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Synopsis





Get 8 of Jane Futa's hottest transgender and crossdressing stories in one exclusive bundle. These stories are full of crossdressers, sissies, femboys, and trans women all looking to get their fill of their new, femme bodies. This anthology has stories that have never been published in any other collection.


Jane’s Transgender Newsletter





If you enjoy these stories, please consider signing up for my new Transgender Erotica newsletter mailing list. I’ll forward some dirty news your way, such as upcoming works by me, as well as free promos. Never spam, though — I’ll keep the emails strictly essential.

Thanks for your support! Click to link below, to be taken to the mailing list sign-up. Kisses!

Click Here to Sign Up


Hot Date





“We’re going to that party, bro,” Derek said.

“No,” I returned. “We aren’t doing anything. You’re free to do whatever you want. But I’m not doing shit,” I explained.

My dorm-mate paced before me, as if trying to find the right words to convince me to join him to an upcoming party to be hosted somewhere on fraternity row that Saturday night.

“The babes, though,” he said. “It’s going to be crawling with babes. You’re telling me you don’t care about girls?”

“I didn’t say that,” I answered, rolling my eyes and sighing. “I just don’t get why I have to go. Why don’t you go by yourself?”

“Dude, we’ve been over this, like, a million times,” Derek sighed. “I can’t show up by myself. I’ll look like a loser. Eddy told me that if you show up to one of these parties by yourself it looks bad. I’m trying to get into one of these frats. I can’t take any chances.”

I rolled my eyes for a second time and scoffed, “Why do you even care about some shitty frat? You know that all they do is hold obnoxious kegger parties.”

“Gee, that sounds terrible,” Derek said, mocking me with his sarcastic tone.

I knew I was fucked. Derek didn’t know anybody else on campus. I knew this because he was brand new to town and to college, exactly like I was. We were both eighteen year-old freshmen and hailed from hometowns that were not even in the same state as our new college home.

We’d been partnered-up through the typical, random system that placed newbies with one another in the dorm halls. I was unfortunate enough to be placed with a jock who felt the itch to climb up the popularity ladder the moment he set foot on campus. I had no interested in that. I’d never been popular in high school—and had never been a jock for that matter—and had no plans to start in college.

It all made sense for Derek. He wanted to be in a frat, fuck as many girls as possible, and get on the football team. It made sense because he was attractive and had the exact charisma needed for such a life. He’d told me he was a football player in high school; also told me an annoying amount of the times how he’d fucked several of the cheerleaders. And it was not hard to believe. He was tall, handsome and had a body that I secretly envied.

We had only been roommates for two weeks by the time he wanted to drag me into going to the party. Deep down, I was curious. I was secretly interested in going to a frat party, even. I wanted to know what everybody else was doing for fun in college, since I certainly was not having much fun, myself.

Still, going to a frat party was about the last place a guy like me should have been. I was a bit opposite of Derek in almost every way. Derek was tall, and I was short. He was muscular and built like a tank. I was rail-thin with narrow shoulders and very little muscle. He had a chiseled jaw, strong blue eyes and perfectly styled blonde hair. I was pale with dark hair and dark eyes, and I had soft features that left most girls thinking I was either gay or completely useless as a boy. My experiences in high school had also been very much the opposite of Derek’s. I hadn’t had much luck dating. Girls only saw me as a brother or ‘friend.’ They liked to make it known that I was ‘cute’ and ‘pretty’ but never had I received the sort of compliments I wanted; ‘handsome’ or ‘hot’ or ‘sexy.’ Those were the sort of compliments that I knew Derek had probably enjoyed.

Already, only two weeks into our college lives, he’d brought back a girl to the dorm. I wasn’t about to stick around and have to listen to their make-out or sex session on the twin-sized cot across from my own, so I bolted for the library.

Despite everything, I wasn’t terribly annoyed with Derek. He was cocky and arrogant, but there was something equally charming about him. He wanted to have a good time and seemed mostly to want others to have a good time, too. Despite my predilection for indoor activities, Derek was friendly to me. He liked to try and push me into getting out of my ‘comfort zone,’ as he described it. But I knew it was coming from a good place. At least I hoped it was.

But now, he wanted something that I was not sure I could give him. I didn’t know that I could be the partner-in-crime he needed for the frat party. I knew I would be eaten alive by those frat boys if I went; the same sort of guys who used to bully me in high school.

“Come on, man,” Derek said, with his sad, puppy-dog eyes. He was good at getting his way. I could see why he’d lost his virginity years ago. I wanted to resist, but I didn’t have the mental fortitude. I already knew he was going to twist my arm until I agreed. The sooner I agreed, the sooner it would be over with, right?

Wrong. Because Derek had not told me the full story about this party.

“Fine,” I finally relented. “I’ll go. But after we’re there, I can leave, right?”

“You’ve got to stay for a little while, bro. At least mingle and see if you can get laid,” Derek grinned.

“How am I going to get laid? Have you seen me?” I complained.

Derek rolled his eyes and shook his head. “Yeah, man; I’ve seen you,” he said. “And you know? You’re not ugly, so I don’t know what your problem is. I’ve seen guys that were total gremlins get laid,” he explained.

“Really?” I asked.

Derek laughed and nodded. “It’s all about being able to make the girl laugh, okay? You’ve got to tickle her mind,” he said, with a wondrous tone that made me think Derek took himself much more seriously than I did. I couldn’t help but laugh at this, but I knew he was probably right.

Still, I knew Derek had a bit of help, too.

“How would you know?” I said. “I’ve seen you, too,” I continued. “You’re, like… everything girls want.”

A shit-eating grin played over Derek’s lips. “Seriously. Unless you’re somehow hung like a mouse, I’m pretty sure you’re the total package.”

Derek eyed me for a moment, expressionless. Finally, he broke character and grinned wide. “You’re supposed to say ‘no homo’ after stuff like that, bro,” Derek said, snorting with laughter.

“Whatever,” I said. “My point is, you’re hot, and I’m not.”

Derek shook his head and groaned. “Bro, you’re being such a downer. I’m not hot, all right? Yeah, I’ve got muscles and shit. And I’m not ugly, right? But that’s not why girls like me. They like me because I’m confident. All you need is confidence.”

“How am I supposed to get confidence?” I said, wrinkling my nose.

“You’ve just got to believe in yourself; believe that you are who you think you are,” Derek said.

“So deep,” I said, laughing. Derek laughed, too, and shoved me.

“Come on,” Derek said. “I can’t have you being all depressed at the party.”

“Hey,” I said. “I’m going, aren’t I? Don’t get picky.”

Derek hesitated and cleared his throat. He bit his lip and rubbed the back of his neck. This was the most reluctant to talk I had ever seen Derek in the few short weeks we had known each other.

“There’s one other thing—it’s a small thing.”

I cocked my brow and eyed Derek with suspicion. I hadn’t known Derek too long, but I had known him long enough to know when he was dancing around a hard truth. I had seen the very same expression on his face whenever we would be at the cafeteria and he would decide to break up with whatever ‘fling’ he’d been pursuing at the time.

“What ‘thing’?” I said, already disgruntled.

“The party is, um,” Derek squirmed. “It’s a costume party.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling relieved. This wasn’t nearly the climax I had been expecting.

“Well, I don’t have a costume,” I said. “What are you going as?”

“So, um,” Derek continued. “The thing is… it’s a costume where the guys dress up as girls. Dressing as a girl is the costume.”

“What?” I said, mildly annoyed by this. “Well, I don’t have any girl’s clothing. I don’t know where to get any, either.”

“I’ll take care of it, okay?” Derek said. “This girl I’m seeing—she’s going to give me some of her stuff since the two of you are around the same size.”

“What about you?” I asked quickly.

“Um, so, there’s another thing,” Derek said, continuing to twist around the subject.

“Dude, what else is there? Just tell me the whole situation, already,” I said, growing impatient.

“So, like… the deal is that… it’s sort of like a beauty contest thing. Guys who are trying to pledge with the frat bring another guy dressed as their ‘date.’”

My eyes narrowed and I knit my brow. I couldn’t quite process what Derek was telling me. It was all way too confusing.

“Bro… what?” I said.

“So, like… you’d dress up as a girl and I’d bring you as my ‘date,’” Derek said with a chuckle. “And, like, if you’re the prettiest one there, I get to be in the frat.”

“Dude, what the fuck? You want me to dress up like a girl so you can parade me around and fucking humiliate me in front of a bunch of jocks? Fuck you, bro,” I said, turning my nose up.

Derek rushed towards me and dropped to his knees for a pathetic display of desperation.

“Dude, I don’t ask you for much,” Derek said.

“We’ve known each other for less than a month,” I reminded him, laughing at the absurdity of his remark.

“Come on, bro,” Derek said, ignoring this fact. “I’ll make it worth your while.”

“How could you possibly make it ‘worth my while’ for me to dress up as a girl and go to a frat party?” I asked him.

Derek’s eyes danced around for a moment, until he blurted, “I’m going to get you laid!”

“How?” I asked him, unfazed.

“Bro, are you kidding me? You’re talking to the king,” Derek grinned. “Girls think you’re cute, okay? Just trust me on this; if you do me this favor, you’re going to get laid by… by the end of the week,” he continued.

“The end of the week?” I said. I didn’t want to believe Derek. He could have been entirely full of shit. And the odds were that he was. But I couldn’t help but wonder what might happen if Derek was telling the truth. I knew I was desperate to get laid; I wanted to have sex and lose my virginity more than anything else.

I thought about it for a moment and then said, “She has to be a ten.”

Derek winced and hesitated. “What about a… seven?”

“A seven? Hm… dress me up like a girl so that you can toss me a ‘seven’?” I said, mocking him.

“Bro, I don’t even get tens every time,” Derek said. “Look, she’s going to be at least an eight, okay? That girl I brought back last week? She’ll make that girl look like a dumpster fire, okay?”

After another moment of reflection, I was tempted to agree. Of course, I knew what this meant, too. So, how could I possibly accept Derek’s deal?

“What are the terms of this dumb-ass party, exactly?” I asked him. “I need to know what I’m getting into, here.”

“Totally,” Derek said, standing back onto his feet.

“You’re lucky I didn’t make you suck my dick while you were down there,” I quipped, as Derek brushed off his clothes.

“Bro, do you even have a dick to suck?” Derek laughed.

“It’s bigger than yours, I bet,” I said.

“All right, let’s not turn this into a dick-measuring contest, okay? We both know I’d win, anyway,” Derek grinned. “Trust me; you don’t want to see what I’m packing, okay?”

I rolled my eyes and Derek said, “It’s just a party. That’s it. We go as a ‘couple’ and the brothers at the door get a look at you. That’s it. We go inside and hang out for a bit and you can bolt if you want.”

“So, that’s it? There isn’t some kind of beauty contest where I have to be the center of attention or anything like that, then?” I asked.

“No way,” Derek said. “It’s not like the Miss Universe contest or anything,” he laughed. “You just have to show up, dressed like a girl so the frat bros can get a look at us. They’ll take note and at the end of the night they let me know if I’ve won.”

I took another moment to think about it. “An eight, huh?”

“At least,” Derek grinned.

“You’d better be for real, bro,” I said to him.

“Relax,” Derek crooned—a cool smile came over his lips.
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Saturday afternoon I went to the library, and when I returned to the dorm room, I was met with Derek standing by my bed and putting several different items atop it. I had almost forgotten about our deal from a few days, before. Honestly, it had been so fucking absurd that I sort of shrugged it off, as though it must’ve been a bad dream or a prank played by my dorm-mate. There was no way Derek was serious and he would actually have me dress up as a girl, right?

Wrong.

“Hey, bro,” he said. “Check it out,” he grinned, and motioned for me to join him.

I looked down and saw a few different items of women’s clothing strewn across my bed.

“Get this,” Derek said. “That girl, Chelsea? The one I’m borrowing the clothes from? She’s going to come over and do your makeup so you like legit,” he explained. “She’s on her way right now.”

“Fun,” I said sarcastically. I felt a knot in the pit of my stomach.

“She said you need to go take a shower and shave, like, all over. Shave your face, your pits, your legs, your balls, your ass—everything,” Derek.

“What? I thought I was just dressing up like a girl,” I complained.

“Dude, this has to be as realistic as possible. I’ve got to get into that frat. The pussy is going to flow like a river if I get into the frat. And if I make it in that frat, you’re going to get laid, too,” Derek explained.

I wanted to hate my cocky roommate. But, he seemed to know what he was doing. As incompetent as he seemed to me, he was in college, at least. He’d somehow managed that. Who knew; maybe Derek was on to something, after all. I was too tempted by the idea of getting laid on a regular basis to think very straight about any of it, though. I should have been thinking rationally, but I was not doing this at all.

I took a shower and reluctantly shaved all over. It felt incredibly weird to shave my armpits. It felt even weirder to shave my legs. I couldn’t believe how different it felt to have bald-smooth legs compared to the already small amount of hair that I’d had on them, before. But it made a difference, all right. I shaved my genitals and my ass, too. Everything felt smooth and cool and… actually quite nice.

I turned about in the bathroom and secretly enjoyed how nice everything felt. I hadn’t quite expected that.

By the time I was done, I heard chatter just outside of the door. I could hear a feminine voice, which I could only assume to be Chelsea. This was followed by a knock on the bathroom door.

“Hang on,” I said, adjusting a towel around my hips.

“I just need to give you some things,” the girl said.

I happily opened the door for her. I opened it to see a gorgeous college girl standing before me. She had long, straight dark hair and smooth, pale skin. Her eyes were dark and giant. Her body was slender with an hour-glass shape to it, accentuated by a pair of big breasts sitting snug inside a dark, tight-fitting t-shirt. I immediately eyed down at her boobs. I couldn’t help it.

She laughed and said, “Here.”

I nearly fainted when I looked down and saw that this vixen was handing me a pair of panties; a pair of what I could only assume were her panties.

“Are… are these yours?” I asked.

She nodded and smiled. “Hurry up. I need to do your makeup.”

Derek was sitting back on the bed and laughing. I looked at him and frowned. “Bro, keep it up and I’ll call all of this off right now.”

“Okay, okay,” Derek relented.

I shut the door and took the pink thong in my hand. I couldn’t believe I was expected to wear a girl’s thong. To be honest, I was more than a little curious. My dick started to grow hard from the mere fact that I was holding the thong of a hot college girl—something I’d never dreamt I might do.

I took a deep breath and bent down as I pulled the thong up my legs. It settled tightly around my body and I felt it fit snug around my cock and balls. I was hard, but not so hard that I couldn’t fit into the tiny pouch in the front of the thong. The g-string of the thong slipped between my butt cheeks and pushed against my bald-shaved asshole. It puckered and I felt a strange sensation—I was excited. I couldn’t believe it, but I actually loved the sensation of wearing a girl’s thong.

My cock throbbed inside my panties as I cracked the door open.

“Um, so… it’s on,” I said, embarrassed.

“Let’s see it,” Derek said.

“What? No way,” I said. “I don’t even know why I have to wear a thong, anyway. It’s not like the frat guys are going to see what is under my clothes, right?”

“It’s got to be authentic,” Derek said. “You’ve got to feel like a hot girl,” he continued, and laughed. Chelsea cracked a smile at this, too.

“Come on, Alex,” Chelsea said. “Let me look, at least. I need to make sure it looks right on you.”

I reluctantly opened the door enough for Chelsea to come inside the bathroom. I felt humiliated standing there, naked save for a girl’s thong cradling my half-hard cock. But the prospect of being so close to naked with a girl as hot as Chelsea was more than enough motivation to get me to let her inside.

Chelsea shut the door behind her and looked down. She grinned and started to chuckle.

“Forget it—this is dumb,” I said with frustration.

“Relax,” Chelsea said. “It looks good. It’s just that, well…” she said, cocking her brow. “You’re hard so it’s kind of ruining the image of you being a girl.”

I immediately covered the front of the thong with my hand. Chelsea grabbed my wrist and moved my hand away as she knelt down in front of me and giggled.

“What’s going on?” Derek asked—his voice muffled through the thick wood of the door.

“Nothing,” Chelsea said, with a playful tone.

She caressed the front of my thong, and I could feel her touch on the crest of my cock-head.

“Wh—what are you doing?” I asked, nervous and pink-faced.

“I just need to see if you did what I told you to do,” she said. The college girl then grabbed the front of my thong and yanked it down. At once, my cock and balls spilled out. My dick began to throb fully-hard before her. I couldn’t help it. I had never had a girl—let alone a fucking gorgeous one—on her knees in front of me. And now she was looking right at my dick? I didn’t even care that my dick was on the smaller end; a meager four inches. It was fully-hard and I was desperate for release.

Chelsea giggled and played with my dick. She thumped the head of it with her finger a few times, watching it bounce up and down in response. She laughed, amused by this.

I, on the other hand, could only moan with pathetic desperation.

“We’re going to have to do something about this,” she said with a grin. She continued to play with my dick, spanking it and flicking it. She even pinched the top of it.

“Wh—what do you mean?” I stuttered.

“Well, I need this boner to go away. So, I guess I’m going to have to give you head,” she said.

She then slid her hand around my cock and gave it a few light tugs. I felt the tension up and down my body. I felt light-headed as her soft fingers played with my dick. My sack tightened as my balls drew up towards my body. The tension continued and without warning, I felt the ‘point of no return’ surging inside me.

“Oh… fuck,” I groaned quietly. Chelsea looked up and me. She had the foresight to move out of the way. She pulled her hand off of my cock and immediately I began to shoot white ropes of cum where she had been kneeling before me.

The beautiful girl started to laugh hysterically as I came.

“Fuck,” I huffed.

“What are you guys doing?” Derek asked again.

“Trust me, we aren’t doing anything,” Chelsea said. “I’m just looking him over and I’m going to put his makeup on.”

“Fuck,” I said, as I caught my breath and looked down in disappointment. “Sorry.”

Chelsea shrugged and grinned with continued amusement. I had never felt so embarrassed in my life. It was my chance to finally do something sexual with a girl and I completely blew it—literally. I had cum simply from the stroke of her fingers around my dick. I felt like shit.

“Okay, well, looks like I don’t need to give you head after all,” she laughed. Chelsea took a deep breath and stood back up. I started to shove my cock back inside the thong. Chelsea snapped, “Don’t do that. Don’t put your dick back inside my panties until you’ve stopped cumming. I don’t need you staining it.”

“Sorry,” I said again.

Chelsea turned her nose up at me. I could sense the contempt she now had for me. It left my skin feeling hot. I felt embarrassed and humiliated. Finally, when I was confident I wouldn’t make any more of a mess, I wiped the head of my cock and shoved my softening dick back inside the thong.

“Sit down here, on the toilet,” she said. “I’m going to do your makeup.” Chelsea opened the door to the bathroom and stepped out into the dorm room. She chatted with Derek for a moment. I could hear Derek and Chelsea begin to laugh quietly. I wondered if Chelsea was telling him all about my humiliating premature ejaculation.

Chelsea came back into the bathroom with a bag of her makeup supplies. I sat still while she went to work, painting me up like a girl. I wasn’t able to look for nearly a half-hour. I could smell the various makeup products as she applied them. She concentrated quite intensely as she worked on me. She said very little to me, instead opting to make conversation with Derek, instead. I could tell she did not respect me or think much of me.

Finally, she stepped back and eyed me for a moment. “Perfect,” she said. “Derek, babe; come look.”

Derek came into the bathroom and looked at me. Immediately, his jaw gaped open and he grinned. “Holy shit, bro. You look… hot.”

I turned and saw myself in the mirror. I couldn’t believe what Chelsea had done to me. I looked like a sexy girl with short, dark hair. I was mortified just as much as I was strangely aroused by my own reflection.

“Okay, okay,” Chelsea said, brushing down her clothes. “Time to finish. Come on; we’re going to dress you up.”

I followed Chelsea out of the room.

“You go outside for a bit; give us, like, fifteen minutes,” Chelsea said to Derek. The jock happily agreed and left the room.

“Okay, stand still. I’ve got this bra and fake-book set. It’s for trans girls, but Derek really wants to win this thing, so I went all-out,” Chelsea said.

She brought a pink, lacey bra up. It had two rubber globes inside of it. She snapped the bra around me and I felt the cool rubber as it sat against my bare chest. I inhaled and felt the tension as the bra snapped into place around me. Chelsea grinned amusedly.

“Okay,” she said. “Now put these on.”

She handed me a black t-shirt and a hot-pink skirt. I held them up to my body. Both seemed too small for me, but Chelsea insisted.

I had to work to fit the tight, black shirt around my big, fake books. It slipped on and stopped short of my belly button. “Luckily you’re skinny and you don’t have abs so it looks pretty believable,” she said. This had me feeling a bit insulted. But I did not have time to be offended. Chelsea rushed me into sliding the skirt up my body. She showed me how to snap the skirt in place around my hips.

When I was done, Chelsea then took from her backpack a wig. It was dark-brown, almost black and had long, straight locks just like she had. She set it on my head and for a few minutes worked snapping the wig into place. I wasn’t sure what she was even doing, but at times it almost hurt. I could tell she was going through a bit of effort to make the wig attach to my head quite securely.

Chelsea stepped back and eyed me with a wide grin. She reached down and grabbed a pair of shoes she had brought, too. They were glossy black low-heels. She even had a few bracelets for me to wear.

“Oh wow,” she said, gasping. “I’m good,” she grinned.

“It looks good, then?” I asked her.

Chelsea didn’t even answer me. Instead, she turned and opened the door. She looked both ways down the hallway, and then shut the door. “Where is Derek?” she said, more so to herself than to me.

Finally, she huffed and said, “I’ve got to go. Derek will probably be back soon enough.” She said this as she walked around me and began to spray me with perfume. It was some sort of vanilla scent. I found this the most objectionable part of the entire effort. Guys don’t realize how troublesome it is to be bathed in a girl’s perfume until they try it for themselves. It’s actually pretty intrusive when there is no girl around but you.

Chelsea collected her things and started out of the room. “Good luck keeping the boys off of you,” she said, and disappeared out of the room.

When she was gone, I rushed into the bathroom to look at myself. I could feel my cock and balls shift inside the small pouch of the thong. I felt, too, as the string continued to dig between my butt-cheeks and push against my hole. It felt nice.

I saw myself in the mirror and nearly fainted. I could not fucking believe how much like a girl I looked. I had virtually disappeared inside of a girl’s body. “Holy shit,” I gasped.

I bit my lip and eyed myself for a few minutes. I could not speak. I couldn’t do much of anything but stare at myself. I was dumbfounded.

The sound of the dorm room door opening was the only thing that broke my concentration. I came out into the dorm room and Derek was standing in front of the door.

“Holy fuck,” Derek said. His lips curled into a wide, goofy grin as he looked me over.

“I know,” I said. “This is fucking crazy, bro.”

“Don’t say it like that,” Derek said, eyeing me with a look of disapproval.

“What?” I asked, confused.

“Talk like a girl. Like… try to sound like a girl,” he insisted.

“Like… this?” I said, as I raised the pitch of my voice and tried to sound effeminate.

“Good,” Derek said. He said this as if some sort of authority figure who was not so much satisfied that I had followed his orders, but that he had expected me to follow his orders from the get-go. It was strange. Suddenly I looked like a girl, and I could swear that Derek was talking down to me.

“Good,” Derek repeated. “Don’t stop, either. Keep doing that until I win the contest, okay?” he said.

“Um, like… okay,” I said, making light of my new girlish identity.

“You need a girl’s name, too,” Derek said. “How about… Alexis.”

“Okay, sure,” I said. I then broke character and said, “I’d better get laid for all this trouble, bro.”

“Hey,” Derek snapped. “Dude. Don’t stop sounding like a girl. You’ve got to make this believable,” he insisted.

I scrunched my brow and rolled my eyes. “Are you getting an attitude with me, babe?” he said. But Derek was not laughing. It was as though he was not joking with me, but that he was serious. It was strange. And yet… there was something a bit exciting about being talked to in such a way. I couldn’t understand any of my emotions in that moment. Everything felt like a big game to me. And because of this, it left me feeling completely off-center and unable to ground myself in the reality of what I was actually doing. I was dressed up as a girl, about to go out in public! I didn’t know what the fuck I was doing. But I liked it, all the same!

“You ready?” Derek asked.

“Um, sure,” I said, making sure to continue sounding like a girl as we both headed out of the dorm room.
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Walking down the hallway of the dorms had been the most thrilling moment of my life. It was weird. I didn’t know why Derek felt the need for us to act like a couple from the moment we left our dorm, but we did. “There might be some frat dudes here. They’ve got to see us looking the part—always. I’ll get extra points for that,” he had said.

I didn’t question him. I no longer cared about his dumb frat. I had become far more interested in the looks guys gave me as I walked through the dorm, the parking lot and down the street on fraternity row. Guys looked at me like they wanted to bend me over and fuck my brains out. And strangely, this aroused me. I suppose I felt sneaky, like I was seeing what girls experienced. For once I didn’t have to be the desperate guy ogling the girl from across the street. Instead, I was the girl! And in an odd way, I felt proud to be walking through the campus with Derek beside me. I felt like the girls we passed were envious of me for being in Derek’s big, corded biceps.

Don’t get fucked up. Just do the party and get out of these clothes, pronto! I thought to myself. I’m a straight guy and this is humiliating. Even if it feels kind of good… in a weird way… to feel myself in girl’s clothing… I can’t let myself enjoy it too much; I continued thinking as we neared the frat house. The sun had set and the street was dark as we approached the front lawn.

The party was already raucous. The late-summer evening was dry and warm, and the air smelled sweet with the water of sprinklers from the other lawns on the block. A gentle breeze blew across my skin, my face and my clothes. I felt a rush of excitement to be playing the role of a ‘hot girl.’ I felt like I was doing a ‘cosplay’ more than anything else. Still, I enjoyed dressing as a girl much more than I had ever expected. My dick was perpetually half-hard. I’d constantly had to adjust my skirt and put my hands in the front of my body to hide my bulge. I now had a vested interest in Derek winning the contest; I didn’t want to fuck it up by walking around with a tent in my skirt.

“All right, babe,” Derek said. “We’re going to go up there and you will wow these dudes. And then, I’m in,” he said. We both looked around. A few other couples arrived, but each one looked painfully obvious that they were a pair of college boys, only with one of them dressed as a girl. I could only hope I did not look as obvious. But, as I started to elicit whistles and cat-calls from boys on the front lawn, even as other guys who were dressed as girls walked up the sidewalk, I felt especially convincing as a girl. I felt like the center of the entire world. Even real girls were eyeing me with a look of jealousy and bitterness!

As we started up the sidewalk, I felt a lump in my throat. “Here we go,” Derek whispered to me, as a few guys eyed us. They were hanging out by the door of the house. Two had clipboards under their armpits. They pulled them out and down as we neared.

“Pledge?” one of the frat brothers said.

“Derek Landon,” Derek said.

The frat boys all grinned widely as they eyed me. “This is your ‘date’?” they said.

Derek nodded, smiling with satisfaction.

“Sorry, bro. You’re supposed to bring a dude dressed as a girl. You can’t fucking cheat us by bringing an actual girl,” one of the frat brothers said.

“What? This is my dorm-mate, Alex. This isn’t an actual girl,” Derek said.

I couldn’t have felt any more empowered and humiliated at the very same time. It was a strange mixture of emotions to be quite so convincing as a girl that guys were fooled by it. And yet, I didn’t exactly want to have a legacy of looking so much like a girl that frat boys were drooling over me, even if it was a bit exciting in an unsettling way.

“For real?” one of the frat bros said. His mouth hanged open as he looked at us. All I could do was smile and give a cutesy little wave at him.

“Shit, bro,” another frat boy said. “Dude, you might be a lock. Good job.”

“Thanks, man,” Derek said. A wide, prideful grin came over his lips.

“Go on in,” one of the frat brothers with a clipboard directed.

Derek and I rushed into the house. The music was blasting and people overflowed from every hallway, stairwell and door-frame. It was stuffy, crowded and loud like we were in the mosh-pit of a concert. Neon blue and purple lights strobe throughout the main, three-floor space and a DJ had a setup in the middle of the space. I couldn’t believe the grandness of the house from the inside. From outside, it seemed just like another normal—albeit massive—two floor house on a street of similar antiquated houses. But the house, which really was more like a mansion or an estate that might’ve been built a hundred years ago, had been converted on the interior, clearly with thought towards how to make the space work best for parties just like the one we had stumbled into!

“This is wild, bro!” Derek shouted into my ear. The bass thudded the floors and I could feel it rattle my cock inside my thong. This left me biting my lip as a few guys eyed me. I started to dance. It was a silly thing to do, but I didn’t care. I liked the attention. I felt as though I was playing a role—acting a part—anyway. So I figured, why not indulge? Why not be a dirty little college girl, grinding in the crowd?

“Bro!” Derek laughed, as he eyed me. “Hot.”

I danced for another moment and Derek said to me, “I’m gonna’ go find us a few drinks!”

I nodded and Derek disappeared through the crowd. It didn’t take long before I could see him chatting with a few girls. I rolled my eyes and sighed with frustration that he had decided to leave me alone in the party. I thought about leaving so Derek could have his fun and I could get out of my girlish clothes. But, I was actually having quite a bit of fun and I was not ready to give up the act.

So, I ascended the stairs, pushing my way through the crowds of people, until I came up to the third floor. It was a bit emptier up on the third floor, but there were still frat boys and their girlfriends chatting, laughing and enjoying the music. I walked down one of corridors. The music faded just a touch and I felt I could hear myself think, again. The hallway was dark; the neon lights from the main area didn’t quite touch into it. I poked my nose into one of the doorways and saw a couple fucking in one of the bedrooms. My cock immediately grew hard in my thong as I watched the couple and bit my lip.

I pulled myself away and suddenly felt an intense urge to jack-off. Surely I can find a bathroom around here, I thought to myself. I rushed down the hallway and found another bedroom. This bedroom was dark, though light came in through the bedroom window and allowed me to see that nobody was inside of it. There was a bed that was nicely-made, along with a dresser and some posters; items that suggested the bedroom was used by one of the frat boys that lived in the house.

I found the bathroom that was attached and started for it when I heard a voice behind me.

“Hey.”

I turned around and saw the same frat boy that had held a clipboard and stopped us at the front door.

“How did you get up here?” he asked. He was tall, dark-haired and wide-shouldered. He was built much like Derek, albeit a bit more muscular and dominating in his figure. He was handsome as fuck, too. I never thought that—as a straight guy—I could think that about another college boy. But there was something about being dressed as a girl that was invading my rationality and better judgment.

“Sorry,” I said, still keeping up my girlish voice.

“Don’t apologize,” he said. “A hot girl in my bedroom doesn’t need to apologize for being in it,” he said.

I gave a polite laugh and eyed him. He had a hungry look in his blue eyes. I couldn’t stop looking at him. There was something so attractive about him—not only in a physical sense but in the way he carried himself; in his aura. It didn’t make sense to me, but it was how I felt about him that struck me. I started to picture him naked under his shorts and t-shirt, even as he stepped toward me.

“So that guy you came with, Derek? Is he your boyfriend?” he asked me.

“What? No,” I said. “Remember? I’m not really a girl,” I added. And yet, I continued to use my girlish tone.

“You sure look the part to me,” he said, crossing his arms. “How do I know Derek isn’t making all this up to get into our frat?”

“He wouldn’t do that,” I said. “He’s not like that.”

“Oh? Well, I don’t really know him. If you’re really a guy dressed as a girl then Derek is totally in the frat. He did an amazing job. But if you’re a girl under those clothes, he’s banned for trying to pull one over on us,” the frat boy explained.

“Well, so which is it?” I asked him.

“You tell me,” he said.

“How do I do that?” I said, as he stepped into my space and stood right before me. He towered over me, nearly a foot above my head.

“I don’t know,” he said. I suddenly felt his hands caress the sides of my body and down over my hips. His big, strong hands moved over my butt.

“What are you doing?” I said.

“Come on,” the frat boy said. “Derek made you look fucking hot. Even if you aren’t a girl, I’d totally let you suck my dick.”

“Wh—what?” I said, shocked.

“Come on, babe,” he repeated, as he towered over me. “Why don’t you get down on your knees and show me what you’ve got. You look like a girl, but can you walk the walk?”

“Why would I do that?” I said to him. “I’m straight.”

“So am I,” the frat boy said. “That doesn’t mean we can’t have a little fun while you’re all dolled up.”

“Whatever,” I said, rolling my eyes. Even if he was handsome, I wasn’t about to volunteer to suck another guy’s dick, especially while I was dressed as a girl—though being dressed as a girl made it easier to imagine doing.

“Well, I’ll make you a deal,” he said. “You do what I say, and both you and Derek can join the frat. How does that sound?”

“Why would I want to be in your frat?” I said to him.

“Well,” he smiled. “How about pussy every night?”

I wanted to dismiss the cocky frat boy. But I was too much a sucker to deny that I was interested from that moment onward.

“How do I know that? It’s not like I’m going to get laid just by being in the frat,” I said to him.

“Oh, you will. Trust me. We’ve got a… let’s call it an agreement… with the sorority next door. You don’t need to know the details until you’re in. But trust me, bro; you’re going to get laid more you’ve ever been,” he explained.

“You’ve just got to show me what good girl you can be right now,” he added. “So, you going to get down on your knees and do what I say?”

“I don’t know,” I hesitated.

“That’s cool,” he said. “But you and Derek can forget about being in the frat.”

“Derek, too?” I said.

He nodded and started to leave the bedroom.

“Wait,” I said. “Hold on.”

I can’t fucking believe I’m about to suck a guy’s dick, and all for my arrogant roommate, I thought. Of course, there are worse guys to have to give head to. He is pretty hot, at least, I continued.

“Come here,” I said to him, with a forced grin. “Let me show you what I can do.”

The frat boy had a wide grin on his lips as he stepped towards me. “Hell yeah,” he said, as I lowered to my knees. He was quick to unzip his shorts and let them sag around his hips.

“Go on, babe,” he said to me. “I still don’t believe that you’re a guy.”

“Good,” I said with a smile. “You’re going to have to figure that out, then, aren’t you?”

I reached inside the frat boy’s shorts and found his cock. It was already rock-hard. I pulled it out after I yanked his boxers down. There, I saw his formidable dick and impressively large ballsack. His cock was maybe six to seven inches long and thick, but thankfully not the thickest I’d ever seen. But the frat boy’s balls were massive, as if they were full and ready to burst with cum. There was something that actually aroused me about his big balls—something that made him seem all the more powerful to me.

“Come on, babe,” he said, as he ran his hand through my hair.

Suddenly, I had another guy’s cock clutched in my fist. I stroked it a few times. It was too surreal to have a cock in my hand that was not my own. I tugged it a few times and stared down the length of the circumcised dick. The head was shiny, mushroomed and rosy. I licked my lips and with one, swift motion, sank my mouth over it.

“Oh, yeah,” the frat boy crooned. I suddenly felt his cockhead fill my mouth. The crest rubbed against the roof of my mouth as I sucked. I felt like a virgin, clumsily sucking her first cock. That was, after all, exactly what I was!

“Oh, babe,” he moaned.

Something weird happened when the frat boy’s cock was in my mouth. I started to like it. Every moan that slipped from his mouth left me more emboldened, more motivated to suck him harder. I tightened my lips around his dick and slid my mouth as far down his shaft as I could. Evidently, I couldn’t get my mouth very far down. I realized, then, just how much of a skill it was to suck dick. I suddenly had a new appreciation for all the girls in the porn movies I had watched over the years, expertly sucking dicks that were way bigger than this one.

“Fuck…” he moaned, as I gripped the base of his cock and jerked him as I sucked.

“Oh… fuck yeah,” he groaned, over and over.

I then moved my hand over his ballsack and cradled the big, full balls in my palm. As I did this, he moaned a few more times and yanked his cock from my mouth.

“Babe, I’ve got to see that pussy,” he said.

“What?” I said. “I don’t have a pussy.”

“Sure you do,” he nodded and grinned. “You’ve got a backdoor pussy, don’t you? Come on, let me check it out.”

“Um, okay,” I said. I was reluctant, but the truth was that I felt somewhat excited by this prospect. I felt so vulnerable and small before the big frat boy. But as I pretended I was a dainty, sexy girl, it only added to the roleplay.

I bent over the bed and looked over my shoulder as the frat boy tugged impatiently at my skirt. I started to explain to him how to undo it, but he managed to yank it down with his strength. Suddenly, my butt was exposed. Only the small string of my thong covered my ass, and the frat boy immediately yanked this to the side.

“Shit, yeah,” he growled. He dug his fingers in my cheeks and I moaned.

My cock became rock-hard as the frat boy handled my ass. Just before I managed to look back to see what he was up to, I felt his tongue sliding against my asshole.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out. I had never had my asshole eaten before. This was fucking amazing. I did not care that a guy was doing it. So long as I was dressed as a girl, I didn’t care.

I’m not gay, it’s just part of the act, I thought to myself. I’m his little slut, just for tonight. Nobody will ever find out. And then, I’ll go right back to being my normal, straight-boy self, I continued.

His tongue slid firmly against my hole. I shuddered from head to toe as he feasted on my butt. He pulled back and smacked his lips. “Babe, this is a nice pussy. I fucking want to feel it.”

“You are,” I moaned. “Feel it as much as you want!”

Of course, I had misunderstood him. I thought he had been talking about eating my ass. Nope. He’d wanted to fuck my ass. By the time I realized this, it was a little too late, because, well, his dick was pushing into my asshole.

“Oh… fuck,” I growled, as I looked over my shoulder. “Wait,” I said to him, as his cockhead plunged into my asshole and I felt an intense ache rippling through me.

“Fuck,” he groaned, long and deep. “Oh, shit, babe… this is the best pussy I’ve ever had.”

I had never been repulsed and aroused at the same time. But this was it. This was the very first time. I had another guy’s hard, warm dick pushing into my butt. As much as I hated it, I fucking loved it. My cock was hard as a rock inside my thong, and oozing pre-cum as he pumped into my tight, virgin butt.

It’s just roleplay. I’m a little slut… I’m a pretty and dirty slut. And I’m his for the taking, I thought. Just for tonight. And after this, I’m going to get rewarded with lots of pussy.”

The frat boy moaned over and over as his cock plunged deeper into my ass. I tried as best as I could to relax myself and ride out the pain. It was almost too much to handle. I was about to stop him when the pain began to fade out and I felt more of a dull, vague ache. My ass opened up and adapted to his dick and I began to actual enjoy the sensation of being drilled by a big, frat boy cock.

The tall, dark-haired stud came down and began to kiss me on the curve of my neck. I felt a wild thrill rush up and down my body. Goosebumps formed on my limbs as he did this and pumped deep into me. As he fucked my ass, a few guys started into the room. They began to chant and cheer when they saw that their frat buddy was fucking somebody.

“Fuck that hot bitch,” one of the cheered.

“Bro, she’s a ten,” another said.

Fuck… they don’t know that I’m not a girl? That’s… kind of hot. They actually think I’m a pretty girl? Fuck… this is making me even hornier, I thought, as the frat boy began to pound my butt. I felt the slapping of his skin against mine. My ass cheeks felt sheened with sweat in the stuffy room, as the crowd cheered us on. I should have felt humiliated, but under the cover of being disguised as a girl, I felt empowered.

“Make him cum, make him cum!” the crowd cheered.

“Come on…” the frat boy groaned. “I want to fucking cum so hard.”

“Do it,” I grunted. I reached down and rubbed the front of my thong. I grabbed my cock and yanked at it as best as I could, while it was locked inside its cotton panties. It took no time at all until I felt the throbbing deep in the base of my cock.

My face tightened, and my brow furrowed, all as I felt the familiar ache of orgasm begin to grip my body.

“Oh… oh, fuck!” I moaned aloud. The crowd began to cheer and high-five.

“He made her cum!” one of them shouted.

“Evan is the king!” another shouted.

My ass throbbed wildly around the frat boy’s cock as he continued pounding me. His pumps grew faster and faster until I felt like a road being thumped by a jackhammer! My entire body shook and trembled as the frat boy groaned, “I’m gonna’ cum!”

“Do it,” I said, paying little mind to the fact that this frat boy would probably end up shooting his load right into my butt. I secretly wanted him to do it. I craved it.

And finally, his cock flared deep in my ass and his pounding slowed. “Oh… fuck!” he cried out, and I felt the hint of warmth deep in my butt as he injected me with his load.

I reached down between my legs and found his balls. I cradled them in my hand and felt them pull up to his body. His sack tightened and I bit my lip, pleased with myself for having drained him.

“Fuck,” the frat boy huffed a few more times. Finally, he pulled from my ass and I felt a few final gobs of cum shoot against my taint and the back of my ballsack. I was quick to yank my skirt back up. I didn’t want the crowd to know my true identity.

The frat boy collapsed and sat on the floor for a moment as the crowd applauded him and began to exit the bedroom, as their short and drunken attention spans sought out a new spectacle.

The frat boy and I caught our breath. I could feel his cum in my clothes. I felt so fucking cheap and dirty. But I felt like the hottest girl in town. I loved it—loved the feeling of having cum-soaked panties and sticky, sweaty skin.

“You and Derek are in,” the frat boy said. “Whoever you are.”

I smiled and stood. My butt throbbed and my legs almost felt too wobbly to walk. I started for the doorway and said, “You never did find out if I was a girl or not,” I winked.

“Hey… I… what?” he said, confused.

“You’ll let Derek in the frat, though, right?” I said.

“Totally,” he smiled. He cocked his head and said, “So you are a girl? You just let me fuck you in the butt, though.”

“I’m dirty like that,” I said.

“What’s your name?” he asked me.

“It’s… Alexis,” I said, after trying to recall what Derek and Chelsea had named me.

I walked out of the bedroom and started downstairs. I was ready to get back to the dorm room and clean myself up. I smiled, knowing that Derek would get what he wanted. And I knew he was going to owe me big time, so I didn’t care that I wouldn’t be invited into the frat. I withheld my true identity because I didn’t want anybody to know that I was a guy under all of my clothes and makeup.

What can I say? It was much more fun that way.

As I started out of the frat house, the sounds of the party dimmed. I realized that I had just become an entirely new person; a new person with a new secret identity. I wasn’t about to stop dressing up like a girl. Not now. I was having too much fun. I knew I would have to hide it from Derek and everybody else, but I didn’t care. I was already addicted to being the hot girl in the room that turned heads.

And getting pounded by a dumb, unsuspecting jock? Well, that was the cherry on top!

As I walked by one of the houses on fraternity row, I passed a pair of girls exiting one of the houses. They were pretty and looked all dressed up.

“Hey,” one of them said to me.

“Hi,” I said.

“Which sorority are you in?” they asked.

“Sorority?” I asked. “Um, none,” I said.

“Oh? Well, you should consider pledging with us,” they said, pointing to the house behind them.

“Yeah?” I said. I thought about this and smiled.

“Maybe I will,” I said. “Maybe I will!”
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Chapter One





The summer heat was beating down on me, beads of sweat dripping from my brows, but I couldn’t stop now. I took another swig of water and started the lawn mower again. Dillon and I had a bet, and I wasn’t about to lose it due to a little heatstroke.

I finished Mr. Haverty’s lawn just in time to keep from passing out. I took a moment to cool off before loading my mower into the bed of my truck. I went to Mr. Haverty’s front door and gave it a firm knock, but no one answered. “Mr. Haverty?” I called. Please, please don’t stiff me Mr. Haverty.

I knocked again, and again no answer.

“If you don’t pay up, Mr. Haverty, I’m going to have to quit mowing your lawn.”

“Some other little shit will come mow it then,” he grumbled from the other side of the door. Great, I thought. He’s definitely in there. He just doesn’t feel like paying me for an honest day’s work. “Who’s that other kid I keep seeing around here? Dillon?”

I sighed. Dillon was my best friend, but he was also my competition. This summer, we’d decided to take bets on who could make the most mowing lawns in the neighborhood. Loser had to give half his earnings to the winner. It was supposed to be a healthy dose of competition, but if I lost because Mr. Haverty didn’t pay up, I was going to be thoroughly pissed.

“Mr. Haverty, please. I’m trying to pay for my upcoming college semester. Do you really want to deny me an education?”

“What? So you can go to some liberal school where they fill your head with all kinds of liberal ideals and then you can preach your liberal agenda to this town and ruin everything good about it? I hope you never get to college.”

I rolled my eyes. Mr. Haverty was the town’s walking political column, always shouting his opinions from the rooftops. I knew it was useless arguing with him, about politics or money. He wasn’t going to pay me if he hadn’t by now.

“Alright, Mr. Haverty,” I said. “But I’m going to make sure all of my friends know not to mow your damn lawn in the future. Mow it yourself you lazy son of – ”

I was interrupted by a car horn behind me. “Hey Kevin! How’s it going dude?” It was Dillon and he wore a shit eating grin on his face.

“Great,” I said. “It’s going just fine.”

“Good. Let’s meet up at your place and compare today’s earnings.” I knocked one last time on Mr. Haverty’s door before giving up and returning home.
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I met up with Dillon back at my parent’s place. Like every day before, we went to the kitchen table and pulled out our earnings. We tallied up each other’s amounts and added it to the score card we’d been keeping since the beginning of summer.

“Ooh,” said Dillon. “Looks like you’re only short by a few dollars. Guess that means I’m winning.” Dillon leaned back in the kitchen chair and swept a tan hand through his dirty blond locks.

“Yeah, well, I wouldn’t be if Mr. Haverty had paid up. He stiffed me. Can you believe it?”

Dillon smiled. “I can,” he said. “I’ve mowed his lawn before. Why do you think I let you have that one?”

“I didn’t realize you’d let me have it. Isn’t that cheating?”

“How is it cheating? I didn’t know he’d stiff you like he stiffed me. I thought he just didn’t like me. For all I knew he could’ve wanted to pay you.”

“So I’m going to lose this bet because of Mr. Haverty? The week is almost over. We’ve run out of lawns.”

“Relax, dude,” said Dillon. “There’s still one more lawn left. Mrs. Sawyer’s.”

“And you haven’t called her yet?”

“Nope,” he said. “Haven’t had the time. Tomorrow, I have to go to my family’s work picnic, so you’ll have the whole day to try and win her over.”

“Why are you telling me about this? You could’ve just let me think I lost and then mowed it for yourself.”

“Consider it payback for not telling you about Mr. Haverty. I’ll warn you, though. I’ve mowed Mrs. Sawyer’s lawn before and she also stiffed me. The way I see it, even if I did mow her lawn it wouldn’t help me get any farther ahead. She’s likely to stiff you too, but if you can somehow weasel some money out of her, then you win. Fair and Square.”

“Sounds good,” I said.

“I have another warning for you though,” said Dillon. “Mrs. Sawyer doesn’t stiff you the same way Mr. Haverty does. She tries to pay you in other ways.”

“What do you mean?”

“Like…sexually.”

My eyes widened. “And you didn’t take her up on it? Mrs. Sawyer is like the hottest milf in town.”

“No way, man,” said Dillon. “Haven’t you heard the rumors about her? She’s hot, but I’m not into to chicks with dicks.”

I snorted. Surely, Dillon had to be joking. “Come on. You’re not serious. There’s no way Mrs. Sawyer has a dick.”

Dillon lifted his hands in defense. “Hey, it’s what I’ve heard. If she wants to fuck you as payment, you go right ahead. But I wasn’t about to agree just to end up fucking a trans woman.”

“You’re a pig, you know that?”

Dillon smiled. “I’m okay with that.” He pulled out his phone to check the time. “Shit, I better get going. But let me know what happens with Mrs. Sawyer tomorrow. We can meet up and see who’s ahead.”

“Oh, trust me,” I said. “It’ll be me. I plan to get a few dollars out of Mrs. Sawyer in any way I can.”

“Well, good luck with that. A few dollars won’t cut it. You’ll need about thirty bucks if you’re going to beat me.”

“Again, if Mr. Haverty had paid up – ”

“Hey,” said Dillon. “You think I haven’t been stiffed a time or two? It’s the luck of the draw. Quit making excuses and go mow some lawns.” My jaw clenched. I knew he was right. I was making excuses because I didn’t want to lose half my money to Dillon.

I walked Dillon to the door and said goodbye. I thought about what Dillon had said about Mrs. Sawyer being trans. It didn’t seem possible. She was the hottest woman I’d ever seen and I just couldn’t picture her with a dick between her legs. Of course, the more I tried to picture it, the harder my dick became, and that freaked me out a bit.

Get a grip, Kevin. I shoved my thoughts of Mrs. Sawyer down for the night and went upstairs to play some video games.

[image: ]



The next morning, I packed up my truck and drove to Mrs. Sawyer’s place, hoping that if I showed up with my equipment she’d let me have the job. She lived just around the corner from me, and I smiled when I saw her red sedan parked in the driveway. Good, I thought. She’s home. I got out of my truck and headed for the door.

It took one knock for her to answer, and she looked absolutely stunning when she pulled open the door. She wore a bright red bikini with a pair of denim shorts over the bottoms. Her auburn hair wasn’t wet, so I could only assume she’d been sunbathing in her backyard.

She smiled when she saw me, but her eyes were hidden behind a pair of large sunglasses. “What can I do for you?” she asked. “School fundraiser?”

“Oh, no,” I said with a laugh. “Actually, I’m raising money for college.”

She smirked. “Like I said. School fundraiser?”

I rubbed the back of my neck and laughed again. “Uh, yeah, I guess so. I’m mowing lawns to raise money and I noticed yours looked a little rough.”

“Maybe I like it rough,” she teased.

I could hear the blood pumping through my veins. My eyes avoided Mrs. Sawyer as much as possible to keep from getting hard. She had the perfect, full figure with a mature set of breasts. There was no way she was trans. I refused to believe it. I knew in that moment that if Mrs. Sawyer wanted to pay me with sex, I’d oblige. Fucking the neighborhood milf would be worth losing half of my earnings.

“So does that mean you don’t want anyone to mow the lawn?” I asked.

Her tongue swept over her lips and she smiled again. “Go ahead, honey. Have a ball.”

I lifted my eyes to Mrs. Sawyer one final time and noticed she’d shifted her sunglasses to the top of her head. Her blue eyes sparkled like the pool out back, and I became lost in her depths. “Thank you,” I said. “You won’t regret it.”

“Start with the front, then make your way to the back. Okay?”

“Okay.”

I mowed Mrs. Sawyer’s front lawn like it was any other lawn, but I couldn’t stop thinking about her full figure in that red bikini. I also couldn’t stop thinking about what Dillon had told me about her. No way, I thought. She seems so feminine.

I finished up the front and moved to the back gate. I opened the gate and pushed the mower through only to find Mrs. Sawyer tanning topless. Her shorts were missing, but she was laying on her stomach, so I couldn’t see if she had a dick inside her bikini bottoms.

“Kevin?” she called. “Is that you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“Before you start, would you mind rubbing some sunscreen on my back?”

A lump formed in my throat and I swallowed. I left the mower by the gate and moved toward her. The sunscreen sat on a small side table beside her lounge chair. I found a space on her chair to sit and squirted some lotion into my palms. I warmed the lotion in my hands and then carefully placed them on her back. Her skin was like velvet as I massaged the lotion into her.

“That’s really nice,” she said. “You have the magic touch.”

I kept rubbing, wondering what would happen if my hands slipped and grazed the side of her chest. I wanted so badly to flip her over and caress her perfect breasts.

“That’s good, Kevin,” she said, breaking my daydream. “Thank you.”

“Of course,” I said. My dick was half hard as I moved back to the mower and started it up.

I tried my best to focus on the yard, but my gaze kept drifting to Mrs. Sawyer. At one point, she sat up, but she kept her back to me. She put her bikini top back on, pulled up her shorts, and went inside. That’s just as well, I thought. I can’t focus with her out here anyway.

I finished mowing the yard fairly quickly and then loaded my mower in the back of my truck. I hadn’t seen Mrs. Sawyer since she’d gone inside, and it was now time to collect. I had déjà vu as I walked to the front door and knocked. I expected silence, like with Mr. Haverty but to my surprise, the door opened. Mrs. Sawyer had changed out of her bikini and into a dainty pink summer dress.

“I finished the lawn,” I told Mrs. Sawyer. I didn’t want to flat out ask for payment, but I was prepared to if needed.

“It looks good,” said Mrs. Sawyer, surveying the front yard. Her eyes widened as if suddenly realizing this was a job. “Oh. Oh, I can’t pay you anything, honey.”

My stomach sank. “Oh,” I said. “Oh, yeah. Okay.” I turned and started to walk away when I heard her call out.

“At least, I can’t pay you in cash.” I turned back to face her. “Why don’t you come inside? We’ll figure something out.”

I looked over my shoulder, making sure no one was watching. Then I approached the threshold of Mrs. Sawyer’s front door and stepped inside.


Chapter Two





“I wouldn’t normally care about payment,” I started, “except I sort of have this bet going with a friend of mine: who can raise the most money mowing lawns.”

“That’s a damned shame,” said Mrs. Sawyer as she led me into the living room. “You see, I don’t have any cash right now or I’d totally pay you.”

“You can pay me later,” I said. “If you need to go to an ATM, or…” Mrs. Sawyer turned to face me. Her back was pressed to the back of her sofa which sat in the middle of the living room. She might’ve been older, but she was playing the cute and innocent card.

“I can’t pay you later,” she said. “I’d like to settle my debts now. If there’s any other way you can think of to repay you, let me know. I’ll do anything.”

Mrs. Sawyer clearly seemed to be playing a role, but it was one I enjoyed. I shrugged, feeling my cheeks burn up. “Like, what else did you have in mind?”

She rocked back and forth on her feet and glanced away as if she was nervous, but something told me she’d done this before. Especially since Dillon had suggested as much. “Tell me, Kevin. Are you a virgin?”

I cleared my throat. My nerves were frayed and I tried to hide them, but I couldn’t hide the fact that my dick was getting hard. “Yes,” I said. “I am.”

“So you’ve never fucked a girl in the ass before?”

I shook my head.

She walked toward me and placed a finger on my chest. “So you’ve never fucked a girl’s pussy before?”

I shook my head again.

Mrs. Sawyer slowly lowered to her knees. “So you’ve never had a girl suck your big, fat cock before?”

I’d almost had a girl suck my dick, but it never happened. I shook my head and watched as Mrs. Sawyer licked her lips and unzipped my pants. Oh my god. This is really happening. I can’t believe this. I remembered what Dillon had said about her, but I didn’t care. Mrs. Sawyer was fucking hot. Dick or no dick, I wanted her mouth on my cock like nothing else.

She reached into my briefs and withdrew my raging hard cock. “Wow,” she said. “You’re so big.”

I shrugged. “I don’t know,” I said with a nervous laugh. In reality, I knew my cock was nothing more than average.

“I don’t know if I’ll be able to fit it all in,” she said.

I placed a hand on her soft hair and smiled. “I bet you can manage.”

“I’ll sure try,” she said in the cutest high-pitched voice. She stretched out her tongue and dragged across the underside of my cock.

“Fuck,” I breathed. She parted her lips and wrapped them around the tip of my cock. She sucked in her cheeks like a vacuum, drawing my cock back along her soft, velvet tongue. I glanced down at her and watched my cock disappear further inside her mouth. “Jesus.”

She sucked and stroked me like she’d done this a million times before. Her other hand reached for my balls and juggled them in her fingers. I held her head in my hands and encouraged her to pick up speed. She sucked and stroked faster and faster until I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“I’m going to come,” I warned, but it didn’t slow her down. She kept sucking and stroking until I exploded inside of her. She swallowed every drop of my cum, leaving me a weak quivering mess that could barely keep standing.

She pulled her mouth off and wiped her lips with the back of her hand. “How did you enjoy your first time?”

“It was amazing,” I said.

“How long do you think before you can get hard again?” she asked.

“Not long,” I said with too much eagerness.

“Great,” she said. She stood and tugged the top of her dress down to her waist. She was braless and her naked breasts stood proudly in front of me. “Go ahead and touch them.”

I slowly lifted my hands, but couldn’t bring myself to make contact. Mrs. Sawyer gripped my hands and giggled as she moved them to her breasts. I felt her nipples press against my palms, and the soft tissue of her breasts sat under my fingertips. I gave a gentle squeeze, and that was enough to bring my cock back up.

“Oh look,” she said, pointing at it. “You’re already good to go.”

I laughed a small laugh. “Yeah. I guess so.”

Mrs. Sawyer stepped back and turned around. She bent herself at the waist over the back off her sofa. Then she reached behind her and lifted her dress up over her ass and pulled her white panties to the side. “I want you to fuck my ass,” she said.

I looked for any hint of manhood between her legs, but her legs were pressed tightly together. If she had anything, I couldn’t see it, and I didn’t care. I was about to fuck Mrs. Sawyer’s tight little asshole.

I stepped up to her and spit on my palm, stroking my cock with my saliva. I spit on Mrs. Sawyer’s ass and slipped a finger inside her. “Do you like this?” I asked.

“I love it,” she said with a moan. “But I’d love it more if your whole cock was inside me.”

A shiver ran through me as I removed my finger from her ass. I pressed the tip of my cock to her tight hole and pushed gently. I kept pushing, waiting for her to tell me to stop, but she never did. I sank my dick deep inside her and pulled back slowly.

“Harder,” she begged. “Faster. I want you to fuck me like you need it. Like you crave it.”

Her ass was warm and tight as it choked my cock. I was worried that if I fucked her too fast, I’d come too soon. Still, I couldn’t resist. She was begging for it, after all. So I placed my hands on her ass and started swinging my hips, pushing my cock into her ass over and over again.

I could feel my climax build, but I wasn’t ready. I still didn’t know if Mrs. Sawyer had a cock or not. I slowed down my motions and tilted my head, trying to see between her legs. It was impossible to see anything, so I lowered one of my hands instead.

I pumped her faster as my hand trailed down her to her thigh and slipped inward. Mrs. Sawyer moaned, “Just like that,” again and again. I loved hearing her soft, sweet little moans as I pounded her ass. But I had to know more. I was too intoxicated by her to not know the whole truth.

My hand inched forward. I knew I was so close to touching either her pussy or a pair of balls. I felt something soft, something dangling. I wrapped my fingers around a pair of testicles.

Holy shit, I thought. My dick hardened more and I could feel my climax building. Seconds before I came, Mrs. Sawyer’s hand gripped mine. “Like what you feel?” she asked.

My load shot deep inside her ass and I was too busy grunting with pleasure to respond. My body quivered above hers and I didn’t pull out until I’d come down completely. When I finally did withdraw my cock, Mrs. Sawyer turned around. Her bare tits hung freely and she pulled her panties down to show me her huge cock. It was much bigger than mine.

“That was very naughty of you,” she said. “Now you’ll have to be punished.”

“Punished?” I asked.

She nodded. “Drop to your knees.” I hesitated a moment and she scolded me. “Drop to your knees before I make you.”

My body was still quivering from my powerful orgasm, but I dropped to the floor. Mrs. Sawyer held her huge dick in her hand and waved in front of my face. She pressed the tip of it to my lips, but I refused to part them. This wasn’t what I had in mind at all.

“I have to make sure you’ll keep my secret,” she said. “And the only way to do that is to humiliate you so much that you’d never tell anyone what happened.”

“I can’t,” I said. “I don’t know how.”

She threw her head back and laughed. “I’ll show you how.” She brushed her thumb along my lower lip and tugged it down. She slipped her cockhead past my lips and glided it along my tongue. The salty sweet taste of her skin made me tremble. I looked up at Mrs. Sawyer and felt my cock harden. I may have had a dick in my mouth, but she was all woman.

She gripped my head in her hands and began fucking my mouth. But she was too big. Her dick kept sliding down my throat and I couldn’t help but gag on it. “That’s it,” she said, shoving it down deeper. “I’m going to fuck that throat so raw you won’t be able to talk for weeks. You won’t be able to tell anyone what you found here today.”

I found myself wishing I could tell her that I’d never share her secret, but I couldn’t with a mouth full of cock. I tried my best not to choke, to find little breaths were I could, but she ravaged me like the virgin I was. Eventually, I felt my body relax and succumb to the punishment.

Mrs. Sawyer’s eyes rolled back and she let out a low moan. I thought she was about to come, but she withdrew her cock instead. “Now it’s your turn to bend over,” she said.

“What?”

“You heard me.”

I stood up slowly and Mrs. Sawyer started to undress me. I was speechless, and my throat hurt, so I just stood there and let her. Once I was naked, she pushed me against the couch until I was bent over at the waist, just like she’d been. Her hands found my ass cheeks and spread the wide.

“You may walk a little funny after this,” she said and then she spit on my ass. I clutched the couch cushions as I braced for the most humiliating moment of my life: getting fucked in my ass.

Mrs. Sawyer slid her cock between my cheeks and pushed the head through my virgin hole. “Fuck,” I breathed as her huge dick spread me wide. I slapped the couch cushions as the pain of being split in two spread through me, but a moment later I was overtaken by the greatest euphoria I’d ever experienced. “Fuck,” I breathed again, though my tone was much more relaxed.

Mrs. Sawyer laughed. “That’s it,” she said. “You like getting your tight little ass fucked, don’t you?”

I didn’t know whether I did or I didn’t, but I knew that I liked what I was feeling right then. She pushed in deeper, filling every inch inside me. I’d never been filled by anything before, and it sent my head spinning. I started to relax around her, letting her in and embracing the feeling of being taken by Mrs. Sawyer’s huge cock.

Once she was completely inside me, I could feel her now free hanging balls against mine. She slowly withdrew her cock and pushed back in, picking up speed with each thrust. I glanced over my shoulder at the beautiful woman with her beautiful tits swaying as she fucked me. I couldn’t believe she had a cock bigger than mine and that she was using it to fill my hole.

Her eyes rolled back like they had before and she let out that low moan. This time, she didn’t withdraw her cock. This time, she pumped harder and faster until she let herself explode.

I could feel her cum shoot inside me, spreading against my anal walls. As her cock brushed against my prostate, I felt an overwhelming urge to come. In a matter of seconds, my dick throbbed and thick, white ropes shot out across the back of her sofa. I could only hope she wouldn’t punish me for that later.

We both came down together, panting with Mrs. Sawyer’s dick still in my ass. When we finally caught our breath, she withdrew her cock and straightened her clothes. “Now,” she said. “I want you to think about that ass pounding every time you’re tempted to tell anyone about me.”

“I will,” I said with a smile.

I collected my clothes and said goodbye to Mrs. Sawyer, completely forgetting about the summer bet I had with my best friend. I was just climbing into my truck when my cell buzzed in my pocket. I picked it up and heard Dillon’s voice on the other end.

“So? How was Mrs. Sawyer’s? Did you get stiffed again?”

A smile spread across my face. “Oh, I got stiffed alright,” I said. “It looks like you won this bet after all.”

“Hell yeah,” said Dillon. “That means I take half your money.” I nodded in a blissful daze. Dillon may have won the bet, but I felt like I’d won something even bigger. I was already thinking up ways to get in trouble with Mrs. Sawyer so that I could be punished again.


The Real Deal





“Go on, bro,” the frat boy taunted. The group watched as the pledges hesitantly placed wigs atop their heads.

Ricky Smart felt like a carbon copy of the other eighteen and nineteen year-old college boys who stood in the frat house living room, lined up and humiliated for the group of frat brothers.

“That’s it,” a frat boy jeered, as Ricky and the others fastened the wigs to their heads. Ricky was not exactly sure what his wig looked like, but he could see the various wigs the other pledges had been asked to wear; all various incarnations of femininity. Some boys wore wigs with long, straight hair. Some had “pixie cuts” and bobs.

Ricky knew that his wig was longer and the color was a deep brown. It was long enough for him to feel it drape down on either side of his head. It was a strange feeling for the boy who’d had short, blonde hair his entire life.

“Look how pretty they all look,” another frat brother teased. One of them made a mocking gesture with their hands—flicking a limp wrist and comically impersonating a stereotypical, flamboyant gay man. “Oh, I just love the way her blue eyes compliment the deep brown tones of her hair!”

The frat boy had been eyeing Ricky when he said this. In the jock’s eyes, Ricky found no sympathy or warmth. But he did not feel a hatred or aversion, either. It was no surprise to the eighteen year-old. He’d expected to be made to do ridiculous and humiliating things in order to gain entry into the frat.

Ricky stood there and, like the others, endured the taunts and teases.

“All right, all right,” one of the frat brothers shouted. “Come on, quiet,” he continued. Ricky saw the boy take center stage in the living room. The way he immediately gained the obedience of the others led Ricky to understand that this was the leader or the president; whatever terminology was most appropriate, Ricky was still not sure.

“Fellas, get a good look at the new girls of our frat!” he said. The crowd broke into laugher and jocular shouts towards the ten pledges.

“Okay, okay,” the frat boy, said, and turned to the pledges.

“I am Trevor, head of this chapter. Our fraternity is worldwide, but here in this town? I’m the boss. I call the shots. And you girls will call me ‘sir.’ Is that understood?” he said.

The young man then shouted loudly. “Understand?”

A few of the pledges confusingly muttered, “Sir, yes sir.”

Trevor rolled his eyes and sighed. “I swear the new bloods get dumber every year.” Trevor then continued with a confident smirk. “Let me show you panty-wastes what is expected, okay?”

“Brothers, do you understand?” Trevor asked, outstretching his arms as he turned to face the crowd of frat boys.

“Sir yes sir!” the crowd chanted in perfect unity. The sound of their deep voices was thunderous. Ricky could feel the vibrations in his gut and he felt immediately intimidated by the force of the frat boy army.

Ricky faced ahead and eyed the head of the frat. He was not too surprised that Trevor was the alpha of the house. He had the exact appearance one might expect of a frat president; tall, broad-shoulders and a picture-perfect smile and haircut. Trevor had coal-black hair that had been neatly styled with a headshot-ready wave of thick, shiny black. He had a smooth, peachy-tan complexion, along with thick black brows and dark eyes that appeared—somehow—as deep and wondrous as they appeared empty.

Trevor wore a sleeveless shirt and a pair of short swim trunks, giving ample sight of his big, corded biceps and thick thighs and chiseled calves. Ricky had heard that several of the upper echelon of the frat was athletes at the University.

“You’re going to thank me later,” Ricky’s older brother, Stewart had told him. “You get in the frat and you’ve got it made, okay? They look out for their own. You can coast through the next four years and you’ll get more pussy than you know what to do with.”

It had not been Ricky’s idea to join a fraternity—far from it. The small-framed blonde had not been terribly popular in high school. In fact, he’d only had a few friends, as was not even sure whether he could call them friends at all. He’d had no experience with girls, and though a few seemed to find him ‘cute’ was evidenced by what his sister had told him of her girlfriends who had confessed as much during sleepovers, Ricky was not exactly a ‘ladies’ man.’

But he was desperate. Now that he’d turned eighteen, losing his virginity was no longer an abstract idea on some distant-future “to-do” list. Ricky knew that he needed to lose his virginity as soon as possible if he had any hopes of making college a different experience from his high school years. He wanted to be more popular, and he wanted girls. And he wanted security; security from failure in his grades and failure in all other aspects of his college life.

Stewart had been a member of the frat and, being five years older than Ricky, had graduated from college before Ricky came to campus. The frat brothers knew about Stewart. It was through Stewart’s endorsement and the fact that Ricky had been a track-runner in high school and had continued this endeavor in college that had allowed him consideration for the fraternity, at all. If he hadn’t been an athlete, Ricky knew he would have not been accepted—full stop.

And if he had not been related to Stewart? Well, same story.

Ricky knew he was lucky to ‘tick’ both boxes. He knew he had to make the best of the opportunity. He knew that his older brother and his father—a former member, himself—were both counting on him to continue the legacy of the Smart family’s membership in the fraternity.

But times had changed, too. Trevor ran the fraternity, now; a guy that Stewart was only somewhat familiar with. “He was a lower-ranked brother when I was there,” Stewart had said to his younger brother when they looked at the fraternity’s website, in an effort to get Ricky up to speed with the frat.

“How is he?” Ricky had asked. “Is he nice?”

Stewart had laughed in response to this question. “Nice? I mean… none of the frat guys are ‘nice.’ Nice guys don’t get laid, bro,” his older brother continued. “Trevor is different, though, from what I heard. I heard he’s running that frat with an ‘iron fist,’” he laughed. “Guys are saying Trevor is making them do the wildest shit for rush week.

Ricky had felt a curdling sensation in the pit of his stomach when Stewart had said this. It was all fine and good for Stewart, after all; the post-grad was not at Trevor’s mercy. He had been accepted when pledging was not quite so humiliating.

But Trevor was determined to put the fraternity ‘on the map,’ and make their pledge process well known throughout the country for being the most intense and rigorous; a fact that had intimidated Ricky from the moment he signed-up at the fraternity’s on-campus kiosk during rush week, with his brother at his side, buttering-up the frat boys running the booth.

But now, Stewart was nowhere to be found. On either side of Ricky were other hesitant and nervous college newbies like himself; guys who didn’t know at all what to expect next. And neither did Ricky. He stood, wearing a girl’s wig as Trevor grinned at each and every one of them.

“Now that you understand your place, it’s time to explain to you what is going to happen next,” Trevor said, clasping his hands together. “This is a generous fraternity. We could put you all in burlap sacks and blindfold you. But we don’t play those sorts of games. You’re going to know exactly what happens every step of the way—and all of you sissy-boys are going to love it.”

As Ricky said this, a few of the frat boys in the back of the room—covered in the shadows of the corridors—began to whistle and cat-call. Ricky thought for a moment that these gestures had been directed at him and the other pledges. But, moments later, ten gorgeous girls approached through the side hallways and into the living room.

Ricky looked at each girl. He swallowed hard and felt his wrists grow weak and his palms sweaty. Each girl seemed about as close to a “perfect ten” as he had ever seen. Blonds, redheads, brunettes; Asians, Latinas, white girls and black girls. It didn’t matter. They were all in the mix, and each girl looked stunning.

The frat boys began to cat-call louder towards the girls. They all seemed to enjoy the attention, giving winks and curtsies towards the room. They did not seem nervous like the pledges. Instead, they seemed quite comfortable and confident as the center of attention. Ricky figured this to be a result of their remarkable beauty.

“Now, fellas,” Trevor said, with a guilty grin on his lips. “You’re acting as though you haven’t seen a perfect piece of ass, before,” he continued, as the room—including the girls—chuckled.

Ricky noted that the girls all wore pink jerseys with white lettering. The lettering featured figures from the Greek alphabet. The girls all wore pairs of tiny, white denim shorts, too. They were tall, with slender but curvy figures and boobs that pushed blatantly outward from their chests.

“Okay, ladies,” Trevor said. “Pick your victim.”

At that moment, Ricky watched as each girl began to walk towards a pledge. Ricky looked straight ahead and locked eyes with a brunette girl with shoulder-length hair and massive breasts nuzzled inside a push-up bra. Ricky could see a hint of the girl’s white, lacey bra and cleavage in the low-dipping v-neck of the jersey.

She began to strut towards Ricky and the blonde felt his cock throb inside his shorts. He’d never seen a girl look at him the way this mysterious brunette’s sizzling green eyes had.

“Hey,” she said in a smooth, sultry tone. “I’m Hazel.” Her voice was a bit raspy, almost inaudible at times. “Come on, now,” she said, as sweet as if talking to somebody she truly cared about.

Each girl grabbed the hand of a pledge and began to lead them in various directions. The frat boys cheered, whistled and applauded, as though they already knew what was happening.

Ricky felt weak in his knees. His cock throbbed, but he felt more nervous than ever before in his life. Was this beautiful girl about to suck his dick? Was she going to have sex with him? Being a complete virgin, he couldn’t imagine diving head-first into such an evening without any warning. Still, Ricky was prepared to go through with anything the girl had planned for him.

Hazel began to lead Ricky up the large, old wooden stairwell that was down one of the side hallways.

“So, you’re eighteen, I’m guessing?” she asked.

“Um… uh, yeah,” Ricky mumbled.

“Aw, you’re so cute,” Hazel said with a crooning tone. “Don’t worry. I don’t bite,” she giggled. “Follow me.”

“Um, are you… how old are you?” Ricky then asked.

“I’m twenty-two next week, actually,” Hazel said, with a goofy smile. “Happy early b-day to me!” she gushed, with the cheering tone and fist-pump of a cheerleader.

As they rounded the corner, they came to a hallway on the second floor. Hazel led Ricky down and into one of the bedrooms. It was a nondescript room with an attached bathroom and no decorations on the walls or furniture, beyond the most essential. There was a full sized bed, a night-stand and a dresser, and a tall mirror in the corner—but nothing else.

Hazel said, “You sit right here,” to Ricky and pointed to the corner of the bed.

Ricky obeyed the girl and she walked to the dresser. There, she pulled out one of the drawers. Ricky could not see exactly what she had produced, but she had set various items atop the dresser.

“We’ve got some work to do on you, missy,” she said.

“Oh, um,” Ricky said, with a nervous chuckle. “I’m actually a guy.” He quickly grabbed the wig from his head and started to pull it off.

“Don’t do that,” Hazel said. “You don’t want Trevor to find out, do you?”

“Um, what?” Ricky asked.

“Keep your wig on, sweetie,” she said.

Ricky moved his hand away and Hazel then approached with a small case.

“What’s that?” Ricky asked.

“It’s your makeup kit, silly,” she said. “I’ve got a bit of work to do. Luckily you’re close-shaved. Or… you have very little hair, at least,” she said.

“Make up?” Ricky asked.

“Come on,” Hazel said, laughing and rolling her eyes. “You didn’t expect to get into the frat without at least a little bit of hazing, did you?”

“So, I’ve got to wear makeup and a wig?” Ricky said. “I guess it could be worse.”

“That’s not all, but it’s a secret,” Hazel said. “Sit still for now.”

Ricky sat. He was obedient and still as Hazel began to brush and mark his face. He could smell the various makeups that she put on his face, but he couldn’t see any of it. He decided that it had been nearly a half-hour by the time she had finished.

“Okay,” Hazel said. She pulled back and shook her head with a proud grin. “Wow. I almost can’t believe it. I had no idea a guy could look so much like a girl.”

“I look like a girl?” Ricky asked. Hazel nodded. “But it isn’t time for you to see, yet.”

“Right now, we’ve got some more… important things to do,” Hazel said. She began to kneel down between Ricky’s legs and unzip his shorts.

“What are you doing?” Ricky asked, heavy with breath.

“Wouldn’t you like to know,” Hazel grinned.

The girl slid his shorts down until she saw a pair of tight, white briefs clinging to his stiff cock.

“Mm,” she purred. Ricky turned pink in his cheeks as he bit his lip and inhaled through his teeth.

He could not believe that such a gorgeous girl was actually looking at his underwear.

“Let’s see what you’re working with, hm?” Hazel said. She caressed her fingers over Ricky’s briefs, until he felt her delicate touch on the head of his stiff cock as it pushed against the inside of his briefs. She grabbed the band of his underwear and pulled them down, until Ricky felt his cock ricochet and bounce as it was freed from the small pouch.

Ricky was not very big; just at five inches in length and skinny. But he knew his cock was not ugly, at least. It was a smooth, with a perfect pink head and a smooth-shaved pair of balls that clung tightly beneath the base.

“Hello there,” Hazel said, grinning. Her green eyes wandered over Ricky’s cock. She wrapped her fingers around his warm, pulsing shaft, and began to stroke it gently.

“Fuck,” Ricky moaned.

“You like that?” she laughed. “Well, what about this?”

Hazel then slid her lips over the head of Ricky’s cock. At once, he felt the warm, tight mouth envelop the first quarter of his shaft. He inhaled sharply as he felt the perfect, wet glove of Hazel’s mouth suck tightly around his girth.

Ricky felt the surge of adrenaline and tension as the pleasure grew faster than he could have prepared for. Without much warning, his eyes tightened and he huffed. “I’m… I’m going to cum!” he cried.

Hazel did not pull her mouth from his cock. Instead, she sucked harder and scrunched her brow—focusing as she began to swallow charge shot of Ricky’s forceful cumshot as it caked the back of her throat with its sticky, white glaze.

“Oh… oh fuck… fuck!” Ricky cried and huffed, over and over. The blonde felt as though his head might explode from the sheer intensity of cumming inside a beautiful girl’s mouth. He’d never experienced such a thing before, and felt almost as though he might pass out from the strength of his climax.

Hazel pulled off of Ricky’s mouth after thirty seconds and licked her lips. She then smacked them and made her approval of his flavor known with a satisfied grin.

“I’m sorry,” Ricky said. “I just… you’re so hot and I… I’ve never…” Ricky stuttered.

“Relax,” Hazel said. “Now that I’ve done something for you, you can do a few things for me.”

“Sure,” Ricky said, still huffing to catch his breath.

“Good,” Hazel said. The girl grabbed the head of Ricky’s cock and squeezed it. She brushed her tongue over the tip, as if to grab the last oozing bead of cum off of the hole.

“I want to see what you look like everywhere,” Hazel said. “Lie back for me.”

Ricky obeyed the girl. He was not sure what she was doing. She grabbed his legs and began to push them into the air, up towards his stomach until he felt the cool air sliding against his sack, his taint and his asshole.

“Oh, nice,” Hazel said, grinning. “I’m not even going to have to shave you or anything. You don’t have any hair down here.”

“Wh—what?” Ricky asked.

“Let’s make you tasty,” she said. Ricky watched as Hazel pumped a few drops of clear, oily liquid into her palm from a bottle in the kit. She rubbed her hands and began to slide them along the crack of his butt, down against his taint and against his asshole. He moaned and felt the girl’s fingers slide around his asshole, rimming it and teasing it with the slick oil. Ricky could smell the scent of the body oil—vanilla and floral.

“Now, it’s time to dress you up, since you’re already hairless and clean,” Hazel said. “First things first,” she continued, and brought a small, plastic device from her purse.

“What’s that?” Ricky asked.

“This is your cage,” Hazel beamed. “It’s nice and pink, too!” She smiled as if she had been most excited to show this to Ricky. “Now that you came and you’re soft, again, I can put you in the cage.”

“Wait—what?” Ricky said, as he looked down and saw the girl begin to attach the plastic device around his flaccid cock.

“What are you doing?” he asked, somewhat concerned as he felt the light tension closing around his manhood.

“Just a moment,” Hazel said. Her movements were smooth, careful and confident, as if she had done this many times before. She then grabbed a small key and locked the cage. Ricky reached down and grabbed at his cock. He felt the horror rising in his body as he realized he could not stroke his dick. He could not do much of anything with it, and it had no room to grow erect.

“What is this?” Ricky asked. “Come on—get this off of me!”

“It’s your cage. We can’t have your penis getting in the way of your hazing, can we?”

“My hazing?” Ricky asked. “This is part of my hazing?”

Hazel nodded and stood. She walked to the dresser, pulled out another drawer and grabbed a lacey, white thong. “This looks like your size,” she said. “Put this on.”

The girl tossed the thong to Ricky. He felt the smooth, silky texture in his fingers. His cock tried to grow inside the cage as he imagined the thong strapped around Hazel’s curvy hips.

“Go on, already,” Hazel insisted. “I don’t want to have to tell the fraternity that you failed your initiation do I?

Ricky felt a tremor of fear, which prompted him to step into the thong and pull it up his body. Hazel had picked an appropriate size for him, and the thong slid easily up his legs until it fit snug around his hips. Ricky then felt the thong pull between his legs, up against his taint and asshole. The sensation was unlike anything he’d experienced, before. His cock began to throb with futility in its cage as Ricky moaned.

What is she doing? She’s trying to dress me up like a girl? Is this my hazing? This isn’t too bad… though the cage is a bit weird. If anything… it’s kind of turning me on to wear a thong… wait—what am I thinking? That’s not supposed to turn me on, is it? Ricky thought.

Hazel then approached him with a bra, a shirt and a skirt in her arms. She dropped the clothes to the bed and began to put the bra around his chest and back. Ricky felt the tight strap fasten around his ribs.

“It’s kind of tight,” Ricky complained.

“Welcome to girlhood,” Hazel said, with a raised brow and a smile.

“Okay, so… I get dressed up like a girl?” Ricky said. “Why? This is humiliating,” he continued, spilling his personal thoughts to the girl.

“You’ll have to wait and see, huh?” Hazel said.

She then handed a shirt to Ricky; it was white. Across the front of the shirt read the phrase, “Cum Princess,” in pink, glittery typeface. Ricky’s blue eyes widened as he saw this.

“Go on,” Hazel said. “Don’t make me ask you again.”

Ricky heard a touch of authority in the girl’s voice and did not wish to try her patience. He slipped the shirt onto his body, paying special attention to get it passed his head without disrupting his wig and makeup.

“Now this,” Hazel said. “Slip your little skirt on over that thong so we can see the full picture.”

Ricky then finished with the skirt. He had trouble fastening it, and Hazel helped, giggling at the boy’s inexperience. She stepped back when he was done and eyed him with a wide grin.

“Oh, wow,” she laughed. She nodded her chin, up and down. “I’m totally going to win this year.”

“What?” Ricky asked.

“Oh, it’s nothing you need to worry about. The frat and our sorority have a little agreement, that’s all.”

Hazel then took Ricky’s hand and pulled him over to the bed. “Now,” she said. “Wait here.”

The girl went to the doorway and pulled her phone out. She placed the phone to her ear and after a moment spoke into it. “Yeah, she’s ready. Send one of the guys up.”

Hazel then put the phone away into her purse and smiled.

“A few things, now,” Hazel started. She paced back and forth before the boy. “You’re name is…” Hazel began to look at Ricky and stroke her chin, indulging in her contemplation. “You look like a… Haley.”

“Haley?” Ricky asked.

“Yeah,” Hazel giggled. “Haley is your name for the rest of the night. If anybody asks you what your name is and you don’t say Haley? Well, you’re out of the running for the frat. Got it?”

Hazel suddenly had the focus and brevity of a drill sergeant. She expected immediate obedience and understanding from her project. Ricky nodded, though he still did not understand perfectly.

“Good,” Hazel nodded. “Now, you’re going to do exactly as I say. One of the frat brothers are going to come in here. You’re going to be judged on how well you can pretend to be a girl. So, I want you speaking with a girl’s voice, walking with your hips swaying—the works. Understood?”

“Wh—what?” Ricky said.

“I said, is that understood? I’m not going to repeat myself. If the frat brother comes in here and doesn’t believe that you are a girl, you fail your pledge and will have to leave.”

“I don’t want to fail,” Ricky blurted, nervous.

“Then don’t fuck up,” Hazel grinned, as a knock came against the bedroom door.

“You look exactly like a hot girl. So, just act like one, too, and you’ll be in the fraternity by the end of the week,” Hazel said. After this brief pep-talk, she pulled the door open.

Ricky looked on as he saw a hulking figure in the doorway. “Come on,” she said. With a giggle, she continued. “I know you—you’re Blake Erikson; from the party last weekend, right?”

The guy nodded and grinned. Ricky eyed him. He seemed twice as wide, and much taller than the eighteen year-old pledge. He was a mountain of muscle in a sleeveless shirt and shorts, just as Trevor had worn. He had platinum blonde hair in a short buzz-cut, along with crystal blue eyes. His facial features were soft and almost boyish with apple cheeks, but his body was carved, which intimidated Ricky, given his dominating stature.

“Haley? This is Ronnie,” Hazel said, with a curtsey and motion of her arms, as if presenting a consolation gift on a game-show.

“Nice,” Blake said.

After a moment, Blake laughed and said, “Well, is she a mute or what?”

“Haley, say ‘hello’ to Blake,” Hazel insisted.

After a moment of hesitation, Ricky smiled and nervously said, “Hi Blake,” in his best impression of a girl’s voice.

Hazel grinned with relieve and amusement that Ricky had understood and obeyed her instruction.

“Good,” she said.

“Come here,” Blake said with a wide, empty grin on his lips. “Come over here and let me get a good look at you.”

Ricky hurried over at Blake, who sat on the corner of the mattress. It dipped under his large frame. Ricky stood over the blonde jock as he looked with wide eyes at him.

“Fuck, she’s hot,” Blake said to Hazel.

“Oh yeah?” Hazel smiled.

“There’s no way this is a guy,” Blake said. “This is definitely a girl.”

“Oh?” Hazel said.

“Totally,” Blake said confidently and shook his head. “Of course, I’d better be thorough,” he said. “How well can you suck dick? Can you suck like a girl?”

“Wh—what?” Ricky blurted, shocked.

“You heard me. Why don’t you get down on your knees and suck my dick. Let’s see if you feel like a girl,” Blake said.

“Remember, Blake; no peeking or feeling the front of her body,” Hazel said, reminding the jock of the rules of their initiation.

“Yeah, yeah,” Blake said.

“Um, I… what am I doing?” Ricky said, trying his best to remain in a feminine voice as he eyed Hazel.

“What are you looking at me for, babe? You know the rules. You either do what he says or you can go home.” Hazel grinned with amusement at the expression of shock and terror on Ricky’s face.

“Come on, babe,” Blake continued. Suddenly, Ricky felt Blake’s fingers running along the sides of his body.

Ricky sighed quietly as he felt the jock’s touch. He could not believe he was being felt-up by another guy; being touched like he was some girly piece of meat.

“Well, Haley?” Hazel said. “You can either get down on your knees and start sucking or go home. I’m giving you five seconds.”

“But I…” Ricky started, as Hazel began to count down.

“Come on, babe. I want to feel those nice lips around my cock. I promise it’s nice and big for you,” Blake smiled.

The moment Hazel arrived to the final number of her countdown, Ricky dropped to his knees. He thought of the legacy of his family and how he could not risk losing his chance to join the fraternity. He knew he would do anything to join. He expected humiliation and wild hazing antics. But sucking another guy’s cock? He’d never expected this in a million years.

But now, he was on his knees between a big jock’s legs and expected to do just that. He felt a rush of adrenaline up and down his body. It shuddered as he reached forward and nervously fumbled with Blake’s shorts.

“Let me,” the blonde jock grinned. He stood and quickly yanked his shorts down his legs. Ricky eyed Hazel, who watched carefully and bit her lip. Blake, shameless as could be, followed by tugging his boxers down his legs, next. At once, Ricky was met with the frat boy’s massive pink dick. It was as thick as the rest of his body, with an imposing and intimidating girth and a wide, terrifyingly large head. At the base swung two, predictably heavy balls that hanged low in their pink sack.

“Shit,” Ricky gasped.

“Right?” Hazel said, giggling. “Wow, Blake. You’re… huge,” the girl continued, with a crooning tone.

“You want down on this too, babe?” the jock said to Hazel. Hazel blushed and shook her head. “That thing would break me,” she laughed.

“Let me know if you change your mind,” Blake said. “You can watch for now.” The jock sat back down and spread his legs. “Come on,” he said to Ricky. “Get that sweet mouth on my dick, already.”

Ricky saw the big, hard cock. It looked like a pink snake with a hole in the head, ready to push ropes of cum onto his face or down his throat. He licked his lips and felt a strange mixture of humiliation, disgust and… arousal. There was something deep inside the blonde that left him feeling almost turned-on by the idea of being made to suck a bigger, stronger guy’s dick. He was expected to suck an alpha male’s cock and all while the most gorgeous girl he had ever seen watched from afar, undoubtedly judging and thinking less of him for doing it.

“Come on,” Blake said impatiently.

“You have three seconds to suck his dick or you’re out, babe,” Hazel said to Ricky, and just as before, began to count down menacingly.

Without thinking, Ricky slipped his lips over the head of Blake’s dickhead. The big, blonde jock moaned with satisfaction. Ricky felt the fleshy, firm head stuff his mouth. Blake quickly reached behind Ricky’s head and pulled him in until the smaller blonde was gagging on the fat cock.

Ricky’s heart sped as he gripped the jock’s thighs and dug his fingers into the firm muscles of his legs, trying to brace himself as Blake fucked Ricky’s mouth with his big cock.

“Hot,” Hazel said and giggled. Ricky could see in the corner of his eyes as Hazel walked about and snapped photos on her phone. “Mm… so hot,” she said again.

After a few minutes, Blake pulled his cock from Ricky’s mouth. “Fuck, I almost came,” the jock laughed. Meanwhile, Ricky felt his own dick throb inside his panties—inside the cock cage Hazel had so wrongfully latched around his manhood.

“What do you think?” Hazel asked.

“I’m still not sure. I want to see her ass. Maybe if I taste it, then I’d be able to tell,” Blake snorted with laughter.

“You’re such a bad boy,” Hazel giggled.

“Come on, Haley. He wants to taste your ass, so turn around and pull your skirt and panties down just under your butt,” Hazel insisted. “In fact, let me do it,” the girl said, walking over.

Ricky stood and Hazel positioned him over the edge of the bed. “He’s going to… eat me?” Ricky’s cock throbbed with excitement in its cage, even though Ricky himself was so incredulous as to be more afraid than aroused. But Ricky’s cock betrayed him and his straightness. It was as if his dick knew its owner’s proper place—being a submissive sissy, bent over and feasted upon by a big, alpha jock.

When Ricky was bent over the bed, he felt Hazel tug his skirt and thong down until a draft of fresh air slid inside his crack.

“Mm, fuck,” Blake said. The jock dug his fingers into each of Ricky’s butt cheeks. Suddenly the light dimmed. Hazel was by the dimmer switch. “I don’t want you trying to figure it out by looking,” Hazel said. “No cheating.”

“Damn,” Blake grinned. “It’s too hard. She feels like the real deal.”

Then, with little regard for Ricky, Blake spread the eighteen year-old’s butt open wide and planted his face down into his ass.

At once, Ricky felt the sensation of Blake’s hard tongue sliding against his asshole. His eyes grew wide and he gasped with excitement and shock. “Oh… fuck,” Ricky moaned as he arched his back. Blake held his butt in place as he wiggled with delight.

“I think she likes your mouth, Blake,” Hazel giggled.

“Fucking tasty butt,” Blake said. “Tastes just like a girl; there’s no way this is a guy,” Blake said. “But… fuck… who knows? I might have to keep exploring.”

“Oh?” Hazel grinned. “I mean, there’s only one thing left to do. You should know by now,” the girl continued, with an uncertain tone in her voice.

“Nah, fuck that. This butt is so fucking tight. I’ve got to feel it around my dick. Then I’ll know for sure,” Blake said.

“That’s not part of the deal, Blake. You can cum in her mouth but you can’t fuck her butt,” Hazel said.

“What? Why not? Come on,” Blake protested, as he planted his mouth against Ricky’s butthole once more, and began to feast more intensely than before. Ricky felt the jock’s tongue push just inside him and he squirmed with wild excitement and pleasure. It left him with goose bumps and wide eyes.

“Fuck… fuck… ugh, ah… fuck,” Ricky continued to gasp over and over—all while wiggling his butt inside Blake’s hands, with restless pleasure gripping his frame.

Ricky faced away from the pair—straight ahead—with fear and excitement in his mind. He couldn’t believe a big, alpha jock actually wanted to fuck his butt. He’d never done any more than tease the entrance of his asshole. He’d never in a million years considered putting anything inside of it. And now Blake wanted to stuff his massive cock deep inside his butt? The idea left him repulsed and terrified. Yet his cock grew desperate for release from the cage. It tried to grow harder and fuller, but it could not. Ricky grew more desperate, too, for release. He felt his cock ooze with pre-cum inside his thong, all as Blake ate his butt.

Though the idea sounded awful to him—and entirely humiliating and emasculating—Ricky’s butt became just as hungry for sex as his cock. Without any real way to orgasm through his dick, Ricky’s butt began to feel especially sensitive as Blake ate it—so much so that Ricky felt he could nearly climax from having his butt eaten by the jock.

Blake pulled back and spanked Ricky’s butt. “I want to fuck this juicy little ass. Fuck, I bet it would feel so good. Come on, Haley. Let me fuck you. You can be in the frat if you’re a dude!”

“Blake, stop,” Hazel said, clearly irritated with the jock’s insistence.

“No,” Ricky said. “It’s… it’s okay, Hazel. He can fuck me. Definitely,” Ricky continued. Hazel’s eyes grew wide.

“Babe, you don’t have to do that,” Hazel said.

“I know,” Ricky said, grinning. Hazel’s expression turned to surprise. She shook her head and smiled at Ricky. “You’re a bigger ‘cum princess’ than I thought,” Hazel said.

She continued, “Okay, Blake. Her butt is yours. But no pussy,” she said.

“Yeah, yeah,” Blake said. “I know the rules.”

The jock grabbed the base of his stiff, cock and rubbed the head against Ricky’s butthole.

“Ugh, fuck,” Ricky moaned, as he felt the warm, smooth dick-head rubbing against his hole.

What the fuck am I about to do? Fuck… I can’t let this dumb jock fuck my butt… what am I doing? I… fuck… I can’t do it, can I? Ricky thought, hesitant to decide.

Before he settled his thoughts, he felt Blake’s cock begin to push inside him. As the warm, firm dickhead plunged into his hole, Ricky’s face scrunched and he huffed through his grit teeth. “Ugh, ah… fuck,” Ricky groaned. The pain immediately swelled throughout his butt.

And yet, his cock oozed more pre-cum into his thong. Ricky reached down into his panties and grabbed at his cock and balls. He tried as best as he could to massage his dick and balls while Blake’s big cock pushed into him.

“Oh, fuck,” Blake growled.

“Mm… wow,” Hazel grinned. “So hot,” she said, repeating her continued and simplistic appraisal of the situation playing out before her.

Ricky huffed heavily as he felt Blake’s big, warm cock fill him. It pushed into him deeper and deeper until he felt it stuff his tight canal and force it to stretch wide around it.

“Fuck… not so fast,” Ricky grunted, as he felt the intense ache deep in his butt. The bruise began to burn as the clumsy and careless jock pumped deeper—driven by his selfish pleasure.

Blake grabbed Ricky’s butt on each side and pumped his dick deeper into the warm, tight hole.

“Does her butt feel good for you?” Hazel asked. The girl had now come down and taken a front-row seat to watch the jock pump his fat cock into Ricky’s butt.

“Fuck yes she does,” Blake groaned. “I don’t know how long I’m gonna’ be able to hold on before I blast her.”

“So, what do you think? Is it a girl or not?” Hazel asked the jock.

“Definitely a girl. There’s no way it’s a guy. I’m not gay. There’s no way I’d like fucking a dude this much,” Blake said, discounting the likelihood that he would enjoy a guy’s ass just the same as a girl’s.

“Well, I guess you’re in the frat, Ricky,” Hazel said.

Blake’s eyes grew wide. The jock immediately yanked Ricky’s skirt and thong down and found the pledge’s balls. He grabbed them and squeezed them. “You sneaky little fucker!” the jock said, as Ricky cried out from the pain of having his balls squeezed firmly.

The jock huffed and spanked Ricky’s butt. “You fucking sissy boy. You made me want to fuck you. Now I’m really going to fuck you, just for tricking me!”

Ricky then felt as Blake squatted and pumped downward, deep into his asshole. The jock thrust faster and deeper than ever before, leaving Ricky crying out and groaning as the pain and overwhelming sensations captivated his entire body. The jock pummeled his butt until he felt a vague pleasure at the base of his cock.

“Fuck!” Ricky cried out. Hazel laughed and teased the pledge. “You’re just a sissy boy, did you hear that?” the girl said. “That’s why I put your dick in that cage. How do you like not being able to even touch your dick?”

Blake continued to pound Ricky’s butt until the blonde suddenly felt himself veering on the edge of climax. Ricky could not believe that he might actually orgasm from being fucked in his butt by a big cock. He certainly did not want to admit as much. But there was no denying it. Blake only had to jackhammer his butt a few more times before the jock’s fat dick massaged against Ricky’s p-spot one time too many.

“Oh… fuck,” Ricky growled. His body tightened and he felt his butt begin to throb and grip around Blake’s dick.

“Yeah, you like a big dick in your butt?” Blake taunted.

“Whoa,” Hazel said, pointing and laughing. “He’s cumming! Blake, you’re, like, fucking the cum right out of him!” she continued, noting the long oozes of white that sagged down from Ricky’s cock cage and onto the hardwood floor.

“Maybe he’s a girl, after all, then,” Blake said. Ricky felt the sweat of Blake’s brow as it dripped down against his back. The jock pounded his ass so fast and hard that amidst his orgasm, Ricky could hardly feel anything in his butt aside from the vague sensation of gripping the cock.

“Fuck he’s tight,” Blake said. “I’m gonna’ cum. Ugh…. Ohhh.”

“Do it!” Hazel said, grinning with excitement. “I want to see you pump him full.”

“You gonna’ let me cum in you, bro?” Blake huffed.

“Cum inside me?” Ricky said, weak from his orgasm.

“Let me do it or you’re not gonna’ get in the frat, bro,” Blake said.

“Do it,” Ricky moaned.

Without another moment to spare, Ricky felt Blake drive his cock balls-deep. It throbbed violently and Ricky felt the warm injection. Blake’s groans rumbled off the walls of the bedroom as the jock pumped his massive load straight up Ricky’s butt. Ricky wasn’t sure, but he thought he could feel the hot cumshot blasting into his belly.

Hazel giggled and filmed the sight on her phone as Ricky looked at the camera, red-faced and humiliated to be mounted and bred by another guy. But it was too late. Not only had it been too late to turn back, but Ricky had cum from having Blake’s big dick deep in his ass. He knew deep-down that he’d enjoyed it. He knew that eventually, he would crave another big dick in his ass.

Blake huffed for breath as he finished pumping his load into Ricky’s butt. The jock finally pulled out and Ricky felt his used, gaping butt as it throbbed. He felt the wet load slide down his taint and balls.

“Let’s get this back on,” Hazel laughed, as she tugged Ricky’s thong back up to his hips. Ricky felt the pressure of his thong string against his hole. He knew he was going to soak the panties very quickly with Blake’s escaping load.

“Get your skirt back on and adjust yourself. We’re going downstairs in a minute so I can report your performance,” Hazel said. “Blake, why don’t you go on down.”

Blake shoved his cock back into his shorts and without another word to Ricky, walked out of the room.

Ricky could not believe what had just happened. He shook his head and gazed off into the distance, trying to comprehend.

“They’re not going to let you in the frat, you know,” Hazel said.

“What?” Ricky cried. “I did everything you said I should do!”

“I know,” Hazel laughed. “But that’s how you failed the test. If you’d hated it then you would have passed. They’re not going to let you in knowing that you like to be dressed up as a girl and fucked by another guy.”

“This is bullshit,” Ricky protested.

“Don’t worry,” Hazel said. “I want to bring you back to my sorority. I’m going to sponsor for you to join us instead. We’re more exclusive than this dumb fraternity, anyway.”

“That’s not the point. My dad and my brother are expecting me to get into this frat,” Ricky explained.

“Oh, well, come join my sorority and we’ll work something out with Trevor. There are plenty of ways to ‘convince’ him,” Hazel said.

“You’d do that for me?” Ricky said, smiling.

“Sure,” Hazel said. “After what you just did? You looked like the real deal when you let Blake take your butt. You deserve to be in our sorority. You’re more a girl than most of the members. They never let the frat boys do them in the butt,” she laughed.

“So, you guys fuck the frat guys?” Ricky asked, curious.

“All the time,” Hazel grinned.

Ricky couldn’t believe he was about to agree to join a sorority. It would mean dressing up as a girl and letting frat boys pound him all the time. The more he thought about it, the more he realized he could never say ‘no’ to such an offer!

“All right, I’ll join,” Ricky said. “But only on one condition.”

“What’s that?” Hazel asked.

“You have to let me be the one to ‘convince’ Trevor,” Ricky smiled.


Mystery Girl





Everything started when I came home Friday afternoon after work. I opened the front door to find my girlfriend, Rachel, sitting in the living room with a girl whom I had never seen before.

“Hi, there,” the girl said. Her voice was as smooth as her gaze. She was one of the hottest girls I had ever seen, before, and if I’m being honest, it was a bit of a task to not broadcast this fact from the get-go. The last thing I needed was for Rachel to see me drooling over another girl.

“Um, hi,” I returned. I darted my eyes towards Rachel, who was sitting nearby on the same sofa as the mystery guest.

“Babe, this is Stevie,” Rachel said, extending her hand as if to point her out.

“Oh, um… hey,” I said, adding, “Stevie,” with a dumb little laugh.

“Nice to meet you. I’m guessing you are Jake? Rachel told me all about you,” Stevie said. Her lips were perfectly painted with a bright but classy shade of lipstick. She was tall, slender and had long, flowing blonde hair that draped over her chest. It was a bit surprising because, I would have expected a girl who looked like Stevie—who looked like the eye-candy for a game-show or something—to have a pair of big boobs to complete her image of female ‘perfection.’ But, Stevie did not have big boobs, from what I could tell. I was a bit relieved, if anything. I did not need any more reason to ogle her.

It’s not that I found my girlfriend unattractive, of course. On the contrary; I knew I was lucky to have snagged a girl as hot as Rachel, with her curvy figure, fiery red hair and cute freckles. But Rachel and I had been together for four years by that point. We had been living together for three of those. I saw my girlfriend in my home every day. She was pretty, too. But—let’s face it—there is always the novelty of having a new girl—and a girl who is beautiful in a different way from your own—in your home, that strikes the depths of a guy’s biology.

I could read my girlfriend’s attitude on her gaze. She crossed her arms and seemed to cock her brow.

“How was work?” she asked, with what I could tell was a forced smile.

“Work? Um,” I said, caught off-guard. I stumbled for a moment before continuing, “Work was fine. Always is, isn’t it?”

“Well, you’re home early, aren’t you?” Rachel said.

“Oh, yeah,” I said. “They let us off early, because of the rain.”

I worked for the city’s water utility department doing manual labor or grunt work; digging trenches for pipes and fitting fixtures. We’d had so much rain lately that it was too much a pain in the ass to make much headway on our projects. Sometimes, if we were lucky, the boss would call it a day a bit early, as he’d done on this particular afternoon.

“Well, good,” Rachel said, eyeing Stevie. The girls looked at one another with that taciturn—almost psychic—expressions girls sometimes gave one another.

“Anyway,” I said. “Nice to meet you,” I added, and turned my eyes back to Stevie. I tried to flash as disaffected a look as possible. But one quick smile from the cute blonde and I could not help but give another goofy grin of my own.

I started off for the bedroom when Rachel said, “Where are you going?”

“Um, I’m just going to get out of these clothes and chill,” I said.

“Oh,” Stevie said, with a curious tone. “He’s going to get out of his clothes. Aren’t you going to go in there and take advantage?”

My eyes grew wide. I could not believe what I had just heard. Girls, in my experiences, never made jokes like that in front of strangers; the hot ones definitely didn’t, anyway!

I gave a polite laugh, but my dick was already ballooning in my boxers as Stevie eyed me from head to toe and slid her tongue around her lips. It was the most seductive gesture I had ever seen directed at me.

Who the fuck is this girl? I thought to myself. If she were a total slut then why would Rachel ever invite her over? I continued.

Rachel laughed and said, “Very funny.”

“Well, if you’re not going to do it, then I could,” Stevie said.

“Stevie!” Rachel gasped. She gave the blonde girl a playful spank on her arm and both girls giggled.

I knit my brow. I could not believe what I was hearing, nor could I believe that my girlfriend—who was usually given to easy jealousy—was not only fine with this behavior, but found it amusing. It made no sense to me.

“I thought we could all hang out?” Rachel said.

“Um, I guess so,” I said. I ran a hand through my hair and shrugged. “Let me just get a shower real quick, okay?”

“We’re going to go get something to eat, so hurry up,” Rachel smiled.
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While in the shower I did not just clean myself. I got a bit dirty, too. I used some of my girlfriend’s conditioner to stroke my cock. It took no time at all until I was blasting a few cum-shots against the shower wall and sighing heavily with release. My balls had become so swollen and full, not only from a week of work, but also from seeing the vixen in my living room; from hearing her naughty little jokes.

I came out of the shower with a towel loose around my hips and started to wonder just how far this could go. How naughty was Rachel going to let Stevie be towards her own boyfriend? It didn’t make sense at all.

I don’t know why—habit, I guess—but I tossed the towel to the side of a chair and walked around the bedroom, looking through the drawers for some fresh clothes. I did this all the time, but then, the only person I had to worry about seeing me naked was Rachel.

The bedroom door was cracked, but it seemed impossible that Stevie would have made it down the hallway and caught me naked in the bedroom. She might have requested to use the bathroom, but then, the guest bathroom was on the other side of the apartment.

And yet, as I grabbed a pair of boxers from my drawer, I heard a voice from the doorway.

“Oh, wow,” the voice said, and giggled. I turned to see Stevie grinning wide at the sight of my naked butt. I had mostly covered my cock and balls with my boxers, but I wondered if she had seen anything more.

“What?” I said, shocked.

“Sorry!” Stevie said. But her tone suggested she was hardly apologetic.

“It’s down here,” I heard Rachel say. My girlfriend then popped her head into the bedroom and said, “Sorry, babe. She was looking for the bathroom and got lost.”

“Got lost? It’s a two bedroom apartment,” I said, shaking my head. Rachel closed the bedroom door and I wondered to myself what I was even so frustrated over.

Granted, if Stevie were going to see me naked, I would have liked a bit of warning. Nobody wants to be caught vulnerable and naked while they are changing clothes. I was lucky that I was fit, but what if I’d been letting it all ‘hang out’? Talk about embarrassing!

I was even luckier to have a decently sized dick, too. It is not the biggest dick in the world; seven inches—seven and a half on a good day. But Rachel thought it was big enough to boost my ego a few decibels. And, to add to my ‘luck,’ I was a “shower,” too. I had a big flaccid cock. I wondered if Stevie had seen it.

I dressed myself and quickly tried to put these thoughts out of my mind. It was stupid for me to even entertain them. I was already in a committed relationship, and I was happy, too. I might’ve been a big, dumb guy, but I’ve never been stupid enough to ruin a perfectly good relationship with a beautiful girl by trying to get with somebody else.

Stevie was really beginning to push my limits, though. No girl had ever been so forward with her curiosity. I didn’t know how to handle it.

The three of us went to a restaurant nearby. It was a favorite of Rachel’s. We sat down and looked at our menus for a moment, before I set mine down. I waited until Stevie and Rachel had finished looking. The waiter came by before I had a chance to say anything. But, with him out of the picture, I turned to them.

“So, how do you guys know each other?” I asked, having wanted to know the answer to this question ever since I had come home earlier that afternoon.

“Well,” Rachel said, eyeing Stevie. “We’ve known each other since we roomed together in college.”

Stevie smiled and nodded. “I’ve been living on the other side of the country—in Los Angeles, ever since we graduated. I knew I was going to be in town for work, so I decided to drop by.”

“What do you do?” I asked. I figured this was an innocent enough question.

“Um,” Stevie hesitated. She laughed and eyed Rachel, who began to chuckle, too. “You can tell him. I don’t mind.”

“I’m in the ‘adult’ industry,” Stevie said. I almost spit out my drink when she said this. So, not only was I sitting across from a gorgeous woman—but she was in porn, too? I couldn’t fucking believe it.

“You’re joking,” I blurted—wide-eyed and incredulous.

Stevie laughed and covered her mouth. “I’m not.”

I shook my head and countered, “Wait, wait; you, like, do the lights or something, right? Accounting? You’re not actually in the movies… are you?”

Stevie laughed. “I am.”

“How? I mean… I’ve never seen you in any,” I said. I quickly turned a hint pink and eyed my girlfriend. “Not that I watch that stuff. So, actually… yeah… why would I have ever seen you?” I stuttered. I felt like an idiot trying to cover my tracks.

Rachel rolled her eyes. “Of course he watches porn. He is a guy, isn’t he?” she laughed.

“Um, it’s not much, though. I mean, between work and all—I have a life, you know,” I said, trying desperately to appear like I was ‘too good’ for porn. It was a hopeless and pathetic façade, really.

Stevie and Rachel laughed, signaling that they seemed to think the same.

“You probably wouldn’t see me in any of your movies,” Stevie said cryptically. “I wouldn’t expect you to be into the stuff I am in.”

“I don’t know about that,” I boasted. I looked at Rachel, who had a look of indignation on her eyes.

“I mean… well, what sort of videos?” I asked, unable to compose myself, even in the view of my agitated girlfriend.

“Girl-girl, usually,” Stevie said.

“So you’re lesbian?” I asked.

“God, Jake,” Rachel snapped.

“What? I’m sorry. I didn’t think it was a touchy subject. She makes porn movies, after all,” I explained.

Stevie laughed. “No, I’m not a lesbian. I’m into guys, too,” she said. She then slid her lips around a straw and eyed me long and unflinching as she sucked her drink. I would have been stupid to misinterpret such an obviously sexual gesture.

It felt a bit unfair; as if Stevie could act like as big of a slut as she wanted and Rachel did not notice. But the moment I responded to it, I was branded a horny perv? I felt frustrated. Of course, I was the one in a relationship. I had plenty of reasons for responding. But, still, it did feel rather unfair to have Stevie’s sexual teases dangled in front of me when I was expected to compose myself. I’m a living, breathing straight guy, after all. How else am I supposed to act?

We ate and continued to make small talk. I somehow avoided putting my foot in my mouth or stepping on more metaphorical mines as we waded through drinks, dinner and dessert.

But during the entire affair, I could tell Stevie was making eyes at me—leering at me. I wasn’t going to respond, though. I had made that clear with my conscience; I wouldn’t give in to her teasing. For all I knew, it was a cruel joke between her and Rachel.

We left and went back to our apartment. Somehow, the conversation turned sexual, once again. Rachel and Stevie were sitting in the living room, reminiscing about their college years.

“Remember Dillon?” Rachel said, grinning.

“Big D?” Stevie said, laughing as she quoted their nickname for an ex-boyfriend.

“Big D?” I asked. I was already disinterested in any further conversation. I put a video game on in the living room and decided that, while I would be present in the room to weave in and out of the conversation, I was going to do something leisurely for myself, just the same. Rachel seemed to be fine with this, too.

“He had a big one,” Stevie said, whispering.

“It wasn’t that big,” Rachel said, eyeing me.

“How big?” I asked.

“You don’t need to be threatened,” Rachel laughed. “You’re bigger than he was—relax.”

“Oh, really?” Stevie said, suddenly very interested.

Rachel laughed and nodded. “Jake is a hair bigger,” my girlfriend smiled.

I shrugged. It was nice to know that I had not been outsized by my girlfriend’s ex, but at the same time, I was over the sexual conversations. Why get riled up and horny when there was nothing I could do about it, anyway?

“Interesting,” Stevie said with a smile.

“You can get that smile off your lips, babe,” Rachel said.

Stevie then leaned in and whispered something to my girlfriend. I did not hear what she had said, but it was enough to elicit an open-mouthed gasp from Rachel and a playful shove in response.

“It doesn’t hurt to ask,” Stevie said.

“What are you going to give me if I do?” Rachel said to her.

Stevie then leaned forward and whispered yet another few remarks into my girlfriend’s ear. I pretended that I could not have cared less what she was saying. The truth is that I cared, though. I felt left out and teased all evening, and I was growing tired of it.

Stevie then stretched her arms out and yawned. She hopped up from the sofa and said, “I’m going to use the restroom—be right back.”

As she disappeared, Rachel then leaned forward. “What do you think about Stevie?” she asked me.

“She’s fine,” I shrugged.

“Just fine? Weird, because you’ve been drooling over her all night,” Rachel said.

“I have not,” I said, defensive.

“Well, you’re in luck, because Stevie asked me for a favor and I owe her,” Rachel said.

“A favor?” I asked, continuing to pay more attention to my video game than anything else.

“Mm-hm,” Rachel said, grinning from ear to ear.

“What’s the favor? And what does it have to do with me?” I asked.

“You’ll see,” Rachel said. “But I think it will blow your mind.”

I rolled my eyes. I was annoyed with my girlfriend by that point. I wanted to play my video games and either fuck or go to bed. I’d had a long work day and an even longer week. It would do me no good to get worked-up and hard over her hot girlfriend when there was nothing I could do about it anyway.

Stevie came back and sat down. At first, both girls were quiet, save for a few soft giggles as though they had been gossiping to one another.

As I continued to play my game, I felt Rachel reach forward and grab my controller out of my hands.

“What the…” I said, looking up at her. I hadn’t noticed, at first, that Stevie had come down to her knees. She looked up at me as I continued to sit on the sofa.

“What’s going on?” I asked, more confused than ever.

Stevie began to run her hands along the inside of my thigh. I felt her fingers slide against my jeans and my cock, which had already been alternating between half and fully hard all night, sprang to full hardness, once more.

“Babe,” Rachel said, whispering softly in my ear. “Stevie wants to know what it’s like to suck a dick. I told her that you will let her suck yours.”

I pinched myself. I figured that there was no way I was not dreaming.

“What?” I asked, with utter disbelief.

“Please?” Stevie said, biting her lip.

“You want to… you want to suck my dick?” I said to her. Stevie nodded. She had a look of desperation and frustration on her pouty lips, as though it pained her every moment she didn’t have her mouth around my cock. I couldn’t believe what was happening.

“She’s never sucked a guy off, before,” Rachel said.

“You’re actually okay with this?” I said to my girlfriend—more incredulous than ever before in my life. How could my own girlfriend possibly be okay with watching another girl suck her boyfriend’s dick? It didn’t make any sense.

“Well, Stevie is a special case. Normally I wouldn’t let another girl do that, but Stevie is different. And we’re best friends, so I trust her,” Rachel grinned.

“Thanks, babe,” Stevie said to Rachel.

“What about… aren’t you in porn? You could probably have sucked a hundred dicks by now if you wanted,” I said. As I spoke, I wondered why I was coming up with reasons to not have a gorgeous girl suck my dick. Eventually, my conscience managed to get my mouth to close shut.

“Well, I want to have a real experience. Not some boring, fake thing for the camera,” Stevie said. “And Rachel told me how hunky you are. She was right.”

Stevie continued to slide her fingers over my jeans until her palms rubbed over the bulge in my jeans. I bit my lip and huffed through my teeth, ready to let this beautiful girl do whatever she wanted with my dick. How could I ever refuse?

“Okay,” I said. “Whatever you want to do—I’m down,” I grinned.

With that, Stevie smiled and peeled my jeans down my legs. I felt her hands slide inside the leg holes of my boxers, until the tips of her fingers bumped against my ball sack. I moaned as she then removed my boxers and her eyes widened.

“Oh, very nice,” Stevie said. “You were right, Rach; he is bigger than Dillon.”

I had so many questions. But I wasn’t about to ruin a perfectly good blowjob by talking. I couldn’t say much, even if I had wanted. I could only moan as I looked down and saw this vixen grab my cock in her hand and begin to jerk my dick.

“Fuck,” I groaned. Rachel came around the sofa and stood behind me. She ran her hands down the front of my chest and whispered in my ear, “Stevie is going to do such a good job for you.”

I watched as Stevie’s mouth lowered to the tip of my dick. My heart sped and my body coursed with adrenaline as her lips spread and slid over the head of my cock.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned, as her wet, tight mouth sank its heat around the head of my dick.

Stevie wasted no time. She lowered her mouth deeper down my cock, taking in an inch or so past the head. My eyes rolled back as her tongue brushed around the underside of my dick. It was already the best blowjob of my life. I felt bad for thinking it, especially with my girlfriend standing right behind me! But it was the truth. Stevie, whoever she was, could suck dick like nothing I had ever experienced from another girl.

I felt my balls well in their sack. Tension rose and my legs shuddered. I felt like I could explode and shoot my load straight into Stevie’s mouth at any moment. I was much better at controlling myself, normally. But this girl had my number—she seemed to know exactly what would feel good on a dick. Whereas Rachel moved her tongue clumsily around my dick at times, Stevie explored my cock as though she knew the anatomy of a cock like no other girl. It made no sense to me. But I didn’t care. I put my hands behind my head and enjoyed the show; enjoyed being made to feel like a fucking king while my girlfriend watched on.

“Does her mouth feel good for you?” Rachel whispered into my ear.

I nodded and sighed heavily. “Fuck yes it does.”

“Stevie, why don’t you get down to your bra and panties?” Rachel said. Stevie grinned and nodded.

I watched then as Stevie slipped out of her clothes until she was in only a bra and a lacey, pink thong. I was surprised at just how flat Stevie’s chest was; it seemed no shapelier than mine. I was never as much of a boob guy as my buddies, so it didn’t bother me too much. But it still perplexed me.

I watched as Stevie gave a little strip-tease for me. She bent over, facing away from me, so that I could see her butt cheeks and the thong string that slipped between them. I stroked my cock—wet with her spit—as I watched her butt and dreamt about fucking it. I could only imagine what her pussy looked like.

Stevie then brought her mouth back on my cock. She sucked and then moved her mouth down to my ballsack. I moaned as her tongue explored the folds of my low-hanging sack. Her tongue danced down on the bottom of my balls and she was right near my asshole—a place that Rachel never really ventured.

But Stevie was different. She seemed confident and undeterred around a guy’s body. And after a moment, I felt her touch my butt cheeks and pull them open. I suddenly felt her tongue slide against my asshole and I fucking howled with pleasure.

“Oh, shit,” I groaned. I felt my hips move about—restless and jumpy as I experienced the pleasure of having my ass eaten for the very first time. I couldn’t believe this girl, who was a total fucking stranger, was willing to suck my dick and eat my asshole—and in front of her best friend, no doubt. I chalked it up to the fact that Stevie was in porn; she probably did stuff like this all the time. I didn’t know how to act, though.

How was I supposed to comprehend being serviced by a “pro?”

“How does it feel?” Rachel whispered to me, again.

“Nice,” I said. I didn’t want to give too much away. I knew I had been moaning more since Stevie started to eat my ass, but I didn’t want to admit how much it turned me on, for some dumb fear that Rachel would think less of her straight “manly” boyfriend.

Stevie smiled and licked her lips. She looked up at me and asked, “Are you going to return the favor?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Totally.”

Stevie and Rachel laughed at this and Stevie turned away from me. She hunched over the seat cushion of the sofa, so that her butt poked into the air as she was on her knees.

“Go on, babe,” Rachel said to me. “Show her how good you are at eating ass.”

I had eaten Rachel’s butt a few times. I did not know that she had thought it was particularly ‘good,’ though. Now I knew. And I was ready to treat Stevie to the same talents. I licked my lips. I wanted to taste Stevie’s pussy and ass. But I wasn’t going to do anything my girlfriend did not tell me to do. I wasn’t about to fuck up and cross some imaginary line that Rachel was hiding from me.

I pulled the thong string of Stevie’s panties to the side. I saw her asshole; pink, bald and clean. It looked fucked perfect. My cock throbbed as I imagined stuffing her warm, rosy little ass with my girth. My knees felt weak just thinking about it.

I grabbed her butt cheeks and began to eat her asshole. I flicked my tongue against her pink, tart hole and began to slide long and indulgent over the rosy, sealed hole.

“Mm,” Stevie moaned. I knew I could never compete with the girls who probably ate her ass on camera every day at work. But I didn’t care about that. I was doing it for me. I was doing it for my own memories. Apparently my only real appeal was the big dick between my legs, and that was fine with me. If Stevie wanted to use my dick as her own personal piece of meat, I was perfectly fine with that.

I continued to eat her ass, all too curious what her pussy looked like.

“Good,” Rachel said to me. “Very good. But you know, I have something I need to tell you, babe.”

Stevie giggled as Rachel grinned and I looked back at her. “Stevie wants you to fuck her butt.”

“Really?” I said, feeling as though I’d struck fucking gold. I had been with Rachel for years and she had never let me fuck her butt. No girl I had ever been with had been willing to do anal sex with me, in fact. It was still something I desperately wanted, but had learned to stop asking for in bed.

I bit my lip and shook my head as Stevie nodded.

“There’s something I need to tell you, though,” Stevie said, looking back at me.

“What is it?” I asked, as I continued to eat her asshole.

“Um, well,” Stevie hesitated. “The thing is… I don’t have a pussy.”

I cocked my brow and pulled my mouth back from Stevie’s butt.

“What?” I asked.

“She doesn’t have a pussy, babe. Stevie isn’t like other girls. She, um, has a few extra things,” Rachel chimed.

Both girls giggled and shrugged. I, meanwhile, stood there dumbfounded. “I don’t get it.”

Stevie reached back and pulled the rest of her thong to the side, revealing a bulbous, pink taint and a tight ball sack.

My eyes grew giant in my skull. “What?” I said, shocked.

“But… she’s so fucking hot. There’s no way,” I said, shaking my head.

Rachel and Stevie laughed. “Stevie is transgender, babe,” Rachel said to me. “I… I wanted to tell you sooner, but, um, you were already so attracted to her, I figured this was a nice way to surprise you,” my girlfriend laughed.

Stevie looked back at me and said, “I hope you’re not upset at us. I feel like it was a dirty trick.”

I honestly did not know what to think. Stevie reached down and pushed her dick downward so I could see it. I saw her pink, six-inch shaft and her sack. It felt fucking surreal. She had a cock and balls… but she was a fucking girl. I knew she was a girl. She was more like a girl than, well, plenty of girls I knew!

I didn’t know how to respond. I only knew that my cock was throbbing between my legs. I never expected to be in this situation—asked to decide whether I would do anything sexual with a trans girl. And yet, now that she had sucked my dick and eaten my ass? Now that I had eaten her ass? I knew the answer very well. It didn’t fucking matter what was between her legs. Because I wanted to bury my cock deep inside her butt—end of story.

“I didn’t know if I should tell you—but that wouldn’t be very nice,” Rachel giggled.

Stevie and my girlfriend seemed to get amusement out of putting me in this situation. I knew that there was only one way to save face; to fuck Stevie’s brains out and show her that I was perfectly fine with all of it. And each time I caught a glimpse of that pink, puckered asshole, I knew it was the truth.

I spat on Stevie’s asshole and then did the same with my cock-head. Once I polished it, I pushed the head against Stevie’s butthole.

She moaned and squeaked with surprise as I pushed my dick-head into her warm, moist butthole. I felt as her gooey hole stretched around the tip of my cock.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. It felt fucking amazing. I didn’t care. In fact, it started to turn me on knowing that Stevie had a dick and balls right there between her legs. I even reached down and grabbed her balls. I squeezed them and when she moaned, it felt like bliss. Her asshole tightened quickly around my cock—a reaction to the pain. I loved it. I continued to grab her balls as I pushed my dick deeper into her gooey hole. Each inch I shoved my dick, I felt more of her heat strangling my shaft. I moaned and huffed with pleasure as I drove deeper into her hole.

“How about that?” I growled, and spanked Stevie’s butt.

“Mm,” Rachel grinned. “Babe, you own that pussy,” she said. “I didn’t think you’d really do it.”

“Why not? She’s still a fucking slut,” I grinned. “She wants it, and I want to give it to her. And… fuck… she feels so fucking nice around my dick,” I huffed.

I pumped back and forth, growing faster and deeper with my thrusts. I wanted to hear Stevie moan as I stretched her wide and took her. And soon enough, she did. She threw her head back and groaned as I split her open.

“Babe,” Rachel said to her. “How is it?”

Stevie winced and said, “He’s so big… but I like it. I love the pain.”

I thrust balls-deep into her butt and suddenly felt her sack up against mine. I don’t know why—it should have repulsed me—but it turned me on so fucking much to feel her ballsack against mine. I almost exploded deep in her ass when I felt that.

I adjusted to squat in a doggy-style position as I continued to thrust, downward and deep into her butt.

“Fuck… fuck me,” Stevie moaned.

I plunged deeper and faster. I felt the familiar tension grow in my balls and my cock as climax flickered in the distance. I was approaching quickly, though. I knew that, much more of this, and I was going to cum so fucking hard.

I looked down and saw Stevie grabbing her cock. She jerked it fast and huffed with pleasure and abandon. Eventually, she moaned softly and blurted, “I’m cumming.”

I felt her butt tighten around my thickness. It felt amazing to know that she was cumming while I plunged deep inside her butt. It made me want to cum at the very same time. In fact, I warned that I was close, because I did not know how much longer I could hold-off.

“Cum in me,” Stevie said. “I want to know how it feels.”

To hear her beg me like that made me unable to control myself any longer. I let go and crossed the threshold. The pressure built so hard and heavy that when it broke, I didn’t know if I’d be able to continue squatting. My legs burned like fire as the explosion drove down my shaft and I injected my seed deep inside Stevie’s bowels.

“Oh… fuck! Agh!” I cried out, as Rachel came down and grabbed my balls, softly. It was something she always liked to do when I fucked her. And now, even though I was blasting my load deep inside this transgender girl’s ass, Rachel wanted to feel my heavy balls, anyway. I groaned and panted as I emptied my virile sperm deep inside Stevie’s butt.

Our bodies were sticky with sweat by the end of it. I couldn’t believe what I had done; not just because Stevie was trans, but because Rachel had watched. She’d never watched me do anything with another girl. But now, she had seen me fuck her best friend, of all girls!

I pulled my cock from Stevie’s ass. I honestly expected my dick to be dirty—it was anal, after all, and I had no experience to know whether or not it would be dirty. But my cock was clean as a whistle. Stevie had kept herself ready to go and I wondered how long she and Rachel had been preparing for this.

I sat back on the sofa and caught my breath as Stevie turned around and eyed me. She smiled. Rachel came and sat beside me and stroked my chest. “I didn’t think you would do it,” my girlfriend said.

“Why’s that?” I asked.

Rachel shrugged. “Because you’re such a ‘macho’ guy,” she grinned.

Rachel turned to Stevie and said, “I guess you win.”

“What?” I asked, confused.

“Stevie and I had a bet. We’d made it before you came home from work. She thought she could get you to fuck her, even if she was trans,” Rachel explained. “I didn’t think you would do it, though. But I was wrong,” she laughed.

“Pay up,” Stevie said.

“What do you have to pay?” I asked my girlfriend.

“Um,” Rachel said, blushful. “I’m supposed to let you… fuck my butt, now… while Stevie watches.”

I grinned. I couldn’t believe my luck. Not just one hot girl was giving me her ass, but two? I’d already pinched myself, but I didn’t see how I could not be dreaming. It was all way too good to be true.

“I can’t believe you let me do that—even if it was for a bet,” I said to Rachel.

“Well, I’d never have let you fuck another girl if it weren’t for the bet—so you got lucky, I guess,” Rachel explained.

“So did I,” Stevie grinned.

“So, you’ve really never had a dick, before? Or was that a lie?” I asked Stevie.

“It’s true—or at least, it was true,” she grinned. “I can still feel the evidence of that.”

This remark made my cock hard all over again. Rachel eyed it—as did Stevie.

“I guess you’ve got some work to do,” Stevie said to my girlfriend.

“You’re lucky I lost the bet,” Rachel said to me, and kissed me on my lips.

“That makes two of us,” I laughed.

“So, would you fuck Stevie again, now that you know she’s trans?” Rachel asked me.

“Why not? Didn’t you hear how hard I came?” I said with a grin.

“Damn,” Rachel said.

“What?” I asked.

Stevie laughed. “That was yet another bet we had. She didn’t think you’d fuck me a second time after finding out about me,” Stevie said.

“So, what does she have to pay up for losing that bet?” I asked.

“She has to let you fuck me, again!” Stevie grinned.

My cock throbbed as I watched Stevie and Rachel begin to suck my cock together. I put my hands behind my head and watched as both gorgeous girls slid their tongues along my shaft and I felt my balls grow heavy all over again.

It was going to be a long, hard night—all thanks to my girlfriend’s bet. I wanted to be upset with Rachel for so easily assuming I wouldn’t fuck a trans girl. But then, if I had to be honest, I don’t know that I would have agreed if I had not found out when my dick was hard and I was horny as could be.

I later warned Stevie and Rachel about how potentially dangerous such a trick could be. Not all guys would be as cool about such a thing. Stevie rubbed this in Rachel’s face; she already knew this. Apparently they had played a similar trick with Dillon, or “Big D” from college. He hadn’t been so willing to fuck Stevie.

Oh well; all the more sweet ass for me! I was already fantasizing about feeling Stevie’s balls for a second time as they pushed up against mine. I watched as both girls sucked my cock and I actually started to wonder whether Stevie would let me try sucking her dick!

I decided to sit back and let the evening unfold naturally, though. For all I knew, Stevie and Rachel had already made a bet about whether I would be willing to suck Stevie’s dick.

If that was the case—well—Rachel was going to lose big. Soon enough, I would have both girls bent over—their butts in the air—ready to be pumped full of my cock.

Rachel may have been the loser that night. But I was ready to win all night long!


Secret Girl





I slid the panties up my legs and felt a tidal wave of adrenaline crash deep inside me. The panties were not just panties, but a thong. To wear a pair of girl’s panties might have been sexy enough, but a thong? My cock was so hard I wondered how I would ever fit it inside the skimpy, silky little pistachio-green thong.

But then, I’d managed it many times before!

Such was my life as of late, ever since I had discovered the sweet pleasures of dressing like a girl. It was not just the thrill of dressing like a girl, though. It was the excitement and the risk. Of course, I never wanted to get caught. How could a guy like me get caught wearing girl’s clothing?

I’m Brett Hollister, and at the time I was the high school’s star quarterback of our small farm town of Louisville. I was eighteen, but I did not know who the hell I was supposed to be—or wanted to be—until I tried on a pair of panties and a bit of makeup.

I was so damn tired of having to be the “alpha” or whatever. I wanted to let loose, let my hair down, and cross my legs. More than that, I wanted to dress up in the dirtiest, skimpiest and most girly clothes I could find. I couldn’t tell you what it was. I’m not a psychologist, after all.

All I know is that I wanted it bad. I wasn’t gay, and I’m not gay today, either. It was never about being attracted to guys or anything. It was about feeling pretty and feeling sexy. And ever since I first tried on a pair of my girlfriend, Leslie’s, panties, I knew there would be no going back.

But the more I did it, the more I felt my odds of being caught would increase. After all, the more times you do something wrong, the higher the risk of getting caught, right? And as far as I knew—and my girlfriend and the rest of our entire town—a guy dressing up as a girl was one of the most wrong things somebody could do! Sure, maybe if I had been a guy who was already effeminate, but even that they would have had a problem with. But I was a big, tall, muscular football jock.

I was supposed to be focused on football and pussy—nothing else. At least, that was according to my pops and all my teammates.

It was silly, really, the first time I tried on a pair of my girlfriend’s panties. She was out of town on some weekend trip with her girlfriends from the cheerleading squad and her parents were chaperoning. We didn’t live together yet, but I was house-sitting while she was away.

Her neon pink thong was slung over the edge of a hamper. I saw it and at first thought nothing of it. I was too busy playing video games on her widescreen television. But, the more I looked at it, the more curious I was about it.

I wish I could remember just what it was that made me want to try them on, but I don’t. All I remember was grabbing them, sniffing them, and holding them up against my hips. It turned me on to hold Leslie’s panties, especially since we had not had sex yet. The mystique of holding a pair of panties that had been pressed against her pussy left me hard in my pants. I was eighteen, but I was still a virgin. Maybe that was part of it. Of course, Leslie was eighteen and also a virgin. But that sort of thing was never as big of a deal for girls, I guess.

Leslie seemed poised to wait indefinitely, whereas I wanted badly to get laid.

Regardless, it made me hard as a rock. I wanted to chase the feeling, and so I got the wild idea to actually masturbate with her thong wrapped around my cock. I slipped out of my pants and my underwear and slid her thong around my stiff cock. I wrapped the ultra-soft, silky panties around my shaft and stroked it between my cock and my palm. It did not take long before I felt the familiar ache and tension up my legs and in my core. My balls grew swollen and heavy and I bit my lip. I wanted something more, but I did not know what “more” meant.

I had a sudden impulse to wear Leslie’s thong. I wanted to have her panties around my hips so that when I came, I would do it right inside her thong. The idea of blowing my load inside her dirty panties after they’d touched her pussy left me on the edge of climax before I had even gotten the panties on!

I stepped into the leg holes of the thong and pulled it up. It was like something clicked in my brain when I felt the “whale tail” of the thong slip between my butt cheeks and sit tight against my asshole. The moment the thong was around my hips, I looked up and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror’s reflection. I only had time to bite my lip and wince before I started to cum without even touching myself.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned, as the hot, heavy load of cum pumped out and flooded the inside of the panties. I felt it gushy and gooey as it pooled down over my balls and soaked into the front pouch of Leslie’s thong.

“Fuck,” I panted over and over, as I saw my cock throb violently inside the front pouch of the thong.

My legs felt weak and shook and I finally had to sit down on the edge of the bed. Little had I known, but my adventure was far from over, because I took yet another look at myself in the thong and felt compelled to play with my asshole. The moment I did, I slipped into another climax. There was something about the tension of the thong against my cock and the pleasure of caressing my ass with the thong pulled to the side. I couldn’t understand it—couldn’t even begin to understand it. But I was hooked.

I “borrowed” four more pairs of Leslie’s panties and wore them about until I inevitably came in each pair. I did a quick load of laundry before she and her parents came home the following week. I was worried that I had not covered my tracks well enough, but Leslie never seemed to find out.

When we eventually did have sex, she wore the very same neon pink thong that I had cum inside of that very first time. Seeing it around her hips, hugging her and knowing that I, too, had worn them around my body left me ache and throb inside my pants. We made out and eventually got naked and after Leslie sucked my dick, she got on top and rode me. My cock pushed into her tight, warm slit and my eyes rolled back until she grinded herself to climax and I quickly followed.

It was one of the most intense orgasms of my life. But sadly it was only a close-second to the most intense orgasm of my life: the first time I came inside her pink thong.

Eventually, Leslie and I would fool around and I introduced her to a “kink” that I had discovered in which girls would give hand jobs to their guys and, when they were ready to cum, the girls would pull the front of their panties open and let their guy cum inside the front pouch.

Leslie was unsure about it at first.

“You sure I won’t get pregnant?” she asked.

“You won’t. I promise,” I assured her. “It’s not going to go anywhere near your insides, anyway,” I explained.

Leslie was not thrilled about it; especially considering those first few times we’d had sex and not used a condom. We had both grown very worried when she said that she had felt “off” and scrambled to find the “morning after” pill. After this, we always made sure to use protection.

I was secretly a bit worried to cum inside Leslie’s panties while she was wearing them. But I didn’t care, if I am being honest. I was too driven by my lust. It was the closest thing to cumming inside my girlfriend’s panties while I was wearing them.

Eventually, I decided to stop asking Leslie if I could cum in the front of her panties. Of course it turned me on greatly to do it, but I could tell Leslie did not understand and I did not want to be seen as a guy with a weird fetish by my girlfriend. I didn’t think it was weird. I’ve always been pretty open minded. But I knew Leslie was different. She came from a well-to-do family and they were always very prim and proper about doing everything.

If it wasn’t for the fact that I could throw a football better than anybody else, I would have been a nobody in our town—certainly a nobody to the likes of Leslie and her folks. And even though my football talents had led to several girls chasing me, I wasn’t about to rock the boat or do something that would make Leslie think I was strange.

I grew desperate, though. I was too worried to order panties online and have my parents find them before I could grab the delivery from the doorstep and I was too nervous to buy panties at the store. But I was also way too nervous to try and steal a pair of panties from my girlfriend, despite the fact that I was certain I could play it off as a common fetish guys have.

Eventually, Leslie and I got an apartment off campus when we started college the following fall. I’d intended to break up with her. I felt that it would have been better to go into college single, especially because I could then buy my own panties and have them delivered to my apartment without having to worry about being intercepted.

But, I was too damn attracted to Leslie. And when we both committed to the same college, it was an easy choice.

At first, I was still the new grunt on the college football team. But, having had plenty to prove, I excelled and moved up until I was the starting quarterback.

Football was the most important thing in my life. I was on a mission to go pro and before I knew it, I had my face on the banners around the college campus. I was a star in an even bigger town.

But because of this, my dirty secret felt all the bigger and all the dirtier to me. I wasn’t just a farm-town quarterback, now. I was playing in games that were sometimes nationally televised. People knew who I was. I had fans. I actually got fan mail and girls who waited outside the stadium, wanting me to sign their pictures and sometimes even their tits; Leslie was not especially happy about that, but hey, I had to please the fans, right?

For a while, I’d put my panty habit to rest. In fact, for the first year at college, I had been too busy to pay it much attention. Leslie was riding my dick so often I didn’t have time to think of much else, anyway. She was jealous and determined to make sure my eyes did not start to wander. The more I realized how desperate she was to keep me, the more I realized I could get away with more; that I could be a little vulnerable myself.

Sure, I wasn’t going to admit to her that I wore panties. But it was good to know that maybe—just maybe—if she caught me, it wouldn’t be the end of the world. Still, I wasn’t about to take that chance.

But eventually after my first season ended and I had more time after classes, I got back into wearing panties. It was easier than ever, too, now that my girlfriend’s panties were in my own apartment. Leslie was busy with cheerleading and with the gymnastics team in the afternoons, so I had ample opportunities to wear her panties.

But my habit began to evolve. Like any fetish, it became more complex—more complicated. It wasn’t enough to just wear my girlfriend’s panties around the apartment. It still made me hard as a rock. But I wanted to feel even sexier.

So, I upped the ante and things got a bit riskier. I started wearing my girlfriend’s bras. If it wasn’t for how stretchy they had been, they never would have fit me—a guy who was much taller and wider than she was.

I worried that I was going to stretch out her clothes and she would wonder if I had been wearing them. But this thought was kept deep in the back of my mind. I figured I would make up some sort of excuse if she ever approached me.

I was too busy having fun, after all.

And I had plenty. I wore her bra and panties, and started dabbling into her makeup and perfume. I only wore the perfume when I knew she would be gone for a few hours; so that I would have time to wash it all off in the shower.

I’d wanted to buy different perfumes, but I was far too worried that Leslie would smell them on my skin and assume I had been cheating on her with other girls. There were times when I almost wished that I’d been a cheater instead of a cross-dresser. It would have been simpler in a lot of ways. In fact, I knew Leslie probably would have forgiven me for being a cheater much sooner than if she discovered I was wearing her panties!

Eventually, I wore my girlfriend’s makeup, thongs, bras and even her stockings. I started shaving my legs, along with the rest of my body. Leslie had asked about it once, after discovering my smooth skin during sex. But I made up an excuse about how it affected performance on the football field. Of course it was bunk, but Leslie didn’t know any better.

I shaved my asshole, too. I felt especially turned on looking at my shaved cock, balls, taint and asshole in the mirror. And I felt even more turned on when I was wearing a thong and pulled it to the side to reveal my asshole.

Eventually, I even bought a butt plug. I was not sure what I was getting myself into by buying one. I wasn’t sure if it was going to “make me gay.” Of course, looking back, it was laughable. But I was raised conservatively and didn’t know any better.

I slipped the butt plug into my hole and felt the big, cold bulb as it stretched my asshole. The tip of it—the part that stuck out of my ass—was a pink, jeweled cap that was shaped like a heart. I particularly liked to wear it while wearing a pair of Leslie’s pink lingerie that matched the plug nicely.

I didn’t know what I was doing, or what my goal was. But it didn’t matter. I was exploring myself and I was enjoying it all.

But it all changed on a rainy afternoon when I thought Leslie would be gone for a while.

Leslie had bought a new thong. It was pistachio green. She’d worn it once, before and it was in the hamper. I decided I wanted to wear it for the afternoon. It had been so soft against her mound when she rubbed her body up against me. All I could think about was how soft it would feel cradling my sack.

And my theory was correct. I slipped the thong up my legs and felt it snug around my sack—silky and cool. I was always so frustrated by how much better girls got it than guys when it came to underwear. They are allowed to have fun. We guys are allowed basic and bland things. We don’t get to have ‘cool’ and ‘silky.’ We get to have cotton and maybe, if we’re athletes, we get some stretchy mesh stuff.

Yawn!

I was walking around in our bedroom—all made up and dressed—when the door cracked open. Leslie had already started ranting about one of her friends on the cheerleading team and the girl’s ‘loser boyfriend.’ Ironic, huh?

I’ll never forget Leslie’s eyes. They became massive; wide green orbs that seemed ready to blow out of her skull. Her long, blonde hair danced about as she cocked her head a few times and put her hand on her hip.

“Brett?” She said, her lips hanging open.

I turned bright red for a moment beneath the perfume, the makeup, the thong and bra and stockings. I even had the butt plug lunged deep in my ass.

I felt a tremor of terror drive through my heart like a stake. I knew I had two options; I could act repentant and grovel at my girlfriend’s feet.

Or I could own it. That’s right. I could fucking own it. I could be proud of it.

I fully expected to grovel. But when the moment arrived, I simply grinned at Leslie and said, “You act as though you’ve never seen a guy in panties, before.”

“Babe, what are you… oh my god,” Leslie said, shocked.

“Calm down,” I said. I was growing more nervous by the second. My only strategy was to act confident and poised, but I knew that if Leslie gave any hints that she was going to disown me, I was going to fall apart and go into meltdown mode.

“Babe, you’re… you’re wearing panties? My panties?” Leslie said quietly. Her face was contorted and tight in a way I couldn’t quite decipher. It was bright red and she looked deeply ashamed.

But it didn’t feel as though she was laughing at me. This felt different.

“I can’t believe this,” Leslie said. She buried her face in her hands and looked ready to cry, almost.

“Babe, come on,” I said. “It’s not that bad.”

“I’m sorry,” Leslie said. “I… I love you so much. I can’t believe you would do this just to turn me on.”

“What?” I said, more confused than ever.

“You can give it up, Brett,” Leslie said, with an embarrassed expression. Her eyes seemed to avoid meeting my own. “I know you found the pictures on my laptop.”

I said nothing. I was too confused.

“Look, I… I don’t know why it turns me on, okay? I just… I get really aroused seeing guys wear panties and stuff. I never expected for you to find out, though!” Leslie said.

“And for you to mock me like this? I… I can’t believe you would rub it in my face like this,” Leslie continued, on the verge of tears.

“Your laptop?” I said, before realizing the golden opportunity I had been handed.

“Right… you laptop,” I continued. “Well, I… I was doing something else and I found those pictures… the ones you just mentioned… just now… and yeah… I found the pictures you are talking about… the ones with guys in panties,” I said, wandering aimlessly through my sentences as I tried to piece together a strategy.

“And, um, I was going to prank you about it, but then, I don’t know, I started liking how it felt. It’s actually really nice,” I said.

“What? Really?” Leslie said, eyeing me.

“Yeah, it’s turning me on, too,” I said, grinning.

“You’re not just saying that are you?” Leslie said.

I shook my head. “It’s weird, but yeah, it turns me on to wear your panties. Look at how hard my dick is. It’s obvious, isn’t it?” I continued. “Of course, I was only trying them on so that I could prank you. And it’s not like I’ve ever done this before. But now that I’m trying it—for the very first time—it’s kind of hot. Don’t you think?”

I was shamelessly lying. Of course I had been wearing panties for a couple of years by that point. But I couldn’t confess it—not when I had been given the most fortuitous save of my life. I couldn’t believe how lucky I had gotten, and I was ready to squeeze every drop out of the opportunity!

“It is hot,” Leslie said. “It’s really turning me on right now.”

“Good,” I said.

“So… did you like anything you saw in the photos?” Leslie asked me, as she stepped towards me and caressed my skin. Suddenly, I felt her hand slide down and her fingers dance over the front of the thong. She thumbed the crest of my cockhead as it pressed against the inside of the pouch and I shuddered.

“Yeah, I liked it all,” I said with heavy breath.

“Really?” Leslie said. “You’re into all of it?”

“Yeah, totally,” I said, not willing to say anything that would ruin the moment.

“Wow,” Leslie said. She bit her lip and looked at me with the most ‘fuck me’ expression I’d ever seen on her face.

Only, she apparently did not have anything of the sort in mind. She had it quite the opposite.

“Well, then, if you’re going to be a naughty slut, then I guess you’d better get treated like one,” Leslie said.

“Come on—cat walk for me,” Leslie said. “Show me what you’ve got.”

“What?” I said, confused.

“Catwalk, bitch! You’re a worthless slut—a runway model whore, so start walking up and down. Model those slutty panties for me. I want to see you walk back and forth for me,” Leslie demanded.

I was surprised by her tone and her words, but I did it, anyway. I felt sort of excited by the way she was talking down to me, too.

“That’s it,” Leslie said, whistling and hollering at me. “You’re a dirty little whore, aren’t you?”

Leslie then disappeared to her closet. She reemerged with a wig. I couldn’t believe it. It was a short, chopped wig of copper-red hair. “Come here,” she said. She sat the wig on my head and made it fit nice and snug.

“Now keep walking—back and forth,” she said.

I obeyed her until she sat on the bed and slipped out of her skirt until she was in only a thong of her own. “Come here, bitch,” she said to me. “Eat this pussy like the dumb whore you are.”

“Babe, are you…” I started, but Leslie quickly snapped her fingers and chewed, “Now, bitch!”

“Yes,” I said.

I rushed over and yanked the thong to the side. I started eating Leslie’s pussy. Eventually, she was annoyed by my ‘performance’ and patted me on my head. “Stop, stop. You know, for a girl, you suck at eating pussy,” she said, rolling her eyes.

She yanked her thong down and off her legs. I was hornier than ever wearing her panties while looking at her rosy, ripe pussy all spread open for me.

But Leslie was far from finished. She hopped up from the bed and grabbed me. She tossed me down onto it so that I was bent over the edge with my chest down against the mattress. I felt Leslie behind me, yanking my thong to the side.

“Let me show you how a girl eats pussy,” she said to me.

Leslie then gasped and said, “Holy shit. Is that a butt plug? Wow, you really are a slut, aren’t you? You went all out to show me what a whore you are, babe.”

I bit my lip and felt embarrassed. For whatever reason, the butt plug seemed another level beyond the cross-dressing. I was not certain how my girlfriend would respond to her man having something up his ass with a jewel-encrusted handle.

Leslie wasted no time, though. I felt as my asshole gripped around the butt plug, not wanting to give it up as Leslie began to yank it out of my steamy hole.

“You’re pussy is so tight,” she said to me. “It’s a boy-pussy, really,” she said. “A bussy,” she continued, with a laugh.

I suddenly felt her tongue slide down against my asshole. I howled with pleasure as she began to eat my ass like it was a fucking feast. I couldn’t believe it. Her tongue explored my hole—rimming around it and even dunking into it. She had never done this before—never gone near my asshole. But she undoubtedly had smelled the vanilla body-lotion on my taint and asshole. She had seen the butt-plug and felt how smooth-shaved my body was. She knew I was not a typical jock anymore. I was a guy who knew how to groom himself and make himself nice and squeaky clean, just like a girl!

And now, I felt rewarded for it. Every few moments, I would feel a sting as Leslie spanked my ass cheeks as hard as she could. I would tense up and cry out.

“Cry for me, bitch,” she said. “You’re such a worthless sissy bitch,” she said.

I had, of course, not seen any of the porn on Leslie’s laptop that she had referenced. But I was beginning to wonder if it was of the ‘femdom’ persuasion. I realized that my girlfriend not only had a fetish for guys in panties, but she liked to see them bossed about and made into “sissies,” too. I’d never considered any of this. But my cock was hard and throbbed each time she demeaned me. I realized that I, too, seemed to enjoy this.

She buried her mouth back into my ass before pulling away again and spitting onto it. “You’re bussy is nice and sweet. You know, I figured you’d taste nasty. But nope—a nice, sweet bussy,” she said, giggling at the term.

“Stay like that,” she said, and disappeared to her closet once again.

A few minutes later, she emerged with a big, black dildo hanging from a belt that she had fastened around her hips.

“Shit,” I said quietly.

“You like my big black cock, you dumb sissy whore?” she said. “You going to suck it for me? Are you going to show me what a slut you are?”

I said nothing and Leslie cleared her throat. “Are you? Speak up, you dumb bimbo!”

“Yes,” I said.

“Yes what?” Leslie said.

For a moment I was clueless. She rolled her eyes and said, “Yes ma’am. It’s yes ma’am. You’d better not slip up, again, either. And speak nice and cutesy like a girl!”

I obeyed Leslie’s orders and she came around and wagged the big, fake cock in my face. I had felt pretty good about the size of my own dick—nearly seven inches. But this was probably at least eight, maybe nine inches and almost as thick as a soda can. It was intimidating to say the least.

“Suck it, bitch! Now!” Leslie said. She stuck the cock in my face and I opened my mouth.

Leslie stuck the cockhead into my mouth and I began to suck it. I of course felt a bit weird about it—emasculated. But then I looked over and saw myself in the mirror. What I saw was a sexy girl, bent over and sucking a big dick. I felt OK with it knowing that the dick was not real. I wasn’t into guys, obviously. But seeing Leslie with a big dick and towering over me? Fuck it made me hot and horny. And when I got horny, I was ready to do anything my girlfriend asked of me. Sucking a big, fake cock was easy enough when I was horny!

So I did. I slobbered all over the head of the big cock. I tried to take a good amount of it inside me, but it was laughable. I never realized just how big a dick could be when it came to oral sex. I could only fit the head in my mouth before I felt like I might gag or my jaw might stretch too wide.

Leslie seemed unimpressed and crawled around behind me. I suddenly felt the tip of the rubber cock as it rubbed against my slightly gaped, rosy asshole.

I moaned as I enjoyed the sensation of the caressing against my hole. “Mm,” I sighed.

“You like that? You want a nice, big dick inside your bussy, don’t you?” she crooned.

“Mm, it’s so cherry red and ripe for a big, strong cock,” Leslie taunted.

“Just… be gentle,” I said, obeying her and making sure my tone was girlish and cutesy.

The truth is that I loved every moment of it. I had been the alpha and the dominant in our relationship ever since we had met. But now? I was dressed as a girl and following Leslie’s every command, as if I truly was some sexy, useless whore. It left my cock oozing pre-cum in my panties until I could feel the wet stains as it soaked through the front pouch.

My asshole clenched with want as she continued to rub the tip of the cock against it.

“Do it,” I said, so quiet that I knew Leslie couldn’t hear me. I did not want her to hear me beg. But I couldn’t help but let it slip from my lips.

And, as if she had heard me, she shoved the head of the fake cock into my asshole. I was ready for it. I’d relaxed myself and my ass for it. But even then, it was so fucking fat that I felt an intense pain as it drove into me.

“Fuck,” I grunted.

“Yeah, you like it, don’t you, bitch?” Leslie said, as she spanked my butt. I couldn’t believe how bossy and demanding my girlfriend was being or even could be. I’d never imagined that my petite, sweet girlfriend could become such a tyrant in the bedroom. She was beginning to seem much bigger than I. I liked it that way, too!

“That’s it, be a good little girl,” she said, and I felt the cock plunge deeper into my butt. A few inches into my canal, I felt an intense ache and fiery pain.

“Oh… fuck,” I grunted. “Slow, please,” I begged.

Leslie slowed down, but to make up for this generosity, she spanked my ass even harder than before. This left my hole clenching tight around the dildo, which was already stuffing my butt wide open.

Leslie spat on the cock and continued to pump in and out of my ass in little, shallow movements. Each time, she sank deeper into me. She was good at working me open. Eventually, the pain turned somewhat vague. And a little while after this, I only felt a strange, sweet fullness in my ass. It was the most incredible feeling I had ever experience, to have my butt so stuffed and filled. As Leslie pumped back and forth, I felt the head of the cock as it massaged against something in my butt—something that left my cock flaccid, yet oozing more pre-cum than ever before.

“Is your clit nice and wet?” Leslie said. I suddenly felt her reach down and grab my cock through my thong. “Oh, nice and soft and wet,” she said, giddy.

“Good,” she continued. “It shriveled up when I put my big dick inside your butt; it shriveled to the size of an actual clit,” she laughed, and teased the tip of my cock through the front of the thong.

I winced with pleasure and huffed as Leslie began to pump deeper and faster into my asshole. The pumps were slick and wet and smooth, and the faster she went, the more I wanted.

“Oh, fuck…” I moaned long and low. I didn’t care if Leslie knew I enjoyed getting fucked in my butt by a massive black dildo. I couldn’t deny it or hide it any longer—not when the pleasure continued to ripple through my loins.

My balls tightened up and my cock remained soft. And yet, pleasure swarmed through my body and made me feel as though I might actually climax. I did not understand it. It made no sense to me. How could I possibly orgasm if my dick was not rock-hard? Surely, I figured, this was impossible and some sort of fake feeling.

But the more Leslie pumped into me, the more like I felt I was about to cum—and the more I moaned like it.

“Fuck… f—fuck,” I cried out.

“Are you going to cum for me? You’re such a slut that you’re going to cum on my cock, aren’t you? You dumb whore,” Leslie said, laughing at this.

I suddenly felt her hand reach around and inside my thong. She cradled my flaccid cock and my tight sack as climax took hold of me.

“Cum for me you dumb whore,” she whispered softly into my ear. “I’m rubbing right against your p-spot, aren’t I?” she said, laughing as she pumped as a deep, downward angle. The thrusts were shallow but fast, as if she knew exactly what she was doing.

My face tightened and I cried out as the long dribbles of cum began to slip from my soft cock and fill my thong pouch with warm, gooey sperm.

“Oh… fuck,” I cried out for what felt like a few straight minutes. My legs shook and trembled, my ass clenched around the big cock and I felt a fire in my body, even as my legs felt nearly numb from the blissful pleasure. Leslie did not flinch. She continued pumping shallow and slow, right into my prostate. She giggled as she teased my cock and felt the cum spill from it. “You’re so wet—what a dirty slut!” she laughed.

“You’re going to mess your panties like a real slut,” she continued.

Leslie finally pulled her big, fake cock from my butt and spanked my cheeks a few final times. When she pulled out, I fell forward with my belly and chest against the bed and my ass in the air. My body trembled and I continued to moan while Leslie unlatched the dildo from her hips and came to sit beside me.

“Wow, you’re such a whore,” she said with a laugh. “I thought you would like my dick but I didn’t think you’d get dick drunk from your first time. You’re going to be an even bigger slut than I thought,” she said.

I huffed and said, “So, you still like me?”

Leslie giggled. “Yeah, babe. I can’t believe you would do all of this for me. I thought you were going to dump me over my habit. But instead, you’re willing to participate in it just to make me feel better.”

“Well,” I said, “not exactly.”

“What do you mean?” Leslie said.

“Well, um… I lied. It was all a really lucky coincidence. I was dressing up like a girl because, well… I’m into it. I’ve been into this for a while, now,” I confessed.

Leslie bit her lip. She did not say anything at first. Eventually, she nodded and gave a soft smile.

“You like dressing as a girl, though?” she said to me.

“Yeah,” I said. “I hope you’re okay with it.”

“Are you kidding?” Leslie laughed. “I already told you it’s my biggest kink,” she said.

“But,” Leslie warned, “You’re my bitch, now. You’re going to do whatever I tell you from now on. And that means you’re about to become my own personal fuck-doll. You’re going to be just as pretty as my cheerleading teammates, too.”

“Babe, I’m the head quarterback. We can’t get carried away with this,” I said.

“Well, then you’re going to have to obey me, aren’t you? I’d hate for everybody to find out that you like dressing as a girl and taking a big cock up your butt,” Leslie said.

“They’re not going to find out, either way,” I said to her.

“Maybe—maybe not,” Leslie laughed.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, I recorded our fun tonight on my laptop webcam,” Leslie said, pointing to her laptop, which had been open on her desk the entire time. The small lens on the top of the screen stared me down like an omen and I felt a sinking sensation in my gut.

“It already sent a copy of the video to my cloud account, too,” Leslie smiled.

“So, you’re going to do everything I say from now on. And starting tonight, you’re going to be known as Brenda,” she said. “I think that suits you.”

“Babe, what are you doing? I… I have a reputation,” I said to her, shocked at her blackmail.

“Well, then you’d better work hard to keep me satisfied, huh?” Leslie said. “Don’t worry, babe,” she continued. “During classes and football games you’re going to be Brett. But otherwise, you’re going to be Brenda. You’re going to be my newest girlfriend! And as long as you don’t disappoint me, nobody on the team or on campus—or even back home—will ever know!”

I couldn’t believe I was suddenly at my girlfriend’s mercy. I suppose I asked for me, being so risky as to steal her panties and wear them behind her back.

“Now, I think it’s time for Brenda to try on some new clothes so we can hit the club tonight with my friends,” Leslie said. “We’re going to go boy watching and I’m sure your teammates will be at the club, so let’s find you an outfit so you look as authentic as possible.”

I felt a tremor of fear up and down my body as I thought about being my girlfriend’s cross-dressing servant indefinitely.

And yet, I felt a throb inside my thong at the very idea!


Bussy





I groaned and tightened my fist around my dick. I heard the front door open just as the urge to cum swelled deep inside my body.

I was in my room, sitting back on my bed and stroking my hard dick furiously to an intense finish. It had been a few days since I’d had the chance to jerk it, thanks to the grueling, late-summer football practices that Coach Stevens had served up for the varsity team.

I watched the model that filled my laptop screen, mesmerized. It was a girl with her legs spread eagle; her rosy pussy nice and glistened with her slick pleasure. She grinded her fingers against her pussy and whimpered with pleasure, just as I jerked my dick and the surge of pressure rose in my thighs and filled my sack. My balls felt heavy like concrete as they pulled up against my body and I chewed my bottom lip to stifle my moans.

“Fuck,” I sighed, as the white gushes pumped from my cock and caked my abs with a warm, sticky glaze. Rope after rope, I moaned and exhaled deep as the tension finally released like high tide returning to the shore.

“Brian?” my roommate, Corey, called me.

The voice neared my bedroom door and I heard Corey’s muffled tone on the other side of the cheap wood grain.

“Hey, bro,” Corey said.

“Hang on,” I called.

“Come out here and meet my new girl, bro,” Corey said.

“Yeah, yeah,” I said, as I reached for a towel and wiped the evidence of my jerk-off session off my cock and my stomach. My abs and chest continued to heave as I caught my breath and shook my head. The shudder of post-orgasm filled me and I smiled.

I wondered whether I should light a candle or something, just in case my room smelled too much like cum, but I figured I wasn’t going to let Corey’s new girlfriend in my bedroom—why would I? I’d have to be getting lucky for that to happen, and I wasn’t going to do my buddy like that.

“Come on,” Corey said, annoyed. “She’s outside on the phone but she’s coming in at any moment.”

“I know, bro!” I shouted back. “I’ll be right there,” I repeated, and took a long, deep breath, as I looked myself in the mirror. There, I saw my reflection—a tall, narrow eighteen year-old High School Senior with a big of scraggy facial hair on my jawline and neck, along with a tuft of short but unkempt dark hair, thick brows and matching dark eyes.

I was lucky in that my parents had let me sign a lease and move out to an apartment near campus a month before I graduated high school. But, it wasn’t helping me get girls any more than I was, before. In fact, I’d been in my apartment for a week by that point and still hadn’t done anything more in my bedroom than jerk-off and sleep.

I thought about the girl that I’d just jerked it to as I slipped a shirt back over my body and I pulled a pair of loose jeans over my boxers. Her name, or at least her “internet name,” was Celeste. She was a cam model on a website that I’d started frequenting more and more over the weeks. There was something I really loved about cam porn; as opposed to the boring old videos I had known my entire life.

Cams were live and unpredictable. And best of all, I could chat and communicate with the porn-star. Nothing compared to being able to tell the girl how fucking sexy she looked with her ripe, swollen pussy on display for me. Sure, I had to pay a few “tips” to her for the luxury. But it was worth it. I made enough at my part-time job in the evenings to throw ten to twenty dollars a week at my dirty little secret.

Corey, as far as I knew, had no idea that I was into it. We’d talked about watching porn, before. But we never talked much about what specifically it was that we liked to watch while jerking-off. I’d known Corey for two years by that point. He, too, was an eighteen year-old and a senior at the same High School. We knew we would be going to the same college about thirty minutes from home, and neither of us could seem to wait to get out of our boring town, so we got our apartment together, thanks to a bit of help from his parents.

I always felt a bit awkward next to Corey. We both had muscle, but I had more. What Corey lacked in brawn, he had in “beauty,” I guess—not that I noticed it, personally. But Corey was a “pretty boy.” I had scruff and was a bit rough around the edges. It was hard for me to ever get myself to look good enough for, say, a ball or a dance or something. Corey looked made to be on a stage with a boy band or something.

Because of that, we always ended up with very different sorts of girls. I remembered when he dated a girl junior year of high school. She was a stuck-up bookworm type. She turned her nose up at anything I said. Little did she know I wasn’t just an empty head with muscles and a pair of balls. I like to read fantasy novels and play MMORPGs—the same sort of thing in which she professed to be interested.

But, that’s just how it went. I always seemed to attract the wild extroverted girls. They weren’t anything unique or special, but they were easy and they liked big guys like me. And I sure wasn’t going to turn them away whenever we ran into them at the under twenty-one bars in our hometown or in the halls of school.

It all came with the territory, really. Corey played the position of kicker in football; the traditionally small and slender guy on the team. I was a defensive tackle; a big guy who was as tall as I was wide. Of course, being eighteen, I was confident but not that confident.

I was always curious to see what sort of girl Corey was dating. And now, his new girlfriend would be the very first one that either of us would bring home.

I opened the bedroom door and stepped outside. Corey was looking at me, nervous and visible frustrated.

“Dude, what’s up?” I said, pretending that I had just been sleeping.

“She’s outside,” Corey said.

“And?” I said. “Is there something wrong with her?”

A smile came over Corey’s lips, cool and easy. He looked love struck. His blue eyes were full of hope and it almost made me sick from the saccharine tone of his voice.

“She’s perfect, bro,” he said to me.

“Well, what’s her name?” I said, unimpressed by this invisible girl.

“Fantasy,” Corey said.

“Fantasy?” I said, with an abrupt chuckle. “Is she a stripper?”

Corey’s brow furrowed and he frowned. “Bro, that’s fucked up.”

“What? That’s just… an imaginative name and all. Is it her real name?” I asked, rubbing the back of my neck.

“Why do you have to bust my balls all the time, dude?” Corey said, scowling.

“Bro, I’m not doing any of that. I’m just… I don’t know. You get super worked up over girls and then when something happens you come crashing down. I don’t want to see you crying a river after ‘Fantasy’ plays you,” I explained.

Corey rolled his eyes. “Whatever.”

“Whatever? What about Lindsey?” I said, recalling a girl who had cheated on him only a week after he had come to me with nearly the exact same love-drunk look on his eyes.

“Or Isabella? From biology class?” I continued, referencing a girl who had dumped him the very same night he’d introduced her to his parents as the ‘love of his life.’

“Okay, fine,” Corey relented. A grin began to form on his lips. It was a sign of admission.

“But Fantasy is different; I know it,” Corey said. “She’s perfect.”

“Perfect?” I said, with disbelief.

“Yeah, bro. She’s so fucking hot and honestly, unless, like, she has a dick between her legs or I find out she killed her last boyfriend, she’s the perfect chick,” Corey beamed.

“You haven’t had sex with her yet?” I asked.

“I’ve only been seeing her for a week,” Corey said, rolling his eyes. “I’m not as good at moving fast like you are—you know that,” he continued.

“Moving fast?” I laughed. “I got a couple of drunken girls at house parties to fuck me but it’s not like I’ve got some special talent for it. Come on,” I said.

“You know what I mean, though,” Corey said.

Corey whispered quickly, “If I’m lucky, we’re going to fuck tonight after we get back from the game.”

“Well, then, let’s hope that she doesn’t have a dick between her legs,” I said with a grin and a playful shove.

“She would have told me that,” Corey said. “That’s ridiculous, anyway. She’s fucking hot. I would be able to tell with something like that.”

“You think so?” I said, laughing.

“Yeah. Why? What’s so funny,” Corey said.

“I don’t know,” I shrugged. “I’m just… I’m not willing to say anything with certainty, is all. You’ve always been over confident, though.”

“Whatever,” Corey said with an annoyed sigh.

“So, what if she has a dick and she killed her last boyfriend?” I said.

The front door started to open and Corey glared at me. “Okay, whatever—just shut up, already,” he whispered.

The late afternoon sunlight crept in through the front door and nearly blinded me for a moment. I wasn’t about to see much of anything, including the figure in the door.

I squinted and that’s when I saw her.

I couldn’t believe my eyes when she walked through the door. She had a wide grin on her lips—cocky and self-satisfied.

She was tall, slender with a slight curve to her hips. She had a pair of big boobs and gorgeous blonde hair that flowed down to the cleavage in her tight-fitting top. She had a million-dollar smile with wide, curious green eyes and carefully manicured brows and pouty, pink lips.

I was surprised. She didn’t look at all like Corey’s type. She didn’t look exactly like a stripper. But she certainly looked a bit too experienced for my pretty-boy roommate that was for sure.

I had to admit to myself that she was attractive and that I was a bit envious of Corey. But from the moment I saw her, I had a strange, nagging sensation in the pit of my stomach. She looked incredibly familiar; so familiar that it was all I could think about, even as she walked casually towards me.

“Babe, this is Brian,” Corey said, introducing me.

“Um, hey,” I said, with a small, friendly wave and a smile.

“Hi,” she said, in a smooth, deep tone. She had the timbre of a woman who might sing jazz ballads. At once, the strong scent of vanilla and jasmine crowded my nose.

Who IS this girl? Fuck… I know I’ve seen her, before, I thought, as Corey suggested we all sit down in the living room for a moment. I didn’t think it was necessary, but I did not want to disappoint my new roomie, so I obliged him.

“So, you guys both go to the college over here?” Fantasy asked.

I looked at her, unsure of what to say. I looked back at my buddy, who was winking, and knew to nod.

“Um, yeah,” I said. “We’re… freshmen?” I continued, afraid to say the wrong thing. But, the look of approval on Corey’s relaxed face seemed to tell me I was right, again.

“College boys—sexy,” she said, smiling at me.

“Hey, now,” Corey said. “Don’t get any ideas,” he added with a laugh.

“It’s okay, babe,” Fantasy said, eyeing Corey. “You’re roommate is hot, but I like you, too,” she laughed. Corey smiled at this, but I could tell he was annoyed.

I was not sure what to say to this remark or how to receive Fantasy’s compliment. I gave a half-smile and said nothing, but I tried quickly to change the subject.

“So, um, what do you do, Fantasy?” I asked her. “Like, for a job?”

Corey looked at me as though he wanted to shoot daggers with his eyes. I did not know why he was so bothered by the question. He must’ve believed I was going to insinuate that his girlfriend was a stripper. He should have known that I was more of a gentleman than that! But, sure, I couldn’t help but see what Fantasy had to say.

“I have a work-from-home job,” she said. “It’s in the entertainment industry,” she said.

“Fantasy is going to be an accountant for big actors one day,” Corey said.

Fantasy laughed and rolled her eyes. “I don’t know about that. But I’m studying to get my certifications.”

“At the college, here?” I asked her.

“No, no,” she said. “I do it online. I love that you can do just about everything on the internet these days.”

“Right,” I said. I did not think much of this for a moment. But there was something about the way that Fantasy accentuated the word ‘everything’ that finally made me realize why I recognized her.

The revelation in my mind just about knocked me over. I couldn’t fucking believe it. My heart started to speed in my chest and my hands grew a bit tight and balmy as I realized that my buddy’s new girlfriend was a fucking transgender cam model on the website I frequented. She was named Fantasystarlet69 on the website, and I’d seen her a few times. I did not go looking for trans porn, but I was tricked the first few times into thinking Fantasy was going to have a pussy down between her legs. So, I watched her cam, only to realize that she had a big, throbbing cock that swung between her long, slender thighs.

I couldn’t help but leer at her. I choked up and suddenly lost all the casual and relaxed mood that I’d brought to the living room. Instead, I felt tense as adrenaline pumped through me.

I felt tension in my pants, too. I didn’t know why. I was never really turned on by transgender girls. Yet, having the “fantasystarlet69” in my living room, and knowing all the dirty things she did on the internet left my dick harder than I ever expected. And, truth be told, Fantasy was way hotter in person than I ever could have expected. She looked more beautiful than most girls I’d dated, to the point that she could have nearly fooled me all over again into believing she had a pussy down inside that little skirt of hers.

I wondered if she could tell that I knew her secret. Her expression seemed to change to something cold and guarded not too long after I remember who she was.

“So, um, what exactly do you do online?” I asked.

Corey cleared his throat, but Fantasy simply smiled, as if happy to play this game of wits. She lifted a brow and said, “I help people with their problems.”

“Um, babe, did you want to grab a bite to eat before the game?” Corey then asked.

“Actually, I was thinking you could pick us up something from that Chinese place on Maple Street; the place we ate at last week that was so delicious?” Fantasy said.

“Um, sure,” Corey said. My buddy hesitated for a moment, brought out his phone and punched the order into the app.

“It’s going to take thirty minutes to get over there in this traffic. Um, is that okay?” Corey said, with evidence on his face that he was annoyed by this fact more than his girlfriend.

“That’s fine, baby,” Fantasy said, without looking at him. Instead, she continued to play with me using her gaze. It was unflinching and aggressive. But I didn’t flinch, either. I was turned on, but I was more intent on outing Fantasy for trying to fool my roommate and my buddy.

“Well, um… I guess I’m going to go get it, then? See you in…” Corey said, looking at his phone. “See you in an hour… I guess?”

“Thanks, babe,” Fantasy said.

“Are you not going to be bored here by yourself?” Corey said. “You sure you don’t want to come along?” Corey eyed me and I could tell that he was paranoid I was going to steal his girlfriend or something. Of course, if he only knew the truth about Fantasy, he wouldn’t be so worried about this.

“I’ll be fine, babe. I actually have a few things I need to do for work on my phone,” she said. “It would be easier here on the sofa. And besides, your roommate, Brian can keep me company,” Fantasy said, smiling.

“Right,” Corey said.

He turned his eyes to me and said, “Hey, um, can I talk to you for a moment?”

“Definitely,” I said, “All too ready to lay the truth on Corey.” I was already planning to try and deliver the news as easily on him as I could when we rounded the corner and stood in the hallway.

“Bro,” Corey whispered. “What are you doing?”

“What am I doing? What are you talking about?” I said, offended that Corey was blaming me for anything.

“You’re eye-fucking my girlfriend. And she’s into guys like you. You can’t just let me have a girl like Fantasy for a change?” Corey said with a frown.

“Dude, I need to tell you something right now about your girlfriend,” I whispered.

“What?” Corey said, agitated.

“I know that girl,” I whispered. “She’s on one of the porn sites I go to.”

“Porn?” Corey said, laughing. “No way. And if she is, well… that just makes her even hotter. But you’re wrong,” he dismissed.

“That’s not all,” I said.

Corey cocked his brow.

“She’s… she’s got a dick, bro,” I said.

Corey’s face contorted and immediately he began to laugh and shake his head. He patted me on the shoulder and said, with condescension, “Maybe lay off the porn, bro. You’re starting to see every girl as a porn-star.”

As Corey started to walk away, I caught his shoulder and said, “And if I’m right?”

“Well, you’re not. And if by some one-in-a-billion chance that you’re right, then that’s fucked up because she would be leading me on when I’m not into that kind of thing. But, like I said, Fantasy is hot and she’s all mine. And you’re just jealous,” Corey said. He held a smug grin on his lips and started back into the living room. He pecked Fantasy on the cheek as she stoically scrolled through her phone. Finally, he disappeared out the front door.

I walked to the door and locked it with the second deadbolt, so that Corey did not accidentally walk-in right after leaving. I was planning to confront Fantasy, but I wasn’t sure exactly how to do this.

Luckily, I didn’t have to worry about it for very long. Fantasy turned her green eyes at me and her pouty, pink lips curled into a satisfied grin. “I know you know who I am.”

“Wh—what?” I said, incredulous. I looked at her as I stood by the door.

“Come on,” Fantasy said. “I’ve seen that look a few times, before.”

Fantasy’s voice was a touch deeper, now, and she relaxed her posture a bit.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“I think you do,” Fantasy said. “Do you like watching me?”

I bit my lip and shook my head. I wanted to deny everything Fantasy was saying, but the bulge in my jeans was no secret. I didn’t have the biggest dick, but it was a nice seven-incher that was pretty obvious when it got hard.

And Fantasy’s eyes looked down at it. I cursed the fact that she was so fucking hot, even when I knew her secret. But it didn’t deter me. It was odd in that way. Seeing her on the screen, it was easy to dismiss her as just a “chick with a dick.” But up close and in person? Fuck… she was all girl. And she was turning me on in a way I never thought remotely possible.

“So, what am I going to have to do to keep my secret safe with you?” she said to me, as she sat her phone down and crossed her arms.

“Well, you could start by telling Corey the truth,” I charged. “He’s not into girls like you, you know. You’re just leading him on, and that’s fucked up.”

“The term is ‘trapping,’ by the way,” Fantasy said. “And usually when guys get into bed with me, they don’t care as much that I have a bussy instead of a pussy.”

“A bussy?” I said.

“You should know that term if you know who I am, baby,” Fantasy winked. “If you don’t know what a bussy is, I guess I’m going to have to teach you, aren’t I?”

“Well, I look at pussy when I’m on that cam site. I see you, but that doesn’t mean I watch you or jerk it to you,” I explained.

Fantasy nodded and grinned. “Well, ‘bussy’ means “boy pussy.” The more you know,” she said with a giggle. She spread her arms out as if presenting some invisible graphic for this infamous phrase.

I nodded and pretended to not care about this. But I immediately imagined Fantasy’s bussy in my mind; her slick, bald asshole tight and ready to spread open around my big, fat dick. I felt my shaft throb in my pants and I hated how much Fantasy was getting in my head. But it worked. I was too horny to think straight.

Of course, I didn’t want to fuck my best buddy’s girl. But, I knew Corey wouldn’t want anything to do with Fantasy once he found out the truth. And maybe I could somehow shield him from it and let him down easy.

I decided I’d rather Corey think that his new girlfriend was a whore who cheated on everybody than somebody who had decided to fool him from the get-go.

“Good to know,” I said to her.

“Come here,” Fantasy said, patting the sofa space next to her. “I won’t bite—unless you like that.”

I walked over and sat down. I could feel her body warmth next to me and I could smell her scent. I wanted to rip her clothes off and fuck her brains out. I wanted to plunge my dick so deep into her “bussy” that she was begging for mercy. It made my dick rock hard just to think about it.

I can’t do it… I can’t fuck her. I’m straight… I mean… I like girls with pussy, I thought, confused with my feelings.

“So, are you going to tell Corey or should I?” I said to her.

“Look,” Fantasy said, running a hand through her long, blonde hair. Her skin was so fucking smooth and flawless up close. Her cheekbones were like alabaster with rosy, apple blotches on each mound.

“I really like Corey. I’d like to see where this goes,” Fantasy explained. “Please don’t tell him. Let me do that.”

“And when are you planning on doing that?” I asked her.

“I noticed that you’ve got him paying for everything. He told me yesterday that he’s helping you pay off your nice, new car. Are you just using him, then? And that’s why you don’t want him finding out?” I said.

Fantasy should have been upset at this accusation. Instead, she chuckled and rolled her eyes.

“Seriously, don’t tell him,” she said. “I… I don’t know. Corey is sweet and all, but it’s not like we’re planning to have sex or anything.”

“No, you’re not planning on it. Corey most definitely is,” I explained. “You need to tell him the truth—or I will,” I added. I picked up my phone and was ready to text a message to Corey. Of course, I had already tried to tell him the truth. It did no good.

But Fantasy did not know that. And I wanted her wrapped around my finger. The trapper was about to become the trapped.

“Okay, okay,” Fantasy said. “I can tell you’re serious, so, just, um… what can I do for right now?”

I suddenly felt the blonde girl’s hand on the inside of my thigh. It was hard to push her hand away. In fact, I didn’t push it away. I didn’t do much of anything but enjoy the sensation of her touch.

“You like that, huh? I’ve got a few things you’d like,” she said.

“Come on,” I said through my heavy breath. “This is the same tease you use to get tips online,” I said to her. “You’re not planning to do a damn thing—we both know it,” I continued, clutching my phone.

“Well,” Fantasy said. “I bet I can get you to drop your phone.”

I watched as the blonde girl dropped to her knees. She unbuttoned my jeans and unzipped them. She reached inside my pants and found my hard dick.

I moaned softly. I tried to be quiet. I didn’t want her to know what she was doing to me. But it was a bit late for that, considering that her hand was on my painfully hard dick. She knew just how hard she had made me.

I looked down into her cleavage. She’d had a boob job because she didn’t seem to have rubber fillers or anything. It turned me on to see her big boobs hanging in her bra as she fiddled with my dick.

“Yeah,” she said softly.

“That’s not enough,” I said to her. “Get down to your panties for me. I want to see you better.”

“Wh—what?” Fantasy said, with a nervous laugh.

“You heard me. If we do this, we do it my way. No teasing. You do what I tell you, otherwise Corey is going to find out about you and it’s ‘goodbye sugar-daddy,’” I warned.

I could tell that this frustrated Fantasy. I liked it, though. I liked seeing her have to put her mouth where her money was.

And I knew how much it meant to her, too, because she stood up and began to strip for me. I watched her wiggle out of her clothes until she stood before me in her bra, her thong and her high heels—nothing more.

“Fuck,” I grinned. My dick was somehow harder than it had been, already, as I looked at her tall, svelte figure. I looked down and saw a decent bulge inside Fantasy’s panties. It turned me on to know that she had a big dick, too. I don’t know why, but knowing that she was all dolled-up like some beautiful college vixen, but had a big dick hiding in her satin panties, left me desperate to see it; to see her bussy.

“Come on,” I said. “Twirl for me,” I ordered, like some sleazy old boss instructing his secretary to beg for her paycheck.

I put my hands behind my head and watched as Fantasy turned about. I saw her tight, toned little ass with the thong-string running down her crack. I saw the bulge of her taint and her sack as she bent over and revealed herself to me.

“Fuck,” I moaned.

“You don’t sound like somebody who was watching pussy on that website,” Fantasy grinned.

“Don’t worry about that,” I said to her. “You get over here and show me how much you want me to keep your secret.”

Fantasy turned around and walked towards me. She dropped to her knees and grabbed my dick before yanking my boxers and pants down to my knees.

I looked down and saw my big dick, fully hard, pointing right into the air. I jerked it a few times as Fantasy looked at it and grinned.

“You know… you’re kind of an asshole, but your dick is big,” Fantasy said with a laugh. “So are your balls.” She immediately wrapped her fingers around the base and began to tug my dick.

“That’s it,” I taunted her. She looked up at me—her green eyes nice and big and obedient. “Go on,” I said. “It tastes as good as it looks.”

I know I was being cheesy and corny and whatever else. But, fuck… I felt empowered by the fact that I had something to hold over this girl. I wasn’t going to let it go to waste. I let myself be as corny as I wanted!

Fantasy slid her lips over the head of my cock. I looked down as her pouty, pink lips made the rosy head of my dick disappear like it was a magic trick. I felt her warm, wet tongue slide over my cock and I breathed heavy and fast.

“Fuck,” I moaned. She knew how to suck a dick—that was for sure.

I watched her, conflicted. I can’t believe I’m getting my dick sucked by a girl with a dick of her own… fuck… she’s so good at it, though. This can’t be real, can it? I thought.

Honestly, I wondered if it made me gay—the fact that I felt like I could shoot my load right down Fantasy’s throat. But I didn’t care. Of course, I knew it didn’t. Fantasy wasn’t a guy, anymore. She was a girl—there was no doubt about it. Just because she had a dick didn’t mean she couldn’t be a girl—not when she was turning me on so badly.

She must be a girl, because only girls turn me on, I thought, with my own harebrained logic.

Fantasy stroked the base of my dick while she continued to suck the upper half of it. I didn’t last very long before I felt my thighs tighten and I pulled it out of her tight seal.

“Fuck,” I said with an exasperated laugh.

“Bad boy,” she said to me. “You were supposed to cum and I would swallow.” She tried to be coy and silly, but I wasn’t having it.

“I’m not shooting my load into your throat,” I said to her. “I’m going to get a taste of that bussy, first,” I smiled.

Fantasy looked hesitant for a moment. Finally, she relented.

“Fine,” she said, stroking my wet dick a few more times. “Just… fuck, be gentle, okay? You’re dick is kind of big.”

“I know what kind of dildos you use,” I said to her. “I’ve seen them in your shows. I don’t think you’ll have any problems. Now, get that bra and panties off—go on,” I insisted.

I laughed and watched as Fantasy obeyed me. I watched as she stood and faced me. She huffed and removed her bra. At once, her big, milky-smooth boobs bounced out of their fabric shells and I bit my lip. I wanted to grab them and massage them.

She then stepped out of her panties and her own seven-inch dick spilled out. It was more tanned than the rest of her—more tanned than my dick, too. Her balls were decently-sized, too, and even darker than her dick. Her sack was tight and leathery but swollen and full.

I couldn’t believe what I was looking at. It fucked with me, but only because my dick was so fucking hard and ready to plunge into her asshole.

“Come over here and turn away from me—bent over so I can get a look at your ass,” I said to her.

As if a runway model taking directions from her boss, Fantasy came over and turned away. She then did a smooth, deep bend forward, like a stripper performing a show. Her long, blonde hair rushed towards the floor as I saw her rosy, bald asshole spread open for me.

I don’t know what came over me, but I immediately grabbed her ass cheeks and dug my fingers into them. I spread them open and buried my face into her ass. I immediately slid my tongue against her hole and she moaned and whimpered with delight.

“Fuck,” Fantasy said. “Wow.”

I spanked her ass a few times and continued eating her tart, clean hole. I never thought I would eat ass before. I sure as shit never thought I would eat a trans girl’s ass, either. But there I was, feasting on her sweet little hole, coaxing it open with my tongue’s caress.

“Oh, ugh…mmm,” Fantasy moaned over and over.

What am I doing? What the fuck am I doing right now? I thought, as I moved my tongue down and slid the tip of it against the back of her ball-sack. I licked it and even sucked one of her balls in my mouth. I then reached forward and grabbed her stiff dick. I gave it a few strokes as I continued to eat her asshole and tease the backside of her ball sack with flicks of my tongue.

“Fuck… ugh,” Fantasy groaned, frustrated by the assault of teases.

Her sounds turned me on even more. It was becoming impossible to keep from fucking her, especially now that I’d tasted and tongued her tight hole. I slid a finger into it and the sound Fantasy made—the deep moan—left my dick too hungry to wait any longer.

“Get down here,” I said to her. Fantasy backed her ass up and I slid my dick between her butt cheeks a few times.

I then spat on my dick and pushed the tip against her hole.

“Fuck… go slow, please,” Fantasy said. I grabbed both her sides and pulled her down. I watched with utter fucking delight as her pink asshole split open and began to swallow my cock. At the same time, I felt the warm, slick canal sucking me in.

“Oh… fuck, ugh,” Fantasy said, groaning. “Shit,” she inhaled.

“Mm, fuck,” I growled. I spanked her ass a few times and laughed. I watched her ass lower down, all as I watched her dick and balls dangle between her thighs. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. But I loved every second of it.

“Come on,” I said, hungry for more of her warm asshole to envelope my shaft. I grew impatient and hungry, and thrust my dick deep into her butt. Fantasy winced and moaned, but she didn’t stop me.

Instead, she climbed back and began to ride me in reverse-cowgirl. I felt as her tight asshole munched nearly my entire shaft into it. I felt her heat around my dick as it throbbed and I tried my best to keep from blowing my load too early—a problem I never thought I’d have from fucking a girl with a dick!

Fantasy began to ride me like a pro. I should have expected that, right? I looked down and watched as her asshole swallowed me cock, spit it back out, and swallowed it all over again.

She began to gyrate her hips and moan deeper and deeper. I brought my hands around the front and massaged her tits. Her nipples were stiff and firm. I then moved down and found her dick. I grabbed it in my fist and began to stroke it. I could feel the oozing pre-cum on my fingers. I could tell I was doing something to her.

After about ten minutes of riding me, I heard Fantasy exhale heavily, “Keep going… don’t stop… I’m going to cum.” I felt her asshole clench tight around my cock and her entire body trembled.

“Oh, fuck!” she cried out. I could feel her hot ropes of cum spill over my fingers as I continued to stroke her dick.

I couldn’t hold back any longer, either. The sensation of knowing that I’d made her cum left me wanting to do the very same thing. I winced and felt the impending climax.

“You’re going to make me… fuck… I’m going to cum,” I said, as the sensation snuck up on me.

Fantasy didn’t pull up off of my dick, though. Instead, she began to move her hips smoothly, round and round, and my cock dunked in and out of her tight hole until my balls swelled and I knew I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Oh… shit!” I cried out, as the force of my cum blasted straight up into Fantasy’s butt. At the same time, she sat all the way down on my shaft and I felt the tip of her wet dick drizzle cum onto my sack. I don’t know why, but this sent me over the fucking edge and I came even stronger than I thought I would.

My legs were wild and restless and my gut was impossibly tight as I felt my cock throb and inject Fantasy’s bussy with every drop of my virile load. Dizzy with pleasure, I even had to remind myself that I was fucking an asshole, and there was no need to worry about pregnancy. Fantasy’s “bussy” felt so fucking good, I was panicked for a second that I was about to impregnate her.

By the time I finished pumping my load into her, my balls had pulled up so tight in my sack I had to work to find them! I let my head fall back and I smiled as Fantasy wriggled her butt up and off of my dick. At once, my load came drizzling right back down on my dick and balls and I couldn’t help but laugh.

“I hope you’re happy,” Fantasy said. “I don’t really fuck guys. But you just had to go and find out my secret.”

“Too bad,” I said with a dumb, easy grin on my face.

Fantasy actually seemed quite annoyed and flustered. I didn’t care, though. She tried to trap my buddy, and I wasn’t going to have that.

Of course, I knew that I was obligated to keep her secret, now. I didn’t feel too bad because I knew how much of a horn-dog Corey was. He was going to want to have sex soon enough, and then he would know the truth.

With any luck, Fantasy would be knocking on my door when Corey dumped her.

But if not, I always had her web-cam show. Needless to say, it was going to be quite a different experience watching her cam online now that I’d gotten her bussy up close and in person!

“So, my secret is safe with you?” she asked me.

I nodded. “Yeah. I guess you earned it,” I said, looking down at my throbbing, wet dick.

“I’m going to go clean up,” she said.

As she left, she looked over her shoulder and smiled, “That wasn’t bad, by the way.”

“Tell me about it,” I smiled.

Fantasy disappeared and I suddenly realized that I no longer needed to talk Corey out of dating her. Instead, I needed to make sure he tried fucking Fantasy for himself. He might object at first, but I knew if I convinced him he might give it a try. And he definitely needed to give it a try!

I decided that my next job was to get Corey a nice helping of bussy for himself!

After all, what are friends for?


Big Bully





I hate Chris Porter.

I’ve always hated him. For four years he tormented me in the halls of our high school. Day in, day out, Chris seemed to have it out for me; targeting me with his wrath, as if it was some sadistic pleasure for him to make my life miserable.

I guess it makes sense, really. I’ve always been skinny and short. In Junior High School I ran cross-country track. I was made for it with my lean structure. Unfortunately, the benefits of my build begin and end with track.

Girls never thought much about me. I never once turned the eye of a girl in my four years of high school. And when I turned eighteen, I was still a virgin. Girls liked me; I got along with them very well. But, they thought of me more like a ‘brother’ and a ‘best friend,’ according to their own admissions.

“I like you because you’re not just a big, dumb jock with nothing but sex on his mind,” one of my good friends, Alyssa, had once confided to me. Of course, this same girl had just dated one of those ‘big, dumb jocks’ from the football team and had gushed to me—and her girlfriends—about how big his dick had been.

I must’ve seemed utterly useless to girls. They obviously thought of me as little more than a friend. To them, I was probably not much different from another girlfriend. I was skinny and small enough, after all. They didn’t know that my dick was small, but they probably already knew it.

I remember one of my friends, Katy, confessing to me that she thought one of the guys on the basketball team was cute. “I’ll bet his dick is really long since he’s tall.” Girls, apparently, attached penis size to height. That meant that I, who stood at five-foot-two-inches, was in trouble; especially given that my dick was, indeed, short—a solid four inches.

I could have gotten along during high school being an invisible fly on the wall; I was invisible to all the girls. But unfortunately, for whatever reason, Chris Porter knew I existed, and this mere reality seemed to have pissed him off.

I had known Chris since middle school. However he had not seemed to notice me until freshman year of high school. I don’t know why it changed, then. Perhaps it was the fact that, until that year, he and I were roughly the same size and height. But, suddenly, he came back from the summer vacation after Junior High School with wide shoulders and a towering figure.

He had looked a lot more like a man by that point, and with each year of high school that passed, only more so, to the point that during our senior year of high school, visitors to campus seemed to think he was a teacher or a coach.

I had wished that Chris’s maturity would match his appearance of age. But it had not. Instead, he decided to use his size and strength to bully guys like me around. I was not the only one, but I think I got the most of it.

Chris would shove me into the lockers and say stuff like, “Out of my way, bitch!”

By the time graduation neared, I was counting down the days in which I would never have to be around Chris Porter ever again.

But, two weeks shy of the very last day of school, everything changed.

For years, Chris had managed to evade detection when he bullied me. But, thanks to a few new anti-bullying initiatives by the city council and the school board, the teachers were expected to take a ‘zero-tolerance’ approach. This would have been helpful to me, but—typical bureaucracy—the rules appeared to punish the bully and the victim.

One morning, Chris had me by the front collar of my shirt. When one of the stricter teachers on campus, Mr. Blevins, caught sight of this, he rushed towards us with his finger wagging.

“That is detention right there! No fighting!” Mr. Blevins cried.

Chris released me from his fist and I quickly turned to Mr. Blevins, red-faced and huffy. “I didn’t do anything! I wasn’t fighting! He was messing with me!”

Mr. Blevins shook his head and, with his hands propped on his hips, said, “I don’t want to hear about who started it.” The man pulled a notepad from his pocket and began to scrawl onto it.

“Mr. Porter, I’m very disappointed in you. You know Coach Robinson is going to be upset, too,” Mr. Blevins said.

“I didn’t do shit!” Chris pouted.

Mr. Blevins stuck his finger in Chris’s face and said harshly, “You watch your mouth, mister, or you’re going to be pulling Saturday detention, too!”

Mr. Blevins tore the papers from his memo-pad and handed a copy to us both.

“I will be recording this with the assistant principal and Coach Robinson, so don’t try and get out of it,” Mr. Blevins said, before starting off.

Chris stomped away, too. This relieved me, considering I had expected the jock to immediately blame me for his detention and pound me into the ground, accordingly.

I was safe, but only for a few hours. The note had summoned me to an after-school detention arranged by Coach Robinson. Chris and I were to meet Coach Robinson in the football facility after school. I might as well have been summoned to an evil castle surrounded by a moat of lava. The football facility seemed rife with clones of Chris—all ready to kick my ass.

I somehow found the courage to walk to the football facility. When I walked into the small office belonging to Coach Robinson, I found Chris already sitting in the chair that faced his desk.

The man was stout and bald, with a thick, brown beard that seemed an attempt to overcompensate for the shiny dome atop his head.

“Come in here, Steven,” Coach said to me, waving his hand forward.

“Take a seat,” he added, as I stepped forward.

Coach looked down at his desk, seemingly disinterested in playing mediator between Chris and I. Chris simply glared at me. He was wearing a sleeveless, heather-grey shirt and a matching color of short football shorts. He looked sweaty, likely from a recent and grueling practice. I had an unadulterated view of his big, corded biceps. I realized only then just how muscular he truly was, and felt more intimidated by him than I had already been by that point.

“You’re both eighteen; grown men,” Coach Robinson said. “This behavior is unacceptable.”

“He started it!” Chris blasted.

“What? No I didn’t! You’re always messing with me! I never do anything but mind my own business!” I charged.

“Stop!” Coach shouted as he held up his hand. “That’s enough.”

Chris eyed me with contempt in his blue eyes. He brushed a hand through his golden, slightly curled hair. It was short, but outgrown enough to have curled at the ends from the sweat he’d earned in his workout. He had a strong jawline that seemed endlessly clenched, along with a hint of facial hair that peppered along it, as well as above his lip.

To me, Chris was not attractive. But I knew the girls at school found him irresistible. I knew because they had said as much in my presence; a revelation that always left my stomach churning with nausea.

I could agree that Chris was probably attractive in an objective sense. He was muscular and he had a nice smile and all. But, being a straight guy, I didn’t care much one way or another. I liked girls and I found only girls attractive. Of course, seeing as how I couldn’t get any girls to feel the same way about me, I knew most people—guys, especially—thought that I was gay, thanks to the lack of a girlfriend.

“Chris, you’re lucky this is your first warning. Obviously you’ve behaved yourself throughout these four years if you’re only just now getting into trouble,” Coach Robinson said. I rolled my eyes with incredulity and disgust at how laughably inaccurate Coach’s assessment had been.

“You have a clean record, too, Steven. Because of this, I’m going to let you two off relatively easy. You’re going to organize the locker room for a couple of hours and then you can go,” Coach Robinson decreed. “You’re both to stay here after school until five, making sure the football equipment is nice and tidy; is that understood? Nobody is going to be here, so it’s the honor system. But we have surveillance cameras at every entrance, so if either of you so much as tries to duck out a minute early, you’re going to be crying to your mommas—got it?”

Chris and I nodded quietly. I was relieved that I would not have to waste any more of my day for something I did not do. The only issue was that I was going to be paired alongside Chris, in a building where we were the only two people. He would be free to do anything he wanted with me.

I felt a lump in my throat and a few knots twisting in my stomach as Coach dismissed us.

I thought about trying to skip-out. What was the worst they could do? Well, I figured they could somehow withhold my diploma. And the absolute last thing I wanted was to be kept back even another day from graduation.

So, when the final bell rang, I headed to the football facility, and down into the locker room. I had a hope—a very desperate hope—that it would be Chris who would skip-out. Surely he will, I thought. He’s not just a jock and a slack off, but he’s one of the star players. I doubted that Coach would punish him for skipping out.

I stepped into the dank, musky locker room. It was empty, now, with only the faint echoes of people in the distant corridors. Every few moments the sound of the clanging, metal double-doors bounced about the space and I knew those same distant voices had exited the building for the day.

The locker room was dim, cold and smelled slightly of mildew. The scent lingered from the attached showers. The room was quite typical, a few rows of lockers that extended only a few inches above my head, along with long, wooden benches that ran down each aisle. I imagined the room filled with raucous, jocular energy after a practice or a game, in which dozens of half-naked (or maybe completely naked) football players would roam about the space, giving life to the space that, at that moment, seemed abandoned.

I looked around and saw a few random items strewn about on the floors. A few locker doors were open, and I even saw a few jock straps slung over the wooden benches. I couldn’t help but notice them—notice the plastic cups inside of them.

I sighed with relief as I saw a clock on the wall. Ten minutes had already passed. Under two hours until I’m free, I thought to myself. I walked to the far wall and saw a big, metal-grated gate. It was cracked open and inside was the supply room. I peeked inside. It was about the size of a bedroom, with shelves lining the walls. It was very messy, with so many items strewn about that it looked like a sporting goods store might after a tornado had exploded right down the middle of it.

I suddenly felt less enthused and relieved when I saw this mess. I walked a bit deeper into the closet and I saw a large laundry room. There were six industrial-sized washing machines and dries, and on the other side of the laundry room was another exit. I walked over and saw the door to this was cracked, too. I peeked my nose into the doorway and found that the cheerleading lockers were attached to the laundry room! I felt a lump in my throat and tension in my shorts as I imagined the dozens of cheerleaders that had walked through the aisles; the very sorts of girls that I often fantasized about and crushed-over as I passed them by in the hallways.

I did not dare walk into the cheerleading lockers. They seemed empty, but why tempt fate?

This was the most enjoyment I would get from the sight of the cheerleader locker room in private. Because moments later, I heard a voice that made me shudder.

“Hey dick-lick,” the voice called. “You going to try out for the cheer team?”

I turned and saw Chris standing in the supply room. He was wearing his same sleeveless shirt and shorts. He had no expression on his face—only a sort of dead gaze as he eyed me. I knew that anything could be behind that stoic expression, but it was more likely than not one of contempt for me.

“Whatever,” I said. I decided that the fewer words I spoke to Chris, the better. It would give him less to work with.

The jock walked over and lazily grabbed a set of shoulder pads. He set them back on the shelf with more care and consideration than I would have expected from him. It was almost as if—for a moment—he took a good deal of pride in the locker room.

“Come on,” he said to me. “I’m not doing this by myself, jerk-off,” he continued.

I walked over and grabbed one of the items from the floor. I set it on the shelf and Chris immediately grabbed it off the shelf and sneered, “Not there. It’s a pair of socks—it goes in the laundry basket.” He pointed as he tossed the socks at me.

I started for the laundry room when Chris said, “This, too.”

I turned at the very moment he launched a jockstrap towards me. It landed on my head, with the sports cup draping right down the front of my face.

“Fuck!” I gasped.

Chris exploded with laughter, as I smelled the tart, sweet scent of the sweat that had dried inside of it. I could only imagine the sweat on some guy’s balls that was now filling my nostrils.

“Fuck you!” I shot back, as I quickly grabbed the strap and tried to pull it from my head, only, the stupid strap had somehow tangled over my ear and it took a moment for me to unhook it.

Chris found this more amusing than before. He chuckled and I clutched the jockstrap in my fist, ready to launch it right back at his face. I knew that this would be a sure-fire way to get my ass kicked in a locker-room that was, now, so empty that nobody would be able to hear me scream.

Chris continued to organize as I took the clothes to the laundry room and set them down. I lifted the door to the dryer. I don’t know why, but I was curious to see what—if anything—was inside of it.

When I looked down into the dark, metal basket, I saw a pile of cheerleading clothes sitting inside of it.

“Mm,” I crooned as I bit my lip. I saw a pair of gold panties, along with a few green skirts and tops. Our school colors were gold, white and green—a predictable color scheme for a school with a mascot of an eagle, I guess.

I reached inside and stroked my fingers over the panties. I don’t know why I did it. Of course, if I’m being honest, I did it because I was aroused by it. I was touching a pair of panties that had been snug against one of the girls I probably thought about while I jerked it at home. Maybe it had been worn by Melissa Gilchrist, or perhaps Leslie Culpepper. I did not know, but I knew it belonged to somebody on the varsity cheer team.

“So you’re a perv, huh,” Chris said. His voice was right behind me. I dropped the panties and turned around to see him towering over me. It was only when he stood right up next to me that I realized just how tall and dominating he was. He was nearly a foot taller than I was, and probably weighed almost twice as much.

“You like playing with panties?” he mocked.

“Wh—what? No, I was just… putting those clothes that you gave me… um, in the wash,” I stuttered.

“That’s the drier,” he said. He yanked the clothes from me hand and tossed them into a nearby cart.

“I told you to put them in the basket, dumbass,” he chided. He chuckled and shook his head, as if he was enjoying my mistakes.

I turned pink in my cheeks and balled my fists. I wondered if I would get out of that locker room without finally confronting Chris and at least getting a punch off before he pounded me.

Chris came back and looked inside the dryer. He pulled out a pair of the gold panties and said, “These are clean. If you want to have fun, you need the dirty ones.” He walked over and looked in a large hamper. He began to dig through the piles of clothes and pulled out a gold thong. Immediately, Chris brought it to his nose and inhaled.

“Mm,” he grinned. “It makes me so fucking hard.”

I watched without saying a word. I wouldn’t dare criticize Chris, though I could not believe what he was doing. To me it was perverted, and yet, Chris was the one who had fucked half the cheerleading team.

If the girls on the team only knew that Chris was sniffing their panties right now, I thought. I rolled my eyes and sighed, Who am I kidding? They wouldn’t care if it were Chris doing it. They’d probably think it was hot.

Chris then tossed the thong to me and I managed to catch it, though my arms flailed about clumsily as I completed the pass.

“I can’t sniff these,” I said.

Chris laughed and said, “I forgot, you’re gay.”

“I’m not gay,” I protested. “I’m just not into sniffing panties without a girl’s consent.”

Chris stuck his tongue out and flashed a shit-eating grin at me.

“You know, you’re pretty pathetic,” Chris said. “I don’t get you, bro. You’re on this high-horse about not sniffing panties, yet you’re just a pathetic cuck.”

“A ‘cuck’?” I said.

“Yeah,” Chris said. “You’re hardly a guy. You might as well be a girl, really.”

“Whatever,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“See; that’s something a chick would say. You even rolled your eyes like one,” Chris said.

Chris reached into the hamper and grabbed a top. He pulled it out and handled it. It was green and sparkly, with the school logo impressed across the front of it.

“Put this on,” Chris said. He tossed it to me.

“What?” I said, scrunching my brow with incredulity.

“You heard me,” Chris said. “Let’s see what you look like in the cheerleading top,” he laughed.

“I’m not wearing girl’s clothing,” I said.

“Oh yeah? Well, then I guess I’m gonna’ have to pound your ass, huh?” Chris said.

“Go ahead,” I said. “Like that would be different from any other day,” I added with a sarcastic, yet jaded tone.

“You know what’s a shame? I’m going to have to tell Madison and Leslie that you were in here sniffing their panties. You’re friends with them, too, huh?” Chris said, crossing his arms.

“What?” I cried loudly.

“You heard me, bro,” Chris said, all-too satisfied. “Put on the top or I’m going to text them right now.” Chris then showed the screen of his phone. I squinted and eyed it. I stepped forward and that’s when I saw that Chris had snapped a photo of me when I had caressed the panties inside the dryer.

Fuck, I thought. How did he get that picture so fast?

I turned red and suddenly felt a bit more like groveling than I had fifteen seconds, earlier.

“Better hurry, bro,” Chris smiled.

“Hold on,” I said. “Stop. Just… whatever. This is dumb but I’ll do it. Just don’t text them, okay?” I said, desperate.

“Hurry up, then,” Chris laughed. He pointed to the top that I had let fall onto the concrete floor. I picked it up and felt the stiff fabric in my hands.

I shook my head. “Fuck you,” I said. “This is bullshit. They’ll never believe you, anyway,” I continued, with a sudden wind of defiance.

“Fine, then don’t do it and let them believe you instead of me,” Chris smiled. He smiled because he knew what I knew—that Madison and Leslie would believe him before they believed me. He had fucked them both and dumped them. They had both told me what a ‘jerk’ he was. And yet, I knew they were still smitten with him. I was not a fool. I knew what they probably thought of me; that I was just a weird, nerdy guy who probably liked sniffing panties, anyway. I had no chance, really.

It was not fair, but I couldn’t do anything about that—not at the moment. The only thing I could do was obey Chris, because he was bigger than I was, and he held all the cards.

“Go on,” Chris grunted. “Do it, bro.”

My face grew heated with frustration. I scowled at Chris and began to tug my shirt off. I slipped it off of my head and shook my hair back into place.

“Your hair is kind of long. It’s like you already look like a girl—this is just gonna’ seal the deal,” Chris laughed.

I rolled my eyes and bit my tongue as I began to tug the cheerleading top down over my body.

The top was polyester and tiny. It stretched around my upper body and sat into place. It was so short that it left plenty of room to show my navel.

“Oh my god, bro,” Chris said, laughing.

Suddenly the jock lifted his phone and snapped a photo. I couldn’t believe I had been so stupid as to make myself available for him to get photographic evidence of what I had done.

“All right,” Chris smiled. “Now, get the thong on,” he said.

He reached down and grabbed the thong that he had tossed at me and I had refused to hold or sniff.

“What?” I said, more shocked than before. “You’re full of it.”

“Bro,” Chris said, mocking me. “We’re going to make you a cheer girl; it’s the only way you can graduate high school with some purpose. You’re too much a pussy to be a guy. You lost your guy card,” the jock grinned. “Come on.”

He handed me the thong. I grabbed it and took it in my fist, though I had no intentions of actually putting it on. I was not about to get naked in front of my fucking bully any sooner than I was going to put on panties in front of him.

But Chris cleared his throat and said, “So, Madison and Leslie have to find out that you were not only sniffing their panties but you wore their clothes, too?” Chris said. He showed me the phone screen with the photo of me and the cheerleading top that straddled my chest.

I leapt forward to try and grab the phone out of Chris’s hand but he quickly pulled back his fist and gave a cocky smile. He wagged his finger at me and said, “No, no, no, bro.”

“Fuck you!” I said, charging at Chris. I tried to grab the phone from his hand, but Chris easily shoved me back. I felt such force that I thought I might go flying back against the laundry machines. And yet, Chris seemed as though he had barely touched me.

He laughed at this and said, “I’m gonna’ give you one more chance, bro. Put on the thong and the skirt and the stockings, and I won’t fuck with you anymore.”

Chris walked over and rustled through the pile of clothes. He pulled out one of the skirts—white skirt with a few green stripes to match the top. He also pulled out two sheer, white stockings. “Come on, bro. Dress yourself up like a pretty cheerleader. Maybe Madison will let you be an honorary cheerleader before you graduate.”

“Fuck you!” I cried, again. My cheeks were red with fury as Chris tossed the clothes at me.

I knew I had little choice, though. I could leave the locker room right at that moment, but then everybody in school would find a picture of me wearing the school cheerleading top in their text message inboxes. I was fucked. I knew I was. And somehow, the only way out of my hole was to dig even deeper into it.

I had spent four years alongside Chris. I knew well-enough how he operated. I knew that if I simply appeased him and did what he asked, he would get bored and move on. And then, I might be able to escape unscathed.

So, I looked down at the stockings, skirt and thong. I shook my head with utter disgust, even as the cheerleading top continued to hug my flat chest and dig into my armpits.

“One more chance,” Chris said. “Do I really have to count down?”

The jock smiled and said, “Ten… nine…”

“Okay, okay,” I said. “Fine.”

“Hurry up, then, bro,” Chris smiled.

“Hang on,” I said, as I grabbed the clothes and started towards the cheerleading locker room.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Chris said.

“Into the other locker room—to change into this shit,” I said, frustrated.

“Bro, just change here,” Chris said.

“What—in front of you?” I said. “I’m not getting naked in front of you.”

“Bro, you’ve never gotten naked in front of another guy. Oh, wait, I forgot, you’re a pussy. Of course you haven’t,” Chris gloated. “I know you don’t want to get naked because you’re afraid I’ll see your boner and you’ll realize that you are gay,” Chris said, with a boastful laugh.

“Fuck you,” I said. “I like girls.”

“Well, this afternoon you get to be one,” Chris said. “So that should be pretty easy, huh?” The jock held up his phone. His finger hovered over the screen and he said, “Now, hurry up because my finger is getting tired and it might just fall right down onto the ‘send’ button.” He laughed at this shitty joke.

Reluctantly, I turned away from Chris and began to unzip my shorts. I couldn’t believe I was actually doing it. But, I had no choice. I let my shorts fall down to my feet. I was so angry and full of adrenaline that I was not even embarrassed or nervous to undress.

I felt the cool air around my naked legs as I stepped out of my shorts. I grabbed the band of my briefs and took a deep breath. Fuck, I thought. I fucking hate him.

I yanked my briefs down and bent forward as I unhooked them off of my naked feet. I felt the cool air slip up along my ass-crack and against my cock and balls. I felt my genitals dangle down between my thighs. I knew Chris could probably see, at the very least, a silhouette of my dick and balls. I reached down and grabbed the thong and seethed because the feeling of the thong in my fingers made my dick begin to grow hard.

“Face me,” Chris said sternly. “Stop fucking around.”

I turned heel and faced Chris. I covered my cock and balls with one hand and with the other; I used the thong to hide myself.

Chris simply huffed, “Hurry up, bro.”

Hesitant and ready to call everything off, I found the courage to do it. I stepped into the thong and began to pull it up. As I did, I tried to hide my dick and balls, but I knew Chris had seen them.

“Damn, bro,” he grinned. “You’ve got a small dick, huh? That sucks.”

“Fuck you!” I charged.

As the thong pulled snugly against my waist, I felt the pressure of the cotton chamber around my cock and balls. I could not believe I was wearing a thong—a used thong—worn by one of the hottest girls in school. My dick swelled and the tension inside the thong grew immensely as I looked down and saw that the thong was hugging my hips.

“Bro,” Chris said, laughing. He lifted his phone and took another photo—sealing my fate. It was one thing to be photographed wearing a cheerleading top; but to be caught wearing a fucking cheerleading thong?

Fuck! I thought. How could I be so fucking stupid? Now he owns my ass! As angry as I was, I could barely hear myself think over Chris’s amused laughter.

“Go on—finish up, babe,” he said to me, and made a few kissy noises in my direction. “You look pretty hot, by the way. You’re making my dick hard.”

“Fuck you,” I said, and rolled my eyes. I quickly brought the skirt up around my body, desperate to hide the thong and hide the boner that was now forming a tent inside the gold panties.

“Go on,” Chris said, nodding as I snapped the skirt around my hips. “It’s all coming into place, now.”

I bent down and grabbed the stockings. One by one, I slipped them up my legs. The more clothes I put on, the harder my dick became. I could even feel the thong wetted by my pre-cum as my stiff dick pushed outwards inside the stuffy cotton panty.

Chris shook his head and continued to snap photos of me until I was done. He even rushed up and took a few ‘up skirt’ photos. “Nice,” he cackled.

The jock disappeared towards one of the shelves and returned with a couple of green and white pom-poms.

“Here, bro,” Chris said, tossing them to me. “Let’s here a few cheers about how much you like being a little cheerleading slut.”

“What?” I said—my brow knitting.

“Come on,” Chris said. “You’re already this far. Why piss me off, now?” he laughed.

I took the pom-poms. My lips were so tight with frustration that I wondered if I could even open them long enough to perform a cheer for the asshole.

“Let’s hear it, babe,” he said to me with a mocking grin.

“Ok…” I said, trying to come up with something to say.

“Give me a one… give me a two…” I said, as apathetic as possible.

“No,” Chris said. “Give me more passion!” he said, with a dramatic voice, jokingly pretending that he was a cheerleading coach or a theatre director. “More passion!”

“Give me an ‘f’…” I said, raising the pom-poms. “Give me a ‘u’” I continued.

“What’s that spell? F.U.!” I said with a fake cheer.

“Damn,” Chris said. “If you’re going to act like the head bitch of the cheerleading squad, then I guess I’m gonna’ have to treat you like it, huh?”

Chris stepped towards me. Suddenly, he towered over me all over again, and I was reminded of his dominating presence.

“On your knees, bitch,” Chris said.

“What? Why?” I said, confused.

“Because you’re a cheerleader, now,” Chris said. “And cheerleaders do what us football guys tell them to do,” the jock grinned. “Hurry up, bro.”

Confused and reluctant, I dropped to my knees.

I looked forward and saw Chris reach down and grab his shorts. He played with the band for a moment and suddenly tugged them down to his knees. Immediately, I saw a massive, pink, half-hard dick swing out, along with a set of low-hanging balls.

“What the fuck,” I gasped.

I looked up at Chris, who grabbed his cock and gave it a few tugs. I looked back down and watched as his big, limp dick, became less limp by the second. Instead, it stiffened and began to hold itself up—twitching and jumping as it rose into the air before my eyes. The pink, shiny head bloomed like a mushroom. I couldn’t believe how fucking big his dick was. I hated it, just as much as I was curious to watch it grow.

I looked down at his big, swinging balls, too. They seemed twice as big as mine. I had never felt so riddled with angst and frustration in all my life. I was dressed like some effeminate cheerleader—a completely ineffectual boy—while this jock towered over me and—literally—wagged his big dick in my face.

“Give it a few tugs, babe,” he said to me.

“Bro, what the fuck? I’m not going to touch your dick,” I said, feigning more disgust than I actually felt. Secretly, I was curious to know what the jock’s big dick felt like. I wanted to know how hard it was, how full it felt in my fingers and if it throbbed in my fist.

“Fine,” Chris said. He lifted his phone up and began to tap out a text message, all while his dick hanged there between his thighs, half-hard and throbbing. I looked at the veins. There was a particularly strong one that ran down the top of his dick. It looked as powerful as the rest of his tool had.

“Hold on,” I said. “Wait.”

“Do it, then,” Chris pressed. “You’re dressed like a hot little cheerleader, so you’d better be ready to put out like all the cheerleaders do,” he smiled.

I had never felt so disgusted, confused and conflicted in all my life, as when I extended my hand and grazed my fingertips against the top of Chris’s cock-head. It was firm and spongy—stiff and soft as silk under my touch.

I did not know what Chris wanted. He’s straight… he fucks girls every day. What does he want with me? I’m a guy under these clothes, I thought. Do I look THAT convincing as a cheerleader? As a girl? Am I really pretty?

The thoughts made my dick jump inside my thong. And when I pushed against the inside of the panties, I was reminded of the very fact that I was even wearing panties. And this all created a vicious cycle of arousal. I became turned on by the idea that Chris was not just punishing me or ridiculing me, but that I had aroused him and he could not help himself. The big, dumb jock could not help but want to show me his dick, because I was making it hard!

I liked this secret power I had suddenly formed over him. It was as though—for the very first time—I was stronger than he was; I held all the cards.

I licked my lips and turned my eyes up. I batted them at him as I wrapped my fingers around his dick which was fucking fat in my hand—so fat that I could only just barely touch my fingertips around the circumference of his shaft.

“Mm,” Chris crooned. “Go on—stroke it. Make my balls jump, bitch.”

His voice was deep as he said this. His tone was weak, too, matching his gaze down onto me as I knelt there. I could feel the cool concrete against my knee caps and this sensation contrasted with the warmth of his big dick in my hand.

It all made my dick harder and harder. I licked my lips and Chris said, “Go on—suck it.”

“What?” I said, shocked and dizzy with confusion. Did he really just say what I think he did? I thought.

“Suck it. Get those nice lips on it,” Chris said. “Or else the whole school is gonna’ know you dressed up like a cheerleader,” he continued, flashing his phone screen at me.

“Please, don’t,” I said softly. The truth is that, I was not sincere when I said this. It was only a front—a façade. Secretly, I wanted to keep touching his dick. I was growing addicted to the power I held over him.

Is this what girls feel every day? They get to feel this powerful? This is amazing. Maybe I should be a girl, after all, I thought to myself with a muted smile on my wet, waiting lips.

I gave his dick a few more tugs and his dick was fully hard in my hand. It must’ve been eight inches long and six around—a size I could not even comprehend, let alone accurate estimate. All I knew was that it seemed twice as big as my dick—at the very least!

There was something that turned me on about being on my knees and being at the mercy of the big, powerful cock. I looked at the flared, pink head, and stared down the expressionless hole in the middle of it as a bead of pre-cum oozed from it. It was as if I faced a Cyclops ready to devour me; ready to conquer my small body. It should have disgusted me, but it made my dick painfully hard in my thong. I wondered if this was exactly what the cheerleaders who wore the outfit that was now snug around my body felt when they were on their knees giving head to the football players. I felt as though I had cheated in a way. I knew I would never get to be part of a cheerleader blowjob. But I realized that I could—technically—be a part of a cheerleader blow-job, after all—I would just need to be the cheerleader!

“Bro, suck my dick, like the sissy bitch you are,” Chris pressed. He had a shark-tooth grin to perfectly illustrate the pleasure he derived from being in this position, towering above me with his hard dick in my face.

And I was there, on my knees, dressed like a girl and actually enjoying this treatment. I knew Chris would torment me until my last day of high school. But never in a million years could I have predicted this.

I took a deep breath and slowly brought my mouth closer to Chris’s dick-head. I closed my eyes—unable to watch it slide into my mouth. I felt as the warm, soft head slid onto my tongue and into my mouth. I heard Chris’s deep, quiet groan of satisfaction as I felt the crest of his head against the roof of my mouth.

Fuck… what the fuck am I doing? I’m sucking his dick! I thought. Red alerts and sirens blasted in my mind. I was doing something beyond unthinkable. I was doing something so fucking unbelievable that I pinched myself to check that I was not in the middle of a terrible nightmare. But it was real—as real as the salty taste of Chris’s pre-cum as it drizzled onto the back of my tongue and I instinctively swallowed it.

He’s in me forever, now. I actually swallowed his fucking cum… I’m going to puke, I thought. I was disgusting that I’d tasted my bully’s cum. But I was more disgusted at the fact that my dick was still hard between my legs; so hard that I wanted to tug my thong to the side and let it stick out against the inside of my thigh.

So, I grabbed the base of Chris’s shaft and began to suck his dick-head. He closed his eyes and moaned and I reached down, let my dick out of the thong and began to jerk it.

That’s right. I jerked my dick while I was made to give my bully sloppy head.

I didn’t know what I was doing. It’s not like I had ever sucked a dick, before. But Chris did not seem to care that I was clueless. I realized that there must not be a wrong way to suck dick, because the asshole jock was content enough.

I continued to suck his dick when I felt his fingers slide through the hair on the back of my head. He brought my mouth deeper on his big dick and I felt a tremor of panic as more of his cock drove down my tongue and towards my throat.

My eyes bulged wide and I freaked out as I felt his gushing pre-cum ooze down my throat and I gagged.

Chris laughed and said, “Come on, babe. I know you’re slut, so act like you’ve sucked a dick, before.”

He moaned and continued. “What’s your name, anyway? Stephanie?” he said, with a charge of laughter.

I wanted to sink my teeth into his dick as punishment. I wondered if I could bite it off right then and there. But I knew I would never be able to do it—it was too fucking thick. And I suppose I didn’t totally hate every second of it. I actually liked the sounds Chris was making. It turned me on, which was why I was even jerking my own dick in the first place.

I had never felt so fucking humiliated and cheapened as I had in that moment; jerking my dick while I was on my knees and made to suck my bully off. I realized that Chris was right; I made a better girl than a guy.

After all, I was turning him on. He would not stop moaning. And it was making my dick leak pre-cum just the same as his. I felt my body grow tense and aroused, and I even had to pull my hand away from my dick—for fear that I would cum! That’s right; the asshole had made me so worked up and horny that I feared I would shoot my load while his dick was in my mouth.

I was furious and horny all at the same time. Chris moaned over and over until he finally pulled his cock from my mouth and I gasped for air. My eyes felt watery from having to endure his cock’s assault on the entrance of my throat.

“Get up and bent over the washing machine,” Chris insisted. “I want to get a look at that cute butt.

“Wh—what?” I said, confused as ever.

“Come on,” Chris pushed. He lifted me up and tossed me against the washing machine. I felt the head of my stiff dick bump against the cold metal and he bent my back down along the top of the machine.

“Fuck yeah,” Chris said. “Mind if I yank this thong to the side, babe? I want to see that pussy of yours.”

“Wh—what? Um… I… I guess so,” I said, with a fake, cheap giggle. I suddenly felt just like the cheerleader whore that I had been dressed as.

I don’t know why but I was aroused by the idea of Chris wanting to see my ass. I was already turned on by his moans while I sucked him off. But now he wanted to see my butt? He knew I was a guy! He knew there was no pussy down there between my legs. And yet, Chris still wanted to see under my panties?

I was fucking confused for so many reasons. I felt the cold metal against my naked navel as Chris yanked my thong to the side and I felt the air slide against my balmy, bald asshole.

“Mm,” Chris groaned.

My brow furrowed as I tried to comprehend what was happening.

“Damn, you’ve got a big clitty, too,” he laughed, and I felt his strong hand squeeze my cock as it pressed downward against the side of the washing machine and along the inside of my thigh.

Chris yanked it backwards and I felt the nearly painful ache as he bent my shaft farther back than it ever normally went. I was about to say something until I suddenly felt his finger tease my asshole.

“Oh, ugh… ah, mmm,” I stumbled. I bit my lip and felt like I might cum as Chris yanked on my cock and teased my asshole.

Before I knew it, he had released his grip on my cock and knelt down behind me. I looked back over my shoulder, but could not see anything. Instead, I felt his fingers dig into my ass cheeks and I felt his tongue sliding against my asshole!

“Oh… fuck!” I cried out at the top of my lungs. “Fuck… Chris…”

My little hips writhed wildly from the shocking pleasure, but Chris held my ass firmly in place.

My cock pulsed and throbbed as the jock ate my asshole as though I was a girl and I had a pussy.

He pulled back, spanked my ass and said, “What a fine pussy. Nice and tasty. Damn you’re a fucking tease, getting me all worked up. You know I’ve got to get to practice, you whore.”

“I… sorry,” I said.

“Sorry isn’t good enough, babe,” Chris said, before shoving his tongue into my asshole.

“Oh! Ah!” I whimpered with delight, as I clutched the edge of the machine and Chris’s tongue continued to wiggle into my hole and slide about around the rim of it.

I could barely stand as the pleasure infected my legs and left me a wobbly mess.

What the fuck is happening? He’s eating my ass… Chris is eating my ass?! And I can’t stop moaning… fuck… what is he doing? My bully is turning me into a girl; not just a girl, but a slut. Ugh, ah… mmm…

Chris’s tongue continued to feast on my ass. He only pulled back after several minutes, and stood up.

“I know you want this dick,” Chris growled. “All you cheerleaders are thirsty for dick,” he laughed.

“I… um, what?” I said. I was confused, but only until I felt the head of his dick rubbing against my wet hole.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned softly, as I felt the wet, sticky pre-cum against my asshole.

He’s going to fuck my butt… my bully is going to fuck my butt, all while I’m dressed as a girl. What the fuck is happening?

“Well? Are you gonna’ let me slide it in and feel your pussy from the inside?” he whispered.

“Um, you… you want to fuck me?” I said.

“Yeah, unless you don’t want me. But, I’ll have to send all those photos I took of you out to my friends,” Chris warned. “You’ve got my balls so full and all. It wouldn’t be fair to turn me down now. That’d just make you a cheerleader bitch, wouldn’t it?”

I didn’t want to tell Chris he could fuck me. But I was rock-hard and on the verge of climax. Deep-down, I wanted desperately to feel his dick inside my butt. I fucking needed it. And I felt disgusted by this fact. I was a straight boy, dressed like a girl, who now craved dick; not just dick, but my bully’s dick. I didn’t know whether to vomit or cum.

“Ok,” I said gently.

I then felt Chris’s cock push against my hole.

“Oh, mm… careful. Please… go slow… I’ve never… I’ve never had anything up there, okay?” I said.

“All right, Steph,” Chris said. “Since you’re so hot, I’ll do what you say.”

He still thinks I’m hot. Fuck, he wants to put his dick inside me, he must think I’m hot, I thought. Shit… maybe I really AM hot. Maybe I’m just like all the other hot cheerleaders.

I suddenly felt Chris’s cock push harder against my hole. My face tightened and my brow furrowed as his cock demanded entry into my tight, pink little asshole.

I grunted and whimpered through my grit teeth as the pain intensified. Suddenly, my asshole popped open around Chris’s wide dick-head and gobbled it up inside. I felt a fiery ache stab deep in my butt as I cried out and tossed my head back.

“Fuck, babe,” Chris said. “Oh… fuck, it’s so tight and warm and… goddamn.”

“Ah, ugh,” I moaned. I bit my lip and indulged in the vulnerability. I even found myself started to moan and cry out like a girl would. I was loose with my pitch, no longer trying to be guarded or masculine. I had officially been broken and turned into a girl in every conceivable way.

Chris’s big dick filled me with its warmth. The strong, crested head plunged deeper into me. The jock was gentler than I had expected. He did not thrust his dick into my asshole. Instead, he sank it inside, held it in place, pulled out, and repeated—each time letting my ass adapt to the big, warm tool.

“Oh, fuck… just like that,” I moaned.

“Yeah, you like this dick, don’t you, you sissy bitch,” Chris said. “What did I tell you? I knew you’d make a good girl. I knew you’d make a better girl than a guy. And look at you now,” he said, as he moaned and plunged more of his cock into my warm, tight asshole.

My butt swallowed more of his shaft, as if it had a mind of its own and could not care about the intense pain that gripped my every muscle. The ache and soreness spread like a fire through my loans as Chris’s massive girth continued to stretch me open around it.

But with each withdrawal and re-entry, my butt grew more comfortable with his cock. And soon, as he thrust his hips back and forth with shallow pumps into my butt, I began to grow hungry to have his cock deeper in my butt. I had my hand back, pulling my thong to the side. I looked down at my cheerleader top and heard my girlish moans.

For a moment, I couldn’t remember ever being a guy. I could only remember that moment—being Chris’s cheerleader whore—pinned down in the football locker rooms as if I was so desperate for his dick I couldn’t wait until we got back to my parents’ house.

“Damn, you’re one hot girl,” Chris growled, as his cock plunged deeper into my tight, hot asshole and I felt myself forced open around his thick shaft.

With each thrust, his cock drove deeper to my steamiest and deepest point, until I felt his entire shaft buried in my asshole and his balls resting against my own.

“Fuck, babe,” he growled, and spanked my butt cheeks. “You want my cum deep in your pussy, don’t you?”

I moaned and bit my lip upon hearing the word ‘pussy’ and for a moment believed that I did have a pussy. My legs danced about and my dick rubbed against the side of the washing machine, endlessly oozing pre-cum.

“Yeah, grind your clit against the side of the washer,” Chris taunted. “I want you to cum, too.”

“Oh, ugh… ah!” I cried out. The bully was driving me straight into climax and there was nothing I could do about it. I was going to orgasm while his dick was balls-deep inside my asshole and as disgusted as it made me, I could only moan and let the pleasure thunder in my center.

“Fuck!” I blasted, as my cock began to throb and contract and I felt my asshole tighten around Chris’s shaft.

“Oh, so tight… are you going to cum on my dick like a good little cheerleader whore?” Chris laughed.

I couldn’t concentrate on anything Chris was saying to me. Instead, I could only focus on my most visceral senses; the smell of the dank concrete and the sweat; the sound of Chris’s balls spanking against mine; the echoing sound of our bodies slapping together and our moans. For a moment, I felt connected to Chris in a way I never thought possible. I felt attracted to him—the very guy I fucking despised. In the moments leading up to my orgasm, I felt intoxicated by his cock and by his entire identity as the bully who had turned me into a girl and made me submit before him.

“Fuck!” I cried out in the most girlish way. “Oh… ah!” I screamed, as my balls yanked up against my body and my sack tightened as the ropes of cum drizzled lazily down against the inside of my thigh. My mind spun and a million thoughts turned to dizzying flames of heat as my asshole clenched tightly around Chris’s big dick and I wanted him to fuck me as hard as he could.

Luckily, Chris seemed to feel the same. He began to jackhammer my little asshole and growled, “I’m gonna’ cum. I want to pump it in you.”

“Oh… ugh,” I wailed.

“I’m gonna’ fill this pussy with all my sperm,” he taunted. “I’m gonna’… oh, mmm… fuck!”

Do it… fucking do it… fill my butt with every last drop of your sperm. I want it all deep in my pussy, I thought. My mind was gone. I believed I was a girl. I was the hottest cheerleader on the team—all sweaty and covered in the scent of the football player’s musk and sweat. I was his cute, little whore, and I didn’t care who knew it.

I felt Chris’s cock throb and flare deep in my ass and only a moment later his moans shattered the silence of the locker room.

“Oh, fuck!” he growled from the center of his gut. I felt the hot injection of sperm straight into my butt, painting my guts white as he emptied his big, full balls into my effeminate ass.

It was official; I had been made into a girl and fucked like the whore that I was meant to be! I was Stephanie, the cheerleader slut. I had been fucked so good and so hard that I couldn’t even remember my old name.

Chris bellowed endlessly as his cock contracted and blasted a massive load deep into me. Finally, he pulled out and I could feel the warm cum spill out of my aching, used butt and drizzle down the inside of my thigh. My legs shook and wobbled as I pulled my thong back to the side and felt the sweat on my skin.

Our chests heaved and we each caught our breath.

I faced Chris and bit my lip. “You’re not going to tell anybody about this, right?” I said, more at his mercy than ever before.

“Are you kidding? And let the other guys on the team know about you? You’re all mine,” Chris said with a satisfied grin.

He continued to jerk his cock and I watched as the last few beads of pearly cum drizzled from the tip. I imagined all of it deep inside my ass; I even imagined myself becoming pregnant from it.

“It’s five,” Chris laughed. “We’ve been in here fucking for two hours.”

“No wonder I can barely stand up,” I laughed.

With that, Chris hoisted me up over his shoulder. “I’ll help,” he said.

I laughed and hit him on the chest with my fists as he carried me through the locker room and down the hallway. “Chris!” I said.

He laughed and carried me towards the doors to the football building. “What are we doing?”

“We’re not done,” Chris said with a stoic tone. “You’re mine. And you’re coming home with me.”

I bit my lip. I could not believe what was happening. My bully was going to do whatever he pleased with me in his own bedroom, all while I was dressed up like a slutty cheerleader.

And all I could do was smile, thinking of the night ahead as my bully turned me into the girl I was always meant to be!


Birthday Girl





“Now blow,” Jessica said. A cool smile formed on the glossy, full lips of the eighteen year-old girl.

The trio of girls watched as Robert bent forward and blew the eighteen candles that sat flaming atop a small, round birthday cake.

When he finished, the three girls clapped and cheered their friend.

“What did you wish for?” A redheaded girl, named Sandra, asked.

“He can’t tell us,” Jessica said—her nose turned into the air.

“It wasn’t anything big,” Robert said with a nervous grin.

“That’s no fun,” said Madison with a naughty grin and a wink. She had shoulder-length, dirty-blonde hair that was thick and rich.

“You’re such a slut,” Jessica said, and gave Madison a playful shove as the three girls giggled.

Robert rolled his eyes. He had turned eighteen the weekend before, but this weekend, his three best friends had opted to throw him a proper “party.” Though, given that it was only the four of them, it felt less like a party to the shy teen than it did a simple get-together.

But Jessica, the leader of their small group, was intent that the evening was not going to end without a bit of wild fun.

Robert was the last of the four to turn eighteen. Only three weeks shy of high school graduation, the girls were ready for their final summer before college. And then, for Jessica, Sandra and Madison, the real fun would begin.

But until then, they were stuck in high school and desperate to find some fun in their small town. Robert, the introverted and insecure high-schooler with an underrated attractiveness by their peers and a beautiful smile, had been their primary source of entertainment.

Robert had tolerated the three girls and their playful antics for the past three months. He had only met them during his last semester of high school. But the somewhat nerdy teen was all-too happy to find a set of friends before he was officially graduated, even if it came only at the last few months.

Secretly, Robert had hoped that one of the three girls would find him attractive enough to even consider dating. Jessica never seemed to miss an opportunity to dote on the boy’s cute smile or his affectionate temperament.

But Robert was far too shy to make the first move. And to date, none of the three girls had initiated anything more than a platonic friendship with him. Often, Robert wondered if he should grow the courage to ask one of the girls out. Of course, in the few months he had been friends with Jessica, Madison and Sandra, he had seen each of the girls have at least one boyfriend; Jessica, two.

The girls were popular in school, but this did Robert few favors. He knew in the back of his mind that the girls were only using him—they found his innocence entertaining and curious. They all knew he was a virgin, even if he had never said as much. The way he blushed whenever the girls would begin speaking of sex had told them just as much.

They all had boyfriends off and on. But the one constant was their friend “Robert;” the friend they all secretly referred to as their “fourth girlfriend.”

It was no coincidence that Jessica had arranged a small get together for Robert’s eighteenth birthday, either. Little did the newly legal teen know that his three female friends had big plans for him on that night.

Robert looked around at the girls. As smoke wafted from the candles up towards the ceiling, the girls worse big smiles on their lips, almost like masks.

“Thanks, everyone,” he said with a shrug.

“Aw, baby, we know you’re sad because you don’t have a girlfriend to share your birthday with,” Sandra said, with a mocking-sweet tone.

“No,” Robert said with a blush and a nervous laugh. It was all the evidence the girls needed.

“Mmhm,” Madison said with a stifled giggle. The other two girls shared their own naughty little laugh.

“Come on,” Robert said. “It’s not that.”

“Oh, well then, what is it?” Jessica pressed.

“Um,” Robert hesitated. He rushed a hand through his short, dark hair. “It’s…”

“That’s what I thought,” Jessica nodded and laughed.

“Come on, guys,” Robert said.

“No, no,” Jessica said, grabbing Robert by his hand and pulling him into the hallway.

“It’s time for your gifts!” Jessica said, as the other two girls cheered. The four made their way down the hallway of Robert’s mother’s apartment. It had been empty that night. The girls all knew that his mother would be working a very late shift at her job, so they would have the place to themselves.

“Come on,” Jessica laughed, dragging Robert by the hand towards his bedroom.

Robert was embarrassed but deep down, he was excited to see what “gifts” the girls had got him.

Maybe they’re going to suck my dick. If they did, I’d be the coolest guy in the entire high school… a blowjob by THREE hot girls? He thought. Nobody would ever believe it. But I don’t care. It would be amazing.

It was only because of these wild potentialities in his mind that Robert let the girls lead him to his bedroom. The trio had plans for Robert, but they certainly did not involve giving head to the eighteen year-old.

They crowded into Robert’s bedroom when Jessica gestured for Robert to sit down at the edge of the bed.

Robert obeyed, and the three girls all brought in three gift-boxes with big smiles on their lips.

“You guys didn’t have to get me anything,” Robert said. The dark-haired teen grinned as he took Madison’s gift-box, first. It was green with glittery, dark-green stripes and a shiny green bow to match.

As Robert started to untie the ribbon, Jessica grabbed his wrist. “Not yet. We need to explain a few things to you, babe.”

“Okay,” Robert said, and set the gift in his lap.

Madison and Sandra came to sit on either side of Robert as Jessica stood before him. The girls all looked as though the excitement was ready to overflow from their wide grins.

“Robbie, we’ve all been friends for a few months, now,” Jessica started. “And, well, we’ve noticed a few things about you.”

Robert felt heated on his face. Oh no, they’re going to talk about how I don’t have a girlfriend, he thought, embarrassed.

“I know what this is about,” Robert said, deciding to be more assertive.

“Oh?” Madison said. “What do you think it is about, then?”

Jessica waited with a hand on her hip, as if to say that she, too, wanted to hear Robert’s theory.

“Well, um,” he started, and rubbed the back of his neck. “It’s because I don’t have a girlfriend, right? Um, well… it’s just that… look, I’m, um, it’s not that I don’t want one. I’m just… waiting until college, you know? It’s my own choice,” Robert said, stumbling through this little explanation as his cheeks remained stained with blotches of cherry-red embarrassment.

“Don’t you see?” Jessica smiled. She lowered down to her knees before Robert and the teen took a deep breath.

Holy shit, she’s going to do it… she’s going to suck my dick, he thought, as Jessica slid her hands up along the tops of Robert’s thighs.

“You don’t have a girlfriend because you weren’t meant to have a girlfriend,” Jessica continued.

Robert cocked his brow. “I know what you’re trying to say,” he said. “But I mean a girlfriend girlfriend; you know?”

“Oh, we know,” Sandra laughed. “You mean that you want a girlfriend in the way that we have boyfriends,” she said.

Robert nodded. “Yeah, that’s right.”

“We know that, silly,” Jessica said. “But it’s clearly not working out for you. That’s why we decided to throw you this party.”

Robert watched as Jessica continued.

“See, we’ve been planning this get-together for a few weeks, now. All of us decided that we know what is really going on. Honestly, as much fun as we have with you, our boyfriends all get a little jealous that you hang out with us so much. Sure, they aren’t that jealous, since you’re so harmless,” Jessica said with a laugh.

This descriptor, ‘harmless,’ hurt Robert’s pride a bit. The teen knew that this was how the girls had seen him. But, to have it spoken to him so directly left him feeling a pang of frustration.

The boy was slender and short. He had almost the exact same build as the three girls. It was no secret that he was not a tall, broad-shouldered jock like the guys that the three girls tended to date. But he did not think this would matter quite so much; that it could be overcome by his decent and upstanding personality.

But deep down, Robert knew better. He knew that Madison, Sandra and Jessica would not be interested in him. And, even if they were, Robert knew that they would never be able to get past the fact that he had a small dick. It was just shy of four-inches; a fact that had always bothered Robert beyond comparison and had left him desperately hoping for a late growth-spurt; a spurt that still had not visited him.

“It’s just that,” Jessica said, with a sudden lack of words for the first time since Robert had known her. “We know what will make you happy, Robbie—even if you don’t think so, yourself. We’ve been watching you for some time, now. And I think the three of us know what would be best for you; what would make you truly happy.”

The girl continued to run the palms of her hands up and down the tops of Robert’s thighs as he watched on. His penis grew hard and stiff inside his briefs and inside his pants as Jessica did this.

Madison and Sandra joined in, touching Robert on the inside of his hips. He could feel the tension in his pants as the three girls did this. He could smell their perfume as it whirled and danced at his nostrils; their warm, feminine energy crowded him and left him feeling twisted with tension and lustful desires.

“But you have to trust us,” Jessica said. “You have to trust that we know what we are doing, okay?”

Robert nodded. “The thing is, we have a few gifts for you, and we want to be here while you try them on. We want to help you through your transformation, okay?”

Robert was confused. He could not think in the slightest what the girls had meant by this; only that they had meant he would be transformed into an ‘alpha’ after the three of them gave him the sexual fantasy of every man: sex with three girls at once.

“Definitely,” Robert said. “I trust you.”

“Good,” Jessica said. “Then, go ahead and open your first box.”

Robert took the box and untied the ribbon. He then opened it and saw inside of the box a jean micro-skirt and a pair of sheer, white stockings.

He scrunched his brow and looked at them. “Oh now, I think you guys got your gift mixed up with something else,” he said.

Jessica stuck her nose into the box and said, “No, that’s right.” She smiled as her wide, excited eyes looked at the other girls.

“Open mine, now!” Sandra said. She set her gift-box in Robert’s lap.

“I don’t understand. What about the first box?” Robert said.

“Don’t worry,” Jessica said. “We’ll explain.”

Robert shrugged and opened the next box. He found inside of it a white cotton thong, a matching bra, and a tight, pink t-shirt.

Robert felt more confused than ever, now.

“My turn!” Madison said. She set her box in Robert’s lap, pushing Sandra’s box out of the way.

Robert shrugged, again, but ruffled through the tissue paper inside the box, hoping to find something that made a little more sense. Instead, he found make-up, perfume, and a long, blonde girl’s wig.

“I don’t understand,” Robert confessed.

“I know you don’t,” Jessica said. “But by the end of the night, you will. Now, stand up.”

After a moment of hesitation, Robert obeyed the girl. Jessica pulled the thong, bra and stockings out of their boxes as Sandra and Madison began to undress Robert.

He felt a pang of shock and embarrassment as he felt Sandra yank his t-shirt up and off his head, leaving his body naked from the navel-upwards.

When he felt his pants unzip and loosen around his hips, Robert became more nervous than he had ever been in his life. Madison had dropped to her knees and began to tug his jeans down his legs. She did not stop with his jeans, either. Robert looked down with red cheeks as he watched the excited girl finger the band of his white briefs and begin to tug them down.

Fuck, they’re going to do it… they’re going to see me naked. They are totally going to suck my dick. I can’t blow my load too early. Don’t cum early! He thought to himself.

Jessica watched with excitement. All the girls did. The three had for a longtime wanted to know how big Robert’s penis was. The three girls had decided in secret that, if Robert’s penis was big, he could be redeemed and turned into a proper ‘man’ who could date girls. But, should his penis be small, it would be the final piece of confirmation that they would need to know they were right in going ahead with their transformation.

And the small tent in Robert’s briefs had already given the three girls an idea of his size.

Robert took a deep breath and swallowed hard as Madison tugged his briefs down and they saw his penis; the small, four-inch shaft—skinny and throbbing. The head was like a small, rosy mushroom cap, oozing a bead of pre-cum. His balls were smaller, too. The girls all felt a sense of pity for the teen at his tiny dick and balls. They had all seen a few guys naked by that point, but none of the three had ever seen a guy who was as small as Robert.

Jessica was more poised, flashing a soft smile. Sandra and Madison, however, began to giggle and quickly tried to hide this behind cupped hands.

Robert felt a strong heat of embarrassment as it spread across his entire body.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” Jessica said, as if reading the boy’s mind. “It’s a cute penis,” she said, before chuckling.

“It’s too small!” Robert protested. “Stop,” he said, as he bent over to grab his underwear and pull them back up his legs. But Madison fought with the teen, and held his briefs down around his ankles as the girls laughed.

Sandra then grabbed Robert’s penis and gave it a few strokes. Robert felt suddenly disarmed and could not fight with Madison. The pleasure on his shaft was too great.

“Good job, Sand,” Jessica smiled.

“Madison, get his underwear off his feet and give it to me,” Jessica then said. She watched as the blonde, short-haired girl grabbed Robert’s underwear, jeans and shirt and handed it all to her. She set it inside one of the gift boxes.

Robert stood before the three girls, humiliated and red-faced as he cupped his genitals in his hands.

“Stop it,” Jessica said. The three girls pulled on Robert’s wrists, freeing his manhood before them.

Jessica rose to her feet and looked down at Robert’s penis. “It’s actually good that you’re smaller. It’s going to make dressing you a lot easier,” she smiled.

“Dressing me?” Robert said, still very nervous to be naked before the girls.

“That’s right!” Sandra said with a smile and an exuberant tone.

“I don’t understand,” Robert said.

“Well, why don’t you start by getting in these,” Jessica said, and held up the stockings.

Robert cocked his head. “I don’t… you want me to wear those stockings? Aren’t those girl clothes?”

The three girls laughed and shook their heads. “No, silly. It’s… something else,” Jessica lied. She gave an impatient spank on the side of Robert’s naked butt and said, “Seriously, now; put these on.”

“Do it, do it,” Sandra and Madison said in a quiet chant.

Robert looked at the three of the girls, who were all eyeing him with a wild excitement.

Maybe it’s just some kind of kinky thing they want me to do before they have sex with me… whatever. I’m already naked in front of them, and they don’t hate my dick enough to not touch it—maybe I have a chance, Robert thought. He shrugged and took the stockings.

He felt them in his fingers; the material was sheer, and softer than anything he had ever touched. He took a deep breath and stepped into the long stockings, unpeeling them up his legs.

Robert felt the snug tension around his calves and shins as the stockings unraveled, until they came up to his knees.

“Look!” Madison said with a gasp and a laugh. “He looks like a natural, already!”

The girls giggled and high-fived one another as they looked at Robert’s skinny legs inside the stockings.

“Ok, ok,” Jessica said, calling for composure amongst the three. “Now, slide this up those legs.”

Robert looked at what Jessica was dangling from her finger; the white, cotton thong.

He swallowed hard and gave a nervous chuckle. “What? You want me to wear a girl’s thong?”

Jessica nodded. “It’s the only way.”

“The only way for what?” Robert asked.

“It’s the only way that you can complete your transformation,” Madison chimed.

“Go on,” Sandra added. “Do it for us, Robbie. We want to see you in the thong so you can be one of us.”

Robert was still quite perplexed. But, he could not deny the fact that his penis twitched with stiffness upon seeing the thong dangle from Jessica’s long, lithe finger. He bit his lip and inhaled sharply as she tossed it to the dark-haired eighteen year-old boy.

Robert caught the thong in his hands. It was soft—softer than the stockings, somehow.

The girls all chanted for Robert to obey and put the thong on his body. He was hesitant—reluctant, even. But, he knew he could not disappoint the girls, especially when he still believed that the outcome of this strange ritual might be a chance to have sex for the first time.

He clutched the thong in his hand for a moment longer before finally succumbing to the will of Jessica, Sandra and Madison. He succumbed, too, to a sudden, secret curiosity to know what it might feel like to have the soft, dainty panties snug around his body. It was such a wild, kinky idea; something he would feel incredibly taboo doing in total privacy; but to do something like this in front of three beautiful girls while he was completely naked? His penis oozed pre-cum, even as embarrassment rushed through his body and left his stomach twisted with knots.

“Go on,” Jessica said one final time. Robert took the thong and stepped into the small panties.

They easily slid up his legs. He adjusted the front pouch around his dick and felt as the string fit snugly between his butt-cheeks and rested against his asshole, taint and sack.

He did not want to admit his delight, but secretly, he quite enjoyed the feeling.

Wow, it’s so soft, and the way it cradles my balls… I feel so… pretty. What is wrong with me? All the girls are looking at me and laughing. Fuck, I’m so embarrassed. But it’s turning me on.

“Excellent,” Jessica beamed. “Now, let’s get this bra on you, too, along with your skirt and your shirt.”

The girls continually urged Robert to dress up in the clothes until he was fully robed in the feminine ensemble. He had on the bra, the thong, the stockings, the denim micro-skirt (which was not even enough long to cover the bottom of his butt cheeks), and the tight, pink t-shirt.

After this, Robert was made to sit on the edge of his bed while the girls giggled, gossiped and applied makeup to his face. He winced and sighed as the three girls had their way with him and he coughed as Madison spritzed a bit of perfume around his face.

“Oh my god,” Sandra said. The three girls stepped back and admired their work.

“Wait, wait!” Jessica said. She reached over and grabbed the blonde wig. She then set it on Robert’s head, fiddling about with it to make it sit snugly and firmly on his hair.

“What are we doing?” Robert finally said, too frustrated to hold back any longer.

“Why don’t you look in the mirror and see for yourself?” Jessica then said to the boy. She extended her arm, gesturing for Robert to go to his bathroom and look at himself.

The teen walked over and stepped into his bathroom. There, he flipped the light-switch and immediately saw himself in the mirror.

“Holy shit,” he gasped. “What did you do?”

Robert looked back at a reflection he did not recognize at all. Instead, he saw a beautiful teen girl, just like Madison, Sandra and Jessica.

The three girls burst into laughter and reveled in their accomplishment.

Robert did not know whether to feel absolutely petrified or aroused by what he saw. Truthfully, if he had seen a girl who looked like the one that faced him in the mirror, he would have found her quite attractive and fantasized about her. But he was under all the makeup, the clothes and the wig.

“Robbie, you look so beautiful,” Madison gushed.

“It’s Robin, remember guys?” Jessica said with a nudge to Sandra.

“Why did you do this to me?” Robert asked. He was frustrated and confused, even as he felt the snug, silky thong cradle his genitals and his rear-end. He felt the sweet tension as the string of his thong wedged between his crack and ride against his ass.

“Come on, Robin; this is who you are. This is who you are meant to be,” Jessica explained.

“A girl?!” Robert cried.

Jessica nodded. “It’s no secret that you’re failing pitifully as a boy,” Jessica continued. “All of us know you. Surely you know it, too—deep down.”

“What? I’m… I’m straight, though!” Robert protested.

“So?” Madison laughed. “That doesn’t mean anything.”

“Yeah,” Sandra said. “It’s not about you being gay or straight. It’s about you not making a convincing boy. You’re way more convincing as a girl,” the redhead said.

Jessica eyed Robert as he looked endlessly in the mirror’s reflection.

“Don’t worry,” she said, putting her hand on Robert’s shoulder. “You’ve still got your initiation. I think you’re going to like it.”

“My initiation?” Robert said.

“Come on,” Jessica said, marching Robert back into his bedroom.

The girls cheered as the small parade made its way towards his bed.

“Bend over the bed,” Jessica said, with less patience than normal.

“What? Bend over the bed?” Robert asked.

“Yep,” Jessica said.

Madison demonstrated. The girl bent over the edge of the mattress with her butt in the air.

Robert felt his penis painfully stiff in his thong as he watched this.

He took his position over the edge of the bed.

“Now,” Jessica said, laughing. “This is cold, but it’s going to warm up once it’s inside you.”

Robert looked back over his shoulder to see a big, metal bulb in the tall, blonde girl’s hand. It had a small handle that was jewel-encrusted.

Robert continued to watch over his shoulder as Madison lifted his skirt and tugged his thong to the side.

“What are you doing?” Robert asked.

“Just relax and breathe deep, okay?” Jessica said. “It’s time for your initiation. Trust me; you’re going to like this.”

Robert continued to look back, but the butt plug disappeared behind his ass. Suddenly, he felt the cool, metal tip rubbed against his hole as Jessica worked it into him.

The plug was coated in a layer of cool lube that immediately spread over his hole.

“Robin, you have such a beautiful butthole,” Sandra said.

“Wow—right?” Madison said. “It’s prettier than mine,” the girl said, with a hint of jealousy in her tone.

“I’m not surprised,” Jessica said coolly. “Robin was made for this. She already has a nice, bald little butthole; it’s nice and pink, too. And you can’t even see her balls inside her thong.”

The way the girls spoke of Robert’s butt left the boy more turned on than ever. And yet, he felt more helpless and disarmed than ever by the humiliating evening in which they found it more enjoyable to dress him as a girl than treat him like a regular boy with masculine urges.

He felt frustrated, but this was interrupted by the sudden sensation of cold metal as it pushed into his butthole and stretched it open wide.

“Oh, fuck… wh—what are you doing to my butt?” Robert asked.

“Just relax your ass,” Jessica said. “Be a good girl.”

“Fuck,” Robert said, wincing as the fat, metal plug made its way into the tight, virgin hole.

Finally, Robert’s butt swallowed the plug into it and the teen felt the intense pressure as the cold, thick ball of metal lurched up into canal.

“Ah, mm…” Robert huffed and moaned. He felt the thick plug stretch him open inside. It was cold, but only for a moment. Quickly, his warm, steamy canal heated the metal and he felt only a strange, newfound sensation of being filled in his butt.

The girls laughed as Jessica grabbed the handle of the plug and gave it a few small wiggles.

“The handle is so pretty. I want one with pink jewels like that one,” Madison said, as Sandra and Jessica agreed.

“Now, that’s going to help ‘train’ you while we continue,” Jessica said.

“Continue?” Robert asked. “What more could there be? I… I can’t believe you’re doing this.”

“You like it, though, don’t you? Admit it, Robin,” Madison said.

“I… I don’t… I don’t know,” Robert said, frustrated and confused. He did not want to admit that—deep down—he did somewhat enjoy his treatment and humiliating transformation into a girl. He liked being bent over and he liked the feeling of the delightful, silky thong being pulled from his crack and yanked to the side.

“Now,” Jessica said. “Madison is going to teach you how a proper girl is supposed to behave during moments of pleasure.”

Robert watched as the blonde, short-haired girl hopped onto his bed. She took position directly in front of Robert and began to work out of her pants. They slid down her legs and for the first time, Robert saw Madison’s incredibly, slender legs. He saw, too, a nice little white thong with a rose pattern as it hugged the girl’s silky, alabaster skin.

“Fuck,” he breathed. He looked down and could only imagined how pretty Madison looked underneath her thong. The girl laughed and had a slight blush to her cheeks as she grabbed her panties and began to slide them down and off her legs.

“Go on,” Jessica said to Madison. The blonde girl then spread her legs open and revealed her glistening, rosy pussy to the eighteen year-old boy.

Robert’s eyes grew wide and he bit his lip. He felt his penis throb wildly inside his thong and his butt involuntarily clenched down around the butt plug. He let out a soft moan as he looked at Madison’s slit and butthole. Her pussy was wet. It was an “innie” pussy, with a few simple slits and a small, trimmed strip of blonde pubic hair just above it.

Her butthole was tiny and tight. Everything was immaculately waxed or shaved—close and bald.

Robert felt a deep pain in his loins—a pain of frustration at having the beautiful girl’s most private areas right before him, and knowing he was not allowed to have sex with her.

Madison looked down and watched Robert as she slid her hand down between her spread legs and began to slowly rub her pussy.

Robert watched in a daze as the girl bit her lip and breathed soft and quick. “That’s it,” Jessica said, smiling.

“Get completely naked, though. I want Robin to see all of you. It’s the least we could do for his birthday,” Jessica said.

Madison lifted her shirt up and off her body, and followed by unsnapping her bra. Robert watched as her perky b-cup breasts spilled out; her nipples tawny and stiff.

“Fuck,” Robert moaned, as he watched. He started to reach forward, but Jessica quickly slapped his wrist.

“Who said you could touch Madison? That’s not cool, Robin,” Jessica said, as the boy retracted his hand, just short of his goal.

“Your job is to watch a real girl. Watch how Madison composes herself, even as she touches her pussy,” Jessica taunted.

Robert bit his lip and felt the pain of the sexual deprivation swarm through his body.

“Why are we doing this?” Robert asked.

“So you can be initiated as a true girl. You can’t go to the mall with us this summer if you aren’t a real girl like us,” Jessica said. “And that means you need to be broken-in.”

“Broken in?” Robert whispered to himself. The eighteen year-old had not seen that Jessica had grabbed a strap-on dildo and strap out of her bag. She produced a dildo that was pink and realistic-looking. It was a formidable six-inch, and had impressive girth.

She began to attach the dildo to the strap, and then fastened the strap around her hips. She could not contain her smile, and neither could Sandra. Even Madison, who was overcome with the pleasure of playing a naughty exhibitionist in front of Robert, Sandra and Madison, had noticed the strap-on dick hanging from Jessica’s waist.

“It’s time for you to get your initiation,” Jessica said. “Now, relax while I pull your training plug out.”

Robert felt suddenly as Jessica grabbed the butt plug and began to tug it out of his ass. He felt suddenly as though he was having a bowel movement as his butt contracted and the warm, metal bulb popped out of his hole.

Jessica sat the plug down on the bed and grabbed the base of her dildo. She began to slide a layer of lube over the dildo and pointed the head of it against Robert’s asshole, which was slightly gaped from the plug.

“Okay, Robin,” Jessica smiled. “Now, you’re going to keep composed while you get fucked.”

“What?” Robert asked. He looked over his shoulder to see Jessica positioning herself behind his butt. He realized then what was happening, just as the head of the dildo rubbed against his butthole.

Robert felt as Sandra held his thong to the side. The fabric tugged on his penis and his scrotum and delivered a nice tension to the base of his shaft.

“Mm,” he moaned, as he felt the head of the fake dick slip into his asshole. Jessica watched with delight as she pushed the dildo slowly into the warm, pink hole.

“Oh, your pussy is tight but it’s going in easily, isn’t it?” Jessica said.

“My… my pussy?” Robert asked. He could hardly concentrate with Madison’s ripe, swollen pussy before him and Jessica’s dildo pushing into his butt.

“Well, it’s a bussy,” she laughed. “It’s a boy-pussy. It’s not quite a pussy like we have. But guys won’t care. It’s going to feel just like a pussy to them, I’m sure,” Jessica said.

Robert tried to ignore this last part. He knew there was no way he was ever going to let another guy near his butt. But he now knew that this was what Jessica was training him for. She was training him to be able to go out on the weekends with Jessica, Madison and Sandra, and if the three girls hooked-up with a group of guys, he would be expected to do the same.

Robert could not believe what was happening. The dildo slid deeper into his butt and he felt the resistance from his tight canal in the form of a swollen ache that rippled through his body. Jessica was a bit clumsy, but she was slow and gentle—lucky for the teen.

“That’s it,” Jessica said. “Just keep your pussy nice and relaxed.”

Robert winced and felt his face tighten as the dildo pushed into him another inch, only to withdraw and sink back into his butt all over again.

“Fuck,” he grunted.

“Stop using such dirty language, Robin,” Jessica said. “You need to be a lady. You can moan, but you need to be gentle and breathy. And stop sounding like a boy. You need to sound more like a girl!” Jessica continued, as she spanked Robert on his butt.

The sting from the spank made his ass tighten around the dildo and he groaned loudly as he felt the ache in his warm depths.

“Oh… mm,” Madison moaned, as she rubbed her pussy harder and harder. The girl grinded her balmy hand against her clit and her lips remained parted as she huffed.

Robert’s eyes narrowed and he grit his teeth as the big dildo gave him a formidable ache in his butt.

What is happening to me? I’m dressed like a girl, fucked with a strap-on when I’ve got a dick of my own! I could be fucking all three girls. But instead, they’re fucking me! Why!? And why is it starting to actually feel kind of… well, good?!

Robert felt intense frustration and conflict. But he could not deny that there was something arousing to him about the dildo as it filled his butt. Even more arousing was the sensation of staining his thong with wetness of pre-cum. He could feel the soft panties as they rubbed against the tip of his penis-head. The sensation made him weak with pleasure and mixed with the aroma of his perfume to leave him feeling more and more like a girl.

“That’s it… you’re a girl, now. Own it,” Jessica teased.

Robert then felt a hand down against the front of his skirt. It was Sandra. The girl was beginning to rub him through his panties and his skirt.

“Sandra is going to rub your clit, now,” Jessica smiled.

“But don’t be a thirsty slut. Act like a good girl,” the blonde continued. “Act poised like Madison.”

Jessica winked at Madison. She watched with delight as the blonde, short-haired girl masturbated deep into pleasure. Madison was only a few more minutes away from orgasm. She locked eyes with Robert and never once removed her gaze; too much aroused by seeing her male friend turned into a girl in such a convincing way.

“Ugh, ah… mmm… fuck,” Robert muttered beneath his breath. Jessica began to slide the dildo in and out of him smooth and fast. He could feel as the head of the thick dildo massaged deep in his butt. Sandra continued to grind her hand against the front of his clothes and tease his penis into orgasm.

And he knew he would not be able to hold back—not now. The pleasure was far too strong.

Robert didn’t know what was happening to him; why he was feeling this strange, new pleasure deep in his butt. It was very different from the pleasure he normally felt when he touched himself. Instead, this was more complex and nuanced. He felt a warm, delightful sensation each time Jessica’s dildo pushed deep inside him.

Robert moaned more and more and Jessica smiled. “That’s it… let it happen,” she taunted. “One sissy-gasm and you will be a girl from now on. You’ll earn those panties that you’re wetting.”

“Mm… Jess… I’m going to… mm…” Madison moaned. The girl shook violently as she grit her teeth. Her face reddened as she strained and began to climax. She grinded her hand furiously against her clit as she even began to squirt for just a moment.

Watching this display, Robert knew he could not hold back, either. He moaned wildly and felt as Sandra’s touch finally became too much for him to handle.

He bit his lip and felt the intense, sudden rush of pleasure throughout his body. His ass tightened involuntarily around the dildo—gripping it firmly as Jessica continued to pump into it.

“Fuck!” Robert cried out.

Jessica spanked his butt and snapped, “No cussing! Be a lady!”

“Ah, ugh… mm,” Robert moaned. He felt the hot, warm gushes of cum as he flooded his thong.

In that moment he could only imagine himself as a dirty girl, climaxing and flooding her panties with wetness. He did not think of himself as a boy any longer. He felt as the silky thong rubbed against the rip of his dick and cradled his genitals. He inhaled the perfume and felt the wig dangle on either side of his cheeks.

“Yes!” he cried out in a raised pitch.

“Naughty girl!” Jessica said with a laugh.

She and Sandra watched as Madison and Robert both climaxed at the same time. They giggled and watched with delight until both were moaning quietly and coming down from their bliss.

Madison slowly crawled from the bed and began to rush off to the bathroom with slight embarrassment.

Jessica withdrew the dildo and Robert felt his butt throb involuntary as the last few contractions of orgasm slipped from his muscles.

He felt as Jessica suddenly shoved the butt plug back into his ass. The immediate tension of the big, metal bulb in his butt was nearly enough to send him into another orgasm. He felt the wetness in his thong and felt embarrassed and red in his face.

Sandra pulled Robert’s skirt back down and covered his thong with it. The girls laughed and came to sit down in front of Robert, where Madison had masturbated.

“Well, it’s a start,” Jessica said with a laugh. “You’re going to be a true girl by the time summer starts. And then we’re all going to hang out and have the best summer ever!”

Robert knew there was no going back. He had orgasmed while imagining himself as a girl. He loved all the clothes, the perfume and the feeling of wetting his thong with climax.

Jessica was right. Robert knew now that the girls were right in dressing him as a girl. He was not sure how they knew, but that did not matter. All that mattered was the fact that he was going into adulthood as a girl—not a boy.

And it felt right.
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