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    “What’s your hurry, Candice?” I called Candice my sister, and she referred to me as her brother. Because we looked and sounded so much alike, we told everyone we were twins. And even though I’d have liked to have her as my girlfriend, our relationship was more like that of siblings.  
 
    I watched her running around like a chicken with her head cut off as she packed her bags. “Where are you going, sis?”  
 
    She held up a dress. “I can’t take this one—this one’s Derek’s favorite. It has to stay.” She put it back into her closet and took out another dress to consider.  
 
    “Candice, what’s up?”  
 
    “It’s spring break, and I need a change of scenery.” She held up another dress. “This one’s Rick’s favorite, and it’ll remind me of that awesome night. Shit!”  
 
    “Candice, what are you doing? I thought we were spending some time together over break.”  
 
    She found a few dresses she could take and folded them into her suitcase. “We will. It’s just for a week.”  
 
    “Where are you going?”  
 
    She looked at her watch. “Damn.” She tossed a few pairs of stilettos into the bag and piled some bras, pantyhose, stockings, and  panties on top. “I’m going to a singles’ resort for some down-time. I need to get away from my boyfriends for a while.” She sat on the suitcase and latched it shut.  
 
    She walked over in front of me and gave me a hug. “I’ll see you soon, and we can have some fun together. Give me your phone for a second.”  
 
    I handed it to her. “Thanks.” She tossed it into her purse and gave me hers.  
 
    “Why are we trading phones? I don’t want your phone.”  
 
    “Oh, Bobbie, be a doll and just take it. I don’t want to answer the messages and calls. Just play along with them and try not to piss them off too much. Fill in for me while I’m gone.”  
 
    “But I need my phone.”  
 
    She took it out, and her long nails clicked on it as she went to recent calls. “Look, your last call out was two days ago for pizza. Your last call in was from me, three days ago. You can use my phone for that stuff. Plus, my calls and messages will give you something to do while I’m gone. Have fun with it, but don’t ruin my relationships.”  
 
    “But your boyfriends… I don’t want to talk to them.”  
 
    Your voice is exactly like mine, and they’ll never know it’s you. Just fill in for me. Don’t let them know I’m gone.”  
 
    “Like, talk to them and answer their text messages?”  
 
    “Well, yeah. Otherwise they’ll come looking for me, thinking something’s wrong.”  
 
    “Oh, Candice, please.”  
 
    “Please?” She gave me doe eyes. “Pretty please, my favorite brother? Pretty please with sugar on top, Bobbie? Do it for me. I need a break.” She looked at her watch, then kissed me on the cheek. “Gotta run or I’ll miss my flight.”  
 
    She ran out the door in a clatter of high heels. “Have fun, Bobbie!”  
 
    I watched out the window as she clambered into her car and drove off. It was the first morning of spring break, and my entertainment had left me. I stared at her phone in its pink glitter case that matched her painted nails. A text appeared from Derek. “Having the car maintained, so I thought I’d send a quick text. Can’t wait for tonight. I’ll pick you up at 5 for drinks and then to the play and dinner at your favorite French restaurant like we planned. Love you so much, baby.” It had an emoji heart at the end. 
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    I texted back. “Something came up. Have to cancel.”  
 
    I tossed the phone onto the counter. How could she do this to me? What am I supposed to do? I can’t act like I’m her. I’m a guy.  
 
    The phone rang. Derek. I answered it. “Hello?”  
 
    “Hi, baby. You’re up already. I thought you’d be taking advantage of no classes.”  
 
    “Uh, yeah. I have a lot to do and I’m not feeling that well.”  
 
    “No! We have front-row seats to your favorite play. The tickets cost me a fortune. What’s wrong? Why aren’t you feeling well?”  
 
    “Uh, I have a headache.”  
 
    “Take some Advil or something.”  
 
    “Uh, yeah. I did, but still, I have to get my car washed and clean the apartment, and my brother needs me to help him with that, and then we’re going to go to a movie together.”  
 
    “What? You’re cancelling our date to do things with your brother!? Candice, this is too much. Did my proposal scare you off?”  
 
    Shit. He asked her to marry him. I can’t mess this up for her.  
 
    “Uh, no, no… I mean it is a little scary committing to one person for life, isn’t it?”  
 
    “Not for me. I love you. You said you love me.”  
 
    “I do. I do, Derek.”  
 
    “Even if I have to share you for life with your other boyfriends, it would be better than losing you. Don’t worry about marrying me yet. I just want to be with you when I can. Plan something for some other time with your brother. I know he doesn’t have a girlfriend or many friends, but we did commit to tonight, and the tickets are paid for. He’d understand, he’s a really nice guy. He’d do anything for you, and you know it, just like you would for him. You said you’d die for your brother.”  
 
    “I did?”  
 
    “C’mon now. Many times.”  
 
    I took a deep breath and wandered into Candice’s room. I gazed at the pictures of her boyfriends on her dresser with their names on the frames. Derek was handsome. They all were.  
 
    “You okay, Candice?”  
 
    “Yeah, just give me a second.”  
 
    She’d die for me, but I can’t take care of her problems for a week? Some brother. I looked in her open closet at the dress she’d said was Derek’s favorite, that she couldn’t take. I held it in front of me and looked in the mirror. A fancy French restaurant, a play. Heck, why not? I’d just sit here twiddling my thumbs and eating pizza. “Okay, my headache’s going away. I’ll talk to Bobbie, and I’m sure he’ll understand.”  
 
    “Good, I’ll pick you up at five.”  
 
    “Sounds good.”  
 
    “Love you.”  
 
    “Uh, you too, Derek.”  
 
    I put my sister’s dress on her bed. It was pretty. She was such a hottie in it. Of course, she was always a hottie. I found the shoes to match and some nice sheer pantyhose like she wore. I picked out earrings and jewelry, a purse. I stared at it all on the bed. Could I?  
 
    I had been fascinated watching her do her makeup many times as we chatted. I was sure I could do it on myself. We had our hair cut the same in a genderless style with one side almost shaved and the top straight and layered. The only thing she did different was gel it a little to give it more of a layered and textured look. I could do that.  
 
    I looked at my hands. I needed some fake nails like hers—I knew she had a box of them. I looked at my arms and the rest of my body. Even though I didn’t have much, I’d need to remove the hair like she did. Not a problem.  
 
    I took out a bra and matching panties from her drawer. Shit! She had big breasts for a little girl and I had none. I took my phone out and Googled breast forms. I found some at the mall. The description said, “A realistic solution for the unencumbered girl who wants to fit her tops better.” They had numerous sizes. Which one would fit? I’d have to go look at them. My face flushed thinking of it—a guy walking in the store to buy them would be highly embarrassing.  
 
    I looked at my watch. It was nine a.m. I hadn’t eaten or showered yet.  
 
    I ate breakfast, contemplating what to do. I had no choice. I’d shower, dress, and go buy them. I was always intrigued by looking at women and how they moved, the clothes they wore, how pretty and feminine they were. I loved going with Candice when she went to buy clothes and things. I was actually excited by the challenge of it.  
 
    I finished breakfast, did my morning constitutional, showered, and shaved my body, and it felt wonderful. I used the shower attachment like Candice taught me to do every day to clean out my bottom for that fresh, clean feeling. I washed and conditioned my hair.  
 
    I successfully applied some light makeup and added some gel to my hair. I put in two sets of Candice’s dangling earrings in each ear in place of my usual studs.  
 
    I tried on her jeans. There was a problem. My significant maleness was revealed. It showed in my own jeans as well, but being a guy, it’s okay. This was unacceptable to wear when going to buy breast forms and trying to look like a girl. I put on the bra. It needed lots of filling, but it felt strangely erotic wearing it. I put on a black V-neck sweater.  
 
    I took off the jeans and slid into some of her sheer suntan pantyhose. The feeling of them sliding up my shaved and silky legs aroused the hell out of me. If I needed to pee, though, it would be a nuisance having to drop the pantyhose all the way down. I snipped a triangle out of the crotch and put my package through it. I slid into a tan miniskirt, then pulled on her black, high-heel leather boots.  
 
    I was so hard with all of this strangeness, I had to do something about it. I stood looking at myself in the mirror. I was the spitting image of my sister except with a huge hard thing lifting the skirt. I grabbed it and started to play with it. My brain said freak.  
 
    I paused, starting to think I was becoming too interested in the sensations, rather than merely filling in for my sister. I went to the dresser and slipped on panties to match my bra. They held it sufficiently hidden beneath the skirt.  
 
    I inspected myself in the mirror. I was proud of my accomplishment. I looked like Candice, but without her gorgeous boobs. I sprayed some of her perfume on, grabbed a casual purse, and loaded her pink phone, my license and things, and stepped outside, taking in a deep breath of the cool air. 
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    I walked to the car in the heels, which forced me to take much shorter steps and set my hips swaying from side to side. The cool air blowing up my skirt felt as erotic as all the rest did. Why hadn’t I tried this before? I mean I’d had some fun with Candice’s panties before, but this was something else.  
 
    Even driving was sensual. The way the warm air from the heater fell on my lightly clad legs, the feel of heels on the floor before the pedals, the cool leather of the seat on my thighs. The perfume wafting up and filling me with a feminine air. 
 
    I was so immersed in all of it, before I knew it, I was at the mall. I paraded through it, my heels clicking as I made my way to the lingerie store. Men smiled at me, not knowing my secret. I smiled broadly to a salesgirl as I entered. She had breasts as big as my sister’s on her little body, which was the same size as mine and Candice’s. “Can I help you?” she asked.  
 
    “Uh, yes.” I looked at her cleavage. “Uh, I need...”  
 
    “I see...” she said and looked around. “I have some myself. “Go ahead and feel how real they feel.” She took my hand and placed it on one. I squeezed it. She whispered, “I’m flat as a board without them. You’ll love them. Everything fits so much nicer.” She looked around again then placed my other hand on the other one and I stood there squeezing them both. They sure did feel real.  
 
    I took my hands away, my face flushed. “Uh, yeah. You’re right. They are nice. I’d like a rack, I mean, a pair like that.”  
 
    “Come with me.” She took me by the hand toward the back of the store. Did you have a size in mind?”  
 
    “I have a bra I’d like to fill. It’s a 34 double D.”  
 
    “Same size I use.” She looked at my chest. “And you’re wearing it. Good. Is it a solid fitting bra? Three hooks, wide straps? Underwire?”  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    “Wonderful. Then you can try them on with it.” She went through the shelf of them and picked a box. “These will fill the bra completely to under your arms, and they have generous nipples. They’ll jiggle nicely and feel wonderful too. They have tacky glue on the back that will last forever and that helps push up the flesh for cleavage like mine. Want to try them?” She held the box out for me.  
 
    I took it from her and almost dropped it, not realizing how heavy they’d be.  
 
    She noticed and laughed. “Yes, they’re substantial, and they feel wonderful. A man would never know.”  
 
    I looked at the price. Much less than what Derek would spend on me tonight. “Sure. I’ll try them on.”  
 
    I went into the changing room and slid them into the bra, adjusting my flesh like she said. I did have cleavage. Now I’d look exactly like Candice. I walked out wearing them, and the heavy, flesh-like heft tugged on my chest and bra straps and jiggled with each step. The effect was exhilarating and sensual.  
 
    The salesgirl’s eyes went wide. “Perfect. Look how good those look on you! No one will ever know. I can even see a shadow of nipple through your top. Very convincing. Do you like how they feel and look?”  
 
    “I love them.”  
 
    “Good. Shall I ring them up for you? I assume you’ll be wearing them out. Do you want the box?”  
 
    “You can throw the box away.”  
 
    I paid for them without incident. My credit card said Bobbie on it, which could as easily be a girl’s name. Walking through the store, I couldn’t help looking at all the lingerie and stockings. The sales girl convinced me to buy a number of things I couldn’t resist.  
 
    I went back home and ate lunch nervously. I tried on every dress, skirt, and top in Candice’s closet, learning about how they looked and fit. Then I went through all her shoes and boots. Everything fit perfectly, and I had a number of outfits I couldn’t wait to wear. But tonight, I had to wear Derek’s favorite, since Candice had commented on it and left it here.  
 
    I did love how it looked on me, especially with the new breast forms. The slightest hint of a hard nipple showed through the silky halter-top of the pink, chiffon-overlaid, flared-hem dress. It was so feminine and sexy. 
 
    I showered again and redid my makeup more dramatically, as Candice would for a night out. I painted my lips with twenty-four-hour lipstick and covered them with a pink gloss. They looked inviting as hell. I gelled my hair.  
 
    I painted my toenails and some of Candice’s fake fingernails and then glued them on. I slid the new, sheer, suntan Italian stockings up and attached them to my new pink garter belt. I put on the bra and crotchless panties, then put the forms in the bra and adjusted my creamy cleavage.  
 
    My flagpole stood proudly, my heart racing as I shakily slid the silky fabric of the dress over it, making me twitch. I adjusted my cleavage and tied the halter top. I slid on a pink chiffon crop top and tied it beneath my breasts, emphasizing and lifting them even more. I changed out my earrings and put on a watch, bracelets, and a necklace, which rested neatly on my cleavage. I sprayed perfume under my dress, on my legs, over my hair, and on my arms. The scent was delightful, and that alone aroused me unbelievably. I read the bottle. It was pheromone perfume. Uh-oh.  
 
    I checked myself in the mirror, and I looked like Candice all right, but the male part of me was involuntarily bobbing up and down beneath the dress. Fortunately, the dress revealed nothing, due to the flare of the skirt and the soft crinoline lining. I checked my watch. I had fifteen minutes. I went into the kitchen and grabbed a smoke from the pack we kept there for emotional emergencies like this.  
 
    I went out back and stood in the fresh spring air, trying to air out some of the perfume I had put on while the nicotine flooded my brain and relaxed me. I walked to and fro on the patio, enjoying the feeling of the mini dress caressing my thighs as the breeze blew it, my flagpole slipping against the silky lining of the dress with each step. The doorbell rang.  
 
    I went inside and answered the door. Derek stood there dressed very nicely and handsome as ever. He came in and kissed me lightly on the lips and said, “Hi, gorgeous” as he passed into the kitchen. He poured a glass of water and handed me a pill. “Here ya go, baby. Here’s your usual.”  
 
    I stared at it. He drank one down and handed me the rest of the water. “Your turn.”  
 
    If Candice took these, and he was taking one, even though he was driving, it had to be safe. I popped it down and smiled.  
 
    Shaking his head, Derek said, “Okay. Not sure if that stuff you bought makes me get hard so fast over and over again, or if it’s you, but what the heck, hey? If it’s good for my girl, it’s good for me. Where’s your suitcase?”  
 
    “Suitcase?”  
 
    “Reservation downtown at the Stratford.”  
 
    “Shit! I forgot and made plans with Bobbie for the morning. I have to get home tonight. Please?”  
 
    “Okay. You and your brother are inseparable. You did put him off tonight for me. I’ll cancel the hotel booking.” He kissed me lightly on the lips. “Let’s go.”  
 
    He took my hand, I grabbed my purse, and we left.  
 
    I slid onto the leather seat and he closed the door behind me. The car smelled of cleaning products and leather balm. Derek slid in and started it. “Mmm, you smell nice—is that the pheromone perfume again?”  
 
    “Sure is.”  
 
    While he called and cancelled our hotel reservation on the speaker phone, I thought to myself as I crossed my silky legs and looked out the window, I’ve really put myself in a dangerous situation. Pheromone perfume, some kind of libido enhancer pill for us both. Me wearing my sister’s sensual clothing. This would be a night of sheer torture with all the sensations and trying to hide the fact that I was Bobbie. 
 
    I felt his huge hand grasp mine. “Something wrong, Candice?”  
 
    “No, why?”  
 
    “You’re not yourself. Usually, as soon as we get on the freeway, you can’t wait to give me a BJ.”  
 
    “Uh... right, I was just thinking about Bobbie. He went out with someone new tonight.”  
 
    “He’ll be okay. He’s a good judge of character, like you. Now, if I’m not going to have a baseball bat in my pants when we get to the playhouse bar, I’ll need your help.”  
 
    I looked at his huge hard-on in his pants; he unzipped them and took the shaved package out. He placed his hand on the back of my head and gently tugged me toward it.  
 
    That is what Candice always did? If I didn’t do it, he’d wonder what was wrong.  
 
    I wrapped my fingers around it tentatively, feeling the girth and hardness. Derek said, “Yeah, baby. Really taking your time today, huh? That’s nice, but we only have a few minutes.”  
 
    I looked up at his face as he drove. He glanced down at me, and I moved closer to it. I had never done such a thing, but I always wondered what girls found so nice about doing it. Not like I’d ever had one done to me, but in porn they seemed to love it. Bobbie would have been repulsed to even think of doing such a thing to another guy. As Candice, I had no choice, and even wanted to.  
 
    My heart pounded in my chest as I smelled his cologne. I slid the purple head between my lips and ran my tongue around it, tasting the saltiness. He pushed it into my mouth, the velvety shaft slipping past my lips.  
 
    “ETA four minutes and counting, baby, or you’ll have to let me carry your purse in front of my baseball bat. I didn’t bring a coat tonight.”  
 
    I sucked and bobbed and ran my tongue around his shaft passionately.  
 
    “That’s the Candice I know.”  
 
    I tugged his balls and ministered to him fervently, getting into his response as his one hand petted my head and he said, “Oh yeah, that’s my girl.”  
 
    I crossed my legs, trapping myself in the crinoline of the dress as my arousal increased from his reactions. It wasn’t long until he said, “Oh yeah, princess, get ready for your favorite protein drink.”  
 
    He grunted and moaned as he shot load after load into my mouth. I struggled to swallow it all, and I shot as much in the crinoline of my dress as he did down my throat. It was easily thee most exciting thing I’d ever done. I moaned around his rod as my body shuddered.  
 
    When he was done, I savored it until he lifted me off of it. “We’re almost there, princess. Did you come too? I saw you shudder.”  
 
    “A little.” I sat up and straightened my dress, the wetness on my thigh. I looked for signs, but luckily it didn’t leak through.  
 
    I felt a bit silly after that moment of rapture and was deflating under my dress a bit. Still, though, I would have been ready to do it again right then. The effect of the pill must have been keeping me there.  
 
    The valet opened my door and held a hand for me to exit the car. Derek came around and handed the key to him, then took my arm. We walked into the playhouse bar and took a seat at it. I crossed my legs and swiveled to face Derek. I could see how Candice would prefer a guy like him over me, and how she and I were more like brother and sister. I had to protect her relationship with him. The rest should be easy—just drinks, a play, and dinner. 
 
    We had a couple of martinis and chatted. Derek was an intelligent, successful, interesting, open-minded, and all-around nice guy. I could see them getting married. I wondered why she wouldn’t.  
 
    The play was wonderful, Phantom of the Opera. I held Derek’s arm in mine as he slid his hand along my leg. We were a couple engrossed in the show, and yet I felt as if we were on a real date—a guy and a girl, with me as the lovely, feminine, and sexy girl who is wanted by her guy. He was a gentleman, never mind the routine Candice performed regularly upon getting on the freeway.  
 
    I was enjoying filling in for Candice much more than I had expected. Derek made me feel like a lady. The valet brought the car around. As Derek drove us off, he said, “Fifteen-minute drive. You can take your time this time.” He unzipped his pants, and it was more than ready, as was I beneath my dress.  
 
    I didn’t hesitate this time, since Candice wouldn’t have. I could see why she wouldn’t. I crossed my legs, trapping myself in the folds of soft crinoline while I indulged in my new favorite thing. He rewarded me as profusely as the first time, and I swallowed it greedily while I filled my skirt’s lining once more, trying not to shudder as I moaned around his shaft. I had come a second time from the thrill of him coming for me, even while I tried not to and gave myself no stimulation.  
 
    I sat up and licked my lips, smiling at Derek, and he laughed. “I can tell how much you just love that. So do I, princess.”  
 
    We ate a lovely dinner with Derek trying to get his hand between my legs while we sat side by side. Between the way he treated me, his obvious infatuation with me, the romantic atmosphere, and the wonderful food and drink, I felt like a princess. I had a good buzz. I think I was falling in love.  
 
    The ride home was as good as the other rides—I indulged for the third time that night in a heretofore unrealized passion. Derek walked me to the door. “May I come in? I’d like to make love to you, if I could.”  
 
    “Uh, I’m sorry sweetie, but it’s that time.”  
 
    “Never stopped you before. I don’t mind using the back door, and you never minded either.” He wrapped his arms around me and leaned back, gazing lovingly into my eyes. My heart raced.  
 
    “But we never ate so much food. I’m afraid that might not keep it as neat as usual.”  
 
    “Aww. It’ll be fine. You’re always clean there.”  
 
    “Bobbie will be home soon, too, and I want to see how his night went so I can console him if it didn’t go well. He so seldom has a good time going out on dates.”  
 
    “Okay, baby.” Derek held my head and kissed me deeply, our tongues dancing together, the taste of his reward still fresh on my tongue.  
 
    He said, “Mmm, you taste good. I like tasting that when I kiss you. It’s so erotic, like you.”  
 
    “Thanks. I loved it. I had a wonderful time tonight.”  
 
    He turned to go. “Goodnight, princess.”  
 
    I stepped toward the stairs as he went down them. “Oh, uh, Derek?”  
 
    He faced up at me from the bottom of the stairs. “Yes, my sweet?”  
 
    “Uh, Thank you for the lovely evening. It was truly special. I hope Bobbie’s was as good.”  
 
    “I bet he had the best night ever. I can feel it. Tell him I truly hope he did. Tell him we should go out together sometime, the three of us.”  
 
    “He’d like that, I think. I’ll tell him.” 
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    I was exhausted from filling in for my sister.. I had never had such a fantastic evening; I just flopped into bed and fell asleep. I never even took my clothes off.  
 
    In the morning I unplugged Candice’s phone and checked it. A message from Derek said, “Love you so much. Thanks for seeing me.” It had rose and heart emojis at the end.  
 
    I texted back, “Love you too! Thanks for the wonderful evening. Bobbie had a great evening too, as it turned out. Thanks. See you soon.”  
 
    The next text I had already received was from Rick. “I’ll take you to breakfast, if you’d like. Love to spend the day with you. I want to talk about my proposal.”  
 
    Shit. Here we go. Seems everyone is proposing marriage to Candice. No wonder she took off! I texted back. “Sounds good. Give me an hour and a half to get cleaned up?”  
 
    “Of course. I know you’re particular about your appearance, and it’s worth the wait. I’ll pick you up then.”  
 
    I checked my watch and noted the time. I shot down a glass of juice in the kitchen and a handful of vitamins, then did my routine. Except that day, I did Candice’s routine too.  
 
    I chose some very cute high-heel wedges, a nice flowered mini dress with a revealing V-neck and a flared skirt. Some suntan pantyhose with the crotch cut out, jewelry, makeup, perfume, hair gel, and I was ready.  
 
    I switched purses and made a cup of coffee to sip while I had a smoke on the patio. It was a beautiful sunny day, and the breeze flitted my dress about my thighs. I wasn’t nervous. I actually felt comfortable filling in for Candice this time. I loved the outfit I was wearing and how it felt to be Candice now. It seemed second nature to me and was more pleasant than being Bobbie.  
 
    I knew Rick a little better than Derek, and he was also a really nice guy. More like me than Derek—very cute. More delicate in his features and body size, with gorgeous curly blond hair and a sweet voice. If I were Candice, I’d be having a hard time choosing too.  
 
    The doorbell rang, and I opened the door. “Hi, sweetie!” Rick’s honeyed voice sang out as he kissed me lightly on the lips. His cologne was sweet and almost floral. “You look so springy today. I’m ashamed I was so lazy and just threw on some jeans and this shirt. Is that okay?”  
 
    “You look fine, Rick. Handsome as ever.”  
 
    “You’re sweet. Ready to eat sweets, my sweet? They have French toast to die for.” He held his hand out.  
 
    “Let me grab my purse.” I took it off the counter and slung it over my shoulder. How odd to realize that I even liked using purses! He took my hand and we left.  
 
    I slid into his car as he held the door for me. The cool leather pressed against my legs, and the car smelled clean and fresh. I felt these guys Candice dated were a special group. Always neat and clean and polite. She was lucky to have them.  
 
    Rick climbed in and drove off. He reached for my hand and held it. “So when are you going to marry me? What can I do better?”  
 
    “Oh, Rick, don’t be silly. I’m just not ready to commit, that’s all.” I wondered if Candice had the same routine with him in the car that she had with Derek. I glanced at his crotch. No sign of readiness. This should be less tiring and less crazy at least.  
 
    “I know you have it good with all your boyfriends. I guess I’m lucky to have you the way we are. Promise me you won’t commit to someone else without letting me know, though, okay? I want to have a fighting chance to be the one.”  
 
    “I may never commit. I like things just like they are right now.”  
 
    “How’s Bobbie? He’s the luckiest one, getting to live with you.”  
 
    “He’s my brother.”  
 
    “Yeah, lucky him. How’s he doing? Any girlfriends?”  
 
    “Actually, he went out with a new person last night. He had a great time, and today he’s spending time with another really nice person.”  
 
    Rick cast a glance and grinned. “Good. I hope he has a great day. If I had anything to do with it, I’d be sure he did. He deserves it.”  
 
    “Thanks. I’ll tell him you said that.”  
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    We had a fabulous breakfast. So fabulous that my pantyhose felt tight around my waist when we were done. Then Rick took us to the park, where we walked hand in hand and talked. He took us to lunch by the river, the breeze fluttering my dress delightfully over my crossed legs. He made me laugh, telling jokes. I had to feign remembering when he had done things in the past.  
 
    We spent the afternoon shopping at the mall. He bought me a new dress and then took me to the movies. We snuggled like teenagers, his hands massaging my thighs and trying to slip between them from time to time. When I didn’t let him in after repeated attempts, he asked, “Are you okay?”  
 
    “Uh, yeah, why?”  
 
    “Well, usually you like to... you know.”  
 
    “I have my period.”  
 
    “Uh, not that. I mean, normally when we come to the theater, in the dark, you snuggle against me and...”  
 
    I had no idea what he was talking about and had to figure it out soon. “Oh, yeah. I was trying something new.”  
 
    “Something new?”  
 
    “Yeah, you know. Make it more interesting.” I thought to myself, “What the hell am I supposed to do? Come on, Rick, blurt it out.”  
 
    “Something new? I’m game. Like what?”  
 
    “Uh, I want you to ask for it. I want you to tell me what you want. As if you paid for me to be here and do it.”  
 
    “Oh... A little role-play. Cool. Okay, so you still want to do what you always love to do when we come to the movies then. I just have to ask as if you’re a hooker. Cool.” He laughed. “Okay, snuggle up against me so no one can see, then unzip me, put a rubber on me, and jerk me off. Then swallow what I gave you.”  
 
    Rubber? She jerks him off in a rubber? I didn’t have any rubbers. I dug in my purse then said, “Sorry, no rubbers today.”  
 
    “Ah, okay then, jerk me off and uh...” He looked around the nearly empty theater and licked his lips. "Use your mouth then, and don’t waste any or make a mess.”  
 
    I looked around the theater and snuggled close to him, putting my head on his shoulder. I unzipped his pants and snaked my hand into them, then slid his satiny underwear aside and took out his whole package. He was hard already but not very large. I took it between my thumb and forefinger and began stroking him while watching the movie. It was so velvety and firm and cutely pretty in the dim light.  
 
    “That’s it, lady, just like that, just your thumb and forefinger. Don’t scratch me with those long nails. Oh, yeah.”  
 
    I did that for a while, then flicked my thumb over the oozing tip, making him twitch. I looked around the theater and bent down to suck him.  
 
    “Very nice, lady,” he said. “Get ready.”  
 
    I bobbed my head and tugged his balls as he shot loads as big as Derek’s into my mouth. This time I saved up as much as I could, and when he was done, I kissed him deeply, shoving it into his mouth. We kissed while he tucked himself away.  
 
    We broke the kiss. He smiled. “Ah, you know what I like, Candice, don’t you? That was awesome. Thank you.”  
 
    I laughed. “Glad you enjoyed that. I did too.” And I did enjoy it. This time, though, I was able to hold back on my own release and save from soaking my thin cotton dress.  
 
    We watched the movie, and he drove me home. I invited him inside and asked, “So, do you have plans for tonight? Want some wine?”  
 
    “Sure.” I poured him a glass and one for myself. We sat at the counter and sipped while he gazed into my eyes. “I think I’d like to take us to dinner somewhere nice. Somewhere we can dress up. I’m in the mood to dress up after seeing you looking so nice today.”  
 
    “Thank you. Well, that would be nice. I can wear your favorite dress.”  
 
    “What!? How dare you? I bought you a new dress today.” He laughed.  
 
    “Oh, I forgot, sorry. Okay, I’ll wear that one. Do you want to go home and change and come back?”  
 
    “Go home and change? No, silly. My favorite dress is here, remember? You keep it here for me,” Rick said. 
 
    My mouth dropped open. He was more like me than I thought. Candice entertained that idea? Wow.  
 
    “What’s wrong?”  
 
    I put my hand over my mouth. “I just forgot, and I don’t know why.”  
 
    “You’ve been so busy, that’s all. Let’s shower together like we always do and change.” 
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    “Uh, I really don’t need a shower.  I don’t want to start from scratch again with my hair and makeup.”  
 
    “True. You do usually have to, after kneeling in the shower. Okay, I’ll go shower.” He stood and wrapped his arms around me, leaning back and gazing into my eyes. “I love you so much. I’ll make dinner reservations, and then we can go clubbing and dancing, and then if I’m lucky, I can make love to you, or you can make love to me.”  
 
    “Yeah, uh, I do have my period, though.”  
 
    “Oh yeah, your period, right. So you’re making love to me then? Awesome. I love when you push my high heels back by my ears and ram me.”  
 
    Now I was confused. How was Candice supposed to do that? Did she have a strap-on somewhere?  
 
    I kissed his lips and wrapped my arms around his neck. “Can we just do the dinner and dancing? Bobbie will be here in the morning when I wake up, and I don’t want to be all tired out for our day together." 
 
    “Sure. Whatever you feel like, Candice. I wish to please. I’ll make reservations and get ready.”  
 
    “Thanks. I’ll put on the new dress you bought me.”  
 
    Rick took his phone out, and I went into the bedroom. The more I found out about my sister, the wilder she seemed. I wondered where she would keep that strap-on, since I’d never seen it in her drawers or closet. Maybe she took it with her.  
 
    While Rick was in the shower, I stripped and slid into silky black Italian stockings and a black lace garter belt with a matching bra and five-inch strappy black stilettos. A pair of matching crotchless panties finished it off, framing my proud pole standing up through the lace. I slid into the black lace V-neck, flared-hem mini dress Rick had just bought me. It was gorgeous.  
 
    When he was done in the bathroom, he walked naked past me to the closet. His makeup was done, his hair washed and fluffed out with a sweep of curls across his forehead, held by a gold, flowered clip. Long fingernails were painted gold, and gold toenails flashed. He held his favorite dress in front of him and said, “I so love this dress. Thanks you so much for buying it for me, honey.”  
 
    “No problem. It looks wonderful on you.”  
 
    I switched jewelry standing at the dresser while Rick slid his silky gold panties on and his lace-top suntan stay-ups. He wrapped a matching bra around him and found gel breast forms on the top shelf of the closet. When he was made up and dressed, which it seemed he was expert at doing and did regularly, and donned his jewelry and put his heels on, he was no longer recognizable as a man at all. She was gorgeous and nothing like before.  
 
    She looked into the mirror and inspected herself, then said, “Am I okay?”  
 
    Her voice matched, as well. “Perfect!”  
 
    I grabbed a bottle of perfume from the dresser. She came over and took it from me. “No, use this one.” She sprayed it over and under on her and handed it to me. It was the pheromone one again.  
 
    I used it, sending chills through me as it wafted into my brain.  
 
    I said, “Rick—” but he cut me off.  
 
    “Tut tut, you’ve done that in public before. I’m Rose.”  
 
    “Right, Rose. Sorry.” I laughed.  
 
    He wrapped his arms around me. “I love you so much. I’m always thankful we met and you helped me be who I am inside. I feel so good this way, and especially when I’m with you.”  
 
    “I love you too, Rose. Your name is just like you, a beautiful thing to behold.”  
 
    “Thanks to you for recognizing it inside me. If it weren’t for you, I don’t know where I’d be.”  
 
    Wow. Candice actually helped feminize him; she didn’t just put up with it—she encouraged it. More new news.  
 
    “I’m glad I could help.”  
 
    Rose drove us to dinner. I had so many questions, but since I was filling in for Candice, I was already supposed to know the answers. Playing this lie was getting to me, regardless of how good it felt and the great time I was having. I didn’t know if I could last much longer.  
 
    Dinner was fabulous. The drinks and food were as sensual and intriguing as being Candice was. Especially being with Rose and knowing I wasn’t alone in enjoying this respite from the masculine and the delightful indulgence in the feminine. It made me feel not so out of place.  
 
    We entered the club, the music pounding like sex, arm in arm. We worked our way through the crowd and found two bar seats at the end, in the back. We hung our purses on the purse hooks in front of the seats and turned to face each other, our legs deliciously slipping against one another until they rested sensually together. We ordered martinis, and I knew I had to do something, regardless of the ramifications. The way these guys loved Candice, her relationship would be fine.  
 
    “To us gurls. May we always be together,” Rose toasted, holding her martini glass daintily by the stem, her nails flashing in the light.”  
 
    “To us girls.” I touched the edge of my glass to hers and sipped. “Mmm.”  
 
    I put the drink on the bar. I placed my hand on Rose’s thigh and leaned toward her, looking into her pretty, made-up eyes. “Rose, I have a confession to make.”  
 
    “Oh my, what could you possibly confess, sister?”  
 
    “I’m not Candice. I’m Bobbie.” Strangely, Rose didn’t seem the least bit fazed by that statement. Her eyes scanned the bar, avoiding mine.  
 
    She looked at me and held my hand. “I could probably confess a lot of things to you too.”  
 
    “No, really, Candice just wanted a break from everyone asking her to marry her, and she left me to fill in for her.”  
 
    “I know.”  
 
    “You know?” 
 
    Her soft hand caressed my silky thigh, building my arousal. Her eyes locked on mine; her stockinged leg slid deliciously against mine. She licked her painted lips and said, “I know, princess. Derek knows, and neither of us is asking her to get married.”  
 
    “What? No. It can’t be. Why? She went away for the week.”  
 
    “No, she’s at Derek’s house.”  
 
    I was confused. Why would she set me up like this? “So she set me up? And you and Derek were part of the set-up? Did she always do that to you in the movies?”  
 
    She laughed. “No, and before you ask, she doesn’t do that to Derek in the car every time they got into it either. I mean, we have both had plenty of great sex with her, but she wanted us to motivate you to do it yourself. To explore what you had inside you. She knew that if you were filling in for her, and we were both interested in marrying her, well, with your love for her, you’d do whatever it took. You’d keep filling in for her so her relationships would be okay when she returned.” She sipped her martini and studied me, one hand resting on my thigh.  
 
    I hung my head. I was set up by the woman I most loved, the one who was like a sister to me, the one I’d have loved to have as my girlfriend. The one I’d love to be with forever. 
 
    Rose put her drink down and rubbed my shoulder, her other hand squeezing my leg.  
 
    “It’s okay, honey. She did this because she loves you.”  
 
    I looked up at her. “I thought she loved me, but this just seems like manipulation.”  
 
    “It’s not. You and Candice are both masters students in psychology, right?”  
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “And you have a master’s thesis to write, correct?”  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “She’s writing hers about you. What would a femboy do when given the opportunity and the motivation to fully feminize? Her theory was right. At least for you.”  
 
    “So I’m a lab rat too?” I felt tears well up in my eyes, but I held them back so my mascara wouldn’t run. I drank down my martini and ordered another.  
 
    Rose jumped her stool closer to me and put an arm around my shoulder while she caressed my thigh. “Sweetie, you of all people, a master’s student in psychology, should understand the deeper reason she wanted to do this. She loves you very much. She wants to be with you forever.  
 
    “She does?”  
 
    “Yes, she does. You see, Candice is very much like us. Candice was once Michael.”  
 
    My eyes shot open. “No! She’s perfect... her breasts...”  
 
    “Implants.”  
 
    I sipped my drink. She’d set us up as brother and sister because she was afraid of what I’d do if I found out what she was. “So she was afraid to reveal it to me?”  
 
    “Yes, afraid you’d reject her. She thought if she tried to talk you into becoming like her, at least part-time, and being feminized like you are now so you could understand her better, you’d go against it because of your paradigms. Still, she knew how much you’d love being a girl.  She wanted to find a way to drive you to try it, thinking that when you did enjoy it, ultimately, you’d accept her as well.”  
 
    I sipped my drink. I glided my hand on Rose’s thigh and looked into her eyes. She smiled and said, “See, little girl? It’s all good. Do you still love your sister?”  
 
    “Of course I do.”  
 
    She nodded and sipped her drink then held her arms out to me and said, “And do you like being feminized and presenting like a beautiful sexy woman and giving pleasure to persons with male parts in their pants or under their dress?” She winked.  
 
    I grinned and laughed, my face flushed. “Uh, oh yeah.”  
 
    “Would you have come this far this fast if Candice hadn’t set this up? Would you have feminized and overcome any male ego and paradigms? Would you have ministered favors as you did so quickly and so well?”  
 
    “No, for sure, I did it for Candice.”  
 
    “Of course. Not that it wasn’t fun, of course, but you did it for her. Kind of.” She laughed and nodded.  
 
    “I did do it for her.”  
 
    “Of course you did. That was what started it, as she knew you’d do. But you loved every bit of it too. You had fun doing it. You loved feminizing and becoming the object of your desire.”  
 
    “True too.” 
 
    “So, all is good, right?”  
 
    “Right.” 
 
    I nodded. “So now what?”  
 
    “Well, you set our timeline askew by making this confession, and me not being able to lie about it anymore once you did. You still haven’t had penetrative love made to you yet. The kind that connects two people so intimately like a man and a woman do.”  
 
    “No, I haven’t, and I have no intention of doing that. I was trying to avoid it with you and Derek.”  
 
    “Of course. But we all need to grow up and experience new things. Things that will finish your development and bring you great joy for years to come.”  
 
    I took my phone, or Candice’s phone, from my purse and held it. “I’m calling Derek’s, and I’m getting Candice.”  
 
    “No wait. Let’s finish your training. Please. It was for me to teach you. Just tonight, and then I’ll call, and we can have a celebration tomorrow night, the four of us. Candice will be so proud of you, and you two can commit to each other and bond yourselves together in a very special way.”  
 
    “You want to shove something in my bottom?”  
 
    “Must you say it so crudely? Candice said she taught you to clean out down there in the shower every day, right?”  
 
    “Yeah, I do.”  
 
    “Does it hurt?”  
 
    “Well no. It feels nice and clean.”  
 
    “See? And you never did that before Candice, and now you like it. Other things can feel nice there too.”  
 
    I shrugged. It might be okay. 
 
    She kissed my lips. Stroked my hair. “I want to make love to you. You see, Candice is much larger than me, more like you. I want you to at least see how good it can be before she stretches you out for the first time and maybe scares you off. She wants me to do it.”  
 
    I looked into her eyes. My heart raced; I throbbed under my dress. She felt for it and rubbed it. “Please? I’ll be gentle and go slow.”  
 
    I kissed her lips, gazed into her lovely eyes, I ran my hand over her blonde curls. “Why not? I can’t think of anyone nicer to take my virginity.” I wrapped my arms around her arm and kissed her soft cheek. “Thank you for taking care of me so well for Candice. I want to be ready for her tomorrow. Can we go home now, Rose?”  
 
    “Of course, princess.” 
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    As Rose drove, I couldn’t resist putting my head in her lap and lifting her dress to enjoy her. I savored her and brought her to the edge repeatedly while I thought about what lay ahead with a mixture of fear and excitement. What better way to learn about it than with Rose? People did it all the time and loved it. Why shouldn’t I? And to think I’d finally have more than a brother-and-sister relationship with Candice... Well, that was heavenly. I loved her even more for doing this to me.  
 
    At home, Rose and I had a couple of drinks on the couch, caressing and kissing and generally becoming aroused to the point of no return. There was no stopping us from going forward.  
 
    She stood and helped me stand up. Our heels clicked down the hall to Candice’s bedroom. Rose pulled the coverings back to the satin sheets and slid onto the bed. I slid in beside her, and she wrapped her leg over mine, slipping her firmly filled panties against my thigh while I slid my uncovered shaft against her silky stockings. We kissed deeply, her one hand in my hair, and the other gliding on my leg. I did the same to her as we danced a slow dance on the silky sheets, our bodies entwined in a writhing, sensual embrace.  
 
    I sniffed the perfume on her neck and kissed it over and over. She worked our legs apart and slid between mine, pushing me toward the headboard. I slid back, putting my head on the pillow and watching her as she opened the nightstand drawer and took out some lube. She slid my panties aside, and the cold wetness on her finger made my hole slick. She massaged her pole with lube, making it glisten in the dim light as she gazed lovingly at me.  
 
    My heart began to race in anticipation as she slid between my legs and lifted my legs back, my knees by my ears, my heels in the air. I helped her by holding the backs of my knees while she moved forward. She guided it and pressed it against me as she looked into my eyes. “I’ll go slow. Relax.” She pushed it against my hole and with her other hand grabbed my hard, oozing rod like the horn of a saddle and stroked it. 
 
    I relaxed and pushed my hips toward her. It entered, stretched me, then slid right in. “Oh yes, Rose. It does feel good.”  
 
    She smiled down at me, grasped the back of my knees and pushed my legs back. I grabbed her ass tightly and pulled her into me as we looked into each other’s eyes. She began thrusting slowly, gazing at me. My hands on her bottom made her go faster. “Faster, Rose, do it. I want it. Pound me. Pound me and finish in me. Fill me with your sweet juice.”  
 
    Rose began slamming into me over and over, making a slapping sound with her shaved balls against my butt. My shaft flailed in the air, drips flying off it. I squeezed both of my breasts with my hands as if they were real. 
 
    Rose’s face showed the intensity of her pleasure, the bed squeaking and her grunting in time with us. “Get ready, Bobbie, I can’t hold out, baby. You’re too hot.”  
 
    I nodded, my eyes wide, locking on hers. “Please, please, Rose. Do it.”  
 
    I looked down at my rod as it flew around in circles with each powerful thrust she gave me. I could see hers as it disappeared and reappeared. I looked into her eyes. “I’m coming, Rose.”  
 
    She grunted and slammed me into the bed repeatedly as her face contorted. I could feel her whole body tense as mine did. I shot strings of come all over my belly and dress as I lovingly and thrillingly received Rose’s passionate injection deep inside me. We seemed as one. When she was done, she collapsed on me, her hot breath coming in gasps in my ear. “I love you, Bobbie. I’m so happy for you and Candice.”  
 
    “I love you too, Rose. Thank you for teaching me how good it feels, having someone make love to me like that.” I pulled her hips, pressing her into me, and I held her there, savoring her penetration. “Mmm, I never knew I could feel so connected to someone. I love you so much, sweetie.” 
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    We slept in each other’s arms. When I woke, Rose was caressing my leg with one hand while she jerked herself with her dress. “You’re so lovely,” she murmured.  
 
    I smiled up at her. “Thanks. Come here, gorgeous.” I held my arms out. She slid down and we embraced, leg over leg, each of us humping the other’s silky, stockinged leg, still fully dressed from the night before. I sniffed the perfume in her hair and ran my fingers though the curls. I wrapped my fingers through it tightly, tugging on it and pulling her to me. I kissed her deeply, and our tongues danced as we both sped up our slipping and sliding until we both tensed, shuddered, and came on each other’s legs, gasping in each other’s mouths.  
 
    I fell off her. “Ungh, god, this is so good. I can’t wait to share all of this with Candice.”  
 
    “You two will be the couple of the century. Derek and I just hope you don’t forget about us.”  
 
    “I don’t see how we could. We’ll just be able to share so much more with each other now.”  
 
    “You bet.” She looked at the clock on the nightstand. “We should get up. We need to get ready for tonight. I texted Candice while you were sleeping so she’d know what stage we were at. She’s so excited that you loved what we did last night, that you felt how good being a girl can be. She wants tonight to be special for you. I have orders to make your day as special as possible, so you’ll be into this evening as much as possible too.”  
 
    I tilted my head and raised my eyebrows.  
 
    “You’ll see, little girl, you’ll see. Rose knows what to do.” She winked, then held her hand out to me “Now get up and let’s make some breakfast so we can get you prepared.”  
 
    “Yes, ma'am.” 
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    We ate a bracing breakfast, and after we were showered and dressed, Rose turned on a chick flick. We cuddled on the couch, her bringing me to the edge over and over and over again. I could tell the basics of her plan... make me as horny as possible all day.  
 
    Not that it wasn’t pleasant, but there’s a time when it becomes difficult to take. There’s a point you’d like to just have that release and relax for a while, but Rose would have nothing to do with that.  
 
    After the romantic flick, we ate lunch, and Rose gave me a bath in jasmine-scented bubble bath with coconut oil in it. She shaved my body smooth and scrubbed it with a loofa, making my skin extra smooth and silky. She scrubbed the calluses off my feet and hands, paying particular attention to my fingertips and palms so they would have the most tactile sensitivity possible. She shampooed my hair, massaging my scalp with her long nails, then conditioned it.  
 
    As if the bathing and attention to my body weren’t enough stimulation to arouse me intensely, she did all of this with her attentive ministrations to keep me right on the edge for the duration. She was nothing if not dedicated to her objectives for the day.  
 
    When she helped me from the tub, she dried me off with a soft towel and then applied a floral-scented lotion all over my skin, Yes, all over, massaging it in thoroughly and caressing every inch of me as she went. She didn’t miss a spot. The scent was fabulous, and the result was skin that was smooth and slick, yet dry to the touch, and so sensitive—it rather tingled on its own, as if all my skin were one big sexual organ.  
 
    Standing before the mirror, I watched her trim my hair, then add highlights and layer it. She moussed it and styled it into a radically feminine-looking, shaved-side haircut that no man would be caught dead wearing. She did my makeup for me as I sat before the mirror, watching her transform me into something exotic and gorgeous with eyeliner, false eyelashes, eyeshadow, contouring, and finally, painted  Cupid’s-bow lips covered in gloss.  
 
    Of course, all this time, she continued to take breaks and minister to me to keep me on the edge, even though between my legs, I could no longer seem to deflate the poor thing. It stayed rigid, lifting and dropping repeatedly of its own accord.  
 
    Upon completion, Rose made me some tea to sip on the patio in my heels and a satin robe, while she showered and prepared for the evening, doing her hair and makeup.  
 
    When she came out in her pink satin robe and heels, she took a cushion from a chair and knelt on it, then immediately went about sucking me and bringing me to the edge again. She looked up at me and said, “Okay, princess, it’s time to dress. Just the underthings for now. Your dress for tonight is at Derek’s house, where we’ll meet Candice.”  
 
    “At Derek’s?”  
 
    “Yes, dear. Candice has two identical dresses for you two that she has stored at Derek’s. Very special dresses for a very special event. You’ll love it. You two will look like twins tonight.”  
 
    “Why are we going to Derek’s?”  
 
    “Derek and I are having you over for dinner and drinks. Since his house is such a nice place, Candice agreed to let us host you two. She let us set things up for you and share in your event.”  
 
    “What’s the event?”  
 
    “You’ll see. Come now, I’ll help you dress.” Rose took me by the hand, and we walked inside to Candice’s bedroom. She had already laid things out on the bed. I sat and she knelt before me, smiling up at me. First she brought me to the edge again, and then she slid gossamer-thin, lace-top stockings up my legs, caressing me through the silky fabric that was slipping up my oh-so-silky legs. She attached the stockings to a white lace garter belt about my waist. She slid on a pair of strappy, white, ultra-high-heeled shoes. My pink toenails flashed under the sheer white stockings as they peeked out from the straps. 
 
    Next she slid up matching white lace crotchless panties. These panties had large white roses sewn all around the top edges, framing my rod and globes. She wrapped a white lace bra about my chest, and I slid my arms into the straps. She loaded my gel breast forms into the cups and adjusted my cleavage. She knelt again and took me in her mouth, looking up at me.  
 
    “Oh god, Rose, you have to stop that. It’s killing me.”  
 
    She slurped off of it. “Okay, baby, we’ll give it a break for a while.”  
 
    She went to the dresser and brought back soft white satin ribbons and scissors and a small bag of things. She removed a stretchy sewn object that was shaped with a sheath and a pouch at the bottom. It was sheer white fabric, similar to my stockings. She put my globes into the elastic pouch and then slid my throbbing rod into the stretchy, silky sheath. “Gosh, Rose, aren’t we getting rather elaborate with the decorations?” I asked. 
 
    “We aren’t done yet, princess. You’ll be looking more feminine than any woman ever could, even with that gorgeous big thing sticking out of it all.”  
 
    She cut a length of ribbon and wrapped it over my rod and under my globes and tied a bow on top. Then another piece around my globes and another bow. Last, in the notch under the head of my shaft, she tied a soft satin ribbon with tiny bells. When I throbbed, the bells jingled daintily. “Oh my god, Rose. It’s so cute now.”  
 
    “Exactly. Very cute and sexy and feminine, like you, princess.”  
 
    She stood and found a simple white cotton dress in the closet and had me slip it on. “This will do for now, for the ride there. You can wear a raincoat, too, to be sure to cover it all up if you’d like. I’m going to wear one.”  
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    “Now go relax and have a martini while I get dressed. It won’t take me long.” She kissed my lips lightly. “This is going to be so exciting, having you two lovebirds together for the first time like this.”  
 
    “I’m very excited. So excited I need to pee and can’t. I have to relax a little.”  
 
    “Go, go, little girl, and relax.”  
 
    I mixed an ice-cold martini and took it and a smoke onto the patio. The nicotine and alcohol combined to bring about a semi relaxed state. My body still tingled sensually, but I was able to simply enjoy the feminine sensations I was immersed in. In a few minutes, Rose came out.  
 
    She was dressed in a short, black, V-neck halter-top mini dress, her delicate shoulders exposed, her curly blonde hair fluffed with a black flower in it. Wonderful creamy cleavage and fetishy heels and black stockings with the tops just showing as she stood before me. She was hot.  
 
    “Ready, princess?”  
 
    “Just let me pee and we can go.” I finished my drink and went inside. After I finished, I put on a raincoat, as did Rose, and we left.  
 
    Derek greeted us at the door. He leaned down and kissed my cheek and then kissed Rose on the lips. “Ladies, please come in.”  
 
    “Where’s Candice? I thought Candice was here.”  
 
    “Calm down. Bobbie, she’s here. She’s getting ready in my room right now.”  
 
    Rose tugged me inside. “C’mon, Bobbie. You need to put your dress on before you see her. It’s in my room.”  
 
    She tugged me by the hand, and we clattered down the hall in our heels. She giggled with excitement. In her room, she went to the closet and brought a dress out from a garment bag and put it on the bed. It was white and full of lace and layers of crinoline. She unzipped it and held if for me to step into by the full-length mirror. “C’mon, Bobbie.”  
 
    I balanced on her shoulder and stepped into the dress. She slid it up my legs and put my arms though the straps. She zipped the back, then adjusted my cleavage. “Where’s the rest of the dress?” I asked. 
 
    “This is it.”  
 
    “But the front and the back are arched up.”  
 
    “Right. Now we can see your cute butt and cute feminized male parts.” She stood back and admired me. “Very nice. She walked around me. “Perfect access in front and back, and such a cute little butt.” She slapped it and giggled.  
 
    I looked in the mirror, turning and viewing myself. “Isn’t this a bit much? Or rather, a bit little?” I throbbed in the air as I admired my exotic look. I was obviously a rather well-endowed male, but somehow, not at all. I was a feminine, sexy, woman with something more. The more I looked at myself, the more I knew it fully represented what I was—sensual, feminine, powerful, exciting, and... aroused as hell.  
 
    I adjusted my cleavage. “Wow, this is something else. I never would have dreamed of being such a lovely, exciting creature as this.”  
 
    “See?” She kissed my cheek. “Ready to meet your mate?”  
 
    “Am I ever!”  
 
    “Oh, almost forgot.” She dug in her purse. She handed me a pill. Go into the bathroom and take this with some water. Just for good measure. We’re all taking them.” She handed me one and took one for herself and led me into the bathroom.  
 
    We took our pills—as if I needed it, but I was sure it would intensify what was already happening, since it had worked so well before.  
 
    We went into the parlor where Derek was mixing drinks at the bar. The floor-to-ceiling windows looking out onto the patio and the gardens in back let in the setting sun. “It’s gorgeous, Derek,” I said as I walked in mincing steps, my rod flailing before me, my breasts jiggling on my chest.  
 
    “Like you, Bobbie. Stunning!” He handed me a drink. “So exotic and inviting. Candice will be so proud of you.”  
 
    “I hope so.” 
 
    He put his arm around Rose’s shoulder. “And you, my dear, wow!”  
 
    “Thanks, honey.”  
 
    We stood at the bar and sipped and talked. The pill was sending sensations through my oh-so-sensitive body, my skin tingling, my throbbing, flower-framed rod ringing its bells lightly. Soon, Candice entered the room.  
 
    She wore ultra-high-heel, thigh-high leather boots over black lace-top thigh-high stockings. A mini skirt made of multi-layered strips of sheer black fabric parted around her rigid shaft and globes, exposing them. Their bejeweled leather straps held them up and tight. Her top was a tight black leather vest with cutouts where her bare breasts sat on shelves, slip nooses on each nipple, holding them firm. They were attached to a silver chain that wrapped around her neck and crossed her chest to each nipple.  
 
    Her makeup was dark and dramatic, her hair slicked tight to her head, and multiple long, dangling silver earrings hung from her ears. Her white teeth, framed by ruby-red lips, flashed a huge smile. She walked in mincing steps to me, her boots clicking on the tiles, and stood before me.  
 
    She raised a long, black-painted nail to gingerly brush a strand of hair from my forehead. She leaned in and kissed me lightly on my lips as she wrapped her fingers around my sheathed shaft. “Mmm, you look lovely, my bride. I’ve been looking forward to this day since we met.”  
 
    “Oh god, Candice, this is my dream come true. I never thought we’d be more than brother and sister, but I always dreamed of more.” I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her deeply on the lips. She wrapped a hand around both our shafts, squeezing them together and stroking them while we kissed, her breasts pressing on mine.  
 
    My heart raced, and I pulled from her kiss. “I love you so much. Thank you for setting me up like you did to get us here. I never would have realized how good this could be.”  
 
    “You’re welcome, my love. I just wanted to make sure you didn’t reject me when you found what kind of creature I was.”  
 
    “You’re the best kind.”  
 
    She stood back and looked me up and down. “I knew you’d be perfect and would love this.” She looked around at Derek and Rose. “Thank you two, as well.”  
 
    They nodded and smiled, raising their glasses. “Hey, I need a drink,” she called and took my hand. She put a boot on the bar rail, and Derek made her a drink. We chatted and Rose and Derek told stories about my escapades with them while Candice watched my reactions and laughed when I did.  
 
    She ran a hand lightly over my hair. “So glad you don’t feel manipulated. I just wanted to get the tough stuff out of the way quickly, and given your love for me, I knew you would. Even if you could only have me as a sister.”  
 
    “You know me well, sis.”  
 
    “You can call me wife.... wife.” She laughed. “If you want to commit like that.”  
 
    I kissed her. “Of course I do.”  
 
    The others clapped and toasted.  
 
    Derek said, “We do have a nice dinner prepared, and Rose and I would like to show our hospitality to you. You’re both welcome to live with us if you choose to, as well. Keep that in mind. Now come, let’s eat.”  
 
    We had a fabulous dinner. I loved sitting next to my wife-to-be and being able to touch her in ways I never dreamed of, and she did the same to me. Discovering we were even more like twins than I had ever imagined before made me realize how very much alike we were now. I would have a twin sister as my wife.  
 
    I looked over at her as we all chatted and had our espressos, Rose and Derek holding hands on the table. I could tell they were very much in love. I looked at Candice’s beautiful, exposed breasts as they jiggled when she laughed, the chain swinging as she moved.  
 
    She looked at me. “Like these puppies, Bobbie? I didn’t always have them, you know. We can get you a pair and some more meat for your hips and butt if you want—like mine.” She kissed my lips and smiled.  
 
    “Uh, wow. I think I would, but that’s a big commitment. I looked to Rose. “Rose? Why haven’t you gotten implants?”  
 
    “I don’t know. I’d love them, but then sometimes I just want to present as a guy, even though I always seem to come back to home with being Rose.”  
 
    “How do you feel, Bobbie?” Candice asked me. “Part-time or full-time? Do whichever you like better. I love both or none at all, so don’t think you have to do it for me.”  
 
    I looked to the ceiling. “Hmm, I do love the new me. Maybe I should just try living this way for a while and then live the other way again for a while and see which is better—if one is better.”  
 
    “Good idea. Either way, I’ll support your decision.” She pecked my lips.  
 
    Derek stood, “Now it’s time to gather together and celebrate our new couple. Follow me.”  
 
    I think we all had pretty good buzzes at that point, and there wasn’t a single one of us who wasn’t aroused. The pills were doing their job very well, as well as our loves being with us.  
 
    We climbed the stairs behind Derek to the master suite. It was huge, with a giant king-sized bed covered in black satin sheets. Candice stood on one side and Derek on the other, and Candice patted the bed. “On the bed, wife. It’s time to consummate this marriage.” She grinned, standing in her rather dominant looking outfit.  
 
    I hopped onto the bed, and Rose did as well. We slid ourselves to the head and lay beside each other. She wrapped a silky leg over me, sliding herself against me, and kissed me deeply. She leaned on an elbow and said, “Mmm, happy wedding night, princess.”  
 
    “Thank you.”  
 
    She slid over a bit. Derek had taken off all his clothes by then and was looking like an Adonis, his massive pole leading the way as he climbed over the bed to Rose. They embraced and fell into each other.  
 
    Candice slid onto the sheets and wrapped herself around me, her cold leather boots sliding on my silky white stocking-clad thighs. She kissed me deeply, squeezing my cheeks with one hand and tugging my hair with the other. She broke the kiss, and her nose touched mine as she said, “I love you so much, Bobbie. Be with me forever! Will you marry me?”  
 
    “Yes, oh god yes, Candice.”  
 
    She reached for the nightstand and rose to her knees. She looked me in the eyes as she took lube and made her shaft glisten with it. “I won’t hurt you, baby. I’ll go slow.”  
 
    “I want it. I want you inside me so I can feel your passion.” I held my arms out. She slid between my legs, pushing my knees back, and she guided herself toward me. My bells rang as I throbbed in the air while she pressed it against me. She looked in my eyes and pushed. I pressed my hips against her. It stretched. She pushed and released, each time pushing a little harder and spreading me a little wider, our eyes locked on one another.  
 
    After some time, she was able to give it one more push, and it slid past the gateway. I gasped, “Oh god, Candice, yes. Push.”  
 
    She slid it bit by bit, deeper and deeper, while she stroked my bell-ringing rod. “Oh god you feel so good, Bobbie. So tight and hot.”  
 
    When she bottomed it out, she grasped my legs by the back of my knees and pressed them tightly to the bed. I reached up and squeezed her breasts, looking into her eyes while she began to thrust. I put one hand on her bottom and told her, “Faster, harder—split me in two.”  
 
    She began pounding into me. My rod oozed drop after drop as the bells rang from the violence she was delivering into me. My whole body tingled and felt like a sexual organ on the edge of release.  
 
    I looked over to see Derek deeply impaling Rose, her eyes closed and her hands squeezing his hard ass, urging him on. Rose’s feet in her heels flailed in the air above her with each thrust, her toes pointed from the intense sensations. They came together in a flurry of bed-shaking and grunting from Derek and whimpering from Rose. It was beautiful to see and made me readier than ever. 
 
    Holding back my release, I looked into Candice’s eyes and knew this was it for her as well. “Oh, Bobbie, wife of mine, this is it, princess. I’m going to flood that sissy ass of yours, wife.”  
 
    She shoved it deep and hard, and her body tensed. She grabbed my pole and squeezed it in its sheath, stroking it and ringing the bells. “Oh god, Bobbie.”  
 
    She shoved it deep and held it there while her body shuddered, and I shot loads of white strings through her hand and my sheath and onto her black leather vest and breasts.  
 
    I tugged her to me by the hips and wriggled my bottom on her impaling pole. I gasped, trying to catch my breath, my eyes wide, looking at hers. I whimpered, “Oh Candice, I love you so much.” Tears welled up in my eyes.  
 
    She collapsed on top of me, breathing heavily. I peppered her face and neck with kisses. I whispered to her, “Thanks for doing this for me.”  
 
    She lifted her head, smiling and gazing in my eyes. “Oh no, thank you, brother, for filling in for me while I was gone. I don’t know where my relationships would have ended up without you.” She laughed. 
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