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  Chapter 1


  “So, let me get this straight, you flew me from Boston to “No-Fuckin-Where” California because I’m SHORT?”


  “Niet,” countered Alexi, an overweight, perpetually scowling man in his late fifties. “Of course not. Would be ridiculous. You are also skinny.”


  Dan stared at the other man with a look of pure incredulity. It had been a very long, boring flight and the surly, lab coat toting scientist still hadn’t revealed the nature of his undercover assignment. Now here he was, hundreds of feet below the California desert in a secret government research facility growing ever more disgruntled.


  “You must be joking,” he asserted.


  “I rarely jest, comrade. This ees quite serious,” Alexi said in his heavy Russian accent. His face was so stern; Granite could have taken lessons.


  “Well, alright, geez, calm down, ya’ nerd? I’m wicked tired and I just want to know what–” Before he could finish, a fresh clacking sound drew both men’s attentions


  From the other end of the sparsely decorated waiting room, an older, balding man in a lab coat entered. His pinched face and large spectacles were disarming, but Dan noticed he walked with an air of authority. Alexi straitened perceptibly.


  However, the second newcomer attracted Dan’s attention. A captivating, attractive woman, moving purposefully at the balding man’s side. With dark hair and a confident smile, she appeared to be in her late 20’s or early thirties, thin, but not waifish, dressed in a pencil-skirted, dark suit. Based on the efficient way she moved, the newcomer was certainly no scientist.


  “Detective Daniel Jefferies I presume?” asked the scientist.


  Dan turned his attention to the older man regretfully. Although it was time being called by the new title, it felt right to his ears and caused him to reflect on the last several years. In record breaking pace, he had graduated from high school and then the academy, where they had fast-tracked his time on the street. It had culminated in a promotion to detective… Mere days before his new assignment placed him on a plane to California.


  “Call me Dan,” he finally replied, “And are you finally going to tell me what I’m here for? I think you’ve kept me waiting long enough. Why don’t you tell me what’s going on ya’ chowda’ heads?”


  Instead of replying the balding man turned to the woman at his side and whispered something. Although Dan couldn’t catch it, he thought Dan heard the phrase “atrocious accent.”


  The woman frowned deeply. She was tall for a woman, especially compared to Dan who barely topped 5’6” himself, and she used her her height to command attention as she spoke. Sizing Dan up, she grimly asked, “Why do you think you’re here?”


  “Well,” Dan said with a sarcastic tone, “Boris over there mentioned something about my size already. So, I’m obviously going undahcover at a jockey fight club.”


  “Not my name.” The Russian said. “Nor is that your mission.”


  “Can I call you Igah, or do you pronounce it E-Goah?” Dan asked, continuing his needling of the unpleasant man. Alexi’s frown deepened. However, the woman’s face showed a glimmer of a smile and her companion chuckled amicably at the repartee.


  “Care to guess again?” the old scientist asked after his laughter died down.


  “If I had to guess, I would say I’m here for some fancy plastic surgery for a long-term undercover mission. So, Agent,” Dan concluded, turning to the woman. “How close am I? Which agency are you with. My money would be on FBI, based on your postah. Either way, you weren’t going to leave me unescorted with only former Soviet Bloc here…”


  The Russian scowled scornfully, hatred clearly showing in his expression.


  “They were right to send him for more than his stature,” the woman said to her lab-coated compatriot. “Evidently.”


  Her smile was full of warmth and Dan felt himself drawn to it. “I’m big enough wheah it counts,” Dan countered. “Now will you tell me why I’m here?”


  Everyone turned as the balding researcher addressed him directly, “My name is Dr. Roger Phillips, a senior biomedical researcher for the CIA,” he said, addressing himself with a slightly pompous tone which appeared to come naturally. “Perhaps you would like to find out why a vertically challenged detective was flown across the country Mr. Jefferies?”


  “Yeah, ’bout frickin’ time,” Dan declared, as under his breath he added, “I’ll vertically challenge my boot up yah ass.”


  The agent chose this moment to speak up, partially covering Dan’s insult. “My name is Jessica Ferguson and I’m with the Bureau of Alcohol Tobacco and Firearms. I promise to explain why you’re here.” Her eyes were large with compassion.


  “Worth it for the view,” Dan quipped, thoroughly enjoying the expression of loathing on Alexi’s face.


  Ignoring the comment entirely, Dr. Phillips said simply. “Follow me,” as he promptly turned, leaving the rest of the company to follow in his wake.


  As they walked, Jess began to finally detail the assignment. “Recently, we’ve been dealing with a drug epidemic in high schools all along the west coast. We believe we’ve identified the epicenter of drug sales, but without hard evidence, we can’t make any moves. It’s called ‘Sheen’,” she explained, in hushed tones


  “Like the actah? Or is it especially glossy?”


  The trace of a smile Jess wore faded as they entered an express elevator and descended even deeper into the complex.


  “Sheen is like a combination amphetamine and aphrodisiac. Functionally, it makes the user a hyper sexualized fiend. Coupled with an initial high, it provides the user a sense of invulnerability and heightened sexual experience, so you can see why it would be popular with high schoolers.”


  “Shuah,” Dan said, finally coming to grips with the seriousness of the job.


  “The cooks are experimenting with the formula, I’ve no doubt. However, in addition to causing heart attacks, occasionally in healthy victims, the incidence in rape has been skyrocketing wherever Sheen is found.”


  “Wheah do I come in?” Dan asked, as the group exited the elevator and rounded a corner down a featureless hallway. Soft fluorescent lighting glowed dimly, illuminating the abandoned corridor.


  “W-well,” she stammered, uncharacteristically  unsure of herself, “W-we have intelligence that points to, to…” She trailed off as the four travelers approached a doorway with a complicated series of security measures.


  To enter the highly secure room Dr. Phillips scanned his ID and was put through an additional retinal scan before the futuristic door wooshed open. They were admitted to a sterile lab environment. Surprisingly, the room was empty save for a single pedestal in the center. Imbedded in a raised platform, a stainless-steel rack was mounted. Hanging from the rack, a peach-colored sack hung loosely.


  It gave off an unsavory aura which Dan couldn’t comprehend. At least, until he got close enough to notice the color wasn’t just flesh-colored, it WAS flesh. On the rack lay a complete suit of human skin!


  Replete with long, chestnut colored hair and sagging, lifeless limbs, it was clearly supposed to resemble a young woman, yet deflated, like an empty female shaped balloon. It was a horrifying sight.


  “What the fuck is that?!” Dan inquired.


  Jessica managed to find her voice again. “You’ll be going undercover to investigate a girls-only cheerleading squad.”


  Suddenly, Dan was fighting an overwhelming urge to vomit. Then as calmly as he could manage, said, “You’ah all insane. This is crazy.”


  The detective turned to leave, but the Russian stood in his way resolutely. “Top secret. You can’t be going.”


  Short or not, Dan was trained in hand to hand combat and felt himself to be more than a match for the overweight, soviet mother-fucker standing between him and the door. Dan put up his fists, ready to fight.


  “Who’s gonna stop me, you?” he asked.


  “Enough of this,” Dr. Phillips shouted. “Will you let us explain the situation, Mr. Jefferies?”


  Dan reluctantly put his fists down and faced the older man. “This must be some kind of joke. What on earth makes you think I can don some rubbah suit and pass for a teenage girl?”


  “Ah, I think I see the problem. This is no mere Halloween costume. This suit will conform to the user completely. To all but the most rigorous scientific investigation, you will appear identical to an attractive, high school female down to the last detail. To even the wearer, the experience is indistinguishable from the real thing.”


  It sounded incredible, not to mention impossible. “I don’t understand why this is necessary? Why choose a man to go undercovah at all?” Dan inquired doubtfully.


  The others had clearly expected the question. Doctor Phillips replied with a transparently well-rehearsed statement. “This skin-suit bonds to its wearer, using a cocktail of hormones to make it function as a natural part of the human body. Natural female DNA would conflict with the artificial feminine hormones of the suit.”


  “We couldn’t find a female detective who could satisfy the… rigorous physical qualifications for this job,” Agent Ferguson chimed in. “This is our only option.”


  “Youah pulling my leg,” he replied, turning to face Jess.


  “This cheerleading squad is one of the most singular and selective in the country when it comes to looks. Trust me, if there had been any other way…” She trailed off again, obviously as discomforted by the idea as Dan was.


  “The suit can reform your body to the correct shape,” explained Dr. Phillips matter-of-factly, “But we still needed someone small enough to fit inside. So, for twelve hours, a man can become an attractive, female, high school senior.”


  “Okay,” Dan sighed, temporarily deciding to play devil’s advocate. “Let’s say I believe you. Twelve houahs seems fairly arbitrary.”


  The older man sighed and gave him a withering look. Holding his hands about 6 inches apart, he elaborated. “Let me try and explain. This suit is more than a mere costume. It is living flesh. A chemical bond between suit and body is driven primarily by hormones, as I mentioned. These hormones build up slowly within the host body, gradually merging the two, creating a perfect match.” His hands came together, the fingers interlocking.


  Dan remained skeptical. “So, what you’re saying is,” he interjected, connecting the dots, “I could look exactly like a teenage girl, but if I’m in the suit foah too long, I’ll actually BECOME a teenage girl?”


  “The central office assured me this particular issue had been fixed. I understand it is no longer a significant risk.” Jess added, her face set in an unreadable mask. Although the scientist’s initial explanation was difficult to believe, Jess’s affirmation chilled Dan to the bone. Maybe this wasn’t an expensive prank at his expense.


  “As if this job wasn’t difficult enough,” Dan observed. “You added the added the possibility of permanent gender change and strict deadlines… While operating undercover! Impossible.”


  “Well, it’s actually a bit more complicated in truth,” Dr. Phillips replied. “You should have no trouble retaining your masculinity. The recommended usage time is twelve hours, although a much longer session is theoretically possible. Beyond this time, the teenage hormones begin to dominate. Mood swings, reckless behavior, sexual desire, all the usual teenage behavior. Oh, it reminds me, you should avoid sexual encounters while wearing the suit at all costs. Especially not vaginal intercourse.”


  “Vaginal intercourse. This thing has a vagina?”


  “If you follow the rules, everything should be fine,” Phillips said, ignoring the question.


  Dan was well past unbelieving and now, even Jess looked concerned


  “Well, I wouldn’t worry about it,” Dan muttered sarcastically. “I ain’t interested in cosplaying a sexy cheerleader.” Then more seriously he added, “And I haven’t even agreed to accept this crazy mission.”


  “You’re missing the point,” the scientist urged, directing his exasperated tone towards Dan. “The suit bonds to the wearer. Aside from a small bulge at the base of your skull which serves as the escape mechanism, you’ll be indistinguishable from any other teenage girl. However, prolonged sexual activity will dissolve the barriers between the bodies more efficiently, but there’s no need to worry. It’s perfectly safe.”


  Then, he paused deliberately before pointing his finger for emphasis. “The suit should allow an effective infiltration of the cheerleading program, so long as you don’t wear the suit for more than the recommended time, unless absolutely necessary. And of course, avoid sexual situations. We need you detective.”


  Tired of the warnings and undecided on the mission Dan slumped against a wall, his eyes avoiding the pedestal. It was all so creepy, he should have just denied them, but they seemed so desperate. As he stood uncertainly, a realization dawned. All the repeated warnings, such specific time recommendations… His detective mind snapped the pieces into place.  


  “It’s already happened… hasn’t it?”


  Dr. Phillips went grey, any trace of condescension was gone. In a dejected tone, he nodded and said, “Joseph Melbourne…’Mel’ was our volunteer. He was the right size and weight. We were extraordinarily careful and thought we understood all the risks posed by hormone regeneration. Alexi calculated how long he could safely wear the suit down to the minute and–”


  “Goddamn it, just show him the footage,” Jess insisted with a frustrated tone. “He should see what he’s getting into.”


  Sighing dramatically, the older man shrugged sadly and said, “Very well,”


  He led their small entourage into an adjoining room, one bristling with monitors and what appeared to be an examination table. Medical equipment lay strewn about haphazardly. Although Dan was no expert, he recognized a pair of forceps and shivered instinctively thinking of the suit.


  One of the monitors showed video featuring a striking redhead. She sat, serenely reading a book in unbelievably sparse surroundings. The stranger moved so imperceptibly, Dan almost mistook it for a static image, but before he could make out any additional details, the Russian switched the screen off as his perpetual scowl was momentarily replaced with panicked expression.


  Dan made a note to ask about the figure starring in the odd video surveillance clip, but turned his attention to Jess. Although she appeared disinterested in the proceedings her steady gaze had clearly noticed the same strange woman on the screen and she was frowning nervously. Though Dan didn’t know her well, he thought she looked slightly unsettled.


  Hunched over the console, Dr. Phillips began to poke at one of the panels. Moments later, the overhead monitors switched to new display. A room, one much like the previous red haired woman’s, but with more adornment became visible. The camera clearly looked down on a sterile seeming bedroom. Three grey walls with a desk, bureau and neatly made cot, but not much else. However, Dan’s eyes were naturally drawn to the woman who sat huddled in a chair beside the desk, tightly gripping her knees to her chest.


  She was different from the first woman on the monitor, but equally lovely. Long, straight blonde hair reached down her curvy body to the waist. Her shapely legs and slim figure were apparent, even in the loose, drab garb she wore. Delicate features cast her pixie like face with high cheekbones. It was an exquisitely attractive face. Every feature of the woman’s body looked as if it was sculpted to fit the purest masculine ideal of feminine beauty. Of course, knowing the topic of research at the facility, it was a distinct possibility.


  A voice sounded from someone off camera. “How are you feeling Mel?”


  The 20-something young lady looked up, following something off screen. When the lab coat wearing researcher walked into frame, her brilliant blue eyes glistening with fresh tears.


  “I think something’s wrong,” the blonde complained in a small voice. Her quiet, lilting voice reached into his soul. It was a voice to raise the dead and sooth the most savage of beasts. Somehow he woman was as sensual audibly as she appeared visually.


  Concerned, the middle-aged scientist on the screen sat beside her on the cot. “What’s wrong Mel?”


  “I feel strange,” she said hesitantly. It looked like she wanted to say more but couldn’t.


  “Well, it’s been 18 hours. A new record. The analytics suggested there wouldn’t be any risk until the 24-hour mark. Do you want to take the suit off?”


  “No!” the woman blurted out immediately. Then apprehensively she added, “Not that, I just…” She took a deep breath and appeared to gather courage.


  The scientist sat quietly and stared into her eyes, evidently resisting the urge to look anywhere else. “Go ahead,” he urged.


  “Last night, my crotch felt funny and I…I touched myself,” Mel confessed in a rush. “I couldn’t sleep, and it just happened. At first, I scratched it to make the feeling go away but it felt so amazing, I couldn’t stop. And now…”


  Mel began to sob and the scientist, seemingly, fought the urge to reach out and comfort her. It was painful for Dan to see such a pretty girl crying, so he could only imagine what the scientist was going through.


  “It’s okay,” the man tried consolingly. “Female pleasure would have eventually been a subject for study. So, you’re just a step ahead of the program. I’m thrilled to find out it works.”


  Still weeping openly, Mel shook her beautiful head. “I can’t find the release,” she moaned. Sweeping her hair aside she tilted her head revealing her long, graceful neck. Dan was utterly mesmerized by the scene.


  Evidently alarmed for the first time, the scientist hurriedly reached behind the woman’s head. Before he could trigger the release, the woman placed her hand on his thigh. Mel was looking up at the assistant with enormous eyes and a sultry look. “That isn’t the release I had in mind.”


  “W-w-what are you doing?” the scientist asked as Mel began unbuttoning his pants. The researcher shook, frozen in place, uncertainty evident on his face.


  “Are you big? I hope you’re big,” she responded eagerly, licking her lips.


  “Mel!” the scientist objected, struggling to think clearly while a gorgeous woman tried to disrobe him, “You have a fiancé! What about her?” The words didn’t stop him from stiffening to the young woman’s machinations and Dan could see his zipper strain.


  Mel didn’t respond with words, instead, both individuals struggled over control of the pants zipper. She attacked with a single-mindedness which amply compensated for any strength differential. Finally, the scientist managed to grab a hold of the small woman’s wrists. She looked up with large eyes, burning with desire.


  “For god’s sake! You are a man. Try and remember, damn you!” the scientist shouted, in a last-ditch attempt stop her.


  They both needed the reminder; his cock was straining rigidly beneath a pair of beige slacks. Temporarily ceasing her struggle, Mel gazed adoringly at the man who held her. No, hungrily, Dan corrected.


  Moments drifted by in awkward silence, the two figures staring down one another. Finally, thrusting her body towards the scientist and shattering his resolve, they embraced, sealing the gesture with a passionate, emphatic kiss.


  Pressing her supple, willing body against his, the scientist couldn’t help but give in and Dan marveled at her overt sexually. Climbing onto his lap, the two subjects kissed deeply, while the woman rotated her hips, grinding against his erection. Her hands running down his neck pulled him into a feverishly intimate embrace. It left a wet spot where her crotch had pressed.


  Focused on caressing Mel’s perfectly shaped breasts over the plain slip she wore, the scientist no longer showed any reluctance. However, once he lifted the dress over the woman’s head, Dan couldn’t help but study the revealed breasts with more than a detached, scientific curiosity. How long it had taken for scientists to design those perfect, supple globes? It was arousing him as well!


  Mel began to moan as the unnamed scientist suckled at her large, shapely tits. As she tilted her head back in rapture, her lover squeezed the angelic body against his own. Touching every bare inch of her nubile, sexy form appeared to be as much fun for him as it was for her.


  In turn, she disrobed him, and they embraced passionately. With his head buried in her hair, he took a deep breath. Sweat and sensuality, Dan surmised, the heady mix would have been enough to push anyone beyond redemption. The mere idea it was a man inside that body was absurd. She was clearly the pinnacle of femininity.


  Small kisses were planted along her graceful neck prompting visible shivers in the blonde bombshell. With each kiss, she pressed her body harder against the scientist’s, urging him onward.


  “Take me,” she rasped. “Make me a woman.”


  The scientist responded, not with words, but with action. Pinning her against a wall, they kissed vigorously, with their tongues exploring one another’s mouths. With his hands, the older man caressed the young woman with the eagerness of drunken fraternity brother.


  With her mouth covered, Mel continued to moan as her lover fondled breasts, ass and anything else he could get a hold of.


  “Fuck me. Fuck me now,” she begged with lips beside the man’s ear, her voice barely audible over the monitor’s sound system. Her siren’s call was too much to resist and Dan could feel himself stiffen awkwardly.


  Tentative at first, the scientist touched her sex. His fingers came away dripping with her desire. Satisfied she was ready, the man guided his turgid erection just outside his test subject’s scientifically perfect pussy. Lifting one perfect leg, he pressed her against the wall, re-positioning himself at her threshold. He pressed. As he pushed her body yielded with a shrill sigh of delight. Pausing, he asked, “Does it hurt?”


  “A little,” Mel replied. “But it feels like my pussy was made for you.”


  “You feel so good,” he said beginning to thrust


  “I’m all yours, you can cum inside if you want.”


  Her statement proved quite prophetic as the scientist shuddered with terrific release an instant later. Expecting disappointment from the test subject, Dan was surprised to find she was anything but unhappy. As the scientist pulled his limp cock from inside her, she smiled happily.


  Mingled semen and blood ran down Mel’s leg, but she placed a petite hand on the man who had fucked her. Almost lovingly she caressed the man who had taken her virginity.


  “Thank you.” She said gently.


  Obviously frustrated with himself, the scientist said, “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to finish so quickly, you’re just so…”


  “I know,” she interrupted him, her voice filled with understanding. “But I’m not done with you yet.”


  Sinking to her knees, Mel took his limp cock in her mouth. Covered in a cocktail of bodily juices, she worked his member vigorously. Too shocked to respond he simply savored the sensation.


  Moments later, he was once again erect. Watching her tongue sliding up and down his cock, he groaned in satisfaction. A beautiful woman was practically worshiping his penis after letting him cum inside her. The faint choking sound she made with each plunging head motion was pushing him back to full arousal.


  Then she was holding his hand and pulling him to the floor. As she dragged him on top of her, the scientist quickly re-entered her sopping wet box. The squelching of his penetration was audible over the recording!


  “Ohhhmmm,” she trilled, wrapping her arms around her lover. Squirming beneath his body, Mel moaned with each thrust. “MMMMmmmm, MMMMMMM, yes, YES,” her voice rising in pitch as her pleasure increased.


  “Oh fuck,” the scientist groaned. Pumping into the willing cunt, he appeared to be nearing climax again.


  “OOOOhh, Ooooohmmmmm, oh god!” She screamed. “I’m coming, I’M COMING!”


  “Ughnn,” the researcher grunted, filling Mel’s pussy with his seed for the second time. The way she shuddered beneath him, writhing in pleasure, was there any doubt he could hold back?


  “Yes, yes…” Mel muttered, planting a million small kisses on her partner and hugging him tightly.


  The video went black and the party stood, mutely contemplating the events depicted on the video. Dan crossed his legs to cover his erection.


  “…And that’s why I know the risks,” concluded Doctor Phillips.


  “I didn’t think you’d fly me out to California to watch porn.” Dan quipped.


  Ignoring the obvious snark in his tone, Jess asked, “What happened to Mel?”


  “She’s under observation in this facility,” Dr. Phillips said with an embarrassed expression. We have been working tirelessly to improve the suit… to prevent this from happening again.”


  “What about the other subject?” Dan asked, unexpectedly.


  Dr. Phillips went chalk white, the determined smirk evaporating in an instant. “W-what other subject.”


  Dan had always enjoyed comic books, but Batman was his favorite. He couldn’t resist acting like his hero when the opportunity arose. For some reason, people always underestimated his ability for observation, it was his secret weapon.


  “The label on the pedestal in the othah room was ‘03’. The title under the video ended in ‘Subject-02’. Ah you going to tell me about ‘Subject-01’, or were you hoping I wouldn’t ask?”


  The Russian spat and said something in Russian. Dan guessed it was something unpleasant, but Dr. Phillips and Jess were exchanging worried looks. Clearly, they knew something he didn’t.


  “If you insist,” Dr. Phillips said dejectedly. “She is nearby, but you must understand…”


  “I insist,” Dan replied forcefully.


  “Very well.”


  Together, the small group left the control room, past the hanging sack of skin they wanted him to wear and down another long hallway. A long stretch of the hallway was abnormally blank, lacking orderly lighting which appeared every 10 feet along the corridors in the rest of the complex. Dr. Phillips chose this location to stop and placed his hand on the wall, his face set in a grim mask.


  Dan let out an involuntary gasp as the wall shimmered and grew transparent, leaving a floor-to-ceiling window into another room entirely.


  “I see my taxes are being properly utilized,” Dan snarked while studying the newly revealed room.


  The image was identical to the room from earlier: A sparsely furnished interior featuring a cot where a fire-haired goddess sat cross legged, quietly reading her book. She was facing the group, but judging by the lack of reaction, Dan reasoned he was behind one-way glass.


  Up close Dan could see her fine features and supple form. He judged her to be as beautiful as any woman he had ever seen, right down to the perfectly-imperfect freckles covering her face. Although the loose-fitting dress she wore covered her from neck to mid-calf, it was enough to see she had a dynamite figure.


  “Turn up the volume,” Dr. Phillips said to no-one.


  Dan became aware of faint humming. The panel must have responded to voice commands because the heavenly voice was coming from the redhead, a lilting tune Dan didn’t recognize. As she hummed, her leg moved in perfect rhythm. The sight was mesmerizing in its simplicity, but Dan found himself fighting a strange urge to join her. It was a sensation Dan could barely comprehend, yet the pull was real.


  “Do you feel it?” Dr. Phillips asked.


  The elderly man’s gravelly voice snapped the reverie ensnaring his mind. “Yes… er, I think so. What is this feeling?”


  “Pheromones,” he replied. “Even through this wall, she can reach us. My greatest mistake and a horribly dangerous one.”


  “Clearly, she’s one of your bodysuit creations, but she doesn’t look dangerous.”


  “Initially we tried the body suit on a woman, believing women might be interested in changing their appearance, the way a nice dress and makeup can; Only on a more molecular level. The hormonal imbalance it created was horrifically unstable, creating the monster you see before you.”


  Dr. Phillips stood solemnly, his hand on his beard, staring at the beautiful creature behind the glass. When he muttered something, a previously hidden monitor switched on in the enclosure. The picture revealed a grinning man, classically nondescript, neither handsome nor ugly, he was simply a man; Ordinary.


  However, the response it provoked in the woman was astounding. She was slow at first to notice the screen, so intent was she in the novel, but the glare drew her attention eventually. A flash of recognition crossed her face and she roared in response, ripping her dress apart at the chest.


  Perfectly proportioned breasts were presented to the image as the poor creature decried her need with animalistic intensity. After another moment, she stripped totally nude and crawled on hand and knees toward the screen. Pointing her bare ass upward she wriggled suggestively at the static figure, all the while grunting and moaning with inconceivable lust.


  Dan turned away, sickened by the display. Although he could still hear the incoherent longing in the voice behind him, not unlike a bitch in heat, the sight of such a ravishing creature in a sex-starved mania was abhorrent.


  “Enough. I’ve seen enough,” Dan muttered, stifling the urge to wretch. “You turned her into…an animal”


  The doctor motioned, and the tableau vanished. Turning to Dan, he said, “Isaac Asimov once said, ‘Never let your sense of morals stop you from doing what’s right. We learned a great deal from this mistake.”


  “And it can justify doing this again and again?”


  “No,” he replied solemnly. “It is why you must do as we ask. This poor woman… her name was Nadine… She and Mel are mistakes I must live with, forever. You have the opportunity to make sure their sacrifices were not in vain.”


  A red-hot rage bubbled up inside and Dan roared back at the doddering scientist, “Ah you friggin’ insane? What could possibly warrant such an idiotic risk?”


  The other man didn’t respond with a trace of heat in his own voice. With a resigned expression, he said “The life of my son.”


  Jess’ eyes widened in surprise and Dan could feel some of his own anger begin to ebb. It was a comfort knowing, for once, he was no longer alone in his ignorance.


  “What is that supposed to mean?” Jess asked.


  “My son is a student at Randolph High School. He’s lost 2 friends to Sheen already this summer. Once school starts, there’s no telling how fast the drug will spread and who will die next. It could be my boy…” Tears welled up in Dr. Phillip’s eyes as he spoke, his voice cracking with emotion.


  Dan opened his mouth to speak, but the scientist continued. “We’ve spent months perfecting the suit, finding the ideal candidate and working with government agencies for this assignment. If you say no, we’re done. Not just the mission, but my lab, the school… all gone. The whole western seaboard with Sheen in hand… thousands could die.” He finally paused and regarded the detective with tears streaming down his wrinkled cheeks.


  Jess was clearly moved and turned to regard Dan as well, her own eyes glistening with weighty tears. “Still, it is your decision Dan. You have seen the risks, but I can tell you we’ve taken every precaution imaginable to prevent anything like this happening again. Can we count on you?”


  “Damnit,” Dan cursed. They knew him, had researched him. Knew why he’d joined the academy, about his mother… No wasn’t an option, now that he knew. Even with the mad screams of a horny monster still fresh in his mind, Dan nodded, sealing his fate with the sack of skin lying down the hall. “Fine, I’m in.”


  “Thank you,” Philips said thankfully as he obscured the wall again.


  During the long walk back to the pedestal room, Jess thanked him as well. Alexi and Dr. Phillips alternately took turns repeating the strict set of rules required to avoid the fates of subject 01 and 02. The Russian voiced the final concern before setting off on his own, leaving Dan, Jess and Dr. Phillips alone with the suit.


  “Remember not to have sex with a man,” the scientist repeated for the third time. “You’ll get stuck in the suit, semen can–”


  “I know.”


  Risks aside, Dan was increasingly confident. After all, he wasn’t gay, and no silly costume could make him some teenage slut. The others had played his sympathy. Having accepted the task, however, he found they had piqued his curiosity as well. A mission like this would make a once in a lifetime experience and a true test of his detective skills. Still, his eyes were drawn to the wrinkly flesh colored object draped on display in the center of the room. He eyed it with trepidation.


  Following his gaze, the older man asked, “Would you like to try it on?”


  “Now is as good a time as any,” Dan said, shrugging.


  “Finally,” blurted out the Russian over the intercom, “You all talk too much. Let’s get this over with.”


  For the first time since he’d arrived in California, Dan agreed with the surly man entirely.








  


  Chapter 2


  The texture was odd. Soft and indistinguishable from real skin on the outside, but strangely cold and spongy without the flesh beneath it. Alone in a room with an empty shell of flesh in the approximate shape of a teen girl, Dan couldn’t help but shudder. It was too creepy.


  Discomfort permeated the atmosphere, contributing the sensation. Devoid of any standard accoutrements except for a small bench and the recessed lighting that dotted the ceiling, the room itself didn’t do anything to alleviate the vague feeling of disgust Dan felt. While they left him alone in the room with the suit, he was told he could take as long as he wanted before trying it on. Thus far, he hadn’t gotten much farther than touching the outside.


  All the while, he stood naked before the thing, studying it with eyes and hands searching for a sense of normality which seemed miles away. The face was distorted and stretched as it hung limply from the hanger. Glassy, empty eyes stared out into the empty room.


  Moving to avoid the unsettling gaze, Dan discovered an opening which ran along from the small of the back to the top of the head which was clearly the point of entry for the suit. The dark opening appeared too small to admit his diminutive frame inside. It mocked him silently.


  The interior, as far as he could tell, looked reminiscent of a wetsuit. Thickness-wise, the suit was also comparable. However, the exterior of the suit, while skin colored, was neither rubbery (like a swimsuit) or smooth (like a teenager’s skin). Dan held the thing up to his naked body, just under his chin. Dangling only to mid-thigh, it looked unlikely that the suit would fit over his body, all creases and folds, like a shar pei puppy!  


  It was all too weird, he finally decided, glancing longingly at his clothes which lay neatly folded on the bench. Then, moments before Dan was ready to walk away, a voice spoke in his mind.


  “Remember why you became a cop,” it said. “You’ve seen too many lives destroyed by drugs to walk away now.”


  “Crap,” Dan cursed aloud as he reaffirmed his resolve to go through this mad plan. The memory of his mother’s blank, flat stare as she wasted away on prescription medication could not be shaken. Her death had galvanized him into joining the force and he’d never forgive himself for missing this opportunity to keep such dangerous drugs from destroying more lives. Gladly he would have served, if only it didn’t involve the wretched suit.


  Grabbing the thing by the “shoulders”, Dan stared into the interior which a closer inspection revealed was slate gray and crosshatched in appearance. He found focusing on the interior, rather than the exterior, made wearing this abomination slightly more palatable. “It is a normal wetsuit,” he whispered to himself, “A costume.”


  Strangely, there was no sensation as his leg entered the suit’s leg hole. The only way to confirm his progress was the filling out of the slender, hairless leg with the delicate feet, too small for his own to fit.


  Yet miraculously, despite a hint of tightness around his toes, it did fit! Wiggling the toes, felt totally natural, apart from numbness from the knee down. It wasn’t until Dan’s feet touched solid ground that any clear sensations came from his suited foot. The cold of the sterile floor, the hard, bare surface, smooth against his heel, it was there, but muted.


  However, when Dan glanced around the suit, a shapely, slender calf and a petite foot were fully formed before his eyes. Above an imaginary line, the sagging skin and overlapping folds destroyed the illusion. His lower leg was fully enveloped by the suit and was indistinguishable from a normal, sexy, female leg.


  His second leg followed. This time, however, Dan focused and could feel a slight sensation of compression as it entered. Somehow the suit reshaped and assimilated his limbs to fit the mold it designated. Fear welled up as Dan considered what it meant for the rest of his body. Shriveling in response, his cock practically recoiled from the suit.


  Nevertheless, Dan attempt to force a calmness into his breathing which had grown tense and ragged. His heart pounded in his chest and he was terrified to resume the process. After a series of deep breaths, he felt his natural self-assuredness return.


  Letting go of the “shoulders” of the suit, Dan grabbed onto it’s “waist” before pulling up on the fabrication. The material clung tightly to his thighs, squeezing them to an almost uncomfortable degree. Then the sensation faded, and a glance was sufficient to confirm his lower body was totally reshaped into a slender, more feminine ideal, even the dickless crotch. Somehow it still felt perfectly ordinary, almost like he was wearing tight spandex, only with a surprising degree of freedom.


  “I’m glad that bit is over with,” Dan mused to himself. He couldn’t feel the presence of his sexual organs, but neither did it feel as if they were gone. “I’m like a Ken doll now.”


  Just to be sure he reached inside the suit and could indeed feel his twig and berries though the suit tucked them away rather efficiently. This was immensely reassuring and allowed him to continue.


  Instructions provided by the researchers before their departure suggested his arms should be the next step in the donning. In fact, they had been adamant that messing with the torso or head before the arms could lead to complications. He didn’t want to begin to contemplate what those might be and did as instructed.


  His hands slid in effortlessly and Dan was again confronted with the familiar squeezing sensation. Fingers and arms were compressed into the appropriate shape as the legs had before. He stopped again to survey his new condition.


  Girlish arms and legs extended comically from a horrific, Cronenbergian center of mass. The costume’s torso hung baggily from masculine shoulders. It was partially obscured by the head covering which swathed the suit in dirty hazelnut locks. The researchers hadn’t included a mirror in the decor. An omission which was likely deliberate.


  Reaching around, Dan felt for the zipper with a flexibility which surprised him. As he began to pull it up, a problem presented itself. How was going to move it beyond his shoulders? Miraculously, once he began, the zipper moved of its own accord leaving behind his fingers. As it did so, the suit tightened across his torso and belly forcing air from his lungs and leaving him breathless. An audible crunch sounded in his ears as spine and ribs were compressed within.


  Instead of pain, there was a numb, tingling in Dan’s chest. It was as if his mass was rearranging itself, shifting from his belly, climbing to his chest, which swelled to fill the emptiness there. Dan was curious, but his sight was obscured by the head of the suit which funneled between the lobes of flesh as they continued to swell, leaving a distinct weight on his chest.


  Although he was worried about any more changes, none came. Only the deflated woman’s head, limply hanging from his neck, remained a grotesque reminder of the suit. The rest was sublimely feminine, including a graceful backside, smooth-seeming skin and ample, but not overly large breasts. Somehow his movement was unhindered, despite how tight everything felt. His waist especially was impossibly narrow.


  However, as much as it was a feast for the eyes (despite the strange new angle), he could feel the outside world only dimly through the flesh of the suit’s outer layer. This was not what these scientists had described, but could they be blamed for over-promising? What they had created was certainly incredible enough.


  This left only the head and neck of the suit. Dan took a deep breath and pulled it over his face. It slipped over his head and Dan could feel the zipper resume its journey up his neck, terminating at a point just above the base of his skull. The numb, moving sensation prickled his face and ears. More disturbing was partially the partial blindness which obscured his vision.


  “This is bad,” Dan began, wondering how he was supposed to accomplish anything without being able to see.


  Powerful coughs exploded from his lungs. Each cough increased in pitch as he braced himself against the furious deluge of air from. All the while, the tightness over his face reached a crescendo making him want to cry out. He could only sputter wordlessly as another fit of high pitched coughs accompanied tightness in his neck and nearly caused a blackout as his chest contracted again, pulling at his shoulder blades.


  Then, abruptly, the feeling abated, leaving only a tingling at his scalp. When he opened his eyes, his vision was perfect. With twenty-twenty eyesight, he still couldn’t help but blink at the impossible sight before him. A glance down confirmed his body had become a nubile teen girl’s. The sight was so disorienting, Dan had to close his eyes again.


  Hair slipped onto his face and Dan studied the same silky, milk chocolate hair he recognized as the suit’s. It felt more real than before somehow. With slender hands, he tried to find evidence of a seam, but only a small nub at the base of the skull, hidden beneath the thickest sheath of hair betrayed the truth. Out of curiosity, Dan grasped one individual strand of hair and gave it a yank.


  “Ouch,” he exclaimed in a feminine voice. It felt as if it was attached to his head! And what was that voice?


  “Well don’t do that,” Jess said, striding up with a bundle under one of her arms. “Do you know how many scientists spent years deciding to place a follicle there?”


  “My…voice,” Dan sputtered, listening to the unfamiliar timbre. Instinctively, his hand reached for his throat, but recoiled as it contacted the unfamiliar neck and jawline.


  “Well, what did you expect,” Jess countered. “Whole package deal.”


  “It’s supah’ weird.” Dan muttered glumly.


  “Ugh,” Jess said with disgust. “You sound like a girl now, but your horrible accent is still there. I hope we have time to fix it.”


  Reality was gradually beginning to sink in, but Dan was still trying to wrap his brain around the changes. There was no sensation of a cock or balls hanging between his legs. In fact, all sensation on his skin felt dulled as he rubbed two supple hands together. Then his attention was diverted by something else entirely. Two somethings.


  “I have breasts,” Dan stated flatly, studying them with his eyes since the dulled sensation made him too hesitant to reach out and touch them. Their extra weight felt odd on his chest.


  “Yes,” said Jess, frustration clearly displayed on her face. “They’re very nice and perky. Now put this on and follow me.”


  She tossed the pile of clothing in his direction, but Dan badly missed at grabbing any of the items and a hospital gown, panties and a pair of socks spilled out in a pile at his feet.


  “Where are we going?” Dan asked, gathering up the bundle in willowy arms.


  “The government doesn’t let 11 million dollars’ worth of hardware walk out the door without testing and calibration. Now put everything on and let’s get moving, all right?”


  The gown hung awkwardly from his shoulders, making him fully aware of the slender waist and wider hips as well as the exaggerated posture, with his behind and chest sticking out in exotic ways. The high-waisted, white panties slid up his smooth thighs and Dan tried not to contemplate how nicely it fit over his newly flat crotch and rounded posterior, even if he couldn’t feel it properly. Once his socks were on, Dan joined Jess by the door and they set off to yet another room in the labyrinthine facility.


  Walking proved an unexpected challenge. The difference in weight distribution and body shape forced him to maintain an awkward waddle to keep up with Jess as she moved lithely down the corridor. Stopping to tug at the elastic of the panties digging into his behind, Dan was nearly overwhelmed by the weirdness of it all. Fortunately, Jess turned when she noticed Dan was lagging further behind and she studied his clumsy gait.


  “We’ll have to work on that too.” She said, adding a sigh for good measure, before hurrying him along to their destination. “You’re fighting your body’s natural motions, try and let your hips sway as you walk.”


  As unwilling as Dan was to take advice on WALKING, he nevertheless focused on loosening up his hips with each step. Indeed, the motion immediately lent grace to his stride and allowed him to keep up more easily. Walking had never felt so fluid.


  “Jesus Christ,” Dan whispered. “What have I gotten myself into?” Then he stifled a chuckle as realization dawned. The question was unexpectedly, excruciatingly literal.








  


  Chapter 3


  “Please remove the gown,” instructed the sour faced Russian scientist. “And get on the table.”


  “Are you the only two scientists in this whole building? I’d prefer another woman.” Dan asked glibly, trying to cross his arms and thinking better of it when his breasts got in the way. Dan sighed, vividly aware of how strange everything sounded coming from his newly feminized exterior.


  Dan untied the back of the gown and shrugged out of the garment, letting it fall into a pile at his new, petite feet. An uncanny urge to cover his chest arose as the Russian studied him with an intensity somewhat beyond a detached scientific curiosity. His skin crawled as the unfamiliar experience washed over him.


  “This isn’t my body,” Dan reassured himself, “It’s just a costume.”


  “My eyes are up here buddy,” Dan chided, pointing with two perfectly manicured fingers at his face. Dan could hear Jess chuckle, but the Russian didn’t respond. However, Alexi’s face reddened slightly at his admonishment. Such a small victory didn’t make him feel any surer of himself… it meant the creep HAD been ogling his body.


  Still, Dan crawled onto the examination table as bidden but gasped at the feeling of the cold, sterile surface on his skin. He stared in wonder as his nipples stiffened in response and he shivered. As little protection as they offered, Dan was glad to be wearing the simple panties. It was the first time he had felt anything significant through the suit and it sent an internal warning signal to his mind. Perhaps this was indeed more than an intricate costume after all.


  “Well, you passed the environmental test,” remarked the elderly scientist. Carefully, Dr. Phillips affixed a pair of electrodes to each temple and clipped a pulse sensor to Dan’s right index finger. Unlike with the Russian, he could feel the older man’s eyes glide over his body like an emotionless robot and was silently thankful.


  Then an idea popped into his head. “How do I pee in here?” Dan asked in alarm.


  “Not to worry. You surely felt some jostling or realignment down there?” He inquired, gesturing at the costumed crotch. After Dan nodded, he said, “Your ‘apparatus’ is still there will remain perfectly functional outside of the suit, however it has been re-appropriated to work with a new anatomical configuration.”


  “In English?”


  “You’ll pee like a girl with the suit on.”


  “Ah,” Dan replied simply. He was not re-assured.


  “It has not been an issue in the past,” Dr. Philips added, shortly. “Now, we’ll take a moment to record a baseline response and then begin the tests. Are you comfortable?”


  “I’m a man, squished in a lady-suit, 3000 miles from home in an undahground lab, getting eyeballed by a dense Russian, his grandpa and their spy caretaker… so yeah, wicked comfortable.”


  “Excellent,” spoke the scientist, brushing past another glib remark, but Jess chuckled quietly again. The Russian frowned again. Dr. Phillips was silent for a moment and then said, “Everything looks good here. Now, you should feel a small twinge in your right temple.”


  “AAAGHHHH–” Dan screamed, the sound cutting out as Dan felt all control of his limbs fall way. Utterly motionless, he lay in mute horror. Lights flickered all about the laboratory as he lay in complete paralysis. Utterly unable move, Dan struggled to track the others, visible as dim shadows, with his eyes. Speech proved impossible. As the lights resumed their steady glow, Dan studied the scene as best he could from his perspective.


  Calm, far calmer than Dan expected, the elderly scientist peered over his glasses at a readout before saying, “That should not have happened. Perhaps we had an electrical surge. According to this, you’ve lost all motor function. Is this correct?”


  Dan blinked in response.


  “Unfortunate. Jess would you please accompany me downstairs while I examine the breakers? Alexi, please keep the detective company for a few minutes, I’m sure the experience is quite unpleasant.”


  “No shit, Doc.” Dan mused silently.


  While doctor certainly had a talent for understatement, Dan’s preoccupation with the last remaining presence in the room surged. With the others gone, it left him alone… with Alexi.


  “No jokes now,” the scientist said menacingly, as his head stretched out over Dan’s newly feminine body, eyes shamelessly scanning her naked form. His gaze lingered over the skin’s bare breasts and pantied crotch.


  Dan felt his skin crawl. “Why am I reacting this way?” He silently asked himself. “This isn’t my body.” However, it was impossible to tell whose skin was crawling, his or the suit’s. Finally, Alexi seemed to notice Dan was watching him carefully.


  “These sensors are linked directly to the joint nervous system which controls the link between your body and the feminine skin you wear,” Alexi explained as he tugged at the wires joined to his body’s temple. “With it, one can fine tune the connection to a perfect 1 to 1 sensitivity. Or completely immobilize a subject.”


  The horror of the situation was slowly dawning, but it was made immeasurably worse as Alexi took off his lab coat and began unbuckling his pants.


  “If you tell anyone about this, I’ll turn your sensitivity up to max,” Alexi said menacingly as he began rake his chunky hand up and down the girl’s torso. “The merest breeze would be agonizing; A touch would be torture. Blink once if you understand.”


  Dan shivered at the man’s touch but blinked in acquiescence. Upon receiving confirmation, Alexi began to massage one of Dan’s supple breasts while the scientist simultaneously commenced stroking a rapidly hardening cock.


  Strange new sensations flooded Dan’s newly female body. In fact, he could hardly believe the level of sensitivity was natural as the sickening Russian tweaked an impossibly perfect, pert nipple. Waves of disgust and tantalizing sensations rushed to his head. A soft, painfully feminine rumble came unbidden to his lips, not unlike a moan.  


  Alexi’s hands crawled over nubile flesh creating a heady concoction of nauseating twinges and a rolling buzz of unknown commotion from deep within. Strange sensations which set Dan’s mind reeling, culminating when the researcher plunged a meaty thumb in his captive’s mouth, forcing Dan to taste its salty texture. All the while, the creep was working his staff harder and faster.


  As he dragged the thumb, still wet with saliva between two perfect breasts, it left a trail of coolness and an erotic charge beyond what Dan could have imagined. Shuddering with anticipation, he felt the Russian’s thumb as it, and his hand, moved towards the suit’s crotch where a foreign feeling of warmth was imperceptibly growing. Alien, yet not completely unwelcome.


  Suddenly Alexi stopped his trajectory and instead grabbed at the girl’s limp hand. Clumsily he wrapped it around his member and began to stroke his erection with Dan’s curled digit’s instead his own. Dan could feel several inches of veiny cock and hear the Russian’s frantic breathing increase in passion. A few strokes later, he could feel it convulse as it released an extensive load onto the sterile floor.


  “Uhn, uhn,” Alexi panted as he released Dan’s arm, which hung limply beside the table. The dull warmth between his thighs faded, leaving an ill-defined emptiness which was deeply disturbing to Dan’s straight, masculine person. It was unlike anything he’d ever experienced.


  Frantic activity followed as Alexi cleaned the floor with nearby antiseptic wipes and pulled up his pants. Finally, he pulled Dan’s arm back to its original location as if nothing was amiss.


  “Remember,” Alexi expressed sourly as he peered over the table into Dan’s eyes. “If you utter a word of this, I will destroy you.”


  Dan stared daggers at the contemptible scientist and moments later Dr. Phillips returned Jess in tow. A flood of sensation surged through her limbs and Dan knew she could move again. Experimentally, lifting the hand Alexi had abused she studied the slender, well-manicured fingers.


  “I see motor function has returned,” Dr. Phillips stated flatly. “Are we ready to commence with the hormonal sync process?” He asked Alexi.


  “Already done sir.”


  “Excellent. Sensitivity calibrated?”


  A flood of questions and answers followed too fast for Dan to follow. Was what Alexi had done part of the process somehow? She felt… different. No, it was his imagination. Dan was unchanged, wasn’t he? Pondering the question made him shudder and he dared not ask. When they lifted him off the table and wrapped the gown over his shoulders, his mind was miles away, still puzzling over what had transpired.


  All three accompanied Dan as he walked back to the room where he had originally donned the suit. As he walked, the motion caused the gown to flap, letting in flashes of chilly air between his legs Dan hadn’t noticed before donning the suit. Shivering, he and marveled as goosebumps appearing on his arm. Moment by moment, anticipation for an opportunity to remove the skin was growing.


  There was no doubt this mission was more complicated than he originally suspected. And the suit, “Allison”, they called her, was significantly more than a simple costume. It was possible to admit that much. He couldn’t have imagined such intensity of sensation… And, he vowed never to be caught in such a compromising situation ever again.








  


  Chapter 4


  “Welcome to our base of operations for this mission,” Jess announced as the black SUV rolled up to the curb.


  The detective watched as she stared out the window, fiddling with a gold colored button of the navy-blue utility jacket she wore, uncertainty plain on her face. Putting aside any trepidation he felt, Dan stepped out of the air-conditioned vehicle and into the smoldering southern California sun, happy to be outside in his own skin. He took a deep breath, savoring the scent of yard work and hot tar. Sounds of lawnmowers and distant cars wafted through the air.


  Once Jess finally exited the SUV and moved towards a house which she eyed determinedly, Dan followed. The home they approached, might more accurately be described as a manor. It was mightily impressive.


  The plot appeared sizeable, granting much in the way of privacy. Such was true of well-manicured homes in the cul-de-sac. Immaculate hedges and well-maintained flower beds sprawled about the property, divided by neat pathways which wound along ivy covered stone walls more properly at home on the English countryside than the California suburbs. Riotous colors presented a profusion of beauty throughout.


  Then there was the home itself. Three stories high, the central building stood prominently, its shuttered windows glittering in the sunlight. Elaborate stonework, elaborately carved sconces decorated the exterior. A neighborhood with architecture so directly in contrast to typical southern California was surely a sign of affluence. No one could possibly suspect it was owned by the government. The surrounding homes were as identical in their gaudiness as they were diverse in construction and design. It blended in by not blending at all.


  Dan shrugged inwardly, “Government dollars well spent, I guess.”


  “Follow me,” said Jess as she gestured for Dan to follow. Placing his hands into his pockets, he obeyed silently as his partner elaborated on the mission. “Social norms suggest that, to join the cheerleading squad, we must appear to be nominally wealthy. Fortunately, the CIA was willing to rent out one of their nicer safe houses to maintain the illusion.”


  “I’ll say. Do our servants get their own rooms too?”


  Jess sighed dramatically, “I wish you’d take this more seriously.” Then she paused as they walked up the stone steps to the front door. Reaching her jacket, she pulled a key and opened the door to reveal an elaborately appointed sitting room.


  The lavish interior of the richly decorated entryway was distracting in its opulence. An enormous chandelier hung from the vaulted ceiling which was lined with elaborately carved molding. Oversized, gaudy lounging chairs, sofas overflowing with decorative pillows and dark wood display cabinets decorated the space. They were filled to the brim with silver china.


  “Your training begins now,” Jess announced. “We have two weeks to prepare for your assimilation into high school and we have a lot to cover.”


  Dan dropped into a cozy looking leather armchair, reveling in masculine auspiciousness. It made him wish he had a cigar and a glass of brandy.


  “Want me to start watching some cheerleading competitions and pick up some tips?” Dan asked.


  To his surprise, Jess laughed. Deeply and with deafening volume she continued to laugh. Dan felt his smile fade as the woman continued for several moments, only stopping once it became apparent she could barely breathe, such was her mirth.


  Finally, Jess cleared a tear away from her eyes and regarded him. Then another fit of laughter overtook her. It was another several moments before she had managed to calm herself down. Dan had begun tapping his toe with impatience, but his partner flashed a comical grin, apparently only managing to corral her glee somewhat.


  “We have two weeks,” she began, “To mold a twenty-six-year-old inept jackass of an East Coast detective- “


  “Hey!”


  Jess continued, ignoring the interruption. “Into a cultivated, well-off teenaged valley-girl of class and sophistication. Which, if we assume such a task is possible; Perform well enough to satisfy one of the most exclusive and self-selective cadres in the high school hierarchy. The merest idea is lunacy and even with the most sophisticated body-suit ever created, it’s probably impossible.”


  Against the tirade, Dan could merely stare in disbelief. “Then why offah to be my partnah?” He asked.


  “Because, I excel at achieving the impossible. However, you’ll have to obey a strict regimen and maintain a tight schedule to appease these jackals. I can help you, but you must understand… this costume the Dr. Phillips has cooked up is only one part of the façade you must inhabit. Do you understand? And for the love of god, try using an ‘R’ once in your life.”


  Her eyes glittered with zeal and the sensation was galvanizing in a way Dan couldn’t have believed. He rose with a serious expression and nodded solemnly. Jess’ smile this time was one of genuine contentment.


  “Good,” she affirmed. “Your suit is already installed in your room, which should be the first one to your right at the top of the stairs. Get Allison on and wait for me.”


  Speaking careful to include the “R”, Dan said, “WheRe do we staRt?” It was painful.


  “We’re going for a run.”


  “What? Why?”


  “I feel confident you’ll understand after we’re finished.”


  Jess would say no more until Dan had donned the skin of the cheerleader-to-be, so he was left to consider the agent’s motivations as he moved through the immaculate, exquisitely furnished house. Following Jess’ instructions he moved up the wide staircase, his hand sliding along the polished and elaborate railing, his mind churning with apprehension. On the threshold of the room, there was a moment’s hesitation, but pushing past the feeling he opened the door.


  “This is the wrong room,” came the first thought. After a moment’s reflection he sighed. Allison’s skin laying flatly on the flamboyant, floral print comforter. It reminded Dan that it was his room, technically. It was Allison’s; At least while he expected to be playing the role of a female cheerleader.


  The room clearly belonged to a teenage girl. A vanity with a mirror was littered with makeup and beautification accessories Dan couldn’t identify. While he was mystified by the table, he was totally perplexed by the posters on the wall. They were glamor shots of ostensibly handsome musicians or actors, none of whom Dan could name. If blending into a teenage girl’s life required such knowledge, he was beginning to understand Jess’ worry about his capacity to learn the necessary information, especially given such narrow time constraints.


  However, none of it mattered now. He took a deep breath and plunged into the room and enrobing himself in the faux skin of the schoolgirl-to-be. This time, as he entered a foot into the opening he could immediately feel the cool surface of the hardwood floors through the darling, petite toes he wiggled. Was it the result of calibration? Hormonal synchronicity had they called it?


  Fortunately, Dan couldn’t ask Dr. Phillips the humiliating question. Regardless, the pattern of sensation continued as he pulled the outfit on one limb at a time. Once he had fully zipped himself inside, there was no question he felt fully merged. Experimentally swinging his arms upward to stretch he could feel the rush of wind and jiggling at his chest. Once again, marveling at this new body, the detective noted something with grimness; It felt different in a way he couldn’t properly express, even to himself… herself? ‘Herself’, Allison corrected, nodding.


  A knock at the bedroom door announced Jess’ arrival and Allison was surprised to discover a sudden urge to cover her nakedness. She suppressed the feelings as the agent walked in, clearly dressed for a workout.


  “Have you had a chance to explore your wardrobe?” She asked.


  “No, I…” Allison paused, still taken aback at her voice’s change in timbre. Shaking her head at her own foolishness he added, “No, I just finished.”


  “Good, I have some things to explain, but first I have some rules for you to live by as an undercover agent. From this moment on, any occasion you step outside, for any purpose, it must be as Allison. I will refer to you as such and it goes without saying you will be appropriately attired… in every sense of the word. Do you understand?”


  Allison felt a surge of rebellion, but as she considered it, the command seemed logical. There was no telling who might be outside or wandering around. If they were trying to maintain an illusion of a single mother and her teenage daughter, the sight of him as a man risked complicating the narrative. She nodded and moved an errant lock of hair behind her ear with chagrin. It wasn’t easy to forget she was a girl, especially when her body kept finding ways of reminding her. Reflexively, she glanced down at her breasts and thoughts of an overweight Russian’s groping sprang unbidden to his consciousness.


  “Once you’re inside and there’s no other training to do, you can sit around naked with your dick in your hand as far as I’m concerned. You have a seperate room upstairs for when you’re au-natural.”


  Allison looked up and said, “That sounds fair, so long as there’s beer in the fridge and we get ESPN.” She hoped Jess didn’t notice her attempt to distract the agent from the discomfort she felt in this body.


  “It’s all fine. Presently, I want you to get the lay of the land in here. Get dressed for a 3-mile run.”


  Jess didn’t utter another word on the matter, although she must have understood the newly minted female didn’t know where to begin. It was clearly a test of her detective skills.


  Allison studied her partner carefully. The woman’s dark hair was tied up into a ponytail which hung over one shoulder. In addition, she was wearing a tank top which clung to her figure. Beneath, it was possible to see the outlines of a sports bra. Shorts were short and appeared to be made of standard athletic, breathable fabric. Jess was also wearing running shoes with ankle-high socks.


  So, Allison began rifling through a random drawer only to find it filled with more than two-dozen neatly rolled up panties organized into a grid. Which one was right for exercising? For the first time, she began to realize there might be more to the seemingly simple request. Not for the last time, she wondered if this was the lesson the Agent intended.


  “All the clothes provided in this room are designer,” Jess said as Allison examined a pair of lacy yellow underpants. “Anything less extravagant would stick out like a sore thumb. Your wardrobe cost a small fortune.”


  “Including the panties?” Allison asked finally finding a simplistic grey, silky feeling, pair of panties which appeared to be made of stretchy athletic material.


  “That pair alone would run you $75. You don’t want to know how much the yellow pair cost.”


  As Allison pulled the satiny pair up her smooth legs, she marveled at the feel. There was no masculine equivalent of the experience. Once in place, the clinging fabric was weightless and cradled her shapely behind like a second skin… well, a third anyway. Luckily, it didn’t feel as strange having something clinging to her crotch as she worried it might. Once it was in place, she glanced at Jess who’s face betrayed no emotion. Allison took her non-answer as an affirmative response, so she began seeking the drawer with the bras.


  Allison knew what a sports bra looked like and once he found the appropriate drawer in the bureau she could pick it out. As she looked, she noticed many lacy or otherwise styled articles and wondered when she’d ever need to wear such non-utilitarian undergarments. Nevertheless, she grabbed a black sports bra which crisscrossed over the back. She pulled it over her head and used her hands to stuff the pair of shapely tits inside. They were held tightly against her chest and brief experimentation proved any jiggling was minimized by the athletic clothing.


  “Some women run in just a sports bra… with no shirt over it,” Allison noted to Jess who was fiddling with a tube of something. Turning to face him, Jess only shrugged in response, her face totally passive.


  Currently, Allison was covered from chest to navel and judged the situation adequate if Jess wasn’t going to intervene. The day was so hot already, minimizing coverage was of paramount importance. After all, she couldn’t run topless in this body as Dan preferred for the few sweltering summer days in Boston.


  As she examined the remaining drawers Allison found no trace of shorts suitable for a workout. She did however find a large variety of two-piece swimwear amongst the offerings, along with hosiery, including socks (and stockings).


  Jess didn’t seem in the mood to talk so Allison didn’t address the need for two-piece swimwear. She loved swimming, but once she remembered being outside required the skinsuit, her thoughts came full circle to the bikini. It caused her to shiver in disgust. At least there weren’t any sequins. Dan HATED sequins.


  If the shorts weren’t in the bureau, they had to be in the closet, Allison reasoned. However, as her attention was arrested by a full body mirror she passed. It was the type of woman Dan had once lusted over in high school, only way beyond his league. The figure in the elaborate mirror was slim and sexy, with flawless skin. Allison’s facial features were elfin, yet seductive and her hair practically shimmered with its own luminescence. She struggled to wrap her brain around the idea she was inside such a body. Moreover, the girl’s waist was so slim, how did he even fit inside?


  “The longer you wait,” Jess interrupted, “the hotter it gets outside.”


  Allison snapped out of her reverie and continued towards the closet with one last wistful look at the mirror and the sexy teen it contained.


  Opening the door to the closet, she felt around for a light switch. Taking a step inside the dark interior, her hand ran along the nearby wall. After a moment, it found a string which she pulled gratefully. The switch clicked, and light flooded the impossibly extensive wardrobe. Riotous colors of dresses, skirts, blouses and clothing Allison didn’t understand the proper term for stretched ten feet along both walls. Above the hanging clothes, neatly folded pants, sweaters and boxes with secret contents lay waiting. There were several more garment boxes along the floor!


  “I would have killed for a closet like this when I was Allison’s age,” Jess muttered glumly from the doorway. “But those girls would eat you alive if you ever wore the same thing twice. At some point, I need to fill you in on the brands and how to recognize them.” She added the note to her phone which she pulled from under her bra strap before putting it back. Then, she a purple knee length dress off the rack, briefly held it against her body and frowned, returning it to the closet.


  “I don’t know where to start,” Allison said, gesturing at the expansive collection.


  “Well, my plan was to let you puzzle it out, but this is taking forever.”


  Jess, who apparently had enough of waiting, reached over one of the shelves and pulled down an impossibly short pair of shorts. Allison sighed and took the item from her, nodded in thanks and pulled them on. They barely covered her ass, but like everything else she wore, it clung tightly and felt weightless in a way masculine clothes never did.


  “Am I all set?” Allison asked, posing with her hands hips and head tilted adorably to the side, or so she believed.


  At first, Jess opened her mouth and Allison braced for a tirade, but the older woman closed her mouth and took on a contemplative look before finally breaking into a reassuring smile. “Here,” she said eventually, pulling a hair elastic from her wrist. “You’ll need this.”


  “Oh, thank you!” Allison said, only then remembering her partner’s use of the item. However, she struggled collecting the shoulder length hair into a suitable ponytail like the other woman. Strands of hair kept clumping up uncomfortably or the collection was too loose and stray hair ended up unbound. After a few subsequent failures, Jess sighed dramatically and helped sort out Allison’s hair. “Thank you again,” she said, feeling the blush in her cheeks. “I’m new to this.”


  “I’m aware. Now let’s get moving.” Jess left, and Allison followed as they left the air-conditioned home and stepped out into the late-morning heat of SoCal. Without any preamble, Jess took off down the street with Allison following closely behind.


  Allison started after Jess but almost immediately stumbled by the sheer surprise of the JIGGLING! Allison’s chest and ass both rippled with each stride, the restrictive clothing not sufficient to prevent the supremely surreal sensation. As she pumped slender legs to reach her partner, already rounding the street corner into the main thoroughfare, she wondered if THAT was the lesson. If so, she reckoned it could be overcome and Allison hurried with newfound confidence, ignoring the rippling flesh.


  All her confidence evaporated abruptly as the runners left the isolated, dead-end street and encountered their first pedestrian, a fit looking middle-aged man who pushed a toddler in a covered stroller.


  Brazenly, the man turned his salt and pepper topped head, following Allison’s movements as she ran past, scanning over her body with a series of covert glances. Allison could feel her skin prickle under his gaze and was positive he continued to watch her ass as she accelerated away. At first it made her uncomfortable, but after a moment’s consideration she realized she didn’t know how to process the emotion… She was left to hope the experience represented an exception.


  Surprisingly, it proved to be anything but. As foot traffic increased so did the stares. Frequently, Allison would notice eyes or heads following her traversal through and around the crowd. Mostly men, but even a few women, watched or leered, scamming on her chest, face or ass. It became so prevalent and so distracting, Allison forcibly locked her eyes on Jess’ backside and tried to ignore it. The rapidly pooling sweat she could feel beneath her breasts (a weird and disturbing development), couldn’t measure up to the discomfort of the covetous glances men directed her way. The three-mile run, an easy jog under normal circumstances, became a gauntlet of eyes.


  Time blurred and eventually, the two runners found themselves turning a corner back down the suburban street towards home base. As they neared the stately manor, Allison watched the man with the stroller disappear into the house next door. It prompted a moment’s worth of concern, but nevertheless Jess and Allison rolled up to the front porch, each one breathing heavily.


  With her hand on one hip, Jess finally said, “Do you understand why I wanted to bring you on my run Allison?”


  Hearing the name took her aback, but they were outside, so it should have been expected. To Jess, she said, “I’ve never, *huff*, been looked at like that.”


  “It’s not something I expect many men will have experienced. It’s the burden all women bare, constantly. It’s worse when you’re pretty. You’ll have to get used to it.”


  Allison could only nod as together they stepped into the air-conditioned home once again. She was sticky and wanted to feel like a man again after such a offensive and revelatory experience.


  “Are we done for the day? Can I get out of this?” she asked.


  “Did you think the skin-suit of yours is going to clean itself? Go and take a shower, then we’ll get started with your training. It’s Tuesday, so we only have 2 weeks to get ready before the school year starts. You have a lot to learn.”


  Glumly, Allison obeyed, tromping upstairs to the bathroom she had spied on her way to Allison’s room originally. As she rolled the drenched sports bra off her torso, she was too overwhelmed to wonder at the suit’s ability to produce sweat at all. She was also distracted by sweat pooled under her breasts and the ache in her hips, but eagerly she stepped out of the shorts and panties, which were also absolutely drenched with sweat.


  There was certainly more to this mission than Dan had expected, exotic challenges were presenting themselves by the moment and she hadn’t even finished her first day on the job. She stepped into the cool shower marveling at the refreshing sensation on Allison’s’ supple skin. Two weeks wasn’t very long, how much to learn could there be?


  After a thorough shower, in which Dan carefully avoided prolonged exposure to the more sensual locations of her feminine body, she emerged refreshed. Wrapping a towel around herself she was confronted almost immediately by Jess who was already dressed and waiting patiently in Allison’s room.


  “About time,” she declared. “Let’s start with your hair.”


  The rest of the afternoon was a blur. Hair, makeup, and general bathroom hygiene were first. Afterwards, Jess led a tour of the estate with Allison in toe, still dressed in a plush bathrobe. There were plenty of bedrooms, one of which would be Dan’s “man room”. Principally, it was so he wouldn’t “stink up Allison’s room”, but it was an arrangement the detective didn’t mind. She didn’t care for the girly interior of Allison’s room at all.


  Also, there was no pool, which Allison realized with a mixture disappointment and relief. There was however an exercise room, a billiards room and a fully stocked bar in the basement. The only staff allowed on the premises were non-English speaking groundskeepers, primarily to maintain the illusion of wealth and status they required.


  “That means,” Jess said dryly, “If you make a mess, you clean it up.”


  The working day concluded with a presentation of a cell phone and laptop. As she handed Allison the equipment she said, “Don’t mess with the applications or anything. They’re all tied to your undercover identity and chosen to emulate today’s high schoolers.”


  “So, I’ll have to stick with the pink phone cover?” Allison muttered.


  Jess didn’t bother answering, but instead motioned for her to follow as they both returned to Jess’ bedroom, dropping the equipment off in Allison’s room. “This file”, she lectured, holding up a manila envelope, “contains your new identity and our cover story. I don’t care if you read it as Allison or Dan, but I want it memorized by tomorrow morning. Then we burn it. Understand?”


  As the Agent had foretold, there was a mountain of homework which Dan undertook without the cheerleader costume. It was a long night, but Dan enjoyed it, simply because he was free from Allison, who’s lay an entire floor below. Even if it was only for the night, he felt like himself and was happy to be doing detective work. This was going to be easy from here on out, he decided firmly as he drifted off to sleep.








  


  Chapter 5


  The next morning began with a simple request which arrived via text from ‘Mom’, “Put on the suit and come over to my room.” It was 6:30 AM.


  Bleary eyed, Dan stuffed the pink phone in his pocket, tramped downstairs and had one foot inside before he realized he was still dressed in his pajamas. He cursed and fully disrobed before donning the outfit and becoming Allison.


  She noticed Jess had laid out an ensemble for her, for which she was grateful. Dan dreaded the closet and its overwhelming myriad of options. So Allison donned the simple black underwear, yellow tank top and jeans, the last of which she struggled mightily to wriggle into. It was skin tight, but once they were on, fit wonderfully. Plus, she noted, studying her reflection, it highlighted her ass delightfully.


  Fully dressed, she padded over to Jess’ bedroom.


  “Can you help me move this dresser before we get started?” the agent asked innocently. “I wanted to move it over here.” She indicated a clear spot next to the bed.


  “Sure,” Allison agreed flippantly. Moving the large piece of furniture, she heaved. The dresser refused to budge, not a micrometer. It wasn’t THAT large, surely… “Hnnnnggg,” she strained against the furniture to no avail.


  “The suit diminishes your strength to an ordinary teenage girl’s. Consider this your introduction to self-defense as a woman.”


  Allison’s studied her slender arms with contempt, missing Dan’s lost vigor perceptibly. The rest of the morning they worked on redirecting attacks and subtle maneuvers to overcome stronger foes. It was like basic training all over again.


  Once training concluded and Allison had cleaned up, Dan shed the teenage persona. For the entirety of the afternoon he could be himself, theoretically. However, while the detective lounged, Jess arranged a massive curriculum of popular teenage music, language, idols, for him to cram. The list was seemingly endless.


  “This will take months to memorize,” Dan complained.


  “You have 13 days,” She stated simply.


  The rest of the week continued in this way. Impossible amounts of information were disseminated on high school and cheerleader societal interaction, local history, and dossiers on the members of the clique. Together they worked on Dan’s manner of speech, exchanging his regional Bostonian dialect for a southern California accent more fitting to Allison’s voice. According to Jess, she had to learn to walk, talk and think like a cheerleader before she could become one.


  Although Jess was a relentless taskmaster, Dan found himself becoming rather fond of his partner. And, as she gained patience for his occasional outbursts of silliness, they discovered an effective working relationship.


  Slowly, they extended the amount of time he spent in the skinsuit and increasingly found he didn’t mind. Dan was feeling more at home Allison’s skin every day. He credited Jess with their progress and was finally growing accustomed to the natural discomfort which came from inhabiting the nubile teen’s body.


  Saturday morning, everything changed. Dan was still in his pajamas and halfway through breakfast when his free time was interrupted by an unexpected ring of the doorbell. He put down the copy of “Teen Vogue” and froze with indecision.


  Jess burst into the kitchen and hissed, “Get upstairs, I’ll stall. Come back as Allison, hurry.”


  Lighting quick, he dashed upstairs barely reaching Allison’s room in time. Through the door, he could catch roughly every third word as Jess exchanged greetings with the visitors. First, Dan recognized a man’s voice, then a woman’s voice which didn’t belong to Jess. Finally, the warbling, incoherent voice of a child. As tempted as he was to hide upstairs and listen, Jess had requested he join her as Allison. So, he donned the suit.


  With horror, Allison realized for the first time since the day of the run, there was no pre-prepared outfit and she plunged into the dimly lit closet. Hurriedly, she grabbed something off the wall. When she emerged into the light she was holding a floral print sundress.


  Jess had never asked her to wear anything so overtly feminine, but Allison was in a hurry and pulled the dress over her head. The loose flowing garment only reached mid-thigh and showed a surprising amount of cleavage but there was no time to change. It wasn’t until Allison was halfway down the stairs when she noticed anything was amiss… She wasn’t wearing any underwear.


  “Hey darling,” Jess nattered with exaggerated sweetness as the detective rounded the corner coming face-to-face with an unknown man, woman and toddler. They all stared at her, save for the child who drooled absentmindedly and stared at the stucco ceiling.


  “Allison dear, come and meet our neighbors, the Johnsons. They wanted to stop by and welcome us to the neighborhood!” She punctuated the remark by holding aloft a baking dish with tinfoil on top.


  “H-hello, “Allison stuttered out. A whirling coalescence of confronting strangers in the skinsuit, wearing an airy, sans-panties outfit with no preparation instigated a total shutdown in her detective sensibilities. Finally, she descended the steps on unsteady legs and offered a shaky, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, my name is Allison.”


  Together, the party gathered in the sitting room where Jess delivered a point-by-point rendition of the narrative contained in the “Backstory” section of the undercover briefing materials which Dan had recently memorized. As she talked, Jess lounged beside Janice Johnson on a lush couch while Allison sat contritely, her hands bundled in her lap. Beside her sat the Papa Johnson aka. Gilbert, aka. Gill.


  The next several minutes consisted of inane small talk in which Allison remained silent out of necessity. She learned Gill was a stay-at-home father while his wife worked a high paying job in banking. Janice was quite proud of their upending of “Gender Norms.”


  Their little one, Gavin, had taken a particular liking to Allison and had managed to wrap himself securely around one of her legs. Allison fought to keep her legs together, feeling quite overexposed. Somehow, with Gill sitting so close, she felt inclined to keep the dress from riding too far up her thighs, a feat she was trying to manage without moving excessively and attracting more attention. They sat beside one another on the small loveseat, too close for comfort. But she studied him carefully when she wasn’t too busy with the hem of her skirt. She realized with surprise that she recognized him!


  An older man pushing a child in a stroller she’d first seen on their run; The one who had watched her so intently. Now, he was sitting politely beside her, eyes on his wife. She remembered his salt and peppered hair and sly smile. Up close, she could see light stubble over a strong chin which was as grey as his hair. In a smart blue blazer and khakis, Gill cut a dashing figure for a middle-aged dad.


  As if sensing her eyes on him, he turned and smiled at Allison. Neat white teeth and thin lines at the corner of crystal blue eyes gave him a natural, laughing expression, seemingly the default expression on his face. He turned his head back towards the discussion between Jess and his wife but not before stealing a lightning quick glance at Allison’s cleavage, displayed gloriously in the billowy garment.


  It was almost too fast to catch. Almost. No one else noticed, and preoccupied with the Johnson’s little boy tugging at the hem of her skirt, she couldn’t be positive. She struggled to keep it taught against her thighs. She shivered in response.


  “Well, I just love roses,” Jess explained to, feigning interest in the topic admirably. “I’ve had a whole section of the garden dedicated to the different varieties,” she added, as if she had been responsible.


  “Oh, I love them too!” Janice exclaimed. “I’d love to sneak a look… and a sniff!”


  Genuine mirth exuded from the middle-aged mother in a positively infectious way. It was hard to dislike the genuine enthusiasm. The woman had developed a slight plumpness around the hips which her flamboyant, knee length dress seemed designed to hide. Even so, the woman was quite pretty for her age. Only compared to Jess or Allison did she fail to shine.


  “Of course,” Jess stated dryly. Then with a wink, “I didn’t put in all that work for nothing.”


  The whole room shared a laugh. Gavin, looked around, quite confused by the sudden mirth and Allison only smiled politely at the implied humor. Allison found little humor in claiming credit for the industrious work of the gardeners. She suspected Jess likely didn’t either but was doing a much better job at fitting in with the community than she could manage.


  “Come on Gavin,” Janice said, in the tone one typically reserved for small children. “Want to come look at the pretty flowers?”


  Obediently, the little one detached himself from Allison’s leg and cantered to his mother’s skirt, nearly falling twice. With the little boy safely snatched up in his mother’s arms, Allison finally relaxed, no longer feeling a necessity to fight over the hem of her dress.


  Surprisingly, Gill didn’t rise to join his family.


  “Are you coming along, dear?” Mrs. Johnson asked.


  “You two have been chatting non-stop since we arrived darling,” Gill griped, albeit good naturedly. “I thought it might be nice to talk with this young lady and see how she’s adjusting to our neighborhood.”


  Almost imperceptibly, the buoyant expression of the woman faltered. Unless Allison was mistaken, the woman’s dark eyes darted in her direction. Then, the smile reasserted itself, unwavering.


  “Of course,” Janice bubbled jovially, “You know how I can talk.”


  With Gavin wrapped tightly in her arms she followed Jess out of the room, leaving Allison and Gill alone in the lavish chamber.


  “Janice is a delightful woman, but she does love to talk,” Gill murmured. “But enough about us, tell me a little about yourself. I saw you and your mother out for a run the other day. You are clearly in terrific shape.”


  A flush crept into Allison’s cheeks upon hearing the compliment, but something niggling in the back of her mind hinted it wasn’t entirely innocent. Gill was more blatantly letting his gaze roam towards her chest and legs after his wife left the room. Did he realize he was being so obvious?


  Sensing the silence was going to long, Allison said, “I start school soon and I want… My mother wants me to join the cheerleading squad here.”


  “You’re going to Randolph Private High School I assume. Are you a senior?”


  Allison nodded in response.


  “Randolph is a good school,” Gill mused before adding “You know, my wife used to be a cheerleader too.”


  Allison was unsurprised, given the woman’s bubbly personality but acted impressed. “Really?”


  “Yup, but it took her years to fit in with that crowd. You’re so pretty, I bet you’ll have no problem getting in.” Gill laughed pleasantly, and Allison joined him, her face warm with another compliment.


  That was when she noticed a large hand on her knee. She hadn’t seen him put it there, but as she opened her mouth to say something, Gill said, “You know, money can be tight for a teenager. A beautiful girl with an eye for fashion like you could probably use a little extra cash, right? Those cheerleaders are all about appearances.”


  Allison’s heart was pounding in her chest and she could hear the rushing of blood in her ears which burned like they were on fire. Not knowing what to say, she just nodded, mutely.


  “Gavin has taken a shine to you. I’m sure Janice wouldn’t mind if you came over did a little babysitting on the side to pick up some extra cash.” He punctuated the last words with a squeeze of her knee and an intense look which was unmistakable in its intent, at least to Allison’s inexperienced eyes. Fortunately, Jess and Janice returned from the garden and Gill’s hand retreated without anyone noticing.


  After a round of friendly goodbyes, the Johnson’s returned to their home next door and Allison nearly collapsed in relief.


  After they were gone, Jess said, “Janice invited us to a block party next weekend. We should probably go. Did everything go okay in here?”


  Allison could feel herself shaking slightly but reminded herself she had nothing to fear. Under this skin, she was a man and needn’t worry about Gill, or any man for that matter. She wasn’t some easily manipulated teenager.


  Memories in the lab bubbled up, unbidden.


  Allison shivered, but eventually said, “Everything is fine. Gill seems pleasant enough. If you say we should go, then I will.”


  “Good, now we have a lot more training to do today and we can’t fall behind, are you ready?”


  Allison nodded and tucked a lock of hair behind her ear. She let the training push Gill to the back of her mind for the remainder of the week.








  


  Chapter 6


  After the unexpected visitors, both undercover agents agreed to a change in procedure.


  Beginning every morning at 5:30, Dan put on the skinsuit and wore whatever Jess had laid out the night before. Then, Allison endured whatever gauntlet of feminine youth Jess had devised. Slang lessons, fashion designer recognition, hair styling and dancing one day; Intro to snapchat use, purse essentials and proper nail care the next. So it went all week.


  Dan didn’t like being a girl, he decided. All the clothes were either too tight or too loose and fluttery. Managing in heels was a chore. Selecting the correct accessories to augment an outfit was downright impossible. Still, they worked at it relentlessly and Allison developed enough familiarity with her wardrobe that putting on a bra became familiar; After all, it was certainly necessary in this female form. Breasts were always in the way and were constantly jiggling awkwardly, bra or no.


  Jess had her constantly messing with Allison’s hair or face, an effort which Dan judged pointless since Allison was quite gorgeous enough without the help. However, Jess refused to relax and every morning became a slog of makeup, styling and memorizing new looks.


  Dan also hated the music, but decided it was a product of Allison’s generation, not her gender.


  It wasn’t all bad though, Dan could admit. He enjoyed feeling Allison’s smooth, flawless skin. Seeing her beautiful face in the mirror each morning was an absolute delight. Also, the sheer variety of wardrobe options were intriguing, in a way men’s clothes never would be. She was her own private Barbie doll! The closet became less intimidating as she grew more comfortable around women’s clothes.


  No matter how she felt about a particular day’s training, none of it measured favorably against how she’d been dreading today. Since the Johnsons had invited their neighbors to a block party and Jess had agreed, Allison had watched the date approach with trepidation. Now the party was underway, they could already hear music drifting from the nearby home.


  After a morning of training she engaged in a staring contest with the bikini Jess had laid out. For some reason, it recalled Gill and his intense eyes. “Why did it have to be a pool party?” Allison asked herself.


  Throughout the week, she had almost convinced herself she had mistaken Gill’s friendliness for something more, but she still didn’t want to wear a miniscule two-piece in front of him. However, Allison didn’t dare raise the concern to Jess, who insisted on her wardrobe selections.


  Nevertheless, Allison considered the blue and white-colored, floral print swimwear and puzzled over the bizarre impracticality of it. As a man, Dan had delighted in the sight of a slender figure in the scant attire, but Allison eyed it with wariness. Despite her appearance, she was a man (and a detective) on the inside. Stiffening with resolve, she vowed not to let a silly feeling stop her from completing an objective.


  Pushing the distaste aside, she slipped into the string bikini. It didn’t provide any support and barely covered her breasts. Knowing others would see her dressed like this, she felt more exposed than ever before. But, as she looked in the mirror she couldn’t help but admire how nice the swimwear looked on her willowy build.


  “Dressed,” Allison put on a pair of flower embroidered sandals and descended the stairs to meet up with her partner who was also dressed in her own stunning bikini. Mostly preoccupied with the skinsuit’s body, Allison had somehow never noticed how incredible Jess’ body was. Displayed to perfection in the negligible, orange swimwear, her figure was impossible to ignore. Far more athletic and toned than Allison’s, her body was exactly Dan’s type! It made her miss having a penis, so she took a mental snapshot and resolved to further address the issue tonight.


  “Is everything okay?” Jess asked, noticing Allison’s lecherous gaze tinted with disappointment.


  “Yeah… I um… Everything is fine, are we ready to go?”


  “Sure, I just have to grab the pasta salad I made, and we’ll be all set?”


  Allison looked perplexed, “When did you have time to make that?”


  Jess smiled and said, “I happen to love cooking. I also have plenty of time for it while you’re studying. Where did you think all your meals were coming from?”


  In the week they had spent together, Allison realized she hadn’t gotten to know her partner particularly well. Dan himself was a terrible cook, ordering out most nights before flying out for the mission. However, as a detective, not questioning such a basic truth such as, “Where is the food coming from?” was unforgivable. Assumptions were dangerous in this line of work. Slipping into the life of a teenage girl had been so distracting, she let herself stray from a work mentality.


  To Jess, she said contritely, “I never thanked you for making all the food. I appreciate it.”


  Jess strolled over and pinched Allison on the arm. “It’s not a very teenage girl thing to say.” Then she paused and planted a light kiss on Allison’s cheek. “But I appreciate the sentiment. Now what do you say we go endure your first social gathering?”


  Allison nodded confidently and the two set off down the sidewalk to the home next door, where the sounds of festivities could already be heard. Any confidence evaporated when they rang the doorbell and a shirtless Gill greeted them with an exaggerated welcome, briefly hugging Jess and then Allison as he said, “Glad you could make it!”


  As he disengaged the hug, which Allison swore lasted longer for her than for Jess, hands slid across her torso. A seemingly unnecessary and subtle gesture, if purposeful, it left a tingling sensation which faded as he stepped back to allow their entry. Gill was wearing an outlandish Hawaiian-looking pair of swim trunks and without his shirt, Allison noted he was of athletic build and surprisingly well-muscled. She reddened with embarrassment for difficult to define reasons.


  For his part, Gill was studying her as thoroughly, his scrutiny lingering on chest. She feigned ignorance and followed her “mother” through the well-kept home towards the back-porch where dozens of people were gathered. All the while, she could feel the older man’s eyes on her backside.


  “Why me?” Allison wondered, “Jess is equally beautiful, and much more age appropriate for a middle-aged guy to ogle.”


  In accordance with their secret identities, the mother/daughter pair, wandered through the throng, commencing with introductions to the community. By in large, the block ranged from elderly to very elderly, this area being especially popular for retirement. Geriatric women observed the bikini clad pair with wistful remembrance and repeatedly welcomed the couple to the neighborhood while their husbands pretended not to leer. Unlike their host, the elderly men split attention between the younger women.


  “Being a girl is the worst,” Allison murmured to herself. Frustration bubbled within, but she was thankful for Jess’ example. The older woman bared the attention with grace and dignity, a kindly smile on her face.


  As they wandered past the olympic-sized lap pool, Allison became aware of a slim girl, roughly “her age,” eyeing her from across the yard. Rather than swimwear, she was wearing an eggshell colored sundress and a matching sun hat.


  “You should go say hello,” Jess said, also noticing the girl for the first time. “She probably goes to Randolph as well.”


  Obediently, Allison detached from her “mother’s” side and began working her way to the potential classmate. With a fixed gaze she moved towards the other girl, but didn’t notice the body in front of her. They collided, and Allison nearly fell over in shock but was saved by the man’s quick reflexes. She recognized the face as Gill’s and noticed his hands still rested on her upper arms.


  “I- I’m sorry I didn’t see you–” Allison stammered.


  “No, I’m sorry,” Gill interrupted apologetically, before switching on a beaming smile, “But I was looking for you. It was terribly rude of me not to offer you a tour of our home.”


  Gill’s hand was on her shoulder now, a fact which was so distracting, Allison could only reply, “I was, um, my mom…”


  “Oh, she looks like she’s having a wonderful time already and I wouldn’t want to disturb her. Let me show you around, then you can come right back to the party.”


  Gill took her hand and Allison allowed herself to be lead away from the party. She didn’t know how to respond, and by the time she had puzzled out a suitable response, they were already inside and very alone.


  “I should go back to the party,” Allison insisted as she pulled her hand from Gill’s grip. Aware of how her hand was dwarfed by his and suddenly fighting an ill-defined sense of dread, she quivered with uncertainty. The six-inch height difference felt like a dozen, why did he make her feel so weird?


  “Well,” Gill said pleasantly, “It would be rude of me not to show you around. Please allow me to fulfill my hostly duties. It’s the least I can do after I nearly knocked you out.”


  The source of the unknown anxiety faded somewhat and, since Gill seemed genuinely upset about the matter, Allison didn’t see the harm in a quick tour to satisfy him. “Sure,” she chimed, trying to sound like the bubbly teen she purported to be.


  As a hand slipped around her waist, Allison instantly regretted her decision. It was unsettling how often Gill found excuses to put his hands on her body. Nevertheless, he compelled her along as the tour began.


  Gill quickly ushered her through the dining room, living room and kitchen, highlighting the quartz countertop and hand carved wooden dining table. “This chandelier was designed by some French guy… I’m told he’s very good,” he noted.


  Allison laughed but was internally appalled by the girlish giggle that came out. She looked up at Gill who was grinning down at her. Surprisingly, he was gazing directly into her eyes and she couldn’t help but look away from the intensity she saw there, it almost made her wish he was examining her breasts instead. Perhaps it was her imagination, but did he pull her closer as well? She trembled involuntarily.


  “Lots more to see,” he finally said, leading her to the stairs and indicating she should climb them and he would follow.


  Alarm bells were chiming in her head, but she brushed them aside. “I may look like, a teenage girl, but I’m smarter than that,” she thought. “He wouldn’t dare try anything here.” Then, more in a show of confidence than for any other reason, she climbed up the stairs alone with Gill close behind, doubtlessly watching her heart-shaped rump the entire way.


  The Johnson home was neatly kept, and the downstairs space featured sparse, antique looking furniture with large, open rooms and ample windows creating the illusion of a cavernous interior. Upstairs however, the hallway was cramped, and they were forced to stand close to one another as they explored it.


  “And this is Gavin’s room. Feel free to have a peek. Quietly. He’s napping now.”


  Allison opened the door a crack and peered in. Riotous colors and toys lay strewn about in a chaos of childishness. The little boy lay soundly in his bed, his chest rising and falling as he slumbered. Although Dan had never held any special fondness for children, he had to admit, the thing was cute.


  “Given any more thought to my offer?” Gill whispered into Allison’s ear.


  Gill was standing so close, she could feel his hot breath on her neck, it sent shivers down her spine. Withdrawing from the room and closing the door behind her, she moved slowly to avoid betraying how rattled she felt.


  She looked up into Gill’s eyes and managed a nonchalant, “What offer is that?”


  Brushing his hands through his salt-and-pepper hair, Gill replied, “The babysitting gig, of course. What offer were you considering?” He took a half step forward, bringing him a heartbeat away.


  “He’s going to ask me to step into his bedroom,” Allison thought frantically, “I’ll have to turn him down, obviously, but what if he gets angry? I’m so weak as a woman…” Her heart pounded in her chest, so loud it drowned everything else.


  Suddenly, Gill looked away and turned his head towards something behind her. There she discovered an immaculately styled Janice climbing the stairs.


  “Ah, that’s where you’ve gotten to,” the woman remarked, a calculating look on her face, voice unnaturally calm.


  For her part, Allison felt a blush on her cheeks and was supremely embarrassed, though nothing she’d done justified such a feeling… right?


  To his wife, Mr. Johnson said, “Hi honey! I was giving Allison a short tour. We were just heading back down.”


  “Mhmm,” confirmed Mrs. Johnson, her face an expressionless mask.


  “We were popping by the garage, then it’s back to the party.”


  “Mhmm.”


  Allison watched as he began to put his arm around her shoulder to escort her away, but then thought better of it under the watchful eyes of his wife. Normally so deliberate with motion, it was mildly amusing to see Gill so uncertain. However, the hostile look directed at her from his wife killed any sense of fun immediately.


  Without needing any encouragement, Allison slipped past Janice and moved down the stairs with Gill close behind.


  “Sorry about that,” Gill said apologetically, taking the “teenager” by the arm and leading her through a door into a large and cavernous garage. “Don’t worry about Janice, she knows I’m not a fan of parties and will take any excuse to…” He trailed off as he noticed Allison was ignoring him completely.


  “Eight Liter, 240 hp, 0-60 in 4.6 seconds and a top speed of 165 miles per hour.”


  Gill stared agape at the young woman who was bent over embracing the red sports car. It wasn’t until Allison realized she was bearing her scantily clad behind that she snapped upright, breasts bouncing in response.


  It wasn’t her chest Gill was staring at, for once. “You know cars?” he asked incredulously.


  Without thinking, Allison replied, “I like cars, but the Viper has always been my favorite. My dad had one exactly like this, but he never got it running.” She neglected to mention it was Dan’s father who had owned the car, not Allison’s. She silently chastised herself for the mistake, but it was too late to take it back.


  “Would you like to take it for a spin?”


  “What?” Allison asked, uncertain. Dan’s father had never allowed him to sit in the stationary vehicle before, let alone ride in it. “Are you sure?”


  “There’s an abandoned development a mile up the road. You can truly open it up without worrying about other cars or pedestrians.” Or cops, he left unsaid.


  Allison knew Jess would be looking for her, but Dan would never forgive himself for missing the opportunity. So, sounding very much like the excitable schoolgirl she was pretending to be, Allison shouted “Let’s go!”


  Excited, pumping her fist into the air, she hurried to the passenger side door. This time, Gill did watch as her chest jiggled in response to the motion. But nothing else mattered as Allison climbed into the passenger seat next to Gill and the garage door opened. The roar of the engine drowned out the rest of the world.


  Over the rumble of the engine and the wind whipping by, they couldn’t hold a conversation. Allison noticed Gill make several attempts, but she could only make out every other word or so and he quickly gave up. Allison was glad for it. She was breathless from exhilaration and distracted by her longer hair which whipped viciously into her cheeks and neck. The seatbelt crossed between two her barely covered tits and she felt like they could come free any moment. Having to be a woman to experience this car was a small price to pay, she decided, bikini or no.


  They pulled into a side street which a sign indicated was, “Mountain View Terrace,” despite the distinct lack of mountain. Visible from the main street was a handsome, pristine mini-mansion, but as they moved deeper into the development, the homes were clearly unfinished, several merely framed out. Construction materials littered the area in the form of lumber or piping. There was nary a lawn to be seen.


  Hard acceleration pressed her into the seat as the engine thundered to life, the car tearing down a straightaway and into a corner.  Adrenaline shot through her and she threw her slender arms into the air as a shrill “WOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!” erupted from her lungs. From the corner of her vision, Allison could see a thin smile on the face of the driver.


  They completed 3 breathless laps before the car slowed and Gill pulled into a driveway and turned the car off. His hair was wild and when he noticed her studying his head, he raised his eyebrow at her. Using her hands, she felt the area around her own head, confirming another windswept disaster.


  Both shared a long laugh before Allison smoothed out long hair using her fingers as a comb. Although she only committed to the behavior because it was something Dan felt Allison would do, having it lying neatly over her shoulder once again felt better. It also gave her an excuse to look at something besides the intense expression of the older man.


  “How would you like to drive?” Gill asked.


  “For real?” Allison inquired sounding childish in her own ears.


  Grinning widely, Gill nodded, removing the keys from the ignition and tossing them into the air in front of Allison. Surprised, she nevertheless snatched them from the air with a faint tinkling of keys colliding. Still skeptical of his intent, distrust vanished as he opened the driver side door and gestured at the seat, “It’s all yours.”


  Gill watched Allison climb over the center console and into the driver’s seat and then walked over to take his place in the passenger seat. Allison fiddled with the seat but couldn’t get it to move until gill reached between her knees and released the latch. She reddened, partly out of embarrassment and partly from the tingling sensation of his touch. Attempting not to appear self-conscious, she entered the keys and revved the engine. Then she turned the car off.


  “What’s wrong,” Gill asked, concern weighing heavily in his words.


  Without answering she reached down and slipped off her sandals, tossing them in the back. Smiling at Gill she turned the car on again and dropped the car into reverse. They pulled back into the street where Allison began gradually accelerating, trying to gain a better understanding of the clutch timing. When she felt comfortable with the pedals beneath her toes and shifter grasped in a petite hand, the car jumped to life.


  “Whoa,” she heard from next seat over. The voice sounded impressed, even over the rush of wind and combustion, and she felt a smirk take permanent residence on her face through her first corner.


  Allison let all the maneuvering derived from police training flow thoughtlessly to hands, arms and legs. For an instant, it didn’t matter she WAS a she, temporarily or otherwise. Taking full use of the road, Allison went faster and cleaner through turns, reaching faster speeds than Gill dared.


  It wasn’t until her second lap when she saw the length of pipe sticking out over the curb. She was going so fast; It was over in an instant. One tire clipped the ragged piece of metal which somehow sent it tumbling under the car. From her bare feet, Allison could feel it rattle the chassis before it tumbled into their wake. At first, Allison was ready to breathe a sigh of relief, as the tires and axles escaped any damage she could feel. However, when she tried to push the gas pedal, nothing happened. The car only slowed, eventually rolling to a stop.


  Gill used the seat to look behind the car. Allison did the same and saw a trail of shiny liquid extending nearly a quarter mile back. Instinctively, she put her hand to her mouth and felt tears welling up in her eyes. “My dad is going to kill me,” screamed the voice in her mind.


  Then, without the exhilarating speed of the sports car, the full situation came crashing down around her and Allison began to weep openly. As a man, Dan had been bound to a masculine code which discouraged such a display, but now, tears came unbidden in a blubbering, uncontrollable mess. They rolled down her cheeks in a torrent.


  To Gill, she sobbed, “I’m, *snif* so, sorry.”


  His reaction to her tears greatly surprised Allison, who had never been on this side of a pretty, weeping woman. Placing one hand on her cheek, Gill wiped away a tear, saying, “It’s okay. There’s no need to cry. Really.”


  Reactively, Allison pulled back from his hand, still sniffling. “I broke your car and now we’re away from the party. Your wife is gonna be mad, and my mom…” She couldn’t stop the tears.


  “It’s fine,” Gill insisted, pulling out his cell phone. “I’m going to call Triple-A and get a tow back to the house. I’m sure your mom will understand, but you don’t need to worry about my wife, I can handle her.”


  While he placed the call to the tow company, his free hand stroked her hair. Despite her discomfort, it was an oddly reassuring gesture… at first. Compassion resided on his face as he regarded her, his eyes roaming her scantily clad form. She shivered as his hand moved to her upper arm, continuing its slow strokes of “comfort”.


  “There,” he finally said, putting the phone back in his pocket. “They’ll be here in 20 minutes or so. Everything will be just fine.”


  “Um… ok,” Allison sniffed.


  “We have some time; Why don’t we talk? I don’t know much about you, are you excited for school to start?”


  Allison fought the urge to knock the hand away which gently stroked her shoulder while she worried about getting back home. Wiping away a tear, she said, “I guess. I mean, it’s a new school, I don’t know anyone.”


  It was true, and the fact made it easier to play the part of Allison. Withstanding the humiliation of his hand on her body, if one viewed it as another of Jess’ tests, became bearable… If not, pleasant? With a deep breath Allison resolved to ace this exam like she handled every other. She turned into the skid and looked at Gill with large, doe eyes.


  “A pretty girl like you won’t have any trouble making friends at a new school,” Gill said, “I bet you’ve broken a bunch of hearts already.”


  “I’ve never had a boyfriend,” Allison replied. She watched Gill’s eyes widen in surprise and she quickly added, “We moved around a lot.”


  “Well, it makes sense. I’m sure lots of boys were interested. But you’re going to be a senior this year, right?”


  Confused, Allison nodded, not sure where the conversation was leading. Gill’s fingers were stroking the back of her elbow causing a quivering sensation to travel along arm and along her spine. She was growing warm despite the sparse clothing.


  “The more mature boys are, the better they know how to treat a woman. You deserve only the best. Has anyone ever told you your eyes shine like emeralds?”


  “N- no,” Allison stuttered, feeling a blush creep over her face and chest in crimson embarrassment. She could feel Gill’s hand resting on her hip now.


  “You’re so amazing,” Gill said, leaning in. “You need a man who will treat you like a princess.”


  *THUMP*


  *THUMP*


  *THUMP*


  Her heart pounded, and she found herself leaning in as well, but caught herself at the last moment. What on earth was she doing?!


  Snapping back, Allison nearly shouted a reply, “You know, maybe I can fix the car!” She nearly fell out of the car as she fumbled for the latch and found it.


  “You don’t need to do that,” Gill assured her, “We can just wait for the tow truck.” Nevertheless, he got out of the car as well.


  “If a piece of the pipe knocked something loose, maybe I can put it back into place and the car will be fine.” Allison barely knew what she was saying, but she had to distract herself from an unusual warmth, churning somewhere deep within, as she dropped to hands and knees to crawl under the car.


  “That’s silly. If we wait here…”


  But, Allison was already beneath the car wiggling her way under the hood. The weight on her chest made maneuvering difficult and she nearly caught the string connecting the bikini-cups on a jagged piece of metal which was lodged solidly in a valve connecting the gas line to the engine. This car was not moving on its own any time soon. What had she expected when she crawled under here? Hot cement stung her skin, yet still she hesitated, reluctant to see Gill again.


  “Everything okay under there?” He asked.


  “The gas line is severed,” Allison explained. “I can’t fix it.”


  “It’s perfectly alright. Why don’t you come out from under there and we’ll wait for the truck together?”


  Allison couldn’t come up with a good reason not to comply and the heat prickling her backside was growing increasingly uncomfortable, but as she wiggled her way out, the treacherous piece of metal severed a shoulder strap of her bikini, unbeknownst to Allison. At least at first. It was only once she rose from beneath the car and flashed one jaunty breast to the stay-at-home dad did she became aware of the defect.


  Gasping in surprise, Allison covered herself with her arms, but too slowly. Gill had obviously seen her bare breast and despite his attempts to politely turn away, it had caught them both by surprise. Blushing furiously, she tied the severed ends together and re-tied the top to balance the two weights.


  “It’s fixed,” she finally announced.


  “I’m really sorry,” Gill said apologetically while blushing himself. He was walking awkwardly clearly trying to keep the car between them. What was he…


  When she realized, what was happening, she felt embarrassed all over again. Fortunately for Gill, Allison was sympathetic to his situation, more so than he could have imagined. Rather than address it, she moved to a nearby covered porch and sat on a step, pretending to look at something more interesting.


  Once he finished miming an attempt to wipe a smudge from the trunk of the car, he came over and sat next to her. They sat in silence for long moments.


  Finally, Allison mentioned something which had been bothering her, “What did you mean when you said I was amazing? You hardly know me.”


  The older man turned to look at Allison for the first time since sitting beside her, his face creased with sincerity. “I can’t tell you how long it’s been since I’ve seen a look of pure joy on a woman. And do you know how rare it is to find a woman who loves cars?”


  With a secret smile, Allison said, “Well, ‘I live my life a quarter mile at a time.’”


  Gill starred in slack jawed amazement. “And a ‘Fast and Furious’ quote? You are something special.” He laughed and put his hand on her knee.


  Almost instantly, the warmth she had felt earlier rose as if it had been lurking, hiding in wait, ready to pounce.


  They locked eyes and Gill said quietly, “You deserve a man who will worship you.” The hand slid to mid-thigh.


  “What was this feeling?” Allison wondered. It wasn’t like with Alexi, there was a haunting urge growing within her. A strange and wonderful sensation, difficult to pinpoint. Dan would never have imagined women experienced such an odd flavor of anxiety. But as a response to what? Her spirit thrummed with song, a verse set to the rhythm of need.


  This time when Gill leaned in, she was willing to see how far this feeling could take her, but at that exact moment, a tow truck rounded the corner.


  During their ride back, Allison sat alone in the Viper. Gill sat in the cab with the driver, a scruffy-looking dour faced, middle-aged man, one who hadn’t disguised his interest in Allison’s nubile, bikini clad body. Allison was grateful for the distance, but she felt an inch between her legs yearning for release. Gradually, the cool breeze caressing her body in the open topped convertible cooled the fire. By the time they had arrived, she was left wondering what had overcome her.


  Even before Gill had left the front cab, Allison had hopped out and was searching for Jess. She didn’t want to confront either Johnson and didn’t even go back when she realized she’d left her sandals in the car. However, there was no sign of her “Mother” at the party and the woman only turned up once Allison returned home. Jess was dressed in workout garb instead of a bikini and looked worried.


  “Where on earth were you?” She scolded, sounding very much like her undercover persona. “There was a cheerleader at the party excited to meet you. At least, once I told her you were looking to join the squad.”


  “I’m sorry,” Allison confided. “I was… pursuing a different lead.”


  “Is that why Janice approached me and told me to keep my ‘whore of a daughter’ away from her husband?”


  Allison’s eyes grew wide, “But I-,” she began.


  “I know,” Jess interrupted. “That you were doing no such thing. However, you must be more careful. Pretty girls like you are going to raise concerns about certain things. Consider this a lesson. We are no longer welcome at the Johnson household and you should stay away; It can only make our job harder.”


  “I understand,” Allison agreed, her stony face concealing a seething rage which boiled inside. She couldn’t remember the last time she had been so- admittedly, unreasonably angry. She didn’t know who to be angry at, either! However, she resisted the urge to lash out at Jess who was only being honest.


  “Why don’t you take Allison off and take the afternoon to Dan-it-up. We’ve been working fairly hard at this for a week now. We still have a few days left. You’ll be ready, I promise.” As Allison turned to leave, she added, “And I won’t ask what happened to your bikini or why your back looks scratched.”


  Allison paused in her tracks, took a deep breath to calm the fury and stomped upstairs. She wanted to scream, but instead she reached underneath her skull and stripped the suit off, becoming Dan once again. Almost immediately, the anger abated.


  True to her word, Jess prepared no evening training and Dan reveled in the exaltation of his masculinity, drinking beer and listening to classic rock far too loud.


  The next day, there were no signs of scratches on the suit. Evidently, the suit repaired itself while not in use. A fortunate quirk. Training resumed in earnest and Allison turned her thoughts fully to preparation. There were only 2 days left until the start of the school year and there was so much left to learn!








  


  Chapter 7


  Tuesday night, Dan barely slept. He tossed and turned worrying about the day to come: Allison’s first day at Randolph High. Jess insisted she was ready and her outfit was laid out: a loose fitting yellow blouse and a tight jean skirt with buttons up the front. Matching yellow pumps and the most comfortable array of jewelry were sitting beside the door. Allison (the skinsuit) was waiting, just one floor down, to face the throngs of high-schoolers and the budding drug epidemic. Dan didn’t know which to be more scared of.


  Jess woke him at 5 AM to begin the carefully established morning routine where he blearily donned Allison’s skin and showered, making sure to follow the haircare routine Jess had outlined, including ample use of conditioner. Then, she dressed in the prescribed outfit.


  By 6 AM she had finished applying makeup in the way Jess taught her and joined the ATF agent downstairs to eat a light breakfast. Given how nauseated she felt, it was a miracle Allison could keep even the lightly buttered english muffin down


  Studying her trainee, Jess noticed something, sighed and tucked Allison’s blouse into the skirt. A rookie mistake. Allison blushed.


  The older woman shook her head dourly. “Maybe you’re not ready.”


  “We don’t have a choice,” Allison observed. It was true; They both knew it.


  They ate in silence as Allison practiced the dainty way of eating Jess insisted girls of a “certain class” cultivated, sitting like a proper young lady. For her part, Jess watched the display with a growing pride glimmering in her almond colored eyes gradually replacing the disappointment.


  “Maybe you are ready.”


  The day’s first hiccup came as they joined the line of cars dropping students. Their humble Toyota pulled into the line with Lamborghinis, Maseratis and Porches. Allison’s stomach churned with embarrassment as the curious student body peered in the window to see who would arrive in such a humiliating vehicle.


  “I’ve made a huge mistake,” Jess muttered glumly. “It wasn’t like this when I- I didn’t even… I mean…”


  Allison, put on a grim smile and said, “It’s fine. I’ll manage.”


  “No. We worked so hard. I was so careful and…”


  Allison interrupted her “Mother” with a gentle hand on her shoulder. “I’ll find a way to make this work, but I should probably walk to school for the time being.”


  “Mmm, I agree. We’ll have to come up with a longer-term solution eventually.”


  “It’s time for me to get out,” Allison indicated, eyeing the gathering of teenagers warily. Thanks to her training, she could recognize a dozen different designer clothing brands on men and women; Both genders wore universally expensive brands at the height of teen fashion.


  With a deep breath, she stepped onto the sidewalk and watched as Jess drove off, leaving her with butterflies in her stomach and a job to do. The student body crawled over the expansive campus which was immaculately landscaped. Three Ivy covered brick buildings were located to the North, West and East with a central pavilion connecting the buildings. Laid out between them was a complex latticework of pathways, criss-crossing the central lawn. The design appeared to emulate the University of Southern California feel, only on a much smaller scale.


  Allison knew her first class and the room number, but not where it was located physically. Satellite imaging research could only go so far without street-level perspective. Moreover, she was distracted by the attention she was receiving from her fellow students. The girls sized her up, clearly trying to solve the riddle her expensive outfit and commoner vehicle posed. The boys ogled her with obvious, if juvenile, interest.


  “Hi there,” said a girlish voice and Allison spun to confront it. She was face to face with a pretty, dark haired girl. The newcomer was slightly taller than Allison, with striking, pan-ethnic features emphasized by olive skin, darker than most of the student body. The girl was wearing a burgundy, button down shirt tucked into tight blue pants. On her shirt was a nametag which read “Holly.”


  Not surprisingly, she said, “My name is Holly, are you Allison?”


  “Yes,” exclaimed Allison, surprise evident on her face.


  “Welcome to Randolph,” Holly bubbled, holding back a fit of giggles. “Didn’t anyone tell you? Every new student gets an orientation buddy.”


  “Even freshman?”


  “No silly, they get grouped up and assigned a teaching liaison. Didn’t they have anything like this at your last school?”


  Allison shook her head and didn’t elaborate.


  “Well, we’re super excited to have you here!” Holly took Allison’s arm and started leading her towards the East building. “A little birdie told me you were thinking about joining our cheerleading squad.”


  “Who told you that?”


  Holly gave a sly smile wagged a finger. “A girl who reveals her sources quickly finds herself without said sources, but I make it my business to know things. You sure are lucky having me as a buddy.” Before Allison could ask another question, Holly rolled onward. “Tryouts are next week at Carter Field House. It’s pretty tough to get in I hear.”


  “You haven’t tried out?”


  Holly laughed, a tinkling pleasant sound was utter joy to hear. “It’s nice of you to say, but there are certain prerequisites to the job I’m unwilling to meet. But no matter, here we are at East Hall! Your first class should be down the hall on your left. I’ll be by after first block to escort you to your second class. I wouldn’t be surprised if a dime like you finds a much more interesting escort. Have fun!”


  Allison auto-translated the slang she had studied and realized the girl was calling her a 10/10. Was she hitting on Allison, or just being nice? “Thanks,” she told the girl, “I’ll see you later.”


  “Totes!” Holly replied, adding a wink as she turned and walked back towards the Green.


  As quickly as Allison found a lifeline, she had lost it. Nevertheless, she strode into the building, heels clicking with each step. It didn’t take her long to find the room where World History 2 was taught. She pulled the pink phone from her purse and saw there was still 10 minutes until class began. With a wistful sigh, she picked a seat near the window, sitting politely as she had been taught, and waited quietly as the class gradually filled in.


  Allison watched her classmates trickle in, taking mental notes as they did so. Many of them studied her in return, but the girls now seemed to be intentionally ignoring her.


  “You have been weighed, you have been measured, and you have been found wanting,” said a tall, handsome boy wearing a generic plaid button-down shirt, rather than a designer label shirt. He sat down beside her and gave a soft smile, revealing a row of perfect teeth. “You must be new here; my name is Brandon Bennett.”


  “My name is Allison- Allison Ross,” Allison replied, “While I admire your reference to ‘A Knight’s Tale,’ I’m not sure what you mean. I haven’t been on campus more than 20 minutes.”


  Brandon frowned, “Word got out about the jalopy you rode in on, so most of the ‘wannabes’ won’t give you the time of day now.”


  “Oh god, does everyone know about that?” Allison asked, quickly realizing her general education wasn’t passing muster in the specific Randolph culture. She buried her face in her hands


  “Oh, it’ll be okay, “Brandon said, flashing a radiant smile. “Before tryouts, every girl thinks she’s going to be a cheerleader and no one knows what could make or break their bid. Once they pick a new handful of acolytes, no one will care about the New Girl’s ride. Unless you wanted to be a cheerleader, you’ve got nothing to worry about.”


  Brandon’s smile faltered when he saw tears gathering at the corners of Allison’s eyes. The girl was looking helplessly up into Brandon’s striking hazel ones.


  “What is wrong with me?” wondered Allison, as she found herself nearly crying again! Careful not to smudge her mascara, Allison wiped her eyes and sniffled. She sat up straight and smiled a phony smile. To Brandon, she said, “I… have to.”


  “Why would you want to be a cheerleader? They’re a bunch of entitled brats, and that’s relative to an entire school full of them. I’d hoped you were different.”


  A bubble of anger rose with astonishing intensity, “Why? Because of the car I rode to school? You don’t know me.” Allison accused.


  Rather than frown at the surprising outburst, Brandon grinned wider and said, “I don’t know you, but I’d sure like to.”


  Allison felt her heart skip a beat and Brandon’s eyes glittered with mischief.  Before she could reply the teacher began to address the class. Brandon and Allison both turned to watch the overweight, sweater adorned instructor begin his lesson. But Allison couldn’t help stealing a glance at the tall, friendly boy who had nearly made her cry. Twice.


  An hour and a half later, as class wrapped up, Allison reached down for her purse, but when she looked up Brandon was gone. She briefly wondered why she felt so intent on finding him, but as she stepped into the hall, Holly appeared. A mysterious look on her dark face, she stood awkwardly, ignoring the crowd as it streamed by. She carefully eyed Allison who was still scanning the press.


  Slipping a tablet from out from under her arm, Holly said, “There you are,” as she scanned the screen. “You have Algebra in 10 minutes in the North building, we should head over now.”


  She finally noticed Allison’s distracted nature and said with a grin, “Looking for someone?”


  “Not at all,” Allison lied. “Let’s go.”


  During the walk to her next class, Holly gave what sounded like a well-rehearsed speech on the school and its history. Allison only half-listened, carefully avoiding the gaps between the cobblestones with her heels. It was a feat Holly managed effortlessly.


  In no time, they had entered the North building and Holly showed her to the Algebra classroom.


  “Um…” Allison mumbled, standing by the door.


  “Spit it out,” Holly spouted impatiently. The growing impatience evident in her expression and tapping toes suggested she was eager to be anywhere else.


  “Where is the bathroom?” Allison asked, the awkwardness plain on her face.


  “Down the hall on your left.”


  “Thank you for your help Holly.” She offered the new girl a thin smile as her orientation buddy took off down the hall, quickly vanishing in the press. It left Allison wondering if she had offended the other girl, but the press of bodily function didn’t afford the luxury of contemplations. However, it wasn’t until she was standing in front of a urinal did she realize she had entered a men’s room.


  “Oh shit,” Allison exclaimed precisely as the sound of voices outside the door grew and she slipped into the nearest stall. An instant later the door opened, and she could make out two distinct male voices entering the lavatory. She put the seat down and gathered up her feet, hoping to hide her heels and praying they didn’t look in the crack between the door and walls.


  “Is she really that hot?” One of the voices asked.


  A second voice chimed in enthusiastically, “So fuckin’ hot. She’s got this crazy body and this sweet face begging to be covered in cum. I saw her on the way to class… I was rock hard the entire period.”


  Allison stifled a giggle. She’d heard talk like this dozens of times in locker rooms, but the idea of being a girl, secretly listening, was, for some reason, very funny to her.


  “Your girlfriend would love to hear that. Are you going to ask her out?” queried the first voice.


  There was a thoughtful silence before the second voice finally stated, “After the cheerleading tryouts. Once her self-esteem hits rock bottom, I’ll tell her how pretty she is, and she’ll be bouncing on my pogo stick in no-time.” The sound of urinals flushing was followed by a sink running


  “If she’s as hot as you’re saying, aren’t you worried she might actually get in?”


  “No way dude,” said the second voice firmly, “Didn’t you hear about that shit car she rode in on? No fuckin’ chance.”


  Allison nearly toppled from the toilet as the sounds of the voices faded. They had been talking about her. Locker room talk had a different connotation once she realized it was HER face an unknown male wanted cover in semen. Moreover, the ringing confirmation she’d never be a cheerleader stung deeply. Glumly, she gave into the surging need to urinate as tears welled in the corners of her beautiful grey-green eyes.


  “What is wrong with me?” Allison wondered. “I’m not Allison, this is only a job.” Any sense manliness evaporated as the girl’s face looked back at her in the bathroom mirror. Despondently she washed her hands and left the men’s room without being noticed and hurried into the classroom. The aging female lecturer failed to notice as Allison slipped into one the back-row seats.


  While the grey-haired teacher droned, Allison stewed. She couldn’t quite convince herself it was only the possibility she might fail in her mission which was bothering her. It all felt so hopeless and it was only the first day! She was a pariah through no fault of her own. All the preparation had been worthless. Despair overwhelmed her, but she fought back tears. “I am a man,” she repeated to herself in a silent chant. Then class was over.


  In a dark haze, she moved through the remainder of the school day. Holly escorted her to lunch, where she sat alone and picked at a salad. Making no attempt to lift her ward’s dismal mood, Holly brought her to the next two classes in silence. Worse, she received a text from “Mom” indicating they wouldn’t be getting any relief on the transportation front and she’d need to walk home. Once the final class concluded and the final bell rang, Allison was momentarily excited. At least, until she realized this meant she’d have to walk all the way back home, nearly two miles, in heels.


  By the first half mile she was in agony. Allison’s feet were aching, but so were her back, shoulders, hips, and knees. Despite the training, she had very little experience in heels and her body simply wasn’t used to the motion. Removing her shoes was tempting but impossible. The blistering sidewalk simmered in the afternoon sun just daring her to do so.


  “You look miserable,” shouted a voice suddenly. As it turned out, the voice belonged to Gill who pulled alongside her in the red sports car they had wrecked a week earlier. She was so dazed she hadn’t noticed him approach. “Need a ride?” He asked.


  “I’ve had a rough day,” Allison muttered glumly, Jess’ admonitions regarding Gill seemingly scorched away in her discomfort and depression as she shuffled towards the passenger door he opened. The moment she was seated, she pulled the hateful shoes off and sighed in relief.  


  “Heading home?” Gill inquired.


  Massaging a foot Allison replied, “Yes, thank you…” She trailed off as the failures of the day washed over her. Tears were already welling in her eyes. Gill briefly eyed her, but finally he put the Viper in gear and the two set off down the road together.


  A minute later they pulled into his garage. The structure was mercifully cool, but every heartbeat brought here nearer to confronting the reality of her high school situation. Once again, she was crying in front of Gill and her face reddened in embarrassment and frustration.


  Gill didn’t respond immediately but leaned in to wipe the tears away. Looking into his placid face calmed her somewhat. When he finally asked, “What’s wrong?” She answered in a sniffling, confused rush only leaving out the men’s bathroom experience. Clearly, she outlined her new role as a social pariah solely because she didn’t have a nice car. Allison couldn’t reconcile this sobbing, distraught mess of a girl with Dan’s forthright, resolute determination, but presently, she felt utterly overwhelmed.


  Gill placed a firm hand on her knee and said “Is that all? What if I brought you back and forth to school in the Viper?” Although she was dimly aware of the thumb gently working beside her knee-cap she couldn’t look away from Gill’s earnest expression.


  “Why would you do that for me?” Allison finally asked, skeptically.


  “It seems like the neighborly thing to do. I hate seeing a pretty girl like you so upset and I want you to be happy,” Gill explained. “We can make it our little secret, okay?”


  His voice was sincere, but his eyes spoke volumes. His fingers were inching up her thigh causing a tingling warmth which created a wave of goosebumps along her slender arms.


  “I- um…” Allison stammered, considering the older man’s offer. Thoughts were swirling in a chaotic mess which made it difficult to consider practically. She wasn’t an idiot and knew what Gill really desired. She’d known it from the start and yet here she was alone with him again. Even so, she didn’t see any other way to complete her mission.


  “… Sure…” Allison ultimately answered before pulling away and adding, “But I should really be getting back home.”


  “Of course,” Gill acknowledged as he hopped out of the car and looped around to open the passenger side door. “I’ll see you tomorrow morning then!”


  Shoes in hand, Allison nodded and left without looking back. She could practically feel Gill’s eyes following her as she walked atop the too-green lawn to avoid the overheated pavement.


  Nearly second guessing her decision, the detective in a young woman’s body attempted to reassure herself. The situation could be managed, had to be, would be. Failure was an unacceptable condition.


  So it was, when Jess greeted her and inquired about her first day undercover, a confident detective assured her everything was going perfectly, despite the twisting uncertainty deep in her belly.


  “Glad to hear it,” Jess started with a complimentary tone. “But you should get out of the suit, its nearly 4pm. You’ve been inside for 11 hours. Is everything feeling normal?”


  “Normal as a man inside a living skinsuit of a teenage girl ever does,” Allison quipped as she moved upstairs to take a shower and put the day, and the skinsuit, behind her.


  “One more thing,” Jess mentioned as Allison topped the stairs. “I’ll find a way to make it up to you. This car thing, I mean. It sounds like it didn’t ruin things too badly, but we can’t give up. If anything, unexpected happens, let me know and we’ll overcome it together, okay?”


  Allison froze at the top of the stairs and nearly confessed her conversation with Gill but the pulse of pain in her feet caused a surge of anger which engulfed any amicable impulses. Instead, she grunted ascent and resumed the evening routine.








  


  Chapter 8


  The next morning, Dan awoke exhausted. In a daze he showered his masculine body and stepped through his morning routine, donning the Allison persona and dressing in the turquoise dress and matching heeled sandals set aside for her by Jess. Weeks of preparation had normalized the process, but her mind was running over the previous day’s activity in endless repeat. By the time Allison had returned home yesterday, she barely recognized the person or behavioral responses driving her action. She had been undeniably foolish.


  Jess noticed her distracted demeanor and asked, “Is everything going alright?”


  “Yes,” Allison lied. “I’m running through scenarios for today’s mission.”


  In truth, she was dreading everything about the day ahead. From meeting Gill in the morning and evening, to turning the thoughts and minds of her classmates and ensuring the success of her cheerleading bid. Since stepping into Allison’s skin an hour ago, her mind kept returning to Brandon and his self-assured grin. The mixture of anticipation and anxiety had inundated her thoughts the instant after her suit had snapped into place over Dan’s gangly frame.


  “Good,” Jess answered in response to Allison’s confirmation. “I may be home late today; I’m meeting an old contact of mine in the FDA. He may have some additional leads for us to–”


  “Mh-mm,” Allison agreed, nodding her mind absently taking another bite of the mostly ignored english muffin on her plate. She was barely listening as the clock ticked over to 6:45. “I have to go,” she announced.


  “Good luck today, Dan.”


  “Yep,” Allison answered as she grabbed her bag and slipped out the door. “Bye.”


  “Um… bye,” Jess replied as the door slammed behind Allison.


  She set off towards Gill’s home with a power walk, intent to overcome the rush of uncertainty Dan had always effortlessly moved beyond. As she neared the neighbor’s home, the garage door opened, the sound of the motor drowning the click of her heels. The red car rolled out into the street as Gill leant over to open the door for her. She barely needed to break her stride as she took her place beside him.


  “I’m not sure about this arrangement,” Allison stated, awkwardly wriggling in her passenger’s seat as the car accelerated down the street.


  Then, as if he hadn’t heard her, Gill responded by saying, “That’s a very pretty dress you’re wearing today. I like that color on you.”


  It wasn’t how she imagined this conversation going and she blushed. “Did you hear what I–”


  “Did you know I volunteer as the high school’s Athletic Director? I was thinking about what you said yesterday and how unfair it all was. Then I was considering exercising my pull with the cheerleading coach. But I realized I don’t know much about you.”


  “I-what?” Allison was totally taken aback by the offer.


  “If we got to know each other a little better, I’d feel more comfortable brining you up in conversation. I thought we could use our little drives to get to know each other. Would you like that?” He asked, punctuating the question with a squeeze of her knee.


  “Of course,” Allison replied, still trying to make sense of what had transpired as they rolled into the line of luxury cars unloading students. When it was her turn, she grabbed at her bag and thanked Gill with her pulse pounding in her ears.  


  The walk to class was a blur and there was no sign of her escort for which she was grateful. She slipped into the classroom and found her seat. Shaking visibly, she stared blankly at the perfectly manicured fingernails of Allison’s petite hand and wondered where the morning’s confidence had fled.


  By the time her classmates began filing in, Allison had re-discovered her sense of calm. She wasn’t the meek little girl she appeared to be. Despite the morning’s disruption, things could work out with Gill and her cheerleading bid if she was careful.


  More good news followed as Brandon sat beside her and leaned in to say, “That was quite the little trick you pulled.”


  Momentarily, Allison was taken aback by his sly grin and replied with an unexpected giggle as she asked, “What trick is that?”


  “Showing up in that jalopy to get everyone talking about you. Then the next day you show up in a sexy muscle car. They’ve got no idea what their dealing with. Especially the cheerleaders, you have their attention for sure. You’re smarter than I gave you credit for and I’m impressed.”


  For some reason, Brandon’s praise filled her chest with warmth and left her feeling lighter than air. “It’s because of my mom…” Allison confessed.


  “Sorry, what is?” he asked.


  “Yesterday,” she clarified, “You asked me why I want to be a cheerleader. It’s because of my mother. She was a cheerleader twenty years ago and loved it. I’m doing this for her.”


  Brandon’s eyes grew distant. “I get it. Parents…”


  She never found out how he was going to finish the sentence. They were interrupted as the teacher began his droning lecture, but the glowing sense of pride continued throughout the class as Allison’s gaze repeatedly drifted to her dark-haired classmate. How did he know the cheerleaders were talking about her? She would have to make it a point to probe him further on the issue and the thought of spending time with him made her giddy. Only because she had a lead, obviously. Real detective work was exciting.


  The remainder of the school day flew past. Allison didn’t mind spending lunch alone as she watched the senior class swirl and interact around her. Mentally, she noted who was talking to whom, matching faces to profiles compiled for the mission. Her work was finally interrupted as a pretty blonde wearing a cheerleading outfit sat across from her.


  “Hi there, I’m Tiffany,” the stranger announced, introducing herself and holding her hand out in greeting. “I hear you’re interested in becoming a cheerleader.”


  Allison took the pretty girl’s slender hand with her own as she studied the other girl’s elegant, freckled face and said, “I recognize you, from somewhere.”


  “We were both at the Johnson’s block party last week. I saw you for a moment before you vanished.”


  “Oh yeah!” Allison replied excitedly before remembering why she’d suddenly left. “Sorry we didn’t get a chance to meet. Something came up…”


  “Don’t worry. I totally get it,” a shadow seemingly passed Tiffany’s expression for a moment, but it was gone before Allison could be sure. “Your mom found me, and we chatted for a bit,” Tiffany added.


  Silently, Allison thanked Jess but aloud, she said, “My mom is pretty lame most of the time, I hope she wasn’t too annoying.”


  “Oh no,” Tiffany insisted. “She’s totally cool, and really pretty. She must have had you pretty young, huh?”


  “Yeah, I guess,” Allison responded, practicing her nonchalant teenage ambivalence. “What did she talk to you about?”


  “Mostly she mentioned what a good fit you’d be for the Squad. I guess she used to go here and had some fond memories of the girls from her time. I’m looking forward to seeing you at tryouts next week!”


  “Thanks! Me too!”


  Tiffany smiled sweetly and left her alone again pondering a suite of additional information. It reminded Allison tryouts were less than a week away and she hadn’t so much as swung a pom-pom. They had a lot of work to do on that front, but Allison was feeling more confident this insane plan of theirs. Skinsuit, tight-knit cheerleading squad, all this effort, might actually work out. She smiled quietly to herself, packed up lunch, straightened out her dress and headed to class, whistling a nameless tune. This was going to work!


  Three hours later, as she stepped into an unseasonable, torrential downpour to find Gill and his Viper waiting for her, Allison wasn’t as sure. Having determined her lustful neighbor’s aid was no longer necessary, she had intended to walk home. However, she was already drenched, with hair plastered to her neck and the light dress clinging to her figure. Worse, each step threatened to break her ankle as wet feet slipped around in lacy heels.


  “Fashion is dumb,” Allison thought, mustering all of Dan’s contempt for the subject. With her underwear firmly outlined in the sopping wet garment she once again entered Gill’s vehicle.


  The interior was chilly, and Allison wondered if he’d forgotten to turn the A/C off once the rain had begun. She shivered in silence, resolutely refusing to play the part of a frail woman complaining about the temperature.


  “Rainy one today, huh?” Gill quipped as he pulled away from the school. “Poor thing, you look positively drenched. We’ll get back to the house and warm you up.”


  “That won’t be necessary, my mother isn’t home, so you can just drop me off out front.”


  Although she realized she was divulging too much information, Gill said, “Of course I can bring you home.” And Allison let out a sigh of relief.


  “But…” Gill continued, “I have dinner with the Cheerleading coach tonight and I was hoping to have a few stories of your athletic prowess to entertain her with. What do you say we relax, run that pretty dress through the drier and chat for a bit before you head home?”


  Head downcast, Allison nodded solemnly. As good as things had been going, Gill heavily implied it could all be over instantly. Athletic director? What were the odds?


  Making things worse, it was so cold, goosebumps ran along her arm and her nipples were visible through her bra, a fact Gill had obviously noticed. It was a miracle he hadn’t crashed, so often was he sneaking glances in her direction. The suit was behaving exactly as a real woman’s body would, a very inconvenient fact at this moment.


  They finally rolled into the garage in complete silence. Once the engine was off and the garage door closed, the quiet was deafening.


  “Come along,” Gill said, holding his hand to help Allison out of the car. “Let’s warm you up and learn a little more about one another.”


  Obediently, Allison took his hand, letting the older man lead her upstairs to the bedroom. Gill temporarily vanished into the adjoining restroom and emerged with a violet bathrobe.


  “Change into this,” He instructed, handing her the garment. “And meet me downstairs.”


  Fortunately, Gill didn’t seem inclined to watch her undress, but the detective wasn’t keen to risk wearing the man’s wife’s robe. The poor woman was already certain her husband was fooling around. In fact, Allison hadn’t seen any sign of her, or their little one, in days. Perhaps this wasn’t the first time he’d had a young woman alone in his home.


  But Allison wasn’t the young woman Gill believed her to be. She was a detective in a disguise. If he was attracted to her disguise and it would further the mission, she could endure some embarrassment. But she had no intention of allowing any physical relationship.


  Then, pulling the wet garment over her head she slipped into the soft, insubstantial robe. It barely reached mid-thigh, but the smooth, dry fabric felt nice on her skin. Securing it about her waist, she briefly wondered if Gill expected her to remove her underwear as well. The satiny grey and pink undergarments were not entirely dry, nor were they totally drenched as the dress had been. Allison felt safer with them on and, pushing past the uncertainty, carried the dripping outfit down to where Gill waited.


  She found him waiting by a gas fireplace, a fire roaring boisterously within. Between the elaborate carpet, decorative sconces and elaborate carvings adorning the interior, Allison felt very much overawed by the room’s opulence. Seated in a large, leather armchair Gill smiled placidly and glanced above the fireplace before allowing his eyes to study Allison’s figure in the skimpy robe. There was a single dress hanger hooked over the mantle and she approached it, hanging the article so it could be dried by heat of the hearth. Meanwhile, she ignored the intense scrutiny she felt directed at her.


  When she turned to sit and have the “conversation” Gill desired, she noticed there were no other seats in the room. He only smiled and patted his left knee. Allison swallowed, reminded herself why she was here and sat dutifully on his knee.


  “I’m glad we finally had a chance to chat,” Gill said as his right hand slid onto Allison’s thigh. “Why is being a cheerleader so important to you?”


  Squeezing her legs together, Allison tried to ignore the warmth of his hand on her flesh and recall details from the mission briefing.


  “I was a cheerleader at my last school. I loved it so much, that I decided to try out here.”


  “It’s not that simple though. I bet you’ve wanted to be a cheerleader since you were little, didn’t you?”


  “Um…” Allison hesitated. It wasn’t part of her briefing, so she pondered the question and finally answered. “My mom used to tell me stories about the time she spent as a cheerleader and I guess it rubbed off on me, yeah.”


  “That makes sense, your mom is very pretty.” Gill responded, snaking his left arm around Allison’s waist as the hand which had been resting on her thigh gripped the young woman’s chin and turned her face to regard his. “I doubt she was ever as beautiful as you.”


  Allison shivered as their eyes locked, hers a vivid green, his flickering pale blue. Gill’s thumb slipped from her chin and slid along her jaw. Tingling chills trailed his touch followed by warmth as his hand slid down her neck.


  “This is bad,” Allison thought as she squirmed under the older man’s touch. “I have to diffuse the situation.”


  “I… I haven’t seen your wife or son in a while,” She said clumsily. “What’s up with that?”


  Gill seemed nonplussed and easily answered, allowing his hand to fall away from her. “They’re spending some time upstate with her mother while I work on some projects out here.”


  “What kind of projects?”


  “You mean besides talent scouting for a local high school cheer association? Some freelance marketing efforts with an old partner of mine. I have a flexible schedule, but plenty of work to keep me busy.” Then, stroking Allison’s shoulder he added, “But it does get lonely. So I volunteered to help you out. I think you’d make a perfect cheerleader.”


  Unsure where to take the conversation next, Allison asked, “What makes you say that?”


  “Oh, I knew the moment I first saw you. You are something special.”


  “I hope you tell the coach as much when you see her,” Allison remarked as Gill began to rub her back through the robe. She could feel his warmth through the fabric.


  “Well,” Gill confessed, “She’s told me that cheerleader’s face a lot of pressure. Can you handle pressure?”


  “I- o-oh, of course I can,” Allison stuttered as Gill untied her robe letting it fall to hang loosely from her shoulders, bearing the tops of breasts constrained by a lacy, maroon colored bra .


  “Can you handle the weight on those slender shoulders?” Gill asked as he planted a series of kisses along the younger woman’s neck, pulling the robe off in the process. Trembling at his touch, Allison froze, unable to do anything beyond experience the strange sensations tantalizing her body.


  Placing a rough hand over her heart which thumped wildly at his touch, Gill paused and then asked, “Do you know in your heart you can handle that extra pressure.”


  “I-I can handle it,” Allison answered uncertainty as her bra sprang free. She hadn’t noticed Gill unhooking it.


  Before she could blink, Gill’s hand was over her left breast, gently massaging it. His mouth was at her ear and she could feel his breath tickling as it whispered, “I want to tell the coach you can handle this pressure. Can you?”


  Allison gasped as he tenderly pinched a rigidly erect nipple with his thumb and forefinger. In response, she groaned helplessly, her head lolling back as Gill continued to fondle her supple breasts. Somehow, she couldn’t muster the strength to stop him. It felt incredible!


  The experience was utterly unlike the sterile conditions of the lab and the disgusting Russian. Somehow, whenever Gill touched her sensitive places, it was met with a commensurate heat surging throughout her body. No masculine experience approached a tenth of the sensation Gill provoked as he molested her body. Nevertheless, his position assured any attempt to stop the proceedings might prompt Gill’s wrath and ultimately hurt her chances of making the squad.


  So, a softly moaning Allison reasoned it was worth ignoring the nagging warnings of the long-ago and far-away of Dr. Phillips.


  One hand snaked around Allison’s waist and, grasping her chest firmly, pulled her body against Gill’s. She writhed against him, her mind growing dull to sensations beyond the pleasure. Strength faded from her limbs, as did any will to resist.


  “Do you have an itch to compete? An itch that needs to be scratched?”


  “Ohmmm, yesssss,” Allison cooed dimly aware of the way her knees were being pulled apart. A violent twitch shook her as Gill’s hand reached between her thighs and began to massage along her inner thigh with one hand while continuing to grope her chest, twisting and teasing a nipple with agile fingers. Gradually she became aware of a wetness… down there. Her panties now were fully saturated.


  “Do you feel that itch?” Gill whispered questioningly.


  Tingling heat and churning desire pulsed mere inches from Gills fingers. New and terrifying physical developments paralyzed the young woman. Helpless, she couldn’t help but nod, and then gasp as Gill touched her virgin pussy lips for the first time. “Ohh!” she squealed reflexively as another round of alien sensations rampaged through her now writhing form.


  “And I still have my panties on,” she wondered in amazement at the rolling waves of pleasure ricocheting from her toes to her fingertips. Woman’s arousal was impossibly intense, she realized. Her entire body churned with the dire insistence. “I’m going insane,” she concluded, “My mind is going blank!”


  Gill moved his hands in a circular motion over her panties, accelerating as her pleasure amplified. Nibbling on her ear, the older man simultaneously stimulated her chest and clitoris and she twisted sensuously in his lap. Every time Allison wondered if the pleasure had peaked, it rocketed beyond her understanding with a dizzying ache of heat and trembling need. An emptiness she’d never known and pleasure beyond comprehension assaulted her senses.


  “Something is coming,” Allison gasped breathlessly. An orgasm! Allison was on the verge of her first ever female orgasm and it raced towards her like a freight train. “I’m coming! I’m coming!” She announced with spectacular amazement as she watched the hand vanishing beneath her mons pubis slip her panties aside to drift along her drooling snatch.


  “Go ahead and cum,” Gill instructed simultaneously tweaking her nipple while his hand flew over her clitoris in a blur. The sudden surge of sensation was too overwhelming to be anything else. Unstoppable and welcome.


  A tremendously intense wave of pleasure, unlike anything she could ever have imagined, shuddered through her body. Thundering spasms contorted and twisted her body in a triumphal, earth-shattering climax. Allison screamed as the orgasm ravaged the compact, fully eroticized body she inhabited. It seemed to last an eternity as the throbbing, twitching pleasure cascaded throughout her limbs and core forcing her body into a rigid, dizzying barrage of carnal release.


  Eventually the rapturous feeling subsided and she panted, her mind scrambling to make sense of the transcendent, otherworldly thrill which still lingered in her chest and… elsewhere, a place between her legs, deep inside, a place she shouldn’t have! But it didn’t make a difference. She slumped against Gill’s warm body, glowing in the warmth of the rapidly fading memory and the fireplace. Cumming without a cock was intoxicatingly amazing.


  “Your dress is probably dry by now,” Gill reminded her as he absentmindedly swirled his finger around her belly button. Shocked, Allison glanced towards the kitchen and saw that it was nearly 6PM. More than an hour had passed since the 12-hour limit imposed by the researchers. Then again, she’d also been told to avoid sexual situations so…


  “Shit,” Allison cursed, momentarily forgetting her innocent cheerleader persona. “I have to get home.”


  “Of course,” Gill acknowledged as the young woman hopped off his lap and sprang towards the dress hanging beside the fire. “I’ll see you tomorrow and we can continue our conversation after school.”


  It took nearly all of Allison’s self-control not to reach for the nub at the base of her skull to confirm it was still there. In her panic, she began putting her dress on backwards and had to try again. Finally, gathering her belongings, including her purse and shoes in her arms she headed for the door.


  “Would you like an umbrella?” Gill shouted as she the distressed maiden stepped out into the downpour.


  “I’m okay,” Allison shouted back. She welcomed the cleansing rain, the scraping cement on her bare feet and the distraction from the squelching moisture between her legs which accompanied each step. How had she let this happen? Now she simply wished to return home and prayed that Jess still hadn’t returned. Though rain-soaked hair obscured her vision, there was no sign of habitation. Then, after fiddling with her purse, Allison pulled her keys out and subsequently entered the quiet, dry interior of her house.


  In the second-floor bathroom Allison studied the waterlogged beauty in the mirror. Nearly ripping the dress, she pulled the garment off and swiftly found the release nub beneath sodden hair, stepping out of Allison’s skin, all the while silently offering a prayer of thanks for the fortune that kept Jess out on her errand.


  Staring at Dan’s naked body in the mirror, the evening’s developments were impossible to comprehend. How could he have let himself be manipulated like that? He was a detective on a mission with express orders to avoid sexual situations. Intellectually, he knew the line of reasoning which had landed Allison in that position, but now it seemed insane. The girl was just a disguise; It didn’t affect his thoughts… A girl’s pleasure. A mirage. It had felt incredible… If she ever let it happen again, she might get addicted!


  “Never again,” he vowed.


  There had to be a means to co-opt Gill’s help without succumbing to his machinations and Dan vowed to spend the evening reasoning it out. By the time, Jess arrived home, he was sorted physically and emotionally with a solid argument for the next day’s interactions with Gill. Together with Jess, he could focus on alternate vectors for joining the cheerleading squad. They made plans for Wednesday to begin workouts and, as the detective drifted off to sleep, he was confident everything would pay off.








  


  Chapter 9


  The outfit waiting for Allison the next morning showed less skin. Dan requested such the evening before, perplexing Jess but thankfully provoking no uneasy questions. Weather forecasts called for cooler weather and skirts were no longer a necessity. Such a request was somewhat plausible and his partner had complied.


  It was not, however, as Dan had intended, less sexy. But why did it have to be leggings? Leggings aren’t pants, but women treated them as such, much to every man’s delight. Sure enough, it made her ass look incredible and she had a string of underwear between her ass cheeks for her trouble. Anything other than a thong would be obvious in the form fitting garment.


  “Fuck,” Allison swore, fighting the frustration she felt.


  Maybe it didn’t matter. Her body was sexy, regardless of clothing choices. The red and white blouse she wore was tight but partially covered her behind. Fully dressed, she shrugged into the mirror and continued about her day through another quiet breakfast. This time, Jess let her be.


  “Remember,” Jess said as Allison headed out the door. “When you get back today, we’re going to begin your cheerleading training.”


  With one foot out the door, Allison froze. It reminded her of a nagging question which had bothered her since the previous night. “Any amount of training will put me over the 12-hour limit your scientist buddy assigned,” she noted. “You’re not worried?”


  “Purely a safety precaution,” Jess explained. “At the 12-hour mark feminine hormones become abundant enough to start affecting behavior but they don’t form the majority influence until 24 hours. I’ve already cleared our timeline with HQ, have you been experiencing any odd feelings, or unexpected behavior?” She asked, studying Allison carefully with her head cocked to one side.


  “N-No! I was just curious,” Allison lied. “Subject 2 got stuck in her suit after 18 hours.”


  “Well, she had sex. Sexual activity speeds up the timetable, but it’s hard for a woman to amp up her hormones any faster than making love. Something about him coming inside her played a part too, triggering biological something, blah-blah, sciency-gobledygook. It isn’t anything we need to be concerned about.”


  “Oh, um, okay” Allison replied, somewhat relieved. She didn’t intend to do anything further with Gill, but it was gratifying to hear that she hadn’t risked too much. Yesterday’s “experience” felt distant and forgettable. Perhaps she was misremembering how amazing it felt in the cool light of morning. Newly confident, she strode from the house ready to meet the neighbor for her morning commute.


  He was waiting for her in the usual place, parked around the corner in his red sports car. “Morning sunshine!” Gill greeted her warmly as she slipped into the vehicle. “Sleep well?”


  “I-I did,” Allison confirmed. “About last night–”


  The roar of the engine interrupted her and as the acceleration died down Gill said, “I have some good news. I spoke to the coach last night and she was thrilled to have you interested in their program.”


  “Really?”


  “Ms. Baker liked what I told her about you, but she had a few more questions for you. I told her I’d follow up with you this afternoon… If it’s alright with you.”


  Allison hadn’t expected to be greeted by this news and stared straight ahead, silently before grudgingly agreeing, but made sure Gill knew that Jess would be expecting her home promptly.


  “I totally understand,” he said, opening the door for Allison since they had arrived at school. “I’ll see you after class. Have a good day!”


  Because of the morning’s development, she practically sleepwalked through History. Brandon noticed. And when he asked if she was feeling alright as class wrapped up, the sound of his voice snapped her out of the spell of self-reflection.


  “I’m okay,” she assured him. “I’m just not feeling well.”


  Brandon pouted and said, “Well, I hope you feel better soon. If I don’t see your beautiful, smiling face in the morning it throws my entire day off, you know?”


  She watched him pack, dumbstruck. As she observed his exit, a brunette with a wrinkled top and slightly crooked teeth sat beside her.  Allison recognized her face but didn’t know her name. They shared multiple classes together.


  “He’s so handsome,” the girl observed. “And he’s nicer than the rest of them put together. Has he asked you out yet?”


  Allison was taken aback, “I-don’t, I- What?”


  “He’s the stunning prince, you’re the beautiful princess. It makes sense. Besides, if he only looked at me the way he looks at you, I’d die from happiness.”


  The girl packed up her bags with a sigh and left Allison alone again. A shy smile crept across the would-be cheerleader’s face and stayed there the rest of the day. For some reason, she was in a very, very good mood.


  Her positive attitude held until afternoon pickup. Gill was late, and she found herself frustrated, impatiently tapping her toe as the school population thinned. Sometime later he finally arrived, and she entered the car in a huff.


  “Where were you?” Allison asked, sourly.


  Without looking at her Gill said, “Let’s be clear. I’m the school’s Athletic Director and your friend. Everything I do is to help you become a cheerleader. I owe you nothing and if I change my mind, the rides end. Also, I’d hate to tell Coach Baker how ungrateful you are. Understand?”


  Meekly, Allison nodded. She was afraid of the unexpectedly harsh tone from her perpetually friendly neighbor. They both sat in silence as the car idled until Gill finally looked at her and said, “Now, shall we head back and have that conversation we talked about?”


  “Okay,” Allison confirmed. Only when they had already entered Gill’s home did she remember the conversation she prepared to avoid this exact situation from reoccurring. Perhaps, she hoped, Gill didn’t have another such act on the mind. But once he led her into the kitchen, she was in for a different kind of surprise. On the counter was a wrapped gift box and Gill indicated that she should open it.


  “I was late because I was picking you up a present,” he revealed. “I thought it might help you practicing before tryouts.


  “F-For me?”


  “Of course. Open it!”


  Allison obeyed, untying the bow and removing the lid to reveal a cheerleading uniform, complete with pom-poms. It wasn’t an authentic copy of the high school uniform she had grown accustomed to; The colors were wrong. A simple glance also revealed that this costume was also considerably more revealing.


  “Try it on,” he urged. “Ms. Baker and I want to know if you can look the part.”


  Hesitatingly she pulled the articles from the box, confirming the extraordinary short skirt and minimally obscuring top of the pink and white outfit. Given Gill’s earlier anger, she wasn’t eager to test him again, only asking if she could use the nearby bathroom to change.


  “Of course,” Gill replied, betraying none of the disappointment she expected. Swiftly, she stripped off the leggings and blouse only to be reminded of the slender sensuality of her teen body by racy underwear she was now regretting immensely.


  Nevertheless, she donned the gift and studied her reflection. A top which barely concealed her chest, leaving more than her midriff bare. The skirt barely concealed her thong clad behind, let alone her thighs. It was the kind of cheerleading costume you’d find in a Halloween store… or a pornographic movie, she conceded.


  Self-conscious and blushing she emerged from the bathroom, fiddling with the hem of her skirt in a vain attempt to cover up. Each step left her feeling terribly exposed, especially under Gill’s lecherous gaze.


  “Ah… beautiful!” Gill remarked. “It really helps me to picture you as a cheerleader. I don’t know why Coach ever doubted it. Now for a demonstration”


  “What sort of demonstration?” Allison asked demurely. She was acutely aware that, if he asked her to demonstrate any cheerleading moves, her lies would be laid bare. Fortunately, judging by the look in his eyes as he approached, it wasn’t what Gill had in mind. In the moment however, she wasn’t feeling especially grateful as he stepped behind her and placed his hands on her hips.


  “A good cheerleader needs to be flexible,” Gill rasped, as his hands slithered across her navel. The touch sent a shiver tingling atop her skin. “Can you touch your toes for me?”


  Impossible for Dan. An easy task for the lissome Allison.


  Obediently she bent at the waist and felt a groping hand squeeze her behind. An involuntarily squeak escaped her lips as the plump cheeks were caressed and Gill found the thin strip of fabric covering Allison’s womanhood. A queasy warmth emanated from within as she bared her ass to her lustful neighbor with her hands wrapped around her ankles.


  Teasing and pulling on her underwear, Gill provoked a gasp from Allison. “What a scandalous pair of panties you’re wearing. Are you some slutty cheerleader stereotype?”


  “N-no,” Allison insisted as blood continued to rush to her head making it increasingly difficult to think clearly. The string of fabric gliding along her slit was also buzzing with sensitivity and she was forced to bite her lip to keep from moaning. Mercifully Gill pulled her upright but clamped a hand over her left breast, massaging it gently through the top and brazier.


  “Are you sure?” he asked. “If I check your tight little pussy, it won’t be drooling to be touched?”


  “No?” Allison answered uncertainty. She still didn’t have total comprehension of the feminine sensations this body was capable of and was still learning to recognize them. But she certainly hoped that Gill’s light taunting hadn’t been enough to arouse her.


  “Ohm!” she exclaimed, clenching as a finger surged past her underwear and plunged into her moist entrance. Allison’s body had betrayed her as the heat and churning need rocketed to the forefront of her consciousness. A finger was inside her! It was utterly divine!


  “I think you are a slutty cheerleader,” Gill announced forcing a finger wet with her juices into the would-be cheerleader’s mouth, compelling her to taste the heady mix of salty fingers mixed with the her own lustful emissions.


  If she hadn’t been so eager to explore the sudden void of feminine desire, she might have appreciated how miraculous the skinsuit was, to be indecipherable from the body of a lustful teenage girl. Right now, however, Allison only wanted to explore the depths of the carnal longing which roared between her legs. Once again, Gill had other plans.


  “You lied to me,” he explained. “You need to be punished.”


  In a swift motion he sat on a nearby chair, bending the willowy teen across his knees and began to spank her bottom.


  *SWAT* *SWAT* *SWAT*


  With three swift strikes, she was tearing up. Her bottom burned with rippling impact. She was sure the white skin would be bright red now. Shamefully, she could only think of how much her pussy ached to be touched, not the embarrassing situation she had once again succumbed to.


  “Have you learned your lesson?”


  “Yes, please… I’m sorry,” Allison begged, barely able to comprehend the avalanche of tumbling, tumultuous feelings and emotions surging within.


  In response to her admission, Gill began stroking her box while she writhed, still bent precipitously over his knees. “You are a slutty cheerleader, aren’t you?”


  “Oh… yes… ommmnn, yes, yes!” the teen purred, helpless against the waves of pleasure that denied coherent thought. “Mmhhh, ungh, oooooohhh,” she continued to moan as Gill expertly caressed her trembling sex.


  After a few more minutes of the Athletic Director’s careful ministrations she felt a triumphal pleasure building. This time she could recognize the orgasm coming and could brace for the twitching, shuddering climax as it ravaged her petite body for the second day in a row. A shrill moan whistled through her lips as muscles tensed and released in a rolling, timeless eternity of pleasure. Numb fingers clenched at Gill’s leg as she recovered. Once the sensations began to fade, Allison slumped, trying to catch her breath.


  She avoided looking up at Gill, unable to meet his eyes from the embarrassment that rose in her pleasure’s wake. If she had been a normal woman, being dominated in such a way was humiliating. Adding to the feeling, Allison came so easily and quickly… to a man, no less… Her face was beet red as she trudged back to the bathroom to return to her original outfit.


  When she emerged, Gill was waiting with the open box the cheerleading costume had come in. “I take it you need to get home?” he asked


  Allison nodded. “My mother will be expecting me.”


  “Well, I wanted to let you know that you impressed me today. I can’t see any reason the coach should have reservations about your… suitability.”


  Nodding again, Allison refrained from a reply. Tomorrow, the coach would surely have new concerns and Gill would have another excuse to grope her. And the day after as well. But she could endure Gill’s molesting touch for a week. Once tryouts were over, she’d be done with him. Of course, she’d be totally free of his influence during the weekend too.


  “Oh, one more thing,” Gill added as she neared the exit. “On Saturday, I want to take you shopping at the mall… to apologize for my rudeness this afternoon.”


  Allison froze and turned back. “I- I have plans with my… mom this Saturday, I’m not–”


  “Just for a few hours,” Gill explained. “Allow me to make it up to you. I’m sure Ms. Baker wouldn’t want to hear about how ungracious you can be to someone trying to show you appreciation.”


  Grudgingly, Allison replied, “I… guess I can get away for a few hours, but–”


  “Good,” Gill interrupted. “I’ll see you at four pm on Saturday. Now have a good night and I’ll see you tomorrow!” He punctuated the greeting with a light spank on the behind, sending a tingling jolt along her spine from the still sensitive region.


  Allison returned home and faced the indignity of her initial cheerleader training with a sore bum and a squelching sensation from her cunt for the remainder of the evening. Jess, so intent on their training, failed to notice anything awry.


  Nevertheless, Allison picked up the cheerleading basics quickly and marveled at her body’s grace and agility. In fact, she felt more capable physically than she had ever been while wearing the suit. However, once her mind made the connection between the morning’s discussion of hormones and the sexual experimentation under Gill’s tutelage, her momentary pride was washed away in humiliation.


  However, she chose to settle for Jess’ approval and decided the day’s progress was a draw before stripping off the Allison skin and once again reclaiming Dan’s masculine body. Once he was himself again, Allison’s troubles shrank, her pains and pleasures melted away, leaving only Dan and a mostly trouble-free night’s sleep.








  


  Chapter 10


  Thursday and Friday passed much the same way as Wednesday had. Having resigned herself to the affair with Gill, Allison was once again dressed in the low-cut dresses and high hemmed skirts Jess preferred. The teen admired the curvy, slender body in the mirror knowing that by the end of the day, it would become a sexual plaything for a married man who would carry her away to school an hour hence.


  At school she daydreamed about Dan’s heroic return to Boston. The reception he would receive having thwarted the most serious drug epidemic to face the country in decades. As the day wore on, the fantasy shifted to include a grateful student body including the classmates she had come to know during the week, Brandon among them, a huge smile on his face. The very thought of such success warmed her heart, sustaining her through hours of boring classes.


  Then the bell rang. Gill would bring her back to his home where he’d announce what new misgivings the coach had regarding her career as a cheerleader.


  These flimsy pretenses invariably led to a manhandling of her petite body which was increasingly approaching normalcy. Pretending she was a real woman made it easier to endure at first. Once in the throes of passion, it didn’t matter as orgasm after orgasm shut out anything but the pleasure. Afterwards, burdened with shame, she’d head home to continue training, in preparation for the upcoming tryouts.


  Saturday arrived with a crushing anxiety. She was going to be out in public with Gill, a horrifying reality. As far as Jess knew, Allison was meeting a few girls from school as part of the overall charm offensive to join the squad. Because the meeting would ultimately benefit her bid, it was a necessary fib. Despite the presence of their lusty neighbor, a man whom she had been forbidden to associate with, she agreed to meet.


  A part of Allison wondered what exactly Gill intended on shopping for. He had intimated a gift for her, but he had given her a gift each of the last three days. The cheerleading outfit he kept at his home, but an expensive looking, emerald necklace was Thursday’s present, while a simple blue ribbon for her hair, Friday’s. She didn’t know what to expect today but the morning’s cheer training allowed her to momentarily forget her apprehension. However, once she changed out of her workout clothes and into the skin tight, jean capris and flowery tank top, the uncertainty returned.


  Nevertheless, she found herself being dropped off at the mall, purse clutched tightly to her chest, peering anxiously around the entrance for Gill’s car. While she waited, Allison bound her silken hair in the ribbon she drew from her bag. Gill hadn’t expressly instructed her to wear it, but she thought it would look nice with her ensemble. Deviation from proscribed outfits might have prompted awkward questions from Jess so she’d waited.


  Allison wasn’t waiting long when Gill approached her with a smile.


  “I like the ribbon,” Gill said, lightly touching Allison’s hair. His face took on a more serious expression as he added, “I have a request. When we’re in public, I expect you to refer to me as ‘Daddy’.”


  “Oh, um… okay…” Allison didn’t know what make of the request but wasn’t about to risk upsetting Gill. She wanted this shopping trip over as quickly as possible. “Okay… Daddy. Where did you want to go shopping?”


  “You’ve been such a good girl this week, I want to buy you a new dress. And I’ve got the perfect place in mind.”


  Despite herself, Allison was a little excited at the prospect of a new dress. Everything in her closet had been meticulously chosen for her. It would be the first chance she had to wear something she chose for herself! Did it matter if the desire was a tad girly?


  The couple walked through the mall together and Allison kept a lookout for anyone she knew from class. A popular hangout for the school body, running into someone she knew was an obvious risk, but they didn’t see anyone she recognized. Eventually they arrived at a boutique she didn’t recognize. A history as both and East-coaster and a man, did not prepare her to identify the storefront, but she recognized most of the brands inside. Gill wasn’t cheaping out on her, that was for certain!


  “Go ahead,” Gill instructed. “Pick out any dress in the store you want, you can have a pair of shoes too if you want.”


  “Thanks, Gi- Daddy,” Allison corrected immediately as she began to study the racks of designer dresses.


  Fortunately, thanks to Jess’ training, she knew her size in a dozen brands and quickly gravitated towards several dresses which might look nice, given her skin tone and body type.


  Surprisingly, choosing only one was an impossible task. The boutique employees browsed their phones, uninterested in their only customers, so with several options in hand, the slender teen approached the changing room. Surprisingly spacious, she hung the dresses from a hook above the door and stripped off her current attire.


  One after another, she tried on each dress, turning this way and that, trying to judge the fit and attempting to estimate how much it stood out compared to her current wardrobe. Her favorite was a floral, strappy dress with a fluttering open skirt, tied at the front of the bodice with graceful frills along its hem. There was a time when wearing such a girly garment would have bothered her, but now she could admire the fit and feel of such a gorgeous dress.


  She adored the way it looked and was so intently studying her reflection that she didn’t notice Gill’s presence until he announced his arrival.


  “What a stunning dress. You have impeccable taste.”


  “What are you doing here?!” Allison whispered harshly to the intruder. “This is a girl’s dressing room.”


  “I got impatient. Is that the dress you want to get?” He inquired stepping beside her and checking out her reflection as well.


  Suddenly uncertain, Allison looked at Gill and said, “I think so. How does it look, Daddy?”


  Wrapping his arms about the slender girl, Gill said, “You look positively delicious.” She shivered as he began nibbling her ear, one hand slipping under the hem of Allison’s dress, rubbing her snatch through the sheer fabric of her panties.


  “What are you doing?” Allison rasped as tingling pleasure pulsed within, attempting to push away his hand. Easily evading her effort, Gill continued to stroke her.  


  “Daddy needs a taste,” he urged before taking a whiff of her hair and redoubling his efforts.


  Firmly aware of both the surging warmth in her nethers and the presence of clerks idling just beyond the door. Allison’s cheeks burned with humiliation and arousal.


  “Uhn- Not here,” Allison gasped desperately, unable to keep the thrill from her voice. She scanned the door anxiously as he fondled her. “Mhn- Not now.”


  Reluctantly, Gill withdrew from the embrace while the teen found herself battling a sudden emptiness churning awkwardly between her thighs. However, the older man only pulled the tag from her dress and said, “I’ll go ring this up, you can wait out front.”


  “Yes, Daddy,” she replied obediently, reaching for the door.


  Allison nearly turned back and capitulated to her desire, but instead, chastised herself for such an appalling intent. She wasn’t some sex starved teen, despite her appearance, and she could ignore her body’s reactions. It was the suit, not her, which hungered such disgraceful stimulation.


  Unfortunately, it didn’t make the walk through the storefront any less uneasy. Her panties were uncomfortably moist, and each step reminded her of the warm void, a mewling, desperate feline hidden beneath an adorable new dress. With knees pressed together, she waited at the entrance, anxious for Gill to wrap up the sale.


  That was when Allison spotted a small cadre of her schoolmates loitering across the lobby at a nearby food stall. Seniors all, she recognized the three ladies from her background research on the active cheerleaders’ roster. She was noticed by one of them, the slender blonde, Tiffany, who had introduced herself in the cafeteria several days ago. The cheerleader waved excitedly and approached her.


  “I love that dress,” she announced in a bubbly tone as she wrapped Allison in a playful embrace. “It’s good to see you. Are you excited for the tryouts on Thursday?”


  At that moment, Allison was only pleased to know her erect nipples weren’t being noticed as her breasts pressed against another woman’s. However, she channeled her training and matched the other woman’s tone.


  “Hi Tiffany, it’s good to see you, too! I’m super excited for the tryout, I hope I don’t disappoint you.”


  “Don’t worry about it Allie, you’ll do great. I was thinking, before the tryout why don’t we–”


  “Well hello there,” interrupted a stranger from Tiffany’s gaggle of friends.


  Allison studied the newcomer, observing biceps bursting from a stylish tank top and bright, blue eyes which fixeded squarely on her chest. His face flashed a wolfish grin. Despite the feeling of loathing the look inspired, she acknowledged the man was fit and stunningly handsome. She shifted uncomfortably under his leering posture.


  “I don’t think we’ve formally met. My name is Nate Easton, I’m the captain of the Randolph High Raiders,” he paused dramatically to add, “All-state QB, that’s a quarterback.”


  Nate held out his hand and it swallowed Allison’s. She could recognize his voice but couldn’t place it. Then it came to her; His was voice the horny boy from the bathroom on her first day! But he had a girlfriend, she recalled… didn’t he? A glance at the remainder of the group loitering across the corridor revealed a tall, gorgeous brunette who was scowling intensely in her direction.


  To the quarterback who remained blatantly enthralled by her breasts, she said, “It’s nice to meet you, I’m Allison.”


  “How do you know Tiff?”


  The blonde blushed, clearly not expecting to become the focus of the conversation, but both teens were curiously examining Allison. Eager to to expedite the conversation, she informed Nate of her intention to try out for cheerleader.


  “Are you really?” the athlete piped excitedly. “You’re really pretty so ’ll definitely be rooting for you. If you need some extra practice, I have a lot of experience with cheerleaders. I’d love to share some tips with you. At least, one tip–”


  “Don’t you get enough cheerleading exposure by hanging out with the head-cheerleader aka. your girlfriend aka. the woman currently staring daggers at you?” Tiffany asked contemptuously. “Besides, Allison doesn’t need your tips, or anything else you want to give her.”


  Nate frowned and gave Tiffany a sour expression before tromping back to his friends. It was the first time he’d looked anywhere but Allison’s chest and she was relieved to see him go.


  “Thanks. That was uncomfortable” Allison admitted, still warily watching Nate’s retreating form.


  “No problem. Nate’s a pig,” Tiffany explained. “And don’t worry about Clara. She knows her boyfriend’s a cad. Anyway, I should go. It was nice seeing you!”


  “You too!” Allison shouted after Tiffany and they exchanged a cheerful wave before the helpful blonde disappeared with her cohort into a nearby shop.


  “Who was that?” Gill asked as he appeared beside her carrying a bag which carried her discarded clothes as well as a mysterious box of yet undetermined purpose.


  “Only some friends from school… Daddy,” Allison added as an afterthought. His arm wrapped about her waist, re-awakening the sleepy tabby beneath her skirt.


  “Are you ready to get out of here?”


  “Mhmm,” Allison confirmed, nodding up at Gill’s smiling face, once again aware of the heat and wetness from her crotch with each step. As they neared Gill’s car, she was actively toying  the hem of her skirt, trying (and failing) to ignore her growing need.


  Gill seemed to notice something was amiss. Whether it was the younger woman’s flushed cheeks, or awkward gait instead of her usual grace, his face creased in concern.


  “What’s wrong?” He asked.


  Doleful eyes regarded the man as Allison pulled Gill’s head down to whisper into his ear. Swallowing the disdain, Allison said, “I need you to….” She couldn’t bring herself to finish the sentence, but Gill clearly understood, opening the passenger door for her.


  “I know a motel nearby,” Gill offered as he entered the car.


  “I can’t-,” she began, only having barely avoided giving away the true source of her discomfort. She didn’t want to feel this way about ANY man, but she couldn’t ignore her desire any longer. “Daddy, will you make me feel good?”


  “Okay,” Gill agreed. “But this is your fault and you need to be punished first.”


  Gill began by tilting his seat back and unbuckling his belt. She was afraid he meant to hit her, but the older man reached inside his pants and pulled out a rigid erection, holding it about the base. It rose. At least 6 inches of solid cock, and she couldn’t look away. Had Allison made him this hard?


  “D-Daddy, what–”


  “Make me feel good with your mouth and I’ll make you feel good in return,” Gill explained. His finger traced her lips and Allison trembled at his touch.


  Of course, the detective had never given a blowjob before and the prospect of orally pleasing a man was… repugnant. But the pulsing instance of her sex refused to relent. It wasn’t gay, because she didn’t want to suck any cocks, it was all this cursed body.


  Even if she DID want to even a little bit, Allison was a woman right now, which was natural. She didn’t, but it wouldn’t be wrong either way, the girl reasoned. She was simply doing what was needed to support the mission. They couldn’t run the risk of Gill naysaying her cheerleading bid, so cautiously she drew her knees beneath her on the passenger seat and genuflected to do as bid, even if it was to give a man fellatio.


  Dan had received blowjobs in the past, enough to know what was expected. However, here was a gulf between knowledge and practice. As she drew nearer, Allison caught a whiff of the musty scent of Gill’s erection and suppressed a gag. It was different… Gill’s penis. It was veinier than Dan’s but also larger… unless it was a matter of perspective. Shutting her eyes, she closed the final few centimeters and it twitched, colliding with her lips unexpectedly.


  “Go on,” Gill urged. “Make your Daddy proud.”


  Cautiously, Allison parted her lips, allowing the tip to rest against their softness as she considered what to do next. Suddenly, she felt a hand on the back of her head, pushing downward. Resisting was impossible as her lips trailed down Gill’s rigid shaft, she could only focus on avoiding his member with her teeth, a cardinal sin for oral sex. Her tongue slid down his length, filling her mouth every inch of his diamond-hard erection, the taste of salt overwhelming her senses. The pressure on the back of her head let up and she utilized the freedom to work up and down the shaft with lips loosely grazing the full span of Gill’s manhood.


  Much to Allison’s surprise, the heat grew between her legs as she worked Gill’s dick between pursed lips. Crouched over the center console she could feel the warmth and wetness from her sex intensify. Despite the cock in her mouth, Allison moaned in delight. She’d never wanted to touch a dick, and yet her deceitful, feminine body was yearning to be fondled while sucking on one. Once she realized bringing Gill to a swift climax would hasten her own satisfaction, she began to work in earnest. It felt instinctual, pleasing him.


  “Mmmmm, you like sucking my cock, don’t you?” Gill inquired.


  “Mmm, hmmm, mmm,” came the reply.


  Using her hand, which wrapped about the base of Gill’s erection, she directed the tip into her cheek, slathering her tongue along and around every inch of his member. Fullness and heat, she attacked his manhood with a single-minded intensity. Up and down she caressed him with her tongue and lips to a chorus of joyous groans.


  “That feels incredible,” moaned Gill. “I’m so close! Just a bit more.”


  Combining a swirling motion of her tongue with sweetly puckered lips Allison suckled at Gill’s meat popsicle with reckless abandon, aware only of the throbbing mass in her mouth and the relentless need of her aching desire.


  Fellatio continued a few moments longer until Gill tensed and said, “Here it comes.”


  Pulling her head back, Allison stroked Gill’s saliva coated erection with a vigorous effort.


  “Ungh!” Gill exclaimed, firing a steaming load across Allison’s face and hair.


  The surprise, as well as the overwhelming scent filled her nostrils and sent her reeling back into her seat. Wiping the load of cum from her face with a hand that still smelt of him, she nearly swept the mess away on her dress but thought better of it, cleaning it instead on her leg. A burning need would no longer be ignored, but she didn’t want to ruin her new dress.


  “Daddy, I feel so tingly, please make me feel good” Allison begged, pawing at his chest. “Daddy, I need you–”


  “Lay back against the door,” Gill instructed “And put your leg up here,” he added, patting the armrest beside his elbow.


  Dutifully, she obeyed, hiking the hem of her dress up to her waist, revealing thoroughly drenched panties. Then she shivered as Gill settled the palm of his hand atop Allison’s mons, placing his thumb at the apex, caressing her clitoris briefly before snaking it under her panties. In moments, she was writhing in delight, fingers wrapped about the grab handle above the window, flexing hips along waves of pleasure.


  “Ahn, ohm, ooohh,” Allison cooed. It felt incredible and it was amazing how sensitive she was… Yet beneath the rolling waves of satisfaction something else lurked, a deeper void which Gill’s touch did not sate. It thrilled and terrified her, but the rush of delight blossoming within quickly swept all cares away.


  “You’re so wet,” commented Gill as his fingers swept along the teen’s sex, coaxing forth another series of lustful groans. “You got turned on sucking my cock, didn’t you?”


  “Ah, AH, AHMMM,” Allison gushed as the amplitude of sensation twisting through her petite form reached new heights. As the now familiar surge of pleasure associated with sexual climax built, she moaned with a rising inflection as she said, “I’m coming Daddy, you’re making me cum! I’m- uhn- almost there! Just like that Daddy! Oh, OHHH, YES!!!!!!”


  Allison watched her body shake and convulse as Gill’s fingers brought her to orgasm. The surreal view of her body uncontrollably twitching along with the waves of overwhelming satisfaction was a fresh delight and she couldn’t imagine ever tiring of the sight. As the pleasure slowly faded, a realization dawned: If all of this was temporary, why not enjoy it?


  “What’s next Daddy?” Allison asked, for the first time excited at the prospect of time with Gill.


  “I thought we’d get you home and clean you up before sending you home. And I have another surprise for you.”


  “You already bought me a dress. What kind of surprise?”


  Gill grinned. “A present. You’ll have wait and find out what it is. Now, buckle up my sexy little minx.”


  The ride passed too slowly for Allison who couldn’t stop thinking about what else Gill might have in store for her. However, he remained silent, so she passed the time admiring at the way the seatbelt split her perky breasts. Breasts which fit so well in the older man’s rough hands. Meanwhile, recalling how aroused she’d grown while sucking on a man’s cock, it confounded her. It was all the result of this body. This slender, sexy teen body… a costume which allowed a man to experience pleasure beyond comprehension. A young woman, clad in an adorable floral print dress, idly scratching at the rapidly drying semen on her leg.


  “Is that what I am?” Allison wondered. Sometimes it seemed rather more than a ruse as events moved about her, forcing reactions which always appeared reasonable in the moment, yet clearly flawed in retrospect. How far would she have ultimately gone to satisfy the monstrous desire provoked by this body and please her Daddy? How far would she go to make the cheerleading squad?


  If this pattern continued, would she have the will to say no?


  “Is everything alright?” Gill asked.


  Allison looked up with surprise. Somehow, hey had traveled the remaining distance and parked within the garage, all without her noticing.


  Gill was studying her with a mysterious expression until she finally nodded. “I’ll run you a bath. In the meantime, you can get out of that dress and meet me upstairs. Okay?”


  “Okay Daddy,” Allison replied exiting the vehicle behind him. After feeling so rudderless and confused, the careful instruction was reassuring. Right now, she wanted nothing more than to be told what to do. Her mind couldn’t be trusted, nor could her body.


  Following Gill upstairs, they entered his bedroom together. where he gestured for her to undress while he entered the bathroom closing the door behind him. The sound of the running water drifted through the door as Allison stepped out of her heels, pulled the dress off and removed her lacy undergarments. The girl in the mirror stared back with listless eyes.


  “Who are you?” she asked the nubile teen standing naked in a married man’s bedroom. “Why are you here?”


  Before Allison could conjure a reply, Gill’s voice sounded from beyond the door. “Your bath is ready,” he announced.


  She turned away from the mirror and stepped into the adjoining room, pushing the door open to find Gill standing beside a marbled, freestanding tub partially filled with water. It was the figure beside the tub which immediately drew her attention. Gill too was completely nude, the same impressively fit upper body she remembered from the party and an equally agreeable lower body. He presented confident smile along with a mesmerizing package, despite being flaccid. Klaxons blared a vague warning, but she ignored them, unable to walk away.


  Instead, Allison looked at the older man for some sign or direction. Things were too confusing right now, maybe he’d just tell her what do do…


  “What do you want me to do Daddy?” she finally asked.


  The effect was instantaneous. Gill’s member swelled to attention and he scanned her nude form with a smirk. Covetous eyes scoured her features.


  “Let’s get you cleaned up,” Gill said, stepping into the tub and extending his hand which Allison took shyly. “You need a good scrubbing.”


  “Yes Daddy,” Allison replied, stepping into the bath beside him. He drew her down to sit with her back to him, positioned between his legs. The warm water infused her body and her groin began to itch with desire. It had been decades since her last bath and she obviously hadn’t been bathed by anyone since early childhood… a different childhood. Allison had never been a child, but here she was a fully formed woman.


  After pulling her closer with one arm, Gill lathered his hands and began tenderly bathing every inch of the slender teen before him. All the while, Allison was keenly aware of the erect phallus pressed against the small of her back. Everywhere he touched responded as if her body were an electrical conduit and his fingers provided the charge. It was sublime.


  Better still, when Gill began to rub her breasts she shuddered, the growing pleasure once again surging at his touch. Spreading tendrils of sensation and heat rippled throughout her lithe form and she gasped helplessly when he began to tease her nipples, the strength drained from her limbs in a pink haze of pleasure.


  “Where else are you dirty?” Gill whispered, at Allison’s ear. “Cheerleaders need to be very clean.”


  “Daddy, I’m so dirty. I need you to clean me everywhere.”


  “How did that happen; I wonder? Is it dirty… here?” Gill asked, plunging his hand beneath the depths with abruptness splashing her chest and prompting her legs to involuntarily close over her molester’s wrist.


  “Uhn- Mmmmuh, Ohhh!” Allison exclaimed as Gill continued to touch and caress her sex as his other hand massaged a perfectly firm breast.


  “How does that feel?” Gill asked, grinding against her back.


  “Daddy, I’m going to cum,” Allison announced.


  “Then cum.”


  “Daddy, Ohhh, yes, ahn, AHN, OHMMMMM!” came the moans as her second orgasm of the day thundered within her adolescent body and she timidly convulsed in Gill’s embrace. Overwhelming pleasure flowed and gradually ebbed as she panted in sudden relief. Female orgasms lasted an astounding eternity!


  An instant later Gill grunted and on the small of her back, the combined effect of a twitching erection and a point of heat on the tip signaled Gill climaxing across her back. Allison hadn’t even touched him! She beamed with pride.


  Gill rose awkwardly, and she watched him retreat over her shoulder. The older man wrapped a towel about the waist, covering his wilting manhood. Then Allison rose as well on shaky knees, observing the filament like remnants swirling about the tub. However, once Gill handed her a plush white towel, she wrapped it about her chest without a second thought.  


  “Meet me downstairs once you’ve dressed, “Gill instructed. “I want to give you your present.”


  Allison nodded, and her patron once again left her standing alone in his bedroom, imagination swirling. Once she sufficiently dried her body using the towel she slipped back into her dress, not bothering to put on the underwear since her panties had yet to dry sufficiently. Sitting on the bed she strapped on her shoes and clasped the cups of the bra around the soiled undergarment. It left her feeling exposed, but it was preferable to wearing such unclean items. Moreover, eschewing the bra felt oddly liberating!


  Eventually, she descended the stairs to discover an enrobed Gill who waited beside the bag of her old clothes. Placing the squalid underwear beside it, she looked up into the intense gaze of the older man, waiting to receive whatever gift he planned to share.


  “I lied about something… I actually have two gifts for you. Or rather a gift and a condition,” he corrected. “But first I have some news.”


  “What’s is it Daddy?” Allison inquired studying the concerned expression on the winsome middle-aged man.


  “I have some out-of-town business to conduct for the next several weeks. I’m afraid I won’t be able to see you until I return.”


  Crestfallen, Allison felt her stomach drop away. However, she didn’t have time to dissect the emotion as Gill studied her face. The hopeless disarray she had felt earlier returned as she struggled to remind herself why she needed her Daddy.


  “Who is going to take me to school now?” She asked.


  “That brings me to my first gift,” Gill said, tapping the smaller of two boxes at his elbow. He slid what looked like a necklace box in her direction.


  Heart pounding in her chest, the teen opened the box revealing a set of car keys. Excitedly, Allison looked up to meet Gill’s delighted expression.


  “Are these the keys to the Viper?”


  “While I’m gone, you can use the car. You’re going to make an incredible cheerleader, and no cheerleader should have to walk to school. But that brings us to gift number two.” Gill slid the second and larger box towards her.


  Inside was a four-inch-long, rubbery looking, bean-shaped object roughly the size of a smartphone. One end was tapered into a rounded point. It was a brilliant, painful pink. Confused, Allison looked up at Gill again and said, “What is this?”


  “Oh, you’re adorable. It’s a vibrator.”


  “You got m-me a, um- vib-, a vibrator…” Allison stammered.


  Gill sat on a nearby stool and patted his knee. Allison came and obediently sat atop on his knee as indicated. Taking the vibrator from the box, he rotated it, showing the teen a full 360-degree view of the object.


  “I mentioned a condition. This is a Wi-Fi enabled vibrator,” Gill explained coolly, holding the object aloft. “I want you to use this toy once a day for at least 20 minutes. I’ll confirm it using an app on my phone. If you fail to meet this objective, I’ll report my car as stolen. Your cheerleading career, as well as your school enrollment, will be over in an instant. Are we clear?”


  “Yes,” the terrified teen acceded. Chilled to the bone, Allison’s voice shook with uncertainty. When she saw Gill’s raised eyebrow she swiftly corrected her answer with a “Yes, Daddy.”


  He patted Allison’s bottom and she hopped off, watching wordlessly as he replaced the vibrator and placed it carefully in the bag of clothes beside her purse. He opened the bra-shell and spied the panties within. He sniffed at them, nodding approvingly before slipping the pair into a pocket of his robe and dropping the bra into the bag with her other clothes. Finally, he handed her the bag and key.


  “I’ll be in touch,” Gill said, turning away.


  “What am I supposed to tell my mom about the car?” Allison asked, only beginning to realize the implications of these gifts.


  “You’re a smart girl,” Gill assured her. “You’ll figure something out.”


  Then, waving his hand dismissively, he left her alone at the open garage door.


  The pair of panties he’d stolen could be replaced. Jess would never notice they’d gone missing. But she WAS certain to notice her “daughter” rolling up in the same red sports car the neighbor owned. However, she still needed the car… and a solution came to her almost immediately. Gill had inadvertently solved one problem for her! Smiling to herself, Allison got in the car and drove the 100ft to her own driveway.


  Jess met her at the door with an inquisitive expression.


  “I know what you’re going to say,” Allison pre-empted the older woman. “The Johnsons are out of town for a few weeks, so I may have… borrowed their car.”


  “That is extraordinarily illegal,” Jess noted. “How do you know they’ll be gone a few weeks anyway?”


  “Detective. Remember?” Allison answered vaguely. “Unless you want to scrub this whole mission because HQ wouldn’t spring for a nicer rental. Feel free to call this in, but I’m going to get changed. It’s been a long afternoon.”


  Punctuating the reasoning with a toss of the key she strode confidently towards the stairs. Jess reflexively caught glittering object and studied it. It pained Allison to give up the car, but it was necessary to allay any suspicion. She had one foot on the stairwell when Jess cleared her throat. Turning back to look over her shoulder the woman was smiling coyly.


  “That’s a such a pretty dress and it looks good on you. Did you pick it out yourself?”


  Confused, Allison nodded.


  Jess nodded approvingly, “We might be able to complete this mission after all. You’re learning to think like a woman.”


  “You have no idea,” Allison whispered under her breath as she offered a fake smile and resumed the march upstairs, before hiding the electronic sex toy in her underwear drawer, out of fear that Jess would follow and discover it.


  However, while her fear of interruption was unfounded she faced a brief moment of panic removing the Allison skinsuit. When she first reached for the tab at the base of her skull to unzip it, she couldn’t find it immediately.


  “Oh, god. I’m stuck! Oh, shit!” she worried frantically. Had she gone too far this afternoon? A more careful second attempt revealed the tab, but unless she was mistaken, it felt smaller, less obvious. She gripped it with shaking, clumsy fingers.


  Once Dan was back in his masculine body, the jittering uncertainty faded, and he was able to convince himself the smaller tab had been the result of an overactive imagination. Fortunately, Jess didn’t push to return him to the suit for training that evening and he felt like he could focus for the first time in days.


  With Gill gone, Allison didn’t need to endure his lustful advances anymore and the man’s app couldn’t possibly distinguish between a vibrator thrumming against a slick pussy and one jittering harmlessly beneath a pillow. Now Dan had a car and Allison was free from her horny neighbor, so the undercover agents could focus completely on their mission once again. Things were going to be easier from here on out, for sure.


  Dan was confident, despite the nagging voice in the back of his mind warning him not to let his guard down. He ignored it, since, after all, Allison was no longer being molested. Her desire was firmly under control… wasn’t it?








  


  Chapter 11


  Sunday was dedicated to cheerleading practice. Moves, cheers and attitude, Jess guided her through routine after routine until she was thoroughly exhausted. They worked until sweat encouraged Allison’s already close fitting workout outfit to cling more tightly to her nubile body. It was like a second skin. Or, she conceded after a moment’s thought, a third!


  Allison had never imagined cheerleader training could be so intense and, by the time the sun was setting, she was more than ready to be out of the suit… both of them. God willing she’d never have to jump again once this mission was complete, her breasts ached despite the sports bra.


  A brief time later, Dan descended the stairs freshly attired, intending to grab a bite before sleep. As he entered the kitchen, Jess was idling near the refrigerator, sipping tea from a steaming mug.


  “Hey,” she said, “You did an excellent job today.”


  Dan smiled in response. “I haven’t been through a workout like that since the academy. Well… not exactly like that.”


  Jess chuckled. “It would be great to give all new officers the chance to experience the ‘other’ perspective. Heck, I’d pay to watch it. Remember how clumsy you were as a woman at first?”


  “Have I really gotten better?”


  “Miles better,” Jess asserted. “You’ve managed to integrate so many feminine gestures and mannerisms into your behavior. There were times I forgot there was a man in there at all! I’m impressed. How did you manage it?”


  Dan laughed awkwardly and murmured something about having a good teacher before announcing he was tired and was heading to bed. He had no intention of sharing how he had stumbled into an especially feminizing mindset. Better the agent believed he was singularly talented.


  “Of course,” Jess conceded. “It’s been a long day, get some rest. School day tomorrow.”


  “Yeah,” the detective agreed as he snagged a carrot from the fridge.


  “Wow, you’re eating like a girl too. What commitment!”


  Dan frowned at the carrot. The truth was, although he wasn’t feeling as hungry these days and the present topic of discussion didn’t help his appetite.


  “Geeze, I was kidding. I’m sorry,” Jess apologized. “I know this hasn’t been easy on you and I can’t imagine what it’s like to live two lives. I don’t mean to be hard on you… I want you to know that I enjoy working with such a professional and I’m committed to doing my part.”


  “You’ve done great,” Dan assured her, his hard expression softening. He took a bite of the vegetable and said, “I’ll see you in the morning.”


  Dan finished the carrot on the walk back to his room. After the day of exertion, two flights of stairs left him sore and impossibly tired. Then, shuffling into the sparse bedroom he allowed himself to fall into bed, closing his eyes. Without bothering to climb under the covers, he immediately fell asleep, snoring softly.


  A light buzzing snapped Dan from a sound sleep. It took several disorienting moments before he recognized the noise for what it was. Allison’s phone was never more than an arm’s reach away, regardless of the body he inhabited, per Jess’ orders. It was blinking away happily on the bedside table and he blearily swiped at the table to reclaim the device. 11:30 PM blasted itself into his retinas as he unlocked the phone.


  A new text message from an unrestricted number read simply, “Running out of time.”


  “Oh shit,” Dan exclaimed, suddenly remembering Allison’s agreement with her philandering neighbor. Scrambling out of bed he winced as his toe collided with the door frame. “Argh–”


  Dan limped down the hall trying to remain silent as he snuck down the stairs to Allison’s bedroom. Not wanting to wake Jess, he closed the door behind himself, lurching into the girlish interior. He used the floor lamp, rather than the ceiling light which bathed the room in a soft pink light, which, he hoped, would make discovery less likely.


  The bodiless skinsuit hung nearby, eerily occupying the corner. After growing accustomed to seeing it, Dan still felt unsettled to see the wrinkly exterior of his feminine persona. Beside it lay the outfit Jess had prepared for tomorrow morning, a grey and white striped blouse and short, frilly, green skirt with a yellow, ribbon-like belt.


  Time was ticking, however, and Dan put his phone aside and rifled through the girl’s underwear drawer until he discovered the rubbery sex toy. After fiddling with it for a few moments he was able to discern its workings and turned it on. A continuous humming noise was emitted by the vibrator as he tossed it onto the bed. The digital clock atop the bureau read 11:34, he’d been just in time.


  The detective sighed in relief and settled onto the chair of the makeup table to wait the necessary minimum of twenty minutes.


  Time passed interminably. Dan felt impossibly out of place in such a stereotypically feminine space. It was a world of pink, frills and lace which unsettled him deeply. As Allison, he spent a considerable amount of time in the room getting ready each morning, but even as a woman, he’d never taken the time to casually inhabit the area. It still felt alien.


  With curious fingers, he felt at the comforter, marveling at its impossibly silken texture. If it was so velvety to his coarse man-hands, it would probably feel softer against Allison’s sensitive skin, he reasoned. The clock ticked over to 11:36 and Dan decided there would be no harm to wearing the Allison skin for a time, at least until he could return to his own room. Besides, it was HER room.


  Content in his reasoning, Dan slipped off his clothes, piling them at the base of the door. Taking the suit off the rack, he slipped into the skinsuit, as he’d done every morning for the last three weeks. However, he’d never put the suit back on after such a short break and found her skin unusually welcoming. It was like putting on a sweater fresh from the drier, but for his entire body.


  Shapely calves, slender arms, rounded, tender bosom and sensuous face: Bit by bit, Dan became the teenage bombshell once again. The sigh of contentment was high pitched and melodious. Allison was back!


  It didn’t make sense to put on clothes for such a short interval of time, so she remained nude, moving to study the bed. Searching fingers roamed along the bedspread, marveling at the high-thread count, cushy bed covering. On a whim she stood and spun away from the bed, arms outstretched as she fell backward into a cloud.


  The bedspread felt wonderful against the skin of her back and she writhed along the covers like a cat in a sunbeam. The sheets were just as soft, and she playfully squeezed a pillow between her breasts as she climbed in between the layers. It was a world of fluffy, plush velveteen. She rolled over, enjoying the way silken linens slid along her chest and torso. Grasping at a bedpost, Allison pulled herself up and slid back giggling to herself as the tingling, softness caressed her skin.


  Bare nipples slid along the sheet and Allison shivered, always astonished at the sensitivity of this body. Impossibly, it felt more sensitive than usual and she slid up and down the bed, unable to bring herself to end the mesmerizing luxury of the sumptuous linens as her newly erect nipples tingled with delight.


  “Mmmmmmm, ohmmmm,” She moaned into a cushy pillow, unable to stop the shrill vocalizations from tumbling out of her despite her attempts to stifle them.


  Gradually, Allison became aware of what she was doing, but by then, it was too late. She itched to be touched, and a tentative, searching hand came back slick with desire. Her Daddy wasn’t present to make the itch go away, but he had given her something which could. Propped up on pillows piled high against the headboard, she took the vibrator and experimentally applied it to her drooling sex.


  “AHN–” she squealed, biting her finger to suppress the involuntary sounds of her sexual discovery. It was a wicked flood of sensation that shocked her body and twisted her toes. Utterly unlike Gill’s gentle ministrations, the vibrator seemed to reach inside her and turn the volume to 11.


  Out of necessity she set the toy aside and started by massaging her snatch with a delicate hand. Exquisite torrents of surging delight arose from her touch. First sporadically as she learned the terrain, then in a steady torrent of satisfaction. Quickly she gained in expertise, driven by carnal urges and guided by pleasure. Before long, she was moaning contentedly as she fingered herself, teasingly slipping fingers along the moist folds of her snatch, careful not to allow them inside. She let the pleasure drive all other thought from her mind as she writhed atop the covers.


  “It’s time for the vibrator,” she decided, reaching for the rubbery handle with glistening fingers. Unlike the previous occasion, when she pressed the vibrating tip of the toy to her clitoris it shot her into the stratosphere. Immediately a crescendo of depraved energy surged from her sex, releasing an explosion of bliss throughout her twisting, erotic form. Tiny points of light a million strong burst within and spun wildly sending her body into a writhing, shuddering orgasm of such intensity, she thought it might kill her.


  It took every iota of control not to scream at the top of her lungs and she only managed to turn her head into a pillow at the last moment releasing a “MFFMFMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM! of delight into the downy cushions.


  Slowly the sensations faded, and control returned. Allison turned the vibrator off and looked at the clock. 12:15 it read. Tingling reverberations still thrummed along her flesh and the post-climax teen snuggled under the covers, waiting for feeling to return to her limbs. It was wonderfully warm and soft within the covers and, despite the soft light, she found her eyelids drooping. Moments later, she was fast asleep.








  


  Chapter 12


  Allison awoke to her alarm the next morning exhausted and confused. Her surroundings were unfamiliar, and her phone was nowhere to be found. Pink light mingled with the first traces of daylight through flowery curtains. This was Allison’s room, the girl realized. Perplexed, she peaked under the covers, discovering a pair of immaculate breasts and memories her nocturnal adventure returned in a rush. She had fallen asleep as Allison. After masturbating!


  “Oh, crap,” she groaned, putting her palm to her forehead. “I’m an idiot.”


  Climbing out of bed, the exhausted teen was able to follow the sounds of the alarm to the bureau where her alarm merrily chirped away. She shut it off and scowled at the time before tossing it into the mess of a bed with a huff of frustration… but not before catching a glimpse of herself in the mirror.


  It was the same supple teenage body Allison had come to know, but her hair was a disheveled mess. Sexy bed-head aside, she had never woken up as Allison. It was a disorienting way to begin the morning routine, but she’d have no choice other than to adapt. Last night, she had been careless and could only hope six additional hours of exposure on top of an early morning orgasm wouldn’t negatively affect her day.


  Pushing aside her worry, she completed her morning routine as best she could, tying her hair up in Gill’s ribbon out of necessity. This time at least, it matched her outfit, but Allison vowed to be more careful in the future.  There was no telling what kind of a day she might be in for. With the early influx of hormones it was anyone’s guess, but she was too tired to feel entirely prepared to compensate.


  It was going to be a very interesting day and she was more than a little worried. Nevertheless, Allison joined Jess in time for a short breakfast before heading to school in Gill’s “borrowed” car.


  Jess let her out in front of the entrance. As Allison was stepping outside, she loudly announced, “Have a good day at school sweetie!”


  Allison winced and gave the woman a sour look. “Thanks. Mom. See. You. Tonight.”


  Replying with only a wink and a thumb up, Jess pulled the door closed and sped off leaving Allison looking around awkwardly. Other offloading students and passersby only saw another teenage girl embarrassed by her mother and ignored the display.


  It didn’t prevent Allison from hustling away with her head down and nearly colliding with Brandon who was walking in the opposite direction.


  “Whoa there, I was looking for you,” he said, grabbing her shoulders and pulling her up short. He was wearing a red button-down shirt and holding a backpack over one shoulder, his dashing face diluted by a surprised expression.


  “Y-you were looking for me?” Allison asked, fighting a sudden shiver as she felt Brandon’s fingers leave a tingling warmth behind. “You found me. Why did you say you looking for me?”


  Brandon smiled broadly and said, “I had something to show you and I checked, but you weren’t in class, so I came out here to find you. Do you have a minute?”


  “Um, yeah,” she answered taking the hand he offered. “Where are you taking me?”


  Without answering, Brandon led her across campus. Her heart pounded as she followed, as he led Allison past the student body already moving to their various classes. Whatever he intended to show her, it would have to be resolved quickly and her head was spinning at the possibilities.


  Finally, they slipped around an ivy-covered brick wall revealing a secluded bench beneath an ancient looking oak tree. Morning sunlight glittered through the branches casting a breathtaking, shimmering glow along the windowless exterior.  There was no trace of any of their classmates.


  “It’s beautiful,” Allison noted. “I had no idea there was any place like this on campus.”


  “I like to come here and think sometimes… It’s peaceful and quiet. But it’s not why I brought you here.”


  Brandon sat and patted the spot next to him on the bench and Allison obliged. He drew his backpack out and opened the back revealing a book which he pulled from the bag and held it up. “RHS 1998” was emblazoned on the cover above a picture of a teenage student diligently reading a textbook. The boy was sitting on a bench nearly identical to theirs.


  “A yearbook,” observed Allison.


  “Correct. You said your mother went here 20 years ago and I remembered they kept old yearbooks in the school library. Your mother is Jessica Ross, right?”


  Allison nodded and Brandon’s face became unreadable as he handed over the text.


  “You should take a look,” he suggested. “It may have bearing on your decision to join the cheerleading squad, Allie.”


  “You don’t like them, do you?” Allison asked, although her heart skipped a beat hearing him use her name. A nickname, no less!


  “I just think–”


  Before he could finish the thought, the warning bell rang, and he rose, clearly intent on getting to class.


  “You have to tell me about them,” Allison begged. “Please.”


  “How about we hang out after class today? We can talk about whatever you’d like.”


  Allison rose from her seat and dropped the yearbook into her bag.


  “Okay,” she agreed, adjusting her skirt. “I’ll meet you out front.”


  Together, they walked to class, arriving only moments before the bell. Allison texted Jess a cryptic message about following a lead on the cheerleaders but was reticent concerning key details. For some reason, she was hesitant to mention it was with the cute boy from history class…


  The day flew by and before she knew it, Allison was waiting near the pickup lot, looking for Brandon while trying not to appear anxious. The feeling was absurd. Dan had conducted dozens of interrogations with hardened criminals, but Allison’s body made her feel restless, uncertain, and timid, particularly around her tall, charming schoolmate.


  “Where IS he?” she wondered, weighing the possibility he wouldn’t show. Allison needed his information desperately in a mission which, thus far, had been light on positive developments. When she finally noticed him approaching, her heart raced with anticipation and, once again she smoothed her skirt and adjusted her purse in a fit of self-consciousness.


  “Hi there. Are you all ready to head out?” Brandon asked.


  “Um, I guess. Are we going somewhere?”


  “Yeah, since you’re new to town, I thought we’d head down to the pier, it’s a lot of fun!” He gestured for Allison to follow. “My car is this way.”


  Allison walked beside her much taller companion along the flower lined walkway towards the student parking lot. She found herself looking up at the earnest face and thoughtful eyes of her classmate and wondered how he fit into the high school tapestry.


  Clearly, he had some connection to the cheerleaders, but the “how” and the “why” were still mysteries. She’d have to remain close to him until she understood, a physically challenging task given his much longer legs. Her skirt flitted about as she hustled to keep up.


  The parking lot was unlike most high school parking lots. A usual assortment of beat-up, barely drivable, hand-me-downs were nowhere to be seen. Instead, it was filled with cars only a half-step down from the Lambos and Maserati’s of their parents. High end Audis and BMWs mostly populated the landscape with a smattering of other imports including a particularly handsome Aston Martin. When Allison hurried to admire it, she started as the lights flashed and the horn beeped.


  “This is your car?” Allison asked Brandon who stepped up beside her. “It’s adorable.”


  “YOU’RE adorable. The car was a gift from my dad. He insisted it would help me fit in with the rest of those entitled brats. But I must admit, it does make me feel a little bit like James Bond.”


  Still blushing furiously from the compliment, Allison said, “Me too! Except, um… a bond girl, I suppose,” she corrected.


  Brandon smiled and opened the passenger door politely.


  “Come, Moneypenny,” he crooned in a terrible imitation of Sean Connery. “Let us… away… to the coast…” The voice was too much, and he finally broke down in a fit of laughter.


  Allison joined him with her own fit of giggles. Empirically, it wasn’t especially funny, but now she was laughing right alongside Brandon as they entered the vehicle. They debated the best Bond all the way to pier. Consequently, she totally forgot to ask about the cheerleaders.


  When she emerged from the car, Allison emphatically reiterated her point. “Sean Connery has his moments, but he’s Scottish! It doesn’t matter how good his movies are. Why not an Australian Bond while we’re at it?”


  “Brosnan was in one good movie. One!” Brandon countered.


  “‘Die Another Day’ was NOT a strong film, I’ll give you that. But ‘The World is Not Enough’ was pretty good.”


  “All right, all right!” Brandon conceded, putting his hands up “You win. I give up. Should we explore the pier?”


  Lights and sounds suddenly washed over Allison. A glowing arch formed the entryway of a boardwalk littered with stalls and people traversing its length. Each booth was a riot of color and sound, each clearly designed to attract visitors over its competitors. Restaurants with dockside seating, game stalls and shops were recognizable from where they stood, poised atop the lapping waves of a blue-green ocean.


  “Wow,” Allison remarked, impressed. “This place looks crazy.”


  “It’ll be fun, I promise. Let’s go check it out.”


  Brandon offered his hand and after a moment’s hesitation, Allison took it. The young man’s hand completely swallowed hers and she was led breathlessly towards the source of the commotion. Children raced about in a chaotic mess, parents trying to reign them in. Couples walking together gazing into one another’s eyes. The elderly fed seagulls along the docks.


  Although initially suspicious of hand holding, the throng pressed in around and she was glad for his taking the lead. Eventually they emerged near an arcade and seeing something in her face, Brandon asked if she wanted to go inside. After being separated from any video games for nearly a month, Allison was indeed itching to play. Asking her companion about the cheerleaders could wait, there was a game of Dig Dug calling her name.


  At the coin machine, she reached for her purse and Brandon stopped her. “Your money’s no good here. I insist.”


  He would not be budged, so Allison finally relented. A cup of coins in hand, they played game after game, gently ribbing one another about their respectable performances at various games of chance. Cheering one moment as Brandon overcame level three of “Area 51,” despite her horrific death at the hand of a bug-eyed alien; Commiserating as they lost their final remaining coin to a claw machine… She had been “THIS CLOSE,” Allison insisted holding her fingers aloft to illustrate.


  “How much time had passed?” She wondered as they emerged from the facility. Time had passed in a blur and the light had taken on the crimson hue of sunset. Clearly several hours had passed. The crowd outside had thinned to the point where they could hold an actual conversation.


  “Let’s get dinner, I know a wonderful place,” Brandon urged. “They usually have a waterfront table available.”


  They ate at a seaside table over a brilliant sunset. Throughout the terrific meal, Allison found it difficult to meet Brandon’s eyes as he gazed adoringly at her. Their conversation was sporadic as she enjoyed her crab cakes. Somehow, the opportunity to mention the cheerleaders never presented itself. Brandon was more interested in learning about her.


  “You know, you’re a lot different than I thought you’d be,” Brandon observed, handing the check back to the server.


  Interest peaked, Allison’s discomfort faded.


  “How so?” She asked.


  “All the pink, the skirts and dresses, you come off as such a girly-girl. I can’t remember the last time I had this much fun on a date.”


  A date? Of course, it was. He’d insisted on paying for the meal, as he’d insisted at the arcade. The hand holding, the jokes and the banter. He’d clearly invited her on a date and she’d missed it entirely! Allison was on a date with a boy and she’d been having too much fun to notice. Silently she kicked herself as Brandon rose from his seat and, like a gentleman offered to pull her seat out as well.


  “I can handle it,” she murmured defensively. Then, to change the subject with the man standing inches away she asked, “Do you come to the pier often?”


  “Yeah, I love it here. It’s even better late at night, when it’s eerie and quiet. There’s something about a place serving a purpose, but it’s the wrong time… does that make sense?”


  “M-hmm,” Allison confirmed nodding, as they left the restaurant. She wasn’t entirely sure what he meant, but something else had caught her attention. A costume shop unlike anything she had ever seen was directly across the dock. With fewer patrons wandering the docks she was only noticing it for the first time. An impressively realistic looking Batman costume outfitted a mannequin by the entrance. She had assumed all the stores here carried cheap, tourist crap, but Dan was a batman aficionado and the high-quality of the costume was evident, even from a distance.


  “Callahan Costumes,” Brandon explained. “They work with studios in LA to produce high quality replicas. Did you want to try it on?”


  “Sure,” Allison answered, still thinking of the Batman costume before stopping to consider her answer. However, as Brandon approached the Wonder Woman costume on the feminine mannequin beside it, she realized her mistake. Of course, he had assumed it was the feminine outfit she was ogling.


  “They look closed,” Allison remarked, to correct course. “We should go.


  “Nonsense,” Brandon chided as he checked his watch. “They’re still open another 20 minutes.”


  He took her hand again and pulled her inside. Leaving Allison just inside the entrance, Brandon approached the counter and had a conversation with the authentic looking Captain Jack Sparrow behind it. She couldn’t hear what was said but saw her date point in her direction and then at the scantily clad heroine. The smiling captain nodded stared at her, calculatingly. Allison shivered as the pirate ducked behind the desk for several long moments, emerging with a box in his arms. Brandon gestured for her to approach and she did so reluctantly.


  “You’re in luck,” Brandon said. “He had one in your size… I had to guess.”


  Handing the box to her, the shopkeeper addressed her in a decent imitation of Johnny Depp’s iconic role. “The dressing rooms are that way, love,” he said with a drunken gesture towards the back of the store.


  Smiling appreciatively, Allison took the box towards the dressing closet with Brandon in tow. It made her keenly aware of the last time she had visited a dressing room with a man, but it was too late to turn back. She had no choice but to try on the strapless, eagle-chested, red and blue costume. However, she did manage a sigh of relief when her companion didn’t follow her inside the room itself.


  It took her several minutes to remove her blouse, bra and skirt and don the First Lady of Comic’s outfit. The boots and wrist bracers took considerable effort before she had them strapped into place. Once the circlet was properly affixed she investigated her figure in the mirror and marveled at the reflection. Braless by necessity, the outfit clung perfectly to her form. She felt powerful, incredibly sexy, and… positively heroic.


  “Princess Diana of Themyscira,” Brandon announced, dropping to one knee as she emerged. “I am your humble servant.”


  Unable to resist the opportunity, Allison planted fists on her hips, posing heroically. Then in an attempt to match Gal Gadot’s unique accent she said, “Minions of Ares beware, Wonder Woman comes for you! I was… sculpted from clay? I - hehe- HAHAHA.”


  They laughed together for several long moments. Allison couldn’t remember the last time she’d been so amused although she couldn’t single out what was so funny. Brandon was laughing, she was laughing, nothing else mattered. Once the laughter faded, the smile wouldn’t come off her face, no matter how hard she tried.


  “How much is the outfit Captain?” Allison asked.


  “For you, love,” the pirate intoned, maintaining his persona, “A mere 200 doubloons.”


  “Uh-,” Allison stammered, her confidence wilting. There was only $50 in her purse. “How much is that in dollars?”


  Without any shred of his Pirate’s persona, the clerk said flatly, “It’s $200. Now can you two get out of here? I have a reheated lasagna waiting for me at home.”


  “Sounds like a fun time,” Brandon quipped. “I’ll take care of it Allie.”


  “Oh, I can’t let you–”


  She was silenced by Brandon’s fingers alighting on her lips. She shivered at his touch. “I insist,” he said. “It’s worth it to see you smiling like that…”


  Allison swallowed, but didn’t object. She returned to the dressing room and reluctantly stripped off the heroine’s garb. Men kept buying her gifts, dinner and entertainment. It was shameful to admit, but she liked feeling pampered. More, the way Brandon’s eyes lit up as he witnessed her in the outfit… it would have made her heart ache to return it. Fully dressed, she emerged with the costume under her arm, a mere mortal.


  Brandon was waiting. “Ready to get out of here?”


  “M-hmm,” Allison confirmed, nodding.


  When her date offered his hand, she took it willingly. It was warm and solid in a pleasantly comforting way. As they walked back to the car, Allison insisted she would pay him back for the costume, but he rebuffed her efforts.


  “It makes me happy, knowing you’re happy,” Brandon explained. “Promise me you’ll wait to wear it until you’re ready to save the world. Us common mortals can’t handle such beauty.”


  Allison grinned stupidly and clung to his arm. The evening had grown chilly and she desperately felt the need to remain close, even as her heart felt as if it would burst. An unexpected wave of disappointment struck when they reached the Aston Martin, one of the few remaining vehicles in the lot.


  “I don’t want this night to end,” she murmured to herself, the realization washing over her.


  “What’s that?” Brandon asked as he politely opened the passenger door for her. “Did you say something?”


  Silently she shook her head, slumping into the passenger seat and, other than giving him her address, riding back in complete silence. She’d have to ask him about the cheerleaders tomorrow, as she currently didn’t trust, herself to speak. It was taking the entirety of her self-control to avoid a fit of screaming, wild, undirected passion. No, she corrected, it was exceedingly directed… and the target was sitting beside her, grinning with his stupid, dreamy face. Her hands twisted in her lap, scrunching up her skirt with white knuckled force.


  Brandon didn’t seem aware of his date’s inner turmoil, focusing with laser intensity on the traffic as he navigated through town towards her home. Allison studied every detail of her classmate, struggling with the overwhelming new emotions thrumming in her veins.


  “We’re here,” he announced. “Can I walk you to the door.”


  Allison nodded without thinking, unprepared to be separated from Brandon. As they approached her door, arm-in-arm, the first doubts entered her mind. What if her mother was watching for her return? Anxiously, the girl scanned the windows for any silhouettes, but breathed a sigh of relief when none were visible. Together, they made it to the doorstep where they stopped, turning to regard one another.


  “I had a wonderful time tonight,” Brandon said, holding both of Allison’s hands in his.


  “Me too,” she responded breathlessly.


  “I never thought I’d meet a girl as sweet as you until college,” he admitted. “But I really like you.”


  “I… really like you too,” Allison admitted as Brandon’s head descended towards hers. “T-thank you for a wonderful eve–”


  Their lips met to a thunderous shower of sparkling, vibrant fireworks. Allison allowed herself to be swallowed in his embrace as their lips swirled in adolescent passion. It felt as if her body was a flickering flame, roaring with such exquisite heat so consuming she’d melt away. It was impossible to tell where his lips ended and hers began in the wondrous, vigorous passion of the kiss. Consumed in the eagerness, she pressed against him, willing him onward, never wanting the moment to end.


  When they finally detached from one another, it was by the requirement of the human body for breath. Detaching her arms from around Brandon’s neck, Allison reluctantly withdrew. She hadn’t known kisses could feel like that!


  “I should go…” she managed to rasp. Picking up her purse and backpack which had fallen from numb fingers once their entanglement had begun, she slumped against the door.


  Brandon smiled sadly and said, “I’ll see you tomorrow morning. Where we met before? The bench.”


  Allison nodded, gathering her belongings in shaky arms. “Goodnight Brandon.”


  “Goodnight, Allie” he replied kissing her one last time on the cheek before turning back to his car.


  Once the brake lights faded from view, Allison finally felt her legs stabilize enough to carry her inside. In a dreamlike state she entered the house. Sounds drifted in from the kitchen where Jess emerged in a matronly apron. Smells of cinnamon wafted through the interior.


  “You certainly are home late; I hope you got some good intel. I’m baking cookies if you want some.”


  Allison was already climbing the stairs towards her bedroom. To Jess and without stopping, she said, “No thanks, Jess. Homework.” Without waiting for a response, she collapsed onto the bed, the kiss consuming her thoughts.


  Brandon was… there were no words. The profundity of the desire was burning her alive. A fire in her chest, more intense than any emotion she could ever recall. A far away voice urged her to remove the suit, but she knew… to do so was to lose Brandon and the way she felt about him. She didn’t want to be without him for the barest moment, thinking of anything else, wanting to feel the need of him carry her off to a blissful oblivion. “Brandon,” she mouthed word, savoring it like a sweet candy, remembering his lips, his tongue on hers. Her heart leaped into her throat and lodged itself there.


  A sudden knock at the door snapped her out of the spiraling thoughts of her striking classmate.


  “Is everything alright?” Jess asked through the door.


  “J-just fine,” Allison lied. “I’m getting back to my ugly, manly body…”


  “Okay, well I guess training can wait until tomorrow. You should come get some cookies before I eat them all.”


  Reluctantly, Allison pulled herself up from the bed and removed her clothes. She took a deep breath, wishing for a few moments longer that she could continue to treasure her memories of Brandon, but giving into the inevitability. The skinsuit seemed to cling tightly, resisting her attempt to remove it in a way it never had before, but it did come off after some effort. Once again, the teenage girl was a 20-something detective.


  Predictably, Dan was confused by his earlier reluctance to remove the suit and convinced himself the suit hadn’t be resisting him. Such a thing was impossible and not worth stressing over when there were cookies to be had. Allison’s fixation on Brandon was a confusing mess to decipher but was clearly the result of a misunderstanding. To the detective, the boy was means to an end… That. Was. All. As for the yearbook he had given her. Dan hid it behind the bureau beside the Wonder Woman costume box and promptly left the feminine space with a manly hankering for cookies.


  However, later that night, once Jess was fast asleep and Allison was alone with her vibrator, Brandon’s name was the word on her lips as she came again and again. She fell asleep with a smile on her face and the titillating sensation of his lips on her cheek.








  


  Chapter 13


  Tuesday and Wednesday followed a similar pattern. Allison awoke from a shameful late-night session with Gill’s Wi-Fi-enabled vibrator. Then, she got ready for the school day as usual and Jess drove her to campus. There she met Brandon beneath the oak tree and they made out for a solid 15 minutes of passionate saliva swapping. She thrilled as their tongues danced with a kaleidoscopic spectrum of rampaging hormones. It took every ounce of restraint she possessed to avoid going further with him.


  Brandon was all Allison thought about from the moment she donned teenager’s skin until she removed it, which only occurred once the cheerleading practice she conducted under Jess’s tutelage concluded.


  Periodically she had conversations with other students, but the cute boy remained in the forefront of her thoughts. Dan thought she was silly for having such thoughts and dismissed them upon reflection, vowing to end… whatever it was they shared. He didn’t understand and couldn’t possibly understand the depth of her physical necessity, or the raw, unhindered emotional connection between them. She barely understood it herself!


  But now it was Thursday, the long-awaited Day of the Tryout. It had finally arrived and, for the first time since her date, Allison let stray thoughts distract her from the morning routine and the object of her obsession. It started with a text from a restricted number which read: “Good luck today. - G”


  “Gee, thanks Gill,” Allison grumped as she meticulously applied mascara around her eyes. The task had become second nature to her now, as had many of the once arduous feminine beautification rituals. But it was especially important today, the day of the tryout. A fact which Gill had so un-helpfully reminded her.


  The specialness of the day was why she was so uncertain about the outfit Jess had laid out. For the first time, the unquestioning fashion choices of her partner felt… inadequate. There was a dress in her closet that would be perfect. A white, scoop-top with a frilly waist and blue-white floral print skirt. There was even a long pearl necklace which perfectly accentuated the simplicity of the top. It was flirty and cute, exactly the attention-grabbing outfit she required and… and she was going to wear it!


  Resolutely, she adjusted her lacy pink bra and strode towards the closet. Once she slipped the new dress over her head she was able to look down and know with absolute surety the outfit was a winner. It didn’t stop her from admiring her reflection in the mirror once she was fully dressed. She packed the leggings, sports bra and tank top she’d need for the tryout in her bag, took a deep breath, and traveled downstairs.


  “Good morning sunsh–” Jess cut off as she noticed what the younger woman was wearing. “Did you pick that out yourself?”


  “Yup,” Allison replied defiantly, attempting convey the self-assurance she’d felt mere moments earlier. Jess’ intense inspection had her questioning the thought process behind her outfit.


  “It’s adorable,” she finally confirmed. “Your instincts are spot on. I can’t believe how far you’ve come in two weeks… I couldn’t be prouder if I actually was your mom.”


  The sudden heartfelt praise brought tears to the corners of Allison’s eyes. She turned away and blinked to clear her vision and turned back to marvel at the smorgasbord breakfast Jess had prepared.


  “What’s all this?” Allison asked.


  “Today is the big tryout. It’s taken a while to get here, but all our preparation has led to today. Once you’re embedded with the girls, we can begin our actual investigation. But I couldn’t send my girl into those high stakes situations without a full belly.”


  “Um… thanks,” Allison said as she furtively scanned the table, struggling to find her appetite under the suddenly increased pressure. Out of politeness, she tried a sampling of several plates, making a show of how tasty it all was. “That was delicious Jess, but don’t you think we should get to school a little early? I want to um… get into the right headspace.”


  If Jess was suspicious of the explanation, she likely wrote it off as nerves. Allison wouldn’t admit how anxious she was to see Brandon and let his lips chase away all the uncertainty and stress of the upcoming event. The mere thought had her wringing her hands in anticipation.


  Fortunately, Jess was grabbing her purse and gave every indication that she was preparing to leave, but she stood in the doorway and turned back to her young cheerleading protege.


  “One last thing,” she said slowly, carefully choosing her words. “I’m sure this whole boy-girl dynamic you’re managing must be difficult… If you feel like you’re… losing yourself or something, acting unlike yourself. Let me know. We can work through it.”


  “I thought the whole point was to act unlike myself,” Allison countered.


  “Yes, true. However, I wanted you to know something…” Jess paused resting her hand on the teenager’s shoulder. “This mission is important, but Dan a good man and a good detective. We can handle anything together. I’m your partner after all.”


  Allison pressed her lips into a thin line. The other woman’s eyes spoke volumes and for the first time, she wondered if her partner knew or suspected more than she let on. Or was she only worried about tryouts?


  “I’m all right,” Allison assured her as she looped the purse strap over one shoulder and a backpack over the other. “I’ve got this.”


  Jess nodded grimly, and they completed the trip to school in a suffocating silence. Almost a dozen times, Allison confessed her feelings for Brandon. Would the other woman understand, or would she condemn her? The fear ultimately held her back and she thanked her “mother” for the ride, leaving her behind at drop-off.


  However, Allison was surprised to find that Brandon was not waiting for her in the usual place. She waited for several minutes but saw neither hide nor hair of her secret beau. As she waited, anxious uncertainty evolved into disappointment and a seething rage enveloped her. Where was he? She needed him now more than ever; His soothing touch, his tender embrace… Finally fed up, she stomped away.


  Wandering back onto campus, she made her way towards class nursing a new emotion. How had she let herself grow so dependent on a man? Was she the naive teen she pretended to be? Or was she a detective trying to bust a drug ring? Even as she smoldered with fury she longed to kiss him. It was impossible to keep track of her emotions as she strode towards the East Building, where she hoped to find Brandon.


  Out of the corner of her eye, Allison noticed an approaching figure. Holly waved and moved closer upon being noticed, cutting across the lawn to avoid the throngs of students as she moved towards Allison. Other than a few sporadic sightings she hadn’t spoken to her “Orientation Buddy” in more than a week. There had to be a significance to her choosing today.


  “Now is not a great time, Holly,” Allison chided, as the olive skinned senior approached. “I’ve got a lot on my mind today.”


  “That’s what I want to talk to you about,” Holly explained. “Please give me a minute.”


  Allison huffed and crossed her arms. “Fine. What?”


  “I know you are planning on trying out for cheerleading today… and I wanted to warn against it.”


  First Brandon, now Holly. This vague aura of danger was getting old; Only Tiffany willingly offered encouragement. In fact, the blonde cheerleader was a short distance away with a cluster of similarly clad girls and Allison was able to detect a spark of recognition from Holly as her eyes flicked involuntarily in that direction. Did this have something to do with the two of them?


  “Why does everyone think I’d be such a bad cheerleader?” Allison asked exasperatedly. “I’ve worked really hard for this.”


  Holly waved her arms. “It’s not that… Just… You may have to decide how much you want it. Some girls are willing to do what it takes to join, and others aren’t.” Once again, her eyes flicked to Tiffany before turning downcast. The tragic expression looked utterly foreign on the bubbly teen.


  “What does it take? What weren’t you willing to do?”


  The girl looked up and pursed her lips. Then she cocked her head to the side and frowned. “I’ve already said too much.”


  Turning decisively, Holly strode away. A short distance away, Tiffany was observing the proceedings with careful interest and an unreadable expression. When she turned her head to look in Allison’s direction, the counterfeit teen looked away, resuming her march to class.


  “What a strange interaction,” Allison considered. Something was definitely going on with the cheerleading squad, only strengthening her desire to join. Maybe the tryout alone would provide enough evidence to bring down the smuggling ring, maybe it wouldn’t. But she vowed to move forward, no matter the price.


  The puzzle had been so engrossing, she had nearly forgotten her anger at Brandon. At least, until she arrived in class and saw him seated in his usual place, talking to the mousey girl from the other day… The one who had told her what a good couple they’d make. All the fury came rushing back amplified beyond belief.


  “Where were you?” Allison hissed as she took her seat.


  Brandon hadn’t notice her entering and his head whipped around at the sound of her voice. “What’s the matter?” he whispered back, conspiratorially.


  “I looked for you in the usual place, but you weren’t there. Today is a big day and I need my Branny. I’m totally freaking out.”


  “Something came up,” Brandon argued, unconvincingly.


  “You don’t want me to become a cheerleader, do you?” Allison accused.


  The gloomy expression that was Brandon’s reply was like a knife to the ribs. Allison rocked back in her seat resisting the urge to scream. Shame and betrayal mingled in a wretched fever of disappointment.


  “It’s not what you think,” Brandon offered in a pathetic attempt to smooth over the obvious transgression. “I really like you, and–”


  “I don’t want to hear it,” Allison interrupted. “I’m going to be a cheerleader whether you want me to or not.”


  Brandon tried one or two more impotent attempts at conversation, but she was having none of it. If giving into her feminine instincts only opened her up to pain and frustration, what was the point? She had been so foolish… No longer. She was here to be a cheerleader and that was exactly what she’d do. Allison didn’t need anyone else.


  The lecture that followed passed in a red haze of anger. Upon the teacher’s concluding remarks, she gathered her belongings and moved towards the door before Brandon could catch her. She spent the rest of the day avoiding him, eating lunch in an unoccupied classroom. No distractions until tryouts, she decided. Her mission was all that mattered.


  Before she knew it, the school bell rang, and the moment had arrived. Tryouts were after class by the track fieldhouse, so Allison changed into her workout clothes in a bathroom and walked around the East Building towards the athletic field. Two other girls were barely ahead, also moving in the direction of the fieldhouse. The first was a short brunette in a colorful leotard and her companion, a towering blonde walked beside her with loping strides. She hurried up beside them.


  “Hey, are you guys going to tryouts too?” Allison asked.


  The shorter girl turned to study her, eyes scanning up and down her figure. The look on her face was calculating as she responded with a forced smile. “I’m Nadia and this is Olivia. We’re juniors. I don’t remember seeing you last year, are you a freshman?”


  Allison shook her head, “I’m a senior, but I recently moved into town.”


  “Oh,” Nadia responded, unsure how to process this information. “Well, they wouldn’t let us tryout last year, so we don’t have any tips to give you.”


  “Acne was too bad,” chimed the giantess. “They’re, very picky”


  Allison’s eyes widened in surprise. To be sure she understood she inquired further. “They wouldn’t let you try out because of some pimples?”


  Nadia frowned deeply. “I’ve been doing gymnastics since I was four, so I could make the squad. I had a few zits and they told me to come back when I stopped looking like a frog-person.”


  “How horrible,” Allison exclaimed. “Olivia, why didn’t they let you try out?”


  “Tits too small,” she stated simply. Caressing her ample breasts, she added, “Had it corrected.”


  “That’s grotesque. How can they treat people like that?”


  Nadia shook her head, “It shouldn’t be a problem for you. It’s like they built you in a lab to be a cheerleader, but for the rest of us, we had to work for it.”


  Allison didn’t speak to the couple again. In truth, she was badly shaken by Nadia’s lab comment, but all three girls walked onto the field together. Two dozen other girls stood around chatting with one another while at a nearby table, two cheerleaders sat with a hulking teen Allison recognized as Nate Easton, the All-conference quarterback. The brunette beside him was his girlfriend, the head cheerleader… Clara. Allison didn’t recall the other cheerleader’s name.


  Other cheerleaders were nearby on the bleachers talking between one another or with one of the dozen boys also atop the bleachers. They had the look of jocks, probably also football players if Allison had to guess. She hadn’t suspected they would also be in attendance. Scanning the crowd she spotted Tiffany who noticed her as well, smiling and offering a timid wave.


  Before she could walk over and greet her, the head cheerleader stood, commanding attention from everybody in attendance. All save her boyfriend who leered at Allison’s with transparent interest. He winked at her.


  “Alright girls, welcome to tryouts. My name is Clara and I’ll be blunt. Most of you aren’t cut out to be cheerleaders. Together, we uphold the ideals of beauty and grace in a world of ugly, clumsy morons. Now, LINE UP!”


  Hurriedly, the applicants lined up in a scraggly line roughly 30 girls long in front of the table. Clara walked in front of them like a drill sergeant in a cheerleading outfit.


  “Too fat.” She said to one girl who immediately burst into tears. The poor girl looked fine to Allison, but Clara frowned and finally said, “TOO FAT! Get out of here and don’t come back next year unless you’ve lost at least 15 pounds.” The girl ran away crying.


  Clara moved down the line periodically stopping to dismiss girls for minor imperfections. One was dismissed for having owned a cheap purse, another for dating a nerd. She stopped in front of Olivia, looking up at the tall junior’s wide-eyed terror.


  “Too tall,” she announced.


  Allison watched in amazement as the formerly intimidating blonde who had already enlarged her breasts to appease this monster dropped to her knees to beg for her cheerleading life.


  “Looking up at you all the time would put a crick in my neck,” Clara explained. “Do you want me to wake up sore? Get out of here.”


  Weeping openly, Olivia stomped away. Allison snuck a glance at Nadia who stood stoically, her chin quivering as her friend fled, but she didn’t turn even slightly to acknowledge it.


  Clara arrived in front of Allison and looked her up and down. “You’re the new girl, huh? You’re pretty I guess. I’ve seen you around campus and you have good taste in fashion too. What’s your name again?”


  “Allison,” replied the teen. “Allison Ross.” She didn’t trust herself to say anything else, but she wished Nate would stop ogling her.


  “Hmmm,” the head cheerleader mused cryptically before moving on. Allison breathed a sigh of relief.


  By the time Clara had reached the end of the line only a dozen girls were left, including Allison and Nadia among them. The field was so quiet; They could have heard a pin drop. No one spoke, not even the observers in the stands, as the queen addressed her subjects.


  “Now that we’ve dealt with the riff-raff, the first stage of tryouts can begin.”


  Thus, began a grueling but expected round of follow the leader. A volunteer cheerleader would demonstrate a short routine and the chosen candidate was expected to reproduce the routine step for step.


  As it seemed to Allison, her routine was more difficult than the others’, but she surprised herself with the grace and ease with which she executed the complex series of maneuvers. Jess’ training had paid dividends. She thought Clara was disappointed by her success but couldn’t be sure.


  Nadia also aced this phase of the examination, but two of the other girls failed. One slipped on a patch of mud which prompted a round of chuckles from the football players. The other clearly forgot the next step in her routine and was summarily dismissed.


  “That ends the portion of tryouts we’re conducting on premise,” Clara explained. “We aren’t only looking for cheerleaders; We’re looking for sisters. You ten are invited to my family’s home tomorrow night for a party after Friday’s game. Monday morning we’ll reveal which of you are fit to join our ranks. See you then. Tell no one outside this group about the details of your tryout.”


  Clara turned and left with Nate in tow although the quarterback managed to sneak a last look at Allison before Tiffany reached her side and grabbed her hands excitedly.


  “You did great,” she gushed. “They gave you a tough one and you totally nailed it!”


  “Um, thanks,” Allison responded, blushing. “That was pretty scary.”


  “Yeah, she’s not like that all the time. It’s to scare the newbies. You did perfect, though. Say, do you have a ride to Clara’s tomorrow?”


  Allison shook her head negatively, “I don’t know her address. Is it a test?”


  “No,” Tiffany replied with a shake of the head. “Why don’t you let me bring you over… We live close. You live next to the Johnson place right??


  They made arrangements and Allison texted “Mother” to let her know she was ready to be picked up. While she waited, Tiffany kept her company. When Jess ultimately arrived, the cheerleader gave her a warm hug and promised to see her tomorrow.


  For the first time since donning the skinsuit, Allison felt she had a female friend. Their relationship felt bizarrely natural. That jarring realization lead to a strangely quiet and introspective ride home. Cheerleading, relationships, fashion. It was all coming so easy… did she make a better woman than she did a man? It was an unsettling question and one that begged an answer. She suspected tomorrow, she might find out.








  


  Chapter 14


  Friday was a blur. It began with an agitated Brandon who was waiting eagerly for her at school, shifting awkwardly as he watched the drop off.


  “Allie,” he implored. “I’m sorry if I upset you yesterday. I just want a few minutes to talk.”


  Last night, Allison had caught herself moaning Brandon’s name as she touched herself, first with drenched fingers and then with the vibrator. But somehow, now, she wasn’t inclined to speak to him. The hurt was impossibly raw and the ability to hold two such utterly contradictory emotions was new in Allison’s experience.


  “I’m not in the mood,” Allison replied walking past him, her heels clicking in defiance. “I’m halfway to becoming a cheerleader, without any help from you.”


  Brandon didn’t pursue her but watched her walk away with a forlorn expression.  The sensation of his manifest longing combined with the way she could twist his emotions lent her a taste of power. It was difficult not to feel giddy as she walked away.


  Evidently, word had gotten around; Allison was among the final candidates. Consequently, she received more scrutiny from the school body than usual. However, the attention was not entirely unexpected, and she wore another outfit she’d chosen for herself. The distressed micro-skirt showed off her slender legs and loose-fitting blouse that hung off one shoulder provided a teasing glimpse of an elegant shoulder. Gill’s ribbon was around her neck. She felt sexy and confident.


  Her classmates suddenly opened to her in a way they hadn’t before. Acceptance had been elusive from the beginning for a new senior trying to break into an established hierarchy. Now, since everyone knew her among the most likely cheerleading candidates, popularity followed inexorably. Why did she need Brandon with so many men suddenly fawning over her? She could have her pick of them, and she wasn’t fully a cheerleader yet!


  Boys, popularity, and status… The possibilities kept bubbling up from her subconscious whenever she let her thoughts wander. Then she shook her head, reminded herself of the mission and resolved to focus, only to complete the cycle again a half-hour later.


  With thoughts driving her to distraction, she was grateful for external diversions. Lunch commenced with nearly a half dozen sycophantic underclassman who were suddenly Allison’s biggest fans.  They complimented her hair and makeup, wondering where she got those adorable black and white pumps, on and on the compliments flowed.


  With the insular composition of the cheerleading squad, the two-stage audition provided a narrow window for aspiring girls to gather valuable intel and heighten their own future chances. Allison knew this but enjoyed the attention anyway. She’d never been idolized and reveled in their deference. More than anything, she hoped Brandon was watching, witnessing how successful she could be without his support.


  By the end of the day, Allison was exhausted, socially. Nevertheless, she reminded her mom to expect Tiffany’s visit and Tryout Part 2.


  “Why didn’t you tell me to expect the second round?” Allison asked, suddenly.


  Jess paused an instant before offering a reply. “I thought it was better you found out yourself. I can’t tell you any more than that.”


  Allison’s eyes narrowed in suspicion but didn’t challenge the agent on the obvious falsehood. It was the first instance she could recall of a blatant lie from her partner. Then, she remembered the yearbook hidden in her room which Brandon had promised, featured her “mother” and something she had to see. Perhaps this WASN’T the first occurrence, Allison worried. The possibility chilled her to the bone.


  Arriving home, the teenager excused herself, climbing the stairs and shutting the door to her room, ostensibly to ready it for Tiffany’s visit. She withdrew the tome from its hiding place and sat in bed with shaking hands. What if Jess had lied about attending RHS? No, that was a verifiable fact; One the agency would have checked and double checked. What if she hadn’t been a cheerleader? On and on the questions spun and flashed in her mind. However, the book remained shut.


  Allison sat, crossed legged, chest pushed out, as she had been taught. It was second nature to her now, but once, Jess had drilled the posture into her. The makeup on her face, the styling of her hair. Staring at her reflection, Allison spied a mature young lady. Scientists had been responsible for the female body, but Jess had allowed her to literally “talk-the-talk” and “walk-the-walk”. Allison’s faith in her partner had been rewarded with success too often to be so easily discarded. Then, sighing, she pushed the book aside, still unopened.


  “I trust her,” Allison whispered to herself before picking up the latest ‘Seventeen’, paging lazily through it until Tiffany arrived.


  “Your friend is here,” Jess announced.


  Allison descended the stairs and reached the front door where Jess was affably chatting with Tiffany, the latter of whom was still dressed in her cheerleading uniform. The blonde must have come over immediately after the football game, she reasoned.


  “Uh, hey guys,” Allison said, causing both women to turn.


  “Hey Allie,” Tiffany bubbled, rushing over to hug her. “I was just telling your mom how well you did in the tryout. You must have been really good at your last school.”


  “I get it from my mom,” Allison deflected. “She was a cheerleader too.”


  Tiffany looked Jess up and down and, nodding said, “I believe it. You look like you could still be one.”


  Chuckling, Jess waved off the compliment. “I’m not sure I could keep up with you kids anymore. Anyway, I’ll be in the kitchen if you girls need me. Have fun tonight.”


  “We will, Ms. Ross, thanks!”


  Jess nodded and left the teenagers alone in the entryway. Unsure what to do next, Allison helpfully suggested they leave for Clara’s.


  “You’re going dressed like that?” Tiffany asked.


  “I… uh,” Allison stammered. “Is this not okay?”


  Tiffany rested a soothing hand on Allison’s bare shoulder. “You look cute, but cute isn’t going to cut it at this shindig. I’ll help you pick something out, take me to your closet!” She demanded, taking the other girl’s hand.


  Allison led her upstairs hesitantly. Her bedroom had been engineered to endure scrutiny, but it was her private sanctum. Somehow the idea of anyone else entering it was something she had never considered. Nevertheless, it would have been stranger to deny her friend access when they were practically at the door.


  “So cute,” Tiffany observed, looking around the interior. Throwing open the closet, she said, “Now let’s see what we have to work with.”


  Allison peered in after her. Tiffany ruthlessly pushed dress after dress aside, faster than Allison could possibly process. In minutes, the cheerleader had identified four different dresses and was pushing them into Allison’s arms.


  “You’ve been holding out on us girlie,” Tiffany scolded. “If I had your body and a wardrobe like this, I’d be showing off the goods 24-7. Do you know how hard it was to narrow it down to those four?”


  Blushing, Allison regarded the pile. A glance was sufficient to find a theme. Everything the cheerleader had picked out was revealing; Low cuts, meant to show off ample cleavage or otherwise show skin. Allison had always been too afraid to wear anything similar to class, preferring the flirty or modest cuts. Now it looked as if she didn’t have a choice.


  “I can try these on,” Allison confirmed, expecting the other girl to leave. Instead, the cheerleader sat on edge of the bed expectantly. Silently, Allison cursed herself for being so stupid. They were two girls alone. Undressing in front of one another was perfectly normal and would be a part of any locker room scenario… But why then did Allison feel so unsettled to strip in front of her schoolmate?


  Tiffany watched the proceedings with great interest, offering insight as Allison wiggled into each successively skimpier dress, all the while resisting the urge to cover herself.


  “You’ll have to let me borrow that one some time.”


  “Hm, not quite.”


  “I love that color on you, but it’s not the one.”


  “Perfect!” She finally interjected to a promiscuous red mini-dress. Strapless with a frilly, short hem and deep cut, she couldn’t even wear a bra with it. The tops of her breasts threatened to leap from the confines of the dress with the slightest provocation. On top of it all, the thing clung tenaciously to her shape.


  “A-are you sure about this?”


  “Absolutely,” countered Tiffany with a confident nod. “Now find some shoes and accessories to go with it and you’ll be all set.”


  Allison rummaged through the closet hunting for find a pair of matching red heels she remembered seeing weeks earlier. Unfortunately, Tiffany had made a mess of the closet and it took longer than she expected to dig them up. It didn’t help that she was worried about bending over too much; her tits constantly threatened escape. At least, that was how she felt.


  Stockings and shoes in hand she emerged. Mentally, Allison had also chosen a necklace to complete the ensemble, but she was shocked to find Tiffany flipping through the yearbook she had left atop the bed.


  “W-What do you have there?”


  Tiffany didn’t look up from the book. “This is the year your mom graduated isn’t it? Gosh you two are so close. I wish my mom and I were as close as you two. Last name Ross… there she…”


  The cheerleader trailed off and a worried Allison rushed to her side. “Is something wrong?”


  “It’s just… not what I expected,” Tiffany explained holding up the book to show Allison. An obese brunette covered in acne stared out from the page with deeply unhappy eyes. Undeniably Jess’ deep brown eyes. The name under the portrait read “Jessica Ross.” She did NOT look like a cheerleader… It looked like she had eaten a few cheerleaders.


  “She must have already been pregnant with you,” Tiffany noted.


  “Um, yeah,” Allison agreed outwardly while trying not to panic. In reality, Jess had no children. While pregnancy provided a convenient excuse within fiction, Allison knew her suspicion had been verified. Jess had attended RHS, but unless the standards had increased dramatically in the last 18 years, she had never been a cheerleader.


  Unfortunately, she didn’t have the time to process this. She had a party to get to, but silently, she vowed to confront Jess and clear the air. Her partner deserved that much.


  Under Tiffany’s guidance, Allison dressed for the gathering. They applied eyeshadow to give her a sultry, smoky look utterly unlike the innocent styling she had learned from Jess. Similarly, Tiffany walked her through quite a few tantalizing ways to apply makeup or style hair. Only once they had finished and the bombshell in the mirror was reflected in her slutty glory did Allison wonder why any of this was necessary.


  “I’ve never been prouder of my work,” Tiffany remarked, putting a hand on Allison’s knee. “You are a total knockout; You know that?”


  “You’re pretty cute too,” Allison countered, blushing.


  “Not like you though. I wish I had your breasts,” she moped, fondling her own chest lecherously. “They’re too small. You’ve got some knockout knockers though!”


  Turning away, Allison blushed again. “Let’s go to Clara’s.” She pleaded, made uneasy by the steady gaze of the older girl.


  “Oh, you’re so hot. There’s no way they won’t select you. Let’s go, but if you can, try and avoid your mom. Moms aren’t always keen on their daughters dressing provocatively. No matter how cool and progressive they seem, you’re always their daughter… you know?”


  Allison nodded knowingly.


  Together they walked down to the door. Allison shouted a goodbye to her mother as they slipped out and into the rapidly darkening evening. Tiffany’s beamer waited and after she pulled the fob from her purse and unlocked it, they got in and pulled away.


  “Hey, can I… um… ask you something?” Tiffany asked, sounding uncertain for the first time Allison could recall.


  “Sure,” Allison confirmed, fascinated by how the seat belt slipped between her breasts which, admittedly, looked incredible in the dress. As did her ass for that matter.


  The cheerleader opened her mouth once or twice, clearly searching for the right words. Finally, she said, a little too loudly, “Do you like boys or girls?”


  A pregnant pause hung in the air. The uncomfortable silence held until a perplexed Allison said, “What?”


  “I just… The first week I watched you at lunch and it seemed like you might like girls. But this week, you looked like you were more into guys. Not that I care,” she was quick to correct, “I didn’t- You know what? Forget I asked. Let’s listen to some music.”


  An instant later the stereo was blasting the local pop station and conversation was impossible. Allison recognized the song but hadn’t appreciated it when she heard it for the first time nearly two weeks ago. Now she was really enjoying it. Plus, if it allowed her to avoid contemplating Tiffany’s deeply unsettling observation, or answering her question, so much the better.


  Together they drifted through the orange light of the setting sun. Palm trees zipped past at the edge of vision. Beyond the mission or high school drama, the temperate breeze and opulent wealth, there was a compelling energy to this place. It infused Allison, lending a peace, a calmness… Like the eye of a hurricane. As she tapped her foot to the beat of the song, resolve concentrated within her lissome frame. Two perky breasts swelled with an intake of breath. Her breasts… What if the burgeoning sensuality of this body could be a strength, rather than a fearsome bugbear of an obstacle?


  Tiffany turned the radio volume down as the car approached an elaborate, gold-plated security gate. The cheerleader flashed a smile at the camera embedded in the ivy coated column.


  “One of the hopefuls for tonight’s event,” the blonde asserted, gesturing in her direction. “She’s ready to have some fun.”


  Allison smiled vaguely, but then turned to watch the gate swing inward and permit entry. Their car rolled up a slight incline through grounds overflowing with flowers and immaculately styled shrubbery. The affluence on display far surpassed the casual, almost frugal seeming, luxury of Allison’s neighborhood.


  As if reading her thoughts, Tiffany chimed in. “This is how the 0.01% live. Almost like another planet, huh?”


  “It’s incredible,” Allison marveled, studying the large marble figures towering over the portico of the largest mansion she’d ever witnessed. Four stories tall, the sprawling villa stretched into a cliffside on one wing and overlooked a personal beach along the other. The property wouldn’t have looked out of place in a James Bond film. Maybe they WERE up to something. If so, this was a prime opportunity to look for evidence.


  Selling designer drugs could be profitable, but Allison wondered if it could finance such a gilded existence. It suggested organized crime, if indeed the source of wealth was illegitimate at all. If they were already so rich, why would a teen risk that wealth selling drugs? What if the cheerleaders weren’t behind the epidemic? Somehow, the question had never occurred to her.


  To Tiffany she said, “I’ve never seen anything like this before. Clara lives here?”


  “Yup… It is something,” Tiffany acknowledged, bringing the car to a stop at the entrance. “This is where I leave you.”


  “Wait, what?” Allison exclaimed, clutching tightly to her pocketbook. “I thought we were both–”


  “Just the newbies, I’m afraid,” the cheerleader interrupted. She pointed towards the entrance. “Head inside. Clara will take over from there. I… I don’t know exactly what she has in store for you, but good luck. I’m rooting for you. I’ll be back at midnight to pick you up.”


  Allison sat another long moment before thanking her friend for the ride. First Brandon, then Jess, now Tiffany. One by one, her network of support was letting her down. Leaving her alone to face an uncertain future. Feeling small and vulnerable, she approached the intricate double doors, but looked back to watch Tiffany wave and vanish down the hill. She truly was alone now.


  Large brass knockers hung at the center of each of wing of the double doors and she gently wrapped twice on the left. A response was immediate as the door was opened by an elderly gentleman attired in an impeccable looking tuxedo.


  He looked her up and down dispassionately. “Ms. Ross, I presume?”


  Allison nodded.


  “Excellent, we have been expecting you. I am Ellis the Butler and I welcome you to the McLaren estate. If you would, please follow me to the den where your classmates await you.”


  McLaren, that name sounded familiar and Allison made a mental note to investigate further. However, she followed the valet past a posh, ornate lobby, through a short hallway and up to an immaculately styled wooden door. Beside the door stood a small tray; Atop which stood a bottle of red wine and a dozen empty wine glasses. One glass full of glistening red liquid stood alone.


  “The mistress requested you consume the full glass before you can be permitted to enter,” Ellis insisted. “Once you have, you may enter.”


  “If I refuse?” Allison inquired, understandably wary of an open, unattended glass of liquor.


  Appearing entirely nonplussed by the question, the butler easily explained. “If the miss does not wish to drink, then I will escort her from the premises and arrange for travel. However, you will be denied entry into the eternal sisterhood of Randolph High School cheerleaders.”


  Allison sighed and, taking the glass in her hand, shut her eyes. She then proceeded to down the whole glass. It was her first taste of alcohol in the petite body and it immediately brought a blush to her cheeks. The flavor was incredible but was marred by the alcohol taste which dominated. The proof must have been high for a red wine, because it burnt slightly as it traveled down her esophagus.


  “Very good miss, you may proceed,” the butler announced opening the door, but as she stepped towards the entryway, he barred her entry. Holding out his hand he added, “I’ll need your pocket book and phone.”


  She wiped her lips and handed over the lifeline without hesitation. Allison had been through enough barriers and was ready to get this cryptic business over with.


  “Have fun miss,” Ellis responded with a bow and promptly departed as she moved inside. So classy!


  Entering the room, Allison took in her surroundings, a luxurious sitting room with posh furniture and an elaborate fireplace crackling along the far wall. Clara watched her entrance with a mixture of impatience and contempt from beside the hearth. She was wearing a cheerleading uniform and was surrounded by a half-dozen girls the detective recognized as the other candidates who had advanced beyond the first stage. They were all watching Allison critically. There was no sign of the dark-haired girl, Nadia, among them but there was no opportunity to engage with any of the other prospects either as Clara motioned for everyone to gather.


  “Now that everyone is FINALLY here, we can begin,” Clara announced with one last glare in Allison’s direction.” Since the origins of cheerleading, there has been a special relationship between football players and cheerleaders. This special bond is true for us as well. Therefore, for your final obstacle, you will have to earn the sponsorship of a football player.”


  A round of gasps and excited chatter between the seated participants started immediately. Allison noticed however, she was the only one among the candidates dressed provocatively… the rest were wearing more workout apparel.


  “Oh god,” Allison, whispered to herself, realizing exactly how they were expected to earn “sponsorship.”


  “You will be blindfolded and lead to a room,” Clara proclaimed, her voice cutting through the din. “There you will await potential sponsors until you have convinced one to support your bid.”


  Several cheerleaders emerged from a door at the other end of the room. Although Allison didn’t recognize all of them immediately, they were all wearing the red and white uniforms. She was surprised to find Tiffany among them. Her friend spared a subtle wink before binding Allison’s eyes. Everything went dark.


  Although her vision was obscured, she heard Clara make one final announcement. “Your sisters would not abandon you to a task unaided. The wine you drank before being permitted entry was laced with Sheen. With it, you can overcome any STIFF challenge that ARISES. Now ladies, I wish you luck.” A chorus of giggles followed the puns.


  Drugs, they had laced it with drugs! She was so stupid. Allison pulled frantically against her friend’s firm grasp. She intellectually understood the symptoms of Sheen. First, a bracing high accompanied by a surge of energy. Then, an overwhelming deluge of lust with an all-consuming physical need to fuck anything and everything. Finally, a mellow calm which promoted a sense of camaraderie and unrestrained truthfulness. All three stages were incredibly dangerous to an undercover agent who needed to avoid sexual situations.


  “I need to leave,” Allison begged Tiffany, pulling fruitlessly against her captor’s surprisingly strong grip.


  “It’s okay,” Tiffany urged, leading her blind companion through the house. “It’s not so bad, it’ll be over soon and then you’ll be one of us. You can be whoever you want after tonight.”


  Allison was at a loss to explain the situation. Her heart pounded a timpani, but her words were worthless. Tiffany deflected every concern with encouraging nonsense, promising everything would be over before she knew it. Doors opened and closed as she was lead through the expansive property.


  “We’re here,” Tiffany stated pulling the bandana from an increasingly twitchy Allison. “Now stay put, for your own safety.”


  “M-my heart it’s pounding, I-I-I can’t,” Allison jabbered with her hand on her chest. The warmth of her breast rose to her touch.


  “It’s okay,” the cheerleader counseled. “It’s the Sheen you’re feeling. Ride it out… it’s what I did, hehehe, in more ways than one.”


  Tiffany gave her a quick kiss on the cheek, a grim smile and then left her alone. Frantically, Allison studied the room, a nondescript bedroom with sparse furnishings aside from an ornate four poster bed and a full-length mirror in the corner. With so many rooms, it was possible they didn’t bother fully furnishing them all. However, this random bedroom happened to possess an adjoining master suite with a fully stocked bathroom.


  “I have to get out of here,” Allison muttered to herself as a phrenetic energy compelled her to explore every inch of the room. With her growing impetus came an admittedly dangerous thought, “Maybe I can harness this overwhelming energy… I can do anything!”


  A twitching, anxious Allison opened the door a crack peering up and down the hallway. Impatience overwhelmed any desire to conduct a thorough investigation and she rushed headlong down the hall, her heels clicking loudly as she moved through the labyrinthine property.


  “I’ll find the drugs first, enough evidence to put the McLaren crime family away forever. No, first I need to find my phone and call for backup. No, first I need to find Tiffany and get her out. But I can’t let anyone catch me,” Her head swiveled violently left and right.


  “Where am I going? It doesn’t matter,” Allison sniggered to herself, suddenly very amused. “Gotta catch ’em all. Come here Pikachu, hehehe.” God, she felt so good! She’d be a Pokémon Master in no time!


  There was no way to tell how long she wandered. Rounding a corner, Allison became aware of a thumping sound from a nearby room. A Pokémon battle in progress? She hurried to the door and opened it a crack to peer inside. What she saw was no battle, but it was intensely physical.


  A large breasted blonde, Lizzie, a fellow senior, was topless, astride the chest of one of the football players Allison recognized from yesterday’s tryout. She was using her mouth to tease the tip of the muscular man’s erection while using her ample breasts to stroke the length of his cock. She was very enthusiastically working his shaft.


  Watching her display was causing Allison to suddenly feel warm, despite the pounding of her head. Nipples strained against the fabric of her dress and she tried to press them down, but it only sent a shiver of delight along her spine. She licked her lips in anticipation, recalling the taste of a cock on her own.


  She watched for several long moments as the athlete’s member was deep throated again and again until, taking Lizzie’s hips in his hands, he yanked on the waist of her leggings. “RRRRRRIP–” the garment tore revealing a sopping wet pussy which he began to devour with breathless tenacity.


  Allison’s own box was churning expectantly, and she found herself jealousy stroking it through sodden panties before she caught herself. Touching herself in the hallway while watching another couple make love? She shook her head to clear the pink fog which smothered everything but the blossoming desire. Remaining focused was impossible with the thumping of her heart tempting her to join them.


  “I need to get away from this,” Allison rasped as she fondled herself through the dress. “Mmmmm, the second phase of Sheen, is making me so…”


  Throwing herself from the entryway, she managed to progress further down the hallway. Ignoring the desire became more difficult with each step and a few doors later a rhythmic thumping drew her curiosity. As she approached the door, a soft moan became audible.


  “They’re fucking,” Allison realized, biting her thumb as she narrowly resisted the urge to open the door and join them. Lustful yearning was becoming the whole of her existence, overwhelming willpower in the all-consuming sexual conflagration of a body built for pleasure. It was the carnal appetite of Gill’s teasing, amplified immeasurably. Remembering his touch set her quivering with need. This whole building had become an erotic black hole and it was threatening to swallow her, body and mind.


  Maybe if she could find Tiffany, she could escape with her maidenhood intact. Every moment the Sheen pushed her closer to the sexual abyss. Already, she was so horny, she was on the verge of pressing herself against a door knob for the merest trace of satisfaction. However, the residence was so large, she was completely lost. If she had been able to think clearly, it would still have been difficult to find her way out.


  Allison slid along the wall, partially to remain upright as her knees shook weakly. Tantalizing images of the football player’s cock sliding between milky globes of flesh taunted her. More than once she pulled back from the wall only to press her chest to against it’s marvelous solidity. If only Brandon was here… Allison wanted ravage him, to let him ravage her. To let their unimpeded libido’s fiery inferno consume them both…


  “Enough, I can’t take it anymore,” the lusty teen confessed, dropping to her knees, desperate for the touch of a man, ablaze with the heat of lust. It was so hot, she feared it would drive her insane. The throbbing need beckoned with eager expectation.


  “There you are,” sounded a masculine voice from behind and Allison whipped her head whipped around to identify the source. “So eager you couldn’t wait for me to find you, huh?”


  Leaning confidently against a wall with bulging arms crossed, “All-State” Nate stood. Wearing a loose-fitting tank top and cargo shorts, he sauntered up to her. “Are you feeling alright?” He asked, teasingly.


  “I-I need–” Allison begged incoherently, reaching for the waistband of the towering athlete’s shorts.


  Dropping to one knee, Nate placed a meaty finger over her lips, silencing her. The lightest touch sent shivers to every far-flung centimeter of her trembling form.


  “I’m going to play that sexy little body of yours like a fiddle. Would you like that?”


  Allison nodded eagerly, unable to articulate the unbearable extent of her craving. He lifted her effortlessly and she wrapped a pair of slender legs around his trunk, locking lips with the head-cheerleader’s boyfriend with fanatical single mindedness. Their tongues swirled passionately even as she was dimly aware of being carried into a nearby bedroom. All the while, her body screamed to be touched and caressed. Over that din, little else mattered.


  Lowering her onto a waist-high dresser, Nate pulled back. “Ever since I first noticed you, I knew I had to have you. And I could see you wanted me too.”


  Allison pulled him back into a kiss as Nate gripped the top of her dress and pulled it down, freeing both breasts. Large, powerful hands fondled her with adolescent enthusiasm. Neither the deliberate, purposeful caresses of Gill, nor the demure, inexperienced fondling of Brandon, the raw, animalistic masculinity enveloped her in the form of a confident, lustful athlete.


  “Your tits are the best,” he praised, before sucking on a nipple with a brash flourish of the tongue. Meanwhile he continued to caress the other, sending waves of sublime delight cascading throughout. Suddenly, he was pawing at the hem of her dress with a single-minded dedication.


  “I want to taste that tight little virgin cunt of yours,” Nate explained, ripping her panties in his haste before plunging his head between her thighs, knees atop his bulging shoulders.


  “He thought she was a virgin. How did he know?” She wondered, but as his tongue reached nirvana, she ceased caring. Moaning like a whore, Allison placed her hands behind her lover’s head and bucked her hips involuntarily. Wave after wave of sensation thundered through her writhing form.


  “Ohh, mmmmm, ohhhhhhh,” she cooed. Pleasure radiated from her cunt, the vague, scorching emptiness of her desire crystallized. Cock. She wanted to be fucked, mercilessly and endlessly. The mere thought touched off a symphony of harmonious delight. As she came to Nate’s cunnilingus, squeezing her legs around his head, she shuddered and quaked, moaning loudly. Uncaring of the consequences, she writhed erotically, savoring the orgasm, but urging Nate with her eyes.


  “Fuck me,” those eyes said. “Fill me up.” She was done resisting; This body was made for the animalistic intercourse she craved. “Sponsorship” be damned, Allison wanted him to make her feel good, all the way. Feet crooked over the lip of the dresser she spread her legs wide to welcome him.


  “I don’t care what Clara said,” Nate explained, removing his shorts. “I’m gonna fuck you raw. God, I’ve never been this hard bef-.”


  That was when everything went sideways. While Nate only had one foot out of his shorts and his monstrous cock was rigidly striving against gravity a grey blur crashed into him sending him careening to the ground. The newcomer rose, and Allison gasped in recognition, Brandon!


  “Brandon, what–”


  “Ugh, you motherfucker,” Nate spat, cupping his crotch and wincing in agony. “I’m gonna end you, who–” his eyes widened in shock.


  “Do you think it’s consensual when you drug women to coerce them into sleeping with you?” Brandon chided. “Allison earned her spot and she shouldn’t have to fuck you to prove it. We’re leaving.”


  Nate dropped to one knee in obvious agony, still covering his genitals. He was plainly in no condition to challenge his taller classmate.


  “What a fucking cheap shot,” Nate grumbled, but made no move to stop Brandon as he approached the suddenly self-conscious damsel.  


  Brandon tenderly lifted Allison off the dresser and carefully tugged her dress back into position over her chest. She swooned slightly and leaned against him, feeling his warmth and wafting his familiar scent. Confused and still mightily aroused, she clung to her savior. What had she been about to do? Fucking the high school quarterback… What a cliché.


  Taking Allison’s into his arms, Brandon carried her unerringly to the exit. They didn’t meet anyone else along the way, cheerleader or jock. Addled by the narcotics, the miraculous rescue seemed a little too convenient to her amped-up senses.


  “You’ve been here before,” Allison accused as he lowered her into the passenger seat of his waiting vehicle. “How did you find me?”


  “It doesn’t matter,” Brandon offered unhelpfully. His expression was dark and positively wrathful as he drove away from the estate. Allison slumped into her seat and stared at the angry expression she’d never seen on the jovial senior’s face as he added, “All that matters is we get you home safe.”


  Allison squirmed in her seat, trying to ignore the seeping itch emanating from her crotch. “Are you mad at me?” She asked, in a moment of lucidity.


  “I don’t want to talk about it,” Brandon reiterated.


  Biting her lip, Allison leant towards him and placed a hand on his mid-thigh. Brandon twitched in surprise “Are you jealous that he touched me the way you wanted to?”


  She wasn’t sure what she was doing, only that her body still ached to be touched. Right now, she’d do anything to satisfy the burning desire. Didn’t he find her attractive?


  “It wasn’t you, this isn’t you. It’s the drugs talking,” Brandon fumed. “Those drug-dealing sluts. What–”


  Allison was barely listening. Her heart beat out a tribal rhythm… an anthem to desire. Carefully, she pried one of Brandon’s hands from the wheel, bringing it to her breast.


  “Do you feel that?” she asked. Brandon swallowed, clearly uncomfortable but equally unwilling to take his hand back. She took it as encouragement and said, “My heart is racing. I want you to touch me here.”


  She slid his hand beneath her dress where her fully erect nipples rippled against Brandon’s fingers. His eyes remained on the road, but he fidgeted nervously in the driver’s seat. “You don’t-


  “I want you to touch me HERE,” Allison insisted hiking up her dress and guiding Brandon’s fingers between her legs. “Do you feel how wet it is? It wants your cock… I want your cock, Brandon. I want it inside ME. Don’t you want me?” she pouted.


  It was obvious he did. Allison knew the sight of a boner hidden by jeans too well. Continuing to stroke her snatch with borrowed fingers, she moaned with genuine delight.


  “I’d never forgive myself if I took advantage of- of–”


  Allison had released Brandon’s hand and was currently unbuttoning his pants. “I want you to take me to a cheap motel and fuck my brains out.” Then, she pulled out his delicious looking hard-on and added, “I want you to take my virginity then fuck me until I can’t walk anymore.”


  “Listen to yourself,” Brandon begged weakly as she stroked the length of his penis with lustful stare. “This isn’t the girl I fell in love with! M-might. Might be in love with… I might, possibly be in love with you, Allie…”


  Staring up with an incredulous expression, Allison watched with slack jawed amazement. She was no longer attempting to seduce him but was dumbstruck by the admission. Love. He loved her. Brandon was in love with her. With Allison. Love. How was she supposed to respond to that?


  “Brandon, I–” she began.


  “Do you, maybe, love me?” he asked suddenly, sparing a glance in her direction.


  “No,” Allison answered plainly. It nearly broke her soul watching the hope go out in her savior’s eyes. “But, I’m not sure if I can…”


  “I see we’ve emerged into the truth phase of Sheen,” Brandon answered coldly. “Do you find me attractive?”


  “Yes,” Allison answered again, unable to help herself as the truth came unbidden to her lips. She was terrified of what he’d ask next but there was no escape; From Brandon or the truth.


  “Before today, have you thought about me sexually?”


  Blushing furiously, the maiden had no choice but to confess. “Every night this week I’ve masturbated while imagining I was with you.” After she finished, Allison buried her face in her hands, overwhelmed with embarrassment.


  “It’s okay,” Brandon said in a soothing tone. Then he laughed and added, “So did I!”


  Allison couldn’t help but join in the laughter. And before she knew it, the car was rolling up her driveway. Brandon was looking at her adoringly.


  “Ask me if I want to kiss you,” Allison ordered.


  “Do y–” Brandon began before being drawn into a passionate embrace. Allison thrilled as her heart raced. This high wasn’t the drugs; She was pretty sure. It was something more.


  Their kiss broke off and a breathless Allison stepped out of the car along with Brandon.


  “What are you doing?” she asked.


  “Making sure you get in okay. You’ve been through a lot tonight and I want to make sure you’re not going through it alone.”


  Allison couldn’t conjure a reasonable excuse, especially still being unable to lie. They walked up the door together and Brandon knocked on the door. A light flipped on above the doorway and instant later the door opened.


  Jess emerged wearing an oversized t-shirt and pajama pants, looking slightly perplexed.


  “Allison, I wasn’t expecting you for another few hours. And who’s this?” she asked.


  “Hello Ms. Ross,” Brandon said politely. “I’m Allison’s boyfriend, Brandon.”


  Jess raised an eyebrow but shook the hand the young man extended in greeting. Allison felt her cheeks burning and avoided meeting the skeptical gaze of her mother.


  “Allison called me to pick her up and I was dropping her off. I wanted to meet you and see where Allie got her good looks.”


  Although Allison thought the line was unbearably cheesy, Jess laughed good naturedly. In fact, she appeared to eye him with a lingering interest. A pit opened in her stomach, a dubious wariness swelling in her breast.


  “Aren’t you a charmer,” Jess observed. “Well, thank you for delivering my daughter in one piece and I look forward to getting to know you, but it’s past eleven.”


  “Of course, ma’am. Have a good night. Allie, I’ll see you at school on Monday.” He punctuated the remark with a chaste peck on the cheek which caused her to blush more intensely. Brandon waved one last time and walked back to his car, leaving the others standing in the doorway, illuminated by the outdoor light. As he drove away, Allison felt her chest pounding a tattoo of longing.


  Hairs on the back of her neck prickled as she realized Jess was intensely studying her. What must she think about her slutty, disheveled state and the emergence of a sudden boyfriend?


  “I can explain this,” Allison insisted. But as she stood, watching the brake lights of her friend’s (boyfriend’s?) car vanish into the night, tears started rolling down her cheek. How could she possibly explain any of this? It was too much for her, too much for anybody! Suddenly, she was swallowed in Jess’ arms, face buried in the taller woman’s shoulder uncontrollably sobbing and gasping for breath. Whimpering, she clutched at the older woman for fear of drowning beneath the tide of fear and hopelessness.


  “We better get inside,” Jess counseled. “I’ll make some tea and we’ll have what I believe is a long overdue chat. Would you like that?”


  Face still enveloped in her partner’s embrace, Allison nodded weakly. Together, they walked inside, the younger woman leaning on the older. Lowering the distraught teen onto the only comfortable chair in the sitting room, an oversized, plush velvet recliner, Jess knelt to study her distressed companion.


  “I’ll be right back with some tea; Can you hold up until then?”


  Allison drew her knees up to her chin, wrapped her arms about them and sniffled, stubbornly wiping away a tear. “What a way for a man to act…” she murmured spitefully.


  “Don’t worry about that now,” Jess suggested. “I’ll be right back.”


  Jess disappeared briefly and returned with a blanket, which Allison accepted gratefully. She hadn’t even noticed how cold it was in her dismal anguish. There was no single identifiable source making her feel so anxious, but she hated the feeling. She need to tell Jess all of it, with no reservations, the agent had grown up as a woman, after all. If anyone could figure it out, she could. As the whistling of the teapot came from the kitchen, Allison’s tears had mostly stopped and a warmth had begun seeping into her bones.


  Steam swirled from the cup as Jess handed down the generic-looking green mug.


  “Careful, it’s hot,” she said, sitting primly on the nearby ottoman with her own mug in hand. Choosing to remain silent, her mother looked off into the night. “Whenever you’re ready,” her body language said.


  Allison sniffed, detecting the aroma of chamomile and lavender. Then she took a deeper breath. “Here I go,” she thought.


  “I’m coming down off a dose of Sheen,” Allison admitted. “So, you can know that everything I’m about to tell you is absolutely true. I think, maybe, you’ve guessed at some of the happenings over the last couple weeks, but I’m just… so lost… I- I–”


  Jess wiped a fresh tear from her teenage companion and said, “Take your time and start from the beginning.”


  The story flowed from Allison in stops and starts. Embarrassment and humiliation. Molestation at the hands of Gill and his ongoing manipulation. Then she recalled the date with Brandon and their kiss. Finally, she recounted the night’s occurrences with tears welling up in a shimmering, blurry mess. Ultimately, she confessed that her bid to be a cheerleader ended in disaster. Throughout the tale, she stared into her tea, watching the steam twist in the ambient air currents. She was like the steam, letting herself get deformed and contorted by the whims of others.


  “I wanted Brandon so badly…” Allison admitted. “Wanted to feel him inside me. I knew what it might mean, but I didn’t care. I keep… Every time Dan makes plans to avoid sexual situations, it’s gone the instant the suit goes on. He’s… like a different person who couldn’t possibly understand how I feel. Does that make any sense?”


  Jess pursued her lips thoughtfully and said, “No one would deny teenagers feel things more intensely than adults… teenage girls even more so. I imagine it would be quite a shift for a logic-oriented, masculine detective to get in the head of one. Still there might be more at play here.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I knew about you sneaking into your bedroom to pleasure yourself. It’s hard to ignore that much moaning.”


  Allison blushed, unable to look her partner in the eyes, but Jess ignored the girl’s discomfort and continued.


  “I figured you bought the vibrator out of curiosity, never suspecting Gill had… If I ever catch that blackmailing son-of-a-bitch, I’ll throttle him. I swear to god, I’ll choke the–”


  “What does that have to do with anything?” Allison interrupted.


  “Right, sorry. When I found out about your, indiscretions, I consulted the lab. They assured me it was safe but could be dangerous over an extended period of time.”


  Allison bit her lip nervously, fidgeting with the edge of the blanket. “Dangerous?” she asked.


  “Your skinsuit and original body… communicate,” Jess explained, hesitating as she searched for the correct words. “It’s why you can feel what she feels, it’s how your body knows to move and manipulate the external features of ‘Allison’. Think of a series of packets exchanged between your boy brain and your girl brain. Every time you pick up a glass or feel the breeze, it sends a packet from your girl brain to your boy brain and back again.”


  “O-kaaaay?”


  Jess waved her hand dismissively. “They explained it better, but I’m getting to the important bit. Every time it leaves something behind, like a memory. Although it’s usually small and fades as time passes in your normal body. The bigger the package, the more is left behind and the longer it takes to fade. It can build up.”


  “But when I’m Dan,” Allison noted, “I feel like my normal, logical self.”


  “Encryption. Your masculine brain can’t decode the packets. Allison builds up a stockpile of emotional baggage. The next time you put on the suit, a portion of that is carried over. As it reaches critical mass, it washes out the directions from the male brain. If it reaches critical mass, your suit would permanently fuse to your body.”


  “Oh, god!” Allison exclaimed. “Is there anything I can do to stop it?”


  “There are preventive measures we can take going forward. Although, it would be easier without a boyfriend to deal with.”


  “No!” Allison shouted defensively. “Er- He knows a lot about what the cheerleaders have been up to, somehow. If I’m not able to become one myself, he may be our best hope.”


  Jess nodded thoughtfully. “If you say so. Also, there’s something else the lab mentioned. A way to power wash some of that girl-goo from your man-brain, if you’re up for it.”


  “Of course, what do I need to do?”


  “Meet me back downstairs in ten minutes,” Jess instructed. “As Dan.”


  Allison discarded the blanket and immediately charged up the stairs to her room. Grateful to be rid of the heels and dress, she struggled to remove the skinsuit. It clung tightly to her body, and for a moment, Allison worried it might already be too late. However, she ultimately managed to pry herself out, bit by painful bit, leaving a raw, chafed Dan once again standing awkwardly in the girl’s room.


  Outside the door Dan found a bathrobe waiting for him. He put it on and popped his head back inside Allison’s room to check the time. Over ten minutes had elapsed and he hurried downstairs, but he was surprised to see the lights had gone out. A flickering light caught his attention, was that a candle?


  Jess was waiting, dressed in a heart-stopping red negligee and black, laced stockings. She lounged sumptuously across the couch.


  “Wowza,” Dan thought, feeling his cock hardening instantly at the sight of such a beautiful woman. “Was this the kind of scrubbing you had in mind?” He asked.


  Jess reached over her head, stretching with effortless sensuality. Allison, a mere ember to the towering inferno of Jess’ mature womanhood. This was the apex of femininity, all slender curves and voluptuous flesh adorned in the most alluring garment imaginable.


  “What are you waiting for?” she rasped, tracing her cleavage and blowing him a kiss. “Let’s get that testosterone flowing.”


  He shed his robe and looked down upon an unfamiliar sight. Flat, hairy chest and a rigid phallus extending from a forest of pubic hair. It wasn’t a beautiful sight, admittedly, but it was HIS, and he was going to use it.


  Their lovemaking was… unexceptional. It started off well enough, as Jess took him in the mouth, expertly working his shaft while still lying atop the couch as he stood beside it. It felt nice, but oddly colorless and lacking in the passion which suffused Allison’s every erotic shudder.


  “No, you idiot, don’t think about Allison.” He mentally chastised himself.  “You’re getting sucked off by a beautiful woman.


  Next, she pulled him onto the couch and mounted him, facing away, sliding her inconsequential panties aside to let him inside her pussy. She was tight and wet, but something felt off.


  “Tell me when you’re about to cum,” Jess ordered.


  His cock felt amazing as she bounced vigorously atop his prick, expertly sliding him against her insides and she moaned softly as he plunged inside again and again. Yes, his cock felt great… but, that was it. It was a low resolution, black and white picture and he missed Allison’s 4K HDR experience. However, before he could raise the concern he felt the distant rumblings of climax.


  “Jess, I- I’m close,” Dan groaned.


  Immediately she hopped off him and spun, stroking his erection with a lighting fast motion whilst teasing the tip with her thumb. Jess knelt over his legs and leaned back, still rubbing his erection with one hand as the other fondled his balls.


  “Go ahead and cum,” she implored.


  “Uhnnn,” Dan rumbled, as he came. A surprisingly small amount of cum spurted briefly then bubbled down his rapidly wilting erection. He panted, enjoying the release the ejaculation carried. But it was over so quick and disconcerting how empty his balls felt.


  Jess looked at the milky substance coating her hand. “I hope you enjoyed that. I don’t sleep with most of my partners.”


  Dan laughed awkwardly, pulling himself upright on the couch, ignoring the jizz that coated his dick and seeped into his pubic hair. Jess stared at him expectantly.


  “That was terrific,” he exaggerated, relieved he could once again stretch the truth. “Did you want me to–”


  “Not necessary,” Jess replied to the unasked question. “This was a fuck between friends. There was one other thing to discuss before bed.”


  “What’s that?”


  “I thought about how we can handle your Allison problem. Obviously, no more masturbation. Just to remove any temptation, I’ll take custody of your sex toy and take responsibility for maintaining your pact with Gill. As for Brandon…” Jess paused thoughtfully.


  “Jesus,” Dan thought, “Was she working through all this while fucking him?” No wonder he felt like something was missing… at least, he hoped that was all it was. It certainly didn’t help to build his confidence in the manly arena.


  “I agree you should keep dating him,” Jess continued. “It’ll seem more suspicious if you broke up. Obviously limit physical contact to platonic kisses and hand holding, unless you can avoid that too. Grill him about the cheerleaders and dump him as soon as is prudent. Withholding affection will make the breakup easier. Before you do, I also want you to invite him over sometime this week.”


  “Why?”


  “Plausibility. If you’re dating him, he’ll expect to spend time with you. It’s safer if you do it here with me nearby. Less temptation.”


  Of course, it made sense. All of it. As Dan heard Jess talking about Brandon like a toy to be discarded, he felt nothing. Perhaps cleaning his pipes had indeed wiped the slate clean. He’d only know for sure once he was back in Allison’s body, though. He was anxious to find out.


  To Jess he said, “I can do all that.”


  “Good, we’re running out of time. We know the cheerleaders have access to Sheen now, so we’re on the right track. We must figure out if they’re dealing and, if possible, who the supplier is. Not making the squad is unfortunate, but it was always a possibility and I’m not ready to give up, are you?”


  “No ma’am.”


  “Excellent. Since you don’t need any more training, I don’t see any reason for you to spend more time than necessary as Allison. Take some guy time tomorrow. For now, let’s get cleaned up. I’ll see you in the morning.”


  Dan showered and returned to his third-floor bedroom. He eventually fell asleep, but not without wondering if he’d ever feel the unbridled passion of lovemaking as a man again, or if this evening was a fluke of necessity. If only he had made the cheerleading squad… Allison had been so close to everything she wanted… so… close.








  


  Chapter 15


  Allison awoke the following morning in a fit of confusion; This wasn’t her room. No impossibly silky pink bedspread or amber light filtering through the rose-colored curtains. “That’s because you’re Dan,” she realized. “Not Allison.”


  Dan peeked under the covers and confirmed the flat chest and simple t-shirt he had always worn to bed. Why, then did it feel so strange to see it? Memories of the night flooded back, making love to Jess… He thought it would reduce his confusion, not the opposite. Fortunately, he had the day to-


  The door burst open and a bleary-eyed Jess stumbled in. “A car out front. Your friend Tiffany is looking for Allison and I told her you were still sleeping. Get dressed and find us downstairs when you’re ready.”


  “What do you think she wants?”


  Already halfway out the door, Jess turned back. “How should I know? Get dressed and ask her yourself. Hurry!”


  She exited, and Dan was left staring at the empty doorway. So much for his vaunted “guy time.” Dragging himself from bed, he shuffled, exhausted, downstairs towards Allison’s room while carefully watching for any sign of Tiffany. He completed the excursion without incident and closed the door behind him.


  Last night he hadn’t taken the time to cleanse Allison’s body before returning it to the rack. He donned the suit and gasped as vivid sensations rushed through her limbs as Dan’s body was squeezed into the nubile teenager’s form.


  Allison looked into the mirror, observing the tear-streaked mascara, smudged lipstick and frazzled hair, a reminder of last night’s debauchery. It felt fresh, as if she’d only just returned. “Wasn’t sleeping with Jess supposed to wipe the slate clean?” she wondered.


  However, with Tiffany waiting downstairs, there wasn’t time to ponder how she should or shouldn’t be feeling. In fact, there wasn’t time for the shower she badly needed and would have to settle for a quick facial scrub and putting her hair up in a loose ponytail. Not bothering with a underwear, she slipped on a white tank top and a convenient pair of especially short, distressed jean shorts. Hopping down the stairs, she jiggled noticeably. The now familiar weight on her chest, when balanced against the freedom it offered, made the bra/no-bra decision an easy one. While she was only among girls, what did it matter?


  Tiffany and Jess were chatting amicably in the kitchen when Allison entered. Tiffany was sipping a cup of tea and nodding as she looked up at the taller woman who was gesticulating with an exaggerated flapping motion.


  “… So, I chased the bird off the property, but didn’t notice the edge of the lake until it was too late!”


  “Haha,” Tiffany chuckled, “You didn’t!”


  “It was the worst birthday ever… I was absolutely soaked.” Then, Jess turned, finally noticing Allison’s presence. “There you are love; I was wondering if you were ever coming down. Now Tiffany, perhaps you can tell us what brought you here so early.”


  Tiffany smiled, but didn’t say anything, her dark eyes glinting. Her arm rested on the kitchen island. Atop the island was Allison’s phone and pocketbook, most recently neglected at the party, beside an unfamiliar, medium-sized white box. It was clear that she was waiting for Allison to ask about it.


  Obligingly, Allison asked, “What’s in the box, Tiff?” As she approached it.


  “Open it,” Tiffany instructed mysteriously. “I brought it for you.”


  Glancing nervously, first at the smiling cheerleader and then studying the box, Allison reached out with shaking fingers. It couldn’t be… could it? Flipping the top revealed the coveted, ruffled red and white skirt for which she’d desperately strived. A cheerleading uniform!


  “EEEEEEEEEEEE!” Allison screeched with unfiltered joy bringing her hands to her mouth, momentarily and unexpectedly overcome with unbridled exuberance.


  Suddenly Tiffany’s arms were wrapped around her and they bounced together in delighted celebration. “Congratulations, sister!” Then Jess joined in the merriment, swallowing both girls with an enthusiastic hug.


  Allison was pressed tightly between the two, sharing in one another’s delight. She was so impossibly excited; It was only their presence keeping her upright. Somehow, against all logic, she had won the most coveted cheerleading outfit in the nation. The euphoria faded as she started to contemplate what this meant.


  Still sandwiched between her mother and best friend, Allison said, “After last night, I still made the squad?”


  Jess and Tiffany both stepped back from her. Studying her new squad-mate, Tiffany said, “I don’t know how, but you must have secured a sponsor. Clara didn’t tell me how she reached the decision… I asked to be the one to deliver the good news. Why… did something happen last night?”


  “N-no,” Allison lied. There was no way Nate would have sponsored her after Brandon nearly broke his penis… then how?


  “My little girl is a cheerleader!” Jess interrupted. “When do practices start?” she asked Tiffany.


  “Well, the formal induction ceremony isn’t until tomorrow, but I couldn’t wait to let you know. Monday you’ll get to wear the uniform to school! Just wait until you see the look on everyone else’s jealous faces when they see you in the red-and-white.”


  Tiffany gave Allison one more excited hug and promised to visit tomorrow before the ceremony. Afterwards she left Jess and a distracted Allison alone again, plus one cheerleading outfit.


  “This changes things,” Jess observed. “I thought you said you didn’t make it.”


  “I didn’t think I did! I’m not sure how this happened.”


  “Well you reacted perfectly,” her partner noted. “If you weren’t’ expecting it, then it’s even more impressive. That squeal was ear-splitting.”


  “Er- thanks,” Allison acknowledged uncertainty, afraid to admit just how genuine the moment felt. “I should probably tell my boyfriend, right?”


  “Invite him over tonight,” Jess suggested, surprisingly.


  “Really? I thought you were going to tell me to break up with him now that I’m a cheerleader.”


  “I was thinking about it last night and you made a good point. Plus, it would seem weird if you didn’t want to celebrate with him,” she conceded.


  Allison left to text her boyfriend and take the shower she badly needed, all the while marveling that, somehow, against all odds, she had made the squad. However, she was surprised to see a text already waiting for her. It was the same restricted number she recognized as belonging to Gill.


  “Congratulations,” it read.


  The word sent a chill down her spine. With all the hectic events of the last 12 hours, she’d nearly forgotten her Daddy. Of course he’d know, he was Athletic Director. His straightforward text seemed to reach inside her chest cavity and twist her heart into a pretzel.


  Perusing her lips, she considered a reply, but instead she initiated a new text to Brandon.


  [I made chrldr!!!!!!]


  A moment later came the reply.


  [Congrats. I no hw much it mttrd to u]


  [We should clbrat]


  [Mom wntd to get to no my bfrnd]


  [Can u come ovr tnght?]


  [Def! 6 work?]


  [Ya, c u thn]


  Then, there was a pause as Allison noticed Brandon typing. She waited another moment or two, but no message was forthcoming. She shrugged, grabbed a towel and headed for the bathroom with a silly smile. If the prospect of seeing Brandon again was to blame? Maybe it was okay, she decided.


  Sometime later, dressed in a comfortable, loose fitting grey blouse and capris Allison met up with Jess. The agent was lounging on the couch with a laptop in her lap. She looked up from the background check she was currently evaluating, and Allison recognized Brandon’s face in the monitor. However, she pretended not to notice. “How odd,” she thought.


  “It’s been a stressful couple of days,” Jess observed. “I know you were looking forward to having some man-time, but I have a proposal. My favorite outlet is having a sale, and I was thinking a mother-daughter shopping trip might be fun. What do you say to brunch and some new clothes?”


  “That… actually sounds amazing,” Allison conceded, surprising herself. It sounded like the ideal thing to get her mind off the burgeoning apprehension she was feeling towards fitting in with the cheerleaders. Plus, she could pick up something new for her date with Brandon. “Let’s go now! Brandon is coming over tonight at six.”


  “Perfect, let me grab my purse.”


  Allison was surprised to discover how much she enjoyed the day. They fell into their roles easily, hitting boutique after boutique and offering observations about one another’s outfit selections. She tried on so many pretty dresses, adorable skirts, and sexy blouses. Their haul even included some sexy sleepwear after they passed a Victoria’s Secret.


  “You looked incredible in that negligée,” Allison recalled. “My wardrobe doesn’t have anything sexy like that.”


  Jess peered at the storefront and said, “Well, there’s no reason you shouldn’t be allowed to feel sexy, so long as it’s in private. Let’s find something you like.”


  In each successive shop, the detective found herself drawn to one more dress, or one more pair of shoes. Most surprisingly, it wasn’t getting boring. She was excited to enter each new store and see what they offered. Shopping had never been so much fun before! They also stopped at a salon where the pair was pampered into a restful serenity.


  By the time they had shopped themselves out, it was nearly 5pm. Exhausted but satisfied, they headed home. Allison investigated the backseat, surprised to see how much she’d purchased and glad it was on the government’s dime.


  “I’d be proud to have a real daughter with half the shopping stamina you do.” Jess admitted. “I needed this, thank you.”


  Jess hadn’t purchased much for herself, but she was wearing a new blouse which was quite alluring on her. A low cut showed off her moderate bust, which, while smaller than Allison’s were still quite lovely. Dan had seen, and felt it, firsthand; The woman carried a mature sexiness to employ however she chose. If the blouse she wore drew attention to those exquisite breasts, it was by design.


  They returned home, and Jess began working on dinner while Allison returned to her room to select an outfit for tonight. It was a difficult choice. She wanted something cute, but comfortable, it was a night-in, after all. Ultimately, she settled on an off-white, button down blouse tucked into a pair of skin-tight, pink, denim shorts. Then she looked into the mirror, recalled her mother’s blouse and undid another button.


  “Perfect,” she decided and observed the clock. 5:52PM. Had she been debating outfits for nearly an hour? She hurried downstairs as the aroma of baked chicken wafted through the house. Although Jess always cooked, rarely did it smell THIS good. The agent was cooking up something special tonight.


  However, before Allison could investigate, the bell rang, and she rushed to the door. Peering through the peephole, she spied a nervous looking Brandon rocking on his toes. He wore a sharp blazer and held something she couldn’t make out under his arm. Eagerly, she opened the door to admit him, heart pounding in her ears.


  They stared at one another across the entryway for a moment before Brandon said, “Sorry, I’m a bit early.” Then he held up a DVD which he pulled from the crook of his arm. “I brought a copy of ‘A Knight’s Tale’. I-I thought we could watch it.”


  Allison was utterly floored. While she obviously had every reason to remember the innocuous beginnings of her female high school career, Brandon remembering the small detail from their first conversation was incredible . Her heart raced with delight.


  “I’d love to watch it later,” Allison said, struggling to contain her joy. “My mom is finishing dinner for us, is that okay?”


  “Of course, I’m starving.”


  Allison pulled Brandon inside. Sparks flew as their hands touched and she found herself staring into his dark eyes. His face approached hers and suddenly stopped as he turned to notice Jess entering the room from the kitchen.


  The older woman had discarded the apron she preferred while cooking and was wearing the same low-cut top from earlier. Brandon certainly noticed and Allison scowled at the development. For some reason, she’d thought her mother might change before her boyfriend arrived. She tightened her grip on his hand.


  “Dinner is ready,” Jess announced. And then, as if she was only first noticing Brandon, she added. “It’s good to see you Brandon. Are you hungry?”


  All three sat down to a quiet meal. Allison tried to enjoy her food but couldn’t help noticing the strange way her ‘mother’ was acting. She was laughing like a schoolgirl and found multiple occasions to touch Brandon on the arm or hand throughout the meal. Was Jess flirting with her boyfriend?


  No, that was insane. And, if she was, so what? Still, the very idea made Allison furious and she barely touched her chicken. Dinner passed in a red haze of confusion and frustration the younger woman barely understood.


  “That was delicious, Ms. Ross,” Brandon said as he finished the last bite. “So yummy.”


  “There’s more if you’re still hungry, dear,” Jess assured him placing her hand atop his, again. “I would never forgive myself if you left unsatisfied.”


  Double entendre, or a coincidence in phrasing from an outstanding host? Allison pushed her chair back noisily and stood, drawing the attention of both Jess and Brandon.


  “Did you want to watch the movie?” Allison asked a bit too loudly.


  “Um, sure. In the living room?”


  “Thank you, Brandon,” Jess confirmed, pointing in the appropriate direction. Then, as the young man left to set up the TV, Jess approached Allison.


  “What are you doing?” she asked the detective.


  “What are YOU doing?” Allison replied petulantly to her confused looking ‘mother’ before stomping into the living room after her boyfriend.


  Maybe this was all in her head… Brandon wasn’t really her boyfriend, she wasn’t really a woman… unlike Jess. Yet, as the young man reached for the remote, Allison watched him, mesmerized. Two questions pulsed incessantly in her mind. What if Brandon was more attracted to Jess than he was to her? And. Why did it feel like fiery-hot poker was driven through her chest each time she considered the possibility?


  To distract herself, Allison looked around the room. Two couches flanked the TV at right angles to one another. A blanket rested across the back of the larger couch since the enormous house often grew cool after sunset. It rankled Allison, who was much more sensitive to cold than Dan. She chose the blanketed couch for that reason, while Jess took the other.


  Brandon finished setting up, hit the lights and joined her, claiming the seat immediately beside her. Good. It meant Brandon and Allison would be sharing one couch, while Jess was all alone on hers.


  With vindictive flair Allison found herself snuggling up against Brandon. He was so warm, and smelled wonderful, like cedar and sweat intermixed. She couldn’t get enough of it… it was intoxicating.


  “Are you cold?” he asked.


  Allison nodded demurely, and Brandon slipped the blanket off the back of the couch positioning it atop both their laps. It was wonderfully cozy beneath the blanket, yet as the movie progressed she snuggled deeper and deeper into his proximity. Like gravity or magnetism, she was drawn to him until they were hip-to-hip, leg-to-leg, and as close as the laws of physics allowed. For his part, Brandon acted as eager as she, wriggling to allow her closer still.


  Jess seemingly noticed nothing, fully engrossed in the film, so Allison reclined partially against her boyfriend’s chest, nestling against him, sensing his eager heartbeat. Her own thrummed with excitement as Brandon’s hand rested lightly atop her thigh, casually, or perhaps, suggestively? She judged it roughly mid-way between knee and hip. Leg and hand both rested entirely beneath the blanket, concealed from sight in a room now lit only by the flickering television screen.


  Testing, Allison gently squeezed Brandon’s upper leg, ‘inadvertently’, as she adjusted her positioning, angling her chest into his line of sight. Of course, that presumed he was watching the movie at all. For her part, although she was gazing in the rough direction of the TV, her attention was given wholly to the man beside her. Once his eyes flicked down to covet her breasts, she decided to push further, embracing a surge of confidence.


  Using her apparent comfort as a pretext, Allison attempted to reposition herself again. Using Brandon’s OTHER thigh for leverage, her fingers ever so lightly grazing past her classmate’s khaki clad package. She felt him tense and for an instant worried she’d gone too far. However, the palm resting on her thigh slid a few inches closer to her hip, stopping at the edge of her shorts. His fingers began to playful fiddle with the fringe and she shivered in breathless suspense.


  Was the man teasing her or equally uncertain about her intentions? Clarity was all Allison desired as she began gently kneading the interior of Brandon’s thigh with brazen directness. In response, the fabric of his slacks grew tight.


  Any remaining ambiguity vanished as Brandon began stroking her crotch through the denim shorts. A shiver of anxious delight trembled forth from her snatch. Warmth flowed from his deliberate touch sending shivers tantalizingly along her flesh. With excruciating slowness Brandon’s fingers slid over her mound in circular motions and she bit her lip in a bid to remain silent.


  Clinging tightly to her boyfriend, Allison retaliated by stroking the rigid bulge of Brandon’s crotch, tentatively at first, as she spared a nervous glance in the direction of her mother. The other woman was mercifully enraptured by ‘A Knight’s Tale’ and she could continue stroking at the turgid mass with curious fingers. It was only fair.


  Even so, she was careful to avoid disrupting the blanket too much while playfully exploring Brandon’s tightly contained erection. Although she’d touched him before, it was under the influence of drugs and she was less bold in the current circumstances, despite the fact her boyfriend continued to fondle her genitals. She bit her lip to suppress the moans which threatened escape.


  The fingers between her thighs began incrementally crawling northward, questing for the button which topped a zipper, and thusly, the seal to her shorts. Heart racing, it took all Allison’s control not to squirm under the excruciatingly drawn out process.


  When he finished, her schoolmate would find a sopping wet pussy thirsting for his touch. Allison desperately wanted him to discover the depth of her desire. It made her wish she’d worn something with a stretch waist, or better yet a skirt! Worse, she still didn’t know if he was drawing out the process to avoid creating a scene beneath the blanket, tease her, or was somehow still uncertain how committed she’d become to their lustful experimentation.


  There wasn’t anything Allison could do about the first two scenarios, but if Brandon could touch her directly, she could touch him too!


  Using the same deliberative economy of motion, she began to unbuckle his belt. However, she’d only first begun fumbling in the dark when a hand plunged into her panties.


  “Mnh!” Allison squeaked in surprise and jubilation.


  Jess’ head snapped around and Brandon’s hand, submerged up to the wrist in her undergarments, froze. She could feel a finger poised on her clit. It was agony, such taunting, tantalizing pleasure!


  “Is everything alright?” Jess asked. “You’re looking a little flushed, are you feeling okay?”


  “I’m fine mom,” Allison lied, “It was a hiccup.”


  “I can get you a glass of water–”


  “No!” Allison interrupted. “We’re missing the movie, let’s just watch… I’m fine, really.”


  Staring pointedly at the television screen, Allison watched Jess out of the corner of her eye. “Please, please,” she wished silently. Slowly, mercifully, her mother turned back to the movie.


  An instant later Brandon’s fingers slid down her wetness, unleashing a sensual tremor, shaking throughout her slender body. She knew her nipples would be as rigid as the cock she frantically worked to free through a haze of pleasure. Careful not to dislodge the blanket, she finally pulled forth the throbbing erection from its khaki confines as it sprang into her willing hand.


  With senses heightened Allison felt the length of his manhood with admiration. It was the second time she’d held Brandon’s cock, but now it felt massive in her hands. Far larger than Dan’s, possibly surpassing even Gill’s monster. It was intimidatingly thick and impossibly hard, like granite, but warm and pulsing with desire.


  They began to pleasure one another with unbearable sluggishness. Terrified of being discovered by her mother, Allison stroked a slender hand along Brandon’s shaft. Loosely gripping it she traced along the base and teased the tip expertly with her fingertips. She knew exactly what a cock liked and effortlessly coaxed her boyfriend’s erection to extraordinary delights, despite the glacial pace of their undercover carnal expedition. His heavy, labored breathing thrilled her.


  Despite the distraction, Brandon continued to pleasure her as well. Taking his girlfriend’s lead, the handsome suitor caressed her sex with a marvelous, tantalizing zeal. His hands slid between her panties and drooling slit easily, teasing and testing the clitoris withindustrius, ever-voyaging fingers.


  His inexperience was counterbalanced by the narrow space her shorts allowed for his hand and the unparalleled horniness that ravaged Allison’s virgin body. She’d never been so wet, even on Sheen. Unable to contain her desire, she gently rocked her hips, matching the creeping pace he maintained. She almost lost her mind when a slipped a finger inside her vagina. It was utterly, unimaginably delicious… If only the finger was bigger and thicker. Big and thick like his-


  “You’re so wet,” he whispered into her ear. “Does that feel good?”


  His breath on her neck, his fingers against her sex. It was almost too much to bear and Allison didn’t dare open her mouth to reply. It was taking all her will to keep her voice silent when the ever-intensifying waves of pleasure threatened to wash her away in voluminous climax… If only he went a little faster, if only her mother was…


  Suddenly, she glanced in Jess direction and noticed her mother’s head listed sideways at an odd angle. Eyes closed, the woman was softly breathing in a steady rhythm reclined against the arm of the couch. What unexpected fortune, she was asleep!


  This was the moment Allison had been waiting for. She began to stroke Brandon with an increased tempo. Although she desperately wanted his throbbing member inside her, Allison doubted Jess was sleeping deeply enough for THAT. Instead, she settled for a hand job which caused her boyfriend’s head to tilt backwards in satisfaction.


  He didn’t slacken his grip on her pussy, however and matched her increased pace with a steady, thumping cadence which quickly pushed her over the edge into a shuddering, writhing orgasm. She wanted to scream in pleasure but pressed her face into Brandon’s unexpectedly muscular chest and unleashed a muffled moan as her body helplessly quivered in climax. He came alongside her with a twitching, trembling release, spilling untold volumes of viscous spunk all over the underside of the blanket, utterly coating her hand in semen.


  Neither teen moved for several long moments as the credits began to roll. Allison slumped against Brandon’s chest, listening to his heartbeat slowly return to normal. Her pussy still radiated heat and intermittently trembled at the memory of his finger inside her. Together they reveled in the joy of sexual release.


  “Sorry about your blanket,” Brandon whispered, breaking the spell. “Did you?”


  “You, *huff-huff*, can’t tell?”


  Allison examined his face and saw the eager grin of a boy who knew perfectly well what he was about. She punched him lightly on the arm.


  “Ow,” he mimed.


  “Help me with this,” Allison whispered, gathering the blanket into a bundle while striving to remain as silent as possible. She caught a brief glimpse of Brandon’s penis and wistfully watched as he stuffed it back into his pants. She re-buttoned her own shorts and subsequently led him to the laundry room.


  After the evidence was safely into the wash cycle, they kissed, briefly but passionately, and walked to the door together. Standing a few inches apart, Allison gazing up into the dark, handsome eyes of her taller companion.


  “It’s getting late,” Brandon observed. “I should go.”


  However, Allison noted that he didn’t move. Which was fine, she didn’t want him to leave. What she wanted, was to invite him upstairs. However, she wasn’t about to forget Jess sleeping in the next room.


  “It is late,” Allison agreed. “I- had fun tonight.”


  “Me too… You are so beautiful; You know? I knew you’d make cheerleader, they’re lucky to have you. I’m sorry if I–”


  Allison silenced him with another kiss. It required her to stand on tiptoes to reach his lips with her own but as he pulled her into an embrace, the awkwardness was swept away in a torrent of delight. She was kissing the boy she liked, and he was kissing her back. Nothing else mattered. Being held by him, embraced by him, consumed by him… Melting into his arms, moaning into the kiss. If he carried her upstairs right now, there was no limit to what she’d let him do- but then the embrace ended and the two unwound. She hadn’t realized how tightly she’d been holding him.


  Her feet once again on solid ground, Allison placed her head against Brandon’s chest. “I wish you didn’t have to go,” she confessed.


  “I’ll see you on Monday,” he assured her. “First thing in the morning?”


  “You bet. Goodnight Brandon.”


  “Goodnight Allie,” he replied sending a shiver down her spine. She loved it when he called her that. He turned to leave, but suddenly stopped. “Before I forget. This Friday is the Homecoming dance. Did you want to go with me?”


  Allison’s heart leapt for joy.


  “Of course!” she answered, her mind already whirring excitedly at the possibility of shopping for a new dress. Then as she noticed Brandon still standing by the door she said, “I can’t wait.”


  “Me either.”


  They shared one final, too brief, kiss and Brandon reluctantly departed. Allison slumped by the door. It was impossible to believe how much she wanted him, wanted to be with him. She’d never felt this way about anyone in her life. The very thought of him was enough to set her heart to pounding… High school had never been like this, at least, not the first time around.


  With her boyfriend gone, it was as if a part of herself had vanished with him. However, she studied a nearby clock and saw that it was already past eleven.


  “So much for increased Dan-time,” Allison thought. Not like she wanted to waste time in the pale, emotionless world of the detective when she could feel such unparalleled exhilaration as Allison. And the rough valuation didn’t even include the sexual thrill of the female orgasm which far surpassed the equivalent male experience. Being cuddled, spoiled, desired. Being a girl was amazing! Nevertheless, risking prolonged exposure was unsafe and, entirely out of a sense of duty, Allison trudged upstairs. Reluctantly, she removed the skinsuit.


  Dan dreaded removing the suit, but managed to peel away the smooth skin from his gangly frame with excruciating effort. No longer the supple, desirable cheerleader, he was the gruff, uncouth detective once again. He glanced back at the skinsuit with a forlorn expression and tramped upstairs to Dan’s bedroom, as drab and blearily masculine as he was. Then he put on his boring, plain boxers and slumped into bed, quickly passing into sleep.








  


  Chapter 16


  Allison awoke the next morning with a start. She was in her bedroom and totally nude. How on Earth had she gotten there? Details of the previous night began to return gradually as she looked down at the flawless, feminine body of Allison.


  After several hours of light, fitful sleep Dan had arisen and tried to walk off the disquiet that haunted his dreams. Awake, plagued by a nagging confusion, not unlike the vague uncertainty which afflicted Allison, it kept him from sleeping soundly as he always had before.


  In an exhausted haze, he stumbled around the house until eventually being drawn to a mild buzzing noise. The detective eventually tracked the sound back to its source, Jess bedroom! Once he had gotten close enough, he could identify the sound easily, Gill’s vibrator and something else… a soft whisper on the voice of the lewd ATF agent.


  “Brandon, oh, Brandon, Ohmmmm,” Jess moaned to Dan’s utter shock.


  Allison shook her head in disbelief. She had to be misremembering. After careful consideration, she conceded it was true.


  Dan had heard Jess pleasuring herself to a fantasy involving Allison’s boyfriend. Inexplicably frustrated, he’d left the woman to her pleasure, head downstairs to Allison’s bedroom and put on the suit.


  Why? Brandon was Allison’s fantasy, if anyone was going to pleasure themselves to his roguish face, it was his girlfriend. Once she was wholly a woman again, she’d done exactly that… And promptly fallen into a deep, satisfied sleep. Now, late Sunday morning sun signaled it was past time to get up. Her phone blinked 10:21 AM and she saw a message waiting from Tiffany.


  [I’ll be there @noon]


  [See you soon sister!]


  [Get hyped!!!!!!!:-P:-P:-P:-P]


  Allison couldn’t help but giggle at her new friend’s exuberance. In truth she was excited. Getting to this point had required overcoming innumerable obstacles a nieve detective never could have imagined. Now she was on the precipice of ascending to high school royalty.  


  Things were going impossibly well. She had a sexy boyfriend, and a passionate best friend… What else could a girl need? A new dress, she conceded. She’d have to ask Tiff if she wanted to go shopping for homecoming… Maybe something with sequins?


  The morning routine commenced without additional distraction and Allison emerged from her room in a tight V-neck blouse, floral print, chiffon mini skirt and an adorable pair of heels she’d bought during yesterday’s shopping spree. With a spring in her step and bubbling sense of elation, Allison felt weightless.


  Then she saw Jess and the euphoria evaporated like a puddle in the sun. Allison couldn’t look at her partner without a heartbreaking surge of betrayal. Still, she resolved to finish the mission. If it meant bottling up the rancor she currently felt towards her mother, she could hide it. She was very good at acting. Jess could stew in her jealousy from now to eternity for all Allison cared.


  Jess noticed her enter with a small start. “Allison, it’s you. I was expecting Dan.”


  “Dan’s not the man you have on your mind,” Allison murmured scornfully in a quiet voice.


  “What?”


  “Nothing. Tiff is coming by in a half hour. She’s bringing me to the cheerleader thing. I’m not sure when I’ll be home.”


  “Oh… okay,” a befuddled Jess responded. She watched as Allison poured herself a bowl of cereal and left the kitchen with it. “Allison, wait!”


  Allison stopped and turned back. Was the woman ready admit her shameful perfidy?


  “I got a call from local law enforcement. They’re picking up chatter about something going down this week. Keep an ear open today.”


  “I’m a detective, thanks,” Allison said, slightly more defiant than intended. However, it wasn’t more than Jess deserved in her opinion. She left the older woman behind with lips pressed in a tight line and ate her breakfast alone in her room while thumbing through the latest Teen Vogue for Homecoming outfit ideas.


  A brief time later the doorbell rang, and she hurried downstairs, ushering Tiffany out before Jess could intervene.


  “Oh-em-gee,” Tiffany bubbled as they drove away in her BMW. “Are you excited? I’ve never seen you in a hurry like that.”


  Allison huffed and said, “I didn’t want to be around my mom right now.”


  “But you two seemed so close. What happened?


  “I don’t want to talk about it,” Allison lamented. Then to change the subject she said, “Hey, are you going to Homecoming?”


  Inexplicably, Tiffany began blushing furiously.


  “I-I mean, I was thinking about it,” She stammered. “W-Why, are you going?”


  “I was wondering if you wanted to go dress shopping with me.”


  “Oh…” the blonde cheerleader paused, briefly losing her jovial grin. It returned almost immediately. “Definitely. Did you want to go Tuesday after school?”


  “Perfect,” Allison replied. “You always look so cute; I trust your judgement to help me find the perfect dress.”


  Tiffany beamed and glanced over at her passenger. “Your outfits are adorable too, but then, you’d look amazing in anything. I’m not sure you’d need my help, but I’ll need a dress too… Sounds like fun!”


  During the remainder of the ride, they discussed how they’d style their hair for the dance. All the while, Allison marveled at how natural this felt. Dan had felt an immense pressure be something beyond what he was. Now Allison was experiencing something spectacular, acceptance. She could finally be herself!


  Before she knew it, they had reached Clara’s home, parked and approached the main building. It looked different in the afternoon light: Less intimidating but somehow more grandiose, the manor house ‘loomed’. Involuntarily, she squeezed Tiffany’s hand as the couple approached the door. Although she couldn’t recall taking her friend’s hand, girls were so touchy feely the open gesture was welcome. Tiffany squeezed back reassuringly.


  “You’re one of us,” she whispered. “We’ll always have your back, now. There’s nothing to be afraid of here.”


  Sure enough, the full roster of 20 or so girls were waiting just inside the entrance. Tiffany led her around and introduced her to each. Allison had memorized each girl’s name before ever setting foot in Randolph High but marveled at how attractive each of them was in person. Putting a name to a face, she greeted each with open delight and they responded in kind.


  As it turned out, only two other girls had endured the rigor of this year’s tryouts and she was formally introduced to each. Allison recognized one as the large-breasted, enthusiastic blonde from the second stage of the tryout. The other was an athletic looking brunette wearing an fashionable, turquoise tunic dress. She committed their names and faces to memory as well.


  Clara approached the group and motioned for silence. The chatter died swiftly, and Ellis the butler stepped up to announce everything was ready in the den. The entire group, save the attendant, proceeded into the luxurious sitting room together, slowly filing into the space. Strangely, all the furniture had been removed. Blankets and rugs littered the floor in a soft, cushy hodgepodge of interior hills and valleys.


  “Today we celebrate the induction of three amazing women into our ranks,” Clara proclaimed in a loud voice. “Each of you has proven your ability and fitness to join the squad. You are our sisters. All that remains is the final anointing. Strip.”


  


  Allison blinked. Every one of the cheerleaders was removing their clothing, save the new initiates who were all looking around, equally confused. Tiffany leaned in as she stepped out of her panties and said, “It’s okay. Remember, you’re one of us.”


  Hesitantly, Allison began undressing and the other initiates followed her lead. Fully nude, she studied the room, quietly observing the nearly universal, flawless beauty of the gathered ladies without a hint of arousal. She admired them the way one admired fine art but found no budding desire as she looked around.


  “Bind their eyes, so they might learn to trust their sisters,” Clara commanded.


  Allison felt a bandana slip over her eyes but took a deep breath. A hand on her shoulder gently pressed down and she dropped willingly to her knees. Her heart pounded in anticipation.


  “Ladies,” said the head cheerleader, her voice rising to a crescendo. “Let’s welcome our newest sisters!”


  Neither Dan nor Allison had never participated in an orgy, but it was unquestionably what Allison had been wrought to endure. Blindfolded; Sensations trilled across her body from unseen forces. Soft hands touched her, teased her, fondled her. Although she hadn’t be aroused earlier, Allison couldn’t help growing horny as an endless flurry of ever more titillating foreplay was visited upon her lithe form. Each new manipulation set her her head spinning with unexpected thrills.


  Lips caressed her nipples, tongues slithered along her neck sending shivers down her spine. Continuous stimulation sent her body into sexual overdrive. Multiple pairs of hands spread her legs wide, while a delicate, darting tongue expertly teased her clitoris. She moaned helplessly as her blind body was led through increasingly erotic barrage of sexual violations.


  It was puerile sapphic debauchery and she reveled in it. Splendid, roiling pleasure thrummed within. Each hand or mouth new exactly how to manipulate her, extracting maximum pleasure. Giggles and moans filled the air.


  “Ahn, ahn. Uhn,” Allison sighed in delight. Fingers plunged into her drenched pussy and she shuddered in satisfaction. Then legs interlocked with hers and began rubbing. Blindly she bucked her hips, a soft, “Oh, ohm, oooo,” escaped as the pleasure intensified.


  It was impossible to distinguish where her body ended, and others’ began. She could feel her breasts being fondled, as another pair of hands took the back of her head and pulled her mouth into contact with another dripping wet pussy.


  Obediently, she licked at the delicious honey and was rewarded with groans of satisfaction from the unseen partner.


  “Mmmm, fmmm, ummmm,” the girl mewed into another drooling muff as Allison’s pleasure reached ever greater heights from a vibrator applied directly to her quivering sex.


  Time was lost as multiple orgasms assaulted her lithe body. Shuddering, quaking climaxes, one after another, after another. She’d never experienced multiple orgasms before! The collective lust of the orgy drove her again and again to the edge of unparalleled satisfaction. There was always to be another willing tongue, teasing finger or new boundary to be pushed. Light anal teasing, rough spanking, hair pulling. Things she’d never previously enjoyed. They now found purchase on her shifting carnal landscape, all in the service to pleasure of the orgasmic mass.


  Her moans joined a chorus of high pitched squeals and moans, shouts and dirty talk. All around her the ground shook with the flesh of nubile teens engaging in unspeakably erotic acts, yet she couldn’t see any hint of it. Her other senses writhed in sensual delights beyond comprehension. It didn’t matter if she couldn’t see them. Men needed to see, Allison and her sisters were unburdened with such triviality! Idly, she fingered a nearby cheerleader’s snatch, relishing the twitching orgasm which squeezed her fingers as her own crease was delved by another set of curious digits.


  Despite the immense pleasure, Allison couldn’t help but notice a distinct lack of… something. She caught a glimpse of it once. A deep, passionate kiss… something beyond the perfunctory, depraved delights of the orgy. But too soft, not like the kisses she shared with Brandon…. As she found herself picturing her boyfriend within the darkness and the throbbing need intensified. Deep inside, where only he could reach it beckoned, yearning and hungry.


  “Ah, Oh, god! Oh, Brandon! AHHHHNNNN!” she screamed as a final orgasm sent her into a convulsing, squirming climax arched her back. Her conniving body wanted his cock so bad, ached for it… even now, after uncountable climaxes. She could only lie panting in a pool of her own sweat and desire as the final trembling pleasure slowly subsided. The bodies around her slowly ceased their activity as well, moans fading into a warm, hazy silence. Embarrassed, Allison hoped the boisterous crowd had drowned out her selfish cry.


  The blindfolds were finally removed. Allison spied her clothing in a small pile nearby. Other girls were dressing, many of them with rosy cheeks or disheveled hair. None more so than the initiates.


  Allison doubted she looked much more composed, her knees were still wobbly. No longer worried about fitting in, Allison certainly felt welcomed. Lingering concerns nagged at the teen as the pleasure faded to a sumptuous memory.


  Deciding to temporarily forgo clothing, Allison approached Clara. The head cheerleader was fully dressed in a casual, loose fitting, bright yellow, o-neck dress. The woman managed to look impeccable, despite the evening’s activities.


  Allison strived to appear half as composed, she still hadn’t forgotten her mission.


  “Hi Clara, I–”


  The woman embraced her easily. Clara’s heels made her distinctly taller than Allison who nearly toppled over from the unexpected embrace. The warmth of her greeting was at odds with the serious expression she wore.


  “Welcome to the squad, Allison. What’s on your mind that couldn’t wait until you got dressed?”


  The question she had intended to ask was replaced by another thing which had been bothering her. She felt a sudden need to be honest with her new sister and her priorities shifted accordingly.


  “Look, about Nate…” Allison paused uncertain what to say next.


  “Nate is a moron,” Clara observed. “But, I’m head cheerleader and he’s the quarterback with a big enough cock to do the job… as you no doubt observed. I don’t care he tried to cheat on me. As for his little accident? He’ll live. And I know you’re not interested in HIM.”


  “Then he sponsored me?” Allison asked, blushing, trying to follow the odd, one-sided conversation.


  “What? Of course not. He wouldn’t tell me what you did to him, but he swore up and down that no football player would ever endorse you.”


  “Then how?”


  “You had the endorsement sewn up long before the second round of tryouts. Did Brandon not tell you?”


  “WHAT!?” Allison nearly collapsed in surprise.


  “It was bold of you to seduce the team’s placekicker to secure your nomination and I respect that. I assumed he told you that he’d support your bid when you first started hooking up.”


  Allison blushed again and, since she was naked, Clara watched her whole body turn bright pink. “How do you know about that?”


  “What concerns me is that you play this sweet, innocent girl to attract men, when in reality you are as slutty as they come. Even over the other girls, I could hear your incessant moaning.”


  “That’s not–”


  “Something is off about you,” Clara interrupted. “And I couldn’t put my finger on it before. I’m still not sure what it was. But it doesn’t matter anymore. You’re one of us now which is why I’m telling you this: Brandon is smart. Too smart. Be careful with him.”


  Allison cocked her head to the side questioningly, but Clara didn’t elaborate.


  “We’re glad to have you, sister,” Clara added. “Practice is Monday and Wednesday. We have a fundraiser on Thursday. Friday is the Homecoming game. It’s a lot, I know. Cheerleading is certainly a commitment, but I look forward to getting to know you over the year.”


  Despite the older girl’s kind words, Allison got the impression that she still wasn’t fully trusted. Something about the way the head cheerleader continually scowled at her with slate grey eyes. Was it any wonder Nate wasn’t thrilled dating this cold fish? Still, the detective in her sensed a lead.


  “What is the fundraiser? Like, a carwash?” Allison asked.


  “Haha, is that what they did at your last school? No, we’re making a deal to set up the squad for years to come. I can’t tell you any more right now, okay? Now for the love of God, put some clothes on.”


  Allison blushed a third time and complied, slipping on her underwear followed by the blouse and skirt. With all the bodily fluids exchanged earlier, she marveled that they were still clean.


  “Hey, Allie,” Tiffany said, pushing through the tight-knit throng of cheerleaders. “I’m all set to head back if you are.”


  “What time is it?”


  “Nearly six,” her friend replied.


  They’d been at it for nearly 6 hours? That was impossible… However, as Allison reminisced, she conceded the point. In the hazy, sex charged atmosphere, it was entirely conceivable. Then her stomach rumbled violently. Six hours was a definite possibility.


  Tiffany chuckled, “Cheerleading is hungry work. Want to grab a bite to eat?”


  “More than anything,” Allison admitted.


  “I know a place that might work.”


  Fifteen minutes later, Allison had a massive burrito nearly the size of her head sitting atop her plate. She eagerly cut into it, spilling delicious cheese and rice to be devoured.


  “I’m surprised you’d eat at a place like this,” Tiffany noted. “But I guess there’s a lot I don’t know about you.”


  “Mfhrr?” Allison asked, her mouth stuffed with rice, tortilla and black beans, clearly blindsided by the comment.


  “Why didn’t you tell me you and Brandon were dating? I thought we were- friends,” she finished after a micro-pause.


  Allison swallowed the bite and said, “We are friends! You’re the best friend I have here.”


  Tears gathered in the corners of Tiffany’s eyes, but she quickly wiped them away with obvious frustration. “I just… I feel like you held it back on purpose.” Tears were openly rolling down the blonde’s cheek.


  Pushing the plate aside, Allison reached across the table to her friend. Wiping the tears aside, she said, “I don’t know what I’d do without you and I never meant to upset you. It sort of… Happened. I would never intentionally hurt you.”


  Hopefully she read the honesty in Allison’s eyes. Truthfully, she had no idea why Tiffany was so upset. The weeping cheerleader, slightly mollified by the explanation, continued cupping Allison’s hand with her own for several long moments. She took a few deep breaths and finally sighed. “You’re right. I don’t know why I–”


  “We’re sisters now, right?” Allison asked, taking Tiffany’s hands into hers.


  “Right,” Tiff confirmed, nodding.


  “We’ll always be there for each other.”


  Tiffany smiled sadly, but nodded, wiping away the last of her tears. “No matter what.”


  The rest of the evening returned to the playful sense of camaraderie Allison had always known with Tiffany, her unexplained fit quickly forgotten as they began to discuss more important topics… like which boutique to start with on Tuesday’s expedition.


  Allison arrived home after 9pm to a seemingly empty house. Lights were off, both inside and out. The warm inviting atmosphere of the home was all but vanished. Allison wished her friend a good night and walked up to the doorway using the light on her phone to find her way.


  Inside, Jess sat by the door dressed in an oversized t-shirt with laptop resting on her outstretched legs. Allison felt the flood of resentment return but suppressed it. They had work to discuss.


  “I was wondering when you’d be home,” Jess said. “I was about to go to bed.”


  Frowning, Allison nearly changed her mind. Instead she swallowed her anger and said with as little spite as she could manage, “Too bad, I was busy finding our potential breakthrough lead. You mentioned activity this week… was that Thursday evening?”


  “Hmmm,” Jess mused, typing at her computer. “The Chinese have been moving in force, they could be preparing for action on Thursday night. It lines up, I suppose. Why?”


  “The cheerleaders are preparing for a mysterious fundraising activity the night before Homecoming. Clara was light on details, but it sounded shady.”


  As Allison spoke, she felt an overwhelming sense of foreboding. It felt wrong to betray her new sisters like this, but she had been so eager to prove her value to Jess that she had immediately forked over the information. Now, she was having second thoughts.


  “Do you know where and when?” Jess asked. “We can have SWAT on the ready to catch them all red-handed. This could be huge.”


  “I-um, well, I’m exactly not sure they’re selling drugs yet.”


  Jess looked unfazed by the younger girl’s suddenly waffling belief. “It lines up too well with all the other intel. Jesus, we might have really finished this! We can go home again!”


  “Yeah… “Allison conceded glumly. “It’s not a sure thing though–”


  “I’ll put in a call,” Jess interrupted, excitedly. “We’ll ready SWAT for action on Thursday. You just need to get us the when and where before the ‘Fundraiser’ and we’ll crack this case wide open!”


  “Okay, I-um, I’m not feeling great. I’m going to go upstairs and get some sleep.” Her stomach felt like it was twisted in knots. She could only picture Tiffany crying behind bars. “G-goodnight.”


  Allison dragged herself up the stairs, ignoring her ecstatic partner’s phone calls to the local drug enforcement officials. They’d want to talk to her, hear the intel first hand. But not tonight. She felt dirty, grimy. And it wasn’t because of the orgy. She stripped off her clothes and then began struggling against the skinsuit. She deserved this pain. Allison betrayed her sisters and didn’t deserve her amazing body either.


  Twenty minutes later, raw and throbbing, Dan stumbled upstairs and crawled into bed. As tired as he was, it was a long time before he managed to fall asleep.








  


  Chapter 17


  Allison awoke to the sound of her alarm. The high thread count linens were so soft on her skin, and it was so warm beneath them, she didn’t want to move. However, as she lay there, something about the situation felt strange. Then she shot straight up, the covers flying off. She looked down at the sexy, silken tank top and shorts cinched tightly around her narrow waist and gasped. She was Allison!


  Unlike the previous night, there was no memory of tiredly bumbling around the house before putting on the suit. Had she sleep walked downstairs, donned the suit, put on her pajamas and crawled into Allison’s bed while sleepwalking?


  She peeked under the shorts and saw a simple pair of plain cotton panties. However, as she checked under the shirt and saw no bra, her tits couldn’t lie; She was unquestionably a girl. She had no idea how long ago the nocturnal mission had occurred but given how warm and comfy her spot had been, it had been at least a couple hours.


  It was a mystery for another time. She needed to ready herself for her first day as a cheerleader. At least her fashion choice today would be easy. In fact, she was positively giddy that she would soon be able to wear the cheerleading uniform she’d worked so hard to procure.


  Then she’d have to confront Brandon. That scoundrel. Why hadn’t he told her about being on the football team? It could have saved her a lot of headaches… Suddenly she recalled how he’d been itching to talk about something before tryouts.


  “Oh, my god.” Allison realized. “I’m such a bitch.”


  A clearer picture of events crystallized in her mind. He’d said something to upset her. So, the frustrated maiden, thought to find assistance elsewhere, leaving him for another. Initially, Brandon let her go.


  Knowing the football players’ appetites however, he’d changed his mind and saved the intoxicated woman he loved, mere moments from colitis. Then the next day, he bravely acted as if nothing was amiss. That included enduring the girl’s own mother throwing herself at him. Was that noble or condescending?


  Allison didn’t care. She wanted to get to school, punch him as hard as possible and then stick her tongue down his throat. Clara’s warning could be dismissed; The cheerleader didn’t know Brandon like she did. Her emotions were baffling, but as intense as ever. Allison couldn’t help but hum a jaunty tune as she readied for the next stage of her high school career.


  Jess was in a fantastic mood as well once as she spied her daughter walking into the kitchen in the red and white uniform.


  “You really did it,” she conceded. “It looks natural on you.”


  Allison looked down and had to agree. The short skirt showed off her slender legs while the top was relatively conservative, only showing off her navel. It perfectly accented her perky, petite body type. She was positively giddy to be wearing it and squeezed the pompoms to her breast out of sheer excitement. The ribbons she used to split her hair into twin ponytails were her own idea. It looked super cute.


  “Do you remember all our routines and the moves we worked on, do you want to run through any of them again?”


  “No, I’m okay.”


  “And you’re wearing the black sports bra, the one we discussed?”


  “Yes.”


  “Remember, we need to find out w–”


  “I KNOW!” Allison snapped, watching the other woman recoil in surprise. “I’m sorry, I … have a lot on my mind already.”


  Jess appeared to accept this justification at face value, nodding. “No worries. Breakfast and lunch are already packed. Are you ready to face the school?


  “I think so.”


  A fleeting time later, they were pulling up to the curb in Gill’s borrowed Dodge Viper. Allison offered a perfunctory courtesy and stepped onto the sidewalk.


  Almost immediately she was surrounded by congratulatory well-wishers, the previous week’s coterie of underclassman among them. The extra attention made it difficult to reach Brandon who was waiting in their usual place. She greeted him with a deep kiss, trembling in his embrace.


  “I missed you, Allie,” he said when they finally broke off the kiss. Then he smiled and added, “I’ve never kissed a cheerleader before.”


  “Brandon, I have to know… Why didn’t you tell me you were on the football team?” Allison asked desperately. Her forearms rested on his chest as she clutched at his flannel shirt. She couldn’t wait any longer, she had to know the answer.


  “I tried to tell you before tryouts. But you were upset with me and–”


  It confirmed her worst fears. She couldn’t bear to hear the rest, so Allison kissed him again, pulling her body against his, ignoring the tears she felt gathering in the corners of her eyes. “I’m so sorry. You’ve been better than I deserve. Can you ever forgive me?”


  Brandon wiped the tears away and held her close. “It’s okay. They drugged you. I know you weren’t in control.”


  Allison clung tightly to her boyfriend, afraid to let him go. If Brandon didn’t blame her, she blamed herself. The realization of how close she had come to losing him, entirely because of her own stupidity, shattered her. If only there was some way to make it up to him…


  That was when she became aware of a hardness near her navel. Perhaps there was something she could do for him.


  Kissing Brandon briefly on the lips, then the cheek, she brought her lips to his ear and whispered breathily, asking, “Have you ever gotten a blow job from a cheerleader?”


  “Here?”


  Wordlessly, Allison pushed lightly on Brandon’s chest driving him backward. He thumped onto the bench and she wasted no time pulling his cock free. It looked delicious, but this wasn’t about her needs, she wanted to make him feel good and was going to give him the blowjob she knew every man desired.


  First, she ran her tongue along his manhood’s length in long, lingering strokes with the tip of her tongue. She savored the taste and the smell of him. He tasted so good, she had to hold herself back from swallowing him whole right away.


  Gripping the base, she teased the tip with her tongue in circular arcs and looked up with large eyes to study his response. He was looking down at her with an incredulous expression but was clearly enjoying the experience too much to stop her. Good. She wanted him to see how much she was enjoying this too.


  Although her breasts were confined in the sports bra beneath her cheerleading top, it felt good to squeeze them as she pleasured her boyfriend. Nuzzling his manhood with her lips and nose, she was awash in his scent. Moaning, she took the tip into her mouth, simultaneously stroking his massive erection. Using her mouth, Allison continued to tease and kiss the tip while fondling his shaft.


  Brandon was so hard, and she savored the tactile sensation of his cock in her mouth. It was tough like steel, but warm and tasted so delicious! Impulsively she plunged her head downward sending the tip of Brandon’s penis crashing into the back of her throat before withdrawing. Instead of feeling the urge to gag, she thrilled.  Her man was so deep in her and she hadn’t yet reached the base! It made her unbearably wet and she began teasing her mound. This man made her wonderfully horny.


  Using her lips, she created a seal which slid up and down in steady rhythm as her tongue darted unpredictably up, down and around Brandon’s veiny, throbbing erection. She made sure to lock eyes with him. Although she couldn’t speak, she wanted to him to know. This was for him. It made her happy to please him, to fill her mouth with his manhood..


  Allison willingly deep throated him again and again, a soft “Gug, Gug, Gug” was involuntarily generated with each full-throated bob of her head. Her mind was void of anything beyond the desire to make him cum.  


  With Brandon’s cock fully saturated in her saliva she began stroking his member in time with each bob of the head using a twisting, squeezing motion. Slowly at first, and then faster as Brandon moaned his ascent. He was so sexy.


  She wanted to drink his cum, every drop of it. Wanted to feel his cock shudder with the release of his manly fluids. Rubbing her pussy through satin panties her body craved him with every ounce of her 5’6” frame. Even this wasn’t enough. Allison wanted to be defiled, her virginity decimated with this triumphal piece of hardware, over and over until she couldn’t walk anymore.


  Lost in the haze of arousal she was nearly taken by surprise as Brandon tensed in prelude to release. She moved faster, her ponytails bopping along to her frenetic pace. “Cum to me, my love…” she silently commanded gazing up at the object of her affection.


  “I’m gonna–”


  If Brandon was expecting her to withdraw as he neared the moment of climax, he was immediately abused of that notion as her pace increased, lips pursed. Not a drop would be lost… She sucked and suckled at her man lollipop.


  “HRNG!”


  Brandon shuddered in her grasp, ejaculating a sizzling, salty mess of jizz down her throat. This time she did nearly choke as shots of the goopy, sticky substance resisted sliding easily down her throat. However, she held her ground, until the final twitching, sputtering surges of cum subsided. Swallowing deeply, she managed to consume much of the creamy expulsion. She hadn’t expected there to be so much! It was glorious.


  Once she’d finished with the cum in her mouth, Allison licked him clean. As she did, the erection softened gradually in her grasp. However, she wasn’t disappointed, it meant she’d been thorough.


  “That… That was incredible,” Brandon said admiringly. “You didn’t have to do this.”


  “I know. I wanted to.”


  They spent the final few minutes before class together in their secluded spot; Allison trying to ignore the wetness between her thighs as Brandon explained why he didn’t spend time with the cheerleaders, like all the other football players.


  “They’re into some nasty stuff… I mean, I know you’re one of them now, but be careful, especially around Clara.”


  Allison clung tightly to Brandon’s arm and leaned her head against his shoulder. She felt so happy being near him. However, his warning didn’t fail to reach her. Moreover, Allison noted how well it mirrored the head cheerleader’s warning.


  Having them pitted against one another made her feel terrible, like she was being torn in two. Worse still, she was keeping unimaginable secrets from both her boyfriend and her new friends. It was a miserable mess. She longed to forget all about the drugs and the drama… Wishing to be a normal teenage girl.


  Something about the wish felt odd, but fortunately, the school bell rang, eliminating any need to ponder her innermost desires. Allison didn’t rise immediately, and she clutched tighter to her boyfriend. “Another moment,” she thought. “Let this perfect moment last another second.” Several long moments passed, and Allison finally let go. Together, they walked hand-in-hand to class through the mostly abandoned campus, arriving a few heartbeats before the final bell.


  She endured history class. It was made easier by staring at her dreamy beau instead of the blackboard. Occasionally, he would catch her staring and smile that devilish grin and her heart would skip a step. How she adored that smile. It made contemplating the remainder of class, including cheerleading practice, seem an unconscionable burden to be endured before she could see him again.


  Football practice and cheerleading practice happened simultaneously after the school day ended, Brandon explained as they walked to class. So, he had volunteered to drive her home afterwards. An offer she’d accepted eagerly. Any excuse to spend time with him was worth all the Sheen in the world. However, she told her mother one of her squad mates would be bringing her back in a subsequent text. At a molecular level, she knew the agent wouldn’t understand the truth of her emotions and had chosen instead to lie. It served Jess right, she had lied first!


  Brandon promised to meet her after practice and hurried off. She hated watching him leave, but understood he had a life beyond her. So, did she, theoretically. It didn’t feel that way though. Her life was turning the corner to his math class. Sighing, Allison resumed her journey to class.


  In the hallway she was stopped twice. A long haired, reedy looking boy who introduced himself as Destin wasted no time asking if she had a date to homecoming. If not, would she go with him? She declined as politely as possible and only a few steps later, another man accosted her. A tall, dark haired classmate in a letterman jacket asked if she wanted to go out behind the maintenance shed and make out.


  “Um, no,” she replied trying to push past him. “Not interested.”


  “I’m the captain of the lacrosse team,” he persisted.


  “I’m good,” Allison announced, hurrying away, hands tightly clutched around her bag.


  She was propositioned three more times on the quad as she tried to reach her next class. Four if she included the teacher who asked how her grades were, then subsequently wondered aloud if she was interested in meeting him alone after class and earning some extra credit. By lunch she was exhausted, glad to be sitting with the other cheerleaders.


  “Normal?!” Allison remarked when she asked the other girls about it.


  “Everyone wants to get with a cheerleader,” Masie explained, shrugging. She was one of the taller girls in the squad, with ebony skin and piercing hazel eyes. “Why did you think most of us are dating football players?”


  “They think you’re single and see a chance to move up the social ladder,” Tiffany said. ” Except for Mr. Griffin, he’s just a horny old man.”


  “Not bad with his tongue,” the pale, dark-haired Bethany noted, blushing.


  “You didn’t.”


  “Hey, your parents may not care if you get a B-, Masie, but Yale admissions get pickier every year, my dad says.”


  “But you’re not even in his class! Tiffany is pre-med, but you don’t see her boning any teachers.”


  Allison found herself grinning at the back and forth banter of the lunch table. It took her mind off things, if only for a moment.


  “How do I make it stop?” she asked, bringing the topic back around from the oral aptitude of the student body.


  “Stop sneaking off to make out with your boyfriend and snog him in public like the rest of these animals,” Rosena “Rose” Emmerson, suggested. A quiet girl, it was the first time she’d spoken since they’d met. Now, she appeared to be intensely hunting through her salad for any olives, eyeing them with obvious distaste.


  “If Rose says it, it must be true,” giggled Masie. “Besides, our Allie sure wasn’t shy with his name during initiation.”


  “Shush, you know we’re not supposed to talk about cheerleading business in public. Whatever name Allison moans is HER business.”


  Tiffany frowned briefly, but said, “At least she doesn’t squeal like a stuck pig, Beth-, I had the room next door at regionals… it was like a someone opened a petting zoo on the third floor of the Ritz.”


  Bethany shrugged back at Tiffany, grinning. “There may have been some petting, and some getting stuck… I have a thing for bellboys, sue me. I like the hats.”


  The whole table broke into a torrent of giggles and before Allison knew it, lunch was over. She couldn’t remember ever having so much fun. The girls accepted her readily and she got along with each of them. They simply treated her like one of the gang.


  Allison endured the remainder of the school day with firm resolve. Knowing to expect the propositions, she became rather adept at dismissing the offers. Two boys invited her to homecoming, another asked her on a date and all were turned down efficiently enough. The captain of the soccer team, a handsome, blonde-haired senior, volunteered to take her to ‘Bonetown.’


  “Well, you made such a kind offer,” Allison replied. “But I’ll need my passport to get past the border and I’m not expecting it to arrive until after you’re dead and hell has frozen over.”


  He shrugged and nodded, acknowledging the dismissal good-naturedly. “If you change your mind, ask for the ‘Captain’.


  By the time cheerleading practice began, Allison felt as if she was finally owning the cheerleading uniform as well as the life which came with it. Practice was vigorous, but Clara led a less intense workout than Jess and the rookie was rarely pressed. Often, she and the other new girls would be required to stand aside and watch as the more complicated maneuvers were demonstrated.


  “I can do that,” Allison realized, eagerly. They weren’t asked to perform any of these moves, but by the end the practice, she felt empowered to overcome every new challenge. This was confirmed as the squad filed into the locker room and Clara commended her effort before telling her to hit the showers.


  The girls around her stripped down and Allison followed suit, carefully packing her outfit in her bag and looking around the tile-lined changing room. There was a time when the adolescent fantasy of being in a girl’s locker room was a dream of hers, she recalled. But as she savored the warm water cascading over her lean, yet busty, body, the allure of the similarly beautiful women beside her was almost non-existent. She could acknowledge their attractiveness, but nothing stirred within. Not like when she was near Brandon.


  Knowing she’d see him soon, Allison felt herself growing warmer than the shower could account for. She had to stop thinking about him, her nipples were growing hard and soon, the other girls might notice. She dried off and put on the ruffled cami top and leggings over a pair of pink, lace lined, panties. It felt good to be out of the sweaty, compression bra and into a loose, fluttery top. Better still, her wet hair felt amazing between her shoulder blades, providing a cooling sensation with each step.


  Tiffany approached as Allison slung a bag over her shoulder and headed for the door of the locker room to meet her boyfriend. The blonde had her hair up in a bun and a towel wrapped around her chest and torso.


  “Headed out?” she asked.


  “Yep.”


  “You did a great job today. Clara would never say it, but you’re better than half the girls here, even the ones that have been in the squad for years.”


  Allison’s cheeks burned from the praise. “Thanks. Are we still good to go shopping tomorrow?”


  “Of course,” Tiffany beamed. Suddenly she had her arms around Allison and was hugging her tightly, squeezing her breasts between them. “I’m really happy you made the squad. We’re going to have so much fun together.”


  “Um, yeah,” Allison agreed as her friend continued the hug her thirty seconds longer than necessary.


  Finally, Tiffany let her go. “You know the other girls were kidding. You don’t actually need a boyfriend, if…if you don’t want one.”


  She paused, seemingly uncertain of what to say next.


  “I’m not worried about it,” Allison said, trying to be helpful. I know my sisters have my back.


  Tiffany suddenly looked serious. “They do. But no matter what, I want you to know I have yours.”


  Allison smiled sweetly back at her friend. “That means a lot to me, Tiff. Have a good night.”


  “You too.”


  The exchange had been an odd one, but Allison did feel close to Tiffany. She felt something for all her sisters, even after being a part of the squad such a brief time. But with Tiffany, it was something more… intense. Allison couldn’t explain WHY it felt that way, it just did.


  “Hey sexy,” said a voice from behind as she felt a hand grasp her bottom through the thin material of the leggings. She knew that voice! Allison spun and jumped into Brandon’s arms unexpectedly.


  Without missing a beat, he caught her, and they locked lips. She wrapped her legs around him and stuck her tongue into his mouth without hesitation. They stood like that for several long moments as she unleashed a day’s worth of pent up lust onto his face.


  Although Brandon appeared freshly emerged from the showers with hair still slightly damp, he smelled faintly of perspiration. She loved his scent, breathing deep his musk and pressing against him. Only with great reluctance did she disengage from the embrace.


  Brandon set her down gracefully and wrapped his arm around her waist as they walked together towards the parking lot.


  “How was your first day of cheerleading practice?” He asked.


  “It was a lot of work but loads of fun. Why did you need a shower, don’t you just kick the ball?” Allison teased, ruffling his disheveled hair.


  To her surprise, Brandon had a ready answer. He lifted his shirt over his head revealing a chiseled six pack and bulging pectorals. The unexpectedness of the sight caused her to nearly topple over. His whole upper body was stunningly cut. Why hadn’t she ever thought to investigate the upper body of her boyfriend? It was a mystery. Somehow, she’d never been curious until recently.


  “I work out alongside all the other guys,” Brandon explained. “Do you want to touch it?”


  She did. Oh, god how she did! Simply looking at him made her knees weak. With trembling fingers, she ran a nail along his biceps and down his slightly hairy chest. She swallowed and bit her lip. His body was affecting her in away she’d never known possible, like a dial turned to 11. It took all her self-control not to stop Brandon from putting his shirt back on.  Before reaching the car, she was once again wet with desire.


  Allison didn’t trust herself to not distract him as they were driving home. She wanted his body but was grateful for the short ride. He parked in the driveway and the moment the car switched off and his was seatbelt unbuckled, the girl crawled across the center console, kneeling over his lap. She pulled his shirt back off and ran her hands along his chest.


  They kissed passionately but Allison wanted more. Gyrating her hips, she coaxed Brandon easily into an erection, readily visible through his athletic shorts. She ground herself against his rigidity, effortlessly sliding the bulge along her snatch with flexing hips. Through the panties and leggings, she felt him teasing along her pussy lips. How she wished there weren’t so many layers of clothing between them…


  It felt too amazing to stop now as she dry-humped her boyfriend, running her hands along his lean muscles, salacious friction between her thighs, an unbearable pressure, tiptoeing towards release.


  “Oh, Ohhhhh, mmmmmm,” Allison cooed, falling into a steady pelvic motion that felt incredible.


  Brandon kissed her and held her by the waist, increasing the force of the rigidity slipping along her sex. It began to feel even better! A hand slipped beneath her shirt, grasping a bare breast. With a firm, passionate pressure he groped her while she bucked atop his lap. He moved his hips in time with hers.


  “Oh, Brandon,” she moaned. “Just like that Bran-, oooohhh”


  Allison churned with hips shaking uncontrollably. A sudden orgasm blossomed with surprising force, shaking her entire lower body into a twitching, shuddering quagmire. Brandon clutched at her, suddenly groaning with an orgasm of his own. She squeezed Brandon’s thighs with her knees as she slumped against his fit body, her own thigh muscles involuntary flexing her crotch against Brandon’s sexual organ.


  If that was how it felt with clothes on, she could help imagine what it would feel like to have him inside her…and later that night, she imagined it again, and again and again…








  


  Chapter 18


  Allison awoke with the alarm, feeling guilty. She had fallen asleep as Dan, forcing herself to leave behind the teenage body which felt so much more natural.


  Yet once again, she’d awoken as Allison. Only it was still dark outside this time. It had been just two hours since she’d initially tried to fall asleep. While there was no telling how long she’d spent outside the teenage girl’s body, it was certainly not long. Additionally, instead of the ordinary pajamas, she found herself wearing the sexy negligee from Victoria’s Secret.


  Somehow, within a startlingly narrow timeframe she’d fallen asleep, sleep walked into Allison’s bedroom, donned the suit and put on the semi-transparent sleepwear… all without waking.


  It was an alarming development but thinking of the neglige made her remember the mess she’d made of another new outfit yesterday, in the car with Brandon. The sweet memory caused an immediate surge of arousal. She masturbated readily, thinking of how nice it would feel to have him plunge his meaty, throbbing erection into her drooling snatch…


  It was happening again! She’d woken up and she was already horny. There wasn’t time to deal with it now, however. Before going to bed last night, she’d had a brief conversation with Jess. No updates.


  They were barely on speaking terms these days. Neither Dan, nor Allison could look at the woman without feeling lied to and betrayed. Dan for the yearbook, Allison for Brandon. It was a frustrating arrangement.


  Still, breakfast was ready in the morning and Jess commented on how pretty Allison looked in the sleeveless, off-red skater dress. If the woman was aware of how Allison’s behavior had shifted towards her, she gave no sign.


  With yesterday’s lunch conversation in mind, Allison stepped out of the car at drop off. Brandon met her and instead of leading him to their secluded bench, she led him around campus while holding his hand. It was oddly intimate, the way their fingers intertwined, yet so very public. She couldn’t bring herself to kiss him in front of the entire student body, but the way people were looking at the couple, she was confident there would be fewer propositions today.


  They talked as they wandered the quad before class. They shared many things in common and time passed quickly. It didn’t diminish how badly she wanted him, but she needed to prove their relationship was more than physical, despite not knowing why it mattered so suddenly. Still, she didn’t mind when he subtly snuck his hand under the hem of her dress and gave her bottom a squeeze either.


  After classes were done for the day Allison met with Tiffany. The excited cheerleader had nearly a dozen ideas for where to start. Her friend’s energy was infectious, and they were soon chatting their way through store after store in search of the perfect homecoming dress.


  Tiffany had already found hers, a sexy, open backed blue dress with a plunging neckline. Allison had found several dresses she’d liked, but not one of them fit her vision. None were flawless, like Brandon. She wanted the dress that would make his heart stop, but they were already on their fourth dress in the sixth shop.


  “We’ve found the one,” Tiffany proclaimed as Allison emerged from the dressing room.


  She studied her reflection in the mirror and smiled. It was absolutely the one, the perfect dress to greet her perfect boyfriend. She couldn’t wait for him to see it.


  The ride home was quiet until Tiffany asked an unexpected question. “What do you want to do… You know, after high school?”


  Allison gazed ahead, nervously. She hadn’t given the idea any thought for obvious reasons and decided to stall until a reasonable answer occurred to her.


  “Well, you wanted to go pre-med right?”


  “Can I tell you a secret?” Tiffany asked, fidgeting uncomfortably.


  “Of course.”


  “I tell everyone that. I get good grades and my family is wealthy, so everyone assumes I’m going into medicine to become a doctor.”


  “Is that not correct?” Allison asked, confused.


  “I don’t want to be a doctor. I want to be a nurse!”


  “Um, okay. What’s wrong with that?”


  Tears started rolling down Tiffany’s cheeks. “Oh, bless you, Allie. You’re the first person I’ve ever told who’s reacted like that. My parents grounded me for a week when I first told them. I was eleven.”


  “How awful,” Allison observed. “Why on earth would they care if you wanted to be a nurse?”


  “In their minds, nurses are failed doctors or aspiring doctors too poor to afford proper medical school. ‘It’s not a career for high-society stock like us,’ they said. I wanted to help people, make them happy and healthy…”


  “There’s nothing wrong with that,” Allison assured her.


  “Oh Allie, you’re so great… I wish…” She trailed off and didn’t seem inclined to finish the thought.


  “What got you thinking about this?”


  Without glancing in her direction, Tiffany said, “Sometimes I wonder if what we do in high school is worth risking the rest of our futures.”


  Once again, she failed to elaborate, and Allison judged her friend was done sharing. What, then was she referring to? If she was alluding to criminal activity being perpetrated by the cheerleaders, it would fit the odd behavior. She’d been a cheerleader for two years and might be privy to whatever they were planning. It was more proof the cheerleaders were up to something. Then why did such a simple conclusion feel so wrong?


  –


  Wednesday morning Allison awoke in the same negligee as the night before. She didn’t dare put it in the wash and had hidden it, hoping to awaken in something less revealing if, in fact she woke up as Allison again. Sadly, it seemed not to have worked.


  However, Allison felt better when she rose from bed and saw the homecoming dress hung over her closet door. She couldn’t help but smile at the prospect of attending the dance with Brandon. He could hold her in his strong arms, twirling her in the magnificent dress she’d selected entirely for him…


  She got ready while simultaneously inhabiting her romantic fantasy. She donned her cheerleading uniform [dress]. She rode to school [dance]. And Brandon was waiting for her. Fantasy and reality re-collided when she greeted her boyfriend [Prince] with an anxious kiss.


  “I’m so excited for Friday,” she gushed. “I picked up a new dress out especially for you!”


  “Great! I can’t wait to see it, but I have some unwelcome news about this afternoon. I know I told you yesterday we could hang out after practice, but something has come up. You’ll to find another way home after practice today. I’ll also be out tomorrow.”


  “It’s fine,” she said, knowing how much she’d miss him. “I can find another way home or walk if I have to. What’s going on?”


  “I can’t really go into it, but I am still looking forward to Friday.”


  “Me too,” Allison confessed, pressing against her classmate, allowing herself to be enraptured by his embrace before parting with a final, delicious kiss.


  Another school day passed quickly. Practice also breezed by. Allison found herself inserted into more routines and she eagerly adapted. It felt so right!


  In her classic, understated style, Clara pronounced Allison was ready for the Homecoming game. She was the only one of the newcomers to have come up to speed quickly enough to earn that distinction and she did a literal backflip in joyous celebration. It prompted polite applause from a few girls, while others chuckled good naturedly. It was the most excited she’d been since winning her initial bid.


  Oddly, Allison had never met the coach. Gossip was, she was on administrative leave, having been absent for weeks. It left Clara the de facto decision maker. Practices were rigorous, but fair. If the head cheerleader believed in anyone, it was a consequence solely of her performance. It was so much fun! As practice ended, Allison was disappointed, she wanted to keep going.


  Nevertheless, she showered down with the other girls. Once she had washed up and dressed, Allison waited on the curb for her mother, where she was approached unexpectedly by Clara. The leader sat down beside the newly minted cheerleader but remained silent for a long moment.


  “Usually,” she began, “Girls don’t get the routines memorized well enough until the second or third home game of the season.”


  “It… makes sense to me.” Allison replied honestly. “I trust the girls and do my part… it all works perfectly.”


  “The other girls trust you too. That’s why I want you with us at the fundraiser tomorrow. But you should know, it might be dangerous.”


  Allison’s heart raced. She was in, really? Still, she didn’t want to give away her eagerness and instead played it off like a joke. “Seriously?”


  “Don’t speak of this to anyone outside the squad because what we’re doing is not especially legal. It’s nothing like prostitution or anything, but I want girls I trust by my side. I don’t know about the others, but Tiff, Masie, and the others, all said you could be trusted. I saw the proof today at practice. You’re in.”


  “That means so much to me,” Allison confessed, tears threatening to burst from her eyes. “That you’d trust me so much. What’ll I have to do?”


  “I’ll do all the talking. Think of your role as advertising. Wear something sexy, but not slutty, can you handle that?”


  Allison nodded.


  “I’m going to whisper the time and location to you. Don’t write it down or record it anywhere. You’ll have to memorize it.”


  Clara finished just as Jess rolled up the curb.


  Allison spent the drive home in a glowering, depressed silence. She slumped in her seat and wrung her hands in frustration. What to do next? They had a time. They had a place. All the detective needed to do was tell Jess and it would be over, all of it… mission accomplished. But then why hesitate at all? As much as she wanted help students up and down the coast, a doubts remained. Nagging suspicions hovered beyond reach, her detective instincts screaming for wariness.


  Then there was also the reality of sentencing her friends, her sisters, to jail or worse. Betraying their trust, based on what? Rumor and speculation? No, that wasn’t fair, there was plenty to be suspicious of. Unless she was reluctant for other reasons… Why did it have to be the day before Homecoming?


  “ARGGGGGH!”


  “What’s wrong, Allison?” Jess asked as the pulled into the driveway. “Are you in pain?”


  “No…” Allison asserted. She stared disconsolately at perfectly manicured hands which she wrung in her lap, pooled in the pleats of her skirt. She had to tell her partner… Betraying her friends was an unfortunately side effect. Unavoidable.


  “I… I know when the cheerleaders are meeting the buyers and I know where.”


  “T-that’s amazing news, but why does your face look like you watched me strangle a puppy?”


  “Just make the call,” Allison begged, tears streaming down her cheeks. “Let’s get this over with.”


  An hour later she lay in her bed weeping uncontrollably. It would all be gone tomorrow. Her friends, her life… her boyfriend. If it was the right thing to do, then why did it hurt so much? The pillow was streaked with mascara from the tears that continued to fall, but she didn’t care. Why couldn’t she know for sure it was the right decision?


  Allison’s fit was interrupted by a knock at the door.


  “Mrrrrrr!” she grumbled, unable to muster the will to speak, opting instead to scream into the pillow. She did NOT want to see anyone right now, especially Jess.


  The agent opened the door anyway, a compassionate look on her face. “Can we talk?” she asked.


  Allison didn’t reply, she only hugged the pillow tighter. Her knuckles were white with anger and frustration.


  “I know you’ve… grown close to some of your classmates… This couldn’t have been easy for you, Allison. You’ve been very emotional lately.”


  “If you’re going to tell me to take off the suit, I will… I just… I. I’m not ready.”


  “Sure, whenever you’re able,” Jess agreed reaching out to pat her on the shoulder and Allison recoiled from the touch. Nevertheless, she said, “I thought maybe we should discuss tomorrow.”


  “You’re loving this aren’t you.”


  “Well, I am happy we can save all these people from dangerous drugs, but it doesn’t make me happy to see you so upset.”


  “Yeah, right,” Allison pouted.


  With her out of the picture, Jess could have Brandon all to herself. The thought was stomach twisting. Excruciating. He’d never see her in the beautiful dress she’d picked out wholly for his benefit. Allison would never have a chance to see him again and tell him how she sincerely felt.


  “I know you don’t genuinely feel that way.”


  “Whatever.”


  Jess frowned and tossed a small button onto the bed in front of her. “A shortwave transmitter. At the agency we use them to send simple signals over short distances, covertly.”


  Despite herself, Allison studied the half-inch diameter disk. It was made of a brushed metal and had a small clip on the back.


  “What’s this for?” she wondered aloud.


  “They probably won’t let you take your phone tomorrow. The final decision will be yours. SWAT will be waiting outside, but they only come in with your signal.”


  “Why?” Allison asked, suspicious.


  “I know you’re fond of these girls. You can use this to call for help only once you’re absolutely sure… not a moment before.”


  Surprisingly, Allison felt a little better. Now, thanks to Jess, she had a way out if the evidence turned against them. She could dare to hope her squad was innocent until the last possible moment. It wasn’t much, but it was a chance.


  “Thank you.”


  Jess nodded and smiled grimly. “In the event they do get arrested, you’ll have to go with them, to keep up the facade. But I promise to wrap things up as quickly as possible.”


  The hopeful feeling vanished as quickly as it had come. Any warmth Allison felt towards her “mother” was replaced by icy malice.


  Now wanting the conversation over as quickly as possible, Allison asked to be alone. Exhausted and depressed, she shooed the older woman away.


  With a solemn nod, Jess let her be, closing the door. Alone and miserable, Allison wished desperately for Brandon. How much she would have given to lean against his warm, solid body. His unflagging positivity and strength were exactly what she needed right now. To have his arms around her, holding her, stroking her hair. She sighed contentedly and wrapped her arms around herself. If only…








  


  Chapter 19


  Still wearing the same dress from the day before, Allison awoke, stiff and rumpled. She turned off her alarm and rolled over. She’d been having such a wonderful dream: Brandon had arrived unexpectedly in her home. He’d whisked her effortlessly to the bedroom where he’d proceeded to kiss her. First on the lips and then everywhere else.


  In the manner of dreams she’d somehow become completely nude. Brandon mounted her as she willingly took him into her arms and into her… Allison suddenly realized her panties were completely drenched. A wet dream? She shivered at the erotic memory.


  Of course, she had fallen asleep as Allison. For the first time, she’d been a girl for the entire night. Rather than the usual distress, an overwhelming serenity was prevalent. Other than rumpling a very expensive rayon dress, she felt positive and energized. Better than she’d felt in weeks!


  Buoyed by a boundless energy, fueled partially by an admittedly unfounded optimism, she readied herself for the day ahead. Attired in a cotton wrap top (a lovely periwinkle color) and button-down micro skirt she descended the stairs. Clicking heels echoed in the vacuous foyer. The newly confident teen marched into the kitchen on a hunting expedition.


  Allison was part way through her second piece of dry toast when Jess entered the room. The older woman plainly noticed the shift of attitude, but clearly thought better of addressing it, which was fine by the teen. She finished her breakfast in silence, contentedly monitoring the group chatter from the cheerleaders on instagram.


  She had a newfound confidence in her sisters. Allison didn’t need to betray them if if they were innocent. She knew them, they were good people. It was foolish to doubt her finely-honed instincts. Everyone else was wrong, they had to be. After all this was sorted out, Allison join her friends at Homecoming and spend a joyful night with Brandon, like she deserved.


  Humming around the kitchen in a contented haze, Allison’s good humor persisted through drop off. Not having her ‘Bran’ waiting to receive her was a mild let-down. Her mood steadily declined into lunch.


  Despite her squad-mates nattering their usual chitchat, Allison couldn’t bring herself to engage. What if they were behind the drug peddling scheme, like everyone believed? Sweet Rose, friendly Masie, bubbly Bethany, were drug peddling masterminds? Nonsense. Even Clara, while controlling and a bit gruff, was like an older sister to her already.


  And Tiffany. Wonderful, gentle Tiffany. The idea of her rotting away in prison was too much to handle. The poor girl only wanted to be a nurse, to help people. Allison pushed her lunch away, it made her sick.


  “Tiff- Do you have a minute to chat… in private?”


  “Ooh, what’s this about?” Masie joked. “You’re in trouble now Tiff!”


  Tiffany’s eyebrows knitted together in concern and she rose to follow her friend into the hall. “What’s up?” she asked.


  “Tonight… you can’t go to the fundraiser.”


  “What, why? Allie, what’s going on?”


  “I can’t tell you more. You just… you have to trust me. I have a bad feeling about it. Promise me you won’t go.”


  Tiffany shifted uncertainty, but said, “I have to go, Clara is counting on us.”


  “Make something up if you have to… please. It’s important to me.”


  “I don’t – I–” Tiffany scrunched up her nose as if a malodorous skunk had suddenly waltzed past. “This is really important to you?”


  “It is,” Allison insisted, reaching out to her friend with shaking hands.


  Tiffany took her friend’s hands in her own and nodded. “Okay, I trust you.”


  It was like a thousand-pound weight had been lifted from Allison’s shoulders. She didn’t know what to expect tonight, but whatever happened, her best friend would be safe. That wasn’t much, but it was enough. One person at least, she would not forsake. If it all ended in disaster? Allison would pay the price; Willingly.


  Later that night, not long after sunset, Allison met the other girls at an abandoned rail depot on the far side of town. Riding her mother’s car, the nondescript sedan which had caused so much trouble, she parked in an abandoned lot nearby, out of sight of the railyard. The walk was short, fortunate given how unforgiving it was to walk in a revealing slip dress and three-inch heel, calf-high boots. She felt sexy, but at what cost? she could barely walk across the loose gravel that comprised the primary surface of the yard. Heels threatened to snap at every step and neither she nor the dress would survive such a fall.


  Eventually she spotted the other girls and was immensely relieved to see that Tiffany was not among their number. Thank goodness. A clandestine meeting at an abandoned depot did not bode well for innocent wishes from even the most optimistic detectives. However, she was pleased to see her friends wearing clothing similar to hers. A corset made a poor getaway outfit. What were they playing at?


  “You’re all here. Good,” Clara whispered so they all could hear.


  “Where’s Tiff?” Rose asked.


  “Food poisoning,” Clara explained. “It’s okay. We can handle this without her.”


  Allison fiddled with the pin hidden under the hem of her skirt. One press and the cops would descend like a plague of locusts. Once she was sure this was a drug deal, she’d use the button. Only once she was sure… And she was far from sure. Unfortunately, they were rapidly running out of alternate possibilities for this late-night excursion.


  Ruminations ceased as out of the dark, a pair of figures strode up, hugging the shadows near a decrepit, rusted out boxcar.  Allison could barely make out the figures in the soft moonlight, but she wasn’t the only one who noticed the newcomers. Clara’s eyes narrowed with suspicion. One of the figures held a flashlight that blinked twice in rapid succession.


  “Alright, here we go,” Clara said, indicating they were to follow. “Remember to let me do the talking.”


  The other girls nodded and carefully, they picked their way towards the strangers. In the poor lighting, Allison made out a half dozen figures total. They were clearly Asian, another bad sign. Jess had indicated the Chinese were the most likely buyers for this deal. The teen fingered the hem of her dress nervously… not yet, not yet.


  “You bring goods?” asked the newcomer’s spokesman in heavily accented English.


  “We have what you’re looking for,” Clara explained with and exaggeratedly deep inflection. It would have been humorous in other circumstances. “It’s the real deal. You know we have the best stuff.”


  The spokesman held up a hand and at his signal, a round of flashlights turned on, flashing over the cheerleading cadre. Allison shaded her eyes from the sudden intensity of the light. Then abruptly the lights turned off.


  “What was that about?” she wondered.


  “We have your money, the price we agreed?”


  “Yes, you get the goods once we have the money.”


  “GODDAMNIT!” Allison swore to herself. There was no way to avoid the obvious conclusion starting in her face. She had the evidence to put the whole lot away now, there was no choice. She pushed the button. An instant later, suffocated in a chaos of floodlights and sirens, police came crashing in from every angle.


  A few of the criminals attempted to flee, but the police force was overwhelming. The cheerleaders were too surprised to attempt an escape as suspects were rounded up. The poor girls only looked around in dumbstruck amazement. Allison dropped to her knees and put her hands behind her head as instructed. Moments later all five girls were read their rights, handcuffed and on their way to jail.


  “How did this happen?”


  “What were we even doing there, Clara?”


  “My mom is going to kill me.”


  They didn’t sound like hardened criminals. Rose cried softly on Masie’s shoulder. Bethany hugged her knees and glanced around nervously. Clara stared off into the void, refusing to look any of them in the eye.


  “How are you so calm right now?” Masie asked Allison.


  “I’m wondering what Clara was doing to get us arrested.” Although it pained her to turn on a fellow cheerleader, if the girl confessed or took ownership of the plot, perhaps she could save her other friends. It was the the only thing she could think to do!


  The woman did not confess. In fact, she remained completely silent throughout the duration of the ride. She’d be waiting for her lawyers… Smart, but unfortunate. It wasn’t a sign which suggested innocence, at least in Allison’s experience.


  Eventually, they were booked and processed by a female officer who patted each girl down. Although humiliated, Allison endured it stoically. If their leader couldn’t lend her friends any strength, Allison must. Obviously well versed in the booking process she opted to play it cool, but uncertain, providing a good example, and encouragement.


  “I’m sure everything will be alright,” Allison said with a conciliatory tone. “We weren’t doing anything illegal, right?”


  Silence was her reward. She gave a hug to each of here friends as they were led to their cells. It was technically against procedure, but the girls seemed grateful. Fortunately, the officers weren’t threatened by five scared looking girls and allowed the contact.


  Nobody came for Allison on the first night of her imprisonment. Locked up in side-by-side cells, the girls lay in a dark malaise. Allison encouraged the others to get some rest. Nothing else was within their control; It was up to Jess and the local police now.


  The quiet allowed some time for the teen to reflect. It had been nearly 48 hours since she had been Dan, but in the current situation, there was no possibility of changing back. Not that she wanted to. All she really wanted was Brandon, his lips, his touch. With sweet memories of her handsome beau, Allison drifted into a peaceful slumber.








  


  Chapter 20


  Early the next morning they came for Clara. Hours passed, and the girls wrapped themselves in scratchy blankets against the morning chill and described their Homecoming dresses to one another in a desperate bid to stay distracted from their circumstances.


  “Is she going to be okay?”


  “She’s being interrogated, but I’m sure they’re treating her fine,” Allison assured Bethany. It was same reassurance she’d given dozens of times since waking. They didn’t ask her why she knew so much about police procedure, but Allison suspected it was because they didn’t want to know the answer. They seemed grateful anyway.


  Eventually an exhausted, disconsolate Clara was returned to the cell. Rose was next. The pattern continued until late afternoon when Allison was the only remaining un-interrogated prisoner.


  “We should be at the Homecoming game right now,” Masie observed. “I wonder if we’re winning?”


  “That’s what you care about?” Bethany asked, incredulous. “We’re in jail.”


  “God, I’m just so exhausted, will you shut up!”


  “I’m sorry if you have messed up priorities!”


  They were shouting at each other now. Allison didn’t blame them. Nerves would get to anyone after spending an entire day in the sparsely decorated, gloomy cells. Clara had barely spoken since the arrest but the others bickered like she had never seen in her time with the squad. However, the girls quieted as a uniformed officer walked into the room.


  “You,” he said, pointing at Allison. “Your turn.”


  Allison obediently followed him, carrying her heels in one hand, ignoring the fractious emotions bubbling beneath her outward calm. The officer led her down a short hallway to an interrogation room. Inside, Jess waited, with her hands folded.


  “Took you long enough,” Allison critiqued. “Are you getting me out of here?”


  “Yes, but I thought you’d appreciate an update before I take you home. Sound good?”


  Allison nodded, sat across from her partner and crossed her legs. It was the first time she’d been on this side of a one-way mirror, seated across from an interrogator. She crossed her arms as well. Brandon might be kicking the game winning field goal at this very moment.


  “What do you think?” Jess asked, snapping Allison back to the case.


  “They don’t seem like criminals, do they?”


  “No,” Jess agreed. “However, we found a sizeable stash of Sheen hidden under a railcar. This was definitely a drug deal.”


  Eyes wide, Allison stared at Jess in disbelief. “I- I, really?”


  “You must have suspected. Otherwise, why hit the button?”


  In the moment, it appeared logical, but ever since their arrest it felt increasingly like a mistake. Her instincts could have been wrong. Even so, she’d made the correct decision… apparently.


  Jess stood and said, “We also found a flash drive on Ms. McLaren. It’s encrypted, but the IT boys told me they’d have it sorted out in a few more hours.”


  “And the buyers? Chinese Mafia?”


  Jess shook her head. “Japanese actually.”


  “Yakuza? I thought you said the Chinese were–”


  “Not Yakuza either,” Jess corrected. “The men we picked up had no priors. It surprised me too. They’re either very clever, or very dumb… we haven’t figured out which, they barely speak English.”


  Jess clearly noticed Allison’s confused expression. It really didn’t make any sense. She’d admitted as much.


  “We confiscated enough Sheen to put both the girls away for decades,” Jess added. “Once we have the drive cracked, they can post bail, but with evidence this overwhelming? Jail time, for sure.


  “Mmm,” Allison murmured, uncomittaly.


  The woman finally broke and embraced Allison, tears of joy on her face. “We did it Dan. It’s over!”


  “We absolutely did it…”


  “All over…”


  It didn’t feel right. The facts lined up well, too well. They spoke about these girls like a bunch of criminal masterminds. Her friends were anything but.


  “Let’s go home,” Jess said, unlocking Allison’s cuffs and handing over her belongings.


  The walk out of the station was surreal. Allison didn’t see anyone or anything, she focused on putting one foot in front of the other as she left her friends behind. As she looked toward the setting sun, she realized the Homecoming game would be wrapping up about now. It was only a few hours until the dance.


  “What if it wasn’t them?”


  “Huh?” Jess asked, “We caught them red handed.”


  “Yeah… but we should be sure right?”


  “Uh, I guess?”


  “I should go to the Homecoming Dance. To make sure we completely took care of the Sheen problem. I mean, it’d be a great chance to sell drugs, you know.”


  “Absolutely not,” Jess said stubbornly. “When we get home, you’re getting that skinsuit off and we’re putting you on the next plane to Boston. You’ve done enough. It’s over.”


  Allison pouted and felt all the hatred and mistrust swell in her chest. Jess didn’t understand and wouldn’t help. How could Allison leave the mission when she wasn’t sure; Totally sure. It might give her a chance to see Brandon one last time, but what was the harm in that? After all her sacrifices, didn’t she deserve that?


  Remaining silent for the duration of the trip, Allison covertly slipped her phone from her purse and texted Tiffany. Jess was too focused on driving and once her message was sent Allison dropped the device smoothly back into her purse. Brandon was going to see her in the dress tonight, regardless of last night’s outcome.


  “Alright,” Jess announced as they pulled in. “Get out of that thing and meet me downstairs with your bags packed.”


  “Yes ma’am,” Allison agreed. Dutifully, she marched upstairs, giving every impression of total obeisance. However, once she entered her room, she locked the door. Her escape plan had a very narrow window for success and she moved swiftly.


  Removing the ruffled, dress, she changed into the underwear she planned on wearing for Homecoming, a silky, strapless bra and a matching thong. Over that, a pair of simple exercise shorts and a tank top. She prepared her Homecoming dress, still in the garment bag with shoes, a silver, sparkling pair of pumps, by hanging them beside the window. Then she tossed the comforter aside and began stringing her bed linens together, tying one end to the radiator beneath the window.


  She could only hope that Tiffany was waiting nearby per Allison’s instructions. Once she snuck out the window, there was no going back. Assuming of course, she didn’t break her neck in the attempt.


  With her belongings in one arm and the makeshift rope in the other she slipped out the window. Lowering herself down carefully, she managed the feat without much difficulty. Her cheerleading body was lean and strong, perfect for agility-based feats.


  “What the hell are you doing?!” Screamed a voice from behind. Jess stood in the doorway with her arms in the air, eyes wide with shock and confusion. “I told you to take that thing off!”


  Allison wasn’t about to give up so easily. “I’m going Homecoming. The girls are innocent and I’m going to prove it.”


  “You just want to see that boy. You’re not–”


  “Brandon has nothing to do with this,” Allison countered defensively.


  “Your suit has been on too long and you’re acting irrational. I’m telling you can’t go to this insipid dance.”


  “I am so sick of your shit!” Allison screamed. “You keep lecturing me what I need to do, but if you won’t support me, I’ll handle it myself.  I don’t need you! I never needed you.”


  Jess stared back at the younger woman, an incredulous expression on her face. “You absolutely needed me. I’ve been a high school girl. I’ve been a cheerleader. Without me, you’d be sitting alone at the lunch table.”


  “Yeah, you’d know all about that, wouldn’t you?”


  “What are you talking about?” she asked.


  Allison returned a vile grin and said, “I found an old yearbook. Must have been hard being on top of the pyramid at 300lbs. I bet you had a lot of big, lonely lunches, didn’t you?”


  “Why were you looking that up?” Jess asked as tears welled up in her eyes. She was clearly upset, but Allison didn’t care and continued her verbal assault.


  “Maybe because I’m a fucking detective? I have a right to know who my partner is. Especially when she’s a lying bitch! Did it feel nice, trying to seduce my boyfriend? You couldn’t have paid for some football cock back then! But he wasn’t interested in an old slut like you. Between the two of us, I’m the real cheerleader.”


  Allison could see she was injuring the other woman, but she didn’t care. She wanted to make the other woman hurt, even if she wasn’t entirely sure why.


  With tears in her eyes, Jess screamed right back. She was determined to get through to her partner. “You don’t know what you’re saying! Take off the suit.”


  “Fuck you!” Allison exclaimed as she turned and sprinted down the street.


  Jess didn’t follow. For a moment, she thought the sounds of sobbing could be heard from behind.


  In that instant, Allison nearly changed her mind, but the thought of Brandon waiting for her stiffened the girl’s resolve. Instead of turning, she stalked off into the night, headed for Tiffany’s house and the dance. Her chest burned with an intense heat. The first time she’d run down this street, it had been with Jess. Now she was running from the woman. How things had changed! Now she barely noticed the jiggling of her chest and ass, they were a part of her. It seemed like longer than three weeks ago.


  “What if Tiffany wasn’t waiting?” she wondered as she rounded the corner, but needn’t have worried. Tiffany sat in her car, looking around anxiously.


  “You got my message,” Allison observed slipping into the seat and laying her dress over her lap. Can we get ready for the dance at your house?”


  “Of course,” the nervous blonde offered. “But what the hell is going on. None of the girls showed up school today, or the game. What the hell happened last night?


  Allison filled her in, leaving out the details Jess had shared.


  “This is insane; Clara is a drug dealer? I had no idea.”


  “I’m not sure I believe it either. Something stinks about this…”


  “Why did they let you go?”


  “I told them I was new and didn’t know anything,” Allison lied to her friend. “I guess it was enough.”


  “After all that, are you sure you want to go to a dance?”


  Allison scowled. She didn’t need another obstacle, she needed her friend. “My mom is upset about the whole thing…Plus, I was hoping to spend some time with my best friend.”


  Tiffany smiled weakly but seemed to catch the hint. “If it wasn’t for you, I’d be in jail too. It’s the least I can do, bringing you to Homecoming.”


  In no time, they were in the cheerleader’s bedroom room preparing for the dance. The blonde’s parents were out so it was only the two girls, which suited Allison perfectly. It felt like it always did with Tiff- carefree and fun.


  Tiffany’s room was not quite as large as hers and books lined a pair of large bookshelves.  It wasn’t as girly as Allison’s room either. There were few knickknacks, but more pictures of friends and cheerleading exploits covered every open surface. Oddly, not a single picture of a boy anywhere to be found.


  They took turns working on one another’s hair first. Allison’s silky, chestnut-colored hair was bound in wavy, partial braids by a series of clips. She missed her own makeup supplies, but Tiffany was generous with her stock allowing a smokey, alluring and drop-dead gorgeous application. It was everything Allison envisioned when she’d bought the dress. Brandon wasn’t going to be forgetting her face any time soon. Tiffany was impressed.


  “Brandon is a lucky man,” she observed.


  That was when Allison realized she didn’t know if Tiffany even had a date. “Oh my god, I hope I didn’t ruin plans with your date. If I did–”


  “No,” Tiffany interrupted. “The person I wanted to go with is… going with someone else.”


  “Oh, I’m so sorry.” Allison said, hugging her tightly. “I’ve never had a better friend. If there’s anything I can do…”


  Tiffany hugged back tighter still.” You have already done more for me than I deserve.”


  They stayed together a long moment before releasing one another.


  “Are you ready to go to the dance?” Tiffany asked.


  Allison looked down at the burgundy dress, marveling at the sheer sleeves and glittering sequins. The sweetheart chest and knee-length flared skirt made her waist look tiny and chest look larger. It was a flattering dress which she absolutely rocked. Even so, she was nervous.


  “What if he doesn’t like it?”


  “You’re gorgeous,” Tiffany insisted, grinning. “If he doesn’t appreciate it, I’m sure you’ll find someone who will…”


  Allison smiled in return. “I’m ready, let’s go.








  


  Chapter 21


  Brandon’s jaw just about hit the floor. He couldn’t tear his eyes from his date as Allison approached, sashaying up beside him. “How do I look?” she asked, twirling. “Did you like my dress? I bought it with you in mind.”


  “You look incredible,” he marveled, placing his hands on her hips. “I can honestly say, you’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”


  Allison blushed furiously. “You’re looking pretty handsome yourself,” she countered, fiddling with the collar of his dark grey suit coat.


  Brandon bent for a kiss and Allison met him with a passionate embrace, sliding her tongue along his. She could feel herself melting in his grasp. If this was their last night together, she wanted it to be special.


  “Let’s dance,” Allison insisted, once they broke off the kiss.


  “Sure… I just… need a minute,” Brandon stammered, taken aback by her unexpected passion.


  This was Allison’s first dance and would probably her last. There wasn’t time to waste, so grabbing her boyfriend by the wrist she dragged him across the dancefloor to forge an unforgettable night.


  She barely noticed the decorations, or the people around them. Fast songs, slow songs, she wanted Brandon in her arms. They danced and spun and kissed and held one another. It was all a glorious, spinning, glittering haze. She was high on him, and he on her. Everything else was forgotten.


  Before she knew it, eleven had rolled around and the DJ was announcing the final song, “Stairway to Heaven.” Somehow, the entire dance had whipped past, a blur of color and light, and always Brandon’s handsome, charming face. They slow danced, with Brandon’s arms wrapped tightly around while her head rested on his chest.


  “I’m not ready for this night to end,” she protested. The night had been wondrous, but somehow, she still hadn’t had her fill of him… It couldn’t really end this way, could it?


  “I know you’re not a fan of Nate, but he’s having a party at his place. Or I could bring you home if–”


  “NO!” Allison shouted a bit too loudly, glancing up at him. The few remaining couples around them looked in her direction and then returned to dancing.


  “If you want to go to Nate’s party, I’ll go with you,” she rasped, embarrassed.


  “Okay, let’s go then.”


  Allison wanted to say goodbye to Tiffany, but the ravishing cheerleader was nowhere to be seen. “I can’t believe she left without saying goodnight.”


  “Tiffany?”


  “Yeah,” Allison confirmed sadly, continuing to cling to Brandon. “Oh well. Let’s get out of here.”


  It was a beautiful night, and they drove with the windows down. A full moon shed silver light along the nearly abandoned avenue in between obscuring clouds. The whole night had been magical. She never wanted it to end.


  The peace and serenity of the drive was shattered by the chaos of the quarterback’s party. Too loud music, gyrating partygoers, lawless pandemonium. They had been inside less than ten minutes when she lost Brandon in the press of drunken high schoolers. It made her realize something. A party wasn’t what she was after; More time with Brandon was all that mattered. The half-cup of alcoholic punch she’d consumed didn’t help her mood as she searched.


  Fortunately, Brandon stumbled into her near the bottom of the stairs. Without a word in the din, he took the cup from her lips and put it on a nearby table. He held her hand and pulled her behind with deliberate strides, practically dragging her upstairs to a clean, well-decorated bedroom where he locked the door. The booming bass was reduced to a constant thrum, a heartbeat in time with hers. Why had Brandon brought her here so suddenly?


  “How much of the punch did you drink, Allie?”


  “Half a cup,” she estimated. Although the punch was spiked, it hadn’t tasted overwhelmingly of alcohol, she had only the barest buzz. “Why?”


  “It’s spiked.”


  “It’s a party,” she giggled, placing a cautious hand on his chest “What’s the big deal?”


  “You don’t get it; It’s spiked with SHEEN.” Allison’s hand went to her mouth as Brandon added, “This entire house is about to turn into a goddamn burlesque orgy.”


  “We’re trapped,” Allison realized. She remembered the symptoms too well, it started with a boundless energy. Although her exposure was diluted, she looked at Brandon and her heart raced.


  He crossed the distance between them. “If I had to be trapped with anyone, I’d want it to be you. Allie, I love you.”


  *THUMP**THUMP**THUMP**THUMP**THUMP**THUMP**THUMP*


  It was all she wanted. Brandon. Her. Alone. Having already wasted the day imprisoned; Here with the man she loved, she wouldn’t be trapped. She’d be free. Each heartbeat brought his face closer to hers.


  “I love you too Brandon”


  He kissed her, and the world’s troubles evaporated in an instant. An electric pulse tingled along her lips and then along her tongue as they exchanged a passionate, breathless kiss. Brandon lifted her, and she wrapped her legs around him. Moments later he deposited her gently atop the bed.


  She caressed his adorable face, lovingly stroking the jawline of her handsome boyfriend. But there was something she had to tell him now, or risk losing him forever, she couldn’t imagine living without him…


  “We can’t go all the way,” she confessed. “I love you and I want to… but, I … We can’t.”


  He kissed the tear that traced down her cheek and she shivered in response. “It’s okay, there’s plenty we can do without that.”


  Brandon didn’t ask why. He accepted it, accepted her. It was another of the many reasons why she loved him.


  Allison couldn’t wait any longer, and removed Brandon’s coat. He responded by untying his tie. Instead, the newly minted cheerleader lustily reached out, grabbing the tie and pulled the man on onto her, locking lips once again.


  Twisting under his weight, she thrilled at his closeness. No chaperone to stop them or object. Nowhere to go. Nothing else to do. Just him and her. Allison and Brandon, together. She loved the way that sounded!


  Brandon’s hands started on her thighs and slid upward, slowly lifting the hem of her dress. Then, she planted her feet on the edge of the bed, arching her pelvis towards him. It allowed the dress to slip up, past her waist and over her head in one smooth motion. He tossed it aside, kissing her neck and collarbone. She shivered in delight.


  “I’ve missed you so much,” she confessed, pulling the tie over Brandon’s head and beginning to unbutton his shirt.


  Meanwhile, Brandon’s strong, warm hands roamed over her body. Everywhere they touched ignited a roaring inferno of desire. “Closer,” she thought, “I want him closer.”


  As if reading her mind he pulled her upright, but only long enough to pull her bra off. She thumped back to the bed and her breasts jiggled with glorious freedom while her bra joined the dress in a pile on the floor.


  Brandon wasted no time by taking her breast into his hand, manipulating her bud with a wildly agile, exploratory tongue. It sent a chill through her flesh, a twinge of goosebumps originating at her breasts and pulsing outward, warming her chest. It set her churning desire into overdrive.


  “Oooohhh,” she moaned, so aroused, the light foreplay made her dizzy with a riot of sublime sensations coursing through her chest.


  “Your moaning is so cute,” Brandon teased. “All of you is cute, actually.


  His hands, roaming casually over the hills and valleys of Allison’s flesh, prompted another round of delightful shivers. She turned pink with embarrassment.


  “Don’t *MMMN!* say such things!” she begged, interrupted by a surge of pleasure, courtesy of a hardened nipple Brandon rolled between thumb and forefinger. Everywhere his fingers wandered set her aquiver with sensual thrill.


  “I wonder if you’re as cute down here?”


  Brandon removed her panties with a lighting fast flick of the wrist. They slingshotted off her toes and vanished beyond the horizon of the bed. More concerning was the way her lover sank between her knees, his hot breath joining the radiating heat and wetness between Allison’s thighs.


  “Wait, I, Ooooooohhhhh…”


  Her head tilted back as an unrelenting pulse of bliss washed over her. All her cares were burned away in the euphoria Brandon extracted. There was no chance of stopping it now. Her body was on a runaway course to dazzling new vistas of satisfaction. Involuntarily she clenched at the bed linens, helplessly squirming as ever-mounting excitement spurred another round of pleasure.


  Brandon orally ravaged her. From her perspective, he appeared to barely move in between glances and yet she moaned as his tongue worked miracles between her thighs. As different in approach from the precise cunnilingus of the cheerleader orgy as it was the sloppy, bestial treatment from the quarterback, Brandon continued to eat her out with mind-bending passion and unrelenting endurance. Neither in a hurry to unnecessarily expedite her pleasure or race to achieve his own, simply exploring and enjoying her… to Allison’s undeniable satisfaction.


  Torturous exhilaration and decadent eroticism pushed Allison ever closer to orgasm… Precipitously closer to the edge, but not over. She’d never been so wet. It was a wonder her lover didn’t drown! If this continued, she was going to lose her mind.


  “Ahn, ahn ohm, ahn,” Allison squealed, powerless in his grasp.


  Brandon rose from her crotch and said, “I want you so bad.”


  Allison was sympathetic to his distress, but the erogenous target for her impossibly aroused body was large enough to encompass the entire western hemisphere. She grabbed for Brandon’s rigid manhood with all the intent of an overburdened freight train careening downhill… with rocket boosters.


  “I want you too,” she confessed, lightly stroking the veiny mass. It was so thick, would it fit inside her? It throbbed in her hand. It belonged inside her.


  “Roll over,” Brandon commanded, slipping a hand under the small of her back to roll her over.


  Although Allison didn’t understand his intent, she complied. She lay on her stomach and a tense moment later, felt a naked Brandon climb atop her. She shook with anticipation.


  “What are you d-?” she began to ask but could feel his erection sliding along the valley between her thighs. She shivered in anticipation. Was he going to…?


  Branon’s hardness pressed between her thighs just below the cleft of her ass. Soft skin between her thighs initially resisted but Allison relaxed, grasping his intent.


  Brandon’s cock was sliding along her pussy lips! It allowed him to fuck her thighs, capitalizing on the ample quantity her own lubricant, but it also had the heart-stopping side effect of teasing Allison’s cunt as his erection slid tantalizingly along her opening.


  Softly moaning as Brandon’s cock slid along the cusp of her sex, Allison felt his pelvis grinding into her ass. His weight, his passion… it entranced her. Elevating her hips, she pressed her rounded behind more intensely against him. The revised angle pressed the tip of his manhood against her, tempting, meaty, and irresistible.


  All she need do was guide him and he would be fully within her. The carnal hunger within demanded it, she was glowing with the need of him. What harm was there in allowing a thrust or two… and then…


  “Ohhhhhhh!”


  Inside her. Even as she considered it her body had moved, her fingers guiding him up and into… into…


  Allison shuddered as the tip of Brandon’s cock slipped inside her pussy for the briefest instant. Just the tip, the barest penetration, sent a thunderous, intoxicating thrill through her pussy. It obliterated any resistance. The way the smallest part managed filled her (OH MY GOD!), it completed her, it was delectable, inevitable. She needed more!


  It was only her virginity. Her heart was already his, but her body yearned for Brandon too… and Allison finally, utterly and exquisitely, gave in fully to the passion.


  “Take me,” Allison begged pushing her ass upward, presenting herself. She was on all fours now. “I want your cock so fucking bad… I don’t want to wait anymore. Make me a woman.”


  If Brandon even considered resisting, the temptation was too intense to withstand. Allison was only a teenage girl; She was done resisting her body’s urges. Bran- he could take her… and she would be gladly, irrevocably taken!


  Hands. On her waist. A hardness. At her opening, pressing. So hard, so… RIGHT!


  Spreading her open. Slowly, shudderingly. Deeper, impossibly deep. Allison expected it to hurt, she didn’t expect the rush of ecstasy. An unfathomable rumbling, a cavernous, churning heat. She could feel his warmth, his thickness inside her! Pushing. Sliding. Unstoppable.


  “You’re so tight,” Brandon said, “It feels amazing.”


  “You’re so… ungh, deeeeeeep.”


  “I’m only halfway in, Allie… do you want me to stop.”


  Allison sighed with delight. How could he possibly stop? They’d already come so far.


  “I want you… every inch!” Allison demanded.


  Brandon obliged. All at once he pushed, slamming into her with a force which threatened to split her in two. It was incredible. She could feel him so deeply, impossibly deep within her… She shuddered with joy.


  “Your cock feels amazing… I love your cock,” she simpered, not caring what she looked or sounded like, fixated utterly on the pleasure.


  But she was surprised to feel her boyfriend abruptly withdrawing. His thickness retreating, leaving behind a resurgent, pulsing need, somehow intense than ever. But then he pushed again, and her arms nearly buckled from the overwhelming pleasure which thrummed along her spine, profound and utterly consuming. The pleasure was addictive. Each thrust left Allison wanting more, harder, faster.


  “Ohmm, ummmmm, uuuunnnhhhh,” she moaned as Brandon found a steady rhythm, sending her lewd facilities into overdrive. The pleasure was unlike anything she had ever imagined. Different than everything which had come before, she moaned helplessly while her boyfriend plumbed her depths again and again.


  He stopped suddenly and rolled her onto her back. Allison’s body cried out for release. Fortunately, he took her again almost immediately and she sighed contentedly. With one shapely leg draped over Brandon’s shoulder she was entered again. The different angle his manhood penetrated drove her wild with lust. Better, now she could see his handsome face and run her fingers along his chiseled body.  


  “Oh, oh, OH, OH, MMMMMM!”


  It felt so good, impossibly good. Something was building, pleasure ascending to heights incomprehensible. Friction, flesh and sweat. On another plane of existence, they were one; A perfect, heavenly body.


  “Allie, I’m going to–”


  “Don’t stop,” she cried as she felt Brandon slow. She grabbed him by the hips, pulling him into her. Watching him pump into her again and again, pushing her over the edge. “I’m almost there! Just don’t stooooooop!”


  A spine tingling rush of white.


  Shuddering beneath her love, Allison shook with a quaking orgasm that sent her fingers clutching desperately at Brandon. It raged within like a chain reaction of depth-charges. This climax wasn’t superficial, it was dense, all-consuming and complete. Crackling energy reverberated into the depths of her soul.


  Moments later it was followed by Brandon’s own trembling release. A surge of warmth deep within signaled his completion, but Allison held him close, savoring each new sensation with a trembling, squirming euphoria. The still twitching erection inside her, the dissipating sense of fullness. It formed a glorious melody of their lovemaking.


  Brandon collapsed beside her, panting. And yet, Allison wanted more. She didn’t care if Brandon had cum inside her, it was his pussy to fuck. She could still feel his jizz dribbling from her .


  “It’s okay,” she thought. “Now it’s my turn.”


  She took Brandon’s half-stiff erection in her mouth. Her tongue tasted the mix of bodily fluids, the scents were overwhelming. Sublime. The mingling odors alone were enough to make her wet all over again. So, she worked his balls and stroked his chest; Allison wasn’t ready for the night to be over.


  “What are you doing?” Brandon asked.


  As if he didn’t know… “I’m not done yet,” she informed him, helpfully, stroking his cock with her breasts.


  Attacking Brandon’s package with lips, tongue and hands, she coaxed him back to a tenuous rigidity. Even though she’d never had sex with a man, she had been sure her teenage lover would be ready for another round with the proper encouragement. It was gratifying to see the truth to her belief.


  This time, she didn’t wait for Brandon’s initiative. Allison knew what she wanted. Mounting his manhood, she slid the meaty shaft into her cunt with sigh of delight. A triumphant rush of pleasure followed as the massive erection was swallowed by her greedy pussy.


  All of him. Allison wanted every last spurting, squirting drop of him. And she would show Bran how badly she craved it.


  With his cock inside her, she leant forward, giving Brandon a breathless kiss. Miraculously he stiffened further. To feel such a thing happening inside her, it was wondrous. Her tongue and his mingled, sharing the taste of their desire.


  Rocking slightly, she let Bran slide within her. The feeling of his hands around her waist, pulling her tightly against him… it was incredible! She ground her clit against his pelvis sending majestic waves of pleasure from one point while the penis inside shifted delectably against her vaginal walls, surging within, a tremendous fullness.


  Breaking off the kiss she pushed herself up and began flexing her hips, spearing herself on him in an easy rhythm. It felt too good to end this quickly. Brandon’s body was made for her; And hers for him!


  Choosing this moment, Brandon took things into his own hands, literally. He took her breasts and began fondling them as she rode atop him, writhing with pleasure. It was better than the best dreams.


  “Oh, ooooh, mmmm, yes,” she cooed. “You feel so good inside me.”


  He didn’t reply with words. Instead, Brandon commenced flexing his hips in time with her motions, further stirring her insides to splendid satisfaction.


  Faster, harder, she moved, pulling Brandon’s hands tightly against her tits.


  “You can be rough with me,” she squealed. “Cum inside me again!”


  Was this really her? She barely remembered the meek girl who had only recently discovered the pleasures of the feminine body. Gill had awakened her, but Brandon had unleashed her! She wanted to thank him with her mouth, her willing pussy, with every orifice she possessed, this night and every night until the end of time!


  “AHHHHHHNNNNNN!” Allison screamed as she came for the second time. Twitching and quivering she felt herself squeezing Bran’s manhood with uncontrollable contractions.


  This in turn pushed Brandon over the edge as for the second time he filled her cavity with his thick, white cum. She reveled in the sensation of it rushing within her cavities, exquisite pleasure gradually fading along with Brandon’s diminishing erection.


  When she collapsed beside him, it was with the utter contentment of a job well done. But as she lay silently, listening to Brandon’s quiet breathing, the cloud of lust began to fade. What it left behind was suddenly horrifying. Dan and his masculine body… was it lost forever?


  “Oh god. What have I done?” Allison asked herself as she lay silently in the bed still moist with sweat and a variety amorous fluids. Her pussy still ached wonderfully with the raw sensation of him several minutes after the last orgasm faded.


  “The drugs,” she thought frantically, “It hadn’t been me.”


  Her thoughts were interrupted as movement beside her snapped the moment’s reverie. Although Allison had believed Brandon asleep at her side, moments stretched into eternity as she fretted about whether she could ever return to her masculine body, but now…


  Brandon wordlessly rose but turned back to regard her, mild surprise on his face as she looked back at him.


  “Oh, I thought you were sleeping,” he said, the shock replaced by a neutral expression.


  “Cold, his expression is so empty,” she thought to herself, but as she wrestled with her own post-coitus emotions, she asked in a small voice, “Where are you going?”


  A shudder of contempt for herself bubbled up at sounding so small and vulnerable, but then, she had never felt so exposed by a man’s gaze..


  Lazily Brandon checked the clock on the bedside table which Allison saw blinked a contemptible 3:17AM and he turned back to study her nakedness. Reflexively, Allison drew the linens to her chest and then chastised herself for the demonstration. However, there was no passion in his gaze, only a bland expression of weariness.


  “Bran?” She asked, unsure of the source of his sudden distance.


  “Well, I guess it’s too late for you to do anything about it, so how about we dispense with the playacting?”


  Allison could feel her stomach drop 10 feet, he couldn’t mean…


  “You are a terrible detective,” Brandon said derisively, shaking his head. “When my father told me to one of his little experiments would be digging into our school’s Sheen epidemic, I thought it might be a challenge”


  Horrific realizations cascaded through Allison’s mind. Pieces clicked into place.


  “It was you,” she declared with a horror-stricken tone. “It was always you. The cheerleaders were a red herring from the start.”


  “It took you long enough to figure it out,” chided the unusually smug looking Brandon who began to dress. “My father never suspected his goody-two-shoes son could be responsible for such a horrific drug. He was all too willing to suspect a secretive, selective cabal of bitches in slutty skirts, especially since it played so well into his research.”


  “Why?”


  A fully dressed Brandon opened the bedroom window. The breeze carried a chill which caused Allison’s nipples to stiffen and she pulled the sheets tighter against herself. It forced her to consider the possibility she’d never be free from this body.


  “A very simple reason, my precious little slut,” Brandon finally added, turning to reveal a dagger which had been cleverly concealed in above the window. “Once I found out you were coming; It was too easy. I learned all about you Detective Jeffries.”


  Allison shuddered, hearing her real name. Hearing him talk… it was like he was another person entirely. Not her Bran.


  “That’s not possible,” she muttered, uncertainty.


  “I knew all the suit’s weaknesses and I figured out it would be simple to seduce you and frame the cheerleaders. Heh, you would have believed anything I told you. And now, trapped in that body, you’ll never be able to stop me.”


  “The day before the fundraiser,” Allison exclaimed. “You planted the drugs. How did you know when and where the exchange was happening?”


  Brandon didn’t answer, but he was drifting away from the window towards…


  Only then did Allison realize he was moving for her dress and phone which lay piled up at the end of the bed. “Oh god,” she realized with alarm, he’s going to throw them out the window!”


  She moved suddenly in a desperate bid to reach her belongings before Brandon could carry them to the window, springing from the covers like a demon, her training forgotten. Naked and furious Allison attempted to wrest control for the bundle but the hands which had so lovingly caressed her were far too strong. Deftly, she was tossed to the ground, crumpling into a pile at the floor beside the bed.


  After clearing the hair from her face, she could look up in time to see her phone and the dress, lovingly purchased with Brandon in mind, tumbling from the third-floor window into the mud and rain below.


  It was only then she became aware of a searing pain in her ankle, she winced against a wave agony. But it was her heart which felt truly wounded.


  Confidently, Brandon strolled to the door, casting his eyes downward toward the injured detective who began to cry with visible frustration and pain.


  “Cheer up,” he said. “You’ve failed as a detective, but my father is very good at his work, that pussy of yours can get some work. You’d make a wonderful prostitute or porn actress. So, you have options.”


  “You did this to me,” Allison choked out through the sobbing. “You spiked the wine to trick me into making love to you.”


  “Oh, that? I lied about the Sheen. All I had to do was get you alone and give you an excuse to spread your legs. You did,” he grinned wickedly, “with gusto.”


  “You’re lying,” Allison retorted, refusing to acknowledge the possibility she had given in of her own free will… twice.


  “In fact, my intent was to stop after the first go, but you were just so insistent, I didn’t want you thinking I wasn’t interested.”


  “You’re a miserable liar.”


  “Maybe, maybe not,” the grinning maniac replied, “But I’m going to leave you in this room, while I collect more money than God. And there’s nothing you can do now to stop me! HAHAHAHA!”


  He opened the door and sounds from a still raging party flooded into the room before Brandon slammed the door behind him, leaving Allison trapped, naked and broken on the floor of the bedroom. Tears streamed down her face as she lay sobbing in defeat. The rain continued to fall outside. Falling into a night she had once hoped would never end.


  Lying beside the bed in inconsolable despair, tears rolled down her cheeks for several uninterrupted minutes. The bleak horror of her situation was all too transparent. Steady beats rolled through the floor, signs of a party what had not yet devolved into fervent, moaning orgies typical of Sheen parties.


  To leave, Allison would need to limp downstairs, totally naked, begging for a ride into town. Her ankle roared with pain as she tried to rise, and she slumped back to her spot beside the bed. Even such a socially suicidal possibility had also been denied her.


  Left to contemplate the failure of her duty as a detective, the loss of her gender and, somehow, mourning the loss of her love. The nub at the base of her skull had entirely vanished. Despite these revelations, her heart still ached with betrayal and longing. She hated herself for it.


  “It’s all over,” she thought, “Brandon has won.”


  In that moment, she was sure all was lost. Ironically, it was the very moment the door sprung open, revealing someone Allison had least expected to see.


  “What did he do to you?” Tiffany asked in alarm. She was still wearing the racy blue homecoming dress and her hair was matted with rain which dripped and rolled down her exposed skin. She dropped to one knee beside Allison.


  “Tiffany?” Allison asked incredulously, “What on earth are you doing here?”


  Eyes suddenly downcast, Tiffany looked away.


  Realization dawned slowly. “You knew I’d be here,” Allison accused.


  Tiffany nodded sadly. The other pieces of the puzzle snapped into place and Allison cursed herself for being too stupid to see it before now.


  “Brandon was using you to set up our sisters. You’re the one who told him about the fundraiser.”


  Tiffany didn’t need to answer. She could see the truth in the other woman’s haunted eyes. She was openly weeping.


  “Why?”


  With a small voice, Tiffany answered. “He promised to pay for nursing school. My parents wouldn’t and, and… it was the only way…”


  Allison wanted to hate her. However, she couldn’t bring herself to despise the poor girl. Tiffany had probably never worked a day in her life and couldn’t contemplate paying for school herself. Brandon’s offer was attractive from her warped perspective. It left only one question:


  “Why did you come back for me?”


  Tiffany looked up. “You saved me from getting arrested. Brandon intended for me to end up in jail with my friends… I didn’t know what he was planning, I swear.”


  “You thought he wanted to know about the fundraiser for, what? Peeping?”


  “I didn’t think it through, OKAY? I … I wanted to be a nurse and he promised me I could… but then you saved me. I knew he was using you, but not why…”


  “Well,” Allison admitted, wincing as she prodded her leg. “I especially need your help now.”


  The cheerleader began examining Allison’s rapidly swelling ankle and said, “I ran into Brandon as I was coming in. He seemed surprised to see me, but when I asked him where you were, he told me you left hours ago. He hurried off somewhere and I almost left too, but on my way out I found this.” She held up a shimmering stiletto, partially covered in mud. “I also found that gorgeous dress and your phone submerged in a puddle.”


  “Does my phone work?” Allison asked hastily, wincing as the Tiffany poked tenderly at her ankle.


  The cheerleader shook her head somberly. “It’s all ruined. I’m going to murder that asshole if I ever see him again. Your ankle looks sprained.,” Using her teeth, Tiffany began to tear into the bed sheets, avoiding the wet spot Allison was suddenly self-conscious of, despite everything happening to her.


  With the long strip of fabric, the future nursing student began to carefully wrap the binding around Allison’s ankle. It was tight but after it was done, the pain was reduced, and she couldn’t help but smile at her friend.


  Tiffany looked up from the binding to the eyes of the woman who had spent weeks deceiving her and all the girls from the squad. It was then Allison finally came to a decision and smiled. Perhaps they could both find redemption.


  Slowly rising with Tiffany’s help, Allison said, “We need to go. I have something I must do, and I need your help. It might be dangerous.”


  “Are we going to make Brandon pay?”


  “More than you can imagine. And it will help our sisters”


  “Good, what do you need me to do?”


  Allison offered a grim smile. “I’ll need your phone and for you to drive while I call my mom. I have a lot to explain and I promise when this is all over I’ll answer your questions.”


  “I can do that,” Tiffany said, lowering Allison to the bed as she began to remove her dress.


  “What are you doing?” Allison asked, confused.


  With a sassy look on her face, the cheerleader regarded Allison critically. “Unlike some girls, I wear sensible underwear under my dress. Now neither one of us has to leave naked.”


  Allison teared up and took the dress with a profound appreciation for the friendship she felt she didn’t deserve. Nevertheless, after squeezing into Tiffany’s dress, with one arm over the girl’s shoulders, the two hobbled down to her car, one in a tight blue dress, the other in lacy undergarments. The drunken crowd watched with incredulity but didn’t interfere as the women stepped into the pouring rain and drove off into the night.


  


  Final Chapter


  Rain pattered sporadically on the front windshield as the girls waited. They watched the rain all-but cease as the clock ticked over to 4AM.


  “Are you sure you want to do this?” Tiffany asked, her elfin features twisted in worry.


  Allison attempted a reassuring smile, but said, “I don’t have a choice, it’s my duty.”


  “I understand. Thank you for telling m–”


  They both turned as a car pulled up beside them, its lights off. Allison recognized Jess’ dilapidated hatchback and sighed in relief as her partner emerged. She moved to join the other woman but stopped when she felt Tiffany’s hand lightly grasp her arm.


  For a moment, Allison studied the girl dressed in only her undergarments who had sacrificed so much and finally said, “Whatever happens, stay here. Don’t come out for any reason. I couldn’t forgive myself if anything happened to you.”


  “I have one more thing before you go.”


  “What?” Allison asked, not imagining what else the innocent cheerleader with dreams of a nursing career had left to offer in this situation. She was therefore taken aback as the slender girl reached over the center console and brought her in for a deep, affectionate kiss.


  Suddenly, Allison knew why Tiffany had been so willing to betray Brandon. Their tongues intermingled, not with the fiery passion of lust, but tender, caring surrender. Moments passed in an eternity of sweet wonderment. It simply took her breath away. When Tiffany ceased, Allison was forced to catch her breath.


  “Come back to me,” Tiffany stated simply.


  “I will.”


  Tiffany gave Allison’s hand a quick squeeze and grateful smile as the detective turned cheerleader, adorned in her friend’s Homecoming dress, emerged into the night to join her partner and bring a criminal to justice.


  “Who’s that?” Jess asked critically, sounding very much like her mother.


  “Tiffany,” Allison replied, shuddering as she thought of the old life she could never return to.


  “She isn’t in custody with the others?”


  “We don’t have time for this,” Allison chided.


  “This is dangerous; We should wait for backup. And,” Jess added, noting Allison’s appearance. Her eyes lingered over the carefully bandaged ankle. “You look the worse for wear. If we took you back to the lab, there might still be time to get you out of that suit.”


  Allison’s eyes widened, “How-?”


  “When you went to the dance tonight with Brandon, I knew how this would end. Well… not this exactly,” she considered, looking through the sparse tree cover at the unusually well-lit docks. The barest glimpses of motion were visible through the branches. “I didn’t expect he would end up being our perp. Are you sure about this?”


  “There isn’t time to wait for backup and this is our only chance to catch Brandon and his collaborators red-handed. We’ll deal with my situation after…” Allison paused, glancing at the car where Tiffany sat patiently.


  “How much did you tell her?”


  “She knows I’m an undercover cop.”


  “Does she know HOW undercover?”


  Allison replied with a shake of her head, her long hair swishing in response. Wistfully she studied the surroundings before finally saying, “You brought my gun? And… the other thing?”


  “Yes, but if you’d asked I would have brought a real change of clothes too.” Jess said reproachfully as she passed over the firearm. She also pulled a medium sized box out from under her arm and handed it over.


  The weapon felt enormous in Allison’s small hands. She’d never used it as a woman and hoped her aim would withstand the change. Making a mental note to be wary of the recoil, she turned Jess.


  “The clothing situation didn’t occur to me, beyond this…”


  She pulled the Wonder Woman outfit from the box and grinned. Tonight, she was going to be a hero; She needed to look the part. Slipping behind a tree, she began to replace Tiffany’s dress with the costume.


  “You were right about the cheerleaders,” Jess explained as Allison changed. “They’re not drug dealers.”


  “Then what were they selling?” Allison asked, wriggling into the Wonder Woman dress.


  “The flash drive your friend was carrying was filled with naked pictures and videos of your fellow cheerleaders. Apparently filmed without their knowledge or consent in the locker room. There were years of voyeuristic footage on that drive, including many girls under the age of 18.”


  “Oh god,” Allison remarked, fastening her boots.


  “Oh, she’s in some serious trouble. The others had no idea.”


  “So, the Japanese buyers were a bunch of perverts, not dealers? That makes sense…” With the circlet atop her head, Allison emerged from behind the tree and said, “Well, how do I look?”


  Jess shrugged amicably and gestured towards the lights indicating they should remain silent for the remainder of the mission. If she was wondering about the costume, she remained silent. Evidently, she had given up on controlling Allison.


  She wanted to apologize for everything, to tell Jess how much she appreciated her presence. After all the doubt and harsh words… she had still come when it counted. And the cheerleaders… She desperately wanted to ask about her friends. While she found little compassion for Clara, were the other girls free or still imprisoned over a misunderstanding? Finding any answers would have to wait.


  Together they set out towards the docks. Allison let her police training take over. Despite how heavy the gun felt in her hand, she maintained careful posture as they approached the boardwalk lights. Memories of her date with Brandon flooded in. She grimaced in pain which had little to do with her ankle. In fact, her limp was barely noticeable, thanks to Tiffany’s intervention.


  They slipped past the outer buildings lining the boardwalk and caught a glimpse of a heavily armed guard in black body armor. Allison felt a surge of confidence. It had been a gamble, whether this would be the location of the exchange. Brandon had claimed she was a poor detective, but she had correctly guessed his plan once the she had the proper suspect in mind.


  The docks, where he had brought her of his own will, setting everything in motion. “Quiet and portentous,” he called it once, unknowingly embedding it in her memory. Across town from the police station. It all lined up too perfectly to be anywhere else. She smiled grimly.


  A gentle hand on her shoulder indicated nearby hostiles and both women leaned against a building, melting into the shadows. Miraculously, Allison found her feminine form an asset as they snuck past guards, lighter on her feet and lithely agile, she could move with an effortless grace which made the incursion significantly easier.


  Jess pointed towards a warehouse with the heaviest concentration of guards and Allison nodded. Brandon was inside the building, he had to be. They approached carefully, slipping between a pair of distracted guards and snuck behind the structure. Creating a stirrup, Jess gestured towards an elevated, half-open window roughly ten feet off the ground. She was lifted and from her position was able to peer inside the facility.


  Large shipping containers blocked much of her vision, but from what she could see, the other half of the industrial warehouse was mostly unoccupied. A large semi-truck was just inside the enormous roll up doors, ostensibly to allow easy pickup and drop-off. Boxes were stacked up beside the truck, but Allison couldn’t make out the contents of the open crates. However, she spied Brandon rounding the truck with an unusually stern expression. Despite everything, her heart skipped a beat… and she hated herself for it.


  So, there he was! But there was someone else with him, a silhouette she recognized. The figure turned, and Allison involuntarily gasped in surprise… It was Gill!


  Had they been working together from the start? If he was the buyer, it explained is week-long absence and interest in her. It made a sick kind of sense. Gill was the athletic director and therefore had the leverage to seduce Allison leaving Brandon to pick up the pieces. Thus, eliminating the meddling detective from the situation. However, she judged the criminals had committed one fatal error of assumption. A completely feminized Allison wasn’t a hindrance… it was an asset.


  “What did you see?” Jess whispered.


  “He’s in there all right… with Gill.”


  Jess expression turned dark. Last time she heard that name, she had threatened to murder him… she might still get the chance.


  “SWAT will be here in twenty minutes,” Jess reminded her. “Do you think our perps will be here that long?”


  Allison shook her head. “It looks like they’re wrapping up. By the time SWAT arrives it will be too late… but I have a plan.”


  “I’m not going to like it, am I, Allie?”


  “You sneak back out,” Allison explained, grinning at the sound of her nickname coming from the older agent. “Wait by the entrance and update SWAT when they arrive. Direct them here. I’m going to delay our friends inside.”


  “How?”


  “You don’t want to know.”


  “Allie, it’s too dangerous.” She pointed to the costumed bracers on Allison’s forearms. “You know those don’t actually deflect bullets, right?”


  “You need to trust me… like I trusted you.”


  “I… I am sorry I lied to you. I was never a cheerleader… I only wanted to save my high school. And I hope you know, I was only trying to help… I recognized the adolescent teen in you, but I failed when it mattered most.” There were tears in her eyes as she slumped against the wall.


  “It’s not your fault,” Allison insisted. “I don’t know if this person was inside me all along, but now I know who and what I am. None of this is on you.”


  “Are you sure you can handle this alone?”


  “I’ve got this, Jess,” she assured the agent, handing over her weapon. “I’ll give you twenty minutes if you can give me boost.”


  Jess sighed but again braced to lift Allison to the window.


  The girl managed to wedge her fingers under the opening and slide the plexiglass pane up high enough to allow herself space to slip inside. Allison nearly caught a toe on the sill, correcting her fall at the last moment. Managing to remain upright, she landed without making a sound, but not without a wince. She sighed in relief and thanked her cheerleading training.


  The only real risk she faced was Brandon or Gill shooting at the first sign of trouble. In fact, if any bullets were fired, she was sure to end up dead. Fortunately, there was no sign the men had noticed her entrance and the costume clad woman was able to creep to the edge of the shipping containers without giving away her position, stopping roughly 50 feet from the truck.


  Then she took a deep breath and stood. Trying to look as heroic as possible, she stepped out from behind cover. She sauntered towards them.


  “Bran, dear. I was wondering where you’d gone off too. And is that Gill Johnson? My two favorite boys in one place… I’m a very lucky girl.”


  Brandon pulled a handgun from the waistband of his pants and pointed it in her direction.


  “WHOA!” Gill shouted, lowering Brandon’s arm, but his eyes were transfixed on Allison. “What the hell is she doing here? You were supposed to take care of her.”


  “Didn’t you miss me, Daddy?” Allison asked, leaning slightly into the childish tone. “Aren’t you happy to see me?”


  Pulling away from the older man, Brandon raised his gun again. “I don’t know how you found us, but you made a big mistake. Those bracers won’t actually stop a bullet.”


  Allison grinned, wickedly. “I heard that one already, but I’m not here to fight. Quite the opposite in fact,” she added stepping up to Gill. Once she put her hand on his chest, Allison felt his heart race. To her surprise, the man didn’t back away from her touch. Instead he glanced at Brandon who was now pointing a gun in both their directions.


  “Put the gun away, boy. You can clearly see she’s not armed. Now,” he said, looking down at Allison’s large, grey-green eyes. “Somehow you found us and snuck in here, interrupting the conclusion of a successful business deal. Why is that?”


  “I came here to find Brandon, but when I saw you here Daddy… I couldn’t help myself. I’ve missed you so much, did you miss me?”


  She pressed herself against him with brazen intent and older man responded by caressing her ass beneath the blue and gold skirt. Allison slouched against him but arched her back enticingly. Offering her body to him. Looking up, she could see the hunger. It mirrored her own.


  “What are you doing Johnson?” Brandon asked, his eyes wide with anger.


  “She’s not a threat,” Gill explained. “And you got to fuck her… all I got do is feel her up and endure a week of fuckin’ blue balls. And now here she is… Do you want to feel Daddy’s cock inside you?”


  Allison nodded eagerly and licked her lips.


  “It’s a trick,” Brandon argued, nervous eyes glancing in every direction. “She’s trying to distract you.”


  “Why don’t you touch me and find out if it’s a trick,” Allison offered.


  Gill obliged, pulling her closer and reaching around from behind to send a finger knuckle deep into her pussy. Allison gasped and shivered in tenuous delight. Her daddy’s finger withdrew, glistening with moisture. She was trying to delay them… but the prospect of seducing and fucking either or both still made her unbearably horny.


  “She’s soaking wet,” Gill observed.


  “We don’t have time for this,” Brandon countered. “Let’s just kill her and–”


  Allison ignored the death threats as she moved to kiss Gill. She knew the younger man better than he suspected. They had shared something real, even if he pretended otherwise and it had to rankle him, watching his girlfriend kiss someone else, fuck someone else. As for her, she wanted a cock badly and didn’t much care which of them volunteered, but it was Gill who was removing his pants.


  It wasn’t the first time she’d seen his penis, but instead of trepidation, it now inspired lust. He stepped towards her with a stiff erection which she took into shaking hands. She was quivering with anticipation, and wondered how it might feel inside her, compared to Bran’s wonderful cock.


  With Allison’s help, Gill removed her costume leaving her totally nude before them. Wasting no more time Gill began suckling at her breast and she cooed in delight while stroking the older man’s erection.  


  Brandon had lowered his weapon now and stared in awe struck amazement. Allison caught a glance of the younger man approaching them, his slacks pulled taught across the crotch.


  Deliberately, grinding her ass against Gill’s erection, she stared pointedly at Brandon. However, she shut her eyes against the deluge of pleasure as the older man entered her from behind. A flood of the same profound satisfaction thrummed hotly as he delved into her pussy.


  “Oh shit,” Gill marveled, “It’s so tight. Her pussy is practically sucking my dick.”


  Brandon was two feet from them now, eyes filled with a mixture of disgust and betrayal. The irony was not lost on Allison, as she moaned in contentment; Her daddy penetrated her again and again with sublime deliberation.


  “You have to stop,” Brandon complained weakly.


  “She has another hole, I bet she’d love to suck that cock of yours while I fuck her from behind, wouldn’t you princess?”


  Allison reached for Brandon’s belt and pulled him closer. “Yes daddy, I want to please both of my favorite boys while they make me feel good with their big cocks.”


  Brandon let her pull his pants down. It was difficult as her body swayed from repeated penetration. Gill’s body continued to crash against hers, but she managed to slip the younger man’s massive erection into her mouth, savoring the taste and texture.


  She lost track of time as she pleasured each of them simultaneously. Gill eventually grunted as he fired a load of hot semen inside her pussy. There was so much…It spilled out of her as she stood upright.


  “That’s a lot of cum daddy, did it feel good?” Allison asked, stroking his wilting erection. It stiffened again almost immediately, and she smiled joyously.


  “You didn’t even make her cum, old man,” Brandon complained, lifting the young woman atop his throbbing erection. She wrapped her legs around his waist and her lips pressed against his. It was the same passionate kiss from earlier in the night. She moaned in joyous ecstasy. He was so deep, it was glorious!


  She bounced along his staff eagerly squealing into the kiss as their tongues danced while a thunderous orgasm pulsed from her pussy with spine-tingling quake that forced her pelvis slamming into his. Legs wrapped tightly in a rictus contraction as Brandon ejaculated within her for the third time.


  They took turns using her mouth, pussy and ass to satisfy a seemingly endless collective stamina. She felt used and despoiled, as cocks plumbed the depths with rigid intensity. And she reveled in it! Cum dribbled out of every pore, her breasts ached, and her pussy chafed. And still she wanted more, mewling, screeching, wailing as they brought her to orgasm again and again.


  Nothing else in the world mattered, save the pleasure and the thrill as she knelt, bouncing atop Gill’s erection while stroking Brandon’s shaft. “Cum on me, or in me, I don’t care! Just don’t stop!” she pleaded.


  Brandon fired another load across her chest and Gill bucked beneath her thighs, filling her womb with a vocal climax.


  “Oh, OH, OHHHHHH!” Allison shouted as the surge of heat set another climax pulsing through her bucking, nubile form.


  A crashing noise and the sound of shattered glass against concrete invaded their carnal exercise.


  Smoke suddenly filled the area with obscuring particles. Allison was pushed aside suddenly, and she was sent sprawling to the ground. Shouting and chaos reigned as she lay atop the cool asphalt the sensation of orgasm gradually fading from her pussy. It didn’t matter, nothing else mattered but the pleasure.


  When the smoke cleared they found her covered in cum and resting peacefully beside the truck. One of the SWAT personnel swept her into his arms and wrapped a blanket around her. She regarded him critically, staring at the unfamiliar, but handsome face of the policeman.  Allison admired his piercing blue eyes and rugged stubble.


  “Are you okay, ma’am?”


  “Mmmm,” Allison replied dreamily, enjoying the effortless strength in his tender embrace. “Did we get them?”


  “We apprehended the culprits along with enough Sheen to saturate the entire western hemisphere. It’s enough to lock them up for six lifetimes. If you’re safe, Agent Ferguson left instructions you were to be airlifted immediately to the hospital.”


  Resting her head against the officer’s strong chest, she sighed, content. “There’s no need to hurry, handsome. Can’t I thank you for saving me first?”








  


  Epilogue


  Doctor Phillips studied the computer screen with an intense frown. Alexi had already gone home so there was no one to direct his rage at, especially since he’d been forbidden from punishing that bitch of a detective. Somehow, the slut had managed to thwart their plans, despite being turned into a cock hungry bimbo.


  “You must forget about your son,” the redhead instructed as she leafed through another page of the report he had prepared. “It is a setback, but the greater part of the plan was still a success.


  “My son is going to jail, and our entire supply of Sheen was confiscated. This is catastrophic, Nadine!”


  The woman’s eyes rose from the printout and flashed with fury.


  Phillips flopped to the ground and prostrated himself, “Sorry, Mistress, I’m just… upset.”


  “I will forgive your insolence this once… you may lick my pussy in atonement.”


  “Yes mistress,” the scientist agreed, jumping to her side and working the folds of her labia.


  “Remember,” Mistress chided. “The conversion of Subject 03 was always the primary goal of this experiment. Our plans are still in motion. When you have completed your task, gather the others, we must begin preparation the next phase.


  “Mmmm, mmmm mmm,” came the reply.


  Mistress tilted her head back and savored the fleeting sensation of her servant’s tongue against her clitoris. The plan hadn’t been executed perfectly, and so they would be required to make corrections. Unfortunately, it required the intervention of men… Some failures were inevitable. However, it was only a matter of time until the world saw the perfection she desired. And since her transformation, she’d ALWAYS gotten what she desired. Men were such loyal servants…


  –


  Jess looked over her final report and stewed. Yes, they caught the bad guys and stopped the flow of drugs. Word around the offices was, a commendation was inevitable… the biggest bust in decades.


  Was it worth the cost? Dan, forever condemned to the body of a teenage girl. Her friend would never be the same. Allison was under custody of the lab, but that was far from comforting.


  Again, and again, she traced the series of events, searching for the turning point which had sent Allison against orders and pushed her irrevocably down the path to womanhood. Each time she arrived at the same conclusion: Sleeping with Dan. She had received assurance from the lab that the remedy was foolproof, and he would be returned to his ordinary self.


  The effect had served the opposite purpose, driving him further towards Allison’s perverted desires. Explanations were reasonable. Sex might have caused a surge of testosterone, but he was already too far gone… Nonsense.


  What if the lab had lied? What if they had knowingly advised her to act, accelerating Dan’s transformation? Jess wished she understood the science… What if the contents of his balls were the only remaining barrier between his masculine and feminine persona? She’d only done it because of their recommendation and it had condemned him.


  Shaking her head, Jess sighed. The girl seemed happy enough when she’d seen her, if a little bit overeager, sexually. But physiologically, she was a teenage girl, so even that wasn’t entirely abnormal. If only she could hear him drop one “R” and know Dan was still in there somewhere.


  Jess didn’t understand what was happening but vowed not to give up on her friend. Even if it meant investigating the lab itself. Her bosses wouldn’t be happy, but what was the point in making the nation’s’ biggest drug bust if it didn’t earn you some political capital. No, she wouldn’t rest until she knew for sure what the lab was up to, no matter what. This case was far from over.


  THE END
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