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    “Hi,” she chimed as she placed a hand on the seat next to me at the bar. “Busy place. You weren't saving this seat, were you?”  
 
    She waited. Her eyes gave me the feeling of love and her skin was like silk. Smiling, she ran her painted, long-nailed fingers through her hair. I heard her thoughts: Cute guy.  
 
    “Uh, no, you can have it. My name’s Lex.” I smiled a flat-lipped smile at her. The girls who came here never wanted guys like me. I wasn’t hunky enough for them, and most of the girls were shallow as hell. Sometimes it hurt to hear what went on in their heads; I couldn’t even take being near them. After my fourth drink, though, the mental chatter always shut off, and I found some relief—but now I was only on my first. At least she called me cute instead of a geek. 
 
    She hung her coat on the back of the chair, slipped her miniskirt under her and sat, then flashed a smile. She swiveled in her seat and crossed her stockinged legs in her high heels. She was gorgeous.  
 
    I waved to the bartender to get his attention, then turned to her. “Can I buy you a drink, uh...”  
 
    “Mitch. I’m sorry. And you’re Lex, right?” She held her hand out to me. I shook it, feeling its softness, and a ripple of warmth ran through my arm. Her eyes met mine. I heard her think, very cute. So cute. Her eyes roamed my body quickly. She thought, Lex could be a girl’s name, Lexi. Her eyes flitted to my oxford shirt. Hmm, a flat-chested girl who dresses like a guy, with an androgynous voice? Maybe.  
 
    “No,” I said, wanting to stop her thoughts in that direction. I was always a nerd, a geek, or they were uncertain if I even was a male. That’s what I get for being born not very masculine, I guess.  
 
    “No what?” Her one eyebrow rose.  
 
    The bartender came over. I said, “So Mitch, let me buy you a drink. What’ll it be?”  
 
    “I’ll have what he’s drinking,” she chirped and touched my hand again. Another ripple of warmth ran through my arm. There was something special about this one. The bartender ran off.  
 
    She held my hand on the bar and gazed into my eyes. She took a deep breath. I heard her think, This one is special… smart, too, I’ll bet. She said, “Thanks for the drink. Why did you say no before?”  
 
    “I’m sorry, Mitch. Just talking to myself. I’m telling myself not to eat pizza tonight. I’ve been doing too many carbs lately.”  
 
    “Ah, I’d have to say I have too. Maybe we should think of something better to eat. Maybe we could eat together.”  
 
    I saw flashes of the different foods she was thinking of as if she were scrolling through a picture menu. I saw plated oysters, sliced raw scallops with white rice, and seaweed salad. “How about some seafood?” I suggested. “I never seem to eat enough of it, and I love raw oysters and nigiri.”  
 
    Her eyes lit up, and she squeezed my hand. “Me too! I was just thinking that. I could go for some nice briny west coast oysters and some buttery scallop nigiri. Wow. Wasn’t that a coincidence?” She flipped her hair over her shoulder. Her drink arrived, and she held it out to me in a toast. “To getting to know each other.”  
 
    I nodded and clinked my glass to hers, smiling at her, then sipped the martini, unable to take my eyes off her. I forced them from her and shifted my focus to the crowd. In my head, the bar was a cacophony of people’s stupid and childish thoughts—prejudices, adolescent attitudes, drama. It was much nicer in her head.  
 
    I put my drink down and clasped her hand on mine and said, “Good. I know just the place. Let’s have these drinks and then we can go. We can Uber so we can enjoy ourselves. I’ll buy.”  
 
    “Sounds great!” She leaned in toward me and landed a kiss on my cheek while her crossed leg slid against mine. Even through my jeans, I could feel her silky stockings as if I were wearing them. I heard voices in peoples’ heads all the time, but I’d never felt what someone felt on their own skin. I could feel emotions, too, but not sensations.  
 
    She patted my hand. “I’m so glad I stopped in here tonight.”  
 
    “Me too.”  
 
    She jumped her seat a bit closer to me, placed my hand on her silky thigh and glided it. I ended up feeling how it felt to her, but on my leg. It was a sensual caress and felt wonderful. I never knew that stroking her leg could feel so good to a woman. I stared, my mouth hanging open, my heart racing.  
 
    Her face changed. “Something wrong, Lex?” She squeezed my hand on her thigh.  
 
    “Uh, no. Just I’ve never meet anyone quite like you.”  
 
    I heard her think, Uh-oh. I’m a nutcase. He thinks something’s wrong. I’m moving too fast. She removed my hand from her leg. 
 
    “No, I mean, you’re very special. In a good way. I like you.”  
 
    The relief filled her face, and she slid my hand on her thigh again, pressing it down and sliding it up to just under the hem of her skirt. “That’s good to hear. You scared me. I’ve never met anyone quite like you either—in a good way. I’ve certainly never met a guy named Lex.”  
 
    “Lex Luthor. The supervillain in the comics.”  
 
    “So, is it short for Alexander?”  
 
    “No. My parents just didn’t like long or formal-sounding names, and they thought it sounded cool. I guess it’s better than Alexander, or Lexi.” I laughed.  
 
    “Lexi. I like Lexi.” I heard her think, He’d make such a pretty Lexi. Her eyes roamed my face, my hair. She ran a hand through it. “You have such pretty hair and long eyelashes.”  
 
    “Thanks.” Great. A girl who feels special as hell to me who wants to turn me into a girl. “Uh, getting hungry? I am.” I tilted my drink back and waved down the bartender for the bill.  
 
    She nodded and sipped.  
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t mean to rush you. Take your time. I have to pay the bill yet. Just want to get things moving.”  
 
    She leaned back in her seat and squeezed my hand on her leg. “I feel good around you, Lex. I can’t place it. Like I’ve known you before. Maybe another life or something. It’s weird.”  
 
    “Another life, huh? Are you into those things?”  
 
    “Well, I did my doctoral thesis on past life regression therapy, and there were many verifiable correlations to previous lives in the patients I studied.”  
 
    “Doctoral thesis?”  
 
    “Yes, I have a doctorate in psychology. I do research and teach at the university.”  
 
    “Really! I teach and do research there too. Surprised we’ve never met before.” I paid the bill.  
 
    “Big school. What do you teach?”  
 
    “The other side of campus, quantum physics. I have a doctorate in physics from MIT. What school did you go to?”  
 
    “Bachelors and masters Ohio State, doctorate from Stanford.”  
 
    “Well, I’m glad you came back to Ohio.”  
 
    “Me too. I missed it. Not to mention I wouldn’t have met you.” She drank down her martini and said, “Ready when you are, doc.”  
 
    I slid off the stool, grabbed her coat off the back of her chair and held it for her. “Okay, doc. Let’s go.”  
 
    As she slid her slim arms into her silky coat, I could feel the lining on my arms. I motioned for her to go first into the lobby so we could get an Uber. She slung her purse on her shoulder, and as they jiggled with each step, I could feel her sizable breasts on my own my chest as if they were mine. I felt powerful, sexy, pretty, feminine... it was weird. Must be how she feels. This was a lot to handle. I had three drinks to go to shut it off... maybe. I’d never felt this before, though, so I didn’t know if it would shut off—or if I really wanted it to.
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    I walked behind Mitch as the maître d’ led us to our table. Her hips swayed under her miniskirt, and I could feel the swish of the fabric against her as she walked. I held her chair as she slid her skirt under her and crossed her legs, sending the feeling across my legs. I seated myself across from her.  
 
    We ordered drinks and some west coast oysters to start. She was leaning toward me, her hands sliding sensually on her legs, sending the caress onto mine as if I wore the stockings and felt her soft hands caressing them. I smiled back at her, nervous about what was happening.  
 
    She crossed her legs and bounced a high-heeled foot while caressing one leg. I crossed my legs and felt all of it. I was becoming very aroused.  
 
    “Something wrong, Lex? You seem distracted.”  
 
    Our drinks arrived, and I lifted mine to her. “To us getting to know each other better.”  
 
    “To us,” she proclaimed.  
 
    We sipped and she put her glass down, placing both of her hands beneath the table where she now caressed her legs with them.  
 
    “Oh god.” I rolled my eyes.  
 
    “What’s wrong, Lex?”  
 
    “I have something to tell you.”  
 
    Uh oh, she thought. He has some deadly malady.  
 
    I shook my head. “No. I’m perfectly healthy.”  
 
    “How did...?”  
 
    “I can hear your thoughts.”  
 
    She gasped and covered her mouth with one hand, reducing the caresses on my leg. “Really? That’s incredible.”  
 
    “Think of something.”  
 
    He’s psychic, came her thought.  
 
    “Yes. Most of the time. They call it a high-degree empath as well.”  
 
    “I’ve heard of that. You can feel other’s feelings too.”  
 
    “Yes, I can.”  
 
    “I’m aware of such things. It must be overwhelming sometimes. Can you shut it off?”  
 
    “Four drinks usually does it.”  
 
    She placed her hand on mine and gazed into my eyes. “You poor thing. Still, it’s incredible. You are special.”  
 
    “Cursed.”  
 
    “Oh no. You should try to develop it. Have you?”  
 
    “It’s pretty darn developed already. Where I focus my attention, on a person, or an area, the information comes. Like that last bar we were at. It was a cacophony of others’ stupid thoughts unless I focused on yours.”  
 
    “Are you a vampire? Like Anne Rice’s Lestat?” She laughed and sipped.  
 
    I chuckled. “No. Nothing so sexy.”  
 
    Our oysters were delivered. She slid a hand back onto her leg and caressed it again.  
 
    I took a deep breath. I looked around and then leaned forward and whispered, “But with you, it’s different. More intense. Somehow, I feel the sensations you feel. Like your hand caressing your leg. I feel the silky stockings and how nicely your hand is caressing your leg. I feel your leg bouncing and arousing you between your legs, the presence of your breasts weighing on your chest. The hardened nipples beneath your bra.” I looked around again and sipped my drink, leaning back in my chair and picking up an oyster.  
 
    “Wow. Does it feel nice?”  
 
    I nodded as I swallowed. “Yes, incredibly so.”  
 
    She caressed her leg, watching me.  
 
    “Please. Stop that for a while. I’m getting too...”  
 
    She laughed. “This is fun!”  
 
    “Maybe for you.”  
 
    “But you get to experience what it feels like to be a woman dressed the way I am without even doing it.”  
 
    “True. A secret crossdresser.”  
 
    “It feels nice though, doesn’t it?”  
 
    “As I said, very.”  
 
    “Then we should dress you up. You’d look really good as a girl. Now I know you heard me thinking that before.”  
 
    “I did. It scares me.”  
 
    “Fear? Why? That shouldn’t be your response. You might like it and want to stay that way.”  
 
    “That’s not scary to you?”  
 
    “No. Not at all. Many males like you present themselves as women—part time and full time. You’d be gorgeous, Lex...as Lexi.” She smiled and leaned across the table, squeezing my hand. “Lexi. It suits you.”  
 
    “Thanks a lot.”  
 
    “Give up your paradigms and explore. You’re a scientist. You can probably even explain why it’s happening. Why you’re psychic and an empath, and why you feel my sensations.” 
 
    “It happens because we all have a consciousness stream and a will stream, and the will stream connects us all. Even Harris Walker discovered that and wrote about it in his book, The Physics of Consciousness. The deeper connection I have with you that I haven’t had with others, though—I’m not so sure about why that’s happening. In any case...it’s still no reason to dress me like a girl.” 
 
    “But there’s no reason not to do it besides your paradigm of having male parts between your legs meaning that you should present as one. Many, many males are realizing this today. It’s not a sickness, not immoral or harmful, and it’s frowned upon only by people with limited cognitive abilities who just follow their tribe. Explore and cast aside your fears.”  
 
    I took a deep breath and nodded. We ate our oysters. I could hear her thinking about what to do with my hair and how to dress me. She caressed her leg and bounced her foot, gazing into my eyes. She looked around, making sure it was okay, and then she squeezed her breast. She looked into my eyes and said, “Feel it—you know you want to. Imagine being feminized and then feeling my feelings too. It’ll be heavenly for you.”  
 
    “Hmm.” I sighed. I looked around and adjusted my hardness in my pants. It was driving me wild. I took her hand. “Okay. Tomorrow’s Saturday. Shall we perform an experiment, doc?”  
 
    Her eyes lit up, and she clapped her hands together like a little girl, quietly, then took my hand in hers. She whispered across the table, “Yes! Now you’re being brave and manly. You’ll see how nice it can be to be the girl inside you... Lexi. You’ll balance your masculine and feminine energies. It’ll be good for you. Tomorrow.” 
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    We ate and I had only one glass of wine with dinner. I let Mitch be in her skin, caress her legs, and be aroused. It wasn’t a bad thing, feeling the sensuality of it and being so excited. I don’t think I’d ever felt so sexy. I immersed myself in conversation with her, and we both indulged in food and drink.  
 
    “I think I’m a hedonist,” Mitch said as she rolled her eyes and sipped a port, then took another bite of the flourless chocolate torte. “Mmm... yes, I know I am. There isn’t any pleasure in life I don’t like. I like to keep all my senses engaged.”  
 
    “I think I’m the same. I’ve never wanted to do drugs other than drinking and occasional smoking, but I love food, wine, bourbons and other liquors, less sweet deserts, and any kind of proteins, veggies, and fruits.”  
 
    She grinned. “And you like indulging in my sensations.” She slid her hand on her thigh ever so sensually and looked around, then slid it farther up and squeezed it.  
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Oh, god.”  
 
    She chuckled. “This is great.”  
 
    “Wanna get going? You’re welcome to stay at my place, if I’m not being too forward by saying that.”  
 
    She winked and clasped my hand across the table. “Forward? I’d think of you as backward if you didn’t want that after this evening. Of course I’m staying over, and we’re going to sleep together tonight, Lex, and then tomorrow I sleep with Lexi. Then we two hedonists will both have the best of both worlds. 
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    Back at my place, we sat on the patio and had another drink. It was my fifth, and I could no longer hear Mitch’s thoughts, but I still felt all of her sensations and the love she was feeling for me. I thought I had finally found someone I could converse with and feel good around. Someone intelligent and open-minded who would make me a better person. The only issue was whether I could live with such a deep connection.  
 
    “It’s official. Drinking does nothing to stem the tide of your sensations.” I ran my hand on her leg and felt myself being caressed. “It’s amazing how good just running a hand on a woman’s silky, stockinged leg can feel to her. Does it really feel so great for you?”  
 
    “Mmm, oh yes, it does. So sensual.”  
 
    She slid her hand onto my lap and rubbed my crotch. “Mind if I take the beast out?”  
 
    “Beast? Hardly. Allow me.” I unzipped my pants and took out my shaved package. She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and stroked it, looking at it in the moonlight. “I like it. Very substantial for someone your size, and everything is shaved and smooth. So silky.”  
 
    “Thanks. I don’t like body hair—not that I have much anyway—so I get rid of it all.”  
 
    “See? That’s a little bit of the Lexi inside you coming out.”  
 
    She took my hand and placed it on her breast beneath her blouse. I squeezed her nipple. I felt it on myself. “Oh god, this is incredible.”  
 
    “Mmm...” She took my hand and slid it under her skirt, slipping aside the panties and urging my fingers into her. “Oh yes... that’s it,” she whispered. “Feel how wet I am for you?”  
 
    “Mmm, and it feels as if I somehow have my fingers in me.” I slipped her velvety hand off my rod. “We need to watch out, or I’ll mess up your skirt.”  
 
    “Okay. Let it rest a little, and then I’ll climb on it, and you can fill me with your pent-up frustration and shoot it all into me.” She kissed me deeply, the sweet scent of her hair filling my nostrils, her tongue dancing with mine, her breast warm and firm in my hand as I rolled her nipple in my fingers and gave myself those sensations.  
 
    Next she decided to slip down and take my hardness into her mouth. I could feel the passion she was feeling for it at the same time she was giving me such wonderful sensations. Her tongue ran around the head, making me twitch, then she looked up at me while she bobbed her head on it. I looked into her eyes and felt how much she was enjoying giving me this pleasure. I never would have guessed a woman would actually enjoy it so much.  
 
    As I watched, my mouth experienced my velvet shaft in it. I understood how good it could be for a woman to do this to a man. I shuddered with the thought that I was enjoying it from her perspective.  
 
    After some time, when neither of us could stand it any longer, she rose, hiked her skirt to her waist, slid her panties aside, and slipped me into her through the cut-out crotch of her pantyhose. I thought I’d died and gone to heaven. I could feel everything she felt along with my own sensations of her tight, hot body, squeezing me inside her.  
 
    I wrapped my arms around her and began to thrust into her repeatedly. I rammed her as hard and deep as I could while she hung on to me and whimpered in my ear. “Oh god, yes, I’m coming, princess.” She shuddered and her body clenched as I grunted and gave one last shove and held it there, moaning and shuddering the same way she was while my shaft pulsed and pumped all my frustrations into her.  
 
    We clung to each other as we caught our breath. I ran a hand through her hair as I softened inside of her. “That was one hell of a first date.”  
 
    “I’ll say. I do think we’re linked by more than just your connection to me. I feel something with you I’ve never felt. I think we may be twin souls with past lives together.”  
 
    I peppered her face with kisses. “If you say so, doc.”  
 
    “I think you were a woman before. I think you’ll connect to it after Lexi is around for a while.”  
 
    Lexi. Could I have been a woman before? “Hmm, we’ll see. Bedtime?”  
 
    “God yes. I’m exhausted.” She slid off me and pulled her skirt down, then held her hand out to me after I’d tucked it all away in my pants. “Come to bed and spoon me, princess.” 
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    I slipped out of bed and showered while Mitch slept. I had made French toast and was frying bacon as she came into the kitchen. She poured some coffee. “I need to go home and shower and change before we go out to find Lexi.”  
 
    “Find Lexi? I thought I was becoming Lexi.”  
 
    She kissed me on the cheek while I flipped the bacon; then she sat at the table and crossed her legs in her heels. “Yes, becoming Lexi. I think you need to feminize as much as possible. How do you feel today? Can you feel my sensations now?”  
 
    “Yes. It was uncanny showering. Then, when I looked into the mirror, my body and face seemed not to be mine. I mean, I felt like you but looked like a guy. My breasts, I felt, were missing. It was a strange out-of-body type of feeling. Like it wasn’t me in the mirror.”  
 
    She nodded. “See? That’s what I mean. So I think we should get your hair done, your ears pierced, fake nails put on, a pedicure, and anything else we can think of to align your image with how you’re feeling.”  
 
    I placed our food on the table and poured us some pomegranate juice. “That sounds a bit much.”  
 
    “But Lex, we don’t have to teach classes and are pretty much off for the summer anyway. Why not take the time to have a vacation and explore this part of you? All those things are reversible.” She dipped her toast into the maple syrup. “Mmm, smells heavenly—nice job.” She popped it in her mouth and rolled her eyes.  
 
    “Thanks.” I ate and watched her eat while I thought about it. Why was this happening to me? Maybe I should just stop seeing her, and it would stop. I heard her thinking as she ate and watched me. He’s full of fear and understandably so. His whole self-image is changing. Maybe I should just not be with him anymore and save him the trauma.  
 
    I shook my head and swallowed my food. I felt her pain as she thought of giving up on me. My eyes started to fill with tears. “No. I thought of that too. That would be worse. We’re somehow meant for each other. There’s no one else for me. Never will be. I can’t lose you just because I’m afraid to explore. Besides, what better person to explore this with than a doctor of psychology. You’ll keep me sane.” I wiped my eyes with my napkin. “We’re doing it. You’re helping me.”  
 
    She smiled, reached across the table and squeezed my hand. “You’ll see, this will all work out fine. You’ll love being Lexi. You’ll make a lovelier girl than the man you are today. You’ll see.” 
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    We drove up the switchback drive to a restored Victorian hidden from the street. Mitch parked her BMW at the foot of the steps, and we climbed the stairs. She let us in.  
 
    “Nice place. You restored it?”  
 
    “It was done when I bought it. I do love it.” She dropped her keys on a Victorian secretary’s desk in the foyer. “It gave me a chill when I first saw it. I had to have it. Follow me.”  
 
    She walked us through, giving me a quick tour. When I saw the dining room, I felt a rush of energy that quickly dissipated. A strange feeling.  
 
    “Something wrong, Lex?”  
 
    “Uh, I think I can see why you bought it. I just had a sense of déjà vu.”  
 
    “Good. It seems to be falling together.” She led me through the house and to her bedroom, which was remodeled and had an en suite bath and walk-in closet. “This was two rooms before they made it into this modern master.” She went into the closet and dug through her racks, selecting clothes and shoes. She placed them on the bed and went to the dresser. She took out a pair of sheer suntan pantyhose and cut a piece of the crotch out, then put panties and a matching padded bra with them on the bed.  
 
    She stood in front of me and gave me a hug and a kiss. “Mmm, soon you’ll be Lexi. Now I’m gonna shower and change. While I’m doing that, I want you to get dressed. Then I’ll do your makeup and we can go.”  
 
    “I didn’t bring any clothes.”  
 
    “You didn’t need to. You’re wearing mine. I can tell we’re the same size, even your feet—another reason this is a meant to be. The universe has conspired to make this easy.”  
 
    “Go out dressed like a girl? I can’t do that.”  
 
    She looked at me and squeezed both of her breasts, smiling. “You’ll feel more in your skin if you do.” She ran her hand over her silky thigh. Now get dressed and you’ll feel better for it, and then we can complete it all at the mall.”  
 
    I did as I was told. It was heavenly to slip into the sheer, silky pantyhose. I pulled my package through the opening she had cut; I slipped some stretchy pink panties with flowers on them over my rigid shaft and tucked it to the side. I figured out how to put on the padded bra and donned it. I slipped a short-sleeved V-neck sweater over my head and slid into the denim miniskirt. The high-heeled wedge shoes fit perfectly. I walked over and looked in the mirror. I throbbed in my panties. Luckily it didn’t show through the skirt.  
 
    Somehow, I felt better than I had looking in the mirror that morning. I played with my hair, letting the ponytail out and arranging it around my shoulders. It was better, but she was right. I needed a new hairstyle, and I needed some makeup.  
 
    I felt her hand on my shoulder. “Very nice. See? A perfect fit.” She turned me to see me from the front. “Need some boobs, though. The padded bra isn’t enough. We can get some gel inserts for you. Then when you feel mine on your chest, it’ll appear they’re real too. How do you feel?”  
 
    “Oddly good. Aroused too. Are you?”  
 
    “I have been, yes. I think it’s coming from me knowing it arouses you. It’s a natural reaction to the women’s clothing for men. It’s so sensual, it does that to a lot of men. Let’s do your makeup and we can go.”  
 
    She tutored me as she did it, and in minutes, my face was convincingly a girl’s. A girl with a crummy haircut. I smiled at myself. “I like it. I do need a haircut and earrings, though. Let’s go. I can’t wait for the finished result. I can’t believe I’m actually looking forward to going to the mall. I usually hate that.”  
 
    Mitch sprayed perfume all over me, and I watched her dress in a similar outfit. She took my wallet and things from my pants and put them in a shoulder purse for me. “Okay, Lexi dear. Let’s go get that girl out all the way.” 
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    The ride in the car was even nicer, feeling the leather against my thighs, my legs crossed and my hands caressing them unconsciously as I looked out the window. I felt Mitch’s hand on mine.  
 
    “Feels wonderful, huh, sweetie?”  
 
    “Wonderful? Yes, and I’d add magnificent, remarkable, euphoric. I feel so alive. So... in my skin.” I kissed her hand and she drove on.  
 
    The mall was fabulous. I had my hair done with highlights and a layered style. It was still to my shoulders, but now it had texture and shape. I loved it. I could always cut it shorter for a male style if I wanted to later.  
 
    I had two piercings put in each ear, and the dangling earrings framed my face nicely even though I had to suffer a bit of pain to do it. It was well worth it. I had to slip my pantyhose off for the pedicure, and they applied long fake nails on my fingers and painted them all a pretty metallic pink. I couldn’t stop looking at them as they dried. I slipped my pantyhose back on in the salon bathroom, and we went into the mall.  
 
    We found silicone gel breast forms and some bras and matching panties to fit them. I paid for it all and wore a set as we left. I felt wonderful as I walked in the heels, and the breasts jiggled on my chest. Now the sensations from Mitch matched what I looked like. She was right. I loved it. It was so much more exciting than being dressed as a guy.  
 
    She smiled at me as we stood outside the spa. “Well, want to go shopping? All girls love to shop.” Her eyes flitted over my face. “You’re lovely and I can tell from the beautiful, plastered-on smile you’re wearing, you’re in heaven.”  
 
    “Oh my god, Mitch. This is heaven. Yes, I want to buy some new clothes. I can’t wait to try them on, and I have this strong urge for really high heels.”  
 
    “That’s my girl. Now let’s get some really sexy clothes for you so we can go out and pick up some hot guys tonight.”  
 
    “What? I don’t want any guys. I’m not gay. I just want you.”  
 
    “Well, you didn’t think to ask if I wanted a guy to play with. Maybe I do so you can feel me with him, and you can have one too. You may as well get used to being a girl, Lexi. I don’t think this is going away.” 
 
    “But Mitch, I don’t want to lose you to some other guy.”  
 
    “Lexi, you’re not a guy you’re a girl, so there can’t be some other guy. But don’t worry. You’re my keeper; the others are just our toys. Now keep that in mind and let’s pick out some really hot clothes for us so you can at least see what it’s like being with a man.”  
 
    “Mitch, no. I’m not gay and I’m afraid.”  
 
    “First off, a girl with a guy isn’t gay, and you’re a girl. Secondly, even if you were a guy, why would you care if you liked it and were gay. You’re stuck in your rut. Don’t be.”  
 
    I stopped thinking about it as soon as we started trying on minidresses and heels. I couldn’t stop finding things I loved to wear. We went home with a car full of things. 
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    We were like two girls getting ready for prom together. We giggled and laughed and tried on different outfits. When we were done, I felt better than I ever had. I couldn’t stop looking at myself in the mirror. My crotchless panties beneath my garter belt allowed my ever-hard shaft to sweep the lining of my V-neck beige chiffon minidress. As I walked, the breasts tugged on my chest, and my hips swayed in my strappy, ultra-high stilettos. My silky black stockings slid on my legs, tugging on the garter belt with each step.  
 
    We walked downstairs together, poured a couple of drinks, and sat at the bar. I focused on the house and tried to feel it. “I feel as if I’d lived here before.”  
 
    Mitch placed her hand on mine. “Maybe you did.” She caressed her leg so I could feel it too.  
 
    “You think? I mean, past lives?”  
 
    “Yes. David Cousins wrote a book about twin souls.” She took out her phone. “Sounds very similar to us. At least you.” She tapped it a few times and then handed it to me. “It’s from his book, A Handbook for Lightworkers.” 
 
    I read the section, finding these things: 
 
    “Fourth-dimensional reality brings the capacity for us all to be telepathic, aware of inner planes… You may feel the heat reflecting in your hands…You may also feel warmth creeping up your body… and your body may become quite hot.” Like meeting and touching Mitch.  
 
    “So a meeting of soulmates only happens to those who are sufficiently developed to maintain and hang onto the high-frequency energy, who have the courage to change, and are karmically ripe within the essence of their soul life… 
 
    “When you do meet a soulmate, you can usually recognize them by the pattern of energy interchange, which is not always love and joy! Sometimes, though, you belong so totally you can swoop in and out of each other’s bodies with no resistance at all... 
 
    “As they eventually get very near to each other, working within physical matter through telepathy, through astral alignment, they will know specifically and on a conscious level what each other is doing.” 
 
    I handed her the phone back. “Wow. He kinda nailed it.”  
 
    “Exactly. That’s why I think we’ve been together before. Maybe even in this house!”  
 
    I took a deep breath and sipped my drink, savoring the taste of it, the feeling of my clothes on my body, Mitch’s sensations running through mine as if I were in her body. the loving energy coming from her. I looked around the house. Colors were vivid, the scent of my perfume multi-layered and rich, my outfit sensual. It was all incredible.  
 
    She slid off the barstool and finished her drink. She slung her purse over her shoulder and handed mine to me. “Let’s go, girl. There’s a whole new world out there waiting for you in our new fourth-dimensional reality.”  
 
    I heard Mitch think, She’s ready now. She’s a girl, and she’ll want men once she experiences pleasing one.  
 
    “I heard that Mitch. No.”  
 
    “You don’t have a choice. You just don’t know it yet. It’s meant to be.” 
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    We had a wonderful dinner together and I had the time of my life, enjoying my new self and my newfound love. When we had finished dessert and espresso, Mitch insisted on paying the bill, and we walked to the car. She drove us off, turning the wrong way out of the parking lot.  
 
    “Your house is the other way.”  
 
    “Of course. Don’t you think I know where I’m going?”  
 
    “Where?”  
 
    “Oh, a fun place.” She drove on. I could tell she was trying not to think of it to give it away, but I could feel her arousal as we got closer and closer. It was a place that always stimulated her sexuality. Of course, I felt what she felt, and it made my heart race. I crossed my legs and unconsciously wrapped my hand around my shaft through the dress and stroked it.  
 
    Mitch laughed. “I see you’re feeling it. Wait until later.”  
 
    I took my hand away. “Oops, sorry. I didn’t even realize I was doing that. Tell me, what is this place?”  
 
    “Don’t feel sorry; keep doing it.” She looked back and forth from me to the road. “Go on, grab it through your dress again.”  
 
    I did. 
 
    “Good, enjoy it. Immerse yourself in all of it.”  
 
    “Okay, I am.” I stroked myself through the dress with one hand and squeezed my breast with the other while I slid one of my legs sensually against the other. “So, this place—why does it make you feel this way?”   
 
    “It’s how it feels. Wonderful. Sometimes a girl just needs to play a little. Like we played last night.”  
 
    I felt her remembering sucking on me and how much she enjoyed it. I also remembered how much I enjoyed it from her perspective. “No, Mitch. I’m not doing that.” I continued to unconsciously stroke myself through the dress.  
 
    “I know you felt me, you felt what I felt when I did it. Wasn’t it great? Now you can do it yourself like the hot girl you are, Lexi. I mean, you’re playing with yourself as we talk, honey. I know you like the idea.”  
 
    I rolled my eyes and stopped caressing myself and looked out the window.  
 
    Then she remembered riding me. And then riding other men, or them with her on her back, making love to her. It was all incredible. “Absolutely not. I don’t even have the right parts for that.”  
 
    “You do. You just never used it that way. Forget that for now and let’s just concentrate on one step at a time. Tonight you must please a man with your mouth, Lexi. You want to. Admit it.”  
 
    I did want to, after experiencing it from Mitch’s viewpoint, but I sure as heck wasn’t admitting it.  
 
    She pulled into the drive and up to the valet, who opened her door. “Hello, Mitch. Welcome back! Always good to see a beloved member.”  
 
    She slid out, straightened her dress down over her hips, and slipped him a tip. “Thank you, James.”  
 
    I exited, and he held the door for me and smiled.  
 
    Mitch took my arm and we climbed the stairs. “What is this place, Mitch?” I asked.  
 
    “It’s a club I belong to. Very discreet.” She grinned. “You’ll like it.” 
 
    A doorman opened the door for us, and we entered through the mansion’s large foyer, out heels clicking on the marble tile. I could feel Mitch’s excitement rushing through me and saw flashes of her thoughts, all involving men. My shaft waved beneath my dress, slipping and sliding against the satin lining. I was rigid as a flagpole. Luckily, the flare of the dress revealed nothing above the thigh of my sexy, sheer black-stockinged legs.  
 
    Mitch led us into a bar and lounge where nicely dressed men and women drank and chatted. She slid onto a barstool and patted the one next to her for me. The cool of the leather pressed on the back of my thigh as I crossed my legs and hung my purse on the purse hook. The bartender greeted us. “Hello, Mitch, good to see you. You haven’t been around lately.” He smiled at me and held his hand out. “I’m Michael. Can I get you a drink?”  
 
    “Hi, Michael. I’m Lexi.”  
 
    “Nice to meet you. Hope you enjoy your first visit and become a member.”  
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    He took our order and ran off. Mitch gazed into my eyes lovingly and I heard her thoughts as her hand caressed my leg. This is a private, discreet club where anyone can have sex with anyone else. Members are all blood-tested regularly, and they’re responsible to bring only clean guests like you. You’ll become a member after tonight.  
 
    My eyes popped open wide. I shook my head and looked around the room. The chatter in my head was more of family type, mixed with caring and business rather than sex or the chaotic, stupid prejudices of the people in the bar where I met Mitch. She let me scan the place. My eyes met those of a handsome young man across the room, and he locked eyes with me and smiled. I heard him think, Wow, I have to meet her.  
 
    I quickly turned to Lexi and whispered in her ear, “It’s starting—a guy thinks I’m hot. Help me, okay? I don’t want this.” Our drinks came; I picked mine up and didn’t turn around. 
 
    I felt a hand on my shoulder. “Excuse me, miss.”  
 
    I sipped my drink. I felt like a deer in the headlights as Mitch took his hand off my shoulder to jump in and save me.  
 
    She held his hand in both of hers. “Peter! So good to see you. I was hoping you’d be here tonight. Let me introduce you to someone you’ll love knowing. This is Lexi.” She put her hand on my shoulder. “Lexi dear, turn around and meet my good friend Peter.” I heard her think to me, You’ll love sucking his, even more than being sucked yourself.   
 
    My heart pounded in my chest. I turned slowly, my legs still crossed and with one hand on my knee. I gave him a flat-lipped smile and put my hand out. “Hello, Peter, nice to meet you.” I couldn’t help glance at his crotch where there was a slight outline of a substantial growing concern. I throbbed involuntarily under my dress. I sipped my drink.  
 
    He took my hand and kissed the back of it. “Hello, Lexi. It’s such a pleasure to meet you. I assume you’re a guest tonight because I haven’t seen you before, and you’re with my good friend, Mitch.”  
 
    “That’s correct. Mitch wanted to show me her club.”  
 
    “Well you have the best guide, because Mitch has intimate knowledge of all the members.” He flashed a gorgeous smile ear to ear. “I know her very well myself. Right, Mitch?”  
 
    Mitch slid off the barstool and wrapped an arm around Peter, pulling him close and kissing him on the lips. I could feel her lust for him. It wasn’t love at all, but pure unbridled lust. She smiled up at him and said, “Right, Peter. But tonight I really think you should get to know Lexi better. I think she’ll really appreciate you. She has the same affinity for savoring the best parts of men as I do. She hasn’t had the opportunity to have one lately, and she’s dying for one. Right, Lexi?”  
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Uh... I... uh...” I throbbed under my dress thinking about it and glanced at his crotch again. He caught me, put his finger under my chin, and looked into my eyes. “I would love nothing more than letting you savor me. I’m flattered to be your choice.”  
 
    “I... uh... I... uh...” I recrossed my legs and tucked myself between my thighs. My arousal was intense, and I could feel how excited Mitch was getting from the thought of me doing this. I gazed at her. I could feel her love for me and heard her think, You’ll love it, Lexi. Peter is a good first one for you. He always has such intense ones, and he has plenty of juice for the reward. Now relax and be a good girl.  
 
    My heart was pounding I looked at handsome Peter. I nodded nervously. “I... uh... I... uh...”  
 
    “Say no more. You shouldn’t be so nervous. Why don’t we go into one of the offices for some privacy? Mitch can be your chaperon.” He held his hand out to me. Mitch slid off her stool, beaming like a proud mother. I took his hand and slid off the barstool. Under my dress I was bobbing uncontrollably from the thrill going through me. The tip flicked the satin fabric and only made it worse. I could tell I was oozing.  
 
    Peter took us, one on each of his arms, and he led us down the hall. I felt Mitch’s excitement and my own, her breasts tugging on my chest, nipples hard, my hips swaying with each short, clicking step in my stilettos. Into an office he took us, then shut and locked the door. I pounded my drink down and placed the glass on the mahogany desk. I looked around the room. I grabbed his hand and led him to a leather couch. “Sit down, Peter.”  
 
    He did. I put a throw pillow on the floor between his legs and knelt on it. I hurriedly reached out and unzipped his pants, anxious to get it free. The perfectly smooth shaft and globes bounded from their gate to stare a one-eyed, wet-holed stare at me.  
 
    The tip glistened invitingly as I wrapped both hands around the thick velvet rod and lowered my head onto it. I flicked it, looking up at him. I made him shudder before removing one hand to tug on his globes while I bobbed my head furiously, looking into his eyes.  
 
    My hair flew about my head; he swept it aside and held my head in both his hands as he gazed into my eyes. I could feel Mitch as she rubbed herself while watching us, and I experienced her sensations. It was stupefyingly good, and I loved looking up at Peter while I venerated every inch of him.  
 
    I worked him ravenously with my mouth, tongue, and both hands, aching for his rewarding release to prove to me how talented I was and how sexy I was to him. Shortly, his hands clenched my head, and he moaned as he held it still in my mouth. The short time it took him seemed forever as my heart raced with anticipation. I felt it swell in my lips as it shot its first voluminous load into my mouth.  
 
    I greedily swallowed each gush while feeling Mitch shudder and shake as she and I finished simultaneously. I spurted gushes under my dress into the lining. I shuddered and slipped off Peter. It shot over my face, hair, and dress in long white streams. I dove back onto it and drank from it until he was done.  
 
    When he finished. I looked into his eyes and just savored it in my mouth, lightly running my tongue around it slowly.  
 
    “Mmm, very nice, Lexi. You’re very passionate about that.”  
 
    I nodded and mumbled around his shaft while looking up at him, still not wanting to let him free. I squeezed his shaft with my one hand and slowly slid my lips over the rest. “Enough, Lexi,” he said. I continued, not wanting to stop. He grasped my hair tightly in a fist and tugged me from it.  
 
    I took a deep breath and stood up. Mitch put her hand on my shoulder and kissed my cheek. “Good girl, Lexi. I’m so proud of you. It was wonderful wasn’t it?”  
 
    I nodded as she wiped my face, hair, and dress with tissues. I looked down at the front of my dress. My secret was safe. Nothing showed. No wet spots. Peter turned my face to him, kissed my lips gently, then said, “It’s been wonderful getting to know you better, Lexi.”  
 
    I nodded. “Yes, Peter, and thank for allowing me the honor of obtaining your reward. It was heavenly.”  
 
    “Anytime. Like a fresh drink?”  
 
    I looked to Mitch. She shrugged. “I don’t know. I think we’ve had a big night tonight, and maybe we should go. Okay, Lexi?”  
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, good idea.”  
 
    Lexi kissed Peter deeply on the lips as she rubbed his crotch, then said, “Next time, Peter, I want that in me while we kiss and you pump your passion into me.”  
 
    “Of course, Mitch. If you’d like to wait a few minutes, we could do that.”  
 
    She smiled. “I know, thanks. But we’ve been very busy girls and need our beauty sleep.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    10 
 
      
 
    I woke in the morning still dressed from the night. I heard the shower running and rolled over, enjoying the satin sheets slipping on my stockinged legs and the feeling of my breasts weighing on my chest. My views on who and what I was were changing. I remembered last night with Peter and pressed my hardness against the silky lining of my dress. I couldn’t resist slowly humping into the bed and remembering how good it was.  
 
    A soft, warm hand slid across my shoulders, and the warm, soft body of Mitch wrapped itself around me. “Mmm, you feel so nice.” I felt her love and bliss inside her. “I want you to make love to me.”  
 
    She slid under me. I pressed into her thigh, my dress between us, and humped her leg. “Mmm, that sounds nice.” I parted her legs and lifted my dress above us. I guided myself to her warm wetness.  
 
    “No, Lexi. Not there. I want it in my bottom.” She scooched her legs back and lifted her bottom.  
 
    “In there? But...”  
 
    “Don’t worry, it’s nice and clean. I put an attachment on the shower and used it to clean it all out. I’m lubed already.” She grabbed my shaft and guided it. She pressed it against it. “Push, honey. Push it in. Fill me with it.”  
 
    I pressed it into the tight orifice. It clenched around me.  
 
    “Mmm, that’s it, baby. Now make love to me.” 
 
    I could feel the same pleasant sensation she felt in myself. I never would have guessed how good it was.  
 
    “Oh god, Mitch. I feel what you feel. And what I feel.” I thrusted slowly and built up speed as she and I reacted to it. It made me want more. I held her legs back and pounded into her, looking into her eyes.  
 
    “That’s it, honey. See how good it is? Maybe Peter could do this to you.”  
 
    The thought made me wild. It was such an intimate bonding of two people. I made love to her while I imagined Peter doing the same to me. “Oh god, Mitch. What’s happening to me?”  
 
    “You’re becoming the beautiful girl you are. Huh, uh, uh, I’m... I’m...” her body shuddered and shook as she came on me. Looking into her eyes, I shoved it deep and held it there as my body shuddered. I felt what she felt and what my shaft felt as it swelled and shrank, over and over, shooting my love and passion deep into her and imagining Peter doing the same to me.  
 
    I collapsed on top of her. She peppered my cheeks with kisses, stroked my hair. “See how good that is? Now don’t you want it too? That bonding, connection, being filled and penetrated while he sends all his energy deep into you?”  
 
    “Oh god, yes. I can’t believe I’m saying that, but I do. So badly.”  
 
    “Good girl. And you shall. I’ll take care of everything. Now go shower, get dressed and made up, and I’ll make us breakfast. Do your toilet routine, and then I want you to use the attachment too.”  
 
    I lifted my head and looked at her. “Do I have to?”  
 
    “You’ll see, it’s not bad. And you’ll feel so good after. Now go. I have to get dressed and make a few calls.” 
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    I did as she asked. I felt blissful and satisfied. Loved. I even enjoyed doing my hair and makeup and seeing my pretty fingernails moving about, using them how a girl would, learning to pick things up differently. It was such a delightfully feminine and enchanting experience.  
 
    I loved seeing my painted toenails as I slid into a pair of silky suntan pantyhose and strappy, flowered, high-wedge heels. I put on my bra and forms and a pair of silky panties, then slipped into a silky, lightweight, flowered V-neck minidress. I decorated myself with earrings and jewelry.  
 
    I stood before the full-length mirror and sprayed perfume all over me, making me smell as pretty as I looked. How could I ever have thought my old male presentation was better than this? I stuffed my matching purse and went downstairs.  
 
    “Hi, sweetie! Isn’t it a lovely day? It feels so wonderful today.” I kissed her cheek as she fried the French toast. I nuzzled her neck. “Mmm, smells wonderful. I’m famished. I love you so much.” Her energy filled me and ran through me. An energy of love and bliss.  
 
    “How was the shower? Did you use the attachment?”  
 
    “Yes, and you were right. It did feel nice and clean after.”  
 
    “Good.” She turned, brought the pan to the table, and put our food on our plates. She put the pan in the sink and held a chair for me. I slid my dress under my thighs, and she pushed the chair in. “Thanks, honey.”  
 
    “No problem. You look so pretty today.” She sat.  
 
    “Thank you. You do too.” She wore a short romper and wedge shoes like mine, her breasts making lovely cleavage visible through the V-neck. Her face glowed across the table.  
 
    Her hand reached out to mine. “I love you too. I’m so proud of you. I knew you had it in you.”  
 
    “Thanks. I feel proud too.” I crossed my silky legs under the table, bounced one foot, and started eating daintily.  
 
    “See, you even move like a girl now. You’re all girl. Not a stitch of maleness left.”  
 
    “I know. It’s disturbing to think of, but at the same time it’s absolutely marvelous.” I tasted the French toast. “Either you’re a better cook than me, or even this French toast tastes special today—more vivid, it smells divine.”  
 
    “That’s because your senses are heightened now that you’re using your feminine side. Males shut down inputs like that without even realizing it. They miss half of life. I’d have thought being the empath you are, though, that you’d have already had those heightened senses.”  
 
    I shook my head. “No, these are physical sensory inputs. Not like the psychic or empathetic ones. I must have been missing it all this time. I feel so alive.”  
 
    “Good. So, I made a few calls. This weekend the club is having a party to celebrate your membership.”  
 
    “My membership? I never joined.”  
 
    “I made you a member. You’re all paid up for a year, and they’re throwing a special party in your honor.”  
 
    “I can’t let people know what I am.”  
 
    “Why? Are you planning on going back to old Lex?”  
 
    My jaw dropped. She was right. I could never go back. “God forbid.”  
 
    “See? Besides, I already told them. It’s part of your profile for the club. Everyone will know, Peter included. As a matter of fact, I spoke to Peter about you, and he’s very interested in bonding with you like you were bonded with me this morning.”  
 
    I raised my eyebrows and finished chewing my food. I covered my mouth with my hand and gasped. “What?”  
 
    “Yes, of course. Why not? Who cares? So what? Why not? You’d be silly to pass it up. You know how good it felt to me. Imagine it’s you, and Peter is inside you.”  
 
    “Oh god, I don’t know.”  
 
    “Yes, you do. I’ll help you to be ready for it. We need to shop for a special outfit for each of us too. I get to celebrate alongside you.”  
 
    “Alongside?”  
 
    “Yes, right alongside. They’re giving me a treat, too, because I found you. I was even thinking...” 
 
    I heard her think it.  
 
    “Really? Do you think we’re ready?”  
 
    “I can’t imagine being readier. I’ve never felt this way about anyone. We could do it at the party. Have you ever felt this way before?  
 
    “No. Never. But I’ve been so self-absorbed, I didn’t even think about us like that, but now that you mention it, I think we should.”  
 
    “Woohoo!” She came over and pulled my seat out, wrapped her arms around my neck, and sat on my lap. She kissed me deeply on the lips, then leaned back and ran her hands through my hair. “I’m so happy.” 
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    Mitch set everything up, and we relaxed for a couple of days, shopping, going to the park, riding bikes. Even in jeans or shorts, with a properly padded panty, of course, to hide it all and look natural, I felt so feminine and pretty.  
 
    We were a happy couple in love. It was a feeling I’d never felt before, and Mitch felt the same. “I think it was meant to be, Lexi. Us, that is.” We held hands as we walked the square in our small town.  
 
    “Could be. It sure is weird the connection we have. I wonder if it will ever dwindle.”  
 
    “I think the connection was to get you back to what you love to be. Your past-life persona. Hey! Why don’t we check out the history of our house’s ownership. Maybe we can find something related. That house felt like a home to me as soon as I entered it. I know you felt something too.”  
 
    “I did. Déjà vu. The government offices are right over there. Let’s look at the title records.”  
 
    We found the right place and pulled the old deeds, writing down the original owners’ names. It was a husband and a wife. We took the names and went to the library to look them up. We found a book on the history of the town, and they were in it.  
 
    “Oh my god. Look at them, Lexi,” Mitch said as she covered her mouth with her hand. “If she had your hairstyle and makeup, she’d look just like you.”  
 
    I stared at the image from the past. I’d swear Mitch was right. If the woman were alive today, we could be twins. My heart raced. I looked closer at the man with her. He was slight of build, short, and very cute as he smiled with his arm around his wife in front of their home—and looking much like Mitch. I felt a rush of energy through me. I leaned back and took a deep breath.  
 
    “What do you think? I think it’s us.”  
 
    “Reincarnation. It’s real. Our energy goes on. Somehow,” Mitch murmured.  
 
    I placed my hand on the image and closed my eyes. “I can feel them. They were feeling in that picture like we do. Except you were my husband.”  
 
    She kissed my cheek. “I knew it. I always felt like a tomboy. I never fit in with the other girls. And see? You’re just finding the you that you loved being, just like we found each other.”  
 
    I nodded and took my phone from my purse. I took a picture of the image. “We have to blow this picture up as much as we can and hang it over the fireplace.”  
 
    “Good idea.”  
 
    We hung out and cuddled in our home, feeling the familiarity of it and now knowing we had been there in our past lives. Then, two days before our wedding-slash-club-party, Mitch decided we should prepare for it.  
 
    We had finished dinner and were relaxing with a drink in the parlor. I couldn’t resist wearing my new pretty dresses and heels, so we were always dressed nicely. After a couple of drinks, while watching videos, Mitch lifted my miniskirt and pulled aside my panties, then dove onto my shaft and took it in her mouth.  
 
    She ministered to it slowly and deliciously. She stopped and took a perfect imitation of a male’s parts from her purse and handed it to me. “Here, this is for you so you can enjoy me enjoying you.” She went back at it. It was heavenly.  
 
    “Oh god, Mitch. Get ready.”  
 
    She stopped and let it bob in the air, staring at it.  
 
    “Hey, I wanted that.”  
 
    “Well, so did I. But we need to build up to our wedding. I want us to be totally horned up for it. So neither of us can finish until then, and we have to do things like this as much as we can.”  
 
    “That’ll be torture.”  
 
    “Yes, sweet, sweet torture.”  
 
    She went onto it again, and I put my toy in my mouth and imagined.  
 
    The next day Mitch upped the process. “Okay, Lexi, bend over.” She stood there holding a pink plug. “We need to get that thing ready for Peter.”  
 
    “Not that too. I’ll be crazy. It’s not fair. I’ll be going nuts, and you’ll just be watching me.”  
 
    “Nope. I’ll be wearing two—one in front and one in back, so I can be just as crazy as you and make you even crazier.” She laughed. “Bend over, little girl.”  
 
    I did, and it slid right in; she pumped it up and turned it on. God, it felt good.  
 
    “Okay. I’ll be right back and then we can go for a walk around the block.”  
 
    I felt her as she placed the plugs inside her and adjusted the vibrations and size. It added to the already huge amount of stimulation, which wasn’t enough to get me over the edge but to just keep me wanting for more.  
 
    Mitch came out and giggled. “Phew. This is going to be torture. Now sit on the bed and lift your skirt.”  
 
    I did, and she took me into her mouth again. I took my toy from my purse and did what she did, enjoying every perspective of it; then we stopped before I could finish.  
 
    We went for a walk, letting the units massage us inside with each step. Then we used our mouths all that night. Plugged again the next day, we tortured ourselves further whenever we could in parking lots, the park, anywhere.  
 
    By the morning of our wedding day, we were both craving relief. 
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    We started the day by adding to our arousal with a leisurely coconut oil and jasmine bubble bath, where we washed and caressed each other. We sunbathed on the patio in our bikinis and heels, drinking iced tea, then ate a lunch of raw oysters and cold crab legs. When it was time to get ready, I was steadily oozing drips from my poor tortured shaft.  
 
    We showered together, did our hair and makeup, then dressed.  
 
    I slid on the sheer, white-lace-top thigh-high stay-ups and ran my fingers down each leg, caressing them and sending ripples of sensation through me, which I felt again when Mitch did hers. I slid the white lace and satin crotchless panties on and arranged them around my bobbing package, which was decorated. A white lace and sheer ruffled garter wrapped around my globes, which were wrapped in sheer white fabric like the stockings, and then wrapped around the shaft, making it look ultra-feminine.  
 
    We slid into our matching white lace and beaded halter-top minidresses with fluffy soft crinoline beneath the skirts, with hems that fell just below our crotches. We cinched each other’s corseted waists while my decorated maleness bobbed happily in the sea of fluffy crinoline under my dress.  
 
    We helped each other with our veils, fixing them to our hair and making them flow over our shoulders. We did our jewelry and sprayed copious amounts of perfume on us to air out to a pleasant whiff of scent that people would smell when we were near.  
 
    We filled our purses, slid on our above-the-elbow, white lace, open-fingertip gloves and held hands, looking into the full-length mirror. We were two gorgeous brides about to marry each other. “We did it, Lexi.”  
 
    “We sure did.”  
 
    “Are you ready?”  
 
    “Very. I want it all. You?”  
 
    “I want it all, times ten.” She laughed. “I think we’ll really be able to enjoy every moment.” She turned and kissed me lightly on the cheek. “I love you, Lexi.”  
 
    “I love you too.”  
 
    She looked at her phone. “Okay, it’s time. Let’s go get married, drilled, stuffed, and filled with all the things we’ve missed all week.”  
 
    “Mmm, I never in my whole life would have thought I’d want anything so much.” 
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    Mitch drove while I held her hand with one hand, caressed my crossed legs with the other, and gazed at her. She was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen in the world. There was no one I felt more love for, no one who looked more beautiful to me.  
 
    She glanced at me and smiled. “You’re so cute. So sexy. So horny too. I can tell.”  
 
    “I’d have to say the same for you.”  
 
    “True.” She laughed.  
 
    We pulled into the club, and the valet took the car. We climbed the stairs, helping each other in our ultra-high stilettos. Peter was at the door to greet us. “The brides are here. Hooray!” He gave us each a hug and a kiss.  
 
    “Yes! We! Are!” Mitch said. “And we’re ready to be wedded and bedded.” She laughed.  
 
    “Wonderful.” He offered us his arms, and we took them as he led us into the ballroom.  
 
    I clung to his strong arm and said, “I can’t wait, Peter.”  
 
    “Good. I can’t either. I think we all need some deep satisfaction tonight. It is a celebration.”  
 
    We entered the ballroom, heels clicking on the hardwood floor, tables set up for dinner. There was a long bar, and music was playing. At the front was a stage and microphone with an arch decorated in flowers and a white carpet leading to it. Peter pointed. “That’s where the JP will marry you two.”  
 
    I said, “Thanks for setting this up, Peter. It’s lovely.”  
 
    “You’re welcome, Lexi. It’s really wonderful to have you as a member now, as well as becoming a committed and happy couple to join us in our club.” He held a seat at the bar for me, then seated Mitch. He sat between us.  
 
    Waiters bore drinks and trays of appetizers around the room for us to enjoy. I sat, legs crossed, facing out to the crowd, bouncing a foot and enjoying the moment. I throbbed in my fluffy crinoline beneath the dress.  
 
    As Peter and I talked, a man looking exactly like Peter approached, smiling. Mitch jumped off her barstool and wrapped her arms around his neck. He lifted her up and gave her a big hug. She yelled, “Paul! So good to see you.”  
 
    “Mmm, you, too, sweet Mitch. Has my brother been taking care of you while I was gone?”  
 
    “Well enough, but I haven’t been coming here much lately. I’d like you to meet someone. She turned him toward me. I smiled at him, Peter’s hand on my leg, and I offered my lace-gloved hand. “I’m Lexi. Mitch and I are getting married tonight.”  
 
    He kissed the back of it. “Congratulations. When Peter told me Mitch was getting hitched, I had to come out and meet her spouse.”  
 
    “Well thanks for coming. You and Peter are twins?”  
 
    “It is noticeable, isn’t it?” He laughed.  
 
    Mitch tugged on his arm. “Hey, come sit with me and let’s catch up on things.”  
 
    He sat, ordered a drink, and put his arm around Mitch while they talked.  
 
    Peter leaned in, put a big hand on my leg, glided it up and down and said, “So you’re not all girl, I hear, though looking at you and how you act and as pretty as you are, I’d never have guessed.”  
 
    I placed my hand on his and made him caress my thigh with it as I said, “Thank you. That’s nice of you to say. I never would have imagined that this is who I am, but I’m convinced now, and I’d never go back.”  
 
    “Wonderful. You shine as Lexi. Do you think you’ll ever get SRS?”  
 
    I covered my mouth. “God, no. I mean, I haven’t thought about it. First, I could never lose my little buddy.” I rubbed it through the dress and smiled. “But... hmm.” I looked up and to the right. “I might want to have some implants to make my body reflect my persona better... if you know what I mean.”  
 
    “Of course. We do have other members here like you, you know. You’ll meet them. You’ll meet everyone eventually.”  
 
    “Really? That would be wonderful. I’d love to know others like me.”  
 
    We drank and chatted until the JP called us to the stage. I held Mitch’s arm with both hands, and we took our vows, exchanged rings, and kissed when it was over. Applause filled the room.  
 
    The wedding march played, and we held each other’s arms as Peter and Paul helped us down the stairs and seated us at a table facing the rest of the room, and then they sat beside us. We raised our glasses and toasted the crowd. I struggled to keep the tears from ruining my mascara as I choked them back. I had never been so filled with joy—it overwhelmed me. Or was I feeling Mitch? Either way, it was marvelous to feel such powerful joy.  
 
    We had a luscious seven-course dinner, danced and danced, then danced some more with one after the another of the club’s members. Between dances, we sipped the drinks being delivered to us. We cut a huge wedding cake and didn’t even mess each other up with it, triggering boos followed by laughter.  
 
    Truly a night to remember for the rest of my life... and it hadn’t ended yet. Some people started to stop by and say goodnight as they left. Others continued to dance and drink. Peter had his arm around me as we sat, our chairs close, his hand on my leg and his breath in my ear as he said, “So, are you ready for me? Are you ready for me to make love to you and fill you with my pent-up desire, sweet Lexi?”  
 
    I nuzzled him and rubbed his thigh, running my hand up to his crotch and teasing his hardness beneath it. “I sure am, honey. I assume Paul will keep Mitch busy?”  
 
    “He will. Don’t worry, there will be plenty for both of you. You’ll see. Just let me know when you’re ready. Mitch told me she was anytime you were.”  
 
    I imagined being made love to by this handsome man, feeling the connection to him while he penetrated my being. I throbbed in my fluffy crinoline. I put my hand on the back of his head, pulled him to me and kissed him deeply on the lips. “I’m very ready for my man to make love to me, Peter.”  
 
    He stood and held my hand. He got Mitch’s attention, and she stood with Paul. Peter said, “Ready to go to the wedding suite? We have it all set up beautifully tonight.”  
 
    “Ready as hell!” Mitch exclaimed.  
 
    Peter laughed, and with his arm around me, he and I led the way to the suite. Through the lobby, up the curved staircase and into a massive bedchamber with a king-sized bed with pink satin sheets and pink satin and lace pillows. Fresh flowers in vases, candles burning, and soft lights created the perfect ambience.  
 
    We entered the room, and Mitch and I sat on the bed. I had a nice buzz and could feel that Mitch did too. The boys took off their tuxes and lay them neatly on chairs while Mitch and I hugged and kissed each other. We felt the men’s hands on us and parted our kiss to wrap ourselves around them and embrace them on the bed.  
 
    Peter was hard and slipping against my thigh as he wrapped his hand around my shaft and stroked it while kissing me. From the corner of my eye, I could see Paul pressing Mitch’s legs back and guiding himself into her. Her eyes rolled back as he pressed it deep, then she turned her head to me and smiled. I felt him enter her and relished the heavenly sensations she felt.  
 
    I winked at her. Peter went behind me and guided himself into my previously lubed hole. He pushed and pressed until it filled me and made me gasp. “Are you okay, Lexi?” he asked as he squeezed my breasts from behind.  
 
    “I’m wonderful. Don’t stop.”  
 
    He thrusted into me on our sides, moving me as he did toward Mitch and Paul, who were on their sides facing each other. Paul held her cheeks spread and drilled it into her over and over while she whimpered. Soon, Peter had us right next to them. He lifted the front of my dress and guided my shaft toward Mitch’s cheeks.  
 
    I helped myself get closer and grabbed both of her breasts in my hands, sending the sensations into me, and I pressed my hips toward her. Peter guided me and held it as I pressed it into her bottom. I felt it in Mitch as I entered her. Peter thrusted slowly and moved all four of us in time, sending wonderful ripples of pleasure through Mitch and me.  
 
    Paul and Mitch kissed while he thrusted into her and I could feel him inside her, pressing on my shaft with each thrust of his thick shaft. I was overwhelmed with sensations. It was as if I were in a dream.  
 
    Peter kissed my neck and began thrusting harder. He moaned in my ear. He wrapped his fingers in my hair like I was a cavewoman and pulled my head back. It felt so good; I did the same to Mitch.  
 
    I hadn’t noticed that others had entered the room. There were girls like me in garter belts, stockings, and heels around the bed, stroking themselves. Two gorgeous ones came to Mitch and me and offered themselves to us. I felt Mitch take one in her mouth, and I couldn’t resist taking one in mine as well. They held our heads and began to thrust into our faces while the others came closer.  
 
    We were surrounded by girls like me, all enjoying our show and caressing our shoulders and legs. Peter grunted and said, “Ready, Lexi? I can’t hold off any longer.”  
 
    I nodded around the shaft in my mouth, and Peter drove deep and hard several times, me going into Mitch and Paul doing the same to her. I felt her sensations as well as my own; Peter shoved it deep and hard and held it there while it swelled and pumped into me. My mouth was flooded with the pulsating one in it, and I unloaded into Mitch, my body shaking violently. I felt warm splashes on my shoulder, face, hair, and legs as the group around us let out a cacophony of whimpers, moans, and grunts and spent themselves on us.  
 
    When all the spasming and shuddering came to a halt, I lay there, swallowing the last rewards from the one in my mouth. I then slid off of it, gasping for air.  
 
    I could feel the pounding of our hearts as we all rested. The room got quiet, and people kissed my cheeks and head and left. It became utterly silent while I shrank inside of Mitch, feeling it both ways. I felt Paul shrinking in her and Peter shrinking in me. Soon, we all fell apart like a broken doll.  
 
    Mitch slid beside me, with Paul next to her, holding her hand. Peter lay on his stomach, facing me and stroking my hair while I looked into Mitch’s eyes, and she stroked my hair. “I love you, Lexi. I’m so happy we’re married now.”  
 
    “Me too.”  
 
    “Do you want to stay as Lexi now?”  
 
    I nodded quickly, gazing into her eyes.  
 
    “Do you want to have your body changed a little to make you more Lexi?”  
 
    I nodded again enthusiastically.  
 
    “Good girl. I knew you’d love this. Do you want to stay a member of this club?” 
 
    A grin came across my face. I laughed.  
 
    “Oh my god, after living a past life with me and taking me through this fourth-dimensional reality, connected as we are, don’t you know? Of course. I want it all. I want it all times ten.”  
 
    She licked a drip from my cheek and wiped another off my brow. “That’s my girl.” She grabbed me beneath the dress and held my limpness gently as she closed her eyes and nuzzled against me.  
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