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It  was  Christmas  break  at  our  college,  we  were  off  for  three  weeks,  and  I  had  just  finished  doing  what  I loved doing. No, you’re wrong—not that! What kind of filthy mind do you have? 

But really, no joking now, what I loved doing so much was shopping for my girlfriend. I had bought her a really gorgeous head-to-toe outfit, and I planned to take her out to dinner in it. I don’t know why, but it thrilled me to no end to buy nice things for her. Women have so many choices in clothing and accoutrements, and the hunt and challenge are exquisite to me. 

First was the dress, a nice, short, revealing, yet classy dress with some delicate details to offset the power a woman  can  have  when  dressed  well,  still  retaining  her  flowerlike  qualities.  Then  I  had  the  pleasure  of  finding  an inviting pair of stilettos—something to show off her pretty painted toenails and tiny feet, making a graceful curve to her arch—and a purse to match. 

Stilettos always fascinated me, thinking of how they’d look on her feet and how they changed her stride and shaped  her  legs.  The  purse,  well  not  something  so  captivating,  but  I  always  loved  seeing  her  pretty,  long-nailed hands digging something out of it. It seemed so feminine and ladylike to use a purse. 

The   really  exciting  part  was  buying  the  fancy  garter  belt,  matching  panties  and  bra,  and  ultra-sheer stockings. My heart always raced when I entered that store. Every salesgirl always had an “I know why  you’re here” 

look on her face when I started browsing. 

“So  they’re  for  your  girlfriend…  right,  I  see.  You  have  good  taste,”  she  said.  I  knew  she  thought  I’d  be wearing them as soon as I got home. 

“Yeah, I love getting her a complete outfit,” I said with a nervous smile. 

I  always  tried  to  make  them  believe  me.  I  lifted  the  dress  from  the  bag  to  show  her.  “And  I  found  some really nice shoes and a pretty purse to go with it.” 

She gave a look as if to say,  It’s okay, you weirdo. Let me sell you some expensive undies. 

She  actually  said,  “She’s  a  lucky  girl.  Not  many  guys  go  through  this  kind  of  effort.  It’s  usually  some perfume or jewelry.” 

“She’s really special.” 

“I’ll bet you’re very close. Probably like twins almost.” She grinned again. 

There she goes again. I hated that! “Uh, I’ll let you know if I need any help.” I hoped she’d just leave me alone. She smirked and left. 

I didn’t like it when people made assumptions like that. I simply  enjoyed shopping for my girlfriend. 

It didn’t matter. Piper loved it when I did this. I loved watching her dress in all of it and then taking her out. 

I had it all laid out on the bed for her when she came back from her last class. 

With  the  house  cleaned  and  laundry  all  done,  I  had  poured  two  glasses  of  wine.  I  was  waiting  when  she walked in and howled, “Woo hoo! We have three weeks off!” She dropped her backpack in the closet and took off her short, cute, puffy white ski parka and hung it up. 

I came up behind her, and she turned and wrapped her arms around my shoulders, leaning back and smiling ear to ear. She kissed me quickly on the lips. We were the same height, and she looked me in the eyes, hers wide with joy. “So, do I get my Christmas present early? You said I could have it today.” 

I grinned and pulled away from her, then picked the wineglasses up off the counter and handed her one. We clinked glasses and sipped. 

I nodded. “Yup. At least the first one. We do have three weeks, ya know.” 

“I know. How nice. I never had a boyfriend as good to me as you are, Jake. You take such good care of me. 

You’re  not  like  the  other  guys  I  dated.  They  were  just  good  for  one  thing.  You’re  always  buying  me  clothes  and things  I  love.  You  help  us  keep  this  place  clean.  You  always  smell  good  and  look  good.  You’re  a  fantastic  cook. 

You don’t have that macho bullshit air about you. I love you, sweetie.” 

“Thanks. I love you too, Piper.” 

We  stood  and  sipped  our  wine.  I  said,  “I  have  reservations  for  us  at  six  o’clock  at  that  upscale  French restaurant, and then I thought we could do some clubbing after so I can show you off on the dance floor.” 

“See, you even like to dance. That sounds fabulous. I have a gift for you too, and  I can’t wait to give it to

you.  I  think  I  enjoyed  shopping  for  it  as  much  as  you  enjoyed  shopping  for  me.  I  keep  thinking  about  how  good you’ll look in it.” 

“Really? You bought me clothes? What, a tie and shirt or maybe a sweater?” 

“Oh no, much more than that. I bought you a complete outfit. You’ll look  fabulous.” 

I couldn’t imagine what she had done. We finished our wine and went into the bedroom so I could give her gift to her. She ran to the bed and lifted the dress, holding it in front of her. “Oh my god, this is so sexy and pretty and so delicate and feminine too.” Her eyes were wide as she looked it over. Then she looked at the bed. 

“And garter belt and stockings and matching panties and bra.  So sexy! I’ll feel so seductive with those under the dress, and all the guys will be looking at me with the glow I’ll be feeling from them, and how hot the dress and shoes are.” 

“That’s what I want. My trophy girl on my arm.” 

She laughed. “Wait until you see  your present. We’ll really turn some heads tonight, baby. Oh yeah!” She laughed. “Now, your turn.” She went to the closet, took out a clothes bag and laid it on the bed. “Close your eyes now. And when you see it, I want you to be brave. It’s a little different than what you’re used to wearing. You’ll be so fabulous in it, and you’ll feel as good as I will when I wear what you bought me.” 

“Okay. You have good taste, so I’m not scared.” 

“Good. Close those pretty eyes.” 

I closed my eyes. I heard Piper unzip the bag. I heard the rustle of other bags being emptied. She bumped into me as she spread things out on the bed next to hers. She placed something on the floor with a couple of clunks. 

Must have been my new shoes. She had gone all out. 

I stood smiling. She sprayed some cologne over my head and on my wrists. I said, “Hmm, smells nice, but it could be a perfume more than a cologne.” 

“Right. Very astute. That’s because it’s for you to wear tonight.” 

“Can I open my eyes now?” 

“Almost.” She took something out of the bag. She held it against me. “Perfect. I knew if it fit me it would fit you. Okay, open your eyes, sweetie.” 

I  opened  them  and  looked  down.  She  was  holding  a  sexy  dress  similar  to  hers  against  me.  “You’ll  be stunning.” 

My mouth dropped. I looked on the bed. A set of underthings like I’d bought her, but in black, with sheer black stockings. A pair of strappy stilettos sat on the floor beneath them. My heart raced. The thought of actually wearing clothes like those scared the hell out of me, but what scared me more was being excited by it, and what that meant. It meant I was, uh, very strange. I’d be the guy all the salesgirls think I am. 

“What’s  the  matter,  Jake?  Don’t  you  like  the  outfit?  I  think  you’ll  look  great  in  it.  I  even  bought  you earrings and a necklace and your own makeup. I thought if you enjoyed dressing me up so much, you’d love to be dressed that way too. You’re a natural at buying things for me, so why shouldn’t you have a chance to wear them?” 

“Uh, I, uh...” I didn’t know what to say. I couldn’t admit she was right. I couldn’t admit it to myself, never mind  my  girlfriend.  How  did  she  know  I  might  be  thrilled  by  this?  “Uh,  Piper,  no  normal  guy  would  put  these clothes on.” 

“But  you’re  not  like  other  guys.  I  told  you.  You’re  special,  and  I  just  want  to  make  you  more  special. 

Please? Do it for me?” 

I looked it all over. She handed me the bra and panties, and I nervously rubbed them in my fingers. 

“I washed them already, just like you do for me, so you can wear them.” 

I stared at her in disbelief. She looked down at my pants and placed a hand on the bulge. “I think you like the outfit. See?” 

“Uh, that’s from thinking of you in the one I bought you.” 

“Oh,  it  is,  is  it?  We’ll  see.  Now  go  shower  and  shave  your  whole  body  nice  and  smooth.  Condition  your hair, too, but don’t dry it. I’ll style it after.” 

“Oh, Piper. I’ll feel so stupid.” 

“No you won’t. Not after you see how sexy you’ll feel and how nice it is. Be brave.” She wrapped her arms around my neck and pecked my lips. I’ll show you how to do your makeup. You’ll be so pretty.” 

“Men aren’t supposed to be pretty.” 

“But  you  already  are.  This  will  just  make  the  most  of  what  you  are.  Please?  Do  it  for  me.  We  can  get dressed together.” 

How could I resist? She was gorgeous. I couldn’t wait to see her get dressed in all that finery. 

“Oh, heck. Why not? It’s just clothes, right? Makeup will wash off. I’ll still be me.” 

“Right. You’ll always be what you are inside. This will just make you prettier outside. It’s just clothes and makeup.” 

“Yeah, clothes and makeup. No big deal. I’ll go shower. Can you cancel the reservation for me and order some Chinese delivery?” 

“Oh honey, no. I even bought you a winter coat. We’re going out exactly as you planned.” 

“But...” 

“No buts. Go now so we can make our reservation time.” 
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I did as she asked. It felt good to remove the little hair I did have on my body. I felt clean and smooth. I wrapped a towel around my chest and wrapped my hair in another, then went into the bedroom, where Piper was laying out my jewelry. 

“Good. You’re done. Feel nice?” 

“Actually yes. It feels wonderfully clean and very smooth.” 

“See? A new discovery. You’ll probably want to do that regularly now. Couldn’t hurt. I like how your body looks that way too. I’ll shower fast, and we can do your makeup.” 

I picked her clothes up off the floor and took them to the hamper, then came back and watched her curves flow  and  move  beneath  the  water,  her  hands  running  over  her  body  like  an  artist  sculpting.  Women  had  such beautiful bodies, as if they came directly from heaven. She got out and dried her hair. She was so gorgeous. I was hard under my towel. 

I  wrapped  my  arms  around  her  from  behind  and  hugged  her,  pressing  my  hardness  against  her  bottom. 

“Let’s stay in.” 

“Oh no. We’re going out. Let’s do your hair and makeup.” She broke free of my arms. 

She placed me in front of the mirror and took the towel off my head. “See, you even wear a towel like girls do.” 

“No I don’t.” 

“You  do.  Guys  usually  wrap  a  towel  around  their  waist,  not  under  their  arms,  and  they  never  wrap  one around their hair.” 

“That’s because if it’s around my waist, the towel comes loose when I walk. This way it doesn’t. And my hair will drip everywhere if I don’t.” 

“If you say so.” 

She  ran  her  hands  though  my  hair  and  combed  it  out.  She  used  a  round  brush  and  dried  it,  styling  it  into waves. “I think we should cut it next time.” 

“Next time?” 

“Or maybe have it professionally done and colored too.” 

“Piper. Don’t get carried away here.” 

“You’ll want to. Wait and see.” 

She finished drying it, and it did look better. More feminine, but it framed my face better than just straight or in a ponytail like I normally wore it. 

“These  eyebrows  could  use  a  bit  of  thinning.”  She  took  tape  strips  from  the  drawer  and  laid  them  under, over, and between my eyebrows. Then she used a trimmer to thin the hair. “There. A perfect arch. Makes you look more interesting.” 

She  moved  aside  so  I  could  see.  “Oh,  god,  Piper.  It  looks  like  I  have  a  question  with  them  raised  up  like that. And they’re so thin—a guy would never have brows like that.” 

“They’ll grow back.” She emphasized the shape further with a brow pencil and brush. “Perfect.” 

“If you say so.” They were perfect, actually. Perfect for a girl. 

“Now pay attention as I do your makeup, and listen to what I tell you so you can do this yourself. I don’t want to have to do your makeup all the time.” 

“You won’t have to. There won’t be another time.” 

“Okay, princess. If you say so.” 

“Piper!” 

“Shh! Appease me, darling. Listen and learn.” 

I watched as she transformed my face into that of a girl. Eyeliner, mascara, shadow, contouring and blush, and finally lipstick, making my lips look pouty and full with a Cupid’s bow. 

“There. And the lipstick is a long-wear one, so you won’t have to reapply it often. You look so pretty. See?” 

She smiled at me in the mirror and adjusted my hair. “No one would guess you were a boy.” 

“I’m a man.” 

“Not tonight. Tonight you’re not Jake. I think I’ll call you Jackie.” 

“Great.” As I stared at myself in the mirror, I licked my lips, smiled, made a kissy face. I felt myself become aroused beneath the towel. There was something enticing about my new look. 

Piper was smiling, watching me as I inspected the new me. Then I looked at her, and she said, “Okay, now this is your makeup bag. I’ll put it here for you for tomorrow. Ready for the next step, my pretty princess?” 

“We’ll see about tomorrow. I guess if you must, let’s go to the next step. A girl’s head on this guy’s body doesn’t look right.” 

She closed the lid of the toilet and had me sit. She trimmed my toenails and filed them, then painted them a hot pink. She glued long nail extensions on my fingernails and painted them to match. When she was done, I had the hands and feet of a classy girl. 

“There. Now to dress this pretty girl.” She tugged me off the toilet and into the kitchen. She poured us wine. 

“Let’s have a drink while your nails dry. I don’t want to mess them up dressing.” 

We  sat  at  the  island.  I  crossed  my  shaved  legs  and  sipped.  Holding  the  glass,  it  seemed  as  if  I  were  in someone else’s body, a woman’s hand and nails daintily holding the stem of the glass. I stared at it, my pinky out. It was my hand, but it felt as if it wasn’t. As if someone else possessed me. A chill ran up my spine. I heard a voice in my head, “You’re meeting Jackie.” 

Piper slapped my back. “You okay? See, you’re a natural. Look at how delicately you hold the glass with your pinky out.” 

“The nail is drying.” 

“No. It’s you, naturally adjusting to match your new presentation. Jackie is coming out as we speak.” 

Another chill ran up my body. “This is freaky. Do we have to do this?” 

“Appease me, darling.” She laughed. “Piper always knows best.” 

We  snacked  on  some  cheese,  Piper  being  bubbly  and  excited  for  the  evening,  me  feeling  nervous  yet intrigued with the next step and what it would do to me. I managed to postpone the inevitable by pouring us another glass of wine. By the time we finished our drinks, my nails were more than dry, and I was less nervous and more curious how this would go. 

Piper looked at the clock. “Oh gosh, I wanted to take our time, but we’d better get moving.” She took my hand and dragged me into the bedroom. 

I took off the towel and stood before the bed, staring at all my Christmas presents. Piper made a space and sat on the bed. She cleared a spot for me and patted it. “Sit and do what I do.” 

She wrapped her garter belt around her waist and clasped it, then rolled a stocking up on her fingers and slid it up her leg; I copied her. I wasn’t expecting the stocking to feel so nice. I throbbed so hard in the air that she saw it. 

“Wow, it’s jumping with joy. Feels nice, huh, baby? So silky and sexy. That’s how it feels to me too. Do the other one.” 

I did. Then I copied the way she put her bra on. She handed me some silicone breast forms. “Slip these in the bra and lift them to press your chest flesh up to make cleavage. Like this.” She showed me by lifting her breasts in her bra. When I did it, I did indeed have cleavage. I squeezed them, my shaved rod lifting and falling above my shaved globes. 

“I think you should trap that thing in some panties, honey.” 

I  slid  the  silky  panties  up  and  over  it.  She  put  her  shoes  on.  I  did  the  same  and  walked  around  the  room. 

They shortened my stride with the very high heel and made me walk like she did in them. It made me feel incredibly alluring. 

She handed me my dress, and we both slid into them. I went to the mirror and adjusted my v-neck and bra about my cleavage. I was throbbing in my panties, looking at the girl I had become in the mirror. I turned and looked at myself from every angle. 

“Put your jewelry on, honey,” Piper said as she stood in front of the dresser and put hers on. I joined her. 

“Make  the  necklace  rest  on  your  cleavage  a  bit  so  it  can  attract  the  eye  to  your  feminine  attributes  there. 

Tomorrow we’ll get you more piercings for your ears, so you can wear more than one pair of earrings like me.” 

I  was  so  entranced  watching  my  new  self  putting  my  earrings  on,  my  new,  lovely  feminine  face  glowing above  my  cleavage.  I  couldn’t  help  but  say,  “That  would  look  nice.”  I  realized  my  voice  actually  matched  my current feminized appearance better than my appearance as a male. 

I had to hear myself speak while watching my face in the mirror. “This is  very exciting, Piper. Thank you.” 

My eyes floated to my hair. I ran long painted nails through the waves. “You’re right about my hair too. A cut and style  with  some  highlights  would  look  good.”  Why  was  I  saying  all  of  this?  I  heard  the  voice  in  my  head  again, 

“Jackie is talking since she’s the one here. Now go away, Jake.” The chill ran up my spine again. 

Piper kissed my cheek. “You are my princess, honey. I love you.” 

I pulled myself from my reflection to face her directly. I was filled with emotion. I blinked rapidly to hold back the tears. “I love you too, Piper. I love you so much.” I hugged her tight. “I love having you for my girlfriend.” 

“I love having you for  my girlfriend  too, Jackie.” She hugged me and leaned back, smiling. I knew you’d like this. We have to get going, or we’ll be late and might lose our table.” She grasped the new perfume she bought me from the dresser. “It’s pheromone perfume. All guys love it.” 

“Oh Piper!” 

“Shush.” 

She sprayed perfume under my dress, on my legs, and over my hair, then put it in my purse. “For you, for later.  I  put  your  ID  and  credit  cards,  money  and  phone  in  your  purse,  along  with  some  blush  and  lipstick.”  She sprayed her own luscious-smelling perfume over her. “There. I think we’re ready. Let me look at you.” 

She held me by the shoulders and looked me up and down. “Perfect. You look hotter than me.” 

“No I don’t. You look beautiful.” I gave her a light peck on her lips. “You’re sure we can’t stay home?” 

“You said you wanted to show me off on your arm as your trophy girl.” 

“Uh, that was when I was a guy.” 

“So?” 

“So now there’s no guy to protect you.” 

“Right. Now it’s girls’ night out for us, and I haven’t had one of those since we met. You, my sweet thing, have  never had one. Tonight you will.” 

“But...” 

“Go.” She pushed me toward the door. “Go, Jackie—a whole new world awaits you. Put on your new coat and let’s go. All you have to do is be yourself.” 
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The cold leather of the passenger seat on the back of my thighs contrasted with the warm, soft fabric of my new  coat  against  the  front  of  them.  The  car  was  filled  with  a  mingling  of  our  perfumes  as  I  crossed  my  silky, stockinged legs. Piper started the car and drove us off. 

I couldn’t help sliding my hand over my leg, caressing it as the cold breeze from the yet-to-be-warm heater blew on my calves. It was amazing how exposed a woman is in a mini dress and how many tactile inputs there were to distract one. 

“Piper, is it always this intense? I mean all the sensations, feeling the breeze on my legs, the cold leather of the seats, the silkiness of my legs. Breasts on my chest. The softness of my new coat.” 

She nodded. “It is much different than wearing male clothing. I think that’s why so many women don’t wear dresses  and  hosiery  and  heels  and  all  of  those  wonderful  things.  They  can’t  take  the  constant  feed  of  sensations. 

Personally, I like it. Do you?” 

“I do. Even colors seem brighter, scents more intense; your voice sounds more layered with sugar.” 

She nodded again, turning the wheel. “That can be from the flood of endorphins triggered by the pleasure you’re feeling from it all. Which then makes more endorphins. See? A good, healthy thing.” 

I looked out the window at the snow coming down. It was prettier than I’d ever noticed before. It seemed to hang in the air, showing all its diversity and beauty. Did it know my masquerade? I’d never looked at snow like that before. The voice in my head said,  Jackie is more observant, appreciative, sensual, and cognitive, and that’s why. I put it aside, becoming more concerned for my upcoming predicament. 

“Do you think I’ll be caught?” My heart raced with the realization we’d soon be in public. 

Piper placed her hand on mine. “Not unless you lower your panties and lift your mini dress. Relax. You’re the perfect girl. Like I said, just be who you are, and you’ll be fine.” 

 Who  I  am?   I  seriously  questioned  who  I  was.  Had  I  been  masquerading  as  Jake  before,  or  was  this  a masquerade? 

Piper pulled up to the front door, and the valet opened my door. “Good   evening, ma’am.” He lowered his gaze to the ground as he held his hand out to me. I slid my legs around and onto the ground and smoothed my dress as  I  took  his  hand.  I  stood,  then  draped  my  purse  strap  over  my  shoulder.  He  went  to  the  other  door  and  handed Piper out. 

Piper  came  around  the  car  and  grasped  my  arm  as  we  walked  in  to  greet  the  maître  d'.  “Reservations  for Clark?” I said. 

He looked down at a list. “Jake Clark, for two?” 

“Jackie Clark. Yes.” 

“Sorry, ma’am. Right this way.” 

He led us to a table by the fireplace, a warm wood fire gently burning. He held my chair for me, and we sat. 

“Your waiter is Donello, and he’ll be right with you to take your drink orders.” He laid two large drink menus before us. “These are our cocktails and a wine list.” 

We  perused  the  offerings.  Piper  leaned  in  toward  me,  our  chairs  close  on  one  side,  facing  the  rest  of  the room, the fire to my side. Piper said, “I love this restaurant. Thank you. I’m getting a Sleigh-Ride Martini—vodka, muddled cranberry, orange bitters, and simple syrup.” 

“Mmm, sounds nice.” 

Piper ordered our drinks while I looked around. The fire cast a warm glow on my legs. I re-crossed them to enjoy the silkiness and warm the other leg. The waiter tossed two more logs on and went to get our drinks. 

Piper held my arm and kissed my cheek. “Love the fire.” 

“Me too. Better watch out, though. You’re holding my arm like your boyfriend.” 

“So? We can be lesbians.” 

I laughed. “Good idea. I like that idea.” 

“I’ll  bet.  Guys  always  like  two  women  having  sex  together.  I  can’t  wait  for  it.”  She  ran  her  hand  on  my thigh and back to my knee, over and over. I was rock-hard in my panties. I felt a flush and picked up the menu and fanned myself. “Oh my, you’re making me warm.” I put it back down. 

She smiled. “Good. I want you so hot you can’t stand it, Jackie.” 

“I already am. I don’t think I’ve ever been this aroused before. My whole body feels like what’s between my legs.” 

“Oh yeah?” She smiled and stroked my shaved arm. “How’s this?” 

I took her hand away. “Really. Stop. My fingers will squirt.” I laughed. 

Our drinks arrived. We took our time, had appetizers and another drink. We ordered a bottle of wine with dinner, had double espressos after, and shared a honey pistachio tart. Good thing the club we were going to was right next door. We were stuffed like geese and had consumed a fair amount of alcohol. 

I let out a deep breath after I signed the bill. “Oh sweetie, maybe we should go home. We had a lot to eat and drink. I don’t think I can dance.” 

Piper gave me doe eyes. “Well, if you can’t dance, neither of us drive, so we may as well go next door. We can dance the alcohol out of us.” 

She was right. I couldn’t drive right then, and I was sure she couldn’t. At least not safely. 

“Okay. To the club.” 

“You can see how well you can dance like a girl. I think you’ll do great.” 

“I don’t know how to dance any differently.” 

“But you’re in a mini dress and heels. You’ll dance differently. Jackie will come to the rescue.” She stood and held her hand out. I slipped my purse on my shoulder and we left. 

The  air  was  cold  as  it  blew  up  my  dress,  and  we  snuggled  each  other,  walking  through  the  falling  snow. 

Luckily  the  sidewalk  had  been  shoveled  and  salted,  or  our  feet  in  our  delicate  heels  would  have  been  soaked  and frozen. The pounding of the music grew louder as we approached the door. 

I opened it for Piper and we entered. A handsome guy in a suit and tie stood with his hands clasped before him. “Hello, ladies. No cover for girls tonight, and your first drink is free. I just need some ID.” 

Piper  was  already  digging  hers  out  of  her  purse  and  I  fetched  mine  out.  She  looked  at  the  doorman  and recognized him. “Josh! I can’t believe you still work here. I thought you got your PhD.” 

“I did. Just filling in for a friend for a few hours. It’s fun. Plenty of gorgeous young ladies come here, just like you used to when I did this all the time. We should hook up one night like old times.” Piper held out her ID to him, and he held his hand up, brushing it aside. “I definitely know you already.” He turned to me and gazed me up and down. “Who’s your lovely friend?” 

“This is Jackie. My cousin.” 

He held his hand out to me. “Nice to meet you, Jackie. I don’t need to see your ID, since I know Piper very well. Maybe I can take both you girls to dinner some night. I know Piper doesn’t mind a crowd. Right, Piper?” 

Piper’s face flushed. Her eyes flitted nervously. “Uh, see ya later, Josh.” 

“Sure hope so,” he shouted as we passed through into the bar area. 

Piper tugged me to the bar and handed our free drink tickets to the bartender. She leaned in toward me and spoke into my ear, her hand over it. “Ignore Josh. I used to have some wild times before.” 

“I guess. Do you miss it?” 

“It  was incredible sex, so sometimes I think about it. But I like being with you better.” She kissed my cheek. 

“Thanks. I’m glad you do. So he said you don’t mind a crowd?” 

“Oh, we shouldn’t talk about it, Jackie.” Our drinks came, she clinked mine, and we sipped. 

I put my hand on her shoulder. “But Piper, if two girlfriends can’t talk about their sex lives, then they aren’t two girlfriends, right?” 

She gazed into my eyes. Took a deep breath. “Okay, all I’m going to say was that I really love making guys happy. All kinds of ways and as many at a time as I can handle. There, I said it. Maybe we should show you how good it can be, so you understand.” 

She  tugged  my  hand  and  led  me  through  the  crowd.  The  thought  of  what  she  said  had  me  aroused  as  I noticed  the  smiles  and  looks  we  were  getting  from  guys.  As  nervous  as  I  was,  it  was  exciting  to  have  so  much interest in us. 

She led us to a high-top table in a dark corner and we sat. She was uncomfortable about having said that to me. I felt badly for her. She was only being honest. The music pounded; people danced. “Let’s dance,” I said. We left our coats and drinks at the table, and I led Piper through the crowd to an opening on the floor. We danced. 

Piper was right. My dancing became like hers with the heels and dress on. I felt as feminine and sexy as she looked. We danced and danced until we were both thirsty. We went back to our darker, quieter corner table and sat down. Piper clinked glasses. “You did great on the dance floor. Congratulations.” 

“Thanks. It was fun. Thanks for doing this for me. I love you.” 

“Even if I was a slut before?” 

“I don’t care. I mean, it made you who you are, and I love who you are. I just hope you won’t regret being with me instead. Maybe you should still have those kind of guys around.” 

“Oh, Jackie, that’s sweet but unnecessary.” 

“Hi, ladies, how’s the night going? Need anything?” Josh stood before us, beaming. “I’m done at the door. 

Can I join you two for a drink?” 

Piper’s  eyes  were  wide.  Josh  looked  at  me.  “Jackie,  it  sure  would  be  nice  to  get  to  know  you  a  little  too. 

May I?” 

I nodded, wanting to learn more about this guy Piper had thoroughly enjoyed before. “Sure, please do.” 

“Thanks.”  He  set  his  drink  down  and  slid  a  chair  next  to  mine  to  sit  alongside  me.  His  leg  rested  against mine beneath the table. I tried to move mine away, but there wasn’t any room. 

He looked into my eyes and placed a big hand on my stockinged thigh and slid it, caressing it. “So you two are cousins. How neat. I didn’t know Piper had a cousin.” 

Piper  was  looking  less  nervous  watching  us  together.  She  leaned  in  to  Josh  and  put  a  hand  on  his  arm. 

“She’s  my  cousin,  but  we’re  so  much  alike.  I  mean,  she  likes  the  same  things  I  do.  We’re  like  an  old  married couple.” 

He turned to me smiling. “Oh good! Then you’ll love what Piper loves.” He slid my hand from my lap and placed it on his crotch, holding my palm firmly against it. He leaned into me and whispered. “She loves  this  thing. 

She loves it in  any hole, and I love giving it to her. If you’re alike, you’ll love it too.” 

I looked at Piper, my eyes wide. I couldn’t help squeezing his growing hardness, exploring it. It was thick and long and getting very firm. 

“Thatta girl, check it out. Nice, isn’t it?” He slid my hand up and down the length of it. “So? Want it?” 

“Uh...”  My  heart  pounded  in  my  chest  as  he  continued  to  caress  my  legs,  sending  ripples  of  sensation through  me  as  if  my  leg  were  my  male  part  itself.  I  couldn’t  believe  he  was  being  aroused  by  me,  and  I  couldn’t believe I was actually thrilled by him doing so. I could see how Piper would have enjoyed Josh. I glanced at her as she sipped her drink, watching me, not sure what to do. 

I thought of her and him, and rather than feeling jealous, it aroused me further. Besides, I needed to take the attention off of me and keep him from him finding out what I really was under the dress. I spoke loudly enough so Piper could hear. 

“Not that it isn’t a great invitation, Josh, but it’s that time of month for me, and so I think you should do Piper like you used to. I’d love to see it.” 

He  turned  to  Piper.  “Wanna  do  the  back  room,  babe?  Jackie  said  she  wants  to  watch  because  she  has  her period. C’mon, like old times.” 

Piper’s  eyes  flitted  back  and  forth  from  him  to  me,  over  and  over.  I  smiled  and  nodded  at  her  excitedly. 

“Yes! Let’s do it.” 

She didn’t know what to do at first. Josh leaned a big hand over and placed it on hers. “C’mon, babe, your cousin wants to watch.” 

Piper  looked  into  my  eyes,  I  smiled  broadly  and  confidently.  “Absolutely!  I’d  love  to  see  you  and  Josh. 

C’mon, cousin.” 

She tilted her head and grinned nervously. “You sure?” 

“Absolutely.  I  want  to  see  if  you  can  take  all  of  that  huge  thing.  Since  I  can’t  have  any  fun  tonight,  why shouldn’t you? It’s not like you’re strangers, by  any means.” 

She slid on her seat closer to Josh. Slid a hand under the table, and I could see her arm move as she felt him. 

“It  really  does  fit  well,  but  I  don’t  have  to  prove  it  to  you.  You  might  get  jealous,  Jackie.”  She  massaged  him through his pants and they kissed deeply, his hand behind her head as he squeezed her breast though her dress. 

She was giving me time to see what it might be like and whether I could take seeing her doing what she was doing now with him. She was making sure I’d be okay with seeing her and Josh go further. She was considering my feelings. 

She opened one eye to be sure I was watching her, then went at it with him heavier, her leg crossing over his. Smiling, I winked and nodded at her. I wanted to see them together. I didn’t know if I’d get jealous or not, but my heart was beating so fast watching them, and I was so hard in my panties and my body so tingly with arousal, I had to see it happen. 

I slid my hand under the table and onto Josh’s thigh and squeezed it. I spoke loud enough for Piper to hear. 

“C’mon, big boy, take my cousin and show me how she likes it. You two look hot together. Let’s go to that back room.” I tugged at his leg. 

He broke free of Piper and stood, taking her by the hand and then took my hand. I grabbed my purse, and he led us to the back room. 

It was a room designed for private parties for smaller groups. The sign on the door said VIP Room. Inside were leather couches and plush leather armchairs. It was clean and dimly lit. Shelves held glasses and mixers behind a small bar. 

Josh sat on the couch with Piper and me on either side of him. He put his arms around her and pulled her to him. I crossed my legs, feeling the cool of the leather under my short dress. I unconsciously slid my hand on my leg from calf to thigh and back as I watched them. 

His hand went under the hem of her dress, and she moved about, allowing his fingers to enter her, and he thrust them. She wrapped her fingers in his hair and slid his face down to her breast. He slid the dress and her bra under her breasts, and she placed his mouth on her nipple while he thrust his fingers into her. 

She moaned and opened one eye to see me. I smiled and nodded as I shifted in my seat, my hard-on raging beneath the dress. She let her hand roam to unzip Josh’s pants, and he helped her open them and take out his whole cleanly shaved package. She stroked it as they kissed. 

She broke loose from the kiss and looked at me. She leaned over and grabbed my hand to wrap it around his shaft. She smiled at me. “Help us out here, Jackie.” 

I  held  it  and  stroked  it,  my  pulse  high,  my  breath  choppy  with  excitement.  Josh  turned  to  me  putting  his hand on my head and said, “Suck it, Jackie, get me  really ready for your cousin.” He pressed my head down. 

Piper nodded quickly. “Please Jackie, suck it for Josh.” 

I leaned down closer, looking at the thick purple head the size of a golf ball as it oozed glittery liquid from the tip. The shaft widened from the tip to twice the width. My painted, long-nailed fingers looked hot as both my hands squeezed it and stroked it. I could see the pulse in a blue vein running the length of the velvety pink flesh. I felt Josh’s hand pressing me down closer. 

My lips were at the tip, and I could smell his sweet cologne. I slid one hand down to his tennis balls and massaged  and  tugged  them  as  I  licked  the  tip,  tasting  the  saltiness.  Josh  pressed  my  head  down  harder,  and  my mouth automatically opened and took him in down to my fist. 

I ran my tongue around it, exploring the silky firm flesh. Josh moaned and said, “Oh yeah, you’re related, all right.” He started to thrust. I flicked the tip with my tongue and he twitched with each flick. “Oh, yeah.” 

I  couldn’t  believe  I  was  doing  this  and  enjoying  it  so  much.  It  was  beyond  being  thrilling,  and  I  was enamored with sucking it. The response he was giving me said I was really good at it and giving him much more pleasure than I had ever given anyone else. Finally, sadly, Josh tugged me by the hair off his magic wand. “Sorry, babe…now it’s Piper’s turn,” he said. 

He slid over on the couch, lifting Piper to get under her. He hiked her dress up to her waist and rolled it to stay there. He slid her panties aside, and she guided his tool as she lifted up and slipped it into her dripping slit. She looked  back  at  me,  her  face  glowing,  her  eyes  blissful  as  she  bit  her  lip  and  slowly  lowered  herself  onto  it  as  it stretched her out. Her eyes rolled in her head as she took it all in. “Oh god, Josh! It’s so thick!” she cried. 

She lifted herself up to the tip, his rod covered and dripping, then she dropped herself onto it. “Oh, yeah, fill me, Josh.” She glanced at me. Josh held her hips and began thrusting up into her. 

I  crossed  my  legs  and  bounced  a  foot,  pressing  against  my  hardness  in  my  panties.  I  watched  as  Josh rammed my girlfriend, her body twitching and shuddering, then releasing wetness on his rigid shaft. She whimpered and moaned like I’d never seen her do as he sucked a breast and impaled her over and over. He grunted and moaned. 

I thought her head would snap off her neck from the force of him ramming it into her each time. 

I was watching my girlfriend be pleasured like I’d never seen her, and then Josh made one final thrust into her as she shuddered above it. He grunted, forcing her hips onto him. His body shuddered as he sent his seed deep into her. Her eyes were slits, but I caught one quick glance at me. I came immediately in my panties between my crossed legs, and my body involuntarily shuddered each time I gushed another load. 

I leaned back and adjusted my dress, making sure the wetness didn’t show thorough. I rested my purse over it and caught my breath as they did the same, Josh peppered Piper with kisses while she wriggled slowly on his still immersed member, his creamy juices slipping down around it. 

After  a  few  minutes,  Piper  lifted  herself.  His  softening,  wet  rod  flopped  like  a  toppled  fencepost  onto  his pants, which, luckily, were black and not beige, since they were totally wet. She stood and arranged her panties and dress while observing me. I stood, adjusted my clothing, and slung my purse over my shoulder in front of my dress. 

I smiled nervously at Piper. “Nice job, cousin. I guess it did fit, and quite well.” 

Josh smiled as he stood and put things away, tucking in his shirt. “Next time you visit, Jackie, maybe you’ll be in a better state, and I can give you a treat too. If you’re as good that way as you are with your mouth and hands, I can’t wait.” He leaned down and kissed my lips gently. “We should do dinner soon.” 

I smiled. “Maybe we should.” 

Piper took my hand. “Thanks, Josh. It’s been great. See you around.” She stood on her toes and gave him a peck. 

“See ya, girls.” 

Piper led us back out to gather our coats from the table; we finished the last of our drinks and left. The valet ran off as we stood under the canopy, watching the falling snow. The chill air ran up my dress, caressing my legs and making my wet spot feel wetter. I wrapped my coat around me tightly, put the collar up, and looked into the lights at the snow. “It’s a beautiful night, isn’t it, Piper?” 

She snuggled against me. “Yes, it is, my sweet. Feel good enough to drive, or should I?” 

“I can drive. I’m all sobered up.” 

“Me too. Just a little sex drunk. Are you okay otherwise? I mean, any jealousy?” 

“I  should  be,  but  I’m  not.  Somehow  I  feel  like  your  girlfriend  or  cousin,  and  yet  I  know  what  I  was  just yesterday. It’s as if there are two of us in this body. Right now, it’s your girlfriend. We can drive us home.” 

I  tipped  the  valet  and  slid  onto  the  cold  leather,  adjusting  the  seat  to  accommodate  my  high  heels  on  the brake and gas. Even driving in heels was intriguing and stimulating. The warm air from the heater blew up my silky legs. 

I looked over to see Piper resting her head, eyes closed, on the window. I took a deep breath, noticing my long, painted fingernails on the wheel, and I slipped my other hand in my lap and remembered the glorious pleasure Piper had that I had been a party to. I proudly recalled the reaction Josh had given me for my ministrations to his gorgeous magic wand. 

I rubbed my hand pleasantly against my once again firm and damp flesh between my legs and drove home on autopilot, my mind seeing more images from earlier than the road itself. 
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I  woke  next  to  Piper,  her  arms  wrapped  around  me,  both  of  us  still  wearing  what  we’d  worn  the  night before. She felt me stir and nuzzled my neck; her silky, stockinged leg wrapped over mine and slid up and down it. 

“Mmm, you feel so nice, Jackie.” She kissed my neck. “And smell so sweet.” 

She slid down and rolled me onto my back. She lifted my dress, pulled aside my panties and slid it into her hot mouth. She moaned around it. “Mmm.” She popped off it and stroked it and said, “I’m so proud of you, Jackie. 

So, do you think you like being her?” She took me into her mouth again, looking up at me. 

I nodded and watched as I slid in and out of her lips, her hand tugging on my balls. I remembered what it was like to suck Josh, and my arousal increased. She popped off it wetly, stroking it, and said, “You liked sucking, didn’t you, princess?” 

I  nodded  and  humped  into  her  slick  hand.  “Tell  me,  Jackie,  did  you  like  watching  me  too?  Did  you  like seeing him disappear in me?” 

I humped faster and nodded. 

She  grinned  and  gazed  into  my  eyes.  “I  bet  you’d  like  to  suck  more,  wouldn’t  you?  I  bet  you  loved  how excited it made him. Tell me.” 

“I did.” 

“You did what? You liked what?” She stroked me faster, squeezing it tighter. I humped into it like a child. 

“Ungh, god, Piper. I love sucking and being Jackie. Ungh! God!” 

I came violently, my body shuddering as Piper dove onto it, swallowing all of my release. When I was done, I fell back on my pillow. 

Piper kissed me and slid all of my come into my mouth. I swallowed it, wondering what it would be like to finish what I started with Josh last night and be swallowing his. 

“Oh, Piper. This is wrong.” 

“Why?” 

“I’m  out  of  control.  I  watched  my  girlfriend  get  laid  by  a  guy,  and  I  even  helped  by  sucking  him  while dressed like a girl. This is totally wrong.” 

She slid up and snuggled with me. She squeezed my breasts, kissed my lips and cheeks. “How can it be? 

You’re so pretty and had so much fun.” 

“It just feels wrong.” 

“That’s  simply  your  old  paradigms.  Remember  what  you  said  yesterday  about  a  haircut  and  color  and earrings?” 

“Yeah, but...” 

“But  you  meant  it.  You  feel  better  this  way.  You  like  the  way  you  look.  You  even  want  to  be  better  yet, right?” 

“Well, I did, I guess.” 

“You love the feel of the clothes, the way you walk, your motions. Right?” 

“Yeah, they’re nice, I guess.” 

“So let’s go get those things done, and you can have some more time to think about who is inside of you. 

You  said  you  felt  like  both  Jake  and  Jackie  last  night.  I  think  it’s  just  Jackie  inside.  I  think  it’s  always  been  just Jackie. It’s more natural to you. I think you invented Jake.” 

“But the hair and piercings will take a lot to change back for Jake.” 

“It’s just a haircut, and you can leave the earrings out and the piercings will close up. But you can decide after we eat and shower and you get dressed in the other clothes I bought for you.” 

“Other clothes?” 

“Yes, shopping clothes. If we don’t go shopping and get your hair and ears done, I can return them instead.” 

“What kind of clothes?” 

“A  black  suede  mini  with  silky  sheer  suntan  pantyhose,  black  suede  high-heel  over-the-knee  boots,  and  a nice tight pink v-neck sweater for your lovely cleavage. You’ll look so cute in the mall with your new winter coat and your legs and boots poking out from it. Okay?” Piper slid her hand on my crotch. “Hmm, since it’s hard again

already,    it seems you like the sound of   that outfit.” 

I pictured wearing it and wanted to try it on. I couldn’t resist seeing what it would feel like and how I’d look in it. “Okay, just for today. I’ll get the hair redo and ear piercings, and if it has to go away for Jake tomorrow, then it does.” 

“Right, sweetie. Whatever you want.” 
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I loved walking in my new boots and outfit, my new hairstyle with highlights and layers bouncing with each high-heeled  step,  just  like  my  breasts  and  creamy  cleavage  in  the  pink  v-neck  sweater  beneath  my  open  coat.  I admired my reflection in the store windows, feeling put together and confidently feminine and very pretty. 

I went overboard with piercings because the girl in the store convinced me to have just one more and then one more until the ridges of my ears and lobes had five piercings in each ear. They were sore, but it was worth it for the new look. 

We shopped and shopped. It was heaven being able to shop not only for Piper but for Jackie as well, and being dressed so nicely while doing it was heaven. We flipped through the racks and tried things on in the dressing rooms together. Each thing I tried on led me closer and closer to how I really wanted to look. I was developing my own style. 

We both went overboard and had to make multiple trips to the car with our packages, but we were having the time of our lives. Lingerie, stockings and jewelry, tops, skirts, dresses, heels. 

We dragged our things into the house and put the lingerie in the wash on quick wash, and the rest of our purchases we placed on the bed. “Uh-oh, where am I going to put all of this, Piper? What did I do?” 

She walked to my closet and started taking my old clothes off hangers and folding them. 

“What are you doing? I need those.” 

“Not right now, you don’t. I’ll stack them in the spare room for you, and then you’ll have space for your new things. Get your dresser emptied out.” 

I went through my drawers, taking all of my old underwear, socks, and men’s clothes and stuffing them into a bag. What was I doing? I was just playing dress-up for Piper, and I’d be back to Jake after the holidays for sure, if not sooner. 

As I placed them in bags, it was as if I were cleaning out someone else’s clothes. I had no desire to wear them,  and  even  the  thought  of  it  seemed  wrong.  By  the  time  we  were  finished  with  our  closets,  the  laundry  was done, and we put our things in the dresser. I sniffed the floral sachets we’d bought for our drawers, and I smiled as I placed them on top of all the pretty, feminine things I now had to wear. 

I lined my new shoes up on the floor and took my old shoes to the spare room. We were caught up from our shopping. 

Arms  wrapped  around  me  from  behind,  giving  me  a  big  hug,  and  kisses  fell  on  my  neck.  “So,  my  pretty princess, what would you like to do now? It’s time for supper.” 

I looked at my new lady’s watch. “Wow, it sure is.” I turned to face Piper and wrapped my arms around her waist and leaned back. “I haven’t had a chance to just take you in today, we’ve been so busy. It makes me so happy to look at you.” I kissed her lips lightly. 

She  smiled  and  ran  her  fingers  though  my  hair.  “I  love  your  new  hair.  It’s  perfect  for  your  face.  I  love looking  at  you  too.  Why  don’t  we  get  some  takeout,  and  we  can  look  at  each  other  all  night.  Maybe  we  can  find some sexy movies on TV and eat popcorn and cuddle on the couch. I’ll wear something sexy, and you can give me a leg massage, and I can give you one too.” 

“Mmm, sounds nice.” I wrapped my fingers in her hair and kissed her deeply. She slid her hand on the front of my skirt and rubbed my hardness. “Chinese?” 

I looked into her made-up eyes. “Mmm, with chopsticks and vodka martinis, dirty. We can get a salt fix.” I pulled back. “I can run out and pick it up, or we can both go.” I looked out the window. “It’s snowing again.” 

“I’ll go with you. I want to be in the snow.” 

We  bundled  up  and  drove  in  the  fluffy  whiteness  as  the  streetlights  turned  on  and  made  the  scene  even prettier. I loved walking through the fresh snow, arm in arm, into the restaurant. The smell from our food filled the car on the ride home, making my stomach rumble. 

At home I mixed a pitcher of dirty martinis from the vodka bottle in the freezer while Piper set the table and put the food out. We drank and ate, enjoying the snow falling outside. 

Piper said, “So, I’m amazed you really didn’t get jealous last night with Josh, and you said you enjoyed it.” 

“I had never seen you so fulfilled. I didn’t know you could have orgasms like that. It was beautiful.” 

“Thanks. It felt pretty darn good too.” She laughed. 

“What  does it feel like? I mean, having it in so deep and so full.” 

“It’s a lot like when we have sex, except his is bigger, that’s all. But the feeling is similar. Being penetrated brings a lot to the picnic so to speak. I mean, it’s like a direct connection. You must feel it when you’re inside me.” 

“I  guess,  but  it’s  still  an  external  sensation  for  me.  You  know,  it  could  just  be  a  mouth  or  a  wet  slippery warm thing wrapped around it. I don’t know about a direct connection.” 

“There’s  nothing  like  it.  When  it’s  inside  your  body,  it’s  like  it  becomes  a  part  of  you.  The  penetration seems to join it to your soul. Hey, I have an idea. Before we get changed let’s go to a store not far from us.” 

“More shopping?” 

“Uh, yes and no. More like how to have you experience what I do. We only had one drink too.” 

I tilted my head. “Uh, not so sure about getting something to stick in me” 

“Nonsense.  You  need  to  experience  penetrating  sex,  which  can  only  come  from  having  another  person immersed deep inside you. You need to have the experience of being on the receiving end as someone named Jackie would. I know just how to teach you too.” 

We cleaned up and left. What was I in for now? 
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Piper drove this time, only a few minutes in the falling snow. She parked the car and we climbed out into the whiteness. 

I looked at the place. “Oh, Piper. This is kinda weird.” 

“Relax.” She led me by the hand through the back door. The place was clean and brightly lit. Piper looked around  as  we  stood  in  the  entrance.  A  handsome  guy  about  our  age  yelled  from  behind  the  counter.  “Need  some help, ladies?” 

Piper waved him off. “Found them.” She tugged me toward her goal. The wall was covered with a variety of dildos, harnesses, butt plugs, and vibrators. 

Piper took a realistic-looking one like Josh’s and stroked and caressed it. “Nice. So realistic. Feel it.” 

I wrapped my fingers around it and slid a thumb over the tip. “Very real. What do we do with it?” 

“I can use it; you can use it. You’ll see, but first we need something else.” 

She picked up a harness that would hold one inside the woman and also another, sticking out like a man’s, as  well  as  a  smaller  vibrating  dildo  that  went  with  it.  She  handed  it  to  me.  “Hold  these.”  Then  she  picked  out vibrating, inflatable butt-plugs and stacked three of them in my arms with the rest. 

“Do we really need to get all this? We could be buying more shoes instead.” 

“Oh, Jackie. You’ll love this, and you’ll learn more too. Hang in there, sweetie. All we need to do is pay.” 

She led the way to the counter. The attendant smiled as he saw what we were buying. “Hmm, seems you girls have a need.” 

Piper grinned. “Yes, we do, and we aim to fill it well.” He began ringing them up, looking back at us from time to time and smiling. When he was almost done, he moved back and leaned on the back counter. He had a nice-sized hard-on in his beige pants. We waited as he contemplated us. 

He said, “Now your bill can be drastically reduced if I give you a first-visit discount.” 

“Great,” I said. 

He smiled and rubbed the outline in his pants. “But I have a need that needs filling, too, and I’d be glad to give you the discount for a little help filling it.” He winked at me. “You have lovely lips.” 

I looked at Piper. She raised her eyebrows and shrugged. I was hard as a rock thinking about what I might do for him and remembering Josh. I tilted my head and asked, “How much is the discount?” 

“Twenty percent.” 

I nodded and looked at Piper. She said, “Your choice, Jackie.” 

I looked him up and down. He wouldn’t take long. He was really hot for me and rubbing himself while he looked at me. More than that, I wanted to prove my seductiveness to myself as well. “Thirty percent and you’ll love it.” 

He laughed. “You’ll be worth it. Okay.” He rang up the goods and took the discount off. I was going to give a guy a BJ for forty-five bucks. Piper paid the bill, and I went around the counter. He tossed a pillow off his chair onto the floor. I knelt on it. 

He took out the whole package, and it was gorgeous, clean and smooth. I looked around the store nervously. 

He said, “Let me lock the doors.” He pressed a button under the counter, and we heard bolts lock on front and back. 

“Okay, baby. Open wide.” 

I feverishly dove onto it, bobbing my head and tugging his shaved balls while I ran my tongue around his shaft  furiously  and  stroked  the  thick  meat  with  my  other  hand.  I  was  ravenous  for  it  and  couldn’t  restrain  myself from going at it with wild abandon as he leaned back against the counter and looked into my eyes. He smiled and said, “Wow, you are good at this. I can tell you love doing it. It looks so hot going into those lips, baby.” 

I nodded and mumbled around it, looking up at him and continuing my activity. He placed his big hands on my head and squeezed it tight. “Oh god, I can’t hold back—you’re too much.” He held my head tight and shoved it in my mouth up to my hand, which was wrapped around his shaft. I felt it harden solid and felt the gush through my fist into my mouth. I came in my panties from the compliment of the reward he was giving me. 

I swallowed greedily as he shot one load after the other into me, his eyes wide and locked onto mine. “Oh yeah, baby,” he said as his legs shook from his final two shots. 

It was over. I savored the moment. He relaxed, and I sucked it gently, cleaning it all off. I flicked the tip, and he twitched. I let it out of my mouth, and it bobbed in the air in front of my face. I stood and went around the counter as he put it away. 

Piper wiped a drip from my chin and licked it off her finger. “Nice job, Jackie. Ready to go home?” 

“Oh yeah.” 

He  handed  us  our  bags.  “That  discount  applies  anytime  you  girls  want  it  to.  Don’t  hesitate  to  come  back again.” He smiled at me. 

I winked and we left. 

Piper drove us off in the snow. “Well, well, Jackie. Seems you have a penchant for that. I bet it’s going to be one of your favorite things to do now. You were  extremely enthusiastic about it. I loved seeing that part of you and how compelled you were.” 

Having come in my panties, I felt a little silly about what I had just done. We stopped at a stoplight. “Uh, I don’t know what came over me. I guess it was the discount. Hard to pass up.” I smiled a flat smile at her. 

She laughed. “Discount like heck. You couldn’t hold back doing that. It’s like a drug for you. I bet you’re so hard right now, you could come any instant.” She reached her hand out to feel my lap. 

I grabbed her hand to stop her. I laughed. “Uh, actually, my panties are all wet. I couldn’t help coming when he did.” 

“Good girl! It’s wonderful you enjoyed him so much. See how rewarding it can be to be Jackie. You should be proud of overcoming your fears to do that and very proud of how good you made him feel. Did you ever make a woman feel that good?” 

I thought about it. I had never been so desired nor had anyone been so thrilled with me. I never came myself without touching it either. I shook my head shamefully. “I guess. It was exciting. It was extremely gratifying. I felt proud he enjoyed it so much. It made me feel sexy and desirable.” 

“As you are.” 

“I never felt so alluring before.” 

“It’s who you are. You’re Jackie, not Jake. Jackie is very alluring.” 

I stared out the window at the falling snow. The roads had lanes carved in them, and the wind blew patches of white across the road. 

Jake  never would have done what I had just thoroughly and deeply enjoyed. Jake never felt so  good   about himself as I’ve felt lately either. I had to face the fact that I might very well never be Jake again. He seemed to be fading away; I identified with him almost as an old friend... No, not a friend, more like a distant acquaintance from long ago. 

I crossed my silky legs and adjusted my breasts in my sweater. I ran painted, long-nailed fingers across my silky,  stockinged  thigh.  I  took  a  deep  breath,  and  a  waft  of  my  perfume  delighted  me,  filling  me  with  feminine confidence as my heart raced in my chest. 

I felt Piper’s hand on my knee. “You okay, princess? You’re very quiet.” 

I stared blankly at her. “Yes, dear. Just thinking how distant my identification with Jake is. I can’t fathom why I identified as him before.” 

“So you don’t miss him?” 

I shook my head, looking out the window. “Not at all. I’m having a hard time trying to figure out why he even existed.” 

“He  had  his  reasons,  I’m  sure.  Silly  reasons  evidently,  because  now  you’re  wondering  why  he  existed. 

Don’t worry about him, dear.” 

I nodded. I picked up our new purchases and looked in the bag. As much as I had been  revolted in the past to think of a man shoving his rod into my bottom and filling it with his satisfaction, I was now  keenly longing  for what Piper had described. His penetration of my body, causing a permeation of his passion inside of me, connecting me to his soul. It sounded so intense. 

Just  having  the  clerk  do  that  in  my  mouth  was  enough  to  make  me  come.  I  couldn’t  imagine  having  him deep inside me like a woman would and what that would do to me. I might reach a state of utter bliss. 

I read the backs of the packages. I hoped these things would prepare me for it. I wanted to experience the connection a woman feels. 

I hungered for that feminine delight. 
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Safe and warm inside, we unpacked and cleaned our new toys. Piper said, “Now go shower, and I want you to go poop if you can, too, and then use my shower attachment and clean up well.” 

“What? You want me to put it in my butt?” 

“Absolutely. That’s what the attachment is for. I’ll shower after you and do the same. You’ll see how nice it feels to be so clean.” She kissed my cheek. “I’ll get our lounging clothes out and on the bed for you to dress in.” 

I showered, and it was a feeling of cleanliness I hadn’t experienced before. I dressed in a black corset and bra with my gel breast forms. I delighted in sliding deliciously sheer black stockings up my legs and attached them to my corset. I slipped into silky smooth, black satin panties and then the fetish heels and strapped them. 

Good  thing  we  weren’t  going  out.  In  those  heels,  I  could  step  one  foot  forward  only  a  few  inches  before moving my other foot as I teetered on them to the dresser. They made me feel so wonderfully vulnerable. I applied my jewelry and perfume and slid into the sheer black robe. 

Piper came into the bedroom. “Oh, I love that outfit. You look so sexy in it. I hope I look as good.” 

“Thanks,” I said as she pressed her naked body against me. She wrapped a hand around my rod and stroked it slowly. 

She purred. “Mmm...wait until you get those toys in you. I have one in front  and one in back. It’s heavenly.” 

“Really. You’ve done this before?” 

“Many times. Sometimes I’d wear one in back to the clubs and keep it in when they did me. Other times I’d wear  two.  Sometimes  I’d  take  them  both  out  and  have  one  guy  in  front  and  one  guy  in  back.  Penetration  is wonderful.” 

“Wow. I didn’t know. I’d never guess.” 

“Yeah. I was a wild one until I met you. I didn’t want to risk ever losing you, so I threw away my toys and gave that life up.” 

She kissed me on the lips and smiled. “Now, unfortunately, you have only one place to put one, so go put it in and adjust the size and vibration how you like it. Lube is on the counter.” She hopped onto the bed and began dressing. I navigated to the bathroom. 

It did feel quite nice once I had gotten it in—another pleasant surprise. I delicately stepped into the living room where Piper had already set up a bottle of white wine in a cooling sleeve and glasses and snacks on the coffee table. She was stretched out on the sofa, flipping through options for watching. I sat next to her and poured us wine. 

I handed a glass to her and we toasted. She said, “To Jackie learning about how wonderful it can be to be her.” 

“To Jackie.” We sipped, and I lifted her calves and slid them onto my lap. I massaged her silky, stockinged legs as she flipped through our options. “Here’s a good one.” She started the movie. It was a porn flick and got into the action right up front. Girls were sucking guys, and guys were filling girls’ mouths, bottoms, and fronts, and all of them were hot and sexy. 

Piper rubbed my legs. “Now I want you to imagine you’re the girl in the movies, not the guy. Imagine what the girl is feeling and what it’s like for her.” She rubbed my panties. “I see you’re enjoying yourself.” 

“I am. And you?” 

“Oh, these toys are wonderful. We’ll need to buy stock in a battery company.” She wriggled on the couch. 

We  drank,  snacked,  and  watched  movies  for  a  few  hours.  I  had  wet  spots  on  my  panties  from  oozing  all night. Piper was electric with sensation. I kept pumping my plug up bigger as time passed, and it felt wonderful to have it inside me. I pressed against it on my seat, only wishing it would go deeper. I was beside myself with desire. 

Piper snuggled against me. “Ready for bed, Jackie?” 

“We should. It’s getting late.” 

She slid off the couch and stood, taking my hand. “Come now, my virgin bride.” 

“I could. I could come right now.” 

“Don’t. Just follow me.” 

We went into the bedroom, and she slid the covers back to reveal our satin sheets. She patted the bed, and I hopped onto it, sliding up to the headboard. I watched as she strapped a harness around her hips; she took her front plug out and placed it on a towel on the dresser. She slipped a dildo through her harness and slid it into her. “Oh

yeah, this is going to be good. Every ram into you is a ram into me too.” She smiled at me and then mounted a pink vibrating dildo in the front. She looked at me. “Oh, honey, take out your plug.” 

I slid off the bed, went into the bathroom, removed it, and washed it. I hopped back on the bed where she waited, stroking her impaler with lube. “This one’s for you, baby. Lie down.” 

I lay down and slid my panties off. She slid between my legs and pressed it against my hole. I instinctively pushed  against  it,  needing  it  in  me.  The  tip  pressed  against  me.  I  pushed  harder.  “Oh  yes,  Piper.  Shove  it  in.  Fill me.” 

She  smiled  as  she  forced  it  past  the  entrance  and  in,  deeper  and  deeper.  “Oh,  god  yes!”  I  cried  as  she bottomed it into me. She grasped my ankles in my heels and pushed them by my ears then leaned into me. I sucked her nipple while she thrusted. My rod flailed about in the air, oozing threads of juice on my stockings. 

Piper grunted. “Ahh, so  this  is what it’s like to be the giver. It’s  work.” She breathed heavily as she looked into my eyes, pounding me into the bed. The feelings it gave me were heavenly and made me whimper with each immersion. She reached over to the nightstand and took the Josh-like dildo from it. She held it before my lips. “Suck your boyfriend Josh.” 

I  grabbed  it  with  one  hand  while  I  urged  her  on  with  my  other  hand  on  her  hip.  I  involuntarily  moaned around my fake Josh, imagining it was real. 

Piper  said,  “That’s  it,  you  sissy  princess.  Suck  Josh  while  another  guy  is  filling  your  sweet,  tight  bottom. 

Suck the cream from Josh.” She increased her ferocity, pounding me to the bed. I imagined all the toys being real. In a second, I was coming, shooting spurts all over my stockings and stomach. “That’s it, baby. Feel them coming in you.” 

I did. Oh god how I did! It was  so good. And then my body shuddered and shook to a stop, and Piper fell on top  of  me,  her  breasts  against  mine.  She  stroked  my  head.  “That’s  my  beautiful  girl.  Now  sleep  and  have  sweet dreams.” 
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The morning brought bright sunlight beaming through the windows and the smell of bacon from the kitchen. 

I rolled over, and fake Josh pressed against my cheek. I wore morning wood and slid it against the silky sheets as my mouth found its way to consume the fake Josh. I bobbed my head on it, running my tongue around it. I humped into the sheets, imagining I was at the toy store again. 

Moaning  loudly  around  the  rod  in  my  mouth  and  humping  into  the  bed  like  a  pubescent  child,  I  came.  A hand  was  on  my  back,  and  a  kiss  fell  on  my  cheek.  “Aw,  how  sweet  seeing  you  wake  up  like  that,  little  girl, moaning and enjoying fake Josh while you slip against the sheets. Seems you did have sweet dreams. Breakfast is ready.” 

I was embarrassed at my display. I turned onto my back as I caught my breath, and Piper gave me a hug. 

“See, Jackie? I know you’ll agree. Jake was never this much fun.” 

I nodded. I did agree. “I feel silly having done that.” 

“Don’t.  I  used  to  imagine  things  and  enjoy  humping  my  pillow  when  I  was  entering  my  world  of  such interests. You’re doing the same. Isn’t it a fine way to wake up? You can do that anytime you want. I’d love to see it in the mornings. You can keep fake Josh under your pillow. Isn’t it nice to feel so intense and pleasant?” She kissed my head. 

“I guess so.” 

I wobbled into the bathroom, my heels still on; I brushed my teeth and peed. I made my way into the kitchen and sat at the table, crossing my semen-stained stockings and gliding my hands over my legs. 

Piper put bacon, eggs, and toast before me, along with my grapefruit juice. I dug in like a starving prisoner. 

She sat and began eating. “Slow down, girl. You’ll gag on it.” She laughed. 

“I’m sorry; I’m famished.” 

“A night of good sex always makes me hungry too. Did you enjoy last night?” 

I rolled my eyes and nodded as I ate. 

“Good. I loved it too. I love how you enjoyed being penetrated, and I can’t wait to see you with a real one banging that cute little sissy bottom into the sheets.” 

I almost gagged and grabbed my juice to wash it clear. “What? No way. I don’t want that. I want you.” 

“Oh, sweetie. You want it and you know it, and you can still have me too. As a matter of fact, you can have me at the same time. I’d love that.” She placed her hand on mine and looked into my eyes. “Now you think about that. Get cleaned up today, put your plug in before you get dressed, turn it on, and then dress how you want. Then we can find something to do, and you can decide what you want.” 

“But guys will beat me up when they find out what I have under my dress.” 

“Only unintelligent idiots do that. Besides, the smart ones already know.” 

I glared at her. “How!?” 

“Josh  has  his  PhD.  He’s  extremely  bright,  and  I’ve  had  many  discussions  about  you  with  him  before.  He knows you aren’t my cousin.” 

“What other guys?” 

“Josh’s friends. The ones I used to use for my gang bangs. They’ll love you. All of Josh’s friends are very openminded. They’re all clean, too, or we’d both have problems by now.” 

“When did you do all these guys?” 

“I stopped playing with them when we met, thinking you wouldn’t approve.” 

“Really, you stopped for me? For wimpy me?” 

“I love you. They’re just toys.” She stood, came over, and kissed me on the cheek. Kneeling beside me, her hand on my shoulder, she said, “I just want you to be who you are and get the most from life. That’s why I’m doing all this.” She kissed my cheek. 

I nodded, spreading jelly on my toast. “You know what’s best, Piper.” 

“Oh, come now. You know I do. Don’t be sarcastic, baby. As a matter of fact, I think I should call my old group of guys for your coming-out party. Then you can fill every orifice and hand of that lovely, sissy body of yours and get compliments and rewards from all of them by being their receptacle of pleasure.” 

A receptacle of pleasure. Hmm. I pondered as I sipped my coffee and looked at her, my one leg bouncing over the other. The thought of what she’d just said was more than intriguing. I tried to imagine what it would be like being the center of attention like that. 

What  a  thrill  it  would  be.  All  those  people  looking  to  me  to  satisfy  them.  All  of  them  being  aroused  and excited by my feminine allure. I ran my fingers through my hair and tossed my head. “I wasn’t being sarcastic. You haven’t been wrong yet.” 

“Good. So it’s a go. Woo hoo! A coming-out party for Jackie.” She hopped up and did a little dance in her fuzzy pink slippers and pink robe. 

I laughed. “Not so fast, Piper. I don’t know about so many guys.” 

“How can you say that so matter-of-factly when you know it’s  exactly what you want. You’ll be the center of their attention as you give them immense pleasure. I’m setting it up, princess. This weekend.” She left to shower. 

I  picked  up  our  plates  and  put  them  in  the  dishwasher,  then  cleaned  the  table  and  counters  while  Piper showered. The more I thought about it, the more excited I became. My heart pounded in my chest, and I was once again rock-hard in my panties. I had become a nymphomaniac. I loved it. 
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For  the  three  days  leading  up  to  my  ‘coming-out  party’  as  Piper  called  it,  she  wouldn’t  let   me  come  no matter what, and she made me wear my plug daily. By the day of my party, I was ready for all of it and more. 

We  spent  the  day  getting  the  house  and  food  ready,  Piper  already  having  put  together  our  outfits  for  the evening. I was nervous as a bird with clipped wings on the floor with the cat. 

“Piper! I can’t find my new earrings,” I yelled from the bedroom. She came in from the bathroom and went directly to the dresser. She took out a baggie filled with my jewelry and accessories for the evening. “Right here, Jackie. I put it all together for you. Now be sure to put it all on. I want you to be proud of what you are and show everyone what you are. Remember to take out your plug too.” 

I stood in my fetishy heels; I had practiced walking in them the last three days. I wore sensually sheer, pink, lace-top stockings attached to a pink satin and lace garter belt with matching bra. My creamy cleavage stared back at me from the mirror as I applied my jewelry. I perfumed my body and hair and lifted the baggie to see what was left. 

I spread it out on the dresser. 

I slid the pink lace garters up my legs to the tops of the stockings. I slid on the crotchless pink lace panties, making  a  frame  around  my  shaved  globes  and  stick.  I  looked  at  the  other  item.  Sheer  pink.  It  had  a  sack  at  the bottom and a sheath attached. I slid the gossamer thin item over my globes and then slid into the sheath, twitching from the sensation as I did. I looked at what remained from the bag. 

There was a third garter that matched the other two. I looked at it. I didn’t have three legs. Or did I? Hmm, made sense. I wrapped it around my balls and rod then wrapped it again around my balls. I fluffed the lace. Between the garter and the fluffy crotchless panties, it looked insignificant and tiny, even though it was lifting and falling in the air from my excitement. I laughed at the sight of it. 

Piper came in. “Hey, looking pretty in pink, honey.” 

“Thanks. Feel very, uh, very sissy-like.” 

“Good.” 

“But I feel silly with this little nest for my buddy. It makes him look so insignificant.” 

She came over and wrapped her fingers around it. “No, it doesn’t. It looks feminine and pretty. She looks pretty in her nest. Finish dressing, honey.” 

The last thing in the baggie was a group of small bells on an elastic string. I held it up to her. “Piper, what about this?” 

She was slipping her black stockings up her legs. “That hangs on the end of your buddy, so the boys can ring your bell.” 

“Oh god. Piper, you’re crazy.” I laughed. 

“Do it.” 

I  did.  It  rang  each  time  I  throbbed  into  the  air  and  fell.  I  laughed  some  more.  I  walked  over  to  Piper  and kissed her lips. “At least the humor is making me less nervous. Thanks.” 

“Good.” She stood and held my dress for me. I stepped in, balancing on her shoulder, and lifted it up. She zipped  the  back.  The  hem  of  the  pink  satin  and  lace  dress  was  flared  out  by  fluffy  soft  crinoline,  and  I  tried  to smooth it, but my fingernail got caught in it. I investigated. “Piper, there’s a hole in front.” 

“Exactly. A hole so you can put your decorated little vestige of male parts out for everyone to see. Do it.” 

I tugged them out and arranged the lace. It looked to be even tinier now. I stared at her. 

She stared at it, smiling. “It looks fabulous. Be proud of it and walk with confidence. It will look great when you’re on your back and the guys are pounding into you, shaking it and ringing the bell.” 

Now I was getting nervous again. “Piper, I’m scared. Can we call it off?” 

“No. Don’t be silly.” 

“This is just too much. All these guys I don’t know, me in this, uh...” I looked down at my outfit. I looked at myself in the full-length mirror. “I mean, it’s very feminine and cute, and it makes me feel so vulnerable and ready for sex, but...all those guys.” 

I wriggled my bottom on the plug. My nested bird jumped, and the bell rang. “It’s just too much.” I pleaded with her with my eyes, my head tilted to the side and down, my eyes raised to look up at her. “Please? Can we call it

off?” The vibrator hummed in me, and my rod stood and fell continuously, the bells jingling each time. 

She  sat  on  the  bed  and  gazed  at  me.  She  pointed  at  my  rod  leaping  and  falling  in  the  nest.  “Your  bells’

ringing tells me you’re horny enough to have a football team. I think you should go through with it.” 

I sat next to her. “I am horny enough, believe me. But that’s not the point. I love being Jackie, but I want to go  slowly  and  let  things  progress  and  not  feel  forced  into  it.  Don’t  worry,  Jake  has  nothing  to  say  about  it.  We haven’t had any talk in days. I think he left or has at least taken a back seat. But me—who I am, Jackie—wants to be Jackie, and as exciting as it is to me, this coming out isn’t me.” 

Piper  ran  her  hand  over  my  hair.  She  adjusted  the  pink  bow  in  it  and  put  her  hands  on  my  shoulders.  “If that’s what Jackie wants, that’s what Jackie gets. I’m sorry I did this to you. I’ll call it off.” She kissed me on the cheek, then stood. 

She went to her purse on the dresser and took out her phone. She called Josh. “Hi, Josh. I have a problem. 

Our coming-out party tonight has been cancelled.” She looked at me while she listened. “Yes, she’s not up to it. It’s just too much for her.” She listened again. “That would be great if you called the others and let them know. Thank you.” 

She  listened  again.  She  held  the  phone  away  from  her  ear  and  looked  at  me.  “Jackie,  Josh  has  invited  us over for dinner and drinks with him and his girlfriend if we’d like. We could bring the food over. Then we could just have a nice relaxing evening, the four of us.” 

I nodded. “That sounds nice. Then I can make some new friends.” 

She  held  the  phone  to  her  ear.  “Okay,  that  sounds  good.  We’ll  be  over  in  a  little  while  with  food.”  She tapped  the  screen  and  tossed  it  in  her  purse.  “I’ll  start  packing  up  the  food.  Do  you  want  to  change,  or  are  you wearing that?” 

I looked in the mirror. “I’ll change.” 

“Okay, sweetie. Wear what you want. I’ll wear what I have on. It’s fine for a dinner party.” 

Piper’s heels clicked down the hallway into the kitchen, and she began packing up food. I started to undress, thinking about what to wear. I wanted feminine, sexy, and delicate. 
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I took the dress off and hung it up. I looked at myself in the mirror. I was delicate and feminine. The nest was even perfect for delicate and feminine. There was no masculine left. I just needed a dress without the hole in front. 

I  slid  hanger  after  hanger,  browsing  through  the  light-colored  dresses  that  might  go  with  my  current stockings  and  undergarments.  I  found  a  pretty,  pastel  blue,  chiffon  mini  dress  with  a  v-neck  and  a  flared  hem.  I slipped it up and adjusted it. It was perfect. I was pink and blue. A girl and a boy all in one. It made me feel delicate, sexy, and feminine. 

I  turned  and  viewed  myself  in  the  mirror.  The  plug  massaged  me  and  vibrated.  I  was  oozing  from  the  tip beneath  my  dress,  and  the  satin  lining  of  the  dress  rubbed  it  deliciously  when  I  moved.  I  had  to  take  care  not  to stimulate it too much and come by accident. 

I  went  into  the  bathroom  and  took  out  the  plug,  cleaned  it  and  put  it  away.  At  least  I  wouldn’t  have  that constant reminder that I loved having something in my bottom, wanting it deeper all night. The drop in stimulation was a relief and allowed me to avoid the risk of an accident. 

One more check in the mirror. I was perfect and no longer had a billboard showing what I was because it was now covered with the dress. I walked into the kitchen. The bells on me rang lightly with each step. 

Jackie  smiled  from  the  counter.  “Feel  better?  I  hear  you  still  have  the  bells  on.  That’s  good.  I  think  it’s cute.” 

“I forgot to take them off. You think I should leave them?” 

“Why not?” 

“They’ll hear it.” 

“So? I’ll fix it so they don’t wonder where it’s coming from.” She went into the bedroom and came back. 

She took one earring out of each of my earlobes and replaced them with ones that had little bells on them. “Walk.” 

I did. The bells rang in my ears. 

She smiled. “Very cute. Okay?” 

“Okay.” 

We put our coats on and dragged the food to the car in two trips, my bells ringing cutely. It seemed to add another dimension of delicacy to my persona somehow. I loved being cute and delicate. 

Piper  drove  us  off  in  the  snow  as  I  looked  out  the  window,  crossed  my  legs  in  their  silky,  sheer  pink stockings, my hand unconsciously caressing them as I looked forward to a night of relaxation and getting to know Josh and his girlfriend. Piper rested her hand on my knee as she drove. “Feel better, princess?” 

I squeezed her hand. “Much. Thank you.” 

“Good.” 

“So Josh has a girlfriend?” 

“Well, they do have an open relationship, but they’re very close, yes. She’s quite interesting. I think you’ll like her. She’s very pretty too. She’s a lot like you.” 

“Like me?” 

“Yes, you know, very into looking and feeling her best and dressing for her mood. You’ll see.” 

I remembered Piper riding Josh. I remembered how gorgeous it was to see and be a part of. “Does she know about you and Josh?” 

“Yes. We’ve been together like that before with her.” 

I  looked  out  the  window,  imagining  what  might  happen  during  our   relaxing  night  of  getting  to  know  one another. I pressed my palm on my lap and rubbed my birdie in its nest. 

Piper  patted  my  knee.  “That’s  it,  Jackie.  Relax  and  feel  nice,  princess.  Just  try  not  to  mess  your  pretty dress.” 

 



11



We arrived and pulled into the already open attached garage so we wouldn’t have to step in the snow. Josh came out with his girlfriend, and they helped bring the food in. We placed it all on the counter. 

Josh was wearing a pressed white shirt with cufflinks and a pair of black dress pants and shined shoes. He came over to me first and gave me a hug. His cologne smelled wonderful. He held my shoulders and looked at me. 

“Jackie, you look fabulous. Thanks for coming over here tonight.” 

Thanks, Josh. Glad to be here. Sorry about my change of mind. Hope it didn’t cause you too much trouble.” 

“It didn’t. You made a good decision.” He turned to his girlfriend, who was standing next to him, smiling. 

“This is Pamela. Pamela, Jackie.” 

Pamela  took  my  hand  in  hers  and  leaned  in  to  kiss  my  cheek.  I  couldn’t  help  glancing  at  her  gorgeous breasts in the revealing top of her dress. “Hi, Jackie. Glad to meet you. Can I get you a drink?” 

I looked at the food. “We’d better put the food in the oven and unpack the rest. Can we do that first?” 

“Josh and Piper will get it done. They already are.” 

“Okay, right. Then may I have a dirty vodka martini?” 

“Of course.” She walked across the tile floor, her very high heels clicking on it as her swaying hips made the ankle-length navy chiffon dress flow about her. I sat at the counter and crossed my legs. She made our drinks and walked back, her sheer black stockinged legs alternately poking out of the slit of her dress to above the lace tops as she moved. She was gorgeous. 

She sat and toasted. “To getting to know each other.” 

We  clinked  and  delicately  sipped  from  the  martini  glasses.  I  heard  Piper  ask  Josh,  “Should  I  make  some coffee for later?” 

“Good idea,” he replied. 

Piper  went  directly  to  the  proper  cabinet  for  the  coffee.  She  had  obviously  spent  time  here  before.  They moved about the kitchen like a couple as they prepared things, and we watched. My eye was drawn to an outline on the front of Josh’s pants, most likely from being in proximity with Piper. 

Josh  made  them  drinks,  and  Piper  squeezed  his  butt  and  kissed  his  cheek.  Josh  sat  at  the  island  next  to Pamela and Piper by me as she placed the shrimp plate in the center. She crossed her legs and put her hand on my crossed leg, gliding it over my knee in circles, and she toasted the group. “To all of us becoming fast friends.” 

We all sipped. Pamela and I each took a shrimp and dipped it in the cocktail sauce. I watched her hold it before her luscious painted lips and flick the sauce off the tip. “Mmm, nice and spicy.” She put it in her mouth and tore the tail off, placing it on a napkin. I ate mine. 

I was intrigued by Pamela. She was taller than me and had a somewhat sultry voice. She was beautiful with generous breasts, which I envied, and her makeup was stunning. I made mental notes to myself to remember what she had done so I could try it. I asked her, “So if you don’t mind my asking, how did you and Josh become friends? 

Have you known each other long?” 

“We  were  roommates  all  through  school  when  we  both  studied  English  literature.  We  know  more  about each  other  than  most  married  couples.”  She  lifted  her  glass  and  placed  it  delicately  against  her  painted  lips  and sipped, her painted long-nailed pinky out in the air. I loved her movements. 

Josh said, “Yeah, it worked out pretty well. Pamela lives with me here. We still get along like old buddies.” 

He kissed her lips, and she placed a hand on his lap and said, “Why change a good thing? Josh really helped me all those years, and we love each other. He knew me better than I knew myself.” 

Piper  leaned  in  toward  me  and  kissed  my  cheek.  “As  do  we.  Isn’t  it  great  to  have  someone  like  that? 

Someone who can read your soul?” 

I kissed her lips. 

We  sat  and  talked,  savoring  the  shrimp,  then  some  oysters  and  another  drink.  By  the  time  we  were  done with appetizers, we were laughing and chatting away freely. I felt I had found new friends for my new self, and it reinforced Jackie for me. 

At  one  point,  Josh  said,  “Jackie,  I  think  you’ve  become  who  you  are.  That  is  a  truly  magnificent accomplishment that so few people ever allow themselves to do. You carry yourself with poise and elegance and a

feminine flare that even the most beautiful woman can’t approach. I truly believe there are more than two genders in this world, and you are a perfect example of it.” 

“Thank you, Josh. I think you may be right. I’ve never felt so together, and I owe it to Piper for seeing it in me.” I kissed her lips lightly. 

Pamela said, “Josh gave me a quote a while ago when I was uncertain of myself. I always refer to it. It’s from Ralph Waldo Emerson. He said, ‘To be yourself in a world that is constantly trying to make you something else is the greatest accomplishment.’ Sometimes it’s nice to have a PhD in English literature around the house when words can be so important.” 

I nodded. Seems even she had difficulty in finding herself. I couldn’t imagine being a woman like her and having any issue with who she was. 

We  ate  a  leisurely  dinner,  had  coffee  and  cleaned  up,  then  Josh  took  us  into  the  great  room.  There  was  a fireplace in front of a sunken pit filled with pillows along the walls and a padded floor, all of it covered in cream colored satin. Josh made a fire as we found seats and watched. It was beautiful and comfortable. I stretched my legs out as I leaned back against the cushions. 

Pamela sat beside me and placed her hand on my thigh. “Isn’t this lovely? I mean, how much more sensual can a place to relax be?” She glided her hand on my stockinged thigh, squeezing it gently. “It’s almost as sensual as you are, girl.” 

I looked over at Piper, and she smiled and nodded. Josh brought a tray in with four digestif glasses filled with  an  amber  liquid.  We  each  took  a  glass.  He  held  his  up  to  us.  “To  heaven  on  earth.  May  we  all  live  it.”  We raised our glasses and swallowed it down when he did. It was slightly bitter and had a good amount of alcohol. I could taste exotic spices; my skin tingled all over my body. 

I looked at Piper, and she grinned and rolled her eyes, running her hands over her arms and then caressing her legs. “It’s luscious, isn’t it?” 

I couldn’t help rubbing my birdie in its nest beneath my dress. The bell rang delicately from it. My whole body felt exactly like my most sensitive and erotic part of me. When I was able to gain control myself, I stroked my arms and looked at Josh, who was standing before the fire, one arm on the mantel, looking through his glass into the light above him. His outline in his pants was now as large as I had seen it originally, when he drilled it into Piper inch by inch. 

I had to ask. “Josh, what was that drink?” 

“It’s from Africa. It’s a blend of a liquor as its base, and it’s filled with various herbs, spices, and mushroom extracts. It’s considered to be the world’s most potent libido stimulant and erection enhancer. One doesn’t even need to think of sex, and the person will be instantly aroused. Nice, huh?” 

“Oh my god! That’s incredible. I didn’t even need that, but now...” I laughed. 

Pamela snuggled up to me and wrapped her arm over my shoulder, pulling me to her. She kissed my lips deeply, our tongues delighting each other. I became lost in our embrace as her hand went under my dress and her fingers wrapped around my bell-topped rod. She squeezed it and stroked it, making little jingles as we kissed. 

She grasped my other hand and slid it into the top of her dress, then tugged her top down so both full breasts sat on it like a shelf. She broke our kiss and slid my head down to suck her nipple while she held my head like a mother to her child. 

Her warm, sweet breath flooded across my cheek as I indulged in nibbling and sucking her nipple, my hand kneading her breast. Her perfumed breasts did to my senses what her hand was doing to me. I peeked out of one eye to see Piper, her dress spread out in a circle, her high-heeled shoes poking out while she raised and lowered herself above Josh. His hands under her dress on her hips guided her as he thrust up into her, and her head rolled on her shoulders. 

Pamela pushed me back onto the floor and lifted my dress. She took the bell off me and sucked me with her hot, luscious lips. I writhed in ecstasy, my hands gently resting on her head as I danced with her mouth. 

She slid around and turned me on my side, my face now looking at the front of her dress, at her crotch. She tugged her panties off and threw them. She hiked her dress up a few inches, and a huge cock popped out from the fabric. She was just like me! 

My  heart  raced  with  the  realization  as  I  took  her  luscious  meat  into  my  mouth  and  savored  each  inch.  I copied  the  motions  she  did  to  me,  and  we  lost  ourselves  in  a  synchronous  dance  of  mutual  giving.  Our  hands explored and caressed our legs and bottoms, sending ripples of electric sensation across our skin as intense as I was feeling from her mouth. 

We  drifted  in  another  world,  then  moved  from  sucking  to  facing  each  other  and  humping  against  one

another and slipping our silky legs against each other. It was as if we were just one solid body sending sensations leaping across a no longer existent boundary of flesh. 

I felt the energy rise as another piece was added to the mix. Piper slid beneath me and wrapped her legs over my  hips  as  she  slid  me  inside  her  hot,  dripping  self.  “Oh,  Jackie,  you  feel  so  good.  Josh  really  lubed  me  up  well when he finished inside me. Fill me some more, my sweet.” 

I thrust slowly as I lay atop her, gazing into her loving eyes. I felt a draft on my bottom when my dress was lifted  and  my  crotchless  panties  parted.  Something  cool  and  wet  dripped  in  between  my  butt  cheeks.  Pamela whispered in my ear. “May I have this honor, Jackie?” 

I turned my head to her, “Oh god, yes. Please.” 

She  pressed  it  against  me,  and  I  lifted  my  bottom  to  press  against  it.  Once  in,  she  pushed  deeper,  and  I reentered Piper. “Is she in you, baby?” Piper asked, running her hand over my hair and gazing up at me. I nodded and rolled my eyes. “Oh god, yes. She is. It’s wonderful. It keeps going deeper and deeper.” 

My  breath  became  choppy  as  Pamela  finished  penetrating  me  and  thrusted  slowly,  making  me  thrust  into Piper. Josh came in front of me holding his massive and still hard shaft before my lips. “It’s always ready with the stuff we drank. Please, Jackie?” 

Pamela sped up. I dove onto Josh’s meaty treat, consuming it ravenously while being pounded from behind and ramming into Piper. Josh held my head tight and began thrusting, and I then was able to just lie there and be used by Pamela and Josh. They were doing all the work, and Piper and I were the delighted receptacles. 

Piper  whimpered  out  another  shuddering,  toe-pointing  whole-body  spasm.  Pamela  was  grunting,  as  was Josh  as  they  pummeled  my  orifices.  I  moaned  around  my  oral  delight,  and  my  body  shook  with  pleasure.  Their ramrods seemed to crash into each other in my body. I was totally joined in concert with all the others as we fell into a symphony of delight, moaning and trying to breathe hard enough to stay alive. 

The  sensations  seemed  to  build  further  and  further  until  I  thought  I’d  have  a  heart  attack.  Then,  all  of  a sudden, both Josh and Pamela tensed and shoved into me, shoving me deep into Piper. Then like a three-alarm fire, all the pumpers unloaded their streams. I eagerly swallowed what Josh gave me while Pamela  buried herself in me, shooting her compliments and all their passionate energy into my soul while squeezing my hips. I flooded into Piper, my whole being shuddering with each release. 

Speed, depth, passion, energy—it all collapsed in a mass of breathing bodies. I felt the weight of Pamela as she fell onto me, and I crushed Piper. Piper’s hand caressed and kissed my cheek repeatedly. Josh slid next to us, wrapping a leg over us all and stroking my hair. 

We lay there as if we had fallen off a cliff, which it seemed we had because the heights of pleasure we had scaled were so high. Piper said, “Jackie, will you marry me?” 

Josh said, “Jackie, will you marry me?” 

Pamela said, “Jackie, please marry me.” 

I laughed. Josh said, “Actually, Pamela and I are already married. But if you and Piper would like to move in with us, whether you marry or not, you’re welcome to. Rent-free, of course.” 

Piper said, “So, my sissy princess...Jackie, will you marry me? I love you so much.” 

“Of course—Jackie would love nothing more than to be with you for the rest of her life.” 

She kissed my lips and smiled up at me. “I love you so much. By the way, I saw how much you enjoyed Pamela’s breasts. Would you like to have a pair like that?” 

I became all excited, and words raced   from my mouth. “Oh god, Piper. That would be heavenly. It would be so much nicer and make me feel even more feminine and pretty. Maybe some bottom work, and electrolysis so no more shaving ever. I’ll make it a part of our budget. If we live here without rent, we can save it up in no time.” 

She laughed. “That’s my girl, Jackie. I always knew you were who I fell in love with.” 
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