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 I stared at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t believe my eyes. It was so complete, so incredible. I had to do something about it. This would change my life. I had become someone totally different—powerful, stoic, graceful. This was what I was meant to be.  
 My mathematician’s mind wondered if there was an algorithm to define this. A correlation with the elements of the transformation such that anyone who had certain attributes could follow the algorithm and solve their own incongruences. I had become totally congruent in body and mind.  
 I walked about, looking at my reflection in the mirror. Even my walk was something special now. I had become something I never knew I wanted to be. My heart raced in my chest.  
 This was the best thing I had ever done. I was so glad I took advantage of the summer break from my PhD dissertation. So glad I had majored in clean, precise, predictable math.  
 This was almost better—well, it was even better than at the end of my junior year, working on my bachelor’s, when I had visited Las Vegas and made enough money counting cards at the black jack table to pay for my PhD and not have to work for years if I didn’t want to. The accomplished, satisfied feelings I had back then were nothing compared to how I felt now. This transformation was a true epiphany.  
 I sat on the bed and sipped my wine. I looked at my watch. It was early. I was hungry. I had been at this all day and hadn’t even eaten lunch, but it was done. I accomplished my goal. What should I do now? I couldn’t believe I had taken a simple suggestion from a friend so literally and gone this far. But I did it. She was right. So right. I should have done it a long time ago.  
 But what was I now? Some kind of freak? I didn’t look like a freak, but I knew who I really was before I did this. Now I was nothing like I was before, and it worked so well, I had to accept it. What I really was inside was as obvious as the tiny nose on my face. 
 I had to go out. I had to see if others thought this was good. I had to find out if it would work. I had to accept what had happened and try out my new life. 
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 One more check in the mirror. I adjusted my curled hair around my ears. Checked the earrings, jewelry, my long painted fingernails. Made sure my stockings weren’t run, and I ran my hand down each leg, feeling the luscious sensations it gave me.  
 I adjusted my cleavage in the revealing V-neck clubbing dress with the flared skirt that flowed around my thighs, caressing them and myself in crotchless panties beneath it.  
 This process of transformation not only made me look incredible, but it made me feel incredible. I had never felt so sensual, so alive and powerful. Topping it all off, I had a libido higher than ever, and the feeling of the silky dress as I walked made me want to satisfy it. But how?  
 I could have just stood and looked in the mirror at myself and taken care of it, but I was afraid to, reluctant to lose the delicious, enveloping feeling all this was giving me. No, I had to go see what others would think about this.  
 I checked my purse. Ready to go. License, perfume, makeup, money, and credit card. I took the phone out and called Larissa. She had been away for a couple of weeks, and I was missing her.  
 She answered, “Hi, Dan.”  
 “Good trip?”  
 “Yeah, it went well. The psychiatric convention was a little dry but useful.”  
 “Good. Uh, remember what you said before...about me looking better as a woman?”  
 “Yeah. I was playing with you, and we had a good laugh.”  
 “Uh, playing? You didn’t mean it?”  
 “Uh-oh. Why? Did you try it?”  
 “Uh, yeah. Being on break for the summer and you on your trip, I collected all the things, practiced doing makeup and did all the prep, and today I did it. Like, I really did it. I’m standing here all dolled up and looking really hot. I mean, I make me excited for me. Now I don’t know what to do, but I wanted to go out and see if it really works. Do you think I’m weird?”  
 “Hell no! I think you have balls. We talked about how you would have made a better girl than a guy many times. Last time I just realized you had the looks for it too.”  
 “Well, I do have balls. You’d never know it now by looking at me, though. I need to see if you agree or if I’m just deceiving myself.”  
 “I can’t wait to see you! Can I come over?”  
 “Absolutely. Hurry though. I need to get something to eat. I’m starving.”  
 “Okay, Glad you called. I was gonna call you to let you know I was back and settled. How should I dress? Maybe for two girls on the town?”  
 “Yeah. I have a short, black V-neck dress and heels on.”  
 “Oh my god, that’s great! I’ll come pick you up, and we can eat. If you look passable enough, that is.”  
 “I think I do. That’s what you have to decide so I’m not just fooling myself.”  
 “I’ll change fast and put on something hot for two girls partying.”  
 “Great. See you in a few.” I tossed the phone into my purse.  
 Two girls partying. I’d never even seen Larissa in a dress, since we always just hung out and never really dated. Now I’d even get to see her dolled up. This was going to be great.  
 Only a few minutes of twitching and pacing, and I saw her park on the street. I buzzed her into my apartment when she stood at the door. Her heels clicked up the stairs.  
 I opened the door. Larissa’s eyes ran over me, head to toe; her mouth was agape, and her hand covered it as she gasped. “Oh my god! I guess I was right. You’re gorgeous.” She kissed me on the lips gently so she wouldn’t mess our lipstick. She looked into my eyes as if into my soul.  
 I broke her stare, stood back and looked her up and down. “Wow. I never saw you dressed like this. You’re so sexy.”  
 “Thanks. And how do you feel in your sexy outfit? You look so good.”  
 I feel good. Sexy, pretty, powerful. It’s like this is how I was always meant to be. What do I do now? I’m a guy.”  
 “Like hell you are. You’re all girl.” She squeezed my boobs. “These even feel real, and look at your cleavage. Fabulous. Gel breast forms?”  
 “Yup.”  
 “Your voice doesn’t even need to change. It fits this body better than your male one.”  
 She looked around and pushed me to go inside. I closed the door behind her. “What? C’mon, Larissa. I’m starving. Think we can go get some food?”  
 “One second. I have to see for myself. I don’t believe it. I don’t think you’re what you’ve been masquerading as.”  
 She lifted the hem of my dress and stared. “Wow. You do have one. Sorry, had to look.” She grabbed it in her tiny hand and squeezed it. “Seems it likes the new clothing too. Shouldn’t you take care of that thing before we go out? I can help.”  
 “Help?”  
 She quickly kneeled and took it in her mouth.  
 “Oh, Larissa. God. That feels so good. But you have to stop. I don’t want to lose this feeling, and if I release, it might all go away. It all feels so sensual.  
 She was looking up at me, bobbing her head on it. We never did anything like this before. We were totally platonic friends. I couldn’t believe she wanted to. I gazed in her eyes and started thrusting into her face. I held her head tight. She moaned and nodded, letting me know I should do it. I felt the sensation rise up and approach the point of no return.  
 I pulled out. “Uh, god, Larissa.” It bobbed in the air and dripped a drop. “That was almost it.” I reached for her hand and helped her stand. My dress covered it again, the fabric slipping sensually over the tip, making me shudder. I grabbed the wall to keep from falling.  
 “You should finish. It’ll come back. C’mon. Let me taste you. I never would have guessed you were the slightest bit sexual before. Now I want it.”  
 “You want it? I never would have guessed. Don’t most girls hate doing that? And then when they do, they never taste it or swallow it.”  
 “Are you kidding? It’s great. To be able to make someone feel that good, and then get an obvious and passionate mouthful of their release—it’s fabulous. You’ll see.”  
 “Uh, I’ll see?”  
 “You are a girl now. Kind of. You’ll see. Let’s get you some food.” 
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 I navigated the stairs quite well in my heels, and we got into Larissa’s car. My thighs felt the cool leather against them. I crossed my silky legs. “Glad you’re driving. I’m going to need a couple of drinks to relax. This is way too much.”  
 “I can imagine. It must be like being in another body.”  
 “Pretty much. I don’t feel like a guy at all.”  
 “Sushi and sake?”  
 “Sushi and a martini to start.”  
 “K.”  
 Larissa drove us to a sushi bar. We sat and watched the chef make our rolls while guys checked us out. It was flattering. Girls never checked me out before, and if I checked out a girl, I’d get a dirty look back.  
 Larissa was observing me while we ate. “You look like you’re relaxing and enjoying this. I’m so glad you did it. You’re so pretty.” Her hand patted my stockinged thigh. She slid it on it. “And sexy... so silky and girly. But with a surprise too. Mmm. The best of both worlds.”  
 “Larissa. I’ve never seen you like this.”  
 “You were never so sexy. Is it bad?”  
 “Uh, no.”  
 “Then enjoy.” She went back to eating, her chop sticks deftly manipulating the ginger slices to separate one thin piece from the stack. She looked me in the eyes and flicked her tongue out, dropping the ginger on it and rolling her eyes. “I want to taste you tonight. Please?”  
 “Uh, yes, that would be lovely.” I laughed. Absolutely lovely, actually. Not too fast, though. I want to stay out for a while and enjoy this, since it’ll be over tomorrow, okay?”  
 “Over? Why?”  
 “I’m a guy.”  
 “We’ll see if you think so by the end of the night. You love how it feels and looks. Don’t be silly to think you can go back. You can’t and you won’t. I won’t allow it, now that I’ve seen you like this.”  
 “Oh, Larissa.”  
 “Eat and let’s go shake that booty, baby. Have another drink first if you want, but don’t get drunk on me.” She leaned in and grabbed me through the dress, slipping the fabric against it. “A lovely girl with a special treat. Mmm.”  
 I whispered in her ear. “Be careful. I don’t want to slip and have an accident... It feels so good.”  
 She stopped and ordered me another drink. “Yes, and soon you’ll know how nice it is to make a guy feel like that.”  
 “Oh, Larissa, no. Stop.”  
 “Give up your old paradigms. Be the creature you are.”  
 I took a deep breath. I guessed I should, but how? “Larissa...”  
 “Dan?”  
 “Uh, you better call me Danielle. Or maybe Daniella.”  

“Of course, Daniella.” She put her hand on mine. “All the guys will be hot for you.”  
 “But...I make me hot, presenting the image I have now. Seeing you dressed the way you are, makes me hot for you. I have a guy’s interest in women. Men don’t excite me. It’s not in the equation at all.”  
 “They don’t yet. But you’re a new you. Just be ready for it. I don’t care if you ever go after men. I love you this way. I’m sure we could be happy together like this. I’m just saying, I think it will be natural for you to gain an interest in men you didn’t have before. Just don’t be shocked if your equation takes on a new variable, Miss Mathematician.”  
 “Why do you always have to be the shrink?”  
 “Someone needs to see all variables are accounted for, don’t they?”  
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 We finished and decided to go to a quiet piano bar. We took a booth in the back and had some Irish coffee while we chatted. Larissa’s hand rested comfortably on my thigh, her fingers lightly caressing my leg. I’d never felt so close to her.  
 I sipped my coffee and watched the piano player.  
 “Penny for your thoughts, Daniella.” She squeezed my thigh. 
 “Just thinking about this transformation. I like things that are predictable. Math defines nature so we can see patterns, use them. Patterns are key to survival. I never predicted this epiphany.”  
 “That’s good. It’s good to discover, isn’t it? It’s gratifying. It gives insight into life.”  
 “But I couldn’t have predicted this, and yet it is. It’s disturbing. Even as good as it feels.”  
 “Do you have your lucky die from Vegas in your purse?”  
 I took it out and placed it on the table.  
 “Tell me what number I’m going to roll.” She rolled it.  
 “That’s impossible. I can tell you a probability over a number of rolls, but I can’t say with certainty what number will roll.”  
 “Of course. Just like what’s happened and what will happen. Let go, Daniella. Enjoy.” She kissed me on the lips.  
 “Larissa! Hi! I didn’t think I’d see you here.” A tall blond guy stood smiling down at us.  
 Larissa whispered in my ear. “My boy toy. You’ll like him.”  
 He reached out his hand to me. “I’m Aaron.”  
 “Daniella. Nice to meet you.” I shook his hand.  
 Larissa said, “Aaron, what a surprise! Please, join us.” She motioned for him to sit next to me.”  
 He slid into the booth, his hard thigh against mine. Larissa waved the waitress over to take his order. He ordered a bourbon neat and turned to me. “So, a friend of Larissa’s. I never had the pleasure of meeting you before. Have you known each other long?”  
 “A few years, yes.”  
 “Such a shame we never met.” He leaned over me to Larissa and placed a hand on her thigh. “Larissa, why haven’t I met Daniella before? Have you been hiding her from me?”  
 “Aaron, be good now. Daniella is shy, not like me. She’s a nice girl.” Larissa winked.  
 “Shy girls aren’t always nice girls. Sometimes they’re nice, fun girls. Like you. But you’re far from shy.”  
 “Daniella is a mathematician. She comes up with solutions to problems you would never know you had in ways you would never understand.”  
 Aaron put his hand on my thigh. I crossed my legs and tucked myself between my thighs.  
 He looked into my eyes. “Really, a mathematician. How interesting. What are you working on?”  
 “Uh, I’m working on my doctoral thesis, but I always try to find algorithms for things. I really think the world can be reduced to formulas that can be solved.”  
 “Everything?”  
 “Everything. Say your attraction to Larissa. There are the variables of looks, upbringing, intelligence, mutual desire for things, and so on. Variations in one or the other can lead to different results. Understand?”  
 “I guess I can see your point. I mean Larissa and I have been sex buds for some time, but we never hit it off as a long-term relationship. That must have something to do with the algorithm.”  
 “Yes. Exactly.”  
 He squeezed my thigh and slid his hand along my stockinged leg, trying to part my legs while gazing into my eyes. “Some kind of algorithm is in play right now. You see, the lure of your silky leg and looking into your eyes as you spoke so intelligently has gotten me aroused and interested. I hope I’m not being too forward.”  
 I thought about my own equation and that his hand had increased my desire and libido. I never would have guessed I’d be excited like that by a man. I was gazing into his bright blue eyes and could read his interest in me through them.  
 He asked, “Are you okay?”  
 “Yes, just thinking. Sorry.”  
 “Thinking about what? Be honest.” He caressed my leg nonchalantly, driving me wild. “C’mon, penny for your thoughts.”  
 “Your hand on my leg is arousing me to no end. That function is a variable I didn’t realize I’d experience.”  
 Larissa leaned into our conversation and placed her hand on Aaron’s lap. “Daniella has never had a man. She’s a virgin.”  
 Larissa grabbed my hand and placed it on Aaron’s growing interest. I throbbed between my legs knowing his attraction for me. This would never have been in my equations before.  
 His eyes were riveted to mine as he continued to caress my leg. “Really. A virgin.”  
 “Is that bad?”  
 “No. Are you a lesbian?”  
 “No. I mean, I don’t know. I’ve never had anyone really pay any attention to me before.”  
 He squeezed my hand on his hardness. “So you never felt one of these?”  
 “Well, not like yours.”  
 Larissa leaned over Aaron and whispered to me, “Is it exciting?”  
 I nodded.  
 She reached under the table, pushed my hand away, unzipped his pants, and took it out. She took my hand and wrapped it around his shaft. She whispered, “Enjoy it. Make him squirt.”  
 My heart raced. Aaron smiled at me and leaned back in the booth, sipping his bourbon with his arm over my shoulder. I was so excited my chest was pounding. What was I doing? I shifted uneasily as I stroked his wonderful rod. It felt incredibly silky and hot. My thumb ran over the wet tip, and he twitched.  
 Aaron whispered in my ear. “Maybe you can be a sex buddy with Larissa and me now. You’re lovely. So lovely I’m going to show you in a second how excited you’re making me.”  
 I kept my legs crossed and lifted the hem of my dress over his lap, my bottom pressed against his thigh. I stroked faster making the dress hiss with each stroke of my hand beneath the silky fabric.  
 His breath quickened and I felt him tense, squeezing my thigh. He whispered hot breath in my ear. “Daniella, yes, here it is.”  
 He tensed, and I captured the hot wetness that spurted lavishly into the silky fabric of the dress. At the same time, I was so filled with excitement at what had happened, I twitched as I came between my legs all over my stockings. It was so titillating doing that, I couldn’t possible hold back.  
 We both relaxed as I straightened my dress and mopped both of our releases into the dress and my stockings. I should have been grossed out by what happened but instead I was thrilled. He tucked away.  
 I smiled nervously at Aaron. He kissed my lips gently. “Thanks. That was really nice. Did it have an equation to describe it for you?”  
 “Thanks. Uh, I’m afraid my equation has become more complicated now. Pleasantly so, though.”  
 “The pleasant part is good. The complicated part I don’t know.”  
 “No, you don’t. It is complicated. I’ll figure it out, though.” I gave him a flat-lipped smile and sipped my coffee.  
 “Another drink?” Aaron asked us.  
 I looked at Larissa and shook my head. “I just want to go home and relax.”  
 Larissa said, “Of course, sweetie. I understand. We can hook up with Aaron some other time.”  
 Aaron said, “A pleasure meeting you, Daniella. I hope I can help you add to your equations someday.”  
 “Yes, that might be pleasurable...but complicated. We’ll see.” 
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 Larissa and I drove home. “Stay with me tonight, Larissa?” 
 “Of course, dear. Are you okay?”  
 “Just confused. I never expected that I’d have gotten so excited that I would wet my stockings when Aaron wet my dress. It was so electrifying.”  
 “Really! Now I see how your equations have become complicated.” 
 “Yes, confusing.”  
 After you released, now, are you still aroused? How do you feel?”  
 “Sensual, pretty, powerful...if I think about what I did, I do get aroused, but it’s confusing.”  
 “Just go with your feelings, and it’ll work out. Try not to create complex equations.”  
 “I’ll try.”  
 We went up to my apartment and poured some drinks. We sat on the couch together. Larissa caressed my leg. “You’re so pretty. Is my hand okay on your leg? It feels so nice to me.”  
 “It did to Aaron too. And his to me. Yours feels wonderful too.  
 “Good. Let’s have a drink, and we can go to bed if you like.”  
 “If that’s what you want.”  
 “What I want is to have something of yours I never had and take it in my mouth. That’s what I want, but I’m not sure you do.”  
 She slid her hand over it and squeezed it through the dress. It felt good. I pressed my hips up against her hand. “Mmm. I’d like that.”  
 We finished our drinks, and she led me into the bedroom. I pulled back the covers to reveal my new satin sheets I bought for the girly version of me. We slid sensually across them and embraced. I humped her thigh, feeling the silkiness of her stocking and wondering what it would feel like to put it in her.  
 We kissed, and I sucked her nipples while I humped her leg, slipping myself higher up until I was pressing against her panties. I could feel the warm dampness against my tip as it slid over them. I humped against her as she became more aroused. “Oh, Daniella, I never dreamed…you feel so nice, uh, huh, uh.”  
 She slipped out from under me and flipped me onto my back. Her mouth dove onto my rod, and she bobbed her head on it wildly as if she couldn’t wait.  
 “Uh, huh, huh, Larissa, huh, yes.” I watched her as she passionately took me to a new level of pleasure. Her eyes looked up at me as she stroked with one hand, bobbed her head on it, and tugged my globes. I was enthralled watching her as I went in and out of her lips, wondering if it was that good for her. What was she feeling? 
 She rolled her eyes with pleasure. She looked into my eyes. I imagined being her. I couldn’t resist. “Ungh, huh, huh, huh, my god, huh...” She swallowed fervently, hungrily, as I watched. She loved doing that.  
 She slid back up alongside me and kissed my lips. I tasted my seed as she pushed her tongue into my mouth. It tasted good. Another variable for my equation. 
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 We woke in the morning in an embrace. She was looking at my face and fixing my hair as she lay next to me, gazing lovingly at me as I opened my eyes.  
 What was happening with me? With Larissa? I sighed, “Good morning.”  
 “Good morning, princess. You are such a welcome sight in the morning.”  
 “Why thank you. You too.” I ran my hand over her head and kissed her lips gently.  
 She asked, “So what’s up today? Shall we shop for clothes for you, Daniella?”  
 “Uh, that was fun, but...I’m not so sure I want to try being this way all the time. I think my old self is easier to figure out.”  
 “Really, I think your equation for the new self is simpler. At least you get a result from it.”  
 “True. The result has been great, but the equation is getting more and more complex.”  
 “So would you rather keep life simple and get no result, or add a bit of complexity and have results you love?”  
 “I’m not sure.”  
 “That’s fair. At least you’re considering. It takes time to come to any major realizations in life. Especially when they don’t fit our societally imposed versions of what a man or woman should or shouldn’t be.” She gave me a hug. “Just stay open and feel what’s inside of you. Please?”  
 “Okay. You’re the shrink. I’ll do the math later when things are clearer and I’m more certain.”  
 “Good.” She slid off the bed. “I’ll make breakfast and you can shower, shave, and do your makeup while I cook. Then, if you don’t mind, I’ll shower here. I put a change of clothes in the car just in case I stayed.  
 “Do my makeup? I don’t want to wear this dress.”  
 “You don’t have to. You can wear your boy clothes. Lots of girls wear boys’ jeans and tops. You’ll still look like a girl, and then we can go shopping for more dresses and skirt and things for you. You’ll need more than one dress.” She ran her hand through my hair. “And we can get your hair done.”  
 “Larissa, do we have to?”  
 “Yes. Give it a chance. Please. If you’re not happy this way in a short time, you can go back. I promise. I won’t pester you. Give yourself the chance to develop the variables and functions in your equation.”  
 “Okay. I guess I should give it a chance. It was special last night. I felt like it was me.”  
 I did as she asked and put on my male clothes. I did still look like a girl with the makeup. I decided to put on the gel-form breasts and bra, since that helped with the feminine look as well. The clothes didn’t feel as nice and sensual as what I was wearing yesterday, though. My tighty-whities were nowhere as sensual as the panties I wore yesterday. I guess I did need to buy more clothes.  
 We ate a nice breakfast, and I grabbed Larissa’s clothes from her car for her while she showered. I took them from the bag and laid them on the bed—a casual denim miniskirt, some high, wedge-heel sandals, a pretty pink blouse, and a pink bra and panties. I did want more clothes for myself. Her outfit looked so nice.  
 She came in with a towel wrapped around her. She was beautiful and smelled of soap and shampoo. She wrapped her damp arms around me. “Mmm. The shower felt nice.” She placed a hand on my crotch. “It’s hard. So nice. Shall I take care of it, and then you can see how you feel without being aroused? As part of the equation. You know, is being aroused why you’re doing this, or is doing this arousing you? Is it the clothes? Is it the persona of being a girl?”  
 “I know, I know. It’s all so confusing.”  
 “Relax for a minute.”  
 Larissa dropped to her knees, unzipped my pants, and took me in her mouth. It was luscious. I watched her as she looked up at me and passionately pleased me, enjoying everything she was doing as if it were making her feel as good as me.  
 She put my hands on her head. While she stroked me she said, “Hold my head tight. Use me. Thrust and fill me. Feed me. Imagine how good this is for me. Envision yourself in my place, doing this to a man.”  
 I looked at her enjoying it and imagined I was her. I held her head tight and began to thrust through her tiny hand into her mouth. Her hand kept me from gagging her. One of her hands went on my bottom to make me thrust harder and faster. I followed her lead, and she put her hand back to tug on my globes.  
 I was holding her head tight and thrusting wildly. She gazed up at me. She was loving it. I imagined how I felt to her in her mouth. The thought of doing what she was doing drove me to the edge... I whimpered little cries of pleasure, ”Uh, huh, huh...” I thrust fiercely over and over, and I began to shoot into her. “Huh, god, yes, huh, uh, Larissa…” I plunged and held it in as she swallowed, and some dripped from her lips. I thrust one last time. “God, yes!”  
 My knees went weak. She held me up and looked up at me.  
 She stood and hugged me. She placed her lips on mine and pushed her tongue and all my fluids, which she had saved in her mouth, into mine. I lapped it up greedily. It excited me to think about getting that from a man while giving him such pleasure.  
 We kissed deeply.  
 She leaned back from me. “That was lovely. I really enjoyed doing that for you. Thank you.”  
 “Uh, yes, it was.”  
 “We finished an equation and obtained a result.”  
 “I suppose, but now I have some variable I never had before in obtaining that result. I did what you said...I imagined I was you. That’s what made me finish abruptly.”  
 “Good. Let’s get going and get you dressed nicely for the boys.”  
 “The boys? Who are the boys?”  
 “I don’t know. I’m sure they’ll show up.” 
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 We went to the mall. Larissa talked me into what turned out to be a really cute, layered shag with highlights. It made my eyes pop and my face look soft and round. I loved it.  
 Then we had more piercings put in my ears, and I had nails applied and painted on my fingers, and I was given a pedicure. I loved watching my hands become more feminine. My toenails looked so cute, all clipped, filed, and painted.  
 Then we were off for clothes.  
 Larissa said, “I want to get you a casual outfit similar to mine first so you can change into it for the rest of the shopping. Okay?”  
 “Sounds nice. Let’s get some boots. I think they’ll go with the denim skirt best.”  
 “Yes, open-toe ones so your nails show.”  
 “Cute. Yes.”  
 We found some high-heel boots that I wore out of the store with my boy jeans, and then we found a pair of black tights so I could put them on and take off my tighty-whities. We found a nice thin denim mini and a V-neck sweater that showed my cleavage well. I changed into everything in the coffee shop’s girls’ room. The tights were tight and held me upright in them without it showing.  
 I looked at my reflection in the windows as we passed. I was lovely as we both clicked down the hall in our heels.  
 “Yes, you look lovely,” Larissa said. “You’re complete with the hair and all. Lovely.”  
 “How did you know what I was thinking?”  
 “I’m a shrink.”  
 We shopped for dresses, lingerie, jewelry, perfume, stockings, and pantyhose. It was amazing. I learned the complexity of designing women’s outfits—like what makes a good casual look and how certain shoes go better than others with certain dresses. I quickly learned why women have so many shoes. It had to be that way, or the outfits wouldn’t look right. I thoroughly enjoyed the challenge of it all, even though we had to double back a few times, like when I said, “Oh my god, those shoes we saw before would go so well with this outfit.”  
 “Hi, ladies, came back for more?”  
 I laughed. “Yes. I need those sexy, strappy, really thin-heeled shoes for an outfit I just bought.”  
 He walked over to the display and picked them up. “This pair? These will make you even sexier than you are. Do you think men will be able to handle it?”  
 My face flushed as his eyes roamed my body and then connected to mine. He flashed his white teeth and waited for me.  
 “Well, can you handle it?”  
 He looked around the empty store, grinning. He shifted his weight from foot to foot; a hard-on was very visible in his pants. He looked back at me, his face flushed. “I, uh, maybe you should slip them onto your feet yourself to save me any embarrassment.” He looked down at his pants, and it throbbed. “I’m not sure I can find your size in back. It’s a mess back there, and we haven’t sold these in a while.” He stood there stock-still, taking me in. His eyes spoke of his desire. It made me want to try something.  
 I turned to Larissa. “It’s a mess in the back room, so I’m going to help this gentleman find my shoes in back. Can you watch our bags?”  
 Larissa smiled and stood. She whispered in my ear, “Okay, be careful not to slip and get embarrassed like he said he might.”  
 “I know.”  
 I took him by the hand, and we went to the back. We dug through the shoes, and he found my size quickly. I tried them on while I held his arm for support. My elbow bumped his hardness several times. He pressed it against me when I did. My heart raced. “Perfect, I’ll take them.” I knelt on one knee to take each shoe off and sat on the floor to put my boots back on. I looked up at him. He had a dark spot on his beige trousers.  
 I got on my knees and put the palm of my hand on his wet spot. “I can help with that.” I looked into his smiling eyes.  
 “Uh, okay, baby. Sure.”  
 I unzipped his pants and took him out. It popped free, huge and gorgeous. I dove onto it passionately. Soon, he had my head in his hands while I smelled his cologne and tugged his shaved globes.  
 The sensation of it in my mouth was incredible. I never imagined it would be so exciting. His passion for me and the energy I received from it drove me to increase my ministrations. The velvety shaft slid between my squeezing lips, and my tongue circled the shaft furiously and flicked the tip. Each flick elicited a twitch from him and a tighter squeeze of my head. He was loving every second.  
 He whispered, “Oh, baby, you are incredible. The best ever. What a woman! It looks so hot going into your face. Ungh, yeah.”  
 I tugged gently on his shaved globes and rolled them in my fingers while I immersed myself in savoring each thrust. I looked up into his eyes as his face contorted, and he moaned quietly. His hips were thrusting all of it through my fist and into my mouth. My own body was electric all over as my rock-hard rod was pressed in my tights and on the edge of release.  
 His body quivered as he squeezed my head tightly and rammed my face furiously now. My one hand rolled his globes in their sack and tugged them; my other hand was wrapped around his shaft, limiting the depth as he rammed my face. My whole body was electric with his passion for me as he gripped my head tight and pushed in and stayed there. It gushed a huge shot.  
 He whispered, “Uh, yeah, baby, swallow it all.” He thrust furiously again.  
 I gulped each huge spurt ravenously as if it were essential to my life. I was so excited I couldn’t stop myself from simultaneously releasing in my tights, my body spasming as I did.  
 I breathed around his shaft, catching my breath as he ran his hands through my hair appreciatively. He gently slid it in and out while I licked it clean and swallowed what was left. He whispered, “Oh, baby, you were so good. We need to get to know each other.”  
 He gently held my head and slid it out of my mouth as I tried to stay on it. I watched as he tugged his stunning, rigid, and shiny shaft away from me, making me wonder if I couldn’t have it again soon. Maybe we could meet later. I needed this new passion fulfilled.  
 I stood smiling and held my shoes out to him between us. “Can’t forget these.”  
 He zipped his pants, his rod vertical under the fabric and still hard like mine was. He smiled at me, “Damn, that was incredible. You are an awesome woman. Can I call you sometime? Take you to dinner? Go on a date? I never had anything that good before. And you’re so gorgeous and sexy.” He took the shoes from me.  
 “Uh, sure. I’d like that.”  
 “Great. We can exchange numbers.” He tucked the shoes under his arm and took me in, smiling. He looked down. His face changed to confusion.  “Hey, what the...?” He pointed at my skirt. I looked down. There was white cream dripping down the front. It had leaked through the tights and thin skirt. I tried to wipe it off with my hand. He’d seen it. He knew I was male.  
 “Hey! What the heck? You swallowed all of mine. I saw you. So you’re a guy? Some kind of freak? Shit!” He looked around as if afraid someone might have seen him with a guy sucking him.  
 He was shaking as he handed me the box of shoes. “Hold these in front of your mess. You can pay for them, then never come back. You freak—I should beat the crap out of you, but I’d go to jail, thanks to the security in this mall. Go, you faggot!” He pushed me toward the door.  
 I was shaking as I tried to take my credit card from my purse and pay him. His face was red and full of rage. Larissa watched quietly and gathered our packages. When he was done, he handed me the bag and leaned his infuriated face into mine.  “Don’t tell anyone. Don’t ever come back or I’ll track you down, faggot.”  
 “I promise.” We turned and exited as fast as we could, clipping our heels down the hallway until we felt safe to stop.  
 “I screwed up,” I told Larissa in a shaky voice. “I couldn’t help it. It squirted through the tights and dripped down my skirt. He saw it. We have to go home.”  
 She took my hand as we walked. “It’s okay, princess. You learned something, but it cost you. But it’s done. Ignore him. He’s just a bigot. There are plenty of them around. Now you’ll be more careful.”  
 “Careful? Heck no. Somewhere else, and he could have killed me. He called me a freak, a faggot, he thought I was grotesque, and that was after he asked me for a date and told me how good I was and how gorgeous. I hate men!”  
 Larissa laughed. “Hate men? Good, so now you know. You aren’t a man. You’d hate yourself if you were.”  
 “I think I do hate myself. Look at what I did. He thinks I’m a freak.”  
 “Who cares what he thinks? You did just prove that you aren’t like other men, though, and you would never want to hurt someone or something you saw as beautiful, would you? Would you crush flowers or destroy a Monet?” 
 “Of course not.”  
 “So who is good and who is bad? Skip what’s perceived as normal or not.”  
 “I know.”  
 I took a deep breath as we walked through the mall. My heart was slowing down, and the tension was gone. I smelled the perfume I’d sampled on my wrist and enjoyed the feeling of my breasts tugging on my chest with each step. The bag I held in front of my skirt lightly tapped me with each step in my heels. I watched my reflection in the windows. I was lovely. I was me. I felt like me.  
 I stopped abruptly and tugged Larissa back. I hugged her with our arms full of packages as best we could and kissed her lips lightly. “Thank you. I love you. You’re my best friend ever.” 
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 Larissa helped me clean out my closet and drawers to make room for my new clothes. I saved the boy clothes in a bag and put them in the basement storage unit for the time being.  
 I threw in a load of laundry and put on a new, flowered V-neck mini-dress with nice sheer suntan pantyhose and some new jewelry and heels. I sprayed perfume on, went into the living room, and sat on the couch next to Larissa.  
 “My, don’t you look pretty in that new dress!” She kissed my cheek and slid her hand on my leg. “Smell nice too.”  
 “Thanks. I feel pretty. I feel like this is what I always was. I’m so happy you suggested this.” I stared out the window.  
 “Then why do you look so sad? It’s like you’re lying.”  
 “I’m not lying. It’s just that it’s so confusing. I mean when I sucked that bastard off, I loved it. Loved his attention to me, loved his compliments, loved the feeling it gave me. Loved how excited I got. But after, when he wanted to kill me, it made me feel guilty and freakish.”  
 “You can’t let someone like him change who you are. You are who you are, not someone else’s image of what you should be.”  
 “But he’s the norm. What are my chances of having a boyfriend? About as good as me having a girlfriend.”  
 “I’m your girlfriend. You said you loved me today. I love you too.” She placed her hand on my lap and rubbed it. “Want me to make you feel better?”  
 I did. I wanted to do what I never did before. Put it in a woman and make her happy. She slid her hand under my dress, pulled my panties down, and wrapped her fingers around it. Would she be interested in letting me do that? 
 “That would be nice.”  
 She placed my hand on it and wrapped my long-nailed fingers around it. “Make yourself feel good. I want to watch.”  
 She leaned back and put her hand in her panties under the short sundress she now wore. Her eyes gazed at me, flitting from eye to eye and over my body. I wanted her.  
 Larissa spoke quietly, one hand in her panties, one hand caressing my stockinged leg. “Think about the good things that happened today. Think about the shopping and how good you felt as a woman. Think about how exciting that asshole was. Just remember it and how it made you feel.”  
 I watched her as she brought herself to the edge, and her breath quickened. She slid several fingers into herself and began to thrust while putting her other hand on her clit. “Yes, Daniella, that’s it. Jerk that thing and wet your dress for me. Show me how good you feel right now.”  
 Larissa was about to have an orgasm. Her face was flushed, her pupils dilated. I imagined being the one giving it to her. The two of us, her on her back, me thrusting into her. Yes!  
 Larissa took a breast out of her dress and squeezed the nipple as her fingers thrust into her. “Huh, uh, yes.” She spasmed and came.  
 I squirted into my dress and shuddered, whimpering as I came. I fell back against the couch.  
 Larissa nuzzled up to me. “That was nice.”  
 “Yes, it was. What did you think of?”  
 “Aaron, my sex buddy. He was penetrating me over and over.”  
 She wasn’t excited by me. She was thinking of a guy. She should be with a guy and not me.  
 I stood and smoothed my dress. “I have to change again.” I looked at my watch. “We should go get something for dinner. Or maybe you should call Aaron and go out. I don’t want to be a third wheel, and it seems you might have more fun.”  
 “Nonsense. I want to be with you. We can both go out with Aaron.”  
 “But what if he finds out what I am?”  
 “Who knows? He might be more open to it. But we don’t have to let him know at all.”  
 “I don’t want you to miss having sex with him. I’ll be a burden.”  
 “No you won’t. I have to go to my place and change. Why don’t you pack a suitcase and stay for a few days? Bring a nice dress for tonight, and we can both get ready together. Something sexy and classy. We can both wear the little black dresses we bought today, and we can be bookends for Aaron. He’ll love it.” She wrapped her arms around my shoulders, leaned in to my lips and kissed them, then looked in my eyes. “Please, pretty princess?”  
 “Okay.”  
 “Woohoo! I’ll help you pack.”  
 We selected clothes for the next few days and evenings along with night clothes. I wanted to wear them all and couldn’t wait to try them all on, but it would take too long.  
 We entered Larissa’s apartment. The smell of her perfume lingered in the air, as it always was—neat and clean and fresh, like her.  
 “Okay.” Larissa said. “You shower first. I want you to use the attachment on the shower. Go poop first, then use the rod to clean out down there.”  
 “What?”  
 “Yes. I use it for when I have anal sex or wear a vibrator there. I have a new vibrator for you to use.”  
 “A vibrator? In my ass?”  
 “Yes, trust me. It will feel good. I’ll wear one, too, if you’ll feel less odd. I’ll put yours in the bathroom with new batteries and lube for when you get done showering. You’ll see how fresh and clean you’ll feel and how nice the plug is.”  
 I was shocked. Another variable to add to the equation. Did I really need a vibrator making me more aroused? “Okay, Larissa, I’ll trust you.”  
 I showered and cleaned out, and I did feel fresh and clean there. The plug went in easily with a little lube, and I adjusted the vibrations to almost the highest setting, and it did feel good.  
 Larissa came in. “Ah I see you’re enjoying the plug.” She grasped my rod. “Nice. Glad we picked dresses with flared skirts. That thing won’t show a bit underneath, and you’ll be able to feel the silky fabric of the dress against it.”  
 “I don’t know if I want to be this aroused all evening. How will I manage that?”  
 “You’ll manage. Now let me shower and put in my plug. Go get dressed. I put both our outfits on the bed.” She kissed my lips, and I went into the bedroom.  
 The matching black chiffon V-neck dresses were on the bed alongside the sheer black gartered stockings and garter belts, matching bras and waist cinchers, strappy black stilettos with five-inch heels, jewelry, purses, and my breast forms.  
 I dressed in the sensual underthings, relishing the sensations of the silky stockings and the crotchless panties. The bra made luscious creamy cleavage for me, and the silky dress slid over the tip of my rod, making me twitch. The humming vibrator kept me on the edge as I finished strapping my shoes, applying jewelry, and spraying on perfume.  
 Larissa entered naked. I wanted to throw her on the bed and take her. She came over to me. “You look wonderful. The cincher really makes your waist tiny.” She wrapped her arms around my neck. My hands fumbled with where to land on her naked body. I let them squeeze her butt-cheeks.  
 She whispered, “Yes, mmm. That feels nice. Especially with this plug in.” She pressed herself against my hardness beneath the dress. “And that feels nice too.” She pulled away and sat on the bed to dress.  
 Maybe I would get to take her yet tonight. I didn’t know what was more exciting, there was so much. The clothing, making men feel good, looking at Larissa and maybe having her, the plug driving me further—it was almost too much. The equation was huge and the variables too many to come to a conclusion.  
 Larissa slid a sheer black stocking up her shapely leg and connected it to the garter belt. “Daniella, do you feel like a sexy woman? You sure look like one.”  
 “Yes, uh, I do, but...”  
 “But what?”  
 “Watching you, I uh, I...I want you. I want to throw you on the bed and take you.”  
 She smiled at me as she adjusted her breasts in the bra. “But we have to eat, and we’re going out as two girls as soon as I finish dressing.”  
 “I know. But what about later, when—”  
 She cut me off. “Go mix a couple small drinks and relax, and we can leave after that. Aaron is picking us up in ten minutes.” She looked at her watch. “Now go.”  
 Did she cut me off so she didn’t have to tell me she’d never have intercourse with me? Was she just in a hurry? Why did Aaron have to come with us?  
 I mixed two short martinis and by the time I was done, Larissa stood by me. I handed her one. We clinked and Larissa toasted, “To an awesome night for two girls.”  
 I drank mine down. I was stuck with being seen as a girl by Larissa. I didn’t have a chance of penetrating her.  
 “Get your purse, sweetie, and make sure you have everything in it you need. Don’t forget perfume and lipstick.”  
 I fetched it from the bedroom. We went downstairs, and Aaron was by the door. He opened it for us. “Wow, you two look great.”  
 “Thanks,” we both chimed.  
 Larissa put her hand on his suit. “I love this suit on you. Remember the wedding we went to when you wore it?”  
 “How could I forget? It was brand new and had to go to the cleaners after.” He laughed. “It was great getting it dirty with you, though. Any man would have given anything for that night with you.” He kissed her then looked at me. “Ready, Daniella?”  
 “Ready.”  
 Larissa opened the passenger door, then said, “Daniella, I want you to sit in front so you can get to know Aaron better.”  
 “Uh, that’s okay. I’ll sit in back, and you two love birds can be together.”  
 “Nonsense.” She grabbed my hand. “Sit in front.”  
 Aaron held the door for me, and I slid in. We drove off.  
 Aaron looked over. “So, Daniella, what entertains you?”  
 Larissa leaned over the seat, “She loves to suck cock.”  
 “Larissa!” I shouted.  
 “You do.”  
 My face flushed, I looked at Aaron, and I shook my head.  
 Aaron said, “Is Larissa lying about you? I think she wants to share me with you.”  
 “Uh, I uh...”  
 He took my hand off the console and put it in his lap. “It’s okay. I’d like that if you want it.”  
 My heart raced. Shit. I wanted to.  
 He pressed my palm on his hardness. “Go ahead. We have some time before we get there. Enjoy.” He pressed his hips up against it.  
 We stopped at a light. He unzipped his pants and took it out. “Go ahead. You’re so hot it won’t take me long, and it’ll break the ice between us. You seem nervous. Do it and relax.”  
 Larissa leaned over. “Do it, sweetie. You know how nice it’ll be for you. It is a nice one. Take a deep breath and relax and enjoy it. Doctor’s orders.”  
 I took a deep breath. I looked at it bobbing in the air while he drove. A drip was oozing from the tip. I reached my hand over and felt the firm silky flesh. I figured I might as well enjoy it while I could before he and Larissa were off together and I was alone. The vibrator humming in me added to my need for it.  
 I dove onto it over the console. He placed one hand gently on my head as I bobbed it on him. “Good girl, Daniella, good girl. Enjoy it and relax. That feels so good. Thank you, baby.”  
 I lost myself in it. I wanted to make him come for me. I wanted his compliment on my talents and beauty. I wrapped one of my thighs over the other, trapping myself in the dress. I humped gently into the fabric, the plug massaging and moving as I did. I had to hold back, though.  
 I savored his pleasure and tried to make it last, but it wasn’t long before I felt gush after gush flood through his shaft depositing large gobs into my mouth, which I greedily swallowed. When he was done, I came off it, kissed the tip and licked it. “Thanks, Aaron. I needed that. It was wonderful,” I said and laughed.  
 “Good. Glad to be of service. Told you it would be fast. You’re just too hot a babe to hold back. Now we can relax and have a nice dinner.” He winked at me.  
 “Thanks.” Yeah, relax…I wasn’t nervous, but I was far from relaxed. I was so aroused, I could have stuck it in steel wool and released. I had to be careful not to stimulate it anymore until we reached the restaurant. The algorithm was about to escalate on its own. I looked out the window and thought of baseball while Larissa and Aaron conversed in the background, my mind busy with batting averages and not their conversation so I could become less aroused.  
 I heard “33%” but nothing else. 
 “Right, Daniella?” She shook my shoulder.  
 “Huh?”  
 “Right? Just say right.”  
 “Whatever...right.” I looked out the window, not listening and went through RBIs in my head while they chattered on.  
 Larissa said, “See, Aaron. Like we talked about before. So?”  
 “Love to, it would be an honor and a great pleasure.”  
 “Good. Oh look, we’re there. Then that’s the plan.” 
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 The valet held my door, and Aaron came around to take my arm. Larissa’s door was opened by the valet, and she took Aaron’s other arm.  
 “Bookends, gorgeous bookends. I’m the luckiest guy on earth, and I can’t wait for later,” Aaron said as he led us to the door. He opened it for us, and we walked in. The maître d’ led us to a booth in the back by a fireplace. The dim lights made the candelabra on the table shine like stars in the sky, casting a warm glow across the draping tablecloth.  
 Aaron had Larissa slide in one side, then he slid in the other, taking me by the hand to slide in next to him. We flanked him, adjusting our dresses beneath us as the waiter came over.  
 “Drinks? the waiter asked.  
 Aaron looked at us. “Ladies?” 
 “A Woodford bourbon Manhattan. Rocks,” I said.  
 Larissa raised an eyebrow to me and ordered, “Dirty martini, Grey Goose up, olives.”  
 He turned to Aaron. Aaron said, “Woodford, like the first lady is having.”  
 The waiter left. Aaron placed his large hand on my crossed leg. “A Woodford Manhattan. A masculine drink for a princess like you.”  
 It was my favorite drink. Larissa glared at me. “Daniella doesn’t usually have drinks like that. I think she guessed that was what you would have and ordered it to impress you.”  
 I nodded, “Yes, that’s right. I usually get dry martinis.”  
 “Well, you needn't try to impress me. I’m already sold, and we’re all set. I don’t mind women with masculine preferences or qualities. It makes them more interesting—like you are.”  
 “Thanks.” Hmm, we’re all set. Set with what? What did that mean? Did I miss something? 
 Our drinks arrived and Aaron toasted. “To our newfound  alternative-lifestyle relationship and all the thrills and passion we shall have.” 
 We clinked. Alternative lifestyle? He must mean a guy with two girls. Unfortunately, he won’t be getting any more intimate with this girl than her mouth. Oh well, if that’s all I get, at least it’s better than nothing. Much better. And better than being beaten up by him and ruining Larissa’s relationship with him. I slugged the drink down.  
 Aaron said, “Daniella, slow down, girl. You’ll be passing out and won’t have any fun.”  
 I raised my empty drink to the waiter and he nodded. “I’ll be fine. It’s been so long since I had one of these, and it tasted great.”  
 Larissa whispered something into Aaron’s ear. She smiled at me. She snuggled his arm and sipped her drink. Kissed his cheek.  
 I looked around the restaurant. It was a nice place. Very classy. I crossed my legs beneath the table, feeling the silky stockings caress my legs. The vibrator hummed in me. Aaron’s hand slipped onto my crossed leg and caressed it. This would be a long night hiding what I was and being this aroused.  
 Aaron tried to force his hand between my legs. “What’s the matter? Don’t you want me down there?” 
 “Uh, not really.” 
 “Why, am I not interesting? The way you were in the car, I thought we would have some fun tonight.”  
 “Well...”  
 What the hell could I say? I have my period or something stupid like that? I didn’t want to turn him off, but I couldn’t let him find out.  
 I smiled at him, placed my hand on his lap, and squeezed him. “We will, I just don’t want you there right now.” I slid my hand against his hardness. 
 He grinned. “That a girl.”  
 We ate dinner and had fun touching each other and caressing, and by the time it was over, we were all at the edge and dying for fulfillment.  
 We drove back to Aaron’s house, and I took full advantage of obtaining dessert from him in the car. I almost finished myself between my thighs it was so good.  
 His house was gorgeous.  
 “Go into the parlor and I’ll mix drinks. How do dirty martinis sound to you girls?  I could go for one myself.”  
 We both said yes. We sat on the leather sofa in his Victorian mansion. The house was all redone in period furnishings and expensive decor.  
 I turned to Larissa, “So is Aaron rich?” 
 “He is.” 
 “Why don’t you marry him? You get along well and have great sex together.”  
 “Well, I want to have special children. Do you want children?” 
 “I can take them or leave them. If I were a woman, I’d rather pursue my career than have kids.”  
 “See, I’d rather have kids. My career is already boring. I want some cute boys to take care of. Boys that we could make together.” She ran her hand over my hair and gazed into my eyes lovingly. “I love you, and I want to make more like you. It’s our duty to create superior beings like you and evolve the planet.”  
 “Mathematicians aren’t superhuman.”  
 She placed her hand on my thigh. “But you are. A perfect blending of male and female. Let me have your baby, and we can make more like you. No more patriarchal foolishness. No more wars. We’d help the planet.”  
 I couldn’t believe my ears. I would have Larissa forever. We would have freaks like me. My mind raced through my equation for this strange transformation’s new variable. An evolutionary step? Small changes over time do result in massive change. It could be. It could be the purpose for what I was doing beyond just the pleasure and exploration. 
 Aaron came in with a pitcher of martinis and three martini glasses on a tray. He set it on the coffee table before us and sat next to Larissa. He poured our drinks and lifted to toast.  
 “To our new arrangement and wonderful future together.” 
 We lifted, clinked, and sipped. New arrangement. Hmm. I was about to ask him what that meant when he started, “So, Daniella, do you like the house?”  
 “Yes, very nice. What do you do to make all this money?”  
 “I have a series of porn sites, actually. Incredible how much money people spend on it. Want to watch some?”  
 “No thanks.”  
 Just what I’d need. More stimulation. I wriggled on my vibrating plug, and it sent a wave of pleasure up my spine. I couldn’t stop thinking about actually making love to Larissa. But if we were married, she’d lose Aaron, and I’d lose him too. And I’d severely miss my new indulgence.  
 Aaron kissed Larissa deeply on the lips while wrapping his fingers tightly in her hair. He grabbed her breast and squeezed it while she slid her legs across his thigh and humped it. I watched the woman who wanted to have my child as she and her friend enjoyed each other. After much heavy breathing and kissing, they took a break to drink again.  
 Aaron said, “Sorry, couldn’t resist. Don’t worry, Daniella, I haven’t forgotten you. I could never do that. You’re a critical element in our equation.”  
 “I don’t mind. You two have fun. I like watching.”  
 “But you need to be a participant. It would be rude not to include you. Not to mention you have a special purpose. He poured another martini in my glass and handed it to me. “Loosen up, girl. Why do you seem so nervous? Is it me?”  
 “No, no, I don’t know.”  
 “Is it the arrangement?” He waved at the three of us. We can revise it if you don’t like it. What would you want to change? A different place? More people? Larger share?”  
 I looked at Larissa and him as they stared at me, waiting. What were they talking about?  
 Larissa leaned in and kissed my lips. She held my head. “I love you.”  
 “I know.”  
 “Don’t worry. Relax.”  
 Aaron slugged his drink down. “Maybe we should go upstairs. Once we’re all in bed together, Daniella will be able to relax.”  
 Great. He’d be in my shorts, discover what I was, and screw everything up. “Uh, I, I’ll stay down here.”  
 He looked down at me. “Finish your drink, princess.”  
 I sipped it.  
 “No, I mean finish it so we can go up.”  
 “I’ll drink it slowly. You two go ahead. I promise to come up when I’m done.”  
 “Okay.”  
 He picked Larissa up off the couch. She giggled and he carried her upstairs like a groom with his bride. I sipped my drink. This was too strange. She wants my baby, and she’s going to bed with him. I sat and tried to figure it out. I was lost. the equations were collapsing, and the future was hidden from me. No predictions would come from them.  
 What did I care? I couldn’t have predicted what would happen when I began this transformation, either, and as Larissa said, at least I had a result to show for it.  
 I finished my drink and made my way up the curved staircase. I found them in a dimly lit master bedroom on a four-poster canopied bed with black satin sheets. Larissa was riding him as he held her hips. Aaron was naked and on his back.  
 I stood there staring. It was exciting to watch but spoke poorly of my future with Larissa.  
 Aaron saw me. “Daniella, come here and lie next to me.” Larissa continued to ride him.  
 I slid next to them and sat against the headboard, my legs crossed. Larissa saw me and got off Aaron. She slid between us and kissed me. “It’s time for what we talked about in the car. Our arrangement can be finalized. Take me, I’m yours. She lifted her dress, spread her legs and slipped her panties to the side. 
 I looked at Aaron. I looked back at Larissa. She held her arms out. I climbed on her and she hugged me. She slid one hand under my dress and slipped me into her. It felt so good! Warm and wet and tight. I never imagined what it would feel like. She squeezed me inside her. “Oh, Daniella, you feel so good.”  
 Her hand went behind me and took out my plug. I didn’t know what Aaron was thinking at that point, but I didn’t care. Let him beat me silly after he finds out. I pushed her thighs back and began to thrust slowly into her, looking into her eyes.  
 I felt a pressure in back like Daniella was putting the plug back in. It felt bigger. It made it past the entrance and was working its way deeper, each stroke giving me electric sensations up my spine. It went in and out slowly, and each thrust brought it farther in. Then I felt hands on my hips. “Oh yeah, Daniella, I’ve been waiting for this,” Aaron whispered. “Now take care of Larissa, and I’ll take care of you. Come inside her and give her a baby.”  
 Larissa kissed my face, and I looked into her eyes as each of Aaron’s thrusts into me drove me into her. I was in some sort of heaven; I felt as if I were outside my body as the sensations coursed through me. Aaron held tight to my hips as he picked up speed and slammed it all the way so that his globes slapped my bottom. “Huh, uh,” I gasped.  
 Larissa moaned and whimpered, “Fill me, baby, spill it in me.”  
 It didn’t take long. Aaron grunted and moaned as he rammed me. Larissa’s body tensed, and her toes pointed as I rammed her and came inside her while Aaron came inside of me.  
 Aaron collapsed on me and I on Larissa.  
 He whispered in my ear. “I love you, Daniella. I love you both. I love our arrangement. This is going to be fabulous.” He slid out of me. I slid out of Larissa and sat against the headboard.  
 I asked, “What exactly is our arrangement?”  
 Aaron laughed. “The one you agreed to in the car. Remember? It was simple. Right after the first time you pleasured me in the car, and you were staring out the window. Daniella repeated what she and I already agreed to for us, and you said all right.”  
 “I wasn’t listening.”  
 “That explains it then, why you were nervous. I’m sorry, I thought you heard us and agreed. The arrangement was the three of us—a guy, a girl and a feminized male—would split my holdings and business three ways, 33% and change apiece, that is, and live together forever. Daniella would have your baby. You and I would pursue our careers. We’d make more of you.”  
 “So you knew I wasn’t a real woman?”  
 “Of course. Daniella has been working toward this for a while. I knew you were Daniel under there. She can never stop talking about you. I knew if I wanted her, I had to have you too, and I’m glad I did.” He kissed me on the lips.  
 Larissa put her hand in my lap. “See, no need to worry. We’ll be together forever. Ready to do it again yet?” She felt for it under my dress and grabbed it. “I am.”  
 Aaron looked at me. “I’ll be ready if you can use that gorgeous face and take it in your mouth for a little while. If you want to, that is.”  
 “Okay, but then I want it from you while I’m on my back and you face me and Larissa is between us.”  
 The equation was complete. The result was fabulous.  
 



   
   
 If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it, or blog it out. Thanks! 
 Barb and Thom 
 For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to: 
 Amazon: 

http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/ 
 Don’t forget our website, which has more links to things you might like, as well as other places to get our works. 

http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com
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