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Girlfriend Material




With a warm, affectionate smile, my girlfriend, Brielle, introduced me to the most stunning girl I’d ever laid eyes on.

“Evan, this is Madison, and she’s going to help us,” Brielle said, glancing at the girl sitting beside her on our sofa.

Madison looked like a supermodel who’d completely lost her way and somehow, inexplicably, ended up in the living room of our humble college apartment.

The mystery girl exuded confidence. She sat upright with perfect posture, her long legs crossed and a cryptic smile curving her pouty pink lips. Her sleeveless tan top showed off her slender arms, while her short black pencil skirt hugged her hips and left most of those incredible legs bare. Sleek black frames rested on her nose, helping her effortlessly embody both the seriousness of a psychiatrist and the allure of a Playboy model.

So, naturally, I started tripping over myself the moment I stepped through our front door and saw her sitting next to my girlfriend.

Sure, it was no secret that Brielle and I had our fair share of relationship problems, but who didn’t?

Brielle was eighteen, I was nineteen, and we’d been dating for three months. We were college students still figuring each other out, so I thought the whole relationship-counselor idea was excessive for what seemed like ordinary communication issues. Brielle insisted, though, and eventually I went along with it.

Why? Because I was horny, if I’m being brutally honest.

In those three months, our relationship hadn’t progressed to the “next level.” Sometimes, it seemed as though Brielle took a perverse kind of pleasure in keeping me a virgin, even after we’d been dating for nearly a full semester. We’d shared a few intimate moments, but most of the time, our relationship felt frustratingly close to a platonic friendship.

Our physical encounters never went much further than heavy make-out sessions. She’d let me kiss her until my lips were sore and my entire body ached for more, only to pull away the second my hands started wandering too far. Every time, I was left worked up and painfully frustrated while she teasingly denied me anything more.

Secretly, I’d started looking forward to expressing those frustrations to a relationship counselor. Maybe an impartial third party could help Brielle understand that wanting physical intimacy with my girlfriend didn’t make me unreasonable. More importantly, maybe the counselor could persuade her to finally loosen up.

By that point, I think I would’ve done almost anything just to lose my v-card already.

Then Brielle’s plans to book a counselor hit a roadblock. Every appointment was booked for the next six months, including those with the social workers on campus. Apparently, we weren’t the only college couple in town who needed help.

I wasn’t disappointed. In fact, I was relieved. It had felt a little insulting that Brielle had suggested counseling in the first place, as though our three-month relationship was already damaged enough to require professional intervention.

Maybe we’d find our way through our problems on our own, or maybe we’d eventually break up. Either way, counseling stopped being a topic of conversation between us, and I felt quietly smug about it. I was convinced we could manage our issues together without the help of some stuffy old guy with a dour expression, nodding solemnly while jotting down secret notes about us.

My outdated image of therapy aside, I was glad I wouldn’t have to discuss it with Brielle anymore.

And we didn’t—at least, not for the next few weeks.

That changed one afternoon when I came home and found my girlfriend sitting in our living room beside a girl I knew only as Madison.

From the moment I laid eyes on her, I was dumbstruck. It must’ve been painfully obvious, too. I stopped just inside the doorway, suddenly too aware of my posture, my clothes, and the stupid expression probably plastered across my face.

But hey, this girl was on another level.

Brielle was already out of my league, with her flowing strawberry-blonde hair and perfect hourglass figure. The thought of us breaking up petrified me because I knew I’d never get this lucky again. Finding another girl even half as hot as her seemed impossible—though sometimes, it didn’t seem quite as impossible as getting Brielle into bed.

But Madison? If Brielle was out of my league, then Madison was in a completely different galaxy.

Even seated, I could tell she was taller than most girls, with the kind of long, slender figure that belonged on a runway or movie screen. Lush honey-blonde hair framed her unforgettable face, all soft features and flawless skin. When she turned to whisper something to Brielle, her hair shifted lightly over her shoulders. Then her deep blue eyes met mine, and I froze beneath her captivating gaze. Somehow, one look from her made me feel as though she could already see how completely unworthy I was of standing in front of her.

I was acting like a total simp, and I couldn’t deny it.

It was bad enough that I was so fixated on her natural beauty, but to make matters worse, I couldn’t even lift my gaze to meet hers because I was too distracted by her big boobs. They looked massive beneath her tight-fitting yellow top, the fabric stretched smoothly across them. When I finally managed to drag my eyes away, the only place they seemed willing to go was down to her crossed legs. I followed them shamelessly upward until my gaze disappeared into the shadows beneath her skirt.

I could only imagine what her panties looked like—or her pussy.

The thought alone made my dick swell inside my boxers and shorts. Before long, I knew I was going to have an embarrassingly obvious tent beneath my zipper.

Madison was unlike anyone I’d ever seen. There was something about her that made me feel like I’d do anything she asked. She had that glow, that effortless aura only incredibly attractive people seemed to possess—the kind that made the rest of us want to jump through hoops just for the privilege of pleasing them.

So, yes, I was simping hard, and I couldn’t seem to stop myself. How could I? Even with my girlfriend sitting right beside her, I was hooked.

Then again, what difference did it make? It wasn’t as if Brielle could withhold sex from me any more than she already was.

“What’s going on?” I asked, closing the door behind me.

I felt faint and wobbly, and I knew my face was probably turning pink with nervous embarrassment as Madison kept her eyes fixed on me. I lowered my hands in front of my shorts, trying to conceal the bulge forming beneath my zipper without making it too obvious that I was hiding anything.

“Come here, babe,” Brielle said, patting the empty sofa cushion between herself and Madison as though I were a pet being summoned.

“Come on, Evan,” Madison said.

Her voice was smooth and affectionate, and I felt immediately comforted by it. Charmed, even. The soft smile accompanying her words certainly didn’t hurt.

I hesitated, rubbing the back of my neck. After taking a deep breath, I set my book bag against the baseboard and said, “Um, okay,” before shuffling over to them.

I sat between my girlfriend and this stunning new girl. My heart raced in my chest, and my entire body felt hot and weak with nervous energy. I wondered whether Madison could tell. I wanted to act cool and aloof, as though sitting this close to her didn’t affect me at all, so I wouldn’t reveal just how desperate I was for attention—especially sexual attention.

When she smiles, laughs, or whatever, remember that she’s not flirting. Don’t misinterpret it, and don’t look like some pathetic virgin, I warned myself.

I caught the warm scent of toasted vanilla lingering in the air around her. Whether it came from her body wash, shampoo, or perfume, I had no idea. All that mattered was how incredible she smelled and how the scent pulled me even deeper into her aura.

Bashfully, I turned my head and slowly allowed myself to glance at her. I licked my lips as she smiled.

“Hey, Evan. Brielle has told me a lot about you.”

“Are you a therapist? Like a…relationship doctor or something?” I asked.

Madison covered her lips with one hand and chuckled, shaking her head.

“No way,” she said. “I’m Brielle’s friend. She didn’t tell you about me?”

Madison looked over at Brielle with a playfully disappointed, reprimanding expression. Brielle shrugged.

“Sorry, babe, but why would I tell my boyfriend about my hot girlfriends?”

“Oh, shut up,” Madison said, feigning modesty at the flattering remark.

“Anyway, I’m working on my degree in psychology. I’ve taken a few psychology and gender studies classes, and Brielle asked me to help you guys,” she explained.

What I really wanted to say in that moment was something along the lines of, What could you possibly know? You’re not a professional. You’re one of the hottest girls I’ve ever seen, but you’re not an expert or anything.

Instead, I twiddled my thumbs and forced a smile. “Um, that’s great!”

“So, Evan, I want you to relax,” Madison said, looking deep into my eyes and grinning. “I’m going to fix all of your problems. Trust me.”

I furrowed my brow. Was she serious? And what “problems”? My relationship might not have been perfect, but I was offended by the suggestion that I was the one with issues. What about Brielle?

So, I said as much.

“What about her?” I asked. “I’m not the only one with problems, you know.”

Madison took a long, deep breath and released it with a quiet, knowing smile. She glanced at Brielle with an expression that made it seem as though she and my girlfriend shared some unspoken understanding that I was annoying, stupid, or both.

“Evan, I know where this frustration is coming from—all this anger,” Madison said.

Then she took my hand in hers.

I felt the softness of her skin as her long, slender fingers curled gently around mine. Her palm was warm and impossibly smooth, and I couldn’t help immediately imagining those silky hands wrapped around my dick instead.

Shit, that would feel so good. How are her hands this smooth? If her hands are this soft, I can’t even imagine her mouth or her…fuck.

I tried desperately to shake the filthy images from my head. After all, I already had a boner, and now that she was holding one of my hands, I couldn’t even use both of them to hide the bulge straining against the front of my shorts.

“I want you to take a long, deep breath with me,” Madison said.

I thought all of this was dumb and ridiculous, but I indulged her because, as shallow as it was to admit, she was hot. I was still a straight guy who was ready to do just about anything she asked of me. It wasn’t as though she was going to take me into the bedroom and have sex with me, but still.

Or was she?

I breathed in with her, feeling slightly foolish even as the warmth of her hand kept me obediently in place.

“Good,” Madison said.

She looked at my girlfriend. “Should we begin?”

Brielle gave a quiet nod and smiled.

“Evan, come with me to the bedroom. I think you and I have some things we need to work on. I’m going to help you with all of your relationship frustrations—including your sexual frustrations,” Madison said.

“Um…for…for real?” I asked, looking at Brielle like a child searching for his mother’s permission.

“Go on, babe,” Brielle said to me. “I’m fine with it. Whatever the two of you want to do, I support it. This is what she’s here for.”

“Seriously?” I asked, utterly incredulous.

Brielle gave me another smile and a reassuring nod.

And just like that, off I went with Madison—the hottest girl I’d ever seen or touched—to my bedroom, of all places.

We went back to my bedroom, and Madison opened the door and invited me inside as though it were her room instead of mine. There was something almost surreal about following her across the threshold, watching her take control of a space that had always felt private and familiar to me. Suddenly, with her there, even my own bedroom seemed different.

“Um, so,” I started, my voice nervous and hesitant as I walked farther inside and sat on the edge of my bed. “What’s up?”

A dumb, goofy grin spread across my face, and I let out an awkward laugh before swallowing hard. I ran a hand through my short, unkempt brown hair, trying to smooth it down even though I knew it was probably too late to make myself look presentable. My whole body felt restless and overheated. I didn’t know what to do with my hands, where to look, or what Madison expected from me now that we were alone.

Madison crossed the room and sat beside me. The mattress dipped beneath her weight, tilting me slightly toward her.

“Relax, Evan, babe,” she said, soothing me.

She rested one hand on my leg and smiled. Even through the fabric of my shorts, I was intensely aware of her palm against my thigh and the easy confidence with which she touched me.

“There isn’t anything to be afraid of—trust me. I’m here to make you feel better than you’ve ever felt in your entire life.”

One corner of her mouth curled upward into a seductive, cryptic smile that left me feeling light-headed. My heart thudded hard against my ribs, and for a second, I thought I might actually faint. I didn’t know exactly what she meant, but my body had already decided it liked the sound of it.

“Are you guys sure about this? I mean, my girlfriend—Brielle—she doesn’t even…I mean, we don’t even…have sex,” I said.

The confession came stumbling out before I could stop it. Immediately, I felt like the dumbest guy in the world for admitting it. Heat crept higher into my face as I imagined how pathetic I must’ve sounded. It wasn’t exactly going to make me look attractive to a girl like Madison—a girl who could probably have any guy she wanted—to admit that I couldn’t even get my own girlfriend to sleep with me.

Madison smiled, but she didn’t laugh or ridicule me. Instead, she reached up and carefully brushed the ends of my hair back behind my ear. Her fingertips skimmed the side of my face, gentle and unhurried, and the small touch sent a nervous chill down my neck.

“That’s fine,” Madison said. “I think I know why, too.”

“Um, you do?” I asked, raising one eyebrow.

Madison nodded and crossed her legs, shifting slightly beside me. “I think so, yeah.”

She took a deep breath before continuing.

“Listen, your girlfriend…she’s not like most girls. It takes a certain sort of guy to interest her. I’ve known Brielle since high school and, trust me,” Madison said with a smile. “We’ve done enough together for me to know what she likes.”

I didn’t know what that meant, but the vague suggestion immediately filled my head with possibilities. I didn’t dare pry, though. I simply nodded and tried my best not to push my luck or say anything too stupid. Sitting this close to Madison already felt like more than I deserved, and I didn’t want to ruin it by asking the wrong question.

“See, Brielle isn’t sexually attracted to you because you’re too…how do I put this…in the middle,” Madison said. “And we’ve been discussing this sort of thing in my psychology Discord group,” she continued. “A lot of girls are dealing with the same frustrating thing.”

“What? In the middle of what?” I asked, irritation cutting through my nervousness. “I’m not anything. This is all on her,” I rambled.

Before I could continue, Madison pressed one finger gently against my lips, silencing me.

Normally, the gesture might’ve really pissed me off. I didn’t like being interrupted, especially when she was making it sound as though Brielle’s lack of interest was somehow my fault. But with Madison’s fingertip resting against my mouth, my annoyance disappeared almost instantly.

Having any part of Madison touch any part of me felt too good to complain about.

“Just listen to me, okay? You’ll have time to offer your input. But first, I need you to be a good boy and listen to what I tell you. Can you do that? I’m going to need you to listen to me and follow my every instruction without argument,” Madison said.

The words good boy landed somewhere deep inside me. My stomach tightened, and the heat already filling my body seemed to gather between my legs. I wasn’t sure whether I liked being spoken to that way or whether I was only responding because it was Madison saying it, but I couldn’t deny the effect it had on me.

I started to speak, but she brought her finger back to my lips.

“You’ll have time later on, babe. Okay?”

Her cool, unfazed eyes looked deep into mine, and she smiled. She seemed completely in control of herself, while I felt as though every thought and nervous reaction was written plainly across my face.

“I need you to nod and let me know that you understand.”

So, I nodded, even though I didn’t understand at all.

But what other option did I have?

“Good!” Madison beamed.

Her entire demeanor suddenly turned sunny and effusive. Her eyes widened with excitement, and she hopped up from the bed as though I’d just given her exactly the answer she wanted.

“See, when I told you that you’re, like, the ‘middle,’ what I meant by that was…you’re not really masculine or feminine. You’ve got to pick a side,” Madison explained.

“What?” I asked.

Madison immediately arched one eyebrow, and all the sunniness vanished from her face.

“Do not interrupt me, Evan.”

“Sorry,” I said, lowering my face slightly.

The sharpness in her voice made my stomach tighten. A moment earlier, she’d been smiling at me like I’d pleased her, and now I felt strangely embarrassed for having ruined it. I hadn’t expected her approval to matter so much, but apparently it did.

“So, you’re stuck in the middle, but that’s okay,” she said, returning just as quickly to her sunny disposition. “I’m glad Brielle told me about her situation because I know how to fix it,” she continued.

As she spoke, Madison paced slowly back and forth in front of me. I stayed seated on the edge of the bed, following her with my eyes and trying to make sense of what she was telling me.

“You’re not cut out to be a boy,” she continued. “But that’s okay, because I know you’d make such a hot girl.”

“A…” I started.

Madison’s gaze snapped toward me, and I immediately fell silent. I reminded myself that I’d have a chance to give my opinion soon enough. For now, I remained obediently quiet, hoping to earn back whatever brownie points I’d lost by interrupting her.

Besides, there was something weirdly exciting about the way she expected me to listen. I didn’t agree with what she was saying—or even understand most of it—but every time I obeyed, her expression softened again. I wanted to keep her smiling at me.

Then Madison disappeared from view beside my bed and squatted down. A moment later, she lifted a suitcase and placed it on the mattress. I’d never seen it before. The unfamiliar bag looked completely out of place among my rumpled sheets and ordinary bedroom clutter.

“Brielle and I worked on all of this last night while you were at work,” Madison said. “It’s a good thing you’re practically hairless,” she remarked. “That makes this a lot quicker. When did you shower last?”

“Um…” I said nervously.

“It’s okay. You can speak so long as you’re answering a question—and only answering a question,” Madison explained.

“I showered just before I went to the store…maybe an hour ago?” I said.

“Good,” she said. “Nobody likes a girl who stinks,” she added with a laugh.

My face warmed again. I still had no idea whether she was being serious or simply enjoying how easily she could fluster me.

She pulled the zipper around the perimeter of the suitcase, the small metallic sound filling the quiet bedroom. When she folded the top open, she immediately reached inside and withdrew a bra. She held it up with both hands, smiling from ear to ear as she examined it.

It was cream-colored and lacy, the sort of delicate, sexy thing I would’ve loved to catch Brielle wearing. The cups looked soft and lightly structured, with thin straps dangling beneath Madison’s fingers.

I didn’t know what was happening or what any of it had to do with fixing my relationship. Still, I kept quiet and decided to humor the hot girl’s bizarre rambling. At that point, I was too curious—and too attracted to her—to argue.

Madison reached into the suitcase again and pulled out a matching lace thong. It was incredibly skimpy, with narrow straps along the sides and a little string in the back that rose to a tiny triangle of fabric bearing the tag. There was barely anything to it.

It was so sexy that my dick hardened all over again just from looking at it.

I couldn’t stop imagining the underwear against a girl’s body. The soft lace, the narrow strip disappearing between her cheeks, the tiny front stretched over her pussy. My cock pressed more insistently against my boxers as the images took over.

I slid my hands over my lap, trying discreetly to hide the erection tenting the front of my shorts.

Madison’s gaze darted downward. She knew exactly what I was doing.

“Move those hands to your sides. Come on.”

I obeyed, reluctantly pulling my hands away and placing them beside me on the bed. Without their cover, the bulge beneath my zipper felt painfully obvious. I sat there exposed beneath her gaze, my shoulders tense and my face burning.

Madison smiled.

She walked over and stopped directly in front of me. Her eyes lowered to my lap before slowly traveling back up my body.

“Are you ready to have some fun?”

I swallowed. “Yeah, I am,” I said.

And it was true. I was nervous and confused, but I couldn’t deny the anticipation building inside me. Of course, I had no idea what sort of “fun” she meant. Judging by the lingerie in her hands and the way she was looking at me, however, I knew it wasn’t going to be anything ordinary.

“Good,” she said with a satisfied little smile. “Get out of those shorts—the shirt, too. I want to see what you look like in only your underwear.”

“Um, are you…are you serious?” I asked.

My heart beat faster inside my chest. Heat spread up my neck and across my face while nervous energy made my fingers twitch against the bed. I was a virgin being ordered to undress in front of the hottest girl I’d ever seen. Of course I was terrified.

“If I told you to do it, then yeah, I want you to do it,” she said.

“That’s simple,” I said with a shrug, trying to pretend it didn’t feel like a very big deal.

My hands trembled despite my attempt to keep them steady. I grabbed the bottom of my shirt and pulled it slowly over my stomach and chest. The fabric briefly caught around my arms before I tugged it over my head, leaving my short brown hair even messier than before.

I tossed the shirt aside and resisted the urge to cover myself.

I wasn’t exactly ashamed of my body, but I was skinny and nowhere close to muscular. I didn’t have broad shoulders, defined abs, or the solid build I imagined a girl like Madison usually saw when she convinced some guy to take off his shirt. I was more on the skinny-fat side—thin in clothes, but soft around my stomach and chest once they came off.

For a second, I waited for disappointment to cross her face.

Instead, Madison smiled as she looked at my bare torso. Her gaze moved slowly downward to my shorts, following my hands as my fingers descended toward the button and zipper.

I worked the button open and took a deep breath before dragging the zipper down.

Madison’s eyes stayed locked on my body as I pushed my shorts down and stepped out of them. Standing there in nothing but my tight white briefs, I felt nearly naked beneath her steady gaze.

There was no point in trying to hide my erection anymore. Madison could see it plain as day—the fabric stretched outward, a stiff tent raised inside my underwear. I didn’t have a particularly big penis. It was five inches long, but that was still plenty to make a boner painfully obvious when I was wearing nothing but briefs.

Madison covered her mouth, hiding a quiet chuckle.

“Go on—finish it,” she said.

“What? What do you mean? I did everything you asked,” I said.

“Well, you’re still wearing your underwear. How are we supposed to have fun if you’re in your underwear?” Madison said.

She walked toward me and leaned down. Before I could ask what she was doing, her hand lowered over the bulge in my briefs. Her long, slender fingers caressed the outline of the head of my dick through the thin cotton, tracing its shape slowly enough to make me shudder.

My entire body went tense beneath her touch.

She locked eyes with me and licked her lips. “Don’t you want to have fun with me, Evan, babe?”

I stared back at her, barely able to think with her hand resting over my erection.

“Brielle is…she’s cool with it?” I asked.

Madison smiled. “It was her idea.”

I was nervous, but I wasn’t about to turn down the biggest chance I’d ever had to get laid. So, as clumsy and terrified as I felt, I hooked my fingers beneath the waistband of my briefs and yanked them down.

My dick sprang free, stiff and upright. My tight balls dropped out beneath it, exposed to the cooler air of the bedroom and Madison’s unwavering stare. I was smooth all over because I preferred shaving my pubic hair completely bare.

Madison seemed to like that. She slid her fingertips over the hairless skin just above the base of my dick, exploring the smoothness with a faint smile.

Don’t come. Don’t come, I repeated to myself.

I tried to hold back even though the hottest girl I’d ever seen was standing directly in front of me, letting her fingers dance dangerously close to my cock. My thighs tightened, and I fought the urge to shift closer to her hand.

Her fingers continued caressing the base of my dick. She looked deep into my eyes while my lips parted in a shallow, nervous breath. I felt completely exposed, yet I couldn’t bring myself to look away.

In that moment, it was almost as if she’d hypnotized me. I knew I would do anything she wanted.

Then, in the softest, sultriest voice I’d ever heard, she said, “Put these on.”

I looked down and saw the cream-colored thong and matching bra dangling from her fingertip.

“Wh—what?” I asked. “Those?”

Madison didn’t answer immediately. Her smile only widened.

“Hurry up, or I’m going to leave. And I don’t think this big dick between your legs is going to be very happy with you if you let me leave.”

She thinks I have a big dick? Holy shit. Can this get any better?

Still, she wanted me to wear a bra and panties. The idea was strange and embarrassing, but my erection was still standing between us, and Madison was looking at me as though putting them on was the only thing keeping the night from moving forward.

Fuck it. I’ll do it if it’s going to get me laid. I guess she has a kink for it or something, I thought.

Without another word, I took the bra and panties from her. I slipped my arms through the bra straps and pulled it around my bare chest. The unfamiliar garment felt soft and strangely delicate against my skin.

When I struggled to fasten the hooks behind my back, Madison laughed.

“Silly boys don’t know how to do anything. But you’ll learn after you start doing this every day.”

I ignored the remark. I was too focused on getting the bra closed and keeping Madison interested to worry about what she meant.

Once I’d finally managed it, I bent down and stepped into the thong. I slowly drew it up my legs. The cool, silky fabric glided against the insides of my thighs as I pulled it higher, bringing the narrow front toward my dick and balls.

The material felt completely different from my ordinary cotton briefs—lighter, smoother, and far more revealing.

I pulled the front pouch up until the lower edge hugged the base of my balls. The narrow fabric pressed firmly against my taint, and the sensation sent another wave of pressure through my cock. Between the humiliation, the silky underwear, and Madison watching every movement, I felt closer to blowing my load than ever.

“Go on—all the way,” she said.

Madison grabbed the waistband of the panties. As she did, her fingers brushed my balls, and I inhaled sharply. My stomach tightened, and my cock twitched against the lace.

Then she tugged the thong higher and tried to pull the fabric over my erection.

I looked down at myself. “My dick is hard. I…I guess we need to do something about it, huh? Otherwise, it won’t fit in the thong.”

I smiled, hoping Madison would understand the hint.

She nodded in agreement. “I know what to do.”

Her hand slipped into the pouch of the thong. I felt her soft skin against my naked cock at the same time the cool satin pressed around it. The conflicting sensations made my breath catch. My hips stiffened, and I balanced on the edge of climax, certain I was only seconds away from coming all over her hand.

Then an excruciating pain tore through me as Madison grabbed my balls and squeezed.

“Ugh—ah!” I screamed. “What the fuck?”

A deep, sickening ache shot upward into my gut. She didn’t look particularly strong, but holy shit, she knew how to squeeze her fist. The pleasure vanished instantly, replaced by a nauseating pressure that made my knees weaken.

“Stop! Let me go, you asshole!” I shouted.

I grabbed her wrist and yanked her hand away from me.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” I huffed.

My legs snapped together protectively as I hunched forward. The pain throbbed through my groin and knotted deep inside my lower stomach, leaving me breathless and suddenly afraid to move.

Madison simply giggled and pointed between my legs.

“Your dick is getting soft, isn’t it? See? I fixed it for you.”

“I thought you were going to suck my dick or something!” I snapped.

Madison laughed, completely unfazed by my anger. Before I could say anything else, a soft knock sounded against the bedroom door.

“Is everything okay?” Brielle asked from the other side.

“I think you’d better come in here, babe,” Madison called to her.

“Wait—no!” I shouted.

I grabbed awkwardly at myself, trying to hide the fact that I was standing there in nothing but a bra and panties. There was no possible way to cover everything at once. If I crossed my arms over the bra, the skimpy thong remained exposed. If I covered the front of the panties, the lacy cups around my chest were impossible to miss.

The door opened before I could decide.

Brielle walked into the bedroom and smiled when she saw me. Her gaze moved over the lingerie and my nearly naked body, taking in every humiliating detail. She looked satisfied, maybe even amused, but she wasn’t surprised or shocked.

That was what bothered me most.

“You look even better than I thought you would,” Brielle gushed.

“She still needs some work. I was just about to ask for your help,” Madison said.

The two girls talked for a moment as though I weren’t standing right beside them, exposed and confused. Their attention shifted easily between each other while I remained there in the bra and thong, my face still hot and my balls aching from Madison’s grip.

“Hey,” I said. “What is going on? Babe, what is all of this? Did you know she was going to make me wear a bra and panties?”

“Babe, that’s what all of this is about. You’re in ‘the middle,’ and we need to get you to be either masculine or feminine. I knew it wouldn’t work out trying to get you to be masculine. You’re too…weak. But I knew you could pull off being a girl—at least the look of being a girl.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. The word weak stung more than I wanted to admit, especially coming from my own girlfriend. I would’ve told her exactly how insane she sounded, but Brielle held one finger in the air in front of my face throughout her entire monologue, warning me not to interrupt or dare talk back.

Somehow, the simple gesture kept me quiet.

As soon as she finished, Madison leaned closer and whispered something into Brielle’s ear. I couldn’t make out the words. My girlfriend nodded, and Madison disappeared into the bathroom without explaining herself.

“Babe, this is crazy,” I said. “I’m not letting you turn me into a girl.”

“Even if I let you have sex with Madison?” Brielle asked, arching one eyebrow.

I stared at her, immediately suspicious.

“I get it,” I said, nodding. “You’ll let me have sex with her, but she isn’t going to fuck me. It’s a trap. You think I’m stupid?”

Madison emerged from the bathroom carrying an armful of makeup supplies. Bottles, brushes, tubes, and compacts were gathered against her chest, far more than she could possibly need for some quick joke.

“Who said I’m not going to fuck you? I’m definitely going to fuck you,” she said, sliding her gaze in my direction as the faintest smile curled at the corners of her lips.

“You…are?” I asked.

My heart immediately started pounding again, each beat hard enough to feel in my throat. A few words from Madison were all it took to push aside my anger, my suspicion, and even the lingering ache in my balls.

“If you’re a good girl, I’m going to fuck your brains out,” she said. “If you do everything we tell you to do.”

I had a choice to make.

But then, did I really?

The choice was either to get laid or not get laid. What did I care if they dressed me in a bra and panties first? I was still a man underneath it all. I could tell my buddies that I’d fucked Madison—maybe even show them her picture and watch them turn jealous—and naturally, I’d leave out the part where I’d been dressed in women’s underwear while I did it.

Nobody ever had to know.

Besides, the panties were turning me on. A lot.

I didn’t understand why, but I fucking loved the feeling of the cool, smooth fabric wrapped around my dick and balls. The lace was light against my skin, while the narrow back pressed snugly between my cheeks. Even with my cock softening inside the pouch, every small shift of my legs made the silky material slide against me.

It felt embarrassingly good.

More than that, I felt surprisingly comfortable in the thong—more comfortable than I’d ever felt in my ordinary underwear. I didn’t want to think too deeply about what that meant. Madison was still offering to fuck me, and that was the only part that mattered.

I rolled my eyes as though I were agreeing to something mildly annoying instead of letting two girls completely take control of me.

“Fine.”

Both girls cheered with delight and immediately set about applying makeup to my face.

I protested at first, but my girlfriend quickly reminded me what was at stake. Madison had promised to fuck me if I cooperated, and that was enough to make my objections die in my throat. So, I reluctantly sat still and let them continue.

I felt the cool drag of makeup across my cheeks and smelled the faint, powdery scent each time one of their brushes dabbed against my face. Soft bristles swept over my forehead, beneath my eyes, and along my jaw. Every new layer seemed to cover another familiar part of me, slowly transforming my face into something I couldn’t yet imagine.

Madison and Brielle smiled wider the longer they worked, clearly pleased by what they were creating. They kept leaning back to examine me before moving in again, touching up some small detail I couldn’t see.

“Get the wig!” Brielle said excitedly.

Madison rushed to the corner of the room and returned with a bright blue wig of long, straight hair. She carefully lowered it onto my head, then began tugging and adjusting it until it sat where she wanted. A few of the sharper pulls pinched my scalp and made me wince, but I stayed quiet.

Finally, she stepped back.

“There. It will stay. She looks amazing!”

The girls stood together and admired their work, high-fiving and whispering excitedly to each other as though they’d just completed some major project.

I remained seated on the bed, feeling the unfamiliar weight of the wig around my head and shoulders. I had no idea how feminine I actually looked. Without a mirror, I could only imagine what they were seeing, and their delighted expressions didn’t exactly put me at ease.

It wasn’t until Brielle led me into our bathroom and positioned me in front of the mirror that I finally understood.

I stared at my reflection and clasped both cheeks in my hands, fighting the sudden urge to scream.

It felt like something out of a horror movie—not because the person in the mirror looked ugly, but because she didn’t look like me. It was the strangest feeling I’d ever experienced. I knew I was staring at my own reflection. I could feel my hands against my face and the bathroom floor beneath my bare feet.

Yet a girl was staring back at me.

A downright sexy girl, at that.

The makeup had softened my features far more than I would’ve thought possible. The bright blue hair framed my face and fell around my shoulders, hiding the shape of my head and changing the way my entire body looked. Combined with the bra and skimpy panties, the illusion was disturbingly convincing.

My dick was still half-hard inside the thong, though soft enough that only a mild bulge showed beneath the silky, delicate fabric of the pouch. The longer I studied myself in the mirror, however, the harder it became.

Holy shit, I thought. I kind of want to…fuck myself. What is wrong with me?

They’d somehow made me hot. Not merely feminine or passable, but actually hot enough that my own reflection was turning me on.

I looked down and immediately pulled the front of my panties away from my body, checking to make sure my dick was still there. The transformation felt so complete that, for one irrational second, I half expected to find a smooth pussy mound beneath the fabric instead.

But no. My cock was still there, stiffening between my legs.

I was still me.

I was still a regular guy underneath all of it. But on the surface, I looked exactly like a hot girl. I could’ve fooled almost any guy if I’d gone out in public looking like this—including myself, apparently.

The illusion was so convincing that it scared me a little.

“Come on,” Brielle said. “Back to the bed. I think Madison wants to fuck you now.”

“Really?” I asked.

I turned away from the mirror and looked directly at my girlfriend.

“You’re fine with this? What about us? Why don’t we ever…um…have sex?”

“Because we aren’t meant to have sex, babe,” Brielle said. “You’re meant to have sex with other girls, and maybe not just girls,” she added.

“What?” I asked, hoping she would explain the cryptic remark.

Brielle didn’t seem interested in clarifying. Instead, she guided me out of the bathroom and pushed me back toward the bed.

Madison was standing there waiting for me. The zipper at the back of her skirt had been pulled down, leaving the fabric loosened around her hips.

My pulse quickened as I noticed it.

Maybe Brielle hadn’t been putting me on. Maybe this wasn’t another trick designed to humiliate me. I might actually get to have sex with Madison—the hottest girl I’d ever seen.

“Are you ready to be a good girl?” Madison asked.

Brielle sat on the edge of the bed, watching us with obvious excitement.

“Um, I’m a guy, but sure,” I said.

“No,” Madison said, giving me a quick spank on one cheek. “You are a girl. Try again.”

She repeated the question.

This time, I swallowed my objection and gave her the answer she wanted.

“I am.”

“Bend over the side of the bed,” Madison said.

I did as she told me, though I moved reluctantly. My stomach tightened with nervousness as I leaned forward, planting my hands on the mattress and bending at the waist. The tiny thong left almost all of my ass exposed, and I felt especially vulnerable with both girls watching me.

Madison took one of my ass cheeks in her hand and gave it a slow squeeze.

“Where is your pussy?” she asked.

“Wh—what?”

“I want you to point to where your pussy is,” Madison said.

“I…I don’t understand. I don’t have a pussy,” I replied, confused.

Madison spanked my ass.

It wasn’t the playful little pat she’d given my face earlier. This was a real spank, as though I were being punished for giving her the wrong answer. The crack of her palm echoed through the room, and I sucked in a quiet breath as heat spread across my skin.

“Try again,” Madison said before repeating her instructions.

“I…I don’t have a pussy. How can I show you if I don’t have one?”

She spanked me again, even harder. My body jerked forward against the mattress as another hot sting bloomed across my ass.

“Hey, come on!” I said.

“You have a pussy. Now show me where it is,” Madison said.

After a moment, I rolled my eyes and shrugged. I had no idea what the fuck she wanted from me, so I decided to give her a passive-aggressive answer and get the ridiculous game over with. I reached behind myself and brought one finger directly to my asshole, which was only barely concealed by the thong’s narrow string.

“Very good,” Madison said. “That’s a nice pussy.”

She hooked one finger beneath the thong and pulled the string aside, leaving my hole completely exposed.

“So pink and tight.”

“What?” I asked before quickly remembering that I was supposed to remain quiet.

So she wants to pretend my asshole is a pussy. Who cares? I just want to lose my virginity already, I thought.

“Now, get on your knees,” Madison instructed.

She smiled with delight as I silently obeyed. I slid off the edge of the bed and lowered myself onto the floor, feeling the rough carpet press against my bare knees. The position made me feel smaller than before, especially with Madison standing over me.

I tilted my head back and looked up the length of her tall body.

“Now, tell me how much you want to suck a dick,” Madison said. “Be a good girl and confess your dirtiest, most secret thoughts.”

“What? I don’t want to…I mean, I…I really want to suck a dick. Yeah. A big, juicy one,” I said, laying it on thick.

I was only hamming it up. If playing along with this stupid game was what it took to get laid, it seemed like a small price to pay. I could say whatever she wanted to hear without meaning any of it.

Then Madison brought her hands to the waistband of her skirt and started tugging it down her long legs.

My eyes widened as the fabric slipped over her hips.

This wasn’t just some bullshit game.

“You’re going to be a good girl and suck it, yeah?” Madison said.

There I was, kneeling on the floor and staring up at the massive cock hanging plump and half-hard between Madison’s long, slender thighs.

The hottest girl I’d ever seen had a fucking dick.

“What the fuck?” I cried. “You have a penis?”

Brielle rolled her eyes. “I don’t think she’s very smart, Madison.”

“What?” I shot back at her.

“You’re going to have to suck dick if you want to pass our therapy session,” Madison said. “You do want to keep your girlfriend, right? Well, you’re going to have to start being more helpful for her—start playing your role. And your role now is to be a proper girl and serve cock.”

I furrowed my brow, staring between the two girls.

“I’m not going to suck a dick. I’ll dress like a girl, fine. But I can’t suck a dick. I’m straight.”

Dressing like a girl had been easy enough, especially once I realized I was starting to enjoy how the lingerie felt against my body. But sucking a dick was different. I couldn’t believe they seriously expected me to put one in my mouth.

So what if it belonged to Madison, the hottest person I’d ever seen?

So what if her cock was as pretty as the rest of her, with smooth, flawless skin and a perfectly shaped head shaded a soft rosy peach? So what if the shaft was completely hairless and hung above a smooth, neat ballsack?

Okay, so resisting my curiosity was becoming harder than I wanted to admit.

Madison knew it, too.

She wrapped her fingers around her shaft and gave it a few slow strokes, though she hardly seemed to need the help. Her cock thickened steadily beneath her hand, rising higher with every passing second. Soon, it stood nearly upright—a seven- or eight-inch shaft with a gentle curve to the left and enough girth to make my throat tighten just from looking at it.

"Go on, Alex," Brielle said. "Stop being a little bitch or we're done. You dress like a sexy girl for me and start sucking Madison's dick, or we're finished. You can move out this weekend."

"Wh—what? Hold on, babe," I pleaded.

Brielle turned her nose up. I had no real choices. I knew—standing there with both of them watching me, the air in the room suddenly too still—that I had to suck her friend's dick.

So, dressed up as a girl in a bra and panties, with a wig and makeup layered onto my face until I looked just as hot and convincing as Madison, I reached out and slid my fingers around her dick. It throbbed against my palm, warm and alive, and a shudder rolled through me from the sheer surreality of it—being on my knees, dressed like a pretty girl, my heart hammering so loud I could feel it in my throat. The room tilted slightly, everything dreamlike and strange.

"Suck it," Madison said.

So, in keeping with my original inability to resist a hot girl's demands, I slid my mouth over the head of her dick and started to suck.

"Mm, yes," Madison said.

"Yes!" Brielle cheered. "Alex, you're so brave! I know it's a big change, but it's the right one for you!"

I felt the big head fill my mouth. It was meaty and firm but soft as plush against my tongue, faintly salty, faintly warm. It was beyond strange to have a dick in my mouth—to handle one that wasn't my own—and yet my jaw relaxed into it almost instinctively, like my body had decided something my brain hadn't caught up with yet.

Madison looked down at me, keeping tabs on my obedience, and I sucked away at her dick. Meanwhile, my own cock had started throbbing inside my thong. It had completely betrayed my straightness, stiffening in my panties from the act of dressing up like a slutty girl and sucking a cock. I could feel the thin fabric straining against me, and even that felt good in a way I didn't want to examine too closely.

Fuck, her dick is big . . . and . . . doesn't taste bad . . . in fact, it's kind of nice . . . wow, I think I like this . . . it's so big and strong and pretty and . . . fuck, her moans are making me so hard . . . am I really doing this? My thoughts raced so fast I lost track of time.

Eventually, Madison pulled her dick from my mouth. My spit had polished the head, leaving it wet and shiny and stringy with my saliva. She stroked herself slowly and said, "Now, be a good girl and bend over the bed, again. We're going to lose that virginity. Your pussy is going to get its first taste of cock."

My eyes went wide, same as before.

"You want to . . . fuck my . . . ass?" I said, before quickly correcting. "I meant . . . my pussy?"

Madison nodded. And Brielle chimed in. "Go on, Alex. Don't be a little bitch. Be a sissy."

Both girls laughed at their little joke. I didn't, but I couldn't think straight as it was. All I could think about was the big dick hanging right in front of my face and how much I hated myself for wanting to keep sucking it. How could I resist, though? It was attached to a girl who looked like perfection personified. It was fucking with my brain, short-circuiting every rational thought, making it impossible to know what I actually wanted versus what my body was screaming for.

I looked up and saw a beautiful girl. I looked down and saw her big dick.

And then it hit me. This was essentially what somebody might see if I'd been standing in Madison's place. And maybe, one day, somebody would.

I suddenly felt empowered and confident, which paired nicely with the fact that I'd already felt more comfortable and at home dressed up as a pretty girl than I ever had as a forgettable, loathsome boy.

I stood and quietly obeyed Madison, turning around and bending over the bed. It was, after all, still sex with a hot girl . . . I think.

I pressed my chest and stomach down against the mattress and Madison pulled my hips up into the air. She slipped my thong to the side and I felt her finger drag slowly over my hole. I clenched instinctively, and a shudder ran up through my legs and into the small of my back.

"Are you the sort of girl who likes to be eaten out?" Madison asked.

Before I could reply, I felt her tongue sliding between my cheeks and over my hole. Warm and wet.

"Oh . . . wow," I blurted.

Pleasure consumed me almost immediately. Through the haze, I looked toward the head of the bed and saw my girlfriend giggling at the sight of her boyfriend being eaten out. Her amusement should’ve embarrassed me, and part of it did, but I was too overwhelmed by what Madison’s tongue was doing to care.

My legs shook as she ate my ass, the muscles in my thighs tightening every time her tongue dragged across my hole. I’d never felt anything like it. Each warm, wet stroke made my body twitch against the mattress and pushed me deeper into the strange role they’d created for me.

I felt more like a girl than ever.

For the first time, I started to understand what it might be like to be Brielle—to have someone’s mouth between my legs while I lay there exposed and trembling. It almost felt as though I really did have a pussy. I looked like a beautiful girl, smelled like one, and was being touched like one.

At that moment, I felt more like a girl than a guy, and some part of me wondered whether there was any going back.

Madison’s tongue pulled away. A moment later, I felt something warm and firm press against my hole, and for one confused second, I thought her tongue had returned.

Then I saw the mischievous expression spreading across my girlfriend’s face and realized it wasn’t Madison’s tongue at all.

“Here we go,” Madison said. “Take deep breaths and relax. Keep that pussy open for me, okay, babe?”

She smiled as I felt her start to push inside me.

I hadn’t noticed her preparing herself, but she’d been thoughtful enough to coat her cock with lube. The slick head pressed steadily against my tight hole until the resistance finally gave way. A sharp pressure spread through my ass as she slid into me, splitting me open around the thick, warm head of her cock.

“Oh, fuck…ugh…ah,” I groaned.

I gritted my teeth and forced myself to breathe through every painful inch. My fingers curled into the bedding while Madison pushed deeper. The stretch burned, and a heavy ache filled my ass, but beneath the discomfort was a growing sensation of fullness unlike anything I’d ever experienced.

Her hot cock filled me. I could feel it warming my insides and pulsing deep within my body.

“Mm…so nice,” Madison said with a smile.

“She feels good?” Brielle asked.

“Trust me, girl. You wish you had a dick so you could feel her nice pussy around it,” Madison joked.

“I do,” Brielle said. “You and Evan are lucky. You’re both hot girls—and you have penises. That’s not fair. How am I supposed to compete?”

Yeah, that’s right. You lose, babe, I thought, wishing I had the nerve to say it aloud.

A strange boldness rose inside me. I felt fucking amazing there in my thong and bra, even with Madison’s big cock stretching my ass and burying itself inside me.

I’ll bet I look even hotter than you do, too. I’ll bet if we ever go on campus together, guys will look at me before they even notice you.

Madison remained gentle at first. She pressed into me, eased back, and then sank inside again, repeating the slow motion while my ass adjusted to her size. Each thrust hurt a little less than the one before it. The tight burn gradually softened into a deep pressure that made my entire lower body feel hot and sensitive.

Eventually, she began moving faster.

Her hips pushed firmly against my raised ass as she sank deeper, using me like the eager little fuck toy I’d agreed to become. The mattress shifted beneath my chest with each thrust, and the cups of the bra rubbed against my skin as my body rocked back and forth.

“Ugh,” I moaned.

Something strange was happening between my legs. The pressure inside my ass was affecting me in a way I hadn’t expected. Every time Madison’s cock plunged deep, a wave of pleasure traveled through my body and gathered around the base of my own dick.

It felt almost as though I could come from being fucked.

I didn’t understand it, but Madison noticed immediately.

“Are you going to have a pussy orgasm for me? Are you going to give me a nice, big sissygasm?” she asked, smiling.

“I…ugh…what’s happening?” I moaned.

My dick was rock-hard inside the thong, stretching the delicate pouch and leaking more precum than ever before. The warm fluid soaked into the silky fabric while my cock pulsed desperately against it. I felt as though I might explode inside my panties without either girl ever touching me there.

Madison didn’t slow down.

Instead, she began fucking me harder and faster. With every deep plunge, her cock rubbed against something buried inside me, sending another burst of unfamiliar pleasure through my body. My legs trembled beneath me, and the urge to come grew stronger with every thrust.

Suddenly, I wasn’t merely looking like a girl.

I felt like one, too.

“Oh, fuck,” I cried.

“Look at the dumb slut, coming from being penetrated,” Brielle said.

“Come on, babe. You’re just jealous,” Madison replied with a wink.

“So what if I am?” Brielle shot back, trying to keep anger in her voice even as a smile betrayed her.

“You going to come for me, babe? Hm? Going to let that pussy erupt?” Madison asked.

She continued teasing me while her cock drove into my ass, each dirty word pushing me closer to the edge. I could barely keep myself braced against the bed. My breathing broke into desperate little gasps, and my entire body tightened around the pleasure building inside me.

Then the first tremor started between my legs.

It spread through my thighs and up into my stomach, growing into a deep, unstoppable quake. I couldn’t hold it back any longer.

My asshole clenched tightly around Madison’s cock, gripping the thick shaft as my orgasm tore through me. Hot, gooey cum oozed from my dick and soaked the inside of my panties. My legs shook violently and nearly collapsed beneath me as I moaned louder than I ever had before.

This was nothing like an ordinary, boring “guy” orgasm.

It felt deeper and stranger, like the pleasure had started inside my ass and spread through my entire body before finally spilling from my cock. It was something else entirely—something perfectly suited to the occasion, with me dressed like a hot, irresistible slut while Madison fucked my new pussy.

I looked toward my girlfriend as I came, making sure she saw exactly how much I enjoyed the transformation.

Maybe she’d intended to embarrass me. Maybe part of her still wanted to humiliate me.

I didn’t care.

I loved every fucking second of my new life as a sexy girl.

“Are you ready for my cum, babe? Hm? Ready for it right up your cunt?” Madison asked.

“Give it to me,” I gasped, locking eyes with my girlfriend.

Madison’s cock pulsed deep inside my ass. Her hips pressed tightly against me as long, high-pitched whimpers spilled from her lips. The sounds were so feminine and delicate, even though I knew it was her big, hard cock throbbing inside me and pumping its load into my hole.

Brielle looked away.

I kept watching her, silently challenging her to face what her boyfriend had become—a beautiful girl dressed in lingerie, happily taking a big cock in his “pussy.”

Madison slowly pulled out of me, and I felt every slick inch slip from my stretched hole. The sudden emptiness left me feeling hollow and used in the best possible way. Warm cum began leaking from my ass and gathering beneath the thong before running down the inside of my thigh.

Madison sat back on the bed. Her cock was wet and sticky, still twitching after her orgasm. Brielle reached over and wrapped her fingers around the shaft, squeezing out the last few drops before lowering her mouth and licking them from the tip.

I stared at her in shock.

It was only a small gesture, but she’d made her point.

She was still running the show.

“Go on—get the clothes we set out for you in the living room and put them on. We’re going out tonight,” Brielle said, contempt sharpening her voice.

My eyes widened.

“In…in public? Dressed as a girl?” I asked.

Madison and Brielle nodded.

“You impressed me,” Madison said. “You’re transforming more easily than I would’ve expected. So, we’re going to start with the next round of your training.”

She smiled.

I pushed myself away from the bed and stood too quickly. My legs wobbled beneath me, weak from the orgasm and from holding my position while Madison fucked me. My ass throbbed with a deep, lingering ache, and her cum continued leaking from my hole and sliding down my thigh.

Maybe I should’ve felt disgusted or humiliated.

Instead, I smiled.

I no longer needed my girlfriend to satisfy every sexual need I had.

There was a new girl in town who could do that for me.

Me.
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A New Woman (7 Books)

Sissified and Feminine (10 Books)

Feminized (4 Books)

Transitions (8 Books)

Big Hard Girls (8 Books)

Sissy Girls (9 Books)

Transgender and Crossdressing Explicit Erotica (9 Books)

Deep Desires (10 Books)

Girly and Dirty (10 Books)

Girl Boys (10 Books)

Feminized Men and Transgender Women Romance Novels (6 Books)

The Catch (chronological, 5 Books)

Pretty Girls (8 Books)

Dirty Femmes (8 Books)

First Time Feminization (8 Books)

Turned Into A Girl (7 Books)

Boy to Girl (5 Books)

Male to Female Collection (8 Books)

First Time Sissy (8 Books)

Sissies and Crossdressers (7 Books)

Husband to Wife (4 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 1 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 2 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 3 (10 Books)

Crossdressing Bundle (15 Books)


About the Author




Jane is a gender-fluid author of transgender, feminization and crossdressing short stories, who identifies as female.

When she isn’t writing, she is (clumsily) attempting yoga and chatting with friends in her home, Vermont.

To read more of Jane’s stories, click below.
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