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Lingerie Model

Feminized By My Bully Neighbor

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


Goddammit, I thought as I walked down the stairs of my apartment building. 

Why me? I thought, as I heard his thundering footsteps behind me. Why does this keep happening? 

I couldn’t turn back around and run back upstairs to my place; I lived on the fourth floor, he was on the third, and now he was in between me and my apartment. I just had to make a run for it, but I knew it wouldn’t work. 

I knew it. I knew I’d get to the front foyer and he’d overtake me. That was what happened when you were 5’4” with a small stride and you were trying to outrun a big black athlete who was way over six feet tall and had a stride long enough to overtake a lion.

Well, I assumed. I had never seen Stefan overtake a lion, but I assumed he could. I, however, would be caught and eaten. 

I could hear Stefan gaining on me, as he rounded the second floor landing as I was almost out of the building. 

I was so close…

“Hold up, L’il Bean,” I heard him say behind me as I tried to get out before him. 

But because I’m not a monster, I had to hold the door open for him. So I did. I held it, heavy and difficult, while he heaved his massive body down the rest of the stairs and made it to the foyer.

“Thanks, Beanie,” he said, tousling my hair.  

“It’s Kyle,” I said timidly. 

“Course it is,” he said. “You been hiding? Haven’t seen you in a few weeks. You managed to get shorter and blonder since I seen you last.” 

All of that was true. All of it. Well, I didn’t get shorter. But my hair was blonder, yes, because it was from a bottle and I had been growing it out. 

And it had been a few weeks, because I learned Stefan’s work schedule and made sure I wasn’t around when he was going to work. Or coming home from work. Or going to the gym. Or going to do laundry. 

I hated that I knew his schedule, but I needed to because I didn’t like being called ‘L’il Bean,’ and I hated how he made fun of my size, and I hated how he’d call me a girl, and I didn’t like the way he’d look at me. Like, you remember that lion from earlier? He looked at me like that. Like he knew he could take me. Like he knew he could chase me and pounce, and I’d have to lay there and get eaten because struggling would only make him feel stronger. So you just give up and die and then all that’s left is a sneaker and a burp. 

“I appreciate you, Beanie,” he said, as he squeezed past me and headed out the front door and out into the city. He looked back at me, winked, put his sunglasses on, and walked down the street. 

Notice that he did not hold the outer door open for me. 

Anyway, that’s Stefan. The guy who lived below me who made fun of my size and my appearance, and then I had to somehow keep going. 

I hated that I structured my life around his schedule. That I had to hide sometimes. 

But that had its benefits, to be fair. Because he knew me as Kyle, and he’d see Kyle leave the apartment, but when I was in my apartment, I was Kylie. 

Totally different. Different wardrobe, for starters. Kyle was invisible. Kylie was a slut.

Kyle was shy. Kylie was outgoing. Or, at least I imagined her to be. 

I imagined me to be. 

Kyle would get home from work and lock the door behind him, and then 30 minutes later Kylie would exist, just like that, and she’d prance around the apartment and sparkle. 

Kyle hated Stefan, but there was a problem: Kylie loved him. 

Sort of. 

I can explain. I hope. 

Like I said, when I was dressed as Kylie, I was a slut. Sure, when I started dressing up, I bought nice girly jeans, and some leggings, and skirt/blouse combos that any proper girl could wear to the office. 

I also bought little skimpy panties, and crop tops, and short skirts, and sexy outfits of all kinds. And somehow I managed to only wear those. And what did I think about when I’d get dressed up like a slut? I thought about dick. 

Any dick. Dicks of all sizes. Not my own, which at this point was a little hairless bump between my legs. 

Puttering around in my kitchen with makeup, my natural blonde hair almost to a bob cut, wearing some heels and a short skirt, I’d find myself thinking things like “you know, maybe Stefan’s not that bad after all.” 

I’d twirl a little in the dining room in front of the big sliding glass door to my balcony, and I’d wonder if he had a girlfriend. He seemed like the kind of guy who did what he wanted, apologized for nothing, was completely comfortable occupying his space and wouldn’t be made to feel bad about it, and in the process, a neighborhood’s worth of girls would wet their panties for him. 

Hell, when I was wearing panties, even I would soak them. 

It bothered me that I did that. It bothered me that I spent my entire walk to the grocery store thinking about him. It bothered me that I spent my entire time in the store thinking about him, too. Because lots of things reminded me of him. 

For starters, the cute cashier at the checkout line lives around the corner, and one day she was in the street and watched him giving me a hard time about my hair, which wasn’t as long then and wasn’t as blonde. 

“You getting girly,” Stefan said to me. “You know that, right L’il Bean? If I ain’t know any better, I’d be checking you out when I come up behind you.” 

That’s when the girl walked by. “Right?” Stefan said to her. “Don’t he look like a chick? I keep you around, Bean, it makes me look like more of a man.”

“You already look like a man,” the girl said, and the smile on her face told me she was serious. 

“Damn right,” Stefan said. She was looking at him, Stefan was looking at me, and I was looking forward to getting into my apartment so I could put on my new skirt. 

So it didn’t matter that he thought I looked girly. That was kind of the point. And to be honest, it was a little flattering. So even though it was the goal, I still didn’t like that he said it. 

That he said it. 

God, what else reminded me of him? 

Like waiting at the traffic light on Ninth Street, when he jogged by with one of his friends and gave me a slap on the ass as he passed. 

“Those shorts are short, boy!” he called out, and his running partner had to cover his mouth to keep me from seeing how hard he was laughing. But I could tell. It stayed with me the whole walk back, my right ass cheek stinging, and when I got home and took off my little denim shorts, there was a red welt right across my ass. 

And with my apartment locked and my curtains closed, I slid into a pair of white lace panties and a little white tube top, admired the handprint in the mirror, then got so turned on focusing on the delightful, stinging pain that it only took me five strokes to fill my panties with cum. 

Then I did it again after dinner. 

The next day the welt was gone and I missed it. I tried hitting myself with a belt, but it wasn’t the same. It had to be Stefan.

So everything was Stefan and I hated that it was. Even looking in my basket as I got to the checkout line and put my groceries on the conveyor belt. 

A pack of chorizo sausages. Was Stefan that big? 

A can of soda. Was he that big? 

A bottle of olive oil. There’s no way his cock was that big. 

Why was this?

“You look familiar,” the girl at the checkout said, snapping me out of my imaginary measuring contest. “Do I know you?”

“I don’t think so,” I said quietly. “I mean, I’ve shopped here before. Maybe that’s it.” 

“Yeah,” she said, grabbing the can of soda and ringing it up. “Yeah, maybe that’s it.” 

But no, that wasn’t it. She was on Stefan’s side. She found it funny that I was girly enough to draw attention. She found it amusing that Stefan had a plaything. 

Hell, maybe she was jealous the plaything wasn’t her. Who knew? 

I needed to act tougher as she rang up my groceries. I needed to make sure I looked manly and strong, even though I didn’t feel it. I needed to act confident. Wasn’t that supposed to work? Wasn’t that important? 

It didn’t work. She rang me out and handed me the bag by the handles, and she could immediately tell it was too heavy for me. 

I tried, I really did. I clenched and tightened up and summoned all the strength my little body had, but I had only brought one bag with me and it was full, and heavy, and it wasn’t too heavy for her but it was too heavy for me. 

“You good?” she said, a little smirk in the corner of her mouth that she was too professional to lose control of. 

“Yup,” I said, my voice deeper than normal. 

But even I didn’t believe it, and when I got to the street, I had to hold the bag from underneath and walk slowly. 

In my head I imagined her behind me in the store, laughing and then realizing where she knew me from: the little fairy from the neighborhood who the hot black guy made fun of.

The little girly boy who deserved it, because he couldn’t even carry a bag of groceries. 

I gave serious thought to taking the bus home, except it would have used up one of my monthly fares and I wanted to hang on to them. It would have been stupid to need a ride just for a bag of groceries. I could imagine Stefan making fun of me, and that was enough to make me push myself.

A couple blocks later I needed to rest again, and when I put the bag down, I pretended to check my phone. 

Except I really did have a notification, which was convenient. It was a delivery notification for a package, and I knew the package. A padded envelope stuffed to capacity with secrets.

It was lingerie. 

Specifically, tiny lingerie. As in, G strings. A cami. A little lacy bra that was practically seethrough. $75 worth of lingerie and not a thing in the bag would cover any part of my body. Not a single thing. Which was the entire point. 

But as I looked at the notification on my phone, my heart sank. Because there was a photo attached showing me that it had been delivered, except there was a problem. 

My package was sitting with three or four other packages, right on top of Stefan’s “Knock Dammit” doormat that sat outside his apartment door. 

The bus stop was a few blocks behind me. My apartment was a few blocks still in front of me. And I had a heavy bag of groceries that prevented me from hurrying, and yet I needed to hurry, or else Stefan would get to his mail first, and then what? I didn’t even want to think about it. 

I scooped up my groceries, psyched myself up for a last push, and began walking with purpose back to my apartment. Each traffic light took an eternity, and I was walking so fast that I was sweating when I put my key in the inner door of my building. I looked at the staircase and knew I was three floors from getting my sexy lingerie, four floors from my sanctuary, and once I was inside my apartment I could do what I always did, only this time I’d be wearing even less than usual. 

I had done it. Without the bus, without whining (too much), and without running into Stefan again. I cradled my grocery bag and readied myself for the last part of my journey home. 

Instead of continuing up to the fourth floor, I turned at the third floor landing, ready to dash down the hall and grab my package without drawing attention. 

And when I turned to face the hallway, I nearly dropped my bag right on the floor. 

It was gone. 

My package was gone.

In fact, all of the packages were gone. 

OK, OK, calm down, right? There’s no reason to jump to conclusions. For all I knew, yes, Stefan got home and took his mail into his apartment, but maybe he was home long enough to also realize one was mine, and it would be waiting by my door when I made it one more flight up.

I had to believe that. I had to. The thought of my lingerie currently in Stefan’s apartment was too horrible to bear. It couldn’t be. 

It couldn’t be, I kept repeating as I ran up the last staircase to my floor. 

But something prepared me for what I was going to see. I can’t explain it, and I won’t try. Something inside of me knew that there would be no package leaning against my door. Something told me that the night was going to be different than I had planned it, and so I never broke stride on my walk from the stairs to my door. I walked slowly, sure, but I never made it seem like I was as nervous as I felt. I never made it obvious that I was upset. You couldn’t tell my heart was pounding, that there was some small amount of risk that someone out there knew a little tiny piece of my secret…

…and it was actually the worst possible person to know anything about me at all.

I set my bag down on the floor to unlock my door, and when it opened I didn’t even have the strength to pick it back up, so I just slid it into my apartment with my feet. 

The door clicked shut behind me, and I was alone. 

Alone and worried. Alone and concerned. Alone and anxious. 

OK, now what? I needed to think. Or act. Did I need to act? Think, then act. 

I could wait, of course. Just wait. Stefan was bound to discover it was my package and he’d bring it up. He wouldn’t miss an opportunity to give me a hard time, right? No, he wouldn’t. So I could wait. He’d come to me.

Or I could march right back down to the third floor and stand on the “Knock Dammit” doormat and knock, dammit. I could knock on his door and state, clearly and confidently and unafraid, that I believed he had my package and could he please maybe hand it over? 

God, even in my fantasies I wasn’t very assertive. 

And what would happen if I demanded the package and he’d say “hey, L’il Bean, someone stole my packages, how’d you know there were packages, did you take them?” and then he’d chase me upstairs, and he’d catch me (the lion, remember) and then I’d be dead in the hallway and he’d loot my apartment and discover my little secret that way. 

So really, he was going to discover my little secret no matter what I did, and so there was no point in trying anymore, and even though this apartment was great and it held all of my secrets, I was about to be exposed and I’d need to take my secrets with me to another apartment. 

Also my groceries would need to be put away. That had to happen first. 

But there was no need to rush. I needed time to process what was going to happen, even if there was no guarantee it would. It was probably true that the worst case scenario was going to happen. 

I put my olive oil in the cupboard. 

I put my soda in the fridge. I put everything where it belonged. 

Where did I belong? Where did I need to go? 

And when I heard the knock on my door, I knew that the worst case scenario wasn’t going to happen. The worst case scenario was already happening. Stefan was at my door, banging loudly, ready to humiliate me and ruin everything. 

But I could ignore it, right? I could just hold still and eventually Stefan would lose interest and go back downstairs. 

Unless he’s up here now with my unopened package, and if he goes back downstairs, that’s when he opens it. 

Oh God, this was agony. If I opened the door and he learned everything about me, it was over. He’d never let me live it down. I’d be tortured until I moved out, and even after I left he’d tell anyone who’d listen. 

But...I wanted my lingerie. It was mine. And if there was a chance I could recover it and have a normal night in as Kylie…don’t I take that chance? It was my $75 of lingerie. It was my body. It was my secret. Stefan had no control over that, and didn’t need to occupy my mind any more than he already had. 

No. 

No, he did not. 

I walked around the corner of my kitchen and gripped the doorknob tightly. It jangled loudly enough to alert whoever was out there that I was home, so there was no more hiding. I was doing this. I was going to take back my lingerie like the man I was. 

I flung the door open and looked up at Stefan, standing there with my package tucked under his arm. 

“Beanie,” he said, looking me up and down. “I’m glad you’re in. I do believe there was a little mixup with the United States Post Service today.” 

“I got the alert,” I said. “You must have beaten me home.” 

“Well, I never got no alert,” he said. “And what sucks for you is that I opened all my stuff and then kept going, and there was some mighty big confusion when I got to yours, you understand.”

Oh God. 

He handed me the package and I could see it immediately. He took it out from where it was tucked between his arm and his body, and now I could tell that the package was open. 

I tried not to look nervous, but how could I not? He probably pawed his giant hands through my stuff. Would I even be able to wear this stuff now? 

“But seeing as I am a duty-bound, concerned citizen, I knew immediately that these…items of interest…were not actually intended for my apartment. Lo and behold, when I looked at the label, it was obvious that this was for the special lady friend of Kyle Tanner in Apartment 4B.” 

I held out my hand to take it from him. 

He pulled it back. 

“Except,” he said, stroking his chin. “Except, dare I say that a young woman fit for garments as fine as these has never, not once, to my knowledge, been seen in or near Apartment 4B, Kyle.” 

“You don’t know that.” 

“Or is this why you get blonder and cuter every time I see you?” 

“Give me my mail, Stefan.” 

“In a moment,” he said. 

“Wait,” I said. “What do you mean ‘cuter’?” 

He ignored me. “I can give you back your mail under one condition.”

“But it’s mine,” I said. “There can’t be conditions. Now what do you mean ‘cuter’?” 

“I mean,” he said, looking directly into my soul. “I mean that since I’m the one returning the mail to you, I should get a fashion show.” 

What? I was stunned. I stood there, heart pounding, hearing someone on a floor below us shut their apartment door and walk down to the street. 

“This is blackmail,” I said. 

“No it ain’t,” he said. “I seen the way you look at me.” 

“And what way is that?”

“Like you afraid of something. And now I know what.” 

“I’m not afraid,” I stammered. 

“Sure you are. You don’t wear this stuff for nobody. Except now you can.” 

He was right, sort of. I didn’t wear Kylie Clothes for anybody, but that was fine with me. It was private. It wasn’t something you advertise to anyone. Maybe you even keep it from a partner if you’re ashamed enough. 

But how could I dress in front of Stefan? There’s no way. 

And then it hit me. I knew what I was afraid of. I knew how he was right, and I knew what he was right about. 

Kyle didn’t want to get dressed for Stefan. Kylie would, though. 

“I…can’t,” I said. 

“I’ll stop calling you L’il Bean, too,” he said, tempting me with the package. He held it out, then pulled it back a little. He was teasing me. 

But in a way, I was teasing him, wasn’t I? Wasn’t this something I knew I secretly wanted? To have Stefan look at the girly me? She would want that. And I couldn’t pretend otherwise. 

“I don’t know, Stefan. It’s not like I like you.” 

“Not yet you don’t.” 

“How can I trust you, Stefan? Just…give me my mail!” 

The tone of my voice was all wrong. I was whining. 

Without breaking eye contact, he reached a hand into the package and brought out a little blue G string. He dangled it off his fingertips with his eyebrows raised. 

Tempting me. 

Or, trying to. 

He jangled the underwear like it was a treat, or a dog toy. Like he was trying to get me to do a trick. 

Which, in a way, I suppose he was. A trick my body actually wanted to do. 

If I got home faster, I could have been wearing that G string right now. I could have been Kylie, making dinner in her underwear, showing almost all of her skin off to the private world of Apartment 4B. 

Instead, Stefan was…touching it. His fingers were on my panties. Every time I’d wear them–if I could even wear them–I’d think of Stefan. I’d think of the thin layer of lacy fabric that was between his fingertips, and that was hugging my girl dick in my crotch. I’d think of him raising his eyebrows at me. I’d think of him standing in the doorway of my apartment, just a few feet away from my stash of clothes. 

I ran my hand through my hair and sighed, not sure what to do. 

“I don’t know,” I said. 

“Yeah you do,” he said, and before I could do anything, he walked past me into my apartment, tossing the panties onto the floor, and collapsed on my couch.

“Nice place,” he said, looking around. “Now here you go.”

He reached into my package and threw something at me. It was a black bra and panty set that excited me the most when I ordered everything. I knew it would keep me from getting fully hard. I knew it would make my ass look great. I knew I would feel flirty and alive and that no matter what happened during the day, I’d be OK once I spent my night in my apartment. I knew that in my soul. 

And Stefan touched those panties. 

“I bet you look good, but that’s for me to say,” he said, putting his hands behind his head and leaning back on my couch. 

God, how can you want something and not want it at the same time? 

“The…makeup’s in the other room,” I stammered. 

“I ain’t goin’ nowhere,” he said. “You get nice and pretty for me, and then come back out.”

All of my makeup clattered against my bathroom sink as I trembled and got ready. 

Was this happening? It was happening.

I puckered my lips and applied my favorite lipstick, Candy Apple Red. It even tasted like an apple when I kissed the air. 

I fluffed out my eyelashes with mascara, and I was immediately not-Kyle. I drew seductive points at the edge of my eyes, and I made myself look sultry and mysterious with my favorite eye shadow. 

Was this real? It was real. It was as real as Kylie, who very slowly emerged in front of my eyes.

All that was left was the outfit. The two very small pieces of fabric on my bathroom floor, tempting me. 

I took off my shirt and immediately was covered in goose bumps. 

I dropped my jeans and underwear to the floor, and immediately felt my smooth dick get even smaller as it hit the chilly bathroom air. 

Here goes nothing, I thought, as I stepped into the new black panties…

…which fit like a dream. Oh God, I nearly cried when I slid into them, feeling them cradle my balls and my little dick perfectly. They fit better than anything I ever owned, and I immediately tried to remember if they came in other colors. I’d order them all. Even if it took me a month of overtime, I’d own everything. 

I wriggled into the bra and stood in front of my mirror, flat-chested and sexy, already straining against the crotch of my panties that weren’t going to let me go anywhere. 

I turned to the side and looked at my ass, which looked great. The curve of the hip accentuated my cheeks, and while I didn’t have any hips to speak of, the waistband dipped down a little bit to give the appearance that my hips swelled. 

It was delightful. It was everything. 

I was Kylie, and Kylie wiggled her ass in the mirror, thinking that a stinging red handprint would feel good right about now. 

And, conveniently, there was someone in the living room who could do just the thing. 

And that someone wanted to see me. Wanted to really see me. 

I opened the bathroom door and tiptoed into my own apartment, making a walk I had made hundreds of times before. But I never made that walk knowing that someone was waiting at the other end of it. 

“Oooooooooh, look at you, girlie,” came a deep voice from the living room. “Let’s get a better look at you.” 

I stepped into the living room and felt exposed. I could feel his gaze. I could feel him when he stared at my bra; my nipples got hard. 

I could feel when he looked at my flat stomach; my goosebumps came back.

I could feel when he looked at my crotch; my trapped little dick jumped. 

I could feel when he looked at my smooth legs; my legs felt weak. 

“Blonder and cuter,” he said, leaning forward on the couch. “Come over here,” he said, pointing to the floor at his feet. 

I walked toward him and stopped, the tiny bump in my panties at his eye level. He looked right at it; did he smirk? Did he smile? It was hard to tell. 

“Let’s see you from behind,” he said, and before I knew what was happening, he put both hands on my hips and spun me around so he was looking at my ass. 

I jumped when I felt each of his massive hands grab onto a cheek and jiggle them. 

I yelped when he ran his hands along the outside of my thighs down to my knees. 

I melted when he ran them back up the inside of my legs and removed them before he touched my panty bulge. 

“Do a little dance,” he said. 

“What?” I said nervously. 

“You know how to move that body,” he said. “Shake that ass. Just for me.” 

I put my hands on my hips and wiggled my ass, just for him. 

Back and forth. I tossed my hair, which was finally long enough to toss. 

I traced my thigh with one finger. I ran my hand over my right cheek and gave myself two playful little swats, hoping he would take the hint, hoping he would once again blast me on the ass with his hand hard enough to leave a mark. 

He didn’t. Instead, he spun me back around and put his hands on my hips, rubbing them up and down. Firmly. With strength. With conviction. I felt the friction everywhere. I was back pointing my panty bulge at his face, and I suddenly wanted to take off the best panties in the world and have no coverage at all. I wanted him to see me, all of me, even the desperate part that was the last secret I was holding onto. He reached around me and squeezed my ass again, kneading my cheeks like dough. He spread them apart and I’d feel my little hole peek out. Then he’d do it again. 

I was getting even harder. Or, my body was trying to. 

“I…don’t think you’re supposed to touch at fashion shows,” I said, twirling a finger through my hair.  

“Oh, I didn’t tell you what kind of fashion show this is gonna be?” he said, looking up at me from the couch. 

“No,” I whispered, feeling the warmth of his hands on my ass, never wanting him to stop. “What kind?”

“This kind,” he said, pulling a hand back and placing it flat against my stomach. 

I jumped, but not because his fingers were cold. No, his hand was warm, firm on my flesh. Like everything he did, he did it with purpose. He was sure that his hand belonged there, and he put it there. And with one hand on my ass and one on my stomach, he held me there, pressure from both directions, holding me in place as my body pulsed with want. 

He slid his hand down so that the heel of his palm was pressing hard right above my helpless dick. And it belonged there. At that moment, it belonged right there, pressed flat against my bare stomach, so he could feel my body and sense my breathing. 

I felt myself twitch in my panties. God, his hand was so close. The hand he knew what to do with. The hand he could do whatever he wanted with. And at that moment, he was touching me. 

It crept lower, and I inhaled sharply. Soon his palm held my entire crotch, and I knew he could feel me straining against the underwear. I knew it because his eyes sparkled each time I felt my dick jump a little. It was electric having someone hold me like that, just cupping me in place, making sure I was all there. That I was all girl at that moment, and more. 

“Let’s see what else you got,” he said, giving my balls a squeeze. 

“What do you mean?” I asked.

He grinned and with two fingers gave my balls a little flick, enough to make me jump and re-imagine the sting of him swatting my ass in the street once upon a time. God, all it took was one hand from him and I was quivering. 

He dragged the coffee table over and put it in front of where he sat, then patted the top.

“Here you go,” he said. “On all fours.”

What could I do? I did what he said. I got down on my hands and knees and gave him a front row seat to my ass, legs spread enough where I hoped he found it inviting to get back to his Full Contact Fashion Show. 

He ran his hands up my inner thighs, stopping agonizingly short of the bump in my crotch, and I felt a little spurt of something as he did it. 

God, I was so pathetic. I was going to cum without doing a single thing. I was going to cum from a bully running his hands over me in payment for giving me back my own lingerie.

And I was in heaven.

I spread my legs wider and stuck my ass closer to him. I wanted him to have ideas and didn’t care which ones. He’d come up with something, and he’d make it all happen. 

It would happen to me, and I knew I’d love it. 

He gave my ass a playful swat, and that’s when I heard it. 

A zipper. I knew it was a zipper. It was quiet, barely perceptible, and I could just make it out over the pounding of my heartbeat in my ears. But it was there. He unzipped. 

And when I looked back at him over my shoulder, I could see his huge chocolate brown hand stroking the biggest chocolate brown cock I had ever seen in my life. 

He was already hard because of me. 

He was stroking himself to me. 

I wagged my ass straight in his face and he grabbed my cheek with his free hand, then he sat forward so he could poke me in the bulge with his rod. 

Oh, God. Back and forth. The power he had, shoving that hard dick right up into my crotch, then working it all over me. It was unlike anything I had ever felt before. He was not gentle, and I wanted it that way. I wanted the pain of him squishing my balls against me. I wanted the agony of not being able to get fully hard. I wanted the embarrassment of knowing just how much bigger he was than me. 

I felt his hand snake around my waist and grab me around the midsection, and then I was tugged back onto the couch, where we sat next to each other. He sat back and pointed his massive erection at me. 

“Wh–what am I doing with that?” I asked, pointing at the gigantic cock poking out of his shorts. It was even bigger when I was close to it. 

“We’re going to make you a woman with it, that’s what,” he said, and he brought my hand to it, wrapping my fingers around it. 

It was warm, and fleshy. 

Huge. My hand barely fit around it, and it made me feel so very small. I had never done anything with someone else’s cock before, and playing with my own wasn’t exactly practice for this. 

And yet somehow I knew what to do, and I knew I could do it. 

I had to open my mouth wider than I ever had before, but I took the whole head into my mouth and heard him groan in approval. 

It wouldn’t fit very far, and all I could do was swirl my tongue around it. It felt like I was trying to cram a mango into my mouth but could only fit the tapered end; when I got to the fuller end, my lips would not get wider. I was helpless.

So I did the next best thing, which was work the head. I sucked on it like it was an oversized lollipop. A sweaty, salty, novelty sucker. 

“You’re trying so hard, girl,” he said, placing his hand on the back of my head. “Good girl.”

God, it was hard, but having him run his fingers through my hair–my hair, my real hair–was one of those things that you don’t know you need until someone does it to you. 

The harder I sucked, the more I felt my own body respond. It was like I could imagine the sensations he was feeling and they were transported to my own legs, my own nipples, my own crotch. 

His fingers massaged my scalp and guided my head where it needed to go, and he even gripped my hair and directed me up and down as far as I could go in order to get as much of the head and shaft into my mouth as we could. 

He was simply too big. 

“This fashion show ain’t over,” he said, lifting my head up from his crotch.

I gasped for a breath of air, suddenly aware that I hadn’t been breathing while trying to stuff his dick into my mouth. A drip of drool ran down my chin. 

He grabbed me like I weighed nothing and he sat me on his lap, my legs spread as I straddled him, his wet cock sticking straight up at me as I looked down. I ached to be let out of my new panties, and I could see the crotch of my underwear straining to keep me in place. 

“Rub yourself on me,” he said. “I want you to feel what a real dick feels like down there.” 

All I needed to do was pivot my hips. Just a little nod with my hips and the needy head of my girl dick went up and down, up and down against his shaft as I straddled him. 

His put his hands on my thighs and held me in place, and all I could do was bob my dick up and down against him. It was warm, firm enough to keep me hard, and it yielded enough to make me push even harder. 

“Attagirl,” he said, feeling me strain to get closer. “You need it now, huh?”

And I did. I was going to lose it if I didn’t let my dick out and get off soon. It was all too much: the panties, the feeling of being seen, the feeling of another man’s dick, the freedom of it all. 

“Let me help you just a little bit,” he said, and he reached down to his pockets, which were at his knees. Out came a little squeeze bottle of lube–I had the same kind–and he flipped the cap open. 

I don’t know what I thought was going to happen. Maybe I thought he’d lube up his hand and let my dick out so he could jerk me off. Maybe I thought he’d lube up my hand so I could jerk myself off. Maybe I thought he’d squirt a bottle of lube on his own cock and he’d get off either from him or me. 

But I did not expect that he dabbed a little on one of his fingers, followed by the back of my panties being pulled to the side while the front stayed in place, and then his slippery finger found its way to my opening. 

At first just the tip slipped in and I sat up straighter with a little yelp. 

It was just enough to tempt me, and just enough to ride against as I rubbed myself on his shaft. And it was immediately not enough. 

As soon as I rode up and down, I wanted more. I wanted it to be thicker, and longer, and pulsing, and I wanted it to be attached to someone who knew what they were doing, and I wanted everything to change forever. 

Then it did. 

His finger went all the way in, and I shuddered. My whole body shook. I felt a little squirt in my panties, and I felt a jolt through my body, and Stefan must have felt it too, because he smiled a devilish smile as soon as I recovered. 

“I think I know what you want,” he said, and then he worked his finger in and out, slowly. 

The electricity in me recharged almost instantly, and I was again wracked with a shudder that came out of nowhere and almost made me jump out of my own body. 

God, the power of one of his hands was bad enough; this man owned me with one finger. 

“More,” I breathed. “Again.”

“Oooooh, someone likes it,” he growled. And his finger probed me one more time, again making me see stars. 

I wasn’t going to be able to take it. I needed something bigger, something more filling. His finger was driving me wild, but that massive cock staring up at me between our legs was a much better idea.

I grabbed the lube out of his hand as he worked his finger in and out. 

“Oh God!” I yelped, trying to get the cap off. I bucked my hips as he stroked something inside of me that I never knew I had. I felt another little squirt in my panties as I tried to steady myself with one hand and squeeze lube on him with the other. 

He laughed as gobs of lube landed on his shaft, but what could I do? I had no control over anything. He withdrew his finger and I immediately felt empty, immediately felt like I needed to be full again. 

Not full. Fuller. 

I shifted forward in his lap until his cock was beneath me, and then his hands were behind me, tugging my panties to the side again so that there was access in the back but not the front. My cock was begging for the same kind of attention everything else was getting, but this wasn’t my fashion show. Stefan was in charge, and I was discovering exactly what he was in charge of. 

At the moment, he was in charge of sliding the wet, slippery head of his cock right against my opening. I knew it was huge. I knew it was going to hurt when it went in. I knew it was going to turn my world upside down and nothing would ever be the same between us. 

There was so much lube on his cock that it slipped in despite how large it was. I surged forward as I felt…I don’t know what I felt. It hurt. It was huge. It stung, but not like his hand did when it spanked me. 

It went inside me and stretched me open all at once. It made my body do what it had never done before, but wanted to. And it made me aware that I was delicate and inexperienced. 

And yet. 

It also made me feel full. Like I was finally, after all this time, somehow complete. I surged forward towards his face and he held me, inches from his lips, saying “sssshhhhhhhhh, I got you, girl.” 

I wanted to sit back on him and bury him inside me. I wanted to arch my back and scream. I wanted to let the shuddering feeling inside me of me go crazy and dominate every nerve I had. 

I slid a little lower onto his cock, feeling it fill me more, feeling him squeeze my hips.

“Damn, you are tight,” he moaned. 

That did it. That was all I needed. I was helpless, yet powerful. I was helpless, and in charge. I was everything all at once to both of us, and with a grunt and a yelp and a shudder, I sat back on him so our bodies crashed together, and my cock tried to get hard but couldn’t. Instead I felt it squirt out another tiny squirt, and I felt a warmth spreading through my entire body. 

I tensed my thighs and began riding. It was easy, and I could go higher and higher because his cock was neverending. I could take the whole thing, and I had to remember to breathe. 

I steadied myself by putting my hands on his chest, and I began to bounce, in time with the rhythm of our breath. 

I never wanted it to end. We took turns closing our eyes and losing ourselves to what the other could provide. I squeezed as I rode and made myself even tighter for him, and he held my hips down with his thumbs stroking dangerously close to my cock bulge, but never, not once, giving me any release. 

It was agony. It was perfect. I knew I was his. 

“You love it,” he said. 

I nodded.

“No, no,” he said. “I want to hear you say it.”

“I love it,” I said, closing my eyes. 

“You love what?”

“I love…bouncing…on your cock,” I said, keeping up my pace. 

“I can tell, you little slut,” he said, grabbing my hips and sitting me up straighter on his lap. “Look at this little thing.” 

I looked down between my legs and my dick was pulling the crotch of panties away from me. Even completely hard and at full attention, it was nowhere close to as big as Stefan’s, and couldn’t break free. 

But I couldn’t hide the fact that having his giant cock in my ass made me harder than anything ever had. 

“Look at that,” he breathed, and then he gave my bump a slap. 

I yelped. 

“That’s right, little girl. I bet you like it, don’t you?” 

He did it again, just a quick slap, right on the head of my dick. 

“And you leaking like a sissy,” he said. Because at that moment, a small droplet of cum started to seep through the front of my panties. 

“I’m not going to call you L’il Bean anymore,” he said, pinching my nipples through the fabric of the bra. “And I’m not calling you by that other name. So what do you want to be called?”

And he pinched me hard before I could answer. 

“Oh God!” I cried out, feeling myself buck with pleasure in response to his touch. “Kylie,” I whispered, trying to catch my breath. 

“OK, Kylie,” he said. 

Stefan pulled down my bra and exposed my right nipple, firm, red, and stinging with pain from his fingers. He popped it right in his mouth and soothed it, sucking and circling his tongue over it. 

With one hand on my lower back, he pressed me down and towards him, and I rode. I rode up and down, grinding hard. With my dick trapped in my panties, all I could do was feel my little balls rub on his abdomen as I ground against him, but it was enough. 

It was more than enough. I threw my arms around his neck and lost myself as he sucked on my nipple, and I was alive. Kylie was alive. 

It was humiliating to be this turned on and this…exposed. Like I couldn’t hide. How do you hide it? Do you say ‘no’? Do you try and make it seem like you aren’t the horniest you have ever been in your life? 

He reached between my legs and gave my bulge a firm pinch, and I moaned. 

“Oh, you want to cum, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I whispered. “I do.”

“You ain’t gonna cum unless you can cum like a girl. You got it?” And he pinched my crotch again. 

I felt another squirt, and it got on his fingers. I knew it got on his fingers because he brought his hand to my mouth and fed me my own cum. Just a drop. Just a little drop that spilled out while he squeezed me, and I kept right on bouncing, feeling him hit places inside my body that were always there, and that I never knew about. Not like this. 

“Oh God,” I heard myself say as he slapped me between the legs again. 

Spurt. 

“Don’t stop,” I whimpered. 

He slapped me again. 

“Work it, girl,” he said, grabbing onto my hips. 

I was desperate now. I was so close to the edge, and I was devastatingly turned on, and I knew that it was only going to take two or three strokes of my dick to cum like I so badly wanted, but I couldn’t. 

Because he wanted me to cum like a girl. And I wanted to cum like a girl. I needed to. 

And when that small feeling began to build between my legs, I pushed myself down on him until I felt like our bodies would fuse together. I rubbed my balls on his abdomen the hardest I ever had. I licked the last of my own cum from my lips, and felt how much of my body was exposed, and it was almost all of it, except the part that needed to cum. And with my eyes closed and my body humming all over, Stefan sent me over the edge. 

He slapped me right on the ass. 

Hard. 

It was a loud crack, and it stung right away, and I knew what it was, and I knew it was red, and it was all my body needed, all the permission it was waiting for, and I lost control. 

Spurt after spurt of warm cum filled my panties. I ground my way through my orgasm and felt every shudder, every moan, every drop. 

I knew it was leaking out of my crotch and making a mess. 

I didn’t care. I was cumming, and I was cumming like a girl. 

And at that moment, I wanted Stefan to cum. 

Inside of me.

With my orgasm subsiding, I squeezed as hard around him as I could, and bounced as high as I could, riding as much of him as I could, as fast as I could. 

“Oh, yeah, girl?” he said. “You trying to get me to cum too?”

“Like a man,” I said, and he leaned back on the couch as far as he could go. 

I squeezed harder. 

“Oh, you tryin’ now, girl,” he laughed, and as soon as it was out of his mouth, his facial expression changed. He looked like he was about to gasp, his mouth permanently locked open. He held himself still on the couch, watching me bounce up and down. I felt more of my cum drip down onto him, and I felt him swell inside of me. 

“Goddamn!” he wailed, and the first spasm hit. I felt it travel far inside of me, and felt him lose control of the next spurt, and the one after that, and the one after that. He was emptying his body into mine, and I kept on riding, kept clenching as hard as I could. 

“You are gonna kill me,” he said after I felt him start to soften. I could no longer ride him, but I wanted to keep him inside of me. I wanted us to recover and do it again. I never wanted it to end. 

Instead, he locked eyes with me.  

“I take that back, Kylie. If you can take a dick as big as mine and still walk, you’re tougher than I thought.”

“Thanks, I guess?” I said. 

“Damn, girl,” he said, wiping sweat off his brow. “You are a tiger. Maybe I could call you ‘Tiger’ instead?”

“Kylie’s fine,” I said. Was he going to call me Kylie from now on? Something told me he would. Something told me I was no longer L’il Bean, or Beanie, or anything mean. 

He lifted me off of him like I weighed nothing and he tossed me to the side of the couch. I felt empty right away and wanted him back. I lay there with my legs spread and watched him stand up, pulling his jeans back on. 

“Blonder and cuter,” he said.

I blushed as I touched my fingers to the cum seeping out of the crotch of my panties. 

“And there’s more in that package of yours, ain’t there?” he said.

“There is,” I said. He reached down to the floor and picked up the blue G string that he had teased me with earlier. He threw it at me and it landed on my face. I pulled them off and stared at them, slight, dainty. They would cover even less than what I was wearing now. Panties that I had never actually worn, but that already reminded me of him.

And yet it no longer seemed that bad to think of him when I wore my own underwear.

“Then I’ll see you tomorrow, Kylie.” 

I was Kylie, to him and to me. 
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