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  It was a cold winter’s day in early January when I drove through the heavy snow to my high school friend’s house. Being my first trip back home since starting college, I’d spent the earlier part of the break with family celebrating the holidays, but in the week or so until school started up again, I made it a goal to see my friends. They’d all started college as well and it would be our first chance to catch up since we’d all parted ways in late August.


  Finally I reached the house, a frosted cape, lights glowing from inside promising warmth in the frigid weather. First however, I prepared for the journey from the driveway, putting on my heavy coat, gloves and hat. Even the walk to the front door would be uncomfortable with the below freezing temperatures and heavy snow.


  Two other cars were sitting in the driveway relatively free of snow, signaling that I was the last of my friends to arrive but by a small margin. This visit had a good chance of turning into a sleepover the way the snow was pilling up on the roads. Bundled up I stepped out onto what should have been the front walk, although with 6 inches of new snow it was impossible to tell. Slogging my way up to the front door and hitting the doorbell, I stuck my hands in my pockets, turning my back to the icy breeze. Fortunately, the door opened almost immediately and my best friend welcomed me into the warmth and light of the interior.


  My first assumption had been correct, my other friends had recently arrived and their snow-covered gear piled up near the door had only begun to melt. I added boots and gloves to the pile, and then four of us exchanged greetings. Mel, whose parents’ owned the home, gave me a big grin and seemed the happiest to see me. The impression I got was that perhaps he had found the confidence in college that had eluded him so frequently in high school. Perhaps the self-assurance came from the time he’d been putting into the weight room. Muscles were evident in his shoulders and legs that had not always been there.


  Charlie waved a hand in greeting, his ginger hair and freckles glowing in the well-lighted entryway. His usual distracted nature was on display, his attention focused on something in the living room that I couldn’t see.


  Last, Pete came in, his arms wide for a hug, he was always touchy feely in a way that often made us uncomfortable. We would have joked about how he was probably gay, but in high school he had been the only one with a girlfriend, a fact that fizzled such mockery before it could start.


  At a gesture from Charlie, I walked with Pete’s arm over my shoulder, joining my friends as they sat around the rug in the living room. In the middle of the rug, instead of the old, wooden coffee table, was a large black orb nearly a foot tall. The orb itself sat in a dull gray marble base that looked as if it served to prevent the ball from rolling free on the carpet. We sat around for a bit exchanging small talk, ignoring the odd decoration that formed the center of our four pointed cross.


  Discussion ranged from Mel’s parents and younger sister, all three of which were out of town for the weekend, to the snow, which was coming down so heavily that the view out the window was only a blurry whiteness. “Meteorologists would probably consider that blizzard conditions,” I thought to myself.


  Gradually, curiosity over the strange object in our midst propelled me to ask the question that no one else addressed, “What’s that?” I asked, indicating the orb.


  Mel pointed a finger at Charlie and said, “Ask him.”


  “It’s an old game I found in my attic.” Charlie pulled a piece of folded paper from a pocket and waved the small pamphlet as he spoke, “It’s some electronic Truth or Dare game. I thought it might make catching up more fun.”


  Electronic game? It looked more like it belonged in a witch’s hut than a toy store. Misgivings aside, the idea had my interest. “I’m game. How do we turn it on?” I inquired.


  Charlie flipped through the instruction pamphlet and said, “We all place our hands on it.”


  “That’s all?”


  “I guess,” Charlie replied.


  My first semester was in an engineering program and I wouldn’t have thought a static induced on/off switch, like those on certain lamps and faucets, couldn’t function on what looked like a glass ball. Glass wasn’t a very good conductor. But, while I was musing about conductors Charlie read the rules aloud from his pamphlet.


  “There are two arrow types,” he began, ” The ones that point towards the core of the ball are “asking arrows”. Asking arrows move along the outside giving each person a turn to ask a Truth if the ball is green, or a Dare, if the ball is red. The second arrow points towards the person who will receive the request and is determined randomly. This person may decline a Truth but in exchange must complete a Dare, however a Dare CANNOT BE REFUSED.” He read this in a way that I assumed was his “In Caps” voice. Charlie finished by saying, “The game ends after two hours.”


  Pete who’d never been the most patient individual quickly placed his hands on the orb and looked around expectantly. A man of few words, he stared at each of us in turn. “Let’s go!” the look seemed to say.


  Faithfully, the other two placed their hands on the orb as Pete did. The last to touch the item, I was taken aback when the globe warmed to my touch. Then it glowed briefly in a pale green, shifted to crimson then went black again. Arrows pointed in and out flickering on then off. A text began to crawl across the side of the orb, originating on my side, and moving right to left in green lettering reminiscent of old stock tickers on ancient computer screens. We were forced to withdraw our hands in order to read the scrawl it rolled across the face of the orb.


  “Welcome young friends to Truth or Dare,” it said in its teletype script, “This game you’ve got is very rare.”


  “Oh good,” said Mel after the text had faded. “It rhymes. I was hoping it would do that.”


  “Shut up,” chided Charlie. His face had a sour expression, clearly expecting more. The machine lay inert for another moment before a new crawl began.


  “Boys alone isn’t much fun, we’ll make two genders where at first there was one.” As this cryptic rhyme rolled by, which I was the first to read in its entirety due to my position relative to the origin of the text, I wondered what it could possibly mean. When I looked up from the now blank orb my friends were staring at me, a uniform look of dumb amazement on each face.


  “What’s wrong?” I asked, my voice cracking for the first time since middle school. I braced for the onslaught of mockery that must surely come, instead they continued staring. It was only then that I noticed a strange tingling from my scalp; it spread quickly covering every inch of skin beneath the hooded university sweatshirt, beneath my baggy tattered jeans and even between my toes. Lifting my hand to study it, I observed a soft glow emanating from it, the same golden glow that, reason implied, must on my face and the rest of my exposed skin. At least, judging from the stares of my companions and the extent of the prickly sensation my entire body was enveloped.


  The tingling grew more intense and the light was getting so bright that I could no longer stare at my own hand, forcing me to shut my eyes. Tingling gave way to a heat in my chest and I kept my eyes shut against the spreading phenomenon snaking through my body emanating from somewhere in my stomach. Warming heralded an avalanche of sensation that sent my mind spinning as I tried to track it. I could feel my muscles contract uniformly, tightening my stomach and waist; a swelling in my ass and chest forced me to gasp for breath. My face felt like it was melting and rearranging although I could not have explained how.


  One feeling I recall most vividly was the most terrifying. A core of heat, with the tendrils of fire and chaotic transformation now reached into every limb, shifting downward with frightening intensity. From my chest, racing through my abdomen the center of heat moved, settling inside my pelvis. It didn’t stop there however; I actually felt a tendril settle in my testicles, the heat growing as it did so. I honestly thought they’d explode in that instant, but implosion would probably describe it more accurately. Drawn towards my body then burying themselves ever deeper before my balls existence simply… ceased to be. An instant later, my penis followed, burned away in the fiery purge.


  People often talk about losing fingers or limbs and how they can sometimes still feel an itch or some other sensation long after it’s been lost. Phantom limbs they’re called. I think the root cause lies in the brains’ refusal to accept the loss, physically unable to make the adjustment.


  Nothing like that occurred; my brain was adjusting at the same rocket pace as the rest of my body! It wasn’t as if I lost my male genitalia, but more as if I’d never had them at all! I didn’t scream in alarm, I just drew my legs up and hugged them, waiting for the process to end. Feeling the space clear inside my body to form a vagina and uterus came with such a sense of violation, stronger than I ever could have imagined.


  Despite the speed of these changes, I could mostly tell what was happening. Even so, my eyes stayed tightly shut while I tried to focus on my rapidly collapsing reality. Looking back on it now, it seemed to take forever although it probably took less than a minute.


  When I opened my eyes, my friends were staring in slack-jawed amazement. As I raised my hand, I watched as the radiance finally faded away leaving behind a petite hand. Long glistening nails and smooth skin, they were definitely the hands of a woman.


  Although obscured by the sweatshirt, I could feel the added weight on my chest. My sweatshirt now felt at least 2 sizes too big, but I was hoping that it masked the strange figure within. A sheath of golden hair fell in front of my eyes I rubbed the soft silky strands between my fingers in amazement. I’d spent the last 18 years with the same dark mop that my father had been born with and his father before him, but now, the hair was as golden as the sun… a memory of the radiance now left behind.


  “You asshole Charlie,” I wanted to say, “Your game turned me into a girl! Fix this, NOW!” Instead, I found myself unable to speak. In fact, no one was speaking, all attention was on the orb as it flashed anew with text and we waited with drawn breath to see if perhaps a similar fate would befall them.


  “Now that’s done, we can begin. You have to ask if you want to win.” The text scrolled by, vanished and the orb glowed a soft green.


  Green of truth. One arrow pointed inward from where Charlie sat while a second pointed outwards, towards Pete. Attention turned from me and I was floored by the callous disregard for my state by my best friends. All eyes were on the orb, including mine, but internally I bristled with fury. Incensed that, despite all the changes to my body, I felt perfectly normal.


  “Pete,” Charlie said, “How many girls have you slept with this semester at college?”


  Despite my anger regarding this gender-bending dilemma I was momentarily distracted by the question. Pete opened his mouth to speak and closed it again. Opened, then closed, mouth gaping, he looked like a fish struggling to breathe on dry land. It was clear that whatever he was trying to say, it wouldn’t come out.


  Eventually, Pete sighed and said, “None.”


  I think we were all shocked, first by the answer and second that he hadn’t attempted an untruth. Some boasting would have been expected. Perhaps I should have realized this sooner, but if the orb had changed my gender, couldn’t it have forced his honesty? After all, how hard would it be to halt a lie when you can change a person’s very DNA? Whatever this orb was, electronic or otherwise, this was no simple game.


  With no ribbing, no mockery, and no teasing the game went on. Perhaps the orb had exerted its will on more than just Pete and myself, coercing us further, where banter would only slow us down. Conjecture was useless and with a flicker, the orb began the next round.


  The inward arrow shifted to Mel and the outward arrow flickered between all four of us before settling on Charlie. It flashed the crimson of a dare. Without skipping a beat, Mel dared Charlie to down three shots of tequila in a row. Wordlessly, Charlie headed his father’s liquor cabinet poured a shot of cheap and swallowed. Despite the involuntary twisting of his mouth, two more shots were quick to follow.


  Through the previous two rounds, I became aware that my friends were trying not to look at me at all, beyond the influence of the game. It was as if I had a plague and to look at me was to risk catching. As the third round began, I realized my tiny hands were white knuckled from anger. I forced them to relax and studied the indentations left by my immaculate nails. Flickering arrows drew my attention, preventing further investigation of my hands.


  Next, the “asking arrow” pointed from Pete and the other pointed towards Mel. Pete asked him to recount his wildest party story from college while Mel did so at great length. The entire time, not one of them shot a look my way, sidelong or otherwise. Now, it wasn’t that I WANTED their attention, but if one of MY friends had had his very existence altered I wouldn’t treat him like he didn’t exist. Supremely aware of just how different this body felt, was bad enough, but when I thought of the surety that my penis was no more, it made me furious. Together with the callousness from my friends, I was totally outraged.


  When the asking arrow came to me, flashing the green of truth, the other arrow pointed squarely at Charlie, I intended to ask him my question with all my anger focused on him, the one responsible for bringing this cursed object here.


  “Did you know this game would turn me into a girl?” I asked, unprepared for the high pitched, lilting voice that came out of my mouth, sapping some of the venom from my words.


  Not one of them would look at me, least of all Charlie who said timidly, “I’ll take a dare.”


  Flabbergasted, I felt a heat rise in my cheeks and an untamed rage, even worse than before! Charlie wouldn’t answer, and now he was pleading the 5th! What a coward.


  “Dammit, I screamed in a high pitched wail, “I want you all to stop fucking ignoring me!”


  As one, they all turned to look at me now. My scream had sounded so childish in my girly voice; I felt a blush creep over my face as they stared.


  “Careful what you wish for,” Charlie murmured grimly.


  Thinking about what I had said, going over the words one by one in my head, I was suddenly self-conscious. Was the flash of red my anger, or the orb flashing the red of a dare? Although I couldn’t be sure, had multiple arrows briefly pointed to my friends as I screamed “all”?


  Before I could ask another question, the asking arrow shifted to Mel and the orb flashed red as the other arrow pointed squarely at me. All 3 had eyes firmly set on me as I involuntarily squeezed my knees tighter. Fortunately, my clothes were baggy and, other than my face and hair, I hoped I didn’t look terribly girly, but couldn’t help but feel overwhelmed.


  Perhaps that’s why the tears began to flow as Mel said, “I dare you to go up to my sister’s room and put on the sexiest, girliest thing you can find.”


  I couldn’t stop the waterworks and Mel looked like he instantly regretted the dare, but it was too late. He couldn’t take it back any more than I could refuse.


  As I got up from my spot on the floor, I made sure to hold onto my jeans which would have fallen down otherwise. Rounding the banister I awkwardly started up the stairs I, looking back briefly to catch all three gazes following my every motion as I climbed the carpeted steps and walked down the short hall to Mel’s sister’s room. Leah would be 17 or thereabouts and although I didn’t know her size (or mine for that matter), I was somehow certain I’d find something that would fit my friend’s sexy/girly descriptor.


  I walked into Leah’s room and beheld the entirety of the girlie, overly-pillowed, room. My initial thought was, “How cute.” Had the orb affected my thoughts as well?


  I shook my head in amazement spilling golden locks across my vision. Clearing the hair away with a few fingers I se the hair behind my ear in a very feminine gesture. Over the bureau, I spied a mirror framed in dozens of photos of Leah’s friends.


  Far more interesting than those photos was the face in the center of the mirror, that of a beautiful young woman. She possessed flawless skin, large eyes, and golden hair that descended in waves past my shoulders. It took a moment to sink in, but that woman was me! At least, she was also wearing an ill-fitting hoodie and jeans, the same ones I’d arrived in.


  Although I wanted to linger and study my delicate features, I found an increasing compulsion to change my clothes. I scanned Leah’s closet first, cute skirts, blouses and dresses fit the bill for girly, but it wasn’t until I found the last item in the very back of the closet that fit both.


  The “Little Black Dress,” both sexy and incredibly feminine, it would bill perfectly. I wondered if Mel had ever seen his sister in this number, with its low cut and high hem, matching black pumps lying just on the floor below it. Taking the dress from the closet, I carefully laid it out on the bed next to the high-heeled shoes that went with it.


  Something was missing, I realized, and after a contemplative moment I realized what it was. Underwear of course! The magic of this orb was tricky and feminine wear included a bra and panties alongside the dress and shoes. Jewelry would probably be needed too.


  Heading for the top drawer in Leah’s dresser, I glided across the room, growing more confident in moving as a woman. I was shorter, and so was my stride, but my hips swayed more than I was used to, even while I was struggling to hold up my pants.


  When I pulled open the top dresser drawer and heard a strange clunk, I looked down to investigate. The drawer itself was filled with panties and bras of every color and description, but it had sounded as if something was rolling around inside. That sound should have been impossible, given the condition of this overstuffed drawer, but as I brushed aside some panties to make room and gave the base of the drawer a knock the solution was revealed. A false bottom!


  Along the edge, I could just make out a place to slip some fingers through to gain access, but stopped myself. What if something even worse than that dress lay inside? Dare I take the risk? I giggled at my inadvertent pun and the strange sound of my laughter made me stop. My voice was very feminine and I hadn’t gotten used to the sound coming from my own throat.


  Whether it was the draw of the orb or my own curiosity, I’ll never know for certain, but the temptation to open the secret compartment and find what Leah hid from her family, was too tempting. I hooked my fingers in, lifting up the cunningly worked false bottom. The dresser looked old, perhaps it was a hand-me-down from grandma, originally used to hide liquor during prohibition or family money during the depression. Whatever the origin, it certainly wasn’t for hiding THIS.


  Peering in the gap I noticed two items. One lay along the bottom, a red pair of panties and matching red negligee. The panties were exceptionally lacy and mostly see through and negligee split down the middle and joined up near the breasts but it was mostly see through as well. Upon laying eyes on the set, the surety of the orb locked in and I knew I had found my sexy/feminine outfit. But the biggest surprise, and I do mean biggest, was not the sexy underwear but what lay on top. The item which had made the knocking sound that originally drew my attention. Lying atop the sexiest underwear I had ever seen was a giant blue dildo.


  “Well,” I thought to myself, “I know why she has it hidden.” Any curiosity I had regarding the fake phallus was pushed aside by the growing urge to put on the negligee and return downstairs. I stripped off my old masculine clothes and when I saw what lay underneath I had to force myself to breathe. Absolutely dazzling breasts, flawless skin and a narrow waist were highlights. Long, graceful legs were visible as well. Additionally, twisting at the waist I saw a round, tight, ass, and marveled. I was petite, but also curvy, judging from a unique vantage point, and guessed my breasts were at least a C-cup. It was a body to make a model jealous.


  Even this enormously sexy body could not long assuage the impulsion of the orb and I slid the red panties up my silky legs, enjoying the sensation of soft fabric sliding up even softer skin. The panties hugged my hips and ass tightly, but it was surprisingly comfortable. I pulled the negligee on over my head, lifting my breasts into the cups, marveling at the supple, perky weight in my hands. A look in the mirror confirmed I looked sexy enough to seduce a gay man, and a damn sight sexier than any woman I had ever seen on TV, movies or porn.


  “This must be what it feels like when a model dresses up for her boyfriend,” I thought.


  Before I could spare another thought for my appearance, the compulsion of the orb had grown nearly painful in its insistence. I rushed downstairs, nearly falling from the final step. However, the moment my feet hit the ground floor and I was in full view of the living room, the compulsion changed. Instead of rushing, I walked, the swaying flaps of the negligee fluttering over my midsection. I felt my hips sway with each step and when I looked at my companions, each jaw was on the floor. Their eyes devoured me as I walked, or maybe sashayed would describe it better, back to my place on the floor.


  Well, I certainly had their attention now and had to stifle a giggle at the thought. It lessened some of my anxiety over my current situation. The orb in its ever more infuriating way flashed red, as the asking arrow moved to Charlie, while the other pointed… towards me, again. I almost complained about the fairness of being forced into two turns in a row, especially two dares, but before I could, Charlie made his dare.


  “I dare you to give me a lap dance.“ It hung in the air for a moment. The eyes of my friends widened, flipping to Charlie, back to me, back to Charlie again before finally settling on me.


  I’d never felt smaller and more vulnerable in my life. Knowing with absolute certainty it was going to happen, had to happen, it scared the shit out of me. Part of me had assumed that these clothes would be the worst that would happen in this body.


  Half-heartedly I said, “I’ve never given a lap dance before, you know. It probably won’t be very good.”


  “I hardly think that matters,” Charlie countered. There was no going back on a dare.


  “Only if we agree there’s no touching,” I said.


  “If you give a strip club quality lap dance, I’ll respect strip club rules,” he replied.


  It was as good a deal as I was likely to get so I took a deep breath and stood, three sets of eyes following me as I took Charlie’s hand and brought him over to the couch. He simply sat; a shit-eating grin on his face, eyes scanning up and down the body that would probably be the most beautiful any of us would ever see. I took a step back and twirled around, putting my back to him; the flaps of my negligee reaching out like a miniature ballroom gown. I had no idea what I was doing but I put my arms in the air, stretching upward, wrists crossed, and began my dance.


  It came easier than I ever would have believed. For someone that had perhaps seen a lap dance twice, and with a body that had only been mine for at most 15 minutes, I began with my hips. A little at first, a figure eight, as my hands fell slowly. Caressing my lustrous sheaths of hair, moving them down the side of my torso. The light fabric of the nightie ran beneath my fingers and tight, nubile body beneath. My hands rested on my hips as I let my hips move in ever-larger arcs.


  My heart was racing now. On impulse I bent at the waist with stunning flexibility and could feel my hair fly. Planting one hand on the ground I looked back at Charlie. His eyes were wide, the mocking gleam gone; I met his gaze with a mischievous grin of my own.


  Pulling myself back up, I turned to face him. Imagining soft music, but I kept my eyes locked on Charlie’ own and moved with the tune. I moved my hands over my body while my hips gyrated. First my hands moved through the long blonde hair, sending it tumbling down like a waterfall at sunset. Then they moved over skin unbelievably soft and supple. From cupping breasts, they moved down, running between thighs as I crouched and rose again, all the while, my eyes on his.


  The dance had been somehow liberating, like I was taking this body for a test drive. Taking it for a spin around the neighborhood, I was wonderfully graceful where my old body had been clunky. Like riding in a Porsche after owning an old Sedan. “Just enjoy the ride”, came the thought;


  My entire body felt flush with excitement, smile reflecting a genuine pleasure as I savored each new sensation, even the small ones, like my slightly different center of gravity or the long hair caressing my ears and neck. When I bit the corner of my mouth, something that had always seemed incredibly sexy to me as a male, I even enjoyed the subsequent shifting of posture that Charlie made.


  To feel my hands roam this body felt intoxicating, but the dare required a lap dance. Walking over the foot of floor that separated us was terrifying. There was no mistaking Charlie’ arousal as it strained the zipper of his skinny jeans. Between his legs, I turned again standing with my back to him and began the sudecution in earnest


  I placed my hands on his knees bending my legs slightly. Pressing my ass lightly against his crotch, I flexed my knees, grinding my ass up and down the fabric of his pants. Even through his pants I could feel the straining cock, practically throbbing with desire. Faster, then slower, harder, then softer I pressed my ass into his lap.


  Then I felt his hands on my hips. His touch was light and it wasn’t anywhere that should have excited me, but somehow, the feeling of his rough, strong hands shot through my entire body like a lightning bolt. Technically he was violating our agreement and I was within my rights to slap his hands away and end the dance. None could claim my dance had been inferior to that of a stripper’s, although how I’d managed the feat I still didn’t understand… I also hadn’t expected such a tender touch to feel so incredible through the ethereal fabric the negligee provided.


  Feeling light headed, but exhilarated, I couldn’t stop. My body was a flickering candle, shimmering with grace and heat and light. Here I was in this strange body, a man’s hands on me and I felt transcendent! Instead of knocking his hands away I bowed my back, forming an arch, resting my head on his shoulder and sending my pelvis in rotation above him, humping the air, willing his hands to move up as I stroked his thighs with eager manipulation.


  Clasping my breasts through the sheer fabric of the negligee, Charlie fondled me with brazen intent. I could barely contain my joy. I wanted to laugh. Or cry. My body was aflame as I arched my back, pressing the two orbs of flesh into his hands, savoring the sensation as he squeezed my chest. Rapturous, my body shook in delight. This body was taut, and beautiful and I looked down at my agile body, marveling at the sensuality of its curves. Fulfilling this body’s destiny, putting the splendor on display, like a painting or a statue. It felt indescribable.


  The show wasn’t over yet, however. I let my back relax and slid down his body, slowly, wriggling my back as I glided down his chest, between his legs and ended up on all fours. Peering over my shoulder, I licked my lip erotically. “Come and get it big boy,” said the look, but Charlie didn’t move. If he had, I think I would have let him do whatever he’d wanted, my body was aflame with desire.


  Standing, I grabbed the two flaps of the negligee, rotating my hips like I was hoola-hooping and with one smooth motion I flipped the thing over my head, and my breasts leaped free. An involuntary squeal of delight slipping out as I did so. I held the naughty nightie in one hand and draped it across Charlie’s face before flinging it away.


  I got on my knees before Charlie, his eyes widening in disbelief. “Silly boy,” I said in a sultry voice that surprised even me. Pulling myself up with my hands on his knees I slid my breasts over his crotch, feeling the hardness between them, the denim rubbing against erect nipples. All the way up, I pulled myself between his legs bringing breasts level with his face. I could feel his eyes locked on them.


  Stepping onto the couch I moved into a kneeling position over his lap. I began to move my hips again, lowering my crotch onto his own. The feeling of rubbing my barely covered, mound against his rigid tent was astounding. Rather than the centrally located source of pleasure, the stimulation was rippling through my entire body.


  As I rubbed against him, tilting my head back and resting my arms on his shoulders. Then I flexed my pelvis back and forth over him tantalizingly. His hands were moved to my ass and his mouth was on my right nipple before I knew it.


  “Ohhhhhmmmm,” I moaned, eyes closed, savoring the sensations that were so much more intense in this body. I could feel his tongue on my nipple and I moved my hips faster, letting the denim covered lump press against me. The growing emptiness between my legs lunged into the foreground of my consciousness and I reluctantly dismounted Charlie.


  I got to my knees before him, had his button undone, and was reaching for the zipper when I felt two pairs of arms grab me and pull me back. Looking up, Mel and Pete’s faces stared down at me.


  “I think the deal was for a lap dance.” Pete explained. I knew he was right, but the yearning of this body would not so easily yield. Making one more half-hearted attempt to reach Charlie’s crotch that they easily held off, I gave in and let them bring me back to my spot on the floor. I knelt, knees together on the floor, trying to get a grasp on the heat and wetness originating from deep inside.


  Looking over at Charlie, he was reluctantly buttoning himself back up, and I saw a wet spot where I had been pressing myself. Was that from him or me?


  When our eyes met, I licked my lips sensually. What had made me do that? I tried to shake my head and clear it, but my mind was stubbornly foggy, golden hair tumbling across my vision. All I could think of was my need, and my mind turned back to the large blue dildo upstairs. If they wouldn’t let me at the real thing, I could just quit this stupid game and take care of myself.


  Would there be repercussions from the game? Probably, but I knew what I wanted. Our attentions were once again pulled to the orb as it flashed the red of a dare. Asking arrow went to Mel, while the other went to… you guessed it, to me!


  “You did ask for the attention,” said Pete.


  “I didn’t ask for this,” I replied sourly, feeling the blush in my cheeks and a heat between my thighs.


  Charlie grinned. “It certainly looked like you enjoyed it. I know I did.”


  Mel had been silent, pondering his dare. “Wait upstairs,” he finally said, “I need to talk to the guys alone. When you’re ready, get dressed and come down.”


  “Aw man!” Charlie exclaimed. “You just blew your dare. You could have dared her to do anything.”


  Mel looked seriously at Charlie and then earnestly at me, “Somehow I doubt this will be our last chance.” We all knew he was right and I didn’t need the orb’s urging to leave that situation. This time, I didn’t turn, but I could feel their eyes on me as I left.


  Without intending to, I found myself in Leah’s room again. Mel’s dare had left some room for flexibility and I found myself looking back to the top drawer of the cabinet where the object of my desire rested. The fog wouldn’t abate and I believed the yearning between my legs to be the cause. I could get a handle on this situation if only I could deal with that wretched lust.


  I stepped out of the panties, which were drenched with my desire, sliding them down my thighs. Moving a hand into the drawer and once again reaching into the false bottom, I tentatively grasped the dildo. I tried not to think about what I was about to do, and fortunately, the more rational aspects of my mind were well overwhelmed by longing and no consequences occurred to me as I knocked the dress and heels off the bed to lie down on my back.


  Propping up several frilly pillows and stuffed animals against the headboard I leaned back and spread my legs. Hesitatingly, I reached between my thighs with the hand that wasn’t burdened with the dildo, lightly stroking my feminine slot. Magnificent sensations came roaring back, much more intense than they had been before. I was so gloriously sensitive; I couldn’t help but tilt my head back in exaltation.


  Moving my hand in a circular motion over the area unleashed a wave of pleasure. Mere moments of experimentation and I was already moaning, fresh waves of delight ravaging my petite body. Eventually, I was forced to take a sharp intake of breath when I realized I had even forgotten to breathe in my bliss. My pussy was sopping wet and practically throbbing with need, it was time for the dildo.


  Tenderly, I pressed the tip against the outside of my cunt, biting my lip in eagerness. I slid it in, as slowly as I dared, savoring the strangeness and resisting the urge to plunge it in any faster. Feeling the bulbous artifact spread my interior, forcing a shrill whimper from my lips. THIS was what my bod had been crying out for. Leah’s dildo was only 3 inches inside of me and it still had 6 inches or more left. Deciding that I wanted to try it deeper, I tightened my grip and eased it further inside.


  It was so far inside me! “Ahhhhhh!” I gasped. I hoped that no one downstairs could hear me, but I couldn’t help myself. Feeling my pussy lips cling to 6 inches of the dildo had no equivalent experience as a male and was more intense pleasure by far. Sliding the object out and then back in, my body began to quiver in delight.


  Moving it in and out effortlessly, my womanhood was slick with my feminine lubricant. I was in rapturous pleasure as I fucked myself silly with my friend’s sister’s dildo. Then something strange happened. A cascading, mounting satisfaction ran through every inch of my body, coming from every inch of my exquisitely sensual physique. “An orgasm,” I thought, “I’m having an orgasm!”


  The feeling of pleasure built and I felt my pussy clench around the dildo as the mountain of climax shuddered through me. The violence of the release forced me to gnaw on my knuckle in order to keep from screaming in joy.


  Relaxing back in the afterglow, I could feel rational thought returning slowly. Lying naked in my friend’s sister’s bed with her dildo still deep inside my cunt, I came to a realization. The orb had turned me into a mere prop for my friends! I resolved to somehow alter the situation, but the question was how? Looking down at my nakedness, I pulled the glistening dildo from my slit, grunting in the process, admiring the view.


  If the orb was going to keep giving me dares, I couldn’t fight it. If the orb couldn’t be manipulated, perhaps I could manipulate the people! Clothes were the key. I needed to wear something that showed off my sexiness but didn’t give it away like the negligee had. All at once the idea hit me and I knew exactly what to wear! Sliding off the bed I picked the dress and shoes back up off the ground and put them on the bed, where they had rested before I had gone to town on the dildo.


  In the bathroom, I began swabbing down my moistness; I didn’t want to leave any evidence of my sensual acts and wanted my friends to think that they were the only ones dealing with desire. As I returned to Leah’s bedroom I glanced down the stairs and there was still no activity from my friends.


  First step for my ensemble remained unchanged, I needed panties. I turned my attention to the panties and bras in the drawer. Not knowing much about female clothes, I still knew that when women wore tight dresses, like the little black outfit on the bed, they had to wear thongs to avoid panty lines. Although I didn’t relish the thought, nothing says girly and sexy quite like a thong.


  With one hand, I rifled through the drawer until I found one, an insubstantial black number. A little more searching turned up a matching black bra. When I compared the cup to my chest it seemed a tad too small, but would function. I slid the panties up and gasped as the thong plunged between my pert cheeks, a sensation that should have been unpleasant, but somehow wasn’t. I put the bra on too and felt relieved at the weight, literally lifted from my chest.


  I walked back to the bed and placing the dress on the ground, I stepped into it and had to wriggle my body to slide it up all the way, even managing to squeeze my ample bosom into it. My breast size larger than Leah’s, as her bra had suggested, but the match was close enough. When I looked in the mirror with the dress on, I marveled at my appearance. Somehow the dress made me feel girlier than my naked body.


  As for sexy, I knocked it out of the park. The dress highlighted my long, smooth legs and made my long blonde hair practically shine. Everything just felt so different in the scant covering; I wanted to look as beautiful as possible. Sitting down on the bed, I strapped on the black high heels and wondered to myself, how much of my action was truly my own. Did I want to feel sexy, or did the orb want me to want to feel sexy… I had to stop thinking so hard, it was making these heels a real chore to put on.


  Once the heels were strapped I tried to stand, lost my balance and fell back onto the bed. A second attempt went much better and giving in to new impulses I looked to the nearby makeup table. I was too scared to try anything on, but I did find a nice silver necklace that I latched around my slender neck. In addition, I found a nice pair of earrings, but when I looked at my ears, there were no holes for them. “Oh well,” I sighed with a surprising level of disappointment, “It’ll have to do.”


  Before leaving, I studied my reflection one last time. I was stunning, earrings or no earrings, and thought it a shame that no one but the three men downstairs would get to see it. However, I chastised myself with Charlie’s remuneration, “Be careful what you wish for.”


  I left Leah’s room, walking deliberately in the heels. Somehow the footwear added a sexy sway to my gait, the tight dress displaying my shapely rear. Grasping the bannister carefully, I descended the stairs. A touch of inspiration hit and instead of walking back to my friends I put my hands on my hips, donned my best model scowl and strutted in. Their looks were priceless. Surprise, pleasure, a hint of confusion and something else, lust? I was too busy trying not to fall over as I executed my runway turn, posing afterwards.


  Pete laughed in genuine amusement, the others just stared. I ignored them and walked to my spot on the floor, sitting as daintily as I could.


  Then the orb was flashing red, dragging the attention of my companions away. I felt a stab of something, jealousy? Certainly not. I wasn’t a girl and I didn’t WANT the attention, I was just playing with it. The arrows on the orb flickered, the asking arrow moved to Charlie while the other pointed out, at me, again. “Well that’s not fair,” I said. “I just had two in a row.”


  “And now you get another,” Charlie replied, “and I’ve got a good one. I dare you to go to a bar and pick up a guy.” He smiled cruelly while the other two laughed.


  Looking down and contemplating my well-dressed, sexy exterior, I knew picking up a guy wouldn’t be a problem. The issue was, regardless of what I looked like (or whatever had come over me during the striptease), I wasn’t interested in dudes. Had my plan backfired?


  “That wasn’t what we discussed Charlie,” Mel said.


  Charlie looked at Mel incredulously, “Look at her! Don’t you want to see her in action?!”


  Mel fumed. “How do can you do this to her. That’s our friend!”


  “She clearly wants this,” Charlie countered.


  “Enough!” Pete roared, cutting both men off in mid-argument. “The dare has been made. You can feel the orb’s pull, so can I. Get your things, we’re leaving.


  I said little as we gathered our belongings and piled stepped outside, heading for Mel’s SUV, the safest vehicle, given the weather.


  Mel clambered into the driver’s seat while Charlie, who was showing the effects of three tequila shots, screamed “Shotgun bitches!” and rushed to the front passenger seat.


  I took my time carefully picking my way. Navigating ice was treacherous enough when you weren’t wearing heels for the first time. Factoring in an unfamiliar body, a tight dress and heavy snowfall, it was a recipe for disaster. Fortunately, the coat that I had also stolen from Leah’s stash kept my arms warm, but my legs were bare and nearly frozen by the time I reached the vehicle. When I reached my seat behind the driver’s, I sighed in relief rubbing my thighs vigorously to warm them, marveling at their slim smoothness as I did so.


  Thus, we set out into the snowy night. Just two minutes into the ride Pete tapped me on the shoulder, gesturing for me to lean in. I did so and he pointed between his legs. At first I was appalled but then I saw that he had brought along the Truth or Dare orb, and the orb was green, with an asking arrow from Pete and the other… pointed at me, again. “Fuck,” I cursed under my breath.


  I hadn’t even completed my last dare and it was giving me a FOURTH?! At least it was a truth…”What were you doing upstairs in Leah’s room?”


  “Shit,” I thought furiously, I was caught. I couldn’t risk letting on the nasty thing I had done to this body. Hoping against hope that Pete wouldn’t be able to come up with a good dare in the car, I said, “Dare.”


  I felt my stomach drop away as he whispered into my ear. “I dare you to let me finger you.”


  Strangely, I was still fostering the idea that this body of mine was a pure, unspoilt thing, even after the the evening’s events. As much as the idea of Pete plundering it bothered me, a tingling between my thighs told a different story. “You can touch me,” I admitted, but I still didn’t love the idea.


  A resulting grin from Pete was almost enough to change my mind entirely, but I could feel the “locked in” nature of my fate, via compulsion from the orb. Pete leaned in and whispered, “Hike up the hem of your dress and put your coat over your legs, If you’re quiet, the guys don’t ever need to know.”


  “Oh, how kind,” I growled in a half whisper, putting on as sour an expression as I could manage while I took off the coat, hiked up my dress, exposing the black panties contrasting pale creamy thighs. I placed the coat over my lap, draping the end over my knees and took a deep breath before looking back to Pete.


  Grinning from ear to ear, Pete laid one hand on a coat-covered thigh giving it a light squeeze. He didn’t move his hand right away, only rubbing my thigh through the downy material of the coat. It was so thick that I barely felt his touch at all.


  Looking down was so unnerving, the view unbelievably alien. I could see the tops of breasts and the black dress, ruffled where it had been bunched up over a skinny waist. It didn’t look like my body and that gave me an idea. If I could pretend that this was just some VR show I was watching, happening to some girl who wasn’t me, maybe this wouldn’t be so bad.


  Pete only rubbed my thigh over the jacket for another minute or two before moving his hand near my hip and slipping it under the jacket, where it disappeared. I looked up nervously, but Charlie and Mel were discussing something else, entirely unaware of what was happening in the back seat.


  The hand was warm and rough against the soft, delicate skin of my leg and I involuntarily squeezed my legs together. Pete didn’t react, simply sliding his hand forward to my knee. As he did so, the coat slipped down and I swiftly grabbed it with both hands, pulling it back up to my waist where I held it, wrists crossed, squeezing it as tightly as I could.


  Suddenly, I felt Pete’s breath on my neck and a moment later I felt his lips on there. A shiver ran through my body but I turned my head quickly, forcing him to withdraw, “What are you doing?” I hissed, “Kissing wasn’t part of the deal.”


  Pete was wearing his matter of fact face, “No, the deal was for fingering, but your legs are squeezed together tight enough to crack chestnuts. I thought it would loosen you up.”


  I hoped my face showed the incredulity I felt. “No kissing,” I mouthed silently.


  He responded by mouthing, “Then open up.” And I sighed as his hand went back under the jacket that I still held with a death grip. I willed my legs to open to him, but his hand didn’t head there immediately, resuming from where he left off, rubbing my right knee.


  Thinking about the shiver that had run through my body with his kiss had me concerned. If I couldn’t maintain composure under the influence of a little kiss, how could I handle what he would do between my legs? A new tack was required to handle this situation.


  Focusing on the warmth coming from his hand as it massaged my mid-thigh was perfect. My legs were still freezing from exposure and a gradual thaw was taking place. The hand working the inside of my right knee increasingly infused another cold spot with his warmth.


  Strangely, I found tension easing out of my body, like the heat was soothing my entire body. The sensation mellowed my thoughts, even though the hand was now on the inside of my left thigh. It was nothing like when I had touched myself.


  Pete’s hand moved back to the near thigh but then suddenly stopped, leaving a dull ache. Pete’s other hand swept a blonde lock of hair behind one ear, sending a shiver through my spine, as he whispered, “Are you ready?” I was focused on the blush creeping into my face and only nodded.


  I felt one finger at first, just hooking around the front of my panties his knuckle rubbing against my perfectly smooth crotch. Realizing my mouth was draping open I closed it, pushing out a ragged breath through my nose and forcing my legs to remain open as his finger traced the outline of my thong. Feeling very warm , I nearly removed the draping jacket, but stopped myself when I remembered why it was there. As Pete slid the panties aside, I realized analysis was more difficult as the sensation of overwhelming warmth increased.


  His first touch was analogous to a feather tickling a cloud, totally at odds with the cacophony of sensation that shuddered through my body with the subtlety of an avalanche; the small shiver from his kiss amplified a thousand times. I could feel him slide the thin fabric of the panties aside as his hand pressed against my mons pubis. Narrowly, I resisted the urge to fidget in my seat. While I fought the compulsion to clamp my legs down on his wrist, I bit my bottom lip to focus though the mental fog that was mounting, it was totally different from masturbation.


  Still holding the jacket up, I could see the vague shape of his arm moving while his hand stroked slowly up and down my sex. The tremors caused by his first touch weren’t dying away, instead, they seemed to be multiplying and I couldn’t help but wriggle as a tingling excitement wormed within my crotch.


  Switching to circular motions, his fingers rubbed an a wonderful thrill of sensation into being. A small moan slipped out and I was forced to bite a knuckle in an effort to remain silent. My heart was pounding out a frantic rhythm on my chest and I looked down to see the swell of my breasts rising and falling as I fought to consider anything other than the erotic sensations erupting from between my legs. It’s like standing against a tsunami. It was so strange but so wonderful, I wanted to cry.


  The deepening pleasure sent wave after wave of delight rippling through my every muscle. My grip on the jacket slipped for a moment as my hand involuntarily released, but I managed grab it before it fell off completely. I was forced to grab the seat’s headrest to keep motionless as Pete massaged the heat and wetness between my legs more vigorously. The blush in my cheeks seemed to be covering every inch of me while any remaining focus was dedicated to remaining soundless.


  Just as the pleasure subsumed my every thought, Pete’s hand ceased circular motion and I felt the tip of Pete’s finger first circle and then plunge into my sopping wet pussy. I gasped in surprise, but fortunately the others didn’t notice.


  “Oh my god.” I thought, “It feels so good! It’s like I’m going crazy.”


  I whimpered as Pete pleasured me. Feeling a man inside me was far from revolting, it was ecstasy. My entire body was aching with the ever greater bliss. My whole body was responding: my nipples straining against the bra, the hair on the back of my neck sticking up, and the finger inside me, twisting and coaxing its way to ever greater sensation. The carnal joy was sunlight; A burning debauched core, my brand new, totally drenched, cunt and the tendrils stretching into every inch of my lustful body. I began to move my hips a little, in time with the finger that was repeatedly penetrating my sex.


  “Fuck,” I grunted softly with a rising inflection as another wave of pleasure struck. Control was impossible over the rising tide of bliss, racing from my loins and setting every nerve ending aquiver.


  With no idea what the peak of sensuality was for this body, I was simply “experiencing”. Everything felt so strange and wonderful that I wanted to scream with the joy of it. The desire to scream out my pleasure surged, as did a frightening new uproar from a place deeper than Pete’s finger could reach. A hunger and a feeling of unbridled desire rose within me. This was only the tip of the iceberg and I wanted to feel it all.


  Intermittent waves of erotic pleasure increased in frequency as Pete added a finger. Two fingers stretched my pussy and sent my body on a reverberating free-fall. Somehow more intense than the dildo, I could feel an orgasm coming. Supreme ecstasy, resounding through every inch of this nubile form, rolling wave after wave, they were piling on top of one another in way that almost hurt. I released the headrest and put my left arm across my chest, squeezing my right breast through dress and bra alike, lessening the screaming need of this body for release. It was coming.


  “Oh, oh…” I muttered with rising pitch, bracing for the shuddering climax. Then Charlie stopped.


  The pleasure died away almost instantly, leaving only the unyielding desire. “Why… did… you… stop?” I murmured with no mind for how girly and petulant I sounded, or that I was begging for him to continue finger-fucking me.


  Charlie and Mel were engrossed in their own conversation and didn’t turn around as Pete said, “Only if you agree to do something for me.


  “Anything,” I pleaded, giving his hand a squeeze with my legs. Willing him to continue, my body throbbed with longing.


  “Dare me to turn into a girl. Do that and I’ll get you off.”


  In that moment, I would have agreed to slap my grandma with a live sturgeon if Pete would only let me reach climax. So of course I concurred.


  “Yes, yes, just don’t stop again,” I pleaded.


  Pete’s fingers slid in effortlessly, my juices must have been pouring from my snatch, the heat like molten arousal. The experience of his return to my pussy was beyond description. It was like a thousand voices screaming, “ABOUT TIME!” in unison.


  Moments later I was back on the cusp, my whole body increasingly syncing up 98% 99%… 99.9%… His fingers slowed at the end, the unstoppable climax stretching impossibly over an indefinite, yet undeniably rapturous moment. The stars burst, a supernova of sexual satisfaction.


  “MMMMMMmmmmm” I squealed as silently as I could, unable to fully contain the glee. The orgasm, raged through my body, every muscle twitching and shuddering in gratification. The exquisite sensations persisting beyond my most starry-eyed imagining.


  Recovering from the numbness in my lower body, my mental control slowly returned. With it came the recollection of Pete’s request. “What had I agreed to?” I wondered, as the car turned into a parking structure and finally came to a stop.


  Pete held up the crystal ball, the asking arrow pointed from me, the other at him and the orb glowed a fiery red. The promise… “I dare you to seduce some guys with me as a girl ready to party!” I shouted.


  Chris and Mel snapped their heads around but then shielded their eyes as Pete took on the same blinding glow I had developed earlier. Phrasing my dare carefully, I hoped the girl he became would be dressed for the occasion. I was not disappointed.


  When we were finally able to open our eyes, a curvy brunette was in Pete’s place. She was an absolute bombshell, dynamite figure on display in a tight fitting blue dress with a plunging neckline, revealing a spectacular set of D’s and a short hem, with long, luscious legs. That body had va-va-voom written all over it. All in all, it was probably the most gorgeous back seat to ever occupy a Subaru Forrester. And we were both dressed to kill!


  The boys didn’t seem to know what to say, so I spoke up. “I think we have some dares to complete.


  Confidently, I grabbed the arm of the girl that used to be Pete and the two of us strode away in our high heels, towards the bar’s dim entrance. Pete nearly fell, but I was able to keep her upright. Our friends followed behind wordlessly while we discussed the names we would use once inside. I settled on Jennifer, he liked Mona. Although I wanted to ask his motivation for requesting the change, something held me back and we approached the entry.


  The bar was surprisingly full considering the weather. Patrons actively chattered over the rock music permeating the dim interior. Young professionals in suits, mostly male, formed the majority. It looked like a stock broker’s conference. A “Bro-down”.


  Moments after the four of found seats at the bar, “Mona” and I heard the first “Can I buy you lovely ladies a drink?”


  Mona and I quickly lost track of the others as wave after wave of free drinks came our way. Mona was busty and curvy while I was petite and nubile but we both gorgeous and very popular. It didn’t take many drinks before we were up on the small dance floor. Receiving all the attention was different a little scary, but I was already so tipsy that I didn’t even mind the three men around me trying to grind simultaneously. My body was handling the dance effortlessly like it had back at the house.


  Just as I was beginning to appreciate the free drinks and dancing, the guys were gone, replaced by a single dour looking individual. “The owner would like to see you and your friend at his private booth.”


  “WOOOOOOOOOOO!” I immediately replied with eloquence, after thoughtful consideration. Clearly, I was drunk enough to not care about appearing as anything other than a drunk slut. In fact, I was beginning to wonder if I couldn’t find a nice cock to ride. The fullness of the dildo and the warmth of a man’s touch, the idea was intoxicating…


  What happened next was a blur. Mona and I ended up at the table with three handsome well-dressed gentlemen who continued to get us drinks and make small talk. I DO remember when they asked us to check out the back room. I couldn’t say no. Literally. I did try, even despite my drunkenness, they had been staring at our bodies all night and I could see the desire in their eyes, but it must have been the orb that forced me. Must have been…


  Aaaaaaaaand that was how ended up with a on a disgusting couch with a man’s mouth on my nipple, dress bunched up at my waist. Another was taking off my heels and started sucking on my toes. I looked over the small room, barely taking in the dim lighting or colored smears on the walls. Mona was enveloped in another man’s embrace, the two making out with furious passion. I didn’t care, it was all lost in a passionate haze.


  I moaned as a tongue caressed my nipple. The stranger was suddenly kissing me, his tongue exploring my mouth, the scent of his cologne filling my nostrils. Floating, tingling, sublime. Dimly, I could also feel that my big toe was all the way inside the second man’s mouth!


  I felt amazing. The first stranger had gone back to my breasts and I could see Mona again! She was on her knees a decent sized cock in her mouth.


  “Why does she get to have all the fun?” I asked indignantly. All of a sudden, my legs were lifted up and one of the boys began to play with my wet opening. “Oh fuck,” I cried, “suck my pussy.”


  It was impossible to keep track of what was happening, I just knew that I felt terrific and I didn’t want it to stop. My pussy was gushing and I felt hot all over. Wanting to feel good was all I cared about.


  Magically, there was a penis in my face and without preamble I stuffed it in my mouth, suckling eagerly. Someone was sucking my clit and I was sucking a cock.


  “Yes, yes, right there!” I wanted to cry. Instead, it came out as, “Mfff, mff, mffff mmmmm”


  I took him as deep as my throat would allow, using one hand to fondle his balls. Meanwhile, a tongue plunged inside me and I shuddered in delight. An orgasm shook my body even as I lavished my tongue atop the cock’s tip and simultaneously stroke the shaft. My torso shook as the sensation rippled through me, sensual noises erupting sporadically from me with unabashed delight.


  I got pulled off the couch onto my knees and there were suddenly two dicks in my presence . I recognized one and stroked it affectionately as I took the other in my mouth. No longer did I care about my masculine legacy, but I did know how to satisfy a throbbing erection! I playfully, teased and pleasured two men at once.


  Out of the corner of my eyes, I caught a glimpse of Mona. She was up against a wall with the dress hiked up, her legs wrapped around a stranger who vigorously pounded her. She had such an erotic look on her face that I got a little jealous. I stroked and sucked even harder.


  Abruptly, my mouth was filled with semen. I almost choked but I managed to swallow it all. My womanhood was throbbing with need and as Guy #1 sat on the couch with a rigid erection, I threw myself on top of him. Kneeling over him, with my back to him I arched my back as I had for the lap dance. This time, however, I lowered myself onto his spear, groaning in satisfaction. Guy #2 latched onto my breasts, fondling and sucking at them. It felt marvelous, the cock inside me. Better than the dildo and better than Pete’s fingers, I couldn’t help but cry out as another orgasm ravaged my nubile body after a few strokes.


  Fortunately, Guy #2 had regained his erection and proceeded to take me doggy style. It allowed me to take the newly limp member in my mouth. I could taste my own juices coating his manhood and it pushed my arousal into overdrive. Getting plugged in two holes, I relished the ecstasy. My body was a flickering candle of heat and light. I fucked and sucked two strangers, having their bodies enter mine again and again. They came. All over, my chest, my hair, everywhere but inside my pussy. Had I been sober, I might have been disgusted, but in that moment, I only wanted more!


  Periodically, I would catch a glimpse of Mona who was preoccupied with a stud of her own. I watched him take her standing, sitting, bent over the couch a dozen positions, her lustful moans joining mine in a cacophony of pleasure.


  Eventually, we were laid down beside one another, as we fucked missionary style, each beneath a different man. I kissed her and held her hand as we were both pounded vigorously.


  “Oh god,” I screamed, another orgasm rumbling through me. Was that number 5 or 6… I had lost count. Mona gripped my hand even tighter and I knew she was coming as well. I arched my back as it happened, my slim body shuddering. Mona’s body shook and I admired her ample breasts jiggle with her pleasure.


  Hours later, we found our friends, miraculously seated at the bar. Together we stumbled out to the car. I didn’t even feel the cold. Luckily, Mona and I ended up with our dresses intact if a bit stained, Charlie and Mel returned to the front seats, as if we hadn’t spent the previous hours fucking the club’s owner and his friends. Mel eyed me covetously, but said nothing. God knows what they did to keep busy. My cunt was still wet and sensitive from multiple orgasms and I was still a little drunk. I wouldn’t shy away from any sexual encounter now and I wondered if Mel was willing. But he said nothing but we drove out into the night without a word.


  As it happened, Mona produced orb from her purse revealing the crimson artifact. She had a dare for me, “Give Mel a handjob.“ After what we had been through, the task seemed positively prudish.


  Taking a deep breath I leaned forward, unhooking my seat belt and pulling myself up to the back of the driver’s seat. If Mel and Mona would know what I was up to, I relied on Charlie’s distracted drunkenness to keep at least him ignorant. I leaned, in putting my head between the driver’s seat headrest and the window, putting my lips as close Mel’s ear as possible while I knelt on the floor behind him.


  “Don’t freak out,” I rasped into his ear, my hand gently settling on his crotch.


  “What…” he began, but stopped as I began to stroke the space between his legs, over his pants. The response was immediate, a stiffening of rigid manhood. I licked my lips in anticipation.


  Meanwhile, Charlie was babbling drunkenly to Mel while Mel halfheartedly continued the conversation. I was grateful that he was pretending everything was normal. I almost asked him to open a window since I was feeling incredibly warm, but I was too nervous to speak.


  Feeling the cock fidget inside his pants. I was worried he wouldn’t last long enough to grasp the real thing. Mona whispered, “It doesn’t count as a handjob if your hand doesn’t touch his cock.”


  Eagerly I used my hand to unbutton Mel’s pants, coaxing a sharp intake of breath from him as I did so. Sinking my hand into his slacks, my prowling fingers colliding with the head a warm, straining cock.


  Feeling a surge of heat between my own legs, I sent an exploratory hand under the hem of my own dress, simultaneously gripping his shaft. I had to stifle a squeak as I touched myself, the lightest brushing of fingers sending a rapturous shiver through me. The fingers between my legs were wet, but my panties were long gone, discarded somewhere in the bar’s back room. It made finger myself that much easier as I continued, stroking the rock hard erection in my other hand.


  My hand was pressed between his underpants and cock as I moved my along the length of his shaft, up and down his member with a flat palm until Mel took one hand off the wheel briefly, sliding his cock between the opening in his boxers. It now stood manifestly upward like a skyscraper and my fingers ran down every inch of its veiny glory, even if I couldn’t see it.


  Stroking it was far easier now and the warm emptiness below my stomach was growing in my mind. As I slid my hand up and down his shaft, I masturbated tenaciously. It was unbelievably warm and wet with desire, even after experiencing so much sex.


  With exploring with fingers I found a place that elicited a soft “Mmmmm,” from my lips and I licked them again reflexively. With a half squeal, half moan I shuddered with the joy the touch brought. It felt so good. As I stroked Mel, I stroked myself, feeling waves of tingles roll through my body. All that I had been through at the club, I was still able to be aroused and pleasured. A woman’s body is incredible. I never wanted to return.


  When I glanced over at Mona, she was stroking her new pussy. I never asked why she had wanted to be a woman, but she had a good look at Mel’s cock from her vantage and she was really rubbing it. It made me wonder if this was his play from the very beginning…


  It was getting harder to think, the pleasure between my legs building, thoughts getting fuzzier by the moment. I stroked myself faster, breathing heavily, a soft “Uhhnnn, Uhnnn,” involuntarily warbling out. The sounds were likely working to Mel’s pleasure as well, but I didn’t care about him anymore, only his thick shaft, which was growing in my mind. As my hand caressed the veiny slab of meat, I thought about how it would feel inside of me. And, I think if had been possible, my desire was such that I would have begged him to fuck me. Instead the hand between my legs worked faster, now completely soaked in my own juices. As my pace increased, so did the hand working on Mel’s cock.


  It was alien, but felt so much better than anything I’d ever had as a male, “Oh, Ohhhhh, fuck…” I muttered, “Ohhh, yesss.” I bit my lip in pleasure. “Sooo good,” I squealed. It felt so impossibly good, I wanted it to last forever, not caring that I had been muttering the whole time into Mel’s ear, loud enough even for Charlie to hear.


  Suddenly, the cock in my hand twitched violently and I heard him say “Oh, SHIT!” as he ejaculated all over my hand. Meanwhile while a second “Oh FUCK!” came from Mel as she came. Then there was a flash of red light and I screamed in pleasure before everything went insane.


  Screeching of tires. A riot of color, blue and red. Upside down. The terrible ringing. Red and white. Pain. A phrase. “I dare you to love,” inscribed in red. Darkness.


  –


  Months Later


  The nurse looked down at the beautiful young girl in the hospital bed. “That poor child,” she said, addressing the doctor who stood over the girl’s form with a clipboard, studying the medical documents carefully, “What happened to her?”


  Looking grimly up from his clipboard, the doctor eyed the nurse and explained, “The driver skidded in the snow, sliding into oncoming traffic. The other three died, the last thing they saw was probably the lights of oncoming traffic.”


  “Oh how awful,” the nurse said with distaste. “This child looks almost perfect though. Her black dress was even intact.”


  “Yes,” the doctor replied, “She hit her head and had an odd piece of glass lodged in her head. Firefighters found several pieces of the strange glass all over the back seat, almost like a decorative glass globe or something. She’ll die if I remove it though. At least the scalp wound is under her hair and no one will ever know it’s there. She almost bled out, if that one fireman hadn’t gotten to her immediately, she may have died. Even so we have to hope she wakes up from this coma soon, no telling how much brain damage was done.”


  The nurse took another look at the beautiful girl who looked to be sleeping. “A fireman? Is that the handsome young man who’s stopped by once a day since her accident?” She studied the name on the girl’s sheet, “Jane Doe,” she said contemplatively, “They couldn’t identify her?”


  “No,” the doctor responded. “They identified the men, and the clothes she was wearing belonged to one boy’s sister, but she didn’t know our Jane.” He patted her leg. Giving the nurse a knowing look, an understanding passed between them.


  “Probably the girls were prostitutes?” The nurse asked.


  The doctor nodded, shrugging as if it wasn’t his business to care about how a two nameless girls ended up in a car with college aged boys.


  With a dour expression the nurse said, “Has anyone explained this to the nice young firefighter?”


  Nodding again, the doctor flipped the pages on the clipboard back down, and swiftly left the room, but not without saying, “He doesn’t seem to care. She was the only one he could save.” Without another word, he left.


  The nurse lingered for a moment studying the beautiful face of the petite blonde, finding it hard to believe such a perfect looking specimen would turn to prostitution. Maybe she’s really a good girl and the young firefighter will have his very own sleeping beauty.


  The idea grew in the nurse’s mind as she watched the young, handsome firefighter continued to visit, day in and day out, to see the young girl he’d saved. As the elderly nurse got to know the firefighter over the following weeks, she learned that he’d had fallen in love immediately upon seeing the girl and personally escorted her to the hospital, driving with reckless abandon in the heavy snow. Dangerous, but likely saving the girl’s life. It was a romantic story, to be sure.


  When the nurse shared her sleeping beauty argument with the young man, he seemed intrigued. At the nurse’s urging he give the girl a kiss, a prim, princely one. Chaste and pure, it was a perfect Disney kiss.


  However, the girl didn’t stir and the nurse started to cry. Suddenly, a hint of movement caught her eye. Miracle of miracles, the young woman’s eyelids fluttered! Convinced she was imagining it, she asked the fireman if he had seen it too. He could only nod mutely, impossibly amazed.


  The girl awoke, with severe amnesia. Totally unable to remembered who she was only the name, Jennifer, meant anything, but having woken up to the smiling face of the love-struck fireman, instantly fell in love herself… at least to hear the nurse describe it.


  When the gorgeous young man asked the beautiful young woman out to dinner to celebrate her recovery, the nurse was unbelievably happy. It seemed like a fairy tale had really come true!


  –


  Two years later, when he asked the girl to marry him, she said yes. What more could she ask for than a strong, smart, wonderful man? They lived happily ever after and when the firefighter’s granddaughter asked how he and grandma had stayed together so long he responded, “She was always willing to try anything, that girl. Never refused to take a dare.” Jennifer simply smiled, absent-mindedly scratching her right temple. She died at 94 one year after her beloved husband and is survived by 4 children and 14 grandchildren.


  The End


  ###


  If you enjoyed this, check out the authors other works and leave a review!
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