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In  keeping  with  the  bylaws  of  the  organization,  I’m  not  allowed  to reveal the name, location, or members of it. So, as they say, the names, locations, and any identifiers have been changed to retain the society’s secrets and protect its members. This is my story of joining that society. The society wasn’t a secret, but it was a society that held secrets, as many elite societies do. 

I stood on the sidewalk before the beautiful mansion where members of the society lived. The Victorian home was meticulously maintained and looked as if it had just been built. The summer breeze brought the smell of lilacs, which shielded  the  front  porch  from  the  street.  Annual  flowers  bursting  with  color paraded at the feet of the lilacs. 

It was summer break, and I was to start my master’s program in the fall. 

I  had  met  the  difficult  academic  requirements  to  become  a  member,  and  now  I intended to gain admission to this exclusive club. Members were supported and nurtured  on  a  path  to  success.  After  all  my  hard  work  so  far,  I  wanted  to maximize my ability to succeed, and this society seemed the best way. 

Members included Danna Sankowiecz, who invented an investment app utilizing advanced data analysis and projections. Pat Solon invented the run-free stockings  currently  taking  over  the  European  market.  Jamie  Rothgard  invented the  Music  Composer  System  which  takes  feelings  and  emotions  from  a  brain interface and creates  music from it,  and Alex Menlow  invented invisible nano-makeup, which can be worn for days at a time and covers a host of skin flaws and irregularities. This was the group that would help me make my mark on the world. 

I  walked  up  the  steps  and  rang  the  bell,  which  played  the  Winchester chime  I  heard  through  the  open,  floor-to-ceiling  windows.  A  pretty  young  girl answered the door. The breeze fluttered her flowered mini dress upon her silky thighs. 

“Hi!” she chimed. “I’m Kaitlin. How can I help you?” 

I shook her long-nailed hand. “Hi, Kaitlin, I’m Addison. People call me Ad, or Addie. I was wondering if I could submit an application for membership.” 

She  nodded  her  pretty  head,  eyes  wide.  “Sure.  Do  you  have  copies  of your transcripts and any awards, patents, or honors you may have received?” 

I held my folder up to her. “Sure do. Right here.” 

She  opened  the  door  the  rest  of  the  way  and  motioned  for  me  to  enter. 

“Great. Come on in, follow me.” Her heels clicked on the hardwood floor as she made her way past the double-wide, curved staircase, then down a hall. A huge grandfather clock in the entryway chimed noon, echoing throughout the foyer. 

“Wow, nice place,” I said in awe. 

“Yes,  we’ve  been  a  fortunate  group,  and  all  our  members  are  well-off financially  and  like  to  keep  the  place  in  shape.  We  have  only  the  initiate  room vacant right now because many of our members never want to leave once they are done with the incubator period.” 

She stopped at a closed door. I asked, “Incubator period?” 

“Yes, that’s for a new initiate before they attain financial success. Once their finances take off, the incubator period is over; a few leave and some stay on.” 

She knocked on the door. “Daisy, we have someone who’d like to put in an application.” 

“Come in!” she called from the room. 

Kaitlin  opened  the  door  and  allowed  me  to  enter.  She  introduced  me. 

“Daisy, this is Addison. He’d like to submit an application, and he says he’s met all the requirements.” 

Daisy  stood  and  came  from  behind  her  desk  to  shake  my  hand.  “Hi, Addison. Nice to meet you.” 

Her eye makeup, lipstick, and hair were stunning. I had thought this club was  only  for  guys,  but  so  far,  I  hadn’t  seen  any.  I  struggled  not  to  look  at  her creamy cleavage. “Nice to meet you too.” 

“Please,  sit.”  She  motioned  to  a  seating  area  with  a  couch  and  a  wing chair. I sat on the couch. She sat next to me, crossed her sheer stockinged legs, and  bounced  a  high-heeled  foot.  She  was  gorgeous.  Kaitlin  left  the  room  and shut the door. 

Daisy smiled at me and said, “I take care of admissions. May I see your things?” 

“Uh,  my  things?”  That  seemed  rather  forward,  but  I’d  show  her anything. My face flushed. 

She  laughed  and  looked  at  the  folder  I  held.  I  handed  it  to  her.  She opened it and slowly flipped through, taking stock of my portfolio. 

“Okay,  congratulations.  You’ve  more  than  fulfilled  the  requirements  to face  initiation  testing.  If  you  can  prove  to  us  you  can  fulfill  our  other requirements, you can become a permanent member.” 

“Great. How do I do that?” 

She walked to her desk like a runway model. She pulled papers from a drawer, came back, sat, and leaned in toward me. Her perfume was awesome. 

She held the paper before me, above my lap, so I could read along with her  as  she  read  to  me.  “Membership  requirements:  To  become  a  member  one must be:

✓Fully 

open-minded,  unbiased,  non-judgmental,  harboring  no prejudice, homophobic, or gender-slandering tendencies. 

✓ Ever in touch with both masculine and feminine energies. 

✓ Motivated to help others, especially those within the group. 

✓ Dedicated to keeping the secrets of the society.” 

“That’s me. That was easy.” 

“Uh,  not  quite  so  easy.  You  need  to   prove  these  things  first.  You  can move into the initiate’s room, but before you become a full member, you’ll need to demonstrate your nature.” 

“How?” 

Your  actions.  We  have  a  number  of  things  you  must  do,  and  if  you succeed in those, then you move on to prove these things about yourself. It’s as easy as baking a cake. Follow the instructions and more than likely you’ll have a cake. If it flops, it’s because you didn’t have the right ingredients. In that case, well...no hard feelings and you move out.” She observed me and waited patiently for an answer. I reread the requirements. It seemed pretty easy. 

I looked up from the page. “Okay, so what’s rent?” 

“None.” 

“Wow. How about dues?” 

“Oh  don’t  worry,  you’ll  pay  your  dues  if  you’re  intent  on  becoming  a full member, but it isn’t financial. No monthly fees or anything like that.” 

“That sounds too good to be true.” 

“It’s true. Want to move in and begin?” 

“Sure.” 

“Great, walk this way.” She stood and walked out of her office. I’d never be  able  to  walk  that  way—so  sexily  and  femininely.  She  was  stunning  and  her stride  had  power.  Her  heels  clicked  down  the  hall.  The  flare  of  her  charcoal pinstripe  suit-coat  made  her  narrow  hips  seem  wider  above  the  matching miniskirt. Her legs were long and shapely and covered in sheer suntan hosiery. I imagined how nice it would be to massage those legs. 

She led the way up the curved staircase. I had to ask, “So I thought the members were all men. Are you a member?” 

“Yes, as is the girl you met when you arrived.” 

She turned the corner at the top of the third floor and we walked silently on the oriental carpet-runner going down the hall. She stopped at the end room and held the doorknob. She looked back at me. “This will be your room.” 

She opened it and we entered. It had a canopy bed with a pink flowered bedspread  and  a  matching  canopy  with  ruffles.  The  furnishings  were  in  a  light pink and blue, and the wallpaper was as feminine as the rest of the room. Light

bathed the space from two walls of ceiling-to-floor windows. 

She  walked  past  the  seating  area  and  stood  outside  the  bathroom.  I looked  inside.  Soaker  tub,  walk-in  rainforest  shower,  and  a  chrome,  hand-held attachment of some sort on a hose. A tiled, built-in seat. A long counter with a seat  at  its  center  facing  the  mirror.  Perfumes  and  cosmetics  were  arranged  in front of it. 

I said, “It’s nice. Seems someone’s living here already. When will they be moving?” 

She turned and went around the corner into a walk-in closet with a seat in  the  corner  to  sit  on  while  getting  dressed.  Clothes  hung  in  rows  and  shoes were neatly lined up by color along the floor. All women’s. 

“Nice place,” I said. “Rent-free and no dues either. A little feminine for me, but nice. So when do I move in?” 

“Today you can close up your other place and get your things. This room will be ready for you, and there will be a list of things for you to do before your introduction  at  dinner  tonight.  A  member  will  help  you  with  them  and  with settling in.” 

“Super.” 

She smiled, looking me up and down as if to gauge me somehow. “Yes, I think we’ve chosen properly. She rattled off my height, weight, waist and chest sizes, and shoe size. “Is that correct?” 

“Yes. Perfect, actually. How did you know?” 

“We  knew  you  were  the  one  we  wanted.  We  already  knew  you  were coming  from  your  earlier  inquiries  and  your  rank  in  your  class  along  with  the honors you’ve received. Simple observation of you on campus gave us your size. 

We’re good judges of things like that.” 

“You anticipated my arrival?” 

“Yes,  it  seems  people  suited  for  us  automatically  arrive.  We’ve  been fortunate that way. It spares us all any hurt feelings from rejection—we haven’t had to reject anyone yet.” 

“That’s good to know. Now I feel more confident.” 

“Good. Most initiates, once they put aside some outdated paradigms and beliefs, fall right into it, and the proof of the fit is blatantly evident.” 

“I don’t think I even have any outdated beliefs or paradigms.” 

“We’ll soon see. Okay, so when you pack up, drop your old clothes off at the Salvation Army. We like to have the initiates look a certain way, and we’ll provide all the clothes you need. Shoes too. Just bring your books, computer, and so on.” 

It  seemed  a  little  weird,  but  hell,  this  was  the  club  of  all  clubs.  I

shrugged my shoulders. “If you say so. Okay.” 

She led me down the stairs. A guy passed by, saying hi as he leapt up the stairs.  Another  guy  walked  in  the  front  door  and  went  into  the  parlor.  They seemed to be dressed normally. 

Daisy stopped at the door and opened it for me. The sweet smell of lilacs filled  my  senses  again.  She  held  out  her  hand.  “Addie,  it’s  been  a  pleasure meeting  you,  and  we  look  forward  to  introducing  you  to  our  members  tonight. 

Now hurry home and get your things taken care of so you have time to get ready for  dinner.  Don’t  dawdle,  or  you’ll  be  rushed.  Leave  any  errands  or  tasks  until tomorrow when you’re settled in here. Understood?” 

“Absolutely. I’ll be back as soon as I can.” I shook her hand. She leaned in  and  kissed  my  cheek.  “So  nice  to  have  a  new  member.  You’ll  be  so  perfect too.  You’ll  see,  Addie.  You  have  a  great  portfolio  and  a  lovely  voice,  and  you even have a name that fits you perfectly.” 

“Uh, thanks. See ya.” 

Lovely voice? I always thought it was a bit high for a guy. A name that fit  me  perfectly?  I  guess  I  looked  like  an  Addison  somehow.  Probably  because Addison  sounds  like  a  handsome,  masculine  guy’s  name.  Yeah,  Addison...  but she’d  said  Addie.  Well,  people  did  call  me  that  too.  It’s  friendlier  and  more lighthearted. 

Excited I’d made it that far, I rushed off to get things done. 
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I drove off and stopped to suck down a quick power smoothie, then went to  my  apartment,  loaded  my  things  into  the  car,  turned  in  my  apartment  keys, and dropped my old clothes off at the Salvation Army. All I had left for clothes was what I wore. 

I  was  so  excited  to  be  in  the  process  of  becoming  a  member  of  this exclusive club—it was as if this were all a dream. It even had gorgeous women members, which had been a surprise to me. Maybe I’d find a girlfriend, and we could  get  married  and  be  a  power  couple  for  the  rest  of  our  lives,  mentally stimulating each other and living in financial stability and bliss. I’d never even had  a  girlfriend  for  very  long  before,  and  now  I  had  a  chance  of  meeting someone more like me to fall in love with. 

It seemed the world was at my feet. All those years of hard work would finally pay off. 

I pulled the car into the back parking lot and carried my things around front. I rang the bell with my elbow. 

Another pretty girl, dressed like a vision, opened the door and beamed at me.  I  couldn’t  restrain  my  excitement.  “Hi,  hi,  I’m  Addison,  the  new  initiate moving in.” 

She grabbed my reusable grocery bag filled with my Bluetooth speakers and things. “Let me help, Addie.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Daisy  told  me  you  were  coming.  I’m  Jessie.  I’ll  be  helping  you  get situated and prepared for dinner tonight.” 

“Great.” 

She led the way I had gone before to the initiate’s room and opened the door. She put the bag on the wing chair in the seating area, and I put the rest of my things on the coffee table. 

She  stood  there  beaming  at  me  with  her  perfectly  made  up  face  and luscious lips, her V-neck top revealing lovely cleavage on a thin frame. Beneath it, her slim hips were clad in a denim mini skirt, and she wore high wedge shoes, which showed pink toenails that matched her long fingernails. 

It  seemed  she  was  as  excited  for  me  as  I  was.  Her  face  glowing,  she shifted her weight from one leg to the other, gazing at me, her eyes flitting about my face and hair. 

“So, uh, Jessie, what should I do now?” 

“Yeah, right. Sorry, just visualizing. Did you eat lunch?” 

“I had a power smoothie.” 

“Good  choice.  I  was  going  to  make  one  myself  for  lunch.  Why  don’t you put your things away and set them up how you want, and then take a shower while I get some lunch. When I come back, we can begin.” 

“I showered already today.” 

“Good. Did you shave your whole body?” 

“Uh, no.” 

She  took  my  hand  and  looked  at  my  arm.  “See  this  hair?”  She  ran  a long-nailed finger gently across my forearm while she looked into my eyes. “It isn’t that thick, but it isn’t needed. Hair on the body holds sweat and stink and bacteria.  We  all  keep  our  body  hair  removed.  If  we  had  more  time,  we  could epilate or wax you, but I think just shaving will do for now.” 

“Hmm. I guess that makes sense in a way. So shave my arms?” 

“Arms, legs, chest, even between your legs, which is a real candidate for holding  sweat  and  odor.  Do  all  of  it  and  make  it  nice  and  smooth.  There  are fresh, high-quality razors in the bathroom you can use, and a nice bathrobe to put on  when  you’re  done.”  Her  hand  went  to  my  hair,  and  she  ran  her  fingers through it. “And leave your hair wet. I’ll give you a trim too. We’ll take care of your clothes when I get back.” 

I stared at her, trying to avoid looking at her breasts. She was gorgeous. 

Why wouldn’t I do anything she asked me to? This was simple enough. 

Her  face  dropped  her  look  of  excitement  and  began  to  look  uncertain about my reaction. “Is something wrong, Addie?” 

I smiled and laughed. I felt my face flush. “Heck no. I’m sorry—I’m just captivated by you.” 

Jessie  lowered  her  eyes  to  the  floor  and  held  her  hands  behind  her. 

“Thank  you.  You’re  cute  too.”  She  looked  up,  her  face  flushed.  She  kissed  my cheek  lightly.  “I’ll  let  you  go,  and  I’ll  eat  lunch.  I  think  we’re  gonna  be  really good friends.” She turned and I watched her leave the room. 

Wow!  Seemed  I  might  have  a  girlfriend  already.  I  hurriedly  unpacked and  set  up  my  laptop  and  speakers  and  arranged  my  books  and  things.  It  was odd,  though—there  were  still  clothes  in  the  closet,  and  all  the  things  on  the counter  in  the  bathroom  that  were  there  before.  I  wondered  when  someone would come and get them. 

I  sat  on  the  built-in  seat  in  the  rainforest  shower  under  the  soothing water  and  did  as  Jessie  said,  shaving  my  whole  body.  It  felt  good,  actually.  I don’t have much body hair, but after it was gone, my skin felt silky and smooth. 

I washed my hair with a flowery shampoo and conditioner. I combed it out and put it in a ponytail, then looked for the robe. It was behind the door but looked a bit strange. 

It was a short pink satin robe that came halfway down my thighs. It felt nice and silky but didn’t seem very masculine. Jessie said we’d take care of the clothes when she returned, though. I went into the bedroom and hopped onto the bed.  It  was  nice  and  firm.  I  leaned  back  against  the  headboard  and  pillows, staring at my hairless legs. 

Looking  around  the  room  made  me  wonder,  why  would  an  initiate’s room look like a girl’s room? They did have some girl members, but why were all those women’s clothes still there, and why did I need a girl to help me dress for dinner? 

I guessed I’d soon see. 
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Jessie  came  into  the  room  carrying  a  hairstyling  kit  and  a  bag  of  other things. She came over to the bed. “Ready? Let’s do your hair first.” She reached for  my  hand  and  took  me  into  the  bathroom.  She  picked  my  clothes  up  off  the floor and put them in the wall chute marked  Trash. 

She  seated  me  in  front  of  the  mirror  and  took  out  her  scissors.  She combed my hair and started cutting. 

“I  haven’t  had  a  haircut  in  a  while.  Never  seem  to  find  the  time,  and  I figured I was saving money anyway.” 

“It’s good you let it grow out. It’s nice hair.” 

She cut and clipped like a professional. In a couple of minutes, she was done. She combed it out. “Good. It’s still wet.” 

She dug into her bag and took out a box. She opened it and removed a squeeze bottle. She began combing sections apart and squeezing the gel onto my hair in different places and then putting foil strips under it. It had a funny smell. 

“Is that conditioner?” 

“Uh, it has conditioner in it.” 

When she was done, she took out her phone. “I’ll set a timer for twenty minutes, and then we can rinse it out and dry your hair.” She set her phone timer. 

She opened the drawer and took out a plastic box. She opened it. It had plastic nails in it. “You need a manicure. Your nails are a mess.” 

She began taking out nails and seeing which ones fit which finger, then putting them on the counter in order. 

“Yeah,  I  peel  them  all  the  time.  Habit.  Aren’t  those  a  little  long  for  a guy?” 

She  started  gluing  them  on,  one  by  one.  I  guessed  she’d  just  cut  them down to size after. But they would still look fake, so I didn’t see how they would look any good afterward. 

When  she  was  done,  she  looked  in  the  drawer  and  took  out  a  bottle  of polish and shook it. 

“Uh, polish too? And aren’t you going to cut them shorter? 

“No,  silly.  These  will  make  your  hands  really  pretty.”  She  started painting them. When she was done, she did my toenails. What the hell was going on? My heart began to race. 

“Jessie, this feels a little weird. Is this some kind of hazing? Like, when a fraternity does weird things to someone to initiate them? Is this how I’m gonna be humiliated? Can’t I just get paddled or maybe be blindfolded, and people can scare me?” 

“You’re funny, Addie. I like you.” 

She took the hair dryer and dried my nails a bit, and then her timer went off. She shut it off and said, “Hang your head in the sink, and I’ll rinse it out then dry it.” 

She  ran  the  warm  water  though  my  hair,  massaging  my  scalp  with  her long nails. It felt wonderful. The awful smell went down the drain, and soon she was  done  and  drying  it.  I  watched  as  my  hair  was  transformed  into  a  girl’s highlighted,  layered,  shag  haircut.  My  mouth  hung  open.  She  was  turning  me into a girl. 

“Uh, Jessie, now this is crazy. That’s a girl’s haircut and highlights and everything.” 

“Yes,  and  don’t  you  look  fabulous  in  it?  Wait  until  I  do  your  makeup. 

You’ll look so pretty.” 

“This is nuts. You have to stop. I’m a guy.” 

She  stopped  playing  with  my  hair  and  sat  in  the  seat  next  to  mine, crossing her legs. “Addie, relax. You want to become a full member, right?” 

“Of course, but...” 

“F.E.M.D.” 

“F.E.M.D?” 

“Yes, the requirements to be a member, remember?” 

“Femmed?” 

“From  your  portfolio,  I  thought  you  were  a  quick  learner.  I’ll  reiterate the  requirements  Daisy  read  to  you.  F  for  Fully  open-minded,  unbiased,  non-judgmental,  harboring  no  prejudice,  homophobia,  or  gender-slandering tendencies. 

“E for ever in touch with both masculine and feminine energies. 

“M for motivated to help others, especially those within the group. 

“And D for dedicated to keeping the secrets of the society.” 

“Femmed. Oh my god.” 

Jessie  glared  at  me.  “And  I  thought  you’d  be  such  an  easy  initiate.  So you don’t agree with being open-minded? Or balancing feminine and masculine? 

Or maybe you have gender-slandering tendencies?” She waited for my response. 

“I, uh, I’m not prejudiced, but dressing and looking like a girl is a lot to ask.” 

“I can leave, and you can go if this is too much for you to handle. We have other initiates in line for your room.” 

I stared at my new haircut in the mirror. I could always get it cut shorter, and it would look like a guy’s again. I looked at my nails. Those could come off. 

Heck, why not? Maybe there’s something I could learn from this. So what if they

humiliate  me?  It  might  be  good  to  put  my  ego  in  check.  Besides,  Jessie  was incredible. 

I  took  a  deep  breath.  “I’m  sorry,  you’re  right.  I  need  to  get  into  this society. I’ll do whatever you want. I can be a man and suck it up for one night.” 

Jessie  smiled  and  nodded.  She  patted  my  shoulder.  “That’s  good, sweetie, but this isn’t for just one night.” 

“How long?” 

“Until  you’re  a  full  member,  and  then  you  can  decide  how  to  present yourself.” She waited. I stared, my mouth open. 

She  shook  her  head  and  placed  a  hand  on  my  shoulder.  “You  have  no more  male  clothing.  All  the  clothes  and  things  in  these  rooms  are  yours  now. 

They were bought specially for you. So do we continue, or have you given into your fear rather than logic?” 

“Okay, okay. I’m sorry. Really, I am. Make me pretty.” 

Her  eyes  brightened.  “Good  girl.  You  have  the  voice  and  body  for  it. 

You’ll see. You’re a natural, and you’ll love it.” 

She dug into her bag. She cleaned my earlobes and the rims of my ears with  alcohol.  She  held  one  ear,  and  before  I  knew  what  happened,  there  was  a snap and a pinch. 

“Ouch!” 

“Don’t  pull  away.”  She  slid  a  dangling  earring  into  the  hole.  “There. 

Five more.” 

“Five more?” 

“Addie, three in each ear. Yes, or no?” 

“Yes.” 

She put another earring in that earlobe and one more on the upper ridge then did the other ear. My ears were throbbing. She wiped them. “This will take the pain away and keep them from getting infected.” 

I  watched  her  in  the  mirror.  When  she  was  done,  she  put  her  head  by mine. “See, doesn’t that make you look pretty?” 

She was right. Pretty. Not  male anymore. A girl’s head on a guy’s body. 

“Uh, yeah. Kind of freaky though... with my male body.” 

She fluffed my hair. “Just be patient. Okay, makeup.” 

She  did  my  eyes,  blush,  and  lipstick,  explaining  how  to  do  it  as  she went, and when she was done, I was hot for me. I looked really cute. “See, you’ll be able to do this yourself every day. I’ll help if you need it. You’re so lucky to have so little facial hair and such nice skin.” 

She inspected her work, then leaned down and kissed my cheek. “There, now you look like an Addie, like you should. Let’s get you dressed.” 

She  took  us  into  the  walk-in  closet  and  started  going  through  dresses. 

She held some out against me. “Hmm, I’m not sure which is more you. Sexy and seductive, or feminine  and submissive, or  powerful and elegant.  Which do you feel more like?” 

I shook my head. “There’s so much to pick from! I don’t know. I think you’d look great in all of them.” 

“Not me, silly, but you. I’m wearing sexy and seductive tonight. I’m in that kind of mood. Why not make you that way too?” 

I nodded. She picked out a dress and heels and went into the bedroom. 

She took things from the dresser and brought them to the bed. “Sit, princess.” 

I  sat  and  she  handed  me  black  lace  panties.  I  slid  them  on  under  my robe. Something was wrong. “Uh, there’s no front on these?” 

“Of course, they’re crotchless.” Take your robe off, honey.” 

My face flushed. “I, uh...” 

“Relax. We don’t judge, remember?” 

“Right.” 

I slid out of my robe and sat on the bed, crossing my legs to hide myself. 

Jessie wrapped a black satin and lace garter belt around my waist and fastened it. 

She opened a package of very sheer black stockings and knelt before me on the floor. She showed me how to roll one on her fingers, and then she slid it up my leg.  It  was  extremely  sensual,  and  her  looking  up  at  me  like  that  aroused  me more. 

“Now uncross your legs and take it up the rest of the way, then attach it to the clips on the garter belt.” 

I did as she told me, and my hard-on popped into the air, framed by the crotchless panties, as soon as my legs uncrossed. “Sorry, I don’t know why it’s doing that.” 

“Don’t worry. It’s perfectly natural.” She stared at it, and I throbbed in the air. 

“Sorry.” 

She  reached  for  it  and  wrapped  her  hand  around  it.  “It’s  nice.  I  like  it. 

You  don’t  have  to  be  sorry.”  She  stroked  me  while  looking  into  my  eyes lovingly. “You’re going to be  so pretty dressed up.” 

I was approaching coming right then and there. She stood and tossed me the other stocking. “Okay, girl, put this one on.” 

I slid it up, the gossamer-thin fabric caressing my leg. I attached it to the garter belt. 

“Stand up.” 

I  did,  and  Jessie  wrapped  a  bra  around  me  and  fastened  it.  She  helped

me put my arms through the straps. She slid a cold gel breast form into the bra and  adjusted  it  so  my  flesh  on  my  chest  was  pushed  up  and  out,  creating cleavage.  She  did  the  second  one.  They  tugged  on  my  chest.  It  was  extremely erotic for some reason. 

She stood back and inspected. “Perfect. I knew these would be the best size  for  you.  Nice  and  full,  and  look  at  that  cleavage.  Any  girl  would  die  for boobs like that. They’re nicer than mine.” 

“No, I like yours a lot.” 

“Thanks. Do you want to have smaller ones?” 

“Uh,  no,  these  are  good.”  There  I  stood,  squeezing  my  sizable  breasts with my crotchless panties revealing my excited flagpole bobbing up and down. 

“Good.  By  that  look  of  all  that  dancing  down  there,  it  seems  you  like this quite a bit this so far. It is quite sensual, isn’t it?” 

I nodded nervously. 

Jessie knelt down again. “Sit on the bed.” 

I  hopped  on  the  edge  and  she  slid  on  some  strappy,  black  stilettos  and strapped  them  to  my  ankles.  She  caressed  my  calves.  “These  look  so  sexy  on you. Stand up and walk around.” 

“I did. I was off balance at first, but then it felt sexy the way it made my stride short and my hips sway with each step. My breasts bounced on my chest, and I flailed around in my crotchless panties. I walked back to the bed and stood before her as she knelt on the floor. 

Jessie  looked  up  at  me  with  her  arms  out.  “Very  good,  princess.”  She wrapped her arms around my legs and took me into her mouth. Her eyes gazed up at me as she sucked and fondled. 

“God, Jessie, careful or you’ll have a mouthful.” 

She moaned around it. “Mmmm.” 

She popped off it with a slurp. “But we want to save it for later.” 

She picked the dress up off the bed and unzipped it. She held it for me to step into. I balanced, holding her shoulder, and she slid the dress up and zipped the back. She stood back. “See, you can’t even tell there’s something so happy under it. Walk.” 

I walked around the room. The silky fabric of the flowing, short black V-neck dress caressed my tip, making me twitch. “Uh, I uh...” 

“Is the fabric rubbing it too much? We don’t want you to mess the dress accidentally.” 

I nodded, my face flushed. She went to the dresser and found black satin panties. “Here, slide these on, and they’ll protect it.” 

I sat and slid them on. 

“Come here.” Jessie stood beside a full-length mirror. I stood in front of it, and she put a necklace on me and adjusted it so the heart pendant rested on my  cleavage.  She  sprayed  me  with  perfume  under  my  dress,  over  my  legs  and shoulders, and in my hair. She smiled, looking at me in the mirror. 

I took in the whole me. I could have been a girl. I was gorgeous. Much better looking than I was as a guy. It was very unsettling. 

Jessie  leaned  into  me  and  kissed  my  cheek.  “So  pretty.”  She  put  her hand on my bottom and squeezed. “So sexy—I want you. Everyone will. All the guys will go crazy over you.” 

My eyes popped open. “Uh, right, but I’m not gay.” 

“F.E.M.D.,” Jessie admonished. 

“Right. Of course.” 

“You aren’t homophobic, are you?” 

“No, but...” 

“And do you see or feel any bit of masculinity in the mirror right now? 

Besides your arousal, of course, which ironically is in your  panties  under a sexy dress.” 

“Uh, no. I sure don’t look, or feel, the slightest bit masculine.” 

“Good.  Now  rest  up  a  little  and  relax  and  immerse  yourself  in  your feminine  energy,  and  I’ll  go  change  and  come  back  for  you.  She  looked  at  her watch. “I won’t be long. Maybe you should have a drink. There’s vodka in the little  fridge.”  She  wrapped  her  arms  around  my  neck  and  gazed  into  my  eyes. 

“You’re  lovely.”  She  leaned  tentatively  closer,  bringing  our  lips  closer.  She closed her eyes. I had to do it. 

I kissed her on the lips. She pulled my head tight to hers and kissed me deeply, her hand sliding between us and pressing on my crotch. She pulled back and  touched  my  lips  with  her  finger.  “I  love  twenty-four-hour  lipstick.  It’s  still perfect, just like you. I won’t be long, princess.” 
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I went to the fridge, took out the vodka, and poured a shot into a frosted martini glass from the freezer. It was smooth and cold. I sat in the seating area on the  loveseat  and  looked  around  my  room.  It  fit  the  occupant  perfectly  now.  It was  as  if  I  were  a  new  me  altogether  and  nowhere  near  what  I  thought  I  was before. I crossed my legs in the silky stockings and glided my long-nailed hand across the fabric, caressing myself. It felt heavenly. I held the stem of the glass with  my  pretty,  painted,  long-nailed  fingers  and  drank,  trying  to  slow  my  heart while I immersed myself in this newfound sensuality. 

I  could  see  my  reflection  in  the  mirror  across  the  room.  I  ran  my  hand through  my  layered,  highlighted  hair  like  a  girl  would.  I  admired  the  graceful bend of my left wrist while I daintily sipped my drink. It felt natural. 

I stood and went into the bathroom. I reapplied my lipstick and added a layer of lip gloss over it. They looked inviting, wanting to be kissed. I puckered them.  Mmm.  I  looked  great.  I  adjusted  the  breast  forms  and  maximized  the cleavage they made. I adjusted the neckline so it was even with the edge of the bra. I had gorgeous, full, and heavy breasts tugging on my shoulder straps, and cleavage that made me feel sexy and powerful. 

I went back to the full-length mirror and stood before it. I lifted my dress and slid my panties down under my shaved globes. It popped right up. I wrapped the dress around it and began to stroke it. It felt so good, and looking at myself standing  in  heels  and  stockings,  with  cleavage  and  a  gorgeous  girl’s  face  and hair, it was like looking at porn. 

I stroked it slowly, not wanting to make a mess, and I just rode the edge, enjoying all of it. The door slammed open. 

Jessie  saw  me,  my  hand  wrapped  around  it  through  the  dress.  “Good girl.  Feel  your  sensuality.  That’s  part  of  your  feminine  side.”  She  wrapped  her hand gently around mine and made me stroke it some more. “You’re feeling sexy and feminine, aren’t you? 

My heart raced. “Uh, yes. Very.” 

“It’s nice, right?” 

“Very nice.” I was getting too close to the edge. I looked into her eyes. 

She pulled my hand away. 

“Don’t you spill it.   I  want all of it in  me later.” 

She had to say that. I almost came. I held it back and caught my breath. 

This was going to be one hell of a night with this new hot girlfriend of mine. I was in heaven. I couldn’t wait to stick it in her, even if I’d be wearing a dress. 

She  wrapped  her  arms  around  me  and  whispered  into  my  ear,  her

perfume filling my nostrils with a heavenly scent. “I want your passion released into me tonight.” She moved back. “Ready to go?” 

I  took  her  all  in.  Sheer  black  stockings  like  mine,  a  short  black  mini dress with a halter top, showing creamy cleavage and a shimmery crop top tied under her breasts. She was sexy as hell. 

“Ready as ever.” 

She  took  my  hand  and  led  me  on  our  way.  We  walked  carefully  down the wide, curved staircase, then clicked our way across the tiles into the parlor, where a bar covered the length of one wall and the room was filled with couches, love seats, and guys and girls enjoying drinks. 

Jessie led us to the bar and ordered dirty martinis for us. We clinked, and she toasted. “To the new Addie. May she love her new self and open her mind to the real world around her.” We sipped daintily. 

A handsome, tall guy in a tux and tie held his hand out to me. “Hi, I’m Jason. You must be the new initiate.” 

“Yes, I’m Addie. Nice to meet you.” 

“Addie. That’s a pretty name for a girl, and as girls go, you are stunning. 

You both are tonight. Jessie, you did a fine job with her. I’d never guess what she was a few hours ago. I’m so envious.” 

Jessie smiled. “Thanks. She was easy.” 

He nodded. “I know. Not like me, huh? I was a little too big for a good transformation.” He laughed. 

He  turned  to  me.  “Well  it  seems  you’ve  passed  a  hard  part  of  the process. I wish you luck for the rest, and if you stay open-minded and put aside your fears, like  all  successful people do, you’ll be a member too.” 

“Thanks. I’ll do my best.” 

“Hope to get to know you better soon,” he said and left. 

Jessie  whispered  in  my  ear.  “Isn’t  he  handsome?  He’s  really  smart  and sweet too. I love sucking him. He gets so wild when I do. You’ll have to try it and see for yourself.” 

“I,  uh,  I...”  I  thought  I’d  change  the  subject.  “So  what  do  the   girls  do who become members here? Do they have the same requirements?” 

“Of course. We all have to open our minds to new things. I never sucked one until I was an initiate, and for me, it was eye-opening.” 

“You’d  never  done  that?  I  thought  all  girls  did  that  before  our  age,  at least sometime in their life.” 

“Nope. I was a true newcomer.” 

I sipped my drink and looked around the room at all the beautiful girls and guys. Usually there are a lot of geeks and nerds in this kind of society, or at

least  I  thought  so  because  I’m  one,  and  I  also  thought  there  were  only  guys  in these groups, but there were gorgeous girls everywhere. Jessie was special to me somehow,  though.  Maybe  because  of  what  we’d  already  done  in  this  one  short day. She helped me a lot, and I owed her. 

Her hand wrapped around my neck. “You’re gorgeous, Addie. I may be falling in love. I may not want to share you.” 

“Then don’t.” I laughed. 

She  shook  her  head.  “But  I  have  to  share.  D.  Dedicated  to  helping others, especially in the group. Remember that. It’s not so  bad to help anyway. 

These  guys  appreciate  it,  and  it’s  really  quite  flattering  to  be  of  assistance  to them. You’ll see.” 

The  room  started  to  move  about,  everyone  getting  drinks.  Jessie  said, 

“It’s  time.  Let’s  get  another  drink  then  go  into  the  dining  room  and  take  our seats.” 

The dining room had a small, raised stage area at the front of the room. 

We sat at the round table for six, right before it, facing it. 

People  took  their  seats,  and  our  table  was  filled  out  with  Kaitlin  and Daisy,  along  with  Jason  and  another  handsome  guy  who  introduced  himself  to me as Patrick. Patrick was more my size and wore a tux like Jason’s. 

Jason  watched  the  room  until  the  door  shut  and  locked.  Then  he  stood and climbed onto the stage. He caught everyone’s attention. “Hello! Hey, guys!” 

They  settled  down.  “Thank  you.  Let  me  introduce  another  initiate.  Come  up here, Addie.” 

I  stood  and  walked  up  the  two  steps  to  Jason.  He  held  my  arm  and smiled  at  the  group.  “This  is  Addie.  Her  portfolio  is  impeccable,  and  her application to become  a member of  our elite group  deserves full consideration. 

Please test her fully tonight, and let’s make sure she’s capable of being her very best to become a member of our family. Please welcome Addie.” 

Everyone  stood  and  applauded.  It  wasn’t  the  least  bit  humiliating,  but instead I felt proud to be receiving such a warm reception. I waved to all of them like a parade float girl. The applause became louder yet, and a few whistled and cheered. 

I  was  energized  by  their  response  and  felt  I  had  to  do  more.  I  stood  as tall  as  I  could,  smiling  freely,  and  slowly  slid  the  hem  of  my  dress  up  my  leg until the top of the stocking showed. Hoots and hollers ensued. I felt like a star. 

Jason waved his arms at them all and said, “Thanks, everyone, and thank you,   Addie,  for  that  display  of  confident,  feminine  allure.  That  will  make everyone  feel  more  at  ease  approaching  you  and  asking  you  to  do  tasks  to  test you. But for now, dinner is served.” 

Jason took my hand and led me off the stage. 

“Nice job!” Jessie said as I sat, and she pecked my cheek. Her hand slid on my thigh. “That was so good, doing that. Now everyone knows you’re ready to indulge your fem side and help the others any way they want you to. I’m so proud of you.” 

“Thanks.” 

The  only  thing  was,  I  was  getting  a  little  apprehensive  about  what  the tasks might be. 

We ate a sumptuous meal with wine, and dessert and coffee after. Jessie was sure to keep caressing me and even grabbed me through my dress beneath the table and brought me to the edge a few times during dinner. I was so horny after it all, I could hardly stand it. Then Jason took the stage again. 

“Okay, everyone. Now it’s back to the parlor for some parlor games with Addie  and  the  other  girls.  Addie  will  be  in  the  initiate  position.  You  all  know what to do, so get a drink and let’s get started. 

5

Jessie and I procured drinks, and she guided me to sit on a leather sofa with her at the center of the room. “This is where the initiate sits,” she said. “Sit back, relax, and enjoy the ride.” 

One  by  one,  people  came  over  and  introduced  themselves  to  me  while Jessie sat there, holding my arm or caressing my shoulders or legs or kissing my cheek. It was as if we were a couple, and she was introducing me to her family. 

It made me warm and fuzzy. Each person sat beside me and physically touched  me  in  some  way  or  another.  A  touch  of  my  cheek  with  the  back  of  a finger and a compliment. A caress of my thigh while gazing into my eyes. A kiss on  the  cheek.  I  was  a  princess  for  the  night,  being  honored.  Not  what  I  had expected from Jason’s comments on doing tasks and so on. 

By the time it was done, I had a nice buzz, as people had been bringing us drinks all night. 

When  everyone  had  finished,  Jason  plunked  himself  down  between Jessie and me. “Nice job, Addie,” he said as he glided his big hand on my thigh. 

“It seems you’re very comfortable with your new skin, and everyone loved you.” 

“Thanks. I guess I am.” 

He  looked  into  my  eyes  and  took  my  hand.  He  placed  it  on  his  crotch and  pressed  my  palm  against  his  hard,  thick  rod.  “You’re  very  convincing.  So much so, you may want to stay this way forever. Many members do.” He pressed my palm against it some more. My face flushed, and my heart raced. 

“Uh, I don’t know about forever.” Feeling his arousal beneath my palm, I tried not to let it affect me, but I lost my internal battle and had to follow my strange new desire. Looking into his eyes, I squeezed it, gauging the length and thickness. He continued to grow. 

He winked at me. “It doesn’t have to be forever, but I think you’ll like the  balance  and  insight  it  brings  you.  See  how  automatically  you’re  exploring me and making me feel good? It would be a shame for someone who turned out as  well  as  you  to  throw  it  all  away  and  go  back  to  being  half-enlightened.  It’s entirely  up  to  you,  though.  Of  course.  It’s  my  guess  you’ll  want  to  stay  this way.” 

He  was  fully  erect  now.  I  slid  my  hand  in  his  pants  and  wrapped  it around  the  thick,  long,  firm  compliment  he  was  giving  me  and  stroked  it.  He gazed into my eyes. “I think you’ll be a member soon. You’re doing really well adapting  your  paradigms  so  far.  Mmm,  yes  that  feels  nice,  Addie,  and  seeing such a pretty girl as you being so nice to me makes it even nicer.” 

What  was  I  doing?  I  was  jerking  a  guy  off  while  I  was  dressed  like  a

girl. It was nuts. I took my hand away and took a deep breath. Jessie whispered in my ear, “It wouldn’t be unheard of if you took it out and sucked it.” 

“Uh, I, uh...” She looked into my eyes trying to egg me on. “You’ll love it. I did.” 

“But you’re a girl.” 

“So? What are you?” 

She  leaned  over  me  and  unzipped  Jason’s  pants.  She  took  the  whole shaved package out, massaged his balls and stroked the rest. She looked back at me. “Do it, Addie. Be a big girl.” 

I  stared  at  it.  I  wrapped  my  fingers  around  it.  The  sight  of  my  long-nailed hands made me feel I  was a girl as I became enthralled with its feel and warmth and the way Jason was responding. His hand rested gently on my head, pressing it down lightly to encourage me. 

Jason  said,  “You’re  doing  well,  Addie.  Go  slow.  Take  your  time.  You don’t  have  to  do  what  Jessie  says.  Unless  you  really   want   to.”  He  pressed  my head  closer  to  it.  I  smelled  his  cologne  and  saw  a  drop  glistening  on  the  tip.  I moved a little closer. I could have licked it. A vein showed his pulse on the shaft. 

It was beating fast. 

I  tugged  on  his  balls  and  stroked  the  velvety  shaft.  My  hand  only covered half its length, and it seemed inattentive and inconsiderate to ignore the rest  of  it.  All  those  nerve  endings  were  being  wasted—I  could  give  him  more pleasure utilizing all of it. 

Jessie wrapped her hand around the top portion. “Go on, Addie. You can do it, girl. Wrap your lips around it.” 

I stared at it. “I, uh, I...” 

Jessie got off the couch and knelt before Jason. She took the top of it in her mouth. I couldn’t let go of it, and she sucked him and ran her tongue around the shaft. Jason leaned back and moaned. Mine was between my thighs, hard as a rock, excited by this new and thrilling experience. Jessie went at it fervently, consuming it like nourishment to a starving person. 

Jason caressed my hair and said, “Oh yeah, Jessie is so good, and Addie, your hand feels very nice too. Tug my balls a little harder, if you would, Addie.” 

I  did  and  squeezed  him  tight  while  Jessie  sucked.  Jason  moaned  and started  to  hump  into  my  hand  and  Jessie’s  mouth.  “Oh  yeah.  This  is  it,  girls. 

Here it comes.” 

He held Jessie’s head tight with one hand and rammed it though my fist and into her mouth. I felt it become solid as steel, then it spasmed as gush after gush  shot  through  my  fist  into  Jessie’s  mouth.  She  swallowed  most  of  it,  some trickling down her chin. When she was done, she lifted off it and planted kisses

on it over and over, then gave it one last lick before Jason put it away. 

Jessie kissed me deeply on the lips, shoving a good load of Jason’s come into my mouth. Surprisingly, it was incredibly exciting to taste it and swallow it. 

When  she  stopped  kissing  me,  she  pulled  back  and  said,  “Good  girl, Addie. You definitely broke some paradigms tonight. I think you need a reward. 

I want you to make love to me, honey.” 

Wow!  I  hit  the  jackpot.  Here  I  was,  going  to  be  making  love  to  a beautiful woman. A woman I never would have been able to date before, never mind such a gorgeous or intelligent one. 

“Oh  yes,  Jessie,  please.”  I  turned  to  say  goodbye  to  Jason  so  we  could go upstairs. He was already gone. 
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We hurriedly made our way back to my room. Jessie slammed the door shut  and  shoved  me  onto  my  back  on  the  bed.  She  slid  between  my  legs  and under my dress. Her mouth found me, and her head was lifting my dress up and down as she bobbed her head on me. I put my hand gently on her head. “Oh god, Jessie. That’s so wonderful.” 

She moaned around it and nodded her head, then continued. When I was right at the edge, she stopped. She slid out from under my dress and slid up to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me deeply on the lips. She squeezed my breasts. I wanted to make love to her. 

I moved my hand between her legs, and she crossed them, not letting me in.  She  pulled  back  from  our  kiss.  “Sorry,  sweetie.  It’s  not  the  right  time,  so don’t touch me there, but I do have another one for you to use.” 

She flipped onto her belly, lifted her behind, and flipped her dress over her bottom. She looked back with her face on the bed and one hand underneath her.  “Pull  my  panties  aside  and  slip  it  in  my  bottom,  baby.  I’m  all  lubed  and ready for you.” 

“Uh, really? There? Won’t it hurt?” 

“Heck no, Addie. I want you to come in me.” She wiggled her bottom. I shuffled over to her on my knees and slid it between her silky, creamy cheeks. 

She  wriggled  her  bottom  around  until  the  tip  pressed  in  the  right  place.  “Right there,” she said. “Push it into me, baby. Don’t be scared. It’s nice and tight, and it’ll take some pressure. Just push.” 

I pressed the tip and pushed it slowly. It was incredibly tight. 

“That’s it, Addie. Push.” She pushed back against it, and I made it past and slid all the way in. “Oh yeah, baby. That feels so nice. Now pound me and come in me.” 

I  stroked  in  and  back  slowly  and  then  picked  up  speed.  It  was  so  tight and hot that I wouldn’t last long. 

“That a girl, Addie. I’m almost coming. Come with me. Uh, huh... yes, yes, yes...” 

I rammed her like a bull. “God, Jessie, yes. This is it. Ungh.” 

I shoved it deep into her and shot one load after another into her tight, hot  bottom.  My  body  shuddered  as  did  hers.  Her  hand  went  under  her  and  she pulled her dress close to her in front. “That a girl, Addie—that felt so good,” she whispered. 

I slid out of her slowly and held my dress under it to catch my come, and I folded it into the fabric. I wiped her off with my dress. 

She  slid  off  the  bed  and  ran  into  the  bathroom.  I  got  up  and  sat  in  the seating area and waited. She came back out smiling and kissed my cheek. “Good night, princess. I’ll see you in the morning.” 

“What? You’re not going to stay with me?” 

“I, uh, not tonight. I think it’s best if we wait to sleep together.” 

I was confused and must have showed it. 

“Don’t  worry  your  pretty  head.  We’ll  be  together,  just  not  right  yet.  I need to have something for you to look forward to, don’t I? A girl can’t give it all in one day.” She smiled. 

“I guess. Sure. Okay, tomorrow.” 

“Now try to do your own makeup, and I’ll pick you up for breakfast at ten. If you need help then, I’ll help you, but try to do it yourself, okay? I can’t wait to see you dressed pretty and all made up.” 

“Okay.”  I  stood  and  we  kissed  goodnight.  I  closed  the  door  behind  her and went back to the bed to pull the spread off. Something was shining on it. I touched  it  and  smelled  it.  It  was  come,  and  a  good  amount,  not  just  a  drop.  I thought I had caught all of mine that came out of Jessie in my dress. Weird. 
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I  slept  better  than  I  ever  had.  I  had  a  fantastic,  exciting,  intelligent girlfriend and was warmly welcomed by the group. I made some coffee and ate a power bar sitting in my robe and looking out on the morning. It was beautiful. I thought about what my day entailed, and it seemed pretty easy. 

I’d shower and shave my body, then use that attachment like Jessie said to, because I was sure she’d ask, and I can’t lie for beans. Then do my makeup and hair and get dressed like a girl. Weird, but not terribly difficult and a small price to pay for all of it. 

Showering  and  seeing  my  painted  toenails  and  feeling  my  long fingernails in my hair made me imagine I really was a girl somehow, though my other  parts  suggested  otherwise.  Was  I  some  kind  of  freak  now,  or  was  this something good? 

Well, when I was done and dressed, I did look pretty darn good. I wore a casual denim mini with sheer suntan stockings that made my legs look silky and flawless.  Then  came  a  pair  of  denim  high-wedge-heel  shoes,  jewelry,  makeup, perfume, and a pink tank top, showing off my gorgeous boobs and cleavage. An unbuttoned  pink  blouse  held  back  with  a  stretch  belt  created  the  impression  of some curvy hips. I sprayed a lovely perfume over my legs, arms, and hair, and it made me feel like a blooming jasmine. 

I  put  my  license,  phone,  perfume,  lipstick,  blush,  mascara,  and  some tissues into a purse matching the shoes. It had taken me two and a half hours, but the  result  was  much  nicer  than  I  ever  managed  by  getting  ready  in  fifteen minutes. 

I stood in the mirror, taken with myself. The only way to stop dressing like this would be to get rejected, and even if I were accepted, I had to get past the incubator stage and make some real money before I could return to my men’s clothes. But by then, would I ever want to go back to my old self? 

I stared into my eyes. I had to be accepted by this group. I loved how I looked and felt now. So what if I was really a guy underneath it all? I didn’t feel like  one  yet  I  felt  better  than  I  ever  have.  And  I  had  Jessie.  As  if  that  weren’t enough incentive on its own. 

There was a knock on the door. I opened it. “Hi, honey. Wow! You did a great job. I guess you don’t need any help. Congratulations.” 

“Took me two and a half hours.” 

“Welcome  to  the  club,  sister.  It  gets  a  little  faster  with  practice.”  She laughed. 

She was wearing a short summer dress with a denim crop top and wedge

heels  like  mine.  “We  even  match  today.  How  cool!”  She  pecked  my  lips.  “I’m starving. Let’s go eat.” 

We  went  into  the  kitchen,  where  girls  and  guys  were  milling  around getting  food  and  cooking.  Jessie  showed  me  around  the  kitchen,  and  we  made some French toast and eggs. 

I  sipped  my  juice  looking  at  her  pretty  face.  How  unusual  it  was—

somehow it was feminine as ever, yet it had lines that gave it strength not usually seen in girls’ faces. She ate voraciously. She was done in half the time I was, and when she finished, she wiped her lips, took lipstick from her purse and put it on while watching me. “Sorry I finished so fast. I was starving.” 

“Oh no, I’m a slow eater. So what do we do today?” 

“Well, last night with Jason, you didn’t do what you should have. Don’t get  me  wrong,  you  came  a  long  way  just  doing  what  you  did,  but  you  should have  sucked  him  too.  It  would  have  been  a  good  step  toward  meeting  your requirements.” 

“Really?  C’mon.  I’m  dressed  and  acting  like  a  girl,  and  I  did  have  my hand wrapped around it. Why do I need to suck it? That’s just gross, and it isn’t normal for a guy to do to another guy.” 

Her  voice  was  shaky.  “Look  at  you.  Do  you  look  like  a  guy?  You’re  a beautiful girl.” 

“I have a dick.” 

“Gender is in your head, not in your pants you oaf.” She shook her head. 

Her eyes seemed to tear up. She looked down at her lap. She took a deep breath and  turned  to  look  to  the  side,  out  the  window,  her  eyes  blinking  rapidly.  She seemed upset. She took a few more deep breaths. 

She turned to me and gave me a flat-lipped smile. She put her hand on mine. “I’m afraid for you. I’m afraid you won’t make it. Thinking that making someone  feel  so  good  is  gross  and  unnatural  is  immature  and  prejudiced.  You have to overcome that idea. You have to, Addie. Please.” Her eyes begged me. 

F.E.M.D.  I  was  trapped  like  a  deer  in  the  headlights.  I  had  to  face  this fear and overcome my beliefs or lose it all. It seemed gross to me. But she was right. It was my belief that a guy sucking another guy is bad, but it’s okay if a girl does it. But it’s all the same—it’s making someone feel good. Why should it matter, girl or guy or whatever? They’re just labels.  Am I really a guy or a girl inside? I just like being the way I am now. 

“You’re right, Jessie. I’m sorry. Give me some time, that’s all.” 

She smiled and wiped her eye, careful not to mess her mascara. “Okay.” 

She squeezed my hand. “I’m glad you said that. Now there’s hope for us... uh, for you.” 
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We spent the day relaxing. We walked the neighborhood and to the park, hand  in  hand.  We  talked  about  Jessie’s  research  on  quantum  computing  and Jason’s work on pavement that melts snow. We talked about our aspirations and what we wanted from life and potential projects for me. 

Both  of  us  wanted  pretty  much  the  same  thing.  Love,  happiness, financial  stability,  and  to  be  ourselves  and  not  what  society  dictated  we  should be.  We’d  never  really  fit  in  with  our  fellow  students  in  high  school  or  college. 

We  didn’t  have  the  same  interests  and  never  really  looked  like  the  others.  We were nerds, geeks, kids that wanted to get good grades and to succeed. 

We had a drink back at the house, standing at the bar. Jason, Kaitlin, and Daisy were already there. 

As  we  approached,  Jessie  said,  “Look  at  that—the  entire  board  is present. Having a meeting?” 

Jason said, “We were just talking about Addie. Nothing bad so far.” 

Jessie said, “Well, she is doing okay, but she’s not completely there yet. I have high hopes for her, though.” 

“Good.” Jason said. 

Daisy  stood  in  her  power  suit,  one  high-heeled  foot  resting  on  the  bar rail. When I moved to the bar, she turned to me and asked, “So how has it been so  far  for  you,  Addie?  You  appear  to  be  well  into  the  role,  and  you  present yourself confidently.” She looked over her drink as she sipped it. Jessie mixed a couple of martinis for us. 

“It’s  been  good.  I  feel  welcome  here,  and  as  odd  as  it  is,  presenting myself this way, it feels totally natural for me. I like presenting this way better than the way I was.” 

“Good!  So  glad  to  hear  that.  You  don’t  have  to  present  this  way  when it’s  done,  and  some  of  our  members  don’t.  But  many  prefer  it  and  continue presenting  their  feminine  aspects  more  than  their  masculine.  It  doesn’t  make them less successful either way, and we can all feel confident our members are much  more  well-rounded  after  the  experience.”  She  kissed  my  cheek. 

“Congratulations, princess.” 

Jason asked, “So what are you girls up to tonight?” 

Jessie  said,  “I  was  hoping  Addie  would  go  to  dinner  with  me  at  that exquisite French restaurant.” She rubbed my shoulders, looking into my eyes as we stood at the bar. “How about it, sweetie? A nice romantic dinner together?” 

I  melted  at  her  touch.  “Love  to,  Jessie.  But  is  it  safe  for  me  to  go  in public this way? I mean, a restaurant with people looking at me?” 

“Oh Addie, stop. Look at you. We’ve been in public all day.” She leaned back and took me in. She slid a finger across my forehead, moving a stray hair aside. 

“I guess it’s just fear being carried over.” 

“Good. Then I’m going up to change. I’m wearing a black chiffon mini dress; I want to feel sexy and classy but slutty underneath. Let’s see if you can do the same. Okay?” 

“Sounds fun.” 

“I’ll come to your room when I’m finished, and we can go. I’ll make the reservations.” 

I finished my cocktail. “Okay, since I’m a little slower at getting ready, I’ll head up now.” I kissed her lips. 

“Okay, sweetie.” She patted my bottom. “See you soon.” 

I turned and left. I heard Jason ask Jessie, “So what can we do to help Addie move along quicker? I want to make her a permanent member.” 
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Maybe I should have gone back to eavesdrop on the conversation, but I didn’t. I was too excited to be going to dinner with Jessie. I was even excited to be out at a restaurant dressed so well. 

I  dug  through  the  closet,  remembering  Jessie’s  words.  Sexy  and  classy but slutty underneath.  I  didn’t  want  us  to  look  like  twins,  so  I  picked  a  cream-colored  chiffon  mini  dress  with  a  halter  top.  I  did  my  makeup  a  bit  more dramatically for the evening and used the twenty-four-hour lipstick with a gloss over it. I put some mousse in my hair and fluffed out the layers. 

I  slid  on  some  sheer  suntan  stockings  and  attached  them  to  the  cream-colored  garter  belt,  then  slid  on  matching  crotchless  panties.  A  cream  bra  held my gel breast forms nicely, but I’d need to cover the straps after the halter dress was on. The satin stilettos matched the dress perfectly. I slid into the dress and adjusted the ties around my neck, then slid on a satin bolero. 

It felt gratifying to be so beautifully dressed up. Standing before the full-length  mirror,  I  admired  myself  for  the  job  I’d  done  while  spraying  a  luscious scent  over  my  body  and  under  my  dress.  I  straightened  the  dress,  and  even though  I  was  rock-hard  under  it,  no  one  would  know.  I  felt  sexier  and  more confident  than  I’d  ever  felt;    my  heart  raced  in  anticipation  of  my  date  with Jessie. What a great girlfriend I had who helped me to feel so fabulous! 

The  knock  came  at  the  door.  Jessie  stood  there,  looking  like  a  vision. 

She  reached  her  arms  around  my  neck  and  planted  a  light  kiss  on  my  lips.  A smile filled her face. “Ready for our romantic dinner?” 

I sniffed her scented hair, almost melting as she ran her hand deliciously over my bottom. I squeezed hers, her breasts pressing on mine. Her warm breath whispered in my ear, “We’d better go now, or we might not.” 

“I know.” 

She looked around the room. “Grab your purse, honey.” 

“Oh yeah.” 

I  switched  my  things  to  the  matching  purse  and  put  my  lipstick,  gloss, and perfume in it as well. “Ready.” 

We navigated the stairs carefully. As we were passing the parlor on the way out, Jason shouted, “Have fun, girls! We’ll be waiting for you.” 

“Thanks,” Jessie said back. 

Jessie  slid  into  the  UberBLACK  waiting  for  us  in  the  driveway,  and  I slid  in  next  to  her,  my  bottom  sliding  on  the  cool  leather.  I  crossed  my  legs  as our driver started the car. “I’m so excited for some reason, Addie. I feel this is going  to  be  a   very   special  night  for  us.  I’ve  never  been  this  excited  to  be  with

someone.” 

I held her hand on her knee and squeezed it. “Me too. It’s as if we’re on the  precipice  of  something  big.  What  did  Jason  mean  when  he  said  ‘We’ll  be waiting for you’? Who’s  we, and why are they waiting?” 

Jessie flashed a shocked glance at me then said, “Uh...I...uh... Did he say that?” 

“Yes, honey.” 

“I guess he meant they would be anxious to hear how things went for us at dinner. You know, like parents waiting to hear about a first date or something. 

They care for you and want you to be a success and not be tortured by your old beliefs.” 

“Hmm. Interesting. I don’t feel tortured right now. I feel pampered.” 

“Good. Hopefully you stay that way.” 

Jessie bent over, lifted my dress, and took me in her mouth. The woman driver looked back and smiled, nodding lightly in the mirror and tipping her cap to me. I smiled back. Jessie kept me on the edge all the way to the restaurant. By the time we were there, I had almost come in her mouth several times, but she was very adept at not letting me. 

Jessie and I had a lovely dinner, sitting in a back booth by the fireplace. 

We caressed each other’s legs as we ate and had an interesting discussion about Jessie’s project, the world of quantum physics, and her theories on how to make it work for computing. It was intellectual, sensual, and erotic, and the food and wine  were  the  frosting  on  top.  By  the  time  we  were  done  with  dessert,  I  was buzzed nicely, and so was Jessie. 

She  looked  at  her  watch.  “We’d  better  go.”  She  took  her  phone  out, requested our Uber, then paid the bill. 

We slid out of the booth and walked hand in hand to the exit. We stood in the doorway, waiting for our ride. Jessie held my bicep with both hands. She whispered,  “I  love  you,  Addie.  I  want  you  to  be  a  success.  I  want  us  to  be together forever.” 

“Me too. I’ll be a success, don’t worry.” 

“I know you will. I want you to make love to me tonight. Facing me. I want us to be connected.” 

“I’d love that.” 

“Promise  me  that  when  we  get  back  to  the  house,  you’ll  give  up  all  of your fears.” 

“I have. What could I fear with you?” 

“I want you to prove it. What Jason was talking about was that he and the rest of the board would be ready to help you when we got home.” 

“Help me? Help me what?” 

“They promised to provide you the opportunity to show us that you’ve overcome your useless paradigms.” 

“Useless paradigms?” 

“Yes…I  want  you  to  perform  fellatio.  I  want  to  see  you  enjoy  it  and learn that it’s a wonderful gift to give a person.” 

“Oh, Jessie. I thought I was going to have some time.” 

“I  did  too.  But  if  you’re  going  to  make  love  to  me,  I  need  to  see  you don’t have issues with penises. I could never be with someone who did.” 

I stared out the window. This was it. It was time. I had to do this, or I’d lose Jessie. I remembered her doing it for Jason—my hand around it, watching her,  and  watching  his  pleasure.  She  was  gorgeous  doing  it.  He  was  exciting  to watch. But to have him in my mouth, shooting it into me? My heart raced. 

Jessie  held  my  hand  in  both  of  hers  and  rested  her  head  against  my shoulder. 

10

We entered the parlor arm in arm. Jason, Kaitlin, and Daisy were seated by the fire, sipping brandy. They looked up and smiled. 

“Hey, girls!” Jason called out as he stood. “Brandy?” 

“I’ll get it,” Jessie said, and she went to the bar. 

Daisy stood and motioned to her seat by the fire. “Sit, please, Addie.” 

“No,  this  is  good,”  I  said  and  took  a  seat  on  a  pillow  by  the  fireplace, crossing  my  legs  beneath  me  and  straightening  my  dress.  Jessie  handed  me  a brandy and sat on another pillow beside me. 

Jason took his seat and asked me. “Good dinner?” 

“Yes,  fantastic.  It  was  lovely.  Jessie  and  I  had  a  wonderful  time together.” 

“Good. Now. The reason we’ve assembled here tonight is to try to help you  break  some  societally  instilled  fears  and  perceptions  of  yours.”  He  paused and observed me. 

My  eyes  teared  up  a  bit,  but  I  fought  it  off.  My  heart  raced.  I  shifted uncomfortably under his gaze. 

He continued. “I can see this is a big thing for you, Addie, and you don’t need to overcome it if you don’t want to.” 

“But I want to be a member.” 

“Yes, we know that, and you’ve done fine so far.” 

“I’ll do it. Let’s get it over with.” 

“No. That’s okay.” 

“Really, I can do it. I might get sick, but I’ll try my best. I promise.” 

“No.  We’ve  already  decided  that  you  are  to  be  a  member  regardless  of your actions tonight.” 

“Really? Oh god, thank you.” I looked at all of them. “Thank you all so much.” 

“You’re welcome,” Daisy said. 

Jason nodded. “Yes, you’re welcome. However, this is an issue that will possibly  keep  you  from,  we  believe,  having  all  the  things  you  may  want  right now.”  He  glanced  at  Jessie,  then  back  at  me.  “You  see,  you’ll  be  limiting  your choices in life and may be left out of opportunities that could mean so much to you  in  the  future.  The  reason  we  break  members’  paradigms  is  to  improve society   and  for  the  member.  We  want   you  to  have  a  fulfilling  life  where  all things are possible and nothing is unheard of.” 

He looked at Jessie, who nodded, and then at me again. “Isn’t that what you want?” 

“Of course it is.” 

“Then the offer of help is still available to you should you accept it.” 

He looked around at the other board members. They all nodded. 

My heart raced again. I wasn’t done. He made some good points. How could  I  be  open  to  everything  when  I  imposed  limits  on  what  was  possible?  It would  be  like  saying  I  couldn’t  do  something,  and  I’d  never  said  that  about anything I wanted. 

I  looked  at  all  of  them  waiting  patiently  for  me,  sipping  their  brandy. 

“So, by helping, you mean you’d help me to suck a cock.” 

Jason  laughed,  “Not  really,  but  we’d  let  you  try  it.  And  if  it  was  too repulsive, then that’s that. But if it is, you may personally lose things that will be very  important  to  you  in  the  long  run.”  He  glanced  at  Jessie.  “You  have  to  be open to it.” 

Jessie spoke up, “I can help you get started.” She rubbed my shoulders. 

“C’mon baby, you can do it. I know you can. Do it for me. Do it for us.” She slid her  hand  into  my  dress  and  grabbed  my  limpness  and  squeezed  it.  “I’ll  show you.” 

She  lifted  my  dress  and  took  it  in  her  mouth,  looking  up  at  me.  She sucked  and  tugged  until  it  began  to  come  to  life  again.  She  was  gorgeous  to watch  as  it  slid  between  her  painted  lips,  her  eyes  full  of  love,  and  I  could  tell how much she truly enjoyed doing it. Why wouldn’t I feel the same? 

She  worked  me  until  I  was  at  the  edge  again,  and  she  masterfully stopped just in time. I looked at the others; Jason had come over and now stood beside me. Kaitlin stood and approached me. 

Daisy came over and placed her hand on my head. “It’s okay, Addie.” 

Jason unzipped his pants and took it out. He looked at me and stroked it. 

“You’re gorgeous, Addie,” he said. 

Kaitlin and Daisy were rubbing themselves through their dresses. They nodded  in  agreement  and  Daisy  said,  “Yes,  so  gorgeous.  You’ll  look  so  good with it in your lips. Try it.” 

Jason  was  hard  and  he  moved  closer  to  me.  It  was  in  front  of  my  face now.  I  reached  for  it  and  wrapped  both  hands  around  it  and  stroked  him.  He moaned and placed a hand on my head. “That’s it, Addie.” He moved my head closer so it almost touched my lips. 

I  looked  at  it  oozing  a  shiny  drop.  The  firm  pink  flesh  with  the  thick purplish head felt velvety soft and smelled of his cologne. I licked the drop off and tasted the saltiness. 

“Good girl, Addie,” Jason said as he rubbed it against my lips. I opened them and let it slide in. I looked up at him, and he smiled down, petting my head. 

“Good  girl.  That  looks  as  captivating  as  the  sensations  you’re  giving  me.”  He thrusted lightly and I tugged on his balls with one hand, the other still wrapped around  his  long  shaft,  stroking  it  while  I  bobbed  my  head  and  ran  my  tongue around the tip and shaft. 

He  twitched  each  time  I  flicked  the  tip  and  let  out  a  little  moan.  I decided  I  wanted  to  make  him  come  and  genuinely  invested  myself  in  using every  way  possible  to  maximize  his  stimulation  and  the  pleasure  I  was  giving him. I longed for him to truly love what I was doing. As with everything I chose to do in life, I wanted to be the best. 

“Oh, Addie, you’re fantastic—this is heavenly,” he said, his hand lightly on  my  head  as  he  gazed  in  my  eyes.  “You  look  so  beautiful  this  way. 

Mmm...huh...god yes.” 

I  was  rock-hard  under  my  dress  from  the  excitement  of  knowing  how sensational  I  was  making  him  feel.  He  grabbed  my  head  with  both  hands  and squeezed it. “Yes, Addie, yes. You’re too much for me to take. Get ready, girl.” 

And  was  I  ready!  I  couldn’t  wait.  I  was  almost  ready  to  come  myself from  his  excitement  alone.  I  looked  up  into  his  eyes,  his  face  grimacing  as  he locked eyes with me. “Oh, Addie.” His eyes opened wide. 

The first load shot through my fist and bathed my tongue in his passion, and I swallowed it greedily. One after the other shot into my mouth, some of it dripping down my chin. 

Jessie patted my back. “Good girl, Addie, good girl.” 

I tried to get every drop out of him until he finally had to pull my head off him. Before I knew it, Daisy had her dress raised up and tucked under, and she  held one for me. “Here’s another for you, Addie girl. If you want it.” 

Oh my god. Daisy was a he? I dove onto it. I felt a hand on my shoulder, and Kaitlin said, “Here’s another for your delight, sweet princess.” She wrapped my hand around it and humped my fist. 

I couldn’t believe these girls were what they were, but it only excited me more. I knew I’d  always love doing this now. I fervently worked them both with my hands and mouth until I made them both come, and I caught most of it in my mouth.  When  they  were  all  done  and  had  peppered  me  with  kisses  and  loving touches, they all refilled their brandy snifters, and we sat. 

I unconsciously stared at the girls. 

“Something wrong, Addie? I thought you enjoyed that,” Daisy said. 

“I  did.  Truly  I  did.  It  was  very  exciting  and  rewarding  being  able  to make  someone  feel  so  good.  Thank  you  all  for  letting  me  learn  that.  I  never would have known, and I’d forever be missing it.” 

They smiled. Jessie kissed my cheek. She wiped someone’s come off my

cleavage  with  her  finger  and  held  it  for  me  to  lick.  I  licked  it  off.  “Good  girl, Addie. You’re gonna be okay. I want to make love to you.” 

I thought,  Yes!  I made it. “I can’t wait.” 

The board members all stood and smiled. Jason said, “We’ll let you two love birds have the parlor. Congratulations, Addie.” 

“Thank you, Jason...” I looked at the others. “...and Kaitlin and Daisy.” 

“Anytime,  Addie.  Anytime.”  Daisy  smiled  and  patted  my  head  as  she passed me, sitting on the pillow. 

“Yes,  absolutely.  Anytime,  Addie,”  Kaitlin  said,  then  leaned  down  and kissed my lips gently. 

They  all  left.  Jessie  snuggled  next  to  me  by  the  fire.  We  gazed  at  the flames.  She  wrapped  my  dress  around  my  still  hard  cock.  “Mmm,  I  see  it  was even stimulating for you.” She stroked it. “You loved sucking them, didn’t you?” 

“I did. Very much. Incredibly so.” 

“I’ll bet you could have come anytime with one in your mouth.” 

“I  could  have.  Actually  right  now  I...”  I  tried  to  move  her  hand  away. 

“Uh, Jessie, I...” 

My  body  shuddered  then  she  jerked  me  rapidly  peppering  my  cheek with  kisses.  I  came  in  my  dress.  She  felt  it.  “That’s  okay,  baby.  I  came  earlier watching you. We can make love another time. Let’s go to sleep. I’ll sleep with you, my love.” 
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I  woke  in  the  morning,  and  Jessie  was  up  already,  sitting  in  a  robe, sipping coffee and looking outside. She smiled at me as I entered. “Hi, sweetie. 

Sleep well?” 

“Did I ever!” I sat next to her and kissed her. “That really took it out of me last night. Thank you. I’m so glad I had that experience.” 

“Me too. I was proud of you. The way you got into it and the way you didn’t freak when you saw the girls had special parts under their dresses.” 

“Thanks. I’m proud of me. And those girls are hot. I never would have guessed. I mean, they look as real as you do.” 

“Thanks.” She grinned. “As real as I do. Like I’m not real?” 

“I mean, no, you’re very real but I meant you’re a real girl, and they’re not, that’s all. They’re like me.” 

“I see. Okay. If you say so. So you’re not a girl?” 

“Well, not really.” 

“Give  that  up,  Addie.  You’re  all  girl,  and  you  know  it.  You  love  being this  way.  You  have  to  stop  identifying  with  an  old  image  of  yourself,  or  you’ll forever be conflicted and you’ll lose power. That is, unless you want to be both, and that’s fine too... But when you present as a girl, and inside your head you’re a  girl,  you  are  one,  and  you  can’t  think  you’re  not.  But  I  think  you’ll  stay  this way.” 

“Think so? You  may be right.” I kissed her cheek. “How did I ever get so lucky as to find you? So, what shall we do today, my love?” 

“Today  I  say  we  find  some  special  outfits  for  tonight.  Something reminiscent of a bride’s ensemble, but sexy, seductive, and sinful. Then we have dinner  in,  and  then...”  An  evil  smile  filled  her  face.  “And  then  we  make  love. 

I’m going to make love to you.” 

“Hmm. Sounds fun. So, both of us in brides’ clothes, or do I get to be a groom like I should?” 

“Should?  Addie! Stop joking. No you shouldn’t. You and I both will be brides.” 

“I know. Okay. I like being a bride better anyway. Much sexier.” 

“I  knew  you  would.”  She  kissed  me.  “Let’s  shower  and  dress  and  eat. 

I’m famished. Then we find some bridal wear and order fancy food.” 

Finally.  I  was  going  to  be  able  to  stick  it  in  my  girlfriend.  I  know  that sounds  crude,  but  it’s  what  every  guy  wants,  right?  Even  if  he’s  dressed  like  a bride. Heck, that’d only add to the sensuality of it all. 

Jessie went to her suite and then came back. “After you clean out, you

might want to use this. Here’s some lube.” 

I looked at it. “A butt plug?” 

“Yes, it’ll help get you in the mood.” 

“But I’m in the mood already.” 

“Trust me. Use it. Turn it on when it’s in you and inflate it as far as you can comfortably. Then you’ll be ready tonight.” 

“I’m ready.” 

“Just do it, princess.” 
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I  was  going  crazy,  walking  around  in  heels  and  a  sexy  dress  and shopping  for  bridal  clothes.  The  plug  made  me  horny  as  hell,  but  it  felt  really good  there  while  walking.  It  was  as  if  I  had  discovered  a  whole  new  array  of nerves.  I  never  would  have  guessed  having  something  shoved  in  me  like  that would feel good. 

“Your walk tells me that you’re liking your new toy, honey,” Jessie said as she smiled and laughed. 

“Yeah, oh yeah, you were right again. It is good.” 

She  nuzzled  me  as  we  walked.  She  whispered,  “Wait  until  you  have  a real one in there, princess.” 

“No. I want you, not a guy.” 

“You have me, baby.” 

“Then why do I have to have Jason or someone stuff it in me?” 

“You don’t. Don’t worry. Just enjoy the ride for now.” 

We found dresses we loved that were fluffy, short, revealing, and sexy. 

We dressed in our own rooms, since Jessie said it would be easier for her than trying to go back and forth for makeup and things. 

We  both  wore  white  with  white  stockings  and  fetishy  heels,  and  I  felt like  a  bride  for  sure.  I  still  had  the  plug  in  and  vibrating  when  I  finished,  and Jessie came in. I was walking back and forth looking at myself in the mirror. 

“You  look  wonderful,  Addie.  By  the  way  you’re  walking,  it  looks  like you still have the plug in.” 

“I do. It feels so nice, I couldn’t bring myself take it out.” 

“Then leave it for now. You can take it out later. Why not try pumping it up further?” 

“I hadn’t thought of that.” I reached back and pumped it up, looking at Jessie. My eyes got wide. She laughed. It felt incredible. “God, that is good.” 

“I’m telling you, you’ll love a real one.” 

“Okay, okay, maybe I will...someday.” 

“Yeah, someday really soon.” She laughed and wrapped her arms around my shoulders and kissed me. “Food should be here in five minutes. I reserved a table for us downstairs in the dining room by the fire. C’mon.” 

We went into the parlor, passing by everyone as they commented on our bridal  looks  and  said  what  a  great  couple  we  made.  We  sat  at  our  table  by  the fire; Daisy was dressed in a French maid outfit and had a tray and a napkin over her forearm. “Drinks, ladies?” 

“Daisy, how nice. You don’t have to wait on us,” Jessie said. 

“I  want  to.  When  I  heard  this  was  to  be  a  special  night  for  you  two,  I wanted to help. I ate already so I’ll be able to serve you well.” She leaned down and kissed my cheek then went to Jessie and did the same. “Have you decided what you’d like?” 

“Yes, two dirty Grey Goose martinis for us, please,” I said. 

We  nibbled  on  the  appetizers,  watched  the  fire,  and  chatted  with  the other  members  as  they  congratulated  us  on  our  special  night  and  me  on becoming a full member. It was like being part of a new and improved family. 

We  had  a  thoroughly  delectable  and  delightful  dinner  and  were pleasantly satisfied and buzzed when we had our espressos. We took them on the porch  and  sat  on  the  swing  for  some  fresh  air.  The  chill  of  the  night  felt  good after  being  next  to  the  fire  during  dinner.  Jessie  took  cigars  from  her  purse. 

“Want one?” 

I laughed. “Sure, why not?” 

We  smoked  the  cigars  until  it  was  too  cold  to  stay  out  any  longer  and went upstairs. 

When  I  closed  the  door  to  my  room  behind  us,  I  wrapped  my  arms around Jessie and pressed our breasts together, giving her a deep kiss. I squeezed her ass, thinking of making love to her and how good it would feel. 

She broke our embrace and took me by the hand to the bed. She slid the covers off to reveal red satin sheets. “Get on the bed, Addie,” she said. 

I  slid  up  to  the  head  of  the  bed.  She  spread  my  legs,  taking  my anticipative rod in her mouth. She rode it until I was at the edge, then she slid up and breathed in my ear, “Now it’s my turn.” 

She reached under me, deflated the plug, and pulled it out. I felt like I’d lost a best friend. She slid up to my face and kissed me as she pressed my legs back,  my  feet  still  in  my  stilettos,  my  ankles  by  my  ears.  I  smelled  her  sweet perfume  as  our  tongues  wrapped  around  each  other.  She  pushed  her  knees against my thighs and spread them. 

I  felt  something  pressing  at  my  bottom.  After  the  inflatable  vibrator,  it didn’t take anything for it to slide right in. She must have been wearing a strap-on. 

“God, Jessie, that strap-on feels so good.” 

“Glad you like it. I like it too. You’re so damn hot down there and lubed so nicely.” She leaned back, holding my ankles and looking into my eyes. I lifted my dress and tucked it under so I could see her strap-on. 

My  cock  was  flailing  around  in  the  air  from  her  thrusts.  I  couldn’t  see any straps. As she looked into my eyes lovingly, she said, “How does a real one feel, honey?” 

I looked at her with shock. “I, uh…” 

“What’s the matter—is this okay for you?” 

She pounded it into me roughly. It felt as if we were joined together, and our  energies  were  the  same.  Her  merciless  impaling  forced  drips  to  ooze  from my  tip  and  fly  off  onto  our  dresses.  She  was  pounding  me  like  a  sailor  with  a whore. 

“Jessie, oh god yes, that’s so good.” 

She  smiled  and  rammed  me  deep,  banging  my  head  against  the headboard. I watched her face. 

“This is it, baby. I can’t hold back. I’m gonna fill you.” 

“Oh yes, I’ll come too. Do it for me, Jessie. Come inside me, honey.” 

She rammed and shoved all the way into me, then held me tight as we both shuddered. I shot my hot loads all over us, and she shot hers inside of me. 

When we were done, she collapsed on me and we rested. As she shrank, she slid out. 

She  lay  next  to  me  and  gazed  in  my  eyes,  stroking  my  hair.  “So,  my love, are you okay? Do you still love me now that you know I’m like you?” 

“I love you even more.” I kissed her lips. “I can’t wait for our lives to really get going together. Do you want to stay like you are?” 

“Well,  I  guess,  but  implants  would  be  nice...and  a  few  other  things. 

You?” 

“That sounds wonderful. Maybe we can design some new ones that can change size. You know, big and ridiculous for those special times and small and cute for others.” 

“That’s  a  good  project  for  you.  The  others  have  some  radical  ideas  as well.” 

“I love you.” 

“I love you.” 

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