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My jaw dropped. “Coach, that’s just crazy.” I glared at him, wanting to make sure he didn’t doubt my masculinity, though secretly, my heart raced thinking about it.

“Jamie, you know this is my first job out of college. I want to make a difference here, and you could help the team immensely.” His handsome face and bright eyes conveyed his sincerity. “All the guys would appreciate your efforts. They need some motivation if they’re ever going to win anything.”

“They sure do. It’s the lamest football team I’ve ever seen. But this is just a small college—aren’t the guys all expecting to just play for fun?”

“It’s a hell of a lot more fun if they win some... for everyone. Imagine that you were the one who drove them to accomplish a win or two. How good would you feel?”

“That would be nice. I can try to give them a pep talk. Maybe that would help. I’ll write one up.”

Coach shook his head, tossing a football back and forth in his hands. “It’s nice of you to offer that, but I think it’ll take a little more than that.”

“Why me? Why not one of the other guys?”

He put the ball down and leaned over the desk toward me. “You’re a drama major and love acting. It’ll even come in handy there, and you’ll probably get lead roles if you do it. Someone has to play those parts, and you’ll be perfect for them. Plus, look at you, Jamie. You’re not in the game. You’re the organizer, water-boy, helper, and rightly so—you’d be killed out on the field. You’re a junior in college, pretty much done growing, and not a really masculine kind of guy, now admit it. There’s nothing wrong with that. It’s who you are. I’m just trying to make you and everyone else more successful and the game more enjoyable. Admit that you aren’t masculine.”

“I’m not masculine. That doesn’t mean I’m not a man! So what?” I banged my fist on the table for effect.

“Don’t get upset. I know you’re a man. If you were a girl, you couldn’t go to school here, at an all-male college, one of the few left. That’s great for some things and terrible for others, but it is what it is right now. The point is, you have the ability to help the team by being a man and doing this. You can provide inspiration and motivation to them, help them fulfill their desire to win. Satisfy their desires, and you know you’ll reap their rewards—it’s how the world works.”

I nodded. The thought of what Coach was proposing was pretty enticing. I mean, being able to help the guys. I’d never had many friends, girls or guys, because I was such a geek. Maybe this would create some lasting friendships for me. Not to mention getting to pursue my favorite interest while going to the games. If they accepted the new me, that is.

I crossed my thighs in my jeans and bounced a foot. I covered my mouth with my hand, thinking. I shook my head. “What’ll the guys think of me when I do that?”

“When you show up presenting yourself in your new uniform, and you present yourself as the new you every day, on campus and around town, the guys will go crazy over you. They’ll all want to be your closest friend.”

“Every day, not just game days?”

“Every day, full time. Can’t go back and forth. That wouldn’t be as effective, and the new you wouldn’t be as accessible. It might be a turnoff to them seeing the old you show up. The old you is invisible to them, but the new you will be water in the desert for them. You’d be their oasis.”

“You really think they’d like me for it rather than calling me a fake? Or worse?”

“Of course. Why did your parents send you to this school?”

“I don’t know. I never had a serious girlfriend, but I imagine it was so I wouldn’t be distracted by girls.”

“Right! Same as everyone else. How miserable will four years like that be for the guys on the team? You can give them a special treat. They’ll all love seeing you. You’ll show how brave you are to put yourself out there for them like that. Taking it for the team! That’s courage, man. A very manly thing. Everyone recognizes courage. And it’s a sacrifice to take it for the team like that. Everyone loves a hero. C’mon, Jamie, take it for the team. Be a man and step up to the challenge.”

“Take it for the team, huh?” I bounced my foot and stared up and to the right, searching. I thought about being able to do what I loved to do... every day...out in the open, as a totally new me. That wouldn’t be a challenge at all. It was a dream come true. I’d even have a compelling reason for doing it. I stared at him, my mouth covered with my fingers, the fragrance of my lavender soap on them, my heart racing in my chest.

Coach leaned back in his chair, his bright eyes pleading. “You’re an adult, be brave. Give the team what they need. Do yourself a favor. It’ll be simple for you. I’m sure you’ll receive all their rewards from it. They’ll be waiting in line to give their rewards to you.” He crossed his legs under the desk and adjusted himself with his hand like a baseball player.

He winked. “Their rewards will fill you up, and you’ll be in heaven from their attention and your ability to make them happy. Maybe then the team can win some games rather than focusing on how unsatisfying it is at this school. They’ll have you to thank for their newfound satisfaction.”

I looked into his handsome face and thought about being who I love to be, all the time, and having true friends who appreciate me and who think I’m fun and interesting and brave for doing this for them.

I put on my best smirk trying to hide my excitement. “But I’ll have to buy new clothes and things for the new persona when it isn’t game time and I’m not wearing the uniform.”

His eyes lit up. “No problem. We aren’t buying helmets or uniforms this year because they’re all still like new. The field is in perfect shape, and we don’t need any equipment. I need to spend the budget or face getting less next year. I’ll give you some of the money to get you going. You’ll have enough for anything you need to make your new look perfect. If you need more, just let me know.” He smiled ear to ear. His eyes flitted over my face and hair. I could tell he was getting excited at the prospect of me accepting. He did the baseball adjustment under the desk again—must have had some ill-fitting underwear.

I rolled my eyes and shook my head, then looked down at my lap, taking a deep breath and thinking. I visualized being that person every day. I’d never been able to stay that way for more than a couple hours when I secretly practiced playing the part before. Now I could take it even further than I ever had. It was incredibly exciting, but I had to act like I had never done anything like that before.

I sat upright and shook my head, exhaling a deep breath. “But I don’t know a thing about changing myself for a role like that. Who can help me?”

“You’ll figure it out. You’re a drama major. You’re a smart guy. Google it. Do it well. Show how well you can pull it off.”

“What if it doesn’t work? I mean, what if they all freak out instead of liking it. What if I don’t turn out so well?”

“Well, then you get to keep all the things you’ve bought, and you can do what you like with them. You can stay in that persona or just save the stuff for some other time or give it to the Salvation Army. I wouldn’t make you pay for anything, whether it works or not.”

Hmm, now that was a hell of a deal. Coach grinned and his eyes flitted over me while I thought about it. His hand moved under the desk several times—poor guy must have had an itch the way he was rubbing it. I had nothing to lose other than my ego if it flopped, and I could fill my closets and drawers with more things for my favorite interest. And if it worked well, how great would that be? Wow! I struggled to keep the smile off my face as I said, “Okay, Coach. I’ll try it.”

He reached across his desk and shook my hand. “Congratulations, Jamie. You’ll be fabulous. You’ll see. Let’s get you going so you can start taking it for the team.”
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Immediately, the coach had me pick out my cheerleading uniform online. We figured out my size and bought pink wedge sneakers to go with it and matching pom-poms. I couldn’t wait to try it on. He was as excited for me as I was.

“Okay, Jamie. The first step has been taken. Come in tomorrow after FedEx delivers at ten a.m., and you can take it home, then wear it to practice.”

“Okay, Coach.”

“Now go get your hair and nails done and buy clothes and things. Make yourself into the prettiest girl you can be. Be brave. Go all out.”

“Right, Coach. I’ll do my best.”

I shook his hand and ran out the door. I was so excited to be doing this, I couldn’t help yelling a big “Woo-hoo!” when I got out of the gym. I leapt into the air and clicked my heels, then ran off to my apartment.

I figured I might as well get dressed like a girl right away so I could go shopping that way and get my pedicure and manicure. I shaved my body, did my hair with a curling iron, and did my makeup and lipstick. I put on a pink bra filled it with gel-form breasts, and slipped into a pair of matching panties. I dressed in a white denim mini and tank top, a pair of wedge heels, and I took off on my mission.

I had my hair cut in layers and streaked with a lighter color. I had my ears pierced in two spots on each earlobe in addition to the ones I already had. I bought more earrings, bracelets, rings, necklaces, sheer stockings and pantyhose, lingerie, underwear and bras, a few pairs of my favorite sky-high heels, miniskirts, minidresses for daytime and clubbing, perfume, lipsticks, fresh makeup—everything a girl needs.

I was drunk on the thrill of preparing, and I still had money left over from what the coach had given me. I bought a few more purses and still had cash. I dragged all my things back to my apartment on campus, and put them away. All my boy clothes went into garbage bags and into my storage area in the basement. It was official. I was going to live as a girl.

My heart was still racing from all the excitement. I had been in public the first time ever as Jamie, a girl, and no one suspected a thing. I was elated.

I poured a glass of white wine from the fridge and sat on the patio outside the apartment, enjoying the sunshine. The smell of freshly cut grass mingled with my perfume as I slid my long, newly manicured nails lightly across my silky thigh. Mmm, this was heaven.

I could see students moving across the campus. It was Friday night, and all the guys would be at a frat or a bar, drinking beer, telling jokes, or playing poker. Some might go into town and try to find some girls, but eligible girls were few and far between in this little town. Some might make a drive into the city to party, but it was half an hour’s drive and held no guarantees, so most didn’t bother.

What did I want to do tonight as the new me? If I hung around campus, I’d be found out, and I wanted to do my reveal in my cheerleader outfit tomorrow so I could see all their reactions at once. It would be better that way than having it leak out. Then I’d know if they all liked the idea. If they did, I could be this way from now on. If they didn’t, then I’d give it up.

I felt like dressing to the hilt and having a few drinks in public as the new me. I looked at my ID. It looked like the new me without makeup and a different haircut. I did have a set of earrings on in the picture, so that part should pass okay. But as for gender, it said I was male. Hmm... I put it on the ground face down and pressed my high heel into it right where gender was. I looked at it. I’d obscured it perfectly. I took my phone from my purse and Googled places to go in the city.

I found a classy restaurant with an elegant bar, specialty martinis, and all sorts of tapas. I had my plan. I went back into my apartment, took a quick shower, did my new hairdo and put on some nighttime makeup, then went into the bedroom and picked out the dress I wanted. It was a pretty beige minidress with pink roses scattered across the silky fabric. It had a V-neck, and the hem flared out slightly to end a short way down my thigh. So pretty!

I slid into sheer suntan pantyhose. I had cut a portion of the crotch out of them so I didn’t have to take them down to pee. I slid them up my legs—I’d always loved that feeling—letting the silkiness caress me. This time I had a reason to dress this way and I was going out in public. It was much more exciting.

I put on a flowered beige bra and slid my gel breast-forms in. I slid the dress up and adjusted my cleavage in it. I slid into silky, lace panties in the same flowery beige and tucked my excited self into them. I slipped into a pair of very high stilettos, my pretty painted toenails shining beneath the sheer stockings, and strapped them about my ankles.

I put on my jewelry, filled my matching purse with lipstick, blush, perfume, ID, and phone and inspected myself in the full-length mirror while spraying perfume under my dress, on my legs, arms, and hair. Mmm, it smelled so feminine and pretty. I looked better than I ever had as a girl and ten times better than as a boy. I was gorgeous.

I felt enchanted—feminine, proud, confident, and sexy as hell. Now for a night on the town. I wondered what it would bring. Would I meet a single girl that I could share the evening with? I hoped so. Even though it felt wrong to let her think I was a girl, it was what I wanted. I could always tell her later if it felt okay to do so. Once she fell for me as a girl, she wouldn’t care. Right? Well, it was what I was doing, and that was that.

I stepped out into the fresh air and clicked deliciously in my heels  to my car. My breasts tugged on my chest, my dress flitted about my thighs, the breeze blowing beneath it. This was fabulous.
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I loved the sensation of driving in heels, the cool leather of the seat under my thighs, the cool air from the A/C on my legs and chest. It made me feel both sensual and vulnerable. A nice sort of vulnerable, though. I throbbed in my panties from the sensuality of it all. I felt sexier than I’d ever felt before. I rubbed it lightly through my dress with my long-nailed, pretty hand while I drove. It was luxuriously delightful.

The half an hour flew; I was absorbed in myself and driving as if on autopilot to the city. By the time I reached the restaurant, I had to stop touching myself or risk wetting my panties, and I was more than ready for a nice stiff drink.

The valet opened my door and smiled as he lent me a hand to get out. I took the ticket stub from him, thanked him, and walked daintily across the pavers to the door. Inside, the hostess asked me if I had a reservation or was meeting someone.

“Just having drinks and tapas at the bar.”

“May I see your ID?” She held her hand out as she smiled at me.

“Of course.” I took it from my purse and handed it to her. She smiled and then handed it back. “Enjoy yourself, Jamie.”

“Thanks.” I put it away and went inside. At the end of the bar were a few open seats, which I made my way to, my heels clacking on the hardwood floor. I slipped the hem of my dress under me and sat on the leather barstool. I hung my purse on the purse-hook under the bar, crossed my legs, tucked my very aroused self between them, and rested a foot on the stool rail as I sat back, my arms on the chair. I looked around the bar at all the pretty people—all dressed nicely, their cologne and perfume wafting around while they chatted and laughed.

The bartender came over and took my drink order, leaving me with a tapas menu to peruse. My dirty martini arrived, and I sipped the icy vodka, gaining some relief for my throbbing heart.

I was looking over the menu when I heard, “May I sit with you? It seems the bar is quite full.” He held his hand on the chair next to mine. I looked around nervously, trying to find a single woman around. There was one at the other end, looking at her phone.

“Miss? May I? Are you meeting someone?”

“Uh, no. You can sit there.”

“Thank you.” He sat next to me and his one leg touched mine under the bar. I turned slightly, but he turned toward me, touching it lightly again. “My name’s Rodney.” He held his hand out to me. His leg pressed harder against mine, but I had no way to avoid it.

“Uh, my name’s Jamie.”

“Hi, Jamie. Nice to meet you. I don’t think I’ve seen you here before. Are you from out of town?”

“No, not far. Just wanted to dress up a little and have a nice drink and some food.”

“Very nice.” He picked up the menu. “May I order some for us? Any preferences?”

“It all looks good, actually. But you don’t have to buy. I’ll pay.”

“Nonsense. I should pay for the honor of you allowing me to join you.” His bright eyes showed his sincerity. He smiled handsomely. Why couldn’t I look like this guy instead of the geek I was? He looked so nice in his suit and tie.

“You flatter me. Thank you.” I touched his hand on the bar as a gesture of thanks.

He wrapped his fingers around mine and squeezed them gently. “No, thank you.” He drew it away. “Your hands are so soft and lovely. Beautiful nails.”

“Thanks, I just had them done.” I glanced up at the other woman by herself. I caught her looking at us.

Rodney ordered us tapas. He put an arm over the back of my chair and leaned into me. “Nice place, huh? I come here a lot. Good food, good drinks, nice clientele. Maybe you’ll become a regular.”

“Maybe.”

His other hand fell to my crossed leg and onto my stockinged thigh. He slid it deliciously up and down. “It’s so nice to see a young woman like you wearing stockings. It makes the legs so much nicer to look at and touch. A very finished look.”

I sipped my drink, looking at him. My heart raced in my chest, and my face flushed. What should I do? One part of me said Don’t let a guy touch you, while the other side was flattered by his comments and touch, and his hand felt so good slipping on my thigh like that.

I smiled nervously at him. “Thanks for the compliments. You’re very kind. I love everything about being a girl, and stockings are essential for me to have the finished look, as you say.” I bounced my leg over the other, pressing my rigid shaft in my panties between my thighs. His hand continued to caress my leg. I couldn’t bring myself to stop him, it felt so good. I looked over to the other woman and caught her watching us again.

Our food arrived, and he picked up a portion for me and held it before my lips. I took it in my mouth. “Mmm, very nice. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Dig in.”

We began sampling all the food. I missed his hand on my thigh and began to caress it myself on and off while I ate. He chatted about events that weekend and the weather while I was in another world, trying to understand my feelings. When we were done with the tapas, the bartender took the plate away, and Rodney ordered us fresh drinks.

I was becoming more relaxed as we clinked and sipped. He took my hand beneath the bar and squeezed it. “Thank you for joining me. Do you have a boyfriend or someone you’re going out with?”

“No.”

“Me either.” He slid my hand across his pants and onto the fly, pressing my palm on it. “You’re a very exciting young lady. I hope you don’t mind this compliment. It’s only natural.”

For some reason, I didn’t mind it in the least, but it was so shocking! He was so hard and big in his pants by being with me... and I was enjoying touching him there. I didn’t know what to do. It flattered me, but it frightened me at the same time. I couldn’t help squeezing it and exploring it a bit. My face was flushed, my mouth open, my heart was racing. I knocked my drink over and took my hand from him. “Oh god, I’m so sorry.” I mopped it from the bar with our napkins before it could run onto us. I’m such an oaf.”

A young woman’s voice came from behind us. “Rodney, I’ve been watching you making your usual lecherous advances to this young girl. You’ve gotten her all flustered. Now take your drink and take my seat at the other end. I’m going to sit with her for a while and let her know about you.”

“Oh, Mary, stop. This lovely girl is enjoying herself tonight. Right, Jamie?”

I looked at Mary and was about to speak when she said, “Oh look how frightened the poor thing is. Now go.”

He went obediently to the other end of the bar.

Mary sat by me and put her arm over my shoulders. “He’s always hitting on girls here. Anywhere, actually. Always chasing women.”

I smiled a tentative smile at her. “Uh, thanks, I guess.”

“I guess? Were you enjoying his groping? I bet he even slid your hand onto his pants.”

“He did.”

“I saw how nervous it made you.”

“It did. It was exciting, too, though.”

“Really? If you want, I can get him back.” Her eyes were beautiful. She was the girl I’d intended to meet before Rodney came. She looked very close to my age. Maybe she was who I was meant to meet. Her hand rested on my thigh and glided up and down on it. “Really, I’m sorry if I intruded...I just thought...”

I looked down the bar. Rodney was gone. The bartender came over and said, “Ladies, the gentleman who was here earlier said you two can order anything you like and stay as long as you want, on him, as an apology for his lack of finesse.”

Mary smiled. “He does have some class, though.” She turned to me, her hand on my leg, her other hand moving my hair to the side a little as she tilted her head. “You’re so pretty. Want anything?”

I looked at my drink, half finished. “I think I’m good. Get a drink if you’d like, or whatever. You earned it.” I laughed.

Mary ordered another drink and more tapas, and we chatted, nibbled, and drank while we snuggled on our barstools, our legs slipping against each other and our hands caressing each other’s stockinged thighs when we could. I was falling in love with this girl.

Mary asked, “So do you have someone you’re dating?”

“No.”

“Me either. I like girls and guys, so it’s hard to be with just one or the other.”

“I prefer girls myself.”

“You do? Then it’s good we met. I think we’d get on well together.” She squeezed my leg. You look and feel so nice, and you’re such a cute girl.”

“Thanks.”

“I like girls because they’re so pretty and sensual. Still, it is nice to have a man to treat you like a princess and fill that emptiness inside with their hardness. It would be wonderful if a girl could have both. Don’t you agree?” She tilted her head, smiling.

“Uh, I’ve never had a man.”

“No? Why not? You’re old enough.”

“I was never interested.”

“From what you’ve told me, you were interested tonight. Excited by him.” She looked at me, tilted her head, and raised an eyebrow. “You said you were a drama student, right?”

“Yes, I did.” I slid my hand on her leg, gazing into her eyes.

“What school did you say?”

“I didn’t.”

“Did you drive here from school, or are you in for the weekend?”

Shit. I hated lying. She did say she’d like to have both men and women. Maybe she’d be good with it because it’s coming from her interrogation.

“I drove. It’s a half hour away.”

Her eyes went wide. “Really? That’s an all-boys school, isn’t it?”

“Yes, it is. I’m going to try to motivate the football team by being their cheerleader. The coach asked me to take it for the team.”

Her eyes raced over my face and hair, flitted to my cleavage and legs. “No, you’re too perfect to be a boy.”

I couldn’t help smiling, and she beamed at me. She kissed my lips and ran her hand over my hair. “So lovely. Such a pretty boy you must have been.”

“I was a geek. It was inevitable I should become a girl. I’d love to be big and handsome like Rodney, but I’m not.”

“Oh gosh, Jamie. I’m so sorry I broke you two up tonight. It would have been thrilling for you. The team will love you, and you’ll love taking it for the team. You’ll be taking one after the other into that tight little bottom of yours.”

“Oh, Mary, stop. I would never do that. That’s not what it means.”

“Oh yeah? You were interested in what Rodney had. You said it was exciting.”

“Maybe... he was making me see things differently. But I’m not having a bad time with you. I think I’m falling in love with you.” I gave her a peck on the lips. “I like girls.”

She squeezed my leg, and I lifted the crossed one to let her slide her hand under it. She pushed it between them and under my dress as she kissed me. Her fingers slid under my panties and wrapped around my hardness, squeezing and stroking it. I quietly moaned through our kiss and lifted my hips slightly, forcing it through her hand and back.

She pulled back from the kiss, looking smitten with me as I lightly pumped it through her fist. “I think you’re just the girl I’ve been looking for. A perfect combination of genders. Mmm, and the boy part is very nice too. That could fill me up quite well... if you might be interested.”

I throbbed in her grip. I tilted my head, smiled, and held her other hand as I said, “That would be delightful.”

“I think we should find Rodney first, just so you can take advantage of exploring him a little more. It’ll be good experience that you can use later with the football team.”

“I’m only cheerleading for them.”

“I don’t know, sweetie. The coach said you’d be, quote, taking it for the team. I think that meant they’ll be taking their pleasure inside you, one way or the other. Those boys will be waiting in line to fill you with their rewards.”

“Oh god, Mary, you really think so? The coach did say they’d be waiting in line to fill me with their rewards. I thought that would be flowers and candy or dinner.”

Stunned and afraid, I went limp in her hand, and she tucked me into my panties and removed her hand from under my dress. She stroked my hair, gazing into my eyes.

“No, princess. They reward you for satisfying them. The way girls satisfy boys. You know, like when young boys think of girls and jerk themselves to get their reward.”

“Oh, god. Coach said I’d be satisfying them too. I thought he meant satisfying their desire to win. Their newfound satisfaction, he said. Oh god, Mary, what have I gotten myself into?”

“Young lady, by the way Rodney excited you, I don’t think you’ve gotten yourself into anything you won’t enjoy thoroughly. I think it’ll be a newfound and exciting part of you, once you get past your old ideas of what you are.”

“You think so?”

Why not? An all-boys school? They’ll love playing with you, and you’ll love it.”

I shook my head and held her hand, rubbing the back of it with my thumb as I gazed into her loving eyes. She was a couple years older than me, maybe, but she seemed so much more experienced. Satisfying the team wasn’t what I’d planned on, but it could happen. They might all think I’m hot and want me. Rodney was fun, doing the little bit that I did. Why wouldn’t the rest be as thrilling? If I was going to be a full-time girl, it made sense I should enjoy being one for real men too.

Mary tilted her head and kissed my forehead. “Are you okay, princess?”

I took a deep breath and nodded quickly. I sipped the last of my drink and ordered another, and Mary asked for one too. I turned to her and said, “I guess I’m okay. I guess I was naive to think what I did.”

“Rodney will be easy for you to explore without him knowing your secret. It would be good practice for you, and you’ll know if you like it before the whole team wants your help. Always better to be prepared, right? If you want to, that is.”

I shrugged my shoulders, worrying about the football team.

Mary winked. “Hey, he’s huge. I love sucking on him when I have a taste for it. You might too. Want to try? I know where he is.”

I rolled my eyes and leaned into her, whispering in her ear, “Mary, I have never touched one before and would never have thought of sucking one. Do you really think I should?”

“Heck, why not? You need to know what it’s like before you get into an uncomfortable situation with someone on the team.”

My heart raced. I throbbed in my panties from the thought of Rodney again. I remembered feeling it and how good it made me feel that he was aroused by me.

“You’re right, Mary. Where’s Rodney right now?” 
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We finished our drinks, with Mary talking about how gratifying sucking a man can be. How the girl has control and can make him come quickly or drag it out torturously, making him practically beg for the final release. She talked about swallowing and how good it was to feel it swell and shoot through your fist into your mouth. She talked about watching his expression as he came or watching it shoot onto your face and hair or onto your breasts or top.

She was very explicit and painted a wondrous picture of the pleasures of doing such a thing. It wasn’t like being used, it was being powerful and in control. I was never powerful enough to take control of much, and it thrilled me to think I could control another person like that. By the time we finished our drinks, I was highly motivated to experience what she talked about and so aroused I had to be careful not to wet my panties.

I stood, feeling the buzz from the evening’s cocktails. I slung my purse over my shoulder, then held my hand out to Mary. “I can’t wait anymore, Mary. I’m drooling for it and not just from my mouth,” I whispered into her ear. “I’m oozing from the hardness in my panties.” I giggled.

She laughed and stood, holding my hand and patting me on the shoulder. “Good girl. You’ll love it. Let’s go find the lecher so you can use him for your pleasure.”

We left the restaurant and walked down the street. I clung to her arm with both my hands as we clicked our way to the club in our heels, laughing and chatting about Rodney and what I’d do.

We entered the club and were carded. There was no cover charge because it was ladies’ night. We worked our way through the crowd and found Rodney seated at the bar, hitting on some young girls like us. Mary approached him with me in tow.

She whispered in his ear. His eyes lit up, and he flashed a big smile at me, nodding. He stood, leaving his drink on the bar and excusing himself from the girls he was with. They nodded and smiled, and one said, “Hurry back, Rodney,” and she patted him on the bottom.

He grinned and came over to us, putting his arms around our shoulders. “Well, well, girls. So nice to see you two again.”

Mary said, “Yes Rodney. It seems you do have some use in this world. I apologized to Jamie for breaking you two up, and now I apologize to you. We talked a great deal over the drinks you bought us and thought we should come see you. Seems Jamie would like to continue where you left off.”

He wrapped me in his arm, hugged me to him, and kissed my cheek. “How nice. Nothing I’d like more. Are you sure? You seemed a bit nervous at the restaurant.”

I grinned at him, placed my hand on his crotch and squeezed it. I whispered in his ear, “I want to swallow your reward.”

“Is that all? I could do much more for you, Jamie. I could take you to the moon on my rocket ship and eject the payload into you so you can take it home.” He squeezed my ass with his big hand.

“Uh, sorry, Rodney. It’s that time of the month. This is all I can indulge in.”

“Okay then. I know the perfect spot.”

Mary said, “Of course you do. Let’s go.”

He led us through the crowd and into a back room where others sat on couches, kissing and fondling. A couple was behind the couch, her back to us, her guy thrusting into her. It didn’t seem anybody in the room was paying attention to anyone else.

Rodney took throw-pillows off another couch and tossed them onto the floor in a corner. “How’s this, girls? Work for you? Mary, are you partaking or just watching?”

Mary knelt on the pillow and pulled me down. She unzipped his fly and took out his whole shaved package. She stroked it and looked up at him. “I’m just helping Jamie by getting you started, but it seems you don’t need any help.” Mary looked at me and tugged me closer. She placed my hand on his shaft and my other hand around his shaved balls. “Dig in, princess. It’s all yours.”

I stared at my fingers with their long, painted nails as I wrapped my hand around it. Somehow it was wonderful to see. I squeezed it, feeling the firm, warm flesh, and I smiled up nervously at Rodney. I looked back at it and bent forward, bringing the tip to my lips. I licked the glistening drop from the tip, then took the purple head between my lips. I ran my tongue around the head and opening. Rodney’s hands held my head as he said, “Oh yeah.”

He pressed it farther into my mouth, and I took it in as far as I could. I grasped it below my lips to keep it from gagging me. I stroked, sucked, ran my tongue around the shaft, and delighted at the sensation of it in my mouth as I looked up into his eyes, which revealed the pleasure I was giving him. The velvet shaft felt as if it were sending its sexual energy into me. My mouth felt lit with sensation like a sexual organ from experiencing his penetration of it.

I rolled his globes in their sacks in my other hand, tugging on them from time to time. My feverish ministrations to Rodney caused him to grasp my head firmly and begin to thrust through my fist into my mouth.

My hardness broke free from my panties and I quickly shoved it between my legs beneath my dress, holding it tight with my thighs. Rodney stroked my head as he gazed longingly into my eyes and said, “You are the sweetest girl who has ever done this for me. I can’t last much longer, my lovely princess. Are you okay swallowing?”

I nodded and moaned around his shaft while I bobbed my head on it, my wide eyes on his, watching the pleasure in them as I anticipated his release I so deeply desired. He clenched my head tight and shoved it through my fist, then began thrusting. I felt each gush as his shaft swelled and relaxed with each shot of his reward into me. I swallowed every spurt greedily, peering into his eyes while he grunted and his body shook, his legs trembling.

I moaned quietly as my body twitched, and I came uncontrollably, locked between my legs. Rodney took my treat from my mouth and tucked it away while I stood and adjusted my dress to be sure to hide what had happened. I draped my purse in front of me just in case.

Rodney kissed me deeply on the lips. I tasted his bourbon as he hugged me to him. “Mmm, that was wonderful. You’re a very talented girl.”

I pulled back from him and smiled. “Thank you. I’m so glad I was able to make you feel so nice.”

Mary put her arm around me. “Well, I think it’s getting late. Thanks for letting Jamie use you, Rodney.”

“No problem. Jamie can use me whenever she wants. Good night, ladies.”

Mary and I walked back to the restaurant hand in hand. “So, Jamie, how was it?”

I laughed. “Oh my god! It was wonderful. It was all you said it would be. I felt so empowered and in control. It was so gratifying making him feel so intense, and I loved being able to take it all into me like that. It was titillating—I came when he did.”

“Good girl. See? I knew you’d love it. Now you’re one step closer to making the football team happy.”

I thought about all of them. “That’s a lot of guys.”

“Yeah, a lot of hot, handsome, in-shape boys. You’re a lucky girl, Jamie. Now you just need to learn how to take it into your bottom for them.”

“Oh, Mary, stop.”

“Why?”

We reached the door of the restaurant. I took my valet ticket from my purse. “Stay with me tonight, Jamie?” She put her arm around my shoulders. “If you have it in you, maybe you could do me a service tonight. Hmm?” She kissed my cheek. 
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I followed Mary home. When we got inside her house, we both used the bathroom, and she had drinks ready for us when I came out. We went onto the patio and sat on the couch together, sipping our cocktails and relaxing. When we had both finished, Mary put her drink on the side table and slid her hand under my dress while we kissed.

She took my other hand and slid it into her top. I put my drink down and freed her breast, leaned down and sucked it while she stroked me under my dress.

“I think you’re more than up to it, my wonderful little girl. Are you ready to be inside me the way the boys will be inside you?”

“Mary, stop with the boys in me already.”

“You have to. You’ll love being connected to them as they shoot their rewards into you.” She slid onto my lap, facing me. She lifted herself and guided me into her. “Oh, yes. You feel so good in me. Imagine yourself riding on Rodney or one of your football players or your coach. Imagine giving them this kind of intimate pleasure, them inside you.” She rocked her hips back and forward, moving herself on me.

“Imagine kissing them while they penetrate your inner being with their passion.” She kissed me deeply and rode up and down on my shaft, our stockinged legs gliding on one another. She clenched and released me inside her as she rode me.

“Oh Jamie,” she whispered as her body shuddered and she came on me, wetting my stockings. “Oh Jamie, they’ll make you come just like you did me. Would you like to have them make you come like that? Don’t you want them to come inside you, letting you know how sexy and perfect you are?”

She continued to ride me, and she leaned back to look into my eyes. “Now come in me like they’ll come in you, and imagine it’s them coming in you, Jamie.”

“Oh god, Mary. That sounds so rousing I...oh my, he’s going to come in me now.” I grasped her hips and thrusted fiercely into her over and over, whimpering as I released it all into her. I had imagined what it would be like to feel a man coming inside me like that, and I couldn’t hold back.

Mary stroked my hair and peppered my cheeks with kisses. “Good girl, Jamie. Good girl. Tell me you want that.”

“I, uh... I do.”

“What do you want, Jamie?”

“I want a real man to come inside of my bottom and fill me with his reward.”

“Very nice, my little sissy princess.” She kissed my forehead and stroked my hair as my head rested on her shoulder.
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I could feel the sun on my face as Mary slid against me. I had fallen asleep with my clothes and shoes on. She kissed my cheek. “Good morning, princess.” Her hand slid into my panties and grabbed my morning wood. “Hmm, what do we have here under your dress, pretty girl?”

She hugged me to her and rolled onto her back. She lifted her knees and tugged me by my rod toward her hot, wet receptacle and slipped it into her. “Mmm, that’s it, princess. Now show me how they’re going to fill you. Show me the passion they’ll have for you.”

I pressed her legs back and began pounding it into her as fast and hard as I could. Her breasts shook in her nightie, and her hands gripped my bottom, urging me on. “That’s it, sweetie. Come for me like they will in you.”

I humped like a pubescent boy having a wet dream, still half dazed from waking as she said, “That’s it, make him come for you, honey. Feel his passion inside you, filling you up and ravaging you. .”

I came, my body shuddering, my legs tense as I shot load after load into her, all the time imagining it was a real man doing it to me. “Huh, oh god...” I collapsed onto her. She stroked my hair and kissed my face. “Good girl. Do you want a real man to take you like that now?”

I nodded quickly as I caught my breath.

“Then you’ll need to learn how to clean out down there and be ready for them.”

She tugged me from bed, we ate breakfast, and I showered, following her instructions to use the attachment in her shower. I felt clean and fresh, and Mary said she’d help me practice tonight if I wanted. She could come to my place if I liked her to.

We exchanged phone numbers, and I ran off to pick up my uniform and a new attachment for my shower. What was I turning into? I couldn’t help wanting all the things I wanted now. It was as if my whole life I had been missing something that was overwhelmingly alluring for me now. Now I not only had a girlfriend, but potentially, a football team’s worth of boyfriends. I so hoped they’d accept me. 
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I ran home and changed into a denim mini-skirt, fresh sheer suntan pantyhose, a tank top and wedge heels. I touched up my makeup and lipstick, put on some perfume, and ran off to pick up my uniform.

I ran into the coach’s office. “Hi, Coach!”

“Jamie? Is that you?” He stood and came around his desk.

“Yup. It’s Jamie. Your team cheerleader.” I posed with a hand on one hip and the other on my slung purse. I tilted my head. “Like my new hairdo?”

His hand glided lightly over my hair. He tilted his head and looked at me. “Your makeup is lovely.” He leaned down and sniffed my hair. “And your perfume smells as pretty as you look.” He stood back and took me all in. “Wow.” I saw him grow beneath his shorts.

“So you think they’ll like me, Coach?”

“Not just like. I think they’ll love you. They’ll all want you.”

He shook himself and looked around. “Your uniform and sneakers are here.” He went to a table and lifted the boxes. “Want me to carry them to your car?”

“That’s okay. I can manage.” I took them from him. He touched my hand. “Such pretty nails. You make a stunning girl, you know. How does it feel for you?”

“Uh, lovely, actually. I feel it fits me better than being what I was. It seems much more appropriate. It’s strange. I went into town last night this way, well, not exactly this way—I was in a much sassier flowered mini-dress and heels.”

“How was that?”

“It was insightful and delightful. I now have a girlfriend and a boyfriend. And I’d never had anyone before, so I surmise it went extrodinarily well. I learned a lot.”

“Good for you. See? This will all work out for you.”

He sat on his desk and crossed his legs, trying to hide his arousal. I looked at it and said, “It’s okay, Coach. I take it as a compliment.”

“Huh? What?”

I walked over to him and uncrossed his leg. I placed my palm on his hardness. “This is a compliment. It means I’m sexy and desirable.” I squeezed it and let it go. I smiled at him. I looked around. “Quiet here today.”

“Yeah, Saturdays usually are.”

I shut the door to his office and locked it. I took his coat off the back of his chair, laid it carefully on the floor, and knelt on it. I looked up at him, holding my hands out to him and smiling. “Can I help you with that captivating disturbance in your pants, Coach? You won’t be able to leave the office with that going on, and you know how essential practice is. Especially for a young girl like me.”

He grinned, slid to the edge of the desk and unzipped his shorts. He took his whole shaved package out and it leapt up, hard and ready.

I took it in my hands. “What a flattering compliment. Thank you so much.” I stroked him, looking into his eyes, and then I consumed it, bobbing my head on it, my eyes meeting his, running my tongue around the tip and shaft, tugging his globes. I moaned around his rigid shaft. His hands rested on my head, and I saw the pleasure in his eyes. I brought him to the edge a couple of times, but I couldn’t wait anymore for my reward. I increased my ministrations. I could see it in his eyes, and he gripped my head tight with both hands and began to thrust into my face.

I nodded at him, my eyes locked on his as his face contorted and I moaned around it. He grunted. His shaft swelled on and off in my fist, and it shot into my mouth, thrust after thrust into my face. I swallowed, looking into his eyes, one gush after the other after the other, until I had drained him dry. I continued my feverish pleasure-giving, trying to get the last possible bit until he had to tug me off, his legs twitching and his knees weak.

I stood and adjusted my skirt and top. I licked my lips, took out a compact mirror and reapplied my lipstick while he put himself back into his shorts. I smiled at him.

“Wow,” he said. “I don’t know what to say.”

“Say thank you, Jamie.”

“Thank you, Jamie. That was incredible.”

I picked up the boxes. “Thanks to you too—for that lovely compliment and the reward you just gave me and for talking me into doing this. I’ll see you and the team at practice in a little while.”

I strutted out of his office more confident and in control than I had ever been in my life, throbbing in my panties under my skirt.
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I put on my cheerleading outfit, and it was so cute—I just knew the guys would love me. The little pleated skirt barely covered the matching panties beneath it. I worked up a few moves and a little cheer to get started with, just to introduce myself to them. I practiced in front of the mirror until it was perfect.

At practice, I met the coach, and he kept me hidden until he had the whole team assembled on the bleachers in the gym. I came out when he called me, running out onto the floor and leaping into the air before them and doing a split. Then I went into the cheer, pom-poms waving in time. When I was done, I stood, legs apart, hands and pom-poms on my hips and said, “Hello, boys!”

I looked across the crowd, their eyes wide, big smiles on their faces. Coach applauded. They all joined in, hooting and hollering for me.

I took a bow. When they settled down, Coach said, “Okay, guys, now you treat Jamie well, and I’m more than sure she’ll treat you well. We needed something to motivate you guys to win, and Jamie agreed to be brave and take it for the team. She’s volunteered to be your favorite cheerleader for you. So now I want you guys to practice as hard as you can so we can win.”

“As hard as you can, boys. Rock hard! Win!” I shouted.

They all shouted, “Win!”

One of them said, “So Jamie, will you go on a date with me?”

I nodded. “Love to, but I can’t be dating just one of you, or it won’t work. So you need to share. I won’t mind more than one of you on a date if that works. All I care about is satisfying you guys so you can win some games. I’m here to help.”

With my hippiest, sexiest walk in my pink high-wedge sneakers, I strutted in front of the rolling blackboard on which Coach sketched out the plays. I took the chalk and wrote down my cell number and Jamie with a big heart for the dot over the I. “I’ll be busy tonight, getting some training for you guys. After that, I think I’ll be ready for you. Now go get hard for me, boys. Later!” I waved to them as I left, and they hooted. 
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Mary was already at my place when I got home. She was sitting at a picnic table under the tree in front. Shopping bags were on the table and an overnight bag on the bench. She stood. “Hey! What a cute uniform. You girls must look so cute cheering.”

I walked up and hugged her. “Girls? More like girl, who is me. I’m the only girl on the team.”

“Oh, right.” She laughed. “How’d it go with the boys?”

“Well, they’re all anxious to go on dates with me. I made it clear to them I wanted to satisfy them. They want it. So I guess this is how I stay. Not sure if I could handle the whole team, though.”

“Maybe you should make more girls like yourself. I’m sure there are more like you around.”

“Hmm, hadn’t thought of that. But you’re probably right. I’ll have to talk to Coach about it. It’s his budget. It could be fun having some sisters to help me.”

I sat at the table. Mary showed me what she had bought for me. She held a strap-on. “I’ve always wanted to wear one of these and never have. Now I can’t wait.”

“It looks a little big.”

“Not as big as Rodney’s.”

“True. So are you staying with me tonight?”

“If you like.”

I thought about it. I was out of the closet now. Word would spread. It was okay to be out on campus now that the football team had accepted the new me. There wasn’t as much to do as in the city, but there were places to eat and drink.

“I like the idea. I was just thinking about entertainment here. Not as nice as the city.”

“That’s okay. You’re my entertainment.” She leaned in and kissed my cheek. “My lovely girl with something special.”

“Well let’s put your things inside and we can go get some lunch.”

We ate at a bistro on campus in the shade of umbrellas on a gorgeous early autumn day. It was so refreshing being able to dress femininely, to feel the breeze on my smooth legs, and to see my pretty hands with their long, painted fingernails as they held my food or drink.

I sipped my iced tea. Mary was gazing at me. “You absolutely glow, Jamie. You must feel very good.”

“Yes, haven’t ever felt this good.” We drew some attention being girls on all-boys’ campus. Good attention—smiles and greetings. I smiled at a cute boy as he passed. When he was gone, I said, “It’s as if the world has changed. As if I never had my old life.”

“Good.” She placed her hand on mine and gazed lovingly into my eyes. “It’s good that this happened and you could discover it. Do you think you’d ever want to get surgery?” She rubbed the back of my hand with her thumb.

I gazed up and to the right, looking at a puffy white cloud shaped like a teddy bear. “Hmm, I really haven’t thought about it. I like how I am, but...” I grinned ear to ear, looked around, looked down at my gel-breast-form cleavage... “It would be nice to get breast implants... and maybe a bit more hips and butt.” I crossed my leg and bounced it over the other. I throbbed in my panties with the thought. “But I don’t think I could give up what’s between my legs.” I grinned at Mary.

“That’s good. I’d hate to see you lose that too. Just because you have that doesn’t mean you’re not all girl. Right?”

“Oh yeah.” I looked at my watch. “I need to go over to the drama building and see if I won the part I auditioned for. Wanna go for a walk?”

“Sure.”

I stood, hung my purse over my shoulder, and put my hand out to Mary. She stood and took it, and we walked hand in hand across the campus, my pleated skirt caressing my thighs with each step, reinforcing my feminine nature. We leapt up the steps of the old stone building and went inside. My sneakers squeaked across the marble floor until we reached the bulletin board outside the main office. I scrolled down a list of names with my long pink nail. I found mine. “Damn.”

“What’s the matter, honey? Didn’t get a part?”

“Nope. It was a lead part too. I didn’t think I’d get it, though. The character was a hot guy who falls in love with a hot girl in college. I’d have a hard time looking like a hot guy. Especially now.”

“How about the hot girl part? Did anyone get that?”

I went to the other sheet. “Nope. No one even auditioned. Usually we have to get girls from the city to play those parts.”

“There ya go, girl. It’s yours now.”

“You think?”

“Why not?”

I looked around and peeked into the office. The drama coach was inside. I knocked. He came and opened the door. “Hello, miss, how can I help you?”

“I’d like to see if I could have the leading lady’s part in the upcoming play. I auditioned for the leading man’s part but didn’t get it. My name is Jamie Moore.”

His eyes popped wide open. He looked me up and down. “No, really? I know Jamie Moore, and you aren’t him.”

I opened my purse, took my license out, and handed it to him.

He looked at it, then back at me, then back at the photo. He shook his head. “Do you have any other ID?”

I handed him my library card, drama club ID, and a credit card. “Satisfied? It’s me. Just the new me. I feminized myself to help the football team by being their cheerleader. Why waste it and not be a girl in the play too?” I kicked my hip out, rested a hand on my purse, flipped my hair with my long-nailed fingers, then tilted my head and placed a hand on my hip. “Am I not girl enough to play the part?”

“Wow. I guess you are. Nice job, Jamie. You’ve taken your transformation to heart. You’re perfect.”

“I gave him a flat-lipped smile. Thank you. So? You’ve seen my acting before. Think I can play this role?”

“Yes, oh yes. By all means. I assume you’d have no problem acting like you enjoyed kissing a boy. You will have some necking scenes and a lovemaking scene.”

“No problem. I’m a professional.” I laughed and looked at Mary.

“She is very much a professional at acting like that,” she confirmed.

“That’s great. You have my mind racing now, though. How would you also like to be the manager of character transformation?”

“There isn’t a manager of transformation.”

“There would be if you’re interested in doing it. You’d assist others to transform themselves from boys to girls if we can find any suitable volunteers. Then we’d have a pool for the female roles, and you could probably even build the cheerleader squad with them. I can put some of the costume budget toward it.”

My eyes lit up. “The football coach said he had more in the budget too. Gosh, I bet there would be some guys who would love it as much as I have.” I clapped my hands together in front of me and jumped up and down, my sneakers squeaking on the floor. “That would be so precious!”

“Super. I’ll call the football coach and tell him about your new title and see what we can put together for a budget. You can start trying to find volunteers.”

I gave him a big hug and lifted one foot. I kissed his cheek. “Thank you. This is so sweet.”

He grinned, his eyes flitting across my face. He touched my cheek with the back of his fingers. “Sweet, yes, very sweet. Uh, we may need to have a dinner meeting or two so I can stay abreast of your progress and we can plan things. Would that be okay? We could go into the city, and I can buy you a nice dinner. I could spring for a hotel room there if you like.”

“Uh...”

Mary said, “I live near the city, You two can stay with me, and you can contribute the hotel money to the transformations.”

“Hey, great idea. Okay, I need to get started and put the funding together. Thanks so much for stopping by. It’s so nice to see a brave soul not afraid of exploring his femininity. Especially one who is so well suited to it. Have a wonderful day, girls.”

He moved quickly to sit at his computer. “Wait, for your recruiting efforts…” He typed away and then loaded some stock in the printer. He hit the print button, and it ran off sheet after sheet of thick, glossy pages. When it was done, he separated the pages into small squares. He stacked them and handed them to me. “You can pass these out.”

I read it as he sat back at the computer and dialed his cell phone. They were business cards with my name and title on them along with my cell phone and email.

I waved at him as he began to talk on the phone. “Thanks!” I put the cards in my purse.

He waved back as he said into the phone, “Hi, Coach, I just had a conversation with your cheerleader, Jamie, and I thought we might be able to help each other out.”

Mary and I walked out. “See?” she said. “You not only got the part, a leading role at that, but you have a chance to help others like you explore a side of themselves they have been disregarding.”

I hopped, skipped, and jumped down the walk, flipping my head from side to side. “Woohoo!” I settled down. “Now I need to find others like me.”

I looked around campus as we walked. “Maybe some not-so-masculine, geeky, femboy kind of guys. Brave ones willing to try something new. Hmm. C’mon.” I ran, tugging Mary with me to the library. We slipped in quietly, and I made my way around the different areas. I found one student, a geeky one, studying differential equations at a table. I sat down. “Hi, I’m Jamie.”

He smiled a wide smile. “Uh, wow, hi! I’m Bradford.”

“Hi, Bradford, have you ever wondered about an alternate reality?”

“Wow. Yeah. All the time.”

“How would you like to enter one? We need your help for the drama department and the football team.” I handed him my card. He looked at it. “Manager of character transformation?”

“Yes, I’m in charge of turning actors into the role they need to play. The greatest need is for girls.”

“We don’t have any girls on this campus.” He looked me over. “Except you now, I guess. How did you get into this school?”

“Well, you see, I was the first person to be transformed. Do you like how I look?”

“Very much.”

“Can you imagine what it must feel like to be me?” I stood and twirled, letting my skirt pleats swing out. I smiled and leaned down to him and let him get a good glance of my cleavage. “To be a sexy, sweet-smelling girl who gets to wear miniskirts and minidresses and high heels and have her hair and nails done? Imagine the alternate reality where you become such a wonderful creature. Can you?”

He shifted in his seat. “Hardly. It might be cool, but I doubt I’d turn out too well. See, you’re a girl already. I’m not.”

“You haven’t been listening. I became a girl through my transformation. I was a boy yesterday. I can make you into a girl like me. We need your help. Are you brave enough to try?”

His eyes were wide. He crossed his legs and pressed his hand on his pants. His eyes flitted over me. “Does it feel good? You sure do look good.”

“It feels heavenly. C’mon, try it. Be a man.”

He rolled his eyes. “Okay, I’ll do it.”

I patted his shoulder. “Good girl. Now text me your number, and when I’ve gotten the rest of us together, I’ll set up a meeting.”

“Cool. Thanks.” He slammed his book shut.

“Done for the day?” I asked.

“Hell yeah, I won’t be able to stop thinking about it now. Let me know when the meeting is…soon, I hope.”

“I will.”

We canvased campus. Engineering students like Bradford, drama students, accounting—we had several prospects. By the time I had made my rounds, my cell had text messages from eight interested people.

Mary and I reached my place and had some iced tea on the patio as I communicated with the coaches and then sent out a meeting place and time to the others. The coaches were to meet us there too.

I couldn’t believe what I had started. I guess it’s like nature, where so many species are able to change gender to suit the requirements of their community. Have an all-boys’ school, and someone has to take on the role of the girls... Someone has to take it for the team. Soon we’d all be taking it for the team... and loving every second. 
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I printed off some sizing charts for the girls and bought some measuring tapes at the drug store. I hoped the coaches would have enough in the budget for all the girls who wanted to do this. When we were ready for the meeting, Mary and I both showered, did our hair and makeup, and got ready for a night out on campus.

I wore a sequin-covered halter-top minidress with a sequin bolero, sheer black thigh-high stockings, and a pair of super-high, strappy silver stilettos and a matching purse. I felt hot and slutty as I bathed in a sensual perfume, admiring myself in the mirror.

Mary wore a short, slinky black dress and heels, jewelry and literally nothing else. She was gorgeous; the dress clung to her curves. The slightest bit of nipple showed through her top. I hugged her. “You’re so hot, Mary. I love you.”

“I love you too, baby. You make me hot. You’ll sure inspire the girls tonight to do their best too.”

“That was the plan. Ready?” I draped my purse over my shoulder.

She kissed my painted lips lightly. “Very.”

We held the meeting at the nearby sports bar. By the time we arrived, the rest of the group was anxiously awaiting us while drinking beer.

I strutted to the front of the group. Coach handed us beers. “Here you go, girls.” He turned to the group. “Can I have your attention?” Everyone turned to him. “Jamie’s gonna tell you what to do next. We have more than enough money between the two budgets to let you all buy all the things you need, including getting your hair and nails done so you can all live day to day in your new roles.”

Applause and whistles ensued. Coach held his hands up. “Here’s the person who’ll help you all achieve your highest feminization. A girl who was a boy like you only yesterday. Please welcome Jamie.”

I took center stage and held my hands up. “Ladies, please take the sizing sheets I left on the bar along with a measuring tape, and that’s your first assignment. Find out your sizes. Tonight, you need to remove all body hair except on your head and figure out whether to get a cut and style for your hair or wear a wig. If the first option can be done well enough, stick with that, because it will be for every day. Even short hair can be lovely when cut, highlighted, and styled properly.”

They all nodded.

“Good. Tomorrow, I suggest you wear the most feminine attire you have right now and all go shopping together for clothes, shoes, jewelry, and so on. You’ll be able to advise each other on what looks good on you. In preparation, YouTube has many good basic makeup videos you can watch tonight as well. Now if you put your minds to it, you can all be girls by tomorrow and start enjoying your new personas. Any questions?”

A pretty boy in the front asked, “But...I mean, as good as you look, I mean... As sexy as you are...don’t guys want to hit on you?”

“Of course. Is that a bad thing?”

“Well, I mean...”

“Everyone raise your hand if you’re dating a girl.”

They all looked at each other. No hands went up.

“So, what would be wrong with making some new friends? I mean you’ll be a girl, and girls have boyfriends, right?”

Another one said, “But we’d be gay?”

“So? What if you were? You’ll be girls with something special under your skirt. Girls and boys go together well. Some genetic girls even like girls like us. Right, Mary?”

Mary hugged my arm and kissed my cheek. She said to the group, “Girls like Jamie are the best kind of person to date. The best of both worlds.”

I looked at the group. Some shrugged their shoulders. Others nodded. “Any other questions, girls?”

They looked at each other. “Good luck. Call me if you get into areas where you need advice. Now go and get started so you can be something special tomorrow. Be brave!”

The coaches stood. “See us before you leave, and I’ll give you all your allowances for your transformations.”

Mary and I sat at the bar while the coaches handed out envelopes of cash. When the girls saw how much it was, their eyes lit up and they ran off.

Mary and I slid our beers to the side and ordered martinis. The coaches came over to us when they were done. The football coach said, “Thanks, girls. I think this will be great for the team—and for the drama department too.”

The drama coach said, “We’ll sell more tickets to the plays now for sure. Money well invested, I’d say. Can we buy you girls dinner?”

I looked at Mary. She shrugged. I looked at the two of them beaming, eyes roaming our bodies. I glanced at their pants, and each had an outline of something I was hungry for. I winked. “Sure, love to—we do need to satisfy our hunger. Right, Mary?”

“Mmm.” She wrapped her arm around the football coach’s shoulders.
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We ate Chinese near campus in a dark booth in the back. The attention of the coaches was arousing and sensual. There are plenty of secluded places on campus, and Mary and I used a couple of them that night to satisfy our craving to be rewarded for our seductiveness. By the end of the evening, we had obtained as much as we could from them, and Mary and I headed home.

“Nice night, huh? I really like those two guys. So open-minded,” Mary said as I opened the door to my place.

“Yeah, I’d never have guessed a football coach would be, but he is. I always liked the drama coach. I like him even more now that I’ve been able to get closer to him.”

Mary wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed my lips. “Well, Jamie, now it’s time for your training so you can be ready for those men when they want to be a little more intimate with you than your mouth.” She rubbed my hard-on through my dress. “I’m gonna take you like they would.”

She dragged me to the bedroom, our shoes clattering down the hall. She pushed me onto the bed. “Don’t move.”

She went to her suitcase and slid into her strap-on while I watched. It was large and its firm flesh swung in the dim light. There was an equally large piece behind it that Mary slid into herself. “Oh yeah, I’m all filled up, and now it’s your turn.” She lubed it, making it glisten in the moonlight streaming in the window.

She crept onto the bed, spread my legs, and pushed them back. I held them in place as I watched her move the tip, its cold head pressing on me. She stroked my rod as she pushed. “Tell me if it’s too much.”

I didn’t think it would go in, but as I became more aroused and relaxed, I was able to press my bottom against it, and it started its entry. “Oh Mary, yes... push.”

She wrapped her fist around it and pushed it deeper. The head made it past my tight gateway. I gasped. “Huh... uh.”

“Is it okay?”

“It’s heavenly. Keep going.”

I watched as it disappeared into my bottom, inch by luscious inch. When it was all the way in, Mary gabbed my thighs and pressed my legs back. She undid her top and put a breast in front of my face. I sucked and nibbled while she thrusted slowly. “Nice, baby? Can you imagine one of the men doing this to you?”

“Oh Mary, yes. One after the other. I never want it to end.”

I grasped her bottom and set her pace and intensity to fast and hard. She was breathing hard and pounding me to the bed, my feet in their heels flailing above me, my head rolling on my shoulder. I looked into her eyes and she into mine.

She whimpered, “I’m coming, honey.” She shuddered and shook and thrusted wildly into me.

My rod flailed between us, sending drips off it onto my belly and stockings, and I hadn’t come yet. “Mary, yes, this is it. I want you to come inside me.”

“Sorry, baby. The boys will, but you can imagine it right now. Here we go.”

She acted as if she were doing exactly that, and I couldn’t hold back. I shot load after load with each thrust that she crammed into me. I felt my releases on my belly and legs. My body twitched under her, and I pressed my bottom onto it all the way. Ripples of electricity ran through me; my legs tensed and my toes pointed in their heels. “Oh, god,” I whimpered and shook.

I took a deep breath, and my body went limp. Mary fell onto me, her breath hot in my ear. “That was fabulous. I love you, Jamie.”

“I love you too, Mary.”

“You’ll love the boys, and they’ll so love you.”

“I know. I can’t wait. I almost wish I was still the only girl doing this so I could have them all to myself.” 
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Between my new role as leading lady in the play, managing the transformations of eight girls, practicing cheers, and staying pretty, I was constantly busy. It was a good busy, though, and I felt accomplished and successful. And when I had an urge for a treat, there was always someone available to coax a reward from.

Yes, by definition, I suppose I was a slutty nymphomaniac to a large degree. But I was accomplishing more than I ever had and was having the time of my life. I felt great; my self-esteem was at an all-time high.

I’d had discussion with the football coach about the team’s motivation for the upcoming scrimmage with a team they’d always lost to before.

Coach locked on my eyes and said, “Jamie, we need to be able to win this scrimmage. If we do, we have a chance to win it in season. If we do that, we could have a chance in our league.”

“I know. I’ve been thinking about it.”

“Me too. We need a carrot, Jamie.”

“Maybe we need to have a party beforehand and tell them we’ll have the same party if they win. If they don’t win, no more parties until they do.”

“That might work. The other girls seem to have become comfortable in their new roles as well. Think they’d be up for it?”

“I think they’d love it. My libido has leveled off a bit since my initial immersion into this new life. Now I tend to just enjoy my feminine self and the way that alone makes me feel. I’ve been so busy that I haven’t had much time to think about sex either.”

“So do you think the other girls are leveling off too?”

“Not at all. They don’t have as much to do, and they feed on each other, making them more and more libidinous. They all talk about ways to have more excitement and achieve new levels of pleasure in their alternate reality. They’ve had a taste of it by becoming girls and pleasing guys, but now they want more. They talk about being spit-roasted, about setting up a glory hole, about being with guys and girls at the same time. The girls have started to sleep with each other too. I think they’d like to take their relationships with the team to a new level. Think the team would be motivated by that?”

“Absolutely. Their practices are much more intense than they were; their abilities are better and I have you and the girls to thank for that by balancing their work and play. This type of thrill would motivate them immensely.”

“Let’s do it then. I’ll meet with the girls and make sure they agree. We’ll come up with special attire for the party and activities for the players.” 
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Mary and I had a meeting with the girls. They were all for a party—especially one where they could do all the things they’d been thinking about. We figured out the timing, and we decided to have it at the football coach’s house because it was nice and secluded. We brainstormed ideas, listing them on a flip chart while one of the girls took notes. We made food and drink lists, decided on attire, planned activities for the party , and made assignments. No one could wait for party night.

Mary wanted me to be at my highest libido and yearning to take it for the team. She suggested that all the girls follow the same routine to prepare. She provided suggestions for male chastity cages, expandable, vibrating butt plugs, and libido- and erection-enhancing supplements. Her suggestions met with excitement and commitment. No one was allowed to have any relief until the party. All of us would be at our highest motivation and maximum usefulness for the team. We would be fully prepared and longing to be taking it for the team.

We kept each other abreast of our progress by group texting, with one of the girls updating a spreadsheet as things were done. We were a well-oiled machine that would oil the football team well. so it could achieve new heights.

By the Friday night of the party, my eight girls and I, and Mary as well, were far past simply longing—we were ravenous to please the boys.

I put my phone back in my purse. “Mary, your idea really worked. The girls have been texting me how crazy they all are. Their libido and the degree they’re filling their cages is beyond belief. None of them can wait.”

“Glad to hear that. It had the same effect for me, and that’s without a cage. I think the team will really appreciate tonight. I can’t imagine them not being motivated to perform after this, knowing they can have another night like tonight if they win the real game. I can tell you I sure want another party, and I haven’t even had it yet.”

She came over by me and tugged on my cage. “Mmm, you are so sexy.” She stood back and looked at me. “I think you girls had a great idea with the attire. You look so sexy, submissive, and hungry, and it screams your main purpose tonight.”

I stood in front of the mirror and admired myself. Each of the girls wore an outfit in her own preferred color, but otherwise, they were all identical. Mine was bridal white. I wore fetish-height strappy stilettos secured to my ankles and sheer white lace-top thigh-highs. White lace crotchless panties framed my tiny, gleaming chrome cage, which was decorated with pink curled ribbons and three jingling bells. Above that was a tightly cinched, waist-shrinking corset with built-in bra holding my gel breast forms and creating fabulous cleavage. I wore a white flower clipped in my hair. My makeup was dramatically feminine and sexy. My long fingernails and my toenails were painted pink to match the ribbons on my cage. I was swollen in place inside it.

I put on my short, sheer, white coat and tied the belt at my tiny waist. I walked across the room, the plug shooting ripples through me as another burst of the vibrator shot off. I grabbed the dresser. “Oh god, Mary, it’s going to feel so good to take this thing out of me and replace it with something real.”

Mary was working her way to the mirror when a shot went off in her, and she lurched to hold the wall. “I know. You can just imagine what it’s been like for me with two of them in me. Women aren’t used to not coming because we can do it over and over. This has been torture staying on the edge like this. Just a few more minutes and we can take them out and leave. I bought some cigarettes if you’d like to join me for one with a drink on the patio, princess.”

We held each other’s arms and navigated to the kitchen, poured martinis, and went onto the patio. I crossed my silky legs and sat on the folding chair, the plug shoving deliciously into me. We sat and watched the students moving across campus in the distance. I slid my hand on Mary’s sheer, black-stockinged leg and said, “I think we’ll need to wear raincoats to drive to Coach’s place.” I looked at her up and down. “You look wonderful, by the way.”

“Thank you. You too, sweetie. Yeah, I think coats will be in order. It feels risky out here, even though no one’s close by.” She adjusted the bejeweled choker we all wore that read slut and felt the earrings, which said the same, to be sure they were straight. “Wearing these could be an issue if we were pulled over.”

“Eh, we could just tell them we’re on our way to...hmm...I guess we better not get pulled over.”

“Right.” She slugged down her drink and took the last puff of her smoke. “Ready? Time to unplug, take our little blue pills and get going.”

“More than ready.” 
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Our little blue pills downed, we packed our purses, practically bathed in perfume, put on our raincoats, and headed off. Luckily, the drive to Coach’s house was uneventful in the quiet, rural area where he lived.

The driveway in back by the barn was filled with cars. We found a space and walked to the front door, clinging to each other’s arms, helping each other navigate in our fetish heels as we walked in tiny, very vulnerable steps. My bells on my cage tinkled with each step, my breasts tugged on my chest, and my corseted waist limited the amount of air I could take in.

The tall front door opened; the sounds of chatter and laughter poured out. Coach flashed us a smile, leaned down and kissed each of our cheeks. “Girls! Welcome—this is going fabulously. Everyone’s having a great time. Come in. You both look stunning and sexy as hell. Love the choker and earrings you girls found. Speaks volumes to your role tonight.”

I reached to the front of his pants and placed my palm on his hardness beneath. “Seems the attire works for you. I hope we can motivate you as much as the boys, Coach.”

He put his large hand on my bottom and squeezed. “Mmm, sounds wonderful. I must warn you, the team has taken blue pills already, and so have I.”

“So have we. How lovely. Maximum pleasure for all.”

“Yes. Let me take your raincoats.” He hung them in the hall closet.

We held his arms, and he led us out to the patio. Mesquite smoke poured from a barbecue grill where ribs were nearly ready. In one area under a shady tree was a tent with some of the girls in it. Some of the players were drinking beer and humping into holes in the tent, behind which were the glory girls. Spread around the patio, other girls were kneeling on pillows, seducing the boys while they fed them hors d'oeuvres. They dipped the boys’ shafts in various dips and licked them off, and ran back and forth in their fetishy heels fetching drinks and food for them, the bells on their cages tinkling as they hurried to satisfy the needs of the team.

Coach stood and waited patiently while Mary and I took it all in. “Quite the event you girls have designed. I think the team will be doing all they can to win on Sunday so they can do this again. Like a drink?”

I removed my grip on his firm bicep and steadied myself atop my heels. I looked around. “Why don’t you have a seat, Coach, and let me get you one.”

Mary tugged him by the arm. “Yes, we’re a part of the girls and want to take care of you just like the other girls are ministering to the team. Come.” She led him to a couch beneath a shade sail.

I ran off in my tiny fetish-heel steps and went to the bar. I mixed us all drinks and put them on a tray, then carried them over to Coach and Mary. She sat on a pillow on the ground before him. She already had him out of his pants and was stroking him while he watched me serve the drinks.

I placed the tray on the couch, took a pillow and folded my legs under me on the other side of Coach. I sipped my martini but really wanted to just taste his luscious hard rod. I watched Mary’s hand on it, sliding up and down. Coach ran his hand over her hair as he gazed at her lovingly; then he leaned back and sipped his drink while she stroked him. “So Jamie, why the submissive part, with all of you on the ground and serving us? Why did you girls choose to do that? I mean, it is interesting, but don’t you feel less because of it?”

I placed my hand below Mary’s, and we both stroked him together. “We felt it would add a level of feeling superior for the team. Superior is how they need to feel when they hit the field, right? Confident, powerful, better than the other team.”

“Hmm, true.”

Mary began to suck him. I continued stroking and said, “For those in drama, it’s a new and exciting role to learn. The girls and I have stepped up our acting game from our feminization—it’s been very helpful. Being submissive makes us feel even more special, vulnerable, like these shoes do very well, too, more feminine and needy, and more dependent on real men. It gives us heightened purpose and focus, so it becomes more about pleasing the men than being pleased.”

I laughed and looked around at the girls and what they were doing. At the bar I saw the quarterback as he held a girl’s head tight, her kneeling on a pillow before him, as he thrusted repeatedly into her face, then held it there. Her neck showed her swallowing greedily as she moaned. “But I can tell you, the girls are all enjoying this thoroughly. It’s quite obvious.”

Mary popped off the coach with a slurp, and I dove onto him. She said, “Sometimes it’s nice to have a purpose, to do nothing more than pleasing a man. In doing so, one gains more pleasure than they would if they set out to please themselves first. Better to give than to receive, right, Coach?”

“I see your points. Interesting.” He lifted my head off his velvet shaft. “I need to check on the ribs and chicken, Jamie.”

Mary stood. “I’ll check them. You relax.”

“Thanks, Mary. Maybe some snacks would be good and another drink?”

“Of course, master.” Mary smiled broadly, took the tray, and ran off merrily.

I massaged Coach’s legs, looking up at him, his rod rising and falling in the air. I tilted my head and gave him doe eyes. “I’d like to have you inside me. By the way, I’m so happy you had us all get physicals with STD checks. It’s so freeing knowing it’s all safe.”

“Thanks. Inside you—like in your bottom?”

I grasped his shaft and stroked it. I felt him throb in my hand. I lowered my head sheepishly, my eyes gazing up at him, and I nodded. “Please? Please let me feel you release your passion into me.”

He looked around and took a deep breath. He continued to throb in my hand while I stroked. “Please, Coach? I want you to make me feel filled, and whole, and purposeful. I relish being a suitable receptacle for your masculine emissions. I want you to thoroughly use and enjoy me. Please use me as my choker and earrings label me?”

He smiled and patted my head. “I know what you want, princess, and I want it for you too. I’m just thinking about how I’d like to do it the most.”

I rubbed the tip of his shaft with my thumb making him shudder. “However you like. You’re the boss. I’m here for your pleasure. You can use me on my back, my belly, on your lap, standing up... Whichever way you please.”

He gazed into my eyes. “You’re so pretty. I’d like to see your face while I do it, but is that submissive enough for you?”

I tugged on his shaved globes and stroked the full length of his silky shaft, gazing in to his eyes. “I’d love to see your face as you fill me with your reward. But, you’re right, the most submissive would be for you to take me from behind, like animals do it. Without your face for me to look at, the only connection to you would be feeling you inside me while you impaled me and I felt it swell and release all your essence deep inside of me.”

He stopped my hand from stroking so as not to finish. I held it lightly. I slid my other hand across my silky thigh, thinking about it. “Like a caveman taking a woman. Tugging her hair, Holding her firm for his penetration, using her as a receptacle for his pleasure.” I looked around. “Like her over there.” I pointed.

One of the girls was being spit-roasted as she knelt on a bench pillow, a linebacker behind her grasping her corseted waist tight and slamming into her, shoving her forward onto a defensive back who was giving her a frontal assault on her mouth, his hands tight on her head. The bells on her cage tinkled with each slapping immersion into her as she moaned around the one in her face. She oozed long strings of pearly white pleasure from her cage with each deep plunge into her.

We both watched the players finish in her. The girl’s bottom wagged in the air to entice the next ones. The players that left were were instantly replaced by others, filling her face and bottom once more, and the scene started again.

Coach was throbbing in my grip. “Okay, Jamie.” He laughed. “I think I know how I want to use my receptacle.” Coach picked me up in his arms and carried me to where some of the team were standing by the bar drinking. “Joe, get me that yoga pad from there,” Coach said as he motioned with his head.

“Sure, Coach.” He ran off and brought it back. “Where do you want it?”

“Right here so you can all put her to good use too.”

He placed it on the ground then put me down. “On your knees, Jamie.”

I knelt on all fours. It didn’t take a second before one of the guys shoved his rod in my mouth and grabbed my head tight while he thrusted into my face. I felt Coach as he knelt behind me and pressed his hard tip against my lubed hole. I pushed back with my bottom, forcing it to go past my gate and enter me. I mumbled around the shaft in my mouth, looking up.

I feverishly used my bottom to set the pace for Coach, and he followed suit, gripping my corseted waist and shoving himself in all the way to the hilt and back. He slapped my bottom hard, over and over, making it sting, contrasting with the pleasure he gave me inside. Each drive into me made ripples of electricity surge through me. I oozed from my cage as I was lusciously used and abused by the two.

The player came in my mouth, and I swallowed while Coach grabbed my hair in his hand and tugged my head back, ramming into me. Another player replaced the first in front, slapping his shaft hard on my cheeks until he shoved it into my begging and gaping mouth. I ran my tongue around it while he squeezed my head tight and humped like a rabbit into my face.

Coach slapped my bottom several times hard making it burn, then wrapped his fingers in my hair and tugged my head back, his other hand gripping my corseted waist tight. He shoved it hard and deep and let out several grunts. I could feel it pulse inside me as he shot gush after gush into me. I oozed from my cage, having no final release but only wanting more. I could have gone that way all night and not finish. Coach nearly collapsed on me before he made a few gentle stokes and kissed my cheek; my mouth was full of the boy in front of me.

When the last one had had his way with me, they helped me to my feet and brought me to the couch to sit between Coach and Mary. Someone placed a drink in my hand. I crossed my legs, my stockings wet from my own emissions from the cage, and I sipped. I hadn’t come, but I had been milked repeatedly by those who filled me with their passion and juices, which now leaked from me onto my cheeks.

Both Mary and Coach caressed my silky thighs. Mary said, “Sorry I wasn’t there for you, princess, but I had a few DPs with the boys.” She kissed my cheek.

“That’s okay, Mary—I’m glad you did.” I wiped a drip of pearly white cream from her forehead and licked it. “Seems you had a facial while I was gone too.”

She grinned. “A facial and a very good lubing.”

Coach patted my thigh. “You were truly wonderful. So submissive. It seems you play the part of slut quite well. Do you feel used and dirty?”

I was so full of energy and excitement, I couldn’t help speaking at light-speed. “Used and dirty? More like useful and delicious. It was incredible to feel the passion they all had for me and how easily they used me to fulfill their desires. I never would have thought something like that could feel so good. I never finished, but the sensation of them milking me by thrusting into me was incredible. It sent ripples of pleasure through me and I’m still horny and filling my cage.” I looked at my watch. “And we haven’t even had dinner yet.”

“Wow. I can hear in your voice how much you enjoyed it. Glad to hear it was what you wanted. We can eat, and then the boys ad I be ready to go again. The food is ready.” He held his hand out for me to stand.

We all stood in line to load our plates and eat. When we were done, everyone was ready for more, and they were already involved with one another. This time it looked more like a normal party, with the girls seated and kissing and caressing the boys. No more submissiveness. It seemed the girls were driving the actions of the boys now. I sat and watched while Mary climbed onto Coach; she rode him until she had a body-shuddering finish and made him finish inside her.

When they straightened themselves out again, Coach said, “The team and the girls all wanted to know how to thank you, Jamie, for all you’ve done. They feel you deserve more than anybody to have something special tonight.”

“Really? They don’t need to do that.”

“But they want to. Please, allow them this favor. Let them give you this gift.” He handed me my drink from the table. “Relax, and it’ll begin when you’re ready.”

“Okay.” I sipped and looked at him, trying to think of what it could be.

He smiled at me. “So Jamie, I have to ask. Will you ever go back to the old you, or will you become more of what you are now? What are your plans?”

“Well, right now, this is the best I’ve ever felt and lived. Eventually, I want to get implants in my hips, butt, breasts, and cheeks. I want electrolysis over my whole body so I never have to shave again.”

“I’ll make you a deal. If we win big this year, it will bring a lot of box office returns. I think we could afford to have a few girls transformed like you said. If you want to, you can be the first, because you were the first in taking it for the team.”

“Really?” I covered my mouth, imagining being a girl all the way—well, almost all the way, all the time. No shaving, having a shapely women’s body. Tears of joy welled up in my eyes. I blinked quickly to hold them back.

Mary took my hand and squeezed it tight. “And we could get married.”

My eyes popped open. “Oh, Mary!” I hugged her to me.

She held me tight and stroked my hair. “Even if you don’t get the implants. I don’t care. You’re my kind of girl.”

One of my girls came over, looking very docile. She put her hand out to me tentatively. “Jamie, we’d like to give you a gift. All of us, we hope you like it. Please, come with me.”

She led me by the hand as we both walked in tiny steps toward something covered with a tarp. One of the team pulled the tarp back, and I stood staring at it. My hand covered my mouth, and I gasped.

“Oh my. It looks positively sinful. Is that for me?”

The whole gang applauded. The girl who took me over there said, “It’s for you to use now if you want it. You know what it’s for?”

“Well, yes, of course I do.” I stared at it. I walked over and felt it. It would be comfortable, and I’d be totally immersed in it. “I love it. Somebody help me get in.”

The boys lifted me, one on each side, and others secured me. I was suspended, my hands held by my head, my feet in their heels pulled back, exposing my bottom, I hung there on my back. I couldn’t help but grin. “Well, what are you waiting for?” I laughed.

The first was one of my girls. She slid between my legs, gazed into my eyes, and slid her now cage-free velvet shaft into my bottom. I let out little cries of joy as others began using my hands and mouth. It was an immersion into the passion they all felt for me. They all indulged in me thoroughly, filling my receptacles with their pleasure or shooting it across my face and hair.

This went on for what seemed forever. I became a boat in the river of their passion, waves entering my hull and splashing on my deck. Then I felt my cage released.

One of my girls began to suck my now free shaft while another shoved her lusciously large and long pole into me. It didn’t take long before the girl in my bottom me shoved it in and held it there, her eyes on mine as we both came. Our bodies clenched, and I twisted and turned in the sling while I shot load after load into my other sister’s mouth.

When it was done, applause rang out from all who surrounded us. They called out in unison, “Thank you, Jamie, for taking it for the team!” They hooted and hollered. I felt myself undone from the sling and carried off as I began to fall asleep. 
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We had had many of those parties through the year. The football season was as huge success. The ticket sales were incredible. The drama department reached new record sales as well. Both departments were told they could use sixty percent of the funds to continue the trend any way they wanted.

Coach was written up as college coach of the year. He even appeared on a recorded awards ceremony to be broadcasted one weekend.

We all gathered to watch the show. Mary and I dressed in our nicest minidresses and heels and had pedicures and manicures for the occasion. We sat on barstools in a campus bar and ate oysters while sipping champagne. Our team, the rest of the cheerleaders, and our coach and drama coach were all there to watch the broadcast and celebrate the awards given to the school.

We were riveted to the screen, waiting for the taped program. Mary’s nervous hand glided sensually on my stockinged leg as I clenched her other hand in mine. The bar went quiet as our football coach came on stage and accepted the awards.

When it was over, they asked him what made his team so successful. He smiled and looked into the camera.

“Well, first, a team member has to be willing to do things for the team. I found people—actually, one person in particular—who was willing to go the extra mile to take it for the team. She was able to rally an exceptionally dedicated group around her that together was able to drive my boys to previously unheard of....well...” he laughed, “performance. It’s the willingness to break old paradigms and beliefs and societal brainwashing, having dedication to the cause, and giving up the self for the good of the team. If a team is to win, someone, and the more the better, has to be willing to take it for the team.” Coach flashed a broad smile to the newscaster and looked back into the camera. “To everyone who took it for the team...” he held the trophy up to the camera, “thank you all.” The program ended.

The bar exploded into hoots, howls, and applause. I was lifted onto the shoulders of the quarterback and carried around the bar. Everyone patted and caressed my stockinged legs, and when he made a round of the place, he lowered me to a stool at the bar next to Mary. I crossed my legs and looked out to my admirers, feeling a satisfaction few ever feel.

I was in heaven, having gone from a social misfit to the center of attention, with a group of loving and thankful friends and lovers. Coach came over and stood between Mary and me. He wrapped his arms around our shoulders and hugged us to him. Everyone went quiet.

He raised his mug and said, “Party this weekend to celebrate and plan for next year. You girls wishing for further enhancements can talk to me about what you want. Of course, Jamie is first.” He kissed my cheek. Everyone applauded. Now, do you girls think you can come up with a new theme for this party? I know you’ve been very creative this year, and I’m sure no one will mind a repeat, but we are all champions now.”

One of my girls yelled, “We can find one. With Jamie, we can do anything. Right, girls? We are the champions.”

All of us yelled our agreement, our painted, long-nailed hands waving. One of them put the Queen song “We Are the Champions” on the jukebox.

(Link to Amazon to hear it here. http://www.amazon.com/dp/B017JXSQ3S/)

The whole bar sang in unison, swaying and gesticulating, pounding on the bar and with their feet.

I kissed Coach on the cheek and yelled into his ear. “Thank you so much for talking me into this. I never would have known something so weird could give me so much.”

“Oh, you’re welcome, pretty princess.” He pulled Mary’s and my heads together so we could both hear. “You know, when you’re ready, you and Mary are invited to live with me... if you like.”

Mary raised her eyebrows to me and shrugged. I nodded. Mary and I both kissed Coach on his cheeks. I said, “My wife-to-be and I would love to.”

We all slipped away from the bar into the throng of happy friends, and Queen’s “You’re My Best Friend” started playing. We all sang it to each other.

(Link to hear it on Amazon is here: http://www.amazon.com/dp/B017JXT1ZK/)

“Ooh, you make me live

Whatever this world can give to me

It's you you're all I see

Ooh, you make me live now honey

Ooh, you make me live

Oh, you're the best friend that I ever had

I've been with you such a long time

You're my sunshine and I want you to know

That my feelings are true

I really love you...”

All of us misfits who became champions, best friends, and lovers danced the night away as one big happy family.


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

Barb and Thom

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

Amazon:

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

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

http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com
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