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“C’mon guys. It’s for a good cause. The money raised is gonna help fight hate crimes. Someone has to step up to this. It’s important we support our community.”

“You do it, Joe,” I called out, and the others murmured agreement.

“I’d love to. A clothing budget, being able to live like that until after the fundraiser and not have anyone be able to say it’s freaky or weird… It’s a great excuse to indulge in a new world. Plus, fifteen percent of the funds raised go to the highest fundraiser. How much better does it get?”

I shook my head. “Then you do it.”

Joe raised a hand, his wrist bent. “I would, sweetie, but how do you think a linebacker will look as a girl? I’d be a trucker in a skirt.”

Everyone laughed and nodded in agreement.

“See? But some of you guys would probably come out darn good. You’d make us proud and raise a bunch of money. You might even enjoy it.”

I looked around the room. The guys like Joe, who were on the larger side, were all looking at the guys like me on the smaller side. I felt a slap on my bicep. Steve said, “Do it, man. It’ll be fun. I’ll be your boyfriend.” He laughed. “Really. Come on, buddy. It’s for a good cause. No one will laugh. You’ll probably win and get 15% of the take! Plus, you might really enjoy it. I think you’d look great.”

I looked at him, my best friend. His eyes were bright with the prospect of me doing it. He flashed that mischievous and disarming smile of his at me. The one that got me to slip Ex-Lax into Joe’s brownie mix and numerous other pranks. “C’mon, buddy. Be a man and do it. Don’t be a pussy.”

I looked around the room. The others were working on guys like me, trying to convince them. Joe raised his arms to get everyone’s attention. “Okay, so where are the real men who are gonna take on this challenge? Remember, if we raise the most money of all the frats, we get the sixty-inch HD TV. The more of you who do this, the more we can raise over the summer. And the best part is, the little hotties at our sister sorority are volunteering to help you be the best girls you can be. I don’t know about you guys, but that sounds like an opportunity to end the summer with a hot babe for a girlfriend.” He looked over all of us, nodding at us. “Right, guys?”

A murmur went through the group.

“Now come up here and put your name—and your new name for the summer—on the list, and you can get started.”

I walked up and put down my name and my new name. Joe looked at it and called out. “All right! Christopher has the balls to do it, and his new name is—surprise!—Christine. Thanks, Christine! Who’s next?”

A few more guys went and signed up. This should be interesting. If I raised more money than the others, I could get that 15%. If enough guys took part, that could add up, and we’d have a new HD TV. Heck, walking door-to-door dressed like a girl and collecting at bars and restaurants shouldn’t be too bad. It didn’t seem like such a bad way to raise money. Not to mention, the girls at our sister sorority were some of the hottest on campus. I might actually end up with a girlfriend—something I hadn’t had much luck with.

Joe held the list up. “Good job, guys. Eight of you will become girls for the summer. The girls from the sorority will be here in an hour to escort you to the mall. I’ll give you the clothing allowance before you go.

Steve patted my back. “Good job, buddy. I can’t wait to meet Christine.” He looked over my face. “You should get your hair styled while you’re at the mall. Add layers and maybe some highlights too.” He ran his fingers through my hair. I swatted his hand away. “Hey, man.”

“Oh stop. Just trying to help. The better and more feminine you look, the more money you’ll raise, right?”

“I guess.”

“Get a manicure and pedicure while you’re at it. And maybe a body waxing.”

I whined, “C’mon. That’s going too far.”

He shook his head. “I’ve never known you to do anything halfway. Why start now? Heck, you even have the voice for this. Especially when you whine about it.” He laughed. He dug into his wallet and took out cash. “Here, $150 for the cause. No excuses. Hit the spa and get it all done. I want a hottie for a frat-mate.”

I looked into his excited eyes. I couldn’t help taking the money just to make him happy. “Okay, Steve. Thanks. You’re right. I need to do it the best I can.”

“Good job, Christine. That’s the girl I know.” He slapped my ass. I slapped his arm. He winked. “Nice ass. Can’t wait to see it in a miniskirt above some really high heels. You’ll be so hot.” 
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The girls from the sorority showed up quickly, eight of the sweetest looking girls around. My mentor had to be the cutest of them all.

“Hi, Christine! I’m Sandy.” She held her hand out.

I took it in mine. “Chris.”

“No, shame on you. Get into your role. Christine. Say it.”

“Uh, right. Hi, I’m Christine.”

“Good girl. I was hoping you’d do this. I’ve been watching you on campus. I was in a behavioral psychology class with you. When I heard of the fundraiser, I thought you’d be perfect, and I’ve been wanting to find a way to meet you. You’re very cute, you know.”

“Thanks. I, uh, I didn’t know.”

“You should. All the girls think you’re cute.”

“Well, cute doesn’t get girlfriends. Handsome, rich, tall...that gets girlfriends.”

“If you say so. Not in my book. Smart and cute...that’s what counts, and engineers are always smart.”

“Thanks. So, are we going to the mall? My frat-mate suggested I get my hair layered and highlighted and get a pedicure and manicure. You know, to do this transformation really well.”

She looked over my hair and ran a hand through it. Her eyes flitted about. “Yes, I agree. A feminine cut would do well, and we’ll definitely do the nails. I think you should get your ears pierced too.

“Ouch. Really?”

She flicked her dangling earrings, showing me. “A girl isn’t complete without earrings, Christine. To do it really well, it needs to be done. Please?”

Oh god, she was so cute. How could I resist anything she wanted? “Okay, you’re the teacher; I’m the student.”

She took my hand. “Let’s get started.”

We did the spa stuff and even the body waxing, which was incredibly painful. The lotion they applied afterward settled my skin down, though, and took away the redness and the pain. All that was left was silky, smooth skin.

We shopped and bought bras and panties, silicone gel breast forms, nighties, minidresses and miniskirts and tops, sexy high-heeled shoes, stockings, jewelry, makeup, perfume... It was crazy. Sandy was a delight to spend the day with. She made me laugh, and she treated me like her best girlfriend. I was falling in love with her. This was working out super.

Back at the frat, she helped me store my boy clothes and put away all the things we had bought. When we were done, she stood in front of me and said, “May I give you a kiss?”

“Uh, sure.”

She gave me a peck on the lips. “I’m so happy you’re doing this. It’s so brave. It makes me like you even more.”

“Thanks.”

She ran her hand through my new layered and highlighted hair. “The cut looks so good on you. I’m so happy you got two piercings in each ear too. It frames your face. Can I be the first person to date you? I’d like to take you to dinner somewhere nice tonight.”

“Dinner, sure. Let me put on clean jeans and a clean shirt and we can go.”

“No, silly. I want a date with Christine. You can’t dress like a boy anymore. Now go shower, and I’ll go home and change and be right back to do your makeup.”

“Okay. I’m feeling a little nervous, though.”

“Don’t be. You’ll be great. I’m here to help, remember?” She kissed me and dashed off.

Steve came into my room, looking around. “Wow. Your closet is full. Looks like a girl lives here now. You look like a girl, too, with your new style. See? It worked. But you need to trash those jeans and the shirt. Not very flattering.”

“Give me a chance, will ya? Sandy’s coming back to help me with my makeup and getting dressed. We’re going to dinner.”

Steve’s face dropped. “What? Damn. I wanted to take you to dinner.”

“Maybe you could double with us. Call someone.”

“I don’t have anyone to call.”

“Maybe Sandy will have someone who’s interested.”

“Think?” He looked at my face and hair. “I can’t wait to see you dressed up. You sure we can’t go out, just you and me? I think it would be a gas.”

“Sorry. I’m not passing up Sandy, buddy. Maybe another time. We have all summer.”

“True. Okay. Well, have fun.”

“Want me to ask Sandy for ya?”

“Sure.” He flopped on my bed. “Go shower. I want to see the transformation.”

“No way. Get out. I’ll call Sandy now.”

“I took my phone, my new long, painted nails clicking on it as I called her. I flicked my hair to the side with a painted nail, looking at Steve while I waited for her to answer. She was excited when we spoke. She said she had the perfect date for Steve. She’d had a dinner date that night, but her partner had to run off.

“Super. See you soon.” I hung up.

“You’re all set. Sandy has a date for you.”

“Great. I get to go to dinner with you then. Perfect. I’ll go clean up.”

I showered and dried my hair. By the time I was done, Sandy was back. She was gorgeous in high heels and a revealing minidress, her hair and makeup done, her purse slung over her shoulder. “Stunning!” I said as she came into my room, turning for me, lifting the hem of her minidress to make it flow.

“Thank you. You’ll look just as good in a few minutes.”

She grabbed my hand and took me into the bathroom. She narrated as she did my hair and makeup so I could do it myself next time, and then she had me try, as well. I watched my face transform into that of a pretty and very sexy girl.

“Okay, now let’s get you dressed.”

She undid my new pink satin robe, and I stood there naked except for a pair of pink panties I’d put on after my shower.

“We’re just two girls. It’s okay, Christine. You have a nice body too.” She ran her hands over my hairless chest. “Firm and smooth. Mmm.”

She showed me how to put the bra on, and then I put the forms into it, and she adjusted them, making cleavage. “Good choice we made. Bigger than mine and they make nice cleavage. Sit down and take your panties off.”

I did and crossed my legs trapping myself between them. Sandy cut a piece out of the crotch of a pair of sheer suntan pantyhose and handed them to me. “Roll each leg on your fingers carefully so you don’t run them, then slide them up your legs. Poke it all through the hole I cut. Then you won’t have to take them down to pee.”

I did. The sensation was wonderful. So silky and slippery. They made my legs look sensual and smooth. I began to get aroused by it, and I quickly slid the panties back up to try to hide it, but it stuck out of the top.

Sandy rubbed it. “That’s okay. Stockings are very sensual. They feel nice, huh?”

I looked into her made-up eyes. “Yes. Very. And the breasts, they feel, uh, real.”

She slid her cool hand into my panties and stroked it. “Mmm, this feels real too. You have the best of both worlds, I’d say.”

She tucked me back as best she could and picked the dress up off the bed. She held it for me to step into. “I think this dress is the one to wear first. I love pink.”

I stepped into it, and she helped me into the straps, then zipped it. I adjusted my cleavage in the V-neck and was throbbing under the skirt in my panties. I sat and slid on the strappy, white, very high heels and stood tentatively. I walked over to the mirror. I was sexy as hell. I went to the dresser and sprayed perfume under my dress and over my hair, shoulders, and legs. The scent added to my arousal, making me feel totally feminine and sexy. I turned to Sandy. “How do I look?”

“Ravishing!” She came over to me and gave me a hug, pressing her leg between mine. “And very, very sexy.” She gently placed her hand on the back of my head and drew me close. I leaned into her, and we kissed deeply, her hand squeezed my bottom as I did hers, and we embraced. I pressed my filled panties against her. “Oh god, Sandy. This is heaven.”

“Isn’t it? See? Being a smooth, sensual, sexy girl is nice.”

“It sure is. This could be addicting.”

“I hope so. You need to do this all summer. I want you to win too.”

Steve burst into the room. “Wow!”

He took my hand and made me turn on my heels. “Very nice.” He turned to Sandy. “I’m Steve. We’re best friends.” He held my hand.

“Sandy. Nice to meet you, Steve.”

He looked at Sandy. “Think I could kiss her?”

Sandy looked at me. “I think that’s possible. I don’t know if you may.” She laughed.

Steve turned to me. “Please? Just a little one. Just to see if you feel like a girl.”

I grinned, looking at his little-boy excitement with the new me. “Okay, just one little one.”

He hugged me, pressing himself against my leg. I could feel he was hard for me as he kissed me gently on the lips, holding my head cradled in one hand. He let go. My heart raced in my chest. My face felt flushed. I throbbed in my panties for some reason. It was flattering and exciting that he felt that way for me.

“Wow. That was very real. Nice job, Christine.”

“Thanks.”

He looked around the room. “So where’s my date?”

Sandy said, “She’s at our place. We’ll pick her up. I have to tell you, though, she’s somewhat wild. Especially around good-looking, smart guys.” She laughed.

“Sounds great!”

We left the frat, my heels clicking down the hall and stairs into the foyer. A round of applause rose for me, Joe leading it as we left. Steve drove, and Sandy and I snuggled in back, our legs sliding deliciously against one another, her hand caressing my stockinged thigh deliciously. This was all so sensual. I was hard as a rock in my panties. She whispered to me. “Steve’s date is wild, you’ll see. He’ll be ravaged before dinner even begins. Be ready for it.” 
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Sandy’s date for Steve was hot. Her name was Candice. She sat in the passenger seat, leaning over the console to Steve, her hand massaging his thigh as he drove. She gazed lovingly at him while they talked. I could see Steve’s big hard-on under his pants. He was definitely enjoying himself.

The restaurant was upscale and classy. Long linen tablecloths, waiters with white towels over their arms, candles on the table. We were seated in a round booth in the far back by a fireplace. Sandy was to my left and Steve to my right with Candice to his right. Steve’s leg pressed against one of mine, and Sandy’s calf slid deliciously on the other one as we sipped and talked. Her hand glided up and down my thigh, driving me crazy. I throbbed, trapped between my thighs.

I saw Candice lean in to Steve, and both of her hands disappeared beneath the table into his lap. Steve’s eyes went wide for a second, then he grinned a big grin.

Candice’s right hand came back up to grasp her martini while her other stayed below. She winked at Sandy and me and said, “The meat at this restaurant is supposed to be the best. I think it may be the best I’ve ever felt.”

In a flash, she grabbed my hand under the table, and wrapped it around Steve as he smiled at me. Candice said, “There’s enough here for two hands, and I need to sip my drink. She squeezed my hand tight on him and stroked him with it.

Steve said, “It’s flattering to have two such lovely ladies enjoying my attributes.”

Candice slid her hand off mine and down to the lower part of Steve’s shaft as she continued stroking him. I couldn’t let go. I was locked on him. My heart raced—I thought I should be taking my hand away, but I couldn’t. He was firm and silky, warm and inviting, and he loved what I was doing for him. I loved that he loved it so much.

Candice’s hand slid down farther, allowing me more room to stroke his long, thick shaft. She tugged and massaged his hairless balls. I was throbbing between my thighs as Sandy caressed my legs, running her hands on them. She whispered, “Good girl, Christine. See how nice it can be pleasing men? I’m so proud you’re making your best friend feel so nice. You’re getting into the role nicely.”

Steve gasped and his eyes opened wide. I stroked him faster, tugging his rod, making his tip slip against my stockinged leg. He grabbed the table with both hands, and his body tensed. I felt his rod spasm, and the warm stickiness shot onto my leg. At the same time, I came uncontrollably between my thighs, my body shuddering as I did. I gasped. Sandy squeezed my thigh and whispered, “Good girl.” I felt her fingers slip between my legs and wipe it. She raised it to my lips.

I looked around. She said, “Lick it off before someone sees.”

I did.

Her hand went back under and wiped Steve’s juices off my leg and came back up. “Now again, quickly; it’s your best friend’s.” I licked it off. “Good girl. You didn’t even waste your rewards. You’re a cinch to win if you keep going like this.”

I sipped my drink. “Win? For...for...for licking it?”

“Swallowing will make for greater donations.”

“Swallowing? Donations?”

“Yes, for the fundraiser. I talked to Joe about putting up a sign-up sheet to go on dates with you girls. Girls and guys will sign up. Beats walking door to door with a can, doesn’t it?”

“No way.”

She patted my leg. “May as well make the most of your assets, right? It is for a good cause, and an engineer always uses the most efficient tools at hand, doesn’t he? Or in this case, she? Of course, you don’t have to be so nice to everyone… or you could be nicer still. It’s up to you, girl. I think all of you girls will really get into it. Who wouldn’t? I would. Candice for sure would.” She laughed as I stared at her, dumbfounded.

She patted my thigh. “You decide, princess. It’s only natural for men to want to please women and women to want to please men.” She kissed me on the lips. “You decide, girl. I’d say anyone will look at you as a girl now. You must be feeling even more feminine and sexy after the compliment you just received.”

I nodded and sipped my drink, looking out into the crowd. It was exciting as hell. I felt totally feminine being dressed and presenting this way. I certainly didn’t feel like a guy. But I just made a guy feel really good, and that’s not supposed to happen. Not for me. But why did I enjoy it so much? I mean I was so excited by Steve’s excitement that I came myself. Was it wrong of me to make my best friend feel so good?

Sandy’s hand squeezed mine, and she leaned into my face. Her eyes met mine. “Are you okay, princess?” She rubbed my hand.

“Yeah, just thinking.”

“Now don’t think too hard. Save that for some other time. Just feel how good you feel. Feel proud you did your best friend a service tonight. He loved it. I can tell he’s hot for you. I knew it when I met him. That’s a good thing. You’re lucky to have a best friend like him, and it’s a plus that he’s sexually attracted to you. Why wouldn’t he be? You’re a gorgeous girl and his best friend.”

I placed my hand on her stockinged thigh and slid it. “I guess. But what chance will I ever have of having a girlfriend if I do stuff like that?”

“I’m a girl, and I’m your friend.”

“But not my girlfriend.”

“I can be if you want. That doesn’t mean you can’t be Steve’s girlfriend too. I don’t mind. As a matter of fact...” She kissed me on the lips, ran her fingers through my hair and gazed lovingly at me. “...I think it’s wonderful having a boyfriend like you who can be a girlfriend too. Why shouldn’t you have a boyfriend too?”

“Really? You’d go out with me? A real girlfriend?”

“I’d love to. Even if you were Steve’s girlfriend too.”

We ordered another round of drinks. Candice was getting Steve wound up again, and Steve was loving it. Sandy and I talked some more, snuggling close, feeling each other, and sipping our drinks. The more I came to know her, the more I was falling in love with her.

We all had a wonderful meal, dessert, and espressos. Steve picked up the bill, and I tried to split it with him. He said, “Just having you for my best friend is good enough. I’ve always loved you. You gave me a gift tonight, and I want to give you one.” He placed his hand on my leg and kissed me lightly on the lips. “You’re so beautiful this way. Christine is you.”

Was it? It sure felt like it was.
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“Let’s go clubbing,” Sandy said.

I shook my head. “I’m beat. It’s been a very long and stressful day, and tomorrow I have to be the new me again. And the day after and the day after, and so on.”

“So. Is that bad?”

“Well, not bad but definitely more work. I can’t just slip on shorts and a tee shirt anymore.”

“Steve said, “We can go home. I agree. It was a full day.”

Candice pouted. “How could you? We only had dinner together. I wanted to spend more time with you.” She smiled, rubbed his thigh, and winked at him. “We could get to know each other better.” She whispered to him loud enough for me to hear. “You could stuff me with your man meat.”

Steve smiled. “Maybe another time.” He slid against Candice to get her to move out of the booth. She smirked and got out.

Steve drove the other girls back, Candice in the passenger seat pouting, bouncing one of her legs over the other and caressing it with her long nails, her skirt almost at her crotch. When we were at their place, I kissed Sandy deeply, and Candice made a last-ditch attempt to talk Steve into it by rubbing him through his pants while they kissed.

The girls got out, and I moved to the front seat.

“Wow, what a night,” Steve said, glancing at me.

I crossed my legs and unconsciously caressed them with my long-nailed hands. “It sure was.”

“Seems Sandy likes you.”

“And Candice you. I think we both have girlfriends now.” I looked at him.

He smirked. “Candice is hot, but she’s a ditz. I could never be with a girl like that for anything other than sex. What about Sandy—what do you think of her?”

“Oh, god. I love her. She’s smart and sexy and cute, and I think she’s falling in love with me too.”

His face dropped. “That’s great.” He went silent, watching the road and checking the mirrors.

“Is that bad? Sandy and me?”

“No. I’m really happy for you. You’re my best friend ever. I want what you want. Like I said, I always loved you. I still will.”

“Was it weird tonight when I—? Well... you know.”

“It wasn’t weird at all. It was fantastic. It made me feel even closer to you. You’re the girl I dream of. The perfect girl.” He placed his hand on my leg and squeezed it.

I squeezed his hand and slid it on my leg. “I like your hand on my leg like that. It feels nice.”

“Really? That’s wonderful, because I like touching you... and you touching me.”

I reached across the console and rubbed his obviously hard rod through his pants. “I love making you feel good too. Maybe when we get back, I could learn how to, uh, how to use my mouth to make you feel good. I mean, I know it sounds weird but, it seems okay to do because I feel like a girl. Am I weird? Could we?”

Steve flashed a big smile. “Not weird at all.” he glided his hand on my leg. “I’d love nothing more than that, Christine.”

Back at the frat, we had a drink downstairs and chatted with the other frat members and some of the other girls like me. Everyone seemed to be enjoying the new situation. The guys were rubbing the girls’ shoulders at the bar, sitting next to them on the couch, all touching each other while chatting. It looked perfectly normal.

Steve and I got a little toasted and relaxed, then went to my room and locked the door. I led him by the hand to the bed and said, “Take your clothes off and lie down and let me do the rest.” I pulled the covers back to reveal the pink satin sheets.

He laughed. “Pink satin. How feminine. Did you always have these sheets?”

My face flushed. “Yes. So what?”

His shirt was off, showing his firm, slim, hard body and his hairless chest. “No problem. It makes complete sense.”

I ran my hand over his chest. “Do you always shave your body to go on a date? You’re so nice and smooth.”

He slid off his pants. “I always shave it. I hate hair and the stink it collects.”

“Really! I never knew.”

“I even shave my legs. Is it okay?” He wore a stretchy black satin thong, his whole package stretching the material to the limit.

“It’s wonderful.” I moved close, placed a hand on his thong and squeezed the wonderful flesh beneath it. He grabbed my ass with his huge hand and pulled me to him, giving me a deep kiss. I wrapped my fingers in his hair and held his head tight while our tongues danced.

I pushed him gently back onto the bed, and we fell in an embrace, his leg wrapped over mine as he slid his hardness on my thigh. He whispered, “You’re so sexy now, Christine. I love this so much. I love you.”

My breath was hot in his ear. “You’re sexy. I always wished I had an Adonis body like yours.” I reached between us and wrapped a hand around his baseball bat. “I want to suck this so badly. I want to make you feel so good!”

I slid down between his legs and onto my forearms, my bottom raised up. I looked up at him while I flicked the tip with my tongue. He smiled lovingly at me, resting on his elbows. I ran my tongue around the tip quickly, making him shudder. I flicked the salty hole. He shuddered. “Oh god, Christine.”

I put both my hands around his shaft and pumped it while I took as much as I could into my mouth, bobbing my head on it while I looked up at him. It was firm, warm, and silky, and I loved how it felt in my mouth and my hands. Steve laid his head to one side as he watched me.

I rolled his hairless balls in one hand and tugged on them while my other hand stroked his rod. My head bobbed up and down, with my tongue running circles around it. Steve’s eyes were wide and his breathing choppy as I feverishly and passionately immersed myself in pleasing him as best I could, all the while looking at him. I was rock-solid beneath my dress from the excitement of pleasing him so much. I loved the way he responded to me, and my hips were in the air, humping the fabric of my panties.

Steve sat up and stopped me. “Stop. I want to do that to you. You should feel as good as I do.”

We rearranged ourselves to be able to suck each other simultaneously, and I felt Steve take me into his hot mouth. We mimicked each other’s actions, so it felt as if I were sucking myself off, except his was much larger than mine. Our hips humped into each other’s hands and faces as we tugged each other’s balls, consuming our delightful treats. We both moaned around the shafts in our mouths.

He grunted and humped into my face. I knew he was about to come in my mouth, and from the excitement of it, I immediately came in his mouth. I moaned and whimpered, and he grunted and shot his load into my greedy mouth while his hands squeezed my head tight.

After we were both drained, we lay there, our spent shafts slowly softening in each other’s mouths. He caressed my legs while he gently sucked, and we both went soft. I didn’t want to let go of it and only wished we could do it again.

He pulled out from my mouth, and I made a slurping sound around it. We slid back to the head of the bed, and Steve wrapped his arms around me while we snuggled, my head on his strong shoulder.

“That was phenomenal, Christine. Absolutely breathtaking,” he said softly, his hand caressing my hair. “Why hadn’t we done that before? Well, I know why but... you’re so lovely.”

“Mmm, and you were fabulous. I loved doing that for you. It made me feel special, desired, sexy. I’ll be glad to do it anytime you want me to. As long as I’m who I am now.”

He lifted his head off the pillow and looked at me. “Would that really matter?”

I gazed into his eyes. I ran my hand over his hair. “I guess not. We’re both more experienced now and past our old paradigms. Why would we deny that to each other? But Christine is much sexier than Christopher was.”

“I agree.” He kissed my forehead.

We slept together all night. All I could think of while trying to fall asleep was what would tomorrow bring, and how would I deal with it? Going on dates? Oh my god. 
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After we woke, Steve left to shower and change, and I did the same. It took me a while longer than normal, of course, but the end result was very pleasing in appearance and sensuality. It amazed me how some makeup, a feminine hairstyle, earrings, a simple denim skirt, a tank top with cleavage and boobs, sheer suntan pantyhose, and high wedge heels with some perfume can turn someone into a sensual, feminine, aroused creature who was in love with herself. I never felt more in my skin. I was liberated. It was exhilarating getting ready.

I slung my purse over my shoulder and floated down the stairs and into the kitchen. There were sheets of paper with each of our new names on the bulletin board and lists of names beneath them. They were titled, “Sign up for dates with the girls.” I already had ten names on mine, the page with the most. Thankfully, Sandy was the first name.

I made some toast, poured a coffee, and sat at the table. Joe came in. “Hey, Christine! You’re looking very pretty today.”

“Thanks! I feel like I did well.”

“Good. Because you sure did.” Joe poured a coffee and sat by me. “Sandy had a good idea with dates for you girls.” He took a picture of me with his phone.

“Hey!”

“For above the sign-up sheet, so they can see how pretty you are.”

“OMG. Is paying for a date legal?”

“It’s a nonprofit fundraiser. Heck, churches have gambling to raise money in states with no gambling allowed. Why can’t we raise money with dates?”

“Hmm. I think there’s more to it, since it’s not just buying a dance, but anyway. What’s a date worth in donations?”

“It’s up to the person who dates you. The better time they have, the more they donate. So show them a good time, princess.”

“Oh, that’s just peachy. No minimum?”

“Nope. Just show them a good time. It beats the hell out of collecting door-to-door or at bars, doesn’t it?”

“I guess.” I looked at my watch.

“What are you doing today?”

“Not sure. I won that $10,000 lottery in the spring, and so I hadn’t planned on working this summer. But now I don’t know what to do. I thought it would be great having nothing to do.”

“Yeah, I guess it could get boring after a while. Well, at least you have a slightly different way to view the world. Enjoy it.” He left.

I took my phone from my purse and texted Sandy.

In seconds, my phone rang. “Hi, Sandy. I didn’t disturb you, did I?”

“Of course not. Call me anytime. What’s up?”

“Well, I’m not working this summer, and so I’m not sure what to do. Are you working?”

“Yes and no. I obtained a grant to do some research, but it’s not like a job. I just need to get the end result; it should be easy, and I have until the fall to complete it. So I’m wide open—wanna hang out? Go to the park? Walk around? Shop? I’d say get a manicure and pedicure, but we did that yesterday.” She laughed. “Hey, did you see your sign-up sheet?”

“Yeah. Super. You’re my first date.”

“You bet. I told Joe to put my name on it as soon as it went up. That’s tonight, right?”

“Right.”

“Good. I can’t wait. I’ll have you all day and night.”

“All night? Dinner, right?”

“What kind of date is that? Pretty girl, we’re sleeping together tonight. If you like me enough, that is.”

“But...uh, Steve and—”

“You and Steve had fun last night, and you’re both in love, right?”

“Right.”

“You and I are in love too. I talked to Steve this morning about us, and he has no problem with us as lovers, and I don’t with you and him. Problem solved.”

“Wow. Okay.” I didn’t know what to say. I sat there silently, unconsciously twirling my hair on a finger, staring out the window.

“You okay, princess?”

“Yeah, just stunned. It feels odd. I never had a real girlfriend before, and now I have a boyfriend too, and both people love me. It’s... it feels weird. It’s like winning the lottery.”

“Well, get used to it. I think it’s wonderful. You picking me up, or should I pick you up? Park?”

“Sure, pick me up. The park is good. It’s a perfect day outside.”

“Good. I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.”

She showed up wearing a flowered cotton minidress and wedge heels, and she looked as fresh as a daisy—the epitome of the all-American girl. How could I not love her?

We put together a picnic for the park and sat by the lake on a blanket, watching the ducks. We walked in the gardens, smelling all the different flowers. We had smoothies and pastry on a bistro patio by the campus. It was an enchanting day.

“This is so nice being with you, Christine.” Sandy squeezed my hand and gazed into my eyes. “I love you this way.”

“Thanks.”

“Do you like it? I mean, would you like being feminine and pretty all the time?”

I took a deep breath. “It is addictive.”

“It should be. And it’s much nicer being feminine too. Much more sensual and entertaining. You make a perfect girl.”

“Well, not really… There’s the matter of something being where there should be a hole.” I laughed and crossed my legs.

“That doesn’t matter. You could still be taken by a man. Men love using the backdoor. I know. I like it when they do.”

My eyes must have showed my shock.

She laughed, leaned into me, and squeezed her hand on my thigh. “Don’t be such a prude. You’d love it too.” She stood, holding my hand. “I’ve been wanting to buy something for a while now. Tonight would be a perfect night to enjoy it. You could get a taste of what a girl really likes. C’mon.” She yanked my hand, and I stood. She tugged me quickly to her car. “I’m so excited. I’m glad I thought of it.”

She drove us to a seedy part of town. She left me in the car and ran into the store. She came out with a bag of stuff and a huge smile. She tossed it in the trunk.

“Sandy, so what did you get?”

“Something to heighten our arousal, that’s all.”

She drove to her place. She took the packages from the trunk and led me to her room. She shut the door, wrapped her arms around me, and kissed me deeply, her hand rubbing me in my panties. “Now do what I say, okay? Trust me.”

“Uh, I guess. Okay.”

She smiled. “This is going to sound weird, but it’s something you’ll get used to doing. I want you to go poop if you can, and then use the attachment on my shower.” She dug a package from the bag and showed it to me. “I bought you one for your shower too.”

I took it from her and looked at it. It had instructions on the back. My mouth dropped. “Sandy, no.”

“Do it. Trust me.” Her eyes pleaded. “Please? I use it myself, and I’m using it tonight for our date. I want you to do the same.”

“Really?”

She rubbed me again. “Really. Now go take care of things and come back out so we have time to get you home and changed. I’ll change while you’re in the shower. I already cleaned out today, so I’m ready.”

I looked at it in my hand. She took it for me. “This goes on yours at home. Go!”

I did as she asked. It was weird but not all that bad. I did feel clean after. When I came out, she was dressed for our date. Was she ever!

She was sitting on her bed, wearing a short, cleavage-revealing minidress, sheer black stockings, and strappy, very high stilettos. She bounced a crossed leg and wore a mischievous grin. Her perfume filled my senses. She smiled up at me from the bed, one arm behind her back. “Ready?”

“Ready, I guess.”

She stood and tugged me to her, then knelt in front of me. She lifted my skirt and started sucking my hard shaft. I rested my hands on her head. “Oh god, Sandy, that feels so good.”

She moaned around it and squeezed my bottom with one hand; then I felt a cool, wet something press between my cheeks. Her eyes looked up at me as she sucked me, and she pushed that thing to press against my hole. She applied more pressure.

“Uh, Sandy, it’s going in. Stop.”

She popped off my rod. “Relax and let it, silly.”

I spread my legs apart and let it. It stretched me and stretched me some more until I thought I’d rip, and then it was sucked in. A vibrator turned on silently. She attached a hose to it and inflated it inside me.

“Uh, god, Sandy.”

“Yes. Nice, huh?” She continued pumping it. “How’s that? More?”

“A little. Just a little... yes, right there.”

She took the hose off and pulled my panties up over it. “Walk and see.”

I walked around her room. It massaged me inside, sending ripples of erotic sensations though me. Each step felt wonderful. My hips automatically swayed more with it in me. I stopped and looked at myself in the mirror. My face was flushed. I turned to her. “Do you have one in?”

She grinned and nodded. “One in front and one in back. Mmm. Very nice. I’ll be very ready for you later.”

Sandy filled her purse with things and packed a small bag of clothes. She put the bag from the store into it as well.

“There’s more from that store?”

“Just a little. Just something to help you in the role as a girl for your dates. C’mon, let’s get you dressed so we can go to dinner.”

She drove us back and helped me to get ready. Between the sensual, sheer black stockings and garter belt, the super-high strappy heels, my breasts jiggling when I walked, and the plug in my bottom humming, I was more aroused than I ever had been. Luckily, the dress had a flared skirt so it hid my rock-hard rod, which was caressed by the lining with each step, because I had crotchless panties on.

I looked in the mirror, and Sandy stood beside me. “You’re stunning,” she said as she fixed a stray hair for me.

“Thanks, you too. You seem to glow.”

“That’s our arousal showing. You have the same glow. Nice, huh?”

She kissed me gently on the lips. “I’m starving.” She handed me my purse. “Let’s go enjoy some more hedonistic indulgences, and then we can go back to your place. I want you to come inside me while my plug in the back hums. It’ll be like a double penetration. Mmm.”

I was in heaven. Not only a date with an awesome girl, but one who knew how to spice things up. 
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Dinner was excruciatingly sensual and delicious. We sat together in a booth, caressing each other’s legs, sipping drinks, eating luscious food. Hedonistic heaven. Everything seemed so intense and alive. We took our time.

Sandy whispered to me about how it would feel to have me inside her, how intimate it would be, how connected she’d feel to me. She talked about how a girl loves being penetrated, and I should know that now from the plug I was sitting on. She said the plugs are nice, but to be penetrated by a real man, or men, in one or both holes and to be connected to them when they release inside is the ultimate.

Wow. My girlfriend was into double penetration.

She laughed and shook her head, her hand rubbed my thigh sensually, and her face was red. She whispered, “I can’t believe I’m telling you these things.” She sipped her drink, looking up and away. “Hmm, I forgot one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“Double penetration while sucking one and having a couple more watching and jerking and fondling my nipples—hmm, that would be the ultimate. You need to experience all of it. Why not? I certainly would love it. What do you think, princess? Would you like having that like I would?”

I didn’t know what to say. I had a hard time imagining Sandy in the midst of all of those men and an even harder time with them around me. She caressed me under my dress, looking into my eyes and said, “See? You’re so hard. You love the thought of having all those men adore you, right? Admit it, girl.”

I shrugged my shoulders nervously and sipped my drink, looking around.

“And you love the thought of seeing me enjoy such a thing too, right?”

I raised my eyebrows and looked away. My face flushed. What was I getting into? Was this a woman I’d want to be with the rest of my life? For a while there, I’d thought so, but now? Now I was so confused. But I was so hard, I could have come in an instant. All of it was thrilling to think of.

Sandy had both hands under the table, one stroking me with the silky fabric of my dress and the other gliding on my silky thigh. She whispered, “Wriggle on your plug and imagine it’s Steve; he’s ready to come inside you.” She observed me. I shuddered and gasped a little gasp.

“Good girl. You’re ready for a time like that, and so am I.” She mopped it up with my dress. I could feel the wet fabric against my legs. I caught my breath and looked around.

I smiled nervously. “Sorry.”

“No sorry. It was nice. Best date I’ve ever had so far. So tell me the truth. I think you’d want something like that and the way you came so quickly, I think I’m right. Am I?”

I nodded sheepishly.

“Good girl. Thought so.” She kissed my lips.

We went back to my frat and had drinks downstairs while the other gurls were there with their dates. The tracking board for dollars donated was set up by the bar, but nothing was filled in yet. I realized this was a paid date for me with Sandy, and I’d have to go on many more dates with many more people yet. That sounded like a lot of work, but if all of them were as much fun as Sandy, the only thing I’d be missing was her.

I gazed into her eyes. “So it doesn’t bother you that I’ll be dating other people too? I have a few on the list.”

She shook her head. “No, not at all. If I were you, I’d be doing it too. We all should explore others more. It’s how it should go. Then, if things work out, people are with people they fit with, with no regrets.”

“But, I mean, I’ll probably have to....”

“Yes, make them happy. Guys and girls. I want you to win. Have fun. Don’t worry and win big.”

Then she said something I thought I’d never hear from her. “I love you, Christine. You’re open-minded, intelligent, and accepting, and I think one day after we’ve both experienced more of life’s pleasures, we might decide to be together forever. Do you feel anything for me?” She gazed lovingly at me.

“Uh, I do, I really do, but I do for Steve too.”

“It doesn’t mean we can’t have everything we want in life, does it? Do you want me to not have other lovers? I could be true to you and live well enough.”

“No. I want you to be happy and to try new things too.”

“Good! Then we’re both on the same page.” She kissed my cheek, rubbed my thigh. “Now, I want something from you, and it is my date. So if you want a good donation, you need to make a big one inside me tonight.”

She toasted our night together. We emptied our drinks and went upstairs.
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I shut and locked the door behind us, and Sandy wrapped her arms around me from behind. She grabbed my already hard shaft around front and stroked it while she whispered in my ear. “Now I like to face a man when he comes inside me, unless of course there’s one in back, too, because I wouldn’t be able to see him.”

She used her other hand and pressed my plug into me harder while pulling my body close to her. “Imagine having a man take you from behind. Shoving himself into you, unable to resist you. Being carried away by your sexuality and beauty and having to immerse himself deep, deep, very deep within you and deposit all of his passion for you inside you.”

“Huh, stop, Sandy! Stop or I’ll...”

She let me go and turned me to her. She kissed my lips. “Let’s go, princess.” She tugged me to the bed, and we fell into an embrace. Our silky stockinged legs slid deliciously against each other while her hand held my head tight to her as she kissed me deeply. Our breasts pressed heavily together, her other hand squeezing my butt tight. She moaned.

She broke the kiss and maneuvered me above her while spreading her legs and lifting them back. Her hand guided me into her as she locked eyes with me. “There, you’re in me...” Her hand went to my bottom and paced my thrusts. “Yes, mmm, you feel so good. That’s it, princess, make love to me.”

I pressed her knees back for full penetration. Her eyes were locked on mine, and she was biting her lip. “God, yes, you feel so good. You’re so big for such a little girl.”

I grinned and went faster and harder, making the bed shake and her head jerk as she held it up to look at me. She squeezed my breasts. “You’re so beautiful, Christine. Give me your girly juice, my lovely sissy. Ravage me and use me as your receptacle.”

I violently plunged into her; her eyes rolled in her head, and she held my ass tight, pushing the plug deeper with one hand. Her body shuddered, and she let out a whimper as I felt a flood come from her. Her eyes went wide and her body rigid as she held me fixed against her as deep as she could. Her legs shook.

“Ungh, Sandy,” I whimpered like a little girl as my body clenched. I came inside her over and over while she continued shaking and spasming, clenching me inside her.

When it finally ended, I collapsed on her, both of us breathing hard. She stroked my hair and peppered my cheeks with kisses, then locked eyes with me. “I love you so much, Christine. Don’t ever leave me. You’re the perfect blend of masculine and feminine.”

“I love you too. You’re the first person I’ve ever done this with.”

“I’m flattered.”

“So am I.”

She let out a sigh. “Now rest, princess. You have a busy schedule of dates. I noticed some days have breakfast, lunch, and dinner dates for you.”

“I do?”

“You do. I don’t know when I’ll get to see you again. It could be a while. I’ll be so bored.”

I thought of her missing me. I’d miss her too, but I would be too busy to think about it. Then it hit me. When the summer was over, maybe we’d be able to decide whether we were for each other or not. At least she could experience a few more people on dates if she did what I was thinking.

I said, “Maybe you real girls should raise some money too. Go on dates. Why not? I’m sure there would be plenty of takers.”

She lay there, stroking my head, her silky leg draped over mine and sliding back and forth. “Hmm, why didn’t I think of that? I’ll talk to Joe about it. We could raise a lot more money that way.”

She snuggled against me, her sweet scent in my nose, her warm breath on my neck. We fell asleep. I woke later, took the plug out, washed it and placed it on the counter next to the pack of lithium batteries for it, then went back to bed.
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I woke the next morning to the most pleasant sensation I ever woke to. Sandy was giving me a BJ. She pushed me onto my back when I tried to sit up. After she swallowed it all, I lay there with my eyes closed, enjoying the restful bliss.

I felt something cold wrap around my balls.

Sandy said, “Now stay still, Christine. This will take only a minute.”

There was a clinking sound, and something cold slipped onto my rod and pressed it down. Then a snap and a metallic clink. “There, all set. Now you only get to come like a girl.”

“What?” I sat up and lifted my dress. I was locked in a stainless-steel cage. I tried to tug at it. It wouldn’t come off.

Sandy held a key before my face. “It won’t come off without this, princess.”

“But why are you doing this?”

“Just for the summer. I’ll come by every few days in the morning so you can shave under it while I make sure you don’t play with it.”

“Why can’t I play with it?”

“This will help you overcome your fears of having a man penetrate you. Your libido will be higher from it, and you’ll perform better on dates and raise more money.”

“Who said I had any fear of it?”

“Well, maybe you don’t. But it will keep you engaged in your dates better.”

I shook my head. “I think you’re certifiably crazy.”

She smiled and kissed my lips. “Thank you. Who wants to be normal anyway? Now get up and get ready. You have a breakfast date in two hours, then lunch at the park, then dinner at that nice French restaurant in town.”

“What? No sleepovers like yours?”

“I told Joe not to allow it, because you girls will need a break. Tomorrow we put the real girls’ sheets up, and I’ll be busy too. Good idea you had there, Christine.” She took my hand and lifted me from the bed. She wrapped her arms around me and kissed me on the lips. “I love you. Be a good girl. I’ll see you soon.”

She left.

I stared at myself in the mirror on the door. I lifted my dress and saw the shining cage, with me trapped in it. The weight of it tugging on me made me grow inside it. It not only kept me from coming, it aroused me more, as well. What had I gotten into? 
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I showered and dressed. After cleaning out, and with my cage tugging on me, I couldn’t resist putting the plug back in. I dressed in a light, silky summer dress and matching heels with sheer suntan stockings. Checking myself in the mirror, I saw that I was sooo pretty and cute. I throbbed in my cage.

I went down the stairs, my breasts jiggling with each step, the cage tugging on me hard inside of it. I felt sensual and powerful, feminine and pretty. The sign-up sheets all had names and pictures now. Sandy’s sign-up sheet was there, as well as Steve’s. It appeared Joe had extended the concept to everyone. Joe’s picture was up there too. He was admiring the board as I walked up beside him. “Morning, Joe.”

“Morning.”

“I see you have real girls... and guys on the board.”

“I figured, why not? These dates give everyone a chance to meet someone new without the tension and nervousness of a first date. There’s no guilt if they don’t like someone, and no thinking through the drama of asking and answering and all that dating bullshit. It’s fun, and it raises money. Heck, why should the guys not raise money too? At an average donation of ten bucks for breakfast, twenty for lunch, and fifty for an evening out, the eight gurls could raise fifty thousand or so themselves. With everyone, well, that could be a hundred grand! And the highest earner’s fifteen percent share would be fifteen thousand. Everyone will be happy.”

I stared at Steve’s sheet with his picture. His handsome white teeth flashed a big, inviting smile. He had many dates ahead. I felt a pang of jealousy and quickly put it aside. But think if I could win! Wow, nice.

I drank some coffee, talked with the gurls, and went out for my dates.

From that first day, to phrase it gently, I became very passionate about my date’s happiness. Unfortunately, whether it was Sandy’s main reason for doing it or not, I didn’t do well on the dates with the girls. Some shrugged off my restrictive cage as no big deal, but I still obtained little in the way of donations from them. Others were upset that I was useless down there and said they’d spent enough on the date itself. Being unavailable like that limited those donations.

Now, on the dates with the guys, they all said how soft my hands were. They loved my technique with my mouth and the passion I put into it. I was winning on the tracking board. I was constantly aroused, and the only pleasure I had, because of wearing the cage, was the plug, which, try as I might, could not bring me to a full release. I did, however, generate substantial donations.

Even though my donations were significantly higher than hers, I felt a pang of jealousy when seeing Sandy’s donation tally as high as it was. It wasn’t her earnings that bothered me, but the number of dates she was having. I hoped we still had each other when this was all over. Looking at Steve’s tally made me feel no different.

I became very familiar with every version of male parts, and I delighted in making the dates with me as exciting and rewarding for them as possible. I became very talented at delivering maximum pleasure over long (or short) periods of time with my hands and mouth. However they preferred it. I never let them penetrate my bottom, though, as much as they wanted to.

I had many repeat dates over the summer, and the repeats were always the best. They appreciated me enough for another date, so we both enjoyed ourselves more. But I never felt in my heart what I did for Steve or Sandy on those other dates. Those two were still the only girlfriend and boyfriend for me.

By the end of the summer, I was at the top by a significant margin. There was to be a celebration party at the frat for all of us. I was looking at around sixteen thousand dollars as the bonus prize, and I was the one who was getting it.

Needless to say, I was thrilled. What would I do with all of it? Some new high heels and minidresses were definitely in order. Sandy, Steve, and I went shopping, and Sandy found me a dress to die for. Steve loved it so much when I tried it on that I thought his zipper would rip open.

The day of the celebration, Sandy pampered me and gave me a bath, made my whole body silky smooth, and we both had a manicure and pedicure.

Before she left and I dressed, Sandy uncaged me, and wearing black lace crotchless panties, I was free to feel the sensations of my silky, flared-hem minidress against it as I walked. I wore gossamer-thin, black Italian stockings attached to a black corset with built-in bra.

The corset held my gel breast forms and created lovely cleavage as well as a narrow waist, making my hips seem larger. Sandy had to lace me into it from behind, and I made sure she made it as tight as I could take it. The compression of it added further to my arousal.

I had gotten my hair re-layered and highlighted the day before, and it came out beautifully. I admired myself in the mirror with my tiny corseted waist as I sprayed perfume over me. My feminized presentation was now what I’d always wanted to see in the mirror—myself as a powerful and confident person who’s attractive as hell.

Sandy came into my room. “Hi… Wow! Aren’t you stunning?” She kissed me lightly on the lips. “Are you ready to have Steve make love to you tonight? You’ll be like a bride on her wedding night.”

“Uh, I was hoping you and I could stay together tonight.”

“We will, but why not have Steve too? It is a celebration night, and I’d love nothing more than the three of us being together.” She pulled me to her and grabbed me through the dress. “Nice having the cage off, I bet. I see you’re quite aroused. It’s been three weeks since I let you come, so you should be.”

I took her hand off it. “I am. Ridiculously so. Be careful.”

“My, so sensual and edgy. I bought you a present tonight. It’ll help you be ready for Steve. He’s a bit larger than the plug you’ve been wearing. Are you excited to think of having Steve inside you?”

My rod leapt at the thought. “Truthfully?”

She nodded.

“I can’t wait. But I want you too.”

“Good.” She opened a bag and took her gift out and showed it to me. “You should wear this tonight until we’re ready.”

I held it. It was sizable, firm, and fleshy with a taper at the end to hold it in and a hump on the end to be able to press on it when sitting. “Wow. I’m not sure it’ll fit.”

“If it doesn’t, Steve won’t. Go put it in. Unless you want me to.”

“I might need you to.”

She lubed it from a packet, then knelt in front of me and grabbed my shaft. She took it into her mouth, looking up at me. The cold head of the realistic shaft pressed against me. I pressed onto it while she pushed.

“Ungh! Oh my.” It opened me up and began to slide in. I pressed onto it. It kept going and going. It felt incredible. Sandy took her mouth off of me. “Feel okay?”

“Okay? It feels heavenly.” It passed the thickest part and sucked into me.

“Okay, it’s all the way in. Try walking.”

I walked around the room and to the mirror. I felt so hot and horny. My hips wagged a little more, and I was stone-rigid under my dress. I stood in front of the mirror. My face was flushed, and my eyes dilated. I caressed my breasts.

Sandy laughed. “Same thing I did the first time I wore one of those.”

“Are you wearing one now?”

She came over to me and hugged me. She placed my hand on the hump of it through her dress and pressed on it, then she pressed on mine. “Mmm. Nice, right?”

“Very.” Her perfume wafted to my nostrils, filling me with desire.

“I’ll be wearing it when you make love to me and Steve makes love to you. How’s that sound?”

“Oh god… Sandy.” My body shuddered, and as hard as I tried not to, I came immediately all over my dress and stockings. A ruined one, but still, enough leaked. “Sorry.”

Sandy brought me tissues from the bathroom. “Here, it’s okay, sweetie. You’ll be plenty ready later.”

I took the tissues and lifted my dress, wiping it and my stockings off. “I didn’t come all the way. It just slipped a little.”

“It’s okay, honey. Ready to celebrate?”

I slung my purse over my shoulder and went downstairs to join the celebration. The huge thing inside me massaged me with every step. I couldn’t help making it even better by moving my hips more as I walked.

We sat at the bar, both of us wriggling on our seats. Sandy smiled mischievously at me and slid her hand on my stockinged thigh. “I love you, Christine.” She kissed my lips.

“I love you too.”

We ordered drinks from one of the guys tending bar. Everyone was having a good time drinking and chatting and freely, touching each other.

When it hit seven o’clock, Joe came over by me and got everyone’s attention. When he had it, he said, “Okay! As you all know, the winner of the fifteen percent of the kitty is this lovely kitty.” He placed his hand on my shoulder. He kissed my cheek. “Lovely Christine. Let’s give her a hand.”

Everyone applauded. I waved a parade wave at them all, smiling. “Thank you! Thank you all for being so generous on all of our dates.”

Joe held up the check, showing it to the room. “And here is her reward for being the most dedicated and entertaining date and raising more money than anyone else to combat hate crime. Thanks to all of you for your participation this year. We look forward to doing it again next year.”

Everyone applauded, and the party continued. Sandy, Steve, and I drank, danced, and chatted together. Sandy and I shook our booties or wriggled on them on our seats, keeping us wildly aroused in anticipation of the night ahead. We all developed a nice buzz and made a meal of snacky foods.

I sat between Sandy and Steve at the bar. Both of them leaned into me and had their hands on my thighs, gliding them on my gossamer-thin stockings. I held Steve’s hard shaft through his pants as we all talked and sipped. I was at the peak of libido once more, so aroused that my skin tingled.

Steve whispered, “So are you ready for Sandy’s plan? I want so much to make love to you.”

I winked and nodded quickly. “Oh yes. So ready.”

“Good, I can’t wait to connect to you and fill you with my passion... and its reward.”

I wriggled on my seat. “Mmm.” We ordered one more drink.

Two guys Sandy had dated came around and started to talk with her. I watched as she touched them flirtatiously, their interest in her evident by the front of their pants. She whispered to me, “Let’s see who can get one to come first.” She winked and pulled one close to her then slid her hand in his pants.

The other one looked at me sheepishly, and I held a hand out to him. He flashed a big smile, took it, and I brought him close against my legs. Steve whispered to me, “Let me see my sexy Christine do your thing. Leave them with no choice, you seductress.” He kissed my cheek.

I nodded and smiled into the eyes of the guy before me. He was a big guy, handsome, and he smelled sweet with cologne. I slid my hand into his pants and wrapped my fingers around his warm, hard shaft. I looked him in the eyes and said, “Does that feel nice?” I jerked him in his pants.

He nodded and pressed into my hand. “Very nice. Such soft, tiny hands you have. You smell so good too.”

“Thanks. My favorite perfume. Glad you like my hand too. I’d like to feel you come with it.”

“I’d like to come in you.”

“From behind or from in front?”

“In front. I want to look in your eyes when I do.”

“Well then, let’s imagine that.” I squeezed and stroked him. “Imagine I had just given you a nice BJ, and you lifted me onto the bed.”

“Mmm, yes.”

“I lie back and lift my legs for you, my high heels pushed back. You wrap your strong hands around my stockinged thighs and press them to the bed, holding them back for maximum penetration, and you press your gorgeous rod against my tight hole.”

His breathing became faster, and his face flushed. “You press it into me, so tight, so hot. You spread me open and shove it all the way in. My eyes roll back in my head as it fills me, and you thrust like a horse and pummel my ass to the bed.” I jerked him fast and hard, looking at his face, his eyes closed, imagining the scene.

His eyes opened wide, and he clenched his teeth as his body went rigid. A flood of his juice pumped through my hand in his pants as he looked deep into my eyes.

When he was done, I slipped my hand out and wiped it on my napkin, smiling at him. “Was that good for you?”

He nodded. “Very. Maybe we can do that fantasy for real sometime.” He looked at his pants to look for signs. They were black, so the wetness didn’t show.

I raised my eyebrows. “Maybe. At least you can have that fantasy, thinking about me when you want to come sometime.”

He kissed my lips and left. Steve patted my shoulders. “See how hot you are? That was great. Nice job, princess.”

Sandy was still working on her guy. I whispered in her ear, “Beat ya.”

She laughed and wrapped her arm around his shoulders, whispering in his ear. His body tensed, and she smiled, looking at him while he came in her hand. She wiped her hand on a napkin as she said to me, “I let you. I didn’t want to be the one waiting. Might as well enjoy it as long as I could. Ready for bed?”

Sandy stood and took my hand. I grabbed Steve’s hand. Another couple of guys said hi to Sandy. She talked to them, then looked at Steve and me. “Want some extra helpers?”

Steve shrugged and nodded. I looked at the guys. They were cute. Very cute. “Why not?” 
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The five of us went to my room. I went into the bathroom and removed my backdoor buddy. When I came out, Sandy was on the bed, one of the cute guys was in her mouth, and Steve was naked, holding her legs back as he thrusted into her hard and fast. I felt a hand on my shoulder and turned to see the other very cute guy. He gave me a peck on the lips. I knelt down before him and unzipped his pants. I bobbed my head on it as I looked up at him.

His pleasure showed on his face as his hands gently held my head. I savored his clean-smelling package, tugging on his shaved balls and running my tongue around his rod while bobbing.

I felt Steve’s hand on my shoulder. “We’re ready for you.” He motioned to the bed. Sandy was lying back with her arms out to me. I stood and said to the guy, “We can finish this when we’re in the bed.”

I went to Sandy and slid between her legs. She held her legs back and guided me into her, then wrapped her legs above my hips. I felt Steve as he pushed his thick shaft into me, spreading me and filling me to my throat. He thrusted, shoving me into Sandy. Sandy turned her head to the side and took one guy into her mouth. On my elbows, I turned my head to the other side and took the other.

They held our heads and thrusted into our faces as Steve pummeled me with Sandy beneath me. All I did was run my tongue around the shaft in my mouth and squeeze it with my lips while everyone else did the work.

I was in some kind of heaven. Even my mouth seemed to have nerve endings of a sexual nature as I relished him in it. Ripples of pleasure ran through Steve inside me, and into me then into Sandy. The bed shook, and moans and whimpers mingled as the dance went on.

I felt hands clench my head tight, and a flood of gushes, one after the other, filled my greedy mouth. When he was done and had removed it, I watched as Sandy received her oral reward while shuddering and coming on me.

Steve grasped my hips tight and grunted. He shoved it deep and held it all the way in as his body shook. I came in Sandy at the same time while I looked into her eyes, her hand stroking my head. “That’s it, princess. This is what I wanted for you for so long.”

Steve pulled almost all the way out, then shoved it all the way back in, grunting and shoving me into Sandy.

Sandy twitched. “Yes!”

I flooded her with my weeks of pent-up fluids and collapsed on her. Steve rolled off me to the side. He slid his wet rod against my stockinged leg as he gazed into my eyes. “I love you, Christine.”

“I love you too, Steve. I love you both so much.”

I was so relaxed and satisfied. I lay there thinking as Sandy stroked my hair and Steve rubbed against my leg. What a dream come true.

I said, “So we’re a threesome? I mean, committed?”

Sandy said, “Why not?”

Steve said. “I hope so. What could be better?”

“I agree. Good. That’s done. Now, would you two think it silly if I used the winnings to make me more... uh, more girly? I’m thinking breast implants first. I’d like to graduate and start my life as a girl. Kind of. I’d keep one last vestige of maleness, though.” I laughed.

Steve said, “Silly? Heck no, buddy. I’d love it if you had breasts and stayed this way. Right, Sandy?”

“Right. It’s totally you. Besides, women engineers are scarce. You’d even have more opportunities and probably higher pay.”

“True.” I slid out of bed.

Sandy lifted herself onto her elbows. “Where are you going?”

“I think I’ll do some finite element analysis to relax a little before bed. I’ll be back in bed soon. The world has opened up so much now. It’s just so much to process.”

I kissed them both good-night.


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

Barb and Thom

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

Amazon:

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

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

http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com
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