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“Have you always felt this way?” Angel looked at me, her head tilted, an eyebrow raised.

I tousled my hair. “I don’t know. Just seems lately, I’m just not so sure about myself. I mean, I’m stable, and I love my job—being a computer engineer is awesome. Flex time, work from anywhere, and go into the office only for special events or to touch base. It’s great.”

She sipped her coffee. “Sounds to me like you’re sure of yourself. I can’t disagree. We have it great with our jobs. I never would have guessed we’d be in such demand after graduation that companies would do all those things for us. So is it our relationship that leaves you unsure?” Her hand reached across the table and squeezed mine.

I took her hand in both of mine. “No, no. I love you, Angel. Everything about us is special. Even our names. We’re a meant to be. We should allow ourselves to become closer, though. Lovers, maybe.”

“Lovers. Sounds nice, but you know, I want to stay away from that for a while so we can be sure we’re a good match and not just fall into lust with each other. You’re right about us being special. Gabriel and Angel. You have the name, and I have the title. We’re best friends, housemates, have the same tastes, same politics... It’s all perfect. So what’s making you feel unsure, honey?”

“My life has been so easy, it seems. I mean, I made a plan and followed it, worked hard, overcame obstacles. It wasn’t easy; it was work, dedication... but it was easy. Y’ know?”

“So life being easy makes you unsure?”

“Eh, I guess not. I’m fishing here. I’m not sure if I’m really me. Like, am I defined by my job? By my education? By our relationship? I guess what I’m saying is... Am I who I’m supposed to be? Am I fully aligned with my purpose in life? Am I living my life to its fullest, truly immersing myself in it? Or am I just another lemming?”

“Hmm, getting deep on this one, huh?” She leaned back and crossed her arms, studying me as she sipped.

My eyes couldn’t help but absorb all of her beauty. Her lips, eyes, skin, makeup, curly reddish hair, bright green eyes. “Like you. You seem so put together all the time. Don’t you think about things like this?”

“I have. In the past. Before we met.”

“How did you resolve it? Or haven’t you resolved it?”

“I had a little help.”

“A shrink?”

“Uh, no... I’m not sure I should tell you. You might see me differently.”

“Never. Please, if it worked for you, maybe it’ll work for me. I’m open to new things. You know that.”

“I’m not sure you would be to this. It can change your life completely.”

“Would it be a bad change or a good one? How was it for you?”

“Fabulous. I can honestly say, without it, I probably wouldn’t be here with you now, wouldn’t be your best friend or housemate.”

“Tell me then. What did you do?”

She gazed up and to the right as she did when she wanted to compose her thoughts or solve a problem. “I’m someone you may not like. You aren’t a religious type, so it wouldn’t offend you that way, but you’re scientific, so you might think it’s a bunch of crap.”

“Hmm, offensive to religious people?”

“Some of them.”

“Something that’s not scientific?”

“Well, it is, because it uses unseen forces. Forces are scientific, right? Those who have never had success with it think it’s malarkey.”

“Yeah? Come on, Angel. Just tell me. I’m not running away from you. I want to get closer to you. I love you. The more we know about each other, the closer we become.”

“Okay. When I was unsettled, like you are now, I cast a spell to reach the real me. A spell to allow the invisible forces to shape and mold me and my road ahead. It’s a spell to gain greater insight into oneself, and at the same time, to align with it completely.”

“Wow. Sounds powerful. A spell, huh? So you’ve practiced witchcraft?”

“Not witchcraft, really, but it’s close. It’s a way to release your inner self and by doing so, to align with it physically. It can be dangerous for some people if they’re inner self is evil or demented.”

“Am I evil or demented?”

“Not a bit.”

“So it wouldn’t be dangerous for me then.”

“No. But things could change. Then again, if you’re already aligned, nothing will change. But at least then you’d know yourself as you are and how you should be.”

“Sounds weird. Can you help me do it? Do you think it’s a good idea? You said it worked well for you.”

“It did. Very well.”

“Let’s do it. What do I have to lose? Would I lose you?”

“I doubt that.” She laughed. “If what’s inside you is what I think is inside you, I’ll love you all the more. We’ll be even closer than we are now.”

“You’re usually right about things, Angel. Let’s do it. Please?” 
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After drinks and a leisurely dinner at home on the patio, Angel sat beside me on the padded wicker couch. She crossed her luscious legs in her sheer stockings and high heels and bounced a foot as she sipped her espresso.

“So, are we doing it? You look hesitant,” I said.

Her eyes roamed my face. She tilted her head and smiled as she ran a hand though my hair. “I am. I may miss you if you change. Then again, I may fall even more in love.” She took a deep breath, her cleavage heaving on her chest. She held my hand. “Are you afraid?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I trust it worked for you, and I know living the way I am for the rest of my life will just be mundane. I never wanted to be mundane.”

“But are you afraid? It won’t work if you’re afraid.”

I studied her face as I felt myself out. I sighed. “Freedom and fear are always together like an old married couple. Each is willing to die for the other. I’ve always let fear die for freedom’s sake. This is no different, Angel. Fear has given its life to set me free. I’m ready. Are you?”

“Well said, my dear. I’ll be right back.” She stood and went inside. She came back out with a fabric tote bag. First, she took out a censer and lit it in the center of the patio. “This will help cleanse the air and create the space,” she said. The smoke began to billow from it. “Bring the pillow and sit on the ground here.” She patted the bricks.

I sat on the pillow. “You weren’t kidding when you said it was a spell, were you?”

She walked around the censer, about five feet from it in a circle, her heels clicking on the bricks as she spread a powder from a velvet bag around the circle. “Nope. Been a witch all my life. That’s a part I was afraid of letting you know.” She looked at me as she stood, tying the velvet bag back up. “Are you okay with that?”

“No problem. Witchcraft can be almost scientific.”

“Yes, quantum physics may explain parts of it. But one has to believe—no, not believe—know that what one does will work.”

“Knowing you, it’ll work. You said it did for you.”

She nodded, placing candles on the ground. As she lit each one, she explained, “These colors aren’t the normal colors for all the corners, but I do this to add the appropriate energies to the spell. I’m lighting this black one in the north, the corner for earth, to absorb negativity, to protect you and mark the end of a phase in your life.” She went to the opposite side and hunched down again, lighting the next one. “Red is in the south, where fire resides; it’s the normal color to supply the energy needed for your transformation and for the changes to ensue.”

She crossed back to her supply bag and got the next two candles. She also took out a highly decorated knife, which she gently placed on the ground. She placed the bag outside the circle.

“Do you have to draw blood?”

“No, sweetie. It’s to direct the power we’ll be raising. It’s called an athamé.” She placed another candle, lit it, and said, “A light pink candle in the corner, where water is, in the west, to bring compassion, sensuality, and self-love.”

“Self-love. I think that’s the key for me. I want to love myself more.”

“Good.”

She placed the last candle. “Dark pink in the east, the corner for air, to breathe sexuality and sexual confidence and to attract a lover.”

“I won’t need to attract a lover if we become lovers.”

She stood in the center, the smoke swirling around her as she held the knife and looked down at me. “Maybe we’ll become lovers. You’re not put off by me being a witch, and that’s part of the way to knowing me all the way. Soon, I’m sure you’ll be in a position to truly know what I am.” She smiled.

“Just tell me.”

“No, this is better. It’s more experiential. One could never be prejudiced toward one of the same.”

“So I’ll be like you?”

“In many ways. You’ll still be you, though. Don’t worry about that. You’ll just be in your own skin—and very comfortable in it. Ready?”

I looked around at the candles, the censer, and Angel in her minidress and heels, standing there looking incredible and powerful above me. “Ready.”

She stood above and behind me as she held her athamé with both hands and pointed it, her elbows locked. She started in the east and said, “I call the guardian of the east and the element of air to watch over this sacred circle. Open the gate of the east.” I felt a breeze drifting across us from that direction. She worked her way around to all the quarters, calling to them, holding her blade level all the time and opening the gates. I felt the heat from one, calming flow from another, and the strength and earthiness of the last. She bowed her head and then ran her knife in an arc, over and under us, forming a sphere.

I could feel a hum through my body. She began, “Within this sphere of power and protection, I ask for Gabriel to be illuminated, transformed, and brought to the next phase of Gabriel’s life. Transform Gabriel in alignment with Gabriel’s true inner self as was done for me. Bring swift and painless transformation to Gabriel on physical, mental, and spiritual planes so Gabriel can more fully experience life, and we may become closer.”

She took a deep breath and rotated in the circle, drawing her athamé around us. Then she lifted the blade as I was looking up at her, and with both hands, plunged it toward me. I didn’t flinch. She stopped as the tip touched my forehead.

I felt a rush of power flood into my body. I was paralyzed. It raced through my limbs and torso for what seemed like minutes, and then it left me and went into the ground. My heart raced. Angel stooped to lift me by my arms. She helped me to the couch. “Drink this. It’ll help ground you.” She handed me my drink. I slugged the Manhattan down.

My heart stilled. I took a deep breath. “Wow. That was powerful. I can’t believe you actually did that. It must have been my imagination.”

She ran a hand through my hair, gazing at me lovingly as the sun set beyond the light pink candle. “No imagination.” Her eyes flitted about me quickly. “No imagination, dear. Now let’s go inside and dress you properly.”

“Huh?” 
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I helped Angel pick up her things and put them back into the bag. We covered the censer and went inside, taking our empty glasses. Angel put the bag on the counter and took my drink from my hand. “You may need another one of these soon.” She mixed us two more drinks while I cleaned up the cooled leftovers from dinner.

She handed me my drink and held her glass out. I clinked it. She held hers still and said, “To Gabrielle, may she be everything she can be and more.”

“She? Gabrielle?”

“Yes, it sounds more feminine than Gabriel doesn’t it? Drink to it, Gabby.”

We sipped. She was smiling at me. “You look wonderful— your face is so perfect now, no facial hair at all. Your eyebrows are raised, cheeks plumper, lips fuller, hair shinier, and multicolored even.”

“What?”

“Yes, your transformation couldn’t be more perfect. I can’t wait to have a look at your breasts.” She grasped one and squeezed it. “I can’t believe you haven’t noticed these yet.”

I stared down at my shirt, now filled with full breasts as she squeezed them both. My heart raced. “What the hell!?”

“Oh, relax. You’ll get used to them quite quickly, dear.”

“What!? No way.”

I felt between my legs. It was still there. “Oh, thank god.”

“No dear, thank the goddess. It was her doing.”

Angel smiled and ran her hand over my hair. “You’re such a pretty girl now.” Her eyes roamed my body. “It’s a good thing your pants magically adjusted for your hips and butt. Such a lovely shape you have.”

“But I’m not a girl.”

“But you are. It’s what was inside you. It’s what you asked for. I knew this is what you’d become. It’s only natural for you. You were always such a femboy anyway, and your voice is perfect for a girl. It’s what you were missing, why you felt unsure.”

I sat down—before I passed out—and sipped my drink, staring at the floor. What had I done? What had Angel done? “I’m a freak now!”

“No. You’re special. Not a freak. Girls like us are very special.”

I looked up at her, my eyes wide. “You, uh, I, uh...”

“Yes dear. Now you know, and how can you be prejudiced toward me now? If you’re a freak, so am I, but did you ever think of me as a freak before?”

I was angry, confused. “You were never a freak.”

“But now that you know what I am, do you think of me as one?”

I looked into her bright eyes. She sat, pulled her chair close to me, and rested her hands on my knees. She was beautiful. I still loved her. I still thought of her as a her. My beautiful witch called Angel who had just turned me into a shemale. “I still love you. I don’t think I needed to do this to accept you.”

“Think? You see, think shows doubt. Now we’re the same.”

“I wasn’t expecting this.”

“It’s what’s inside you. I knew it was. Just like me. Now you’ll be comfortable, and you won’t have those doubts about who you are. It’s for the best. You’ll see, princess.”

I shook my head and took a deep breath. I felt my breasts, stood, went into the bathroom, and looked in the mirror. I was a pretty, feminine, sexy version of the old me. I was gorgeous. I ran my hands over my hips and bottom. Leaned in and felt my smooth, soft cheek. I throbbed in my pants with the arousal I gave myself. I was hot.

Angel stood behind me. She placed her hand on my shoulder and kissed my neck. “You’re beautiful.”

“I wasn’t expecting this. I wasn’t expecting this. I did not expect this.”

“Trust me, you’ll love being a girl.”

“But I’m not.”

“Am I a girl to you? Have you viewed me as a girl?”

“Of course.”

“Then see? You’re a girl like me now. We’re both very special girls.” She wrapped her arms around my neck. She kissed my lips deeply, and I breathed in the sweet scent of her skin. She broke the kiss and gazed into my eyes. “Come, let’s go to bed.” 
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“I’m so happy this part is finally over so you can make love to me,” Angel said as she slipped out of her dress, folded it, and laid it on the chair. She turned to face me. Her last male vestige showed large and hard in her black lace panties; she stood in sheer, thigh-high, suntan stockings and high heels, her breasts held firm in her matching black lace bra, showing creamy cleavage.

I stood there and my jaw dropped. I looked her up and down.

“You look so shocked, Gabby. Do I look bad?”

I shook my head. “No, you’re even more gorgeous, seeing all of you. I never would have guessed.”

She came close and put one hand on my shoulder, then with the other, she rubbed my hard-on through my pants. “I see you aren’t lying. The sight of me has you hard.” She unbuttoned my shirt and sucked my nipple while squeezing my breast. The sensations it gave me were incredible. I held her head and moaned softly, then said, “Oh god, that feels so nice.”

She slurped off it and unbuttoned my pants, then unzipped them and pulled them to the floor. “Sit on the bed.”

I did and she took my shoes, socks, and pants off. “Won’t be needing these anymore. We’ll clean out your things tomorrow and get new clothes.”

I slid my bikini underwear off and dropped them on the floor. She took my hand and led me to her bed. Pulling back the covers, she exposed black satin sheets. She slid onto them and held her arms out to me. I climbed on and we fell into an embrace and a deep kiss, our breasts crushing against each other, my nipples scraping the rough lace of her bra, sending ripples of sensation through me.

She wrapped her silky, stockinged leg over mine and pressed her thigh against my hardness while she humped against my leg. Her perfume filled my nostrils. I broke the kiss, tugged her bra under her breasts and began sucking and squeezing them. She stroked my hair, kissed my head, and took her hard shaft into her long-fingernailed hand and stroked it. She said, “Suck me, Gabrielle? Please?”

I broke from her breasts and looked at her holding it, her panties pulled under the hairless package. I never would have done such a thing...until now. I wanted to. I wanted to give her pleasure. I slid down, grasped it, and took it between my lips. I looked up at her while I bobbed my head on it, tugging her silky globes. I loved it. It felt so nice in my mouth, and looking up into her eyes showed me how good it felt for her as she gazed lovingly down at me. “Good girl, Gabrielle. Good girl. Isn’t it wonderful to suck it?”

I nodded. Her hands grabbed my head and she began to thrust into my face. “I won’t come right now because I want you to make me come another way. I want you to come inside me. Make love to me, Gabrielle.”

She pulled me from her, and I slid up to her face. She leaned over to her nightstand, took out a tube of lube, and squirted a little in her palm. She reached down and lubed my throbbing shaft while she looked into my eyes.

She wiped her hand on a tissue then spread her legs and pulled them back. Her panties were now pulled to the side, and her shaft throbbed in the air. I slid between her legs, and she pulled me onto her, our breasts crushing. Her hand went to my shaft, and she guided me. “Press my thighs back, princess, so I can get you in.”

I did as she asked, looking down as she guided me into her. I pushed, she pushed back. The head slid in slowly and then it made it past the gate.

“You’re so hot and tight. It feels incredible.” I bottomed it out deep inside her.

She gasped. “Huh, yes, you feel so good inside me. Make love to your girl now.”

I wanted to. I slid almost out and slowly slid back in, looking into her eyes.

“Faster, harder. Take me, my love.”

I pressed her legs back and rammed it into her fast and hard. Her shaft spun in a circle between us, her eyes wide. “That’s it. Don’t stop.”

I pulled out and rammed her several times fast. I couldn’t help it. It was so overwhelming, seeing her this way and being buried inside such a hot and tight place, deep in her... “God!” I whimpered as my body clenched. I held myself stuffed into her, looking in her eyes. She reached down, grabbed her shaft, and jerked it quickly. Then she rolled her eyes as her body spasmed; pearls shot from her shaft onto her belly, and her hole clenched on my rod, squeezing out the last bits of my passion.

I collapsed onto her. We were both trying to catch our breath. “I’m so sorry, Angel. It was too much for me to control. I couldn’t hold back.”

She stroked my hair and breathed in my ear. “It’s okay, my love. Now rest, little girl. Rest and sleep.” 
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In the morning I slid out of bed and into the shower. As I was washing my hair, I heard, “Morning, princess. Mind if I join you?” She entered the shower while I rinsed my hair, and I felt her take my flaccidness into her hot mouth and suck on it. It immediately grew. After I finished rinsing, I put my hands on her head and slowly thrusted into her face, over and over.

She brought me to the edge, and as I squeezed her head tight, ready to shoot my gobs into her face, she pulled off and stood up. We embraced under the rainforest shower head, our bodies slippery and warm, our breasts slipping against one another, nipples hard, as we kissed deeply. Her thigh pressed against my hardness, and I did the same for her.

She dispensed some soap from the wall unit into her palm, reached down and grasped both of our shafts together in one hand, coating them with the slick, scented soap. I humped into it, and she did the same. In seconds, we were both hanging onto each other as our knees went weak and we shuddered together.

She smiled at me, water running down her face, let go of our shafts, and gave me a peck on the lips. “Mmm, lovely way to start the day, huh?”

“Mmm, lovely is right.” We washed each other down with a sponge and a loofa. I washed her hair for her, my long nails massaging her scalp. When we were done, I wrapped a towel around her under her arms and put one on myself as well, covering my breasts.

We dried our hair, brushed our teeth, put on short satin robes, slid into heeled mules, and went into the kitchen.

We started making French toast together. Angel said, “So, how does it feel to be the girl you were always meant to be?”

“Odd. I mean, good, but it almost feels like I never was what I was before. This feels so much more natural.”

“Good. I won’t ask if last night was good. I know you enjoyed it. All of it. Even sucking me, didn’t you?”

I nodded as I lay the slices into the pan.

“Did you ever think of sucking one before? Be honest.”

“Well, I never thought I’d do it. I did wonder what it was like and why a girl would even do it.”

“And now you know?”

“Oh yeah. It’s fantastic. I love it.”

“So it’s okay to have a girlfriend with one... like me?”

“I wouldn’t want it any other way. I don’t know if I could ever be with a regular girl now. Of course, I can’t compare because I never had one.”

“Maybe you should. There are girls who like girls like us.”

“Nah. I’d rather have you.”

“You mean a girl like me?”

“You. But a girl like you makes more sense for me anyway. Especially now that I know how much I like you having that under your skirt.”

We put the French toast on the plates and sat down. I crossed my hairless legs and bounced a foot, observing my Angel. I couldn’t help but smile at her. I ate a piece of toast.

She laughed at me. “You look so happy.”

“I am. Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Well, you’re not who you were yesterday.”

“Nope! And I hope never to be that again. This is much better. And I have you too, now that you felt safe to share with me. Life is perfect.”

“Maybe you should try a real man. You might like that better even.”

“Have you had one?”

“One? More than one. I love real men too.”

“Then you should have one... or several.”

“Eh, they’re fun to play with, but to live with? I’d rather live with you. It’s you I love.”

“Me too. I can’t even imagine having done to me what I did to you last night.”

“Why?”

“Well, it’s just that...”

“What, you don’t want to be on the receiving end? Does it make you feel less of a person? So you’ll always be the giver and me the receiver?”

I thought about it. “I don’t think any less of you from me doing that to you. Like you submitted to me or something. That’s not it...it’s just...”

“Having someone in there? You think it’s gross?”

“Kinda.”

“Well, it could be if it was done when you have to poop. You see that attachment I have in the shower? That’s for after a poop to make you nice and clean and ready for something like that. I use it when I think I’ll be doing that. I did yesterday, and you can attest it was nice and clean.”

I nodded. Rolled my eyes.

“You’ll see. It’s no big deal. As a matter of fact, I think you should do it regularly for a while and get used to it. Do it after breakfast, and you’ll see how good it feels to be so clean.”

“Angel!” I laughed.

“Be a big girl now. Don’t you think I’d like to take you that way sometime? Not to mention a real man taking you and what you’d miss not having one.”

“Oh gosh, Angel. This is too much. Really.” I bounced a leg over the other and throbbed in my panties thinking about being penetrated like that. The intimacy...the connectedness of it. Feeling the person spew their passion deep inside me. I felt my face flush.

She grinned. “See? The spell is making you more sensual and sexual too. You want it. You know you want it. You want a real man inside you as he reaches the pinnacle of his pleasure and deposits his passion deep inside you.”

I felt an electric sensation go through my body, and I nearly came between my thighs as I bounced my leg. I rolled my eyes, feeling my face grow hot.

Her hand rested on mine. She looked deep into my eyes. “It’s okay, honey. You’re a girl now, and that’s exactly how a girl like you should feel. It’s a part of you. Girls are receptacles for passion. We love being on the receiving end. Enjoy it. You want it, right? Admit it.”

I took a deep breath, nodded, looked at her sheepishly, shrugged my shoulders.

“Good girl. Today, we’ll load up your new wardrobe and buy all the wonderful feminine things a girl needs. Then tonight, we go out on the town. Maybe you can experience a real man immersing himself in your new self and see what you think.”

“I glared at her. “Angel, no... Just us.”

“If you say so. Remember, that spell was to bring lovers to you as well. It was also to increase your sensuality and sexuality. You won’t be able to resist a real man any more than you can resist me.”

I rolled my eyes, ate, stared at my plate. I thought about different guys I knew. I throbbed in my panties. My face flushed. I never would have imagined feeling this way. I bounced my leg and thought about a hot guy as I finished my breakfast, and Angel smiled, watching me knowingly.

“Okay, princess. Go do your morning thing, get in the shower and clean out. When you’re dressed for shopping, let me know.

I did as I was told and went to the kitchen dressed in a casual miniskirt and heels with a tank top and jean coat. “I feel so pretty. I’m ready.”

“Good girl.” Angel stood from reading her phone at the island and led me by the hand into the bedroom. “Lie on the bed and lift your butt.”

“What?”

“You cleaned out, right?”

“Yeah.”

“How was it?”

“Not bad.”

“Good. This will get you used to having something in there. Now on the bed and lift your butt.”

I got on the bed and looked back at her. She lubed a soft pink plug and slid my panties aside, then pressed it against my hole. “Ew, that’s cold. Stop pressing so hard.”

“Relax and I won’t have to.” She reached around and rubbed me in my panties. “That’s it. Make it nice and hard. It’s easier when it’s hard.” She stroked me and continued to press the plug against me. I felt myself relax and pushed back on it willingly. It slid in. I gasped. She let the panties cover it and let me go.

“How’s that?”

I stood up and walked. “Weird. Feels nice, actually.”

“See? Okay, let’s go.” 
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We sure did fill my wardrobe. I was taken by all the options available to women and the way everything made me look so nice. I now had more women’s clothes and things than I ever had when I masqueraded as a guy.

We washed the clothes and underwear, then organized it all and put it away. My old clothes went into Salvation Army bags in the trunk of my car. When we had finished, it was time to get ready to go out. Whether it was the plug inside me all day while we walked around or thinking of a person inside me or the spell—I felt more sensual, sexual, and alive than ever.

We took a break on the patio. “I’m bushed. That was a lot of work.”

“Seems you enjoyed it. Now you know why women like to shop.”

I nodded and sipped my gin and tonic. “I can see how women accumulate so much clothing and so many shoes now. I have more than I ever had before. I can’t wait to get dressed for dinner. Don’t know if it’s the plug or the spell or being in such a great body, but I’m feeling so alive and so, so...horny.”

“It’s a combination of all of it, I’m sure. You’ll look and feel incredible in that new dress and those sexy high heels. Just wait and see.” She rolled her eyes. “You’ll feel like a dream. There’s a new upscale restaurant I’ve been wanting to try. I’ll make reservations if that sounds good.”

“Absolutely. More sensual pleasures to indulge in.”

“Exactly.” She took out her phone while I took in the sweet breeze on my legs and in my hair. I sniffed my wrist. The fragrance infused me with femininity, and I bounced a leg in my heels, looking at my pretty painted toenails. I was in some sort of heaven. I was literally spellbound. 
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We rinsed off in the shower, removed my plug, and washed it, then did our hair and makeup side by side. I loved seeing the new me looking back with the same eyes as before, but with a glimmer and spark in them that had never existed.

We went into the bedroom and laid out our outfits. We sat side by side as we slid our gossamer-thin, silky black stockings up our legs and attached them to our black lace garter belts. Next, black satin and lace panties slid over our hard shafts and held them pressed back against our abdomens. My dress was a silky black halter-top minidress, and Angel’s was silver; we slid them over our bodies and adjusted our breasts in the tops. Shadows of our nipples were visible beneath the fabric. Crop tops went on next to enable us to hide the nipples should we choose to.

We fastened the ankle straps of our fetishy strappy high heels. We stood and took tiny steps to the dresser, where we applied our jewelry and perfume. We loaded our purses and went to the full-length mirror hand in hand.

Angel beamed at me in the mirror. “Mirror, mirror, on the wall, who’s the prettiest girl of all?”

We each said the other’s name and turned to hug and laugh. We kissed deeply. “Angel, I truly love you. More now than ever. You’ve given me such a gift.”

“I did nothing but ask. You were given what you were meant to be. Wait and see what the universe conspires to deliver tonight. I can only imagine.”

“I don’t need anymore. Not with you.”

“Gabrielle, you don’t even know what you don’t know right now. You’ll see.” 
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We were greeted at the door of the restaurant by an intriguing couple. Their hands flew out to shake ours as they flashed smiles. “Welcome! I’m Simon, and this is my wife, Colette. Thank you for coming tonight.”

We shook hands with both of them. “Reservations?” he asked.

“Yes,” Angel said, “Angel and Gabrielle.”

Their eyes lit up. Colette held Simon’s hand as he smiled and said, “Yes, I was wondering what beautiful people would be associated with such...divine names. And divine you both are. I have a feeling we’ve been blessed by you choosing us tonight.”

Angel and I laughed, and she said, “Well, that is quite the welcome. Thank you.” Her eyes roamed his face and hair, then went to his wife, who was inspecting both of us as well. Seemed there was a little bit of chemistry happening. Colette took two heavy menus in her arm, resting them on her firm breast. From the smoothness of her tight-fitting dress, it was obvious she wore no bra, or possibly even panties beneath it. Her tanned skin had a silky glow about it; her shapely legs begged to be touched, right down to the curve of her ankle in her strappy stilettos.

Simon cleared his throat. “Well, excuse my pause, please. The first drink is on us. Let us take you to your table.” Simon led us in his perfectly tailored pinstripe suit, walking tall and proud as we followed with Colette behind us. They both held our chairs to seat us and pushed them in while we held our short dresses under us. Colette handed each of us a menu.

He ran through the specials for the evening as she poured our waters and then took our drink orders. A server came by the table and when our hosts were done, he introduced himself with a French accent. Colette and Simon wished us a good evening and said they would check back on us soon. They seemed to linger even after Angel thanked them, their eyes taking us in like people admiring the Mona Lisa.

Angel leaned in toward me and placed her hand on my stockinged thigh, squeezing it. “Wow. Did you feel that?” ‘

“It sure felt weird.”

“No. I mean, well, yes, weird but...they were practically in rapture over us. I think this is the universe again.”

“Really?”

“We could have come here a few times by now. I’ve been wanting to...But I didn’t do it until now, after the spell happened. It’s because of your spell.”

I sipped my water daintily. “Sounds spooky.”

“Not spooky. Meant to be. I think Simon will be...” She looked up and the server had our drinks.

We took them, he left, and then we clinked. Angel said, “To you having a real man tonight. A real handsome, taken man.”

I sipped while I throbbed in my panties, crossed my legs and bounced a leg. “No way. I won’t do that. Besides, he’s married. Can’t happen.”

“Can happen. And I think his wife is as into us as he is. I don’t think she’s wearing anything but that dress and heels.” She motioned her head toward Colette.

I looked, and Colette was bending over a table, placing a candle. “Sure looks like there’s nothing under that. She’s gorgeous too.”

Angel grinned. “This is gonna be great. The food sounds fabulous too.” She opened her menu and began to peruse it. “Foie gras on puff pastry with blackberry compote and brie drizzle. Mmm. That’s a must have.”

We took our time and ended up having two appetizers, each paired with small pours of well-chosen wines followed by a bottle of cabernet with our entrees. Fabulous desserts with espresso. When we were done with our leisurely dining, between my new body, the clothing, Angel caressing my leg beneath the table, our cocktails and the wine, Simon winking and smiling, Colette checking on us, her hand caressing our shoulders as she did so, and our handsome French server cutting our meat, I was in some kind of heaven, at the height of a sensual and almost sexual experience.

Simon and Colette came by the table. He asked, “How was everything, ladies?” His eyes were locked on mine.

“Fabulous, Simon. Best we ever had,” I assured him.

“That’s wonderful,” Colette said. “Mind if we buy you an after-dinner drink and join you?”

I looked at Angel. “Angel and I would love that. Thank you.”

Simon stopped the passing server and ordered us all ice wines. Colette sat by me and Simon by Angel. Her foot grazed my calf, then it stopped and stayed there. She slid it gently up and down, smiling at me, and said, “You girls seem different in a very nice way. Not like most girls. Simon and I were so taken by you when you walked in that we became a bit flustered.”

Her leg slid sensually against mine. Simon nodded and said, “Yes, we thought we should get to know you both better.” Our drinks arrived, and they raised their glasses to us. “To getting to know each other better.”

We clinked glasses and sipped. “Mmm, very nice,” I said. “Thank you.”

“Glad you like it. So, what makes you girls so special? It’s like an energy I feel when I look at either of you.”

Colette laughed. “Yes, an energy that seems to make me...well, aroused. It’s as if we were all meant to meet somehow.”

I felt my face flush. Angel nodded and said, “We have that effect on some people. First off, though, you’re right. We aren’t like other girls. We’re very special.” She looked around and leaned in toward them. “We have something not many women have between their legs. Something hard and long.” She sat back, grinning.

Simon and Colette both inspected us, their eyes flitting over our hair, face, breasts. Simon tilted his head. “Wow. A dream come true. It’s been a fantasy of Colette’s and mine to have girlfriends just like you. What are the odds of us meeting like this? We must get to know each other more.”

Angel rubbed Simon’s leg. Colette placed my hand on her silky bare leg and slid it, then said, “Yes, we must get to know you girls more. Please, come with us to our place. It’s not far from here.” They both gauged our reactions. Angel and I smiled and looked at each other, then she said, “Sure. Thank you. That would be lovely.”

I took my credit card and placed it in the check folder. Simon took the folder, removed my card and handed it back to me. “No, it’s on us. Please. We don’t charge new friends, and we hope to be yours.”

“Thank you.” I slugged down the wine as Colette’s hand glided on my stockinged leg, and I throbbed in my panties. Everyone finished their drinks, and we all stood.

“You can ride with us or follow us. Whatever you like.”

Angel looked at me and shrugged. I said, “We’ll leave our car here then.”

We went out the door, and the valet brought their BMW 750i around for us. Simon held the door for the front seat for me, and Colette opened the back for Angel, then slid in behind her.

We drove off. I could see Simon was already hard for me with the tent in his pants beneath his seatbelt. I couldn’t help staring at it. He glanced over and caught me. “My apologies, I can’t help the reaction you give me.”

“Oh, no. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to stare at it.”

Colette spoke from the back seat. “Gabrielle, he loves when women stare at it. Go ahead and take it out, honey, and see if you can take your eyes off it then.”

Simon glanced at me and shrugged. “Sure. Admire it. I love the attention.”

I leaned over, unzipped his pants, and took out his entire shaved silky package. It leapt up into the air like a rocket above shaved peaches. I wrapped my fingers, with their long, painted nails, around the thick shaft, squeezing it and feeling the heft of it. I stroked it, staring at it—the purple head, the huge vein running over it, the pulse inside it. The tip oozed, and I bent down and licked it off. I couldn’t help taking as much of it as I could into my mouth and bobbing my head on it while running my tongue around it.

Simon’s hand rested gently on my head. “You’re fabulous. Do you like it?”

I looked up and nodded, mumbling around it. “Mmm, umph, umph.”

“Would you like me to make love to you with it?”

I mumbled again and nodded. “Mmmmmm....mmmmm. Humph.”

He laughed and lifted my head from it. “We’re here.” I sat up and wiped off my lips. We were parked behind a big old Victorian. I lowered the visor and redid my lipstick. Colette and Angel were kissing in the back seat, their hands beneath each other’s dresses.

Simon opened Colette’s door. “Okay, ladies. Like to go inside, or would you prefer to stay here?” He laughed.

The girls got out. Colette came around and put her arm around my shoulders, kissed me on the cheek, and said, “You two are so hot. So sexy. Someone besides Simon will need to make love to me.”

We climbed the steps and entered through tall double doors. Simon led the way into the parlor and poured us all drinks. We sat at the bar and chatted while Colette and Simon caressed our legs and kissed us. I was enamored with them both, and I could tell Angel was no less so.

When we had all achieved a lovely buzz, Simon said, “Well, ladies? Shall we adjourn to the bedchamber?” His eyes went back and forth between us. Angel smiled at me and nodded excitedly. I rolled my eyes and laughed. “Why not?”

We all climbed the stairs. Simon pulled the covers back, revealing black satin sheets. He began to disrobe, laying his clothes neatly on a chair. Colette tugged me onto the bed with her and lifted her legs back in her heels, her dress riding up to her waist, exposing her perfectly smooth and wet orifice.

She guided me to her and inside her. I pressed her thighs back and began to thrust. Simon was stroking and lubing his pole as he smiled down at me and said, “Ready, princess?”

I nodded and he slid on the bed, pulled aside my panties and slid it between my cheeks. His hands on my hips, he pressed it against my hole. I pushed back, helping it, slipping out of Colette. I pressed and pushed, and it stretched me. Finally, it made it past the gate, and I gave a gasp.

“Okay, princess?”

I nodded and Colette guided me back into her tight, hot, and wet heaven. Simon began to impale me deeper and deeper until he was all the way in. My body was electrified, my eyes wide as I looked into Colette's gorgeous, made-up eyes. I turned to the side to see Angel standing there. She had lifted her dress and was stroking herself and watching us. She smiled and said, “Good girl, Gabrielle. You look so beautiful like that.”

Simon was thrusting inside me, my hips held fast with his huge hands. Each of his thrusts sent me into Colette while she stroked my hair and moaned. I kissed her neck and squeezed her breasts; her perfume wafted to my nostrils.

Angel came up the top of the bed and slid on. She moved her shaft before my face and held it by my lips. Colette and I took turns indulging in her lovely shaft while Simon did all the work down below. He began to go faster and harder. I pressed Colette’s thighs back allowing me to slam into her with each of Simon’s thrusts. He slapped my bottom a few times, making it tingle.

Colette’s body shook and shuddered as she moaned and cried out with pleasure, clenching me tightly inside her. I sucked on Angel while Colette caught her breath and stroked my hair.

Simon withdrew almost all the way then shoved himself deep and hard into me, in turn shoving me deep and hard into Colette. He pounded us repeatedly like that while my head bobbed, held on Angel’s shaft by her hands, and she thrusted into my face.

Simon almost pulled out and then thrusted back in, stretching me out as he impaled me. It felt as if it would come out my throat. It sent an electric current through me from head to toe, and I oozed from my shaft, right on the edge of release.

He shoved his thick, long drill all the way in and held it deep inside me. His hands crushed my hips while he swelled and shrank in me. He grunted and his body clenched, his shaft swelled, shooting his fluids deep into me. I came immediately inside Colette, who shook and shuddered again beneath me while Angel flooded my mouth with her luscious load of cream. I swallowed voraciously as my body shook and twitched uncontrollably. Simon withdrew then stuffed himself into me, one last time, up to my throat.

We all collapsed, our breath choppy and gasping. Simon rolled off me to the side. Angel came around and spooned me. Colette embraced me, crushing our breasts together, and then we kissed deeply while Angel stroked my hair and kissed my neck. “I love you, Gabrielle,” she whispered into my ear.

Colette broke our kiss, looking deep into my eyes and said, “I love you, Gabrielle.” We kissed deeply for some time, our legs entwined. 
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I woke in the morning, Angel’s mouth actively sending ripples of pleasure into me. I slid around and took her silky hardness into my mouth, and we both got into time together as we ran our tongues around each other’s shafts and bobbed our heads on them. I felt the bed shaking as Simon pounded Colette brutally; her eyes were wide as her legs twitched and she moaned. I felt her hand rest gently on my head while I paid attention to my dance with Angel.

Soon, Angel and I were both at our peaks and flooding each other’s mouths simultaneously. We disengaged and slid back together, head to head. We embraced each other tightly and watched as Simon split Colette in two, her feet flailing by her head. Her body spasmed, and Simon held fast as his body tensed and he locked eyes with her. I could see the remainder of his thick shaft at Colette’s entrance as it pulsed inside her and filled her with his passion. Pearls seeped out around his shaft.

He collapsed upon her, and they caught their breath while Angel and I cuddled together, still wearing the clothes we’d worn the night before.

In a short while, Simon lifted himself up and stood. His half-hard shaft swung as he put his clothes on. Colette slid off the bed, into her shoes, and pulled her dress down over her hips. Simon put his arm around her, looked to Angel and me and said, “I make a mean breakfast. Will you stay for it, or shall we take you home directly?”

“Breakfast sounds great,” Angel said.

We all ate a fantastic meal, and then Simon and Colette drove us back to our car. On the way he said, “So ladies, thank you for the marvelous evening. Did you have a good time?”

“Fabulous,” Angel said.

“Incredible. Thank you,” I said as I squeezed his hand on the console.

“Good. Then we must do this again. You know, we aren’t the only couple who would enjoy the company of two incredible creatures as yourselves. We have some patrons who come to our restaurant and would love to have dinner with you two and see where it goes. You’d be given all the information about them, but they would never be given yours unless you wished to give it to them. There’d be no pressure for anything more than dinner unless you decided to. They’d pay for your dinner and drinks. Should you decide to enjoy their company after dinner, you could pick the place and proceed. These are all married couples and very upstanding people. Very safe and clean as well. What do you girls think? Would you be interested in a little socializing like that?” He glanced at me, then to the rearview to look at Angel. He pulled up next to our car and shut his off.

I turned in the seat to look back at Angel. Her face was blank. We stared at each other.

Simon continued, “Think about it. I’ll tell you what—come to dinner tonight. It’s on the house. We’ll point out a couple who will be there tonight and tell you about them. If you don’t want to, then that is that. But if you’re intrigued by them, then we’ll introduce you.”

My heart raced in my chest at the thought of what we’d be doing. Angel stared blankly at me, waiting for my response. 
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I stammered, “Uh, gosh, I uh...” I looked at Angel’s face for an indication of what we should do. She shrugged. A grin moved her lips. She licked them, her eyes smiling.

I slid my hand on my thigh and throbbed in my panties. “Uh...”

Angel knew how I was feeling. I think she felt the same as she said, “Sounds wonderful. Absolutely spellbinding. Variety is the spice of life.”

Simon beamed. “Wonderful. Then we’ll see you this evening. This couple’s reservation is for 5:30, and they like to have drinks and appetizers for about an hour before dinner. You can come earlier and have a drink before they arrive so you can see them enter. Sound good?”

Angel laughed. “Wow. This is crazy. Exciting but crazy.”

“Yes. Good. We hope you’ll both enjoy it immensely. If you chose not to take it further, then at least you’ll have a wonderful free dinner.”

He gave me a kiss, Colette kissed Angel, and we left and got into our car.

I waved to them as they drove off. “Do you hear what we’re doing? I can’t believe it. We’re going to be escorts.”

“Not escorts.”

“Hookers, then.”

“No, only if we want to. But even if we do, they’re not paying us, just buying dinner. I look at it this way: we’re two popular girls who are socializing with understanding people who have a taste for the finer things in life... like us. Discriminating people. It’s our choice as to whether we deepen our relationship with them or not.”

“True.” I crossed my legs and caressed my thighs, feeling the bright sunshine on them. I throbbed as I thought about meeting strangers like that. “Will they be nice? Good looking? Fun to talk with?”

“If they’re like Simon and Colette, they’ll be great. We’ll be making new friends and expanding our discretionary time options. It’ll be good. See? I told you the spell would bring you lovers. Now you’re spellbound to a new and more exciting life.”

“Exciting? I guess that’s why my heart’s racing and I’m all aroused by the thought of it. Gosh. I feel so sexy and desired.”

“As you should. You’re beautiful. I love seeing you grow like this.” She lifted my hand off the console and kissed the back of it. “I love you, Gabrielle.”

“I love you too.”

I looked out the window. Handsome men, gorgeous women, all interested in us. It was somewhat unnerving and yet... it held me totally... spellbound. 
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We showered and spent the day relaxing in the sunshine on the patio in our bikinis and sipping iced tea. When it was time, we took showers, cleaning diligently with the attachment, and I felt like a million bucks, silky and fresh.

Angel came over and sat on my lap. She wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a kiss on the cheek. “So, pretty girl, ready to get really pretty? Shall we get ready for our dates?”

I shook my head and rolled my eyes as I ran a hand through her hair. “Ready and excited about it, but nervous.”

“Don’t be nervous. Let the excitement fill you with energy and feel your new sensual self. For me, it has the effect of making me feel more powerful, confident, attractive and...very, very aroused. Every time I think of the way Simon made love to you while you made love to Colette, it sends a flood of arousal and amorousness through me. I loved seeing how much you immersed yourself in her while Simon immersed himself in you.”

My bikini was filled with my desire. My body felt alert and alive. “I guess I feel that way too. The nervousness is just a small part of the total effect.” I ran my hand on her silky thigh, looking at my long, painted nails. “I can push the nerves to the background.”

“Good girl. Now let’s go get ready.”

I took my time doing my makeup, hair, and lips, making my presentation extra special. I sprayed my body with perfume before I sat down and slid on the expensive, gossamer-thin stockings and attached them to a black lace garter belt. I slid on a matching pair of crotchless panties, which framed and lifted my rigid shaft and hairless globes. I slipped into the sexy, extra high stilettos and fastened the ankle straps.

I slipped into my sheer black bra feeling the silkiness of the fabric on my hard nipples as I adjusted the straps. The dress caressed my legs as I slid it up and over my hips and bottom, then put my arms through the straps. I adjusted my cleavage; my nipples showed lightly through the stretchy fabric of the V-neck top. I smoothed the flared hem over my hips and walked to the mirror.

I put on my jewelry, right down to two ankle bracelets, and sprayed perfume under my dress and over myself. I placed the bottle in my shoulder purse and took myself in from head to toe. I was the image of a woman I’d always desired but never found. Now I was her. I leapt and fell beneath the dress without a visible hint that I was doing so. I grabbed myself in the silky fabric and stroked my hard-on while I took in my shape and feminine beauty, then tried to see the soul behind my eyes.

I remembered Colette, Simon, the sensations, the bliss. My breath became choppy as I continued to feel my body filling with pleasure from head to toe. I stroked myself fervently. A hand slid on my shoulder, and a kiss landed on my neck. “Atta girl, feel your sensuality, your femininity, your sexuality and beauty, and know how wonderful you’ll make others feel. That’s it, stroke your wonderful sissy toy, you little princess.”

“Huh, uh...” I stopped stroking before I messed my dress. My shaft beneath it bobbed and danced, the tip rubbing the silky fabric, sending shivers through me. I held onto Angel for support. “Oh god. So this is what it’s like to be like you? It’s incredible.” I kissed her lightly on her lips.

“Mmm, delicious, isn’t it? It demonstrates how pale and lifeless it is to be a regular male, don’t you think?”

I took a deep breath and straightened my dress, checked my hair in the mirror. “God, yes.”

She kissed my cheek. “It’s time we leave. Ready to see if we can make some new acquaintances? Ready to be lusted for and an object of affection used for giving pleasure and release?” She grinned.

A shudder ran through me. I took a deep breath. 
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Simon and Colette greeted us cheerily and led us to a round booth in what once was a bank vault in the building’s past life. The room had an arched ceiling, and the sounds of the restaurant nearly disappeared as we entered it. The walls and curved ceiling were covered in light beige, sound-attenuating panels. Wall sconces cast soft illumination, and soothing music played quietly.

It was as if we had entered another place entirely. Simon motioned for us to sit. I slipped my dress beneath my thighs and felt the cool leather on them as I slid in, followed by Angel. She asked, “How will we see them enter if we’re in here?”

Simon smiled and pointed to a tablet on the wall where we saw a video image of the entrance. Another tablet next to it was focused on the hostess station, where an entering customer would stand. A third tablet covered the remainder of the restaurant.

Colette brought us drinks, and they both sat and told us about our potential dining companions. “They’re both doctors of psychiatry at the local university,” Simon said. He handed us a printed note with their names, email, phone number, and address on it. We looked at it while he talked. “They’re married, no children; she’s twenty-seven, and he’s twenty-nine. A very nice and interesting couple.”

Angel put the information in her purse. I looked at the tablet monitors. “So, what do we do if we like what we see?”

“Stand outside the vault, and we’ll bring them over. If you don’t come out right away, we’ll seat them at a table, and you can introduce yourselves later if you like, or not at all. All set?”

We looked at each other. “Seems so,” I said.

Colette kissed each of us on the cheeks. “Enjoy, ladies.”

They left and we sipped our drinks and watched the monitors. I laughed. “Wow. Quite the secret little alcove here, isn’t it? Seems like something a mafia boss would use for dinner.”

“Yeah, pretty weird. Nice, though. It’s so quiet in here. Even with the light music, I could hear a pin drop. Very romantic too.”

We looked around the little room. A subtle chime went off. We looked at the tablets. Angel gasped and covered her mouth, her eyes wide. A tall, handsome man looking like a young Pierce Brosnan, wearing black jeans, a gray and black herringbone sport-coat with a white, collarless shirt unbuttoned partway to a hairless chest, led a tiny, gorgeous woman in a revealing minidress and heels. She took tiny steps in her high heels; she held his arm as they walked from the front door to the hostess station.

There we took in their gorgeous, smiling faces. She flipped her bleached blonde hair growing from the top of her head, revealing the short-cropped sides of black hair.

Angel grasped my hand and tugged me from the booth as she hurried to take us out of the alcove. We stood outside it as Angel smiled and waved at them. “Michael, Denise—over here.”

They looked at us and smiled. Simon motioned for them to go ahead, and he followed with menus. Angel was quick to give Michael a hug and a kiss on the lips, followed by his wife. I stood there, not quite knowing what to do. Denise kissed me lightly on the lips, her tiny hand resting on my shoulder, and Michael followed suit.

“You must be our guests for dinner.”

“Yes. I’m Angel, and this is Gabrielle.”

“Nice to meet you both. So glad you’re dining with us. Please, let’s be seated.” He motioned for us to go in. I slid into the booth. Angel motioned for Michael to follow. Angel slid in next and Denise after her.

I crossed my legs beneath the table, feeling Michael’s thigh against mine. His hand slid to my leg. “Love your stockings, so sheer and silky. Might be the same kind my wife wears. So few women wear them anymore.”

“I know. I love them. They seem to finish the look better than just a bare leg. Feel nice to wear too.” I rested my hand on his and slid it on my leg. “You could do that all night, and I wouldn’t mind a bit.”

Denise and Angel were already smiling, touching each other, leaning into each other, and being as close as old friends. Colette brought us drinks, exchanged a few words with her regular customers, and told us about the specials before leaving.

Michael lifted his glass. “To new friends. May we all add to our options for our discretionary time.”

Angel’s eyes popped open. We all sipped, and then she said, “Interesting. I just said that to Gabrielle today. That meeting a couple like you could do that.”

“Really? What a coincidence. It’s true, though. Once one opens up to meeting new and interesting people, life can change for the better. Become more entertaining, gratifying. As humans, we’re socially wired to desire such things, but we end up in our little circle of life, never widening it. Simon and Colette are amazing people. They understand that and try to cater to customers who are open to such things. Their place here becomes more like a dinner club or country club with the relationships it builds.”

I had to ask, looking at Denise, “So have you two done this often? I mean, have you met many couples in this way?”

She flipped her hair, and a smile spread across her pretty, girlish face. She looked more like sixteen than twenty-seven. I was riveted by her luscious, painted lips, flashing white teeth, and girlish voice as she spoke. “Some. Some more interesting than others. Some more mainstream in their interests. We both had a desire to meet special women like you two, but that isn’t always easy. Women like you tend to hide it or be afraid of revealing it. Thankfully, Simon and Colette found you and convinced you enough to give it a try. There are more couples with interests like us around than you’d think.”

“So you haven’t met women like us here?”

She shook her head. “Unfortunately not. So about you two. It appears you’ve both had a good number of implants done, and you’re quite shapely. If you don’t mind me asking, was that always something you wanted?”

Angel and I looked at each other. Angel sipped her drink then said, “Uh, we... Well, I think I always wanted this but repressed it for a long time. Gabrielle didn’t know she wanted to be like she is until much later. You could say she hadn’t become spellbound by it yet.”

“Spellbound.” Michael said. “Interesting word. Very powerful. As if there were no other choice. That seems to be a common feeling amongst girls like you.”

“Do you feel there is a choice?”

“There’s always a choice. Some people may not make good choices, though, as you two have. Some disregard their inner selves and toss away opportunity. It certainly suits both of you. Do you feel as if it does?”

We both nodded.

“Then it was a good choice. Congratulations on having the courage to pursue it.”

We ordered appetizers and had another drink while we chatted. I could tell Michael had his other hand on Angel’s leg and Denise had her hand on Angel’s other leg. Both of Angel’s hands disappeared beneath the table when she wasn’t eating or drinking. We were four very sensual people, continually caressing and making one another desirous.

I slipped my hand onto Michael’s lap and gave his hardness a squeeze in his jeans. He smiled broadly at me. “Very nice. Thank you, Gabrielle.”

“Quite welcome. I just had to feel it.” I laughed and placed my hand on his to start it gliding on my leg again. “But I’m somewhat selfish. Your hand feels so good.”

We dined on a several-course dinner with some fine wines to go with it. Conversation was easy and quite interesting, with their background as psychiatrists and their varied interests in life. We hit it off remarkably well, and we all enjoyed each other’s company. So much so, I think Angel and I were both feeling rather infatuated with them and were developing genuine affection for them as well. It would be easy to fall in love with them both.

After espressos and dessert, Denise asked, “So ladies, would you like to join us at our place for a nightcap? You’re welcome to stay over if you’d like. We have wonderful accommodations.” She gave us a crooked smile as she ran her hand on Angel’s leg, gazing into her eyes lovingly. Denise looked to me, as did Michael. “Gabrielle, dear? Would you please join us for nightcaps? We’d love to have you both.”

I grinned. “Well, I don’t know. We just don’t seem to have any chemistry between us, and we can’t even carry on a conversation. Plus, I’ll bet Michael will probably want to immerse himself in Angel or me.”

They looked at me dumbfounded.

“Don’t look so distraught. I was only kidding! At least about the lack of chemistry and conversation.” 
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We drove like we had the night before with Simon and Colette. It was almost like déjà vu. I was looking forward to enjoying many of the same things as last night, but with them. I could tell Angel was as aroused as I was, and I bet she was throbbing in her panties the same way, anticipating intimacy with these two wonderful, gorgeous people.

I held Michael’s hand as he drove, and his thumb rubbed the back of mine slowly and gently. Glancing back to Angel, I saw her arm around Denise’s shoulder, and Denise was leaning on her while Angel stroked her hair and they whispered. Denise’s stockinged leg was over Angel’s, and she slowly slid it against her. We were in for a fantastic night. I was so full of anticipation I could have messed my dress right there.

We pulled up a switchback drive to an ultra-modern-looking house of white and glass set upon a hill. We drove beneath it and exited the car. Michael and Denise walked hand in hand, leading us into an elevator that opened upstairs into a room with vaulted ceilings and floor-to-ceiling windows. Spotlights outside illuminated the trees and yard beyond.

I gasped at the sight.

Michael laughed. “Yes, it has that effect at first. That’s what sold us on this house. It isn’t terribly large, but the placement on the lot and the simplicity of the design foster an appreciation of the nature surrounding the very unnatural house. A lovely contrast. Beauty comes from contrasts to some extent.”

Denise held my arm. “Like you two. The best of opposites combined.” She kissed my cheek.

Michael called out, “Jeeves, dim the lights to five, light the fireplace, turn on soft music.”

It all happened. “Hmm, very nice,” I said.

“Please. Let me make all you girls a nightcap.” He walked behind the bar, and we all took seats at it and watched him mix our drinks. I swiveled in the seat to take in the room surrounding us. It was a dramatic difference from Simon and Colette’s Victorian but no less beautiful.

Simon placed the drinks on the white quartz bar and came around. He sat next to Angel and turned in his seat to face us all as he raised his long-stemmed glass and said, “To a long and deep friendship.” We all raised ours and sipped the martinis.

“Mmm, nice. What’s the floral flavor and scent?”

“St. Germain Elderflower,” he said as he slid his hand on Angel’s shoulders and gazed at her. “You two are such flowers yourselves. I felt it appropriate.”

Angel slid her one crossed leg against the other. I could tell she was hard in her panties. She slid her ankle against Michael’s leg and smiled up at him, leaning in for a kiss. “Thank you.”

He kissed her lightly on the lips. “Truth needs no thanks.”

Denise’s hand slid onto my thigh and caressed it while she gazed into my eyes. “I’ve never had a girl like you make love to me before. Would you be willing to?”

I throbbed in my panties, ran a hand though her blonde, flip haircut and held the back of her head as I leaned in and lightly kissed her painted lips. “I gazed at her young girl’s face. Mmm, that would be lovely.”

We all sat at the bar sipping our drinks and touching and talking until we finished them. Michael made us another round. The sexual tension we were feeling was high, and I was very ready to release it, and I could tell Angel was as well. It seemed Michael and Denise were expert at arousal and building our desire for them.

When we had finished our drinks and I had more than just a little buzz, Denise stood and took my hand. “Ready, girls? I think it’s time for us all to go to bed.” I stood, catching myself as I almost rolled an ankle.

Denise caught me and held my arm tightly. “Oh my. Are you okay, Gabrielle?”

“Uh, yes, just a little tipsy.”

She placed my purse on my shoulder and wrapped her arm around me, still holding my one arm. She followed Michael, who had lifted Angel up in his arms and was carrying her ahead of us to the staircase.

He took Angel into the bedroom and with one hand swept back the coverings, then laid her on the bed. Angel laughed and slid onto one side and up to the headboard, smiling. She adjusted the top of her dress and ran her fingers though her hair, her eyes bright for what was to come.

“Get in, Gabrielle,” Denise said. I slid into the bed next to Angel. We looked at them both as they stood there, smiling. Michael held Denise’s hand as he said, “Sleep as long as you like and sleep well. We’ll make breakfast in the morning for you. Thank you so much for joining us this evening. It’s been wonderful.”

They walked out of the room and closed the door. Angel and I looked at each other.


14

We were so shocked, we both lost any libido we had, and in our depressed and inebriated state, fell asleep.

I woke before Angel and went into the en suite shower, where bathrobes and slippers sat on shelves by the shower. I stripped and showered, washed all my makeup off and dried my hair with the dryer from a holster on the wall. There were unopened toothbrushes and travel-size toothpastes for us, and I brushed my teeth.

Angel came in when I was finishing and stripped and got into the shower. “Quite the disappointment, wasn’t it?” she asked as she lathered her hair.

“Yeah, I’ll say. I wonder why? They sure seemed like they were ready for more. Denise even asked me if I’d be willing to make love to her right before they sent us to our room.”

Angel came out of the shower, toweling her hair. She raised her eyebrows. “I don’t think they weren’t interested. They made it quite clear all night that they were. They must know our disappointment right now. Were they toying with us just to frustrate us?”

“They don’t seem the type to play with people like that.”

Angel slid into the short white terrycloth robe and slippers like those that I wore. “Well, maybe it’s a good sign. Maybe it has a deeper meaning, and they’re actually being more considerate.”

“I suppose it could be. Can’t imagine why. I have to admit, I was becoming infatuated with them both. Were you?”

Angel looked away. Took a deep breath. Sighed. “Uh, very.” She turned to me and gave me a hug, then leaned back. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t love you and want to be with you forever. You’re my life partner. Or at least I want you to be.”

“Really? Did you just propose to me?”

She smiled, tilted her head, and looked up and to the right, then back at me. “Hmm, I think I just did. Will you be my wife?”

I laughed. “Only if you’ll be my wife.”

She kissed me over and over, peppering my face with kisses. I couldn’t help laughing, and I held her hands and jumped up and down in little jumps. “Oh my god! This is fabulous.”

“Isn’t it?”

“Let’s go tell them!” 
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We walked downstairs, hand in hand, our slippers flopping on the tile as we entered the kitchen, which was filled with good smells that made my stomach rumble.

Michael was in a pair of jeans and a white button-down shirt by the stove, and Denise was in jeans and a tank top reading the news on her phone and sipping a coffee at the table. They both heard us come in and turned to us.

Michael said, “You two look absolutely radiant today. You must have slept quite well, as happy as you look.”

Angel and I stood there with smiles ear to ear. We looked at each other and laughed.

Denise laughed. “My, my, do you two always wake up this way?”

I took a deep breath. Put my arm around Angel. We looked back and forth at each other, and then we both said at the same time, “We’re getting married!”

Denise leapt from her seat, and Michael put down his spatula and come over to us. We had a group hug as they both congratulated us. Denise took me by the hand and led us to the table. “That’s fabulous! Sit. Let me get you girls some coffee.”

Michael opened the oven door and moved the last pancakes to a dish inside it, then took the plates from the oven and placed them on the table with serving utensils. “Dig in, girls.” He sat down and waited for us to take our portions. “That’s fabulous. That makes us much happier for our long-term prospects as friends.” He served himself pancakes, bacon, and eggs Benedict from the plates.

I sipped my grapefruit juice, the tartness awakening my taste buds. “Really? Why do you say that, Michael?” I dug into my food as I waited for him to stop chewing.

Denise chimed in. “Girls, last night was something amazing. I think I speak for all of us. The chemistry, infatuation, and affection—and I don’t think I’d be amiss to even say love—we felt last night were extraordinary.” She looked around the table to all our nods. “Because of that, Michael and I were very hesitant to take things further for fear that one or both of you might get jealous, and jealousy can raise a terribly ugly head. We didn’t want to come between such a lovely couple.”

I sipped my coffee and Michael said, “Yes. That’s why you two getting married is as exciting for us as it is for you. It’s a step toward keeping you two together. You are truly spellbinding, and we’d like to keep you together. For our selfish sakes as well as yours.”

I took my napkin from my lap and wiped my eyes. I looked through the wetness to see Angel doing the same. She said, choked up, “That’s so nice. To care for us so much. It’s...it’s so thoughtful of you both.”

Denise reached out and grasped my hand. “You two are special, and we want to have you as part of our lives, not just toys to play with.”

Angel and I broke out in gasping whimpers, drying our eyes with our napkins. We struggled to compose ourselves, and once we did, we both took deep breaths. We held hands as we looked at Michael and Denise. Angel said, “The universe has conspired once more to bring us into a spellbinding world of beauty and love. Thank you two so much.”

Michael sipped his coffee then said, “Okay, ladies. May we help with the wedding? How about this weekend? I have a friend who became a JP in order to marry a couple he was good friends with. I’m sure he’d love to marry you two.”

I covered my mouth and looked at Angel, wide-eyed. She reached for my hand. “This weekend works for me.”

I rolled my eyes. “Oh my gosh. How could we? It’s so fast. We need a place to be married, reservations, wedding dresses...”

Denise said, “We have a lovely back yard. How many people would you want to invite?”

Angel nodded. “See? Go ahead and think of who to invite, Gabrielle. I have no one to invite, present company excluded.”

I thought about it. I didn’t either. I’d always pictured a big wedding, but when you have no one to invite... I nodded. “True. Same here. Simon and Colette should come because they introduced us to Michael and Denise, who somehow made this happen.”

“True. It would be nice to have some other people there, too, just to make it a bigger deal. I mean, we’ll be wearing wedding dresses and all. May as well have a party.”

Michael said, “May I suggest asking Simon and Colette to invite their other patrons who are interested in meeting girls like you? You could get to meet them all at once that way. Expand your social group.”

I looked to Angel. She seemed hesitant. “What’s wrong, Angel?”

“I like the idea. Really.” She looked at Michael and Denise. “But I feel so close to you two. I’d hate to tie up our time with other people and not spend enough time with you.”

Denise said, “You wouldn’t have to, but you might find other interesting people, and the venue would make it easy to meet them. Plus, they understand your situation, and I think they’d help you celebrate. We’d be happy to host however many there are.”

Angel shrugged her shoulders, looking at me. I looked to Michael and Denise. “I guess that’s a good plan. I do want to celebrate this event. Let’s make it fun.”

Michael’s eyes lit up. “Fabulous. Next week it is. Plan on staying here after the wedding. Bring suitcases. We’re going to have one hell of a party!” 
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Angel and I decided to refrain from any form of sexual release until our wedding day and dove into our work for a few days to catch up. We worked from sunrise to sunset and completed all our assignments, and then we were free to get ready for our wedding.

First, we shopped for engagement and wedding rings and found a matching set. Of course, we both knelt and asked for the other’s hand in marriage and placed the engagement rings on our fingers. I couldn’t stop looking at mine as it glistened below my long, painted nails. I was to become a wife. A bride. Ironically, I was reminded of what I was before, momentarily, as I throbbed in my panties at the thought of being a bride. Who’d have thunk I would be getting married to a beautiful woman I loved, and yet I was the furthest thing from the male I was before. I loved it!

“Simon was so happy for us. Did you hear him whooping and hollering?” Angel said as she placed her phone back in her purse.

I squeezed her hand as I drove. “I did. Did I hear him say they’d cater it too?”

“He insisted on doing it as a wedding gift. He said he’d get us a final count, but he guessed there’d be about eight couples or so, plus them, Mike and Denise, and us. So about twenty-two all together. Eleven couples. A magic number.”

“Magic?”

“Eleven is called the angel number because an angel can be a messenger.” She looked at me and smiled. “Archangel Gabriel was a messenger. Eleven is a wake-up call for you to connect with your higher self, to clear your mind and to follow your intuition. It leads you to a fulfilling life. I think we’ve already done that, and the eleven here is just telling us to keep going.”

“Interesting.”

“Isn’t it? So many doors are opening for us. Oh look!” She pointed to the storefront of the bridal shop. “There it is. I can’t wait.”

“Will they really be able to get us dresses that soon?”

“Of course. It’s a Korean dress shop, and they do it just like in South Korea. They have dresses, and all they need to do is fit them, and they’ll do that while we wait. They’ll even modify anything we want.”

I pulled in front and parked the car. We stepped out and the door chimes went off as we entered. A tiny Korean lady greeted us and offered us tea. Smiling, she placed cups in our hands. She poured the tea carefully, using both hands, one hand supporting her elbow.

She put the tea down, picked up a tray, and held it out to us and said, “Dasik, uh, special cookie. Gruten-free, veegan, for special occasion, wedding, new life...” She nodded, smiling up at us, and held the tray with both hands, her head bowed. We each took one cookie, and she waited for us to react. She lowered her head and offered us another. We took them, then sipped our tea. Angel said, “Kamsahamnida.”

The lady smiled up at us and nodded and said, “A-ni-ae-yo. How may I halp?”

“We’re looking for wedding dresses.”

“Wedding.” She motioned with her arms to the plethora of wedding dresses on mannequins. “Please. Look, look. We fit today if you buy.”

We worked our way around the store, and both of us stopped at one gown. “I love it.” Angel lifted the long train. She felt the beading. “It’s gorgeous.” The woman came over, took the veil from it and placed it on Angel’s head. Then she lifted the dress and showed where there were a series of snaps and made sure we saw it. “To shorten. Pop off. Right?”

“Right,” Angel said. “That’s fabulous for after the wedding. Then it’s be easier to dance, and we can show some leg.” Angel looked at her. “How short?” She made a motion with her hand on her thigh. “Like this?”

The lady moved Angel’s hand up to the bottom of her miniskirt. “Like so.”

“Perfect.”

“Yes, gloom like much.”

We laughed. Angel looked at the price. “I’ll take it.”

The lady beamed.

Angel held up two fingers to her. “Two of them.”

“Two?”

Angel pointed to each of us. “Two.”

“No two. Onry have one.” She motioned to the other dresses. She ran off to another that was very similar and held her hand out toward it, her head bowed.

I looked at it and lifted the hem to see the pop-off bottom. She showed the length on my thigh like she did to Angel, then smiled up at me. “Like?”

I felt the beading, looked at the price, nodded and said, “Today?”

“Today. Two.” She pointed back to the other dress. “Two hours after we fit.”

“Great. We’ll take them both.”

She hurriedly took it off the mannequin, handed it to me, and showed me the changing room. She then took the one off for Angel and handed it to her. She took our teacups from us. “I pour more after. Go change, and I come in when ready and fit to you perfect.”

In just over two hours, we went back, and she had them done. We tried them on and took them home. Two brides were equipped with their ritual clothing.

We hung them up at home. “These are fabulous. I can’t believe it. I feel so pretty in it,” Angel said.

“I love the pop-off bottom too. Plenty sexy for after the wedding ceremony. Do you think our new friends will be attracted to us? I was hard in my panties.”

Angel laughed. “I know Simon and Colette won’t hesitate to have us on our wedding night. At least I don’t think they would. Do you think people will be reticent because we were just married?”

“Well, we’ll have to see. Maybe we’ll have to let them know it’s how we’d like to celebrate, that’s all. And if it doesn’t happen?”

“Then we’ll be stuck as two lovers on our wedding night.” She hugged me and leaned back, her eyes flitting over my face. “But I want to play the part of the bride, my wife-to-be.” 
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The next day we spent finding the garters and underthings along with some super high-heeled wedding shoes that made me feel like a vulnerable virgin. We readied our attire for Saturday and checked each little detail until we had to stop.

“I can’t do this anymore. It’s making me too nervous,” Angel said as she carefully stood the shoes in front of her hanging wedding dress. Everything’s ready. I’m done.” She came over to me as I was fussing with the veil and took my hand off it. “Enough, Gabrielle.”

She kissed my hand and I turned to her and gave her a hug. “Muh!” I kissed her on the lips quickly. “This is fabulous. Should we get something to eat? We could eat at Simon and Colette’s and see if things are going okay for them or if they need any help.”

“Good idea. Let’s get changed.”

We went through our wardrobes and picked out clothes. I chose a pretty floral minidress with closed-toe beige stilettos, sheer suntan pantyhose with the crotch cut out, and silky beige panties and bra. I loaded my purse, put on my jewelry, touched up my makeup and hair, then sprayed perfume all over. I checked myself in the full-length mirror and blew myself a kiss.

I drove to the restaurant, and the valet took our car. Simon and Colette beamed at us as we came in. “Ladies, we weren’t expecting you. Welcome.”

They both gave us a kiss. “How are things going for tomorrow?” I asked.

“Perfect.”

“Need any help? Anything from us?”

He shook his head. “Not a thing. Dining or just visiting?”

“Dining, please,” Angel said.

Simon led us to a table toward the back. Colette brought our drinks, and they both sat. Colette said, “Okay, so the wedding, counting us and you two with Michael and Denise, will have a total of twenty-two people, eleven couples.”

Angel and I looked at each other and she said, “Perfect.”

Collette asked, “So after the wedding, if I may ask, are you two planning on leaving directly on a honeymoon?”

I shook my head. “No, Michael and Denise invited us to stay over.”

She nodded. “Were you planning on sleeping with them, or are you planning on just being together as a newly married couple?”

We looked at each other, and Angel said, “We were hoping they’d join us. That was the impression we got, as we hadn’t slept with them before. Now that we’ll be married, we thought they’d be less worried about us being jealous.”

She placed her hands on each of ours and squeezed them. “I see. Okay, so what would you girls like to do? Would you like just Michael and Denise, or just us, or would you like them and us, or would you like to open up the after the wedding events to all eleven couples? We’re just asking so we can help set things up. We know you haven’t met everyone yet, but we want you to have the wedding night you want. It is a very special occasion, after all.”

Angel looked at me and I at her. We both had blank looks on our faces. Simon said, “May I make a suggestion? If you’re unsure, we can just leave it be. Or if you have some preferences but aren’t sure about others, let us know.”

Angel said, “We really would want to share it with you, Colette, and Michael and Denise, right, Gabrielle?

I nodded.

“We’re not so sure about the others.”

“Okay. No problem. Here’s an idea. If you two want to have the rest of the group, you can toss your bouquets to the crowd. That will be the signal to everyone. If you’d like other individual couples to join, just mention it to them during the night.”

Angel looked at me and smiled. “I think that sounds great. How about you, Gabby?”

I thought about us and the two couples and then imagined a whole wedding party having their way with us. It sounded like a little much, but I couldn’t help growing hard in my panties. I crossed my leg beneath the table and ran my hand on my silky thigh and said, “Sorry, just got lost in my imagination. That’s a wonderful idea, Simon. Thank you.”

“Okay, then. Enjoy your dinner, ladies. Call for us if you need us. We look forward to tomorrow.” Simon stood and leaned down to kiss my cheek, and Colette kissed Angel’s. Then they went about their business.

“So, what does my wife think of all of this? She seemed to get lost in thought there.” Angel ran her hand on my thigh and gazed into my eyes. “Is it all too much? We could just go on a honeymoon by ourselves.”

I took a deep breath. Took in my lovely wife-to-be as she waited patiently for my reply. “I could live with just the two of us. But I remember Simon and Colette, how wonderful it was for me and how much you enjoyed watching it all. I’d like to see you have a beautiful an experience like that too. Not to mention having it again myself. And thinking about what the other guests at our wedding would be like—gosh, if they’re anything like our four new friends, I can’t even imagine having all that attention paid to us. Would it be too much? I don’t know.”

“Well, how do you feel as you think about it?”

“Makes me very, very hot. Of course, we’ve restrained from any release all week, even though we’ve edged quite a bit, so we’d be that way anyway. But... wouldn’t that make us into little sluts?”

She nodded. “To some people, who might look at us through their judgmental blinders. Do you think anyone there will be wearing those blinders? I doubt it. There are eleven couples in total. The magic eleven. The angel number to lead us to a fulfilling life. Does that mean we should indulge in all that attention? I don’t know. Let’s not think about it for now and just see how things progress tomorrow.”

“Good idea.” I picked up the menu. “I’m starving.” 
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The wedding ceremony was at two. We had a leisurely morning and a nice early lunch on the patio, and it was time to get ready. We did our makeup and hair and slipped into our sheer white lace-top stockings and attached them to the garter belts. We then put on white lace crotchless panties that framed our very hard and eager shafts and globes.

We worked ourselves into our gowns, helped each other with the trains, tightened the corseted backs, and adjusted our full breasts and cleavage in the tops. We slid into our ankle-strap, open-toed, ultra-high-heeled stilettos and fastened them. We put on our jewelry, sprayed perfume all over and under, and helped each other with our veils. We stood side by side, gazing into the mirror. My shaft leaped under the dress, the tip rubbing the satin lining beneath the fluffy crinoline.

“We look like we’re missing something.”

“Yeah, we look like twins without their grooms.”

I laughed. “Wife and wife.”

“Wife and wife.” We turned, dragging our trains behind us, and hugged each other. “Ready?”

“Ready.” We grabbed our purses. “Uh-oh.”

“What?”

“Uh, how are we going to drive like this?”

Angel tried to gather up her dress around her legs. “Hmm.”

“We’ll have to unsnap them and re-snap them after.”

“Good idea.”

We helped each other get the bottoms off the dresses. They were definitely very short, landing about six inches below our crotches. We looked in the mirror again. “Wow. I like it,” I said.

“Me too. I think there will be a lot of eyes drawn to us. Now we look like kinky brides. C’mon.”
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At Michael and Denise’s, we reattached our trains and put on our veils. Then we had a nice stiff drink. My heart was pounding in my chest as we stood at Michael’s inside bar, looking out on the yard with the tents, tables, chairs, and all the wedding accoutrements.

“Wow. Thanks so much for doing this,” I said before we clinked Michael’s and Denise’s glasses.

“Our pleasure. And we won’t do to you two tonight what we did the other night. We’re confident you’re ready,” Michael said.

“Thank you.” I kissed him lightly on his lips and slid my hand on the front of his pants, feeling his hardness beneath it. “I can’t wait.” And I couldn’t. My libido was at a height I hadn’t ever experienced. I felt like a nymphomaniac. I was one sensual beast from head to toe, with no part of my body (breasts, nipples, arms, neck, legs, and of course my leaping buddy beneath my skirt) immune from it.

Michael took me from my thoughts. “Come, let’s go out to the yard. There’s a bar there, as well, and it’s all set up. The appetizers have arrived too. The other guests will be here shortly.”

Angel took my hand, and we followed Michael to the yard. The day was a perfect seventy degrees, sunny, with low humidity. I could smell freshly cut grass and the flowers along the patio. We took our drinks, walking around and staying on the walkways that were laid down on the grass. We met our JP and his husband, and we all chatted for a while.

As others arrived, they came by and introduced themselves to us. All of them were interesting in one way or another, and quite attractive. I still wasn’t sure though, if I’d want us to toss our flowers to them and open our wedding-bed celebration to them all. My libido was driving me to want that more than anything. Somehow, though, I still had some nervousness. Not fear, but I was still apprehensive about it for some reason.

Michael went to the front where the JP would stand and called for everyone’s attention. “I believe everyone is here. If you all could take a seat, we’ll get these girls married.”

My heart pounded under my breasts as Michael came back to us. Angel and I put our veils over our faces and picked up our bouquets. Simon offered Angel his arm, and I took Michael’s. The wedding March played. They led us to the JP and stood off to the side. I hung onto Angel’s arm, my flowers shaking in my grip.

“Relax, Gabrielle. You’re shaking like a leaf.”

“I know. Sorry.”

The JP took us through our vows. Michael and Simon gave us our rings at the proper time, and at the end, the JP said, “And now I pronounce you wife and wife... for life. You may kiss.”

We lifted our veils. I could see Angel fighting back the tears as she grasped my head in her hands and kissed me deeply. The applause and hollers ensued. When we parted, she leaned back and said, “I love you so much.”

“I love you too.”

We turned to the crowd and raised our arms to them, waving the bouquets. Michael leaned in toward us and asked, “Is now the time to toss the bouquets?”

Angel looked at him and shrugged. “I don’t know. Is it? I suppose it could be.”

She looked to me. “Should we do it?”

“That’s a signal to everyone to stick around later if they want to join us on our wedding night.”

“Oh yeah. That’s right.” Her eyes lit up. “Ready?”

“Uh... I uh...”

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing.”

“Don’t you want to fully indulge?”

“Let’s wait. We can throw the bouquets later.”

“Okay.”

We stepped off the raised platform, trailing our trains behind us. Angel said, “We can take these trains off and put them inside so we don’t ruin them. Want to?”

“Sure. It’ll be cooler too.”

We went into the house and removed them, then placed them in the car. It was liberating to feel the breeze on my legs and up my dress. Back on the patio, we enjoyed Simon and Colette’s wonderful catering and all the guests, as we chatted and danced with them. These were definitely people we would continue to have in our lives.

After we cut the cake and everyone had theirs, Angel asked, “Should we throw the bouquets?” Her hand rested on my shoulder as she gazed into my eyes. “We don’t have to, but I think it’ll be good for you and me.”

“I took a deep breath and looked around at the crowd. “It would be an experience. But I think we’ll be able to have that some other time. I’m so on edge right now, I’m not sure I’ll last that long. Plus...” I adjusted her veil and gazed at her lovely face. “...I want to see you being taken and not be distracted by so many others. I want to see Simon as he stretches you out like he did me and as he shoves you into his wife’s hot, tight wetness over and over. Then I want to see him as his massive pump swells and pumps its fluids deep into you.”

Angel shifted and ran her hand across the front of her dress. “Oh, my, that does sound fabulous. If that’s what you want, then... by god, let’s do it.”

We placed our bouquets on the table and made our way around, thanking everyone. Simon came over during the process and asked, “So, no bouquet-toss?”

I smiled at him and said, “Nope. I want to see you and your wife do what you both did for me after we met, but tonight, to my wife. I don’t want too much distraction.” Michael and Denise came over. Michael placed his hand on my shoulder. “So are we on? I mean, you and my wife and me, and Angel, Simon, and Colette.”

I nodded, smiled, and took his big hand in mine. I looked up into his eyes. “Yes. Please. I want you both.”

The crowd thinned out until there were only the caterers as they cleaned up. Simon was sipping his drink, sitting on a wicker couch between Colette and Angel, his hand caressing her virginally white-stockinged leg. One of Angel’s legs was wrapped over his while she rubbed her hand on his chest and gazed into his eyes.

I sat between Michael and Denise as she caressed one of my legs and Michael the other. We were all ready. Simon asked, “Would you like to have a keepsake of tonight? I can have my employees take videos of us all and send them to you for you to have.”

Angel looked at me. I shrugged. “Might be nice to have.”

“No problem. Consider it done.”

Michael said, “Well, are we ready? Is the camera crew ready, Simon?”

“I believe so. It appears they’re finished cleaning up. I’ll get them if we’re all ready.”

We all looked at each other and nodded. My heart pounded in my chest as I squeezed Michael’s hand and gazed into his Pierce Brosnan eyes. He winked and squeezed it back.

Denise slid her tiny hand under my dress, wrapped her fingers around my eager shaft and said, “I want this inside me.”

We all stood and went inside.

The master bedroom had an oversized bed made up with red satin sheets and pillows. Colette and Denise slid onto the bed, lifted their minidresses and pulled aside their crotchless panties. The catering staff came in and began to take videos. Denise and Colette held their arms out to Angel and me.

We slid onto the silky sheets, and the girls guided our hard shafts toward their hot chambers. I slid into Denise’s wet, tight, warmness and gave out a gasp. She wrapped her stockinged legs around my waist and pulled me tight to her. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me deeply.

Michael and Simon stripped naked and climbed onto the bed. I felt my dress lifted behind me. Then a slick, hard piece of flesh slid between my cheeks and began to press on my hole. I pushed back against it, helping it to make it past the gate. I broke Denise’s kiss, gasping. Denise said, “Ah, he’s in, huh? Isn’t he wonderful?”

I nodded and looked to the side. Simon was already thrusting hard and fast into Angel, who thrusted into Colette. Colette was stroking Angel’s hair as they gazed into each other’s eyes lovingly. I noticed the catering staff as they moved around, taking the videos. I reached out and clasped Angel’s hand, and we caught each other’s eyes for a moment while her head bobbed from the pounding Simon was giving her, much like what Michael was now doing to me.

Tiny, tight Denise beneath me began to shudder and shake, and I felt her flood my shaft with wetness as her body twitched and she whimpered. Colette moaned out; Simon grunted. Four young men of the catering staff recorded video, one hand holding their phones and the other hand stroking themselves.

Michael grunted and shoved deep and hard several times, then held it inside me. Cute little Denise shuddered again, and I whimpered as I came uncontrollably inside her. My body clenched while I flooded her, and Michael swelled and shrank deep inside me, pumping his plentiful passion into me, his hands tight on my hips, locking me onto his pulsating impaler.

We all collapsed and had to lie there to catch our breaths before we unhooked from each other. I heard my phone and Angel’s as we were dinged with messages. One of the staff said, “Videos have been sent and deleted.”

Simon said, “Thank you. You may go now.”

Michael rolled off and spooned me. Denise wrapped her legs around me, peppering my face with kisses. She held me tightly to her as I shrank inside her. I drifted off to sleep. 
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I woke in the morning, Denise lying beside me. She whispered, “Do you want a little morning treat? I’d love it if you made love to me.”

I slid onto her, and she slipped her legs back. We were still in our clothes and shoes from the night before, and I grasped her stilettos and held them back while she guided me into her very tight, hot heaven. “Oh, yes, atta girl. Take me, princess. Fill me.” She squeezed me inside her while she looked into my eyes and I thrusted slowly. I looked over to see Angel as she made love to Colette.

Denise wrapped the fingers of one hand in my hair and lowered my top to squeeze my breast. She gazed up at me. “Now do it fast and hard, like a good sissy girl.” She reached for my bottom, dug her nails into me and set my pace. I was like an adolescent child humping a pillow as I humped her at light speed. Her eyes opened wide and her body clenched, her heels flailing by her head with her toes pointed in her shoes.

I whimpered, “Huh, uh, Denise, huh...” and came profusely inside her, holding it deep in her and looking into her eyes. I withdrew almost all the way and gave one last, hard shove into her, and she shuddered. I lifted up above her, squeezing her breasts and watching her as pearly streams flew onto her face and breasts. I turned to see Michael and Simon as they spent their passion onto Denise.

I collapsed on Denise, our breasts slipping with the tributes she was given from the boys, and she stroked my hair. “That was beautiful, my little girl.” I looked to the side to see Colette beneath Angel, her body rigid and looking into Colette’s eyes while Angel spent her passion into her.

We all collapsed on the bed and rested a while. 
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We all showered and changed for breakfast. Angel and I sat on the patio, sipping coffee while we waited for the others.

“So, wife... what shall we do today? Shall we go on a honeymoon?” I asked.

She looked at me over her mug, which she held with both hands, sipping. “Hmm, I think I’d like to just relax and be with my wife, with whom I am as spellbound with as she is with her new life. Are you glad about what’s happened—your new self, the friends we have gained, the love we share, the way things are?”

I nodded. “Absolutely. I am spellbound.” I looked at my watch. “Hmm, It’s eleven-eleven. Your number.”

“Yes, so nice to hear you say those things at this time. You’re my angel, Gabrielle.”

“And you’re my Angel, wife.” 


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 books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to:
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http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/

There’s also a website, which has more links to things you might like, as well as other places to get our works.

http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com
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