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I was sent to an all-boys school because my mom had been dressing me up as a girl whenever she could, which my dad hated. After all, he wanted to make a man out of me. It’s interesting how things can backfire and end in a result utterly opposite of what was intended.

Alex was hunched over his desk, scribbling out an equation. I put the school newspaper down in front of him, along with the article I had just read, and underlined the parts I wanted him to read.

“Read what I underlined.”

Alex cleared his throat and, in his honey-like voice, said, “Okay, Lee. Here it is. Poor performing sports, poor ticket sales, revenues down, and blah blah blah tuition will increase.” He turned around in his swivel chair, holding the paper and looking at me. “A tuition increase? Maybe my parents will see I need to go to a cheaper co-ed school now.”

“They don’t get the school paper. Read on.”

“Blah blah blah.”

“Just the underlines.”

He nodded and read out loud. “Cheerleading squad to motivate the team and entertain the fans.... raising the performance and attendance and negating the need for a tuition increase.” He shook his head. “Not sure having cheerleaders will do all that. Not to mention, there are no girls here, and guy cheerleaders are lame. Who wants to watch them?”

“Right. So keep reading.”

“Free room and board. Free tuition. A 5% take of the ticket revenue split amongst the cheerleading squad.” He looked up and to the right. “Let’s see, 20,000 seats, twenty bucks a ticket, 5% split between, say, twenty cheerleaders is... a thousand a game per cheerleader. A cheerleading scholarship… and pay! I’ll take it. So what if I look like a lame guy cheerleader? It’s worth it. If they can fill the seats with guy cheerleaders and lame teams.”

“Read on.”

“Height and weight requirement… Hmm… Dallas cheerleader style? Separate dorm and live and present as girls full time.” He looked up at me. “Holy shit! Not sure that would be so cool. I mean, your mom and my mom would love it, and our dads would be pissed. It would beat guy cheerleaders at least...” He stood, went over to the dresser, put some fresh lip gloss on, and then fluffed his hair. He kicked a hip out, held a bent wrist up, and did a prom queen finger wave. He laughed and turned back to me. “Might be worth it. We meet the height and weight requirements. Until we came to this god-forsaken place, our moms had us dressed like girls almost all the time unless our dads put up a fuss from time to time when they were home. I miss that. Plus, we’d be with the rest of the cheerleading squad, too, so we wouldn’t be alone at it. And a full scholarship? Heck, we’d have no student loans and probably have money left over. The interview day is this Friday.”

“Right. So... are we doing it... girl?” I looked him up and down as I stood there, my wrists bent, my hip out, fluffing my hair. “I think you’d be a really cute cheerleader.” I laughed.

“Hmm, I think you’d be even cuter in a tiny miniskirt and boots, jumping up and down and shaking your ass on the field. Your voice is even more girly than mine is. Heck! The offer is too good to pass up! Let’s go sign up before the positions are filled. Luckily, we stayed here over summer break, or we might have missed this.”

“Okay. Then we need to look the part, right?”

“It said they’d train and transform us.”

“But a deal like this, with half the students at this school fitting the requirements, is a lot of competition.”

“Hmm, okay, so how far do we go?”

“Enough to show them we can be girls. Let’s do it. Let’s do it now.”
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We wanted to be chosen, and we were diligent in our efforts. We found some basic feminine attire at the Salvation Army and Goodwill stores. Then, we went to a drugstore and bought mascara, eyeliner, and lipstick. We washed our new girl clothes and returned to the dorm to try our new look.

I checked myself in the full-length mirror. I looked so good that I gave myself a hard-on in my tighty-whities. I sat on the bed, wearing my girls’ skinny jeans with knee-high, three-inch heeled boots over them and a loose, pink, cowl-neck sweater, my nails painted and hair done with a curling iron, and put in a high, bouncy ponytail. Mascara, eyeliner, and lipstick were on with dangle earrings instead of my stud ones. I sniffed the perfume I sprayed all over me and my wrist, and I bounced one leg over the other, waiting for Alex to finish doing makeup. It felt heavenly to be dressed like a girl again.

Alex came into the room. Her eyes popped with the mascara and eyeliner, and her lips were full as she wore pink lipstick. My jaw dropped. She wore a beige, long, cowl-neck sweater down to mid-thigh like mine, with skinny jeans and boots as well. “Alex. You’re a pretty girl.”

“She smiled. Look at you! You’re a beautiful girl. I think we have an edge over the other guys.”

“Girl. Girls, Lee. We have an edge over the other girls. Remember, they’ll all be girls all the time now.”

“Right. We’re some hot girls now.” She went to the full-length mirror, slung her purse on her shoulder, and moved to and fro. She sprayed perfume on herself. “I like it. I look nice this way. I like it better than the way I dress now.”

I came alongside and put my hand on her shoulder. I sniffed her hair. “And your perfume smells so nice, too. Mmm.” I kissed her cheek.

She pulled away. “Hey! No funny stuff, Lee.”

“Alex, girls do that stuff. We have to get used to it. Now kiss my cheek and hug me.”

“N... F... W!”

“Way, girl! Do it.” I laughed and presented my cheek to her.

She leaned in, touched my shoulder, and gave me a quick peck. “Eww!”

“Stop it. That wasn’t that bad now, was it?”

“Lee!”

“Okay, okay. Let’s go get some drinks and food. We need to get used to walking in heels again and acting like girls in public so we can sell it in the interview.”

“Right. Okay, Lee. Let’s go. I need a drink.”

I took her hand in mine.

She tried to tug it away. “Lee!”

“No, Alex. Hold my hand. You have painted nails, and you’re a girl, right?”

She scoffed, took my hand, and we left, our heels clicking out of the dorm. Guys were in their rooms with the doors open, all looking at who the girls were walking in our all-male dorm. Once outside, I rolled my eyes and said, “See everyone checking us out as we walked past their rooms with our boot heels clicking away? Good thing we’re gonna have a separate dorm, or all the guys will want to be using us for girls or be beating us up.”

“That’s for sure. Hey, thinking of that, where can we go out and not be hit on?”

“Hmm, good question. Maybe we should get some takeout and go back to the room.”

“Shit. I want a few drinks, though, because this stuff makes me nervous thinking of doing it 24/7. Plus, we’ll need to get used to being in public, anyway. I say we just go to the pub in town where there are real girls, have beer, shots, and pizza, and go home. If anyone gives us a problem, we scream for help or something, like girls do.”

I squeezed her hand in mine. “I’m glad we’re doing this together. My heart is racing. I have sweaty pits.”

“Me too. Can I let your hand go for now? It’s sweaty, too.”

“K.”

We got in my car, and I drove a few blocks away, where there was a more typical mix of genders. It was strange driving in heels, even if they were only three inches high. We managed to not be found out, and we stuck close to each other, and we think we convinced the guys we were lesbians, and so they stayed away. It was nerve-wracking for the first couple of drinks.

“Lee, we can’t have any more to drink, so we’ll have to walk home or take an Uber.”

“We can Uber. Not a big deal. It’ll be cheap.” I sipped my beer. “This is only my second beer.”

“But we had three shots of tequila already.”

Alex’s hand slid on my jeans.

“That feels nice, Alex.”

“I feel nice... nice and relaxed now. I think I like dressing like a girl like I used to and... being a lesbian.”

I giggled. “It’s very cozy being able to be touchy-feely like this with you.”

She slid her hand on my leg, grasped my other hand in hers beneath the bar, and squeezed it gently. “Yeah. We’re Ubering for sure. You’ll probably stumble too much if we try to walk home in these boots. Be a shame to fall on that pretty face of yours and mess it up. Maybe you’d break that cute, perky nose.” She kissed my cheek.

I squeezed her hand. “You’re sweet. Much nicer to me than when you were faking being a boy. I like you as a girl. Will you be my girlfriend?”

She laughed. “If you’ll be mine. Hey, the interview is tomorrow. Let’s go home before we get too trashed and make a bad impression.” She gazed into my eyes, hers showing the signs of her intoxication.

My eyes flitted around her pretty face. “Okay, honey, you’re right. Let’s go home.” I gave her a peck on the lips.
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It was a nice night, so we walked back to the dorm, holding hands, which I loved doing with her, and she seemed to enjoy it as much as I did. The halls were empty, and the room doors closed, so we were back in our room without an issue. I flopped onto my bed. “I’m bushed,” I mumbled into my pillow.

I felt hands on my shoulders. “Me too. Want a back rub?”

“Mmm...Thanks.”

She climbed onto the bed and sat lightly on my bottom, rubbing my back with her firm, tiny hands. She leaned down and whispered in my ear. “Does this feel nice, Lee?”

“Mmm, it does, Alex. It feels wonderful. I like being a girl who can do these sorts of things without feeling weird about it.”

“Me too.”

I lay there wanting to hold her—to cuddle with her in bed and fall asleep. It truly felt like she was a girl and not a guy, and I even felt like a girl. Girls do that. Why not?

I lifted myself and rolled over, sliding under her to look up at her now sitting on my crotch. Her eyes told me she felt like I was, and I reached up to her with my arms. Slowly, she leaned down and slid alongside me, stretching her legs out. She wrapped one leg over mine. I pulled her close with my arm around her shoulder and massaged her shoulders. I sniffed her hair. “You smell so pretty. Another advantage girls have.”

She nuzzled my neck and sniffed it. “Mmm, you smell lovely.” I slid down to see her face, and our legs automatically wrapped together. I could feel her cute cock hard in her jeans as it pressed against me. I pushed against it with my leg and pressed my hips into her, rubbing my cock on her leg, then wrapped my arm around her neck and pulled her to me, and kissed her deeply on the lips.

She whimpered a little whimper, and our tongues danced as we both humped each other’s legs and embraced in a soul-joining kiss. I moaned, and my hands roamed her body, squeezing her tight ass in her jeans and pressing her cock against me. We kissed, our breathing getting choppy and deep.

I pulled back to gasp for air and looked into her eyes. They were wide and watery. She pulled my head to rest on her shoulder, and she rubbed her cock against my leg while I did that to hers; we both held each other’s bottoms tight and against each other, and she whimpered at the same time I did. Our bodies shuddered, our legs tensed, and we pressed our cocks against each other, both coming in our pants.

A little moan came from her. Her body relaxed, and she snuggled against me as I did with her. I stroked her hair and smelled her perfume. Our breathing slowed. We both drifted off to sleep in an embrace.
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I woke in the morning and carefully untangled myself from Alex. I watched her sleep—so angelic, so lovely. I went into the bathroom, stripped, showered, and shaved what little facial and body hair I had. I dried my hair and put it in a high ponytail, applied my eyeliner, mascara, and lipstick, adjusted my dangle earrings, and sprayed on some perfume. I put on my satin after-shower robe and went into the bedroom.

Alex was sitting on the chair by her desk, sipping a coffee and bouncing a foot. Her eyes evaded mine, and she looked out the window. “About last night.”

“Yeah. I know. Sorry.”

She shrugged. Did that mean I shouldn’t have said sorry? I approached her and fixed a hair on her forehead as she held her coffee cup under her mouth. “I’m done if you’re ready to shower. We should get breakfast and then go over for the interview.”

Alex stood, still avoiding my eyes, as if she felt guilty about something. I wrapped my arms around her, hugged her, and whispered, “We’re two girls now. It’s okay. I love you.” I kissed her forehead. She hugged me tightly, then let me go and went into the bathroom.

I took a clean pair of tighty-whities, realizing we should have gotten panties yesterday. I slipped into the pink, cowl neck sweater from yesterday and looked at my pants to see if I could wear them again. There was a stain on the front from our little pleasure before we fell asleep. It would be covered by the sweater, though. I opted to wear the knee-length denim skirt with the boots instead. I wished I had some stockings or tights, but it would do until they provided us with the wardrobe they said they would. I poured a coffee for myself and sat at my desk, crossed my legs, and stared at the bathroom door, waiting for Alex to reappear.

It felt strange. Just this little change we made in attire and presentation and now we were both so much closer. I understood Alex’s uneasiness because I felt it too, but when I ignored it, and we were just us, as girls, it all felt good, right, fantastic. I loved touching her and being touched. It was a new world.

Alex came out in her robe, slid into her undies, and dressed like I did. She wore a knee-length corduroy skirt with her boots and a cream-colored cowl-neck sweater. She looked so cute. I couldn’t help smiling as she smiled at herself in the full-length mirror, checking herself, her purse slung on one shoulder, her thumb hooked on the strap.

I stood and went to her to look at her in the mirror. I kissed her cheek. “You’re perfect, sweetie. Perfect. Will you be my girlfriend?”

She turned and smiled at me, her arms around my neck. “Only if you promise to be mine.” She gave me a peck on the lips.

I hugged her and let her go. “I promise.” I slung my purse and took her arm in mine to leave.

Breakfast was the best breakfast I ever had. I sat there gawking at my new girlfriend while she gawked at me, and we giggled. We ate, then went over to the interview. From what we could tell, we were the only ones there. A pretty woman in her twenties greeted us from behind a desk. Long shapely legs, full breasts, and cleavage in a V-neck blouse with a pinstriped miniskirt and high-heel pumps. Her hand came out toward me as her smile spread across her face. “I’m Dr. Evans. Pleased to meet you, ladies. And you are?”

We introduced ourselves while her eyes checked us out up and down.

“You are boys, I mean genetically, under those skirts, right? We can’t accept girls for this role. This is an all-male school.”

We nodded, our faces flushed by revealing ourselves to someone else as boys in skirts.

“Good. And you understand this is to help the teams, your school, and yourselves grow to have a purpose, carry yourselves with pride, make a little money, and have everything paid for in school and for your wardrobes, right? As girls, of course.”

We nodded.

“You know you’ll have a degree in private hospitality after as well, right?”

“Private hospitality?”

“Yes, as opposed to hospitality, like for hotels and such. Private hospitality. It’s for serving private enterprises like individuals or organizations. It’s more like a finishing school, really. So you’ll have the panache and pleasing abilities a classy woman should have. You two do want to be seen as classy, sexy, talented ladies and not men in skirts, right?” She looked at us both.

We nodded. “Of course. Ladies. Not truckers in skirts.” I agreed.

She had us sit and then slid a packet of paperwork with about twenty pages before us. I flipped through the pages, looking at the foreign legal-ease. Alex was checking out the doctor, lusting for her cleavage.

The good doctor put pens in our hands. “Read all that crazy legal stuff if you have it in you; sign the last page and initial each page.”

I initialed each page and signed the last while Alex was still gawking at the doctor. The doctor looked at her and asked, “Something wrong, Alex? Do you have any questions?”

“Uh... no... sorry. I was just distracted.” Her eyes went to the doctor's breasts again.

The doctor laughed. “I know. They are distracting. When I first got them, they distracted the hell out of me, and they always distract the men. You’ll see… when you girls are modified to be the perfect enticement for men. Initial and sign if you’re ready.”

We looked at each other. I looked at her. “Really? We’re going to get implants?”

“It’s all in the contract. Breast, butt, hip, cheek, as well as lip plumping, permanent hair removal everywhere except your heads, hair cut, highlight, and style, and penis reduction.”

Our eyes went wide. I gasped. “Penis reduction?”

“Only if it’s longer than three inches erect. It has to be too short to inseminate a woman. Girls don’t do that, and women can’t be your focus anymore. We’d remove them entirely, but you still need to be considered male to go to this school, and the only thing they count is your dick.”

“Three inches? Not four or five or six? That’s still pretty short.”

“Nope. If it isn’t three or less erect, it’s shortened to two inches. Don’t worry. It’ll be more sensitive and sensual because it will have a more concentrated feeling and nerve endings per square inch. It’ll feel better than ever. You’ll love silky panties on it. You just can’t fuck anything with it. But you’ll be girls, so why should you? You’ll have real men for that.”

“Uh, can we talk a minute? Alone?”

“Sure, ladies.” She left the room and closed the door. I grasped Alex’s hand in mine and looked into her eyes. “I have a seven-inch dick.” My heart raced.

Alex squeezed my hand. “Wow. Nice. Wish I had one that big. Mines six.”

“Well, no point in wishing if we do this. We’ll have two-inch dicks afterward!”

Alex shrugged. “They’ll be less obtrusive in skirts, easier to tuck, and she said they’re more sensitive and even feel better than they do now.”

“What if we want to make a baby?”

“With who? What girl wants us now, and what girl would want a man with boobs and hips that looks better than them? No babies, more sensitive, easy to tuck, feels nice in panties. It sounds like a win-win to me. Let our dads see how manly his school made us.” Alex laughed.

I took a deep breath. “That would be a hell of a revenge, wouldn’t it? Okay, if you’re good with it, I am too. I think you’re right. A two-inch dick is more feminine than a seven-inch dick, and there are a lot of advantages.”

The doctor came back in. “Okay, ladies?” She sat at the desk. “Any other questions?”

“Will it hurt? How long before we’re back to normal? I mean... How long before our bodies heal into girls?”

“As soon as you wake up. We keep you sedated until the healing process is done. You’ll lose some muscle mass, but not too much, and it just adds to your feminine look. You’ll be able to dance, cheer, and be girls immediately.”

“Will our two inches work?”

“Oh yes, they’ll feel extremely nice when you wake up. They’ll almost always be ready for more, too. Recovery from an ejaculation is only seconds to a minute or two. You’ll be multi-orgasmic like a real woman.”

We looked at each other, intrigued. Alex smiled, and we went through our packs, finishing initialing and signing the last page. The doctor took the packets. She went behind her desk and sat down. “Okay! You ladies are all set.”

She handed us a packet. “This has the address of your dorm, your room number, and the card keys for your room. Move your belongings there today. Regarding your old boy’s clothes, you can donate them or throw them out. You’ll have proper clothing provided to match your new roles. After you go to bed tonight, you’ll be on your way to your new, exciting lives and will wake up in your new world. Now go down the hall for your physicals and blood tests just like all the sports players get, ladies. It’s very extensive… STDs and everything. They’ll also take your measurements to deliver the right size clothes and shoes for you and ensure the implants are maximized to fit with your body.”

She stood, shook our hands again, and then held the door for us to leave. Another couple of guys came in but dressed in guys’ clothes. The doctor greeted them, “Hello, ladies!”
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At the car, we mapped the address and went there.

Alex was quiet in the car. She looked out the window. “A degree in private hospitality. A finishing school. Classy, sexy ladies. I guess that’s cool as a minor to my engineering physics degree.”

I nodded. “It almost sounded like that was gonna be our new major.”

“Makes sense, though. We want to be first class to represent the school, draw crowds, and make everyone happy, right?”

“Right.”

Alex shook her head and laughed. “They always distract the men. You’ll see. That’s what she said to me about her breasts. We’re getting breasts! I wonder if they’ll be as nice as hers?”

“I’m sure we’ll have good ones. We have to look real.”

“I can’t believe I’m doing this. There’s no going back. And if I ever want to be a guy again, I’ll have to live with a two-inch hard-on.”

“We’ve both lived plenty dressed as girls. Now, we’ll have all the right lumps and shapes. Sounds great to me. I just wonder what else we’ll be doing. It sounds too good to be true. Be a pretty girl. Get paid for it. Who else gets to have a life like that? I should have read the details of the contract.”

“We wouldn’t understand it, anyway. It was all in legal terms. The party of the first and the party of the second and partying over here and partying over there. Probably about waivers of liability and stuff in case we twist an ankle in our high-heeled boots and scrape a knee.”

I laughed. “Waivers to be a cheerleader.”

“I did see something in one of the pages that said we’d have special training and would have to comply with the duties and roles of the job.”

“Well, duh. Of course we would. We’re committing.”

“It also said we’d be expelled if we failed to honor the obligations, and the cost of wardrobe, medical expense, etc. would be ours to bear.”

“Again, Duh. They don’t want to invest in the clothes and training and medical costs and stuff and have us not stick with it.”

We emptied the dorm room and dumped our old clothes at the Salvation Army, then drove our other things over to the new dorm. We entered the elevator with our backpacks and suitcases. The elevator was all mirrors, nicely polished. “Wow. Nice elevator.” A soft pinkish light illuminated it. The door opened onto our floor, and the hall floor was tiled with pink and white lacework tiles. We clicked down the hall, dragging our suitcases.

Our room was at the end. We walked in. It was a suite! A gorgeous, white carpeted suite with a sofa and loveseat in the main room. A closet held a stacked washer and dryer, and the considerable bedroom had a king-size bed with a pink satin comforter and white lace pillow shams over pink satin sheets. There were two makeup tables, a walk-in closet with an attached shower, and two sinks in the bathroom. It was gorgeous!

“Wow! This is like hitting the lottery!” I jumped up and down, holding Alex’s hands. “Woo hoo!”

“Lee, settle down... Let’s look around and put our things away.” Alex looked around. “I don’t see any desks.” She walked around. “Two makeup desks in the bedroom. I guess we can use those for desks.”

Lee laughed. “No, silly. That’s for doing our makeup.”

“How do we study?”

“Maybe we won’t need to. Maybe it’s hands-on learning in the hospitality world.”

“Hmm. I still have engineering and physics, and you have art appreciation.”

“I don’t care about art. They were the easiest classes to take when my parents insisted I get a degree. Private hospitality will suit me fine.”

I went into the closet. “No clothes!”

“Not yet. I’m sure they’ll show up after we’re transformed. We only have tonight to dress for. Well, we seem to have everything done for now, and we have a whole day. Why not go shopping? We can get a nice dress, get cleaned up, and go to dinner together.” Lee picked up the packet with the keys, handed me one, and put one in her purse. “Hey, there’s a sheet of instructions here, too.”

I stood next to her and read it with her. “Be nice to your roommates and other cheerleaders. We recommend you girls become very close mentally, physically, and sexually. It will help support your roles as you strive to fulfill them.”

Alex laughed. “Hmm, this is working out well. After our little tryst last night, I’d say we’re on our way. Before we lose our dicks, I’d like to see that seven inches of yours.” She slid her hand over my pants.

I laughed. “Okay. Right. Well, let’s go shopping and get pretty and maybe if you’re a good girl, I’ll show it to you instead of rubbing it on your leg. I guess it’s part of what we need to do together, huh?” I gave her a peck on the lips.

We shopped, ate lunch, and shopped some more. We found some cute little black high-neck dresses with flared hems, some heavily padded bras, and matching panties to wear under them. We bought strappy five-inch-heel shoes and sheer black stockings with black lace garter belts to hold them up. We almost looked like twins.

Back at the dorm, we showered together, washed each other, shaved each other, and examined each other's hard cocks with soapy hands and hot mouths, restraining ourselves from losing our edge. By the time we were dressed, we were two nymphomaniac girls in love and lust with each other.

I stood before the full-length mirror, admiring my new outfit. “I can’t wait to see the new me with shape and new hair. I always wanted a more feminine hairstyle. Something other than just long hair.” I fluffed my hair and sprayed more hairspray to fluff out the high ponytail. I adjusted the glitter scrunchy, holding it up.

Alex came alongside. “You look good, just like you are. You sure we want to do this?” Her hands glided on my shoulders.

I looked at us both in the mirror. We were fine, just like we were. “But... We could be so much more. We’ll be perfect. Don’t you want breasts and hips and a butt? Don’t you want luscious lips?” I throbbed in my panties thinking about it. “And a feminine dick? That can be tucked in tight leggings or jeans?”

Alex nodded. “Yeah. Our moms will be so proud. I can’t wait to see our dad’s looks on their faces. They’ll either be pissed or want to fuck us.” She laughed. “I guess it’s the right thing to do. Why look a gift horse in the mouth, right?”

“Right on, girl. Let’s go out.”

We sprayed perfume over ourselves, slung our purses on our shoulders, held hands, and left, clicking down the hall on the pink and white lacework tiles.
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We found a nice restaurant and Ubered to it in an Uber Black. I felt like a princess as he opened our door and let us out. The maitre’d found us a lovely, private, little booth facing a lit garden in back. We snuggled against one another and perused the drink menu, my hand roaming Alex’s silky stockinged thigh.

We ordered a couple of pink, flower-garnished martinis and sipped them while sampling our oysters and caressing each other’s legs. I glided my hand under Alex’s dress and rubbed her hard cock through her panties. “I hope I don’t miss this. I never touched one before, and now ours will be ... well... less.”

“Don’t worry. It will feel more.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. “Did you ever make one come? I mean... someone else’s not your own.”

I shook my head. “There were boys in school, but my dad wouldn’t let me date any because he said it was just a phase I was going through and it was gross.”

“Sounds familiar. No girl would have me for a girlfriend other than to talk and compare clothes and makeup tips. I wasn’t allowed to have guys for friends to date or go out with. So I guess we’re both kinda virgins, huh?” Her hand slid under my dress, into my panties, and wrapped around my hardness. “Mmm. This is very nice. I would think it’s pretty big for a guy your size.”

“I guess. That feels lovely. Thank you.” I gave her a peck on her lips. She stroked me slowly. I slid my hand into her panties and caressed hers. “This feels nice, too.”

“Mmm, yes, it does. It feels so pretty. Like you.”

We saw the waiter approaching and corrected ourselves. We ordered another drink and then went back to caressing each other's legs. I squeezed her thigh. “It feels so nice to feel the silkiness of the stockings, doesn’t it? I mean, on my hand or on my leg. It just feels right. Feminine, pretty.”

“It does, sweetie. It does. This has to be the right decision. It’s who we are.”

We had dinner and drinks and Ubered back to the dorm. We pulled back the satin comforter and slid between the sheets with our clothes and shoes on. We embraced and began our entanglement, humping each other’s legs. I whispered in Alex’s ear. “I want to suck that pretty cock of yours.”

“Me too.”

She slid around head to toe and on our sides, then took each other into our mouths. I gasped around her cock when I felt her hot mouth on mine. I mumbled around it. “Oh my god, Alex.”

She mumbled around mine. “Mmm, Lee, So good.”

We got in time with each other, running our tongues around the shaft, bobbing our tight lips on it, tugging the globes, and rolling them in our hands. We held each other on the edge, twitching our stockinged legs against each other. Then, when we could hold out no longer, we came in each other’s mouth, swallowing greedily, our legs twitching, whimpers coming out of us.

When the world stopped throbbing and jerking, we slowly sucked each other gently until we became soft again. Alex came back up to me and kissed me deeply, swapping the come that we had saved to savor.

Her hand stroked my hair as she gazed into my eyes. “I never knew sucking a cock could be so good.”

“Me either. Well, somehow, I think we’ll be doing a lot of that as cheerleaders.” I laughed. I slid off the bed and took my shoes off. I looked around the room. There were two glasses of water—one on each nightstand with a note in front of one. I read it out loud. “Alex, listen to this. Take these pills before bed, and then the next time you wake up, you’ll be the new, improved you.”

Alex slid up and sat. She took her shoes off and tossed them on the floor. She leaned over, picked up the pill from her nightstand, and looked at it. “Hmm. Ready? This is it.”

I picked up my pill and looked at her. My heart raced. “Tell me you love me, and tell me we’ll stay together. Tell me it’ll be okay.”

She nodded and slid across the bed to me. She cradled my face. “It’ll be fine. Let’s be the girls we always wanted to be.” She put her pill in her mouth, took the water from me, and washed it down. I took mine. We lay down together in an embrace, our silky legs wrapped against each other. I kissed her deeply.
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“Hello? Hello, Lee?” When I opened my eyes, a woman in a white nurse’s cap placed her hand on my forehead. “How do you feel, honey?”

I took a deep breath and looked around. I was still in our bedroom. “What happened? I thought we were going to be transformed?” I looked over at Alex, still sleeping. Her hair was cut, styled, and highlighted, her cheeks plump like a hamster, her lips full and plump, and she lay there like an angel. I covered my mouth with my hand and gasped.

“I’ll wake her next. It’s all done. You girls are ready to go as soon as you can walk. Try getting up.”

I slid off the edge of the bed and put my feet on the carpet. I stood in my medical gown. At first, I started to lose balance, but she helped me regain it. “Take your time.” I lifted my head and stretched my arms out. I felt the weight of my breasts on my chest as they lifted the gown in front of me. I looked down and peeked under the gown. “Oh, my god. They’re beautiful. So big, such huge nipples.”

“The nipples will feel nice, too. You’ll love it when a man sucks them.”

I slid a hand under the gown and squeezed a nipple, sending a ripple of pleasure into me. I squeezed my breast. It felt so natural, warm, soft, yet firm. My cock was hard. The nurse lifted my gown, put her warm hands on it, and looked it over. “It’s perfect. It healed nicely. So feminine.” She jerked it with her thumb and forefinger, her pinky out. I gasped. My knees went weak, and I had to grab the bedpost.

“It feels good?”

“Incredible. Like there are ten cocks in it. Like it was huge, not tiny.”

“Perfect. May I see if it works properly?”

I nodded, looking past my breasts at her as she knelt down and took it into her lips and sucked it, running her tongue around it with tight lips slipping in little strokes. Immediately, I whimpered and squirted into her mouth, my knees shaking. She licked her lips and smiled. “Works perfectly. Was that good?”

“Very.”

“Okay, sweetie. Let’s see if you can walk.” She took me by the arm and led me around the room. I felt a little uneasy and off balance with the breasts, but then it all seemed normal. She let me go, and I kept walking.

“Good. You’re all set. Now go take a shower. You won’t need to shave; all your body hair is gone except on your head. Do your hair and makeup. Your clothes, shoes, and everything you need are in the closet and dresser now. Get dressed to go down for breakfast. Something casual, of course. I’ll wake your roommate and get her going. Any questions? Problems?”

“Nope.” I looked at Alex as the nurse began to wake her up. I walked over to her. Her eyes were bleary. I kissed her cheek. “It’s me, Lee, honey. We’re all done. We’re perfect. You’re perfect.” Her eyes lit up. I beamed a smile at her.

Her eyes went all over my face. “Lee? Wow! You look incredible.”

“Wait until you see yourself. I have to go shower while the nurse gets you checked out. See you in a little bit, honey.” I kissed her cheek and went into the bathroom.

I stripped off the medical gown and tossed it in the hamper. I took myself in in the full-length mirror. My cheeks were like Alex’s, raised and cute. My lips were larger and shapely, and my eyebrows were raised and thinned. My breasts were about as large as someone with my petite frame could have without being ridiculous. I did little jumps on my toes, and my breasts jiggled and tugged on my chest. My nipples were the size of miniature marshmallows. I tweaked them with my thumbs, and a ripple of pleasure surged through them, and my cock leapt up and down.

My hips and butt were shapely and pear-like, making my waist seem small. I had lost some muscle mass in my arms and legs, but it was replaced with soft flesh, which gave me shapely curves. I was the epitome of a Barbie doll and not just feminine and pretty, but exotically erotic looking, as if I came out of a video game.

I smiled a pretty smile, filled with joy at what they had turned me into. It was a dream come true.

Into the shower I went, and the warm droplets caressed my entire body. I washed my hair and ran a sponge over every inch of my now hairless, supersensitive, and sensual skin. It was like every inch of my body was part of my sexuality.

I looked at the attachment on the shower head. A sign plastered beneath it said it must be used every morning and showed how to use it. Yikes! I had to clean out my bottom with it. Weird. I guessed it might need to be kept clean after the surgeries. It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be, and it actually increased my desire, and I almost couldn’t stop using it.

By the time I finished showering, I was on the edge of release, my desire at what felt like a peak. God! Would I feel this way all the time? It was incredibly wonderful but somewhat overwhelming. I dried off and hung up the towel, looking at myself in the full-length mirror again. I took my thumb and forefinger and jerked my tiny cock for a little bit and ended up spurting onto the mirror while that electric feeling ran through my body and my knees shook, and I whimpered. I found the sensations diminish and felt I’d be okay in a minute as the intensity declined.

I dried my hair and fluffed it, loving the way it framed my face now and the colors running through it.

Alex entered the bathroom, and I entered the closet and perused all the clothing and shoes. There was nothing that didn’t show off my new assets. All low necklines, short hemlines, and the shoes were all with five-inch heels. Even my cheerleader outfit had open-toe boots with five-inch heels.

I found a little, flowered cotton minidress with a V-neck and short capped sleeves and slid into it, forgoing a bra or underwear. My breasts were plenty supported, and my nipples showed bumps through the fabric. I went to the dresser and found sheer, suntan, thigh-high stockings and a pair of cute pink panties with a little sheer sheath for my tiny cock and slid into them. I slid the sheer stockings up my legs, sending a sensual shiver through me as they caressed my legs. I slid into the five-inch heel, strappy, pink-patent shoes and stood up. I walked back and forth in the closet. I had to take tiny steps, but the shoes made my hips sway seductively, and they felt incredibly sexual to walk in. I stepped out of the closet and into the bedroom, where the nurse sat waiting.

“You look so pretty, Lee. What a lovely outfit, too. The boys will be so thrilled to have you helping them be winners.”

I laughed. “I’m sure they will.”

“We’ll give you training.”

Alex came out dressed similarly but in a different color of dress. We were two bimbo sluts. Alex beamed at me. “I love it. I’ve never felt so pretty and sexy. I never wanted a man before, but right now, after that shower and using the attachment, I think that would be nice.”

The nurse laughed. She looked at her watch. “Okay, let’s go meet the others for breakfast. They should all be down there. Then we’ll explain everything to you girls.”
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Alex and I excitedly clicked in our heels to the dining room, walking hand in hand, our breasts jiggling and tugging, our hips swaying, our one hand hung on our purses. Alex squeezed my hand. “Isn’t this dorm incredible? I mean, it’s so perfect for a girls’ dorm.”

I squeezed her hand back. “I love it. I love my new body, and yours is equally incredible. I can’t wait until we have some time alone.”

“Me too, Lee.”

We passed through the doorway and entered the room. There had to be twenty of us in there. “Alex, I think they filled the entire team. Look at all these girls. They’re fantastic. I almost wish I had my old dick back just to try it out on them.”

“I wish you had it too so you could try it out on me, princess. Not much we can do with these little things, although they do feel really great.”

We worked our way around the table and took a seat. I sipped the coffee before me. The doctor was in front, waiting for everyone to settle. Once the giggling and chatter stopped, she banged on the podium. “Hello, ladies. I trust you’re all happy with your transformations and are feeling ready to get to work.”

Everyone nodded and, at the same time, said, “Yes, doctor.”

“Good. We’ll serve breakfast, and during that, your trainer will go over dining etiquette.”

A prim and proper woman came forward and turned on a projector. “We’ll show different dining-related etiquette during breakfast until everyone has it down. So please pay attention and do as instructed. There will be a test, and you’ll be graded. All your training and learning will be entirely for attaining your private hospitality degree. Except for learning cheers as well.”

The slide show flipped from one slide to another—how to hold a stemmed glass or a non-stemmed glass, what to do with the pinky finger, how to use a napkin, the placement of the napkin before, during, and after eating, and on and on. I did my best to imitate what was there, with Alex helping me.

The slides were repeated over and over, so we had time to memorize them all. When breakfast was done, we were taught how to walk carrying a book on the top of our heads to learn proper posture. That took a good two hours before we all had it down.

“Okay, ladies. Now, you’ll be checked on how you carry yourself regularly and must show us proper posture, so remember how it felt. This will be your new standard for walking and standing.”

Next, we were taught how to come to rest after walking and how to stand, one foot before the other, posing properly. Next, we were taught how to be seated, cross our legs, point our toes once again, and hold our torso erect with breasts out and neck held high and straight.

Lee whispered, “I never knew being a girl would be so complicated. I never noticed girls walking, posing, sitting, and standing like this.”

“Me either, but I think it’ll really make us look professional and show off our bodies the most. It isn’t easy, but I love it. It seems to multiply our femininity even further.”

“I love it too. It’s just hard.”

“It’ll get easier. I’m sure. We need to make it all a habit.”

The whole day was spent drilling on all of it, and then a test was given. We all passed, to the delight of the doctor and the trainer. The doctor stood at the front and read off each girl's score from lowest to highest, congratulating all of us. Alex and I were at the top of the class, and the doctor asked for a round of applause for us.

When the applause stopped, the doctor continued. “Okay, ladies. You can return to your rooms, rest for half an hour, then formally dress for this evening’s training. Training devices have been put in your rooms that you must use. Please wear them since we will know if you don’t. Your dresses for the evening have been laid on your beds. Binders with today’s slides have been placed in your rooms as well, so you can study them at your leisure. Please rest up and be ready for drinks and dinner at six.”

I checked my watch. We had an hour and a half. Thirty minutes to rest and an hour to get ready. Everyone stood and clattered in their heels out of the dining room. “This is work, Lee.”

“It sure is. I think it’ll settle down, though. This isn’t rocket science, so there can’t be that much to learn.”

Back in the room, we moved our dresses from the bed and both flopped on it. Alex set a timer on her phone. We snuggled together and took a nap. In thirty minutes, we got up.

I went to my dress and looked it over. It was black sparkle, with a deep V-neck, tight bodice, and a short fluffy hem with a soft crinoline beneath it. I went to the bathroom, stripped and rinsed off, did my makeup and hair, and went back out while Alex showered and did her makeup.

I slid into a pair of sheer, suntan pantyhose with the crotch cut out, the way they advised us, loving the feeling on my hairless, silky legs. I took the matching panties that were on the dress hanger and slid them on. They were crotchless, and a band wrapped over my tiny cock and under my balls to lift them and hold them up and out. I slid the dress up and put my arms through the straps. My cock danced in the crinoline's fluff beneath the dress. It felt heavenly.

Alex came out carrying our training devices. “I think I found our training devices. They were in wrapped pink boxes on the back of the toilet. I opened them all.” She held them out. “These are yours.” She laughed.

I held one and its instructions and read them. Then I read the other one and looked at it. “Did I get this right? We only wear the feathered butt plug to dinner, and the other things are for later?”

“Yup. Later, baby.” She chortled. “I can’t wait for that.”

I took the lube from the package and did what it said, then inserted it into my bottom after some time and a little whimpering and gasping. Looking in the full-length mirror, the feathered end swept out from under the hem of the dress to flow in the air behind me. It was hinged so I could sit down and not break it. I took my phone out, downloaded the app, paired the plug to my phone, and turned it on. A sweet sensation filled my bottom. I found a setting that cycled through different vibrations and intensities and set it to that. My cock was leaping under my dress.

I filled my purse and sprayed perfume all over me and under my dress, then slid into the crop top that matched the dress. Looking at myself in the full-length mirror with the plug humming away, my hard nipples showing bumps in the top of my dress, my heaving breasts on my chest, and the shape of my silky legs in those five-inch heels all made my cock leap under the dress. I stroked it in the fluff cautiously to avoid making a mess. My heart pounded. My breath was choppy.

Alex came out of the closet all dressed and stepped over to me, her feather swaying behind her. She placed a soft, long-nailed hand on my shoulder and gave me a peck on the cheek while her hand slid under my dress and caressed my bottom. “Mmm, you are lovely, my dear.”

I turned to her, and we both embraced and kissed deeply. I slid my hand under her dress and stroked her cock wrapped in the fluff. “Oh god, yes, let’s skip dinner.”

She pushed my hand away. “Stop it, or I’ll spurt all over my dress.” She looked at her watch. “C’mon, or we’ll be late, and right now, we’re at the head of the class.”

She slung her purse, took my hand, and dragged me from the room, clattering in my heels behind her. The plug was going through its routine. My breasts were tugging and jiggling, and my nipples were rubbing while my cock flailed against the silky fluff of the dress. By the time we reached the dining room, I had almost come in my dress.

We headed to the bar, picked up a couple of martinis, and went to a table. The trainer walked by. “Sit straight, ladies, breasts out. Point your toes when you cross your legs. Hold the stem of the glass, not the cup of it.” We adjusted to the way we were taught earlier. “Good girls. Much better.” She patted our heads and walked around.

After everyone had gotten a drink, the doctor asked us all to sit, and when it settled down, she started. “Thank you, ladies. I was happy to see you all wearing your cute feathered training devices. I hope you’ve all turned them on!”

Giggles and nods responded to her.

“Good. Because your objectives for a while will be to ejaculate as much as humanly possible. During dinner, I’ll tell you why, and you can begin tonight. For now, just be happy to know you’ll all be feeling very, very pretty. Now let’s relax and have a couple more drinks, meet your squad, and then we can eat, and I’ll go through the next slides at seven-thirty.”

She moved off to the bar. We stood and worked our way over to it, meeting the other girls as we did. They were all perfect and as excited as we were to be part of this group.

At seven-thirty, all the girls were as horny as Alex and I were. We sat for dinner, everyone caressing each other’s silky legs, kissing on and off. The doctor started her slides as the dinners were delivered.

“Okay, ladies. Testosterone. It’s what improves physical and mental performance and libido.”

She showed and described slides of the various sexual parts and their roles in this.

A slide came up of a big guy with a monumental cock grimacing and coming on a girl’s face and hair. Then a slide of that guy fucking a girl in the ass. Then, a slide of girls jerking guys off. Then she began again.

“When a penis has multiple daily ejaculations, over time, the body will strive to produce more semen and testosterone, and then if the ejaculations stop, the testosterone will rise to attempt to drive the body to ejaculate again. Daily ejaculate volume will increase. Libido will increase. The physical and mental performance of the individual will increase. You girls will have an edge over real girls in cheerleading when your testosterone is peaked. So will the basketball and football teams when they’ve been through the same rituals. Don’t worry, girls, you won’t grow mustaches or body hair. That’s been taken care of when we removed all of your body hair except on your head. And you won’t develop significant muscle since you won’t have strenuous workouts.”

The trainer passed out little black books with little pens. “You’re getting a little book to track your efforts. You’ll track each time you get another girl off, and each time another girl gets you off. The girls with the highest numbers will be given a onetime bonus of one thousand dollars. The top ten will receive this bonus. The next five get five hundred, and the next five get two hundred. So everyone gets a bonus. It’s up to you how much.”

She looked around at us as we looked at our little black books. Each book had a place for the date, who to, who from, and an initial from the giver and the receiver. “Everyone sees how to fill it out?”

The crowd nodded. Some girls giggled. “You’ll keep the book with you at all times, and at breakfast each day, we will record your results for everyone to see at the front of the dining room. You can start tonight after dinner, though it will be a short day.”

Alex raised her hand. “Can we please ourselves while taking care of another girl? Would that count?”

“Yes, anything that increases your score. But there must be a witness to initial off on it that you did it. You can never ejaculate alone. For now, it’s best that way in that you’ll associate pleasing others with your own pleasure. It’s part of learning to be a private hospitality expert—wanting to please others is critical in your learning.”

She looked around the room. “Any other questions?” She looked some more. “Okay then, ladies. Feel free to have more drinks, mingle, and start your record keeping if you like, or you can go to your rooms and use the other toys we provided or take them and move about the dorm freely. Take good care of each other, ladies, and be ready for breakfast at eight to begin cheerleading training. Wear your plugs, and bring your little black books and pens, too.”

She left. Alex and I began kissing and stroking each other at the table. A girl appeared alongside us and stroked my hair. “May I?”

I looked up at her. She had her dress raised and was stroking her tiny cock in front of my lips. I opened them and took her into my mouth, looking up at her pretty eyes. She cradled my head and thrust in little strokes while I ran my tongue around it and squeezed my plump lips on it. In a moment, her body shook, her eyes went wide, and her hands clutched my head tightly. She let out a few squeaks and spurted her sweet cream into my mouth. I swallowed it greedily.

She backed away and thanked me. I took my book, entered her name, and she initialed it. Alex was next to me, sucking off another girl. For some reason, they all seemed to be coming over to us, and we had a steady stream of lovely, silky little cocks shooting their pent-up passions into our longing mouths while our plugs hummed away. When it started to be the second time for a girl, we finished that and went for a drink.

I kissed Alex’s cheek. “Wow. That was something. Our book is filled with pleasure receivers already.”

“I know. I want to be a receiver. I didn’t even get to come, though, and we need to. Let’s have another drink and go back to the room. I want you.”

She kissed my lips deeply, her hand behind my head. “Mmm. I want you, Lee.”
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We had that next drink and couldn’t help jerking each other off at the bar while we watched the other girls doing their things. With the plug and the surrounding entertainment, we never got soft and ended up being sucked off three times before we had to go pee.

We took the opportunity to go upstairs and check out our new toys. Alex was inspecting a realistic-looking dildo. “Wow. Imagine having one like this. I wonder if there are any guys this built.”

She stroked it as I watched, then put it between her lips and bobbed her head on it, her eyes wide and looking at me. She slurped off of it. “Hmm, I can’t wait.”

I picked a set of straps up off of the dresser. “I guess it can go in this. We could have dicks like that too now.”

She giggled, grabbed the straps, and began setting it up. I did the same with the other one, and soon we were jerking our new enormous cocks as if they were real. We both lubed them up.

“Come here, little girl,” Alex called in her honey little girl voice as she patted the bed.

I slid onto the bed and lifted my dress. She came up behind me, popped my plug out, and pressed the tip against my hole. I pushed back on it, desperately wanting to feel it inside as I whimpered. Her hands grabbed my hips and gave it a shove. It stretched me wide and slid in as I gasped. “Oh god! That feels so good! Fuck me, honey.”

She pounded it into me, grasping my hips tight, making my little cock flail in the fluff of my dress.

Alex leaned down and kissed my neck. “Does he feel good?”

“He sure does. Oh god, he does.”

“I think all this flopping I’m doing is gonna make me come.”

“Oh god. I wish you could do that inside of me.”

“I’d never get it in.” She whimpered and pounded me.

I came, my body jerking and spasming, and my little cock flailed and shot into the fluff. “Oh god, Alex.”

She stopped and held it there as she came in her dress and whimpered. “Oh my. I need to catch my breath. That’s men’s work, shoving that gigantic cock around.”

She pulled out and flopped onto the bed beside me, her apple bottom exposed and her feathered plug wagging. I was still hard, and I had to do it. I spread her cheeks and pressed her flat on the bed, then popped her feather plug out, shoved my strap-on into her, and pounded her as if I were a man.

Alex was rubbing in the fluff with each thrust I gave into her, and it didn’t take long before we both came on our dresses again. I flopped on the bed beside her and wrapped my arm over her. “Oh god. I can’t believe how horny we are. It doesn’t seem to end. It’s only soft for a moment. I guess that’s a good thing, seeing how we need to come as often as possible.”

She looked over at the clock on the nightstand. “I say we do that a few more times and then suck each other at the same time a few times and then we can fill out our books and go to sleep. I feel tomorrow will be a busy day, Lee.”

“I think you’re right. Good plan.” Alex got up and got behind me once more. She stretched me deliciously as I made believe it was real and could fill me with its passionate release.
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“Slides are showing, ladies. Please read them.”

The screen showed a bullet list:

1) Always use your tongue fully. Circle it around the shaft and tip and flick the tip.

2) Always utilize both hands. Roll and tug his globes, stroke the part of the shaft that won’t fit in your mouth.

3) Never flinch or draw away unexpectedly.

4) Always make eye contact and feel a smile on your face. You love the opportunity to do this and long to make him happy. You love doing it for him; it’s your duty and purpose.

The following slide popped up:

5) Always assist in the unveiling.

6) Always be amazed, and never laugh.

7) Always dive in passionately, as if you’d never had such a beautiful one, even if it’s not.

8) Always swallow and don’t let it drip unless he wants to put your reward on your face, hair, clothing, shoes, stockings, etc.

9) Always fake enjoying it, even if you don’t. Like good girls do. You’re a performer first.

“Okay, ladies. Everyone got it?”

We all nodded.

“Okay, then find a partner and practice now. Then we can eat breakfast after everyone comes, and I’ll collect the black books while you’re practicing.”

It didn’t take but seconds before all the girls were sucking and coming into each other’s mouths.

We ate a light meal of cold shrimp and a salad for lunch. Then, it was time to meet the athletic teams after lunch. The first was the basketball team. They now had the same goals as us: to maximize the number of releases they had in a day. However, they could jerk off alone because they never needed to want to please anyone but themselves, but that required them to have fantasies to imagine when they did. It was our job to give them fond memories to use. We were graded by the black books the boys kept of their solitary releases and who they imagined, as well as the items we actually harvested from them. Again, girls who scored the highest were rewarded financially.

The boys lined up and said their names as they passed in front of the room. Then we walked past them in our proper posture in tiny minced steps, wearing our feathered plugs and wagging them like little birds’ mating dances.

By the time we had all gone past them, they were rubbing the crotches of their gym shorts, hard cocks poking out from the bottom. The doctor told them to take advantage of us as their receptacles and be sure to all fill out their books afterward and to fill out our own as well.

I watched excitedly as the tallest basketball player came directly to me. He smiled, said his name, and took me by the hand. “May I?”

I replied as I was taught. “Oh god, yes. Please do, sir.”

He looked around, took me over to a table, and had me place my hands on it. He lifted my minidress and tucked the hem into my panty top. I felt him slip aside the gusset of my pantyhose, take out my feather plug, and toss it on the table. Then he pressed his big fat cock into me, making me gasp.

One big arm wrapped around my torso and across and between my breasts, pulling me to him; the other arm wrapped around my hips and held them tight as he moved his cock ever deeper into me, his breath hot in my ear, “Oh god, Lee. You are so hot and tight. You’re a perfect girl.”

“Thank you, sir. You have a wonderful cock. Please fuck me and fill me with your seed. Use me as you will.”

His energy increased as he grunted and thrust like an animal into me, making my body shake, even as tight as he held me to him. He lifted me off my feet, and my hands came off the table as he fucked me like a Barbie doll held in the air while he impaled me with his thick, long cock. I whimpered and squealed. My little cock was oozing and flinging drips around.

I called out his name like I was taught. “Oh, Jeremy! Your cock feels so good. Fuck me like a whore. You’re going to make me come, honey. Come inside of me, Jeremy.”

He went wild and then slammed it deep and held it there as it squirmed inside of me and jerked around, shooting his passionate gushes into me. My little cock began spurting wildly and uncontrollably into my dress as my legs flailed in the air and twitched and spasmed, my toes pointed, bent over on his arm as he shoved over and over into me. My breasts hung, tugging on my chest as they reached for the ground, and the nipples rubbed the dress, sending more pleasure into me.

In a moment, he stopped thrusting and spasming and withdrew, and then he let his grip go on me, and I fell to the floor like a sack of potatoes. He apologized and helped me back up, lifting me like a rag doll, and hugged me to him. “I’m so sorry. You drained me dry right down to my toes, Lee.”

“It’s okay. Part of the job. I’m happy you enjoyed using me.”

“Very. I want to go out with you. Date you. Have you to myself.”

“Uh… I don't think that’s possible until after our contract runs out.”

“Contract?”

“Of course. The school made a substantial investment in us girls. We have to be able to make a return on it for them, or the program will end, and the school will run out of money or have to raise tuition to the point no one will go here. We have to. It’s our duty.”

“They didn’t tell us that. Shit.” His sweet blue eyes looked so sad. I touched his face, looking up at him. “It’s okay, Jeremy. We’ll have time together again.”

“I sure hope so.” He looked around. Girls were seated, the doctor was at the front, and most of the basketball team was done and gone. “Shit! I need to get to practice. See ya later.”

“Jeremy! Remember to think of us like we just were when you need another line for your black book, okay?”

“I sure will. Thanks for the memory, Lee.”

The basketball team left. The doctor called everyone to attention and pointed to the bullets she had written on the whiteboard. “Okay, ladies. Raise your hand if you remembered to call your partner by name.”

We all did.

“Good girls.”

“Who said how good it felt?”

Almost all.

“Good girls. Who asked for them to release inside of you?”

And on down the list she went. Then, it was another hour and a half of training on proper wording to use with the men and ways to keep their interest up. Then we took a pee break and spent time with the football team. I was hard the whole time while getting fucked again, and I came twice from it. We indeed were multi-orgasmic, and nothing felt better than being fucked by a nice big hard cock that was crazy for us. What did they do to us that made us so darn horny? It was beautiful but…

Day after day, we attended classes, watched brain-washing videos, submission and feminization hypnosis videos, studied supplements for increasing libido in men, and practiced table setting. Learned basic appliance repair, posture and deportment, voice control, fashion tips, makeup tips, decorating methods and ideas, efficient house cleaning and domestic skills, cooking skills, male genital anatomy and pleasure points, male massage, different sexual positions, male fetishes and how to find and satisfy them, and on and on and on.

It wasn’t rocket science, and I scored well on the tests. It was much easier than anything I ever had in school. I was a star pupil. But still.
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For the next two weeks, all the girls and the guys came incessantly. Fortunately, the guys needed time to recover in between, but we girls sure didn’t. To increase our releases, after the first week, we were required to play with ourselves during class when we weren’t with the guys. Our desire to please men had gotten to the point we were permitted to ejaculate alone as well, since we no longer needed to associate our pleasure with pleasing others. The graphs of our personal releases and harvested releases were ridiculous. We were superhuman, and by the end of two weeks, we didn't just shoot blanks. After a while, there were voluminous releases: ours and the boys. Our bodies had been retrained to come excessively and repeatedly.

The girls kept little pink cups in our purses to capture our releases during class to not waste them and consume them for maximum testosterone ingestion to increase libido further… as if we needed it.

Then, something horrible happened. Alex and I had gone to our room for our one-half-hour afternoon nap. Our strap-ons and their attachments, feather plugs, and other toys, typically cleaned and displayed on the dresser… were gone.

“Lee! Look, our toys are gone, and what the heck are those pink things?” She picked one up and looked at it. I looked at the folded letter next to them and read it. “Ladies, first, congratulations. You’ve reached the end of the libido and testosterone maximization phase of your training. All award winners will have their money deposited into their accounts. Check your balance to see yours. You’ll have access to it upon graduation.”

I looked up from it at Alex.

Alex chimed, “I can’t believe we have to wait to graduate before we get the money.”

“It said that in the contract, silly. We have to complete the contract. But at least we have more there, right? Besides, what would we spend it on now? They give us everything.”

“True.” I read the rest of the letter. “Second, those cute little pink cages are for you to wear now. You’ll only be allowed to take them off after a win by the boys. They’ll also be wearing ones, although larger, and have the same rule: only after a win. The first game is in five days. Hopefully, they win, right?”

Alex said, “Shit. That’s going to be torture.”

I nodded and continued reading. “The keys to your cage have a name on them. Put on your cage and bring the keys downstairs after your break, and we’ll collect them. The easiest way to get them on is for you to come and immediately squish your tiny parts into them and lock them. Good luck.”

“Holy shit. This is horrible. Lee. What will we do?”

“What choice do we have? We cheer the boys on and hope they’re as motivated to win as we are for them to win. Wanna suck me off, and then I’ll do you? We have to be fast. We’re gonna miss our nap, too.”

I knelt down and took Lee’s little thing between my finger and thumb and sucked it, running my tongue around and flicking the tip; she dumped her substantial load into my face in seconds, and I struggled to swallow it all. She put her cage on. Then it was my turn. How would we survive this? This would be some kind of horrible torture for us and the boys.

We had a grueling day of practicing cheers. It didn’t help to have those cages on when we were jumping around. They’d tug and stimulate us even more, and all we could do was ooze. Our cheering practice was on the court or field with the boys as they practiced playing basketball, football, baseball, or soccer. It was apparent how aroused they all were by the lustful looks on their faces and how they watched us between practice plays as we cheered in our high-heeled boots and cheerleader outfits. The school had turned us all into raging nymphomaniacs with no way to satisfy our lust except to win a game.

Our nights were spent in lustful embraces, slipping and sliding on our satin sheets, sucking each other’s breasts, tugging the other’s cages with the hope we could have a full release rather than the incessant oozing and horniness. Eventually, we’d tire and fall fast asleep in each other’s arms and legs, wrapped together.

Then, the day arrived. The first games began the season. Of course, they won. We loved them for it, and they showed their love for us, providing much-needed relief. We all could take our cages off and have all the sex we wanted.

It was interesting. All the teams were winning: football, basketball, baseball, soccer. As the seasons moved on, the boys would find their favorite girls, as Jeremy had chosen me. I was lost as to which guy I liked best, though I did lean more toward the one who took my virginity, Jeremy.

The baseball player was nice and lean and had a nice cock, but he seemed aloof as he gave me his passionate releases. Most always from behind, too, where Jeremy had preferred to see my face when he fucked me silly. The football guy was too heavy when he’d collapse on me, crushing my breasts and squeezing the air out of me. I’d have to struggle to get out from under him.

The soccer guy was quick as heck in terms of the way he thrust like a rabbit and how quickly he’d come in me. I seldom had my own release when with him, despite how horny I was at any given time. It helped me to understand what it must be like for a wife with a husband with premature ejaculation. That’s okay, though. I knew it was my job, and it was quite cute that I got him that excited all the time. It did take me effort, though, to restrain giggles when he’d come so fast. I’d reassure him it was okay and told him how much I enjoyed his unbridled excitement over me, like a good girl should.

We fell into a kind of routine and became accustomed to our continual arousal. It seemed to add to our feminine allure, so it was an advantage there, and it also made us feel “Pretty,” as all the girls said. We were not only pretty girls but pretty feeling girls as well, and it showed in our mannerisms, body language, motions, and walk. We emulated femininity like no regular girl ever could. We were hyper-feminized, very professional, perfectly postured, and mannered little sluts.

The public was shocked at the first game when they came to see us and the team. They had expected some kind of embarrassing appearance of boys in girls' cheerleading outfits, and the school had to give proof of us having male genitalia and officially being boys on the record. It created a media stir but filled the stands with fans for us and our winning team. Soon, there was nothing but admiration for what the school had accomplished. They had winning teams and had found a purpose for the boys who didn’t play sports and were less masculine than boys were supposed to be by making them into beautiful girls.

Graduation day was coming. My mom will be so proud of me for the girl I’ve become. My dad will be pissed he forced me to go to an all-boys school now and had me become the opposite of what he wanted me to be.

My school account had plenty of money. We girls had private hospitality degrees. They were not the degrees we started out planning on, like engineering or science, but we were proud of our professional expertise and our more than alluring, feminine appeal to any man.

“Lee? So what were you planning on doing after graduation?”

Alex was painting her toenails as she sat on the chair in the corner. Her hair was wrapped in a towel on her head.

“Well, I’m not really sure. Jeremy wants to marry me, though. What do you think of that?”

“I know. Reginald wants to marry me, and so do a few others. But if we get married to a man, what will happen to us?” She looked up, holding her nail polish brush, her eyes watery. She went back to painting her toenails. “I thought we’d be together forever.” She finished and put the brush in the bottle, closed it, and came over to me on the bed. She slid next to me carefully so she wouldn’t mess her toenails.

I put my arm around her and snuggled her to me. I kissed her on the head. “So, Lee, what are you going to do? Are you going to marry Jeremy? Someone else?”

I took a deep breath and sniffed her hair. I rubbed her shoulder. “I love you, Alex. But we have to know we can’t ever be connected like we can with a real man. I need that now. I need to have that connection. Don’t you?”

She shrugged.

“Don’t you crave having them inside of you when their cocks jerk and spasm deep inside of you, sending a ripple of joy into your soul and making your little girl spew like crazy? Don’t you love the head-to-toe feeling of having been the source of a real manly man’s pleasure who loves you? That satisfaction of knowing you made him release all his passion into you?”

She nodded. “I know. I know. Stop reminding me. I seem to want it all the time.”

“Exactly.”

We sat there in silence as we contemplated our futures.

I patted her thigh. “I’m sure we’d be able to see each other from time to time.”

“Right. I’m sure.”

“Hey, we’ll be able to go about life without our cages on. How great will that be?”

“True. Hmm, I wonder, though. I’m thinking if I don’t wear it, I’d soon be doing nothing other than jerking off while waiting for him.”

I nodded. “True. I guess it’s better if we let our husbands decide when to take them off us.”

“Right. Good answer. That’s how it should be. We exist for them.”

“We both nodded, knowing that was what had to be.”

“Okay then. I guess it’s settled. I have to pick one to marry. I think I’ll go with Reginald.”

“He’s as good a choice as any, I’d say. I’m marrying Jeremy. He’s been smitten with me from the start, and… he took my virginity.”

Alex turned my head to her and gave me a deep kiss. We embraced and felt each other’s breasts and enjoyed what may have been our last closeness for a while.
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We put on our graduation gowns, except ours weren’t like men’s. They were short, so everyone could see at a distance that we were the special girls at this boy's college. Alex and I were beside ourselves, our bags packed and ready to go off with our men. We had a mix of girly emotions along with a raging libido and the prospect of having our cage keys for ourselves to do with as we chose. Mine was going to Jeremy. I wanted him to control my hunger. I’d play with myself all day if I didn’t.

Before we went to the stadium, the doctor had all of us girls in our classroom first.

“Ladies!” She stood before the room of chattering girls. “Ladies!”

We all quieted down.

“Good girls. Now, the keys to your cages are hanging on the board on the way out. Please take yours and not someone else’s.” She laughed. “Congratulations on making our school solvent and successful again, and spend your earnings well. We have more applicants for admission this year than any other. We’ll have the pick of the litter for our teams and our cheerleaders, who will now carry on our newfound tradition. All thanks to you.” She applauded, and we all applauded.

“Lastly, we must tell you a secret you cannot reveal to the incoming class. It’s your secret to use it as you like. Be careful who you share it with.” We all looked at each other.

“Place your finger on the base of your skull and find the portion of your neck that rises into it. Feel around, and you’ll find a tiny bump the size of a BB used in a BB gun. Press it and let it go.”

We all did. It was as if my body became less sensitive to all the sensations of my stockings, breasts, and clothes. My nipples no longer felt the silky fabric of my dress as something sensual and pleasant. It just was. I didn’t feel as pretty or feminine. I softened in my cage. We all were shocked. The looks on the other girls’ faces were that of horror.

“Yes, that is your switch. It’s been on the whole time. Now it’s off, and you have a normal libido. Press it again and you go back to what you were. You can choose how you want to live and have it on or off at any time.”

I looked around the room. We were all in shock. Alex seemed so sad. “Lee? It feels too weird. It’s like I’m missing a part of me. I don’t feel as pretty anymore.” She whimpered. Her eyes were wide and almost tearing.

I nodded. “I know. I mean. It’s good when we don't want to feel that way, but now that I’m not, I wonder why I wouldn't want to feel that way again. I want to feel pretty again. Right now, I feel bored. Unsensational.” I pressed it again, and a smile came over my face. My body responded, the sensations returning, the prettiness filling me. I couldn’t hold back a smile. Alex did the same; all the other girls re-pressed their switches and turned on again. We all started giggling and laughing.

Another girl said, “Heck, we have our keys to our cages now. Why would we want to be off?” She laughed, and the group applauded.

The doctor chuckled. “Okay, ladies, let’s go graduate. You have men to take care of who you’re marrying who now have offers from professional sports teams. Be proud and make use of your degrees in private hospitality with your husbands, and enjoy!”


If you enjoyed this book, please leave a review, tell a friend, or blog about it. Thanks!

Barb and Thom

For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, in Kindle, paperback, and Audible versions, go to:

Amazon:

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