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Chapter One




The locker room smelled like old sweat and cheap cleaning spray. It was a smell that Toby Gates used to hate, but now he loved it. It smelled like work. It smelled like men.

Toby stood in front of the long mirror on the wall. He was twenty-one years old and a junior in college. He lifted his arm up and flexed his bicep as hard as he could. The muscle popped up a little bit, but not as much as he wanted it to.

"Come on," he said to himself.

He turned to the side and looked at his chest. He had been lifting weights for almost a year now. He wanted to look big and strong like the guys on the football team. He wanted to fill out his shirts so people would look at him when he walked down the street.

Mostly, he wanted to impress his roommate, Donald.

Donald was a total bro. He was big and muscular and always had a girl hanging off his arm. Toby just wanted to be like that. He wanted to be cool.

But looking in the mirror, Toby just felt small. His shoulders were not wide enough. His arms were not thick enough. He felt a gnawing feeling in his stomach that told him he was not good enough.

"I just need to lift heavier," he muttered.

He grabbed his gym bag out of his locker and dug around for his shirt. He pulled out a tight white tank top. It was the smallest one he owned because he wanted to make sure he could see his muscles working when he lifted.

He pulled the shirt over his head. It clung to his skin. He looked at his stomach. It was flat, which was good, but he wanted a six-pack. He wanted the V-shape that guys like Donald had.

Toby put on his shorts. They were loose basketball shorts with the school logo on the side. He checked himself out one last time. He tried to puff out his chest.

It was okay. He looked like a guy who went to the gym. But he did not look like a man who owned the gym.

He sighed and picked up his water bottle.

"Time to get to work," he said.

Toby pushed the heavy door open and walked out into the main weight room. The noise hit him all at once. Metal clanged against metal. People yelled as they pushed heavy weights. Rap music boomed from the speakers in the ceiling.

The air was hotter in here. It was thick with humidity from the bodies moving around. Toby took a deep breath in. He liked the energy. It made him feel pumped up.

He walked over to the dumbbell rack. He needed to start with arms today. He grabbed two twenty-pound dumbbells. They felt heavy in his hands, but he knew he could curl them.

He found an open spot on the floor near the wall. He stood in front of the mirror there so he could watch his form. He started doing bicep curls.

Up and down. Up and down.

He watched his arms in the mirror. He tried to focus on the burn in his muscle. He tried to focus on getting big. But his eyes kept wandering away from his own reflection.

The gym was full of guys. There were guys bench pressing, guys squatting, guys doing pull-ups. Toby tried not to stare, but it was hard.

He saw a guy near the squat rack who had legs as thick as tree trunks. He saw another guy doing pushups whose back muscles rippled like a wave.

Toby felt that familiar tug in his brain. It was a feeling he did not understand. He did not want to be these guys exactly. He wanted to be near them. He wanted to be around their strength.

He shook his head to clear the thought.

"Focus, Toby," he whispered to himself. "You are here to lift."

He finished his set and put the weights down. He wiped the sweat off his forehead with the back of his hand. He grabbed his water bottle and took a long drink. The water was warm, but it felt good going down his dry throat.

That was when he saw him.

Harold Bolton was on the other side of the gym, near the platform. Harold was a senior. He was huge. He was not just big like a football player. He was built like a tank.

Harold was shirtless.

Toby could not look away. Harold was loading up a barbell with massive black plates. He was getting ready to deadlift. The bar looked like it weighed a ton.

Harold bent down and grabbed the bar. His hands were wrapped in thick straps. His back was wide and tan. As he pulled the weight up, the muscles in his lower back flared out.

Toby felt his breath catch in his throat.

Harold locked his knees and stood up straight with the heavy weight. The veins in his neck bulged out. They were thick and ropelike, running down the side of his throat toward his shoulders.

Harold’s face was red from the effort. He gritted his teeth and let out a low growl. It was a sound of pure power.

Toby stared at the sweat running down Harold’s body. It dripped down the center of his back, disappearing into the waistband of his shorts. The skin on Harold’s lower back was smooth and glistening.

Toby had never seen anything so masculine in his life. He felt weak just looking at him. He felt small.

But there was something else, too. A heat was building up in Toby’s belly. It was a feeling that scared him. It was a feeling that made his knees feel shaky.

Harold dropped the weight back to the floor with a loud crash. The sound echoed through the gym. Harold did not look around to see if anyone was watching. He just bent down to grab the bar again.

His shorts were tight. They showed off the muscles in his legs and his butt. Toby’s eyes traced the line of Harold’s hamstring.

"What is wrong with me?" Toby thought.

He knew he should look away. It was weird to stare at another guy like this. Especially at a guy like Harold. Harold was an alpha male. He was the kind of guy who would punch someone for looking at him too long.

But Toby could not stop. He was trapped by the sight of Harold’s body.

Harold pulled the weight up again. This time he grunted louder. The veins in his arms popped out. His chest heaved as he held the weight at the top.

Toby imagined what it would feel like to touch those muscles. He wondered if Harold’s skin would be hot to the touch. He wondered what that sweat would taste like if he licked it off Harold’s shoulder.

The thought made Toby dizzy.

He looked down at his own shorts. He had a problem. A big problem.

His dick was rock hard. It was pushing against the fabric of his underwear, creating a tent in his loose gym shorts. There was no way to hide it.

Panic shot through Toby’s chest. He looked around the room to see if anyone was looking at him.

A guy on the treadmill was watching TV. Two guys near the water fountain were talking. Nobody seemed to be looking at Toby yet.

But if he moved, they would see. If he turned around, everyone would know that he had a boner in the middle of the gym. They would know he was getting turned on by watching Harold lift weights.

He had to get out of here. He had to hide.

Toby grabbed his towel and held it in front of his waist. He walked as fast as he could toward the back of the gym, trying to look casual. He felt like everyone was staring at him.

He pushed through the door into the hallway that led to the bathrooms. He pushed the door to the men’s room open and hurried inside.

There was one guy washing his hands at the sink. Toby ignored him and rushed into the last stall. He slammed the lock shut and leaned back against the cold metal door.

He was breathing hard. His heart was pounding in his ears like a drum.

He looked down. The tent in his shorts was still there. It was throbbing. He felt so ashamed.

"Why does this happen?" he thought.

He knew he liked girls. He had dated girls in high school. But looking at Harold had done something to him. It had flipped a switch in his brain that he could not turn off.

He closed his eyes and leaned his head back against the door. The image of Harold’s sweaty back flashed in his mind. He saw the veins in Harold’s neck again. He heard the low growl Harold made when he lifted the weight.

Toby’s dick twitched. He could not ignore it. The pressure was too much. He needed relief.

He reached down and pulled his shorts and underwear down to his knees. His dick slapped up against his stomach. It was harder than it had ever been in his life. The head was purple and leaking a little bit of clear fluid.

Toby spit on his hand to get it wet. He wrapped his fingers around his shaft. It felt hot and heavy in his grip.

"Harold," he whispered.

He did not mean to say the name out loud, but it slipped out.

He started moving his hand up and down. The friction felt incredible. He squeezed his eyes shut tight. In his mind, he was not in a dirty bathroom stall.

He was back on the gym floor. He was walking over to Harold. He imagined getting on his knees in front of him. He imagined Harold looking down at him with those dark eyes.

"Yeah," Toby whispered.

He moved his hand faster. The sound of his skin slapping together filled the small stall. He hoped the guy at the sink would leave soon.

He imagined Harold reaching out and grabbing Toby’s head. He imagined Harold forcing Toby’s face into his crotch.

The thought made Toby’s hips buck forward. He could feel the orgasm building up fast. It was like a tidal wave rising in his body.

He thought about the sweat dripping down Harold’s chest. He thought about how strong Harold was. Harold could do whatever he wanted to him. Harold could throw him around like a ragdoll.

"Harold," Toby moaned again, a little louder this time.

The guy at the sink turned the water on. The sound covered up Toby’s moan.

Toby’s hand was a blur now. He was gasping for air. He felt dirty, but he could not stop. It felt too good.

"Please," he whispered to the imaginary Harold in his mind.

He imagined Harold grabbing his hair and forcing his mouth open. Toby opened his own mouth in real life, panting like a dog.

The pressure was at the breaking point. He could not hold it back anymore.

"Harold!"

He grunted the name as quietly as he could. His body went stiff as a board. His toes curled inside his gym shoes.

Thick ropes of cum shot out of his dick. They splattered against the stall door. One spurt hit the metal with a wet sound. Another landed on his own hand.

He kept pumping his dick, milking every last drop out of it. It was the most intense orgasm he had ever had. His legs shook so hard he almost fell over.

He stood there for a long time, breathing hard. The smell of his cum filled the small space.

Slowly, reality came back. He opened his eyes and looked at the mess on the door. He looked at the cum dripping down his fingers.

He felt ashamed.

"What the fuck is wrong with you?" he whispered to himself.

He grabbed some toilet paper from the roll and started wiping the door off. He cleaned his hand with a wad of paper too.

He pulled his shorts back up. He tucked his softening dick away and tried to arrange his clothes so he looked normal.

He flushed the toilet paper down the toilet and unlocked the stall door.

The sink was empty now. The other guy had left.

Toby walked to the sink and washed his hands. He scrubbed them hard, trying to wash away the feeling of what he had just done. He looked at himself in the mirror.

His face was flushed red. His eyes looked wide and scared.

He did not look like a man who had just conquered the gym. He looked like a guilty little boy.

He splashed some cold water on his face to cool down. He dried off with a paper towel.

"Get it together, Toby," he said to his reflection.

He knew he could not go back out there. Not yet. He could not face Harold after what just happened. He would have to leave.

He grabbed his bag and headed for the side exit of the gym. He needed to get back to his dorm room. He needed to hide under his covers and pretend he was normal.

But as he walked out into the cool afternoon air, he knew one thing for sure. He was going to come back tomorrow. He was going to see Harold again.
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Toby stood in the doorway for a minute before he walked back onto the gym floor. His legs felt a little shaky after what he had done in the bathroom. He felt guilty, like there was a big sign on his forehead that told everyone what a pervert he was.

He took a deep breath and tried to look cool. He adjusted his tank top and picked up his water bottle. He just needed to finish his workout. Then he could go back to the dorm and hide.

He kept his eyes down as he walked across the room. He did not want to look at the deadlift platform again. He did not want to see Harold. If he saw Harold, he might get another boner, and he could not handle that right now.

He found an empty bench press station. It was in the corner, a little bit away from the main crowd. That was good. He could be alone there.

He looked at the rack. The bar was already loaded with two forty-five pound plates on each side. That was one hundred and thirty-five pounds. It was not a huge amount of weight, but it was enough for Toby.

Usually, he warmed up with just the bar. But today he felt like he had something to prove. He felt like he needed to show the world that he was a man.

"I can do this," he said softly.

He sat on the end of the bench and lay back. The bench was covered in vinyl that was cracked and peeling, and it felt sticky against his bare arms. He wiggled his shoulders until they were comfortable against the pad.

He reached up and grabbed the bar. The metal was cold and rough. He took a deep breath and filled his chest with air.

He lifted the bar off the rack. It felt heavy immediately. His arms shook a little bit as he moved it over his chest.

"Okay," he breathed out.

He lowered the bar down. It touched his nipples. He pushed it back up. It was hard, but he did it.

He lowered it again. This time it felt heavier. His elbows started to flare out to the sides. He knew that was bad form, but he could not help it.

He pushed it up again. He was already tired.

"One more," he told himself.

He brought the bar down a third time. This time, he went too low. The bar hit the lower part of his chest, right on his ribs. It knocked the wind out of him.

He tried to push it back up. Nothing happened. The bar was stuck.

Toby panicked. He pushed with his arms, but they were too weak. He tried to arch his back, but he just made the bar slip lower.

Suddenly, the bar was pressing against his throat. It cut off his air. He could not breathe.

He gasped, but no air came in. The weight was crushing his windpipe. He flailed his legs on the floor, kicking the bench. He made a choking sound.

His eyes went wide. He was going to die. He was going to die right here on this bench with a weight on his neck.

He tried to yell for help, but he could not make a sound. The room started to go black at the edges. The bar was so heavy. It was crushing him.

Then, a shadow fell over his face. The bright gym lights were blocked out by something big.

Toby looked up, his eyes bulging. All he could see was a pair of baggy gym shorts right above his face. And right in the center of the shorts, a huge bulge.

It was Harold.

Harold did not grab the bar right away. He stood there for a second, looming over Toby’s head. He was looking down at Toby with a smirk on his face.

Toby could smell him. Even over the smell of his own panic sweat, he could smell Harold. It was a thick, musky scent of hard work and sweat. But under that, there was something else. It was the smell of expensive cologne. It smelled like leather and spices.

The smell filled Toby’s nose. It went straight to his brain. It made him dizzy.

"Looks like you bit off more than you can chew, huh?"

Harold’s voice was deep and rumbled like thunder. He sounded amused.

Toby choked again, scrabbling at the bar with his hands. He needed air. He needed it now.

Harold still did not lift the bar. He stepped closer. His crotch was inches from Toby’s face. Toby could see the outline of Harold’s dick through the thin fabric of the shorts. It looked massive. It looked thick and soft, resting against Harold's leg.

"You’re flaring your elbows, kid," Harold said casually, like he was giving a lesson. "You lose all your power that way. You need to tuck them in."

Toby stared up at him. His vision was swimming. The lack of air was making his head pound. But he could not stop looking at that bulge.

"Tighten your core, boy," Harold commanded. "Drive with your legs. Or are you just too weak for this weight?"

Toby felt a flush of shame. Harold was right. He was weak. He was a weak little boy who was stuck under a weight that a real man could lift easily.

Harold leaned down a little bit. The fabric of his shorts brushed against Toby’s forehead.

"Say please," Harold said.

Toby’s eyes widened. He was being strangled, and this guy wanted him to say please? But he did it. He had to.

"P-please," Toby wheezed out in a tiny whisper.

Harold laughed. It was a deep, dark sound.

"Good boy."

Finally, Harold reached down. His big hands wrapped around the bar. His fingers brushed against Toby’s sweaty palms.

Harold did not lift the bar with a struggle. He did not even grunt. He just picked it up like it was a feather. The pressure on Toby’s throat vanished instantly.

Toby gasped in a huge breath of air. He coughed and sputtered, sucking in oxygen. His chest heaved up and down.

Harold guided the bar back toward the rack. But he moved slowly. He took his time. He wanted Toby to know that he was in control.

Toby watched Harold’s arms as he lifted. The muscles bunched up hard. They were covered in veins. They were the strongest arms Toby had ever seen.

Harold clipped the bar into the rack with a loud clang. But he did not step away. He stayed standing over Toby, leaning on the bar.

He looked down at Toby, who was still lying flat on the bench, trying to catch his breath.

"You okay down there?" Harold asked.

Toby nodded. He could not speak yet. His throat hurt where the bar had smashed it.

Harold’s eyes roamed over Toby’s body. They looked at Toby’s heaving chest, exposed by the tank top. They looked at Toby’s shaking legs. Toby felt naked under that gaze. He felt like Harold was looking right through his skin.

"You’ve got potential, kid," Harold said.

His voice was softer now. It was almost a whisper.

"But you need guidance," Harold continued.

He reached down with one hand. His rough, calloused palm pressed against the center of Toby’s chest. Right between his pecs.

The touch was electric. Toby’s skin burned where Harold touched him. Harold’s hand was huge. It covered almost all of Toby’s chest.

Harold moved his hand slightly, rubbing Toby’s skin through the tank top. He brushed his thumb over Toby’s nipple.

Toby let out a small, high-pitched whimper. He could not stop it. His body was betraying him again.

Harold smirked. He knew exactly what he was doing.

"You’ve got a good base," Harold said, his hand lingering on Toby’s chest. "But you’re soft. You need to be hardened. You need someone to teach you how to use this body."

Toby lay there, frozen. His heart was hammering against his ribs so hard he thought Harold could feel it. It was beating harder than it had when he was almost dying just a minute ago.

His dick was hard again. It was pressing up against the fabric of his shorts, making a tent that anyone could see. But he did not care. All he could think about was Harold’s hand on his chest.

Harold leaned in closer. His face was just inches from Toby’s face. Toby could smell the mint on his breath mixed with the sweat.

"I can teach you," Harold whispered.

He dragged his hand down Toby’s chest, over his stomach, and stopped right at the waistband of his shorts. His fingers twitched, like he wanted to go lower.

"Do you want that?" Harold asked.

Toby looked up into Harold’s dark eyes. He felt trapped. He felt small. But he also felt safe. This was the most dangerous situation he had ever been in, but he wanted to stay in it forever.

"Yes," Toby whispered. "Please teach me."

Harold smiled. It was a smile that showed all his teeth. It was a shark smile.

"Good," Harold said.

He pulled his hand away and stood up straight. The spell was broken.

Toby felt cold where Harold’s hand had been. He missed the touch immediately.

Harold crossed his arms over his massive chest.

"I’m here every day at four," Harold said. "Don’t be late."

He turned around and walked away without looking back. Toby watched him go. He watched the way Harold’s glutes flexed in his shorts with every step. He watched the other guys in the gym move out of Harold’s way.

Toby lay on the bench for a long time. His throat hurt, his chest hurt, and his balls ached. He knew he was in trouble. He knew he was getting in over his head.

But as he sat up and swung his legs off the bench, he knew one thing for sure.

He would be here tomorrow at four o'clock. He would not miss it for the world.
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Toby did not do any more lifting after Harold walked away. His heart was beating too fast. His hands were shaking too much. He knew that if he tried to pick up a weight, he would drop it on himself again.

He grabbed his towel and wiped the sweat off his face. He felt gross. He felt sticky and confused. He just wanted to go home.

He walked quickly to the locker room. He kept his head down. He did not look at the mirrors. He did not look at the guys lifting. He just wanted to be invisible.

He shoved his stuff into his gym bag. He did not bother to shower. He just wanted to get out of there before he saw Harold again.

He pulled his hoodie on over his tank top and zipped it up all the way to his chin. He put his hood up. He felt like he was hiding from the world.

He pushed the heavy door open and stepped outside.

The cold air hit him like a punch. It was freezing. It was snowing. Big, fat white flakes were drifting down from the dark sky. They landed on the sidewalk and melted instantly.

Toby took a deep breath. The air smelled like snow and car exhaust. It was sharp and cold in his lungs.

He stuffed his hands into his pockets and started walking toward the dorms. The snow was coming down harder now. It was sticking to the grass and the parked cars.

He walked with his head down, watching his feet crunch on the icy sidewalk. He just wanted to get back to his room and lock the door. He wanted to think about what had just happened. He wanted to understand why he had let Harold touch him like that.

He was almost at the edge of the gym property when he saw a figure standing by the brick wall.

Toby stopped. He knew who it was immediately. Even with the hood up, he would know that silhouette anywhere. It was Harold.

Harold was leaning back against the wall, smoking a cigarette. The tip glowed bright red in the dark. A small cloud of white smoke came out of his mouth and mixed with the fog of his breath.

Toby froze. He wanted to turn around and run the other way. But his feet would not move.

Harold turned his head. He saw Toby standing there. He smiled. It was not a nice smile. It was the smile of a wolf that had caught a rabbit.

"Leaving so soon?" Harold asked.

His voice was deep and smooth. It carried easily over the sound of the wind.

Toby swallowed hard. His throat felt tight.

"Yeah," Toby said. "I’m done for the day."

Harold took a drag of his cigarette and flicked the ash onto the ground. He pushed himself off the wall and walked toward Toby.

Toby wanted to step back, but he stood his ground. Harold was big. He was wearing a big winter coat that made his shoulders look even wider. He looked like a giant.

"You were watching me," Harold said.

It was not a question. It was an accusation. Harold’s dark eyes bored into Toby’s.

Toby felt his face get hot. Even in the freezing cold air, he blushed.

"I... I don’t know what you mean," Toby stammered.

He sounded like an idiot. He knew Harold saw him. He knew Harold caught him staring at his ass while he was deadlifting.

Harold laughed. He stepped closer. He was right in Toby’s personal space now. Toby could smell the cigarette smoke on him. He could smell that same musky cologne from the gym.

"Don’t play dumb, kid," Harold said. "I saw you looking. You were staring at me like a piece of meat."

Toby looked down at the ground. He could not handle looking Harold in the eyes.

"I was just... watching your form," Toby whispered.

It was a lie. They both knew it was a lie.

Harold chuckled. He reached out and grabbed Toby’s chin. He forced Toby’s head up so they were looking at each other. Harold’s fingers were rough and strong. His grip was tight.

"My form, huh?" Harold asked. "Is that why you almost killed yourself on the bench press? Because you were so busy watching my form?"

Toby’s lip trembled. He felt so small. He felt like Harold could crush him with one hand.

"I just want to get big," Toby said. His voice sounded weak and whiny.

Harold let go of his chin. He looked Toby up and down, shaking his head.

"You’re never going to get big on your own," Harold said. "You don’t have the genetics for it. You’re too soft."

The words hurt. Toby knew they were true, but it still hurt to hear them said out loud.

"I try hard," Toby said.

"It’s not about trying," Harold said. "It’s about fuel. You need the right fuel to build a fire."

He stepped back and took another drag of his cigarette. He blew the smoke out into the snow.

"You’re taking that cheap powder stuff from the store, aren’t you?" Harold asked.

Toby nodded. "Yeah. Protein powder."

Harold made a face like he smelled something bad.

"Garbage," Harold said. "That stuff is for little boys. If you want to be a man, you need real supplements. You need the stuff that the pros use."

Toby looked at him. He felt a spark of hope.

"You know where to get better stuff?" Toby asked.

Harold smiled. He dropped his cigarette on the ground and crushed it out with his boot.

"I know a guy," Harold said. "He has some stuff that is pure. It’s not legal, but it works. It’ll put muscle on you in weeks."

Toby’s heart beat faster. Steroids. He knew that was what Harold was talking about. He knew he should say no. He knew it was dangerous. He knew it was cheating.

But he wanted it so bad. He wanted to be big. He wanted to be like Harold.

"I don’t know," Toby said. "I don’t have much money."

Harold laughed again.

"Don’t worry about money," Harold said. "I can get you a deal. I know the guy."

Harold looked around the parking lot. It was empty. Everyone else was inside the gym or in their dorms. The snow was falling thicker now, covering the ground in white.

"I actually have some in my car," Harold said. "But I’m not parked here. I keep my stash in a spot nearby so the campus cops don’t find it."

Toby hesitated. This felt wrong. Going somewhere private with Harold in the middle of the night? It sounded like a bad idea.

But then he looked at Harold’s chest. He saw the way the coat stretched over Harold’s huge pecs. He remembered how it felt to have Harold’s hand on his chest.

"Where is it?" Toby asked.

Harold pointed toward the back of the athletic fields. Beyond the football stadium, there was a line of trees. Behind the trees, Toby knew there were some old maintenance buildings.

"It’s in the old equipment shed behind the maintenance building," Harold said.

Toby shook his head. "It’s freezing out here. Can’t we just go to your dorm?"

Harold frowned. He looked annoyed.

"I can’t bring that stuff into the dorms," Harold said sharply. "Do you want to get big or not? Because if you don’t, I can just go find someone else who does."

He turned around like he was going to leave.

Panic surged through Toby. He could not let Harold leave. He could not miss this chance.

"No, wait!" Toby called out.

Harold stopped and looked back over his shoulder.

"Yeah?" Harold asked.

Toby’s brain was screaming at him to go home. It was telling him that this was dangerous. It was telling him that Harold was bad news.

But his mouth did not listen to his brain.

"I’ll go," Toby said.

Harold turned back around. A slow smile spread across his face. It made him look dangerous. It made him look hungry.

"Good," Harold said. "Follow me."

Harold turned and started walking toward the trees. He walked with a confident stride. He did not look back to see if Toby was following. He knew Toby would follow.

Toby took a deep breath. The cold air burned his lungs. He pulled his hood tighter around his face.

He took a step, following Harold’s footprints in the snow.

They walked away from the safety of the gym lights. They walked toward the dark edge of campus. The only light came from the snow on the ground and the moon peeking through the clouds.

Toby was scared. He was terrified. But he was also excited. His dick was getting hard in his pants again just thinking about being alone with Harold.

He followed Harold into the dark, snowy night, walking toward the shed where his life was going to change forever.


Chapter Two




The snow crunched loudly under their boots as they walked away from the main path. The wind was picking up, blowing the snow sideways. It stung Toby’s face, but he did not pull his hood up. He was too focused on Harold’s back.

Harold walked fast. He did not look like the cold bothered him at all. He walked with his hands in his pockets, shoulders back, leading the way like he owned the whole campus.

Toby followed in his footsteps. It was easier to walk where the snow was already packed down. His heart was hammering in his chest. Every step they took, they got further away from the safety of the dorms.

They walked past the football stadium. It was a big, dark skeleton against the sky. The lights were off. The parking lot was empty.

"Where is this place?" Toby asked. His teeth were chattering a little bit.

"Just keep up," Harold said over his shoulder.

They went into a small patch of woods. The trees were bare and looked like scary fingers scratching at the sky. The ground here was bumpy and full of roots. Toby almost tripped twice.

Finally, the trees cleared. There was a small building in front of them. It was made of gray cement blocks. The roof was corrugated metal that was rusted orange.

A single wooden door was set into the front of the building. It looked thick and heavy. There was a padlock on the handle, shining in the moonlight.

"We’re here," Harold said.

He stopped in front of the door. He turned around and looked at Toby. Toby was panting from the walk. His nose was running from the cold.

"Nobody comes here," Harold said. "Perfect spot for private business."

Harold reached into his pocket. He pulled out a flat piece of metal. It looked like a shim or a thin ruler.

"Hold this," Harold said, handing Toby his gloves.

Harold bent down by the lock. He stuck the piece of metal between the lock and the metal hasp. He jiggled it around. He twisted the lock.

Click.

The lock popped open. Harold took it off and shoved it in his pocket.

"Open it," Harold commanded.

Toby stepped forward. His hand was shaking as he grabbed the metal handle. It was freezing cold. He pulled the heavy door open.

It made a loud screeching sound, like a monster screaming. The sound echoed in the quiet woods.

"After you," Harold said.

Toby stepped inside. It was pitch black. He could not see a thing. He stumbled a little bit.

"Don't move," Harold said from behind him.

Harold closed the door. Toby heard the click of the lock sliding back into place. They were locked in.

Toby stood still in the dark. His heart was beating so hard he thought it might burst out of his chest. He felt like he was in a coffin.

Suddenly, a strip of light appeared. It was coming from the cracks in the wooden door. It wasn't much, but it let Toby see the shape of the room.

The shed was small. It smelled like old gasoline, wet dirt, and oil. It was a sharp smell that made Toby’s nose wrinkle.

As Toby’s eyes got used to the dark, he could see more. There were piles of junk everywhere. In the corner, there was an old riding lawn mower covered in a tarp. Along the walls, there were shelves filled with paint cans and rusty tools.

There were rakes and shovels leaning against the wall. There was a workbench covered in sawdust.

It was dirty. It was cold. Toby could see his breath puffing out in white clouds in front of his face.

"So," Toby said. His voice sounded loud in the small room. "Where is the stuff?"

Harold walked past him. Harold did not seem to care about the dark. He walked like he knew exactly where everything was.

"Relax," Harold said. "We have plenty of time."

Harold went over to the workbench. He leaned back against it, crossing his arms. He looked at Toby in the dim light.

Toby stood there, hugging himself. He was freezing. The cold air in the shed was biting through his hoodie and his gym clothes.

"Is it safe here?" Toby asked. He felt stupid asking, but he was nervous.

"Nobody comes here," Harold said again. "I told you. Stop worrying so much."

Harold pushed off the bench. He walked toward Toby. He moved slowly. The light from the cracks in the door caught his face for a second. He looked intense. He looked focused.

Toby wanted to step back, but there was nowhere to go. The wall was right behind him.

"You want to get big, right?" Harold asked.

"Yes," Toby said quickly. "That’s why I came."

"Good," Harold said. "But supplements aren't enough. You need to know what you’re doing. You need to know your body."

Harold stopped right in front of Toby. He was so close that Toby could smell him again. Even over the smell of the shed, Toby smelled Harold’s sweat and that spicy cologne.

Toby’s breath hitched. He looked up at Harold. Harold was taller than him by a lot. Toby felt like a little kid standing next to a grown man.

"I need to check you out first," Harold said. "Before I give you anything."

"Check me out?" Toby asked. "What do you mean?"

Harold reached out. He grabbed Toby’s shoulder. His grip was like a vice. He squeezed Toby’s shoulder muscle.

"You’re tense," Harold said. "You carry all your stress up here."

Harold moved his hand down Toby’s arm. He squeezed Toby’s bicep.

"Too small," Harold said, shaking his head. "Soft."

Toby felt his face burn with shame. He knew he was small. He did not need Harold to tell him.

"I’m working on it," Toby said.

Harold ignored him. He stepped around Toby. He stood behind him. Toby could feel Harold’s body heat against his back. It felt like a furnace.

"Posture is bad," Harold said, smacking Toby on the lower back. "You stick your butt out too much."

Toby tried to stand up straighter.

"Stop moving," Harold commanded.

Harold’s hands were on Toby’s hips now. He was measuring Toby’s waist with his hands. His big thumbs pressed into Toby’s stomach.

"Core is weak," Harold said. "That’s why you couldn't lift the bar today."

Toby swallowed hard. He felt trapped between Harold and the wall. But he also felt a strange thrill running through his body. Harold was touching him all over. It felt intimate. It felt possessive.

"I can do more crunches," Toby offered.

Harold laughed right in Toby’s ear.

"It’s not about crunches," Harold said. "It’s about your muscle insertions. The way your muscles attach to your bones. If they are attached wrong, you’ll never get big. You’ll just look stupid."

Toby did not know what muscle insertions were. It sounded like science. But he nodded anyway.

"I don’t want to look stupid," Toby said.

"Exactly," Harold said. "I need to check them. I need to see how your muscles are attached."

Harold walked back around to face Toby.

"Get on your knees," Harold said.

Toby blinked. He looked at the dirty floor. The concrete was covered in dust and dead bugs. It looked freezing.

"What?" Toby asked. "Why?"

"I can’t check your insertions while you’re standing up," Harold said. His voice was hard. "I need to look at your quads and your hips from a lower angle. Just do it."

It was such a lie. Toby knew it was a lie. Checking muscles did not require him to get on his knees on a dirty floor. But he also knew that he did not want to make Harold angry.

Harold was the only one who could help him get big. Harold was the only one who had the magic supplements.

And if Toby was honest with himself, he wanted to do whatever Harold told him to do. His body was screaming at him to obey.

"Now," Harold said.

Toby took a deep breath. He looked down at the floor. He bent his knees and slowly lowered himself down.

The concrete was incredibly cold. It burned his skin through his sweatpants. He felt the grit and dirt pressing against his knees.

He knelt there in the dim light. He was looking right at Harold’s waist. He was eye level with the button on Harold’s jeans.

"Good," Harold said softly.

Harold stepped closer. His legs were right in front of Toby’s face. Toby could see the muscles in Harold’s thighs flexing under his jeans.

"Look up at me," Harold said.

Toby tilted his head back. He looked up Harold’s tall body. Harold was looking down at him with a dark look in his eyes.

Toby’s heart was pounding against his ribs. The cold from the floor was seeping into his skin, making him shiver. But his blood was boiling hot.

He felt so small down here. He felt weak. He felt exactly like he was meant to be. On his knees. Looking up. Waiting for orders.

Harold smiled down at him. It was a smile that sent a shiver down Toby’s spine that had nothing to do with the cold.

"Stay just like that," Harold said.
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Toby stayed on his knees. He looked up at Harold, waiting for him to check his muscles or whatever he was going to do. The air in the shed was stale and quiet.

Harold did not reach down to touch Toby’s arm or leg. Instead, he put his hands on his own belt. The metal buckle made a loud clinking sound in the silence.

Toby’s eyes went wide. He watched Harold’s fingers move. Harold undid the buckle. Then he unsnapped the button on his jeans. The sound of the zipper going down was like a tearing sound. It was very loud.

"Harold?" Toby squeaked. "What are you doing?"

Harold didn't answer. He pushed his jeans down. He was wearing boxers underneath. Toby could see a massive bulge straining against the cotton fabric. It looked like a snake coiled up in there.

"Shh," Harold said. "Just watch."

Harold hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his boxers. He pulled them down too.

Toby gasped. He could not help it. Harold’s cock sprang out. It was right in front of Toby’s face.

It was huge. Toby had seen plenty of porn, but seeing a real cock this close was different. It was thick and angry looking. The head was big and shaped like a mushroom. It was darker than the rest of the skin.

There was a vein running up the side that looked as thick as a pencil. At the tip, there was a clear bead of liquid. It was dripping down the head.

"See that?" Harold asked. "That is real power."

Toby stared at it. He did not know what to do. He felt frozen. He knew he should get up and run out the door, but his legs would not move.

Harold reached out. He grabbed the back of Toby’s head with both hands. His fingers tangled in Toby’s hair. His grip was tight.

"Open up, bro," Harold said. "It’s high in protein."

Toby’s heart stopped.

"Wait, what?" Toby stammered.

"I said open up," Harold commanded.

Harold pulled Toby’s head forward. He did not give Toby a choice. Toby’s hands flew up to Harold’s thighs, pushing against them, trying to stop himself. But Harold was too strong.

Toby’s mouth was forced open. The head of Harold’s cock pushed past his lips.

Toby gagged immediately. It was so big. It filled his mouth completely. He could not breathe. The taste hit his tongue right away.

It tasted salty. It tasted like musk and sweat. It was a strong, bitter taste. Toby felt drool leak out of the corners of his mouth instantly.

"Relax your throat," Harold grunted.

Harold pulled Toby’s head down further. More of the thick shaft slid into Toby’s mouth. Toby’s jaw was stretched to the limit. It hurt. It felt like his lips were going to rip.

He looked up at Harold with wide, watery eyes. Harold was looking down at him with a look of pure pleasure.

"Yeah," Harold groaned. "That’s a good boy. Use your tongue."

Toby did not know how to use his tongue. He was panicking. He could not breathe through his nose because Harold was too deep in his mouth.

He tried to pull back, but Harold held him still.

"Suck it," Harold ordered.

Toby tried to obey. He wrapped his lips around the shaft as tight as he could. He moved his tongue under the head. He could feel the ridge of the helmet.

He felt the precum leaking onto his tongue. It was slimy and warm. It mixed with his spit and made the inside of his mouth slippery.

Toby felt sick. He felt used. He was on his knees on a dirty floor with a senior’s cock in his mouth. It was degrading. It was disgusting.

But his own dick was rock hard in his pants. He was throbbing. Being treated like this made him hot. He felt a strange rush in his veins.

Harold started to move his hips. He pulled his cock out almost all the way, then thrust it back in.

Toby choked. "Gack!"

"Take it," Harold said. "Breathe through your nose."

Toby tried to breathe. He made snorting sounds like a pig. Tears were leaking out of his eyes now. They ran down his cheeks and mixed with the drool on his chin.

The taste was overwhelming. It was pure man. It was dirty and raw. Toby could smell Harold’s crotch right in his face. It smelled like balls and sweat and old cum.

Harold pushed deeper. The head of his cock hit the back of Toby’s throat.

Toby’s stomach lurched. He gagged hard. His throat muscles spasmed around the head of Harold’s dick.

Harold moaned. "Oh yeah. choke on it. Your throat feels so good."

Toby’s hands were resting on Harold’s thighs now. He wasn't pushing away anymore. He was holding on for dear life.

He looked down the shaft of Harold’s cock. He saw the base disappearing into Harold’s pubic hair. He saw Harold’s heavy balls swinging back and forth, hitting Toby’s chin.

Harold’s hands tightened in Toby’s hair. He started to fuck Toby’s face. He was not gentle. He slammed his cock in and out.

Toby’s eyes rolled back in his head. He was dizzy from lack of air. The room was spinning. The only thing that was real was the cock in his mouth.

He could feel every vein. He could feel the pulse of Harold’s heartbeat through the skin of the shaft. It was alive in his mouth.

"You like that, don't you?" Harold asked. "You like sucking my dick."

Toby couldn't talk. His mouth was full. But he nodded his head slightly. He did like it. He loved it. He loved being used. He loved being on his knees for a real man.

Harold smirked. "I knew you were a cocksucker the moment I saw you."

Harold thrust in hard. He pushed deeper than he had before. The thick head of his cock rammed into the back of Toby’s throat.

Toby gagged violently. His whole body jerked. He couldn't stop it. It was a reflex. He felt like he was going to throw up.

"Gack! Gug! Gack!"

The sound was wet and nasty. Spit flew out of his mouth and coated his nose and Harold’s pubes.

Tears were streaming down his face now. They were washing away the blush on his cheeks. He looked a mess. His gym aesthetic was ruined. He looked like a crying whore.

But he didn't pull away. He stayed there. He let Harold fuck his throat.

Then, Harold stopped moving. He held his cock all the way in Toby’s mouth. He groaned deep in his chest.

"Swallow it," Harold grunted.

Toby felt the cock twitch on his tongue. Then, a spurt of hot liquid shot into his mouth. It was precum. It was thick and salty. It coated the back of Toby’s tongue.

He swallowed automatically. He gulped down the warm fluid.

As soon as he swallowed it, Toby felt a shiver go through his whole body. It was like he had taken a drug. He felt a warm glow spread out from his stomach. His mind got fuzzy.

He looked up at Harold with wide, submissive eyes. He knew he was doing something permanent. He knew there was no going back now.

He was a cocksucker. He was Harold’s cocksucker.

He moaned around the shaft and sucked harder, hungry for more.
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Harold groaned loud. It sounded like a growl from a bear. He held Toby’s head tight against his crotch. Toby could not move at all.

Then, the cock in his mouth started to throb. It pulsed hard against Toby’s tongue.

Suddenly, hot liquid shot into the back of Toby’s throat. It was thick and salty. It was Harold’s cum.

Toby gagged. "Gug! Glug!"

There was so much of it. It kept coming in spurts. It filled Toby’s mouth up faster than he could swallow. He felt like he was drowning in it.

Some of it leaked out of the corners of his mouth. It ran down his chin and dripped onto his hoodie. But he swallowed most of it.

He swallowed hard and fast. The cum was warm and slimy. It coated his throat all the way down to his stomach. It tasted musky and bitter. It was the taste of a man.

Toby’s own dick was throbbing in his shorts. He felt like he was going to cum in his pants just from swallowing Harold’s load. He felt so dirty. He felt like a total slut.

Harold kept grunting. "Yeah. Take it all. Every drop."

Toby moaned around the shaft. He loved it. He loved knowing he made this alpha male cum. He felt proud.

Finally, the spurts stopped. Harold’s cock stopped twitching. Toby sucked on the head a little bit, getting the last few drops out.

Harold let out a long breath. He pulled his hips back. His cock slid out of Toby’s mouth with a wet pop sound.

Toby coughed. He gasped for air. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. His hand came away shiny with spit and cum.

Harold looked down at him. He looked satisfied. He looked like a king who just got what he wanted.

"Good job, kid," Harold said. "You’re a natural at that."

Harold reached down and pulled up his boxers. He tucked his softening cock away. Then he buttoned and zipped his jeans. He did it like it was nothing. Like he just finished a workout.

Toby stayed on his knees. He felt weak. His jaw ached. His throat felt raw. He could still taste the cum in his mouth.

He looked up at Harold. He wanted Harold to tell him he did good again. He wanted Harold to touch him.

But Harold turned around. He walked over to his gym bag on the workbench. He unzipped a pocket.

"You look thirsty," Harold said.

He pulled out a metal thermos. It was black and looked beat up. Harold shook it a little bit. Toby could hear liquid sloshing around inside.

"Drink this," Harold said, walking back to Toby. "It will help you recover."

Toby looked at the thermos. "What is it?"

"It is a special protein mix," Harold said. "It has everything you need to get big. It is better than anything you can buy at the store."

Harold unscrewed the lid. A sweet smell came out of the thermos. It smelled like strawberries and chemicals. It smelled fake.

Toby took the thermos. His hands were still shaking. He looked inside. It was full of a thick, pink liquid. It looked like melted strawberry ice cream.

"Drink it all," Harold commanded. "Don't waste a drop."

Toby hesitated. He was full of cum. His stomach felt weird. But he did not want to make Harold mad. He wanted the protein.

He lifted the thermos to his lips. He took a sip.

It was ice cold. It was very sweet. Too sweet. It had a weird aftertaste that made his tongue numb. It tasted like medicine mixed with sugar.

"It is good?" Harold asked. He was watching Toby very closely.

"Yeah," Toby lied. "It is good."

He tilted his head back and drank more. He gulped it down. The liquid was thick and slimy. It coated his throat as it went down.

It felt heavy in his stomach. It was cold at first, but as it settled, it started to feel warm.

Toby drank half the thermos. He stopped to take a breath.

"Keep going," Harold said. "Finish it."

Toby drank the rest. He swallowed it all in big gulps. When it was empty, he lowered the thermos. He let out a loud burp.

"Excuse me," Toby said. He felt embarrassed.

Harold laughed. "It is working already."

Toby handed the empty thermos back to Harold. Harold put it in his bag.

Suddenly, Toby felt strange. A warm feeling started in his stomach. It spread out to his arms and legs. It felt like he had just drank a cup of hot tea.

He felt bloated. It felt like there was a heavy stone sitting in his gut. The liquid churned around inside him.

He rubbed his belly through his hoodie. It felt tender.

"I feel funny," Toby said. "My stomach feels hot."

"It is the nutrients," Harold said. "They are going straight to your muscles."

Harold walked over to the door. He unlocked the padlock and pulled the heavy door open. The cold wind and snow blew into the shed.

Toby shivered. The warm feeling in his body fought against the cold air.

"Time to go," Harold said.

Toby stood up. His legs felt wobbly. He felt dizzy. He reached out and steadied himself against the wall.

He walked to the door. He passed Harold. Harold did not move. He just stood there holding the door open.

Toby stepped out into the snow. It was dark. The moon was hidden behind clouds now. The wind was blowing hard.

He reached up and wiped his chin. There was still some sticky cum on his face. He wiped it off on his sleeve.

He turned around to look at Harold.

"Thanks for the drink," Toby said. He did not know what else to say.

Harold looked at him. His face was in shadows. Toby could not see his expression.

"See you at the gym," Harold said.

He did not say goodbye. He did not say nice meeting you. He just said see you at the gym.

Harold turned around and closed the shed door. Toby heard the lock click. Harold walked away into the dark woods without looking back.

Toby stood there alone. The snow was falling harder now. It was piling up on his shoulders.

He wrapped his arms around himself. He could feel the liquid inside his stomach. It felt heavy. It felt like a lead weight sitting inside him.

The warm feeling was getting stronger. It was moving through his veins. He felt hot even though it was freezing outside.

He knew something had changed. He knew the pink drink was doing something to him. But he did not know what.

He looked at the shed one last time. Then he turned and started walking back toward the dorms.

He walked slowly. The heavy feeling in his belly made him feel off balance. But he did not mind. He felt full. He felt like Harold had filled him up with something important.


Chapter Three




Sunlight hit Toby’s face right through the blinds. He groaned and rolled over. He felt heavy. He felt like he had slept for a week but was still tired.

He tried to sit up, but something felt wrong. His chest felt weird. It felt tight.

Toby looked down. He was wearing a t-shirt to bed. Usually, it was loose and comfy. This morning, it was pulling tight across his chest. The fabric was stretched out.

"Did I shrink my shirt?" he mumbled.

He rubbed his eyes. His chest felt sore. It felt like he had done a thousand pushups yesterday. But he hadn't. He had sucked Harold's cock in a shed.

He threw the covers off and swung his legs out of bed. He stood up and winced. His nipples rubbed against the rough cotton of his shirt. It hurt. It felt like sandpaper on them.

"Ow," Toby whispered.

He looked over at the other bed. Donald was still asleep. He was snoring loudly with his mouth open. Toby did not want to wake him up.

He grabbed his toiletry bag and crept across the room. He opened the door and slipped out into the hallway.

The bathroom was down the hall. It was empty, which was good. Toby went to the sink and looked in the mirror.

He looked like a mess. His hair was sticking up everywhere. His lips looked puffy and red, probably from Harold’s rough treatment last night.

He lifted the hem of his shirt to see why his chest hurt.

He gasped.

His chest did not look like it usually did. His pecs were gone. In their place were two soft mounds of flesh. They looked like small boobs.

Toby stared. He touched one gently. It was soft and squishy. It was not hard muscle anymore.

"What is happening?" he said to the mirror.

He looked closer at his nipples. They looked huge. They were puffy and swollen. The skin around them—the areola—was darker than before. It used to be pink, but now it was a dark brown color. And it was wider. It was spreading out across the soft flesh of his new chest.

Toby poked his nipple again.

A shock went through his body. It started in his chest and shot straight down to his dick.

"Ah!" Toby gasped.

He grabbed the edge of the sink. His knees got weak. It felt so good. It felt way too good.

He brushed his thumb over the puffy nub again. It was so sensitive. Just the light touch made him shiver.

"Oh my god," Toby whispered.

He could feel his dick getting hard in his pajama pants. The sensation in his nipples was electric. It was better than touching his dick. It made his head spin.

He looked at himself in the mirror. He looked like a freak. He was a guy with tits. But his body was reacting like it loved it.

He pinched the swollen nub between his fingers.

"Ungh!"

His hips bucked. Precum leaked out of his dick, wetting the front of his pants. He felt dizzy. The pleasure was intense. It was scary.

He pulled his hand away. His chest was heaving. He could see his nipples sticking out through the thin fabric of his t-shirt. They were hard little points.

"This can't be real," he thought.

He remembered the pink drink. The heavy feeling in his stomach. Harold told him it would help him recover. It must be doing something to him. It was changing him.

He looked at the door. Someone could walk in at any minute. He had to hide this.

He went back to his room quietly. Donald was still snoring. Toby went to his dresser and dug through the bottom drawer.

He found what he was looking for. It was a black sports bra. He bought it online a month ago. He read that wearing compression gear helped muscle definition. He never wore it because he was embarrassed.

But now he needed it.

He took his t-shirt off. The air in the room felt cold on his sensitive chest. He pulled the sports bra on. It was tight. He had to struggle to get it over his new mounds.

When it snapped into place, he let out a breath. It held him tight. The pressure actually felt good. It stopped his nipples from rubbing against his shirt.

He looked down. The bra flattened his chest a little bit, but you could still see the bumps. It was obvious.

He grabbed a baggy hoodie and put it on over it. Then he put on baggy sweatpants. He looked like he was just dressed for the gym.

He sat on the edge of his bed. He could feel the tightness of the bra. Every time he breathed, he felt it.

He was terrified. What if Donald saw? What if the changes kept happening? What if he grew real tits?

But under the fear, he felt a small buzz of excitement. His chest felt heavy and hot. He felt like his body was waking up for the first time.

He looked at Donald. Donald was a guy. A real guy. Toby was turning into something else.

Toby grabbed his phone. He wanted to text Harold. He wanted to ask him what was in the drink. But he was scared to talk to him.

He just sat there. He waited for Donald to wake up. He wondered what else was going to change.
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Toby sat on his bed for a long time. He looked at his gym bag on the floor. He did not want to go. He was scared. His chest felt weird under the sports bra. His body felt wrong.

But he could not stay in the room. His brain would not shut up. All he could think about was Harold. He thought about Harold’s hands. He thought about Harold’s smell. He thought about the taste of Harold’s cum.

It was like a hunger in his stomach. He needed to see Harold again. He needed to be near him.

"Okay," Toby said out loud. "I will just go do cardio. I will not lift heavy."

He stood up and grabbed his bag. He checked himself in the mirror one last time. The hoodie hid the sports bra. He looked normal enough.

He walked to the gym alone. The walk felt different today. His sweatpants were rubbing together between his legs. The fabric was rubbing against his inner thighs. It usually did not do that.

He felt a jiggle when he walked. His thighs felt heavy. They felt soft. They rubbed against each other with every step.

He tried to ignore it. He tried to think about lifting weights. But it was hard. His body felt like it was turning into mush.

When he got to the gym, it was busy. It was crowded with guys getting their workouts in. Toby walked in and scanned the room.

He saw Harold immediately. It was like a magnet. Harold was over by the squat racks. He was wearing a tight tank top. He was talking to two other big guys.

Harold was laughing. He threw his head back when he laughed. He looked so big. He looked so strong.

Toby felt his dick twitch. He looked away. He did not want Harold to see him staring again.

Toby went to the dumbbell rack. He needed to lift. He needed to prove to himself that he was still a man. He grabbed the twenty-pound dumbbells.

These were his warm-up weights. Usually, he could curl these all day without getting tired. They felt light in his hands.

He found a spot on the floor. He sat on a bench. He took a deep breath and curled the right weight up.

His arm shook.

It was a small shake at first. Then it got worse. He had to lock his elbow to hold the weight up.

"What the hell?" Toby whispered.

He lowered the weight and curled the left one. His left arm shook even more. It felt like the weight was made of lead.

He gritted his teeth. He curled the right one again.

Up. Shake. Down. Shake.

His muscles were burning. They were burning after just three reps. That never happened to him. He could usually do twenty reps easy.

He squeezed his bicep with his other hand. It felt soft. It did not feel like a hard rock anymore. It felt like dough.

"No," Toby said. "No, no, no."

He tried to do another rep. He could not get the weight all the way up. His arm stopped halfway. He grunted, trying to force it. But his arm gave out.

The weight dropped. It hit his thigh with a thud.

A guy on the bench next to him looked over. He looked annoyed.

"You okay, man?" the guy asked.

"Fine," Toby said quickly. "Just a cramp."

Toby put the weights on the floor. He stood up. He felt dizzy. He looked down at his body.

He could see it now. His muscle was going away. It was melting like ice cream in the sun.

But it was not just going away. It was changing.

He looked at his hips. His sweatpants were tight there. The fat was settling on the sides of his hips. It was giving him curves. A woman’s curve.

He reached back and touched his butt. It felt big and soft. It was a bubble butt. It was the kind of butt that girls had. The kind of butt that guys wanted to grab.

He looked at his legs. They were smooth. They were getting thicker, but not with muscle. They were jiggly. They were thick thighs.

He felt panic rising in his throat. He was turning into a girl. He was turning into a soft, weak girl right in the middle of the gym.

He looked over at Harold again. Harold was doing overhead presses. He lifted a massive weight over his head like it was nothing. His muscles popped out. They were hard and defined.

Harold looked like a Greek god. Toby looked like a soft little boy.

Harold finished his set. He racked the weight. He turned around and looked right at Toby.

Toby froze. He could not look away.

Harold saw him. Harold saw Toby standing there with the little dumbbells on the floor. Harold saw the fear on Toby’s face.

A slow smirk spread across Harold’s face. He knew. He knew exactly what was happening to Toby. He knew his drink was working.

Harold lifted his arm up. He flexed his bicep. It was huge. Then he tapped his own bicep with his other hand. It was a signal. It meant look what I have. Look what you don't have.

The shame hit Toby like a truck. His face turned bright red. He felt hot all over.

He was weak. He was pathetic. Harold was making him into a sissy on purpose.

Toby grabbed his bag. He could not stay here. He could not let anyone see him try to lift and fail. He could not let Harold see him turn into a fat girl.

He turned and ran to the locker room. He did not walk. He ran. He felt his ass bouncing as he ran. He felt his thighs rubbing together.

He pushed the door open and burst into the locker room. He ran to his locker and hid in the corner.

He leaned his back against the cold metal lockers. He was breathing hard. He was sweating.

He looked down at his arms. They were still shaking.

He was losing everything. His strength was gone. His muscles were gone. And soon, he knew he would not be a man at all.
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Toby sat on the toilet in the stall. He was fully dressed except for his shoes. He had his knees pulled up to his chest. He was hiding.

He felt like a fool. He had run out of the gym like a scared rabbit. He could not even lift twenty pounds. He was weak.

He looked down at his chest. Even with the baggy hoodie, he could see the bumps. He could feel the weight of them. They were heavy.

He touched them through the fabric. The sports bra was tight. It squeezed his new flesh. Every time he moved, the fabric rubbed against his sensitive nipples. It sent little sparks of pleasure down to his groin.

He hated it. But he also loved it.

He heard the door to the locker room open. Heavy footsteps walked across the tile floor. Thud. Thud. Thud.

Toby held his breath. He knew that walk. It was a walk of confidence. It was the walk of a predator.

The footsteps stopped right outside his stall.

Toby squeezed his eyes shut. He prayed that whoever it was would just go away.

"I know you are in there, Gates."

The voice was deep and low. It was Harold.

Toby’s heart skipped a beat. He shivered. He did not answer.

"I can see your feet, kid," Harold said. "Open the door."

Toby shook his head even though Harold could not see him.

"No," Toby whispered.

"Don't make me break this door down," Harold said. His voice was calm, but there was a threat under it.

Toby knew Harold would do it. He was strong enough to kick the door off its hinges.

Toby stood up on shaky legs. He reached out and unlocked the latch.

The door swung open. Harold stood there. He was huge. He filled the doorway. He looked down at Toby with a smirk on his face.

Harold stepped into the stall and closed the door behind him. He turned the lock with a click.

The stall was small. It was too small for both of them. Toby was pressed back against the wall. Harold was right in his face.

"Please," Toby said. "Let me go."

"Shh," Harold said. "Let me see."

Harold reached out and grabbed the hem of Toby’s hoodie. He pulled it up. Toby tried to push his hands away, but Harold was too strong.

Harold lifted the hoodie and the t-shirt underneath. He exposed the sports bra.

Toby looked away. He was so ashamed. He did not want Harold to see him like this. He did not want anyone to see him.

Harold stared at Toby’s chest. He nodded his head slowly.

"Not bad," Harold said. "Not bad at all."

Harold reached out with both hands. He grabbed Toby’s breasts. He squeezed them hard.

Toby gasped. "Ah!"

His knees buckled. The sensation was too much. The pain mixed with pleasure. It shot through his body like lightning.

Harold’s fingers dug into the soft flesh. He flicked his thumbs over the nipples.

"You like that?" Harold asked.

"Yes," Toby moaned. He could not lie. It felt amazing.

"They are coming in nice," Harold said. "Just like I planned."

Toby’s eyes snapped open. He looked at Harold.

"What?" Toby asked. "What do you mean?"

Harold laughed. He squeezed Toby’s chest one more time before letting go.

"The shake," Harold said. "You didn't think it was just protein, did you?"

Toby’s mind was racing.

"It was hormones," Harold said. "Strong stuff. Estrogen. And something else."

Harold leaned in close. His lips brushed against Toby’s ear.

"And guess what the secret ingredient was?" Harold whispered. "My cum. That is what activates the formula. That is what makes the changes stick."

Toby felt sick. He felt dizzy. He had drunk Harold’s cum. He had drunk it from the thermos. And he had swallowed it from the source last night.

"You... you turned me into a freak," Toby said. He started to cry. Tears leaked out of his eyes.

"I didn't turn you into anything," Harold said. "I just helped you become who you really are. You were never a man, Toby. You were always a sissy. I just helped you find your true self."

Toby shook his head. "No. I am a guy. I want to be big. I want to be like you."

Harold laughed again. "You will never be like me. But you can be useful to me. You can be my toy."

Harold reached into his pocket. He pulled out a small glass vial. It was full of pink liquid.

"More," Toby whispered. His eyes were locked on the vial.

His body betrayed him. As soon as he saw the pink liquid, his mouth watered. His stomach growled. He needed it. He craved it.

Harold saw the look on Toby’s face. He smiled.

"See?" Harold said. "Your body knows what it needs."

Harold uncapped the vial. He grabbed Toby’s chin with his other hand. He squeezed Toby’s cheeks hard, forcing Toby’s mouth open.

"Stop," Toby said. His voice was mumbled. "I don't want it."

"Yes, you do," Harold said.

Harold tilted the vial. The thick pink liquid poured into Toby’s mouth.

It was cold. It was sweet. It tasted like strawberries and chemicals and cum.

Toby tried to spit it out. He tried to turn his head. But Harold held him still.

"Swallow it," Harold commanded.

Toby gagged. The liquid filled his mouth. He had no choice. He had to breathe. He swallowed the pink serum.

It went down his throat in one big gulp.

Harold let go of Toby’s face. Toby slumped back against the wall. He was sobbing now.

Tears ran down his cheeks. He felt so humiliated. He felt so helpless. He had just drunk more of the stuff that was ruining his life.

But at the same time, he felt warm. The warmth started in his stomach and spread out to his arms and legs. The aching in his muscles went away. The soreness in his chest turned into a dull throb of pleasure.

He looked up at Harold. Harold looked like a god. Toby felt safe with him. Toby felt owned by him.

"Good boy," Harold said.

He patted Toby on the head like he was a dog.

"I will see you tomorrow," Harold said. "Same time. Don't keep me waiting."

Harold turned and walked out of the stall. He left the door open.

Toby stood there for a long time. He leaned against the cold wall. He cried quietly.

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. He could still taste the pink serum. He could still taste Harold’s cum in it.

He looked down at his body. He knew the changes would happen faster now. He knew he would get softer. He knew he would get curvier.


Chapter Four




Toby walked into the dorm room slowly. Every step was a struggle. The hallway seemed longer than usual. His baggy hoodie was swishing around his waist, but he could feel his sweatpants pulling tight across his butt.

He pushed the door open. The room was dark except for the glow of the TV screen.

Donald was sitting at his desk. He had his headphones on, but they were around his neck. He was playing a shooting game. The sound of gunfire and explosions filled the small room.

"Yo," Donald said without turning around. "Where you been, bro?"

Toby dropped his gym bag on the floor. He walked over to his bed. His hips felt stiff. They felt wider than they were this morning. The bones felt like they were grinding together.

"Just the gym," Toby said. His voice sounded weak.

He turned to sit down on his bed. As he lowered himself, a sharp pain shot through his groin.

"Ahh!" Toby hissed. He grabbed his leg.

He managed to sit, but he winced. It hurt to put pressure on his butt. It felt bruised. And his thighs rubbed together in a way they never did before.

Donald paused his game. He spun his chair around to look at Toby. Donald looked concerned.

"Dude, are you okay?" Donald asked.

Toby shifted on the bed, trying to find a comfortable spot. "Yeah. I’m fine."

"You look like you’re in pain," Donald said. He narrowed his eyes. "And why are you walking like that?"

Toby’s heart skipped a beat. "Like what?"

"Like you rode a horse all day," Donald joked. He laughed a little. "Did you fall off the treadmill or something?"

Toby forced a laugh. It sounded fake. "No. I just... I pulled a muscle."

"In your leg?" Donald asked.

"No," Toby said. He felt his face getting hot. "My groin. I pulled a groin muscle."

Donald winced. "Ouch. That sucks. How did that happen?"

"I was lifting too heavy," Toby lied. "Bad form."

He pulled his knees up to his chest. He wrapped his arms around his legs. This way, he could hide the curve of his hips. It also hid the buds on his chest.

Donald turned back to his desk. He opened a mini fridge that was sitting next to his textbooks.

"You want a beer?" Donald asked.

"Sure," Toby said. Anything to take the edge off.

Donald tossed a cold can across the room. Toby caught it. The cold metal felt good against his hot hands.

He cracked the tab open. It hissed. He took a long drink. The cold beer helped wash away the taste of the pink serum that still lingered in the back of his throat.

"You should skip the gym for a few days, man," Donald said. He turned his chair back around. "Let it heal."

Toby nodded. He took another drink. "Yeah. I think I will."

He looked down at his body. Even with his knees pulled up, he could feel the changes. His sweatpants were digging into his waist. The elastic band was tight. He was getting thick.

Donald looked at him again. This time, his gaze lingered. He looked at Toby’s face, then down at his chest.

"You know," Donald said slowly. "You’re looking... soft."

Toby froze. The beer can stopped halfway to his mouth.

"What do you mean?" Toby asked. His voice was shaking.

"I don't know," Donald said. He shrugged. "You just look tired. Maybe you’re losing some mass? You used to be more cut. Now you just look kind of... puffy."

Toby wanted to throw up. He knew what Donald was seeing. He was seeing the fat settling on Toby’s hips. He was seeing the water retention from the hormones. He was seeing the tits that were pressing against the sports bra under Toby’s hoodie.

"I’m just bloated," Toby said quickly. "Ate too much lunch."

"Yeah, maybe," Donald said. He turned back to his game. "Just make sure you hit the weights hard next week. We can’t have my roommate turning into a twig."

Donald put his headphones back on. He went back to shooting bad guys on the screen.

Toby sat on his bed, clutching the beer. He took another gulp.

He was terrified. He thought he was hiding it well. He thought the baggy clothes were enough. But Donald noticed. Donald saw the softness.

Toby looked down at his chest. He could feel the heavy mounds of flesh. He knew they were getting bigger every day. If Donald noticed the softness now, it would not be long before he noticed the tits.

He finished the beer in one long swallow. He crushed the can in his hand. He needed to hide better. He needed to wear bigger clothes.

But deep down, a small voice in his head whispered that he didn't want to hide. He wanted Donald to see. He wanted everyone to see what he was becoming.
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Toby stood in front of his closet with a towel wrapped around his waist. Water dripped from his hair onto his shoulders. He had just taken a shower. The hot water felt good on his skin, which seemed to be extra sensitive lately.

He looked at his clothes. All he saw were jeans. Jeans and t-shirts. They were the clothes he had worn for years. They were the clothes of a college guy.

He reached for a pair of dark blue jeans. They were his favorite pair. He used to wear them all the time. They were loose and comfortable.

He dropped the towel and looked at himself in the mirror on the closet door.

He gasped. He looked different every time he saw himself. His waist was smaller, but his hips were wider. They flared out like a girl’s hips. His butt was big and round. It stuck out behind him.

And his chest. The sports bra he wore to hide his tits was struggling. His boobs were getting bigger. They were almost a B-cup now. They pushed the fabric out tight.

"I have to cover this up," Toby whispered.

He picked up the jeans. He put his left leg in. He pulled the fabric up his calf. That part was easy. It was when he got to his thigh that the trouble started.

The denim was tight. It dug into his skin. He tugged hard. He tried to wiggle his hips to get the jeans up.

"Come on," he grunted.

He got them up over his knees. He took a deep breath and pulled as hard as he could. The denim slid up his thighs. It squeezed his legs like a snake.

He looked in the mirror. The jeans looked painted on. They were not supposed to look like this. They were baggy before. Now, they were tight in all the wrong places.

He tried to button the waist. The two sides of the button were inches apart. The denim was digging into his soft stomach, creating a roll of fat over the top.

"No, no, no," Toby said.

He held his breath and sucked in his stomach as much as he could. He pulled the sides together with all his strength.

He managed to get the button into the hole. It popped shut. Toby let his breath out.

The pressure was intense. The waistband was cutting into him. He could barely breathe. He felt like a sausage in a casing.

He turned around to look at his butt. The fabric was stretched so tight he could see the outline of his underwear. His ass looked huge.

"They fit," he told himself. "They have to fit."

He grabbed a t-shirt and pulled it over his head. It was too short. It did not cover his waistband. He tried to pull it down, but it popped right back up.

He walked over to his desk chair to sit down and put his socks on.

He bent his knees to lower himself.

Rrrrip.

The sound was loud. It sounded like a balloon popping.

Toby froze. He stood back up quickly and twisted around to look at the mirror.

There was a huge rip right down the center of the seat of his jeans. The fabric had split right down the middle. His gray underwear was showing through the tear. And because the jeans were so tight, the tear pulled apart, showing off the bottom of his butt cheeks.

"Oh my god," Toby cried.

He tried to pull the shirt down to cover it, but it was too short.

He fought with the button. It was stuck. He was panicking. He felt like he was suffocating in the denim.

Finally, the button popped off and hit the floor with a ping.

He shoved the jeans down. He kicked them off his feet. He threw them into the corner of the room. He looked at the rip in the seat. They were ruined.

He looked at the rest of his closet. He saw piles of jeans. All of them were the same size. None of them would fit. He knew it. His hips were too wide now. His butt was too big.

His male clothes were dead. They did not fit his body anymore. His body was not a male body. It was something else.

He sat on the edge of his bed in just his underwear and t-shirt. He put his head in his hands. He felt like crying.

"What am I going to wear?" he asked himself.

He looked around the room. The room was messy. Clothes were everywhere.

Then he saw them. On the floor near Donald’s bed, there was a pile of clean laundry. On top of the pile was a pair of gray sweatpants.

Donald was bigger than him. taller. But Donald was skinny. He did not have hips or a butt.

Toby stood up and walked over to the pile. He picked up the sweatpants.

They were soft. They were made of cotton. They had a drawstring waist.

"Maybe these will work," Toby said.

He stepped into them. He pulled them up his legs. They glided over his thighs easily. He pulled them up over his hips.

He tied the drawstring tight. They stayed up.

Toby walked over to the full-length mirror on the back of the door.

His mouth fell open.

The sweatpants were not loose. They were tight. But they were tight in a different way than the jeans.

The gray cotton hugged his legs. It showed off every curve. It showed off his thick thighs. It showed off his wide hips.

And the butt. The gray fabric was stretched tight over his bubble butt. It showed off the round shape perfectly. It jiggled when he moved.

Toby turned to the side. He looked at his profile. He saw the curve of his ass sticking out. He saw the dip of his waist.

He looked like a girl. A girl with a great ass.

He should have been horrified. He should have put on a baggy coat and hidden under it. But he didn't.

He stared at his reflection. He ran his hands over his hips. He felt the curve of his waist under his fingers.

He felt a warm feeling between his legs. His dick got hard.

He turned around and looked at his butt over his shoulder. He smacked his own ass.

Smack.

It jiggled. The gray fabric rippled.

"I look hot," Toby whispered.

The thought shocked him. But it was true. He liked the way the sweatpants showed him off. He liked the way they hugged his new curves.

He realized he did not want to hide anymore. He wanted people to see. He wanted guys to look at his ass.

He grabbed a hoodie and put it on. It covered his chest, but it did not hide his lower half.

He looked in the mirror one last time. He saw a sissy boy in tight gray sweatpants. And he smiled.

He grabbed his backpack and headed out the door. He was ready for class.
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Toby walked back from his class as fast as he could. He was uncomfortable. He was very uncomfortable.

He was wearing the gray sweatpants, which looked great, but underneath, he was wearing his old cotton boxers. They were a disaster.

Every step he took, the rough cotton rubbed against his skin. His thighs rubbed together, and the boxers bunched up. But the worst part was his butt. His new, round cheeks were sensitive. The rough fabric was scratching them raw.

He felt like he was walking on sandpaper. He had to adjust himself every few minutes, pulling the fabric out of his crack.

He got to the dorm building and took the elevator down to the basement. The laundry room was in the basement.

He pushed the door open. It was humid and smelled like detergent. There were rows of washing machines and dryers. Most of them were empty. A few were spinning around.

Toby looked around. Nobody was in there. Just the hum of the machines.

He walked over to the back wall. There was a table there with a sign that said "Lost and Found."

Toby looked at the table. It was full of junk. There were single socks, stained t-shirts, and old hats.

He dug through the pile. He was looking for something specific. He did not know what he was looking for until he saw it.

There, buried under a pile of gym shorts, was a pair of panties.

They were pink. They were made of shiny satin. They had a little bow on the front.

Toby’s heart hammered in his chest. He looked around again to make sure nobody was watching. He reached out and touched them.

They felt cool and smooth. Nothing like his rough boxers.

"Perfect," Toby whispered.

He grabbed them. He shoved them into his pocket quickly. He felt like a thief. He felt like a criminal. But he needed them. He needed something that would not hurt his skin.

He walked out of the laundry room and went down the hall to the bathrooms. He went into the handicap stall. It was the biggest one. He locked the door.

He leaned back against the door and took a deep breath. His heart was racing.

He pulled the pink panties out of his pocket. He looked at them. They were tiny. They looked so small compared to his big hands.

He kicked off his sneakers. He pulled the gray sweatpants down.

He looked down at his legs. He froze.

His legs were smooth. They were completely hairless.

He ran his hands up his calves. There was no stubble. No hair. The skin was soft and silky.

"When did that happen?" he thought.

He remembered the pink drink. He remembered Harold. The hormones must be killing his hair. Even the hair on his arms was getting thinner and lighter.

He looked at his boxers. They were ugly and gray. He hooked his thumbs in the waistband and pushed them down.

His T-dick popped out. It looked small. It looked smaller than it used to be. The hormones were shrinking it. It was just a little nub now.

He stepped out of the boxers and threw them in the trash can. He was done with them forever.

He picked up the pink panties. He stepped into them one leg at a time. He pulled them up his smooth legs.

The feeling was electric.

The cool satin slid over his skin like water. It did not rub. It caressed him. It felt like a gentle pair of hands touching him all over.

He pulled them up over his hips. They fit perfectly. The satin hugged his butt cheeks. It lifted them up. It separated them.

Toby looked in the full-length mirror on the back of the stall door.

He looked at his legs. They were smooth and shiny. He looked at the pink panties covering his crotch. They looked so girly.

He saw the bumps of his tits pushing out his t-shirt. He saw the curve of his waist.

He looked like a girl. A girl in her underwear.

Toby felt a wave of shame crash over him. He was a guy. He was supposed to be a man. And here he was, wearing stolen panties in a public bathroom.

But then he felt another wave. A wave of heat.

He felt so sexy. He felt so pretty. The satin felt so good against his sensitive skin. He loved the way it held his junk.

He turned around and looked at his butt. The pink satin stretched over his round cheeks. It looked amazing.

He ran his hands over his hips. They felt so wide. So womanly.

"Ungh," Toby moaned softly.

The sound echoed in the bathroom. He clamped his hand over his mouth. He was terrified someone would hear him.

He looked back at his reflection. He looked at the front of the panties. There was a bulge there. His little dick was making a bump.

He wanted it to be flat. He wanted to look like a real girl.

He reached down with both hands. He pushed his balls up inside his body. They went up easy. They were small now.

He took his little T-dick and pushed it back. He pulled the satin of the panties up tight.

He looked in the mirror. The bump was gone.

In its place was a smooth mound. The fabric dipped into a V shape between his legs. He had a camel toe.

He looked at himself. A girl with a camel toe in pink panties. A girl with smooth legs and budding tits.

"Oh my god," Toby whispered.

He could not stop touching his hips. He ran his hands up and down his sides. He traced the curve of his waist.

The satin felt so good. It made him shiver. He felt a throbbing between his legs, but it was deep inside. It felt like a pussy throbbing.

"Ah," he moaned again. "Mmmm."

He couldn't help it. It felt too good. He was so turned on. He was so turned on by himself. By what he was becoming.

He pressed his hand against the satin mound between his legs. He rubbed it gently.

The pleasure was sharp and hot. It made his knees weak. He leaned against the door for support.

He looked at the door handle. It was locked. But what if someone tried to open it? What if someone heard him moaning?

The fear made it hotter.

He rubbed the satin faster. He imagined Harold seeing him like this. He imagined Harold walking in and seeing him in pink panties.

He imagined Harold pulling them down.

"Mmmph," Toby moaned into his hand.

He stood there in the stall, rubbing his front, moaning softly, terrified someone would hear him, loving every second of it.


Chapter Five




Toby walked out of the lecture hall with his head down. He kept his backpack tight against his chest. He was wearing the gray sweatpants and a big hoodie, but he still felt exposed.

His butt felt huge in the sweatpants. He could feel the fabric rubbing against the pink satin panties he had underneath. Every step reminded him of what he was wearing. Every step reminded him that he was a fraud.

He was walking toward the dorms when a truck horn honked loudly.

Toby jumped and looked up. It was Harold’s truck. It was parked right on the street. Harold was leaning out the window.

"Get in," Harold said.

Toby looked around. Students were walking everywhere. They were looking at the truck.

"I need to go study," Toby said.

"I didn't ask you what you needed to do," Harold said. His voice was hard. "I said get in. We have work to do."

Toby’s feet moved before his brain could stop them. He walked to the truck and opened the door. He climbed up into the passenger seat. The truck smelled like Harold—leather and cologne.

Harold peeled away from the curb as soon as Toby’s door was closed. Toby gripped the handle above the window.

"Where are we going?" Toby asked.

Harold didn't look at him. He kept his eyes on the road. "To the Sorority house. It is time for the next step."

"The Sorority house?" Toby asked. His voice squeaked. "Why?"

"You need training," Harold said. "I can’t do everything. I have classes. I have lifting. You need someone to watch you during the day."

Toby felt sick. "Who?"

"Marissa," Harold said. "She is a senior. She is the president of the house. She knows exactly what to do with a sissy like you."

Toby sank down in the seat. He pulled his hood up over his head. He did not want to go to a Sorority house. Sorority girls were scary. They were perfect. They would look right through him. They would see the pink panties.

Harold drove across town to the Greek row. The streets were lined with big houses. They stopped in front of a huge white mansion. There were Greek letters on the front. Girls were outside on the lawn, looking beautiful and laughing.

"Get out," Harold said.

Toby hesitated. "I can't go in there. Look at me!"

Harold looked at him. Harold looked at Toby’s gray sweatpants and his hoodie. He saw the fear in Toby’s eyes.

"You are exactly why you are here," Harold said. "Now get out."

Toby opened the door. He climbed down. He followed Harold up the walkway.

Girls stopped talking as they walked by. They stared at Toby. They stared at Harold. Harold walked like he owned the place. He walked right up the steps and opened the front door.

Toby followed him inside.

The house was beautiful. It smelled like perfume and expensive candles. There was a crystal chandelier in the hallway. The floor was marble.

Harold walked right into the living room. It was huge. There were velvet couches and big rugs.

Sitting on the main couch was a girl. She was typing on her laptop. She was the most beautiful girl Toby had ever seen.

She had long blonde hair that fell in waves down her back. Her makeup was perfect. She was wearing a tight pink dress that showed off her curves. Her legs were long and tanned.

She looked up as they walked in. She closed her laptop.

She looked at Harold and smiled. Then she looked at Toby. Her smile turned into a sneer.

"Is this him?" she asked. Her voice was high and sweet, but her words were mean.

"This is him," Harold said. "This is Toby."

Marissa stood up. She walked over to them. She moved like a model on a runway.

She stopped right in front of Toby. She was taller than him in her heels. She looked down her nose at him.

"Ew," she said. "You look like a lesbian truck driver."

Toby felt his face turn bright red. He looked at the floor.

"He tried to dress up," Harold said. "He is wearing sweatpants."

Marissa laughed. It was a sharp, barking sound. She walked around Toby. She looked at him from every angle.

She stopped behind him. She poked his butt with a long fingernail.

"It is big," she said. "But it has no shape. It is just a blob."

She walked back to the front. She reached out and pinched the skin on Toby’s waist.

"Too much fat here," she said. "You need to cinch this in."

She grabbed Toby’s arm and measured his wrist. Then she ran her hands up his arm to his shoulder.

"No muscle at all," she said. "Soft. Jiggly."

Toby wanted to cry. He felt like a piece of meat at the grocery store. She was inspecting him. She was judging him.

"Turn around," Marissa commanded.

Toby turned around.

"Take off the hoodie," she said.

Toby looked at Harold. Harold nodded.

Toby slowly pulled the hoodie off. He dropped it on the floor. He was standing there in a t-shirt and the gray sweatpants.

Marissa gasped. She pointed at his chest.

"Is that a bra?" she asked. She started laughing. "Oh my god. He is wearing a sports bra. That is pathetic."

Harold smirked. "He is growing. The formula works."

Marissa stepped closer. She grabbed the t-shirt and pulled it up over Toby’s head.

Toby stood there shirtless. He was wearing the tight black sports bra. His tits were spilling out over the top.

Marissa stopped laughing. She looked at his chest closely. She poked one of the mounds.

"Actually," she said. "These are coming in nice. Good shape. Perky."

She reached around and undid the clasp of the sports bra. She pulled it off Toby’s arms.

Toby’s breasts bounced free. They were pale and soft. The nipples were dark and puffy.

"Not bad," Marissa said. She looked at Harold. "You have good taste in projects."

Projects. The word hung in the air. Toby was a project. He was a science experiment.

"Alright," Marissa said. She clapped her hands together. "Let's see the rest."

"Wait," Toby said. He crossed his arms over his chest. "Not here."

Marissa looked at him. Her eyes got cold. "Excuse me?"

"I... I don't want to," Toby stammered.

Harold stepped forward. He leaned down into Toby’s face.

"Do what she says," Harold said. "Don't embarrass me."

Toby’s arms dropped to his sides. He could not say no to Harold. He didn't want to say no to Harold.

Marissa smiled. "Good boy."

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of Toby’s sweatpants. She pulled them down to his ankles.

Toby stood there in his pink satin panties. He was shaking.

Marissa looked at the panties. She looked at the smooth satin. She looked at the camel toe between his legs.

"Well, well," she said. "The sissy likes pink."

She laughed. She pointed at his crotch. "Look at that little thing. It is tiny. It is basically a clit."

She turned to Harold. "You have really done a number on him. He is almost a girl already."

"He just needs the finishing touches," Harold said.

Marissa reached out and grabbed the waistband of the panties. She pulled them down.

Toby gasped. He was completely naked in the middle of the Sorority living room. The air was cold on his skin.

Marissa looked at his naked body. She looked at his tits. She looked at his hairless legs. She looked at his little dick.

"Turn around," she said again.

Toby turned around. He squeezed his eyes shut. He wanted to disappear.

Marissa walked around him one more time. She slapped his ass. Hard.

Smack.

Toby jumped forward.

"Jiggly," she said. "But it has potential."

She came back to the front. She looked him in the eye.

"Okay," she said. "We have a lot of work to do, sissy."

She walked back to the couch and sat down. She crossed her legs.

"Harold, you can go now," she said. "I will take it from here."

Harold nodded at Toby. "Listen to everything she says. If you don't, you will answer to me."

Harold turned and walked out the front door. The door clicked shut.

Toby was left standing there naked. He was alone with Marissa. He was naked and scared and incredibly turned on.

Marissa looked at him and smiled. It was a hungry smile.

"Stand up straight, girl," she said. "Let's get to work."
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Marissa grabbed Toby by the arm. Her grip was tight. Her long fingernails dug into his skin.

"Come with me," she said. "We need to get rid of this nasty hair."

Toby stumbled behind her as she pulled him toward a door in the hallway. She opened it and pushed him down a flight of stairs. They were made of dark wood and creaked under their feet.

The basement was big. It was not dark and scary like a normal basement. It looked like a spa. There were bright lights on the ceiling. There were shelves filled with bottles and jars. In the middle of the room was a big chair that looked like something from a dentist's office.

"Sit," Marissa said.

Toby sat in the chair. It was covered in white leather. It was cold against his naked butt.

Marissa went over to a counter. She turned on a pot. It started to make a humming noise. She came back with a bowl of steaming hot stuff and some wooden sticks.

"This is wax," she said. "It will rip the hair right out."

Toby looked at the door. He wanted to run. But he knew Harold would catch him.

Just then, he saw a movement in the corner.

Harold was sitting there. He was on a folding chair in the shadows. He had a can of beer in his hand. He was watching them.

Toby’s heart jumped. He thought Harold left.

Harold took a sip of his beer. He smiled at Toby. He looked like he was enjoying the show.

"Legs up," Marissa commanded.

She pushed Toby’s legs apart. She dipped a wooden stick into the hot wax. She smeared it onto Toby’s shin. It was hot and sticky.

"Ow," Toby said. "That is hot."

"Shut up," Marissa said.

She pressed a strip of cloth onto the wax. She rubbed it hard. Then, without warning, she grabbed the end of the cloth and ripped it off.

Riiip!

"Argh!" Toby screamed.

It felt like fire. It felt like she ripped his skin off. He looked down. There was a smooth strip of skin on his leg. The hair was gone.

Marissa did it again. Riiip!

"Ah! Stop! Please!" Toby cried.

Tears came to his eyes. It hurt so bad. He grabbed the armrests of the chair and squeezed. His knuckles turned white.

"Beauty hurts, princess," Harold said from the corner.

Toby looked over at him. Harold was smiling. He looked turned on. He was watching Toby suffer and he liked it.

Marissa moved to the other leg. She smeared the wax on his thigh. This skin was softer. It hurt even more.

She ripped the cloth off.

Toby sobbed. "Please, no more. I can't take it."

"Yes, you can," Marissa said. "Stop being such a baby."

She worked fast. She ripped the hair off his calves. She ripped it off his thighs. She did the back of his legs. Toby cried the whole time.

He felt pathetic. He was naked in a chair while a girl tortured him and a guy watched. But he also felt a strange heat in his belly. The pain made him feel owned. It made him feel like Harold owned him.

When his legs were done, Marissa moved to his chest.

"Arms down," she said.

She smeared the wax onto his chest. Right over his tits. The skin there was very sensitive.

"No, please," Toby begged. "Not there."

Marissa looked at Harold. "He talks too much."

Harold laughed. "Make him quiet."

Marissa ripped the wax off his chest.

"Ugggh!" Toby grunted. His back arched off the chair.

It was the worst pain yet. It felt like his nipples were being torn off. He gasped for air. Tears were streaming down his face.

She did it again. And again. She waxed his arms. She waxed his armpits. Toby just let the tears fall. He gave up. He let her do whatever she wanted.

Finally, she put the wax pot down.

"Not bad," she said. "You are smooth as a baby."

She walked over to a table and picked up a pair of silver tweezers.

"Now for the face," she said.

Toby cried harder. "Please, Marissa. Leave my face alone."

She stood in front of him and grabbed his chin. "Hold still."

She plucked a hair from his eyebrow. Ping. A sharp pinch.

She plucked another. And another.

Toby squeezed his eyes shut. Every pinch was a needle stick. She worked on one brow, then the other. She pulled hairs out from the top and the bottom.

It took a long time. The basement was quiet except for the sound of Toby sniffling and the ping of the tweezers.

Harold finished his beer. He crushed the can and threw it in the trash. He stood up and walked over to the chair.

He looked down at Toby. Toby looked up at him with wet eyes.

"He looks better," Harold said. "Softer."

Marissa stepped back. She put the tweezers down. She grabbed a hand mirror and held it up in front of Toby’s face.

"Look," she said.

Toby opened his eyes. He looked in the mirror.

He gasped. He did not recognize himself.

His face was gone. The angry eyebrows were gone. They were high and thin now. They had a high arch. They were girly eyebrows.

His skin was red from the waxing, but it looked smooth. His face looked different without the hair. He looked younger. He looked pretty.

He looked like a girl. But not a normal girl. He looked like a boy who was trying too hard to be a girl. A girl with a soft jaw and big eyes.

Marissa smirked at his reflection.

"There," she said. "Now you don't look like a man. You look like a dyke going to prom."

Toby stared at the mirror. She was right. He looked like a lesbian in a dress. But he didn't hate it. He looked at his smooth skin and his new eyebrows. He felt a shiver go down his spine.

He was changing. He was changing fast. And there was nothing he could do to stop it.
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Marissa walked over to a big plastic bin in the corner. She flipped the lid open and pulled out a pile of clothes. She threw them onto Toby’s lap.

"Put this on," she said.

Toby looked down at the fabric. It was a mess of bright colors. On top was a white halter top. Under it was a denim skirt. It was very short.

"No," Toby said. He shook his head. "I can't wear that. People will see me."

Marissa put her hands on her hips. "Nobody is going to see you yet. This is just for us. Put it on."

Toby pushed the clothes away. "I am a guy. I can't wear a skirt."

Harold stood up from his chair in the corner. He walked over to Toby. He looked angry.

"Put the fucking dress on, Toby," Harold growled. His voice was low and dangerous. "Do not make me tell you again."

Toby’s heart beat fast. He looked at Harold’s big arms. He knew Harold would make him do it if he refused. He picked up the denim skirt with shaking hands.

"Okay," Toby whispered. "Okay."

He stood up. He stepped into the skirt. It was tight. He pulled it up his smooth legs. It got stuck on his wide hips. He had to wiggle and shake to get it up.

He reached behind his back to zip it. The zipper was small. It would not move.

Marissa rolled her eyes. She pushed his hands away. "You are useless."

She grabbed the zipper and yanked it up. It dug into Toby’s waist. The skirt was so short that it barely covered his butt cheeks.

Toby looked down. His legs looked long and girly in the denim. The skirt rode up high on his thighs.

"Now the top," Marissa said.

Toby picked up the white halter top. He pulled it over his head. It was tight. He struggled to get his arms through the straps.

He tied the strings behind his neck. The top was small. It squeezed his chest together. It pushed his new tits up and out. It created a deep line of cleavage.

The bottom of the top stopped right under his ribs. His entire stomach was bare. His soft tummy stuck out a little bit.

He felt naked. He felt more naked in these clothes than he did when he was actually naked. The skirt was too short. The top was too tight. Everyone could see his body.

Toby looked in the mirror on the wall. He saw a stranger. He saw a girl with big tits and a short skirt. He saw a girl who was ready for a date.

He looked like a slut.

"I look ridiculous," Toby said. Tears filled his eyes. "I look like a fake."

Marissa walked around him. She smoothed the skirt over his hips. She fixed the straps on his shoulders.

"You don't look fake," Marissa said. "You look cheap. But that is the look we are going for."

Harold walked up to Toby. He stood right in front of him. He looked Toby up and down. His eyes burned into Toby’s skin.

Harold reached down and unzipped his jeans. He pulled his cock out. It was already half hard.

Toby stared at it. He felt his mouth water.

Harold stepped closer. He rubbed his cock against Toby’s leg. The denim of the skirt was rough, but Toby could feel the heat of Harold’s dick. Harold rubbed it up and down Toby’s thigh.

"You look better like this," Harold said. His voice was deep and rough. "You don't look like a failed man anymore. You look like a hole."

The words hit Toby like a slap. A hole. That was all he was. A place for Harold to put his cock.

Harold moved his hips. He rubbed his cock against the front of the skirt. He pushed the denim into Toby’s crotch.

Toby’s knees got weak. The degradation washed over him. He felt so small. He felt so owned.

"Look at me," Harold commanded.

Toby looked up into Harold’s eyes. He saw the lust there. He saw the power.

"Get on your knees," Harold said.

Toby did not think. He did not hesitate. His legs gave out.

He dropped to the floor with a thud. The skirt rode up, exposing his panties. He did not care.

He knelt in front of Harold. He looked at the cock in front of his face. He wanted to serve it. He needed to serve it. He was ready to be a good girl.


Chapter Six




“Take this," Harold said.

He held out a small black USB drive. It was small enough to fit on a keychain.

Toby took it. His fingers brushed against Harold’s palm. He felt that little spark of electricity he always felt now.

"What is it?" Toby asked.

They were standing outside the gym. It was late afternoon. The sun was going down. Toby was wearing the gray sweatpants again. He felt safe in them, but he also felt a need to please Harold.

"It is a program," Harold said. "Audio. You listen to it while you sleep."

Toby looked at the drive. "Like a podcast?"

"No," Harold said. "It is subliminal messaging. It is for your muscles. It helps your mind connect to your body. It makes you grow faster."

Toby’s eyes got wide. He needed to grow. He needed to stop turning into a soft girl.

"Really?" Toby asked. "Does it work?"

"It worked for me," Harold lied. "Listen, you are stuck. You aren't getting big on your own. You need help. This will rewire your brain. It will make you focus."

Toby clutched the drive in his hand. This was it. This was the secret.

"Every night," Harold said. "Plug it in. Put your headphones on. Turn it on low. Let it play while you sleep."

"Okay," Toby said. "I will. Thank you, Harold."

Harold smirked. He reached out and patted Toby on the cheek.

"Good boy," Harold said. "Now go home. I will see you tomorrow."

Toby walked back to the dorms with a spring in his step. He thought he finally had the answer. He thought he was going to get big.

When he got to the room, Donald was not there. Toby was glad. He wanted to do this right.

He sat at his desk. He plugged the USB drive into his laptop. A file appeared on the screen. It was just called "Track 1."

He did not listen to it first. He trusted Harold. He knew Harold wanted him to be the best he could be.

He got ready for bed. He put on his pink panties and a big t-shirt. He brushed his teeth. He climbed into bed.

He put his headphones in. He plugged them into the laptop. He pressed play.

He laid his head on the pillow. He closed his eyes. He could hear a faint sound. It was like static. It was like the sound of a fan. Underneath the static, he could hear whispers.

He could not make out the words. They were too quiet. But they were soothing. They sounded like a stream of water.

"Mmph," Toby mumbled.

He was tired. The day had been long. The static sounded like a lullaby. His brain felt heavy. His body felt heavy.

The whispers kept coming. They washed over him. They seeped into his ears. They went deep into his sleeping brain.

Cock is god.

The thought drifted through his mind. It did not wake him up. It just settled there like a pebble in a pond.

Cock is god.

It repeated. Over and over.

I am a pretty girl.

The voice was soft. It was a woman's voice. It was sweet.

I am a pretty girl.

Toby twitched in his sleep. His lips moved slightly.

Thinking is hard.

Let go.

Be a toy.

Serve men.

The words looped all night long. They played for hours. They sank into his subconscious. They replaced his other thoughts. They ate away at his pride. They ate away at his desire to be a man.

The track told him that muscles were ugly. It told him that soft was good. It told him that being smart was a waste of time.

Empty head.

Happy head.

Dumb is good.

Toby slept deeply. He did not dream. His mind was a blank slate. The static filled him up. The words wrote his new story.

Obey.

Worship.

Suck.

Swallow.

The hours passed. The sun came up. The track ended.

Toby opened his eyes.

The room was bright. Sunlight was pouring through the window.

He sat up in bed. He pulled the headphones out of his ears.

He felt great.

He felt light. He felt like a balloon. All the heavy thoughts were gone. He did not worry about his classes. He did not worry about his grades. He did not worry about his changing body.

He just felt happy.

He climbed out of bed. He stretched his arms over his head. His t-shirt rode up, exposing his pink panties.

He walked over to the mirror. He looked at himself. He saw his smooth face. He saw his pretty eyebrows.

"Pretty," he whispered.

He did not remember what he heard last night. He did not remember the whispers. He just felt good.

He started to hum.

It was a song he heard on the radio. It was a catchy pop song. It had a fast beat and simple words.

La la la, baby.

He hummed the tune. He danced a little shimmy while he brushed his hair. He watched his hips move in the mirror. They looked good.

He felt empty. He felt like a shell. And he loved it.

There was no stress. There was no fear. There was just the music in his head and the warm sun on his face.

Toby smiled. A big, dumb smile.

It was going to be a good day.
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There was a knock on the dorm door. Toby was sitting at his desk, humming that same pop song. He felt light and happy. The heavy thoughts were gone.

He jumped up and opened the door.

Marissa stood there. She was wearing a pink tracksuit that looked expensive. Her hair was in a high ponytail. She was holding a big shopping bag.

"Move, sissy," she said.

She pushed past Toby into the room. She looked around.

"Good," she said. "Donald is not here. I cannot deal with that neanderthal right now."

She dropped the shopping bag on Toby’s bed. It made a heavy thump.

"Donald is at class," Toby said. He smiled at her. He felt friendly.

Marissa looked at him. She looked at his baggy t-shirt and his sweatpants.

"Take those clothes off," she said. "Put on the panties and the tank top I brought you."

Toby did not argue. He did not feel shy anymore. He just wanted to do what she said. He stripped off his clothes and pulled on the clothes she gave him.

The tank top was white and tight. It had spaghetti straps. The panties were blue lace.

Marissa reached into the bag and pulled out a shoebox. She opened it.

Inside were black high heels. They had tall, thin spikes on the heel. They looked like weapons.

"Put these on," Marissa said.

Toby sat on the bed. He put his feet into the shoes. He buckled the straps around his ankles. He stood up.

Whoosh.

Suddenly, he was tall. His calves stretched tight. His toes pointed down. He wobbled back and forth.

"Whoa," Toby said. He grabbed the desk to keep from falling.

"Heels make your legs look longer," Marissa said. "They make your butt stick out. Now walk."

Toby let go of the desk. He took a step.

Clack.

His ankle twisted. He almost fell over. He caught himself on the wall.

"I can't do this," Toby said. "My ankles are weak."

"Walk," Marissa said again. She crossed her arms.

Toby took another step. He walked like a duck. His feet were far apart. He clomped across the floor.

Clack. Clack. Clack.

"No, no, no," Marissa said. "You look like a football player in drag. You are walking too heavy."

Toby tried to walk lighter. But he felt like a giant. He felt clumsy.

Marissa walked over to him. She stood in front of him.

"Chin up," she commanded. "Shoulders back."

Toby tried to fix his posture.

"Now put one foot in front of the other," she said. "Heel to toe. Like you are walking on a line."

Toby looked at the floor. He tried to put one foot directly in front of the other. He stepped.

His ankle wobbled. His calf muscle burned. It was hard work. The shoes were stiff. They hurt his toes.

"Keep going," Marissa said.

Toby walked to the door and turned around. He felt his hips sway a little bit to keep his balance. The shoes forced him to do it.

"Better," Marissa said. "But you still look like a linebacker. You are trying to be strong. Stop trying."

She walked up behind him. She smacked his butt.

"Stick this out," she said. "Arch your back."

Toby leaned forward a little bit. His butt stuck out behind him.

"Good," she said. "Now, chest out. Show off the girls."

Toby thrust his chest out. The tank top was tight. It showed off his new tits.

Marissa walked around him. She watched him.

"Don't walk like a linebacker," she said. "Walk like you want to get fucked."

The words went into Toby’s brain. They bounced around in his empty head.

Walk like you want to get fucked.

Toby thought about Harold. He thought about Harold’s cock. He thought about how much he wanted Harold to use him.

Toby took a step. He softened his knees. He let his hips swing.

Click. Click. Click.

He walked across the room. He felt different. He did not feel heavy. He felt light.

"Good," Marissa said. "Keep your hands loose. Don't make fists."

Toby relaxed his hands. He let his wrists go limp. He walked back the other way. His calves were on fire. The muscles were cramping up. But he did not stop.

He felt sexy. He felt like a model.

Marissa clapped her hands. "Okay, stop."

Toby stopped. He was breathing hard. Sweat dripped down his neck.

"Come here," Marissa said.

She sat on Donald’s bed. She patted the spot next to her.

Toby walked over and sat down. The heels made his legs look amazing.

Marissa opened her purse. She pulled out a tube of lip gloss.

"Open your mouth," she said.

Toby opened his mouth wide.

"No, pucker up," Marissa said. "Like a fish."

Toby pursed his lips.

Marissa smeared the gloss on. It was thick and sticky. It smelled like strawberries.

"Rub your lips together," she said.

Toby rubbed his lips together. The gloss felt slick. It made his mouth feel wet.

"Taste it," Marissa said.

Toby licked his lips. It tasted sweet and chemical.

"It is yummy," Toby said. His voice sounded higher and breathier.

"Now the hair," Marissa said.

She reached out and touched Toby’s hair. It was getting longer. It was soft.

"You have to flip it," she said. "When you turn your head. Flip it."

She grabbed his hair and tossed his head to the side.

"Like that," she said. "It shows your neck. Guys love necks."

Toby tried it. He tossed his head. His hair flew over his shoulder. It felt cool on his neck.

"Again," Marissa said.

Toby flipped his hair again. He felt like a movie star.

"Good," Marissa said. "Now stand up. Walk for me."

Toby stood up. The pain in his calves was bad now. But he ignored it. He wanted to make Marissa proud. He wanted to make Harold proud.

He walked toward the door. He put one foot in front of the other. He stuck his butt out. He tossed his hair.

He walked to the door and turned around. He did not wobble. He did not fall. He glided.

His hips swayed with every step. The heels clicked on the floor like a rhythm.

Click-clack. Click-clack.

He walked back to Marissa. He stopped in front of her. He tossed his hair one last time. He licked his glossy lips.

Marissa looked him up and down. She smiled. It was a real smile this time.

"Very good," she said.

She stood up. She walked around him. She looked at his butt in the lace panties.

She reached out and smacked his ass hard.

Smack.

"Good slut," she said. "You're catching on."

Toby giggled. He could not help it. The praise made him feel warm inside. He felt proud of himself for being a good slut.
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Harold was waiting for Toby outside the library. Toby had just finished his last class. He was wearing his baggy jeans and a big hoodie. He felt safe.

"Hey, princess," Harold said.

Toby smiled. "Hi, Harold."

Harold handed Toby a small tube of lip gloss. It was bright pink. Clear gloss with glitter in it.

"Put this on," Harold said.

Toby looked around. There were students everywhere. He took the gloss and uncapped it. He looked at his reflection in his phone screen. He applied a thick layer to his lips.

His lips felt heavy and sticky. The glitter sparkled in the sun. They looked like he was ready for a kiss.

"Good," Harold said. "Now go to the coffee shop. Get me a frappuccino with extra whip."

Toby’s eyes got wide. "Like right now?"

"Yes, right now," Harold said. "And do not wipe your mouth."

"But I look like a guy," Toby said. "With gloss on."

Harold stepped closer. He grabbed Toby’s crotch through the jeans. He squeezed hard. Toby gasped. He felt the pink panties underneath.

"I know what you are wearing under there," Harold whispered. "I know you have on those sissy panties. That is all that matters."

Toby’s face turned red. He could feel the satin against his skin. He could feel his little dick getting hard.

"Go," Harold said. "And tell them your name is Tobi. With an I."

Harold let go and walked away. Toby stood there for a second. His heart was beating fast. He was terrified. But he was also excited.

He touched his glossy lips with his finger. It felt so good.

He turned and walked toward the coffee shop. The campus coffee shop was always busy. It was the place to see and be seen.

As Toby walked, he felt the pink panties rubbing against his smooth skin. They were so tight. Every step he took, they pulled up into his crack. It felt like a secret caress.

He kept his head down. He pulled his hood up. He tried to hide his face.

He got to the coffee shop. The line was long. Toby stood at the back. He could smell the sugary syrup and the roasted beans. It made his stomach growl.

He looked at his reflection in the glass door. He looked like a boy in a hoodie. But his lips were shining. They looked like a girl’s lips.

People were looking at him. A girl in front of him turned around and stared. She looked at his lips, then looked away with a weird face.

Toby wanted to run. He wanted to go hide in the dorm. But Harold told him to do this. He had to be a good girl.

The line moved slowly. Toby shuffled forward. He felt sweat on his back. He hoped nobody could smell him. He hoped nobody could smell the perfume Marissa made him wear.

He finally got to the front of the line.

He looked at the barista. It was a guy named Brad. Brad was in Toby’s biology class. He was a big guy. He played baseball.

Brad looked up. He smiled. Then he stopped smiling. His eyes locked onto Toby’s face.

Toby froze. He felt trapped. Brad was staring right at his mouth.

"What can I get you?" Brad asked.

Toby opened his mouth to speak. But his voice didn't work right. It came out high and squeaky.

"I... I would like a frappuccino," Toby said.

He sounded like a girl. He sounded breathless. It was the hypnosis tape. It was changing his voice.

Brad raised an eyebrow. "What size?"

"Venti," Toby whispered. He leaned over the counter a little bit.

"Venti frappuccino," Brad said. He typed it into the register. "Anything else?"

"Extra whip," Toby said. The words slipped out so easily. "Please."

Brad looked at Toby’s lips again. He stared at the pink glitter. He looked at Toby’s long eyelashes. Toby hadn't even realized his eyelashes were so long until Brad looked at them.

"Okay," Brad said slowly. "Is that all?"

Toby nodded. He couldn't say anything else. His heart was hammering against his ribs. He felt so exposed.

"That will be six dollars," Brad said.

Toby fumbled with his wallet. His hands were shaking. He dropped a dollar on the counter.

"Sorry," Toby squeaked.

He picked it up. He handed Brad his card. Their fingers brushed.

Brad’s hand was rough and warm. Toby felt a jolt of electricity go straight to his crotch. His little dick throbbed in the pink panties.

Brad swiped the card. He handed it back to Toby. He held onto the card for a second longer than he needed to.

Toby looked up into Brad’s eyes. Brad was smiling now. It was a smirk. A knowing look.

"Have a nice day," Brad said.

And then, Brad winked.

Toby gasped. He grabbed his card and turned around so fast he almost fell over.

He scurried away to the waiting area. He hid behind a big potted plant. He pressed his back against the wall.

He was shaking all over. His face was on fire. Brad had winked at him. Brad knew. Brad saw the gloss. Brad heard the voice.

Toby looked down at his chest. He could see his nipples poking against the fabric of his hoodie. He looked like a freak.

But then, he felt something else.

He felt a wet spot in his panties. His little clitty was leaking. It was dripping precum into the satin. It was soaking the fabric.

He was so turned on. He had been so scared, but his body loved it. His body loved the attention.

He realized he liked it. He liked that Brad looked at him. He liked that Brad winked. He wanted more guys to look at him. He wanted all the guys to look at him.

"Order for Tobi!" Brad yelled out.

Toby flinched. He walked over to the counter to get the drink. He kept his head down. He grabbed the cup.

Brad was watching him. "There you go, Tobi," Brad said.

Toby grabbed the cup and ran out of the shop.

He ran all the way back to where Harold was waiting. He was out of breath. His chest heaved up and down.

Harold was leaning against a tree. He saw Toby running. He saw the drink.

He smiled.

"Well?" Harold asked. "Did you do it?"

Toby nodded. He held out the drink. "Yes. Here."

Harold took the cup. He took a sip. He looked at Toby’s face. He saw the smeared gloss. He saw the flush on Toby’s cheeks.

"Did he like the new look?" Harold asked.

"He... he winked at me," Toby said. His voice was still high and breathy.

Harold laughed. "Good. You are becoming a pretty girl, Tobi. Everyone can see it."

Toby looked down at his feet. He felt the wet panties sticking to his skin. He felt the thrill running through his veins.

"Yes," Toby whispered. "I like it."


Chapter Seven




The dorm room was a mess. Clothes were piled everywhere. Textbooks were open on the desks. It was the end of the semester. Finals were done. Everyone was going crazy.

Donald was running around like a chicken with its head cut off. He was throwing clothes into his duffel bag.

"Bro! You are not going to believe it!" Donald yelled.

He was sweating. He was vibrating with energy.

"It is going to be insane," Donald said. "The Alpha Delta house. The End of Year Bang. It is legendary."

Toby was lying in his bed. He had the blankets pulled up to his chin. He was hiding. He felt huge. He felt heavy.

He had spent the last two weeks in this room. He skipped his classes. He only left to go see Marissa or Harold.

He was terrified of being seen. His body had changed so much. It was not just the softness anymore. It was the shape.

He had B-cups now. They were heavy. They sat on his chest like two water balloons. They pulled him forward. His back hurt.

He had a waist now. A real waist. It was small and tight. It curved in.

And his butt. It was massive. It stuck out behind him like a shelf. It was a bubble butt.

He wore the biggest hoodie he could find. It was Donald’s hoodie. It was red and huge. It went down past his knees.

Underneath, he was wearing leggings. But they were stretched so tight they were almost see-through. He could not wear jeans anymore. They did not fit over his hips.

"I don't know, Donald," Toby said from under the covers. His voice was soft and high. "I think I will stay here."

Donald stopped packing. He looked at Toby.

"What?" Donald asked. "Are you crazy? This is the party of the year. Everyone is going to be there. All the hot girls. All the bros."

Toby shook his head under the blanket. "I am tired. I think I am coming down with something."

"Bullshit," Donald said.

He walked over to Toby’s bed. He grabbed the edge of the blanket and ripped it back.

Toby squeaked and curled up into a ball. He tried to cover his chest with his arms. He tried to hide his body.

"You have been in this bed for days," Donald said. He looked down at Toby.

Toby looked up at him. He knew what Donald saw. He saw the long hair. He saw the smooth face. He saw the red lips, even without the gloss.

Donald shook his head. "Dude. You look... different. You look really tired."

Toby pulled his knees up to his chest. The leggings pulled tight across his butt.

"I am just stressed," Toby lied. "School is hard."

"School is over!" Donald yelled. "We are done! We need to celebrate."

Donald sat down on the edge of the bed. The bed springs squeaked.

"You need to come, man," Donald said. His voice got serious. "I am crossing over tonight. The brothers are going to tap me. I want my best friend there."

Toby looked away. He felt bad. Donald was his friend. Or he used to be. Now Toby was just Harold’s toy.

"People will stare at me," Toby whispered.

"Why?" Donald asked. "Because you are wearing a hoodie? Who cares?"

Toby touched his chest through the blanket. His boobs were pressing against his arms.

"I just don't look good," Toby said. "I have gained weight."

Donald laughed. "So what? We are in college. Everyone gains weight. Just wear a big shirt and drink beer. Nobody will notice."

Toby bit his lip. He wished it was just fat. He wished he was just fat. But he was turning into a girl. He could feel it in his bones.

He could feel his T-dick getting smaller every day. It was just a little nub now. It stayed tucked inside his body most of the time.

He felt like a freak. He felt like a monster in a hoodie.

"Please, Toby," Donald said. He actually begged. "Don't make me go alone. I need a wingman."

Toby looked at Donald. He saw the hope in his eyes. Donald had no idea. He had no idea that Toby wanted to go to the party for a different reason.

Harold would be there.

Harold was a senior. He was in the fraternity. He would be at the party.

Toby’s heart beat faster when he thought about Harold. He thought about Harold’s hands. He thought about Harold’s voice. He thought about Harold’s cock.

He needed to see Harold. He was shaking without him. He needed his fix.

He knew Harold would want him there. Harold would want to show him off.

"Okay," Toby said quietly.

Donald jumped up. "Yes! That is what I am talking about!"

"I will go," Toby said. "But I am not drinking much. And I am not dancing."

"You will do whatever you want," Donald said. "Just come."

Toby sat up slowly. He kept his arms crossed over his chest. He felt the weight of his tits pulling on his shoulders.

He stood up. The red hoodie fell down to his knees.

Donald looked him up and down. He frowned a little.

"You really have been acting weird lately," Donald said.

Toby froze. "What do you mean?"

"You know," Donald said. "You are quiet. You hide in your room. You don't go to the gym. You walk funny."

Donald looked at Toby’s hips. He looked at the curve of the hoodie.

"Come on, man!" Donald said. He slapped Toby on the back. "You need to get laid. That is your problem. You are too tense. You need to find a girl and relax."

Toby felt the irony burn in his stomach. He needed to get laid, but not as a man.

"I know," Toby said. "Maybe tonight will be good for me."

"Yeah," Donald said. "It will be great. You will see. We are gonna get you so wasted you forget about your exams."

Donald went back to his bag. Toby stood in the middle of the room.

He looked at himself in the mirror on the closet door.

He saw a short person in a big red hoodie. He saw long hair. He saw a soft face.

But he knew what was under the hoodie.

He thought about walking into the frat house. He thought about all the people. The lights. The noise.

He was terrified. They would see him. They would know.

But then he thought about Harold.

Harold would protect him. Harold would tell him what to do. Harold would use him.

A shiver went down Toby’s spine. He felt his little clitty twitch.

He wanted to be used. He wanted to be seen. He wanted Harold to parade him around like a trophy.

"Okay," Toby whispered to himself. "I can do this."

He grabbed his phone. He saw a text from Harold.

Wear the outfit Marissa bought you.

Toby gasped. He looked over at his closet. In the back, hidden behind his old jeans, was the black dress Marissa gave him.

He looked at Donald. Donald was not looking.

Toby reached into the closet and pulled out the dress. It was tiny. It was black and made of spandex.

He looked at the hoodie he was wearing. He would have to take it off.

He took a deep breath. He was scared to death.

But he knew he had to do it. He had to be Harold’s girl tonight.

"I'm coming, Harold," Toby whispered.

He waited for Donald to turn around. Then he grabbed the dress and hid it under his blanket to put on later.
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Toby sat on his bed with his knees pulled up to his chest. His phone buzzed in his hand. He looked at the screen.

It was a text from Harold.

Don't wear boy clothes. I'm sending Marissa over.

Toby’s heart beat fast. He looked at Donald. Donald was looking in the mirror, trying to fix his hair. He was wearing a polo shirt and khakis.

"Who is that?" Donald asked. He didn't turn around.

"Just Marissa," Toby said. "She wants to talk about a project."

Donald laughed. "Marissa? That scary blonde girl? Good luck, bro."

There was a knock on the door.

Toby stood up and opened it.

Marissa stood there. She looked like a queen. She was wearing a short black dress and high heels. She was carrying a long garment bag over her arm.

She pushed past Toby into the room. She looked at Donald.

"You need to leave," she said.

Donald turned around. "What? I live here."

"I need to get Toby ready," Marissa said. "And I can't have you gawking at him. Go wait downstairs. Or go get a beer. Just go."

Donald looked at Marissa. Then he looked at Toby. Toby was shaking. He was hugging his arms around his chest.

"Okay, weirdo," Donald said. "I will be at the frat house. Save me a beer, I guess."

Donald grabbed his jacket and walked out. The door clicked shut.

Marissa locked it. She threw the garment bag onto Toby’s bed.

"Get undressed," she said.

Toby took off the red hoodie. He took off the leggings. He stood there in just his pink panties. He felt cold.

Marissa unzipped the bag. She pulled out the clothes.

She held up a plaid skirt. It was green and black. It was very short.

"Put this on," she said.

Toby stepped into the skirt. It was a micro-skirt. It barely covered his butt cheeks. He felt a draft on his legs.

Next was a white shirt. It was like a dress shirt, but for a girl.

"Tie it," Marissa commanded.

Toby wrapped the shirt around his chest. He tied the tails in a knot right under his new breasts. It pushed them up. The shirt was tight. It showed off his stomach. It showed off his cleavage.

Marissa handed him a tie. It was green to match the skirt. Toby put it on. It felt like a choke collar.

"Sit down," Marissa said.

She opened her makeup bag. She pulled out bottles and brushes.

"Close your eyes," she said.

Toby closed his eyes. He felt cool powder on his face. Then he felt brushes on his eyes.

"Open," Marissa said.

Toby opened his eyes. He looked in the mirror Marissa was holding up.

She had put dark pink eyeshadow on him. It was thick. It made his eyes look big and dreamy. She put on heavy black mascara. His eyelashes looked like spider legs.

"These are fake," she said.

She glued strips of hair onto his eyelids. They were long and heavy. Toby blinked. It felt like he had wings on his eyes.

She put bright red lipstick on him. Then she put gloss over it. His lips looked wet. They looked like he wanted to suck something.

"Stand up," Marissa said.

She opened a box. She pulled out a wig. It was blonde and long. It had bangs.

She pulled it over Toby’s head. She tucked his own hair underneath.

She stepped back. "Look."

Toby looked in the mirror on the closet door.

He gasped.

He did not see Toby. He saw a girl. A slutty girl. A girl who did porn.

The blonde hair framed his face. The makeup made him look cheap. The outfit made him look like a naughty schoolgirl.

His tits looked huge. His waist looked tiny. The skirt showed off his thick thighs.

He looked like a cheap porn star.

"I don't look like me," Toby whispered. His voice sounded small.

"You don't look like you," Marissa said. "You look like Tobi."

She walked over to the closet. She grabbed a small pink purse. She handed it to him.

"Put your phone in here," she said. "And put this in too."

She handed him a small square packet. A condom.

Toby looked at it. It was silver wrapper. It was shiny.

"Put it in the purse," Marissa said. "You are gonna need them."

Toby took the condom. He held it in his hand. He looked at it.

A wave of sadness washed over him.

He looked at his body. He looked at the skirt. He looked at the fake tits.

He would not be using this condom on a girl. He would not be using his dick tonight.

His dick was tiny now. It was useless. It was just a nub. The condom would not even fit on it.

He was going to the party to please men. He was going to be a hole. He was going to be a toy.

He put the condom in the pink purse. He put his phone in next to it.

He felt a pang of hurt in his chest. He was losing his last bit of being a man. He was losing the chance to ever be with a girl.

But then, he thought about Harold. He thought about Harold using him.

The sadness went away. A warm feeling took its place.

He was going to be a good girl. He was going to make Harold happy.

"Ready?" Marissa asked.

Toby looked in the mirror one last time. He fluffed his blonde wig.

"Ready," Toby said. His voice was a high breathy whisper.
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Toby stood in front of the dorm mirror one last time. He looked at the blonde girl in the short skirt. He looked at the fake tits and the long legs. He touched the blonde wig. It felt like real hair.

He took a deep breath. He picked up his pink purse. He opened the door and walked out into the hall.

He could hear his heels clicking on the floor. Clack. Clack. Clack. The sound was loud in the quiet building.

He walked down the stairs. He held onto the railing tight. His ankles were wobbly in the high heels Marissa gave him. He hoped he would not fall.

He pushed the door open and stepped outside.

The night air was cool. It hit his bare legs right away. He felt a shiver go up his thighs. The skirt was so short that the air blew right under it. He felt naked.

Donald was waiting on the sidewalk. He was checking his phone. He was wearing his blue polo shirt and khaki pants. He looked like a normal college guy.

Donald looked up when he heard the heels. He saw Toby walking toward him.

Donald’s jaw dropped. His eyes got huge. He looked Toby up and down. He looked at the blonde hair, the plaid skirt, and the white shirt tied up under the boobs.

"Whoa," Donald said. "Uh, hi?"

Toby stopped in front of him. He felt his face turn red. He wanted to cover himself up, but he didn't. He just stood there.

"Can I help you?" Donald asked. He looked around, confused. "Are you looking for someone?"

Toby shook his head. He looked at Donald with his big, fake eyelashes.

Donald squinted his eyes. He leaned in closer. He stared at Toby’s face.

He looked at the nose. He looked at the mouth. He looked at the eyes.

"Toby?" Donald asked. His voice went up high. "Is that you?"

Toby didn't speak. He just nodded his head once.

"Holy shit," Donald said. He stepped back like Toby was a ghost. "Dude. What are you wearing?"

Toby looked down at his feet. He felt so small. He felt so embarrassed.

"It's a prank, right?" Donald asked. "Are you going to a frat party as a joke? Like, you're dressing up as a girl?"

Toby looked up. He nodded again. It was easier to let Donald think that. It was easier than the truth.

Donald started to laugh. "Oh man. You got me. I totally didn't recognize you. You look... wow. You look really different."

Donald looked at Toby’s legs. He looked at the skirt. He looked at the chest.

"You look like a girl," Donald said. "Like, a real girl. A hot girl."

Toby felt a warm feeling in his tummy. He liked that Donald thought he was hot.

"Come on then, 'Tobi'," Donald joked. "Let's go to the party. You are going to blow everyone's mind."

They started walking. Donald walked normal. Toby walked in his heels.

Clack. Clack. Clack.

The sound echoed off the buildings. Every time Toby took a step, his butt jiggled. The skirt bounced up and down. He felt the cool air on his thighs. He felt the satin panties rubbing against his little clitty.

He felt exposed. Anyone could look out a window and see him. Anyone could walk by.

They walked past the library. A group of guys was standing outside smoking. They were laughing and talking.

As Toby and Donald walked by, the guys got quiet.

Toby could feel their eyes on him. They were looking at his legs. They were looking at his blonde hair. They were looking at his ass.

One of the guys whistled. "Hey baby!"

Toby’s heart beat fast. He looked down at the ground. He walked faster. The heels clicked louder.

Donald laughed. "See? You're already a hit. They think you're a babe."

Toby didn't laugh. He felt scared. But he also felt something else. He felt his little clitty get hard in the panties.

He liked the attention. He liked that the guys wanted him. He liked being looked at like a piece of meat.

They turned onto Greek Row. The street was packed with students. Everyone was walking to the parties.

Toby felt like he was in a dream. He was walking through the crowd as a girl. Guys moved out of the way for him. They held doors open.

He felt soft and weak and small next to all the big guys.

They walked past a group of frat boys. They were wearing letter jackets. They stopped talking and stared at Toby.

"Damn," one of them said. "Check out the skirt."

Toby heard them. He heard the lust in their voices. He squeezed his purse tight against his chest.

He felt his nipples rub against the tight shirt. They were hard. They poked against the fabric.

"Keep walking, Tobi," Donald said. "We're almost there."

The Alpha Delta house was at the end of the street. It was the biggest house on the block. There were lights flashing inside. Music was booming out of the windows.

Bass. Bass. Bass.

The sound shook the ground. Toby could feel the vibration in his feet.

There were people everywhere on the lawn. Red cups were in everyone's hands. Girls were screaming and laughing. Guys were yelling and pushing each other.

Donald stopped at the bottom of the steps.

"Ready?" Donald asked. He looked at Toby. "Last chance to back out, man. Once we go in there, they are gonna tease you forever."

Toby looked up at the big front door. It was open. Light was pouring out.

He thought about Harold. Harold was in there. Harold was waiting for him.

Toby took a deep breath. He filled his lungs with the cold night air. He smelled cheap beer and perfume.

He fixed his wig. He smoothed down his skirt. He licked his glossy lips.

He wasn't Toby anymore. Toby was gone. He was Tobi now. He was a bimbo. He was a sissy slut.

He nodded at Donald.

"Let's do it," Donald said.

They walked up the steps. Clack. Clack. Clack.

The music got louder. It pounded in Toby’s ears. Boom. Boom. Boom.

They reached the top of the steps. The doorway was like a big mouth. People were flowing in and out.

Toby looked at the crowd inside. He saw faces flashing in the lights. He saw bodies moving together.

He felt a thrill of fear go down his spine. He was walking into the lion's den. He was walking into the place where his old life would end.

He crossed the threshold. He stepped into the loud, hot, bright party.


Chapter Eight




The music was so loud it hurt Toby’s ears. It was a deep, heavy beat. Boom. Boom. Boom. The floor shook with every thump.

The room was dark except for flashing lights. They were strobe lights. They flashed white and red. They made everything look like it was moving in slow motion.

The air was hot. It smelled like beer and sweat and cheap perfume. It smelled like sex.

Toby stood just inside the door. His back was pressed against the wall. He held his pink purse tight against his chest.

People were everywhere. They were mashed together like sardines. Girls were dancing on tables. Guys were shouting over the music. Red cups were in every hand.

Donald turned to Toby. He leaned in close so Toby could hear him.

"I gotta go find the president!" Donald yelled. "I need to sign some papers! Don't move!"

Toby nodded. He didn't want to move.

Donald laughed and vanished into the crowd. Toby watched him go. He was alone.

He felt tiny. He felt like a little boat in a big ocean. He was wearing his blonde wig and his schoolgirl skirt. He stuck out like a sore thumb.

He looked around. The room was spinning. The flashing lights made him dizzy.

He wanted to run. He wanted to turn around and run back to the dorm. He wanted to hide under his covers. He didn't belong here. He was a fake. He was a boy in a dress.

But his feet wouldn't move.

His body felt strange. It felt heavy and light at the same time. The hormones were buzzing in his blood. The hypnosis tape was playing in the back of his mind.

You are a pretty girl.

You want attention.

Toby’s heart beat fast. He looked at the guys in the room. They were big. They were wearing tank tops and jerseys. They were sweating.

He saw a group of guys looking at him. They were standing by the kegs. They were holding plastic cups. They were pointing at him.

Toby’s breath hitched.

They didn't see Toby. They didn't see the guy from biology class. They saw a blonde girl with big tits in a short skirt.

One of the guys said something to his friends. They all laughed. Then they started walking toward him.

Toby tried to shrink into the wall. He wished he could disappear.

"Hey!" one of the guys yelled.

He was tall. He had messy hair and a red face. He was drunk.

"Who are you?" the guy asked. He leaned in close. He smelled like stale beer.

Toby looked up at him through his fake eyelashes. He opened his mouth, but no words came out. His voice was gone.

"I said, who are you?" the guy asked again. He smiled. He had crooked teeth.

"I'm Tobi," Toby whispered. The name slipped out easily.

"Tobi?" the guy asked. "That's a cute name. I like that."

More guys gathered around. They circled Toby. They blocked him in. He was trapped against the wall.

"Are you a freshman?" another guy asked. He was shorter but wider. He had a thick neck.

Toby shook his head. "No."

"You new here?" the first guy asked. "I haven't seen you around. I would remember a face like yours."

He stared at Toby’s chest. He was looking at the cleavage popping out of the tied shirt.

Toby felt a chill go down his spine. He was terrified. These guys were predators. They were sharks and he was the bait.

He should push past them. He should run away.

But he didn't.

Deep down, under the fear, he felt a spark. It was a spark of heat.

They liked him. They wanted him. They thought he was a girl.

The validation felt good. It felt better than the fear.

"Here," a third guy said. He pushed a red cup into Toby’s hand. "Drink this. You look nervous."

Toby looked at the cup. It was full of yellow liquid. It smelled like cheap beer.

"I don't drink," Toby said. His voice was high and breathy.

"Everyone drinks here," the guy said. "Come on. Just a sip."

Toby looked at the guy’s eyes. They were glassy. They were demanding.

Toby lifted the cup. He took a sip.

The beer was warm and bitter. It tasted like piss. But he swallowed it.

He took another sip. The alcohol burned his throat.

"Good girl," the guy said.

The words good girl hit Toby’s brain like a hammer. His knees got weak. He felt the pink panties get damp.

He took a bigger drink. He needed to numb his brain. He needed to stop thinking.

The guys laughed. They moved closer. They were pressing against him. He could feel their body heat. He could smell their sweat.

One of them put a hand on the wall next to Toby’s head. He leaned in.

"You have nice legs," the guy said. He looked down at Toby’s thighs. The skirt was so short. The white thigh-high socks cut into Toby’s skin.

"Thanks," Toby whispered.

"What are you studying?" the guy asked. He wasn't interested in school. He was just talking to hear Toby’s voice.

"I... I don't know," Toby said. It was true. He couldn't remember what his classes were.

"Maybe you can study me later," the guy said. He laughed at his own joke. His friends laughed too.

Toby giggled. It was a small sound. He didn't mean to laugh. The alcohol was going to his head.

The music changed. It got faster. The bass got heavier.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

The guys were dancing close to him. They were grinding against the air. They were trying to impress him.

Toby felt trapped. But he also felt safe. He was the center of attention. All these guys were looking at him. They wanted to touch him.

He finished the beer. He crushed the cup in his hand.

"You want another?" the tall guy asked.

"Sure," Toby said. He wanted to float away. He wanted to be a bimbo. He wanted to be empty.

The tall guy reached out to get the cup. His hand brushed against Toby’s side.

Then, his hand didn't move away.

He grabbed Toby’s waist. His big fingers wrapped around Toby’s side. He squeezed.

Toby’s body reacted before his brain did.

He recoiled. He flinched away from the touch. He was scared.

But then, the conditioning kicked in.

He stopped pulling away. He leaned into the hand. He melted against the guy’s grip.

His body knew what to do. His body wanted to be held. He wanted to be grabbed.

The guy pulled Toby closer. He pressed his hips against Toby’s hips. Toby could feel the guy’s semi-hard cock through his jeans.

"Hey baby," the guy slurred. His face was right in Toby’s ear. His breath was hot.

Toby looked up at him. He looked at the guy’s red lips. He looked at his drunk eyes.

Toby’s lips parted. A sound came out of his mouth.

It wasn't a word. It was a giggle.

It was a high-pitched, silly sound. A bimbo sound.

It escaped his lips before he could stop it.

"Hee hee," Toby giggled.

He covered his mouth with his hand, but it was too late. He had done it. He had giggled like a girl.

The guys all laughed. They loved it.

"That is so cute," the guy said. He squeezed Toby’s waist harder.

Toby blushed. He felt so small. He felt so dumb. But he didn't want to leave. He wanted to stay right here and be grabbed.
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The music was so loud Toby thought his ears would bleed. He was giggling at something the tall guy said, but he didn't know what it was. His brain felt like cotton candy.

Suddenly, the music stopped.

Screech.

The DJ cut the volume. The bass thumped one last time and then died. The room went quiet, except for the sound of hundreds of people talking and shouting.

"Yo! Shut it up! Shut it up!"

A voice boomed over the crowd. It came from the living room.

Toby stood on his tiptoes. He looked over the heads of the guys in front of him.

In the middle of the living room, there was a big coffee table. A guy was standing on top of it. He was wearing a letterman jacket. He had a red cup in his hand.

"Listen up!" the guy yelled. "It is time!"

The crowd cheered. It was a loud roar.

Toby felt the guys around him move. They turned toward the table. The circle opened up.

"It is the end of the year!" the guy yelled. "And it is time for the brothers to bond! Line it up!"

Clang.

The guy hit a metal object against his cup. It was a gong. It was a big brass gong that sat on the mantle.

Clang.

The sound was deep. It vibrated in Toby’s chest.

Clang.

"Brothers! To the line!" the guy screamed.

Men started moving. They pushed their way through the crowd. They were big guys. They were wearing jerseys and tank tops.

They lined up in front of the table. There were about twenty of them. They stood shoulder to shoulder. They looked like a wall of muscle.

Toby watched them. He felt small. He felt weak.

The guy on the table picked up a giant bottle. It was full of brown liquid. He started pouring it into a line of shot glasses on the table.

"This is the stuff!" the guy yelled. "The good stuff! Drink up!"

One by one, the brothers stepped up. They grabbed a shot glass. They tilted their heads back and swallowed the liquid.

They slammed the glasses down on the table.

"Cheers!" they yelled.

The crowd went wild. Girls screamed. Guys clapped.

Toby watched them. He felt like he was watching a tribe of warriors. They were loud. They were strong. They were everything he was not.

Then, the line parted.

Harold stepped forward.

Toby’s breath caught in his throat.

Harold wasn't wearing a shirt.

He was wearing a loose pair of gym shorts. His chest was bare. His skin was sweaty. It shined under the lights.

His muscles were insane. His pecs were slabs of meat. His abs were like a washboard. His shoulders looked like cannonballs.

He walked up to the table. He moved different than the other guys. He moved slow. He moved like he owned the world.

He didn't take a shot glass.

The guy on the table handed him a goblet. It was gold. It looked like something from a movie.

Harold took the goblet. He held it up.

The room got quiet. Everyone watched Harold.

Harold tilted his head back. He opened his mouth.

He poured the liquid into his mouth. It was a lot. He didn't stop. He just kept pouring.

His throat moved as he swallowed. He didn't spill a drop.

He finished the goblet. He slammed it down on the table.

Bang.

Harold wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. He looked out at the crowd.

Toby stared at him. Harold looked like a king. He looked like a god.

Harold’s eyes moved over the faces in the crowd. He looked at the girls. He looked at the brothers.

Then, his eyes stopped.

He was looking right at Toby.

Toby froze. He was still standing in the corner. He was still surrounded by the drunk guys who were hitting on him.

But Harold saw him.

Harold’s eyes locked onto Toby’s. They were dark and intense. They bore into Toby’s soul.

Harold didn't smile at first. He just looked. He looked at Toby’s blonde wig. He looked at the schoolgirl outfit. He looked at the terrified expression on Toby’s face.

A slow smirk spread across Harold’s face.

It was a scary smirk. It was a smirk that said I see you.

Harold lifted one hand. He curled his index finger toward his chest.

Come here.

Toby’s heart stopped.

The gesture was small. But Toby saw it like it was a giant neon sign.

The guys around Toby were still talking. They didn't notice.

"Hey baby," the tall guy said. He was still holding Toby’s waist. "You want to dance?"

Toby didn't answer. He couldn't hear the guy.

All he could see was Harold.

Harold stood on the table like a statue. His finger was still curled. He was waiting.

Toby felt a pull in his chest. It was like a hook was inside him, reeling him in.

He had to go.

He didn't say excuse me to the guys. He didn't say anything.

He just moved.

He pulled away from the tall guy’s hand. He turned toward the living room.

He started walking.

Clack. Clack. Clack.

His heels clicked on the floor.

The crowd was thick. People were standing shoulder to shoulder.

Toby kept his eyes on Harold. He didn't look at the floor. He didn't look at the people.

He walked right into the mass of bodies.

"Move," Toby whispered. "Please move."

He wasn't loud. He didn't push.

But people moved.

It was magic. They parted like the Red Sea.

Guys saw the blonde girl in the short skirt walking with purpose. They saw the look in her eyes. They stepped out of the way.

Toby walked through the path. It opened up just for him.

He felt eyes on him. Hundreds of eyes. They were staring at his legs. They were staring at his tits. They were staring at his dazed expression.

He felt naked. He felt exposed.

The bass from the speakers thumped in his chest. Thump. Thump. Thump.

It matched his heartbeat.

He got closer to the living room. He could smell Harold. He could smell the musk and the cologne.

Harold watched him come. He didn't move. He didn't blink.

Toby felt like he was walking to his death.

He was walking to the lion's den. He was walking to the man who had changed him. The man who had made him a sissy.

He was terrified. His hands were shaking. He wanted to throw up.

But he also felt like he was walking to church.

He was walking to his master. He was walking to the only person who mattered. The only person who could save him from being empty.

He was walking to his salvation.

He reached the edge of the living room.

The circle of brothers was there. The wall of muscle was there.

Harold looked down at him from the table.

Toby stopped. He looked up. He was a small boy in a dress, looking up at a giant.

Harold crooked his finger again.

"Come here, princess," Harold mouthed.
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Harold jumped down from the table. He landed on the floor with a heavy thud. He didn't say a word to the other guys. He just walked straight to Toby.

Toby stood still. He felt like a deer in headlights. Harold was so big. He was so close. He smelled like sweat and power.

Harold reached out. He grabbed Toby’s wrist. His grip was hot and hard.

"Come with me," Harold said.

He pulled Toby through the crowd. Toby had to run to keep up in his heels. Clack. Clack. Clack.

Harold pulled him behind the bar. It was a darker corner of the room. There were bottles everywhere and a big metal sink.

Nobody was back here. It was just them.

Harold pushed Toby against the counter. Toby’s back hit the wood. He winced a little.

Harold looked him up and down. His eyes burned over Toby’s body. He looked at the blonde wig. He looked at the tied shirt. He looked at the short skirt.

"Wow," Harold said. "You look fuckable, Tobi-with-an-I."

Toby blushed. The praise made his head spin. He felt his little clitty twitch in his panties.

"Thank you," Toby whispered. His voice was high and soft.

"Turn around," Harold said.

Toby turned around and faced the room. He leaned his elbows on the bar. He stuck his butt out a little bit. It was what Marissa taught him to do.

Harold stood behind him. He pressed his hips against Toby’s ass. Toby could feel Harold’s bulge through his shorts. It was hard.

Toby looked out at the party. He saw the flashing lights. He saw the dancing people.

Then he saw Donald.

Donald was standing near the kegs. He had a red cup in his hand. He was looking around. He looked confused.

Toby froze. He tried to hide behind his hands, but he was wearing a skirt. He couldn't hide.

Donald’s eyes swept the room. They landed on the bar. They landed on Toby.

Donald squinted. He leaned forward. He saw the blonde hair. He saw the schoolgirl outfit.

Toby saw Donald’s eyes get big. Donald started to walk toward the bar.

"Hey!" Donald yelled. "That looks like..."

Harold didn't move. He kept pressing his hips against Toby’s ass. He reached around in front of Toby. He grabbed a bottle from the shelf.

"Relax," Harold said in Toby’s ear. "Let me take care of you."

Harold mixed a drink. He grabbed a shaker and ice. He poured a clear liquid from a bottle. Then he poured something red.

He shook it up. It made a loud hissing sound.

He poured it into a glass.

The drink was bright pink. It was the same color as the shake. It glowed under the bar lights.

"Drink this," Harold said. "It will help you relax."

Harold held the glass up to Toby’s lips.

Toby looked at the pink liquid. He knew what it was. It was the formula. But it smelled different. It smelled like strawberries and something strong. Like medicine.

"I... I'm already drunk," Toby said.

"Drink it," Harold said. His voice was a growl. "Don't be a bad girl."

Donald was getting closer. He was pushing through the crowd. "Hey! Toby!"

Toby looked at Donald. Then he looked at Harold.

Harold’s eyes were dark. They were commanding. They said obey me.

Toby opened his mouth.

Harold tilted the glass.

The cold pink liquid rushed into Toby’s mouth. He swallowed it down.

It was sweet. It was very sweet. But it burned. It burned all the way down his throat and into his stomach.

It was strong. Way stronger than the shakes. It hit him like a truck.

He drank it all in one go. He swallowed every drop.

Harold took the glass away and set it down.

"Good girl," he said.

Toby gripped the edge of the bar. The room started to tilt.

The floor seemed to move under his feet. The lights got blurry. The music sounded like it was underwater.

Boom... boom... boom.

His body felt heavy. His arms felt like lead weights. His legs felt like jelly.

He couldn't hold himself up. He slumped forward against the bar.

His muscles turned to water. He was limp. He was like a rag doll.

He couldn't fight it. He didn't want to fight it. It felt too good to let go.

His brain turned off. The thoughts stopped. The worry stopped. The fear stopped.

There was only a warm buzzing feeling in his head. A pink fog.

"Whoa," Toby said. His words slurred together. "I feel... floaty."

Donald finally made it to the bar. He stood there panting. He looked at Toby. Then he looked at Harold.

"Dude?" Donald asked. He looked confused. "What are you doing with... with her?"

Harold ignored Donald. He put his hands on Toby’s shoulders. He leaned in close.

"She is just having a drink," Harold said. "Go away, pledge."

Toby didn't look at Donald. He couldn't focus on Donald.

His vision was tunneling. The edges of the room went black. All he could see was Harold.

Harold’s chest. Harold’s arms. Harold’s face.

And then, lower.

Toby looked down. He saw the front of Harold’s shorts.

There was a big bulge there. It was thick and long. It was pressing against the fabric.

Toby’s mouth watered. He felt a deep throb inside his body. It was in his stomach. It was in his ass.

The drink had something in it. Something that made him horny. Something that made him need it.

It was an aphrodisiac. A super strong one.

Toby forgot about Donald. He forgot about the party. He forgot about being a boy.

He was a hole. He was a girl. He was a bimbo.

All he needed was cock.

He stared at Harold’s bulge. He wanted to touch it. He wanted to taste it. He wanted it inside him.

"Please," Toby whimpered. He didn't know what he was asking for. He just needed something.

Harold smiled. He saw the look in Toby’s eyes. He saw the need.

"You want that, don't you?" Harold whispered. He stepped closer. He rubbed his bulge against Toby’s hip.

Toby moaned. It was a low, dirty sound.

"Yes," Toby breathed. "I need it."

His body was shaking. Not from fear, but from desire. He was so empty. He needed to be filled.

The room spun in a pleasant circle. Colors swirled together.

Toby let go of the bar. He would have fallen, but he didn't care. He just wanted to fall toward Harold.


Chapter Nine




Toby pushed away from the bar. He felt like he was walking on a boat. The floor kept tilting to the side. The walls were closing in.

He needed to pee. He needed to splash cold water on his face. The drink was too strong. It was making him see double.

He stumbled through the crowd. He bumped into a guy with a red cup.

"Watch it!" the guy yelled.

Toby didn't say sorry. He couldn't form the words. He just kept walking. His heels clicked on the floor. Clack. Clack.

He saw a door with a sign that said RESTROOMS. He headed for it. He had to get out of the noise. The bass was thumping in his chest. Boom. Boom. It was giving him a headache.

He pushed through the door into the hallway.

It was quieter here. The music was a dull throb. The lights were dimmer. There were people making out against the walls.

Toby leaned against the wall to catch his breath. His head was spinning. The pink drink was making everything fuzzy. He felt so good. He felt so limp.

He looked down at his body. He saw the white shirt tied up. He saw the plaid skirt. He saw the long blonde hair.

"Pretty," he whispered. He giggled. The sound floated in the air.

He pushed off the wall to keep walking to the bathroom. He took two steps and ran into someone hard.

"Whoa!"

The guy grabbed Toby’s arms to steady him.

"Watch where you are going," the guy said.

Toby looked up. It was Donald.

Donald was wearing his blue polo. He was looking right at Toby. But he didn't look angry. He looked confused.

"Sorry," Toby said. His voice was high and soft. It sounded like a bell.

Donald looked at the blonde girl in his arms. He looked at the big fake eyes. He looked at the red lips.

"It's okay," Donald said. He let go of Toby’s arms. "Are you okay? You look wasted."

Toby blinked. He tried to focus on Donald’s face. It kept swimming in and out.

"I need the bathroom," Toby said.

Donald squinted his eyes. He leaned in closer. The hallway light was bad, but he was trying to see.

"Toby?" Donald asked. "Is that you?"

Toby froze. His heart stopped beating.

He tried to shake his head. He tried to pull away. But he couldn't move. The pink drink held him in place.

"No," Toby whispered. "I'm Tobi."

Donald stepped closer. He grabbed Toby’s chin. He turned Toby’s face to the side.

"Holy shit," Donald said. "It is you. Dude, what the fuck?"

Donald looked Toby up and down. His eyes got huge. He looked at the skirt. He looked at the wig. He looked at the heavy makeup.

"What are you wearing?" Donald asked. His voice was getting loud. "Why are you dressed like a chick?"

Toby felt shame wash over him. It was cold water. But he also felt that buzzing heat in his brain. The part of him that liked being seen.

"I... I can explain," Toby said.

He tried to talk like a guy. He tried to make his voice deep.

But it didn't work.

"I... I can ex... plain," he said.

His voice came out as a whispery falsetto. It was high and breathy. It sounded like a valley girl.

Donald’s mouth fell open. "Dude. Your voice. You sound like a girl."

Toby covered his mouth with his hand. He couldn't believe it. The hypnosis had taken his voice. He couldn't talk like a man anymore.

"This is sick, Toby," Donald said. He stepped back. He looked weirded out. "Why are you doing this? Is this a prank?"

Toby shook his head. Tears filled his eyes. The makeup felt heavy on his face.

"No," Toby squeaked. "It's not a prank."

"Then what is it?" Donald asked. "You look like a slut, man. You have tits. You are wearing a skirt."

Donald pointed at Toby’s chest. "And what is that? Is that a bra? Are you wearing a bra under there?"

Toby looked down. He could see the outline of the bra under the white shirt.

"Please, Donald," Toby said. "Don't yell."

"I'm not yelling!" Donald yelled. "I am just asking why my roommate is dressed like a hooker!"

People in the hallway were looking now. They were stopping kissing. They were staring at the blonde girl and the guy yelling at her.

Toby felt small. He felt like everyone was looking at him. He wanted the floor to open up and swallow him.

"I have to go," Toby said.

He tried to push past Donald.

Donald grabbed his arm. "No, wait. We are leaving. You are coming home right now. You are drunk. You are acting crazy."

Toby tried to pull his arm back, but Donald was too strong.

"Let go," Toby said. "Please."

"Not until you tell me what is going on," Donald said.

Suddenly, a shadow fell over them.

The air in the hallway got cold. The noise of the party seemed to stop.

"He's with me, Russel."

The voice was deep. It was like thunder.

Donald froze. He let go of Toby’s arm.

Toby looked up.

Harold was standing there. He was looming over Donald. He looked massive. His shoulders were wide. His neck was thick.

He looked down at Donald like he was a bug.

Donald turned around slowly. His face went pale. He saw who it was.

"H... Harold," Donald stammered. "I... I was just..."

"You were just leaving," Harold said.

Harold didn't look at Donald’s face. He looked at Donald’s throat.

Toby felt safe. He moved closer to Harold. He hid behind Harold’s big arm.

"He is my date," Harold said. "And he doesn't want to go home with you."

"Your date?" Donald asked. He looked confused. "But... Toby is a guy. He is my roommate."

"Not tonight," Harold said. "Tonight, he is Tobi. And Tobi belongs to me."

Harold reached back and grabbed Toby’s hand. He pulled Toby forward. Toby rested his head against Harold’s arm. He smelled so good.

Donald looked at them. He looked at Toby’s blonde wig. He looked at Toby’s hand in Harold’s hand.

"This is messed up," Donald said. But he was whispering now. He was scared.

"Run along, pledge," Harold said.

He didn't yell. He didn't scream. He just said it.

It was an order.

Donald looked at the floor. He looked at Harold’s shoes. He knew he couldn't win. Harold was a senior. Harold was an Alpha. Donald was just a pledge.

"Okay," Donald said. "I'm going."

Donald looked at Toby one last time. He looked sad. He looked scared.

"Bye, Toby," Donald said.

Donald turned around. He walked down the hallway fast. He didn't look back. He scuttled away like a mouse.

Harold and Toby were alone in the hallway.

Toby let out a breath he didn't know he was holding. His knees got weak.

"Good boy," Harold said. He squeezed Toby’s hand.

Harold looked down at Toby. His eyes were dark. They were full of lust.

"You caused a scene," Harold said. "Now we have to go somewhere private."

Toby looked up at Harold. The pink drink was making his head spin. He was so horny. He needed Harold so bad.

"Where are we going?" Toby asked in his high voice.

Harold smirked.

"Outside," Harold said. "I’m going to finish what we started."
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Harold pulled Toby back into the main room. The noise hit them like a wall.

Boom. Boom. Boom.

The bass was shaking Toby’s teeth. The lights were flashing everywhere. Strobe lights made everything look like it was stopping and starting.

Toby stumbled in his heels. He felt like he was floating on a pink cloud. The drink Harold gave him was super strong. It made his body feel hot and loose.

Harold didn't walk to the door. He walked to the middle of the dance floor.

"Come on," Harold yelled over the music.

He pulled Toby into the crowd. Bodies were everywhere. People were rubbing against each other. It smelled like sweat and beer.

Harold stopped. He turned Toby around. Toby’s back hit Harold’s chest.

"Grind on me," Harold said in Toby’s ear.

Harold’s voice was a growl. It made Toby shiver.

Toby leaned back. He let his weight fall against Harold. He felt small and safe.

Harold put his hands on Toby’s hips. He held them tight. He pulled Toby’s ass back against his crotch.

Toby felt it. Harold’s cock was hard. It was a thick log inside his shorts. It pressed right between Toby’s butt cheeks.

"Oh!" Toby cried out.

It felt so good. The skirt was thin. Toby could feel the heat of Harold’s dick.

"Move," Harold commanded.

Toby didn't know how to dance like a girl. But his body knew what to do. The hypnosis took over.

He swiveled his hips. He rubbed his ass up and down on Harold’s bulge.

Rub. Rub. Rub.

Harold groaned. "Yeah. Just like that."

The music was fast. Thump. Thump. Thump.

Toby moved with the beat. He threw his head back. The blonde wig brushed against Harold’s shoulder.

He didn't care who saw. He didn't care that people were watching. He was Harold’s toy. He was a slut on the dance floor.

"Ah! Ah! Ah!" Toby moaned.

He was loud. He couldn't help it. Every time Harold’s cock rubbed against his hole, a shock went through his body.

His little clitty was leaking in his panties. It was making a wet spot.

Harold moved his hands up. He grabbed Toby’s tits through the tied shirt. He squeezed them.

Toby gasped. "Yes! Squeeze them!"

He was being used in public. Everyone could see. But he loved it. He felt like a porn star.

Suddenly, a girl appeared in front of them.

It was Marissa.

She looked amazing. She was wearing a short silver dress that sparkled under the lights. Her hair was perfect. Her makeup was fierce.

She danced right up to Harold.

She looked at Harold with hungry eyes. Then she looked at Toby.

She smiled.

She moved closer. She rubbed her body against Harold’s chest. She was sandwiching Toby between them.

Toby felt Marissa’s soft boobs press against his own fake ones.

Harold growled. He let go of one of Toby’s tits. He grabbed Marissa’s waist.

He pulled her in. He kissed her.

It was a hard, wet kiss. Toby saw their tongues fighting.

Toby felt a pang of hurt in his chest. It was jealousy.

He wanted Harold to kiss him like that. He wanted to be the one Harold loved.

Marissa was so perfect. She was a real girl. She was everything Toby was trying to be.

But then, Marissa pulled away from Harold.

She turned her face to Toby.

She grabbed Toby’s face with both hands. Her red nails dug into Toby’s cheeks.

She leaned in and kissed Toby on the mouth.

Toby’s eyes went wide.

Marissa’s lips were soft. They tasted like cherry lip gloss. She pushed her tongue into Toby’s mouth.

Toby melted. He kissed her back. It felt so good to be kissed by her. She was the queen.

She pulled away. She looked into Toby’s eyes.

"You are so hot, Tobi," she whispered.

She leaned in close to Toby’s ear. Harold was still grinding against Toby’s ass, but Marissa was whispering in his ear.

"He is going to ruin you tonight, honey," Marissa said.

Her voice was sweet and scary.

"He is going to ruin you for anyone else," she said. "You are going to be his little fuck toy forever."

Toby shivered. The words scared him. But they also made his toes curl.

He wanted to be ruined. He wanted to be broken.

Marissa pulled back. She winked at him.

Then she danced away, disappearing into the crowd.

Harold was still grinding against Toby. He was breathing hard. His breath was hot on Toby’s neck.

The music got louder. The lights flashed faster.

Toby felt dizzy. The drink, the dancing, the kissing. It was too much.

Harold’s cock was throbbing against Toby’s ass. Toby could feel it pulsing.

Harold grabbed Toby’s hips hard. He stopped moving.

"Fuck," Harold grunted.

He couldn't take it anymore. The public teasing was too much.

Harold spun Toby around. He grabbed Toby’s hand.

"We’re leaving," Harold yelled.

He pulled Toby off the dance floor.

Toby stumbled behind him. He was breathless. His heart was pounding.

He was going to get what he needed.
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The back door of the frat house flew open. Cold air hit Toby in the face. It felt freezing after the hot party.

Harold pulled Toby outside. He didn't walk slow. He marched down the wooden steps.

Toby stumbled behind him. His heels clicked on the wood. Clack. Clack.

The music from inside got muffled. Boom. Boom. It was just a dull thud now.

They were in a parking lot behind the house. There was no light back here. Just the moon coming through the clouds.

The air smelled different. It didn't smell like beer and perfume. It smelled like old grease. It smelled like oil and garbage.

Harold pulled Toby across the lot. There was a big building next door. It was a mechanic shop. It was dark and closed.

There were big metal dumpsters lined up against the brick wall.

"Here," Harold said.

He pulled Toby into the narrow gap between the dumpsters and the wall.

It was darker here. It was shadowy and cold.

Toby leaned back against the brick. It was rough against his bare shoulders.

The ground was dirty. It was black asphalt. There were old cigarette butts and trash on the ground.

Harold turned around. He loomed over Toby. He blocked out the moon. He looked like a giant shadow.

Toby looked up at him. The pink drink was still making his head spin. His vision was blurry at the edges.

He knew where they were. He knew why they were here.

His little clitty throbbed in his panties. It was dripping wet.

"We are alone," Harold said. His voice was a low growl.

Toby nodded. "Yes."

He looked at Harold’s crotch. Even in the dark, he could see the bulge. It was huge.

Toby didn't wait for Harold to tell him what to do. He didn't wait for orders.

His legs felt weak, but he let them fold.

He dropped to his knees.

He landed on the dirty asphalt. It was hard and cold. It hurt his knees.

He didn't care. He looked up at Harold. He tilted his head back.

He opened his mouth slightly. He stuck his tongue out just a little bit.

He looked like a puppy waiting for a treat. He looked like a perfect bimbo slut.

Harold looked down at him. He smirked.

"Eager little thing, aren't you?" Harold asked.

"Yes," Toby whispered. "I need it."

He needed it so bad. His mouth was watering. His throat felt empty.

Harold reached for his belt. The buckle made a loud clinking sound in the quiet alley.

Toby watched. He couldn't look away.

Harold unzipped his fly. The sound of the zipper going down was like a rip in the silence.

Harold pulled his jeans down a little. Then he pulled his boxers down.

His cock sprang out.

It looked massive in the moonlight. It was thick and hard. The head was big and angry looking. The veins ran up the shaft like ropes.

Toby stared at it. It was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen.

It was right in front of his face. He could smell it. It smelled like musk and sweat and man.

Toby’s heart pounded in his chest. His eyes got wide.

He opened his mouth wider. He relaxed his jaw.

He was ready. He was ready to be used.


Chapter Ten




Harold didn't wait. He didn't ask Toby if he was ready. He didn't give Toby time to get used to it.

He grabbed a fistful of Toby’s blonde wig. He wrapped his fingers tight into the hair net.

"Open wide," Harold grunted.

Toby opened his mouth as far as he could.

Harold stepped forward. He shoved his hips.

The thick head of Harold’s cock smashed into Toby’s mouth. It hit the back of Toby’s throat immediately.

"Gack!"

Toby’s eyes flew open. He gagged hard. His throat closed up tight.

Harold didn't stop. He pushed harder.

He forced his cock down Toby’s throat. It stretched Toby’s jaw wide. It felt like a log was being shoved down his neck.

"Take it," Harold growled. "Take all of it."

Toby’s eyes watered instantly. Tears ran down his cheeks. They mixed with the heavy makeup Marissa put on him. Black streaks of mascara ran down his face.

He couldn't breathe. His nose was smashed against Harold’s pubic bone.

"Ugggh!" Toby choked.

Harold pulled his hips back and then slammed them forward.

Gulp.

Toby’s throat spasmed around the shaft. He felt like he was going to puke. He felt like he was dying.

Harold started to fuck his face.

He didn't go slow. He didn't go easy. He pounded Toby’s mouth. His balls slapped against Toby’s chin with every thrust.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

"Look at you," Harold said. He was breathing hard. "You look like such a faggot."

Toby looked up. His vision was blurry from tears. He saw Harold above him. Harold’s head was thrown back. He looked like a king.

"Such a sissy," Harold grunted. "Dressed like a girl in a dirty alley. Sucking my cock."

The words hit Toby’s brain. They were mean. They were hateful.

But Toby’s T-dick didn't care.

It was rock hard. It was straining against the pink satin panties. It was throbbing so hard it hurt.

Precum leaked out of the tip. It soaked the front of the panties. It made a wet spot on the skirt.

Toby was being used. He was being treated like a toilet. And he loved it.

He moaned around the cock in his mouth.

"Mmmmmph!"

Harold grabbed Toby’s face with both hands. He held Toby’s head still. He started to thrust faster.

He was jackhammering Toby’s throat.

Gug. Gug. Gug.

Toby’s head bobbed back and forth. The wig was slipping. The blonde hair was messy.

"You are just a cocksucker," Harold said. "That is all you are. A hole for my dick."

Toby felt his spit running out of his mouth. It dripped down his chin and onto his white shirt. It dripped onto his tied titties.

He was a mess. He was a sloppy, drooling mess.

He wanted to pull away. He wanted to breathe. His lungs burned for air.

But then, he remembered the training.

He remembered the shed. He remembered the bathroom. He remembered the hypnosis tape.

Relax.

Breathe through your nose.

Be a good girl.

Toby closed his eyes. He took a deep breath through his nose. It smelled like Harold’s sweat.

He forced his throat muscles to let go.

He stopped fighting it.

He let Harold in.

Harold thrust in deep.

Toby’s throat opened up. The cock slid all the way down. It passed the gag reflex. It went deep into Toby’s neck.

Harold’s pubic hair scratched Toby’s nose. Toby’s nose was buried in the coarse hair.

He had it all. Every inch. He was impaled on Harold’s cock.

"Oh fuck," Harold groaned. "That’s it. That’s the deep spot."

Toby stayed there. He didn't move. He just held Harold in his throat. He felt the thick veins pulsing against his tongue. He felt the heat of Harold’s meat inside him.
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Harold didn't give Toby time to get used to it. He didn't let Toby rest with his nose in his hair.

He pulled his hips back.

Toby’s throat felt empty for a second. It felt cold.

Then, Harold slammed forward.

Guk!

The sound was wet and loud. It echoed in the alley.

Harold pulled back and slammed in again.

Guk! Guk!

He set a pace. It was fast. It was hard. It was like a piston in an engine.

Toby’s jaw ached. It felt like it was unhinged. The corners of his mouth burned.

But he didn't care. He was in a dream.

The world was gone. The cold air was gone. The smell of trash was gone.

There was only the cock.

The world narrowed down to the shaft sliding between his lips. It narrowed down to the heavy balls hitting his chin.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

"Take it, bitch," Harold grunted.

He held Toby’s head with both hands. He used Toby’s head like a toy. He pulled Toby onto his cock.

Toby’s eyes rolled back in his head. He saw flashes of white light.

He couldn't breathe. Every time Harold pulled out, Toby gasped for air through his nose. But Harold shoved back in before he could get enough.

His brain was starved for oxygen. It made him float. It made him feel light.

He was lightheaded. He was dizzy.

Gug. Gug. Gug.

Toby gagged. He couldn't help it. His throat spasmed.

Spit flew out of his mouth. It sprayed onto Harold’s pubic hair. It dripped down Toby’s chin.

It ran in rivers down his neck. It soaked into the collar of the white shirt. It made the wet spot on his chest bigger and bigger.

He was a mess. He was a drooling mess.

He felt the drool running down his face. It was sticky and warm. It coated his cheeks. It coated his nose.

He couldn't wipe it away. His hands were on Harold’s thighs. He just had to take it.

"Look at you," Harold said. He was breathless. "You are drowning in it."

Toby looked up. His vision was swimming. He saw Harold’s face above him. Harold was looking down like he was trash.

The degradation washed over Toby.

He was in a dirty alley. He was on his knees in the dirt. He was dressed like a slut while a guy raped his throat.

And he loved it.

He felt a euphoria in his chest. It was better than any drug. It was better than the pink drink.

He was being used. He was a hole. He was a public cumdump.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

Harold’s balls were heavy. They slapped Toby’s chin over and over. They left red marks on Toby’s skin.

Toby’s throat made wet, nasty sounds.

Glurk. Glurk. Glurk.

He sounded like a toilet. He sounded like a drain.

His T-dick throbbed in his panties. It was so hard it hurt. The pain of the jaw ache mixed with the pleasure in his groin.

He was in heaven. He was in a hell of pleasure.

Harord sped up. He was grunting like an animal.

"Ugh! Ugh! Fuck!"

He pulled Toby’s head onto his cock. He was deep now. He was crushing Toby’s windpipe.

Toby couldn't get any air. Black spots danced in front of his eyes.

His lungs burned. His chest heaved.

He was going to pass out. He was going to die with a cock in his throat.

Suddenly, Harold stopped.

He pulled his hips back fast.

The cock popped out of Toby’s mouth.

Pop.

Toby gasped. He sucked in air with a loud wheeze.

"Cough! Cough! Hack!"

Toby leaned forward and coughed. Spit poured out of his mouth in a long string. It dangled from his lip to the ground.

He breathed in big gulps. His chest heaved. The cold air felt amazing in his burning lungs.

He looked up at Harold. His face was covered in spit. His mascara was running down his cheeks in black rivers. His lips were swollen and red.

Harold stood there. His cock was wet. It was shiny with Toby’s spit. It looked like a monster in the moonlight.

Harold grabbed his wet cock. He slapped it against Toby’s cheek.

Smack.

The sound was wet and heavy.

Toby’s head snapped to the side.

Smack. Smack.*

Harold slapped Toby’s face with his cock. He wiped the spit and precum all over Toby’s nose and cheeks.

"Look at me," Harold commanded.

Toby looked up. His eyes were wide and watery. He looked wrecked. He looked ruined.

"Beg for it," Harold said. His voice was low and dangerous. "Beg me to fuck your throat."

Toby’s voice was gone. His throat was raw. It felt like sandpaper.

But he had to say it. He needed it back in. The empty feeling in his mouth was torture.

He licked his swollen lips. He tasted the salty spit.

"Please..." Toby whispered. His voice was a wreck. It was a raspy croak.

"Please what?" Harold asked. He rubbed the wet head of his cock over Toby’s lips.

Toby opened his mouth. He stuck his tongue out.

"Please fuck my throat, Daddy," Toby whispered.
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Harold didn't give Toby any warning. He didn't ease back in. He grabbed Toby’s head with both hands. He gripped Toby’s skull like a vice.

He slammed his hips forward.

The thick cock punched into Toby’s throat. It went all the way to the hilt in one hard thrust.

"Guggggg!"

Toby’s eyes rolled back in his head. His neck bulged out. The head of Harold’s cock smashed into his stomach.

Harold held him there. He didn't move. He just ground his hips in circles. He was crushing Toby’s windpipe.

Toby couldn't breathe. He didn't need to breathe. He just needed to be full.

He felt the heavy veins in Harold’s dick pulsing against his tongue. He felt the heat radiating from the shaft. It burned his throat.

Harold grunted like a bull. He threw his head back.

"Fuck," Harold growled. "Here it comes, bitch."

His balls drew up tight. Toby felt them slap against his chin. They were hard and high.

Harold’s whole body went rigid. His muscles locked up.

Toby felt the cock swell in his mouth. It got bigger. It got harder.

Then, it exploded.

The first rope of cum shot out like a cannon. It was thick and hot. It coated Toby’s throat.

Toby swallowed instinctively. His throat muscles milked the shaft. He wanted it all. He needed it all.

Another pulse. More cum flooded his mouth.

It was salty and musky. It tasted like raw sex. But it also tasted like the alley. It tasted like the dirt on the ground. It tasted like the sweat from the party.

It was a foul mix. It was disgusting.

Toby loved it.

He swallowed again. His Adam’s apple bobbed up and down.

"Uhhhhhhh!" Harold roared.

He pumped Toby’s head up and down. He used Toby’s mouth like a fleshlight. He jerked his own cock off into Toby’s throat.

More cum. So much cum.

It filled Toby’s belly. He could feel it settling in his stomach like a heavy meal. It was warm inside him. It was claiming him.

Harold was marking his territory. He was painting Toby’s insides with his seed.

Toby felt like a cum dumpster. He felt like a toilet. But he felt so full.

He looked up at Harold. His vision was blurry. He saw Harold’s face twisted in pleasure.

Toby felt proud. He was doing this. He was making this god feel good.

He swallowed pulse after pulse. He didn't waste a drop. He was greedy for it. He was a starving animal.

His tongue worked along the underside of the shaft. he teased the cum out. He milked the head.

Harold shuddered. His thrusts got slower. They got deeper.

"Fuck," Harold gasped. "Take it all."

He slammed his hips in one last time. He held Toby’s face tight against his crotch. Toby’s nose was buried in the coarse hair.

The final spurt of cum leaked straight down Toby’s neck. It went into his belly without him even swallowing.

Toby moaned. The sound was a wet gurgle.

He felt Harold’s cum mixing with the pink drink in his stomach. It was a toxic cocktail. It was a potion that was turning him into a bimbo slave.

Harold let out a long breath. The tension left his shoulders. He relaxed his grip on Toby’s head.

He stood there for a second, catching his breath.

Then, he pulled his hips back.

The cock slid out of Toby’s mouth. It made a wet popping sound.

Pop.

It slapped against Harold’s thigh with a heavy thud.

Toby leaned forward. He coughed.

"Hack! Cough!"

A string of thick, white cum connected his lower lip to the head of Harold’s dick. It stretched and then broke, dripping down onto Toby’s chin.

Toby gasped for air. He sucked in big breaths. His chest heaved.

His face was a wreck. His mascara was running in black rivers. His spit was everywhere. His lips were swollen and red.

But he didn't care.

He reached up and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. He smeared the cum across his cheek.

He looked up at Harold.

Harold was looking down at him. He was tucking his shirt back in. He looked satisfied. He looked powerful.

Toby looked at him with total adoration.

He looked at Harold like he was a god. He looked at him like he was the sun and the moon.

Toby smiled. It was a dumb, fucked-out smile. His eyes were glassy and empty.

"Thank you, Daddy," Toby whispered.


Chapter Eleven




Harold stepped back. He grabbed his zipper and pulled it up. The metal teeth clicked together. He tucked his shirt in, looking down at Toby.

Toby stayed on his knees. He was still leaning back against the brick wall. His legs were spread wide. The skirt was hiked up, showing the pink panties.

Harold didn't offer a hand to help him up. He didn't say good job. He just looked at Toby like Toby was a used tissue.

"Clean yourself up," Harold said. His voice was flat. Cold.

He turned around. He adjusted his jacket. He walked out of the alley, his boots crunching on the gravel. He didn't look back.

Toby was alone.

The silence of the alley rushed in. The music from the party was just a faint thump now. Thump. Thump.

Toby sat there for a minute. He was staring at the spot where Harold had stood. He could still smell him. The scent of musk and cum filled Toby’s nose.

He felt... complete.

His stomach felt heavy. It was full of Harold’s cum. It was warm inside him. It felt like a hot stone sitting in his belly.

He reached up and touched his throat. It was sore. It felt raw, like he had swallowed sandpaper.

His jaw ached. It throbbed in time with his heartbeat.

He tried to stand up. His legs were shaky. His knees were weak from kneeling on the hard asphalt.

He grabbed the wall to pull himself up. His heels wobbled.

"Whoa," he whispered.

He stood up straight. He swayed. The ground felt like it was moving.

He reached up to touch his head. The wig was crooked. The blonde hair was hanging over one eye. The net underneath was scratching his scalp.

He walked to the puddle of water near the dumpster. He looked at his reflection.

He looked like a wreck.

His mascara was running down his face in thick black rivers. His lips were swollen and red. They looked puffy. There was a string of drying cum on his chin.

His white shirt was stained. There was a big wet spot on the front where his spit and Harold’s precum had dripped. It was see-through. He could see the pink bra underneath.

The tie was loose. The knot was hanging down by his belly button.

He looked like a cheap hooker who had just had the worst night of her life.

Toby smiled at his reflection.

"You look so hot, Tobi," he whispered. His voice was a raspy croak.

He used his fingers to wipe the cum off his chin. He smeared it onto his cheek, mixing it with the black mascara.

He fixed his wig. He pulled the blonde hair back into place.

He took a deep breath. The air smelled like garbage and oil. But under that, he smelled like Harold. He smelled like sex.

He walked out of the alley.

The night air was freezing. It hit his bare legs and made him shiver. The skirt was so short. The wind blew right under it and touched his panties.

He walked down the street. Clack. Clack. Clack.

Every step was a struggle. His calves burned. His ankles throbbed.

But he didn't take the heels off. He couldn't. Harold had told him to wear them. So he would wear them.

He walked past the frat house. The music was still booming. People were coming out the front door.

There was a group of guys standing on the lawn. They were laughing and drinking.

Toby walked by them. He kept his head down. He tried to hurry.

"Yo! Check that out!" one of the guys yelled.

Toby kept walking. He squeezed his purse tight.

"Damn, look at that mess," another guy said. "She got wasted."

"Slut," a girl’s voice said. "Probably had a train run on her."

They laughed.

Toby felt the heat rise in his cheeks. He should have been embarrassed. He should have been crying.

But he wasn't.

He felt a little thrill go through his chest. They were looking at him. They were talking about him. They knew he was a slut.

He liked it. He liked being the drunk slut who got used in an alley.

He walked faster. The wind whipped his blonde hair across his face.

He passed a couple walking the other way. The guy was holding the girl up.

The guy looked at Toby. He looked at Toby’s messy face and the stained shirt.

"Rough night?" the guy asked.

Toby looked at him. He licked his swollen lips.

"Best night," Toby whispered.

The guy’s eyes got wide. He looked scared. He pulled his girlfriend closer and walked away fast.

Toby giggled. It was a wet, bubbling sound.

He felt so full. The cum in his belly was moving around. It made him feel heavy. Grounded.

He walked toward the dorms. The walk was long. His feet hurt. His jaw hurt.

But he didn't mind the pain. The pain meant it was real. The pain meant Harold had been there.

He got to the dorm building. The lights were on in the lobby.

He walked up the steps. Clack. Clack.

He went inside. The security guard was asleep at his desk.

Toby walked to the elevator. He pressed the button. He looked at himself in the metal doors.

He saw the blonde bimbo staring back. He saw the smeared makeup. He saw the slutty clothes.

"Bye bye, Toby," he whispered to the reflection. "Hello, Tobi."

The elevator dinged. The doors opened.

He got in. He pressed the button for the third floor.

He watched the numbers go up. 1. 2. 3.

The doors opened. He walked down the hall to his room.

He stopped in front of the door. Number 304.

He reached into his purse to get his key.

He dug around. He felt his phone. He felt the condom Marissa gave him. He felt the lip gloss.

He didn't feel the keys.

He froze.

He dumped everything out of his purse onto the floor.

Lip gloss. Phone. Condom. A tissue.

No keys.

Panic hit him in the chest.

He thought back. He thought about the party.

He had the purse at the bar. Harold gave him the drink. Then... then they went to the dance floor.

He left the purse at the bar.

"Oh no," Toby said.

He looked at the door. It was locked. Donald was inside.

Toby looked down at himself. He looked like a mess. He looked like a whore.

He couldn't just walk in like this. Donald would see. Donald would know.

He had to knock.

He stood there for a long time. He shivered in the cold hallway air.

He raised his hand. His knuckles were scraped from the alley.

He knocked on the door.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

The sound was loud in the quiet hall.

He waited. He felt like he was waiting to be judged. He was waiting to be let back into his old life.

But he knew he couldn't go back to being Toby. He was full of Harold. He was wearing the outfit. He was Tobi now.

He stood there, shivering in his slutty clothes, waiting for the door to open.
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Toby stood in the hallway with his hand still raised. His knuckles hurt from knocking. The skin on them was scraped from the alley asphalt. He felt cold.

The dorm hallway was quiet. It smelled like floor wax and old pizza. It was a normal smell. It was a clean smell.

Toby did not feel clean. He felt dirty.

He could still smell the alley on himself. He could smell the old trash. He could smell the oil. And mostly, he could smell Harold.

The smell of Harold’s cum was strong. It was like a cloud around him. It was mixed with his own spit and the smell of the mechanic shop.

He looked down at his clothes. The white shirt was stained yellow and wet. The tie was loose. The skirt was pushed up in the back.

He looked like he had been dragged through a gutter. He looked like a used toy.

He heard footsteps inside the room. They were heavy steps. They were Donald’s steps.

The lock clicked. The handle turned.

Toby held his breath. His heart beat against his ribs.

The door swung open.

Donald stood there. He was wearing his pajama pants and a t-shirt. He looked tired. He looked like he had been waiting up.

Donald looked at Toby.

Donald’s eyes went wide. His mouth fell open. He took a step back. He covered his nose with his hand.

"Jesus," Donald said. "Toby? Is that you?"

Toby nodded. He couldn't talk. His throat hurt too much.

Donald looked him up and down. He looked at the messy wig. He looked at the ruined makeup. He looked at the stained shirt.

"What the hell happened to you?" Donald asked. His voice was muffled by his hand. "You look... you look like a mess."

Toby stepped forward. He wanted to go inside. He wanted to sit down.

"Move, Donny," Toby said.

He tried to talk, but his voice came out wrong. It was a raspy croak. It was deep and scratchy. It sounded like he had been screaming for hours.

The sound of his voice scared him. It didn't sound like his voice at all.

Donald didn't move. He blocked the door. He stared at Toby’s face.

"You smell," Donald said. He made a face. "You smell like... sex. You smell like cum."

Toby blushed. He felt the heat in his cheeks. He knew he smelled. He smelled like a whore.

"I just..." Toby started. He didn't know what to say. "I was with Harold."

"Harold?" Donald asked. "That senior guy?"

Toby nodded again.

Donald looked confused. He looked at Toby’s chest. He saw the bra through the wet shirt. He saw the fake tits.

"He did this to you?" Donald asked. "He made you look like this?"

Toby looked at the floor. He didn't want to tell Donald about the party. He didn't want to tell him about the alley.

He just wanted to be inside. He wanted to be in the dark.

"Let me in," Toby said. His voice was a harsh whisper.

Donald looked at him for a long time. He looked at Toby’s blonde hair. He looked at Toby’s smooth legs.

He didn't see his roommate. He didn't see the guy he played video games with.

He saw a stranger. He saw a girl. A slutty girl who looked like she had just been used hard.

"Fine," Donald said. He stepped aside. "Whatever, man. It’s your life."

Toby walked into the room.

The room was familiar. It had their two beds. It had the posters on the wall. It had the dirty laundry on the floor.

But Toby felt like he didn't belong here anymore.

He felt too big for this room. He felt too dirty. He felt like he would mess up the clean sheets just by touching them.

He walked to the middle of the room. He stood on the rug.

Donald closed the door. The lock clicked. Donald leaned against the door. He was watching Toby.

"So," Donald said. "Are you going to tell me? Or are you going to keep dressing like a girl?"

Toby didn't answer. He reached up to his head.

He grabbed the hairnet of the wig. It was tight. It was pulling on his scalp.

He pulled the wig off.

His own hair fell down. It was soft now. It was getting longer. It brushed against his neck.

He held the wig in his hand. It looked like a dead animal. It looked like a pile of yellow string.

He threw the wig on his bed.

He looked up at the mirror on the closet door.

The light in the room was bright. It showed everything.

Toby walked to the mirror.

He saw his face.

He gasped.

He didn't recognize himself.

His face was pink and blotchy. His skin was flushed from the cold air and the sex.

But it wasn't just the flush.

His face was different. The shape was different.

His jaw looked softer. The bone wasn't sharp anymore. It was rounded.

His lips looked huge. They were swollen and red. They looked bee-stung. They looked like he had been stung by bees, or kissed too hard.

And the makeup.

Marissa had put on so much. The mascara was smeared all over his eyes. It was tattooed on in black streaks. It looked like bruises.

The eyeshadow was creased in his eyelids. It was dark pink. It made his eyes look big and glassy.

The lipstick was rubbed off his lips, but it was stained into the cracks of his mouth. It looked like a permanent red stain.

He looked like a girl who had cried all night. He looked like a girl who had been on her knees.

But he also looked... pretty.

He saw the long hair. He saw the soft jaw. He saw the big eyes.

He saw the bimbo. He saw Tobi.

Toby smiled.

It wasn't a nice smile. It was a broken smile. It was a smile that said I am ruined.

He liked what he saw.

He turned around to face Donald.

Donald was looking at him with a weird look on his face. He looked grossed out. But he also looked a little scared.

"You look..." Donald started. He shook his head. "You look like a chick, Toby. For real."

Toby walked toward him. He swayed his hips. The skirt swished against his legs.

"I am not Toby," Toby said.

His voice was the raspy croak. It sounded like sandpaper. It was a voice that had been screaming around a cock. It was a voice that was ruined.

He smiled wider. He felt the cum in his belly shift. He felt the fullness.

"I got laid, bro," Toby said.

The words hung in the air.

Donald stared at him. He didn't know what to say.

Toby walked past him. He went to his bed. He sat down on the messy sheets.

He felt the wig under his butt. He felt the clothes on his body.

He was home. But he wasn't the same person who left.

He was Tobi now. And he was ready for more.
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Toby sat on his bed for a long time. He just stared at the wall. He felt the weight of Harold’s cum in his belly. It made him feel heavy. It made him feel grounded.

But the room felt wrong. It felt like a cage. It was full of things that didn't belong to him anymore.

He looked at his desk. He saw his textbooks. He saw his laptop. He saw a picture of him and Donald from freshman year.

In the picture, Toby was wearing a baseball hat. He was smiling with his mouth closed. He was trying to look tough. He was trying to look like a guy.

Toby looked at the boy in the picture. He didn't know him. That boy was a lie. That boy was trying to hide what he really was.

Toby stood up. He walked over to the closet.

Donald was sitting at his desk. He had headphones on. He was typing on his computer, probably trying to ignore Toby. But Toby saw Donald looking at him in the reflection of the monitor.

Toby opened the closet door.

The closet was full of boy clothes. There were rows of jeans. There were stacks of t-shirts. There were gym shorts and hoodies.

It was the wardrobe of Toby Gates. The wardrobe of a guy who failed.

Toby reached in. He grabbed a handful of t-shirts. He pulled them off the hangers.

They felt soft in his hands. He looked at them. They had logos on them. Football logos. Beer logos. Tough guy logos.

He threw them on the floor.

Thump.

They landed in a pile.

He reached back in. He grabbed his jeans. He had so many jeans. Baggy ones. Tight ones. Dark blue ones. Light blue ones.

He pulled them all out. He threw them on the pile.

Thump. Thump.

He grabbed his gym shorts. The ones he used to wear to workout in. The ones he wore when he thought he could get big.

He threw them on the pile.

He grabbed his hoodies. The big ones he used to hide his body.

Thump.

Soon, there was a huge mountain of clothes in the middle of the room. It blocked the space between the beds. It was a wall of fabric.

Toby looked at the pile. It looked like a dead body. It looked like the body of the boy he used to be.

He walked to his desk. He opened the top drawer. It was full of boxers.

He grabbed them. They were cotton and plaid. They were ugly. They were scratchy.

He threw them on the pile.

Then he saw them. In the back of the drawer.

The compression shorts. The jockstraps. The gear he wore to hold his small dick.

He picked up a jockstrap. He looked at it.

He remembered wearing it. He remembered how it used to rub his skin. He remembered how it made him feel like a fake.

He never filled these out. His balls never fit right. His dick was too small.

He threw it on the pile. He threw them all. The compression shorts. The athletic cups.

Thump.

Toby stood in front of the pile. He breathed hard.

Donald had taken his headphones off. He was turned around in his chair. He was staring at Toby. His mouth was open.

"What are you doing?" Donald asked. "Those are my clothes too. You are throwing my side onto the pile."

Toby didn't look at Donald. He looked at the clothes.

"I don't want them," Toby said. His voice was the raspy croak. It sounded permanent now. "They are ugly."

"They are your clothes," Donald said. He stood up. "That is like three hundred dollars of clothes, man."

Toby shook his head. The blonde wig was off, but his hair was falling in his eyes. He pushed it back.

"No," Toby said. "They aren't mine. They are his."

He pointed at the pile.

"They belong to Toby," Toby said. "I am not Toby."

He looked at the desk. He saw a pair of scissors. He used them to cut tags off new shirts.

He picked up the scissors. They were cold metal.

"Toby, stop," Donald said. He sounded scared. "What are you going to do with those?"

Toby grabbed a t-shirt from the pile. It was a gray shirt with a gym logo on it.

He held the shirt up. He opened the scissors.

Snip.

He cut the sleeve right off.

The fabric fell to the floor.

Snip. Snip.

He cut the other sleeve. Then he cut the collar. He cut the shirt into ribbons.

He grabbed a pair of jeans. They were heavy denim.

He stuck the scissors into the leg.

Snap.

The scissors were strong, but the denim was tough. Toby used both hands. He sawed the blades. He ripped the fabric.

Rrrrip.

The sound was loud. It sounded like tearing skin.

Toby smiled. He felt a rush of energy. It felt good to destroy them. It felt like breaking out of prison.

He grabbed another shirt. A nice button down shirt. One he wore to class.

Snip. Snip. Snip.

He cut the buttons off. They popped across the floor like bullets.

He grabbed a hoodie. His favorite red one.

He cut it down the middle. He cut the arms off. He cut the hood off.

He was breathing fast. He was sweating. The makeup on his face felt tight.

He was destroying the man. He was killing Toby Gates.

He threw the cut up fabric back on the pile. It looked like confetti. It looked like trash.

He grabbed the jockstrap. He put the blades around the elastic.

Snip.

He cut the straps. He cut the pouch.

It was just rubber now. It couldn't hold anyone. It couldn't hide anything.

Donald was just watching. He was standing by his bed. His face was pale. He looked like he was watching a car crash.

"You are crazy," Donald whispered. "You have gone crazy."

Toby looked at him. His eyes were wide. The mascara was still smudged, making him look like a raccoon.

"I am free," Toby said.

He kicked the pile. Clothes scattered everywhere.

He didn't want to see them anymore. He didn't want them in his room. They were taking up air. They were taking up space for Tobi.

He looked around for a bag. He saw a big trash bag under Donald’s bed. He used it for laundry.

He grabbed it. He shook it out.

He started stuffing the clothes into the bag.

He stuffed the ripped jeans. He stuffed the cut shirts. He stuffed the ugly boxers.

He stuffed the jockstraps. He stuffed the gym shorts.

He packed it all in. The bag got heavy. It got full.

He had to sit on the bag to zip it shut.

He sat on the pile of broken clothes. He felt the buttons and zippers dig into his butt through the skirt. He didn't care.

He pulled the zipper. It went all the way around.

The bag was a big black lump of trash.

Toby stood up. He wiped his hands on his skirt.

Donald was staring at the bag. Then he looked at Toby.

"You are throwing all that away?" Donald asked. "Just like that?"

Toby nodded. "I don't need these anymore."

He looked at the bag. Then he looked at Donald.

"I am not that guy," Toby said. He pointed to the bag. "He was weak. He was small. He was a liar."

Toby touched his chest. He touched the wet spot on the shirt.

"I am Tobi," he said. "And Tobi doesn't wear jeans."

He picked up the bag. It was heavy. It was hard to carry.

He walked to the door.

"Toby," Donald said. "Wait."

Toby stopped. He didn't turn around.

"What?" Toby asked.

"Where are you going?" Donald asked.

"To the trash," Toby said.

"Toby..." Donald’s voice cracked. "Are you... are you okay?"

Toby smiled. He looked over his shoulder.

"I have never been better," Toby said.

He opened the door. He dragged the heavy bag out into the hall.

He left the door open. He left Donald standing in the empty room.

He walked to the trash chute at the end of the hall. He heaved the bag up.

He let it go.

Whoosh.

It fell down the chute. He heard it land at the bottom with a crash.

The boy was gone.

Tobi turned around. She walked back to her room. She was ready for her new life.


Chapter Twelve




Toby sat on the edge of his bed. The room was quiet. The sun was coming through the blinds, making little lines on the floor.

He looked down at his feet. There was a big black trash bag sitting there. It was tied in a knot. It was full of his old life.

Inside that bag were his jeans. His boxers. His gym shorts. His t-shirts. The clothes he wore when he pretended to be a man.

They were gone now. They were trash.

Toby felt light. He felt like he had cut off a heavy weight.

He was wearing a big hoodie and sweatpants. They were Donald’s old clothes. They were the only things he had left that fit.

His phone buzzed on the desk.

Toby picked it up. The screen lit up.

It was a text from Harold.

My room. Now.

Toby’s heart jumped. It did a little flip in his chest.

He didn't think. He didn't ask questions.

He stood up. He kicked the trash bag under his bed. He didn't want to see it.

He put on his shoes. They were still the ones he wore last night. The heels were scuffed. The leather was scratched.

He grabbed his keys. He didn't grab a backpack. He didn't need books. He didn't need school things.

He walked out of the dorm room. He didn't look at Donald. Donald was sleeping in his bed. He was snoring.

Tobi closed the door softly. She walked down the hall.

The campus was busy. It was morning. Students were walking to class. They had coffee cups. They had backpacks.

Tobi walked against the crowd. She walked to the senior housing.

The senior apartments were nice. They were brick buildings with balconies. They had real kitchens.

Tobi walked up the stairs to the third floor. She found number 304.

She knocked on the door.

"Come in," Harold’s voice boomed through the wood.

Tobi opened the door.

Harold’s room was big. It had a big window. There were boxes stacked everywhere. Harold was packing.

He was wearing a tank top and gym shorts. He was taping up a box with duct tape.

He looked up when Tobi came in.

"Shut the door," Harold said.

Tobi shut the door. She stood there. She didn't know what to do with her hands.

Harold put the tape down. He looked at her.

"You trashed the clothes?" Harold asked.

Tobi nodded. "Yes. All of them."

"Good," Harold said. "You won't need them."

He leaned back against his desk. He crossed his arms over his big chest.

"I am leaving," Harold said.

Tobi’s heart stopped. "Leaving?"

"I am graduating, Tobi," Harold said. "I am done here. I am moving to the city."

Tobi felt panic rise in her throat. She felt like she was going to cry.

"But..." Tobi said. Her voice was small. "What about me?"

Harold smirked. "I didn't say I was leaving you."

Tobi let out a breath.

"I have a plan for you," Harold said. "I talked to Marissa."

He pointed to a paper on his desk.

"You are going to work at her salon," Harold said. "You are going to be a receptionist. You will answer phones and make appointments."

Tobi nodded. "Okay."

"You will live in the Sorority house," Harold said. "In the basement. They have a room down there. It is for... pets."

The word hung in the air. Pets.

Tobi felt a shiver go down her spine. It felt good.

"You will live there," Harold said. "You will cook for the girls. You will clean the house. You will do what they say."

Tobi nodded again. "I can do that."

"And," Harold said. He stepped closer. "When the brothers visit... when I visit... you will service us."

Tobi’s eyes got wide.

"Service?" Tobi whispered.

Harold reached out. He grabbed Tobi’s chin. He tilted her head up.

"You will suck our dicks," Harold said. "You will bend over. You will be a good little hostess."

Tobi’s mouth opened. She felt drool gather on her tongue.

"Yes," Tobi said. "I want that."

"It is not just a want," Harold said. "It is your job now. You belong to the house. You belong to me."

Tobi looked at Harold. She looked at his muscles. She looked at his face.

He was so big. He was so strong.

He was leaving college. He was going to the real world. And he was taking Tobi with him.

He wasn't abandoning his pet. He was setting her up.

Tobi’s knees felt weak. They felt like jelly.

She couldn't hold it back anymore.

She dropped to her knees.

She fell on Harold’s dorm room carpet. It was gray and rough. It smelled like carpet cleaner.

She crawled to Harold’s feet.

He was wearing his gym shoes. They were big and white.

Tobi leaned down. She pressed her lips against the top of Harold’s shoe.

She kissed it. She kissed the canvas. She kissed the laces.

"Thank you, Daddy," Tobi whispered.

She kissed his shoe again. She let her lips linger on the dirty fabric.

"Thank you for saving me," she said. "I don't want to be a man anymore. I hate being a man."

She looked up at Harold. Her eyes were watery. Her mascara was smudged from last night, but she didn't care.

"I just want to be your bimbo," Tobi said. "I just want to be your toy."

Harold looked down at her. He watched her kiss his feet.

He smiled. It was a cold smile. It was a smile of ownership.

"Good girl," Harold said.

He reached down and patted Tobi on the head. He petted her hair like she was a dog.

"Get up," Harold said. "We have work to do. We have to get you to the house."
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Toby walked back into the dorm room. He felt different. The air in the room felt stale. It felt like it hadn't moved in a long time.

He walked over to his bed. The trash bag with his old clothes was still under the bed frame. It was like a dead body hidden there.

He didn't look at it. He had a duffel bag on his bed now. It was pink. Marissa gave it to him.

He opened the bag. He started to pack.

He went to his dresser first. He opened the top drawer. It used to be full of socks and boxers.

Now, it was empty except for a few things.

He picked up a pair of panties. They were red lace. They were tiny. They were made of sheer material that would show everything.

He folded them neatly. He put them in the pink bag.

He picked up another pair. These were blue satin with bows on the sides.

He put them in the bag.

He packed thongs. He packed boyshorts that were pink and had "Princess" written on the butt.

He packed stockings. He packed thigh-highs with seams up the back.

He grabbed a handful of his old boxers. They were gray cotton. They were loose and ugly.

He looked at them. They were what Toby Gates wore. They were what a boy who didn't know his place wore.

Toby made a face. He threw them in the trash can. They landed on top of the trash bag.

He didn't need them. He would never need them again.

He went to the closet.

He took down the hangers. He took down the baggy jeans and the basketball shorts. He threw them on the floor.

He took out the clothes Marissa bought him.

He took out the mini-skirts. There was a plaid one, a leather one, a denim one. They were all short. They were all tiny.

He folded them and put them in the bag.

He took out the crop tops. They were white, black, pink. They were tight. They would show his midriff. They would show his cleavage.

He packed them.

He took out the dresses. There was a slip dress that was barely there. There was a sundress that was low cut.

He packed them all.

He took out the lingerie. Bras that pushed his tits up. Corsets that cinched his waist. Garters belts that held up his stockings.

He packed it all.

The pink bag was full. It was bursting with bimbo clothes.

Donald was sitting on his bed. He was watching the whole time.

He hadn't said a word. He just sat there. He was wearing his pajamas. He looked tired.

Toby zipped the bag shut. The zipper made a humming sound.

Toby stood up. He looked around the room. It was bare. His side of the room was empty.

He looked at Donald.

Donald looked at the pink bag. Then he looked at Toby.

"So," Donald said. His voice was quiet. "That's it? You're just... becoming a chick?"

Toby looked at Donald. He didn't look mad. He didn't look sad. He looked like he was watching a car crash happen in slow motion.

Toby reached into his pocket. He pulled out the tube of lip gloss. It was the pink one with the glitter.

"I'm not becoming anything, Donny," Toby said.

He unscrewed the cap. He looked in the mirror on the closet door one last time.

He applied the gloss. He spread it thick over his lips. He rubbed them together.

He looked at himself. He saw the big lips. He saw the glitter. He saw the eyes that were starting to look permanently sleepy and dreamy.

"I'm just finally being me," Toby said.

He turned to face Donald. He leaned back against the closet door.

He looked at his roommate. The guy he used to be. The guy who used to be his friend.

"And being me means I need cock," Toby said.

The words hung in the air. They were simple words. But they were the truest words Toby had ever said.

Donald flinched. He looked like Toby had slapped him.

"Jesus, Toby," Donald said. He shook his head. "You sound like a... like a slut."

Toby smiled. "I know."

He pushed off the door. He grabbed the handle of the pink bag.

It was heavy. It was heavy with his new life.

He walked to the door. His heels clicked on the floor. Clack. Clack.

He stopped at the door. He looked back at Donald.

Donald was still sitting on his bed. He looked small. He looked confused.

Toby put his fingers to his lips. He kissed them.

Then, he blew the kiss to Donald.

"Bye, Donny," Toby said.

He turned around. He opened the door.

He walked out into the hall.

He didn't look back at the dorm room. He didn't look back at the empty bed. He didn't look back at the life of Toby Gates.

He walked down the hall. Clack. Clack.

He walked down the stairs. Clack. Clack.

He walked out of the building.

The sun was bright. It was a beautiful day.

Harold’s truck was parked at the curb. It was running. The engine was rumbling.

Harold was in the driver's seat. He was leaning back. He was wearing sunglasses.

Tobi walked to the truck.

She threw her pink bag in the back seat. She climbed into the front seat.

She closed the door. The world got quiet. The smell of the truck surrounded her. Leather and cologne.

Harold didn't say anything. He didn't look at her.

He just put the truck in drive and pulled away from the curb.

Tobi looked out the window. She watched the dorms get smaller.

She was free.
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The truck ride was quiet. Harold didn't talk. He just drove with one hand on the wheel, tapping his fingers to the music on the radio. Tobi sat in the passenger seat, clutching her pink bag on her lap. She watched the campus buildings go by. She watched the town go by.

They left the college area and drove into the neighborhood where the big houses were. The streets were lined with old trees. The houses were made of brick and stone.

Harold slowed down. They turned onto a street that was packed with cars. There were people everywhere.

Tobi saw the house. It was huge. It was three stories of white wood with big columns in the front. There was a Greek letters sign above the door: ΣΦ.

Harold pulled the truck into the driveway behind a line of other cars.

"We're here," Harold said.

He shut the truck off. The silence was loud for a second, then Tobi heard the music coming from the house. It was a thumping bass. Boom. Boom.

"Grab your bag," Harold said.

Tobi grabbed the pink duffel. She opened the door and hopped out. Her heels clicked on the pavement. Clack.

Harold walked toward the house. He didn't wait for her. He just walked up the steps like he owned the place.

Tobi followed. She felt small walking up the big stairs. The house loomed over her.

There were girls sitting on the porch. They were beautiful. They were wearing sundresses and skirts. They were holding red cups.

They stopped talking when Tobi walked up. They looked at her.

Tobi looked at the ground. She felt their eyes on her blonde wig. She felt them looking at her hoodie and sweatpants.

Harold opened the front door. He held it open.

"In," he said.

Tobi walked inside.

The entryway was massive. There was a crystal chandelier hanging from the ceiling. The floor was marble. There was a grand staircase going up.

Marissa was standing at the bottom of the stairs.

She was holding a glass of pink wine. She was wearing a white dress that looked like a cloud. Her hair was perfect.

She smiled when she saw them.

"Welcome home, sister," Marissa said.

Tobi looked at her. The word sister made her feel warm inside.

"Hi, Marissa," Tobi whispered.

Marissa walked over to her. She looked Tobi up and down. She made a face at the hoodie and sweatpants.

"We need to burn those," Marissa said. "But we can fix that later."

She turned to Harold. "Is everything set?"

"Yeah," Harold said. "I just need to get my stuff from the truck and I'm out of here."

Marissa nodded. She looked at Tobi.

"Come with me, Tobi," Marissa said. "I will show you your room."

Tobi followed Marissa up the stairs. The wood creaked under her heels.

They went to the second floor. Then they went down a hallway to the back of the house.

Marissa opened a door.

"Here we are," Marissa said.

Tobi stepped inside.

She gasped.

The room was pink.

Everything was pink. The walls were painted a soft, pale pink. The rug was fluffy and white. The bed was huge, with a lace canopy over it. The sheets were satin and pink.

There were mirrors everywhere. A full-length mirror on the closet door. A vanity table with a big mirror. Mirrors on the walls.

There were frilly pillows everywhere. There were stuffed animals on the bed.

It looked like a princess room. It looked like a nursery for a doll.

Tobi walked in slowly. She dropped her pink bag on the rug.

"This is... this is mine?" Tobi asked.

"All yours," Marissa said. She leaned against the doorframe.

Tobi walked to the vanity. She sat down on the pink stool. There were bottles and brushes everywhere. Lipsticks. Eyeshadows. Perfumes.

She looked in the mirror. She saw herself. The blonde wig. The pretty face. The baggy clothes.

She didn't fit in this beautiful room yet. But she wanted to.

Harold came up the stairs. He stood in the doorway. He filled the space.

"This is the arrangement," Harold said. His voice was business-like.

Tobi turned on the stool to look at him.

"During the week, you work," Harold said. "You will work at Marissa's salon. You will answer phones. You will sweep hair. You will fetch coffee. You will do whatever she tells you."

Tobi nodded. "Okay."

"On weekends," Harold said. "We have parties. The brothers come over. You will serve them. You will bring them drinks. You will clean up their mess."

Harold looked at Tobi with dark eyes.

"And you will service them," Harold said. "If a brother wants a blowjob, you give him a blowjob. If he wants to fuck you, you bend over."

Tobi felt a shiver go down her spine. Her little clitty twitched in her sweatpants.

"Yes, Daddy," Tobi said.

"You are property of the house now," Harold said. "You belong to the sorority. You belong to the fraternity."

Marissa smiled. "And you belong to us, Tobi. We are going to make you so pretty."

Harold checked his watch. "I gotta go."

He looked at Tobi one last time.

"Be a good girl," Harold said.

"I will," Tobi said.

Harold turned and walked away. His boots thudded down the stairs.

Tobi listened to him go. Then the front door opened and closed. He was gone.

She was alone with Marissa.

Marissa walked into the room. She closed the door and locked it.

"Alright," Marissa said. "Let's get you out of those boy clothes."

She helped Tobi stand up. Tobi lifted her arms. Marissa pulled the hoodie off.

Then she pulled the sweatpants down.

Tobi stood there in just her bra and panties. Her skin was smooth and pale in the pink light.

"Look at yourself," Marissa said. She pointed to the full-length mirror.

Tobi walked to the mirror.

She looked at her body.

She saw the soft curve of her hips. She saw the flare of her thighs. Her legs were smooth and hairless.

She saw her waist. It was nipped in. It looked delicate.

She saw her chest. Her tits were perky. They were B-cups now. They sat high and round.

She saw her face. The jaw was soft. The lips were full.

She turned to the side. She saw her butt. It was a bubble. It stuck out.

She was a bimbo. She was a sissy.

Tobi smiled at herself.

"Pretty," she whispered.

She reached up and undid the clasp of her bra. She let it fall to the floor.

Her tits bounced free. Her nipples were dark and puffy. They were hard.

She hooked her thumbs in her panties. She slid them down.

Her little clitty popped out. It was so small now. Just a nub. Her balls were tight and small.

She looked at the smooth mound between her legs. It looked like a camel toe.

She ran her hands over her hips. She felt the soft skin. She felt the curve.

She felt so sexy. She felt so right.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

Tobi jumped. She looked at the door.

"Who is it?" she asked.

"Delivery," a voice said. It was a deep voice. A guy's voice.

Tobi looked at Marissa.

Marissa smirked. "Harold sent a housewarming gift," she said. "Don't keep them waiting."

Tobi felt her heart beat fast. Her pussy throbbed. She knew what this was.

She walked to the door. She didn't put her clothes back on. She was naked.

She unlocked the door. She opened it.

There were three guys standing there. They were big. They were wearing letter jackets. They were holding red cups and laughing.

They stopped laughing when they saw Tobi.

They looked at her naked body. They looked at her tits. They looked at her smooth legs.

One of them, a guy with a red hat, smiled.

"Well, well," he said. "The rumors are true. Harold got a pet."

Tobi looked at them. She didn't feel shy. She didn't feel scared.

She felt hungry.

She dropped to her knees. The carpet was soft on her skin.

She looked up at them. She smiled. It was a bimbo smile. A dumb, happy smile.

"Come in, boys," Tobi said.

The guys pushed into the pink room. They surrounded her.

Tobi reached out. She grabbed the belt of the guy in the red hat.

She was ready to be broken in.
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