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“Jamie, your next client is here,” the receptionist called from the front of the salon.

“Thanks, Candy,” I called back then slugged down the rest of my jasmine tea and went to greet the customer.

“Hi, good to see you, Rob.” I slung my hand out to shake Rob’s.

“Hi, Jamie. How’s things? Sorry I didn’t have an appointment. Glad you could slip me in.”

“Anything for you, Rob.”

He sat in the chair. “Thanks.” He looked in the mirror. “Just a trim, really. Have a date tonight.”

“Lucky you! I never have dates.”

“Really? You’re a good-looking guy. I’d think you’d be beating the guys off with a stick.”

“Rob, bite your tongue. I’m not gay.”

“Really? Sorry. Didn’t mean to upset you.”

I just trimmed away. “You didn’t upset me. I know I look like I might be, and I own a salon and all. It’s a natural assumption. Not that anything’s wrong with being gay, I mean—”

Rob jumped in, “Of course not. I’d still be friends with you, or anyone for that matter. I just—”

“Oh stop. Don’t be so nervous.” I combed Rob’s hair and looked into the mirror with him. A good-looking guy. “Good?”

“Great. Thanks.” Rob stood and took out his wallet.

“No, this one’s on the house. It was just a trim.”

“Please.”

“No.” I yelled to the front. “Candy, Rob is all paid up.”

“Okay, Jamie,” she called back.

Rob put his wallet away. “Thanks, buddy.” He slapped my arm.

“No problem, buddy.” I slapped Rob’s arm gently. Business has been good. Have a great day and good luck on your date.”

“Thanks.”

I sat in my cutting chair and stared into the mirror. One of my chair renters, a good friend, came over and stood next to me. She was gorgeous, somewhat goth, sexy in her high heels and short, black-lace miniskirt and black v-neck crocheted top. One side of her head was shaved, the other with hot-ironed auburn hair. Earrings in the top of her ear and three sets dangling. She looked at me staring at her in the mirror while she rubbed my shoulders.

I couldn’t help but take her image in, smelling her lovely perfume, feeling her feminine power as she massaged my shoulders.

She kissed my cheek. “I heard the conversation and know why you’re looking like that. Why don’t you listen to me? You’ll be much happier. If you don’t want to crossdress, you don’t have to. I can make it so you can be feminine and sexy and not crossdress. You can try it that way.”

I raised a trimmed eyebrow. My mascara-lengthened lashes fluttered nervously. “Huh?”

“Yes.”

“Impossible.”

“I’m a witch, remember? Nothing is impossible.”

“But, I’m not into guys, really. Then what would I do?”

“Be a lesbian? What difference does it make? You’re too out of sorts the way you are. You need to make the outside reflect what’s inside. If you want to keep the fun part of your manhood, I can do that too.”

“But then I’d be a freak again. A guy in a skirt.”

“That’s not a freak, but you have to decide. Whatever you decide, we can do for a while, and you can see how it is.”

I stared into the mirror. I took a deep breath and ran a hand through my hair. Tilted my head. Held my hands out and looked at them.

“I’ll do your nails after. Please? You can try it for a week. I can set a time, and if your intention is to return to what you are, then poof! Nothing has changed. Let me help you be who you are inside.”

She massaged my shoulders. I smelled her sweet perfume and watched her long nails in the mirror as her hand glided across my shoulders.

She leaned down and whispered in my ear with her hot, sweet breath, “You can have breasts any size and shape you want. Your hips and your skin will be softer, and you’ll be softer and more femininely shaped. You can borrow my clothes and stay with me.”

My heart raced in my chest. Could she really do this? She was a witch. Why would she lie to me?

I looked up into her eyes. My palms were sweating. I took her hands in mine. I whispered, “Really? My god, Courtney. How do we do this? I want to, but...” 
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“Okay, let’s have some sake and our Chinese, and then we can put together the elixir. You need some alcohol to relax so you can form your intention.” I placed the bags of takeout on the antique dining room table. The house smelled exotic with incense and spice.

Courtney pulled open the red velvet drapes, letting the dying light of the day filter in. She flipped the wall switch and turned on the chandelier. Opening the sideboard, she took out some ornate miniature brass goblets and placed them in front of our seats.

We sat and took our food out. She tossed me chopsticks from the bag then poured some sake and raised the glass. “To the new you. May everything go the way your heart desires so you can be who you are.” She clinked my glass.

I tossed it down and poured some more, then refilled hers and started to eat. “So, do you cast a spell or something?”

“No, you’re the one who will make this work or not.”

“I don’t know how to do this.” I slugged another sake.

“You don’t need to. We build the elixir based on what you want the result to be and how long you want to be that way. You know, what parts to have and such. Then you imagine your new self in your mind’s eye. When you have the picture perfectly clear, and if your intention is pure and true to what is inside you, poof.”

“Poof?”

“Poof.”

“That easy?”

“Yup.” She tossed down another sake.

I drank down mine and refilled it. “Then how do I turn back after?”

“Based on the amount I put in for the timing ingredient, the number of days is set. When you reach the end of those days, whatever your mindset is about how the transformation went determines whether you return to your old self or stay as you are for the rest of your life.”

“The rest of my life… so I only get one chance.”

“Yup. One chance.”

“Can we do it for one day?”

“I’d advise against that.”

“How about two? We could do it for our days off tomorrow and Monday.”

“Not enough. I’m afraid if you’re freaked out by it, you won’t get to experience all the things you should to make a good decision.”

I poured the last of the sake into the glass. “I think I may need something stronger.”

Courtney observed me while she chewed, chop sticks poised in her long, black-painted nails. Her emerald-green made-up eyes glistened. She stood and went to the antique sideboard and took out a bottle of vodka. “Okay, but go slow. I don’t want you to be drunk. If you get drunk, you might not form a good image of your new self, and then you’ll be disappointed. You have to really make it clear.”

“I thought the elixir defined what I have and don’t have.”

“Yes and no. I put in a component for each part of you to change. Voice, breasts, hips, penis if you want one, which is a clitoris if you don’t, lips, nose, eyes, ears, hands, feet, height, etc. It’s your image, though, that the result will follow.”

“That’s a lot of responsibility. I don’t know if I want to do this. I could really screw it up.” She poured the vodka and motioned to it. “Drink. I’ll pay attention to your inebriation level.”

She sat down, turned to the side in her chair and crossed a black stockinged knee over the other. I couldn’t help seeing her luscious thigh beneath the miniskirt. She ran her hand down and back on her thigh, caressing her leg. I imagined being her and how it must feel. I looked back in her eyes as I ate some more. “I’m feeling the alcohol now. My heart has stopped racing.”

“Good.” She poured another. “So, do you want breasts?”

I sipped it and continued eating. “Of course. If I’m going to look like a woman, I want breasts.” I looked at hers in the V-neck top. Her creamy cleavage invited my eyes.

She ran her hands seductively against the sides of her breasts and lifted them. “Like these? You can be smaller or bigger if you want.”

Wow. Having breasts. How would I keep from playing with them all day?

She squeezed hers, looking at me. “They should be firm even if they are larger. No more than a 34DD, though. Mine are a 34C.” She placed my hand on one. “Squeeze it.”

I did. It felt wonderful. I had never felt one before.

That’s a 34C. A C-cup is three inches of flesh more than the band size of 34 around your chest. A DD would be two inches more than that or five inches from the chest wall. A D is four inches off the wall. Can you picture that?” She took her phone out and googled it.

I stared at hers. Hers were gorgeous. I made a space between my thumb and forefinger of about two inches and shrunk it to an inch.

She leaned over and showed me a pic. “See, this bra is what a 34DD would fit in, and this is what it would look like. That one is a 34D. They’ll jiggle more when you walk and tug on your chest the bigger they get. Mine don’t jiggle that much. You could have tiny breasts, too, if you’d rather. How do mine look?” She squeezed them and lifted them.

“Damn nice.” I could imagine having bigger ones than hers, though. I got excited thinking about having ones like the pic she showed me.

“Okay then. Breasts like mine.”

“Uh—”

“Okay. Good girl. Let’s move on.”

I laughed and felt myself blush.

She patted my shoulder. I sipped my vodka, feeling relaxed and aroused, thinking about having breasts when hers were the first ones I’d ever had my hands on. I closed my eyes and imagined them. Yes, larger ones. I opened my eyes smiling.

Courtney had a breast out of her bra and top and was leaning it into my face. She squeezed the nipple with her thumb and forefinger. “Nipples, feel this one. Mine could be larger.”

She placed my hand on it. I squeezed it as it hardened. “It’s nice. I never felt one before.”

“Wrap your lips around it and suck.” She shoved it against my face. I closed my eyes. It was heaven. I ran my tongue around it. Courtney let out a low moan. “Mmm, feels so nice. You might want more so you can feel more. You might want to imagine yourself more sensual as well. You know, nipples that have more tactile sensitivity could give you an orgasm. Mmm. That could be interesting for you.” She tugged it out with a pop and put it away, adjusting her cleavage and her top.

She reached for my hand and held it. She spread my fingers. She took the finger next to my pinky and sucked it. She marked the length with a nail. “Like this? That long and that thick?” She lifted it and put it in my mouth. “See?”

I sucked my finger, looking in her eyes and imagining what it might feel like if it were a very sensitive nipple on my breast. The way she reacted when I sucked hers told me more was better. How cool would it be to have an orgasm from a nipple? “Okay, sold.” I laughed again. “I don’t believe this.” I poured a vodka and sipped it.

“Go slow now. Don’t get drunk, girl.”

“I’m good. Feeling nice and relaxed now. I think I have an image of what I want to be. Let’s just do it.” Yeah, I was nice and relaxed and hard as a rock in my pants thinking about it.

“Really? Hips, butt, face eyes, nose, etc.?”

“Yeah. The whole picture is very clear. Let’s do it before I change my mind.”

“Okay, okay! Let me get my kit.”

She took off to another room.

I sat there and imagined what I would be. I saw my face and hair and hips and legs, my breasts and eyes. I looked at the model of me up and down, seeing it crystal clear. I knew what my voice would be like. I was going to be the epitome of femininity, sensuality, and sexiness.

I throbbed in my pants. God, could I give that up? Maybe I should just keep it and make it bigger. I throbbed. Much bigger. I pictured a porn-star-sized one poking my skirt up. No! I can’t be that way. I have to see what it’s like without it. I pictured it gone and replaced appropriately. But I’m not into men!

“Okay, Jamie. This is it. Here we go.” She sat down and opened an elaborately carved wooden box. It was filled with little vials of different-colored solutions with labels on each. She took my glass and looked into it, then at me. “Finish this. You’re good, right?”

I laughed and tossed it down. She began counting drops into the glass. “One week. Ends on next Saturday night at this time unless you bond completely to your new self. Then you’re that way forever. Set your phone with a reminder to ring at that time.”

She dug out other vials and counted drops while I put the alarm in my phone. I watched her drop one solution then another into the glass. She stirred it with her finger, sniffed it, licked her fingertip. She held the goblet out to me. “Form the image, drink the drink. Don’t be surprised at how fast it’ll happen. If you truly want it, that is. If there is the slightest hesitancy in your intention, it won’t work.

I grasped the stem of the miniature goblet. I sniffed it and rested it on the table while I held it. I closed my eyes and formed my image. I wanted it. I wanted to be who I felt I was inside all these years. No more being a guy who doesn’t look or act like a guy. No more trying to be macho. I could wear my makeup and not be stared at. I’d be a sexy, powerful, beautiful, sensual, and feminine creature. I saw myself with the smile I used from my model.

I drank it down.

A rush went through me like a rolling orgasm. My body twitched and shook in the chair. My jeans stretched and ripped. The buttons on my shirt popped off. I was shaking all over as it all continued. When it settled down and the orgasm-like feelings subsided, I opened my eyes. Courtney grabbed my hand and dragged me to a full-length mirror. I gazed into it. My hand automatically covered my mouth. “Courtney! Oh my god!” A sweet, honey-like woman’s voice came from my mouth. My heart was going to beat its way out from under my breasts. 
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Courtney walked around me, surveying my new body, her hands sliding across it. “It’s gorgeous. You did really well.”

I stared at myself and squeezed my breasts in the mirror, my shirt having burst open from them. “Thanks.” I squeezed my nipples. It felt sooo good. “Huh, huh, god this feels nice. I went for the extra sensitivity. Guess I got it.”

Courtney leaned down and sucked one while I played with the other. “Oh god, Courtney.” I felt myself get wet between my legs. Something down there felt really good.

Courtney popped her lips off me. “These came out nice and big and are really firm. Mmm.” She went back down on it. I tugged her head to me by her hair. I embraced her and pressed my breasts against hers. I kissed her deeply on the lips. When I finally broke the kiss I said, “I’m so horny. Please help me.” I tugged her hand.

“Okay. Let’s go to the bedroom.”

She ran, leading me up the stairs and onto the four-poster canopy bed. She ripped the bedding off, down to the red satin sheet, and we slid on. She yanked my ripped pants off and stripped the remaining clothes from my body. I lay there playing with my breasts and feeling all sorts of heavenly sensations while she stripped and climbed on top of me. Her leg slid between mine, and I automatically began to slide against it. It felt luscious and made me want more. Her hand went between my legs, and she slid three fingers in while her thumb pressed and moved above it.

“Oh god, Courtney! Huh, huh, huh.” I pressed my hips into her hand. “Huh, huh, uh, uh.” I shuddered and felt myself leak fluids all over her hand and the bed. I shook uncontrollably as she continued to press on something inside me and outside. I kept going—one rolling, shuddering climax after another. My heart raced in my chest. She sucked one nipple then the other as she continued on and on and on. We were both sweating and sliding against each other.

Finally, I couldn’t go any longer. I must have had twenty or more body-twisting climaxes, and my body just went limp.

Courtney was breathing heavily in my ear. “You’re beautiful. You’ve created a goddess.” She nuzzled my neck and kissed my forehead. We drifted off to sleep. 
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I woke in the middle of the night having to pee. The full moon shone bright through the windows. I went into the restored old bathroom with the toilet tank mounted up in the air and stood in front of the toilet. I was half awake and began to pee, feeling the relief.

My eyes popped open as it splashed onto my legs. I quickly forced the stream to stop and looked at the mess I made. “Shit! It wasn’t a dream. I’m a woman.”

I rolled off a big bunch of toilet paper and wiped my legs and the floor and all the rest. I sat and finished peeing. I had to clean the floor and take a shower. I opened the linen closet, finding what I needed and fixing everything I messed up, then I stepped into the shower.

The water beat on my breasts and nipples, making them hard and sensitive again. I soaped my body, feeling all the soft curves and sensuality of it. Soon, one hand drifted to my crotch, where it brought me to heaven again while my other squeezed my nipple. After that one, I was tired and ready to go back to bed.

I quietly found a nightgown and wrapped myself in it and slid into bed. When I woke, Courtney was still sleeping, so I went into the kitchen and made us some breakfast.

She came out and sat down. “Wow! How nice. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

“You look sooo good. I can’t believe what you’ve turned into. How does it feel?”

“Feels incredible. This body is so sensual and silky. I don’t even have hair on it except on my head. Maybe it had something to do with my visualizing a Barbie doll.”

“A Barbie doll? Oh my god. I’m glad you didn’t visualize her crotch.” She laughed.

“Ha ha, yeah, that would be a problem for sure.”

We ate breakfast and planned the day. When we had cleaned up and showered, Courtney came into the bathroom with a notepad, a pen, and a cloth measuring tape. “We need to see what size bra you need and may as well measure the rest of you, so we know what sizes to get.”

She came over and wrapped the tape under my arms and beneath my breasts. “33. Now lean over all the way so they hang down toward the floor.”

I did, and she measured around my breasts. “38. So you’re a 34 double D. I’m jealous.”

“Thanks. They feel a little big, but what the heck? They feel nice too.”

She measured my waist and hips and wrote on the pad. “You really did use a Barbie doll. Big, firm boobs, small waist, and nice ass and hips. You’re a 34 double D, 22 waist, and 36 hips, and it looks like you’re still five-foot-four. She looked at my feet. Really small feet. Maybe a size 5. Very sexy. Hope you don’t fall over with those small feet and big boobs. Now get your hair done, and you can use my makeup, and then we can get you dressed and go shopping. I’ll try to find some clothes to fit. You won’t have a bra for now though.”

I dried my hair, and the new blonde shag I pictured for myself came out gorgeous. I did my eyes, and it was heavenly to be able to put on eyeshadow along with the mascara and eyeliner. Normally I only used mascara. Putting lipstick on my now puffier and fuller lips made me want to kiss them. I looked at my one stud earring in each ear and wanted to get those replaced and more piercings.

Courtney had laid out some clothes. “I already cut the crotch out of the pantyhose so you won’t have to take them down when you pee.”

“Pantyhose? No jeans?”

“Not that those hips and butts will fit. Trying on shoes will be better with pantyhose anyway. Shit! We don’t have any shoes to fit you. I’m a size 6. They might be a little big.”

She dug around in her closet. “These are tight on me. They might fit you. She tossed high-heeled boots on the bed. “Get dressed.”

I sat on the bed and slid the sheer suntan pantyhose on. They felt wonderful sliding up my leg. They were so silky and made my legs tan and shiny. I slipped on the pink silky stretch panties.

Courtney handed me a pink top. “This bodysuit top has a built-in bra and it’s stretchy, so it might work.”

I slipped into it, snapped the crotch snaps and adjusted the long sleeves, shoulders, and my breasts in it. My nipples were hard and prominent.

Courtney looked at me. “Very hot, but I think we need to not show those erasers.” She went to the closet and handed me a denim vest. I put it on and tried to button it. It didn’t.

Courtney shook her head. “That’s okay. It covers them anyway.” She handed me the denim mini, and I tugged it up over my hips and bottom and zipped it. I tightened the belt all the way, and it was still a little loose around my tiny waist but acceptable.

“Your waist is so tiny. I’m jealous again. You look so hot with those big boobs and tiny waist above those curving hips and tight ass.” She smiled and admired me. She came close and looked into my eyes. “Your makeup is wonderful and your lips… I just want to kiss them. She leaned in and gently kissed them. “Don’t want to mess your lipstick. I need to get some more twenty-four-hour lipstick so we don’t have to worry. I’m going to be wanting to kiss you all the time.”

She hugged me. “Okay. Boots. Cross your fingers.”

I sat on the bed and slid them on. They were a little big but walkable. “Have any socks?” I took them off.

She handed me a pair. “These are thick.”

It worked. At least they didn’t flop around or slide on my feet.

I looked in the mirror. I was gorgeous and going shopping for women’s clothes. I couldn’t believe it. I felt so good in my skin.

Courtney sprayed perfume over my hair and fluffed the layers. “Such a lovely shag, and I love the blond color. All kinds of different blond shades in it. I’ll get you a purse, then I’ll get dressed and we can go.”

I looked in the mirror and admired myself. I felt my breasts and squeezed my nipples. I was getting wet again, and I had to stop. I walked around in the boots and got used to the heels. They were high, but it wasn’t a problem. They really made my hips sway with the short stride they forced from the height of the heel.

When Courtney was dressed in a black denim mini and black bodysuit top with a black denim vest and boots, we left for the mall.

The first place we stopped was the shoe store. The salesman was handsome and nice. He wouldn’t let me put the shoes on myself, and his hands on my calves felt lovely.

“You have such pretty feet. You’re lucky.” He smiled up at me while he sat on the stool, my foot on the ramp and his hand clasping my calf. I could see he had a hard-on in his pants, and it was substantial.

“Thanks. I like them. They get me around well.” I stood and walked in the heels. I loved the feeling. It was totally me.

I picked a pair of tan strappy heels to wear in the mall instead of Courtney’s boots, and we left to do the rest.

Courtney and I walked to the next store holding hands. My breasts tugged and pulled with each step, making the nipples rub the fabric and sending tingles through me. How can a woman be in a body like this all day every day? It was so sensual and erotic.

Courtney asked, “You okay? Awful quiet.”

“Yeah. This body is so sensual, though. Even walking is arousing.”

“You’ll get used to it. That guy in the shoe store thought you were erotic and sensual. See his hard-on? Maybe we should get his number on the way back.”

“Courtney, no. I’m a guy.”

She stopped. She shook her head at me. “What?”

“I, uh, well, I was.”

“Well, sister, you aren’t a guy anymore, so you better get used to guys liking you.”

“They can like me all they want. As long as they don’t want to have sex with me or anything.”

“Jamie, you have to rethink this. You’re a woman. You can’t just limit yourself to us being together. Besides, who said that I’m going to be your lover? We’re friends and workmates.”

“Uh, right.” I turned and tugged her hand to walk. I didn’t want to look in her eyes. I guess I had thought we would be together after this. My eyes watered, and I held back the tears.

We continued, and I managed to put aside my grief and enjoy the shopping. New earrings, two new piercings in each ear and a piercing for a stud on top of each. Skirts, dresses, jewelry, a variety of pantyhose, stockings, thigh-high stockings, garter belts, bras, nighties, robes, perfumes...basically, we went nuts. I had a ball trying things on. Because of my body shape, I had to pass up some lovely clothes, but we found plenty of sexy, feminine things that fit well.

By the time we were done, it was almost time for dinner, and we hadn’t even eaten lunch. I was famished and starting to fade.

“I need food,” I said.

“Me too. Let’s get a protein bar on the way out and then go back and get dressed and go out for a nice dinner. There’s a fancy place open on Sundays that won’t be too busy, and we can relax and have a really nice meal.”

We rushed back to Courtney’s place and tossed everything in the spare room. I changed into a sexy, short, black chiffon V-neck dress and wore sheer black gartered stockings that almost made me orgasm just slipping them up my leg, they were so silky. A strappy pair of high heels and matching purse, some perfume, fresh twenty-four-hour lipstick, a fluff and spray of the hair, and I was ready.

I looked in the mirror. Courtney came up behind me in a similar dress, but one that matched her auburn hair color with matching heels and black stockings. She was gorgeous. She wrapped her arms around my waist and snuggled her face in my neck then kissed it. “Mmm, you are so lovely. What man could resist?”

I turned around and faced her. “Please stop with the men. Don’t ruin the night for me. Please? Just us again? I don’t mean to be difficult, but this is so much for me to take in. You’ve been wonderful and have taken such good care of me, but the men...” I choked up, forced back my tears, and turned to hide my face.

“I’m sorry, Jamie. I’ll leave it alone for now. I just want you to have a full experience this week, that’s all.”

My body shook, and I sucked air. “Thanks,” I choked out. “I love you, Courtney.”

She wrapped her arms around me from behind and kissed my neck. “I know, honey.” 
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Driving was as good as everything else being a woman and dressed so nicely. The dress on the car’s leather seats and the feeling of wearing heels while using the pedals all made me feel so sexy and feminine. Courtney was chattering about our new clothes and things we could do this week as I immersed myself in the sensations.

We arrived and the valet took my car. I had been to this restaurant before, but it felt so much more special dressed as and being a woman. The maître d’ showed us to a quiet booth in the back of the room, facing out. A fireplace burning real wood cast its glow and warmth toward us.

I slid across the leather seat, feeling the coolness against my thighs, and the chiffon swished, caressing my thigh as I crossed my legs under the table. Courtney slid in alongside me and leaned in to whisper, “Isn’t this wonderful? Now you can relax.” Her hand slid on my silky stockinged thigh. She gently squeezed it and kissed me lightly on my lips.

I quietly breathed out to her, “I love you.”

Courtney smiled.

“Good evening, ladies.” A waiter poured ice-water and placed lemons onto the rim of the stemmed glasses. Can I get you a cocktail? Is it a special occasion tonight? You two look stunning.”

Courtney smiled up at him. “Yes, it’s her birthday today.”

His eyes popped open wide. “Happy birthday, madam. Then the ladies shall have a complimentary dessert tonight.” He looked at both of us, smiling. “Unless you ladies would rather have a free drink. I would understand, as lovely a shape you both have, you may want to avoid ruining it with cake.”

Courtney laughed and nodded. “You’re too kind.” She looked at me. “Drink or dessert?”

I looked up at him. “I’d like a Grey Goose, triple-x dirty martini up, please, with blue-cheese stuffed olives if you have them.”

He nodded and turned to Courtney. “Ditto.”

“Right away.”

He left us.

I sipped my water. Twice now I had said I love you to Courtney, and twice she didn’t say it back.

I felt her hand slip under my dress and caress my bare thigh above the stockings. She looked into my eyes. Those emeralds seemed to touch my soul. I melted from her touch and wanted to take her right there. I wanted to be a man and take her. My panties became steamy. My nipples hardened. She appeared to be in love with me. I kissed her lips gently and took her in. I whispered, “I love you.”

“Two birthday drinks on the house for the beautiful ladies.” The waiter placed them gingerly before us, filled to the rim. “Menus, or wait a while?”

“You can bring them, but we won’t order right away,” Courtney said.

“Whatever you wish. Take your time. You have the table for as long as you like.”

He went to the corner and picked up some menus and laid them on the table.

We sipped our drinks, then lifted them for a gentle clink. I said, “To my love and her wonderful magic that has made me into what I am on my birthday yesterday.” We sipped. I looked at her over the glass and waited for her to acknowledge my love.

Courtney said, “You know, when he asked if it was a special occasion, I couldn’t help think you have been reborn. I had to say it. We are having a celebration aren’t we?” She caressed my leg.

“Yes, thanks to you, my love.”

“She drank her drink. “Mmm, this is sooo good!”

I drank mine down and lifted the glass to our waiter. He held two fingers up. I looked at Courtney and she nodded. He went to the bar for two more.

I leaned back in the booth and held Courtney’s hand in mine on my lap. She leaned back and against my shoulder. I watched the fire crackle. I imagined us being together forever like this. If that was how it would work out, I’d be in heaven.

The drinks arrived. We sipped them then lifted them. Courtney toasted, “To a lovely evening, a wonderful meal, and a happy Jamie.”

We clinked and sipped. We sat back and enjoyed our drinks, watching the fire. I was afraid to say anything else about loving her for now for fear of driving her away. When we were both done with our drinks, and I was fully relaxed and with a little buzz, I noticed someone standing at our table.

Courtney saw him. “Rob, so good to see you.”

“Hi, Courtney.” He held his hand out and they shook. He looked at me. I reached my hand out and shook it. “Hi, Rob.

He looked at me quizzically. “I think I know you. Do I?”

I wasn’t sure what to say. I’d have to tell people when I worked anyway. I couldn’t change my name. I had a business to run. Who cared what they thought? “Yes, you do. I’m Jamie. Dressed and the way I really am.”

His eyes were wide as they flashed over my face and hair and breasts. Courtney stood and tugged on Rob’s arm. “Sit, join us for dinner. Are you alone?”

“Uh, always alone. Seems I have dates, but we never hit it off. Would you mind? I hate eating alone.” He looked at me. I looked at Courtney and gave her a blank face, not wanting to make a stink and say no. She knew I wanted to just be with her.

Courtney waved him into the booth between us. Shit! I raised my glass to the waiter. I didn’t care if I got drunk. We could Uber if we had to.

I felt Rob’s hard thigh against mine. Strangely, it felt good. Different than Courtney’s. Harder, stronger, warm.

The waiter brought my drink and went to get one for Rob.

Rob turned to me and took me in. “You’re beautiful, Jamie.”

“Thanks. New haircut and color.”

He looked at my breasts then at my face. “Your lips are so full and luscious. Your cheek bones are defined, your nose smaller.”

“Yes, makeup is wonderful isn’t it?”

He looked at my breasts again. “So you hide those at work? So you’re not really a guy?”

“Do I look like a guy?”

“Hell no. You’re the most beautiful woman I have ever met. If I had known, I would have asked you out. But look, here we are at dinner. Maybe this was fate.”

Courtney leaned into us. “Yes, fate. Funny how things happen. All this time, Jamie had some idea that she had to try to act like a guy when she’s really a gorgeous woman hidden in men’s clothes. If she would just be who she is, who knows what fateful occurrences might happen?”

Drinks arrived. I started to slug mine down. Courtney gave me a dirty look when I placed it on the table half-empty already. “Careful, Jamie. Those are strong. You drove tonight too.”

Rob smiled. “Don’t worry, ladies. Enjoy. I can give you two a ride home if needed. You aren’t working tomorrow, so have fun.”

I lifted my glass to him. “Thanks, buddy.”

He gently tapped my bicep with his fist. “No problem, buddy.” His hand landed nonchalantly on my thigh. I felt its weight. I didn’t know what to do. I guess he took my inaction as approval, and he slowly slid his hand up and down my stockinged leg. It felt wonderful. I was getting damp down there again. My nipples hardened. His hand was warm and hard. I smiled a flat smile at him.

My buzz was telling me I needed food badly. I picked up a menu. “I have to eat. Sorry.” I looked over the menu while Rob caressed and squeezed my thigh, making me hornier by the minute. I crossed my other leg over his hand so it was trapped between my thighs. He left it there. I bounced a foot, giving me more pleasure from my crossed thighs.

“So are you two feeling well tonight?” He grinned at me as I continued to bounce my leg. I blushed, smiled and looked back at the menu.

Courtney snickered a little. She leaned into Rob and placed a hand on his crotch and felt the hard-on she knew he had. “Seems you are. You feel quite nice to me.”

Rob smiled, and his hands went under the table. “Let me make it easier for you to see how nice I feel.” He unzipped his pants and must have taken it out. Hidden by the long tablecloth, no one could see. We were the only ones at that end of the restaurant anyway.

I watched as Courtney stroked him and leaned into him. “Mmm, you do feel very nice.” She winked at me and motioned for me to try. I shook my head.

Great. Courtney was getting him going even more. I waved the waiter over. “I think we’re ready to order.” I looked at everyone. I uncrossed my legs to stop any further stimulation. They quickly picked up the menus.

We ordered. While waiting for the food and sipping our drinks, Courtney reached over, grabbed my hand from my lap and wrapped my fingers around Rob’s shaft. It was hard and large. I couldn’t resist squeezing it to see how hard it was. Mine was never so large or hard, and his was thick as well. I stroked it until the food came, not being able to let go of it. I was dripping wet in my panties. I bounced my leg over the other.

The food came. I was stroking another guy’s rod and loving it. What was I doing? I took my hand away and concentrated on eating. Rob didn’t put it away. Courtney and Rob talked about things I didn’t even hear. I was in another world, thinking and eating.

I loved my new body, being feminine and sexy, and I even enjoyed feeling Rob, and it excited me. Why was I so against enjoying a guy? Courtney wouldn’t acknowledge any love for me. I might lose her. I liked Rob. He was a nice, open-minded guy, successful, and damn good-looking. I didn’t know.

I felt his hand caress my leg as I ate. It slid up and down my thigh across the silky stockings and made me tingle. I wanted to put  my hand around his shaft again, but I resisted. It wasn’t me.

After a torturous dinner, my buzz was lessening and I felt more in control. I could drive us home now and not worry about having Rob take us and then having Courtney make me do things with him.

Rob slid his hand from my thigh and took my hand and placed it around his shaft. He looked into my eyes. “Maybe we should take this elsewhere?”

I removed my hand and gave him a smirk. “No, thank you.” I glared at Courtney.

She leaned into Rob; her hand slid under the table and grabbed him and started stroking. She looked into his smiling eyes. “I think you should come home with us. Jamie’s not in the mood, but I can help with taking care of this lovely thing.” Her arm above the table showed the slight motion of her stroking him. She leaned in and gave him a deep kiss.

So much for a relationship with Courtney. She wanted a guy, not me. I wanted her, not a guy. What a mess. I took a deep breath and slid out of the booth. “I’m going to the ladies’ room.”

I went in and peed. I tightened my garter straps, loving the silkiness of the expensive stockings. I touched up my lipstick and fixed my hair. I sprayed perfume over me. Adjusted my cleavage in my dress. I took a deep breath and went back to the table.

Rob’s face was flushed, his eyes fixed on Courtney’s. I slid in, and he tugged me close to him. His hand went onto my leg. Courtney wrapped my hand around his shaft and squeezed my fingers tight on it. She held a napkin over Rob’s rod and our hands. Rob looked into my eyes. “Oh yeah, Jamie. I waited for you. I, uh, huh, huh…” His hand squeezed my thigh tight as his body tensed. “God, yes,” he whispered in my ear. I was wet again and my nipples hard. It felt so good to be lusted for like this. To have him throb in my hand and feel it shoot through it. Some of it dribbled onto the back of my hand.

Courtney wiped him up, and he tucked away. I took my hand back and looked at it. It glistened white between my thumb and forefinger. I licked it, and it gave me a thrill as I tasted the saltiness. My heart raced. What was I doing?

Courtney smiled as Rob took the check and put money in to pay the bill. “So glad you two let me have dinner with you tonight.”

Courtney said, “No, thank you for buying. You have to come over so I can thank you properly.” She kissed his lips.

He looked at me. I shrugged. What choice did I have? 
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I drove in silence to Courtney's house, Rob following us. I could feel her eyes on me. She tried to hold my hand on the console, and I put it on the wheel.

“Sweetie, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing.”

“This isn’t nothing. You’re upset.”

“I don’t want a man. I love you.”

“Don’t tell me you didn’t get excited by what happened with your hand on him. Him caressing your legs, lusting for you. You like Rob. I hear you two all the time when you cut his hair. He likes you. He liked you before. You liked him. What’s wrong with him now?”

“Nothing. Rob is a nice guy. I like him. I just don’t want a man. I’m a man.”

“Honey, you are not a man by any means.”

“My brain hasn’t changed. My upbringing hasn’t changed. I’m still me inside.”

“Yes, you are, but don’t you like your new body better than the old one? Aren’t you now in your true self? Isn’t this what you wanted? What you’ve felt like all your life?”

I took a deep breath and glanced quickly at her. I nodded. This body was me. I loved it.

“Then start acting like a woman and enjoy this new gift of a woman’s body to its fullest. It doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy women too.”

“You’re the woman I want. It’s all I want. I love you.”

“We can have sex again. But before the week is out, you need to experience a man. You never have. You’re a virgin.”

“I never experienced a woman before, until you. If we did that when I was a man, I might not have done this.”

“Really? Would you really feel like a man in your old body just because you had a girlfriend?”

“Not a girlfriend. You.”

Courtney sighed and looked out her window into the night She took a deep breath. “Rob is coming over, and I want you to experience him. He’s the best one to take your virginity right now.” She continued to look out the window.

“No! I won’t do it.”

“Fine then. Don’t fully experience what you are.” 
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We pulled into her driveway, and I got out. No one pulled in behind us. “I guess Rob changed his mind,” I said, relieved.

“No, I told him I was out of Magnum condoms, so he stopped to get some. I didn’t want you to get pregnant.”

“Stop!”

“That’s fine. Don’t do it.”

“So he knows how to get here?”

“He’s been here before.”

Great. He was probably her boyfriend. Now I’d never have her as a woman.

By the time she had poured wine, he walked in. “Hi, girls. I see you’re having some wine.” He sidled over by me at the counter. He took me in as I sipped. “You look nervous.”

“I’m uh...” My face flushed. “I’m fine.” I glared at Courtney. She came over to the stool next to Rob and sat down. She rubbed her stockinged leg on his pants and put a hand on his crotch. “Ready for some fun?”

“Oh yeah. I hope Jamie is.” He put his hand on my thigh and caressed it. He took my hand and put in on his crotch. “It’s all ready for you, sexy.”

“I, uh…”

He unzipped his pants and took it out, stroking it while he looked at me. “You’re so hot.”

I stared at it as it grew and grew. The tip was leaking a bit. I remembered how good it was having him release in my hand at the restaurant. My heart raced. I wondered how it would feel to suck it.

I got on my knees and took hold of it. “That’s it, baby. Do that first.”

I wrapped both hands around it and stroked it. I licked the tip. It was salty. I had to see...

I wrapped my lips around it and looked up at him. His eyes met mine, and he held my head tight and thrust slowly. “Oh yeah, what a face. Mmm. Can’t wait to get between your legs and look into your eyes while I enter you.”

I was dripping wet in my panties. I had to stop or I’d let him.

I got up and took my seat and sipped my wine. Courtney grabbed his shaft and tugged. “Let’s go into the bedroom.”

She led him by it through the house, and I followed. I should have stayed downstairs, but I couldn’t resist.

In the bedroom, I sat in the chair in the corner. Courtney came over to me and whispered, “You want it as much as I do. Do it.”

“No.”

She opened the drawer in the table next to me and took out a dildo, placing it on the table. “For when you can’t take watching anymore. At least you’ll see what a dildo is like in there.”

I looked at it. It was soft and realistic. I sipped my wine as Rob hopped on the bed completely naked, his pole at full attention—a Magnum rubber rolled tightly over it. “Ready, ladies.”

Courtney slid onto the bed. She lay on her back, raised her legs, and held them back. He moved between them, slid her panties to the side and pushed his rod slowly in as it stretched her out. He thrust slowly, Courtney’s wetness all over it. “Ungh, yeah, that’s it, Rob. I love that rod of yours in me, as usual.”

As usual. Of course. Great. I watched jealously as he pummeled her, and she came quickly. Then he worked her back up slowly again. It was so hot. I was dripping wetness. I took the dildo and put it in me. Oh my god, it felt wonderful. I imagined him doing that to me. I timed my thrusts with his while my other hand worked outside. My nipples were hard and crying for attention. I crossed my legs to hold the toy in and let it go. I tugged my top and bra down and squeezed a nipple.

Rob moaned, “Oh god, Courtney, mmm, ungh, huh...” He thrust, “...ungh!” I thrust the toy into me and imagined it. I wished I was him, giving that pleasure to her. I felt what she felt. It was heavenly.

He sped up, and I lifted my feet onto the chair, opening myself up farther and thrusting in time with him. Courtney came again. I came with her. “Huh, huh...” I was breathing heavily and ready to come again. Courtney came again, and I squirted and came as well. “Oh god!” I cried.

Courtney pushed Rob up and looked over his shoulder as he thrust into her. She called out to me, “Next? Before he comes. Come here.”

Rob stopped thrusting and looked over his shoulder and smiled. “C’mon, sexy. Let me take you for a ride.”

I stared at them. Should I? I really did want to. But to have Courtney’s boyfriend? And it was Courtney I wanted to have. I shook my head and kept stroking that thing into me mindlessly.

I watched as the woman I loved was pummeled and given one after another piece of heaven until Rob grunted and pushed and finished inside her. 
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I tossed the dildo onto the table and went downstairs. I refilled my wine glass and sat on the couch to finish it. I was exhausted. I wasn’t sure why I’d resisted. I should have done it while I had the chance. I fell asleep on the couch. When I woke up, the sun was shining in, and I heard movement in the kitchen.

I straightened my clothes and hair in the mirror and went into the kitchen. Courtney beamed at me. “Hi, princess. Sleep well? I’m making us some French toast if that’s okay.”

I walked over by her and looked in the pan. She kissed my cheek. “Sorry about last night. Didn’t mean to push you but I just—”

“Where’s Rob?” I looked around the kitchen.

“He had a trip to go on for work. He had to go pack and get going.”

“It’s my fault. I just....”

“What?”

“I don’t know. I’m just confused. I love you.”

“Well, I’ll leave you alone now that I tried. We have a whole week, and you can see how it feels being the new you at work.”

“Oh god, working. I almost forgot.”

“Just tell everyone what you told Rob when they see you. It’ll be fine. I’ll bet the guys hit on you too.”

“I hadn’t thought about that.”

“It will be good for you. It’ll boost your confidence in who you are now.”

I nodded, went to the table, and sat down. Maybe if I asked her directly, I could get an answer to whether she loved me or not. If she didn’t, I’d be lost, but I needed to know that so I could decide. Or did I? Could I stay like this and just see what happened? Maybe I’d fall in love with a guy. I mean, the sex part didn’t seem like it would be bad. I did enjoy what little I did.

Courtney placed our plates in front of us and poured me orange juice. I cut up my toast and started eating. I watched Courtney and thought, No, I couldn’t ask her.

We finished breakfast and cleaned up the kitchen. “We can put your things in the closets. I can separate the sides so you can have one half, and I can give you some drawers. If you want to stay with me, that is. Or I can help you take your things home.”

“Which would you prefer?”

“I’d prefer to be with you, Jamie. That’s why I work at your place with you. I like being with you.” She kissed my cheek. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I kissed her lips, and we kissed for a while. I hugged her to me, feeling our breasts crush each other. I ran a hand over her bottom in her nightie.

She let out a little moan. “Mmm. Feels nice. I am so sore down there, though. He nailed me. It usually takes a day before it goes away after a session like that.” She laughed.

“So you’ve known Rob a long time?”

“Kinda. He’s special. Like you in some ways. That’s why I thought he would be the best for taking your virginity. But you can decide on your own.”

We broke the hug. “I’ll stay then. I like being with you too.”

“Good. I was hoping you’d say that.”
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The week at work was just like Courtney had said. I had many offers of dates, and everyone accepted that this was the real me I had been hiding all these years. My chair business picked up, too, as the word of the hot new cutter got out.

Living with Courtney was a dream. We did everything together and even slept together, which was heavenly when we’d wrap our bodies around each other and please each other to no end. It was a dream come true.

The week was drawing to a close, though, and I needed to decide what I’d be when the time came. I loved the body, the femininity, sexiness, the way guys treated me. It was all good. But somehow...I was uncertain. I wanted Courtney to have what she wanted, too, and I wanted to be loved. I felt loved well enough by her. But she never said it, and I was still afraid to ask. Saturday night was coming. We had to work, and then poof, turn back, or no poof and stay the same.

After work Courtney was bubbly and happy. She prepared a wonderful dinner for us, and we had some drinks, and then we sat on the couch.

She ran her hand over my stockinged thigh. “You’re so gorgeous. So I imagine you’re staying? By the way, I had the receptionist reschedule our cuts tomorrow so we can have a day off together.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Why not? You own the place, and we had plenty of alternates to take our cuts. I want to do something special before the deadline tomorrow night. I want us to have a little party, a final hurrah, so to speak before the deadline hits.”

“Okay. Like what kind of party?”

“Well, you still haven’t experienced something, so I’m taking care of it for you.”

“Do I have to?” I should have done it that week, but I never got to it. Too chicken or not the right guy. I should have taken Rob when I could.

“Only if you want to. I invited Rob over.”

I stared into her eyes. My heart raced at the thought of it. I wanted it so much.

“But Rob is your boyfriend, not mine. It’s not right.”

“Don’t be silly. He’s both of ours. Just like you are mine. I made you, remember? He’s special too. He won’t get jealous. He’d rather be with other special people.”

Guess she didn’t notice I had some jealousy before. That’s good. “Okay, I’ll do it. I want to.”

“Good, then I want to make it really, really special for you. We’ll go shopping during the day and get you some appropriate clothes.”

“What kind? Something sexy? Kinky?”

“You’ll see.” She nuzzled my neck as we cuddled on the couch together. 


10

It was another wonderful night with Courtney. We ate breakfast and dressed for our shopping spree. Two girls on the hunt for the ultimate outfit.

“Tell me what you’re looking for?” I asked Courtney.

“Something special. Something a virgin would wear on her special night.” She laughed.

She dragged me through the store looking at prom dresses and short fluffy things. “Here it is!” She took it from the rack. It was white with a V-neck and layers of nylon over a satin lining.

“It’s pretty!” I said as I held it and turned it around. It was my size and on sale.

“Good. We have the first part. Now we need the rest. Go try it on.”

I did, and it fit perfectly, though my breasts were very prominent in it. Not a bad thing I guessed.

We went to a hosiery store, and Courtney found white, lace-top-stockings, a matching garterbelt, matching crotchless panties and matching bra. We even found bridal garters for the tops of the stockings. Next was a shoe store for strappy, white, five-inch-heel stilettos. I couldn’t wait to try it all on when we got back to Courtney’s.

We showered, and Courtney had me clean out my bottom with the shower attachment as well. I did my makeup alongside her. Then we went on to the bedroom to dress. I felt so sexy and virginal slipping on the silky white stockings and attaching them to the garter belt. The heels made me walk in tiny steps and made me feel so vulnerable and submissive. The outfit made me ever so horny and ready for the night ahead.

I looked in the full-length mirror at myself and adjusted my hair. I was gorgeous. I couldn’t wait to be on my back in this dress getting pounded for the very first time in my life, looking into Rob’s eyes while he held my ankles by my ears. I couldn’t wait.

Courtney had on a black prom dress like mine with black stockings and garters. We were a matching pair. She looked experienced and sexy in black, and I was in wonderment and innocence in white. Rob would love this.

We were dressed, bejeweled, perfumed, and both feeling more than a bit aroused when Rob walked in the front door. He was in a gorgeous tuxedo and was probably the most handsome man I’d ever seen. I never noticed how truly, stunningly handsome he was until just then.

“Hello, ladies. Seems we have an enjoyable commitment ritual tonight. I can’t wait.”

Courtney poured him a martini from the pitcher and toasted us. “To my two loves. May we be together forever and a day.”

My two loves? I lifted my glass, and we toasted. Rob sat at the counter between us. I crossed my legs, and he caressed my thigh.

“Commitment ritual?” I asked Rob.

He looked at Courtney. “Haven’t you told her?”

“Not yet.” She gazed into my eyes. “Jamie, I’ve loved you since the day I met you several years ago.”

“We didn’t meet several years ago. You’ve only been with the salon a couple of years.”

“We did meet. I wasn’t who I am today, though. I was like you were years ago. Remember Corey? He used to cut in the chair I have now, next to you.”

I looked at her face. I knew there was something familiar about her when she started. “Oh my god! Corey?”

“The same. I was a wizard back then. I was like you in that I didn’t fit as a male, so that’s how I learned to make the transformation potion, and I tested it on myself.” She put her hand on Rob’s hand on the counter. “And you knew this gorgeous hunk of man-meat before as well. She was a client of mine, and her name was Roberta. She was a woman.”

I looked at Rob as he nodded and smiled at me. “I was always into guy things. Went to school to be an engineer; now I’m an operations manager. Courtney made it possible for me to be who I was inside. Like?” he laughed.

“Oh my god. You guys! I don’t know what to say. So you’ve all been through the same thing I’m going through. I guess it stuck for you both.”

Courtney sipped and put her glass down. She held my hand in hers. “It did. But I was worried it might not for you, and I knew it was the best thing for you. I didn’t tell you I loved you when you asked, because I didn’t want to limit your experience of having a man as a woman would. I was afraid if I said I loved you, you’d try to be exclusive with me and go back to what you were. I’m still worried right now.” She looked at her watch. “We don’t have much time, and you could end up how you were unless your body and soul are at peace being what you are now.”

“I’ll be staying this way now, I think.”

I bounced a leg over my knee. Sipped the martini and looked at them.

Courtney nodded. “Well, I guess we’ll see. What Rob and I want to know, what we wish for, is for you to live with us in love and joy for the rest of our lives. We can’t get married, of course, but to ourselves we would be.”

Rob took my left hand, got on one knee, looked up in my eyes, took a huge diamond ring from his pocket and slid it onto my finger. “Do you take me as your husband to care for you and live with you for the rest of your life?”

Courtney handed me a ring. “Place this on my finger if you take me as your wife to care for you and live with you for the rest of your life.”

I slid it on Courtney’s finger. Courtney reached in her purse and took out a wedding band. She handed it to me and drew my hand to Rob as he presented his wedding finger. Courtney said, “Do you, Rob, take us as your wives to care for and live with for the rest of our lives?” She held my hand as we slid it on his finger.

“I do.” He took a deep breath. My heart raced in my chest. I was being married to Courtney and to Rob. My eyes glassed with tears I held back.

“Wow. I can’t believe this. I sure hope this sticks now.”

“We’d love you either way. We always have,” Rob said.

Courtney nodded and kissed me on the lips. “We sure have.” She looked at her watch. We have time for one more drink.” She poured them. “To Jamie being herself.”

We clinked. I looked at the two of them. How lucky was I to have not one person who loved me but two? I felt warm and fuzzy, my fondness and love for them deep in my chest. Rob leaned into me and kissed me deeply on the lips. His large hand squeezed my thigh, and one hand held my head tight to him. I placed a hand on his crotch and felt his arousal for me.

He pulled from the kiss and gazed longingly at me. “I want you so badly.”

I slid from the seat, got onto my knees and unzipped his pants. I took his wonderful, engorged rod and tugged on his shaved globes with one hand while stroking it and sucking it. His hand rested gently on my head. “Oh yes, my lovely Jamie. That feels so good.”

He thrust gently into my face, and I relished the electric sensations going through my body as I became damp with desire. I placed a hand between my legs and rubbed myself as I ran my tongue around his shaft while he thrusted. I was in heaven. But I wanted more. I had to have him now.

I stood and took his hand. “I need you inside me.”

Courtney patted my back as we all went into the bedroom. She pulled the covers back to reveal pink satin sheets. She went to the closet and took something out while Rob undressed down to his thong, which held him pressed against his belly nearly to his belly button. It was so long and thick. I slid onto the silky sheets and lay against the headboard and crossed my legs.

Courtney came over to me and showed me what she was wearing. “It’s not too large, so it won’t hurt. It has a vibrator in it. Rob will feel it inside you, and it has a part inside me as well. We’ll all be in bliss together.” She held it with two fingers. It was pink and fairly long and thin with knobs going the length of it. I could see where a part was inside her as she moved her hips against it.

She slid onto the bed beside me, lowered the V-neck of my top and slid my breasts above the bra and then began to suck on one. Rob slid in on the other side and wrapped his thick thigh over my legs and humped my leg as he sucked my other nipple. I placed my hands gently on their heads and closed my eyes as I immersed myself in the love I felt and the eroticism of it all.

Courtney’s hand slid between my legs, and her fingers pushed in past my crotchless panties, stretching me. She maneuvered her fingers and thrust her hand in until I couldn’t take it anymore. “Huh, uh, Courtney, stop, please.”

She stopped and slithered herself under me, lifting me onto her. I felt the shaft she wore as it slid against my wet hole. She maneuvered me over her and it pressed against my bottom’s entryway. I pressed against it. It began to slide in. “Oh, god, huh, yes, oh that feels so good. Rob, please fill me in front now.”

Courtney held me fast to her as I lay on my back on her breasts and she squeezed each of mine with her hands. She thrust lightly into me.

Rob slid my legs to the sides as he guided his missile to the target. I watched as the massive purple head passed the ruffled white edges of the crotchless panties and pressed against me, becoming shiny from my wetness. He pushed and backed out gently until he breached the opening, and it entered, filling me with an electric sensation. He continued to thrust slowly until he was in to the hilt.

Then I remembered. “No! Wait. I can’t get pregnant. Take it out.”

“Courtney, didn’t you tell her that either? Rob asked.

“Uh, Jamie, I’m sorry, sweetie. You don’t have a uterus. I never put that in the mix. Don’t worry. I don’t, either, and Rob has no sperm.”

“Why the rubber the other night?”

“I didn’t want you thinking you could have sex with anyone you wanted and not get pregnant. You might have left me for a life of sex once you found out how good a man can feel. I was sure you’d have dates from your clients. I wanted you to use some caution.”

Rob brought my attention back as he kissed me on my lips and held my ankles by my ears. He thrust into me, love on his face as Courtney made little thrusts with the vibrating knobs and squeezed my breasts and pinched my nipples.

We fell into a dance of sorts. I came several times as did Courtney while Rob continued to please us. Finally, when I felt I’d pass out, I said, “Rob, please, come inside me and cement this commitment.”

Rob began to thrust in earnest, and his speed and rigor made the bed shake as he squeezed my ankles tight and looked into my eyes as he pounded me into Courtney below. We were all moaning and crying out as he shoved a final thrust into me and held it there. He went rigid, and I felt his fluids flood my insides and run down my thigh.

The reminder went off on my phone. It was time.

We all stopped. We were all breathing heavily. Courtney squeezed my nipples as if to reassure herself I was still there. Rob shoved all the way into me and held it there as if to keep me from changing back. Ripples of pleasure were still cycling though my body like gentle waves on the shore. I shuddered.

Our breathing slowed. Rob slid off me to one side. Courtney slid out of me to the other side. They both wrapped an arm over my chest and kissed my neck. “I love you, Jamie,” Courtney whispered.

“I love you so much, Jamie,” Rob said in his deep voice as he laid a heavy leg over mine and squeezed my breast.

Courtney laughed. She reached for Rob’s shaft and grabbed it. “Hmm, feels like it can go another round.”

“Sure, I’m game. We are what we are now. May as well celebrate.”

I said to Courtney, “Let’s trade places. I’m not sure I can take Rob’s pounding a second time, but you can now.”

We all laughed.

Rob said, “Let’s get a drink and rest a minute, then we can do it all night.”

I basked in the love I felt from them and for them—I was given a gift from heaven few, if any, could even dream of, and I was now on the outside who I always knew I was inside. 


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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