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"Is anyone home?" I yelled with a slight muffle to my voice, as I had just been walking a fair distance from my college. No response. I closed the door dropped my backpack and asked again. "Anyone there?" Once again, nothing. To my surprise, it seemed like I was home alone for the first time in a long time. Mom is out, probably at the supermarket, and I guess my stepsister Tara was either hanging out with some guy, or her best friend Whitney.

With this newfound freedom, I excitedly ran up the stairs to my room, thinking I could put off any college homework or reading and get in a few games of Modern Warfare first. But when I reached the hallway at the top, something in the corner of my eye caught my interest. It was the black wooden door to Tara’s bedroom.

My Mom and Tara's Dad, Clayton, had been married for a couple of years now, and throughout that, I'd never once gone into her room. Sometimes she'd play music a bit loud and I'd hear it, or I'd hear her talking to Whitney loudly, either in person or on the phone. Rarely I’d even take a peek through the crack of the slightly opened door to see what she was up to, however, the thought of actually sneaking into never popped into my brain until now.

We both go to the same college and she is a year older than me, being nineteen. Despite being step-siblings we are vastly different. Tara is way cooler and more popular than me, she had a large group of friends that were all considered 'cool' just like her. She was tall and blonde, with a fit body and while I'll admit she isn't my exact type, I couldn't deny that she is gorgeous. If we passed each other or saw each other on campus, we’d ignore each other, not even trading looks. I felt that if she caught me snooping in her room, my life, both at and at college would be over. Despite this, I continued, the lure of mystery feeding my desires.

I stood outside the door, grabbing the handle. Am I really about to do this? I tried to relax and took a deep breath, then I pushed and opened the door and stepped inside. The first that hit me was the smell. Her room smelt really good like a luscious lavender with a hint of delicious sweetness to it, unlike mine. To my surprise, her room was messier than mine, with clothing all over the floor. I felt an intense feeling of annoyance at the fact that she got to leave her room like that yet my Mom was always reminding me to clean up.

I gazed around curiously, I wasn’t really sure on what I was looking for, I think I was just interested in the idea of a ‘girls room’. I had been an only child growing up and had never really any female friends or anything, so girls in general always had a hint of mystery to them, they were like a whole different race. And as I got older the more curious I became. They were so different, in so many ways.

Clothes were one thing I found fascinating. In my college the difference in style was quite clear, the cool guys would wear typically varsity jackets and jeans, while the popular girls always wore the shortest and tightest fitting things they could, just to show off their slim bodies to perfection. Tara definitely fell into the category.

My stepdad Clay was always talking to her about her outfits, and sometimes even my Mom would give her some friendly advice, calling it ‘womanly talk’. But despite their protests, she always wore what she wanted: Prancing around in mini skirts and leggings and other things.

I walked towards her wooden dresser on the far side of the room, bunched up against the wall neatly. My hands were nervous as I reached out and slid open a drawer, my eyes widening as I hit the jackpot, staring at a mass of her brightly colored and naughty underwear. Her panties all seemed to be hot G-strings and thongs, and scattered amongst them were some bras as well.

I wasn’t sure why, but I couldn’t help but picture her wearing it. I reached inside and raked my fingers across the silky elements of material, feeling the jolts of happiness and horniness building inside me as I let my fingers grip a pair of panties. I lifted them out and untangled them to find a tiny G-string, literally just a few straps of a lace black fabric.

In an instant, I heard a noise I really wasn't hoping or expecting: A voice, no two voices, and it seemed as if they were coming my way. One was Tara, and the other was a male I didn't know that well. My heart skipped a beat and my stomach rumbled with horror, I stuffed her panties in my pocket and looked around for a way to escape, as I heard the voices and footsteps get louder and louder.

It seemed as if they were at the top of the stairs, which spelled disaster for me. It was too late for me to leave so I hid in the only viable place I could notice.

The closet.

I felt so dumb and weak as I shut the door shut, literally moments before Tara and whoever she had come inside. I was as still as a statue inside there, my heart so loud I was worried they would hear it. The closet was pretty full, but I tried my best to push to the back, with a couple of dresses draped around me. My nose was filled with the sweet lavender smell as before, which I presumed to be her perfume. I waited in silence, praying that they didn’t catch me.

As I clustered in the darkness, my mind raced away with potential outcomes. I thought I'd be labeled a pervert at college, everyone would know, I'd have no chances with any girl, not that I had any success anyway, and I'd probably get beat up by the real alpha guys as punishment. I’d be a freak forever.

I stood up slightly and leaned forward, I could see out of the small slits in the middle of the closet. I saw him and knew him, only slightly anyway. His name was Ryan, and I didn't know his last name. I had seen him play sports at the college, mostly football.

“We’re alone right now baby?” I heard him ask, his voice deep and penetrating. “Definitely,” replied Tara in a slutty and lustful voice. “Well, what about your stepbrother? Is he home?” he said persisting. “What, Percy?” she said as she laughed meanly. “He’s probably jacking off by himself right now. Who cares? He’s not gonna burst in on us. Let’s have a little fun..”

I had guessed Tara wasn't a huge fan of me since our parents started dating, but hearing her speak about me like that was horrible. I felt so pathetic, even more so if she found out that I was hear listening, I’d be in serious trouble. A few seconds later I heard a distinctive sound: The sloppy and messy smacking sounds of two horny nineteen-year-olds making out. My incredible silence seemed to make it louder than typical, and then other noises entered the equation. The metallic jingle of his belt buckle, the loud zip of a zipper, and then more soft and wet slurping, which was furthered by breathing and moans.

Oh my god! Is Tara actually sucking him off?

My mind didn’t believe but my eyes confirmed it. She really was. I knew my sister could be a bit naughty, and I have seen her be very friendly and touchy with guys at school, but I wasn’t expecting this. They are both on the bed, just a few feet from me. Tara was on all four, her face buried in his crotch, bopping up and down someone on a trampoline. Her ass was pushed right out all the way and I could see the dark outline of the thong through her black leggings.

I felt a powerful gust of horniness, while she kept sucking on Ryan’s dick. I stared at her bubble butt tenaciously. She made lots of noises and moans, her hot little sighs were addictive to listen to, and each time she did, I felt a jolt of excitement, my dick pressing painfully against my pants in lieu of the prospect of getting caught.

I witnessed Ryan's hand start to slide down her back and push below her leggings, so his middle finger was right near her ass cheeks like he was trying to finger her asshole. Perhaps she was into that, but nearly immediately she grabbed his hand by the wrist and pulled it away, "Baby, not that again, I'm not into it, I just wanna suck, okay?” she nearly mumbled.

She kept at it, faster and faster now, her head bobbing like crazy, and from the moaning and intense noises he was making, I knew he must be close to finishing. The idea of him blowing his load into her mouth was nearly too much for me to handle. I'd never had a girlfriend, Tara was right, the action I got was jerking off in my room by myself. I knew people did this at college, but having it happen a few feet from me was ridiculous. Was Tara really going to do this? Was she gonna swallow his cum like a slut?

I held my breath and my entire body tensed up like a dry sponge as my heart tingled with nerves, it was nearly like it was me who was being sucked off by her. My eyes were glued to her as the final moments unfolded in front of me like a play. Tara pulled her head from his cock and arched herself, her level face staring right back at Ryan as he stood above her like a towering building. He moaned as loud and fiercely as ever, while he stroked his cock for the final piece of the stimulation puzzle. He roared and growled loudly and his cock jittered and spasmed, I could the end of her tongue poke out and then I witnessed the white ropes exit the end of his shaft. Holy shit. I couldn’t believe it. Tara really did it. What a whore.

She lapped it all up and I saw the movement of her lower mouth and throat, she swallowed it. His face was lit up with relief and pleasure. He'd reached his peak and delivered it to her with a ton of hotness. "That was amazing baby, I'm completely done," he announced. I was surprised he didn't want seconds, but his mind was made up. "That's fine, I'm glad you loved it, hopefully, my loser stepbrother wasn’t watching, or even listening to us. I’d be pissed if he was, the thought of him jerking his tiny little dick to us,” she said with an angry tone.

"I don't think so," he expanded upon her thoughts. "I guess I'll be going now," he said as he walked out. "Doors unlocked, I'll see you soon," she replied as she pulled herself from the carpeted floor. I was still in shock as she raced around her room, she looked in the mirror on her dresser and fixed and adjusted her clothing, her ass was practically hanging out and I could the waistband of her panties and almost half of her cheeks.

Her phone rang and she pulled it from the end table next to her bed. She answered it. “Hello?” I waited as the person on the other answered. “Oh hi Whitney, yeah I am home, feel free to come to my room,” she replied. I was screwed. For a second I hoped she’d go downstairs to meet her but then she buried me deeper. I had no idea what I was going to do.

Tara sat on her bed and waited. Whitney burst through the door like an exploding mortar, they exchanged greetings and she stood in front of my step-sister. “You look a bit ruffled,” she commented. “I did fix my hair and stuff, but I am a bit sweaty looking, maybe a bit of smell is hanging around as well,” she replied. Whitney took a sniff and it was unmistakable. "Smells like sweat, saliva, and cock,” my dick twinged as she described it so dirty. “You seriously just fucked a guy?” “No, I just gave him head, that’s all. And we made out a lot, and well I kinda swallowed his nut as well.” “You bad girl. I hope he is a nice guy at least.” “He is,” she replied as got up from the bed and stretched. “He’s taking me out this Friday night to some classy restaurant and then to a movie. His name’s Ryan, he’s hot,” she expanded.

“If he’s taking you out, you gotta look good for him. We should pick an outfit for you.” I nearly died when she said that. My nerves were through the roof. “Definitely, I need to look better than this,” replied Tara as she gestured her hands to bring attention to her clothing. Oh fuck. This is gonna be beyond horrible.

“Where should we start? Any suggestions?” “Well, a classy place deserves a nice dress. What do you think?” “That sounds great,” she replied as she looked at Whitney. “I have some in my closet, you can help me pick one.” “I have quite an eye for fashion.” They both moved right to the front of the closet and it felt like their eyes were a pair of guns that were aimed right at me. Oh shit, oh shit, I panicked terribly. What am I going to do? There’s nothing I can do. This is the end of me.

The closet door opened I hid in the back like a bird in a tree. I tensed my body and contorted myself to seem smaller as I waited for the neat inevitable bold feeling of her hand hitting me and the shock that would follow. I heard the screeching sound of wire coat hangers screeching across and around as Tara's hands gestured between fabrics and outfits.

"This pink one?" "It's cute, but not really for an expensive restaurant. That black one is nice and formal, while still hot. That's my suggestion," declared Whitney. “I think it’ll do. What about shoes?” “Heels or flats would be good. How about those white ones?” “White ones? I don’t remember putting any shoes in my closet.”

I’m completely fucked. Tara flicked the clothing from my side to the other and revealed her worst nightmare: That her step-brother saw her swallow a load of cum. “PERCY!” she screamed. “What the fuck are you doing in here? You pervert, how long have you been in here?”. I had no words, just a look of horrific shock and depression emerged on my face. "Your step-brother is a dirty boy. I bet he watched you and that guy get down,” expressed Whitney. “Gross,” she expanded. “I bet he did as well. What were you even doing in my room you asshole? I never let you in, so you decide to do it yourself?” Get out of there right now,” she ordered.

Tara was furious and I had no idea what her endgame was here. I wasn't sure what to do. “Filthy pervert was probably going through all your panties, you know he’s a chronic masturbater,” said Whitney as she laughed filled with confidence. “If he fucking did, pervert,” she groaned harshly. “Get out right now,” she ordered me again. With no options, I didn’t really have a choice. I stepped out.

I awaited the wrath of Tara and Whitney and they certainly didn’t disappoint. Their faces and bodies trembled with fury and a tremendous lust for action. Tara looked like she really wanted to punish men. I felt horrible. Sweat was rolling down my face like a waterfall and the girls could clearly see it. "You look worried. Tell me what you saw?" Asked Tara. "I saw you suck a guy's cock and swallow his cum,” I said anxious, my voice mumbling with a slight crack. The girls laughed at me. “We need to punish this peeping pervert,” declared Whitney.

"I agreed," replied Tara. Whitney walked towards me with her bright red hair bouncing and gripped my shoulders. I shuddered and felt the coldness of her as she stripped my t-shirt off. “Look at his tiny little body,” giggled Tara. “Dirty jerkoff pervert,” furthered Whitney as she grabbed my waist. “What’s this?” she said as she jiggled her hand over the pocket of my jeans. This is getting worse. She fished the lace thong out of my pocket and their faces looked beyond shocked. Tara was heated, her face spelled disgusted and pissed off. “You really did take my fucking sexy panties you asshole!” she eerily yelled. “Check them for cum,” she expanded with an order to Whitney. Her soft eyes glistened over the lace material as her hands ran over them and she dangled them around. “Looks clean.” “That’s a slight positive, but you’re still very much on the hook.”

I’ve been caught with her panties. I’m in disbelief. “Take his pants off,” demanded Tara. Whitney gripped the waistband of my pants and pulled them down to my ankles. She then tore them from my ankles and removed my underwear. “I’m gonna punish this bitch.” “I’ve got an idea,” commented Whitney. She grabbed my knee and stomach and pushed me to the floor, the carpet helped with cushioning. I lost my way for a moment and all of a sudden I realized I had my step-sister's naughty g-string on. The fabric was even more pleasurable this close to my skin, bunched up against my crotch.

“Looking good Percy,” blurted Tara. “It really suits him,” agreed Whitney as she felt up my thin body. “Small, and lacking in hair, you’re step-brother is a perfect little doll for playing with. What do you think?" "You're correct, he is. Let's punish him more, if the little pervert likes watching sluts, he can be one to see what it's like," she with a huge smile and an expression of zest. Whitney slapped my stomach and I really felt it. “I’ve got an idea,” blurted Tara and I waited with strong mystery flowing. Whitney felt me up and I was getting jolts of excitement every time her luscious hands touched my body. I wasn’t sure where she was going with this but I was enjoying it more.

I lazily watched Tara move to her dresser, the same one I raided earlier, but she hit the places I missed. The bottom drawer slid open with a very sharp and audible movement and she reached into the left side of it, all the way to the back. The urgency in her arm gestures was like someone had broken in and she was trying for a gun.

Tara pulled out a large dildo and looked hard at the thick tip and smiled largely. “Get anything fun?” asked Whitney as she licked and kissed my stomach and chest. “Have a look,” she replied and Whitney stopped in an instant. Her head turned swiftly and she locked onto her target. Her eyes lit up as she saw the sex toy. “That definitely looks fun. Let’s punish him with it,” she expanded and Tara gestured in agreement. She walked over to me and look intimidating.

“Turn over,” she pleaded with me. I was in no position to disagree so I did exactly so. I was on my stomach as the girls giggled as Tara fulfilled her fantasies, pulling the thong I had on to the side and lining up the fake cock to my asshole. “Oh god,” I blurted in shock. “Don’t worry, you’re gonna like it,” she insisted, but I wasn’t exactly convinced. Whitney grabbed my cheeks firmly and spread them wide, “Gonna turn you into a bitch now,” she commented as Tara spat in her hand and rubbed thoroughly all over the dildo and then my asshole. This is it, I thought nervously.

“Keep him spread,” ordered Tara with superiority. I felt the stiffness hit the back of me like a battering ram, but with a bit more comfortness. “You’re gonna have fun, being out little sissy boy,” she said as I felt my insides stretch for her cock. Am I really being fucked by my step-sister's dildo? The slightly deeper thrust she conveyed convinced me it really was happening. I couldn't see their faces, but I imagined they were smiling from ear to ear. I could hear Whitney moans and whimpers implying her enjoyment.

"You naughty boy Percy!” yelled my step-sister as Whitney watched in amazement. Tara gave me a spank and Whitney squeezed my cheeks with effort and I felt surprisingly good. Some part of me was finding this to be better than I ever would’ve imagined. “This is fucking hot,” commented Whitney as she licked my left ass cheek. “You’re surprisingly hairless, you’re a real doll,” she furthered.

It seemed both girls had an ass fetish and weren’t afraid to let me know. “Usually it's guys trying for my ass, but not this time, and I'm really having fun," explained Tara. Accurate, as I saw where Ryan's hand was going only minutes earlier. The tables have turned and she loved it. “He’s got an adorable little bubble butt, I just want to eat it up, let’s punish him more, the filthy panty pervert,” said Whitney with dare in her voice.

“You’re damn right. On all four right now!” she ordered me, and I did so. Her strictness and command were making me feel really horny. I was on all fours waiting, still the cock a decent depth inside me. She spat more in her hands and so did Whitney for good measure, they both rubbed their makeshift lube onto my backdoor one after the other and I knew I was in for more. Tara sped up and she moaned with kinky pleasure as I felt the intensity inside of me grow. I was really getting it now and the girls loved what was happening, but I felt this was not even the end of it.

I felt sweat run down my body as my hole get manually fucked by the strength and pressure of Tara's great hands. "You're pounding him," described Whitney with a laugh. She ran her over my left cheek and squeezed me again. "Your pet's body is so cute," she added again. Tara was still fucking me and she couldn't do anything but agree with her. "It is adorable," she said in a higher pitch than normal, almost making fun of me. "I love dirty talk and name-calling as well," she continued as she traded looks with Whitney's lovely face.

Whitney's face turned to thought and she popped open her mouth, "I've got an idea as well. Turn over onto your back honey," she commanded me. Tara slowed down her fucking and eventually pulled the dick out after a few seconds, rhythmically stimulating me to perfection. "Sure thing," I replied as I turned over. "Call us Mistress, or even Queen, and then our name will even do, you peeper," Tara smirked and appreciated the suggestions. “Assert our dominance,” she softly said.

“Hand him the cock,” she asked of Tara. She followed her lead and did so, “What now Mistress?” I asked with obedience and loyalty streaming from me. “Fuck yourself,” she suggested. I leaned back all the way and lift my legs and spread as well as I could, pulling my cute panties to the side. Tara dived in and spat a big load right into my hole and fingered it around, encasing my back door with it. "Play with your pussy," she said immediately after and deeply looked into my eyes.

I stuck it inside me and tried my best. I used one hand to hold my legs from underneath my knees and then to fuck myself. The big cock was certainly satisfying and using it myself was another aspect of more fun to the overall sensation. “Looks great playing with herself,” commented Tara as she closely watched. “That cute little bumhole, it’s gorgeous,” she indicated as I pulled the cock out for a hot moment. “Look at that! Pretty little gaper from the panty boy,” laughed Whitney with a strong amount of lust. The kink was growing as I stuck it back in. “Keep at it baby!” screamed Tara.

I was so horny and turned on as I fucked myself. My pussy was getting used and I craved the stimulation. The inside of my back door was feeling really good, almost fiery like ecstasy as I worked the dildo around deep inside. I saw Tara get up and walk over to her dresser again and open up a drawer on the right side, near the top. It slid open and she pulled out some more cute lingerie, which made my skin flutter as I saw the lace material in her lovely hands.

She jolted back over and handed it to Whitney, "Put it on for her," she said. Whitney nodded and used her finger to indicate for me to lean back up. On edge, I pulled the cock out and felt a burst of frustration. I was up now and she went around my back and slung the red lace bra around my stomach and pulled it up to my chest. “Cute little nipples,” Tara commented as her best friend clipped the ends of it together and completed my mismatching lingerie set. “Pretty, huh?” she asked Tara with a smile and stern look. “Damn right,” she replied with enthusiasm in her tone.

"Get up now," instructed Tara. I got up in a hurry and waited. "What are you?" She asked me with zest. "You're step-brother," I nervously replied in a whimper. She didn't look happy at my response, her face turning rigid and her eyebrows curling. Oh shit. “Your sexy panty boy Mistress?" I guessed with a sharper tone and a big smile. The girls seemed happier at that and Whitney squeezed my hip. I loved the feeling of being groped but I craved more. I could my masculinity leaving by the minute and I idolized it.

“I think he needs more than what we can give him," said Tara as groped my panty-covered ass in dense lust. "How so?" Questioned Whitney with a curious face. "A cock that can actually thrust properly, so he can really feel the sexiness of domination," she replied. Whitney thought about her statement as the girls played with me for a moment. I knew they planning something fun, so I tried not to seem too excited, as they were getting a lot of fun in trying to punish me.

Whitney finally had something to add and turned her attention to my step-sister for it. “So, a strap-on is what you mean?” “It’d work well,” she replied caressing my stomach and crotch. "I don't have one, unfortunately, if you did it'd be wonderful," she continued. Whitney shook her head with a slight frown and looked disappointed. “We couldn’t get one anytime soon, but I know how we could get a proper cock for Percy.” “How?” asked Tara. “Ryan, I reckon he’d basically fuck anything that was tight and looked even slightly feminine,” she said with sexiness pouring from her mouth. Holy shit, I don’t know why, but that sounds really fucking hot.

“Let’s get him over here, I wanna see him bend my slut over," demanded Tara with some sort of growl in her voice. “We gotta doll him up more than this, he needs to look better for him to be a proper sissy gurl,” she said encouraging my step-sister. “You’re right, let’s do this. To the bathroom panty boy,” she ordered me and I had no qualms with following her. "Yes, Mistress," I obediently stated as I moved down the hallway to the other end and approached our large and luxurious bathroom. “Don’t stop,” she persisted and spanked my ass firmly. She certainly knew how to motivate and I stepped inside, feeling the coldness of the light brown wooden flooring.

“Where to start?” I asked with honesty. “Take this, I’m sure you know what to do,” replied Tara as she entered and took a tube of Nair hair removal and a sharp razor from the top of the vanity. “I’ll do it,” I excitedly replied as I took the items from her. “We’ll be waiting,” Tara said as she walked out and closed the door. I locked the door anyway and immediately took off my lingerie and neatly hung it on a shelf near the entrance that was empty of towels. I then took a beautifully clean white one from beneath the sink cabinet and hung sat it down folded into a square on top of the closed toilet seat.

I turned the taps on the shower and entered, the warm and fulfilling water stream hitting me with powerful flashes of pleasure. The steaminess was so enticing I was getting momentarily distracted, just happy relaxing in my silence until I remembered what Tara had asked of me. I stepped out from the shower stream and popped the top of the Nair bottle and sprayed it all over my body as well as I could. My legs, thighs, arms, stomach, chest, crotch, and behind were lathered in the substance, like cream on a romantic wedding cake.

I ran the impressive razor all over my body, blasting from one section to the other in minutes with a swift and accurate slice, as the thin hairs fell off in a near instant touch like magic. The small bristles of shaved excrement fell onto the floor and ran down the drain quickly, as the powerful shower worked itself. The smoothness of my legs was making my eyes obsessed. I loved the feeling of it, so girly and feminine, it was so wonderful to have my masculinity removed with some effort of a razor.

My arms were shaved as well. I looked at them and the thinness of it really hit home, I was so skinny and petite like a pretty girl should be. My flat chest and small waist looked so pretty and elegant, I almost imagined having a small perky pair of tits to top it off, and what it'd like for them to be squeezed, whether by my hand or someone else’s.

Finally, my crotch and ass area were fully done by the shaving device, and not a single speck of hair remained, not that I had that much to begin with anyway. I looked down at my penis and balls for some reason I imagined it either disappearing or being locked away temporarily, as I put myself into girl mode with the help of the girls. I don’t know what device could do it, but I was pretty sure something like that existed somewhere.

As the water ran across my back and hit the floor I knew my time was up and turned the faucets back to their original position, instantly cutting out the stream and leaving me dripping with wetness, but not the sexy kind. I rushed to the towel on the toiler and dried myself, squeezing the towel with a tight grip and slapping it all and around my hairless body. The cotton absorbed the water all over me as I repeatedly strung it over every inch of myself, careful not to miss a spot.

I was bone dry and as I checked myself out in the mirror after I wiped the fog away. Not a single line of water was falling down or resting anywhere on my body. I loved seeing my girlified body in the mirror, I was beginning to feel more and more like a woman by the minute. “Are you done? I can’t hear the shower anymore,” asked Tara with a slightly muffled tone, as the door held her voice back. “Yeah, I’m done,” I replied raising my voice to accommodate the hearing difficulties. I turned the lock and Tara opened it.

“Whitney, I might require your help,” she yelled down the hallway and I heard her rushed footsteps loudly pattering towards us. “Gonna fem this boy up,” declared Whitney as she arrived in an almost humorous tone, fully aware of her odd wording, but her intentions were completely serious. “You look fabulous shaved,” furthered Whitney as her eyes checked me out.

“I’ll get the stuff we need since I know where everything is,” said Tara as she opened the rectangular-shaped container on top of the vanity. It was pink all over apart from the front of the drawers which were a bright and contrasting white. She grabbed the immaculate silver handle on the top one and withdrew some makeup products, most of which I wasn't exactly sure about.

Brushes, circular items, and long thin pencil-like things covered in vibrant colors accumulated in her hand and on the vanity in front of me as she started to get busy. “Relax,” she suggested as I felt something soft and cold hit my cheeks and face from her precision fingers. As I watched her jolt and spread it across, I recognized it as foundation, I was sort of aware it was the first or one of the first things in makeup, I wasn’t completely clueless about this, just not very knowledgeable. “It matches my tone,” I aired out with perception, and she nodded softly in agreement and held a slight smile for half a moment.

She gripped a brush and held it directly to my slightly altered face. The bristles were a noticeable change in feeling and atmosphere as she ran all over me with a steady hand, pushing firmly, but not too hard. "Now for concealer?" asked Whitney stemming the dullness. "Definitely," replied Tara with a happy tone. Whitney stood right next to me, obsessed with my feminization as my step-sister began to doll me up even more. She opened a tube and dabbed on more product, concealer as Whitney put it, and began to see my reflection in the large clear mirror turn more girly and perfect. My pores disappeared as she applied with the blending sponge and I could see more of my blemishes and pocks and odd spots vanish like a ghost.

My skin color changed in response and I looked just fabulous, even though she wasn’t completely finished. The power of makeup was surprising to me and I anxiously awaited the final result. “She’s looking good,” blurted Whitney with zest. “Gorgeous,” replied Tara. If I’m gonna be a girl, I need a name then. “Mistresses, I need a sissy name, any ideas?” “It should probably be similar to your real name for consistency and logic, any thoughts Tara? I'm unsure," she asked as she turned her right to look at her. Tara cleared her throat and gave a long look. “How about Piper? It’s really cute and has the same ring to it." Whitney smiled and her face showed appreciation for it. "I love that, thank you, Mistresses," I replied with loyalty. “Piper’s on her way to being a proper sissy girl for someone, let's not stop here," commented Whitney as she gestured for Tara to continue with a hand motion.

“Agreed,” she replied and persisted. “Your skin looks so smooth, pale white and every mark and dot gone, even your freckles," she expanded. Tara took another pencil-like item and darted it to my eyes. "Close it," she ordered and I shut my left eye. I felt the end of the stick gently and neatly dab again the upper area of my eyelids and all of a sudden both sides were done in a few seconds. “Purple eyeshadow, nice and smoky,” she described as I opened my eyes and saw her lusting over me, I felt beautiful and desired. “You’re green eyes work well,” commented Whitney as Tara didn’t stop her plans.

Another item hit just beneath the ridges of my eyes and above my lashes. Tara drew the eyeliner across the left and right and finished with no difficulty. I stared in the mirror at my womanly face and loved it. The eyeshadow and red eyeliner went well together, my entire body was vibration with femininity and I loved the girls for doing it. “Nearly done now,” said Whitney as she handed more products to Tara. She accurately and heartedly caked my lips in a dark shade of red, my lips were glossy, plump, and shined like a garnet. I pouted in the mirror and felt like a real woman.

"You look slutty when you do that," said Whitney as she put the makeup away into the drawers loudly, clacking as she jostled them back into their resting spots. Tara tossed her hand into the circular rock-toned tumbler and pulled out some mascara. She flicked the lid off and held it towards my lashes, and applied a few luscious strokes on both of my eyes until they were succulent and full black.

I placed my hand beneath my chin and squinted my eyes as best as I could, aiming to look like a cute girl for them. They enjoyed it. Their sharp smiles and loud high-pitched giggles confirmed my beauty as I pushed my lips forward and sexily winked a few times. The girls catcalled me and Tara spanked my panty-covered ass. “I’ll do the last thing,” said Whitney as spun open the lid from the blush container and dabbed it onto my cheeks, blending it in with a purple makeup sponge, until my cheeks looked rosy and pink and graceful.

“Shoot Ryan a text would you?” Asked Tara and Whitney nodded in response, pulling her phone out of her front pocket, I saw her finger nimbly tap all over the screen, the glass screen bouncing off notable input sounds as typed her message and blasted send. "Done, told him that since he's always trying to get in your ass, you have a cute girlfriend over who will happily take it," she said to Tara as their shared looks.

“I’m sure that will work,” she replied with a sexy laugh. Happily take it? In my ass? My body was trembling with deep horny energy and I felt shakes all over. My lust was growing intensely. “Whitney, go lay out an outfit on my bed for Piper,” she said she took off with no response, obeying her best friend's instructions as she typically would. “Gotta fix your hair as well," she said. “My hair? How so, a wig?” "I don't have any, and we don't have time to get one sadly. I'll take my straightener and I have some thoughts," she replied as grabbed her styling tool from beneath the bathroom cabinet, plugging it into the outlet nearby and flicking the on switch.

The straightener heated up in a few quiet moments and I could feel the heat bouncing off the clamps of it. It was new to me, I'd never been this close to one before, I'd rarely seen any girl use it, not even Tara. She ran it down the ends of the left side of my hair, turning it from the curly and wavy mess it was to an impeccably straight hanging unbalanced mop, as she turned to the other side and did the same thing. The soft buzzing noise emitted inside of my ear and the heat warmly coated the rest of my curly blob until it fell in a straight and hanging contraption. "Nearly there," she said as she pulled it away and placed it on the vanity, switching it off at the powerpoint.

She grabbed some styling spray and a brush and did my hair with them, the smell of the product lingering in my nostrils for a moment as she finished. My hair is done in a cute little pixie cut type thing with some hot bangs over my forehead. It was adorable and I loved it. "Let's go see what Whitney got for you, we're basically the same size," said Tara as she walked out of the bathroom and down the hallway to her room, with me close behind, trying to imitate her seductive and sexy walk style.

I entered her room to the visible delight of both of them and my eyes were instantly drawn to the clothing strung out onto the bed. A pretty purple mini dress, a matching white lace bra and thong, and a sexy pair of black stockings. “I see Piper’s attached to the dress,” described Tara, shooting a smile at Whitney. “It’s hard to miss,” I shot back with acceptance. “Even though Ryan will really punish you, it seems she’s growing into everything we’ve done,” said Whitney with a perceptive tone.

I stared at the dress, feeling my body wrought with anxiety. Is this too much? Could I handle this with Ryan? I guess I’ll find out. “I decided to get you some matching lingerie this time,” said Whitey as she flew the thong over and I barely caught it. Without thinking ahead I dropped my towel to reveal my pathetically thin and hairless body, not a shred of manhood on me apart from the tiny shriveled penis, which, when combined with the girl's hard laughter at the same time, didn't come close to counting. “My nipples are bigger than that thing,” giggled Tara with a venomous snarl.

I did my best to pretend their mean comments weren’t happening as I threw on the lace set. The panties gripped around my crotch area as I pulled them into place, the white material tightly cupping my genitals, while on the other side I felt the newly familiar wedgie feeling as the strip nested between my cheeks.

“Panty boy, give me and Whitney a show, twirl,” she ordered with ferocity. Reluctantly, I did what I was told right then, spinning, twisting, turning, and contorting my body as sexily as I could, trying to embrace the essence of a high-class stripper. My face burned with embarrassment as I did so, however, and I felt odd having them assess my weak body.

As I turned back to face them, Whitney looked a bit shocked, while Tara said, “Oh wow! Piper’s actually got a decent little ass, especially cute in a thong. Ryan’s gonna love it.” “He’s gonna use you baby!” expanded Whitney.

About half an hour later, I was completely dressed up and waiting still in her room. Tara and Whitney a bit busy waiting downstairs, probably scrolling through social media or responding to texts. My hairless skinny legs were covered in the hot stockings, and I had stuffed my bra with some socks to give the illusion of a pair of small breasts, while the dress was tightly fitting helping to highlight some curves I had. Meanwhile, the girls had painted my nails in black to add to everything already.

I had a soft noise from downstairs which I presumed to be Ryan knocking. Moments later the door unlocked and I heard it open, along with a flurry of voices talking, but I couldn't make out what they were saying. I'm sure it was just him and girls chatting, probably making up some backstory for me, such as I was an old friend that she hadn't seen for a while and I was in town suddenly. I’m sure she also mentioned that I was a slut, an anal whore for him to play with. I heard the loud footsteps as he made his way to me. I jumbled my body slightly and felt the thong tease me, my penis shivering in excitement. The girls had turned me into one of them.

The door opened eerily and let out a slight creak as he came into the frame of my eyes. I was losing myself. His tall and large body entered as his athletic legs carried him over to me. He had a sharp intent coming from his face and I knew he was going to use me as a slut, finally fulfilling his desire of getting a tight asshole to stretch out to epic proportions.

He looked at me and smiled. The same guy who had just blown a load into my stepsister's mouth a few hours ago was lusting after me. The girls had done their job to perfection, he had no idea who I really was. Emotions blurred as I stared back at him, his masculine face a great contrast to my dolled-up face.

"I'm Piper," I said softly, trying for a seductive and girly tone. "My parents are friends with Tara's, we've known each other since we were young, but I haven't seen her in a while," I continued with a smirk. He delayed his response and I was worried that he figured out who I really was. I fear he’d punch me then and there, being a real alpha boy college.

However, he shifted close to me and whispered, "Tara told me you've got a bit of a wild side, even more so than her. She said you’ll go where she won’t let me?” “It has some truth to it, I won’t argue,” I replied with a bit more zip in my tone, feeling some confidence. "I want to find out," he added as a fluttering of girly excitement hit me all over. "Let's see," he purred tilting his head down to mine and grabbing my shoulder, as he leaned down to kiss me.

His strong and delicious lips pushed into mine and his thick tongue slipped inside, it honestly felt so damn good I had really tried to bring myself not to moan with overwhelming pleasure. As his tongue and lips went to town, I felt all of my nerves fade away like a ghost. So when he took me further onto the bed, I was not able to resist.

Our mouths danced once more into a passionate and lustful kiss, and I shivered when I felt his strong hands going up and down my thin, shaking body. Seconds later, I noticed his hands slide down my legs and to my crotch. Oh shit. This couldn't happen, he couldn't find out the truth about my gender. Scared out of my mind, I did the only thing I could think of and the only thing that made sense. I pushed on his chest and had him flat down on the bed in a moment, and I buried my face in his lap.

"Oh, is that how you want it?" He said with a massive smile. "Naughty girl, my favorite kind." Holy shit. Is this happening? Was I really about to do this? The girls had trained me well, and my new feminine look and slutty desires told me there was no turning back. I've never been so turned on in my life. The only thing I wanted was to wrap my lips around his thick cock and take his cum, just like my whore stepsister had done earlier. What would this make me? I thought I was straight and here I was.

As my mind raced with thoughts, Ryan pulled open his and unzipped his jeans, and whipped his cock out of his underwear, right in front of my eyes. I couldn’t take my attention off it, you'd have to cut my eyes out to get me to stop obsessing over it. The same cock Tara had I was about? Holy shit. I took a decent sigh, and fell into it, planting soft and romantic kisses that eluded a hint of reluctance, as they gradually increased in occurrence, building confidence.

I was licking and lapping, working over his musky balls and dabbing and running my horny tongue up and down his amazing shaft, tasting the slightly salty taste of his skin, until I finally took the lovely head into my mouth, tightly encasing my lips around as I began to suck him properly. Ryan let out a deep moan of pleasure, which kept me going. I bobbed faster, feeling his cock get even more erect inside my mouth until it felt like it was made out of stone.

As I worked him over, his hands began to move around my body again, but this time he was groping the other side, feeling up my butt cheeks with his firm palms outside my dress. I felt his fingers move down and up inside of my dress and reach between my cheeks, so much so that a couple of his fingertips were softly adjacent to my asshole.

I remembered what Tara had said about this, however, unlike her I didn’t hate it. It gave me spasms of excitement as he tapped away. I softly moaned around his cock as tried to push in more, tapping and plundering away. I was overwhelmed with sensations and inputs as pushed my sexual buttons. My ass shivered as he put one finger inside my hole. He slowly penetrated me with intent, his index finger doing a number on me, as I kept sucking like a good girl.

Oh wow. This feels so damn good. I couldn’t believe this was actually happening, I now realized who I really was: A naughty girl, moaning with pleasure and desire with a cock in her mouth as a hot and muscular guy fingered my tight back door. I could feel myself getting hard in my cute panties, even though not a finger had been down there. Ryan had found the magical spot to control and pleasure me with, a secret button deep within my depths, as each thrust of his finger inside sent another magnificent jolt of pleasure straight to my body and dick, until we were both moaning heavily, getting closer to the end of everything.

“Yeah baby, keep doing that,” he moaned as I kept sucking, licking at the head of his dick while I stroked with one hand and felt his big balls with the other. “Don’t quit, keep going …” "Put it in me, Daddy," I demanded as I stared deeply into his eyes. "Don't have to ask me twice," he replied excitedly.

He picked me up and spun me around, lifting my dress in an instant and aiming right at my pussy. I was too lost in horniness to worry about him finding my cock as he spat on his penis and pushed it inside of me. I was blown away. His thickness was thrusting slowly, pushing out my tight hole to the depths of his big cock. I was so tight and he working me over like a good little sissy girl. “Oh yeah baby, that is amazing,” he muttered as he sped up with his tool, pushing my pleasure even more. Holy shit. This feels great. I guess he was so lost in me he didn’t notice my balls.

His manly thickness was pounding my girly hole and it felt wonderful. He was going fast now and I was feeling it like crazy, my backdoor was heavily opened up and I couldn’t be more obsessed with it. “Oh yeah, give it to me Daddy,” I screamed in pleasure as he spanked my ass and sped up even more. He was pounding with the speed of a mechanical bull. He was moaning like there was no tomorrow. The rawness of the thrusting with pushing him to the edge and his voice confirmed that.

I now understood he was about to explode. Moments later he pulled out and I turned and he finished inside of me with a large load squirting and shooting out, his twitching dick spurting his warm and oddly delicious salty semen into my throat and over my tongue, swiftly filling up my mouth.

I tightly wrapped my legs around his pulsing penis, taking his load meanwhile the best orgasm of my entire life hit me in a deep state of sexual bliss, my cock squirting firmly into my sexy panties as I flashed with pleasure throughout my entire body, as I licked up Ryan’s final drops of nut. I’d just turned my head slightly away after swallowing every drop and I tried to fix my messed-up lipstick when I saw Tara standing at the doorway. Her eyes widened and she looked satisfied. She had totally transformed me and she and Whitney loved it. They made me into a bad bitch, rightfully punishing me for my actions.

Everything had winded down by now as I was still on the bed. Ryan had left earlier and I was still in shock at everything. A rush of pleasure hit me like the wind, almost certainly from the new experiences and the ones I’d be having in the future after sparking this side of me with the help of the girls. This was the first, but it wouldn’t be the last, I knew that for certain. Thanks, Tara and Whitney.







◆◆◆

If you enjoyed this be sure to check out my other books here: My books!

Thank you!
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