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Bill had arrived at college five days early because he needed to undergo his first-year student orientation. He hoped those five days might change his life, but he never suspected how much his life could change.

While things don’t get off to a good start his first day, he did at least meet Maverick, his dorm’s hall monitor. Maverick invites him to a party which quickly transforms into a panty raid on the girls’ floor. Bill’s assignment is to raid Christy the Ice Queen’s dorm room and get a pair of her panties. This means almost certain failure for Bill, but Bill is determined to look cool, so he is going for it against all the odds. Bill certainly got Christy’s panties, but he never thought he’d end up inside of them. The result of this panty raid just might change him in ways he never dreamed about. Yes, Bill’s freshmen orientation might just change his orientation forever.


Chapter 1

Today was Bill’s first day of college. Technically it was five days before his first day of college classes, but it was Bill’s first day physically at the school. It was move-in day for the freshmen class. Bill was currently unloading all his belongings into the parking lot of Frederick University. Frederick University was a prestigious college that many people included in the list of schools called the new Ivy League. Although truth be told this was said mostly by schools not in the Ivy League. It was still an honor to have been accepted to such an elite place no matter what anyone else said. He couldn’t wait for the start of classes. But waiting is what he’d have to do because the incoming first year students had to check in five days earlier than upperclassmen in order to attend a college orientation. That likely meant five days of people partying and Bill trying hard to find new friends.

Bill’s dad dumped a trunk from the back of the family’s SUV. He said to Bill, “Congrats son, today you’re about to become a man.”

Bill replied, “Thanks dad.”

His father shook his hand and then got back into the SUV. His father rolled down the window and said, “I got nothing else to say to my son other than that your whole life begins today. No pressure, though, so don’t look so worried. Enjoy it.  And remember to have some fun. College is the best time you’ll ever have in your life. It can change you if you let it. Oh, and don’t forget to call your mother when you can.”

“How?”

“With a phone.”

Bill replied, “No, how can it change my life?”

“You’ll see, son, you’ll see. Good ole FU has changed plenty of young men in its day. It brings back pleasant memories to me just being back here on campus. Today isn’t about me, though. Go create your own memories, son.”

After saying that, his dad rolled up the window and drove off. Bill frowned. His dad had meant well, but those words of his were hardly true. Specifically, the words about becoming a man. Bill hadn’t ever been with a woman yet. Thus, in his mind he clearly wasn’t a man yet. At least, not the man he wanted to be. That hardly seemed likely to change immediately. During his whole high school experience, Bill had struck out with the girls. Dad didn’t understand that fact. Dad had been a jock when he’d been in high school. He’d score early and often in high school or so he always boasted when mom wasn’t around. There was, though, a gap between the two of them in their life experience that dad couldn’t appreciate.

Of course, to now be in a college setting gave Bill new hope. College women were bound to be different from those high school girls, right? High school girls just desired muscles and dicks from those jocks, but college women wanted more than that. They were turned on by sexy intellect, right? It felt right to Bill. He was certain that they wanted men that were going places. Bill wasn’t much of a jock with his petite frame, but he was smart. He was a tad of a nerd in high school to tell the truth, but so be it. He wasn’t ashamed that he was not stupid. College women would understand that. Yes, maybe dad was right. College would be better than high school ever was for Bill. He might leave here a changed man. Being a nerd had its benefits here at ole FU.

Enough of that worry for now. It was time to worry about moving in. The move part being the biggest worry. He eyed his heavy trunk. There was only him to carry it. He thought, thanks dad for legging it before helping me move my trunk inside.

Bill picked up his trunk and crab walked his way toward his dorm building. His arms were burning by the time he reached the front door. All around him were a bunch of kids moving their stuff into the dorm too. Every one of them was too busy moving their own crap to say much to Bill. Not even a friendly hello. Most of the other kids’ dads had stayed to help them move in, though. Bill couldn’t help it if his dad was smart enough to leave the back breaking work for the youth.

At the dorm entrance there was an upperclassman checking new kids into their assigned room. Bill came up to him, dropped the trunk, and asked, “Can I check in?”

The upperclassman asked Bill, “Name?”

“Bill Armstrong,” replied Bill.

“Bill, Bill, Bill . . .” the upperclassmen parroted as they scanned a checklist. The upperclassman stopped scanning and tossed Bill a key. He said, “Armstrong, Bill, room forty-two, second floor.”

“Thanks.”

The upperclassman was already too busy with another newbie to reply. Bill picked up his trunk again. He couldn’t wait to get to his room and dump this thing off for good. Why’d his mom have to pack so much stuff? You’d think mom and dad never wanted to see him again.

Bill went through the front door of the dorm. He was greeted by a welcomed sight. He spied the elevator just ahead of him. Just twenty more feet and he’d be able to put the trunk down. He inched his way up to it. It felt a million miles away. He started urging himself on. Come on, Bill, don’t wussy out. He reached it at last. He dropped the trunk to the ground. He was breathing heavily. He could smell the sweat on him. Too bad he wasn’t a jock, or he’d move this fucking trunk with ease. He looked around. Despite the heavy traffic moving in, he was the only one at the elevator. He hit the up button.

There must have been a lot of people upstairs unloading because the elevator took ages to respond. Bill didn’t mind. He needed a breather. He thought about his roommate. Really, they were the key to a successful college life. You needed a good roommate. Someone not too loud, not too big a drinker, but still fun to be around. He needed an ice breaker type of roommate to meet other cool kids and become popular. Bill hoped that he would luck out with a good one. The right one just might hook him up with a girl!

The elevator pinged. Oh good, time to load up and head out. Bill hoisted his trunk up again as the elevator doors opened. A tall blonde walked right on by him and went onto the elevator. Bill paused. She was incredibly good looking. She must be five foot eight with long blonde hair that reached down past her apple-bottomed ass. Oh, and what an ass at that. She was wearing an all-white jogging suit made of Lycra. It was so tight that Bill could see everything she had, and she apparently wanted him to see it. You don’t dress like that unless you had it and wanted people to know it. He was mesmerized by her thong panty line. It was crammed up into her but good, giving him a perfect camel-toe view. His dick stirred in his pants. If this was what college life was like, he wanted more of it.

The elevator doors started to close. Bill had been so busy staring at her, he’d forgotten to get on. He went to board, but she was also standing directly in the front of the elevator barring his way on. He shouted, “Hold the elevator, and could you please move over a little to let me in?”

She didn’t move. She had on earphones. She must not have heard him the first time. He shouted at her again. “Can you let me in!”

This time, she looked at him. She then hit a button on the elevator panel, but it wasn’t the hold door button. She flashed him the finger as the doors closed in Bill’s face. She displayed a wicked bitchy smile as the doors closed.

That total bitch! That totally lovely incredible bitch. She fucked him over and he wanted her more for having done it. That was a hot woman for you, they had that certain bitch power over guys. They treated you mean, and you instantly forgave them because you wanted them. Oh, how Bill wanted a girl just like her. Bill frowned, dropped the trunk, and hit the up button again.


Chapter 2

“That’s Christy Cummings,” said a voice over Bill’s left shoulder.

Bill turned around to see a brown-haired boy who was not much older than himself. He replied, “Who is?”

“The bitch that took your elevator. Christy and I went to high school together. She is such a hot bitch, but cold as ice even back then in high school. Just about every guy in school spilled some juice wanking to just the thought of fucking her. Don’t know anyone that got any pussy out of her yet, though,” he paused and held out his hand. He continued, “My name is Maverick, I’m the hall monitor for the second floor.”

“That’s my floor,” exclaimed Bill.

“Cool, what room number?”

“Forty-two.”

“Lucky number, no roommate.”

Bill asked, “What do you mean?”

“I was told one of the freshmen in room forty-two dropped out this summer. They couldn’t even cut college long enough for classes to start. Lucky for you, though, most people would kill for a single.”

Bill lamented, “How am I going to make new friends without even a roommate?”

“Don’t worry, kid, that’s my job as a monitor. I’ll tell you what, I’m having a thing at eight tonight for my boys on the floor. You can party with us,” replied Maverick.

Bill exclaimed, “Really?”

“Sure.”

“What kind of party will it be?”

“The fun kind. You’ll meet new people guaranteed. Can I count you in?”

Bill replied, “I’m in!”

The elevator arrived.

Maverick said, “Okay, unload yourself, find the cafeteria, grab dinner, and I’ll see you at eight in the second-floor lounge. Remember, Maverick stands for party.”

Bill boarded the elevator and went up. He patiently waited as the elevator struggled to reach one floor higher. Eventually the doors opened. He carried his lode to room forty-two. No roommate, so no chance at being hooked up by a new mate. If he was going to be cooler, it was all on him now. That was terrible news no matter how nice Maverick thought it was. Still Maverick seemed like he knew the ropes around here. Yeah, he’d need to rely on this Maverick to break the ice and make new friends. An upperclassman like Maverick would know the score here on making new friends. Going to his party was a no brainer.

Bill relaxed and went toward his room. The next hour was all about going through the motions. He dumped his clothes into the bulk furniture dresser. He made the army surplus bed; he stuck his own pen and paper into his discount furniture desk. It eventually started to occur to him that this room was a shit hole. Shit, he was paying how much to live in this shit hole? Well, it was dad’s money so fuck it. He didn’t want to think about it more.

The last thing he took out of his trunk was the most important thing in his life. He took out his laptop. It was the latest in gaming computers. It had been a graduation gift from his grandmother. Things were looking up. He might as well play a few video games while waiting for Maverick’s social event.

His favorite game was a first-person fighter game. He always played Stephanie the pigtailed blonde cheerleader and street warrior. He could play two hours straight without losing a match with her. In life Bill might not be in the winner’s crowd, but online he was a winner. Well, so long as he was using Stephanie. Playing games felt like a great way to kill time. He wouldn’t be meeting new friends in the flesh, but online friends were just as nice. Actually, they were better in some ways because they were so low maintenance.

He powered his computer on and then figured out how to get on the local WiFi. The computer quickly booted up. The first thing to pop up on his screen was the last thing Bill had watched before powering down. A still shot from a video appeared on his screen. It was a rather nice picture of a blonde’s shaved bare vagina from a college co-ed x-rated video. He’d jerked to that porno last night. Good thing he didn’t have a roommate, or he’d need to explain things to them. This way it was no harm, no foul. There was nothing wrong with fantasizing about college chicks. Even if every girl in that porno likely dropped out of high school.

He went to click it off his screen, but his hand hesitated on his mouse. There was a lot of free time to kill before that social event. Why shouldn’t he jerk it a little? It would sort of kick off his first day in his new room. There was something about blowing a load in a new bedroom that helped make that new place feel like home.

He let the video play. Porn stars were generally hot, at least the ones that made good money in the quality flicks Bill bootlegged. Paying for porn was for losers. Nerds like Bill knew how to get them for free. The blonde in this video was no exception to the hot rule. Still this girl had nothing on real college girls. Well, nothing compared to that Christy girl who stole his elevator ride. Too bad she was cold as ice. Bill would like to tame her by warming that ice queen up a bit. He thought of making that bitch beg for his fat cock. In a fantasy you could dream about anything.

He dropped his pants and fished his dick out. He gave it a nice slow jerk with his left hand. Christy was so sexy. Wouldn’t it be nice to be with her in bed? He didn’t even need to be inside her pussy. He’d settle for just being able to jerk to her with her here in his room naked. She was so hot. She knew it too. She had wanted him to see her everything through those tight clothes she wore. She wanted him to watch her. She knew he’d jerk to her later. Girls like her loved it. They got off on the power of being hot. They got off knowing geeks and nerds like Bill spilled so much spew dreaming of a chance at her. He’d never get that chance. Never, never, never in a million years would he get her. Christy was all fantasy and masturbation.

Bill blew his load. It splattered all over his computer screen. Fuck! His new computer would have sticky keys now thanks in part to Christy. Bitches like Christy always won. Those bitches always got the better of him. Even in his fantasies they won. And what did he ever get but sticky keys? When was it his turn to start winning?


Chapter 3

He spent all day gaming. He won match after match, but still felt like a loser. From time to time, he heard the other new students outside in the hall meeting and greeting. He didn’t work up the nerve to go it alone and leave his room and try to meet them. He needed that special roommate to help him socialize, but it was not to be. He felt guilty for not trying to meet people.

He felt guilty enough that he worked up the nerve to attend Maverick’s party. He had to do something social soon or he’d be doomed to Loserville. The second-floor lounge was already packed by the time Bill arrived. It wasn’t much of a party. There was no music, and no decorations either. There were just at least thirty kids there, all young men, waiting to be told what was up. Naturally every one of them was clinging to their roommates. Bill felt out of place being the lone wolf in there.

Maverick arrived with two other upperclassmen. Each one was carrying a cooler. It didn’t take a genius to know what was inside those coolers. Maverick stood on top of one of the coolers. He announced, “Everyone listen up. We are going to have a party soon enough. Who here likes beer?”

“Yeah!” hollered back the crowd.

Bill wasn’t all that into beer. He was more of a soda guy. Still, he didn’t want to announce that fact. He hollered like the rest of the crowd.

Maverick announced, “Good, I got three coolers full of them and I can’t drink them all. I got premium ale, mid-priced brewhouse cans, and dollar store shit. Which one of them you get to drink depends on how well you play my game. Who here likes games?” The whole room raised their hands. Maverick continued, “Good. I got two hats. You come up to me and take a slip of paper from each hat. The first slip is the color panty you’re to steal. The second slip is the room number you need to steal it from. I want everyone to bond, first with a pretty freshman girl by stealing her panties, and second back here with us guys drinking beer and swapping panty raid stories. If you get a pair of panties at all from her that’s a beer upgrade, the correct color too and then you get a further upgrade to drink from my premium cooler. No worries, fellahs, we got cheap shit beer when you strike out cold. Everyone is going to be a winner here. Now buck up because you’re all going on a panty raid on the count of three. One, two, three!”

The guys erupted with noise. They grabbed their assignments and then they burst from the room. They were all heading for the girls’ floors. Bill was a little hesitant. The idea of asking a strange girl for her panties … Well, that felt intimidating. It felt worse to burst into their room and just steal them. It was degrading to them, right? But was that his morals talking or his lack of courage? He stayed behind the pack worrying. He felt a hand fall on his shoulder. Bill turned around to see Maverick grinning at him.

Maverick asked, “Anything wrong?”

Bill confessed, “I can’t just take someone’s panties.”

Maverick laughed. He explained, “Bill, those first-year girls are as dying to talk to a young guy as you are to talk to them. If you knock on their door, you’re going to find it’s all clean fun and games. You know, this is all about meeting new people. Now what’s your number?”

Bill didn’t know. He hadn’t even checked out his slips of paper. He opened the slips. He replied, “White pair of panties from fifth floor, room 502.”

Maverick laughed uncontrollably. Maverick explained, “Shit, Bill, sorry about that. That’s the female hall monitor’s room upstairs. Shit, if that’s not Christy’s room itself. She won’t give up a pair. No way. Not ever. Sorry to give you such a shit task. Still it’s all clean fun. There’s shit beer waiting for you after she turns you down. Go ahead and try. It can hurt to try.”

Bill replied, “Maybe I should give up now and save the embarrassment.”

“Nah, you got to try. It will be a laugh. I promise you. I’ll tell you what, if you get a pair off Christy you’ll be a god to us upperclassmen. I mean it. It would be epic. If you fail, fuck it. You can’t fail because even having the balls to try with her takes a real man.”

Bill echoed, “Then I can’t fail.”

Maverick batted him on the arm. “Exactly, my man. With Christy, it’s all good because we know ahead of time, she’s cold as ice. No way she melts, but, man, just to try to melt her will power is going to be epic to see!”


Chapter 4

Bill stepped out of the elevator. He was now on to the fifth floor, the upper girls’ floor. He quickly noticed that the other boys with assignments on this floor seemed to be having a lark of it. There were three basic types of attempts to get panties being made. Some guys just knocked on a door and when it opened, they flat out asked for panties. Cruder guys simply burst into a room and tried to take a pair by force or larceny. Finally, some guys tried a combo of the two. The girls for their part seemed to be playing along. Some girls were faking attempts to stop a guy’s panty raid cold. While other girls cornered guys and tried to get to know them better. Lastly, desperate girls threw their panties at the guys all in the spirit of good fun. Maybe Maverick was onto something with this panty raid. This all felt okay. Bill took a deep breath. He wished he had the confidence of his fellow classmates. All that concern about moral decency felt now like bluster to cover for his low confidence in his ability to score a pair of panties. That was it, wasn’t it? He was afraid. He feared hot girls like Christy more than death itself.

Of course, all these other guys were dealing with normal girls. These girls having fun all around him weren’t ice cold Christy. Bill walked by all the floors’ panty raid activity. He worried the whole way to his destination. Why couldn’t he just have gotten a friendly incoming girl too? Damn, no roommate and now he got tasked to panty raid a panty that couldn’t be raided. It sure seemed like college life was stacking up against him already.

He arrived at Christy’s door. There was a large sign that read, Keep Out. What should he do? He knew that she’d never yield willingly, but he couldn’t work up the courage to burst in on her and try his luck at stealing a pair. Heck, she seemed toned enough that she might be able to kick his ass if he tried that. He turned to walk away. Giving up seemed like the best option. But no, he wouldn’t give up. He would knock and then she probably wouldn’t even answer. Yes, she wouldn’t even answer! He was safe just knocking and failing. It couldn’t hurt to knock, right?

He knocked. The door opened immediately. Christy was wearing the same outfit as he’d seen on her previously. Bill’s eyes immediately moved down toward her camel-toe. He couldn’t help himself. He needed to see it again. This time up close and personal. Wow, what a sight! Her thigh gap was perfection itself. She seemed to ignore his wandering eyes. Instead, she slammed the door in his face.

As the door closed, she yelled, “Keep out creep!”

Well, that was that. He failed. Sure, but at least he had tried. It was a victory of sorts. He turned to leave. The door opened back up. Bill froze in fear. Christy poked her head out.

She asked Bill, “This horseplay smells of the work of Maverick. What’s the perverted Maverick up too?”

Bill sheepishly replied, “Panty raid.”

“What? Speak up creep!” she shouted.

Bill replied, “We’re . . . We’re having a panty raid.”

She looked bored. She yawned and replied, “So dull and childish.”

It might seem dull to her, but for Bill here was an opportunity of a lifetime. Bill needed to take it. He needed to ask. He said, “I don’t suppose . . .”

She interrupted, “What!”

“You know, could I borrow a pair for just a few minutes,” he said. He’d done it. He’d gotten the words out.

“You want my panties?”

The door across the hall opened. Two young men ran out carrying panties. Two young women came out chasing them with a broom and a dustpan. All four of them were laughing it up. It appeared most people were into the spirit of things. Maybe Christy would be warmed up by all the fun around her.

Bill let the noise die down before he replied. “Yes, white ones if you can spare them.”

“Spare them! My panties cost twenty-five bucks a pair, asshole.”

A plan formed in his mind. If money was a consideration. Shit, he had plenty of that from dad. Bill suggested, “I could pay for your panties.”

“Fucking perv, I’m no whore!” she yelled at him.

“No sex, just your panties is all I need.”

“What?”

“No sex is involved, and I could pay you for your panties.”

“How much?” She asked.

Bill didn’t know. He honestly never thought he’d get this far. Still, it was working. He might get Christy’s drawers yet. He stammered out, “Name it.”

“Name what?”

“Name your price.”

She replied, “You couldn’t offer me what it would take.”

“I might be able to.” Bill dug in his pocket searching for his wallet.

She paused, giving Bill the evil eye. She asked, “What’s your name?”

“I’m Bill, Bill Armstrong.”

“Your arms don’t look that strong. Instead, you look rather like a sissy to me.” She felt up his face. She said, “Your kind of soft, and with no facial hair. I bet you don’t even need to shave. You’re really a small petite type of a guy. Yes, you are my Billie.”

He pulled out wallet. Bill added, “But a guy willing to pay for your panties.”

“You’d like to have my panties that much?”

“I need them.”

“Need them? Perfect, just perfect.” She grabbed him by his hair and dragged him inside her room.

Bill screamed, “Ouch!”

She ignored him and kept on pulling. She ordered, “Bitch, stop screaming.” After she got him inside, she kicked the door shut and locked it. She took Bill’s wallet from his hand. She slid it back in his pocket as she kicked her door closed.

She asked, “Are you ready to pay up?”

“Sure, but you just put my wallet away,” he replied.

She then grabbed Bill by the waist. His pant’s button popped open. She pulled his zipper down. She ran one hand under his shirt as the other hand went down into his underwear. Bill froze. Of all the responses he had expected, this wasn’t one of them. Well, this one was unreal. She said, “You’re smooth all over. Not much body hair at all. I think you might be a femboy. Are you a panty needing femboy?”

Bill shook his head. That line of talk was a sour point with Bill. He wanted to be taller, to have more chest hair, and would love to have more muscles, it just didn’t happen for him. He was embarrassed by it all, but he wasn’t gay. He might be slightly feminine, but he loved women. Fuck this Christy, she wasn’t just cold as ice, but a total mean girl. Calling him names like that. She was digging at his weak points just to amuse herself. All he wanted was her panties. If he got them, then he’d get the fuck out of here.

He reminded her, “All I need is a pair of panties. How much?”

“I knew it. I knew you were a sissy.”

Bill shook his head. “No, they’re not for me to wear. They’re for the panty raid as I explained.”

“But if I told you to wear them, would you?”

Bill shook his head. “I’m not gay.”

“We’re not talking gay. No way you’re gay if you’re fucking a hot chick like me. You’re going to be fucking me, Bill. If you’re my girl we’re going to fuck a lot. But I only date sissies. I love a nice smooth obedient sissy. It’s your choice. Be a cute sissy for me and have an experience of a lifetime or head back to your room a panty-less wannabe dry-dicked boy.”

Her hands were down in his pants at the moment and the word fuck had just come up. Perhaps he’d play along a little. It couldn’t hurt, right? It wasn’t gay when a girl was feeling you up. It wasn’t gay at all.

She took a step back from him. She dropped her pants to the floor. She asked, “See my pretty white thong? Notice how it splits my labia perfectly. I know you’ve noticed. Your pervert eyes have been studying it ever since I opened my door. I love tight clothing. I love hard things splitting my labia. You’re going to learn to love it too.”

She dropped her panties to the floor. She was shaved smooth. It was a thing of beauty, and it was there for the taking. Bill was so confused. He’d never been this close to a near nude woman before and here it was his first time, and it was with a work of art like Christy.

“Put them on!” she ordered.

He said, “I guess a little wearing of panties, it couldn’t hurt.”

She picked up her pair from the floor and handed them to him. She replied, “Oh, my little Billie pain is so close to pleasure. You’ll see. Put them on.” She backed away from him.

Bill dropped his trousers. He started to pull his underwear down and paused. The idea of a luscious woman seeing his dick, it scared him. He took a deep breath and dropped his drawers. He picked up her panties. It occurred to him he just fucked up. He could have left his pants on, grabbed these panties, and run. Oh, but that delicious bare mound that Christy had on display, it was calling out to him. It was begging for him. It was right here. It was his if he played ball. She’d just said so. She wouldn’t lie to him, right? He wasn’t sure, but he’d play ball anyway. The chance she was telling the truth was all he cared about. He’d play ball for a chance at that pink meat. He pulled the panties up. Shit, he wasn’t exactly playing ball at the moment as splitting them. The panties split his nads.

Christy went over to her dresser. She said, “You needed a pair of white ones, right?”

Bill replied, “I’m wearing a pair already.”

Christy pulled a pair of white cotton panties out. She said, “Billie, those panties are yours, not mine. You will wear them and others like them from now on. It’s panties when you rise, panties when you sleep. Your briefs or boxers’ days are over.”

“I don’t understand,” Bill admitted.

Her hand reached down. She wrapped those cotton panties around his hard cock poking out of the panties he was wearing. She stroked him with those crisp clean white panties. She asked him, “Are they soft to the touch?”

His dick was so rock hard now. The panties felt unreal on his cock. They were her panties. She’d worn them before. Maybe she even masturbated in them. He nodded his head. They were so soft.

“Do you like their silky feel?” she asked.

“Yes,” he replied.

“Yes, master,” she corrected.

“What?”

“From this moment further, I am your master, and you are my bitch. Your bitch name is Billie Jean. You will wear panties, my panties, Billie Jean. You will call me your master. You will do as I say when I say it. If you’re a good bitch, I will take you to the best parties and introduce you to the best people. If you’re bad, I will find a new bitch and leave you a blue balled and lonely sissy.”

“I think you’re crazy,” said Bill.

“Funny thing to say to a girl yanking your chain. You’re going to agree. I’m the best you’ll ever have. The best.”

Her free hand took hold of Bill’s hand. She guided it over to her pelvic region. She started to rub his hand into her body. The longer those hands rubbed, the deeper she forced Bill’s fingers down into her.

She said, “Do you feel it, Billie Jean? Do you feel my magic button? Am I still crazy?”

Bill didn’t say a word. He could feel her clitoris. She was damp and grinding on his hand. She was getting off on him. This beautiful woman was getting off on him! He didn’t reflect on it more. The panties stroking his cock overwhelmed his senses. He was starting to cum. She must have felt him starting to arrive because in a quick moment she pulled free of him. Bill blew his load onto the cold tile of the dorm floor.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered.

Bill was still dazed from the orgasm. He obeyed her without thinking. She cleaned the floor with those white cotton panties she was holding. She then placed the panties she jerked him with into his mouth. She pressed under his chin until his mouth closed.

“Stay just like that until I’m done,” she ordered.

“Okay,” mumbled Bill.

“Okay, my master,” she corrected. He watched as she fingered herself. It was only a minute or so until she bent over and pulled up his pants. She pressed her hand to his groin. She said, “You will keep my panties on. You will keep them warm and safe. I’ll come see you and them in your room tomorrow. If you’re not wearing my panties when I arrive, then we’re through.”

“What?” mumbled Bill.

“Not what, yes, my master. Say it.” Bill hesitated. She yelled, “Say it!”

He mumbled through his panty filled mouth, “Yes, my master.”

She grabbed him by the hair and dragged him to her door. She opened it up. She yelled, “Get out pervert!”

She shoved him out and slammed the door shut. Bill opened his mouth. He slowly removed the soiled panties from his mouth. What the fuck had just happened to him? That was one crazy mother fucking bitch. That much he knew. She was mad in the head. He didn’t think about it anymore. It’s not like he’d ever see her again, right? And he had gotten her panties, white panties at that, against all odds. When he thought about it, he’d gotten two pairs of them in fact! But, no one could ever know about the other pair he was wearing.


Chapter 5

Bill returned from the dorm’s communal shower still fresh from his victory last night. He’d drunk premium beer as Maverick had declared him the champ of the panty raid. He’d never seen so many guys in awe of him. It was all thanks to Christy. It was nice to be their champ for one night. He was glad everyone was too hungover in the shower to say much about last night. Communal showers were not his cup of tea. All those naked guys milling about disgusted him. He dropped his towel and reached for his boxers. He pulled them up. They itched. He caught sight of those panties that Christy put on him last night. He had left them on his computer desk. She wanted him to wear them all the time. Oh, but she’d never see him again, though. Fuck it. Forget about her Bill, he thought. She was nuts in the head.

He couldn’t stop thinking about her. What if she did come by? It was a remote chance but wearing them one day longer couldn’t hurt. It was a chance and taking chances last night had paid off. He dropped the boxers. He put on the panties. He had to keep them warm for his master. He shook his head. He did not just think that. He quickly put on the rest of his clothes. He needed a mental cleanse. He needed to forget about Christy for a while. He fired up his computer. Nothing beats gaming for cleansing the mind.

He was on his third ass pounding of a newbie by Stephanie when there came a knock at his door. Bill tried his best to ignore it. The thing Bill hated most in his life was getting interrupted in the middle of playing a video game. At that very moment he had some anonymous dude on the Internet down to one bar of health with his character, Stephanie, at full bars. There was no way he was walking away from this battle until he finished this newbie off.

His door knocked again. Maverick yelled, “Bill, open up. I got an epic prize that I owe you after last night.”

Bill unleashed Stephanie’s secret attack. The double pompom chop dropped his opponent in defeat. Stephanie might look like a hot blonde cheerleader, but she was deadly in the right hands. His hands. Satisfied by another victory, he was ready to open his door.

He got up from his seat. Those damn thong panties dug into his crack. He pulled them out. Why was he wearing them today? Naturally, because Christy told him too. But it was stupid. Christy was never coming down to see him. It was just a twisted thing that mean-girls did to their man. Not that he was her man, but he’d meant in general. There would never be anything between them. People like Christy didn’t date men like Bill. They just didn’t. Yet Bill felt compelled to obey her. There was always a chance no matter how small. He hated those panties, though. Those stupid soft form-fitting panties. He repeated in his mind, yes, I hate them. Yet he wore them.

He went to his dorm door, unlocked it, and opened it up. Maverick greeted him with a case of beer. He said, “I don’t know how you did it, but you did. You’re the man. You got panties out of ice queen Christy. I owe you a king’s ransom. All the other hall monitors are talking about it. You’re something else, Bill.”

“Thanks, honestly I don’t understand how I did it either.”

Maverick didn’t reply. Instead, he went over to the computer. He pointed to the screen. He asked, “You won with Stephanie?”

“Always. She’s my best character.”

“Damn, I’m only good with the male characters. They’re stronger in the game. I never win with her. You know women, they’re weaker.”

Bill boasted, “Not necessarily. Remember Christy.”

“Bah Christy, that former ice queen isn’t so tough. You seemed to handle her easily. It just proves my point. Women are weak.”

Bill replied, “Yeah, I guess, you just need to know how to use them like I do.”

“One pair of panties and suddenly you’re a chick expert?” asked Maverick.

“Well, no. But I bet I can beat you with Stephanie.”

“No way, Bill. I destroy that bitch every time with my Syklops.”

Bill replied, “That sounds like a challenge.”

Maverick put his case of beer down. He replied, “Challenge accepted.”

“It’s your funeral.”

They both grabbed their controllers. The game was on. Bill had taken out Syklops, an evil one-eyed beast, many times before, but each player brought a new challenge. Sure enough, Maverick was no newbie. He knew all the combos and even the secret moves of his character. The only way to win against him was for Bill to out play him.

The gaming action became hot and heavy. For each attack by that one eyed monster, Bill had a counter defense, but Maverick allowed no openings to counterattack. It was quickly becoming a stalemate. The thing is, Syklops would win a stalemate by default. The game designers made him have slightly more power than Stephanie. It wasn’t fair, but things were hardly fair in the battle between the sexes.

There was another knock at Bill’s door. Christy yelled out, “My little Billie, open up!” She then proceeded to open the unlocked door by herself. She was dressed in her school pep squad uniform. That meant a skintight sweater top, a short-short skirt, and thigh high tube socks that ended just where her scrumptious thigh gap began. She had with her a large plastic bag.

Maverick exclaimed, “Wow, Christy is here in the flesh!”

The gorgeous sight of Christy was all the distraction Bill needed to open up on Maverick. He flipped behind the one-eyed beast. All the game’s male characters were vulnerable to attacks from the rear. Bill caught Syklops off guard, stunning him. He then slammed him from behind. Finally, he dropped his secret move on him. Game over.

Bill shouted out, “Winner!”

Maverick dropped his controller. He said, “No fair. I was distracted by the sight of pussy . . . ah . . . Christy.”

Christy said to them both, “If you two fags are done playing with each other’s joysticks, then Maverick can leave. I got important things tonight planned for Billie and I to do together.”

Maverick asked, “What things?”

Christy explained, “I’ve been invited to a party tonight. The big jock welcome to a new year party is at the football house tonight. Billie is to come with me.”

Maverick asked, “Can I come too?”

Christy replied, “I’m sure you can cum. I suggest going back to your room, dialing up some gay porn, and then back handing it until you’re satisfied with your arrival.”

Maverick laughed. He said to Bill “She’s one hard ass. I hope you know what you’re getting into. Oh, and have fun with her.” He gave Bill a friendly shot in the arm with his fist. He added a wink, a lear at Christy, and then Maverick left.

Bill was sorry to see Maverick go. Bill was now alone with Christy. In truth, he was more than a little afraid of Christy. Her beauty was intimidating. She justified those fears almost immediately. She ordered, “Drop them and show me your panties, bitch!”

Bill sighed. He then obeyed.

She continued, “Nice, you know how to obey your master. I like my bitches to be completely obedient.”

He asked, “I did what you asked, so now can I take them off? I feel funny inside when wearing them.”

She said, “Beg me master, can I take them off.”

Bill repeated, “Can I take them off, my master?”

She dug into her plastic bag. She tossed a pile of fresh panties all over Bill’s computer desk. He stared at them. Those soft pretty new panties. They looked so inviting. They welled up an urge inside him. It was crazy. He hated the urge. He hated those panties and yet he needed them. No, he didn’t hate them. He hated this new need for them. Oh, what had Christy done to him. What was this new need? He couldn’t resist them any longer. He ran his hands through them like a greedy panty beggar.

She asked, “You can’t resist them, can you?”

Bill denied it. He replied, “No . . . I mean yes. Yes, I can resist them. I can resist them, my master.”

She picked up a pair. She popped his dick out of his panties. She wrapped the fresh pair around his rock-hard penis. It was just like last night. His damn dick had betrayed him to her. She knew the truth. She knew he liked panties now. He loved them. He needed them. She started jerking him harder and harder with those fresh panties. It was pure ecstasy.

She asked, “Do you like my gift of panties now?”

“Yes, my master.”

She asked, “You always liked them, didn’t you?”

“Yes, my master.”

“Will you always wear them from now on?”

“Yes, my master.”

“Do you want to cum in those panties?”

“Yes, my master.”

“Then cum, my darling bitch, Billie Jean.”

Bill ejaculated. His load gushed all over those sweet panties. Christy released him. She said, “Good little bitch. Now clean yourself up. We got a party to go to. I need you with me.”

Bill was coming down from having blown his load. She needed him to go? It sounded like crazy talk. He’d only get in the way of her mingling with the cool jocks. She must know that. He asked, “Why, ask me to go?”

“Last year I was just another pep squad girl. This year, I’ve been nominated top pep girl on the squad. I’m the queen. I had to toss plenty of salad to get enough votes to be on top, but I won. I don’t let anything stand in my way to obtaining total power, even a little muff. Now I’ve got the power. I’ve been scouting new girls. Girls that will be useful to me. The group of dykes on the squad even now don’t understand what I really want. For what I really want, I can’t rely on just dyke loving girls.”

“What do you want, my master?” asked Bill.

“Power!” she replied. “You’ll have power too if you’re my bitch. My darling little Billie, you don’t understand the true power that being a woman can have. Men melt just looking at a hot bitch. You can tame them easily. I’ll teach you. You’ll be the best bitch. Dykes don’t obey like sissies do. That’s why sissies make the best lovers. They make the best squad girls too.”

Bill looked at his computer screen. The moment of his victory over Maverick was still frozen there. Stephanie was powerful. With her, Bill had taken out countless opponents. When he was her, he was a winner. As himself, he’d never been popular. He’d never been a winner. There was a chance here. An opportunity for something crazy, something new. He could feel it. He could feel Christy’s sexual power. He wanted her power too. He wanted to be a winner. No, it was another W word he wanted. He wanted to be a woman, a powerful woman.

Bill said, “My master, teach me to be your bitch.”

“I will, Billie Jean, I will.”


Chapter 6

She opened the plastic bag and spread a pep squad uniform across Bill’s bed. She said, “It’s a jock only party tonight. That means only school jocks and their targeted girls that they want to put their cocks into can come. Put on your gear first. Then we’re headed to the party.”

“But they’ll never let me in!” said Bill.

“Not like that, but as my side chick you’ll get inside easily,” she explained.

“But I can’t dress like a chick!”

“You doubt you master?”

“No, but … No.”

“Good, my obedient little sissy. I knew the first second I saw you standing there by the elevator that you were the perfect girl for me. I’ve been looking for an obedient bitch to transform and you’re it. You’re going to get me into Hugh McCracken’s pants.”

“Who?”

“He’s the star college quarterback. I’ve heard he’s got the biggest cock at school. I haven’t gotten a chance to see it yet because he only does three ways. Last year’s pep squad dykes weren’t into trying him out. Now things are different because I’ll have my own girls on the team including you.”

“But I’m not a girl. This Hugh will notice that fact immediately. A little panty fetish is one thing but . . .”

“But nothing. Trust me. Put on your new clothes. I know you want to.”

Bill studied the clothes on the bed. The panties felt so good on him. He admitted it to himself now. Could it feel even better to totally transform? He needed to know the answer. Christy had been right about everything so far.

He pulled off his T-shirt. Then down came the old panties. First thing on was the bright yellow spanks of the uniform. They felt different than those thong panties. They covered more and yet felt sexier. Every man loved seeing that short skirt of a cheerleader flip up, so they could get a good solid peek at some cheerleader spanks. Now he wasn’t just peeking. They were all his to have.

He sat on the bed and pulled up the tube socks. On Christy the spanks and socks highlighted her thigh gap. He never dreamed they would have the same effect on him. And yet the fleshy sight of his upper thighs peeking out above those socks had the same effect. Christy was right about him. He had a sissy’s body. He never appreciated it before. He’d been lying to himself for years. Yes, it took the right woman to bring out the true bitch in him. He’d found that right woman.

He grew more excited. He popped off the bed and shimmied up the short skirt. Next came the biggest challenge, the bra. He put it on backward, latched the hook, and twisted it around his body. Even in a bra, he was flat chested and boring. He picked up the foam inserts. They added a little curve to his chest. The effect didn’t really explode until he tugged on the form fitting matching top over the bra.

He was dressed. He walked over to the closet mirror and examined himself. He wasn’t half bad. From the neck down that is. From the neck up it was a disaster. He was totally disappointed. He exclaimed, “I just don’t pass.”

Christy pinched his cheeks and replied, “My dearest Billie Jean, just watch your master do her magic. You got the perfect sissy body. The face only takes the right lashes, foundation, eyebrow pencil, and wig. Are you ready?”

Was he ready? No, he wasn’t. He was afraid of this new him. He both wanted no part of it and wanted to embrace it. He thought of Stephanie. She’d never run from fear. She was strength and power. It felt unbelievable to be dressed just like Stephanie. But she was a character in a video game. This was real life! Wearing the clothing was one thing, though, looking the total part was another. Christy’s will power was so strong. She believed in him. It made him believe it possible too. If he followed her lead, he could be at the most popular parties on campus. He could be cool here in a way he never was before. As a boy, he was a nerd. As Christy’s bitch girl, he’d be cool. Well, she would be cool. Yes, she would give it a try.

Bill replied, “I’m your bitch. Make me over, my master.”

She sat him in a chair. She worked at him like a professional. He focused his mind elsewhere. He thought about this Hugh fellow. The asshole was clearly desired by Christy. He was desired in a way she’d never desire Bill. It hurt. He wanted Christy. She was his dream girl. He didn’t want to be just her bitch. He wanted to be her one and only bitch. That idea led to a second related thought. Hugh liked his women two at a time. What was he going to do when he found out Christy had played him by using a sissy? Christy must have a plan to deal with that fact too. She was strong and Bill was weak. He’d rely on her totally to deal with that.

“Done, my bitch, Billie Jean,” declared Christy at last.

Bill found himself lost in the moment. He bounded from his seat to get to the mirror. Staring back at him was that girl. That girl that he always wanted to be his girlfriend in high school. That girl he dreamed about fucking while masturbating at night. That girl he never believed he’d have at his side. That girl was right here in his dorm room and that girl was him! The face in the mirror, his face, looked radiant and sexy. Christy was a genius and he was her work of art.

He said, “I’m so beautiful, but I’m so scared.”

“There’s nothing to fear. Not with me in control. You remember to just talk when I tell you to, and always sway your ass when you walk. Everything else will fall into place. You’re a beautiful petite spinner. The perfect party girl to be partying with me. It’s party time!”

Bill took a deep breath. He replied, “Let’s party.”


Chapter 7

Test number one was standing in front of Bill. Six members of the pep squad were standing at attention in a row in front of him. They were all uniformed up as if they might break into a routine at any moment. Bill knew they wouldn’t. Instead, they were geared up and ready to party. They were a nerd’s wet dream on one hand and a nightmare on the other. They were a nightmare because here he was surrounded by some of the hottest women on campus and he was not able to touch one of them. After all, he was supposed to be just one of the girls now. Of course, Christy did say they were all dykes so perhaps touching wasn’t unlikely. That idea scared him more. If they made a move on him, would they love his sissy cock or run from it. Oh, it was a nightmare situation because just being around them gave Bill a stiffy in his spanks. He was glad the short skirt was covering that fact even if just barely. Still, there was the real fear that they were going to find out the truth about him.

Christy introduced Bill to the squad, “Girls, ladies, and fellow muff divers, let me introduce you to our squad’s newest member, Billie Jean.”

“I thought the new girl tryouts weren’t until two weeks?” said one of the girls.

“She already passed any tryout I’d need,” replied Christy, wetting her lips as she said it.

“So, she can use lip and tongue action, but can she dance?” asked another member of the pep squad.

Christy replied, “She’s got the legs for the uniform. It’s the only thing that matters to the alumni. A touch of ass, some long legs, a shake of a tail, and the cash starts flowing into the alumni fund when our squad peps things up. Hell, we’re more important than the football team to this college’s bottom line.”

They all laughed. The squad then all twitched their noses in Bill’s direction. One of the pep squad girls asked, “She does eat muff at least, right?”

Christy replied, “Billie Jean loves women.”

“She has to prove it!” said one.

Christy frowned. Then she pointed to Bill, “Fine, Billie Jean prove it to her.”

“Ah . . .”

The prep squad member lifted her short skirt and dropped her spanks. Her blonde fluff looked so inviting. Bill looked over to Christy. She ordered, “Get on with it.” Then she walked over to Bill and placed her hand on his head. She forced him to his knees. The squad member came up to Bill. She shoved her muff right in his face. He was starting to panic. He’d never done it before. Did Christy know that? He stuck out his tongue. He gave her a gentle lick.

“Harder!” ordered Christy.

“That’s it, better,” sighed the squad member. She forced her muff hard onto Bill’s wet tongue. She ground down on it. His cock was trying to burst from those spanks of his. Damn it, he wasn’t going to make it through this.

Just then, Christy pulled the squad member off his tongue. “Save it for the party, bitches!” she ordered.

The squad member reluctantly pulled back. She sighed and pulled her spanks up. She had sounded tough by demanding proof, but now Christy had left her wet and begging proving who was on top and who was on bottom.  After that no one said a word against him. They all seemed to accept that he was just another girl. Not just any girl. He was a pep squad girl now! The coolest of cool girls.

Christy announced, “Okay squad, let’s go party. If you see a gray-haired alumni, give him a stiffy to remember. And keep your booty dancing, the beer flowing, but their dicks dry. Let’s do it for ole FU.”

They shouted together, “For ole FU!”

They all giggled and fell in line. Off they marched asses swaying in unison toward the football frat house. Bill’s heart was racing. He was going to be one of the cool kids. It was a wish that came true. Not exactly how he planned it, but he’d got his first taste of muff tonight. That was something. He was coming a long way toward being a real man, just he was doing it as a woman. That was okay, sort of.

The frat house was jumping. Music was bursting from wireless speakers in every room. Beer could be had in qualities that made it feel that here it was as cheap as tap water. The football players were clearly treated much better than the average student. The average guy inside here stood no shorter than six feet. They were all athletes of one type or another. They were all either pounding alcohol or trying their luck with a woman in hopes of pounding them.

Oh, and what women there were at this party. The women inside the frat house all looked amazing. There was not a dog among them. None, though, outshined the members of the pep squad. Indeed, the squad were so intimidating a small clearing formed around them. Christy’s girls got respect and that was for sure.

Christy snapped her fingers, and her squad broke up and headed out to break hearts. Christy elbowed Bill. She whispered in his ear, “Stay at my heels, my pet.”

Christy started milling with the crowd. She said hi to a baseball player, swapped small talk with a hockey star, and even hit up some old geezer who was clearly a rich alumnus that had never grown up. She kept it all at an emotional distance. Typical Christy, for she had ice in her veins. Bill for his trouble got a few ass pinches for his trouble. Christy did nothing to defend him from their gropes. Indeed, he secretly felt like she loved watching men paw at him.

It was just as the old geezer gave up the idea Christy would bend over for him, that a tall blonde man walked into the room. His spiked hair was clearly fake in color, but his appeal toward the ladies was real. There were two young freshmen girls in his arms that attested to that fact. Even Christy desired him for she broke character. She gasped at the sight of him.

She then said to Bill, “That’s Hugh. Isn’t he the most?”

“He certainly is tall,” muttered Bill with jealousy. Hugh might be the most, but Bill was looking at the girls with him. Both were cute as buttons. The cuter one had the most scrumptious dress on. Her figure was nearly identical to Bill’s and so he began to wonder if he should ask her where she had bought it. He stopped himself, though. He didn’t want to come off as too . . . Well, it was starting to feel too late for that. It was all too . . . Too what, though? This crossdressing thing was taking over his mental processes. Really, just act normal, he reminded himself.

Christy moved into action. She hip checked one of Hugh’s fluff accents to the side. The girl gave Christy a look of daggers back, but didn’t dare complain about the hip check. Christy said to Hugh, “You’re looking good. The summer off must have agreed with you.”

Hugh replied, “Still flying solo in the squad, Christy?”

“Nope, I brought a copilot to the party.” She snapped her thumb in Bill’s direction. Bill took it as his cue to move in closer. Hugh’s eyes fell on him fast. They were eager looking eyes.

Hugh asked, “Is she another muff eater too?”

Christy replied, “My squad, my girls now. She’ll eat whatever I tell her to put in her mouth.”

Hugh laughed and then shoved the remaining fluff piece he brought with him away from him. He took a step toward Bill. Hugh said to Bill, “Christy picks out such nice ones. New girl, have you ever seen a state championship trophy before?”

Bill didn’t reply. He looked toward Christy. She nodded her approval. Bill replied, “No.”

Hugh melted all over Bill. One hand went around his shoulders and the other firmly planted on his ass. Hugh said, “Then why don’t you and Christy come up to my room and see my big one. I might even let you polish it.”

Hugh started to guide Bill up a staircase that led to the second floor. One of the two fluff girls said, “But Hugh, what about us?”

Hugh replied, “What about you?”

It must be nice to be able to toss off women like that, thought Bill. It was even better to know you were now cooler than them. Hugh wanted to spend time with him over them. Bill was about to spend time with a college sports star. His dad would be so proud, well sort of. It was the most popular thing he’d done in his life and that was a fact. The only way that this could go wrong now is if that hand on his ass moved to find his cock and balls. He wondered what Hugh might do if he knew the truth.


Chapter 8

Hugh announced, “Ladies, welcome to my room. I like to call it magic land.”

He opened his door and then escorted Bill inside with a firm hand still planted on Bill’s backside. Bill glanced over at Christy hoping things stayed on the up and up. Partying with a cool kid was okay, getting groped by one was awkward. Going further than that was unthinkable.

Christy ignored Bill. Instead, Christy sauntered up to a display case. She asked Hugh, “Are all these big trophies yours?”

“You know it,” replied Hugh. Hugh added a pinch and a wink toward Bill. Bill shrank away, but Hugh's grip wasn’t letting him get far.

Christy bubbled over in joy. It was almost unbecoming of her. She clapped and shrieked. She added, “You must be as good as they all say. Good all over.”

Hugh bragged, “Girl, you know it to be true.”

“You mentioned polishing your trophy, mind if we start the process?” asked Christy.

Hugh replied, “Christy, you’ve eaten too much empty muff in your life. It’s time for a filling meal.” Hugh let go of Bill which came as a relief. Hugh made a move on Christy instead and she let him. Whatever happened to the dominant Christy? It was clear Hugh had the cure for her demanding needs. She was being dominated by him. Her strength and power were gone. Bill felt pity for her.

Christy took the opening to maneuver in between Bill and Hugh. She taunted Hugh toward her. Damn, she was practically begging. She needed him.

Hugh was a fast worker when he saw an opening. He was on Christy’s lips as soon as they got in range. Christy seemed to be yielding to his charms rather easily. Their mouths were full open kissing. There was real animal passion between them. Bill envied Hugh. Bill had seen Christy naked, but never felt her warm embrace like Hugh was feeling right now. He wanted Christy even more and yet he felt shame for her at the same time. She was his master; she should be stronger than this. She should never show this much weakness over just a guy.

Hugh’s huge hands were all over her and she allowed the exploration. Her skirt dropped to the floor. His hands sank into her spanks. She kept slobbering over him. Bill slowly moved away. He was thinking of bolting. Oh, but he couldn’t abandon his master without her permission, and she hadn’t told him too. Even if Christy wasn’t herself right now, Bill still feared her. He needed her.

Hugh stepped away from her. He dropped drawers to show off his jockey shorts complete in school colors. Christy had Hugh’s tool out of those jockey shorts in no time flat. She palmed it a few times before going down on her knees. It felt wrong. Christy wasn’t one to be used like this. She wasn’t one to go to her knees. Bill knew she wanted Hugh, but not like this. Not to surrender her control. What was the point of wanting to be a woman if it lacked power?

Bill felt useless. All he could do is stand there watching Hugh’s tool grow into a hearty twelve-inch meal. Bill wanted no part of it. In high school he wanted the popular chicks to yield to him like Christy was yielding to Hugh. He jerked to that dream countless times. Now after feeling the power of Christy’s control, it felt unappetizing.

After Hugh’s cock reached full strength, Christy stopped sucking. She asked Hugh, “I heard you only do anal.”

Hugh replied, “Not true. I do anals. I only do two asses at once.”

“And since all of us pep girls are mostly dykes we’ve missed out on your talents until now,” said Christy.

“Not any longer. Not so long as you keep getting new girls like this one here,” replied Hugh pointing to Billie.

“Count on it,” said Christy.

Christy turned toward Bill. She ordered, “Billie Jean, my pet, bend over and let Hugh enjoy himself.” Bill hesitated. Christy raised her voice, “Now!”

Bill swallowed hard. Shit, it really was going to happen. He couldn’t disobey his master. Bill placed the palms of his hands on the bed. He couldn’t face Hugh. He didn’t want to see the dirty prick anally abuse him and Christy. The idea this guy thought he could just demand anal; it pissed Bill off. Oh, but he could. Even his master obeyed the jock and Bill had to yield to his master’s whim. Her pleasure was his pleasure.

Christy came over and lifted Bill’s skirt. Bill relaxed. The jock would see his balls. He’d never go through with it. Oh, but how would Christy respond to the rejection?

Christy said to Hugh, “Such a nice ass. Do you want it, Hugh?” She began to rub Bill’s spank covered ass. Her touch was inviting. He was growing excited. She had a magic touch that Hugh would never have.

Hugh bragged, “Oh yeah, Christy line your pep squad butt up next to it and let me make a memory you two won’t forget. I’m God’s gift to women.”

Christy dropped Bill’s spanks. There was a dead silence in the room. Christy asked Hugh, “Do you still want it?”

Hugh gasped, “That chick of yours, she’s got … She’s got … She’s got balls! I knew it. You pep squad girls are always whacked. Always whacked.”

Christy asked again, “Do you want it, Hugh?”

Hugh replied, “No.”

Christy’s voice grew firmer. She asked, “This beautiful pink asshole, Hugh. It’s so feminine. It’s so warm. It’s so tight. You wanted this ass before you knew about her balls. Nothing has changed, though. It’s the same ass. It’s a virgin ass, Hugh. Billie Jean has never been tapped before. Not once. Do you want it, the tightest fresh ass on campus?”

“No,” replied Hugh, but his voice sounded weaker.

Christy dropped her spanks now too. She lined her ass next to Bill’s. She said to Hugh, “Look at my bare ass, Hugh. The best female one on campus. You waited all last year to tap it. You denied your greedy self until I got a second girl for you. You waited until I found a willing partner. I got one now. Her ass is so sexy, so nice, and so good to have along with mine. Tap us, Hugh, no one will ever know. Sissy ass is the best ass imaginable. I guarantee it. Sissies only do anal, only want anal. An anal man like you should have a sissy as even if it is only just once. Just once. No one else will know. It’s so pink and tight. It’s waiting for you. It needs you to tame it.”

Hugh wavered harder now. He was pacing the floor. He replied, “I … I might try …  No. No. I can’t.”

Christy said, “Hugh, you’re breaking our hearts. A strong man like you can do anything to anyone. You’re breaking Billie Jean’s heart when I’d rather you split her in two and fucked the man out her. Break her ass then break mine, do our asses instead of our hearts.”

Bill had listened to the exchange. He liked the direction of the conversation. He liked his ass untapped. Hugh kept saying no. Maybe Bill would get out of this room intact. However, Hugh’s will power was giving in.

“No one ever has to know about this, right?” said Hugh.

“No one,” echoed Christy.

“He looks just like a girl,” said Hugh.

Christy added, “Billie Jean is a girl. She is a hot anal loving girl. Billie Jean beg Hugh to fuck your tight inviting secret hole.”

Bill hid his grimace. He didn’t want it. He didn’t. Oh, but he wanted to please his master. If this made Christy happy, it made him happy. She needed his loyalty. She wanted him violated and so he’d agree.

Billie swayed his ass back and forth. He said, “Oh, my ass needs it so badly.”

Hugh snapped. He was on Bill in a flash. That powerful tool between Hugh’s legs pumped into Bill’s asshole. It was un-lubed, but it made no difference. The strength behind it was unimaginable. Bill winced in pain. His prostate barked as that foot long cock compressed it. His ass put up only the briefest of fights until it yielded. Bill felt the masculine body of Hugh slap against his own. He smelled the scent of a real man and he loved it.

Hugh shouted out, “Fuck it! Stupid sissy has got to learn not to tempt Hugh.”

Christy agreed, “That’s right, teach my bitch a good lesson, Hugh. Teach my bitch a very hard lesson.”

Bill screamed in pain as the full twelve inches sank all the way into him. It only took a pump or two before it was gaping. Hugh overpowered any meager resistance left in Bill. He put his hands on Bill’s shoulders for added leverage. Hugh could pump with the best of them. He was an experienced ass man even if this was his first sissy ass. After a minute of pumping Bill relaxed. He hated to admit it, but he was into it now. It wasn’t really that bad. He loved being the girl. It felt so good. Why did it feel so good? No one ever told him that it felt so good to be the girl. Women kept it a secret. There was a real thrill in it. As a nerd he never had anyone lose their will power. But as a pep squad girl even Hugh, powerful Hugh, couldn’t resist his sissy ass. That was real strength, real power and Bill had it now thanks to Christy. Oh, but poor Christy, for Bill to grow in power she had had to yield a little of it, right?

The moment didn’t last long. Hugh screamed in pain just like Bill had. It broke the mood. It could mean only one thing. Hugh stopped pumping Bill’s ass. Hugh shouted, “What was that?”

“My plastic fantastic cock,” replied Christy.

“Get it out of my ass!” ordered Hugh.

Christy said, “Oh, Hugh, I thought you loved anal.”

Hugh replied, “I give, I don’t receive, bitch.”

Bill couldn’t see what was happening, but he knew enough to know now it had all been a trap. Poor ass man, Hugh, had been set up. Christy lured Hugh in with her weak routine and with Bill’s sissy butt. But now that Hugh yielded, she was going to dominate poor Hugh. Billie Jean’s master was back. That was the Christy Billie Jean knew and loved. Poor Hugh, sucked in by sissy ass, was hers now. Now he was about to be the bottom for Christy.

Bill felt the pressure as Christy thrusted her strap-on deep into Hugh. It made Hugh lurch forward. She said, “Hugh one more complaint and I will remove my dildo.” Hugh was silent. Bill felt another thrust.

Hugh whimpered, “No, leave it in. It feels … It feels so good.”

It was that fast. Christy had won. Soon Hugh was like a ragdoll dangling on the end of Christy’s strap-on. Bill was the ultimate bottom as his master pegged Hugh. Hugh bobbed up and down as he enjoyed being anally attached to Christy’s firm rod.

It was a delightful thing for Bill. Christy was going to be so pleased with her. Christy soon pushed Hugh to the floor. She towered over the jock. She placed a foot on his head. She continued to pump him good. She shouted, “You like it bitch?”

“Yes,” replied Hugh.

“Tell Billie Jean how much you like it,” she ordered.

“How?” begged Hugh.

“Climax like a bitch into Billie Jean’s ass,” Christy ordered.

She needed to have ordered. Hugh blew his load. It was an anal orgasm that shot deep into Bill’s gapped bottom. It was a huge gusher of a climax. Christy wasn’t impressed, though. She ordered, “Now that you two are proper fags. I want Hugh to suck my Billie Jean off while I please myself to the sight.”

“Fuck no,” said Hugh.

“If you don’t, I’ll show everyone this movie I just shot with my cell phone,” replied Christy.

Hugh saw that phone and dropped to his knees. Bill smiled in satisfaction. He was her bitch and he was proud of it. Bill lifted his shirt. He didn't want Hugh to suck him, but he wanted Christy to watch Hugh suck him. He could see the satisfaction in her face. She’d been planning this for a while. She was so gifted. She was pure feminine power. Hugh obeyed. He sucked. Hugh used his athlete’s lungs to suck like a champ and Christy played with herself. He went down to Bill’s balls. Soon they went in too. He worked Bill until the saliva streamed down Bill’s legs. Christy now went back inside Hugh with her plastic cock. Hugh took it like a champ. If they gave trophies out for taking it in the ass, Hugh would need a new case to fit all the ones he was about to win. A few thrusts by Christy made Hugh blow another load. As he did, Christie climaxed. Bill could see the orgasm shutter through her body. Bill loved to see her so well pleased. It made him go ever the top. Bill then popped in Hugh’s mouth. He was surprised to cum. He had barely noticed the oral interaction. He was too busy watching Christy’s hand under that strap-on masturbating to the sight of him getting blown.

Christy ordered Hugh, “Swallow it!”

Hugh gulped it down in one large swallow. Christy yanked her plastic cock from Hugh’s ass.

She ordered Hugh, “Clean my tool, it’s dirty with your ass taint.”

Hugh didn’t hesitate. He licked her plastic cock clean. He then fell to the floor. He was spent. That hulking male was finished and both girls giggled.

Christy said to Bill, “Put on your clothes, my little Billie Jean. We’re done here.”

Hugh said, “Wait, when can we see each other again.”

Christy replied, “You can’t. I only date real men. But I got phone numbers of local femboys that will be more to your liking. Big dicked girls that love sissy loving jocks like you. Do you want their numbers?”

Hugh shook his head.

She asked again, “Do you want their numbers?”

Hugh slowly nodded his head as tears rolled down his cheeks.

Christy dropped a piece of paper on the floor and left. Bill waved to Hugh, blew him a kiss, and followed his master. He was never prouder to be Christy’s little bitch.


Chapter 9

Christy said, “I waited a whole year to do that. It felt good. I love dominating those jocks. I knew an anal ass man like Hugh was a huge fag in the waiting. Guys like him sissify so fast. Too much time spent naked around other men in locker rooms, I guess? You did a good job, my little Billie Jean. Your master is pleased with you. Enjoy the party the rest of the night as your award for making mother happy.”

“Enjoy it, how?” asked Bill.

“Silly Billie Jean. Dance, drink, have a good time, be gay. No one will know our secret, your secret. When your master tells you to party, then party.”

Christy kissed him on the cheek, and then released him to be on his own. There was a small amount of fear to be free from her. Bill took a deep breath. He went down the stairs. He entered the main party floor again. The house was still jumping. Things were easy for him. The uniform he wore intimidated most guys, so no one approached him. He just slowly blended in with the other girls milling about. He found a beer and drank it. As he drank, he saw one of the girls Hugh arrived with sandwiched between two pep squad girls. No doubt she was about to get her orientation reset. Their hands were all over her as they grinded on the dance floor. Bill hid a smirk thinking about that. Lucky ladies. Bill could use a girl like that himself. 

A tap came down on his shoulders. Bill turned around. It was Maverick. What was he doing here? Bill exclaimed, “You shouldn’t be here.” Oh shit, he just might have given himself away.

“Shhh . . . I’m raiding the party. Don’t give me away. My new friend is here. His name’s Bill. He came with your squad mate, Christy. He’s a petite little guy about your height. He’s not a jock at all so you’d know him if you saw him. Have you seen him around?” asked Maverick.

Bill relaxed. He didn’t know it was him. He didn’t recognize Bill as a girl. It was thrilling. Bill shook his head.

“Too bad. Maybe they tossed him.”

“Doubt it. Not if he came with, Christy,” boasted Bill.

Just as Bill said that two jocks surrounded Maverick. One said, “Hey, private party pal. No losers.”

Bill swayed his hips at them. He said, “He’s with me.”

The jocks examined Bill’s uniform. They scratched their heads, and then they backed away. No one messed with a squad girl. Bill said to Maverick, “You’re safe with me.”

Maverick replied, “Thanks. Want to dance?”

The answer was yes, but not with a boy. Still, it was a party so why not grind on the dance floor. He spotted the right target. He saw two freshmen girls sporting warmed over prom dresses. Bill would show Maverick the power of being a woman.  Bill said, “See those two girls nearly popping out of their dresses? I’ll land you one tonight.”

“No way, they’re out of my class.”

“Just dance with me. We’ll move on over to them. Remember, you're safe with me. It will be fun.”

Maverick replied, “Okay, but why do you want to help a guy like me.”

“Because it’s fun.”

They hit the dance floor. Maverick and him danced at a distance from the two girls. Maverick’s eyes were more on Bill than them. Bill soon realized Maverick liked him more than those two girls. He was Christy’s bitch, though. Still, it seemed a pity to disappoint him. Bill had let the dickhead Hugh into his ass, he shouldn’t let a much nicer boy like Maverick go home dry dicked.

He turned his ass toward Maverick. They bumped on the dance floor butt to front. Soon they were grinding more than bumping. He could feel Maverick’s prick poking at him. Bill turned back around. He pressed tight against Maverick. His hand went into Maverick’s pants. He sandwiched his prick between the palm of his hand and Maverick’s abdomen. They danced really close around the dance floor that way. No one seemed to notice. They were just another happy couple.

The hand job worked wonders. Maverick soon squirted. Bill felt the hot sticky mess ooze out. He smiled pleasantly at Maverick. Bill said, “How nice for you. Now let’s get you one of those girls.”

“I want you,” replied Maverick. He tried to kiss Bill.

Bill put his finger on Maverick’s hot lips. He said, “Maybe in time you’ll have me, but you’re not ready for me yet. Trust me, when I say that you’re not ready. I’ll get you what you need for tonight, you follow my lead. Those girls will be easy to land.”

“But …”

“No butts, at least not yet. Trust me, a girl like me takes a little time to understand. We’ll do a lot more together again sometime. Until then, let’s get you a girl.”

Bill danced away from Maverick. He used his feminine power to break the ice with the other girls on the dance floor. He danced side by side with one of the girls. After one song, the three of them were bumping and grinding together. To them, Bill was just one of the girls. The next song started, and Bill motioned Maverick in. Slowly Maverick moved in. Bill accepted him into the dance line, so the other girls did too. The song ended and a new one came on.

Bill whispered to Maverick, “They’re all yours. Good luck.”

He sauntered off. He had just used his new power like an expert. Christy trained him well. He watched Maverick work his way with one of the girls. He was happy. Mission accomplished.

He was hot and sweaty. He needed a beer. Hugh finally arrived at the party floor again. One of the girls that he had arrived at the party with came up to him. Hugh took a long look at her and sighed. Clearly, she didn’t have what he wanted anymore. Christy was right. Hugh was a cock lover now. He’d never go back to muff. Bill, however, still wanted girls. Well, and maybe some boys too. He’d only have the boys Christy let him have. He again watched Maverick on the dance floor. Maverick was cute. Maybe he should have kept him as his own. He had a feeling Christy would let Billy Jean fuck him soon enough. Yes, it was only a matter of time before Christy let him do it. It wasn’t gay. It was just what hot girls did with cute boys when their hot girlfriends ordered them to do it.

He moved over to the beer. Hugh was sitting by the keg lost in thought. They were thoughts of a trap’s dick no doubt. Bill casually wiped Maverick’s cum off his hand. The back of Hugh’s shirt made a handy towel. He popped a top on a beer as a hand came on Bill’s ass. Shit, not again.

It was Christy. She asked, “Ready to leave yet?”

Bill nodded. He said, “I’m ready for you, mother.”

“Top or bottom?” She asked.

“Anything, so long as it’s with you.”

“I saw you and Maverick on the dance floor. Well, done, my girl, well done. Billie Jean, I got a feeling you and I are on to something beautiful together. Let’s head home.” She kissed him. A short wet loving kiss. She put her hand in his and led him outside. They headed back home. He knew now college was going to be everything he wanted it to be. He was a girl now. He was Christy’s girl. They’d break a lot of hearts together. There was nothing wrong with that.
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