

Wives of Wives

- An LGBTQ+, First Time, Feminization, Short-Read Romance

by Barbara Deloto and Thomas Newgen


Copyright Barbara Deloto and Thomas Newgen May 2023

The publisher and authors do not control and do not assume responsibility for third-party websites or their content. The reader has the sole responsibility to use, or not use, the information contained as well as for the results of using this information. This is a work of fiction; any resemblances to names or places are coincidental.

Photo by NeonShot on license from Shutterstock.com

To purchase another copy of this book, or to see our other books go to

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

A few of our other books

Realizing Jessica - A Femboy Gets Fem and Discovers Inner Passions and Love

Desires- Fantasy Becomes Reality for an Occasional Crossdresser

Trannies - Two Guys Get Fem

Jessica’s Turn: A Gender-Bending LGBT Romance

Frat House - A Gender-Bending LGBT Romance

Finishing School - A Boy Is Sent to a Girls’ Finishing School - An LGBT

Romance

All Dolled Up: A Student Gets Fem - An LGBT Romance

Sissy Boyfriend

Being Candy

Paying My Dues

Virtual Vacation

Filling in For Her

His New Dress

Her Gift to Him

Telling Her

Feminized to Win

Crossdreaming

Feminized by Her

Taking it for the Team

Feminized Men: A Guide for Increased Joy in Crossdressing

Feminized Vacation

The House of Enchanted Feminization

Heirs to Heiresses

Connected

Our Gift to Each Other

Girlfriend

Insatiable

A New Taste for Life

Spellbound

Femboy Guild


1

“Remember? The book was called Feminizing Men for Love and Excitement. I found it when I googled love and excitement. It’s really short, but it sounded fun, so I started it with Jessie.” Carrie slid the book across the table to Sherrie.

“Oh, yeah. I read it after you gave me a copy and started Fran out with some panties and things like you did. Sherrie flipped through the pages, nodding. “How’s it going so far?”

“He’s coming along. You should go further now with Fran! They’re both well suited to passing as women. Jessie loves taking us shopping for sexy bed clothes for us both to wear. Now if I take it further, to dresses and public clothes, I’ll finally be able to wear sexy clothes.”

“Hmm. I don’t know. Sounds strange thinking about Fran fully presenting as a woman.”

“More coffee?”

“Sure.” Carrie poured herself more coffee.

“It is a little odd when you consider it, but it opens up a whole new world of possibilities. Fran and Jessie can grow into it together. It might go faster if they knew someone else was doing it with them. Make it less weird. And since Fran and Jessie are such good friends, it’ll be easier for them and better for us.”

She was looking at the book, sipping her coffee. “I know some guys love it. Fran sure enjoys wearing a silky nightgown and panties when we have sex now, like you did with Jessie. Going further would give us more in common. He’d be like my Barbie doll. He’d pass for sure. I’ll bet Jessie would too.”

“They both will and after, the four of us can do girls’ nights out! How much fun would that be? I haven’t done that since we’ve been married. It would be natural after they’re transformed. We could have our cake and eat it, too.” Carrie laughed. “We’d be able to play around with some cute guys even. Perhaps get laid even.”

Sherrie grinned. “A girls’ night out, eh? Husbands turned into our wives and girlfriends. Opens some doors, doesn’t it? Think these techniques will work?”

“So far so good. We won’t need any techniques once they become immersed in being women. I think it’s what they always wanted, anyway. They both wear earrings, have long hair, wear mascara. They're almost total femboys already.”

Sherrie put the book down and sipped her coffee, looking at Carrie. She grinned. “Maybe we should get the rest of the neighborhood involved. Maybe we should see who else wants to try it with their husbands. This housing development is full of husbands like ours, and girls like us. Fran and Jessie would have a new club they could belong to.” She laughed. “The wives of wives club.”

“Good idea. Let’s just start with our two, though. Then they can be the examples for the other wives and we can let them know how it went. I’ll get copies of the books for the wives, and after we get our two girls squared away, we can have a party in the neighborhood clubhouse and see who else wants to join us.”

“Sounds great, Carrie.” Sherrie laughed. “It’s so oddly perfect. They’ll be adorable.”
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“C’mon Jessie. Let’s go shopping. I wanna buy you some sexy clothes.”

Carrie had that evil grin again, and it told me we had a hot weekend in store once more. I wrapped my arms around her neck and gave her a peck on those luscious lips. I gazed into her gorgeous made-up eyes. “Mmm, sexy clothes, huh? Are you referring to nightgowns and merry widows like you’ve been putting me in before bed, and the panties and bras you have me wearing under these clothes?”

She nodded quickly, her eyes bright with excitement. “Yup! And more. I want to get you real outfits, shoes, makeup, jewelry, breast-forms, and the whole nine yards, and you can pick out sexy clothes for me and you! I want you to be my Barbie doll. It’s so hot. You have the perfect body, face, and voice for it, even. You can’t tell me you never considered doing it.”

“Crossdressing? Uh, no! I’m a guy.”

“Right. Excuse me! Oh, by the way, I love your new earrings and blouse and you could curl your lashes more before you put on your mascara.”

I touched my earrings. “Oh, I have the new colored studs that match my new shirt. Thanks.”

“Your blouse, not shirt. It’s a blouse. We bought it at a woman’s shop.”

“Right. Because it’s fits better. And I’ve been curling my eyelashes since I started using mascara and they don’t curl anymore than they are.” I tucked my shirt in tighter and ran my hands over it. “So, you really want me to present myself one-hundred percent like a girl? Is that right?”

She nodded excitedly. “Yes! We could be girlfriends. You could be my wife. It’ll be so much fun. We’ll have so much more in common. We’ll have a hobby we can do together!” She leaned in toward me, placing her hand on my shoulder. “Please, honey? Be a man. Be brave and do this.”

“Won’t you think less of me?”

“Honey! No. I want you to be pretty and sexy for me. I’ll be proud of you. Besides. This is the day Fran and Sherrie are going to get Fran some pretty clothes and more than likely we’ll convince some of the other wives with husbands like you and Fran to make wives of their men. You won’t be alone. Lots of the guys, like you and Fran, I’m sure will do it too. It’ll be fun. You’ll see. Something new and exciting for all of us to share.”

I took a deep breath. “Well, if Fran is doing this too... really? Is he?”

“Yes. Sherrie and I want to go to dinner tonight, the four of us. That is, if we got it all done and you girls were ready to go out.”

“I’m not so sure about going out in public that way. What if we got in to a car accident or something?”

“Don’t be ridiculous. Even if we did, I’m sure it’s not unusual anymore, C’mon. It’ll be fun. Please? If you do, there’ll be a really nice reward for you tonight.” She patted my crotch.

I chuckled. I’d been having some really nice rewards already. Too bad they didn’t last long with all the excitement Carrie created. “Mmm, I love your rewards. My silky panties are stretching by remembering them.” I pecked her lips.

She tugged my hand. “Let’s go, girl!”
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Well, it wasn’t only shopping. Carrie started by having our hair cut, styled and highlighted, long fake fingernails applied, pedicures done, and all our nails painted metallic pink.

We walked through the mall, our arms full of bags. “Did I really need to get the haircut and nails?”

“Don’t you like them, sweetie? You’re so feminine and pretty.”

“But what if I want to look like a guy? I can’t.”

“Why would you want to? We work from home. You could be a housewife now. Like the women of the 1960s.” She giggled. “You’d make a wonderful housewife. You clean and cook already. Now you’ll be much prettier to look at when you do.”

“Great. Thanks.”

“Relax and enjoy the shopping. You’ll see how hot you become when we get everything. Oh, there it is. Let’s get your breast-forms and bra so you can wear them to try on your tops and dresses.”

“Honey!”

Into the shop she led me by the hand. Carrie told the saleslady I was her husband, and I needed breast forms and bras and panties and all the things a woman needs. My heart pounded. My face flushed.

I wore the bra and forms we bought out of the store. We bought bags of clothes for us,  dropped them at the car and shot back for shoes, jewelry, makeup, perfume… It was insane. It was a ball. I never enjoyed trying on clothes like I did that day. I was hard in my panties the whole day, seeing the gorgeous girl I was, looking back at me, or modeling another minidress, my new cleavage looking very real and convincing.

By the end of the day, with my hairstyle, nails done, wearing my new high-heel boots and new girl’s jeans with new padded butt and hip panties, I was more girl than guy as my breasts tugged on my chest, my heels clicking through the mall, the scent of the multiple perfumes I sampled wafting off of me. My hard-on was tucked tightly between my legs and ready for some relief. I remembered what Carrie said. “Soo... I get a reward tonight?”

She squeezed my hand tightly as we walked. She grinned at me, her eyes flitting over my new hairdo. “Oh god yes, baby. You’ve been so good and patient today. You’re turning into my perfect Barbie doll. I’ll let you have a reward tonight.”

“Possibly in the car on the way home?”

“Hmm, do you really want to give up that sensation before we go to dinner with Fran? It feels pretty to you, doesn’t it? I’ll bet Sherrie won’t let Fran give it up yet. I’ll bet Fran feels pretty too right now. Won’t it be nice to share feeling pretty with your best friend Fran?”

“Oh god. I never pictured Fran having a hard-on around me. That’s kinda scary. Especially the way I look now. He might attack me.”

“But you’ll be two girls now. Girls are always touchy feely. It’ll be nice. It’ll be liberating. You’ll see. Both of you knowing how wonderfully alluring, sensual, and feminine you are. It’ll be something special for two best friends to share, right? Much better than simply sharing a good cigar and a couple of cold beers.”

“Hmm. Okay. I see your point. Let’s wait. I’ll stay this way until reward time.”

“Good girl. Now let’s get home, get your new things put away, and get changed for dinner.”


4

At home we put things away, ran a quick wash for my new bras and undies and things and dried them while I took a shower and ran a quick razor over my sparsely haired body, like I usually did. I hated body hair.

I opened my new makeup items and put them into the kit for them while Carrie rinsed off. When she got out, she helped me with all the new makeup, teaching me how to contour and emphasize my eyes with the eyeshadow. Then twenty-four-hour lipstick shaped my lips and made them full with a cute cupid’s bow on the top lip. Staring at myself in the mirror, I was very sexy. So sexy it made me throb under my satin robe.

“Seems you appreciate your new appearance, sweetie.” Carrie grasped my rigid rod through the satin robe and stroked it. “You’re quite pretty, aren’t you? Very sexy too. Now, do you see why I wanted to do this for you?”

I nodded, staring at my lips in the mirror as I opened them and pursed them and ran my tongue over them. I ran my long-nailed glittering nails through my highlighted and layered hair, fluffing it about my face.

Cherrie grabbed the hairspray. “Hang upside down and let me spray it.” I did, and she ran the can around my head, putting me in a cloud. I stood and shook my head. My hair fluffed out and made all the layers pop. I was a goddess. My jaw hung open.

“See?” She laughed. “Now let’s get my Barbie doll dressed in her new clothes that will not only emphasize her assets, but immerse her in the deliciously feminine, sensual, and beautiful.” She took me by the hand into the bedroom, where she had already laid out my clothes and hers.

She patted the bed next to my dress and things. “The silver dress is yours and the black glitter one is mine, remember? It was a great idea you had to buy the same dress for each of us in a different color.”

“Thanks.” My heart pounded in my chest. I was going to do it. I was going to be a girl tonight. Something I was so afraid of becoming before. “Are you sure this is okay? I mean, won’t it make me less of a man?”

She chuckled and leaned in to me, kissed my lips lightly and ran the back of her hand over my cheek as she gazed into my eyes with her made-up eyes. “Less of a man? You are so much more now. Now I have a wife for both a spouse and a girlfriend. Before, you were only a husband.”

I sat on the bed and slid into the sheer suntan pantyhose. She had cut a small piece out of the gusset for me to not have to lower them to pee. I rolled the gossamer thin fabric up on my fingers and slid them deliciously up my smoothly shaved legs. I slid a pair of black lace and satin panties up and tucked my very hard, bobbing, rod vertically in them. The tip left a wet dot on the panties as it oozed.

I took a deep breath and wrapped the matching bra around me, turned the clasps to the back and slid my arms into the straps. I loaded the gel breast forms into them and adjusted my cleavage. The weight of them was lovely on my chest. I picked up the dress and unzipped it, slid it up, the satin lining gliding over my legs and panties. My arms slid through the straps and Carrie zipped up the back, snugging my belly flat and firm and capturing my breasts firmly, making the cleavage pop from the V-neck.

I sat down and fastened the ankle straps of the 12cm-heeled, strappy, silver stilettos and stood. I rose to five foot eight in them and was on top of the world as I stepped in tiny strides to the dresser to put on my new jewelry.

I replaced my two stud earrings in each ear with long silver blingy earrings, then put on a matching necklace to rest between my cleavage. Matching bracelets and matching ankle bracelets and rings completed my bejeweling.

The new perfume I’d chosen wafted in the air as I sprayed it under my dress, on my legs and in my hair. I stepped over to the full-length mirror and took myself in. The bubble-hem minidress gave me hips, and the waist was snug, making it appear tiny in comparison. My legs were shapely in the high heels and I posed back and forth, trying different ways to stand.

My heart raced in my chest realizing I looked better this way than I ever did as a man and what did that say about me? I throbbed in my panties, taking myself in and couldn’t help but to reach under the dress, pull the panties aside and wrap my hardness in the silky, fluffy, dress lining and jerk it like a little boy while I stared at myself in the mirror.

My breathing got choppy and my knees quivered.

“Stop that now, little girl!” Carrie grabbed my hand from the front of my dress. “What are you doing? You could have come, and you’d ruin your entire night. Shame on you.” She laughed. “You see how sexy you are, though, don’t you?”

I lowered my head and nodded in shame. “Sorry. I couldn’t help it. I’m so aroused by myself now.”

“That’s a good thing, honey.” She stood alongside of me dressed in her dress like mine, but in black glitter. She looked even hotter than I did and sexier than I had ever seen her. “You’re stunning, dear.”

“Thank you. So are you.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. “Shall we get going?” She looked at her watch. “They’re probably on their way by now. Pack your purse.”

I put my phone, perfume, blush, tissues, mints, credit cards and driver’s license in the purse and slung it on my shoulder, and hung my thumb on it, giving myself one last inspection. My hard rod bobbed of its own accord beneath the dress, still free of the panties. It didn’t show a bit, and I didn’t want to tuck it in while Carrie was watching me, so I left it. It was wonderful to be free like that under that silky dress.

She took my hand, and we clicked in our heels down the stairs and out the door to the car.

“Shall I drive, honey, or would you like the experience?”

“I’d rather you drove right now. I’m too nervous.”

She opened my door for me and I slid in, then she closed it. She slid into the driver’s seat, sweeping the short hem of her dress under her. I glided my hand unconsciously on my silky stockinged thigh as I gazed out the window and sniffed the perfume on my wrist.

The car started. I bounced a crossed leg as we drove off.

“Relax honey. No one would guess you weren’t a woman.” Her hand glided on my thigh and squeezed it. She took my hand and placed it in my lap. “Perhaps you should play with yourself a little while we drive... to calm you. Not too much though, okay? Be a good girl.”

“Oh god, thank you.” I didn’t hesitate. I wrapped it in the lining and stroked it slowly and deliciously. My leg slid back and forth against the other one and I sniffed my perfume as I took in Carrie’s sexy legs in her heels, working the pedals of the car. “Carrie, this is the sexiest I’ve ever seen you, honey. It’s worth going through all this trouble for that alone.”

“Thank you. I’m glad you like it. You usually want me to be much more conservative and it’s invigorating to be so sexy.”

“Now that I know how invigorating it is, it doesn’t bother me to have you be so sexy. I’m sorry I denied it for you for so long. I’ve been an idiot. Selfish.” I stroked myself, gazing at her like porn… her silky shapely legs, her firm, prominent breasts and cleavage, and her well made-up face. “Even your makeup is sexy.” Unconsciously, I sped up my stroking while my eyes roamed my hot wife.

She glanced back at me. “Live and learn. You wouldn’t have known and now you do. Hey! Slow down there, girl.” She wrapped her hand around mine as I stroked it and she squeezed it tightly. “Slowly! Now relax and feel pretty and sexy and get ready to meet your new best girlfriend, Fran. Are you excited?”

I nodded nervously. “Uh, I guess. I’m a little embarrassed, though… seeing him this way.”

“Seeing her this way. Get the pronouns right, dear. You’re both girls. Trust me. You’re both the furthest thing from men anyone can be. Get used to it.”

Something about what she said excited me, hearing I wasn’t a man, and I was a girl. I gasped and let go of myself to let it bob beneath the dress.

“Got a little too close, when you heard me say that, huh? Knowing you’re a girl and not the least bit a man.”

I rolled my eyes. “Weirdly so. Those words titillated me. Being a girl is so sexy.” I started stroking myself again. “It’s so sensual, so feminine, so...so...lovely...huh, huh...” I had to stop myself again. “This is scary, honey. I’m afraid you’re right and I’m actually thrilled to view myself as not being a man, but being a girl.”

“You’ll be better after you meet the new Fran. I’m sure she’s going through the same internal battle you are. It takes time for the old self to die to let the new self grow. Your old mistaken image of yourself as a man has to die. You’ll be fine when you have the touch of your best friend and can share this wonderful new world together. Do you want to caress Fran’s legs? Would you mind if she caressed yours?”

I glided my one hand on my leg, immersing myself in the sensuality and grabbed myself and stroked again. “I’d like that, but it’s wrong. Shameful.”

“It won’t take long before you realize how wrong you are about that. It’ll be natural for you two. You’ll see. Now relax yourself and make yourself feel pretty... but not too pretty. We’re almost there.”

I stroked, caressed, sniffed, squeezed my breasts...my heart raced.
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We pulled up to the valet, and he opened my door and helped me exit. He walked around to Carrie and opened her door. I adjusted my dress and stood waiting for Carrie, who took my arm in hers and our high heels clicked away into the restaurant. The maitre’d greeted us and Carrie gave the name for our reservation.

“Yes, a party of four. The rest of your party is already at the table. Please follow me.”

We walked across the thick carpet, my breasts jiggling, my shaft flailing and rubbing the silky lining of the dress, my heart pounding in my chest as I gazed around the restaurant, looking for Fran and Sherrie. Turning a corner, we passed through doors to the patio with seats arranged in conversation areas. We passed by a divider and there they were. We had love seats facing the rolling hills with a coffee table and end tables. Fran was on one sofa and Sherrie on the other. They both stood.

Sherrie immediately came to me with a smile from ear to ear and kissed my cheek. “Oh, my god! You are stunning, Jessie.” She sniffed my hair. And you smell like a dream.

I kissed her cheek. “Thank you.” I turned to Fran, who was being kissed and complimented by my wife. Fran was gorgeous in her baby-blue, floral appliquéd, layered halter-top minidress with a matching baby-blue crop top sweater.

She stood confidently in her strappy baby-blue stilettos and beamed a big smile at me as she leaned in to take my hand and kiss my cheek. “Oh my god, buddy. You’re fantastic. Don’t you love how it immerses you in all the sensuality, feminine allure?” She giggled. “We should do this more often, huh?”

She gave me a hug, and I noticed her hardness press against me and mine against her. She leaned back and smiled at me and whispered, “I can tell you’re free under your dress, too. Isn’t it heaven?”

I nodded quickly, shocked we had just sensed each other’s hard-ons under our dresses.

She grabbed my hand and tugged me to the couch. “Sit by me. Let’s snuggle, missy.”

We sat and crossed our legs. Fran caressed my leg with her soft, long-nailed hand. “So pretty. You, that is. And the way this all makes me feel is too, isn’t it?”

I nodded. The waiter arrived, and we all ordered drinks. Here I was sitting next to my best friend, whom I last spent time with working on his car, and now he was a she and was caressing my stockinged leg and I was loving it. My hand drifted to her leg, and we turned in our seats to face each other and take each other in. Our eyes flitted over our faces. I kept glancing at her cleavage, that was even better than mine. I sniffed her hair. “Love your perfume, Fran.”

She sniffed my hair. “Mmm, yours too. Thanks.”

Our drinks arrived. I held my martini by the stem, looking at my dainty grip on it and the shine of my long nails as I held it.

Sherrie raised her glass, her and Carrie absolutely beaming with pride over what they had done to us. “To the wives of wives. May the news spread and may you two never be men again.”

I wasn’t sure I wanted to raise my drink to that as I stared blank faced, realizing it could be true. Fran gently lifted my hand. “Raise your glass, sister.” She pecked me on the cheek and caressed my leg, smiling at me.

I throbbed under my dress, her hand sliding deliciously on my thigh. I couldn’t help but smile ear to ear and raised my glass. The wives cheered and hooted and we drank. I pounded down the first drink and raised the glass to the waiter for another.

Fran put her arm around me. “You’re so afraid. Relax, honey. It’s all good. We’re girlfriends now. Best girlfriends. I’ll take care of you. Don’t be uncomfortable. It’s all good. Sherrie said we should be more affectionate now that we’re who we really are.” She rubbed my back gently and kissed my cheek. She sat back and crossed her stockinged legs so one of them slid sensually against mine. She sipped her drink delicately and slid one hand on my leg nonchalantly.

Putting aside my negative thoughts, I immersed myself in the pleasant sensations of my attire, Fran’s caresses, the fresh air, the beautiful view, and the wonderful affection Fran was giving me. I took a deep breath and let my hand slowly glide along her silky, sexy leg affectionately. I gazed into her eyes. “Thank you. Thank you for helping me.”

“Not to worry. Now enjoy.”

My second drink appeared, and the waiter traipsed off for another round for the others.

I sipped it delicately, savoring the cold, salty vodka. “Mmm, this is good.”

Carrie and Sherrie were chatting quietly but excitedly. I could tell they were talking about us. Fran whispered to me. “Don’t worry about those two. They only want us to be our best. I’m sure whatever they have in mind for us will be good for us.”

“You think they have something in mind? Could it be a reward? I seriously need to come. I’ve never been to the edge so many times or been so hard all day. How about you?” I slid my hand on her leg.

She looked around to be sure the girls or anyone else didn’t see and placed my hand on the front of her dress and wrapped my fingers around her cute, rigid shaft. “It’s small, but it’s ready. You? Can I touch yours?”

I nodded nervously, and I let go of hers and she found mine. “Hmm, very nice. We’re about the same. It’s cute and ready.”

She let go and checked that the girls didn’t see. I nodded nervously.

“As the girls we are now, we can take care of our problem together.”

I nodded nervously and caressed my silky thigh with one hand, played with my hair with the other, and bounced a crossed leg.

“Ladies.” Carrie smiled at us. “Seems you two have adapted very well. So, Sherrie and I decided we can have a leisurely dinner together out here on the patio enjoying tapas and oysters and such and after we’ll take you to a nightclub so you can practice dancing and attracting real men. Won’t that be nice?”

My jaw dropped, and my hand lifted to cover it. Fran gasped. We huddled together tightly. Fran whined. “Oh, please no. Not now. Please. That’s way too scary. Can’t we just enjoy each other tonight? Please?”

I whined, “Please? Pretty please?”

Sherrie and Carrie looked at each other, surprised. Somehow, they jumped to the conclusion that because we looked like women, we’d have their desires. They both shrugged. Sherrie tilted her head. “Well, I guess we can save that for another time. Promise, though, that you’ll not complain next time. You’re women now and need to know how to react with men. Right, girls?”

We nodded sheepishly. I rolled my eyes, turned my head to face Fran’s ear and whispered, “Holy shit. They really mean it. I pictured us fucking them tonight, but they want men to fuck us.”

“No! They don’t. They want us to get comfortable being women, that’s all. After all the wild sex Sherrie and I have been having... I mean... this has made it crazy good. I can’t even last half a minute anymore anyway, so this is nicer because it lasts.”

“True. Probably if I did try to fuck her tonight, before I’d slip my panties aside and get it in, I’d be spurting everywhere. I’m sure we’ll get some kind of appropriate reward tonight, anyway.”

Fran laughed.

Carrie called out. “Ladies? So do you both promise? Another time? If so, we can enjoy tonight and you can both get a reward for being such good girls today. If you do what we ask.”

I whined. “No dancing or men, right?”

“Not tonight. Right.”

“Okay,” Fran said. “Right girlfriend?”

“Right, sweetie.” We both laughed. The girls laughed and continued talking quietly together. Fran caressed my leg lightly, and I did hers as we enjoyed the atmosphere, sipping our drinks. It seemed normal, lovely. The girls watched us as they chatted. Their eyes roamed our legs, breasts, faces, our laps. I was throbbing under the dress as I was sure Fran was too, but it wasn’t visible to them.

Sherrie and Carrie stood. “We’ll be right back. We need to use the ladies’ room.”

I smiled, happy to have a moment not being scrutinized and a chance to be alone with Fran. “Sure, see you soon.” We nodded.

Our wives clicked away in their heels, hand in hand.
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Carrie and Sherrie used the stalls and exited to the counter. Carrie washed her hands as she said, “So... we need to get our wives comfortable playing with someone else’s dick besides their own.”

“I agree. They’ll never be ready or attracted to real men if they don’t, and we’ll never get any real men either. I say we have them play with each other as their reward.” Sherrie freshened her lipstick in the mirror.

“Jessie has no problem playing with it under her dress, or watching me with my real-man-dildo, and jerking off into panties. Why should Fran’s dick be any less fun for her now?”

Sherrie shook her head. “You know how homophobic the two of them can be. I mean Fran won’t hesitate to jerk off on command using a bra or panties or even sucking on a realistic, real-man dildo while I use one. But for real...it could be a lot different. I can almost hear them whining now.”

“True. So our best bet is to keep them horny and get them to touch and play with each other under their dresses, and if we can get them to do that, they’ll be desperate enough to suck each other off. After having sucked a dick, all we’ll need to do is get them to want to be fucked in the ass by a real man. At that point, we could have any guy we want.”

“As of now, all they seem to want to do is touch each other’s legs. I figured they wouldn’t be able to resist jerking each other off.”

“Well, I guess we need to put a bug in their ears. Convince them it’s what they need to do as the girls they are now.”

“Right. Okay. Let’s go see what they're up to. I bet they're just sitting there looking pretty.”
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I immediately looked around the patio and, finding it safe, I grabbed Fran’s hardness through her dress. Fran grabbed mine, and we stroked. We watched our wives as they walked away to the ladies’ room sexily, hips swaying in their high heels, and very short dresses. “Aren’t our wives hot now? I want to fuck her more than ever.”

Fran’s hand slid under my dress and her silky, cool fingers wrapped around my throbbing cock and stroked me. “God yes. Even though I wouldn’t last a second. Might we get them tonight?”

“I’m not so sure what the reward will be. She’s been having me jerk off in panties lately while I watch her fuck herself with a totally realistic looking dildo she calls Joe. I mean, I don’t blame her. We’ve tried and I don’t last long enough for her to even feel anything. It is really hot when she narrates and has a dialogue with Joe though.”

Fran’s cool silky hand glided so lusciously around and up and down on my begging cock. She tugged my shaved globes and rolled them in her hand. She stroked me some more. “Mmm.” She gazed lovingly into my eyes with her pretty, made-up eyes. “God, this is lovely holding you like this. At home with Sherrie, it’s the same for me as with you. She has a Joe too. They must be following some kind of book or something together to train us somehow.” She looked around and lifted her dress a bit for me to slide my hand under it. “Wrap you fingers around it naked, Jess.”

I gazed into her eyes as we both stroked each other with our bare hands. I loved the velvety texture of her cock in my hand and the loving mistiness in her eyes as I stroked her. My heart raced. I wanted her to come for me. I wanted to sense it spurting through my hand. “Fran, honey, I want you to come for me. Would that be okay?”

She gasped, looked around quickly, and nodded. She whispered, “I want to make you come too. I don’t know why, but I do. This is so exciting. I love you, Jessie.”

“I love you too, Fran.” Looking around, no one was near or able to see. I kissed her deeply on the lips and we embraced as we stroked each other, our hands wrapped around rigid, throbbing velvet poles. Her perfume wafted to my nostrils, and she gave a little squeak and pulled back from the kiss to glance around. She gazed lovingly into my eyes. Her gorgeous, made-up eyes opened wide, and she whimpered adorably. Her body shook.

Her cock pulsed in my grip, and I recognized the gush pumping through it. The warm wetness gushed over the top of my hand and into the fabric while Fran’s hand received my passion and I gently humped into her sweet loving grip, hearing myself let out a little girlish whimper.

My legs quivered and her legs slid against mine as we both came, squeezing each other’s spurting cocks while in an embrace—Fran’s breath, hot and shaky in my ear. “Oh god, yes. I’ve been waiting so long for this.” Her hips lifted slightly, and she whimpered adorably as the last gush pulsed through my fist and into the silky fluff.

I nuzzled her neck. “God yes, Fran. You were so hot. Thank you.” I gave her a peck on the lips. We composed ourselves on the couch, straightening our dresses and crossing our legs. We picked up our drinks and clinked them. Fran grinned and winked. We laughed and sipped. I looked at her pretty, made-up, contoured, flawless face. I touched her painted lips with my long-nailed finger. “Your lips are so inviting.”

She looked deep into my eyes. “Yours are too. We should try that. I mean, if you didn’t mind. I’d like to use them on you later… where my hand was a moment ago. It would delight me to give you such pleasure.”

“Oh god, yes. Me too. I haven’t had a blowjob in ages and I’ve never given one, but right now, the way we are. I’d love to give you that gift, and I want to have yours pulsing in my mouth, spurting across my tongue, and absolutely knowing how very good it was for you.”

We looked around. I touched her leg. “I wonder where the girls are?”

“Who cares? I’m glad they gave us some time together. Sure would be nice if they let us give each other a reward tonight.”

“Well, we better not let them know we already did. They’d be pissed.”

“Right. Okay, here they come. Smile and act normal.” We held hands between us as the girls returned, smiling and laughing.


8

“Hello ladies. Did you miss us?” Carrie kissed my cheek and Sherrie kissed Fran’s cheek before they took their seats across from us.

I nodded. “We did. We were wondering where you were.”

Carrie sipped her drink and crossed her legs, bouncing a foot. “Only to the ladies’ room, but we got hung up talking about you two and how exciting it is for us. We both love it. Of course, we’re a little disappointed about not going dancing tonight, but you’ll get there.”

Sherrie held her drink daintily, her eyes bright and her one high-heeled foot bouncing as well. “Are you sure you don’t want to try being brave girls?”

Fran and I looked at each other, nervously shaking our heads. Fran said, “Not yet. This is still so new and overwhelming. Okay?”

Carrie rolled her eyes. “Of course. It is good to see you two sitting so close, so cuddly together. You’re usually so careful not to touch each other. It’s cute. It speaks to the two of you getting into your new roles.”

Carrie turned to Sherrie and gave her a peck on the lips. “Thanks for getting Fran to do this with Jessie. They make such cute sexy girls, don’t they? It makes me hot simply seeing them touching each other.” She caressed Sherrie’s leg with her fingernails, glided her hand on Sherrie’s stockinged leg. She looked around, then held Sherries head and kissed her deeply on the lips.

When they broke the kiss, they looked around and Sherrie glided her hand on Carrie’s leg and they snuggled together, their legs touching and slipping slightly against each other, Carrie’s hand on Sherrie’s leg.

Sherrie beamed at us both, her eyes looking us over. “Now, why don’t you two girls treat each other to a little affection like Carrie and I did? It’ll help you be the girls you are.”

We snuggled closer, touched our legs together and caressed each other’s leg. Fran kissed my lips gently.

“Good girls,” Carrie said. “Now keep that up. And if you’re brave enough, be really nice to each other through your dresses... or under them. Discreetly, of course, but be nice to each other like that. Make each other feel pretty.”

We both looked around and searched for each other through our dresses, wrapping the damp fabric around our limp but hardening cocks.

“Good girls. Now don’t finish. You’ll get your rewards later, girls. Now, how about we order some food?”

We relaxed, had some wine, ordered oysters and crab claws. Sherrie and Carrie helped feed each other and Fran and I followed suit, earning us more points with the girls. They had us slip our hands under each other’s dresses and jerk each other slowly. We received more congratulations from them and points toward our rewards. It seemed the only thing the girls wanted for us was for us to become closer and more intimate friends. Of course, Fran and I had no problem with that since we already knocked down the barrier when we both came together earlier.

When we had our dessert and last drink, Fran and I were felling pretty nice and loose, and very horny as we continued our caresses, kisses, and stroking of each other. Carrie and Sherrie kept complimenting us on our behavior and told us how proud they were of us overcoming our fears. They were very approving of our new found caring for each other and we were more than happy doing it.

The girls paid the bill and stood, hanging their purses on their shoulder. They extended their hands to us. “Ladies? Ready to go home and get your rewards?”

We both nodded excitedly and stood, straightening our dresses. We held hands like they did and we followed their wagging hips in their high heels as they held their heads high, looking ready to get laid. They seemed more confident and proud, as if they had accomplished something spectacular tonight.

The girls left my car behind and we all rode in Sherrie’s. They had us get in the back together and immediately had us caress each other’s breasts and legs and cocks while we drove. I imagined I was a high school girl being ravished on prom night.

Carrie turned to peek at us over the seat. “Why don’t you girls take turns sucking each other a little? Can you manage that? Would you like a BJ? I know it’s been some time since you two had a BJ so you’d both benefit each other by doing so.”

Fran and I looked at each other, trying to feign being shocked. I stuttered and stumbled for a show. “Uh, we’re guys... uh, it would be...”

“Oh, stop it, Jessie! You two are all girl. You never were men. Now be the girl you are and please your date.”

My heart pounded with anticipation. I moved around in order to get the angle and Fran lifted her dress for me, her cock bobbing in the air. I stared at it as if hesitating. Carrie giggled. “Franny, it’s so cute. Just like Jessie’s and it’s so happy right now. Jessie, don’t just stare at it. Get on it, girl.”

Fran blushed as I bent down and took her into my mouth, rolled her silky globes in my hand and bobbed my head, my puckered lips and tongue delighting in her luscious, silken cock. The sensation of it in my mouth, her hardness for me, how much she was enjoying me, all made me fervent, and I sped up. I longed to harvest a release from her. Fran’s hand landed gently on my head and she whimpered as she raised her hips into my face.

“Stop that now!” Carrie said. “Not yet, Fran! Jessie, get off her. Fran, it’s your turn to do Jessie now.”

I frantically sat back and lifted my dress for Fran. She dove onto it like a hungry slut. Oh, my god it was heavenly. I looked down at her head bobbing on it and her eyes trying to peer up at me. There she was, my best friend, who was now a beautiful girl, sucking me off. I humped into her pretty face and whimpered.

“Now stop that!” Fran pulled off, and I covered it with my dress. “Now you girls just relax a little and when you’ve calmed down, lightly jerk each other a little, but don’t you dare come.”

We settled down, wrapped our legs over each other’s legs and slid them deliciously while we slowly stroked and kissed. I was in heaven. All I wanted was to finish sucking her off, but this was tortuously delicious. Fran’s free hand held the back of my head. Her perfume filled my nostrils. The streetlight illuminated the inside of my closed eyelids as we kissed delicately, sensually.

“Good girls!” Carrie said. “Soon, very soon.”

Carrie turned to Sherrie and patted Sherrie’s thigh. “Almost there Sherrie. The girls are almost ready.”
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Back at our house, Carrie and Sherrie led us in. They mixed us all a drink, and we moved into the great room together. Fran and I sat on the love seat and Sherrie and Carrie sat close together on the couch, facing us. We all sipped and waited for someone to talk. It seemed Carrie and Sherrie were at a loss for words. They whispered to each other while Fran and I caressed each other’s legs, snuggled together, our legs touching.

Carrie stood up and looked down at us. “Well, you girls are almost there. You’re used to being nice to your date and touching them. You both seemed to enjoy sucking each other as you should, as girls who love sucking a cock. So now, we’re going for somewhat of a grand finale of this evening, a graduation gift. You should both suck each other off together at the same time and swallow the reward you extract from the other.” She stood with one hip out, her one hand on her hip as she sipped her drink, watching our reactions.

I had to resist. I didn’t want her to believe I had become gay or something. “Uh, but we’re guys... we’re best friends. Swallow it too? You’re our wives. How will that look to you two?”

“It’ll look cute. You’ll be girls after and ready to grow up into sexy women. You’ll be wives of wives. Won’t you be proud? You should be. It’ll be an enormous accomplishment.”

Fran and I looked at each other, holding our grins back. We tried to hide our faces by looking down and I said, “Okay. If we have to.”

“Good girls.” Carrie took a couple of pillows and spread out an afghan on the floor. “Okay girls, lay down on your sides facing each other head to toe and begin.”

We both scurried to the floor and arranged the pillows for our heads and maneuvered ourselves with our legs crossed and stretching out behind each other’s heads and we wiggled our way closer and closer until we were both grabbing each other’s cocks and consuming them.

“Good girls. Now run your tongues around the shaft and flick the tip and bob your heads on them while your roll the globes in the palm of your hands. Make your date go to heaven. Find out how good it is to be a girl and harvest a reward.”

We worked each other in time together, our breath getting choppy with occasional gasps. “Good girls. Now speed it up.”

We did.

“Faster. You have thirty seconds to come into each other’s mouths or we cancel the reward for tonight.”

We were crazy on each other, humping into each other's faces, whimpering, our legs flailing around in our heels. Fran mumbled around her shaft. I mumbled around hers. We both came. I gobbled up every sweet drop of her juices as we humped like adolescents into pillows, but it was each other’s face. Her dick pulsed in my mouth even after it was empty, and I tried to reap more cream as I gushed into her hot mouth. It was heaven.

Our bodies fell limp. Neither of us wanting to release it from our mouth as we both gently, slowly, sucked it dry.

Applause came from the girls. We rolled back from each other and sat on the couch, catching our breath. “Kiss each other deeply.”

We did, sharing each other’s rewards. “Good girls. Okay, now. You both should go to bed together and take advantage of being so relaxed so you can fall asleep. Tomorrow will be another big day for you.”

I whined. “What? Aren’t we sleeping with our wives?”

Carrie shook her head emphatically. “Not tonight. We thought it better for you two to sleep together tonight. Sherrie and I are going out for a nightcap to the club you girls didn’t want to go to. Don’t wait up for us.”

Carrie and Sherrie left. Fran and I looked at each other. I kissed her cheek. “Think they're going to pick up some guys?”

Fran rolled her eyes. '“That might have been the plan all night, but we messed it up by not going. Now we won’t be able to see if it’s so.” Fran’s head hung low, her legs spread, sitting on the edge of the couch.

“Don’t worry, sweetie. They’ll be okay. They’re big girls. We have each other still.”

“I know. We should have gone. Next time we will.”

“I agree. We should be with them. It doesn’t seem right. But, so what if our wives dance with other guys?”

“Dance? Like Joe dances, huh?”

“Oh yeah. Joe. They both love Joe. I’m too tired to worry about it. Let’s go to bed. We can use the spare-room together and I’ll leave the master for the girls if they come home.”
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We didn’t even undress or take our shoes off and we both slid under the satin sheets and fell asleep spooning. In the morning, I woke first to the sunlight on my face, the sweet smell of Fran next to me, I carefully slid around so as not to wake her and pulled the sheet back to fold her dress back enough to find her morning woodie.

I couldn’t resist taking it into my mouth and slowly exploring it with my tongue and lips. It was like a velvet popsicle that would throb from time to time. I slid my free hand down and wrapped my cock in the dress and slowly stroked myself while I sucked her lovely shaft. What a way to wake up!

Fran moaned quietly and her hand came to caress my cheek as she pulled the sheet back all the way to gaze down at me, lifted on her pillow, a smile on her face. “Oh Jessie, that’s so lovely.”

I mumbled a thank you around it, gazing into her eyes lovingly. Her passionate cream I needed so badly, but I didn’t want to end this. I worked her delicately, slowly, diligently, gazing into her still gorgeous made-up face while she beamed down at me like an angel and I maximized her pleasure.

I became more enthralled as I read the expressions on her face, telling me how much deep pleasure I was giving her and motivating me to give her the best release she ever had. I became fervent as she whimpered and twitched her silky leg against me. Her eyes showed me her bliss as I bobbed, ran circles, rolled her balls in my palm, looking up at her, needing her pulsing gushes so badly. My eyes begged her.

I whimpered as I jerked myself, sucking her. My legs slid against each other on the satin sheets in my high heels. My breasts pressed against my chest, heaving with my breathing. Fran squeezed one of her breasts with her hand while she wrapped her fingers tightly in my hair, holding me to face her. Her hips fucked my face as her eyes opened wide and she whimpered sweetly.

Her pole become rock solid and pulsed in my mouth, shooting a luscious first load of the day into my throat as I spewed profusely in the fabric of my dress, my legs twitching, her legs jerking.

It seemed we both came forever. Every second was heavenly and every gush she gave me sent ripples through me, and another gush would shoot from mine into my dress.

When it finally ended. We moved together and wrapped each other in an embrace, our legs entwined, and lay on her pillow. We fell asleep again.

When we woke, there was a noise from the kitchen. We slid out of bed and navigated the stairs in our heels to it.

“Hello, ladies! Sleep well? It’s late enough.” Carrie kissed my cheek. She reached to the front of my dress and felt around. “You’re not even hard. Where’s that morning wood you usually jerk off while I shower.?”

“It must have been too much last night.”

“Ah... okay. Sit and eat breakfast.”

We both sat, and the girls laid out takeout breakfasts from a breakfast place for us, then they sat in their jeans and sipped their coffees. Both of them looked well rested and seemed to glow. I was afraid to ask, so I didn’t and dug into the food.

Carrie reached out and put her hand on mine. “So? Aren’t you going to ask what we did last night?”

I shook my head nervously.

“Sherrie and I did the nightclub and danced.”

“That’s nice,” Fran said. “Was it fun? Sorry we didn’t go.”

“It was fun. Some folks from our neighborhood were there. Two wives with their husbands. Husbands like you two used to be. They all wished you were there so they could see you two. The wives are talking those husbands into doing it too. The husbands said if you two did it, they might too. So we have to go to the clubhouse tonight and show them.”

Fran and I looked at each other. “Great,” I said. “No secrets for us, huh?”

“You should be proud. Besides, some of the other guys from the neighborhood were there, too. The married hot guys and the single hot looking guys that are all over six feet tall. They even wanted to see you. You know, the real men.”

“Great. So I suppose you got laid by them?”

Carrie looked shocked. Sherrie said, “What!? We wouldn’t do that without our wives around. Shame on you girls for imagining that of us. But we’re all going tonight and that’s that.”

I nodded and chewed the French toast. Fran did the same sheepishly.

Our wives looked at each other and nodded. “Now finish breakfast and you two can have a morning reward before we start the day. We need to go for groceries for the neighborhood party at the clubhouse tonight to show you girls off and get more wives of wives started, like the two of you have done so well.”

I laughed. I had never come so many times in such a brief time span as I have since becoming a girl. “Uh... a reward, huh?”

“Of course. It’ll relax you for shopping and such.”

Fran winked at me and ran her hand on mine under the table, then squeezed it.

“Okay. Right. Good idea.”

We finished breakfast and cleaned up the kitchen while our wives had coffee on the patio. Fran and I knew we had to perform, or they’d know we already did it. “We can do it. We’ll both get hard and if it seems it’s taking too long, we can fake coming like our wives do, right?”

“True. But we always want to get off, so we won’t want to stop.”

“Then we won’t.” Fran gave me a peck on the lips and pulled me to her, her hips pressing into me, her cock hard under the dress already. She rubbed me through the dress. “God, we need to wash these dresses.” She laughed. We both started stroking each other and kissing. We were getting pretty darn close and had to stop before the girls caught us again. Pouring some coffees, we stepped onto the patio.

“All cleaned up?”

“Yes, dear,” I said as I sat and crossed my legs. Fran sat next to me on the wicker love seat and rested her hand on my leg and slid it.

“Good girls. Now. Here’s the plan. We go upstairs and you girls come and after that we have special surprises for you.”

“A surprise? How sweet,” Fran said happily.

“Yes. So finish your coffees so we can get this show on the road.”

We both downed them and stood.

They led us into the house and up to the bedroom. Sherrie grabbed a bag of something from the foyer and took it up with her. It must have been the surprise.

“Stand by the full-length mirror together.”

We did.

“Since you’ve both proven you enjoy giving BJs, we’ll do this a quicker way, or you’ll try to make it last and we don’t have time. We have lots to do. Turn and face each other.”

We did.

“Place your left hand on each other’s waist.”

We did and smiled at each other.

Lift the other’s dress, wrap these silky panties around your sissy dicks and with your prettily painted, long-nailed fingers, jerk each other off as fast as you can, looking sideways into the mirror at the pretty girls with sissy cocks as they stand in their sexy high heels and sexy dresses with their pretty hair and luscious cleavage.

We did. Our eyes roamed about us checking each other out, our hard dicks in each other’s hand, jerking and making the dresses fluff about. Our faces contorted as we both became fully aroused, and our breathing became choppy. We held on to each other’s waist, our legs shaking and shifting in our high heels as we jerked fervently, careful not to hurt the other and letting the panties slip deliciously against our cocks.

“Good girls! Jerk those sissy cocks.” Sherrie said as she and Carrie came closer and rubbed our backs. “That’s it. Squirt those sissy cocks on each other now. I’ll count back from ten. Squirt at one.”

We both jerked each other, our eyes watching the two sissies in the mirror. “10... 9... 8... 7... 6...” I could sense it rising, my leg twitched. Fran’s eyes told me she was very near. Her arm squeezed me tight. She whimpered. I whimpered. “5... 4... 3... 2... 1.” We both came, shooting spurts onto each other’s legs and dresses. Fran held my waist tight and I hers as we shuddered together and fell into an embrace, panting, our shafts twitching against the other. We stood there caressing each other’s backs and hair and kissing each other’s faces as our bobbing, spent cocks rubbed together in the fluff.

“Okay girls. Now come sit on the bed for a moment and relax.”

We sat on the bed together.

“You can take off your shoes and stockings and panties.”

We did.

Sherrie and Carrie both knelt in front of us, looking up at us. They each took a pink plastic ring and fit our wilting shafts and globes through it, then quickly slipped a pink cover over our dicks and engaged it with the ring then clasped a lock on it.

“Hey! What the hell is that?” I whined.

Sherrie said, “It’ll help you be the girls you should be. Relax.”

She tossed a bag on the bed. “This has an attachment. I want you two to put it on the shower and use in your bottoms. Go poop and clean out your bottom so you're nice and fresh. It’ll help you feel pretty.”

“What? Eww!” Fran cried out.

“Nonsense. You’ll see why after you each take your turn showering, shaving your bodies smooth, and using it. Now, we’re going outside to do a little sunbathing to give us some pleasant color for tonight. Clean up your things, put them in the laundry and set up the shower and get it all done. Afterwards, we’ll have clothes on the bed for you to wear when we go for groceries today. Be good girls and get it done. No fretting or whining or those cages will never come off.”
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We did as we were told, with no hesitation. There was no other choice since they literally held the keys. After having so many releases in so few hours, it was ironic that we were locked now. Our clothes were on the bed.

I dressed in a denim miniskirt, sheer suntan pantyhose, high wedge heels, V-neck pink top, and by the time I was done with my makeup and hair I was on top of the world, not the least bit put off by my cage. I sprayed perfume all over me, letting the scent further immerse me in the pretty and feminine.

Fran came out and dressed similarly and in tiny high-heeled steps we walked out to the patio where the girls were laying on chaise lounge chairs sunning their naked bodies. They looked like petite goddesses, nipples hard, glowing skin and hairless where Carrie said she’d never shave, both of them evidently having had Brazilian wax jobs.

They heard us coming on the pavers and sat up, smiling. “Good girls! How cute you both are. What a lovely, yet sexy, and casual presentation. We chose well for you both. Didn’t we, ladies?”

We nodded, waiting.

They both put on short robes and stood. “Now we have something special for you both and you both will need to relax a little. If you’re hard in your cages, that’s good. Are you?”

We nodded.

“Good. Now reach under your skirts, pull your panties to the side and shake the cages to make yourselves nice and hard.”

We stood there and did it until they were satisfied. They emptied a bag on the table and came back with whatever it was behind their backs. “Now get on the chaise lounge on your knees with your arms and heads down and your butts up.”

We looked at each other, not comfortable with what they might do, but we complied. I looked to the side at Fran, who was looking at me. Carrie pulled my panties to the side, and I felt something cold and wet and then it pressed between my butt cheeks and pressed on my hole. “Push back, girls.”

We did, and it opened me up and slid in. I gasped.

“You can both sit or stand now.” Sherrie and Carrie took their phones and tapped the screens with their nails clicking on them. Silently, a vibration started inside my bottom. Standing there, it became intense, and I grabbed onto Fran. She held tight to me as we stared at the girls, while they grinned and played with their phones. The plug was doing varying patterns in me as they both watched our faces. We gasped and held tight to each other. It became less intense.

“How’s that?” Carrie asked.

“Uh...it’s okay,” I said.

Carrie took it up more until I shuddered again, then backed it off a titch. Now when it went off, it went through me, but it didn’t make me twitch.

I looked at Fran. She was smiling ear to ear. “Crank it up Sherrie.” Fran shuddered and held me tight. “Let it go there for a while. I’ll get used to it.” Fran whispered in my ear. “That’s heavenly. How did I ever not get one before? I never imagined something in my ass could be so darn good.” She giggled. Shuddered a bit. “Perfect, Sherrie.”

We stood there as the girls checked us out. “You girls have been great. Now one more thing.” Carrie took her purse and took two pills out and handed them to us with a glass of iced tea.

I held a pill and looked at it. “What is it?”

“A combination libido enhancer and erection maker. You’ll stay aroused all day and night. It’s good for twenty-four hours. You’ll still be able to pee, but have to concentrate on baseball or something mundane to let it get soft enough. Okay?”

“Do we have to take it? That’ll be torture in these cages,” I whined. Fran nodded.

“Yes. Or the cage is on permanently. This will keep you feeling pretty and make you want to be the girls you are. It’ll help you over your last hurdle.”

“Hurdle? You said we were doing so well.”

“But you are. You’re both doing soo well. But I know you’d balk at men filling your bottoms unless we did this, and that’s your last hurdle. This will make it simple for you and then you’ll no longer be masquerading as men and you’ll truly be wives of wives.”

Fran and I looked at each other. What choice did we have? We shrugged our shoulders and popped the pills down.
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Fran and I sat in back and our wives in front as we drove to the grocery store. We snuggled against each other, our legs crossed and slipping gently against each other. I’d have loved to wrap my fingers around her cock as the plugs sent ripples of entertainment into us both, but the cage prevented any real help with that appendage. The pill and the plug, though, kept us on the edge. I was never so fully aroused and horny. Even my skin tingled.

Fran and I walked into the grocery store with the list hand in hand while our wives waited outside. My breasts tugged on my chest with each step in my heels that made my hips sway and the plug swish around in me while it played its sequence. I grabbed a cart and followed Fran and she went down the list, loading the shopping cart. By the time we were done, the cart was nearly full.

“Holy Shit. We sure got enough supplies. My guess is we have to prepare it all, too.”

“Shouldn’t be too bad. Nothing unlike what we do every night, but for more people. It’ll be fun. I’d love to have more wives of wives like us so we could have a kind of club. I only hope the neighbors don’t look at us like we’re freaks or idiots. I want to make a favorable impression.”

“But did you hear what they have in store for us?”

Fran shrugged. “Yeah, to picture it is kinda scary, but the way this plug works, I’m a lot less frightened about it and a lot more intrigued by how a real one might actually feel.”

“You know our wives will get laid too, right?”

“They said they’d not do it without us being there. I see that as pretty polite.”

“Could you handle it?”

She shrugged and stopped walking and looked deep into my eyes. She touched my face with the back of her hand gingerly. “You’re so pretty. Our relationship is getting much closer. I’ve never had such fantastic releases before, and I feel so lovely being feminine, compared to being a geeky guy, that I really don’t care if they do. I’d love to see Sherrie have sex with something other than Joe, a real man as our wives call it, and come rather than her saying my coming in her is cute even though she never comes from it. It’s not right for her. Do you think it’s right for your wife to never have a real man?”

I rolled my eyes and started walking with the cart. “You make some good points. I do agree I love being who I am now and us being able to touch each other and share pleasing each other rather than just hanging out. It’s so natural now. I guess it’ll all be worth it and if passing the last hurdle gets this cage off, then great.” The plug shot off again and made me wonder how a real one would really feel in me. I throbbed in my cage incessantly while we finished shopping.

Back at the car, Carrie and Sherrie were just ending a conversation with a couple of people from our neighborhood as they turned to us and popped the trunk open. “Nice job, ladies. Next stop is beer and booze, so leave room for it when you pack the trunk.” Carrie held the trunk lid while we loaded the stuff in, then Fran trotted off in her heels to put the cart in the cart corral.

Beer and booze bought, we headed back to the neighborhood and stopped at the community center to drop off the stuff. We loaded the fridge and placed the booze in the bar along with the mixers. Unloaded the glasses and things from the dishwasher and set them up where they needed to go. Checked the patio and the lounge to make sure it was all clean and ready to go.

Carrie put her hand on each of our shoulders as we took a last look around. “Okay ladies. Let’s go home and we’ll all get changed into our party clothes. Then we can come back here and have a drink and you girls can get started making the food while Sherrie and I relax a little on the patio. Okay?”

Carrie wrapped her arm around my shoulder and gave me a peck on the cheek. “You’re such a good wife to be taking care of me so well. I love the patience you’ve had and the passion with which you’ve immersed yourself. I’m gonna to be so proud to have you as my wife tonight.”

“Thanks. I do actually love this right now. I mean, it seems so natural.”

“You even looked perfectly natural sucking Fran off. You are such a girl. I can’t wait to see you suck off a manly man tonight and even see you experience pleasing one when he uses your bottom as his receptacle. Imagine how wonderful it will be after the plug. Bigger. Real. His passionate energy being harvested and taken from him by the girl you are. Mmm.”

She looked into my eyes, her eyes bright and full of life. I shrugged and looked down.

“Don’t be frightened. I can be right next to you when you have your first man. Would that help?”

I shrugged. “All that talk you did about Joe. That was to get me ready to see you with a real man, wasn’t it?”

She nodded. “Imagine how you’d feel if we didn’t work up to that and you just walked in on someone doing that for me. Don’t you want to make your wife happy with a real man?”

I shrugged.

“You seemed to love seeing me come over and over with Joe.”

I nodded.

“You even helped narrate about Joe and what he was doing and how handsome and good looking he was and how nice his cock was. You even sucked him to get him ready for me.”

“You asked me to.”

“Be candid. It excited you even more than I do when you’re in me. You jerked off into a pair of panties to it and loved it, cheering Joe on. Why wouldn’t you want it to be real now? I’d never leave you. I love you. Other men would just be for me to play with, like you and Fran have been doing, or whoever you’d play with. I love that you’re being satisfied. Don’t you?”

“I do.”

“And wouldn’t it be nice to see me satisfied by more than Joe? More than just a fantasy that you panty-jerk to?”

I lowered my head and nodded.

Her hand glided on my shoulders. “Good girl. Don’t be a sissy, sissy. Be a brave girl for your wife.” She kissed my head. “Okay... well, tonight you can decide if you have a real man make love to you or have a real man make love to me. We’ll take it a step at a time. Together. Okay?” She hugged my shoulders.

“Okay.”

She gave me a peck on the lips and fluffed my hair playfully. “Okay! You have lots to get done and I really want to be alluring tonight. You can help me dress and I’ll help you so we can both be our most inviting for the men and you can be the best example for the other husbands to become wives. Let’s go!”
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Fran and Sherrie went home to their place, and we went to ours. Carrie stood in the closet flipping through dresses, tops, and skirts. “I’m not sure, Jessie. What should I wear? I mean… We’ve gone to the neighborhood parties before, but this one isn’t only for a drinking party or a clambake. We’ve talked with the other wives and they all know it’s you and Fran’s coming out and Sherrie and my reveal that we’re available as mistresses now. The other girls are all planning on it being a really sexy night for everyone, so they’re gonna dress wildly seductively too and the guys know it as well.”

“Seems weird I should say this being your spouse… but… it sounds like it should be something special. Something that leaves little to the imagination and makes all your assets readily available. Something really slutty, I guess, though that’s a bad word for it.” I started flipping through things on the rack. “I always love seeing you in a garter belt and black stockings. And you could wear one of your new pairs of fetishy high heeled PVC boots. A kinda tough girl demeanor. For someone as petite as you, it’s a captivating contrast.”

She pulled out the black open-toe, PVC, thigh-high stiletto boots and tossed them to the door. “Okay. Got the boots. What else?”

I flipped through and found a crop top. “I remember when you wore this one night over a shelf bra. The sheer black fabric made your nipples really hard, and you said it stimulated them with every move. Think it’s too much?”

She took it and held it up, looking at it. “I loved that fabric rubbing them. It’ll keep them hard for sure. Will it help make the men hard? Will the women might think it’s too much?”

“I know the men will love it. The women? You’d have to decide that.”

“I know Sherrie will love it. She’s probably gonna be equally wild. The other women won’t be far from the same sexy attire, even if they have real men for husbands. They’re all ripe for getting laid. Would you like to see me wear it in public? See a hot guy sucking my nipples through the sheer fabric?”

I throbbed in my cage. The plug was going off. I gave a little shudder on my heels. “Uh... Oh god, yes. You’ll be like a porn star.”

“Good. Done. Now for the bottom.”

I was really getting into dressing my wife for sex. “It should be something easy to get out of the way. No pants unless they’re open. You don’t want to undress every time.”

“Every time?” She gave me a peck on the cheek and squeezed my bottom. “Thank you for being so open to multiples!” I pulled a flared hem, black PVC miniskirt from the rack and she took it and held it in front of her. “Hmm. Easy enough lift of that hem and not a lot of skirt to get in the way. I’ll wear crotchless panties too. I’ll skip the garter belt and wear sheer black lace-top, stay ups. The lace tops will show above the boots and below the hem of the skirt.”

“Perfect.”

“Okay princess, thank you. Now for you. A coming out outfit for a new wife ready to please. Hmm. What do you want? How’s your mood?”

“Horny as hell seeing what you’ll be wearing, and with this plug and the pill you made me take.”

“So, how does that translate into clothes for you? Something like I’m wearing? Something more feminine? What would you like to wear while sucking and being laid? What will make your mood the most pretty and fem?”

I was flipping through the dresses. “Hmm. I love the more frilly things. They make me act more girly and submissive. I’m not ready yet to wear something powerful and confident like you’re gonna. People would expect me to be more assertive if I wore something like that. I’m gonna be a very nervous little girl.”

Carrie picked out a pink prom dress she liked when we were shopping for me. “Like this one? I bought this because you’d be so cute in it.” She pressed the fluffy, flared, crinoline bottom against me and the V-neck cap-sleeve top on my shoulders. “Its plenty short and accessible. Nice cleavage revealer. No one would guess you ever were a man or a husband before.”

I laughed. “That’s for sure. I love the pink and the fluff. It screams feminine and submissive. I’ll be like a prom queen at a high school prom. I love it.”

“Okay! Let’s rinse off together and get dressed.” She looked at her watch. “You and Fran need to get there soon to set up and Sherrie and I want to relax a little before anyone else arrives, so we better scurry. I can help with your makeup and we’ll do your hair together, too.”

We rinsed, and Carrie shampooed my cage, and I rinsed my hair. I scrubbed Carrie’s body with a loofa all over and we dried off and took turns putting a silky sweet smelling lotion on each other.

Carrie and I did our makeup, and she helped me pick eyeshadow to match the pink dress and blushing for my cheeks for nice, round, pink cheekbones. She contoured my cheeks and chin line, dried my hair and fluffed it, then put it into a pigtail on each side. “Oh god yes, Jessie. The pigtails are perfect. The men will have them to hold you with when they stuff your doll-like face. They’ll love it.” She giggled. “So cute.” She finished her dramatic makeup and did her hair.

I stared at myself in the mirror. I was the epitome of a cute, sexy little sissy girl as I throbbed in my cage and licked my twenty-four-hour, pink painted lips. “Wait until Fran sees me. She’ll love it.”

“Yes, she will, and so will the others. It’ll amaze the wives of the change from a husband and when you’re serving drinks, they’ll want their husbands, that are like you and Fran, to transform, too. I’m so proud of you!” She gave me a peck on the cheek and tugged me into the other room.

I plopped on the bed and hurriedly slid into the sheer pink lace top thigh-high stay-ups, loving the sensation as they stretched over my silky, lotioned legs. I slid the pair of crotchless, open back ruffled panties, which lifted and held my cage out and pulled my butt cheeks to each side, leaving my plug exposed. The panties made me so accessible and vulnerable and feminine.

I put on the pink lace bra and put my gel breast forms in, making my cleavage pop. Slipping into the fluffy dress, I adjusted my cleavage and the ruffled cap sleeves at the edge of my shoulders and slid the bra straps under it. I slid into the white patent, fetishy high stilettos and strapped them around my ankle, then walked carefully in tiny steps to the mirror, my cage lock clinking against the pink plastic.

I loaded on my jewelry and sprayed a girly, flowery perfume all over and under my dress and on my hair and arms. I was in a cloud of femininity as I gazed at myself in the mirror. My heart pounded and my hand dropped to my cage as the plug shot off and I shook the cage, clattering it, trying to jerk myself off. I gasped and my legs shuddered as another shot came from the plug. I whimpered as I stared at my doll face in the mirror.

Carrie’s hand rested gently on my shoulder. She kissed my cheek. “Feeling pretty, huh, little girl?”

I nodded quickly, my breath choppy as I shook my cage wildly.

She stopped my hand from yanking on the cage. “There’s only one way you’ll get to come tonight, honey, and that’s from a real man in you. Are you ready?”

I nodded. “God yes. I want it so badly. Maybe Fran can do it for me?”

“That would be cute to see. But not tonight. Besides. You wouldn't be able to release from Fran’s cute rod and she wouldn't be able to pass her hurdle either, making you more frustrated and her done for the night. You don’t want her to have to stay caged, do you?”

“No. You’re right. It was a bad idea.”

Carrie stood there dressed in her outfit, her hard nipples pressing against the sheer fabric of the sheer crop top—her thigh-high boots rising to a little below the lace top stockings, then a small space of bare thigh, then that flared hem, black PVC skirt. She was hot. So hot. She smiled at me proudly in the mirror. Kissed my cheek. “Lets get going so you girls can get things ready to serve.”

I packed my pink purse and slung it over my shoulder. Carrie stuffed condoms in it then took my hand and led me down the hall, our heels clicking in tiny vulnerable steps, my hips swaying, my cage lock ticking against the plastic, my breasts tugging on my chest, the plug firing off inside of me. My perfume wafted to my nostrils, and I held my head high, my ponytails bouncing, and I knew who I was. I was the wife of my proud wife, and very ready to serve.
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Carrie mixed a drink, then stepped out back to where Sherrie was on the patio. Fran was already madly clicking about in the kitchen in her classy looking black chiffon minidress, the V-neck revealing her cleavage and the short flirty hem fluttering about her sheer suntan stockinged thighs in her 12cm tall, strappy, black-patent stilettos. I snuck up behind her and kissed her on the neck.

“Huh!” she startled. “You scared me.” She turned around and gave me a hug and a quick peck on the cheek. I put the snack food out and made the burgers, and all we have to do is cook the hotdogs and burgers then bring them in to the warmer for later.

“Nice job Fran. I’ll take the burgers out and get the grill going.” I grabbed the tray of patties and carried it out to the patio. I started the pellet grill and loaded the patties onto it, then walked back in with the tray and got the dogs. Placing them on the top shelf, I closed the lid and set the temperature for a slow cook. The mesquite started smoking deliciously.

Back inside, Fran was finishing the final touches of setting out the plates, utensils, and napkins. I helped her finish, then we moved into the main area with the bar and mixed ourselves some martinis. We sat at the bar together, crossing our legs and letting them slip against each other. “You look so classy, Fran. A very stunning lady.” I sipped my martini and slid my leg against hers.

“Thanks. I didn’t know what to wear. We decked Sherrie out for sex. I saw Carrie come in too. They both are hotter looking than I’d ever seen them. I made sure Sherrie didn’t hold back. I hope she has more than one tonight. She needs it.” Fran laughed and sipped. She looked me up and down. “I kinda wanted to be more fem and sissy like you. You look so cute and innocent. Inviting too.” She winked. “But I already wore my most feminine sissy outfit, that blue one the other day. Now I know why women always need a new dress to go out. That’s an old dress to me already.”

“I understand that now. I was just reluctant to look like I was confident and powerful, so I opted for sissy instead. It fills me with submissiveness and vulnerability. I’m a demure, bashful girl right and that’s the way I’m comfortable right now. I guess it’s the opposite of my old male nature, to a degree.”

“It is. That’s probably why you like it. It takes the pressure off for you to be assertive. Let them come after you. Why not? That’s what men do, right?”

“Right.”

We sipped our drinks and looked out the windows behind the bar at the girls on the patio. Fran shook her head. “Look at those two. Aren’t they incredible? True trophy wives, huh? We’re two really lucky guys.”

I scoffed. “Fran. Look at us. Do we look like guys? I sure don’t feel like a guy.”

“Oh yeah. Sorry. We’re two lucky wives.”

I nodded. “Yeah, I guess. We’re lucky wives that have wives that real men will fuck. I guess that’s lucky. Lucky for the real men, for sure.”

She touched the back of her soft hand to my cheek and gazed into my eyes. “Now Jessie! Don’t slip into that. We are lucky.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. “I never could have done that before.” She caressed my leg seductively, letting her hand slip under the hem of my dress and back as she grinned and gazed lovingly into my eyes. “Or that. Isn’t this better for us? And won’t it be better to have wives that are happy and satisfied and well taken care of? Isn’t that what a wife’s spouse is supposed to do for her?”

“I know. I know, I know. It’s just some remnants of my previous belief in my masculinity. My stupid old masquerade.” I looked Fran up and down. “Like you used to be. We were both poor excuses for men. We make much better wives.”

“Right. And we’ll get to see how good it is for women when their men are passionate about them and lustful and wanting nothing more than to fill them with their release.”

“Right. They want us to be with them then so we’ll see it clearly.”

She laughed. “Not them silly. Us.”

She raised her glass. “To discovering new pleasures.” We clinked and shot down the rest of our martinis. I clicked my way around the bar to mix two more.

Carrie and Sherrie came in and clicked across the tiles to us. Both Carrie and Sherrie’s nipples were rock hard beneath their sheer tops on firm breasts lifted by shelf bras. They both wore super short flared miniskirts above their sheer black, thigh-high-stocking clad legs; Carrie in her boots, Sherrie in stripper heels. I remembered Carrie wore crotchless panties and Sherrie probably did too. They smiled ear to ear as they approached.

Carrie asked, “Ladies! Is everything ready? I flipped the burgers and dogs and they’ll be ready in a few minutes and can go into the warmer.”

“Thanks, honey. You bet we’re ready,” Fran said, and then she exchanged a peck on the lips with Sherrie.

“Jessie, can you please mix us a couple of more drinks while you’re doing yours and Frans?” She leaned over the bar and gave me a peck on the lips.

“Sure honey.”

Sherrie sat next to Fran and checked under Fran’s dress. “Hmm, looks like it’s hard in that cage. Is the plug still firing off well?”

Fran nodded. “I’m so ready.”

“Good girl. How about you Jessie?”

“Same.”

“Good.” She dug in her purse and gave us each another pill. “One more just to top off your tanks so you don’t hesitate. I want you to beg for it, even if you don’t. The rest of the neighbors have to see you at your feminine best, full of amorousness, and know what’s possible for their femboy husbands. The femboys need to see how fantastic you feel too. Right?”

We nodded and swallowed it down. I certainly didn’t need it, but... I wanted to be at my best. Sitting down, I crossed my legs and bounced a high-heeled foot. It swelled my cock in the cage and the plug was sending ripples of pleasure through me as my breasts were firm and tugging on my chest. My perfume wafted to my nose, and I took a deep breath, immersing myself in all of it. I was feminine, pretty, sexy, confident, and so longing for the party to start.

Carrie looked at her watch. “They should come in soon. Now I’d like you girls to get the burgers and dogs and then finish your drinks and greet everyone as they arrive. It would fit if you curtsied and introduced yourselves as our wives, and gave your names. That’ll let everyone know you’re wives now and what your roles are.”

I rolled my eyes. “Uh... a curtsy? Isn’t that a bit much, Carrie?”

“Oh, come now. Look at you two. Jessie...you’re dressed as a total sissy in fluff and pink. A bit much? Look at your wives, too.” She grabbed a breast and lifted her skirt to show her crotchless panties. “That’s what this evening is about. This isn’t Saint Patty’s Day or the Fourth of July. Don’t you girls want more girls like you in our neighborhood?”

We both nodded, sheepishly.

“Good. Then that’s what you’ll do and you’ll do it proudly with a smile and greet people in your pretty-girl polite voices.”

“Hello!?” a deep voice called as two tall handsome men walked in carrying bottles of expensive Bourbon and potted flowers.
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Carrie and Sherrie scooted us on our way to greet them. We clicked and bounced and the cage tugged and the plug hummed as we approached them, my heart pounding, my face flushed. We curtsied and gave them a limp hand to shake as we smiled up at them, and each of us introduced ourselves as the wives of Sherrie and Carrie and gave our names. “Welcome to our party. If there’s anything you should need, call for us. I’m Fran, Sherrie’s wife and this is Jessie, Carrie’s wife. We can’t wait to help them enjoy men pleasing them.” Fran motioned to our wives, who beamed at the guys and came over to them, giving them pecks on the cheeks and rubbing their crotches.

One of the men spoke. “We know all of you. And Fran and Jessie! This really suits you two well. You both look incredible. I’m Rob and this is my buddy, Stan.”

“Thank you!” We both said in unison.

Carrie and Sherrie took the potted plants from them. “For the patio, I assume?”

“Whatever Fran and Jessie would like to do with them. We brought them for them.”

I smiled. Fran thanked them and gave them each a peck on the cheek as she lifted a foot. “Thank you!”

Carrie and Sherrie held the plants. “Ladies? The burgers and dogs should be ready. Why not take these to the patio and then bring the food in to the warmer and you can come back and greet the others? Hurry now, girls.”

We took the plants and scurried off.

Fran held the tray while I placed the burgers and dogs on it. “I think that went well. Remember playing pool last year with Bob and Stan? We lost, of course, but they were really nice. I’m happy they like how we look now, aren’t you?”

I nodded. “I remember. They were nice.”

“Yeah. I could see them fucking our wives. Can’t you?”

I nodded. I throbbed in my cage, imagining it.

“Or better yet, us.” She laughed. “I’ll bet they have lovely cocks that would put ours to shame. I’d love trying to suck one. Imagine that for a minute, girl. You think sucking mine was good? I can just imagine.”

The thought made me throb uncontrollably right then. Then I imagined the plug being replaced by one of those and I throbbed more and more. I didn’t know if the pills were making me crazy like this now, or if it was just how I was now, but I wanted to experience either guy’s passion and desire for me.

Fran had finished taking the food off the grill onto my tray and shut off and closed the grill as I stared at it. “Jessie, wake up Jessie. We need to get these into the warmer and go to the entrance to greet.”

“Right.”

We trotted back in our tiny steps and clattered in our heels into the kitchen. We placed the meat in the warmer and trotted in minced, clicking steps, our breasts and hair bouncing as we smiled at the guests at the entrance.
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We greeted everyone who came with our standard curtsy greeting and introduction and they all showed up in a span of ten minutes. The husbands that were like us were as intrigued by us as their wives, who delighted in congratulating Carrie and Sherrie as well as us. Those wives worked on their femboy husbands on why they should be like us and some of those husbands met the words with scowls while others with grins.

The manly husbands and the single hot guys were also interested in us, telling us how sexy we looked and ogling our cleavage and legs and some had their blatantly obvious interest and compliments to our sexiness to them, showing in their pants.

Mike said, “Gosh, Jessie. I hope you don’t take offense and rather take this as a compliment, but I’d definitely do you.”

“Mike!” His wife slapped him on his thick bicep. “How dare you to talk to this lovely wife of Carrie so rudely! Besides, you haven’t agreed yet, to me having any new partners, so why should you have this lovely girl? Right Jessie?”

“Uh... That’s totally between you two, but Mike, thank you for the compliment. It’s very gratifying for a girl like me.”

Mike beamed at me. Mike’s wife tugged at his arm. “Tell me it’s okay for me and you can have others too.”

Carrie stood next to me, beaming at Mike. She rubbed his strong shoulders. “Aren’t we all going to share in our little family of a neighborhood? That’s what we discussed at the wives’ meeting. But, of course, it’s up to everyone individually. I figured if you attended tonight, you agreed. And Mike, your wife’s outfit totally suggests, you agreed to share her.”

Mike nodded. “Yeah, it sounded sexy, right? I helped her pick out the clothes. I guess I just need to relax and have a couple of drinks and a little attention, maybe.” He winked at me. I winked back and looked at his wife.

She responded, “Okay, Mike. Put up or go home. Yes or no.”

I took Mike’s hand. “I’ll help by getting Mike a drink and giving him a little attention, if that’s okay. Why don’t you join my wife and check out all the new prospects you ladies have in this neighborhood now? Does that sound okay to you, Jessie? Should I take Mike for now?”

“By all means, sweetie. Be a good wife and take care of our guests.”

Mike grinned and turned to his wife. “For sure. Yes. Yes. Yes.”

I looked over and Fran was with a femboy husband chatting away as they made their way with drinks to the patio. Mike took my hand in his big hand and we walked to the bar, my plug shooting off, sending ripples into me, my breasts tugging on my chest, my cage lock clinking against it, my hips swaying from my seductive high heels.

I mixed him a drink, then came around, seated myself next to him and crossed my legs and bounced a foot. I held my martini up to him. “To your wife being happy... as well as you.”

We clinked delicately and sipped.

“Jessie, your dress and presentation speak to being demure, shy, submissive and such, yet it was pretty bold of you back there to offer to take care of me.”

I put my hand on his thigh and gazed into his eyes. “You always complimented me on my mascara or earrings and things when I was a femboy.” My other hand played with one of my pigtails unconsciously. “You never treated me mean or looked down on me. I always liked you. It was easy to be comfortable helping you out a little.” I rubbed his leg and waited for his reply. His eyes glanced at my cleavage and my legs. He put his hand on mine and slid my hand on his leg.

“Thanks. You always intrigued me with your bright smile, cheery demeanor, and friendly nature. Not to mention, you were a really cute guy. Not that I’m into guys, but...”

I took his hand off mine and placed it on my stockinged thigh and slid it up and down. “Your hands are so big and soft. That feels nice. Does I feel nice to you?”

He nodded somewhat nervously and looked around.

“Mike, you can’t see me as a man. I’m the furthest thing from a man anymore. I never was one when I reflect on it. Femininity is for me. You’re welcome to treat me like a woman, sweetie. Is it okay if I call you sweetie now?”

He nodded. “Oh god, Jessie... Your legs are so silky and sexy… I, uh.”

I glanced down at his jeans. He had a big fat, long zucchini under his pants and I was dying to get a close look and grab onto it. “Relax sweetie. Relax.”

I looked over toward my wife and Mike’s. They were draping themselves over some hot single guys. Carrie and Sherrie were rubbing Rob and Stan’s crotches while Rob and Stan massaged our wives’ breasts and played with their hard nipples and drank. Mike’s wife was sitting on the lap of a handsome black guy practically giving him a lap dance while they kissed and his hand was under her minidress, his arm thrusting. “See that Mike? Our wives are already indulging in their new freedoms. So relax, honey.” I rubbed his hard cock through his pants and gazed into his eyes.

He took a deep breath and flashed his smile. “God, this is like a dream come true. Regular women, and I’ve had a few before I was married, really desirable women like my wife and your wife and to tell you the truth, I’ve somewhat lost interest. You know. It takes so long to make them happy and they can make it so complicated sometimes. Sometimes I go soft inside her and she wonders why. I can’t give her a reason.”

“So see? That handsome black man is doing you a favor. Now you just need to get over what I was and get into what I am.”

“I am into you. I always have been. It’s just society stuff, ya know?”

I nodded while I continued rubbing his thick, hard cock through his pants, my plug shooting off, my legs slipping against each other with each bounce of my foot. “I know. I had that reservation too with Fran. But we overcame it and now we’re closer than ever. We’re liberated and can touch and be affectionate to each other like we never could before. And now...now....I’d like to show you some of that affection if you’d allow me to.” I licked my lips and then sucked my thumb, looking into his eyes.

“Oh god, Jessie. You’re so exotic. It arouses me the way you are now. It’s so exotic. It suits you so well. You’re more alluring than any woman I ever met.” He touched the back of his hand to my cheek and gazed lovingly into my eyes. “Like something to eat? I’m starving.”

“Sure. Let me make us plates. I’ll be right back. Save my seat, sweetie.”

I scurried off in a clatter to the food and made our plates of burgers and potato salad. On passing Carrie, she had Rob’s hand under her skirt and he was thrusting it into her as they kissed. I stood there waiting. Carrie was undoing his zipper. She undid his belt. She took his whole gorgeous, shaved, manly man package out. I let out a little gasp, staring at it as they broke their kiss and Carrie saw me standing there. Rob’s hand kept thrusting.

I asked. “Everything okay, honey? Rob? I made plates for Mike and I. Can I get you two anything?”

Rob chuckled. “Jessie. You are so sweet. Thank you, dear, but we’re okay for now.”

Carrie looked at me and took the plates from me. “Let me hold these for a moment. I’d like you to do Rob a favor and suck him for a while to show him what a good wife you really are.” She turned to Rob. “Would you like that, lover?”

He chortled. “Why not?”

I knelt on a napkin and wrapped my hands around his long cock and brought it to my mouth, looking up into his eyes. I opened my jaw as far as it would go and slid my stretched lips over the thick oozing tip, then ran my tongue around it fast and furious while bobbing my head on it. There I was, sucking the man who would soon fuck my wife, and I wanted his come, and I wanted it right then.

His breathing got choppy as he gazed down at me, his eyes getting wider, his hands clenching my pigtails tightly. His hips thrust gently through my fists and into my mouth.

Carrie leaned in toward him. “Rob, isn’t she sweet? Go ahead, Rob, she wants it. Give my cute little wife her reward so you can last longer for me later and so she can go eat dinner. Gush it down her throat.”

It didn’t take a second longer before his shaft grew solid then pulsed, shooting gushes through my fists and into my mouth while Rob tugged on my pigtails and fucked my face. I swallowed greedily, my eyes wide as I looked up into his eyes and consumed his passion, filling my being. When he was done, I tried to get more from it, but he tugged me off and tucked it away.

“Oh god, Jessie. That was fabulous.”

“Thanks.” I wiped my lips. “It was.”

Sherrie and Carrie gave a little applause, and Mike’s wife clapped from the couch while she was getting fingered by her black boyfriend. I stood and arranged my crinoline, adjusted my breasts in the top and fluffed my pigtails out.

Carrie held the plates out for me. “Thank you, honey. Now Rob will last longer when he makes love to me. That was very thoughtful of you. Now go take care of Mike.”

“Yes, of course, dear.” I took the plates and made my way back to Mike as he watched me. My hips swaying and moving the plug inside as it shot off, my breasts tugging, my tiny steps making me feel petite and vulnerable and ready for a man to take me. Mike held my seat. I placed the plates on the bar and sat.

He smiled broadly. “Thank you.”

“You’re very welcome.”

“Seems your wife had a job for you. You seemed to do well with it. Did you enjoy it?”

I nodded sheepishly as I forked my potato salad. I felt my face flush. “I did. It was wonderful. Now he’ll last longer for my wife. I want to do that for you. May I?” I turned to look into his eyes. He smiled and nodded as he chomped on his burger. He glided one hand on my back and leaned into me. “Sounds wonderful. It’ll make me last longer too... if you want me to last longer for you later.”

My heart pounded in my chest. I chomped on the burger, holding back my smile while my brain asked what was happening to me. I looked over at the couch where Mike was looking as his wife riding on her new boyfriend’s cock. Mike shrugged.

I scoffed the food down. “Want some desert Mike? Coffee and cake?”

“Sure.”

I ran off and got it for him, then placed it before him and got to my knees on a napkin and undid Mike's pants to reveal another real man's cock for me. I wrapped my long-nailed fingers around his ample velvety shaft, looking up at him as I stroked it and he sipped coffee and ate cake.

My painted nails glinted in the light as I stroked. I throbbed in my cage and oozed while the plug shot off another round. I took him into my mouth and savored it slowly, running my tongue around it, squeezing my puckered lips on it, tugging his shaved globes and rolling them in my palm.

Mike finished his cake and concentrated on me. I had his full attention when he grabbed my ponytails, as he’d seen Rob do, and thrusted slowly while I bobbed and circled and rolled his globes in my palm, looking lovingly up at him. I could sense his passion for me. His obvious desire was full and rigid in my mouth.

He leaned down and kissed my forehead, then whispered. “I can’t hold back anymore, my pretty girl.”

He tugged hard, wrapping his fingers tight in my ponytails and fucked my face through my fist, which kept him from going too deep and choking me. He was bestial as he grunted and shot his thick, sweet and salty load across my hungry tongue, pulse after sweet pulse. I watched his intense eyes as the last spasms swelled through his sweet cock, and then he lovingly stroked my head like his pet as he gazed lovingly down at me.

He gently removed it from my mouth and tucked it away while I stood up and rearranged myself. I stepped behind the bar and poured two port wines for us, then went back and we relaxed. “Was it good, Mike?”

“Fabulous. You’re so hot to look at when I’m in your face. I should have taken a picture of you. You’d see what I mean.”

“Maybe next time, sweetie. Now we need to get you hard again for me. If you want to make love to me.”

Mike nodded and gave me a peck on the lips. “That won’t take long with you.”

He glanced over to his wife, who was coming and writhing on top of her new boyfriend. Carrie was sucking Rob, getting him ready. Fran was on a couch with two femboy husbands giving her plenty of attention, caressing her legs and chatting her up while she stroked their exposed cocks with both of her hands.

We sipped our ports while Mike wrapped his arm over my shoulder and I let my hand rest in his lap and gently squeeze his limp cock. Carrie came over. “Honey, we’re all going to go into the exercise room where they moved the machines back for last week’s dance and the rubber floor has been covered with satin sheets. Want to join us? I can hold your hand while Rob and Mike can pump their loads into us if you’d like. Mike, are you willing to?”

“Oh god, yes.” Mike said.

He grew in his pants in my grip. “Okay Carrie. We’ll be right there.”

Mike and I stood, and I slung my purse on my shoulder. He offered his muscular arm, and I took it. I stepped in minced steps into the ladies’ room and removed and washed my plug, shaking. I was so excited. Mike was waiting for me outside the ladies’ room and offered his arm once again. We moved into the other room.

Fran was already there with a few femboy husbands. She was on her knees making the rounds of them. Sherrie was on the floor next to her with Stan pounding her into the satin, her stiletto boots behind her shoulders.

Carrie came up alongside of us and she took my hand. “Right here is good, sweetie.” She had us all get onto the floor and she laid back with a pillow for each of our heads and we lay side by side. Carrie lifted her skirt and Rob unceremoniously slid on a condom and stuffed his thick meat into her. Carrie rolled her eyes and smiled at me. I sat up and took a condom from my purse and reached out for Rob’s cock as he stood there jerking it, looking down at me. I rolled it onto it and wiped the lube from my fingers on my dress.

I laid down, lifted my legs up, and he pressed my thighs back. “What a cute little cage!” he snickered. “No offense. It’s just cute like you are.” He moved forward, scooting on his knees, holding his cock as he guided it to my hole. He pressed the tip against it and looked into my eyes as I pressed my hips on it and he pressed it forward. I stretched and stretched until, finally, the head breached the gateway and moved deeper and deeper.

I gasped. “Oh god, yes, Mike.” I looked over at my wife. She winked at me as Rob pounded her, making her head and heels shake while he held her thighs pressed to the floor. She winked at me and placed her hands on Rob’s hard ass and made him go faster. “That’s it Rob. Fuck your woman. Fuck me in front of my wife and show her how good a real man can be.”

Mike was thrusting slowly and kissing my neck and face while he held my legs back. He filled me and sent ripples of joy into my soul. Carrie grabbed my hand and squeezed it. Her head turned to me. “Isn’t it heaven for you, my wife? I know it sure is for me.”

I nodded and gazed lovingly up at Mike. “Oh god, Mike. You’re so damn good. I want you to come inside of me. Please? But pound me like your sissy slut and make me come first. Take me like the sissy slut I am.”

My eyes and words had the effect. Mike became crazy, pounding me like a howitzer. My cage flailed in the air, clattering the lock between us. Drips oozed and flew off it one by one while the sensation I received was nothing less than complete and total connection to Mike and his passion for me. I was overwhelmed and whimpered uncontrollably while I hugged his hard ass to me, making him go as fast and hard as he could.

My wife grabbed my hand and squeezed it. “Oh god. I’m finally coming, honey. Thank you, Jessie.” She shuddered and shook, her legs flailing in the air above her, her nipples hard and face flushed, and she let out a howl. “Oh, my god Rob! You have such a fantastic cock. Come inside of me while my wife watches.” She turned to me and Mike. “Mike, dump your load into my sissy wife and Jessie, come on Mike. Feel his passion for you and let that useless caged thing release.”

The men grunted, I whimpered, my wife twitched again and squirted and heavenly sensations surged up from my toes as Mike’s cock swelled and pulsed inside of me and my caged one squirted and spewed white ropes between us as it flailed in the air. My white stockinged legs in their white, fetishy high heels flailed. My legs tensed. I whimpered, looking into Mike’s eyes as the last of his come dumped into me. My wife squeezed my hand tight. “I love you Jessie. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, honey. Thank you for doing this for me.”

I looked up. Two femboys were jerking their cocks between their thumb and forefingers, and they spewed over my face and hair while they whimpered. Mike collapsed on me and kissed my neck, his breath fast and hot on me. I stroked his hair and pulled him into me while he softened inside of me.
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After we saw everyone off from the clubhouse, we cleaned up roughly and sat for a nightcap.

I asked, “Fran. I missed you tonight. Did you get laid?”

“I did. But I made a mistake. I did it with the femboys. Seems they recover quickly, but they don’t last long. I finally came from that nice black man who was with Mike’s wife earlier.”

“Good girl, Fran,” Sherrie said. “I’m so proud you took control and satisfied yourself. See? It was great, huh? Much better with a manly man than a femboy, huh?”

“I get it. The femboys were super, though. I’m sure there are some that last as long and have as big a package. It just happens they were more like Jessie and I.”

“Do either of you have remorse about your wives getting laid?”

We both shook our heads emphatically. Carrie wrapped her arm around my shoulders. “I’m very proud of you, wife!”

“Thank you. I’m proud of me too.”

“You know that there are others now that want to become what you’ve become and other wives who will have wives. There were requests for both of your services. I said we’d ask.”

“To do what?”

“To become trainers. To help others like yourself to free their minds and bodies. To serve real men as well. Would you like that? We can help you be even better at it if you’d like.”

“Better?”

“Well, kind of. Implants and such. Hips, breast, cheeks, lips. Whatever you girls want.”

Fran’s eyes lit up. “Really? I’d love that. Jessie, say yes.”

I grinned. I rolled my eyes. “Well, I guess if I’m gonna to be the wife of a wife, I should do it like anything else... the best I can do it. Of course. Why not? The men will love it and I won’t have to mess with breast forms, slipping out and playing with them all the time. One question. Do we need to continue to wear the cages?”

“No ladies. No cages and you can play with each other or yourselves anytime you please. You just have to be the girls you are 100% of the time from now on.”

Fran put her arm around me. She kissed my cheek and smiled at me. “Okay then. I think those are terms Jessie and I can live with. Right Jessie?”

I shook her cage. “Right, girl!”
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