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Synopsis





After the most humiliating experience ever - getting pounded in the butt with a strap-on cock at the hands of three gorgeous femdoms – Alex isn’t so sure that he’s cut out for the 'femboy’ life. He wants to retain his sense of masculinity, but his new master, Melanie, certainly has other plans!

She is far from finished in turning the eighteen year-old boy into the prettiest sissy-girl on the block. Whether he realizes it or not, she has bigger experiences in store. First, Melanie decides that Alex must join her and her friends to the mall for a girl’s day out, to test the sissy-boy’s true spirit as a girl.

And if Alex shows true potential, Melanie might just get to watch her femboy, on his back, with his butt in the air, while the biggest jock in town takes his virginity. But don’t tell Alex, yet – it’s a surprise!


Note





Dear readers,

Please note that Femboy 2 is in fact, a continuation of the story presented in Femboy. This is a sequel and continues the story of Alex, a femboy in the making – at the hands of a beautiful young femdom, named Melanie. While this part is perfectly readable without having read the first episode, and still provides plenty of ‘enjoyment,’ you might consider checking out part one. I have summarized the contents of ‘Femboy Part One’ in the prologue that follows, hoping to provide a bit of context, so that you can enjoy this story as a standalone, if you wish. But I also recommend checking out ‘Femboy Part One’ to fully enjoy the tale of Alex’s transformation from boy to sissy.

To purchase Femboy 1, click here

Also the perspective has changed from first person to third person between the two books to better tell the story.

Sincerely, Madame Queen


Prologue





In twenty-four hours, Alex found his entire world turned upside-down – or, perhaps finally made right. The shy, introverted college-bound boy hid behind his golden bangs, keeping the world at a distance. Girls had never paid him much attention; yet now, after a chance encounter with a gorgeous redheaded girl named Melanie, Alex found himself at the receiving end of a naughty little transformation, and all to please the girl of his dreams.

The redheaded twenty-three year-old apparently had a preference for effeminate young guys, like Alex; the more submissive, the more feminine in stature, the more soft-featured – the better, as far as Melanie had been concerned. After the clumsy eighteen year-old boy bumped into her in front of the bookstore on that fateful afternoon; she decided that she had to have him. Next thing either of them knew, they were back at Melanie’s apartment, making out. Alex thought he’d struck gold with the sort of girl most guys fantasized about. But Melanie has a domineering, naughty pleasure in watching boys like Alex squirm. She knows Alex’s true nature is to be a sissy little ‘femboy,’ dressed like the prettiest girl on the block and strutting around for the real men – the very thing she knows Alex will never be.

Knowing he has so much more potential pleasing real men than trying to become one, Melanie decides to dress her new boy-toy as a cute girl that very evening. Reluctant, Alex finally indulges, and lets the dreamy redhead turn him into a stunning blonde girl, named ‘Alexis.’ But little did he know, Melanie had a craving for more. After inviting her best friends Danielle and Rachel over, she pounds Alex’s tight, virgin butt with a nice, big strap-on cock – made especially for deflowering new sissy femboy’s like Alex. The femboy winced and whimpered as he eventually took the powerful, merciless fake cock into his tight little ‘boy pussy,’ as Melanie calls it. Before Alex knew it, he was spent and broken open in a humiliating yet endlessly arousing evening of defilement and feminization at the hands of three insatiable femdoms.

While Alex enjoyed the attention, and the fact that he shared a sexual experience with three beautiful girls, he isn’t sure about Melanie’s plans to turn him into a girl. Surely she’s had her fill, and Alex can finally make a move on the redhead and with any luck, make her his new girlfriend. But the conniving femdom isn’t finished with him so soon; he’s too much fun! She has bigger - dirtier – plans. And Alex will have to decide whether he wants to be further turned into a girl. He’ll do as he’s asked if he truly wishes to please his new master, Melanie. But that might require some very unthinkable tasks…


Part 1





“Wake up, pussy boy,” a text message read, flashing across the screen of Alex’s phone. As it brightened the screen, the metal body of the phone vibrated atop a maple-wood nightstand. The eighteen year-old yawned and passively rubbed his eyes. His body aches with soreness, caging throughout his limbs, but settling between his legs and around his butt, in particular.

Alex brushed a hand over his tussled hair and squinted as a few strands of sunlight broke in through the blinds on his window. With the aching sensation to guide him, Alex quickly remembered the day before; he at once recalled being broken open and impaled onto a giant strap-on cock, as it hanged around the hips of a gorgeous redheaded girl named Melanie - and all as her gorgeous friends Danielle and Rachel, enjoyed every moment of the eighteen year-old boy’s humiliating violation.

Within a moment, Alex’s stomach turned to knots – stinging with humiliation and embarrassment. Yet the moment he remembered each new detail of the previous evening’s humiliation and feminization, he found his body swelling with arousal. In particular, he felt the primal reaction between his thighs, as his cock swelled with desire. But, as it grew, and the boy prepared to stroke himself to a pleasurable early-morning climax, he found his erection had been stunted.

He pulled the crème-collared cotton sheets from his skinny, sinewy body, only to find himself clothed in nothing more than a pink push-up bra and a matching pair of pink, silky panties cupped stretched over his manhood. Alex winced as the pain around his cock continued to nag at him.

He reached down and pulled the stretchy band of the panties out from the bald, shaven space at the base of his cock, and revealed the source of his pain.

“Oh no… no, no, no,” he whispered to himself, shaking his head with disbelief. He rubbed the back of his neck compulsively, as he eyed the chastity cage that Melanie had locked his genitals into; literally latching a cage around his cock and sack, with a lock that she – and only she – had the key to.

The little plastic, pink cage encased his genitals with precision and, save for a few small spaces on both sides and a hole right at the tip of his penis so that he could urinate, he had no access to his own privates. It was as though Melanie had bought a part of his body – she owned it, now – and he had access to it, only with her permission.

His cock continued to swell in its constrictive cage. He swatted at it and fingered into the spaces, trying to free his swollen cock from the tiny pink prison, to no avail. His body matched the sensation, growing desperate for satiety. His sack tightened, a bruising ache in his ass, spread across the forefront of his mind, as it clenched with want. Alex scowled, finding the attempts to free his cock to be in futility. The small, brass keyhole glared at him with utter refusal to open on its own, as if by magic.

Alex grabbed his phone, to plead with Melanie, when he saw her texts.

“Yeah, I’m up,” he texted back, rolling his eyes and adjusting his golden-blonde hair, trying to straighten it out for appearances.

As he concentrated on his appearances, his erection started to fade. At least something good is happening this morning, he thought, as the pain between his thighs subsided. Alex quickly realized – and became conflicted with - the fact that he’d actually become relieved to see his erection squandered – stolen from him. His conscious mind had been disturbed and angered by the deprivation of a hard-cock between his legs, yet his first, instinctual thought, had been one of relief, that his cock had started to shrink, once again. He shook his head, and hoped to put the mental-debate in the back of his mind. There was little time to question any of it, right then, especially when Alex hadn’t wanted to confront the fact that perhaps Melanie had been right – he was destined to become a girly little femboy.

“We’re going to the mall today, so hurry up and get over here.” The next text from Melanie read. It seemed surprisingly friendly, which had been a welcome change from the girl’s bossy attitude thus far. Of course, the reply still retained a touch of that same impatience that Melanie was already known for.

“Can’t,” Alex texted back, with a hint of nervousness gripping his body, as he knew he was about to reject Melanie’s orders. “I have a job interview today.”

“Ugh,” Melanie texted back.

“Get your sissy butt over here and we can talk about it. Seriously.” She returned.

A touch of anxiety played over Alex’s mind. His chest grew tense as he tried to decide which obligation he should fulfill. On one hand, he knew he could probably find a better summer job if he skipped his interview that afternoon. On the other hand, he needed to retain his sense of independence. Was he actually going to skirt his ‘real-world’ responsibilities at a moment’s notice, simply to please Melanie and her sexual teasing?

Alex sighed and adjusted the cock-cage in his panties, pulling a pair of skinny jeans that she had given him, up over his legs. Alex looked himself in the mirror and pulled on a snug white camisole, that Rachel had gifted him the night before. The cotton cami hugged his body with perfection, stopping short of his belly-button and leaving his lean navel exposed for the world.

He didn’t know what to do about the empty spaces in his push-up bra; the bra had been for imagination – for Melanie and the girls to embellish the idea of what Alex might look, should he somehow sprout boobs. He didn’t think Melanie intended for him to fill it with anything, so he left it empty. With Alex’s mom still home, the boy knew he needed to cover his naughty new clothes, lest she find out his unacceptable new indulgence. So, Alex brought a thick-cotton hoodie down over his chest and belly, and gave himself a quick once-over in the mirror. As he realized that a hint of makeup remained on his face, he felt another pang of anxiety. The purple eye-shadow, the touch of blush and dark eye-liner, radiated from his reflection, in the mirror. He took a deep breath, and saw another text across his screen. “Alexis! Come on!”

He his hoodie and rushed from his bedroom, hoping he could avoid any confrontations between his room, and Melanie’s apartment. He tip-toed down his stairs and rounded the corner toward the hallway, when he heard his older brother’s voice calling toward him.

“Hey Alex? Hey bro, are you going somewhere? Would you mind grabbing me a pack of cigs if you hit up a gas-station?” The deep voice beamed from down the hallway.

“Uh, sure, man,” Alex returned. His brother emerged from the living room and poked his head into the hallway, just in time to see Alex walking briskly down it and away from him.

As Alex pulled open the front door, his brother couldn’t help but notice the skinny jeans hugging his younger brother’s ass. They shaped his butt into a tight little package that resembled all too uncannily, the girls back at the college. He shook his head and went back to lazily watching the television, convincing himself that he’d only imagined it.

[image: ]

With one right turn at the end of his street, Alex had made his decision. The job interview required a left turn, but Alex had chosen his path – to please Melanie, the girl who had bossed him into dressing like a girl and violated him with a giant rubber cock. But Alex couldn’t deny that he’d loved it. Deep down, the remnants of his masculinity tugged at him to retain some sense of independence and male instinct, but the more Alex felt the silk panties straddling his ass and his caged-cock, the more he knew that Melanie had brought him closer to the truest version of himself. What had seemed dominating and demanding had brought Alex a sense of revelation. He had been brought face-to-face with his most authentic self; an identity that he’d never known existed, nor knew he could even attain. He knew little about the world, and aside from a scant knowledge of transgender people, didn’t realize that there were boys out there who simply dressed and acted as girls for their own satisfaction. Suddenly, he found himself joining the ranks of those cross-dressing boys, who not only loved the sensation of panties around their hips, but craved the sort of domination that only a stern girl could provide. At first, Alex thought that perhaps Melanie could be his girlfriend. But the more time that passed, the more Alex realized that Melanie would be something so much more important to him – the girl who took a chance on a random boy in the street, and showed him his true self. She would be the one who took him and introduced him to the forbidden fruits of his new path. When Alex might be unsure whether he could make a step or give in to the feminine cravings inside him - lest his male-self be livid - Melanie would be there to push him along, like being thrown into the river and made to swim.

His body pulsed as he drove the familiar roads to Melanie’s apartment. He closed in on the college campus, at the edge of which, her apartments resided. From a distance, Alex could see the University tower. He parked in Melanie’s parking lot, and thought about his future. He would be going there in the fall, but would he be a new person by then? Would Melanie’s creation, ‘Alexis,’ succeed, where Alex had always failed? He’d never made it as a boy, could he make it as a girl? Had Melanie, in fact, seen some potential in him as a girl?

What if she doesn’t help me the whole way, though? He wondered. What if she’s only teasing me for her own satisfaction?

Whatever the case, all Alex knew, was that he had this moment with Melanie – the most attractive girl to ever accept him. He realized then, that he would obey whatever Melanie asked. Whatever seemingly degrading or humiliating experience, Alex knew he would follow Melanie’s demands. He knew that – while humiliating and degrading – he would look back the next morning, as he had on this very morning that followed his strap-on deflowering – with the knowledge that he’d shared the moment with the hottest girl he’d ever known. Though he didn’t know how far he could go for the domineering girl, he knew that he would go as far as he could, if only to please her.

He adjusted himself in the mirror and, after tossing his hoodie in the back-seat of his car, Alex made his way to Melanie’s front door. He took a deep breath and knocked.

Before he could get a second knock, the door pulled open and Melanie grabbed Alex, yanking him into the apartment.

“Shame on you, Alexis,” Melanie chided. Alex could only notice Melanie’s perfect, full breasts, tucked into a mango-colored t-shirt with some sort of goofy script written across the front. For a moment, too brief to measure, Alex held the thought in his mind of envy. I wish my boobs were as big as hers, he thought, somewhere in the depths of his consciousness – too deep to grasp and confront. He shook his head, as if trying to snap himself out of such modes of thought, when Melanie continued.

“Why did you make me wait so long?” Melanie said. “We’re supposed to meet Rachel and Dani at the mall in like, thirty minutes.”

“So?” Alex shrugged. “I’m here, now. It takes like fifteen to get there.”

He caught Melanie’s glare of contempt and cowered before her. “Are you questioning me, Alexis?”

“No,” Alex replied.

“Well, good,” Melanie said, crossing her arms and grinning prideful. “We have a lot of work to do with you to get you ready for the mall, which is why I’m frustrated. You took your sweet time getting here, and now I’ve got to work miracles to get us to the mall in time.”

A thrill of want came down Alex’s body and crawled back up his legs, settling in his center, as Melanie tugged at his skinny jeans and unzipped them, solely to ensure he was wearing his panties.

“You aren’t entirely disloyal, I see,” she noted.

“Um, about all of that,” Alex started. “Can you take the cock-cage off of me, now? It hurt this morning when I got an erection.”

“Alexis,” Melanie said, locking eyes with Alex. “The cage is to train you. You don’t need that silly thing anymore,” she explaining, pointing down toward Alex’s penis. “You need to put it out of your mind. And besides, you don’t need it to need to cum, anyway,” she added.

“What?” Alex squinted and cocked his head, trying to understand.

“Alexis, you should know by now that you can get the same pleasure when you’re penetrated. You don’t need your penis because a nice, big dildo in your butt will make you cum. You just need a little more training,” Melanie snapped. “Speaking of, let’s go. We need to get you ready for a public outing.”

Melanie led Alex to her bedroom, hoping to dress him in a pair of tiny denim shorts to go with his skinny white camisole. She had a cute little short-cut blonde wig, only a few inches past the ear and a set of straight ‘Cleopatra’ bangs, that she just knew would be perfect to compliment Alex’s soft face. It would turn her new boy-toy into the perfect, young and innocent doll she’d intended for him to be. Melanie knew that everybody’s eyes would be on her and her friends, with Alexis beside them and rocking such a cute outfit on her skinny little frame. For a moment, Melanie felt somewhat jealous of her new project, but she decided that she would have a bit of fun later on to satisfy such envy.

She sat Alex down and primped and powdered him. She stripped him naked and took a special delight as she saw his cock-cage once again, firmly clutching and imprisoning his most valuable possession. She shook her head with the knowledge that, unbeknownst to Alex, his penis would shrink in the cage and eventually, he would be indistinguishable from the cutest girl in town. She made sure to give him the perfect lips and cheeks, along with a bit of eyeliner to advertise that Alexis would be no prude; a nice, little and inconspicuous message to the boys in town that while Alexis was the sort of girl who seemed chaste and proper enough for parents, she would give a blowjob in the library or in the back row of the movies with little persuasion. Melanie grinned at the image of Alexis’s mouth forced down on a big, thick cock. She felt warmth spread through her own panties, but contained. She’d wanted to take her strap-on and fuck Alexis until she’d satisfied herself, but she knew there was little time for such indulgences. She sighed with frustration, but knew she would have her satisfaction later in the evening when her and her friends would meet up with a few guy friends at the summer festival. Her boyfriend on the side, so to speak, Eric, had a friend named Trey, who had been rumored to have a massive penis. She made sure to tell Eric to bring Trey, who was conveniently single, along that evening. With any hope, she would see Alexis’s first true experience as a girl, at the hands of a hungry and hung man.

As if he’d been reading her mind while she thought these things and adjusted Alex’s wig, he turned up to her and asked, “Who is Eric?” Melanie frowned, not wanting to answer Alex, though she knew that if she were going to earn his trust, she would need to be less ambiguous with him from time to time.

“Just a friend of mine,” Melanie answered, “Now hold still.”

Alex felt dissatisfied with the answer, and though his heart galloped as he prepared to press the question, he continued on. “Um, like, is he your boyfriend?”

He didn’t know what he wanted Melanie to say. On one hand, he wanted Melanie to be his girlfriend in some sort of way. On the other hand, he knew Melanie deserved a real guy. Alex suddenly found himself sympathetic for the redhead, hoping that she might say Eric was in fact her boyfriend, so that perhaps they could come closer and dish about him in the way that girls were supposed to. He wanted to be there for Melanie, as moral support. Now that he was little competition for Eric, he wanted to be a confidant for Melanie like Danielle and Rachel.

Melanie laughed. “Eric and I um, we just fuck from time to time,” she said. A small sting came to Alex’s mind as he heard this. Perhaps there resided somewhere deep inside him, a lingering jealousy that Eric had been allowed to have sex with a girl as gorgeous as Melanie, but Alex would likely never get to. And yet, he felt a strange jealousy on the other end, as well. He looked at himself in the mirror and wondered, why not me, instead? Why Melanie? As if he’d found himself frustrated that Eric – a guy he didn’t even know – had chosen to have sex with Melanie, instead of him. The thought died out as quickly as it had formed, and his male-ego shrugged it away, as yet another attempt to feminize it.

“You have sex with him?” Alex asked.

“Mmhm,” Melanie said, moaning and grinning. “He’s kind of a jerk but he’s really good at sex,” she said, giggling with a hint of embarrassment.

“Does he have a big…? I mean, is he…” Alex said, fumbling with his questions.

“Alexis!” Melanie jumped. “You little slut,” she laughed. “You want to know all about his penis, don’t you?”

“What? No, I was just asking if…” Alex said, scrambling.

“It’s not the biggest or anything, but that’s okay,” she said. “Guys don’t need super big penises,” she clarified.

“Really?” Alex asked.

“Well, they need to be bigger than yours,” Melanie scoffed and giggled. “Eric’s is still way bigger than yours.” “Oh,” Alex said with a hint of dejection. Melanie shook her head. “Alexis, what are you looking so somber for? What does it matter if Eric’s penis is bigger than yours? Of course it would be! He’s a man, and you’re a girl.”

“Am I, though?” Alex asked. “I feel like I’m stuck in some kind of weird in-between, where I’m not good enough to be either.”

“That’s because we’re just getting started,” Melanie added. “Eventually, you’re going to feel like a true girl, trust me. And soon enough, you’re going to love it when guys have bigger dicks than you because it means they’re going to be putting them in you.”

The image of a big cock being shoved into his body left Alex feeling both violated and lustful. Despite the knotted fear in his stomach, his cock swelled in its cage once again, and left pain where pleasure should reside. He felt an aching in his body, and eventually down toward his ass. He craved to tease his ass, perhaps even finger himself, as he’d been left with no other options to express his lust.

He dragged a finger down his body and, as Melanie continued with the final touches, slid a finger behind his back and wiggled it into the little denim jeans that Melanie had put on him. With some true effort, he finally met his fingertip to his ass, and bit his lip as he pressed against it. Rubbing just between his balls and his ass, he felt his body grow hungry for release, as if he’d been able to touch his cock. Without any opportunity to touch his dick, he continued rubbing over his ass and chasing the scant pleasure that evaded and teased him, deep inside.

“Alexis!” Melanie cried, grabbing Alex’s hand and yanking it out of his shorts. “You dirty girl. We’re about to go to the mall. Can’t you go five minutes without rubbing your pussy?” She said with a laugh. “I’m wet, too, but you don’t see me rubbing one out,” she added, which Alex immediately took note of.

“You’re wet?” He asked and Melanie nodded, biting her lip and curling into a guilty grin. “All this talk about Eric, I guess. It’s been a few days since we’ve fucked and I’m just… I don’t know how much longer I can wait. But, I’ll see him tonight. And when I do? Oh my god, I’m going to let him fuck my brains out, Alexis,” she gushed and giggled.

“That’s good,” Alex said with painful deprivation from his own pleasure. Yet at the same time, he prided himself in the inadvertent discipline that had been brought upon him. He knew that if he could please Melanie through his obedience, it would be more than enough to delight him.

“Ok, stand up. Let’s have a look at you,” Melanie said.

Looking in the mirror, Alex stood and saw his reflection in the white camisole, tiny denim shorts and flat heels, along with a perfect touch of makeup and his blond wig. There was no boy in the reflection. Instead, an eighteen year-old girl, youthful and anxious, with a beaming Melanie standing behind her. She pinched Alex’s cheek and gave it a tiny spank. “Let’s do this.”

“You’re almost too hot to come with us. I don’t want you stealing all the attention,” she remarked, which left Alex somewhat proud of himself. A part of him had hoped that he could do just that and captivate all the hottest guys at the mall – the same guys who he’d never felt similar to, before; the same guys who never gave him the time of day when he’d tried to make the football or basketball team. Those same jocks were going to be eyeing him in the mall, wishing they could be around him, for a chance.

But even as his imagination ran wild, he had no idea what awaited him.


Part 2





Melanie and Alex pulled into the mall parking garage. After a bit of frustrated conversation on Melanie’s phone, the pair located Danielle and Rachel, who were waiting together by Rachel’s car. “Is that their car?” Alex asked, incredulous. Melanie laughed and nodded. “Yeah. Rachel’s dad is loaded so she gets all of the fun toys. She’s the one who bought that nice strap-on we used yesterday,” Melanie added.

“She’s hot and she has money,” Alex said, sighing with envy. “It must be nice.”

The pair parked and Melanie cut the engine, before checking herself in the rear view mirror. “Babe,” Melanie started, while applying a layer of lip gloss. “Rachel has a lot, but you have more – trust me.”

“What do you mean?” Alex asked.

“Alexis, you’re the perfect girl. Why do you think I’m training you so hard and trying to get you to realize your potential?” Alex shrugged, which brought about a set of eye-rolls from Melanie.

“Rachel is hot and yeah, she has money. But she’s a girl girl. You’re a femboy-girl. When it comes down to it, guys are going to pick you, time and time again.”

“Why?” Alex asked.

Frustrated that she had to explain it, Melanie shook her head. “Alexis, you don’t have a period, you don’t get pregnant, and you know you’re way around a guy’s dick. You’re like a girl with cheat-codes,” she laughed. The revelation made Alex feel proud, like he had something to contend with, after all. In spite of Rachel and Danielle’s exorbitant beauty, he had his own assets to bring to the table. “And the fact that you’re so damn hot right now is like the icing on top.”

“It’s about time,” Danielle scoffed, as Melanie and Alex made their way down the row of cars to greet the pair. “Mel, we said one o’clock. Like, what the hell?”

“Don’t look at me,” Melanie said with a dismissive laugh, and darted her eyes toward Alex. “Hey Alexis,” Danielle waved and grinned. “How are you feeling today?”

“I’m fine,” Alex said.

“Alexis, we’re in public now. I expect that voice of yours to be a few octaves higher?” Melanie said.

“Try saying what you just said, but with a higher, more feminine voice,” Melanie said.

“Girls can have deep voices, too,” Alex reminded.

Rachel rolled her eyes. “Ugh. She just means feminine in, like, that traditional way. We want to hear you sound like us,” she said.

“Ok, fine,” Alex said, with a higher-pitched voice.

“Hm, not bad,” Melanie said. “Make it smoother, though.”

“How?” Alex asked, still maintaining a higher tone.

“There you go. Just… feel it. Embrace the girl that you are. That is your natural voice. That deeper ‘boy’ voice of yours is not your real voice.”

“She looks super-hot,” Danielle said, turning to Melanie.

“Ugh, I need to learn to do eye-liner like you,” Rachel complained.

“Well, maybe if you tell me who did your hair then I’ll tell you how to do eye-liner like me,” Melanie chided. “That’s a secret, girl, and you know that,” Rachel said, grinning through her supposed indignation. “Mmhm,” Melanie said, dissatisfied.

“She won’t tell me, either,” Danielle groaned. To this, Melanie turned her nose up with a mock-dramatic gesture and said, “And here I thought we were friends.”

“Don’t hate just because I found myself a good stylist. I’m never going to have big boobs like you, so I need something,” Rachel said, before turning to Danielle. “And I’m never going to have an ass like you, so if you don’t mind, ladies?”

“Well, what about Alexis? What does she have that you don’t?” Danielle asked.

Rachel laughed and thought for a moment. “She can take a bigger penis than us,” she said beneath her breath, before the girls giggled wildly.

“Well, she can take a big fake one,” Melanie noted. “She hasn’t shown if she can take a real one. And until then, she’s not certified to be quite on our level.” She turned back to Alexis and added, “But you’ll get there, hun,’ I promise.”

Inside the mall, the girls wandered from store to store. Alex felt himself worn out rather quickly, but continued on; hoping not to annoy Melanie with any complaints, especially after she’d had Rachel purchase Alex a bra. The bra had been an a-cup, small and flat for Alexi’s chest, in hopes that it would look a bit more natural across his chest than the push-up bra, that Melanie had decided to stuff, before they’d come to the mall.

Alex couldn’t help but look at himself in the reflection of the store’s glass walls as the wandered through the court. His boobs, his butt, his legs looked magnificent. Somehow, Melanie had turned him into a real girl. He felt nothing like he’d imagined he would. Alex had expected to look goofy, like a guy who might dress up as a woman on Halloween – still retaining far too much of his original, masculine traits to ever convince anybody that he was a woman. And yet, Alex, perhaps because he already had the soft features, the skinny frame and the big hips, had pulled it off impeccably. The fear that he’d expected upon entering the mall, had died almost at once, when he realized that he looked just like one of the girls. Though he couldn’t allow himself to believe it entirely, the fact that nobody had glanced at him with a certain horror in their eyes or disbelief across their faces, put him as much at ease as he would be able to muster in such a situation.

After shopping at a few women’s clothing stores, the group made their way to a shoe store, upon Danielle’s insistence. “She always has to buy a new pair when we come here,” Melanie complained. “So?” Danielle asked with a confrontational tone.

“Dani, you have way too many shoes as it is,” Rachel said.

Danielle gasped. “I’m revoking your girl-cards – both of you. I can’t believe you. ‘Too many shoes;’ What kind of women are you?”

Suddenly, a tremor of fear struck Alex’s core. Are all of them boys, too? He wondered, as he walked a step behind them. He looked up and down each girl, unable to convince himself that they were men dressed as girls. And Melanie, at least, had real boobs. What if she had them put on, after? He asked himself. He couldn’t decide. He winced and squinted and cocked his head, trying to decipher.

As they made their way into the shoe store, the noise of the mall concourse died out and soft music played from the speakers in the beige ceiling. Inside, the endless rows of shoes extended several yards from end to end. On one end of the store, were countless girls and women trying on pairs of shoes. On another end, scant men wandered the aisles, looking at athletic shoes.

“Are you guys… um… were you all boys like me?” Alex finally worked up the nerve to ask. He didn’t expect a straight answer. Yet, he’d gotten lucky with his responses from Melanie, earlier that day. Perhaps, he thought, he would receive an honest answer now, too.

The girl’s laughed wildly. Rachel bent over and caught her mouth with her hand, as the other two tried to contain themselves and save their dignity before a few older women who were eyeing them with disapproval.

Melanie, bright red and covering her mouth, seemed on the verge of tears. “Alexis, you’re too funny.”

“What?” Alex asked. “It’s just that, Danielle said she was revoking your ‘girl card.’”

“It’s just a saying,” Rachel laughed. “We’re girls.”

They continued to laugh for another moment, until they contained themselves and straightened up. “Come on,” Melanie said, leading Alex to the women’s bathroom, along with Rachel.

“What about Danielle?” Alex asked.

“She’s shoe-shopping. She’s lost for the next thirty-minutes,” Rachel laughed, as they pushed the bathroom door open, revealing a decedent bathroom of marble and stainless steel. “Come on,” Melanie said, as they brought Alex to the center of the bathroom.

Rachel stepped back and latched the lock on the bathroom door after making sure that they were the only ones in the room. Once the door was locked, Melanie grabbed Alex’s hand. Without warning, she brought it to her leggings and yanked them open. “Go on, feel it,” she insisted.

Hesitant, Alex continued. His fingers shook as he breathed heavily with nervousness. Was he actually about to touch a girl’s vagina? He’d looked forward to such a moment for what seemed like eternity. And now, with two gorgeous college girls standing before him, he was invited to touch one of them? His cock immediately swelled in its cage, and he winced with pain. Undeterred, he sank his fingers inside Melanie’s leggings and thong, before detecting the moist warmth radiating her trimmed bush and her soft mound. He sank farther, sliding his fingers down against the slippery, wet folds, and he scrunched his brow with discomfort.

“What’s wrong?” Rachel asked.

Melanie only laughed.

“What?” Rachel asked.

“It’s the cage on his penis; he can’t get hard,” she explained, before Rachel broke into laughter. “That’s awful,” Rachel said, but showed little sign of her empathy. She only laughed and shook her head.

“Well, he isn’t supposed to be getting hard from this. Alexis, what is the matter with you? Are you a lesbian or something?” Melanie chastised.

“No,” Alex said, before Melanie pulled his curious hand from her panties, just as he’d pushed deeper and sought out her opening. “Get your hand out of my panties, already!” She cried, as if personally violated. “Are you happy, now? I have a vagina; not that you really deserved any proof.”

“What about Rachel?” Alex asked, hoping to feel the dark-haired girl, as well.

“Ugh,” Rachel groaned, as Melanie nodded toward her friend. “Fine,” she added, and reached behind her, unzipping her skirt until it loosened around her waist. “Go ahead; you get five seconds.”

Alex quickly slid his hand into the cotton panties covering Rachel’s pussy. Her mound was completely bald, but her lips were warm and moist just the same as Melanie’s. Before Alex had a chance to explore any further, Rachel yanked his hand from her panties and zipped herself back up. “You’re going to have to pay us back for this, you know,” Melanie informed him.

“How so?” Alex said.

“I don’t know. We’ll think of something, or the opportunity will simply present itself,” she said, before shifting her eyes toward Rachel with a mischievous grin across her lips.

The girls pulled Alex by the hand, back out of the bathroom, just as somebody had started to knock on the locked door. Melanie swung the door open to find a middle-aged woman frowning toward the girls, who simply giggled quietly and rushed on either side of the woman, heading out of the bathroom. Alex, who had been holding his bladder the entire trip, finally caved, after being surrounded by toilets. “I have to pee,” he admitted, beneath his breath.

“Oh, um, okay,” Melanie said, before grinning once more. At once, she grabbed Alex and, upon calling for Rachel to do the same, helped to push him into the men’s bathroom.

In one swift motion, Alex found himself pushed into the bathroom, with Rachel and Melanie holding the door shut behind him.

“Come on!” Alex said, banging on the door. “Let me out!”

“Go on, use the bathroom!” Rachel chuckled.

Alex looked behind him, to see two college-aged guys standing at urinals, with light-yellow streams drizzling down between their legs and against the tall, porcelain urinals that stretched down to the tile floor. One of them looked over his shoulder to see Alex, before alerting the man in the urinal next to him.

“Come on, let me out, Melanie!” Alex huffed.

He heard the urinals flush and turned back, to see the pair of college boys zipping their pants and walking toward him. Each of them was handsome in their own right, with one being Hispanic with a set of gorgeous hazel eyes and black, curly hair, along with a white polo shirt and jeans that seemed to hug his muscular thighs. The other was a tall, dark-haired Caucasian with a similar outfit but a set of green eyes and a trimmed goatee. Both seemed to grin as they saw Alex pressing against the door.

“Something wrong?” One of them asked.

“Oh, um, nothing,” Alex said with a nervous laugh.

“You’re in the guy’s bathroom – did you know that?” The other man informed him.

“Oh, yeah, my friends are just playing a prank on me. They put me in here and they won’t let me out,” Alex explained.

“That’s kind of fucked up,” the Hispanic man said. “You want us to open the door for you?” He continued. “I mean, if you have to use the bathroom or something, you could go in here. We’ll look out for you,” the tall, white guy said with a grin.

“Um, thanks but I’m okay,” Alex said, teasing the strands of his wig and smiling. For a moment he’d forgotten about the cruel prank pulled by Melanie and Rachel, and instead, though his heart sped with anxiety, could only notice that the two attractive young men in the bathroom, seemed instantly enamored with him; he could read the curious attraction across their eyes.

“All right, well, see ya later,” one of them said, and the pair pushed against the door, easily pushing it open and revealing Melanie and Rachel, who were looked quite ashamed and nervous as they giggled and faced the pair of men.

“You guys should treat your friend better, yo,” one of the men said. “She’s in ‘time out’ for being a slut,” Rachel explained. “She keeps trying to suck every guy’s dick in the mall and we had to quarantine her, for her own good,” Melanie said through laughter. Alex turned bright red as one of the men turned back and grinned. “Nothing wrong with that,” he said, before they headed down the small hallway and back into the shoe store.

“You guys are so mean!” Alex huffed, as Rachel and Melanie continued to giggle. “If you hadn’t been such a prude, you probably could have sucked your first dick while you were in there. The Hispanic guy looked like he would have a big dick,” Melanie laughed.

“Oh come on, you can’t just tell from looking,” Alex charged.

“Well, I knew you had a tiny dick from looking at you, and I was right,” Melanie said with a note of pride.

“Whatever,” Alex said, as he started to leave.

“Wait, wait, wait, young lady. You said you need to pee, so pee,” Rachel said, stopping Alex and crossing her arms. “Go on,” Melanie said, pointing to the stalls.

Alex started toward the urinals by instinct, before Melanie corrected him. “You’re a girl, so you will pee like one!” She ordered him into the stall, and he latched it shut, sighing with relief as the sudden hint of solitude left him more comfortable than ever. He pulled his shorts down reluctantly, just as a group of young men came into the bathroom, raucous and lively.

He sat on the toilet and started to pee, feeling the warm pressure against the hole of his cage, as he brought his legs inward, lest one of the curious young men peeked at him through the crack in the stall.

“Whoa, whoa, what are y’all doing in here? Y’all can’t be in here,” one of the men said upon noticing Melanie and Rachel.

“Oh, whoops. We thought this was the girl’s room,” Rachel said, feigning ignorance. Both girls gave a nervous chuckle and quickly exited the bathroom, leaving Alex alone and surrounded by what seemed like several young men.

“I’d fuck that redhead, bro, no doubt,” Alex heard one of them say, as the others started to laugh.

“Bro you wouldn’t have a chance with her,” one of the other’s replied.

“I wanna’ deep-throat that dark-haired girl, though; she’s got some lips that were made for sucking dick, bro,” one of the men said, as Alex finished peeing and quickly pulled his panties and shorts back up his body. At once, the room grew quiet, and one of the men caught wind of Alex through the crack in the stall.

“Uh, girl, this ain’t the women’s room,” one of the men said. Alex couldn’t see them clearly, but he could hear at least three or four of them roughhousing. A sinking in his stomach left him wondering if he would get out of the bathroom unscathed.

“You gonna’ see dick if you’re in here,” one of the men called toward Alex, before the other men broke into laughter.

“Come on, bro, don’t be fucked up like that,” one of the men said through his chuckling.

Alex felt vulnerable and weak, as if he knew he would be trapped inside the bathroom with the young men, who seemed undoubtedly hungry for sexual fulfillment.

He took a deep breath and opened the door, hoping at the very least, none of the young men would notice that he had been a man in women’s clothes. The quartet of young men hadn’t noticed, and cat-called Alex as he swiftly made his way to the exit. The whistles and calls resonated as he stepped out of the bathroom, relieved to finally be free of it. It dawned upon him just how foreign the men’s room had already started to feel to him, now transitioning into a girl.

Or, he thought, perhaps it had always been just as foreign, and only now, was he free to admit it.
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While the girls and Alex continued to wander throughout the mall, the eighteen year-old boy in the wig and girl’s clothes couldn’t help but think of the cat-calls that the young men had paid him as he exited the bathroom.

I’ll bet I could have had sex with them if I wanted, he thought, as a smile came over his lips.

He felt a surge of power over his body, and wondered just how he might handle such attention going forward. He knew he was ill-prepared for it. Being an average guy, with no attention paid to him by attractive girls, and certainly invisible to other men, he was now saddled with an endless beacon above his head. Everywhere him and the other girls went, heads turned, and guys looked, each time grinning and nodding in approval, as he awkwardly and nervously made and broke eye-contact with them.

“Come on, Alexis,” Melanie said, gesturing a ‘come hither’ motion with her fingers, as she led the girls toward the exit of the mall. As the bright, afternoon sunlight splashed across their eyes, Alex felt a hint of anxiety playing over his body. His skin tightened and he darted his eyes from side to side. What did the girls have planned, now?

The quartet made their way back to Rachel’s car, where she unlocked her trunk. Are they going to shove me in? Alex thought, before wondering if he should make a run for it, as silly as the idea sounded across his mind. “Now, Alexis, seeing as how you have a big night ahead of you, the girls and I want you to be prepared,” Rachel said as she bent forward and dug through a few bags in the expansive compartment.

“Prepared?” Alex asked. This being only one of many questions he’d had for Rachel’s remarks, just then.

“That’s right,” Melanie said, brushing a hand through her bright red hair and grinning. She seemed particularly excited, scouring her eyes through the bags as Rachel sank her fingers into each one. For a moment, it seemed to Alex as though they were playing some sort of arcade game, with him watching helplessly along.

“Here we are,” Rachel said, finally. Alex couldn’t see what she clutched in her fist, but Melanie seemed to know exactly what it had been. Her green eyes grew wide and exhilarated. “Oh, this is the moment I’ve been waiting for,” she exclaimed.

“Alexis, bend over,” Danielle said.

“Wh… what for?” Alex asked.

“Well, we need to do something, but we need you to bend over, for it, silly,” Danielle explained.

“Alex, don’t you trust us? We have been working very hard here, to make you into the perfect little slut. Surely by now, you understand that our plans aren’t sinister,” Melanie scalded.

Alex sighed and followed Danielle’s insistence. He bent over the back windshield of Rachel’s car, from the side, and felt as Melanie suddenly came around and tugged his denim shorts down. “Wh… what are you doing?” He cried, turning his eyes from side to side.

“Relax,” Melanie dismissed, “Nobody is going to see you here in the parking garage. Look, there isn’t anybody for miles.”

“What if somebody shows up?” Alex asked with a quivering lip, just as he felt the warm air on his butt cheeks, bare and exposed. The denim shorts hung around his knees, and at once, Melanie continued yanking down Alex’s panties, next. He couldn’t help but admit to himself, the thrill of being exposed in this way in public. What if somebody did happen to see him, naked and dressed like a gorgeous girl? The humiliation shot a pang of angst and arousal through his body, mixing into a sultry blend of complication emotions.

“What did you get me?” Alex asked, hoping for a shred of information before the girls did whatever they were going to do, to him.

“Well, Alexis, in order to get you all nice and loosened up, we require a special tool,” Rachel said.

“You’re going to let us use it on you, aren’t you? It’s for your own good, after all,” Melanie quipped.

“I guess so, then,” Alex said, trying to turn back and look. Between fits of inspecting his ass from over his shoulder, he would turn and make sure the look-out remained clear of any pedestrians making their way toward the car.

“I really hate to do this right here, but since Rachel and Dani have to split, and I want you to use this for the longest amount of time, it’s imperative that we do this right now,” Melanie continued to explain.

Suddenly, Alex saw the girls spitting in their palms and giggling. At once, he felt one of the girls rubbing their finger against his asshole. He puckered with a tense anticipation that they would fit their finger just inside him, and he whimpered lightly, along with a suspenseful moan that hovered just beneath his breath. “Relax, Alexis, you’re much too tight,” Danielle instructed.

Alex did as he was asked, and felt his backside loosen beneath the finger that teased and slid a fine layer of saliva over his entrance. Suddenly, he bit his lip and cried out. “Oh… oh my…! What is…?”

Before he could finish his question, the brass butt-plug popped swiftly into his asshole. The girls watched with amazement and delight as the virgin ass swallowed the little brass plug with no difficulty whatsoever.

“Oh!” Alex moaned, scrunching his brow. “It feels so big and cold.”

The pressure against his prostate swelled and Alex crossed his legs. The sudden fullness and stretching just inside his ass left him anxious but excited all the same, especially given that he expected the sensation to continue. Alex had never seen a butt-plug, nor even knew what it was. “Is it a dildo?” He asked. The girls laughed and shook their heads.

“It’s a butt-plug,” Melanie explained. “It’s a little metal plug that goes in your ass and keeps you nice and loose. This way, you won’t be so tight and painful later on.”

“Later on?” Alex asked, wincing and waiting for his body to warm the cold plug.

“That’s right,” Melanie winked.

“I meant; what is going to happen later on?” Alex clarified.

But Melanie paid him no attention. Instead, she hugged Danielle and Rachel as the trio said their goodbyes. Somewhere in the laughter and chatter, Alex had heard Rachel remark, “I’m so pissed we aren’t going to get to watch tonight.”

“I told you I’m going to try and film it on my phone,” Melanie whispered. “Besides,” she continued, “Alexis is going to need some privacy for her first time.”

The phrase ‘first time’ brought a thunderous hesitation to his body, as he reached back and felt the faux-diamond tip of the butt-plug, sitting like a rubber stopper inside his rim. “Alexis, you dirty girl!” Melanie cried and pulled Alex’s hand away. “That is to stay there for the rest of the day, or I’m no longer helping you; is that understood?”

Alex nodded, and pulled his panties and shorts back up. He was surprised that Melanie had allowed even this. Rachel and Danielle disappeared into Rachel’s car, and pulled from their parking spot, before Melanie took Alex and the pair made their way back to Melanie’s car, before heading back to her apartment.

“So, are you going to tell me what we’re doing tonight?” Alex asked, after a lengthy silence inside Melanie’s car, save for the alternative rock softly playing from the speakers.

“Well, I wanted to have the four of us meet up with a few guys later tonight, at the summer fest. But Danielle and Rachel can’t do that. So, I invited a friend over and I thought the three of us could watch a movie, or something. How does that sound?”

“That sounds fine,” Alex said with a hint of uncertainty. He wondered for the remainder of the ride just what Melanie had planned for them, beyond a ‘movie,’ but his concerns faded to the background when, each time the car passed over a bump, he felt the butt-plug inside him shift and massage against his canal. He moaned ever-so quietly, lest he admit to Melanie that he’d loved the sensation.

And as he thought of the prospect of ever meeting one of Melanie’s ‘guy friends,’ his body ached with lust, along with reservation. Alex wondered if perhaps his body craved the attention of another man, but his mind wouldn’t let him indulge in such a thing. He expressed his reservations to Melanie, who had just pulled them into her apartment parking space and started to touch up her make-up.

“That’s why it’s so important that you let me help you, Alexis,” Melanie started, as she brushed her eye-brows in the small fold-down mirror. “You want to be with another guy, your mind and your upbringing just don’t want to let you accept it. That’s normal. Lots of guys have been in your situation. The difference though, is that while other guys are meant to be men, and agonize over feeling that way about another man, you were meant to be a girl,” she continued, before turning to face Alex.

“Alexis, you’re a girl. You want a nice, big dick, because that’s exactly what most girls want. I’m here to help you go for it; now come on,” she finished. The pair made from their car and up to Melanie’s front door.

When they came inside, the cool air conditioning hit Alex’s face and brought relief from the summer day he’d spent with Melanie and her friends. For a moment, he reveled in the fact that it was him and Melanie, as if they were roommates, sharing a space together – just the two of them – and coming closer, all the while.

“Now, let’s see,” Melanie said, digging through a shopping bag she’d brought in from the mall. “This one,” she continued, pulling out a small white thong. “This one,” she added, before pulling out a pair of white stockings to go with it.

“Those are pretty,” Alex commented, wondering if he would get to see Melanie in them.

“Oh, you like them?” Melanie gushed. “I’m so glad to hear that – I wasn’t sure whether you would, or not.”

Alex smiled and asked, “Are you doing to try them on for me?”

Melanie, with an expression of confusion played across her eyes, answered, “No, Alexis – you are.”

“What?” Alex asked.

“I bought these for you. They’re for you to wear this evening,” Melanie explained.

“You bought me a gift?” Alex asked, as he stepped forward and felt the soft texture of the little thong over his fingertips.

“Yeah, I did,” Melanie said with a proud grin.

“I don’t know what to say. How can I repay you?” Alex asked.

“Don’t worry about that, Alexis,” Melanie replied. “Believe me, you’re going to get the chance to do that, eventually,” she added with a hint of laughter. “Now, come on back to my bedroom. Just like last time, we’ve got to get you ready to shine.”

Alex followed Melanie back down the hallway and into the bedroom where his life had, and continued to change.
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Alex lay on Melanie’s bed, and watched the redhead pace back and forth across the carpet, all while he watched some cartoon on the girl’s flat screen television. He couldn’t believe what she’d done, dressing him in the white stockings, the white thong, the blonde wig and a white satin top with a shallow A-cup bra attachment. She’d dressed him in lingerie fit for a bride’s wedding night.

He couldn’t help but look at himself in the vertical mirror across the room, as he adjusted his smooth, bald legs and turned to see his equally smooth ass-cheek shift. The hint of thong running between his ass, and over his caged cock-and balls, left him feeling like a true lady. Somehow in the tiny white thong, he’d made barely a mound in the front. And along with the heavy makeup Melanie had brushed across his face, he found himself even more unrecognizable than the evening before.

He wondered which of Melanie’s new girlfriends he would meet tonight, and whether this girl would aid the redhead in defiling him, just as Danielle and Rachel had helped do to him, once before. He felt pretty and proper, despite his casual posture across the bed. If anything, Alex felt like the clumsy virgin that he was – a gorgeous girl without any true knowledge of her own attractiveness, and no concept whatsoever of how to hone it and present it to the world.

“Where are they?” Melanie asked.

“Who is coming over?” Alex asked.

Before he could receive any sort of answer, they both heard a doorbell chime throughout the apartment.

“Excellent,” Melanie said, as her eyes grew wide.

“Shouldn’t I get dressed?” Alex asked, as Melanie started from the room.

“You are dressed, silly,” she said, before dimming the bedroom lights all the way, until the glow of the television became the only light in the bedroom. For a moment, Alex enjoyed the darkness shrouding over him. He knew that for a brief few seconds, he could remain in the shadows, before Melanie’s guest or guests, spotted him. He didn’t know if he was ready to be the center of attention for a new girl, or even group of girls, but at the same time, his body craved it more than ever. His heart thudded, not from fear, but from anticipation that Melanie and her girlfriend would extract every drop of Alex’s raw pleasure, once more, and turn him into the whimpering, moaning little sissy girl that he was.

His body tightened and his cock swelled hard in its cage as Melanie’s shadow became apparent outside her bedroom door, along with a larger, hulking shadow. Hm, Alex thought. The second shadow towered over her, and immediately gave him the impression that it was no lady.

Melanie appeared in the doorway, zipping through it and rushing across the carpet. “Just let me get my purse, all right?” She said, as the figure of a young man appeared in the doorway.

“Oh, hey – what’s up?” He said, noticing Alex on the bed.

Alex’s lips hung open as he saw the young man – tall, muscular, blonde and pretty as could be for a jock. His pink, pillow lips curled into a modest grin as his thick brow scrunched and his dark-hazel eyes beamed toward Alex atop the bed. The stranger bit his lip and ran a hand through his hair.

“Damn, Mel, you didn’t tell me you had company. What kind of naughty shit were you girls doing in here?” He laughed.

“Oh,” Melanie laughed. “That’s Alexis,” she explained with passivity in her tone.

“I’m Trey,” the blonde said, stepping toward Alex. “I’m on the football team at the college. Maybe you’ve heard of me? ‘Big Play Trey’?”

“She hasn’t heard of you, Trey,” Melanie laughed. “She’s only eighteen.”

“Oh, damn,” he smirked.

“Hi,” Alex said with a wink and a wave. He tried to be cute while remaining distant. As gorgeous as the man was, he seemed giant in every way – much too big for anything Alex could handle in his newfound life, at least for the moment

“So, is she coming with us, or what?” Trey asked, coming over toward the bed. “Girl, you just lounge around in your panties, or what?” He asked, with a hungry and curious grin over his eyes.

“Sometimes,” Alex said with a nervous smile. He sat up and brought his legs in, which only gave Trey a view of the nice little bulge in his panties, tucking between his smooth thighs and giving the impression – in the darkness of the room - of a pair of puffy pussy-lips inside the satin thong.

“She’s sort of a slut,” Melanie said with a mock-whisper.

“Oh yeah?” Trey said.

“You don’t want any of that, Trey,” Melanie quickly added.

“I don’ know. I mean, if you get around then, maybe not. I mean, don’t take that the wrong way or anything,” Trey laughed.

“No offense taken,” Alex answered. He heightened the tone of his voice, without any instruction from Melanie. The gesture surprised and delighted the redhead, who crossed her arms and flashed a curious expression over her eyes.

“I’ve really only been with, like, one,” Alex said, improvising.

“Oh, yeah? What gives, Melanie. That’s no slut. You’re giving her such a bad rap,” Trey said, turning to the redhead.

“I only meant that she acts like a slut,” Melanie said with a little giggle. “She talks about dick all day long and how she wishes she could find a big one, yada yada yada.”

“Oh?” Trey asked, turning to the femboy. “You’re kinda wild, huh?”

Alex shrugged and gave another nervous smile. “I’m um, I mean… I don’t know,” he fumbled.

“Trey, did you… did you want to just watch something here, instead of going to the movies? Alexis is probably going to stay the night, anyway,” Melanie said.

“Yeah, if you want,” Trey said. He came around and lounged on the bed beside Alex and watched the television for a moment, while Melanie came and sat on the other side of the sissy, scooting him closer into the middle of the bed and thus, closer to the jock. The boy’s musk and clean cologne swam around Alex’s nose. He inhaled and couldn’t help but drift his eyes downward to the athletic shorts hanging around his waist. He wondered for a moment what resided beneath them, and felt a tightness come across his body. He knew that if Melanie wanted him to do anything with Trey, he would be obliged to do it. And he knew that, though the prospect unnerved him, he also couldn’t help to ponder the possibility of such an experience.

Melanie started a movie and the three lazily watched the opening credits, all as Melanie bit her lip and flashed her eyes mischievously over Alex’s body. After a few minutes, the redhead reached down and grabbed over Alex’s thong, scrunching his caged cock and balls in her fist and yanking them about, before laughing wildly and retracting her hand. Trey watched and shook his head.

“Mel, I didn’t know you were into all that,” Trey confessed.

“What? We’re just messing around. It doesn’t mean anything. Alexis is into guys, anyway,” Melanie said. “In fact, she was just whispering to me about how she wanted to sneak her hand down your shorts,” she added with a snort of laughter.

“What? No I was not!” Alex cried.

“Hey, if you want to, I’m not going to fight it,” Trey laughed.

“Hm. Go on, Alexis. I’ve heard a few rumors about Trey. Why don’t you tell me if they’re true or not,” Melanie insisted.

“I don’t know,” Alexis shrugged.

“Come on, Alexis. You’re going to wish you had,” Melanie urged. “I’m not going to keep helping you if you don’t show me that you’re dedicated to this little project, if you know what I mean.”

“Huh?” Trey asked.

“Nothing,” Melanie hushed.

Alex’s heart sped as he bit his lip. His cock swelled in his constrictive cage – hard and hungry for the very sensation of his fingers over the mound of another man’s cock. He didn’t know if he was actually ready for it, and he knew that he could tell Melanie he would rather not. But he couldn’t bring himself to do this. Instead, he wanted the excuse to explore and investigate the feelings he’d fought for so long. And ultimately, he was Melanie’s femboy – her sissy. He was obliged to her insistence.

“I mean… I don’t know. It’s so crazy,” Alex giggled.

Suddenly, Melanie grabbed Alex’s hand and shoved it into the leg-hole of Trey’s shorts. At once, she pushed it down into the warmth, until Alex felt the plug, half-hard cock that swelled just beneath the thin cotton of his briefs.

“Fuck,” Alex breathed. “It’s huge,” he added, without any thought whatsoever. The words gushed out as pure reaction, instinctive and without any conscious consideration, at all. When he realized what he’d said, he pulled his hand back and tried to reiterate. “I mean… that’s interesting.”

“Damn, Melanie,” Trey laughed. “You can’t get me all worked up like this.”

“I didn’t do it!” Melanie charged. “It was Alexis! I told you she was a naughty little slut.”

“What? I didn’t do anything,” Alex argued. “You put my hand in his shorts.” Melanie laughed and shook her head. “Yeah, but you’re the one who grabbed his cock and said ‘oh, Trey, baby, it’s so huge, I want it in my mouth!’”

“I didn’t say that,” Alex quipped, turning back and forth from, Trey to Melanie.

“You’re getting me kind of hard – damn,” Trey confessed with a chuckle. Alex’s heart set to a gallop, as the femboy realized what Melanie was doing; setting him up to be the one to take care of the inevitable erection in Trey’s shorts.

“Good. I think it’s only fair that Alexis take care of it, since she caused it,” Melanie explained. A pang of fear struck Alex’s body as he cocked his head. “What? Me? I… I don’t know.”

“Damn, Alexis, you are a little slut,” Trey laughed. “There’s gotta’ be a catch for a girl as easy as you.”

“Actually,” Melanie said, swinging her eyes from side to side, as if she didn’t want to admit that there had in fact, been a catch. “There kind of is a catch – just a tiny one.”

“Oh? What is it?” Trey asked, scrunching his brow.

“See, Alexis here, is a little different from most girls,” Melanie said. “But, I’ll bet you couldn’t even tell what makes her different. That’s just how much of a girl she actually is,” she continued.

Alex grabbed Melanie’s wrist lightly, trying to dissuade her from continuing on. “Come on, Melanie,” he begged. He didn’t want to blow it, after feeling Trey’s cock. He knew that if Trey found out that a guy had just had his hands down his shorts, the jock would likely curse both him and Melanie, and storm out of the room. What sort of straight guy would actually be into me? Alex thought in a panic, as he locked eyes with Melanie, as if to impress upon her, the gravity of his request for her to stop talking.

Melanie only laughed at Alex’s concerns. She knew that Trey, like most you guys, would do just about anything to relive himself of the ache in his balls once a girl had gotten him aroused and worked up. And she also knew that even a girl like Alex, who might not be one-hundred percent ‘girl’ in a technical sense, would come close enough when it truly mattered. Melanie wished she could convey this to Alex, but she only smiled with a sense of wisdom playing over her lips, as if asking Alex to trust that she knew what she was doing.

“Alexis, I think it’s only fair that we be honest with Trey,” she said with a mock-confessional tone.

“Melanie, come on; what’s the deal, here? Does she have an STD or something?” Trey prodded with increasing impatience.

“No, she is clean,” Melanie laughed. “And you think she’s hot don’t you?”

“Yeah, she is,” Trey said, biting his lip and grinning toward the femboy.

“Alexis, get up and go in front of the bed. Give us a show – bend over for us,” Melanie ordered, almost as casually as if she’d been directing a house-maid on what rooms to clean and in what order. “She just does whatever you say or something?” Trey asked with a hint of confusion.

“Pretty much. We have a sort of understanding, I guess. I tell her what to do, and she does it,” Melanie giggled. “Which means you’re about to be a really lucky boy, Trey,” she added with a burst of laughter.

Alex, knowing he had little recourse, brushed himself down and stood from the bed, before coming around. He faced the television and away from Melanie and Trey. Before shaking his ass as sensually and slowly as he could. Though he felt he were failing horribly, Melanie and Trey seemed to think otherwise, given their jeers and whistles.

“Shake it,” Melanie laughed. “Woo!”

“Damn,” Trey added, “This is a hell of a show.” Emboldened by the reception, Alex bent forward and touched his feet, letting his ass bend over right in front of the jock, who watched with unmistakable appetite. “Fuck,” Trey groaned quietly. “That’s a tight little ass,” he smiled.

“You like her ass, huh?” Melanie said. “That’s good, because she only likes to do it in her butt.”

“Yeah?” Trey asked with a modest grin. “Shit, that’s pretty wild, Mel.”

Alex couldn’t quite here the conversation between Melanie and Trey, especially with the television near his ears and drowning it out. But he knew that Trey had been enjoying whatever Melanie had told him.

“So what’s the catch?” He continued.

“Come here, Alexis; give Trey another feel of your soft hands,” Melanie insisted. She motioned for Alex to sit beside Trey on the bed, and he obliged her. The bed sank beside Trey as Alex’s effeminate frame came beside him. Hesitant at first, Alex heeded Melanie’s continual urges and sank his hand back down into Trey’s shorts. “Come on, Alexis, tell us what you feel,” Melanie giggled, as Trey let his eyes close and sighed with enjoyment. “Come on; and stop acting like such a virgin – get inside his boxers, this time.”

Alex’s fingers sank down into the familiar warmth and pushed into the leg-hole of Trey’s boxers. His fingers immediately found the massive, thick cock sitting half-hard and plump, just over an equally massive pair of orbs inside his sack. The warm folds of skin moved around his fingers as he grabbed Trey’s shaft and felt the thickness; not even fully hard, and it was too thick for Alex to get his small fingers completely around. “It’s… it’s big,” Alex confessed beneath his breath. The words struggled in his throat as his wide eyes grew with both caution and curiosity.

He couldn’t decide whether he actually wanted to continue or not, and if did, whether it was because he simply wanted to please Melanie, or himself.

“Give it a little squeeze,” Melanie smiled. Alex obeyed and Trey gave a near-inaudible moan of bliss. His large hand came up and ran over Alex’s bare shoulder, which sent a shudder down the sissy’s entire body. He clenched up and felt his skin cover with goose-bumps, as the jock’s hand caressed over his collarbone, up the curve of his neck and toward his ear, and down to his chin. Melanie watched, biting her lip and loving every moment, as Trey slid his finger into Alex’s mouth. The sissy parted his lips and accommodated the finger as it brushed over his tongue. He sucked it, looking to Melanie, who nodded.

“How does he feel, Alexis? Is he getting hard, yet?” Melanie whispered.

“Yeah, he is,” Alex said, with a tone of concern. “It feels like, impossibly big,” he added.

The comment only set Melanie into a fit of laughter. “Hm, so the rumors are true, Trey?”

Trey shrugged with a hint of modesty, before Melanie tugged at his shorts. “Come on, Alexis, get his shorts off. Let’s see this thing, already.”

Trey shook his head and laughed as Alex obeyed Melanie, yanking Trey’s shorts and boxers down to his knees. Melanie’s eyes grew with shock when Trey’s thick, pink cock spilled out, along with his balls. “Holy shit,” she gasped. “It’s huge! This is too perfect,” she added beneath her breath.

“Alexis, you’re making Trey super-hard. You know you can’t just leave him like that, now. He’s going to get blue-balls if you don’t make it up to him.”

Melanie grabbed Alex’s hand and pulled it back onto Trey’s engorged cock, and clamped Alex’s fingers around the thick shaft. Alex huffed with heavy, nervous breath as the plush skin of the jock’s powerful tool, filled his palm. Trey’s light sighs of enjoyment spilled from his lips, while his eyes remained half-open, in a daze.

“How does her hand feel, Trey?” Melanie asked, as she brought Alex’s other hand down to Trey’s balls.

“Fuckin’ soft,” Trey groaned. “She’s pretty fuckin’ hot, Mel.”

The redhead watched in a daze, with a smile pulled across her lips, as Alex stroked the massive cock with its perfectly chiseled head disappearing and re-appearing in Alex’s grip, as he made his way up and down the blonde’s length.

“Ok, Alexis, you can stop. You probably shouldn’t do anything else until we come clean to Trey,” Melanie said, brushing a hand through her golden-red strands. Her lips formed a concentrated frown as she turned away. Trey opened his eyes and continued to run his hands down Alex’s body. “What is it?” He asked, as his hand reached back and gripped Alex’s ass-cheek in his giant palm.

“Fuck,” he groaned.

“You want to see more of her ass?” Melanie asked. “Alex, turn around and bend over. Trey wants to feel more of you,” she insisted.

Alex grew continually nervous, but the swelling cock in his cage told another story. His concern became ever drowned out by the sensations gripping his lithe frame. His body – his cock and ass, in particular – formed a special hunger for the cock that he’d gripped in his hand. Maybe I am meant to be a girl, after all, he thought, as he bent over and grinning, knowing his ass was in reach of the ravenous, big jock.

And at once, Trey grabbed Alex’s ass, firm enough to elicit a high-pitched yelp from the sissy boy. “Fuck,” Trey growled. “So you only do anal, huh, Alexis?” he continued, sliding his finger down the little white string of Alex’s thong, before settling over the bump from the butt-plug.

“What’s this?” He asked.

Melanie, realizing what he’d discovered, gave a little laugh and shook her head. “Oh, that’s nothing. I forgot to take that out. It’s Alexis’s ‘plug,’ to keep her nice and open back there,” she explained. She brought her fingers over the end of the plug and pulled it swiftly from Alex’s ass. At once, the incredible pressure – followed by the unmistakable void – left Alex moaning.

“See? She loves it in the butt,” Melanie laughed.

Trey’s eyes grew wider, as he drew his finger back toward Alex and ran the tip just over the sissy’s puckered little asshole. “Oh, fuck,” Alex cried.

“Damn; feels tight,” Trey groaned.

Melanie shook her head and pulled Trey’s hand away from Alex’s ass. “Trey, we probably shouldn’t. I… it’s just… it’s wrong,” she said.

“What’s up?” Trey asked, leaving his eyes glued to Alex’s ass. He brought his hand back up to the sissy’s ass cheeks, before Melanie had to grab it away a second time. “You boys can’t think about anything else, when you’re horny,” she rolled her eyes.

“Sorry but, yeah, if you’re going to put a hot girl’s ass right in my face, I’m going to be focused on it,” Trey laughed.

“The catch about Alexis is, she hasn’t always been a girl, exactly,” Melanie confessed.

“He looks like a girl to me,” Trey quipped, as Alex felt a sting of humiliation.

“Well, that’s because she is a girl, Trey. But, she has a little extra, you know? She has a really little penis from before she knew she was a girl; it’s so small you wouldn’t even notice it. In fact, we keep it locked in a little cage,” she laughed, as she reached under and grabbed it through the fabric of Alex’s thong. “That’s why she can only have butt-sex.”

“So, he’s kind of a dude or something?” Trey asked.

“No, she’s a girl. She just has a little extra, so to speak,” Melanie explained. “When you look at her, you definitely see a girl, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” Trey nodded.

“But, I get that it could be kind of weird for some guys, even though it’s just a technical thing. So, I feel kind of bad for leading you on,” Melanie finished.

“I mean, it’s kind of weird, yeah. But he looks a lot like a girl, so I don’t know,” Trey shrugged.

Alex bit his lip, still facing away from the pair. His body remained gripped with tension as he listened to the conversation behind him, which would undoubtedly decide his fate. On one hand, he would be beyond relieved to see Trey decline Melanie’s explanation. On another, his body craved to experiment with a real man, regardless of how taboo or unthinkable it might be for him.

Alex felt belittled and humiliated at the conversation – as if he were so insignificant as to be ignored during a negotiation regarding his very own virginity. “I’ve wanted a guy to sort of break Alexis in, you know? I need a man to show Alexis her new role as a submissive girl in the bedroom.”

“I don’t know. This is kind of weird. But you got me all horny, so I’ve got to do something about that, too” Trey laughed. “This stays between us, though,” he said.

Melanie laughed and dismissed the charge. “Trey, it’s not like you’re going to fuck a guy. Look at Alexis; do you see a guy anywhere in there? If this ever came up, it would be about the time you fucked another hot girl – that’s like a typical Saturday night for you, anyway,” she said.

“True,” Trey laughed and shrugged. “She’d better be able to handle a dick like a girl, then,” he added. “Fuck if I’m going to go gentle, if she’s a real slut.”

“Of course not,” Melanie smiled, with an air of pride. She patted Alex on his head and added, “Did you hear that, Alexis?”

Alex turned over his shoulder and, just as Trey started to slide his finger back over Alex’s ass-crack, he pulled up from the bed. “Um, Mel, can I talk to you for a second?”

“Ugh,” Melanie started, rolling her eyes and turning back to Trey, as she started off of the bed. “She probably needs pointers or something,” she laughed, as Alex walked just outside of her bedroom doorway.

“What is it, Alexis? You’re keeping Trey waiting,” she whispered harshly.

“I don’t know. He’s really big,” Alex confessed, eyeing back to the massive cock in Trey’s fist, as he started to casually stroke himself.

“I know! Do you know how many girls – including me - who would kill to have a big dick like his? And I’m letting you have it all to yourself,” she explained with a frustrated tone. “I’m doing you a huge favor, and you don’t even sound the least bit grateful.”

Continuing to see the hesitant expression over Alex’s eyes, Melanie sighed and continued. “Look, I know you’re not used to seeing a real man’s dick, since you’ve had that useless little penis your whole life, but trust me – you’re going to love how it feels.”

Alex shrugged. “I mean, I’m kind of curious,” he confessed.

“I know you are,” Melanie quipped, and reached down, grabbing Alex’s caged cock. “You’re not going to disappoint me, are you? I mean, you’re free to walk away, Alexis. I can have Trey’s dick all to myself. But you need to let me know, now.”

Alex’s heart sped ever faster as he shifted his eyes back and forth between Melanie and Trey. “I see the way you’re looking at his dick. You’re a cock-hungry sissy boy and the sooner you embrace it, the better.”

“Come on, Mel,” Trey called. “When do I get to fuck his ass?” Trey moaned passively. Melanie and Alex turned to see Trey tossing a tennis ball into the air, as Melanie laughed. “Hold on.”

“Tell that to my dick,” he groaned, sending a shiver down Alex’s spine. The sissy knew that if he consented, he would find himself dominated and stuffed with the jock’s massive, thick and no doubt merciless cock. His ass was about to be the stud’s own personal sex-doll, rammed and pounded however Trey pleased, regardless of his whimpers and winces.

“Do it for me, Alexis,” Melanie said. “Just give it a try, and if you want to stop, we’ll stop.”

“Fine,” Alex answered reluctantly, as Melanie grabbed the femboy’s wrist and pulled him back into the bedroom.

“Hell yeah,” Trey grinned, as he sat up and grabbed Alex, who came and sat atop the bed. “You want to do something about this, Alexis?” He asked, eyeing down at his cock.

Alex bit his lip and turned to Melanie, who smiled and nodded with persuasion. The femboy’s body clenched, and for a brief moment, he saw himself in the vertical mirror. As if he’d forgotten that he had been dressed as a girl, Alex cocked his head and noted the wig and the makeup. He couldn’t help but love the way he looked, despite the implications of such enjoyment. There had been little mistaking his real identity, when he saw his reflection – that of a gorgeous girl with a narrow but curvy frame and a head of blonde hair. He grinned and rolled his eyes. How did Melanie know? He thought. How had the redhead known who he really was, when Alex hadn’t even known it? Yet, there with Trey’s throbbing cock right before him, he finally caught up to Melanie’s intuition. The massive cock swelled and left Alex’s own penis fighting for space inside its constricting cage. He licked his lips and grabbed Trey’s cock in his fingers.

Alex started to stroke the thick, warm shaft in his palm, as Trey sat back against the headboard and grinned. “Fuck,” he smiled, looking at Melanie. “You going to get in on this, or what?”

Melanie shook her head. “You’re way too big for me,” she laughed. Alex took note of the conflicting remarks and wondered if he were making a mistake. He pressed on, stroking the jock’s long dick, anyway.

Trey’s hand came down over Alex’s hair and pressed him downward, until the sissy’s tight lips were inches away from the monster-cock. “Come on, girly boy, suck my dick,” Trey growled.

“Ah,” Alex moaned, as Trey brought his hand around and caressed Alex’s ass. The sensation left him tight and ravenous in his body. He immediately parted his lips and – nervous from his inexperience – slid his mouth down over the head of the thick cock. At once, the blonde jock let out a sigh of pleasure, and Alex felt the palm over the back of his head, pushing gentle but firm against him and hoping to push his mouth deeper onto the hard cock.

“Mm!” Alex moaned, as the shaft drove into his tight mouth and stretched his lips.

Melanie laughed with excitement. “That’s so fucking hot.”

“She’s really good at sucking dick,” Trey groaned, as Alex’s mouth pushed down and pulled back, before repeating the motion and working to grab another inch of Trey’s cock into his mouth. He pulled back, nearly gagging on the two or three inches of length that he’d managed to swallow, as Trey groaned with delight.

“Maybe ‘cause he used to be a guy or something, he knows his way around a dick,” Trey laughed.

“Alex was never really a guy, Trey,” Melanie debated. “I mean; look at him - he’s a girl. He’s always been a pathetic little sissy. It does a disservice to all guys to imply that Alex was ever part of your gender,” Melanie explained. “Maybe he has a tiny little penis, but trust me, Alex is a girl and that’s why she sucks dick so well.”

“Mm!” Alex moaned, again muted as Trey’s thick cock stuffed his mouth to the brim. His eyes grew as the curious, hungry jock ran his hand deeper toward his ass-crack and ultimately caressed just inside it. Trey’s fingers slid beneath the white thong string and came down over Alex’s asshole, rimming the warm, tight entrance with his fingertips.

“I want to see his dick,” Trey said. “Come on.” He tugged on Alex’s thong and started to yank it from his ass, before the femboy reached back and helped him. Suddenly, Alex’s caged cock and balls hung down, free from the fabric chamber of his thong and now pulled down in gravity as he remained on all-fours. He felt Trey’s hands run back down his ass-crack and past his opening, reaching down his bulbous taint and the base of his cock, before finding the little plastic chamber that contained the fragment of his manhood.

“What the…” Trey said, as Alex continued sucking his cock.

“I told you, it’s all caged up, nice a tight, so he can’t use it,” Melanie laughed.

“That’s fucked up,” Trey laughed. “So he can’t touch himself, at all?”

Melanie shook her head and grinned indulgently. “It keeps Alexis from being tempted to regress,” she explained. “And that would only cause further problems. The worst thing he could do is deny his true destiny as a girl. And in order to do that, he needs to get all of his pleasure from his ‘boy-pussy,’” she explained.

“You mean this?” Trey asked, before spanking and grabbing Alex’s ass.

Melanie laughed and nodded her head.

“Fuck, it’s tight,” he groaned.

“What are you waiting for, then?” Melanie asked. “I want to see you make him into a real girl, already,” she added with impatience.

Trey shrugged and with a little laugh, yanked his cock from Alex’s mouth. Spit hung from the sissy’s lips and he wiped it with his mouth, before pulling up and biting his lip. He reached back and tried to rub his cock and balls. Alex had learned to yank on the cage and he found that, in doing so, he could ever-slowly work himself toward a climax. He hadn’t managed to orgasm just yet, but he knew that it must be possible, despite his cock’s inability to get fully-hard.

“Alexis, stop that!” Melanie shouted.

Alex obeyed and winced with desire. He bit his lip and moaned gently, as Trey made his way around and just behind his ass. The jock pulled his butt farther into the air. “Lower your head, Alexis,” Melanie insisted. The femboy obeyed and scrunched his brow as Trey’s hand explored his ass with precision, now that the jock had a full view of it.”

“Fuck,” Alex breathed, as Trey grabbed his cock-cage and yanked on it. “Is this what you like?” He asked. “You like it when I do?” Alex moaned with approval, before Trey laughed. “I’ll bet you’d love it if I do this, too.”

And suddenly, Alex heard Melanie come forth and spit against his ass. “Go on, spit on him. He’s just a useless little pussy-boy, anyway,” she laughed. Trey spit and Alex felt the warmth on his opening, just before the jock caressed in a circle around his asshole. “Oh!” He moaned, as he suddenly felt the jock’s finger, break him open. “Damn,” Trey growled. “He’s really tight.”

“I told you,” Melanie smiled. The redhead knew the look that formed over Trey’s eyes just then – one of pure animal hunger. She’d only seen such an expression on a guy when he was arched over her and moments from sliding his dick inside of her; she knew that Trey was too aroused to turn back – nothing could have dissuaded him from claiming the sissy.

Trey shoved his finger deeper into the femboy and yanked on the cock-cage. The bruising sensation swelled through Alex’s body as his ass tightened around the finger, and he felt the tease and tickle at the base of his cock, send jolts of lust up and down his core. As if the two were inseparable, his ass and his cock kept him in an agonizing prison of lust until he found himself aching for Trey’s cock, regardless of how much he’d feared the size of it; he needed something – anything – to fill the void inside him and give him an ounce of the release that he’d been deprived of for days, now.

“Come on, Trey. Stop fucking around and pound his ass, already,” Melanie begged as she reached forward and spanked Alex’s cheek.

“I need some lube,” Trey said. “No you don’t – you’ll be fine. Just spit on his ass some more,” she insisted, before stepping forward and doing the same. Melanie spit on Trey’s cock and grinned. The jock quickly brought his arm around her shoulder and brought her in for a kiss. Melanie pulled back and laughed, before returning for another. Alex turned to look over his shoulder as the jock, who was preparing to fuck his ass, was making out with the gorgeous red-head – the redhead that seemed more and more out of his grasp. He felt humiliated and lesser-than, as he kept his butt in the air and the jock continued to press his finger in and out of it – careless and clumsy, while he kissed Melanie.

“Damn, girl,” Trey growled. “You’re going to make me even harder than I already am,” he added with a laugh. Melanie smiled and confessed with a blush, “Good. You’re making me kind of horny, too.”

“Oh, am I going to fuck you, too?” Trey grinned.

“No, no. I’m not going to take time away from Alexis. I’ve got a different idea, anyway. Alexis, get on your back; turn over.”

Alex pulled from Trey’s finger and, following Melanie’s insistence, laid on his back, facing up at the ceiling. Trey immediately grabbed Alex’s thighs and pulled the femboy’s feet up over his broad, muscular shoulders.

At once, Melanie came around by Alex’s head. She pulled her shorts and her panties from her body, all while Trey watched with increasing hunger. His eyes zeroed-in on the tiny red bush over her mound, as she laughed nervously and parted her legs. “Alexis, want to do me a favor?” She asked.

Realizing what the girl was asking, Alex immediately agreed, and the redhead lowered her ass over the femboy’s face. “Mm; she’s so helpful,” Melanie giggled, as she found Alex’s waiting mouth just beneath her dewed, swelling pussy.

“Fuck, Mel, this is making me so fucking hard,” Trey moaned.

“Then do something about it. You’ve got a perfectly tight, warm hole right there,” she insisted.

Trey looked down and stroked his cock with saliva, before lining it up against Alex’s tight, reluctant asshole. The wide, crested head pressed against the opening and, as Melanie lowered her pussy over the femboy’s mouth, Trey pushed his cock hard into the sissy-boy’s asshole.

“Mm, fuck!” Alex cried out, vibrating against Melanie’s clit, as she grinded her pussy against his mouth.

“Oh… shit,” Trey growled, as he looked down and watched the tight little ass swallow his cock-head. He caressed Alex’s calves as they remained slung over his shoulders and looked down at the girlish body that lay before him.

“Are you in?” Melanie asked, though she knew from Alex’s groans against her pussy that the jock had broken the femboy’s virginity.

“Hell yeah,” Trey growled. “She feels so fucking tight, though. I can barely fit inside.”

“I told you she has the boy-pussy,” Melanie winked, before breaking into her own groans, as Alex’s tongue brushed against her folds.

The femboy cried weakly and groaned as Trey’s hungry cock sank deeper into his tight asshole. He felt the crested head driving deeper toward his center, each time with the jock moaning endlessly and spanking Alex’s girlish ass cheeks in his big palms.

“Fuck,” he moaned, wincing and licking Melanie’s pussy. As he tasted the sour-clean flavor on his tongue, he couldn’t help but cry out each time the massive shaft split him further open and filled him to his limits.

“How do you like his big dick, Alexis?” Melanie asked, before grinding down harder against Alex’s mouth. “Mm,” Alex moaned in reply, again vibrating against the redhead’s pussy. She moaned in response, rolling her eyes and giggling. “Fuck her harder, I want to feel the vibration on my pussy,” she said, looking to Trey. She leant forward and started to make-out with the jock, once again. Alex couldn’t help but feel humiliated and feminized as the college boy’s cock fuck his ass, all while he made out with the gorgeous red-head. The pair paid little mind to Alex as they embraced, and Alex fulfilled his duties as the perfect completion of their lustful little triangle.

With his tongue tangling with Melanie’s, Trey obliged her and shoved his cock deeper into the femboy’s butt, before pulling back. The moment the massive cock vacated his ass, he felt the agonizing void, and found himself desperate to refill it once more. Despite the pain from Trey’s size, he found himself in love with the sensation of being filled and stuffed. Each time the jock pushed into his ass, Alex found the jock’s girth pressing against his prostate and teasing the base of his cock with a familiar and unbelievably potent pleasure. He could feel the pre-cum oozing from his limp cock and out of the cage. Trey reached down and yanked at the cage, which only left the femboy crying out harder, as the climax he’d become so desperate for, made its way directly toward him.

“Yes,” Melanie moaned, grinding firmer into Alex’s mouth. He obediently ate her pussy, knowing that this might just be the closest he would ever get to it. If he’d have to be impaled on a massive cock while dressed as a girl to do it, then Alex knew that it was worth it, especially when he found that he loved every moment of being fucked like the sissy-girl he was.

The jock grabbed his ass-cheeks and spread them out hard, as he sank his dick as deep as possible, eliciting a particularly strong cry from the femboy. “Fuck!” Alex groaned, as Trey pulled back and sighed with enjoyment.

“This is the tightest pussy I’ve ever fucked,” he growled, speeding his hips as he thrust back and forth, endless and chasing what he expected to be the strongest cumshot of his life.

“I’m going to fucking cum if she keeps moaning on your pussy like that,” he admitted.

“Yeah?” Melanie answered, growing weak with her own incoming climax.

The warning left Alex all the nearer to his own orgasm, and his entire body clenched as his caged cock and balls jerked back and forth, each time the jock slammed his cock into the tight femboy ass – more and more ravenous with every thrust.

“Fuck!” Trey cried out. “I’m getting so close.”

“Alexis, where do you want him to cum?” Melanie asked, grinding her pussy harder onto Alex’s mouth. “I think she wants you to cum inside her,” she grinned.

Alex grabbed Melanie’s thighs and caressed them in response, before making his way closer and closer to her trimmed mound. She quickly pulled his hands back and shook her head. “If you keep that up, I’m not going to let him cum in you,” she quipped.

She sighed and pulled away from the femboy’s mouth, lifting her legs and sitting beside Alex. “You’re just not good enough to make me cum,” she groaned. “I’m going to have to do it myself, apparently.”

She reached down between her legs, which were pulled up against her chest, and grinded her fingers against her clit as she watched the jock slam his cock into Alex’s ass. The femboy clenched his teeth and wailed as the monster-cock pounded into the depths of his ass.

“You’re going to make him cum!” Melanie said, noticing the expression across Alex’s face. “Oh my god! He’s such a sissy that he’s going to cum from getting fucked in the ass when he isn’t even touching himself,” she laughed and shook her head with disbelief.

“Fuck,” Alex cried out and clenched the sheets of the bed-top in his fists. Without any further warning, the pearly-white seed spilled from his cock and oozed weakly from the cock-cage. His ass clenched tight and involuntarily over Trey’s cock, who grabbed Alex’s legs and pumped the tight, newly broken asshole.

“I’m gonna cum,” Trey growled, straining through his tightly clenched jaw. “Fuck!” His entire face tightened, as he sank balls-deep into Alex’s girly ass and pumped load after warm load of virile seed, which flooded the femboy’s belly. “Ah,” Alex whimpered with blissful exhaustion. “I can feel it,” he whispered weakly, as the massive load continued to shoot into his body.

Alex turned to see Melanie, quivering and trembling as her own body became gripped with orgasm. She laughed as the sensation weakened and fled her. “The best part is that she can’t get pregnant,” she pointed out. Trey pulled his cock out, which still spurt white beads of seed. His chest heaved with breath as Alex bit his lip and made eyes with the college boy who had deflowered him and made him into a proper girl.

Trey grabbed Alex’s ass and clenched it in his palm, before swatting it and laughing. “You’re a real fucking firecracker, Alexis. That felt like the most I’ve ever cum.”

“Thanks,” Alex answered in his effeminate tone. “I’m glad you enjoyed it; I did, too.”

“Of course you did,” Melanie interjected. “You were made for dick, Alexis,” she added with a laugh.

“Hey, Melanie, you want to grab a bite to eat?” Trey asked, as he wiped his cock.

“Yeah,” the redhead answered with wide eyes.

“Alexis, why don’t you stay here and get cleaned up for the next round, when we get back?” Melanie smiled. “In fact…” she located and grabbed the butt-plug, and brought it near Alex’s ass, before shoving it back into the femboy’s freshly fucked opening. “Oh, it slides in so much easier, now!” She said with wide eyes. The brass plug sank back into the tight ass and she smiled. “There. That will keep Trey’s sperm from spilling out of you.”

She spanked the femboy lightly on his cheek and laughed, “You’re a natural cock-teaser, Alexis,” before she and Trey put their clothes back on and started for the bedroom door.

Alex laid on Melanie’s bed, not sure what to do next, or what might come later that night. But he knew one thing for certain: he wanted Trey’s cock all to himself. He’d tasted submission and feminization and, as humiliating as it might have been, his body craved it all the more, once he’d finally had a sampling of it.

Alex watched the television for a moment, before tip-toeing into Melanie’s closet to look around. He figured, while she was out with Trey, at least, he could try on a few of her clothes and - for even a brief moment in time - feel what it must be like to be a strong, confident and dominating girl like her. He walked into the closet and, surrounded by the girl’s panties and ensembles, felt more at home than ever before. Alex bit his lip and grinning to the reflection of the used, sexually spent girl eyeing him from the reflection in the mirror.

He smiled, and felt that he now understood his destiny, better than ever.
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"A girl's got to do what a girl's got to do...

Sassy young entrepreneur, Chelsea, is in a tight spot. She’s trying to grow her new babysitting business, but how is she ever going to find success if all of her employees keep calling-in? She’s got to find a replacement for her all-star babysitter, Brittany, before an interview with her biggest potential client, ever: The Carmichaels.

The wealthy thirty-something couple could give Chelsea the boost her business needs. But there doesn’t seem to be any hope. Well, not until Chelsea realizes just how pretty her boyfriend, Trevor, would look all dolled up and pretending to be the Carmichaels’ newest babysitter.

To get Trevor to fall into line, though, Chelsea is going to have to call the shots and train her boyfriend so that he's transformed into the perfect college girl. And who knows? Maybe with a little makeup and practice, Chelsea may find that Trevor is a natural born woman!

Note: This story is over 15,000 words.
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"Sometimes bad boyfriends just need a little 'training'..."

Kate never saw herself as assertive before, but the longer she watches her apathetic boyfriend, Brian, drift aimlessly through life (all while she works her tail off!) the more she knows she DEFINITELY needs a change.

She wants to see Brian live up to his full potential. But, she soon realizes he may need a little "training," to make that happen. In come Kate's best friends, Brenna and Ashley, to deliver Kate with a secret program, they promise will bring Kate a new partner by sunrise. They should know, they used it on their boyfriends!

Kate goes along, though she isn't sure what she's getting herself in to. It isn't until she's calling the shots, that she gets a taste for authority and realizes there is a new boss in her relationship, and it certainly isn't Brian!

This first time woman in control story is over 12,000 words.
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