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“I think it would be fun, sweetie. It’s Halloween. What the heck.”

She scoffed and smirked. “Paul, I’m not sure which thing I like less. Me being a dominant mistress to you or you being a sissy. You should have told me about your interests like this before we got married. Now we’re married a year and you surprise me like this?”

“It’s not a lifestyle, honey. It’s Halloween, that’s all. You’ll look great all dressed sexy and tough. You’ll be so hot.”

“Yeah. I guess that part could be fun. Well, give me some time to think about it, okay? Maybe I can get more comfortable with it by then. It is still four months away. I can’t believe you’re thinking about Halloween already, anyway.” She gave me a peck on the forehead. “A sissy. My sissy girl husband.” She leaned back, ran her fingers through my hair, and her eyes flitted around my face. She smiled. “You would make a pretty girl. Your voice will fit well as a girl’s voice too. Maybe better than it does today.”

“See? Wouldn’t it be fun?”

“I don’t know. What’s in it for me? I mean, if I’m in charge of you and you’re a sissy girl. What am I supposed to do with you and who takes care of my needs?”

I shrugged and looked down. That was a hitch. Who would her guy be if I were her sissy? A mistress, especially a hot dominant one, needs hot guys around too. “It’s only one night, honey.”

She put her hand on my shoulder and laughed. “Don’t look so sad. I said I’d think about it and I am. We do have four months.”

A smile burst across my face. “Thank you, Frankie. Thank you for not throwing the idea away. It’ll be fun. You’ll see. I’ll be the best sissy anyone could ask for.”

“If we do this, you’re damn right you’ll be the best. Now I just have to find out what defines a good sissy and then you’ll have no choice to become that. It’s my job as the mistress, right?”

“Right, sweetie.”

She took her phone out. “Let me see what Google says about a sissy husband. While you make us lunch I’ll look this weird stuff up?”

“Of course.”

Well, I may have gotten what I asked for, but it might be a little more than I planned. Once Frankie’s on a mission, there’s no turning back. Like finding and getting her degree and finding the job she wanted and the house we bought and learning snowboarding... anything she took an interest in. All I wanted was a different and fun Halloween night where I could see her hot body dressed up sexy, and she has to dive into it and make it into a mission... and she wants to know what’s in it for her. You’d think me being excited to see her dress sexy would make her feel good about it.
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I made us soup, a tuna sandwich, and we had the crème brûlée I made the night before. “Honey, lunch is ready!”

She came into the kitchen, still reading her phone. “This is interesting. It’s on all the social media there are books and discussions. I think I could get into this. It might be just what our marriage needs. The wives into it really are into it and they love what it brings for them.” She sat at the table, still reading.

“It’s just one night at Halloween, honey. We aren’t looking for an alternative lifestyle. I didn’t know our marriage needed anything.”

She put her phone down and started eating. She shook her head, swallowed, and smiled at me. “I didn’t either. I thought our marriage was a great, typical marriage. Nonetheless, I’m so happy you pursued this. Researching it shows I might really enjoy this. It could really add a lot for me to appreciate. Of course, you will too, right? I mean, that’s why you’re already thinking about it so early for Halloween, right?”

“Uh... I guess. Yeah. I was just thinking about you dressing hot and sexy though, and me dressing as your sub sissy. I wasn’t thinking about making it our new lifestyle.”

“Oh. I see. Hmm. You want to exploit my body as a sex object.”

“No sweetie no. Not exploit. I just thought you’d like being sexy and you’d like looking hot for me and get a kick out of me being your sissy. You know, a little kink for fun.”

She ate in silence. I sat there waiting, wondering what she had in mind for me. She finished her sandwich and started on the crème brûlée. “Mmm, you did a wonderful job on this. I think you’ll need to make it for our dinner parties.”

“Dinner parties?”

“Of course. The ones so you can practice being a proper sissy. I’ll invite my girlfriends and their boyfriends and we’ll have a wonderful time.”

“Oh, honey. That sounds like too much.”

She smirked and rolled her eyes. “Listen to you. You want to be a sissy, but you don’t want the duties or the practice to be the best. I won’t stand for that. You’re gonna be a sissy all the way and a damn good one, too. If I’m going to be your dom, I need to train you, and if you’re going to be a sissy, be man enough to be the best.” She finished her dessert and stood.

She glared down at me nodding her head, thinking. I could see in her eyes, she decided to take on the mission and was already  playing her new role. “You’ll be a perfect sissy. I think you might have been made for it. You already have some of the necessary traits. While you’re cleaning up, I’ll to order some things online and then we’ll go to the mall and pick up some new clothes for you. We need to start right away.”

She walked to the sink and poured a glass of water. “Scrub the sink too when you clean up. It needs it.”

“I did that his morning after breakfast, but I’ll do it again.”
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At the mall, my face flushed while my wife had me hold bras, panties, and lingerie up to me and made me fondle the fabrics. She’d ask me what I thought of them while all the while cooing and saying how cute, adorable, or sexy it would be on me loud enough for passersby to hear. She even had the sales lady measure and fit me for a bra and breast forms out in the open. Then, to top it off, I had to wear them out of the store. It was so embarrassing.

She led me by the hand through the mall. “Frankie, people are staring at me because I have breasts under my flannel shirt. Can we go home now?”

“Of course they’re staring because you need a nice top to show off your cleavage and you need your hair and nails done and you need skirts and tops and dresses. You just look a little confusing right now as a girl trying to present as a man.”

“Honey, I can’t get my hair and nails done. What would people say at work?”

“They’d say what a pretty girl you make.”

“Honey!”

“Okay. Then we’ll get you a wig first. We can tuck your hair under it. The nails we’ll just put on when you’re going out or serving at a party. Okay?”

“Uh.. I uh... I guess.”

We shopped until we dropped and I wasn’t the only one getting new clothing. I never saw my wife look so good in the new minidresses, heels, and sexy clothes she bought. I was loving it. By the time we were done, I was ready to go home and take her to dinner somewhere and show her off. All the hot guys would see how lucky this geek is to have such a trophy on my arm. Then, we’d come back home and I could do lots of foreplay nice and slow, then stick it in her hot body and try to hold back as long as I could. I carried a bag with my new dress in front of my hard-on as we walked. I couldn’t wait for tonight.

She walked out to the car in her new high heels while I dragged our purchases in my arms behind her like her slave. I didn’t mind. Seeing her ass wiggle in those high heels was worth it. We traversed to the car three times before we finished shopping.

Frankie dug through my drawers and tossed my underwear and socks onto the floor. “Don’t need these silly boring things anymore. Are you excited about wearing your new clothes?”

I was very excited. It was somehow incredibly intriguing. I didn’t want to show it, though. “I’m more excited about seeing you in your new clothes.”

“But aren’t yours sexy too? Don’t you like the way they look?”

“I guess. They are pretty and the fabrics are so much nicer than men’s and there’s so many choices. Don’t know if I’ll do them justice like you will.”

“You will. Glad you appreciate how much nicer women’s clothes are than men’s? You’ll love wearing them. I hear all sissies do. Now take off the tags and let’s make a pile of our things to wash and you can wash and dry them and put them away while I take a bath.”

“Of course. Then can I take you to dinner tonight in one of your new outfits?”

“Hmm.” She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and gazed into my eyes. She gave me a peck on the lips. “That sounds nice.” She kissed me and rubbed her hand on the crotch of my pants. “Mmm, you're so nice and hard.”

“I am. Watching you try on those hot outfits made me horny. I can’t wait to take you out in one.”

She gazed into my eyes and ran her hand through my hair. “They are sexy, aren’t they? They make me feel sexy too. Yours will do that for you too. You’ll feel so sexy and pretty in them. I can’t wait to see you in one.”

“I can try one on before we change for dinner if you want to see one. But you watched me try them all on already, making me come out of the changing rooms at the mall.”

“I know. I already saw you like that, silly; half boy, half girl.” She looked lovingly into my eyes. Her hand slid into my pants and her cool fingers wrapped around my hard cock and stroked it. What I want, if you want to see me go out in a sexy new outfit, is for you to go out in one too. “I’ll go out in one only if my little sissy girl puts on her wig, lets me do her makeup, and wears what I tell her. We’ll have a girls’ night out.”

“Honey!”

“Oh well. I guess you could stay home and wash the floors and baseboards and I’ll go out with the girls and bring you home some leftovers. Either is good training for your new role. Your choice, princess.”

“Floors and baseboards? I did them last week.”

“You’ll do them again then. If you wimp out on our girls’ night out, then it’ll be a girls’ night out for me and my friends, chasing men. Or, be a man and be brave and we go out as two girls to fine dining and maybe you’ll get lucky afterward.” She slid her hand out of my pants, leaving me wanting more. She stood back with her hands on her hips and tilted her head. “Decide, princess.”

“Simple choice. I’ll run your bath and do the wash and if you’ll be so kind as to lay my outfit out after the clothes are done, that would be lovely.”

She gave me a flat-lipped smile and a peck on the forehead. “Good girl.”

Frankie must have been in that tub for an hour while I finished the laundry and put our new clothes away. I couldn’t help getting excited about seeing her in her hot new clothes and about what hot outfit she might choose for me to wear. Handling all the pretty things and folding and hanging them sent shivers through me and made me throb in my jeans.

The only way I could tell whose clothes were whose now was by the size because I had narrower hips and smaller boobs. Even our shoes were hard to tell apart because they were so close in size, hers a six and mine a seven.

Frankie finished her bath and came into the bedroom smelling sweet, with a towel wrapped around her under her arms as I was folding the last of her new crotchless panties and putting them in her drawer. “Okay, princess. Now I’ll pick out our clothes and place yours on the bed for you. Why don’t you go shower and shave your whole body nice and smooth and then put some of my silky skin cream on it? That is... if you’re still planning to go out with me tonight.”

“Of course. Right away, honey.” I was brimming with energy. My heart was racing.

“What do you say, Paula?”

“Paula?”

“Of course. You can’t be Paul anymore. Unless you’d like to pick a name like Candy or Sissy, or something.”

“Hmm... Paula will do.”

“Okay then, What do you say, Paula?”

“Say?”

“Yes, say… for what I’m doing for you. For turning you into the furthest thing from a man there is. For turning you into a sissy like you wanted.”

“Uh. Thank you, mistress? May I give you a kiss?”

She smirked, then laughed. “Heck, why not? She leaned forward and puckered her lips.”

I gave her a kiss, then she slapped me hard on my ass. “Go get clean and smooth, girl.”

I stripped my clothes off, putting them in the hamper, and scurried into the bathroom. Beside myself with excitement, the little hair I had on my body went down the drain. I emerged from the shower and wrapped my hair in a towel when Frankie came into the bathroom. I tried to cover my obvious hard-on with my hands.

“You look so cute standing like a shy little girl trying to hide her private parts.” She moved my hand out of the way and grasped my cock. “I see why you wanted to do this now. It’s quite exciting for you, isn’t it?”

I nodded sheepishly.

“Wait until you see yourself dressed up. I figured out what to do with your hair while I was in the tub.” She unwrapped my hair from the towel. “It has nice curl and colors in it. We can save the wig for when we’re in a hurry.”

She moussed and dried my hair with a curling brush, then used a curling iron on it with some setting gel. Before I knew it, she had styled it into a very feminine, sexy hairdo that framed my face beautifully.

“Stunning, isn’t it? You look like a doll.”

“Thanks! It looks nice. If I were a girl, I’d do it this way all the time.”

She did her makeup first, teaching me as she went, then she coached me as I did mine. She thinned and shaped my eyebrows and penciled them to shape. Eyeliner, mascara, eyeshadow, contouring, blush, and finally, twenty-four-hour lipstick making them larger, and with a cupid’s bow on the top lip, pouty and inviting. She smiled at her work in the mirror. “Pretty?”

“Oh, my god. I don’t believe my eyes. Im gorgeous. No one will know I’m a guy.”

“Yes. I agree. I think you look better this way than as a guy, and look at those luscious lips. Mmm. Now, just imagine those lips wrapped around a nice… thick… luscious… juicy —

“Steak. Oh yeah. I’m having a nice, thick, luscious, juicy steak tonight.”

She laughed. “No sweetie. If you can, try to think like a man for a moment, and what would a man want a woman’s lips wrapped around?”

“I’d want mine on a steak.”

“No. Now stare at the lips. Lick them and leave your mouth open as if something is going to go into them.”

I did and stared at them in the mirror. “They are very sexy, in a feminine way.”

“Yes. Feminine, sexy, and very inviting to a nice, thick, luscious, long, hard, real man’s cock. You’ll make a top-shelf cocksucker.”

“Honey!” I was still staring at my lips. I uncontrollably throbbed in the air.

“See? Your cock responded. It knows you’re a girl now and likes that use for your lips.” She grasped it between her thumb and two forefingers and jerked it while she laughed. “Look at you. Aren’t you a pretty girl?” She continued stroking with her fingers. Stroking your cock and feeling pretty looking at the pretty girl on the mirror.

“Mm, hmm. Pretty girl.” I nodded while staring at my pretty face in the mirror. I licked my lips.

She took my hand and wrapped my fingers around my cock. “Now make yourself feel pretty while you look at yourself and imagine sucking a cock with those pretty lips.”

I turned to her with a scowl. “No way.”

“Yes way! Now imagine it now while I get your nails ready or you’re stuck at home cleaning floors. You need to get into the role. Do it now, girl.”

I took it between my thumb and two forefingers and holding my pinky out, I jerked my cock while I stared at my new, pretty, luscious lips, licking them, opening them, and as pretty as they were, I couldn’t help imagining them sucking a cock.

“Good girl.”

She left for the other room and came back in. She watched me while I jerked off to myself in the mirror. “Stop playing with yourself and sit.”

I sat on the toilet lid and she applied long pink-metallic, glue-on nails on each of my fingers, then painted my toenails to match. I throbbed as I watched, seeing and feeling myself further transformed.

“There. It’s quick dry polish so you can go get dressed now. I’ll do the same and we can go eat.” She held her hand out to help me off the toilet. I was in a daze as I sat on the bed next to my outfit for the evening.

I took it all in and began by gliding on the sheer suntan pantyhose with the crotch cut out. The sensation on my legs was heavenly. Then I slid on the crotchless panties that framed my cock and silky smooth balls in black satin ruffles and lace. Next, wrapping the black lace bra around me and fastening the four hook clasps, I rotated it around, put my arms through the straps, and moved it into place. I inserted the substantial gel breast forms and adjusted my cleavage.

Next, I slid into the black-lace V-neck, flared-hem minidress and zipped the back, adjusted my cleavage again, and stood. My cock was leaping and bounding beneath the satin lining of the dress, yet no one would ever know it from looking at it. I slid on the strappy, very high stilettos and fastened the ankle strap, then found my balance and stride and minced my way to the dresser to put on the jewelry Frankie had left for me to wear. I loaded it all on and sprayed perfume under my dress, on my legs, and all over me, then put it in my matching purse and went to the full-length mirror.

My reflection was drop dead gorgeous. Frankie came up alongside of me and wrapped her arm around me to gaze at both of our reflections. “Two hot girls out for a passionate night on the town. Aren’t we something? Who’d have thunk I could have a spouse so pretty?”

I nodded as I looked at Frankie in her very clingy, very short, black dress while she adjusted her cleavage for maximum exposure, then put on her bolero top. “We’re both so fuckable, aren’t we, sweetie?” She gave me a peck on the lips.

“Uh, I thought we were just going to dinner.”

“Right. Dinner. We’ll go to dinner. But we are fuckable.” She looked at her watch. “Our reservation is soon. We better leave now.” She moved to the nightstand and took some of my condoms from the drawer. “Here are some of you snug fitting ones in case you think you might have an accident under your dress.”

She went to the dresser and little did I know what she had in the bottom drawer as she took out a handful of regular sized and magnum sized condoms and split them up with each kind in each of the two piles. She put one pile in my purse. “Some regular and some large ones, in case you or I get lucky.”

“But honey, we’re just going to dinner... Right? Why do you have condoms bigger than I can wear anyway?”

“Right. Just in case. A girl should always be ready and safe. What if someone came in here and wanted to rape me and he had a big cock? Or if tonight we find a guy for you?”

“Frankie. It seems like we’re moving too fast. Please, can we take it slow? I just want to enjoy our being like this together and not with anyone else. I never wanted this to get to that. Would that be too much to ask? Please?”

She smirked and scoffed. “Well, okay. We’ll see. Just relax.”

She put her perfume in her purse, dug in the side pocket, and took out a blue pill. “Here. At least take this. It’ll make you feel better.”

I took it and looked at it. “What is it?”

“They’re to keep you hard. You’ll see. It’ll feel pretty to you under that dress. Swallow it.”

I swallowed the bitter pill, and we left.
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Frankie drove so I could relax. She slid her hand over to mine and squeezed it. “Feeling okay, my lovely girl?”

I nodded as I crossed and recrossed my silky legs, found a comfortable position for them and unconsciously glided my hand on my stockinged leg. “I do. I feel pretty... Nice... Sexy... Sensual... Feminine.”

“Good. Because you’re adorable. I love how your hair came out. So feminine and it frames your pretty face so well.”

“Thanks.”

I throbbed under my dress. My cock was hard as a rock. “I think the blue pill kicked in already. It’s solid as hell.”

“Good.” She reached over and slid her hand around in my lap until she found it under my dress. She wrapped the fabric around it and stroked it. “Mmm, yes, it’s perfect.”

“Maybe after dinner we can go home and—”

“Maybe.” She let it go and placed my hand on it. “Make it happy and make yourself feel pretty until we’re at the restaurant. Don’t make a mess though, okay, my little sissy princess?”

I nodded sheepishly, slid my hand under the dress and jerked my hungry cock, looking into her face while she drove. I slid my other hand onto her stockinged thigh and massaged it. “You’re so sexy tonight, Frankie. Love your silky stockings. Love all of it. You are very fuckable and I can’t wait.”

“Thank you. I’m very amorous tonight too. Your hand feels lovely. You’ll make me very horny doing that.”

“Good.”

“Good? Who will take care of my desires? My husband’s a girl now.”

Peering out the window, I thought about what she was saying. She always had me for her man, but now what am I? Knowing how I looked, I knew I didn’t look like any man and I certainly didn’t feel manly, even though my dick was rock hard and I was jerking it. Right then I was feminine, pretty, and sexy as ever. I sniffed my perfume on my wrist and recrossed my legs seeing my long painted nails as they caressed my thighs.

My heart pounded in my chest and my dick throbbed. She implied I couldn’t fuck her tonight, because I was a girl. That meant she wanted someone else. I never could sexually satisfy her very well. She liked when I made love to her. She said it was sweet and cute how excited I got and how passionate I was. But as I thought about it, being feminized and immersed in the wonderful new sensations, while I gazed out the window on the way to dinner with my hot wife, how could I ever give her what another man could?

Four months away from Halloween, and I now knew I was always a sissy. I put it out of my mind and tried to relax. I fell back into all the lovely sensations of being feminized.

Closing my eyes, I remembered seeing myself in the mirror and thinking of a cock in my mouth. My cock throbbed uncontrollable under my dress. I remembered the porn vids Frankie made that of men fucking women’s faces, except the women’s faces were mine.

I grabbed my cock again in the satin lining and stroked it. I knew what the imaginary cock would feel from my lips while I imparted similar sensations in my own cock beneath my dress. Wow! Me making a man experience that pleasure. Pleasure I was in control of from those wonderful sensations I give him. He was soo hot for me and I was in control of his excitement. “Huh, uh...” I whimpered.

Frankie shook my leg. “Paula!”

I let my cock go. My eyes popped open. She glanced at me, concerned.

“You didn’t, did you?”

“No.”

“What were you thinking of?”

“Uh...nothing.”

“Nothing? That was just from feeling feminine and pretty?”

I shrugged. “I do feel beautiful.”

“It was what I said in the bathroom about your lips and a real man, right? Or the videos I made of your face being fucked. You can tell me. It’s okay.”

I nodded sheepishly, head down and eyes up. I was hopeless to hide it, and unconsciously I grasped my cock again and jerked it while I looked helplessly at Frankie.

“That’s it!” She chortled. “Good girl. It’s an automatic turn-on for you. I’m so proud of you. You’re going to be the best sissy ever! Now stop playing with yourself and get ready. We’ll be pulling in soon.” She patted my thigh.

Here I was. Dressed like a woman, looking like a woman, voice like a woman, imagining pleasing a man with my mouth and getting all horned up about it while my wife wants sex with another man. Thank god we were just having dinner or I could get myself into a place I never would have gone before.
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Frankie reserved seats for us in a round-back booth, facing out to the gardens lit up for the evening. A gas fireplace flickered to our left. I tugged the hem of my dress under me and tucked my ever hard, blue-pill-cock between my thighs as I crossed my legs and bounced a high-heeled foot.

“Welcome, ladies. Can I offer you a drink?” Our handsome, tall waiter stood, smiling ear to ear, a white towel over one arm, black bow tie and ruffled-front shirt stretched by his broad shoulders. “My name is Josh and I’ll be serving you this evening.”

“Hello Josh,” Frankie said. “This is Paula, my husband, and we’d both like a cosmopolitan martini.”

My face flushed and my heart pounded as my hand covered my mouth and I gasped.

His eyes flitted over me, and he winked at me. “Of course. Right away, ladies.”

I whispered a yell into her ear. “Why did you say that!?”

“Why not? You make a stunning husband and I’m proud of you.”

“But that was so embarrassing. Now I’ll be uncomfortable all night while he stares at me and thinks I’m weird.”

“Oh relax. People are more accepting than you think. He might even like girls like you. A drink will calm you down. For now, slip your hand under your dress and immerse yourself in being pretty.”

“Don’t be silly.” I scoffed, shook my head, and looked around.

“Go on!” She moved my hand under the table and wrapped my hard cock in my dress, and wrapped my hand around it. “Now stroke that pretty thing and relax yourself or you’ll regret what other things I might do tonight.”

I did as she told me, no less aroused even considering the embarrassment I had. It was nice to do with the silky satin lining and it relaxed me a little. I glided my other hand on Frankie's silky stockinged thigh and kept moving my hand further under the hem with each slip of my hand.

“You’re making me horny again. And I’m already very horny seeing you the way you are, dear. Proceed at your own risk.”

I kept doing it and even made it far enough to press the edged of her warm, damp, crotchless panties with each stroke. My thumb pressed her clit.

She slid my hand back and whispered. “Oh god, Paula. Stop for now, please? It’s too good. Plus you’re liable to stab me with those nails.”

She wrapped my hand around my cock and squeezed it. “Just do you, and seeing you all horny will be enough arousal for me. You know it makes me hot to see you like that. Why do you think I’d sometimes just have you jerk off for me while I watched before I went out with the girls? Now, looking like you do, it’s even more arousing.”

She leaned back and looked into my eyes. I stroked myself, gazing into her eyes, my breath choppy.

Frankie leaned in and whispered sexily. “That’s it, princess. You’re so hot, girl. You’re making me crazy. Jerk that sissy cock for me.”

She caressed my stockinged leg as she leaned back admiring me, a loving look on her face. I looked deep into her eyes. I sped up and was jerking it fervently, my elbow whacking the table from time to time. My breath was choppy. I whimpered, whacking off like crazy. Her eyes flitted and she grinned a wide grin.

From behind us, a tray landed on the table. “Two Cosmopolitans for the very pretty husband and his lovely wife.”

I nearly shot through the roof. I squealed a muted squeal. From under the table, my hand flew, my knee hit the table, jostling the waters. My face turned fiery and beet red. My voice shook. “Oh my. Yes, Thank you, Josh.”

I watched him placing the drinks carefully before us, grinning. He stood upright, placed his hands behind him. He winked at me again. “Yes, it’s wonderful to have a loving couple who can take their passion with them to dinner. Don’t worry, enjoy yourselves discreetly as you have been. No one else can see and your secrets are safe with me, ladies.”

He moved his towel on his arm aside a bit, revealing a hard cock in his black pants. “I love seeing passionate people and always strive to serve them well. Please, Paula, let me see you go back to what you were doing. I won’t be happy unless you do. I want you to be comfortable doing that.”

He stood there smiling and waiting. I looked at Frankie. She took my hand and placed it on my lap. “Go ahead, honey. Do as the nice man says. Play with your sissy cock, Paula. He only wants us happy.” She smiled at Josh.

Josh leaned over to me and said, “Yes, Paula. Listen to your wife and play with your pretty sissy cock under your dress.”

He glanced at Frankie and she nodded and said, “Thank you, Josh. Go on, Paula. You heard the nice man. Do it.”

I looked into his eyes and started slowly stroking again. He moved his towel to the side and unveiled his hard cock in his pants. My eyes locked on it. It throbbed under his pants, moving the fabric! Again it did. Then again. My heart raced.

Uncontrollably, my jerking off sped up while I watched it move. I licked my lips, and it throbbed for me again. I glanced up into his eyes. He winked at me. My eyes flitted straight back to his cock and stared at it throbbing for me. “Yes, Paula, you’re adorable doing that. It makes me throb. Watch it throbbing for your pretty face.”

He glanced around then back at me and I stared at his cock throbbing in his pants over and over while I jerked off with my dress.

“Good girl, Paula. Never stop jerking your sissy cock when it makes you feel so pretty.” He turned to Frankie. “Shall I bring menus or would you like to take your time?”

She smiled. “Yes, we’ll take our time so we can enjoy feeling pretty and have another drink. Right, Paula?”

I looked up at Josh and took his advice and jerked it fervently, my lips parted. With a choppy breath I whispered, “Thank you, Josh. I’ll keep myself feeling pretty like you asked me to.” I whimpered and had to let go and put my hand on the table or make a mess.

Josh let me see him throb again, covered it with his toweled arm, bowed to us, and backed away.

I drank down some water, trying to calm myself so I wouldn’t come under my dress. I shook my head and looked into Frankie’s eyes. “Holy fuck, Frankie! A husband dressing, acting, sounding like a woman, jerking her cock under her dress in front of a waiter with a hard-on for her and almost messing up her pretty new dress?”

“Why not? He seemed to enjoy it. Maybe he’ll give you a big hard tip tonight. Now you can slide your hand back over to me and keep me on the edge and you can play with your sissy cock again. I want to enjoy the view out our window.” She took my hand and had me caress her leg and slide up to her panties over and over some more. Then she took it and she put my thumb on my left hand on her clit and had me twiddle it for her.

We leaned back and gazed at the lighted garden, sipping our drinks from time to time, when I needed to either stop or not make a mess under my dress.

Josh came over to us and wouldn’t let us order our drinks until we started playing again in front of him. When he came back, he placed our drinks and stood back, his back to the room and put his hands and towel behind him. This time, his cock was pointing down, tenting his pants down his thigh. It was solid as a rock and it throbbed in his pants while he smiled at us both. “Such a lovely couple. Tell me what you want when, and I shall obey.”

He looked around and unzipped his pants and took my hand off my cock and slid it in his pants. I wrapped my fingers around his thick warm shaft. I glanced up at him. He smiled and looked around. “Go ahead Paula. Take it out.” He helped me get it all out. He wore no underwear making it easy. His shaved balls were topped by a huge, velvety cock. I stroked it tentatively, staring at it. His big hand rested on my head. “Nice isn’t it?”

I nodded, dumbfounded at what I was doing. My hand was so tiny on it, my nails glinting in the light as I stroked it tenderly, admiring it. It was so unlike my cock. I was throbbing under my dress, my heart racing.

“Use your pretty mouth a little.” He placed his hand on my head and gently moved me toward it. I smelled his sexy cologne. I licked the drip off it and he pressed it between my lips and let out a sigh. I opened my mouth wide and let it in, looking up at him. He glanced around and thrusted it into my face, holding my head. I was immersed in the thrill. It sent ripples of pleasure into me as if I could feel what I was doing for him. He took it from me and put it away. “Good girl, Paula. That was lovely. I’m honored. Thank you.”

Frankie patted my thigh. “Good girl, Paula. That was very brave.”

He looked us both in the eyes and nodded, covered his proud display with the towel on his arm and left us.

“Seems he could really take care of you with that thing, Frankie. I think he’d jump at that.”

She shrugged, smiled, lifted her drink to me. I raised mine. She clinked my glass gently. “To us girls getting whatever they need tonight. If you approve, of course.”

“If I approve?”

“Of course. You’re my husband. Kinda. Sorta. Well, by law, and we made an eternal commitment to each other, right?”

I nodded.

“So, do you approve? Well, you don’t have to answer now, anyway. I’ll only use Josh if you approve of it. Besides, I think he wants your lips more than my twat.” She held her drink and clinked my glass again. “To girls getting what they need.”

I clinked. “To girls getting what they need.”
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It was delightful dining, in multiple courses, with plenty of feeling pretty in between, and Josh was exceptional at paying attention to both of us. I could tell Frankie wanted him badly by the time we had reached espressos and absinthe drips.

“So, Paula. What shall we do with Josh?”

I shrugged and sipped my espresso daintily while watching the ice water drip over the sugar cube and turn the absinthe cloudy-white, like semen swirling in it.

“You seem spacey, Paula. Are you okay?”

I looked at her sheepishly and nodded.

Her hand glided on my stockinged thigh and under my dress to feel my cock. “You’re still nice and hard. Are you okay? What’s wrong sweetie?”

“Nothing. I guess I’m getting tired. So tired. It seems this night has taken all my energy away.”

“Awww. I’m sorry. I guess it was a little much for such a new girl. We can go home.”

My eyes popped open. I glanced at Josh standing there waiting for a signal from us to come over. “Uh... I think Josh wants to fuck you. I know you want to fuck Josh. It should happen.”

“Not when you’re too tired like you are. I want you to suck him off first, anyway. Could you do that the way you are now? Would you want to?”

Slipping my hand under my dress, I grasped my cock between my thumb and two fingers and stroked it. “That sounds very exciting. I loved it in my mouth, feeling him hard for me.” The thought of making him come for me was incredible, but my hand stopped jerking, not having the energy. I took a deep breath and my eyelids were heavy. I laid my head on Frankie’s shoulder and rested my eyes. I heard myself say, “Just a minute to rest.”

When I opened them again, Frankie had paid, and Josh’s business card was on the table. Frankie took the card and put it in her purse. “Okay, sweetie. Let’s get you home and into bed.”

“Okay. I’m so sorry, Frankie.”

“It’s okay. While you were asleep, he gave me his card. He’s the owner of this place and only works for something to do and he said he could take off anytime to be with us.” She wrapped her arm around me and pulled me close while she whispered in my ear. “He said he’d fuck either of us anytime, but he’d love to have you suck him off more than anything. I told him you could do that before he fucked me so he could last a nice, long time. Was what I told him okay?”

I nodded.

Frankie helped me stand and walk out. Josh gave us each a kiss on the way out and said he hoped to see us both soon.

I fell asleep in the car on the way home and Frankie put me right into bed, shoes and all. When I woke, I was slipping and sliding my silky stockinged legs against the satin sheets deliciously. My breasts pressed against me. Frankie’s arm wrapped over my shoulder and Frankie whispered in my ear. “I love you, Paula. I even love you more than Paul. Please... come for me my sissy girl.”

She slid under me and slid her legs back, pulled me to her with her legs, and wrapped them around my hips. She guided my cock into her hot, wet, tight slot as far as it would reach and clenched down on it over and over. “Mmm, it’s so sweet and adorable. Is it nice for you, princess?”

I nodded, my breath getting faster, her heat clenching me over and over.

“Come inside me, Paula. Let all that sissy girl seed go where Josh will be soon. Pump me like he will.”

I pulled back cautiously so as not to fall out and made short jabbing motions into her.

“That’s it, little girl. Make believe you're a real man like Josh and give it to me. It feels so delicate and pretty. You’re adorable, my lovely sissy girl.”

“I love you, Frankie.”

“You too, little girl. Oh my, Paula, my boyfriend Josh is ready to come in your wife. Here it comes. Oh god, his long thick cock is fucking me so hard.”

My body clenched. My legs stuck straight back. I whimpered in a tiny voice. She whispered seductively, “That’s it, princess. See Josh’s big cock pulsating and coming inside of me as he erupts and deposits it deep inside of your wife.”

My toes pointed in my high heels and my stockings glided on the bed as my breasts crushed against her and my cock squirted into her. I heard myself making little squealing sounds as my body twitched holding it as deep in her as I could.

Her hand stroked my head. “Good girl. Such a good sissy girl.” She clenched me inside her over and over, milking the last body spasming spurts from me. I whimpered and let out a little high-pitched moan. She stroked my head, embracing me, her legs wrapped above my hips holding me inside of her while I caught my breath.

She kissed my forehead. “I love you, Paula.”

“I love you too, Frankie. Soo, much.”
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We showered together, soaping and scrubbing each other. When we were done, Frankie helped me with my hair. I did my makeup well. We dressed for a leisurely day in casual skirts and tops. Both of us wore high wedge heels, revealing tops, and short skirts, and it made me feel like we were two college girls. We weren’t far from that age and we sure looked like we could be.

I was refreshed and renewed and no longer so incredibly horny like last night. It was wonderful being soft in my panties and immersed in the feminine prettiness of my outfit for the day and the way I looked in the mirror. The scent of my perfume filled me with a lovely demeanor of a mixture of feminine and girlish softness. I was like a flower in a garden of delight.

We left for breakfast. When we finished, we went home. “Paula, can you put this on the shower? My research showed that you’ll need this. I’ll use it too when I have multiple men at a time.” She handed me an attachment in a plastic package.

“What’s this?”

“It’s for cleaning out your bottom, so when Josh or anyone fucks you, they don’t get dirty.”

“What!?”

“Well, how else do you think he could stay clean if you weren’t clean already? The website said it was something every sissy needed in order to be a clean and functional sissy.”

“Oh my god, honey. I don’t want anything in my ass, even if it makes it clean. Why do you think people make jokes about proctologists?”

“This isn’t a joke. You’ll learn to be clean every day as part of your morning routine or this escapade ends. I won’t have you being half a sissy. All or nothing. You’ll see. All sissies end up wanting it and they’re obligated to give it. You will too.” She gave me a flat-lipped smile and a peck on the lips. “I’m gonna research some more while you do that task. Go now. Put it on the shower. Get it done. Do a good job.”

I did as I was told, and it only took fifteen minutes. I sat on the couch on the patio across from her and lit a smoke. “All done.”

“Really? Is the house clean?”

“I cleaned it the day before yesterday, remember?”

“Right. Okay. Hmm.” She was reading her phone. She sipped some iced tea. She read some more. I puffed and relaxed, crossing my suntan stockinged legs and bouncing a high-heeled mule while I admired my long painted fingernails as they caressed my thigh. “I’ll miss these nails when I go back to work. They’re so pretty. And I love what you did with my hair. Too bad I couldn’t wear that every day.”

Frankie looked up at me. “Yes, what a shame, isn’t it? I’ve been thinking about that. Sometimes the wives have their sissy husbands wear feminine things under their man clothes, but that seems such a waste with you. You’re better presenting as a girl, anyway. I say you go to work as a woman now.”

My heart raced. I wasn’t sure if it was from the thrill of it or the fear of it. Crossing and recrossing my stockinged legs, I wriggled in my seat looking at my sexy legs as my nails caressed my thighs. I glanced down at my cleavage. I looked back at her. “What would people say?”

“Who cares? You can tell them you’re practicing for Halloween.”

“This early? And for Halloween, I was only thinking of us, and a couple of friends having dinner over here. I wasn’t planning to show the world.”

“Hmm, so you’d rather only wear sissy things under your clothes? Are you sure? You look fabulous. I bet you love being dressed like the girl you are.”

I took a last drag and scrunched out my smoke. “Hmm. It’s so tempting but...”

“Well, I can deal with either choice. I understand. But... what’s essential is you need to get used to the idea that as a sissy, one of your duties is to please real men by any means they want, and that means getting fucked in that sweet bottom of yours. So, if you’re just going to wear sissy clothes under your man clothes, then it’s essential that you train to be used properly. You must clean out every morning and wear a plug every day.”

“So if I dress like a woman, I don’t have to do that?”

“That’s not what I meant. Of course you do. It’s part of becoming what you want to become.” She looked at her phone. “I have a checklist of things to do to help train a sissy like you. I’m sending you the link to the first part. Open it.” She tapped her phone with her finger tip a few times.

My phone dinged, and I took it from my purse and opened it. I started reading out loud.

“Libido building. The sissy needs to ejaculate as many times as possible every day to build her stamina and her body’s expectations of what is normal for her.” I laughed. “That sounds interesting. Hmm. We can couple this with libido enhancing supplements and visual stimulation to aid her. The visual stimulation should create mental images of the sissy being properly used, so she associates her pleasing others, such as women, and other sissies and, of course, specifically and most importantly, real men.”

“But I don’t want real men. I want you. I just want to dress up like a sissy, not do that stuff. The libido building sounds challenging. You might need to help me there.”

“Uh, honey, you wanted to be a sissy, and this is how we’re doing it. They’ve proven these techniques to work and you’re doing these things. Your supplements arrived today and you’re starting at lunch.”

I laughed. “What about the visual stimulation?”

“Remember when you took videos of us when I sucked you and you fucked me one night?”

“Yeah. You made me delete that?”

“I did. Off your phone, but I never deleted mine. Since then, they’ve come out with all kinds of video editing apps and I edited that video and mixed it in with some online porn and now I have a video of you with your face, remarkably like the one you’re wearing now, and your body, and you’re sucking and fucking like a crazy woman.” She laughed and looked at her phone. “I’m airdropping the videos now. That is what you’ll watch to help you come as much as possible.”

“Wow.” I accepted the AirDrop, and the video opened and played. “Holy cow! That looks so real.”

“Aren’t you hot and isn’t the video great? I even made some of me getting fucked by these huge bulls. I’ll send those to you too, because that’s something you need to get used to as well.” She sent them.

I accepted them. Watching one of those made my insignificance obvious compared to those bulls, and seeing Frankie’s responses, even though they were really someone else’s with her face, hit home. “Wow. You think it would be like that for real?”

“I know it will. I’ve had men like that before I had you. Of course, I’d want your approval, and you’d need to be a proper sissy. It has to go both ways. Are you ready? I certainly am.”

I lit another smoke, took a deep drag and blew it out. “Gosh, Frankie. All I really wanted was to dress up one night.”

“Paula, be truthful. Don’t lie to me. I know you’re hard under your skirt right now, thinking about all of this. Right? Are you or aren’t you?”

I recrossed my legs, tucking it between my thighs, nodded sheepishly. “I am. But...”

“But what? Are you man enough to be a sissy or not?”

Reviewing the different videos in the folder made me throb in my panties. I nodded, knowing all of it was thrilling. I couldn’t say it, but I wanted it. All of it. “Oh god, Frankie. It’s so scary. I’m afraid of being hurt when a guy fucks you in front of me. I’m afraid of a guy doing that to me. At the restaurant I was all wound up and ready to see Josh do you and to suck his cock, but now I’m not sure.”

Frankie came over and sat next to me. “That’s okay. We’ll take care of your fears. I think I know a way to help. I think we know someone that would love to do this as much as you that would need some support to. And his wife would want this as much as me, I’m sure.”

She ran her hand over my shoulders. “We’re off work tomorrow. I’ll see if they want to come over for dinner tonight. You’ll need to make the dinner, of course, but I think you might have a helper.”

“A helper? Another sissy?”

“Yes dear. A friend to learn with. Nice, huh?”

I nodded. “I uh, I guess.”

“Okay then. It’s settled. I’ll set things up. Right now I need you to take these pills, sit here, watch one of those videos and crank one out of that cute cock of yours into your snug fit condom. We need to track and build your abilities right now.” She handed me a fistful of pills and her iced tea. I took them all. She took a handful of my condoms from her purse and put them in my purse.

“Okay sweetie, put one on and show me how quickly you can rip one off and after you can make us lunch.” She sat back across from me with her iced tea. I lifted my skirt, slid my panties aside, rolled one on it, and started watching the video of myself sucking.

“Which one, Paula?”

“The one of me sucking. It’s uh, huh...” I barely lasted more that a few strokes.

Frankie clapped. “Good girl. Now save that in your purse and go make lunch. I have to call a friend.”
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I made us a pleasant lunch, all the while being uncomfortable with what I was agreeing to. After I came watching that video, I lost my libido and my incentive for being a sissy. I concentrated on the lunch and made us a lovely board of of veggies, fruit, nuts, and meats and cheeses, and decorated it with some flowers from the garden. I put out our iced teas and food on the coffee table in front of the couch.

Frankie was walking around in the back of the yard on the path by the garden while talking on the phone. I caught her eye, and she started moving back to the patio.

I stood waiting for her. As she approached, I heard her say. “Yes, Paul is Paula now. So glad to hear it worked for you too. I can’t wait to see the two of them together. See you then!”

She hung her phone up and put it in her slung shoulder bag and beamed a smile at me. She came up to me and grabbed my arm, squeezing it. “This is so exciting. It worked for her, too. You have a sister now!” She looked at the board. “Mmm, looks wonderful. Love the flowers. So pretty.” 

“Thank you. Glad you like it. I thought it looked nice too. Should we sit?”

“Oh, of course, sweetie. Sit, please.”

We sat, and I handed her a pink napkin and took one and we started. She chewed and her eyes were bright and happy. She sipped her tea. “You’ll never guess who your new girlfriend is.”

I shrugged. “Probably not. I overheard you say to whoever it worked for you, too. What worked?”

“I did?”

“Yup.”

“Oh well, you may as well know. Jane and I both found this app that will target advertisements and media for anyone who has it on their phone. You know, say you want to buy a specific new car. Then you get information about that specific car sent to your phone throughout the day and when you’re on different apps, email, etc.”

“Sounds like what most people try to prevent. Jane? The Jane I know? Hot Jane with the big tits, tiny waist, and tight ass that the entire football team fucked in high school? My best friend, Chris’s wife?”

“Exactly. So Jane and I loaded the apps to your and Chris’s phones some time ago. Seems you two picked up exactly what we wanted you to when we put in the word sissy and any related keywords in your apps. You had the idea for Halloween because it’s been being pushed to both of you. If you didn’t ask me soon, I’d have suggested it and you would have been thrilled. Jane was lucky too and Chris actually asked to do it. Seems she’s gotten Chris to the same stage as you right now. Isn’t that wonderful?”

I crunched on an almond, thinking about what had happened. “You two manipulated your husbands into this. Isn’t that kind of... immoral?”

“Paula, you’re the one who suggested it.”

“But you put the idea in my head, basically.”

“You reacted to the prompts. You and Chrissy acted on them like two motivated, driven sissy girls. Who cares, sweetie? Is it pleasant for you today, wearing your heels and skirts, and being pretty and feminine?”

My manicured and painted nails glinted from the sun while my fingers delivered a cracker with cheese to my painted lips. Chewing the tasty tidbit seemed more delectable than usual and I rolled my eyes. I shrugged. I sniffed the perfume on my wrist. “Hmm, right, it is pleasant… lovely. So, Chris? And his hot fucking wife? She’s crazy hot. Wow! He’s such a geek at work.”

“So were you, sweetie. Not a goofy geek anymore if you go to work like the pretty girl you are.”

“True. I can’t wait to see how he turned out. It’s hard to imagine. Feels weird having my best friend to share this with, too.”

“I think he turned out really well. Jane said Chrissy was very fuckable now and has true cocksucker lips if anyone had them. She didn’t actually say it, but when I described you that way, she said Chrissy is exactly the same. I think you two will get along swimmingly being best friends and now having this in common. I think you two should dress full sissy tonight. Jane agreed it would be good for you both.”

“That sounds fine. That’s what this all started out as anyway and what I really wanted. I can’t wait. We bought a really cute dress and things and we’re staying home, and Chris and Jane would be discreet, so it works.”

“Good. Yes. We’re staying home and no work tomorrow.”

We ate and talked about what I should make for dinner and what we needed at the store. I made a list and Frankie said she wanted to go to the hairstylist today and get our hair done. She said I could get my hair permed to keep the curls and get it cleaned up and highlighted. I could always put it in a ponytail for work.

“Okay then. I’ll help you clean up so we can get going. By the way, Chrissy is getting her hair done, too.”

Our hair turned out fantastic, except there was no way I could put my hair in a ponytail anymore because it was too short and the styling and curls were unmistakably feminine. My only alternative would be to wear a baseball cap at work from now on. On well, it was worth it. I loved it. Franky’s haircut was boiling hot. She had it shaved on one side and flipped to the other with permed curls. It was tough and sexy at the same time.

At the grocery store, every-time I picked out the things for the evening, Frankie added more of it to the cart. “We want enough, right?”

“Four of us can’t eat that much.” Crab legs, shrimp, oysters, cherrystone clams, even the espresso almond cookies for dessert.

“Oh, don’t worry. What’s leftover we can have for work for lunches, right?”

“I guess.” 

“Oh. We need to stop for a bottle of bourbon.”

“Chris drinks bourbon now?”

“You can. I do sometimes. I like the taste on men.”

While I sat in the car, Frankie ran in and picked up the bourbon, vodka, and tequila along with grenadine cocktail syrup. “Got you girls some grenadine so your drinks can be pink.”

“Thanks.”

We went home, and I started getting things ready for dinner while Frankie laid out my clothes. Then she took a bath and got ready.

Showered, I fluff dried my hair, and redid my makeup. I was so cute and sexy. I throbbed in my panties the whole time and then remembered what Frankie had said about having to watch the videos and rip one off as many times a day as possible. She must have figured today was too busy, which it certainly was, plus, I was happy to be feeling so horny and being able to go full sissy tonight. She made me take my supplements at lunch too and again before my shower. Three times a day she said.

Frankie came into the bedroom holding a drink. She wore no bra, her firm breasts poking her nipples thought the fabric of the V-neck, the hem of her dress above her gartered, black, lace-top stockings above fetishy-high, thigh-high boots. “Hi princess. Just thought I’d watch you dress. Those stockings look so silky.”

I slid the sheer, pink, lace-top stocking up my leg and fastened it to the pink lace garter belt. “They are.” I ran my hands over both of my thighs. “So silky.” I wrapped the pink lace bra around and fastened the back then spun it around me, put my arms through the straps, and added the gel-form breasts. I adjusted the cleavage.

“Those breasts look good on you. Maybe we should think about getting implants for you.”

My cock leapt in the air right after she said that.

“Uh... seems drastic.”

“You’d love it and you know you would. I saw it leap when I said it.”

My face flushed and my cock danced while I slid on the pink satin and lace-ruffled crotchless panties on.

“You’d love implants. See? You’re blushing.”

I rolled my eyes. I looked at the bed. All that was left was a pink, flouncy crinoline skirt. “I thought I had a dress?” I picked it up. “This is just for underneath it right?”

Frankie sipped and nodded. “Technically yes. But I want you to pull the skirt up to just under your bra and put the pink belt on to keep it there.”

I did as she told me. My hard cock was dancing in its ruffled nest, the crinoline stopping before reaching it and unable to hide it. I looked down at it. “Honey, don’t you think this is too revealing?”

“Not a bit.” She went into the dresser drawer then came back over. She took a matching pink satin and lace leg garter and wrapped it around my balls and cock then wrapped it again. It held it up and out. Then, she slid a sheer little pink sock over my cock and tucked the back under the garter. “There! How cute. Jane came up with this idea. You two will be such adorable little cocksuckers.”

I stared at it. “Cocksuckers?”

“Of course. You are a sissy, right?”

“I guess. I sure look it. Sure do feel it.”

“Is it fun?”

“It is actually.”

She handed me a blue pill. “Swallow.”

It was bitter across my tongue, but I knew I’d stay good and hard and I wanted to, being exposed like I was. It would be even more embarrassing to be soft.

“Good girl. Now you’ll be at attention as an uncaged sissy should.”

She took me to the full-length mirror and observed me. My jewelry loaded on, she put pink ribbon bows in my hair, tied ribbons around my ankles in my pink six-inch-tall stilettos then had me put baby-blue garters up my leg to top off the tops of my stockings. She had me stand and turn in minced steps in a circle while spraying me with a girly perfume. She slung a pink ruffled purse on my shoulder with my things in it.

She stood back and looked me up and down. “You’re perfect. How do I look? Okay, Paula?”

“You’re a steamy hot wife. I can’t wait until I get you in bed.”

“Right. Yeah. Uh... let’s go down. They should be here soon and you should have a good stiff drink right now.”

“For sure.”

I carefully navigated the stairs, clicked my way across the kitchen in tiny steps, and poured a shot of the bourbon and downed it. I poured another. Frankie stopped me. “Wait. I have gin, vodka, and tequila for you girls.”

“But you said you liked the taste of bourbon on men.”

“I do. You never were a man honey. You’re certainly not a man right now… are you, Paula?”

I shook my head staring at the Bourbon bottle. “I remembered Chris saying he hated any kind of whiskey.”

“That’s right, sweetie. Chris hates whiskey.”

I picked up the bottle to look at it. I looked at Frankie. She took the bottle and put it back on the counter. The doorbell rang.
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Frankie opened the door to a beet-red-faced Chrissy with a purse on her shoulder and her short, pink coat wrapped tightly around her, her knuckles white. She clattered into the house. “Oh, my god, Paul. It’s so scary being outside dressed this way.”

“It’s Paula, Chrissy. And you look really cute! It fits you so well. You look so girlish and feminine and you have great legs and your cleavage is so natural too.” I touched her pretty hair and sniffed it. “Mmm… smells pretty.”

Jane closed the door behind them and Frankie helped them off with their coats and handed them to me. “Put these away please, Paula. Then come into the kitchen and you and Chrissy came make us drinks.”

I hung their coats up and Chrissy stood there, her arms wrapped around her in an outfit almost identical to mine except in a baby blue with sheer white stockings, her wagging cock hard before her in a nest of baby blue with a sheer blue sheath on it. Chrissy looked frightened. “What have we done, buddy? It all started when I asked about Halloween and wanting to do a role reversal. Now look at me.”

I laughed. “Seems our wives were on the same page. I guess we just have to go along with it now. Besides, don’t you feel pretty this way? We went out to dinner, and the mall and I never enjoyed either as much before. Did you get to do those things?”

“We did. But she didn’t dress me like I am now.”

“But we’re all friends and safe here and I’m sure they wouldn’t take us out this way right? No one else will see us. Besides, these outfits are true sissy outfits. Don’t they feel neat?”

“I guess. It does make me feel cute and sexy.”

Frankie called out, “Girls! Our drinks please, and you need to get the food ready.”

I took Chrissy’s hand. “C’mon. Doing things will relax you.”

We clattered in minced steps into the kitchen, our decorated, hard cocks wiggling in front of us with each step, our breasts jiggling on our chests. I couldn’t stop checking Chrissy out. “Love your hair Chrissy. It frames your face so well. And did you do your own makeup? It’s stunning.”

She nodded excitedly and a big grin filled her face. “Thanks. Yeah it all came out great.”

We mixed the drinks for Jane and Frankie and got the food ready while they went onto the patio. Chrissy became more relaxed as we sipped wine, prepared the food, and chattered about how good it felt to be playing a sissy. Her eyes were bright and made up pretty like mine and we kept looking at each other’s faces, lips, cleavage, legs, and hard cocks dancing in front of us. I pointed my long nailed hand to her bobbing cock. “Did Jane give you a blue pill?”

“Oh yeah. It really works. You had one too, right?”

“Yup. And handfuls of libido enhancers that I need to take three times a day.”

“Me too. Our wives must have gotten the same playbook, huh?”

“Yup. And poor us, We’ll have to come as many times as possible every day. Sounds like a tough assignment.” I laughed.

“I know, sounds like an adolescents dream come true. Did Frankie talk about screwing other men and you sucking cock and getting fucked by real men?”

I rolled my eyes. “Oh, yes. She’s been very insistent.”

Chrissy stopped shucking oysters and wiped her hands off then turned to me and put her hands on my shoulders and whispered. I could smell her sweet perfume. “Do you think it’ll happen? I mean. I don’t know about you, but that kinda scares the poop out of me. All of it. Another guy fucking my wife and me getting fucked and sucking cocks?”

“I try not to think about it. Seems the girls have done their research and know what they’re up to.”

She looked me in the eye with fear on her face. “I hope so.”

I hugged her, our cocks touched. “It’ll be okay Chrissy. Just relax. They do love us.”

“I know they do.” She pressed her hips against me and slid her silky sheathed cock against mine. Our breasts crushed against each other. She gave me a big hug. “I’m so glad I have you to help with this.”

I slid my cock against hers deliciously. She gasped and slid her cock against mine. I breathed in her ear and let out a little sigh. My hand roamed to her bottom and squeezed her sheer pantied bottom. “I’m glad you’re here too, Chrissy.” We broke our embrace and got back to work. The door bell rang.

Frankie called out. “I’ll get it ladies. Keep working.”

I heard her and Jane’s shoes clicking excitedly across the floor to the front door. When it opened, the two of them gave a hoot and holler. I heard men’s laughter then silence. I went to peek around the corner. Frankie and Jane were both kissing two very tall men whose faces I couldn’t see while their hands squeezed our wives asses.

I clattered back to Chrissy, my hand covering my mouth in shock. Chrissy’s eyes were wide open and her hand covered her mouth. I took her hand in mine and looked into her frightened eyes as I screamed in a whisper. “There are men here! They invited real men!”

Jane called out. “Girls! Come, take the boys’ coats and get them a drink, please.”
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Chrissy grabbed my arm, held me close, and we both took deep breaths and stepped into the foyer like deers in the headlights. Josh’s eyes burst wide open. “Paula! You look so...so...”

My face flushed. “Silly, right?”

“No! Not at all. You’re lovely. I love how your last little vestige of maleness is proudly on display. It must be wonderful for you being your true self in sissy garb, evident by how noticeably aroused and hard you are. I think your wife did a wonderful job with you and it fits your true nature undoubtedly well.” He came over to me and wrapped his big arm around me, patted my ass with his big hand, and gave me a peck on the head. “Mmm, and you smell so pretty.”

He turned to Chrissy. “And who is this lovely girl?”

Jane had Chrissy curtsy and say her name, her voice shook.

Josh held his hand out to her. “I’m Josh. Pleased to meet you, Miss Chrissy.” Jane introduced herself  to Josh and then she introduced Dr. Bill Seavers, a big handsome black man. We curtsied, and he kissed the backs of our hands. “Pleased to meet you girls. Jane was right. You’re both perfect specimens for my treatments.”

Chrissy and I looked at each other nervously. Frankie said, “We can talk about that later, Dr., let the girls do their duties and make us some drinks. Let’s go on the patio.”

Frankie took Josh’s hand. Josh let it go. “Oh wait. I brought what you asked me to. I’ll go get them. They’re in my car.”

“Oh, thank you, Josh. That was very kind of you. Bring them on the patio and I’ll place them where they belong.” She turned to Chrissy and I, holding each other close. “Girls! Get some bourbon for the men and mix our drinks. Make yourselves a good strong one too, something pink. You’ll need to eat before the rest of us too so you can take care of things properly. Josh has your food.”

We clattered into the kitchen and made drinks and we each carried two drinks out to them. Josh came onto the patio and Frankie showed him where to put what he had picked up for her.

“Perfect! I can’t believe you found such feminine looking dog beds. Those are perfect for the girls.”

Chrissy and I stared at the pink flowered, very padded dog beds that were now placed in front of each couch. Frankie looked at us. “Thank Josh for your new seating, girls. You’ll be so much more comfortable with them than on the ground.”

We both muttered a thank you nervously, Chrissy took my hand, and we ran back inside. Josh walked out the front door again. Chrissy and I were standing at the counter checking that things were ready. Josh came back in. “Here are your dinners ladies. Happy Meals like Frankie wanted for you two. It won’t take long for you to eat them so you can get back to your duties quickly.”

We both gave a quiet thank you to Josh. He left onto the patio. “Happy Meals?” I looked into the bag and took one out. “Guess we eat them, huh?”

Chrissy took hers. “I guess.” We stood there eating them, wondering what was in store for us. We had about finished them when Jane came in. “Bring the first course girls—the two plates of oysters.” She went back out, her hard-nippled breasts shaking in her tight minidress, her stockings showing beneath the hem.

“Your wife is boiling hot, Chrissy. You did well catching her.”

“I know. You have a hot wife too.”

“Thanks. Can’t wait to fuck her tonight.”

“You think? I was told that was off limits right now.”

“Hmm...you may be right now that the real men are here.”

“I think we’re supposed to cater to their boyfriends and get them ready to fuck our wives.” Chrissy looked scared.

I hugged her and whispered. “Don’t be afraid. It’s only right and you know it. Real men should entertain them. They still love us. They’re still our wives, right?”

“I guess, but it makes me feel so insecure.”

“I know. Me too, but our wives know best. Now be proud and be the best sissy you can be. You’ve always been top in your class and top at work. I’m gonna to do my best to serve like I’m supposed to.”

“Okay. You’re right. Me too.”

We took the plated oysters out and set them on small tables to the side of our dog beds. I picked an oyster up and held my hand under it, smiling, feet together, knees bent and turned to the side trying to show off my sissiness. “Who would like a nice libido enhancing oyster? Gentlemen? The ladies will thank you for it.”

Josh smiled. “Serve the ladies first girls, then you can care for the men.”

We fed our wives and wiped their chin with napkins then fed the men. Josh and Bill both steadied us, holding our hips when we fed them. Josh sensually glided his hand over my pantied bottom after. “Thank you, sweet Paula.”

“You’re very welcome, sir.” I said and smiled.

We fed them the oysters and rested on our knees on the beds waiting orders until they told us to do the next course. After, it was time to be seated in the dining room.

We cleaned up and we put the dinner on the table then we stood back waiting, our arms behind our backs, our cocks still hard and twitching in front of us.

I leaned over to Chrissy and whispered in her ear. “Smile Chrissy. Be proud.”

She forced a big smile, and we both smiled, waiting for them. Frankie came in first hanging off Josh’s arm, her hand rubbing his chest, her nipples like rocks under her top. Jane and Bill followed. They seated themselves and looked at the food then at our smiling faces, hands behind our backs, decorated cocks at attention.

Frankie clapped. “A hand for the girls. What a lovely job you two are doing. Such a pretty presentation with the fresh flowers and everything laid out perfectly. Take a bow. You deserve it.”

We held hands and took a bow, crossing a high-heeled foot before us in synch. We stood back up smiling.

Jane stopped clapping. “You two are delightful. I’ll never know how you masqueraded as men for so long. Now bring the two bottles of wine and pour us all a glass, please.”

We clicked our way into the kitchen in hurried minced steps. At the refrigerator I whispered to Chrissy. “See? They love how perfect we are. We’re doing great! Be proud.”

Chrissy giggled. “I know. It’s so weird isn’t it. We’re perfect.”

“As usual.”

We opened the wine and each of us carried a bottle and poured it into their glasses with pink towels, which we draped over our arms after we poured and placed the bottles on the table. Our heels clicked in tiny steps to place us against the wall, our hands clasped behind us. With broad heartfelt smiles of pride, we gazed off to the other wall awaiting orders.

Frankie raised her glass. “To the girls being their best true selves and accomplishing all the skills and duties of the truly feminine, totally unmasculine sissy-wives they’ve now become.”

Everyone raised their glasses and clinked. Bill said, “And it would honor me to be the one to complete their transformations when they’re ready.”

Jane glanced at us and then glared at Bill. “Uh, Bill. That isn’t for now, honey.” She glanced back at us. We looked at each other. “Disregard what Bill said, girls. We’d like to begin dinner now. The men will prepare themselves for you both. Please take your places under the table and do what good sissies do.”

Josh and Bill both undid their buckles and took out their shaved packages beneath the table. They were both huge and semi rigid. Chrissy looked at me in shock as a grin filled my face. Chrissy pulled me close to her. She stammered. “Uh...I... we... uh...”

Frankie raised an eyebrow holding her glass of wine. “What’s the matter, girls? Don’t you want to do what sissies love to do? Please real men?”

My heart raced, my face flushed. I stared at the big, semi-hard cocks under the table as did Chrissy. I couldn’t wait remembering the other night with Josh.

Frankie put her wineglass down. “Well, it’s up to you girls. If you aren’t ready to do this simple duty, we could take you shopping at the mall tonight dressed as you are.”

Jane grinned. “Why not have them take a nice long walk without coats in the neighborhood. It’s not cold.”

Bill chortled. “I think maybe they need to realize who they are by going to work dressed as they are everyday instead of being allowed to dress like regular ladies.”

Frankie looked at us. “So girls, any of those options sound good? Then after you’ve done that maybe you’ll be better prepared for being the true sissy cock pleasers you’re meant to be. Hmm?” She smiled a flat lipped smile and sipped her drink.

I took Chrissy’s hand and whispered to her. “Don’t worry. It’ll be exciting.” We approached the table and both slid under it, our legs touching each other. Chrissy watched me. My hand closed around Josh’s cock. I looked back at her. I whispered to her, “I’m sure it’s like jumping in the water at a beach. It’s cold at first until you get going. Just do it.”

I looked back. Josh’s enormous cock was hanging there. My thumb and two fingers pressed the flaccid flesh, and I tugged it a few times. It grew. I wrapped my hand around it and gently tugged it some more. It grew some more. I moved my head closer to it and tentatively flicked the purplish tip with my tongue. Josh twitched. My lips parted, my jaw opened wide and my mouth wrapped around it and I ran my tongue around the salty tip. I took more of it into my mouth and it grew and got firmer and firmer filling my mouth. I felt so excited he was reacting. It was incredible to have him aroused by me. I bobbed my head on it and tugged on his silky globes feeling the velvety skin of his cock on my lips. I took my mouth off to check on Chrissy.

She was stroking Bill’s big milk chocolate cock, but it still wasn’t hard all the way. I whispered to her. “Suck it, Chrissy. Do it. You’ll see.” She glanced back at me, looking frightened. I pushed her head forward, pressing her onto it. “Good girl, Chrissy. Make him feel good and make yourself proud.” I let her go and she was busy sucking it.

I turned back to Josh and dove into my duty with fervor. I immersed myself in the task at hand and focused on doing it well. Above, I overheard the conversation and how much my wife was complimenting Josh and telling him how long she’s waited to have a real man in bed. Jane was having a similar conversation about Chrissy with Bill. It was nothing I hadn’t already realized. She was simply being honest. I glanced over at Chrissy and she was definitely into what she had to do now.

Josh’s hand landed on my head and he made me stop bobbing and his hand clenched my skull. I stopped all motion and patiently held it in my mouth and waited. Was he going to shoot? His legs tensed. I didn’t move a muscle. Somehow, I wanted it. I was ready to swallow it. I felt salty cream leak across my tongue.

I heard Josh say to Frankie. “Wow. Paula’s very talented. I almost filled her mouth with my pleasure. Luckily I held it back.” I heard Frankie clap her hands then knock on the table. “Good girl down there, Paula. Be ready though. I want you to take it all from him so he can last longer when he makes love to me. Keep him on the edge until he’s ready to honor you with his reward. Okay, princess?”

I took my mouth off him. “Of course, ma'am.” Wrapping my hand around the base of his thick cock, I took the top half into my mouth again and savored it slowly while he ate dinner. His cologne filled my nostrils while I rolled his substantial, silky smooth balls in my palm, letting his cock’s velvety skin slide on my tongue and lips.

I became a master at keeping him on the edge. I knew exactly how far to take him from his reactions. He’d lovingly caress my hair and pet my head from time to time. I was falling in love with my new talent. It made me feel powerful, desired, talented, and competent. I felt pretty, feminine, and sexier than I ever felt before. I looked at Chrissy and knew she was having the same emotions.

Jane let us know when it was time to clean up the dishes and serve dessert to them. We did all that and set out their espressos and deserts and were ordered back under the table. Frankie clinked her spoon to her dish. “Girls? Sissies? Now when we say so, when the men are on their last bite of desert, they will grasp your heads tightly with both hands and you will reap your reward from them as your desert. Right?”

We looked at each other under the table. I shrugged. “Sounds like a task we can do. Right, Chrissy?”

Chrissy grinned and shrugged. She was blushing. I touched her leg and nodded. I said nice and loud, “We’re ready. Right Chrissy?”

“Oh yes sister, we’re ready to reap our rewards.” I could hear the smile in her response and I’m sure they did too.

“Good girls!”

We sucked, tugged, rolled, and massaged while they leisurely ate dessert and drank coffee, chatting and flirting above us. The anticipation was driving me crazy as I throbbed and leapt my decorated cock. I was as excited about making Josh come as I’d ever been coming in Frankie. It was so natural to me at this point. I wanted to prove I could do it. I wanted the gratification of it. I wanted to satisfy another person so badly. Something I never really could do for Frankie.

Finally! Josh gripped my head with both hands and squeezed it tight. He humped his fat cock into my face nearly gagging me, but holding it back far enough not to. I clenched the lower half with my hand and stroked it while tugging and rolling his silky balls in my other hand. His silky rod become rock hard as I used my lips on it, bobbing on it and running my tongue in circles around it and the head.

His legs clenched. His hands squeezed my skull. He shoved it into my face. My head hit the table top. The gush pulsed through it and into my mouth. Gulping it, another pulse swelled through my fist and past my lips and into my mouth. I swallowed some more and tugged and rolled his balls while pumping his lower half of his cock. I swirled my come soaked tongue around his shaft and flicked the tip. He groaned from above. “God Frankie! Your sissy husband is incredible.” He gasped and groaned.

Frankie laughed. “My sissy wife, honey. Paula was never a really a husband even when called Paul.”

I didn’t want to stop and kept going at him like a crazy woman trying to get more come from his fat cock. He finally groaned, forcibly tugged my head off it and pulled his seat back from the table. He reached under and dragged me out to stand. I thought he was gonna to hit me.

He held my arms by the elbows and stared into my eyes. “Wow. Paula. You have found your calling, girl. In all my years, after many cock suckings, I have had nothing that quite compares to what you did for me through dinner, dessert, and for a grand finale. You should be very proud of yourself.” He kissed my forehead and used his finger to wipe a drip of come off my chin and held it for me to lick. “Missed some.”

I licked it off. “Thank you.”

“There. That pretty face is all ready for use again.”

I smiled ear to ear. “Thank you. It was my pleasure, sir.”

And... ironically… I meant it more than I ever imagined anyone could. I looked over to see Chrissy helped from under and Bill lifted her up it the air swinging her around. “Wonderful, Chrissy. You’re a perfect sissy cock pleaser. A title to be proud of.” He put her down and Jane patted Chrissy’s head. “Such a good girl!” Jane fixed her hair with her fingers. “I’m proud of you, Chrissy. That was a very mature thing to do, and you did it exceptionally well and with passion. Was it good for you? Are you proud now?”

Chrissy licked her lips and nodded. She wiped a drip from her chin with her long painted nail and licked it off. She laughed. “I surprised myself. I was useful, desired, pretty. I am proud.”

“As you should be. Good girl.” Jane kissed her forehead. “Now you girls can help your wives’ boyfriends make love to us. Clean up the plates and things, go pee, and freshen up, and we’ll meet you on the patio by the fire pit.”

I grasped Chrissy’s hand. “Hurry, let’s get it done, girl. We don’t want our wives to wait too long.”


11

We hurried to get our tasks done and peed and checked each other out to be sure we looked proper. We redid our blush, hair, lipstick, and perfume, and straightened our ribbons and cock sheaths and such. I looked at Chrissy as she looked at me as we inspected each other. Chrissy said, “You’re beautiful, Paula.” She stepped closer to me and ran her long-nailed fingers through my hair. “I love your new hair. You should stay this way all the time.”

“Thanks. You’re so pretty too.” I gazed into her bright made-up eyes. I ran the back of my fingers across her soft silky cheek and my soul fell into her eyes. My hand dove straight to her cock in its sheath, stroking it slowly, relishing her hardness for me. I kissed her, our tongues dancing. Her hand moved to my cock and returned the pleasure.

We were jerking each other and kissing with our fake breasts pressing delectably between us and our free hands rubbing our silky pantied asses, pulling us closer together. We humped into each other and I wrapped my hand around both of our cocks. I broke the kiss and gazed into her eyes. I was falling in love as we thrusted against each other’s decorated, silky-sheathed cocks.

My heart raced, and we looked into each other’s eyes. I squeezed her tight ass, and she squeezed mine. “Oh god, Paula.”

“Oh yes, Chrissy. I know. This is heaven.”

“Mmm, you’re so hot, angel.” She shoved her hard cock like a rabbit, biting her lip, looking deep into my eyes. 

“Girls! Stop that right now!” Frankie yelled from behind us. She separated us. “Look at you two. Such a disgrace. Did anyone tell you two you could make each other feel pretty? Did anyone say you could jerk your sissy cocks?”

We broke our embrace and held our hands clasped in front of us with our heads down. Frankie lifted my head with a finger under my chin. “What are you supposed to be doing right now, young lady? Hmm?”

“Uh, getting ready to help our wives have love made to them.”

“Right!”

She lifted Chrissy’s face with her finger and glared into her eyes. “Right? Were you supposed to be receiving pleasure young lady?”

“No ma’am.”

“Correct. Now turn around and let me see if you’re both ready to get back to your duties.”

We both made tiny steps in a circle and faced her again. She put a hand on each of our cocks and squeezed them. “Good. They’re nice and hard like they should be. Okay. Get back to work. We’re on the patio.”

She left us, her high heels clicking out of the house.

We held hands and clattered our way out back, our breasts tugging and bouncing, our cocks flailing in front of us, our purses swinging madly on our shoulder straps.

Our wives were already on the couches in embraces with their boyfriends. We sat on our pretty dog beds by them. I looked up at Frankie and Josh while he massaged her breasts, both out above her top. His other hand buried his fingers in her., his thumb rubbing her clit.

I caressed her stockinged leg and watched them. It was surreal to see my wife with another man. A man who I had sucked the cock of and swallowed his come so he could last longer fucking my wife. I throbbed in my sheath, an ooze dripping from it, I caressed it while I watched.

Chrissy was doing the same on the other side. The flicker of the fire pit illuminated her pretty face while she jerked off watching her wife. Frankie broke her kiss and looked down at me. “Take off Josh’s shoes, socks, and pants honey, okay?”

“Yes, dear.” I stood and helped Josh take all his clothes off his firm, shaven body. Chrissy helped Bill do the same, folding his clothes to the side. Frankie laid back on the couch, slung one stockinged leg over the back and placed the other in her heel on the floor. She looked over to me. “Help guide Bill into me please, Paula.”

“My pleasure, dear.”

Josh positioned himself and I grasped his ready, long, hard, manly looking cock with my thumb and two fingers, my pinky held daintily out, and guided the purple tip to my wife’s wet and dripping slit. I pressed the thick head against her hole and Josh pressed the fat head into her, stretching her while their eyes locked on each other. I watched as it spread her out and went deeper and deeper until my wife let out a blissful guttural moan. “Oh my god, Josh. You’re gorgeous cock is heavenly inside of me you hunk of a man.”

“Mmm, and you’re as tight and wet as a blushing bride.” He grinned above her thrusting into her, his cock wet and glistening in the light from the fire.

Frankie turned to me. “You can relax now, Paula. Sit and enjoy seeing the gift of pleasure your wife is getting tonight. Stroke your sissy cock, miss... But don’t you come yet.”

“Of course not, honey.” I stroked myself, watching my wife in her heaven. Chrissy was doing the same. Her face was glowing from the firelight and her pretty hand was stroking her cock with her thumb and forefinger daintily, her long polished fingernails glinting in the light. She looked like an angel. She gazed over at me and winked.

We both watched our wives in wonderment as the men continued ravishing them, the tension and bliss was palpable as their intimately and deeply connected bodies writhed, humped and moaned. Frankie let out wails and moans as Josh pounded her into the couch. Her body clenched and shuddered and she squirted and told him she loved him. She shuddered some more, her thighs twitching, and squirted again and had him go slowly to catch her breath until she grabbed his hard ass and made him go fast and hard. She gushed again with the same body shuddering spasms, her legs flailing and her thighs trembling.

I never knew a woman could feel so much from a man and squirt like that! As much as I had a pang of jealousy and insecurity, it was incredibly beautiful to see and I stroked myself slowly, imagining how wonderful it must be a woman to be ravished and filled by a man like that. I was jealous I couldn’t be her.

When our wives were tiring out, they let their men know it was time for them to finish and leave pump their come into them. Frankie turned to me, her face glowing from joy. “Honey, I’m ready for Josh to come inside of me now. Are you ready for him to breed your wife, my sissy girl?”

I nodded and stroked faster, my breath coming in gasps and I oozed from my cock.

“You’re oozing dear. Now don’t come yet, sweetie. Not you or Chrissy. Just the men.”

I nodded and let my cock go to dance in the air and massaged my breasts and caressed my stockinged legs, my body electric. Josh drew himself up and pulled his cock almost all the way out then plunged it into my wife repeatedly and viciously, grunting as he did.

Frankie cried out in a breathy voice, “Yes, yes. Fuck me, you beast! Fuck your new bride and fill her with your come.”

He grabbed her by the throat with one hand and her hips with the other and drew his cock out. I gawked as it swelled and pulsed and sent a gush of white rope through it then he plunged it into her and held it there a moment, moaning. He rammed her several times with it, her eyes wide, mouth agape, and her body shuddering again, her legs twitching, his come squirting from her. He fucked her like a doll on that massive cock until he collapsed on top of her, her arms desperately clutching him to her, the two of them gasping for air.

They rested for a minute while I gently stroked my cock in awe of what I had seen. I truly realized and knew what I was now. This was who I was. I was a sissy wife of a hot wife and I was proud to have given her this gift from Josh and envious of what she had just experienced. I wondered how many other men she might like to have that I could help her with like I did with this one so I might live vicariously through her rapture again.

Josh and Bill stood and began dressing. Jane called Chrissy to her with her dog bed and Frankie had me drag mine between her legs. She seated herself on the edge of the couch and motioned me to her. Frankie and Jane had Chrissy and I position ourselves between their legs and they held our heads between their thighs and had us lick out the passionate deposits from their boyfriends. It was titillating, and I became fervent in my ministrations to capture all I could with my tongue.

Frankie shuddered a few times. “That a girl, Paula. Eat my boyfriend’s come out of me. Good girl. Huh! Oh my.... mmm... that’s lovely.... Huh! It’s wonderful seeing you so engaged and fervent about it. It’s gratifying and fantastic to see how it captivates and thrills you. It speaks to who you really are so well.” She moaned and whimpered then shuddered and came on my face. Abruptly, she pushed my away. “Enough! Thank you, sweet sissy. Now take your pretty bed in the middle and join your sissy partner there.”

I slid it over and we both sat Indian style, waiting as Jane and Frankie rearranged their clothes, tucking their breasts back in and slipping on their panties. When they were done, they cuddled next to their boyfriends and took their drinks in hand. They all looked at us, not saying anything. I figured we were all done for the night and they’d tell us how well we did, but nothing came out. Why weren’t they saying anything?

I raised my hand. Frankie nodded. “Please, go ahead, Paula.”

“I hope we did well. You’re all so quiet.”

Dr. Seavers beamed at us. “You girls were the epitome of the perfect sissies. That’s why we’re so quiet. It’s incredible for a first time like this. Most sissies don’t do as well.”

A smile filled our faces ear to ear. “Thank you, Dr. Seavers. May I ask a question?”

“Of course, lovely Paula.”

“So...Dr. Seavers...what transformations do you think girls like us might benefit by? What would we transform into?”

Bill flashed an ear to ear smile. “You young ladies should get the full package. Things to feminize you further like breast, hip, butt, and cheek implants. You’re perfect for them and you’d your new assets will enhance both your experiences as well as those you serve. I know your wives already started your hormone treatments and you’ll soon have more soft flesh in the right places in order to incorporate the implants. You could be in great shape by Halloween if you’d like to get them done.”

Frankie smiled, her eyes bright, and she placed a hand on the top of my head as she addressed us both. “Would you girls like to have fully feminized bodies? Of course, you could keep those cute things dancing between your legs right now. Does the idea arouse you?”

Chrissy was already stroking her cock as she nodded, her face in a daze. “Oh god. Wow. How exciting.” She grabbed a gel breast form. “To have these be a part of me twenty-four-seven would be heaven, not to mention hips and butt and cheeks.”

Frankie stared at me. I was stroking my cock and feeling my breast, imagining it all. “Paula? What do you think, honey? Want to be a perfect bimbo sissy?”

I nodded and stroked faster. “Oh god, Frankie. What a dream.”

Dr. Seavers looked to Jane, and Frankie as he laughed. “I wonder what your wives think? Their husbands permanently turned into bimbo sissies.”

They both looked at each other wide eyed and together they said, “Absolutely!”

Jane said, We want our wives to be perfect as sissies. Let’s do it all.”

Frankie looked at me. Here it was. I’d have no turning back. I’d be permanently feminized and no longer be able to ever represent myself as a man again. My mouth hung open and my hand stilled on my cock. I’d still have my cock… I squeezed it… and I’d have real breasts, hips, butt, and enhanced cheeks and I’d look like my image of my ideal woman. I’d be even hotter than my wife is. I closed my eyes and stroked myself slowly feeling soo pretty, thrilled about the prospect.

Frankie looked concerned. “You don’t have to, Paula? The way your playing with yourself though, I think you want it. Do you? It isn’t all about sex you know. It’ll be about you becoming the girl you are inside. Is thinking of becoming the girl inside what’s making you feel so pleasant right now?”

Unable to keep the smile from my face, I nodded, and covered my mouth. “I can’t wait for Halloween, honey.”

“It’s decided. Okay, girls. Now it’s your turns. You get to have your rewards for a job well done. Now each of you grab the other’s cock in its sheer, silky sheath and stroke it for the other girl. You may kiss each other if you wish and fondle each other’s breasts and caress each other’s legs. Imagine your bodies when Dr. Seavers is all done with you and enjoy each other now.”

We kissed, stroked, caressed. Chrissy’s perfume wafted in my nose. My hand felt the silky softness in her curls as her hands must have felt in mine. We squeezed each other’s breasts as our tongues danced in each other’s mouths. When taking a break from stroking and jerking each other to calm down, we caressed each other’s legs in their silky stockings. We were on the edge and had kept ourselves there for what seemed an eternity. I was in heaven. I whispered to my partner. “Chrissy, I love you. I’ve never been so intensely sensual and wonderful as I am with you right now.”

“Me too, girl. I love you. Imagine how good it’ll be when we’re complete.”

Our blissful encounter shattered. “Girls! Enough, we’re all tired now and we need to end this.” I looked up to see Frankie holding her phone at us looking into it. “Now grab each other’s sissy cock and stroke it until you both squirt. It would be nice if you timed it so both of you spurted your sissy cocks at the same time though, so try to do that. But please don’t take too long. Okay, pretty things?”

We both nodded and looked into each other’s eyes as we fervently stroked each other’s sheer, silkily sheathed cocks. Chrissy’s eyes glittered in the firelight, a look of love on her face, her painted lips luscious and full. I looked down to see her fingers jerking me off, and mine jerking her, our long painted nails glinting in the light. It was surreal seeing what we were and it was so wonderful to be so feminine and pretty with us jerking each other off.

Chrissy’s eyes became wider and her breath choppy as she sped her jerking of my cock. I sped my jerking of hers. We locked on each other’s eyes jerking quickly, gasping for air. Her eyes became wet, and a tear was forming as it was in mine. Our left hands went on each others shoulders to steady ourselves.

Chrissy nodded quickly and squealed, “You’re making me come, Paula.”

I whined, “Me too, my love.”

We both let out a little whimper and let loose. Voluminous come-ropes burst through our sheer sheaths onto our legs and faces as we both squealed and shuddered and came from each other’s hand.

When we were through shooting and shuddering, we both held fast to each other’s cock and we rolled onto our pretty little beds in an embrace of stockings, heels, and breasts, and kissed deeply.

“Perfect. Got it! So adorable,” Frankie called out as they all applauded. We both sat upright, legs crossed, arms around each other with each other’s come dripping on us. Frankie was looking at her phone. I could hear the little whimpers and cries from Chrissy and I coming from it.

“What?! You videoed that?”

“Of course,” Frankie scoffed. “How often do you get to see such an adorable set of husbands like you two? Or I should say wives. Don’t worry. You’ll both get a copy so you can jerk off to it over and over. It’ll be your favorite as you work your training to come as many times a day as you can for the next few weeks. Now doesn’t that sound good? Maybe we’ll even allow the two of you to help each other from time to time.”

“You won’t share it with anyone else right?” I asked, sounding whiney to myself.

“Not unless we have to. Will we, ladies?”

Chrissy and I looked at each other. We grinned and hugged and Chrissy said, “I don’t think so. I can’t wait for training. Why are we allowed to do that even? To have so much pleasure?”

“Oh... well... you see, it’s so your body can get so used to it so that it expects it all the time and your libido becomes constant, never fleeting like after a release now. That’s when we take it away from you so you can learn to use other parts of you to please men. Your heightened libido will drive you to do the right thing as a sissy. You both seem to have an aversion to such penetration and this will get rid of that so you can serve real men more fully. Right Dr. Seavers?”

“Yes. Enjoy playing with it before it gets locked up. Don’t worry, once you’re locked for a while, you’ll be begging for men to use your bottom as a receptacle for their pleasure. You’ll want it all the time as all perfect sissies do. You’ll be proud.”

I stared wide eyed into Chrissy’s shocked looking face, her hand over her mouth. “In my ass!? Locked up cock? Oh god! Paula. What have we done!?”

I put my hand on her shoulder and kissed her forehead. “Don’t worry. I’m as scared as you. We can get through this together. What choice do we have? Besides, the first part will be wonderful, right?”

She nodded. Jane took Chrissy’s hand and yanked her to her feet as did Frankie to me. We stood and our wives led us by the hand inside. Jane said, “You girls can sleep together tonight here at Frankie’s house. You can even sleep in because there’s no work tomorrow. Then tomorrow you can pick outfits for work the next day and begin your training, seeing how many times you can squirt in a day. Okay?” Jane looked at us and ran her hand over our hair. “Now go on and get to bed you two pretty girls. You’ll need your rest.”


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

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

Amazon:

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