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The bar smelled of stale beer and old pizza. A game was playing on the TV. I sipped my beer and stared at my glossy fingernails, which I had just given a fresh coat of clear polish. There wasn’t any color, but they sure did shine, and I rubbed my finger on my thumbnail, relishing the smoothness of it.

A hand landed on my shoulder. “Hey, Addison? How’s it goin’? Baron seated himself next to me.

“Hi Baron, I’m doing okay. I still need to find a place to live for my last year, though. My lease is up in a week.” His eyes roamed my face, probably checking out my light coat of mascara and eyeliner. Baron was always cool, though, so I wasn’t worried.

“How’s the hunt goin’?” He raised his hand and ordered a beer like mine.

“Not great. All too expensive or a pit. Why did my old landlord have to raise the rent?”

A frosted mug of beer slid before him. He raised it and clinked mine. “Well then, here’s to you finding just the right place.” We both drank. The cold, carbonated, slightly bitter gulp was refreshing.

“Thanks. Any ideas? Most leases start at the beginning of the next school year, not now. I was stupid. I was so pissed he raised the rent I already gave up the lease. Dumb. Now, I need to find an open lease or someone leaving for the summer to sublease from and move twice. Anger never makes good decisions.” I crossed my legs in my girl’s jeans, my girl’s boot clunked against the bar. I turned my seat to face him and leaned back, giving him a flat smile.

“No, anger doesn’t. Well, the frat I’m in has a couple of empty rooms.”

“Would I have to join? Are there fees?”

“Depends. Ya see, all the guys are engineers, right?”

“Yeah, so? I am, too.”

“Right. And what problem do engineers have?”

I chortled. “Lots.”

“Yeah. We aren’t the most skilled at finding girls and such, right? When did you have a girlfriend?”

“Uh, in high school, I only hung out with girls.”

“No, silly. I mean a girlfriend, not being a friend with girls.” Baron looked at the opening of my button-down shirt, which was actually a blouse. I liked the polyester softness and the way it flowed. Could he see the bra under it? I leaned forward a bit to loosen it up against my chest. Had he felt the bra strap when he touched my shoulder?

I sipped my beer, watching his probing eyes. “Uh, I never had a girlfriend, per se.”

“Right. Lots of the guys at the frat are the same way. Well, they didn’t hang out with girls in high school, but they never dated any girls either. So… they’d like…we’d like to have a girl we could date, living in the frat. You know, do things with. Go to dinner, drinks, movies. Stuff like that. So we could all at least have had some practice dating a girl before we graduate and get tossed into the world.”

“I see. So what does that have to do with empty rooms for me at the frat?”

He nodded. “Right. Well, we’ve been looking for some chick or chicks to stay at the frat for free, as long as they go on dates and do stuff with us. Have had little luck with that, of course.”

“Right. So, back to the empty rooms. What would it cost me, and would I have to join?”

“It would be free, and you could move in today.”

“Free!? Awesome! I wouldn’t even have to find a crappy job for the summer. That’d be fantastic. Just tell me what I need to do. I’ll do anything.”

“Right. Remember you said that. There are some conditions. I think you could meet them pretty well if you’re interested. I don’t want to insult you or anything, but I mean…” He looked me up and down. He leaned in close and spoke quietly. “You’re already what I’d consider a femboy. Why not take it a bit further and always present as a girl? Then you could move in for free. There. I said it.” He watched my reaction, a grin on his face.

Should I act insulted? Hell, it’s almost a dream come true. “Uh, I think the guys would figure out I wasn’t a girl at some point.”

“Not a problem. We’ve already discussed that part. We had to when we couldn’t get any real chicks to buy in. So we brainstormed it. A tranny turned out to be a big hit. You know. Exotic as heck to think about.”

“I’m not a tranny.” I stared at him as I thought. But isn’t that what I’d like to be?

“But you could be. You could be a perfect one. If you wanted to.”

“Are the guys gay or something?”

“No. Not gay. It isn’t gay to date a tranny. A tranny is a girl.”

“But wouldn’t the guys expect to have sex with me?”

“Well, I think when you present as a girl, they’ll want to. But it’s your choice too, ya know. Mostly.”

“Mostly?”

“Well, we did talk about the fact that a tranny can’t get pregnant, so I guess we’re all thinking sex would happen. Of course, it’d be your choice, but everyone would be disappointed if you didn’t go that way. But what do you have to lose? You might like it. I mean, you’ll probably never have a chick. You never got laid before, right?”

I shook my head. “Never. Probably never have a girl either.” I sipped, crossed my legs, and bounced a foot, thinking. Could I even imagine that? What would it be like? Being totally feminine and girly. But, I’d probably be touching other men’s penises…with my hands, mouth…I’d have it inside of me. In a way, it was thrilling and yet repulsive somehow.

“And what about STDs? I could catch something.”

“Addison. Are you a virgin?”

“Yeah.”

“All the guys are too. Except maybe the few with girlfriends, and even they’re probably still virgins.” He laughed. “Everyone is clean. Baby clean. You could do anything with anyone and be safe.”

I shook my head. “I don’t know. It doesn’t seem right. I’m a guy, and I’m not gay.”

Baron nodded and ordered two more beers and a shot of tequila. “Okay, let’s have a shot first. Just relax.”

The shots and beers came, and we did the shot and drank some beer. We both were leaning on the bar, cradling our beers, looking like two dudes solving the world’s problems. Baron glided his hand on my back and found my bra strap. He grabbed it through my blouse, slid his finger under it, and tugged it.

“Hey!”

He let his finger slip out then his big hand gently caressed my back over the strap.

“Relax. It’s cool. I’m not telling anyone. I'm just making a point here. Going back to you saying you weren’t gay, I agree. You aren’t gay. You’re a girl. If you dated a girl, that would be gayer than this. No offense, but you’re more natural as a girl—the way you dress, mascara, eyeliner, glossy nails, long pretty hair, your body, your looks, and your voice. C’mon now. Be real here. You might like guys when you let yourself be the girl inside.”

I nodded and sipped. The effect of the shot and the first beer had me relaxing. His hand rubbing my back through my silky blouse was nice. It felt natural, comforting even. The shouting in my head telling me not to do it was just a whisper now. There was another voice that was more excited, telling me how much fun it would be to dress fully and present as a girl. But could I actually be a girl for the guys? Now, that was scary.

Baron’s hand slid up my back and rubbed my shoulder as he gazed into my eyes. “You and I get along well. Am I that scary? I think you’d be really pretty. Oh…and I forgot one thing. The guys all said they’d kick in money for you to buy the clothes, so that isn’t an issue for you.”

“Really? How much?”

“We all chipped in a hundred bucks, so that’s two grand to set up your new wardrobe, go to the hair salon, buy perfume and makeup, and all the stuff.”

“Two grand, huh? Heck. It’ll take me a while to spend all that.”

“And the dinners and drinks and stuff when the guys take you on dates would be paid for by them ‘cause you’re the girl, and guys pay. Sounds like a cool summer for you. New clothes, good food, and fun stuff to do. No work. Just be pretty.”

“Yeah. Be pretty and put out. Like a whore on retainer.”

Baron laughed. Don’t interpret it like that. You’d be a respected member of the frat. An essential element of our mental and physical happiness. After the summer, we’d all be in the books again, as we all do, and then dating would be just occasionally, but you’d be able to live the dream as a girl.”

“I have to go pee.”

I slid off the barstool and walked into the men’s room. Men’s rooms were always disgusting, and I hated standing to pee. When I wore shorts, I realized pee spattered onto my legs when I used a urinal, so I stopped using them. Disgusting.

I lowered my pants and my panties, floated above the toilet, and peed. I looked around. Disgusting. I always heard girls’ rooms were nicer. If I did this, I’d find out. Another benefit.

I raised my panties and pants and closed them up, then went to the mirror, undid my ponytail, took my brush from my man bag, and brushed my hair out. It was full and wavey. If I did this, I could get it styled in several ways. What would I choose? It would be so hard to choose. Baron could help me pick one.

A smile came over my face. I took out my lightly colored lip gloss and put some on. I added mascara and made my eyeliner more prominent and drawn back. I put some light, almost feminine men’s cologne on. I checked myself in the mirror. Cute. Hard to tell I was a guy even. Baron may be right. What the hell? I could always push the guys away if I didn’t want to play with their dicks…right? The deal was too good to pass up. It might even be a lot of fun.

I slung my man bag on my shoulder and left the men’s room…maybe for the last time. How great would that be?

I purposely clicked noisily in my two-inch-heel boots over to Baron so he’d turn and see me walking toward him, my hair flowing, a big smile on my face.

His eyes lit up, and he slapped his thigh. “Yeah!”

I sat, crossed my legs, and sat upright. I unbuttoned one button of my blouse so my pink bra would show at certain angles. “Hey, big boy! Let’s do this!” I laughed and did a drum roll on the bar, raised my voice a notch, and called out to the bartender for another beer.
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I re-crossed my legs tightly and bounced one foot. “Baron, this is crazy. I mean…I’m so excited to try being a girl. I never had the guts to masquerade as one. I want to do it, but I’m afraid at the same time.”

“Masquerade as a girl? You’re masquerading as a guy right now. Relax, honey.” He rubbed my thigh and gazed into my eyes.

“Honey?”

“Why not? Better than buddy. Buddy is for guys. How about sweetie? Princess?”

“Princess. Now that’s cute.” I put my hand on his big hand on my leg. “This is odd, but it doesn’t seem all bad—you touching my leg, that is. As a girl, it seems appropriate. I know you well enough.”

“Good. Then you’ll be fine with it. That’s good. Everyone will want to touch you in one way or another.”

“Right. Hmm. That’s still scary.”

“Just relax and enjoy the attention you’ll get. You’ll see. You’ll get more affection and attention as a girl than you ever did as a guy.”

I shrugged, and the bartender replaced my empty beer with a full, frosty one. I picked it up and sipped it, unable to keep the grin from my face.

“See? You love the idea. We’ll all love you as the new you, too. You’ll see.” He patted my leg, took his hand away, looked around the bar, and smiled at me. “Wanna share some pizza, princess?”

Princess. I giggled. This could be fun. But could I do everything girls do for their boyfriends?

Baron seemed to read my mind. “You’ll love doing it. You’ll be a natural. Tomorrow, if you want, I can help you pick out a hairstyle and take you shopping, and then, when you’re completely presenting as the girl you are, you’ll fall into your new lifestyle like a rock into a pond.”

“A rock into a pond. Hmm. Not a pleasant picture to sink to the bottom of a suffocating place with no hope of rising. Bad analogy, Baron.”

“Uh… sorry.” His hand rubbed, my back comfortingly.
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While I ate breakfast, I made a list of things to buy. I needed clothes, makeup, shoes, jewelry, and perfume for all situations. It was overwhelming, but that’s how big projects get done—lists.

Baron picked me up and took me to the salon, where he had made a full-service appointment for me. We flipped through hairstyle books. Again, it was overwhelming. “Oh gosh, Baron. This is so difficult.”

“I know. You’d be great in all of them. Why not pick the one that just makes you feel the best? The one that makes you feel the most feminine.”

“Right. Femininity. That’s the key here.” I flipped and flipped. “There! That’s it. I want to be blonde with highlights and texture like that instead of my mousey brown.” I marked it and flipped some more.

I pointed to another one. “And this one looks flirty and very girlish with the layers and the way it curls up. I’d have a curl to my hair if it weren’t so long. It used to.”

“That’s cool. I like it. It’s kind of a younger girl's look and is very feminine. It probably will even make you look younger, like a teen. It very much says princess, too. Get it in blonde.” Baron rubbed my back.

I turned and smiled at him. “Okay. This is it.” I marked the two pages, and we waited for my appointment. Baron took his phone and opened to a page of notes. He handed it to me. “The guys put together a list of things for you to buy today so you wouldn’t forget anything.”

“I did that, too.” I took the phone from him and read it. “Looks familiar. I have this stuff on my list.” I laughed. “No high heels less than four inches. I like that.”

Baron laughed. “Yeah, the guys really got into this.”

My eyes popped open wide. I looked at Baron with my jaw dropped.

“What’s the matter, princess?”

“Gel breast forms in various sizes and sturdy bras to create cleavage? They even put the store to buy them in.”

“Like I said. They researched it. Cleavage really makes the effect more realistic, and gel forms are supposed to feel real to you… and to the guys.”

“Of course. Right. I just never thought about having cleavage. Sounds fun, I guess.” I throbbed in my panties, thinking about jiggling breasts tugging on my bra straps and chest and having cleavage.

“Hi! Addison?”

“That’s me.” I smiled back at her.

Her eyes flitted my face. “We’re ready for you, sweetie.”

I stood and followed her to the chair. I showed her the magazine pages. She ran her fingers through my hair. “Shouldn’t be a problem. You’ll have even more curl and texture when I’m done than in the picture. Ready?”

“Ready.”

The nail tech came over and introduced herself while my stylist washed my hair. The nail tech then had me pick out fake nails and polish. I opted for bright pink metallic polish and nails that were probably too long to use well, but I figured I could always cut them down if needed. The nail tech began on my toenails while the stylist started her work.

I watched my transformation in the mirror. When it was all done, I had nails that forced me to use my hands daintily like a girl and a face framed in girliness. I had been turned into a pretty, adorable, young girl. I stared at myself, my jaw unconsciously hanging.

“Something wrong, miss? Is it not to your liking?”

“Oh god, no. It’s incredible. I never would have imagined it turning out this well.”

“Wonderful.” She played with my hair a little. “And if you want, I can put some product in it and fluff it a little more. It’ll have more texture.”

“Sure. Show me how.”

I paid for all of it with my credit card. I looked at Baron. “The money is coming, right?”

“Of course. I can give you cash or Venmo or PayPal it.”

“Good. No rush.”

“Now off for forms. I can’t wait to see you with them.”

Three pairs of forms and nine bras in different colors and sizes to fit the different forms. I wore the largest pair out and wondered if I’d ever want the smaller pairs. They created fabulous cleavage the way the snug bra and the tacky back of the form pressed my flesh out. I was hard as a rock in my panties in the dressing room and had to think about baseball so it wouldn’t show under my girls’ jeans.

The next purchase was a large purse I could use to hide my now persistent hard-on from my tugging breasts as I walked. We worked through the list, and it was a delight of a shopping trip. Baron was wonderful, carrying everything and helping me decide on things. When we were done, I was beside myself with joy and just wanted to go home and get dressed for dinner.

Baron looked at his watch. “We did well. Efficient day, huh? It’s only two o’clock. Wanna get your things from your place and move into your new room? Why move stuff twice?”

“Uh, I have a bed to move.”

“You’ll have a bed here, and it even has a new mattress. The guys thought that was important. You can leave it.”

“I guess. Okay. Let’s drop these things off in my new room, throw the things in the wash that need to be washed, and then we can move my other stuff. There isn’t as much as I bought today, even. Then I’ll dry the wash, and I can get dressed for tonight. What’s the plan for tonight?”

“Well, the guys all want to see the new you as soon as possible, so we should do that first before we go to dinner. I was gonna be the first to take you to dinner, and then it rotates every day to another guy. Some will be day dates because they work at night, tending bar or something, and others will be night dates, and you’ll have the day off.”

“Dating. Almost forgot about that with my excitement of being a girl now. Right.”

“Well, not tonight., Just think of tonight as you and I hanging out. No pressure.”

“Thanks.”

He reached over and took my long-nailed hand, holding it on the console as we drove. He glanced at me repeatedly, his eyes flitting my face and hair as he grinned. “Stunning. Adorable. Incredibly sexy.” His thumb rubbed the back of my hand. My palm was sweating. I glanced at his crotch. He was hard in his jeans. It gave me a little thrill to think I had aroused him already, yet it was scary seeing that big thing in his pants.
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At the frat, Baron and I carried my stuff into the big old refurbished Victorian. It was one of the nicest frats around. There’s always someone working on it in their spare time. Engineers tend to do that. We can’t sit still. It makes things nice. The scent of Lilacs floated on the freshly painted porch with a big hanging swing on it.

A couple of guys in the parlor sitting and reading glanced up and smiled as we ascended the stairs.

“Here it is!” Baron dropped the bags on the pink and white bedspread, which matched the floral wallpaper and the white makeup table and mirror. A fresh vase of pink roses on the makeup table filled the room with their scent, and on a dresser was an old-fashioned washbasin and pitcher with bottles of perfume around it. The nightstands had electrified, floral-painted milk glass oil lamps. Above the bed, a large gilded-framed picture of a seated Victorian lady in her corset, putting on stockings.

I covered my mouth. “Oh, my god! This is gorgeous. None of the girls you offered this to took it, huh?”

“They thought we were sickos. Here, check out the bathroom.”

We stepped in, and it had been redone, all of it in white tile. There was a walk-in shower with cut soaps and pink and white towels. The shower had a strange attachment on it. “What’s that hose with the weird end?”

“Uh… it’s for cleaning out your bottom.” His face turned red. He went to the counter and opened the bottom drawer. I looked down into it. “What’s all that?”

“Butt plugs, expandable vibrating butt plugs, realistic dildo, chastity cage, and even little blue pills for keeping it hard.”

My jaw dropped. I examined it all.

Baron watched me. “They did their research. The idea is to help you be comfortable taking on the girl’s role.”

“I see. So I have to use this stuff?”

“No. Not if you’re comfortable with being a receiver already. Are you?”

I shook my head.

“The suggested method is that tomorrow and every morning, you clean out, put on the chastity cage, use the vibrating, expandable plug, and take half a blue pill in the morning and the other half before you leave for dinner. Then you wear the cage until you’re motivated to have a real man inside instead of the plug. When you’ve succeeded in harvesting your first deposit, you don’t need to wear the cage or plug anymore unless you want to. The other size plugs are for you in case you’d just like to use them…along with the realistic dildo. Sorry. We’re just trying to make you comfortable being a girl.”

I see. I closed the drawer and stood up. I took a deep breath. “I have to do that to stay here?”

“You don’t have to, but… Let’s put your things away and get the wash going.”

He led me into the vast closet. “Yes, two bedrooms were joined, the closet built, and the bath opened up from your room. No one else can get to the bathroom. The rest of us share other bathrooms, but men can be pigs, so we felt a girl would need one for herself.”

“I see. Well thought out, for sure. I’d think some girl would have jumped at this. I guess the sex portion killed it, though.”

“Uh, the girls we approached didn’t have a problem with sex. They just had a problem with us.”

“I see.”

I took a deep breath. “Let’s get me set up and the wash going and get my other things. I’m running out of time to dress for dinner.”

“Right.”

Baron scurried into the bedroom, took out a pocket knife, and began taking tags off things and putting them in a pile to hang and put away and a pile to wash. I did the same. I loaded the stockings and pantyhose into the dresser, set up the makeup on the makeup table, and placed the jewelry in a drawer. Before we left, I looked back at the room. Dumb bitches. How hard could it be to make a bunch of engineering guys happy? This place was worth it. Or… was I not understanding what the girls were afraid of? Especially if they weren’t afraid of sex.
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My new things were washed, dried, and put away.

“Okay, Addison. The place I’m taking you tonight is fancy, and we’ll be on the patio overlooking a golf course. I’ll wear some dress pants and a sports coat. I’m looking forward to seeing you dressed for dinner.” His eyes flitted over me. He had a big smile on his face. He looked excited.

“I’ll look special then. I promise.”

“That won’t take any work. Trust me.”

“We’ll see.” I winked. “No pressure?”

“Nope. Just relax and enjoy yourself in your new self.”

“Okay.” I leaned forward, then stopped. I almost kissed him on the lips. He saw me pull back and chuckled. He turned to go. “See? It’s almost automatic already.” He laughed and left, closing the door.

I rinsed off in the shower and ran a razor quickly over my almost hairless body to get any strays. I sat at the makeup table and did my makeup more dramatically for the evening and added eyeshadow and twenty-four-hour lipstick. I stared at my reflection in the mirror. Was it me? My eyes were me. The rest was a pretty girl. I was even hot for myself.

I picked out a flouncy, light, cream-colored halter-top minidress with pink and blue flowers printed on it. I put it on the bed with the other items I needed. I changed the pink lace bra from shoulder straps to a halter strap and put it on. Then, I inserted the largest gel breast forms and adjusted my cleavage in them. The breasts weren’t overly large but substantial in weight and heavenly as they tugged on my shoulders and chest.

I wrapped a pink lace garter belt above my hips, then slid the incredibly sensual, sheer suntan stockings up my legs and clasped them to the garter belt. I was bobbing uncontrollably from the sexiness filling me like a pitcher.

I slid into the stretchy pink lace and satin panties, tucking my hardness against my belly. I stepped into the short, flared hem minidress, the soft crinoline lining delighting my sheer stockinged legs. I tied the halter top behind my neck and adjusted my breasts in it. I sat on the bed, slid into the cream-colored, sinfully high, very thin-heeled, thin-soled, dainty, strappy shoes, and secured the strap around my ankle. I stood and found my balance, and then in the tiny forced steps the shoes made me have, I daintily stepped over to the full-length mirror. My image elicited an immediate, uncontrollable throbbing of my pantied shaft. I was stunning. My new blonde hairstyle was so feminine and girlish as it framed my face.

I fluffed my hair and put a pink flower clip in it. I went to the dresser and replaced the two stud earrings in each ear with long dangling ones. I put on my necklace, drawing attention to my cleavage, then loaded on rings and bracelets. I sprayed a lovely perfume all over me and on my legs and rubbed them together. I placed the bottle in my purse, along with my other things.

I admired myself in the full-length mirror, wondering what I was forgetting. Ah, something in case it gets cold. My rounded shoulders and muscle-less biceps would get chilly if it cooled off later. I found a cream-colored crop top sweater and slung it on my purse, then slung the purse on my shoulder. One last check in the mirror.

I was throbbing in my panties. These engineers all would be too when they saw me. It made me nervous, but proud as well. I rubbed myself through the dress. I was sensual, feminine, sexy as hell, and horny. I wondered.

I lifted the dress and slipped my panties under my hairless globes, then dropped the dress back down. No one would know there was a hard cock under it. It was so lovely when it bobbed, and the tip rubbed the silky crinoline that gave the flared shape to the skirt of the dress. I posed in different poses to see if it would show. It didn’t. Heck! Why not? I left it that way.

I carefully navigated the stairs to the foyer and then clicked in tiny steps into the parlor. It appeared all the guys were there, and there was a sea of smiles, applause, and wolf whistles. I couldn’t hold back an ear-to-ear smile, and I curtsied to them all.

Baron, looking handsome in dress pants and sports coat, came by my side, handed me a pink drink in a martini glass, and offered his arm. “Let me introduce you to everyone.”

He took me around. I knew some of them from classes we’d been in together over the past years. They all greeted me warmly, whether or not they recognized me from before. It was flattering to hear all the compliments they gave me. Some of them kissed my hand and truly made me feel as if I were a princess.

I spied some hard cocks in their jeans when I had the opportunity to check. This boosted my confidence in my feminine allure and appearance, allowing me to hold my head high and my shoulders back as I sipped and we chatted. There was a little voice in my head, though, that said you’ll need to finish what you start like a bottle of champagne, and you’ve started all the men’s desires. I was nervous about it yet eager to indulge in driving them all crazy. I throbbed beneath my dress uncontrollably and posed one foot in front of the other in my heels as I stood there, being longed for desperately.

I had two drinks before I excused myself to the bathroom and returned to Baron, looking at his watch. “It’s time to go make my reservation.” He clapped his hands to get the attention of the room. “Gentlemen, it’s time for Addison to leave. We’re going now.”

I stood as tall as I could and looked at them all. “See you all later. I look forward to our dates while I’m living here. Thank you all for making this possible.” I waved a prom queen wave to them and tossed a kiss, then took Baron’s arm, and he led us out. I clicked across the floor in minced steps, my cock under my dress rubbing the crinoline, my breasts tugging as my cleavage jiggled with each step.

Baron opened my door, and I slid my dress under me, sat, and rotated myself on the cool leather seat. He closed my door and walked around to his side.

“Seems that went well. You were very confident and warm with everyone.”

“They were all so nice. It wasn’t what I expected. I thought I’d just be a circus sideshow to them.”

“Of course they were nice. You made them all hard. I have to say, I should have worn black jeans instead of these dress pants. I may have to carry my coat over my arm to hide it.” He glanced at me, smiling. My eyes drifted to his pants. It was huge under them.

I laughed. “Oh my! You certainly are happy to see me.”

He took my hand in his on the console. I bounced a heel of my crossed leg, my cock throbbing in the silky fluff, my purse resting upon it. I couldn’t stop looking over at his hard-on. “How far is the restaurant we’re going to?”

“About fifteen minutes. Why?”

“I was just thinking I need to get into my role more fully.”

“Remember. No pressure. You don’t have to do anything, princess.”

“I know. But part of me wants to. I felt nothing like a guy anymore. I mean, I have this hard-on under my dress, but that’s the only male thing going on. I’m so filled with girliness and femininity and sensuality and sexiness right now, my outlook on what’s right and wrong for me sexually is drifting drastically.”

“Well, I suppose that’s a good thing for you. It’s happening naturally.”

“Right.” I stared at his cock throbbing in his dress pants. “Uh, perhaps I should take care of that protuberance for you, so you don’t have to hold that coat over it to enter the restaurant.” I continued staring at it as it throbbed faster now.

“Really? Only if you want to.”

I took my hand from his and used both of my hands to unzip his fly and dig his whole shaved package out. I had touched my first man’s cock and balls. My heart raced. I stared down at it and wrapped my long-gleaming-nailed fingers around the thick, velvety shaft, the purplish tip oozing pre-cum from it. I stroked it tenderly, careful not to hurt it. “Is this nice, Baron?”

He grinned and laughed. “It’s wonderful.”

I rolled his shaved balls in my other palm as I stroked and looked at it. It was beautiful to me. Much more manly than mine was. Gorgeous actually. It was like velvet in my hand. I rubbed the pre-cum around the tip and made it all gleam. I was throbbing under my dress and knew I was oozing as well.

I bent down to it to view it more closely as I stroked and rolled. A big thick vein ran the length. It was firm beneath the silky skin. I moved closer and could smell Baron’s wonderfully clean and fresh manly cologne. I moved my lips to the tip. I flicked it with my tongue, and it made him twitch. I flicked it again. He shuddered and groaned and lifted his hips. I took the tip into my mouth and ran my tongue around it. It was alive in my grip, jerking on and off.

I bent my head down further and let it enter my mouth, stretching my jaw wide open. I tightened my lips around the shaft and began bobbing my head on it while tugging his balls. His hand landed on my head. “Oh god, Addison. That’s so wonderful. I won’t last much longer this way. You’ll have to get off of it if you don’t want a mouthful.”

I mumbled around it, “I want it!” I slurped off. “I want it. Please give it to me. Come in my face, honey.” I opened my mouth all the way, dove back on, and was crazy on it.

Baron stopped at a stoplight. His hands held my skull tight and his cock jerked and snapped in my mouth as it shot gobs of come into me. I swallowed greedily, my cock jerking on its own. I wriggled in my seat and swallowed gush after gush, my body on fire with desire as my cock began spurting and I whimpered and my legs twitched as I came in my crinoline.

I worked his cock, bobbing on it and running my tongue around it and tugging his balls to get all of it out. I wanted more as my cock finished shooting and shot blanks, jerking around under my dress as I whimpered.

Baron let out a sigh. “Stop. Please, it’s too much. Stop, princess.” Baron forcefully removed my head from his cock. I sat back in my seat and wiped myself with the crinoline, then crossed my legs. Baron kept glancing at me. “Are you okay?”

I nodded.

“Wipe your chin off, honey.”

I did and licked it off my finger. I laughed. “Wow. That was incredible. You made me come, Baron.”

“You came too?”

“I couldn’t help it. It was too exciting for me. It just happened. I guess that’s good. Now we can relax at dinner and not be so horny.”

“Right. We can bask in the aftermath. You were fabulous. You were born for this.”

“I truly think I was.” I fluffed my hair in the mirror, checked my lipstick and touched it up, adjusted my cleavage, and sprayed on some perfume. I crossed my legs, bounced a foot, and took Baron’s hand in mine while I gazed at his happy face. I had made him very happy, something I never could have done with anyone before. I was an alluring, proud, confident, powerful girl.
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We were led to our seats, me on Baron’s arm, clicking proudly on the patio to the edge in the shade. Azaleas and Lilacs were in bloom on the other side of the glass railing, followed by a long stretch of grass with golfers moving about in the distance. A flickering gas fire burned on the coffee table before us. We sat on the heavily padded wicker loveseat, sweating iced water in long-stemmed glasses on each side table. I sipped mine, washing away the rewarding taste I relished as a compliment to my femininity.

“My name is Richard. May I get you any libations?” He handed us drink menus. I looked them over, wanting something feminine but not too sweet, which is challenging to do. Hmm, how sweet is the Ladies’ Tee?”

“We can make it less sweet if you like, miss.”

“I’ll take one of those. It sounds so pretty.”

“It is, miss. A pleasant choice. It will match the flower in your hair and on your dress. It’s a bright baby pink like those azaleas there and has a floral scent to it and an edible flower and is served in a delicate stemmed martini glass. Very lovely. And you, sir?”

“Woodford rocks, please.”

“Right away.” He dashed off. I unslung my purse and the sweater and placed them beside me by the arm of the chair, making me move a bit closer to Baron. I crossed my legs and adjusted myself beneath the dress as I did, trapping my limpness in the crinoline's dampness.

Baron’s hand fell to my thigh and caressed my stockinged leg as he gazed lovingly into my eyes. I smiled at him.

He shook his head. “Incredible. You are so sensual now. So pretty. So you as you should be.” His hand glided on my leg. “You’re so silky.”

“Thank you. If you keep up that caressing, I won’t be unaroused for long.” I laughed. “But don’t stop. I love it.” I glanced at his pants. It was asleep.

“So Addison. Tell me. Tell me what this is like for you.”

“Amazing is the first word that comes to mind.” I bounced my crossed leg, looking off into the distance. “Amazing, natural, right, even with no arousal, it seems normal and lovely. Just wearing the things I’m wearing and being a girl brings so much more to the picnic. It was as if I was injected with the life force.” I pointed to the lilacs and azaleas. “Those colors are more vivid, the scent of the lilacs fills me, and the grass is greener than I ever saw it.”

I placed my hand on his and glided it on my leg. “This sensation from your hand on my stockinged leg is like an electric current. Now, mind you, I’m still not aroused, but the sensation is positively wonderful.”

His eyes flitted my face, hair, cleavage. They landed on my eyes. I leaned forward and gave him a peck on the lips. “And you are my night in shining armor. You sure you want me to take care of the other guys in the frat?”

Our drinks arrived. I held mine in my pretty, long-nailed fingers and held it carefully, raising it to Baron. “To a brave new world.”

“Yes.” He clicked my glass, and we sipped.

“So, is that yes to the guys in the frat?”

“Oh. No. I mean, yes. I mean. Well, I would rather not share you, but… that was the deal, and I didn’t know how else to get you to become you. And at the same time, I know this being so new to you, you should explore other men. It’s only right. And if you didn’t at this point, I don’t know how the others will react. Don’t you want to explore?”

I nodded. “I guess I do. I don’t have to, but the arrangement I agreed to…well…I made a deal. I can’t back out. It would be wrong. Unfair.”

Baron nodded. He sat back and put his arm around my shoulder. I leaned into him and sipped as we gazed off into the distance. He patted my leg. “I’ll survive. It’s good you do this. If we make it through it after, then we’ll know it’s real. It’s right for us.”

“Right. Then I shouldn’t feel bad?”

“Right. Never feel bad. Explore. Enjoy. Learn. That’s life.”

“Okay. I will.” I gave him another peck on the cheek. “But you’re the most special one for me. You made me. You found me. You were my first and will be my first in another way, too. I promise that.”

“Really?”

“Uh-huh. I’ll use the tools, toys, and suggestions you gave me. Then I want you first.”

He crossed his leg. “Uh, you just woke somebody up.” He kissed my forehead and laughed.
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Dinner was fabulous. My taste buds were as newly alive as the rest of me. With each bite, each different thing took on a new, more vivid life. In between courses, we had discovered that I could have Baron out of his pants under his linen napkin. Between stroking his lovely cock and him caressing my stockinged legs and me occasionally getting an opportunity to take his cock into my mouth while he was the lookout, we were both beside ourselves with desire once more, and Baron had to hold his coat before him as we exited the restaurant.

I had a pleasant buzz. Baron was good and didn’t drink too much. I was in some sort of heaven as he drove and I sucked, but didn’t let him come. I loved torturing him like that. It was a newly found way to savor every moment and stoke my girlish desires.

Back at the frat, a few guys hung around the bar's parlor. We joined them for a drink.

“Good dinner, Addison?” asked a geeky, more petite guy like I used to be, his eyes licking me up.

“Wonderful, Alex.”

“Do you want to go there again? I can take you there on our date if you’d like.”

“Sure. Why not? It’s worth doing again.”

He grinned. He leaned into Baron and whispered.

Baron threw him a glance. “Remember the rules, Alex. No telling what happened on a date ever. It’s the only way to preserve Addison’s respect and stature as a lady.”

“Oh yeah. Right. Sorry, I asked.” Alex had a hard-on in his pants. He stood uncomfortably with his legs crossed and then ran off and upstairs.

I laughed. “He seemed a bit nervous.”

“Of course. You’re a goddess to them.”

I sat on the barstool, crossed my legs, sipped my drink, and bounced a high-heeled foot. The other guys were watching me and seemed almost as nervous as Alex was. This would be cake. “So, Baron, is it okay if we sleep together tonight?”

“Okay? That would be incredible. I’d love to, as long as you don’t care that they know. They’ll all know when I go in your room and don’t come out till morning. It might build expectations.”

“True.” I looked at his bright eyes and saw how much he wanted it. I wanted it, too. I really liked Baron. I planned on us getting off anyway and better in the room than in the parlor. That might turn into a free-for-all if I did that. “Doesn’t matter. I’m a frat girl now, I guess. As long as you’re still good with me being with other men than you.”

He mushed his lips together. Nodded. Sipped. “Like we talked about earlier. I have to be. You need to explore. Find out what you want now that everyone wants you.” His hand caressed my thigh, and he gazed into my eyes. “It’s okay.” He planted a kiss on my lips.

I finished my drink and placed the glass on the bar. “Ready then? I can’t wait to make you happy again.”
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We climbed the stairs and closed the door behind us. I pulled back the bedspread to pink satin sheets and pushed Baron onto the bed. I knelt and took his shoes off, then his socks, and he undid his pants. We got him stripped, and it was totally different than seeing a guy in a locker room.

My heart raced. His firm, not overly muscled body was shaved smooth all over. His monumental cock was jumping up and down as he stood staring at me. I pushed him back onto the bed, slid between his legs, grasped his shaft in my long-nailed fingers, and stroked it, looking at him. “It’s so big and hard.”

“You make it that way, princess.”

I hunched down and took it into my mouth, my jaw opening wide, looking up at him. I bobbed my head and ran my tongue around the shaft and tip over and over. His hands cradled my head. “You’re so gorgeous with those pretty lips wrapped around it.”

I mumbled a thank you around it.

I rolled his balls in one palm, stroked the bottom half with my other hand and sucked it like it was the best thing ever….and it was. I was throbbing under my dress, and I wanted to come with him again. But I wanted more. I wanted him to hold me.

I slurped off his cock and turned around with my butt in the air. I lifted my dress onto my back and pulled my panties to the side. “I really want you in me, but I’m not ready for it. How about you use my cheeks instead? I want your hands on me.”

Baron lifted himself up and got behind me. I looked back as his hands gripped my hips and he slid his stiff cock between my butt cheeks. “That’s it, Baron. Fuck my cheeks.”

He held me and slid it back and forth against my hole. I took one of his hands and had him grasp my cock, wrapping it in the silky soft crinoline. “It’s small, but it wants to be touched.”

“No problem, honey.”

Baron held his hand in a fist and stroked me gently. I began humping into his fluff-filled hand, whimpering. “Oh god, Baron. This is so nice. I’m so ready to come. Are you?”

He grunted and held my torso tight to him while I humped into his hand and he humped my cheeks. “Oh yeah. Here it comes, princess.”

His energy and desire for me made me proud, needed, and wanted. I humped into the nest he made for me with his fist. I heard whimpers from me as my body tensed, and that energy ran through me from head to toe.

Baron grunted and shoved, clinging to me with one strong arm. I was enveloped in his grip around my torso and from his hand as my cock penetrated his grip with every shove he made as his cock slid between my butt cheeks. He let out a groan and stopped moving. His gushes shot between my cheeks and onto my back as I came over and over in his grip.

He let go of my cock and embraced me with both arms, kissing my neck. “Oh god, Addison. That was heavenly. Was it good for you, princess?” He sniffed my hair.

“Mmm, heavenly. Can’t wait until we can do it right.”

He turned me around, grabbed me, and we fell onto the bed together, my stockinged legs sliding against his, our mouths joined, my breasts crushing between us.

Baron whispered in my ear. “I think I’m in love with you, Addison.”

“Mmmm.”

I drifted off to sleep in his arms.
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In the morning, Baron was spooning me deliciously. I woke humping into his hand again, the fluff wrapped around it. I rolled over, faced him, and grabbed his cock beneath the satin sheets. We embraced. I reached down, lifted my dress, and wrapped my hands around both of our cocks. I held them while we both humped against each other, my little cock against his big one.

“Oh, Addison.” Baron moaned in my ear, kissed my neck. We frotted slowly, sensually.

I whimpered. “Oh god, Baron. This is wonderful. I love the sensation of your huge, hard, velvety cock against mine. I’m not gonna last much longer.”

“Me either. Oh god. Your hand is so soft, and I love how hard you are and how cute it is.” He humped mightily, then stopped. It jerked in my hand, and mine began jerking against it. Each passionate release from him swelled his cock against mine, then mine spasmed against his.

We lay there. My hand sliding the wetness over our cocks lusciously. He groaned. “Now, that’s a great way to start a day.”

“For sure. Beats me doing it myself.”

He laughed. “Right. Typical engineer way. The morning wood routine.”

I laughed. “Morning, noon, and night. If there was time, of course.”

“Wow. Three times a day for you?”

“It helps me concentrate by keeping the monkey off my back. I’ve always had a high libido for some reason. Before college, it was six times a day.”

“Incredible. You’re something. So… you have no work to go to. What are you planning today? Try to get to six?”

“I was gonna do my new morning routine of cleaning out, then I was gonna cage and plug and go from there.”

“Think you need to do the plug and cage?”

“I want to. Have to see what it’s like being restrained and aroused. I don't need the monkey off my back right now, and so I think I’ll make the monkey stronger.” I laughed. “Increase my sensual nature.”

“So plug, cage, and then what?”

“I think I should sunbathe. That’ll be nice, and I bought those bikinis. Plus, it would be nice to get some color on my legs for when I don't wear stockings or pantyhose.”

“Mmm. Nice idea. I have to go to my internship.” He looked at his watch. “And I better get going, or I’ll be late.” He sprung out of bed. “Mind if I use your shower?”

“Nope. Go for it.”

He dashed into the shower, quickly washed and dried his hair. He came back out naked except for a towel around his waist, grabbed his clothes in his arms, bent down, and gave me a peck on the lips. “Enjoy your sensuality and powerful monkey.” He chuckled and left for his room.

I lay there in another beautiful aftermath. I glided my legs against each other and savored my breasts on my chest and the sensation of femininity that enveloped me, my cock limp in the wet fluff. I needed to move. I needed to start my day. I had tasks to learn and perform.
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The new morning clean-out routine made me feel cleaner and prettier. The tiny pink cage easily caged my limp noodle and captured it snugly. The half of a blue pill I took began working before I was able to get the plug into me and expanded, and my little cock was hard and trying to burst the cage open when I coupled the plug to my phone and set the vibration. This would be an interesting day, always aroused like that.

I found my little bikini bathing suit, and the cage kept me from showing any of my hardness in the bottoms. The top was smaller than my bra, requiring the smallest breast forms to create cleavage and not have them fall out. It gave me the appearance of a young teen girl who hadn't fully developed her breasts. It was very cute. I wore a sheer coat matching the bathing suit and tied the waist, leaving the front open.

For shoes, I slid into a pair of white, high-wedge heels. Checking myself in the full-length mirror, I throbbed in my cage as the plug silently went off inside me. I could see why this was suggested. If I wasn’t horny before, I would be after and the plug kept me going but made me yearn for a real one. I sprayed perfume in my hair and on my legs and arms, slung my purse, and descended the stairs to eat some breakfast.

No one was in the kitchen, and I had a bowl of cereal and then made some iced tea. I took a towel from the linen closet and stepped onto the patio. I moved a folding chaise lounge into the sun, spread the towel, took off my coat, and lay down. The energy from the sun must have been at least six hundred watts per square meter, and I imagined I was a solar cell being energized by it.

The plug cycled, and my cock throbbed in the cage. My breasts became warm on my chest as if they were real. I looked into the redness of my closed eyelids and drifted into a peaceful slumber. The timer on my phone rang off, telling me it was time to roll over. I rolled over, lay my head on my arms, and lay there, the sun's warmth now infusing my backside.

When my timer rang again, I sat up and stood, moved the chaise into the shade, and then lay back down.

“You make a really pretty girl, Addison. I mean…I’d never know.”

My eyes looked for the sound. Alex was peeking from around the corner of the shed.

“Thanks. Come join me, Alex.” I sat up and patted the chaise.

He was hesitant and nervous, peeking around the corner. His hands seemed to be doing something below his waist, and then he came out from around the corner. His little cock was rock hard in his gym shorts.

I patted the chaise, sitting sideways on it, my legs crossed, bouncing a foot in my heels. He smiled nervously and sat next to me, his head down.

“What’s wrong, Alex?”

“Uh…I don’t know what to do around girls.”

“That’s why you guys gave me room and board. Let me help. Look at me, Alex.”

He did and smiled nervously. I took his hand in mine. “There. Isn’t that better? Now I can see your cute face.” I patted his hand with my other hand.

He nodded. “This is nice. I enjoy looking at you. You’re very pretty. I think you're prettier than other kinds of girls.”

“Thanks. I’ll bet girls think you're cute.”

“I’d never know.”

“Well, I think you are.” I ran my long-nailed fingers through his freshly washed hair. I sniffed him. “And you smell nice, too.”

“I just showered. I used a cologne today, too, since you’re living here now. I wanted to smell nice for you.” He sniffed my hair. “You smell really, really good.” He laughed.

“Thank you.” I placed his hand on my thigh and slid it. “Does this feel nice, too?”

His eyes were wide open. I could see his cock throbbing wildly beneath his gym shorts. This was wonderful. I felt like a goddess having this effect on guys. He whimpered, “Oh god. You feel incredible. Uh oh…”

I looked down and wetness formed through the fabric at the tip of his spasming cock. He was coming in his shorts. I held back a laugh, grabbed his pulsing cock, and squeezed it, looking into his eyes, his cock spasming in my fist. “Very nice. I’ll bet that was incredible.” I jerked it a few times to be sure he got all he could from it. “There. How lovely. It’s okay, Alex. It’s okay. That happens when a guy really likes a girl. It’s a compliment to me. When you get to know me better, you’ll be able to hold it back better. Okay, sweetie?”

His head was down. “I’m so embarrassed.”

“It’s okay. It’s okay.” I rubbed his softening cock. “There. Now you can relax a little. Why don’t you go change your shorts so no one else sees what happened and makes fun of it.”

“Good idea.” He dashed off.

I lay back, opened my phone, and found a hot cross-dressing romance to read while the plug did its thing, and I oozed in my cage.
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“Hey, Addison! I was hoping you’d be around.”

I turned to see Jake approaching me in cut-off jean shorts, flip-flops, and an open button-down shirt. He beamed a big smile from above his long, firm, not too muscled but shapely body, which was shaved nice and smooth and hairless.

I sat on the chaise and patted the seat, smiling at him. “Hi Jake! Have a seat and tell me why you hoped I was here.”

He seated his long body and put his arms on his knees to get down to my height. “Just wanted to talk. Thought we could talk about what you’d like to do for our date. You know… Things you’d like to do.”

He leaned back, straightening his back. One of the first things I did know was to glance at the guy’s crotches to see if they were happy to see me. I did, and he was. It gratified me to have them react to me that way. Girls never did, even though it wouldn’t show, anyway. I sipped the straw in my iced tea, making a slurping sound. “Like an iced tea first? I’ll get you one when I refill mine. I’m sorry, but I have to go pee. Why don't we sit on the sofa over there by the lilacs?”

“Sure, yeah, great idea. The lilacs smell great. I’ll take tea too, since you're offering it. I’ll wait for you over there.”

We both went our ways. I could feel his eyes as I stepped daintily in my high heel wedges, one foot in front of the other, wiggling my bubble butt in my tiny bikini. I struggled and had to shut the plug off to get soft enough in the cage to pee, but I managed. Immediately after turning the plug back on, I filled the cage again, and the plug returned to its silent teasing routine.

I carried the drinks over to Jake, clinked his glass, and then sipped and sat. He was huge under his shorts. It didn’t seem that thick, but very long. His bright green eyes roamed my face and hair. “I can’t believe how well you turned out. I think this was meant to be for you. You’re stunning.”

“Well, thanks, Jake. I think it was meant to be. I’m more relaxed and confident. I’m so much better, and more comfortable presenting myself this way. It seems much more natural… and sensual. It’s lovely.”

“Yeah, and it shows how good you feel this way. I remember the way you were when you spent all that time helping me study for my kinematics and dynamics final and all the others. I really appreciated that. But then you carried yourself differently and seemed uncertain and kinda geeky and nervous.”

“I know, huh?” I laughed. “Oh well. Now I have a new and improved me. So, what did you want to talk about?”

“I placed my hand on his thigh and glided it back and forth, enjoying the softness of the skin and the firmness of his muscles, and gazed into his eyes.”

“Uh…gosh. Now, I seem to have forgotten my lines. Uh…” He glanced down at my hand on his leg. “Your hand is so soft, and I love the nails. So long and shiny.”

“Thanks.”

I took his hand and held it with one hand, then patted it with the other. “It’s nice of you to say.” I let his hand go so it would fall onto my thigh, and he left it there. I slid it on my leg. “Your hands are so big and strong.” 
He squeezed my thigh gently and kept sliding. “This is nice?”

“Lovely. You can do that to me anytime, Jake.”

“Wow. Fantastic. Never did this to a girl. I never had the opportunity to, I guess. Plus, not to mention, I never even saw a girl wear sheer, silky, sexy stockings like this. They’re so nice to touch, and your legs are so finished and polished looking.”

“I know. I don’t have any idea why they wouldn’t wear these. Their loss. So why no girl for you? You seem you'd be a great catch for a girl.”

“So many girls aren’t very…uh…sharp. I mean, they want guys that are brawny and jocks and stuff. I never played sports. Too busy with school.” 

“Yup. Same here. So, about our date. I’m a simple girl. I like a nice place, good drinks and food. Movies are okay if they’re good ones, not dumb ones. Theater, music, comedy. All good stuff. I never did much of it, so it’s all new and fun for me. Just dining is a thrill at a nice place. Like I said, I’m simple.”

“Cool. Uh, about…uh…”

“Yeah. Don’t worry. I’m working on it. I do enjoy men being aroused by me like you are now. It’s a wonderful compliment knowing I’ve got female attributes attractive enough to do that to a man. Now, I just need to get used to the idea of being…” I leaned in and whispered as if anyone was a round. “…the receiver. You know. The depository.” I giggled. “Sorry, I didn’t know how to say it.”

He laughed. “Wow. I guess you really are taking on your new role all the way. That’s commendable.”

“Hey, why be a girl and not enjoy what girls enjoy? Why not let men have the ultimate pleasure while I’m harvesting their passionate releases?”

He was throbbing in his shorts, and his face flushed.

He crossed and uncrossed his legs. “Uh…wow. Sorry. You’ve gotten me flustered.”

I rubbed his hard cock in his shorts and looked directly into his eyes. “You’re making me hard, too, honey. Perhaps I should help you with that. I’d like to.”

He looked around. “Wow. Uh…”

I unzipped his shorts and undid the button on top. I tugged his underwear to the side, and his whole shaved package leaped free. “Oh my, how nice and big.” I wrapped my long-nailed fingers of both hands around it and stroked it, looking into his eyes. He rolled his head, then looked around.

“Relax, Jake. Just look at me.”

He did. I looked around, wondering where Alex had gone. He was coming back after he changed. I looked to where I saw him peeking before. He was there again, his hands hidden, his head just showing his eyes as he watched.

Good. I had an audience. I could get two for one this way. I wondered if Alex could come that quickly after his last one. I decided to really give him a show and make Jake crazy.

I took a pillow from the loveseat, placed it on the ground, and knelt on it, aligning myself with his cock. I took as much of the top portion as I could fit in my mouth without gagging and continued to stroke his lower portion. I tugged and rolled his silky balls in my hand and looked up into his eyes. I ran my tongue around the tip, making him twitch and squeak, then ran it around the shaft while bobbing my head and keeping my eyes on his.

“Oh god, Addison, that is so fantastic. You’re so gorgeous with it in your face like that.” He stroked my hair, gazing lovingly at me.

I mumbled a thank you around his cock and giggled and savored his cock, becoming more fervent as the plug shot off in me and I oozed in my cage in my bikini bottoms. I wriggled my ass and moaned around his cock.

Jake’s hands grasped my head tight, squeezing my skull. “Oh god. Get off unless you want it.”

I mumbled, “I do,” and gripped the bottom tighter and worked faster on it, looking into his eyes. He humped through my fist into my face. “Oh god, Addison. Here it comes, you gorgeous girl.”

His cock jerked and spasmed in my grip and my mouth as he flooded me with his passionate release. I whimpered and swallowed greedily and oozed from my cage as the plug shot off, and I wriggled my bottom. I was right at the edge of coming myself as I swallowed the next load, looking into his eyes and then the next load and the next until I had sucked him dry. I didn't lose a drop of his creamy saltiness that filled me with pride and joy.

I wanted more and when he stopped fucking my face, I began bobbing my head and running my tongue around it and flicking the tip fervently. He pulled me off forcibly, his breath choppy. I rose and sat up next to him. Alex was gone.

He ran his hand through my hair and kissed me on the lips. Our tongues met, and I pushed mine into his mouth, and his tongue wrapped around mine, tasting all his come I hadn’t swallowed yet. He crushed me to him, our breath hot between us. We kissed until the flavor of his passion was gone. We sat back, my hand on his leg and his on mine. We sipped our teas in silence.

“You don’t think less of me now, do you, Jake?”

“Heck no. I’m amazed by you. Like I said, I think this was meant to be for you. I can’t wait to date you and have a chance to get to know you better and maybe have us become a couple…maybe even marry someday.”

“Wow.”

“Uh… don't let me scare you off, though. I understand you’re new to this and have to explore.”

“I know. Thanks for that.”

“No problem.”

He looked at his watch. “Gosh. Gotta get ready to go to work. Hate these odd shifts, but I’m the guy they move around to fill in the gaps.”

“Gotcha. Well, glad we could spend some quality time together. I look forward to our date.”

“Me too. See ya, sweetie.”

Jake left. I sipped my tea, my legs crossed, bouncing a high-wedged foot, and took in the lilacs, the blue sky, the warm breeze. Alex came out of the house. “Sorry it took me so long. I had to run back and change again. I know you saw me. What I saw was incredibly hot. I couldn’t help it. Would you be willing to tell me what that’s like for you? What does it do for you that you'd want to do it?”

I patted the seat next to me. “Have a seat, and I’ll tell you.”
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Alex sat with an iced tea, wearing jeans, sandals, and a button-down shirt. He still smelled as fresh as he did earlier. He smiled at me, his eyes wide.

“See? You don’t have your head down now. You’re not hiding.”

“Thanks, Addison. I’m intrigued by you in many ways. Not only are you pretty, intelligent, feminine, and sexy, but I wonder how it must be to be you, how it compares to what you were before. I confess, and I know you saw me watching you with Jake. I couldn’t help it. As I watched, I became more and more excited, and then I began noticing how much you were enjoying what you were doing and tried to imagine it. When Jake came in your mouth, I came.”

“Did you wish you were me?”

“In a way. I mean, he responded so intensely to you. He loved what you did for him. It’s hard to imagine being able to make another person feel so good. How is it for you?”

“It’s incredible. I never had the opportunity to bring such pleasure to someone. Having them so smitten with me is incredible. Now I can’t get enough of it. Do you want to try?”

“Uh…I’m a geeky guy. I can’t do that.”

I looked his pretty face over, ran my hand through his long hair, leaned back, and took in his body. “Hell, you could! You’d be stellar as a girl. What waist size are you?”

“28.”

“Shoe?”

“Seven”

I covered my mouth as I gasped. My eyes went wide. “You’re the same size as me! You could try it using my clothes and shoes and makeup. Well, a person isn’t supposed to share makeup, but I’d let you. Do it. Try it. I’d love to have another girl around this house. You don’t even work, do you?”

“Well, I work on my websites. I work from home. It makes plenty of money with not much time, so I have lots of time off. I could take off the entire summer if I wanted to. I just do it for something to do.”

“Perfect. We could be two ladies of leisure. I’m surprised the guys didn’t approach you for the free room and board deal they gave me.”

Alex shrugged, head down. “I guess because I pay rent already, and if I got it for free, it would raise everyone else’s rent. They did ask if anyone wanted the role, but… The ones that might have done it must have been afraid to have others think poorly of them. You know…wave the sissy flag. I thought it would be neat, but I was too scared. Now…after seeing you…. I’m jealous. Baron never hangs out with me. Jake doesn’t give me a second thought. You’re getting everyone’s attention and admiration.”

I lifted his chin with my finger. “Head up. Carry your head high. You’re gonna be a gorgeous girl and be proud of it. Ready?”

“But what you did with Jake. Others will want that from me, too.”

“So? You said it was hot.”

“I’m a guy.”

“You won’t be. Trust me. You’ll become all girl once you play the role. You’ll love it.” I hugged Alex to me, and she laughed like a little girl.

“That a girl! You even have a name and voice for it. You’ll be fabulous. Now let me tell you what to do. You can start right now. If you like it, we can get your hair and nails and stuff done tomorrow. Let’s start by me helping you paint your nails right now.” I stood and took her by the hand. She was filled with excitement. We ran off to my room.
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We painted Alex’s toenails and fingernails, and then I put together an outfit for her, fitting a bra with the second largest form size because I wanted the large ones for myself for the evening. When we laid out all her clothes, underthings, shoes, jewelry, perfume, and purse, we cut part of the gusset out of the pantyhose and set everything up. We stood there looking at it all.

I hugged her to me. “See? You’ll love this.”

“I’m so excited. This is awesome.”

“Now you need to shower and shave your body smooth, but don't mess up your makeup unless you think you can do it over yourself. I think you could. You pretty much did it all already yourself.”

“Right. I’ll do something with my hair too. I’ll google for ideas until I can get it cut.”

“Good girl. Now, why don’t you take these things into your room and Google? Do your hair right, then get ready and show yourself downstairs. Maybe someone will want to take you to dinner, and you can join Baron and me.”

“Oh god. Going out like this?”

“You’ll see. It’ll feel right. You’ll love how you look much more than you do now. Besides, if you're ready soon enough, you can enjoy a drink and relax before going out. Now go and find your hairstyle. If you need anything, see me. I’m gonna lie down for a few minutes, then get ready and get with Baron. We’ll see you downstairs.”

“I’m scared!”

“Of course! Just do it. Like that first calculus test or the last finals of the year. Just do it. You’re ready. Be a big girl.”

She nodded. Gave me a peck on the lips. “Thank you so much, Addison.” She wrapped everything up in her dress and ran off to her room.

I had to relax. Alex and Jake took all my energy, and I realized I hadn’t eaten any lunch. I shut my plug off, took it out, washed it, and put it away. I took off the cage. I didn’t need any more of that for this evening. I was plenty ready with a huge monkey on my back pounding on me to get some cock stuffing.

I called Baron and told him what was happening. He said he’d make reservations for the four of us. I set the timer on my watch for half an hour and lay on the bed.
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I sprang into motion. I rinsed off in the shower, did my makeup for an evening look, and sprayed my hair upside down to fluff it up. It made my face tiny and my shoulders slight. I picked out a black and silver V-neck, flared hem minidress with a full four-layer crinoline lifted skirt that just barely landed three inches below my crotch. It was very feminine and very sexy.

I sat on the bed and put on a black and silver garter belt, then slid the delightfully silky, sheer suntan stockings up and attached them to the garter belt. Over that I slid a pair of black and silver ruffled crotchless panties that framed my happy little cock as it did a dance celebrating all this sensuality. I put on my black lace bra and put in the large breast forms and created voluptuous cleavage.

The silky soft crinoline of the dress teased me as I stepped into it, slid into the straps, and zipped the side. The top compressed my breasts and made my cleavage even more apparent. I sat and slid into the sinfully tall, delicate, strappy, thin-heeled black satin high heels and fastened the ankle straps about my ankles.

Stepping in tiny minced steps over to the dresser, I loaded on my silver jewelry and placed a silver bow in my hair. I sprayed perfume all over and under the dress on my legs and the crinoline, bathing me in the sweet feminine scent. I slipped into the matching black crop top, placed the perfume and my things in the matching purse, and slung it on my shoulder. I took myself in at the full-length mirror, posing and moving about. I was hard under the dress and decided to take the other half of the blue pill to keep it that way.

Inspecting myself in the mirror, my eyes roamed my face, hair, legs, breasts, and the lovely girl I had become. I was throbbing in the fluff, and I grabbed it through it and stroked it as I admired myself. Baron would go crazy. He’d be hard all night. I imagined my feet back by my head while he made love to me, his girlfriend. I whimpered as I stroked and brought myself to a dangerous place. When I let it go, it oozed a bit, then stopped. I caught my breath and checked my watch. It was time.

I navigated the stairs to the parlor, where everyone was gathered. My high heels clicked on the hardwood floor, my cleavage jiggling, breasts tugging on my chest, my little girl dancing in the fluff, its tip rubbing the sensual fabric. I was totally aroused and on the edge as I stood in the entryway to the parlor, observing Alex surrounded by the others.

Alex was talking animatedly, her hands used femininely as she spoke in her girly voice, full of excitement. Everyone was taken with her as she stood in the sexy flared-hem crinoline-lifted minidress like mine, but in a deep burgundy. Her makeup was done with a flare for the evening. Her hair was in two up-ponytails, one high up on each side of her head, then fluffed out cutely. Her face was angelic. Her lips were painted full and luscious.

I stepped in tiny steps over to her. Her eyes lit up, and she slid off the barstool, put her arms around my neck, and gave me a peck on the lips. “Addison! Thank you! I love me!” She leaned into me and whispered, “It was so exciting seeing myself in the mirror; I came by accident.” She giggled. “But I took half of the blue pill, so it will be happy even if it finishes again.” She laughed. “This is so wild! I have to get used to it, or I’ll be messing up my clothes all the time.”

“I know. You’ll get used to it. It’s very sensual even after you finish. You’ll get accustomed to being sensual all the time now. Do you have a date for dinner?”

“I do! Jake asked me to go.”

“Jake! Wonderful.”

I looked around. Jake and Baron were having a drink at the end of the bar. Jake turned to see me as I saw him, smiled, and stood. He checked his watch, and then the two of them came over. They were both dressed handsomely in dress pants, a button-down shirt, and sports coats.

Baron and Jake each gave me and Alex a peck on the lips and greeted us, complimenting our looks.

Baron put his arm out to me and Jake to Alex. Baron held my hand on his arm. “So ladies. It’s time to leave for our reservation. I hope you both brought your appetites.”

I grinned. “I sure did. All I had today was a luscious protein drink courtesy of Jake. I’m starving for more.” I winked at Baron.

He laughed, and they led us to the car.

I sat in front with Baron. “How far a drive this time?”

“Twenty minutes.”

“Good.” I turned to Alex. “Feel free to follow suit with Jake Alex, should you two feel inclined. I need it now.”

I leaned over and undid Baron’s pants and took his lovely cock between my lips. I bobbed my head and ran my tongue in circles around his thick shaft as he drove us, one of his hands resting on my bobbing head. I lost track of time as I immersed myself in the wonder of doing what I was doing…. my cock hard as a rock and dancing beneath my dress. I slurped off to glance behind me to see Alex doing the same thing I was, to a delighted Jake.

“How much longer, Baron?”

“About four minutes.”

“Only four minutes, Alex. Jake, give it to her. Alex, take your reward.”

I dove back onto Baron and went wild on it, rolling his shaved balls in my palms and tugging them while stroking the base, sucking and tonguing the top and bobbing furiously.

I heard Alex whimpering as Jake groaned. Baron grunted and began filling my face with his seed. I swallowed furiously and came along with him, my legs twitching as I whimpered around his cock. We all came in a rush of passionate release together.

I wiped my chin and licked the wipings off my finger, fluffed my hair, adjusted my breasts in my top, tucked Baron away, and zipped him, and we bumped into the valet turnaround in front of the restaurant. Alex and Jake were put together and smiling ear to ear, Jake’s arm around Alex’s shoulders. He kissed her on the lips and tasted her harvest.
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We sat girl boy, girl boy, with me between Jake and Baron. It was a wonderful meal that we enjoyed, and we relaxed after having removed the monkeys off our backs. As we ate dessert, Alex answered Baron’s question. “Yes, there are six other members that now want to do what Addison and I have done. They’ve seen how happy it’s made us and how accepting and nice the guys have been, and now they all want to do it.”

Baron beamed as his hand caressed my leg. “That’s wonderful! Do you think we need to take up a collection?”

Alex shook her pretty head. “I’ll take care of it all. I have plenty, and this is the best cause I could think of to donate to. How wonderful to be able to make dreams come true, make people be whole and in their skin, and give them the ability to bring pleasure to others. It’s incredible. They all want to start tomorrow. They’re making spa appointments for their nails and hair and plan to shop. I told them I’d pay for it, and they went crazy.”

Baron nodded. “That’s wonderful of you, Alex. Just imagine! All the guys will have girlfriends…probably…after this. All the new girls will have someone to love and be loved by.”

Alex put her espresso down on the plate daintily, her pinky out. “Yup. Blake is putting on the attachments for the showers tonight, so the girls can be clean tomorrow. They’re nervous but want to, and I ordered them all plugs and cages, which are arriving first thing in the morning from Amazon.”

Baron shook his head. “Wow. It’s hard to believe.”

I rubbed his hard cock through his pants. “Not as hard as this is. It’s easy to see how. All it took was one person to show them how good it was and the others to be so accepting and caring for the new girl that then the fears and judgment fell away, and logic won. Who wouldn’t want to do this when it was what they were best suited for? It would be like a healer not healing, an entertainer not entertaining, a cow not eating grass, a bird not flying. Speaking of birds, most birds have the male as the pretty one. Hmm. Anyway. I’m getting lost in all of it. It is what it is, and it’s wonderful. To enable more girls tomorrow.” I lifted my espresso. “Hey! We should have a big party at the house for all the girls. A coming out party.”

“Heck, why not?”
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Back at the frat, we entered and ran up to our bedrooms. I pulled back the covers and slid onto the pink satin sheets, readying myself for Baron. I was still lubed from the plug and ready to have my virginity taken from me.

I watched Baron strip and fold his clothes, then climb into bed, his cock at full attention as he approached me on his knees, a grin on his face. I slid my legs back, lifted my butt, and he guided himself toward my begging hole. His thick, purplish head pressed at my doorway as he looked into my eyes and moved forward, stretching me, then began to push and release, push and release, until one push made it through the gate, and I gasped. “Oh god, yes.”

“You okay, honey?”

“I’m in heaven. Keep going. Plant your seed in me, baby. Breed your girl.”

He placed his hands on my thighs by my knees and pressed them to the bed, my feet in their heels above me. He looked into my eyes as he drove it forward. It filled me and made me whole as it made its way so deep I thought it might come out of my throat.

Once he was all the way in, he held my ankles back and lowered himself onto me, crushing my breasts between us. He thrust slowly, sending ripples of sensation through my body to the tips of my toes. My toes pointed in my heels as he made love to me, and I sniffed his cologne on his neck and kissed it repeatedly. “Oh god, Baron. Your cock is wonderful in me. It’s like we’re one.”

“We are one now. Will you marry me?” His cock was slipping back and forth in me delightfully, each movement electric. My toes pointed in my high heels above me, my leg twitched on and off from his strokes.

“Marry you?”

“Yes, We’ve known each other since our first day at college. Haven’t we stood the test of time as best friends?”

“Well, yes… I guess. Never in this kind of relationship, though.”

“Right, and it’s even better, more intimate, more connected now.”

“Oh god your cock is so right, so perfect in me. It keeps making me ooze.”

He stopped moving it. “Marry me, or I’ll stop.”

I laughed. He started again. “Just kidding. I know I said you needed to explore, but now, with so many members becoming girls, I don't think the opportunity or the need is still there.”

“True.” I held his hard bottom and urged him faster, digging my nails into it. “Oh god, yes, that’s it. A little faster…. oh yeah. …Yes! True. I wasn’t interested in exploring that much, anyway. It would be neat, but…”

“Well, marry me, and we’ll just be together, and then if you want to explore…well, I’d hate to share, but I would like to keep you happy.”

“Okay. Mmm.” I rubbed his back, running my nails up and down. I ran my hand through his thick hair. I sniffed his cologne. My cock oozed. My feet were flailing above me with each thrust. I was in heaven. I did like Baron a lot. Did I love him? It sure felt like it right then.

“Your cock in me is so damn wonderful! Okay.”

“Okay?”

“Marry you. Hell, yes. I’ll be your wife. You better be good with me getting boobs, though.”

“Woo hoo! You got ‘em, honey. You won’t have to work if you don’t want to, either.” His cock stopped moving. He peppered my face with kisses.

“We’ll see about working. I might get bored if I didn’t.”

“Okay.” He began to thrust really slowly again.

It was lovely, tender, loving, but it wasn’t enough right then. I wanted a good hard fuck. His slow, deliberate thrusting was driving me mad. My cock was oozing with each stroke, and I was ready for a full-body orgasm. “Now the only thing I want to hear is me whimpering and squealing and you grunting while you fuck your wife silly, Baron!”

He lifted himself up and pinned me to the bed by my thighs, my feet dangling above as he thrust over and over, looking into my eyes. My cock flailed in the air, flinging drips now and then as he pummeled me, him groaning and grunting like a beast.

“That’s it, Baron. Fuck me like a whore. Make me come. Fill me with your juice. Make me yours. Come inside of me.”

He went wild, the bed screamed, I whimpered, he groaned, then suddenly he stopped and his cock jerked wildly inside of me as it shot gobs of sweet come into my soul. I whimpered and cried, and my little girl below began to spasm and shoot wildly between us. It seemed this lasted for hours somehow as my whole body was enriched and infused with sensation, color, sound, and scents. I was in some alternative reality, being the girl beneath her guy. I was the wife below her husband. It was perfect. I was all girl now. 
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I was up early as was Baron and he had a brain fart. “I’m gonna see if some of the guys want to fix up the girls’ rooms while the girls are out shopping and at the spa. You know. Like clean them up and make them more feminine. New feminine sheets, bedspreads, maybe some pictures of flowers or something. We can clean up the bathrooms too with flower soaps and things. I think it would make them feel more appreciated and immerse them more in who they really are. Whadaya think?”

I gave him a hug and a peck on the lips as I gazed into his eyes. “I think you’re a doll. I think you’re so sweet. Not only did you set this up and help me find myself, but now you’re helping the other girls.”

“Well, it kinda was my plan the whole time.”

“Huh?”

“Yeah. See, I wanted it for you more than anything because I knew it’s what you needed to be happy. So I talked the guys into giving you free rent and board. I knew from the initial hesitance, yet interest they showed through their body language and facial expressions, the hesitant ones, like Alex was, would be excellent for a transformation and would jump on board once they saw how happy it made you. Then, you’d not have so many dates or maybe even none except me. I’d have you happy… and being mine. I know. I’m being selfish again. You can play if you want.”

“You’re awesome! And very smart.” I laughed.

Baron checked himself in his jeans and white Oxford cloth button-collar shirt, fixed his hair, and then turned to me. “Okay, I have to get the guys moving on the girls’ rooms and things.” He gave me a peck on the lips. “Have a great day making girls!” He shot out the door.

I went downstairs and had a quick breakfast, did my morning routine, and showered. Skipped the plug and cage and dressed in a simple denim miniskirt, some wedge heels, and a pink tank top with large breast forms. I corralled my hair into a flowered hair barrette.

Downstairs, everyone was gone, either getting things for the girls’ rooms or becoming girls at the spa. I drove to the spa and saw Alex waiting and having trouble deciding what to do with her hair. She saw me and looked up with fear on her face. “Addison! Thank god you’re here. I don’t know what to do. I’m due in the next open chair.”

I sat next to her and put my hand on her shoulder. “First, how was last night? How was Jake?”

She took my hand and squeezed it. “Oh, my god. It was fantastic. I think Jake really likes me too and I really like him. We have a lot in common. I gave him a great BJ while he held my two ponytails wrapped in his hands like the reins of a horse. I never would have believed I’d do such a thing, but I loved it and can’t wait to do that for him again.”

“Great. So, are you wearing the plug?”

She nodded rapidly. “Oh god, yes. It taught me how good something in there can be, and now I want Jake in there. I have the cage on, too, so I won’t be having accidents or be coming so easily.”

“Good. You might want to wear it for losing your virginity too, so you can realize that you don’t need to touch that to come when you have a man making love to you.”

She rolled her eyes. “Oh god. That would be incredible.”

A smiling girl came over to us. “Alex?”

“That’s me; I haven’t decided yet, though.”

She placed her hand on Alex’s shoulder, looking at the open book in Alex’s lap. “Think about it this way. What kind of feeling do you want to feel when it’s cut? Tough, edgy, seductress, feminine, girly, boyish?”

“Oh god, no. Not boyish. Very girly and feminine, I guess.”

“Okay. I know exactly what to do. You’ll be adorable. C’mon, princess.”

Alex gave me a peck on the lips, then stood and dashed off behind the girl to her chair. Two nail techs descended on her. One started on her pedicure, and the other showed her a selection of fake nails to choose from. Alex’s eyes were wide with amazement.

I looked around the spa. All the other girls were in various stages of progress, with pedicures, manicures, makeup being done, and hairstyles. Coloring was being done, perming for curl, and layering. They all would be incredible. I couldn’t believe my Baron had figured all this out, and it was working so well. He made a lot of girls happy by coming up with this scheme to get me to be a girl.

Shopping was a riot as I ran from one girl to the other. They bought breast forms and bras, then wore those out and shopped for all the other things a girl needed. I kept track of the time so all these plugged and caged, blue-pilled nymphos would have time to get ready for the boys and enjoy putting things away in their newly feminized rooms and bathrooms. This would be one heck of a coming-out party tonight. I throbbed in my panties, imagining all the pleasure these girls would give and get and how happy that frat would be going into the next school year.

I thought about what it would have been like if I dated all the guys. Looking at these girls, I think I would have been transforming them one by one every day anyway, and it still would have ended up like this. It was a kind of meant to be kind of thingy. It gave me a shudder at its magicalness.
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Back at the frat, the guys had done the rooms, which made the girls even more excited and thankful. They also helped them remove their old boy clothes, wash and dry what needed washing, and put things away. When the tasks were done, the girls set about making themselves pretty for the party, as did I.

The frat was a house of sounds. Doors closing, footsteps running, water running in the showers, and hair dryers going. I let them use my bathroom when I was out of it, putting my makeup on at the makeup table. It was like being in a sorority on prom night, not a frat.

I was proud of who I was now, so I wanted to show it. I was a girl, but with something special under her skirt. Not that I was better than any other girl, but I wasn’t afraid to be who I was.

I found a bathing suit wrap in sheer black with a lace applique on it. Wrapped and belted, it was a very short, V-neck minidress that let the outline of what was underneath show through well. I stood in my strappy, five-inch skinny-heeled shoes, ultra-sheer black lace top stockings attached to a black lace garter belt, matching lace push-up bra creating luscious ample cleavage that jiggled when I walked in minced steps forced by the shoes and all of it showed through the sheer dress including my hard and happy little girl dancing in a nest of ruffled crotchless panties beneath the dress.

I sprayed perfume all over me, bathing me in feminine sexiness, then slung my purse on my shoulder and loaded it. I stood before the full-length mirror and put black flowered clips in my fluffed-up, hair-sprayed hair. My face with the dramatic nighttime makeup was that of a seductress—a very young, very girly seductress. It looked absolutely evil, yet oh so inviting.

I navigated the stairs, leaving my room open for the other girls in case they needed it for something. A few of the guys were already there as my heels clicked, announcing my arrival. They all stood gawking at me. I laughed. On their shaved smooth, firm, and sleek bodies, they all wore tiny, shiny bikini underwear and a tie. That was it. As they took me in, they also wore a big, broad smile.

Baron came over, stiff in his bikini and almost popping right out and wrapped an arm over my shoulder and gave me a peck on the cheek. “Wow! You look incredible. The reveal is really wonderful. It shows how beautiful a girl like you really is.”

“Thanks!” I gave him a peck. I looked at the others. “And you men outdid yourselves. You look fabulous. The girls love their new rooms and how helpful you all were in getting things ready. What can I do now for the party?” My eyes couldn’t help drift to all their hard cocks as they sipped beer or drinks.

Jake came over and took my hand. “Right this way, Miss. What you need to do is enjoy being a woman men adore and have a seat at the bar, where the other ladies will sit with you as we serve you drinks and food and fill our eyes with your radiant beauty.”

Jake seated me, and Baron moved behind the bar to mix me a drink. The others ran off into the kitchen.

I crossed my leg, trapping my cock between my thighs, and bounced a high-heeled foot, squeezing it on and off. I hung my purse on the purse hook beneath the bar.

Baron stood before me, his hands on the bar as he leaned on it. His bright eyes smiling. “Yes, miss. What would you like? We restocked the bar today.”

“Hmm, I think I’ll have a dirty martini. I’m feeling like a dirty little girl. Make it triple X-rated dirty, please.”

“Oh my. Triple X-rated. Okay, miss.”

I sipped my drink in the frosty glass, holding it by the thin stem between my fingers with their gleaming, long nails. I held my pinky out and sipped daintily. I watched as the girls entered one by one, and the men descended upon them, complimented them, made them blush, seated them at the bar, and brought drinks. Some girls wore flared hem dresses that hid their little girls and others wore tight dresses that showed their little and sometimes big, girls. All of them had beautiful cleavage, hair, and makeup from the salon. All of them were gorgeous in one way or the other in many ways. Some dainty, some sexy and outrageous. Having known them before, it was as if they passed through a machine that flipped them into some new and improved versions of themselves.

The men came out from the kitchen carrying trays of food, plates, and napkins. They had cracked crab legs, oysters, shrimp, cheeses, crackers, sliced dried meats, olives, fruits, and nuts—a cornucopia of food. Once the food was taken around, it was placed on the bar, and the socializing and courting could begin.

The men stood by the girls as they sat, the guys’ cocks throbbing in their bikinis, showing their interest in the feminine beauties before them. The girls’ eyes kept flitting to the men’s hard cocks as they laughed and teased and enjoyed the men. The guys would caress the girl's bare shoulders and stockinged thighs and kiss their cheeks. It was a very friendly party.

After the second drink, the party loosened up more, and the girls began to fondle the men’s cocks through their bikinis, as I had already been doing to Baron while we both watched the others. I slid his cock out of the bikini and slid the bikini under his silky, hairless balls, then wrapped my long-nailed fingers around it and stroked it. We gave each other pecks on the lips on and off as we watched and commented on the scene as to how good this or that girl looked or how into it they seemed to be, or how a guy was into one or the other girl.

In a little while, others saw what I was doing with Baron and worked up the courage to do the same. I could tell how exciting it was to all of them as they stroked their man’s cock tenderly and their faces flushed. They wriggled in their seats, bounced their high-heeled feet.

All of this made me horny as hell. I hadn’t even taken a blue pill, and I was beside myself. I wanted to make Baron come in my mouth. I had to. Besides, this might help the girls realize it’s a good thing if they saw me enjoying it so much. Yes, I needed to put on a show. Baron and I would both be hard again after in an hour or less anyway and then he might last extra longer when he fucked me.

I slid off my chair and to the couch, grabbing a pillow off of it. I took Baron’s hand and slid him off the barstool to stand, then knelt on the pillow before him and took him right into my mouth, looking up at him lovingly.

I immediately got into it; bobbing my head, whimpering, moaning around his cock, sucking his balls and rolling them in my palm and sucking them again, licking the bottom of his shaft. I glanced around to see the eyes I felt as the other girls stroked their guys and watched.

I rubbed myself through the dress, bringing myself to the edge so I could come when Baron did. I glanced around to make sure everyone saw.

I went full nympho on his cock, driving him to grab my head and squeeze it tight while he fucked my face and I looked into his eyes. I let go of my cock and just tugged and rolled his balls in both hands as he fucked my face. My eyes locked on him.

He held my head tight, stopped fucking it, and then moaned and grunted as his cock spasmed and jerked in my mouth. Wide-eyed, I swallowed as best I could, feeling some of it leak out and down my chin. I whimpered, and my leg spasmed and heel kicked the floor as I came in my sheer black lace dress for all to see.

Baron thrust a few times, then lifted me to my feet and kissed me deeply in a boob-crushing embrace, his hand behind my head holding me to him as his tongue lapped his come from my tongue. When we broke the kiss, I almost lost my balance as my knees were weak. He caught me and sat me down at the bar.

The other frat gurls were all on their knees, all immersed in the joys of pleasing another person so well. I stood, had Baron sit on the stool, then sat on his lap, wrapping my arm around his broad shoulders. “This is wonderful. Thank you. All the frat gurls, thank you.”

He shrugged. “It wasn’t all me. I was just a catalyst, a trigger to flip the switch to life. It was you, the frat gurl, that showed them the way when your light came on.”

He gave me a peck on the lips. “Let’s sit on the couch and watch. We can cuddle.”

He lifted me up with an arm under my legs while I hung on to him. “This is how It’ll be when you carry me over the threshold.”

“For sure. Feel good, my wonderful wife?”

“It sure does, my brilliant husband.”


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, go to:

Amazon:

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