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CAUGHT BY MY ROOMMATE’S GIRLFRIEND

A Reluctant Feminization Story

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


Who the hell signs up for college classes that get done at 2:50 pm on a Friday? Who?

Me, that’s who. 

And who uses up all their unexcused absences by the end of October, so that they’re forced to go to all of the Friday afternoon classes for the rest of the semester?

Again, me. 

The last 20 minutes of linear algebra dragged more than they had ever dragged, like the minute hand on the clock had an anvil tied to it. I did not care about linear constraints; I cared that my roommate Robert had been gone for the last two hours, that I’d have the room to myself for the weekend, and that I would finally get to dress up in girly clothes for the first time in months. 

While Professor Hayward droned on about optimization, I thought about how less-than-optimal rooming with Robert turned out to be. Last year he went home nearly every weekend, and his roommate Darren had the room to himself much of the time. When we needed to find roommates for Sophomore year, I told Robert I’d room with him. He seemed thrilled. 

Then he got a girlfriend. He hadn’t gone home all semester, so he could stay and be with Arianna. Like a lot of young couples having their first real relationship, they were under the sheets a lot and couldn’t keep their hands off each other. 

And that meant that my plan to have an almost-single completely failed, and my small trunk of girly clothes stayed locked in my closet the entire semester. 

Until today. 

Well, until linear algebra ended, which felt like it had taken nine hours to get halfway through it. 

There were big gaps in my notes, and I knew this was going to screw me when I went to study for the final in a couple weeks. I glanced around the room to see whose notes I might borrow. Cary? Ben? I’d figure it out.

But it could wait until next week, because as soon as I got back to my room, I planned on locking the door, getting my clothes trunk out of the closet, dressing up, and staying that way all weekend. I even loaded our little fridge with some yogurt and bagels from the store in the Student Union, and planned on a few days of private date nights. 

I found myself writing down what Professor Hayward was saying, but I missed the context so it made no sense. Instead, I was thinking about the first time I dressed as a girl. 

It started when my then-girlfriend in high school, Marie, came over one day and we made out on my bed. She took off her panties, and as we rolled around, they fell between the wall and the bed. By the time we had finished getting to third base six different ways, she had to rush home and left them behind. 

I never gave them back. 

At first it was playful, and I kept them because it was pretty hot having your girlfriend’s panties. But then we broke up, and it was weird asking your ex-boyfriend for your underwear back, and it was even weirder admitting that you still had them, so they stayed balled up in my dresser. 

Until they didn’t. 

At first they came out because I wanted to see if they still smelled like her (they didn’t).

Then they came out because I wanted to see if they felt smooth (they did). 

Then one day they came out because I wondered if they’d fit me (they did). 

By the time I left for college, I had a locked trunk in my room that contained a brown wig, a few skirts, a couple pairs of shoes, and a lot of lingerie. 

It took me a few weeks to learn the habits and patterns of my Freshman roommate, Daulton Spike. While he usually went out on Friday and Saturday nights, I never had enough time to do makeup and feel completely like a girl. 

I don’t know why I did it, I just knew I needed to. It felt exhilarating when I dressed up, and brought back all of the excitement and sensuality of being with Marie again. I never dated anyone after her, and while Daulton and some of my other friends went out each weekend looking to hook up, I stayed in and longed to be dolled up, wanting to make myself look like someone Daulton would chase after. 

Not that I wanted to be chased by Daulton, or anyone like him for that matter. I couldn’t explain why I dressed up; I felt…sexy. That was really it. Dressed as myself, I just was. I wore clothes, they were never noticed, I went to class, I barely registered on anyone’s radar. I didn’t date, couldn’t get girls to talk to me, and so life as myself just…was.

Dressed like a girl, though, I felt like I had energy. I felt like I was energy. Sure, it felt a little naughty, and no, I wouldn’t want anyone to see me like that. But even though I stayed in my small, confined dorm room, I felt attractive. I felt like I mattered. I smiled more, even though there was nobody to smile at. 

I felt like I wasn’t just background noise in my own life. 

Speaking of noise, suddenly I became aware that everyone in class was putting their stuff away, grabbing their backpacks, and heading for the door. I had completely spaced out and 2:50 finally arrived, and I had no notes to show for the last bit of class. I’d definitely need to talk to someone about their notes or I’d be in trouble. 

I was still a good ten minute walk from my dorm room, and I wanted to stop and grab a sandwich for dinner on my way back, but on my way out the classroom door I felt alive knowing what I’d be able to do when I did eventually make my way back to 417 Beauchamp Hall. 

When I finally did make it back to my dorm, almost thirty minutes later, I had lost interest in the turkey sandwich I had waited in line for. 

Garrett Price and I waited for the elevator together. 

“What’s going on this weekend, Seth?” he asked.

“Linear algebra,” I said, shaking my head.

“Ooof,” he said. “Dominguez?”

“Hayward,” I said. “I could have skipped today and it wouldn’t have made a difference.”

“I hear you,” he said. “Good luck.” 

“Thanks,” I said, and I got off at my floor. 

The room was quiet because Robert wasn’t in it, but it felt quieter knowing that he was gone and would stay gone. His coat wasn’t hung up behind the door, his suitcase wasn't in its spot under the bed, and two of his dresser drawers were left open. He had gone home for his Grandparents’ 60th wedding anniversary, and Arianna had been pissed that she wasn’t going with him. They had fought about it the other morning as I got ready for class, and I had never gotten ready for class so fast in my life. She said she already had the cutest dress, that it was totally appropriate for a party, and that it was time for her to meet his family. 

“Aren’t you proud of me?” she had whined. “Don’t you want to show off your sexy girlfriend?” At that point she stood behind him and put her arms around him.

Robert had muttered something about it being a small party, family only. He told me later that she pouted for the whole morning, and said she wouldn’t have sex with him until he said yes. 

Girls like her were probably exciting and unpredictable, but I could never decide if I could be with someone who couldn’t take no for an answer. Robert wasn’t the best at making decisions and was pretty easygoing, so maybe being with someone bossy worked for him. Marie definitely waited for me to make plans and make a move, but as long as I didn’t have to do that all the time, I’d probably be happy in a relationship with someone. 

If I’d ever have another relationship, that is. 

Luckily for now I didn’t have to worry about it, and I’d have the whole weekend to feel alive. I tried hard to put linear algebra out of my mind and focus on what I could do while dressed up. 

What did I usually do? Well, I’d get dressed up, prance around, feel attractive, and then play with myself. Then I’d clean up and hurriedly get changed.

This time, though, I wanted to hold off on playing with myself. I knew I’d probably end up doing that–I always did–but I also knew I could stay dressed afterwards and not rush so much. I could sleep in panties, and try to sleep in my wig. I could get up in the morning and put on my pair of leggings. I could even do what I had never done before, which was step out into the hallway of my dorm. I didn’t need to go far, but if I was up late dressing, maybe things would be quiet enough in the building where I could prop my door open and walk more steps than my small dorm room would let me. 

As I dragged the trunk out and did the combination to open it, I knew that, no matter what I ended up doing, I’d be wearing most of the outfits inside. 

It was a small collection of clothes. A few pairs of panties, a couple skirts, some thigh high stockings, one pair of high heel shoes, a few tops, and a pair of leggings. I owned one brown wig, some makeup I didn’t know how to use well, and that was it. One day I wondered if I’d have more. 

But this would do for now. I triple-checked that my room was locked, lowered the blinds, and cracked the window a little bit so I could let the nail polish fumes out. I lit a few candles, and stripped naked. Well, nearly naked. I started with the wig and a pair of black panties with lace at the edges, a pair that was pretty similar to what Marie had left behind at my house. 

I started my weekend then, not even at five o’clock, by munching on a sandwich, painting my fingernails and toenails red, and pacing around the dorm room, admiring the little bulge in my panties as I walked past the mirror each time. 

When I was in high school, sure, I would have loved a bigger cock. Who wouldn’t? But now I was pretty comfortable with my size, especially if I wasn’t using it with anyone anyway. When I dressed up, I even wanted it to be smaller, as the bulge was enough to ruin the illusion for me. I’d look up pictures online of women in panties, and I always loved how smooth they were there, how there was no little package tucked between their legs. I loved the outline of labia I didn’t have, loved to see pictures of camel toes, and imagined what it might be like to rub myself there and have it be perfectly smooth. 

But at that moment, as I waved my hands around the room and waited for the nail polish to dry, I could feel my little bulge start to twitch in my panties. I couldn’t spend too much time thinking about it, or else I’d get hard and make it that much more difficult to get lost in girliness. 

It took a few laps around the room before the nail polish was dry, and before my horniness started to go down. 

It was time for my first full outfit, and I knew the one. 

The website was out of red plaid schoolgirl skirts when I placed my order, so I got the gray one instead. It must have been sitting in my trunk for months, still had the tags on it, and I needed to wear it. I knew the stockings I’d pair with it: fishnet thigh highs. I also had one blouse that worked with almost everything I owned: a white, button-down blouse with three-quarter length sleeves. 

Since the skirt was gray, I decided it was time to change my panties, and get a splash of color in my outfit. I chose a pair of pink cotton string bikini panties. I dropped my black ones onto the floor, and stepped into the pink ones. 

These were much more confining than the black ones, and made my bulge even smaller. 

With my toes painted, I could slip into my fishnet stockings, and I carefully unrolled each one, watching as it made its way up each hairless leg. It was easier to keep my body shaved now that it was colder outside and I didn’t wear shorts any more. I started shaving weeks ago, before I knew that tonight would be the night I'd finally get to dress. 

I leaned into the mirror and got to work with my mascara, which was always the step that made the most difference when I transformed. Eyeliner was next, followed by eye shadow, and by the time I was done, the blue of my eyes seemed even brighter. I leaned back from the mirror and applied red lipstick, smacked my lips together, and took in the view. 

I knew I looked feminine. Standing 5’7”, I was short for a man and tall for a woman, but I had a naturally feminine-looking face, shapely eyebrows, and my eyes seemed to be designed to stand out with eye makeup. 

I backed away from the mirror to the middle of the room, took hold of the hem of my skirt, and did a little twirl. I could see from here that my eyes were sparkling, that I looked vibrant. I definitely did not look like a young man who had zoned out during linear algebra that day; I looked like a confident young woman who was about to go out and…

…go out and do what? I mean, I wasn’t going to go out. But did girls go out in short plaid schoolgirl skirts? They did for Halloween, when nearly every costume was meant to be a sexier version of whatever it was. Schoolgirls were already pretty sexy, so a sexier version of that was usually too much. 

And now that was me, a sexier version of something that was already sexy. 

I let my skirt fly out as I twirled again, and caught a glimpse in the mirror of my secret pink panties beneath, a flash of forbidden color. My nails, lips, and eyes all contrasted with the white and gray of my outfit, and I felt myself throb in my panties. 

I walked to the window, closed it to keep the cold out, and swung my hips back and forth. I reached to the floor and picked up another candle, deliberately bending from the waist and flashing whoever would be behind me, giving my invisible admirer a show. 

I walked to my closet and reached for the highest shelf, raising one leg behind me in a tease. I reached even higher and saw in the mirror that the bottom of my panties peeked out ever so slightly. 

I imagined someone on my bed, watching, wanting to reach for me, unable to take it any more. 

The sun was down and it was starting to get dark out. I had planned on lighting a few more candles, and maybe taking some photos with the camera on my laptop. It wouldn’t be like the photos of girls in panties online, but it might be fun. 

I swayed around the room, placing a few more candles on our dressers, on my desk, on the floor, and on the windowsill.  

Before I knew what was happening, I heard a key scrape into the lock of the door, the doorknob twisted, and the door opened wide. 

“What the fuck?” I heard myself say. 

I was helpless to stop it. I had nowhere to hide. I just stood in the middle of the now-lit room, candles flickering all around me, dressed in fishnet stockings and a schoolgirl outfit, and stared face to face with Arianna, my roommate’s girlfriend. 

She was frozen in the doorway, lit from behind by the dorm hallway. 

Neither of us moved. 

She glanced down the hall to her left.

She glanced to her right. 

She stepped into the room, and quietly shut the door behind her. I heard the lock click. 

“I….I can explain,” I started to stammer. 

“I’m not sure you can,” she said slowly. 

She locked eyes with me, and got close, as if she were inspecting something. 

“You look good, Seth,” she said. “You look really good. I had no idea.”

“You can’t say anything,” I pleaded. “Not to anyone.”

“Oh? And why not?” she asked.

“Why are you even here?” I asked. “You’re not supposed to be here. This is my room, and Robert’s not around.” 

“I was in my new dress,” she said. “Now that I know you can appreciate it, how about I show you?” 

She stepped back a little and turned in a little circle, wiggling her hips suggestively, the same way I was doing moments ago when I placed candles around the room. It was a small black cocktail dress with spaghetti straps. She was wearing black semi-opaque stockings and black heels. 

“I was feeling frisky, and decided to come here to get a sweatshirt. Sometimes I sleep with one of his sweatshirts. I like to smell him.”

“Then get a sweatshirt and please leave.” 

“I don’t think so,” she said. “Plans have changed.”

“No, they haven’t. Please get your sweatshirt and go home.” I clicked in my heels to his closet, grabbed one of his hoodies, and tossed it to her. 

“You look good walking in those heels,” she said. “You’ve done this before, I can tell.” 

“You can’t tell anybody,” I said.

“I’ll decide that,” she said. 

“No, really,” I said. “You can’t tell anyone.” 

“Or else what?” she said, walking over to Robert’s closet. She put the hoodie back and grabbed another one. She gave it a sniff and tucked it under her arm. When she turned around I could see she had her phone out and was recording me.

“What the hell? Put that away!”

“Oh, relax,” she said. “I need a little something to remember you by.” 

“No! Give me that!” I reached for her phone and she pulled it away from me. 

“Uh-uh,” she said. “It’s rude to reach for a girl’s phone. Plus the video’s already backed up.” 

“What are you planning on doing with that?” I asked, defeated. I could feel my shoulders sagging. 

“No, no, no,” she said, shaking her head. “Chin up, shoulders back. Don’t ruin it now. You really do look good, you know.” she said. “A little raw, but good. I can tell you’re mostly new to this, but you can learn. You’re a smartie.”

She got up close to me again and looked me up and down, fingering the fabric of my skirt. 

In one motion she lifted up the hem and had me exposed to the room. 

“What the hell?” I gasped, and swatted her hand away, fixing my skirt again. 

“Pretty pink panties!” she squealed. “And was that a little wet spot I saw? Ooooh, you’re naughtier than I thought.” 

“Stop it!” I said, smoothing my skirt back down. 

“Oh, honey, we’re going on an adventure. Grab your coat. You are wayyyy too pretty to be locked up in a dorm room right now.”
“What?!? No, definitely not.”

“You forget that I have video of you like this, and that I can send it to anyone. You’re not in control right now. I am. And I say get your coat.” 

“What the hell is happening?” I muttered.

“Things are looking up,” she said. “You just don’t know it yet. Without me, you’d have spent the night on your own. What were you going to do? Twirl around the room on your own and rub one out? This is better, trust me. Now let’s go.”

I grumbled all the way to the door and grabbed my coat. She put Robert’s sweatshirt on over her head. 

With her hand on the doorknob, she turned to face me.

“We’re going for a walk,” she said. “A walk you’ve done a hundred times before. You can walk like a girl; I saw it. You don’t have to talk if you don’t want to, but you do have to follow my lead.”

She did not wait for a response before she opened the door and walked out into the hallway. I had half a mind to let her out and stay behind, locking myself back in the room and not going with her, before I remembered she had her own key and could get back in, and she also had the video of me dressed like this. 

Where was she leading us? We walked down the four flights of stairs to the ground floor, and then she pushed open the doors and I felt the night air on my legs. 

Fishnet stockings were not warm, but it didn’t matter: I was out. I was outside, dressed as a girl. I had wondered about doing this anyway, but I certainly couldn’t tell her that; right now, she was controlling me thanks to her discovery of my little secret. 

“Cold?” she asked as we briskly walked past the student union and off towards Cedar Street. 

“A little,” I said. 

“We’ll be quick,” she said. “Just one little errand.” 

It was dark since it was late Fall, so it looked later than it was. There were students around, but the Friday night activity hadn’t started yet. We were mostly on our own, with a few students walking towards town ahead of us, and a few on the other side of the road, coming back to campus. 

The amazing thing was that no one ever looked at us. 

I mean, I would have if I were out and two girls in short skirts walked past me. But right now, no one was gawking, no one was pointing. No one cared that I was out dressed as a girl but was not a real girl. No one seemed to be able to tell. It was normal for two girls to be out, doing their thing, whatever that thing even was. 

By the time we crossed the street, I felt almost relaxed despite the fact I was not in control of anything. 

And that relaxation instantly turned to anxiety when we turned the corner onto Main Street, and everything was lit up, with much more activity. The guy with the hot dog cart was already open for business, and he had a line. There were people coming out of Christopher’s Pub, there were people hanging out in front of The Maxfield Inn, and there were lots of students around. There was laughter, there were lots of people talking, and there were cars on the street, stopping at red lights, parking in parking spots, and turning onto other streets. 

Arianna looked at me as we got around the corner, and said “here’s our stop. Wait here.”

“Wait here?” I hissed. “What do you mean, wait here?” We were at Lakeview Liquor. 

“I have a fake ID,” she whispered. “Do you? I’m assuming not. Just wait here. I’ll be back in a second. Play with your phone if you have to.”

I stood on a street corner in the early evening, dressed in high heels, fishnet stockings, a gray plaid skirt, and my normal guy coat. 

Two guys wearing dark suits came around the corner. One was clean-shaven, the other had a little scruffiness. Their ties were loosened around their necks. I caught the clean-shaven one staring at my legs. My coat covered my skirt completely.

“Don’t know what party you’re going to, but can I go too?” he said.

“Jesus, Curt,” the scruffy one said.

“What?” he said as they passed by. “She’s hot.” 

The scruffy one said something else that I didn’t hear, and I caught Curt stealing a glance back at me as they walked down the street. They stopped in front of Christopher’s and went inside. 

“Worked like a charm,” I heard Arianna say from behind me as she came out of the store. “Hopefully you were getting hit on?” she said, motioning down the street towards Christopher’s. 

“Not exactly,” I said, not wanting to admit that one of them said I looked hot. 

“Well, to hell with them,” she said. “Now come on.” 

Partway down Cedar Street on our way back toward campus, she turned down a little side street that led to the river. 

“This will only take a second,” she said as I started to ask what we were doing. The truth was, my feet were starting to hurt from walking in my heels. 

Soon we reached the spot where she wanted to go: a bench along the path right alongside the river. In nicer weather, people would bring their paddleboards and kayaks from the lake back up in here, then they’d hang out and daydrink. Right now the river was slow, gray, and looked cold.

Arianna sat on a bench, pulling a bottle of vodka out. She took a swig from the bottle, and patted the bench next to her.

“Sit, silly,” she said when I hadn’t sat down yet.

“I don’t really feel like hanging out,” I said. “Plus I’m cold.”

“Then this’ll warm you up,” she said, and handed me the bottle.

I sat. 

“Before I met Robert I used to come down here,” she said, taking the bottle back from me. “I used to sit right here, on this bench. Or maybe it was that bench over there. Whatever. Anyway, I’d sit here and think.” 

“About what?” I said, almost afraid to know. 

“Oh, this and that,” she said. “Mostly about this place. This town, this college. Whether this was the right choice. I never know that about my choices. Whether I made the right one, I mean.”  

“I can see that,” I said. “You’re making a curious choice tonight.”

“Oh, you,” she said, and playfully hit me on the shoulder. 

We sat in silence for a few minutes. It was cold, but it was a different cold. My upper body was warm from the coat, but my legs had never felt like this before. They were exposed in a way that was different from when I’d be outside wearing shorts. Even then, when I’d wear shorts outside, I had leg hair, and what little I had did its part to keep me warm. 

But being outside, wearing stockings, with perfectly shaved legs and wearing a short skirt? Cold air was hitting my body in new ways. I felt like I was being felt up by the world, like it was reaching up my skirt. I wanted to let it. 

I sat with my legs slightly open, very un-ladylike, but it was making the bulge in my panties feel smaller, and it was helping me fight back the horniness I had from when I was dressing earlier. 

She took another swig from the bottle, and I pretended to take one. It was cherry-flavored vodka, and cheap. It tasted a little bit like cough syrup. 

She stood up, screwed the bottle top back on the vodka, and put it back in the bag. 

“Let’s go,” she said. 

“Go where?”

“Back to your room. I have a surprise for you.” 

“I can’t wait,” I groaned. 

What did she have in store? What kind of surprise did she want to give me? The whole walk back I tried to come up with theories. The whole time on Cedar Street, she said nothing. The whole walk past the student union, nothing. 

By then we were passing lots of people. One girl sneered as she looked Arianna and me up and down. 

We passed five or six guys. One of them yelled out “the party’s this way, ladies!” and the other guys all laughed.

Another group of guys and girls were also on their way to an off-campus party, and as we passed them, one girl slipped her hand into her boyfriend’s hand, and she glared at us. 

And Arianna ignored it all. Or, at least, she looked like she was ignoring it all. We got to Beauchamp Hall and all she did was shiver as she held the door open for me. “Cold out,” she said, as if we were two friends returning from dinner, and not a guy dressed as a girl being controlled by a girl in a short dress. 

At least she was nice enough to unlock my own door for me using a key I never knew she had. 

She put the bottle of vodka down on Robert’s desk, and she took her sweatshirt off.

“Take your coat off,” she said, nodding towards my bed. 

I did as I was told. She looked me up and down again, taking her time. 

“So we know you look like a girl, and we know you can act like a girl. You want to feel like a girl? Huh? Do you? Here’s your chance. On your knees.” 

“What? No.” 

“Get on your knees,” she said again. “This is all part of the deal. I’m changing it and you need to go with it. Or else.”

“Goddammit,” I said, getting down onto my knees in front of her. 

“There,” she said. “That’s more like it. I can’t call you Seth when you’re dressed like this, so I’ll have to call you…oh, I don’t know…Leah.” 

She took the bottle of vodka she had just bought and held it out in front of her, like it was a big cock. 

“Now I’m going to give you something, and you’re going to take it.”

She unscrewed the bottle and dangled it above my head. 

“Stick out your tongue,” she commanded.

I did it.

“Good girl,” she said, and she lowered the bottle a little so some of the vodka came spilled out onto my tongue. 

She kept eye contact with me while she took another swig from the bottle. 

“We’re going to play a guessing game,” she said. “If you lie to me, you drink. And I’ll know, so don’t do it. And don’t worry, this isn’t twenty questions, and we’re not going to get shitfaced. Once the game is over, I can leave you. I’ll even have you watch me delete the video from my phone and from my backup. But until the game is over, the video stays. If you lie too much, the video stays. You want to play?”

“This doesn’t sound like I have much choice. I don’t want you to have the video.”

“I told you, you’re a smart girl. Ready?”

From my knees, I nodded. 

“So I'm going to guess that you’ve been doing this for a while. You don’t know why you started. You didn’t know why it felt right the first time you did it. How am I doing so far?” 

“OK so far.” 

“You probably also felt a little guilty, like there was something wrong with you.” 

“Sure, I guess.” I shrugged. 

“You guess?” She started to tip the bottle towards me. 

“No, I did.” 

“I bet when you started to do this, you loved the way your pretty little cock felt when you wore girly panties.”

When she said that, I felt myself strain against my panties. 

“I’m not hearing an answer,” she said, tipping the bottle forward again. 

“No,” I said. “It wasn’t that.”

“Liar,” she said, and I felt vodka hit my face and tongue. 

“OK, OK,” I sputtered. “I did.”

“You did what?”

“I loved the way I felt.” 

“The way what felt?”

“The way my cock felt in my panties.” 

“That’s better,” she said. “Even now, I bet you love that you’re in pink panties.”

“I do.” 

“Good girl,” she said. She lifted the bottle to her own lips and took a drink. 

“The walk we just went on. Was that your first time out dressed like this?”

“Yes.”

“I bet even though you’re mad at me for taking that video, that you were loving the walk.”

“No! It was cold, it was far, my feet hurt, I couldn’t feel–” vodka dripped into my mouth and I couldn’t keep talking or I’d choke. 

I gulped down what she gave me and knew I had to tell the truth, that the walk was exhilarating and that I was conflicted. 

“OK,” I said. “Enough. Yes, yes it felt good.” 

“It felt good to have that much skin out, didn’t it?”

“It did, yes.” 

“It felt good to know people saw you in town, didn’t it?” 

“Yeah, it kind of did.” 

“Now I know you’re turned on, because you were dripping through those panties earlier, weren’t you? Were you turned on at the thought of being a slutty little girl?” 

That was two separate questions, wasn’t it? Could I answer her? Was I turned on earlier? I mean, I could feel myself trying to grow hard in my panties, and I knew that I had leaked a little bit. That was true. 

But why was I turned on? 

“I’m not hearing you,” she said. 

“I was turned on, yes, but…”

“But what?” she asked. 

“But I’m not sure why.” 

“Oh, I bet you do know why. I bet you felt pretty and you felt like someone would love to touch you.” 

That was exactly it. That was exactly what I thought as I imagined someone on my bed, watching me. That I was so attractive that someone would want to touch me. 

“I…don’t know.” 

“Yes you do.” 

“Then yes. Yes I wanted to be touched.”

She reached down and took my face in her hands, turning my head to the right and to the left. 

“I think you’re OK with makeup, really. It could be better, but you have a good face for this. Your eyes really pop, and you look sultry. Well, you would if you let yourself look as horny as you probably are.”  

She hiked her skirt up above her hips, and in one motion, pulled her panties to the side, and a huge cock swung out, bobbing above me. 

I gasped and stared at her. 

“You’re not the only one, you know,” she said. 

“B-b-b-ut, you’re Robert’s girlfriend,” I said. “Does he–”

“Does he know? Of course he knows,” she laughed. “He loves this thing. And you’re going to get even better at being a girl. I’ll teach you.”

“But I…can’t cheat on him like this,” I said. “It isn’t fair to him.” 

“It’s not cheating,” she said. “But that’s sweet. No, we have an…agreement.”

“I don’t understand,” I said. 

“He can’t keep up with me,” she said, starting to stroke her cock. I watched it get harder, and it grew out into the room more. The thing looked like it’d be eight inches long once it stopped growing. It was way longer than mine, and much thicker. 

She carried that around with her all the time?  

“So sometimes I take matters into my own hands. But sometimes I get to play with others. I just can’t play with other men. And right now,” she said, “all I see is a horny little sophomore chick I picked up somewhere, and who needs to be seen.” 

She stood over me and lowered the tip of her cock to my lips. 

“I’m not–” I started to say.

“You’re with a girl, silly,” she said, reading my mind, and slipped the head of her cock into my mouth. 

I felt it swell once it got inside of me, and I could feel my cock jump between my legs, as much as my tight, pink panties let it jump. 

Even though I had never sucked on a cock before, I knew what to do. I knew what would feel good because I knew what I would have wanted. 

It was firm, girthy, and filled my mouth. I slid my tongue around the head of her cock and felt her tense up. From my knees I was able to bob my head back and forth, though I couldn’t take much of her length in my mouth. 

“Good,” she breathed. “Just like that. A girl’s got to learn how to give good head. You’ve got some talent here.”

I put my hands on my thighs and worked my head back and forth, back and forth, trying each time to fit more of her inside me. I could feel the soft, warm head of her cock hit the back of my throat. I played with the hem of my skirt as I bobbed my head back and forth. 

“You want to touch yourself, don’t you?” she said, watching me from above. “Well you can’t. It’s not your turn yet. Use your hands on me. Go ahead.” 

I lifted my hands from my lap and wrapped them around her shaft. I started jerking her off slowly using my saliva as lube. I had no idea how much I must have slobbered all over her huge girl cock. I couldn’t explain it, but I wanted it back in my mouth. I wanted to see if I could fit more.

Her cock had a slight downward curve to it, so it looked like if I angled my head just right, I could have it reach farther back in my throat. 

I looked up at her from below and stroked her, slowly.

“Work it, girl,” she said. “You love that, don’t you? Having a big cock to suck on. Go ahead, I know you want it again.”

I put it back in my mouth, put my hands on her ass, and slowly worked my mouth down her shaft until it was nearly all the way in. I could feel the head of her cock all the way at the back of my throat, and it couldn’t go in any more. She grabbed the back of my head with one hand, and with the other hand brushed some hair that had gotten in front of my eyes. 

Was she pushing my head onto her cock? Was she trying to shove herself deeper? 

I sat up a little bit, still on my knees, but more upright, which changed just enough about my position that her cock slid the last inch – it was all the way in. 

My mouth was stuffed with cock, yet everything about this was feminine. The scent of the candles all around me, the skirt I was wearing, the skirt she was wearing, the panties I could feel on her ass cheeks, and the confined panties I could feel myself stuffed into: even her scent as her cock was pushed all the way into my throat was feminine, light, and delicate. 

“Oh God,” she moaned as she tensed her thighs.

I was deep throating her, and I felt powerful even though I was the one on my knees. 

I began working my tongue around the underside of her shaft, my nose nestled against her body. Her eyes were closed, her hands were now behind her head, and she was gyrating her hips. 

All at once she backed out and left me, kneeling on the floor, gasping for breath. 

She was breathing heavily and saliva dripped from her cock onto my floor, her hands held open and out, as if steadying herself. I could feel more saliva on my chin, slowly dripping down and onto the floor, and we just stayed like that, looking at one another.

“I don’t need to teach you a thing about that,” she said, finally. “You were so close to making me cum, you know.” 

Why did she stop then? Usually when I get close, I keep going. 

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. 

“Time for the next lesson,” she said, extending her hand. She lifted me up off the floor, spun me around, and bent me over my bed. 

“Oooh, such pretty panties,” she said, and she wiggled her fingers into my waistband, slowly pulling them down to where they eventually dropped to my ankles. 

“Look at that tight little hole,” she said behind me, and I could feel her spread my ass cheeks apart.

“What are you–” I started, and before I could finish my thought, I felt her warm tongue drag against my asshole. 

She dragged her tongue slowly, up and down across my tight hole, her hands kneading my ass as she worked. She changed to a circular motion and I felt my now-freed cock start to drip out the tip. I had been worked up for what felt like hours, and my body was getting closer to the point of no return. 

I was being eaten out like a girl. 

I needed to cum.

As she worked her tongue around me, I could hear her moaning, and with one hand I tried to reach back and play with myself. 

I got my thumb and index finger around my head and started to work the head, and I could feel it getting harder. I only got two or three tugs in before I felt her hand pull mine away.

“Not so fast,” she said, playfully. “Good girls wait their turn, but if you’re so needy right now, I can move on to the next lesson.”

She got me onto my bed and gently positioned me on my back, and she walked over to Robert’s dresser. Opening the top drawer, she took out a little squeeze bottle, and as she walked back toward me, she flipped the lid of it open and squeezed some onto her huge erection. 

She climbed on top of me and her massive cock stuck straight out towards me, glistening in the candlelight, now slick with lube. 

She slowly stroked it above me, working her whole length, and I played with the hem of my skirt again, feeling it drag over my thighs and lightly brush across my little semi-hard erection. 

“No cheating,” Arianna teased, and she positioned herself between my legs. “Put your hands above your head, and grab the bed frame,” she said. “No matter what happens, do not let go.”

I reached behind me with both hands and did as I was told. 

She slowly dragged the head of her massive girlcock against my asshole, and it felt better than when her tongue did it. 

Slowly up, slowly down, slowly all around. I tensed my arms and started raising my back into the air, helping to direct her as she teased me. 

What did I want? I never had anything inside of me like that before, never even fantasized about it, and yet I was getting closer and closer to the edge, wanting more. I felt something building inside of me, from deep within, that needed to be let out. My roommate’s girlfriend had let me in on her secret, I let her in on mine, and now we were lost in the passion of it all. 

I had never been with a girl before, and never thought my first time would be like this, with a hot girl between my legs, teasing my asshole with her rock-hard cock.  

“Ready?” she breathed, and I nodded, feeling her head start to slip inside me. 

My back was arched in mid-air, and she guided her head into me. It felt soft, and didn’t hurt at all. I wasn’t going to be able to keep myself suspended like that, though, and yet I didn’t want to let myself back down to the bed. I pushed off of the bed frame with both hands and felt her slide all the way inside me, all at once. 

It was a fullness I had never felt before. A flash of pain, followed almost immediately by a feeling of euphoria, a tingling that started at the base of my still-soft cock, and radiating through my whole lower body. 

The moan of pleasure I heard came from my mouth, could have woken the entire dorm, and I fell back onto the bed, temporarily paralyzed as pleasure shot through my body and I convulsed.

“Ooooh, good girl,” Arianna whispered, placing one hand on my belly and slowly starting to work herself back out for another stroke. 

“Oh God!” I heard myself say as I felt her back almost all the way out, then the wave of pleasure started again as she worked back into me. 

I clenched around her and felt a drop of something squeeze out of me, and she noticed it too. 

“You’re starting to leak, you little slut,” she said, and at that moment she grabbed my cock with one hand as she slid in and out of me. But instead of stroking me, letting me get hard like I longed to do, she grabbed me at the base of my cock and squeezed my whole package. She had a fistful of me, and was slowly working her entire length in and out of me. In her little hand, her little hand with painted pink nails, she had both of my balls and my cock that was not allowed to get hard, and she was squeezing me firmly, not allowing me to go anywhere. 

It was like a handle, and I was helpless. I wanted to raise my back off the bed and try and fuck her hand, but she wouldn’t let me. I wanted her hand to stroke me, to bring me closer to the orgasm I so badly wanted, but every time I bucked my hips, all I felt was the constriction of being in her grip. 

She quickened her pace, and I was completely at her mercy. All I felt between my legs was an intense pressure, a refusal to let me feel anything remotely masculine as I was being fucked. All of my pleasure was from what Arianna could reach deep within me, and she was so long that she was reaching depths I never knew were inside me. 

My cock pulsed, and throbbed inside her grasp. It badly wanted to be stroked, to be caressed, and to be let out of its confines. Instead I bounced on the bed as she shortened her strokes, hitting me deep over and over again. I felt a tingling sensation start to build in my thighs, then in my abdomen, and before I knew it, it crested like a tidal wave and I felt myself squirting into her hand, my cum trying to squeeze out from between the fingers of her iron grip. As I spurted again and again, I felt her grip tighten, and she fucked me faster and faster, until there was so much slippery cum on her fingers that she lost her grip and I was finally free. 

She grabbed me by the hips with both hands, pounding into me, the look on her face letting me know that she was close, was about to climax. My soft little penis flopped around as she fucked me, and I could hear it slapping into my abdomen, slick with cum. 

“Oh God!” she gasped, and she withdrew her huge cock from inside me. With her hand that was covered in my cum, she jerked herself to orgasm and sprayed me with blast after blast of warm cum. It landed all over my own soft cock, and I relaxed my grip on the bed frame as we came down from our frenzy. 

She stood above me, still as a statue. The last drips of her climax were dangling above me, her one hand wrapped around her cock, the other slowly running through her hair. 

I glanced down the length of my body at the pool of cum that had collected in my belly button. She saw it too, and leaned down toward me, slowly sucking it up and licking every last drop. With her mouth full of our cum, she dragged each of her fingers into her mouth, getting it all off of her. 

With a mischievous look on her face, she worked her way up the bed until she was eye to eye with me, and got down close to my lips. She lowered herself onto me and pushed her lips onto mine, working her tongue into my mouth. It brought two loads of cum with it, and she darted her tongue around against mine, working every last bit of cum into me. 

The kiss lasted a long time, and when she finally broke it off, she whispered “good girls swallow,” and placed her fingers on my lips, gently pinching them closed. 

I gulped, and our cum slid down my throat, warmth filling my body, and I felt my horniness start to subside. I had never gotten hard, never stroked my cock, never took control of anything, and yet was spent, satisfied, and lost in thought.

She tucked her cock back into her panties and lowered her dress back over her hips, and she snuggled up next to me on the bed, nestling her face into my neck, one hand draped over me. 

“You were wonderful,” she whispered. “Your second day can be even better than your first. We can play dress up as long as we want.” 

With candle shadows flickering on the walls and ceiling, with her hand gently rubbing my chest, with my little cock twitching in my skirt, we fell asleep.


More From Ally

If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out more from Ally, including her story Girl for a Week, available here.
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And don’t miss her story Trying to Score, available here.
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Her newest story, Kelsey the Cutie, is available here.
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