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My arm was wrapped around Jill, her head nestled on my shoulder as we watched a movie. Her naturally sweet smell filled my nostrils. She squeezed my arm. “Won’t it be great when we’re done with school, and we can get on with life?”

“Oh yeah, I can’t wait. Get out and earn some real money, buy a new car, buy a house of our own.”

“Mmm.” She snuggled closer. “I love you so much! I can’t wait to be with you for the rest of our lives.”

“Me, too, if you still want to marry me.”

Her head snapped up from my shoulder, she pulled back and glared at me. “Why wouldn’t I?”

“Uh, well...”

“You know I don’t want any children. I’m selfish. I just want you. So if you’re infertile or something, I don’t care.”

“I know. I don’t think I’m infertile.”

“Well, if it’s about old girlfriends, I don’t care. I know you must have had a lot of trysts, because you’re so cute and good-looking. I’ve had other boyfriends too. So don’t think that would stop me. Is that it?”

“Of course not. It’s me. There’s something you don’t know about me, and I’m not very proud of it.”

“I’m sure it’s nothing. You don’t even need to tell me, honey. If you’re going to die an early death from some congenital defect, maybe they’ll be able to fix it by then, but if not, well, I wouldn’t give up my time with you as long as you were able to live. In sickness and in health, right?” She leaned forward, grabbed her drink and sipped it. She sat back, observing me.

My heart raced in my chest. I felt my face flush. I was such an idiot to even think of telling her. I wished I could just give it up. She was the perfect woman for me. I couldn’t bring myself to just say it. What could I do instead?

I held my finger up to her. “I’ll show you.” I took my phone out and navigated to what I needed. I showed her.

She took the phone and looked at it. “She’s pretty. So, you had a pretty girlfriend, just like you do now.” She handed it back.

“Look closer. You can scroll—there’s more.”

She began scrolling. “She has bigger breasts than me, gorgeous cleavage, and really nice legs. She’s a hottie. What went wrong?” She held the phone out to me.

I pushed it back to her. “Jill, look closer, keep scrolling.”

She flicked through the pictures faster. “She has good taste in clothes and shoes. What’s her name?”

“Jackie.”

“What a cute couple you’d make, Jack and Jackie. That’s almost as cute as our storybook names together. You even look like you could be sisters.” She laughed.

“Do you see any pics of us together?”

She continued scrolling. “No. Why wouldn’t you have any? Did you delete them? You shouldn’t have. You’ll regret it when you want to remember times before us. Everyone likes to remember old lovers fondly. In time, all the bad memories fade, and all that are left are the good ones. You should have kept them.” She held the phone out to me.

I took it and scrolled to a portrait of Jackie. “Here, look at this one.” I handed it to her.

She took it. “She is very pretty. Her makeup is so perfect. I wish I could do so well. Why did you ever dump her?”

Jill handed it back. I held it and looked into her eyes. How could I tell her? This was so stupid, but I knew I had to tell her. Jackie would never go away. I tried over and over, but Jackie’s so persistent. Jill couldn’t find out after we were married, or she’d feel I had cheated her out of a better man. But if I told her now, I might lose her forever.

I shook my head and looked down at the floor. “I never dumped her. I mean, I tried so hard to, so many times, but she always came back, like a bad penny.”

She tilted her head and looked at me quizzically. “She’s a stalker? You can get a restraining order, honey.”

“That wouldn’t work.”

“Lots of people do it.”

“I, uh, I couldn’t let her get into trouble with the police. It, uh, it would be really weird.”

“So you’re still close? When did you see her last?”

“Uh, well, recently, when you went home to see your mom one weekend.”

“Really?” Her face flushed. “She took advantage of me being gone? She must watch you very closely.”

“She does. It’s uncanny what she knows about me, about us.”

“She sounds dangerous, Jack. You should get an order going on her, just in case. What did she say to you when you saw her?”

“Say? Hmm, what could she say? When she goes, she always apologizes for interfering in my life—for not staying away. She feels remorseful.”

“Well, that makes me feel better. At least she knows she’s hurting you.”

“Yes, she knows. She knows very well what a problem she is for me.”

“Then why does she do it?”

“I don’t know, and she doesn’t either. It’s a compulsion, I guess. She feels whole when she shows up. Like, she has to, or she’ll be missing a part of herself. Then, when she’s done and gone, I also feel better than when she’d showed up—her having been and gone makes me feel better too. She’s happy she’s there, but happy to be gone.”

Jill crossed her arms, took a deep breath. “I’d like to meet her. Can you arrange that? I think you two have some sort of dependency—a psychological one of some sort. Maybe a therapist would help. Maybe we could all be friends, if that helps to keep us together. I don’t want to lose you over some persistent stalker who helps you feel better about yourself when she leaves and who needs to visit from time to time.”

“I guess you could meet her sometime. Without me, though.”

“Why? Would you be nervous with me there?”

“I’m nervous now, just thinking about you meeting her.”

She leaned into me and kissed me on the lips, the sweet smell of her skin filling my nostrils. My—literally and figuratively speaking—sweet girlfriend, Jill. What the heck was I doing? I had to get this over with. I had to finish this.

I touched her soft cheek with the back of my fingers lovingly. “Honey... follow me.”

I stood and led her by the hand into the basement, to a closet at the end of the den. I slid the door open and moved the coats and things out of the way to reach some things hung in back. I took them out and held them out to her. “Jackie’s.”

She took them and looked at each of them. “She does have good taste. Such a pretty dress. Did she leave these here?”

I nodded. “Yup.” I pulled a box off the shelf, placed it on the floor and opened it.

Jill hung the dresses back up and bent down to pick up one of the shoes. “Nice heels. Very feminine and sexy.” She tossed it back in the box with the others. “So why not give them back to her when she comes over? Do you keep them to make you feel closer to her?”

“Well, she can’t take them away, and it’s a waste of money to throw them out.”

“Doesn’t she want them?”

“This is the only place she has to store them. I thought about getting a storage unit for her, but that’s just more money and more wasted time every time she wants to come over.”

“What? She has no place to live? No clothes to wear but these?”

I shook my head, lowered it and gave her doe-eyes, looking up at her sheepishly.

“Oh, that poor thing. How can someone as pretty as her be that way? She must be terribly disturbed. We need to get her help.”

“I was afraid you’d say that—say she was a freak—needed help. But I think you think she’s someone separate, someone apart from me.”

“Are you soulmates?”

I paced the den “Could be. I mean.... I don’t know what I mean. Oh god, this is all coming out wrong. I’m such a chicken.” I slapped my thighs loudly, trying to punish myself and beat myself to have the courage to say it. I paced, howled, and slapped my thighs while Jill watched me with horror on her face, her hand over her mouth. I stood and looked at her, horrified of what I was doing to her by her seeing me like this. I was killing her. I cried out to myself, Just say it. Jack! Just say it!

I stopped pacing, stood before her, held her shoulders, looked into her eyes. “I’m Jackie. Jackie is me dressed as a woman.” She gasped, and her hand went over her mouth, eyes wide. I let her go, went to the other side of the room, and hid my face in my hands while leaning on the bar. 
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I felt her arm go over my shoulders. She kissed my cheek. “You’re so cute. Show me those pictures again. I can’t believe those were you. You’re so pretty as a girl, honey.”

I lifted my head from the bar and stood, my eyes watery. “Really? You’re not gonna to leave me?”

“Leave you! Heck no. Now, not only do I have a wonderful guy, but I have a wonderful girlfriend too. Who could possibly not want that? It’s the best of all worlds. I don’t need anyone else.”

“You don’t want a real man, instead of a sissy like me?”

“You’re no sissy. It takes courage to be who you are. Few men have enough courage to be who they are, and fewer yet to let their wife-to-be know everything about them like you have. I love you for it even more than before you told me. It’s obviously a part of you. You wouldn’t do it if it weren’t a benefit for you. Doesn’t it have plusses that outweigh your embarrassment?”

“Well, it does. It makes me focus on being her, and that can be totally relaxing. I’m not Jack when I’m her, and Jack’s problems disappear.”

“See? The only reason you’re embarrassed and don’t like her is what others might think. Right?”

“I guess so.”

“I think it’s wonderful. Show me those pictures. I still don’t believe it. I want to look for you in them.” She sat on the barstool and held her hand out.

I sat next to her and handed her the phone.

She scrolled slowly, zooming in and moving on to the next one. “I see it so faintly. You look so good as a girl, it’s hard to see the boy in there. Congratulations, honey. You’re so stunning. Can you help me with my makeup? Can I borrow your clothes?”

I laughed. “Sure, of course.”

“Go get done up, sweetie. Go now. I want to see you as a girl.”

I can’t. I mean, I’d have to shave my body, paint my toenails and put on fingernails, makeup... It would take too long. It’s late already.”

“Then tomorrow. I want to meet Jackie tomorrow.” She ran her hand through my hair. I want to see you do it. The transformation. I want to learn how to do my makeup like yours. See how you do your hair.”

“Really? I’ll be so nervous.”

“Why? I want to meet Jackie. If she’s half as nice as you, I’ll love her as much. I can’t wait to have a girlfriend who isn’t a girl. Girls can be so catty and drama-laden. You’ll make a wonderful girlfriend. I want to shop for girls’ things with you and go out for a girls’ night.”

“No going out. No, it’s too dangerous.”

“If you think so, honey. I don’t see how it would be, when you look so good. Please dress up for me tomorrow? I’ll dress up too. I’ll get some special food for dinner, and we can have a fantastic meal and drinks together and watch a chick flick and cuddle and... and... wow! I’ll bet the sex will be awesome! It makes me so hot to think of you dressed feminine and sexy like I’ll be. Please?” She tilted her head with those doe-eyes begging me.

I laughed. “That does sound nice. It’s so lonely for Jackie when she’s here all alone. She feels like an outcast.”

“Not anymore, baby. Woo hoo!” She grabbed my face in her hands and pulled me to her, then kissed me deeply on the lips. “Come on. Let’s go back upstairs, I’ll put on some sexy nightclothes, and we can have a couple of drinks before bed. You’re making me so hot.” 
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“Oh Jack, c’mon, baby. Yes, that’s it. Harder baby, faster. Yes!”

I pressed Jill’s legs back, holding her knees fast to the bed as I thrusted as hard and fast as I could into her. I looked into her eyes.

She dug her long nails into my butt cheeks. “That’s it, baby. Come inside me—I’m almost ready to come.”

Thrusting furiously, I began to go soft. I popped out of her and fell onto her. “I’m sorry.”

“That’s okay, Jack. You were wonderful.” She peppered my cheeks with kisses. “You almost did it that time. I almost came and you nearly did, too, didn’t you?”

“For a while I was close, but then I just lost it. Sorry.”

“Next time will be better, honey. You almost did it this time. I love you, even if you never make me come. We know it works when I give you a BJ or a hand-job, or you just watch me and do it yourself. It’ll happen someday.”

I kissed her deeply on the lips, and we drifted off to sleep wrapped around each other.

In the morning, I woke before Jill, nervous about the day ahead. This was the big reveal. I hoped I didn’t look like a trucker in a skirt to her when I was done. I was so nervous that I had to take my mind off it.

I opened my laptop and started working as a diversion and to relax.

Jill came out and leaned down to kiss me. “Hi, honey, what are you working on? It’s a day off, and you’re supposed to become Jackie today. I can’t wait.”

“Just doing some finite element analysis for my project to fulfill my degree requirement.”

She poured a coffee and sat at the table, watching me work.

“Why today? Is it due soon?”

“A few months yet. It’s a big project, though. Plus, it relaxes me.”

“Why do you need to relax? I’d think Jackie would relax you. You need to have her over and forget all Jack’s problems right now. Please? I’m not going to laugh at you. I love you and want to meet your other half.”

This was too good to be true, but I still was tentative to reveal Jackie. But I had to. I’d already told her, and Jackie is a part of me that will never leave. I just had to do it and do it the best I ever did. I slapped the top of the laptop down. “Okay, you asked for it. Ready or not, here comes Jackie.” I stood and gave Jill a hug. “I’ll paint my toenails and fake nails, then I’ll shower and shave my body, and then you can watch me do my makeup and hair and get dressed.”

Her eyes were wide with excitement. She peppered my cheeks with kisses. “I can’t wait. This is so exciting! Hurry before I blow a gasket.” She laughed.

I was excited to become Jackie. I wasn’t nervous, and I couldn’t wait to share the other part of me I had hidden all my life from everyone. Now I’d never have to be alone as Jackie again. I gave Jill a big hug, lifted her off the floor, and spun her around in the air. “I love you so much! Thank you for doing this for me. I’m leaving now and going to get Jackie. I’ll let you know when she’s here.”

I dashed down to the basement to my stash and brought the things I needed upstairs. Jill watched me select the nail sizes and press them onto tape on a book. I perused my nail polish trying to decide.

“That metallic pink. I like that one.” Jill grasped the bottle and handed it to me. “It’s the most feminine and flashy.”

I did my nails and allowed them to dry. I showered, shaved, and slipped into my pink satin robe, which slid deliciously against my hairless skin. When I was drying my hair, Jill came in and watched.

“I would never have thought you could style your hair differently. I love the waves you’re putting in it.”

“Thanks. When I had it layered, it made a big difference for me. It styles so much nicer. The mousse helps too.”

After my hair, I trimmed my eyebrows and plucked them into shape. I did my makeup. Jill was amazed how easily I could do it, and she loved the way I contoured with the different shades. I applied a twenty-four-hour lipstick, shaping and extending my lips and making a Cupid’s bow. Then I added metallic lip gloss. I admired Jackie in the mirror, looking for any flaws. I pursed my lips, checking the lipstick. I turned to Jill and tilted my head, lifting my hand with a bent wrist. “Hi, my name’s Jackie. What’s yours?”

She laughed. “Oh my god, Jackie. You’re so pretty. You should be this way all the time.”

“I am this way all the time. What other way could Jackie be but pretty?” I laughed. I put my hands on my chest. “Oh my, my boobs fell off, and I feel so naked.” I ran into the bedroom, Jill in tow, laughing.

I took off my robe and slipped on a pink lace bra. I slid my silicone gel breast forms into it, adjusting my cleavage in the mirror.

Jill gasped and covered her mouth. “Oh my god! They look so real, Jackie.”

I squeezed one, smiling at her. “They are real, honey. They sure feel real.”

“And look at what else is happy that you’re doing this.” She grasped it in her hand and squeezed it. She kissed my lips. “So sexy. Keep going, princess.”

“I need to pick out an outfit downstairs and get shoes and other things.” I slid my robe back on.

“Let’s bring it all upstairs. There’s no reason to hide it down there anymore, honey. You can share my closet if you want, and we can wear each other’s things. My clothes would fit you.”

“Really? No more digging everything out? That’ll be great.”

She grabbed my hand and dragged me downstairs.

We hauled it all up and put it all away. “What should I wear, Jill?”

“Whatever you feel like. Feel free to wear my things too.”

“Gosh, I don’t know. It is only the morning, so I guess evening clothes might be inappropriate.”

“True. Wear something you’d wear to a mall or something. Day wear.”

I slid her dresses and skirts past me as I looked through them. “I love how you look in this miniskirt with heels and your pink, short-sleeve, V-neck sweater.”

“I’ll wear it today if you want. Or you can.”

I flipped though some more clothes. “Oh, this one is lovely. So feminine and sexy.” I held out a beige flowered halter top minidress. “And the fabric is silky and stretchy. The flare of the dress would give me more hips too.”

“I love it. Wear it.”

I picked a pair of my heels to go with it and put them both on the bed.

I slid into a pair of sheer suntan pantyhose with a piece of the crotch cut out and slipped my panties back on. I put on the dress and adjusted my cleavage in it, then slid into the strappy beige high heels. I put dangling earrings in place of my studs, sprayed perfume on me, and looked in the mirror. Jill stood alongside me. “You are so lovely.”

I was in heaven, being able to share this with her. I felt good about it. “I know. Isn’t it crazy? I feel so much in my skin like this.” I gave her a light peck on the lips. “I have to glue my nails on now, and then I’m done. Want some lunch?”

“Sure. I need to shower first. Then I’ll put on the skirt and top you liked, and we can go out for something.”

“Go out? I could make lunch for us here.”

“Are you sure? You look so good—we should go out.”

My heart raced in my chest with the thought of it. Could I? I looked in the mirror. I think I could get away with it. “Uh, not yet, okay? I mean, just give me some time.”

“Okay, sweetie. Maybe tonight?”

“We’ll see. I want you to observe me for a while to see if there are any tells.”

“Okay. Then maybe we can go out for a nice dinner and dancing. I want to get dressed up.”

My heart raced. I took a deep breath. “That would be quite the night, wouldn’t it? Gosh.” I flipped my hair back with my hand. “You go shower, and I’ll glue on my nails and make lunch.”

“Okay, Jackie. Works for me, princess.” She kissed my cheek. Her hand went to my crotch, and her palm pressed on me. “Hmm, you’re nice and hard. I guess this feels sexy to you.”

“It does.”

“Then we have to have you over a lot. I’ll go shower, you sexy thing, you.” She slapped my bottom. 
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Nails done, I made lunch, and we ate and did the dishes. After coffee, Jill sat beaming at me as I held my cup and sipped. “You move like a girl. All of your actions, the way you sip, how you hold your hands and your posture, the way you’re bouncing one crossed leg over the other in your heels, the way you caress your stockinged legs nonchalantly and slide them against each other from time to time—I can see how sensual and feminine you are, even the way you walk. I don’t see any of the old you in you. Your voice even fits better for her than Jack. You’re perfect.”

“Thank you, honey. This is very sensual for me. I’m delighted you love me so much. It makes me not feel like a freak anymore.”

“Good. You should feel good. It suits you even more than being a boy. Let’s go celebrate and do some shopping for us. You can try on clothes and shoes. I bet you never did that.”

“Uh, I never have. It would be fun. Think I could do it?”

“Absolutely.”

I took a deep breath. “Then let’s!”

I’d never had so much fun shopping before. Being able to try on dresses, tops, skirts, and shoes, I was able to find a number of things I loved. We even shopped for lingerie—bras and panties, night-wear—and I couldn’t resist when Jill suggested I get more piercings in my ears, and I ended up buying lots of different earrings. She even talked me into highlights for my hair. I was like a kid in a candy store.

Walking through the mall in heels was a delight, seeing my reflection in the windows as we passed. People smiled and said hello, none the wiser.

Jill tugged my arm to her as we walked and whispered, “Did you see that guy look at you?”

“What? Have I been made?”

“No, silly, I think he was hot for you. His eyes roamed your body, and he smiled and then winked at me.”

“He must have realized I was an impersonator.”

“No, he didn’t. Come, let’s sit and have coffee.” She led me to a café table in the mall’s atrium.

We sat and I crossed my legs and placed my hands on my knee, people-watching as the shoppers passed. A man was coming toward us, smiling.

Jill said, “That’s him. The one who was looking at you.”

A waiter came over. “Ladies, may I help you?” He was young and cute, maybe sixteen. I asked him for an espresso, and Jill ordered one too.

The smiling man came to our table. “Hello, ladies, mind if I join you?”

Jill smiled up at him. His bright eyes flitted between us, flashing a broad smile. Jill said, “Why not? Please, pull up a seat.”

“Thank you so much.” He sat and the waiter came back.

He said to the waiter, “I’ll have what they’re having, and bring me the bill please.”

Still smiling, he looked at us both. “I, uh, I don’t know how to say this and not sound sexist or like I’m making a pass.” He looked at both of us as we waited. “I, uh, it’s unusual for me to see two women dressed like women. So nicely, femininely, sexily. You two are an exception these days, and I just thought I had to let you know how nice it is to see.”

Jill said, “Why, thank you. We appreciate that. My friend here likes to dress pretty, and I do the same so I don’t feel strange. I love it when she does this. Doesn’t she look lovely?”

He took me in from head to toe. I felt like a spotlight was on me, and his eyes were reading what I was. I felt my face flush.

“She sure is lovely. Every inch. You should be proud of yourself, miss. Such exquisite attention to detail.”

“Thank you,” I squeaked out nervously. “I try my best to make the most of what I’ve got.”

The waiter brought his espresso and the check. He put cash on the check and stood. “Well, thank you both for allowing me to say that. Now I must take my coffee and run. Have a good day, ladies.”

I said, “Thank you for the compliments, and thanks for the coffee.”

He smiled, bowed his head a bit, and was off.

I sipped my espresso, watching him move quickly away. Then I said, “That was weird. Nice, but weird. I thought he might have made me, but he just thought we were nicely dressed for this day and age.”

Jill’s hand grasped mine on the table, and she leaned in toward me. “See, Jackie? You have nothing to be afraid of. You’re being the best you that you can be, and it shows. People can see your inner beauty now as well as the outer beauty. You’re stunning as you.”

“I guess. I never would have thought.”

“Men are very attracted to you. Have you ever thought about being with a man?”

“Oh, Jill! No way. You know I’m not gay.”

She squeezed my hand and looked into my eyes. “It wouldn’t be gay. You’re as much a girl as any girl is right now. I think you might like being with a man. I saw how flattered you were by him.”

“I was, but honey, it’s you I love and want to be with.”

“Of course, but that doesn’t mean you can’t be with me and have a boyfriend too. As a beautiful woman, you deserve to see what it would be like. All these times you’ve dressed, haven’t you ever at least wondered what it would be like to walk on the arm of a man or have him hold your chair, or help you put your coat on? Don’t you strive to be sexually attractive as a woman? Having favorable attention from men would validate your femininity and attractiveness. It would give you more confidence in who you are.”

“I suppose that’s true. I have always wanted to wear a wedding dress. That could be part of why. I’d love wearing wedding a ring too.”

“Yes, see?” She sipped her espresso, fondly observing me as I caressed my stockinged leg and looked off in the distance. As I thought about what she’d said, I felt a little thrill go through me. Having a man become sexually attracted to me started to be exciting and made my heart race. I guess it was a validation of my feminine qualities to think of a man responding that way. I had been hard in my panties all day, but now I throbbed in them and grew harder.

I crossed and uncrossed my legs, bouncing one foot, and I took a deep breath.

Jill slapped my bicep lightly. “See, princess? I can see it in you. It’s thrilling you to think of it.”

I stared into her eyes to see her response as I said, “I couldn’t be married to you and have a boyfriend. That wouldn’t be right, even if I am mildly excited by the thought of being treated like a woman by a man.”

“Why wouldn’t it be right? I’d allow my wife her entertainments. As long as we were both in love, what would it matter if she had a boy toy to play with?”

“I think having sex with a person is a little more than toying around. It’s intimacy.”

“Yes, of course it would be. But she’d be my wife and I’d want her to have whatever she wanted. Wouldn’t any spouse want to give their spouse everything?”

I processed what that might mean. It made me a little nervous of having a reciprocal agreement like that. I shrugged my shoulders.

Jill placed her hand on mine. “Don’t get ahead of yourself. This is your first day out and about as a girl in this big world. Relax and just explore life like it’s meant to be. Be the girl you are and see where it leads. I’m still marrying you no matter what, and I’ll always love you. Which reminds me, we’ll need to get you a nice, sexy wedding dress, honey. One for each of us. Would you like that?”

I rolled my eyes. “Oh god, yes.”

She finished her espresso and stood. She held her hand out to me. “Come, princess. It’s time to go home and get ready to go to dinner and dancing. You’re dancing with men tonight. It’s girls’ night out.”

“Oh god, Jill, no.”

She tugged me up and started picking up all our packages.

“Don’t worry, honey, but I know what’ll be good for you. I want you to have it all, my love. Just think of those men all fawning over you and looking for your attention. Buying us drinks, caressing your silky stockinged legs under the table while you feel their growing, thick, hard passion beneath their pants.”

My passion grew and throbbed. I was scared... but I couldn’t stop thinking about it all the way home. 
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We put our purchases away. I left my new black mini-dress with a sheer, black chiffon overlay, a V-neck top, and a flared skirt on the bed along with a matching purse and new perfume. I couldn’t wait to wear it. I laid out the other things while Jill did the same for her ensemble. My heart was racing.

I stopped Jill and placed my arms around her, giving her a hug. “I love you.”

“I know. I love you too, sweetie. Even more now that I know you better.” She pulled back and looked at me. “I think you need a drink.”

“How did you guess?”

“I could feel your heart pounding beneath your breasts when you hugged me. You need to relax. Today should have made you confident.”

“It did. It really did.”

“Then why are you so nervous?”

“A girls’ night out. It’s scary not being a girl and going on a girls’ night out.”

“Relax, you’ll be fine. Let’s have a drink, and then we can dress.”

I mixed our drinks; Jill took two emergency cigarettes from the junk drawer in the kitchen, and we sat on the patio. I relished the nicotine and alcohol and the feeling of being dressed so sensually. Soon, my heart was beating normally as I once again fell into the lusciousness of Jackie’s feminine self. Jill had made reservations for us at a fine restaurant. We were all set to go.

I rinsed off and redid my hair, putting it up and draping the curls down the back of my head so my new multiple earrings showed better. I redid my makeup more dramatically for an evening look. Jill did hers, as well, and contoured her face, copying me. She looked incredible when she was done. We were two very hot girls. I was rock solid from looking at us both.

We dressed together. I loved watching Jill dress in a garter belt, sexy, sheer black stockings, and black lace bra and panties like mine. As I slid my stockings up and attached them in time with her, it seemed I knew now what it was like to be feminine and sexy. I know she felt the same sensations I did when the luscious gossamer fabric slid up my legs, or I slid on the high heels, and they changed my walk and the look of my legs. She felt as I did when I adjusted my cleavage, put in my earrings and put on my bracelets and necklace, watching my long, painted nails as my delicate fingers did their duty.

The perfume was the frosting on the cake. I sprayed it under my dress and over my legs, arms, and hair. I looked in the full-length mirror and fluffed the hem of my dress out, adjusted my cleavage, shook my hair down, and sprayed hairspray in it to make it fuller.

Jill came alongside me and hugged my arm. “You’re so sexy now. I love it.” She placed her palm on my crotch and rubbed it. “I think you should set it free. It won’t show, and it’ll be more comfortable for you. Take your panties off and put on these.”

She went to the dresser and came back with black lace crotchless panties. I grinned. “Really?”

“Yes. Do it.”

I sat on the bed and switched panties. I stood. The tip rubbed the satin dress lining, sending a ripple of pleasure through me. I looked in the mirror and moved around, making the dress rub it. It didn’t show a bit. It felt incredible. I wondered if I’d lose control.

Jill grabbed it through the dress. “Better? I like it this way. Much more accessible. Mmm.” She stroked it. “I can’t wait to get you home tonight and have you stick that into me.”

I laughed and pushed her hand off me. “Oh god, Jill, stop or I’ll make a mess of my dress.” I went to the dresser and loaded my purse as it throbbed beneath the dress. I moved my hips side to side just enough to flick the tip and make me twitch. It was heavenly.

I turned and looked at Jill. She was gorgeous in a maroon mini-dress similar to mine that brought out the red of her hair. Sheer, black-stockinged, sexy legs on top of spike high heels and creamy cleavage embracing a necklace. I was a really lucky girl to have her.

She smiled broadly as she took me in in the same way. “See? Now I get to see what only you got to see before. Now I have a sex kitten princess too.” She shook her head, picking up her purse and loading it. “It’s incredible. You should have told me from the start. Well, better late than never.”

I wrapped my arms around her from behind. She pressed her bottom back against me and curled her head around. I kissed her neck. “Let’s go or we’ll be late, honey. We could get stuck in this position.”

She wriggled her butt against me. “Mmm. Girls’ night out. Let’s go have a delicious meal and then find you a boyfriend, or two, or three, for tonight.” 
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We Ubered to dinner, the cool leather seats reminding me how easy it would be for someone to get under my dress. We snuggled in the back of the Lincoln, our legs gently touching. Jill’s hand rested in mine on my lap as we looked out the window at the setting sun.

The maître d’ seated us in a round booth facing out onto a lit garden. Jill raised her dirty martini to me. “To my wife discovering all the joys of being a woman tonight.”

I clinked, smiled flatly, and sipped. “I don’t think that’s possible. Not all of them.”

“Maybe not all, but close. I mean, someday you might even have a boyfriend make love to you.”

I wriggled in my seat, bounced a crossed leg. “Oh no, that’s too far, honey.”

“Forget I even said that. My mistake.” She put her hand on my dress and slid it between my legs, breaking my shaft free. She wrapped the dress around it and slowly stroked it while she sipped her martini and looked me in the eye. “We’ll just immerse ourselves in a luscious dinner and drinks and some dancing like any girls out together would. Now isn’t this fun? Being out this way? How do you feel?” She continued to stroke me, the silky fabric sending ripples of pleasure through me.

“I feel incredible. Sexy, powerful, feminine, sensuous. I feel like I was meant to be like this.” I looked around the restaurant and sipped my martini. “Even this martini tastes better than it ever did. It’s like my senses have been heightened.”

I caressed my thigh and then ran my hands over my arms. “My skin is more sensitive.” I sniffed my wrist. “Scents are more complex and stronger.” I looked onto the garden “Colors brighter and with more detail.” I tilted my head and listened to the violin music. “Music paints a picture and delivers emotion and feeling. The world is so much...well, so much more.” I slid my hand on her silky stockinged thigh and caressed it.

“I love when you caress my leg like that. I feel the same way you do when I’m like this. That’s because your body is happy. It’s filled with drugs that it made—endorphins, serotonin, natural opioids. It’s part of why you’re drawn so much to being this way, but I think it’s deeper than that. I think it’s who you are inside, and now you’re just experiencing how good life can be.” She lifted her glass. We clinked. She smiled and said, “To bliss for my wife.”

We ate a delectable meal, and we both laughed that we wouldn’t be able to zip our skirts if we weren’t careful, but we still split a dessert and had after-dinner drinks. After our espressos we were alert and ready for our next foray. I paid our bill and summoned our Uber.

We arrived at the club in a couple of minutes. The place wasn’t too busy yet, and we found a good seat in a round booth in the corner, away from the throbbing speakers so we could talk. We ordered drinks, and our legs were sliding against each other under the table. I caressed Jill’s thigh with my long-nailed fingers, and she wrapped hers around me through the dress and stroked it slowly. If I wasn’t careful, I could come in an instant.

Our drinks arrived, and we toasted again. “I said, “To my wife having a great time tonight. Whatever that may mean.”

Jill smiled as we clinked and said, “I already am.” She jerked me faster under the table as she sipped.

I put my drink down and grabbed her busy hand with mine. “Maybe you better just caress my thigh, honey.” I placed her hand on my thigh, tucked my hard rod between my legs and crossed them.

“I see. That’s wonderful. I love when you’re on the edge like that. I know how good it feels. You always get me on the edge when we make love. It’s delicious.”

I rolled my eyes. “I know. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. I love it. I always have my toys if I need to finish. You know that. You’ve seen me use them plenty while you watched and came for me. I love seeing that.”

Lost in conversation and each other, neither of us noticed two men until they leaned down onto the table. One smiled and said, “Hi! May we join you girls? Buy you a drink? Seems you’re both on empty.”

We looked up as they stood there waiting for a reply. They were both handsome and tall. They both wore black dress pants and white shirts open at the collar. White teeth flashed smiles, and I could smell the cologne from the one who had leaned down. I caught a glimpse of each of their outlines under their zippers, and they were very substantial, as well. It made me think of Jill having a boyfriend like she said she wanted for me.

Could I allow one of them to please my wife-to-be? I should. I throbbed between my legs thinking about her actually coming when someone made love to her. It didn’t seem right to be thinking about my wife being that way with a boyfriend, but she had no problem thinking about it for me. It would be selfish to not let her.

Jill smiled and patted the booth next to her. “Please, we’d love to share drinks with you boys.” He slid in next to her and the other alongside me. His thigh pressed against mine as he sat. He put his hand out to me. I took it gently in mine. “Jackie,” I said smiling.

“Bob,” he said as he shook it.

The other one leaned across Jill with his hand out and said, “Michael.”

They were both quite handsome and pleasant without any seediness to them. They were disarming somehow, and I felt comfortable with them.

“You two look stunning. Is it a special occasion?” Bob asked as his eyes flitted across my face and down to my cleavage and back. I was lost thinking about Jill and Michael, and my eyes were going back and forth between them both. They were waiting for me to answer.

Jill reached for my hand and squeezed it, saying, “We just decided to have a girls’ night out and have some fun, meet new people—you know, like we are right now with you gentlemen.”

They both beamed and knew they were in. Michael called over the waitress. The low-cut top of her silver micro mini-dress allowed her breasts to jiggle and bounce as she minced her way toward us with her tray.

Her bimbo voice said, “Hi! We just had a shift change, and I’m Emerald. I’ll be serving you.”

The guys couldn’t help but lust at her. She was a total sex kitten.

Michael looked at each of us as we ordered, and then he did. The bimbo trotted off. Bob and Michael followed her away with their eyes on her swinging bottom.

Jill laughed. “Interesting waitress, huh, boys?”

Michael grinned. “Wonder what it feels like to be her. I mean...”

I laughed. “Probably pretty darn good. She seems to be happy being herself.”

“Would you like to be her? I mean, I can’t picture you wearing the kind of clothes she was. You two are sexy but classy.”

“Oh...” I laughed. I looked at Jill. “I think we’d both wear outfits like hers in appropriate places. She’s a waitress and this is a club, so for her it’s perfectly fine. Better tips, I’d imagine.”

Michael asked, “What might be an appropriate place? It might be fun for us to see you girls dressed that way. Anyplace we can take you? We can even take you shopping for outfits.” He looked to Jill.

She raised her eyebrows. “Hmm, buy us clothing? How nice of you.” She winked at me and slid her hand under the table onto Michael’s lap as she watched for my reaction. I nodded and did the same to Bob and said, “I don’t know where we could go in public dressed like her unless we waited tables in a club. But it would be fun at home, or some private place.”

The waitress returned with our drinks, and as she bent down to place them, she gave us a view of her nipples as her top pulled away from them.

We all smiled at each other when she left, and Michael lifted his glass. “To two beautiful things...” He winked. We laughed thinking “things” were the waitress’s nipples. Then he said, “Jill and Jackie.”

The thought of dressing slutty for these two was exciting. Thinking they’d be turned on by us doing that sent a chill down my spine and made me throb in my panties.

Jill whispered in my ear. “Mike is happy to see me. Is Bob happy to see you?”

I smiled and nodded as I squeezed it through his pants. It was thrilling. Bob’s hand slid onto my stockinged knee and he glided it up my thigh to where my legs crossed. He tried to press between them, but I didn’t let him, and he began caressing my leg. It sent tingles though me.

He whispered in my ear. “I love your silky stockings. Not many women bother to wear them anymore. They feel so nice. Do you like having your leg caressed like this?”

I squeezed him tight through his pants. “Yes, it feels very nice, as does this.”

Jill was kissing Michael deeply, and I could see his hand moving under the table and probably under her dress. One of her legs pressed against me as she uncrossed them and allowed him between them. She gasped as his fingers began to thrust into her, and she pulled away from the kiss to look at me. I nodded, winked, and sipped my drink.

Bob slid my hand off his pants and unzipped them, taking his whole package out as he looked around the bar. No one would see with the long tablecloth, and no one was interested.

Jill’s body shuddered next to me as she came on his hand. She looked around the place and whispered to me, “I want to suck him. Why don’t you do Bob too? You’ll love it.” She looked around once more and slid under the table. I heard her head clunk the table top before Michael moved around a bit, then sipped his drink, smiled at me, and gazed out at the club.

Bob said, “How nice for Mike. Seems Jill is thirsting for him.” He touched my lips with a finger. “You have such luscious lips. Mmm.” He throbbed in my hand.

I stroked him, gazing into his eyes. “Really? You’d like that?”

I didn’t have any desire to suck some guy off, so I knew I had to get him off with my hand as soon as I could.

“Oh yeah, that would be awesome, Jackie.” His eyes were wide as he looked around the club.

I was busy with both hands on him now, one tugging his shaved balls and the other slipping up and down his rigid shaft and my thumb flicking the oozing tip. I said, “Okay, Bob, think about my lips wrapped around your shaft. Think about my hot wet mouth and my tongue flicking your tip and making you twitch.” I jerked him rapidly.

“Mmm, yeah, I can see it going into your lips, I can’t wait to feel it.”

“Me either, Bob. It’s gonna be great. I can’t wait to have you give me my reward for being such a hot girl and can’t wait to taste you as you shoot it across my tongue.”

His eyes opened wide and he grabbed the table with both hands as his body tensed. “Oh shit.”

I felt it shoot through his rod, and warm wetness landed on my stockings and dripped down my leg. “That’s it, Bob, it’s okay.” I continued to jerk him while he tensed and shot one load after another onto me. My heart raced as I experienced the thrill of him coming in my hand. I couldn't help but do the same between my own legs as he did.

When he was done, I wiped what I could off me with my fingers and placed it before his lips to lick. He looked at me oddly. I nodded and said, “Come now, it’s wonderful. You’ll see.” He licked it off, and I slid my finger between my legs and wiped off my own and licked it off while he watched. I checked for more and found some of mine and gave him a lick.

It was the weirdest thing in the world I had ever done, yet it was incredibly erotic. Here I was with a guy who thought I was a girl, and I had fed him his own and my release, both of us having been so aroused by each other. I smiled and licked my lips at him.

Jill had already sat back in her seat and was nuzzled against Michael as they sipped their drinks.

Bob finished tucking himself away and lifted his drink to me. “To lasting long enough next time to give you a reward with no waste.”

I laughed and clinked.

Jill finished her drink then looked at mine and asked if we could buy them a drink.

Michael looked at his watch and shook his head. Bob said, “We have to go. We have an early flight tomorrow. Can we get your phone numbers?”

I looked to Jill. She leaned over to Bob with her phone out poised to dial with her finger. “Shoot. I’ll call you back and we can save them.”

She called him and then she called Michael and put them into her contacts. Michael stood, as did Bob. Jill and I stood. Jill hugged Michael and kissed him on the lips, and Bob gave me a hug. Then they left.

Our bimbo waitress came over, and we ordered another drink while we sat and watched the crowd. Jill said, “We didn’t even get to dance. Did you enjoy what you did?”

“Uh, it was, interesting. I did get really excited doing it.”

“Why didn’t you join me under the table?”

“Oh c’mon, Jill. Suck off another guy?”

“Jackie, you’re a girl now. Stop with your old beliefs. Besides, they’re outdated anyway, even if you weren’t a girl. But it was exciting anyway, wasn’t it?”

“It was. So exciting, I messed myself between my thighs.” I laughed.

“Good girl. It didn’t bother you seeing me do that to Michael?”

“I guess not. At first seeing you kissing him gave me a pang of fear but...”

“Good. I’m so proud of you. Now we need to find you another boyfriend for tonight. One who can make love to you.” She lifted her drink. “To my wife getting laid.”

“Uh, I think I’ve had enough for tonight, honey. And I really don’t want to take a guy into my ass. Besides, they might find out what I really am and beat me to death. Why don’t we dance together and finish our drink and then go home?”

“If that’s what you want, honey. I’d love to dance with my gorgeous wife.”

We danced to the throbbing music, Jill looking as hot as ever. I copied some of her moves, and they felt wonderful in the heels and minidress. I felt as hot as she looked. My rod was rigid under my dress, the silky fabric caressing the tip with every move. It was as if dancing had become as good as foreplay.

Guys kept trying to dance with us, but Jill chased them away, telling them we were lesbians. When we’d had enough, we finished our drinks and Ubered home, kissing in the back of the car, caressing each other’s silky thighs. I was dying for release again and was hoping Jill would be in the mood. But I was still afraid of failure.
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At home, we changed into sexy outfits for bed. I had a corseted top with breasts and cleavage, black gartered stockings and heels. We slipped onto the satin sheets and wrapped our slippery legs around each other. I slid my hard rod against her leg. “Oh, Jill, this feels so wonderful.

“Mmm, it does.” She leaned over to her nightstand and took out a large dildo. “I want you to make love to me and come inside me.”

“What’s the dildo for then?”

“You’ll see, princess.”

I slid above her, held her legs back, and entered her wet, hot receptacle. “Oh god, Jill, this is so luscious.”

“That’s it, princess. Make me come. Go fast and hard, baby.”

I pounded her as well as I could. She was approaching an orgasm, moaning, breathing hard. “Come now, baby. We’ll come together.” I was about to come when I went limp and slid out.

“I’m so sorry, Jill.”

She stroked my head. “It’s okay, baby. Here, suck this.” She held the dildo in front of my lips.

“Uh, no thanks.”

“C’mon now. Imagine it’s real. It’s my boyfriend’s and he’s going to make love to me after you get him ready. It’s Michael.”

She pressed it against my lips while she reached down and grasped my shaft. She stroked me. “Suck, princess. He wants you to suck him with your pretty lips. I want him ready for me. Please?”

I sucked it and began to get aroused by both the thought of someone so large in Jill, and the thought of me sucking a guy. Jill slid my bottom over and guided me inside her again. “That’s it, princess. Now imagine you’re sucking Bob while Michael makes love to me. And hump me until you come.”

I did, and Jill responded. She began to clench my ass with her nails and set my rhythm as I plunged into her. I bobbed my head on the dildo, imagining it was Bob while I mindlessly humped.

Jill’s breathing was hot in my ear. “Yes, that’s it, princess. Watch Mike make me come, and come with us. Make Bob come in your mouth too.”

I bobbed my head on him, fully imagining all of it.

She cried out, “Oh Michael, you feel so good—I’m coming, come inside me, Michael.”

I came profusely inside her, clenching my body as she did. She clenched around my shaft as I felt her flood; her whole body shook. She moaned and whimpered.

I collapsed on her, breathing around the dildo she slid in and out of my mouth. “See, you did it. I knew you could. Wasn’t that incredible?”

I tried to take my mouth off it to speak. She held it fast. “Don’t talk. Sleep.” She stroked my head. “Sleep, my pretty princess. Sleep and dream.”
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I woke in the morning on my stomach, the dildo next to my face, Jill rubbing my back. “Are you awake, Jackie?”

I nodded. She slipped the dildo before my lips, and I opened my mouth. “Bob needs his morning woodie fixed, Jackie. Can you help him?”

She started sliding it in and out of my mouth. With her other hand, she slipped a satin-covered pillow under me. “Hump your pillow like a little girl, Jackie. Hump and suck.” She pressed on my bottom to get me started. I started humping it, the slick fabric sliding erotically against me. I bobbed my head, imagining it was Bob.

“Good girl. Now come for me, come right now.”

I came, gasping around the meat in my mouth. I took it out and lay there drained. Jill rubbed my back. “Good girl. See what a good girl you are? Now you relax, and I’ll go make breakfast for us.”

I lay there thinking about it all. How it aroused me. How it pleased Jill. How I was able to finish inside her and make her come and what that meant. It seemed almost as if I had become more of a man by becoming a girl. Yet, my desires were leaning toward what a girl’s desires were. I was confused. Was this good or bad?

I stood in my heels, stripped the bed and threw the linens into the wash, then remade the bed with black satin sheets. By the time I was done, Jill had breakfast ready.

She beamed as she stood by the stove. “Hi, sweetie. Sleep well? I sure did. You were great last night.”

I sat at the table and crossed my stockinged legs. “Thanks.”

She placed the food on the table and kissed my cheek. “I love you so much.”

“I love you too, Jill.” I kissed her lips. She sat and we started eating.

Jill smiled, her eyes bright. “So, root cause analysis, Miss Engineer. Why do you think you were so successful last night?”

I looked to the ceiling. “Not sure.”

“Being dressed as a girl, maybe?”

“Maybe.”

“Imagining being a girl and sucking a guy?”

I nodded and chewed, looking at her.

“Imagining me having love made to me and my responding so well while you watched?”

“That was exciting too. I don’t know if it was any single thing. I think it was just a new level of arousal and excitement when it all came together. It was good for you?”

“It was incredible. The future for us is incredible. Today you’re getting a treat. I’m taking us somewhere special where you can be an indulgent girl that men lust for.”

“What?”

“I’ll be there too. You’ll see. It’ll be fun. It’ll reinforce what you love doing. I love doing it, but I never did it to the extent we’re going to today. So I can’t wait to share it with you. Two girls driving guys crazy.”

“Jill, that sounds a little scary. What if someone finds out about me?”

“There will be no reason to, don’t worry. It’ll be fine. I have the perfect outfits for us too. We’ll be like twins. Eat.”

After breakfast, I cleaned up the kitchen while Jill showered. She came out smelling fresh and clean and kissed my cheek while I sipped coffee at the table, reading the news on my phone. She grasped my hand. “Time for you to shower and shave and get all pretty and clean. I want you to use my attachment on the shower for your bottom too. Girls like to be nice and clean in their bottom.”

“I thought that was for in front for you.”

“It can be. But you don’t have a front, so use it in the back. After you poop... Get it nice and clean.”

“Really?”

“Really. Trust me.”

I showered and did as I was told. It did feel good after. Very clean. I did my hair and makeup and went into the bedroom to dress. Jill was dressed and had my clothes on the bed. “We’re twins today,” she said, smiling and posing. “Like the outfit?”

She wore a black lace body suit, her black lace pushup bra showing beneath the sheer top, a black patent leather micro-miniskirt with strappy black-patent stilettos, and she wore eyeglasses.

“We’re going in public like that?”

“Not too much. Get dressed.”

She went to her nightstand and took something out.

“What’s with the glasses? You don’t wear glasses.”

“Neither do you, but you will today. It’s part of the allure. Kind of a Sarah Palin look. Guys like thinking about doing things to her while she wears her glasses.”

I laughed. “Uh-oh.”

“Get dressed.” She worked on something at the nightstand while I slipped on my bra, forms, and the body suit. The body suit had no crotch. I slid on the miniskirt and the shoes. I looked in the mirror. I looked like a prostitute. My rod held the skirt up. “I can’t wear this without something to contain me.”

Jill knelt in front of me, her hands behind her back. “Lift that skirt, little girl.” She smiled up at me. I lifted it, and she dove onto my hard rod with her mouth and bobbed her head on it, looking up at me. She was hot. Those glasses did have an allure to them.

Her hands came from behind her, and one hand held my butt while the other slipped something cold and wet into my bottom. “God, Jill!”

It started vibrating. She slurped off my rod and stood. “Nice, huh? Walk a little.”

I did. It was incredibly erotic and made my walk even sexier.

“Feel okay?”

I was throbbing in the air. “Feels too good. I might come from it.”

“That’s okay if you do.” She handed me a small pair of panties. “These stretch. They’re latex. There is a place to slip your rod into and then tug them up your hips. It will keep it hidden and flat, and if you have an accident, it’ll catch it all.”

I did as she told me. She had lubricated the latex so everything slid into place. It felt crazy the way it embraced it all and even pushed the plug deeper into me. I smoothed the skirt. Not a sign of it. No noise from the vibrator humming inside either.

I walked around the room. My hard rod slid inside the lubricated sheath with each step. “Where do you get these ideas?”

“Online. Amazon next day. That Prime account is great! I bought what’s in your bottom and some other fun stuff for later too. Are they comfortable?”

“More than comfortable. They make me hornier yet.”

“Good. Then you’ll enjoy things even more today.” She handed me a black patent leather purse. “Put your things in here, and let’s go. I’ll drive.” She sprayed perfume all over us liberally.

“She drove us off to the other side of campus where the business school was. We never went over there because there was no need, being engineering students. That was the party side of campus.

Jill glanced at me as we drove. “I’ve heard rumors that have been supported by some girls I know. It sounded like it would be a riot to do with you. I’ve known other girls who have done it, and they loved it. They call it the campus smorgasbord.” She laughed.

I re-crossed my legs, trying to figure out what this was about. I caressed my thigh, the vibrator humming, the latex panties rubbing and pressing, my libido at a record level.

Jill said, “Remember this morning and last night how much you enjoyed doing what you did to fake Bob?”

I nodded.

“Well, think of that, but for real, as many times as you want and all giving a mouth watering reward.”

I throbbed in my panties, squeezed my breasts, and looked out the window as she drove. I was thrilled and frightened. What was I getting into? This was unheard of. We were two sluts off to....to....to...oh my god.
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She pulled into a frat house. It was one of the nicer ones, fortunately. At least it didn’t have beer cans and trash on the lawn, and the flowers and shrubs were neat. The old Victorian was painted nicely, the lawn groomed.

We parked in the lot in back and, holding hands, we made our way to the front stairs. Jill rang the bell and it echoed through the house playing Westminster chimes.

The door opened to a handsome male student, his shirt unbuttoned and blowing in the breeze, revealing a hairless, firm chest above a pair of tight denim cutoffs with a lump in them. He flashed a huge smile when he saw us. “Hi, ladies.”

“Hi, I think I’m supposed to say that we’re here for our protein drinks?”

He laughed. “You got the secret phrase right. I’m John.”

He put his hand out, and we shook it in turn, telling him our names.

He held the door for us as he looked us over. “Wow, you girls are hot. Can’t wait. And those bimbo Sarah Palin glasses. Perfect. And you smell so good. No one will be able to hold back.”

Jill laughed. “Thanks!”

He closed the door. “You two make yourself comfortable in the parlor. We have padded kneelers if you want to use them, or you can take some pillows off the couch, or lie on the couch, or whatever. I’ll announce your arrival.

We went in to the parlor. It was a high-ceilinged room with a fireplace, floor-to-ceiling windows and leather couches. Jill walked to the kneeler. “I think this will be perfect. We can both be side by side.”

She slung her purse to one side as did I, and we knelt down. I looked at her. “Are you sure about this?”

“Of course. You’ll love it. You can’t be a girl and not love this. You’ll see.”

Guys started entering the room, checking us out. Some sat on the couches with their coffees, and others came over, saying hi and thanking us for coming, touching our hair and giving us compliments. It seemed this had been done here before.

I clenched my bottom on the vibrator inside me and slid around in the latex sheath, as horny as I’d ever been. My heart raced with excitement as I anticipated the pleasure I’d be giving them.

A tall black man came over before me. He unzipped his pants and took out a shaved package that looked like it was Photoshopped onto his body. It wasn’t even hard yet and it was huge. He held it in front of my face and said, “Oh yeah, girl, you’re gonna be the best ever. Look at how hot you are. Mmm.”

Jill had a customer already, and she was busy enjoying it.

I reached for the log, wrapped my long-nailed hands around it, then wrapped my lips around the tip and ran my tongue around the shaft, looking up at him. His huge hands rested on my head as he grinned. He grew in my mouth until I couldn’t even cover his whole shaft with both hands and my mouth. I could smell his cologne. “Oh yeah, baby. You’re sweet.” He moaned as I ministered to him, looking at his eyes as he rolled them and licked his lips.

I tugged on his balls and stroked his shaft passionately while my mouth did everything it could to tease the delight from him. I could tell he was loving every second as he began to slowly thrust into my face. He squeezed my head tighter, his face grimacing and his thrusting becoming faster. I squeezed his shaft tight with one hand and tugged on his balls.

He grunted, looking in to my eyes. “Ungh, yeah! I felt his load shoot through his shaft and into my mouth. I stroked the part not in my mouth, pumping it out. I swallowed greedily as his body twitched, and he continued to give me my reward, squeezing my head tight. When he was finally done, I was still trying to get more from him, and his body twitched and jerked. “Baby, stop!” He tugged my head off him.

He leaned down and gave me a kiss on the lips. “Thanks. You were so sweet, baby.”

I smiled and licked my lips. He tucked it all away, and another hot guy took his place. I dove onto him with even more passion as I clenched my plug and slid in my sheath. This one slipped out and ended up shooting on my face and breasts. My new glasses kept it from my eyes.

One after another, Jill and I immersed ourselves in a strange world where it was as pleasurable—or more so—to make these boys feel so good than to have it ourselves. I felt powerful, seductive, sensual, wanted, feminine, and beautiful.

By the time we were done, I had actually been able to do some of them twice. Our faces, hair, and breasts were covered in sweet badges of their lust for us. When we were done, they gave us towels and let us go freshen up in the bathroom.

Jill and I cleaned up and touched up our lipstick and makeup as best we could for our drive back home. “How was it, princess? she asked.

“Incredible. I came twice and never lost the desire to do the next one. It was unbridled lust. Pure.”

“Isn’t it? We might have to do that again someday. Maybe at our wedding.” She laughed. “What a way to celebrate, huh?”

“Oh god, Jill. You are crazy. I never would have guessed you had this in you.”

“What about you, girl? I never would have guessed you could be such a girl.” She kissed my cheek. “Now for the rest of being a girl.”

“Oh Jill, no. I’ve had enough for now. I don’t know if I could handle anymore.”

“Don’t you want to feel a man coming deep inside you? C’mon now. You’d love having a man make love to you as much as I do.”

“That sounds a little too far for me. He’d know what I was, and I’m not sure I want to be that gay.”

“It’s not gay for a girl to be made love to by a man. We just need the right men, that’s all. Let’s go home.” She tugged my hand and led us out. 
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I thought after coming twice, I’d have been not the least bit horny. But with the vibrator and slippery sheath filled with my releases, the sexy and sensual clothing, I was soon as horny as ever. The vibrator showed me how good something could feel down there, and I was beginning to wonder if I wouldn’t truly enjoy having a man in me. Intimately connected to him. Passionate about me.

I removed the plug, and we showered together, with Jill giving me a great BJ like she had so many others that day, and then we ate lunch.

As we sat sipping our coffee, Jill said, “So why did you put your boy clothes on? Are you going to change into something nice?”

I took a deep breath. “I think Jackie wants to rest. She’s never been so intense before.”

Jill nodded. “I see. That’s okay, I guess. I just thought Jackie would be Jackie whenever she could.”

“I’d like to see if I still like being Jack anymore. He is who I am.”

“Is he? Why?”

“I don’t know.” I started to pop the fake nails off my hands. “I’ve only been Jackie occasionally. I never intended to have her around forever.” I looked up at Jill. There was disappointment on her face. I stopped ripping off my nails “Is that okay, Jill? I mean, I guess Jackie can stick around some more but...”

She stood and came over. She bent down and kissed my cheek. She ran a hand through my hair and gazed at my face. “That’s okay. I’ll miss her, but I love Jack too. I think it’ll be good for you to be Jack for a while and see what it’s like again.” She sat on my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck. “I think you’ll be wanting Jackie back soon.” 
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We went about life as Jack and Jill. I worked on my project, felt normal as Jack, and loved living with Jill. She tried to entice me to bring Jackie around by trying to take me shopping and talking about what a good time we had. I nearly decided to—I was actually wondering what I was doing as Jack when being Jackie was so appealing to me, and then a straw broke that camel’s back.

We were making love one night early in the evening when it happened. We’d gone out for dinner at a nice restaurant, and when we got home, Jill dragged me down the hall, and we fell into bed together.

“Yes, Jack, that feels so good,” she whispered as I thrusted into her as hard and fast as I could. She had her fingernails dug into my ass and was setting my pace with them as I held her legs back. Her feet pointed in her high heels, which flailed in the air above us.

“Oh baby, I’m gonna come,” she hissed. She moaned and whimpered while I made a final effort. I went soft again and flopped out.

Jackie stroked my hair. “Oh Jack, that was wonderful.”

“But you didn’t come, and neither did I.”

“I almost did. It was wonderful.”

Her phone on the nightstand got a text. She ignored it as she we both caught our breath. I looked over at it. “You have a text.”

“So?”

“Who could it be? You don’t get many. You better check.”

She rolled over and grabbed the phone. Her eyes lit up and a big smile flashed across her face. “It’s Michael. He wants to know if we’re interested in joining him and Bob at Michael’s house for a dinner party.” She tossed it back on the nightstand.

Her eyes were bright with excitement. “What do you think? Maybe Jackie would like that.”

“She might.” I thought about what I had just done and what result Michael would have achieved instead of me. It would have been much better. I couldn’t blame Jill for wanting to. I wanted to feel Jackie’s sexiness and sensuality again too. “I think we probably should.”

“Probably? Why are you hesitating? Are you worried about feeling jealous? We don’t have to.”

“Well, I think it’s more about me masquerading as a girl. I hate having to hide what I am. If I could be Jackie for real, it would be so much easier than trying to hide it.”

She nodded. “I can see your point. If they knew, it would be simple. We could all have a good time, and you could be made love to by men who appreciate you for who you are. If you think Jackie would like to have that done to her, that is.”

I thought about it from Jackie’s point of view, with Bob and Mike knowing about me, and I became aroused again. I reached down and adjusted it.

Jill noticed. “Hmm, seems Jackie likes the idea. Wanna try making me come, Jackie?” She slid around, tugging me into position and lifted her legs back, guiding me into her. “Now imagine yourself with Bob feeling like this with you.” I began to thrust into her. “His big thick rod filling you as he fills you with his passion, thrusting into you like that, both of you intimately joined.”

I sped up with the thought of it. “That’s it, Jackie, make me come like Michael will. Pound me.”

I imagined that and was approaching the edge. Jill squeezed my ass with her nails digging into my flesh. “You want it don’t you, Jackie?”

I grunted a yes.

“I should tell them yes and set it up, right?”

“Ungh, oh god, yes Jill, please set it up.”

Jill moaned and whimpered as I nailed her to the bed, her heels flailing above us. Through her heavy breathing she said, “And now Bob is in you like you’re in me, and he’s ready to come inside you. Tell him to.”

I whispered, “Please, come inside me, Bob.”

Jill shuddered as she came on me. Her body tensed, she cried out, “Oh god, Jackie.” I came inside her and we collapsed.

After a few moments, Jill wriggled out from under me and grabbed her phone. She asked, “Should I? I’ll let them know who you are, and if they don’t want to, fine. If they do, then we’re on...right?”

I nodded and talked into the pillow. “Right.”

She kissed my cheek. “You’ll love it, princess. I can’t wait.”

Jill grabbed her phone and ran out of the room, clattering in her heels down the hall. I fell asleep.
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After we sat down to breakfast, Jill filled me in on her call from the night before. “After I talked to Michael, we set up a three-way with Bob. They had no problem with you being who you are. As a matter of fact, they were both very excited to hear that.”

“Really? Just like that?”

“Just like that. It seems girls like you are becoming more and more attractive to men these days. Much more exotic than a regular woman. Can’t get pregnant either.”

“I’d never have guessed. Well, that’s good. So now I guess we go, huh?”

“If Jackie still wants to. This Saturday, for a dinner party. Do you think she’ll want to? She doesn’t have to.”

I ate and thought, then said, “How could Jackie not? I mean, she’s never been able to leave me, and she’s not likely to want to pass up something as exciting for herself and you as this. It’s a no brainer. It has nothing to do with free will at all.”

“It is free will. It’s your choice.”

I nodded. “I know it’s my choice, but I can either fight with myself and try to deny what I am, or just be myself and enjoy what I am. I’m going to be myself—Jackie, that is—for this.”

“Good girl. I’m proud of you. Self-actualization at work. Next item, Michael asked if we were going to dress similar to our bimbo waitress. Want to do something like that? I think it would be fun.”

“I guess. Where can we buy clothes like that?”

“In the mall. On Amazon. Plenty of places.”

“Okay.” I continued to eat my breakfast, thinking about it. It was exciting to think about. I was looking forward to being a slutty, happy bimbo. I grabbed my hair in both hands and lifted it all up in a ponytail on top and said, “What if we did this to our hair so it stuck up like Pebbles on The Flintstones. Would it look okay on me?”

Her eyes widened “Good idea! We can both do that and then the boys will have it to hold on to when we give them BJs, or when they stick it in us. It’ll be perfect for that, and they’ll naturally grab it. We can put a bow at the bottom like little girls. And how about a kind of schoolgirl bimbo? You know, really short plaid skirt with white, lace-top thigh-high stockings and fetish heels?”

“Yeah! And tied crop-tops that let the nipples show through the fabric. I could get a thin push up bra, and mine would show too. You could even wear nooses and a chain necklace attached to them on yours, with no bra.”

“Perfect.” She grabbed a pad off the table and started to make a list. She tapped her pen on the table, looking up and to the right. “Hmm. We need to have some panties with easy access.” She wrote. “And we should both wear butt plugs this week and get as horny as possible.” She wrote then looked up. “And we can take libido enhancers, and then on Saturday, you can take erection pills so you stay hard all the time. Perfect! You’ll look so cute in your schoolgirl skirt with a huge, raging hard-on holding it up. We can even put twenty-four-hour lipstick on the head to make it really bright.”

Jill was absolutely beaming, and it was contagious. I was throbbing in my pants. I went over to her chair and sat on her lap, wrapping my arms around her neck. I kissed her on the lips deeply. “I love you so much, Jill.”

“I love you too, baby. This will be so much fun. See, what you were worried about telling me has turned into a great deal of new and exciting things for us. I’m so glad you told me. We’ll never be bored again.”

“True. Funny how things happen like that. It’s like a meant-to-be kinda thing.”

“It is. Now let’s shower and plug, then try to find the supplies we need for Saturday. We don’t have much time.” 
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The time passed quickly, both of us becoming more and more horny as it passed. We had found everything we needed and tried it all on in a test run. It was perfect. That day, we pumiced, loofah-ed, shaved smooth, slicked our skin with luscious, silky lotion to make it sleek, primped our hair, eyebrows, and makeup. I had long, painted nails that matched my toenails, as did Jill. We were the epitome of slutty schoolgirl bimbos. We even found chokers that said “Slut” in jewels on the front.

We drowned ourselves in pheromone perfume, then looked at ourselves in the mirror together and laughed.

Jill said, “I think we nailed the look. Those bows matching the pink in the skirt really top it off.” Our breasts may as well have been bare the way the tops revealed nipples and cleavage. I stood erect under the skirt with the crotchless panties, and my hard-on lifted the front pleats.

Jill kissed me. “Ready little girl?” She handed me my schoolgirl purse. I slung it across my shoulders. “Ready.” I kissed her lips.

We helped each other down the hallway in our fetish heels, taking tiny steps, clattering to the door. We wore short rain coats over our revealing outfits for the ride.

Jill drove us, since as she pointed out, my rod would keep getting stuck in the spokes of the steering wheel if I drove.

It wasn’t long before we appeared at the top of the steps to Michael’s almost villa-like house. The door opened before us. Bob and Mike were both there, looking incredibly handsome.

“Ladies, welcome,” Mike called out, then hugged and kissed Jill and me in turn, Bob doing the same. “Please, come in and let me take your coats.”

We followed them to the closet, where they helped us take off our coats. I slung my purse back over my shoulder. Bob was stuck staring at my skirt.

“Something wrong, Bob? I asked as I took his arm in my hands.

“Uh no. It’s just… you’re hung!”

“Is that bad?”

“Oh no. Not at all. It’s really hot. Especially with it hard like it is.”

“Good, I’m glad you like it. I took some ED pills so it stays that way. Part of the look. I used some twenty-four-hour lipstick on the head too.” I lifted the skirt so he could see the bright pink tip. “Isn’t it cute? The lipstick was Jill’s idea.”

“Yes. Really nice. Have any more pills? I wouldn’t mind feeling that way too.”

I dug in my purse. Mike said, “Me too if you have enough.”

I gave them the tablets, and they both swallowed them on the spot. This would be an interesting night.

We held their arms as we walked like two bimbos in our fetish heels, my rod flailing just beneath the skirt. The tip brushed the satin lining, sending ripples of pleasure through me. Our heels clicked on the marble floor as we made our way into the parlor.

A gorgeous bar extended along one wall facing floor-to-ceiling windows on the other side of the room. We seated ourselves as Michael went behind it to make drinks. I tucked my rod between my lace-topped thighs and trapped it.

Michael said, “Thanks for coming over, ladies, and congratulations on the perfect bimbo outfits. You two look incredible. There is no man who wouldn’t get an immediate reaction, or should I say, erection, from you two.”

Jill said, “Thanks. It was fun putting it all together. Like the collars?”

Mike smiled as he placed our drinks and looked at them. “Perfect. No minced words there. All transparent and aboveboard.” He turned to me. “And you, young lady. I’m so happy you had the courage to share your secret with us. It makes you even more stunning than you already were.”

Bob put his hand on my shoulder and said, “Yes, very stunning and beautiful. May I kiss your cheek?”

I presented it to him, smiling. He kissed it. It felt wonderful.

Bob put an arm around my shoulders as he raised his drink. “To our new best friends.” We clinked and sipped. Bob slid his hand onto my thigh and caressed my stockinged leg. “You are so sexy, Jackie.” He pressed his hand between my thighs. I opened them and let him grab it. His big hand wrapped around it and squeezed. He whispered in my ear. “So exotic. SO feminine and sexy. The perfect woman.”

I rubbed his crotch, feeling his hardness. “Mmm, thank you, Bob. You’re sexy too.”

Michael and Jill were kissing and fondling each other. We watched them, Bob and I both caressing each other. Then they broke free and Michael said, “Well, well, we better go slow or the night will be done before it begins. Like some oysters, clams, and shrimp?”

We all said yes, and he went behind the bar and took them from the refrigerator, placing them on the bar. We feasted on them, then drank for about an hour. I had a nice little buzz as did the rest of us, and our conversations were animated and fun. The boys were really nice and had great jobs, the likes of which Jill and I would someday be able to obtain when we finished our engineering degrees. We learned about the market and things we would need to know soon.

Michael led us into a sumptuous dining room, where he brought out covered silver trays with Maine lobsters under the lids and corn on the cob. A white Bordeaux wine flowed freely through the meal. We had a light cheesecake for desert followed by espresso and Absinthe drips. Cigars on the patio completed the meal.

I was feeling wonderful beneath the stars, resting my head on Bob’s shoulder, smoking my cigar, and stroking his rod for him as he did mine. Jill was doing the same with Michael while he fingered her slowly. The full moon illuminated us perfectly as we all relaxed and enjoyed the sensations and the world around us.

I lowered my head onto Bob’s lap and took him in my mouth. I savored his pleasure and brought him to the edge, over and over. He held my pigtail on top and pulled me off from time to time so he wouldn’t come too soon.

We stopped from time to time, sipping our drinks and getting a good buzz. When I stood to go to the bathroom, Michael said, “We can go in if everyone is ready. We can go to the bedroom.”

I said, “Sure. Let’s do that. I’ll use the bathroom first.”

“We all should, probably.” Jill said.

Bob and Mike nodded.

We all went. It took some doing for us to get our rods down to pee, but finally it happened, and we were no less hard after. I was ready. Ready for something special with my special boyfriend, and my wife-to-be was just as ready for her boyfriend to take her.

Bob and Michael carried Jill and me upstairs, our arms around their necks as we lay across their strong arms. They placed us gently on a bed with black satin sheets. Jill and I hugged and kissed while they stripped their clothes off their perfect hairless bodies.

I felt Bob’s hands squeezing my ass as he slid next to me. He pressed his hardness between my cheeks and humped against it. I rolled away from Jill, who rolled to Michael and embraced him. I slid to the pillow and raised my bottom, my rod in the air before me. Bob slid between my legs and pressed my knees back by my ears, my feet pointed in my heels above me. I wrapped one arm around his shoulder and pulled him by his ass to me. I guided him into me and he pressed it home. I gasped. “Oh yes, Bob, that’s it. Keep pushing until it’s all the way in.”

He grasped both of my feet and held them back while he drove deeper in to me. I looked into his eyes, seeing the pleasure I was giving him. He grabbed the ponytail on my head and wrapped his hand in it. He tugged it, sending electric current through my scalp. I rolled my eyes, and he began to thrust into me over and over.

I looked to the side to see Jill being filled. Her legs were pressed back, and Michael spread her with each thrust. She rippled with pleasure as his huge rod slid to the bottom and back, glistening in the dim light.

Bob banged me hard and fast, making streams of white pearls fly off my bouncing shaft. He almost came when he decided to take me another way.

He slid off the bed and took me by the hand. He brought us to the other side of the bed and stood me by Jill’s face. She saw me and smiled, reaching her head to get closer. Mike helped her slide over while he continued to pump into her.

I felt Bob as he parted my cheeks and stretched me onto his thick rod. He wrapped his arms around me, holding me fast so I wouldn’t fall off my heels as he shoved it into me. He grabbed my rod in front and stroked it until Jill got close enough to suck it.

Jill sucked, her eyes looking lovingly up at me as Bob pounded me and Michael ravaged her. She came, moaning around me while she did, then began running her tongue around it, looking up at me again. Michael doubled his efforts on Jill, and it appeared he was about to finish.

I turned my head to Bob and said, “Come inside me, baby. I’m ready. Mike and Jill are too. Let’s come together.”

We were a sex machine as we all approached the precipice. Jill and I whimpered, Mike and Bob grunted and shoved, and I felt Bob draw me tight to him. He tugged the pigtail on my head, bit my ear gently, and shoved his thick, long rod all the way into me. His body shook as he filled me with his passion. I shot all of mine into Jill’s hungry mouth as Bob shot all of his into her with his back arched and Jill’s hips pulled tight to him, her feet above her.

We shook and shuddered in our last throes of passion. Bob had to keep us both from falling. He carried me to the other side of the bed, and we fell into an embrace to rest.

My eyes opened, and I felt Jill’s hand grasping mine. “You okay, sweetie? You kind of passed out.”

“I’m good. Just tired. You?”

“Excellent. Sore, but excellent.” She smiled at me, her face next to mine. Bob slept next to me on the outside and Mike on the outside of Jill. Jill snuggled closer to me and wrapped her arm over my neck. “I love you, Jackie.”

“I love you too, Jill. Thanks for helping me find who I am.”

“You’re welcome, honey. Will you still marry me?”

“Of course. You?”

“Of course.”

“So am I marrying Jackie, or Jack?”

“Both, actually. But for dinner parties here, uh, I’ll be Jackie for sure. And maybe sometimes when we go out. And maybe on vacations.” I laughed.

“What about at work? You could interview as Jackie. I’m sure Bob or Mike would hire you.”

“Hmm. I’ll have to think on that. One thing at a time.”

“Right, sweetie. Take it slow.” She laughed, then put her head on my arm. “Goodnight, Jackie.”

“It sure was. Goodnight, Jill.”


If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it, or blog it out. Thanks!

Barb and Thom
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