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“Gene, you look stunning tonight.” My young Pierce Brosnan-lookalike kissed my cheek as we stood in the doorway.

“Thank you. You flatter me as always, Ryker. Just how I like it. A girl loves flattery. Don’t you ever stop.” I slung my purse over my shoulder, closed the door behind me, and took Ryker’s offered elbow with both hands and navigated the marble steps in my favorite new, dainty, non-platform, strappy stilettos with the thinnest five-and-a-quarter-inch heel I ever saw—aerospace titanium was the secret.

“Mmm, you smell so good, princess.” He led me to his BMW750i, which was parked in front of the fountain, and opened my door. “I see the cherubim are able to urinate once more.” He laughed, smiling as I slid the short hem of my dress beneath me and slid onto the cool leather seat. His eyes glanced at my creamy cleavage.

I smiled up at him and said, “Yes, their urologist has solved their problems. I missed the sound of their tinkles for too long.”

He closed the door and climbed in his side. He touched the start button. I pressed the seat memory. It embraced me as I crossed a sheer suntan stockinged leg and glided my right hand on my knee. Ryker took my left hand and kissed the back of it. “Thank you for joining me for dinner on such short notice.”

“It was great timing. A few of my girlfriends had set up a date for us all to go shopping today, so I was able to find these new shoes and dress to wear for you tonight.”

“They are wonderful. I especially like the shoes. You’ll have to wear them to bed tonight, even if only for a while.” He winked.

The car rumbled across the pavers around the fountain and down the switchback drive. When we reached the gates and pulled away from the mansion, the beast of a car pressed me into my seat.

“So, Ryker, how are things?”

“Can’t complain. Business is good. Life is good.” He glanced at me and placed his big hand on my silky leg and squeezed it. “But life is always better when you’re near.”

I put my hand on his and glided his hand across my sheer, expensive, Italian stockings, relishing the sensation it sent through me. “Mmm, and I love when you do that. It makes me feel so sensual sexy and so feminine, having your big hand caressing me like that. I love it when you’re near, too, Ryker.” I leaned on the console and placed my hand on his hard thigh. I slid it slowly from side to side, getting ever closer to his crotch.

He stopped me and held my hand fast. “Sorry, I wouldn’t want to make a mess of my new suit so early in the evening. You know how much you excite me and how easy it is for me to lose control.”

He squeezed my thigh. “Let me just enjoy the feeling of your silky legs while we drive. That and your sheer loveliness will be enough excitement for me for now.” He glided his hand on my leg from my knee to just under the short hem of my silky dress. I bounced one leg over the other.

“I’ve missed you! You make me feel so wonderful, Ryker.”

“Me too.”

I gazed out the window at the rolling hills and countryside. Soon, we were at the restaurant. The maître d’ led us to our usual round booth, facing the garden. Peacocks strutted through it, their plumes bright with color.

I tucked my dress beneath me and slid across the cool leather seat. Ryker slid in next to me, his thigh pressing mine and his big hand resting on my knee. The waiter came over, and we ordered martinis.

I crossed my other leg over his hand, trapping it, and bounced my leg. “So, are you having the duck tonight, dear?”

“Not sure yet. You?”

“Me either.”

We drank and ate, blissful in each other’s company. I always felt the most feminine and beautiful with Ryker around. He seemed to emphasize my feminine charms and I always seemed to have more when I was with him—more charm, more womanly power, more confidence, and much more libido. I was incredibly aroused, thinking of what we would do that night.

There would be plenty of touching and pleasing. My mouth hungered to taste him. I longed for his passionate embrace and to be interconnected to him in such a way that my body would turn into a writhing mass of hungry flesh. He’d reaffirm my femininity with his masculine passion for me.

We indulged in a hedonistic seven-course meal, danced at the club, then drove back to my place.

Ryker led me on his arm up the stairs. I unlocked the door, and my heels clicked across the marble foyer, the short and silky hem of my dress fluttering against my thighs as my breasts tugged on my chest with each step. I preceded Ryker up the curved, double-wide staircase to my bedroom, his eyes watching my bottom swish side to side.

I flicked the lights on and dimmed them to a romantic level.

I had already prepared the bed, so the pink satin sheets were ready for our bodies to slip and slide on. Ryker took off his suit, neatly hanging it on the suit rack on his side of the bed. I slipped out of my dress and laid it in the chair. I tightened the garters of my stockings and adjusted my cleavage. I took the perfume from my purse and sprayed it over my hair and neck.

“Oh god, Gene. Now you’ve done it. That perfume of yours makes me crazy.” He slid his Adonis body onto the bed. I slid across the cool satin sheets and wrapped a stockinged leg over his. We kissed. I reached between his legs. He made me proud to be me. 
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The sun’s rays warmed my face as I drifted in a half sleep. A loud knock came from the window and startled me awake. I sat up in the bed and looked at the window. A bird must have flown into it. I slid across a wet spot on the bed and slipped my new favorite heels on. Wrapping a short pink nightgown around me, I clicked my way across the hardwood floor to the bathroom. I poured a glass of water from the faucet and drank it all down.

I leaned on the counter and stared at myself in the mirror. When would I take action on what I wanted? I was twenty-three years old and could be decisive about anything but this. I’d made millions in setting up porn websites for every manner of interest in the growing trade of transgender porn, crossdressing porn, feminization and countless socially unacceptable male-to-female transformation interests.

I let out a deep sigh as I scratched my face, feeling one of the things that reminded me what I was, not some recurring dream. Don’t fool yourself.

But this was the morning I’d change all of that. I’d finally stop just dreaming of it while I slept and hiding in my mansion just wishing I could feel like my fantasies. This was the day I’d make my dreams come true. At least well enough to be in public as I’d like.

I ran my hands through my long hair and said, “Yes, Gene. You need to be what Ryker loves.”

Ryker had been a part of my fantasy life. I was sure I dreamt of him from watching Pierce Brosnan movies. He always confirmed my femininity. Would I ever find a Ryker out there? Would I ever feel truly feminine and pretty if I didn’t take this strange hobby out of the house? Never. I needed to act today. I was a man of action. I needed to let the woman inside me have access to those traits.

I went downstairs and ate breakfast, lingering in my lingerie while sipping coffee on the patio. I knew I was procrastinating and told myself I was only doing it because it felt so good right then—the stockings and heels, lingerie, the sweet breeze. But I knew it would feel even better when I performed more than a perfunctory feminization on myself.

I slid my hand on my stockings, my shaved legs needing another shave and the light beard on my face just enough to feel. Better yet, I decided to epilate all of my arms, legs, and chest hair and maybe even do some electrolysis on the little facial hair I had—girls are clean and smooth. Okay, Gene, get off your ass, go to the mall, and do what you need to do. 
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The mall was a success. I wore my girl-jeans, heels, a bra filled with silicone breast forms, and a sweater top. I did my makeup as I had so many times before. No one suspected at all that this girl was actually a not-very-tall, not-very-large guy—not the hairstylist, nail technician, ear piercer, or anyone who helped transform me into a closer image of what I loved, a feminine me. To them, I was just a girl with a slightly—very slightly—deeper voice than most girls.

I shopped for more casual dresses and skirts as opposed to my usual, more formal, nighttime clothes that I wore at home. More shoes, jewelry, accessories. Shopping like this was much nicer than shopping as if I were buying gifts for my nonexistent girlfriend or shopping online. It was heaven to be recognized as a girl and not a guy. Why had I waited so long to do this?

Because you’re a guy! the voice in my head yelled. In my mind, I yelled back, So what? Who cares if I’m a guy who likes being feminine and pretty? Where is it written, and who made this rule? Who cares? So what? Why not?

There! I put that voice in its place. I walked proudly in my heels through the mall. I even received pleasant smiles from some of the men I passed. Doors were held for me. I was a girl, and I loved it—so what if there was something special between my legs?

I dragged my new things home and put them away. I took all my guy clothes and moved them into another room. For some reason, I always hid my girl clothes, but now I moved them into my room. Everything was all there together.

I spent the night putting myself through a lot of pain. Epilating is not for the weak-hearted—I was in a cold sweat for most of it. Then I spent some time meticulously removing any facial hair with the electrolysis unit I purchased. By time I was done, it had been a very long day. I slipped into a short satin nightgown and went to sleep.

When I woke in the morning, I remembered my Ryker dream and felt my nightgown. From the wet spot on it, I guessed we had evidently made love once more.

I slid into my high-heeled mules and went down for breakfast. I mused about what the day would bring. I had accomplished what I set out to do yesterday and was right on plan. I felt my chin—nice and smooth yet. No shaving needed anywhere.

I sunbathed naked on the patio for an hour, enjoying the fresh, sweet-smelling air, trying to think of something to do as my feminine Gene in public. I didn’t have a girlfriend; they never went for geeks like me unless they just wanted my money. I didn’t have any guy friends to speak of, and I didn’t work with anyone because I did it all on the internet from home.

I was a damn lonely guy. Uh... girl. I was a girl. Note to self: Don’t call yourself a guy. So, could I have a girlfriend? Maybe. There must be ones who would like to have a girlfriend like me. If I’m a girl, I should find a Ryker, though. But I never thought of myself as gay. Still, the dreams I’d had, the fantasies that made me crazy… all of them had a Ryker in them. Now how the hell would I find one of those, and in waking life, would I be able to do with him what girls do?

Maybe I should just get a cat. I flipped over on my towel. The sun warmed the front of me as a slight breeze took the moisture from my skin and gave me a chill. I imagined what I’d wear today. Soon, I became aroused thinking of how sexy I’d look. Girls, guys… all I knew is I at least had to go out in public so I could have some opportunity. There wasn’t any opportunity being alone in a mansion.

Maybe a dating website? I owned a few. They catered to people like me, or at least not mainstream dating. It was so impersonal, though, and it just didn’t feel right to me. Plus, I’d be on a computer and away from the public.

Maybe I should join a club. Hmm, books, knitting, bicycling, square dancing, trains, planes, chess... No, I hate that stuff. I only like to make money, eat and drink well, and spend money. I was a pretty boring guy, uh... Damn! Girl.

I decided the only thing to do was get cleaned up and go out. I’d start by buying some wines and some food for the freezer. Doing the usual shopping routine for supplies would get me into public and make the task much more interesting than it had been before at least. Yes!

I leapt up from the chaise, grabbed my heels and clothes, and ran inside. Showered, hair done, makeup done, and earrings in, I sat on the bed, cut a piece of the crotch out of my sheer suntan pantyhose, and slid them deliciously on. A pair of pink panties with a matching bra and a cream-colored V-neck minidress with pink flowers on it, and then matching strappy high heels completed my ensemble.

I sprayed myself with perfume and packed a matching purse. After admiring myself in the full-length mirror, I was off, throbbing in my panties with the excitement of going out looking so pretty and sexy.

Both the wine shop and the grocery store were a pleasure to shop in as my feminine self. It felt so much nicer being feminine than my usual male self. The way I walked, the way people smiled at me... I was confident, powerful, sexy, and pretty. Unfortunately, I didn’t find anyone I was interested in.

I put away all the supplies and decided to go out to a bar for dinner. There was a nice bistro in town that had a great chef and interesting food and drink. They were always nice to me when I’d gone there before. I wondered if they would recognize me, though.

I decided to go for a clubbing look. It was a little over the top for the bistro, but I could say I was meeting friends at a club later. I showered, loving seeing my pink pedicure and running my matching long new nails through my hair. The soap felt silky on my hairless skin.

I moussed my hair and fluffed layers into it, creating texture that the highlights emphasized. I did my makeup more dramatically, with swept-back eyeliner and shadow. Then I contoured my face with dark and light tones to make my cheeks and eyes pop. I used a twenty-four-hour lipstick to match my nails and made them luscious with a Cupid’s bow, then topped them with a shiny-pink gloss. I took in my face in in the mirror. I flashed myself a smile of satisfaction and went into my bedroom.

Sitting naked on the bed, I slid a pair of very sheer and shiny suntan lace-top thigh-highs up my legs, relishing the sensuality of them. I slid into pink satin and lace panties and fastened a matching bra around me, then put my arms through the straps. I inserted my silicone gel breast forms and adjusted my cleavage. I was rock-hard in my panties from the sensations.

I stepped into my cream-colored, stretchy V-neck dress with short, flared hem, and slid it up and on. I sat and put on my new titanium-heel stilettos and fastened the ankle strap. I stood, walked to the dresser, and put in two pairs of long, dangling silver earrings. I sprayed perfume under my dress, on my legs, over my hair. I put on my bracelets, rings, and necklace, which rested on my cleavage, drawing the eye to it.

I looked at myself in the mirror. I was hot! I throbbed in my panties and lifted my dress, then put the panties under my shaved balls and dropped the dress. Even standing at full attention, it didn’t show a bit. I walked around the room that way. It was luscious having the silky fabric rubbing against it and not showing.

I loaded my purse with my things and slung it over my shoulder. I headed out to where I’d left my DB11 parked by the fountain. Sliding onto the cool leather seat, I drove off to the bistro.

Would I finally find an end to my loneliness? Would I meet a girl, or my Ryker? If I did, what would I do? Could I tell them the truth? I arrived at the bistro ready for a good stiff drink to calm my racing brain.

I climbed the uneven granite steps while holding the rail and entered the hundred-and-fifty-year-old building on the town square. I took the first seat at the bar by the hostess station. The young girl smiled, said hi, then faced the front again.

A woman bartender I knew came over. “Hi, I’m Courtney.”

Her face showed no sign of recognition. “Hi, Courtney, I’m Gene. Nice to meet you. May I have a lemon-drop martini and a water?”

“Gene. I know a guy named Gene. Nice guy. Gene makes a good girl’s name, too, though. It matches you somehow.”

“Thanks.”

I’ll get your drink.” She took off with my order.

I crossed my legs, locking a heel in the barstool’s rail, and swiveled in the seat, perusing the restaurant’s high tin ceilings and the lack of patrons. It was still very early, though. I hung my purse on the purse hook, tugged the hem of my dress down and smoothed it.

“Here you go, Gene. Need a menu?”

“Not really. I have it memorized.”

She gave me a strange look. “Do I know you?”

“Don’t think so. I looked the menu up online. I know what I want, but I don’t want to order quite yet.”

“Okay.” She smiled, and her eyes flitted around my face. “Enjoy your drink, Gene.”

I grasped the stem of the martini glass with my manicured, long-nailed hands. It looked so pretty, the bright yellow of the drink, white sugar on the rim, and my pink nails holding it with my pinky out. I sipped the sweet and sour concoction and placed it on the bar.

I took my phone out and read the news.

“Hi!” a young woman said as she held the back of the seat next to me. “Mind if I have a drink with you?”

She was gorgeous.

“Hi, sure, please do. I’m Gene.” I held my hand to her. She took it in hers gently. “Jamie.”

“Hi, Jamie.”

She slid onto the seat and crossed her sheer-stockinged legs in their high heels. She smiled at me, then hung her purse on the purse hook. “You look like you’re planning a fun night,” she said. “Very sexy.”

“Thanks.” She ordered her drink. “I’ll have what she’s having. It looks good.”

She turned in her seat toward me, her leg touching mine. She touched my knee with one hand. “You’re dressed up so nicely; you must have a big night planned. So, where are you going out to tonight? I’m new in town.”

“A club… it’s not far. After dinner. Where did you move?”

“I bought the old Rockford mansion.”

“How nice. It’s a marvelous old place. I live not far from it.”

“Really? We must be neighbors.”

Her drink arrived. She toasted, “To being good neighbors and friends.”

We clinked and sipped. Her bright, made-up eyes smiled over the edge of her glass. She daintily flicked her hair back with one finger. A girly girl. I loved girly girls. This could be my lucky night. A new girl in town, and she appeared to be everything I could want in a girl. If I had her for a girlfriend, maybe my Ryker dreams would finally stop. Or would I still fantasize about giving pleasure to a man? Would I not feel feminine enough without a man? 
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“So where did you move from?” I asked Jamie.

“I was on the east coast. I can work from home because it’s an internet-based business, buying things and selling them on Amazon. I wanted to start a new, more relaxed life, so I came here when I saw the area and the Rockford mansion.”

“I take it you’re single?”

“Very. Was never very lucky in love. That’s part of the reason I got these.” She looked around, took my hand and put it on her breast. “Squeeze it. I just got them before I moved.”

“They’re beautiful.” I let it go and sipped my drink, looking at her.

“Thanks! I was always such a flat-chested girl. I thought, I can afford it, so why not? I had cheek, butt, and hip implants and had my lips collagen filled.” She pursed her lips then smiled. “Think a guy would find them inviting?”

I imagined getting a BJ with her luscious thick lips. I was rock-hard under my dress. I pressed it between my legs and rested my hand there. “Absolutely.”

She slid her leg against mine. “But I like girls too. What do you prefer?” She slid her hand on my stockinged thigh as she gazed into my eyes.

“Uh, I haven’t been that lucky in love either. I’m not sure, but you’d make a wonderful girlfriend.”

“I’m so glad you said that!” She squeezed my thigh and leaned in to give me a peck on the lips. She took my hand and placed it on her silky, stockinged thigh. I slid my hand on it gently, caressing it and feeling the slippery stocking. God she was hot. And... she was interested in me!

I moved my empty glass to the end of the bar, and Courtney saw it and pointed. I held a thumb up. Jamie finished hers and slid it to the end, and Courtney did the same for her.

She brought our drinks and Jamie asked for the menu. We chatted and drank, then ate oysters, quail egg shooters, scallop sashimi, and chilled crab legs and finished with a flourless chocolate torte and espressos. I was falling in love with this beautiful, intelligent girl.

“So, are we going clubbing?” her tilted head and thin, raised eyebrows enquired.

“You bet.” We paid our bills and went to the single bathroom separately. I tucked my happy stick away because it would show through the dress when I drove, and I couldn’t let her know I was a freak... at least not so soon.

We left walking arm in arm down the treacherous steps as I held the rail for us both. Our heels clicked down the sidewalk, the fresh breeze fluttering our minidresses around our legs and blowing under mine to cool my raging hard-on beneath it.

“Shall I drive?” I asked.

“My car is right here.” She pointed to a BMW 750i.

“So is mine.” I pressed the fob.

“A DB11? Let’s take yours, honey. That sounds much more fun than my huge beast.”

I opened the door for her, and she carefully slid her dress under her as she sat and slid her long legs around and in. She smiled up at me as I closed her door.

I climbed in and started the car.

“That felt weird, you holding the door for me like a guy would.”

“I’m sorry. I was just being polite.”

“No, I know, but we’re both girls. It just was, well, unconventional, I guess. Your car is lovely.” She leaned on the console, placed her soft hand on my thigh and glided it to my knee and back to just under the hem.  “As are you, Gene.”

“Thanks.” I rested my hand on hers and slid it on me some more. “That feels so nice.”

“I know. I love it too... Both doing it to you, or having you do that to me. It feels so sexy and silky. I love being a girl, don’t you? Guys have it so boring. We get to be sexy and pretty and feminine.”

“Absolutely. There’s nothing that feels better than that.”

“Oh yes there is... Using our feminine allure to steal men’s passion!” she laughed, “and whatever else we can milk from them.”

We arrived at the club, gave the valet some eye candy, and he took the DB away. 
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“Back there,” Jamie said as she dragged me by the hand, our heels clicking across the floor. She slid into the curved booth. “This is perfect. Nice and private. We can indulge in some guys right in this booth.” She grinned.

I slid in next to her, her hand landing on my thigh as I crossed my legs. “I thought you weren’t lucky in love.”

“Love, baby. I haven’t found someone to fall in love with yet. But I’m a connoisseur of men’s private parts. I treasure stimulating them and obtaining their exquisite reward. I’ve impassioned a good variety of such male parts over the years and gotten many favorable responses flung from their spasming shafts. And now with this new body, it should be easier than ever to attract them and make them erupt like Vesuvius for me.” Her eyes were wide with excitement. “Don’t you like doing that?”

“Uh, well, I’ve never done that, really.”

“Oh, honey, you don’t even know what you’re missing.”

We ordered drinks. Jamie told me about the different sizes and shapes attached to the different guys she had played with. “But most guys I’ve met are just not that bright. You know, just kind of typical and boring. They talk about sports, hunting, things I couldn’t care less about.”

She looked away from me and up, smiling. “Hi!” She slid out of the booth. “Sure, you can buy us a drink.” She motioned for him to sit.

He was good-looking. I moved my purse to the other side, and he slid in against me. “Hi. My name is Joe.”

“Joe, huh. Okay, Joe.” I scoffed. He looked nervous and unconfident. Not someone I’d like to have a relationship with for sure. He watched the TV monitor in the air, paying attention to the game until the drinks arrived.

Jamie leaned into him, pressing against his arm, and placing one hand on his lap while she looked into his eyes, holding her drink to toast. “To something more interesting than the game on TV.”

His smile flickered nervously. Jamie sipped her drink and placed it on the table. Both her hands went beneath the tablecloth as she looked into his eyes and unzipped his pants. His eyes went wide, and he nervously looked around the club. “Don’t worry, baby, no one will know. Just sit there, shut up, and let Mommy help you. Look at my tits.”

He locked his gaze on her breasts. “They’re really nice.”

“Imagine sticking this in between them. There ya go. Now you’re getting hard.”

Jamie smiled at me and winked. She grabbed my hand off my knee and wrapped it around his shaft. It was firm and warm, silky and thick. His whole package was shaved and smooth. I couldn’t help stroking his velvety shaft and watching him as he enjoyed it. He put his arms around our shoulders. Jamie leaned across him and said to me, “Slide under the table and suck it, Gene. No one can see with the tablecloths and how dark it is under there.” She handed me her linen napkin. “Kneel on this.”

My eyes went wide. Could I? I looked around. I was hard in my panties, and this guy was nice and hard for me in my hand as I jerked the poor idiot. I was thrilled from getting him so hard.”

“Your hand is so soft—it feels like silk on me. You’re such a sexy woman,” his cracking voice whispered in my ear.

I smiled at him as I jerked him, imagining what it would be like to suck it. I was hard as a rock in my panties and throbbing. He looked and smelled clean enough.

“Go on, Gene, this one’s yours. A gift.”

I looked at the guy, his face showing his pleasure. I licked my lips and smiled.

He nodded nervously. “Please? Go ahead.”

I slid under the table and knelt on the napkin. I grabbed his shaft and tugged it to make him slide down a little so I could reach it better. I stroked it while looking at it in the dim light. I sniffed it. It smelled like his cologne. I flicked an oozing drop from the tip with my tongue. It was salty. I took the head in my lips and flicked it with my tongue. His body twitched. I did it over and over, and his hands squeezed my head and he tried to push it deeper.

I bobbed my head on it and tugged his balls. His hips thrusted lightly, and he continued squeezing my head. I bobbed and ran my tongue around his shaft as fast as I could while squeezing his hard shaft with my lips and hand. He shoved and held it there.

The first gush caught me off guard, and I swallowed frantically while continuing to bob and circle on it. He began thrusting in and out. Shot after shot entered my mouth, and I greedily sucked it all up. Immediately, my own Vesuvius erupted in my panties.

When he was done, I couldn’t stop trying to get more from it, making him squirm and writhe. He tugged it away from me.

He started sliding out of the booth while tucking himself away. By the time I slid back up into my seat, he was gone.

Jamie was laughing. “Poor kid.”

I placed my hand on her thigh. “Yeah, poor kid. Idiot.”

She wiped a drop off my chin and licked it off her finger. “Hmm, a little sweet even. Nice. So, was it good for you the first time?”

I nodded, my legs crossed over my wet panties. “Very good.”

“Good.” She kissed my lips. “Glad you’re happy.” She looked around the club. More people were filing in the door. “Looks like we’ll have plenty more opportunities ahead.”

We had a couple of guys we both jerked in the booth. Then a couple more whom Jamie sucked under the table while I relaxed. The best part was before we left. There were five guys waiting to leave as we were exiting. This group looked a lot classier and smarter than others we had had. Too bad we were leaving.

We walked hand in hand to the door.

“Leaving so soon, ladies?” He was handsome and tall.

Jamie said, “Just getting some fresh air. Like to join us, boys?”

Their eyes lit up.

Jamie led us to a patio with somewhat private areas spread through it. She maneuvered through the maze. We passed a couple with the guy holding the girl’s leg lifted while she hung on his neck and he thrusted under her dress. In another area, a girl was on her knees in front of a guy while he smoked a cigarette.

We found an empty area with plants and padded seats. Jamie took pads off two of the seats and tossed them on the ground. She knelt on them and tugged me down. “Come here, boys, and let me make you feel good.” She held her arms out, smiling.

Needless to say, we both enjoyed five guys between us, sucking one after the other, and the rest jerked while watching. It definitely reinforced our seductiveness to them. My feeling of feminine power was high as I finished off the last guy and came with him at the same time. I had a pair of very soggy panties by the end of that session.

We drove back to the square. I wasn’t sure what to do. I didn’t want Jamie to find out I was an imposter yet. I was afraid of scaring her off. We kissed standing outside the car.

“So, uh, Jamie… It was a great night. Thanks for introducing me to a new culinary delight.”

She laughed. “Anytime, sister.” She didn’t seem to know what to say either.

“May I see you again?”

She nodded quickly. “Please. Yes.” She took her phone out. I told her my number. Her nails clicked as she tapped it in her phone. I answered my phone and entered her in the contacts as she did mine. “Super.”

“So, when is good?” I asked.

“Anytime. Tomorrow would be good.”

“Any ideas on what to do?”

“You can help me get settled. Put things away, stuff like that. If you wouldn’t mind.”

“That’d be great. I’ll call when I’m ready to come over.”

“Super.” She wrapped her arms around me and gave me a big hug, while I hugged her back. Her perfume wafted into my nose. Her hand ran through my hair as she looked into my eyes. “Thank you. I hope it wasn’t too crazy for you. I’m not always so wild, but with you never having done that, I felt obligated to show you how good it is. Sometimes I just like to cuddle.”

“No, really… thanks, I loved it. I love cuddling too, though.”

“Good. Well, be ready to do some work tomorrow. Sleep well, princess. See you then.” She pecked my lips and got in her car.

I stood and watched her wave goodbye. I had found the girl of my dreams, and I couldn’t believe what we had done that night. Could I survive if she left me for a guy? Or if she found out I was a fake? How long could I keep my secret from her? Should I even try to? 
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I woke in the morning humping my satin-covered pillowcase, imagining sucking a guy while Jamie gazed down at me lovingly. I came fiercely. I lay there catching my breath, realizing I had to get moving to go help Jamie.

I tore the sheets off the bed, threw them in the wash, and remade the bed with black satin sheets. I showered, did my morning routine—cleaned out my bottom in the shower, did my hair and makeup, and ate breakfast, taking my usual regimen of libido-enhancing herbs, supplements, and vitamins.

I pulled on a pair of padded-butt-and-hip panties with a camel-toe front and tucked myself in place, then slid on a pair of jeans and strappy, high-wedge shoes. I donned my bra, forms, a pink tank top, and my jewelry, along with some perfume. Packed a purse and was done. I called and let her know I was on the way.

I drove to Jamie’s. The old Rockford mansion was a gorgeous old Victorian, at least twice as large as my house and maybe a good ten thousand square feet. Evidently Jamie’s business was a success. But why did she need something so huge, with all the maintenance and cleaning it would need? Maybe she was planning to hire staff or something.

I climbed the stairs to the front porch and rang the bell beside the tall, keyhole-shaped, carved oak double doors. “Coming!” I heard through the open floor-to-ceiling windows.

She opened the door and gave me a big hug. “I’m so happy you’re here. This house is so empty—I feel like a mouse in it. C’mon in.” Her smile beamed from above her tight tank top, her nipples showing prominently. She turned and led me in, walking in her high wedge heels, her apple bottom wiggling in her short jean shorts.

She gave me a quick tour.

“This is a lot of house for a little girl, Jamie. Are you planning on hiring a whole staff or something?”

“Good question. You see, I’ve been wanting to give back more, be more involved. I always gave at least ten to fifteen percent of my income to help people. I’ve been lucky, but just giving to foundations and things didn’t seem like enough. This house is part of that.”

“A foundation?”

“No, I want to help kids, well… not kids, but young adults who could use it.”

“Nice! You’re a good person.”

“I like to think that.”

“I’d be glad to help with whatever you need. I have plenty of available time. My business is pretty much on autopilot now.

“Nice. Thanks. I’ll let you know.”

We worked, cleaning cabinets, unpacking, dusting, washing, polishing. It was meditative and relaxing to do such mindless tasks for so long. We ate a quick, Door Dashed lunch from the bistro while we worked. At the end of the day I felt accomplished looking at what we had done.

Jamie sat next to me on the leather couch, admiring the finished parlor. She hugged my arm with both her hands, her head on my shoulder. “Thank you so much for helping me with this.” She massaged my thigh. “You’re a good person too.”

I kissed her cheek. “No problem. We aren’t done yet, though. I won’t quit until it’s all done.”

“Thanks. Let me buy you dinner.”

“Uh, dinner sounds nice, but I think I over-indulged in the uh, very rewarding desserts we obtained while clubbing last night. Maybe we shouldn’t go clubbing this time.”

“Aww, oh well, I agree. I’d rather cuddle with you on the couch after. Just us girls. How’s that sound?”

“Sounds good to me. This couch?”

“Sure. Why not? You can sleep with me tonight, and you’ll be ready to start helping first thing in the morning.”

“Okay. Deal.”

But how would I handle tonight? How would I sleep with her and keep my secret?

I looked at my watch. “I better get going and get dressed for dinner. I’ll be back and we can go.” I stood.

She stood and gave me a hug then led me to the door. “See you soon, sweetie.”

“See ya.”

I went home and changed into another sexy minidress and heels. I felt wonderful. Sexy, feminine, pretty, confident. I was so horny for Jamie. I slipped a vibrating plug in my bottom and pumped it up well. It made me think of how much I’d love having Ryker in there. It hummed inside me, silently and deliciously, keeping me rigid in my panties.

I drove to Jamie’s place and climbed the steps. She was sitting on the porch waiting for me.

She stood as I walked toward her, the plug massaging and making me want her even more. How I’d love to make love to a real woman like her, but I’d also love to have Ryker making love to me. She held her arms out, purse hanging on her shoulder. Luscious breasts showed the slightest rise of nipples beneath her halter top. She beamed. “You’re gorgeous, as usual.”

“Thanks. I feel gorgeous tonight. I think it’s because of you. You make me feel so good about myself.” I wrapped my arms around her. “Mmm, you smell good.” I kissed her lips.

“Muh! Hungry?” she asked.

“Very.”

“Want me to drive?”

“Sure, why not? I like that big beast of yours. Reminds me of a fantasy with a guy.” We walked to her car hand in hand, both of us carefully navigating the pavers in our heels.

“Really?”

“Yeah, his name is Ryker.”

“Where did you ever get that name? Do you know a guy named Ryker? It’s pretty unusual.”

“I know. Nope, never knew a Ryker.” Jamie held my door for me. I slid in, slipping the hem of my minidress under me on the cool leather, then hanging my purse on the purse hook by the floor. She closed the heavy door gently, and it pulled itself shut.

She slid in her side and handed me her purse. I put it alongside mine. The engine rumbled to life.

She smiled at me as she went around the circle in front of the house. “So the name just came to you. Hmm, it’s a cool name. I wouldn’t mind meeting a guy named Ryker myself. I’d bet he was hot and handsome as well as smart and rich.”

He was, and with riveting bright blue eyes and jet black hair. Oh yeah, and a really juicy, thick, hard, long...” I laughed.

She grinned. “Of course. What would a fantasy man be without that?” She put her hand out to me, and I grasped it and placed it on my stockinged leg. “Mmm,” she said. “You’re so sexy. I think I’ve fallen in love with you. I was never lucky in love, though, and I thought it would be with a man, but...

I leaned over closer to her. “I think I love you too. Maybe we’re our own lucky matches.”

“Yeah, maybe... and maybe tonight, if you’re in the mood, we can cuddle and then, mmm...”

“Sounds nice,” I said as I thought about it. Would it be worth the risk losing her when she found out what I was? How would I hide it from her? I put the negative thoughts out of my head and squeezed her hand while I looked at the scenery as she raced the beast down the winding road. Maybe, just maybe she’d accept me as the freak I am. Or maybe I should wait a while longer. Shut up, I told myself, just be in the moment and enjoy it! I wriggled in my seat on the plug and bounced a crossed leg, looking out the side window while throbbing in my panties.

We arrived and the valet took the beast away. We were ushered outside into the sweet fresh air of the just-manicured, rolling lawn. We sat on a loveseat overlooking the grounds, and I waved my hand across the scene. “Nice place. I knew about this but never came here. I can’t imagine why I didn’t.”

I crossed my legs as did Jamie, and she placed a hand on my stockinged knee. “It is lovely. And looking at their menu online, I noticed we could eat on a couch with all the tapas and finger foods they have. That’s why I picked it. We can start the cuddling early.”

She gazed lovingly at me as she moved stray hairs off my forehead. I was most definitely in love. I think she was too.

We ordered drinks and took in the splendid grounds, walking by the glass rails bordering the raised patio. The breeze fluttered our dresses deliciously, flirting with almost showing our bottoms. When we returned, our drinks were waiting along with menus for us.

Jamie raised hers to me. “To my new love, Gene. May she always be the girl of my dreams, and may I always be her girl.”

I raised my glass. “May I always be your girl.” Yeah right, I thought. Girl? A fake, masquerading girl.

She flashed a big smile. We clinked our martinis and sipped.

I had to tell her. “Uh, Jamie, there’s something....”

She snuggled her hips next to mine and let her leg slide seductively against mine as she pointed. “There, look... a barred owl. Don’t you love their call?”

“Oh yeah. Nice.” I sipped.

The waiter came over. “Ready for any food, ladies?”

Jamie looked up. “Not yet. In a minute, though—we are very hungry.”

“I’ll be back when you’re ready.”

We perused the menu together pointing and oohing and aahing. I looked back to the waiter, and he came over.

We ordered raw west coast oysters, tiny cherry clams, and scallop sashimi with lemon pepper, cracked crab, split Maine lobster tails, fried shrimp heads, quail egg shooters, and steamed edamame with smoked salt. We split a bottle of white Bordeaux. I was lost in the sensuality of our hedonistic indulgence and so enamored with Jamie that I forgot about my impending predicament and had a wonderful time.

“Seems we have a new place to come to,” Jamie said as she caressed my thigh, adding to the sensual ripples running through my body from the plug, food, drink, and her attention.

“Mmm, yes, my love. For sure. This is nothing less than heavenly.” I sipped my espresso. Jamie called for the bill.

She said, “We have such wonderful lives. Now, even more than ever, as I sit here in heaven with my newfound love and gratitude for all we have, now more than ever I want to give this to others. I want to help those young adults reach their dreams.”

I looked in her eyes. “I’d love to help. So how will you decide who to help? I mean, drug rehab cases? Homeless? What kind of young adults?”

She glanced upward. A man was standing there. Jet-black hair and blue eyes. He looked so familiar. He knelt down, lifting the knee of his black dress-pants and flashing a gorgeous smile at us. I throbbed in my panties. My heart raced in my chest. Jamie squeezed my hand tight and said to him. “Hi, can we help you?”

“Yes, sorry. I’ve been watching you ladies enjoying this wonderful evening and I... I, uh, I don’t know how to say this. I feel like a stalker... Let me start by introducing myself.” He held his hand out to me palm up. I placed my hand gently in his, and he grasped my fingers. “My name is Ryker Hedrell.”

“I’m Gene. Gene Dorsey.” My heart raced, my face flushed.

He kissed the back of my hand and held his hand out to Jamie. She introduced herself, and he did the same with her.

Jamie snuggled closer to me and held my hand tight as it rested on my knee. Her eyes were bright with excitement. She said, “Did you say your name was Ryker?”

“Yes. I know. It’s unusual. It’s German.” His bright eyes flicked between us. “Now, what I was about to say... I feel like a stalker, but I couldn’t help be attracted by you ladies and was wondering if we might all get to know one another better. May I buy you a drink?” He looked at the waiter as he brought our bill to Jamie.

She signed it and gave it back to him.

The waiter glanced at it and smiled. “Thank you very much, ma’am.”

“You’re welcome.” She turned to Ryker. We just finished drinking and dining and were about to leave.”

I bumped her slightly with my hip. “But it’s still early, and it’s so nice out, right, Jamie? Wouldn’t you like to relax some more here with Mr. Hedrell?”

She laughed. “Of course, sweetie. I’d love to.” The breeze picked up, and the now chilly air going up my dress gave me goosebumps. I shivered. Jamie huddled closer to me for warmth.

Ryker smiled. “Maybe we should go inside and have a drink by the fire. It seems to be getting cool, and you ladies don’t have much to keep you warm.”

We stood, put our purses on our shoulders, and he held his elbows to the side for us to grab. “May I?”

We took his strong arms, and he led us, our heels clicking on the tiles into the bar to a leather couch facing the fireplace. “How’s this? Or would you like to sit at the bar?”

“This is perfect, Ryker. Nice and cozy.” Jamie sat and crossed her legs, bouncing a foot. She patted the couch next to her. “Have a seat, Mr. Hedrell.”

He sat as he said, “Please, call me Ryker. You make me sound so old, and I’m only twenty-five.”

I sat next to him, my thigh touching his as I crossed my stockinged legs and bounced a high-heeled foot. “So, Ryker? What made you come here tonight?”

“I come here often. I just never saw you two here before. Are you new in town?”

Jamie explained her situation. Then I said, “In a way, you see, I never dressed up and went out before. I was a home-body and thought I should start going out. That’s how I met Jamie, and now... now I...” I stared at his face. He was definitely the man I’d dreamt of. I wriggled on the plug, sending ripples of sensation, imagining it was him making love to me.

He placed his hand on my knee. “Are you okay, Gene?”

“Uh, yes. I’m fine. It’s just… so strange. I feel I know you.”

“That’s a good sign. Maybe it’s meant to be.” He looked to Jamie.

She winked and placed her hand on his thigh. “You just never know when Prince Charming is coming into your life.” She looked at me and then gave him a light kiss on the lips. “We’re so happy you stopped to talk to us.”

The waiter came by and took our drink order. We chatted, and Jamie was making Ryker feel very relaxed. He leaned toward her and caressed her leg while she held his bicep and gazed into the fire. She whispered something in his ear.

He turned, his eyes flitting over her face. “Really?”

“Is that bad?”

“That’s wonderful.” He patted her hand on his bicep.

I felt left out. If this was a meant-to-be for me, why would she be getting all the attention and trying to take him from me?

I stared at the flames, sipping my drink as the two of them continued their lovey-dovey routine. I stood and took my drink to the fire to gaze into it, standing with a hand on the mantle and one ankle crossing the other. I had lost all my libido, and now the plug was an annoyance. I just wanted to leave.

Jamie came over to me and placed a hand on my shoulder. “Gene, is something wrong? Why aren’t you engaging Ryker?”

“When could I? That’s okay, Jamie. I think I had too much seafood. Can you take me back to my car?”

She turned and looked to Ryker. He smiled. Jamie led us to him. “Seems Gene isn’t feeling too well. I need to take her to her car at my house.”

Ryker stood. He grasped my hand. “You do feel a little warm. Maybe you should go.” He turned to Jamie. “I’d hate to stop our discussion, Jamie. Might we continue it at your place? Maybe Gene can lie down for a bit when we get there, and then she’ll feel better, and then I can get to know her better. I didn’t have a chance this evening.”

Jamie looked to me. I nodded and said, “I’ll see then.”

Jamie nodded. “Okay, sweetie. Let’s go. Ryker, you can follow us.” 
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We were quiet on the way back. Jamie looked concerned, gazing back at me from time to time and asking me if I was okay. She probably didn’t want me to puke in her beast.

When she pulled in the drive, I dug my key from my purse and got out. She came around to hug me. I gave her a wimpy hug. She kissed my forehead. “Come inside. Bring your bag. You were going to stay here tonight, remember? Stay with me in case you get sick. I want to be there for you.” Her eyes showed her concern. I felt like a jerk.

“Uh, no really, I’ll be okay. I’ll be here first thing in the morning, I promise.”

Ryker came over and put his hand on my shoulder. “Are you okay, princess?”

“I’ll be fine.” I gazed into his pools of blue, the moonlight seeming to make them glow. “I just need to get some rest. It’s been a busy day.”

“Well, I hope to see you soon. I feel bad not having gotten to know you yet. Maybe we can get together... the three of us, soon.”

“Sure. Nice meeting you... Ryker.” I felt choked up. It was him, and now he’d take Jamie away from me and I’d be alone again.

I climbed into my car. He put his coat around Jamie’s shoulders and wrapped an arm around her as they walked to the house. I drove off and wiped the tears from my eyes.

At home, I de-plugged, changed into a short nightie, had a drink, and tried to fall asleep. My mind raced as it catastrophized my situation. I tried to find reasons this wasn’t working and what I could do about it. Somewhere in that mess, I fell asleep.

I dreamt of both Jamie and Ryker. We were all in bed together. When I woke, my nightie had a wet spot on it. I tried to remember my dream. I could remember flashes of it. I was sucking a sweet smelling velvet shaft while looking up at Jamie, who was looking down lovingly at me. I felt Ryker as his passion filled me, plunging into my bottom, squeezing my hips, filling me with his release. I put it all out of my mind because now it was only a dream and not likely to be fulfilled. Now it was Jamie and Ryker—and me all alone.

I made breakfast and did my routine, taking my libido pills and hoping I could feel good again. I showered and dressed for working at Jamie’s. I thought Ryker might still be there, so I aimed my sexiest, work-around-the-house look. I looked fine, but I felt like a mundane girl—no libido, no motivation, in an unremarkable world filled with boring things.

I drove my DB unexcitedly through the now dull, winding countryside. The air smelled like pavement instead of sweet greenery like it did before. Even the feel of my high heels on the pedals and the cool leather against my silky thighs gave me no pleasure as they had before.

Ryker’s car was gone. I pulled to the steps and climbed them. Jamie was having coffee on the porch swing. “Hi, sweetie. Feeling better?”

“A little. Just kinda dragging today.”

“You don’t have to help. Just rest. Maybe lie in the sun for a while. That helps energize me sometimes.” She patted the seat.

I sat and placed my purse next to me. She grabbed my face with both hands and kissed my lips. “I love you so much.”

I nodded.

“What’s wrong? Are you angry at me?”

I nodded.

“Why?”

I started to tear up. I hid my face. “I know I shouldn’t be. It only makes sense you and Ryker would be together. I mean you’re a real...”

“Real what? Asshole? Do you think I made love with Ryker last night?”

I nodded.

“Oh, honey.” She wrapped her arm around my shoulder and pulled me to her. “Would it matter if we did? I love you.”

“But you’re a real...”

“Friend?”

I dabbed my eyes and looked into hers. “You are. I think.”

“You said you loved me.”

“I did.”

“Gene, Ryker is very special. I told him about my plan for helping young adults, and as it turns out, he’s in charge of several locations that counsel gender-challenged youth. That’s exactly whom I wanted to help. Males who feel more in their skin as females.”

I was stunned. I stared at her.

She saw my shock and continued. “They have it tough. There should be more help for them. I want to give them a place they can stay while they transition and get reestablished in their new world after their feminization. If they need financial help or help paying for surgeries and so on, I want to help with that. And in a place like this, they’ll be away from all the people who may have caused them problems in the past, and they can start fresh. They won’t have to be in public half-baked so to speak. You know, they can stay here until they look their feminine best. Girls like me.”

My eyes went wide. I couldn’t help but stand to look her over thoroughly.

Jamie shook her head, and a look of disgust came over her face. She scoffed, “That’s what I was afraid of. You think I’m a freak now, don’t you? You thought I was a real...” Her eyes popped open. She stared at me. “You said you thought I was a real... and stopped. Not a real asshole, not a real friend. You said that because you don’t look at yourself as a real girl. Honey! You’re like me, aren’t you?” She hugged me and peppered me with kisses. “I love you even more now.” She started to tear up.

I embraced her and kissed her deeply on the lips. Our tongues danced together. My hand went to her cotton dress and felt for it. She was hard in her panties. Her hand went to mine and wrapped around it. She moaned.

I slid to the porch and knelt in front of her. I had to see it. I lifted her dress and pulled her panties aside. It was gorgeous. I took it and made love to it with my mouth, racing my tongue around the tip and shaft as I bobbed my head, gazing up to find her gazing lovingly at me. It was the scene from my dream! It was her sweet smelling velvet shaft.

She placed her hands on my head and held it, then said, “Oh my god, baby, I love you so much. This is a dream come true.”

It sure was for me. I mumbled around her and nodded, my eyes locked onto hers. Hers went wide.

“I’m gonna come right now.” She squeezed my head tight as she thrusted in short thrusts through my fist and shot her creamy load, one gush after another into me. I swallowed it all down, loving the taste and the passion she gave me. I came in my panties, my body shuddering.

When we both caught our breath, I sat back on the swing. She kissed my lips lightly. “I love you. See? Now what do you think Ryker wants for a girl?”

“Someone he can have a baby with.”

Well, the reason he’s so good with male-to-female transsexuals is that he has a soft spot for them. He doesn’t have a girl. He’s uncomfortable with genetic girls. He always had leanings toward them but never felt at ease with them. He’s met many beautiful transitioned girls but never fallen in love. Somehow, I think the three of us are meant for each other.” Her eyes were bright with excitement. “See, the universe conspires to help us achieve our dream. Cross-dreams or not.”

“Oh my god!. Makes sense now. All my dreams make sense.”

She ran her hand softly over my hair. I smiled at her and kissed her cheek. “I do love you. I was so worried.”

“Well, now you don’t need to be. Ryker invited us to his place tomorrow night. When he knows what you are, he’s gonna go crazy. I already told him what I was, and that’s how we started the conversation about my philanthropy and why you were left out for a while. Should we surprise him, or should we tell him?”

“Hmm.” I laughed. “Let’s think about it while we work.”

“Good idea. And tonight, like we planned for last night, I want you to myself, girl. Deal?”

“Deal.”

We cleaned the master bedroom thoroughly. Walls, crown molding. It all just needed cleaning. The entire mansion had been renovated some years before. All the bedrooms had an en suite, and all were light colors—feminine, actually quite pretty. When we finished for the day, we went onto the porch-swing and had an iced tea.

“So, I have another place we can go to tonight. It’s not outdoors, though—is that okay?”

“Sure honey. Anything you want.”

“Good, it has nice private, curved booths we can snuggle in. Now, I have to ask you. Have you ever used a butt plug?”

I nodded sheepishly.

“Good. Do you like them?”

I laughed. “Love them.”

“Good. Wear one tonight. I want you to be able to take Ryker tomorrow night. I’m wearing one too. He’s pretty large, and I wouldn’t want us to rip open.” She laughed. She saw the look of confusion on my face. “I’m sorry, I bet you thought Ryker would be all yours. He can be.”

“Oh no. I wouldn’t want to deny you a Ryker! That would be selfish. You just caught me off guard.”

“Really? I don’t want to hurt you. I love you.”

“No, let’s put together a plan for what to do with him tomorrow, how to dress, what to do and things like that. We can do that over dinner tonight. I want it to be special.”

“Me too. Okay.”

She stood and lent me her hand to get up. We hugged. “I’ll pack a little bag for tonight and with tomorrow’s clothes, change into something cute for dinner, and be right back.”

“I’ll make reservations and get dressed and plugged.”

“Right. That too.” I laughed and floated down the stairs.

The air was sweet, the sky was a Disney blue, and the birds sang. I rocketed the DB’s twelve cylinders and around six hundred horses out of the drive to fly around the gorgeous, tree-lined roads leading to my new and wonderful life ahead. I throbbed in my panties thinking about tonight as I cranked up Queen’s song “Killer Queen,” and I sang along, completely and totally high on life.

“...Caviar and cigarettes

Well versed in etiquette

Extraordinarily nice

She's a killer, Queeeeeen...

...Dynamite with a laser beam

Guaranteed to blow your mind

Anytime...”
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I dashed into the house and yelled to Alexa to play the Queen Platinum album at a volume of ten. I continued my flight through the house and into the shower as the music filled me.

I danced in the shower to the tunes as I washed my hair.

Hair done and makeup applied, I inserted the plug with fresh lithium batteries in it. Dancing to the tunes when I could, I put on a somewhat conservative but still rather revealing black chiffon minidress with a halter top. The sheer black crop-top revealed  creamy cleavage with my silicone gel forms. Beneath the dress were sheer black stockings attached to garters on a black satin corset with a built-in bra. The crotchless panties allowed me to rub the tip of my now ever-hard rod against the satin lining of the flared-hem dress. Sky-high strappy black heels, jewelry, and perfume, and I packed a small bag and my purse and raced back to Jamie’s.

I asked her to drive, and it didn’t take me long to slink my head over to her side and dine on her rod on the way to dinner. When I had obtained my extracted reward, I sat back and cracked the window. I took a pack of cigarettes from my purse.

“You smoke?”

“Sometimes. I was listening to ‘Killer Queen’ on the way home, and there was a line about caviar and cigarettes.” I lit up and blew the smoke out the window. “Power of suggestion worked, I guess, because I want caviar tonight too.” I laughed. I showed the smoke to her. “You mind?”

“Not a bit, sweetie. Hey Siri, play ‘Killer Queen.’” She laughed as it came over the speakers, and she blasted it while we bobbed our heads and slapped our thighs to it.

We ate caviar and rice crackers, then Russian oysters, which were caviar and sour cream on raw oysters, then we split a baked and crab-stuffed Maine lobster—all the while caressing, touching, and basically having delightful but discreet foreplay during our delectable dinner.

We were both on the edge as Jamie paid our bill, and we ran off like two zestful teenage lovers on the way to losing their virginity together.

I snuggled over to the console as close as I could, my hand reaching under her dress, feeling her velvet shaft, caressing it slowly and gently as she drove. I gazed at her beautiful face. It was so wonderful to have Jamie, a girl like me, as someone to love and to love me back.

I was wriggling on my bottom, my thick plug vibrating away, my legs sliding sensually against one another, while I throbbed under my dress. My body tingled with anticipation as I stroked her slowly and ran my thumb over her oozing tip.

“Oh god, Gene. I wish this car could fly.”

“Don’t hurry, sweetie. Let’s make it last. Just enjoy the sensations and let me love you.”

Back at her house, we parked in front and ran up the stairs. Jamie tugged me along the hall, our heels clattering as we ran. Into her bedroom, she flipped the coverings back and slid onto the satin sheets, her arms open to me. “Come, my love, make love to me.”

We embraced and kissed deeply, our perfumes mingled around us, our stockinged legs sliding deliciously against one another, our turgid shafts humping each other’s thighs slowly.

Jamie’s hand squeezed my breast. “Mmm, these feel so nice. Are they like mine?”

I squeezed her breast. “No, yours are nicer. These are just silicone forms in my bra.” I slid my hand in her dress and pinched her nipple.

“Oh, that feels nice,” she whispered. She arched her back and pressed into my leg, humping it. Her breath became choppy from her elevated arousal. “Why haven’t you had them done, sweetie?”

“I wasn’t ready yet.”

“Well, when you are, I’ll give you the name of the doctor I used. Huh, uh, god, honey, and you can do all of it at once, if you want. He’s wonderful, and he’s the one I’ll recommend to the girls who stay here.”

“Thanks. I’m ready to do it all now. Now that I’ve lived this way for a while, I never want to be a boy again.”

“You don’t even need to take hormones if you don’t want to. I didn’t.” She peppered my cheek with kisses then gazed at me. “You’re already so much more girl than boy. So lovely.” She ran her hand through my hair.

I rolled her onto her back. She removed her plug and put it aside. She pulled her legs back for me, her toes pointed in her heels. I guided my shaft forward and pressed it on her tight, lubed hole. I wrapped my hands around her silky, stockinged thighs and pressed them back as I pressed the tip against her hot hole.

“Oh yes, honey, that’s it—push, princess.”

I pushed it in slowly, looking into her gorgeous eyes that went wide when I went deep, spreading her open. She gasped.

“Is it okay?” I asked.

She nodded biting her lip. She reached for my bottom with both hands and pulled me to her. “Mmm, it’s divine. I feel as if I’m a part of you now.” She reached between my cheeks and pressed my plug into me harder. I began to thrust into her slowly. “Imagine Ryker inside you, his passion for you driving him into you over and over.” She pressed and released my plug over and over in time with my thrusts.

One hand reached up and touched my cheek. “That’s it, princess, shove that sissy thing into me faster and harder. Make me erupt from it. I’m right there.”

I looked down to see her pretty rod flailing in the air, drips flying off of it. “God, Jamie, I’m ready. Let’s come together, lover.”

I pummeled her to the bed; she pressed on my plug. “Yes, Ryker’s coming inside of you now, Gene. I’m coming.”

I looked down as she shot her cream all over her dress and stockings while her shaft spun around from my thrusting, white streams flying from it. I came savagely inside her, ramming it in and holding it there, my body shuddering and shaking uncontrollably, her legs spasming in the air as she cried out in whimpers. Our eyes locked on one another.

When I had deposited all my pent-up come and passion into her sweet receptacle, we both stopped twitching and jerking. I collapsed in her embrace, and she wrapped her legs around me, holding me tight inside her. We kissed deeply.

She stroked my face with her fingers. “That was wonderful, love.” She squeezed me with her legs.

I pushed my softening shaft into her to try to keep it there, my placeholder for Ryker still vibrating inside of me. “Mmm, luscious, my whole body feels like a sexual organ.”

“Imagine tomorrow with Ryker inside you and you inside me. How good will that be?”

“God, yes. Do you think it’ll really happen?”

“I have a feeling it can’t not happen.”

I drifted off into a blissful, dream-filled sleep in my love’s arms. 
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Jamie was alongside of me, both our hands working on Ryker’s rigid shaft while taking turns savoring it. I bobbed my head on it, and it felt as if I were doing it to myself. I ran my tongue around the tip and made myself twitch. Then, just as I was about to come, I felt the cool air on it, and Ryker flooded my mouth. He squeezed my head tightly, and I swallowed voraciously to keep up. When he finished, he caressed my head and withdrew.

I opened my eyes and looked up.

“Hi, sweetie. That was an awfully nice way to start the day. Sorry I didn’t let you finish,” Jamie said.

“What happened? I thought I was dreaming. I thought you were Ryker.”

She laughed. “I thought so. I saw you dreaming and thought to myself, I’ll bet she’s dreaming of Ryker. I wonder if I can help her along. So I sixty-nined with you until you were ready to come, and I stopped and came. Was it nice?”

I sat up, still rigid, and stroked myself. “It was, but why didn’t you let me finish?”

“I want you to be as horny as possible for tonight. I want you to be a wild, lust-filled slut.” She took my hand away from stroking myself.

“Hey!”

“No, you know it will be better if you wait. You can edge today, but no release until Ryker releases it for you, the way you did it for me last night—a release only from penetration. It’s heavenly.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “C’mon, I’ll make you breakfast, and we can relax today. No work, just getting ready for tonight.” She held her hand out to me.

I made us coffee, then helped Jamie cook. It felt as if we were a couple who’d been married forever. I wrapped my arms around her from behind and lifted her dress. I slid my rigid shaft between her cheeks and kissed her neck.

She reached her hand back to my head while flipping the bacon. “Careful, sweetie. To the edge only.”

“Yes dear.” I thrusted between her cheeks several times, and just as I was about to explode, I pulled back and let it throb in the air and ooze just a drop. “God, Jamie, you’re driving me nuts.”

“Good. Fill those nuts with pent-up gifts for later.” She laughed.

We ate, bathed together in a large jetted tub in her master bath, caressing and loofah-ing each other, pumicing each other’s feet and hands, bringing each other to the edge over and over. We came out of the bath, our skin like prunes, then worked a silky lotion on each other that dried to leave a super slick feel to our skin.

Naked, we went to lie on the bed for a while. We slid onto the satin sheets and sixty-nined each other, bringing each other to the edge over and over some more. After some time, we both needed a break, or we wouldn’t be able to stop the inevitable.

We slid on bathing suits and high heels and ate lunch, then minced our way onto the patio to sun ourselves and drink iced tea.

“Heaven, that’s what this is,” I said. “When are we expected at Ryker’s, and how far is it?” The sun baked my body, Jamie holding my hand on the chaise next to me.

“We should leave by five thirty. It’s about twenty minutes to his place, I’d guess.”

I squeezed her hand. “Good. I need to allow time to go home and change.”

“You can check out some of my things. I’m sure they’ll fit.”

“Okay.”

We bathed in the sun for an hour, dozing on and off, then went inside to pick out our clothes for the evening’s event. I’d had my first ever love-making event with my new girlfriend, and now I was to have one with the handsome man of my dreams. I wanted to be what Jamie had said she wanted me to be.

I looked through her clothes. I didn’t know if I had anything at home that would be what I wanted. “What do you think I should wear, Jamie? I want to be the wild, most lust-filled slut you said I should be. I mean, I am one anyway, and especially today, not coming and edging, and with all the libido enhancers I take, and this is who I like to feel like. But what clothes would be best?”

She looked through some things.

“I want to feel super feminine and yet slutty too.” I flipped though her closet.

Jamie came over with something. “How’s this? I wore it for a fundraiser.” She held it out. It was very short. “If you don’t wear any panties, though, it’ll pop right out from under the hem.” She laughed. “I think I have matching crotchless panties I bought to go with it.” She grinned. “Feel like taking that rod fishing tonight?”

I held it and thought about it. “Do you think that would be too brazen?” I fingered the pink ruffles of the short hem. “They’re nice and soft.”

“It would get things off to a flying start, wouldn’t it? I know Ryker will want you. I love it. I have a short black one similar to it that I can wear, and I’ll cast my bait too, if you want.” She laughed. “I also have some interesting accessories we could wear. C’mon, be a brave girl. We can take some E.D. pills to be sure and keep them really hard all the time.”

I looked at her excited eyes, her head nodding quickly. “Please? Let’s do it! It’ll be fun!”

I imagined the image of us walking into Ryker’s home dressed like that. It made me hard thinking about it. “Yeah! Let’s do it!”

We rinsed off in the shower and reapplied the silky lotion to each other, making our skin like silk when it dried. We did each other’s shafts, bringing us to the edge again, then took our E.D. pills.

I slid into sheer pink lace-top thigh-highs and the pink lace crotchless panties, then slid the dress up and tied the halter top. I slid my silicone gel-form breasts into it and adjusted my cleavage. The dress fit perfectly and made great cleavage. My rigid shaft stuck out of the soft pink lace ruffles of the dress like a bird out of a tree. I slid on strappy pink fetish heels and made my way in tiny steps to the mirror, my breasts tugging and my rod bouncing before me. I looked in the mirror. “Jamie, what do you think? It looks a little, uh, a little rude, I mean, kind of masculine.”

She slid into her black ruffled dress like mine, tied the halter top then tugged her hard-nippled breasts out so they were free. She came over by me, put her hand on my shoulder and gazed at it. “Hmm, it doesn’t look feminine at all. I have the same problem. I never wore these dresses without a good tight panty before. Let me think about it.”

She dropped to her knees and sucked it, looking up at me.

I laughed. “Careful.”

She nodded.

She slurped off it just as I was getting close. “I know what they need. She stood and ran out to another room. She dug in boxes and came back. “Ribbons. Lots of ribbons.”

She knelt down and carefully tied pink lace ribbons over the top of my shaft and under my globes and tugged it snug so they lifted up firm, then she wrapped the ribbon around my globes making them tight in the sacks, then back over the top and tied a bow. She adjusted the lace over my balls making it cover them like a little skirt. “There, she’s so cute. Now wait.”

She ran into the bathroom and took a hot-pink twenty-four-hour lipstick and painted the head of it. “There.” She stood back and looked at it, holding her chin. “Hmm.”

She went back to the other room and came back and knelt down. She wrapped a wide, stretchy, pink-lace ribbon around the entire shaft and tied a bow on top. “There! All pretty.” She admired her work. It jumped up and down in the air. “It seems you like it, huh?”

“It’s cute now. Feminine. No indication of masculinity at all.”

“Exactly. Perfect. I’ll do mine in black that way with red lipstick.”

We finished dressing. Jamie put on nipple nooses with a necklace attached between them that draped over her breasts. We were the ultimate sluts, ready to please and be pleased. We were both breathing heavily from the thrill of it all.

“One more thing,” Jamie said as she held black and pink feathers. “Plugs.” She lubed mine and handed it to me. It was a small plug meant only for decoration, and it had a spring-loaded piece that was wrapped in pink feathers. I slid it in, and it stuck out from under the hem of the dress like a bird’s tail. “Cute!” I wiggled my bottom and swished it around. “Love it!”

She wagged hers, showing me and laughing. “Me too.”

“I need a smoke,” I said as I kissed her red lips.

“Good idea.” She looked at her watch. “Then we have to go. I have raincoats we can wear in case we have to get out of the car in public for some reason.”

We packed our purses and went onto the patio to smoke. We both stood there admiring each other and ourselves. Our decorated and feminized male parts jumped up and down by themselves, rigid as tree branches as we smoked. It was as if they had a brain of their own and were trying to get things moving for themselves.

I hoped this would go well tonight. I hoped Ryker wouldn’t think we were crazy. I remembered my dreams of him. It had to go like the dreams… everything had so far. 
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We arrived at a house in the suburbs. People were mowing their lawns and working in their gardens; kids were playing on the street. “Pretty conservative neighborhood. Good thing we wore these coats.”

Jamie laughed. Yeah, when I saw the suburb on the map, I thought it might be like this. Hope his neighbors aren’t too friendly.”

I pulled the DB up to the garage, and we climbed out. A neighbor waved, and we waved back, holding each other’s arms as we walked as unobtrusively as possible in our fetish heels to the front door. When Ryker opened it, we pushed him aside and dashed in.

“What’s the matter? Someone chasing you?”

I shook my head. “No, we just attract a lot of attention here. A DB11 and two sluts in raincoats and fetish heels coming to your door isn’t like the Jehovah’s Witnesses going door to door. People notice.”

He put his hand on my shoulder and looked into my eyes. “Not to worry, girls. I don’t hang out with my conservative neighbors, and they don’t visit. I have a nice private back yard too.” He kissed the backs of our hands. “Let me take your coats, and we can go onto the patio.”

He took them and hung them in the closet. He turned back as we stood arm in arm, smiling at him mischievously, our decorated rods jumping up and down by themselves. His eyes lit up. “Wow, you girls are hung and hard, how nice! And I love the way they’re so feminized. Lovely, like you two.”

We turned to show Ryker our backsides and wiggled them for him, making the feathers swish.

He laughed “I love it! A very bold way to attend a dinner party at someone’s house. I think I’ll enjoy your company very much. Nothing conservative about you two. Come... please.” He held his arms out for us.

I grabbed his arm. “Oh, we plan to. We definitely plan to, Ryker. Of course, I’m leaving it up to you to accomplish that for me, and you can’t disturb any of my decorations doing so.”

He laughed. “Oh my, Gene. Such pressure you put me under. However, I’m ambitious—I’ll take on your challenge.” He led us to the back. We walked in tiny steps, hanging on to his arm, our pretty pickles dancing as we walked, Jamie’s nipple chains swinging and her breasts bouncing, my breasts tugging on my chest. Our feathered plugs floated and swished behind us, gently massaging our insides.

He held the slider open for us, and we stepped onto the patio, looking around. It was private with a six-foot fence and no view in from outside. He motioned to a covered swing in the shade by a fire-pit with side-tables and a coffee-table before it, where a frosty pitcher sat on a tray with martini glasses. “I took the liberty of making Goose martinis for you girls. If you’d prefer something else, I’d be glad to get it.”

We looked at each other. Jamie shrugged and smiled. I said, “Those will be perfect.”

We sat at either end of the swing, and Ryker poured the drinks, handed them to us, then sat between us with his. We faced out to the garden off the patio. I crossed my legs, the sheer fabric of the pink stockings slipping deliciously on them. We held our drinks up to toast. Ryker said, “To a long, productive, and loving relationship for us.” We all clinked and sipped.

I rested the drink on my knee, my rod sticking up and dancing on its own from time to time. Ryker looked back and forth between our displays. “So, are you girls always so hard? I mean, it’s lovely, but unusual for anyone.”

“We took E.D. pills before we left. Want one?”

“That’s a very good idea. Why not maximize one’s pleasure, as long, as much, and as hard as possible? Do you have any more with you?”

“Thought you might ask,” Jamie said and took one out of her purse. He took it and swallowed it. He rested a hand on my leg. I wonder if you girls wouldn’t mind, but I feel a little, uh, like I’ve dressed too conservatively. Maybe I can correct that if it’s okay with you two. I mean, do you think I really need these pants on? I’m somewhat too heavily dressed in comparison, and I’d like to fit in a little better.”

Both our eyes went wide, and we said at the same time, “Take them off.” We all laughed.

He took off his shoes and socks, then stood and took off his pants, walking his hard, firm ass away from us. He placed his pants on the bar. He came back with his shirt unbuttoned and the outlines of his hard package showing through his sheer, black, silky and stretchy bikini. My mouth involuntarily watered like Pavlov’s dog. My heart raced. I sipped my drink and my face flushed.

He sat between us again. I slid a hand on his hard thigh and rubbed it. I moved it to his hard chest. “You’re very handsome.” I gazed into his bright blue eyes.

He ran a hand through his thick black hair and said, “Kind of you to say so. Thank you. Now Gene, tell me more about yourself. I was negligent with my attentions to you when we first met, because  Jamie and I were focused on our immediate needs on our quest to help others. I apologize and want to get to know you.”

“No apology needed. So glad you two found each other. It seems like we’ve all met in a meant-to-be kind of way. Let’s see, about myself...” I leaned against his shoulder, and he wrapped his arm around me. I sipped my drink with one hand while rubbing his hard, thick sword of pleasure with the other through his silky black bikinis while I talked.

Jamie massaged Ryker’s firm thigh with one hand while leaning forward to watch and listen to us, her legs crossed, bouncing a high heel. I told him about my dreams of him and Jamie and went into how I came to be as I am. I shared much more, as did he.

We had a couple drinks finding out everything about each other, laughing and having fun. We all felt comfortable and at ease, as if we were old friends. We became completely infatuated with each other.

Jamie and I admired Ryker while he cooked us Delmonico steaks, asparagus, and grilled pineapple, all smoked with mesquite.

We indulged in dinner and wine sitting at a table on the patio, then we smoked cigars with our espressos as the sun set beyond the yard, the three of us swinging lightly on the swing.

All of us were well fed and well lubricated with alcohol, all feeling quite amorous from all our touching, caressing, and visual stimulation. Ryker broke free from a kiss I was giving him while I stroked his huge velvet spear and said, “I think it may be a good time for us to go inside before the mosquitos come out, and before I squirt my passion all over you and waste it all.” He pecked my lips and looked to Jamie. “Are you going to join us, young lady?” Then back to me, “If that’s okay with you, Gene.”

Jamie looked at me. I said to them, “I’d love nothing more than to have the loves of my dreams, both at once.” 
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We helped pick things up and bring them in, cleaning up the patio. “Love the fetishy heels, girls. They make you so vulnerable and sexy. You could never run away from me in them.”

I laughed, carrying the tray inside, my tiny steps clicking on the slate, my decorated rod bouncing under the tray, breasts tugging on my chest, feathers swishing behind my bottom and massaging my insides. My body tingled all over. “Why would we ever want to run from you?”

I placed things in the dishwasher and Ryker grabbed my bottom with his huge hand. “Mmm, so nice.”

He smacked it, making a pop and stinging it. I whimpered a little. “Uh! Shame on you.” I laughed.

Jamie put things in the dishwasher and stood, giving me a hug. “I love you, sweetie. Life is so much nicer with you around. We should all move in together. What do you think, Ryker?” We closed the washer and leaned back against it.

He raised his eyebrows. “Not a bad idea! You’d just have to be careful what you wear when you leave my house.”

Jamie said, “Not here, silly. My house. Then you could be close to your clients, and we wouldn’t have to be stuck in this neighborhood waiting for someone to find out what we are and put crosses on our lawns or burn our house down or something.

“True.”

I shook my head. “Here is totally out of the question. I have no room for the judgements this neighborhood would put upon us. Jamie’s house would be fine. But do we want to be so public with the girls who will be living there? I mean, it is convenient, but my house is only minutes away, and if we all stayed there, we wouldn’t take up any of the transitioning girls’ space, and we’d have our privacy.

Jamie nodded. “True. And you do have plenty of space and a beautiful mansion. I love your place. Ryker, you’d love it too. The only thing is who would manage the house when I move to your place?”

I fixed my hair in the mirror on the wall, “I’m sure one of the girls can manage it eventually. We could still stay there from time to time if we want to and there was space. During events and things like that.”

We all looked at each other. It seemed we’d found an answer. I said, “Okay, Ryker, sell your right-wing fishbowl.”

“It’s not a fishbowl. I have a private back yard.”

Jamie laughed. “And curtains on all your windows so they can’t see in.”

“True. I could see in the neighbors’ bedroom if they didn’t have blinds. I do see them in the kitchen window in the morning, and we wave.” He laughed.

I laughed. “See? I bet in a week everyone would know our names and lives and give us all a hard time. I bet they all know all about you from stalking you online. These ’burbs are nothing but gossip generators for people who have nothing better to do. It’ll sell fast to some like-minded busybody. Sell it. You won’t need it.”

“Done. Anyone like an absinthe before we go up?” Ryker put a four-sided crystal drip decanter on the counter. “Wormwood opens the mind... or they used to say it made you crazy.” He looked up. “Girls?”

“Sure,” I said and came over to the island, sat on the stool and crossed my legs. Jamie sat beside me, and Ryker set the drip up over the sugar cubes suspended over our cordial glasses.

We chatted about the tasks we’d need to do to effect our moves while we watched the absinthe drip. It would be a busy and exciting time ahead as we came together as a family. When the glasses were ready, we toasted and sipped.

Ryker raised his eyebrows above his vivid blue eyes and looked deeply into mine as he leaned toward me. A mischievous look filled his face. He sat up straight and ran a hand through his thick jet-black hair. “Are you ready for my spear to split you in two and send you to the doors of heaven?” He winked and slid his spear from his bikini. He stroked it slowly, gazing at me, and said,  “I am ready—I want to become the dream you’ve been having.”

Jamie shot her absinthe down and came up behind him. She rubbed his shoulders. “Maybe we should loosen you up a bit before you go plunging into my girlfriend like that. We wouldn’t want you to hurt that muscled spear. I think Gene and I should give you some wet heat massage with our mouths to get you ready. Right, Gene?”

I laughed, shot the rest of the absinthe down, and stood. I adjusted my cleavage and flipped my hair back. I put my purse on my shoulder. “Absolutely. We wouldn’t want the poor boy to sprain his spear. Not to mention, it has to be as hard as possible to be able to split me open well enough. I am very tight.” I tugged on his spear. “Let’s go to bed, my lovers, and get started.”

Ryker slugged his absinthe down, and we all climbed upstairs.

He followed us upstairs as we wiggled our tails at him with each step. Upstairs, I found the master bedroom and went in. I pulled the coverings back and slid onto the sheets. Jamie followed me, and we tugged Ryker to the center.

We lay on either side of him and shared his velvet spear with our mouths and hands, tugging and sucking on his shaved balls. We indulged in him as he leaned back gazing at us. “You two are incredible. I’ve never felt so good in my life.”

I looked up at him. “Good. Because after this week, I’m going to need a break from sex for a while. I’ve never had so much sex, even with myself.” Jamie held Ryker’s shaft for me, and I dove onto it, bobbing my head furiously.

Ryker tugged me off. “Okay, princess, I think my spear will snap if it gets any harder, and it may be finished if you two don’t stop. It’s time. He tugged the feathers out of me and tossed them onto the floor. He moved me like a doll to the top of the bed on one side then split my legs apart and slid between them, guiding his spear toward my crevice. I grasped it and helped him hit the target.

Jamie slid off the bed and helped hold my legs back. I raised my bottom and watched as the purplish, racquetball-sized head pressed against me. I pressed back, and it began to descend into me. I gasped. “Huh, oh god, Ryker. It’s so big.”

He looked at me, concerned, holding my ankles back. “Is it okay? Should I stop?”

I wriggled against it, sucking it in deeper and looking into his eyes as I bit my lip.” No, push, it’s going. It feels wonderful. Go slow.”

Ryker pushed ever so slowly, sending ripples of pleasure into me. I gazed into his deep blue pools of love as he watched me carefully. I let out a deep breath when he penetrated the entrance. He pushed it in continuously until it felt as if it would come out of my throat. “Oh yes, that’s it, honey. You fill me up so well.”

I felt Jamie’s hand on my head. She kissed my cheek. “Atta girl, you look so lovely this way.” Ryker pressed my stockinged thighs to the bed, my toes pointed in my heels, and began to thrust slowly. I looked down at my decorated part as it oozed from the lace wrappings. The bright pink head shone.

I turned to Jamie. “Take off your decorations and give me your pacifier. I want your pacifier to suck on.”

She stood at the side of the bed and removed the wrapping, then moved so I could take it in my mouth. She held my head gently as she began to thrust. I ran my tongue around it continuously and squeezed my lips tight on it. “Oh yes, Gene. I love you so much.” She squeezed my head firmly with both hands and began to go at it. It felt as if my mouth was a sexual organ. I moaned around it as she repeatedly thrusted into my face.

Ryker squeezed my decorated shaft, looked into my eyes, and gently stroked it. “So I can’t take this off?”

I held onto Jamie’s velvet rod and looked at him while he thrusted. “No... huh, uh, god. Don’t touch it. I want you to keep craming it into me and make me have a sissy-gasm.”

He gazed into my eyes as he thrust slowly and steadily, spreading me and filling me, sending electric currents through me and making me ooze from the tip. “Now show me what a man you are and speed things up. Pound me into the bed. Make me come on it. Do as I say, or you’ll have to stay in your own room by yourself when you move in.” I grinned at him and went back to sucking Jamie.

He held me fast to the bed and made my high heels flail in the air above me while my decorated rod swung in circles between us. I moaned around Jamie, one eye open, I tried to see Ryker. I placed one hand on his butt, dug my nails into him and tried to make him go faster. He grunted and did.

Jamie came in my mouth. I swallowed it as she squeezed my head tight and almost fell off the bed. When she was done, she slid onto the bed and pressed my ankles back by my ears to help hold me down. This allowed Ryker to penetrate me even deeper.

I looked into his eyes, his thrusting making slapping sounds on me. “Huh, oh god, Ryker! You feel so damn good! Now come inside me. I’m ready to come.” I looked down at myself as strings of white flew from my tip circling between us.

I squeezed his bottom with both hands and lifted my head as far as I could to look deep into those blue eyes. Déjà vu. I was in the dream now. This was it. It was him.

Ryker’s face grimaced as he grunted and shoved it all the way in then held it there for a second... His eyes locked on mine, then his body shuddered. I swear I could feel the swelling and shooting through his pulsating rod as his passion dumped into my bottom.

He moaned as he resumed pounding me furiously once more as I shot mine all over my stockings, his belly, and my face. “Uh...” I gasped. “Huh...” I whimpered as I looked in his eyes. “Oh, god, yes, my love.” My body shuddered and shook. My toes pointed and legs jerked in Jamie’s hands, my come spurted is gushes and flew off my flailing, decorated sissy rod.

We both spasmed for a few moments, and then Ryker collapsed on top of me, his hot breath in my ear. “Who’d have thought your dreams could have predicted what my life would be? I love you, Gene, so do I have to stay in my own room?” He peppered my cheeks with butterfly kisses.

A smile filled my face; my eyes closed as I held him tight, my fingers wrapped tightly in his thick hair. “I love you too, Ryker. No, you can stay in our room. I think we’ll both want to have you close by.”

Ryker nodded as he closed his eyes and rested on my shoulder.

I felt Jamie slide in next to us and wrap an arm over Ryker. Her face was next to mine. She stroked my hair. “Was it good, honey?”

I laughed. “You can’t imagine. You have to have him.”

“I can’t wait. We can trade places. But you said you were done with sex for a while.”

“I did? Maybe after tomorrow. Heck, we’re all kinda like newlyweds, and it’s going to be a lot of work getting things moved and settled in. We’ll need a release of some sort.”

“We sure will. Thanks for your dreams and letting us all in.”

“Yeah. Pretty weird. Crossdreaming is the best kind of dreaming, isn’t it?”
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