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Synopsis





When shy eighteen year-old Alex accidentally bumps into a gorgeous girl outside of a bookstore, he has no idea that his life is about to change. Little does he know, this girl has an interest in feminine young men like him, but not because she is attracted to them. Well, at least, not in their 'current' form.

Little does Alex know, he was never meant to be a 'real man' like all of the other guys at college. Fate has something different planned for him, and Melanie believes fate has brought them together so that she can help Alex realize this. It only requires a bit of discipline and dressing up, though Alex isn't so sure that he's ready. If he follows the domineering girl's every instruction, he may find himself strutting around in stockings and a few other unmentionables, ready for his 'initiation' into girlhood.

All that stands between him and acceptance with Melanie and her friends, is a big, hard test...


Part 1





I first met Melanie the summer after I graduated high-school.

I was eighteen, and terrified of girls; especially of the mysterious power they seemed to exert over my biology. Anytime one of them passed me in the hallway and looked my direction with that hollow, yet cryptic gaze, my heart would start to thud like a jackhammer into cement. My palms would grow warm and damp, and my entire body would tighten, as if a lasso had wrapped around my frame. I would turn the other direction and, as they giggled, head past the first set of doors that I could find. For whatever reason, I’d had more than a few of these encounters. Sometimes, girls even brought notes to me, while I was sitting in the cafeteria, mostly by myself. They would slide the little folded paper toward my hand, and rush off, laughing all the while. “Somebody likes you,” it would say – or something to this effect. And again, my cheeks would flush vermillion, and I would glance around the cafeteria, as inconspicuously as I could, hoping I didn’t make it too obvious that I’d been unsettled by the revelation.

I’d been told I was ‘cute’ a few times in the years before. I wanted to believe it, but I guess I was never conceited enough to believe I was anything special. My short, pepper-blonde hair was unkempt and lazily tussled atop my head, and my blue eyes seemed dull enough to me. The last thing I expected was to host any affection from women. After all, my narrow, lanky frame left little to the imagination. I fit the stereotype of the loner nerd, apparently. My arms lacked muscle, and my face lacked any hair. The only redeeming trait of my masculinity was that I did, in fact, have a penis and testicles; though, they were both much smaller than average.

I wanted to find out what dating a girl might be like, but I always felt too nervous to so much as approach one of them, even when I knew they had been rumored to be interested in me. So, I kept to myself, and aside from the scarce few friends I’d had in high school, graduated without much notice from anybody. And being finally free of four years in the direct proximity of the very girls I feared, I insisted that I was going to compensate for this by locking myself in my bedroom all summer until college started in the fall. I had spent four years vulnerable to the offensive of any interested girl. The moment summer started, I found solace in my empty bedroom, and dreamt of a different sort of life for myself; one where I didn’t harbor such conflicting sexual thoughts of girls – and guys. Yeah, I’d struggled a bit with some thoughts about the guys I would see practicing on the football field in the afternoons. I simply told myself that the thoughts were purely from a point of envy; I wanted to be the ‘manly’ man, and not the skinny, girlish nerd. Why my penis grew stiff when I would see them, sweaty and flexing their butts in the skin-tight leggings of their uniforms? I guess I can’t explain that away, as easily.

The thoughts were random, though, and few and far between; enough so, that I had more or less forgotten about them by the time I graduated. After all, I still found myself attracted to the girls I could never work up the courage to engage with, even if my attractions seemed less direct, and somewhat muddied. Nevertheless, when summer started, the few times I’d been made to get out of the house, I insisted to mind my own business and keep my blue eyes down toward the sidewalk.

I assumed this stance the afternoon I met Melanie. I was making my way to the bookstore, sent by my mother, who found that they carried a used, and therefore discounted, textbook that I would need for college. I had my hands tucked in my khaki pockets, and my button-nose pointed down towards the ground. I thought I had a decent scope from my periphery, of anybody who might come into my line, as I headed toward the front doors of the bookstore. The summer sun baked my cotton polo shirt to the point where I thought it might impress the white dye from the cotton, right onto my lean, taut chest. I pulled it from my body, fanning myself, as I suddenly felt a tremor of fear come across my limbs.

I smelled her, before I ever even saw her, as ridiculous as it sounds. The moment I ran into the girl, I could smell her vanilla scent wafting around my nose and making my knees weak. I turned my eyes up, just as my body was brushing right into the side of her.

“Shit, I’m so sorry,” I said, stuttering. “I honestly didn’t mean it,” I continued, turning bright red.

“If you wanted to cop a feel you could’ve just asked,” she said in a raspy voice. Her green eyes – brimming with all the confidence in the world – slid toward me as her lips curled into a mischievous grin and she placed her hand on her hip. Her two girlfriends laughed and shook their heads, only adding to the humiliation. “Um, right,” I said, not quite processing what the girl had even said to me. I quickly rushed past the trio and took a deep breath of relief, the moment I felt the double-doors of the bookstore opening, and the cool air settling on my sweaty face. Fuck, I’m such a klutz! I thought. I balled my fists, just as the girl’s freckles and red-hair – brushing in the summer breeze – came marching back into my mind. I felt a tinge of painful delight settling in my center. She seemed powerful and poised, as though she could have eaten me alive, with all my sexual frustration and anxiety, yet I immediately found myself thinking of the pair of full breasts I’d noted, tucked tightly into her pink t-shirt. And I rightfully should have much to remember, seeing as how I ran right into them.

I shook my head, took another deep breath, and made my way into the book-store, hoping for a fast and uneventful purchase. I found the sociology section and quickly made my way, scouring the endless book-spines and fielding disorientation as the dozens of titles seemed to twist and tangle together. I cocked my head to read them, and finally found the book. I pulled it from the shelf, and stood frozen.

“You sure took off in a hurry,” the same raspy voice from earlier had said.

Keep it cool, I thought, brushing myself down and clutching the book under my arm.

“Yeah… sorry,” I said. “Um, I didn’t mean to run into you.”

“Yeah, you kind of already established that,” she said. “Um, I’m Melanie, by the way.”

“Oh, uh, I’m Alex.”

The girl’s eyes grew wide with what seemed to be interest on her part, as they looked me up and down. “Well, Alex, what were you in such a hurry to find in here?”

“Oh, um, nothing, just this book I need for college,” I returned, trying not to fumble over my words, as my breath grew short and halting. The girl stepped forward and, without asking, pulled the book from under my arm. Her breasts – or her bra, I should say – brushed against my arm as she did this, leaving me with a small shudder. “Sociology, huh?” She said, flipping through the pages. “Is that what you’re going to school for?”

I shrugged and laughed. “I don’t know. I haven’t really started, yet. I start next month,” I said.

“Oh, how cute,” she said, with her green eyes flaring. “I’m a junior in college. What are you, seventeen?”

“I’ll be nineteen in three months, thanks,” I said, with a hint of indignation. Melanie giggled and laughed. “I’m sorry, it’s just adorable, I guess. I remember when I first started. I’m twenty-three, now.”

“Yeah?” I said, with my heart thudding continually. I shifted my eyes from side to side, wondering if she could hear it. Though, the dick in my pants would have been more worrisome, expanding slightly into a half-hard threat, which seemed destined to pitch a full tent in my thin khakis. I already knew enough about Melanie, to know that she was the type of girl who would immediately notice such a thing, and bring it to attention.

“I know what you’re thinking. I took a few years off to travel around Europe, so yeah,” she rolled her eyes and smiled, “I’m a little behind or whatever.” She brushed her red bangs and giggled as she handed the book back to me.

“Um, where are your friends that I saw outside?” I asked, hoping to receive some sort of assurance that they weren’t around the corner, ready to pop-in at any moment.

“Why?” She said. “Do you think they’re hot?”

“What? No way, I mean,” I answered, dropping the book as I nervously fumbled with an appropriate response.

“So, are you gay?” She asked. Suddenly, I turned an even brighter shade of red, if it had even been possible.

“What? No way,” I said, repeating my answer, which surely confused her.

“Well, I’m totally fine with that and all. I was just hoping maybe you were into girls or something,” she said, playing with a strand of her hair and eyeing the floor, as an undeniable grin came over her lips. Is she saying what I think she is? I thought, more nervous than ever.

“Oh, yeah, well I am,” I said, standing straight and somehow hoping she might for just a moment, forget how unintimidating I was for a guy. What was she doing wasting her time with me, after all? Girls like Melanie, must’ve dated the quarterbacks, back in high school, I thought. She had every trait of a girl who was way out of my league. And yet, she continued to talk and flirt with me.

“You’re cute,” she said, with no emotion across her face. “Maybe we should hang out some time?” “Are you sure?” I asked, digging the bottom of my shoe into the pattern carpet of the book-store.

“Uh, yeah,” she said, laughing and flashing an expression of disbelief. “You’re funny.”

I looked around, shifting my eyes toward the ceiling. Was there some sort of tv-show recording us, documenting my humiliation? Or even worse, some friend of Melanie’s standing around the corner, filming us on her phone and waiting to post the encounter to their social media profile, so that the red-head and her friends could have a laugh? I wondered in what universe I would be important enough, for a demeaning trick like that. To have girls as attractive as Melanie and her friends, pay me any sort of attention, be it from ridicule, seemed too good to be true. It left a slight, nearly unnoticeable pang of delight up and down my body.

Melanie pulled her phone from her tight jeans, wiggling it from the pocket and propping herself on one hip, as she pushed against the screen of her phone, casual and disaffected. “So, um, what’s your number? I’ll text you.”

I hesitantly read off my number, and felt a vibration in my pocket only moments later. Melanie laughed and bit her lip as she looked down with her eyes. “I think I just heard your crotch vibrate,” she said.

“Oh, right,” I jumped, reaching down and pulling out my phone. “Um, I got it. So, maybe I’ll talk to you sometime, or something?”

“Yeah, sounds good. Or, we could go hang out at my place,” she suggested. “My friends aren’t going to be there, in case you were concerned or something.” The revelation left a slight hint of relief, if it had been possible, in the face of a possible date with a girl right on my horizon. But, still, I felt a tinge of fear that she was going to lead me back to an abandoned house and have her thuggish boyfriends rob me at gunpoint, or something. It seemed too easy, after all.


Part 2





With all the anxiety in the world upon my shoulders, twisting knots in my stomach, I agreed, and we headed back to her apartment, empty, as she’d promised. There, we hung out on her sofa, and before I knew it, we were making out as the sun started to sink behind the University apartments that lined the street opposite of her building. The sky turned orange by the time my lips were warm and well-exercised, having pressed against Melanie’s and rife with the flavor of her tongue on my own. I had been hard as a rock the entire time, with pre-cum leaving a mess in my boxers and my cock leaving the tent in my khakis that I had expected since the moment I met the red-headed vixen.

“How many girls have you been with?” She asked me, point blank, after we pulled away from one another. I shifted my eyes from side to side and felt the very nervousness I thought I had finally conquered, returning to my throat. I didn’t want to lie, but then, what would have happened if I were honest? Would a girl like Melanie honestly let me off the hook? I figured I had little to lose; I had finally made out with a girl – and a hot one at that – so it seemed better to be honest and walk away on top, than to make a fool of myself if she actually decided she wanted to go even further with me.

“Um, none,” I said, with a nervous laugh. As the words left my lips and I turned pink once again, I watched her eyes intently for the inevitable humiliation. “Really? You’re bullshitting me,” she said with a smirk.

“Why would I lie about something as embarrassing as that?” I shrugged.

“Good point. Well, you could’ve fooled me. You act like you know you’re way around a woman’s body,” she said with a laugh. “Come here,” she said, insisting I scoot closer on the sofa to her, again. I swallowed hard and obeyed as Melanie grabbed my wrist and brought it toward her. Suddenly, I found my hand at the end of her shirt. “Why don’t you show me what else you’re a natural at,” she said.

I started my hand up, until I found the soft, thin bra hugging Melanie’s perfect, full breasts. Cautiously, I felt my palm running over her stiff nipples, and watched as she gasped with a smile across her face. “Mm, just like that,” she said, and she reached down and ran her hand over my zipper. I felt her determined hand over my crotch, with only a thin layer of khaki fabric to separate my cock and her soft, smooth hand. Expertly, she unzipped my pants as I explored her breasts, and I suddenly felt her hand just inside the hole, searching for my cock. I knew it would only be a matter of moments before she discovered just how small I was.

“Fuck,” I moaned softly, as I squeezed her breast nervously and scrunched my face. She found my cock and wrapped her fingers around the shaft, yanking it out through the zipper-hole and into the cool air for her to inspect. The very moment she did, I felt the familiar tension building at the base, and my entire body tightened as my cock pulsed. I didn’t want to tell her to stop but I didn’t want to cum so early, either – I knew it would be humiliating.

“Oh, it’s a cute little dick,” she giggled. She slapped it a few times, and I felt the pleasure subside. “It’s so small!” She continued, and as if she hadn’t stopped, the pleasure built further. The demeaning commentary somehow aroused me more than anything else I had known. “My friends would love to see this,” she said. She pulled her phone from her pocket and said, “stay just like that, I’m going to take a picture to show them.”

“What?” I blurted, wincing from the imminent pleasure. “You’re going to show them a picture of my dick?”

“Yeah. It’s so adorable and small, I just have to,” she said, and the white light of the flash bathed my body for half a second, as I heard the faux-camera sound from her phone. “Nice,” she said with a raucous laugh. “Oh my god, that’s hilarious!”

“What are you doing?” I asked with a hint of frustration. Only, as I asked her, the building pleasure continued toward threatening levels. Melanie seemed to send the photo to her friends, and raised the phone back to face my crotch as I continued hunched over her, with my waist directly before her. “Ok, so, this is… Alex, right? And he has the cutest dick. Look at that,” she said, bringing the phone down as she tickled my cock with her finger. I looked down and said, “Are you filming, now?”

“Keep grabbing my tits!” She insisted – not that I wanted to stop. I felt the full breasts in both hands now, as Melanie continued to document for the video. “Look at how small his head is – it’s like, ‘is it even four inches?’” She laughed wildly and added, “I’m going to send this to the girls we met outside the bookstore, if that’s okay. They would love to see this.”

“Really?” I asked. The moment I did, I felt my body weaken beyond compression and my hips thrust forward. “Oh, fuck,” I said, gritting my teeth as my cock spurt a row of long, hot, white ropes. “Fuck,” I groaned as the awkward pleasure gripped my body and I looked down to see cum caking over Melanie’s cell-phone and her hand. The white ropes shot against her throat and she pulled back in complete shock and horror.

“Ugh! What is wrong with you?” She said. “Nobody told you to cum!”

The angrier she grew, the more I continued to cum. Just when I thought I was done, she landed a retaliatory slap at my cock, as if to swing it away from her, and it throbbed as a final drizzle of white seed came out.

“Fuck,” I whispered with exhausted bliss. “I’m sorry. I’m really fucking sorry,” I said, reaching down and grabbing my cock. I pulled it back into my pants, and immediately felt the wetness against my boxers as I tried to adjust it into my pants. Melanie grabbed a tissue from another room and came back, carefully rubbing cum from her phone with a definitive frown across her lips. Whatever pleasure she’d gained from insulting me, seemed far out of reach in that moment.

“I’m just going to go; sorry again,” I said, sighing in defeat.

“Don’t go,” she said, without turning toward me. She didn’t say this in a tone that suggested I owed her compensation or anything. Rather, she seemed worried I would go and our fun would be over. I cocked my head and said, “But, I totally fucked up.”

“I should’ve known better. I figured you were one of those guys when I met you. That’s why I brought you back here, after all. I just… you were so good at making out; I figured you were a normal guy, instead. So, I wasn’t prepared for you to cum all over me,” she said, still brushing a white stain from her shirt collar. She laughed and shook her head.

“I’m confused,” I shrugged.

Melanie stepped closer and crossed her arms. “You liked it when I insulted you, didn’t you?”

“I don’t know,” I said, hesitant, as my cock continued to pulse weakly in my khakis.

Melanie bent forward and curled her fingertip beneath my chin, as if I were something cute to be doted upon. “Yes, you loved it when I told my friends how small your dick was. I know your type, well, Alexis.”

“It’s Alex,” I corrected.

“Oh, is it? I’m sorry,” Melanie said, covering her mouth sarcastically. “Not to me. To me, it’s Alexis.”

“I don’t…” I tried to continue, but Melanie put her finger over my lips and said, “Shhh, I’m going to go get you something to change in to, since I know I made your boxers a complete mess.” Melanie disappeared around the corner, and I sat back down, reclining and wondering what I was supposed to make of the situation. On one hand, I’d humiliated myself and seemingly angered the girl I had just met – the only girl I had ever done anything sexual with. On the other hand, she was still talking to me, and she even seemed intent that I stick around. Girls were confusing, that much I knew, and my brief interactions with Melanie, only proved the hypothesis.

When Melanie returned, she shook her hips from side to side with a proud smile across her lips. She had a pair of pink panties swinging around her finger. She came into the living room and launched the small ball of cotton into my lap. “Here you go,” she said.

“For me? Like, to keep?” I said, feeling hard again. The very panties that hugged Melanie’s warm, undoubtedly amazing pussy were now setting atop my lap, only millimeters from my cock. I wondered if I was going to get much more than an all-too-short hand-job, that afternoon.

“I won’t like,” Melanie started as she took a seat on the sofa next to me. “I’m pretty pissed about you cumming all over my phone and my shirt. If you’d have gotten any in my eye I think I would have slapped you,” she said with an indulgent giggle. “But, now you have a chance to make it up to me. Try them on.”

“What?” I said, squinting as I tried to understand.

Melanie pointed to the little pink panties in my lap. “Take off your clothes and put those on. I want to see what you look like in them.”

“You can’t be serious,” I said.

“Trust me – you will love it. I know it. I knew it the moment I met you, in fact. Now, unless you want this video to go out to my friends, I’d better see you in nothing but those panties in the next thirty seconds.”

“You’ve got to be…” I rebutted. Melanie casually pulled her phone back from her pocket and, after bringing up what sounded like a stopwatch app, hit a button on the screen. “And… go!” She said, like a coach pulling the trigger on a starter pistol.

My heart thud and adrenaline coursed through my body as I quickly undid my khakis. With them loose around my waist, I stopped that and grabbed my shirt, yanking it from my body, all while Melanie gave little cat-call whistles of enjoyment. “Take it off, sissy boy.”

Time moved too quickly to pay her any mind. Instead, I threw my shirt to the side and tried not to think of Melanie seeing my skinny, muscle-free frame. I yanked my khakis and my boxers down my legs and off my feet, after a little bit of work to keep them from bunching. I felt a pang of desire as I saw Melanie looking down, eyeing my cock and balls as they bounced up and down, all while I rustled around and out of my clothes. It felt good to be out of my wet boxers, but as I clutched the panties in my hand, I wondered just how much I was going to regret this.

I arranged them around my feet and pulled them up my hairless legs, until I felt the constricting pink cotton hugging my hips, butt and genitals all-too tight. I looked down at the bulge in the pink panties, which conflicted in my mind with the frilly laces on the hem of the panties and the little rainbow pattern across the front. I looked down and saw across the front of the panties in white lettering, the words ‘Little Princess.’

Melanie couldn’t control her laughter. She shook her head, pulled her phone up and presumably took a few photos, all while grinning from ear to ear. “I love that,” she said. “You look like a natural.”

“What is this for?” I asked, but received no reply. “Go over there and look in the mirror,” Melanie said.

“Oh! Wait, wait! Don’t move a muscle,” She insisted. She jumped from her seat and rushed around the same corner she’d disappeared behind only moments before. She came back with a salmon-colored bra, satin and lacey with two b-cups in the front. She tossed it to me and I dropped it. “Come on, Alexis!” She huffed. “Get that on.”

By this point, I only obeyed. I thought nothing of whether I should or shouldn’t do it for myself. Instead, I became more interested in pleasing Melanie. If she wanted to see me in a bra and panties, than I would do it – for her. I pulled the bra up my chest and the loops around my arms, sliding it against my frame. I didn’t even know how the bra worked – I hadn’t even unhooked one, before. When I saw the latch in the front, between the cups, I put two and two together, and wiggled it into place, before adjusting it and cringing. I stood with my arm on my hip, cocking my head. “This is ridiculous.”

“Is it?” Melanie asked. “Is it my imagination, or is your dick getting bigger in those panties?” She laughed, pointing down.

It wasn’t her imagination, at all. Though, I hadn’t so much as noticed. I looked down to match the image to the feeling of tension pulling at my pelvis – my cock was swelling and crowding the already tight fitting panties. “Stop that,” she said, immediately changing her mood. She stepped forward and grabbed my cock and balls firmly. “Stop getting hard, already. It’s not funny anymore.”

“I can’t help it,” I shrugged.

Melanie gave my bulge a few harsh spanks with her palm, swatting it as if it were a fly, loose in the house. “Oh,” I winced at the sharp pain across the underside of my cock. “You stupid boy – make it soft, again. You’re ruining everything!” She complained, before swinging her foot up between my thighs and landing the arch of her foot against my ball-sack. “Fuck!” I groaned, kneeling forward in swelling pain as Melanie gave a satisfied grin. “You hardly even have balls – don’t tell me that hurts,” she said with disbelief.

I wanted to attack her or at the very least push her back and storm off, out of the apartment – after I changed into my regular clothes, at least. Only, I grew harder and harder after she kicked me. The more the girl ridiculed me, the more my body craved it; unbeknownst to me, of course. The sheer attention I garnered from Melanie, regardless of whether it was good or bad, proved enough to drive me wild. After all, when had I ever had the attention and command of such a gorgeous young woman? I didn’t know how to handle it, and wanted to do whatever she wished.

I grabbed my bulge and squeezed it as I stood there, and wished for my cock to grow soft again, despite how aroused I was at the entire situation. “Come here,” Melanie said, starting off toward the hallway. I followed her, unsure of what she had in store for me, next. When I rounded the corner and followed her down the hallway, we came to a bedroom, decked out in all pink. The bed was fluffy and pink, with pink plush pillows and soft, feathery hemming around the corners. The window had hot-pink chili pepper Christmas lights, and the dresser in the corner was all black, with several small drawers. The room seemed an ode to the clashing of hot pink and strong black – soft and hard, or innocent and not-so-innocent. On the wall, just past her bed, there hung a vertical, five-foot-tall mirror. “Go look at yourself in the mirror,” she pointed. I obeyed and walked over, until I saw my lithe, narrow hips in the pink panties, and my flat chest with the push-up bra around it. A flutter of desire washed over my skin, warm and potent. If I hadn’t seen my face, I would have mistaken my body for that of a girl’s. I couldn’t believe how uncanny the resemblance had been.

“You like it, don’t you?” She asked, with her arms crossed. “Come here,” she added, patting atop her bed.

“I don’t know. I guess, maybe I do,” I admitted hesitantly.

I sat atop the bed. “No, no. Bend over, like this, with your butt in the air,” she said. She moved my body until my ass was in the air and I was facing away from the mirror. “Look over your shoulder. You like that view, don’t you?”

My body tightened with the first sight of my girlish ass in the pink panties, bent over like some slutty schoolgirl, just waiting to be taken. “I don’t know,” I lied. I didn’t want to admit it. And I wasn’t even sure whether I actually felt this way, or whether it was simply a momentary thing, after all.

But Melanie knew.

“I’ve trained a few boys before, so I know the type. And when I saw you earlier, I knew you would be my next project.”

“I don’t understand,” I said.

Melanie ran her hand over my ass, until her fingers slid just inside my panties. Her lithe, curious fingertips grazed just inside my crack, and I sighed with delight as she grinned. “You like that, don’t you?” She moved her fingers in deeper, until she teased my ass, running a circle around my backdoor and controlling me with her every move. I tightened and relaxed, moaned and inhaled, in a roller coaster of differing sensations. My body wanted more, and I pushed my ass back against her hand without thinking.

“That’s what I thought,” she said proudly, and drove the first inch of her index finger into my ass. I broke open around her and moaned as she slid her other hand inside the front of my panties and massaged my cock casually, before moving down and massaging my testicles – the same part she’d inflicted so much pain upon, moments earlier. “Oh,” I moaned.

“You’re going to be a girl from now on. I don’t want to hear any complaining, either, or you’re going to be punished. Is that understood?”

I nodded reluctantly. “I don’t know if I can, though.”

“You can and you will,” she corrected. “You’re going to wear these back home,” she said, noting the bra and panties. “You’re going to get comfortable in them and then you’re going to come back tomorrow afternoon, still wearing them.”

“And then what?” I asked somewhat cautiously.

“We’re going to train you, silly,” she giggled and drove her finger deeper into my ass, without any warning. I pulled my head back and winced. “Ugh,” I winced. “Mm,” Melanie moaned, biting her lip. “I just love sissy little fem-boys like you,” she added. She pulled her finger back and quickly grabbed my balls firm and beyond comfort. “Oh,” I wailed, as her grip tightened and I felt the bruising soreness throughout my core. “I better not find any stains in these panties, either; is that understood?”

“Yes,” I replied.

“No!” She cried, squeezing my balls tighter. “Don’t talk. Simply nod that you understand.”

I nodded and she released the tension around them. I exhaled and relaxed atop the bed for a moment. “Come on. Get your clothes on and get out of here, already. I have somebody coming over and he’s going to be here any moment.”

“Somebody else?” I asked.

“Did I say you could speak, Alexis?” She said, spanking my ass. “Get out of here, already you sissy. Oh, and make sure you’ve showered and shaved everything. I’d better see a bald pussy tomorrow or it isn’t going to be pleasant for you.”

“But I don’t have a… a pussy,” I reminded her.

Melanie laughed and nodded her head. “Of course you do.” She stepped forward and reached her hand around and down my panties, finding my asshole, once again. She pressed her fingertip against the warm, tight opening and giggled. “See? You have one, just like any other girl. And if you’re a good girl, it might just see some use one day.” She pulled back and out of the panties, grabbing my ass. “I’ll bet it would just love to get broken open by a big dick, huh?” She laughed. She bit her lip, closed her eyes for a moment and exhaled. “Ok, you have to go. I’m too horny to waste my time with you right now, and Eric is going to be here any moment.”

I pulled my pants and shirt back on, all while Melanie casually scrolled through her phone. She paid me no attention as I dressed and started for the door. I didn’t know what to think. Did she care about me at all? She obviously wanted to spend time with me; in so much as she wanted to spend her time turning me into a girl for her own pleasure.

I left her apartment and drove home, with the panties still around my body and beneath my khakis. I snuck back into my bedroom with a racing heart, and tried to process what had just taken place. The very moment I made it to my room; I locked my door and quickly looked at myself in the mirror. I started to massage myself the very same way Melanie had done, and even brought a hand back, sliding my fingers over my ass and teasing it in the very same way she had. I couldn’t help but touch myself, continuing the fantasy. “You’re such a girl,” I whispered to my reflection. “You love it in your ass, don’t you? You to get dominated by a girl, huh?” I talked to myself, albeit with less expertise as Melanie. Still, it had been enough to bring me to the point of no return. Before I’d had a chance to pull my cock out, I felt the familiar, fiery tension rippling through my body. My ass tightened around my finger, and as I massaged just an inch or so inside, I felt my body lose all control, and I came hard in my new pink panties. “Fuck,” I groaned, as I drove my finger as deep as I could. I had never actually experimented with my ass before, but I learned quickly that it was going to be integral to the new pleasure I would discover under Melanie’s training.

Somehow, I’d managed to cum in the very panties that Melanie told me not to get dirty. As the white ropes gushed against the panties, the very reality that I was cumming in a pair of girl’s panties, only made me cum even more, which didn’t help the situation. I collapsed atop the bed, mindless and unable to figure out what I would do before I saw Melanie again the next day.


Part 3





The next afternoon, I received a text from Melanie. I forgot that I gave her my phone number, and felt a pang of adrenaline when her text flashed across my screen. “Where are you!? Get your sissy butt over here NOW,” The text read. I pulled the pink panties and the bra she had given me, and put them back on. Just as the day before, when the cotton touched my body, I felt a delight come over my skin, and I smiled. I didn’t know why I was going back to see Melanie. I suppose I thought that out of her controlling nature, might come some sort of vindication for me.

After all, perhaps I was always a girl trapped in my male body, and she’d been destined to make me realize it.

Maybe, maybe not.

Melanie enjoyed humiliating me – that much was clear - and I guess I had rather liked it, too. How had she known? How had she been able to tell, from one glance outside the bookstore, what my fetishes were, when I hadn’t yet known about them, myself?

My cock swelled inside the panties, as I drove to her apartment. The closer I neared it, the harder I seemed to get. What does she have in store for me? I wondered. The thought produced a painful level of hardness down my shaft, and I had to hide it with my hands as I headed toward her front door, hunching forward.

“It’s about time,” she scoffed, after swinging the door open. She stood there, more gorgeous than I had remembered, and perhaps less vindictive than I had remembered, too. Her purple shirt fit just as snug as the pink one from the day before, only this time it had some rock band that I had never heard of, scrawled in lettering across her breasts. She was wearing a pair of tiny denim shorts, which revealed her long, lithe legs and her alabaster skin. The sight made me weaker than ever.

“Come on!” She huffed, bringing me inside and out of the summer sunlight that baked my shoulders.

“Let’s see in your pants,” she demanded. Without waiting for me to open them, she tugged them from my stomach and looked down, seeing the pink cotton sitting across my hard bulge. She giggled wildly and bit her fingernail. “Oh my god. You’re a natural,” she said, rolling her eyes.

I took a deep breath and felt more comfortable than the day before. The situation was no longer new and unknown. In only twenty-four hours, I had grown comfortable enough with Melanie and her apartment. However, my heart remained in a rapid-fire state at the possibilities awaiting me. Had I satisfied her enough? Was she going to let me fuck her, now? I could only imagine, as I watched her cute ass in the tiny denim shorts, moving just ahead of me, as she led me toward the hallway and toward her bedroom.

“So, do you live alone?” I asked.

“Maybe, maybe not,” she said. “That’s not really any of your business, silly girl.” She giggled and pushed her bedroom door open, revealing the same pink setting as the day before.

I started to correct her, but I held back.

“Now,” she continued, facing me and crossing her arms. “We’re going to have some more fun. Are you ready?”

“Yeah,” I said. My heart sped a bit faster, now. I bit my lip and eyed down at her legs, crossed, as if she had already symbolically denied me of her sex.

“Good. But first; strip. I want to see that bra and panty again. Come on, now!” She demanded, reaching forward and spanking my crotch through my jeans.

I pulled them down and off, just as awkward as the day before; until I was bottomless, save for the pink panties, housing my stiff tent. I pulled my shirt off my body and tossed it, just as Melanie’s eyes grew large. She eyed down toward my cock. At first, I hoped she was suddenly realizing all the things she could do with a nice, hard dick.

“You asshole!” She cried, with horror across her face. She stepped forward to inspect me, bending forward until her face neared my genitals, tightly constrained in the panties. “What?” I asked with a shrug.

“You came in these!” She said, grabbing my balls and squeezing. The soreness spread throughout my core at once and I hunched forward. “I told you not to cum in these. Did I not tell you this yesterday? You little slut!”

“Ah,” I winced, and she released them. She started to laugh and shook her head. “I knew you were going to do that. I just knew it,” she said. “I knew you were a natural-born sissy boy.”

“I don’t really know what that even is,” I confessed.

“You don’t have to know what a sissy is. You simply are one. Sometimes you know, and sometimes it’s everybody around you who knows.” Melanie chuckled and pointed to the panties. “But you like wearing those. I’ll bet you’d like some makeup and stockings, too?” As if she read the curiosity across my eyes, she nodded and added, “Thought so. You are a femboy in the making – there is no denying it. But you have a bit of work to do.”

Melanie ran her hands up and down my arms and sighed. “Stay right here. I’m going to get a few things.” She skipped toward the bathroom attached to her bedroom and for a moment, I could hear only the sound of rustling, as though she were digging through a box of items. She returned with a small, pink vinyl case that looked like a lunch box.

“Now, let’s see,” she started, setting the box down and undoing the silver latches on the box. She opened the case, and immediately grabbed a pair of white stockings in her fist. “Put these on,” she said, handing me the wad of thin fabric. I hesitantly obeyed and dragged the stockings up my long, slender legs. I could not admit it to her, but in my mind, I loved the feeling of the fabric encapsulating my calves and my thighs. Melanie turned to see the finished result, and smiled. “Oh yeah, this is definitely going to do it for them.”

“Um, what?” I asked with a lump in my throat.

“I didn’t say you could speak, silly boy,” she said, snapping her fingers.

“Now, sit on the edge of the bed, come on,” Melanie insisted. I came over and sat down, crossing my legs in lady-like fashion. I smiled and poked by butt out as I sat up straight. I rather enjoyed the feeling of being primped, even though it made me feel a bit humiliated. Melanie dabbed a big brush over my cheeks, with a reddish tint at the end of the bristles.

“What is that?” I asked in-between gasps as the cloud of colored dust hovered over my eyes.

“Shh!” She insisted, and continued with an expression of focus over her eyes. She continued for several minutes – reprimanding me each time I grew petulant or tired of sitting in place. Melanie would spank the tops of my bare thighs each time I sighed too loudly or rolled my eyes. In addition, once, when I asked again, whom she had referred to earlier in saying my stockings would ‘do it for them,’ she grabbed my balls in my pink panties and squeezed, once again bringing a swollen sensation to my core. This time, my cock began to grow hard in her fist. The reprimand and the domination left me weak and biting my quivering lip. I whimpered with concern, and yet at the same time, my cock grew hard and throbbing as she reminded me who was in control.

“Go look at what I did, and tell me I’m not a miracle-worker,” Melanie said, after a good thirty minutes of bringing brushes and pencils at my face. “Hang on. Put this on,” she said, stopping me as I stood at the edge of the bed. She planted a long, blonde wig on my head and giggled wildly. “You look perfect,” she said, bringing her phone out and snapping a photo of me. She backed up to accomplish a full body-length shot, and finally gave me approval to go toward the mirror.

I adjusted my bra and, with the hard cock in my panties, tugged on the front to make it as discrete as possible. I stepped in front of the mirror, and my jaw dropped open. My eyes grew wide, and my brows sunk in horror. “What… what did you do?” I asked, bringing a hand to my lips. A woman stared back at me from my reflection, with eyeliner, mascara and rouge across her face, along with a long, golden head of hair, and a pink bra, pink panty, and long white stockings up her legs. The tension in my panties only grew. I was shocked and embarrassed to look like such a girl – such a sissy – yet my dick grew rock hard at seeing my reflection made up in this way. I was gorgeous. I crossed my legs, hiding my cock, so that it looked like I had a nice, flat mound in the front of my panties, and propped a hand on my hip. “I don’t know about this,” I winced.

“Yes you do,” Melanie said, grabbing my cock. “This tells me everything I need to know.”

Suddenly, we both turned, as we heard the doorbell chime throughout the bedroom and the rest of the apartment. “Oh, I wonder who that is,” Melanie said with a mocking tone of ignorance. “You, stay!” She said, as if commanding a dog, and she disappeared excitedly from her bedroom, rushing down the hallway.


Part 4





I eyed Melanie’s bedroom window, and wondered if I should make a run for it. On one hand, I did not want to be further humiliated. Yet on another, I was enjoying the treatment. I did not have to admit to liking it, because Melanie wanted to dress me as a girl whether I enjoyed it or not – it gave me an excuse to indulge. In addition, I wondered if perhaps I should not give in to whatever else she had planned. My mind told me to leave, but my body was tight and aching for release. I ultimately stayed put, just as she had insisted, and tried to listen for the front door. Immediately after, I heard a raucous conversation from the foyer, with more than one girl giggling and chatting. After only a moment, Melanie returned, with the two girls from outside of the bookstore, smiling wide and excited.

“Melanie; oh my god!” One girl laughed as she saw me. She had long dark hair, a tanned complexion, and hazel eyes that beamed the moment she caught sight of the sissy boy sitting on the edge of her friend’s bed. I could not help but look at her full breasts, packed tightly in a push-up bra that hid behind a loose fitting summer shirt – white and sleeveless. She had tiny denim shorts, the same as Melanie. She smelled like sunlight, as if she had just come from hanging out poolside.

The other girl only smiled with interest, as she looked me over, up and down, and bit her lip. She had blonde hair and green eyes, and a quiet, almost ominous grin. She seemed the sort of girl I had avoided in school, because of a dormant but obvious capability to crush boys with her dominance and beauty. She looked like a model, with a natural beauty, accentuated by a light touch of makeup and a confident pose that made Melanie seem almost innocent beside her. The redhead seemed interested in the blonde’s approval, and she gained it without incident.

“You out-did yourself this time, Mel,” the blonde said.

“Alexis, stand up,” Melanie ordered. I quietly obeyed her, as I had quickly learned to do, for fear of having my balls grabbed in her painfully tight fist. “Spin around for my friends,” she added, and again, I obeyed.

The dark-haired girl came forward and brushed a hand against my panties. “These are so cute, Mel,” she said, paying me no attention. I could only bite my lip with agony as both bombshell beauties ignored me, yet stood right beside me. Never before had such gorgeous girls come so close to me, and I didn’t know if I could handle it. I covered my crotch out of courtesy; I didn’t want them to see my hard-on – how pathetic would that look?

“Alexis,” Melanie scoffed, and quickly yanked my hands apart. “She’s shy about you know what,” Melanie explained to her friends, as she reached down and grabbed my cock and balls in my panties.

“Mm,” I moaned lightly, as my eyes fell back and she squeezed hard. Both of her friends laughed indulgently. “I think he’s enjoying it,” the blonde noted, eyeing my expression.

“Oh course he is,” Melanie explained. “He’s a little sissy femboy. He wants to be dressed like a girl and dominated; don’t you?” She added, turning toward me. She eyed me with what seemed for a moment, a quiet compassion, as she locked with my eyes. She brushed my bangs from my brow and smiled. “Alexis, this is Danielle and Rachel,” she said, first pointing to blonde, and then the dark-haired girl. “They are here to help you become a real girl.”

“Danielle, did you bring the initiation tool?” Melanie asked.

The blonde nodded and reached into a shopping bag clutched around her shoulder. She started to pull it out, but Melanie quickly stopped her. “Not yet. We don’t want to scare him. He’s a virgin, after all.”

“Oh?” Danielle said, with an added curiosity. “Do you really think he can handle the initiator, then?”

“Look at him,” Melanie answered. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen such a textbook slut,” she said. Each of the girls giggled. At once, Danielle and Rachel grabbed my arms and brought me back down onto the bed. “Spread his legs,” Melanie ordered. My back laid against the cool bed-sheets and I looked up toward the ceiling, as Danielle and Rachel hovered over me, laughing wildly and grabbing my thighs. They pulled my legs apart, though I resisted slightly.

“Alexis, do you want to be a real girl, or don’t you?” Rachel asked.

“He’s not going to admit to it,” Melanie explained. “Femboys never do, at first. You both should know that by now. If he didn’t want to do this, he would fight us – but he isn’t. That should tell you all you need to know.” She quickly leant forward and hovered over my face.

“Now, Alexis, we’re going to have a little fun. If you want us to stop, then simply say so,” Melanie whispered with a muted grin. “But just know that if you obey me, you might just get a nice reward for it,” she winked.

The truth was, I didn’t want them to stop. My cock grew harder and harder, and though nervousness gripped my entire body, for fear of what the three vindictive girls would do to me, I didn’t tell them to stop, even though I could have. And I didn’t push them away, even though – again – I could have easily done so. Instead, I remained docile and passive, letting them have their way with me, at first, as the girls pulled my legs up and pushed them back, until my butt lifted into high the air, and my ankles brought back on either side of my ears, like some crazy yoga position.

I winced as the uncomfortable position left my butt completely exposed in the air, with Melanie standing and hovering over it. Suddenly, Danielle and Rachel grabbed my feet, and brought them through two hoops that hung from the headboard. I looked on either side, to see them tightening my ankles in braces that would keep me fixed in place. “Remember, Alexis, you can have us stop at any time. Simply say the magic word and we will let you go. But something tells me, you wouldn’t disobey your master like that, would you?” She said, grabbing my balls again, which were in the air before her.

The girls all laughed as I shifted in place and felt the braces around my ankles. “What are we doing?” I asked. The girls ignored me, and instead, chatted amongst themselves, still hovering over me. They whispered and giggled, repeatedly, while I remained in the contorted position.

Suddenly, Melanie grabbed my panties, yanked them down, revealing my cock, balls, and butt, all naked, and propped into the air for the three girls to feast their eyes upon. Gravity left my genitals hanging down right over my face. My cock pulsed harder and harder as the blonde and dark-haired girls looked at my naked bottom and giggled. “She has a cute little butt,” Rachel said, grabbing one of my cheeks in her palm and squeezing. I bit my lip as her smooth hand came down on my cheek and grazed over it.

“She does,” Danielle agreed. “And a tight little hole, too.”

I sighed with a quiet delight as the girls studied my manhood and my ass, like three surgeons studying a body atop an examination table. “I told you he was the perfect candidate for my latest transformation.”

Melanie brought a finger down and dragged it up and down my crack. The teasing sensation brought a shudder of delight down my bent spine, and up my neck. I winced and moaned quietly as her finger stopped atop my opening and circled it, like a shark around its prey. Without warning, she spit on my ass and both Danielle and Rachel did the same, giggling as their saliva drizzled down over my opening. The humiliation did not turn me on, but the fact that three gorgeous girls were admiring my body with such delight, certainly left me harder than ever.

“That’s it,” Melanie said to herself. I clenched my body as her finger came down and slid over my crack again, this time glazed with the warm, slippery spit from each of the girls pooling over my opening. Rachel gifted a sudden, stinging spank to my cheek and each of the girls laughed wildly. “Oh! I want to do that,” Danielle said, offering her own hard slap against my cheek. “You see, silly boy, you’re never going to be a man. Anybody can see that,” Melanie said, looking down toward my face, which turned red from the pressure of my contorted position. “Well, anybody but you,” she said, as Danielle and Rachel giggled. Her finger circled endlessly over my ass, leaving my entire body shuddering with a complicated, foreign pleasure. I did not quite know what she was doing – I had never touched myself in that way, before. Now, Melanie elicited something deep inside me that signaled the discovery of a new and previously unknown bliss.

“Really, the only hope that is left for you is to become a girl,” Melanie continued. “After all, you make a beautiful one; doesn’t she?” Danielle and Rachel nodded enthusiastically. “Maybe if you prove yourself, you can join our group and hang out with us. But, like I said; you’re going to have to prove yourself to us.” As she said this, her finger dove into my ass and I groaned. The girls watched as Melanie finger a couple of inches in to me, and watched my reaction of pain and surprise.

“Is she tight?” Danielle asked.

“See for yourself,” Melanie offered, and withdrew her finger. Rachel slid her finger into me and massaged my canal. The swollen sensation gripped my ass and my core as she impatiently fingered my ass and pulled out, nodding all the while. Danielle then followed, but slid three fingers in to me. “Oh!” I winced and moaned. The girls laughed and Danielle said, “Oh wow, she is, like, so tight.”

“I told you; Alexis is a virgin,” Melanie reminded them. “But he’s dedicated. His pussy hungry,” she added with a gruff tone, before breaking into a fit of laughter, along with the other two.

“It’s a shame Eric isn’t here to take his virginity; his big dick would be perfect,” Rachel said. The girls discussed this option without once looking down toward me; all while Melanie indifferently fingered my ass. A tremor of fear rocked my body as I realized the possibility of the inviting one of their guy-friends over to have sex with me. “I don’t want to have sex with a guy,” I interjected.

“Silly boy – nobody is going to come over here and fuck you. You aren’t that hot, yet,” Melanie said as the girls laughed. As reprimand, she drove three more fingers into me, too quick to enjoy, and yanked them back out, before grabbing my balls and squeezing.

“Oh!” I winced.

The girls laughed excitedly and Rachel said, “Oh! Can I squeeze his balls?”

“Sure,” Melanie invited. Rachel reached down and clutched my taut, leathery sack in her smooth, warm palm. For such a vindictive girl, she had the skin of an angel, - smooth and silky, as her fist gripped my most sensitive part, and squeezed unrelenting. The sensation made me howl out in pain, and clench my ass, all while the girls laughed casually and took no notice of my reaction.

Danielle looked down, beneath my thigh and at my cock, and noticed a drop of pre-cum destined to fall from my tip, and onto my face. “Oh, look!” She pointed. Melanie and Rachel cocked their heads to see the clear bead forming and growing heavy against gravity. “Open your mouth, Alexis,” Melanie insisted.

I parted my lips and stuck out my tongue, as the pre-cum drizzled from my cock and down the two-inch distance, toward my mouth. The string extended down into my mouth and against the back of my throat, as the girls cheered, as if somebody had just scored a goal in a sports game they were watching. “Yes!”

“Squeeze him harder, Rachel,” Melanie insisted. The dark-haired girl obliged and I felt the swelling pain throughout my body. The pleasure of being so demeaned and dominated, left another bead of pre-cum, oozing from my cock, and drizzling down into my mouth. I licked the excess from my lips and the girls cheered with utter delight. “He’s like a fruit. If you squeeze him, he juices,” Rachel laughed, all while squeezing my balls harder and harder. I grit my teeth and wailed in pain as she squeezed mercilessly. “I can’t take it!” I cried out. Melanie, showing a hint of sympathy, brushed Rachel’s wrist. The dark-haired girl did not seem to want to let go, but eventually relented, with a guilty laugh across her lips.

“Can he suck his own penis?” Danielle asked. “It doesn’t look like it,” Melanie explained. “His penis is way too small for that,” she added with a laugh, as she pushed my ass down, trying to bring my cock-head closer to my lips. I watched as the tip of my cock hovered just over my lips, maybe an inch away, flared and throbbing with hardness and desperation for release.

“Stick out your tongue,” Melanie insisted. I obeyed, as she further instructed me to try and lick myself. I brushed my tongue along the tip of my cock and the girls laughed with delight. “Yes!” Melanie giggled. “Good enough,” Danielle said, somewhat underwhelmed. “You need to start finding boys with bigger dicks,” she added.

“Why? The bigger their dicks, the harder it is to keep them in panties,” Melanie explained. “Besides, big dicks are for real guys. Sissy boys like Alexis always have tiny, cute little penises,” she said, tickling my cock as my thighs started to ache and pulse from being stuck in position.

“Pussy boys like Alexis have other things to offer besides their dick,” Melanie continued. “They have nice, warm pussies for guys to put their big dicks into,” she said, returning her finger to my ass. Rachel and Danielle nodded their heads in agreement. “Take over for me, Dani. I’m going to get myself ready to initiate Alexis.”

Melanie withdrew her fingers and I felt the sudden void. The last thing I had expected was to enjoy being fingered in my ass, but I suddenly found myself craving the act, and craving the attention of the girls, who had watched my reactions and wincing with intention. Melanie disappeared out of my view, and Rachel massaged my balls as Danielle drove three fingers into my ass, stretching me open once again. My body grew tight and tense as I expected Rachel to squeeze my manhood at any moment. She continued massaging and caressing, almost as if she cared for me, and my cock only grew harder. Of course, the harder it swelled, the more pre-cum that annoyingly drizzled against my lips. I suddenly felt like I was the alpha male, with two gorgeous girls instructed to pleasure my body.

That fantasy would quickly disappear, however, as Rachel and Danielle both turned and with wide eyes, grinned wildly at something that was out of my sight. “Oh my god, that’s so big,” Danielle said. “I forgot just how giant it was,” she added.

Melanie suddenly towered back over me and looked down. “Now, Alexis. You are going to need to know how to take a big dick, if you ever expect to be a pretty girl. You can’t tag along with us to the club or the café, and expect to be the only girl to go home without a guy. Since you are a virgin and we’re your friends, it’s only proper that we teach you how to handle a really big penis.”

“We’ve got a big ‘ol wiener for you, right here!” Rachel giggled, squeezing her fist around my balls and biting her lip as I winced in pain.

“He probably puts stuff in his butt all the time,” Danielle giggled, “While he fantasizes about real guys like Eric or Kirk, fucking him.” The trio broke into a fit of laughter before Melanie hushed them. “This is serious business, girls.”

I could not even see what it was that Melanie had grabbed from out of my periphery. I clenched with anticipation, as the girls watched with quiet concentration and suspense. Their eyes looked down as Melanie grabbed down, somewhere between her legs, and flashed an expression of similar concentration. She spit on my ass once again, and likewise, both Rachel and Danielle followed her lead.

“Let me know if it’s too big, Alexis,” Melanie said. Without any further warning, I felt a warm, rubbery cock-head – impossibly large, pushing against my asshole.

“Oh,” I whimpered quietly, as I tried to see what it was. For a moment, I thought to tell Melanie to stop. However, I knew that I didn’t want that. Deep down, I wanted her to dominate me. I wanted her to use me and I wanted Rachel and Danielle to find sexual pleasure in my pain and degradation. I had never known this part of myself existed. It had been evoked that afternoon, or perhaps the afternoon before, when I discovered my new love of submission and humiliation. The more I was treated like a girl, the harder with lust my body became, to the point that I found myself fantasizing of Eric, or whomever their male friend was, coming over and fucking me while I was restrained. Still, I knew the pain would be unprecedented, and only tolerable by the sheer satisfaction it brought the girls watching my torment.

“Come on, come on!” Danielle said impatiently, as the big, rubber head brought pressure to my opening.

“I have to go slow; she’s a virgin,” Melanie reminded them again.

“Who cares?” Danielle argued, reaching down and - though I could not see – grabbing the massive strap-on cock that was hanging from Melanie’s hips, and shoving the head right into my ass, in one swift motion.

“Fuck!” I cried out with tight eyes and grit teeth, as the massive, crested cock-head split me open. “Yes!” The girls cried out with laughter and excitement. “It’s inside him!” Infected with Danielle’s impatience, Melanie shoved hard and deep and I felt the cock sink an inch or so inside my tight, reluctant opening. The pain gripped my entire body and rippled up my spine as I screamed out and tears formed at the corners of my eyes.

“Does it hurt to lose your virginity?” Rachel asked me with a mocking sympathetic tone. “Maybe I can help distract you from it,” she added, and squeezed my balls harder than ever before. “Fuck!” I growled out, as Danielle reached down and spanked my cheek. “Good girls don’t cry when they lose their virginity, you stupid boy! Suck it up.”

Melanie remained quiet and focused, driving her giant cock deeper into my body. The sore, bruising sensation clenched me and the girthy invasion impaled me, inch by inch, down my canal until she reached my deepest point, and I howled out through my clenched teeth. “I hope the sissy boy isn’t too much of a pussy to take a dick,” Melanie said. “Do you want me to stop, Alexis?”

I reluctantly shook my head as the moisture formed in my eyes and the pre-cum oozed endlessly over my lips. “Lick your dick head, then,” Melanie insisted.

I obeyed, and as I did, she pulled her cock back and sank it back inside. Suddenly, I felt as though I might explode. Her rubber cock pressed against something deep inside me and teased just beneath the base of my cock, and I pulled my tongue back, for fear I would cum.

“Did I tell you to stop?” Melanie chewed.

“I… I can’t… if I keep going, I’m going to cum,” I confessed through straining.

The girls indulged in another fit of laughter at this revelation. “He’s a true femboy, Mel,” Danielle said with a wide grin. “You’re big dick is going to make him cum.”

“Are you going to cum for us, you pathetic sissy boy?” Rachel said with a soothing, pseudo-comforting tone. Her eyes met mine as she massaged my scrotum lovingly, as if daring me to let go and climax – as if challenging me to disobey the three of them and enjoy myself.

Melanie drove her cock down into my ass once more, and the pressure grew at the base of my cock. The tickling, teasing sensation that felt as though a feather were tickling the underside of my cock, intensified, and I winced as the immense pleasure joined and mixed with the endless pain that gripped my body at the hands of the three gorgeous, giggling girls.

I realized in that moment that even though I had stopped licking my cock, my march toward climax had continued, unceasing. A panic set in across my eyes as Melanie started to pound my ass, fast and deep as the girls watched on – Danielle spanking my mouth and my cheek and Rachel massaging my sack while demeaning me. The blonde-haired girl suddenly came around my side and wiggled out of her shorts, revealing a neon-orange thong around her waist.

“Oh my… Dani, what are you going to do?” Melanie asked. “You’ll see,” Danielle winked, and slid the little thong down her legs; revealing a bald mound, save for a little trimmed strip of blonde hair leading to her vulva. I clenched my legs, hoping to keep myself from climaxing at the sight of the beautiful girl’s pussy. Without any further warning, she climbed atop the bed and straddled her knees on either side of my face, lowering her pussy over my face.

“Holy shit, Dani!” Rachel giggled.

“Mm,” the blonde girl moaned, as she brought her warm lips down over my mouth and pressed firmly against my face. “Come on, pussy boy. Every girl knows how to eat pussy. Show me that you know how,” she insisted. I moaned against her pussy – my voice muffled by her body against my mouth, and slid my tongue out, to taste her sour-clean folds on my tongue.

“Mm, oh fuck,” Danielle moaned, gripping my hair in her hands and holding my head in place as she grinded her ass against my face. “Yes,” she laughed, joining Rachel and Melanie, who were beside themselves with excitement. “You’d better not cum on me, either,” Danielle said, just as Melanie drove her cock deeper than ever before, and I cried out over Danielle’s pussy.

“The vibration from his moaning is amazing,” Danielle, giggled. “Come on,” she added. “You’d better make me cum soon.” She started to grind her hips and reached down, just over my nose, and fingered her clit, as she worked her lips against my mouth. “Mm,” she moaned, and let her head fall back.

The three girls laughed wildly, disregarding my moans or the reaction of taking the giant dick deep into my body. For what seemed like forever, the skewering cock stretched me open and filled me, to the point that each time Melanie pulled back, there remained a brief moment where I felt a dread she wouldn’t fill me again with the big, thick strap-on tool. I felt a fear that she would leave me deprived of the only thing I had, left now that my dignity had abandoned me: the pleasure of a nice, big dick, stretching my little girly ass apart.

“You stupid boy – make me cum, already!” Danielle moaned. Her breathing became short and her moans longer and deeper. Her hips grinded against my head and without any concern for me, she used my mouth for her own pleasure, while I struggled to accept the giant cock that now pummeled my ass. All three girls had their way with me and enjoyed every moment, laughing and chatting casually as they grew tired of my moans and winces. Finally, Danielle cried out and her legs trembled around my face.

“Fuck…. Oh, fuck!” She strained. The warmth of her folds swelled against my mouth, and her metallic-flavored release wet my lips as she wailed with endless pleasure. “I’m cumming,” she moaned.

“Holy shit, Dani,” Rachel gasped. She finally pulled from me and sat on the bed beside me, as I gasped and caught my breath. I licked my mouth and Rachel giggled, “I think he likes the way you taste, Dani.”

“I don’t care how he feels,” Danielle dismissed. “He’s just a mouth for me to use.”

The dejection left me bruised, yet weak with a renewed threat of climax. I wanted to be just a ‘thing to use’ for all three girls, whatever the consequence. I finally had the captivation of three, gorgeous women, and even though it came with the condition that I be their own personal doll to dress and boss around, I craved it more and more as the moments (and depravity) continued. I knew that the ultimate humiliation would be to let Melanie’s big, fake cock push me toward an orgasm.

How pathetic would it be, after all; for a straight boy like me, to climax with a big dick in his ass -- and all while three girls watched?

I winced and grit my teeth, trying to hold back – trying not to give Melanie the satisfaction. However, I knew it was pointless. The pressure at the base of my cock continued to grow; the sensation of being stretched open by the giant cock became too inescapable as it gripped my body and intoxicated me. In one brief afternoon, three girls had turned a straight boy into a cock-drunk college girl. They did not know it yet, but they would, soon enough.

“Are you going to cum for us, Alexis?” Melanie asked, struggling to speak as she pounded her strap-on cock fast and deep into me. “Come on,” Rachel goaded, grabbing my balls firmer. “I dare you to cum, sissy boy. If you do, I’m going to squeeze your balls harder than you could even imagine.” Danielle, in her exhausted bliss, chuckled at this threat, as did Melanie, who spanked my ass cheek and added, “He’s going to cum. He loves this big dick. I can see it in his eyes. And look – his penis is still super-hard and drizzling all over his face.”

“Cum, cum, cum!” The girls goaded.

“He’s going to cum all over his face if he does,” Danielle laughed. “It’s pointed right at it.”

I could barely understand them in my strain and pleasure. The room grew hazy and dull as their chanting drowned out in the background of the growing pressure in my body. Melanie sank her cock as deep as she could, and left it there, buried in my ass, before pulling it out slowly and grinding it with careful motion. “I think I heard that you can make a guy cum if you do it like this,” Rachel said, motioning for Melanie to change her rhythm. Melanie followed through, and at once, the pleasure deep in my body, swelled beyond comprehension.

“Fuck,” I cried out, as the tickling, teasing pleasure exploded at the tip of Melanie’s big cock.

“Oh my god,” Melanie squeaked. “It worked!” The three girls laughed as Danielle and Rachel lowered in to watch my expression. “He’s totally going to cum all over his face,” Rachel laughed wildly.

“Cum, cum, cum!” They chanted, until the familiar fire rippled through my core and I groaned endlessly into the air. “Oh… oh fuck.”

As the girls laughed and pointed wildly, my ass throbbed around the big, rubber shaft, and warm, white ropes pushed from the tip of my cock and onto my face. I grit my teeth involuntarily and cum drizzled down into own mouth, much to the girls’ endless satisfaction. Melanie thrust her cock a few final times, rough and dramatic, as the white, salty release continued to drizzle for what felt like forever. I turned my face to avoid it, before Danielle held it in place. “Oh, fuck!” I cried out as Rachel squeezed my balls in her fist. “You stupid boy.”

The pain interrupted and ruined my climax as she laughed with enjoyment and Danielle unlatched my ankles from the headboard.

Melanie withdrew her cock and at once, the hollowness deep inside me, left an unsettling and depraved sensation. I instinctively tried to push my ass back down onto the tip, which Melanie noticed. “Oh my god,” she laughed, “he wants more!”

“Alexis, you dirty boy!” Danielle said. Her hand smeared the white release across my lips, pushing it into my hesitant mouth. “Swallow!” Melanie insisted. I winced as the warm, white seed drizzled down my tongue and I swallowed hard, trying not to gag. Danielle shoved her finger in my mouth. “Lick it off,” she said. “I don’t want your useless cum on my hands.” I obeyed, through gritting, wincing moans as Rachel finally released my ball-sack from her grip.

“Well,” Melanie started, unlatching the strap-on from her waist and bringing my legs back down, until I was lying flat against the bed again, belly up. “You might be the most natural femboy I’ve ever seen. You obviously love being treated like one,” she laughed.

“Thank you, I guess,” I huffed, catching my breath. I did not know what to say. The humiliation they had gifted me that afternoon was still palpable and potent enough to crush my entire ego – whatever was left of it, at least. I remained quiet and continued to lick the pleasure from my lips – Danielle’s and my own.

“You weren’t supposed to cum, though. You are lucky I’m letting it slide, since it was your first time, and all. But it’d better not happen again or I’m putting you in a cock-cage.”

“A cock cage?” I asked.

Melanie reached into the bag Danielle brought with her, and pulled out the small, plastic white device. “It goes on you like this,” she said, bringing it over my shrinking cock. She latched it shut, as it closed around my manhood. “See? When it is on you, you cannot touch yourself or get hard. If you do, it will hurt,” she said with a grin. “And you use this key to open it up,” she said.

“Oh,” I nodded. “Um, okay. I didn’t know that existed.”

Melanie rolled her eyes. “You’re so naïve, Alexis. You have a lot to learn. You really lucked out by running into me yesterday. Not just any girl would take the time to help you in this way,” she explained. “You could’ve spent your prime chasing girls like us, getting rejected, and all because you would have never learnt that deep down; you’re a femboy at heart. Your destiny isn’t to date girls like us – it is to become a girl like us, hanging out at the mall and crushing over real guys.”

“And maybe,” Danielle chimed in, “You’ll find a super-cute guy who is into you, too.” The girls giggled at the potential of this idea. “Maybe so,” Melanie nodded, “With enough training, of course.”

“So, what is it going to be, Alexis?” Melanie added. “Are you going to join our group and realize your true potential?”

I remained silent, at first, despite already knowing the answer. The truth was, I was a straight guy. Ok, maybe more of a bisexual guy, with a certain unexplored and vague interest in guys, as much as girls. The last thing I ever expected was to discover this part of myself that Melanie and her friends had unlocked inside me. I knew they were right. The emptiness and lacking in my life, all came back to the fact that I was leading a lie. I was a young man, and societally speaking, would probably always be a male.

But, when I was dressed and treated like Alexis?

There could be no denying that I felt more at home, more comfortable than ever, when I had the stockings, the panties, the bra, the wig and the makeup on me. The awkwardness dissolved the tension and anxiety faded, and the inability to interact with gorgeous girls, lessened dramatically. I felt free, liberated and authentic for the very first time. Perhaps I owed to Melanie to give her a chance and let her turn me even more, into a true femboy. I grew hard at the possibilities of what might lie ahead, after all. Used and spent by the three domineering girls, I found myself ready for another round, at the mere mention of further ‘training,’ and I knew my answer.

“I won’t make any promises,” I answered quietly. “I don’t know if this is all for me,” I continued. “But, I like the way it feels. I like the way these panties feel. So, maybe I will let you train me a little, and we will see how it goes?”

The three girls looked at themselves for a moment, and Melanie nodded. “Sure. We’ll see how it goes,” she replied, sly and mischievous as she mocked my words.

I could read her tone. I was not oblivious to it. In fact, the presence of her remark, implying a level of trickery, left me hard all over again.

“First things first,” she said. “Time to switch it up. Dani, do you want to fuck her this time?”

Danielle’s eyes lit up and she nodded with excitement. “Rachel, you’ll have next; is that fine?” The dark-haired girl nodded in agreement as Melanie and she brought my legs back, pulling my ankles by my ears once more.

“Again?” I asked, with a touch of concern.

“You’re still much too tight; you need to be opened up more. So, yeah; again,” Melanie laughed, along with the other two girls.

Fear came over my eyes, but deep down, I was more excited 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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