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Training Him





Part 1





“I love him, Ashley, I do. But Brian is loser. He’s twenty-three, and what does he do all day? He plays his stupid video games when he’s supposed to be looking for a job.” Kate clutched her cellphone and scowled, as she paced back and forth in her living room.

The dark-haired girl bit her lip and scrunched her brow with frustration. She balled her small fist until the pink ran out of it and it became pale. “I’m only twenty, and I’m the one working the job and going to school. Brian isn’t even trying to help in the least!”

Kate quickly exhaled. “I’m sorry – I really don’t want to rant or go off on him like this.”

“Babe, you’re fine,” Ashley said. Her voice echoed from the small cell-phone as Kate put the call on speaker and set it down, while she scrubbed a dried nacho-cheese stain off the coffee table, left from a game night her boyfriend had hosted the evening before.

“You’re living in the last century, though,” Ashley said with a laugh. “You need to train that boy.”

Kate rolled her eyes and for a moment looked down at her cleavage; her breasts were smaller than she would’ve liked, even tucked in the pink push-up bra hiding just beneath the teal polo work shirt she’d still had on from an hour earlier. She sighed with exhaustion and set the cloth she’d been using to clean the stain, on the table.

“I’ve heard you and Brenna tell me to ‘train that boy’ for, like, a year now. What am I going to do? He doesn’t listen to me at all. He says I’m just nagging him,” Kate explained. She stood and brushed down her khakis and teal shirt, making sure she didn’t get anything on them – her boss at the restaurant would just love to find another thing to criticize her on, she thought, and gave a cynical laugh.

“I mean, there are ways,” Ashley hinted. “First thing you have to do is withhold sex, though.”

Kate’s eyes grew wide at the mention of sex. She remembered the night before, riding Brian’s cock and cumming up and down the small but satisfying shaft as it sank deep inside her. The one thing her boyfriend had managed to succeed quite well at had been between the sheets. Kate, though, wasn’t a locker-safe – she’d had no problem orgasming with most of her ex-boyfriends. The easy payoff would make it all the harder to go without it, however.

“I don’t know…” Kate said, recalling the way she’d sat over Brian’s lap and rode him, while giving him small slaps on his cheeks and demeaning him with dirty little placations. “You think you’re so good, getting me off with this dick,” she’d said with a tooth biting her bottom lip. Her eyes rolled back and she moaned, before grabbing her boyfriend’s chest and sighing. Her brow scrunched in sexual frustration as she set her sights on a powerful climax, all while Brian held her hips and assisted her butt in grinding against his base. “How is that?” He asked.

“Not bad,” she said, withholding any real compliments for afterward.

She enjoyed little jabs at her boyfriend’s ego, and for all purposes, he seemed to never mind it – if not enjoy it, even. Brian had met Kate at a party, and tried incessantly for weeks, to score a date with her. Kate hadn’t been immediately smitten with the then twenty year-Old’s shaggy auburn and green eyes, though she found him cute enough when he smiled and subserviently absorbed her dirty little insults. The feeling had been mutual, at least. Brian enjoyed every moment of it – at least, he’d told Kate as much. He was happy, so long as she was happy.

But he knew she’d been growing weary of his video games and late nights when he’d needed to find even a part-time job to help pay the rent; the fact that he’d rejected Kate’s offer to get him a job at the restaurant where she worked, hadn’t helped things.

And now, Kate was ready for action. The once, soft-spoken brunette, had evolved into a working-girl with assertiveness, leaving her clumsy boyfriend in the same state she’d met him in. She knew she had to do something to save both her relationship and her boyfriend’s prospects – and not to mention her credit score.

She pulled her shoulder-length strands from the tie and unleashed her cinder-colored hair from the confines of it the ‘presentable, family-friendly image’ her restaurant insisted she convey. She grabbed the phone and continued with the conversation as she headed to the bedroom, where the weak, late-afternoon lighting left a pink and orange halo against the back wall. The air was cool and still – a contrast from the summer heat she’d just come in from; driving home in a car with no a/c, hadn’t left her any more tolerable of her boyfriend’s slacking, either.

“Babe, you’ve got to do something now before Brian ends up a loser for life. You have a chance to save your man and help yourself out, too. Why not take it?” Ashley said, continuing as she noted her own previous relationship as an example. “Jason was a complete buffoon – you remember him. Well, don’t you remember when it all changed, practically overnight? I had him saying ‘yes ma’am, no ma’am, please and thank you.’”

“Yeah,” Kate said, cocking her head. “I do remember that. And I remember asking you how you did it, and you just gave me this curious look, like you were hiding something mischievous,” Kate noted. “So you withheld sex with him until he straightened up?”

Ashley laughed and the speaker from the phone vibrated heavily as a result. Kate set it down on the corner of her bed, nearest the sliding glass mirrors that shrouded the bedroom closet. She slid the door open and found a pink t-shirt – a baggier and more comfortable cloth that the one she’d been made to wear and smile in. She set it down and pulled the work-shirt from her body. As if the stress of the day went along with it, she exhaled deep and smiled as the chilly air met her soft skin. She unbuckled the front of her push-up bra and her breasts spilled out. The tension in her back and her lungs, faded immediately.

She had hated the push-up bra, but she always made better tips with it, mostly from family men bringing their wives and children in on vacation, yet who seemed no less interested in the college girl serving them. She did what she had to do, however. And even small tricks like this, weren’t covering all of the bills by their due-dates.

“Sure, I withheld sex at first,” Ashley finally continued. “But, there were… other things, too.”

The devious silence left Kate more curious than ever, and she quickly tossed her shirt on, before grabbing the phone and bringing it back to her ear. “I need details, Ash. You can’t leave me hanging. Brian needs serious work, like, yesterday.”

“I don’t know,” she replied, after another small pause. “It’s not exactly for everybody, you know?”

“Well, I guess not, since you wouldn’t tell me what your magic trick was back then, and you apparently still won’t tell me,” Kate complained. “You and Brenna both had your boyfriends trained like dogs, and you would just sit there and eye each other, giggling, when we’d all go out together.”

Kate scrunched her brow once more, providing an ultimatum to show she’d had enough pussyfooting. “I want to know what your secret is, Ashley. Are we friends or aren’t we?”

The proposition had evidently been enough to faze her blonde-haired girlfriend, who scoffed with weariness and finally answered, “Fine; tonight at your place. And make sure Brian is there. We’re going to have a little… intervention.”

Kate cocked her head and smiled – already excited at whatever the evening might bring. “And intervention, huh?”

“That’s right,” Ashley continued. “I’ll call Brenna and make sure she comes, too. It’s going to take all three of us.”

Kate shook her head and her eyes seemingly beamed like hazel orbs as the mystery left her salivating for more information. “What are you up to, girl?”

“I can’t tell you right now; you’re just going to laugh and brush it off. You need to be told in person. Brian isn’t there right now, right?”

“No, he’s at his friend’s apartment playing some online gaming tournament,” Kate said.

“It’s a shame when the really cute guys are just going to stay indoors all day,” Ashley said.

“Hey, are you hitting on my man?” Kate said with a territorial snap.

“Babe, I need to tell you one last thing. We’re all best friends, right? You, me and Brenna?” Ashley asked.

Kate nodded and, remembering she’d been on the phone, finally answered, “Um, yes.”

“Well, sometimes we have to share things – delicate things. And if you really want to see Brian change, you’re going to have to be willing to share him with Brenna and I, temporarily.”

“Um, what?” Kate asked, digging her heel in the stiff, crème colored carpet that had worked out the aches in the balls of her feet, so many afternoons after standing in heels.

Ashley only laughed again and finished with, “See? I can’t even start to tell you about this over the phone. Brenna and I are coming over in two hours. In the mean-time, go ahead and look your best for Brian. Make sure he isn’t coming home at least until Brenna and I have had a chance to come over and talk to you in private for a little while – thirty minutes might be fine.”

Kate laughed and said her goodbyes. She immediately set off to the shower, wondering what her best friends could possibly be plotting. She made sure her boyfriend wouldn’t be home until six o’clock. Brian had no objections to the time allowance, given that Kate had usually called him around that time to get him back home, so they might eat together, attempting to cobble a bit of conversation before he holed up in the second bedroom with his gaming system.

The dark-haired girl lost herself in the shower, fantasizing about the evening before. She found Brian drop-dead handsome, which had been a blessing and a curse over the previous year. Each time she’d wanted to give him a deadline to get his life together, she found herself unable to make the final move. He was a proper boyfriend in most other ways, too. He complimented her, showed enough affection and even kept himself tidy and neat. But his passions always seemed scattered at best - darted between his gaming life, and his girlfriend life, like a pinball.

And when he pulled his phone from his jeans and stepped away from his friend to answer Kate’s phone-call, he immediately knew something was off. “Really?” He asked.

“Yeah. Just come home around six-thirty, will you? We need to talk about something.”

Brian sighed in slight agitation, though he tried to hide the fact in his voice – an effort that always failed to escape deciphering by his girlfriend. “Can you just promise to come back here?” She asked, with a bit more stubbornness in her tone.

“Yeah, yeah – it’s whatever,” he said, shrugging. He turned back to his friend and gave him a look of disbelief, as though he didn’t intent to follow through on a word of his phone call. He hung up the phone and laughed. “Dude, she’s always nagging me.”

“Why don’t you break up with her, then?” His friend asked, with his eyes still fixated on the giant screen overtaking the entire bedroom. “I don’t know,” Brian shrugged. “She’s cool a lot of the time. And she’s hot,” he admitted.

“Yeah, she’s really hot,” his friend said, still clacking the buttons of the controller and looking straight ahead. Though, a hint of a smirk formed in the corner of his lips, until Brian shoved him.

He continued to watch the video game unfolding, but he couldn’t stop wondering what he was expected back at his apartment for – so much so that he’d wanted to go back that moment and press Kate. A pang of nervousness came through his body at the idea that she’d finally stopped bluffing, and intended to leave him. He dragged a hand through his hair and squinted, as if trying to focus on the television screen ahead. But rather, he’d been running over possibilities in his mind, unable to pin anything for certain.

By the time he’d stopped thinking about it, it was closing in on six o’clock, and the passing moments became ever more apparent. Little had he known, Kate’s friends had just shown up with a big surprise.


Part 2





“Hang on,” Kate said, pacing down her hallway. The girl’s still-drying hair tussled and threatened to tangle, as she ran a brush through it, all while making her way for the door. The time she’d been given by Ashley, had managed to fly by, with her obsession in looking perfect for the evening.

She pulled the door open, finally, to see Brenna and Ashley standing on the small space at the top of the stairwell to her apartment. Brenna sat back against the dark metal railing, with her freckled arms crossed. The red-head had straight bangs and shoulder length-hair, as if she’d insisted on a Cleopatra cut at the stylist. She was skinny with boobs that always left Kate a touch jealous. They sat perfectly snug in her banana-yellow tank top and even gave her much-admired butt, nestled in a pair of tight purple yoga pants, a run for its money.

Ashley had opted for a slightly less casual appearance. The ever-alternating-between-party-and-work girl had opted for a black pencil skirt and a white blouse, likely still on from her day as an assistant to a magazine editor downtown. Her platinum blonde hair was pulled back into a ponytail, with a few precious bangs hanging down over her tightly-cropped brow. As if an arrow, it brought attention to her red lipstick and contoured cheeks. She was lean as well, but without the breasts or butt to make a ‘royal flush.’ What she lacked in assets, however, she made up for in prowess. It seemed impossible for Brenna and Kate to go anywhere with Ashley, without losing all male attention to the tall, assertive blonde.

She handled herself like a survivor or repeated rejection and criticism, as if being brought down by her ever-abusive boss had left her stronger for it, rather than a crumbling mess. She gave a wink, and it would be the only greeting Kate would find between the two girls; they were all-business.

“What took so long?” Ashley said, clutching a pink gift bag beneath her arm and a clutch beneath the other. “I’ve been carrying this bag around for the last thirty-five minutes,” she said, as she handed it to the dark-haired girl.

Kate immediately started to peek inside, before Ashley cried out, “No! Not yet!” She immediately laughed and took the bag back. “I’m sorry, it’s just that – there is a process to all of this. Brenna can tell you for herself.” The redhead only nodded in agreement, with a certain wisdom hanging on her emerald eyes.

The living room scented of lavender and vanilla, thanks to a few candles Kate had lit for the occasion. She’d cleaned the entire apartment, which hadn’t helped her timing on dress and makeup. But, she wanted everything to be perfect, and hoped that the surprise would indeed be worth it. She felt a knot in her stomach at the idea of Ashley and Brenna bringing over a book or a motivational audiobook, or something similar. She needed something bigger and better than platitudes.

She implored the girls to sit down and asked, “Drinks?”

“Any champagne?” Brenna asked.

“Champagne?” Kate asked. “I mean, Brian has some beer in the fridge, but we haven’t had champagne since I got that promotion last year.”

“Water is fine, Kate,” Ashley said. “We’re just in a celebratory mood, is all. You’re finally joining our little ‘club.’”

“Club?” Kate asked, grabbing a couple of water bottles from the fridge and coming over with the cold, plastic chilling the undersides of her arms. The coolness had been refreshing after the heated stress she’d worked herself into, trying to get her makeup and attire to balance perfectly.

“You’ll see,” Ashley said, before turning to Brenna and giggling, just as the two of them had done countless times before. Kate set the water bottles down and rolled her eyes, knowing their taciturn agreements all too well.

“How do I look?” Kate asked, opening her arms and looking down her cut-off white, American-flag t-shirt and denim jeans.

“He’s going to be begging for it later – that’s how good you look,” Ashley said with a grin, before setting the pink bag down on the coffee table before them. Ashley adjusted herself atop the white leather sofa, as the coolness relieved her warm body. Despite the fact that she would’ve normally been chilly and ready to curl into a blanket, she couldn’t seem to cool down. She looked down at the red polish on her toe-nails – freshly added, to match the coat on her fingers, as well. She hoped Brian would notice all the work she’d done for the evening, but she knew it was up in the air. Sometimes he did – sometimes he didn’t.

Ashley noted the expression and nodded. “You’re stressed, huh?” She asked. “Well, good. You’re going to need that adrenaline to do what you need to do when Brian gets home. He is coming back, soon; right?”

Kate nodded and returned petulantly, “Can we get this big surprise over with, already? You’ve been keeping me in anticipation forever!”

Brenna and Ashley looked at one another and, nearly blushing, gave a slightly nervous giggle. “Oh!” Ashley cried, balling her fists with excitement. “This is so wild. It’s just… it’s been so long that we’ve talked about this day. And now it’s finally here,” she added with a humorous touch of drama, faking the tears of some movie actress who’d just won her first award.

“Come on!” Kate begged, sitting up straight and facing the two twenty-something girls. She knew they had something big to teach her – something they’d learned in the few years they had ahead of her. And she was ready to receive the lesson, along with hopes that Brian could be convinced to do the same.

“Ok,” Ashley said. Brenna grabbed the pink bag, with it crinkling in her fist, and handed it to Kate.

“Go ahead,” Brenna said, before turning to Ashley. A pink grin formed across her lips and she bit her nail nervously – anticipating the moment of truth.

Kate reached into the bag, scouring through the forest of pink tissue paper, searching for the large item that in fact, took very little time and effort to find. She immediately grabbed her fingers around the long, girthy object, and pulled it from the bag. If she’d been blindfolded and made to guess the item, she knew she would have been hopeless; the object seemed overly complicated and dragged the tissue paper out of the bag with its many attached features – like the legs of an octopus dangling behind its body.

She grew red and her jaw hung open when the object cleared the bag and the tissue paper floated to the sides. Kate held the large, black dildo in her hand. It’s smooth, rubber texture, undoubtedly made to mimic a real-life penis as best as possible, sat in her palm as she started to laugh wildly. The black straps attached to the dildo shook up and down as the girl struggled to contain herself.

“What is this?” She asked, nearly holding back tears.

Brenna and Ashley flashed each other a look of indignation and disbelief. “It’s a strap-on,” Brenna explained. “You wear it around your waist and then you… you know.” Ashley laughed at the description, before interrupting. “You fuck Brian with it.”

Kate became no less inconsolable with laughter and disbelief, as she continued to instinctively study the large, impressively sized cock in her fingers. The sheer size and domination that the member implied, left her feeling ever-so damp in the pink cotton thong she’d chosen for the evening.

“This is your big surprise? You want me to use this on you?” Kate asked. Brenna and Ashley burst into laughter then, looking at one another and even clutching each other in their hands, struggling to contain their amusement.

“Well then, what?” Kate asked, before her eyes grew wide. “Wait a second…”

Ashley nodded; as if she knew right then that her best friend had finally figured it out – the big surprise.

“You’re not saying…” Kate started, but could not finish.

Ashley and Brenna only continued to nod. “It’s so you can fuck your boyfriend!” Brenna cried with a final burst of laughter.

Kate frowned and, continuing to clutch the powerful fake cock in her palm (a sensation she’d immediately grown attached to) sneered at her friends. “So, this is all some kind of a joke, then? Hilarious.”

“Wait, what?” Ashley said. Brenna and she stopped laughing, just as Kate started to shove the dildo back into the bag pack the disheveled tissue paper atop it. “I thought you were going to help me; not make some big joke about my problem,” she said with a touch of anger.

“Kate, this isn’t a joke,” Ashley said. The blonde regretted letting herself get too comfortable with the humor of the situation. In doing so, she’d betrayed the respect she had for the lifestyle change that had come when she first found her own strap-on. The discipline the cock asserted was not a laughing matter – it had been palpable from the moment she pulled it around her lithe hips and stroked it, towering over her boyfriend, who swallowed and watched the tip with full knowledge it was about to thrust deep into his virgin asshole.

“How is this not a joke?” Kate asked. “You can’t honestly expect me to do use with Brian, can you? He’s completely straight. I tried to tease his butt one time, just to see if he was into it, and he seemed really reluctant. So, I don’t think he’s going to just suddenly want to try something as ridiculous as this.”

“First off,” Ashley rebutted without skipping a single beat, “This isn’t a joke at all, and it’s not ridiculous.”

“And being into this, as a guy, doesn’t make you gay,” Brenna added, helping Ashley with the damage control. “In fact, that’s a pretty insulting thing to say.”

“Well, I’m sorry. I just… I guess I don’t get it,” Kate confessed. Ashley immediately continued. “That’s why we’re here to help. Now, you said you saw what we did with our boyfriends, and you wanted to know our secret. Well, this is our secret. Maybe we shouldn’t have told you, after all,” she finished, eyeing Brenna. The blonde knew that the final gesture toward Brenna would immediately challenge Kate to prove she could accept the idea of a strap-on, if only to prove the two girls wrong.

“So, you’re saying you both used this on Jason and Craig?” Kate asked, eyeing each girl as she mentioned their ex-boyfriends.

The girls nodded in silence and Kate immediately cocked her head. “If they were so OK with it, then why did you guys break up?”

Once more, Brenna and Ashley eyed each other with quiet grins, before Brenna parted her lips and answered. “You see, Kate. Craig and Jason became the perfect men for us – well trained, in other words. But, we started to get a little addicted with the whole thing and we started to wonder what it might be like to use our newfound tools on new guys. So, we had to break up with them – we certainly weren’t going to keep lying to them or cheat on them once we knew we wanted something else.”

“I can’t believe it,” Kate said as her lip remained open, signaling her total disbelief. “You were using this on them? And I didn’t even know?”

“Well, we don’t just go around telling everybody about it. We respected the fact that maybe they didn’t want the entire world to know that their girlfriends pounded their butts every night. It was the least we could do,” Ashley chuckled.

Kate only shook her head in disbelief. “How did you get them to go along with it? I mean, there’s no way Brian would let me go near his butt with this thing,” Kate said, as she grabbed the dildo from the bag once again, struggling to meet her fingertips around its thickness.

As she made the remark, her mind immediately set off thinking of a fantasy in which she actually could use the tool on Brian. The sheer idea of watching the fake cock dangle from her pelvis¸ as if it were her own made her wet. The only thing that left her wetter, was the notion of shoving it deep inside her boyfriend’s ass, which, as Kate had often doted him on, had always been ‘cuter and perkier’ than her own. The more she thought about it, the more she knew her boyfriend’s rump was made to be taken in this very way.

But she knew Brian, and she knew he wouldn’t do it. And she certainly wasn’t about to force it upon him, as much as she wanted to experiment with the giant, fake cock.

“Well,” Ashley started. “Remember on the phone earlier, when I said you were going to have to share your man temporarily for this to work?”

Kate nodded.

“When I found this whole idea online, I bought the very same dildo. I had it delivered to my townhouse and when Jason came home from his fishing trip that Sunday night, I had a little wine and worked up the courage to tell him about all of this. Of course, he said ‘no way,’” Ashley continued, laughing as though she’d been relieved such days were long in the past.

“It wasn’t until I made him a little deal. Sure, I had to promise him that Brenna and I would make out for like, thirty seconds, and she would get to watch us have a bit of fun. But it was worth it. He agreed, and I knew he would because he’d always had a secret little thing for Brenna – not that I minded,” Ashley finished, making sure to add her tolerance of the fact.

If Kate hadn’t been in disbelief before, her eyes had grown twice their size with a new level of shock.

“You two made out?” Kate asked. The idea, admittedly, left her a touch lustful, thinking of the two gorgeous young women doing such a naughty thing. But, passing over the indulgence of such a thought, she stood and, still clutching the dildo in her small palm, instinctively pointed it toward them. “The two of you? You kissed?”

“Oh, come on, Kate. It wasn’t anything. I knew Jason would get a kick out of it, and in turn, Brenna got to watch the maiden voyage of my new boyfriend-training program,” she said. Brenna bit her lip and smiled with excitement. “It was so hot, watching her use it on him.” The redhead shifted in her seat and laughed guiltily, as Ashley shoved her. “I know you’re getting turned on just thinking about it,” the blonde said, giving Brenna a playful shove.

“Come on!” Brenna said, laughing and covering her mouth, as if she needed to retain a dose of modesty, despite the naughty conversation. She composed herself and finally said, with a smile that betrayed her composure, “Fine, I am. But it was hot.”

“And I know Kate is getting turned on hearing about this, too,” Brenna added. “You can see it in her eyes.”

Ashley’s own eyes widened and she turned to see the dark-haired girl, clutching the cock and obviously lost in her own fantasies of what could be.

“Oh my… she is!” Ashley laughed, before calming herself, as well. “That’s good. This isn’t going to work unless you’re ready to unleash your inner bitch.”

“I don’t know,” Kate said continuing to hesitate. “Brian isn’t going to let me use this on him.”

“Ok, well, like I said. You might need to put something on the table to entice him. And if you’d be willing… Brenna and I would be more than happy to offer to watch you use the strap-on on him.”

Kate laughed with embarrassment and nervousness. “What? I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head. “You haven’t even seen me naked since we were on the soccer team in high school,” Kate added, with a hint of humility.

“And? Babe, we aren’t going to be ogling you,” Ashley explained. “We’re going to be enjoying the act. But like I said, you’re going to have to be willing to share the experience with us, if you ever want Brian to go along with it.”

“I know Brian, Ash. He’s not going to let me do this unless I let him – I don’t know – have sex with you guys,” Kate explained.

“Well, that’s certainly not happening,” Brenna said. “We don’t do anything with stray boyfriends, anymore. We’re only looking for house-trained boys, now.” They both laughed, before Ashley stopped and explained to Kate, “I’ve known Brian for a while, too. And each time he’s drunk, the exhibitionist in him comes out.”

“What do you mean?” Kate asked.

“Babe, you know what I’m talking about. He has a fetish for being watched. Remember last year at O’Reiley’s, on Saint Patrick’s Day? He got super wasted and he spent the night tell Brenna and me that we should come over and watch how hard he gives it to you,” Ashley said, trying to contain her laughter.

“I mean, we were flattered and all, but,” she continued, before Brenna interrupted. “It was a little creepy, though.”

“I don’t remember that,” Kate said, before Brenna explained that Kate’s own inebriation might’ve explained the lapse in memory.

“Well, even if he said that, he’s full of it. I’m the one who does all of the work in the bedroom; he just lays there and does what I tell him to,” Kate explained.

Ashley and Brenna both leant forward, and their eyes lit up. “Oh, that’s wonderful!” Ashley exclaimed. “He might be way easier to train than I thought.”

“That’s another thing – what do you mean train?” Kate asked. “He’s not going to be a changed man just because I use a strap-on on him,” she added.

Brenna and Ashley turned and looked at each other, smiling. “Oh, that’s what you think. You just wait and see...”


Part 3





Brian pulled up to the apartment parking lot, pulling his car into the visitor’s space. The lot was especially full that evening, with the addition of two cars he didn’t normally see, though had been familiar with. He squinted, focusing in the early evening’s dimness, to make out Brenna and Ashley’s cars. He thought little of their presence, and imagined Kate was showcasing something new to them that she’d found at the mall after work.

Breaking from routing, he looked himself over in the rear-view mirror. He’d been glad he put himself together well that morning – showering, shaving and making himself presentable for the gaming stream, in which he and his team would be interviewed for the online gaming channel. He shrugged and, pulling his green eyes from the reflection, stepped out of his car and made his way upstairs, where the lights were glowing from the kitchen and living room windows.

He opened the door to find, as he suspected, Brenna, Ashley and his girlfriend sitting on the sofa – legs crossed and holding an air of quiet dignity. The pink bag was nowhere to be found, nor was the dildo. Kate certainly didn’t want to scare her boyfriend all at once by presenting the massively sized cock; nearly three times as large as his own. Even the fake scrotum overflowed her palm with its rubber orbs in a way that Brian’s own sack could not.

“Um, hey, Brenna. Hey, Ashley,” Brian said, giving a small but humble nod toward them.

“Hello,” Ashley said, before she and Brenna giggled quietly, which left Brian somewhat self-conscious.

“Can we talk, Brian?” Kate said, joining in on the same, learned stolid demeanor that Brenna and Ashley had already perfected.

“Yeah, sure. What’s up?” Brian asked.

Kate turned to Ashley, who, as if she’d transmitted a message to her best friend via brainwaves, seemed to imply the dark-haired girl be a bit more assertive.

“Have a seat right here,” Kate instructed. There would be no ‘please’ or ‘babe, could you just…’ as Ashley insisted she do without. She would become a proper disciplinarian, only if she stopped begging her boyfriend for cooperation, and instead, came to expect it. She was the woman of the house, after all. And to add to her authority, she made the money. She held all the power – and now, she would learn how to yield it, from her best friends.

“This is kind of weird,” Brian said, with a nervous laugh. He sat down on the sofa, next to Brenna and Ashley, while Kate took the matching chair that faced them. “You don’t want to do this in private?”

Kate looked at Ashley and Brenna, who were inconspicuously nodding their heads to the contrary. Kate took the signal and turned her hazel eyes back toward her boyfriend, with a slightly nervous, but clearly defiant expression. She turned her nose up slightly – perhaps overcompensating for the suspense she carried in her mind, and continued. “No. If it’s ok…” she said, looking toward Ashley, who immediately glared toward her.

“I mean… we’re going to do this right here.”

Brian shrugged and answered, “Whatever, babe.”

Ashley and Brenna eyed Kate, and without missing a beat, Kate rebutted, “I’m not you’re ‘babe,’ Brian. I am a woman, and I’m officially tired of working my butt off while you do nothing all day.”

“I mean… shit,” Brian said, stumbling over what had been a new and unfamiliar strategy for Kate, in conversing with her boyfriend. Brian rubbed the back of his neck instinctively and turned toward Brenna and Ashley, before asking them, “Don’t you guys think she’s being ridiculous?”

The girls remained silent, but flashed a small grin toward the helpless boyfriend, who immediately dismissed their encrypted expressions with another exhalation and a ‘whatever.’

“Brian, I think we need some rules and order in this apartment, if this relationship is going to keep going,” Kate said. She felt the goose bumps across her skin, as she dispensed authority like an ATM pushing out dollar bills. Left and right, she felt the authoritarian in herself, popping out in unpredictable way – starting with her tone, and adding to it, the fact that she immediately stood and started to pace around the coffee table; towering over her shrunken boyfriend in the process.

“Babe, I told you, I’m looking for a job on the weekends,” Brian said. Kate immediately glared toward him, and, as if by magic, her gestures started to pay off, and the shaggy-haired twenty-three year-old quickly corrected himself, saying, “I mean… Kate.”

“There is going to be no more sex until things change around here; that’s the first thing,” Kate said, pointing her finger into the air.

“What?” Brian said – his eyes wide with disbelief in his sudden future of depravity. He’d gotten long accustomed to Kate’s own insatiability for sex. And though he’d been smaller than average, and had all the sexual prowess of a mannequin, he’d lucked out in finding a girl who had been more than happy to do all the work for her own climax. Meanwhile, he simply waited until the velvet canal between her legs, slurped every last drop of cum from his cock and he’d watch Kate fall asleep, before slipping off to his game system. He’d had no qualms with the arrangement – in fact, he loved it. The easy sex had been his point of pride, especially to his friends, who all seemed to find Kate as attractive as he did.

“That’s crazy, Kate. I already told you I’m trying to find a job. I just… I haven’t really tried yet. But if it’s such a big deal to you, then I’ll try and find something,” he explained, with very little conviction.

Kate only shook her head and finished with a little chuckle. “I’ve heard that story, before, babe.”

“Oh, so you can say ‘babe,’ but I can’t?” Brian charged.

Immediately, Kate replied with, “Damn right I can. And I will. You will have to earn the right to do it.”

“What is this? Is this some kind of feminist crap, because I’m not down with this,” Brian said petulantly, before turning and glancing toward Ashley and Brenna, with an expression which suggested he knew they were behind all of this, despite his not knowing exactly in what way. The two girls always seemed to hold a ‘holier than thou’ air about them, as far as he’d been concerned. He had little proof, but he always suspected they relished in trying to get Kate to dump him and find a more accountable man.

“It’s not about feminism or anything like that. It’s about our roles in this household. I’m making the money. I’m going to school. I’m doing all the chores. And you’re just playing around all day. So, I think if we’re going to act like the opposite of our traditional roles, then maybe we should embrace it fully.”

Brian’s brow furrowed as he tried to decipher his girlfriend’s cryptic explanation. “I don’t get it,” he finally admitted.

Brenna and Ashley seemed all the more delighted by the boy’s confusion with every step of the way – as if they were watching a sheep to the slaughter. They meant no harm, but they certainly grew excited for the show they hoped Brian would allow to happen. The girls knew it would depend on Kate’s boyfriend, however. None of them could, or would, try to make him do anything he didn’t wish to do. However, they grew relieved, as the shaggy-haired boy seemed to follow the very emotional journey that their own previous boyfriend’s had trekked, before agreeing to let them use a dildo on them; the evening still held much promise. And with any luck, they would not only get to see Brian’s notoriously girlish behind, but they would get to his tight butt pried open by a giant, black cock. Soon, the fantasies and pornography that they’d had to use to get them by while they awaited the next trained man at their feet, would be put on hiatus, as they would be given the real thing.

“Let me show you what I mean, then,” Kate said. “Close your eyes,” she instructed. Brian agreed, and placed his fingers over his eyes. He started to peek, but Kate quickly realized and snapped, “No peeking! Brenna and Ash will be watching you, just to make sure.”

Brian relented and kept his eyes closed. When he opened them upon his girlfriend’s command, Kate was standing only a foot before him, bottomless – save for her pink cotton thong –and with a giant, rubber, black cock hanging from her hips. She shifted her weight and the heavy shaft bobbed with realism. Kate bit her lip as she smiled and eyed her innocent boyfriend. She loved the sensation of the heavy rod tugging around her hips, and wondered if men always felt such a thrill at this sensation.

“What the hell is that?!” Brian cried out, scrunching his brow.

He turned to Brenna and Ashley and continued, “What is this all about?”

Kate leant forward and pressed her finger against Brian’s lips. “Babe… shhh… I’m going to explain everything.”


Part 4





Brian felt a flutter as his heart raced and his mind became light.

Staring down the giant cock-head, which hung just above his lips, seemed all-too authentic. He shrank before the dominating tool and felt his entire body – most of all, his ass – grow tight with suspense. His skin grew warm and tingling, and his senses became clearer. He noticed Kate’s vanilla perfume for the first time, and couldn’t help but notice how hard her naked legs and camel-toe in her panties had made him, despite the threatening cock hanging from her body; which did him no favors in trying to assert his sexuality.

“Are you ready to listen?” She whispered. Brian nodded and turned his eyes back down to the cock.

“Go ahead; touch it. I know you want to feel it. It’s pretty life-like,” she said. Brian, as if he’d abandoned all independence, obliged his girlfriend upon this suggestion, and wrapped his lithe fingers around the long, rubber shaft. He, too, proved unable to lock his fingers around the endless circumference of the cock – a gesture that left his ass growing ever tighter. He imagined the sensation had been from sheer dread, but rather, he fought back the notion that the idea of his gorgeous and, typically harmless girlfriend, wearing such a symbol of dominance, had left him somewhat aroused.

“Now. I think we’d better get you naked and on your belly so we can give this thing a spin,” Kate said, admiring the faux black veins that spread down the ivory-tinted shaft.

“What?!” Brian said, retracting his fingers, as if a virgin, realizing she’d made a terrible mistake by agreeing to shoot a porn-film. “I’m not letting this thing anywhere near me, let alone my butt.” He turned to Brenna and Ashley, and attempted to hang on to any final shred of his masculinity, while it rapidly faded before the two domineering women. The very notion of being invited into submission by his girlfriend left Brian eyeing the girls with slight embarrassment and a need to declare his disinterest in the tool that, in his mind, had evoked a strange and conflicting lust deep in his body.

“Well, what if I told you,” Kate said, leaning forward and whispering into her boyfriend’s ear, “That Brenna and Ashley are dying to watch us?” She turned her eyes back, as if hiding the fact that she’d already discussed such matters with the girls; she feigned a gesture of discreteness.

“For real?” Brian asked. His cock immediately started to grow in his jeans at the very idea of two women – both of whom, he’d sometimes fantasized about – watching him have sex; it was the ultimate fantasy that he’d imagined would never come to manifestation.

“They want to watch?” He asked.

Brian tried not to appear too desperate to his girlfriend, and especially the two girls. “Are you fucking with me?” His heart sped and his stomach twisted at the very idea. Kate nodded, and at once, Brian could tell she wasn’t just pulling his leg – she held the very stoic demeanor she’d often trotted out when it was time to improvise on how to pay the bills at the end of the month; she clearly was not ‘fucking’ with him, he thought. The notion left him harder and harder by the moment, until he felt the usual bead of wet pre-cum against his cotton boxers and his thigh.

“I don’t know,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck and eyeing the girls again and again, until Ashley started over, shifting her hips and smiling deviously. “Bri,’ are you going to let us live out our dirty little fantasy or not?” She said, with a playful, coquettish tone.

He eyed the giant fake cock once-more, and continued to hesitate. “This is just… kind of weird, though. Isn’t it? I mean, I’m straight,” he explained, to which Brenna and Ashley laughed.

“What is it with people and thinking that doing stuff like this makes you gay? Listen, are you attracted to men?” Ashley quizzed.

Brian shook his head and said sternly, “No way.”

“Well, we didn’t think you were. At least, judging by the way you steal glances at Brenna and me. And, judging by the way you’ve got a boner from you’re girlfriend’s thong,” Ashley said with a mischievous grin. Her eyes turned down to feast on the sight of Brian’s cock. Brian blushed slightly, and shrugged. “Well, it seems kind of gay, is all.”

“Why? All you’re doing is taking advantage of a little gift your body has given you, called the ‘p-spot.’ It’s deep in your ass and with the right, ahem, tool,” Ashley said, clearing her throat and trying not to laugh, “You can unlock a level of pleasure you’ve never known.”

The words – dirty and scandalous – slipping from Ashley’s smooth, red lips left Brian ready to do whatever the blonde asked of him. He turned to Kate, who’d held the same pleading, coy expression that girls were so talented in using to twist him into circles. He didn’t know what a ‘p-spot’ was, or if Ashley had made the entire concept up. But the more she talked about the forbidden notion of him taking a giant, fake cock up his ass, left him harder and harder. Ashley spun him into a sexually frustrated web until he was ready to get down on his knees and beg for the cock around his girlfriend’s waist, to be buried deep inside him.

And Ashley knew this. She’d had plenty of practice on her own boyfriend, after all. She and Brenna knew they would have little trouble with Brian – they hardly ever had; it was the gift of being attractive young women. And why not use it to help their frustrated girlfriend get a bit of order in her house? They were tired of seeing Kate on the verge of tears, some nights, after being scalded by her boss for minute missteps. They were frustrated in hearing about how she would be the only absentee from their weekends-out, because she’d made a commitment to watch her boyfriend’s gaming stream, despite his continued insistence that he couldn’t once watch her college softball games. They both knew it was time to exact a bit of discipline, even if they’d have to be the ones to show Kate how to do it. And by doing so, they would help her learn the sort of authority that would leave her in control for the rest of her life. And Brian would always be free to take it or leave it.

But the way the twenty-three year-old ogled his girlfriend’s cleavage and the trimmed bush hiding behind the thin cotton fabric of her panties, left them with a certainty that it wouldn’t come to anything too urgent.

“I mean, I’m open-minded. I’ll try most things once,” he said with a prideful laugh. Suddenly, he’d found something to boast about, and the idea of taking the large black cock was not a source of insecurity or humility, but a source of opportunity to brag, after the fact. His ego needed something – anything – to let him first accept the idea, without feeling incredibly emasculated. And he relished in the initial denial, because, frankly, he wanted to try it. Secretly, he craved the idea even more than Kate had, by that point. While she was left with a continued hesitance that such a ‘crazy’ idea would actually work, Brian was growing harder and harder at the idea of having two bombshell girls watch him do just about anything naked. But the idea of the girls becoming dirty little voyeurs, all while he had sex with his girlfriend, left him ready and willing to play any role in the act - so long as he actually would be a part of it.

Still, he knew he had to feign certain reluctance, lest he be branded too interested and – if word ever got out – rumored to be into some not-entirely-accepted-as-straight-in-his-social-circle sexual acts. Ashley knew she didn’t need to put anything more on the table. But the evening was rolling along, and they still hadn’t started. And so, she eyed Kate for approval to enact, what the girls had - only minutes before Brian’s arrival home – dubbed ‘code red.’

Kate grinned and Ashley leant over, whispering in Brian’s ear. “Do I need to reach down there and get you started? Because I could do that, too.”

Brian’s eyes lit up and his entire posture grew rigid at the suggestion. He grinned and shook his head. “You guys are totally fucking with me. I’m on some secret camera or some shit.”

“We’re not messing with you, babe. I already told Ashley she could give you a hand job, if you wanted one; consider it my returning the favor, if you agree to go along with my little experiment.”

“What do you mean ‘experiment’?” Brian asked, cocking his head.

“Oh, well, I’ll have to explain that later. Right now, I need to know if you’d be willing to join us in a little fun, or not,” Kate explained.

“What do you say?” Ashley said, lowering her fingers down over Brian’s jeans, until her hand came over his thigh and found the rod-shaped form, hard and extended down his leg. She ran her palm over the length of the shaft, ever so gently, and watched Brian’s eyes grow weak as he shifted and moaned. His cock flared with hardness, ravenous for release at Ashley’s touch. Without another word, he unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans. He shrugged, as if to say, ‘fuck it,’ and he watched as Kate and Ashley pulled his jeans and his boxers down to his ankles.

Ashley giggled and her eyes grew wide as she found the cock waiting beneath his clothes, come springing up with a slight upward curve that left the tip of his head falling back against the space just below his navel. The bead of pre-cum strung against his abs and as the cool air touched the skin of his manhood, Brian sighed with desperate arousal.

He couldn’t believe he was naked before Ashley and Brenna. The sheer reality of it, left him more aroused than ever before – more so that he thought he might as Ashley reached down and wrapped her delicate, lithe fingers around the upper third of his shaft, and jerked the plush, tawny skin of his cock, until his scrotum danced up and down in response.

“Fuck,” he breathed, and his chest rose and fell with heavy breaths.

“Mm; does our new girl of the house like that?” Ashley said. Before Brian could process exactly what the blonde had said, he willingly nodded and smiled, with a slight moan slipping from his lips. When he processed her words in a delay, he didn’t care; he assumed she’d made a mistake. Never in a million years, would Brian have considered that Ashley wasn’t botching her words, in the least.

She continued to stroke Brian’s cock and smile deviously, as Kate and Brenna watched on. Kate stood over her boyfriend and smiled. She couldn’t believe her eyes. She felt a slight pang of jealousy over the idea of Ashley giving her boyfriend a hand-job. But at the very same time, she was left wet and ready to use her new toy on Brian, just as soon as Ashley had prepared him for it. She enjoyed the performance more than she thought she might, and she was left sneaking a few fingers just inside her thong and gracing cautiously over her ready and engorged clit. The very gesture of adjusting the dildo atop her mound, left her nearly buckling from the sensation it ignited up and down her body, and she wondered how long she would last that evening; she certainly didn’t want to climax too soon, to the embarrassment of her girlfriends.

Brian turned up and with heavy eyes, said to Ashley, “How about a blowjob?” The blonde smiled, hiding a small degree of discontent, and simply returned, “Nuh-uh-uh,” and wagged her finger. “A hand job, only. I’m not your partner, after all.”

She returned her hand and Brian immediately turned toward his girlfriend. “Babe, how about some head?”

Kate immediately cocked her head and shifted her hand on her hip. She wanted to return with a rejection that might leave Brian with an understanding that she wasn’t going to be giving out free services like blowjobs, anymore – not without some compensation, anyway. But instead, she cleverly clutched the shaft of her new cock, and stepped forward until the wide, rubber cock-head was hanging an inch before her boyfriend’s lips. The very sight left her biting her lip and wanting to cry out with delight.

“What? Are you for real?” Brian asked.

“You said you wanted head,” Kate said with an indulgent smile. The notion left Brenna and Ashley grinning just as widely. Ashley turned up to Brian and immediately said, “Are you going to show us what you’re made of, or not?”

With that, Brian scoffed, “I could give better head than the three of you anyway; I mean, if I was into that.” His body grew tense with anticipation. He knew it wouldn’t take much to be lassoed into the act. And with one simple, ‘well, then, put up or shut up,’ by Brenna, he grabbed Kate’s cock and parted his lips.

He immediately felt the flavorless fake cock fill his mouth. His lips stretched open and he felt himself growing harder in Ashley’s grip. Kate quickly grew impatient. She became too aroused to control herself, and thrust her hips forward, as she reached around the back of her boyfriend’s head. She gentle cradled his hair as she drove the long, black cock down to his throat.

Brian pulled back, gave a small gasp, and wiped a string of saliva from his mouth, before laughing and shaking his head. “This thing is huge.”

The remark left Kate inflamed with lust. She’d never known anything quite like it. She turned down to Ashley, and again, as if they’d communicated on some psychic plane, Ashley conveyed an expression which signaled she knew exactly the sort of newfound pleasure Kate was experiencing.

She looked down and watched, as her ‘new girlfriend’ - as Ashley playfully had put it earlier in the evening – parted his lips again and took the head of the dildo into his mouth. As if by magic, she swore she could feel the very pleasure she might know all-too well, if the cock had been a true appendage of her own body. Instead, she felt the base of the heavy tool, pressing against her swollen, pink clit and folds, as she thrust it into her boyfriend’s tight and willing mouth.

Brian watched as Brenna looked on. The redhead stole a few discrete moments to slide her fingers down over her own clit. The gesture left Brian harder than ever. The idea that the gorgeous girls had found such arousal in watching him experiment with his girlfriend’s new toy, had been more than enough motivation for him to continue. And the more they demeaned him, the more he seemed to love every moment of it.

“I think she loves your big cock, Kate,” Ashley giggled. The blonde’s hand grew less and less attentive, as she became distracted by the show unfolding just above her, as the brunette thrust her long, fake cock into Brian’s hungry mouth. Each time, the shaggy-haired boy moaned with delight, and his cock jumped with a jolt of pleasure that left more and more pre-cum stringing from the tip. Ashley collected a small amount on her fingertip and motioned for Kate to pull the dildo from his mouth.

“You should put the pre-cum on the tip of the cock,” she said, with a wild excitement in her eyes. “I can’t believe I never thought of that before!” The audible excitement from Brenna seemed to confirm the enthusiasm for the act, and Kate leant down and grabbed her boyfriend’s cock. She squeezed up the shaft, eliciting a guttural groan from the submissive male, and watched with delight as the crystal-clear bead of pleasure drizzled from the hole. She brought the tip of her own cock down and rubbed the cum along the tip, to which Ashley gleefully called, “Make their dicks kiss!” The remark left Brenna laughing wildly. Kate couldn’t help herself, either, until she’d had trouble performing the act, as her body jerked with laughter.

“Mm. Are you hungry?” She asked her boyfriend. “Open up and say, ‘aaah,’ like a good little sub,” she added, with an authoritarian air that Brian had never seen from the girl. He thought little of the remark – too into the wild arousal that was brought on by the exhibitionism before the gorgeous women. If they wanted him to eat his own cum, then he would happily oblige them.

“Stick out your tongue!” Ashley cried impatiently. Brian slid his tongue from his mouth and the blonde immediately ordered, “Now, lick it off the tip. Show us what a dirty little slut you are.”

Brian tasted the salty, clear seed on the tip of the cock, which only made the simulation of Kate’s new toy, all the more indiscernible from reality. Brian felt a pang of lust shooting through his body and his ass, as he tasted cum from the cock – and all while it dangled over him, along with his girlfriend and the assertive blonde girl.

“Mm, fuck,” Kate groaned. She felt something unlocking deep inside her. She hadn’t realized the desire had existed inside her before. But now she knew, undeniably, that she wanted to see her boyfriend demeaned and humiliated into submission, more and more.

And she had just the instrument to make it happen.

“That’s it,” Ashley said, patting the top of Brian’s shaggy hair, as if he were a trained animal who had just performed his owner’s command. He didn’t know what might come next, but he didn’t mind – whatever it might’ve been. He was too horny to turn back. And every little insult the girls might’ve thrown at him, left him strangely aroused, all the more.

“She’s such a good little slut – aren’t you?” Ashley said, looking down at Brian, as she towered over him. He continued on his knees, until Kate insisted he crawl around the living room on all fours. He obliged, with his hard cock bobbing between his thighs, and desperate for release, all while the girls cheered him.

“What an obedient boy,” Ashley said. “What do you think of him, now?”

Kate shrugged and nodded. “I’m impressed. Of course, he’s not finished, yet; right?” She asked with a touch of concern, as if she might not get to live out her newly developed fantasy, of taking out years of playing the ‘traditionally male role’ in their relationship, without getting to cash in on the bedroom perks, as well. She wanted to watch her boyfriend wince and moan as his tight asshole reluctantly accepted the thick intrusion that had hung from her hips all evening.

“Oh, I think she wants a lot more than oral; don’t you?” Ashley said, as Brian came around to face them once more.

“You’re a naughty little cock-whore, aren’t you? You always thought you were the man of the house. But that’s Kate. So, it looks like you’ll have to be the submissive one around here, if you expect her to keep you around. And I don’t think she’s going to be an easy woman to please,” Ashley explained, finishing with a stern warning.

Brian nodded and Kate immediately towered above her boyfriend, who remained on all fours, looking up to the dangling cock, above his head. He looked up her lithe, long things, and the thong just behind the black cock. The coloring almost made her look naked – as though the cock had been her true extension. He saw it all too clearly, now. She’d always been a fem-dom in disguise. He’d never known it, and apparently, neither had Kate. But now, things were changing, and it was immediately evident that she knew much more than she knew the day before. There would be now going back.

“Now, let’s get that shirt off,” Kate insisted. Brian obliged and pulled the shirt over his head and off his body. He started to toss it to the side, before Kate cleared her throat. “Fold it neatly, and then set it on the arm of the sofa.”

“Oh come on, Kate,” he started. Kate quickly stomped her foot just before his hands. He immediately realized she was not playing games with him any longer, and he obeyed her - if only to keep the possibility of full-on sex while Brenna and Ashley watched - on the table.

“Very well,” Kate said. “You will get one less inch for every command you follow correctly. But if you make a mistake, you lose the inch.”

“Inch?” Brian said, before realizing what she’d meant.

“Now, crawl over to the bedroom and get our bottle of lube. Bring it back here… in your teeth,” Kate said, before flashing Ashley an expression of delight.

Brian turned away, and the girls watched as his cute, tight little ass shifted with every step. The pink, virgin opening between his cheeks, had no idea what was coming next, and Kate licked her lips with anticipation.

“I can’t believe this,” Kate whispered to Ashley, who nodded. “I told you. He’s going to be a new man from here on out; just make sure you learn how to hit that p-spot and he’s going to be putty in your hands.”

“I guess I need to learn more about the p-spot, then,” Kate admitted.

“Don’t worry. I didn’t know much about it at first. But you’ll learn. Luckily, he’s so damn ready to burst, I don’t even think you’re going to need to hit it perfectly to make him cum all over the place,” Ashley laughed, as Brian returned.

Right as he came to Kate’s feet, the bottle of lube slipped from his mouth. Kate shook her head and immediately said, “Looks like you lose that inch. You’re going to need it, too.” She laughed and ordered her boyfriend to push his bare ass into the air.

Brian agreed and did as he was instructed. The girls watched with sheer pleasure, whistling and jeering him on. “What a cute little but, just ripe for the fucking,” Brenna giggled. Ashley turned back to her and added, “It’s the perfect little ass for a housewife like him.”

Kate’s eye grew wide as she grabbed the bottle of lube and started to slather it over the long, fake cock. “Are you not going to make him eat you out, first?” Ashley asked, with a curious grin of excitement across her lips – suggesting she might’ve delighted in the show.

Kate shook her head and sighed with impatience. “No; I’ve been waiting for this for too long. I’m so wet. I have to do this now,” she insisted. Brenna and Ashley turned to one another with a look of satisfied surprise.

“Push that ass up more, you useless piece of meat,” Kate said with a sharp tone. Ashley took the sign and returned to the sofa to watch the show. She didn’t dare cross her best friend, now. The student was fast becoming the teacher, so much so that Ashley felt her own tinge of obedience to Kate – the apparently natural-born fem-dom.

“More!” She shouted. Brian pushed his bare butt into the air and immediately Kate gave it a hard, sharp spank. “Oh!” Brian cried out, as the pink little tone formed on his taut ass-cheek. He bit his lip and watched as Ashley and Brenna toggled their mounds discretely; this was the only reaction he needed to continue. His own body felt as though it would explode at any moment.

“That’s it,” Kate said with a grin across her lips. She knelt down and lathered her boyfriend’s tight, virgin asshole with the cold, clear lube. She circled her fingertip around the entrance, with disbelief that she was actually about to fuck him with a strap-on. She couldn’t contain her excitement, nor her impatience – so much so, that she only slid a finger into Brian’s ass for a moment; long enough to hear his light moaning – a sound that left her wetter than ever. She could only imagine what the dildo would evoke from his gut.

She lined the cock up with the rosy opening and at once started to push. Brian threw his head back at once, wincing and grabbing the carpet in his fists as he felt his tight, reluctant ass, broken open by the uncaring cock. “Fuck!” He growled, trying to relax his body.

“That’s it… like a good little housewife whore,” Kate said, with a deep, assertive tone. She smiled wide as the tight asshole stretched open and the tip of the black cock disappeared into the sleeve of pink – all along with her boyfriend’s wild moans of pain and pleasure.

“Quiet!” She ordered, before spanking Brian’s ass harshly. The girls watched her, as if grading her, and nodded with sheer amusement.

“What a good little pussy he has,” Brenna said with a laugh.

“He might as well have one – his dick is so damn small,” Kate said with a grunt, and shoved another inch slowly into the asshole. Brian felt the massive girth stretch his body and fill him, inch by inch. Kate had been caring enough to go slowly at first, but he knew it would only be a matter of time before she worked into a rhythm.

Taking no time at all, the girl pushed the cock ever deeper, all while the pressure against her clit left her moaning and her legs shaking with an impending climax. Her breast heaved with pride and lust, as she realized things would never be the same after this unthinkable night. Was she actually shoving a giant cock into her boyfriend’s ass? If it wasn’t a dream, then she couldn’t deny it. And she grew immediately addicted to it.

“Fuck yes,” she groaned, shoving more and more of the massive, dominating shaft into her boyfriend’s tight, warm ass. She watched with pure joy as his body tightened and shifted to take the giant cock, and for a moment, she couldn’t help but fantasize a real cock being shoved into his ass, all while he groaned and felt the same intimacy she was learning in that moment.

“How is my good, well-behaved slut?” Kate said, reaching forward and patting her boyfriend on his cheek. “Are we house-broken, yet?”

Brian only groaned in response. His entire body contracted and with each inch the giant cock-head pressed deeper into his warm canal, he felt the pressure inside him, evoking something completely new. Has this been the ‘p-spot’ Ashley had mentioned? He thought it must’ve been. Because the sheer pressure filling his ass, coupled with the sensitive state of his cock, left him threatening to cum at any moment. He couldn’t help but imagine how demeaning it would be to shoot hot, white ropes of cum, all because a giant cock was pounding his asshole. The thought, rather than humiliate him, left him closer to climax than before.

“Just like that,” Kate said, thrusting back and forth now, and working into a rhythm. “How does my little slut like it? Does she like it hard? Because she’s going to get it that way, until she learns how to behave in this house,” she continued, thrusting harder and faster – all while watching her boyfriend press his ass farther into the air, and harder toward her, as if he’d enjoyed the cock so much, he craved every last inch she’d yet given him.

“Fuck,” Brian groaned. “I’m going to cum. You’re going to make me cum!” He cried.

“You’re not even touching your cock, though!” Kate replied.

“It’s her p-spot. I told you,” Ashley said with a prideful grin. “Fuck him as hard as you can, and keep angling down against his balls like that.”

Kate pulled up slightly and angled the cock down, until it pressed downward against the bulbous base of Brian’s cock that existed between his ass and his sack. He moaned weakly and cried out with pleasure, until sure enough, she felt her boyfriend’s ass pulsing and throbbing around the dildo, and the hot, white seed rippled from his body and across the rope.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” Kate said over her boyfriend’s mindless groans of bliss. “You came too early. You know what that means,” she said.

Kate immediately pounded her boyfriend’s ass – relentless and quick. She pounded as deep as she could, all while hearing her boyfriend beg, “More… yes… harder… I’m going to cum again…”

She couldn’t believe the enthusiasm, nor could she believe her best friends, both masturbating over their clothes to the sheer image. The reality left her careening over the cliff and toward her own climax. She could no longer hold back as she slammed the giant, fake cock into her boyfriend’s tight, submissive asshole.

“Oh… oh my…fuck… I’m going to orgasm!” She cried out. Her entire body tightened as the welling wave of mindless chemical bliss gripped her body like a cage and she felt her entire body tremble and shake uncontrollable. Her eyes tightened and the levee broke with absolute, abandoning euphoria. The room grew hazy and the entire performance seemed a million miles away. There remained only her and the giant, massive cock that connected her to her boyfriend, in an entirely new and thrilling way. She wouldn’t be able to go back, ever again. She’d tasted domination and authority, and she knew she would only want more and more.

Kate sighed lightly as the final threat of a second orgasm subsided and she withdrew the massive cock from Brian’s tight and pulsing behind. The reluctant pull-out suggested he didn’t want to let go – a notion that left her smiling.

She sat back with her legs splayed, and heaved for breath, as her body – sweaty and warm – cooled from its sexual exhaustion. Brian fell forward onto his belly and did the same, all while smiling and shaking his head in disbelief. There would be no turning back for him, either. He had been made into the submissive – the woman, he thought – even if only for a moment in time. He had been at the mercy of Kate’s massive cock, and he felt that he suddenly knew a bit of what it felt to be on the receiving end of the act he’d performed so many times before. He not only had a new appreciation for it – he related to those girls, as though he’d taken a step closer to them, all while retaining his own sense of self.

He also knew that the record had been set in stone. Ashley and Brenna, who had calmed themselves after their own dance with orgasm, had seen everything. They saw him feminized and pounded by Kate’s new toy – they witnessed the reversal of their positions in the house. He felt as though he had gained an intimate connection with them, as well. They were his inspiration, now. He wanted to please the three of them, and already set off to wondering if he would have the chance to repeat his submission. He knew he could do even better the next time – put more ‘slut’ into the equation, and show the girls what a truly submissive cockwhore looked like.

“What now?” Kate asked, to no one in particular.

“Well, you make him clean you up, first and foremost. And then he needs to get on his gaming system and tell his friends how he bent over and let a giant cock split him open.”

Kate couldn’t get enough of the idea, and she motioned for her newly obedient man to make his way over to her cock. She wouldn’t make him clean the dildo – not this time – anyway. He would need some promotions before proving himself in that way and she knew there would be time.

So rather, Kate had him fetch her clothes. She dismissed him to crawl about the room and do as he was told. Brian could feel the hollow, swelling void deep in his ass; he wanted something to plug it and satisfy him again, at once. He cocked his head, noting the realization that he was becoming a submissive little housewife before his very own eyes; and he didn’t mind one bit.

“Well,” Ashley said, catching her breath. “What do you think of my little secret, now?”

Kate laughed and shrugged. “You were right. I think this is promising,” she said.

“Enjoy it while it lasts, because soon enough, you won’t be able to get enough of it.”

“Oh, I think there’s plenty of time to enjoy my new boyfriend… over, and over, and over…” Kate said, with a laugh. Ashley and Brenna nodded with delight, and the girls conspired to get something to eat and maybe even come back home for a second round.

“Who knows – maybe you’ll make his gamer friends watch us next time!” Ashley said with a laugh.

“Don’t tempt me…” Kate said, already plotting the very idea.


New Babysitter





Part 1





“I’m screwed!” The dark-haired girl moaned.

“I’m never going to find somebody to replace Crystal by this weekend.” Chelsea hunched forward, looking over her laptop screen, and digging her heel into the kitchen tile, cold and soothing against her bare toes. She brushed a hand through her reddish-dark, shoulder-length hair and re-read the email, once more, as if to hope it might miraculously read differently the third time around.

“This babysitting business isn’t going to go anywhere if I can’t find girls who are dependable,” she lamented, continuing to vent to her boyfriend, who was sitting Indian style on the sofa and scanning his phone, aimless and detached to anything his girlfriend was saying. “Are you listening to me, at all?” She finally asked.

“Sure – anything you say,” Trevor said, emotionless. His pink lips refused to break from the straight line across his face. His hazel eyes were removed and vacant, and his short, styled hair – which suggested a young man who might be ready for a night on the town – only brushed lazily beneath the air-conditioning vent. He dragged his fingertip down his phone screen, and tossed it to the side, exhaling.

“I’m hungry – how about we get something from that Mexican restaurant downtown?” He asked, turning to see his frustrated girlfriend, legs crossed and lips pouting as she exhaled with agitation. She only flashed a glare of anger toward her boyfriend, before turning back. Trevor shrugged, and swallowed hard. The skinny, childish nineteen year-old, had been unable to connect to his girlfriend’s ambitions as of late. While Chelsea had dreams of entrepreneurship, Trevor had dreams of; well… he didn’t really know.

He was a student at the nearby university, but while Chelsea had graduated the previous year, a bit early at age twenty-one, Trevor seemed destined for a repeat of freshman year. If it hadn’t been for his submissive and passive manner, he and Chelsea would certainly have butt heads over his disinterest or lack of ambition, she thought. She liked her boyfriend; their three year relationship had been compatible, but lately, Chelsea wanted something else. She wanted a sense of independence and a sense of authority over her situation. She was a graduate and, save for a part-time job filling coffee orders at the café around the corner, her new babysitting idea had been her only momentary ticket out of near-poverty, considering her degree hadn’t exactly paid off when it came time to find a true source of employment. So, she found herself trying to pay the bills alongside her student-loans, and quickly sinking.

Until she discovered the parents in the area were both well-to-do, and short on reputable young women who might be interested in watching their kids for the evenings. She saw an opportunity and, like her business professor had said, ‘go for the jugular, when there’s an open market.’ She called a few girlfriends and at once, her blue eyes nearly spun like crystals in their sockets, and she became excited with big dreams of managing an entire team of babysitters.

The dream died quickly. Only three weeks in and out of her five babysitter team, she’d already lost two girls to the new school year, and two others became continual flakes when it came time to interview with potential parents. Chelsea had finally reached a breaking point, and she watched as her boyfriend stood from the sofa, stretched, and made his way to the kitchen in nothing but a pair of plaid, blue-and-white boxers. She noted his ‘pretty boy’ appearance more and more often, lately. Ever since a girlfriend of hers alerted her to Trevor’s strange resemblance to an up and coming young movie actress, she’d been shaken by the notion. Each time she quietly watcher her boyfriend, she couldn’t help but notice just how effeminate he seemed.

Their sex-life certainly didn’t disprove any of her friend’s remarks. Trevor seemed hard-up for sexual satisfaction every time Chelsea came home, showing the least amount of skin. But, he’d been on a different sexual wave length with his girlfriend lately. Chelsea wanted to be in charge in the bedroom, which was fine with Trevor. Only, the brunette had been pressing for things like anal sex more and more, lately. Chelsea wasn’t interested in the experience, even going so far as to joke, ‘maybe you should do it first, and if you don’t mind, then you can do it to me.’

Trevor hadn’t found this terribly amusing. He laughed, but scoffed just the same. “Dillon and Brady have both done anal with their girlfriends,” he complained. “Ok? I’m not doing it just because Yvonne and Trina are doing it. I don’t want to.” Unable to cope with his girlfriend’s decision, he grew desperate enough to take her up on her joke. One night, when the proposal was shot down once more, he finally added, “Fine. If you’ve got to do something to me, first, then let’s do it.”

“What? You mean – let me put something in your ass?” She asked, biting her lip and shifting her eyes. She giggled with a slight embarrassment – she couldn’t believe he was actually offering, even if he might be joking. The suggestion, strange enough to her, left Chelsea slightly aroused. The images that came along with the remark filled her with a fantasy of catharsis and subconscious domination. Chelsea dismissed the entire idea with a head-shake and a dismissive laugh. Trevor only shrugged, as if to suggest he would be more than willing, but that he only offered because he knew Chelsea wouldn’t go for it. Still, his body grew tight with intrigue as well. He figured that Chelsea was just assertive enough to try something like this, and so he knew he’d decided to walk a fine line by offering. He sighed with relief, but also with depravity, when she laughed the matter off.

Little had either of them known, the thought remained on their minds in secret, long after the discussion had ended.

Even by that very evening, Trevor had made little jokes here and there about the offer, going so far as to shake his butt in his boxers, like some attention-seeking high-school girl, saying ‘it’s here for the taking.’ Chelsea laughed and rolled her eyes, but the thought persisted on their minds. Chelsea wouldn’t know just how conflicted her boyfriend had become over his own reaction to the jokes – deep down, perhaps he wanted it, after all. After all, with only three years behind them, it was perfectly plausible that he’d had sexual interests that he still had not divulged to her, Chelsea thought.

“Knock it off – I’ve got to figure out what I’m going to do. The Carmichaels are counting on Brittany to meet with them tonight so they can decide if they’re going to use my service or not. I can’t bail or they’re not going to think I’m reliable,” Chelsea explained.

“Right…” Trevor said, exhaling and scratching his ass in his boxers as he bent forward and opened the fridge door. The cool, neutral light flooded his front-side and illuminated the shallow ridges of abs and chest muscles that stubbornly refused to swell from his skinny frame. Trevor knew that what he lacked in brawn, he made up for with attractive features, like a soft, glowing complexion and a set of perfect dimples. He would’ve preferred to appear more masculine, but he’d knew he must’ve been doing well enough, because he’d found a girl like Chelsea – gorgeous curves and an alabaster complexion. She had the coveted hip to frame measurements, and the litany of men who were hitting on her in random places, to prove it.

She would exhale with annoyance, pumping gas, as some lothario disguised as a caring, sensitive type, would run a hand through his hair, adjust his tight-fitted polo shirt and flash her the million-dollar smile, all before delivering the pickup-line they had undoubtedly dispensed only moments before, to another unsuspecting female victim. “I’m flattered but I have a boyfriend.”

“Oh yeah? Well, maybe he’s not as good as this, huh?” One of them had told her, before proceeding to flex his bicep and grin prideful toward the ball in his arm. He would realize quickly, that he’d been the only one amused or impressed be the gesture. Chelsea would roll her eyes and finish pumping gas, hoping the numbers would magically fly by so she could get in her car and leave. She would think about the attention. The farther she went into her twenties, she seemed to amass more and more male attention; even a few girls had eyed her when she’d gone out to bars on the University’s main street with her girlfriends. The truth had been that she found herself more interested and amused by the female attention, than she ever had by the male attention. She preferred the ‘pretty boy’ type, though she didn’t know why.

There was something about young, lean, short, and smooth guys that had always caught her eye. It had been exactly how she nabbed Trevor, watching him wait on her and her girlfriends’ table one evening when they came into his brother’s restaurant. They giggled to one another after just about every time he would stop by their table and flash them his ‘pretty boy’ grin. Knowing he’d caught Chelsea’s eyes, her girlfriends arranged for them to meet up one evening. From the very moment they sat down and held a conversation, Chelsea knew she wanted to be with Trevor. But it would be a while before she would realize the true reason why – not his smooth, skinny body or soft, feminine facial features. It was his malleability. She’d done her time with the burly, ‘dude-bro’ types, whose only interests seemed to be one-upping each other in drinking games and seeing who could put the loudest engine in their pickup trucks.

Chelsea had felt comfortable with Trevor. She knew what to expect from him, most of the time, at least; a good-hearted but slightly apathetic college freshman, who simply had eyes for her. And Trevor had found his own share of attraction, before and during he and Chelsea had started to date. The most perplexing, had always been the continuous gay men who wandered their eyes over toward him as he served other tables at the restaurant. He quickly realized the phenomenon when one of the men finally came on to Trevor. Happily embarrassed, the man quickly covered his mouth and nearly fell over with a quick burst of laughter. “I’m so sorry. I’ve never made this mistake before,” the man had said, flashing a wide grin of white teeth between his smooth, pink lips. He stroked his beard and, as Trevor blushed, tried to apologize. “It’s all good,” Trevor had dismissed.

“Are you sure you aren’t interested?” The man had asked one final time, before Trevor grew more definitive in his responses. “Look, dude, I’m not gay. I’m flattered and all but I’m not a ‘twinkle’ or whatever the hell you said I was.”

“A twink,” the man clarified. “It’s just a gay guy who looks like, well… you,” he said with a small chuckle. “Anyway, I’m very sorry,” he added, before trotting back to his and his friends’ table. It wouldn’t be until later that evening when he looked the term up on the internet, evoking an endless stream of lean, young and soft-featured men, who shared his exact look, down to the optimistic and coquettish expressions across their faces.

Chelsea of course, found this rather amusing, when he finally spilled the beans. “I mean… you do look a lot like these guys; so what? You can’t just judge somebody by their cover like that,” she reminded him. Trevor shrugged and simply explained how the man at the restaurant had done exactly this, and how it’d happened more and more in recent years. Chelsea asked him to put it behind him. She, however, bookmarked the website Trevor had found and used to showcase his resemblance. She finally found the type of guy she’d always had an affinity for, but rarely realized. And now, she had a perfect collection of them for her own viewing pleasure. Narrow hips, cheek bones that were made for makeup, and smaller cocks (but perfectly round butts), tantalized her as she scrolled down the images, one by one. It wasn’t until Chelsea’s searching for more images of ‘twinks,’ that she found herself down a rabbit hole, of sorts. Before she knew it, she’d discovered ‘lady-boys, fem-boys, and cross-dressers.’

The image of pretty boys just like Trevor, dressed as girls and posing sexually for the camera as they seemingly embraced not only their feminine side, but their deepest forbidden fantasies, left her wet and tense with sexual frustration. At first, she knew very little of what it had meant that she found these images immediately attractive.

She kept the discovery to herself, from then on. After all, how could she explain to her boyfriend, a burgeoning secret desire to see him embrace his own feminine side, even if it meant something as simple as wearing a little scarf or a quick application of her burgundy lipstick? She decided to keep the fantasy to herself. It was, after all, only a fantasy. And if she were to be honest with herself, she knew she didn’t want to simply fetishize what so many men clearly had chosen as a serious lifestyle choice. Instead, she appreciated their journeys, all while enjoying the sexual exports that they provided for her online. They clearly wanted to be enjoyed for their femininity, and Chelsea had very little problem doing just that.

But what could it possibly mean?

She wondered if it made her a lesbian in some way. She decided that it didn’t. She felt no serious attraction to women, yet an intense attraction to a pretty boy dressed as a woman. This, she couldn’t seem to get enough of. She wanted to spill her secret to her boyfriend. Who knows, she thought to herself one afternoon, maybe he’d be into it?

Despite her sexual urges, she kept the dirty little secret to herself. It was only when she found herself without a babysitter that evening, that she accidentally let her naughty little confession spill.

Trevor circled the small dining table where Chelsea continued, hunched and attempting to find out a fast replacement that she could count on, to interview well with the Carmichaels that evening; the options were scant. Any notion of posting a job-wanted ad online that very afternoon, only a few hours before accompanying the girl to the orientation interview, would prove too great a gamble.

“Ugh, why did Brittany do this to me?” She said, holding her head in her hands, with her reddish-dark hair bunching in her balmy hands – warm with stress. She adjusted herself in her chair, feeling the denim of her summer shorts brush against the fabric of the seat. She looked down her white cami and wondered if she would appear to under-dressed for the eventual meeting that evening. The Carmichael’s were her biggest client, yet. The father – Jason Carmichael – was head of a fast-growing company in the smart-phone industry. And like his company’s payroll, the Carmichaels’ own bank account continued to grow wildly. Add this prospect to their three children between age one and age eight, and Chelsea knew they would be the perfect repeat clients. If only she could find a suitable sitter to dazzle them.

“So, do you want to go out tonight, or what?” Trevor asked.

“Babe, I already told you a million times I’m going to this meeting. Have been listening to anything I’ve said?” Chelsea groaned. “Unless you’re going to put on a wig and pretend to be Brittany for the night, then just leave me alone and let me figure this out.” She wanted to immediately apologized, if she’d sounded cold. But she didn’t. Her eyes grew wide, and her thoughts immediately became to fixated on another matter, altogether.

“Wait a second…” She said, tapping her finger to her lips. “You would look a lot like Brittany, if you had a long, blonde-hair wig. You’d look just like her…” She said. Her blue eyes widened with curiosity and excitement. “No way…” she whispered to herself. Trevor dropped the energy drink in his palm, which he’d grabbed from the fridge, and came over toward his girlfriend.

“Look, Chel, I know you’re stressing right now, but you might need to lie down or get some fresh air or something,” Trevor said with an indulgent laugh. “Me as a girl? You’re losing it, now.”

“I’m not even joking. I need this client, Trevor. I need a girl to babysit their kids and Brittany is coming back from her grandma’s funeral in a couple of days. They might not even notice that, when she shows up to babysit their kids on Saturday, that she’s a different person!” Chelsea started. She stood and began to pace back and forth. “I even have a long, blonde wig from that Halloween party last year!”

“Babe, I’m not dressing up like a girl, and I’m definitely not suited to babysit some kids. I don’t know how to act around kids. I’m always afraid I’m going to cuss or something and piss off the parents,” Trevor said, before pointing into the air and pausing. “See? I just said ‘piss.’ I can’t pull any of this off.”

“Babe, you aren’t even meeting the kids tonight; this is just the parents. And they were super insistent that I bring a girl like Brittany. They aren’t going to want some random dude showing up.”

“You’ve officially lost it, Chel,” Trevor said, dismissing her plan altogether. Admittedly, Chelsea knew it was a ridiculous plan, at best. The idea was impractical and wouldn’t work in a million years, she thought. But, what if I could just get him dressed up, at least? She thought to herself, acknowledging the possibility for a bit of stress relief. Watching Trevor fumble around with a few girls’ clothes, coupled with the process of her putting a bit of makeup on him, might at the very least ease her mind and distract her from her impending doom.

“I need you to do this, Trevor. I’ll do anything,” Chelsea said, leaving the small but crucial detail of her own selfish motives, out of the conversation.

Trevor laughed and shook his head. “If you want to dress me up, just so I can probe to you how ridiculous I would look, then fine. But it means I get anal sometime soon,” he added. Chelsea froze. She didn’t want to agree to it, but she relented. Perhaps, she thought, it might be a small price to pay in the end. “Ugh, fine, but you’re using a condom, still,” she said. Trevor laughed and shrugged, “Sounds good enough to me.”

“Come on,” Chelsea said, directing her innocent and naïve boyfriend to his new life as a gorgeous, nineteen year-old girl…


Part 2





“Hold still,” Chelsea said, shoving a pair of her flats over her boyfriend’s smooth toes. She’d decided that if any of this was going to work, she might start with the most pivotal part of the ensemble. If the crème-white shoes didn’t fit her boyfriend’s lithe feet, then the entire plan was pointless. Her eyes grew wide with delight as she watched the glossy white cuff hide her boyfriend’s pale foot.

Trevor laid back over the edge of the bed, kicking his foot instinctively, as Chelsea reprimanded for him to remain still. “I’ve got to put the other one on and make sure they look good on you,” she said, grabbing his other foot in her hand and repeating the process, until her boyfriend had her white flats around each of his feet.

She’d eyed a pair of her kitten heels sitting in the closet, but shook her head. “Next time,” she said to herself, biting her lip and fantasizing over future possibilities, now that she knew her boyfriend and her shared a similar enough shoe size. Chelsea had always known that Trevor had smaller feet for a guy his age. While her previous boyfriends had had hair, wide feet that she’d affectionately dubbed ‘cavemen feet,’ Trevor’s feet resembled her own – smooth and untouched by any sort of labor. If she hadn’t known him, she would have sworn he’d been a regular visitor at the local pedicure clinic around the corner; his toes were tanned on the top, with eggshell bottoms, pale from his indoor lifestyle.

She pooled the shoes from his feet and immediately grabbed a small bottle of nail-polish – teal and glittery – from a nearby drawer.

Eyeing the bottle in her hand, Trevor quickly jumped up from relaxed position and eyed her quizzically. “Hey, now,” he said.

“Trevor, don’t even start with me. I have to do this, just for tonight. If you want any of this, later on,” she said, turning and giving her ass a small shake, “Then you’d better do as I say. Got it?”

Trevor softly agreed and propped himself up on his elbows, as he laid back and watched his girlfriend apply the cool, chemically-strong odor around his feet. Something in his mind immediately flipped on, like a switch, at the site of his body being decorated in such a feminine way. The observation left a strange expansion in his shorts – ever subtly and nearly indiscernible, but noticeable. His cock had grown just slightly, as he watched the polish decorate his toes. If he hadn’t known better, he’d have thought the perfectly trimmed, and now painted toes, had been that of a young college girl, and not that of a college guy. He noticed the lack of any hair on his feet, and shrugged. So much for manliness, he thought, rolling his eyes.

His entire body had betrayed him in that way. Aside from a bit of fuzz around his mouth and his cock, he’d been mostly hairless, for whatever reason. While the guys on his high school track team were shaving their beards and boasting of bushes underneath their arms in the locker-room, he was sporting a body smooth enough to mistake as that of a girl’s, and so much so, that one of his teammates had done exactly that.

Shortly before he’d graduated, only weeks after his eighteenth birthday, he’d been undressing after his last meet. Bent over and naked, one of the teammates came up behind him, growling coolly over his shoulder. “I didn’t realize they let the girls dress in here,” the teammate said. The moment his teammate caught sight of Trevor’s tight, small scrotum, Trevor was turning over his shoulder to see his teammate blushing. “Very funny,” Trevor had said, figuring his teammate was having a laugh on him. Little had he known, the blonde-haired boy was uncanny to that of a college girl, bending over and with his manhood unintentionally out of sight. Trevor’s wide hips, his smooth, hairless legs and ass, and his unconfident posture, left the sight rife with possibility for miscalculation. His teammate blushed, rose-red, and turned for the door, left wondering how he’d made this mistake, after so many years on the team with Trevor.

Only months later had Trevor realized the truth, when Chelsea had had a bit to drink, and made the same observation, when he was changing out of swim-shorts in a friend’s bathroom. “Oh my… I thought you were Candice,” she said, bursting into laughter. “You’re butt looks just like hers,” she said with another laugh. It hadn’t been until a burly man had come into the restaurant and been aggressive with his advances on the lean, blonde-haired college boy, that he’d realized he harbored a deep, dark, secret desire for dominance. The way the man looked at him, hungry and wild, like he’d do anything to take Trevor’s girlish ass and shove his cock so deep inside it, it would leave Trevor wailing with pain-laced ecstasy. The fantasy of being stretched open, at the limits of his consent, left him rock-hard. He certainly didn’t dare tell Chelsea, for fear of losing the masculine presence he’d already just barely held on to.

“What do you think?” Chelsea said, interrupting him.

Trevor lifted his foot and shrugged, masking his secret indulgence. He pointed his toes and cocked his brow. “It looks fine, I guess – how do I know?”

“Well, get up and lost your clothes. We’ve got to get a skirt and one of my shirts on you, before you give you a bit of makeup and a wig,” she instructed. Chelsea watched as her boyfriend obediently unbuckled his jeans, tugged them down his legs and off his feet, along with his underwear briefs, and yanked his blue shirt from his torso. She looked him over, naked and skinny – subservient and ripe for submission. Of course, she didn’t know quite yet, that the look in her eyes had been one of a quest for domination over her boyfriend’s apathetic and malleable masculinity. She would have to mold him into the perfect girl, if she were going to mold him into the perfect anything – he certainly hadn’t done too well as the perfect man, she thought. She looked over his small, skinny flaccid cock, draping over his taut ball-sack, which had been hardened and pulled in against his butt from the chilly air. She hadn’t even noticed herself shaking her head. “Turn around,” she insisted, and watched her boyfriend reveal his perfectly taut butt in full view.

A mischievous grin came across her lips, and she insisted for Trevor to bend over the edge of the bed. “Why?” He asked, turning over his shoulder, as he’d already started to obey her. He had, after all, no objections to following her every command. There had been something at once in her tone, ever since they had started this little project, which had grown deep and assertive, as if she might incur serious consequences if he’d argued with her. Because of this attitude – one which he already enjoyed in secret – he followed her order and bent over the bed, feeling his naked body against the smooth, cold bed-sheets, as his bare ass poked into the air, pale with rosy spots.

“Hm” Chelsea said, looking at her boyfriend’s ass. He was clean and smooth, and she felt her body grow wet at the perspective of being behind him in this way. She’d wanted to take him and grab his ass, before slapping it, and perhaps even finding something to slide into it. The longer she gazed, the stronger the desire became, until, out of courtesy, she shook herself out of this trance, and tried to find an excuse for having her boyfriend in this position.

“That’s not going to work,” she said, eyeing his ass. Trevor turned back over his shoulder and asked, “What isn’t going to work?”

“I don’t see how we’re going to fit your balls into one of my panties, until we do something drastic, like pull them forward and tape them. I want to be able to look at you from behind, and swear I was looking at a girl, and those balls – small as they are – are still too obvious.”

“So… what do you suggest?” Trevor asked. Before he’d had a chance to wait for an answer, he heard the sound of the shipping tape being ripped from the roll. He eyed Chelsea to see her holding a long strip over him. His eyes grew wide with concern, but he’d been interested enough to see where she was going with it. “Reach down and pull those balls forward, under your belly. I don’t want to see them anymore.”

Trevor obeyed her and pulled his manhood forward, until Chelsea saw nothing but Trevor’s tawny asshole, and the bulbous base of his cock just below it; after this; nothing. She’d have sworn she saw a pair of lips, too. The thought gave her a bit of a thrill, and she came forward, still holding the clear, smelly tape in her hands. “Turn over. I need to put this over your balls, to keep them in place,” she said.

“I don’t know,” Trevor said, swallowing. “What if it hurts when you pull it off, later,” he asked. “Stop being such a sissy,” she said. The remark left her more emblazed with lust than ever before. Perhaps he is a sissy, she thought; or at least, maybe he could be, with a few alterations. Trevor certainly had the body and the face for it. As much as it’d aroused Chelsea to refer to her boyfriend as a sissy, the insult had left him a bit curious, as well. He turned over, and at once, Chelsea saw his cock swelling ever-slightly. “No, no,” she said, annoyed with the presence of his erection. “You’re penis is getting bigger. We’re trying to hide you and you’re getting a hard-on. Honestly, Trevor. Sometimes you can be such a klutz,” she groaned. “Get rid of that boner, right now!” She added with a strong tone.

But the reprimand only left the cock that sat before her eyes, growing faster, jumping with life as it lay against her boyfriend’s navel. “Ugh,” Chelsea said, reaching down and giving Trevor’s cock a spank – short but definitive.

“Ah!” Trevor moaned. Chelsea swore it’d been one of delight, but she couldn’t have believe it. She cocked her head and squinted, only to see her boyfriend shrugging innocently. “What are you trying to do?” He said.

“I’m trying to get you to stop getting hard,” she said, stomping her foot. “What do we have to do to get rid of this thing?” She asked.

Trevor shrugged, secretly hoping she might give it another spank. This had, after all, been a gesture he’d never seen from his girlfriend. It was as though the urgency of the situation had brought something new and wild out of her, and he didn’t want to deny her the authority. So, he remained docile and unhelpful, wondering what she might gift him next.

“Come on, Trevor,” she said, spanking his cock and balls, once more. “This is serious,” she said. The harsh slap of her palm against the underside of his cock, only left him growing harder. She reached down and grabbed his scrotum, feeling the two small orbs in her palm as she bunched her fingers around her boyfriend’s most sensitive part, and started to close in on them, as if warning him through action. Immediately, Trevor felt the swollen bruise in his core, as the testicles lost room to move in his girlfriend’s warm, balmy palm – assertive and strict.

But, again, his cock only swelled harder.

“Ugh!” She growled. “Turn over,” she quickly snapped, when she realized Trevor’s cock was reaching full-hardness. Her boyfriend obeyed, until she saw his bare buttocks before her again. She’d hoped the pressure of his stomach bearing down on his cock would have been enough. But in the process of watching Trevor pull his cock and balls up and out of view, she started to bite her lip and eye something on her closet dresser – something unthinkable, but perhaps necessary in the moment.

“I think I know what would get rid of that,” she said.

“A blowjob?” Trevor asked. Chelsea rolled her eyes and answered, “We don’t have time for a blowjob,” as she made her way over to the closet, yanked the purple object from the top of the dresser, and walked back over, all without Trevor so much as eyeing her.

“And besides, I’ve got something that should certainly leave your boner shrinking in no time,” she said. “But you have to agree to it, first,” Chelsea insisted.

“What is it?” Trevor asked, trying to look over his shoulder. “I can’t tell you, yet. You’ll know when I start. And if you hate it, you can tell me to stop. But remember, this is a job, and I need you to cooperate,” Chelsea warned.

“Fine, I agree,” Trevor said.

At once, Chelsea grabbed the purple vibrator in her hand and have a devious grin over her lips. Her eyelids lowered slightly at the blissful opportunity, and she grabbed a small bottle of lube in her hand and let a few drops of liquid drizzle over the tip, like chocolate syrup over a sundae. She wrapped her fingers around the vibrator and lathered it, all before pressing a small button on the side that turned the vibrator on its lowest power setting. “What’s that?” Trevor asked. “You’re about to find out,” Chelsea said.

The vibrator neared her boyfriend’s waiting, unsuspecting asshole – rosy and sealed – before she suddenly stopped herself. “Wait a second,” she said.

“Um, we’ll do the duck-tape last,” she added, before setting the vibrator down on a vinyl backpack just inside the runner on her bed, to keep it out of view. She hopped up and rushed to her closet. She’d realized suddenly, just how much more fun this might be, if her boyfriend hadn’t looked so much like a, well… a guy. His scrotum had disappeared from view, which had been a definite start. But, now, she needed to complete the transformation, before she truly dominated him.

“Turn around,” she insisted. Trevor obeyed, and Chelsea tossed a white skirt at his naked stomach. The fabric bunched over his crotch and he held it in his fingers. “Come on, come on, put it on – we don’t have much time,” she insisted.

Trevor obeyed, pulling his feet off the air and grabbing the skirt, before drawing it around them and pulling it up his legs. At once, he had the skirt around his hips, and Chelsea smiled at the fortuitous realization, that it would fit him perfectly. “Turn around,” she said, and came up behind him, pulling the small zipper in the back to its peak, and pulling the small cotton strap around the button, so that it situated around his waist as perfectly as any other young woman.

Chelsea stood back and smiled wide. Trevor only rolled his eyes and exhaled. “This is humiliating,” he said. “Just go with it, please,” she said, before turning and escaping back to her closet, to find the perfect shirt. Trevor looked down at his new skirt and noticed the hard cock forming a tent in the front of it. He smiled and secretly, wrapped the fabric around his cock, starting to stroke it, while he looked over the nail polish. He felt humiliated, indeed, yet he couldn’t find it in him to deny Chelsea’s authority – something in him wouldn’t allow it; perhaps the hard cock in his fist, had had something to do with that!

Chelsea found a small, pink t-shirt that read “Cali-Queen” across the front, which she’d gotten as a souvenir from a band trip to San Diego one summer. She eyed the glittering hearts across it, and grinned mischievously as she rushed it back to her boyfriend and insisted he put it on at once. She watched for only a moment, before disappearing to grab the blonde wig, as he worked his long, lithe top into the t-shirt. She wanted to see everything on him working together, as soon as possible. When she came back with the wig, she saw her boyfriend in the pink t-shirt, white skirt, and glittery teal nail polish. He bit his lip and scrunched his brow, eyeing the wig.

“You sure this is going to work?” He said, looking down at his chest and pulling the shirt out from his sides, as if to adjust it in certain spots. “I mean, look at me. I don’t have any breasts,” he added. Chelsea noted his flat chest and nodded. Almost immediately, an ever more devious idea came to her mind.

“I think I can fix that,” she said with a smile, “Take that shirt back off for a moment.” She disappeared, and returned with one of her mauve push-up bras and two stuffed soccer balls that she’d bought from her same trip to San Diego, which was quickly becoming quite useful! The novelty balls were fuzzy, but round and the size of grape-fruits. The idea was wild and ridiculous – Trevor’s eyes conveyed just this – but it would have to work; it seemed fate that they made such perfect candidates for fake breasts. She wrapped the bra around her boyfriend’s naked body, snapped it up in the front, and shoved the two plush balls inside each cup, watching as the bra did its magic and clung against the balls. Trevor laughed and shook his head, but as he tugged the tiny shirt back over his body, neither of them laughed any longer. As if before her very eyes, Chelsea sat the wig snug on her boyfriend’s head, and watched him transform into a hot little college girl.

“Well?” He said, instinctively adjusting the fake breasts as he looked down and eyed them. From his perspective, they looked real, he thought. But would anybody else believe it?

“I don’t know what to say,” Chelsea started. Trevor began to shake his head. “See? I knew this wouldn’t…”

His girlfriend interrupted him and laughed. “This is… incredible. With a touch of makeup, you’d be the most convincing girl, ever,” she said; with a wild glean in her eyes. “I mean, you don’t even need make up, but it would be a good, final touch, babe.”

With the final endearment, she suddenly couldn’t tell if ‘babe’ had come from its typical place in her mind, or if she’d reserved this more as a term she might’ve tossed casually toward one of her girlfriends. Trevor’s transformation had already started to trick her mind. She could hardly tell where her boyfriend had been hiding inside the girlish disguise, and with the obscurity, came a new level of desire to dominate the lean, college boy in drag.

“I don’t know,” Trevor said once more, despite an all-too secret curiosity to see himself in a mirror.

“I don’t know, either,” Chelsea said, surprising her boyfriend, after her initial declaration of satisfaction. “What?” Trevor asked, shrugging. “I thought you liked it.”

“I do,” Chelsea explained. “I think you look like the hottest girl, ever. But there’s one small problem, still lingering,” she said, turning her eyes downward, to the tent that remained in her boyfriend’s white skirt, hoisting up the draping fabric, like a sail on a boat’s mast.

“I told you, I don’t know what to do; you’re just going to have to give me a hand job or something,” Trevor said.

“Um, no. I’m not about to let you get cum anywhere near my clothes. And I’ve got one last addition to the ensemble, anyway.”

Chelsea disappeared one final time, and returned with a pair of pink panties around her index finger. “Put them on – now,” she said, as if ready to crack a whip toward her boyfriend. “Seriously? I don’t know about panties,” he said.

“I didn’t ask you, did I?” Chelsea said, licking her lips.

The gesture left Trevor’s cock pulsing with hardness, jumping just under the white skirt. Little had Chelsea known that he’d already gotten a bit of pre-cum on the inside of her spotless, white skirt. He grabbed the panties and hunched over, pulling them around his feet and pulling them up his legs. Of course, he thought, they fit perfectly. Everything else had added up so well for his girlfriend, after all. Why should the final piece be any different? He felt the cool, clean pink cotton straddle his thighs, before trying to pull them over his stubborn cock and balls.

“Ugh!” Chelsea said, balling her fists.

She stepped forward and grabbed her boyfriend’s ball-sack once again. “This boner is going away, right now!” She demanded. “I’m not going to let it ruin the best business opportunity I’ve ever had. So, we’re going to do something about it.”

Trevor’s eyes followed his girlfriend as she knelt down before him. The new blonde girl looked over his girlfriend with excitement until she said, “Turn around and bend over the bed, like before.”

Chelsea watched as her boyfriend obeyed her and did as he’d done before, bending over the edge of the bed, but this time in a skirt, a bra, a t-shirt and a blonde wig. Oh, and a pair of tight, pink panties strung between his thighs and hanging just under his cock and balls.

The image had immediately proved to be one for the ages. Chelsea couldn’t believe just how convincing of a girl her boyfriend could be; he’d pulled it off spectacularly. And now, she thought, it was time for a bit of ‘initiation.’

She grabbed the purple vibrator from before. It had continued to vibrate on low the entire time, unbeknownst to either of them. Chelsea grabbed. “Spread ‘em,” she ordered, and impatiently helped her boyfriend’s thighs apart.

She grabbed the hem of his white skirt and pulled it up until his cute little butt was exposed to her once again. “Pull those balls up, I don’t want to see them!” She insisted. Trevor obeyed, but not fast enough, leaving the dark-haired girl to give his ass a harsh spank in return.

“Ah!” Trevor said, and the tight pain shot through his body, working its way up and down his nerves and bringing his cock all the harder as it lay mushed between his belly and the bed-sheets.

“What a perfect little whore you make,” Chelsea growled, as her eyes lingered, vacant and mindless. She became primal and physical, at once. The rational of her mind dissipated and took a back seat to her biological hunger – the very appetite for control that she’d not known she possessed the entire time. Of course, she’d always enjoyed controlling sex with Trevor. But this was an unknown pleasure. The very act of seeing her boyfriend demeaned and dressed as some sissy girl with panties around his knees, left her wetter than ever in her own panties.

She grabbed the vibrator and re-applied a fresh layer of lube, before bringing her slick fingertip against her boyfriend’s warm, tight little asshole. It puckered at her touch and her boyfriend moaned. “What… what are you doing?” He asked.

“Do you want me to stop?” Chelsea asked, with a tone that insisted he let her continue.

“Um, no, I just…” Trevor started.

“Well, then, unless you’re going to talk and sound like a girl, please don’t say anything right now,” she said.

Trevor smiled, facing the bed. She’s practically ordering me to, he thought. He could suddenly embrace whatever deep, unthinkable fantasy in his mind that he wanted. He was, after all, becoming harder and harder the more his girlfriend saw him dressed as a girl, as humiliating as it might be.

“What are you doing?” He asked, feigning his best high-pitched, virginal tone.

“That’s much better,” Chelsea commended.

“You have to be initiated as a girl,” she continued. “So, I’m going to give you a quick introduction in being a true girl, and you’re going to lose that boner in the process – how does that sound?”

“Will it hurt?” Trevor asked, in his girlish tone. He smiled, unbeknownst to his girlfriend, at the prospect of feigning virginity all over again, but through the lens of some hesitant and innocent college girl.

“It might. You seem awfully tight,” Chelsea said. With that, she slid a slippery finger into her boyfriend’s warm, tight ass. “Oh!” Trevor moaned.

“Oh, does the little cock-tease like that?” Chelsea grinned. “Maybe something more like this, too?” She slid two fingers inside the new girl’s ass, and watched as Trevor’s ass tightened around them. She quickly spanked his ass with her free hand and cried, “Relax that pussy!” Almost without effort, she felt the opening’s constriction around her fingers, begin to wane.

“Very well,” she said. “Maybe I won’t have to punish you, after all.”

Chelsea grabbed the vibrator and brought it against her boyfriend’s warm ass. The slippery, purple vibrating cock left her weak with want as it hovered only inches from Trevor’s virgin asshole. She pressed it against the bulb beneath his ass, right at the base of his cock and behind his balls, and watched as his body tightened and he cried out a weak, feminine sigh. “Oh!” Trevor moaned, and instinctively pushed his ass back against the vibrator. At once he felt a pang of excitement rush across his body. She isn’t about to do what I think, is she? He thought to himself, with anticipation.

Is she about to put something in my pussy… I mean, my ass? He continued, mistaking his own anatomy, as if he’d already convinced himself of the transformation in his little roleplay.

The vibrator thudded lightly against the base of his cock, and he felt the sensation through his core, thumping against his prostate and leaving a vague but unmistakable tease around his cock, as though he’d felt suddenly closer to climax, without once touching himself.

Chelsea bit her lip and concentrated, before bringing the tip of the purple cock to her boyfriend’s asshole, and pushed against his tight seal. She smiled wide with delight as her boyfriend moaned in his girlish tone, and the opening broke around the vibrator and quickly swallowed the first inch.

“Oh, you greedy little pussy,” she snapped, before reaching over and grabbing her boyfriend’s ass in her hand and pulling the cheek out. She drove the vibrator an inch deeper, and watched as her boyfriend’s back arched, taking in the wide, thudding rubber cock. He scrunched and grabbed the sheets in his fists, as the demanding fake penis pushed deeper into his tight ass, unlocking each inch of his virgin canal and bringing with it, a tickling behind his cock, that left him oozing with clear pre-cum against the white skirt.

“I’m going to get pre-cum on your skirt,” he said, phrasing it in a way that might allow him to feel out just how angry such a mistake would make his girlfriend. “You’d better not!” She cried, before driving the vibrator deeper, but this time with firmness unknown to him. “Oh!” He cried as his coquettish voice squeaked into the air and he threw his blonde wig back.

“Oh, does the little whore like it deep in her boy-pussy?” Chelsea snapped, giving her boyfriend another welt. “She must be a girl, because I certainly don’t see any sign of manhood here,” she added with a satisfied grin, and pulled the vibrator back, before sinking it back inside. She pressed the button a couple of times and felt the vibrations immediately grow more intense as the cock sat halfway inside her boyfriend’s tight canal. He moaned and shifted his belly against the bed, as if to feel his cock and compliment the teasing tugs toward climax that the vibrator was gifting his ass and his prostate.

“It feels so good,” he said, pushing his butt into the air slightly. He’d hoped his girlfriend wouldn’t read too much into the volunteering of such a statement. He’d meant it, but he didn’t quite know what she would think if she knew that he’d been doing anything more than simply playing the part he’d reluctantly agreed to play.

“I’ll bet it does,” Chelsea said. She grabbed the vibrator once more and started to push and pull it in her boyfriend’s ass. She angled it down, as if pointing toward his balls, and she received an immediate whimper of delight from his mousy new voice. She built on this, and could only watch as his ass grew more and more greedy, pushing back and asking for another inch.

“I’m such a little slut, I know,” Trevor admitted.

“Yes, you are the biggest slut in town – there’s no doubt my girlfriends are going to be in big trouble at the next frat party,” Chelsea said, licking her lips. “But then again, I always knew you were a prissy little whore,” she continued. “You’ve always been a filthy girl, you just didn’t know it.”

“How am I doing?” He asked.

“You tell me – you look like you’re about to cum. Am I finding your g-spot?” She asked, playing on the prostate or ‘p-spot’ she’d once heard about in a women’s magazine. “I think so. It feels so good,” Trevor confessed, moaning as his lip quivered. “I think you’re going to make me cum.”

“You’d better not. Not on my skirt, you little slut,” Chelsea said, and delivered another hard spank to her girlish boyfriend’s taut rump. She smiled, unable to hold back her excitement as she did this. She drove the vibrator deeper inside, demeaning her boyfriend to climax, all the more.

“Are you going to cum for me, you dirty little girl?” She said, shoving the vibrator all the way, and pulling it back.

“Oh… I think so,” Trevor said.

“That’s ‘yes ma’am, I’m going to, if you’ll let me,’” Chelsea corrected.

“Yes ma’am,” Trevor repeated obediently.

“Well, you’re not allowed,” Chelsea said, continuing to deliberately bring him closer to climax. She couldn’t quite believe that whatever she’d been doing, had actually had such a pleasurable effect on her boyfriend, but she continued happily when she saw this.

“I… I can’t hold on much longer,” Trevor said, shifting his belly against his cock once again.

“You’re so big and… I’m just so tight,” he said, as his balls tightened and his core grew anticipatory for his first orgasm as a girl.

“I swear, if you do, you naughty little whore!” Chelsea said, spanking her boyfriend’s ass repeatedly as she continued to pound him with the vibrator, watching his ass tighten and brace for climax.

“Oh! Oh!” Trevor moaned, and before he knew it, the tension grew unbearable and rippled through his core like a wildfire, seeking any outlet possible. It tore down his shaft and pushed out his cock in big, weak spurts, flooding the bed and the skirt with warm seed as Chelsea at once yanked the vibrator from her boyfriend’s ass and gave him one more spank, much harder than any before it. She couldn’t hide her enjoyment in the newfound dominance.

As her boyfriend’s ass pulsed in response, she only shook her head and said, “You’re going to pay for that you little slut.” She didn’t know what had come over her that evening, but she knew she wanted more and more of it. She didn’t know where the line had been drawn, between performance and pure, sexual release – unbridled manifestation of fantasy. Both she and Trevor had lost themselves in something much bigger than they had initially realized.

And as his tight ass contracted, she bit her lip, knowing she would barely be able to control her taste for domination. Her boyfriend had become a girl, and because of it, she wanted to become the man, in every way. It wouldn’t be enough to boss him around. She wanted something more than that. She wanted his humiliation, his degradation and most of all, the countless ropes of cum that proved he wanted it all just as much.

“We don’t have time for your punishment right now,” she said with a hint of annoyance. “And now you’ve soiled that skirt. I’m just glad you didn’t ruin your new panties.” Chelsea reached down and turned her boyfriend over, watching him heave with exhausted bliss flashed on his face. He’d become a girl in a sense, and he wanted more and more of it, too. So, he made himself somewhat uncooperative, in hopes of further strictness from his new boss.

“Get up!” Chelsea growled. “We’ve got to get you cleaned up, get some make-up on you, and get a new skirt because you’re too much of a whore to keep one clean for more than five minutes.”

She took him to her closet, and quickly amassed the final touches, thinking only of how authentic her boyfriend might come across as a girl to the Carmichaels. It might be one thing to fool her, but what about them?


Part 3





“It looks fine – come on!” Chelsea said, pushing the horn on her steering wheel and watching has her boyfriend-turned-girl, came stumbling out the front door in her tiny denim shorts and pink t-shirt. Trevor looked hopelessly ungraceful, but from afar, he was as much a girl as any that Chelsea had known, and an incredibly cute one, at that. She watched as her boyfriend’s new, long blonde hair, danced in the evening breeze, as he made his way down the apartment steps and into the passenger seat of the car.

“This is never going to work,” Trevor said, adjusting himself in the small, pull-down mirror. “Just leave the talking to me, won’t you? You can chime in with your best girlish nods and giggles, but otherwise, you’re to be silent and obedient – just like you were, upstairs.” As she started the car, Chelsea thought about what had just happened between the two of them. Only, she didn’t recall it with any sort of disbelief. Rather, she thought back on the naughty act, as one of complete familiarity, as if she’d done it hundreds of times before; as if Trevor had always been a cute girl, ready for obedience.

And, in a way, he had always been. He simply lacked the wig, the bra and the panties to make it a true production. But now that he’d throw a few of those on, Chelsea found herself dishing out instructions and authoritative notes as they drove to the Carmichael residence.

When they pulled up, she took one final look at her boyfriend, hidden behind a subtle brush of rouge on either cheek, a dash of eye-liner and a pair of crystal dolphin earrings she’d improvised with – lucky for her, Trevor had already been pierced; just another reminder that fate had called him into this new identity!

“How do I look?” Trevor asked, looking down and adjusting the stuffed soccer balls in his push-up bra. “Surprisingly uncanny,” Chelsea said, watching as her boyfriend reminded her all-too much of any other insecure young woman, primping before she headed into a building.

“Remember,” Chelsea started, “I’m doing most of the talking.”

“What if they ask me anything?” Trevor asked, turning his eyes to his girlfriend.

“Um,” Chelsea said, scrunching her brow and biting her nail. “Just, keep it short.” She pushed her door open and hopped out, before instructing her boyfriend to do the same.

“Remember, your name is Brittany,” Chelsea said.

“Do I even look like her?” Trevor asked, teasing his fake blonde locks, and trying to find his reflection in the passenger side car-window.

“You look like a young, hot girl, which is more or less what Brittany is. The Carmichaels aren’t going to notice,” Chelsea said, before starting up the steps that led to the expansive, swanky townhouse. “At least, I hope more than anything they won’t,” she whispered to herself, as her boyfriend clumsily followed behind.

“Come on, you pathetic girl!” She snapped, before turning back and giving an indulgent grin to the red door before her. A small lamp hanging above the door flickered with an illuminating flame, reminding Chelsea of what she stood to gain if she secured such wealthy clients.

She took a deep breath and pressed the small doorbell. “Are you ready?” She asked.

“I guess so,” Trevor said, rolling his blue eyes and shifting his weight on one hip. Chelsea eyed him one final time and shook her head with a grin, “You’re a true girl, all right. Just do whatever they ask. I have to get them as clients. Who knows how many rich friends they have, and word of mouth spreads like wildfire in this business.”

“Um, okay,” Trevor said, shrugging and wondering what his girlfriend meant by this.

Before he could ask Chelsea about her instruction, the door came open, revealing a handsome, slightly older man, possibly nearing forty. The man, Mr. Carmichael, smiled from ear to ear when he saw Chelsea. His unflinching blue-grey eyes and his short, styled pepper-blonde hair, illuminated beneath the doorstep light, and gave off an impression of confidence and trust.

“Chelsea, right?” he said, his voice low and smooth.

“Mr. Carmichael, it’s a pleasure to finally meet you,” Chelsea said, extending her hand and smiling as she felt the man’s large, strong fist envelop her own.

“Hi,” Trevor said with a playful wave. The college boy bit his lip and turned his eyes down, giving his most convincing performance as a coquettish college girl. Chelsea glared toward him, as if to signal the consequences he risked in disobeying her.

“Well, hello,” Mr. Carmichael said, as his eyes turned with interest toward the blonde girl. He couldn’t help but notice her narrow frame saddled with two full breasts. He wasn’t entirely sure whether to trust such a dangerous looking girl, but he certainly didn’t want to judge harshly.

“Come in, won’t you?” He asked, stepping aside and welcoming Chelsea and Trevor into the large foyer. They both looked around at the ornate entry way of the home, along with its fine art and neatly thematic design elements.

“What a lovely home,” Chelsea gushed, noting the hallway that seemingly extended forever.

“Thanks,” Mr. Carmichael said, smiling. “We’re trying to make it one. It’s hard to believe we’ve been here two years, already. I’m gone for work so often that I hardly see it, though.”

Just as Mr. Carmichael led the girls down the hallway, he was met with his wife coming down the stairway and waving. “Hello, there,” the woman said. Chelsea eyed the gorgeous woman – tall and poised as she descended the stairs in her ivory halter-top and khaki shorts. She seemed fit for Hollywood royalty, casually dressed for a Sunday afternoon at some pool party in the hills. Her smile extended to the trio as she tucked her hair into a tie until a cinder-dark pony-tail bobbed behind her with each step.

“Hello,” Chelsea said, looking up.

“Honey, this is Chelsea and,” Mr. Carmichael said, pausing and scrunching his brow. “It’s um, Brittany,” Trevor said.

“Nice to meet the both of you. So, I hear you’re quite the babysitter, Brittany,” Mrs. Carmichael started, as she came over and shook Trevor’s hand. The woman’s dark eyes seemed to shine like crystals, even in the dim-lighting of the hallway. She had an air of authority that made Chelsea seem harmless, even at her worst.

“Well, I don’t know about that,” he said, swallowing. His heart started to race, as the thirty-something woman seemingly stared directly into his soul, perhaps digging for any immediate clues as to why she shouldn’t trust the blonde girl with her children.

“You shouldn’t be so modest,” she replied. “Shall we all go to the living room?”

The girls nodded as the Carmichael’s led the way. The hallway spilled out into an ambient-lit living room with candles and soft, nylon guitar music playing from a distant stereo. So this is how wealthy people relax, Chelsea thought as she looked over the powder-white, leather sofa sectional and white-rock fireplace that was active with flames.

“What an amazing living room,” Chelsea said, with a sudden envy of Brittany, that she should be the one who might end up spending three nights a week in such an environment. Chelsea had to remind herself that her task was managerial, and not to let herself be swayed into becoming a babysitter as well, for the meager benefit of small indulgences such as this.

The four took a seat, with Mrs. Carmichael and Chelsea grabbing one side of the L-shaped sectional. Trevor looked at his girlfriend, who, with her eyes, instructed him to sit beside Mr. Carmichael. What is she trying to do? Trevor wondered, as his heart thudded like a hammer. He didn’t know if it was a wise idea to let himself get so close to either of the Carmichaels. What if either of them should notice he didn’t exactly have cleavage, or he had microscopic fuzz above his lips?

They sat and Chelsea immediately brought a small pamphlet from her purse, handing a copy to each of the Carmichaels. “These are my references. You can hold on to those copies. My babysitting company is new, but I assure you, we’re building quite the reputation,” Chelsea said.

“Well, with girls like this, I’m not surprised,” Mr. Carmichael said, eyeing Trevor and flashing him subtle grin.

“Oh, stop,” he said, in his mousy tone, with a small brush of his wrist. Chelsea beamed another small glare at her boyfriend, as he started to giggle and over his glossy pink lips with his hand.

“So, tell us a little bit about yourself, Brittany,” Mrs. Carmichael instructed. She looked toward Trevor and, as the college boy started to speak, Chelsea interrupted. “She’s been babysitting for a couple of years. Her references are there at the bottom. She’s in college right now for hospitality and she’s a great, dependable girl.”

“Well, that’s very nice, Chelsea. I suppose we could hear a bit about how you prefer college, then?” Mrs. Carmichael pressed, turning to Trevor. He shrugged, as if to relay to his girlfriend that he’d have no choice but to respond.

“Um, it’s nice,” Trevor said with a modest smile, turning his eyes away. He didn’t know if he could contain his sweaty palms or his heaving chest forever, and had hoped his girlfriend would somehow distract the Carmichaels and their intense gazes. He felt as though the small cock in his tiny, tight denim shorts had been far too large for the small jeans that hugged around his waist, and surely Mr. Carmichael would notice an unexplainable bulge between his legs. He only needs to sneak a glance down into Trevor’s lap, after all, the college boy thought.

“Well, we certainly hope you’re willing to work hard. Our three kids aren’t exactly ‘easy mode’ for newer babysitters, hence why we’re all sitting here, right now,” Mr. Carmichael laughed.

“Are we going to meet the children tonight?” Chelsea asked, already knowing the answer to this.

“Well, they’re at their grandmother’s for a few days because Lisa and I are flying out to Prague first thing tomorrow morning. Unfortunately, mom is four hours away, so we need somebody here to cover us on short notice, which can be often,” Mr. Carmichael explained.

“Well, Brittany here is your girl,” Chelsea said. “She is the perfect girl,” she continued, eyeing her boyfriend and trying not to faint from the nerves that hovered over her performance like a halo. She wondered just how excellent a saleswoman she would need to be to convince the Carmichaels of Trevor’s authenticity as a girl; they were more aware and inquisitive than she’d hoped for.

“Well, that’s nice to hear,” Mrs. Carmichael said, before cocking her head. “I do have to be a bit honest, though, ladies. I’m not trying to be harsh here, but, aren’t we just a tad bit on heavy side with the makeup, Brittany?” Lisa said, with a small and embarrassed chuckle. “I’m so sorry,” she added. “I just... well, we don’t let the girls dress anywhere like this,” she said, noting Trevor’s outfit. Chelsea shook with fear, feeling as though she’d made a massive faux pas that would cost her the entire gig.

“And, we just don’t want our girls to get any ideas,” she said. “I feel like I sound like such a bitch right now,” she said. “I’m honestly only saying this because of the kids. Otherwise, I’m downright jealous that your legs look so amazing in those shorts!”

Trevor couldn’t speak, and Chelsea felt her ability to do so dwindling, as well. She didn’t know how to response, but finally blurted, “Certainly.” She came to and continued, “This was a short-notice thing for Brittany. I sort of side-swept her with this meeting tonight. I’m so sorry, Mr. and Mrs. Carmichael. If anybody is to blame for her appearance, it is me. When she’s watching the kids, I assure you it will be the most conservative attire you can imagine, and certainly no makeup,” she explained.

“Chelsea, honestly, it’s not a huge deal and I’m sorry I brought it up. I hate to be a stickler, after all,” Mrs. Carmichael said, as Trevor simply placed his hands in his lap and eyed the ground.

“Well, I think there’s nothing wrong with her,” Mr. Carmichael started with a smile.

“Well, of course you don’t, Blake,” Lisa said, eyeing her husband and chuckling. “She’s right up your alley.”

“Is this a bad time?” Chelsea asked.

“Oh, no, no,” Lisa said, brushing her hand and laughing along with her husband. “I’m sorry. We’re… well, we have a slightly open relationship from time to time.” Lisa appeared slightly embarrassed at this revelation and cocked her head as she smiled nervously. “I didn’t exactly anticipate telling you this, but I guess the cat is out of the bag, and it’s probably something you should know about us, if we’re going to be one-hundred percent honest, with one another.”

“Oh,” Chelsea laughed. “Well, in that case, what does Brittany have to do to get the job?” She said, nudging Lisa playfully and laughing.

Trevor blushed at this, and turned his eyes toward Mr. Carmichael’s lap, noticing the massive mound beneath the reddish-brown khaki pants. It’s probably just the way the pants are shaped… but what if it isn’t? He thought to himself. The sexually suggestive joke that his girlfriend had just landed on the Carmichaels had gotten everybody laughed except for Trevor, who suddenly felt a strange tightness tugging inside his denim shorts.

“Anything at all,” he said suddenly, in a provocative and smooth tone, as he turned up to Mr. Carmichael.

“Well,” Lisa said with a grin. “I’d better keep an eye on this girl!”

Chelsea and Lisa laughed, but Trevor remained concentrated on the possibilities. He eyed his girlfriend, who cocked her head, as if to secretly convey for him to continue, and that he’d been on to something with his remark.

“Well, Brittany is highly motivated to get this gig,” Chelsea said.

“Come on everybody, this is ridiculous,” Mr. Carmichael said, dismissing the conversation entirely.

“Yes, I suppose this is a bit foolish of us,” Mrs. Carmichael confessed. “Ladies, let me apologize for my behavior.”

Chelsea immediately placed a hand on Mrs. Carmichael’s shoulder and turned to her. “Lisa, please, do not apologize. I want you to do whatever it takes to make sure you can trust that Brittany, here, is the perfect girl, in whatever way you need her to prove it.”

Lisa eyed her husband and said, “Well, what do you think?”

“You can’t be serious, Lisa. What are you expecting her to do, get down on her knees or something?” Blake asked.

“Babe, I meant; what do you think about her being the babysitter?” Lisa barely finished this clarification before bursting into laughter, along with Chelsea. Mr. Carmichael shook his head and turned to Trevor. “Sorry, Brittany. I don’t know what’s come over my wife, tonight,” he added.

“Don’t worry about it, bro,” Trevor said in his normally low tone.

Mr. Carmichael cocked his head and winced. “Is… is something wrong with your voice?”

An expression of complete horror flashed across Chelsea’s face, as she eyed her boyfriend and glared toward him. Trevor meanwhile, cupped his mouth and turned toward his girlfriend with a look of sheer panic.

Mrs. Carmichael stopped laughing and turned toward Trevor. “Is something wrong, Brittany?”

“Um, no, nothing’s wrong,” Chelsea said. “She… her voice comes and goes like that sometimes,” she added.

“Give it up, Chelsea,” Trevor said, again in his normal, male tone.

Now, both of the Carmichaels were sharing the same expression of confusion, as their eyes shifted back and forth, between Chelsea and who they thought was their new blonde-haired female babysitter.

“Give what up?” Chelsea asked, practically shooting daggers with her eyes, toward her boyfriend. She knew that if the truth came out, she might not only find herself without the Carmichael’s as new clients, but without anybody left as a client. Who would be able to trust her?

“This was never going to work,” Trevor said, balling his fists in frustration. His heart sped and his chest heaved with breath, as he realized that he couldn’t maintain the lie under such pressure.

“I think we need to know what is going on, please,” Lisa insisted, turning toward Chelsea.

“Um,” Chelsea started, with a continued expression of helpless horror across her dark eyes. She beamed anger toward her boyfriend as he started to reach for his wig and yank it off. She quickly stepped over and came to sit down on the other side of him, hoping to prevent him from doing this.

“Like I said,” Chelsea laughed, and gave a firm nudge to her boyfriend’s ribs, “Brittany just has a cold and her voice comes and goes.”

“I’m not a girl,” Trevor said.

“I’m never going to let you forget this,” Chelsea whispered into Trevor’s ear, before turning back to the Carmichaels and laughing this remark off.

“Um, what?” Lisa said. “I mean, we’re progressive, so if you’re saying what I think you’re saying, well, that is fine, so long as you’re a trustworthy person.”

“She’s a girl, she just… um, meant something else,” Chelsea laughed.

“What else could she have meant?” Mr. Carmichael pressed.

“Look,” Chelsea answered. “I have to confess something,” she exhaled, feeling defeat come across her mind like storm clouds ruining a perfectly sunny landscape. “We haven’t been entirely honest with you. This isn’t Brittany. This is, well, a guy dressed as a girl.”

Trevor shrank in his seat and turned his eyes down and waited for the fallout of Chelsea’s confession. He wanted to save her, somehow. He’d completely unraveled, and he knew everything would be his fault, if he didn’t save the situation; but how?

“I… don’t understand,” Lisa said, scrunching her brow, as if to focus and try to find the boy hidden beneath the girlish image that sat before her.

Trevor’s heart raced and he bit his lip. He needed an action-plan, immediately. He scoured the room, trying to think, as time seemed to slow to a crawl, as Chelsea fumbled over her explanation. Before he could think, he blurted out the fateful words, “I am too, a girl!” he pouted.

Chelsea’s head moved back and she looked at her boyfriend with disbelief. She couldn’t figure out what he’d been doing. She couldn’t follow the twists and turns of the strange conversation, any more than the Carmichaels. First, Trevor seemed intent on ruining their rouse, and next thing she knew, Trevor was committed to preserving it.

“Um… see?” Chelsea laughed, looking back to the Carmichaels. “What did I tell you?”

“Ladies; what is going on?” Mrs. Carmichael asked. “Brittany, you are a girl, aren’t you?”

“You wouldn’t be trying to pull something on us, right?” Mr. Carmichael interrupted, as he looked the blonde babysitter-to-be up and down, trying to pin any sign of inauthenticity on her.

“Oh, I’m a girl, and I can prove it,” Trevor said.

Chelsea didn’t know what had gotten into her boyfriend. He’d either hosted a sudden desire to please her, immensely, or he’d be onto something much deeper, and more unthinkable – that he’d wanted to play the part of a sexy little college girl. He had, after all, seemed to play the part exceedingly well, when she’d ‘initiated’ him in their bedroom, she thought.

“Oh? Well, that’s a relief,” Lisa said, with a slight hint of annoyance. Trevor stood and paused. What am I going to do? He thought. He’d initially thought he had a plan, yet it dissipated into thin air, the moment Mrs. Carmichael had prompted him to action.

Trevor hesitated, and then began to sway his hips sensually, as if to perform some slow, erotic dance for the couple. Chelsea nearly held her head in her hand, shaking it in disappointed disbelief. The Carmichaels started to stand, as Mrs. Carmichael started, “Ladies, or Chelsea and… whomever you are,” as she looked to Trevor, “I think we’d better call it a night.”

The authority from earlier in the evening had returned, and as if by magic, Chelsea regained her sense of control. She quickly interrupted the Carmichaels and looked toward Trevor, as if to somehow remind him of what she’d said on the way to the Carmichael residence – that he’d be wise to do whatever they asked. “Um, if you don’t believe that Brittany is a real girl, then maybe she needs to really prove it,” she said.

“I don’t know if this is going to work out, Chelsea. I’m sorry, um, Brittany, is it? I just, I feel like something is up, here.”

“Ok, fine, Brittany isn’t… I mean, Brittany hasn’t always been one-hundred percent ‘girl.’ Is that so wrong? She’s a girl, now, though. Believe me, she may not have the certified anatomy or whatever, but Brittany here is trustworthy and maternal. She’s the best you’re going to get as a babysitter in this town, I promise.”

The Carmichael’s looked at one another and Mr. Carmichael shrugged. “We don’t mind about your background, honey,” Lisa started, as she turned to Trevor. “But we just aren’t entirely sure about this,” she said.

“Then,” Trevor fumbled, searching for anything to redeem their meeting. “I guess I’ll have to suck your husband’s dick to prove just how much of a girl I am.”

The words stopped everybody in their tracks, and perhaps most of all, Mr. Carmichael, who gave a half-smirk of disbelief, along with his wife. Chelsea had been too much in shock to notice either expression, and only glared at Trevor, who’d decided that the red-alert plan was appropriate, given that they were already being ushered to the front door. And, when else was he going to be able to indulge in such a dirty, forbidden fantasy, as being dressed as a cute college girl, and being taken by a dominating man? He could excuse it later on, as simply trying to save the day, when he would know the truth, deep down.

“Oh?” Lisa asked, looking at the blonde girl with her hand on her hip. “Well, then, you’d better get sucking fast, if you’re going to convince us of anything.”

“Babe, are you… are you sure about this?” Mr. Carmichael said, rubbing the back of his neck. “I mean, I don’t know…”

“Blake, Brittany is a girl,” Lisa said, stepping in and looking the blonde up and down, with a taunting grin. “Didn’t you hear them a moment ago? She’s a female, and she’s about to prove just how much of a girl she is.”

She looked at her husband and pushed him down back on the sofa, whispering softly, “All you have to do is sit back and um,” she continued, eyeing down at her husband’s lap with a mischievous grin, “Administer the test.”

“You’d better save this,” Chelsea whispered into her boyfriend’s ear. Trevor swallowed hard as Mrs. Carmichael unbuckled her husband’s pants and started to tug them down. Blake only shook his head and gave a small laugh of disbelief, as his mostly hard cock came springing out, up into the air, in all its glory.

“Oh my god!” Chelsea gasped, eyeing the massive cock, long, thick and veined, and with a chiseled head more massive than she had ever seen. Mr. Carmichael had been hiding a power tool in his pants, and now it seemed hungry to destroy the first warm hole it came near. Trevor only eyed the monster-cock and without thinking, bit his lip. The sheer possibility of being so humiliated, so dominated, while two gorgeous women looked on, seemed nothing short of impossible, but he knew he had to do it.

“Well, Brittany? Are you going to do this, or do I need to let the neighbors know you’ve both been going around lying to potential clients? I don’t think they would be happy to have you in the neighborhood, let alone hire you, if they found this out.”

Trevor swallowed and eyed his girlfriend, who eyed him with quiet expectations that he would fulfill the task at hand. He knelt down and Mr. Carmichael sighed with delight, as he felt the blonde girl’s dainty fingers wrap around his thick, throbbing cock. “Oh my... I don’t know if I can…” Trevor said, returning to his light, feminine tone. “I certainly hope I can take it all.”

“Well, maybe I should help,” Mrs. Carmichael said. The tall, dark-haired woman stepped forward and put her hand atop Trevor’s, guiding it, until Trevor’s own fist began to stroke Mr. Carmichael’s long, spongy shaft. The college boy smiled with quiet disbelief, that he had actually touched a cock that was not his own; it was strange, too strange to understand, as the plush, firm, warmth throbbed in his hand, and the handsome man with his hands now behind his head, let out soft groans of relief.

“Now, massage his balls while you’re doing that,” Mrs. Carmichael instructed. Chelsea only watched with delight, as her boyfriend was guided with ease by the assertive older woman. Trevor looked toward Chelsea as his hand started to massage the two huge orbs hanging just below the older man’s giant cock. “What are you looking at me for, Brittany? I suggest you follow Mrs. Carmichael’s every order right now, if you expect to have a job in this town,” Chelsea snapped.

“I think that’s a good idea, too,” Mrs. Carmichael replied, and grabbed the back of Trevor’s wig, guiding his head downward. “Let’s get that tongue on my husband’s sack, though. I don’t have time for timid girls,” she said, watching with delight as the blonde girl’s tongue slid against her husband’s scrotum, and he gave a long groan of approval.

“Does the little slut feel good on your balls, babe?” She asked.

“She feels like a girl to me,” Mr. Carmichael simply replied, as the warm mouth on his sack grew more defiant and sucked each of his orbs, gifting light but enjoyable pressure to them, all while the small but motivated palm around his shaft, stroked faster and firmer.

“Come on, get that mouth up on his cock, already,” Lisa snapped, grabbing Trevor’s wig and pulling his mouth up to the tip of her husband’s bulbous, wide cock-head. Trevor looked over the statuesque rod, with a hole in its tip that neared the size of his pathetically small pinky finger. He could only think about the massive load of virile seed that must come shooting from it, and he suddenly found his own cock growing harder and harder at the thought. It’d been one thing to be dominated and fucked by his girlfriend’s fake cock, but what about a real one? What if Mr. (or especially Mrs.) Carmichael wanted more than a blowjob from the blonde babysitter? He set his mouth over the tip of Mr. Carmichael’s cock, and tasted the clean flavor of his soft skin, filling his mouth and sending waves of lust up and down his body.

“Fuck,” Mr. Carmichael sighed, thrusting his hips slightly. Trevor looked down the shaft and toward the base, as his mouth stretched wide to accommodate the magnificent but massive penis, and he felt Mrs. Carmichael’s ever-present hand, pushing gently against the back of his wig.

“Come on, no time for shy girls, here,” she said, and Trevor felt the crested edge of Mr. Carmichael’s cock-head, sinking past his tongue and toward his throat. The older man thrust his hips, and just as Trevor felt he was going to gag, he pulled back against Mrs. Carmichael’s palm. “Very well done, Brittany. You might be the little cock-sucker we’ve been looking for, after all,” she added.

Trevor wiped his lips and turned to his girlfriend. He didn’t know how much he’d be able to handle, but he knew he could stop at any moment, and he didn’t want to, even if only to please his newly dominant girlfriend and satisfy the appetite written across her eyes, for his humiliation and degradation.

“You pathetic little cock-tease,” Mrs. Carmichael snapped, with an intensity in her tone. “Did I say you could waste time? I want those sweet little lips back around my husband’s cock, now!” She yelled, watching as the blonde sank her mouth back down the peach-colored staff and watched the underside of her husband’s cock throb with pleasure.

“Fuck, she’s got a tight mouth,” Mr. Carmichael moaned.

“I’ll bet she has a tight throat, too,” Lisa said, pushing Trevor’s head down farther, until he felt the wide cockhead push to the edge of his throat. He braced his dainty hands on each of Mr. Carmichael’s thighs and yanked back, gasping and coughing.

“Not bad for a manipulative little slut like you,” Mrs. Carmichael snapped.

“How is she, babe? Does her throat feel good around your cock?”

Mr. Carmichael nodded and followed with a soft groan of relief, as the lips sank over his mouth once again. “Deeper!” Mrs. Carmichael insisted. “Give her a harsh spank – that always does it for me,” Chelsea interrupted.

“Well, that’s not a bad idea. Thank you, Chelsea,” Mrs. Carmichael smiled, and quickly gave a hard swat to the denim shorts around Trevor’s butt. “Why not just come out of those shorts, anyway?” Chelsea said.

“Trevor only moaned in the affirmative, and at once, Mrs. Carmichael and Chelsea, unbuttoned the shorts and yanked them off the lithe college boy’s waist. Trevor felt the cool air around his legs, and with nothing but cotton panties around his manhood, that surely became obvious with the erection forming tent in their front, he felt more exposed and degraded than ever.

“Oh, Blake, you should see what a tight little ass she has,” Mrs. Carmichael gushed.

“Mm, yeah?” He asked, with his eyes half-closed.

“Oh, it’s the loveliest ass I’ve ever seen,” Lisa continued. “I’ll bet it’s just made for big cocks like yours.” The remark caught both Chelsea and Trevor’s attention. Trevor only continued sucking the giant cock in front of him, but he tingled with suspense as each hard spank came crashing down on the cotton panties covering his ass. Lisa seemed insistent to leave a welt, and each time, she laughed the blonde girl’s eyes winced and she gave a hard moan against the cock stuffing her mouth and muting her.

“You’re impressive, Brittany. I just wonder, if you’re only teasing us, though,” Lisa said.

“She isn’t,” Chelsea interrupted.

“Please, Chelsea. I want to hear it from Brittany’s lips. I want to hear her tell me how hungry she is for Blake’s big, meaty cock,” she returned.

Trevor pulled back and gasped. He wiped the saliva from his lips and eyed up at the two dominating women and older man, as he brushed his messed blonde bangs from the sides of his eyes.

“I want his cock,” he said with his girlish tone. “I want all of it, deep inside me.”

“Well,” Lisa said, spanking her hands together and smiling wide. “This must be the dirtiest girl I’ve ever seen. What a naughty little sissy she is,” she exclaimed. “Chelsea, honestly, I don’t know how you can even compete, with Brittany ready to munch up the first big cock she sees.”

“I don’t want anything to do with that thing – it’s far too big for me,” Chelsea laughed. “But for Brittany? Well, she loves them that big. In fact, she likes them in her ass, more than anything else.”

“Oh?” Lisa said, with wide eyes.

“Well, I’ve never done that for Blake, because, like you, I just can’t handle that damn thing – at least certainly not in my butt,” she laughed. “But I’ll bet Brittany wouldn’t mind proving her loyalty to us, would she?”

She reached down and patted the blonde girl, who was biting her lip and eyeing the big cock and balls before her, wondering just how she could make it fit. Trevor’s heart raced, as he tried to imagine how he would even accommodate something so big. But he also knew, Lisa and Mr. Carmichael would find a way, even if Trevor wasn’t sure he could. His body tightened with a forbidden desire to be outright manhandled by the handsome, older man, and all while his girlfriend and Mrs. Carmichael giggled and enjoyed the entire affair.

Before he knew it, and without any real warning, Mr. Carmichael scooped him up and flung him over his lap. Trevor lay on his belly across the lap and felt Mr. Carmichael’s strong hand give a hard, fast swat to his butt, before grabbing his ass-cheek and pulling it out slightly, as if to sample the firmness. “Oh, babe, you weren’t kidding. These college girls have the tightest little asses,” he said with a laugh.

“I’ll bet it’s making you hungry, huh?” Lisa asked. Her husband smiled and nodded, as he yanked Trevor’s panties halfway down his ass and slid his finger up and down the crack, teasing the blonde girl’s asshole and grinning as Trevor wailed out in his feminine tone.

“I think she likes it,” Lisa said.

“Oh, trust me, she does,” Chelsea said.

“Oh?” Lisa asked, looking at the dark-haired girl. “And what is that supposed to mean?”

“Well, let’s just say that Brittany had to prove herself to me, too,” Chelsea said with a laugh. “You bad girl,” Lisa said, giving Chelsea a playful shove, as they turned and watched her boyfriend’s ass handled in Mr. Carmichael’s big, strong hand.

“Chelsea, would you like a glass of champagne for the show?” Lisa asked.

“Sure,” the dark-haired girl nodded. Lisa smiled and said, “I’ll be right back.”

Trevor meanwhile, felt the assertive fingers sliding up and down his ass-crack, bringing his cock to full-hardness, until Mr. Carmichael gave a moan of approval and worked a dry finger right into Trevor’s ass. “Oh!” He yelped, and his cock throbbed in delight as the soft swelling overtook his ass and Mr. Carmichael gave a laugh. “Do you like that, Brittany?” He asked.

“I do,” Trevor strained in his girlish tone.

“Well, how about two, then?” He asked, before he drove another finger into Trevor’s tight butt. Mr. Carmichael watched as the blonde girl moaned with delight and her ass clenched around his fingers. Mrs. Carmichael returned with a glass of champagne, and handed one glass to Chelsea. They laughed and watched with delight, as Mr. Carmichael manhandled the submissive, lean, college boy, stretched out over his lap.

“Babe, grab those pathetic little balls, tight,” Mrs. Carmichael urged. She watched and giggled as Trevor cried out with painful bliss, as he suddenly felt the hand reaching under his body and squeezing his sack, until the pressure grew intensely throughout his body.

“Oh, I’m going to have to try that,” Chelsea laughed, and both women clinked their glasses together.

“So, you want this cock, huh?” Mr. Carmichael said to Trevor, growling with a new lustful, hungry tone in his throat. Trevor nodded and quivered, “I do,” in his feminine voice, and became aware of the thick, hard cock throbbing beneath his belly.

Mr. Carmichael grabbed Trevor with ease, and yanked his panties to the side, all while Chelsea and Lisa laughed and enjoyed the show. “I’ll bet that ass is going to feel so good around your cock, babe. I’m so glad you’re finally going to get to try anal!” She said with an excited laugh, as they watched the lithe, cross-dressed college boy, flung upright, until he was sitting naked over Mr. Carmichael’s lap, with each of his legs dangling over the older man’s thighs.

“Should we get some lube or something?” Mr. Carmichael asked.

“Why? I don’t know if she deserves anything more than spit, to be entirely honest,” Chelsea said. Trevor turned back with a conflicted expression. “But, what do you think, Brittany?”

“I’m fine,” Trevor said with his girlish tone. He looked down and saw Mr. Carmichael spitting on his fingers, before he felt the wet fingers teasing under his sack and against his ass. “Oh,” he moaned, as he felt Mr. Carmichael ease the slick fingertips into him.

“Ugh, come on Mr. Carmichael! Fuck her, already,” Chelsea groaned with impatience.

Mr. Carmichael laughed and said, “I’m just trying to be considerate, ladies.”

He slid a layer of saliva over his thick cock, before lining it up with the tight ass that hovered just above the tip. Finally, he grabbed Trevor’s hips and pushed him down, until the college boy in drag, cried out as the giant cock pierced his ass, breaking it open around the massive head.

“Oh!” Trevor yelped, and both girls giggled wildly. “Now that is how you prove yourself,” Mrs. Carmichael said.

“So, we have the job?” Chelsea asked anxiously.

Mrs. Carmichael nodded, before turning back to the show before them and saying, “Squeeze his balls, babe. Come on. Hard! A little sissy slut like that needs those balls squeezed hard; otherwise, she might think they’re of any value.”

Mr. Carmichael pressed down once more on Trevor’s hips, and the college boy felt his entire body opened and stretched around the intruding cock, as it drove up into his tight canal. The incredible, dull and swollen pain that surrounded his ass, took a backseat to the new pain-tinged-pleasure, when he felt his balls squeezed tight in the dominant man’s giant palm. “Oh, fuck!” Trevor winced.

“Mm,” Mrs. Carmichael moaned. “Now slam that ass all the way down, already!”

Mr. Carmichael did as he was instructed, and Trevor felt the cockhead drive up into his deepest point, before he pulled up and his legs shook. He spit on his hand and brought his fingers down to the unforgiving shaft that was half exposed, wetting it in hopes of making it smoother the second-time around. He rode up and down on the massive cock, and felt the newfound pleasure that he’d noticed earlier in the night, in Chelsea’s bedroom. The burning tease and tickle that left his cock feeling as though it was going to explode at any moment, came spreading throughout his body without mercy.

“Oh… oh fuck,” Mr. Carmichael moaned, as he watched the sissy boy dance his ass up and down the large cock. Each time he lowered his ass, Mr. Carmichael felt his giant shaft, strangled by the warm sleeve.

“I’m not going to last very long,” he moaned.

“I’m not surprised. She looks like she feels great,” Mrs. Carmichael laughed. “What are you going to do about it, then?”

“I don’t know, babe,” Mr. Carmichael groaned.

Trevor looked down into Mr. Carmichael’s eyes and smiled. “Are you going to cum inside me?”

“I don’t know,” he whispered. “Is that an option?”

Trevor nodded and grinned, as he watched Mr. Carmichael’s eyes illuminate. Trevor immediately felt himself on the verge of climax, from the mere idea of being filled with such a dominant man’s seed. The giggling and demeaning voices of his girlfriend and Mrs. Carmichael certainly didn’t hurt things, either.

“I have a confession to make,” Chelsea giggled. “Brittany is actually my boyfriend. Like, trust me when I say, the person riding your husband’s cock is definitely a girl, but I thought I should confess.”

“Honey,” Mrs. Carmichael answered, “I only see one thing riding my husband, right now. I see a certified woman who knows exactly how to please a man.”

“I guess I still see my boyfriend,” Chelsea laughed. “He’s got to be the most pathetic college boy, letting another man cum in him, while he’s dressed as a cute girl,” she continued.

“I hate to argue with you, but that there is a girl,” Mrs. Carmichael answered. “Babe, will you squeeze those balls one more time to settle something?”

Mr. Carmichael obliged, and Trevor winced and wailed out. Suddenly, he felt the hot, white ropes pushing against the cotton panties, as his ass pulsed and constricted involuntarily, around the giant cock in his ass. Mr. Carmichael slammed his cock deeper and faster than ever, mercilessly pounding the sissy-boy, and all while the two women started to chat about clothes.

“I’m going to cum,” Mr. Carmichael growled. Before Trevor knew it, the pounding shifted to irregular, strained thrusts, and Mr. Carmichael’s sheer, primal growl turned guttural and eternal, as the warm seed flooded his sissy ass. The college boy collapsed atop the man’s wide, carved chest, wrapping his arms around Mr. Carmichael and laughing with satisfaction, all in-between small pecks onto the man’s cheek. “Did it feel nice?” He asked, to Mr. Carmichael’s grinning response, “Fuck yes.”

Trevor fell all the way down on the throbbing cock, and let the moment last for what felt like forever, all while his girlfriend and Mrs. Carmichael continued to chat. They’d now started to talk about Mrs. Carmichael’s champagne glasses. They seemed entirely indifferent to the fact that Trevor had been all-out pounded into his newfound identity as a cute college girl. And what an initiation, Trevor thought, in his exhausted bliss. He’d become something he’d always known he was, deep down, but wasn’t ever sure if he’d be able to embrace.

With the strangest circumstances, and a little demeaning instruction from his girlfriend, he’d found what he’d been looking for. And he hoped the transformation had pleased Chelsea.

“Ugh, get yourself cleaned up. You’re just disgusting us,” she said, coming up and giving her boyfriend a final spank on his cheek.

“I suppose we’d better get going, Chelsea said to Mrs. Carmichael. Brittany is going to go adjust herself in the bathroom, if that’s okay. And then maybe we can discuss a contract?”

“That sounds lovely,” Mrs. Carmichael nodded. Trevor pulled up from the giant cock, and as if he’d been a wine bottle, uncorked, he felt the hollow void – unmistakable and potent – as he realized just how much he craved the fullness that a big cock like Mr. Carmichael’s, could bring him. He couldn’t comprehend the unbelievable evening that had just unfolded, but one thing he knew for certain – he felt more himself now, than ever before.

Chelsea smiled, watching her boyfriend limp carefully down the hallway.

She knew exactly what Trevor had learned – that there would be no going back now. She was Trevor’s new master. She had a lot of responsibility on her hands, knowing that she would be the one guiding her boyfriend through his demeaning transformation.

As she sat down with Mrs. Carmichael, she smiled. She couldn’t wait to get started.
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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.
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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.


Femboy 2





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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I hope you enjoyed my story. If so, please consider clicking below, or copying and pasting the link, so you can sing-up for my naughty little femdom mailing list. I know, I know. Another mailing list? I promise, I will only send you news on my latest stories, and freebies, when I’m able to. Thank you, always, for your support! It means the world to me and my three dogs! ;)
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Madame Queen is a middle-aged lady living in Connecticut with her three dogs, and always on the prowl for a nice, submissive man to share her fantasies. For now, she’s living our her naughty memories and future fantasies, right here in her stories. She hopes you enjoy reading them, as much as she enjoys writing them!
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