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Welcome! I suppose after reading the first book about us, you must be wondering what became of Fran, me, and our wives after they transformed us from their husbands into their wives. Well, you know we agreed to be transformed further, with some feminizing modifications, to make us in to the best wives possible. So, now, I’ll tell you what happened and where it went. Get ready for a very hot, very sexy story.

My wife, Carrie, woke me with a kiss. “Hello little lady. How are you? Is all the soreness gone today? According to the doctor, it should be.” She sat on the edge of the bed, her eyes flitting about my face, hair, breasts. “You are really lovely. I don’t see any swelling or bruising at all.”

I wrapped my fingers around my very substantial, luscious breast implants and massaged them. They were wonderful. I squeezed the nipples as I looked into my wife’s smiling face. “Feel delicious. No soreness, just pleasure.”

“Good. How about your lips and cheeks?” She kissed my cheek and gave me a peck on the lips.

I licked my full, luscious lips and puckered them. I bit them gently. “Seem really full, but not swollen. Just plush.” I touched my round, chipmunk cheeks. “These too.”

“Okay then. Stand up and let’s check the rest.” She offered her hand, and I took it, then slipped out of the bed into my high-heeled mules. I opened my robe and ran my hands over my now wide, plush hips and bubble-butt. “Perfect. They’re so feminine and womanly. It’s like I traded in riding on a motorcycle for riding in a limousine. I can’t wait to get a new wardrobe to fit it all.”

Carrie slapped my ass, making a loud pop. “It sure is nice. I’m jealous. Did my slap hurt?”

“Nope. Felt good actually. A bit of a sting, but nice.”

“Perfect. Looks like you’re all set then. Sherrie said Fran has been dying to see you.”

“I miss her too. I wish you ladies would have let us be together during recuperation.”

“You both needed rest, and it would have been disturbing to see each other before healing was complete. But that’s why Sherrie and I are checking on you girls today, because tonight’s the night we had planned for you two to see each other again. So get cleaned up and dressed and we can go shopping and get you some new outfits and fresh makeup and things.”

“I can’t wait.” I walked over to the full-length mirror and looked myself up and down. My reflection revealed the shape and face of a bimbo porn star. My woodie was lifting and falling from looking at her in the mirror. I took my long nailed, manicured thumb and forefinger and stroked it.

Carrie put her hand on my shoulder. “Don’t let it spurt, honey. Save it for Fran. She’d like that. I’m sure she’s saving hers for you.”

I was getting close, so I let go of it. Turning to Carrie, I kissed her lips. “I love you, sweetie. Are you celebrating tonight with us, too?”

“Of course, dear. Sherrie and I both have boyfriends for the evening. Now go get cleaned up, pretty girl, so we can get you some new things.”
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Showering and cleaning out my bottom was truly a delight. It was wonderful not having to shave the little body hair I used to have, having had laser hair removal as well. My skin was like silk and the soap, my hands, the loofa, all were incredible on it. Especially on my nipples and new breasts.

I fluffed and dried my highlighted, layered hair and sprayed it lightly, then did my makeup. With my new cheeks, I needed no contouring and my lips didn’t need any filling out to make them bigger. I just ran the twenty-four-hour lipstick across them and smushed my lips together and they were perfectly rich, pouty, inviting lips.

I couldn’t help but to smile at myself and laugh at what a gorgeous beast I had become. So much more than the poor excuse for a husband that I was before. I totally see why my wife wanted to do this to me. Not to mention for herself as well, of course, by her being able to have boyfriends now that I wasn’t her ‘man’ anymore.

I stepped into the closet and picked out a pair of jeans, but...my hips and butt were too big. I tried on multiple skirts that wouldn’t go past my hips. As my frustration built, I told myself it was all worth it and tossed each failure into a pile. I figured I may as well try it all on and pitch what didn’t fit so I could make room for new things.

When I was done, I ended up in a loosely skirted, flowered dress. My hips and bubble-butt showed by the draping of the dress, but it concealed enough to be not so erotic. My breasts were so firm I skipped the bra, and the top fit it so well, I had luscious cleavage and just a hint of nipples through the fabric. I slid into a pair of sheer suntan pantyhose with the gusset cut out a little in order to pass my package through it and not have to lower the pantyhose for access. I slid up a pair of flowered satin panties and tucked my hardness against my tummy.

Spraying perfume all over and under the dress, I put in my earrings, the bracelets, necklace, and rings. My painted toe-nailed feet slid into a pair of tan, rope fabric, high wedge heels and I fastened the straps around my ankles. I stood and checked myself in the full-length mirror, fluffed my hair with my hand, and was proud of the girl I’d become—the wife I’d become. It was totally me and I was confident, proud, powerful, and alluring as hell. I had never felt so good about myself.

Downstairs, Carrie was on the patio, relaxing with a cup of coffee. I grabbed one and joined her for a while as we sniffed the lilac scented air and planned our trek for the day.

“I tossed most of my skirts and some dresses. With the hips and butt I have now, I couldn’t get them on.”

“That’s good. It needed to be done. Now you’ll have more room for your new things. Save them though. The new girls you’ll make will probably fit them. Save your breast forms and things for them too.”

“Oh yeah. Good idea.”

“I have a feeling you’ll go crazy finding new clothes today. A body like yours will look so hot in everything. As long as it fits.”

“I know. Now that I have curves, I can wear a tight, stretchy, body-hugging dress. I just have to hide my appendage between my legs.”

“That won’t be hard to do. Some tight panties will do it. You can even get camel-toe panties for jeans.”

“Oh yeah. Jeans and camel-toe panties. Perhaps some leggings. Those would show the camel-toe even more, like they do on you. Sounds so fun!”

“Okay then. We have our route.” She looked at her watch. “It’s T-Minus six hours to seeing your new and improved best friend Fran. Let’s get you dolled up for her.”

We shopped until we dropped and drove home with a trunk full of clothes. I was like a kid in a candy store with all the great clothes. Trying them on was as much fun as I’d had in years, except when Carrie first turned me into a girl. But now, with breasts and hips and butt and my fresh face. I was in heaven.

Back home, we scurried to get things washed and put away, and Carrie helped me get ready, knowing how excited I was to see Fran.

I slid the super sheer, black pantyhose up, the gossamer thin fabric sending a chill through me as it caressed my legs. I poked my package through the cut out gusset and slid a pair of tight, thong panties up and tucked my dick down and into them, holding it fast between my legs so it wouldn’t show with the tight dress.

The black sequined, stretchy, body-hugging minidress fit me beautifully. The V-neck top cradled my breasts on a shelf and the dropped shoulders revealed the delicate curve of my shoulders. I put on all my jewelry and ankle bracelets and strapped on some 14cm tall, flat soled, black-patent stilettos. Stepping over to the mirror, my wide hips and lifted butt swayed with each minced step. I sprayed perfume all over and under and on my legs. The view of myself in the mirror made me throb in my tight panties, but it revealed nothing in the dress. I was hot. Very sexy—the girl of my dreams.

I put my things into my purse and slung it on my shoulder. Carrie appeared by my side. “Jessie, you’re so lovely!” She beamed from her made-up face, her cleavage heaving in her silver body hugging minidress.

“Thanks, sweetie. So who’s your and Sherrie’s dates for tonight?”

“We’re swapping. I’m using Stan and she’s using Rob. Change of pace. Thought you’d like something new.”

“Good idea. So no one for Fran and me.”

“Fran didn’t want anyone, and we figured you girls would just like to pay attention to each other and your wives tonight.”

“I guess that’s okay.”

“Are you disappointed?”

“Just a little. After I had Mike, I keep thinking about it.”

“Understood. All women love having a real man, huh, missy?”

I nodded. A pang of jealousy hit me knowing she’d have one and I wouldn’t, but at least Fran and I would be together and could take care of each other in other ways.

I drove, and we picked up Stan at his house down the street. Carrie and Stan sat in back so they could be together for the ride. I luxuriated in driving with my high heels and the sensation of my stockinged thighs on the cool leather seat. In the rear-view mirror, I caught glimpses of my wife and her boyfriend. He was fingering her, while she sucked and bobbed her head on his cock. It was gratifying to see my wife so happy and passionate, yet I was jealous. Not because she was with someone else, as I would have been when I was her husband, but because I wasn’t with him.

I put it aside and soon spaced out, thinking about Fran and how she’d look. I hadn’t seen her since before she had her modifications done. My heart was pounding as we got closer to the restaurant. I glanced back in the mirror when we were one light away from the place. “Hey lovers, almost there.”

“Thanks, sweetie.” My wife lifted her head off Stan’s cock and he tucked himself away. They straightened their clothes out. She checked her lipstick in her reflection in her phone.

The valet opened their door first, then mine and I took the arm offered by Stan as he walked in with glittering silver and black bookends on each arm. The maitre’d led us to our curved, high back booth overlooking the lake.

“Jessie!” Fran slid out and hopped to her feet to wrap her arms around me and give me a kiss and a hug. She held my shoulders and moved back to take me in. “Oh my, such the Barbie doll. Just like your wife wanted. A bimbo version of Barbie. Nice!”

I laughed. “Bimbo Barbie is right. And you, girl!” I grabbed her bottom and squeezed it. Squeezed a breast and winked. “And those freaking lips. They’re like a sex toy.”

“Thanks. Have to see how they work. They haven’t been tested yet. Yours appear equally useable.” She licked her lips.

I turned to Sherrie, seated next to Rob, her hand in his lap as they both smiled up at me and Sherrie and Rob greeted us all. Fran slid back in next to Rob, sandwiching him between Fran and Sherrie, and then I slid in next to Fran, followed by Stan and then Carrie. Each guy had a girl on either side. They deserved to pay for dinner and they would—another enjoyable part of being one of the girls. An old-fashioned, but still mostly followed rule of etiquette that leaves us girls more money for sexy clothes.

We ordered drinks and Fran and I caught up while our wives visited with their boyfriends. After our first drink, Carrie made a toast with the fresh one. “To Fran and Jessie. May they help our neighborhood become the perfect wives of wives community with many happy and satisfied wives and virile, manly men.”

We all clinked and sipped. Sherrie nodded. “Okay. So girls, now it’s up to the two of you. There are currently six other wives that would like their husbands turned into wives and there are more than enough single men and other wives’ husbands that are ready to serve and share and be shared. You two are on the cutting edge of creating a blissful neighborhood and you need to plan it out so you can execute it.”

Fran and I nodded as we rubbed our wife’s boyfriends through their pants, keeping them horny like our wives liked us, too. I unzipped Stan’s pants and looked around, took out his whole package, then put a linen napkin over the top of his cock and wrapped my fingers around it and stroked it. “A plan. For sure. So we have six femboy husbands?” Stan’s cock was soo nice in my fist. I stroked while we talked.

Carrie said, “Not entirely all femboys, but those that aren’t are suitable for feminization. It’s your twos problem to figure out how to get them all fully on board. You know. Like we brought you two on board bit by bit.”

“Why us? I’d think the wives would do it like you and Sherrie did to us.”

“They’d rather not go through the effort and you two turned out so well, they thought you’d both be able to do it the quickest and most painlessly for them. Of course, you’ll earn consulting fees to do it.”

Fran smiled while her hand stroked Rob beneath the table. “A consulting fee, how nice. That’s even better than a free dinner with our wives and their boyfriends.” She laughed.

Fran’s wife Sherrie pushed Fran’s hand away and took over. “Relax and think. You too Jessie. Stop playing with the men. You need to concentrate. Stan tuck it away or Carrie, you play with him. ”

Carrie smirked and scoffed. The men both tucked away, and Fran and I paid attention.

Carrie nodded. “Now. I want you to both talk about this tonight and lay out a plan. It should include ways to feminize them and get them sold on being feminized all the time, then ways to get them to enjoy pleasing and playing with cocks other than their own and then last, to want to be used by real men so they can set their wives free to have boyfriends like you two have done. Then, the wives can finally have some decent sex and satisfaction from real men, just like we have now. Got it?”

We both nodded.

“And you two will live at Jessie’s house and Sherrie and I will live at hers until this is done, so you can have a place to train, instead of just the common area, which you can use as well.”

“Sounds like we have our work cut out. Do the husbands know this is going to happen to them?”

They will before you get to them. They’re being told it’s just a temporary trial to see how everyone likes it. The wives don’t get to play until the husbands have converted. Just like you two were.

I nodded. We ordered oysters and sipped white wine while Fran and I thought about how to go about it. There were some obvious issues and problems with so many conversions at once.

After we ordered the main course, I spoke up. “Carrie, there are too many to do all at once. Even if Fran and I stay in our house, we don’t have enough rooms to get three femboy pairs feminized.”

Carrie nodded. “Hmm. Right. It would be too long, and hard to do it a couple at a time, taking them out and all too.”

“Right.”

Rob spoke up. “Long and hard is never a problem, right ladies?” He chuckled. “I have plenty of room in my house to host this. There are eight bedrooms, all with en suites and walk-in closets. Use it until the training is done. It can be the official cat house for sissified husbands.” He chortled.

Fran and I looked at each other. She shrugged her shoulders. “That might help. With a house that big, we could set up a training room and things too if we needed.”

Rob knocked his fist on the table. “Done. Move in whenever. I’ll text the key-codes. Now relax and enjoy dinner.”

We dined and Fran and I caressed each other’s legs while our wives teased and played with their boyfriends.

I glided my hand on Fran’s leg, gazing at her while she chewed. “Your cheeks came out well too, Fran.”

“They did. They even feel nice on my face.” She touched my leg with her hand, then slid her crossed leg against mine beneath the table. “I so wish we hadn’t worn these clingy dresses. Can’t go free under it and can’t play.”

“I know. Next time. I so wanted to show my new shape, though, but it is a hindrance.”

“Later I guess, huh?” She licked her lips.

“Maybe. You know it’s up to our wives. I think we may be taking care of them and their boyfriends tonight. It’s been a while for them. They waited for us to be ready.”

“Oh yeah. Right. Oh well. That’ll be fine.”

“True. I wish they had gotten us dates, though. It seems a little unfair of them.”

Fran rolled her eyes. “I know. I guess it does. I could use getting laid myself.”
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We had desert and espressos and we all departed for our homes. Stan came in, of course. I made them drinks and served them on the patio where Stan had his arm around my wife and they kissed while he fingered her. I placed the drinks on the end tables next to the loveseat.

Carrie broke her kiss. “Oh, thank you, sweetie. Could you help Stan by sucking his first one off so he can last longer for me?”

“Sure honey.” I took a pillow from the other couch and placed it between his legs on the ground, then knelt down and undid his pants. I had never seen Stan’s cock before, and it was large and not fully hard yet. Grasping the shaved velvet pole with one hand, I rolled his shaved balls in the other while I wrapped my plump lips around the semi limp shaft and sucked and bobbed and ran my tongue around it. I looked up at the two of them as he kissed my wife.

Soon, his cock grew harder and harder in my mouth. I proudly sped up my ministrations to it, bobbing my head furiously and tugging and rolling his silky balls, staring up at him. He broke his kiss with my wife and gave all his attention to me by grasping my head with both hands and squeezing it tight. His hips humped into my face as I continued.

I had a rush of excitement. I throbbed in my panties. His attention was all mine, and I was the one who made him so passionate. Locking onto his eyes, they burst wide as his cock became rigid, then gushed across my tongue. I held his gaze and swallowed greedily, continuing my ministrations while he grunted and fucked my face, feeding me his passionate compliment. I was so proud of myself. I didn’t want to let it go from my mouth.

Carrie patted my head like her pet. “Those lips are so hot on him. I bet they were great, huh, Stan?”

“Porn star great. And that face. Like a doll.” He caressed my cheek with the back of his hand, leaned down, and pulled me off his cock, then kissed my lips gently. He gazed at me lovingly, his eyes roaming my face and hair. “You truly are a doll, Jessie.”

I wiped the drip off my chin off and stood. “Yes, I’m aware of being a doll now, but thank you for mentioning it. I’m gonna get a drink, if that’s okay, and give you a minute before I make you hard again, okay?”

“Okay, sweetie,” my wife said.

I sat back down opposite them. My wife was so hot and her boyfriend was handsome. They really made a sexy couple. Carrie was so goo-goo eyed over him, too. Like he was a porn star. Something I never saw in her face for me. I had a pang of jealousy my old self would have had, but it passed quickly and I became proud of being able to give gifts like this to my wife. Carrie was trying to jerk Stan back to hardness.

“Honey. I’ll do that for Stan. Why don’t we all go to bed? I’ll get Stan ready for you there and then, after you’re done, we can all fall asleep together if that’s okay.”

“Good idea.” Carrie stood and lifted Stan by his cock.

“Hey!”

“Come along, my handsome lover. Come fuck me in front of my sissy ass bimbo spouse.”
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Upstairs, I slipped out of my dress and into a bustier and short robe. My breasts jiggled with each step, the hard nipples showing through the sheer top, and I reached the bed where Stan was stripping off his clothes. I helped him get his shirt off, then folded it on the chair and knelt down and undid his pants. He sat on the bed and I helped him strip off the rest of his clothes and shoes and revealed his firm, not overly muscular, but powerful, fully shaved body; all six foot three of it chiseled like a statue of a god.

I pushed him gently back onto the bed, my cock hard in my sheer panties. His hand moved to my cock and cupped it in his big hand. I wanted his hardening cock. I wanted it in me.

Carrie tugged him onto the bed and she rolled onto her back, her dress hiked up to her waist. Her hand slid her panties aside and her fingers worked herself as I slid onto the bed and sucked Stan’s gorgeous cock. I slid my legs against his, my stockings slipping and sliding against the firm flesh, my heels grazing his legs.

He gazed down at me as I worked him with my luscious lips and hot mouth, looking into his eyes. His hands cradled my head as I bobbed up and down. “Oh god, Jessie, you’re incredible.” His hands slid to my bottom and squeezed it. “I’d so love to—”

“Enough Jessie! He’s ready. Thank you, sweetheart.” My wife grabbed him and rolled him toward her. Stan’s eyes cried to me as she pulled him between her legs. He looked down at her, shoved her legs back and guided his flag pole toward her. She tugged his ass, shoved herself onto it, and gasped.

She looked at me and reached for my hand. “Suck my nipples, honey?”

I held her hand, bent to her breast, and sucked it. She laid her head back and closed her eyes. Stan pounded her into the bed like an animal. She whimpered and cried his name, then said, “That’s it, Stan. Fuck me in front of my feminized, sissified, bimbo spouse.” She rubbed her other breast with her hand and kept her eyes closed.

I lifted myself and used my hand to tweak her nipple and massage her breast while Stan and I looked into each other’s eyes. He leaned over and kissed my lips deeply as he pounded my wife, who was oblivious to us, her head rolling on her shoulders, her eyes closed while she moaned.

Carrie’s hand slid over, and she grasped my hard cock. She turned to me and said, “Go ahead, princess. Hump that cute sissy cock into my hand and let it go when Stan lets go and I come all over his glorious, manly cock. Come watching your wife come with her manly man.”

I humped into her hand a few times then undid her hand from it. “I want to put it on your breasts.”

“Okay, my little sissy.”

She watched as I moved to place it between her breasts and Stan placed his hands on my breasts and squeezed them while he continued to fuck Carrie. Carrie had her first squirting release, and then her legs twitched and Stan groaned. “Oh god, here we go.” He nuzzled my neck and hips, he sucked my neck, his tongue doing circles.

I grabbed my cock between my painted long-nailed middle finger and thumb, my pinky out delicately, and jerked it, looking into Carrie’s half-closed eyes as she let another whimper out and cried, her body shuddering. Stan crushed me to him and whispered in my ear. “Oh god, Jessie.” He was coming in Carrie.

I spurted violently and aimed it at Carrie’s face and hair—white ropes flew across her eyelids, hair, cheeks, and lips. It dripped and spread its way down her face.

Stand kissed my neck and let me go. He withdrew from my wife and slid off the bed. We both stood there and took her in. Her stockings ripped, her face covered in ropes ripped from me by Stan, the bed wet between her legs.

Stan put his powerful arm over my shoulders. “Uh... I guess I should get going.” He gave me a peck on the lips.

Carrie rose to her elbows, pearls dripping still down her face and hair. “Why!? Please stay. Jessie can change the sheets for us and she’ll sleep in the other room.”

“Uh, that’s okay. I’m bushed and want to go to bed. It’s only a few steps down the street, anyway.”

“You rest. I’ll walk him out, honey.” I helped him get dressed; buttoning his shirt, zipping his pants, and buckling his belt, then led him downstairs.

He touched my lips. “That was wonderful. Hopefully next time we can... uh.”

“Shush. I know. I’d love that. We’ll see.”

I clicked back to the bedroom, and Carrie was fast asleep. Her face and hair still spattered in now drying white ropes. I stepped into the other room and fell asleep.
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The next morning I fed, showered, and dressed in jeans with camel-toe panties, high heel boots and a V-neck sweater with a bra. I had made us breakfast, but Carrie hadn’t come down yet, so I put it in the oven. I climbed the stairs to see if she was okay.

I sat on the side of the bed. “Honey. It’s 9 o’clock. Are you okay?”

She opened her eyes and smiled at me. “Hell yes.” She touched her face. “Eww, I’m all sticky.”

“Uh, yeah. You fell asleep with it on and it dried up. I would have cleaned it off, but I didn’t want to wake you.” I searched for a clean spot on her face and gave her a peck. “That was hot last night, having Stan so into me.”

“Right. And I’m sure you delighted in coming all over my face. You said you wanted to put it on my breasts.”

“Did I? I guess it slipped. I was so hard from him fondling my breasts and kissing my neck I came so darn powerfully, it shot higher, I guess.”

“Kissing your neck?”

I nodded sheepishly. “Your eyes must have been closed.”

She nodded and looked at me with concern. “You should have kept it in my hand or jerked it off into panties like a good sissy. That would have been much more appropriate for you, not having a date of your own.”

“I know. Sorry. Next time.”

“Okay, princess. So what’s your plan for the day? You need to get moving on the plan so the wives can get laid by real men.”

“I’ve thought about our objective and how to get there. Today I’ll move my things into Rob’s and help Fran move, too. You and Sherrie will need to contact the wives of the femboys and have them at Rob’s place tomorrow morning, which is a Saturday. They all need to take the week off of work and at the end of the week, we’ll have them ready.”

“That fast? The end of the week? The wives will love it. We could have a coming out party and they can all get laid.”

“Exactly. So you know what to do?”

“Sherrie and I will go door to door and make sure it’s all set up. You’ll have your students tomorrow morning. The wives will force those that don’t want to and you two can deal with them after.”

“Good.” I gave her a peck on the lips. “I’ll pack my things and go to Fran’s next.” I took my phone out and texted Fran. “Okay. So I’ll see you in a week, I guess, huh?”

“A week?”

“I’ll be busy training.”

“I guess. I hadn’t thought about that part. Okay then. I’ll miss you.”

“Me too. Of course you can play while I’m gone if you want, Carrie.”

“Oh no. I’ll wait for you.”

“Suit yourself.” I smiled at her and began packing.
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Rob had a beautiful home, and he invited Stan over to help Fran and me move in. They were great. They treated us like ladies and did all the heavy stuff and helped to dust and clean the room and set up the ensuite bathrooms with fresh linens, etc. By lunch time we’d moved in.

I looked in the walk-in shower in my bedroom bath. Scented soaps, fluffy towels, shampoos and loofas.

“Look ready? Anything missing?” Rob asked as he placed a hand on my shoulder.

“Uh...one thing. And all the showers will need it.”

“What?” He looked around.

“They all need an attachment to clean out their bottoms in the morning after they poop. It’s embarrassing, but it’s necessary if a girl wants to be clean for her man.”

He chuckled. “I see. Of course. I’ve seen them at the hardware store. I’ll have my gardener take care of it. He’s good with plumbing, too.”

“Awesome. Then we’re done.” I looked at my watch. I looked back at Rob.

He smiled. “So...we have some time to kill. Now that we moved you girls in, how about we treat you to dinner tonight?”

“That sounds nice. What restaurant so we know how to dress?”

Fran and Stan came into the room. “All set?” Rob asked.

Fran said, “Just need attachments for the showers.”

Rob nodded. “Jessie told me. It’ll be taken care of this afternoon.”

Stan came over to me and gave me a kiss on the cheek. “Hey gorgeous lady.”

I gave him a peck on the lips. “Hey handsome man.” I turned to Fran. “Rob said they’d take us to dinner tonight, but he didn’t say where yet, so we know what to wear.” I turned to Rob. “So where?”

“How about here? If we go out, we could run into some of our neighbors and then we’d have to face those cackling women chasing after us. We could buy some split Maine lobsters and roast them on the grill with some asparagus and pineapple slices. Oysters for appetizers? Manhattans? Wine? Espresso? Cigars perhaps? Absinthe?”

Fran and I turned to each other and held hands, and our eyes opened wide. “Sounds fabulous!”

Rob looked at his watch. “As far as attire goes. We could make a genuine party out of it and we could buy you girls new dresses.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Hmm, that would be fantastic. Us girls could always use a new dress. But only if you let us dress you two.”

Rob and Stan looked at each other, concerned.

I laughed. “Don’t worry. You won’t have to wear dresses or skirts. It just wouldn’t work with you too, anyway. We could find something nice, though. Something to show off your physiques a little. Something manly and classy and very comfortable.”

“I’m game,” Stan said, then he ran his fingers through my hair and sniffed my neck. “I’d wear a clown suit for you, Jessie. Let’s go buy you a dress.”
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Fran and I rode in the back of Rob’s BMW 750iL. It was huge, and we cuddled in the corner, whispering and catching up.

Fran whispered, “So, seems you and Stan hit it off. What happened last night?”

“Carrie got laid, not me. But it was interesting. Stan really wanted me instead. Carrie wanted me to hump her hand, and I told her I wanted to put it on her breasts, then I painted her face and hair all over with it, and the way Steve was into me... I came like crazy. I trashed her.”

Fran laughed and shook her head. “So mean. You naughty girl.Yeah, Sherrie let me come in her hand like usual while she had Rob come in her. Was Carrie pissed at you?”

“Probably a little, but she got over it. Stan was massaging my breasts, nibbling my neck and ears, telling me how hot I was. He paid more attention to me than to her. He just used her to come in. It was great. I really wanted him though, rather than have Carrie have him in me. I did tell her she could play while we were here.”

“I told Sherrie that too. She turned down the offer. Oh, well.”

“That’s what I say. Carrie did too. Now we have these two and our wives will be waiting. Oh well. There are others if they want them. I’ll tell her again.”

“Me too. I’m a little guilty feeling having these two today and our wives empty. Tonight is gonna be fantastic, though.”

“I know. The fantastic part. Not the guilt.” I giggled and glided my hand on her stockinged thigh, my eyes wide as they flitted around her pretty face. “Oh... I think I told you the girls will have the trainees here tomorrow morning at ten. They’ll be off work all week. Party next weekend for their coming out to their wives and the neighbors.”

“Right. Got it We’ll get it done.”

“I know. We will.”

In front of the dress shop in the mall, Rob and Stan gave us our pecks on the cheek. Stan touched my shoulder and gazed into my eyes. “So we’ll head down to the men’s shop you wanted us to go to and have a coffee outside until you get there.” They both dug out their credit cards and handed them to us. “Surprise us. Go nuts. Have fun. See you in a bit and you can pick out our clothes.”

We gave them pecks on the lips and walked into the store. It didn’t take us long to find some full length gowns with slits all the way to the hip and fluffy soft crinoline skirting. A leg poked out with each step and with gartered stockings it would show the stocking tops and garters and be sexy as hell. The fluffy skirting would let us be free underneath and hide anything, or with a slip to the side, reveal anything. Easy access, plus!

The top of the dress was a halter top and made of lace that was see through. We found matching shoes, purses, and hair accessories to match the shoes. We were thrilled. I couldn’t wait to wear it. Mine was a mocha color and Fran’s was tan.

The guys were waiting. Stan was standing and tossed his coffee cup into the trash and Rob was pacing in front of the store, looking at his watch.

We clattered over to them in our heels, our purchases in long plastic bags over our shoulders and in a bag each in one hand. They came over smiling and helped with the packages. “Wow. Formal, huh?”

Fran grinned and touched Rob’s chest with her hand, looking up at him. “No hints. We’re not saying a thing. You have to wait.”

“Right.” I said.

Stan took my free hand. “Let’s buy our outfits now.” We dug out their cards from our purses and handed them to them, then stepped inside. Fran and I walked around, looking at the racks and shelves while they followed behind us with our packages.

“I know this is where I got my sheer pants and top with the coat before, when I was a husband. I even got underwear then too. Thought it was gonna turn Sherrie on.” Fran scoffed.

I know what you’re talking about. “I had that outfit, too. I think it was here.” I looked around the store. “Oh yeah. It was in the bed clothes section.” I took her by the hand and led her there. We found them and found bow ties to go with them—one in brown and one in tan. We had the guys find their sizes and bought them and the ties, then we left.

“Wild outfits.” Rob said as he looked back at the two of us in the rear-view mirror. “Good thing we aren’t going out. We’d be arrested.” He chuckled.

“Yeah, that might not be legal on the street.” I laughed. “But you two will be gorgeous. They’ll feel nice on you too. And the underwear is meant to be under the package, so remember that when you put them on. It’s only for lift.”

“Oh, boy.” Stan laughed. “Guess we’re gonna be the sex objects, huh? Isn’t that supposed to be demeaning?”

“Do you feel demeaned?”

“Hell no. I’ll love being an object, getting you girls hot. It’ll be fun not being chased by cackling women.”

I nodded and smiled. Stan turned back to face forward. I leaned into Fran and put my hand on her thigh. “Seems so far Mike, Rob, and Stan prefer us to genuine women. I wonder if this whole thing could backfire on all the wives if they’re thought of as cackling women.”

“Nah. We’re just lucky to have these guys. That’s all. I’m sure our wives are really what most men want.”

“Right. Why wouldn’t they? My mistake. Oh, I should text Carrie and tell her to go out and find some guys because we’ll be having sex with the femboys anyway so don’t feel bad.”

“Good idea. I’ll do that too.”

I texted her and the response came back. “Okay, sweetie. I’ll do that. Love you.”

Fran got a similar response. Rob’s and Stan’s phones rang and Stan checked his while Rob had the text read to him by the car Apple-play. Carrie was asking him for a date tonight. 

“Shit!” Rob glanced back in the mirror. “Hear that Jessie? Your wife. What should I do?”

“Tell her the truth. Tell her you’re helping us get settled and ready for tomorrow's kick off at ten.”

“Good idea. Thanks.” He voiced the text through the car to Carrie, and Stan sent the same response to Sherrie.

Stan laughed. “Seems Carrie didn’t want to date me after last night. I guess she caught me being into you, Jessie.”

“I told her you were. No big deal. Funny she did that, though, and chose Rob this time.”

Rob laughed. “Oh well. Maybe some other time. She is one desirable woman. High Maintenance and cackling, sometimes like all the others, but hot. Anyway, next stop is the seafood store for the lobsters, then the grocery store for the pineapple and asparagus. You girls okay back there?”

We nodded to them. I said, “You bet.” Fran and I enjoyed riding in the car snuggled next to each other, holding hands and rubbing each other’s crotches through our Camel-toe panties, each of us imagining tonight.
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We picked up the groceries, and drove back to Rob’s and helped get the food ready, then put it in the fridge. Stan wrapped his arms around me from behind and gave me a hug, pulling my bottom against his crotch. I could sense his desire for me and I throbbed in my panties. I so wanted to change my clothes. Pants are so constricting.

Stan whispered in my ear, “You’re so hot, Jessie. I can’t wait to see you in your new dress.” His lips fell on my neck, his hand lifting my hair, his hot breath and his circling tongue driving me mad. A wonderful whiff of cologne. He held my hips and pressed himself against my apple bottom. “Oh god. I have to stop. I want this to last.” He pulled away.

I took a deep breath, my heart pounding, and turned around, still in his arms. Rob and Fran were in an embrace. Fran had one leg lifted, resting on Rob’s hip while he held her leg and he pressed his hardness into her crotch. They kissed deeply. I smiled at them and motioned to Stan. “I think we need to stop them.”

Fran heard me, broke the kiss, and laughed. Rob said, “How about some iced tea on the patio and we can cool down and then get dressed for dinner and drinks?”

I laughed. “Sounds good. We could use a little cooling down or we’ll finish before we dine.” I rubbed Stan’s crotch. “And I definitely want to dine a bit before dinner.”

We enjoyed the fresh air and cool breeze on the very private patio, sipping our Jasmine iced teas Rob made, complete with edible flowers for decoration, floating on top. Fran and I sat together to better control ourselves and cool down the boys and us.

It was amazing how well the men treated us. Our wives never treated us this well, even though we did things like that for them. I guess it was a guy/girl thing, and the guy was supposed to do this. I had to remember to do these pleasant touches for them as the girl, though, to be fair.

We finished our tea and moved inside to our respective rooms to dress. My new temporary accommodations were fabulous. I could only imagine living in a house like this, and so I did. I imagined living here permanently and taking a shower, rinsing off in the walk-in shower and then I did it as well. As I rubbed the loofa over every inch of my skin, I relished the sensitivity increase with each caress.

I was hard as a rock with hard, wonderfully alive nipples as I dried and fluffed my hair then did my makeup dramatically for tonight. To keep me on edge and stretch me out for Stan, I slid in a large vibrating butt plug. On my phone, I set the plug to cycle. I popped one of the libido and hardness pills from the bottle I stole from our medicine cabinet.

Sitting on the bed, I slid the sheer suntan lace-top thigh highs up my legs and attached the mocha colored garter belt. I slid on a pair of crotchless, mocha-lace and ruffled panties and immersed my package in them, the ruffles framing my bobbing rod.

Stepping into the dress, I pulled the fluffy fabric up enough so as not to step on it, then lifted the dress and wrapped the halter around my neck and tied it. I adjusted the top about my firm breasts, the nipples hard against the lace and visible through it.

The matching 14cm strappy stilettos, in a mocha sequin to match the dress, snugged nicely around my ankle with gold hearts dangling on the straps. My steps were forced to be ultra-minced and deliciously vulnerable in the ultra high heel as I made my way to the full-length three-way mirror and took myself in and loaded the dangling earrings into each of the three holes in each ear. The matching necklace rested perfectly in my cleavage, drawing the eye to my breasts and their hard nipples beneath the lace.

Licking my twenty-four-hour lipstick on my lips, I puckered them and opened them, imagining sucking Stan again and it made me throb in my crotchless panties in the silky fluff of the dress. A mist of perfume all over me and under the dress completed my immersion into the alluring seductress I had become.

I posed before the mirror in different ways, revealing my legs up to the thigh, or even with my hardness poking out of the slit and bobbing in the air. I added some matching twenty-four-hour lipstick to the head of it to make it pop, then tied a thick, soft, black satin ribbon around my hairless package, lifting it further. With my things in it, I placed my purse on my shoulder and gave myself one last check in the mirror before fluffing my hair and walking downstairs with care.

Both Rob and Stan were there, standing by the bar, sipping manhattans in the outfits we chose for them. I could see the shape and firmness of their not overly muscled bodies through the sheer pants and shirts in matching colors to Fran and my dresses. They turned to face me as my heels clicked in tiny steps toward them.

They both beamed at me as my plug shot off, my cock throbbed, my legs poked out and then hid with each step. Their underwear and bow ties lifted their cocks and balls, making tents under their sheer pants. I never made an image that erotic when I wore that outfit and it told me again how much better I was as a woman and how a real man should look.

Stan gave a wolf whistle that made me stand tall and do the runway walk the rest of the way to him. I grabbed his hard cock through his pants and planted a kiss on his lips. I did the same for Rob. “Look at you two. I think we know how to dress you guys. Are they comfortable?”

Rob nodded as he went around the bar. “God yes. Very nice. Even down to the sandals. You ladies did a great job. Drink?”

I sat next to Stan, crossing my legs and bouncing a foot, my plug shooting off inside of me, my leg revealing the tops of the stockings and the bejeweled garter clasps. I throbbed beneath the dress in the fluff. “Please, kind sir. Those manhattans look delicious.”

“Manhattan it is.”

Fran entered in her dress like mine, but in tan. She looked as ravishing as ever and she had her tiny step runway walk started from the moment she entered the room. She was gorgeous.

Rob’s jaw dropped, and he stopped what he was doing so he could take her in.

“Hello boys. Don’t you two look spiffy. Glad to see you found a good place for the bow ties as package lifters.” She laughed. “I love it.”

Rob laughed. “They were too constricting around our necks but work well now.”

Fran stopped before taking her seat and slid the hem of her dress to the side to reveal her raised package, all decorated in tan ribbons, flowers, and bows, making it tiny and feminine. It bobbed in the air, the tip with matching lipstick to hers. “I found something that works well, too. Is mine cute and pretty?”

She walked behind the bar and Rob slid his hand down and, with his thumb and forefinger, stroked it. “Very. Just like you, pretty little girl.” He gave her a peck on the lips. “Drink?”

“Please.” She walked back around and sat next to me at the bar and gave me a kiss, then slid her hand under my dress and gave me a gentle stroking. “You’re lovely, Jessie.”

“As are you, princess, and our men are incredible.”

“For sure.”

Rob placed iced plates with oysters on them on the bar and came around to stand next to Fran. He fed her and Stan fed me, then we fed them and started over. It was so sensual, caring, and affectionate the way we were so careful to make each other happy and enjoy each other’s pleasure as the other crushed the flesh of the oyster against the roof of their mouth. We’d enjoy the pleasure on each other’s faces. I was falling in love with a new way to live as my crossed leg bounced, the plug cycled, my cock throbbed in the fluff and my body tingled.

Every time I remembered those moments in the future, I’d experience them again. I didn’t know it then but, I was creating new, very immersive, life memories.

We exited to the patio; me holding Stan’s arm as I stepped in tiny steps in my sinfully erotic shoes, my breasts jiggling, my nipples hard and being caressed by the sheer lace top.

Rob seated Fran and then ran back in to bring out the split main lobsters and put them on the grill and the asparagus to the side to go on it later. Stan brought out a pitcher of manhattans with sides of cherries on stirrers and fresh ice and placed it in the shade on the bar.

Stan sat next to me on the loveseat and handed me a fresh drink, then lifted his to me. “To the finest ladies around, Jessie and Fran.”

We all clinked and sipped. Fran and I looked at each other as the two gods of men sat there beaming at us as if we were goddesses. Their hands caressed our stockinged legs lightly as their loving gazes seemed to feed on our appearance. I couldn’t resist.

I looked over at Fran and winked at her. “What do you say I get your man ready and you get my man ready so they can last longer later? It’s what our wives always want us to do and we’re wives now, right? Plus, I think they deserve a little before dinner treat and I’ll bet you want to dine on their protein appetizers as much as I do.”

Fran stood, took a pillow from the couch and I took one from ours and we both knelt in front of the other’s mate for the evening. It was gratifying to lower their pants and dive onto their proud and bobbing members.

I savored the time I had to indulge. We had half an hour before the asparagus had to go on and I was about to use every minute to harvest Rob’s passion.

Using multiple pillows, I made myself comfortable and nestled in, using both hands on his glorious, shaved, silky cock and balls. Rolling his globes, tugging them, running my tongue around the shaft and tip, making him twitch and squeeze my head and cry out to stop. The control I held over him was fantastic. I had to keep him on the edge and not let him release until I allowed him to. I was the powerful, proud woman.

Rob whispered sweet things and stroked my hair and my cheeks. He’d kiss and pet my head and look into my eyes with love and affection. He needed, wanted, and desired me, and I provided an overwhelming elixir of love to him. I wanted to experience him inside of me as the plug shot off over and over and my cock oozed in the fluff. Yet, I remembered, it was Stan I’d have in me tonight, but I was no less excited by that thought. At that point, practically any cock would do.

Rob looked at his watch. “Perhaps we should wrap this up. It’s almost time to put on the asparagus, ladies.”

I nodded, looking into his eyes, then became ravenous on that thick firm cock in my mouth and hands and drove him shooting right over the edge. His hands held my skull tight, his hips thrusted, and I allowed it to go in as deep as my grip on his shaft. His cock swelled and pulsed fiercely, and I swallowed each glorious gush as he fucked my face, his eyes locked on mine. I could hear Stan across the way as he grunted and moaned, fucking Fran’s face, stuffing his cream down her yearning throat.
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The men were nice and relaxed as we ate dinner and enjoyed the fresh air of the evening. I passed out some libido and hardening pills to everyone and took another myself. After dinner, our men made strawberry shortcakes with whipped cream for us and then we had absinthes and espressos. By the time we were done, we were once more wired for sex.

We hung out by the fire-pit; I snuggled against Stan, and Fran against Rob, while we teased their cocks through their sheer silky pants and they caressed our stockinged legs and sucked our nipples and massaged our breasts, all the time, my plug firing off and my cock oozing in the fluff. I was so ready. I hopelessly needed to have his desire for me immersed in my soul. We had to be joined.

Stan pushed my hand away from his cock. “Oh god, Jessie, I can’t wait anymore. May I carry you to bed? Please, honey?” His eyes revealed his yearning, and they filled me with love.

“Oh god, yes, Stan. I want you deep inside of me. Pierce my soul.”

He stood, lifted me up in his arms, and I wrapped an arm around his neck and nuzzled it, sniffing his cologne. Rob picked up Fran, and we all ascended the stairs to the bedrooms.

Stan lowered me to my feet at the top of the stairs. I turned to Rob and looked up at him. “Rob, can we all do this together? I’d like to be with Fran when we do, if that’s okay.” I asked.

Rob placed Fran on her feet. “Sure. We can all fit in my bed.” He held her hand, led her to his room, and we followed, Fran’s and my heels clicked out the erotic, vulnerable, very feminine sound of women ready for sex, walking down the hall to be receptacles for their men’s passionate release into them.

It was so gratifying to know and to anticipate what was about to happen. I never felt so intense about giving another person pleasure and thus, receiving their pleasure deposited into me as a heartfelt gift. I needed to feel him pulsing inside of me, filling me with his seed.

“I looked up at Stan. Excuse me honey, one moment. I’ll be right back.” Stepping into the bathroom, I removed my plug, rinsed it, and placed it in my purse. I fluffed up my hair and sprayed on fresh perfume. My heart pounded in my chest. My cock bounced up and down beneath my dress. I sashayed back out.

Fran was on her back on one side of the bed. Rob was naked and humping her stockinged leg with his gigantic cock, massaging her breasts and sucking a nipple. I slid onto the satin sheets next to her and kissed her on the cheek. She looked at me dreamy eyed. “Heaven, this is heaven.” Her hand grasped mine and held it as I lay back on the pillow.

Stan striped and slid into the bed. He slid his silky, shaved legs over my stockinged legs and moved toward me, his eyes bright and riveted on my breasts. I undid the top of the sheer lace and stretched the fabric to release my breasts to him. He grabbed one with his big hand and wrapped his lips around the nipple and sucked it and nibbled it with his teeth, sending ripples of pleasure into me.

I held his head to me like a mother cradling her baby to her breast and stroked his thick hair. He slid his hard cock against my silky stockinged leg back and forth. My cock bobbed in the air of its own accord as I delighted in his attention.

I leaned down and whispered to him. “Stan, I want you inside of me. Are you ready, honey?”

“Oh god, yes. I thought you’d never ask.” He slid around on the satin sheets and pushed my legs back, pressing my thighs to pin them to the satin. My stilettos dangled in the air to the side of us as he guided his long, hard missile toward my begging hole. I watched as he pressed the tip against my still lubed orifice and I tried to press my hips onto it, but he held me pinned in place by my pushed back thighs. He looked into my eyes as he moved forward, pressing it against my hungry hole and stretching me wider and wider. There was a bit of momentary pain, but it was a good pain.

The tip was almost gone, and he pressed it deeper. I gasped as it made it past the gate and entered me, letting me know we connected our lust like a plug to an outlet. “God yes, Stan. Keep going.” I whimpered, my eyes almost tearing and pulled him by his hard ass toward me.

He pressed on, looking into my eyes. “Are you okay?”

“God, yes. Shove your beautiful electric cock all the way in to my throat.” I dug my long nails into his ass and pulled him deeper. Turning my head from side to side, I had the sensation of being filled up and complete. I was a woman with her man and loving every moment of him, penetrating my soul and filling me with his love for me.

Finally, he was all the way in and he slid his head down to me and kissed my forehead, and peppered my breasts and face with kisses. He thrusted.

“Oh fuck yeah, honey.” I whimpered and urged him with my dug in nails. “Faster, harder. Fuck me. I’m your girl. Use me. Come inside of me. Please!” I whimpered as he thrusted and rammed me, my legs tensed and my pointed toes in their high heels were flailing in the air beside my head. My cock failed in circles in the air, flinging drops between us. His passion filled and tingled my whole body.

I turned to check on Fran. She was rolling her head on her shoulders and squeezing Rob’s ass as he pounded into her and made her high heels bounce in the air. She rolled her head toward me, her head bobbing with each thrust, and reached her hand out. I took it, squeezed it, and gazed into her blissful eyes. “Yes, heaven. We found our true calling, didn’t we? We’re loved and desired now.”

She nodded and smiled. “We sure are.”

We held tight to each other’s hand and gazed into each other’s eyes as the men pounded their flesh into us like we were their blowup dolls or cheap whores. My body tingled head to toe from Stan’s cock delivering his passion and injecting that fierce yet loving, worshiping energy into me.

I drifted in space, the sounds of the men and their pleasure, the whimpers from Fran and I that seemed to randomly utter from our mouths. Scents of Fran’s perfume, the men’s colognes, my perfume and our bodies merged and danced in the air. I marveled at the hardness and power of Stan’s ass and thighs as my hands glided over them while he grunted and fucked me silly, like a stallion.

He lifted himself from kissing my neck to gaze into my eyes. “Ready honey?”

“Oh god, yes. I’m so ready to come. Make me come, my love. Breed me.”

He riveted his eyes onto me, crushed my thighs to the bed and extended his strokes to nearly out and all the way in, then sped up and became more fierce. His breathing was heavy. His eyes showed his passion. “Breed me, my love. Inject me with your love.”

He groaned and stuffed it all the way into me. My whole body was in orgasm. I looked down. My twenty-four-hour lipsticked cock tip stopped flailing and transitioned from oozing to shooting white ropes between us onto my belly.

“Oh, god... Jessie!” He pulled it back and shoved it into me over and over. It pulsed inside of me deliciously, filling me with his come and I held fast to his hard ass, holding him tight inside of me while my legs tensed and twitched and my cock continued spurting uncontrollably while I whimpered and his cock pumped.

Stan fell onto me, crushing my breasts between us. He let go of my thighs and I wrapped my legs around his, keeping him inside of me, sensing it as it slowly shrunk and he peppered my face and neck with kisses. My body fell limp. My legs fell to the sides of him, spread out. He gently gave a few more thrusts while he caught his breath.

He lay his head beside mine and whispered. “You were fabulous, Jessie. I never had such good sex in my life. You were so tight, so sexy, so feminine and appealing. You’re the ultimate woman. No... no other woman could ever compare to you.”

I stroked his hair and gazed into his eyes. “Thank you. I never had anything so good in my life either. You truly made me into a woman tonight.”

I rolled my head over. Fran was beside Rob. They were spooning. She reached a hand out and squeezed my hand. We gazed into each other’s eyes. She winked, closed her eyes, leaving a blissful expression on her face and let her grip on my hand go. I rubbed her hand with my thumb, then closed my eyes.
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Fran and I were both up early in anticipation of our trainees arriving. The boys were asleep as we ate breakfast. When we had cleaned up, we took care of each other prior to showering since we had made our woodies uncontrollable at breakfast after discussing our men making love to us last night. We slipped into another room and lay on the bed and sucked each other off in less than a minute, then we both hopped into our showers in our suites. It was lovely!

I did my duty and cleaned out properly. I realized how odd it was that particular, specific location could be so intimate and so deeply connect a girl to a real man and infuse her with his love. What happened captivated me, and I chose it as my preferred method of satisfaction from then on. Now, I had to make six other people masquerading as men realize they really had women’s desires, and they were to fall in love with a new version of themselves.

While I dressed in a simple denim skirt, pink V-neck sweater with suntan pantyhose, and wedge high heels, I mentally reviewed what we needed to cover and in what order with them and how much time we had in order to have them ready.

By the time I packed my wicker purse, put on my jewelry, and perfumed myself and navigated the stairs, Rob and Stan were eating breakfast wearing jean shorts and flip-flops, their hair still wet, their eyes bright and beaming at me as I walked in. Fran came in right behind me.

“Morning ladies,” Rob greeted us. “Have you eaten?”

I nodded and grabbed a coffee. Fran said, “Yes, we have. Thanks.”

I sat and placed my hand on Stan’s hand and leaned over and gave him a peck on the lips. “Thank you for last night. It was heavenly.”

“Thank you. It was more than heaven.” He checked his watch. “Any early arrivers should be here soon.”

“True.” I sipped my coffee. Rob and Fran kissed quickly, and she sat down.

Fran said, “I’ve given some thought to sequencing and timing and what to teach first.”

“Me too. I’ll bet we both agree.”

She nodded. “Right. I won’t even ask then. I’m certain they’ll be ready for this weekend.” Fran put her hand on Rob’s. “Thank you for letting us use your place. You boys will have six more girls like us to pick from soon. How lucky can you be?”

He rolled his eyes. “I don’t know if I can handle more than you two.”

I chuckled. “You men will be in high demand. You know how to treat a girl properly.”

The door bell rang out its song.

I stood. “I’ll get it.”

I trotted off to the front door and opened it. Carrie stood there. “I borrowed a van and picked them all up to make sure they got here and to keep from having all their cars plugging up the driveway. Not to mention, they won’t be able to leave unless they go with one of you.” Her eyes drifted over me.

“Thanks. Good idea.” I gave her a peck on the lips and whispered to her, “Were you able to get laid last night?”

She smirked and shook her head. “Nah. Everyone is saving their energy for this weekend, unfortunately. Rob and Stan said they had to help you girls. Did they?”

I couldn’t hold back the smile. Her face went sour. “They sure did. We never would have felt as confident and powerful as we do now if they didn’t. They were true gentlemen.”

“I’ll bet they were. Oh well. Glad you now know what you are at least. I’ll call you a good girl then and leave.” She gave me a peck on the lips.

“Thanks honey.” I looked at the six of them behind her, standing there with their suitcases. I grabbed Carrie’s hand before she left. “Uh, they don’t need suitcases. What they’re wearing now is fine for today. They’ll have all the clothes they need after today. They don’t need to have men’s clothes around.”

“Oh, good point. Okay.” She turned to them on the steps. “Ladies. Please put your suitcases back in the van. I’ll drive them around back for you.” She turned, winked at me, and marched to the van.

When they were done, they all filed in. Some were beaming, and two looked like they were ready to kill someone. I led them to the library, where there was a whiteboard. Fran was there already, along with Rob and Stan.

I stood in front of the whiteboard as they found seats.

“Okay. First. We need to know everyone’s names so we all know who to call what. I’m Jessie...” I introduced Fran and the men, then inquired around the room.

A petite feminine looking male with a sweet voice said, “I’m Alex and I can’t wait! I’ve always wanted to be more feminine but was afraid to. Now I can.”

“Thank you, Alex. Glad to hear that.” I pointed to another one.

A cute boyish guy stood, his eyes bright and excitement showing on his face. “I’m Sam. Now, hopefully I can call myself Samantha after and I can’t wait. If that’s okay. I guess Sam is okay too, but Samantha might be prettier.”

“It is. Thank you, Samantha. Get that everyone? It’s Samantha from now on.”

They all nodded. A couple of them clapped. I pointed.

Another cute guy stood. He had eyeliner on and clear painted nails. He stood and bowed. “Cameron and please call me Cami.” He curtsied and sat down.

“Very nice, Cami. You get an A plus so far.” I pointed.

“Robin like the pretty bird.”

“Thank you, Robin. Robin it is.”

I pointed to another. He sat there. I waited.

“Please stand up and address your new girlfriends and tell us your name, princess.”

He stood to his full five-foot-six. His face was red. His hand was still on the chair. “I’m Paul. Not Paulette or Pauline. I’m Paul.”

“Okay Paul. So we’ll pick. Let’s see. I think you’ll present more like a Paulette than a Pauline. You’re to be known as Paulette from now on. Okay everyone?”

They all nodded. Paul sat and crossed his arms, red faced.

“Everyone call out Paulette’s name so she can hear what her new name is.”

They all did except the one next to Paulette, then clapped.

“So Paulette. It seems you’re reluctant. Don’t worry. After this week, it’s up to you and your wife as to what you’ll be. You came here because you love your wife and want her to be happy, right?”

He nodded reluctantly.

“She forced you to come today, right?”

He nodded.

“We’ll no one will need to force you once you see how much better you’ll be as a girl. Fran and I were like you weeks ago and now look at us. You’d say we were much better if you had known us before.”

He nodded. “I knew you. I mean, I knew of you and saw you before. You two were like the other femboys in here. You definitely are hot now. I’d bend you over  my arm and fuck your sissy ass in a second.”

I nodded slowly, staring at him. “You’d be lucky to have me for sure. We will not force you to become a girl permanently. This week is temporary unless you make it permanent. It’s up to you and your wife. Now please be good to us and let us do our jobs and everyone will be happy. If not, we’ll have to send you back home, and what will your wife think of you then? How much do you think she’ll think you love her?”

He smirked and nodded.

“Okay. Now I see the girl next to you seems to be in the same mindset. I won’t repeat myself. Stand up.

He stood to his full five-foot-four or so.

“Your name dear?”

“Max. Not—”

I cut her right off. “Don’t start the rant. You’ll now be known to all of us as Maxine. Welcome, Maxine. Be a good girl or you’ll have your wife to face and probably divorce court and you’ll lose half of all you own.”

Red faced, he nodded.

Rob and Stan stood and came to the front. Rob said, “We’ve got a bedroom with ensuite for each of you, but Jessie and Fran have decided since there are queen beds in each room that you’ll be paired up with a roommate to support each other during your training. I’ve put out doughnuts, coffee, and tea for anyone that wants it on the sideboard. Have a good time. Listen well. If we’re needed to help take you shopping...” He looked at Paulette and Maxine, leaning in toward them. “Or we need to help the ladies with controlling anyone. We’ll be here.” He looked around at everyone. “This should be fun for everyone if you let it be. You have two skilled teachers. Enjoy!”

Rob and Stan left the room. Fran daintily stepped to the front and wrote out an outline. “We’ll cover hygiene, hairstyles versus your particular faces and what style you should get today, makeup, hair removal techniques with pluses and minuses, attire and accessories to create the illusion of hips and breasts, proper etiquette for a lady, what to do for your wives and their boyfriends once you’re a wife, and then we go shopping and buy your wardrobes. Do all you girls have your credit cards?”

They nodded.

“Okay. If anyone needs a potty break or a snack before we begin, please help yourself and there’s a bathroom down the hall.” I looked at Paulette and Maxine. “Rob and Stan will direct you should you need it so you don’t get lost.”
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Fran did a fabulous job covering everything. There was a lot of excellent discussion on all the topics and the hardest one for everyone was the one about how to treat a wife and her boyfriends once you’ve become her wife. Of course, Paulette and Maxine were having a very hard time with all of it, but they didn’t mess things up and the other girls helped them understand their future roles better and the benefits of becoming the girls their wives wanted.

By the time it was time for lunch, Fran and I finished the classroom part. Stan had salads and sandwiches brought in and we all ate on the patio in the breeze. Fran set up hair appointments for everyone at a large spa down the road from the mall.

Rob, Stan, Fran, and I took the girls there and got them all going with fake nails and pedicures, hair styling, coloring, shaping, and layering. We took them from there to the mall with Rob and Stan being perfect helpers and steadfast guards for the two difficult ones.

Gel breast forms, bras, lingerie, panties, crotchless panties, pantyhose, stockings, garter-belts, shoes, dresses, skirts and tops, jewelry, accessories, purses, makeup, perfumes; everything they needed was completed, and they were into the house by 5 PM.

The partnered up girls adjourned to their rooms, and we had them shower and shave their bodies and we laid out clothes for all of them on their beds. We had them made up, hair done, dressed and in high heels, ready to go at 7 PM. We all met downstairs.

Rob made reservations for us all at his favorite restaurant and said he’d pick up the tab. Paulette and Maxine tried to avoid the public appearance, but they prevented them from backing out and their roommates were there to hold their hands and help them with their fear.

At the restaurant, we all had some well-deserved drinks. We had a large round table for all ten of us in a private room. All the girls were decked out in fluffy, flared-hem, prom-like dresses wearing crotchless panties and gartered stockings. It was obvious from when we were going from room to room helping them get ready and from the looks on their faces as they sat and walked and experienced themselves immersed in their new femininity and sensuality that all the girls, even Paulette and Maxine, were hard as rock beneath their dresses and having a great time.

Sitting next to Rob, his hand caressing my stockinged thigh under the table while he whispered sweet nothings in my ear, I watched as Paulette’s roommate Alex and Maxine’s roommate Robin caressed their partner’s legs and they touched legs beneath the table.

I saw Maxine take Robin’s hand and slide it under Maxine’s dress and wrap Robin’s hand around her cock while smiling at her. Robin didn’t hesitate to stroke Maxine, and even gave her a peck on the lips, smiling as she did. Paulette saw that and had Alex do the same to her. It was working. At least part way. They were becoming immersed in the sensual and feminine and becoming more like girls every minute. The result would ultimately be inevitable, like a snowball rolling down the mountain, getting bigger and bigger each moment.

I relaxed and enjoyed Rob while Stan gave his attention to Fran, and the rest of the girls took care of themselves, all immersed in each other.

After dinner and more drinks, everyone was loosened up enough to be very affectionate, so we decided not to lose their interest in each other by going dancing and instead we drove home. Everyone had a nightcap at the bar downstairs and eventually they all went upstairs to their rooms. Fran and I walked the halls quietly to see things were okay and listened for the sounds.

Samantha and Cameron were giggling and having fun together and talking about how good this or that felt and so on.

Alex and Paulette’s room had the sound of Samantha’s muted whimpering and moaning in her tiny voice and Paulette calling out her name and saying how pretty she was and how nice her lips were.

Maxine was telling Robin how hot her face looked with her lips wrapped around it. Robin was mumbling and sounded happy.

At least half the girls were engaged in sucking a cock. The question was whether they all could do that at this point or not.

Fran and I descended the stairs and sat with Rob and Stan for a while, then I took Rob and Fran took Stan and we led them to our rooms and made love with our men. It was heaven again—the way a real man could make me come with nothing touching my clit. I was a girl! I loved how men loved me and how good I made them feel. Dreams of sweet things filled my sleep.


11

The next morning, the girls were all ready at 8 am in the dining room for breakfast, wearing what they wore last night or wearing night clothes. They all wore high heels, which was an excellent sign. Even Maxine and Paulette. We ate breakfast together and then, before we sent them off to get ready for the day, Fran stood up before them.

“Okay ladies. We’d all like to congratulate you all on a wonderfully successful first night. You’ve all shown yourselves to be exemplary girls and all present yourselves perfectly femininely and ladylike. You all pass for women well now and we congratulate you.” She clapped, and we all clapped.

“Now. The next step is as girls, getting used to being the girl. Have any of you sucked a cock yet? Let’s have a show of hands.”

Alex, Robin, Sam, and Cameron all raised their hands.

“Good girls! You’re ahead of the class. Do any of you want to talk about it? How it was. Were you afraid? Were you ashamed? Who’d like to speak to that?”

Alex raised her hand. “At first, it was uncomfortable when Paulette took my hand at dinner and forcefully wrapped my fingers around her clitty. But then, after a minute. It was nice and silky and hard and I knew I was making her happy, so I let go of my old paradigm of being a man and not doing things like that and stuff and it was really exciting! Thank you, Paulette, for helping me break that stupid paradigm and do it.”

Robin nodded rapidly. “Yes. Me too. Maxine forced me to. Thanks Maxine.”

Maxine and Paulette were grinning.

Alex continued. “Then when we were in our room and Paulette wanted me to suck it. I hesitated. But she was persistent and made me kneel before her and gaze up at her while she lifted her dress and tucked it into her waist. Then, she grabbed me by the head and pressed it to my lips, then hit the side of my face with it over and over. I whimpered and moaned. I realized how hard she was and how very much I aroused her and I and couldn’t help opening my mouth and taking it in. It was silly of me to hesitate, because once it was in my mouth, I loved it.” She rolled her eyes. “Oh... my... god, it was fabulous. The velvety skin, the hardness, the desire and love in her eyes as she gazed down at me. It was the best thing ever!”

I nodded. “Very nice. You’re learning well.”

“Thanks. But it was sooo good. Then when Paulette held my head tight and basically fucked it while I looked up at her, I got so excited that when she came in my mouth... I came in my dress. It was fantastic! I never even touched it and I came just from her coming in my mouth. Thank you Paulette. I love what you taught me.”

Robin covered her mouth with her long-painted-nailed hands and gasped. “I did the same thing. I couldn’t help it. Maxine was fabulous.”

“Great. Thank you, ladies. Samantha and Cameron? You had your hands raised.”

“We did. We sucked each other off at the same time. It was fantastic.” Samantha rubbed Cameron’s back and Cameron leaned over and gave Samantha a peck on the lips.

“Fabulous. Good job, ladies.”

“That leaves Paulette and Maxine that haven’t accomplished their goals yet. What do you think, girls?” I looked at the two of them. “Either of you?”

Paulette said, “You heard Robin and Alex. They both came after we came in their mouths. How could we suck them off after that?”

“True. Okay. Hmm...” While speaking to the girls, I looked over at Rob and Stan as they chewed their food. “You need to complete this task. This is something you must be confident about before you progress. You need to want to do that. Need to do that.”

I looked at Fran. She shrugged her shoulders. I was at a loss as to what to do. “Okay. Do you two have any ideas? Would you like to suck off Stan and Rob right now, or would you like to suck off one of the girls now?”

Alex raised her hand. “I would. I’d love to suck anyone now. I want to see what it’s like having different ones in my mouth. You know what kind I like the best. It’s opened up a whole new world.”

Robin raised her hand. “Me too. I’d like to try a new one too and find out how they’re different and what’s the best kind and stuff. It’s so interesting now that I know how wonderful it is to do for someone.”

I laughed. “See Maxine and Paulette. It’s true. See what you’re missing? How will it be when you have to get your wife’s boyfriend ready and you’re afraid to, or get grossed out by it? How would that make you feel? You’d be an embarrassment for your wife. You’d be miserable, right?”

They both nodded. Their faces turned red.

“Why don’t you want to do it? Do you think you’re men and that would make you gay? Look at yourselves. You’re not men by any means. You never were. Rob and Stan are men. Look at them and look at you.”

They did, and they bowed their heads and stared at the table.

“Right! Now how good a woman would you be if you were afraid of cocks? You even have one under your skirt that you play with all the time and you’re still afraid of them? How courageous will you be to your wife when you can’t do a simple thing like sucking a cock? What is a person called that has no courage?”

I looked at Rob. Rob glared, bending down and staring at the two of them. “A chicken. A pussy, a wimp, yellow bellied noodle, a boneless, spineless nothing.”

“Right. So, if you have any courage, you’ll be able to overcome your current unfounded fears and have success instead of being failures. Don’t you want to be successful?”

They shrugged.

“Are you ready to overcome your fears?”

They nodded sheepishly and looked at each other. Paulette looked pleadingly. “Okay, can I do Alex first? She’s so pretty and nice.”

Alex stood and clapped her hands. “Thank you!” She kissed Paulette’s head. “Anytime you’re ready.”

“Okay. How about you Maxine?”

“Robin please.” She looked at Robin. Robin blew her a kiss.

“Okay then, let’s finish your breakfasts, then go upstairs and do your duty and clean out like good girls, then get dressed casually for the day and come back downstairs and be ready to learn. Rob and Stan will help us today, too. See you all in the library.”
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Maxine and Paulette, and Robin and Alex left for their bathrooms and used other empty bathrooms so they could all get done sooner.

“Maxine!” Paulette clicked across the patio to Maxine, who sipped a coffee on a wicker sofa, bouncing a high-heeled, stockinged leg. “Did you do the clean out? Wasn’t it great? I never imagined.”

“I guess it was. I do feel really clean now. So, did you suck off Alex yet?”

“She was still getting ready after I was done, so... no. You and Robin?”

“Nope. Couldn’t bring myself to do it. Not sure if I’m gonna stay married after this. I’m gonna fail. I think I want to fail. It would be the manly thing to do.”

Paulette rolled her eyes. “I don’t think we’re here because any of us are manly. And doing something stupid like that wouldn’t make you any more of a man.” Paulette sat next to Maxine and put her hand on Maxine’s shoulder. She gazed into her eyes. “And you make a beautiful, sexy girl, you know. Much cooler than the guy you masqueraded as before. And don’t these clothes and things make you feel wonderful? I didn’t think it would be this great, but it is. Don’t you like seeing yourself in the mirror? I give myself a hard-on and you give me one too.”

“Eww. Really? I mean, I make you hard?”

“You sure do. Tell me you don’t make yourself hard.”

Maxine nodded. “I do. It’s weird.”

“Tell me you ever made yourself hard looking at yourself as a guy.”

“Nope. Never.”

“Then you know what you are, too. You’re a girl. You’re just afraid to admit it. Just relax. You’ll see. It’ll all work out. We just have to get over this hurdle. It’ll only take a few minutes once it starts and hopefully, it’ll go well and we’ll actually enjoy it like the other girls did so much.” Paulette rubbed Maxine’s shoulders.

I came from behind the lilac bushes and smiled at the two of them on the wicker sofa. “Well well. It’s nice to see you two ladies sitting so close and being so caring to each other. Much nicer than the way you acted toward anyone yesterday.” They nodded and smiled nervously.

I sat opposite them and sipped my coffee, observing them. Paulette unconsciously glided her hand on Maxine’s stockinged thigh as they both avoided my gaze and looked around and up. “So, have you ladies accomplished your tasks yet?”

They shook their heads and stuttered.

“Don’t worry. We’ll take care of that in class. Just relax for now. Feel pretty, enjoy the fragrance of the lilacs and your perfumes, and immerse yourself in the sensuality of being the girls you are. Oh, Maxine. You need to adjust your gel breast form. It’s showing.”

She looked down and hurriedly adjusted it. “Thanks. Sorry.”

“No big deal. It happens. You need to check them more often until you have implants done, that’s all.”

“Implants?”

“If you want. Just imagine having real breasts you can play with in the shower. Like mine.” I squeezed one and rolled my eyes. “Lovely.”

Maxine grinned. “Nice tits, for sure.”

I looked at my watch. “We better get into class so we don’t hold up the day. Ready?” I stood, and they stood, hung their purses on their shoulders, held hands, and walked in ahead of me.

In class, everyone was milling around and chatting, eating danish and sipping tea or coffee. I moved up to the front of the class. “Ladies. Take your seats, please.” They all found their seats on the sofas, love-seats, and chairs. Rob and Stan sat at the table. “Good. Now. We have to catch the girls up that didn’t accomplish their tasks. Maxine? Paulette? Are you ready?”

Their faces flushed. Paulette nodded and said, “We are.” She held Maxine’s hand.

“Robin and Alex? Ready?”

They nodded hurriedly, beaming as they sat snuggled next to each other on the couch.

I stepped over to them and put my hand out. “Could I ask you both to stand at the front of the room for us? We all want a good view so we can see they’re really enjoying it as it goes on.”

“Of course!” Robin leapt up and took Alex by the hand. I grabbed two pillows off the couch and tossed them in front of them. Maxine and Paulette were holding hands in front of their seats. I waved them over to kneel.

They did. Their faces were red. I was sure their hearts were pounding. “Robin and Alex, please lift your dresses and offer it to them so they can begin.”

Alex and Robin lifted the hems of their flouncy summer minidresses and tucked the hems in their panties, then pulled aside their panties and held their hard cocks out. Maxine and Paulette kneeled and stared at the cocks as they were being stroked by Robin and Alex.

“Go ahead ladies. Take them in your hands and then into your mouths and begin.”

Maxine and Paulette did as instructed. We all watched as Robin and Alex gazed down lovingly at Maxine and Paulette and cradled their heads as they thrusted slowly into their faces.

“Maxine and Paulette, look straight up into their eyes and let them see your passion for them. Let them see how much you love doing what you’re doing. Roll your eyes, mumble sweet things around their cocks. Run your tongues around the shaft and across the tip and stroke them and cradle their silky globes in your palm and roll them.”

I could tell by how the girls on their knees were moving their hips that they were hard under their dresses. They both looked up and were being diligent in their tasks.

Robin and Alex were obviously enjoying it and close to finishing. I looked around the room and put my finger over my lips to tell everyone to be quiet and then waved them up to the front, including Rob and Stan. They all came up close. I lifted my dress and stroked myself, and the others all followed suit.

Robin and Alex held each other’s hand and held Maxine’s and Paulette’s heads with their other hands as they gazed into their eyes and whimpered. They let go of each other’s hand and put both hands on the two suckers’ heads. Maxine and Paulette were air humping as they sucked on their knees, obviously aroused by what they were doing.

Robin and Alex whimpered again and their knees went weak as they struggled to stay standing in their heels while they shot their loads into Maxine and Paulette’s throats, who swallowed greedily and showed more motion of their hips as they swallowed.

I motioned to Rob and Stan, and they quickly took Robin and Alex’s places. Maxine and Paulette looked shocked and turned back to me, and I motioned to them. “Continue ladies. It’s you penance.”

The girls diligently worked Rob and Stan and swallowed their rewards and then Cameron and Samantha and finally, Fran and me. When Maxine was eagerly sucking my cock, I took her one hand from my globes and told her, “Finish with me, princess. I know you’re struggling to hold it back, anyway. Do yourself then when I come, come in your dress. Paulette, you do the same. Make yourselves feel really pretty girls.”

The girls were very fervent in their ministrations, speeding up, looking longingly into our eyes, practically begging for it. We squeezed their heads, whimpered, and let them know clearly when we were about to come in their pretty faces. When we came, they came as well and whimpered and mumbled around our cocks.

When they were all done. We helped them to stand, and the class gave them applause and came up and hugged them both. By the looks on their faces, they obviously understood how good it was for them.

“Good job, ladies. I’m very proud of the two of you. That was exemplary to take care of everyone in this room so willingly and passionately. You’ve demonstrated you’re totally into your role now and ready for the next task, days ahead of time.”

I looked at my watch. “Okay, since we’re so far ahead of schedule, why don’t we all take the day off and relax together and enjoy the weather? There’s only one task I require from everyone. You must work together with your partners to become aroused again and then you must insert the phone-controlled, vibrating butt-plugs to wear tonight. That will help you become ready for having something real inside of you. It’s your ultimate purpose. Then you need to make each other come with a helping hand or mouth, and put on the chastity cages. Bring the keys downstairs to us. Be ready by dinner time and we’ll all eat together here tonight.”
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All the girls and Fran and I dressed in formal prom style minidresses, and Fran and I personally checked that they had followed instructions and were wearing what was required. They handed the keys to us as instructed and we handed out libido enhancers, which they all took.

After a fantastic dinner on the patio, much touching and caressing, plenty of drinks, all the girls were dying for release. We had planned on having them hold off and not release for a few days, but it seemed this class was so advanced, they all needed to get laid and become receptacles as soon as possible once they realized how good something in their bottoms could be.

It threw a wrench into our machine. “I blew it.” I said to Fran, Rob and Stan. “I never thought they’d be begging for it already. It would be great if we could do it tonight, but...” I shook my head and paced.

Rob placed his hand on my shoulder. “Let me call the guys from the neighborhood. I know who they are and they’d be glad to come right out, I’m sure.”

“Really? You think on such short notice?”

He laughed and looked at Stan. “What do you think, Stan?”

“I’d jump at it. I’m sure they would too. All these hot, tight, little virgin, sissy princesses? Hell yes.”

“We’ll get the word out.”

I looked around at the girls all touching and enjoying each other as much as they could in their restricted state. They caressed each other’s legs, arms, squeezed each other’s breasts and kissed. I was sure they filled their cages with hardness. They were like little nymphs and, oh so, ready for their real purpose. I checked my watch. Again, we were early and there was plenty of evening to have them all graduate tonight. Carrie and Sherrie will be so happy to spread the news the new wives were ready and the original wives could now have their boyfriends.
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It didn’t take long for the men to show up. In minutes, they started in one by one and the first ones got their pick of the litter. The others watched in anticipation. Married men, single men, femboys. Anything in the neighborhood with a dick was there.

Mike showed up. I watched my tall handsome man that was the first person to make love to me as he flashed a smile at everyone and moved about. I remembered how, unlike other men, he used to treat me so well as a femboy and then, when my wife turned me into a wife, he liked me even more. He may even love me.

My cock was springing and bouncing in the silky fluff of my prom-like dress as I sipped my drink, watching Mike. I remember holding my wife’s hand while she had love made to her by Rob, and Mike made love to me. Mike was so tender, caring, passionate. I made my way over to him and snuck up quietly from behind.

I stood on my toes and put my long-nailed hands over his eyes from behind. “Surprise!”

He spun around and his huge hands cinched my waist as his face filled with joy and he gave me a firm kiss on the lips, then hugged me. “So good to see you!” He looked me up and down and his eyes rested on my breasts. “I see you’ve… been... enhanced a bit.” He grinned, and I watched his eyes flit around my face. “Love your cheeks and lips, too. You truly are a doll now, Jessie. That dress is so feminine and sexy, too.”

“Thank you.” I could see his hard-on in his jeans. Mike was mine tonight and I couldn’t wait. I moved in closer and rubbed his crotch. “What will your wife say after you make love to me again?”

“She has plenty of men in the neighborhood. The last coming out party we both agreed to open to others completely. I’m free.”

“Nice. Let me fetch you a drink.” I took him by the hand, clicked over to the bar on the patio, and poured us both dirty martinis from the pitcher. “To a lovely evening.” I sat and crossed my stockinged legs, bouncing a foot, and Mike sat on the stool next to me and rested his hand on my silky thigh and glided it seductively.

Mike looked around. “Seems nearly all the men in the neighborhood came. Your new girls will be busy.”

I looked around. Maxine, Paulette Sam, Cameron, Robin, all had more than one man with them as they sat on couches, stood, or sat at the bar and were ogled by the men who touched them affectionately, gave them kisses, or caressed their legs. Rob and Stan were standing together, just watching it all.

“I guess the girls will be busy for sure. They did so well. They’re way ahead of schedule. They didn’t need to be ready until their coming out party this weekend.” I covered my mouth with my hand. “Oh, my god. I haven’t spoken to Carrie. I hope her and Sherrie are putting the plan together for dinner and getting the word out on attire and so on to the other wives and men.”

Mike nodded and sipped. “Yup they did. It’s going to be oysters, lobster claws, shrimp, all finger food and everyone got the bill for the contribution amount for the food and booze. It’s all set. My wife is really excited about another one of those events so she can get laid multiple times. She said her, Carrie, and Sherrie tried to find some guys and they had no takers lately so the wives are horny as hell.”

“Good. Then they’ll have a ball at this party. There’ll be more prowling women now too, with the transformed husbands that are now wives, leaving their wives to be free to have real men. It should be interesting, to say the least.”

Mike nodded, shook his head, and sipped, then placed his hand on my leg and looked into my eyes. His hand glided on my stockinged thigh to up and under the hem of my dress. He wrapped my hard cock in the fluffy crinoline and stroked it. “I hope you have a dance ticket in my name for this weekend.”

I laughed. “Of course! You were my first and best dancer. I love your hip action and how deeply you drive your motions.” I gave him a peck on the lips.

He grinned and stroked me a few times, then let go and caressed my leg. “Lovely. Thank you, gorgeous.”

Looking around, Maxine and Paulette were each on their knees with two men’s cocks in their hands as they moved back and forth between them with their mouths. Two more men stroked, watching them. It was obvious sucking cocks became a passion for them and they’d soon be pleasing them in another way.

Cameron was sitting on the lap of a large black man. She held her dress out of the way in her while she rode his thick rod up and down and made squeaking sounds. The man was rolling his head and massaging Cameron’s gel breasts through her dress.

Robin was on her knees on a couch while Samantha was fucking Robin. A tall, handsome blonde guy stuffed Samantha’s bottom with his thick cock, which stuffed Samantha’s cock into Cameron.

Paulette was stuffing Alex while Paulette was being stuffed by her large ex-marine neighbor.

Fran was on her back on a couch with her high heels above the back of a large, handsome, viking like man pounding into her.

Rob and Stan sat sipping beers.

I looked at Mike. “Seems everyone is well introduced before the weekend coming out. It won’t really be a coming out, I guess.”

Mike looked around and laughed. “Nope. It sure won’t. Your new girls will be well known by then. The guys will look forward to them this weekend for sure. So, another drink?”

“I guess. I’ll fetch it.”

“No. Stay, I’ll get it.” The pitcher empty, he stood and went around the bar and made us fresh martinis, then came back and sat next to me again, giving me a peck on the cheek. He raised his glass. “To you being totally satisfied and happy every day of your life as the new you.”

“I’ll drink to that.”

I glanced over at Rob and Stan and watched them.

“Jessie. Uh... maybe you want Stan and or Rob? I don’t want to make you exclusive to me. You’ve come too far for me to possess you.”

I shrugged, remembering Stan and how well he fucked me and how nice Rob’s cock was in my mouth and how nice it looked going in and out of my wife. “Uh... Thanks.” I looked back at Mike and ran my hand over his cheek. “That’s very sweet of you.”

He kissed me, then sipped his drink, taking me in. He took my hand and had me stand. I strung my purse on my shoulders and he led me over to Rob and Stan.

Mike flung his hand out to Rob. “Rob, thanks for helping Jessie and Fran do this at your place and for having us over tonight. You’ve been great.”

“Oh, no problem. It’s been my pleasure, for sure. A genuine pleasure. The girls are all great and Jessie has been a brilliant teacher and wonderful to have around. I only wish they could stay here forever.”

We stood there looking around and sipping our drinks uncomfortably. I had to break the tension. “So, boys, who wants to deposit their passionate release into me tonight? I have two places it can go and there are three of you. If anyone has a preference for where, say so now.”

Rob laughed. “Such the confident girl. You may be presumptuous, but your presumption is correct. I think I can say we all want to fill you with our... passionate release. Now as far as where. I think the who and where should be up to you because you’re the lady. Besides, I think we’ve all had the exquisite honor of breeding you, so you won’t hurt anyone’s feelings.” He smiled and moved aside some stray hairs on my forehead.

“Oh, my.” I laughed and looked at all of them being the perfect gentlemen. “Decisions decisions. Well, just like meal planning, one should not have the same meal after one’s just had it. Sooo, that means Rob and Stan will be put in line and Mike, if he’s willing coming to the head of the class, has his first choice as to what he’d like.”

Mike chuckled and slugged his drink down. “Okay then. It’s settled.” He turned to Rob. “Might there be a more comfortable place we can go, so Jessie can enjoy it the most?”

Rob nodded. “Of course. Let’s go inside. Everyone out here can take care of themselves, and it seems they already have. I have the perfect place for us, so Jessie is very comfortable.” He looked into my eyes. “This is a room you haven’t seen yet, princess.” He kissed my cheek. Mike lifted me up in his powerful arms. I wrapped my arms around his neck, nuzzled his neck and sniffed his cologne while he carried me, following Rob and Stan.
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Rob unlocked a door, and we entered a room filled with the scent of sweet incense. He flipped a switch on the wall and down-lamps and small spots illuminated the different aspects of the room at a soft, romantic level. On the walls were cabinets and a bar with armed swivel seats and sink and along another wall was a plush leather couch and chair.The center of the room was weirdly empty.

Mike stepped to the far wall and pressed a switch and the ceiling opened up and down came... I gasped.

“Don’t be frightened. Mike asked for something you’d be comfortable in. I meant this for being comfortable while being served by multiple partners.”

He walked over to it and arranged it. It was a sling with fur lined padded cuffs suspended from soft, silky, strong ropes. “I put this room in with the hopes some day I might have an occasion to use it. I’ve been able to use it with a few women now and then, but what I always wanted was to use it with the more appreciative sex such as yourself. Someone that was more passionate about their pleasure...as you are my lovely lady. If this frightens you, we can leave for the master suite.”

I stared at it as I hung on to Mike’s neck, cradled still in his arms. “Put me down please, Mike.”

He placed me on my heels. I clicked across the tile floor and felt the cuffs and ropes of the sling. “It seems soft and silky and all but, I’m not sure how it will work?”

Rob came over to me and smiled. He kissed my forehead. “If I may, I can help you get in it and positioned. If you don’t like it, I can undo it.” He turned to Mike and Stan. “If you don’t trust me, I’m sure you must trust Mike and Stan.”

“Oh no. I trust you. It’s just new to me. I’m ready.”

Rob was gentle and put cuffs on my ankles, behind my knees, a belt just above my hips, slid a vest on which secured under my shoulders and under my neck. He then attached clasps to each on each side, then held the remote and made the ropes rise and exert tension. “Okay. Now just relax and let it take you into its arms. You’ll come off the ground and be floating.”

The motors whirred, and soon I was slung in an invisible chair. He smiled down at me and gave me a kiss on the forehead. “Comfortable?”

“Very.”

Rob patted my head. He walked over to a closet sized cabinet and began to undress, taking his shoes and clothes off. He turned to Rob and Stan. “Gentlemen. If you wish.” He motioned to the closet.

They all undressed their shaven, smooth, rippled and firm flesh on their powerful yet lithe frames and Rob accessed another cabinet on the wall, and from a selection of them, picked out a gel cock and ball strap, which he put his shaved balls and cock through making them stand out and up fiercely. It bobbed in the air.

Mike and Stan followed suit, picking it out and putting it on. Next to the straps was a selection of condoms and Mike picked one out, unpacked it and rolled it onto his long, thick, veiny cock. He came over to me and smiled down at me. He leaned down and kissed my lips, then gently lowered the top of my dress to expose my breasts and my hard nipples.

He kissed each nipple and bit them gently, then sucked them in turn. The motors whirred, and it brought my bottom to the perfect height for his entry as his cock swept against my butt. The motors whirred again and my thighs were pulled back and my legs spread and knees pulled back, exposing my begging hole and my throbbing cock dancing happily in the air before us.

I watched as Mike moved the purple tip against me and I tried to push it against it. He held my hips and pressed it in, making me gasp. Bit by bit, I watched it disappear. Rob beside me stroked his cock by my face. I turned to the other side to see Stan’s cock being stroked by my face. I sucked them one after the other like a kid with two lollipops, not knowing which she liked better.

Mike held my hips fast as he thrusted long and quickly, sending ripples of joy through me from head to toe. My legs twitched, my cock leapt and leaked, flailing drips of white pearls off it, and I moved back and forth between the two lovely cocks in my hands. It was as if I was in a dream with the smell of exotic incense and cologned men while having their velvety cocks in my lips and ass. They all moaned a bit, and I whimpered with joy around their shafts, mumbling and humming.

Mike held my hips, leaned forward, and squeezed one breast. Rob squeezed my other breast. Mike took his hand off my breast, and Stan’s replaced it. Mike moaned, then breathed, “Oh god, Jessie. Here it comes, baby.”

He shoved it deep and hard and my legs twitched while I sucked those cocks and broke off of one to look into Mike’s eyes while he pumped his passion into me. It was all I could do to keep from coming as he pulsed inside of me over and over. When he was done, he caught his breath and withdrew and since Rob was the one not in my mouth, he quickly filled me with his lovely cock and thrusted.

I stroked Stan’s cock while I looked into Rob’s eyes as he pummeled me in the sling, my feet flailing in their heels, the fluffy crinoline of my dress floating over my belly and flowing in the air. I dove back onto Stan’s luscious cock and gave it all of my attention to divert myself from coming from watching Rob’s cock going in and out of me. Again, I fell into a dreamlike state of bliss.

After some time, I could hear Rob grunt and call out my name. I opened my eyes, and he winked at me. “Ready?”

I nodded.

He looked at Stan. “Ready, bud?”

He nodded while I sucked his cock, looking backwards and up at him.

They both fucked me hard and fast. My cock flailed in the air and Rob groaned, then pulsed inside of me as he dumped his come and Stan’s cock in my mouth swelled and spurted as I tried to swallow it. My cock let go and spewed white ropes between us, one landing on my face and the rest on my dress and I twitched and jerked in the sling as my body spasmed with electric-like shocks shooting though it, ripping ropes of come from my toes to shoot through my spurting cock. I lifted my head to see Rob as he shoved his last shove into me deep and Stan’s cock fell from my mouth and spurted the last spurt over my hair, face and breasts.

I lay there floating while Rob leaned down and peppered my breasts with kisses as he slowly stroked his shrinking cock in me. Stan kissed me deeply on my lips and I passed his remaining come back to him as his tongue danced in my mouth.

They both withdrew, and I caught my breath as they did theirs, then dressed. Rob brought me a cold martini with a straw and held it for me as I hung there. “A refreshment. You were unbelievable. Better than any cis-gender woman.”

I sipped the straw and smiled at him. He wiped a drip from my forehead and held it on his finger for me to lick. I gladly licked it. “Mmm. Thanks.”

Mike stood there, fully dressed, with Rob and Stan. They all gazed lovingly at me as they sipped drinks. I hung comfortably in the sling.
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Rob carried me to his bed and put me to sleep while he waited for the crowd to leave and lock up. I felt him slip in alongside of me and spoon me while I dozed in and out of heaven.

In the morning, I woke Rob by extracting a liquid breakfast from his thick wooden cock. He brought me breakfast in bed and then I did my duty and cleaned up and dressed for the day. There were three days until the party yet.

Rob and Stan stayed with Fran and me and the other girls and some men in the neighborhood joined us from time to time on outings and hanging out at Rob’s. The new girls were very much into their new roles, including Maxine and Paulette, which filled my heart with joy for them. I loved everyone in the neighborhood and couldn’t wait for the formal celebration. Carrie and Sherrie called Fran and me and they thanked us for getting the girls done and told us they had everything set for the party at the club and we didn’t need to do a thing.

On the day of the party, I drove back to our house to get a dress I wanted to wear. It was a white bridal minidress with beading and lace and ruffles and fluff. Carrie wasn’t around and must have been getting last-minute preparations done. I hoped the night would work out well for everyone but had some reservations, seeing the way all the men responded to the new girls and us. It was as if we were something special... exotic... longed for more than any regular woman could be. I told myself it would all work out because there were so many available men now.

Before I walked out of the bedroom, I opened Carrie’s nightstand, took something from it, and placed it in my purse. I laughed at the thought of it, but told myself I didn’t need to be thinking that way. I took another bottle of the libido/hardness pills as well.

Back at Rob’s, I readied myself for the evening, paying attention to every detail in my makeup, stockings, dress, jewelry, hair, and so on to fully present the part of the sexiest virgin bride ever, ready for her grooms.

I imagined I lived at Rob’s. I had become so accustomed to being there in the luxury and with his caring and pampering. I wanted him tonight, but I also wanted Stan and Mike and there were so many men I hadn’t had yet that I was flustered as I took my second libido pill and throbbed in my crotchless panties beneath my wedding dress and above my fetishy-high, white-patent stilettos.

I made my way down to the patio, where Rob waited in the shade, and I plunked my large beaded purse down on the couch beside me as I gave him a peck on the lips. I looked at my watch. “We should go soon.”

“Yes.” His eyes roamed mine. “I know you’re married, Jessie, and I know you love your wife. But... I was hoping perhaps you could both sell your house and move in with me. I can’t bear to not be with you after having you here all week. I love you. I don’t expect an answer now. You talk to your wife. I also know this is all new to you and you haven’t been with all that many men yet. It’s new and exciting and a whole new world for you. I understand. Just please know, those are my thoughts.” He gave me a peck on the lips and held his hand out.

I stood and hugged him. “Thank you. We’ll have to see how it goes. I love the idea of living with you forever.” I stood on my toes, lifted one high heel and kissed him deeply on the lips while I rubbed his crotch. “Mmm... yummy. Let’s go. Did Fran leave already?”

“Yes, her and the girls all left and Stan too. We’re the last ones to leave.”


17

At the club, the original wives were all decked out in slut clothes, ready to be chased by men. The new wives were strutting around in their high heels and jiggling, gel-form breasts with their cocks bouncing freely under the hems of their dresses. Each of them had at least three admirers around them. Rob and I walked to the bar hand in hand. Carrie and Sherrie stood there with hard nipples above shelf bras under sheer tops, wearing thigh-high boots below tiny miniskirts above thigh-high stockings. I was sure they had their crotchless panties on as well.

Fran stood next to Sherrie, who looked bored. Fran smiled a tentative smile at me and rolled her eyes. Carrie gave me a peck on the cheek. “Don’t you look the virgin bride, young lady. Very cute.”

Thanks. “You look ready to get laid as ever. Just relaxing and having a drink, huh?”

She smirked and looked around. “Seems your girls are the ones getting all the attention. Seems like everyone knows them really well. They’re all so comfy together. I guess you trained them well.”

“We did. They were fast learners. Now it’s done and everyone should be happy, right?” I kissed her lips and grasped her sheer covered breast, tweaking her nipple. She didn’t respond. I dug into my purse and took out some libido pills. I popped one in my mouth and swallowed it, then gave her two. “Here. This will help.”

She popped them. “Just what I need. To be made even more horny. Haven’t been laid all week and no one around to help with that right now.”

“Oh honey, I’m so sorry. I’d help if I could. Want me to try?”

She laughed. “Right. As if you ever could make me feel good. I wish I had Joe tonight. I might need him.”

I nodded and winked. “It’ll be okay, honey. Let’s relax and have a drink.”

Rob rubbed my shoulders and looked at my wife. He gave a flat lipped smile. “Hi Carrie. You’re looking very hot tonight.”

“Thanks!” She beamed. “Want to fuck me, Rob? Please?”

Rob looked shook, and he looked around. “Oh! Hey! Excuse me Carrie. There’s someone I need to talk to. Jessie, you do too.” He took my hand, and we disappeared into the crowd. At the other end of the club, on the other patio, we stepped outside and sat with fresh drinks. I took Rob’s hand and held it tight. “Seems we have a problem, Rob. Carrie and Sherrie, and the other wives that had their husbands feminized, are pissed because the men want the new girls and not the old girls.”

“So? I could see it coming. You girls are much better than the cackling women. They’re all too much maintenance. Tough luck for them, I guess.”

“Rob, please. What will we all do? I can’t live with her like that?”

“Then leave her and live with me. All of you can if that’s what needs to happen.”

“Why don’t you fuck her and Stan fuck Sherrie and so on and everyone can be happy?”

“Everyone except the guys that have to do that. I mean... it’s like jerking off versus making love. It’s night and day.”

“As a husband, I jerked off all the time. That was Carrie’s idea of sex for me. She wasn’t into me because I couldn’t satisfy her. Everything was okay. It was what I knew. It worked. Go fuck her or find someone to.”

“Jessie! You can’t be guilty about this. The wives made their beds when they turned you into wives. Let them lay in it. It’s not your problem. It’s theirs. You did your part... All of you girls did it for your wives to make them happy. Just because their idea didn’t work doesn’t mean you’re to blame, or any of your new girls are. It’s the original wives that are to blame. Maybe it’s a kind of karma for them. Yeah. That’s it. It’s karma.”

I shook my head, dove into my purse, not feeling the least bit aroused and wanting to, so I popped three of the pills.

Rob’s eyes went wide. “What are you taking?”

“Just some libido enhancing slash hardness making pills. Kinda like viagra with a libido enhancer. I don’t feel real sexy right now with all this stress.”

He shook his head and looked down. “To tell you the truth. Neither do I. Give me some.” He held his hand out. I gave him three. “They work?”

“They sure do. Just give it a few minutes.”

He popped them. “Okay, let’s get back to the party before we’re missed.”

We drank and ate, chatting with Mike and Stan while everyone else milled around. I’d see Carrie and Sherrie from time to time as they tried to move in on some of the new girls. The other wives of the new wives also weren’t thrilled as they milled about trying to seduce men… and femboys, even.

Some femboys approached me as to when we’d have another training week. I had to tell them I wasn’t sure, but Rob told them it would be soon. He promised them. They ran off giddy with delight.

I sat cuddled in Rob’s arm on the couch as he ran his hand gently on my stockinged thigh. “Rob, I need to do something. I need to help Carrie. Can we all take her to your room?”

Rob looked at Stan and Mike. They shrugged their shoulders. Stan said, “But what will she do? I mean… unless Mike or Rob want her. I don’t. No offense.”

“None taken. But who knows? By chance, perhaps one of you guys will be sorry for he and she can have some fun. You know... what do they call it? Uh… oh yeah. A pity fuck. That’s what Carrie called it when she actually let me fuck her.”

They laughed.

“Well, it kind of was because I’d never make her come. Pitiful for sure.”

“But you aren’t that person now, Jessie. Own who you are,” Rob said. He kissed my forehead and slid his hand on my leg. He put my hand on his crotch. “Feel this? This isn’t being used for a pity fuck. It’s for you. Even if I have to jerk off just watching you while you take another man.”

“You’re so sweet.” I nodded and rubbed his hard cock, my cock throbbing under my dress. I had to do something. “Okay. I have a plan. We’ll go to Rob’s room with Carrie. That’ll at least make her seem wanted. Then she can get you guys ready and I can enjoy being fucked by each one of you, one at a time, with my full attention on each of you rather than having to suck a cock while doing it. Sound good?”

They grinned. “Works for me,” Rob said. Stan and Mike nodded and laughed.

I stood and took Rob’s hand and we found Carrie and took her back to Rob’s room; her smiling all the way and hanging on Stan’s arm. In the room, the men stripped into their gorgeous, smooth, hairless bodies, cocks at attention for me. Carrie immediately got to her knees and began sucking them contentedly.

When she was busy with Rob and Stan, Mike and I slid on the bed and he slipped his bare, luscious cock into me while she sucked the two of them, glancing at me from time to time. We took our time and Mike made sweet, sweet love to me, slowly and lovingly. My body tingled with delight and my cock dripped and oozed, my legs pressed back by my shoulders. Mike quietly pumped his come inside of me and then slid off the bed and into the chair in the corner to watch.

The one free from Carrie’s lips, Stan, slid away and onto the bed and spread me wide and deep, taking his time and making me into a princess while my cock oozed and my breasts were sucked by Mike who had moved over to us again.

Stan held me tight to the bed as he looked into my eyes, thrusting deeply in long slow strokes. I sensed his cock as it became rock hard, then pulsed inside of me while he quietly grunted with each gush and pumped his load into me. It was all I could do to keep from coming myself. He slid off the bed to the chair in the corner and watched.

Carrie was sucking Rob, and he tugged her head off him and took her hand and led her to the bed beside me. She slid onto the bed and lifted her legs back, aching to have Rob inside her. Smiling at me, she held my hand. I reached over to the other side with my other hand and slid my hand into my purse, and grasped what I wanted.

Rob slid between my legs and guided his cock into me. I gasped, looking in to my wife’s eyes. “Oh god, Carrie. Thank you so much for teaching me this. It’s so much better than anything I ever had. I’m so glad you wanted me to do this. Are you happy for me?”

She nodded. “Yes, sweetie. I’m proud of you.” She watched, disappointment all over her face as Rob fucked me, my head shaking, my feet in their heels by my shoulders flailing in the air. I felt bad for her, but got past it quickly. A look of bliss was on my face as I gazed at her and squeezed her hand.

“Am I hot honey? Am I sexy? Does this look sexy? Am I what you wanted me to be?”

She nodded and reached between her legs and rubbed her clit. “You are. I’m so horny, though. Maybe you should ask Rob to do me?”

“Yes. That would be nice, wouldn’t it? I already asked him to but… well…Now …just imagine he is. Imagine I’m you and he’s doing you right now. Watch his cock going in and out of me and me responding to it as he makes love to me.”

She whimpered and looked at Rob’s cock filling me and the two of us in an exchange of passion. Her hand went faster, rubbing her clit. I handed her Joe. “Here ya go honey, just use Joe and imagine it’s Rob and watch him come inside of me. Just like I did watching you before with Joe, and then with real men. It worked for me, remember? It’s what you have now, so use it. Feel it. Imagine it.”

She nodded as she rubbed her clit and shoved Joe into her over and over in time with Rob’s pounding of me. Mike moved over and was hard again as he jerked off, watching me. He moved around by Carrie’s side of the bed, knelt on it and watched me while Carrie looked at him and touched him, trying to get him to do her. She reached for his hand to pull him to her, her eyes begging. He pushed her hand away and riveted his eyes on mine as he jerked off.

Carrie pulled her legs back and fucked herself with Joe. Rob pounded me faster and harder and told me how much he loved me as his face contorted and he pressed my thighs tight to the bed, pounding into me. Carrie was shaking from Rob pounding into me fiercely as she stuffed Joe into herself and she moaned and twitched. Mike was jerking off and biting his lip as he watched me and I looked into his loving eyes.

Rob grunted.

I looked deep into Rob’s eyes. “That’s it lover. Breed your woman in front of my wife. Come inside of me. Fill me with your passion.”

Rob grunted and held his cock deep as he came, pulsing heavily in me. Carrie came on Joe, shuddering as she watched and Mike spewed ropes of white over her face and hair, his eyes locked on mine.

When Rob was done, he collapsed on me. Mike leaned over Carrie and put his hand on her hip for balance and kissed me on the lips. “You were wonderful to watch, Jessie.” He moved to the chair in the corner.

I squeezed Carrie’s hand. “That was so good. Thank you, honey. I love you for doing this for me. Was Joe good to you?”

She nodded. “I guess. I guess Joe is what I deserve from making you my wife.”

“Honey, maybe Rob will give you a pity fuck now and then, like you did a few times for me. He’d probably last a long time since he’s not interested in you now, but he could use the pills to help himself get hard for you, and I can be there to help him. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? If Rob would allow it.”

She stared blank faced. I could see she was trying to accept she wasn’t in demand anymore. “I… I…uh…I guess that would be better than Joe all the time.”

“Of course. Oh, honey. Don’t feel bad. You’re a wife of a wife now. Feel proud of yourself and what you’ve done for me. You still have Joe and he’s available anytime you want. You can even keep him in around the house or when you go shopping. Use him anytime. So! Rob said we could move in with him. Want to?”

She nodded tentatively.

“Okay. He said you could have my room because I’ll be sleeping with him. You can join us with Joe, of course, when he says it’s okay. You can lay next to us and I can even hold your hand a little like you did for me. Okay?” I ran my hand through her pretty hair.

“Okay, sweetie. Okay my wife.”

I kissed her forehead. The other men were gone. She rolled off the bed and left the room, her shoulders drooped, Joe dangling from one hand. I felt bad for her.. for a moment. Then Rob spooned me and I fell fast asleep, and I had the sweetest dreams that night about being a wife.
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