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That’s right. Poof! That’s what it felt like. The school year had ended, and I was celebrating at the local bar with my roommate and a bunch of other guys. All I had to do for the next couple of months was tend bar for my summer job and take it easy.

My roommate and best friend Steve raised his mug of Heineken to me. “To the best summer break ever, Jessie!”

I thought about how simple the summer would be—likely a bit boring at times—and I toasted back, “I wish for a summer break that has some excitement in it, Steve.”

“I could go for that!” He lifted his mug again, and we clinked and chugged. We ordered a loaded pizza with lots of meat and anchovies and set about our celebration.

We were leaning on the bar, animatedly brainstorming ways we might add some excitement with a road trip or skydiving or ziplining as we watched the door for possible girls to hit on. It was the usual flow of young women dressed in boring outfits and looking like tomboys. Then our conversation stopped midstream as a girl right out of the guys’ dream-book walked in, her strappy high heels clicking. She was rocking a low-cut minidress, her breasts bouncing with each step, her hips swishing the hem around her thighs. She wore makeup that made her gorgeous high cheekbones, full luscious lips, and radiant light-hazel eyes pop. She wore a beaming smile and walked in like she owned the place.

Steve jabbed me with his elbow. “Now that’s some excitement. I’ve never seen a girl so put together! Bet she’s dumb as a brick, though.”

“Don’t be so sure. She carries herself too well to be dumb. Look how she’s looking around. I think she’s looking for someone anyway. She’s probably taken.” I sipped my beer as we both gawked at her. She saw us, flashed us a smile as if she’d recognized us, and headed our way. I looked behind and around us at who she might have seen.

When I turned back, she was standing next to me, her sexy perfume wafting to my nose. “Hello, boys! Mind if I join you? I’m your wish come true.” She didn’t wait for an answer and confidently swiveled the stool next to mine, placed her purse on the bar, and slid onto the seat. She turned it to face us. Her silky, sheer suntan-stockinged leg brushed against my jeans as she crossed her legs, then bounced one foot. The tight bodice of the dress revealed firm, creamy cleavage, and the outline of her nipples was visible. She licked her painted lips with a pink tongue and extended a soft little hand with long, painted nails. “I’m Sam.”

My heart raced in my chest as Steven and I both said hello and gave her our names, our voices choppy with excitement.

She giggled as we gazed at her wide-eyed. “Ha! You two are cute.”

I laughed and tried to calm myself. “Can we buy you a drink? We have a pizza coming too.”

“Sure. Sounds great. Hope it has anchovies.”

“Of course! Wow, I thought we were the only ones who like those little fish.”

“I love them. Sometimes we just have to add some zest to our life. A nice shot of saltiness perks the whole pizza up. I’ll take what you’re drinking.”

Steve waved to the bartender, pointed to his mug and then to her, smiling. The bartender grabbed a mug and filled it.

“Yeah, zest. I like that word,” I said. Her beer appeared in front of her. She picked it up and lifted the mug to us, then drank half of it down. “We were just talking about adding some zest to our lives when you walked in. You look like a person who lives life with zest. Never a boring day for you, I bet.”

“Thanks for the beer. Refreshing. Like you two. No, not many boring days, for sure. It’s fun making other people see and feel things they would never believe possible. Opening their eyes to new experiences, new ways to live.”

“Is that what you do for a living?”

“Not for a living. I made a series of good investments, and now the account just keeps growing, so my work is purely for entertainment and helping others realize their dreams and fantasies. I just like to do that. I guess you could say I have a talent for it. I’m a catalyst for people with a good imagination.”

I nodded, trying not to look confused. “Then maybe you could help us make our summer break more exciting. What would you suggest? We were thinking about skydiving or taking a road trip maybe.”

She put her hand on my jeans and slid it. “Those are some options, but I think you could do much better.” She sat back, bouncing her leg and smiling, her eyes roaming over us both. “Do you ever think outside the box? Wonder what different things might be like?”

Steve nodded. “Yeah. Always wondered what it’s like for a rock star on stage. You know, how it must feel to have everyone reacting to you.”

She nodded quickly and reached her hand past me to put it on Steve’s hand on the bar. She squeezed it. “Good. Yes! Have you ever read Greg Braden’s The Divine Matrix or Neville Goddard’s Feeling Is the Secret or Awakened Imagination? How about any self-help books, or quantum physics books like The Physics of Consciousness by Evan Harris Walker?

I laughed. “Quantum physics? Sounds a little too heady for us.”

“It’s not, though. We live in four dimensions—length, width, height, and time, right?”

We nodded.

She pushed her hand through her thick, highlighted, and gorgeously textured hair, then flipped her head, making the four dangling earrings in each ear flash. “But there are actually ten dimensions that are mathematically provable. The books I mentioned all propose the existence of a world much different than the one we perceive. A world we can interact with and manipulate to some degree. We’re more powerful than anyone would know. You two are no different.”

“Manipulate?”

“Bad word. Sounds like it’s about doing things people don’t want. That’s not true. People don’t do things they really don’t want to. But you can change your life. Who you are. What you are. Bring exciting experiences into your summer break! Braden’s books, Neville Goddard’s books—it’s all out there. No one reads them, and the ones who do don’t believe it. But it’s true. It made me who I am.”

“Wow. Like literally?”

“Literally.”

The pizza arrived, and we all dove into it, Sam no less enthusiastically than we did. We all watched each other eat. For Steve and me, it was simply an excuse to keep our eyes on the gorgeous woman before us.

She finished her first piece and wiped her hands daintily on a napkin. She smiled. “So... What else do you wonder about, what it might be like?”

Steve looked up and to the right, placed his hand on his chin. “Hmm, let’s see…”

I couldn’t help looking her over. She was riveting, energized, sexy as hell, gorgeous, and freaking smart. “Sam, sometimes I look at certain people and wonder what it’s like to be them.” My eyes roamed her face and cleavage and locked onto her eyes. I couldn’t stop looking into them. I was getting hard in my shorts.

“Okay, Jessie, so what people might those be?” She sat back and drew her long-nailed hand lightly across her breast, grinned, then ran it sensually across her thigh as she leaned against the back of her chair. Her breasts and legs drew my eyes to them like magnets.

“Uh, I, uh...”

“Don’t be afraid, Jessie. I can tell your eyes are having trouble avoiding my breasts and legs. Tell me what you wonder.”

Steve leaned over toward her. “He’s wondering what it’s like to be you. What it’s like to be the person you are—confident, alluring, sensual, feminine, smart.”

She grinned and nodded. “Okay, Steve, maybe you also wonder what it’s like being feminine, petite, wearing these clothes, having these breasts, being a goddess whom men can’t help but look at and wish for... Right, Jessie?”

I nodded. “It must be something else to be like you. I mean, look at us. Typical boring guys. Clunky, somewhat masculine, tall—”

Sam broke in, “Tall, handsome, interesting.” Her eyes locked on mine, and her hand slid up my thigh as she quickly glanced around, then ran it onto my crotch and squeezed my now rock-hard shaft. “And interested in women. Guys are like that. I love how they react to me. It makes me feel powerful, in control, confident, sexy, sensual. Can you imagine what that might be like for me, Jessie?” She stopped rubbing my crotch and looked over to Steve. “Can you imagine being me, Steve?”

He rolled his eyes. “It must be incredible.”

“It is. Just imagine waking up every morning and taking a shower. Soaping your sensitive breasts, squeezing the nipples, sending ripples of pleasure through your body. Doing your hair and makeup and seeing this gorgeous girl looking back at you. Can you two just imagine what that might be like? Close your eyes and imagine all of that.” She took quite a while as she reiterated the shower scene with even more detail and sensuality.

I opened my eyes and laughed. “I can imagine it, but look at us. You’re what, five foot two? Imagine us as girls at our size and height.”

Sam shook her head. “Guys, I’m not asking you to imagine being you dressed as a girl. I’m asking you to imagine being me but still being you inside. Your minds are just feeling being me. Okay, back into the imagining. Close your eyes, both of you.”

She lifted up a piece of pizza, and we closed our eyes. “Imagine you’re a girl, sitting here, dressed and made up like me. Sensual sheer stockings against my hairless, silky legs... crisscrossing under the bar. I’m sitting here, aroused by the handsome men with me and enjoying pizza with them. I feed them each a bite.” Her pizza touches my lips, and I take a bite. She leans past me to Steve, and he does the same.

“Imagine you just fed pizza to these hot guys, and now you want to feel them.” Her hand squeezes each of our hard-ons under the bar. “They smell your perfume; they can’t take their eyes off you. Feel yourself in the minidress, all pleasantly vulnerable, sexy, and sensual, your breasts heavy on your chest as your nipples get hard. You’re hard in your panties for them.”

I take a deep breath and open my eyes, staring wide-eyed at her.

“Did you feel it, Jessie? Did you imagine the way I feel, dressed and presenting myself this way? My breasts, legs...hard in my panties?”

“Wow. Yes. It felt incredible! And you live that way, feeling so nice all the time.”

“Most of the time. It’s much nicer than being a couple of boring guys for sure. Steve, were you able to imagine it? Feel it? Be me?”

Steve nodded, his face red. “Uh, yeah. Strangely enough. Crazy.”

“Good. She looked at each of us in turn. Did you like it? Would you want to experience that?”

We both nodded sheepishly.

She looked at us both and bit into the pizza she had been feeding us. We each took another piece and watched her. “Keep thinking it, feeling it. Imagine you’re me while we eat. Don’t stop. Make it real. Imagine seeing me in the mirror but with a much more feminine version of your own faces. Your dream girl. Imagine your friends’ disbelief and interest in you when they see you as a petite sexy woman like me. See their favorable reactions.”

She stayed silent while we daydreamed, our eyes closed. I throbbed in my shorts. It was thrilling.

“Oh god. I just thought of something. Periods.” Steve shook his head. “No way. I couldn’t be a woman if I had one of those every few weeks, and I could even get pregnant. Not to mention I’d be lost without what’s between my legs.”

Sam nodded. “Good point. I was wondering if you’d go that deep. That’s good. If you don’t want that, then just imagine it’s still there. Don’t bring negative feelings in, just the good ones. Now imagine it. I certainly don’t have periods or the ability to get pregnant.”

We both closed our eyes, and she rubbed our legs. I smelled her perfume as if it were mine. I imagined having a tiny, long-nailed hand like hers and the tug of substantial breasts on my chest. I could see my image in the mirror like she said. I imagined Steve looking like her too.

I opened my eyes. “Too weird. It was uncanny. It felt totally real.”

“Good. Steve?”

He nodded, looking dumbfounded.

“Good! Okay boys. I think you’ll figure out what to do now for this summer break. I have more wishes to go answer. She gave each of us a light kiss on the cheek and left.
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We watched her leave the same way she came in. All eyes on her, her heels clicking, breasts bouncing lightly, hips swaying, hair bouncing, gorgeous. I looked at Steve. Both of us were shaken. He shook his head. Banged his hands on the bar. “Holy shit, huh? She was wild. That was wild. I felt all of it.”

“Yeah, Steve. Wild is right. I really did imagine I was her. It was incredible, intense, fantastic!”

He nodded. “Not sure what that’s gonna do to make our summer break exciting, but it was pretty cool... All those books she talked about.”

“Yeah, I told you she was smart when she walked in. She carried herself that way. I could see it. She’s almost magical, isn’t she?”

“Yeah, and typical for us, she took off.”

“I still feel like her though. I smell her perfume. Do you?”

He nodded and stared at the bar. “We shouldn’t have let her get away. Maybe we can catch her if we run now and check the other bars on the strip.”

“Nah. She’s gone. But she gave us a gift, letting us feel how she feels. I’ll never forget it.”

“Me either.”

If it was possible, would you want to be her? I mean, to try?”

“Hell, yeah! Who wouldn’t? Nothing boring about her. Did you feel when she was in the shower? God! What a great way to start the day. Wouldn’t it be nice to be her!”

I nodded.
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We drowned our sorrows after losing Sam that night and went home. I lay in bed, like I’m sure Steve did in his room, imagining all over again what Sam had helped us imagine. I fell asleep being her, and I had wonderfully vivid dreams—shopping for sexy miniskirts and dresses, bras and panties, high heels and stockings. I felt confident, powerful, special, like she was.

In the morning, the sun gleamed through the window and warmed my back. I rolled over and sat up on the side of the bed. I tried to stand and slid off the edge of the mattress onto my feet. “Shit!” I looked all around the room. Weird. I must have been dreaming still. Felt like I fell a few inches off the bed.

I walked naked to the shower and turned it on while I peed. I slid under the warm water, closed my eyes, and soaked my head, then turned to face it. The warm water streamed over my chest. Wow! I ran my hands over my chest, and there were breasts. I was still imagining what Sam had described to us. Wild!

I lathered up my hands and soaped my breasts, squeezing them and feeling the sensations. I pinched my hard nipples with my fingers. I felt my long nails as they ran across my very substantial heaving breasts.

I couldn’t stop touching them, and after a few minutes of incredible delight, I uncontrollably spurted shot after body-twitching shot, and my knees shook in the shower. I held the wall with one hand to steady myself.

I took deep breaths and put shampoo in my hair. It felt different—full and textured, longer. This sure was a persistent visualization. I washed my body. My feet were tiny, fingernails and toenails painted a hot metallic pink. My legs were silky, hairless, and shapely. I finished washing and got out. I dried off and went to the mirror. Holy shit! The image persisted. I was looking into a feminine version of my face, with higher cheekbones, fuller lips, and no facial hair. My body and hair were like Sam’s. My breasts were larger than hers and my hips and bottom more peachy and plump, and my waist was tiny. I was like the Barbie dolls I’d played with when my sister and I were kids! This wasn’t a dream or imagining. This was real.
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I was about the same height as her and petite. My hands were tiny, my biceps girly. I ran my hands over my body, and as I did, I began to get hard again. I turned to the full-length mirror in the bathroom and stroked myself, my eyes roaming my new body. I was hot as hell.

Steve slammed the door open. “Jessie! What the fuck happened to me!?” I turned to him standing naked, my shaft bobbing up and down in front of me. He covered his mouth with his hand and stared me up and down. “Holy shit! You look like a Barbie doll but with Ken’s parts too!”

I looked Steve up and down. “You ain’t no Steve anymore either, brother. You’re a Stevie now. Hmm. Seems I went a little further toward a bimbo look than you for my dream girl image. You still look darn hot, though. Nice ass, hips, and tits. Pretty face now too.”

“Thanks.” She stood there naked like me, shaft bobbing in the air before her. “What the hell are we going to do?”

I laughed. “Well, I’m gonna dry my hair and see how it looks. Then I have to buy earrings for all these holes in my ears—and clothes. Lots of sexy clothes and shoes and all that. Maybe that’s why I was dreaming about shopping last night.”

“Funny, I was too. Seemed a hell of a lot more fun than being a guy and shopping.”

“For sure.” I stepped closer to her. “Do you mind if I...?” I held my hands out to her. “I’d like to touch you. You’re so pretty.”

“Uh...yeah, you too. Can I?”

“Sure... yeah, please.”

We moved close to one another and ran our hands over each other’s silky soft skin. I moved close to look at her face. Soft, no facial hair, plump gorgeous lips. I moved my lips closer to hers. Our eyes met and she closed hers and touched her plump, luscious lips to mine. We embraced, our breasts crushing against one another.

My hard nipples rubbed against her, sending ripples of delight into me. I reached down and grasped both of our hard shafts in my hand and thrusted against hers. I put a hand on her peachy bottom and pressed her close as both of us began to hump into my hand while kissing each other deeply, our tongues racing, our breath choppy. We pressed our chests together and rubbed our breasts against one another as we humped and kissed.

It wasn’t long until we both shot off in my hand, our knees shaking as we struggled to hold each other up, and our tiny voices whimpered and cried out in pleasure.

When we finally stopped spasming, I knelt down and cleaned her off with my tongue, then she did the same for me. We stood, arms on each other’s shoulders and stared into each other’s eyes. “That was fantastic, Stevie. I think we have some excitement lined up for this summer.”

“Sure was fantastic. I guess we found something new to do. Now what, though? I mean, the cold hard reality is...we don’t have any clothes!”

“Hmm, Let’s eat and figure it out. I’m gonna put on a shirt and some socks.”

“Good idea. I need to shower first, and then I’ll join you.”
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I was barefoot in the kitchen, cooking breakfast with a button-down shirt on and no underwear because my hips were too big. Stevie came in just as I was placing the plates on the table. We both sat in silence as we ate and observed each other. She wore a golf shirt; her hard nipples showed through the fabric. I watched as her painted, long-nailed fingers grasped the glass of orange juice daintily, and she sipped it with her luscious, thick lips. “These lips even feel weird. They’re so full and plump.”

“Yes, very inviting, Stevie. I could just imagine you using them to—”

She interrupted me. “Don’t. I already thought the same for you, girl. You’re even more inviting with the changes you’ve had. You’re like a porn star. I never believed a girl could have a waist as thin as yours and hips, ass, and tits like you do. And that face just begs to be filled while you look up into my eyes. You’re like a caricature.”

“I feel like a sex doll.”

“You sure look it,” she said. “So how do we go get clothes? My pants won’t fit me anymore… Although I do have a pair from when I was fatter that have some stretch and might fit. I might have to wear lots of socks to keep my shoes on. It’ll look weird.”

“Not as weird as I would. I can’t fit into anything. I say I stay home until you can get us both some reasonable clothes to go shopping in. Stick with easy-to-fit stuff in stretchy fabrics. Maybe yoga pants and tee-shirts. Shoes, though… Hmm, I’ll Google sizes, and we can measure our feet. Why don’t you go to Target down the road and get us the basics, and then we can go to the mall.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

Stevie finished eating and stood, taking her dishes to the sink. She rinsed them off and put them in the washer, then I did the same. She went into her room, and I followed as she tried on the clothes. Then we measured our feet and got our shoe sizes. We were both a size five.

Stevie’s outfit worked. “Not the most gorgeous outfit, but I guess I look like a girl trying to look like a guy.”

“Good enough. Now hurry. I’m dying to go to the mall.”

I ushered her to the door. “Wait.” I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her to me, pressing our breasts together and giving her a deep kiss. “Hurry. I don’t want to be alone like this.”
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Stevie was back in a flash with the basics. “I didn’t attempt to buy bras because I had no idea, and we’re both so different there. Panties were cheap, and the yoga pants and tops were easy to fit.”

We both changed into them. Besides our hard nipples showing and our hard-ons in our yoga pants, we looked casually decent as we both stood in the bedroom looking in the full-length mirror. Stevie pointed. “We need to fix that. Can’t be a hung girl in the mall.”

“True. Our nipples too. We need to get unaroused.”

Stevie looked into my eyes, came over and touched my lips with her fingertip. “Should we?”

I grabbed her and threw her on the bed. We both took our pants and undies down around our ankles and sixty-nined each other. It was heavenly. We fell into sync with our tongues and mouths and hands, and it wasn’t but a minute or two before we were both greedily sucking down the other’s copious cream.

“God, that was good. Who’da thunk I’d enjoy doing that, and then on top of it, enjoy doing that to you more than I enjoyed getting it from you.” We rolled apart.

“For sure. I felt so in control, so powerful from making you react like that. Even the feel of it in my mouth was incredible. I was literally feeding off the energy in it coming from your soul.”

I nodded hurriedly, wide eyed. “Yes! Yes, that’s it exactly.”

“But now we need to tuck them away somehow before they get excited again.” Stevie ran into the kitchen and came back with duct tape. “Here. We’ll tape it all up over our panties and we can tape our nipples down with a bit of paper towel under the tape on the nipple so we don’t hurt them.”

We both duct-taped ourselves and redressed. It worked.

Off to the mall we went like two girls on a shopping spree. We were both so excited, we were like a couple of teenagers getting things for prom night. Luckily, we didn’t need hair styling or ear piercing or pedicures or manicures, because that was all in our dream-girl imaginings already. So we started with bras and panties and went on from there.

Skirts, dresses, tops, stilettos, wedgie heels, booties, boots—we couldn’t resist them and bought all sorts of high heels. We even found high-heel wedge sneakers we had to have. Stockings, pantyhose, bracelets, earrings, rings, hair accessories, purses, phone cases, and lingerie.

Perfume, lipstick, eyeshadow, eyeliner, mascara, blush, contouring, and foundation—the makeup girl in the big chain store set us up with everything. She couldn’t understand how we’d never worn makeup before. She thought we were Amish or something. She was great and showed us different ways to accent our best features for different occasions.

By the end of the day, we had everything we could imagine our dream girl having. We were our own dream girls.

At home, we frantically washed and dried clothes and set up our wardrobes, pitching our old stuff and replacing it with our new purchases. We decided to both move into the master bedroom and share the closet. After we were done, it was four o’clock. I took Stevie by the hand. “C’mon, let’s have a drink on the patio, and then we can get ready for dinner.”

We walked into the fresh air and sat on the bench seat under the tree together. We sipped our iced teas and relaxed. I patted Stevie’s silky thigh. “That was fun.”

“It was. Now I know why girls like to shop so much. It’s a hell of a lot more fun than shopping as a guy. Especially with bodies like these… Everything looks incredible on them.”

“Incredible for sure. It was a good thing we were taped. Glad we found some tight stretchy panties and dresses and skirts that won’t show our excitement, because I think it’s gonna be a while before I’m not hard.”

She laughed. “Yeah, what a bitch, huh? Being aroused all the time? I guess we’ll eventually get used to it.”

“So what if we don’t? We always have each other to help get some relief.” I gazed into her eyes, slid my hand on her crotch. “Mmm, I really like this now. Maybe we should have a girl’s night out tonight and see what else is out there?”

“But we might get caught.”

“Caught being hot girls with something special? I’m not concerned. It’s the twenty-first century, girl.”

“True. But we still have to be careful.”

“We’ll buy some pepper spray for our purses at the gas station.”

“Good idea.”

I leaned against her and sipped my tea, holding her hand. “I’m so glad this happened with you, Stevie.”

“Me too. I wonder if it’ll last. I wonder if we can go back. I wonder if we’ll see Sam again.”
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We both selected classy little black dresses, little being the key word. They had flared hems with soft crinoline beneath them that we could wear even with a full hard-on and no panties. We both ended up wearing crotchless black lace panties beneath them with gartered sheer black stockings. Neither of us needed bras because we were so firm, and the dresses revealed lovely cleavage. My hard nipples were delighted by the feel of the fabric as it hid the swollen, sensitive little nubs like erasers.

My full hips swished the short hem about my thighs as I walked in the high heels in tiny steps, my breasts tugging with each step and my hard-on swishing against the satin lining. I was throbbing and oozing with energy. Stevie looked no less titillated as she stepped from foot to foot, posing before the mirror and spraying perfume on. She was wearing a similar dress but with a halter top instead of a V-neck like mine. She wore a beautifully made-up face with a radiant, happy smile. I kissed her cheek lightly so as not to get lipstick on her. “Gorgeous.”

She kissed me back. “You too!” She sniffed my hair. “And you smell like a dream.” She squeezed my breast and pulled my bottom to her as she rubbed against me with her free shaft under her dress. “Tell me, why are we going out?”

“To dine, my dear. To dine and then to take control of real men.”

“Oh yeah.” She giggled. “Right. Control them and feed off their energy!” I felt her throb in my hand. She released me and I released her. “Let’s go, girl.”

The car ride was heavenly, slipping my legs against one another, stroking myself under the dress, feeling my breasts.

“Stevie slapped my hand. “Stop that. Stop that already! I have to drive, and you’re making me crazy. You’re wriggling like a nymphomaniac!”

I stopped and took a deep breath. Grasped her hand. “Sorry. It’s so enveloping. Being a girl is so sensual. The clothes, the scents, even the damn shoes!”

“I know. But we have to control ourselves better, or we’ll never be able to work or study or anything again.”

I laughed. “If we find the right guys, we won’t have to.”

“But I want to be with you. I always liked you the most of anybody, and now it seems crazy not to be together. Don’t you feel like that?”

“I guess. But we don’t know what lies ahead. Who knows? Maybe we’ll find one guy to share, and we can all live together. Or maybe two or three guys. Or hey! Maybe we can move into a frat house.” I started stroking myself through my dress and caressing my silky leg with the other hand, smiling at Stevie.

Stevie laughed. “Stop it. You’re doing it again. I guess those are all interesting ideas with some merit. We have to play it by ear. We do have all summer… if we don’t change back as suddenly as we became what we are now.” She pulled into the valet area.
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The valet’s eyes went to my legs as I extended them and then to my breasts as he gave me a hand to exit the car. He went around to Stevie and handed her out, then guided her to me. We walked hand in hand in hand to the maître d’.

He smiled broadly as he greeted us, then took us to the patio where we sat on a padded wicker loveseat. The waiter took our drink order and left us menus and water. I took a deep breath, inhaling the scent of the freshly cut grass and the blooming jasmine in the planters. “Wow. Lovely, isn’t it? It seems all my senses are heightened. Everything’s so vivid, so exquisite, and the scents are incredible.”

Stevie took my hand in hers. She gazed lovingly at me. “It is. It’s all incredible. But we can’t be so aroused all the time. We need to work on that. It’s overwhelming, and I think we’re not appreciating all of this fully. I mean, what you just noticed is something that can get left behind if we think only with our dicks.”

I shrugged. “I guess. A little. I don’t know what to do.”

“Maybe just feel the way we are. I mean... maybe just pay attention to the feminine aspects, the beauty, the rest of what we are, versus just the sexuality.” She recrossed her legs and placed her hands together on her knee while she bounced a foot and gazed at her hands. “I mean, look how pretty this is. My hands, my legs. It’s not just sexy, it’s pretty... and feminine... and beautiful.”

I throbbed under my dress and tucked it into the fluffy crinoline between my thighs as I recrossed my legs. “But all of that is sexy. Tell me you’re not hard right now.”

She grinned a little as the waiter brought our Manhattans. “Thank you,” we chimed in our pretty little voices.

He flashed us a smile as he turned to leave. “My pleasure, ladies.”

We clinked gently. Stevie said, “To us finding a balance. Imagine it like we did with Sam.”

We closed our eyes and tried to imagine it, then opened them, clinked again, and sipped. “We’ll see. It’s kinda hard to feel what that would be like.” I gave Stevie a peck on the lips and picked up the menu. “Lots of nice tapas on offer. Want to start with some oysters? They have raw clams too.”

We immersed ourselves in the food, drink, and beauty of the place. We talked about the future and the summer to come. Stevie rolled her eyes as she put down an emptied oyster shell. “Mmm, best I ever had. A kiss of the sea. Seems this new me has a more intense sense of taste. Anyway, I still need to work. We spent a ton on clothes.”

“I know. This place isn’t cheap either. But bartending might be a bit more lucrative for us this year. Imagine the tips we’ll get in these bods.”

“That’s true. Think we should buy some pants to  wear when we tend bar?”

“No way. Too hard to hide our packages. Impossible.”

“Good point. Hmm, maybe we should imagine our packages gone. You know... become real girls.”

“Oh god. That’s scary.”

“It is, but then we could wear jeans. We could see what it’s like for a real girl when a man makes love to her.”

“But what about the two of us? Would we be lesbians?”

“Uh...” I laughed. “I guess we’d be bi.”

“We’d never have a release. Never any finish.”

“Oh, come on. Sure we would! Women finish, but they finish when they want to, not when they have just one release. They can go for hours.”

I looked up at the night sky, trying to imagine what that would be like. “Hmm, that’s true. Can you imagine that? Feeling that? Feeling him inside you while you draw his passionate release out of him? Just being swept away by it and having one after another?”

I thought about it with my eyes closed and then my eyes popped wide open and I put my hand on Stevie’s thigh and slid it. “Maybe from more than one guy at a time, or one after another? Close your eyes and just imagine that.”

We both sat there, imagining. It became intense. My nipples hardened. I imagined having a girl’s parts there, growing wet. I pictured porn videos. I glided my hand on Stevie’s leg. “Can you feel it?”

Her breath was choppy. “Oh my god, I can feel it. Do we really want to?”

I opened my eyes. I ran my hand through her hair. “It would fit who we are now much better. We could wear tight jeans. We’d find some boyfriends together.”

Stevie gazed into my eyes. “Oh my god, Jessie. It’s crazy. I know the way that felt and the way I felt when Sam had us do that. It is gonna happen now. You know it is.”

I smiled and rolled my eyes. “Oh well! So be it. Be careful what you wish for, right? I’d think we could always go back to what we were originally. I mean we just have to feel it, right?”

“Sure. Of course.” Stevie sipped her drink and looked off into the gardens. “We’d have to want to, though. This is much better right now. I’m not sure I can imagine something so negative as being who we were. It’s almost revolting.”

“I agree. Okay. So. We can buy some jeans if we want tomorrow.”

“What’s the point? Tips will be better in a skirt or a dress.”

“I guess.”

We crossed and uncrossed our legs nervously as we thought about where we were going. “I need another drink and maybe more clams and oysters. I don’t want to think about it right now.”
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The evening was fabulous. We were able to put aside our libidos and just enjoy being together and indulging in food, drink, and beauty. We relaxed, sitting back, cuddling, and enjoying espressos and then absinthes long into the star-filled night.

At home, we changed into some of our sexier bedroom attire and enjoyed our last night of having the last vestige of maleness. We took our time, made it last, then fell asleep in each other’s arms when we were finished.

I felt the sun’s rays on my back and opened my eyes. I leapt from bed and ran into the bathroom. It had happened—it was gone. There was no hint that I had ever been a guy. My heart raced in my chest as I felt around down there. I suddenly knew what it felt like for a woman to be touched there. It was extremely sensitive and felt wonderful. I turned on the shower and stepped into the warm water, soaping my breasts and feeling my new parts. It wasn’t long until my body spasmed, and I held the wall with one hand while my other was both inside and outside, stimulating my erogenous zones.

Then, after the spasms, it just continued to build while I continued to work it. In a matter of minutes, the shocking result ensued once more. I forced myself to stop and completed my shower.

Stevie came in while I was drying and fluffing my hair and went straight into the shower. I could hear her moans over the sound of my hairdryer, and then she gave out little squeals of delight. I turned to see her hanging onto the wall as her ecstasy continued. I turned back to do my makeup. Again and again, I heard her until, after the fourth body-wriggling result, she stopped and finished washing up.

I went into the closet and picked out some clothes for the day—a simple denim miniskirt and tank top with some wedge heels. I slid on a pair of panties and loaded my substantial breasts into my bra, then put the top, skirt, and wedges on. I sprayed perfume over me and added my jewelry. I looked at myself in the full-length mirror. I looked pretty and feminine, but there was no throbbing in my panties. I was a girl looking at a girl. I rubbed myself to see if my image could elicit what it used to. It felt nice but there was no visual stimulation from looking at myself. I was a little disappointed, actually. To be such a good-looking and sexy girl with voluptuous breasts, shapely legs in heels, gorgeously made-up face and eyes, luscious thick painted lips, and stunning hair, and not have a response felt incredibly weird and disappointing.

Stevie sat on the edge of the bed and started to dress. “This is so strange. I mean the shower was proof of how good women have it in that way, but looking at myself is boring now.”

“I know, Stevie! It’s disappointing, isn’t it? I mean, a big part of what was so great about our new bodies was how hot and sexy they were. We were our own dreams come true. Now I’m just a little bimbo with a tiny voice, big tits, nice ass and hips, and a gorgeous face, and you’re a really pretty, sexy, perfectly built young lady.”

Stevie nodded, sliding her floral romper on and fastening her wedge heels to her pretty little feet. She went to check herself in the full-length mirror. She sprayed perfume over herself and adjusted her hair. She applied her jewelry, loaded her purse, and slung it on her shoulder. She stared at herself in the mirror and rubbed herself between her legs. “Hmm, feels nice but...”

“I know. No throbbing mass of meat to tell you how sexy you are.”

“Right. It’s like I’m not interested in girls.”

I walked over to her and put my hand on her shoulder. “Yup. Sucks. We were our own biggest fantasies, and now we’re just a couple of pretty girls.”

She turned to face me, her eyes flitting about my face and breasts. “Fuck it, Jessie! Let’s go out to breakfast. I’m starving from all the low-cal food we had last night, and I don’t even care if I get fat. I want a stack of pancakes!”

I stopped her for a moment to give her a hug and a kiss.

“Eww. We’re two girls now.”

“I was just gonna to console you, not have sex with you.”

“Oh, sorry.” She gave me a little hug. “Okay. Enough consoling. Let’s go eat.”


10

We went to a breakfast café and loaded up on blueberry pancakes, syrup, butter, and creamy coffee. We looked like chipmunks with our cheeks puffed out as we chomped. When we were done with two plates each, we sat back in the booth, holding our bellies.

I laughed. “That was better than sex.”

“Ha! I know. We keep doing that and we won’t have bodies like this anymore.”

I shrugged and yawned. “Man, I think I overdid it. I’m having a sugar crash.” I poured more coffee and slugged it down. I stared at Stevie. “I’m sorry you aren’t sexy anymore, Stevie. You weren’t originally when we were guys, but you sure were when we were girls… but not entirely girls.”

“I know. Same here. I miss that feeling. It felt so great to be that excited about another person.”

“So what do we do next?”

She looked at her watch. “We have a few hours before our happy hour shift starts at the bar. Want to go to the mall?”

“Shit. My credit card is a wreck, but there was a really cute dress I didn’t buy at that one store.”

“We could get some jeans too.”

“Might as well. It would be safer at the bar. Need some pepper spray too.”
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We found jeans along with that dress I’d wanted before and splurged on some bath beads and candles. We went home, washed our clothes, and put on our jeans. They were almost more revealing than a skirt or dress the way they clung to our shapes and sometimes showed a camel-toe between our legs. But they were safer and made us feel a little less vulnerable.

We went to a pizza place and chowed down on a full pizza each. What the heck? After that, we were off to work from three to eleven.

At first, the owner wasn’t going to let us work because Steve and Jessie were supposed to be there. We showed him our driver’s licenses; he stared at them, then back at us over and over. “Says you’re males!”

Stevie shook her head and laughed. “Not anymore. Do we look like guys?”

“But Steve and Jessie were tall. You two are short.”

“We’re girls now. Would you want girls the size of them? Anyway, if you want someone to take care of the bar, we’re the ones you hired. Just a better version.”

“I guess I don’t have a choice. Not sure what you two are doing with those IDs, but get to it. Heck, you might even draw more business when word gets out.” He slapped me on the ass. “Nice! A bimbo like you will draw them in like a cat in heat.”

I snarled at him, and he left.

We set up the bar the way we liked it and got everything ready for the happy hour crowd. We turned on the TVs at low volume to drown out their sports gibberish and to give the patrons something to stare at while they drank their shots and beers.

We went to the girls’ room and touched up our hair and lipstick and sprayed on perfume. Stevie adjusted her cleavage in her push-up bra. I tied the bottom of my tank top tight around my tiny waist, making my boobs look bigger and my waist look smaller. We checked ourselves in the mirror.

“Well, it’ll work. They’ll all have hard-ons. Shame I don’t, though. It doesn’t feel right.”

Stevie put her lipstick away. “Yup. Seems like a waste. Let’s go.”

She unlocked the front door and held it for our first patrons while I stood behind the bar. “Welcome, boys!” I recognized some of them, but they didn’t recognize me. They just walked up to the bar, their eyes riveted on me and their jaws hanging. This would be like taking candy from a baby.

I started slinging drinks, mostly shooters and beer rather than mixed drinks. Easy stuff. Quick stuff. I made sure to touch their hands when I delivered their drinks, and I smiled seductively at them. They pushed their cash onto the edge of the bar, and instead of coins and singles, fives and tens were showing up. I felt like a stripper.

I made sure to give them a good view down my shirt and to thank them in my most bimbo-ish voice. We walked back and forth behind the bar and around the tables like strippers, wagging our bottoms and shaking our boobs. It was worth the occasional slap on the bottom or squeeze, along with offers of dates and showing us a really good time.

It actually made me feel pleasantly desired the way they responded. Some of them were strikingly good-looking, and my panties were getting wet. Plus, the tight jeans kept rubbing me the right way. I felt sexy again. Not for girls but for some of those guys.

One really cute one was dropping tens to me with each drink. He was almost pretty, he was so cute. Not really tall, but nice skin, hair, and teeth, and his eyes were incredibly bright with long lashes. I could tell he was falling for me big time, and he wasn’t the kind of guy many girls would go for. He was very cute. “Here ya go, Alex. Want some food yet? That’s your third beer, honey. You should eat unless you plan on leaving soon.” I bent down onto the bar, giving him a good view, my nipples now hard through my top, and waited for his response as he wriggled in his seat, trying to hide his hard-on. His nice... long...hard-on, bigger than it should be for a guy his size. It made me quiver inside.

“I... uh, wow.” He looked into my eyes as if he was in love. “I mean... Well, I think you’re right, Jessie. I’ll have a burger and fries. I don’t want to end the night so early. When are you done with your shift?”

“At eleven, sweetie.” I ran my hand through his hair. He shook his head and fixed his hair. “Uh... can...”

“Sure, baby. I’d love to see you when I get off. You’re so cute!”

“Wow! Gee! I uh...”

“You just relax. I’ll put your order in.” I leaned over the bar and gave him a peck on the cheek. He blushed and nearly split his pretty face with a huge smile.

Stevie stood next to me, pouring beers from the tap. “Good tips tonight, huh?”

“Fabulous. Found a really cute guy too. Making him crazy.”

“I saw. He’s cute. Alex is a web guy. Kinda rich. His friends are just like him too.”

“Maybe I should have him call a friend for you?”

“Not a bad idea. Could be fun. They’re not as macho as the other guys; they seem a lot smarter and cuter. I bet they’d be fun. Kinda like a girl with something special.”

“Yeah! Like we were, huh?”

“Almost!”
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My purse was full of tip money. I made more on that one night then I’d made in a week before. I could pay off the credit card bill in no time and could go crazy shopping again. There was a distinct advantage to being a girl tending bar near an engineering college with mostly guys.

Alex called a friend who was, he promised, as cute and nice as he was, and Stevie and I went with them to a quiet jazz bar.

“So,” Alex said to me, “I knew a Jessie before, but he was a guy. You’re a lot nicer looking.” He laughed. He was more relaxed after sipping beers until I was done working.

I patted his leg. “Thanks! I think I know who you’re talking about. He’s a nice guy. So you like this Jessie better, huh? You’re sweet. Very cute too.”

“Thanks! I never would have guessed I’d be sitting here having a beer with a woman as pretty as you. I can see my buddy’s havin’ a good time with Stevie too, and I know he’s just as amazed to be out with her.”

I looked over; Stevie was leaning into Riley and laughing. She flipped her hair flirtingly and bounced a high-heeled wedge. I was on fire for Alex, and I could tell Stevie was equally hot for Riley. I was desperate to find out what it was like. I looked at the two students. “So, Riley, Alex, ever make love to a woman?”

Their eyes popped wide open, and their cute faces blushed. They jiggled their heads in a nervous no. Alex looked up at me sheepishly. “Uh, we never really had any serious girlfriends. Just study partners and lab partners and stuff like that. Could I ask if that’s an invitation?”

I laughed. I glanced at Stevie, who looked at Riley and shrugged. I patted Alex’s thigh. “I think it could be. Stevie and Riley too. Is that a bad thing? Would that be moving too quickly and give us some kind of a reputation?”

Alex slugged the last half of his beer. He looked at Riley, who nodded quickly then chugged the remainder of his. “Uh...no, not bad. Very nice, actually. Of course, you’d have to be patient and maybe help us know what to do since we’ve never done it before.”

“Okay, Alex.” I kissed him on the lips lightly and ran my nails though his hair. I gazed into his eyes. “Glad you’re being so candid.” I slid my hands on his legs and let them glide up to his crotch where I felt his large, hard excitement for me. It sent a tingle all through my body. My nipples got hard. “In keeping with your candidness, to tell you the truth, honey, this will be our first time too.”

Alex rolled his eyes. “Wow. This is incredible. You’re so sexy, pretty, feminine, and womanly, and you two are choosing us? I can’t imagine what it must be like to be such gorgeous women and choose us. Girls like you would normally be after some big handsome guys.”

“But you two are so cute and nice. Speaking of imagining...” I looked at Stevie. Her eyes popped wide, and a grin came on her face. She nodded quickly and covered her mouth with her fingers. “Are you trying to imagine what it’s like to be us? Maybe we can help you with that. We can play a little game.”

“That’d be neat.” Alex looked at Riley, and Riley nodded. “All right. What do we do?”

“Okay, close your eyes. Both of you. First, we’re gonna kiss you. Imagine you’re us when we do.” Stevie and I both gave them deep kisses and rubbed their crotches. I slid Alex’s hand to my breast and had him squeeze it while we kissed. I broke the kiss and whispered in his ear, “Feel my breast and imagine it’s yours. Imagine them on your chest, jiggling and tugging with each step you take. Feel it, Alex?”

“I do. I can feel it. It’s unreal. I feel my breast being fondled. They’re heavy on my chest.”

“Good girl. Now imagine getting into the shower in the morning and lathering them up. Imagine the feeling of warm water stinging on them from the showerhead and you pinching your nipples with your fingers. Each time you pinch them, a lovely sensation goes through your body. A sensation like you have in your shaft when you play with it. Do you feel it, Alex?”

“Huh, oh god. Wow. That’s fantastic!” I looked over at Stevie and Riley, and Riley was definitely feeling it while Stevie narrated.

“Yes, it sure is fantastic. Good girl. Now imagine you’re the girl of your dreams, and as you look in a full-length mirror, you see it’s a feminine version of you looking back. You’re that girl in the mirror. Feel her shapely legs, her smooth, silky, hairless skin. Run your hands through your hair and feel it. Look in the mirror and put on lipstick. Dry your hair and style it. Put on a bra and slip into some silky thigh-high stockings. Slip on your panties and slide into a V-neck mini dress. Put on perfume and jewelry. See yourself in the mirror? Do you like being a girl?”

“It’s fantastic.” He was quiet, his eyes closed. I could tell he was looking at himself in the mirror as a girl and feeling it all. “Oh my god.”

“What? What’s wrong, girl?”

“I, uh.... I could get pregnant, I’d have periods. I don’t have a dick. That’s scary.”

I laughed. “I was wondering when you’d come to that part. Just imagine that it’s still there and those girl parts aren’t.”

“Weird. Wow, exotic. I don’t know if I’d ever not be hard. It all feels so nice.”

“True. Is it good? Do you like the new you?”

“It’s incredible. I love it. So this is what it’s like to be you.”

“Yes. Except I’m all girl. You’d still be all girl, but with something special under your skirt that I don’t have. Do you want to be that girl? Can you imagine your friends seeing you like that and being in the world that way? Pretty, powerful, confident?”

Alex opened his bright eyes. “It feels great. So much better than just a boring guy that no one looks at. That’d be fantastic. I wish I could be that.”

“Then just let the universe conspire to make it so.”

“Uh, right. Okay. I let it.” He lifted his newly arrived beer to me, and I picked up mine. We clinked. “Thanks for that insight. It was really cool.” He glanced around and then whispered in my ear. “If that offer is still on... I, uh... I’m really ready now.”

“You’re so darn cute!” I smiled and kissed his lips. I looked at Stevie and Riley and said, “Shall we take the boys home after this beer, Stevie? Ready, Riley? I know I’d like to change into something more comfortable. I think they deserve to have us for more than a quickie in the bathroom, right, Stevie?”

“You bet. I can’t wait to wake up with new Riley next to me.” She laughed.
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We walked home hand in hand with our new boyfriends. I changed into a cute little silky black babydoll with sheer black gartered stockings, crotchless panties, and a pair of fetishy high, strappy black stilettos. I sprayed perfume all over me and felt like a seductress. I went onto the patio when I was done. Alex and Riley were sitting there nervously, sipping strong gin and tonics that we had made for them. I sat on Alex’s lap and wrapped my arms around his neck. I could feel his hard-on under me. “Hi, cutie. Stevie will be right out, Riley.”

“Thanks. No hurry.” He raised his drink to me and sipped it. They were both trying to gulp their drinks, but we made them so strong they could only sip them. I could tell they needed the courage. I felt like I was robbing the cradle even though it was my first time too. It felt good to be in control, being the one who was desired.

I slid Alex’s hand under my babydoll and placed it on my bare breast; he squeezed it and fondled the nipple. What a wonderful sensation! Riley watched from across the patio. “You’ll have yours soon, Riley. Why not rub yourself a little while you watch? That might be nice for you.”

He did and smiled. He kept sipping.

“Maybe you should take it out, honey. Take it out and play with it. Stevie will like seeing you that way, all ready for her.”

He unbuckled his belt and pants and unzipped them. He tugged out his whole gorgeous, shaved package, oversized for his body, and began to stroke while he watched us. “Good boy, Riley. Stevie will love it.” I slid Alex’s hand into my panties, and he slid four fingers into me and rubbed the outside with his thumb. I wriggled my bottom and looked at Alex as I let out little whimpers. It was incredible having his hand inside me. The feeling was fantastic. I couldn’t wait to feel his shaft in me. I didn’t miss my dick a bit.

Alex leaned down and sucked my nipple, biting it gently from time to time, sending more ripples of pleasure through me. Riley continued to stroke and sip.

Stevie came out in an outfit similar to mine, wagging her hips when she walked, and Riley gawked at her. She tossed a pillow on the ground before him and immediately took him in her mouth, making him gasp and roll his eyes. He placed his hands gently in her hair and wrapped his fingers in it while she looked up at him showing the pleasure she was getting from him on her face.

Alex squirmed under me while he watched them, fingered me, and massaged my breasts. I stood and took him by the hand. “Let’s go, baby. It’s time for bed, and you need to take care of mommy.”

I slid onto the bed and slid my legs back and open for him while he stripped naked. His slim, firm body was hairless and smooth like a young boy’s. His long, thick shaft bobbed and jerked in front of him. He slid onto the bed, and I opened my arms to him. I dropped my top off my shoulders and pulled him against my breasts. I slid my hands under his hard bottom and dug my nails into him as I pulled him against me and wrapped my legs around his waist.

Alex whispered, “Oh god, Jessie. You’re so sexy and gorgeous.”

I felt his thick shaft rubbing against me outside, sending little jolts of pleasure through me. I reached down, wrapped my fingers around it, and guided the tip to my begging wetness. He pressed the tip in, stretching my tight hole, and I relaxed the muscles to let his thickness spread me and enter, then I clenched it on and off. “Does that feel nice, Alex?”

He lifted himself up to look in my eyes. He pressed my ankles back behind my head, then slid his hands down my stockinged legs and pinned my thighs to the bed, leaving my feet in their high heels to dangle in the air and my pelvis back for maximum penetration. He pressed it deep. “Oh, god yes, Jessie. You feel incredible.” He began to thrust slowly.

The sensations it sent into me were the most intimate thing I had ever felt. It was as good as having a dick, but it was deep inside me—it seemed much more intense. When he bottomed it all the way in, he’d press on the front of my pelvis and send another type of jolting pleasure through me.

I could have done that all night, all day, every day. “Oh, Alex, you fill me up, and it feels so incredible when you’re all the way in and you press against my bone. Go faster, baby. Faster and harder. Long, deep, pounding strokes. Bang me, baby!”

I regulated my grip on him inside me so it wasn’t too tight for him to thrust, yet it was firmly in my womanly grasp. I was oozing with wetness as he sped up, my hands on his waist, his eyes on mine. I nodded and bit my lip. “That’s it, baby. Make mommy feel good.”

His face contorted and his breathing became deep as he thrusted faster and harder. My high heels flailed in the air beside us with each thrust, and my breasts jiggled on my chest, my nipples hard and sensitive. He rolled his eyes. “Oh god, Jessie. I’ve never felt anything so good.”

He grunted, shoved, and pounded into me. I had a full-body orgasm, my toes pointing and my legs spasming as I whimpered, called his name, and put my hand on the side of his face. I looked into his eyes while I shuddered, then uncontrollably squirted a body-shaking flood around his shaft.

He shoved it all the way in, and I gripped it tight inside me. I felt it pulsating as it shot in me, his body shaking as he looked into my eyes and let out a guttural moan. My body went into a spasm again.

I held his ass tight with both hands as he groaned and arched his back. “Huh, Jessie, oh god.” He pulled out slightly and gave one last shove into me, and my body spasmed again. He collapsed on top of me, crushing my breasts to his silky skin, and I stroked his hair and peppered his face and neck with kisses. “Mmm, rest, baby. Sleep with me and we can both rest.”

He nodded, breathing deeply. I could feel him softening inside me. I clenched and unclenched on him, the juices running down my thigh. I didn’t want to let it go. I could have done it a dozen more times. I lay there taking in the wonder of it all, just clenching him and releasing him over and over. In a few minutes, he began to harden again.

I wriggled myself on him and made his shaft slip in and out a couple of inches and continued that way. I turned his head to me and kissed him deeply. He was rock-hard again. I rolled him on his back and straddled him, slipping his thick, long shaft into me. I looked down at him smiling up at me, and I rubbed myself with my fingers on the outside while I humped up and down on that luscious pleasure stick.

Again, it got wild, this time with me doing the work until he arched his back, held my hips, and shoved it up into me until it felt like it would come out of my throat. My body tensed, clenched, and shuddered as I whimpered and cried, feeling him pulsating and shooting inside me. I reveled in the reward of my efforts and his deeply deposited compliments of my desirousness. When his shaft gave its last throb, he shoved up into me and held it there. I squeezed the last drops from it and collapsed onto him, gasping. He held me and stroked my hair. “Mmm, that was heavenly, Jessie. Don’t ever leave me. Be mine forever. Let me be your man.”

“Mmm, it was heavenly. Wait for the morning, baby. Wait until your dreams really come true.”
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I had never slept so deeply and peacefully as I did that night. I was dreaming of shopping with Alex, Stevie, and Riley when a high-pitched scream from the bathroom awakened me.

I rolled out of bed in my heels and clicked my way into the bathroom to find Alex standing in front of the full-length mirror with one hand over her mouth and the other feeling her breast while her hard-on bobbed in front of her. I moved beside her and placed my hand gently on her shoulder. “Are you okay, baby? Did you become the girl of your dreams like you intended? You look beautiful.”

Her hair was styled, cut, and highlighted, her cheekbones lifted and plump, lips full, eyes bright and wide. Her hips and bottom were pleasingly plump, and her breasts firm and lifted with large nipples. She was even shorter than me, probably five feet. She was what men would call a spinner. Drop her on your shaft and spin her around on it.

She turned to look at me in the mirror. “I, uh... I didn’t think it would really happen.”

“Well, it wouldn’t have happened if you hadn’t imagined it, wanted it, and felt it. It’s exactly what you wanted, isn’t it? What would you want to change?” I wrapped both hands around her shaft that looked even larger next to her tiny body, and I stroked it gently as I gazed at her face. “You’re so darn pretty, girl.” I took her over by the counter, leaned back against it, and lifted my leg to her hip. I guided her shaft into me and pulled her bottom toward me, driving her in. “Now use me to take care of your needs. Then we can shower and eat breakfast. Okay, sweetie?”

She humped like a beast into me, her breasts jiggling. I came twice before she let it go inside me, and we were able to relax and enjoy the shower together.
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Showered, my hair dried and styled, I helped Alex with her makeup while I did my own. I found her some clothes and shoes to wear. She was tiny. We both dressed for shopping at the mall. Downstairs, Stevie and Riley were already making breakfast. Riley had obvious recovered from the initial shock, as the two of them joked and giggled at the stove, both in high-heeled mules and short satin robes.

“Hello, girls!” I patted Riley on the shoulder. “I see Riley’s well-adjusted already. How are you doing so far, Riley?”

“Fantastic! This is like some dream come true. I never would have guessed this was possible. I’m so much more than I ever was, even though there’s a lot less of me.”

“Super. I take it you girls had a good time last night and this morning?”

Stevie laughed. “Riley here is hung like a bull even though she’s now a hundred percent girl in every other way. I’ve never had such a good time before. Hope you aren’t jealous, Jessie.”

“Are you? I never thought you might be. I guess it was all so overwhelming, I never got to give it a thought.” I ran my hand over her hair, and my eyes flitted across her pretty face. “I’m sorry if you are.”

“Honey! Of course not. It’s part of who we are now, I guess. I’m just glad you don’t feel bad either. I’d be decimated if you did.”

“Good. We’re all good. I was planning on taking Alex to the mall to get everything she needs. Will you and Riley be joining us?”

“Of course. These girls need to get set up with everything.”

The last pieces of French toast were ready, and Stevie took the rest out of the oven and placed them on the table, which was already set with plates, utensils, and juice and coffee. We sat and ate like famished prisoners.

After my first two slices of the thick toast, slathered in maple syrup, I took a deep breath. “Guess we worked up an appetite.”

Riley nodded, her mouth full, smiling a closed-lip smile.

Stevie swallowed and licked her lips. “Mmm, fabulous.” Stevie took my hand on the table and looked into my eyes. “I didn’t use any protection last night. I hope the intention of not having any eggs works.”

“It will. All the others did, right? No eggs, no babies, no periods. We’re women made for one thing. To enjoy being women.”

“I sure hope you’re right.”

“I am. Don’t worry.”

Riley and Alex looked at each other, then Riley asked in her little-girl voice. “So were you two like us? I mean were you guys before?”

Stevie nodded. “Yup. Then girls like you, and then we wanted to see what real women were like, and we dumped the last male part in favor of what we are now.”

Riley recrossed her legs and touched herself there. “Miss it?”

“Not really. This is better, actually. That thing only gets one shot, and then you have to wait. We can go on and on and on as long as we want, and it never stops. I guess women were made that way to be able to handle as many seed deliveries as possible in a day. Makes for the healthiest, most abundant sperm to be the fertilizer, right?”

I covered my mouth and gasped. “I never thought about it that way. My god, that means that women were made for that. That means it’s natural to not want to stop and to take more than one man.” I felt myself getting wet and crossed my legs, then bounced a high heel, making me even more aroused. I slid my hand on my stockinged leg and ate another bite of toast. “That’s incredibly arousing, isn’t it? Hmm. Makes me wonder.”

Stevie shook her head. “Don’t get started now, Jessie. We have two lovely girls with something special, and we don’t want to leave them unattended now, do we?” Stevie took Riley’s hand, leaned over, and kissed her lightly on the lips. Alex put her tiny hand on mine and gazed lovingly at me. I kissed her.

I took a deep breath and placed another bite of French toast in my mouth. My face flushed, thinking about multiple partners, and I bounced my foot unconsciously, feeling the heat between my legs. “Okay, so we go shopping, and then after we get the girls all set up with their new clothes, we can all go out tonight, okay?”

Everyone said in unison, “Sounds great.”

We finished breakfast and then set about getting Riley dressed and made up. She and Stevie had showered before breakfast. Riley chose a pretty summer minidress and high-heel wedges. Looking at herself in the mirror had the usual effect of arousing her to the point she needed relief. “Oh my god, girls. I can’t even look at myself and not get aroused. This is crazy.”

I put my hand on her shoulder. “May I suggest something?”

“Sure. Please.”

“Why don’t you and Alex take care of each other with your mouths? I think you’ll both enjoy it, and as girls, you need to be able to enjoy men like that. Then you can put on some tight panties, and you won’t show under your dress. Could you two do it?”

Alex and Riley looked at each other. Alex said, “Uh, I’m a guy.”

I laughed. “Oh, come now, girl. You are the furthest thing from a guy there is, except for one part. Don’t be shy. Drop that paradigm. Riley, how about you? Are you willing?”

She shrugged. “I think it’ll be nice. I’d love to see it going into Alex’s pretty face. And isn’t my face pretty enough for you to use, Alex?” Riley licked her lips and then sucked her thumb.

It wasn’t but a few seconds before they both went over to the bed and lifted their skirts for a side-by-side sixty-nine that took all of thirty seconds. When they finished, they both slid onto the side of the bed and gave each other a deep, heartfelt kiss and hug. Alex ran her hand through Riley’s hair. “You’re so gorgeous and have been my best friend forever. It was fantastic being able to make you feel so good and taste your passion for me.”

“I feel the same. Thanks.” She turned to Stevie and me standing there. “Thanks, ladies. You were right.”

Stevie and I squeezed each other’s hands. I turned to her. “I remember how that felt for us. Now I kind of miss being able to do it. To make you feel so good. To taste your passion for me.”

Stevie gazed lovingly into my eyes. She ran her fingers through my hair. “I still love you. We can find a way, I’m sure, to make each other feel that good again.”

I thought about it. A strap-on? Fingers? It would never be like a real one. I’d much rather suck on a guy’s parts than a girl’s. “I guess so, honey. I love you too. Right now, we just need to take these girls shopping.”
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We shopped, ticking off the list of all the things a girl needs, and Riley and Alex were well set up in their house by the end of the day. We parted so we could change for dinner, then they picked us up. Stevie and I weren’t tending bar that night; the owner covered the bar on Sunday evenings when business was relatively slow.

The four of us decided to have a quick dinner and then go clubbing. We all wanted to look and feel as sexy as possible, revealing all our feminine attributes. Stevie and I ended up wearing fetishy high heels and sheer black thigh-highs, revealing a little of the lacy tops below the hems of our clingy, thin dresses. We chose crop tops that, when opened, revealed our ridiculously prominent nipples. I felt like a total slut and was wet before we even left the house.

I stood before the full-length mirror spraying perfume all over me. “Holy shit, Stevie. This is crazy. Look at us. Think this is safe? I mean, being naked would be less inviting.” I squeezed a nipple though the dress. “Wow.” I covered them with the crop top and turned from side to side, checking my peachy butt above the lace tops of the thigh-high stockings. “Maybe some pantyhose would be a little less intense?”

Stevie stood beside me in a similar outfit. She grinned as she sprayed on perfume and put it in her purse, then fluffed her hair and checked her lipstick. “Nah. What the hell. You only live once. We’re not going to a conservative restaurant or anything. We’re going to McDonalds and then clubbing.”

“But you said we’re supposed to be with Alex and Riley, and going out like this, we’ll be fending off all the guys.”

“I’m sure Alex and Riley will be just as inviting, and we’ll all probably attract more guys than any one girl could want.” A car honked in the driveway. “They’re here.”

We slung our purses on our shoulders and walked in tiny steps, the best we could manage in our fetishy high heels, to the car. Riley turned in the passenger seat and looked back as we got in. “Sorry I didn’t ring the bell, but I didn’t want your neighbors to see me going to the front door in this minidress and heels. We kinda only have clothes suitable for clubbing or a whorehouse.” She laughed. “Good thing you helped us find dresses that hide our excitement, because we’re practically on the edge from these outfits alone.”

Alex hooted. “Girls’ night out has begun, ladies!”

We grabbed a bite at the McDonalds drive-through and were at the club early. Being a Sunday, we figured it probably wouldn’t get too busy, but being a college town, there were always people ready to party, and Sunday was ladies’ night.

We waited in line at the entrance with other girls who looked as hot as we did. Ladies’ night meant no cover charge, and our first drinks were free. The doorman didn’t give a second glance at our IDs, and we found a big booth and sat together. We ordered our drinks. Alex sat next to Riley; they snuggled and caressed each other’s legs under the table, with other caresses for sure.

I held Stevie’s hand under the table as we watched people enter. “There seems to be an awful lot of girls tonight. The ratio doesn’t look promising right now. Especially since every single girl is as hot and sexy as we are. It’s like they all imagined being like us and turned into a version of us.”

Stevie squeezed my hand. “Don’t worry. The same group will bring lots of guys in too.”

Our drinks arrived, and we all chatted as the music thumped away with the 110-beat-per-minute club beat. Riley and Alex were bopping with the music, their hair fluffing around their heads as they sang and seat-danced.

“There are some guys!” It was as if a bus just unloaded, and they streamed in after paying their cover charge. They looked like kids in a candy store with all the women around. The first few came toward us. A group of six took the booth next to ours.

The last guy to get into the booth looked us all over before he sat down. “Hello, ladies! Can our table buy yours a round of drinks? Maybe some shooters? B52s? Slow comfortable screws? Blowjobs?”

Riley and Alex were animated as they both nodded and patted the seat next to them. “Yeah, please, join us.”

The booths were made for four a side, but as petite as we were, we were sure we could squeeze the six guys in with us. We all slid out and let them slide in with a guy at each end and one in the middle. Three guys to two girls would work out well.

It wasn’t long before we all were introduced and doing shots together. We’d dance and drink and touch and play beneath the tables. Alex’s head disappeared into the lap of one of the guys. He was leaning back, his arms on the back of the booth, with a big grin on his face. He gawked at our breasts and hard nipples while enjoying Alex’s ministrations below.

Stevie’s crop-top fell to the side for a full reveal as did mine. I was wet in my panties and ready for some action. All the guys were good-looking and pretty decent conversationalists.

I leaned over to speak into Stevie's ear. “Wanna take our side of the table somewhere more private? There are more secluded areas out back on the patio.”

Stevie grinned and nodded; she grabbed the hand of one and I grabbed the other two. We dragged them through the crowd to the back and went outside. We found a vacant cabana and pulled them inside and onto the couches. Stevie undid her guy’s pants, tugged his package out, and stroked him. He took a rubber from his pants pocket and rolled it on. She straddled him and slid onto his shaft, her eyes going wide as he held her hips and humped up into her.

I lay back and put one foot on the ground and the other on the back of the couch. I pulled my panties aside and the big handsome black dude found a condom in his pants and rolled it on, then pressed his horse-dong into me. The other young blond guy turned my head and filled my mouth with his much smaller but still lovely shaft. I peeked over at Stevie, who was riding like a cowgirl on top of her cowboy, her dress hiked over her hips, her black lace panties pulled to the side.

It wasn’t long before my black stallion had me twitching, my legs shuddering while he thrusted wildly into my depths. I squirted and came over and over, and on the third one, I lost my mouthful and was left with just the aftertaste of his sweet deposits. That allowed me to enjoy the view of my stallion better, watching it go in and out of me, glistening with my wetness. 

Stevie let out a whimper as she came on top of her man, her tiny body a contrast to his big hands and deep thrusts. I looked back and up into the dark eyes of my pleasure-giver and saw his face contort as he lunged deep and held it there. Spreading me to the max, it pulsated inside me and gave me another body-wrenching climax.

He kissed me all over my face and said lovely things in his deep voice before sliding out of me to stand up and tuck away. Little did I know, the one who had been in my face came back with three friends, and one politely asked, “May I?”

I looked at all three and smiled and nodded. One put on a condom and entered me immediately, humping wildly like an adolescent into his pillow. Another took my face, and the third wrapped my fingers around his shaft, and he humped into my hand. I glanced at Stevie from the corner of my eye, and she was on her back getting pummeled again, her legs flailing in the air, while another held her head and pumped in and out of her face.

It felt I was in a dream. It was surreal how my whole body was one big pleasure center, and each shaft felt as if it gave me its power and energy. My body shook from the pounding I was getting, and the one in my mouth gave me his passion and left. Next, the young rabbit between my legs whimpered and pulsated in me when I had another full body orgasm, and then he left. The last one put on his sheath and took his place between my legs where I could look into his eyes and urge him on with my hands on his bottom.

After that round, there were no more men waiting, though we both could have had more. Stevie and I put ourselves back in order and went back inside.

The ratio of men to women still seemed out of whack, many more women than men. It was especially weird because it was an engineering college, and there were always more men than women in engineering schools.

Stevie and I found Riley and Alex sipping beer in our booth. We slid in the other side.

“Lose your boys?”

“Yeah. Seems once we drained them and used them up, they left. How about you two?”

“Same.”

Riley looked around. “Did you notice the ratio of men and women seems weird?”

I nodded. “We were just talking about that.” I looked around and as I did, I saw Sam a few feet away at a high-top table with a couple of guys. I called out to her. “Sam!”

She turned and smiled, then excused herself and came over. “Hi! Do I know you?”

“It’s us! I’m Jessie, and this is Steve. Remember? At the sports bar we bought you pizza with anchovies, and you had us imagine things.”

“Of course! You girls look fabulous.” She sat down next to me. And these ladies do too—they look like men’s dream girls just like you do.”

“Well, that’s because they imagined, and it worked for them too.”

“Lovely! Soon there won’t be a real man left on this earth. None can resist it. I’ve been busy improving the world, and it seems all my girls have been too. They all end up creating more like them, and it goes on and on. Some keep their male parts, and others become full women. Isn’t it wonderful? What did each of you decide?” She looked at both of us excitedly and at Riley and Alex.

Riley said, “We kept it... for now.”

I shook my head. “Nope. It’s better without it. Much better, and we made sure not to have any eggs in our perfection model.”

“Perfect. Except the eggs. Hmm… That doesn’t allow for any reproduction. It wouldn’t be long before the human race didn’t exist. It’s a dream that can’t work.”

My heart raced. “Shit! So we can get pregnant and have periods?”

She nodded. “Sorry. You can change back to having male parts though, if you haven’t conceived yet. It won’t work if you have.”

My heart raced with fear. I thought about it. I looked at Stevie. “The guys tonight wore condoms, so I might be okay. How about you?”

“Mine did too.”

We both looked at Riley and Alex. I rolled my eyes. “Uh oh. Uh, no chance that you two shoot blanks, is there?”

“Nope. No reason to think we do, at least.”

“Oh god, Stevie. We could both be pregnant.”

We can try and bring back our men’s parts, and if they come back, we’re safe. If not, then...”
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We slept restlessly that night, fear extinguishing all our libido. Riley and Alex were kind enough to offer to marry us should we be pregnant, and that wasn’t such a bad idea. They’d be a lot better than any regular, unfeminine, run-of-the-mill guys—and there wouldn’t be many of those left in the near future, I was sure.

The dwindling numbers of real men almost made us want to go back to our original selves, because real men might be very popular in that world, but we both decided life was much better as we were, and the world would probably be a much better, prettier, more caring place with femininity at the helm.

I kept waking and checking my body parts. Nothing, nothing... nothing.

When the sun hit my face, I woke exhausted. I was afraid to check, and I rolled over and kissed Stevie’s cheek. “Time to wake up and face the future, honey.”

Her eyes burst open. She sat up and stretched. “I don’t want to look. Check for me? Please?”

I slid under the sheet and ran my hand up her silky thigh, and...
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I wrapped the fingers of both hands around her sweet shaft and wrapped my mouth around it. Stevie slid around and took mine into her face, and we both consumed our morning protein drinks with smiles on our faces. Our destiny was safe, we were thrilled by our feminine presentation all the time, and we’d never long to make the other happy again.


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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