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    “It sucks, Gabriel. It just sucks.”  
 
    “Oh, c’mon, Riley. It’s just how it is. We’re lucky to be the way we are. We make good money. We have flextime and unlimited vacation. It’s all good.”  
 
    “Unlimited vacation time is useless for us. We’re geeks. Neither of us has a girlfriend or any chance at living a normal life filled with love.”  
 
    “But I love you.”  
 
    “But you’re a guy, and so am I.”  
 
    “But we’re best friends, and we’ll always have each other.”  
 
    I nodded. “Of course. But wouldn’t you like to have a little female companionship? I sure wouldn’t mind. A woman brings a totally different energy to the picnic. You know, they’re pretty and sexy, and they smell nice.”  
 
    Gabe skipped a rock across the pond and said, “Of course that’s nice, and I understand what you’re saying, but we still have it pretty damn good.”  
 
    “We do. But we’re both in our early twenties, and we should have partners. We’re failing in the love arena.”  
 
    We walked in silence over the bridge and to the monument. The water cascaded over the angels with their wings spread. We sat on the bench, the spray reaching us on the breeze now and then. I pointed at the angels. “See them? They have a power, a feminine aspect to them that gives them their strength and beauty. It’s the feminine that makes them masculine... y’know?” I turned to Gabe. “See? We all need feminine aspects to make us whole. That’s why we need girlfriends.”  
 
    “Well, we are at a wishing well. I’m sure there are thousands of coins in this one. I always see people tossing a coin in and making a wish.” He dug a quarter from his pocket and held it between his thumb and forefinger. “I’d love to have a girlfriend too. Hopefully someone who’s not a ditz or bimbo, though. Someone like you... but prettier.” He laughed. “I’m wishing for some femininity in our lives.”  
 
    He closed his eyes, holding the coin toward the fountain, and stayed that way a while. Then he opened his eyes and handed the quarter to me. “Here, you make a wish now and toss it in. I only have the one coin.”  
 
    I held it tight in my fist, and with all my might I wished to bring some feminine companionship into our world. I imagined a girl exactly like my buddy but really pretty and sexy and feminine. I flung the coin into the fountain. It hit the angel and landed on her hand. “Shit! It didn’t go into the pool. It’s stuck. See? I have no luck.”  
 
    Gabriel put his hand on my shoulder and laughed. “Riley! Do you know how hard it would be to do that again? It’s the best place it could be. You put our wishes in the hand of an angel. What could be better?” He patted my back. “Nice job, buddy. Nice job.” He stood up.  
 
    I stood and stared at the quarter sitting on the angel’s hand. A rush of strange energy filled my body and gave me a shiver. I shook myself.  
 
    “You okay?”  
 
    “Yeah, I guess the water spray gave me a little chill or something. I feel good now, though. Lighter, optimistic—I feel like that really did something. You are my buddy. Thanks for doing this with me and talking it through. Let’s go get something to drink and some food.”  
 
    “Pizza and beer?”  
 
    “Uh, I think I feel like something different, something nicer. Maybe some seafood and a martini? And a nice dessert after.”  
 
    “Wow. That does sound better than pizza and beer. Why don’t we ever do that? Let’s go.” 
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    We went home, put on button-down shirts and dress pants and went to an upscale hotel that offered a happy hour with seafood appetizers. Gabriel sat on the barstool, and I sat next to him and crossed my legs. I bounced a foot, feeling happy and somehow excited. A warm energy ran though me. We ordered cocktails; I couldn’t resist the lemon-drop martini.  
 
    Gabriel looked happy as he said, “I’m glad you dumped that cloud from around you, buddy. I hate when you get that way. It makes me feel bad for you… and helpless.”  
 
    “Thanks for caring. I’m glad I feel better too. I feel really good right now, actually. It’s like I’m imbued with some kind of magical energy. I can feel it all through my body. It’s almost like good sex. Not that I’d know what that felt like, but I’d imagine it was like this. Do you feel anything?”  
 
    Gabe looked around. He felt his legs. “Hmm...I guess I feel something, but it isn’t as good as sex. I had a small shiver, too, when you had yours back there. I wonder if something happened. Hey! Maybe we’ll pick up some hot, intelligent chicks tonight.” He looked around with a big smile on his face. “Maybe our wish will come true.”  
 
    I raised my eyebrows, smiling at the thought. We lifted our lemon-drop martinis carefully and touched the rims together, then sipped them. “Mmm, why haven’t we ordered these before?”  
 
    “Because it’s more manly to have beer, that’s why. But who cares? These are really good.” Gabe sniffed at his glass. “Hmm, it even smells nice. A lovely drink.” He took another sip.  
 
    We made our way through the happy hour appetizers— oysters, shrimp, crab claws—and a couple more lemon-drop martinis. Afterwards, we had dessert and espressos and headed home.  
 
    When we were inside our house, Gabe said, “Hey, that was fun today. I love it when you’re in a good mood. It rubs off on me. Even though we didn’t find any babes tonight, it felt like our wish was coming through somehow.”  
 
    His bright eyes were full of happiness as I gazed into them. We were lucky to have met each other. I felt how much I loved him and could have kissed him, but that would be weird. “I know. It was great. Maybe it was changing up pizza and beer and having seafood and martinis instead. And going to a place that doesn’t have a sticky bar and smell like stale beer and sweat.”  
 
    “True. We’ll have to do that again. I’m bushed. I’m going to sleep.”  
 
    “Me too. See you in the morning.”  
 
    We both went to our separate bedrooms and crashed. When I woke the next morning, I went to the bathroom, took a leak, then washed my face. I dried it with a towel and went to comb my hair. I looked into the mirror. “Ahhhhhh! Holy shit!! Gabe, come here!!!”  
 
    I stared at myself, standing there in the gym shorts I’d slept in with no shirt. I couldn’t believe my eyes, but my hands said they weren’t lying one bit. 
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    Gabriel came running down the hall and shot into my bathroom. “You woke me up. Are you all right?” He looked me up and down. His hand covered his mouth and he gasped. “Holy shit!”  
 
    I was squeezing my breasts and couldn’t help pinching my nipples. “They’re real! And they feel so incredibly good.”  
 
    Gabby reached out, his jaw hanging, and he felt one. His eyes flitted across my face. “Uh, check your face out too.”  
 
    I looked in the mirror. It had changed. It was feminine now. I looked like a girl. I looked at Gabe, who was enamored with fondling my breasts. I moved his hands away from them and said, “Hey, you’ve changed too, buddy. Feel your tits and ass and look at your face.”  
 
    He stood up and looked in the mirror. His hands went to his breasts. “Oh crap! What the hell happened to us?” He ran his hands over his hips and ass. “I’m hot as hell!” He tweaked his nipples. “Damn, that feels good.” He put his hand in his shorts. “Oh, thank god! It’s still there.”  
 
    I reached into my shorts and felt mine. It was hard as a rock but only a fraction of its normal size. “I’m giving myself a hard-on, and that’s great, except it’s only about half the size it used to be. It shrank.”  
 
    His hand in his shorts, Gabe jerked himself, looking at me. “Mine too. Do you think they still work?”  
 
    “I sure as hell hope so. Only one way to find out.”  
 
    We both slipped our shorts off and stood there, taking each other in. We were both really sexy and pretty. I moved forward toward Gabriel and lowered my head to suck a nipple. She held my head and moaned. I was jerking myself furiously, and so was Gabe.  
 
    “Uh...huh...god, it feels like it’s working.”  
 
    I stood up and embraced her, our breasts crushing into each other, nipples rubbing flesh deliciously, our hands jerking ourselves furiously. Gabe wrapped her hand around both of our shrunken shafts and we both humped into it.  
 
    “Oh god, yes, Riley,” she whispered in my ear.  
 
    I came like a rocket. I felt her do the same. Both our knees went weak, and we shook and shuddered, holding each other up while we soaked our bellies with our juices.  
 
    When we were done, Gabe let go of me, and we moved away from each other uneasily. Our faces were flushed. I couldn’t meet her eyes. I looked down, embarrassed, and said, “I’m, uh, I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it. I didn’t mean to do that in your hand.”  
 
    “Uh, yeah, right. I, uh, I didn’t mean to grab you like that either. Sorry.”  
 
    “Right. We aren’t gay.”  
 
    “Absolutely not.” Gabe nodded. She turned and looked into the mirror at us both. “Who are we kidding, Riley? Look at us. We aren’t gay. We’re girls...girls with cute little dicks.” He put his hand around my shoulder and the other hand went to my breast and squeezed it. “No chest hair, firm, gorgeous breasts any girl would kill to have, with big, sensitive nipples.” His hand went over my ass. “And butts and hips that any girls would die for, all topped off by gorgeous faces and sitting atop shapely, sexy, hairless legs. We’re not guys anymore.”  
 
    She turned her perfectly hairless, smooth-skinned face to me, and with her plump luscious lips, she kissed me on the lips, then smiled. “This is good. I think we got our wish.”  
 
    “This isn’t what we wished for!”  
 
    “Isn’t it? We have femininity in our lives now. You wanted a girl like me, but a girl. I’m her, sweetie.”  
 
    I looked into the mirror and deep into my eyes. It was still me in this new body. Deep inside, it was still me. “I guess we are the epitome of femininity. Damn! What now?”  
 
    Her hand slid along my shoulder. “I don’t know. But I think we need to go shopping for some girls’ clothes. Somehow shopping actually sounds like fun to me now. Normally I hate it.”  
 
    “Hmm, me too.” I looked at Gabe’s hairless shaft twitching in the mirror. Mine also throbbed as it stuck out from my hairless crotch. He saw it. “I know. This new body is really sexy-feeling.” He stared at it as it stiffened. “It’s so cute. Very girly. I want to suck it. I want to suck a million right now. I want to get laid. Oh god, this is incredible.”  
 
    I turned from the mirror and gave Gabe a peck on the lips. “We better get out of here, or we’ll be here all day, playing with each other.”  
 
    “You’re right.” She turned and led me by the hand into her bedroom. “Maybe if we cover up a little, we won’t be so turned on by each other.”  
 
    “Good idea.”  
 
    She put on the button-down shirt she’d worn last night and buttoned it, then slid on a pair of tightie-whiteys. She led me by the hand into my room, and I did the same as she had done, and we went into the kitchen.  
 
    While we cooked breakfast, we talked. I asked, “Do you think this will last?”  
 
    “I don’t know. I guess so.”  
 
    “Do you want to go back?”  
 
    “Ha! No way. This is too cool. Except I’m so freakin’ horny right now, and your ass looks so inviting under that shirt.”  
 
    “Yours too, Gabe. It’s like a peach. I just want to stick it in it.”  
 
    “That actually sounds exciting right now. Who’d have thought we’d want that? I just can’t imagine sticking anything in my ass. It seems so dirty. How do people do it?”  
 
    “I guess we’ll just have to Google it.” 
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    We Googled all we needed to know about how to properly prepare and utilize our bottoms, both of us wriggling as we ate breakfast, Gabriel reading aloud. We dressed in our best-looking guy jeans and shirts. Both of us struggled to find things to fit all our curves into, but we managed to look presentable even though we couldn’t zip our jeans.  
 
    We made a list and organized our stops. We emptied our closets and put our things in the basement to make room. First stop was a salon where we got pedicures and manicures with long fake nails. We had our hair styled and highlighted in feminine, face-framing styles.  
 
    We were both beside ourselves with the thrill of our new looks. We had trouble not glancing at ourselves in mirrors we passed as we shopped... and shopped, and shopped, and shopped some more. We were like two kids in a candy store, frantically trying on all the new options available to us.  
 
    Shoes, skirts, tops, dresses, lingerie, jewelry, perfume, stockings, pantyhose—all of it drew us deeper into the thrill of being girls on a shopping spree.  
 
    We stopped at the adult toy store on the way home and obtained all the necessary objects to prepare us for the use of our bottoms as orifices for pleasure.  
 
    At home, we washed and dried our new things and put them away in our now shared master bedroom suite. In the shower, I installed the new attachment to clean out our bottoms; Gabe cleaned our new toys and organized our closet and dresser drawers. By the time we were done, we were both drained.  
 
    I sat on the bed in my new, short, silky robe, my legs crossed. I bounced a foot in my high-heeled mule, admiring my new painted toenails. Gabe sat next to me and gave me a peck on the cheek, wrapping her arm around my shoulders. “Mmm, I’m falling in love in a totally new way.”  
 
    I kissed her on the lips. “Me too. This was a great day! I can’t believe how good it was and how much we got done.”  
 
    “Yeah. Now I want to put on something pretty and sexy and go have a drink and dinner with my lovely girlfriend, Riley, and then make love to her.”  
 
    “Uh, remember Google? Cleaned out is best, and that will have to wait until tomorrow after our normal after breakfast routines.”  
 
    “Right. Shit.” 
 
    “Yeah, shit... literally. Don’t want that, so we wait till after we’ve checked out the new shower attachment.”  
 
    Gabe laughed. “Okay, sister. Tomorrow, I guess. That’s okay. We have plenty of ways to make each other feel good anyway. Just dressing up will be incredible.” She stood. “I’m gonna take a quick shower and do my hair and try doing some makeup.”  
 
    “You don’t need any.”  
 
    I know. Just try a little eyeshadow and stuff. If I screw it up, I can wash it off.”  
 
    “True. Okay. Mind if I shower with you?”  
 
    She laughed. “Hmm, do you think we’d resist each other if we did?”  
 
    “Doubt it.”  
 
    “Then no. I want to keep my libido up and save it for later.”  
 
    “Okay. I’ll go shower in the other bathroom, and then we can get dressed.”  
 
    It was heavenly using the new scented shampoos and conditioners and scented soaps, washing my breasts, nipples, hips and legs and, of course, my cute and ever so sensitive little buddy. Even drying my hair and styling it made me feel better than I ever had in front of the mirror. I was feminine and pretty. I was careful with my makeup, and I had success with eyeliner, mascara, eyeshadow, blush, and lipstick. Now I was even hotter-looking—quite the knockout.  
 
    I went into the bedroom, and Gabe was sitting on the bed slipping sheer, lace-top suntan stockings up her leg, her long nails sliding up as she encased her leg in glossy silkiness. “Huh, uh, god! This feels so frikin’ beautiful!” She admired her leg, her toes pointed. “Look how sexy my leg is in them.”  
 
    I sat next to her and ran my hand over her leg. “Feels so nice.” She took my hand off my leg. “No. We’ll get wrapped up in it again.”  
 
    “Right.” I opened the package of my stockings and slid them up my legs. She was right. It was incredible feeling. I slipped on black lace panties and tucked myself into them, then wrapped the matching bra around me, fastened it, put my arms through the straps, and adjusted my breasts in it. They looked even more powerful and inviting, and the bra felt good the way it held them snug, making luscious, full cleavage.  
 
    I slid on my five-inch-heeled, strappy silver stilettos, my pink-painted toenails flashing up at me. I fastened the straps around my ankles and walked in mincing steps to the mirror. I admired my hips, ass, butt, and breasts as I modeled for myself while making myself throb in my panties.  
 
    I went back to the bed and slipped into my black and silver clubbing dress, the fabric slipping up and stretching over my bottom and hips. I slipped into the sheer black belled sleeves, feeling the sensuality of the fabric against my hairless, soft arms. I adjusted my bra and breasts in the V-neck top, put on my jewelry and sprayed perfume all over me and under my dress. I loaded my matching purse and went to the full-length mirror.  
 
    I was hard as a rock in my panties from my image and the clothes I wore. I lifted the flared hem from my thighs and slid my panties under my shaved globes, my shaft popping to attention in the cool air. I lowered the hem of my dress and looked in the mirror. No one would know I had a hard-on under it. I moved to and fro, feeling the swish of the dress against my thighs and the tip of my shaft against the silky lining, sending a twitch or two into me. It was heavenly, and no one would know I had it there.  
 
    I sprayed some more perfume on me and felt a hand on my ass. “Mmm, you do have a nice ass now, Riley.” She squeezed it, digging her nails in.  
 
    I spun around and wrapped my arms around her neck and kissed her deeply on the lips while I rubbed her crotch through her dress.  
 
    She tugged my arms off her. “Stop! You’ll ruin our lipstick.”  
 
    She looked in the mirror to check herself. “Good thing it’s twenty-four-hour lipstick. It’s still okay.”  
 
    I slapped her ass. “Good! Stop looking at yourself. You’re perfect. Now let’s finish that kiss.”  
 
    She sprayed perfume on her. “No. You know we’d just get into bed. I want to go out. I want foreplay and anticipation and drinks and dinner. I don’t want to just get rid of the monkey. I want to feed it.”  
 
    “You’re right again, Gabe.” I slung my purse on my shoulder. Ready, princess?” I held my arm out for her.  
 
    “Ready.” She took it in hers, and we carefully made our way downstairs in our high heels. “It even feels good to wear heels. I don’t understand why women don’t like them.”  
 
    “Because most women aren’t sluts like we are.” I laughed. 
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    Gabriel plugged her phone in and set the GPS to our restaurant. “I made reservations at a nice French restaurant while you were doing your makeup. I hope you like it. It looked really nice and romantic. I asked for a table by the window, facing the garden and the setting sun.”  
 
    “Sounds wonderful. Again, beats the heck out of pizza and beer.”  
 
    I drove in my heels, the GPS giving me directions. Another wonderful experience, feeling the cool leather seats of my BMW750i against my thighs as the seat heater warmed them up. I held Gabe’s hand as we drove, her thumb rubbing the back of my hand as she leaned on the console, the short hem of her dress revealing her glossy legs leaning against one another in her heels. She gazed at me. “You’re beautiful. Maybe I should have done my makeup, too, rather than just lipstick.”  
 
    I glanced at her. “Like you said, you don’t need it.”  
 
    She squeezed my hand. “Thanks. I know, but you did such a nice job on yours. You look very seductive now.” Her other hand drifted to her crotch, and she slid it between her legs; she pressed herself with her palm. “Dreamily seductive.”  
 
    “Now don’t mess your dress. You know, I slid my panties under and let it be free, and it doesn’t show. You dress is similar with the flared hem. Try it! It feels heavenly.”  
 
    She moved herself around and adjusted her panties then grabbed herself through the dress. “Hmm...” She stroked herself slowly, slipping the silky lining against it. “Feels sinfully good.  Much more pleasant than tighty-whiteys in jeans. Thanks for sharing that. You sure it doesn’t show?”  
 
    “Positive. You’ll see.”  
 
    We drove into the turnaround in front of the Victorian. A valet ran to open Gabriel’s door. He held his hand out for her and looked away as she slid her dress under her, rotated her legs out, and took his hand to stand.  
 
    “Good evening, ma’am. Welcome to Le Désir.”  
 
    Gabriel smiled broadly at him. “Thank you.”  
 
    I stepped out and held the door while he handed me a ticket. “Welcome, madam.”  
 
    I placed it in my purse. “Thank you.”  
 
    He slid into the car, and I walked around to Gabriel, who held her arm out for me. We walked in, and the maître d' greeted us with a flash of teeth. “Ladies, welcome! Do you have reservations?”  
 
    Gabe said, “Yes, Gabriel and Riley.”  
 
    He checked his iPad. “Yes, right this way.”  
 
    He led us through the sumptuous lounge with a piano player and into the back, where we had a table facing the garden, the setting sun shining in beams through the trees.  
 
    “Is this okay?” he asked.  
 
    “Yes, lovely,” Gabe said.  
 
    He held a chair as Gabe sat, and he pushed it in for her, then held mine. “Your server tonight will be Armand. He’ll be with you shortly.” He left.  
 
    Armand was there in a flash. I hadn’t even finished adjusting my dress beneath me when he said, “Good evening, ladies. I’m Armand, and your wish is my command tonight. Any special occasion or just a night out for two lovely ladies?” His white teeth flashed, his bright eyes riveting mine to his.  
 
    Special occasion, I thought, hell yes, it is. “Uh, I... special occasion? Yes! It’s our birthday, actually.”  
 
    “How wonderful. Are you twins?”  
 
    “No, more like twin sisters of different mothers.” I laughed. “Right, Gabriel?”  
 
    “Right.” She beamed up at him. 
 
    “Gabriel? Are you French?”  
 
    “I’m a mutt. I like my name, though.”  
 
    “Yes, an archangel’s name for an angel.” He turned to me, holding the silver tray with ice water on it, his white linen napkin over his arm. “Might I ask your name as well? You’re no less angelic.”  
 
    I laughed. “I’m Riley.”  
 
    “Riley. Nice to meet you both. Drinks?” He showed us the martini list on the table and placed the water glasses and a bowl of lemon wedges wrapped in mesh on the table. “I can give you a moment.”  
 
    “Yes, that would be good,” I said.  
 
    We moved our chairs closer together and perused the drink menu. Gabriel’s hand slid on my thigh. “Isn’t he hot? I mean, I felt this thing from him. Did you?”  
 
    “I sure did! Weird, huh?”  
 
    “I know. Nice, though.”  
 
    We read through the menu for a minute, and I put it down.  
 
    Armand returned. “Ready, ladies?”  
 
    I asked, “What would you suggest, Armand?” 
 
    “May I suggest the Pink Glacier? It will match your nails perfectly. It’s made with vodka, a bit of cranberry for color, lime juice, pink grapefruit, and a dash of simple syrup. A pretty drink for pretty ladies.” He lit the candles on the table, then stood at attention, his hands behind him. His rather thick and long shaft raised a fold in his black pants. He caught me looking at his crotch. His lips smiled as he looked into my eyes.  
 
    “Uh, sure. Sounds lovely. Gabriel?”  
 
    “Uh, yes, please. Thanks for suggesting it, Armand.”  
 
    He nodded and left.  
 
    “For goodness sake, Riley. He saw you looking at his crotch.”  
 
    “Probably saw you too.”  
 
    “No. I know he didn’t.”  
 
    “You just didn’t catch him seeing you. He knows we’re taken with him. I’m sure he gets it all the time from women.” I slid my hand on her thigh. This is a lot different than the way I ever felt about women. I mean, it’s wondrous, isn’t it? I wonder if all women feel it like this.”  
 
    “They never felt it from us, I’m sure.” She slid her hand onto my lap and wrapped it around my shaft with the dress.  
 
    “Mmm, that’s exquisite, but don’t do that. He might catch us.” I pushed her hand away.  
 
    “The tablecloth is too long. Don’t worry.”  
 
    Our drinks arrived. As he placed them down from the side of us, Gabe clenched her hand around my shaft, and we both looked up at Armand.  
 
    “Anything else for now? Appetizers?” He moved the little appetizer book closer to us. Gabe was stroking me in my dress. I felt my face flush. I wanted him to leave. “Not now, thanks,” I said.  
 
    He nodded and left. Gabe leaned into me and whispered in my ear. “You’re so hot, sister.”  
 
    I laughed. My face flushed. “You were jerking me while he stood there. My heart was racing.”  
 
    “My arm wasn’t moving; I was using my wrist. Think he caught me?”  
 
    “He didn’t.”  
 
    “See?” She gave it a tight squeeze with her fist, then let it go and rested her hand on my stockinged thigh. She held her drink out to me. “To our new lives. Happy birthday, sister.”  
 
    We clinked and sipped our martinis, which did match our nails perfectly, our pinkies held out.  
 
    I said, “Mmm, lovely. Refreshing, strong, and pretty. Just like us.”  
 
    “Just like us, Riley.”  
 
    We enjoyed several courses of French cuisine, wines expertly paired with each course and caresses beneath the table nearly constant. The feeling of gliding my hand on Gabe’s silky thigh and her doing it to me was overwhelmingly intoxicating.  
 
    My free willy under my dress throbbed, and the tip slid against the silky fabric, sending ripples of little twitches through me. We stroked each other, both of us so on edge we had to stop each other and take a break from time to time. Espressos followed dinner.  
 
    By the time we were done and the check was there, we were like two nymphomaniacs, and our eyes couldn’t help drifting to the wonder under Armand’s pants. He smiled as he left the check. “Are you ladies sure you don’t desire anything else?”  
 
    I shook my head, afraid if I opened my mouth, I’d tell him the truth.  
 
    “Well, then. Since it’s a slow night, and you’re my last table,  maybe I could buy you two a drink in the lounge?”  
 
    Gabe’s eyes lit up. “That would be so nice of you. Please. We’ll meet you in there.”  
 
    “I’m honored.” 
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    We paid the bill and went to the ladies’ room, peed, touched up our hair, added fresh perfume, and redid our lipstick. In the lounge, Armand stood in his black tux, looking like a god beside a curved leather couch, whiskey neat in his hand. His eyes lit up as he saw us, and he motioned to the couch. We walked in our tiny steps across the plush carpet to him.  
 
    “Will this do? Seemed the most comfortable.”  
 
    I nodded. “Looks fine.”  
 
    He sat down in the middle, placed his drink on the table before him, and patted the seats on either side of him. We sat and crossed our sheer-stockinged legs, and I bounced a high-heeled foot with excitement. A waitress came over and we ordered drinks.  
 
    Armand placed his big hand on my thigh and squeezed it. He looked deep into my eyes and said, “Happy birthday, Riley.” Then his other hand fell onto Gabe’s stockinged thigh. “And happy birthday to you as well, Gabriel.”  
 
    Our drinks arrived, and we took them from the tray. Armand held his up and out to us. He looked me in the eye and said, “À nous! To us.” I clinked his glass then he looked Gabe in the eye, “À nous,” and they clinked.  
 
    Gabe sat back, her purse beside her, and she leaned lightly toward Armand. Armand smiled and slid his hand on her leg while he sipped his drink. I could see his hard-on in his pants. They chatted animatedly while I sat there watching. That bitch was going to get him for herself!  
 
    I slid closer so my leg touched his and made believe I was interested in what they were talking about while I ran my nails up and down a few inches of Armand’s hard thigh. I slid my palm on it and squeezed the firm muscles. His hand went over mine and squeezed it, moving it along, but not taking it away. He was enjoying my massage.  
 
    Soon, he shifted his attention to me, brought me into the conversation and began caressing my leg while I looked dreamily into his eyes. He had me mesmerized. We chatted for a while, Gabe in the background now, her face showing her frustration. She moved closer to Armand and put an arm around his shoulders and folded her legs onto the couch, pressing her leg against his. That slut!  
 
    He turned to her, brought her into the conversation again, and his hand massaged her calf. The two of us were vying for his attentions like two bitches in heat. I wasn’t going to lose to her.  
 
    I whispered in his ear, “Armand, maybe I can return the favor of this drink and at the same time, maybe you could give me another birthday present.”  
 
    His eyes lit up and he turned to me. “That sounds wonderful. What is your wish?”  
 
    “I want to suck you off,” I whispered. 
 
    He nodded, looked at Gabriel, then back to me, then back to Gabriel. “Would you like to share in another birthday present that your sister has requested?”  
 
    Gabriel glared at me.  
 
    He leaned toward her and whispered.  
 
    Her eyes lit up and she flashed a smile, nodding her head quickly.  
 
    He tossed his drink back, and we did the same. He stood, took us by our hands and led us through the foyer and upstairs to an office. He closed the door behind us and sat on the couch.  
 
    I quickly took a pillow, positioned myself in front of him and knelt on it, then spread his legs apart. I unzipped his pants and took out his whole package, the shaft piercing the air before my face. I dove onto it and consumed it, both hands working his rod.  
 
    I ran my tongue around it and flicked the tip while bobbing my head on it furiously as I looked up at him. I was throbbing under my dress, and my tip was scrubbing the silky lining, sending the same sensations into me that he got when I flicked my tongue over the hole in his tip.  
 
    Gabriel tugged at my hair, trying to get me off. “Hey, share that, sister.”  
 
    “Ouch! Stop that,” I muttered around his shaft and went back to it.  
 
    “Bitch!” Gabriel cried. She body-checked me away from Armand and slid into my position.  
 
    “Ladies, ladies,” Armand laughed. “There’s enough for you both. As a matter of fact, I bet you two little girls can fit side by side and share it together. It doesn’t have to be just one or the other.”  
 
    “Yeah, bitch,” I said to Gabe as I made my way next to her. I squeezed my way in and pulled one of her hands off his rod and replaced it with mine. I moved my face close to hers and said, “Now share that like a good sister would.”  
 
    She slurped off it, and I took it into my mouth again, looking up at Armand. We both worked his shaft back and forth between us, taking turns sucking it. He smiled as he watched us. “Good girls, see?”  
 
    This went on for a blissful time. Each time we switched, I allowed my hand to squeeze myself in my dress and rub the tip on the lining. I could tell Gabe was doing the same thing. Armand seemed unaware of our antics and just enjoyed the show and the ministrations.  
 
    Then, as Gabe was looking into them, his eyes went open wide. He moaned, his lips flattened. “L'inondation!”  
 
    Gabe’s eyes popped open as she was flooded with his reward. Her body shuddered and one hand went to the front of her dress. I could tell she was coming. She tried to swallow it all but had to come off it. I dove onto it and had it between my lips when it shot again.  
 
    I looked up at Armand and felt another load swell his shaft and go through my hand. His hands grasped my head tight, and he thrusted in short strokes as he grunted and inundated me. I was helpless to come off it the way he held my head firmly, and I just swallowed furiously and greedily. It was heaven as I came simultaneously under my dress, my body shuddering.  
 
    I stood while Armand packed himself back into his pants. Gabe stood and adjusted her dress, both of us making sure we didn’t show any wet spots on them. Armand’s big hand went gently behind my head, and he bent down to place a kiss on my lips. He did the same for Gabe and said, “Ladies, thank you so much for that. Can I buy you both another drink?”  
 
    We looked at each other. I know how I felt—a bit silly for what I’d done, especially now that I had come under my dress and no longer had the same driving interest in Armand.  
 
    Gabe smiled a flat-lipped smile and said, “Uh, thank you, Armand, but I think we’ve been more than satisfied this evening with our indulgences.” She glanced to me.  
 
    “Yes, it was a very rewarding evening.”  
 
    “That’s good. Glad to hear that. I noticed both of you seeming to shudder a little when the grand finale occurred. Was it that enjoyable for you?”  
 
    We both nodded sheepishly. He laughed and placed his hands on our shoulders and said, “That’s wonderful. Maybe we should exchange phone numbers, and I can provide that pleasure to you again some time.”  
 
    Gabe said, “Yes, why don’t you give us your number?” She took her phone out, and I did the same. He gave us his number, and we both typed it in.  
 
    He held his phone at the ready and said, “Call it, and I’ll add you to mine.” He waited, watching us.  
 
    I put my phone away and said, “Of course, you’ll understand we’ve just met you. Maybe we should spend more time together before we give you our numbers. Not that we don’t trust you but...”  
 
    “Oh no. I understand completely. I’m flattered you took mine, and I hope to hear from you, together or apart.”  
 
    We slung our purses over our shoulders, gave him a hug and a kiss, and left. We walked hand in hand downstairs and to the valet, who ran off for my car. Gabe held my arm tight. “That was wild!” she whispered to me. “I never imagined I’d have such lust for that. But then I felt guilty or something. Like I shouldn’t have done it.”  
 
    “I know, I did too.” I handed the valet my ticket and a five. I slid into the car and he closed my door. Gabe was already in and we drove off.  
 
    Her hand held mine on the console. Her legs were folded to the side, and she leaned toward me. “Yeah, I felt like it was wrong, what I did. Right after I came, I felt like I was a freak.”  
 
    “I know. I guess that’s just some left over remnants of who we thought we were before. Do you feel like a freak right now?”  
 
    She ran her hand on her thigh, caressing it. She squeezed her breast and gazed at me. “Hmm, not at all. I just feel pretty and feminine. I feel good. You?”  
 
    “Me too. I just want to cuddle with you and fall asleep. We have more exploring to do tomorrow, and I don’t want to be tired for it.” I glanced at her and gave her a wink. She grinned and nodded. 
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    We both slid into bed without taking our clothes off and spooned. When I woke, Gabe had my dress pulled back and was sucking me, her hips by my face. I became alert and quickly lifted her dress, pulled aside her panties, and indulged in her, returning to her the same sensations she was giving me. We mimicked each other as we bobbed our heads, tugged each other’s hairless globes, flicked the tips with our tongues, running them around each other’s shafts. We were in a blissful dance.  
 
    We went slowly, then quickly, then slowly again, each of us indulging in maximizing the other’s pleasure and making it last. When Gabe couldn’t take it anymore, she slurped off me and said, “Stop. Stop. I want to stay this way all day. Please?” She moved her hips back and fell out of my mouth.  
 
    “Aww, Gabe! Please?” I lay there looking at her, my shaft bobbing and glistening in the air. “Please?”  
 
    “No. You’ll see, we should stay this way. It’ll make it better.”  She stood, took my hand and tugged. “C’mon. Let’s go eat breakfast and get ready for the day. It’s training day.” She grinned. “I want to save this arousal and intensify it when we make love tonight.”  
 
    I slid out of bed. She wrapped her arms around me and grabbed my bottom, pulling me to her. She humped against me, and I could feel her hard rod pressing on mine. “Mmm, can’t wait.” She gave me a peck on the lips and led us to the kitchen.  
 
    We cooked a nice big breakfast, then sat outside, drinking our coffees. The sun was warm on my legs in hosiery that looked like a whore’s, with runs and holes in them. I took a deep breath, feeling my breasts heave in my bra. “This is weird.”  
 
    Gabe snickered. “I know, honey. I had the same thing happen to me, remember?” She squeezed a breast. “These puppies are awesome, though. Feels so good to feel them and to have them.” She laughed. “And look at us, we look like whores—all disheveled, dried come under our dresses.” She took a deep breath and re-crossed her legs in her heels. “But it feels so good. I love feeling like a woman.”  
 
    “Me too. It’s so much more...uh...yeah, so much more. So much more than what we were. So much more alive and exciting. It even feels good after I come and the arousal’s gone. I might like that the best because it’s so pure then. So feminine and light feeling.”  
 
    “It is. But today isn’t about that. I want to be connected to you and you to be connected to me.” She slugged down her coffee and stood. “Let’s get the attachment on the shower. I feel my drive to poop is coming on, and then I’ll clean out in the shower. I’d shower with you, but not if we’re doing that.”  
 
    “Right. That sounds gross.”  
 
    “Get past it and we can have some fun.” She held her hand out to me, I stood, and she led us inside. We put the attachment on, then I picked out my clothes for the day and washed our new toys. I was excited to feel them and imagine them inside me but afraid of it at the same time. What normal person would ever stuff something in their ass? Hmm, this person and her best friend and now lover, that’s who.  
 
    Gabriel finished her shower and dried her hair and yelled to me as I lay on the bed, waiting to go in. I had already pooped, so hopefully my clean-out would be just a cleansing, not a mess. She came out. “Get moving, sister. Let’s go.”  
 
    I did as I was told, and when it was all over, I felt clean and fresh and liberated somehow. It was as if I was even prettier and more feminine, I was so clean. I did my hair and makeup and went into the bedroom.  
 
    Gabe was dressed in a denim mini with high wedge heels, suntan pantyhose, and a tank top. She was moving her hips in front of the mirror. “Mmm, this is nice.” She played with her phone. “I love the remote control too... Oh, yeah, right there.”  
 
    She turned from the mirror and gave me a hug and a kiss. Her hand went under my towel and stroked my hardness. “Mmm, this is great. Want some help getting it in you?”  
 
    I kissed her lips. “Thanks, but I’ll get it.”  
 
    “It’s on the nightstand with the lube next to it.”  
 
    I went over to it and managed to get it into me easily. I pumped it up, expanding it inside me, and when it was as full as I wanted, I detached the hose and turned it on with my phone.  
 
    I stood and ran through the sensations until I found the one I liked. It sent ripples of pleasure into me and up my spine. “Oh god, Gabe. This is something else.” I walked to the bed where I had laid out my clothes and sat down. I slid on my sheer suntan pantyhose; I had already cut out a piece of the crotch. I slid on some pink satin panties and a white denim miniskirt. I put on a silky pink button-down blouse and buttoned it, letting the sensual fabric caress my nipples. I slid on some pink wedge heels and went to the mirror. I sprayed perfume all over me, immersing myself in the scent.  
 
    My nipples could just be seen as slight bumps when I turned and my top tightened around me. Other than that, they didn’t show. I was hard as a rock in my panties under the skirt, and that didn’t show at all. Perfect. I stood there and took myself in as the plug sent a ripple of vibration into me. I throbbed and my nipples were hard. It did it again. I took my phone out and turned it down just a bit so I wouldn’t shudder each time it went off. Perfect.  
 
    Gabe kissed my neck. “See? Nice, huh? Wait until it’s me in there, pumping into you over and over while I look into your eyes and hold your legs back. Then I’ll fill you up with my come while yours flails around in the air and shoots streams off it onto your belly and face.”  
 
    I turned and embraced her, then gave her a deep kiss. I leaned back from her face, taking in her makeup. “Hmm, you did your makeup. I like it.”  
 
    “Thanks. You look fabulous too. What shall we do today?”  
 
    “Walking seems to be pretty interesting with this inside.”  
 
    “Good. Let’s go to the mall, and we can walk and shop a little.”  
 
    “Good idea.”  
 
    I drove us off to the mall on what was a beautiful day. Gabe and I were both totally relaxed and into our new selves. No work worries or thoughts about work at all. Just us enjoying ourselves and being pretty.  
 
    At the mall, we shopped and bought some more dresses, skirts, and tops, and we both found shoes at the shoe store we had to have. Sinful stilettos with extra-high heels—we could take only the tiniest steps in them. The salesman was a handsome young man in khakis, revealing his interest in us as we tried on the shoes and walked around.  
 
    When we were done and had paid him for the shoes, we picked up our things. We barely managed to hold all the bags in our hands. He was watching us struggle and said, “I can help you get your things to the car if you want. Looks like you could use some help.” He flashed a big, wide-eyed smile at me.  
 
    “Sure! That would be great,” I said happily as my eyes drifted to his substantial hard-on of a size that looked too big for such a cute, boy-like man.  
 
    “Let me tell my helper that I’ll be leaving for a bit.”  
 
    He went to the back and came back out. “All set.”  
 
    “So are you the manager?” I asked as he started picking up our packages.  
 
    “Yeah. A couple of years so far. Time to look for another job or get a promotion, though. I’m getting too old for this kind of low-paying job.”  
 
    We all walked together through the mall. “How old are you?”  
 
    “I’m twenty-three. This job was a resumé builder. It’s hard to get a decent job with a business degree these days. There are so many graduates every year.”  
 
    “Ah, yeah. Our school graduated a thousand engineers and ten thousand business degrees. I can see why you’re doing what you’re doing. Persistence is your main ally.”  
 
    We reached the car, and he helped us get the things into the trunk. I went to my purse to get some cash for a tip. He held his hand up to stop me. “Oh no, please. You don’t need to tip me.”  
 
    Gabriel placed her hand on his back. “Well, thank you so much for helping us. Maybe we can do something else for you.” Her hand went to his crotch and rubbed his hard-on. “Seems you need to get rid of this before you go back to work, don’t you?”  
 
    His face flushed and he looked around quickly. “I uh, I...”  
 
    I opened the door to the back seat and motioned for him to climb in. He did, hurriedly. Gabe followed and had him unzipped and in her mouth in seconds. I went around to the other side and slid in alongside him. I joined Gabe in her indulgence on his velvety meat. We went at him fervently, both of us on edge with our plugs humming silently inside us. We had to be careful, or we’d come when he did.  
 
    I thought of baseball to keep from coming as I sucked and stroked, and we took turns on him. It didn’t take long before he was giving us all his plentiful come, and he whimpered like a little boy while he did. He was so cute. When we finished him, he tucked away and asked if he could have our numbers. Gabe said we wouldn’t, but we’d take his if he wanted to share it.  
 
    We both punched it into our phone along with his name, Brad. We let him out of the car; he left and we both got in front.  
 
    “Phew! That was fun,” Gabe said. He was really cute too! And I can’t believe how big it was for such a little guy.”  
 
    “I know. He was even bigger than I used to be. Oh well, what’s next?”  
 
    “Lunch?”  
 
    “Yes. That appetizer from Brad was nice, but not nearly enough.” 
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    We ate lunch but didn’t enjoy it much. We were both too horny with our plugs and the gratification of Brad’s treat.  
 
    I put my hand on Gabriel’s and looked into her gorgeous eyes. “Gabe, let’s go home.”  
 
    “Really, Riley? Why? Is something the matter?”  
 
    “Yes. I’m too horny to wait anymore. Between my plug and Brad and us just being us, I need some relief. Let’s go home and make love. Now. Not tonight. I can’t wait that long.”  
 
    Gabe’s eyes opened wide, and she nodded quickly and squeezed my hand. “I was thinking the exact same thing.”  
 
    We quickly paid our bills and walked our horny asses out of there. We were both wriggling in our seats in the car on the way home, and Gabe sucked me slowly and carefully. By the time we were home, we were both at our wits’ end.  
 
    We raced into the house, dragging our purchases and tossing them on the floor as we both flew up the stairs. We both hurriedly took our plugs out in the bathroom and washed them, then ran into the bedroom.  
 
    Gabe pulled back the covers down to the satin sheets and slid onto the bed. She lifted her skirt up to her waist, yanked off her panties and spread her legs, her cute little rod bobbing in the air. I slipped off my panties, climbed on the bed and lifted my skirt. I tore open my blouse and hers, and we embraced, our breasts crushing against each other as we kissed deeply, our tongues dancing, our breath choppy and deep.  
 
    I ran my hand through her hair, sniffed her perfume, kissed her neck, and planted kisses leading down to her nipples. I sucked one, then the other, nipping at them and making her gasp and squeak.  
 
    She whimpered, “Huh, uh, Riley, god, please, make love to me now. I need you so badly.” She reached down and tugged on my shaft, drawing me closer to her longing receptacle.  
 
    I guided it, looking into her eyes as I went between her cheeks, holding her legs back. Her rod throbbed in the air and oozed pearls. Her eyes showed her desperation as we both tried to gain alignment. I pressed forward, pushing her legs farther back, and I felt my tip making its way in. “That’s it, honey, here it goes. Push and help me get it all the way in.” 
 
    “Huh, uh, yes...” Gabe breathily moaned. “It feels so good—push it all the way in. Deeper, honey.”  
 
    I pushed her legs back and shoved it into her as hard as I could. She gasped. I drew back a little. “Damn!” It popped out. We got it back in, and I held it there and kissed her deeply on the lips, feeling her tightness around it. I thrusted slowly. “Oh god, Riley, you’re so tight. It feels so good.” 
 
    She stroked my hair. “Yes, it does. Now pound me, princess. Hard and fast.”  
 
    I pulled back for a deep thrust, and it popped out. “Damn it!”  
 
    I pushed it back in and hurriedly tried to thrust again, but once more, it popped out. “I’m sorry, Gabe, I’m too small now. It won’t stay in. You try it on me.”  
 
    We rolled over, and I felt it as Riley entered me. “Yes, you’re in, honey. Push.” I pushed my hips against it and felt it go deeper. Riley crushed my legs back as far as they’d go and looked into my eyes. She shoved it deep and held it there. “It feels so good to be inside you.” She peppered my face with kisses.  
 
    I tugged her by the hips into me. “Now you do it. Fast and hard.”  
 
    She pulled back for a deep thrust and popped out. “Oh no!” She hurriedly helped it back in, pressing me tight to the bed and pulled back a little and shoved it in. She smiled and did it again. I urged her on with my hands, moving her hips, and she popped out one more time. “Damn it!” she cried and fell on me. “It’s no use. We’re both too short now to be able to do this to each other. It’s a curse!”  
 
    I kissed her neck and wrapped my stockinged legs around her, pressing our tiny friends together. I whispered to her, “It’s okay, honey. Let’s do it this way.” I humped against her. We wrapped ourselves together, nipples rubbing, breasts crushing, our shafts rubbing. We humped like adolescent kids into a pillow. We kissed deeply, breathing heavily through our noses.  
 
    The bed shook, and we both whimpered as we kissed and rabbit-humped each other at lightning speed. Gabe broke our kiss and gasped, “Huh, uh, Riley, yes!” Her body tensed, and the two of us grasped each other’s little shafts as we both spurted between us, our bodies shaking and spasming. Soon, we collapsed in a gentle embrace, catching our breath.  
 
    We rolled off each other and stared up at the ceiling. “Phew, that wasn’t half bad,” Gabe said.  
 
    “It wasn’t. I love you, Gabe.” I held her hand.  
 
    She squeezed mine, “I love you too, Riley.  
 
    We lay there quietly for a while. I said, “You know, we wouldn’t be able to make love to a woman now either. We’re too short.”  
 
    Gabe said, “I know. They still feel good, though. But it sucks I can’t make love to you.”  
 
    “We can. We just can’t thrust much.”  
 
    “Right. And I want you to be able to feel what it’s like. I want to feel it, too, what it’s like to be penetrated and filled up by a real one... and made love to.” She sprang from the bed, ran to the dresser and opened a drawer. “It’s time for these. Unless we stop coming with our little sticks, we’ll never know what it’s like to be made love to and come that way. We have to.”  
 
    She took two tiny metal cages out of the drawer and brought them to the bed. “Hurry, put this on while you’re still soft and lock it up. Then we can concentrate on getting laid like we want to. If we don’t, it’ll just be more of us doing this stuff, and we’ll never know what it’s like to be so intimate with someone. We have to do this, Riley.”  
 
    “Where will we get guys to do that for us, honey?”  
 
    She was clasping herself into the cage as she said, “We won’t ever be motivated enough to find them if we don’t wear these, and then we’ll just suck each other and hump each other like pillows. She locked her cage and took out the key. She put it in her purse. Her tiny rod looked even smaller now inside the tiny chrome cage. “Now put yours on, Riley. Right now.”  
 
    I did as she said. Now we had to risk revealing ourselves to men and hoping they didn’t kill us. Gabriel put her arm around me and kissed my cheek. “We’ll figure it out. We have to.”  
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    We showered together, sponging our breasts, cages, hips, legs...kissing and embracing, hard in our cages. We did our hair and makeup and got dressed in sexy little dresses, silky sheer stockings with garter belts holding them up, our new high heels, lots of jewelry, and plenty of perfume.  
 
    I went into the kitchen, my heels clattering on the floor and my breasts jiggling as I shook us a couple of Manhattans. I poured them and took them out onto the patio, placing them before the wicker couch. I went back inside and grabbed a couple of cigars from the humidor and a torch lighter. I unwrapped them, snipped the ends, and took them outside.  
 
    I sat on the couch and crossed my legs, feeling the heavenly feeling it gave me. I bounced a foot and lit my cigar. Gabriel came out, her heels clicking on the bricks. “Cigars and Manhattans?” she asked.  
 
    “Why not? It’s what we do when we have to brainstorm, right?”  
 
    She sat next to me, giving me a peck on the cheek. She lifted her martini glass and held it for me. I raised mine. “To solving our intimate penetration problem.” We clinked and sipped.  
 
    She took her cigar from the table and held it between her painted, long-nailed finger and thumb and toasted the end a few times, then put it between her painted lips and puffed. “Hmm, love these. The nicotine and alcohol will open us up to ideas. Good idea.” She puffed and looked at the cigar in her fingers. “Looks odd with these nails doesn't it?”  
 
    “I think it looks powerful and sexy.” I ran my hand on her stockinged thigh. “Okay. Think.” We puffed.  
 
    She blew smoke rings and looked up and to the right. “Hmm. We do know two guys, and we have their numbers. Armand and Brad.”  
 
    “True. We could suck them for sure, but I don’t know whether or not they’d kill us if they knew what we have under our skirts.”  
 
    “True.” We puffed and sipped. “I think Brad has potential, though. He’s not a macho guy. I mean, he may even be somewhat of a femboy, actually. He just doesn’t show it when he’s working.”  
 
    “You think?”  
 
    “I think. My gut says so.”  
 
    “Think a femboy would like to do us?”  
 
    “Maybe.” We puffed and sipped as I glided my hand on her leg.  
 
    “Riley, we have to do something. Your hand on my leg already has me filling my cage.” She ran her hand on my leg in the same way some more. “We need to call Brad.”  
 
    “Let’s invite him to dinner. We can feel him out. Ask him things about what he thinks of women and such. See if he lets it show a little.”  
 
    “Hmm, good idea. That’ll give us one nice shaft, maybe. What about Armand? He’d be really good. He’s huge and handsome and nice.”  
 
    “Armand could be. The French are more open to things like this than Americans are. He seemed pretty laid-back too.”  
 
    “Maybe we should just work on Brad for now and see if that works. I think it’ll take the two of us to get him to say what we want.”  
 
    “Okay, let’s take Brad to dinner. We can tell him we might have a job for him at our place. I think they’re looking for someone with management experience to manage some projects.”  
 
    “Good idea.” 
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    We finished our drinks and put out our cigars. Our brainstorming session was a success. Brad leapt at a chance to have dinner with us and discuss the possibility of a better job. We were seated at the bar in the sumptuous lounge at Le Désir when he arrived.  
 
    “Hi, ladies!” he said as he showed up behind us. He stood in a coat and tie and looked as handsome as a little guy like him could. He was very cute. We swiveled our seats around toward him, and I reached for him to give me a kiss. He pecked my lips, and his face flushed. Gabriel kissed him the same, and we admired him as he stood there smiling and talking about how excited he was to be able to have dinner with us and to talk about a potential new job.  
 
    We ordered him a drink and chatted, then went to our seats in a round, more private booth this time, facing a fireplace. We could see the seats we’d occupied the last time we were there, over by the window overlooking the garden.  
 
    Our waiter showed up, bearing a silver tray with ice water, white linen napkin over his arm. He smiled at us all. “Good evening, I’m Bertrand. I’ll be your server tonight.”  
 
    We all nodded; he served the water and took our drink orders. I asked, “Is Armand working tonight?”  
 
    “Armand? He’s the owner. He works only now and then, when he sees special clients he’d like to get to know better. Did he wait on you before?”  
 
    “Yes, he did.”  
 
    “Then he thought you were very special. He’s not here tonight, or I’d let him know you were here.”  
 
    “That’s too bad. Maybe next time.”  
 
    He nodded and left with our drink order. We perused the menu, Brad sitting between Gabe and me as we both ran our hands along his thigh under the table. When our drinks arrived, we put the menus down and toasted. I said, “To enjoying the fruits and variety of life.”  
 
    We clinked and sipped.  
 
    “Fruits and variety. I like that,” Brad said as his bright eyes flitted back and forth between ours.  
 
    Gabe said, “You do? Really? What do you think of as variety?”  
 
    “Hmm. You know. Different things.”  
 
    “Like what?”  
 
    “I don’t know. Uh...”  
 
    I put his hand on my stockinged thigh and slid it. “Is this variety? Feeling a silky leg?”  
 
    “It’s nice for sure. I don’t get to do that much.”  
 
    “Much?”  
 
    He blushed. “Well, actually, ever.” He laughed and sipped.  
 
    “Would you like to? Like every day?”  
 
    Gabe took Brad’s hand and slid it on her thigh. “It’s possible, you know. You have pretty eyes. Lovely lashes too.”  
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    I observed him. His lashes appeared to have some mascara on them. His hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail; his ears were pierced, but he wore studs. His fingernails were a little long and neatly shaped and trimmed with no cuticles and seemed to be buffed a little. I asked, “You know, variety, like accessing what we all have inside of us.”  
 
    “What’s that?”  
 
    “For example, we’re both being assertive with you, and that’s a masculine trait. You’re very neatly kept—your hair, eyes, clothes—and that’s a somewhat feminine trait. Not that handsome men don’t take care of themselves, but you pay attention to details. Like your nails. So nice.”  
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    I continued my attempted manipulation. “So it makes me wonder, because as one gender or the other, there are usually things that interest us and that we like. Have you ever wondered what it’s like for women to wear clothes like this and look pretty and feminine? Your hand on my leg feels so nice to me. And these clothes feel so nice to wear. Have you ever looked at a woman and wondered what it was like to be her?”  
 
    Brad looked around, scratched his head and took a deep breath. He looked back at each of us and leaned in. “I have. Like you two. You’re so...so...sexy and pretty. It must be wonderful to be you.”  
 
    I placed my hand on his crotch. He was hard in his pants as I rubbed it and looked into his eyes. “We can help you with that. Feeling what it’s like. If you want to. You’d have to be brave.”  
 
    His eyes jumped around as if looking for the escape hatch.  
 
    “You don’t have to. Just wondering. You’re so cute and all I think it would be fun for you. A new experience.”  
 
    He rolled his eyes. He leaned in and spoke quietly. His voice rose from his tension. “Oh god, how did you know? Now I won’t get the job, right? All because I’m a femboy. I’m so ashamed.” 
 
    “No, no, no. This isn’t about the job. We can talk about that later. This is about taking a few days off to spend with us, and you get to see what we’re like. That’s all.”  
 
    “Oh, thank god.”  
 
    “You can spend some time with us and find out what’s it’s like to be us. Right, Gabriel?”  
 
    “Right. Just like us. Almost. We’d make you our girlfriend for a while. That’s all.”  
 
    He took a deep breath and sipped his drink. He smiled, relaxing now. “Really, that does sound fun.” He leaned in again and whispered, “I have always wondered. I’ve worn women’s clothes before and stuff but never took it all the way. Only in private. You’d help me?”  
 
    “Absolutely!” Gabriel said. “We’d love to.” 
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    We relaxed and had a wonderful meal, chatting nonstop, and Brad grew excited about what was to come. Before we left, the manager of the restaurant came over and handed us a huge gift certificate from Armand, who sent his regrets that he wasn’t there. He said he would be there the next night, though, and he would like to have dinner with us if we would return. The manager asked for our numbers but was understanding when we were reluctant to give them to him. We left the message we’d be back the following night with another girlfriend joining us.  
 
    We left the restaurant and went home. We had Gabriel shower and shave his whole body, which was almost hairless anyway, and we did his hair for him in a more feminine way, with waves and curls. We dressed him in stockings, heels, a corset, and sheer coat. Then we sat outside and smoked cigars and drank a bit.  
 
    In the kitchen, where Gabe and I had been mixing the drinks, she whispered, “I don’t want Brad to find out about us until we’ve made him into a her.”  
 
    “Why? I don’t think she’d care. I want to get laid.”  
 
    “Let’s wait until tomorrow to reveal it. We can wait that long, can’t we? Let her sleep in the other room tonight. We can suck her off before she goes to sleep. That’ll keep her happy.”  
 
    “Whatever!”  
 
    We did just that. We both enjoyed sucking her off, and then we went to bed. I begged to take the cage off, but Gabe wouldn't allow it, saying we needed to save it. It was hard getting to sleep... hard in my cage.
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    In the morning, I was up first, and I snuck into Brad’s room and into bed with him. I sucked his huge shaft and brought him to the edge over and over until he begged for it, and then I stopped. “No. You need to wait. You’ll have more fun if you do. Now let’s make breakfast together, girl. Oh, we need a name for you. Brad won’t do. Any ideas?”  
 
    “Hmm, I always liked Cortney.”  
 
    “Okay, Cortney it is.”  
 
    We were cooking breakfast when Gabe came into the kitchen. “I see you girls are ready for the day.” She kissed each of us on the cheek. “I may as well just watch you two pretty things.” She poured herself a coffee and sat at the island, crossing her legs. “This is nice, having a house guest. I just realized I don’t know her name.”  
 
    Cortney turned and beamed at her. “I’m Cortney!”  
 
    “Lovely. Hello, Cortney. So are you ready to express your most feminine qualities?”  
 
    “Absolutely. This is heaven so far. Will I be able to have breasts of some sort? That would be great. You girls have beautiful breasts, and I always wondered what it would be like.”  
 
    Gabe and I looked at each other, each of us knowing what the other was thinking—the wishing fountain. I shook my head no. Gabe nodded and put on a pouty face.  
 
    “We’d lose the best part, Gabe,” I said.  
 
    Cortney said, “What? Just by me getting breasts?”  
 
    I turned to her and put my hands on her shoulders. “No, dear. We were talking about something else. We can get you breasts. Silicone breast forms and a bra—they’ll look and feel real and give you cleavage even.”  
 
    Her eyes lit up. “That’s wonderful! I can’t wait.” She kissed my lips quickly. “Thanks.”  
 
    We ate breakfast, had coffee outside, and lounged in the sun and fresh air. We all showered, and of course, Cortney asked what the attachment in the shower was for. We told her. She seemed interested, but we didn’t want to get her into that desire yet. We dressed her in a casual pink denim skirt and a white top, did her makeup and hair, put her in some wedge heels, and set off.  
 
    We bought her breast forms and some bras for them. She bought new dangling earrings and had her hair style styled and trimmed, a pedicure, and a manicure with fake nails. When we were done, no one would ever have guessed she had a huge rod under her skirt, held hidden by really tight panties.  
 
    We went back home, Cortney put on her new breasts, and we made some tuna for lunch, then had iced tea outside. I asked her, “So, how does it feel so far?”  
 
    “Pretty. Nice, like this is me. I mean, I feel at home in this new look. I love it! I love the feeling of these breasts too. Thank you.”  
 
    “Do you make yourself hard?”  
 
    “Oh, yeah.”  
 
    “Would you ever make love to a girl like you?”  
 
    “Absolutely.”  
 
    Gabe and I looked at each other. She crossed her legs and pressed on her thigh. I could tell she was hard and wanted it from Cortney. I shook my head and said to Cortney, “Hmm, then you wouldn’t be upset if two girls like us turned out to be girls like you?”  
 
    Her jaw dropped, and her newly manicured hand covered her mouth as she gasped. “Really? But you look like real girls...I mean, you are real girls...but I guess...wow, that’s really cool. I never knew a guy could look so good.”  
 
    “You look good. You’re not a guy anymore, are you?”  
 
    She thought a moment as she looked us up and down. She felt her breast. Ran a hand on her leg. Put her fingers through her hair and felt an earring. She sniffed her wrist spritzed with her new perfume. She looked into my eyes. “No, I’m not a guy. I never really was. I’d love to make love to you both.”  
 
    “Good. You might just get your wish.” I stood up.  
 
    Gabe said, “No way, not right now. Later. After dinner.”  
 
    “Oh, Gabe, c’mon. Please?”  
 
    “No. And what would I do while you two were connected? Wait until we go to dinner. Maybe then we can have Armand too.”  
 
    I stood there, hard in my cage. I had to release the pent-up frustration. I looked at Cortney, and she was rubbing herself through her skirt, her eyes gazing lovingly at me. “Okay, Gabe, I have an idea. How about we all get some relief at least. Maybe with our mouths? Cortney? Are you game for that? Would you suck one of us?” I made a little mental wish, Please, please.  
 
    She nodded quickly. “A wish come true.”  
 
    I took her by the hand, and she stood. I hugged her tight and looked into her eyes. “Let’s go.” I turned to Gabe. “Come, sweetie...come with us.”
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    Gabriel and I took off our cages. We all climbed into bed and made a daisy chain—each girl connected to the other, all of us performing the same motions and ministrations. It was divine and felt like the energy was running through us in a circle, entering our mouths and leaving through us into the next mouth, making the energy greater and greater each time around.  
 
    I sucked on Gabriel, and she sucked on Cortney, who sucked on me. We moved our hips, humping into each other’s faces, then we stopped to enjoy flicking our tongues over our tips until we couldn’t take the spasming anymore. We bobbed our heads and ran our tongues around our shafts. It was almost as if I were sucking myself, the way the motions were in sync, and it felt as if my mouth had its own sexual nerve endings, gaining pleasure from Gabriel inside it. 
 
    We held off as long as we could and drifted in some kind of nirvana. It was as if our souls were joined in a mystical, magical place. I smelled the sweet perfume on Gabriel, adding another dimension to the sensations. Her hand slid deliciously over my skin as I did the same to Cortney’s silky soft skin, caressing it and adding another layer of delight. We drifted, immersed in this warm bath of sensation and indulgence.  
 
    All of a sudden. Gabriel stopped sucking Cortney and yanked herself free of my face and yelled, “Stop!”  
 
    Cortney let me fall from her mouth as she said, “Why!?”  
 
    We all bobbed in the air, oozing and glistening, as we waited for Gabriel to explain herself. “What the heck, Gabriel!?” I cried out. 
 
    “I’m sorry.”  
 
    “Why’d you do that?”  
 
    “Just to make it last. It’s the best thing, isn’t it? I mean, it’s incredible.”  
 
    “Yeah?”  
 
    “So we need to have a signal to all finish at the same time. Wouldn’t that be great?”  
 
    “I thought we were going to anyway.”  
 
    “Maybe. But this can make it more likely.”  
 
    “Okay, what?”  
 
    “When you’re close, struggling not to come, grasp the other person’s leg.”  
 
    “Okay.” I dove back onto her, and we all resumed our little orgy. We fell back into our synchronous dance. I was drifting in an ethereal place, the energy rushing through our daisy chain like a power plant. I felt a squeeze on my leg. I squeezed another leg, and we all picked up pace. We humped like rabbits into each other’s faces while our tongues and mouths hungrily consumed their luscious, thrusting shafts.  
 
    It came from my toes and went through my body. I began to shudder and shake as I shot copious amounts of my passion into the face of my consuming daisy. I swallowed the passion of the velvet shaft penetrating my face and shooting all its creamy energy into me. We all jerked and spasmed, moaning and whimpering around each other’s shafts for what felt like eternity until all at once, we released each other and gasped for air.  
 
    We slid around on the bed and spooned each other, our bodies entangled and wrapped in each other. Cortney kissed me deeply; Gabriel kissed us all over. When we had finally settled down, we ambled out to the patio and had iced teas and relaxed.  
 
    I asked, “How do you feel, Cortney? Any remorse or regret at how you’re dressed right now? I mean, after you came and the libido went away?”  
 
    She shook her head, smiling. “Not at all. It actually feels really nice not being horned up yet being feminine and pretty. It feels perfectly normal. Well, better than normal, I mean—if normal is being a guy, which I don’t think it ever was for me. This is better.”  
 
    “Super. Glad to hear that.”  
 
    Cortney was observing us, her eyes roaming our bodies as we sat and sipped. “So, did you girls have surgery? I mean your breasts and hips and butts are so perfect.”  
 
    We looked at each other. Gabe shrugged. “I guess we should tell you, but I’m afraid of losing your wonderfully proportioned maleness.”  
 
    “Huh?”  
 
    “You see, we became how we are by wishing at a fountain. We thought we were wishing for girlfriends, but as it turned out we were wishing for ourselves to be each other’s girlfriend. Poof! The next day we had changed into what we are now. You did notice how small our last male vestiges are, right?”  
 
    “Well, they’re not silly small. They’re reasonable for your size, I guess.”  
 
    “Not reasonable enough to make love to each other or to a woman. They’re too short. They didn’t used to be. We were both almost as large as you before the magic.”  
 
    “Oh, gosh, I’m so sorry to hear that.”  
 
    “Don’t be sorry. That’s why we hesitated to tell you about our magic fountain. You’re the only one who could make love to us right now. We wouldn’t want to lose that, and you may not want to give up your handsome beast.”  
 
    She nodded. “Hmm, I’ll have to think about that. I would miss having it. It’s quite a big part of me.” She laughed. “But having breasts and hips and looking so perfect, well, that’s really tempting too.”  
 
    I looked at my watch. “Well, we should really get ready. I made reservations for us in the booth at Le Désir, and Armand did say he’d be there to dine with us. I want to look really hot for him so when we let him in on our secrets, he’ll be reluctant to give us up. If things work out tonight, we’ll have our wishes come true for the four of us.”  
 
    Cortney said, “I can’t wait. But even if it doesn’t work out tonight, my wishes have already come true. I love you two.”  
 
    “We love you too, Cortney.” 
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    We took our time getting ready, taking care in making Cortney look her best, all of us nitpicking each other, adjusting and primping. Gabriel and I wore short, tight-fitting clubbing dresses with stay-up lace-top thigh-highs and fetishy, high-heeled, strappy stilettos. We dressed our Barbie doll in a short black satin V-neck dress with a flared hem. We had her tug her panties under her globes and lowered the dress to confirm she didn’t show underneath it.  
 
    “Oh my god!” Cortney said as she turned to and fro in front of the mirror. “I’m a hottie!” She spun around again. “And this silky dress rubs the tip and sends shivers through me. I’m keeping the panties this way.”  
 
    “Why not?” I said as I placed a hand on her shoulder and kissed her cheek. “Let willy get more and more excited, because he’s going to be able to stuff himself into one of our tight, hot holes anyway. Right, Gabe?”  
 
    “Right,” she replied as she strapped her heels on. “Do you girls have any preferences as to who penetrates whom? Of course, only Armand and Cortney have sufficient shafts to do the love-making. Cortney? Any preference? Riley or me?”  
 
    She looked back and forth at each of us. “Are you kidding? I love you both. I wish I could do both of you.”  
 
    Gabe smiled and nodded. “Okay, then, we’ll let Armand decide which of us he ends up stuffing with his passion. Everyone ready?”  
 
    I sprayed perfume all over me and under my dress, loaded my purse and slung it on my shoulder. The other girls did the same, and we left.  
 
    We started out at Le Désir in the lounge, all three of us sitting at the bar, sipping Pink Glaciers and enjoying our conversation. I stood between Gabriel and Cortney; their stools were turned to face me, their glossy, sheer stockinged legs crossed and smiles on their faces as we chatted animatedly like three girls can.  
 
    “Really? A Coke can?” Cortney asked.  
 
    We laughed and nodded quickly, looking around. I whispered in her ear. “Think of two Coke cans stacked one on the other with a nose cone that hangs over the edges a bit and a hole in it like a soda straw.”  
 
    Cortney’s hand went over her mouth, her eyes popped wide open, and she let out a gasp. “Oh my god, girl! How the heck will either of you get that inside you?” She laughed.  
 
    Gabe patted her shoulder and said, “Slowly and happily like a good girl, and then...oh god...and then I’ll have gone to heaven. Or my love Riley will have.”  
 
    Cortney nodded. “You’re darn right. You may very well go to heaven right then and there when he splits you in two.” She re-crossed her legs and placed a palm on her lap, pressing on it. “It does sound sensational, though. I’ll have to try that orifice soon myself. It’s too bad you girls are too small to do it to me.”  
 
    I said, “We can have fun trying, though. If we just leave it in and do really short jabs, it works, but it doesn’t give much sensation...and it’s so depressing when it keeps slipping out, but if you want to try, we can.”  
 
    Cortney leaned over and kissed my cheek. “I think I’d like to try that. It sounds special and romantic.”  
 
    “Hmm, okay then.” I smiled at her, and we ordered another drink.  
 
    “Hello, ladies!” Armand said as he approached us. He gave Gabriel and me a kiss on the cheek as we touched his shoulder, and then he stood back to take Cortney in. “Well, hello, young lady.” He held his hand out to her. “My name is Armand.”  
 
    She shook it. “Nice to meet you, sir. My name’s Cortney.”  
 
    “Welcome to Le Désir, Cortney.”  
 
    The bartender brought our drinks and a bourbon neat for Armand. Armand took his drink and said to the bartender, “No tab for these ladies, please.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.”  
 
    Armand raised his drink to us. “To all of you having a wonderful time tonight, my treat and honor. Thank you for joining me.”  
 
    I toasted, “À nous.”  
 
    Armand smiled at me. “You remembered. Yes, a toast to us.”  
 
    We clinked and sipped.  
 
    Armand placed his hand on my shoulder as he spoke to us all. “So ladies, I see you’ve reserved the most private booth in the restaurant. That speaks highly of you trusting me, having me surrounded by three beautiful and alluring women like you.”  
 
    “Yes, Armand. It’s not that we need to trust you. It’s that you must trust us a lot, because women like us might take advantage of a man like you. We could harvest all your energy from you.” I winked.  
 
    His bright eyes smiled as he said, “Hmm, I’d love to be harvested but I’d much more love to do some planting. Seeds need to be placed with care and love deep inside to truly harvest the love from the feminine. When that happens, though, you will be removing all the energy from me.” He winked, squeezed my shoulder, and kissed my cheek. “You are so lovely.”  
 
    I kissed his lips lightly. “Mmm, and you make me so hot.”  
 
    Gabe said, “Well, Cortney, I think we know how to be seated at the table with the attention Armand is paying to Riley. I guess you and I will be each other’s dates tonight.”  
 
    Armand, his arm over my shoulder said, “I hope you’re not disappointed. I just don’t want you girls to have a catfight like the last time you were here. I thought it only right to commit to one this time. Especially since we’ll be making love.”  
 
    Gabe waved her hand and said, “Please, no apology necessary. Cortney is perfectly capable of planting seeds in me while you plant seeds in Riley.” She winked and nodded.  
 
    Armand looked Cortney over thoroughly. He asked, “So, you’re a girl with something special between your legs?”  
 
    Cortney looked into his eyes, searching for his attitude about her. Then she looked at Gabe and me.  
 
    Armand placed his hand on her shoulder and said, “Don’t be afraid, my lovely girl. It’s okay. If you are, you are my favorite kind of girl. You can’t get pregnant and will probably never want to have a baby. You’ll always keep your appearance up and will never wear sweatpants. You’re exotic and sensual and a truly special person.”  
 
    He waited for her to respond. She smiled nervously and said, “Thank you. I am special.” She winked.  
 
    “Ah, that’s wonderful.” He looked to Gabriel and then to me. “Girls? Hmm?”  
 
    We both nodded.  
 
    He flashed a huge smile. “I knew it! Wonderful!”  
 
    Gabe asked, “How did you know?”  
 
    “No genetic women take care of themselves and pay attention to every detail in their appearance like you girls do. Few women even bother with the beautifully sheer stockings you wear. Only someone trying to be feminine and beautiful does that, and they usually have something special about them. I’m so happy to have found you all.”  
 
    He stood up straight, looked at his watch and said, “So now we really have something to celebrate. Let’s go feast.” He put his arm out to me. I took it and held his hard bicep as he led us to our booth.  
 
    The girls and I stopped at the bathroom, where we peed and quickly refreshed our looks and perfume, all of us excitedly looking forward to the evening, our heels clattering on the tiled floor. The other girls were telling me how poorly I’d be walking the next day and things like maybe it would never close back up. I wondered if I really could take him inside me without splitting. I slapped their arms for saying such things, and we went out to our table, where Armand sat like a king with his arms on the back of the booth.  
 
    He ordered us course after course. His chef specially prepared items for us that weren’t even on the menu. He had wine brought to pair with each dish.  
 
    Cortney and Gabriel were like two young lovers, snuggled together, caressing each other under the table as Armand described what we were eating, and we all chatted and got to know each other better.  
 
    Armand’s huge hand drove me wild as he caressed my stockinged leg and breathed into my ear. He murmured how beautiful I was, and I squeezed his monster in his pants, truly wondering if it would fit into me. I was hard in my panties, and I bounced a leg, squeezing it between my thighs and making myself more aroused.  
 
    When I went to re-cross my legs one time, Armand’s hand slid under my dress, and he grabbed my hardness. “Mmm, it’s wonderful—so feminine and silky.” He let it go and gave me a kiss on the lips. “I had to check. It’s hard to believe you have one.”  
 
    I kissed him back. “Thank you. Will you go slowly for me when we start? You’re much larger than anything I’ve had inside me.”  
 
    “Oh, yes, my dear. I’ll be very gentle and rough or fast only if you ask me to be. I’d never want to hurt you.”  
 
    I felt his hardness in his pants and lightly kissed his lips. “Are we ready to go? I can drive us all to our place.”  
 
    “Why not come to my house? You haven’t seen it yet, and I have a very large, round bed with wonderfully sensuous satin sheets. You can all sleep over.”  
 
    “Hmm, that does sound nice.” I turned to Cortney and Gabriel. “Girls, Armand has invited us to his house. He said he could drive us all and we could stay over tonight. We can pick up the car later. Sound good?”  
 
    Snuggled together, their hands working under the table, they both smiled, wide-eyed, and nodded quickly.  
 
    Armand stood and extended his hand to me. I slung my purse on my shoulder and took his hand. Cortney and Gabe slid out, draped their purses onto their shoulders, and Gabe held onto Cortney’s arm. “Very ready!” Cortney beamed.  
 
    Armand had his car brought around, and it was waiting for us in front. The valet opened our doors, and I sat in front with Armand. Gabriel and Cortney looked like two little girls cuddled on one side of the huge back seat. They immediately began kissing, and their hands went under their dresses.  
 
    Armand drove off. I leaned over and placed my hand on his crotch. “Mind if I have a little treat while you drive? I promise not to distract you too much.”  
 
    “Not at all. Please do.”  
 
    I undid his zipper and pulled out his whole shaved package. It was nearly limp when I took it into my lips and sucked it, running my tongue around it slowly. It grew and became engorged and firm in my grip. I used two hands to stroke it, and with my jaw opened as far as it could go, I was barely able to get very far past the head itself.  
 
    I throbbed in my panties with the thought of having him making love to me, filling me so much with himself. I delighted in indulging in him as my lips slid on his velvety shaft and my hands slid up and down it like a flagpole. His hand rested gently on my head as he said, “Almost there, mon ange, my angel. Soon you will be my mon chou, my cream-filled puff pastry.”  
 
    “Mmm,” I hummed around his shaft and reluctantly came off it. “A cream-filled puff pastry. What a nice description.”  
 
    He tucked it away, and I straightened my dress and hair as he pulled into the gated drive. Up the switchback drive his car roared, rumbling over the pavers. At the top, he pulled before a lit-up limestone mansion. In front of it stood a fountain with angels much like the one in the park, at which we had made our wish come true.  
 
    He parked the car in front and opened our doors, helping Cortney and Gabe out first and then coming around to open my door and lend his hand. We all climbed the stone steps, and he opened the huge door to let us in. We clattered on the marble floors in the entryway as we gathered, then he closed the door behind him with a loud thud.  
 
    “Welcome to La Maison D'anges. It means the house of angels.”  
 
    I gasped. “Really? The house of angels?” I looked at Riley. “Did you see the fountain? It’s like the one in the park. It’s such a coincidence.” We all took in the large foyer, our eyes roaming it. Angels everywhere.
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    I stared at each of the four angels in the corners of the entrance and two more standing by the winding, sweeping staircase. All the angels had little penises, firm breasts, and curvaceous bodies. Their faces looked feminine and angelic, and their hands, though made of stone, appeared soft. Their fingers appeared to call to us to come closer. Some of their wings were splayed and others folded or in a state of opening or closing, creating the illusion of movement. “They’re so beautiful!” I nearly cried as I held my hand before my mouth. “They’re so perfect.” 
 
    Armand squeezed my hand. “Yes, they are. Just like you girls. See how I recognized you? You called the fountain out front a coincidence, but I had it put in, commissioned these statues, and named this house in the hopes I would someday have the angels I desired to share it with me. I believe you girls are my angels, and I hope you’ll join me to share this special place.”  
 
    He kissed me lightly on the lips. “Please?” He looked to the others. “Girls? Please consider my offer. I’d be honored if you would. Move in with me. Sell your places. Save your money.”  
 
    My heart raced in my chest. The other girls’ jaws dropped as we looked to each other and around the foyer, which had the scale of a lobby in an old, high-end hotel.  
 
    “Gabe? Cortney? I’d be ready to move in if you two would.”  
 
    Cortney clapped her hands like a little girl and jumped up and down in her heels. “I’d love to!” She ran over to Armand and stood on her toes to give him a kiss on his smiling lips. “Thank you so much!”  
 
    He hugged her and lifted her off the floor. “My pleasure. Now, let’s take a tour, have some drinks, relax, and get ready to make love. Shall we?”  
 
    We toured the mansion for half an hour, seeing all the rooms and features of the elaborate yet tasteful modernized limestone mansion from 1836. It took two years to build originally, and Armand had to refurbish it all, as it had stood vacant for over twenty years. It was fabulous.  
 
    Our heels clicked across the floor, and I imagined living in such splendor. We entered a parlor with a bar and couches by the fire. Armand opened the flue and lit the gas burner beneath the wood, and the fire started. By the time he had mixed us all drinks, the wood was burning, and he shut off the gas.  
 
    I sat on the couch, my legs crossed, one bouncing over the other. I caressed my stockinged thigh and watched Armand bring a tray with martini glasses and a pitcher of martinis to us. He poured each of us a drink; we all toasted and clinked, Armand looking each of us in the eye as he did. “To the angels. You and all the others like you,” he toasted, and we sipped.  
 
    We sat on the couches, enjoying the crackling fire, Armand’s arm around my shoulders, my head on his shoulder. Cortney snuggled next to Gabriel; their stockinged legs were pressed together and their hands caressed each other lightly while we all sipped and chatted about the house and our futures living in it.  
 
    I took Armand’s handsome package out and stroked it slowly for all us girls to admire as we sipped and talked. The girls’ eyes went to it and locked on it for some time as we chatted, each of us riveted by the size and beauty of it as I stroked it and it oozed from the tip. When we were sufficiently buzzed, Armand tucked himself away and said, “Ready, ladies?”  
 
    We all stood. I took his arm, feeling the buzz. Cortney and Gabriel held each other’s arms and navigated in their heels, walking in mincing steps behind us. This was more than a wish come true. I was going to be made love to by this wonderful man, and still I had my love, Gabriel, to live with and love in this opulent palace.  
 
    When we reached the door to his suite, Armand’s arms went beneath my knees, and my arm went automatically around his neck. He lifted me and carried me across the threshold and said, “Now, mon ange, you will become my mon chou.” 
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    He gently lowered me onto the black satin sheets and began to remove his clothes, placing them neatly on the wingback chair. I watched his firm yet not overbuilt frame as he moved. His body was hairless and smooth, and his shaft stood like the two stacked Coke cans above a couple of baseballs. Both Cortney and Gabriel held hands and watched him in awe. He slid onto the bed and wrapped an arm under me, pulling me to him. He said to the others, “Please. Girls. Come join us in the bed, and let’s all make love.”  
 
    Armand kissed me deeply, and his huge hand went beneath my dress and found my shaft. He took it between his thumb and forefinger and began to stroke it. I slid my top under my breasts and let them be free. The cool air on the hardened nipples sent a chill through me, and Armand’s other hand wrapped around my breast and squeezed it while his thumb and forefinger tweaked my nipple, sending ripples of sensation into me.  
 
    I spread my legs and wrapped them over his hard thighs. I whispered, “Take me. I’m already lubed. Take me, my love.”  
 
    Cortney and Gabriel were already going at it. Cortney held Gabriel’s legs back by her thighs, Gabe’s toes pointed in her strappy heels, flailing about while Cortney rammed herself into Gabe over and over, looking into her eyes with a loving gaze. I reached for Gabriel’s hand and squeezed it.  
 
    Her head rolled to look at me. She rolled her eyes and squeezed my hand. Armand slid his hardness upward. It slid against mine, and he pressed my legs to the bed by grasping my stockinged thighs and pressing them back. He looked into my eyes as he guided his shaft to my begging hole. He pressed. I pushed against it. It spread me a little. I pushed some more, looking into his eyes. He pushed it forward harder. We both pressed against it, and it began to make its way in. I felt myself as it stretched me wider and wider.  
 
    “Are you okay?” he asked.  
 
    “Oh god, yes. Please, don’t stop.” I pressed my hips against his rod, and he pushed it some more. It spread me and began to hurt. I pushed harder and said, “Push it in, Armand. It’s going. Push it hard.”  
 
    He watched my eyes as he pressed forward. Then the pain went away, and he slid past the gate. He was in me. I looked down to see it was for real, watching it as it slowly made its way into me. I thought it would come out of my throat when his huge balls rested against my cheeks. He was completely in.  
 
    I dropped my head back and looked into his eyes. I dug my nails into his hard ass and said, “God, that feels good. Now, make love to me.”  
 
    I looked to the side, and Cortney was pounding Gabriel so hard I thought she might split. Armand began thrusting, slowly pulling almost all the way out then all the way back in. It sent electricity up my spine and through my body to my toes. I clenched his hard ass and made him move faster. He leaned back and looked into my eyes to check on me. I rolled my eyes and smiled. “I’m in heaven.”  
 
    He laughed, “So am I because I’m with an angel.” He pressed my legs to the bed and pounded me to it. My feet in their heels flailed in the air in circles. My breasts did the same, and drips spun off my little shaft as it circled with each thrust. “Oh god, Armand, I think I’m going to come. Come with me.”  
 
    He sped up and was like a bull as he grunted; his breath came in big gulps. His chest heaved as he looked into my eyes and shoved his Coke cans into me. His body tensed and his eyes went wide as he gave it a deep shove all the way and held it there. I felt it pulsing inside me, depositing its voluminous passion into me.  
 
    He thrusted hard again, and I came spurting onto my dress and on my belly as I whimpered and moaned, my body shaking and shuddering beneath him. “Oh god, yes! God, yes, Armand.”  
 
    He thrusted some more, hard and deep until my body fell limp like a rag doll. He slowly lowered his weight onto me. “Mon chou.” He peppered my face with kisses. His hands slid across my body, my legs, my breasts.  
 
    “Mmm, mon amour…” I stroked his hair.  
 
    We caught our breath. I looked to the side, and Cortney and Gabriel were resting in an embrace, obviously as finished as Armand and I were. Armand pulled the covers over all of us and curled up beside me. We all fell off to sleep. 
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    In the morning, Armand was out of bed when I woke. Cortney and Gabriel were already sucking each other off. I watched my best friend and lover as she lived the life we’d both wished for—truly a wish come true. When Cortney had come in Gabriel’s mouth, Gabriel came to me, and we consumed each other until we both came together.  
 
    When we were done, applause came from across the room. “Wonderful. That was so beautiful to watch. I hope you don’t mind.” Armand sat there, dressed casually but perfectly, smiling.  
 
    “Watch anytime, Armand,” Gabriel said, and Cortney and I nodded.  
 
    I asked. “So, Armand, do you think your fountain has special powers like the one at the park?”  
 
    He raised an eyebrow. “I don’t know. I don’t think I should try it, though. Why?”  
 
    “I was thinking for Cortney. If she wanted to now...”  
 
    Gabriel said, “No! Then how will we make love? I don’t want her to lose that.” 
 
    Cortney shushed her and stroked her hair. “Honey, maybe it’ll allow me to keep it. Maybe you two just didn’t make it a point to ask for it. You thought you were getting girls and not becoming them. I can be more specific in my request.”  
 
    Gabe took a deep breath. “Would you want to risk that?”  
 
    “I would. I’d rather have the rest and risk losing that if I had to. Would you let me?”  
 
    Gabriel sighed. Her hand ran over Cortney’s hair. She gazed into her eyes. “If it makes you happy, I’ll risk it. You should have what makes you the happiest. It would be selfish of me to demand anything else.”  
 
    Cortney leapt off the bed and said, “Anyone have a quarter?”  
 
    Armand took one from his pocket and tossed it to her. She caught it and ran off. We all scrambled out of bed and followed her, racing down the stairs. She muscled the huge door open and made her way to the fountain. We caught up with her as she was standing there, her eyes closed, the coin poised in her fingers as she held it up to the fountain.  
 
    She took a deep breath and gave it a toss. It landed in the palm of the angel. She let out a hoot and jumped up and down.  
 
    I held her hand. “Do you feel anything? Do you feel a tingling?”  
 
    She thought a moment. Her eyes lit up. “I do. I feel something.”  
 
    “It’s happening then. We’ll know by morning.”  
 
    She took a deep breath. “God, I’m hungry.”  
 
    Armand said, “Come, I’ll cook us breakfast. A breakfast for my angels.”  
 
    We walked in together. Cortney said, “I do feel it. So I’ll wake up with breasts and all?”  
 
    “We did.” I said. “I pictured my ideal girlfriend with all the qualities of Gabriel. Unfortunately, neither of us considered asking to keep our larger male parts. What did you picture?”  
 
    She grinned ear to ear. “I pictured looking like you but with one the size of Armand’s.” She laughed. “I guess we’ll see. 
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