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Chapter 1

“Are you sure about this?” I said, my voice quivering ever so slightly as I eyed my reflection in the makeshift vanity Madeline had set up in her tent.

“Of course,” she said, still bent over one of the many bags that she had sprawled across the surface of her tent. Yesterday was still somewhat of a haze for me. Not only had Madeline put me in a bra and panties up by the lake, but I had also ended up falling to my knees and sucking someone’s cock.

And I had loved every single second of it.

It was a miracle how neither of the boys had found out about the secrets in our panties with how hard we’d been, but I was starting to learn that it was easier to fool most people than I had ever thought. Not that we were really fooling them to begin with. After all, Madeline didn’t have any qualms about her identity. As far as she was concerned, she was a girl, no ifs or buts about it. And I would be lying if I said that some of her confidence and self-assurance hadn’t rubbed off on me. If it hadn’t, I wouldn’t be sitting on an upside-down box looking at my reflection in the mirror as Madeline fussed about my outfit for today.

I was going to get dolled up again, and there was a definite tingle in my cock from how excited I was.

“Ok,” she said, rising to her feet with several items in her hands. “Let’s get started.”

Madeline walked over until she was behind me, and then put a hand to the side of my face. “So pretty,” she said, running her hand down my face onto my neck and then my chest. “I’m going to make sure you look like the prettiest little slut at the party today.”

Heat raced up my neck to warm my cheeks.

“Are you sure I need the makeup?” I asked her. “I thought I looked fine yesterday without it.”

“Aww,” Madeline said, grabbing my face from both sides and leaning down to plant a kiss on my cheeks. “You looked wonderful yesterday.” I felt some warmth swirl around in my belly. “But it isn’t about needing makeup. No girl really ever needs it.” She walked by me so that she was standing in front of me. “Don’t think of your makeup as a crutch,” she said, squatting as she spoke so that our faces were level. “Think of it as your weapon.” She slid a hand onto my thigh, scraping my skin ever so slightly with her fingernails. “A weapon that will help get the men looking at you.” She moved her hand upwards, closer to my crotch. My cock swelled within my shorts. “A weapon that will help you get them wanting you.” Her hand reached my bulge, and she pressed down on it, enveloping it with her fingers. “A weapon that will help get their cocks hard for you.” She giggled as she said this last part, and I felt even more heat flame my cheeks.

“Alright,” I said, gulping away the knot in my throat. “Go ahead. Doll me up.”

“That’s the spirit,” she got to her feet and picked out one of the brushes. I had little knowledge of makeup at the time, so I wasn’t sure what she was doing. Just that I looked prettier and prettier with every passing minute.

Of course, I know in retrospect that she started with some primer, setting a base for the look she was about to create. It was close to my natural skin tone and she was done in a couple of minutes. She moved on to the foundation then, followed by some concealer. My face was already looking much more refined, almost as if it had started morphing into a more feminine shape. The bronzer came next, making my cheekbones look higher and my nose look sharper. Some blush added a much-needed tinge of red to my cheeks, and the eyeliner helped give my eyes a narrow, sharp look.

She finished the entire thing with some highlighter, and when I next looked into the mirror I couldn’t believe that I was looking at my own reflection. I was completely transformed –  even more than yesterday. My face looked sharp and narrow and feminine and … sexy.

It looked like a supermodel's face more than a college boy's.

“Is this really me?” I asked, rather stupidly, my hands floating by the sides of my face, my fingers too scared to move any closer lest I disturb this perfection.

“Of course, silly,” Madeline had a hand on my neck as she stood behind me. “Who else would it be?”

“I can’t believe it,” I said, my mouth still hanging open.

“What can’t you believe?” She asked.

“That I’m so pretty.”

This made her pause, and I saw a somewhat melancholic look pass over her face. Perhaps I had reminded her of something that she’d forgotten or buried deep down. I was about to say something when she smiled warmly at me. “Don’t ever let the world tell you what you can or can’t be, Alex,” she said. “And don’t ever forget how beautiful you are.”

I hadn’t been expecting something so deep from Madeline, but before I could say anything else she had receded to the back of the tent again. This time she came back with a pair of underwear in her hand. The look on her face made it abundantly clear that she was back to her jolly, mischievous self.

“Since this is a party.” She was referring to the bonfire party the camp organizers had scheduled for tonight. Apparently, other campsites near us were supposed to join us for it. “You need to be dressed appropriately.” She held up both hands. In her right, there was a pair of black lacy panties, and in the other a matching bra. “Ready to put these on?” She asked, and I was all too eager to get started.

I rose to my feet and she helped pull the panties up my legs. Even though I was fully capable of putting them on by myself, she had insisted on sliding them up my legs each time I’d put on a pair. There was just something about the act that she liked.

After the panties were secured safely around my bum and my bra was fastened to my chest, Madeline went back to get me some clothes. “What do you think?” She asked from across the tent, bent over yet another bag that I didn’t know she had. “Skirt or shorts?”

I thought about it for a second, letting the images of a cute pair of booty shorts hugging my curves run through my head, followed by an image of a short skirt riding up just enough that a lucky guy standing in just the right position could catch a glimpse of my panties.

Both thoughts were delicious, but I wasn’t about to be the victim of analysis paralysis.

“Skirt,” I said, my cock tingling as the word left my tongue.

“Look at you,” Madeline said, rising to her feet with a red piece of fabric in her right hand, and a white one in her left. “You’ve been a girl for less than a day and you’re already starting to slut it up.” She laughed, and I blushed.

She walked over to me and it became clear that the red fabric was the skirt and the white one was the blouse. “Do you think that’ll fit me?” I asked, realizing just how tiny that skirt was.

Madeline put a hand on my hip, running it down until it was gripping my ass. “It might be a tight fit with this juicy butt of yours, but I think we’ll manage to slip it on.” She fell to a squat again and made me step into the skirt. As she pulled it up my legs it met some resistance at my thighs–  owing to how thick they were –  but a little extra effort helped pull the skirt up and around my bum.

She clasped the hook at the back and adjusted it a little until it was in place. “It looks great,” she said, slapping my ass and making me jump. “It makes your ass stand out so wonderfully well.” And one look in the mirror told me that she was right. The skirt was short. And when I say short I mean short short. Short enough that it just about barely covered my cheeks, with a tiny bit of my under cheeks spilling out from underneath. It was very tight as well, sticking close to my curves, with my butt sticking out behind me in a very provocative way.

She put the blouse on me next. It was a white turtleneck that was tight around my chest and waist. I looked at myself in the mirror once again and found that I looked sexier than I could have ever imagined. Not only was the skirt a perfect fit, but the blouse tied the whole outfit together.

The padded bra I was wearing gave me the appearance of having tits –  albeit very small ones. The blouse narrowed wonderfully around my waist and then flared out again around my hips. The skirt showed off my legs in all their naked and supple glory, and the makeup made me look refined, mature, and sexy.

I was transformed, utterly and completely.

“You look great,” Madeline said from across the tent again. “But please tell me you have some experience with heels.” She grinned at me, holding a pair of stilettos in her right hand as she eyed me. 


Chapter 2

It would be an almost criminal understatement to say that I was extremely nervous when I first stepped out into the campgrounds all dolled up. Madeline had made me practice with the heels for about ten minutes or so, but I had taken to it quickly.

I guess the woman inside of me had always had good balance.

“I think this is a bad idea,” I said, my heart beating so fast that I thought it might rip open my chest and jump out.

“Stop being silly,” Madeline said, her reassuring hand on my back as she pushed me forward. “You look great.”

And I did.

And I knew that I did.

And yet here I was on the verge of having a nervous breakdown. Even though there were hardly any people around us right now, I felt every single set of eyes in my vicinity staring at me. As if they could tell that I was just a guy dressed up in heels and a skirt and that they’d all burst out laughing at any moment.

“Alex,” Madeline said, her tone uncharacteristically soft in what I can only imagine was an effort to calm me down. “You’re going to be fine.”

“I feel like everyone can tell,” I said, voicing my fears with a nervous croak in my throat.

“Tell what?” Madeline asked.

“That I’m not a real girl,” I said.

She slapped me on the back of the head for that. “I don’t wanna hear that from you again,” she said. “You’re as real a girl as anyone else.”

“You know what I mean,” I replied. “I feel like everyone’s looking at me. I feel like I’m not fooling anyone.”

“You’re overthinking,” she said. “Wasn’t it just yesterday morning when you came in your panties inches from another guy –  While sucking him off –  if I may add. You were certainly able to fool him.”

She was right of course, and I knew it too. Maybe this was just the last of my brainwashing rebelling against me.

“And besides,” she said. “Everyone probably is looking at you.” She groped my ass with her right hand, squeezing my cheeks and bringing her lips close to my ear. “Because you look so fucking hot.”

I blushed at her compliment, and she slapped me on the ass to urge me forward. “Now let's get to the party before everyone is too wasted to give us any action.”

This was the other thing that I was afraid of tonight. Madeline had been going on and on since we’d woken up this morning about all the action we’d get at this party. I wasn’t sure what she meant when she said it, and at this point, I was too afraid to ask. Sure, sucking that guy’s cock yesterday had been fun, but I didn’t think I could go much farther than that.

Even the thought of something more made my backside rumble with an uncertain heat.

But truth be told, it wasn’t like I had no experience in that department. After all, it was just a day ago when Madeline had slipped a finger into my asshole and made me cum in my underwear. The memory of that finger was still fresh in my mind. Fresh enough to make me blush and to make my cock tingle with anticipation.

Still, there was a vast difference in slipping a single finger in there versus…

Versus you know what.

Despite the conflict raging inside my head, I kept walking with Madeline right by my side, the sounds of the party growing louder and louder as we neared the clearing where all the action was. I looked over at Madeline and found her with that characteristic grin of hers plastered firmly all over her face. She had gotten ready while I was practicing walking in the heels, and even though she wasn’t one to admit it, she was looking gorgeous.

She’d chosen to wear a pair of booty shorts –  much like the one she’d been wearing when we first met –  and a black top that was tight in all the right places. Her hair was done up in a cute little ponytail and she had the most confident gait I’d ever seen. I smiled at her and slipped my hand into hers, our fingers intertwining as our grip tightened.

She had given me so much.

“Here we are,” she said, as we exited into the clearing where the party was happening. The music was deafeningly loud here, the smell of alcohol was thick in the air, and shadows danced against the trees from the shifting flames of the massive wood fire that raged in the middle of it all.

A proper college party if I’d ever seen one.

“Now,” she said, freeing her hand from mine, and turning to look at me. “We have to go our separate ways.” She put both of her hands on my shoulders and smiled at me in the way that she usually did. That confident, cheeky grin of hers that seemed to promise equal parts mischief and love. “A bit of advice for your first time,” she said, squeezing my shoulders. “Don’t pick someone too big. Start small, there will be plenty of chances to go big after that.” She laughed, and I blushed, keenly aware of the near-constant heat that had taken root in my backside since we’d walked into this clearing.

I knew where this was headed, and I was far too deep to stop it.

Not that I wanted to, in any case.

With that, Madeline leaned in, planted a quick kiss on my lips, and then danced away into the fray, leaving me standing there all by myself at the edge of the party with my legs squirming nervously and my heart beating rapidly.

Still, there was no turning back now. The only way forward was through.

I took a deep breath, steeled my resolve one final time, tried –  unsuccessfully –  to repel the heat in my backside, and turned to face the fray.

There were so many things happening in there that my brain had a hard time processing it all in the first go. In one corner of the clearing, there was a beer keg raging on, with several guys and girls drenched in alcohol. In another corner, there was a very dangerous-looking game of fire-limbo going on –  the kind that uses a flaming bar instead of a normal one. There was even a volleyball game at one end with the added twist that whoever lost a point had to take a shot.

And throughout the clearing –  and even on the edges–  there were couples (and often throuples) engaged in various stages of lovemaking. There was guy-on-guy action, guy-on-girl action, and every other combination you can think of.

I was looking at one of these couples when I realized with a start that it was Madeline. A tall, broad-shouldered guy was making out with her, his hand slipping down to her butt. I felt another shudder in my backside as I watched his hand stretch all over his ass as he pulled her closer to his body.

Good for her, I thought to myself.

I turned my gaze outwards again, looking for a potential partner I could find. Madeline’s advice about starting small still rang in my ears, and I spotted a guy who looked like he fit the bill in the distance, but before I could approach him I heard a voice behind me.

“I’m sorry to intrude,” the voice said from behind me, making me turn around nervously. “But what’s a pretty little girl like you doing all the way out here.”

He was tall. Six-four or Six-Five if I had to guess. His face was clean-shaven, and he had broad shoulders and thick, muscular arms. The way he smiled down at me made it apparent that he wanted me, and despite Madeline’s earlier advice, I had decided that I wanted him too.


Chapter 3

A nervous heat fluttered up my spine as he took a step closer to me. “I’m Jayce,” he said, flashing me a wide smile with his perfectly white teeth.

“Alex,” I said, the nervousness still rumbling around in my body. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you too,” he said, taking another step closer to me. Now that I’d had a proper chance to look at him, I realized my first impression had been underselling this adonis of a man. His biceps were almost ripping through the sleeves of his shirt, his shoulders were three times as wide as an average man, and each of his pecs was bigger than my entire chest.

Start small… The words rang in my head again, but the heat coursing through my body was strong enough to make me ignore Madeline’s advice. “Can I get you a drink?” Jayce asked, the easy smile still on his face.

“No thank you,” I replied. I wasn’t here to drink.

“Don’t drink?” He asked, raising an eyebrow at me.

“Not tonight,” I said. It was hard to keep my eyes away from the veins in his arms.

“What’s the plan, then?” He said. “Are you just going to stand at the edge of the party and watch for the entire night?”

“No,” I replied, my heart beating fast and hard in my chest. I took a step forward, and put a hand over his chest, stretching my palm against the hard slab of muscle. His body felt even harder than it looked. “But I’m sure we can find something to kill the time.”

His grin widened. “I’m sure we can,” he said, putting a hand around my waist. Another rush of heat surged up my body. His hands were huge against my narrow waist, his fingers almost enveloping the entire diameter of my tiny back.

I was already weak in the knees.

He put his other hand on my waist, and my earlier suspicion was confirmed when I felt the tips of his fingers brushing against each other around my back. He really could wrap his hands around my entire waist.

“Alex,” he said, his voice a low growl. “Do you want me to take you deeper into the woods?”

“Yes,” I replied, and he didn’t waste another second. He pulled me along with him, deeper and deeper into the woods until the sounds of the party were just pleasant background noise.

It would be pertinent to mention at this time that I was worried about the stirring inside my panties and how Jayce would react if he found out about that little secret. There was always the chance that he would let me leave without any trouble, but there was a far higher likelihood of him smashing my nose in when he found out what I had between my legs.

As such, I obviously had to take special care of how things would proceed.

And I had all sorts of plans brewing in my head when Jayce scooped me up into the air and planted his lips on mine. Heat and desire erupted all throughout my body as his tongue slipped against mine, his strong masculine jaw working against mine as his hands held me tightly at the waist.

Fuck, I thought to myself. This is amazing.

Even though he didn’t really have a beard, I could feel some stubble against my chin, a feeling that was weirdly pleasant in its own right. It felt amazing to be held like this. To be kissed like this.

To be dominated like this.

I slipped my hand up his shirt, letting my fingers run over his hard abs and chest. He growled when I reached his nipples, and when I touched him there I felt his entire body shudder against me.

By now my cock was beginning to swell within my panties, and I knew that just kissing wasn’t going to get the job done. I would have to get a move on, and what better way to do it than to put my newfound skills to use?

I dropped my hand to his crotch mid-kiss and grabbed the obvious bulge in his shorts. He moaned into my mouth as I broke off the kiss and whispered to him. “Put me down,” I said. “I want your cock.”

He obliged my request.

I knew when I’d touched his bulge that his cock was bigger than the one I’d sucked yesterday, but it wasn’t until I was on my knees pulling his shorts down his legs that I realized just how stark the difference was.

I gasped, rather loudly, when I saw the monster between his thighs reveal itself. It was twice as long as the other guy’s, and perhaps thrice as thick. And perhaps it wasn’t even fully hard right now.

For the first few seconds, I just stared at it, dumbfounded by the sheer size of the thing. I had never known cocks could be that big, and I had never ever expected to put one of that size in my mouth. Yet here I was, on my knees and salivating at just the thought.

“Go on,” he said looking down at me, his eyes filled with urgent need. “I want you to lick it.”

And that’s exactly what I did. I stuck my tongue out and kissed his tip. He shuddered at my touch, another low growl escaping his lips as his hips twitched in front of me. “Fuck,” he whispered under his breath. I licked him again, running my tongue along his shaft now, lathering it up with my spit in some vain hope that that would make it go down easier.

“Put it in,” he said, with an urgency in his voice.

I grabbed the base of his cock and realized that my fingers wouldn’t wrap all the way around it. He looked massive in my tiny hands, almost like I was holding a forearm instead of a cock. I squeezed his base and looked up at him with puppy dog eyes, nervous flutters erupting all around my stomach.

I wasn’t sure it would fit inside my mouth until I opened wide and welcomed him inside. He was big enough that his advance stretched my lips to their limit, making me open wider than I ever had. “Fuuuuck,” he groaned, his cock sliding ever so slowly into my mouth. There wasn’t any free space inside me now, his shaft filling me up entirely as his tip continued its slow advance to the back of my throat. Streaks of spit were sliding down my cheeks in trails and my eyes were begging to water with the effort of holding him inside me.

That isn’t to say that I wasn’t loving every single second of it. Because I definitely was.

I took him all the way into my mouth and then spat him out until just his tip was inside me. With my mouth having adjusted to his superhuman size, the next time his cock went inside was a little easier, and then the time after that was easier still. Soon, he was thrusting in and out of my mouth, his hips bucking with every pump as the tip of his cock made contact with the back of my throat.

Even with him reaching the back of my throat, a fair bit of his shaft was outside of my mouth, and it was that part that I had my hands wrapped around, stroking him while he fucked my face. “That feels so good,” he said, his head thrown back. “You’re so good at this.” My own cock was hard as rock inside my panties, and it was a miracle that I hadn’t already creamed myself from just giving Jayce head.

I thought about letting him finish inside my mouth. After all, the feeling of a man’s cum rushing down my throat was a pleasant one –  as I’d learned the day before. But there was that ever-pleasant heat thrumming between my cheeks. A heat that urged me to take the next step.

I spit him out, and before he had had a chance to complain I rose to my feet and looked him dead in the eye. “ I want you to finish inside me,” I said. “I want you to fuck me in the ass.”

And what guy was ever going to say no to that offer?

Within seconds I had turned around and hiked my skirt up. I bent over against a tree, bracing myself with the bark with one hand and pulling the back of my panties to the side with the other. I looked back at him, my eyes half-lidded with my hair, and squirmed my ass up at him. “Go on,” I said. “I need you inside me.”

And once again, he was all too happy to comply.

He walked in close and put his cock against my eager twitchy hole. The feeling of his wet and hot tip against my needy entrance was enough to make me weak in the knees, but when he pushed inwards, I couldn’t help but scream at the top of my lugs.

It was a good thing that the party was so loud.

I squeezed against his advancing cock, but a reassuring hand on my rump made me ease up. “Don’t tense up,” he said. “Just relax and enjoy yourself.”

Easier said than done when there is a massive cock riding up your ass, but I would have to find a way to manage.

“Good girl,” he pushed inwards, his wet, throbbing cock gaping me wide as it dove deeper and deeper into my hole. Deep enough that his pelvis was resting against my cheeks and his tip was somewhere so deep inside of me that it might just have been my stomach.

“Are you ready?” He whispered in my ear once he was in position, and to his credit, he didn’t start pounding until I nodded my head at him.

After that, the sounds that came out of my mouth were loud enough to rival those from the party. Screams and moans and other expletives spilled forth as he fucked me from behind, his pelvis slapping into my cheeks pump after pump.

Pretty soon he hit a spot inside of me that made everything light up, and that was pretty much all she wrote for me. I moaned extra hard as I came, a burst of heat expanding throughout my body as I creamed my third pair of panties in as many days. He came soon after, pausing deep inside me as he flooded my insides with rope after rope of his cum.

He came enough that he filled my asshole and still left some to trickle down my cheeks.

“Again,” I looked back at him, my eyes hungry with need, my asshole still aching with a pleasant heat. “I want you to fuck me again.”

The end


Books By This Author

Dressed in her Panties

Feminized by the Maid

Feminized by my Landlady

Feminized by the Lady Next Door

OEBPS/image_rsrcEF.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




