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Her Dirty Girl




I knew I shouldn’t have been there, deep in the dark corners of my girlfriend’s walk-in closet, digging around in her panty drawer like some kind of thief. Maybe that’s why fate decided to punish me. Or at least, that’s what it felt like.

See, I’d lost my self-control. I couldn’t have helped it even if I’d tried. What started as simple curiosity had spiraled out of control from the moment I first laid eyes on Ashley’s innocent smile flashing at me from across our college classroom.

What is a girl like that looking at me for? I’d thought.

I even sweated a little at the possibility that she might come over and talk to me. After all, I’d struck out all through high school. I had no real reason to believe my luck would suddenly improve at community college, of all places.

Yet Ashley started sitting closer and closer to me. By about the third week of class, her luscious blonde hair and ocean-blue eyes were only inches away. She took the seat right beside mine, and when I caught her scent, sweet and feminine and completely distracting, I was hooked.

I never asked why she’d been interested in me out of every other guy in our freshman class. Frankly, I didn’t want to know. I was too afraid that if I made her think about it too hard, she might realize she’d made some huge mistake. Some kind of oversight she could still correct.

By the time I ended up in her closet, I’d been dating Ashley for two weeks. At first, it really had been her I was attracted to. At least, that was what I told myself. But little by little, my fascination started becoming less about Ashley and more about her clothes.

There was something about the way her tight little frame filled out those girly outfits that kept drawing my attention back to them. I noticed the skirts. The little tops. The delicate underwear she wore beneath them. Of course, I didn’t understand what any of that meant yet. At first, I figured I was thinking what any college guy would think: Ashley looked hot in her clothes. End of story.

Except it wasn’t.

The more time I spent at her house, the more I noticed her closet whenever she left the room. If she rushed downstairs to help her mother with a chore or went to answer the door for a deliveryman, my eyes would inevitably drift toward it. I’d stare at the clothes hanging inside, wondering about them without really understanding why I cared so much.

The most pivotal moment had come a week earlier, when she’d left an outfit sitting out for the next day’s classes. The skirt, bralette, and cute little white button-down had been carefully arranged over the big, comfortable red chair she kept in the corner of her bedroom.

I didn’t know what had come over me, but I couldn’t stop looking.

Especially at the tiny white thong she’d laid across the skirt.

The white cotton panties looked like little more than a loincloth compared with the underwear most girls I’d known wore. There was barely anything to them. Somehow that made them even harder to ignore.

And yet Ashley was pure. She was saving herself for marriage, a fact she’d made perfectly clear from the beginning.

I hadn’t minded at first. I’d simply been happy to be dating somebody as gorgeous as her. A girl like Ashley wanting anything to do with me still felt unbelievable enough that sex seemed almost beside the point.

But as time passed, I started to wonder if my harmlessness was part of the reason Ashley had been attracted to me in the first place. Maybe she’d seen me as nonthreatening in that particular way. Maybe she knew I wouldn’t pressure her about her virginity. I wouldn’t be like every other eighteen-year-old guy hanging out in her bedroom, listening to rock music and lying beside her on the bed while secretly begging for a chance to get her out of her clothes.

I suppose she’d been right to choose me, because that kind of timidity had always existed in me.

I’d been a virgin throughout high school, and it wasn’t until the summer before college that I’d finally managed to score a blowjob during a drunken hookup with some girl I’d barely known at a house party.

The blowjob itself might’ve been forgettable if not for one especially humiliating detail.

I couldn’t get hard.

“Come on, pansy,” the girl had drunkenly sneered, laughing while we fumbled around in her parents’ backyard.

Being called a pansy had been bad enough for my already fragile self-esteem. But knowing I’d finally gotten the chance I’d spent years wanting and then completely failed to perform? That bruised my ego in a way I couldn’t easily shake. I felt no great rush to put myself in a position where it might happen again.

So when Ashley told me about her little chastity rule, I actually felt relieved.

The problem came once we became more comfortable with each other.

She started getting more and more handsy.

Only a few days before I ended up in her closet, Ashley had become particularly reckless with her own strict guidelines. It happened the same night I noticed the outfit arranged over her chair. Something had gotten into her, and suddenly her hands were wandering more than I’d ever experienced with her before.

“Come on,” I told her, brushing her playful hands away from the half-hard bulge in my jeans.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

She brushed her blonde bangs aside and sighed in frustration. A frown pulled at her lips before she asked, “Is it something wrong with me? Am I not the right gender, or something?”

Why did she say that?

My heart immediately started galloping.

“What? Come on,” I said, dismissing it.

“Then what is it?” Ashley pressed.

I jumped off the bed and paced in front of her, suddenly feeling more exposed standing there than I had sitting beside her.

“I’m just following your rules. If you want to break them, be my guest,” I said, with a little more attitude than I probably should’ve used.

“Fine,” Ashley said.

She came closer to my waist again. For her, the fact that I’d decided to stand had apparently proved convenient. She crawled to the edge of the bed and placed her curious fingers against my jeans, quickly and carelessly working the button loose before sliding down my zipper.

I sighed, caught somewhere between excitement and anxiety, while Ashley’s blue eyes lifted toward mine.

“You can be a virgin and suck dick,” she said, a mischievous grin spreading across her lips.

She ran her tongue over the corner of her mouth and giggled as she tugged my jeans down.

I squeezed my eyes shut and waited for what I fully expected to become another train wreck. The memory of that night in the backyard was suddenly much too easy to remember.

Then I felt Ashley’s hands.

They were warm and soft as they slipped through the opening in my boxers and wrapped around my cock. I bit my lip while she started slowly tugging my half-hard shaft, trying not to think about how badly I needed my body to cooperate.

I searched my mind for every sexual image I could think of. Anything that might make my cock respond beneath her fingers.

“Come on,” Ashley said.

At first, she sounded motivated. Almost amused by the challenge.

But before long, those same words started carrying a hint of annoyance.

“What is it?” she asked. “Is it me?”

“No,” I sighed.

I tried harder to think of anything that might stir my cock, but I was starting to realize something I didn’t want to admit.

Nothing about Ashley was doing it for me.

Well, nothing except her clothes.

I didn’t understand how or why it happened. My thoughts seemed to shift before I could stop them. I turned my head and discreetly glanced toward the outfit waiting on the red chair.

The skirt.

The little white shirt.

The bralette.

The thong.

And suddenly, instead of imagining Ashley wearing them, I imagined myself in them.

Not her.

Me.

The thought came so naturally that I barely had time to question it before my imagination started running with it, putting me in those clothes and filling my head with all sorts of filthy possibilities.

My cock swelled in Ashley’s warm fingers.

She immediately brightened, suddenly thrilled by the reaction she’d finally managed to get out of me.

“Wh… what do you think?” I asked.

“It’s small, but it’s kind of cute,” she said with a laugh that, under any other circumstances, might’ve been charming. But when she was talking about the size of my dick, it only put another chink in my already battered armor.

And yet my dick, just as it had the night I’d gotten my first blowjob, didn’t go soft from the humiliation. Somehow, it did the opposite. It grew harder in Ashley’s hand, the head swelling dark and ruddy just in time for her lips to close around it.

Her inexperience became obvious almost immediately. She was too aggressive, her tongue working at me with more enthusiasm than skill, and I could already feel my erection threatening to abandon me again. I shut my eyes and tried to hold on to it, but nothing about what Ashley was doing seemed to help.

Then I pictured the little white thong sitting across her skirt.

Except I didn’t picture it on her.

I pictured it on me, pulled tight over my hips, with the tiny whale tail tucked between my ass cheeks.

The familiar pressure immediately gathered at the base of my cock.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my hips jerking forward.

I started to cum almost at once.

I bit my lip, embarrassed that I hadn’t warned Ashley, but it was already too late. She quickly yanked her mouth away from my cock.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” she sneered.

A rope of white cum hung across her lip and chin. She wiped frantically at her face before rushing toward the bathroom, and I stood there frozen, looking down as the last pearly drops still drizzled from the head of my cock.

I should’ve been obsessed with how humiliating the whole thing had been. I should’ve been wondering whether I’d just ruined my relationship after only two weeks.

Instead, I could only look at Ashley’s thong.

With her out of the room, washing her mouth in the bathroom, I stepped toward the chair. I’m not proud to admit what I did next, but I picked up the thong and used the soft white cotton to wipe the tip of my cock clean.

Even that was enough to make something stir inside me again.

The fabric felt soft in my hand, so much softer and more delicate than anything I owned. For one ridiculous second, I felt like I could’ve gotten hard all over again just from touching it.

Then I heard Ashley coming back.

My heart nearly exploded as she stomped out of the bathroom.

“I think you should go,” she said, her voice low and tired as the words spilled from her throat.

I couldn’t think of any good reason to argue with her. I couldn’t even think of anything useful to say about what had just happened. So I pulled myself together and started downstairs with one stupid image still stuck in my head: Ashley’s panties.

It should’ve mattered more that I might’ve just destroyed my own relationship. Any normal person would’ve been thinking about that.

But I was already too far gone.

All I could think about was finding some way to get a pair of panties like Ashley’s for myself before she officially decided to break things off with me.

Well, one other thing managed to get my attention that evening.

“Well, well, well. Is this the infamous Jason I’ve been hearing so much about?”

I stopped in the dim foyer and looked around. For a second, I couldn’t tell where the voice had come from. Then I noticed a figure sitting a few yards away in the living room, her legs crossed and a small glass of bourbon resting in one hand while music played quietly from a set of speakers somewhere behind her.

She stood and wandered toward me with all the patience in the world.

I swallowed and rubbed the back of my neck as she stepped beneath the soft light from the chandelier above me.

“Hi,” I said uneasily.

Then I got a good look at her, and swallowed again.

I’d never seen a woman who seemed so immediately intimidating. She was completely unlike all the girls I’d ever found attractive. She seemed older, though not because she actually looked old. It was the way she carried herself. She moved like somebody who knew exactly who she was and couldn’t imagine caring whether anybody approved.

A smirk lifted one corner of her mouth, only adding to the effect. Any insecurity a girl like Ashley might’ve carried suddenly seemed almost childish compared with the confidence coming off this woman.

Ashley had told me her mother had given birth to her at sixteen. I suppose I’d never actually done the math and realized that, with Ashley now eighteen, her mother was only thirty-four.

Even knowing that, she looked younger.

If Ashley hadn’t already told me she had no sisters, I never would’ve guessed this woman was her mother. Even standing there looking at her, part of me still expected her to introduce herself as a cousin or some other relative.

“I’m Heather,” she said with a smile. “I’m Ashley’s mother.”

She towered over me when she stepped into my personal space, and I glanced down to see a pair of shiny red high heels beneath her feet.

Everything about Heather seemed carefully put together. She wore a fitted blouse splashed with tropical colors, tucked into a bright red skirt. A pearl necklace rested against her throat, while small ruby earrings sat neatly in each earlobe. Her big blonde hair gave the whole outfit an even more deliberate retro look.

Then there was the lipstick.

Fire-engine red.

It matched her heels and skirt almost perfectly, and the smile spreading across those painted lips made me feel strangely as though she found me interesting, too, though I couldn’t have said exactly why.

“Um, yeah. I’m Jason,” I said quietly.

The last thing I needed was Ashley coming downstairs and realizing I was still standing around in her house. Then she could tell her mother exactly what I’d done upstairs, and I’d have both of them chasing me out the front door, maybe with Heather’s expensive high heels clutched in their hands.

“Well, Ashley did say you were cute. She was right about that,” Heather said with a smile.

I only groaned softly because words seemed to have completely failed me.

“Let me guess. It’s the getup? I’m going out to this nightclub in a bit, and, well, the theme is retro or something. How did I do? Do I look all right?” she asked, glancing down at herself.

“Um, you do,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck again and swallowing.

Heather responded only by letting her eyes travel slowly up and down my body.

I couldn’t tell what she was thinking. She didn’t look particularly impressed, but she didn’t exactly look uninterested, either. It was almost as though she’d finally gotten a decent look at me and discovered something she couldn’t quite figure out.

For a moment, she even seemed faintly frustrated by whatever she saw.

I didn’t ask.

As impolite as it probably was, I simply nodded, smiled, and slipped through the front door. I could feel Heather’s blue eyes following me until the door finally blocked her from view.

She clearly hadn’t seemed finished talking to me.

I was the one who needed to leave.

Something about her intimidated me in a way Ashley never had, but underneath that intimidation was another feeling I couldn’t quite make sense of. Something almost exciting. Strange and confusing, but exciting all the same.

Ashley had told me her parents were wealthy. Or, more accurately, that her father had been wealthy.

Her parents had divorced when she was only eight. Her father came from a wealthy family, and according to Ashley, he’d tried to do the right thing by marrying Heather once they both turned eighteen. Apparently, it hadn’t worked out.

Ashley said she hardly ever saw her father anymore, but he’d left Heather with a hefty divorce settlement.

Looking around their house, I believed it.

Part of me wanted to ask Ashley whether her mother was always as bored and “on the prowl” as she’d seemed that night. But after what had happened upstairs, I decided I wasn’t going to be the one to reach out first.

If Ashley wanted to talk to me again, she could come to me.

That took a few days. In fact, I was surprised to receive a text from her at all.

CAN YOU COME BY MY HOUSE THIS AFTERNOON? WE NEED TO TALK.

Not exactly the most encouraging message in the world.

I agreed, and a few hours later, I found myself pulling up to her mother’s ornate house about two hours before I knew Ashley would be home from classes for the day. I sat behind the wheel for a moment, took a deep breath, and looked at myself in the rearview mirror.

I adjusted my unkempt chestnut hair, gathering it into a ponytail and trying to make the whole thing look a little more intentional than it really was. I’d made an effort to look as presentable as possible. I’d showered, shaved pretty much everywhere, and even put on a little cologne.

I’d wanted to get a haircut, too. My shoulder-length hair was one of the few things Ashley seemed determined to change about me.

“Can’t you get something like this?” she would ask, holding up her smartphone during class while scrolling through some magazine article and ogling a boy-band singer I’d never even heard of.

I’d shrug and promise her that eventually I would cut it.

But I never did.

The truth was, I was too damn anxious and insecure to walk into a barber shop and explain what I wanted while some stranger stood there judging the shape of my head. I’d had enough humiliation for the year already. At one point, I’d even considered shaving my head completely and cutting out the middleman.

Instead, in my usual state of indecision, I’d done nothing.

I sighed at my reflection, smoothed my hair back one more time, and glanced through the windshield toward the huge mansion sitting at the end of the driveway.

Because Ashley wasn’t the only reason I’d come.

I had an ulterior motive.

It started with her text, which seemed to suggest we were almost certainly breaking up. It ended with me sneaking through the back door by the pool, which Ashley had once mentioned was always left unlocked, and slipping upstairs toward her bedroom with the intention of stealing a pair of her panties.

I felt kind of bad about it.

Kind of.

But Ashley’s wardrobe had to number in the thousands. Half the time, when she was getting dressed before we went to the movies or out somewhere else, she’d pull something from a drawer and make some comment about forgetting she even owned it.

So I managed to convince myself that taking a few small souvenirs before we parted ways wouldn’t really hurt anybody.

At least, that was how I justified it.

And that was how I ended up standing inside Ashley’s walk-in closet with my heart beating like a jackhammer against my ribs.

The place was ridiculous. Even the closet had little gilded moldings along the corners, as though somebody had decided ordinary trim simply wasn’t good enough. It looked less like storage and more like a dressing room built for a princess.

The sight of it only made me feel guiltier.

Rows and rows of clothes hung neatly from rails that seemed to stretch almost to the ceiling. Dresses, skirts, blouses, sweaters, jackets—more clothing than I could’ve imagined one person actually needing. Everything was arranged carefully, preserved on expensive hangers as though each piece mattered.

I stood there for a few seconds, suddenly less sure about what I’d come to do.

Then I started opening drawers beneath the hanging clothes.

It didn’t take long to find the right one.

My cock started getting hard the second I pulled it open.

Inside were dozens upon dozens of tiny, feminine pieces of underwear, some frilly, some silky, some so skimpy I’d barely even known things like that existed. I stared down at them, almost overwhelmed by the sheer variety.

Then I spotted a little orange G-string sitting near the top of the pile.

I bit my lip and lifted it carefully between my fingers.

I still didn’t understand why Ashley owned some of the clothes she did, considering how conservative she claimed to be about sex. Half the panties in that drawer looked like they’d been designed for exactly the opposite sort of girl.

Whatever the explanation was, though, I was glad she had them.

I ran my thumb over the soft orange fabric.

Then, without really thinking about what I was doing, I pressed it against my cheek.

The material felt delicate against my skin. I brought it closer to my face and inhaled, catching only the faint scent of clean cotton and laundry detergent. Nothing dirty. Nothing particularly scandalous.

That almost made it worse.

The simple softness of it, the unmistakably girlish little scrap of fabric sitting in my hand, sent another pulse of excitement through me.

My cock hardened further inside my jeans.

I held the G-string out in front of myself and looked at it, imagining the narrow fabric stretched over my body.

Then I quickly balled it up in my fist and shoved it into my pocket.

When I looked back into the drawer, there were so many other skimpy panties that I didn’t even know where to begin.

For one insecure moment, another possibility entered my head.

What if it was just me?

What if Ashley hadn’t really been as conservative as she claimed? What if the whole virginity thing only applied to me? Maybe she’d taken one look at me and decided I was safe. Maybe some other guy wouldn’t have gotten the same rules.

The thought stung.

Luckily, it didn’t last very long.

My attention kept getting dragged back toward the endless collection of cute clothes and panties filling Ashley’s closet. Every time I tried to think about our relationship, my eyes landed on another little piece of lace or another brightly colored thong.

Soon, I cared less and less about whether Ashley planned to break up with me.

I even started caring less about whether she might notice something missing.

The bigger problem was deciding what to take.

There were too many choices.

The knowledge that I had limited time only made it worse. Ashley would eventually come home, and I was still standing there staring at drawer after drawer, unable to decide which things I wanted badly enough to risk stealing.

My mind started spinning in circles.

“Damnit,” I muttered under my breath.

There was only one solution I could think of.

I’d have to try some of them on.

Right there.

In Ashley’s closet.

Maybe then I’d know which ones I actually wanted. Maybe if I tried a few pairs, I could figure out which ones gave me the strongest reaction and save myself from getting home later only to regret leaving the perfect pair behind.

Even the possibility of making the wrong choice filled me with ridiculous anxiety.

After another moment of hesitation, I reached into my pocket and pulled the orange G-string back out.

I hadn’t necessarily intended to start with that one.

But I couldn’t help myself.

After all, it had already gotten the strongest response from my body.

I looked over my shoulder toward Ashley’s bedroom, suddenly paranoid that somebody might be standing there watching me.

Nobody was.

The room beyond the closet remained completely empty, exactly as I’d expected.

I gave a quiet laugh at myself and shrugged.

Come on, dude.

I needed to push myself toward that wonderful point of carelessness where the nerves disappeared and I could simply do whatever the hell I wanted.

Trying on your girlfriend’s panties in her closet, inside her giant mansion, wasn’t exactly something a person did without working himself up to it. I needed enough reckless confidence to stop thinking about how insane the whole thing was and focus instead on how badly I wanted to know what that little strip of orange fabric would feel like against my skin.

The erection straining inside my jeans certainly helped.

My cock was painfully hard now, the head pressing against the fabric as though it had already made the decision for me.

At that moment, I probably would’ve done almost anything to satisfy it.

And the thing it wanted, I was beginning to realize, was to be tucked inside a skimpy college girl’s G-string.

So I started taking off my clothes.

I unbuttoned my jeans and pushed them down, wiggling my legs free before stepping out of them. Then I pulled off my shirt and tossed it aside until I stood there in nothing but my plaid boxers.

At the far end of the closet hung a tall vertical mirror, easily six feet from top to bottom.

I looked at myself.

The reflection didn’t exactly inspire confidence.

I was scrawny and lanky, five foot nine and light as a feather, with narrow shoulders and hardly any muscle worth mentioning. Looking at myself standing there half naked in the middle of Ashley’s enormous closet, I genuinely couldn’t understand how she’d ever been interested in me.

That old insecurity started creeping back in.

Maybe she’d been lying to me the entire time.

Maybe she really would’ve slept with somebody bigger. Somebody muscular. Somebody who looked more like the guys she showed me on her phone.

The more I thought about it, the angrier I became, even though I knew on some level that I was inventing most of the insult myself.

Still, I used that manufactured indignation to push myself through the last bit of hesitation.

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my boxers and yanked them down.

A second later, I stood completely naked in Ashley’s closet.

I stared at myself in the mirror.

My stiff three-and-a-half-inch cock jutted out from between my legs above my tight little sack, looking almost embarrassingly small against the rest of my skinny body.

I shook my head.

I’d done the same thing plenty of times before, staring at myself naked and feeling that familiar flush of humiliation over what I’d been given.

Except this time, the humiliation had another layer to it.

Because my cock was hard.

Painfully hard.

And it wasn’t Ashley who had done that.

It wasn’t the thought of sex with my girlfriend. It wasn’t the memory of her mouth around me or her hands wrapped around my dick.

It was the panties in my hand.

More specifically, it was the idea of putting them on.

I looked down at the orange G-string and felt another small pulse of excitement tighten through my cock.

A strange mixture of guilt and humiliation settled into my stomach.

Why?

Why did it have to be this way?

But it didn’t matter how much I protested. My skinny, hairless body had already made up its mind.

I grabbed the neon-orange G-string just as a stream of cool air sifted down from the air-conditioning vent overhead. My nipples hardened from the chill, along with my sack, and I instinctively crossed my legs as goose bumps spread over my bare skin. Standing naked in the middle of Ashley’s closet suddenly felt even more ridiculous, but the embarrassment wasn’t enough to stop me.

I held the panties open and stepped into them.

Slowly, I dragged them past my ankles, up my calves, and over my knees. The higher they climbed, the more excited and unruly my cock became. It twitched and bounced with every little movement, responding so strongly that I honestly wondered if I might climax before the soft mesh fabric even reached the ruddy head.

“Fuck,” I hummed weakly as I finally pulled the delicate little thong into place.

It sat almost pathetically sparse around my waist, barely covering anything. The tiny front pouch stretched outward from my body like a tent, with my cock acting as the proud pole holding it up. I stared down at myself, fascinated by the sight, then reached into the G-string and pushed my cock slightly to one side.

“Mm,” I moaned.

The teasing pressure sent another shiver of lust through me. I could already feel beads of precum dampening the inside of the panties, leaving me even more helpless to whatever strange pleasure had taken hold of me.

This... this is what I wanted all along.

The realization should’ve embarrassed me.

Instead, I smiled wider than I could remember smiling in a long time.

I turned toward the mirror and studied myself. Then I puckered my lips.

“You want this, dirty boy?” I asked, pretending I was speaking to some man watching me from the other side of the glass. “Well, too bad.”

I turned around and bent forward slightly so I could see my bare ass cheeks in the mirror.

I bit my lip and moaned.

What startled me was how feminine my ass looked from that angle. With my narrow body, smooth skin, and the tiny orange string disappearing between my cheeks, I could almost imagine I was looking at some perky college girl posing nearly naked in front of me. If I kept my head out of view, the illusion became even easier to believe.

That thought sent another rush through my cock.

I slid one finger lightly into the crack of my ass, hesitated, then pulled it back. After a moment’s consideration, I brought the finger to my mouth and wet it with my tongue.

I kept my eyes fixed on the mirror.

My breathing grew heavier as I lowered my hand again and slipped the damp finger beneath the thin orange string running between my cheeks. Once I was beneath it, I teased myself gently, still watching my own reflection.

“Mm, what are you doing?” I giggled.

The voice sounded ridiculous coming from me, but somehow that only made the whole thing more exciting.

Within moments, I was lying on my back against the carpet with my legs pressed together and lifted into the air. From where I lay, I could still see myself in the mirror. My reflection showed the curve of my ass and the bottom of my sack tucked into the orange thong, along with the hard little tent my cock made in the front.

I pulled my legs higher and continued teasing my ass.

“You want this?” I said to my reflection. “Tough luck. I already have an owner, silly boy.”

I giggled again.

A burst of indulgent, satisfied laughter escaped me as the smooth, cool panties brushed against my balls. I was suddenly incredibly glad I’d shaved my legs, my sack, and my ass before coming over. My skin felt completely bare beneath the fabric, leaving me sensitive to every tiny movement of the thong against me.

I felt exposed in a way I’d never experienced before.

And I loved it.

The material was so soft that every slight shift of my hips seemed noticeable. I could feel the delicate fabric against my ass, my sack, and the underside of my cock. I didn’t want the sensation to end.

Eventually, I glanced toward my phone and interrupted my little fantasy long enough to check the time.

Still an hour and a half.

I shoved the phone back into my jeans.

There was plenty of time.

Almost immediately, my hand returned to my cock. I began rubbing it through the panties, letting my fingertips slide across the fabric stretched over the head. My erection had softened slightly while I’d been distracted, making my cock more pliable inside the tiny pouch. I traced the ridge of the head through the fabric and whimpered quietly at the sensation.

Then my impatient fingers slipped inside the panties.

I played with myself for a moment before turning my attention back toward the mirror. As I watched my own reflection, I returned my hand to my ass and began fingering myself.

The abrupt fullness made me gasp.

Combined with the sight of myself wearing such girly panties, it was enough to send my shaft rising to full hardness again. My imagination immediately took over. I pictured myself being dominated and humiliated by some big, strong guy, powerless beneath somebody who could handle me however he wanted.

Or even a big, strong girl.

That possibility made me smile.

My cock responded even more strongly.

I imagined Ashley ordering me around, telling me exactly what to do while I lay there wearing her panties. Then the fantasy expanded in my head until I pictured her friends there with her, all of them watching me sprawled on my back in the little orange G-string.

I imagined looking up and seeing a circle of gorgeous college girls staring down at me.

Looking down their noses.

Laughing.

“Fuck,” I moaned.

I had no idea why the thought turned me on so much. I only knew I wanted to chase the feeling deeper.

My imagination bounced back and forth between being dominated by a woman and being dominated by a man. I didn’t think of myself as gay. Not in the least. But there was something about wearing Ashley’s panties that seemed to unlock a willingness to imagine almost anything.

Including men.

I’d never really considered that before.

Well, I’d never seriously considered it.

The thought had crossed my mind in passing, sure, but I’d never allowed myself to sit with it for more than a moment. Now, dressed in Ashley’s thong and staring at my own smooth body in the mirror, all those usual boundaries suddenly felt much less important.

Still, the thing affecting me most wasn’t the idea of a man.

It was being humiliated by a girl.

Girls had always seemed to hold that kind of power over me without even trying. Girls I could never satisfy. Girls like Ashley, who thought it was “cute” that I had such a small cock. Girls who could so carelessly keep a guy like me beneath their thumbs without exerting any real effort at all.

They were attractive, and that alone seemed to give them power.

They could spin a nervous boy like me around one finger without even realizing they were doing it. They probably didn’t understand how much influence they had over guys like me. They could be dismissive or insulting without giving it another thought, while I’d replay every word afterward.

And maybe I should’ve realized sooner that some part of me actually wanted that.

Apparently, I’d just been missing one important piece.

Their panties around my hips.

Now that I was wearing them, I felt strangely connected to everything I’d envied about girls like Ashley. Not because I suddenly wanted to become one of them in every sense, but because I understood something about the way they seemed to enjoy feeling sexy simply for themselves.

That was what I was doing.

I bent my legs higher as I watched myself in the mirror and continued talking dirty to my reflection. I wasn’t imagining myself going out and stringing boys along. I wasn’t thinking that far ahead at all.

I only wanted to lie there and enjoy how impossibly soft the thong felt against my skin.

For years, I’d thought of my own body as soft. My cock. My ass. My freshly shaved skin.

Compared with Ashley’s underwear, though, even my body suddenly seemed rough.

The contrast fascinated me.

I bit my lip and pushed my finger deeper into myself.

A gasp escaped me. My held breath quickly became another giggle as I arched my back and imagined full breasts rising from my chest.

“Mm, you want me, don’t you?” I asked.

I lifted my voice several octaves, pushing it toward the highest feminine pitch I could manage.

“I already have an owner, silly boy,” I repeated. “Her name is Ashley. Why don’t you go ask her if she’ll let you play with me for the afternoon?”

I gave one final giggle.

Then I heard a voice that drained every bit of blood from my face.

“Oh, Ashley isn’t your owner any longer. You can play with whomever you like.”

My breath vanished.

I looked toward the mirror.

Heather—Ashley’s mother—was standing in the doorway of the closet with her arms crossed.

A pair of tight denim shorts hugged her hips, leaving her impossibly long bare legs exposed beneath them. She wore a fitted white T-shirt that stretched across her full bust and clung to the toned sides of her stomach. Her long blonde hair had been pulled into a tight ponytail that shifted behind her as she cocked her head and stared down at me.

For a second, I couldn’t move.

Couldn’t cover myself.

Couldn’t even think.

Heather simply stood there taking in the sight of me sprawled across her daughter’s closet floor, naked except for Ashley’s tiny orange G-string.

Her expression somehow managed to convey disgust and amusement at exactly the same time.

Then she bit her lip.

“Fuck,” I gasped, yanking my finger from my ass. Foolishly, the first thing I did was straighten the thong as properly as I could over my cock, as though making Ashley’s underwear sit neatly on my body would somehow make the situation less humiliating. Then I scrambled for my pants and shirt. I snatched them up in sweaty, trembling fists and tried to pull everything back over my naked body as quickly as possible while Heather stood in the doorway watching me and laughing.

“I knew it,” she said, shaking her head. “Oh, how Ashley protested, ‘Mom, he isn’t like that, he’s just… shy.’” She mocked her daughter’s voice before breaking into another chuckle, which she halfheartedly tried to hide behind one hand. “You know, us Michaels women sure know how to pick them,” she added, nearly rolling her eyes.

“It isn’t what it looks like. It’s just… it’s…” I struggled, but there really wasn’t any useful ending to that sentence.

“Oh? Then what is it? I come in here to find my daughter’s ex-boyfriend wearing her panties and fingering his butthole like some dirty little pervert? Ugh.” She scoffed and stomped the shallow heel of her shoe against the carpet. Heather was dressed like she was about to watch a rodeo, missing only the cowgirl hat, but her attitude suggested she might’ve been performing in it instead. And me? I felt like the helpless pig or sheep running uselessly around the dirt while she closed in, ready to hog-tie me.

I hunched over and started stepping into my jeans, desperate to cover myself. Turning my back on Heather didn’t help much.

“Well, you’ve got a cuter butt than me! You really pull off that G-string,” she giggled.

“Um, thanks,” I said, completely defeated.

“I knew it from the moment I first met you. Well, really from the moment Ashley first started talking about you,” she explained, casually propping one hand against the doorway. The ease in her posture only made my own panic feel more pathetic.

“Knew what?” I asked as I struggled to get back into my shirt.

“Well,” Heather started. Then she stepped forward and abruptly yanked both my jeans and shirt straight out of my hands. “That you’re one of these sissy boys who likes to dress up in girls’ panties.”

“Am not,” I protested, although my still-hard cock made the denial considerably less convincing.

Heather’s eyes dropped toward it, and another laugh escaped her. “By the way, Ashley was breaking up with you this afternoon. I’m glad she made the right decision.”

“Yeah, I figured that when you said ex-boyfriend,” I returned, unable to keep a little sass from slipping into my voice.

“Don’t you get that smart mouth with me, young lady!” Heather snapped as she stepped closer.

The force behind those sharp words nearly made my knees buckle. My body reacted before my pride could catch up, and I hated how easily she seemed able to reduce me to silence.

“I’m not a lady,” I could only reply.

“Oh? Well, maybe you aren’t one yet,” Heather said. “But you will be.” She smiled at me. “You see, Jennifer⁠—”

“My name’s Jason.”

“Hush!” she shouted. “Your name is what I give you. Understand?”

I stared at her, still half naked and clutching uselessly at myself while she held my clothes.

“Now, where was I?” she continued, sounding mildly annoyed by the interruption. “Oh, right. You’re a sissy boy, and you do have a place in the world. I certainly don’t hate guys like you. On the contrary, you’re the most fun. You just aren’t relationship material for girls like Ashley. I went through this already when I found out Ashley’s father had the same naughty interests,” she explained.

My eyes widened with intrigue. For a moment, the revelation distracted me enough that I almost forgot I was standing in front of the tall blonde bombshell wearing nothing but her daughter’s tiny G-string, my cock still hanging in a lazy erection beneath the stretched orange fabric.

“And I’m not going to let Ashley go through the same thing,” Heather continued.

“Are you going to tell her?” I asked.

Heather chuckled. “Oh, no, no, no. Besides, she doesn’t need evidence of it. She already thought you might be too pathetic for her. I don’t see any reason why she needs to know about all of… well, this.” She stretched her arms out toward me, gesturing broadly at the humiliating sight I presented.

“Thanks,” I said, though I wasn’t sure how grateful I actually felt. “I wanted to make it work with Ashley. I really did.”

“Well, maybe you could continue to be in her life. In a different capacity, of course,” Heather explained.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Maybe you could be a girlfriend of hers. Somebody who joins her for movies or lets the guys she’s interested in know that she likes them—that sort of thing,” Heather explained, satisfaction practically beaming from her smile.

“I don’t know,” I hesitated.

“Well,” Heather said, “what I know is that you were so reckless that you didn’t care if Ashley came in and found you like this. You didn’t care whether you broke my little girl’s heart. And that is indefensible. I’m just glad that I found you in this pathetic, humiliating state before she did.”

The accusation hit harder than I wanted it to. I kept my hands clasped over the front of the thong, trying uselessly to hide the small bulge still trapped inside it.

“Just give me back my clothes and I’ll leave. I promise,” I begged.

“You’re not taking those with you, sissy boy,” she said, lowering her eyes toward the thong stretched around my hips. Then her expression changed, and a devious grin slowly spread across her face. “At least, not until you’ve earned them.”

“Wh… what?” I asked, my eyes widening with worry as Heather’s grin only grew.

“Get on your knees,” she commanded.

“What?” I asked, incredulous.

Without even thinking about what I was doing, I dropped to all fours, unsure what Ms. Michaels expected from me in that position. My palms flattened against the carpet while I looked up at her, already feeling ridiculous for obeying before I’d even been given a real explanation.

“Now, come on,” she said, motioning with one finger as she began to strut out of the closet.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“To my room, sissy boy. We’re going to make a proper girl out of you,” she said with a wink. “So start crawling.”

My heart thudded like a hammer in my chest as my knees began moving across the carpet and I followed Ms. Michaels. From where I crawled, my eyes traveled up her long, smooth, toned legs toward her perfectly perky behind. I swallowed as we rounded the corner, leaving Ashley’s bedroom and entering the hallway. The entire time, I remained on all fours, my otherwise naked body covered only by the neon-orange G-string. The cool air from the house raised bumps along my skin and made me even more aware of how little I was wearing.

“In here,” she said, turning on her heel and heading through one of the open doorways.

I crawled after her and entered an ornate bedroom. Heather’s room was immaculate, with white satin sheets draped across a king-size bed positioned against the longest wall. Across from it stood tall gray structures in each corner, along with old ceramic vases filled with green wild grasses that stretched nearly to the ceiling. Everything had been decorated in creams, grays, and muted shades of jade. Large abstract paintings hung framed along the walls, and the whole room seemed better suited to the lobby of some trendy art gallery than an actual bedroom.

I was still taking in the decorations when Ms. Michaels knelt in front of me, almost like I was a dog she’d crouched down to pet.

“Let’s get this out. I want to see it in full,” she said, reaching behind my head and freeing my hair from its ponytail.

My chestnut hair fell around my face and over my shoulders, settling just above my chest. Heather studied me for a moment, tilting her head as though the loose hair had confirmed something for her.

“Well, doesn’t that just form a spitting image?” she said with a smile.

“Of what?” I asked.

Ms. Michaels laughed and shook her head. “You’re not very bright, are you, Jen? I suppose you’re one of those girls who spends more time sucking off the football team than studying for finals?”

I hesitated while Heather stared into my eyes. Her gaze slowly moved over my face, lingering here and there as though she were putting together some private picture in her mind of the girl she wanted me to become.

“Mm, exactly,” she finally said with a nod, sounding as though she’d finished that little mental meeting about the future of my identity.

“Ms. Michaels?” I asked, hoping the formality might earn me even a little mercy. “I’m really sorry about what I was doing. I can just grab my clothes and go, and you and Ashley will never have to hear from me again.”

“I think you’re going to do what I say instead,” Heather challenged. “Yes, you’re going to follow my orders, and if you do, I won’t have to tell Ashley about this, and she won’t have to tell the entire town about it.”

“Wh… what?” I asked.

“In exchange for breaking my little girl’s heart, you’re going to cooperate. And soon enough, you can go home, and you’ll have learned a few tricks about how to be a proper girl. Doesn’t that sound fun?” she asked.

“I mean, you’re free to go home right now. I’m not going to stop you,” she added with a laugh. “But you might want to consider a change of address because Ashley can be quite the vindictive girl. I suppose she gets it from her mom.”

I swallowed and squeezed my eyes shut. When I opened them again, some stupid part of me had hoped the bedroom would be gone and I’d discover I’d imagined the entire thing.

No such luck.

Following Ms. Michaels’s orders seemed like the easiest way through this. At least, that was what I told myself. The more embarrassing truth was that my cock hadn’t softened for a second since she’d caught me wearing Ashley’s panties. My body had liked being discovered. It liked the humiliation of Heather standing over me and knowing exactly what I’d been doing.

And there was very little doubt that the same traitorous part of me wanted to find out how much further she intended to push it.

“Well, I take it by your silence you’re ready to become a proper little slut? Good,” Ms. Michaels said. “Now, stay here and I’ll be back with a few essential tools.”

My heart immediately picked up speed again as I wondered what sort of tools the domineering woman had so happily rushed off to grab. My muscles tightened with anxiety, but the rest of my body continued betraying whatever dignity I had left. My cock remained hard, and even the thought of what she might intend for my ass sent another nervous thrill through me.

Why… why did I have to sneak into her closet?

Heather returned before I could answer my own question. I couldn’t see what she carried at first. It wasn’t until she knelt again, this time behind me, that I realized she’d brought something back with her.

“Now, do you agree to submit to my little regimen?” she asked.

“Fine,” I reluctantly muttered.

“I’m glad you’re smart enough to see that this really is for the best. Guys like you have no business being with girls like Ashley. No, guys like you only have business trying to be girls like Ashley,” she giggled. “Of course, you’re never going to be as good as a real girl. You don’t have a vagina—you can’t have babies. But trust me, you’ve got something every guy wants just as much.”

I remained there on my hands and knees, painfully aware of her behind me.

“Now, press your chest to the carpet and stick that butt into the air as high as you can. Let’s get your bedroom posture down.”

I gulped and obeyed, lowering myself until the fresh, thick carpet pressed against my bare, flat chest. I raised my hips as she’d ordered and felt the fibers shifting beneath me every time I inhaled and exhaled. My whole body seemed tense with anticipation as I waited to find out what she planned to do next.

I tried to turn my head and look back at her, but Ms. Michaels immediately snapped her fingers and glared.

I faced forward again, leaving myself with nothing but sensation and imagination.

A quiet whimper slipped from me when I felt Ms. Michaels’s fingertip begin tracing softly along the crack of my ass.

“Mm,” I moaned as her fingers pressed deeper between my cheeks and moved closer to my asshole.

Her hand slid beneath the narrow fabric of the thong, between the panties and my bare skin. The intrusion made my stomach tighten. I felt exposed in a way I hadn’t when I’d been alone in Ashley’s closet. Then, I’d been playing with myself, completely in control of what happened and when.

Now Heather was touching me.

That difference made the whole thing feel more invasive, more humiliating, and somehow even harder for my body to resist.

“That’s it,” she said.

Her hand disappeared for only a moment. When her fingers returned, I gasped at the first touch of cool gel against my asshole. The sudden chill made me tense before the slickness spread over me.

Then Ms. Michaels pressed one finger into my ass.

The lube made the movement smooth, and she slipped inside me with an ease that only added to my embarrassment. I moaned into the carpet but quickly tried to quiet myself. The last thing I wanted was another reprimand from the domineering blonde behind me, even though the thought of earning one sent its own confusing pulse of excitement through my body.

“Look at how easily that goes in,” she giggled. “I suppose you’re ready for this sooner than I thought you would be.”

“Ready for what?” I started to ask, just as I felt Ms. Michaels’s finger sliding out of me.

“Eyes to the front!” she sneered. “You’re not always going to be able to look when it’s a real man, standing behind you and running his hands inside your panties,” she laughed.

At once, I felt the pressure return to my ass. Only this time, it wasn’t a finger. It was wider, colder, and much less forgiving. The pressure built and built and built, until I thought my asshole might stretch apart from the sheer size of it. The intrusion seemed unending, pushing in with a slow, humiliating certainty that left my hands gripping the carpet.

“Oh… oh… Ms. Michaels… wh… what the…” I cried out, until the massive chrome bulb pushed far enough into my opening that my asshole swallowed it inside me.

I turned back just as Heather lifted a handheld mirror toward my ass, a wide, proud grin spread across her lips.

In the reflection, I saw the pink jeweled knob of a butt plug sticking out of my ass like a cork in a cask of wine. I certainly didn’t need to see it, though. I could feel the cold metal lodged deep inside my canal, stretching me open with a swollen, bruising sensation that made my whole lower body clench and tremble. I could only wince and groan, caught between pain, pressure, and something much more embarrassing. Finally, my cock began to shrivel from its rigid state, as if all the blood in my body had rushed straight to my anus instead.

“That’s it,” she said, giving my ass a firm spank, followed by a rough grab from Ms. Michaels’s fist.

“Your dirty little ass just loves it, doesn’t it? You dirty little boy slut,” she giggled. “Oh, what a proper sissy you make with that little pink jewel covering your butthole.”

She let the thong string fall back over my crack and over the tip of the plug, then stood back onto her feet, towering over me. “That’s going to open you up a little for our big finish. For now, it’s time to get you dressed!”

Heather seemed ecstatic. She even let me stand. As I got to my feet, I felt the fat metal butt plug shift inside my ass and press against what felt like the base of my cock. I wondered if it was my prostate, because simply stepping across the carpet left my flaccid cock tingling and oozing pre-cum. Every movement made the plug rub inside me in some new, humiliating way, as if my body had been turned into a secret I couldn’t hide from myself anymore.

“Come on, Jennifer,” she said, calling me toward her closet.

As I approached the doorway, Heather had already gone deep inside the massive space, looking over the hanging clothes and vocalizing every thought. “Too bright… too long,” she said to herself, before adding, “Ah-ha!” and pulling a yellow sundress from a top rack. It had little white flowers scattered across it. She slipped it from its hanger and tossed it toward me.

I barely caught it, fumbling the fabric in my arms.

I held it against my body as Ms. Michaels continued her search. The dress was slender and short. I guessed it would end somewhere between my knees and my crotch, which made my stomach tighten in panic and something disturbingly close to excitement. It was shoulderless, save for two little spaghetti straps. I discreetly felt the soft cotton between my fingers, wondering if Ms. Michaels was really going to make me try it on.

I tried to imagine the sensation of being dressed up like a girl. It had been one thing to imagine myself playing around in Ashley’s closet, secretly trying on clothes when no one could see me. That fantasy had always belonged to shadows, locked doors, and stolen moments. But to be humiliated so openly, to be dressed up by a domineering woman like Ashley’s mother, Heather? It seemed too ridiculous to be possible. Yet there she was, looking through her closet with a tinge of excitement and joy.

But I knew those emotions were tied only loosely to empowerment. They were more closely related to the seething condescension she must have held toward me since first meeting me, since first learning that I had dared to date her daughter, and especially since she’d found me so shamelessly dressed in girl’s panties.

“What are you waiting for? Get that on, you silly ditz,” she chided.

Without wasting a moment, I fumbled my way into the dress, pulling it down over my body and adjusting the straps compulsively. The cotton slid over my skin with a softness that made me feel even more exposed, not less. It didn’t hide what was happening to me. Somehow, it made everything worse. The dress clung lightly at my hips, brushing against the thong and the jeweled plug still nestled between my cheeks.

Then Ms. Michaels tossed me a white cotton thong.

“Get that on, now!” she snapped.

As the dress draped tightly around my hips, I pulled it up and dragged the tiny thong over my genitals. Only when Ms. Michaels moved in the right direction did I notice the tall mirror at the end of the closet, just like the one in Ashley’s room. There, I already saw myself looking back in the reflection.

I saw a girl with auburn hair down to her shoulders, wearing a cute yellow sundress and, as my hand continued to pull the front of the dress up, a white thong covering my modestly sized manhood. The sight hit me so hard I almost forgot to breathe. My body looked wrong and right at the same time, too soft in some places and not soft enough in others, but the overall effect was impossible to deny. I didn’t look like myself. I looked like someone Heather had been waiting to reveal.

Heather stopped for a moment and eyed me as she grabbed a yellow hairband. “Well, well, well; I guess I know a natural when I see it,” she smiled.

She grabbed my hair and tucked it into the hairband. I watched in the mirror as the yellow strap pulled my hair back into a ponytail, much sportier and neater than I’d ever managed to pull off. The change was small, but it made my face look more open, more delicate, more available. I hated that I noticed. I hated even more that part of me liked it.

“Come on,” she said, pulling my hand.

I stepped lively and followed her right into her bathroom, where she led me to an extension with an expansive vanity mirror and what looked like a million different little bottles, brushes, tubes, compacts, and tools. I suddenly felt as though I were on a movie set, with myself starring as the damsel. Everything around me seemed designed for transformation: the bright lights, the polished counter, the faint powdery scent already hanging in the air.

“Sit,” she instructed, her tone stern but less angry than before.

Not wanting to press my luck, I obeyed just as I had before. I sat there for at least thirty minutes while she worked on me. I didn’t complain, not even when my back began to hurt, or when the powdery clouds seemed to invade my nostrils. The scent of the makeup left me strangely enlivened. It was the same sort of scent I remembered from when I was younger, drifting from my mother’s bedroom—soft, chemical, feminine, and forbidden. These were things I’d been fascinated by but, being male, had not been invited to enjoy.

Now that very scent, once so taboo, moved over my face in brushes and powders and glosses, and I felt my body growing tense again. I hadn’t even seen my reflection yet, and already my cock swelled in its new soft cotton thong. The pouch in front was a bit more ample than the last, and I felt my genitals hidden in it so much better. I wondered if that was why Ms. Michaels had chosen it. Not to spare me, exactly, but to make the illusion more complete.

The plug shifted every time I breathed too deeply or adjusted my posture. It sat inside me like a reminder. I could look feminine. I could be painted and dressed and softened in front of the mirror. But underneath all of it, my ass was still stretched open around that cold metal bulb, and my cock was still trapped in a girl’s thong, swelling because my body didn’t seem to know the difference between shame and pleasure anymore.

When she finally stepped away, I saw my reflection and gasped.

I covered my mouth in shock, but Heather immediately pulled my hand away. “Don’t smudge the lip gloss, you silly whore,” she snapped.

I couldn’t believe the reflection was me. I could have been convinced that I’d been tricked, that it was some sort of practical joke, that a beautiful eighteen-year-old girl had been sitting across from me and it had somehow been made to look as though I were looking into a mirror. But, alas, it was me.

Ms. Michaels had made me a girl. She had dressed me in panties and a sundress and made me up to the point that I didn’t recognize myself any longer. My lips looked softer. My eyes looked larger. My cheeks had color. My hair, tied back with that yellow band, made me look bright and young and embarrassingly pretty. It was more than a costume. It was a version of myself I’d apparently been carrying around in secret, waiting for someone cruel enough to drag it out.

My body throbbed with enjoyment, but my mind continued to resist. It continued to air its grievances, its reservations, all those old warnings made up of things people had said throughout my life. They had implied that even if a man might want to experiment with girl’s clothes, even if he might want to embrace his feminine side, it was impossible and altogether wrong. They had made it sound shameful, ridiculous, and pathetic.

But Ms. Michaels had charged right through those ideas. She had taken me from a dirty boy wearing his girlfriend’s panties to a certified college girl, ready to go out on the town. And the worst part, the part that made my cock pulse again inside that soft white thong, was that I couldn’t even pretend she’d done a bad job.

I started to worry, wondering whether she’d intended this very thing all along. The thought barely had time to form before Ms. Michaels took my hand again. A second later, I was lifted from the seat before the vanity mirror and brought back into her bedroom, still unsteady on my feet, still too aware of the dress brushing my thighs and the plug shifting inside me with every step.

She turned around and seemed to work awfully hard for a few moments. I couldn’t see what she was doing, but she seemed intent on finishing quickly, her shoulders moving with tight, purposeful little motions. “Are you going to be a good girl?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said quietly.

“What a low voice for a girl; I know you can do better than that,” she said.

“I’m ready,” I replied, forcing my voice into a higher tone.

“Well, excellent,” she smiled.

She finally turned around, and my eyes widened as I looked down and saw the giant pink rubber cock hanging from a few straps around her hips. The sight of it made my throat go dry. Ms. Michaels quickly stepped toward me and grabbed the massive cock in her hand, bringing it up toward my chin like she was presenting something I should’ve already known how to handle.

“Don’t look so shocked,” she laughed. “You’re such a dirty little sissy; I wouldn’t be surprised if you’ve already had a real one.”

“I haven’t,” I confessed.

“Well, then I guess you’re going to need to practice. After all, a girl as good-looking as you certainly can’t waste her good looks on lack of talent. When you start hanging out with my Ashley, she’s going to want to introduce you to a few of her male friends. Now, Ashley is a good girl—she’s waiting until she’s married, you know. But those college boys, they’re not going to be happy about that. So Ashley is going to need another girl she can let those boys have their fun with; another girl that can get all that cum out of them so that they don’t pressure my daughter into doing anything naughty. So, open wide,” she explained.

I knew I could get up. I could tell Ms. Michaels where to shove the big pink dildo hanging right before my eyes. I knew I could walk out of Ashley’s house and go home. But I also knew nothing would ever be the same, even if I did. I liked Ms. Michaels’s clothes far too much. I liked Ashley far too much to let her know I’d betrayed her and snuck into her closet. And my body? My body wanted all of it. It wanted the humiliation, and it wanted the submission. It wanted the soft dress, the tight thong, the pretty makeup, the shame of being seen this way, and the awful thrill of being told exactly what I was.

Even if I’d been able to turn and go home for their sake, I wouldn’t have been able to do it for my own. My body held too much power over my mind. With my cock swelling in the little white thong, the fight became all the more one-sided in favor of my flesh.

“That’s it,” Ms. Michaels said, pressing the tip of the rubber cock against my tightly pursed lips.

I relented and parted them. The cool rubber slid into my mouth, pushing past my lips and teeth with a slow, deliberate pressure. I felt as though I’d have to open my jaw farther than humanly possible to accommodate the massive girth, and my lips stretched around it in a way that made my face burn with embarrassment. The taste was artificial and faintly powdery, clean in a way that only made the whole thing feel more obscene.

“Look up here,” Heather snapped.

I lifted my eyes toward her blue gaze, and she smiled. “Excellent,” she said, as she shoved the rubber cock deeper into my mouth, inch by inch—slow, but intent. I felt the crested ridge of the massive rubber cockhead pressing against my tongue, and I nearly gagged as it headed for my throat. Ms. Michaels’s clumsy thrusts began to increase in speed, and I could only concentrate on not choking on the fake cock filling my mouth. My eyes watered, my jaw ached, and the plug in my ass seemed to press deeper every time my body tensed.

“Grab those balls, massage them,” she demanded, slowing her pace.

I obeyed, reaching up with a trembling hand. Ms. Michaels laughed.

“Come on; get your hand on this penis,” she added, clearly annoyed that she’d even had to mention it.

I wrapped my fingers around the big, rubbery shaft and pretended to stroke it, all while brushing my tongue over the head. I tried to move the way I imagined a girl was supposed to move. Softly. Eagerly. Obediently. The thought made my cock pulse harder inside the thong, betraying me again.

“Yes, just like that!” Ms. Michaels returned, enthused, as she threw her head back. “A little sissy like you wants to wear girl’s panties? Well, then you’re going to have to earn the right,” she continued. “Show me just how much you want to handle this big dick, and maybe—just maybe—you can keep the white thong you’ve got on.”

I sucked the tip of the cock, putting on a real show, all while Ms. Michaels happily approved. As my mouth worked, the sensation of the rubber cock became realer and realer. My own cock grew stiff in the white thong, trapped against my body and hidden under the sweet, humiliating shape of the dress. The massive head forced me to stretch my lips around it, and somehow that only made the plug in my ass feel more and more like a cock itself. Every movement connected to another. My mouth, my ass, my trapped cock, my painted face, my dress. It all became one long, shameful circuit of pleasure.

I couldn’t help imagining being penetrated by a guy while wearing my panties, while wearing my dress, all done up like a beauty queen. The image came too easily. It didn’t feel like something Ms. Michaels had planted in my head. It felt like something she had uncovered.

I started to moan in a high, girlish tone. I whimpered, then even reached one hand down, rubbing myself over my dress. Heather only laughed and shook her head. “Looks like you’re ready for the final exam?”

She quickly pressed me backward until I felt my shoulder blades against the soft white sheets of her bed. I looked up and saw Heather climbing toward me. She grabbed my legs and threw them into the air, until my ankles were nearly behind my ears. With my body so exposed and bent back, I felt that she could do anything she liked to me. The dress bunched around my hips, the thong pulled tight, and the plug sat buried between my cheeks like a secret she’d already claimed as hers.

Ms. Michaels looked down at my cock and sack, tucked neatly in the cotton thong, and drifted her fingertip over each. I winced and whimpered with delight as I felt the tease along the underside of my cock. It was such a light touch, almost cruelly light, but through the fabric it felt sharper somehow, more embarrassing. The thong made everything look smaller, softer, more helpless. I hated how much that excited me.

“What a big clit you must have,” she cackled, still holding her fake cock.

She brought it down and spanked the rubber dick over my panties. I moaned and clenched my jaw as the big rubber tool struck my testicles through the cotton, and the soreness spread through my core in tight little knots. “Oh,” I cried.

“Now I know that doesn’t hurt; why would it? You don’t have anything there,” she laughed. “You only have something here,” she said, and I felt the head of the rubber cock tapping against the jeweled end of the butt plug.

The impact sent a deep, awful ricochet through my ass. Each tap made the metal bulb shift inside me, sending little vibrations forward through my body until I felt them at the base of my cock. My breath hitched. My thighs trembled in the air. I lay there in her dress, in her thong, with my legs spread and my face still painted like some pretty college girl, feeling the plug throb inside me as if my whole body had been rewired around shame.

I looked down my body to see Ms. Michaels throwing my dress up and pulling my white thong just far enough away from my ass to give herself easy access to the plug. The cotton dragged lightly against my skin, and the cool air hit me in a way that made me clench before she’d even touched me. Then the massive pressure spread through my rear as she began to wiggle the metal bulb from my tight, virgin opening.

“That’s it… let go,” she laughed. “This sissy little backdoor pussy just doesn’t want to let go. I guess you were made for this, after all.”

When the plug finally came free, I felt the formidable void in my core, the sudden absence so startling that my whole body seemed to tense around nothing. For one brief moment, I felt empty in a way that embarrassed me even more than being filled had. Ms. Michaels wasted no time. She set about stroking the fake cock with a film of lube, coating the pink rubber until it gleamed, then pointed it down toward my entrance with casual authority.

“Now, now, now,” she said, as I felt the cool rubber tip of the cock patting against my warm, wet asshole. “You’ve got the makeup, you’ve got the dress, and you’ve even got the panties. And, yes, you can suck cock well enough,” she said. “But can you take a big dick like a real girl? That’s the only question left!”

I could only clench my jaw and gather the bedsheets into my fists. I knew it would be hard, but my cock continued to throb with want. My ass even begged for it, desperate to be filled with something—anything—since Ms. Michaels had pulled the plug from it. The emptiness made me feel needy and exposed, as if she’d opened some humiliating part of me and left it waiting for her next decision. I bit my lips and flashed an innocent, teasing expression toward Heather, almost without meaning to. I wanted to prove myself as a real girl in every gesture and act.

The blonde, domineering mother of my girlfriend had broken me. She had converted me into a true sissy. She had feminized me beyond reversal. I knew from the moment she caught me wearing Ashley’s panties that nothing would be the same; she had to have her way. She had to make me into a girl because, in her mind, I had no business being a boy anymore.

Of course, for me, that afternoon was an elaborate dress-up. When I wore that dress and that thong, I wanted to be as girly as I could be. Would I always want to be that way? I didn’t know. I couldn’t say just then. I was still attracted to girls, after all. But being all dolled up and feminized made me feel like a different person, like an actor must have felt deep into their work, transformed into their character until the costume started to feel less like a costume. In that moment, I knew nothing other than the new cock-teasing, makeup-wearing, order-following girl that Ms. Michaels had made me into.

And with one small thrust, she initiated me in the final way. I groaned at first, and then quickly began to cry out in my new, girlish tone as the massive cockhead pushed into my tight, reluctant little asshole. It broke open around the big rubbery tool, stretching and eventually accepting the punishing conversion that Ms. Michaels had insisted upon. My body resisted, then trembled, then gave in by degrees, taking more than I thought possible. I felt the swollen sensation grow deeper and more potent in my gut and bowels as the massive, thick shaft sank inside me, inch by inch.

Heather looked down and spanked my ass. “That’s it; be a good little sissy,” she simply said, as the first half of her strap-on cock disappeared into my tight, warm hole.

The sensation of being filled, being stretched open around the tool of such a domineering woman, left me feeling nothing other than submission. I felt the pain up and down my body, but how could I deny it? Each time I winced, I winced for Ms. Michaels. Each time I cried out, I did so for the real men who might one day take the place of the big rubber cock. I knew that Jennifer could so easily become my true identity; it might have already happened. And I wanted to do it right. I wanted to be better at being Jennifer than I’d ever been at being Jason. Under Ms. Michaels’s training, I knew it was inevitable.

Soon, with enough slow and gentle thrusts of Ms. Michaels’s dildo, I began to feel the tightness in my ass subside. The pain transitioned into pleasure as my body adjusted to the massive intrusion. My breaths came easier, then shakier, and my fingers loosened in the sheets. Just as quickly, I felt a vague tickling at the base of my cock, a strange little spark that seemed to come from somewhere deeper than anything I understood. I bit my lip and moaned—not out of pain anymore, but from pleasure—as Ms. Michaels’s thrusts grew faster and harder, and my own cock jerked back and forth in response.

Each time my half-hard penis danced in reaction to the strong thrusts, I felt the pleasure building in its tip, ready to spill out. It was humiliating how helpless it looked, bouncing and twitching while the rest of me lay pinned beneath her, dressed like a pretty girl and taking her cock. The white thong kept sliding and tugging against me, not quite containing me, not quite freeing me either. Somehow that made it worse. Somehow that made it better.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned in my high tone. “My clit,” I cried out, much to Ms. Michaels’s satisfaction.

“Are you going to wet your panties?” she asked, seeming more curious than agitated by the prospect.

I could only nod, and Ms. Michaels began pumping the fake cock fast and deep inside me. The bed shifted beneath my shoulders, and my thighs trembled where she had them spread. “I wish I had one of my girlfriends here,” she said. “Oh, how lucky you are that you don’t have Haley sitting on that pretty little made-up face of yours,” she continued. “Oh well; soon enough you will,” she added.

I continued to cry out as my cock slapped back and forth against my belly and thigh with each deep thrust of Ms. Michaels’s dildo. The pleasure kept gathering, tightening in my abdomen and then dropping lower, until every thrust seemed to push me closer to some helpless, humiliating edge. Finally, the threat of climax became imminent. My body knew it before my mind did. My hips twitched. My breath broke. My cock pulsed, trapped in the soft, damp cotton.

“I… I think I might cum,” I whined. “I’m going to cum!”

“Then stop crying like a little bitch about it and cum! Show me just how much of a girl you are; show me that you belong in those panties!” Ms. Michaels chided, just as the pleasure surged through my muscles, tightening and breaking.

Like a rubber band, the tension grew insurmountable before flooding my mind with chemical bliss. I cried out against a pillow, wailing with euphoria as the orgasm gripped my lithe frame. My ass throbbed hopelessly around the big rubber cock, trying to tighten and close with each contraction. But the girth would not allow it, and so each rope of cum drizzled from my half-hard cock, wetting the cotton thong that had been strapped so tightly across it. The pleasure kept rolling through me in weakening waves, leaving my legs shaking and my face hot with shame beneath the makeup.

Heather smiled, even giving a little clap as she looked down and saw the wet stains across the front pouch. She quickly withdrew the big rubber cock. At once, I felt the massive void in my ass as it pulsed and throbbed—sore, open, and broken in.

“That’s it,” she giggled, watching my ass tighten and relax involuntarily.

At once, she grabbed the plug and sank it back into my ass. The cool metal soothed the returning soreness, and I felt the familiar pressure return. My whole body loosened around it with an embarrassing sense of relief. Already, I’d grown so accustomed to the sensation of being filled that I came to prefer it.

Ms. Michaels pulled my dress back down and helped me up until I was sitting upright at the edge of the bed once again. My legs felt weak beneath the hem of the sundress, and my thong was still wet against me, clinging to my softening cock in a way I couldn’t ignore. She disappeared into her closet, returning after a moment without the strap-on but with a new pair of panties in her hand. She tossed them toward me and winked. “You earned them.”

“Thank you,” I smiled, holding the little peach-colored thong before me.

“I’ll hold on to them until tomorrow, though,” she said, swiping them.

“Wh… why?” I asked, confused.

Just then, I heard Ashley calling from down the hallway. Without any time to react, she appeared in the doorway, looking inside. “Mom?” she asked.

Heather stepped over toward the door and greeted her.

Shit… shit! My mind raced. I knew it was over then. Ashley would see me like that, and I would be the laughingstock of the town. But Ashley responded in no such way. She seemed only interested in talking to her mother, her attention passing over me as if there were nothing unusual to notice.

“Have you seen Jason?” I could faintly hear her ask Heather.

“Yes, he came by. I accidentally told him that you were going to break up with him,” Ms. Michaels said, appearing slightly guilty.

“Mom,” Ashley whined.

“I know, I know,” Heather apologized.

“I was going to tell him myself,” Ashley said.

I felt a sting of rejection when I heard the confirmation from Ashley’s lips. But I knew that, by then, it had all become ancient history. Jennifer had little use for a girl like Ashley. Perhaps later on, I might feel sad that Ashley had broken it off with me. Perhaps once I was home, away from the dress and makeup and Heather’s commanding stare, I would feel the hurt in full. But in that moment, I could only envy Ashley’s hair and her perfectly painted nails. She pulls it off so effortlessly, I thought.

I stood, wanting to leave so Ms. Michaels and Ashley could have their moment, and so I could avoid being scrutinized or found out by Ashley. But as I stepped toward them, Heather turned and said, “Oh, honey? This is Jennifer.”

Ms. Michaels’s eyes shifted toward me, a devious excitement flashing across them. “She’s new on the street, and, well, I told her that you might let her tag along to the mall tonight with you, Alyssa, and Madison. How does that sound?”

“Well, that’s fine, I guess,” Ashley said, studying my face. She gave a little wave, crossed her legs, and smiled. “Hi; I’m Ashley,” she said.

“Nice to meet you,” I smiled back, and turned to Ms. Michaels as I added, “I’m Jennifer.”
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