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      I'd been looking forward to attending this year's annual LGBT charity fundraiser, not only because it would give me the chance to mingle with many long-lost friends and colleagues, but also rub shoulders with some of the city's most notable celebrities and politicians. The mayor would be there of course, but also plenty of famous athletes, musicians, and movie stars. As I slipped on my clingy silk ball gown and Christian Louboutin heels, I angled my body sideways to examine my figure in my full-length wardrobe mirror.

      Not too shabby for a thirty-five-year-old, I nodded to myself.

      My natural breasts stood high and plump behind my plunging neckline, and my butt was still round and firm against the outline of my gown. Even my larger-than-normal boy-cock was nicely concealed behind the thigh-high slit of my dress from my tight-fitting compression underwear. I was curvy in all the right places and excited to see who I'd have a chance to meet at the swanky gala. It had been too many weeks since I'd been on a proper date, and I could feel my pussy throbbing at the idea of hobnobbing with all these glamorous guests.

      I gently placed my Swarovski pendant around my neck, then glanced down at my glistening cleavage under the bright lighting of my walk-in closet. It was a far cry from a real diamond necklace, but something told me not many people would be staring that far up my exposed chest anyway. With flushed cheeks and a wide smile, I headed out the front door of my condo when I received a text notification that my Uber ride had arrived to pick me up.

      When I got to the Ritz-Carlton hotel, I walked up the granite entrance steps and noticed a sign in the corner of the lobby pointing toward the gala being hosted in the Grand Ballroom. As I approached the closed doors of the room, I could already hear the buzz from the voices of those who'd arrived early, mixing with the sultry sound of soft jazz emanating over the speakers. I presented my entry pass to the doorman, and he opened the door, waving me in. When I entered the room, my eyes widened at the size of the crowd, with well over a thousand well-dressed guests mingling and laughing in small clusters under the sparkling chandeliers. I felt a little awkward and exposed standing there all by myself, and I grabbed a flute of champagne from the silver tray of a passing waiter, quickly gulping it down.

      "Shae!" a familiar voice said as someone caressed her fingers over the small of my back from behind. It was Jade, my friend and occasional lover, who I'd met at one of the cabaret shows I performed in.

      "Jade!" I said, turning around to give her a big hug. There weren't many people I'd feel comfortable greeting in such an overt physical way, but I'd had enough hot and heavy makeout sessions with Jade to ease any inhibitions I might otherwise have. "It's so good to see you! How long has it been? It seems like ages–"

      "I know," she smiled. "Fortunately, I have a pretty active imagination that allows me to relive our many moments together and remind me of you on lonely nights..."

      "Don't get me started," I laughed, crossing my legs uncomfortably. "I'm already having a hard enough time keeping my dick in my pants around all these glamorous celebrities and movie stars."

      Jade glanced at the high slit in the side of my dress, peering at the curvature of my exposed thigh protruding from the gap, and grinned.

      "Well, if you need any help with that, let me know," she said. "Because it doesn't look like I'd have too much trouble massaging that big thumper of yours if you need some temporary relief. We can steal off to the ladies room for a quickie any time you're ready. I've missed playing with that beautiful joystick of yours. My plastic dildos just haven't been doing the job for me lately."

      "Stop already!" I groaned, moving closer to her to hide the growing bulge in the lower part of my dress. "I'm trying to act like a lady tonight. I don't want anyone to know that I'm carrying a concealed weapon, at least until later in the evening when I might be lucky enough to catch the eye of one of these superstars."

      "Well you're certainly a full-blooded woman as far as I'm concerned," Jade smiled, kissing me softly on my cheek. "You just happen to have a little extra equipment that makes you even more desirable."

      "Thanks, sweetheart," I said, glancing around the room to see if I could recognize anyone else I knew. I immediately noticed the flaming red hair of the emcee at my cabaret revue, Ginger Snaps, standing in a small circle with a few of the other female impersonator performers from my troupe. She motioned for me and Jade to join them, and we ambled over in their direction while I discreetly pressed my flaring prick back between the folds of my dripping pussy.

      "Hey beautiful," I said when I reached Ginger's group, giving her two kisses on the cheek. "What brings you to the other side of town? This is a long way from our little cabaret club, both geographically and metaphorically. This isn't exactly our usual type of crowd."

      "Are you kidding me?" Ginger said, placing her hands on her hips. "This is the biggest LGBT party of the year. I wouldn't miss it for anything!"

      I peered toward my troupe of fellow 'Lips' performers, glancing at their over-the-top female impersonator costumes.

      "Hey guys," I smiled. "Glad you could make it. Do you remember my friend, Jade? She's been to our shows a couple of times–"

      "How could we not recognize the prettiest girl this side of Chicago?" one of the performers with the stage name Lola said, holding out his hand to greet Jade warmly. "But go easy on the 'guys' comments–we’re trying to stay in character for the duration of this little shindig."

      "No worries," I chuckled. "Your secret is safe with me. I'm sure no one would even suspect you're anything other than the glam queens you already are."

      "It's a little harder for us than it is for you," Lola grumbled, nodding toward the rest of the group, who were staring at the wide slit of my skirt that exposed my tall, slender legs. "You've already got most of the natural endowments to create the persona. The rest of us have to use lots of strategically placed padding and makeup to look like real women."

      "All the endowments except one," I laughed, nodding toward the bulging crotches of my friends. "I still have to conceal certain parts to complete the act."

      "It's a shame too," one of my other colleagues named Roxy said. "We've seen you undressed. It's too bad you save that pretty poker only for your private affairs. I'm pretty sure I'm not the only one of us who's fantasized about jumping into your deep end."

      "That's sweet of you to say, Rox," I said with a lopsided smile. "But you know how I don't like to mix business with pleasure. It would ruin the special chemistry between us that makes our show such a big hit."

      "I suppose so," Roxy frowned. "Just let us know if you want to branch out sometime..."

      "Speaking of branching out," Ginger said, interrupting our awkward conversation. "We're going to be auctioning off some special prizes later in the evening. I don't suppose you'd like to volunteer to be one of the date-for-a-night prizes? It's for a good cause after all–"

      "What do you mean, we?" I said, peering at her with pinched eyebrows. "Are you one of the organizers of this event?"

      "I'm the MC," Ginger said, nodding her head. "And you'd be a perfect catch for one of these rich celebrities. It's mostly just for show, anyways. They'd be buying you only for one night, with no strings attached."

      "I dunno, Ginger," I said, crossing my arms over my exposed bosom. "It's one thing to vamp it up on stage and quite another to go home with the customers. I've never felt comfortable crossing that line..."

      "But I understand you do make the occasional exception," Ginger winked, smiling toward Jade. "I imagine it wouldn't be the first admirer you've mixed with outside your professional circle."

      "Who I mix with outside of work is my business," I said, clasping Jade's hand and moving in front of her to make it clear she was off-limits when discussing my private life.

      "It's okay, Shae," Jade smiled, rubbing her hips softly against mine. "Ginger has a point. It would just be an innocent date and nothing more. Plus, you'd be raising money for a good cause. You can walk away any time you wish..."

      I paused for a long awkward moment, staring at Ginger and my fellow cabaret performers, feeling uncomfortable and flushed.

      "Come on, Shae," Lola smiled. "We know you like to flaunt your stuff. You're a natural at this. Besides, don't you want to know how much you're worth? You could raise thousands from a simple date."

      I shook my head, exhaling heavily, then the rest of my band encircled me, clasping my hands while they sashayed their hips in synchronization.

      "Shae, Shae, Shae!" they chanted in unison.

      "Free your mind of doubt and danger," they crooned, reprising the Spice Girls' song 2 Become 1 from our cabaret show. "Be for real, don't be a stranger..."

      "Fine!" I stammered, laughing out loud with my bandmates. "For one night only, I'll make an exception. But no sex. It's just a simple date for a good cause."

      Ginger nodded, peering around the room at some of the eligible bachelors eyeing my curvy figure from afar.

      "Don't close all your options too fast," she smiled. "You never know who might choose you for his date. This could be your chance to really spread your wings–"

      "Not to mention a few other things," Jade said, noticing just as many women staring in our direction. "It could just as easily be a pretty actress or a glamorous rock star..."
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      For the next thirty minutes or so, our group stayed together making small talk, then Ginger excused herself for a moment, and the lights in the room suddenly dimmed. Madonna's anthem song Vogue began booming over the speakers, and shortly after, the red velvet curtains covering the stage parted, revealing Ginger prancing onto the grandstand, pausing to make exaggerated poses to the beat of the music.

      What are you looking at? Madonna's voice crooned.

      Strike a pose

      Strike a pose

      Vogue (vogue, vogue)

      Vogue (vogue, vogue)

      Before long, the rest of our group was vamping it up and lip-syncing the words while we danced in unison, swinging our arms around our faces as we mimicked Madonna's famous music video. When the song ended, we all collapsed into each other's arms, laughing uproariously and panting excitedly.

      "Good evening, ladies and gentlemen and non-binary people!" Ginger shouted into her hand-held mic. "Are you having fun tonight?"

      A loud roar emanated from the crowd, with many people pumping their fists and flipping up their dresses in proud tribute to their sexual identities. Many guests wore extravagant, colorful costumes highlighting their lesbian, gay, and queer personas, but there were just as many plain-black tuxedos and conservative gowns worn by the more reserved members of the audience, betraying their straight inclinations. But I'd had enough experience with all manner of gender orientations and sexual preferences to know that few people were exclusively at one end or the other of the continuum. When presented with the right opportunity, just about everybody was willing to stretch their boundaries when it came to sex.

      "Welcome to a special evening of music, mingling, and dancing," Ginger continued addressing the crowd. "Thank you for coming to support a wonderful cause, which is the celebration of our wonderful diversity as a blended community, from lesbian to gay to trans and bi and beyond. Just remember, sex and gender are two different things. But that doesn't preclude one form from engaging with any form of the other!"

      Another loud cheer rose from the crowd as many people turned to kiss their partners while clasping their buttocks and other body parts tightly.

      "And yes," Ginger smiled, winking at some of the tuxedoed men standing uncomfortably close to the stage. "Even you so-called straight people might be able to get in on the action if you play your cards right tonight. Because we know that no one's entirely straight–am I right, my queer friends?"

      The crowd roared again, raising their wine glasses over their heads in acknowledgement of Ginger's unspoken truth.

      "But for you shy ones," she continued. "We have a special treat for you later on this evening. Before we finish the show, we're going to hold an auction where we'll offer up some of the city's leading luminaries for a one-of-a-kind date with the winning bidders. Who knows what might happen when you mix the right kind of oil and vinegar? You might just create the most delicious salad you've ever tasted!"

      While another loud cheer emanated from the crowd, I winced as I glanced sideways at Jade.

      "So much for 'no expectations'," I frowned. "The way Ginger's painting the picture, my blind date will expect me to show up naked!"

      "Don't worry," she said, reaching out to squeeze my hand. "Whatever happens, you can always say no. Just make sure you agree to meet in a public place so you can exit easily when the time arrives."

      "Okay," I grumbled, noticing that the rest of my friends had departed the group. I'd been so focused on listening to Ginger's monologue that I didn't notice they'd moved on. But it didn't take long to figure out where they'd gone when she introduced the next phase in the show.

      "Enough small talk from me," she announced from the stage. "Are you guys ready to dance? Because we've got a special act imported all the way from the Lips Cabaret Club: our very own Chili Girls!"

      As my fellow troupe of cabaret performers sashayed onto the stage chanting the Village People song YMCA, I stared at Jade with disbelieving eyes.

      "They're going on stage without me!" I huffed. "We always perform our gigs together."

      "It looks like Ginger had a different role in mind for you tonight," Jade said, noticing everybody in the room starting to move their bodies in rhythm to the music. "Don't sweat it, it just frees you up to have your own kind of fun. Come on, let's get down and boogie with the rest of the crowd."

      Young man, there's no need to feel down, my bandmates crooned from the stage,

      Young man, 'cause you're in a new town, there's no need to be unhappy,

      Here's a place you can go when you're short on your dough,

      You can stay there and I'm sure you will find many ways to have a good time...

      While Jade and I started to swivel our hips and grind our butts together in tandem, I soon forgot about Ginger's snub, concentrating on watching Jade's sexy body writhing to the music. She was wearing a high-cut black Lycra dress that clung to every curve of her body, and it didn't take long for me to begin undressing her with my eyes while I reflected back on our last fling at her place where we scissored our hips together as she pumped my flapping hard-on with her free hands.

      I could feel my dick hardening in my panties while I imagined fucking her, watching her squirt all over my pulsating pussy. I was dying to free my throbbing organ and take matters into my own hands, but I dared not remove my bound erection from the confines of my dripping folds, lest I reveal to everyone in the room my hidden secret. I wasn't quite ready to free the beast and show my true colors, at least until I completed my formal duty at the end of the night. Then I'd be free to go home with whomever I wanted and do whatever I pleased, far away from the prying eyes of others.

      It's fun to stay at the YMCA, my female impersonator colleagues continued singing from the stage,

      You can get yourself clean, you can have a good meal,

      You can do whatever you feel...

      By the time the song was over, I was drenched in sweat and in danger of leaving a huge wet mark in the middle of my dress from the combination of my leaking tumescent cock and my dripping pussy from fantasizing about Jade.

      "Whew!" I said when the music finally stopped. "I need to take a moment to freshen up. All this upbeat music and suggestive lyrics is making me leak in all the wrong places. Nobody's going to want to go on a date with me tonight if I've got a huge stain in the middle of my dress."

      "I dunno," Jade grinned. "Maybe that will only make you all the more appealing. They'll just see it as getting yourself already in the mood–"

      "That's not the kind of mood I'm trying to create," I frowned. "At least until I see who I'm going on a date with and what his or her intentions are. Not everybody is ready to get their freak on with a ladyboy."

      "I think you're selling yourself short," Jade said. "You've got everything any red-blooded man or woman could possibly want. A body to die for, a gorgeous face, and sex parts for every occasion."

      "That's what I'm worried about," I said. "I don't want to give someone a heart attack when they realize they got a lot more than they bargained for."

      "I'm sure you'll get a sense for their sexual inclinations over the course of the date. Maybe you can ask some probing questions to hint at their preferences. Have you ever taken someone home who didn't eventually warm up to your special charms?"

      "Now that you mention it, I don't think so," I nodded softly. "Most people are shocked when they find I'm equipped with a fully functioning penis, but they seem just as intrigued by my equally enticing pussy. I guess I've got enough to satisfy anyone's desires..."

      "Exactly," Jade smiled. "Do you need some help 'freshening up' in the ladies room? Maybe I can help you relieve some of that pent-up energy you seem to have generated during our last dance."

      "As much as I'd love to," I said. "I'm afraid you'd wrinkle a lot more than just my dress. I'd better keep my makeup and hair properly preserved to make a respectable appearance later tonight."

      "Suit yourself," Jade said. "Just know that I'm ready and waiting if you want to take a little break."

      "Thanks, sweetie," I said, kissing her on the side of her cheek. "Save that thought. Maybe you'll have a chance to win me for the prize later on tonight."

      Jade paused as she peered around the room, noticing many of the city's most prominent stars and businessmen.

      "I don't think my purse is big enough to keep up with some of these heavyweights," she frowned. "But I'd mortgage my house to have another fling with you in the sack."

      "There'll be no need for any of that," I laughed, squeezing her tight ass with my hand. "You can have it for free anytime you want."
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      When I got to the ladies' room, I quickly bypassed the row of preening women lined up at the mirror adjusting their makeup and beelined it to one of the vacant stalls. As soon as I closed the door, I yanked down my drenched panties and freed my aching erection as it flipped upward, slapping against my bare belly. I grabbed a clump of toilet paper from the roll on the wall and jerked my dick furiously, cumming hard into the wad while I bit my lip trying to suppress my groans. It wasn't the best sex I'd had in a while, but at least it temporarily relieved the throbbing of my organ and stopped the flood of juices dripping from my pussy.

      I dabbed my wet panties as best I could with a fresh wad of TP, then cleaned up the rivulets of lubrication running down the insides of my thighs and angled my softening organ back between my legs, positioning it between the folds of my labia and cinching up my tight panties to keep it secure while carefully taping a mini-pad around the fabric to keep any of the wetness from transferring to my silk gown. When I got up, I straightened the wrinkles in my dress, then nonchalantly walked up to the dressing mirror over the sinks to join the rest of the women to touch up my makeup. Little did they know that a sexy hermaphrodite was standing right next to them with a secret weapon, just waiting to be let loose.

      Or maybe they did. Who was to say which of them might also be harboring a hidden secret under their pretty gowns, just like me? If six of my female impersonator friends could pull it off for an entire night under the bright lights of the cabaret stage, why couldn't someone else? After all, this was the biggest LGBT event of the year in Chicago. Surely there were plenty of other transgender people mingling in the crowd, pretending to be someone other than they appeared to be. As I eyed up the attractive women staring into the mirror, my eyes wandered over their sexy bosoms and tight asses, wondering which if any of them might bid for my services later in the evening.

      Suddenly, I was feeling a lot more receptive to an anonymous fling with a sexy stranger...
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      When I returned from the ladies room, Jade and I danced for a little while longer, then a few more friends joined us, and I headed over to the bar to grab some drinks. After I placed my order with the bartender, a tall man in a tuxedo ambled up beside me, ordering a Grey Goose martini. He noticed me waiting patiently next to him, then he turned around to face me, peering at the jewel around my neck. I recognized him immediately as the handsome tech tycoon, Aiden Brando, who had a notorious reputation as a serial womanizer, dating everyone from supermodels to famous Hollywood actresses.

      "You look a little lonely up here," he said, glancing a little further down my bosom. "Can I get you something to drink?"

      "I already placed my order, thanks," I smiled, trying to suppress a blush while I peered into his smoldering eyes.

      He was tall and buff in his tailored tux, with a chiseled jaw and glistening lips framing his perfectly straight nose and tanned face. I didn't usually go for this macho type, but there was something about the way he carried himself and the way he stared into my eyes that radiated charisma.

      "What brings you out alone to this flashy affair?" he said, raising his martini glass to his lips after the bartender placed it on the counter in front of him. He took a slow, languorous sip, then licked his tongue over his bottom lip to catch a stray drop of vodka.

      "I'm–not alone," I stammered, feeling my tool twitching in my panties and pressing against the tight fabric. "I'm with a few friends."

      "LGBT friends?" he said.

      "Some of them," I nodded. "Do you have a problem with that?"

      "Of course not," he smiled. "Some of my best friends are lesbian."

      "I bet they are," I huffed, imagining him surrounded by naked women on his oversize playboy bed.

      "What do you mean by that?" he said, placing his martini glass back down on the counter.

      "It's just that you have a bit of a reputation as a player. I imagine you like to surround yourself with as many different types of women as possible."

      "That's not entirely true," Aiden said. "I enjoy the company of men just as much in the right circumstances."

      "Are any of them gay?" I said, arching an eyebrow.

      "Not that I know of," he said, glancing around the room at the diverse crowd. "But you never know, not everyone is open about sharing their hidden secrets."

      "Fair enough," I said, watching his arm muscle flex in his tight-fitting tuxedo while he raised his glass once again to his lips. It took everything in my power not to let my eyes stray a little further down to glance at his crotch while he sat on the adjacent stool with his legs splayed apart. "What about you? What brings an avowed straight man to an LGBT-themed party like this?"

      "Just supporting a good cause," he smiled, peering at me over the rim of his frosted martini glass. "Plus, it's good for business. I try to support every demographic. After all, my business is fairly gender-neutral."

      "I suppose it is," I smiled as the bartender lined up four cocktails in front of me. "The internet is one of the last remaining bastions of real equality. Anyone can search for any kind of kinky interest with complete impunity."

      "I'm not sure my friend Mark Zuckerberg would agree with that," Aiden laughed. "Do you need help carrying those?"

      "I can manage on my own, thanks," I said, motioning toward the bartender. "Can you place these on a tray so I can bring them to my friends?"

      "I'll have a waiter bring them to you in a moment," the bartender nodded. "Just wave your hand over your head when you return to your spot on the floor."

      "Thanks," I said, turning back to Aiden. "Enjoy the rest of the show. Perhaps we'll bump into one another again before the evening is over."

      "I'll look forward to that," he said, shaking my hand as I stepped off my stool.

      Sensing his eyes running up and down the back of my dress, I wriggled my ass like a supermodel while I disappeared into the writhing crowd.
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      When I reached my friends, I noticed that Ginger and the rest of my troupe had returned, chatting idly with Jade and the others while they awaited my return.

      "That took longer than expected," Jade said, peering at me with a worried expression. "Was there a long lineup at the bar?"

      "Not for drinks so much as for the groupies following that rich tech guy, Aiden Brando," I said.

      "You ran into Aiden Brando at the bar?" Ginger said, widening her eyes. "Is he as hot in real life as he is on the cover of Vanity Fair?"

      "He's alright," I lied. "A bit too arrogant for my liking. You know his type, always looking for another easy conquest–"

      "And did you make it easy for him?" Ginger grinned.

      "He's far too straight and narrow for my tastes," I said, raising my hand in the air when I noticed one of the waiters heading in my direction with a tray of cocktails. "He wouldn't know what to do with my extra equipment."

      "I dunno," Lola laughed. "He wouldn't be the first guy who'd be happy to find another joystick in the mix. Just say the word whenever you're ready..."

      "Speaking of which," I huffed, turning toward Ginger with an angry expression. "I can't believe you invited our cabaret group onto the stage without me! You know we never perform apart!"

      Ginger chuckled as she rolled the palm of her hand softly over my bare shoulder.

      "I needed you to keep yourself preserved for the prizes at the end of the show. We can't have you getting all hot and sweaty before someone has a chance to choose you for a date."

      "Did you ever consider that flaunting my wares on stage might make me more appealing to a wider audience? Showcasing my talent could draw in more bidders..."

      "Hmm," Ginger nodded. "You have a point there. We're getting close to wrapping up. Do you want to join the rest of the group for the final number?"

      "I'd love to!" I said, smiling at my bandmates.

      "Go backstage and get yourself ready then," Ginger said. "I'll introduce you in a few minutes."

      "Just don't break a leg up there," Jade chuckled, kissing me on the cheek before I headed toward the bandstand. "You might need it later on tonight."

      "Don't worry," I grinned. "I've got a third one if the need should arise."
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      After I joined my fellow performers backstage, I added a feathered headdress to my ensemble, then I heard Ginger turning on the mic to address the crowd.

      "I hope you've all enjoyed the evening and made lots of new friends at our little shindig," she said. "In the spirit of sharing, we've got one final number to perform before we close the show with some special prizes. Ladies and gentlemen, I give you once again: the Chili Girls!"

      The red curtains parted and my troupe pranced out onto the stage in a V-formation with me at the front, belting out the LGBT standard, It's Raining Men.

      We've got news for you, you better listen up, we warbled in unison,

      Get ready all you lonely girls,

      And leave your umbrellas at home,

      'Cause tonight, for the first time in history, it's gonna start raining men.

      It's raining men, hallelujah, it's raining men...

      The crowd erupted into a loud roar, and suddenly the sparkling ballroom became a seething mass of moving bodies bumping and grinding into one another. The gender or sexual persuasion of each guest didn't matter, the lyrics resonated equally well with all orientations as gay, lesbian, and trans couples shook their booties and sang along at the top of their lungs. When the song finally ended, you could feel the palpable energy in the room, as everybody cheered wildly, clapping their hands enthusiastically.

      Ginger motioned for our troupe to return backstage then the curtain slowly closed and she walked out to the front of the dais.

      "Speaking of raining men, our next event will showcase a special guest who's generously volunteered his time and services for one very lucky winner. Ladies and gentlemen, may I introduce to you, the two-time Academy Award Winning actor, Brad Porter!"

      The curtain flapped open, and the crowd oohed and awed as the spotlight shone upon the famous actor, who bowed to the cheering group.

      Ginger walked up next to the movie star and shook his hand, pressing the mic up to his lips.

      "Thank you for joining us this evening, Brad," she said. "This seems a long way from the Hollywood studios and your live-action films. What brings you to the Windy City to rub shoulders with our diverse crowd?"

      "I never miss an opportunity for a good party," Brad smiled, flashing his dazzling teeth.

      "Aren't you worried that mingling with all these queer people might damage your brand?" Ginger said. "After all, you've got a reputation to uphold, what with all those macho roles you're famous for."

      "Well, I am an actor, after all," he smiled. "I think I can comport myself respectably enough for one evening in mixed company."

      "But what if the winning bidder turns out to be a man?" Ginger grinned.

      The crowd uttered a long ooooh, but he didn't bat an eyelash.

      "I guess it depends on the setting and the type of food served over dinner," he grinned, showcasing his famous dimples. "With the right lighting and proper dialog, you can create a good chemistry with any willing partner."

      The crowd uttered a loud cheer then Ginger moved a few steps to the side, raising the microphone back to her mouth.

      "Well there you have it, folks. A leading man looking for his next muse for one special scene with a lucky bidder. Who'd like to start the bidding for a date-for-a-night with one of our greatest actors?"

      "One thousand dollars!" a woman's voice blurted from the crowd, holding up a card with her bidding number.

      Everyone in the crowd twisted around as the spotlight shone upon the famous singer-songwriter, Taylor Smith, grinning from ear to ear.

      "That's a good start," Ginger nodded towards the singer, then she swiveled her head around the crowd. "Surely we can do better than that! I understand that Brad's going rate to headline in a movie starts at twenty million. Who wants to raise the bidding?"

      "Two thousand dollars!" another woman's voice rose from the floor, as the famous actress Jennifer Larson raised her arm.

      "That's a little better, but–" Ginger began to say.

      "Twenty thousand dollars!" the flamboyant gay YouTube sensation Rock Johnson shouted, pumping up his bidding sign.

      Porter shifted uneasily from one foot to the other as he struggled to maintain a strained grin while another loud cheer rose from the crowd.

      "Now we're starting to get somewhere," Ginger smiled. "But surely one night alone with Brad Porter is worth more than that. Imagine the stories you'll be able to tell your grandchildren one day. And who knows what might happen after you share a few glasses of wine? Maybe Brad will take you on a tour of our fair city in his famous helicopter..."

      "One hundred thousand dollars!" another woman's voice called out from the audience, and the spotlight shifted over the crowd until it found a tall blonde woman lifting a card over her head. The bidder was none other than Brad's on-and-off-again girlfriend, Scarlett Soldana, with whom he'd co-starred in a number of romantic movies.

      "Awww," Ginger hummed in approval. "This looks like a match made in heaven. Are there any other takers? What do you say, Brad? Does this bidder meet with your approval?"

      "I recognize that voice," he nodded. "Something tells me we won't need any special effects or mood music to make this date work. I'm pretty sure I can make it worth her while..."

      "It's a date then," Ginger grinned. "You can meet your partner backstage after she presents her pass to make final plans." Then she peered out into the audience, raising an eyebrow to elevate the suspense. "Now, who will be our next eligible bachelor or bachelorette to make themselves available for an exciting night of wining and dining?"

      Brad walked off the stage, then a sequence of famous male and female celebrities alternately stood in the spotlight while Ginger ribbed them good-naturedly as the audience members bid for their time. After two more men and two women had taken their turn, Ginger motioned for me to get ready to approach the podium. I removed my boa and flattened the wrinkles in my dress while my fellow performers straighten my hair and wished me well.

      "Our last prize for the night," Ginger announced over the speakers. "Is someone who has some extraordinary talents, and I don't just mean as a cabaret singer. Please join me in welcoming to the stage, one of our very own Chili Girls – Shae!"

      I walked out onto the stage unsteadily, trying not to twist my ankles in my high heels while the bright spotlight shone on my glittering dress. I was thankful that the improvised mini-pad had absorbed my previous emissions and that my compression underwear was holding my flaccid prick tightly concealed between the folds of my labia.

      Ginger walked up next to me as she had with the other date-for-a-night volunteers and placed her arm around my shoulder.

      "Have you got enough energy left for one more act tonight, Shae?" she said, winking at me.

      "Anything should be easier than prancing on stage in these high heels," I said, offering a lopsided smile.

      "Indeed it should be," Ginger nodded. "Plus, you'll be entertaining someone one-on-one this time, although it will likely be someone you've never met before. Have you ever gone on a date with a stranger before?"

      "Well, I've been on a date with a few strange people, that's for sure..."

      The crowd chuckled, then Ginger pressed the microphone closer to my mouth.

      "How do you feel about mixing it up with someone from the rainbow community? Where do you place yourself on the continuum?"

      I glanced at Ginger with a disapproving stare, angry at her for putting me on the spot so publicly, then I shrugged my shoulders.

      "Well, I've always considered myself pansexual. The gender and sexual orientation of my partners doesn't matter if I find them attractive and intriguing enough."

      "Well said, Shae," Ginger nodded, returning the mic to her mouth. "Who'd like to start the bidding for this talented and sexy performer?"

      "Five thousand dollars," a woman's voice called out from the audience, as the spotlight focused on the well-know blonde singer, Adeline.

      "Well," Ginger smiled, peering out at the pretty crooner. "The two of you would certainly create some beautiful harmonies together, that's for sure–"

      "Ten thousand," another woman yelled, thrusting her bidding card high in the air.

      This time it was the famous actress Kristen Spenser, who'd publicly renounced her leading woman role when she went public as a proud lesbian.

      "Mmm," Ginger hummed. "I'd like to be a fly on the wall during that little date. I can only imagine the sparks that might fly from that collaboration..."

      "Twenty thousand!" a third woman shouted with a slightly deeper voice.

      This time it was the famous entrepreneur, Meg Stewart, who'd cashed in her stock options after selling her start-up company, U-bay. I was a little perplexed why it was only women who'd bid for my services so far, but it didn't bother me too much, since I'd had plenty of torrid affairs with other girls. Besides, it would probably be safer to go on a blind date with another female, who wouldn't have the same pushy expectations as most men.

      "There's someone who has plenty of experience bidding for merchandise," Ginger chuckled, nodding toward the latest bidder. "I don't know if anyone's going to be able to top that–"

      "Five hundred thousand," a man's deep voice rose from the crowd, slowly raising his tuxedoed arm over his head.

      I recognized the voice and his thick mane of hair immediately, as the spotlight moved toward his position near the front of the stage. It was Aiden Brando, the handsome billionaire who'd flirted with me earlier in the evening. I felt my heart suddenly fluttering in my chest and my dick twitching in my underwear, imagining what it would be like to have him alone for an entire evening where I could learn more about his interests and desires.

      "Wow!" Ginger exclaimed, widening her eyes as she placed her hand over her eyebrows, peering out at the handsome bidder. "That sets a new record for this evening's bidding. This paramour must see something special in our final candidate. Does anyone want to try topping his bid? Going once, going twice – sold to the handsome gentleman in the front row."
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        * * *

      

      After the bidding closed for the evening and the curtain closed with Ginger thanking everyone for contributing to the event, I returned backstage to find a huge bouquet of flowers waiting on my dressing room table.

      "Looks like you have a secret admirer," Roxy smiled, winking at me teasingly.

      "Something tells me he's not so secret," Lola laughed, taking off the last of his makeup in front of the mirror with some alcohol swabs.

      "Am I interrupting anything?" a man's voice said as Aiden appeared in the doorway to the dressing room.

      "No," Lola smiled. "We were just about to close up shop. We'll leave you two lovebirds to plan your next date."

      "Lovebirds?" Aiden said after everyone else left the dressing room. "Aren't we moving a little fast on this blind date thing?"

      "They're just acting like their usual prima donnas," I said, chuckling softly. "I wouldn't make too much out of it."

      "Your friends sure look a lot different when they take off their makeup," Aiden said, sitting next to me on the adjacent dressing room chair. "I hope you won't have such a dramatic transformation when you take off your costume. I was kind of getting used to that pretty face and sexy figure."

      "Not to worry," I fibbed. "I'm pretty much the same girl under the surface that you see on the outside. Although I'm worried you might have overbid for a single date–"

      "How else was I going to get you alone?" he said. "You were playing pretty hard to get at the bar."

      "That's just because I had to get back to my friends," I said. "Now you've got me all for yourself, at least for one night."

      "I like the sound of that," Aiden smiled. “Although the current night is already almost over. How would you feel about starting over this coming Friday? I know a place overlooking the lake with views to die for. And the food is prepared by a personal friend of mine..."

      "We are talking a restaurant, right?" I said. "Because I'm not quite ready to share a meal with your personal chef at your home."

      "Of course. It's called Cindy's on Michigan Avenue. Can I send a car for you at eight p.m.?"

      "That would be lovely, thank you," I said.

      "It's a date then," Aiden nodded. "I just need one more thing, your phone number. That is, unless you were planning on disappearing into the crowd again..."

      "I wouldn't think of it," I laughed, scribbling my number on a piece of paper and handing it to him with an outstretched hand.

      "Perfect," he said. "I'm looking forward to seeing you again, Shae. Do you need a drive home?"

      "I'm good, thanks," I said. "It's probably best to keep a little distance between us until our formal date. I wouldn't want to create the wrong impression–"

      "I don't think there's any danger of that," he smiled. "Although you've certainly raised a lot more than just my expectations so far."

      "Thank you for the flowers, Aiden. I'm looking forward to seeing more of you also."
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        * * *

      

      After Aiden left the dressing room, I got up to lock the door then I returned to my dressing room chair, pulling down my panties and wrapping both hands around my throbbing cock while I watched myself in the mirror directly in front of me. But this time, I took my damn time enjoying a long, luxurious jerk while I slipped my fingers into my dripping pussy, imagining all the things the two of us could do once we got together. I only hoped that when he saw my big poker that it wouldn't make him feel any smaller as a man. Because I had plenty of other parts to keep him entertained if he was looking for another female conquest...
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