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A fresh breeze and the sounds of passing cars in the street below filtered through the screen on the open floor-to-ceiling window. The scent of flowers wafted up to my nostrils. I stood there uncertain, having accidentally opened my stepsister, Pearl’s, sweet-smelling box with all of her panties, bras, and other unmentionables.

We were moving into our newly purchased home in San Francisco. We were not-in-a-hurry-to-get-married types, not to each other and not to anyone else at that point. We were happy just being free, like we were.

My face flushed as I picked up a pair of panties, feeling their silky softness through my fingertips. I straightened them and laid them flat on the bed. I sniffed the scented cachet bag that was giving off that wonderful effect and placed it with them, then saw a matching bra, which I thought should be paired with them. The bra was the same color but with elaborate lace edging and padding. I remembered seeing it peek from her V-neck top before.

I should stop and find a box of my own things to unpack, but I had unpacked most of my things, so I didn’t. I looked around and listened for her, and she wasn’t around, so I decided to unpack the box and make neat piles to make it easier for her to put away. We wouldn’t have been done and able to relax until everything was unpacked anyway, and I didn’t have as much to unpack as she did.

My heart stopped racing, and I became utterly calm as I fondled each item in wonder at the loveliness of all of it. Why did only women get to wear such fine things beneath their clothing? I had matched up as many bras and panties as I could that were exact matches, and then matched ones that were similar or in the same color grouping.

“Hey there! Oh wow! Thank you for doing that, Coty. That’s so nice of you. I just tossed everything in the box when I packed, and wasn't looking forward to sorting it all out. You’ve done an excellent job. It’ll be so easy to put away nicely now.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. “You’re my best bud, brother!” She stood back and looked me up and down, then grinned, her Chinese-black hair and bright blue eyes in stunning contrast to her pearl-like skin.

“Uh, I don't have that much of my stuff to get done, so I thought this would make things go faster if I helped. Just happened to pick this box somehow.”

“Glad you did. You seem to be glad you did, too. I see a pickle in your pants.” She laughed.

“Oh, god!” I looked down. Sure enough. “Sorry. Don’t know how that happened.”

“Oh, relax. It’s perfectly natural for a guy to get a woody over them. Why do you think girls wear such sexy underwear? Now, be sweet and take it just as you organized it, and put it in the top drawer of my dresser, okay? Then you can help me with my other things if you’re willing. Are your things done?”

“Almost. Just the underwear box, which I’ll dump in the drawer. Nothing to match or fold there. I’m glad to help. We need to get it done.”

“Good. Then, why don’t you help me, and then I’ll help you, after, okay? Then at least we can be together.”

“Good idea.”

We were always together. We loved hanging out. We never really had any friends that we liked much, and when we were stuck living at home with my dad and her mom, we had to stick together to make it through.

I put her things in her drawer and placed the sachet she asked me to place in it, sniffing its sweetness first—another advantage of being a girl—pleasant scents.

The next box was socks and hosiery, which I worked right from the box into the drawer. I loved the pictures on the packages of women in sheer pantyhose and stockings, as well as shapely legs in thigh-high holdups. The legs were all begging to be touched and silky, and posed with the toes pointed or the heel lifted when standing. Very sexy.

The ones out of the package, I took my time to carefully match in pairs and carefully wrap them around my hand before placing the pair in the drawer. They were so silky and sexy, I was throbbing in my jeans. Luckily, I was facing the dresser and concealed my thrill from Pearl.

“Having fun?”

I laughed. “Yeah, lots of fun. You have so many things!”

“I know. It’s the curse of being a girl. We need so many things because we have so many choices and looks. I feel bad for guys. It must get boring as shit.”

“It does. Not many options.”

“You should try some of my undies. They’re probably so much more comfortable than yours. They’d probably fit better than your undies. Then you can add some spice and variety to your underdressing. I think you’d look sexy in them, too. It’s not like you have such an enormous package that it would all look silly. If you see some you like, try them. If you try them and don’t like them, throw them in the wash.”

“How do you know my package size?”

“I’ve seen it when you were getting out of the shower while I was brushing my teeth in that dump we lived in with our parents. I mean, it’s not pornstar level. Probably right though, for a guy your size.”

“Great. Thanks for sharing that.”

“Forget about it. I’m just saying you’d be sexy in panties. I can see you like them, so why not try some? Try all of it - garter belts and stockings would be hot on you, too. That’s all. Try some with matching bras too. No one would see any of it under your clothes. Just you and I would know.” She grinned and came over to me, placing her hand on my chest. “I think it would be fun, that’s all.” She gave me a peck on the lips and went back to unpacking.

“Uh… I don’t think so, Pearl. That would be weird. Garter Belts? Why would a woman wear a garter belt these days, anyway?”

“Uh, some guy you are, for how sexy they look. And how they feel the way they remind the person wearing them how sexy they’re dressed? And, for ease of access? Of course, I always cut a piece of the gusset out of the pantyhose so I don't have to drop them to pee, so I guess access is just as easy with them that way. But guys like garter belts, and I like how they tug on the stockings when I walk. Feels sexy somehow.”

“I see.” I folded them and placed them next to the rolled-up, sheer stockings I’d wear if I listened to her. I imagined seeing Pearl getting dressed in these like Sophia Loren in an old movie or something, and I throbbed wildly as I fondled her underthings. She’d be so sexy. I could never think of fucking her, though. She was my best friend, and I tried to stay away from her because she was my sister. But she’s not a blood sister, so it would be okay that way, but she’s still a sister. She felt like a sister to me. It would be weird. Why ruin it?

She put her hand on my shoulder and looked at the job I had done on the drawer, then gave me a peck on the cheek and squeezed my shoulders. “You’re a natural at this. Thank you. Think again about the panties and bras, and you can even shave your body and try some of the pantyhose or stockings. No one would know you were wearing them. Really, I think you'd love it. I’d love it if you tried it for me.”

I laughed again, but it made me more aroused thinking of it. “Pearl!”

“Oh, stop! This is California. No one would blink an eye even if you were dressed entirely like a girl, never mind just under your clothes. Hey! Why not!? I think you’d look boiling hot. Better than you do now, even. I mean… you’re so good-looking. Girls would kill to have your real blonde hair, full lips, and long eyelashes.”

I rolled my eyes. “Enough insults to my manliness. What’s next?” I turned to face her, forgetting I needed to hide my arousal.

Her eyes flicked to it, and she grinned and took my hand. I was caught enjoying it again.

“You can do that box over there. It all hangs in the closet, and the box under it goes on the floor. Those are the shoes for the box of stuff above it.”

“Okay.”

I carried them both into the walk-in. We were so lucky to find this Victorian that had been renovated with oversized closets; otherwise, Pearl would have had to downsize her wardrobe. Yeah, it was pricey. I tried to persuade her to live somewhere more economical, but this is what she wanted. She said we’d fit in better here than in other places. Besides, we had saved enough money by living at home and earning a good income from our businesses. Like they say, it’s only money.

I hung her lingerie. Merry widows, short satin robes, camisoles, satin pajamas. Then it was minidresses, then miniskirts and tops, then skinny jeans and bootcut jeans, and finally, palazzo pants, and then shoes. Mostly four or five-inch stilettos with a smattering of wedge heels, a couple of pairs of sneakers, some flat sandals, and boots.

I turned to find that she had finished and was sitting on the bed watching me. “Done, Coty?”

“Done. And it all fit with room to spare. Good thing we gave you the primary suite.”

She came over and looked inside. “Perfect. There is a lot of room yet.” She looked at her watch. “How about we rinse off and get dressed nice and go have a really nice dinner to celebrate? I’ll put on something sexy so I can be your arm candy. Okay?”

“What should I wear? Sport coat, button-down shirt, jeans, and boots?”

“Perfect. You don’t need dress pants anymore. Now go shower and shave your body, and I’ll make reservations and get some underwear for you for after the shower, and I’ll put your last box of things away.”

I stared into her eyes. Her gorgeous, made-up eyes, and that was only with daytime makeup. “Uh…” I wanted to say I wouldn’t shave my body, but I was captivated by her.

“Uh, what, Coty? Are you afraid to tell me you don’t want to shave your body and wear lovely underthings because I’ll get mad if you say that, or are you really wanting to wear them and simply don’t know what to do because you're afraid?”

She came close and wrapped her arms around me, then leaned back, smiling at me. “You’re so cute, I love my brother.” Her one hand drifted between us and rubbed my hard-on through my jeans. “Do it for me. Shave your body. Heck, if I have to dress special, you should too. It’s a special occasion. What’s special about wearing jeans, a shirt, a coat, and boots? Put special clothes underneath them. We just moved into our first house together.”

I moved her hand away. “Uh, why are you touching me like that? We’re brother and sister.”

“Right. By the divorce and remarriage of two oppressive idiots. You don’t have to remind me. Your dad and my mom made sure we got that message—no sex in their crappy house, and especially between brother and sister. But we’re a million miles away from them now, and we’re adults and can do whatever we want. I want to make my brother, whom I love, feel good. So do as I ask. Okay? Please? For me? Shave your body and wear what I ask.” She rubbed my stiff shaft through my pants, looking into my eyes, a smile on her face. “Pretty please? No one will know but us. You’re super hard right now. I want you to stay that way and enjoy it and not have you suddenly in the bathroom wanking to get rid of it. It’ll be our little secret. It’ll be fun. Pretty please for your loving sister? Use my ensuite bathroom. It’ll be nicer for you and me. I have lots of fresh towels in there.”

I was stunned. This had never happened before. I mean, she’d kissed me like we do with a peck on the lips and playing around, but she never touched me down there intentionally. Well, she’d spill the last of my tea or drink on my pants or drop a chip with dip on it and wipe it down furiously, apologizing like crazy and stuff, and laughing, but never outright like this. “Uh…” I stared into her eyes. She tilted her head, and her luscious painted lips parted, revealing her moist, shining teeth. She licked her lips, and a look of some kind of fascination filled her face. She moved her parted lips closer to me. This would not be just a peck on the lips kiss. This would be tongues dancing.

I panicked. I had to get her off me. “Uh… okay. I’ll do it.” I freed myself from her and ran to her bathroom, filled with the scents of feminine soaps and decorated with pretty pictures, such as a Victorian lady in a corset with her leg on a chair, smoothing a stocking up her leg, and frilly things on the counter. I was confused, aroused, my heart pounding.

She yelled after me. “Coty, sweetie, use my new Venus blade I put in there. It can be yours. I’ll use the white handle one in my drawer. Shave everything except your head. Even down there.”
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What was I doing? Was my sister hitting on me in some weird way? Having me shave my body and then dressing me in sexy girls’ underthings? My hand was shaking while trying to shave my legs, chest, and arms. Once I had completed one leg, I calmed down and focused on my task. It was weird seeing the fuzz go down the drain and the silky bare skin beneath. I saved the terrifying part for last, and surprisingly, I didn’t cut my shaft up or my nuts, and it was an incredible sensation after as I lathered it up and played with it all.

I stopped myself, or I could have easily shot it off, but I needed to get this done, and if I had shot it off, I might not have been so likely to want to continue with this charade. And that would piss her off big time. The dinner would be full of nasty bitch energy instead of a celebration.

I washed and conditioned my hair, and I was done. When I shut off the shower, I wondered what Pearl used the shower hose and attachment that I installed for her for. It must have been some women’s hygiene thingy.

I dried my ratty-looking hair and pony-tailed it, then wrapped the tail up in a bun on my neck. I didn’t need to get my hair cut or anything because I didn’t go into a job, and the freakier I looked to people, the less they’d bother me when I was doing my work at a coffee shop or bistro. Most of the time, no one said anything. If it were busy, sometimes they’d say, “Anyone sitting here?” Other times they’d say, “Miss, may I sit here?” If they were trying to be polite. Never did they say. “Hey buddy…” or “Hey mister…” or “Sir…” or anything that implied they saw me as a guy, though. It was weird. I was too busy working to give a shit, anyway.

“Use some of my skin lotion on your freshly shaven parts. It will calm the skin and make it silky,” Pearl yelled from the bedroom.

“Okay!” It made them silky and smelled terrific. I was as hard as a rock. I tried to calm it by thinking about baseball and got it under control enough to wrap a towel around my waist and go into the bedroom.

What I saw made my jaw drop. We had never dressed in front of each other before, and Pearl was such a pearl to see doing that! Gorgeous! I made my way to the bed, trying to hide my reduced but growing again, hardness.

She had one leg on the corner chair as she slid the second, sheer black stocking up it, her heel lifted, and her pretty toes with tiny painted nails resting on the seat as she pulled the gossamer-thin fabric up with her long-nailed fingers and attached the stocking to the garter belt. Her bottom wasn’t yet pantied, and her cheeks were perfectly round, soft, and creamy.

She turned as if stuck in a pose and smiled at me. “I made the reservation. It’s a five-star with two Michelin stars. It should be fantastic.” She came over to the bed, revealing her to be hairless between her legs, sat, and slid into some sheer black panties, then fastened a pair of five-inch stilettos about her pretty ankles. She stepped over in minced steps and stood before me, her breasts heaving from her black lace, deep plunge, padded bar that lifted and made her breasts look as if they were being offered to me on a plate. She leaned down to give me a peck on the lips and had to lift my head by the chin because I was stuck staring at her breasts.

I smiled nervously, my face twitchy and crooked, and she gave me a peck on the lips, then sat beside me. She handed me a garter belt. “Don’t look so nervous! Here. Just like mine. Wrap this around you and fasten it, then attach it to the back. Then you can put on your stockings.”

Hands shaking, I wrapped the black lace garter belt around and did as instructed, the clasps dangling on my towel. I tucked the straps under the towel and tightened the towel to keep myself covered, even though there was now a tent.

She handed me a stocking and then showed me how to roll it up on my fingers. I did it and glided it on, relishing the incredibly wonderful sensation as it caressed my silky hairless skin. I attached it to the garter belt, my towel now fallen, and my hardness revealed as it bobbed in the air.

“See, Coty? It’s making it happy. How precious that is. Do the next one.”

My face flushed. I enjoyed putting the next one on even more and then slid panties like hers on, tucking my embarrassment against my abdomen. Next was the bra, which she helped me with. It was sheer black lace with no padding. “Don’t worry, this bra won’t make bumps or show unless you unbutton your shirt more than the top button. It’ll just lift your pecks a little so it feels like you have breasts and complete the sexy look you’re creating.”

Finally, she had me slip on a pair of her black leather boots with about a three-inch heel. “These might show under my pants.”

“They won’t. Your pants bunch on your regular boots. Now they’ll look like they should just by covering the back of the boot.”

When she was done, she took me by the hand and led me into the bathroom as I wobbled, getting used to the heel of the boot. In the bathroom, she undid my man bun and brushed it out, then applied some product to her fingertips and ran it through my hair, giving it texture and shape around my face. It looked pretty cool. Next, she took out a fresh eyeliner.

“No way. No makeup.”

“It's fresh. It’s yours. Lots of guys wear some eyeliner and mascara to make their eyes pop. We’re in San Francisco, not Vermont. Your gorgeous green eyes will look bigger and brighter.”

She did my eyeliner and mascara, and it was light enough not to be noticeable unless you looked really closely, but it made my eyes appear much brighter and bigger. Finally, she insisted on what she said was some lip gloss, even though it looked like lipstick, and that's what it said on the package when she opened it—twenty-four-hour lipstick.

It was only slightly tinted and a natural lip color, so all it did was make my lips look a little larger and shapely after she got done shaping the cupid's bow in the center top one. “Let that dry before you lick your lips or anything. Done. What do you think?”

I looked myself up and down—the shaved body, sheer bra, the garter belt, panties, and stockings with three-inch heel women’s boots. I throbbed in my panties as I took in my face. “I think I look like a girl.”

“See? That’s how lucky you are. You can be anything, brother.” She gave me a peck on the cheek as we stood there dressed identically. She was definitely sexier than I was with those boobs, her face, and her hair. “You’re definitely sexier. Those boobs and your hair and face. God! I’m not used to seeing you this way.”

“I'm not used to seeing myself… or you! This way either. Get used to it. Fun, huh?” She rubbed me through the silky, sheer panties, then slid her hand in and grasped it firmly as she tilted her head and parted her lips. She moved closer, our legs touching, stockings gliding sensually against stockings, as she rubbed her high-heeled leg up and down mine. She pulled my face to hers and gave me a deep kiss, our tongues dancing, my shaft throbbing in her warm hand.

My heart pounded, and my breath became choppy as I turned to break her grip on me. “You're my sister! And! My lipstick will mess up!”

“Step! Sister. Like strangers who have lived together forever. The lip gloss won’t mess! It’s dry now.” She huffed.

She chuckled as she sprayed perfume over herself, then sprayed me before I waved her away and dashed off in her boots to the bedroom, my throbbing pole wagging beneath the sheer panties as I ran. I sat on the bed and worked my pants over the boots, pulling them up, then put on the shirt and sports coat she had selected for me.

She took me by the hand and led me to the dresser, where she took out my two black studs in each ear and put in fake, small, and real-looking diamond studs. “I wish I could put in dangling ones, but it might be too much with the rest of the guy things you’re wearing. It wouldn’t match well.”

She turned me toward the full-length mirror. “Very handsome, I’d say. Very San Francisco and not a hint of Vermont for sure.”

I laughed. “For sure. I could never walk around like this back there. My friends would all laugh at me.”

“They wouldn’t be friends then, would they? Let's go.”

“You need a dress, Pearl.”

“Oopsie!” She laughed, took it off the bed, stepped into it, and had me zip her up. She adjusted her breasts in the V-neck top for maximum reveal.

“Woof! You’re so hot.”

“Thanks. So are you. I’d love to do you girly all the way sometime. You’d look as good, if not better than me.”

“Pearl! This is as far as I go. No more.”

“Right, brother.” She gave me a peck on the lips and slung her purse over her shoulder.
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It was a bit odd driving in three-inch heel boots, but it wasn’t bad. It even positioned my foot better for the brake, having the heel to rest on. The stockings slid on my leg as I moved my foot from gas to brake and back, and the bra was somehow comforting. I couldn’t resist running my fingers through my Pearl-styled hair and taking glances of myself in the mirror while trying to keep my eyes on the road and take in Pearl’s sheer-stockinged, crossed legs as she bounced a high-heeled foot and absentmindedly caressed her thigh with her long-nailed fingertips, her breasts prominent and creamy in the V-neck top. It's a good thing the driving wasn’t in heavy traffic.

I throbbed in my panties all the way to the restaurant. I had never been so aroused as I was then. Was it Pearl? For sure. Was it what I wore and the scent of the perfume on my wrist, which I kept sniffing? I stopped thinking about it and just immersed myself in the pleasure of it all while Pearl rambled on about the advantages of men accessing their feminine side.

Smirking, I glanced at her. “More in tune with society and their surroundings?”

“Of course. Their feminine, sensual nature takes hold, creating a new perspective on the world. Everything becomes brighter, more vivid, better. Men are so limited by their usual attire, mannerisms, societal duties, and expectations that they become numb to the things women perceive all the time. Maybe that’s why they say there’s women’s intuition, because we connect with the world more intensely and thoroughly.”

“Hmm.”

She took her hand and reached over to my crotch and rubbed my hardness. “How often have you been able to be so hard for so long without playing with it? Not counting being an adolescent in sexy Miss Plugger’s English class with her long, sheer, stockinged legs in high heels and her minidresses with the V-necks.” She laughed. “All the boys wanted to plug her.”

I laughed and nodded. “Yeah, she was somethin’. Almost as good as all of this. Just seeing you like this is… special.” I glanced at her.

She gazed into my face, head down, with beautifully made-up eyes up to me. “It only gets better, brother. Soon, you’ll look in the mirror and get the same reaction.”

Shit! What did she have planned for me to have that reaction?

I pulled into the valet, and we prepared to exit. I stuffed my woody down in my pants, and Pearl checked her cleavage and straightened her dress as the valet opened her door and held it for her, his head bowed and looking at the ground.

He ran around and took the keys from me, and I offered my arm to Pearl, who was now only about two inches taller than me in her heels. She looked into my eyes. “See? Your heels help. I don’t have to look down at you now when I wear them.”

She took my arm in hers and placed her other hand on my bicep, and we walked to the door, which the maitre’d was quick to open as he smiled broadly at us. “Greetings! Welcome to LaPlace. My name is Bertrand. Please come in.”

He held the door as we entered, then dashed behind his podium. Pearl gave him the name, and he grabbed the menus and led us to our seats. It was a beautiful night, and he took us to the patio overlooking a garden, to a loveseat with side tables and a coffee table featuring a gas fire pit. “You requested the tapas menu, which was a wise choice with the perfect weather for eating outside in comfort. Are these seats to your liking?”

I smiled at him. “Yes, Bertrand. Perfect. Thank you.”

He nodded and handed us menus. “These are drink menus. Your server will be with you shortly. I recommend the Passion Martini if you’d like something special to start a romantic evening. Potent and effective. Some say it has special effects.” He winked and left.

We perused the menu. Pearl said, “We have to get that cocktail. It’ll be perfect to loosen you up and keep your motor running, if you know what I mean. Better than Miss Plugger.” She laughed.

The server came, filled ice water in stemmed glasses, placed menus and specials, and Pearl ordered the Passion Martini for both of us.

“Pearl. What is with you and the sex stuff? Are your hormones messed up?”

She crossed her legs and turned to me, placing my hand on her silky, stockinged thigh and gliding it as she looked deeply into my eyes intensely. My heart raced. I throbbed in my panties. Oh god!

“Hormones? Coty! No! We’re finally free of our chaperones, and I want us to become closer like we should. We’re best friends. Heck, practically the only friends we have, and we’ve been together forever. Now we need to get to know each other like adults, not a couple of kids in a supervised relationship. Right?”

I shrugged. She was right about our relationship before. Our parents were always watching us. No touching. Pearl wasn’t allowed to wear anything the least bit sexy or revealing. It was surprising that they let us hang out together or go to the movies. And they filled our heads with so much guilt that when we did have time alone, we never even held hands at the movies. We were afraid of being caught by a spy or someone finding out and telling them. “True. We aren't really brother and sister, even though we grew up that way. We should get to know each other better.”

“And we will!”

Our drinks arrived in chilled martini glasses with a layer of pink above purple, with an edible purple and pink flower stuck to the rim with a drip of honey. It was beautiful.

The server smiled after placing them carefully before us. “Don’t worry, it isn’t sweet like it looks. A more floral scent and citrusy flavor, with spices, and a solid kick from the tequila, along with a nice sensual effect as well. Anything else right now?”

I grinned, and we both shook our heads as we reached for the glasses. I took mine by the stem and held it, waiting for Pearl as she delicately held it in her gleaming, long-nailed fingertips, her pinky finger extended.

“Coty. Place it back down, please, and grasp it in your fingertips like I have, pinky out, please.”

I did.

“Good. Much more appropriate for a lady's drink like this.”

“Lady’s drink? They didn’t say it was a lady’s drink.”

“I’m sure some men drink it too, but look at the color and prettiness of it. You can’t just hold it like a beer. That would be an insult to it. It’s a work of art, isn't it?”

“I didn't look at it that way, but I see your point. It does look better held by the stem.” I had the stem between my fingertips and my pinky finger out, just like hers.

“Perfect.” She brought it closer to my glass carefully. “To my brother Coty, finding her true self.” She touched her glass to mine, and then we both sipped.

“Her true self?”

“Why not? Everyone needs to find their true self. We should be authentic in life, not creations of others' beliefs and societies’ limitations, right?”

“Why sure. Of course. But… ‘her’? You said finding… ‘her’ true self.”

“Oh! Did I? Hmm, maybe it’s prophetic. Maybe we’ll be lucky and I’ll have a sister. The universe is speaking. It must be coming.”

“Pearl! The universe didn’t speak. You did.” I sipped the drink delicately. I couldn’t stop sipping it. It was fabulous. Our server came back. She smiled. “Appetizers? I see both of you ladies enjoyed the drinks. Another round?”

My face flushed. I stared at her, mouth open.

Pearl nodded and finished her drink, then took my empty and hers and handed them to the server. “Yes, my girlfriend and I would like refills, please. That was wonderful.”

“Right away, girls.” She dashed off.

“Pearl! You called me your girlfriend.”

“I know. I’d have called you my sister, but it would be weird if we kissed later or she caught us cuddling and playing, right?”

“Boyfriend would have been better.”

“Would it? She called us ladies. They’ve all been wondering what you were, so this moved their sensors to what fits best for now. We look like a lesbian couple, and I happen to be the lipstick lesbian, and you’re the top that wears the strap-on.”

“But I’m a guy.”

“Yeah, with pretty hair, eyes, voice, face, lipstick, eyeliner, and mascara in three-inch heel women’s boots. Not what I’d say was conforming to a masculine representation of a man, would you? Not even a feminine representation of a man, but more of a woman who likes to wear sport coats, men’s button-down shirts, and jeans. It fits their way of categorizing. Don’t worry, it’s accepted here.”

She looked around, placed my hand on her thigh, and glided it as she looked into my eyes. “Relax, princess, and just enjoy us being together like adults for a change, okay?” She gave me a peck on the lips.

I melted. How could I get angry at her? She was my best friend and just wanted us to be happy. “Right. Sorry. I apologize. Just … I don’t know. This is very nice. Special. Thanks. Let’s enjoy.”

The server came back and deposited our drinks while Pearl was diving in her purse for her phone and checking for messages. I thanked the server.

“You’re very welcome, miss. Let me know when you’d like to order some food. I’d recommend some with those two drinks.”

“Oh yes, how about a plate of Washington State oysters I saw on the menu? A dozen, plain.”

“Cocktail sauce, horseradish, and lemon on the side?”

“Oh yeah. I forgot. Pearl likes that. Thanks.”

“Thank you, miss. I’ll be right back with them.”

Pearl stopped digging and checking her phone, then sprayed some fresh perfume on her legs, neck, and chest, put it away, and closed it up, placing it next to her on the loveseat.

“Expecting a text or call?”

“No. Not really. Just looking for notifications of a place to rent or buy for my brick-and-mortar storefront. Remember, I wanted to have one, so we had a place to go to work, and San Francisco would be great for an upscale boutique. You could work there, too.”

“I have a job.”

“But I’ll be working at the shop all day. You should work from there with me.”

“I guess I could if I could stay out of the way.”

“You could even help with the sales portion, maybe. It would help to get the fashions I sell modeled in the shop if we both wore them.”

“Pearl. I sell hardware-type stuff. Not mini-dresses, fancy high heels, jewelry, and the like. I’d look silly dressed in women’s clothing. I could work in the back room.”

“You could. How boring, though. You could easily pull off women’s fashion and sell a lot. We’ll see. But I need to find a place, and I thought I’d have a notification, maybe. No luck yet.”

“It’ll show up. Don’t worry. Everything works out perfectly for you. You always get what you want.”

“I do, just like you, too. We just have to be patient. We’re good at that, right?” She looked around, placed her hand behind my head, and gave me a deep kiss while she rubbed my crotch under my napkin, which I had put there in anticipation of the oysters. She stopped rubbing it and placed my hand on her silky thigh, and glided it up and down, and brought it just under the high hem of it. My heart was pounding.

We broke the kiss. Our server was standing there, smiling and looking away.

“Sorry!” I said to her. “We uh…”

“It’s quite all right, ladies. This is not a stuffy, old-fashioned restaurant.” She placed the oysters. “Anything else? I see you’re pacing yourselves on the drinks. Good idea.”

“Thanks. Nothing else right now.”

She left.

Either the drinks, or Pearl, or my hidden attire, or all of it, was having a profound effect on me. I was never hornier in my life. When Pearl would ramble excitedly about how great my new job would be and how much fun we’d have in the new store, my eyes couldn’t help but keep drifting to her breasts, hair, face, and legs, not knowing which was better to look at. My hand was absentmindedly thrilling me by caressing her silky leg as if I had done it all my life, and she would get her hand under my napkin and give me some tender care as she looked into my eyes.

We ordered more drinks, as we finally ordered our main course of little plates of tapas, which arrived in due time. We kissed some more, and she even guided my hand to glide under her minidress to reach her moist panties, where she moved my fingers to rub her hard little bump between her folds of wet flesh. Rubbing her there like she showed me to, she’d gasp and twitch as we kissed. Then she’d tell me how good I was at rubbing it for her, and have me do it some more while she gazed into my eyes with longing for me. All I wanted was to take her somewhere and jam my throbbing, begging, needy manhood inside of her wet, tight hole and let it gush repeatedly into her.

The kiss broke, and my hand retreated, as did hers. I gazed into her eyes longingly. “Wow. God. That was incredible. Uh… are you on the pill?”

She nodded hurriedly. “Yes! I started a couple of months before we left our parents. No babies unless we want one.”

“Babies?”

“Well, that can be what happens when your brother inseminates his sister unless she’s on the pill, right?”

“Uh… right.” God! She was ready to have sex with me and everything. It sounded weird the way she said it, but we weren’t blood brothers and sisters, so it was okay. I was distracted by the thought of poking it into my sister and dumping my release inside of her throughout dinner. I lost my appetite and just had a sampling of the tapas, while Pearl had most of it and drank more. I had to drive, so I was done with drinking after the second one. I needed my wits and didn’t want my first time with her to get screwed up somehow.

By the time we’d gotten our espressos and Pearl had paid the bill, it was as if we had been an intimate couple forever this way, and Pearl seemed more than ready for her brother to slip his dick in her. I sipped the espresso slowly, not wanting the fun to end and having to face the prospect of performing well.

Pearl even made it worse by talking about how much she wanted it and rubbing me, and asking me about my fantasies with Miss Plugger and how many times I wanked to her image in my mind, and what I found to be the most sexy aspects about her.

We talked about Miss Plugger’s minidresses, long legs sheathed in sheer silky stockings, strappy sexy high heels that showed her tiny painted toenails: lovely cleavage that jiggled when she walked in minced steps before the blackboard, her makeup, full painted lips, hair, and those long painted nails.

I was in my adolescent fantasy with Miss Plugger in the locked teachers’ lounge and ready to plug her, except when I took my pants and shirt off, I’d be wearing stockings, a garter belt, and a bra.

“Want to go to the ladies' room and wank one off before we leave? It can be like old times. You can use all the memories we’ve stirred up on Miss Plugger. It’s okay. We probably should go before we leave, anyway.”

I looked around. “Jerk off in the ladies' room?”

“Sure! A tribute to Miss Plugger and all the things you found sexy about her. She had it all. Just like you will soon. If you rip one off, you’ll last longer for your sister when we get home.”

“Pearl! In a ladies' room? I’m a guy.”

She chuckled. “No one else seems to think so except you.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “Relax. C’mon. Let’s go to the ladies’ room. We’re paid, and the espresso is done. I need to use the bathroom, and I bet you do too. Plus, as tough as this lipstick is, it would look better freshened up. Let’s get this show on the road. I’m so horny and I need my brother to satisfy that need.”

She slid out of the booth, leading me by the hand.
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“Want me to do it?” Pearl asked as she held the stall door for me.

“Pearl! I need to pee, not come. Now that you've said that, my bladder is ready to burst.” I rushed to the toilet, pulled my pants and panties down, and sat there looking up at her, trying to press my hardness into submission so I could go. “What are you looking at, Sis? Go pee.” I looked at my stockings attached to the garter belt and ran my hand over them. “Oh god. I need to make it soft.” I looked up again.

“Let me see it. I’ll make it soft for you.” She grinned.

Oh my god. She was gonna suck me off while I sat on the toilet. Maybe I should stand. I stood and proudly let it pop up, all shaved and bobbing in the air, and stroked it between my thumb and forefinger for her, looking into her eyes and whimpering. “See?”

“I see. Hard as it is, it hasn’t grown a bit. It’s still like a thirteen-year-old boy's, not a 25-year-old man’s.” She covered her mouth and giggled. “I take back what I said earlier. I don’t think I’ll even feel that micro thingy if you stick it in me. If you can even get it in me!” She laughed, holding her belly.

“Pearl!” I’d lost all my libido and felt like a jerk. I was a failure as a man. My sister said so to my face and even laughed at me. I slammed the stall door shut and sat and peed.

At the counter, my face flushed, I busied myself waiting for Pearl, doing things that would be normal in a ladies’ room if someone came in. I took the lipstick out of my pocket that she made me carry and reapplied it, then fluffed my hair and ran my fingers through it, draping it on my shoulders.

She came out and handed the perfume to me, and I sprayed it on, the scent relaxing me as I looked at my reflection, feeling like a piece of shit.

She did her lipstick and hair, and then took the perfume back and spritzed some on her neck, breasts, and wrists. She turned to me, put her hands on my shoulders, and looked into my eyes. “I didn't mean a word I said. I just did that because I knew you'd get soft and then you could pee. You have a nice package for someone your size. Heck, it must be close to six inches even. I can’t wait.” She gave me a deep, forceful kiss. “Better?”

I nodded. I had measured it before and even tried to stretch it, and took some of those growth pills. They didn’t work. She was being extremely generous at six inches. I guess she didn’t realize dollar bills were six inches long. She probably thinks they're eight inches long. Either way, I felt better. She said she couldn’t wait, and neither could I. I was fully hard in my panties before we even made it to the valet.

The ride home, Pearl was loose and chatty and showing me her breasts by tugging down her top and playing with them. It was even more distracting than the ride to the restaurant. It was a good thing I hadn't had any more to drink, but I sure could use one by the time we got home. I was a nervous wreck thinking about doing this to my sister, and then thinking about whether I’d satisfy her. Would it be big enough to stay in? How long would I last? Would she feel it?

At home, we mixed drinks, and I made myself a double bourbon on ice with a lemon twist. It soothed my nerves. We sat on the couch, and Pearl had me finger her, rub her little man in the boat, and suck her nipples. I was oozing and almost ready to come in my panties when she stood up abruptly and yanked me from my seat.

She dashed up the stairs before me and threw me onto the pink satin comforter of her bed, then pushed me back and took off my jeans over my girl’s boots, tugging them and almost ripping my legs off as we both laughed. Then she stripped my coat and shirt off and threw them across the room. There I was in stockings, a garter-belt, a bra, and three-inch heel women’s boots, my hardness bobbing in the air.

She rolled onto her back, and I got onto my knees, her breasts still out of the dress, and she hiked it up onto her belly, then pulled aside her panties, lifted her legs back, raised her bottom, and put a hand out for me to come to her.

I scooted forward on my knees; the stockings gliding effortlessly on the satin comforter. I pulled the panties to the side, and her finger and thumb grasped my shaft and guided it to her hot, wet hole. She rubbed the tip on her dripping man in the boat. This was it. I was actually going to have sex with my sister after all these years.

I watched the tip as it went between the folds, and I moved myself forward and into her. I pressed her stockinged thighs back and looked into her gorgeous eyes as she smiled at me and ran her fingers through my hair, looking into my eyes. I began thrusting wildly and heard myself whimpering in a tiny voice as I did, locked on her eyes.

She had a look of confusion on her face, and she looked down between us.

“What’s wrong?”

“Are you sure it’s in?”

“Oh, it’s in, sis. You’re very hot and wet around it. It’s heaven.”

She lifted her bottom, and her hands squeezed my butt cheeks and tugged me to her, pressing our pelvises together. She looked into my eyes.

“Pearl. Is this okay? Can you feel it now?”

“Lovely. Keep going. It’s wonderful.”

I humped her like a rabbit, looking into her eyes as she massaged her breasts, looking up at me blankly. I couldn’t hold back anymore. I drew back for a final deep dive and shoved it forward. I tensed up and held it fixed as it shot off. I heard my voice like a little girl crying as my legs shot back, my toes pointed in my heels, and I spurted over, and over. It was incredibly vigorous and persistent, pulsing through it over and over in what seemed to be all of my bodily fluids, leaving my body. I collapsed on top of her and caught my breath while she caressed my hair. “I love you so much, Coty. You’re my love. My own little sister.” She peppered me with kisses.

After I’d caught my breath, I rolled off her, her leg caressing my leg as we lay holding hands, gazing to the side at each other. She smiled sweetly.

I gave her a peck on the lips, smiling. “Thank you. That was the best sex ever. How was it for you?”

“It was sweet, Coty. I loved it. I loved seeing you so alive, so into it. You went so fast at the end and then seemed to have your whole body clench up as you made those sweet, girly, high-pitched whimpers of pleasure.”

“Girly?”

“Well, they certainly weren’t grunts and groans. It was adorable!”

“Adorable. Great. That’s all? Did you come?”

“Oh, sweetie. It takes more than that for a woman to come. You should have jerked off at the restaurant, and you would have lasted longer. But it’s okay. You probably still wouldn’t have made me come. But I loved it anyway. It was such a pleasure to make you feel so good. I loved seeing my sister so happy.”

“Sister again? Not only did I fail to please you, but I’m now your sister?”

“Why not? You could be. You’d be lovely. You sure sounded like a little girl whimpering when you came. A sweet, sexy girl. And you did please me. It made me very happy to see you so engrossed. And the way you went at it. It’s a shame it didn’t stay inside.”

“What?”

I sat up and looked over at her. There were pearls all over her panties, garter belt, and stockings. “It popped out? It couldn't have. I felt like it was in.”

Don’t worry. It was still wonderful. You drew it way back for the final, and it just went back too far. It felt nice, though, rubbing my little man in the boat after the panties popped back over it.

“I came dry humping my sister?!”

She laughed. “That you did, girl. That you did.”

“Do you have to refer to me as a girl and a sister?”

“Oh, Coty, relax. Let’s go to sleep. Let me take your boots off, and we can put on something more comfortable. You can wear one of my nighties now, along with some strappy high heels, for breakfast, and I have a lovely short satin robe for you to wear. Now pull back the sheets and let's get some sleep. We have a big day tomorrow.”

I was soon relaxed, spent, and satisfied, cuddled and spooning my sister in our silky clothes, one hand of mine cupping her breast, my nose in her sweet-smelling hair, my growing need in my panties pressed against her silky pantied bottom in the crack of her welcoming cheeks as she pushed back against it and sighed sweetly, holding my other hand. She fell happily asleep, and then I did.
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I woke to my sister sitting in the corner chair, legs crossed in her flouncy, flowered miniskirt, her breasts prominently displayed in her matching tank top as a wedge-heeled foot on crossed legs bounced. She smiled and rose to walk over and give me a peck on the lips. “Rise and shine, princess.” She took a short black robe from the bed and held it for me to put on. “Oh my, look at that wonderfully precious morning wood.” She rubbed it in my sheer black panties, then slid my feet into fuzzy black mules as I sat on the edge of the bed.

“What? Am I staying dressed like a girl forever? Am I to be your Barbie doll?”

She stood and laughed. “Kinda. You’d make a great Barbie doll. Don’t fret. No one will know. Isn’t it more comfortable than baggy sweatpants and a smelly T-shirt? You look much nicer, too. You can shower and change after breakfast. C’mon. I’ve made us French toast and fresh-squeezed California oranges.” She took me by the hand.

The fuzzy mules had a higher heel than the boots by maybe an inch, and it took me a few steps to walk in them correctly, but I caught on and hurried with Pearl downstairs. What did she have in mind for today? We were done unpacking.

We enjoyed an excellent breakfast with real maple syrup, cinnamon, butter, fresh coffee, and freshly squeezed juice. We took our vitamins and had coffee on the back patio in the sunshine. “Isn’t it great out here? San Francisco is always at a nice temperature. And the air is so fresh and clean from the ocean breezes.” She lifted her head and sniffed the air. “Mmm.”

“It is nice so far. Cool for the summer, even. So what did you have planned for today?”

She looked at her watch, then took a sip of coffee and looked at me blankly. Her eyes flitted around my body as I bounced a dangling mule on my crossed leg and absentmindedly caressed my silky stockinged thigh, still hard in my panties but tucked between my thighs.

I tilted my head. “We can just look around and get to know the area.”

“Well, I already made us some appointments. We need to go to them. I’m getting my hair done, nails, and stuff, and you should get a haircut too, so I made you an appointment as well.”

“Oh, good. I’ve been wanting to do that. It’s a mess, and I didn’t realize it until you made me wear it down. I probably should get it much shorter, too, so I look less like a girl.”

“Uh, yeah. Shorter for sure.” She gave me a flat-lipped smile and tilted her head again.

“Right. Good idea.”

She chuckled. “By the way, I threw away your whole underwear box. It was boring and gross. You can wear mine for now.”

“Pearl!”

“You have to admit, they had seen better days.”

“No one would see them.”

“True. But I will if we’re sleeping together now. If you want to, that is. I sure do.” She looked sincere. “IF you play your cards right.”

“Really? Last night wasn’t a one-off?”

“No way. I want to. Only if you do, though.”

“Of course I do. I love our new relationship. But what do you mean, play my cards right?”

“No more boring undies. I help pick them out.”

“Okay. So I have to wear panties then, to sleep in your bed?”

“Yup. You wear what I want you to wear for now. Now, you may say you aren’t going to do it because of your mistaken view of your masculinity, which seems super dumb, but it could also be because you want your privacy in the morning. Don’t worry about that. I know you’ll have morning wood. Anyone who has one of those does. I’ll understand if you want your privacy, but I don’t care if you jerk off in the morning in bed if that’s what you’re worried about having privacy for. I think it would be sweet to see you all enthralled and whimpering, playing with it.”

“Pearl.” I gave her a gnarled-up face.

“Oh, stop. I know you do that every morning. That’s part of the reason you’re caressing your stockinged leg absentmindedly and bouncing your foot so much, squeezing it between your thighs right now. You haven’t had a chance to wank it away.”

“Pearl.”

“Imagining Miss Plugger? Morning dreams of her? Huh?”

I shrugged. “Uh…” I nervously stuffed my mouth with food.

She laughed. “See? I wonder if she realizes how many guys have spurted in the morning from their memories of her in all of her revealing outfits. I’m sure you aren’t alone. Okay. Let's clean up and go. I’ll get your clothes ready and get you some underwear.” She stood and took my hand. “Oh, by the way. Remember to run a razor over any stubble on your body if there is any. It’s probably fine, but check. It’s not sexy rolling around with someone who’s scratchy.”

“Right.”

“And save that wood now. I may want it again tonight. Keep it there today. I want you to be as horny as possible all day. It’ll make today more interesting having that sensuality. Okay?” She gave me a peck on the lips and continued to drag me upstairs. “Savor that sensuality today. Let it fill your being. But don’t finish, okay?”

I nodded hurriedly, just wishing I could get that monkey off my back so I could think straight. “But…” I was bouncing my crossed leg and caressing my thigh as I ate with my other hand, gazing into her loving eyes while she stroked my hair, her head tilted as she looked at me lovingly.

“You can play with it as much as you like in the shower, in the car, anywhere, but no finishing, okay? Just feel the magic.” She gave me a peck on the lips, moved my hand from caressing my thigh, opened my legs, and placed my hand on it. I grasped it with thumb and forefinger and jerked it.

“Good girl. That’s so adorable. Bring it to the edge, but not too close. Put your pinky out like girls do when holding the stem of a glass.” She watched me intensely, smiling as I wanked it with thumb and middle finger now, my pinky out, looking at her and caressing my stockinged leg.

“Perfect. A nice, dainty, girly grip. That’s it. Good girl. You’re so precious like that and all dressed sexy too. I love it. Keep going and allow the sensations to fill your entire body.”

I felt it oozing, and a drip landed on my finger. I whimpered, my face contorted. My breath was choppy. “Pearl, please? May I?”

“No! Let it go.”

I did, and my body slumped as it bobbed freely and oozed another drip.

“Good girl! Such control. I’m so proud of you. Now, wipe the drips with your pinky and lick your pinky off.”

“You’re such a perfect little lady. Now get cleaned up. Play some more if you want, and fill your body with that sweet, pretty sensation, but control it just like you did now. I’ll have your clothes on the bed when you’re done. I’ll know if you go all the way, so don’t you dare. It’ll make the day less fun for you. Now scoot!”
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I did as instructed and didn’t have a bit of stubble on me. I had very little facial hair or body hair to begin with, so it was easy. I loved the silkiness of my skin that way.

I played with it for a while and then stopped, like she said. I didn’t want to ruin her or my day by failing her again. Wrapped in a towel, I went into the bedroom.

I dried my hair and went out to the bedroom where jeans, a top, panties, a matching bra, and a girl’s leather sandals waited for me. My stepsister was in the corner chair, smiling and bouncing a wedge-heeled foot. I sat down on the bed and picked up the panties and bra. “So I am your Barbie doll.”

“Yup. Don’t worry. No one will guess you’re a guy in girl’s clothes, anyway. Relax and enjoy. Get dressed. Hurry.”

I slid into the silky panties and tucked my hardness into them, the fabric a delight against my woodie. I dropped the towel and slid into the girl’s jeans and then clasped the bra, rotated it, and slid my arms through the straps. I put the pink tank top on over my head and adjusted it around the bra. I stood and went to the mirror. “Pearl. I look like a guy in girls’ clothes.”

“You won’t.” She removed my stud earrings, two in each ear, and replaced them with pink, flowered dangling ones. Then she undid my man-bun and fluffed and brushed my hair out and put a flowered clip on each side to hold it back. Next, she dragged me into the bathroom and applied some eyeliner, mascara, and some more of that subtle lipstick. “There. Tell me you look like a guy.”

I stared at myself. Padded, subtle breasts that could have been real. Thin arms, clear skin, no sign of facial hair or chest hair, pretty face and hair. She was right. Have I been wrong all my life, thinking I was a guy? I throbbed in my panties and looked down at the jeans. Being tucked against my belly, it didn’t show at all. “Uh… I don’t look like a guy, but I do have a dick in my jeans. I can prove it too.”

“It certainly isn’t showing now, and I know it’s rock hard. Go ahead and prove it to me, but in the car while you play with it.”

“Pearl! Do I have to go to the hairdresser's like this?”

“If you want to look right when you’re done, yes.”

“What? What do you mean when I’m done?”

“Done with the pedicure, long fake nail manicure, pretty hairdo. You’d look silly wearing boy clothes after that.”

“But I thought I was just getting a haircut… shorter and more like a guy's.”

“Oh, it’ll be shorter, but not like a guy's.”

“I won’t do this.”

“Oh well. Guess I was wrong about you being brave. I suppose we'll go back to our old arrangement. You can sleep in your own bed and fantasize about Miss Plugger before and after you sleep. I’ll miss you.”

My jaw dropped. She was dead serious. I could see the determination on her face and the way she had her hands on her hips.

“Please? Don’t make me do this.”

“Now see? You’re proving you aren’t a man by the way you’re whining like a little girl. Stop complaining and have some balls and see what a lovely girl you’re going to make.”

She came close to me by the full-length mirror, and we both looked into it. She rubbed my now limp thing in my jeans. “Aww… Is it taking a nap? Look at the two pretty girls in the mirror.”

She placed my hand on her breast and kissed me deeply, then turned to have me look at us while rubbing my jeans. It grew in the silky panties. “That’s better. Hey. What is wrong with me? Why do I have you in jeans? So inconvenient. Slide those off and give them to me. I’ll be right back.”

I slid them off and held them while looking at my hardness throbbing in the silky panties. She came out with a flared hem, denim miniskirt, and helped me step into it. She gave me a belt for it, and I put it on. I was hard in my panties, and no one would know.

Pearl grinned as she slid her hand under my miniskirt and slid aside my panties, then took my other hand and placed it on my shaved package. “There. Try that. See how easy it will be to play with it now? Go ahead and jerk it until it’s good and hard and gets close to the edge.”

My face was flushed, and my heart was pounding. “Pearl!”

“Shush! Play!” I looked at us in the full-length mirror.

This was so wrong, humiliating, but it was so thrilling. “Uh… do I have to do this? It seems weird jerking off in front of my stepsister. And do I have to go to the salon?”

She looked into the mirror as she played with her breasts, looking all sexy. “You know you want to play with it because it’s hard and you’re enjoying it. And if you don’t go to the salon, this is what you’ll be stuck doing instead of making love to me from now on. You choose.” She rubbed herself through the front of the dress.

“Fuck!” I whimpered, let go of my shaft, and tucked it back in my panties. I took her by the hand. “Let’s go.”

I picked my phone up and looked for a pocket to put it in. There were none.

“Oh, forgot your purse. Here. I put perfume and lipstick in it for you and some tissues.”

I took it and put my phone into it. “Thanks.” I slung it over my shoulder, and we were off.
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My sister drove us in case I wanted to play. I didn’t, though, because I was too out of sorts with what was happening. What was my sister doing? She seemed to want to turn me into a girl. I mean, I look nice that way so far, but… I’m a guy… or I thought I was… am I? I was teetering on my identity now. What choice did I have if I wanted to sleep with her now that I could have her attention and affection and make love? It was a relationship with a girl I had always dreamed of, and it was with the one girl I knew the best and had been best friends with since childhood. I wanted it so badly. Could I give up my masculinity for her? Did I ever have any to give up? I stared blindly out the passenger window as my mind raced.

“What’s the matter, little girl?” Her hand caressed my thigh. “You nervous?”

I nodded, still looking out the window. I was too choked up to talk. I dug in my purse for a tissue and wiped my eyes discreetly.

“Are you crying? Don’t cry, Coty. Be brave; soon you’ll be a grown-up girl like me.”

“What if I don’t want to be a… ‘grown-up girl’?”

“You can be a little girl like you are now, then.”

“What if I don’t want to be a little girl either?”

“You know what happens. We go back to how we were.”

I nodded. That sounded worse. I took a deep breath as her soft hand caressed my silky, naked thigh, moving under my miniskirt and then back down over and over seductively. It was so lovely to have her touch me like that. I throbbed in my panties and grasped her hand and squeezed it tight. I looked at her, my head down and my eyes up. “I’m scared, Pearl.”

“I know. Don’t be. It’ll all be over soon. If you don’t like it after a little while, you can have the nail polish, fake nails, and your boy’s haircut again. Right?”

“True. It all can come off, I guess.” I looked at my pretty sister. She was very determined. So powerful. So wonderful in so many ways. She always looked out for me, even when I was getting bullied in school. Should I trust her? I always had before.

She winked and forced a smile. “Trust me. Stick with it for a little while. For me. Please? It won’t hurt you. It can all be reversed, and I think you’ll love it. Just set aside your masculinity for a while and relax, enjoying something new. We moved here to discover new things, right? In a more liberal, open place, right? Please? For me.”

I nodded, sniffed, and wiped my nose and eyes with the tissue. I pulled down the visor and checked to see I hadn’t run my mascara or eyeliner. I saw a girl’s pretty eyes looking at me. I hadn’t messed anything up. I stared into my eyes. It was me inside—me, but a different me.
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The salon was filled with palpable positive energy. Everyone was chatting and having a good time. Pearl evidently had provided all the instructions on what to do for both of us, because they sat us down side by side and went at it. Pedicures, manicures with long fake nails, cuts, and styles. They started with rolling small curlers and smelly stuff in my hair and larger ones in Pearl’s, and we sat there reading women’s magazines and sipping espresso while our feet and fingers were pampered.

After washing the smelly stuff out, I watched as they worked on our hair. It was flying everywhere, on both of us. When they were done, they dried and styled us, and then put product in it. My jaw hung open seeing both of our new looks in the mirror.

Pearl now wore an edgy, wavy, layered look to the nape; her Chinese black hair was shaggy, with bangs reminiscent of a 70s rock band girl. She looked incredible, with her pearl-white skin and huge blue eyes, a huge smile revealing her delight. Sexy as heck! She made me grow below, and when I finally had the guts to look at myself, I couldn’t believe my eyes.

I had tighter, blonde curls, but not in a round afro style; instead, they were in layers that emphasized the natural color variation in my hair, and they framed my face, making it look smaller, softer, and much younger. It had to be the most feminine hairstyle anyone could get. There was no way to even turn it into any guy's style without shaving my entire head. My heart pounded. I’d be stuck this way. I turned my head to and fro, and the girl held a mirror behind me so I could see the back and the way it draped onto my neck. I was as feminine and sexy as any girl could ever be.

Pearl was tough and edgy, and I was… uh… cute, adorable, and sexy. As scared as I was, I couldn't help but smile. I covered my mouth with my hand, restraining a gasp. Now, looking at myself, I throbbed in my panties, seeing how alluring I looked. My pink dangling earrings swung as I turned from side to side, laughed, and involuntarily emitted giggles.

A hand landed on my shoulder. “It seems she likes it,” Pearl said.

“Uh…I do. But…I’ll never…I’d have to shave it off.”

“You could. It would be such a shame. You’re so pretty this way. Just enjoy it for now. Okay?”

“Okay.” I did love the look of it, but it was just such a shock not to see a guy looking back. They were still my eyes, but they were connected to a different person altogether. It was very strange. Almost surreal.

My sister grasped my long-nailed fingers with the gleaming pink, metallic fake fingernails and held my hand gently as I carefully got out of the seat so as not to show my panties in my miniskirt. I smoothed it down and tucked in my tank top tightly. I was a girl. No one would ever guess what a hard and fiercely ready-to-use manhood I had under my skirt. I was like a rutting moose, and the object of my desire was any sexy female I could stick it in and deposit my seed, and that included myself. I would do me in a second. My heart pounded as my sister held my sweaty hand as we walked to the register.

Pearl paid the bill, and we were off to the mall. I couldn't help searching for my reflection as we walked past the stores. First stop was for gel breast forms and sturdy bras to create cleavage.

“She needs realistic breasts that jiggle and cleavage,” Pearl said to the first salesgirl as we entered.

The girl took me by the hand and into the dressing room. “Take off your bra and let me measure you.” She turned her back.

I nervously removed it and folded it, then put my tank top back on. “Okay, ready.” I held my arms up.

She measured and nodded, then looked me up and down. “They haven’t grown at all yet, huh? You poor thing. They will soon. We can take care of it until then. Don’t worry. Is this your first prom you’re going to? You want to fill out your dress for your boyfriend, like the other girls have already, huh? I understand.” She took me by the hand and led me out of the dressing room to a large stack of drawers.

“Uh… not a prom or a boyfriend. Just want boobs, I guess.”

“You’ll grow them soon, you know. I mean…how old are you, maybe…” She tilted her head, “15, 16?”

I laughed. “25.”

“Really. You’re so lucky to look so young.”

“Thanks.”

She opened the drawer while Pearl looked on, and she placed a fake breast in each of my hands. “That’s a B and a C for comparison.” I felt their heft, squeezed them and looked at them, complete with realistic, firm nipples, and then she held them against my chest.

Pearl said, “Let’s try a D for her. I think she’d be happier having the extra weight and attention they’d bring her.”

The salesgirl gave her a raised eyebrow. “Are you her girlfriend?”

“If you must know, she’s my brother. Give him a D-cup, please.”

The girl flushed and quickly pulled out two Ds and handed them to me, then ran off to find a bra.

“Pearl. Why did you say that?”

“You’re the one who always insists you’re a guy.”

With the damage done already, I simply shook my head and became entranced with the breasts in my hands. I fondled them and felt the heft. They were intriguing. I couldn’t imagine them on my chest, jiggling away, all that weight tugging on my chest. I throbbed repeatedly at the thought of it—my own set of titties to play with.

“Pearl, why did you have to tell her I was a guy? It was going so well. She thought I was a flat-chested girl.”

“I didn’t say you were a guy. I said you were my brother.”

I smirked, my face all red, watching as the girl came back and looked me up and down, then grinned at me and shook her head. Was she judging me? My breasts and cleavage would probably be bigger and more prominent than hers. Would she be jealous? Was she angry with me for imitating a girl?

She laughed. “You look darn hot for a brother. Wish I had brothers like you. We’d have so much more in common. You have a brilliant sister who’s helping you become your true self and stop pretending to be a man. Other males like you would be jealous.” She beamed at me, patted my shoulder, and handed me the bra. “Here ya go, girl. This is the type of bra you’ll need to achieve the best cleavage with the forms. It has to be sturdy and snug…see?” She showed the wide, firm straps and the wide back with multiple hooks. “… to be able to mush your chest flesh out for the cleavage effect, it can’t be lightweight. Try it on with them and tug your flesh up under them so it holds it out and up nicely.”

I dashed into the changing room and put it all on. It was incredible. But the bra was so thin, the nipples showed through my tank top. I walked out.

Pearl covered her mouth. The girl's eyes went wide. Pearl said, “Perfect. Very substantial size and cleavage. Nice, obvious nipples too. She’ll take that bra.”

I rolled my eyes. “Miss, can I get some bras that are thicker so the nipples don’t show through?”

“Of course.” She ran off and came back with a selection. “Try these on and see what works for you. We have matching panties, matching crotchless panties, and matching garter belts, too.”

Soon, I had a nice selection of panties, bras, and garter belts, sheer stockings, stay-ups, and pantyhose, along with lingerie and nightwear. We left the store with two large bags, and my new breasts jiggled and tugged, making me almost believe they were real. Of course, Pearl insisted I wear the bra that showed my nipples, except in baby pink lace, so the lace edge that peeked from my tank top matched it.

I was a little uncomfortable as we passed men, their eyes fixated on my jiggling, hard-nippled breasts on our way to the next store. It made my heart race with nervousness, but it also filled me with pride that all the guys thought I was so attractive. I had never had women react to me that way. My reflection in the windows was of a very well-endowed young woman. I had to overcome my imposter syndrome by embracing the new look as if it were really me, so I held my shoulders back with pride, further enhancing their eye-catching nature, and I didn't look as embarrassed as I was because I wasn’t. I was filled with a particular sort of pride and walked and acted accordingly.

Soon, I put aside being nervous about my blatantly public display of feminine sexuality as Pearl diverted my attention to shopping. Minidresses, miniskirts, tops, high-heeled shoes, which I wore out of the store, jewelry, and crop tops (one that matched my denim miniskirt that I wore out of the store to cover my nipples a bit).

Her hand squeezed mine as she swung our arms, beaming. “So, I think that’s it. This will be our last trip to the car with our packages. We can stop at the perfume store, then go.”

“Oh, good. I’m tired of walking. We must have done twenty thousand steps by now.”

“How are your feet in those high wedge heels?”

“Fine! I don’t know what girls complain about with heels. I mean, I have to take a shorter stride, but that makes me sway my hips a little, too, and that feels right and it seems more feminine and sexy somehow.”

“Some girls complain. I’m not one of them either. See? You’re a natural.”

“Yeah. With naturally fake boobs and all.” I laughed.

“We can fix that too with implants later. If you want.”

“Pearl! This is just temporary. A brief excursion into girlhood.”

She chuckled. “I think not so a brief excursion, the way you’re getting into it. You’ll see. I’m so happy you’re enjoying it all. You make me proud, sister.”

“Thanks.” Implants? Why did that sound exciting? What was wrong with me? My sister seems to think this is what I should be, and she's planned this for some time. And yet, I thought she might have me in mind as a husband after our recent intimacy. I was saddened that it might not be what she wants from me. But…I couldn’t let myself overthink this and start catastrophizing. I had to stay positive for her.
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Freshly rinsed off from the shower, nighttime, seductive makeup done with the help of Pearl, eyeliner drawn back and swept up, heavier mascara for longer lashes, dark eyeshadow on the outer lids and corners, a sweep of light reflective cream color on the brow bone and swept back, thinned, raised eyebrows, the scent of the silky, floral skin lotion wafting to my nostrils⏤in my short pink satin robe, I held up the dress I’d chosen for the night. “So, is this dress good for dinner?” I held it up to Pearl. We had just finished washing and putting things away in her closet, which we now shared. It was big enough for both of us, and Pearl said it would be easier because I’d be sleeping in the same room as her.

“It’s fine.”

I held it against myself and stood before the full-length mirror on my toes, imagining heels with it. “It’s so girly, though.”

Pearl laughed. “That’s what you picked out. All of your clothes are girly. I thought you enjoyed looking girly. I think it suits you. Your makeup makes you look somewhat more mature, though, than without it.”

“Really? I don’t look like jailbait, do I?”

She laughed as she attached her sheer suntan stockings to her garter belt. “Oh, good! I’m so proud of you! I was hoping you’d think about what the men thought of you and be interested in maximizing their attraction to you.”

“That’s not what I meant!”

“Jail bait? That’s when an adult has sex with a girl who isn't an adult. I think your mind is thinking in all-girl mode now, and that’s one possibility, and you don’t want to look too young, so the men turn away in fear. You’re a natural…like I said. You don’t even know it.”

“Pearl!”

“Stop fighting your true feminine nature and interests and hush and get dressed. Enjoy your girliness while wearing the girly outfits you've chosen. You almost look old enough for sex. Your confidence will complete that projection of being an adult. You won’t have girliness forever. Enjoy it. The men will be thrilled to take advantage of a woman who seems much younger but is really very legal. Get dressed, or we’ll be late for our reservation.”

I did say jailbait. Did I want to attract men, or was it just a bad word choice? I sat on the bed and put on a pink lace garter belt, then glided sensual, delightful, sheer suntan stockings up my legs, watching my long-nailed fingers glide up my leg to the clasps and clasp them. My tiny pink metallic-painted toenails glimmered beneath the sheer fabric. I put on a matching pair of panties, tucking my hardness against my abdomen in the silky, sheer pink lace.

Into the matching sheer, pink-lace bra, I put my heavy D-sized gel breast forms and adjusted my flesh for cleavage, the nipples firmly outlined and visible through the bra. It was okay, though. I had another layer to go over it.

Next was the classy, flared-hem, empire-waist, cream-colored, chiffon-overlaid, pearl-appliquéd V-neck minidress that glided up, the silky crinoline caressing my legs. I managed to zip the back, snugging it around my breasts and further crushing them to my chest and pushing out cleavage, then adjusted my breasts in the dress for maximum reveal, the floral-shaped, pearl appliqué drawing the eye to my protruding flesh, and sat to slip on the sinfully delicate, cream-colored, strappy, satin, five-inch stilettos and clasped the buckles around my ankles.

I stood and went to the dresser, loaded on my jewelry, the necklace further drawing the eye to my cleavage and put a cream-colored chiffon bow in my hair, then bathed in a scrumptious perfume that filled me with a feminine rush of prettiness as good as the rest of it all, loaded my purse, and draped it on my shoulder, then checked myself out in the full-length mirror.

Oh my god. My jaw hung. It was as if my luscious painted lips were done that way to emphasize the shocked look on my face, like an emoji. I closed them then licked them lightly, my pink tongue gliding across the painted, full, and inviting cupid’s bow lips.

I immediately began throbbing uncontrollably in my silky panties. Looking at myself up and down, and turning back and forth, and seeing my inviting cleavage, legs, and even my hips from the way the dress fell, my full, luscious lips, high cheekbones from the contouring powder, and seductive, made-up eyes filled my being with a spirit of femininity and prettiness as if I were some goddess. I was powerfully sexy and feminine and filled with a force of infinite allure.

With my breath choppy, I explored my new being. I fed the body-filling, flowing spirit of it like a river coursing through every corpuscle as I caressed my legs in their gossamer-thin, sensual stockings, squeezed my full and heavy breasts, licked my lips, ran a hand through my curls, and smiled. I tilted my head inquisitively. I grinned at the girl in the mirror. I put my head down with my eyes up, then made a pleading, begging look of submission. I licked my lips and parted them seductively. So cute. So enchanting. A hand rested on my shoulder. “Yes! Absolutely adorable, more adorable than a kitten, right?”

I nodded quickly. “God, yes. Shocking. Frightening its me inside. My eyes tell me it is, though.”

“Do you make yourself aroused?”

I laughed. “Of course. Geez. Like crazy. I’m somethin’.”

She gave me a peck on the cheek. “You sure are.” She stood back and looked me over. “Did you put on crotchless panties?”

“No, should I have?”

“Yes, in those flared-hem minidresses or skirts, why not? No one would see it even if it was hard under there, and it would be so liberating and keep that sensual, feminine energy flowing.” She dashed off to the dresser.

I stepped out of the panties I wore and into the ones she gave me. The crotchless panties under my shaved globes securely lifted the entire package into the fluff of the crinoline. My hardness was lifted up and into a nest of silkiness as it bobbed freely and repeatedly as if dancing; it was so happy. … and no one would ever know. The tip being caressed with each involuntary movement of the dance sent a ripple of sensation through my body, increasing the river-like flow of powerful prettiness. The oozing tip and sensitive head probed the fluffy, silky crinoline, giving me a shiver when the moist tip slid across it, wiping away the oozing pearls. I couldn’t help emitting a girlish whimper from the pleasure it sent through my body.

Pearl grabbed it tenderly through the dress and kissed me deeply. I hurriedly pushed her away. “Our lipstick!”

“It’s twenty-four-hour lipstick. It won’t come off. Even when you suck a big fat cock tonight.”

My eyes went wide. “Pearl! What are you talking about!? That’s disgusting!”

“Oh, chill, little girl. It’s simply an example of how durable the lipstick is.” She knelt before me and lifted my dress, then, looking up, took me into her lips and bobbed her head on it. The layers of her edgy haircut flopped around, and her eyes were filled with energy. Standing in my high heels, staring down at her lovely face, my one leg twitching from her ministrations, I rested my hands on her head and held it snug as I began to hump into her painted lips. I heard myself whimper in a tiny voice and got carried away, thrusting like a rabbit. I needed to deposit my seed into that gorgeous sister of mine. Oh god, yes! I heard myself whimper again and humped furiously.

She quickly pulled off and slapped it gently. “No! Bad girl! Not yet. Save it. Savor it, bad girl. You could ruin the experience for yourself. You need to keep that energy flowing through you. That animating, feminine, pretty spirit. Now let’s go.” She stood and slung her purse. “See? My lipstick is fine, and yours will be too after you do that for a real man.”

“Pearl!”

“Enough! Behave. Our Uber Black is here. Let’s go.”


10

We walked up the sidewalk and into the restaurant. Dressing this way, more vulnerable than being naked it seemed, and nearly having sex as I walked and boobs jiggled and minced steps swung my hips and made my walk erotic, I clung nervously to Pearl’s arm as if she were my boyfriend; the breeze blowing up my dress, my hardness bobbing and flailing in the nest of silky crinoline.

My vulnerability in such an outfit that displayed all the finest points of sexual attraction a woman possessed, making them immediately accessible to men, and which limited her ability to run away because of the short strides forced by the high heels, was both frightening and overwhelmingly thrilling at the same time.

The gratification of just walking was a dream as it fueled a feminine power. We were led to our white linen-covered table facing the bay on the patio in the shade. He held our seats for us to sit. “Your server will be right over.” He poured iced water from the pitcher on the table, then removed the pitcher and plate beneath it.

Pearl glided her hand on my stockinged thigh, looking into my eyes. “Nice, huh?”

“Uh… a bit pricey? Especially after all the clothes and stuff today.”

“We’re starting a new life. We’re celebrating. Besides, we’ll have plenty of money. We already do.” She leaned in and gave me a peck.

“Hello, ladies. I’m Jesup. Cocktails?” He looked me up and down as if wondering if I were of legal age.

“Dirty Martini up, please, with cheese olives,” Pearl ordered.

“Bourbon rocks, please.”

“Coty!”

He looked at Pearl as she shook her head and then at me. “May I see an ID, please, miss?”

I opened my purse and showed him my license, my thumbnail over the sex.

“Oh my. You look so young for your age. My apologies. Thank you, miss.”

I nodded and smiled a flat-lipped smile, head down and eyes up sheepishly, my face flushing.

“Coty. Get something nicer than a bourbon.”

“Okay. Dirty Martini like hers, please, sir.”

He nodded and dashed off.

I grimaced at Pearl, trying to look tough. “I wanted a bourbon.” That was some show of my intentions. It came out of me like a whining girl.

“Don’t whine! Gosh. A bourbon would look silly the way you look now. It’s not girly enough. You should have ordered a colored drink.”

“They’re too sweet.”

“You’d have liked a pretty drink to hold in those long painted nails. Whatever.”

Hmm, I probably would have now that she mentioned it. I crossed my legs and bounced a high-heeled foot as my hand, absentmindedly, caressed my stockinged thigh, and I gazed out at the beauty of the bay, with slight waves reflecting the light, and seagulls laughing. The colors and scents seemed more vibrant, the sounds intricate and lovely. The scent of the partially saltwater from the bay filled my nostrils along with the light whiffs of my perfume. A delicate, pretty energy seemed to pulse through my body, making my skin alive and tingly.

My sister’s hand grasped mine and squeezed it. “Penny for your thoughts, my sweet.”

“Hmm, uh… strange. It’s as if I’m a different person in a different body with heightened senses and an unfamiliar experience of the world around me. It’s as if I were numb before, and now the doors to experience have been burst open.”

Her eyes flitted over my face, hair, and breasts, taking me in. Her expression was one of satisfaction, love, and devotion. “Is it in a good way, my love?”

“Overall, yes. I mean, it’s frightening walking around the way women walk around, in high heels, and revealing dresses that stimulate sexual desire as if they were birds in mating rituals. All of their assets are immediately accessible and vulnerable, with no chance of being able to run away from someone intent on using them.”

“It can be frightening if the wrong people are around or if you are in the wrong place. Is that overwhelming for you?” Her thumb rubbed the back of my hand as she waited patiently while I looked up and to the right, thinking and feeling for why it wasn't that way at the moment for me.

It should have been even more so for me than for a real woman. Heck, I was a freak that might be beaten if someone had pursued me that way. “Overwhelming? It should be, but it isn’t. The prominent sensation it gives me is one of powerful femininity and sexuality. A confidence in my ability to be looked upon highly. Well worth the possible risk, which can be mitigated, as you say, by being in appropriate places with appropriate people where there is no risk. For example, I feel safe here with you. And it’s such a dramatic contrast to the mundaneness of presenting myself as I have before this for all my life. Like I said, it’s as if I’ve come to life.”

“Good. So, are you going to stay this way? I wish you would. You should live life outside the mundane.”

I shrugged. “Do you get the same experience when you dress like this? Do women feel sexier, prettier, and more confident and powerful? More desired and aroused?”

She chuckled. “Oh yeah. That’s why I’m a city girl. Country girls don’t get to put on the show, so to speak, as often or to the same degree. I love the way it makes me inside. Just like you said, it’s all the same for me, too. I love it. I knew you would, too. It suits you so well. You aren’t a mundane person. I hated your living that way. I’m so happy for you.” She leaned in, placed her hand behind my head, and gave me a peck on the lips.

Our drinks arrived. “Here we go, ladies. Dirty martinis.” Jesup beamed and placed his hands behind his back as he stood stiffly. Stiffer than his lump in his dress pants, but not by much.

I couldn’t help staring at it until Pearl spoke, and I looked up. She moved her eyes from his to stare right at it while she said, “Thank you so much, Jesup. You’ve shown us how well you can take care of our needs.” She looked up and smiled at him, then glanced down at it, then up again.

He grinned, his linen napkin draped on his arm, holding the tray. He could have put his draped arm in front of him to hide it, but he smiled, and it throbbed under his pants as he said, “My pleasure. Whatever you ladies desire, I’ll do my best to fulfill. Don’t be shy to ask, even if it’s not on the menu. Enjoy your drinks, and I’ll check back shortly.” He dashed off.

I leaned into Pearl’s ear and whispered an exclamation, “Pearl! You were staring right at it. You even made it obvious to him. You encouraged him, and he loved it and showed it off more.”

“You stared too, sweetie. It was nice, huh? Manly.”

I nodded. “I guess I did. Heck, it sure was big. Really big.”

“Uh… it was, but I’ve seen bigger.”

“Really? So you have experience with men? Why are you interested in me? Mine's more… average. Now his makes me feel it’s much less than average.”

“Oh, sweetie, yours is lovely. It’s adorable, and it’s so sensitive and so easy to please. I love yours and how you react when it’s in that state. It’s perfect for a girl like you. If you had one like his, how would you do what you’re doing now? It would have to be strapped in place. Be proud of yours, girl.” She tilted her head and looked at me as if with pity for my feeling so small.

I smirked and raised my martini carefully in my long-nailed fingers, pinky out daintily. “I suppose there is an advantage to everything. To our new lives in San Francisco.”

She delicately touched her rim to mine. “To two girls in new lives.”

We both sipped. Two girls. This was sounding permanent. Could I do it? It was nice. I sipped it down halfway, the salty, cold, potent concoction filling me with its strength. “Mmm, very nice. Better than I remember them.”

“Of course. Everything is renewed for you, like you said. What you thought you’d experienced before you haven’t really experienced.” Her hand glided over my stockinged thigh as she looked into my eyes. “I’m so proud of you, brother. You’ve come a long way.”

“Thanks. I guess. I’m not sure it’s something to be proud of. I’m not gonna write home about it.”

She laughed. “Of course. Mom and Dad would frown on either of us doing what we’re doing now.”

“Or wearing now.” I laughed and sipped.

“Right. I think they’d have a heart attack if they saw you. They’d shoot us both. But hey! They’re gone and done as far as I’m concerned. We’re together forever now, right?”

“Right. I hope. Hey! Do you think we should get married?”

My sister tilted her head and sipped. “Not a bad idea. We can be a couple out here with all the legal and tax benefits. We’ve been together forever.”

“Right. I mean. We could have kids someday if you wanted to.”

“Eh! Not really interested in that. I’d rather just play around and enjoy you, my princess.”

“Play around?”

“Sure. With men.”

“But if we’re married, you’d do that?”

“Why shouldn’t we? We’re both women. You’ll want to do so as soon as you mature in your new role. It would be fun. We could share and double date, and do things like that - things we never got to do before. And in the end, we’d both still be together.” She squeezed my hand tightly and gazed lovingly into my eyes.

I’d love to marry her. But us both having men for lovers? “I don’t know. It sounds scary. I’d be afraid of losing you to some guy with a nice dick like Jesup. Plus, I’m not gay.”

“No, you’re not gay. You're a girl, and most girls like guys to play with. It validates their feminine allure and boosts their ego, not to mention fills their needs.” She laughed. “I’d never leave you for some guy. I love you. Guys are entertainment only.” She looked around and slid her hand onto my lap, grasping my package through the fluff of the crinoline and massaging it with one hand, tugging and rolling. “I love my girl. You’d be my wife.”

Wow, marrying Pearl - what a dream come true. Stunned, I nodded. At least I knew where she stood. The question was, could I handle it? Could I be a girl all the way? Could I continue presenting as I am now? It was so much to deal with.

“Relax, Coty. I see you're spacing out. I’ve given you too much. Just relax and let's celebrate tonight. Two girls on the town enjoying life.” She clinked my glass, downed her drink, and raised it to Jesup. She held up two fingers and pointed to me and her. Jesup ran off to fetch them. “Two girls with a mouthwatering hunk as our waiter, who’s willing to serve in any way. Hmm.”

“Pearl! Just us.”

She nodded and gazed at me lovingly, touching my hair and smiling. “So pretty.”
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By the time we were halfway through the next martini, I was relaxed and into my new self, loving all the sensuality and feminine, pretty sensations coursing through my body. Was it because Pearl had discreetly stimulated me beneath the tablecloth draped down on our legs by grasping it between her thumb and forefinger through the dress while she talked about bedtime and me trying again? Or was it the clothes, hair, perfume, high heels, and all the rest of my new girly self? I didn't care. I was loving it all.

We ordered a shellfish mountain—a pyramid of ice covered by raw clams, Dungeness crab, split lobster tails, and oysters. We ate bit by bit, the tastes and textures a delight, paired with a lovely white Bordeaux chilled in a wine chiller on the table.

“Look at the view, Coty. The red hue in the sky reflected on the water. So pretty. I’m glad we moved here.”

“Me too. I feel lovely, pretty, calm. It seems natural to me to be this way, too. It’s weird. But better.”

“Good. It should be. It’s who you are and always were. You didn’t know it. So, am I a good sister for doing this?”

I slid the oyster into my mouth and nodded hurriedly. I crushed the flesh to the roof of my mouth and let the flavors roll through my mouth. “Mmm.” I swallowed and rolled my eyes. “God, yes. Best sister ever.”

“See? I’ll be the best wife ever, too.” She gave me a peck on the lips, slid a clam into her mouth, and mushed it, her gorgeous, made-up blue eyes wide in her porcelain face, her wild hair framing it like a work of art. She swallowed and laughed. “I don’t know which item I like best. They’re all so full of flavor. I guess that’s why they say, variety is the spice of life.”

She raised her wine to me, her long-nailed fingers holding the stem delicately, pinky out. I picked up my wine, like hers, and held it to her smiling.

She clinked my glass, making it vibrate in my fingertips. “To us girls, having plenty of variety in our men as well.”

My heart pounded. Jesup arrived, and I saw his rigid display as he moved his draped arm to reveal it proudly. It was throbbing. It was insane. I began throbbing wildly under my dress, looking at it. What was happening to me?

Pearl patted my thigh. “Coty, finish the toast so we can drink.”

“Uh… Absolutely. Lots of variety.” I stared right at Jesup’s manhood unflinchingly and smiled up at him. “Hello, Jesup!”

“Hello, girls. How’s climbing the mountain going? Seems you’re making a nice dent in it.”

I nodded and finished swallowing my wine. “It is! It’s fabulous. Everything tastes so fresh.” I flitted my eyes between his hardness and his bright, smiling eyes. I knew he saw it, and it entertained me to do it and reap his favorable reaction.

“Wonderful. That’s what we want to hear. Now, if you notice anything else you’d like to sample or have as a main course, please don’t be shy about asking for it, even if it’s not on the menu. We aim to please.” His hand drifted across the tent and moved it to stand perfectly vertical beneath the zipper, up to his belt. He beamed at us both.

Pearl stared at it, then looked around and leaned toward him. He leaned toward her. “So Jesup, tell me, I have a need for something not on the menu, but I can see it right before my eyes.” She looked directly at it, smiled, and licked her lips, then looked back at his bright eyes. “I know Coty does too, and we’re both very interested in partaking in it, and she’s never even had a taste of one before. Might she be able to taste it and explore it, and then maybe I could have the rest as a satisfying and filling dessert cream?”

He chuckled. “Wow. I’ve never had it said so nicely before. You should write books. Yes, that item is available. We have a special tasting and testing area we can use to make it private for you both. Let me know when you're ready, and I’ll bring the check and take you there after.” Jesup left with a noticeable bounce in his step as he approached a table full of girls dressed for a night out, showcasing their assets.

I laughed. “Man! I’ll bet Jesup gives more tip than he gets.”

“Oh, I’m sure he gets tipped well, too. I know I will. He’s giving us a great opportunity for you. I’m so proud you showed interest. That was brave. You’re maturing in your new role.” She gave me a peck on the lips.

“Thanks. It seemed I didn't have a choice; I simply had to, and I must admit, it was somehow thrilling. I feel as if I should feel ashamed, but I was bobbing under my dress.” I heard myself giggle as I covered my mouth. What was wrong with me?

“Don’t be ashamed. I was hard and wet for him, too. Are you going to be okay watching him do me?” Her hand rubbed my stockinged thigh, looking deep into my eyes, probing for my feelings. 

My heart pounded at the thought of seeing my sister with a man like that. She didn't have to move here with me. She didn't have to want to marry me. Who was I to say it was wrong for her to do that? She deserved to be treated like a woman by a real man in a way I could never do. “Uh… I’ll be okay. I need to adapt to our new way of being. So far, I love the new version of me that you've created. I need to trust you. Please. Do it. I need to see it. Then I can get used to it.”

She smiled a flat-lipped smile and ran her hand over my hair and adjusted the bow in it. “You’re such a good girl. I love you.” She turned to the mountain. “C’mon. We’re only halfway done climbing the mountain. Then we can climb another mountain.” She poured us both more wine, and we dug in.

I couldn’t help thinking about what I was supposed to do and what Pearl was going to do. Both things somehow made me throb incessantly while I ate, making the tip rub the silky crinoline and send ripples of prettiness and feminine desire through my body.


12

I was buzzed by the time we finished the mountain, any inhibitions I had long gone, and Jesup brought the check with our espressos. Pearl paid, and we gleefully shot the espressos down like we were in a race. She tugged me to the ladies' room, and we peed, touched up our lipstick, hair, and dresses, making sure things were displayed well, then perfumed ourselves and slung our purses. My heart was pounding and my shaft bobbing.

“Ready, girl?” Pearl’s eyes looked uncertain about my status. “We don’t have to do this.”

“I know.”

“You don’t have to participate if you don’t want to.” Her hand glided over my hair and rested on my shoulder.

“I want to.”

“Tell me so I know for sure that you’re not just trying to please me. What do you want to do?”

“Pearl!”

“Say it, or we just go home.”

“Uh…” I was stuck looking into her eyes. What was I supposed to say? “Oh yeah. Right. I want and need to suck Jesup’s cock and explore it and get it ready to fuck you while I watch him come in you.” I covered my mouth, my eyes wide open. “Oh god, I said it.” I laughed. “But…I do. I sense it in my soul. Really. Please. It’s making me crazy. I have to do this now.” I tugged her hand. “Please, let’s go. I can't wait.”

She beamed from ear to ear and gave me a peck on the lips, then we both dashed off like two girls chasing an ice cream truck on a hot day, but we were in a clatter of high heels in minced steps, out of the ladies' room to a different kind of delight, Jesup. We waved to him. He went to another server and pointed to the table he had for them to cover, then came over to us, his draped arm covering his display as he made his way through the restaurant.

He beamed at us and looked around, then gave us each a peck on the lips. “Right this way, ladies.” He held his arms out for each of us to take, and we did. I held his strong arm as the erotic Allegro-like click of our heels in quick minced steps covered the click of his Adagio-like long strides in his polished shoes, echoing in the hallway.

At the end of the hall, he unlocked a door to a large office with a couch and table lamps casting a warm glow. He let us go, stepped to the desk, and crossed his arms.

I looked around and saw cameras in every corner, their LEDs flashing.

“Yes, video recorders with sound. Only until you tell me what I can do for you, for my own safety, they’ll go off later.”

Pearl was quick to look at him and rub his crotch. “My sister here is going to get you ready by sucking your lovely cock, and then you’re going to fuck me and come in me using a rubber.”

“Okay. I can do that.” He looked at me. “You’re doing this of your own free will, miss?”

“Yes.”

“You’re an adult. I checked your ID, correct?”

“Yes.”

“I’m not paying either of you. Correct?”

“Correct.”

“Correct.” I nodded hurriedly, smiling.

He nodded. Went behind the desk and flipped the switches on the cameras, shutting off the blinking LED lights. “There. Privacy.”

Pearl was fast to grab a pillow for each of us and tug me to my knees as she went for his zipper. He undid his belt and unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a shaved, clean chest with all the right muscles for a man and a six-pack for abs. He was built nicely—the kind of guy I always wished to be.

He held his shaft, and Pearl grabbed me and eased my head to it. I sniffed the air, and it smelled clean and of a light, pleasant cologne. She placed my hand on the velvety shaft. I wrapped my gleaming, long-nailed fingers around it as far as I could, squeezing it, marveling at the size of it, the power in it, and stroking half of it as I looked up to see him smiling down at me, gratifyingly knowing I was pleasing him immensely. My heart pounded, and I bobbed fiercely beneath my dress, oozing into the silky fluff. Pearl's hand guided my head to his oozing tip and touched my lips to it. I kissed it and tasted the pre-cum, then was powerless not to take it all into my mouth greedily, my jaw wide. His hands gently cradled my head.

I looked up at him and bobbed my head and ran my tongue around the shaft while stroking the base. My first experience of this was the start of a new passion. I reveled in how hard it was for me and how wonderful it was to fill my mouth with its masculine power. I immersed myself in my newfound joy, seeing how good it was for him by his face and how he looked at me so thankfully and tenderly.

“First time, huh? Seems you’re a natural, miss. You are so pretty this way. Even prettier than before.”

Empowered further by his comment, I nodded rapidly and mumbled, “Thank you, sir,” around his powerhouse, which fed my soul and made my ministrations even more fervent. I released my grip on the shaft so I could roll his silky, hairless globes in my hand and tug them gently. I took each of them into my mouth one at a time and rolled them around, tonguing them and looking into his bright, happy eyes. I loved how much I was pleasing him. Having my mouth full of his ball was almost as good as his shaft. It all made me incredibly proud and joyful to bring someone so much happiness.

I needed the shaft back in my mouth and spread my jaw again and took as much as I could while fervently racing my tongue around it, flicking the oozing salty tip and stroking the thick, stiff shaft. This was heaven. I was bobbing under my dress uncontrollably as if it had animated itself. The tip rubbed the fluff and made me twitch on and off, and my hips humped the air slightly as I whimpered and became enthralled with my newfound passion as its powerful energy filled my being with feminine gratitude and pride.

He looked down at me, groaned, and rolled his head on his shoulders, then squeezed my head tightly and kissed my forehead and looked into my eyes. I had never made anyone feel so good as I did now, and it infused me with pride. I needed to make him come in my mouth. I wanted it so badly. I wanted that proof of how beautiful I was to him. I whimpered. He groaned and squeezed my head tightly and humped my face, my eyes wide as I readied myself for my rewarding flood of his passion for me. He oozed, I licked, he fucked my face, groaning.

I felt a hand grip my neck, and I was pulled from my passion. “Enough for now, little girl. Don’t you dare finish Jesup!” She moved me aside, chased his bobbing shaft around until she grabbed it fiercely like a baseball bat and rolled a magnum condom onto him in a flash, and lifted her dress and one leg, which he held as she guided his massive cock into her. He lifted her onto it, and it made her gasp and her eyes open wide as she clung to his neck, impaled on it. He took her to the couch and laid her down, his gleaming cock falling out of her.

I stood and leaned against the desk. Pearl had lifted her dress onto her belly, and her garter belt and stockings were revealed along with her dripping slit between the gap of the snug, sheer crotchless panties as she held it all out of the way for him, smiling up at him. He grasped his shaft in a fist and guided it. I watched as it stretched Pearl out, and she gasped, grabbed his ass, and pulled him into her as far as it would go. Her hands went to his neck as she looked into his eyes and said, “Fuck me like a beast with that beautiful cock.”

Pearl looked over his shoulder at me and winked. She took her thumb and forefinger and made a motion like she did when she was jerking me. I pointed to myself. She nodded. I grasped it in the dress and began jerking it. She smiled and nodded and went back to looking into Jesup’s eyes as he rammed her; her legs pushed back, her heels by her ears as her feet flailed in the air with each thrust, and she squeaked and he grunted and shoved, and her leg twitched wildly again.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, and I didn’t even have any jealousy. Why would I be jealous? I could never have done that for her. There was no comparison. She looked so gorgeous there, being impaled, and seeing her twitching and him making her feel so good. She came on him again and told him to come inside of her, and he went wild, making her have a body-shuddering release once more as he grunted, and her legs twitched, and then he shoved it and pulled it partway out, and I could see it pulsing and shooting inside her.

I let myself go and let it bob in the fluff, but there was no stopping it when I saw Pearl coming so hard and him coming in her. I whimpered and grabbed it and jerked it to completion, then almost fell to the floor as my knees went weak in my high heels and I slumped onto the desk to rest my butt on it and catch my breath. I don’t remember ever having come so strongly and through my whole body like that.

A smile filled my face as the two of them uncoupled, kissed, and separated, fixing their clothing. Pearl came over to me and kissed me deeply. “I love you.”

“That was beautiful! You were so beautiful. I love you, too.”
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On the Uber ride home, we silently snuggled in the back seat, and I rested my head on her shoulder, and she rested her head on my head and caressed my stockinged thigh while I did hers. I was in some blissful sensuality, smelling our perfumes, knowing what we had just done and being proud of it and not the least bit ashamed or jealous, or weird about it. We were two girls, beings, in love that had just had a night of indulgence in fine drinks, food, and a man. What a way to enjoy life!

We climbed the stairs, changed into silky nighties, leaving our stockings on, me leaving my breasts on too, and we embraced, our breasts crushing together as we kissed deeply, slowly, lovingly as two lovers who had sex together would have. It was no less loving, warm, and satisfying, and maybe it was more so, than if we had made love together ourselves. We were both bathed in the warm glow of our love.

In the morning, I woke with my characteristic woody. What should I do with it? What would Pearl want me to do? She said I should be unafraid to just wank it off in bed if I wanted to.

I heard her stir beside me and the drawer of her nightstand open. Her arms embraced me from behind, lifted the hair on my neck, then kissed my neck and rolled me onto my back. She looked at my woody and smiled at me. “I’ll take care of that one. You take care of this one.” She brought a fake one the size of Jesup’s to my lips, wrapped my hand around the base, and pushed it into my mouth. “Remember last night as I do yours, and you can think about how good you made him feel and how you’ll be harvesting men’s finishes too, like I should have let you finish him, but I was too selfish.” She kissed my forehead while I was pushing it in and out of my mouth, my tongue racing around it. “Okay, Coty?”

I nodded and mumbled.

I looked down as she slid below and grasped mine at the base between her thumb and first finger, and held the base while she puckered her lips tightly, like on a milkshake straw, and began bobbing on it, running her tongue around, rolling my balls, and tugging them gently.

I imagined like Pearl said to and became fervent on my fake Jesup, imagining the sensations I was giving him, while Pearl gave me the same sensations. I remembered how badly I wanted to have him release in my mouth, how close I was to having it. I remembered tasting the first ooze and then suddenly... Tiny whimpers erupted from me, my body tensed, I came in Pearl’s face, my legs shooting straight out, while I heard my girlish whimpers as I imagined Jesup filling me with his reward.

Pearl moved up to me, took the fake, put it in her mouth, coating it with my finish, and then put it back into my mouth. I savored it as if I had harvested it and cleaned it diligently while I softened below. Pearl snuggled beside me, her stockinged leg rubbing mine sensuously.

I drifted off to sleep again, totally relaxed with Jesup still in my mouth and the taste of my reward on my tongue.

I woke to the smell of cooking bacon. I bobbed my head on Jesup some more and hardened in my panties again. How was it that this was so arousing to me? I was a guy not long ago, and I never had an interest in doing such a thing; now, I was addicted to it.

I lay there and rolled over to place Jesup on the bed so I could bob my head on it. I stretched myself out on the bed and slid my pillow under me and humped the satin cover slowly and deliciously while attending to my man, my eyes closed, seeing him looking down lovingly at me.

It wasn’t long before I was a writhing, whimpering, fantasizing adolescent again, only this time as a girl, humping her pillow furiously. Likewise, little girl sounds emanated from around my boyfriend's cock as I dutifully and energetically worked his morning wood for him.

My body tensed. I spurted against the pillow, shooting mostly air this time, and collapsed onto the bed, catching my breath around the still-rigid fake boyfriend I didn't want to take my mouth from.

A hand rubbed my back. “Hey there, little girl. You need to let your boyfriend go. You made him come twice already, and he loves you for it, but you need to eat, and you can't do that with that in your mouth.” She lifted my hair off my neck and peppered it with kisses as she gently took Jesup from my mouth and took it away to the bathroom.

Wow, I’ve been so wrong about myself for so many years. Thank god for Pearl.


14

I sat at the table and dug into the excellent breakfast my sister had made for us. “Thanks for breakfast, sis. This is awesome.”

“No problem. You deserved it. You were such a good girl last night. I’m so proud of you. You took to it like a fish to water. Soon you’ll be doing what I did last night and enjoying all the wonders of feminine allure and its relation to men.”

I nearly gagged on my French toast. “Uh… I don’t have the parts you have. There’s no place for a guy to do that with me. Are you thinking of making me a girl down there, too? I could never have that chopped off. It would be like losing an old friend.”

She nearly spit out her grapefruit juice, trying not to laugh. “No, silly! You already have the parts. Your bottom is even better because you can't get pregnant, and it’s tighter. Men love it!”

“Eww! Pearl! That’s gross. It’s dirty down there.”

“It doesn't have to be. You saw the attachment I had you put on the shower, right?”

“I thought that was for your women's stuff.”

“It can be, but I use it in my bottom. You could too. You clean out after you’ve done your duty for the day, and you're good to go all day. And trust me. It feels pretty darn good having a man use that, too. I know from high school. Our parents wouldn't allow me to take the pill, and condoms break sometimes, so I had the guys fill me there. And as long as they’re clean, they don’t even need a condom and can pump it right in. It’s great. You’ll love it too. You’ll see.”

I was unconsciously bouncing a high-heeled foot, my once again growing hardness trapped between my thighs as her description seemed to make it grow for some reason. Was it because I thought it was sexy imagining my sister doing that, or me? I chuckled. “No, I won’t see. You may think I’m a girl, but that doesn't sound very good. Have you ever heard someone say, ‘I can't wait to go to the doctor’s for my physical today so he can shove his finger up my butt.’”

“It’s not like that. It’s not an unwelcome intrusion when you’re not aroused, and it’s not done to you involuntarily. You’ll be aroused and longing for another way to connect to the guy, and please him and have the compliment and validation of your allure by him using your bottom as his receptacle for his passionate release. You’ll see.”

I scoffed. “No, I won’t. A receptacle for a guy to get off in, like a Fleshlight. No thanks.” I shook my head and chewed a piece of bacon, looking at her with disbelief.

“Whatever. You need to break those outdated, male ego paradigms. You will. I’ll help.”

“I won’t. You won’t. Done. So what are we doing today? Don't we need to find a shop for you to set up in? Now that I've come to enjoy presenting as a girl, your offer to visit your shop and try on some of the clothes sounds pretty good. I could still work in the back on my hardware web stuff and get to dress like women who buy that fancy stuff.”

“Funny you should ask. While you were humping your pillow lovingly while doing your boyfriend’s woody, and I was cooking breakfast, I found a commercial real estate company that has time today to show us around. Are you game for that?”

“Sure! Sounds like fun.”

“Good.”

“I can just wear some jeans and a sweatshirt.”

“Uh… Let's dress professionally. We might meet owners if we rent or bank people if we find something to buy. A skirt suit and some heels will do. We bought you some yesterday.”

“Right. They had a flat-front skirt, though. If I get aroused, it would show.”

“Not under your coat jacket. It covers it.”

“Uh, I don’t think so. I remember trying it all on in a three-way mirror.”

“Well, just keep it tucked. That’s all. Or don't be such a horny little girl.” She laughed and looked at her watch. “Let’s get ready. We’re meeting him for lunch.”

“We just ate.”

“It’s in an hour and a half. We can have a light lunch. He wanted to take us so he could get a good idea of what we’re looking for and our background and stuff.”

“He?”

“Heck yeah. A handsome he too. Why not? Neither of us can fulfill any woman’s needs, right?”

I nearly choked on that, realizing she was right. I’d be a failure at that even though I hadn't been given a second chance yet. Would I ever get one with my sister? I looked at my long, gleaming nails as I held the glass of juice, my pinky out daintily. I bounced a high-heeled foot and pushed my curls back over my ear with my other hand. I had all the mannerisms and looks of a girl, not a guy. What made me think any woman would think of me as someone to satisfy their feminine needs?
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I stripped and showered. It was disconcerting to remove my breasts. It was as if I had been neutered and lost my femininity. Now Pearl’s comment about not filling a woman’s needs hit home deeper, being more obviously a guy again.

I put it aside in my mind and embraced washing and conditioning my new hair. It was as if I had a new head of hair altogether, the way it felt so feminine now. Next, the loofah enlivened my skin with the sweet-smelling gel soap I applied, and my razor found little to clean up on my legs, arms, chest, and private areas. I stared at the phallic-shaped shower attachment, took it off the hook, and switched the water to it. It had an adjustable flow, and rather than just being a one-eyed snake, it had multiple holes besides the one in the center of the bulbous head. I couldn't imagine the erotic-looking thing going into my butt, but I couldn't resist slipping it between my butt cheeks and letting the flow rinse me off down there.

The sensation was pleasant, and I sensed I had rinsed myself there better than usual by doing that. I gently pressed it against my hole, and the sensation became even nicer as the stream stimulated it there. I couldn’t bring myself to push it further. I thought I’d hurt myself trying to get it in. I was throbbing in front and hard as a rock. She said I had to be aroused to enjoy it. Maybe that’s why it felt good, or perhaps it was arousing me. I never would have thought of that area as an erogenous zone, but it seemed to be. I stopped before I did something I didn't want to do, switched it back to the shower head, and hung it up. I shut off the water and got out.

I towel-dried my body and hair and stood before the mirror. I was like a Ken doll but with a boy's parts and a Barbie head. My biceps and arms were thin and lithe like a girl's, but my chest was like a prepubescent girl’s. I stared at my pretty face as I fluff-dried my hair, framing my face once again and making it smaller and softer. I applied light makeup and eyeshadow, and used a twenty-four-hour lipstick in a subtle shade. My Ken doll head looked like a professional young lady, I told myself.

Satisfied, I went into the closet, then the dresser, and brought my things to the bed that Pearl had already made. I sat and put on my beige lace bra and gel breast forms, their pressure and weight, and the cleavage they gave me, rejuvenating my mental feminine identity and putting aside the idea that I had any masculine traits.

I let out a sigh of relief, snickered at how strangely pleasant and comforting that was, and proceeded to slip into a pair of sheer, slick, suntan pantyhose with part of the gusset cut out so I wouldn’t have to take them down and could also wear panties over them for a more finished look, even though no one would see them, more than likely. I heard my stepmother saying, “Always wear clean underwear in case you run in front of an ice cream truck.” I wonder what she’d think of me being run over wearing pantyhose, panties, a miniskirt, and boobs. I laughed to myself.

Next was a silky, thin, white button-down blouse that modestly revealed my cleavage when buttoned to the proper level, followed by a beige miniskirt and suit coat, and then a pair of beige patent, open-toe stiletto pumps with a four-inch heel. I went to the dresser, applied my necklace to rest in my cleavage, drawing the eye to it, two modest, gold chain, dangling earrings in each ear, rings, and bracelets, and then sprayed perfume on my cleavage, wrists, hair, and legs, the scent boosting my mental assurance that I was a girl, not a guy.

I checked myself in the full-length mirror. There was only one problem. Even though I had tucked myself into the panties well, the inherently sensual nature of personifying the girl had forced it out of hiding, and it was at an angle across the front of my miniskirt as if I had an underweight hot dog there that I had tucked away for lunch. I slid my hand into my skirt, tucked it all again, and yanked the panties tight, and it was hidden once more.

I loaded my little beige purse with license, perfume, lipstick, eyeliner, mascara, and tissues, and held it by the little handle by my side. Fortunately, I had little to carry, as it wouldn't have held much more.

I walked around the room, checking to see I had everything in my minuscule strides in the four-inch heels. They weren’t as high as last night's shoes, but still forced a short stride and made my hips wiggle and cleavage quiver and breasts jiggle and tug. The sensations created by walking were lovely. After my provocative flounce around the room a few times, luxuriating in the effects of my feminine walk, I stood before the mirror once more. Sure enough. The little monster got loose and was a street vendor's hot dog under my skirt again. I heard myself whimper in frustration.

Pearl's hand landed on my shoulder. She was wearing a pinstripe power suit with a leather briefcase on a shoulder strap, looking like a trial lawyer, except she was darn sexy and had a haircut that didn’t say conservative lawyer, but rather tough prosecutor bitch. She smiled at me in the mirror. “Why are you whimpering?”

“Look at my gherkin under my skirt. It keeps popping back up.”

“Oh, you poor thing.” She looked at her watch. “Not to worry, it won’t take but a few seconds with a bit of help from last night. We have enough time. Stay there, lift your skirt, grab it in your fingers, and diddle it, infatuated with the girl in the mirror.” 

I did as I was told and was soon generating ripples of a pretty and electric pleasure to race through me. I wanted it to last as I absorbed the sight of my shapely, silky legs, cleavage, hairdo, makeup, and long nails, and my breath became choppy. The energy was divine! Suddenly, Jesup, or Jesup’s fake fill-in, was stuck with its suction cup onto the mirror at the height of my lips.

I instinctively dove onto it like a predator on its prey, seeing my jaw spread wide, and my painted lips wrap around it as I bobbed my head, looked into my eyes, and saw how gorgeous my stuffed face was, just like Jesup said. It wasn’t but a second until muffled squeals erupted from me around it, my knees went weak, and my thumb and forefinger milked a few rocketing spurts from it onto the mirror. I held onto the mirror to keep from falling as my body twitched, and I heard my whimpering girly voice muffled around Jesup.

Pearl patted my shoulder. “Good girl! How fast! Now you can have a soft one for a while that won’t show. Let’s go.”

We hurried out of the house, our high heels clicking erotically until the door slammed behind us. I was a little ashamed of how much I enjoyed it and how quickly I responded to Jesup in front of my sister, but I was not as ashamed as I was proud of my new passion and talent. The relief of having that fantasy and allowing it to soften then left a gratifying feeling of pure, calm, femininity, and the security of not having that little flag waving under my skirt to betray my unladylike parts.

I sniffed my wrist, looking out the open window of the passenger seat and infusing myself with the beauty of the day surrounding me as Pearl drove us to our meeting, her hand holding mine on the console.
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I was seated on a patio by the bay with crossed legs and bouncing a high-heeled foot. The fresh breeze caressed my legs and filled my nostrils as I sat perusing the menu for something light.

“I might just get some oysters,” Pearl said. “They have some nice Northern ones, it seems. They’d be small and tasty.”

“Sounds good to me. I don’t want much after your huge breakfast. This skirt already feels a little tighter than when we bought it.” I chuckled.

“A girl's curse. Skirts that don’t fit after minor misbehaviors. Something men never have to deal with in their loosely fitting jeans and pants.” She laughed.

“You must be Pearl, and you must be Coty.”

We both looked up at about six feet five inches of thin, firm, piercing blue-eyed, honey-haired, clean-shaven, snug-fitting jeans, a blue Oxford cloth button-down collared, lightweight beige silk sport coated, woman bait. The kind of guy other guys like to hang with to be able to pick up his leftovers on a night out chasing girls. No chasing was needed for him. They’d be flocking to him like flies on shit.

Pearl and I beamed at him and stood up, reaching our hands out to grasp his offered one.

“No need to stand, ladies.” He shook both of our hands with his huge mitt. Please sit. “He held my chair for me, and Pearl sat as did I.” He seated himself. “I’m Blake Braxton from BCP, as in Braxton Commercial Properties Real Estate.” He handed us his card. It stated 'Owner and CEO'—probably a one-man operation.

Pearl was quick to find a way to find out. “You didn’t have to take care of us personally. I’m sure one of your agents would do fine.”

“Even though I hired three more, bringing the total to ten, I keep them all busy. It only made sense for me to take this lead.” He looked around and waved to a server.

“Can we have some drinks? Ladies? Champagne? Wine? Beer, cocktail? How about some Long Island Iced Teas? It would be a perfect day for one. We have several properties that I think you’ll be interested in, so we may as well relax a little and let me get to know your needs better.” He raised an eyebrow and nodded like an excited child when asked if they wanted an ice cream, his eyes wide and piercing.

Pearl laughed. “You’re very convincing. We never drink before cocktail hour, but… Sure. Alright. Coty?”

“Sure. Why not? We aren’t doing any rocket science today.”

He ordered from the server, who ran off to get them.

Blake’s hand landed on mine on the table, and he leaned in. “You girls do rocket science, too? I thought it was top-shelf fashion and hardware.” He continued to hold it as his eyes seemed to probe my soul. Could he tell I was a fake? What should I do?

I patted his hand and removed mine to grasp the stemmed water glass and hold it. “No rocket science. Just meant it wasn’t difficult stuff we were doing today. Just shopping basically. Girls like us are experts at shopping.”

He laughed. “I can tell by how well you dress. Very professional. The selfies Pearl sent from last night were also very classy. I especially liked your ultra-feminine look, Coty. Very flattering…” He turned to Pearl, “…and your classy look, with such intensity, spoke volumes about your tastes. I can see why the fashion business is successful. I’m a bit confused about the hardware.”

The Long Island iced teas arrived. Blake toasted. “To satisfying your needs, ladies.”

We clinked. Pearl said, “Let's hope so.” She winked.

I nodded and chuckled.

Blake slugged some down through the milkshake-sized straws, as did all of us. It was potent.

Blake said, “So, my confusion about the hardware business?”

“Of course. Girls like me don’t usually do those things, but I wasn’t always so feminine. Before Pearl, I was more of a tomboy. She brought me over from the dark side.” I laughed.

“It suits you well. Glad she did. Anyway. We should order food before we waste the whole day drinking. Of course, that too wouldn’t be a waste of a day with ladies like you two, I’m sure.”

“Agreed.” Pearl laughed and sipped, then said, We’re just splitting eight oysters, plain and some crackers. We had a big breakfast not long ago.

“Great. Well prepared again. Just as you already provided the financials you did.” He waved to the server again.

“Yes?” She smiled. The server’s eyes flitted over Blake's face and hair as if taking in a work of art.

“Eighty oysters plain for the girls to split, and I’ll have the Dungeness crab roll with lemon wedges and an avocado. You can bring it all at once.”

“Thanks.” She ran off.

Blake slugged down some more almost all-alcohol tea. Mine and pearls were two-thirds gone, and I was feeling the effect, relaxing me and loosening my inhibitions. Blake was a natural at making people feel welcome and at making them feel normal, and I was comfortable with him.

His bright eyes flitted between us, then landed on me as he said, “So, rent or buy?”

I nodded. “I really wasn't going to have a storefront, just keep my web business. Pearl is the primary in this.”

He looked at her. “Depends. I have capital, but don’t want to deplete it because I need it for cash flow expansion like this. So, it's a balance between maintaining sufficient capital and covering the monthly expenses. I’m shooting for no more than 10,000 per month, all in taxes, utilities, fees, or rental costs.”

“Nice. We have several options available at that price and below. I can provide you with monthly mortgage estimates that include insurance, taxes, and all associated costs for different down payments and price points instantly. It’ll be close to actual by about 5%.”

“You have an app or something?”

“No, I’ve been blessed with a head for numbers. I look at rates daily. I’m familiar with all the tax and insurance rates. I’m never off by much.” 

We both raised our eyebrows and looked at each other. I could hear Pearl think, ‘He’s not just a pretty face. The beast has a brain.’ Shit! This could be the end of our getting married now. Why wouldn’t she go for him?

Pearl asked, “Blake, I don’t mean to pry, but are you married?”

He laughed. “I always get asked that. Not in the cards right now. Perhaps someday, but not for a while. I’m having too much fun to have responsibilities like that.” 

That was a relief. Pearl's eyes perked up, too. She liked that response—a Playboy. I still have a chance then. I relaxed.

“Location preference?”

“Close to home, you have the address. Rather work than commute.”

“Of course.”

“Size? Window storefront on the street? In a mall or plaza? Demographics of the area?”

And it went on. He was thorough, efficient, and brilliant, handsome and manly as hell. A perfect alpha male. Something I could never have been, but was drawn to somehow.
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We went from property to property with Pearl and me taking turns sitting in the middle of the front seat of Blake's fancy pickup truck. It made sense for him to drive us around because he knew where we were going, and we didn't have to waste our gas. But because his back seat was full of samples of paints, counters, flooring, and fixture catalogs, etc., there was no room back there, and we were squished up front.

He may have kept the backseat full so he could sit in front with two girls in miniskirts and high heels, however often he might be so lucky. I didn't get that impression, though. He seemed too much of a gentleman, holding doors and giving us a hand to climb down out of the truck. He even apologized for his hand on the stick shift, which would rub our stockinged legs with each shift. That even made it worse for me and my hot dog problem. I held my tiny purse somewhat uncomfortably in front of me everywhere.

By the end of the day, all I wanted to do was indulge in my newfound interest and see what kind of gorgeous manhood Blake had. My heart raced as we completed the last property, thinking I might now have a chance.

After much shifting gears of the truck, with me in the middle seat and Blake’s hand constantly rubbing my stockinged leg, we made it back to our car. I held my purse in front of my miniskirt with my left hand while holding Blake’s offered hand with my right, and then climbed down from his truck.

Pearl shook his hand. “Thank you, Blake. We have a lot to think about. Can we invite you to dinner tonight to help us with our decisions?” She stood there as if in a pose, one foot in front of the other like a runway girl. Her eyes pleaded, her cleavage prominent with her unbuttoned coat and her blouse loose, thumb slung on the strap of her briefcase. She was good!

I throbbed under my purse with the thought of sucking him before he bred my wife to be. How could he resist her seductive assets?

“Uh, thanks for the invitation, but I already have plans for the evening. I’ll take a rain check, though. How about after we close a deal, and we can take you to dinner to celebrate?”

“Sure. We’ll get back to you.”

We got in our car. Pearl said, “Oh well, we’re taking ourselves to dinner. I wonder who the we was that he said would take us to dinner after we closed a deal.”

“Maybe a friend. A hot friend. He might think we’re too much for just him.”

She shrugged. “That would be nice. Oh well, let's dress for dinner and talk about our real estate options.”

We dressed and went back to where Jesup was, but he was off that night. We ended up with a charming girl for our server instead, but that did nothing to satisfy the fires that burned within us both, stoked by Blake. Our libidos distracted us from our decision-making, and after dinner, we sought out a popular spot for drinks and dancing. We had Ubered, of course, so we could party.

The driver told us that the hottest club was a disco slash show club that sometimes featured stage shows as well—La Cage aux Folles, like the old movie. Was it gay?

Pearl asked the driver.

“Not specifically. See, most clubs don’t segregate like that here. Some do, but the big ones don’t so much. That being said, lots of LGBTQ people frequent it. A diverse and friendly place. I think you’ll have fun.”

We snuggled in the back seat. Pearl played with my hot dog under my minidress. As far as having to hide it, it didn’t matter now because I wore another flared hem dress with silky, fluffy crinoline and crotchless panties that gave me my freedom. I caressed her smooth, stockinged leg, and her gentle thumb and forefinger built my oh so needy, feminine, pretty, sensual energy flowing through me like a river.

The club was enormous, featuring numerous distinct areas. We found some comfortable bar seats in a quieter area where the music was mostly gone except for the erotic thumping you could feel vibrate in your body, and even in my bobbing hardness. We sat with our legs crossed, each of us bouncing a high-heeled foot as we sipped pink martinis with flowers stuck on the rims, while humanity gyrated, seduced, and displayed themselves as if in mating rituals.

Down the bar from us was a couple, with the girl standing and leaning forward on the bar, and her boyfriend pressed against her from behind, his crotch slightly lifting the bottom of her minidress. I guessed he was pushing his hard-on against her ass, but watching closer, it could even have been under her dress and in her as he gyrated his hips and thrusted lightly, nibbled her neck, and she sipped her drink blissfully, rolling her head on her neck from time to time.

The chairs the couple would have usually sat in were pulled back from the bar, occupied by two girls in minidresses with crossed, stockinged legs on each girl bouncing a high-heeled foot as they watched the two of them and sipped gin and tonics. They were all packed into a tight space, and the girls in the seats offered a level of privacy as the couple enjoyed the show. I was fortunate enough to have a slice of space to look through and see what was going on.

I leaned into Pearl and motioned with my head. “Hey sis. What do you think is happening there? They sure look into it.”

She looked around me and grinned. “Ha! Looks to me like he’s fucking her against the bar. The look on her face and her hand reaching behind her to pull him into her the way she wants seem to indicate that pretty well. Besides, her minidress isn’t flat against her ass; the hem is lifted in the middle, hiding his cock as it comes out, then back in. Wanna see if we can have a conversation with them?”

“Oh god no! How rude that would be. They deserve their privacy.”

She sipped, watching them. “Rude? I think they’d enjoy it. They are doing it publicly. They probably revel in doing it in a crowd like this. I don't blame them. It’s perfect for it. I bet more couples are doing the same thing here. I’d do it.”

“Really? Wanna? I’m ready.”

“Uh, a girl fucking a girl? It would give away your secret.”

“But it’s an LGBTQ club. So?”

She laughed and smirked at me. “Good point. But, princess, you couldn’t get it in me, anyway. It’s not long enough for an approach through the mountains.” She laughed. “You’d only be humping my cheeks.”

“Probably right. As usual. Damn! And I thought I might get a chance to fuck my hot sister tonight.”

“You can at home… when I can be on my back, so you can at least get it in. We can start timing how long you can last and see if you can build any control.” She gave me a peck on the lips.

“Cool! Thanks. I can’t wait. Let’s leave now.” I was under pressure to last, though. As aroused as I’ve been, I didn't know how well I’d be able to. I could see her with the stopwatch running on her phone as the seconds ticked off. I’d probably not make a minute and miss the hole again. That would suck.

Pearl shook her head. “Not now. Let's stay awhile. Be a good girl and be patient.”

I sighed with relief and nodded. This was better. Maybe we’d both get off here.

She reached across me and placed her hand on the girl's forearm. “Hi, honey. You two have a delightful dance going. Very impressive.”

The girl smiled at her with luscious red lips and gleaming white teeth, nightclub-made-up eyes, and long, shining, full brown hair draped over her frail shoulders as her head moved from each thrust. “Thanks!” She had a somewhat scruffy voice. “It’s our favorite dance to do here. I’m Jamie, and my partner is Robert. Sometimes we switch roles, and Robert is Roberta, and I play the guy and fuck her. But I hate wearing pants, though, so mostly I’m still in a minidress when I do.”

“What? Like with a strap-on?”

She laughed. “No, princess. I have the real thing under this skirt.” She laughed and opened her eyes wide. The bartender came by, checking our drinks, and saw the couples’ were empty. “Jamie, more lubricant for you and Robert?”

“No thanks, Mack. I have plenty of lube in my bottom.”

“Not that kind of lube. Social lube. Another drink, girl?”

I put my hand on Mack's on the bar. “Let us buy them, and we’ll take two gin and tonics too.” I turned to the girls behind us. “Another drink, ladies? We’re buying.”

They all nodded and opened their eyes wide, then introduced themselves after I sweetly asked Mack to get their drinks too. As the girls uncrossed and recrossed their legs, they tucked themselves down by their crotches through their minidresses. Were they girls like me, too? This was awesome. I’d never have guessed there were so many of us or that I’d not immediately recognize girls like me.

The girls scooched their seats around, making room for us to join the circle behind Jamie and Roberta. One girl got up so Pearl could switch seats with her and join the conversation. She now had two girls like me on either side, one of whom was me, and there was another girl like me to my side. Her perfume was as lovely as she was.

In an atmosphere of thumping music and a variety of intoxicating perfumes, luscious lips, gorgeous makeup, soft hands and silky legs, it wasn’t long before we all knew each other’s status for sure and were touchy-feely, hands gliding on slick, stockinged legs gliding higher and finding hardness in panties beneath, except for me, where they found it free, called it adorable or cute and ladylike and smiled and tenderly stroked and played with it, careful not to scratch it with their long nails.

Pearl was kissing her new friend deeply, as was I, as our legs rubbed intently against each other’s like silk on satin. Our breath was hot in each other’s ears as we complimented each other, taking breaks to sip our drinks and watch in amazement as Robert kept on drilling Jamie, with Jamie bobbing her head to the beat and tapping on the bar with one hand while the other hand directed Robert in and out in time with the music.

My body tingled all over. This was almost too overwhelming in so many ways. The sensuality of being feminized, the fact that there were all these others like me that no one would guess were that way. That alone was an eye-opener. Girls like me are out there—girls who thrive like this. Have friends and fun like this. I was no longer a freak in my mind. And now, with all this attention and a couple doing it right in front of us in a nightclub and no one giving it a second thought, my brain and body were reaching overload.

Pearl smiled at me and leaned over her new friend as she jerked the girl's massive shaft beneath her minidress while the girl smiled and sipped, her arm across Pearl’s chair back. “Hey Coty. Would you mind terribly if I leaned on the bar and Dusty here did me like Robert is doing to Jamie? But in the front one.” She tilted her head with a pouty look. “You can still do me later.”

“Uh…”

The girl next to me, who was stroking me, said, “She needs your permission?”

“Uh…no. She doesn’t.”

“Well then. Give it so she’s happy.”

I rolled my eyes. “Okay. Go for it, Pearl.”

Pearl jumped off her seat and planted a peck on my cheek. “You’re such a great girl.” She went straight to the bar, lifted her hem, and opened her crotchless panties while her new girlfriend got behind her, lifted the front of her minidress, and Pearl reached back, grabbed the massive thing, and guided it in. She looked over her shoulder at me. “Dusty just had an STD test too, so she’s going bareback. Mmm.”

It wasn’t a moment before the girl in high heels behind her was making Pearl's head on her arms on the bar shake with each diving, filling thrust. The girl's hand was around the front of Pearl, working her man in the boat. Pearl's hips moved, revealing her pleasure.

The girl, who was stroking me, whispered. “See? Isn’t that hot? I love seeing a genetic girl get nailed, especially by one so big and looking so pretty. I’ll bet you’re envious. I mean, we can’t all be so well endowed as Dusty is.”

“Uh… right.” It truly was super hot seeing Pearl in a nightclub, leaning on the bar, getting reamed. She was definitely enjoying it as she used one hand to clench her girlfriend’s butt and time her thrusts. Pearl's one leg shuddered, and she clattered her heel on the floor as she obviously came from the pounding. My jaw dropped.

My new girlfriend, whom I discovered, went by the name Angel, must have mistaken my dropped-jaw awe for being insulted by her. “Oh, princess, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. I only did it because I get envious. I guess that’s part of the reason I became a girl, because I never had any manliness to me. So I can relate. I’m sorry. Here. Feel for yourself.” She reached under her minidress and slid her panties aside, then took my hand off her leg and slid it up to find it. It was smaller than mine and very difficult to handle. She looked into my eyes. “You have such soft fingers. That feels so nice, Coty.”

“Thanks, Angel. It’s really sexy. And so very girly for sure. Nothing manly about that.”

“Thanks. You make me so hard, Coty. It’s as big as it gets.” She gave me a peck on the lips, her gorgeous eyes captivating, and her somewhat raspy voice endearing. I couldn’t resist kissing her deeply, my other hand in her sweet-smelling hair, holding her head to me as we both petted.

We broke the kiss and sipped our drinks, our attention drawn back to Pearl’s shuddering leg while she looked back at her new girlfriend, reaming her.

“So Coty. Who is Pearl to you that she’d ask permission? Is she your wife?”

“Well, my wife-to-be. She’s my sister right now.”

“Sister?”

“Stepsis. She feminized me after we moved here this week. Plus, our world changed because we’d been together since childhood, but never had the chance to share like adults do. We had our first sex this week.”

“How was that?”

“Really good.”

“How was it for Pearl?”

“Well, she wants to start timing how long I last to see if I can build control to last longer. Plus, I kinda pop out now and then and don’t even know I did, so I gotta work on that.”

“Oh, I can relate to that, alright.” She giggled. “I can’t even get it in with most girls. We girls have to be happy that there are those who can take care of things, right?”

“Right. I guess.” I stared at Pearl, still having the best sex ever and in public.

“You love each other?”

“We do.”

“Then you must be happy to see her satisfied, right?”

“I am. Saw it for the first time last night. I got him ready for her. She was proud of me for doing that.”

“I’ll bet she was. Good job! So she was the impetus for your feminization, huh?”

“She was. Is. I love it. Still adjusting, though.”

“You're perfect, sweetie. The Miss Poly Purebred look is very sexy on you. Hey! I have an idea. How about we both spurt when Dusty shoots it all into your wife-to-be? She won't want you later anyway, even if she says she does. And you wouldn’t last long. Let me use my thumb and forefinger to feel you spurt. And you do mine, okay? We’ll spurt our girly things together.”

I grinned and nodded quickly, looking around as if it mattered.

She grinned as her arm moved in tiny strokes, doing me, and I did her. I gave her a peck on the lips and ran my other hand over her silky stockings, caressing her legs. “Oh, Coty. You know how to touch a girl like me. I love both things you're doing to me.”

She was doing the same to me. “Me too.”

“Okay. Now watch your wife to be. She’s come so many times I doubt she has much left in her. She’s gonna make Dusty come in her soon. Watch.”

We sat there caressing and jerking, watching as both of Dusty’s hands gripped Pearl’s hips and their minidresses floated in the air as she thrusted. Pearl’s one leg had only the toe of her shoe on the floor, and it swung about, pivoting on that point with the thrusts while Pearl looked back and Dusty kissed her neck and then reached a hand around, slid it into Pearl’s top, pulled out a breast, laid it on the bar, and squeezed it.

“They make such a passionate couple, don't they, Coty? Soon, your wife will be filled with Dusty’s seed. Do you like that, little princess?”

I nodded quickly. My heart pounding, my thingy oozing.

Her thumb rubbed the ooze. “Oh my, your little girl is oozing. How cute. Such a perfect sissy watching her wife get nailed.”

I was locked in watching them.

Angel whispered. “This is what we’re good for, right, Polly Purebred, little girl? Right, little sissy?”

I nodded. “Say it, Coty. Own it. Tell me that all you're good for is watching others please your wife while you play with your tiny thing. Here, let’s stop doing each other and do ourselves.” She put my hand on mine and hers on hers, and we sat there jerking under our skirts, watching Pearl and Dusty.

Angel said, “Don’t waste your passion. Squirt it in my palm so I can lick it up, and I’ll put mine in yours. Okay?”

I nodded.

She rubbed my thigh and looked into my eyes. “So what are our purposes?”

“To be good girls and watch our loves enjoy real sex while we make our little sissy things spurt pearls.”

“Good girl. Now… do you believe it?”

I nodded rapidly and whimpered as I approached the edge. I looked pleadingly into Angel’s eyes, and she into mine. She whimpered, her hand going fast as mine was. It was an epiphany for me. I now knew what I was.

“Angel. You’re so right. Now I know! I know what I am! I’m a sissy. I was never a man. I was always a sissy meant to watch a woman get pleasure while I jerked off.”

“Yes! Good girl! I’m so happy you found yourself.” She gave me a peck on the lips.

I was proud of my discovery. It was me.

We both turned our attention to Pearl as we both twiddled close to the edge, whimpering and holding back for the precise moment when my wife-to-be was pumped full of Dusty’s passionate release. Their joy was our joy. We waited patiently, straining our willpower, holding back as we oozed and dripped, longing for the proper moment. Both of our breaths were choppy. We whimpered and caressed each other’s legs with our other hands lovingly.

Dusty stood on her toes in her heels and shoved it deep into Pearl, holding it there as it pulsed and shot. Angel and I clenched each other’s thighs in our grip and whimpered and shuddered, and then our palms quickly went to collect our sissy spurts for each other. Dusty moaned, and Pearl shuddered, looking back and locking eyes with me.

Angel and I both whimpered, and our crossed legs stiffened, and we came into each other’s palms, our legs twitching as we sat with them crossed. When we stopped whimpering and shuddering, Dusty was slowly tamping her deposit lovingly into Pearl as she kissed Pearl’s neck, whose head was held to the side by Dusty’s fingers wrapped in Pearl’s hair. Angel and I both lapped up our palms of each other's juices, then kissed deeply, our tongues dancing in our mingled passionate releases as we savored our rewards and shared the harvest of our intimate sissy journey.

When we finally calmed, we stood and hugged each other tightly. Angel whispered, her hand in my hair, “You’re such a good sissy girl, Coty.” Her hands ran up and down my back as she leaned back and gazed into my eyes. She was beautiful and knew me so well. c

“At least I know what I am now, thanks to you. You’re a lovely sissy too, Angel. I love you so much.”

“I love you too.”
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Needless to say, I didn’t stick it in Pearl that night. Both of us were spent when we got home. We woke with Pearl spooning me. I was safe, loved, in a half-dream state where I knew what I was and was proud of it.

Pearl lifted my hair, kissed my neck, and whispered. “I saw you and your adorable girlfriend playing with your little things under your skirts while watching me and Dusty. Was it good?”

“It was incredible. Super good! I know what I am now!”

“Good. I’m proud of you. Show me what you are, sweetie.”

“Uh, I can't show you, but I can tell you. I’m a simple, Polly Purebred sissy girl whose purpose in life is to watch her wife enjoy those that can fill her deeply and make her swoon while I play with my girly thingy and take contentment from seeing you pleasured.” I immediately started playing with it as I remembered Angel and me doing it together. “Ha, uh, it’s lovely. It’s my sole and only purpose. I’m so proud of myself now. It thrills me to be me.” I whimpered, with a look of love as I gazed at my caring, intelligent sister.

Pearl rubbed my back. “That’s it, little sissy. Play with your girly thing. How did you ever come up with that for your purpose?”

“Angel helped me to. She’s like me. A sissy sister.” I went faster, thinking about us doing that together like two sissy sisters. I began to whimper and glided my silky legs against each other. “Oh god. It’s so gratifying, so much of who I am. It’s my sole purpose and my life’s destiny. Oh god, yes! It fills me with lovely energy.” I whimpered, my head down and my eyes up submissively to Pearl as her hand rubbed my back. “That a girl.”

My face contorted; my body tensed. My left hand cupped the head of my little thingy as I whimpered loudly, looking into Pearl’s eyes full of pity for me, her hand gently on my shoulder. “That a girl. Get rid of that sissy juice then gobble it up.”

I spurted pearl ropes into my palm, hearing my girly squeak with each shuddering release.

My shoulders slumped as I caught my breath, Pearls’ hand rubbing my back as she peppered my face and neck with kisses. “My love, my sister, my wife, my sissy.”

I looked into her eyes, still filled with pity for me as I lapped up the results of my milking.

“Good girl. Now. What you said was very interesting. I think Angel may have missed something in your purpose, though. That isn’t much of a destiny for a girl like you. Even if you are a full-blown, bonifiable, epitome of a sissy, we’ll have to talk about this later. Get ready for breakfast.”
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Why were her eyes so filled with pity for me when I had finally discovered my fate, my destiny, my true self? Was I wrong? I showered and attempted to use the attachment again, but I didn't get it in. It wasn’t even fun. It was only water now that I had lost my sensual side. My mind was too occupied and apprehensive about what Pearl would discuss. How could I be wrong? What had I done wrong? Was she pitying me for jerking off? No, she has seen and encouraged that behavior before. I needed to figure this out and make a plan.

She must have been nervous about how taken I was with jerking off while watching her get laid as my sole pleasure in life. She probably thinks that's all I want to do now, as a sissy. She seemed proud I had realized I was a sissy, but at the same time, she pitied me as if I were mistaken. I decided on a plan.

I dried and fluffed my hair, did my makeup, and I was enamored with the flat-chested girl in the mirror, but not even the least bit aroused. It just wasn’t there. My plan was that I had to let Pearl know that sissy stuff wasn’t the only thing I saw as my purpose. I had to work and enjoy a regular life too. That was it. I’d stop this sexual stuff for now and just be human. A human girl who isn't really a girl physically, but a functional part of society, and not solely a sissy, although a sissy was who I was convinced I was. I’d deemphasize the sissy in me. She’d not pity me then. I’d be the sissy she wanted me to be when the time was right, but also be complete as a person.

I was optimistic. I tucked my limpness into snug panties, put on girl jeans, three-inch wedges with them, my breast forms in a sturdy bra, and a light button-down blouse open to reveal some cleavage, but not trashy. I was a typical not-out-there-sexually girl. I smiled at myself in the full-length mirror, no sign of maleness between my legs, as I slung my purse on my shoulder and went downstairs.

“Hiyee!… Pearl.” I touched her shoulder and gave her a peck on the neck as I passed by the stove, where she was finishing the last of the French toast.

“Hi, princess!” She smiled and turned to look at me, then back to the oven to get the rest of the French toast and bring it to the table. She served me three slices and moved the maple syrup closer to me.

I poured syrup on it. “Thanks again, Pearl. You don’t have to do this breakfast stuff.”

“It just works out in our timing. No problem. So…about last night and your purpose and destiny. I think you’re underestimating yourself.”

“I know. Don’t worry. I’m fixing that today. I don’t know what you had planned for today, but I think we need to decide on your place of business so we can get everything started. Then, I want to close the deal. And fuck Blake if he’s bringing a date for me. I don’t want one. I don’t want to think about sex right now. I want to be a rounded person. A rounded girl like I want to become. I want to see what it’s like to be a normal, not oversexed sissy girl. Like my outfit?”

“Uh. I was going to ask you about that. It’s pretty run-of-the-mill, normal girl, alright.”

“Yup! No sissy, no sexpot. Normal girl. Full of purpose. Getting things done. Now, naturally, if you want to have sex with some guys, no problem. I can watch or not, as you prefer. But I want to abstain for a little while. Okay?”

Her jaw was hanging. I could see her mind racing. Did I fuck up?

She shook her head. “Uh… I didn't mean to sidetrack you from your sissy path. I just wanted to get you to understand that method isn’t the only way for you to have pleasure.”

“Exactly. I was getting too into it. Too sensual. Too much selfishness on my part, wanting to come while watching you, my wife-to-be, getting laid like you should by decent-sized tools. I want to work and be in society as a normal girl.”

“Exactly! That’s what I want from you, too. The image you have of the sissy part for you is cute and part of your nature, but not all you can be. I love you becoming the sissy you always were, but there’s more.”

“Exactly. So, let’s get started on our income-generating tasks. Let me just be myself, acting and dressing and looking like a normal girl though, instead of what I was, and then we can see where to go from there.”

She chewed her French toast, contemplating it. It was as if she wasn’t convinced I understood. “Uh. Okay, I guess. We do need to get some things done. Does that mean I have to wear jeans too?”

“Not if you don’t want to. It does make sense sometimes, though, right?”

She shrugged. “A denim miniskirt is always nicer than jeans. We don't get snow here. It isn’t Vermont, Coty. I don’t want you to fall back into thinking you’re some manly guy again because you’re wearing pants.”

I thought and chewed. “Nah. I prefer being perceived as pretty rather than a geek. Hmm, maybe I could be a femboy. I could leave off the boobs. Then I wouldn’t have to tuck.”

There was that look again. A look of pity. What was I doing wrong? What was I missing?


20

Pearl wasn't thinking like her usual, deductive, logical self. She seemed distracted. She wasn't into deciding on the property, so after days of her indecision, I laid it out for her over dinner at a fish and chips and beer place. All these days, we had been eating at home and cuddling on the couch like two sisters. She wanted to dress up and go out, but I didn’t want to fall into that trap for myself and disappoint her, then see that pity on her face again.

I had chosen a location for us that had other retail stores nearby, all in the category of upscale women’s clothing, accessories, and home decor. It didn't matter to my business where it was. I wasn't having a storefront. The location would provide instant traffic for her goods. Although it wasn’t the cheapest alternative and had less square footage than others, it was purchasable and easily remodelable to suit her needs. The property values in that area would only go up. We’d build equity and not waste it on rent. I’d have a back room office, too.

We closed the deal, and Blake insisted on taking us to dinner with his mystery person, which, as much as we tried, he didn’t reveal other than we’d love the person and it would be good for us. Pearl was elated to finally go out to a fancy dinner again and dress the part she loved to play.

I had to admit, I loved getting all dolled up again, too—the sensuality, the continual bobbing rod under my dress in my crotchless panties. I hadn’t come in days. I didn’t allow myself to, even if I had a morning woodie. Anytime I got one, I’d secretly play with it for a while, then stop before it was too late. Little did I know how much I was building my need by doing so. Just seeing myself all sexy and girly in the full-length mirror almost led me to lose it in my dress, until Pearl caught me and stopped me angrily. “Save that! You haven't had one of those in days. Don’t wank it away! Nurture it. Enjoy it!”

“I know. Sorry.” Little did she know I had many in those days and never finished it.

“Would I see her get nailed by two guys? What would be my role tonight?”

Pearl was bitter. “You should have listened to me and started cleaning out like I said. Then, if Blake did bring a hot guy for a fourth, you could be a girl fully and enjoy it instead of thinking your choices were to be either a sissy that jerks off only or a plain Jane with no sex drive. You’re throwing the best part away by not cleaning out because of your silly male ego paradigms about anal sex!” She huffed and marched across the room to the dresser in minced steps. “And I had high hopes the way you took to performing fellatio, and now have it as one of your favorite pastimes. How wrong I was.”

“Pearl!” I was sitting on the bed, struggling to clasp the ankle strap of my strappy five-inch stilettos. “I don’t want to have stuff or men in my bottom. It’s gross. I poop out of it. Plus, it would probably hurt.”

Pearl finished putting her earrings in and came over to me. She saw me struggling and knelt to help me with my shoes. “Sweetie, I don’t want poop sex either, and trust me. It’s clean afterward, and it feels terrific. No poop. That’s what I meant when I was saying Angel limited your purpose in life. You can be a full girl if you set your mind to it and enjoy a man making passionate love to you as his receptacle, pumping you full of his passion pearls. You’d be experiencing what I do with a man and not have to simply watch!” Her eyes teared up, and she stood from clasping the ankle straps of my shoes. “You’d finally be the complete sissy you’re meant to be as a receptacle for men’s passionate releases!”

“Eww! No, thank you.”

“Well, hmm.” She sighed deeply. “I don’t know what to do with you. You had damn well better behave tonight. Be nice to the men, if they’re both men. We haven't gone out for a while, and I want an enjoyable night out with my supposed wife-to-be.” She gave me a peck on the lips.

Supposed wife-to-be? That didn’t sound promising. “I’ll try.”

“No try. Do.”

I nodded.

Off we went to our date. The energy driving was scratchy. We were quiet. We were to meet them at the restaurant we Ubered to. Pearl had relaxed a little, and I had definitely settled down arousal-wise, having lost all my libido. We both lost interest in our sensuality from arguing or whatever it was we were doing. I was at a loss about what to do about it. Maybe Blake would make Pearl hot again, and she’d get laid, and she’d cool off. That’s it. She just needed to get laid. I could watch or maybe suck off the other guy or something, and we’d be back to normal, and she’d forget about me getting stuffed in the bottom.

We were delivered to our booth, which was reserved in Blake’s name. It was a curved booth facing the bay. A nice and private space for signing papers side by side. Good choice, Blake.

We ordered some dirty martinis. The salty, chilled, and potent concoction was welcome to my frayed nerves. I held the glass by the stem, my pretty, long nails glinting in the light. I smiled and raised it to Pearl, pinky out daintily. It would make such a lovely picture with the bay behind it. An advertisement for vodka, nails, or the restaurant. “To your new storefront. May it be as beautiful and successful as you.”

She smiled broadly. “And as beautiful as you, my love. I so love the new you.”

We clinked delicately and sipped in long, slow sips. I nodded. “Wow, I needed this.”

“Me too. Sorry about our bit of friction. I do love you. That’s why I get angry. I want so much for you.”

“I know. I love you, too. So much. All I want to do is please you.”

She rolled her eyes and laughed. “Princess, you do in so many ways.” She placed her hand on mine and rubbed the back of it with her thumb as she gazed into my eyes lovingly. “Maybe soon, you’ll do the one last thing to make you into who you are fully. But let's not start on that again. Okay?”

“Okay.” I gave her a peck on the lips and rubbed her stockinged thigh. She caressed mine and continued gliding it on my leg. I began to become aroused again. I felt pretty again. Sexy, confident, myself. The scratchy energy was replaced with our usual warmth and sensuality.

We enjoyed our drinks while taking in the view of the bay. The restaurant was very upscale. I was glad I had worn the minidress I had. My minidress was quite classy, with a robin's-egg-blue chiffon overlay and floral appliqué around the breast area that drew the eye to my substantial cleavage. Pearl was gorgeous in her black chiffon minidress, made similarly. This would cost Blake a pretty penny, but his commission was more than sufficient to cover it. I wondered how many deals he turned in a month. He could be a very wealthy guy.

We ordered a second drink. Blake wasn’t late. We had arrived early, so we had some time to relax before doing the paperwork. I checked my watch. It was time. I lifted myself in my seat and turned to look back at the restaurant. In the distance, there was Blake with a gorgeous woman on his arm. Damn. So much for Pearl getting laid. So much for my enjoying my new oral addiction.

I sat and turned back to Pearl. “Blake's here with his date. It’s a woman. Sorry. Looks like you’re stuck with me trying to please you again tonight.”

She smirked. “That’s okay. We’ll figure it out. Relax.”

“Hello, ladies!” Blake reached his hand over to each of us, and we shook hands. I couldn't believe my eyes when I saw who was with him. Was Blake into girls like me? What was she doing here? She was stunning tonight in such a sexy, classy minidress, with her hair up and her pretty, painted face, luscious lips, and wild, fiery eyes.

Her eyes went wide. Did Blake really know the kind of girl she was? We didn’t want to give away that we knew if he didn’t.

We didn’t know what to do. We stared at Blake, waiting for an introduction. My heart raced, and I throbbed wildly beneath my dress at the sight of her. She was the girl who taught me who I was when we shared our mutual roles so intimately. I recrossed my legs, tucking my hardness between them in the fluff under the dress. My heart raced. I restrained my excitement as best I could, but the bobbing and oozing wouldn’t stop. She cast a spell on me.
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Blake’s eyes flitted between us all. “Angel, this is Pearl and Coty.”

She shook hands with us both, smiling warmly and saying how nice it was to meet us in her cute, raspy little voice, giving no sign that she knew us. Maybe Blake didn’t know about her true self.

Blake went to the other side of the booth. “If it’s okay, I’ll sit here for paper flow.”

Pearl patted the seat and smiled up at him seductively. He sat by Pearl, laying his briefcase on the outer edge of the seat. Then, Angel slid in next to me, her thigh and bottom pressing mine and transmitting her warmth. I was dancing under my dress, my heart pounding, my face flushed. She crossed her stockinged leg, and her calf slid against mine like a kiss. I sipped my ice water. She winked, and her hand gently caressed my stockinged thigh discreetly.

“Angel does all the document preparation for me and also does project management as a general contractor on any remodels or reconfigurations, should you choose to want her services. She knows all the contractors and can put together plans, timelines, and quotes for these types of projects. She’s always present at these closings as a key document person, should revisions be needed, and as a potential problem solver for the client.”

The waitress came over, and they ordered drinks. Blake said, “I see you have fresh ones.”

Pearl nodded. “Yes, we came early for a little pregame relaxation. Hope you don't mind.”

“Not at all. A good idea. So are you both excited?”

I nodded quickly, redirecting my excitement about being next to Angel to hide its true nature. “We sure are! I sure am! I can’t wait to see Pearl's items on display in an actual store. It’s gonna be so much fun. I’ll have my business running smoothly on the web, in the back office, and I’ll also get to model fun clothes and accessories in the store, while helping with sales. It’ll be wonderful! Right Pearl?”

She grinned and nodded. “I think my favorite part is gonna be getting Coty into my business. Maybe she’ll finally stop selling hardware. That doesn’t fit her nature at all. She’s never been masculine like that. It seems so wrong.”

Their drinks arrived, and they raised them to us in a toast. Blake said, “To the success of your businesses or business if it ends up that way.” We all clinked and sipped.

“Ready to review and sign, ladies?” Blake took two fancy pens from his suit coat and held them up.

We both nodded, and he took a stack of papers out of the briefcase, made a space, placed them before us on the table, and sat back holding his drink. “Angel will take you through them.”

Angel sipped her drink and put it down, then leaned over me and Pearl and opened the folder. “Okay, the first page has your earnest money and all the details of the purchase. Check the numbers.”

She took us through them all, as if she had done this a million times before. Soon, we were done. Pearl wrote the check, and Blake put it all back into his briefcase and gave us an envelope with our copies. “There. Congratulations, girls!”

Pearl was beaming. “Thanks. And thanks for making this so easy, Blake and Angel. And Blake, you were fantastic, taking us around to all the properties. We really got an idea of what was out there. If it weren't for Coty finally taking charge and helping me decide, though, I might not have been able to.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. “Now we can begin our new lives completely.”

“Okay. Let’s celebrate.”

We had more drinks and appetizers, as well as several courses of a variety of gourmet foods. Pearl was getting pretty touchy with Blake, and he didn't seem to mind a bit as he had his arm over the back of her seat, and she’d give him great views of her cleavage and probably a nipple now and then when the V-neck was loosened by the way she moved.

Angel and I were cozy together, and we were all having a great time conversing. We still didn't know if Blake knew about Angel, though, and whether Blake was hetero and willing to fuck Pearl. It bothered me. It was as if we were all hiding something from each other, and it made me uncomfortable even though Angel was keeping me hard with her subtle, discreet caresses of my thighs and the way she’d glide her stockinged leg against mine beneath the table. Watching Pearl and Blake, I’d think he’d love to fuck her as much as she’d like it.

Espressos and Absinthes drips arrived with bite-sized, ladies' pinkies out, fancy finger desserts. By the time we were done with all of it, I was comfortably buzzed, as it seemed we all were, and alert as could be from the coffee cup-sized espressos with fragrant lemon twists. I couldn't let the night end without knowing, and I had to try to get my wife-to-be serviced by Blake. She needed it.

I leaned over and touched Blake's big hand on the table. “Uh…Blake, so how long have you and Angel known each other?”

“Oh, gosh.” He looked up and to the right. “Uh, a few years. Before she decided what she was, in fact. She was a nerdy guy before she realized she was a sissy faggot…. and I use that label as a term of endearment. I suggested it to her after I banged her a few times. Right Angel?”

Angel smiled and nodded. “He did. I didn't see it in me, but Blake did. I’m so thankful to Blake for making me stop masquerading as a guy. Probably like you are, Coty, with Pearl.”

Blake’s eyes were wide. “Coty, you and she should talk. She could probably teach you some things about how to be the best sissy faggot you can be.”

My jaw dropped. I looked at Pearl. Pearl smirked. “Blake saw your driver’s license with the M for sex on it, of course. Plus, it’s pretty apparent you lean toward the sissy aspect of your nature, and there’s nothing masculine about you, Miss Polly Purebred. Don't look so shocked. Blake just wants you to be the best sissy faggot you can be, too, just like I do.”

“Wow. No offense taken. I am a sissy faggot. I never thought of it in those exact terms, but it’s so true.” I turned to Angel. “So you and Blake did it?”

Angel nodded quickly and beamed at Blake, who was sitting back, arm around Pearl, smiling and sipping his espresso nonchalantly. “Oh god, yes. He’s awesome. You and Pearl should capitalize on his skills sometime. He can really make a girl…uh… FULL-filled.” She laughed.

He winked at me, smiling, and then patted Pearl’s thigh. “You bet. Now that business is done, there’s no conflict of interest for me. I like to be thought of as a full-service provider.” He laughed. “And yes, I go both ways, and even pretty guys are cool too. And I get tested for STDs every week. I’d love to serve you further!”

I was stumped. I didn’t think Angel did anal. I thought she was like me. Pearl’s hand went to his crotch and rubbed it as she looked into his eyes. “When Coty is all grown up and ready, you’ll have to be the first to breed her. But for now, I’d love it if you could breed me. The sissy faggots can watch.” She turned to Angel and me. “Is that alright, my sissy groom and sissy Angel? I’m sure you two can make yourselves feel pretty while Blake impregnates me.”

Angel and I beamed and looked at each other and nodded excitedly as we both covered our mouths and giggled. Our hands went to each other’s hardness, and we kissed.
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Pearl was clinging to Blake's arm, looking at him. Angel and I were holding hands as we all walked into the club from the parking lot.

I heard Pearl ask Blake, “You aren’t afraid of being seen here with your business?”

“Heck no. I’ve made many contacts here that have generated substantial commissions. Not to mention great closing dinners too.”

“Cool. I can’t wait. This will be great.” Pearl snuggled against him. We found a place at the bar where Blake pulled the seats back for Angel and me to sit in as they faced us, leaning back on the bar and waiting for all our drinks to be made. Blake and Pearl started dancing. His tie was undone, and it was in his pocket; his coat was on my chair. Pearl was showing off her legs and boobs and playing with her hair as she seduced him. He was hard in his pants. I couldn't wait to see another authentic manhood satisfy my wife-to-be while I sat on the sidelines, enjoying the show with my fellow sissy.

It wasn’t long before Blake called me over to help. He asked if I’d like to guide it into Pearl for him. Pearl looked back over her shoulder as she leaned on the bar, and Blake lifted her minidress, exposing her crotchless panties and holding the dress and panties out of the way. I grasped his thick, long meat, admiring the manly heft of it. It was as much a man’s tool as a five-pound hammer I’d slammed my thumb with before. Pearl said, “Coty, honey, I want Blake in the back door so you can see how good it is there for us girls. Is that okay, Blake? It's all clean and lubed already.”

“Absolutely! You heard your wife, Coty, bring the beast in the back door.”

I slipped it between her cheeks, found the lubricated hole, pressing the oozing head against it, and Blake pushed it forward as I aimed and steadied it, gripping it tightly in my fist as far as my fingers would wrap around it.

Blake grunted with his efforts as Pearl lifted her bottom and pushed back against it. They pushed in time, on and off, and it plowed its way in bit by bit, and then the bulbous head went past the gate. Pearl gasped. I let it go and looked at her. Her eyes went wide, and it slowly slid all the way in, making her stand on her toes. “Oh god, yes. I’d forgotten how good that is. Move it, Blake. Show my sissy how this will make her complete.” I went back to my seat, not being able to imagine being stretched like that and having it shoved into me up to my throat like that. It both frightened and thrilled me to see Pearl do it and love it. How could it be so?

It must have been great because she came on it as many times as she had the other way. Blake obviously loved it, and Angel and I had a good time as well, complete with our voluminous releases, at the same time Blake inseminated Pearl’s bottom. Of course, us two sissy faggots caught all their juices and shared them in a lengthy, blissful, relaxing kiss.
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Blake dropped us off at home, and we crashed. I dreamt of what had happened and what Angel and I shared, and as the sun warmed my face, I was humping against the satin sheets in my safe, sensual dreamland with my Angel. I slid the pillow from under my head to between my legs.

Soft, warm hands massaged my stretched out, stockinged legs as they glided with each silky-pantied thrust against my satin-covered pillow. I let out a little girly moan.

“Having a pleasant dream, my little sissy?”

I nodded and mumbled, realizing it was Pearl, though in my mind, I was frotting with Angel. I felt guilty.

“Are you with your wonderful little sissy friend? It’s okay if you are.”

I nervously nodded, and she rubbed my back. “That’s good. Take good care of her. You two make an adorable couple. It’s fun to see you play together. I hope you stay friends.”

I relaxed after she gave her approval and I became more fervent, excited at the prospect of more encounters with Angel, whimpering as I humped and slid.

“Roll over, sweetie, so I can watch you play with it, okay?”

I slid around onto my back, gazing at her sitting beside me, looking down. Her eyes were full of love and caring, and it filled me with a glow. “That a girl. So tell me what Angel and you are doing?” There was no pity in her eyes for me, just pride.

“We’re watching you and Blake and marveling at the contrast and interplay of man and woman. Masculine and feminine. It’s so powerful and connected.”

“Yes! It is, and you can have that too, just like Angel does at times. Are you ready for it?”

I shook my head violently, my curls flying about my face. I moved them out of my eyes with my other hand while using my thumb and middle finger with my pinky out to jerk it. “No! Not ready. Don’t talk about that now, okay? Please? It’ll ruin this.”

“Okay, princess. So, back to Angel. Is she doing you?”

“No, we’re doing ourselves now, but together. We look into each other’s eyes and watch each other as it builds for both of us. We both whimper and squeak, and it keeps getting stronger. The energy flows sweetly between us as our passion builds. We caress each other’s stockinged legs with our other hands.” I heard myself whimper, and my breath was choppy as she looked down at me. “Oh god she is so sweet to watch.”

“How precious.” She moved my hair back and kissed my forehead. “Such a little doll. Come for Angel now.”

I closed my eyes. “She’s almost ready. I hear her little whimpers. I can see it in her eyes.”

Pearl caressed my stockinged thigh, just as Angel would. “She’s caressing your leg. She’s getting close. Her eyes are locked on yours.”

My left hand cupped and went to the side.

“What is your hand cupped for?”

“To catch Angel’s pearls. She’s going to catch mine, and then we share them.”

“I see. How darling. I’ll catch yours.”

“Oh, good. Thank you.”

I closed my eyes. “Oh god, we can’t wait anymore. She’s squeezing my leg tighter. It’s our sign to say it's near.”

Pearl squeezed my thigh tighter while gliding her hand on my leg. “Oh, yes, Coty. It’s time!” She clenched her hand around my thigh.

My legs jerked, and my body tensed, and I lifted my bottom in the air, and my thumb and middle finger felt the gush go through it. I felt Pearl's warm, cupped hand around it as it spurted, and I whimpered. “Oh, Angel!” I cried in a shaking, girly voice.

Pearl imitated Angel’s voice. “Oh god, Coty. I love you.” She moved her hand from catching position to my mouth, and I lapped it up, and we kissed deeply. My heart rate slowed as our tongues danced in the thick, luscious, passionate release. Pearl moved as much as she could to my mouth.

We broke the kiss, and her hand caressed my hair and peppered my cheeks with kisses. I laughed and hugged her to me, her breasts pressing against mine. I gave her a peck on the lips. “Pearl. Wow. You were terrific. That was a great fantasy.”

“You can do it anytime when we're married, you know that, it’s okay. Fantasy or for real with Angel.” She petted my hair.

My eyes went wide. “I don’t have to. I want you to be fulfilled. It’s part of my being a sissy. You should enjoy that.”

“I see. Well, thank you. You do know… well, we already discussed, I expect you to have real men too when we’re married. I love to see you so well satisfied.”

She nodded. “I know. And I intend to. The only problem I see right now that could hold us up from getting married is that you're not growing up and being a big girl like Angel.”

“Pearl! Please.”

“Nope. I’m not budging on that. When you finally grow up and put aside your old paradigms completely, and realize the full potential of who you are now, then—and only then—will we get married. Of course, you could marry Angel or someone else, but that would decimate me.”

I put my head down and my eyes up. “I’d never want anyone else. I’d be decimated.”

“Good. Then you know your goal. Get it done. Speaking of which. We get the keys today. I want to take Angel over if she’s available and have her quote some work. Gonna go? Maybe you two can find some time for a sissy quickie. Maybe a frot? How cute would that be, those two little things rubbing together in a fist.” She laughed and slapped my leg. “Let's get moving, stepsis!”

I had to grow up. Damn! I wish I could. I put it aside, knowing we’d have lots to busy ourselves with, and I’d be able to avoid it for some time until things settled. Plus, I had my Angel. Life was good.

Pearl poked her head back into the room. “No pants today! Something easy for Angel to get into.”

“Good point. Right. Okay.”

“Sexy too. Lots of stockinged legs, high heels, and boobs with showing cleavage. Look good for your little girlfriend. I’m wearing a miniskirt power suit.”

“Right.”

I was truly a lucky guy… Uh… girl…uh…sissy.
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