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CHAPTER 1:

Joining a frat had been kind of a big deal to me when I enrolled in college. I'd never been particularly great at making friends or picking up girls so being a member of a popular fraternity seemed like it might be a good way to change that in a hurry. Gamma Kappa Epsilon was definitely one of the most popular fraternities on campus, but also one of the harder ones to get in. So far I had passed every test with flying colors but there was one final hurdle to get over before being accepted as a full member.

Apparently the frat had a unique holiday tradition that one heard rumors about, but no one was allowed to talk about it so the information was sketchy at best. All I knew was that it involved some kind of gift giving ritual so when the chapter president, Parker Anderson, called all the pledges together I had a feeling that it was probably to discuss this tradition, which would also serve as our final initiation into the frat.

"Now I'm sure you've all heard something about our annual holiday gift tradition, but you're probably wondering exactly what it is and how you fit into the picture," Parker began. "Now I'm sure you all know what the phrase Secret Santa means to most people. It means everybody draws a name from a hat and has to buy a gift for the person whose name they've drawn, hence the Santa part. They also have to keep that person from ever knowing who gave them the gift, which is why it's a secret. Well we have our own version of that which has its own unique spin. You might say we've taken it to the next level. Here only the pledges will be drawing names and the gift you will be giving is yourself."

I assumed that Parker meant that we would have to be some sort of "slave" for a set period of time, fetching beers, running errands, or doing some other embarrassing sort of thing. It was probably going to be a burn, but it could have been a lot worse I figured. Then Parker let the other shoe drop.

"Now of course when I say that you will be the gift I don't mean you as you are right now standing here listening to me. What makes this the greatest idea in the history of gift giving is contained in this little bottle I have in my hand," said Parker as he shook a small pill bottle for emphasis. "Some of you may have seen these miraculous wonder pills before but for those who haven't I should tell you that taking one temporarily transforms you completely into a member of the opposite sex. And I can personally attest to the fact that the results are usually pretty spectacular. So each of you will draw the name of a brother member, pop a pill, and present yourself to him for an entire weekend of serving his needs to the best of your abilities. You will repeat this process for three weekends, with three different members, which will basically take us up to the holidays and then you will receive the greatest Christmas present of your life. You will be accepted as full members of Gamma Kappa Epsilon."


CHAPTER 2:

I thought things had gone a little too easily so far for a fraternity that had such a reputation for being hard to join. There had been a lot of the textbook stuff of having to memorize a bunch of rules and oaths, and some dopey high-jinx, like having to run somewhere on campus in our boxer shorts, but on the whole it hadn't been the terrifying ordeal that I had been expecting going in. Now I could see why. They saved the biggest nightmare for the end.

What Parker was proposing was a lot worse than being somebody's bitch boy for a couple of days, cleaning his room and making late night beer runs, he was talking about us actually being some guy's bitch. And it seemed pretty obvious that any self-respecting frat boy would expect a lot more from a female slave.

I knew what those pills were capable of, having been to a party where the losers of a drinking contest were forced to take one and almost immediately turned into sexy girls, who then had to perform a striptease and give a lap dance to the winners. The transformation was staggering, and while one of the "girls" particularly stood out for her attractiveness they were all pretty darn hot as far as I was concerned.

Knowing that the pills worked, and had the ability to put a man in the body of sexy woman, was very disconcerting to me since it looked like I was going to be expected to be one of those men. For three consecutive weekends I would be expected to transform into a girl and be assigned to one of my future frat brothers to use as he pleased, which I knew meant a whole lot of sex, along with any other little chores he might want to require me to perform. Obviously it was completely unethical, probably illegal, and offensive and misogynistic on so many levels...yet I felt compelled to go along with it.

I had come this far and was right on the doorstep of acceptance into a super popular fraternity. Three weekends of hell sounded hard to take, but not impossible. I had noted that all of the drinking game losers had protested mightily until they had actually taken the pill, and then seemed to warm up to the experience rather quickly. Maybe they were all in therapy now, psychologically scarred for life, but I tended to think that was unlikely. Apparently this had been going on for some time now so presumably all of the brothers had gone through it themselves, and if I did my part this year as a girl I would be rewarded for the next three years by having this "gift" bestowed upon me.

It was probably foolish to put so much importance on the idea of being popular and accepted and admired but high school had pretty much sucked in that area and I was anxious to rectify the situation as quickly as possible.

The only real saving grace of the project was the anonymity. The man that I would be assigned to would know that I was one of the pledges in the pool but would have no way of ever knowing which one, and I certainly wasn't going to tell. It might be difficult for me to look that guy in the eye in the future, but he would never know for sure who had been his gift girl.

The names would be drawn from three different bowls, each bowl representing a different weekend. We would know who we were assigned to and which weekend our assignment would begin but the men would only know when it was their turn in the rotation. The pills would be distributed by the frat's "little sisters" who would also be responsible for our wardrobe and makeup and appearance in general. For those who may not be familiar with the concept of a fraternity little sister it's basically a girl who functions as sort of an "honorary" member of the frat, helping out in a variety of ways without ever being allowed to achieve actual membership. They were also sometimes called "buddies," "sweethearts," or "slutties," which gives you some idea of their social standing within the frat.

Even so it was a relief to have some female assistance going into this dreadful enterprise because I certainly didn't know the first thing about being a girl on any level. Women had always seemed very distant and mysterious to me and I'd never had what you would call a steady girlfriend before. They just seemed moody, emotional, unpredictable, and often kind of snooty to me. It had been my fondest wish upon entering college that I would be accepted into a good fraternity and have that veil lifted once and for all. Now it appeared I was going to get a crash course in womanhood in a way I had never expected or hoped for.

The drawing of the names was kind of a somber affair for those doing the drawing. Nobody broke down in tears or anything but it was sort of like drawing the date of your execution from a hat. I think we all felt that it was kind of an execution in that our masculinity was about to be murdered.

The first name I drew was Randy Lassiter. He was tall and blonde and kind of looked like a surfer, although I had no idea if he ever actually participated in that activity. I didn't know him well at all but he seemed kind of easy-going and laid back on the surface so that gave me a little bit of comfort. Hopefully he wouldn't be a total asshole.

Weekend number two went to a guy named Eric Bedrosian. I knew even less about him except that I thought he was a junior, had dark hair, and always seemed to sport a stubble beard. I hated to think ill of anyone who was going to be a future fraternity brother of mine but I had to admit that under the circumstances he scared me a little.

The final name made me stop dead in my tracks. It was the chapter president Parker Anderson himself. He was handsome and popular and girls just seemed to naturally gravitate to him but it filled my heart with dread knowing that I would have to get his approval in order to pass the test. If I was lucky the other two guys might not be that picky or demanding but it was hard to imagine the head honcho taking it easy on any pledge.

Ultimately I had no idea what any of these guys were going to be like or how they would treat me or what kind of demands they would make so there really wasn't any point in trying to guess. All I could do is go along with whatever was asked of me or drop out of the running for membership in the fraternity, which was something I had no intention of doing.

The secrecy part of things was a great shield but it was also a bit of a burden because it meant that I couldn't confide in anyone or ask for advice, except from the little sister who would help me transform. We weren't even allowed to discuss things with the other pledges who shared our fate. It was, for rather obvious reasons, something that had to be kept hidden at all costs. There was no possible way this activity would be condoned by the school or by the governing body of the fraternity and the penalties for getting caught would likely be quite severe.

Of course we were told that we weren't required to do anything that made us feel uncomfortable or that was personally objectionable but no one needed to add that failure to submit completely would result in rejection of our membership bid. That we all knew quite clearly without having to be told. I suppose it was a fragile legal defense, should something go horribly awry, but we all knew the score. Get with the program, do as you're told, and keep your mouth shut...or else.


CHAPTER 3:

The ordeal actually began about a week before the first official "gifting" would take place. We had to meet up with our assigned little sister and take the pill to make certain that we would be suitably sexy to do our duty, and so that she would have our size information and  make sure that we had the right makeup applied and so on.

The little sister who was going to be helping me was a cute redhead named Angie Adams. She was actually a "little" sister, in that she was somewhat small in stature, but she had very perky boobs that just popped out of whatever she was wearing. She also had a very bubbly personality, which wasn't too surprising since most of the little sisters were pretty enthusiastic and outgoing gals. She would be the only person who would see me as both a man and a woman so she had a great deal of power over me, as far as I was concerned.

"Okay, the pill's going to hit you pretty hard so you might want to sit down when you take it. And you should take off all your clothes first too," Angie instructed.

"What? Right now?" I stammered.

"Jeez! Of course right now. I'm not going to stare at your dick, if that's what you're worried about...unless you've got some giant horse cock or something," she replied.

"No, actually I'm a little more worried about the opposite," I said nervously.

"Gawd! Men and their penis obsession. Why don't you just let the ladies worry about that? Sometimes I think all men are secretly gay or something the way they carry on about dicks all the time," Angie said while rolling her eyes.

God, she was so cute I thought. What I would do to have a chance to be with a girl like that. Well, I guess that was pretty obvious since what I was about to do was get naked and take a pill that would turn me into a woman.

I took off all my clothes and placed them neatly on a nearby chair, then I took a seat and waited patiently. I wished I could have said something clever about her joining me in stripping or something but that wasn't really my style. Plus I didn't want to piss her off because I desperately needed her help and her discretion.

Angie handed me the pill, which was very small and appropriately pink, and a glass of water and I just popped it in my mouth and washed it down. Nothing happened for about 5-10 seconds but then all hell broke loose and it felt like someone was tugging and punching me from the inside. The whole thing only lasted about a minute, if that, and it wasn't really as painful or uncomfortable as you might think, but it was certainly the strangest thing I had ever gone through in my life.

"Holy shit! Did you ever hit the girly jackpot," said Angie approvingly as she surveyed my new female form. "Look at those boobies! No, I really mean it, you should come over to the mirror and look."

I got up and went to the mirror and stared in disbelief at the incredibly attractive woman looking back at me. I wasn't sure whether that was a good thing or a bad thing, from my perspective, but there really wasn't anything I could do about it so it was what it was.

"Is that really me?" I said kind of dumbly.

"No, we hired some chick to get naked and stand behind a trick mirror just to fuck with you," said Angie. "Of course it's you, you ditzy bimbo."

"Wow, I look kind of hot," I said out loud without really realizing I was saying it.

"Well, you're conceited enough to be a hot bitch so at least you've got that going for you," Angie said with a laugh.

"I didn't mean it like that," I said, quickly feeling kind of foolish.

"Don't sweat it. You are hot. Enjoy it while it lasts. You're one of the lucky ones. You never have to worry about getting all saggy and wrinkled...and you don't even have to die young to accomplish that."

Even though I was buck naked, and Angie was fully clothed, I felt amazingly comfortable being around her. She was my lifeline to the real world, literally, since she had all the pills, and she was the only person who would ever know who I really was. I liked her sassy attitude and felt confident that she would take care of me properly.

"Okay, let's get the vital stats out of the way," said Angie as she grabbed a tape measure and began stretching it around various parts of my body. "Your wardrobe will be pretty limited, but frankly you may not spend too much time using any of it. You'll greet your guy in a sexy Santa outfit, or maybe it's an elf costume, I don't fucking know. It's a Christmas-looking thing. You'll have one casual outfit, in case he send out on some errand, one dressy thing, in case he wants to take you somewhere, which is doubtful but not impossible, and some hot lingerie which he'll probably just rip off of you right away and never really appreciate, but that's what men do. No offense intended."

"None taken," I replied.

"Now this is a dildo," said Angie, holding up a rather large and realistic-looking latex penis. "I highly recommend that you masturbate tonight as much as you can before you go home, and I mean practice in all three holes...unless you'd rather just have it all be a surprise."

"So I take it you're saying there will probably be sex involved in this," I said slowly.

"Yeah, baby, there's probably going to be sex involved. Probably lots of sex. Come on, use your head. Next year it'll be you sitting in your room and there will be a knock at the door and some smoking hot babe is going to walk in and offer herself to you to do whatever you want for the entire weekend. Are you going to play Scrabble or are you going to fuck her brains out as many times as you can manage?"

"Well, I'm pretty good at Scrabble but I'm guessing I'll probably want to do more of the fucking kind of thing," I replied.

"So will the guy you have to spend the weekend with, trust me. With your looks and figure it'll be Boner Central," said Angie with a laugh. "But don't let that freak you out too much. It's still sex, you're just getting it in a different way. If you're lucky the guy might even know what he's doing and show you a pretty good time, and if not, join the club sister. We've all had some drunken idiot pawing at us and sticking his weak ass dick inside us, usually for about 20 seconds before he loses all control. You might even be able to jerk him off before he has a chance to fuck you, but you probably can't make that work for a whole weekend, which brings us back to the rubber dickie. Suck it, fuck it, stick it up your ass, do whatever you've got to do to get yourself ready for the real thing. I will leave you with another pill and a glass of water and whenever you want to split just let yourself out and do with the dildo what you like. It's my gift to you. Merry Christmas!"

With that Angie laid out another pill and the water glass and started for the door when she suddenly turned back.

"Hey, I almost forgot. You'll need to come up with a name. And if you don't want anyone to guess that your real name is Andy Rivers don't call yourself something like Mandy Smithers. And don't fret your pretty little head too much about this. Some of us actually like being a girl. Like it quite a lot," she said with a wink before departing.


CHAPTER 4:

The dildo was rather intimidating, but also sort of intriguing. It was only natural that I would be a bit curious about what a woman felt during intercourse, especially since it appeared that I would be discovering that first hand next weekend. And as egotistical as it probably sounds my own good looks were making me kind of horny. I didn't really feel like I was looking at my own reflection, I felt like I was looking at some beautiful babe who was a total stranger to me.

I sort of wished that Angie had stuck around to give me some pointers on how to use this nasty thing, but I guessed that I could probably figure it out. It would have been really cool to see her give me a demonstration of how to properly use the sex toy, but maybe after I was a full-fledged member I'd have a chance to do more than that with her.

I went over and sat on top of the bed after making sure the door was locked. I was in a small attic room at the frat house that was apparently used mostly during parties, or when someone needed to crash for the night and everything else was full.

At first I tried to just stick the dildo in my pussy but it wasn't going that easily so I decided to try rubbing myself a little first to see if getting aroused would help. As I started to rub and finger myself a bit I felt these little surges of energy shooting through me, especially when I started rubbing the hood of my clit. After a few minutes of playing with myself I was starting to feel really excited, and making little moans of pleasure that I wasn't even aware that I was making at first.

I managed to poke a finger up my snatch a little and found that it was kind of wet and sticky when I pulled it back out. Apparently I was doing it right I figured, although the moaning was probably a pretty good indicator too. It seemed like time to try the dildo again so I used both hands and got it lined up the best I could and then tried to press inside me. It went a little bit, but still seemed reluctant to go all the way...or maybe it was just my brain that was, so I sucked it up and gave it a good shove and suddenly it was in!

"Oh, my God!" I gasped to myself, since there was no else in the room.

I actually repeated the phrase a few times as I started to work the dildo back and forth inside my pussy. It was hard to believe that it always felt this good, because it seemed so difficult to get girls to want to fuck. I was reluctant to fuck because I was really a man and wasn't crazy about the idea of being touched by another man, but it seemed to me that a real girl who liked guys would want to feel this way as much as possible.

If this was all I had to do to pass the test it would have been a cakewalk. I probably wouldn't even have minded letting people watch, if that's what it took. It was pretty easy to lose myself in the sensual haze of getting off as a girl. Unfortunately I knew this was the easy part and the ugly side would come next week. Well, when it did, at least I had some idea of what to expect, as far as the physical sensation of being penetrated went.

A little later I tried to give the dildo a BJ, just kind of for fun really, but it tasted kind of rubbery and not all that pleasant. Even so I found that it wasn't as difficult to get a decent portion of the thing in my mouth as I would have expected. Hopefully I would be able to avoid that particular act, but knowing guys, and knowing how much they liked to get head, it seemed pretty likely that at least one of the three men I had to serve would expect some oral action at some point.

I even ended up giving my ass a bit of poke, after seriously lubricating both the toy and my anus, but it wasn't nearly as nice as putting it in my pussy so I didn't linger on that activity for too long. At least I'd given everything a try so I wouldn't be totally in the dark when and if I was called upon to perform some specific sex act.

I suddenly realized that I had lost track of the time and had been in that room much longer than I had ever planned to be. I quickly took the pill and turned back into a man, got dressed, and then tried to figure out what I was going to do with the dildo. It was too big to fit in a pocket without sticking out so I finally just stuffed it down into my trousers and got kind of amused when I saw the bulge it created in my pants. It made me feel kind of manly, which was a good thing after having just emasculated myself as much as a man can do and still have a dick.

It was easy enough to slip out of the house basically unnoticed and go back to my dorm. It was unlikely that anyone had seen Angie and I both go into that room, and even if they did there was no reason for them to jump to the conclusion that it had anything to do with me becoming a girl, and even if they suspected that they didn't see what I looked like so they'd never be able to trace that girl back to me.

It had been a very surprising feeling changing into a different body, let alone a different gender. You just get kind of comfortable wearing your own skin that you don't really have any reason to think about it too much. I knew that women tended to have a lower center of gravity but until I felt it for myself it was a pretty meaningless piece of data. Tits were noticeably weighty, and my joints seemed kind of connected differently so that even walking was a new experience once my wider hips got into the action.

And the whole sex thing was the biggest shocker. I thought I knew what masturbating felt like but it didn't feel anything like I knew before when I was doing it in my new body. It just felt like a much more complicated piece of equipment. Stroking your dick was really simple, and pretty much always the same sensation, but I had a feeling that the female anatomy offered up a much wider variety of options and feelings.

Then I sat down and tried to think of a female name. Angie was right, it shouldn't sound anything like Andy, so things like Sandy, Mandy, Brandy, or Candy were all out, even if you spelled them with an "i" at the end. I did a search for popular girl's names but things like Emma, Ava, or Isabella, that were at the top of the list, really didn't do anything for me. I switched to searching for popular porn stars and kind of liked the sound of Lana. Lana Rhoades was a super hot porn star that I liked, and Lana Turner was a total babe back in the old days so I settled on Lana as my female alias. As for a last name I went with Lake, because I liked the alliteration and because it was kind of a pun on my real name of Rivers without being any sort of an obvious clue to my actual identity. I probably wouldn't be using my fake last name very much anyway so it probably didn't really matter, other than to give my alter ego a little more detail.

I figured it would be pretty important for me to try and think of myself as this Lana Lake person as much as humanly possible so that I didn't get totally weirded out by the whole experience of being with a man. It's like Batman probably didn't want to be thinking about Bruce Wayne when he was kicking ass on the Joker, and I didn't want to think about Andy Rivers when I was doing whatever it was that I was doing with Randy Lassiter next Friday night.

And maybe Angie was right, I thought, that it was just another way of having sex. No big deal. I could probably keep my eyes closed much of the time, or look at something else, so that I wouldn't have to stare at the guy who was touching me. Just keep it impersonal and think of his dick as no more intimidating than the dildo had been.

I just had to remain calm, suck it up, and take one for the team. A Gamma Kappa Epsilon man should be able to handle adversity. That I could probably do but I did worry a little about whether I could handle the shoes they were going to provide me with.


CHAPTER 5:

My costume was adorable, as I figured it probably would be. It was a very short red dress with white furry trim, red fishnet stockings, black boots, and of course a Santa hat. Angie had helped me get dressed, and shown me the other things in my wardrobe, which were now neatly packed away in a little suitcase on wheels, and applied my makeup, showing me a couple of quick touchups I could do on my own if I had to.

"Well, somebody's going to get a very pleasant surprise when you knock on their door tonight," said Angie as she applied the finishing touches to my look.

"Yeah, they'll probably find my dead body lying there in a heap after my heart gives out when I knock on the door," I joked.

"Probably wouldn't stop some of these guys from doing you anyway," Angie said with a chuckle.

"Hey, I'm only doing this to try to become one of those guys remember."

"I know, and I love all you guys, but men are still men and they still haven't quite caught up on the whole evolution thing. After a few drinks you can really see the caveman side come out...which is not always a bad thing," said Angie with a sly grin.

Angie had given  me a hug and squeezed my hand for good luck and then sent me on my way. I didn't have far to go, as Randy's room was just down the hall, so once Angie made sure that the coast was clear I made my way down to his door and knocked.

"Come on in," I heard a voice call from inside.

I had sort of expected to have the door answered in person, and even practiced striking a little pose for when Randy would open it and see me for the first time, but instead I just opened the door and wheeled my luggage in behind me.

Randy was standing over by a table and appeared to be loading up a bong. He was dressed in only some brightly colored boars shorts which definitely reinforced his surfer image.

"You can just put your junk down anywhere," he said without really looking up at me.

I found an empty spot in a corner and parked my bag there. Then I went and struck the pose I had practiced and waited for Randy to notice me. I had some words that I was supposed to recite so I finally decided to just go ahead and say them.

"I'm your Secret Santa, and your Christmas gift from your brothers in Gamma Kappa Epsilon. Once you unwrap me I'm yours to enjoy as you see fit until Monday morning, and I am doing this of my own free will and desire," I said.

It was probably a good idea to put that last part in there so that the arrangement was considered consensual, in case the issue ever came up for some reason. Better to cover your tracks, especially in this day and age when traditional college hazing and initiation rituals were under so much scrutiny.

"Fuckin' A, you look fantastic baby!" Randy exclaimed when he finally finished working on his water pipe and actually bothered to look in my direction.

"Thank you," I replied. "And Merry Christmas."

"Yeah, same to you baby," said Randy as he hopped on the bed and prepared to spark up his bong. "Why don't you come and get comfortable?"

It was one of those moments in life where you kind of felt like you knew you were at a potential crossroad. Like someone handing you a gun just before you walk into a liquor store and telling you to cover the door. If I got on the bed with that guy it was a virtual certainty that I would end up having sex with him, and if I turned around and walked out now it was a virtual certainty that I would be rejected by the fraternity. Neither of those prospects seemed terribly appealing to me so it was time to choose the lesser of two evils. I chose to get up on the bed and sit next to the half naked man with the bong.

"This is some good shit, baby, I think you'll really dig it," said Randy after he had taken the first hit and passed the smoking device over to me. "I like to start off with some Bubblegum Kush just to get the juices flowing. Now I know you're thinking it's an indica so it's going to make you feel all sleepy and shit, but it won't for a couple of hours at least. It's just going to make you relaxed and happy."

I had no idea what the pot head was talking about but if there was something that could make me relax at the moment I was all in favor of it. He could shoot me with an elephant tranquilizer for all I cared because I was scared shitless. I took a hit and passed the bong back and after a second try I did feel amazingly relaxed. I also felt amazingly aroused, for some reason, and I kind of let my hand rest on Randy's bare thigh.

When he set the bong aside and started kissing me I actually welcomed his touch. I was starting to get this gloriously sensuous feeling through my entire body and I wanted to be touched all over, even if it was by a man.

"So what's your name, honey?" Randy asked.

"Lana. Lana Lake," I replied.

"Groovy. That's the kind of lake I'd like to take a dip in," said Randy as he casually let a hand cup one of my breasts. "I'll bet you'd be more comfortable getting out of this thing."

"Yeah, I'm sure I would."

I wasn't actually sure that I would, since it would leave me in my bra, panties, and stockings, but the words just came out of me anyway. Soon I was stripped down to the inventory I just described and just that much closer to being naked in bed with a man. It was all happening so fast, but I guess the weed was kind of slowing everything down in my mind because I didn't feel rushed or pressured at all.

"Damn, I'll bet you'd look really hot at the beach in a tiny little string bikini," Randy commented as we got a little more serious about our touching and kissing. "You'd be the cutest little beach bunny around."

"Oh, I don't know about that," I said modestly, finding myself surprisingly flattered by his praise. "I'll bet you have all kinds of...beach bunnies following you around wherever you go."

My bra had come off somehow, and Randy had one of my nipples in between his teeth, so he didn't comment on my last remark, but that was okay because my nipple felt like a turbo button sending little bursts of electricity down through my pelvis and back up to my brain. I mean I felt like I could actually trace the path, which was crazy, but seemed quite logical to me at the time.

"I told you that was some good, shit, right?" Randy said with a grin, noticing how responsive I was becoming to every little touch.

"Totally dude," I replied happily. "Some seriously righteous shit."

"You want to see my cock?" he asked casually.

"Fuck yeah," I said.

Randy wiggled out of his shorts and as he pulled them down a big beautiful erect penis popped out. It might not have been quite as large as the dildo I had practiced with but it was impressive to say the least. And it was fleshy and real and twitching with anticipation. Or maybe I was describing myself.


CHAPTER 6:

I had reached over and grabbed his prick almost before he had gotten his pants all the way off. I told myself that it was all part of my plan to try and get away with just giving hand jobs as much as possible, but I wondered if that was really the case. Something kind of sizzled in my loins when I saw that thing jump out at me and I knew I needed to get my hands on it right away.

Meanwhile Randy's hands were just kind of all over the place. Sometimes he was squeezing my boobs, and then he was rubbing my inner thigh, and then he was touching my cheek, and suddenly I'd realize that he had a hand down my panties and was feeling me up. While all that was going on we were doing a lot of kissing too.

It was kind of weird feeling so relaxed and yet so horny at the same time. It was like the perfect buzz for the occasion. I had to hand it to the guy, he sure seemed to know his weed...and which buttons to push to get me all hot and bothered. I just felt so good all over that it was hard to comprehend how it was possible. I was not really a girl, I was a straight guy, yet I was totally getting off on another guy finger banging me while I jerked him off.

But I'm not a guy, I'm a girl named Lana Lake I reminded myself. It was okay to stroke a dude's cock, especially when it was such a nice looking one, and he was such a cute dude. Who wouldn't want to wax that shaft?

Then somehow he was on top of me, and my panties were pushed to the side, and his dick was pushing into my pussy. I looked up at him in wonder, because I really hadn't noticed the change of attack, which sort of made it seem like a magic trick or something. And then as I felt his cock starting to move inside me I couldn't look at him directly because my eyes seemed to be rolling back into my head.

"Oh...dude...oh...oh...oh..." I whimpered softly.

This was really nice. I was so comfortable, even with that huge slab of meat stuck inside me. It seemed to fit just fine. And it seemed fine to be in this position with a man. Why not? I even grabbed the back of my thighs and pulled myself even more open than before to let him get deeper into my box. Having him go deep just seemed like a good idea at the time.

Randy reached down and started squeezing my tits while he kept a good steady rhythm going with thrusting. The tempo was neither really fast or really slow, but just a nice constant flow of plunge and retraction.

"Ah...ah...ah..." I moaned as my breathing fell in time with his fucking.

Masturbating with a dildo had been an amazing eye opener...among other things it opened, but I was enjoying this so much more. It felt so warm and snug being pinned under a man who had his big prick inside me, and so much more personal and intimate to be sharing the experience with someone. I reached out and grabbed his butt in both hands and gave him a good squeeze. I was surprised at how firm he felt, but of course I had never grabbed another man's ass before so what the hell did I know?

"You having a good time, baby?" asked Randy.

"Oh, yes...a very good time," I purred contentedly.

"You just tell me if I'm doing it too hard or something."

"No, no, you're doing great! You can even do it harder if you like," I suggested.

"Sure thing, babe, whatever you want," Randy said with a smile as he began to accelerate the rate of his thrusting.

Had I really just told a man to fuck me harder? Well, not exactly in those words, but essentially yes. I came in here not wanting to be fucked at all. What was wrong with me anyway? How come it was so easy for me to just spread my legs and enjoy letting a man take me? But wasn't that better than the alternative? This could have been a totally miserable experience, and just the start of three weekends full of miserable experiences. This whole thing might not be so bad after all. But did surrendering my manhood so quickly mean there was something about me that wasn't quite as manly as I thought? It seemed like kind of a Catch-22. If I enjoyed myself then the process would be easier to get through, but if I admitted that I enjoyed it I felt like a queer.

"Oh, yeah...fuck me harder...fucker me harder, baby...fuck me harder!" I cried out as my fingers clutched tightly at Randy's butt and tried to force him even deeper into my gash.

Okay, so now I was using the exact words, but what could I do? I was really feeling incredible. I had felt the sensation of reaching the climax, much like I did when I ejaculated while jerking off, but the feeling just kept going, sometimes even getting stronger, which was mind blowing to me. An orgasm meant you had reached the end and now you could relax but this wasn't really ending, at least not in the way I was familiar with.

Then Randy started to cum inside me and I was filled with a strange sense of bliss. I think I might have enjoyed his orgasm more than he did, but of course it was resonating within me on a different level. I was just a piece of ass that had been delivered to his door like a pizza, and he had probably fucked a very large number of girls already in his relatively young life. For me it was my first time with a man, and a shocking thing to discover how good that could be.

"So that wasn't so bad, was it?" said Randy after he had pulled out and flopped down next to me.

"No, that was awesome. You were awesome," I replied.

"You hungry?"

"Yeah, I could eat."

"Maybe we should order a pizza or something and chill out for a bit. Let this buzz kind of mellow. Then I've got some Sour Diesel for later that'll rock your world, honey."

I was all in favor of having my world rocked, and I was kind of getting the munchies too so his plan seemed like a good one to me. So it looked like Randy really was getting both my ass and a pizza delivered to his door with about the same level of convenience. That was cool with me. At that moment in time I honestly couldn't think of anywhere else I'd rather be or anything else I'd rather be doing.


CHAPTER 7:

"Yessssssssssssssss! Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck! You're the man...you're the man...oh...you're so much man...give it to me...give it to me...aaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!"

It was quite a bit later in the evening and my world was being officially rocked. After we ate I felt a little drowsy and I think I may have even nodded off a couple of times but that Sour Diesel bud had brought me back to life in a big way. Randy had warned me that I would probably be filled with an almost insatiable desire and that my orgasms might be pretty intense. I was sure that he knew what he was talking about but since my first encounter with him had already been the most intense sex of my life I didn't really see how much more intense it could get. Now I did.

"Oh-baby-fuck-yes-oh-God-fuck-fuck-fuck-yes-oh-Jesus-fuck-oh-God-fuck!" I practically hissed as I bounced up and down on his huge throbbing member.

From the moment I had climbed up on top of him and lowered myself down on his cock I had been transported to another dimension. It was like being on the greatest thrill ride of all time, except that it just kept going and going, and the more I rode the more euphoric I felt. Randy was his usual laid back self, probably happy to be giving his back a rest while I did most of the work.

He could have made this really difficult for me by making wise cracks about who I really was, or trying to embarrass me, but he had been totally awesome, and I adored him for it. That and his cute face and hot body and hard butt and big cock. Of course I was a total lightweight when it came to pot so whatever he had given me was probably having a much bigger impact than it would on someone like him who smoked all the time, but that was very cool too, whether it was his plan or accidental. I had gotten into the mood very quickly and we had both gone through the same basic ups and downs together. Now I was just going up and down physically while my brain was so overloaded that I actually grabbed my head a couple of times out of fear that it was about to explode.

What can I say about full body stimulation? His dick was in my pussy, just as my dick had been in other girl's pussies, but in those cases I pretty much just felt it all in the tip of my prick. Maybe if we were kissing, or the girl was touching me somewhere else at the time I'd get a more diverse sense of excitement, but I didn't even need to be touched anywhere else to get fireworks snapping off all over me.

"How long does this high usually last?" I gasped.

"Oh, it depends. Maybe four or five hours," Randy replied casually.

"Jesus Christ dude! Are you trying to kill me?"

"I can stop anytime you want if it's too much for you."

"No, because then I'd have to kill you and your erection would go away."

"Then just slow it down a little," he suggested as he pulled me down so that I was bent over his chest instead of riding straight up. "My erection's not going anywhere. You can always start riding hard again if you want."

Then we kissed for the longest time while I just kind of let my pelvis grind on his. I had always liked kissing. Liked it a lot, in fact, and being a woman hadn't done anything to diminish that enjoyment. In fact kissing while you had a cock inside you was a definite plus, as far as I could tell.

Even though I had slowed the pace of our fucking my grinding was really getting my clitoris aroused so as much as I enjoyed the little respite from the frenzy I was soon twerking and jerking all over his dick again.

I'm sure we didn't actually fuck for a continuous period of four or five hours, which was probably good since those erectile dysfunction pill ads always warn you that if your erection lasts more than four hours you should call a doctor, but we fucked for a very long time before Randy finally gave it up and shot his wad into my cunt.

Then we kind of cuddled for a while, and then we ate some cold pizza, and then we both just kind of drifted off in each other's arms. It was fucking heaven, as far as I was concerned, and it was only Friday night. I had two more days of this to go, which thrilled me but made me wonder whether I would be the one who would need medical attention once my heart gave out or my brain exploded. If that happened it happened. There were probably a lot worse ways to go, like being devoured by a wild animal or falling into a wood chipper or something, not that either of those two scenarios was likely to be my ultimate fate.


CHAPTER 8:

Basically the rest of the weekend went pretty much the same as it had started. Randy and I got stoned quite a bit, listened to a lot of music, and fucked like weasels more times than I can even recall now. When we wanted food we had it delivered so there wasn't really any reason to get dressed and leave the room until Monday morning when my assignment was done and I had to meet up with Angie to get the pill that would change me back into a man.

"So...how was it?" Angie asked once we were safely behind closed doors without anyone observing us together.

"I know this is going to make me sound totally gay...but I had a really great time," I admitted.

"Good for you, honey," said Angie with a smile. "See, I told you being a girl wasn't so bad."

"And boy were you ever right," I added, perhaps a little more enthusiastically than I had intended. "Randy is a pretty awesome dude, and he was just so nice to me."

"Sounds like maybe you've got a little crush going there," Angie teased.

"No, of course not. I know I'm really a guy, I just meant that he could have been a total jerk about the whole thing but he wasn't at all. He made me feel so relaxed and comfortable about whatever we were doing," I tried to explain.

"And I'll bet the weed helped with that too," Angie chuckled.

"Yeah, I did get pretty high," I confessed sheepishly.

"Whatever works, right? I mean you were in a totally weird situation that you probably didn't feel very comfortable about. If I were you I probably would have wanted to get pretty wasted too."

"You know I never even got to try on these other clothes," I said with a laugh as I indicated my suitcase. "I was pretty much naked the whole weekend."

"Sounds like you really did have a good time," said Angie, giving me kind of a funny look. "So I gather you had sex?"

"Oh, yeah...tons of sex! Really great sex. I had no idea how much better you girls had it when it came to fucking."

"Yeah, lucky us," said Angie, kind of scrunching her brow as if trying to figure out whether I was messing with her or just crazy.

"You know, I thought it would be horrible, but once I tried that dildo you gave me I knew that it could be a good thing after all. I was still scared shitless going into his room, but it was amazing how fast I started to chill out and really get into the whole thing. I mean you must know what I'm talking about. The way a man can make your whole body quiver with excitement and have you screaming in ecstasy and begging for more," I said.

"I have got to try whatever shit you've been smoking," said Angie.

Then I suddenly realized that I probably wasn't doing myself any favors if I wanted to sleep with Angie once I was back to being a man and a full member of the fraternity. I probably sounded pretty gay with all of this talk about men making my body quiver.

"Of course I shouldn't make such a big deal out of it. It was just such a relief that I didn't want to go out and shoot myself or something afterwards. One down and two to go is how I look at it," I said, trying to regain some measure of manly self-respect.

"No, that's cool, I get it. Sometimes you think something is going to be way worse than it turns out to be and it's a huge relief," said Angie. "So, ah, next week you've got Eric Bedrosian."

"Yeah. Do you know the guy very well?" I asked.

"Sort of," Angie replied.

"Anything I should know?"

"Well, just that he's not quite so laid back as Randy. More of an intense dude, I would say. Probably not going to be as mellow, but hey, you play the cards you're dealt, right?"

Her words weren't too reassuring, but they pretty much confirmed what I already suspected. Eric did come across as sort of intense, to put it nicely. You could also say that he seemed like kind of an asshole sometimes, but I really didn't know him at all. My experience with Randy had set the bar pretty high so I figured it would be difficult for anything to really top that, but hopefully whatever happened next weekend would still be filled with plenty of good sex.

Once I was back in my male body I felt pretty stupid about telling Angie how much I had enjoyed being fucked as a girl, but I was still riding the high, and she was like my only female friend when I was female, so I really wanted to share my excitement with someone. Of course I had been hoping that the time we were spending together would make it more likely that she would want to go out with me or something when the initiation was finished, but at the moment I needed her help and support more than anything else. As a member of the frat in good standing I would hopefully get to bang all kinds of hot girls, so if Angie didn't end up being one of them there were probably plenty more fish in the sea.

As it got closer to Friday I got a little more concerned about what "intense" actually meant, but I tried not to let that bother me too much. I had been very lucky with Randy that things were so nice, which meant that at least a third of my initiation would be pleasant, which was something, even if the other two thirds weren't quite as much fun.

Then I got a little paranoid. What if Randy went around bragging about how much I had loved getting boned by him? But that was silly, I realized, because Randy didn't know who I really was when he was boning me. But Angie knew. What if she started blabbing to people that I sounded like some kind of cock loving queer when I got back from being with Randy? But she wouldn't do that, would she? She was sworn to secrecy over my true identity, and she didn't seem like the kind of a person who would rat me out, but of course I really didn't know her that well. She felt like Lana's BFF because she was Lana's only friend, or at least that's how I wanted to see her.

Ultimately I kept coming back to the most important thing to remember. Every guy in this fraternity had presumably done exactly what I was doing, and I had never heard anyone talking about the Secret Santa program until it was unveiled to us in a private meeting. Surely I was not the only guy in history who had gotten some physical pleasure out of the sexual aspects of the assignment. Or maybe I was, and that would make me stand out like a sore thumb. A sore gay thumb. Maybe that would even disqualify me for membership despite completing all three assignments.

Then I got really paranoid and started wondering whether the real test was not to see whether you could stand being a woman for three weekends, but whether you had the balls to stand up for your manhood, despite being told that you would fail by doing so. Maybe it was a trick. A test to weed out the pussy males who would lower themselves to such humiliating depths. Why would Gamma Kappa Epsilon want a bunch of effeminate men in their ranks? Of course if that was the case wouldn't they already have kicked me out? Or maybe that was the idea of having you do it three times or something. A real man might give it the old college try once, but after realizing what a dreadful mistake that was he would stand up for his masculinity and refuse to continue. I thought about trying that tactic but knew that I never would.

For one thing I tended to be someone who followed the rules. If it was all bullshit in the end it wouldn't be my fault for doing what they told me to do. Refusing to get balled by other dudes might win me some respect from some people, but it probably wasn't going to get me into the frat. And besides, I was actually kind of looking forward to being Lana again...just for fun.


CHAPTER 9:

"Get out of that stupid costume, bitch, and come stand over here."

It was Friday and I was in Eric Bedrosian's room and I was getting a quick lesson on why he was considered intense. It shocked me, at first, but not so much that I couldn't follow his instructions so I stripped totally naked as quickly as I could and went to stand in the spot he had indicated.

"Well, you've got nice tits, I'll give you that," said Eric. "And you seem to know how to follow instructions so maybe you're not quite as dumb as you look. Now get on your knees."

I did as I was told and waited for further instructions. This was not going at all the way I had anticipated but I was kind of curious to see where it was all leading.

Eric casually sauntered over and stood in front of me. Then he unfastened his pants and pulled out his dick, which looked like it might be of decent size, but it was hard to tell for sure since he wasn't erect yet.

"You see this?" asked Eric, indicating his dick.

"Yes," I replied.

"This is my cock. It's not hard at the moment, but I expect you will take care of that very soon. And you will keep getting me hard whenever I say so, and you will get me off whenever I say so. I don't want to hear any complaining about anything. I own your slutty little body for the whole weekend and if I feel like fucking you all night then you'll be my fuck puppet. And if I get bored or I go out somewhere you're just going to sit here and wait for me to want to fuck you again. Is that understood?"

"Yes," I replied again.

"Good. Now start sucking like the little whore you are."

I didn't hesitate. I didn't think about jumping up and running off, or telling him to go to hell. I just took his cock in my hand and started stroking him. It was actually kind of thrilling to feel him growing hard in my palm, and I certainly wasn't disappointed when I saw his tool at full strength.

I knew there was something wrong with me because I was just as excited by what I was doing with this jerk as I had been with good-natured Randy, but I couldn't help myself. There was something about the commanding way that he was taking charge that touched me on some deeper level. I would never treat a woman like this, even if I had the power to do so, but there were probably plenty of men who would and it was kind of thrilling to be in the presence of such a man.

I had sucked Randy's cock a couple of times, but never to completion. It was usually just something that happened along the way in the middle of a longer combination of poses and activities. And I certainly hadn't done it on command. I was pretty sure that Eric was going to expect me to finish what I had started so I tried to mentally prepare myself for what that would mean.

Giving head had been something that I had really been afraid of before I met Randy, but between the weed and his calming influence I came to realize that there was nothing to fear. It was actually something that gave me a lot of control, even if I still wasn't experienced enough yet to really know how to exercise that control. Fortunately the basics of the BJ weren't that hard to figure out so I attacked Eric's cock with a fair degree of confidence, and more than a little enthusiasm I'm forced to admit.

Being Lana had given me a very different take on the penis. Having had one myself for my whole life I suppose I had kind of come to take it for granted, and I really only had the top down view to look at it, unless I was standing in front of a mirror. Looking at someone else's dick, especially if it was nice-looking and of decent size, made me more appreciative of the male anatomy than I had ever been before. As a guy I wasn't supposed to look at other men's pricks or think about them at all. And I certainly wasn't supposed to touch them, but as Lana I didn't have to play by those rules. I could touch and kiss and lick and suck all the big juicy cocks I desired.

"Well you're a natural born cock sucker, aren't you?" Eric chuckled as I began to really go to town on his erection. "That's what your mouth was meant for."

I was beginning to wonder whether or not there might be some truth in that the way that I had taken to giving head so quickly and easily. There was just something about the feel of a man's cock between my lips and on my tongue that really got me excited. It was so visceral, and raw, and sexual. I felt so dirty, especially when I was down on my knees like this looking up at a man for his approval. As Lana I really craved that. Approval I mean...well...cock too, but I got off on the idea of pleasing men for reasons that were quite beyond my comprehension.

It sort of made sense, didn't it? I mean these guys were my future fraternity brothers, the men I looked up to and admired and wanted to emulate. They were the coolest guys on campus, why wouldn't I want to show my respect and admiration while I had the unique opportunity to do so as a woman?

"God damn, baby, you are just the biggest slut ever, aren't you? I am going to bang the shit out of you until my dick falls off," said Eric.

I knew his words were patronizing and demeaning, but they were also a type of compliment. I was offered up to him as a gift to do with as he pleased so the fact that he seemed to be happy with what I had to offer was exactly what I wanted to hear. And it wasn't like I was making some huge sacrifice to do it because I did really enjoy sucking his cock.

"Yeah...yeah...yeah..." Eric started grunting as he grabbed my head and started ramming his cock deeper down my throat. "I'm going to fill that slutty mouth with so much cum, bitch."

Do it, I would have told him had I been able to tell him anything. I was ready for it. I could already taste the pre-cum that had been dripping out along the way so I knew that the full load would soon follow.

I was right about that, and Eric wasn't kidding because once he started he just kept pumping hot jizz into me like a man filling a bucket from a garden hose. I was a little surprised by how thick and kind of sticky it was, but I managed to get it all down, which I hoped would impress him. It would certainly impress me if the situation were reversed.

When I had milked every drop I could from him I licked the head and shaft of his dick as clean as possible and then just looked up at him as I waited on my knees for his approval.

"I worked up quite a thirst there so why don't you beer me bitch?"

"What?" I asked in genuine confusion.

"Oh, that's right, you're new to this. I kind of forgot given the way you just sucked my cock. Beer me bitch just means that I want you to go to the kitchen and bring me a beer," Eric explained.

I got up and went over to where my clothes were lying but Eric stopped me before I could even pull my panties on.

"Don't bother with that. You look just fine the way you are," he said.

"You want me to walk through the house naked?"

"There are naked girls walking through this house all the time, honey. Believe me, no one will think anything of it."

It felt very weird to just go walking around buck naked, but as Lana I had such a rockin' body that it at least gave me confidence. If I had to walk around the frat house naked as a man I'm sure I would be trying to keep my dick covered at all times and probably sneaking from point to point. Instead I just strolled out of the room and headed for the kitchen, getting a lot of catcalls and whistles along the way, which actually made me feel kind of good.

This was just the kind of thing that a pledge might have to do for a full-fledged member, I thought, so in a lot of ways I was getting off easy by getting to do it as a girl. Of course I attracted even more attention this way, but it was the good kind of attention, where men were telling you how hot you looked.

I fetched the beer and brought it back to Eric who popped it open and flopped down on the bed. He basically just ignored me at that point so I just stood and waited patiently for him to tell me what to do next. I suppose he was testing me, in a way, to see just how much shit I'd put up with, but I was prepared for the long haul and pretty sure that I could take whatever he dished out over the weekend.


CHAPTER 10:

"That's it baby, fucking yeah...ooh...ooh...you like that, don't you slut?"

What Eric was dishing out while that dialogue was being uttered by him was basically me on all fours with him humping me like a savage from behind as he pulled my hair and slapped my ass.

"I...I...I do," I managed to gasp.

"I didn't tell you to recite your wedding vows, you crazy bitch, I asked you how you like feeling my balls slapping up against your ass while my big cock slams into your slutty whore cunt," Eric corrected me.

"I love feeling your balls slapping up against my ass while your big cock slams into my slutty whore cunt," I sputtered in one long run-on sentence.

"Hey, you remembered all of that. Maybe you're not as dumb an airhead bimbo as I thought you were," Eric said with a chuckle as he gave my bottom a solid whack.

Why was I letting him treat me this way, you might be wondering. Well, I'll try to tell you. Almost from the moment I first became Lana I had felt remarkably comfortable in my new body. The complete horror I expected to feel from becoming a woman just never really materialized. There were a lot of things I actually kind of enjoyed about being female, especially the things involving sex, and not just masturbating. Sex with men was way more incredible than I could ever have guessed it would be, and way better than any sex I'd ever had before.

Consequently my brain was wracked with guilt and doubt. It didn't seem possible that any "normal" straight guy would have that much fun being a girl and getting her pussy pounded by guys who were supposed to be her fraternity brothers. I had no idea how the other pledges were handling this task but I imagined that they were probably a lot less enthusiastic than I was, which just made me feel worse, even though I didn't have any proof that they weren't into it just as much as I was.

A tough guy, with total dedication to the fraternity, might be able to block out the misery of the experience and just do whatever he had to do to get to the finish line, but he would probably have a lot of resentment in his heart towards the men who had forced this indignity upon him, even if they were his future brothers. I was so emasculated already that I was feeling humbled and even a little grateful for the attention I was getting. But here's where we start getting into the psychoanalysis part.

Eric was basically punishing me out loud for the sins I was punishing myself for in my mind. If seeing a man's erect penis, especially one that was noticeably bigger than my own, was going to make me start drooling at the mouth and going weak at the knees then I obviously wasn't the man I thought I was, or possibly even much of a man at all. To be spanked and have my hair pulled and be bossed around by a stronger male was just exactly what I felt I deserved. I wasn't fighting these feminine urges I was having, I was giving in to them freely. Of course I should be berated for that.

What I can't quite explain is why that sort of punishment kind of turned me on. I was willing to accept it as appropriate treatment for my behaving like a total sissy queer, or whatever you wanted to call it, but for some reason thinking of myself as a sissy queer was totally arousing. I knew I should hate myself for having those feelings, but I couldn't really help it if they were there. Having a guy like Eric completely take charge over me was something new and kinky and wild. It really just made me curious to see what he was going to make me do, or do tome next. It might seem like he was putting me down, but with that big cock of his he was also providing me with a ton of physical pleasure.

Eric was really riding me hard and I still couldn't get enough. The sensation of being a completely helpless fuck toy was driving me wild. He could use me as he liked, but I liked being used, so it was a weird sort of symbiotic relationship where we were both getting what we wanted even though I was powerless to control much of anything.

"Yes, please...yes...oh, fuck that's good...fuck, that's good...fuck my pussy...yessssssss!"

"Damn, you are one horny little bitch," Eric said with a laugh. "I'll bet I'm going to wear my dick out fucking you all weekend long."

"Mmmm...mmmm...mmmm..." I purred in reply, liking the idea of getting fucked all weekend long.

"You know, this is probably going to actually be fun," said Eric. "Usually when a guy takes one of those pills they get all paranoid and uptight. Sometimes they just kind of lie there and take it, counting the seconds until it's all over, but you really get into this being female thing don't you?"

"Well...I don't know...maybe...I guess...a little...ohhhhhhhhhhhh...fuuuuuuuuck!"

"That's cool, baby. Better to have a good time than to be miserable, isn't it?"

Part of my brain agreed with him, but part of it also felt incredibly guilty about my obvious enjoyment of what "normal" guys seemed to find unpleasant. That seemed to imply that there was something wrong with me, or different at any rate. Some sort of latent femininity lurking inside me that had just been waiting for an excuse to break out.

Eric suddenly stopped pulling my hair and shoved my head down on the mattress. He sort of repositioned himself so that he was basically standing over my butt, with his legs straddling mine, doing kind of a pile driver move to plow into my pussy from straight above. The change of angle, and my even more helpless position, drove me to the brink of sanity. It was like his cock was a giant hose sucking all of the manhood out of me with each mighty thrust. The bed was shaking so hard that I feared it would collapse at any moment, but I don't think that would have stopped us. We were on a path that would inexorably lead to Eric ejaculating inside me and the only thing I wondered was whether I would survive long enough to enjoy the experience.

"I'll bet you'd like it up the ass," Eric said, basically to himself I suppose.

Somehow I couldn't quite picture how I would like having something as big as Eric's prick being stuffed into something as small as my asshole but what the hell did I know? I hadn't pictured liking any of this when the whole thing started so maybe a good ass fucking was just what I needed.

At the moment Eric seemed content to dump his load into my cunt, and I wasn't in a position to argue or complain, I was really just there to receive it, which I did happily, and with some relief as he had really pounded the hell out of me. There was no cuddling nor time for me to even catch my breath as I was sent back down to fetch him another beer. I was actually walking on kind of shaky legs, and my hair must have been a total disaster, and I had the feeling that his cum was still kind of seeping out of me but I wasn't walking the runway at a Parisian fashion show, I was grabbing a brew at a frat house so I probably wasn't violating any sort of dress code.

"Sit on the foot of the bed facing me and spread your legs wide open," Eric instructed once I had returned with his beverage. "Now play with yourself."

Eric popped the can of beer open and took a deep swig as I stuck a hand between my open legs and did as he commanded. I didn't really mind at all since I was still horny as hell and could use another orgasm to top off the tank. If he wanted to watch me get off why not?

Soon I was lost in my own little world, thinking about how awesome it was to have a pussy and tits and to be the kind of woman that all these hot frat dudes couldn't wait to fuck. I was being treated like a shameless cum dumpster but my ego was still being stroked in the strangest of ways. I liked being liked. I liked being desired. I was playing by the rules so that I could get into the fraternity, but I knew that I really had a lot of power as a woman. I knew exactly how much men wanted what I had between my legs and I knew how desperate they could be to get it. Eric could use me as he liked, but only because he was helping me get something that I really wanted. I other circumstances I'm sure I could have tempted and teased him and made him walk naked through the house to get me a beer, if I wanted to. But for now I granted him all the power. For now. I tucked that thought away and tried not to scream as I brought myself off with an incredible orgasm that shook my body so hard I think it made my teeth rattle.


CHAPTER 11:

I suppose not surprisingly my ass did come into play somewhere along the line. Eric kept hinting at it, and sticking a finger up my butt every chance he got, so I pretty much knew that anal was in my future. At least he was nice enough to lube up his finger before jamming it up my anus, but I had a feeling that no amount of lubrication was going to quite smooth the way for his big cock when it finally poked its way into my backdoor.

I'm really not sure what Eric would have done if I had just flat out refused to let him do me up the ass but I didn't really want to find out. I guess part of me was actually a little curious to know what all the fuss was about as I had certainly never been with a girl who would have even considered anal under any circumstances. I liked the idea of being that girl who had no limits. The fun party chick who just loved sex so much that she couldn't get enough and never said no to anything. I suppose that was the kind of girl I was hoping to meet once I was a member of the fraternity so I tried to look at it as sort of an investment in the future. Sexual karma, if you will. If I was willing to be fucked in the ass then I should be able to meet someone who would let me fuck her in the ass.

When it came time for the actual anal deflowering I got a little nervous but still put myself on all fours and presented my bare behind to Eric. He had fucked me from behind almost exclusively, in one variation or the other, or I had been sucking his cock. Either way the message was pretty clear about who was in charge and what I was there for. I knew that people did anal in a variety of positions but this actually seemed like the most logical one so I simply steadied myself and waited.

Fortunately Eric was generous with the lube again but just as I felt him starting to poke at my ass I kind of got the yips.

"You'll take it easy with me, right?" I said nervously over my shoulder.

"You sure you're cool with this?" Eric asked in reply.

"Yeah, I'm good, I think...just...you know...I'm kind of scared."

"Well, let me just stick the tip in and see how that feels," Eric suggested.

I wondered how many times a guy had used that line on a girl in order to get his dick up her butt. Still it worked on me because the thought of the head of his penis in my ass didn't seem so frightening. A moment later I felt it gliding rather easily into the opening of my anus and I kind of let out a sigh of relief.

"That's not so bad," I said.

A couple more inches of trouser snake slithered into me and I let out another sigh, which was actually more of a gasp as I could really feel myself being filled to the max.

"Should I keep going?" Eric inquired rather politely, especially for him.

I just nodded yes and Eric began to slip his dick up and down inside my asshole. He wasn't giving me the whole thing, and he wasn't doing it very hard, but I sure felt the difference between this and pussy fucking.

Although I was obviously female at the moment the idea that another man had his dick in my ass seemed very gay to me, but not all that unpleasant. If that was the only way to get fucked as a man, aside from oral sex, I could see how one might get used to it, or even grow fond of it. It was just such a great feeling to have a man's cock inside you that how it got there didn't seem like that big of a deal to me for some reason.

"You're something else, baby. You're the best," said Eric as he began to thrust a little harder and deeper.

"Oh, my God," I sort of mumbled under my breath, too confused and distracted to really acknowledge his compliment.

Pretty soon he was basically fucking me like "normal" I guess you would say. I grabbed a pillow and bit down on it to muffle my moans, which might have turned into screams had I let them. I could totally handle having a cock up my ass, even a big one like Eric's, and that made me feel kind of proud, which probably sounds like a silly thing to think, but I couldn't help it. I knew I could handle whatever these guys dished out, and even find my own pleasure in the experience. I felt like I had beat the system, in a way. The whole idea of this gender change and sexual objectifying had obviously been to humiliate the initiate and weed out those who weren't willing to go the distance for the frat. I had a feeling I wasn't just going to stagger across the finish line I would strut across with my curvy hips swiveling and my head held high.

When we were finished Eric seemed impressed by my willingness to do whatever he wanted me to do, but it still didn't lead to any sort of affectionate coupling or tender moments. He had intended to dominate me through the entire weekend and he never really broke from the pattern, which was a little disappointing because I thought I had earned at least a little cuddling.

After crossing his name off my list I was down to just one more guy, but that one was the most important of all. Parker Anderson was a big man on campus, and the chapter president of the fraternity. If I had screwed up with the other two men I was assigned to I could probably still sneak by if I really pleased Parker, but I had a feeling that the opposite was true as well, and no matter what kind of a glowing report I got from the others I would still need to impress Parker in order to accomplish my goal.

There seemed to be a lot riding on the weekend with Parker, but I felt up to the task. I also felt kind of excited, because Parker was really handsome and popular and I knew that there were tons of girls who would love to have the chance to spend a whole weekend with them. I might not have been a real girl but I had been one long enough by now to start to understand how they think and feel. A lot more so than I ever would have imagined possible.

It wasn't hard at all to think of myself as female, even when I wasn't. The two weekends I had spent so far as Lana Lake had made a tremendous impression on me. Once I had gotten over the initial shock I found my groove pretty fast and tried to embrace the experience as much as possible. And it was interesting to see men from a different perspective. They were kind of different around girls, it seemed. I guess that made sense. I was probably a bit different too, without really thinking about it.

These guys were going to be my frat brothers, but they were so much more than that too. I'd just be a new member and they'd never know for sure which of us pledges they had fucked, but I would always know who had put his dick in me, and what he looked like naked, and how his cum tasted. And how he had treated me, as well. Mellow Randy, who had been very cool and just wanted to get high with me while we got our rocks off, and dominant Eric, who made me his bitch in every possible way. I wondered what Parker would be like, but there was no way of really guessing that. There was, perhaps a way, of getting a little inside information from someone who might have some experience with the man, so I decided to ask little sister Angie if she knew what I might expect while she was prepping me to go service the man in question.


CHAPTER 12:

"Sure, I've been with Parker," said Angie as I was preparing for my final weekend of womanhood.

"What's he like?" I asked.

"He's awesome. I mean, he's kind of the whole package...and I mean that literally," she said with a wicked little smile.

"God, are all of the guys in this frat hung like a horse?" I said, almost rhetorically.

"No, it's a pretty random group I suppose. I guess it was just the luck of the draw if you ended up with a bunch of big peckers," Angie chuckled. "Don't you like a nice big slab of sausage?"

"Sure I do...when I'm a girl. It's just kind of depressing when I think of those guys as competition for other girls," I replied.

"Don't let it bother you too much. I've had a great sex with guys of all shapes and sizes. There's no point in thinking of other people as competition anyway when there are so many fish in the sea."

I didn't know how sincere Angie might have been about that opinion, but it did make sense, and it was good advice. This college was crawling with attractive women, and that was just here in this isolated little world. There were beautiful women everywhere, and it wasn't going to help my chances of being with any of them if I let my penis envy get in the way all the time.

That was one of the really cool things about being a woman. I didn't have to think about my penis anymore. It wasn't my job to keep it hard, but I could certainly help out if a guy needed a little assistance. And I didn't have to feel embarrassed by getting a hard on in my pants at an awkward moment. My panties might get wet if I was really aroused, but no one was ever going to know that just by glancing at my crotch.

"So I guess you must really like being a fraternity little sister," I ventured, not sure exactly where this conversation was heading.

"I love it. It's the best!"

"What got you interested in doing it?"

"Same reason you're interested I suppose. The guys. The popularity. The prestige."

"So why not join a sorority?" I asked.

"Too much drama!" Angie replied with a laugh. "People talk about how much more self-esteem there is being in a sorority, but I like hanging with the dudes. They don't care what I'm wearing, as long as I look hot, and they know how to party. Girls are just so bitchy to one another, especially if there's a pecking order of some kind. Here I don't really have to follow any sort of rules, I can just go with the flow and be myself. And the sex is great, although I don't have to do anything I don't want to do. Some shitty frats treat their little sisters like total whores, but these guys aren't like that. You can be a whore, if you want, but you don't have to," Angie explained cheerfully.

I hadn't really thought of it before but she was probably right that there wasn't that much of a difference between me wanting to join this fraternity and her wanting to be part of it on a more unofficial basis. It was kind like getting the best of both worlds for her, I suppose. Some people on the outside might look down on her, I suppose, but so what? She seemed to have her head on straight and her shit together, which was more than I could say for a lot of college kids.

If I were really a girl I might like to be a little sister myself. I wasn't super ambitious about working my way up the chain and being president of the frat someday, or anything like that, so a sorority might be more competitive than I liked, especially if the girls were as bitchy as Angie said they were. Of course that was just one person's opinion, and they might be really nice girls if you gave them the chance, but I could see where she was coming from. Why not be a girl in a house full of guys? It seemed like a great way to get attention.

"So are you really the only person who knows the real identities of which pledges are which girls?" I asked suddenly out of the blue.

"Yup. All of the guys hand me a ballot that says 'pass' or 'fail' on it and I count them up and give a report on who made it and who didn't. It's an odd number so there's no middle ground. If you get at least two votes you're in, but no one else will ever know which girl you were, just that you were one of the ones in this rotation," Angie replied.

"Do you already know how the first two guys have voted?"

"Nope. And I wouldn't tell you even if I did. I'm sworn to secrecy and you have to go through the whole process or drop out completely. And what the hell, dude...you've just got one more to go and he's a total stud so relax and enjoy yourself. Whatever happened with those other two guys is done and can't be changed now. Just keep moving on, baby."

As I looked at myself in my sexy Santa costume for the last time I felt kind of sad. It was so cute, and I looked so awesome in it. I especially liked the fishnet stockings. Just putting them on was a sensuous experience and made me feel very womanly and alluring. I knew I probably wouldn't be wearing these clothes, or any clothes at all, very much over the weekend, but I knew I would miss having the opportunity to dress in such a sexy and enticing way.

"Well, you look great, babe, as always. Go knock 'em dead," said Angie once she had finished up with my hair and makeup and approved me for action.

"Thank you so much, Angie. I'm really going to miss you," I said, feeling a little weepy.

"Hey, I'm not going anywhere. I'll still be hanging around this place for quite some time," she reminded me.

"I know, but I won't. I mean, Lana Lake won't. You've been so good to me throughout this whole process that I feel really close to you as a woman, as crazy as that sounds. I sort of wish I had more time as a girl to just hang out with you and do girl stuff," I said.

"Well, I'm the keeper of the pills you know. If you ever really do want to hang out and do girl stuff, whatever that is, I can always hook you up again."

She was kind of half-joking but then she looked at me really seriously for a moment. I think it sort of hit her all at once that I was actually bemoaning the fact that I'd never be female again and it came as kind of a shock.

"Hey, you know it's totally cool if you've enjoyed this experience. Not everyone does, or does to the same extent. I'm kind of used to guys whining about how soon they can get their dicks back. You really do like being female, don't you?"

"Well, yeah. It's been way better than I expected. I'm not saying I'm gay or anything, but being with guys has been pretty awesome. And I sort of feel like I'm just scratching the surface with this whole fuck puppet thing. Sometimes when I'm female I just have these different thoughts and desires that I'm not used to, but I'm curious about them and feel like I need more time to explore them," I answered as honestly as possible.

"Well, like I said, I've got plenty of pills. And you know I can keep a secret. If you really want to be a girl again sometime just hit me up and we'll make it happen. I think you're pretty awesome as a woman, too, so we might have some fun together."

That made me feel better, in some ways, because I knew this weekend didn't have to be the end of Lana Lake forever, but it also made me feel kind of weird for confessing my desire to become female even when I didn't have to. I knew something must be wrong with me, but I tried to chalk it up to the emotion and the stress of completing this entire process and finding out whether I had passed the test or not. No need to get all worked up over nothing, I thought. Right now the only thing on my mind should be Parker Anderson, and how I was going to rock his world and win the day.


CHAPTER 13:

"Well, I must say, you're certainly the most attractive pledge I've ever seen," said Parker once I had crossed the threshold of his door.

"I doubt that somehow," I said modestly, although I could imagine that he might be right and that made me feel really good about myself.

"And you look really spectacular in that outfit. It certainly gets me in the holiday mood."

"Just the holiday mood?" I offered suggestively.

"Well...maybe a very sexy holiday mood," Parker replied with an incredible smile that almost blinded me it was so dazzling.

"Are you hungry? I was thinking maybe we could go out and grab a bite to eat, chat a bit, break the ice, as it were," Parker suggested.

"Ah, sure, I could eat. I'll have to change."

"Well I've got my own bathroom...one of the perks of being president, so you can change in there if you like."

I had my little bag of clothes with me, as I had done on the two previous weekends, but I had never really had any reason to wear anything other than what I had on when I arrived. Food had just been delivered and Eric had me go naked to the kitchen when he wanted something so I was kind of thrown for a loop by having to dress myself without Angie's help. Fortunately it wasn't rocket science, and my hair and makeup were already done, and that was the tricky part, so all I had to do was basically change clothes.

It was kind of funny seeing myself dressed like a "normal" woman instead of being dolled up in a sexy costume, but I liked the way I looked. I was still sexy, but I just wasn't flaunting it in quite the same way.

"You look lovely in street clothes too, I see. And you get dressed a lot faster than most girls," Parker teased.

We went to a little Chinese place, not too far from campus, that I wasn't familiar with but was utterly pleased by the choice. I loved Chinese food, and this place was exceptionally good. I made a mental note to come back and try it again sometime, as the prices were fairly reasonable as well. It was a very appropriate choice, I thought. No need to do some big fancy, expensive dinner when we both knew I was just there to fuck, but a cozy and comfortable place to relax and break the ice, as Parker had put it.

"So this is your last hurdle before membership," Parker commented.

"Assuming I make it."

"Oh, I can't imagine why you wouldn't. I think if you were going to fail you would have just dropped out a long time ago. It can be a tough thing to go through but you can at least take comfort in the fact that we've all gone through it as well."

It was hard to picture Parker in a dress and fishnet stockings, and quite frankly I didn't want to. I liked him just the way he was now. I was having such a pleasant time with him that I actually started to wonder if this was some kind of a trap. Maybe he was trying to get me off guard so that I'd say the wrong thing, although I honestly couldn't think of what I might say that would ruin my membership chances.

"I hope it hasn't been too hard on you," Parker continued. "I know it probably came as quite a shock when you heard what we had in mind."

"It was, but I've been dealing with it just fine, as far as I can tell, but I don't get a vote so I guess I won't know how well I've been doing until it's all said and done," I replied.

"That's a diplomatic response, and a pragmatic one as well. You've made it this far so I hope I don't give you any reason for wishing that you had dropped out sooner."

"I can't imagine that being the case," I said with a warm smile.

After dinner we actually held hands and went for a little walk around town before heading back to the frat house. It was so totally unexpected, but very much appreciated. It was the kind of thing I had sort of been longing for. Just a little affection and tenderness to go along with all the hardcore fucking and sucking. Parker was acting like we were on a date, or something, and for a moment or two I let my imagination go and pictured myself being a college girl going on dates with cool frat guys like Parker. It would be fun to get all dressed up and make myself look pretty for my guy and then bask in his praise.

Foolish to have thoughts like that, perhaps, but it was hard not to when I was walking hand-in-hand with one of the most attractive and popular men on campus, who had so far treated me like a queen, instead of the gay fuck hole I sort of felt like with Eric.

Parker, like Eric and Randy, was a little older than I was but he seemed so much more mature than the other guys I had been with. More like a man, I suppose, than just a frat boy. That made him all the more exciting in my eyes, and made me want to please him even more. Maybe he had figured that out. He knew I was his for the taking, but that was no guarantee that I'd do much in return. By winning me over, like a real woman, he could expect a more enthusiastic partner. Of course he probably didn't know what a horny little strumpet I was and that I'd be enthusiastic no matter what he did or said, but I appreciated the gesture he was making.

We stopped for ice cream before finally ending up back in his room and by that point I was really ready for some serious fucking. Parker still didn't rush into things as he put on some music and we sat on the bed together, kissing, very gently at first, and then working up to a little more passion as we went along.

"You have the most beautiful eyes," he said as he looked at me and smiled that fabulous smile again.

That kind of threw me off guard, because my eyes were basically the only part of me that was still the same as when I was a man. I figured a man might notice my tits or my ass or maybe even my pussy, but I never imagined they'd be thinking about my eyes.

"Thank you. You have the most incredible smile," I replied.

"It's hard not to smile when I feel so good being around you," he said as my bra fell away and my breasts were exposed.

I hadn't even noticed that we had gotten that much undressed but somehow we were both topless as he put his arms around me and pulled me down to lie with him on the bed. He looked good without his shirt on. Very good, I thought. Just the right kind of build that I seemed to like. It made me wonder what the lower half of his body was like, but I already had some clue that the part between his legs would be something very nice to behold.

Off came my skirt, and his hand went right into my moist panties. I'm sure he took note of that dampness, although he didn't comment on it. Instead he just began to finger me, rather expertly it seemed, as I let out a low moan and kissed him as deeply as I could.

Then my panties were gone and I was on my back with my legs spread apart. Parker still had his pants on but he was climbing down between my open legs and fingering me a little more vigorously. I closed my eyes and purred happily and didn't even see him stick his head down on my snatch until I felt his tongue sliding up and down my slit and opened my eyes again.

He didn't have to lick my pussy. I was his whore for the weekend. Why was he being so cool with me? Maybe he was just a really cool guy, I thought. It was certainly possible. He must have gotten popular for some reason.

I reached down and clutched at his hair, perhaps a little harder than I had planned to, but it just felt so incredible to have his mouth on my wet cunt that I was almost desperate to keep it there, not that he was showing any signs of removing it anytime soon. He brought me off with a fantastic rolling orgasm that sort of rippled through me like a wave, from my head to my toes and back again a few times. I was so wet between the legs I felt a little embarrassed, but Parker didn't seem to mind lapping up my girlish cream. I knew I'd be returning the favor before this weekend was through, so I guess it was all fair and square.

Once Parker was convinced that I was suitably satisfied he finally removed his pants and his cock popped out to greet me. It was so beautiful I almost felt like applauding, or something. It certainly was big, but it was also magnificently shaped, like some sculptor had chiseled it out of marble. It was definitely a work of art.

"Oh, Parker...your cock is really gorgeous. I mean that. And I know a gorgeous cock when I see one," I blurted out without thinking.

"A couple of weekends as a girl and you're a cock expert already," Parker said with a laugh as he flopped down next to me and gently cupped my breasts. "Anyway, I'm glad you like the way it looks. I hope you like the way it feels inside you even more, because I can't wait to get it there."

"I can't either," I said as I pulled my legs back again as far as they could go, exposing my muff as completely as I could, hoping he would accept the invitation to fuck me on my back.

He didn't disappoint me as he quickly swung around and got in position to penetrate me. I was so lubricated his huge cock slid into me quite effortlessly, but I could still tell how big he was once he started to work his magic on my gash.

I clung to him, as if he was about to leap up and dash out of the room. I'm afraid my fingernails might have been leaving marks on his back, but I couldn't help myself. I felt like, I don't know, like I was making love for the first time. Not just the first time as a woman, but maybe the first time ever. I'd never had a really great and serious relationship with a woman. I always considered myself lucky if I got laid, but there wasn't this kind of passion and fire that I was feeling now. I barely knew this man, and I was only there for his pleasure, but none of that seemed to matter. I wanted him inside me so desperately, and I wanted him to want me with that same kind of desperation and hunger.

On and on we went, although not without some variations along the way. Parker could fall into a steady rhythm where his strokes were as reliable as a metronome, but he could also alter his pattern, sometimes switching to a slow and deep routine where he would actually pull all of the way out of me and stick it back in again before gliding to the bottom of my well. Or he'd move my legs around like someone fiddling with some old "rabbit ears" antenna on a TV set.

Finally he put his seed inside me with a great moan and a heavy sigh of relief. Even though he had finished he stayed inside me for a bit while we kissed, I suppose partly because I was still clinging to him pretty tightly and didn't want him to go anywhere. Ultimately I released my grasp on the man and he rolled over on his back beside me.

"I think this is going to be a very nice weekend," he said while still trying to catch his breath.

That seemed like such an understatement that I just laughed and put my head down on his chest, basking in the afterglow of the most amazingly beautiful sex I had known so far.


CHAPTER 14:

It turned out that we had a favorite sitcom that we both liked so we just kicked back for a while and streamed a few episodes. Somewhere along the line I decided it was time to suck his big cock so I positioned myself over his pelvis and began stroking his member, which sprang to life in no time at all. I couldn't wait to wrap my lips around that beautiful hunk of manhood so I got busy with my BJ just as soon as I had him throbbing in my hand.

The TV was still on and Parker just kind of stretched out and looked even more relaxed than before as I began to lick his shaft and kiss his prick all over. Since he was so big I wasn't sure exactly how much of him I was going to manage to get down my throat so I did a lot of stroking at the base with my hand while my head bobbed away up top. I had discovered that being relaxed was really helpful when giving head, but I was having a hard time being relaxed in the incredibly aroused state I was in. Then I thought about how comfy Parker looked with his dick in my mouth and that helped me to mellow out enough to take deeper and longer dives on his chiseled cock.

"Oh, man...oh, wow..." Parker moaned as I began to really go to town on his pecker.

That was just the kind of response I was hoping to get and it inspired me even more. I liked sucking cock, but I really wanted to be good at it too, not just enthusiastic. I wanted a man to feel like he had just gotten the best blowjob of his life once I had finished with him. The kind of head you would remember for years and brag about to your friends. I wasn't sure if I was actually accomplishing that, given how inexperienced I was, but I was pretty certain he was enjoying it at any rate.

God knows I was enjoying it. Maybe it sounds crazy to rave about someone sticking their penis in your mouth, but I had discovered that it could be a most incredible sensation. I guess partly I thought about it a lot from the male perspective. I knew how hot it was to look down and see someone licking your dick, especially if they were doing it with gusto. And I knew it could be hard to get a BJ so offering it up so freely had to be somewhat of a treat for a guy. But beyond that I genuinely loved the feeling of that hot, hard, slippery, stick in my mouth. I loved the way it throbbed and twitched on my tongue. I loved challenging myself to see how much of it I could get down my throat, and yes, I even loved the sticky treat at the end of a job well-done.

For some reason I started thinking about Angie and wondering whether she was as cock crazy as I was. She had implied that Parker was well-hung but didn't say it was from her own personal observation. Maybe the Little Sisters compared notes on the guys or something. She also said she didn't have to do anything she didn't want to do, but didn't specify what those limits might be. I figured she had probably sucked Parker's dick, but then again a lot of girls on campus could probably also claim that. He was the kind of guy that seemed like he would probably have had a lot of girls give him head.

It struck me that women had a tendency to be attracted to the "image" of a man, although in Parker's case his looks were good enough to be attractive anywhere. "Groupies" were attracted to rock stars, or maybe professional athletes, not necessarily because they were handsome or even very nice guys, but because they projected an image of success. The hottest girls in high school all wanted to date the captain of the football team. I had always found that kind of odd, and even a bit shallow, but I was beginning to understand the appeal in some ways.

My desire to join this fraternity was based largely on my desire to be seen as a "cool guy" who hung with other cool guys and belonged to one of the coolest frats on campus. Yes, the fraternity was involved in charitable works, and there could definitely be business contacts to be made for the future, and obviously being in a frat meant access to a lot of parties, but a big part of the appeal was being accepted by guys like Parker Anderson.

Obviously a frat was full of all different kinds of people and personalities, and I had no idea how many of my future brothers I would have chosen as friends had we met in different circumstances, but somehow being part of this fraternal organization just seemed to elevate them all in my eyes. I honestly think that helped me a lot when it came to my initiation. As a woman I still felt that same sense of wanting to please and be accepted by the frat brothers, I just had some very excellent tools for making that happen.

As a guy I had almost always been drawn to women entirely based on their looks, unless I had gotten to know them for some time. If it turned out that we had some things in common, or that we were compatible as a couple it was kind of just random chance. That probably sounds pretty shallow, too, but I don't think I'm a unique example. So if a girl is drawn to a musician, or an athlete, or a frat boy that actually seems like a perfectly logical way to choose who you want to get to know better. Something just has to bring two people together. The rest is up to them to see what they make of it.

"I don't think I'm going to last too much longer," Parker warned me as I was building up to the grand finale of my BJ. "You want me to pull out or something?"

I just locked my eyes on his and started stroking his shaft furiously. I think he got the message that he didn't need to pull out, and with the tight grip I had on his dick I don't know that he could have anyway, even if he wanted to.

Soon I felt the first hot splash of his jizz bursting into my mouth. I think that was actually my favorite part of giving head, not that cum tasted so fantastic, but because it was what I had been working so hard to produce. I'm sure Parker would still have been very satisfied if I had made him pull out and cum on my tits or something, but I was pretty certain that nothing would impress or please him more than to put a big load of his hot cum down my throat.

Once I was sure he had given me every drop of his essence I gave his dick some loving attention with kisses and licks and gentle strokes as it began its sad journey back to flaccidness after a hard won battle. Then I crawled up and lay in Parker's arms, hoping that I had given him something really special.

"That was absolutely incredible," he said as he stroked my hair and gazed into my eyes. "I never expected...I mean...most guys who...did you actually enjoy doing that?"

"Absolutely. You've got an amazing cock and it just needed to be sucked," I replied.

"They must be making those pills stronger these days," Parker said with a chuckle. "I don't recall any other pledge being quite so enthusiastic. Or maybe you're just more honest than most."

I had a sinking feeling that neither of those two options really explained my situation. It was becoming more and more clear to me that I simply loved being a woman. Things that I thought would embarrass me I found myself taking pride in. Feelings that I didn't think myself capable of having were coming to me with natural instinct. What I thought would be a hellish torture had turned out to be a heavenly treat. I don't think the potency of the pill, or my propensity for honesty was really the issue. It was just me. A guy who discovered that he liked being a girl instead.


CHAPTER 15:

We made love two more times that night before drifting off to sleep with the TV on. In the morning we woke around the same time and since Parker was already sporting a healthy boner I couldn't help but climb on top of it and bounce up and down on his dick while he tried to contain my flying titties. He got off pretty fast, which was unusual for him as far as I could tell, but that was okay. We had the whole rest of the weekend for boning.

Saturday was full of my pleasant surprises as we showered together and then went for a bike ride, which turned into sort of a picnic when we stopped and bought some sandwiches along the way. I didn't have much variety in the way of clothing, but I couldn't really worry about that, although I did actually spend some time thinking about what I would have chosen to wear if I were on a similar excursion in the future, even though I knew that was never going to happen.

Parker obviously had a very different idea about what having a weekend sex slave was all about. Eric had pushed it to the max, and Randy had been mellow, but it will still pretty obvious that he wanted to get his rocks off as much as he could during the allotted time. Parker, on the other hand, acted like this was all some normal thing he might be doing with some real girl that he had an interest in.

I loved every minute of it, but it did make my farewell to womanhood a little harder to take in some ways. I knew I was nearing the finish line but I felt like I was really just getting started on my adventure. It was all so new and fascinating to be out in the world as a female. It may have been the same old campus and the same old town that I knew pretty well, but through Lana's eyes it might as well have been Mars.

And Parker was just so awesome! He could have been a totally stuck up jerk, but he wasn't like that at all. He was strong and sure of himself but he didn't need to be arrogant about it. His quiet confidence shot bolts of energy down through my body and into my soul. To say I was smitten with him already would be a tremendous understatement.

But to what end? Maybe Angie did have access to those pills and I could turn into Lana again sometime, it wasn't likely to become a regular occurrence. I'd do it in a heartbeat just to have a chance to wear some sexy clothes again, but I'd also be dealing with the fact that I didn't have an excuse for turning female anymore. Randy, Eric, and Parker all knew I was really a pledge, even if they didn't know which one. Going out into the world with Angie sounded like a blast, but I would have to be kind of careful about what I said or did around other guys so that I didn't give away my secret identity. And of course I couldn't hope for anything resembling a relationship. Lana Lake only existed when Angie handed her a magic pill. I couldn't even talk to a guy on the phone most of the time because he'd hear my male voice.

Finally I decided that the best thing was to just stop worrying and thinking so much and try to enjoy the remainder of the weekend. I'd always have the memories, if nothing else.

By the time we got back to the room we were both pretty horny and really ready to fuck so there wasn't much preliminary buildup as we both started peeling off our clothes the moment we had the door shut behind us. I actually stripped faster than Parker and took advantage of the situation to hop up on the bed and get on all fours, with my butt facing him. Parker didn't need much more time to get naked and quickly pounced on my bare behind. I loved looking into his eyes when we had sex, but I also loved that incredibly girlish feeling of being taken by a man from the back. It was sort of like giving head, something that I knew all men really wanted and enjoyed. It was such a strong and manly way to mate with a woman and I'm sure it brought out some animal instincts in Parker, despite the fact that he was such a gentleman by nature.

I was right about that because Parker was attacking my rear end like a savage in no time, which was just fine and dandy with me. I rather enjoyed seeing the more aggressive side of his nature.

"Oh, baby, the things you do to me," Parker groaned.

"Right now you're the one doing everything. I'm just taking whatever you can give me like a good girl," I joked in reply.

"God, you are a good girl. I mean, you're good at being a girl. Incredibly good. I wouldn't have thought it possible that I could be this attracted to someone I knew was really a man."

"Don't think about that, baby. I'm not a man right now, I'm a hot little bitch in your bed giving you your favorite Christmas gifts a little early."

"It's like you were born to play this role...you just weren't for some reason."

"You're not making any sense, honey. Just concentrate on your big dick in my tight little pussy and how good you're going to feel when you come inside me."

That was pretty much all the encouragement Parker needed, or all the dirty talk he could handle, because he didn't last too much longer after that. He filled me with his seed and then sort of collapsed on top of me so that I was flattened out on the mattress with his prick still implanted in my cunt, which was actually a pretty great feeling, even if it was a little hard to breathe.

"I don't want you to change back," said Parker, as he still lay on top of my back.

"I'm afraid I kind of have to. I have classes and stuff that I have to go to you know."

"Yeah, I know. I'm just saying I wish you didn't. One weekend with you isn't nearly enough."

"I agree, but maybe we can do it again sometime, if things work out right," I suggested.

That was pretty much the end of that line of discussion but I was thrilled that Parker had been so open about his fondness for me. I certainly had feelings for him so although it was a little painful to know that we'd never be able to act upon those feelings in the future we at least had them for a while. And maybe I could bum some pills off of Angie sometime and hook up with Parker again.

We were both pretty hungry again but neither of us really felt like getting dressed and going out so we had some stuff delivered and Parker just threw a robe on to pay the guy and collect the food. We seemed to like a lot of the same stuff so it had been easy to agree on things like where to eat or what to watch on TV, not that I would have complained one way or the other. It was just another cool thing about hanging out with Parker.

I could sort of see why having sex as a woman might feel a bit better than doing it as a man, with multiple orgasms and all, but I was kind of confused by the fact that I seemed to enjoy "dating" in general better this way too. It was kind of hard to classify what I had been doing as dating, per se, but with Parker it certainly felt that way, and it felt better than any dating I had ever done before. Even stupid little shit seemed nicer when I was a girl. I guess a big part of it was not having the pressure of wondering if I was going to get laid, or how aggressive I should be in pressing the issue. With Parker, and the other guys I had been assigned to, I was going to laid as often as they wanted, but even under normal circumstances that would be my choice ultimately. That really changed the whole dynamic of going out with a member of the opposite sex. The woman really held all the cards.

Ultimately I think I just kind of got off on being fawned over and pampered and praised, especially by a big strong guy. I felt really safe and warm and protected, even though I was smaller and more vulnerable than I was as a man. I thought it was cool the way a man would notice my hair or what I was wearing. I liked the dumb little ways that they tried to impress me, like the way Parker tried to act like he wasn't tired at all after our bike ride when I could tell that we had both gotten a pretty good workout and were ready to relax. I knew so little about being female, but I felt like I had a great instinct for it. It seemed impossible to imagine walking away from it all just because my initiation was coming to an end.


CHAPTER 16:

My final day with Parker was pretty mellow but bittersweet. I felt like we had a real connection developing. And our love making was becoming more passionate all the time. We could still get down and dirty, but there was a lot of eye contact and long foreplay too. I really got butterflies in my stomach sometimes when I looked right into his eyes, especially if his big cock was inside me at the time.

"So you made it all the way through," Angie commented brightly as I returned my womanly wardrobe and prepared to return to my male state.

"Yeah, I guess I did," I replied kind of softly.

"Sounds like you and Parker had a pretty good time."

"It was better than just pretty good. It was the best."

"He's a stud, that's for sure."

"So...how well do you know Parker?" I asked carefully.

"Are you jealous, honey? No need to be. I dig all of these guys, and Parker's pretty high on the list, but I don't get involved with any of them. If I have a boyfriend it's always someone not in the fraternity," Angie explained.

"Why is that?"

"I just like to be there for the boys. I don't want to play favorites, even if there are ones I like more than others. I don't want the complications of having some big love affair with the fraternity brothers, that's all. Some Little Sisters fall madly in love and have passionate relationships, but I'm just here to help out and have some fun."

"At least you have the choice," I said a little sadly. "It would be pretty hard for me to have any kind of a love affair with one of my fraternity brothers."

"Sounds like Parker really floated your boat," Angie said with a laugh.

"Yeah, you can say that again. I mean I liked all of the guys but I feel sort of like Goldilocks and Three Studs. Randy was really nice and mellow, but almost too much of a stoner to really be passionate, and the sex with Eric was hot, but he was so intense and domineering that I couldn't be more than a fuck toy to him, but Parker was...you know..."

"Just right?"

"Yeah, just right," I chuckled. "I could really fall for a guy like that, if I could fall for any guy that is."

"Sounds like maybe you already have," Angie suggested slyly.

"But I can't!" I protested. "Once I become a fraternity brother I've got to put all those foolish romantic notions out of my head for good."

"So don't become a fraternity brother."

"But I went through so much to get there. I don't know for sure that I made it, but I'm pretty certain I got at least two votes."

"That's not exactly what I'm saying. Dropping out and staying away from the frat isn't the only option you know."

"I'm not sure I follow you."

"Well, why not join the frat like I did? Become a Little Sister."

"Is that possible?" I said slowly, my head swimming with confusion and conflicting thoughts.

"I don't see why not," Angie replied. "It's not a 24/7 kind of job or anything. I can hook you up with my supplier so that you can get all the pills you want and be Lana Lake anytime the mood strikes you. Considering how babelicious you are I can't imagine any of the boys objecting to your membership."

"But everyone would know it was me, wouldn't they?"

"Not necessarily. Not if you didn't want them to. I could tell Parker that you decided to join as a girl instead of a guy, and he'd probably figure out who you were pretty quickly, but everyone else would just assume that you hadn't passed the test or dropped out along the line. It might be easier if people knew about your other life, but it's kind of up to you how you want to play it," said Angie.

"That sounds so tempting, but how would I explain to my other friends and family that I wasn't in the frat?" I asked.

"Tell them you changed your mind. I'm sure if you told them about the initiation ritual they would all think you were a level-headed, red-blooded, American male for turning it down. They don't have to know what a cock-craving little bitch you really are."

"Oh, God...that is what I am, isn't it?"

"Welcome to the club, baby. And welcome to the team. We'd be very happy to include you as one of our members. And I think you'll find a lot of very supportive sisters if you want to confide in them. You can never have too many girlfriends to borrow clothes from," Angie said with another laugh.

I was really dumfounded and at a loss for words. I think I might have started crying, or something, because I remember Angie hugging me very tightly and me trying to say something intelligent but failing.

It really did seem like the perfect solution. I'd still be part of the frat, and have the prestige that went along with being associated with a bunch of popular guys, but I'd also be something special, and even more popular with the frat boys as Lana than I ever would have been as myself. I could experience the Greek campus thing but do it kind of on my own terms.

And all those boys! Of course I was most excited about being able to see Parker again, but like Angie I probably would need to kind of spread myself around, at least at first. What did I really know about my taste in men anyway, except that they had all tasted pretty fine to me so far. I didn't necessarily want to develop a reputation as a total slut, but I was certainly open to it if it seemed like the most fun way to go. What did I really care about my reputation? It wasn't like I was saving myself for marriage or something.

I was going to need to get a lot of stuff. Clothes, and makeup, and shoes, and jewelry and all of that sort of thing, and of course a really big supply of those wonderful little pills. Everything had just been provided to me over the past three weekends, but now I was on my own and needed to develop my own style. That thought was a little intimidating, but also really exciting for some reason. I think that going out with Parker dressed in "street attire" had really stirred something in my imagination. There were so many options, so many different looks to try. Now I could try them.

I suppose it should have shocked me how quickly I jumped at the suggestion that I abandon my male identity in order to become a Little Sister, knowing that I would be a definite sex object for a ton of horny college guys, even if they did respect the position enough to treat me well. When I originally thought about joining the frat I thought it would be a passport to pussy, which of course it was, although I had never imagined that it would be me with the pussy.

There was Christmas music playing somewhere off in the distance and I suddenly felt an incredibly warm glow inside me. This was one Christmas that I was surely always going to remember for the rest of my life. The Christmas where I was given the greatest gift I could receive...the gift of womanhood.


CHAPTER 17:

I was back in my adorable Santa costume again, but this time everyone got to see it. All of us Little Sisters were wearing something of the kind for the big Gamma Kappa Epsilon Christmas party. Most of the food was catered but we girls had all worked on baking cookies, which I found incredibly delightful to do for some reason, even though I didn't know the first thing about baking anything. Fortunately a number of the other girls were just about as clueless as I was so I didn't stand out like a sore thumb.

My fellow Little Sisters were all pretty attractive, which I suppose wasn't too surprising. Gamma Kappa Epsilon was a popular fraternity so it would logically attract a lot of hot girls to its ranks and its parties. Fortunately they had all been incredibly nice to me so far, even when I had divulged my little secret. If anything that had just made them all the more friendly and helpful, as Angie had suggested it might, because I think they were intrigued by the idea that I had voluntarily chosen to become a girl instead of joining the frat as a man, even after going through the rather unusual and demanding ritual. I think they also looked forward to using me as their human dress up doll and giving me a makeover, which I wasn't about to object to at all.

Another thing I had discovered is that a lot of girls really like gay men, and while I still wouldn't classify myself as such, since I had never done anything sexual with another man while I was male, the fact that I was a guy who really liked cock sort of put me in that category anyway. That was okay with me because I had really stopped worrying about my manhood, or the lack of it. As long as I could keep getting my hands on those pills I planned to go right on being female as much as possible.

I had a feeling that my secret wouldn't remain a secret forever, having shared it with a number of my fellow Little Sisters, but even that didn't bother me too much. If I knew anything about men, and I obviously knew quite a lot, it was that they would only see the sexy girl in front of them and have little trouble blocking out the reality of my identity. And what would they really care anyway? Instead of having another fraternity brother, who would actually be competing for the available girls, they were getting another hot babe who might show them a good time, or at least show them enough cleavage to stoke the fires of their imaginations.

Obviously the three men I had been "gifted" to recognized me and knew that I was really a guy, even if they didn't know exactly which guy I was. That fact hadn't stopped any of them from fucking me and it probably wouldn't stop them from wanting to fuck me again now. And I might want them to fuck me again, but right now I was trying to just take it slow and concentrate on being the best Little Sister I could be. That was before Parker came up and handed me a drink and my heart started beating so hard I worried that he'd be able to hear it.

"You girls did a great job on the decorations," he said pleasantly.

"Thanks. I think it helps get in the holiday mood," I replied.

"Just seeing you in that costume does the trick for me. You know I was so afraid I'd never see you again at all."

"Well...here I am," I said, realizing that I sounded like a ninny, but being too flustered to come up with anything witty to say.

"When I was a pledge, and I had to do the Secret Santa thing to get into the fraternity, I thought it was the dumbest idea in the world, but it was a tradition so I went along with it, even though it was embarrassing as hell. And when I became president I actually thought about abolishing the whole thing so that nobody would ever have to go through it again but now I'm so glad that I didn't," said Parker.

"Me, too, although I would never have guessed that I'd be standing here saying that a month ago," I said with a laugh. "I had no idea that things were going to turn out this way, but now that they have I couldn't be happier."

"Hey, is that mistletoe?" Parker suddenly asked, pointing to a sprig of the stuff hanging over a doorway.

"Oh, yeah, we put a lot of that up all over the place. Just in case..." I replied with a smile.

Parker took me by the hand and led me over to a spot where we could both stand under the poisonous little parasite of a shrub that had inspired so many lips to lock for centuries. He took me firmly in his arms and I closed my eyes and parted my lips and a moment later I felt like I was in heaven as our mouths hungrily opened and we kissed so long that people got tired of us blocking to doorway and started to complain.

"Sorry about that," Parker joked once we had finally freed up the doorway again and moved off to the side. "It just seemed like such a good excuse to kiss you."

"You don't need an excuse to kiss me, baby. You can do it whenever you like," I replied and suddenly we were at it again, although this time not interrupting any traffic patterns.

I hadn't planned on this sort of thing happening, at least not so quickly, but there were a whole lot of things that I hadn't planned on lately that just happened, and so far they had all been pretty terrific. This just seemed like another one of those things.

"Jesus, get a room," somebody teased as we continued to make out rather conspicuously.

"That doesn't sound like a bad idea," said Parker. "Fortunately we've got one right up the stairs if we want it."

"I think you know how bad I want it," I replied, finding a little more confidence in all that torrid kissing.

Parker took me by the hand again and off we went to his room. Once inside the kissing started again almost immediately, but not before he got the top of my costume down and my tits pulled out of my bra. He grabbed both of my boobs in each hand and then buried his face in my cleavage.

"God your breasts are amazing," he mumbled before taking one of my nipples between his teeth.

"Oh, they're just breasts," I said casually, knowing that they were actually spectacular symbols of my glorious femininity and something I was very proud of, even if they had only been produced from a bottle.

Parker wanted me. He really wanted me. I had been given to him to use for a weekend as part of a dopey initiation ritual so naturally he was going to try to make the best of it and enjoy me as much as he could, but now that was all over and he was free to be with any girl he desired, yet he had gone straight for me. He knew I wasn't really a girl and yet he didn't seem to care. Obviously I had hoped that the chemistry we seemed to have that first weekend together was genuine, but I didn't dare to dream too much. I was assigned to him to do as he wished with me, and we both assumed that there was no possible future for us, but now I felt myself tingling and almost shaking with excitement.

I dropped to my knees, and pretty much took his pants down to the floor with me, causing his amazingly beautiful cock to spring free right in front of my face. I would never in a million years have guessed that putting a man's penis in my mouth would be such a compelling desire, but at the moment I couldn't think of anything else I could possibly rather be doing.

I didn't just suck his cock, I devoured it. I savored it and caressed it and pampered it and slobbered all over it. I loved rubbing my hands up and down his shaft and feeling the veins bulging out and the way it pulsated in my grasp. I loved looking down and watching that shaft disappearing into my throat and then gliding back out again, over and over, and over.

Why, I kept asking myself. Why did I love this so much? It wasn't like I had hated being a man, but I had certainly never loved it as much as I now loved being a woman. It was like everything had just clicked into place and I was doing what I should be doing...feeling what I should be feeling. I was still dressed from the waist down, and nobody had touched my pussy yet, but I was still dripping with excitement and as horny as I could possibly be.

I stopped watching Parker's shaft go in and out of my mouth and looked straight up at him instead. He looked so happy and serene and that made me feel incredibly happy as well. Parker had been so nice to me when he didn't have to, and now it was my turn to return the favor, because I was under no obligation to suck his cock. There's was nothing riding on it, no votes to worry about, I was doing it because it was my pleasure to be doing it, just as swallowing his sticky cum was a pleasure the moment he began to spurt in my mouth. I couldn't imagine why a girl would spit it out, or make the guy cum somewhere else. It was the perfect ending and a wonderful way to show how much you had enjoyed the experience.

"I guess maybe I should get back down there in case the girls need any help," I said as I got up from the floor and started to try and stuff myself back into my clothes.

"You're not going anywhere, honey," said Parker as he instead pulled my dress completely off of me and unhooked my bra. "Why don't you take off your panties and hop in bed and I'll be right behind you."

"I'd love to, but this is my first big event as a Little Sister and I don't want to mess it up by bailing on the other girls," I pointed out.

"Hey, I'm the president of the fraternity. You won't get in any trouble I promise you."

I just grinned and pulled my wet panties off and flung them aside, and took off my boots as quickly as I could. Then I practically ran to the bed and did hop on top of it, waiting excitedly for Parker to join me. A few moments later I got my wish and he slid his naked body next to mine and I threw my arms around his neck and started to kiss him deeply.

"So you want to give me any hints about what you might want for Christmas?" Parker asked, once he had a moment free to use his lips for something other than smothering mine.

"This is all I want for Christmas," I replied, reaching down and taking his cock in my hand. "And New Year's Eve, and New Year's, and Groundhog's Day, and other day you want to give it to me."

"You sound pretty easy to please," said Parker.

"That's because I know you'll work hard to please me," I said with a grin. "I may be fairly low maintenance but I like getting my rocks off."

"You don't really have rocks anymore," Parker pointed out in jest.

"You know what I mean. If you want me you can have me, but don't ever take me for granted. I can always take my balls and go home."

Parker burst out loud with laughter as he pulled me over to lie on top of him.

"I never got to know you as a guy, and at this point I think it might be kind of awkward to do so, but you make one hell of a woman, you know that?"

"Yeah, I kind of figured that out. That's why I chose to be one."


CHAPTER 18:

I'm sure the Secret Santa initiation stunt would horrify a lot of people, especially those who were trying to eradicate any sort initiation rituals or hazing from college life, and I can certainly see their point. It can be a terribly embarrassing thing to make someone change their gender, even temporarily, and then force them into a situation where they have to perform sex on demand or fail the test, but in my case I was certainly grateful that the tradition carried on with Gamma Kappa Epsilon, at least long enough for me to discover this hidden side of my nature that I never would have known about without the crazy contest and my burning desire to join the frat.

In all honesty it probably isn't the worst thing in the world to make a man go through something like that just so that he can see what it's like being in the woman's shoes. Everyone, in fact, could probably learn something from changing their sex for a short time. Not everyone would be likely to embrace the change as happily as I did, but some lessons are worth paying a price for I suppose.

Technically I was still a man most of the time, but I had a feeling that things could change down the line. I didn't know what the formalities were, but I could certainly picture a time where I simply stopped being Andy and became Lana for good. Maybe I'd wait until I graduated, or wait for the semester to end, or wait a few weeks, but it seemed pretty obvious to me that my future was as a woman, and while that was kind of scary, it was also exciting.

And it wasn't all tied into whether Parker wanted a serious relationship with me or not, although that was a very pleasing idea to me at the moment. It would be foolish for me to make that kind of a decision based entirely on my feelings for one man, but now that I knew what it felt like to be in love as a woman I knew I would want that feeling often for the rest of my life, whether it was with Parker, or one of the other fraternity boys, or someone else I might meet way down the line.

As for the rest of that night Parker slipped his gift into my box several more times, and each time I squealed with delight, like I probably did as a kid when I got some gift I really wanted. Parker's cock was definitely the gift that kept on giving.

The last time I spent the night in his bed I was full of sadness, worrying that maybe I'd never be back there again, or back in any man's bed for that matter, but now it was just the happy beginning of a new and thrilling adventure. I don't suppose you'd call it a Christmas miracle, since my transformation was accomplished through science and pharmaceuticals, but it still felt pretty miraculous to me that I was enjoying the best Christmas of my life by getting fucked senseless by a man with a big cock. It certainly put me in the holiday mood and I wish anybody reading this the happiest of holidays...even if your taste runs more to eggnog and watching It's A Wonderful Life.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

As my regular readers know I do enjoy writing holiday-themed books, especially at Halloween and Christmas. It's kind of a tradition that I just fell into without any big plan. It's always fun to try and think of something that's appropriate for the season, and it usually puts me in the holiday mood, and I hope it does the same for you...while getting you in the mood for some naughty fun as well, of course!
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