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Synopsis




This story follows Chelsea, a strict college aged disciplinarian trying to start a babysitting business. She has to embrace her inner femdom and turn her submissive straight boyfriend into a cock craving college girl, so that he can convince a new client to use her business. She will have to enforce some strict authority over her man, including a bit of spanking, humiliation, and strapon pegging. By evening's end, Trevor may even find himself staring down a real cock, ready for his first big, hard, pounding from a REAL man, and all while Chelsea and another femdom enjoy the show...

15,000+ words


Part I




“I’m screwed!” The dark-haired girl moaned.

“I’m never going to find somebody to replace Crystal by this weekend.” Chelsea hunched forward, looking over her laptop screen, and digging her heel into the kitchen tile, cold and soothing against her bare toes. She brushed a hand through her reddish-dark, shoulder-length hair and re-read the email, once more, as if to hope it might miraculously read differently the third time around.

“This babysitting business isn’t going to go anywhere if I can’t find girls who are dependable,” she lamented, continuing to vent to her boyfriend, who was sitting Indian style on the sofa and scanning his phone, aimless and detached to anything his girlfriend was saying. “Are you listening to me, at all?” She finally asked.

“Sure – anything you say,” Trevor said, emotionless. His pink lips refused to break from the straight line across his face. His hazel eyes were removed and vacant, and his short, styled hair – which suggested a young man who might be ready for a night on the town – only brushed lazily beneath the air-conditioning vent. He dragged his fingertip down his phone screen, and tossed it to the side, exhaling.

“I’m hungry – how about we get something from that Mexican restaurant downtown?” He asked, turning to see his frustrated girlfriend, legs crossed and lips pouting as she exhaled with agitation. She only flashed a glare of anger toward her boyfriend, before turning back. Trevor shrugged, and swallowed hard. The skinny, childish nineteen year-old, had been unable to connect to his girlfriend’s ambitions as of late. While Chelsea had dreams of entrepreneurship, Trevor had dreams of; well… he didn’t really know.

He was a student at the nearby university, but while Chelsea had graduated the previous year, a bit early at age twenty-one, Trevor seemed destined for a repeat of freshman year. If it hadn’t been for his submissive and passive manner, he and Chelsea would certainly have butt heads over his disinterest or lack of ambition, she thought. She liked her boyfriend; their three year relationship had been compatible, but lately, Chelsea wanted something else. She wanted a sense of independence and a sense of authority over her situation. She was a graduate and, save for a part-time job filling coffee orders at the café around the corner, her new babysitting idea had been her only momentary ticket out of near-poverty, considering her degree hadn’t exactly paid off when it came time to find a true source of employment. So, she found herself trying to pay the bills alongside her student-loans, and quickly sinking.

Until she discovered the parents in the area were both well-to-do, and short on reputable young women who might be interested in watching their kids for the evenings. She saw an opportunity and, like her business professor had said, ‘go for the jugular, when there’s an open market.’ She called a few girlfriends and at once, her blue eyes nearly spun like crystals in their sockets, and she became excited with big dreams of managing an entire team of babysitters.

The dream died quickly. Only three weeks in and out of her five babysitter team, she’d already lost two girls to the new school year, and two others became continual flakes when it came time to interview with potential parents. Chelsea had finally reached a breaking point, and she watched as her boyfriend stood from the sofa, stretched, and made his way to the kitchen in nothing but a pair of plaid, blue-and-white boxers. She noted his ‘pretty boy’ appearance more and more often, lately. Ever since a girlfriend of hers alerted her to Trevor’s strange resemblance to an up and coming young movie actress, she’d been shaken by the notion. Each time she quietly watcher her boyfriend, she couldn’t help but notice just how effeminate he seemed.

Their sex-life certainly didn’t disprove any of her friend’s remarks. Trevor seemed hard-up for sexual satisfaction every time Chelsea came home, showing the least amount of skin. But, he’d been on a different sexual wave length with his girlfriend lately. Chelsea wanted to be in charge in the bedroom, which was fine with Trevor. Only, the brunette had been pressing for things like anal sex more and more, lately. Chelsea wasn’t interested in the experience, even going so far as to joke, ‘maybe you should do it first, and if you don’t mind, then you can do it to me.’

Trevor hadn’t found this terribly amusing. He laughed, but scoffed just the same. “Dillon and Brady have both done anal with their girlfriends,” he complained. “Ok? I’m not doing it just because Yvonne and Trina are doing it. I don’t want to.” Unable to cope with his girlfriend’s decision, he grew desperate enough to take her up on her joke. One night, when the proposal was shot down once more, he finally added, “Fine. If you’ve got to do something to me, first, then let’s do it.”

“What? You mean – let me put something in your ass?” She asked, biting her lip and shifting her eyes. She giggled with a slight embarrassment – she couldn’t believe he was actually offering, even if he might be joking. The suggestion, strange enough to her, left Chelsea slightly aroused. The images that came along with the remark filled her with a fantasy of catharsis and subconscious domination. Chelsea dismissed the entire idea with a head-shake and a dismissive laugh. Trevor only shrugged, as if to suggest he would be more than willing, but that he only offered because he knew Chelsea wouldn’t go for it. Still, his body grew tight with intrigue as well. He figured that Chelsea was just assertive enough to try something like this, and so he knew he’d decided to walk a fine line by offering. He sighed with relief, but also with depravity, when she laughed the matter off.

Little had either of them known, the thought remained on their minds in secret, long after the discussion had ended.

Even by that very evening, Trevor had made little jokes here and there about the offer, going so far as to shake his butt in his boxers, like some attention-seeking high-school girl, saying ‘it’s here for the taking.’ Chelsea laughed and rolled her eyes, but the thought persisted on their minds. Chelsea wouldn’t know just how conflicted her boyfriend had become over his own reaction to the jokes – deep down, perhaps he wanted it, after all. After all, with only three years behind them, it was perfectly plausible that he’d had sexual interests that he still had not divulged to her, Chelsea thought.

“Knock it off – I’ve got to figure out what I’m going to do. The Carmichaels are counting on Brittany to meet with them tonight so they can decide if they’re going to use my service or not. I can’t bail or they’re not going to think I’m reliable,” Chelsea explained.

“Right…” Trevor said, exhaling and scratching his ass in his boxers as he bent forward and opened the fridge door. The cool, neutral light flooded his front-side and illuminated the shallow ridges of abs and chest muscles that stubbornly refused to swell from his skinny frame. Trevor knew that what he lacked in brawn, he made up for with attractive features, like a soft, glowing complexion and a set of perfect dimples. He would’ve preferred to appear more masculine, but he’d knew he must’ve been doing well enough, because he’d found a girl like Chelsea – gorgeous curves and an alabaster complexion. She had the coveted hip to frame measurements, and the litany of men who were hitting on her in random places, to prove it.

She would exhale with annoyance, pumping gas, as some lothario disguised as a caring, sensitive type, would run a hand through his hair, adjust his tight-fitted polo shirt and flash her the million-dollar smile, all before delivering the pickup-line they had undoubtedly dispensed only moments before, to another unsuspecting female victim. “I’m flattered but I have a boyfriend.”

“Oh yeah? Well, maybe he’s not as good as this, huh?” One of them had told her, before proceeding to flex his bicep and grin prideful toward the ball in his arm. He would realize quickly, that he’d been the only one amused or impressed be the gesture. Chelsea would roll her eyes and finish pumping gas, hoping the numbers would magically fly by so she could get in her car and leave. She would think about the attention. The farther she went into her twenties, she seemed to amass more and more male attention; even a few girls had eyed her when she’d gone out to bars on the University’s main street with her girlfriends. The truth had been that she found herself more interested and amused by the female attention, than she ever had by the male attention. She preferred the ‘pretty boy’ type, though she didn’t know why.

There was something about young, lean, short, and smooth guys that had always caught her eye. It had been exactly how she nabbed Trevor, watching him wait on her and her girlfriends’ table one evening when they came into his brother’s restaurant. They giggled to one another after just about every time he would stop by their table and flash them his ‘pretty boy’ grin. Knowing he’d caught Chelsea’s eyes, her girlfriends arranged for them to meet up one evening. From the very moment they sat down and held a conversation, Chelsea knew she wanted to be with Trevor. But it would be a while before she would realize the true reason why – not his smooth, skinny body or soft, feminine facial features. It was his malleability. She’d done her time with the burly, ‘dude-bro’ types, whose only interests seemed to be one-upping each other in drinking games and seeing who could put the loudest engine in their pickup trucks.

Chelsea had felt comfortable with Trevor. She knew what to expect from him, most of the time, at least; a good-hearted but slightly apathetic college freshman, who simply had eyes for her. And Trevor had found his own share of attraction, before and during he and Chelsea had started to date. The most perplexing, had always been the continuous gay men who wandered their eyes over toward him as he served other tables at the restaurant. He quickly realized the phenomenon when one of the men finally came on to Trevor. Happily embarrassed, the man quickly covered his mouth and nearly fell over with a quick burst of laughter. “I’m so sorry. I’ve never made this mistake before,” the man had said, flashing a wide grin of white teeth between his smooth, pink lips. He stroked his beard and, as Trevor blushed, tried to apologize. “It’s all good,” Trevor had dismissed.

“Are you sure you aren’t interested?” The man had asked one final time, before Trevor grew more definitive in his responses. “Look, dude, I’m not gay. I’m flattered and all but I’m not a ‘twinkle’ or whatever the hell you said I was.”

“A twink,” the man clarified. “It’s just a gay guy who looks like, well… you,” he said with a small chuckle. “Anyway, I’m very sorry,” he added, before trotting back to his and his friends’ table. It wouldn’t be until later that evening when he looked the term up on the internet, evoking an endless stream of lean, young and soft-featured men, who shared his exact look, down to the optimistic and coquettish expressions across their faces.

Chelsea of course, found this rather amusing, when he finally spilled the beans. “I mean… you do look a lot like these guys; so what? You can’t just judge somebody by their cover like that,” she reminded him. Trevor shrugged and simply explained how the man at the restaurant had done exactly this, and how it’d happened more and more in recent years. Chelsea asked him to put it behind him. She, however, bookmarked the website Trevor had found and used to showcase his resemblance. She finally found the type of guy she’d always had an affinity for, but rarely realized. And now, she had a perfect collection of them for her own viewing pleasure. Narrow hips, cheek bones that were made for makeup, and smaller cocks (but perfectly round butts), tantalized her as she scrolled down the images, one by one. It wasn’t until Chelsea’s searching for more images of ‘twinks,’ that she found herself down a rabbit hole, of sorts. Before she knew it, she’d discovered ‘lady-boys, fem-boys, and cross-dressers.’

The image of pretty boys just like Trevor, dressed as girls and posing sexually for the camera as they seemingly embraced not only their feminine side, but their deepest forbidden fantasies, left her wet and tense with sexual frustration. At first, she knew very little of what it had meant that she found these images immediately attractive.

She kept the discovery to herself, from then on. After all, how could she explain to her boyfriend, a burgeoning secret desire to see him embrace his own feminine side, even if it meant something as simple as wearing a little scarf or a quick application of her burgundy lipstick? She decided to keep the fantasy to herself. It was, after all, only a fantasy. And if she were to be honest with herself, she knew she didn’t want to simply fetishize what so many men clearly had chosen as a serious lifestyle choice. Instead, she appreciated their journeys, all while enjoying the sexual exports that they provided for her online. They clearly wanted to be enjoyed for their femininity, and Chelsea had very little problem doing just that.

But what could it possibly mean?

She wondered if it made her a lesbian in some way. She decided that it didn’t. She felt no serious attraction to women, yet an intense attraction to a pretty boy dressed as a woman. This, she couldn’t seem to get enough of. She wanted to spill her secret to her boyfriend. Who knows, she thought to herself one afternoon, maybe he’d be into it?

Despite her sexual urges, she kept the dirty little secret to herself. It was only when she found herself without a babysitter that evening, that she accidentally let her naughty little confession spill.

Trevor circled the small dining table where Chelsea continued, hunched and attempting to find out a fast replacement that she could count on, to interview well with the Carmichaels that evening; the options were scant. Any notion of posting a job-wanted ad online that very afternoon, only a few hours before accompanying the girl to the orientation interview, would prove too great a gamble.

“Ugh, why did Brittany do this to me?” She said, holding her head in her hands, with her reddish-dark hair bunching in her balmy hands – warm with stress. She adjusted herself in her chair, feeling the denim of her summer shorts brush against the fabric of the seat. She looked down her white cami and wondered if she would appear to under-dressed for the eventual meeting that evening. The Carmichael’s were her biggest client, yet. The father – Jason Carmichael – was head of a fast-growing company in the smart-phone industry. And like his company’s payroll, the Carmichaels’ own bank account continued to grow wildly. Add this prospect to their three children between age one and age eight, and Chelsea knew they would be the perfect repeat clients. If only she could find a suitable sitter to dazzle them.

“So, do you want to go out tonight, or what?” Trevor asked.

“Babe, I already told you a million times I’m going to this meeting. Have been listening to anything I’ve said?” Chelsea groaned. “Unless you’re going to put on a wig and pretend to be Brittany for the night, then just leave me alone and let me figure this out.” She wanted to immediately apologized, if she’d sounded cold. But she didn’t. Her eyes grew wide, and her thoughts immediately became to fixated on another matter, altogether.

“Wait a second…” She said, tapping her finger to her lips. “You would look a lot like Brittany, if you had a long, blonde-hair wig. You’d look just like her…” She said. Her blue eyes widened with curiosity and excitement. “No way…” she whispered to herself. Trevor dropped the energy drink in his palm, which he’d grabbed from the fridge, and came over toward his girlfriend.

“Look, Chel, I know you’re stressing right now, but you might need to lie down or get some fresh air or something,” Trevor said with an indulgent laugh. “Me as a girl? You’re losing it, now.”

“I’m not even joking. I need this client, Trevor. I need a girl to babysit their kids and Brittany is coming back from her grandma’s funeral in a couple of days. They might not even notice that, when she shows up to babysit their kids on Saturday, that she’s a different person!” Chelsea started. She stood and began to pace back and forth. “I even have a long, blonde wig from that Halloween party last year!”

“Babe, I’m not dressing up like a girl, and I’m definitely not suited to babysit some kids. I don’t know how to act around kids. I’m always afraid I’m going to cuss or something and piss off the parents,” Trevor said, before pointing into the air and pausing. “See? I just said ‘piss.’ I can’t pull any of this off.”

“Babe, you aren’t even meeting the kids tonight; this is just the parents. And they were super insistent that I bring a girl like Brittany. They aren’t going to want some random dude showing up.”

“You’ve officially lost it, Chel,” Trevor said, dismissing her plan altogether. Admittedly, Chelsea knew it was a ridiculous plan, at best. The idea was impractical and wouldn’t work in a million years, she thought. But, what if I could just get him dressed up, at least? She thought to herself, acknowledging the possibility for a bit of stress relief. Watching Trevor fumble around with a few girls’ clothes, coupled with the process of her putting a bit of makeup on him, might at the very least ease her mind and distract her from her impending doom.

“I need you to do this, Trevor. I’ll do anything,” Chelsea said, leaving the small but crucial detail of her own selfish motives, out of the conversation.

Trevor laughed and shook his head. “If you want to dress me up, just so I can probe to you how ridiculous I would look, then fine. But it means I get anal sometime soon,” he added. Chelsea froze. She didn’t want to agree to it, but she relented. Perhaps, she thought, it might be a small price to pay in the end. “Ugh, fine, but you’re using a condom, still,” she said. Trevor laughed and shrugged, “Sounds good enough to me.”

“Come on,” Chelsea said, directing her innocent and naïve boyfriend to his new life as a gorgeous, nineteen year-old girl…


Part II




“Hold still,” Chelsea said, shoving a pair of her flats over her boyfriend’s smooth toes. She’d decided that if any of this was going to work, she might start with the most pivotal part of the ensemble. If the crème-white shoes didn’t fit her boyfriend’s lithe feet, then the entire plan was pointless. Her eyes grew wide with delight as she watched the glossy white cuff hide her boyfriend’s pale foot.

Trevor laid back over the edge of the bed, kicking his foot instinctively, as Chelsea reprimanded for him to remain still. “I’ve got to put the other one on and make sure they look good on you,” she said, grabbing his other foot in her hand and repeating the process, until her boyfriend had her white flats around each of his feet.

She’d eyed a pair of her kitten heels sitting in the closet, but shook her head. “Next time,” she said to herself, biting her lip and fantasizing over future possibilities, now that she knew her boyfriend and her shared a similar enough shoe size. Chelsea had always known that Trevor had smaller feet for a guy his age. While her previous boyfriends had had hair, wide feet that she’d affectionately dubbed ‘cavemen feet,’ Trevor’s feet resembled her own – smooth and untouched by any sort of labor. If she hadn’t known him, she would have sworn he’d been a regular visitor at the local pedicure clinic around the corner; his toes were tanned on the top, with eggshell bottoms, pale from his indoor lifestyle.

She pooled the shoes from his feet and immediately grabbed a small bottle of nail-polish – teal and glittery – from a nearby drawer.

Eyeing the bottle in her hand, Trevor quickly jumped up from relaxed position and eyed her quizzically. “Hey, now,” he said.

“Trevor, don’t even start with me. I have to do this, just for tonight. If you want any of this, later on,” she said, turning and giving her ass a small shake, “Then you’d better do as I say. Got it?”

Trevor softly agreed and propped himself up on his elbows, as he laid back and watched his girlfriend apply the cool, chemically-strong odor around his feet. Something in his mind immediately flipped on, like a switch, at the site of his body being decorated in such a feminine way. The observation left a strange expansion in his shorts – ever subtly and nearly indiscernible, but noticeable. His cock had grown just slightly, as he watched the polish decorate his toes. If he hadn’t known better, he’d have thought the perfectly trimmed, and now painted toes, had been that of a young college girl, and not that of a college guy. He noticed the lack of any hair on his feet, and shrugged. So much for manliness, he thought, rolling his eyes.

His entire body had betrayed him in that way. Aside from a bit of fuzz around his mouth and his cock, he’d been mostly hairless, for whatever reason. While the guys on his high school track team were shaving their beards and boasting of bushes underneath their arms in the locker-room, he was sporting a body smooth enough to mistake as that of a girl’s, and so much so, that one of his teammates had done exactly that.

Shortly before he’d graduated, only weeks after his eighteenth birthday, he’d been undressing after his last meet. Bent over and naked, one of the teammates came up behind him, growling coolly over his shoulder. “I didn’t realize they let the girls dress in here,” the teammate said. The moment his teammate caught sight of Trevor’s tight, small scrotum, Trevor was turning over his shoulder to see his teammate blushing. “Very funny,” Trevor had said, figuring his teammate was having a laugh on him. Little had he known, the blonde-haired boy was uncanny to that of a college girl, bending over and with his manhood unintentionally out of sight. Trevor’s wide hips, his smooth, hairless legs and ass, and his unconfident posture, left the sight rife with possibility for miscalculation. His teammate blushed, rose-red, and turned for the door, left wondering how he’d made this mistake, after so many years on the team with Trevor.

Only months later had Trevor realized the truth, when Chelsea had had a bit to drink, and made the same observation, when he was changing out of swim-shorts in a friend’s bathroom. “Oh my… I thought you were Candice,” she said, bursting into laughter. “You’re butt looks just like hers,” she said with another laugh. It hadn’t been until a burly man had come into the restaurant and been aggressive with his advances on the lean, blonde-haired college boy, that he’d realized he harbored a deep, dark, secret desire for dominance. The way the man looked at him, hungry and wild, like he’d do anything to take Trevor’s girlish ass and shove his cock so deep inside it, it would leave Trevor wailing with pain-laced ecstasy. The fantasy of being stretched open, at the limits of his consent, left him rock-hard. He certainly didn’t dare tell Chelsea, for fear of losing the masculine presence he’d already just barely held on to.

“What do you think?” Chelsea said, interrupting him.

Trevor lifted his foot and shrugged, masking his secret indulgence. He pointed his toes and cocked his brow. “It looks fine, I guess – how do I know?”

“Well, get up and lost your clothes. We’ve got to get a skirt and one of my shirts on you, before you give you a bit of makeup and a wig,” she instructed. Chelsea watched as her boyfriend obediently unbuckled his jeans, tugged them down his legs and off his feet, along with his underwear briefs, and yanked his blue shirt from his torso. She looked him over, naked and skinny – subservient and ripe for submission. Of course, she didn’t know quite yet, that the look in her eyes had been one of a quest for domination over her boyfriend’s apathetic and malleable masculinity. She would have to mold him into the perfect girl, if she were going to mold him into the perfect anything – he certainly hadn’t done too well as the perfect man, she thought. She looked over his small, skinny flaccid cock, draping over his taut ball-sack, which had been hardened and pulled in against his butt from the chilly air. She hadn’t even noticed herself shaking her head. “Turn around,” she insisted, and watched her boyfriend reveal his perfectly taut butt in full view.

A mischievous grin came across her lips, and she insisted for Trevor to bend over the edge of the bed. “Why?” He asked, turning over his shoulder, as he’d already started to obey her. He had, after all, no objections to following her every command. There had been something at once in her tone, ever since they had started this little project, which had grown deep and assertive, as if she might incur serious consequences if he’d argued with her. Because of this attitude – one which he already enjoyed in secret – he followed her order and bent over the bed, feeling his naked body against the smooth, cold bed-sheets, as his bare ass poked into the air, pale with rosy spots.

“Hm” Chelsea said, looking at her boyfriend’s ass. He was clean and smooth, and she felt her body grow wet at the perspective of being behind him in this way. She’d wanted to take him and grab his ass, before slapping it, and perhaps even finding something to slide into it. The longer she gazed, the stronger the desire became, until, out of courtesy, she shook herself out of this trance, and tried to find an excuse for having her boyfriend in this position.

“That’s not going to work,” she said, eyeing his ass. Trevor turned back over his shoulder and asked, “What isn’t going to work?”

“I don’t see how we’re going to fit your balls into one of my panties, until we do something drastic, like pull them forward and tape them. I want to be able to look at you from behind, and swear I was looking at a girl, and those balls – small as they are – are still too obvious.”

“So… what do you suggest?” Trevor asked. Before he’d had a chance to wait for an answer, he heard the sound of the shipping tape being ripped from the roll. He eyed Chelsea to see her holding a long strip over him. His eyes grew wide with concern, but he’d been interested enough to see where she was going with it. “Reach down and pull those balls forward, under your belly. I don’t want to see them anymore.”

Trevor obeyed her and pulled his manhood forward, until Chelsea saw nothing but Trevor’s tawny asshole, and the bulbous base of his cock just below it; after this; nothing. She’d have sworn she saw a pair of lips, too. The thought gave her a bit of a thrill, and she came forward, still holding the clear, smelly tape in her hands. “Turn over. I need to put this over your balls, to keep them in place,” she said.

“I don’t know,” Trevor said, swallowing. “What if it hurts when you pull it off, later,” he asked. “Stop being such a sissy,” she said. The remark left her more emblazed with lust than ever before. Perhaps he is a sissy, she thought; or at least, maybe he could be, with a few alterations. Trevor certainly had the body and the face for it. As much as it’d aroused Chelsea to refer to her boyfriend as a sissy, the insult had left him a bit curious, as well. He turned over, and at once, Chelsea saw his cock swelling ever-slightly. “No, no,” she said, annoyed with the presence of his erection. “You’re penis is getting bigger. We’re trying to hide you and you’re getting a hard-on. Honestly, Trevor. Sometimes you can be such a klutz,” she groaned. “Get rid of that boner, right now!” She added with a strong tone.

But the reprimand only left the cock that sat before her eyes, growing faster, jumping with life as it lay against her boyfriend’s navel. “Ugh,” Chelsea said, reaching down and giving Trevor’s cock a spank – short but definitive.

“Ah!” Trevor moaned. Chelsea swore it’d been one of delight, but she couldn’t have believe it. She cocked her head and squinted, only to see her boyfriend shrugging innocently. “What are you trying to do?” He said.

“I’m trying to get you to stop getting hard,” she said, stomping her foot. “What do we have to do to get rid of this thing?” She asked.

Trevor shrugged, secretly hoping she might give it another spank. This had, after all, been a gesture he’d never seen from his girlfriend. It was as though the urgency of the situation had brought something new and wild out of her, and he didn’t want to deny her the authority. So, he remained docile and unhelpful, wondering what she might gift him next.

“Come on, Trevor,” she said, spanking his cock and balls, once more. “This is serious,” she said. The harsh slap of her palm against the underside of his cock, only left him growing harder. She reached down and grabbed his scrotum, feeling the two small orbs in her palm as she bunched her fingers around her boyfriend’s most sensitive part, and started to close in on them, as if warning him through action. Immediately, Trevor felt the swollen bruise in his core, as the testicles lost room to move in his girlfriend’s warm, balmy palm – assertive and strict.

But, again, his cock only swelled harder.

“Ugh!” She growled. “Turn over,” she quickly snapped, when she realized Trevor’s cock was reaching full-hardness. Her boyfriend obeyed, until she saw his bare buttocks before her again. She’d hoped the pressure of his stomach bearing down on his cock would have been enough. But in the process of watching Trevor pull his cock and balls up and out of view, she started to bite her lip and eye something on her closet dresser – something unthinkable, but perhaps necessary in the moment.

“I think I know what would get rid of that,” she said.

“A blowjob?” Trevor asked. Chelsea rolled her eyes and answered, “We don’t have time for a blowjob,” as she made her way over to the closet, yanked the purple object from the top of the dresser, and walked back over, all without Trevor so much as eyeing her.

“And besides, I’ve got something that should certainly leave your boner shrinking in no time,” she said. “But you have to agree to it, first,” Chelsea insisted.

“What is it?” Trevor asked, trying to look over his shoulder. “I can’t tell you, yet. You’ll know when I start. And if you hate it, you can tell me to stop. But remember, this is a job, and I need you to cooperate,” Chelsea warned.

“Fine, I agree,” Trevor said.

At once, Chelsea grabbed the purple vibrator in her hand and have a devious grin over her lips. Her eyelids lowered slightly at the blissful opportunity, and she grabbed a small bottle of lube in her hand and let a few drops of liquid drizzle over the tip, like chocolate syrup over a sundae. She wrapped her fingers around the vibrator and lathered it, all before pressing a small button on the side that turned the vibrator on its lowest power setting. “What’s that?” Trevor asked. “You’re about to find out,” Chelsea said.

The vibrator neared her boyfriend’s waiting, unsuspecting asshole – rosy and sealed – before she suddenly stopped herself. “Wait a second,” she said.

“Um, we’ll do the duck-tape last,” she added, before setting the vibrator down on a vinyl backpack just inside the runner on her bed, to keep it out of view. She hopped up and rushed to her closet. She’d realized suddenly, just how much more fun this might be, if her boyfriend hadn’t looked so much like a, well… a guy. His scrotum had disappeared from view, which had been a definite start. But, now, she needed to complete the transformation, before she truly dominated him.

“Turn around,” she insisted. Trevor obeyed, and Chelsea tossed a white skirt at his naked stomach. The fabric bunched over his crotch and he held it in his fingers. “Come on, come on, put it on – we don’t have much time,” she insisted.

Trevor obeyed, pulling his feet off the air and grabbing the skirt, before drawing it around them and pulling it up his legs. At once, he had the skirt around his hips, and Chelsea smiled at the fortuitous realization, that it would fit him perfectly. “Turn around,” she said, and came up behind him, pulling the small zipper in the back to its peak, and pulling the small cotton strap around the button, so that it situated around his waist as perfectly as any other young woman.

Chelsea stood back and smiled wide. Trevor only rolled his eyes and exhaled. “This is humiliating,” he said. “Just go with it, please,” she said, before turning and escaping back to her closet, to find the perfect shirt. Trevor looked down at his new skirt and noticed the hard cock forming a tent in the front of it. He smiled and secretly, wrapped the fabric around his cock, starting to stroke it, while he looked over the nail polish. He felt humiliated, indeed, yet he couldn’t find it in him to deny Chelsea’s authority – something in him wouldn’t allow it; perhaps the hard cock in his fist, had had something to do with that!

Chelsea found a small, pink t-shirt that read “Cali-Queen” across the front, which she’d gotten as a souvenir from a band trip to San Diego one summer. She eyed the glittering hearts across it, and grinned mischievously as she rushed it back to her boyfriend and insisted he put it on at once. She watched for only a moment, before disappearing to grab the blonde wig, as he worked his long, lithe top into the t-shirt. She wanted to see everything on him working together, as soon as possible. When she came back with the wig, she saw her boyfriend in the pink t-shirt, white skirt, and glittery teal nail polish. He bit his lip and scrunched his brow, eyeing the wig.

“You sure this is going to work?” He said, looking down at his chest and pulling the shirt out from his sides, as if to adjust it in certain spots. “I mean, look at me. I don’t have any breasts,” he added. Chelsea noted his flat chest and nodded. Almost immediately, an ever more devious idea came to her mind.

“I think I can fix that,” she said with a smile, “Take that shirt back off for a moment.” She disappeared, and returned with one of her mauve push-up bras and two stuffed soccer balls that she’d bought from her same trip to San Diego, which was quickly becoming quite useful! The novelty balls were fuzzy, but round and the size of grape-fruits. The idea was wild and ridiculous – Trevor’s eyes conveyed just this – but it would have to work; it seemed fate that they made such perfect candidates for fake breasts. She wrapped the bra around her boyfriend’s naked body, snapped it up in the front, and shoved the two plush balls inside each cup, watching as the bra did its magic and clung against the balls. Trevor laughed and shook his head, but as he tugged the tiny shirt back over his body, neither of them laughed any longer. As if before her very eyes, Chelsea sat the wig snug on her boyfriend’s head, and watched him transform into a hot little college girl.

“Well?” He said, instinctively adjusting the fake breasts as he looked down and eyed them. From his perspective, they looked real, he thought. But would anybody else believe it?

“I don’t know what to say,” Chelsea started. Trevor began to shake his head. “See? I knew this wouldn’t…”

His girlfriend interrupted him and laughed. “This is… incredible. With a touch of makeup, you’d be the most convincing girl, ever,” she said; with a wild glean in her eyes. “I mean, you don’t even need make up, but it would be a good, final touch, babe.”

With the final endearment, she suddenly couldn’t tell if ‘babe’ had come from its typical place in her mind, or if she’d reserved this more as a term she might’ve tossed casually toward one of her girlfriends. Trevor’s transformation had already started to trick her mind. She could hardly tell where her boyfriend had been hiding inside the girlish disguise, and with the obscurity, came a new level of desire to dominate the lean, college boy in drag.

“I don’t know,” Trevor said once more, despite an all-too secret curiosity to see himself in a mirror.

“I don’t know, either,” Chelsea said, surprising her boyfriend, after her initial declaration of satisfaction. “What?” Trevor asked, shrugging. “I thought you liked it.”

“I do,” Chelsea explained. “I think you look like the hottest girl, ever. But there’s one small problem, still lingering,” she said, turning her eyes downward, to the tent that remained in her boyfriend’s white skirt, hoisting up the draping fabric, like a sail on a boat’s mast.

“I told you, I don’t know what to do; you’re just going to have to give me a hand job or something,” Trevor said.

“Um, no. I’m not about to let you get cum anywhere near my clothes. And I’ve got one last addition to the ensemble, anyway.”

Chelsea disappeared one final time, and returned with a pair of pink panties around her index finger. “Put them on – now,” she said, as if ready to crack a whip toward her boyfriend. “Seriously? I don’t know about panties,” he said.

“I didn’t ask you, did I?” Chelsea said, licking her lips.

The gesture left Trevor’s cock pulsing with hardness, jumping just under the white skirt. Little had Chelsea known that he’d already gotten a bit of pre-cum on the inside of her spotless, white skirt. He grabbed the panties and hunched over, pulling them around his feet and pulling them up his legs. Of course, he thought, they fit perfectly. Everything else had added up so well for his girlfriend, after all. Why should the final piece be any different? He felt the cool, clean pink cotton straddle his thighs, before trying to pull them over his stubborn cock and balls.

“Ugh!” Chelsea said, balling her fists.

She stepped forward and grabbed her boyfriend’s ball-sack once again. “This boner is going away, right now!” She demanded. “I’m not going to let it ruin the best business opportunity I’ve ever had. So, we’re going to do something about it.”

Trevor’s eyes followed his girlfriend as she knelt down before him. The new blonde girl looked over his girlfriend with excitement until she said, “Turn around and bend over the bed, like before.”

Chelsea watched as her boyfriend obeyed her and did as he’d done before, bending over the edge of the bed, but this time in a skirt, a bra, a t-shirt and a blonde wig. Oh, and a pair of tight, pink panties strung between his thighs and hanging just under his cock and balls.

The image had immediately proved to be one for the ages. Chelsea couldn’t believe just how convincing of a girl her boyfriend could be; he’d pulled it off spectacularly. And now, she thought, it was time for a bit of ‘initiation.’

She grabbed the purple vibrator from before. It had continued to vibrate on low the entire time, unbeknownst to either of them. Chelsea grabbed. “Spread ‘em,” she ordered, and impatiently helped her boyfriend’s thighs apart.

She grabbed the hem of his white skirt and pulled it up until his cute little butt was exposed to her once again. “Pull those balls up, I don’t want to see them!” She insisted. Trevor obeyed, but not fast enough, leaving the dark-haired girl to give his ass a harsh spank in return.

“Ah!” Trevor said, and the tight pain shot through his body, working its way up and down his nerves and bringing his cock all the harder as it lay mushed between his belly and the bed-sheets.

“What a perfect little whore you make,” Chelsea growled, as her eyes lingered, vacant and mindless. She became primal and physical, at once. The rational of her mind dissipated and took a back seat to her biological hunger – the very appetite for control that she’d not known she possessed the entire time. Of course, she’d always enjoyed controlling sex with Trevor. But this was an unknown pleasure. The very act of seeing her boyfriend demeaned and dressed as some sissy girl with panties around his knees, left her wetter than ever in her own panties.

She grabbed the vibrator and re-applied a fresh layer of lube, before bringing her slick fingertip against her boyfriend’s warm, tight little asshole. It puckered at her touch and her boyfriend moaned. “What… what are you doing?” He asked.

“Do you want me to stop?” Chelsea asked, with a tone that insisted he let her continue.

“Um, no, I just…” Trevor started.

“Well, then, unless you’re going to talk and sound like a girl, please don’t say anything right now,” she said.

Trevor smiled, facing the bed. She’s practically ordering me to, he thought. He could suddenly embrace whatever deep, unthinkable fantasy in his mind that he wanted. He was, after all, becoming harder and harder the more his girlfriend saw him dressed as a girl, as humiliating as it might be.

“What are you doing?” He asked, feigning his best high-pitched, virginal tone.

“That’s much better,” Chelsea commended.

“You have to be initiated as a girl,” she continued. “So, I’m going to give you a quick introduction in being a true girl, and you’re going to lose that boner in the process – how does that sound?”

“Will it hurt?” Trevor asked, in his girlish tone. He smiled, unbeknownst to his girlfriend, at the prospect of feigning virginity all over again, but through the lens of some hesitant and innocent college girl.

“It might. You seem awfully tight,” Chelsea said. With that, she slid a slippery finger into her boyfriend’s warm, tight ass. “Oh!” Trevor moaned.

“Oh, does the little cock-tease like that?” Chelsea grinned. “Maybe something more like this, too?” She slid two fingers inside the new girl’s ass, and watched as Trevor’s ass tightened around them. She quickly spanked his ass with her free hand and cried, “Relax that pussy!” Almost without effort, she felt the opening’s constriction around her fingers, begin to wane.

“Very well,” she said. “Maybe I won’t have to punish you, after all.”

Chelsea grabbed the vibrator and brought it against her boyfriend’s warm ass. The slippery, purple vibrating cock left her weak with want as it hovered only inches from Trevor’s virgin asshole. She pressed it against the bulb beneath his ass, right at the base of his cock and behind his balls, and watched as his body tightened and he cried out a weak, feminine sigh. “Oh!” Trevor moaned, and instinctively pushed his ass back against the vibrator. At once he felt a pang of excitement rush across his body. She isn’t about to do what I think, is she? He thought to himself, with anticipation.

Is she about to put something in my pussy… I mean, my ass? He continued, mistaking his own anatomy, as if he’d already convinced himself of the transformation in his little roleplay.

The vibrator thudded lightly against the base of his cock, and he felt the sensation through his core, thumping against his prostate and leaving a vague but unmistakable tease around his cock, as though he’d felt suddenly closer to climax, without once touching himself.

Chelsea bit her lip and concentrated, before bringing the tip of the purple cock to her boyfriend’s asshole, and pushed against his tight seal. She smiled wide with delight as her boyfriend moaned in his girlish tone, and the opening broke around the vibrator and quickly swallowed the first inch.

“Oh, you greedy little pussy,” she snapped, before reaching over and grabbing her boyfriend’s ass in her hand and pulling the cheek out. She drove the vibrator an inch deeper, and watched as her boyfriend’s back arched, taking in the wide, thudding rubber cock. He scrunched and grabbed the sheets in his fists, as the demanding fake penis pushed deeper into his tight ass, unlocking each inch of his virgin canal and bringing with it, a tickling behind his cock, that left him oozing with clear pre-cum against the white skirt.

“I’m going to get pre-cum on your skirt,” he said, phrasing it in a way that might allow him to feel out just how angry such a mistake would make his girlfriend. “You’d better not!” She cried, before driving the vibrator deeper, but this time with firmness unknown to him. “Oh!” He cried as his coquettish voice squeaked into the air and he threw his blonde wig back.

“Oh, does the little whore like it deep in her boy-pussy?” Chelsea snapped, giving her boyfriend another welt. “She must be a girl, because I certainly don’t see any sign of manhood here,” she added with a satisfied grin, and pulled the vibrator back, before sinking it back inside. She pressed the button a couple of times and felt the vibrations immediately grow more intense as the cock sat halfway inside her boyfriend’s tight canal. He moaned and shifted his belly against the bed, as if to feel his cock and compliment the teasing tugs toward climax that the vibrator was gifting his ass and his prostate.

“It feels so good,” he said, pushing his butt into the air slightly. He’d hoped his girlfriend wouldn’t read too much into the volunteering of such a statement. He’d meant it, but he didn’t quite know what she would think if she knew that he’d been doing anything more than simply playing the part he’d reluctantly agreed to play.

“I’ll bet it does,” Chelsea said. She grabbed the vibrator once more and started to push and pull it in her boyfriend’s ass. She angled it down, as if pointing toward his balls, and she received an immediate whimper of delight from his mousy new voice. She built on this, and could only watch as his ass grew more and more greedy, pushing back and asking for another inch.

“I’m such a little slut, I know,” Trevor admitted.

“Yes, you are the biggest slut in town – there’s no doubt my girlfriends are going to be in big trouble at the next frat party,” Chelsea said, licking her lips. “But then again, I always knew you were a prissy little whore,” she continued. “You’ve always been a filthy girl, you just didn’t know it.”

“How am I doing?” He asked.

“You tell me – you look like you’re about to cum. Am I finding your g-spot?” She asked, playing on the prostate or ‘p-spot’ she’d once heard about in a women’s magazine. “I think so. It feels so good,” Trevor confessed, moaning as his lip quivered. “I think you’re going to make me cum.”

“You’d better not. Not on my skirt, you little slut,” Chelsea said, and delivered another hard spank to her girlish boyfriend’s taut rump. She smiled, unable to hold back her excitement as she did this. She drove the vibrator deeper inside, demeaning her boyfriend to climax, all the more.

“Are you going to cum for me, you dirty little girl?” She said, shoving the vibrator all the way, and pulling it back.

“Oh… I think so,” Trevor said.

“That’s ‘yes ma’am, I’m going to, if you’ll let me,’” Chelsea corrected.

“Yes ma’am,” Trevor repeated obediently.

“Well, you’re not allowed,” Chelsea said, continuing to deliberately bring him closer to climax. She couldn’t quite believe that whatever she’d been doing, had actually had such a pleasurable effect on her boyfriend, but she continued happily when she saw this.

“I… I can’t hold on much longer,” Trevor said, shifting his belly against his cock once again.

“You’re so big and… I’m just so tight,” he said, as his balls tightened and his core grew anticipatory for his first orgasm as a girl.

“I swear, if you do, you naughty little whore!” Chelsea said, spanking her boyfriend’s ass repeatedly as she continued to pound him with the vibrator, watching his ass tighten and brace for climax.

“Oh! Oh!” Trevor moaned, and before he knew it, the tension grew unbearable and rippled through his core like a wildfire, seeking any outlet possible. It tore down his shaft and pushed out his cock in big, weak spurts, flooding the bed and the skirt with warm seed as Chelsea at once yanked the vibrator from her boyfriend’s ass and gave him one more spank, much harder than any before it. She couldn’t hide her enjoyment in the newfound dominance.

As her boyfriend’s ass pulsed in response, she only shook her head and said, “You’re going to pay for that you little slut.” She didn’t know what had come over her that evening, but she knew she wanted more and more of it. She didn’t know where the line had been drawn, between performance and pure, sexual release – unbridled manifestation of fantasy. Both she and Trevor had lost themselves in something much bigger than they had initially realized.

And as his tight ass contracted, she bit her lip, knowing she would barely be able to control her taste for domination. Her boyfriend had become a girl, and because of it, she wanted to become the man, in every way. It wouldn’t be enough to boss him around. She wanted something more than that. She wanted his humiliation, his degradation and most of all, the countless ropes of cum that proved he wanted it all just as much.

“We don’t have time for your punishment right now,” she said with a hint of annoyance. “And now you’ve soiled that skirt. I’m just glad you didn’t ruin your new panties.” Chelsea reached down and turned her boyfriend over, watching him heave with exhausted bliss flashed on his face. He’d become a girl in a sense, and he wanted more and more of it, too. So, he made himself somewhat uncooperative, in hopes of further strictness from his new boss.

“Get up!” Chelsea growled. “We’ve got to get you cleaned up, get some make-up on you, and get a new skirt because you’re too much of a whore to keep one clean for more than five minutes.”

She took him to her closet, and quickly amassed the final touches, thinking only of how authentic her boyfriend might come across as a girl to the Carmichaels. It might be one thing to fool her, but what about them?


Part III




“It looks fine – come on!” Chelsea said, pushing the horn on her steering wheel and watching has her boyfriend-turned-girl, came stumbling out the front door in her tiny denim shorts and pink t-shirt. Trevor looked hopelessly ungraceful, but from afar, he was as much a girl as any that Chelsea had known, and an incredibly cute one, at that. She watched as her boyfriend’s new, long blonde hair, danced in the evening breeze, as he made his way down the apartment steps and into the passenger seat of the car.

“This is never going to work,” Trevor said, adjusting himself in the small, pull-down mirror. “Just leave the talking to me, won’t you? You can chime in with your best girlish nods and giggles, but otherwise, you’re to be silent and obedient – just like you were, upstairs.” As she started the car, Chelsea thought about what had just happened between the two of them. Only, she didn’t recall it with any sort of disbelief. Rather, she thought back on the naughty act, as one of complete familiarity, as if she’d done it hundreds of times before; as if Trevor had always been a cute girl, ready for obedience.

And, in a way, he had always been. He simply lacked the wig, the bra and the panties to make it a true production. But now that he’d throw a few of those on, Chelsea found herself dishing out instructions and authoritative notes as they drove to the Carmichael residence.

When they pulled up, she took one final look at her boyfriend, hidden behind a subtle brush of rouge on either cheek, a dash of eye-liner and a pair of crystal dolphin earrings she’d improvised with – lucky for her, Trevor had already been pierced; just another reminder that fate had called him into this new identity!

“How do I look?” Trevor asked, looking down and adjusting the stuffed soccer balls in his push-up bra. “Surprisingly uncanny,” Chelsea said, watching as her boyfriend reminded her all-too much of any other insecure young woman, primping before she headed into a building.

“Remember,” Chelsea started, “I’m doing most of the talking.”

“What if they ask me anything?” Trevor asked, turning his eyes to his girlfriend.

“Um,” Chelsea said, scrunching her brow and biting her nail. “Just, keep it short.” She pushed her door open and hopped out, before instructing her boyfriend to do the same.

“Remember, your name is Brittany,” Chelsea said.

“Do I even look like her?” Trevor asked, teasing his fake blonde locks, and trying to find his reflection in the passenger side car-window.

“You look like a young, hot girl, which is more or less what Brittany is. The Carmichaels aren’t going to notice,” Chelsea said, before starting up the steps that led to the expansive, swanky townhouse. “At least, I hope more than anything they won’t,” she whispered to herself, as her boyfriend clumsily followed behind.

“Come on, you pathetic girl!” She snapped, before turning back and giving an indulgent grin to the red door before her. A small lamp hanging above the door flickered with an illuminating flame, reminding Chelsea of what she stood to gain if she secured such wealthy clients.

She took a deep breath and pressed the small doorbell. “Are you ready?” She asked.

“I guess so,” Trevor said, rolling his blue eyes and shifting his weight on one hip. Chelsea eyed him one final time and shook her head with a grin, “You’re a true girl, all right. Just do whatever they ask. I have to get them as clients. Who knows how many rich friends they have, and word of mouth spreads like wildfire in this business.”

“Um, okay,” Trevor said, shrugging and wondering what his girlfriend meant by this.

Before he could ask Chelsea about her instruction, the door came open, revealing a handsome, slightly older man, possibly nearing forty. The man, Mr. Carmichael, smiled from ear to ear when he saw Chelsea. His unflinching blue-grey eyes and his short, styled pepper-blonde hair, illuminated beneath the doorstep light, and gave off an impression of confidence and trust.

“Chelsea, right?” he said, his voice low and smooth.

“Mr. Carmichael, it’s a pleasure to finally meet you,” Chelsea said, extending her hand and smiling as she felt the man’s large, strong fist envelop her own.

“Hi,” Trevor said with a playful wave. The college boy bit his lip and turned his eyes down, giving his most convincing performance as a coquettish college girl. Chelsea glared toward him, as if to signal the consequences he risked in disobeying her.

“Well, hello,” Mr. Carmichael said, as his eyes turned with interest toward the blonde girl. He couldn’t help but notice her narrow frame saddled with two full breasts. He wasn’t entirely sure whether to trust such a dangerous looking girl, but he certainly didn’t want to judge harshly.

“Come in, won’t you?” He asked, stepping aside and welcoming Chelsea and Trevor into the large foyer. They both looked around at the ornate entry way of the home, along with its fine art and neatly thematic design elements.

“What a lovely home,” Chelsea gushed, noting the hallway that seemingly extended forever.

“Thanks,” Mr. Carmichael said, smiling. “We’re trying to make it one. It’s hard to believe we’ve been here two years, already. I’m gone for work so often that I hardly see it, though.”

Just as Mr. Carmichael led the girls down the hallway, he was met with his wife coming down the stairway and waving. “Hello, there,” the woman said. Chelsea eyed the gorgeous woman – tall and poised as she descended the stairs in her ivory halter-top and khaki shorts. She seemed fit for Hollywood royalty, casually dressed for a Sunday afternoon at some pool party in the hills. Her smile extended to the trio as she tucked her hair into a tie until a cinder-dark pony-tail bobbed behind her with each step.

“Hello,” Chelsea said, looking up.

“Honey, this is Chelsea and,” Mr. Carmichael said, pausing and scrunching his brow. “It’s um, Brittany,” Trevor said.

“Nice to meet the both of you. So, I hear you’re quite the babysitter, Brittany,” Mrs. Carmichael started, as she came over and shook Trevor’s hand. The woman’s dark eyes seemed to shine like crystals, even in the dim-lighting of the hallway. She had an air of authority that made Chelsea seem harmless, even at her worst.

“Well, I don’t know about that,” he said, swallowing. His heart started to race, as the thirty-something woman seemingly stared directly into his soul, perhaps digging for any immediate clues as to why she shouldn’t trust the blonde girl with her children.

“You shouldn’t be so modest,” she replied. “Shall we all go to the living room?”

The girls nodded as the Carmichael’s led the way. The hallway spilled out into an ambient-lit living room with candles and soft, nylon guitar music playing from a distant stereo. So this is how wealthy people relax, Chelsea thought as she looked over the powder-white, leather sofa sectional and white-rock fireplace that was active with flames.

“What an amazing living room,” Chelsea said, with a sudden envy of Brittany, that she should be the one who might end up spending three nights a week in such an environment. Chelsea had to remind herself that her task was managerial, and not to let herself be swayed into becoming a babysitter as well, for the meager benefit of small indulgences such as this.

The four took a seat, with Mrs. Carmichael and Chelsea grabbing one side of the L-shaped sectional. Trevor looked at his girlfriend, who, with her eyes, instructed him to sit beside Mr. Carmichael. What is she trying to do? Trevor wondered, as his heart thudded like a hammer. He didn’t know if it was a wise idea to let himself get so close to either of the Carmichaels. What if either of them should notice he didn’t exactly have cleavage, or he had microscopic fuzz above his lips?

They sat and Chelsea immediately brought a small pamphlet from her purse, handing a copy to each of the Carmichaels. “These are my references. You can hold on to those copies. My babysitting company is new, but I assure you, we’re building quite the reputation,” Chelsea said.

“Well, with girls like this, I’m not surprised,” Mr. Carmichael said, eyeing Trevor and flashing him subtle grin.

“Oh, stop,” he said, in his mousy tone, with a small brush of his wrist. Chelsea beamed another small glare at her boyfriend, as he started to giggle and over his glossy pink lips with his hand.

“So, tell us a little bit about yourself, Brittany,” Mrs. Carmichael instructed. She looked toward Trevor and, as the college boy started to speak, Chelsea interrupted. “She’s been babysitting for a couple of years. Her references are there at the bottom. She’s in college right now for hospitality and she’s a great, dependable girl.”

“Well, that’s very nice, Chelsea. I suppose we could hear a bit about how you prefer college, then?” Mrs. Carmichael pressed, turning to Trevor. He shrugged, as if to relay to his girlfriend that he’d have no choice but to respond.

“Um, it’s nice,” Trevor said with a modest smile, turning his eyes away. He didn’t know if he could contain his sweaty palms or his heaving chest forever, and had hoped his girlfriend would somehow distract the Carmichaels and their intense gazes. He felt as though the small cock in his tiny, tight denim shorts had been far too large for the small jeans that hugged around his waist, and surely Mr. Carmichael would notice an unexplainable bulge between his legs. He only needs to sneak a glance down into Trevor’s lap, after all, the college boy thought.

“Well, we certainly hope you’re willing to work hard. Our three kids aren’t exactly ‘easy mode’ for newer babysitters, hence why we’re all sitting here, right now,” Mr. Carmichael laughed.

“Are we going to meet the children tonight?” Chelsea asked, already knowing the answer to this.

“Well, they’re at their grandmother’s for a few days because Lisa and I are flying out to Prague first thing tomorrow morning. Unfortunately, mom is four hours away, so we need somebody here to cover us on short notice, which can be often,” Mr. Carmichael explained.

“Well, Brittany here is your girl,” Chelsea said. “She is the perfect girl,” she continued, eyeing her boyfriend and trying not to faint from the nerves that hovered over her performance like a halo. She wondered just how excellent a saleswoman she would need to be to convince the Carmichaels of Trevor’s authenticity as a girl; they were more aware and inquisitive than she’d hoped for.

“Well, that’s nice to hear,” Mrs. Carmichael said, before cocking her head. “I do have to be a bit honest, though, ladies. I’m not trying to be harsh here, but, aren’t we just a tad bit on heavy side with the makeup, Brittany?” Lisa said, with a small and embarrassed chuckle. “I’m so sorry,” she added. “I just... well, we don’t let the girls dress anywhere like this,” she said, noting Trevor’s outfit. Chelsea shook with fear, feeling as though she’d made a massive faux pas that would cost her the entire gig.

“And, we just don’t want our girls to get any ideas,” she said. “I feel like I sound like such a bitch right now,” she said. “I’m honestly only saying this because of the kids. Otherwise, I’m downright jealous that your legs look so amazing in those shorts!”

Trevor couldn’t speak, and Chelsea felt her ability to do so dwindling, as well. She didn’t know how to response, but finally blurted, “Certainly.” She came to and continued, “This was a short-notice thing for Brittany. I sort of side-swept her with this meeting tonight. I’m so sorry, Mr. and Mrs. Carmichael. If anybody is to blame for her appearance, it is me. When she’s watching the kids, I assure you it will be the most conservative attire you can imagine, and certainly no makeup,” she explained.

“Chelsea, honestly, it’s not a huge deal and I’m sorry I brought it up. I hate to be a stickler, after all,” Mrs. Carmichael said, as Trevor simply placed his hands in his lap and eyed the ground.

“Well, I think there’s nothing wrong with her,” Mr. Carmichael started with a smile.

“Well, of course you don’t, Blake,” Lisa said, eyeing her husband and chuckling. “She’s right up your alley.”

“Is this a bad time?” Chelsea asked.

“Oh, no, no,” Lisa said, brushing her hand and laughing along with her husband. “I’m sorry. We’re… well, we have a slightly open relationship from time to time.” Lisa appeared slightly embarrassed at this revelation and cocked her head as she smiled nervously. “I didn’t exactly anticipate telling you this, but I guess the cat is out of the bag, and it’s probably something you should know about us, if we’re going to be one-hundred percent honest, with one another.”

“Oh,” Chelsea laughed. “Well, in that case, what does Brittany have to do to get the job?” She said, nudging Lisa playfully and laughing.

Trevor blushed at this, and turned his eyes toward Mr. Carmichael’s lap, noticing the massive mound beneath the reddish-brown khaki pants. It’s probably just the way the pants are shaped… but what if it isn’t? He thought to himself. The sexually suggestive joke that his girlfriend had just landed on the Carmichaels had gotten everybody laughed except for Trevor, who suddenly felt a strange tightness tugging inside his denim shorts.

“Anything at all,” he said suddenly, in a provocative and smooth tone, as he turned up to Mr. Carmichael.

“Well,” Lisa said with a grin. “I’d better keep an eye on this girl!”

Chelsea and Lisa laughed, but Trevor remained concentrated on the possibilities. He eyed his girlfriend, who cocked her head, as if to secretly convey for him to continue, and that he’d been on to something with his remark.

“Well, Brittany is highly motivated to get this gig,” Chelsea said.

“Come on everybody, this is ridiculous,” Mr. Carmichael said, dismissing the conversation entirely.

“Yes, I suppose this is a bit foolish of us,” Mrs. Carmichael confessed. “Ladies, let me apologize for my behavior.”

Chelsea immediately placed a hand on Mrs. Carmichael’s shoulder and turned to her. “Lisa, please, do not apologize. I want you to do whatever it takes to make sure you can trust that Brittany, here, is the perfect girl, in whatever way you need her to prove it.”

Lisa eyed her husband and said, “Well, what do you think?”

“You can’t be serious, Lisa. What are you expecting her to do, get down on her knees or something?” Blake asked.

“Babe, I meant; what do you think about her being the babysitter?” Lisa barely finished this clarification before bursting into laughter, along with Chelsea. Mr. Carmichael shook his head and turned to Trevor. “Sorry, Brittany. I don’t know what’s come over my wife, tonight,” he added.

“Don’t worry about it, bro,” Trevor said in his normally low tone.

Mr. Carmichael cocked his head and winced. “Is… is something wrong with your voice?”

An expression of complete horror flashed across Chelsea’s face, as she eyed her boyfriend and glared toward him. Trevor meanwhile, cupped his mouth and turned toward his girlfriend with a look of sheer panic.

Mrs. Carmichael stopped laughing and turned toward Trevor. “Is something wrong, Brittany?”

“Um, no, nothing’s wrong,” Chelsea said. “She… her voice comes and goes like that sometimes,” she added.

“Give it up, Chelsea,” Trevor said, again in his normal, male tone.

Now, both of the Carmichaels were sharing the same expression of confusion, as their eyes shifted back and forth, between Chelsea and who they thought was their new blonde-haired female babysitter.

“Give what up?” Chelsea asked, practically shooting daggers with her eyes, toward her boyfriend. She knew that if the truth came out, she might not only find herself without the Carmichael’s as new clients, but without anybody left as a client. Who would be able to trust her?

“This was never going to work,” Trevor said, balling his fists in frustration. His heart sped and his chest heaved with breath, as he realized that he couldn’t maintain the lie under such pressure.

“I think we need to know what is going on, please,” Lisa insisted, turning toward Chelsea.

“Um,” Chelsea started, with a continued expression of helpless horror across her dark eyes. She beamed anger toward her boyfriend as he started to reach for his wig and yank it off. She quickly stepped over and came to sit down on the other side of him, hoping to prevent him from doing this.

“Like I said,” Chelsea laughed, and gave a firm nudge to her boyfriend’s ribs, “Brittany just has a cold and her voice comes and goes.”

“I’m not a girl,” Trevor said.

“I’m never going to let you forget this,” Chelsea whispered into Trevor’s ear, before turning back to the Carmichaels and laughing this remark off.

“Um, what?” Lisa said. “I mean, we’re progressive, so if you’re saying what I think you’re saying, well, that is fine, so long as you’re a trustworthy person.”

“She’s a girl, she just… um, meant something else,” Chelsea laughed.

“What else could she have meant?” Mr. Carmichael pressed.

“Look,” Chelsea answered. “I have to confess something,” she exhaled, feeling defeat come across her mind like storm clouds ruining a perfectly sunny landscape. “We haven’t been entirely honest with you. This isn’t Brittany. This is, well, a guy dressed as a girl.”

Trevor shrank in his seat and turned his eyes down and waited for the fallout of Chelsea’s confession. He wanted to save her, somehow. He’d completely unraveled, and he knew everything would be his fault, if he didn’t save the situation; but how?

“I… don’t understand,” Lisa said, scrunching her brow, as if to focus and try to find the boy hidden beneath the girlish image that sat before her.

Trevor’s heart raced and he bit his lip. He needed an action-plan, immediately. He scoured the room, trying to think, as time seemed to slow to a crawl, as Chelsea fumbled over her explanation. Before he could think, he blurted out the fateful words, “I am too, a girl!” he pouted.

Chelsea’s head moved back and she looked at her boyfriend with disbelief. She couldn’t figure out what he’d been doing. She couldn’t follow the twists and turns of the strange conversation, any more than the Carmichaels. First, Trevor seemed intent on ruining their rouse, and next thing she knew, Trevor was committed to preserving it.

“Um… see?” Chelsea laughed, looking back to the Carmichaels. “What did I tell you?”

“Ladies; what is going on?” Mrs. Carmichael asked. “Brittany, you are a girl, aren’t you?”

“You wouldn’t be trying to pull something on us, right?” Mr. Carmichael interrupted, as he looked the blonde babysitter-to-be up and down, trying to pin any sign of inauthenticity on her.

“Oh, I’m a girl, and I can prove it,” Trevor said.

Chelsea didn’t know what had gotten into her boyfriend. He’d either hosted a sudden desire to please her, immensely, or he’d be onto something much deeper, and more unthinkable – that he’d wanted to play the part of a sexy little college girl. He had, after all, seemed to play the part exceedingly well, when she’d ‘initiated’ him in their bedroom, she thought.

“Oh? Well, that’s a relief,” Lisa said, with a slight hint of annoyance. Trevor stood and paused. What am I going to do? He thought. He’d initially thought he had a plan, yet it dissipated into thin air, the moment Mrs. Carmichael had prompted him to action.

Trevor hesitated, and then began to sway his hips sensually, as if to perform some slow, erotic dance for the couple. Chelsea nearly held her head in her hand, shaking it in disappointed disbelief. The Carmichaels started to stand, as Mrs. Carmichael started, “Ladies, or Chelsea and… whomever you are,” as she looked to Trevor, “I think we’d better call it a night.”

The authority from earlier in the evening had returned, and as if by magic, Chelsea regained her sense of control. She quickly interrupted the Carmichaels and looked toward Trevor, as if to somehow remind him of what she’d said on the way to the Carmichael residence – that he’d be wise to do whatever they asked. “Um, if you don’t believe that Brittany is a real girl, then maybe she needs to really prove it,” she said.

“I don’t know if this is going to work out, Chelsea. I’m sorry, um, Brittany, is it? I just, I feel like something is up, here.”

“Ok, fine, Brittany isn’t… I mean, Brittany hasn’t always been one-hundred percent ‘girl.’ Is that so wrong? She’s a girl, now, though. Believe me, she may not have the certified anatomy or whatever, but Brittany here is trustworthy and maternal. She’s the best you’re going to get as a babysitter in this town, I promise.”

The Carmichael’s looked at one another and Mr. Carmichael shrugged. “We don’t mind about your background, honey,” Lisa started, as she turned to Trevor. “But we just aren’t entirely sure about this,” she said.

“Then,” Trevor fumbled, searching for anything to redeem their meeting. “I guess I’ll have to suck your husband’s dick to prove just how much of a girl I am.”

The words stopped everybody in their tracks, and perhaps most of all, Mr. Carmichael, who gave a half-smirk of disbelief, along with his wife. Chelsea had been too much in shock to notice either expression, and only glared at Trevor, who’d decided that the red-alert plan was appropriate, given that they were already being ushered to the front door. And, when else was he going to be able to indulge in such a dirty, forbidden fantasy, as being dressed as a cute college girl, and being taken by a dominating man? He could excuse it later on, as simply trying to save the day, when he would know the truth, deep down.

“Oh?” Lisa asked, looking at the blonde girl with her hand on her hip. “Well, then, you’d better get sucking fast, if you’re going to convince us of anything.”

“Babe, are you… are you sure about this?” Mr. Carmichael said, rubbing the back of his neck. “I mean, I don’t know…”

“Blake, Brittany is a girl,” Lisa said, stepping in and looking the blonde up and down, with a taunting grin. “Didn’t you hear them a moment ago? She’s a female, and she’s about to prove just how much of a girl she is.”

She looked at her husband and pushed him down back on the sofa, whispering softly, “All you have to do is sit back and um,” she continued, eyeing down at her husband’s lap with a mischievous grin, “Administer the test.”

“You’d better save this,” Chelsea whispered into her boyfriend’s ear. Trevor swallowed hard as Mrs. Carmichael unbuckled her husband’s pants and started to tug them down. Blake only shook his head and gave a small laugh of disbelief, as his mostly hard cock came springing out, up into the air, in all its glory.

“Oh my god!” Chelsea gasped, eyeing the massive cock, long, thick and veined, and with a chiseled head more massive than she had ever seen. Mr. Carmichael had been hiding a power tool in his pants, and now it seemed hungry to destroy the first warm hole it came near. Trevor only eyed the monster-cock and without thinking, bit his lip. The sheer possibility of being so humiliated, so dominated, while two gorgeous women looked on, seemed nothing short of impossible, but he knew he had to do it.

“Well, Brittany? Are you going to do this, or do I need to let the neighbors know you’ve both been going around lying to potential clients? I don’t think they would be happy to have you in the neighborhood, let alone hire you, if they found this out.”

Trevor swallowed and eyed his girlfriend, who eyed him with quiet expectations that he would fulfill the task at hand. He knelt down and Mr. Carmichael sighed with delight, as he felt the blonde girl’s dainty fingers wrap around his thick, throbbing cock. “Oh my... I don’t know if I can…” Trevor said, returning to his light, feminine tone. “I certainly hope I can take it all.”

“Well, maybe I should help,” Mrs. Carmichael said. The tall, dark-haired woman stepped forward and put her hand atop Trevor’s, guiding it, until Trevor’s own fist began to stroke Mr. Carmichael’s long, spongy shaft. The college boy smiled with quiet disbelief, that he had actually touched a cock that was not his own; it was strange, too strange to understand, as the plush, firm, warmth throbbed in his hand, and the handsome man with his hands now behind his head, let out soft groans of relief.

“Now, massage his balls while you’re doing that,” Mrs. Carmichael instructed. Chelsea only watched with delight, as her boyfriend was guided with ease by the assertive older woman. Trevor looked toward Chelsea as his hand started to massage the two huge orbs hanging just below the older man’s giant cock. “What are you looking at me for, Brittany? I suggest you follow Mrs. Carmichael’s every order right now, if you expect to have a job in this town,” Chelsea snapped.

“I think that’s a good idea, too,” Mrs. Carmichael replied, and grabbed the back of Trevor’s wig, guiding his head downward. “Let’s get that tongue on my husband’s sack, though. I don’t have time for timid girls,” she said, watching with delight as the blonde girl’s tongue slid against her husband’s scrotum, and he gave a long groan of approval.

“Does the little slut feel good on your balls, babe?” She asked.

“She feels like a girl to me,” Mr. Carmichael simply replied, as the warm mouth on his sack grew more defiant and sucked each of his orbs, gifting light but enjoyable pressure to them, all while the small but motivated palm around his shaft, stroked faster and firmer.

“Come on, get that mouth up on his cock, already,” Lisa snapped, grabbing Trevor’s wig and pulling his mouth up to the tip of her husband’s bulbous, wide cock-head. Trevor looked over the statuesque rod, with a hole in its tip that neared the size of his pathetically small pinky finger. He could only think about the massive load of virile seed that must come shooting from it, and he suddenly found his own cock growing harder and harder at the thought. It’d been one thing to be dominated and fucked by his girlfriend’s fake cock, but what about a real one? What if Mr. (or especially Mrs.) Carmichael wanted more than a blowjob from the blonde babysitter? He set his mouth over the tip of Mr. Carmichael’s cock, and tasted the clean flavor of his soft skin, filling his mouth and sending waves of lust up and down his body.

“Fuck,” Mr. Carmichael sighed, thrusting his hips slightly. Trevor looked down the shaft and toward the base, as his mouth stretched wide to accommodate the magnificent but massive penis, and he felt Mrs. Carmichael’s ever-present hand, pushing gently against the back of his wig.

“Come on, no time for shy girls, here,” she said, and Trevor felt the crested edge of Mr. Carmichael’s cock-head, sinking past his tongue and toward his throat. The older man thrust his hips, and just as Trevor felt he was going to gag, he pulled back against Mrs. Carmichael’s palm. “Very well done, Brittany. You might be the little cock-sucker we’ve been looking for, after all,” she added.

Trevor wiped his lips and turned to his girlfriend. He didn’t know how much he’d be able to handle, but he knew he could stop at any moment, and he didn’t want to, even if only to please his newly dominant girlfriend and satisfy the appetite written across her eyes, for his humiliation and degradation.

“You pathetic little cock-tease,” Mrs. Carmichael snapped, with an intensity in her tone. “Did I say you could waste time? I want those sweet little lips back around my husband’s cock, now!” She yelled, watching as the blonde sank her mouth back down the peach-colored staff and watched the underside of her husband’s cock throb with pleasure.

“Fuck, she’s got a tight mouth,” Mr. Carmichael moaned.

“I’ll bet she has a tight throat, too,” Lisa said, pushing Trevor’s head down farther, until he felt the wide cockhead push to the edge of his throat. He braced his dainty hands on each of Mr. Carmichael’s thighs and yanked back, gasping and coughing.

“Not bad for a manipulative little slut like you,” Mrs. Carmichael snapped.

“How is she, babe? Does her throat feel good around your cock?”

Mr. Carmichael nodded and followed with a soft groan of relief, as the lips sank over his mouth once again. “Deeper!” Mrs. Carmichael insisted. “Give her a harsh spank – that always does it for me,” Chelsea interrupted.

“Well, that’s not a bad idea. Thank you, Chelsea,” Mrs. Carmichael smiled, and quickly gave a hard swat to the denim shorts around Trevor’s butt. “Why not just come out of those shorts, anyway?” Chelsea said.

“Trevor only moaned in the affirmative, and at once, Mrs. Carmichael and Chelsea, unbuttoned the shorts and yanked them off the lithe college boy’s waist. Trevor felt the cool air around his legs, and with nothing but cotton panties around his manhood, that surely became obvious with the erection forming tent in their front, he felt more exposed and degraded than ever.

“Oh, Blake, you should see what a tight little ass she has,” Mrs. Carmichael gushed.

“Mm, yeah?” He asked, with his eyes half-closed.

“Oh, it’s the loveliest ass I’ve ever seen,” Lisa continued. “I’ll bet it’s just made for big cocks like yours.” The remark caught both Chelsea and Trevor’s attention. Trevor only continued sucking the giant cock in front of him, but he tingled with suspense as each hard spank came crashing down on the cotton panties covering his ass. Lisa seemed insistent to leave a welt, and each time, she laughed the blonde girl’s eyes winced and she gave a hard moan against the cock stuffing her mouth and muting her.

“You’re impressive, Brittany. I just wonder, if you’re only teasing us, though,” Lisa said.

“She isn’t,” Chelsea interrupted.

“Please, Chelsea. I want to hear it from Brittany’s lips. I want to hear her tell me how hungry she is for Blake’s big, meaty cock,” she returned.

Trevor pulled back and gasped. He wiped the saliva from his lips and eyed up at the two dominating women and older man, as he brushed his messed blonde bangs from the sides of his eyes.

“I want his cock,” he said with his girlish tone. “I want all of it, deep inside me.”

“Well,” Lisa said, spanking her hands together and smiling wide. “This must be the dirtiest girl I’ve ever seen. What a naughty little sissy she is,” she exclaimed. “Chelsea, honestly, I don’t know how you can even compete, with Brittany ready to munch up the first big cock she sees.”

“I don’t want anything to do with that thing – it’s far too big for me,” Chelsea laughed. “But for Brittany? Well, she loves them that big. In fact, she likes them in her ass, more than anything else.”

“Oh?” Lisa said, with wide eyes.

“Well, I’ve never done that for Blake, because, like you, I just can’t handle that damn thing – at least certainly not in my butt,” she laughed. “But I’ll bet Brittany wouldn’t mind proving her loyalty to us, would she?”

She reached down and patted the blonde girl, who was biting her lip and eyeing the big cock and balls before her, wondering just how she could make it fit. Trevor’s heart raced, as he tried to imagine how he would even accommodate something so big. But he also knew, Lisa and Mr. Carmichael would find a way, even if Trevor wasn’t sure he could. His body tightened with a forbidden desire to be outright manhandled by the handsome, older man, and all while his girlfriend and Mrs. Carmichael giggled and enjoyed the entire affair.

Before he knew it, and without any real warning, Mr. Carmichael scooped him up and flung him over his lap. Trevor lay on his belly across the lap and felt Mr. Carmichael’s strong hand give a hard, fast swat to his butt, before grabbing his ass-cheek and pulling it out slightly, as if to sample the firmness. “Oh, babe, you weren’t kidding. These college girls have the tightest little asses,” he said with a laugh.

“I’ll bet it’s making you hungry, huh?” Lisa asked. Her husband smiled and nodded, as he yanked Trevor’s panties halfway down his ass and slid his finger up and down the crack, teasing the blonde girl’s asshole and grinning as Trevor wailed out in his feminine tone.

“I think she likes it,” Lisa said.

“Oh, trust me, she does,” Chelsea said.

“Oh?” Lisa asked, looking at the dark-haired girl. “And what is that supposed to mean?”

“Well, let’s just say that Brittany had to prove herself to me, too,” Chelsea said with a laugh. “You bad girl,” Lisa said, giving Chelsea a playful shove, as they turned and watched her boyfriend’s ass handled in Mr. Carmichael’s big, strong hand.

“Chelsea, would you like a glass of champagne for the show?” Lisa asked.

“Sure,” the dark-haired girl nodded. Lisa smiled and said, “I’ll be right back.”

Trevor meanwhile, felt the assertive fingers sliding up and down his ass-crack, bringing his cock to full-hardness, until Mr. Carmichael gave a moan of approval and worked a dry finger right into Trevor’s ass. “Oh!” He yelped, and his cock throbbed in delight as the soft swelling overtook his ass and Mr. Carmichael gave a laugh. “Do you like that, Brittany?” He asked.

“I do,” Trevor strained in his girlish tone.

“Well, how about two, then?” He asked, before he drove another finger into Trevor’s tight butt. Mr. Carmichael watched as the blonde girl moaned with delight and her ass clenched around his fingers. Mrs. Carmichael returned with a glass of champagne, and handed one glass to Chelsea. They laughed and watched with delight, as Mr. Carmichael manhandled the submissive, lean, college boy, stretched out over his lap.

“Babe, grab those pathetic little balls, tight,” Mrs. Carmichael urged. She watched and giggled as Trevor cried out with painful bliss, as he suddenly felt the hand reaching under his body and squeezing his sack, until the pressure grew intensely throughout his body.

“Oh, I’m going to have to try that,” Chelsea laughed, and both women clinked their glasses together.

“So, you want this cock, huh?” Mr. Carmichael said to Trevor, growling with a new lustful, hungry tone in his throat. Trevor nodded and quivered, “I do,” in his feminine voice, and became aware of the thick, hard cock throbbing beneath his belly.

Mr. Carmichael grabbed Trevor with ease, and yanked his panties to the side, all while Chelsea and Lisa laughed and enjoyed the show. “I’ll bet that ass is going to feel so good around your cock, babe. I’m so glad you’re finally going to get to try anal!” She said with an excited laugh, as they watched the lithe, cross-dressed college boy, flung upright, until he was sitting naked over Mr. Carmichael’s lap, with each of his legs dangling over the older man’s thighs.

“Should we get some lube or something?” Mr. Carmichael asked.

“Why? I don’t know if she deserves anything more than spit, to be entirely honest,” Chelsea said. Trevor turned back with a conflicted expression. “But, what do you think, Brittany?”

“I’m fine,” Trevor said with his girlish tone. He looked down and saw Mr. Carmichael spitting on his fingers, before he felt the wet fingers teasing under his sack and against his ass. “Oh,” he moaned, as he felt Mr. Carmichael ease the slick fingertips into him.

“Ugh, come on Mr. Carmichael! Fuck her, already,” Chelsea groaned with impatience.

Mr. Carmichael laughed and said, “I’m just trying to be considerate, ladies.”

He slid a layer of saliva over his thick cock, before lining it up with the tight ass that hovered just above the tip. Finally, he grabbed Trevor’s hips and pushed him down, until the college boy in drag, cried out as the giant cock pierced his ass, breaking it open around the massive head.

“Oh!” Trevor yelped, and both girls giggled wildly. “Now that is how you prove yourself,” Mrs. Carmichael said.

“So, we have the job?” Chelsea asked anxiously.

Mrs. Carmichael nodded, before turning back to the show before them and saying, “Squeeze his balls, babe. Come on. Hard! A little sissy slut like that needs those balls squeezed hard; otherwise, she might think they’re of any value.”

Mr. Carmichael pressed down once more on Trevor’s hips, and the college boy felt his entire body opened and stretched around the intruding cock, as it drove up into his tight canal. The incredible, dull and swollen pain that surrounded his ass, took a backseat to the new pain-tinged-pleasure, when he felt his balls squeezed tight in the dominant man’s giant palm. “Oh, fuck!” Trevor winced.

“Mm,” Mrs. Carmichael moaned. “Now slam that ass all the way down, already!”

Mr. Carmichael did as he was instructed, and Trevor felt the cockhead drive up into his deepest point, before he pulled up and his legs shook. He spit on his hand and brought his fingers down to the unforgiving shaft that was half exposed, wetting it in hopes of making it smoother the second-time around. He rode up and down on the massive cock, and felt the newfound pleasure that he’d noticed earlier in the night, in Chelsea’s bedroom. The burning tease and tickle that left his cock feeling as though it was going to explode at any moment, came spreading throughout his body without mercy.

“Oh… oh fuck,” Mr. Carmichael moaned, as he watched the sissy boy dance his ass up and down the large cock. Each time he lowered his ass, Mr. Carmichael felt his giant shaft, strangled by the warm sleeve.

“I’m not going to last very long,” he moaned.

“I’m not surprised. She looks like she feels great,” Mrs. Carmichael laughed. “What are you going to do about it, then?”

“I don’t know, babe,” Mr. Carmichael groaned.

Trevor looked down into Mr. Carmichael’s eyes and smiled. “Are you going to cum inside me?”

“I don’t know,” he whispered. “Is that an option?”

Trevor nodded and grinned, as he watched Mr. Carmichael’s eyes illuminate. Trevor immediately felt himself on the verge of climax, from the mere idea of being filled with such a dominant man’s seed. The giggling and demeaning voices of his girlfriend and Mrs. Carmichael certainly didn’t hurt things, either.

“I have a confession to make,” Chelsea giggled. “Brittany is actually my boyfriend. Like, trust me when I say, the person riding your husband’s cock is definitely a girl, but I thought I should confess.”

“Honey,” Mrs. Carmichael answered, “I only see one thing riding my husband, right now. I see a certified woman who knows exactly how to please a man.”

“I guess I still see my boyfriend,” Chelsea laughed. “He’s got to be the most pathetic college boy, letting another man cum in him, while he’s dressed as a cute girl,” she continued.

“I hate to argue with you, but that there is a girl,” Mrs. Carmichael answered. “Babe, will you squeeze those balls one more time to settle something?”

Mr. Carmichael obliged, and Trevor winced and wailed out. Suddenly, he felt the hot, white ropes pushing against the cotton panties, as his ass pulsed and constricted involuntarily, around the giant cock in his ass. Mr. Carmichael slammed his cock deeper and faster than ever, mercilessly pounding the sissy-boy, and all while the two women started to chat about clothes.

“I’m going to cum,” Mr. Carmichael growled. Before Trevor knew it, the pounding shifted to irregular, strained thrusts, and Mr. Carmichael’s sheer, primal growl turned guttural and eternal, as the warm seed flooded his sissy ass. The college boy collapsed atop the man’s wide, carved chest, wrapping his arms around Mr. Carmichael and laughing with satisfaction, all in-between small pecks onto the man’s cheek. “Did it feel nice?” He asked, to Mr. Carmichael’s grinning response, “Fuck yes.”

Trevor fell all the way down on the throbbing cock, and let the moment last for what felt like forever, all while his girlfriend and Mrs. Carmichael continued to chat. They’d now started to talk about Mrs. Carmichael’s champagne glasses. They seemed entirely indifferent to the fact that Trevor had been all-out pounded into his newfound identity as a cute college girl. And what an initiation, Trevor thought, in his exhausted bliss. He’d become something he’d always known he was, deep down, but wasn’t ever sure if he’d be able to embrace.

With the strangest circumstances, and a little demeaning instruction from his girlfriend, he’d found what he’d been looking for. And he hoped the transformation had pleased Chelsea.

“Ugh, get yourself cleaned up. You’re just disgusting us,” she said, coming up and giving her boyfriend a final spank on his cheek.

“I suppose we’d better get going, Chelsea said to Mrs. Carmichael. Brittany is going to go adjust herself in the bathroom, if that’s okay. And then maybe we can discuss a contract?”

“That sounds lovely,” Mrs. Carmichael nodded. Trevor pulled up from the giant cock, and as if he’d been a wine bottle, uncorked, he felt the hollow void – unmistakable and potent – as he realized just how much he craved the fullness that a big cock like Mr. Carmichael’s, could bring him. He couldn’t comprehend the unbelievable evening that had just unfolded, but one thing he knew for certain – he felt more himself now, than ever before.

Chelsea smiled, watching her boyfriend limp carefully down the hallway.

She knew exactly what Trevor had learned – that there would be no going back now. She was Trevor’s new master. She had a lot of responsibility on her hands, knowing that she would be the one guiding her boyfriend through his demeaning transformation.

As she sat down with Mrs. Carmichael, she smiled. She couldn’t wait to get started.
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"Sometimes bad boyfriends just need a little 'training'..."

Kate never saw herself as assertive before, but the longer she watches her apathetic boyfriend, Brian, drift aimlessly through life (all while she works her tail off!) the more she knows she DEFINITELY needs a change.

She wants to see Brian live up to his full potential. But, she soon realizes he may need a little "training," to make that happen. In come Kate's best friends, Brenna and Ashley, to deliver Kate with a secret program, they promise will bring Kate a new partner by sunrise. They should know, they used it on their boyfriends!

Kate goes along, though she isn't sure what she's getting herself in to. It isn't until she's calling the shots, that she gets a taste for authority and realizes there is a new boss in her relationship, and it certainly isn't Brian!

This first time woman in control story is over 12,000 words.
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