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Chapter 1

I spent the night in Madeline’s tent, sleeping in her arms as my second pair of soiled boxers lay a few feet away. Something had awoken in me that night. Something that had lain dormant my entire life. And even though I had only intended to spend a weekend away, I already knew that this trip was going to end up being longer than I was expecting.

I was woken up by the sound of Madeline opening the front flap of the tent. I groaned as I woke up, rubbing the sleep from my eyes as rays of the morning sun fell on my face. “What time is it?” I asked, my eyes still groggy.

“Time to get up,” Madeline said, turning to face me now, her hands on her hips.

As my eyes adjusted to the fresh light in the room I realized that she was dressed in only her panties. My mouth fell open as I eyed those tiny tits of hers standing perkily at attention as she smiled down at me. Even though she’d made me cum twice yesterday, I still hadn’t seen her topless.

And what a sight it was.

Her breasts might have been small, but they were shaped like two perfect little teardrops. Her nipples were the lightest shade of pink and now stood at attention as she looked down at me. I only realized how hard I had been staring at her when she leaned down to where I was lying.

“You can touch them, you know?” She giggled, making me blush.

“I was just letting my eyes adjust to the light,” I lied. “I wasn’t staring at you.”

She giggled again at my lame attempt at a coverup, walking over to the other side of the tent to retrieve her bra. “Sure you were,” she said. “Now get up, I have a hike planned for today.”

I picked up my phone from the side of the sleeping mat and turned the screen on. “Are you sure we can’t sleep in for a few more hours? It’s only 6 a.m.” I said.

But Madeline was already jumping around trying to fit into a tight pair of shorts. “This is the best time to get started,” she said, fastening the shorts around her waist and buttoning them up. “Trust me.” She pulled out a fresh t-shirt and slipped that on as well. “Now get up and get ready.” She said, facing me with her hands on her hips.

I would only learn later on that Madeline didn’t like to sit around. She was a woman of action, and when she wanted something she would get it.

“Alright,” I said, stretching out my arms and climbing to my feet. “I’ll go and get some clothes from my tent.” But I had only taken a few steps towards the exit when I stopped dead in my tracks and looked at Madeline with a blank expression on my face.

“What?” She asked.

“I just realized,” I said, now turning my attention to the crusty pair of boxers I’d thrown off last night. “I don’t have any clean underwear.”

Madeline laughed once again, making me blush all over.

“Hey,” I said. “Not funny.”

“You have to admit,” she said, still giggling. “It is a little funny.”

“I guess I’ll go commando,” I said.

“Don’t be silly,” Madeline replied. “You go commando on a two-hour hike and you’ll come back with thighs so chafed that you’ll be bleeding for days.” She crossed her arms under her chest and began to tap her chin with a finger. “I have an idea,” she said, before bending over to find something in her bag.

“What?” I asked her.

“Here,” she got back up, but with something in her hand this time. “You can just wear this.” She extended her hand toward me, and my heart skipped a beat as I realized that she was holding a pair of white cotton panties in her hands.

“I can’t wear those,” I said, almost out of instinct.

“Why not?” She asked.

“I just can’t.” My heart was beating quite rapidly now. Even though last night had done a great deal of good for my confidence, years of being told that it was not right for boys to wear girly things was hard to undo in twenty-four hours.

“Yes you can,” she said, putting her hands on her hips and glaring at me. “They’re functional, comfortable, and above all, they’re clean.” She pointed to the cum-soaked boxers lying on the floor as she said this.

“They won’t fit.” I had no idea why I was saying any of this. This was a dream come true for me, and yet the brainwashed part of me was fighting it tooth and nail.

“Sure they will,” Madeline said, taking matters into her own hands. She took her hands to my shorts and dropped them to my knees, revealing my half-erect cock to her eyes. She smiled slyly at it before speaking again. “Step out of those,” she said, and I did as commanded. Then she bent down and stretched the panties across my feet. “Now put your right foot into this.” I did. “And now your left.” Again, I did.

She rose with the panties, the fabric riding up my legs and then my thighs to reach my crotch. As she pulled them into place, the crotch of the panties coming into contact with my cock, I felt a shudder pass through my body.

My cock hardened even more inside my panties and of course, Madeline noticed this instantly.

She put her hand on the bulge, her palm caressing my fast-swelling cock as she leaned in closer to me. Close enough that her lips were inches away from mine. “What were you saying about them not fitting?” She asked, a mischievous smile dancing in her eyes.

“I didn’t think they would,” I replied.

“Well, I guess it’s a good thing that they did.” She squeezed my bulge this time, making me moan under my breath. “And your cock seems to like it too,” she giggled. More blood flowed to my nether regions and my cock swelled to an even larger size. Madeline narrowed her eyes at me, my cock throbbing and pulsing in her grip.

“Are we going to have to do something about this?” She asked.

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t answer.

“You won’t soil my panties, will you?” She asked, her smile growing wider by the second.

I shook my head from side to side. She squeezed my bulge again, making my cock throb even harder.

“I’m sure you thought the same thing about your own boxers.” She turned her head to look at the discarded garment on the ground. “And we both know how that turned out.” She giggled again, making me flush even harder. My cock was constantly pulsing in the palm of her hand now, arousal coursing through my veins as Madeline continued to push her body closer and closer to me. “I guess,” she said. “That we better take care of this before we leave.” She slipped her hand into my pants and fished out my cock. “Since I don’t trust you to keep my panties clean.”

I groaned as she wrapped her fingers around my shaft. “Look at you,” she said. “So hard already when I’ve barely even done anything.” She ran her fingers up and down the length of my cock, eliciting another shudder from me. “Is this why you were reluctant to put my panties on?” Her hand was gripping my cock firmly now, stroking it slowly as she spoke to me in a low whisper. “Because you thought I’d find out how hard it made you?” She picked up the speed, I bit my lip to keep myself under control.

“Were you embarrassed by the fact that wearing panties turned you on?” Her hand was moving faster and faster, stroking my cock and making me squirm where I stood. She took her free hand and ran it up inside my shirt. With her fingers, she grabbed my nipple once again and pressed down on it.

“Because if that’s it,” she said. “Then there’s nothing to be embarrassed about, Alex.” I felt some pre-cum ooze out of my cock. My skin was tingling with hot pleasure. “And there is nothing to be scared about.” It was hard to stand still any longer. My breaths were coming fast and uneven. “Because,” she said, before leaning in close. Close enough that her lips were right next to my ear. “I won’t tell anyone this secret of yours.” She squeezed down on my nipple as she said this, and that did it.

I collapsed onto her shoulder as I came, spewing my load all over her fingers and down onto the tent floor. She kissed me tenderly after it was done, and then pulled out some wet wipes to clean her hand and wipe off my cock.

“Now that that’s out of the way,” she said, putting my cock back in the panties. “We can leave for the hike.”


Chapter 2

The camp organizers had arranged for a group hike that would start a little later in the day, but Madeline and I left before they did. Madeline said she wasn’t fond of crowds, and I wasn’t about to object to spending more time alone with her.

I had assumed that the panties wouldn’t at all be comfortable on the hike, but I realized very soon that that wasn’t the case. The cotton rested comfortably against my skin, the under-seam of the panties doing a wonderful job at containing my dick as I walked up the steep incline. Some parts of the panties would ride up my crack from time to time, but I was starting to learn that that wasn’t an entirely unpleasant sensation.

“How much longer?” I asked Madeline, who was walking a few steps ahead of me. She was wearing a pair of khaki shorts today, ones that were equally as tight as the pair from yesterday. I realized with a bit of a shock that even though the panties were tight on her, they would probably be loose on me. Not only was Madeline taller than me, but she was also built much thicker. Even though she didn’t have very large tits, she more than made up for that with how round and lush her bottom was.

Her ass cheeks were firm and round, and her hips and thighs were fleshy and soft. A perfect combination if I’d ever seen one.

“The peak isn’t for another hour or so,” she said, navigating the rough terrain with her hiking cane. “But we aren’t going there.”

“We aren’t?” I asked, picking up the pace so I could close the distance between us. ‘

“No,” she said.

“Where are we going then?”

“There’s a lake up ahead,” she replied. “We get off the main track up there.” She pointed at a fork in the trail. “And we should be there in about fifteen more minutes.”

“Great,” I replied. Truth be told I had never been a big fan of physical activity, and the sooner we could stop for rest the better it would be for me.

Madeline, however, was a completely different story. Not only had she maintained a steady pace throughout our hike, but she had done it with a rather sizable backpack on her back the entire time. I had asked her to give it to me a couple of times out of politeness, but she’d refused each time.

“What do you have in there anyway?” I asked her, broaching the backpack topic once again.

“Essentials,” she replied, her eyes on the track ahead.

She’d given me the same answer twice before when I’d asked her, and I’d refused to believe it each time. The only essential thing we’d need for a hike of this duration would be a couple of bottles of water and maybe some snacks. A first aid kit at most. But the size of Madeline’s backpack made it very clear that she was carrying more than just that.

“Fine,” I said. “Keep your secrets.” And pushed past her to gain the lead. Out of the corner of my eye, I could tell that she only smiled in reply. We reached the fork in the trail and got off the main track. The new one was nowhere near as trodden as the one we’d gotten off of, and there was a lot of vegetation all along the way. Still, it wasn’t anything two young people couldn’t manage.

“The lake,” Madeline said. “You’ll love it. It isn’t very big, but it's completely hidden by trees on all sides. I make the hike up to it every time I come here.”

“How did you find it?” I asked her.

“I’ve been coming here ever since I was a kid,” she replied. “The entire family on my dad’s side would make the trip up here every summer. And us kids would sneak away every time to try and discover new places.” She turned to me, giving me a warm smile. “Mostly we just found more trees and ridges, but one time when I was about thirteen or fourteen one of my cousins led us up here. It’s been a staple ever since.”

Hearing about Madeline’s childhood made me feel warm in my chest. She certainly seemed to have had a better one than I did.

“Seems like this place means a lot to you,” I said.

“Yes,” she replied. “I have a lot of memories attached to this place, and I’m hoping it can be special for you too.”

“Special how?” I asked, but she didn’t answer. Just smiled at me like she’d done so many times before. A few minutes later the vegetation started thinning out and the ground began to get damp.

“We’re almost here,” she said, pushing away a few branches that were around head level.

“Woah,” I had to stop as we exited into a clearing. “You weren’t kidding.” It was a small lake, but what it lacked in size it more than made up for with its beauty. There were tall trees all around the shore, meaning we would have some privacy for our activities. Small cliffs rose to either side of the crystal clear water, making it an ideal spot for skinny dipping if the mood struck us. There were some trees that towered over the water, with large vines hanging down that I could imagine would be useful if I wanted to swing around the place. “It’s beautiful,” I said.

“I know,” Madeline said. She had reached the edge of the water now and was putting the heavy backpack on the ground. “And you’re lucky that you’re going to get your transformation out here.”

“My what?”

Madeline was looking back at me with a smile as she held a razor in one hand and some shaving cream in the other. “Now be a darling and take off those clothes, will you?”


Chapter 3

A part of me still hesitated when I saw the razor in Madeline’s hands, but the act of putting on the panties this morning had served to undo some of that lifelong brainwashing –  not that it could all be done away with in a day.

Still, I pushed back against the doubt and walked over to Madeline, pulling my shirt over my head and throwing it on the ground beside her. “Good boy,” she smiled at me, as I took off my shorts and then my panties, leaving me to stand there completely in the nude.

“You have a great figure,” she said standing up, and that’s when I first realized that even though she’d already made me cum three times, she’d never seen me fully naked before. Somehow, the thought caused me to blush a deep shade of red.

Madeline paced around me, eyeing every inch of my body with keen eyes as she tapped her chin. “Narrow waist,” she said, putting her hands on my waist and pushing inwards. “But round hips.” She was standing behind me, her hands moving from my waist to my flaring hips. “And this.” She moved her hands downwards still, down and down until they were gripping my ass. “This is great. You have such a wonderful ass.” She took one hand off my ass and brought it back to slap my right cheek, making me jump and yelp. “You’re going to look great as a girl.” She had moved further down now, as she sank to her knees and ran her hands on the insides of my legs. “Your legs are excellent as well,” she said. “Much better than mine, actually.”

“That’s not true,” I shot back despite how embarrassed I was feeling. “You have great legs.”

“I’m flattered,” she giggled. “But what’s true is true. And you have the best pair of legs I’ve seen my entire life.”

Again, I could only blush at her compliments.

She walked past me again, leaving me standing there completely naked as she made her way back to the edge of the water where she’d put her backpack down. She picked up her razor once more and beckoned me over with a signal from her finger. “Get that cute little butt over here,” she said. “So we can get started.”

And what else could I do but obey?

Madeline started with my chest, shaving away what little hair I had on my body in patches. Next, she did my armpits and then she moved onto my face. I had a thin wispy beard that was barely visible on most days, which came off in under a minute with the razor in Madeline’s expert hands. She moved down then, down onto my crotch and then onto my legs and my bottom. Little by little, the hair fell off, leaving my skin smooth and shiny.

When she was finally done she had a smile on her face that signified just how proud she was of the effort.

“This is wonderful,” She said, stepping back with her hands on her hips. “Your legs almost look longer now that they’re hairless.” She walked around me to get a good look at my behind and slapped my butt once again when she saw how I looked back there. “And your ass,” she said. “It’s so round.” She grabbed my cheeks with both hands. “And so juicy.” She leaned in and put her chin on my shoulder. “I could just eat you up.”

I didn’t quite know why, but this got a lot of blood flowing to my cock.

“Now,” she said, stepping back again. “We need to find you some clothes.” She stepped back and eyed the cotton panties that I’d taken off. “Let’s start with underwear,” she said, leaning down over her backpack again. “The white panties looked nice on you, but I want to try something different this time.” She ruffled through the contents of the backpack for a few more seconds before she stood back up with a pair of panties in one hand, and a bra in the other. Both were pink, frilly, and seemed to be made out of soft fabric.

“Come here,” she said. I hesitated for a moment but obeyed her command nonetheless. She sat on the ground in the same manner she’d done earlier today when she’d put the white panties on me. Again, she told me to step into it with my right foot and then my left. These panties fit more snugly than the pair from this morning, or maybe that was just because Madeline pulled them up a little farther than last time, fastening them tightly against my waist and perking up my cheeks from behind.

“Turn around now,” she said, climbing back to her feet with the bra suspended between her hands. Again, I did as I was told. She slipped the bra across my chest and looped the arm holes through my arms. I only realized when she was closing the hooks behind me that the inside of the cups had some foam padding on them.

I didn’t admit it at that moment, but the thought of having breasts –  fake or not –  was an incredible turn-on for me.

“There,” she said, adjusting the bra and turning me around. “All done.” She stepped back with hands on her hips and eyed me with a wide smile. “Gorgeous,” she said. “You look perfect.” I looked down at my body and had to admit that she was right.

Now that my body was completely hairless and smooth, the curves of my hips and thighs stood out really well. The padded bra gave the impression that I had actual titties –  albeit very tiny ones –  and the small bulge in the crotch of my panties looked like it was from a pussy and not from my dick.

I stood on my tiptoes and craned my neck to get a look at my backside. Even though it was hard to see very clearly at this angle, I could still tell that Madeline had been right about my butt. It was perky and juicy and firm all at the same time. Almost instinctively, I slid both my hands down the side of my body and spread my palms over my cheeks, squeezing my own cheeks and relishing the feeling.

Being a girl was turning out to be everything I had ever wanted. Scratch that, it was turning out to be everything I ever wanted and more.

I was just about to turn and thank Madeline when we heard the footsteps approaching. Both of our heads shot instinctively towards the path leading up to the lake, and my eyes widened as I spotted two boys walking towards us through the opening in the tree line.

“Well, well, well,” one of them said. “What do we have here? Are you girls planning on going skinny dipping without us?”


Chapter 4

I covered as much of myself up as I could with my arms, twisting my body to hide whatever I could from their eyes. Madeline, who wasn’t wearing just her underwear, could afford to stand more confidently.

“No need to be alarmed,” the same boy who had spoken before said. He looked to be the same age as me, with blonde hair and a tall, muscular frame. I could tell from the way he walked that we weren’t in any danger from his presence. “We didn’t mean to sneak up on you.” He put his hands up in an almost defensive posture. “I’ve just heard a lot about this spot and wanted to see it for myself.” Then he turned his eyes towards me and let them linger for a few more seconds. “But I wasn’t expecting to find two super hot babes out here.”

I felt a flush creep up my neck.

I had been expecting him to figure out that I was a guy and laugh at me, but my makeover seemed to have fooled him pretty well. Not only did he think I was a girl, he thought that I was a ‘super hot babe’. Something about that realization made my belly feel warm.

The other guy, who had been silent up until now, was constantly looking at me. His eyes kept shifting between my thighs and my chest. I looked down and was shocked to find a sizeable bulge in the crotch of his pants.

Was he turned on by looking at me?

I shifted my attention to the blonde guy, and sure enough there was a bulge in his shorts as well.

They are turned on by me.

I felt my cock swell with heat and arousal at the thought.

Fuck. What if they see my cock? I took my hands, which had been until now covering my chest, and used them to shield my crotch.

“We’re flattered,” Madeline said from beside me, her arms crossed under her chest. “And you’re welcome to do whatever you want out here, but I’d appreciate it if you could keep the location to yourself. I’ve been coming here ever since I was a kid, and I don’t want hordes of drunk college students trashing the place.”

The blonde guy thought for a few seconds before answering. “I can do that,” he said. “But it’s going to cost you.”

“We don’t have a lot of money,” Madeline said.

“I wasn’t talking about money.” He said, and if it wasn’t already clear what they wanted, I saw a slight twitching of his bulge as he said the words.

Madeleine narrowed her eyes at the two boys and then turned to look at me. Our eyes met briefly, and some unspoken, unsignaled communication happened in those brief moments. There was a question in her eyes and an answer in mine.

We both nodded at the same time and then Madeline walked over to the blonde guy and sank to her knees. “I hope you’re a man of your word,” she said, undoing his belt and slipping his shorts and his boxers down to his knees.

“You can trust me, ma'am,” he said, his sheer glee visible clearly from his smile.

My feet moved without any express command, carrying me over to the other guy. The one with the black hair. My pulse quickened as I found myself in the same position as Madeline, squatting in front of him, my hands fiddling with his belt as he looked down at me.

Am I really about to do this? I thought to myself. Am I really about to suck another man’s cock?

But I already knew the answer to that. I had known it the moment these two men had stepped into this clearing and laid eyes upon my nearly-naked body. I had known it when I had spotted the bulges in their pants and felt a hot stirring in my loins. I had known when I had walked over and sank to my knees, my head directly in front of his crotch.

And I knew now as I undid his belt and pulled his pants down to his ankles, leaving only his boxers as the last boundary between his already hard cock and my lips. I looked up at him one last time, my eyes wide, before I pulled the boxers down and revealed his cock to my eager eyes and my hungry lips.

He bit his lip as I wrapped my fingers around his shaft, a soft groan escaping his lips as I applied some pressure onto him. One glance at the other side revealed that Madeline was already going ham on the blonde guy’s cock, her lips sliding effortlessly over his shaft as she dove in and out and then in again.

“Go on,” my guy said, and I realized that it was the first time I’d heard him speak.

Look at you, I thought to myself. You’re about to suck the cock of someone who you know nothing about. I stuck out my tongue and licked his tip, making him squirm. And you’re going to like it, too.

I ran my tongue along the underside of his shaft, all the way from his tip to the edge of his balls. I had been expecting it to be salty, so I was surprised to find that it didn’t really have a distinguishable taste at all. It just felt hot and throbby. I ran my tongue up again and then kissed his tip, making him groan once again.

“Yes,” he muttered under his breath. “Just like that.”

Steeling my nerves, I opened wide and pushed forward, enveloping the head of his cock between my lips. “Fuuck,” he groaned, his girth tight against the opening of my mouth. I pushed even further, his cock rolling deeper into my mouth as he forced me to open wider and wider. I let him in until the tip of his cock was scratching the back of my, and then I held him there, squeezing the base of his cock –  for which there was no space inside my mouth –  with my hand.

“That feels fucking amazing,” he said, and the only thing his praise did was turn me on even more.

Aware of how hard my own cock was, I slowly eased his shaft out of my mouth, spitting him almost all the way out until just his tip was inside. Again, I held him there for a moment before going forward with my mouth again.

“Fuuuuck,” he groaned as my lips traversed all the veins and ridges of his cock. “Keep going.” And I didn’t need to be told twice. I took him all the way in, and then spit him out again. And then again. And then again. Before long I was diving in and out of his cock with great speed, his shaft throbbing and squirming and shuddering inside my mouth with increasing urgency with every subsequent pump. He slipped his hands into my scalp, grabbing a few of strands of my hair as he threw his head back with ecstasy.

I was lucky in that I already had pretty long hair.

His hips were thrusting into my mouth now, and his cock slid in and out of me with no resistance at all. “Fuck,” he said. “Fuck. You’re so good at this.” Despite the fact that I hadn’t so much as touched my cock since this entire thing began, I was nearing the end of the line just hearing the words from his mouth.

I felt his cock grow swell even more, and my own thrashed inside my panties to match. “FUUUUUCK,” he screamed, burrowing his cock deep inside my mouth, his head throbbing extra hard as all the veins on his shaft pulsed. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. I’m gonna come.” And that’s exactly what he did. He held my head in place as his cock exploded inside me, flooding my mouth with rope after rope after rope of his come.

I, too, had been on the verge of orgasm. It must have been the added stimulation of his hot sticky load in my mouth because I couldn’t hold on any longer. I moaned into his cock with a mouthful of cum as I orgasmed, flooding the insides of my panties with cum.

For a second I was worried that this would give me away, but one look up at the guy and I knew I was worried for nothing. He had his head thrown back, his eyes shut, as he heaved out heavy breaths.

I looked over Madeline and found the blonde guy in a similar situation. She looked at me, spitting his load on the ground, before smiling at me. There seemed to be another question in her eyes.

And another answer in mine.

To be continued
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