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 “Okay guys. Let’s discuss our problems.” Jake, the president of our frat house, had called a meeting. I scarfed down my last bite of pizza and washed it down with the rest of my beer.  
 “We lost six seniors this year and need to refill those rooms, or we won’t have enough to pay the bills.”  
 I popped my hand up and waved it. 
 “Frank, you don’t have to raise your hand, pretty boy. What?” 
 “Why don’t we just advertise on the bulletin boards? Or run a hazing like you guys did with me?”  
 “Hazings have fallen from favor. No one likes being woken in the middle of the night and then made to do stupid shit like you did and get paddled into the house. Did you like the hazing?” 
 “Uh, I guess it was pretty weird, but it made me feel accepted.”  
 “Right. Weird. And advertising on the bulletin boards isn’t gonna do any good when this place looks like a dump. There’s excess housing on campus now. We need to maximize our chances.”  
 Pete, a burly, smiling, soft-spoken guy said, “Why not fix it up?” 
 “Who’s gonna have time this summer to do that?” He looked around the room. “Porch needs scraping and paint, windows should be washed, rooms cleaned up and painted. Any takers? Who doesn’t have a job yet? We sure as hell can’t pay professionals to do it.”  
 Everyone looked at each other. They all had jobs, as did I. Mine was a shitty job, but a job—a buck above minimum wage working on the campus with a redneck boss who always called me names like candy-ass and sissy.  
 “See? No takers. The other problem I mentioned is finding six more tenants. I think we need to double our options by fixing up the house and opening the frat up to girls.”  
 Everyone laughed. Pete held his belly. “What girl would want to live here in this dump?”  
 Jake nodded. “Not even guys want to live here the way it is now. But we need to make it good enough that girls could move in. Then we’ll have the largest possible pool of candidates.”  
 Pete saw his logic. “Makes sense. Fix the place up and open it to girls. But what girl in her right mind would move in with all guys? Even after we fix it up? And how will we get the work done?”  
 Jake sucked on his beer. He looked at his notepad. “We have enough money in the general fund to be able to pay someone to do the work. Not a pro, though. We can only afford minimum wage and materials. If one of you guys wants to do the work, I can pay the minimum under the table, so if you have a minimum wage job now, you’d make more not having to pay taxes.”  
 He looked around as everyone thought about it. I was kinda likin’ the idea. It would get me away from that redneck boss of mine, and I’d be able to work at home. I’d make more money from the tax savings too.  
 “Okay, think about it. Now, about opening it up to girls, Pete makes a good point. What girl in her right mind would want to move in here with no other girls living here? Anyone know a girl who would move in to start the process? We need a girl to be first and to spread the word how great it is here.”  
 I didn’t know many girls, and my one friend who happened to be a girl would probably not be interested since she had plenty of money and her own apartment. I stood and went over to the coffee table to grab another piece of pizza. Jake slapped me on the ass as I passed him. “Nice jeans, Frank. They show off your cute ass well.” He laughed.  
 I threw him a dirty look. “Why do you always pick on me like that?”  
 “I’m sorry, Frank. You’re just too darn cute.”  
 Pete swallowed a mouthful of pizza. “Yeah, Frank. You know we love you. You are a cute guy, though. Some guys are handsome...” He sucked his belly in, “...like me. Others are cute like you. It’s okay to be cute.”  
 I agreed, and the guys were pretty good with me. I’d never been a very macho guy, and I joined these guys in this frat because I felt they’d be nice to me, and they had. Jake likes to joke around, but he’s okay. I sat back down and crossed my legs, thinking as I nibbled at my pizza. I bounced my foot. They watched me.  
 Jake said, “See? Even the way you sit and eat. Bouncing your foot like that, and holding your pinky out while you eat your pizza, and you never get dirty. Cute. How tall are you, Frank? Five-six or so?”  
 I looked up holding my pizza to the side. “Five-four, actually.”  
 “Five-four. Nice. And you never have a problem with your weight. What do you weigh? Maybe 130?”  
 “115 actually. A 19.7 BMI.” I smiled at him. “Can eat anything I want.”  
 “Nice. See, Frank? You’re a lucky guy.”  
 “I know.” I smiled and ate my pizza. My foot was bouncing on its own. I loved compliments.  
 “Frank, have you ever wanted to do something to be a hero?”  
 “Uh, everyone does. I’m not the hero type, though.”  
 “I think you are the hero type, Frank. At least I think you have the best chance of anyone in this room to be. Now don’t get upset when I throw this out there. I think you can save all our asses. And I think you’re man enough to have the courage to do so.” He leaned forward, looked around the room at each person individually as he said, “And I want you guys to tell Frank what you think of my idea when I say it. I think you’ll realize he can save our asses too. If so, I want you to support him on it.”  
 He scanned them again. “This is for saving our asses and having girls live in this place and paying the rent.”  
 They all nodded and looked at each other.  
 Pete grinned. “Girls in our house. Wow. That would be awesome. The place might even smell good.”  
 Jake held his hands up as everyone chattered. “Okay, here’s the plan. We have enough money to invest in this. Enough to pay someone and enough to pay for the other things we’ll need.”  
 He looked me in the eye. I re-crossed my legs, wrapped my arms around myself and took a deep breath. “I don’t know what you want me to do, but you guys have been like family to me. I never had any guys that treated me nicely like you guys do. I’ll do anything for you guys. I think.” Heck, why not paint and clean this summer?  
 Jake stood and came over by me. He took me by the hand. 
 “What are you doing, Jake?”  
 He led me to the center of the room. He held my hand above my head. “Now do a little turn for us.”  
 He turned me around like a dancer. I almost tripped. “Oops. If I’m gonna be doin’ those kind of moves, I’ll need some practice.”  
 He let my hand go. “Just walk back and forth across the room.”  
 I did.  
 “See? Perfect. Just need a few things.”  
 Everyone was whispering and smiling. “Did I win?” What did I win?” I covered my mouth with my hand. “What’s happening?”  
 Jake smiled and bowed before me. He held my hand by my fingers and kissed the back of my hand then held it up and turned to the group. “Meet Fran, our first girl resident.”  
 “What!?” I covered my mouth and looked at all of them.  
 Jake said, “You said you’d do anything for us. Fran. Everything about you makes it work. You even have the voice for it.”  
 The group applauded and hooted. They all came over to me and patted my back, thanking me. 
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 Wow. I stood there stock-still as they all called me their hero, patted me, and whooped. They lifted me in the air and carried me around the room. I couldn’t believe this was happening. The secret I’d been keeping from the world was now a dream come true, and no one had even known I wanted to do it. I’d be a hero too. Holy shit!  
 “Uh, guys, guys, please put me down.” I laughed as they all had fun with me.  
 Jake said, “You won’t regret this, Frank. I take it you accept the challenge? Guys, hey, put Frank down.”  
 They placed me on my feet. I adjusted my shirt and pants and composed myself. I looked at them all. “Really? You guys won’t make fun of me?”  
 Jake said, “Not only won’t they make fun of you, but they’ll protect you and help you be the best. Right, guys?”  
 They all talked at once, agreeing with and reinforcing what Jake said.  
 “Wow. Then I guess I need to have the balls to do it, right, guys?”  
 “Yeah!” they yelled.  
 Jake said, “Now do it well.” He pulled my hand out and started counting money into it. When he was done, I couldn’t believe how much he had given me. “There. That’s for your new wardrobe. Get rid of your old clothes since you won’t need them anymore, and we don’t want them around for girls to find and figure out that you aren’t a girl.”  
 I looked at the money. “But Jake, this is a lot of money. A thousand dollars?”  
 “Chicks ain’t cheap to dress. Get some pretty clothes, sexy stuff too. You need to play the part perfectly. Can your friend maybe help you with shopping? It’s the first thing you’ll need to do.”  
 “Uh, I’ll check.” I stuffed the money in my pants.  
 “Good. Now get on the job, buddy. I mean Fran.” He raised his arms to the other guys. “Hey, guys, listen! No one calls him, I mean her, Frank anymore. Her name is Fran. And that bathroom on her floor is the girls’ bathroom. You guys living on that floor will probably need to move. That’s gonna be the floor for the girls.”  
 He looked at the guys who had those rooms. They all nodded.  
 “Good. Now the future of this frat house is secure for good, thanks to Fran.” He patted my back. “Oh, Joey, make a new nameplate in wood shop with Fran on it and deep-six the Frank sign. Make it nice and frilly too.”  
 “Can I have pink letters? Maybe a flower too?”  
 Joey looked at me weirdly.  
 “Hey, it’s what a girl would have, right?”  
 Jake threw Joey a look. “Joey?”  
 Joey nodded. “You’re right, man. Sorry.”  
 Jake said, “Say sorry to Fran, not me.”  
 “Sorry, Fran. I didn’t mean anything. It’ll be real pretty. If you don’t like it, I’ll make another.”  
 “Thanks.” I took a deep breath. “Lots to do, Jake. I have to get moving.”  
 “Right on, cutie. Get goin’.” He patted my bottom. It felt pretty good. I felt good. I had a chance to be a hero and be a girl! Wow! I had to talk to Stacey. I hoped she’d understand and help me. 
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 I brushed my teeth, sprayed on my favorite cologne, combed my hair, put in my best stud earrings, and ran out the door. I walked so fast, I was practically running. I couldn’t believe what this summer would be like now. I was going to do what I’d always wanted to try. It felt so right. I never felt right as a guy, always trying to fit in with the rest of the guys. Now I could be me. “Woohoooo!” I yelled as I ran down the street.  
 I buzzed Stacey’s doorbell. “It’s me,” I said into the speaker. She buzzed me in, and I ran up the stairs to her apartment. She held the door open for me, smiling.  
 “My, don’t you look happy!” She kissed my cheek and put her arm around me as she closed the door. “What happened? Want a drink?”  
 “Uh, yeah. I better. Gin?”  
 “Martini coming up, sweetie.”  
 She went to the fridge and pulled chilled glasses from the freezer and a pitcher of martinis, then poured them. She handed me mine and held hers out to clink. “I get the feeling a celebration is in order. What happened?”  
 We clinked, and she led us to the balcony. We sat and sipped as she stared at me. “Tell me now. Out with it.”  
 “Well, first—and this isn’t the big thing, but it’s good—no more redneck boss for the summer. I’ll be renovating the frat house instead. You know, paint and stuff. Under the table, and I’ll make more money that way too.”  
 “Nice.”  
 “But that’s not all. I hope you don’t think I’m weird for doing the next thing, but it sounds like fun to me anyway.”  
 “Next thing?”  
 I drank down my martini. “I think I need another.”  
 “Sure.” She refilled them. I sipped it and studied her.  
 “Whatever it is, it’s okay. You know you can tell me anything.”  
 “I know. Okay.” I took a deep breath and explained it all, watching her reaction. Her face went from shock to smiling and scanning my whole body while I talked.  
 When I finished, she kissed my cheek and said, “I think you’re courageous to do it. And, knowing you like I do and seeing how excited you are, I think you’ll love it. I think it might be a dream come true for you, right?”  
 I nodded excitedly.  
 “See? Good girl. This will be so much fun.” She ran her hand along my thigh. “You’ll make such a pretty girl. When do we start? Can I help?”  
 “I was hoping you’d say that. I’ll need lots of help.”  
 “I have a great idea. Why not stay the night here? Tomorrow I can do your makeup and you can borrow some clothes from me, and then we can go shopping.”  
 “Really? That would be great.” I took my phone out, called Jake and let him know. He was thrilled.  
 “Okay. All set. Can we maybe pick out some clothes for tomorrow?”  
 “Of course, sweetie. C’mon.”  
 We went into her bedroom, and all her pretty things were almost overwhelming. My heart raced as she excitedly held one dress after another up against me. It aroused me thinking of wearing the clothes.  
 “I love that one. It’s so hot. Can I try it on?” It was a black, slinky, clubbing dress with a flared hem.  
 “Well, I don’t think it would be good for the mall, but you could wear it now. I think it’ll fit. Go ahead.”  
 She sat on the bed. I shimmied out of my jeans, and Stacey stopped me. “You can’t wear boy undies under that. Take a pair from my top drawer.  
 I opened the drawer, and it was amazing—all the pretty colors and silky panties made it hard to pick. She came over by me and selected a pair. “Try these pink stretchy ones. They should feel nice and fit well.”  
 I sat on the bed and changed into them. I was embarrassed to stand up. I felt my face flush.  
 “Don’t be embarrassed. Of course it’s hard. It feels too good on it not to be. I never thought of you as a sexual being, but this is nice.”  
 “It is?”  
 She put her hand on it and rubbed it, smiling up at me. “Mmm. It is.”  
 Oh, my god. How much luckier could I get? She rubbed it for a while through the panties. A spot of moisture showed through.  
 She stopped. “See how nice? You’re so sexy in panties.” 
 She held the dress out for me. I slipped into it. It felt like silk against my skin. She looked me over. “That’ll work. But you need shoes and stockings with that one, uh, and a bra. Hey, it’s still early. Let’s have you shave your whole body, and then I’ll do your hair and makeup. You can borrow some of my earrings, and we’ll both get dressed like we’re going clubbing and have a few drinks together.”  
 She undid my ponytail and fluffed it on my shoulders. “Mmm, maybe a cut tomorrow too.” She kissed my lips as she ran her hand over the front of the dress. I wrapped my arms around her, and we kissed for a while. She pushed her leg between mine. She pulled her face back. “Yes, let’s do that. Go shower and shave. There are fresh razors in the linen closet. I’ll get dressed.” 
 



   
   

4

   
 When I was done shaving my body, Stacey was already dressed. She wore a tight gold mini dress with matching stilettos; she had spiked her hair and done her eyes in nightclub makeup. She smelled wonderful too.  
 She sat on the counter, her legs crossed, waiting for me to get out of the shower. She smiled when she saw how hard I was and handed me a towel. “Feels nice, doesn’t it? I mean the skin after taking off the hair?”  
 “It does.”  
 While I toweled my hair, Stacey smoothed skin cream over my body. She even did my little flagpole.  
 “Ungh, Stacey. I never... huh,huh, please, stop.”  
 “This is nice. I always wanted to do this with you, but I was afraid to. Okay, let’s get you all prettied up, little girl.”  
 She dried my hair, making waves and fluffing it. Then she did my makeup. My lips were a perfect cupid’s bow, and my eyes popped with the liner, mascara, and shadow. I hardly recognized myself in the mirror.  
 She painted my toenails and fingernails quickly. “Tomorrow we can get some long nails put on. They’ll make you feel more feminine, changing how you pick things up and use them.”  
 “I’d like that.”  
 We moved into the bedroom, and she had me slide on some super sheer suntan pantyhose that she cut the crotch out of so I could be free of them in my panties. She found a well-padded bra that actually gave me some cleavage. While she was adjusting it she said, “This will do for tonight, but we’ll need to buy some gel inserts for you to wear every day that will give you more cleavage and a fuller shape.”  
 I nodded, dumbfounded, and stared at myself in the full-length mirror.  
 “Okay, put on the dress, and I’ll get you some earrings and perfume.”  
 I slid the silky dress over my stockinged legs, and the feeling was luscious. Stacey had set a pair of shoes on the bed; I slid them on and strapped them. They fit perfectly, and the high heels felt wonderful as I tested them walking.  
 “Here, use these earrings.” She handed them to me. “Tomorrow we can get more piercings, too, don’t you think? Girls today have lots of piercings.”  
 “That would be great,” I said as I put them in. “This is so nice of you. I don’t know how I could ever repay you.”  
 “We’ll think of something.” She laughed.  
 I looked at myself in the full-length mirror. The flared skirt of the dress made me look like I had hips.  
 “I have an idea,” Stacey said. Take your panties off.”  
 “Really?”  
 “Yes, I want to see if your woodie will show. I don’t think it will under that flared skirt.”  
 I slid them off. I popped up under the dress. It didn’t show. I walked. It rubbed against the dress in a heavenly way. I grinned at Stacey.  
 “Nice, huh?”  
 “Very sexy.”  
 “Good. Now let’s go out.”  
 “I thought we were staying here?”  
 “Are you kidding? With you and me looking this good? We need to celebrate the new you.”  
 “Oh, Stacey. I’m not sure I’m ready for that.”  
 Stacey dropped to her knees and lifted my dress. She took me in her mouth.  
 I’d never imagined how good that could feel. No one had ever done that for me, and having Stacey do it was a complete surprise. I loved it. “Oh, Stacey. That feels so nice. Uh, huh...”  
 She bobbed her head rapidly and ran her tongue around it.  
 I stood shaking in my new heels, my knees weak, my hand gently on her head. “Oh, yeah. uh, huh, huh.”  
 I started to thrust. She slurped off of it. “Okay, if we go out, you can have more later.”  
 “Oh, Stacey!” I whined. “Please let me finish now.”  
 “No more unless we go out first. You can decide.”  
 She took me in her mouth again and looked up at me. She brought me to the edge again and stopped. It jerked around in the air, oozing from the tip. She licked it off making me shudder.. She looked up at me, smiling.  
 “Please?” I begged. 
 “That’s all, unless we go out first.” She held the hem of the dress up and watched it.  
 “Oh please, Stacey. Look at it.” It bobbed around uncontrollably in the air. 
 “Your decision. No more unless we go out.”  
 I guessed I could just stay in, and try to relax and let it go down. Right? 
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 The decision was easy. It would never go down tonight, and I’d be tortured. How could I pass up having her do that later? Stay in  feeling sexy and horny, or go out and come back and be satisfied, lusciously satisfied? Stacey set me up with a purse and we were off.  
 We went to a nice club not far from where Stacey lived. The excitement and arousal I was feeling was like nothing I’d ever experienced. All the sensations of being dressed like a woman and walking in heels made me feel beautiful. I felt deliciously vulnerable and feminine with no pants safely locking me in but instead an easily lifted dress and heels to make me walk daintily. I wouldn’t be able to run in the heels very well, and the dress let the breeze float up and caress me. So vulnerable. So sexy. I flailed beneath the dress, adding the slick caress of the fabric on my hardness to the other sensations.  
 Stacey pointed to an open half-circle booth in a dark corner. “That looks good, huh?”  
 “Sure.”  
 She took me by the hand and led me to it. We slid in on the cold seat. I crossed my legs beneath the table, and Stacey put her hand on my stockinged thigh and squeezed me. “You okay, little girl?”  
 “Just a little nervous, but I love it. Thank you so much. It feels so, so, sensual, feminine, vulnerable.”  
 “You’re welcome.”  
 We ordered dirty martinis.  
 She slid her hand over my dress between my legs and squeezed it. “Mmm, I see how sensual it feels. That’s good. I’m happy you’re going to enjoy your new role as a woman.”  
 My new role as a woman. What did that really mean? I mean, I loved it so far, but what else would it entail? “Stacey, Role sounds like I’m acting a part.”  
 “Well, you know what I mean. I mean, being dressed and made up and presenting yourself as a woman is just one part of it, and so far, you’re doing incredibly well.” She slid her hand on my thigh and caressed it. “You look so natural, and your voice is even perfect for it. It’s as if you were always meant to be this way.”  
 Our drinks arrived. Stacey toasted, “To the new Fran. May she fully immerse herself in the pleasures of being a desired woman.”  
 We clinked and sipped. I raised an eyebrow and put my hand on her silky leg. “A desired woman? I’m not so sure that’s where I’d like to go with this. I’ve never been desired by anyone, never mind men. I’ve always been a joke of sorts to them.”  
 “You’ll see, you’ll love being the object of their attention. I don’t know how you can stop it. You’re gorgeous.” She kissed my lips gently so we didn’t mess our lipstick.  
 When we turned back to watch the nightclub, two guys were standing at our booth, both over six feet tall and handsome. The first one flashed a smile at us. “Mind if we join you? It would be nice if we could buy your next drink.”  
 My heart raced. Shit!  
 Stacey smiled at them and motioned with her hands to sit on both sides of us. “Sure, that would be great.”  
 The blond one slid in next to me, his thigh pressed against mine. I felt my face flush. He held his hand to me. “I’m Josh, and this is Brad.”  
 Stacey said, “I’m Stacey, and this is Fran.”  
 We all shook hands. Their hands were huge and hard. I felt so tiny next to them. They ordered drinks for us and themselves. When the waitress left, Josh put his hand on my leg nonchalantly and said, “So, I’ve seen Stacey around from time to time here, but I’ve never seen you. Are you new to the area?”  
 His hand made me nervous, but it felt nice. I put my hand on his to keep it from roaming. “Not really, just new to the club. I usually don’t get all dressed up like this to go out.” That sure was the truth.  
 “Well, I’m glad you decided to tonight. You look wonderful.” He slid his hand along my stockinged leg. “And you feel wonderful too. I hope you don’t mind my forwardness. I’d regret not having my interest known.”  
 “Uh, well, I’ll take that as a compliment.”  
 Our drinks arrived. I was feeling the effect of the first one, and it made me less nervous. I looked over at Stacey. She winked at me as she leaned into her new-found friend and put her hand in his lap. He raised his eyebrows. They laughed and clinked glasses.  
 Josh raised his drink to me. “To getting to know each other better.”  
 We clinked and he sipped. I downed half of mine.  
 We made idle conversation, my mind multitasking as his hand caressing my leg made me crazy. What would I do now? It was too much for me. What if he discovered my secret? In a way, it made it more exciting, but the reality of it was also frightening.  
 He took my hand and held it as he talked. He let our hands fall into his lap. I could feel his interest in me beneath his pants. It was flattering to think I made him that way. I wanted to keep his interest but not let him find out. I looked over at Stacey. After a brief kiss from Brad, she looked back at me. I lifted my head to her.  
 “What, Fran?”  
 “I’m going to the ladies’ room. Want to go?”  
 “Sure.”  
 The boys let us out. It took me some time thinking about baseball to be able to pee. I found Stacey at the mirror applying fresh lipstick and did the same.  
 “I have a problem, Stacey.”  
 “What’s that?”  
 “He’s interested in me. He thinks I’m hot.”  
 “So? You are.” She sprayed perfume on her and me. “Now you smell as good as you look.”  
 “But he’s hard. And he put my hand on it.”  
 “Did you like that?” She reached for me through my dress. “Seems like you do.”  
 “Well, but what if he finds out? What do I do now?”  
 “Have fun. Take him in the ladies’ room and use your mouth as his pleasure-giver.”  
 “What!? I can’t do that.”  
 “Why not? You have a mouth same as I do, and I’m going to do that to you later. If you’re good and want me to.”  
 “Oh, Stacey, stop. I won’t do that to him.” I gave her a look of shock. She shook her head and stared at me, silent. I felt my face flush with the thought of it. It was way too much to think about. Could I really do that? I throbbed beneath my dress. “Oh my god, no. I won’t do it.”  
 Stacey smiled and put her hand on my shoulder. “That’s okay. I guess you’re not grown up enough for that yet. So instead, when you’ve had enough to drink, use your hand under the table on him, and they’ll leave after you’ve taken care of him. I’ll do the same to Brad.”  
 “It’ll make a mess.”  
 She dug in her purse. “Not if you put one of these on him first. Here.” She handed me one.  
 The thought of it was crazy. Me doing that to another guy. It seemed freaky. “That’s freaky. A guy doing a guy like that.”  
 “What’s wrong with that? Anyway, who’s the guy? You sure aren’t. Do you feel like a guy? Did you ever really feel like a guy?” She turned me to look in the mirror. “Do you look anything like a guy?”  
 She was right. I didn’t feel or look like a guy, and the thought of doing that made me rub against the underside of my dress, giving me a shiver. Maybe it would be fun. But then, maybe I’d want more.  
 She smiled. “Let’s go, girl. I think after this drink you’ll be ready to use your hand on him, and after you’ve made him happy that way, you may want to do the other thing soon. You’ll see how good it can feel to be a girl pleasing a guy.”  
 We went back to the table and resumed our positions. I pressed my crossed leg against his. His hand went to my thigh. I slid a hand onto his crotch, pressed my palm on it, and slid it back and forth. I sipped my drink with my other hand.  
 He gazed into my eyes. “That feels nice.”  
 It felt nice to me too. My heart was racing. He ran his huge hand over my thighs to where my legs crossed and tried to squeeze in between them. I held them tight. I started to unzip his pants, and he helped me and took it out. I pounded the rest of my drink. He waved to the waitress and ordered another round.  
 I wrapped my fingers around his shaft, and it grew and grew, as did his pleasure. He kissed my neck as the waitress dropped off the drinks. I was pleasantly buzzed by then, and he was breathing into my ear. “Uh, yeah, Stacey, that feels so good. Maybe we can go somewhere else where we can do more.”  
 I whispered back. “Sorry, it’s that time of the month. You’ll have to be happy with this.”  
 “Uh, god. If you’re not careful, you’ll make a mess.”  
 “One second and I’ll take care of that.” I dug it out of my purse and flashed it at him.  
 He nodded and smiled. “Good idea.”  
 I unwrapped it, looking over at Stacey. She saw me do that and went into her purse as well.  
 I reached beneath the table and held his flagpole with one hand, rubbed the lube from it on his rod, then slid the sheath over it with the other. It was tight and barely covered all of it, but it was on. I took a tissue from my purse and wiped the lube off of it and my fingers.  
 I wrapped a hand around it and started. I was able to slip the sheath up and down his shaft. “How’s that feel, Josh?”  
 “Really, really good. The lube is great. Your hand feels so nice.”  
 “Thanks.” I was loving the fact that he was really, really enjoying it. It made me feel proud that I was who I was, able to make someone feel so good. A guy no less. I watched him as I worked it. He sniffed my neck and his breath got faster. His warm breathing in my ear and his little, quiet moans, saying my name to me—I was fully engaged and enjoying every second. I was hard between my legs and oozing on my stockings.  
 I used my other hand to grab his shaved globes and tug. I ran my thumb over the tip repeatedly, making him jerk his body each time I did. “Ungh, wow,” he whispered. “You’re incredible.”  
 “Thanks. Now show me how excited I get you and fill it up for me.”  
 I pumped his shaft inside the rubber. It slid and slipped inside, and I could tell by the way he was wriggling in his seat he was close. He wrapped his arm around me and whispered his hot breath in my ear, “Now. Ungh, uh, uh, uh, uh, uh...” He thrust his hips into my hand. “...uh yes, Fran, oh god, uh uh.”  
 He slumped in the booth and looked at me wide-eyed. “Wow! That was awesome.” He tucked himself away, smiling. I winked at him and sipped my drink. Stacey was just finishing off Brad. Brad was looking into her eyes as he subtly winced and shuddered. Stacey kissed his face several times as she gave him his last throes into the sheath. He tucked himself away.  
 Josh tried to get my phone number, but I took his and didn’t give mine. Stacey did the same with Brad. They paid the bill and moved on.  
 We slid close to one another. Stacey took my hand and looked into my eyes. “Was that nice? How did it feel?”  
 “It was. I felt powerful and in control. It was so flattering for him to do that. It showed how alluring I am. I’m proud of myself.”  
 “I was hoping that for you. You deserve it. Isn’t it wonderful being able to do that?” She slid her hand in mine and squeezed. “We should go after this drink. We have a busy day tomorrow.”  
 I was feeling that if I finished the drink I’d be drunk. “Yeah, we can go anytime. I don’t need this drink.”  
 “Good idea. I don’t want you to take forever when we get home. I want to get you to sleep so you’re rested tomorrow.”  
 We left. I couldn’t wait to get home and get some relief and rest. 
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 As soon as we were in the door, Stacey took me into her bedroom, flung back the covers, and pushed me onto the bed. She maneuvered me, placing my head on the pillow and herself between my raised knees. I lifted the dress and folded it back so I could watch her. Her lips and mouth engulfed me.  
 The dim light on the nightstand was enough to make it easy to see the pleasure she was taking by giving me that ecstasy. “Ungh, Stacey, yes.” I held my hands gently on her head. Her eyes gazed up at me as I thrust slowly into her mouth. “That feels so nice.”  
 She nodded and ran her tongue over the tip, making me jerk, and then she ran it around the shaft. Her head bobbed up and down while I looked into her eyes. I couldn’t imagine what it must feel like for her to be controlling me like this. It must be incredible. I wondered if I should have done that to Josh.  
 Imagining doing it to Josh brought me immediately to the edge. I thrust like a child into a pillow as Stacey’s eyes went wide. She controlled my depth with her hand as I pumped into her face. “Ungh yes, Stacey!” I squeezed her head tight. She nodded as I thrust. I whimpered, “Ungh, ungh, ungh, uh, huh, uh, huh, god.”  
 I pushed into her mouth. She swallowed voraciously as I flooded her. When I was done, she continued to make me crazy, and I had to stop her. “Please, stop, enough.” I pulled out of her face. It shone in the dim light, throbbing in the air.  
 Stacey licked her lips, smiled, and wiped them with her hand. She slid up next to me and wrapped her leg over mine. She whispered in my ear. “Good girl. Were you thinking of anything at the end that made you release so fast?”  
 “Uh, yeah. I imagined what it was like for you to be doing that, and I uh...” 
 “I uh what? C’mon, you can tell me the truth. I think I know anyway.” 
 “I imagined myself doing that to a boy.”  
 “I thought so. See? This will work out so nicely for you. Now let’s get some sleep.” She kissed me on the lips, and we fell fast asleep in an embrace. 
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 When I woke, Stacey was already in the shower. I made the bed and went into the kitchen, still dressed from last night, and made us eggs, toast, and coffee.  
 “Good morning, little girl. Are you ready to go on a shopping spree?” She sat, crossed her pretty legs, and smiled at me. She was wearing some high wedge sandals, a denim mini, and a ruffled, beige V-neck blouse.  
 “You bet. Of course, I need to shower and change. Should I put on my own clothes?”  
 “Don’t be silly. You’ll never need them again. I have another skirt, a similar top, and shoes like this, if you’d like to wear that instead.”  
 “That would be nice. Thanks.”  
 “So last night you had a little fantasy, huh? About Josh? We’ll have to make a reality out of that sometime. Not necessarily him of course. Would you like that?”  
 I nodded excitedly. “I’m a little nervous about it, but I can’t help but wonder what it’s like to make them feel so good.”  
 Stacey rolled her eyes. “I think you’ll love it. It’s very...” she laughed and licked her lips, “mmm, rewarding, mentally rewarding to make someone feel so good and what it says about your feminine allure, and of course, his result that you can actually swallow.” She laughed. “Mmm, oh yeah, baby, but first, we have a lot to buy for you.”  
 We finished breakfast, and Stacey did the dishes while I showered and dressed. She let me wear a new pair of suntan pantyhose, an outfit like hers, and some of her perfume. I loved the perfume.  
 She helped me with my makeup and hair, and we were at the mall when it opened. Just walking through it, looking at all the women’s clothing options, feeling the way the high, wedge sandals made my walk more feminine and sexy, feeling the squeeze of the bra around my chest, the silky feel of the stockings on my legs—it was all heavenly. I was like a child in a candy store now with all the pretty things.  
 We took our time. The first stop was for bras and panties and my new breast-forms. When we found the right size forms and bra, I wore them out of the store. My new breasts and cleavage were enough to draw the attention of any man, and they sure did. Winks, smiles, and happy hellos from men were given freely to both of us as we continued our journey.  
 Next were new earrings and piercings for me. We entered the shop, and Stacey led the way to the counter. Of course, the guy working it was gorgeous. He smiled as we approached. “Hello, ladies. Can I help you?”  
 Stacey went right up to him and leaned over the counter toward him. She held her hand to the side of her mouth. He leaned into her. She whispered something in his ear then stood back. He grinned and looked at me. I could feel his eyes as they practically felt every part of my body in his inspection. What had she said?  
 “I think that’s a good idea.” He leaned over and motioned for me to get closer. With his hand under my chin, he took a pen and touched my ear with it. “There on the lobe, and there on the top. I think that will look nice. Such a pretty ear, too. I’d be glad to accept the deal your friend offered me, if you’re interested in it. I assume since she said that, you are.”  
 I looked at Stacey and tilted my head. “Deal?”  
 “You’ll love it. Take it. Trust me.”  
 I looked back at him. “Hmm. I guess I have to trust her. Okay.”  
 “Great. Let’s get you taken care of then. Right this way.”  
 He led us into the back room to a seat in front of a mirror. I sat and put my bags of lingerie on the floor. He held some faux diamond studs up to me. “These good for the top holes?” 
 “If they’re not too expensive.”  
 “Free.”  
 “Okay.”  
 He looked through another box and held up some dangling silver chains with a stud at the top of each. “And are these okay for the new bottom holes?”  
 “How much?”  
 “No charge.”  
 “Really? Uh, heck of a deal.”  
 He laughed, “Sure is for me.”  
 He swabbed my ears with alcohol. Then he took a pistol-like device with the stud earrings and pressed it against the top of my ear. “Ready?”  
 I clenched. “Do it.”  
 A snap and it pierced my cartilage. “Ouch.”  
 “Sorry. It’s done though. Next.  
 He turned my face toward him and gazed into my eyes. “You’re so pretty. I can’t wait.” He turned my head and did the other ear. Then he did the new lobe-holes and we were done. I looked in the mirror. Much nicer than my guy studs.  
 He went to the door and locked it. “There. Now, we won’t be bothered.” He stood in front of me and undid his belt. I flashed a panicked look at Stacey. “It’s okay, Fran. Now it’s time to pay the nice man.”  
 His pants were unzipped and he took the shaved rod and globes out. It was enormous. He shook it and flopped it around. He moved it closer to my face. I could smell his cologne as it hung in front of my mouth. He smiled at me and said, “This will be worth every cent.”  
 I cautiously took it between my fingers and moved my mouth closer. It was growing in my hand as I slid my mouth over it and engulfed it.  
 “Ungh, yeah, Fran. That’s it.” He held my head with both hands. I was thrilled as it continued to increased in size, my mouth being filled with the firming flesh. Mine grew likewise in my panties. I was getting so aroused, I wondered if I’d be able to restrain myself. I crossed my legs and squeezed myself between them as I flicked the tip of his. He twitched, “Oh yeah.” He pushed it into my face. I held the shaft with one hand to control the depth and tugged on his globes. “Ungh, that’s it princess.”  
 I ran my tongue around it while bobbing my head. He tilted my head to him so he could look into my eyes and said, “That looks so hot.”  
 I wrapped my hand around it, keeping me from gagging as he thrust into my face. A grimace spread across his face. “Oh baby, here it is.”  
 He flooded me with his juices, gushing with each thrust. I hurriedly swallowed as it flowed over my tongue and down my throat. “Ungh, ungh, ungh, yeah.” He shoved it in and held it there. His hands squeezed my head tight as the last spasms went through his body, and I frantically swallowed the cream down my throat. I couldn’t stop myself from completely wetting my panties at the same time, my body shivering with delight as I did.  
 “Wow,” he said as he stroked my hair. “You were awesome.”  
 I licked my lips and smiled up at him. “Thanks. You were too.” I stood and straightened my skirt, careful not to get it wet from my panties. “So we’re all paid up?”  
 “You bet. Anytime you girls need something here, just let me know and we can make an arrangement.” He buckled his belt.  
 Stacey picked up the bags. “Thanks. See you later.”  
 He opened the door for us and we left.  
 “Next stop is skirts, dresses, and tops. You seemed to really get into that, Fran.”  
 “Totally. I have to change my panties now.”  
 “Oh, my.” She laughed. “It was that exciting? Good for you, girl.”  
 “I’ll put a new pair in my purse and go change in the ladies’ room.”  
 We shopped and found all sorts of pretty things. Pretty and sexy too. I had never felt so sexy as a guy in my life. We dragged the things out to the car before we shopped for shoes. When we entered the shoe store, there was another hot guy managing it.  
 He slid the stiletto onto my stockinged foot. His hand held my ankle and slid gently up and down my calf. “These really give a nice shape to your leg. You have a lovely leg. Go ahead and walk in them. If you’d like to walk farther, you can go into the back room and back.” He smiled as he glanced at my breasts and legs.  
 I stood and started to walk sensually toward the back. Stacey was whispering to him while they watched me. I stopped, winked at her and nodded.  
 He stood and came over to me. “Let me show you the back room. We have some other shoes not on display you might like.” He winked at me.  
 I put my hand out to him and he took it, walking me to the back room. I asked him, “Do you have any really hard things back here?”  
 He smiled and looked at me as he leaned against the shelf. He looked down at his pants. “I think we might, if it’s what you’re interested in.”  
 I placed a palm on it. “Nice. May I?” I held the zipper.  
 “Go for it, baby.”  
 I had it out in a second and was on my knees consuming it. I had a new addiction. This one was smaller but no less enjoyable. His reactions drove me to make him crazy, and I put every move I could think of on that rod as I looked up at him. He gave me his luscious reward. 
 He gave us a fifty percent discount on our shoes. I bought six pairs of stilettos and three pairs of high wedge sandals. We had completed our shopping with money left over. I even had work clothes for working on the frat—denim mini’s, tight tank tops, and high-heel sneakers.  
 A quick stop for a haircut and fake nails and we were done. I loved the bouncy shag, the way it showed my ears and the blonde highlights she added, giving it texture. I almost couldn’t find myself in the mirror, it was such a change. I now looked completely like a hot young woman.  
 “One more stop.” Stacey said. “You need some girl toys now too.”  
 She drove us to an adult store and selected butt plugs and dildos along with a strap-on. The thought of using them was almost as stimulating as what I’d done that day. The man who checked us out gave us a nice discount after both Stacey and I took care of one of his needs. I loved looking at my hands wrapped around it with the new, long, painted nails.  
 “Holy shit!” I said in the car. “What kind of world have I entered? This is crazy.”  
 Stacey laughed. “I don’t think that old frat house of yours is ever going to be the same again.”  
 The frat house. I almost forgot I was living with a house full of guys. I pictured each of their faces as they saw the new me. What would they do? Knowing what I really was under the dress, would they be at all interested in me? And what if they were? I crossed one leg over the other and bounced my foot, running my long nails over my stockinged leg. Hmm. Scary, but interesting. 
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 When we arrived at the frat house and started to unload the car, Jake yelled inside from the porch. “Hey, guys, come on out and give the girls a hand!”  
 He ran down the steps and started grabbing bags from us. “Wow, I guess you had enough money.” He stood with his arms full as he watched us picking up even more bags. “Fran, is that really you?” He looked me up and down. I held my loaded-down hands to the side and did a little minced-step turn. “Holy shit!”  
 “Thanks.” The other guys came out and started grabbing bags from us, all of them commenting on the new me. I felt like a queen. I’d never had compliments like this in my life.  
 Inside, the guys stood outside my door as we started taking out my old clothes. I called to Jake. “Salvation Army for all of it. I don’t have any room, and I doubt I’ll ever wear them again.”  
 He loaded up his arms. “You bet, Fran. I don’t blame you. Why go back, right?”  
 “Right.”  
 When we had finally finished organizing everything, I was exhausted and hungry. We walked downstairs. The guys were having drinks in the front room. Something was different. They didn’t look like slobs.  
 I stood there looking at them while they gawked at me. “What happened to you guys? It looks like you’re all going on dates or something. Everyone is clean and neat, and it even smells good here.”  
 I ran my hand through my hair waiting for an answer. Jake said, “We needed to change the image of this frat if we’re going to have girls for members, right? So we started today. You girls are invited to dinner tonight. Stan made a pot roast.”  
 “That sounds great. Stacey?” I asked.  
 “Sure. Not often I get guys cooking for me.” She looked around the room at the guys. “I feel a little underdressed though, with you guys looking so nice. Do we have time to change?”  
 “Sure. Go at it, ladies.”  
 We walked to my room. “Stacey. I’m beat. I hope you’re not thinking of setting things going with these guys like we did today. Besides, I have to live with them, and if one of them knew my new addiction, well, all of them would be standing in line.”  
 “Of course. Let’s just get dressed nicely and have a good dinner. You’ll have plenty of time to decide who, what, when, and where you might decide to have some fun as the new you.”  
 We were back in my room, and one package was on the dresser yet. I held it up to her. “What do I do with this?”  
 “Oh yeah. We need to get that on your shower so you can clean yourself out nicely for the boys.”  
 I looked at the chrome device with the hole in the end and a valve on it. “Really? Like, uh, stick it in my butt with water coming out of it?” I peered into the hole in the end.  
 Exactly. Let’s get dressed, and we can give it to Jake to install it for you.”  
 “What do I say it’s for?”  
 “Don’t. Let them wonder.”  
 “Right.”  
 We dressed in some sexy little dresses and heels, complete with stockings and perfume. We were well received by the guys and treated like queens. A few drinks and dinner, and I discovered how nice the guys could really be. It was totally different than the way they normally acted when I was Frank with them. They were all perfect gentlemen.  
 We talked about the projects I needed to start tomorrow and which rooms were being redone. It was decided that rather than moving everyone around and filling a specific number of rooms with women, we’d just spruce up the currently open rooms, and when a guy left the frat, we’d redo his room in neutral colors. It was the best plan for the future and the least work for us, and me, now.  
 Stacey and I kissed goodnight on the porch, and she went home. Jake was smoking a cigar as I sat next to him.  
 “Nice dinner. Thanks. You guys raised the bar too. Everyone has some class now.”  
 “Thanks. It wasn’t that hard either. Just had to lay down the law. They all agreed on it, though.”  
 “Good.” I crossed my leg and bounced a foot. I unconsciously ran my hand on my thigh, caressing it and feeling the sensations. I was exhausted, satisfied, and excited about my new life ahead. At least for the summer. I looked at Jake.  
 Jake was checking me out. “You look great. I’d never know what you have under that dress.”  
 “Thanks.”  
 How would I resist these guys? I had to or it would be a free-for-all, and I wouldn’t be able to stop myself. “I’m tired, Jake.”  
 “You should be. Shopping kills me. I hate it.”  
 “I used to hate it, but not today. It was so much fun! It was just a lot of work. Rewarding work, though.” I thought about the three rewards I had swallowed today and looked at the bulge in Jake’s pants. I could swear it moved when he saw me look at it.  
 “Glad you’re happy. This will be great for the frat when we have girls as members, and we’ll always be able to pay the rent.”  
 He adjusted himself as if I were still Frank sitting there. He slid it so it stood under the zipper. He was really hard for me. Shit. “Uh, Jake, can you do me a favor?”  
 “Sure, Fran. Anything.” His eyes flitted over me, checking my legs and cleavage.  
 I leaned forward showing him a little more. “I have an attachment that has to go on the girls’ shower next door to me. It’s for girls so they can clean their girl parts.”  
 “An attachment?”  
 Yeah, another hose and a valve, that’s all. Just need some pliers and someone tall enough to do it, like you.”  
 “Never heard of such a thing. Sure. You’re the resident girl, so we listen to you.”  
 “Thanks.”  
 “I’ll do it right now, and it’ll be done.”  
 “Thanks, Jake.”  
 He stood. I stood and reached for him. He moved closer and I pulled his shoulder toward me. I kissed his cheek. “Thank you.”  
 “Oh, nice, thanks for the kiss. You’re welcome. When I’m done hooking it up, will you have a drink on the porch with me?”  
 I wanted to. I thought about how nice it would be. I couldn’t, though. It would create problems. Maybe it would. Or maybe not.
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 I looked at all the new clothes and shoes in my closet and picked out clothes to work in the next day. I’d start by walking around the house and making a list; then I’d go get supplies and start. When I was ready for the following day, I sat on the bed. I wasn’t tired, even though I was, if you know what I mean. I was too excited about my new life. My adrenaline was up even though my energy was down. I was tired, but I would never sleep this way. 
 Not to mention I, uh... I rubbed myself through my dress. I decided I should just take care of it and see if that helped me to sleep. I started. It was going along nicely. I was so ready. A knock came on my door.  
 I leapt off the bed and went to it. It rubbed under the dress and twitched. “Oh, Jake, hi.”  
 “Hi, princess. I just wanted you to know that it’s done and all ready for you. The offer for a drink on the porch is still open if you want to relax a little. Everyone else went to a movie on campus.”  
 I looked into his lovely eyes as they smiled at me. “C’mon, you deserve it.” His eyes flitted back and forth from my cleavage to my face.  
 “Uh, well, I don’t think I’d be able to sleep anyway right now. This is all too much excitement for one day. I guess I could use that drink.” I was solid under the dress. I glanced at the upright cucumber in his pants with a wet spot at the tip. Oh god. 
 “That hesitation is a definite yes, young lady. Good. Let’s go.” He held an arm out for me and guided me down the stairs. He poured two good-sized martinis on the rocks from a pitcher in the fridge and handed me one. “Wanna sit on the swing? There’s a nice breeze on the porch.”  
 “Sure.”  
 He took me by the hand and led me to the swing. I slipped my dress under me and sat, crossing my legs and bouncing a foot. I held my drink with my pinky out to him for a toast. He sat and clinked my glass. He toasted, “To the new Fran. So hot. So sexy. So womanly.”  
 “Thanks!”  
 His leg pressed against mine. His big hand rested on my thigh. He looked into my eyes. His eyes ran around my face. “It’s amazing. You look so much better this way. No offense, but it suits you. I mean, like, hope you don’t mind me saying but...” His face flushed.  
 “What? Go ahead, Jake.”  
 He took my hand and looked at the nails. “Incredible.” He ran his hand through my new hair. “Frames your face so well.” He looked at my foot bouncing over my other leg. “And those heels on you...” He moved his hands down toward my calf. “Your legs are so sexy. So un-guy-like. May I?” 
 “I guess.”  
 He ran his hands from my ankle up to my thigh and back, sending sensual, electric sensations through my body. “They look so feminine and sexy now. Did you get new legs?” He pulled my legs onto his lap and massaged them in the silky stockings. I was going crazy. He looked at me. “This isn’t weird, is it? I mean if it’s too much, or wrong, I’ll stop.”  
 “I, uh, I...” I took a deep breath. I savored the feelings he was giving me, watching him as he paid homage to my legs. He pressed his lap upward against my legs. I felt his desire. Mine was burning to be released. “It feels very nice, actually.”  
 “Good. It does for me too.” He massaged my legs with one hand, and we sipped our drinks. He lifted his hips and pressed against my legs subtly, but repeatedly and steadily.  
 He looked at me like a begging puppy. “Can we maybe...”  
 “What?”  
 “Never mind. I’m sorry I’m getting like this.”  
 “No, what? It’s okay. I don’t mind. This feels good to me. I’m a girl now... kinda. Mostly.”  
 “You sure are.” He pressed into my leg. Love your legs and stockings. So sexy and silky. You’re a gorgeous woman and dress like it as well. You rarely see girls dress this sexy and feminine. Most of them dress like guys.”  
 I was being flattered again, and I loved it. “Thanks. I’m happy you think so. I do too. It feels right to me being fully feminized. I can’t imagine why girls wouldn’t dress like girls more often.” I put a hand on his and squeezed it. “What you’re doing feels so nice. It’s very flattering.”  
 “Glad you’re enjoying it. I sure am.”  
 He pressed into my leg harder. I had to let him release, and I wanted to as well. If we didn’t, neither of us would sleep anyway.  
 I reached under my leg and put my hand on it. “Take it out. Maybe slip it between my legs a little.”  
 “Really?”  
 “Sure, Jake. What the heck? Make love to my sexy legs.”  
 “Holy shit. What am I doing?” He unzipped his fly and took it out. He slipped it between my legs. I felt the wetness on the tip. He pushed it between my thighs, and the head thrust out and then back again. It looked like a little animal sneaking out of a hole and back in. I wrapped my long-nailed fingers around it so he could enter them too. The sight of it was titillating, and his excitement was contagious.  
 “Oh, yeah, Fran, you are so hot.” He squeezed my breasts. I was hard and oozing beneath my dress as I slid it gently against the silky fabric as he slid between my legs. “This is weird, but nice.”  
 “It is, Jake. Give me a nice wet compliment now before someone comes home.”  
 He humped into my legs and fist. I leaned down to look at it closer. I wanted it in my mouth, but I didn’t want to start that at the frat, or I might never stop myself. I bent over it and turned my head up to him.. “Do it. Give me my reward. Show me how sexy you think I am.” I said breathily.  
 “Ungh, yeah.” He humped into my legs. I took my hand off and put my face close to see it better as he thrust it out of its hiding place and back. “Uh, yeah, uh, uh, uh...” He shot one load after another as he pushed my head toward it. “Ungh, yeah Fran, uh, uh.”  
 It went all over my face and hair. I should have been grossed out, but I was thrilled. When he was done, he slid it out and put it away. I took my legs off him and leaned back. I wiped off the deposits with my fingers and licked them, smiling. “I did make you hot, didn’t I?”  
 “Sure did. Eating it like that makes me want to give you even more. I wish I could right now.”  
 I took a tissue from my purse and wiped the residue from my face. He said, “Sorry for the mess. I couldn’t hold back. I guess I was hoping you’d take it in your mouth. Didn’t mean to push you, though. I know you probably never did anything like that.”  
 Yeah, I was glad he thought that way, but I wanted more. “No mess. A reward. Take it out and let me look at it while you play with it, looking at me. Maybe you can give me some more. That would be a real compliment.”  
 “Now?”  
 “Yeah. Now.”  
 He did. It was hard again in a couple of minutes and looked good enough to eat. I wanted to release. I crossed my legs and pressed myself between them. “You do realize what is under this dress still, don’t you?”  
 “Yeah, of course. I don’t think about it, that’s all.” He looked at me and stroked as he checked me out all over. “You’re plain hot.”  
 “Then you won’t mind if I watch you and uh...” I grabbed myself through the dress and squeezed it.  
 “Uh, maybe don’t do that. Maybe just rub your crotch like a hot girl playing with her clit.”  
 I did.  
 He stroked faster.  
 “Now you look like a hot princess.”  
 Princess. I loved that. I watched him doing himself while he watched me. I was hot to him, and he was hot to me. I rubbed it under my dress, closing my eyes. It felt so good. I felt him stand up. I opened my eyes and saw him standing in front of me as it splashed onto my face. “Oh yeah. Here’s your reward, baby, ungh, ungh, ungh...You’re so damn sexy.”  
 His release made me do the same. Each gush onto my face was met with my own gush under my dress. I whimpered and shook. “Huh, huh, uh...” My body twitched fiercely. In seconds, I messed my dress and whimpered, “Ungh, uh, uh...Uh, huh, huh, uuuuhhhhhh god Jake.” I slumped into the seat.  
 He held it before my lips. I licked it off. Suckled it.  
 He held my head and took it out as I tried to keep enjoying it. He tucked it away. Shit! What had I done in my frat?  
 He helped me stand and kissed my forehead where it was dry. “Thanks, princess.” He handed me my drink and walked in. I sat down and sipped. Now I could rest. For tonight at least. 
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 I slept like a baby in my new babydoll negligee. I felt revitalized as the sun peeked through the window. It was going to be a wonderful and productive day. I’d stay away from any indulgences and concentrate on the tasks at hand to make the frat house look good.  
 I leapt out of bed to go to the bathroom, and the guys were milling about as usual, getting ready for the day before going off to work at their summer jobs.  
 Jake came out of the bathroom freshly showered in white polyester bikini briefs, drying his hair with a towel. “Morning, Fran. You look nice.”  
 “Thanks.” His morning woodie showed through his bikini. It was outlined, showing every detail as it tried to escape. It would be difficult living with these guys running around like this as they got ready. I stared at it. “Uh, I think we need to talk about how you men run around in underwear, or no clothes, in the morning. This might not work when we have girl members.  
 He laughed and grabbed himself. “Hmm, so this isn’t good?”  
 “Jake!”  
 “I know. You’re right. When we get girl tenants, we’ll stop. Right now, it’s just you, and you’ve always seen us this way. Hey, thanks for the drink last night, by the way. It was nice getting to know the new you better.”  
 He moved closer to me and put his hand on my shoulder. I could smell his freshly washed body. He leaned in to give me a kiss. I avoided his lips and pecked his cheek. “Okay. I have work to do. Let me get ready.”  
 “Me too. I have to get going. See you later, I hope... Maybe a movie or something?”  
 “Oh, Jake, please, let me just get the frat refurbishment going. I don’t want to think about those things right now.”  
 “Okay, princess.” He patted my bottom. “Nice butt. Would be nice to get into that someday.”  
 “Jake!” I slapped his arm. He laughed and left.  
 I showered, staring at the new attachment Jake had put on for me. I managed to avoid using it and putting toys in me, contemplating what Jake said. It would only distract me from my work. Could I ever really do that with him? With any guy? The thought aroused and frightened me at the same time.  
 I fluffed my new shag haircut with the dryer. It was so easy and made my face look so pretty. I really didn’t need any makeup, and I didn’t want to take the time to do it. I put on a pair of pretty baby-blue panties and matching bra with my forms. A denim mini, a pair of wedge-heel sneakers, and a pink golf shirt with my earrings completed my outfit. I looked in the mirror on the back of my door, and I was a pretty co-ed ready to get to work.  
 I ate breakfast chatting with the guys and had a coffee. It seemed natural to be the way I was, and they even treated me better than when I’d been masquerading as a boy.  
 I took a clipboard and walked around the frat, making my list. Porch paint on rails and floors, flower bed weeding in front, entryway paint, empty bedroom cleanup and paint, and on it went. It would be a busy summer.  
 I made a list and took it to Home Depot and gathered all the materials I’d need. I ate a quick lunch and by noon I was working on the porch. It was a lovely day, and the breeze felt so nice as I stood on the ladder and it blew under my skirt. I wrapped my hair in a bandana to keep paint out of it. The house was silent with everyone at work or doing something, and I had the place to myself. It was peaceful and relaxing.  
 Here I was, making tax-free money, more than I would have at my old job, with no redneck boss and nothing but the tasks and my thoughts. I thought about all the things that had happened so quickly. Even though I knew I was addicted to all of it, especially making others feel so good, I felt I should try to avoid it—especially at the frat house—and just enjoy my other addiction of presenting myself as the gender I related to best.  
 Just being able to be myself and feel like I was in my own skin was so freeing. It gave me a sense of self I’d never had before. I felt confident and alive. I didn’t hate myself anymore but loved who I had become. All I had to do was control my new urges, and everything would fall into place.  
 At the end of the day, I cleaned up my tools and was drinking an iced tea, relaxing on the porch. Jake walked down the street and trotted up the front walk. He looked around at the porch as he climbed the steps of the old Victorian.  
 “Wow, nice job, princess. Even this was cut out for you.” He sat next to me.  
 “Thanks. I think I accomplished a lot today. I feel good about it. It’s great not having that redneck boss around, and it was really relaxing work. Rewarding, too, to see the result. I think this old house will look really pretty. It has such nice details.”  
 He patted my bare thigh. “Yup, I know how rewards can motivate you. The reward of the job well done. Good job.”  
 He looked around to see if anyone was near. “Like the reward I gave you last night for your efforts. Maybe we can see if you can get a reward tonight too.” He squeezed my leg then slid his hand along it. He leaned in to kiss my lips.  
 I gave him a quick, nervous peck and moved his hand off my leg. As inviting as he was, I had to be good. “Jake, no. We can’t be doing those things. They’ll all be coming home now. Someone else at the frat might find out, and then I’ll have problems with the rest of them.”  
 He put my hand on his crotch and pressed it against it. I felt his desire, and it increased mine. No! No, Fran, stop! I yelled at myself in my brain. I couldn’t resist rubbing the hardness there. “That’s it, princess, we can keep it quiet. I mean, how can you give a guy something and take it away? You enjoyed it too. You want it right now. I can be coerced to not tell anyone what we did last night.”  
 I took my hand off him and crossed my arms to keep them from doing things I shouldn’t. “Coerced? Like heck I’ll coerce you. You just won’t tell anyone.”  
 “Or what?”  
 “Or I’ll be pissed at you and have a mess on my hands with the rest of the guys wanting it.”  
 “Well then, do something proactive to avoid it. Let’s have some fun tonight. I’ll take you to dinner and we can go someplace private away from here. As long as we have an agreement, I won’t tell.”  
 “This sounds like blackmail.”  
 “Not blackmail but a mutually beneficial arrangement.” He slid his hand on my thigh, grinning. “C’mon, pretty girl. Let me take you to dinner and treat you like the hot chick you are.”  
 I was melting, thinking about it. This could satisfy my needs and his, and as long as no one else jumped on the bandwagon, we’d be okay. I’d sleep well at night, he’d be satisfied every day at least once, and I might be too. I could have a handsome plaything. I stared at him while I thought.  
 He was grinning and nodding. “C’mon. C’mon, please, baby? Please?”  
 I looked at his crotch and the hardness beneath. I wanted to consume it. I was hard in my panties. “Let me think a minute.”  
 I sipped my iced tea and looked away down the street. I bounced the foot of my crossed leg and dreamed of it. His hand gently caressed my thigh as he waited for my answer. It wasn’t helping me think, but I couldn’t move it away.  
 I wanted to dress nice and sexy and feel desirable and longed-for. I wanted to. I wanted to. I so wanted to. I wanted to do it and make him give me a reward. I wanted to consume him and have him lust for me and make me wild. My heart raced, my skin flushed, I swelled in my panties, and the electric energy from it filled my body. I wanted it. I wanted it. I wanted it so badly.  
 No, I’m lying to myself. I didn’t want it at all.  
 I totally and completely needed it. It was my new addiction. I had to have it, or I’d burst and die. Mentally and physically, I needed what he offered, blackmail or not.  
 I turned to him and looked him in the eyes. His smiling, ready-to-please-me eyes. I grinned. “Okay. Not a peep. Treat me well, or you get nothing. Shower and dress nicely, and so will I, then we can go out. If you’re good, I’ll take your reward, and lips remain sealed about us.”  
 He drew his fingers across his lips. “Lips sealed.”  
 He stood and took my hand to help me up. “You won’t be sorry, lovely girl.” 
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Lovely girl. I loved the things Jake called me. That alone was worth a million bucks in emotional payment. Maybe this would work out well. Stacey texted me to see if we could get together. I texted back an apology and told her what was happening. She replied, “Aww,” but told me to enjoy and sent a kiss emoji.  
 I showered and stared at the clean-out attachment. I was ready for it. I had just gone and could do it quickly and be nice and fresh. I didn’t have to put anything in there, and it didn’t mean I’d take him in there like he wanted to. I’d just be fresh and clean.  
 I did, and I did feel fresh and clean. I dried my hair upside down and put some mousse in it to better define the shag. I did my makeup a little more dramatically, with eyeliner and mascara and shadow and painted cupid’s bow lips with my 24-hour lipstick and gloss.  
 I thought about how nice it all felt, and I thought about how my vibrating plug might be nice. At least then the door would be shut to doing that with Jake. Or plugged at least. Heck, why not? It would enhance all the sensations. I shakily put it in and turned it on. Mmm, quiet and pleasant, it hummed and stimulated me. It drove me to make the night even more special.  
 A special night to look classy and sexy. I went nuts with my new clothes: Black crotchless panties and matching bra with my forms. I put in my earrings and adjusted my necklace so it was lying right between my cleavage, drawing the eye there. Bracelets flashed on my dainty wrists. I was rigid in my panties with excitement.  
 I dug out my new black garter belt and sheer black stockings. They caressed my legs as they slid on, and I clasped them to the belt. I visualized his hands caressing me, gliding up and down my silky thighs.  
 I slid the short, V-neck, black chiffon dress with flared hem up my sensitive body and adjusted my creamy cleavage in it.  
 I slid on the strappy black stilettos and minced my way in a vulnerable, seductive walk to the mirror.  
 My reflection was so hot. I was rigid under the dress, but it wasn’t visible to anyone. I grasped it through the silky fabric and caressed it a while. I whispered involuntarily, “Huh, uh, oh my, huh…” My breath came in quick spurts. I gasped and held the door to keep from fainting, and I composed myself. I sprayed perfume all over me and filled my purse, my hands shaking.  
 Was I ever wired! I’d never felt this sexy. One last check in the mirror, and I held the railing as I glided down the curved staircase. I could hear the guys laughing in the parlor. They went silent when I entered. I clicked across the hardwood floor to the bar.  
 They all wolf-whistled and hooted. I smiled at them and nodded, feeling my face flush with their adoration, then poured myself a stiff gin on the rocks. I took it to the leather armchair by the fireplace. I sat on the cool leather, crossing my silky legs and bouncing my foot. I sipped. They all watched me, winking and smiling.  
 Jake entered in a dark pinstripe suit and tie. He looked fabulous. He came over to the bar and poured a drink. He leaned against it.  
 Pete stopped stuffing pizza in his face and said to me, “Hey, princess, you guys going out together now? When is it our turn?”  
 Jake said, “You don’t get a turn. And no, we aren’t going out per se. I’m just rewarding Fran for the job she did becoming what she is, and the job she’s doing on the frat. We aren’t dating, you moron.”  
 “Well you two sure look like it. I mean, look at her foot bouncing there like an excited girlfriend waiting to have sex with her man.”  
 I glared at him. “It’s part of the act, you oaf. We look authentic, don’t we?”  
 “Yeah, like you’re both gonna have some wild sex. I want in on it.”  
 The other lemmings all voiced agreement.  
 Jake held his arms up. “She’s not for anyone’s pleasure. She’s doing us all a favor by doing what she’s doing. Just because you knew her before and think she’s so hot now doesn’t mean you have license to go after her. She isn’t here for your entertainment. Besides, she’s still really a guy under that dress and you’d all be gay to think about having sex with her. Why don’t all of you go to your rooms and jerk your things thinking of her, you gross animals.”  
 They all were quiet. Pete said, “You’re right. Sorry, Fran. We’ll be good, right guys?”  
 They all bleated out, “Yeah, sure, of course.”  
 Pete nodded, “Good. Sorry, Fran. It’s just you’re so damn hot now. It’s easy to overlook what’s under that dress when you look like that. We wouldn’t do anything with Frank, that would be gay. Why should we with you? You just make us forget because you’re so hot.”  
 I nodded, still bouncing my foot because it felt sexy, and sipped my drink. “Okay, I guess it’s flattering, so thanks for the compliment. But I’m not a toy, and I’d appreciate all of you not thinking of me as one. I can see how you might think Jake and I are having sex, and how if I were having it with him, I might have it with all of you.”  
 They were all silent as I looked around the room, glaring at them while the images of it entered my mind, both scaring and thrilling me. Most of the guys were pretty hot themselves when they were cleaned up. It would be a veritable smorgasbord... and a Pandora’s box as well. Stop that thinking, girl.  
 I took and deep breath and said confidently, looking at each in turn, leaning forward, “So, I am not having sex with Jake, and none of you are having sex with me. Got it?” 
 I turned to Jake. “Right, Jake?”  
 “Uh, yeah, Fran, of course. Right. Like you said. If you had sex with me, well, that would make a mess, what with all these guys’ thoughts about you. Besides, then I’d be gay.” 
 They all nodded. Jake finished his drink, as did I, and he came over to me, took my hand to stand, then offered his arm. I took it. We looked at all the guys. “Okay, see you all later,” I said.  
 We stepped out the door and down the porch steps to the car. Jake held my arm as we walked. “There. Now you’re all set. They’ll never know, and you can feel good about our arrangement.”  
 “Arrangement. Yeah.” The vibrator hummed away as I got into the car and released the tension of that discussion. We held hands as Jake drove.  
 “Seafood good? Maybe some oysters?” 
 “Sure. Why not?”  
 I didn’t like that this was an arrangement, and felt I was being somewhat used, but I needed what he had. Didn’t I? Of course I did. 
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 Jake took us to a lovely restaurant with a private booth. We sat next to each other and enjoyed touching and feeling beneath the table. I rubbed my stockinged leg against his thigh as he reveled in me.  
 “Another drink, my lady?”  
 “Sure. I’m getting a nice buzz, and I’m not driving. Thanks for this dinner. You didn’t need to spend so much.”  
 “I didn’t. You didn’t use much of the frat cash for materials, so there was plenty. We can probably do this a lot.”  
 “We can’t spend their money. That’s not right.”  
 “Hey, as long as the job is done under budget and we get new members, who cares? How much more do you need to spend on materials?” 
 “Not much, if any.”  
 “Good. Enjoy. Screw the others.”  
 He waved over the waiter and ordered. We sipped our drinks.  
 He clinked my glass. “To our wonderful arrangement.”  
 I hated that word. “Stop using that term. It feels dirty.”  
 “Wow, aren’t you becoming Miss Ethics? First the money, and then the arrangement we have?”  
 “Don’t call it that.”  
 “Okay. I won’t refer to it anymore.”  
 “Good.”  
 The fresh drinks came, and I downed half of mine from my anxiety. It relaxed me. We ordered food and enjoyed a wonderful meal, all the while touching under the table. Jake was ready, and so was I. His touch on my stockinged leg sent tingles through my body as much as the plug inside me did. I was oozing onto my stocking tops.  
 We had dessert and double espressos with absinthe on the side. I was thoroughly buzzed and a little tipsy. Jake, with his larger build, seemed to be okay. I leaned into him as he paid the check. “Where now, Jake? You said somewhere private.”  
 He folded the check shut. “Yeah. I know just the place on campus behind the library.”  
 “What, in the pines?”  
 “Yeah, with the padded benches. It’s a full moon tonight.”  
 It sounded romantic. Like a real couple. This might be nice. He did treat me well all night and was smitten with me. School was out, and it was unlikely anyone would be there, especially this late.  
 “Okay.” I squeezed his rod one more time and kissed his lips gently. “I’m eating it tonight, big boy.” I wriggled in my seat.  
 “All right. I was hoping for at least that. Maybe we can do more too.”  
 “I’ll decide that.”  
 “Yeah, right. You really don’t have a choice.”  
 “Hell, I don’t. I’ll decide, or I’ll shut this whole thing off.”  
 He snickered and took a deep breath. “C’mon, princess. Let me give you a reward. I know how much you need it.”  
 I resented that but just stared at him. I didn’t want to make a scene. 
 He stood and helped me out of the booth then handed me my purse. I went into the ladies’ room, peed, then freshened up my lipstick, hair, and perfume. We drove back to campus and parked in front of the library. There were only a few cars there. The lights from the windows cast a soft glow.  
 My heels clicked on the sidewalk as I held his arm. We went around to the back of the building and followed the walk to the bench in the pines. No one was around. I sat on the cool vinyl pad. Jake sat next to me.  
 He wrapped an arm around my shoulder and pulled me to him. He kissed my neck. “You smell so good. I want to eat you.”  
 “You can, you know. I’ll just lift my dress.”  
 He lifted his head and glanced at me quickly, a look of shock on his face. He shook his head and began kissing my neck; his tongue running circles on it sent a tingle though me. I held his head against me and looked around in the moonlight at the peaceful, quiet hideaway. I reached into his lap and caressed him through his pants. He grew. He moaned in my ear.  
 I unzipped his pants and took it into my long-nailed fingers. It was firm and silky. The vibrator hummed as I stroked him and thought about having it in there like he wanted to. It was thrilling. I didn’t want to start doing that, though. I wasn’t ready for it. Not as part of an arrangement. I’d feel totally used.  
 He whispered in my ear. “Lie down on the bench on your belly and let me stick it in. I’ll go slow.”  
 I ran my thumb over his tip rubbing the juice around the head and making him twitch. I had to make him release before he lost control and just did it. I wanted to release too.  
 I put one of his hands on my dress on my hardness and pressed it against it.  
 “Hey, no way, Frank.”  
 “What? What did you call me?”  
 “I mean Fran. I mean… I’m not sure I could do anything down there for you.”  
 “Was that why you gave me that look when you said I was good enough to eat, and I suggested you do?”  
 “Uh, yeah!” He thrust into my hand. “Lie on the bench.”  
 He couldn’t touch me where I wanted him to because then he’d know he was with a male. Bastard. Yet he wanted to stuff it into me while disregarding the rest.  
 “On the bench, princess.”  
 He gave me a little push back, trying to get me to lie down for him. I slid off the bench and stood, tugging on the pad. “Get up so I can take the pad onto the ground.”  
 “Good idea. It’ll be safer that way.” He stood, his glistening rod flailing in the moonlight.  
 I arranged it on the ground beside the bench and knelt on it. “Sit down on the bench.”  
 “What?”  
 “Sit. Let me taste you first.”  
 “Okay, then we do it.”  
 I dove onto him fully engaged in it and looked up at him while I worked it. It was heavenly. I loved making him react like he was, and I would be able to taste him any second. He moaned and writhed. He pulled my head off. “Stop.” He throbbed in the air and a little leaked down out and down the side. “Shit, enough of that. On your belly.”  
 “No.”  
 I grabbed it with both hands and dove onto it.  
 A voice said, “Wow, not having sex, huh? Looks like Fran and Jake lied.” 
 Jake yanked himself out of my mouth, and we both looked up. It was one of the quiet, diligent guys from the frat.  
 Jake helped me up and placed me on his lap, his rod slipping against my bottom. He looked around for others, then at him. “What the hell are you doing here, Ron?”  
 “I was at the library working on a research project for next year. I came out here for a smoke.” We watched as he sat on the bench, put his books on it, and lit a cigarette. He was a really good-looking guy about six-foot-four.  
 Jake said, “You have to keep this a secret.” I wriggled on his lap nervously, he slipped between my cheeks against the vibrating plug. He quietly said in my ear, “Mmm, not bad. You already have something in there. You’re ready for it.”  
 “We have an issue here, Jake. Fix it.” I slapped his leg and crossed mine. He pushed into my cheeks farther.  
 Ron smoked his cigarette and looked at us. “If you two aren’t having sex, I’m a monkey.”  
 “You’re a monkey.” I said.  
 “You know what monkeys like to do, don’t you, little girl?”  
 I glared at him. “Finish that smoke and leave.”  
 Jake said, “Yeah, and keep your mouth shut.”  
 Ron stood before us to his full height. He could pulverize either of us. “What, you gonna make me? You know what the best solution is to this particular algorithm? Let Fran enjoy a little piece of me while she sits there on you, and when I’m done, I’ll be quiet.”  
 Jake said, “I don’t know. Fran? It sounds hot to me. Better than the whole frat house, isn’t it?”  
 Jake squeezed a breast and nuzzled my neck. He whispered, “Look how big he is. I don’t have a chance to persuade him, but you’d have something huge to play with. Think about it. I think you’ll like it.”  
 Jake held my hips and adjusted himself under me. His rod slid between my cheeks pressing the plug deeper and sending shivers through me. I looked at Ron’s gorgeous face and the shadow of his meat in his jeans. It wasn’t even hard, and it was huge. I remembered all the ones I’d had, and this one would be the most exciting ever. It was better than the whole frat house smorgasbord, at least, and the pressure of Jake sliding beneath me was making me pop around under my dress.  
 I reached a hand out to Ron and looked up at him. “Come here and give me that. But then lips sealed.”  
 “Lips sealed.”  
 He stood in front of me and took out the shaved rod and globes. It was half limp as I wrapped both hands around the huge shaft and tugged at it. He moved closer pushing it toward my face. I stared at it in the moonlight as it grew and grew. Jake was sliding between my cheeks and moaning in my ear. “Mmm.” He whispered, “Let me get the plug out and slip it in. You’re ready.”  
 I shook my head and dove onto Ron. It filled my mouth and still left room for both hands on the shaft. I tugged his globes with one hand and kept the other on it to keep him from thrusting too deep. “That’s it, princess,” Ron said as he wrapped his huge hands around my head and began to thrust slowly into and out of my face.  
 Jake was watching me from over my shoulder. He breathed hotly on my neck as he thrust under me. I took one of his hands and put it in my lap on my begging little rod beneath the dress. He yanked his hand away like he’d touched a hot stove. “No way.”  
 I held Ron’s rod and turned back to Jake whispering, “Bastard. Touch me. Help me.”  
 “No.”  
 Ron turned my head back to him and pressed it against my lips. “Open up and let’s get this done. I have to get back in before they close.”  
 He didn’t need to tell me. Before he said, ‘up,’ , I had it all in my mouth. He pumped into me as I ran my tongue over and around it. I tugged globes and squeezed his slick shaft as he thrust through my hand into my face. He grunted. “Ungh, yeah. Hot face. Hot chick.”  
 Jake was thrusting under me so hard my head was bouncing, and Ron was following it as we moved, shoving it all the way in till my hand stopped it. Jake moaned. “Shit, this is it.”  
 He reached under me and tried to shove the plug into me with it. It sent ripples of sensation through me. I wanted him inside.  
 Jake asked, “Is that good?”  
 I nodded as I ate Ron.  
 Jake pushed it harder, and I pressed down on it. It filled me up with sensation. I moaned around Ron’s shaft.  
 I let go of Ron’s globes and grabbed myself through the dress. I pumped my hand on it.  
 Ron and Jake made a chorus of grunts and moans as they both sent floods of juice into and on me. “Ungh shit, uh huh...” Ron said.  
 “Get in there, damn it,” Jake said as he clenched my hips and pushed. I pushed back and onto it. The plug went deeper, and he was in all the way, sending a rush of luscious, electric sensation up my spine. I jerked myself madly as I flooded my dress with my juices and swallowed Ron’s flood madly while Jake’s filled my bottom and leaked down my cheeks. We all twitched and jerked until we fell from the precipice into a cool stream, so to speak. We caught our breath.  
 What had happened? I felt Jake as he slid inside of me. It felt wonderful. He lifted me off. It dripped down my leg.  
 Ron ran his hand through my hair. “Thanks. That was great.” He tucked himself away, grabbed his books and left. Jake was tucked away, and I looked around on the ground for the plug. 
 “What are you looking for?”  
 “The plug you took out. The one that was in me.” 
 “You didn’t lose it. It’s still in there somewhere. It’ll come out.”  
 I freaked out. “What? You bastard. Now what?”  
 “You helped push it in. You were shoving your butt on it.”  
 He was right. I couldn’t resist it. I wriggled my bottom and felt down there. I could feel it humming away inside. I wriggled my bottom and could tell it was moving back out. I sat and wriggled some more. Luckily, with all the wetness from Jake and the vibration, it slid back into place and held tight.  
 I took a deep breath and sat on the bench composing myself. The pines smelled sweet. My dress was soaked front and back. I felt my face and wiped my chin. I ran my hands through my hair, removed some more cream from it, and licked my fingers.  
 I looked at Jake. “Don’t you ever do that again. You hear me?”  
 “Yes, ma’am. You wanted it, though.”  
 “I couldn’t help myself. I have no willpower. Don’t put me in that position again.”  
 “Okay. Next time the position will be on your back.”  
 “No.”  
 He flashed a quick smile and stood. He held a hand out for me.  
 I took it and stood. I arranged my dress. “Take me home.”  
 “Okay, maybe we have time for one more when we get back. I can put it where Ron just did.”  
 “No, you can’t. You wouldn’t even touch me down there. It’s like I’m a freak.”  
 “Of course not. You’re not a freak, you’re a guy, and I’m not gay.”  
 “But you stuck it in me. You stick it in other guys?”  
 “Not in guys. Girls have those parts too, though, so it’s just like being in a girl. I was always an ass man. You have a nice tight one.”  
 He put his arm out for me. I walked ahead of him quickly. “Let’s go home. You’re making me angry with your views of what I am and how you treat me to suit yourself without a thought of me.”  
 What was I going to do now? I had two guys using me like a receptacle. I was just something for them to hump into and not have any concern about my feelings or my pleasure. I needed what they had and how good it felt, but at what price? This was going to be a long summer and longer school year to follow. I didn’t feel desired but used instead. What could I do? 
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 I slept fitfully and didn’t feel rested. I knew what I would do, though. Sleeping on it had brought light to the issue. I had to make a dramatic change. I wasn’t happy about it, but I was committed to it.  
 I showered and gelled my hair, then slicked it back. No earrings or jewelry, no makeup, no bra or gelforms, and flat sneakers. I popped off my fake nails and stored them in a baggie. I cleaned off the glue from my nails. I looked in the mirror. If it weren’t for the gentleness of my face and the fact that I was wearing a denim mini and pink golf shirt, I could look like a boy again.  
 I went down to eat breakfast. Jake and Ron were in the kitchen. I made a bowl of cereal, poured some juice, and sat down. They sat at the table, both staring at me.  
 I looked up occasionally from my bowl and didn’t acknowledge them. Ron said, “Nice job last night. You don’t quite look as inviting today, but if you get dolled up again, I can do what Jake did, and you’ll be even crazier on mine.”  
 I glared at him. “In your dreams, asshole.”  
 Jake studied me. “Something’s up, Fran. What’s wrong?”  
 I shook my head. “Exactly.”  
 “Exactly?”  
 “Exactly. You don’t even know what’s wrong. That’s what’s wrong about all of this.” I leaned toward Ron and glared at him. “Same with you. You’re both a couple of chauvinistic pigs who think they’re god’s gift to women... and girls like me.”  
 They looked at each other. Jake said, “You seemed to be really into both of us last night. I thought you enjoyed it.”  
 My face flushed as I remembered the lust I felt. “I can’t say I wasn’t into it. But I was able to tell neither of you gave a shit about how I was feeling. You both still view me as a guy in a dress to be used, and not as a woman.”  
 Ron shook his head. “Hey, man, what the hell do you think you are, Frank? You aren’t a real woman. As long as we don’t have to acknowledge what’s under that dress, though, your mouth and your tight bottom are really inviting when you’re dressed like that, and you love the attention. Quit fooling yourself and enjoy being used and making us feel good. It’s your new role in life. It’s your purpose to get real guys like us off.”  
 Jake was quiet, just staring at the table.  
 “Jake? Do you have anything to say for yourself?”  
 He stared at me. “It is what it is. You are what you are. Sometimes you just have to accept life on its terms. Enjoy being what you’re good at, Fran.”  
  I took a deep breath, shook my head at them in disgust, cleaned up my dishes, grabbed my purse off the table, and left. 
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 I drove to the Salvation Army and selected some new clothes to work in and some hang-around clothes. I went back to the frat and changed into them. I still had my girls’ panties on, but no one would see that, and I didn’t want to give up all of me. With long, baggy, khaki shorts, a ripped brown tee-shirt, and flat sneaks, I set to work on the frat.  
 The quiet and the engagement in the mindless tasks was a relief. I was Frank again, as far as any of them would be concerned. I would stop them treating me like an object to be used.  
 By the end of the day, I was exhausted and sitting on the porch with an iced tea, resting. Jake came up the stairs slowly and stood in front of me. “Can I join you?”  
 I looked at the swing seat. “Looks to me like there’s enough space.”  
 “May I?”  
 I glared at him. “If you must.”  
 He sat and looked around the porch, almost fully painted. “It looks good. You’re good at this. You know how to make things look good.”  
 “Thanks.”  
 He looked at how I was dressed. “So, can I take you to dinner tonight?”  
 I motioned with my hands. “I guess it would have to be someplace casual.”  
 “What? You’d go out dressed like that? Right now, you look like the rest of the guys when they’re chilling. You look more like Frank than Fran, and it isn’t very sexy or feminine. Maybe you should get prettied up, and we can go have some fun.”  
 I stared at him. I crossed my leg like a girl and bounced my sneaker. I gave him a fake smile and sipped my tea with my finger out. “Prettied up, huh?”  
 “Yeah, like the hottie you can be.”  
 “And what would we do? Would you like the prettied-up me to make you crazy and swallow all of your manly juice?”  
 He was looking off into the distance, avoiding looking at me, Frank, as he said, “Uh, or maybe what we did last night. We could do it on your back without that thing in there. Well, maybe it would be better from behind. Then I wouldn’t have to look at your thing.” He adjusted his crotch. “Maybe you could wear a flowered dress and heels and some crotchless panties.”  
 “Keep going. I’m thinking about it. Does it get you hard to think about?” It was getting me hard thinking about it.  
 “Of course.” He wouldn’t look at me. He closed his eyes and rubbed his crotch. He was hard as a rock.  
 “That’s it, honey. Close your eyes and remember how good I made you feel. How tight my bottom was, how good my mouth feels, the image of me looking up at you with it in my mouth.”  
 He was rubbing it faster now. His eyes were closed. “Oh yeah. C’mon, Fran. Let’s go out and have a nice dinner and drinks, and I’ll give you both. You’ll love it.”  
 I thought to myself, I would, but not as a receptacle I wouldn’t. “Yeah, I would enjoy that. Imagine it and tell me what you’re imagining. Keep rubbing it. I want to see how excited you can get thinking about it. Maybe you should wet your pants right now, so you can last longer for us later. Tell me about it.”  
 His hand rubbed harder and faster. He lifted his hips, pumping upward. “Oh, yeah. You’ll love it. I’ll shove it in your face and squeeze your head tight, so you don’t have a choice.”  
 Ron came up quietly onto the porch with Pete. Some of the other guys were walking up the walk. I held my finger to my lips to keep them quiet. They were gathering around us, watching Jake.  
 “Tell me more, Jake. It’s in her bottom now. How does it feel?” 
 “Oh yeah. It’s tight as hell, and I’m pounding the shit out of it.”  
 The guys all grinned and pointed at him thrusting his hips against his palm.  
 “Okay Jake. Now finish so you can last longer for her. Force that release into her like she’s meant to be used. Fill that receptacle.”  
 “Yeah, tight, she’s held tight, I’m ramming, she’s whimpering, I cry out with a last shove. Ungh, oh yeah, Fran.” He pumped repeatedly against his palm. His pants showed the wetness soaking through. I stood up and motioned for applause.  
 “Nice job, Jake. You just imagined having sex with a guy wearing a dress.”  
 All the guys clapped and laughed at Jake. Jake’s eyes popped open wide, and he tried to cover his wet spot. “Uh, shit! Where did you guys come from?”  
 I stood with my tea. “See this, guys? This is the kind of embarrassment any of you will get if Fran ever comes back here again, and someone tries to use her.” I looked at Ron and Jake and shook a finger at them. “Both of you. Lips sealed or there will be repercussions.”  
 Ron said, “If she comes back? C’mon, man.”  
 “Do what Jake just did. You guys will never see Fran again. Have a ball.”  
 I went upstairs and put on some clean boy-clothes and left. 
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 I felt I had accomplished what I wanted. Jake was humiliated, and neither he nor Ron would speak of having done what they did with me, since it was frowned upon by the whole frat of homophobes to do something like that with a guy. At least that was the open group-think they aligned with.  
 I checked my phone, and Stacey had been trying to reach me. Her text said we needed to talk as soon as possible. I walked down to her apartment, and she buzzed me in.  
 “Hi!” She smiled and hugged me. “Oh, girl, you look terrible and smell like you’ve been working out. What’s with you, girl?”  
 “I was working on the frat all day, that’s all.”  
 “No shower?”  
 “I had to get out of there.”  
 She held my hands and looked at me. “Where are your girl work clothes? The denim mini and things. Why the boy clothes? And your hair all slicked back and no makeup, or nails, or jewelry?”  
 “It’s a long story. I’ll fill you in. You were the one who needed to see me right away. What’s up?”  
 She led me into the kitchen and poured two iced teas. She leaned on the counter and ran a hand over my hair. “This isn’t you, honey.”  
 “I know. It’s only for a while. I’ll tell you later. What about you?  
 She sipped her tea. “Okay, I have to be gone for a while. Six weeks. But don’t worry, I’ll be back.”  
 “When!?”  
 “My flight is tomorrow afternoon.”  
 “Why are you leaving for so long? Is something wrong?”  
 She shook her head. “Oh, no. Just have to do something I’ve been putting off for a while, and it’ll take a little time. Nothing to worry your pretty head over.” She gazed into my eyes. “I’m gonna miss you. I already have, with the attention the boys have been giving you.” She kissed my cheek.  
 I kissed her lips. “I’ll miss you too.”  
 “Can we go out tonight? Fran and I? Will you be the pretty girlfriend of mine on my last night here for a while?”  
 “I told the frat guys that they weren’t going to see Fran again.”  
 “So what? If you want to dress, dress. You’ll have to tell me about what brought this on. Why not do it over dinner as Fran?” She tilted her head and raised her eyebrows. “Please?”  
 I gazed at her. I loved her. I couldn’t resist her. It was funny how much she loved having Fran around. Heck, I loved having Fran around too. I guessed I was being overly vindictive to the guys at the frat and ended up hurting myself and denying my own preferences because of it. I decided they were sufficiently put in their places, anyway, and I wouldn’t have a problem with them anymore.  
 “Okay. I’ll run back, shower and dress. Want me to drive, or are we walking somewhere?”  
 “I’ll drive, sweetie. You relax. I’ll pick you up at the frat. How’s an hour sound? Enough time to get pretty again?”  
 “Sure. What kind of attire?”  
 “Hmm, how’s a nice dinner, clubbing, and you stay over tonight? We can sleep in.”  
 “Just us, though. If guys come along I don’t want to have anything to do with them. I want to spend every minute with you before you leave.”  
 “My thoughts exactly. Two girls having fun with each other.”  
 I gave her a big kiss and a hug. “I love you, Stacey.”  
 “I love you too. Now go—you stink, and I need to shower to get your sweat off me. Eww!”  
 I quickly walked to the frat, excited for our night together. It would be the last one for some time. I’d miss her terribly. Well, I’d best make the most of it. 
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 I was so excited to be going out with Stacey. I showered and promptly readied myself with makeup and sheer, suntan pantyhose with the crotch cut out so I could pee without taking them down, letting it flail under my dress. I wore a short, flowered dress and heels and put fresh batteries in my plug and put it in. Mmmm. Just thinking about Stacey was so incredible.  
 I was downstairs early. The guys were waiting for dinner. I poured a drink while they all stayed quiet. I looked at them. They turned their eyes from me. All except Jake.  
 He came over and leaned on the bar. “You look nice.”  
 “Thanks.”  
 “I deserved what you did to me.” He looked around at the guys. Some of them shook their heads, and others just looked away. “They think I’m an idiot. That’s okay, though. I’d like to make it up to you sometime.”  
 I sipped my drink and looked at my watch. I looked back. “I don’t need you.”  
 “I know. But I want you.”  
 I spoke loudly so the others could hear, “So? I want a million bucks. Would you be willing to accept all of me? To please me?”  
 He looked at the guys. They studied him. He looked in my eyes. “I’d please you by sticking it in you from behind or stuffing it into your mouth. As long as I don’t have to see it or touch it, it isn’t there.”  
 The guys smiled and nodded in agreement, looking at me lustfully like a thing to be used.  
 I tossed the rest of my drink on him and walked out.  
 I sat on the porch, clutching my purse and a backpack with nightclothes, tomorrow’s clothes, and shoes. In a moment, Stacey pulled in.  
 I walked down the stairs and the walk as she opened the trunk for my backpack. She kissed my cheek and touched my shoulder. “You look lovely.” She sniffed my hair, “Mmm, and smell wonderful too.”  
 “Thanks.” I gave her a peck on the lips.  
 We climbed into the car. I crossed my silky legs and pressed my bottom against the humming plug. I felt sensual and alive, and I was with my favorite person. I gazed at her lovingly.  
 She glanced at me. “Don’t look so sad. The time will pass quickly. I want to enjoy you tonight and not be feeling down about me leaving.” She patted my thigh. “You’re so pretty and sexy. Let’s have a good time, okay?”  
 “Okay. I’ll try.”  
 “No try, Luke. Do!”  
 We both laughed at her Yoda imitation.  
 We had drinks and dinner at a nice restaurant. No one blinked an eye at two girls dressed up and having a good time. Being close to campus, it was common to see girls together like that.  
 We caressed each other’s legs beneath the table. Stacey squeezed me and slid the silky dress against my male part. By the time dinner and dessert were done, I was beside myself with libido.  
 I whispered in her ear, “Let’s skip the dance club and go to your place so I can make love to you. I never made love to a woman before.”  
 She breathed in my ear, her hot breath further arousing me, “Mmm. that does sound nice. Our first time. It’s too bad it’s not a good time for me. But you can still use the backdoor instead if you’d like to. I’d like that.”  
 I throbbed under my dress. Her backdoor. Wow. That would be nice. I knew how good it felt to have something in it, since I was sitting on a humming plug right then. “That would be wonderful. Let’s pay the bill and go.”  
 She called the waiter over, and we were out of there in a heartbeat. On the road, she said, “Just one more stop first. I think we both need another drink.”  
 “I could do without one.”  
 “Not that kind of drink. I think you need to have at least one before I leave, since you might not have any for a while.”  
 She reached across the console and grabbed me through the dress, looking forward as she drove. She squeezed and slid it in the dress. “Mmm. I can’t wait for this to be inside me.”  
 She pulled into a frat house. Not ours, thank goodness.  
 “These guys always have hot parties. We’ll be in and out in no time with full bellies.” She got out of the car and went to the trunk. She handed me a little glittery mask that had feathers and covered the area around the eyes. She put hers on and giggled. “Toss your purse into the trunk. We won’t need them in there, and it’ll be safer.”  
 I did and looked into her eyes, ablaze behind the mask. She flashed a huge smile and licked her lips. “Ready, honey?”  
 “Ready.”  
 We entered the frat house. Music was pounding, people were doing shots and smoking. Girls were on their knees in front of the guys, and guys had girls against the walls as they made them moan. It was like an orgy.  
 Stacey looked around and took me by the hand. She went over to a corner where there were pillows and handed me one, taking one for herself. She surveyed the room and went into another, then another. Finally she found a room that suited her. “This is it. Right here.”  
 She tossed her pillow on the floor and knelt down. She patted the floor for me to do the same. I did.  
 By the time we had arranged our dresses, guys were coming over and unzipping their pants in front of us. Out came a veritable smorgasbord of cream-filled delectables of various shapes, colors, and sizes. We both indulged voraciously like pastry-starved dieters in a bakery.  
 One after the other, the treats were handled and manipulated with hands and mouth to yield their milky sweets into our greedy mouths. Occasional drips were quickly wiped with a nail and licked off. I could see Stacey from the corner of my eyes as she passionately drove each guy into a frenzy, and I did the same to mine. Final thrusts into our tightly held heads gave us our reward, and each man was quickly replaced by the next in line.  
 Finally, after maybe an hour or so, we each had only one left. We finished and stood. Stacey wiped my chin for me and held it for me to lick. “Is your belly full after this dessert? Mine is.”  
 “Mmm, yes, very full on top of dinner. Thanks. Let’s go home. I can’t take anymore. My dress and panties are wet from the oozing, and my jaw is tired.”  
 She took my hand and led me to the car. We threw the masks in the back seat and drove home to her place.  
 We each had a glass of wine on the balcony, and she led me by the hand into the bedroom. She pulled back the bedspread and slid onto the sheets. She put her face on a pillow, lifted her dress over her bottom, revealing her panties, pulled them aside and smiled at me. “Now, no touching in front. Just slip it in me and fill me up, my princess.”  
 I slid over to her. I dipped it into my wet panties and slid the wetness against her tightness several times. When it was good and wet, I pushed gently. She held one hand if front on her crotch as she pushed her bottom against it. “Yes, that’s it, pretty girl. Push that into me. I want to feel you all the way in.”  
 My vibrator hummed inside me. I set it to the highest setting, which made me ooze from the tip as I pushed it in. I made it past the threshold, and I entered her completely, almost passing out with the pleasure. “Ungh, god, Stacey. You feel sooooo good.” I held her hips and thrust slowly.  
 “Ungh, yes, you do too. Now make me finish with you. Faster, baby. Faster and harder. Don’t worry about hurting me. It’s all good right now.”  
 I held her hips tight and pounded her, whimpering with pleasure as I did, “Huh, huh, huh. uh, oh god, huh, so tight, huh.”  
 “That’s it, baby. Flood me with your juice. Yes! Ungh, ungh, huh, huh, uh, oh yeah. It’s coming. Ready? Let it go, baby.”  
 I couldn’t wait. It rushed through me, making my legs quiver as I rammed it deep and held it there.  
 “Oh yeah, princess. That’s it.” Stacey quivered, her hand in front moving wildly as I pushed it as deep as I could.  
 When she collapsed onto her face, I fell on top of her. We caught our breaths for a while. Stacey slid out from under me and off the bed. She ran into the bathroom and closed the door. When she came back, she was in a nightgown, and she slid into the bed where I was curled up, drifting off to sleep.  
 She wrapped an arm over me and nuzzled my neck. She ran her hand through my hair and whispered, “I love you so much.”  
 I reached a hand back to her. She grabbed it before I could get it between her thighs, and she slid her legs away from me. “Time for sleep, baby.” She rolled onto her side of the bed, facing away from me.  
 Why couldn’t we cuddle? I guessed because of her telling me it wasn’t a good time for me to make love to her, so she must have felt it wouldn’t be good. I rolled onto my back. There was a wet spot on the bed. I remembered releasing it all inside Stacey. She didn’t leak it here. She had gotten up right away. Why was it wet?  
 I fell asleep thinking I had just missed something. I must have made the mess myself. 
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 Stacey and I talked every day. I still had no idea what was going on, but if she couldn’t tell me, I respected that. I went back to dressing like Fran at my frat and did the work I was getting paid for. The guys left me alone, even Jake. It seemed like forever waiting for Stacey to come home.  
 One night I had gotten worked up talking to Stacey and thinking about us being intimate again. She suggested I take care of it myself, and maybe I should go back to that frat we had gone to and get my fill. I did, but it wasn’t the same. It was okay, better than at my own frat with Jake or any of them, since the guys at this other frat didn’t know what I had under my skirt.  
 The fact that they thought I was a girl avoided some of the emotions of feeling used, but without Stacey beside me, it lost a good portion of its delight, and it seemed almost mechanical. I liked making them release and tasting it. I felt good that I could, and I was proud of it, but it wasn’t the same as having Stacey there too.  
 End result, I didn’t release the whole time she was gone. I was a mess.  
 Then she called. “Surprise, princess!” her voice beamed into my ear as I held the phone.  
 A grin went ear to ear on my face. Was she home? “Hey! Are you back?”  
 “Yes, honey. At the airport now.”  
 “Why didn’t you tell me you were coming home today?”  
 “I wanted to surprise you. Now get all prettied up, and I’ll come over and get you as soon as I get my bags and drop them off and change. Dress classy and sexy, baby. I want you so bad.”  
 OMG! My heart raced in my chest. I was so excited my hand shook as I held the phone. Tears welled in my eyes. My voice shook, “Oh, baby, I’m so excited I’m shaking. My heart is pounding.”  
 “Good. I have more surprises for you. I think you’re ready for them.”  
 “Tell me. Tell me now.”  
 “No, tonight, after dinner.”  
 “Oh, Stacey, please?”  
 “No. Now go get ready. I want us to turn heads tonight. It’s just the two of us. No guys. A couple in love, reunited. Go. Hang up and get ready.”  
 “Okay. I love you so much. I’ll be ready for you.”  
 “I love you too. Bye.”  
 She hung up. I looked at my watch and ran upstairs from the porch, past the now faceless, nameless guys of my frat. Maybe Stacey would let me move in with her now. It was awful living where I was.  
 In the shower, I cleaned out and then slid in a plug that I hadn’t used since she left, making sure its batteries were fresh. I went all out—makeup, hair, jewelry, sheer black stockings and garter belt, matching bra and crotchless panties, forms, heels… A sleek black chiffon dress slid up my silky legs, caressing my little male part as it slid up. I zipped the dress and adjusted my cleavage. I looked into the mirror; my face was flushed with excitement. I looked great. A shaking hand sprayed perfume under the dress, on my legs, over my hair.  
 I filled my purse and clipped down the stairs, running to the bar in the parlor. They were there watching me. I mixed a drink and shakily sipped it.  
 “Fran,” Jake said. “You okay? You look really nervous. Going on a first date?”  
 “None of your business, homophobe. Go jerk it thinking about how good I look right now.” The rest of the guys laughed. Jake turned red. I sipped my martini and was starting to relax.  
 They left me to myself as I stood with one foot on the rail, my purse on the bar, sipping. I pictured seeing Stacey again. I checked my watch. I still had time to kill. Shit. I texted Stacey and told her I was ready.  
 I stared at the phone. Her response came. “In the driveway, princess.”  
 I slugged the rest of my drink, grabbed my purse, and ran out the door. She stood holding the car door for me. She looked different. Had it been so long that I had forgotten what she looked like? Her hips seemed fuller, and her breasts seemed to pop. Maybe it was the dress.  
 I greeted her, “Hi, sweetie! I missed you so much.”  
 She kissed my lips and held my shoulders. “You look none the worse for wear. A sight for sore eyes, actually.”  
 I took in her face. Her makeup seemed different. Her cheek bones were higher and more prominent, and her lips seemed fuller.  “You look incredible, Stacey. New makeup? That dress is so flattering too. I never knew you had such curves.”  
 She looked down, embarrassed, and motioned for me to get in. I slid in, slipped my dress under me, and crossed my legs. She shut the door.  
 I stared at her as she started the car. She looked so different, even prettier than I remembered. She glanced at me as she backed out of the driveway. “Stop staring at me. It’s me.”  
 “I know. Sorry. I guess it’s just been a while since I’ve seen you. I love you.”  
 “I love you too, princess. Let’s celebrate! Just us.”  
 “Just us. So tell me about your trip. If you can.”  
 She looked nervous. “Uh, the flights were good. Accommodations good. Good trip.”  
 “Did you get everything done you’d been putting off that you wanted to?”  
 “Yes. It all went really well.”  
 “What was it?”  
 “I’ll tell you later. Soon you’ll know all about it. Let’s have some drinks and dinner first.”  
 “Okay.”  
 We had dinner and drinks at the same place we’d gone to before she left. It was wonderful once again. It felt so good to be reunited with her.  
 We sipped absinthe as we waited for the bill. She looked at me over her glass. “With all the stuff that’s been going on at your frat, I can’t believe you’d want to stay there another year.”  
 “I don’t.”  
 “Then move in with me.”  
 “Really? I didn’t know that was an option.”  
 “I’m sorry. I assumed you’d have realized that. I wasn’t sure you wanted to.” She held my hand in hers and gazed into my eyes. “I want to spend as much time with you as possible.” She looked away, taking a deep breath. “I know this sounds weird. Girl to girl, that is... but I want to be with you for the rest of our lives. I want to marry you.”  
 My heart raced. How could this be? A guy who acts like a girl marrying a girl? His best friend? I wanted to. I was so confused though. “Uh, I’d love to, but I mean... look at me. You deserve a man. You’re a beautiful woman. Why take damaged goods like me?”  
 “Oh, honey. You aren’t damaged goods. You’re perfect. What’s wrong with two girls like us spending the rest of their lives together in love?”  
 “Well, I’m not a girl, and you are. I could go back to being Frank.” I took a deep breath thinking about it.  
 “Sounds normal to me. But what’s normal? What about two girls? What about two guys? Who cares what’s under our skirts? It’s what’s in our heads. Right?”  
 “Oh, princess, no. I won’t allow it. We need to go home and finish our celebration. Maybe after a good night’s sleep you’ll see things more clearly.” She signed the bill and we left.  
 She was right. I was letting my own societally imposed, preconceived notions of right and wrong and normal get in the way just like everyone else does.  
 In her apartment she poured us wine. “You look so classy and sexy tonight, baby. Why don’t you relax on the balcony with your wine, and I’m going to put on something more suitable for making love to you.” She kissed me deeply on my mouth.  
 We were going to make love. I was beside myself. I had never made love to a woman before. Unless the last time counted. I guess it did.  
 She parted and went to change. I sat on the patio, crossed my legs, and felt wonderfully sensual and pretty as I sipped the wine and thought about what lay ahead. I was nervous. I hoped I’d be able to satisfy her.  
 Stacey came out holding her wine and sat next to me on the little love seat. She was wearing black strappy heels, sheer black stockings held up with garters clipped to a black satin corset that held her breasts on a shelf; her nipples were hard. She wore tight black satin panties over the garters. A short, sheer black robe flowed loosely around her.  
 “Wow. Nice. I didn’t realize how shapely you are. Don’t know how I could have missed it before. Your hips and breasts and... Even your face is so feminine and shapely. You are such a gorgeous woman.”  
 “Thanks.” She leaned into me and wrapped a hand around my rod under my dress. “Mmm, maybe someday we can get you a shape like this.” She stroked it and gazed into my eyes.  
 “But...with that thing? I don’t want to give that up.”  
 “Of course not. Why give it up?” She took my hand and placed it on her bare breast. “You could have ones like these.”  
 I squeezed it and pinched the nipple. She kissed me, and our tongues danced around each other. She let out a little moan. She whispered. “Like them? It feels so nice, your hand.”  
 “Mmm.” I slid a hand up her thigh and tried to get it between her legs. She held her thighs tight together.  
 She slid off the seat and onto her knees. She lifted my dress and took me in her mouth.  
 “Oh god, Stacey, mmm... That feels so nice.” I grabbed her head and started to thrust. I was so close to the edge. She popped off of it with a slurp and looked up at me. “Don’t you finish yet! This is just our appetizer. I want you to finish with us joined together.”  
 It bobbed in the air and dripped cream down the shaft. “Like before? Mmm. Sounds great.”  
 “Yeah, like before...but different. A surprise.” 
 How could I have her like before and yet differently? “Different?”  
 “Yeah. Last time, you were behind me. This time in front of me. On your back.”  
 She dove back onto my shaft and bobbed her head on it. She made slurping sounds as I held her head gently, and my hips involuntarily thrust into her face. I pictured myself on my back. Me in front of her. Her riding me. I whimpered, “Ungh, huh, huh, huh...uh...” I was about to come. She stopped and let it throb and ooze in the air.  
 She looked up at me. “I want to do all the work.”  
 “Yeah, mmm. Sounds nice. So you’re going to ride me like a bucking bronco. Can’t wait.”  
 “Uh, not quite.” She took me into her mouth again. Her tongue flicked the tip repeatedly, making my body twitch uncontrollably. “Oh, god, huh, huh, huh...”  
 She stopped again, letting it flail about in the air. She watched it as she massaged my thighs.  
 I stroked her hair. “So, not a bucking bronco then. I guess I should remain still—just a horse, not a bronco.”  
 She stroked me and looked into my eyes. Her face was so exotic in the moonlight with the new makeup—raised arched eyebrows, fuller lips, higher fuller cheekbones. “Horse isn’t a good description. Riding you isn’t a good description either. Hmm. Let me show you.” She stood and took my hand. “Let’s go to bed.”  
 She pulled back the bedspread and smoothed the satin sheets. She hopped on and kneeled in the center, patting the bed. “Come here, little girl. It’s time to lose your virginity.” Her smile had a hint of evil. Some kind of mischievousness was inside her. “Time for my bride to be taken by her bride.”  
 I slid onto the silky sheets and leaned against the headboard. I figured it out. She was going to use a strap-on on me. “I know—a strap-on.”  
 “Yeah, baby. You almost got it. Would you like a strap-on in you?”  
 “Oh, yeah.” I quickly took the vibrating plug out of me and put it on the nightstand on a tissue. I slid down and readied myself, sliding my knees back and resting my head on the pillow. “Ready, honey.”  
 She slid on her knees along the satin until she was before me. She stroked me in my crotchless panties, staring at it. She pushed both my legs back, holding my feet in their high heels behind my head with one hand. I watched, looking to see the strap-on to prepare myself. She smiled an evil smile. “Lie back now. No peeking. Close your eyes.”  
 “Oh, Stacey. Please. Let me watch.”  
 “No. Just tell me what you feel.”  
 I lay back, eyes closed. Her one hand held my ankles behind my head, her other guided it and pressed it against me. She pushed gently.  
 “I feel it spreading me. It feels nice. Push it.”  
 She did. It slid in easily, filling me up. It was as if it were in my stomach. “Ungh, god, Stacey. It feels so good. So real.”  
 She leaned over me, breathing in my ear while she began to stroke. “Mmm, very real, isn’t it? Now put your hands on my bottom and set the pace you like.”  
 I did. My nails dug into her luscious cheeks. “Ungh, yeah, that’s it Stacey. Ungh, huh, yes, oh god, more, faster, harder.”  
 She started to ram me, and she slid her hands to the back of my knees to pin me tighter to the bed. She was pounding into me as she kissed me on the lips and stared into my eyes. “Tell me what you want, my bride.” Her breathing was fast as she rammed me over and over.  
 “Oh, god. I want it to be real. I want to feel you fill me with your juice. Hun, unh, uh, uh. yes, fill me up. I’m, god, I’m gonna...” 
 She pummeled me, making a slapping sound against my cheeks. This thing even had globes! I lifted my head and looked down. I was flailing in the air with each thrust. Drips flew off it as my whole body was electrified. It felt as if we were one and the same body. I watched as the perfect replica of a male’s best parts were thrusting in me.  
 She moaned, “Ungh, god, Fran... This is it.” She pushed deep and held it there as I squirted all over my dress and belly. I could swear she was filling me with juices at the same time. I looked into her eyes as we both twitched in bliss and held each other tight. She fell onto me and I wrapped my legs around her hips, pulling her tight to me.  
 I whimpered, “Oh god, oh god, it feels so good, god, don’t let it end. Keep going.” 
 Stacey thrust as best she could. She was weakened by the climax and started to peter out. It even felt as if she was softening inside of me. She lay on top of me, still breathing heavily. “I love you, baby,” she whispered in my ear.  
 “I love you too.” I lay there not knowing quite what was going on. She had stopped like a man would stop after he was finished. The strap-on shrunk and popped out. I reached down to find it. I was shocked.  
 “Oh, my god, Stacey.”  
 “Do you still love me?”  
 “Oh, honey. More than ever. I never knew. Why didn’t you tell me?”  
 “Too risky. Until now. I had to if we are to get married. Will you marry me?” She ran a hand through my hair, gazing into my eyes.  
 “Will I ever!”  
 “I went away to become as much of a woman as I could. Hips, breasts, facial work. I could never bring myself to get rid of my little strap-on, though.”  
 “Glad you didn’t. I love it.”  
 “Good.” She closed her eyes, a smile on her lips. She looked so happy in that moment. I completely understood, since I felt the same.  
 “I’m jealous now,” I whispered in her ear.  
 “I thought you’d be. I made an appointment for a psychiatrist to interview you to gain approval for the surgeries. If you want them. My aunt died while I was away, and she always thought I was the best nephew who should be a niece. So she left me enough money to become one. I had already saved the funds, though. So you can have my aunt’s money. If you want.  
 I slid a leg over hers and began to hump her silky leg. “Mmm. That does sound nice. I’ll have to sleep on it. I can’t sleep right now, though. I’m too excited. Maybe I can have a turn with you on your back.” I wrapped my fingers around her rod, and it was beginning to grow as I caressed it.  
 “Yeah, that sounds nice. Let’s get you tired out like I am. I’ll just lie there, my bride.”  
 “My bride. This time you’re on your back, and I’m the bull.” 
 “You’re still a princess and will always be, whatever you want to be. Bride or groom, you’re mine.”  
   
   
   
 



 If this book brought you excitement and pleasure, 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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