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    Junior year at college had ended, and it was summer break. Next year I’d need a place to stay because the dormitories on campus didn’t have enough space for upperclassmen. I didn’t want to risk being without a place by taking a chance on the room lottery, which wouldn’t happen until two weeks before classes started.  

    I still had my room for another month, and I was trying to find a place. The apartments nearby weren’t the greatest and not cheap either. I was walking the streets around the campus, looking for Rooms for Rent signs and enjoying the shady, cool street.  

    The street was lined with old Victorian mansions. Most were either fraternities or sororities, with their Greek letters emblazoned above the porch, on proud display in the landscaped flower beds, or on flags flanking the stairs.  

    I slowed my pace, admiring one of the sororities. They were all nicer-looking than the frat houses. The frat houses tended to have empty beer cans on the porch rails and steps, overgrown grass, and peeling, chipping paint. One particular sorority looked like it came from the cover of a home design magazine. Slate stairs on stone, a stone-railed porch, a double keyhole door, twelve feet high and flanked by floor-to-ceiling windows that were open, with sheer curtains blowing inside from the breeze.  

    The place was gorgeous. I stopped so I could take it all in, and a girl on the front porch saw me and stood up, walking to the front steps. She stood at the baluster on the top step. She was gorgeous in her short shorts, tank top, and shiny hair.  

    She waved and smiled at me. “Hey, come inside! I’ll give you a tour. Isn’t this place great?” She danced her feet lightly down the stairs and ran up to me, her hair in a ponytail, flipping back and forth behind her. She was so pretty.  

    She held her hand out to me, flashing a smile. Her bright eyes sparkled. “I’m Hannah. I live here. Come inside and see the house!”  

    I shook her hand. “I’m Teri. I’d love to see it. It’s in such nice shape and well-kept outside.”  

    “Then you have to come in.” She took me by the hand and led me up the stairs. “Just out for a walk today? Nice street, isn’t it? I think it’s ten degrees cooler with these big old trees on it.” She opened the massive door.  

    “Yeah, it is a nice street. Actually, I was canvasing the streets for places to rent. I’ll be a senior next year, and I need a place.”  

    She led me though the rooms—large fireplaces, paintings, waxed wood floors, sparkling kitchen, and furniture that was reupholstered  and clean.  

    She led me up a sweeping curved staircase with a window seat at the landing. The leaded glass windows were open and letting the fresh breeze in. The second floor was filled with suites of rooms, each with its own renovated en suite bath and substantial closet space.  

    The third floor was the same. “This place is gorgeous, Hannah. You’re really lucky to have gotten in here.”  

    “Thanks, I think so too.” She led me back downstairs, and we sat on the couch. She placed her hand on my leg and looked into my eyes.  

    “You have really pretty eyes, Teri.” Her eyes flitted over my face. “And a pretty chin and lips.” She ran her hand over my hair. “And it’s wonderful you let your hair grow out. It’s so silky and healthy-looking.”  

    “Uh...thanks.” She must have seen me blush as I looked away out the window.  

    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to embarrass you. If you don’t mind me saying, you’re a gorgeous guy. Not macho or anything, but just with beautiful features. I hope that isn’t an insult.”  

    “Uh, well, I know. That’s why I think a fraternity is out for me. I get picked on sometimes. Normal-looking guys think I look like a femboy.”  

    She nodded. “Guys can be jerks. Skip the fraternity.”  

    I nodded. “The apartments around here are crappy, though. I mean, the frats are pretty crappy, too, but the frats are cheaper.”  

    She stood, took my hand and had me stand up. She moved me to the center of the room and let my hand go. She stepped back. “Turn around for me would you, Teri? You know, in a circle.”  

    I was self-conscious. This gorgeous girl was inspecting every element of me. She held her elbow with her other hand under her chin as she squinted and nodded. I stopped turning and faced her.  

    She walked right up to my face. I felt her sweet breath on it when she talked. “Rent is cheap here. The house was part of a charitable trust set up by the late owner before he died. The trust takes care of maintenance, remodeling, taxes, and so on. All we pay for is water, heat, and electricity.”  

    “Nice!” And was she ever nice. I gazed into her eyes and felt a connection to her. She was beautiful and enticing and very comfortable with me. Maybe this stop was worth it. All I could think of was how to ask her on a date.  

    “Uh...Hannah, I was wondering if you might want to walk with me while I look around the streets for a place. Are you busy?”  

    “As a matter of fact, I’m open. But you don’t need to look any farther if you don’t want to. You can have the room next to mine.”  

    “But I’m not a girl. This is a sorority, which is for girls.”  

    “Kinda. You see, the owner who set up the charitable trust had eight daughters and he loved women. So he said the house had to be used as a sorority. But the exact words he used didn’t refer to gender.”  

    “But a sorority is for girls.”  

    “Not entirely. Whether he was advanced for his time, or seeing the future, his stipulation was for...” she held up her fingers for air quotes and continued, ‘feminine and lovely creatures’ to be able to reside in it during their years at university. He never said women, females, girls, or any specific gender. So technically, you would be allowed to stay if you were a feminine and lovely creature.”  

    “I’m not a feminine and lovely creature either.”  

    She laughed and gazed at me while running her hand over my hair. “Would you say you’re masculine and manly?”  

    “Well, I mean...”  

    “Right. You’re more feminine and lovely than most girls. Your voice even works for a girl. You’d save a lot of money and be able to buy all sort of clothes. I’d love a boyfriend like you.”  

    I laughed. “I have enough clothes.”  

    “But you’d need more feminine and lovely clothes....so you look more feminine and lovely, Teri.”  

    “What? You mean act and dress up like a girl?”  

    “Sure. Buy girls’ clothes with all the money you’ll have from paying no rent.”  

    “Some boyfriend I’d be then. I’d be more of a girlfriend.”  

    “Why not? Ever try it? I don’t care much for the macho guys, except as toys. You’re my type of guy. So what if you look and act like a girl to stay here.”  

    “No! That’s freaky.”  

    “Presenting yourself as a girl, you’d look captivating. I mean, with a little help from me. No one would ever know, and you can live in this great place and save money, and we can go out together and everything.”  

    I looked at the floor, shaking my head. 

    She put her hand on my shoulder and massaged it. “Oh, c’mon. You’ll love it.” Her eyes were wide with excitement. She tugged my hand with both of hers. “C’mon, Teri. Try it and see. Don’t say no yet. You might like it, and we can live here together. You’d hate being in a frat. But here, no one would pick on you. Even if they found out, they’d probably all love you because you’re so cute.”  

    “I don’t know the first thing about dressing or acting like a girl, Hannah.”  

    “I can fix that. It’s so easy.” She yanked my arm and tugged me up the stairs. We stood in the hall.  

    Hannah had an ear-to-ear grin. She stopped at an open door, her arm leading the way, and said, “This is my room.”  

    I looked inside and nodded. “Nice!”  

    This was crazy. But the savings, the place, the girl. I’d never even had a real girlfriend. Just acquaintances. And this one was gorgeous and outgoing and wanted to be my girlfriend. I’d be stupid not to listen to her, but it was crazy.  

    She took my hand. “Please? Come inside, Teri.” 
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    She shut the door behind us, wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me passionately on the lips. I couldn’t help becoming engaged in our embrace. She smelled and tasted wonderful. My heart raced in my chest. Was I dreaming? This beautiful girl was kissing me as if she were madly in love with me.  

    We fell on the bed together. She pushed a leg between mine and pressed it against my crotch. She slid her crotch against my thigh rhythmically. Her breathing picked up, and she lifted a breast from her top, pushed it in my face, and I sucked her nipple.  

    “Oh, Teri,” she said “you make me so hot. I’m....huh, huh...” She rubbed her crotch on my thigh and shuddered. “Huh, oh my.” She breathed hot breath in my ear. “Huh, uh.” Her body relaxed and she stopped. She lifted my head from her breast.  

    I looked into her eyes. She stroked my hair. “That was nice. You’re lovely. Now I want to help you so we can be together all the time.” She hopped off the bed and straightened her clothing. “Now we need just a little more femininity for you. Go into the shower and grab a fresh razor from the linen closet and a towel and shave off any body hair not on your head.”  

    “What?”  

    “You heard me, Teri.”  

    “My legs? My chest? My arms?”  

    She ran a hand over my arm. “See it’s not much, and looking at your legs in those shorts, they don’t have much either, so just clean it all up, then we can begin. Hurry now—I want to take you shopping.” She kissed my lips lightly and patted my bottom. “Go, girl.”  

    I did as she asked, all the time relishing the fact that I had this crazy, gorgeous, wild new girlfriend. When I was done, I dressed again and went back into her room.  

    “Good girl, Teri. Now strip.”  

    “Strip?”  

    “Yes, strip naked and I’ll get you some of my clothes to borrow.” She went into her dresser. “Here.” She handed me a pair of stretchy, silky pink panties. “You can wear these and I’ll find a bra to match.”  

    I sat on the bed, undressed, and slid on the panties.  

    She dug in another drawer and found a bra. She held the straps out for me to pass my arms through, then wrapped her arms around me and fastened it in the back. She smelled wonderful. “This one is padded, but it won’t give you cleavage, just bumps. We can get some gel breast-forms at the mall and properly sized bras so you can have cleavage. This will do for now.”  

    I stood there as she looked at me. My rod stood straight up under the panties. My face was flushed.  

    “Don’t be embarrassed, Teri. You look good. I see the panties are making you feel nice.” She rubbed her hand on it and kissed my neck. “It’s so cute.”  

    “Uh, it’s you making me hard. Rubbing on me and stuff. Not to mention how pretty you are.”  

    “Oh, is it? Okay. If you say so.”  

    She found a pair of tan, strappy, high heels and held them by my foot. “Thought so. Perfect. Maybe a little snug, but if you wear stockings, they’ll slip right on nicely and be comfortable to walk in.  

    She put them on the bed and went to another dresser drawer. She came back with a package of stockings and handed them to me. “I’ll dress nicer, too, for shopping so you don’t feel out of place. Slip these on and the shoes. Put the stocking seam on the lace in the back and roll them up on your fingers before you try to slip them on so you don’t rip them.”  

    She dug in the closet while I sat and slid the stockings up my legs and slipped on the shoes. They felt incredible, so silky, and they made my legs looks suntanned and silky. I slid my hand on them and they felt so sexy. I looked in the mirror on the door. “We can’t do this. I can’t go out this way. What if we get into an accident or something?”  

    She took two summery, floral mini dresses from her closet and put them on the bed. “Oh, Teri. Don’t be a catastrophist. Let’s finish what we’re doing, and if you don’t think you look fine, then you can go back to hunting for apartments and give up all the money you’d save, and we don’t have to go on dates.”  

    I stared at myself in the mirror. I did look pretty good in the heels, stockings, bra, and panties, except for the lump in the panties. I throbbed as I looked at myself dressed like that. It was freaky. But could I give her up and all the money, and possibly a new life with her? I’d masquerade for a year like this… it might be well worth it.  

    Hannah knelt down before me. She slid my panties to the side and looked up at me as she wrapped her tiny hand around my hardness and then wrapped her lips around it. She flicked the tip, making me twitch, and then bobbed her head on it, all the time looking up into my eyes. “Ungh, god, Hannah, that feels so good.” I started to thrust a little, standing there in my high heels. “Huh, uh...” I was ready to come.  

    She popped her head off and let it bounce in the air, all shiny and wet. She smiled up at me and stood. “There. So, are we finishing our project so we can go shopping, girl?”  

    I nodded as I tucked it back into my panties. “Uh, okay.”  

    “Of course. You’re smart enough to know a good thing. Okay, look on the bed. The one with the pink flowers is yours, and I’ll wear the blue flowers.”  

    I sat and slid the dress up and put my arms through the shoulder straps. It stretched and fit nicely. Hannah took her shorts and tank top off and slid her dress on. She went to the closet and handed me a short-sleeve crop-top to put on over the dress and hide the straps. I put it on and watched while she slid stockings and shoes on her shapely legs.  

    I looked in the mirror. She was right. I had bumps, but no cleavage. Still, it looked normal for a girl with small breasts. I looked at my hair in a ponytail, and my face still looked like me. I did look very girlish with what I wore, though.  

    Hannah sprayed perfume all over me and under my dress and on my legs. It smelled luscious, like she did. She took me by the hand into the bathroom and did my makeup, eyes, lips, and blush. By the time she was done, I couldn’t see a boy in my face anywhere.  

    We went back into her bedroom. She took out my stud earrings and replaced them with long, dangling ones. She fluffed my hair. “Good enough for now. We can take care of your hair later. Look in the mirror and tell me you see a boy there.”  

    I looked. I didn’t. I did look really nice as a girl. Nicer than most girls. I turned and looked at different angles.  

    “So? Are you quitting, or will this work? Are we going to be dating and having fun, or are you not man enough to go through with it?” She rubbed her hand on my crotch through the dress. “Seems you like the look.”  

    “Well, I uh...”  

    “Doesn’t it feel nice? Silky, girly, sexy. Like me.” She put my hand on her tight bottom and looked into my eyes. “So, girl. What is it?”  

    “I’m on. Let’s do it. I’m ready to shop for my new look.”  

    “Atta girl. See? Aren’t you glad I asked you to come inside?”  

    Oh god. Why did she have to say that? I couldn’t even imagine how good that would feel. Did I have a chance? 

    I said, “Yes Hannah. You can ask me to come inside anytime.” I smiled an evil grin.  

    “Good, because I will.” She kissed my lips and laughed. “Someday, girl, you’ll say those two words, too, and you’ll be begging.” 
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    At the mall, we walked in without attracting any unwanted attention—just a few smiles and nods from some guys here and there. No one knew what I was.  

    Hannah dragged us, running in our heels, while she talked excitedly. “I want to get our hair, pedicure, and manicure done, and then more ear piercings for us and earrings for you and then get you fitted for gel breast-forms and bras for them, and buy panties, lingerie, stockings, heels, dresses and skirts and—” 

    “Whoa! Hang on, Hannah. First off, I’ll never be able to look like a guy again with hair, nails, and multiple piercings. Second, that will cost a fortune.”  

    She stopped outside the hair salon, held my hands in hers and looked into my eyes. “Teri, how much would the down-payment for your apartment be?”  

    “I don’t know. I put aside two grand.”  

    “And rent for a year.”  

    “Twelve.”  

    “Girl, you could get fake boobs put in for that.”  

    “No way.” 

    “I’m not saying you should. I’m saying that what we’ll spend today is nothing compared to what you’ll save, and you obviously have at least the two grand. It won’t be near that.”  

    “Okay, but the hair and piercings?”  

    “Who cares? Hair grows. Piercings fill in when they aren’t used.”  

    “True.”  

    “Then are you ready to be your prettiest self... ever?” She smiled. “And be the hottest boyfriend I ever had?”  

    I laughed. She was so exciting. Hottest boyfriend. I could see it. Hannah would always be able to get me do anything for her. Like I was now. I couldn’t resist looking at her. I smiled and nodded.  

    She kissed my lips, and we started the mall process. I couldn’t imagine what I’d be like at the end of the day. 
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    My feet were sore from all the shopping… not from the shoes as much as all the walking. The shoes felt good, the way they shortened my stride, had good arch support in the high heel, and made me feel sexy. I couldn’t stop looking at my reflection in the store windows as we passed by. While trying on dresses and skirts, I’d get stuck staring at myself in the mirror. Hannah loved every minute. Surprisingly to me, I had fun too. It was a great day for us.  

    In the car, my legs were crossed. My new, long, fake, painted nails caressed my stockinged thigh, and my painted toenails gleamed on my now pretty toes. I slid a hand along my silky leg, enjoying the caress. Hannah looked over at me, “Feel good in your new skin, Teri?”  

    “I guess. I can’t get over all of it. It’s such a shock looking in the mirror. I love the way I look, but I’m a guy underneath it all.”  

    “You do look lovely, and I’m glad you’re a guy under all of it.” She took my hand and held it as we drove. I lost myself in thought, looking out the window.  

    We were dragging all of our things into the house, and Hannah stopped. “Let’s do your paperwork, Teri. For your room.” She put the things down, and I did the same and followed her to the parlor, where a girl sat, watching TV. “Emily, this is Teri; she’s going to join us and needs to fill out the papers.”  

    Emily smiled at me, stood, and came over to shake hands. “Nice to meet you, Teri. Seems you meet the guidelines for feminine and lovely creature. Of course, you don’t have to dress that way all the time, though most of us girls tend to. At least feminine, or sexy as well. As long as you don’t look and act like a guy. That isn’t what our benefactor would want, and I’d have to reject you. Not because you’re a guy, but because you aren’t looking and acting feminine and pretty.” She laughed and watched me.  

    My eyes flitted around the room nervously. Did she know I was a guy? “Whatever he wanted, he should get. He is paying the bill for us.”  

    “Right. Our benefactor wanted to make sure his house was filled with lovely creatures like it was before he died. Follow me.”  

    She took us into a small office under the staircase and had me sit and fill out the papers. I took my license from my purse and filled out that information on the form and signed it. She took the form and held it, her hand out for my license. “Can you show me your license? I need to validate the name and number.”  

    I carefully held it between my thumb and forefinger, covering the “M” for gender, and showed it to her. She validated it and signed the form, then put it in a folder in the drawer. “Lovely nails by the way. I so need to get mine done. All set.”  

    Hannah said, “Can she have the adjoining suite to mine?”  

    “Sure.” Emily stood. “Looking forward to getting to know you, Teri. It’s always nice to have another sister here.”  

    “Thanks.”  

    Hannah and I brought our things upstairs.  

    “See?” Hannah said. “She saw your license, and it wasn’t a problem. Now all the girls will know you’re a boy under that, and they’ll take you under their wing.”  

    “Uh, I hid the gender.”  

    “You shouldn’t have; it would be easier for you. Oh well. We can handle that if it arises.”  

    We put our things into our closets, and I went into her room when I was done. I sat, crossed my legs, and rested my feet, watching her finish. “I think I have more clothes here now than I do at my dorm.”  

    “Of course. All girls have more clothes. It’s more fun to be a girl just for that sometimes. I bet you didn’t even have the number of pairs of shoes you bought today.”  

    “True. I had only three pairs of shoes.” I laughed. “I couldn’t resist all of them, especially with you telling me to buy them.”  

    “Well, now you’re all set for any occasion and any event, and you still have lots of money left over.”  

    “True. Let’s celebrate. Let me take you to dinner.”  

    She sat herself on my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck. “Yeah, something fancy and then clubbing after.”  

    “Oh, Hannah. We walked too much today to dance tonight.”  

    “We don’t have to dance. We can sit and people-watch and have guys buy us drinks.”  

    “Guys? No way.”  

    “Why not? It’s another advantage of being a girl. That’s what guys do.”  

    “But they’ll expect something.”  

    “So we give them something.”  

    “I couldn’t.”  

    She looked into my eyes, wriggled her bottom on my lap, and smiled. She kissed my neck, whispering in between, “If you do this for me...mmm...I might ask you to, uh...” She ran her tongue in circles on my neck. She giggled, slid her hand under her, and grabbed my hard cock. She nibbled the edge of my earlobe, making my dangling earrings ring in my ear. “I might ask you, if you’re a good girl tonight to, uh...mmm...come inside.” 
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    Hannah picked out clubbing dresses for us that were similar. Very short, and very cleavage-revealing. My breasts looked incredible with the forms and the new bras. The dress was so short I had to wear pantyhose instead of the thigh-high stockings I’d worn earlier, or the tops of the stockings showed. The pantyhose were still very sheer and silky, black and sexy like my dress.  

    The stilettos had a very thin five-inch heel that made me feel sexy but also very vulnerable in them. Hannah wore a silver sequined dress, equally short and with a plunging neckline. Her shoes were similar to mine, but black with silver flecks. She was a knockout. We walked carefully down the staircase to the parlor, my new breasts tugging delightfully on my chest with each step. A group of girls had gathered to have cocktails at the bar.  

    Hannah went behind the bar and made us two martinis while I introduced myself to my sisters. “Yes, I’m Teri,” I said and shook hands around the bar. They were all cute or gorgeous—how would I live here?  

    A few of them kissed my cheek and gave me a hug. Between the damn sensual clothes and the hot girls surrounding me, I was hard as a rock in my panties. Luckily it didn’t show. I sat on the barstool, swiveling the seat to be able to cross my legs and pull my dress down—it barely covered my bottom as I sat there, my gorgeous legs in their heels capturing my eye.  

    Teri placed our drinks on the bar before me and came around to sit by me. A girl called out, “Hannah, where are you girls going tonight all dolled up? You both look fabulous.”  

    “Thanks. Teri is taking me to dinner at L’Interlude, and then we’re going to Club Passion to people-watch.” She sipped her martini. Mine was gone already, I was so wired up.  

    A girl behind the bar poured me another from a pitcher. “Thank you.” I lifted my glass to her in a toast.  

    “Anytime, sweetie. Big night for you two. Should be fun. Last time I was at Club Passion, I almost had to beat the guys off with a stick. It was great.”  

    Hannah said, “Really? That much attention? I mean, it’s that busy?”  

    “Maybe not as bad during the summer, because so many kids go home. But it is a Saturday night. It was fun! I gave BJs in the bathroom and then got laid in there twice.” She laughed. “You’ll have a ball.”  

    I took a deep breath. “Guess I shouldn’t go to the bathroom while we’re there, huh?”  

    “Not if you aren’t in the mood to enjoy such indulgences—not the guys’ bathroom at least. Although the women’s bathroom can get that way too.”  

    “Good to know.” I shook my head at Hannah.  

    “Relax, Teri. It’ll be fun.” She finished her drink and slipped off the bar, tugging her dress down. She grabbed her purse from the bar. “Ready, girl?”  

    “You’re driving, right?”  

    “Sure. You have fun.”  

    I tossed down the rest of the martini, slid off the stool, straightened my dress, and grabbed my purse. “Let’s go eat.”  

    We said goodbye and left the house.  

    “See, the girls all like you already.”  

    “They’re nice. Weird living with a house of girls, though. Especially cute and pretty ones.”  

    “You’ll love it. They’ll love you. It’s all good.”  

    I tucked my dress under me as I slid into the car. I crossed my legs and relished the silkiness. I said, “Club Passion doesn’t sound safe to me. Let’s just do dinner and go home.”  

    “Oh, Teri. We can find a nice dark corner where no one will notice us. Let’s decide that after dinner.”  

    We had a lovely table at the restaurant with a vase of flowers and linen tablecloths. Our table faced the garden, and we sat alongside each other. Hannah’s hand rested in my lap as she sipped her wine and I mine. She asked me, “So what’s your major, Teri?”  

    “Drama. I want to be in movies.”  

    “Really! How exciting. Then what you’re doing now is good practice.”  

    I laughed. “Hadn’t thought of that, but you’re right. What’s yours?”  

    “I’m finishing my doctorate in psychology this year.”  

    “Doctor, Hannah. Wow!”  

    “Yeah, by the time you graduate this year, I should have a job lined up, and I can support us while you find something as an actress.”  

    “Actor.”  

    “Oh, Teri, stop.”  

    “Really. This is temporary. Just for housing,” I reminded her. 

    “And for me. I like you this way. You’d be a great actress. No one would know. And if you wanted to, after a this year you’ll have the required year of real life experience as the opposite gender, and I and a colleague could authorize changing your gender, or at least enhance your feminine looks some more for acting. “Breasts, hips, cheeks, butt implants. I could pay for the surgeries.”  

    “No. I’m a guy, Hannah.” The thought was frightening yet somehow exciting. I imagined having breast implants and hips but couldn’t imagine losing my male part.  

    She winked at me. “Whatever you say, Teri. You could still keep your cute little thing. I’d prefer you did.” She kissed my cheek. “Whatever you want. I’m just saying.” 

    We had a lovely meal and took our time savoring everything. I was pretty buzzed, but Hannah had only a couple glasses of wine. Her hand slid on my thigh, caressing it beneath the table while she gazed lovingly at me. How could I resist anything she wanted?  

    She sat up straight, finished her wine, and took a deep breath. “So, can we go clubbing? You seem to be relaxed enough to be a man and have the courage for it.”  

    Be a man. Have courage. Damn her. Her doe eyes pleaded as she waited. She kissed my cheek. “Nice dark corner. Loud music, drinks, gyrating bodies to watch. Just us.”  

    “Okay. Just us.”  

    Off to the club. We could hear the thumping of the music when we pulled up to the valet. We made our way in and past the cover-charge and ID check. Hannah led us to a booth at the back in a dark corner. Perfect. It even had a long table cloth on it so our legs wouldn’t show—less to invite guys over.  

    “Good?” she asked as she motioned to the booth.  

    “Perfect,” I said.  

    We slid in, ordered drinks, and she nuzzled against my arm. “Isn’t this fun, Teri?”  

    “A little scary, but it’s nice being with you.”  

    “You too.” She pecked my lips.  

    Our drinks arrived, and we toasted and sipped. I took a tiny sip, leaving fresh lipstick on the rim. I really didn’t need any more to drink, but I wanted Hannah to have fun. I went slowly with it.  

    “Hi, girls, mind if we join you?” one guy said as he and his buddy practically drooled over us.  

    Hannah smiled up at them. “We already have a drink and just want to relax a while. It’s been a busy day.”  

    The one guy looked like someone had just shot his best friend. “Aww, please? We just want to chat a bit. I’m in the psych program at school, and people interest me. My name is Colin.”  

    Hannah said, “Really? I get my PhD in psych this year.”  

    He slid in next to her.  

    His friend slid in next to me. “Hi, I’m Jack.”  

    “Hi, Jack. I’m Teri, and that’s Hannah.”  

    “Hi. You girls look great. I mean, you’re dressed so beautifully.”  

    He was dressed pretty nicely too. “You guys look good, too, but we just wanted to relax a little.”  

    “Me too. Colin is always trying to show off his psych stuff. It gets tiring. So we can just relax if you want. We don’t have to talk. I’ll just sit here and not bother you.”  

    I looked over at Hannah, and she was talking animatedly with Colin and leaning close to him. I could tell his hand was on her leg, and her hand was in his lap. Shit!  

    I felt Jack’s hand on my leg. He slid it along my thigh. “I love these stockings you have on. Lots of girls today don’t wear any, but these look and feel so nice.”  

    “Thanks.” Should I push his hand off and piss him off? My legs were crossed, and he couldn’t make any discoveries. It felt nice being caressed and appreciated. I let him continue.  

    I was busy watching Hannah. She looked at me. I shook my head. She whispered to me, “Sometimes the only way to get them to leave is to take care of them. Do what I’m doing, and he’ll leave.”  

    I saw her arm moving as she stroked Colin under the table. He smiled at me. I looked at Jake. He smiled and slid his hand higher and lower on my leg, massaging it. It was driving me crazy with arousal. I was hard under my crossed legs from his ministrations. He tried to push his hand between my legs. I had to distract him. I put my hand on his crotch, and he pressed it against it. It was hard and huge.  

    He looked around. “You know, last time I sat in this booth, I was given a blowjob. It’s the perfect booth for it, being hidden in the corner here and having the long table cloth. As a matter of fact, the last two times, now that I think of it. The girls really enjoyed it. Maybe you would too.”  

    “You don’t say.” His cock was growing in his pants. I squeezed my thumb and forefinger on it and slid them up and down.  

    He nodded. “Yup, I think this is the official BJ booth, because I’ve seen guys sitting at it, and I think the girls were under the table from the looks on the guys’ faces.” He unzipped his pants and took his package out. “I shave it all, so there’s no hair to get in your mouth.”  

    He put my hand on it. I wrapped my fingers around it and squeezed. It was hard and huge. “See, you made me hard. Let me show you how hot you are.”  

    He pushed his hand farther between my legs. I had to divert him. I stroked his cock with my hand. He smiled. “That feels nice, but it could take a while.” He touched a finger to my lips. “Your lips are luscious.”  

    I looked for Hannah, and she was gone. Colin was smiling, leaning back against the booth. His hands were under the table on her head. He winked at me and gave Jack a thumbs-up.  

    I looked into Jack’s eyes. Licked my lips.  

    “Please?” he asked.  

    Here I was, dressed like a girl, looking like a girl, smelling like a girl, and being aroused by a guy sliding his hand on my leg, while I held his cock in my hand and stroked it and he just begged me to suck his cock.  

    What the hell was I doing? I wasn’t gay. I never did any of this before, and I certainly never would have thought of sucking a cock before or jerking another guy off.  

    “Please, Teri?” he asked again. He kissed my lips lightly, smelled my hair. “Mmm,” he said.  

    I never had anyone so into me before, thinking I was so attractive and desirable. It was the most flattering thing, and it made me feel in control of giving someone pleasure, control I’d never had before.  

    I tugged his shaved balls with my other hand. “Isn’t this good? If I’m so attractive and sexy, show me by coming for me this way. Show me by looking into my eyes and imagining me sucking your huge... hot... cock. Then I won’t have to take the chance of ruining my stockings—which you like so much—on the floor.”  

    He rolled his eyes. “Oh god, you’re so sensual and seductive.” His hips lifted slightly off the seat, shoving his cock through my grip. His breathing got faster. He smelled my hair, his hot breath on my neck. “You win, Teri.”  

    I felt the gush shoot through my tight grip and splash onto my legs. One stream after another drenched me in a shower of his lust for me. I could feel his compliment dripping down my stockings. He shoved one last thrust into my fist. He let out a deep breath. “Oh, yeah. That was incredible. Would have been great to feed it to you, but that was great too. Thanks.”  

    My heart pounded in my chest from the thrill it gave me. I was flattered, and somehow it made me feel proud of what I had accomplished. “No thanks needed.”  

    I ran my hands over my legs, spreading it around as I tried to dry it off. It was wet and cool on my skin, and I re-crossed my legs, tucking my hard cock in my panties between them. I was so aroused that I could have come just bouncing my leg. Was this how an actor immersed himself in a role? I had just played a role I’d never have thought I could and even became fully engaged in it. Maybe this would be good for my acting skills.  

    Hannah slid out from under the table. She wiped her chin with a finger and licked it off. She smiled at me and raised her eyebrows. She whispered, “I didn’t see you under there. Did you suck him?”  

    “No. I’m not gay.”  

    “No, you aren’t. You’re a girl.” She looked at Jack as he tucked himself away. He smiled at her. “Seems he had a good time. Did he come?”  

    I nodded quickly, my eyes open wide. “All over my stockings. Lots of it. I told him to show me how hot he thought I was, and I jerked him off.”  

    “Good girl. Was it fun? Exciting? Would you do it again?”  

    I rolled my eyes and blushed. I nodded sheepishly. “Uh, I guess.”  

    She laughed. “Then you did well. You overcame some fears and found a new power. You’re getting deeper into your new role now. I’m proud of you, Teri.”  

    “Thanks.”  

    The guys finished their drinks and stood. Colin said, “Later, ladies. Gotta get up early tomorrow. Hannah has both our numbers, Teri, so she can share them with you later.”  

    I smiled and nodded. “Super.”  

    Jack leaned down to give me a kiss. I kissed him lightly. “Thanks. It was great,” he said.  

    “Thank you!” I chimed. 

    They walked away into the crowd.  

    I took a deep breath, gazed at lovely Hannah. Kissed her tenderly on her lips. “Can we go home now? I’m tired and as great as that was, I don’t want to do it again right now, so let’s go before others come over to what Jack called this booth—the official BJ booth.”  

    “Okay, princess. I guess you’ve accomplished enough for one night. You deserve whatever you want.”  

    I thought to myself,  Maybe I can come inside.
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    We walked up the stairs past a couple having sex on the porch sofa, the girl riding him, her mini dress over his thighs. Inside at the bar there was another couple. He had her against the bar. Hannah waved to the girl, and she waved back, smiling. Hannah waved her phone at the girl, and she nodded.  

    Hannah said, “Hang on, Teri. I need to do something for Amy. Hannah began making a video of them on her phone. She moved in closer and tucked Amy’s dress into her belt so the view was better, and Hannah took close ups of him penetrating her while she moaned and yelped. Hannah took it from all angles. It was hot to watch them going at it so passionately.  

    Amy started begging him, “Please, baby, come now. We can come together, come inside. Come inside me now. Please, baby, come inside me now. Shove that gorgeous cock in hard and keep it there while you come inside me.” In moments, he came, grunting and pounding into her.  

    I imagined doing that to Hannah soon. I couldn’t wait.  

    Hannah put her phone away, took me by the hand and led me upstairs. We showered together quickly, soaping each other’s bodies, her bringing me to the edge over and over, and then we dressed in our new, sexy, babydoll nighties.  

    We slid into bed together. Hannah and I kissed deeply and she began humping my leg, rubbing her silky nightie against my panty-covered cock. “Huh, Teri,” she whimpered. “Oh, baby, I love you. You feel so nice.” She went wild on my leg, and I couldn’t wait to get inside her. She began coming, her body twitching and jerking as she whimpered and moaned. I couldn’t take the excitement and came against her.  

    I gasped, “Sorry, Hannah. I couldn’t take it.”  

    “It’s okay, baby. Next time.” She wrapped her arms around me, and we both fell asleep. 
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    The next morning, I woke alone in bed. I got up, showered, shaved my body and face, dressed in a simple miniskirt and tank top, my cleavage showing nicely. I tried a pair of tan wedges, but they didn’t slide on easily like they had in the store, and they pinched my feet. I slid on a pair of lace-top suntan thigh-highs, and then the shoes slipped on and felt good.  

    I put on some lipstick and mascara, fluffed my hair upside down and sprayed perfume in it, and remembered how Jack had loved the smell of my hair last night. This morning routine was a bit longer than my old one, but when I was done, I felt alive and in my skin as opposed to my usual mundane feeling.  

    I was filled with confidence and power, and was excited to start the day. One check in the full-length mirror, and a response from my cock in my panties saying I was gorgeous, instead of feeling boring and dull, and I went downstairs.  

    Hannah was eating at the table in the dining room. There was a place setting beside her seat; she smiled and waved me over. I slid my skirt under me and sat next to her. “Hi, Hannah. Sleep well?”  

    She leaned over and kissed my lips. “Mmm. Like a rock. I love you, princess. You look so lovely and glowing with life.”  

    “I love you too and I feel incredible. So what’s up for today?”  

    “Anything you want.”  

    We ate, then walked around the neighborhood, enjoying the fresh air and sunshine. Talked about last night. Pretty much had a lovely day like any in love couple would. I was in heaven.  

    She sent the video of Amy and her boyfriend from that night to Amy and to me. We watched it over and over, several days in a row, with Hannah saying how great it was, his gorgeous huge cock stretching her and filling her and watching Amy’s reaction to it, him coming inside her. I had such longing to do it to Hannah, but after she came masturbating to the video, she’d either suck or jerk me off.  

    It went like that day after day, and I was totally in my new role and enjoying every bit of it. Every night, though, Hanna and I would come the same way we had the first two times—with her humping my leg and rubbing against my pantied cock. I began to think I’d never come inside her. Still, I loved her and didn’t want to mess it up.  

    We cleaned out my dorm room and closed it up. My old clothes went to Salvation Army. We decorated my new room, buying bedding and towels fit for a feminine, lovely creature—me. It looked so inviting and filled me with pleasure every time I entered the room.  

    Hannah had me begin a new routine of washing out my bottom every morning. She said it would make me feel fresh and light, and I’d always be ready to experience more aspects of being a girl, whatever that meant. It did feel fresh and light when I’d done it. I never knew people did anything like that, but there on the shower was that strange attachment. I’d wondered about it before she told me. The fact that they make them must mean other people liked using them too.  

    A new girl named Alex arrived and moved in. Hannah was quick to speak to Emily and find out about her, and we made friends right away. The three of us got all dolled up and went to dinner together.  

    Alex was a bit taller than both of us, stoic and graceful. She dressed beautifully and had a flair for doing her makeup to emphasize her best qualities. We were in a quiet corner at L’Interlude, in a round booth facing the garden. Hannah sat between Alex and me.  

    Our silken legs touched from time to time under the table.  While we talked in animated conversation, Hannah used one hand to caress each of our thighs, driving me wild and making me wonder if Hannah wanted deeper involvement with Alex. I certainly was attracted to her and wanted to let her know it.  

    I interrupted them talking about school. “Alex, could you help me do my makeup like yours sometime? I love your look.”  

    She smiled. “Thanks, of course, princess. I’d love to.” She reached her hand across and squeezed mine on the table. “We are sisters now, after all.”  

    “Thanks. It’s just that I think you’re so beautiful.”  

    Hannah looked at me. “She is, isn’t she? I think we make a wonderful threesome together. I love how you two girls are so feminine and sexy and carry yourselves so nicely. We should all get to know each other better.”  

    Well, at least Hannah was willing to share and wasn’t mad at me for my comment. “Yes, good idea, Hannah.”  

    We had a second martini then ordered food. Hannah let go of my leg and picked up her glass, but her other hand stayed under the table and seemed to be moving about in Alex’s lap. She had to be caressing her.  

    They even kissed each other lightly on the lips several times. Maybe they’d have sex together, and I could... Crap. I couldn’t give away my secret. I’d just be a third wheel watching them. Still, it would be beautiful to watch.  

    We all had a good buzz, heightened by dessert and espresso. On the way back to the house, they sat in the back seat, and I glimpsed them in the rearview mirror, kissing and touching while I tried to concentrate on driving.  

    At the house, we all sat at the bar and had a nightcap. I caught up to them in intoxication, since I’d limited my intake earlier, being the designated driver that night. Alex paid nice attention to me, and I was taken with her as she spoke, looking into my eyes, her hand caressing my leg. Her gaze was like a starry-eyed lover.  

    Hannah stroked my hair and let Alex and me enjoy each other in conversation. She whispered in my ear, “You like her, don’t you?” I nodded, paying attention to Alex. “Good. She likes you too. We can have a good time together.”  

    Alex invited us to her suite. The three of us walked upstairs hand in hand. How would I keep my secret? It was impossible. I’d be revealed. 
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    Alex pulled the pink satin sheets down on her bed, sat down, and invited us in. Hannah hopped on and slid to the headboard, pushing a pillow up against her back. She raised her knees and lifted her mini dress, her arms out to Alex. Alex promptly slid between her legs, and Hanna wrapped them around Alex’s hips, Hannah’s high heels interlocked as they embraced and kissed.  

    Hannah slid her top and bra under her breasts. Alex did the same to hers and began sucking and nibbling Hannah’s nipples while Hannah’s head rolled on her shoulders. They were a beautiful sight, and I slid my panties under my cock and balls so I could rub my cock through the dress while they made love. There was nothing else I could do at that point without revealing myself, and they didn’t need any help.  

    Two gorgeous girls in their fancy clothes enjoying each other. It was wonderful. Then a pang of jealousy hit me, and I felt left out. Would Hannah be immersed with Alex all the time now? What would I do? She liked femininity, and Alex had a bunch of that—especially because she actually was a girl and not an imposter like me.  

    I let go of my cock, and it went limp beneath my dress as I fretted.  

    Alex did something under her mini dress, but I couldn’t see what. She then took both of Hannah’s heels in one hand, holding them behind Hannah’s head. Alex moved closer between Hanna’s legs and was looking down. Hannah’s eyes went wide. “Oh, Alex, yes!” 

    Alex began thrusting her hips as if she were wearing a strap-on or something. I tried to see, but I couldn’t with her dress just barely covering it. Hannah began coming over and over, squirting all over the bed and moaning and whimpering.  

    She looked over to me and waved me to her. “Come here, baby. I want to suck your cock.”  

    Alex turned and looked over her shoulder. “C’mon, princess. You heard the lady. She wants a cock in her mouth.”  

    Did she know? Hannah must have told her. I quickly obeyed the order, and Hannah moaned around my shaft. I still couldn’t see what was giving her such immense pleasure.  

    I relished the show and the warm wetness of Hannah’s mouth on me as she continued to have one orgasm after another. Alex slowed down and rested, and Hannah caught her breath while my cock bobbed in the air. She looked up at me. “My princess. Now I want to have you come inside me.”  

    Alex slid off Hannah, covering herself and whatever strap-on she wore with her dress. She made way for me by sitting on her heels to one side of Hannah.  

    Hannah held her arms out to me. “Come inside me, baby.”  

    I anxiously slid across the satin sheets to her, my heart pounding in my chest. Alex watched as I entered Hannah. Hannah grabbed my bottom and had me lie flat on top of her, her one hand lifting the back of my dress and her other stroking my hair.  

    She asked, “Are you in me, baby? I can’t feel your cute cock right now.”  

    “Oh, yeah. I’m in.”  

    “That’s my girl, now relax and enjoy. This is for you, not me, honey. I had more than my share of substantial cock already. You just enjoy and squirt your cute one into me, baby. It’s okay that I can’t feel it. I can feel your passion.”  

    I felt my panties pulled to the side behind me, and Alex’s hand caressed my bottom. Then I felt her push against my opening. It felt thrilling while I thrusted gently into Hannah. Alex was something else, helping that way.  

    The pressure increased and then I felt whatever it was slip into me. I gasped as it stretched me and made its way in slowly. Hannah asked, “Are you okay, baby? Feel good?”  

    The feeling was incredible. It kept going deeper and deeper until I thought I’d choke on it. I breathed in quick gasps, looking into Hannah’s eyes. 

    “I’m, huh, oh god, huh, I’m okay.” Alex thrust in and out slowly. She held herself above me as she kissed my neck and whispered in my ear, “Does my cock in your bottom feel good, Teri?”  

    Cock! It hit me like a brick. She was like me, but after surgeries, and she’d kept her cock. I was being fucked in my ass. I didn’t care about what it meant, or didn’t mean. I was in heaven. I turned my head to the side and said to Alex, “Oh yeah, it feels wonderful. Fuck me, Alex. Fuck me hard with that huge cock.”  

    She did, and it made me fuck Hannah harder. Hannah said, “Come inside me, honey. Squirt that cute thing in me. You’re still in right?”  

    In between quick breaths, I said, “Oh yes. But I want it all at once. I want Alex to come inside me.” I turned my head to the side and said to Alex, “Come inside me, baby. Please come inside me. Let me know when you’re ready, and I’ll come too. I can’t make it much longer, though, so hurry.”  

    She kissed my face and fucked me harder and faster, then she gasped and hissed through her teeth, “Now...I’m coming now. Huh, uh, uh, huh.” She tensed above me and shoved herself deep into me. I drove into Hannah as I came profusely for what felt like minutes and with an intensity I’d never felt before. Alex filled me with her come. 

    After we were done, Alex moved gently inside me, rubbing my shoulders and saying, “You were wonderful. Thank you. I think we’ll be wonderful sisters.”  

    Hannah’s face was glowing with bliss. She pecked kisses over my forehead and face. “I love you so much. I hope you didn’t mind Alex fucking me with her gorgeous cock.”  

    “I see why you loved it. Her cock is magical.”  

    “See? A whole new world. Maybe we three should stay together from now on. You could get a few surgeries like Alex, and we could all live happily ever after.”  

    Alex was to our side. She kissed my face. “Please? Please say yes, Teri, honey.”  

    I paused to consider this… I could be a guy again in a year; we’d be together for this year and then done. Ha! Forget that! I’m never going back, and I’ll always be with my new wives. Three wives together, and me one of them. Each a bit different than the others, but the same.  

    “Oh yes, I want all of it and nothing less.” 





   





 

      

      

      

      

    If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review telling everyone how it was for you. Tell a friend about it. Blog it out. Any help is greatly appreciated. Thanks! 

    Barb and Thom 

    For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to: 

    Amazon: 

    http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/ 

    Don’t forget our website, which has more links to things you might like, as well as other places to get our works. 

    http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com 
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