

“Ready to go?”

“I guess. Where?”

“You’ll see. A place to help in our next learning experience. I’ll drive.”

Sky and I both loved being out and about in our new clothes, and we held hands as she drove, my silky legs crossed and my other hand mindlessly caressing my leg. “So tell me, honey, where are we going?”

She held up a long-nailed finger then pointed it. “There.”

It was an adult toy store. I gasped. “We’re going in there?” I looked around as if someone might see us.

“I Googled it, and if we want to get this done today, this is where we need to go.” She parked in the back, and we navigated the gravel parking lot in our heels, holding on to each other. We climbed the broken cement back stairs and opened the creaky, rusty steel door that had Entrance emblazoned on it in red, hand-painted spray paint.

Smells of incense filled my nostrils as we passed down the hall and entered the salesroom. It was brightly lit and filled with every manner of deviant device known to man.

Skyler walked up to the young attendant, who was leaning back against the counter looking at his phone. He glanced up. “Hi. Can I help you?” His eyes flitted back and forth to each of us, and he stood straight and tucked his shirt in. He flashed a smile and flung his hand out to me. “I’m Jake. You can just look around, or if there’s something you need help with, let me know.”

I shook his hand and smiled. He was cute. Casey moved close to me and shook his hand and greeted him then said, “We’re looking into trying, uh...” She looked around. “Trying using the backdoor? You know what I mean?”

He grinned. “Of course. Can’t get pregnant that way, and some say they even like it better. You girls will love it. Your guys will love it even more. It’s much more intense for a guy in there. We have everything you need. Follow me.”

He walked casually across the showroom, stopped in a particular area, and waved his arm toward the display. “Shower attachments so you can clean out well and not have any embarrassing odors, and plugs, small to large. You may want to start small and work your way up, or you can get one that expands and vibrates, which you can enlarge as you want more and more.” He took a package off the wall and held it. “These are totally realistic,” he laughed, “except I’ve never known anyone who has one this thick or this long. Mine’s close, but not quite.” He handed it to me. I pressed it through the packaging while he said, “It feels like real skin, and it’s firm, yet not too hard if you know what I mean. We have straps to go with them, so even girls like you two can be hung like a horse.”

Skyler took the package and looked at it. “Wow. So Jake, you said you’re not as big as this one?”

He smirked. “Sorry to say. Almost but not quite.”

“Would you say this would fit into us?”

He looked us up and down. “I’d say so. I’ve fit into girls smaller than you without a problem. With a little practice, you’ll be wanting that one all the time. Should I set you two up?”

“Sure,” Sky said.

“Will you share the shower attachment, or do you need two?”

“Just one. Two of everything else you think we need, though. Make up a nice kit for us of things you think we’ll like.”

“Super. Let me get a basket to put everything in.”

He went to the entrance to get one. Skyler whispered, “He’s cute! What do you think?”

“He is. Very. He was hard under his pants too.”

“Maybe we can get a discount.” She winked. Jake came back and smiled, then started to go across the display, picking things out and showing them to us before he put them into the basket.

When he was done, he said, “Right this way, ladies, and I’ll check you out.”

He started to scan the items. They weren’t cheap. Sky asked, “Any kind of discounts we might be eligible for? I mean, we didn’t buy just one thing.

He shrugged, “Uh, I’m not sure.”

“Maybe we can do something for you in return.”

“Hmm, maybe.”

Sky went around the counter. She put her hands on his shoulders and massaged them. “Maybe we could make you feel better. It must be very stressful working here.” She slid her hand down to the front of his pants and rubbed him. “Say fifty percent?”

He finished scanning. “Uh...” He looked at her lips. “Pretty lips you have.” He looked at me. “You too. Your lips are so nice and full and painted... and moist. They look so inviting.”

I came around the counter. I licked my lips, bobbed my head on my finger with my eyes on his and then said, “Fifty percent?”

“Oh god...uh, I can’t give that much. The best I can do is 20% for a new member discount.”

I looked around. “Taking a break soon?”

“As soon as we complete your transaction. I mean, you pay and then I’ll lock the door.”

Sky took out her credit card and handed it to him. He rang in the new member discount and made up a card for her, then passed the card through. “There. All set, ladies.”

Skyler put her cards away and looked at me with a grin on her face. Jake looked like a Cheshire cat. “Ready? This is so stressful.” He laughed and pushed a button that locked the doors.

I took the newspaper off the counter, put it on the floor and knelt on it. I hurriedly undid his zipper, and it sprang free. Casey joined me on the paper. We both took turns—it was fantastic. Needless to say, Jake didn’t take long. We both had our mouths on his shaft as he pulsed in our hands, and we took turns drinking from him as he gushed in pulses, his hands on both our heads.

When he was done, we stood, wiped each other’s chins and checked that we were clean while he tucked it away. We took the bags from the counter. “Thanks for the discount,” Sky told him.

“No problem. Now that you’re members, you can get it anytime.”

“We know. It said that on your website.” Sky winked. “Your picture was there too. We’ll be back.” She took my hand and we left, clattering down the hall like two giggling girls who had peeked into the boys’ room.

“Skyler! I don’t believe you did that.”

“I had help. You were the first one on her knees, sweetie.” She laughed.

“I know. I couldn’t resist it. What’s gotten into me? At least I didn’t mess my panties this time. I could have, though.”

“Me too. Let’s just save it. It’ll be better the longer we wait.” 
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We went into our house, unpacked, and cleaned our new things. We mounted the new shower attachment. “What now?” I asked.

“Hmm. From what I’ve read, it’s best to have gone before cleaning it out. I only do that in the morning.”

“Me too.”

“Then I guess we have to wait until tomorrow to use the shower attachment and to try our training tools.” She put her arms around my neck and pulled me close. “I don’t feel like clubbing. How about some takeout and a few flicks?”

“Sounds nice. We could cuddle.”

“My thoughts exactly. Cuddle and be two girls chillin’.”

We still dressed up—it was too hard to resist it. Sweatpants and slippers wouldn’t do. We drank wine and ate Chinese, then found some chick flicks and snuggled together on the couch. We caressed each other’s legs, kissed and embraced. I buried my face in her hair and sniffed while she stroked my hair. I slid my hand farther and farther up her stockinged thigh until it reached her panties. I slid them aside and wrapped my fingers around the warm velvet shaft and stroked.

She did the same to me. We kissed while we did that, and I could tell she was getting close by her choppy breathing. I was at the edge as she ever so slowly slid her silky hand up and down my shaft. “Oh god, Skyler, that feels so nice. I’m gonna...”

She took her hand from me. “No!” She took my hand from her. “We can’t. Not until we make love.”

“Skyler! Please?”

“No. Now relax and we can play some more later, but no finishing. Hear me?”

“Oh god. Okay.”

We spent the night edging each other, and I didn’t believe I could do it, but we both made it without finishing. I had the hardest time falling asleep, embracing her while I felt like that.

In the morning we were both anxious to start the new day and our new experiments. We ate, cleaned up, showered, and used the attachment. I was ready.

I dressed as sexily as I could for going out in public and not clubbing. Skyler did too. It was easy to tell how horny we both were. We were like cats holding their bottoms up for scratching. It showed in our walk, the blush in our skin, and our extra-feminine actions.. When we were ready to go out, Skyler brought out our expandable, vibrating plugs. We helped each other get them in, and we put the app on our phones so we could control them. We pumped them up and then watched each other as we set the vibrations.

Sky held onto the dresser, “Oh my god! This is wild.” She shuddered and tapped her phone. Her leg twitched. “There, that’s more reasonable.”

I worked my way through the various types and frequencies of vibrations, settling on one and adjusting it to be less mind-blowing. “There… wow! I never knew it could feel so good to have something in there.”

“I know. It explains a lot, doesn’t it? Who’d a thunk? Now we should do something. We have all day.”

“True.”

She walked across the room. “Hmm, walking’s interesting. Want to walk in the park?”

I walked around. “Sure. We could go bowling.” I grinned.

“Eww, bowling alleys are too dirty and smelly.”

“Uh, horseback-riding.”

“Ha! That might be a little intense.”

“Okay, the park.”

“Think you’ll be ready for tonight?”

“I think I’ll be more than ready. Even before then.”

“Good.” 
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As it turned out, we came home to change and go to dinner but...

We were going for a more formal look. Skyler had put on sheer black stockings, a corset with built-in bra and garter straps on the bottom with black lace crotchless panties. She secured the strap on her strappy black stilettos at the same time I did. She stood to step into her dress.

I put my hands on her shoulders. I moved close, our hard shafts touching in the air between us. “Mmm, this is wonderful. I want you.”

Sky deflated her plug, dropped it onto the floor, and pulled me onto her on the bed. “I can’t take it anymore. Make love to me.”

She raised her legs, and I slid between them. She guided me as I held her legs back and pressed. It went in. I began to thrust, but it popped out. “Damn.”

“Try again, sweetie. Press my legs farther back.”

I did and pressed into her as far as I could and thrusted in little strokes. It popped out. “Damn. It’s too short. It won’t stay in. I’m so sorry.”

She stroked my hair and gazed into my eyes. “It’s okay. Let me try.”

I rolled onto my back and took the plug out. She pressed it against me, and I moved my hips toward it. I pressed onto it. It slid in. She smiled and gazed into my eyes, holding it there. She began to thrust. It popped out. “Damn it,” she whimpered. “Not me too!”

She tried again. “No luck.”

I rolled off the bed, got the realistic one, put it into a strap-on harness and donned it for her. I lubed it and pressed it home.

“Oh god, Skyler. That feels so good.”

I thrusted.

“Faster, honey, faster and harder.”

I followed her instructions, my own shaft flailing in the air between us. I gazed into her eyes. She squeezed my breasts. “Oh yes, this is it.”

She shuddered and shook and shot her load all over between us while I did the same above my new appendage. We collapsed together.

Sky held me close. “Casey, looks like if we’re ever going to have a real one in there, we’ll need a little help.”

“We don’t have to.”

“I wanna feel it inside me as he lets it all go, to be connected to him like we tried to do. It’s vacation, and we shouldn’t come up short on our experiences, should we?

“Mmm, absolutely not. After wearing that plug all day and finding out how good it feels and then making you feel so good with an imitation... we have to experience the real thing. But how? Who would be okay with what we are besides other girls like us?” 
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We cleaned up the little messes we’d made from our brief moment of uncontrolled passion. Both of us had lost our crazy libido, at least, and we were thinking clearly again.

I slid into my gorgeous new minidress, no longer hard in my panties and free of the incessantly vibrating plug. I looked in the full-length mirror and sprayed perfume over myself. I looked very nice. “Sky? I just realized, being fem like this isn’t just about the sensuality or sexuality of it. It just feels nice—being pretty and feminine. Well, I guess it is still sensual; I smell my perfume, feel the stockings caress my legs, feel the breasts on my chest. But it’s more than just any one of those.” I turned and fluffed my hair a little, looking at her.

“I know. I feel the same. It feels more normal than what was normal before. I love it. This truly was a gift for us to give to each other.” She came over to me, her purse slung on her shoulder. She put her painted, long-nailed finger under my chin and lifted it slightly. She moved close and ever so gently placed a kiss on my lips. “Hmm, so very nice.”

“Yes, my sweet. Okay. What do you say we go to a nice place with a bar and have a couple of martinis and relax? We can think about whether we really want to do the things we were talking about earlier, and if we do, we can try to figure out how. It doesn’t seem as pressing an issue right now, so maybe we can think it through more clearly.”

“Good idea.”

She took my hand. I picked up my purse, and we headed out the door. The evening breeze blew up my dress. The cool leather of the passenger seat made me aware of the skimpiness of the clothes I wore. Skyler drove us off, and I crossed my legs, feeling the stockings sliding on the leather, my right hand caressing my own leg, the other resting on Skyler’s.

I gazed at my new girlfriend. “See? Not horny, no lump in my panties, and yet this all feels so nice.” I glided my hand on her silky thigh. “You feel so nice.”

She grinned, looking at the road as she drove. “Hmm, keep this up and we’ll be thinking with the wrong part again.”

“Killjoy.” I took my hand away and just held hers. I rubbed the back of it with my other hand. “Is this safe to do, or is it too much for you?”

“That feels nice. More like love than sex.”

We went to a hotel that had an upscale restaurant and bar. A woman in a floor-length gown played the piano. We took seats at the end of the bar, facing out, and ordered two triple-X-rated dirty vodka martinis.

“Good choice of bars, Casey.”

“Thanks. It seemed to fit how we were dressed.”

Our drinks arrived, and we swiveled our seats toward each other, our legs touching lightly, our pinkies out, and we clinked. Sky said, “To the best vacation we ever had. May it last forever.”

I nodded and clinked. Forever. Scary thought, but was it really so scary? I sipped, tasting the salt and vodka rushing across my tongue. “Mmm, even the drinks taste better now. So, are you relaxed?” I slid my hand beneath the bar onto her stockinged thigh and began caressing it, loving how good it felt to do so. “You know, Sky, the stockings you’re wearing feel nice to touch, but it feels even nicer just being able to touch you like we never did before. And now it doesn’t feel the least bit wrong.”

Her eyes turned to doe eyes and grew watery. “I know. I agree—this is such a special gift.”

We sipped and listened to the piano player, watching people pass by in the distance. Sky finished her drink and moved it to the edge for the bartender to see. I did the same.

“That went quick,” I mentioned.

“It did.”

The bartender came to deliver the next round.

I held her hand on the bar and looked into her eyes. “Just like our little interlude today. I’m so sorry… I don’t know if we can ever do that. Neither of us is quite long enough.”

“We could. We’d just have to be more careful and not so crazy like we were. We did get them in; we were just too hurried. It’s okay, honey.”

“I agree with what you said before. Even when I’m not highly aroused, my brain says we as girls—the feminine and pretty girls that we are—should see what it feels like to be so intimate with a real man. To feel his passion for us. To feel him inside as he releases it all. We’d be missing out if we didn’t. I want you to have that experience. I want it too, but what can we do about it?”

Sky laughed. “Not aroused? After what you just said, I sure am, and I know you must be.”

“Well, that was after I said it.”

We picked up our drinks. I raised my glass to hers, and we clinked delicately. “To finding the solution to our desire.”

We sipped.

Sky was gazing up and to the right like she does when she’s thinking about a problem or a coding issue. I watched the piano player and immersed myself in the romantic melody she was playing, trying to solve the problem the way I typically do, by blanking my mind and letting the answer come.

We both turned to each other, our eyes wide. Sky grasped my hand. “Tell me you’re thinking what I’m thinking.”

“We have their numbers. They don’t have ours, don’t know where we live or anything about us.”

“Exactly. Occam’s razor. The simplest solution is usually the best. We simply ask them what they would do if they knew what kind of girls we are. How open to it they might be. We wouldn’t even have to see them. We could just call them.”

“Right.” My heart raced in my chest. I squeezed her hand and throbbed in my panties just thinking about Dean with Sky, and Ryder riding me. “Oh my god, honey. I’m so nervous.”

“Then I’ll call Dean first.”

“Okay.”

“Let me finish this drink. And I brought the emergency pack of cigarettes too. I need a smoke first.”

“Me too.” 
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We took our time finishing our drinks and tried to relax. Sky came up with the wording she’d use. We ordered another round to keep our seats from being taken and told the bartender we were going out for a smoke.

First, we went to the girls’ room and relieved ourselves, washed up, touched up our hair, makeup, and lipstick and sprayed perfume over ourselves. “There, that makes me feel better. Now for a smoke,” Sky said.

She took my hand, and we went out front and took a seat by the ashtray. She passed me one and lit it. “Thanks.”

“Mmm.” She lit hers and took a deep drag. “Wow, I can really feel the nicotine. I needed that.”

“I know. The martinis were a help, but this is good.” We smoked and watched the people pass by, our legs crossed and each of us bouncing a foot in our heels. I put my arm across her shoulders. “Okay, so we’re sure we want to go through with this?”

“Unquestionably. It’s something we have to do, and we both want to. It’s undeniable. Fear is no reason to stop. Besides, we have nothing to fear and something special to gain.”

“Right. You’re always right. Okay.”

She crushed out her smoke in the ashtray and picked up her phone. “I’m calling Dean.” Her eyes lit up, and she held the phone by my ear so we both could hear.

She stuttered, “D-d-dean?”

“This is he.”

“Hi, I don’t know if you remember me. This is Skyler from the other night at the club.”

“Sky! I thought I’d never hear from you. I’m so happy you called.”

“Oh good. Glad to hear that.” She smiled broadly and patted my leg.

Dean spoke again. “I wished you two hadn’t run off so soon. Ryder and I would have liked to get to know you better.”

“I know. Sorry. But Casey and I are sitting here, and we were thinking about both of you.”

“Fantastic! Let’s get together. I’m sure Ryder would be thrilled to see you again.”

“Well, first we need to be upfront with you two. We hope you don’t get angry, but we need to tell you something that might change your minds about us.”

He laughed and said, “Ah, I see. You two are drug dealers.”

“Uh, not quite. But you may think worse of us than that when you know the truth. Girls like us could be beaten to death when guys find out.”

There was a long silence. Sky rolled her eyes and whispered to me, “Uh oh.” She spoke into the phone, “Dean? Are you still there?”

“Uh, yeah. Just trying to imagine what would make us like you less than being a drug dealer. Can’t come up with anything. Tell me.  What are you girls worried about?”

Sky cleared her throat. “Excuse me. Okay, well, some girls are girls, and they’re born that way, and other girls are like us and discover they’re girls later in life.”

“Really? You girls are transsexuals? You were guys?”

“Uh, kinda. We never lost any parts; we just present ourselves as girls now. We did it just for our vacation, but we’re really liking it and want to explore it more.”

“That’s great. Very exotic. I’d love to help you...” He cleared his throat, and we could hear the smile on his face when he said, “…explore it more.”

“Woohoo!” Sky yelped. We both hooted and hollered and hugged each other. Sky went back to the phone. “Sorry, Dean. We just had to celebrate what you said.”

“No problem, ladies. I’d love to explore it as deeply as you’d like. I know for a fact that Ryder would like to explore with Casey too. We’ve talked about it—it’s something we’d both love to do. Please, let’s get together as soon as possible. Can we take you two to dinner tonight?”

Sky looked at me. I nodded my head quickly, my eyes wide, and she blurted out the restaurant we were at.

He laughed. “Okay, thanks for that, Casey. I think we’ll be able to be there in half an hour. I’ll need to change into something nicer, and so will Ryder, I’m sure. Make it forty-five minutes, okay? Is that all right with you girls?”

Sky nodded. “Sure. You’ll tell Ryder?”

“Of course. He’ll be thrilled.”

“Good. Then we’ll reserve a booth for us in the restaurant. We’ll be waiting for you in the bar.”

“See you both then.”

She put her phone away and took out two more smokes. My heart was pounding in my chest. “Tonight?” I asked.

Sky rolled her eyes, covered her mouth, and stared at me wide-eyed.
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We paced outside the place, smoking and clicking around in our heels; then we went back in and took our seats. We reserved a round booth for four, ordered some oysters to snack on, and sipped our drinks. We were both beside ourselves with excitement and were throbbing in our panties. We talked about how good the plugs had felt and what it might be like to have a real man making passionate love to us. By the time the guys arrived, we were totally horned up for them.

There was no question they were into us more than they had been before. When they saw us at the bar, their faces were bright with joy, and their white teeth flashed as they approached us, handsome in their suits and ties.

They each took turns kissing us on the cheeks. I could smell their dreamy colognes.

Ryder placed his hand on my shoulder and gave it a squeeze. “It was thrilling to hear the good news about you two. First, that you wanted to see us, and better yet, the kind of girls you are. It makes this even more exciting.” His eyes flitted over my face and hair then quickly to my cleavage and back. “I’d never have guessed. You’re both so pretty and feminine. It must truly be what’s inside you because you glow.”

“Thank you! That means so much. You’re a sweetheart, Ryder.” I touched his shoulder, leaned into him, and gave him a peck on the lips. “Thank you.”

“No thanks needed. Thank you both for making the effort to call Dean. Now, may I buy you a drink?”

“Uh, I guess.” I looked at my watch. “Our booth should be ready, though. Why don’t we order there?”

Sky was chatting with Dean. “Sky? Dean? Our table should be ready if we want to go into the restaurant.”

“I’ll get the bar bill,” Sky said and waved for the bartender.

“Nonsense,” Ryder said. “You girls aren’t paying for anything tonight.” He paid our tab, and we walked hand-in-hand to our booth.

We sat close, Skyler and I in the middle and Dean and Ryder beside us, our purses on the seat next to them. We ordered drinks, and Ryder shook his head, looking at us. “I don’t believe it. You’re both too girly.”

I took his hand, slid it up my leg under my dress and onto my panties. His eyes went wide, and I laughed. “See?”

He grinned. “Wow, incredible.” He took his hand away.

I placed it back and asked, “Does it feel nice? Or does it make you feel uncomfortable?”

He rubbed his hand on it. “It feels very comfortable.”

“Good. But you’ll have to stop for now or...”

“Oops. Okay.”

I placed my hand in his lap and wrapped my palm around his compliment to me.

Dean and Sky were doing similar explorations and having fun. Ryder whispered to me, “So, you don’t have to answer, but... have you ever had a man make love to you?” His gorgeous eyes looked deep into mine.

“Uh, no. Never.”

“Wow.”

“That’s why we called you guys. Well, because you’re nice, but also we thought you two might be our first.”

“I’m flattered.” He looked to Dean and Sky, who were watching us. “Did you hear us?”

Dean said, “No, what?”

Ryder looked at me. I looked at Sky and said to them both, “I told Dean about us never having done that with a man.”

She whispered to Dean; he nodded and smiled, then said to us, “We should make it really special for you girls.”

Sky held his hand and looked into his eyes. “Oh, it will be. Wait until later tonight.”

“Tonight? No, this needs a plan. Let us have until the weekend and Ryder and I will set up something nice for the four of us. We can go away somewhere like a resort and make it really special. Okay?”

Sky and I looked at each other. I placed my hand on Ryder’s lap, squeezed him, and looked into his eyes. “I want you tonight.”

“Dean’s right. It should be special. Let’s wait—just a few days.”

Sky reached for my hand and said, “Honey, they’re right. Let’s wait. It’ll mean more for us and will make it all the more exciting. We’ll be thinking about it all the time. It’ll make it much more special. Okay, honey? Please?”

I laughed and shook my head. Ryder’s hand glided on my stockinged thigh. “Please?”

“Okay, okay. I give in. We’ll wait.”

We ate dinner and enjoyed the men’s company. We found out everything about each other. They were as successful as we were, and neither of them wanted to settle down with a woman, because they were afraid of having kids. They didn’t want them, and most women they met did. That’s why they were clubbing all the time in the hopes they’d find the right girls. Now they felt they had.

By the end of the evening, I was horny as heck and wanted some relief. When dinner was over, I whispered to Ryder that I could use my mouth on him, and that would give me some relief.

But Sky had other ideas. “Okay, gentlemen. Sorry to make this a short night, but I know Casey and I are both very aroused right now, and we need to be good girls and save it.”

My eyes popped open, and I shook my head violently. “What? No way! Skyler!”

Dean nodded. Ryder shrugged. Sky said, “It’ll make it much more special. No. We have to go home and be good, and the men have to do the same.” 
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I was madder than a hornet, but at least that eliminated all my libido. I wouldn’t talk to Sky on the way home. When we were back in the house, I changed into a sexy, short pink nightie with an Empire waist, sheer pink thigh-highs and ruffled panties, and pink high heels. I was wearing a pink bra and my forms.

I sat on the couch, curled my legs beneath me, and sipped a final martini, trying to calm down. Casey came out in an outfit like mine but in black and seated herself next to me. She tried to snuggle, but she was only able to caress my legs. “I’m sorry, sweetie, but you know it’s for the best.”

I flipped channels and sipped.

“Don’t be angry. You’ll be fine. You’ll see. Just relax and enjoy what we have. Doesn’t this feel nice?” She caressed my legs.

I nodded.

“See?”

I slid my legs across her lap, and she massaged them. I rubbed myself through my panties.

She took my hand away. “No, you can’t. Stop.”

I put my hand back. “Just let me. I won’t finish.” I slipped it out and stroked it, looking at her gorgeous face. “Those lips would be nice wrapped around it, honey. Please?”

She took my hand away. “Stop. Stop now and have a little self-control. The longer we wait, the better it’ll be. If I knew you would just edge and stop, then I’d let you, but I know you want the monkey off your back.”

“I do.” I glared at her. She was right—I should give it up. She was so cute sitting there looking angrily at me. “I’m sorry. You’re right again. I promise to be good.”

I slid my legs back down and snuggled with her. “What do you want to watch on TV?”

“Let’s watch a chick flick. I’ll make some popcorn.” 
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We made it through the night. In the morning, my usual wood was there. I was slipping against the satin sheets in my ruffled panties. I slid the panties to the side, and as I became more fully awake, I slid over to Sky. I slid her panties aside and took her in my mouth.

I savored it, helping it grow. I moved slowly and tried not to wake her, knowing she’d resist or stop me. I took my pillow, slid it beneath me and humped the satin covering while I savored Sky. Soon, she began to breathe heavier and thrust faster. I felt her shaft as it swelled and sent the first gush into my mouth. I humped into my pillow and did the same while I swallowed all of hers.

When we were both finished, I lay there with her in my mouth, feeling her deflate. I dozed off until I felt her withdraw, her hand on my head.

“Bitch! Horny bitch!” She slapped my bottom hard.

“Ouch!”

“You promised.”

“It was automatic. I get rid of my wood every morning. I couldn’t help it. I was half asleep until the end. You were awake when you finished.”

“I wasn’t.”

“You were.”

“Maybe a little.” She grinned and put her hand softly on my cheek. “It’s a very nice way to wake up. Sure beats an alarm. What am I going to do with you?”

“Hmm, want a list? There’s a lot I’d like you to do with me.”

“I’ll bet. Okay. I have a plan. Let’s eat and get ready. Then you can wash the sheets you messed up, and then we need to take a drive so this doesn’t happen again.” 
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I felt feminine and pretty as I sprayed my perfume on, gazing at myself in the full-length mirror. I wore knee-high, high-heel boots, sheer suntan pantyhose, a denim miniskirt, and a beige V-neck sweater. I turned to the side, thinking how nice it would be to have shapelier hips and butt, but at least the skirt had a little flare to it, creating the illusion of some hips.

Sky hopped off the bed after strapping her heels on and came to the mirror. She slid in front of me. “You look fabulous. Stop admiring yourself already.” She turned and inspected herself, smoothing her corduroy skirt and tucking in her sweater. “I think this’ll do.” She fluffed her hair and sprayed perfume on.

We both loaded our purses. “So you think you have a solution, do you? I’m fine now. I just feel pretty. Not horny in the least. Why are we bothering?”

“Because I know how long that will last. Maybe a couple hours at best. No, we have to do this.” She slung her purse on her shoulder. “Ready?”

“I suppose so.”

Sky drove us to the same place we’d gone before, and yes, the same hot guy was there. Yes, we made his day again, and yes, we were both wound up once more.

I was bouncing my leg over my knee, caressing my silky thigh and looking out the window as we drove home.

Sky slapped my arm. “Stop that.”

“Stop what?”

I know what you’re doing. You’re bouncing your leg, and you have yourself trapped between your thighs, trying to make it squirt. Stop.”

I uncrossed my legs and placed my hands in my lap. “Better?

“Better.”

In the house, Sky washed our new purchases, and we ate lunch. “Okay, Casey,” she said while we did the dishes. “After this, we have to put on our new items.”

“Can’t we wait a few days?”

“What good would that do? The whole idea is to build our libido, not satisfy it all the time.”

We went into the bedroom. Sky took her device and sat on the bed. She lifted her skirt and pulled her panties down. She wrapped the cold chrome collar under her shaved globes and over her shaft. She held it shut while trying to push the tiny chrome cover with a hole in it over the swollen head of her shaft. “Hmm, seems my arousal is stopping any progress. I’ll think about baseball.”

She closed her eyes, her hands in position as she tried in vain to make her hardness soften in order to trap it in the chrome.

I sat next to her. “It’s not working, Sky.”

“I know. I guess we’ll need to take care of it first.” She grinned and placed the chastity cage on the bed. “You’re in luck. I’m sure you’d have the same issue right now. As horrible as it seems to lock it up, it’s too erotic to not be aroused by it. Get on the bed.”

We both slid onto the bed on our sides, and Sky lifted my skirt, pulling my panties aside and taking me into her hot mouth. I did the same to her. We took our time, knowing this would be all we’d have of this type of pleasure until we were with our boyfriends.

We mimicked our ministrations to each other and drifted in a sea of bliss as long as we could. Then, it was over in a flash as Sky shot copious amounts into my mouth and I into hers, both our bodies twitching and spasming while we did.

After the last spurts of passion were complete, we separated and composed ourselves. Sky immediately began trying to put her cage on. I watched. She shrank and shrank until the tiny cover met the collar, and she slid the lock through and clasped it. “There. Gosh, it sure looks tiny, doesn’t it?” She jiggled it, making the lock clink against it. She laughed. “Your turn, princess. Shall I, or will you do it yourself?”

“You better do it. I can’t lock myself up. I don’t want to be locked.”

She lifted my skirt and pulled my panties down, and it didn’t take long for her to encase me in the cold device. She locked it and took the key. She tossed me my panties. “Here ya go, girl. Slip these back on.”

I did and straightened my skirt. I went to the mirror. “Doesn’t show. That’s good. Keeps it flat with the weight of the cage tugging on it. Only problem is it’s stimulating too.”

“I know. I’m filling mine already. Oh well. Now we can relax and feel good, knowing we’re going to be at our highest libido come this weekend.”

“Great. Now what?”

“Why don’t we just relax? Go to a movie or something.”

We did just that. We did non-arousing things and went to bed early. The next day at breakfast, Sky said, “You know, if we were smart, we’d stop avoiding arousal but would instead create and enhance it.”

“Oh god, Sky. Why are you thinking like that? That’ll be torture.”

“Precisely. And the weekend will be all the merrier. Think of it like adding savings to the bank, so instead of buying a used car we can by a new supercar.”

I stared at her while I ate. I know she was right, and it would make it all the better—but the torture! I’d never denied myself that pleasure when I needed it.

“But Sky, I got rid of it every morning so it wouldn’t cloud my brain and be a monkey on my back.”

“I know. I did too. Not just once a day but more like three times a day. You did it only once?”

I felt my face flush. “No, actually three to five times a day.”

She covered her mouth and gasped, and then she laughed. “Oh my god. I never knew you had such a high drive! More than me even. Well, that’s wonderful. If your body was used to that every day, it’s really going to be ready for a party this weekend. Let’s make it even better.”

“How?”

“I’ve got some ideas.” 
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She had ideas, all right. We both plugged and turned them on. We went to an herb and supplement store and bought a variety of libido and hardness enhancers. We took them and then ate dinner out, dressed in our sexiest clothes. We went dancing and came home and watched videos of girls like us enjoying themselves with guys like Dean and Ryder.

Each day we were more and more aroused, and the cages seemed to be tight all the time. We walked sexier, felt sexier, and were sexier. We were both at our wits’ end, anticipating the weekend to come.

We decided to put together some special attire for the deflowering night. Our designs became more and more off the wall as we planned them, our locked hardness and humming, plugged bottoms doing all the thinking for us.

The morning of our fateful day, we ate breakfast together. Sky’s hand was trembling as she held her spoon and ate her cereal.

I pointed to it. “Nervous?”

“No. Dying for relief, that’s all. I really need a fix. A Dean fix.”

“Me too.” I looked at my watch. “Just a few more hours. I can’t wait for them to see us in our first-time outfits. I can’t wait to wear it and have Ryder’s hands all over me.”

“Me too.” She snickered. “The guys might not be able to last very long when they see us, though.”

“Neither will I. Might be good to get the first one done so we can have a long one after.”

“True.”

Sky stood and came around the table to me. Her robe opened, showing her cleavage as she leaned down and kissed my cheek. “I love you so much. Aren’t you glad we suffered through this week now?”

“I love you too. And I guess, yes, I am glad. Only because it’s finally here. I do feel especially aroused. My skin tingles, and everything seems alive and vivid.”

“I know. Let’s take a bath together, take our cages off, and clean up down there carefully. Then we can get dressed. No plug today either. It’ll be hard enough just having it free and fully extended.” She picked up a bottle from the table and began making two piles of the ED and libido pills. “Last day of this routine too. One more round at lunch, and we’re done with them for a while.”

“Thank god.”

“What time are we supposed to meet the guys?”

“For lunch at the resort. They booked a wedding suite.”

I looked at my watch. “I guess it’s time to get going then.” I stood and gave Sky a hug. “I can’t wait to see you being made love to.”

We hugged and kissed, our cages clinking against one another. 
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Showered, shaved as smooth as silk, cleaned out, hair done, makeup done, nails repainted, jewelry on, we sat on the bed and dressed. Sky’s shaft oozed and bounded of its own accord as we both slipped into our new silicone breast tops, which eliminated the need for a bra. Once on, they looked as real as any woman’s with the exception of where the top met the skin, which we readily covered with our sexy clothing and a choker at the neck.

We slid into our sheer Italian stockings, mine white and Sky’s black, and clasped them to our matching corsets, which we had helped each other cinch tightly, creating the illusion of hips and butts.

We slid our crotchless panties up and over our globes and shafts, which were held at attention using rubber ring devices to lift and hold them up and full. We had found sheer fabric, soft and silky, which went beneath the rings and encased our globes and shafts, allowing them to slip and slide under our dresses.

We slid into our flared-hem minidresses with plunging V-neck tops and fine fabric that allowed our nipples to show through it. We zipped each other up. We slid on our new fetish heels, which forced us to walk in tiny steps, shaking our hips and jiggling our breasts. We moved to the full-length mirror, holding hands, and stared at ourselves.

“Wow,” I said.

“Yeah, wow. I make myself hard just looking at myself.”

“I think you’d be hard no matter what right now with what we’ve been doing.”

“True. At least they don’t show under the dress, even though mine’s bobbing up and down right now, slipping against the lining.”

“Mine too.” Sky sprayed her perfume on, and I did the same, lavishly. We put on our crop sweaters and loaded our purses.

Sky took my hand, looked into my eyes and gave me a peck on my painted lips. “Muh! Ready to lose your virginity, my bridal-looking girl?”

“Absolutely, my seductress.”

We took our suitcases, clattered out of the house, and drove to the resort. The valet took our car, and we entered the restaurant where Dean and Ryder stood at our table by the window, looking handsome as ever. They held our seats for us, and we tucked our dresses beneath us as they pushed the chairs in.

“Ladies, you look and smell ravishing,” Ryder said as he held my hand on the table, his thumb rubbing the back of it gently.

“Yes, stunning,” Dean said as he kissed Skyler’s hand and beamed at her like a starstruck lover.

We ate a quick lunch, for which neither Sky nor I had much of an appetite. We had only one appetite right then, and to top it off, our cinched corsets left little room for food. After a couple of martinis and a coffee, we were more than ready to get the show on the road. I said, “Okay, guys, now we need to get to our suite, and you both need to give us all you’ve got.” I grinned at Ryder and patted his thigh under the table.

He stood and held my chair for me as did Dean for Sky. They held their arms out; we looped our arms through them and navigated through the resort on our fetishy heels. The breast plate tugged on my chest like real breasts as they jiggled with each step; my hardness flailed against the silky lining beneath my dress.

Dean opened one of the double doors and held it as he motioned for us to enter. The suite was bright with sunlight, and the scent of the flowers on the tables wafted throughout. Ryder went to the ice bucket and took the bottle of champagne out to the patio, then fired off the top with his thumbs. He poured all of us a glass, then toasted, “To our girls and their new lives ahead.”

We all sipped. I toasted, “To our newfound boyfriends. May we always share the feelings we feel for each other today.” We sipped again. I put my glass down, knelt before Ryder, and unzipped his pants. I took out his shaved package and dove onto it. He held my head gently and said, “Slowly, princess—save some for your deflowering.”

I nodded and mumbled around it. From the corner of my eye, I could see Sky doing the same to Dean.

Ryder took my mouth off him and swept me up in his arms.I draped my arms around his neck as he carried me into the bedroom and tossed me onto the red satin sheets. I felt the bed shake as Dean tossed Sky onto it like a doll, and the men stripped their clothes off.

Skyler and I slid off the bed, stripped off our tops and dresses, leaving us in corsets, stockings, heels, chokers, and the sheer tops that left our breasts exposed but covered the edges of our breast plates. We slid back on the bed, our shafts in their finery, bobbing in front of us.

Naked, Dean and Ryder slid onto the bed and pressed our legs back; our heels now floated in the air. Ryder guided his long, hard shaft between my legs and pressed the thick head against my previously lubed hole. I pressed my hips against it. The head disappeared and stretched me as it made its way in. All of a sudden, it made it past the gateway and entered me. I gasped, “Huh, uh, god, yes. Push it deep, honey.”

I looked into his eyes as he did. He slid it slowly in until I thought it might come out of my mouth. “That’s it, Ryder. Now pound me, honey.”

He began to thrust. My shaft in its finery flailed around in circles. The pleasure was intense. It went through my entire body as he sped up and thrusted, deep and fast. The bed shook, and I looked to the side to see Sky in the same heaven. I reached for her hand and held it. She looked into my eyes, winked and smiled, then put her attention and her hand on Dean. Her nails dug into his hard bottom and prompted him to go faster.

I did the same to Ryder as he held me pinned to the bed by my thighs and pummeled me. I slid my hands up his hard torso and pulled his face to me for a kiss. I whimpered in his ear, “Oh god, Ryder, that’s it—make love to me, fill me with your passion. Take me. I’m yours, my love.”

He peppered my face with kisses as he drove it deep and back out. Then he looked into my eyes. I stroked his hair; his breathing grew heavy. “Go ahead, honey. I’m ready. I can’t take much more. When you finish, I will too.”

His face contorted, and he grunted in time with his shoves into me. An electric sensation ran through my body, and I tensed. My toes pointed in my heels as they flailed above us. He shoved it hard and deep and held it there, moaning.

I could feel him swell inside me as he shot his first blast. He pulled back, shoved it in again, and I shot from my shaft into the air between us. Each time he thrusted it deeply, I shot again. Over and over, our bodies tense and my legs twitching, him grunting. I cried, “Uh, huh, huh god, Ryder, huh...”

His body collapsed on top of me, his hot breath in my ear. “I love you, Casey.” I stroked his hair. “I love you too. You sure know how to ride me, Ryder.” I laughed.

I looked over to see Sky and Dean in an embrace, kissing deeply. When they came up for air, she looked over at me, took my hand, and squeezed it. “Worth the wait?”

“God yes.” I squeezed it back.

“So, vacation’s over tomorrow. What do we do?”

The shock of it hit me. Now I had to face going back to the old me. Ryder said to both of us, “Stay this way forever. Stay with us. Be the girls you are. We can all live together.”

Sky smiled at me. “What do you think, baby?”

I laughed. “Are you crazy? Give up and go back to my old self? Why would I do that? So I could be a miserable geek again? No way. Of course we’re going to be the girls we always should have been. Right, Sky?”

“That’s my girlfriend, all right. Of course, my love. It’s our gift to each other.”


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

Barb and Thom
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