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Chapter 1

I had been regretting my decision to come to this group camping trip until I laid eyes on her. Tall, blonde, and curvy in all the right places, Madeline –  a name I wouldn’t learn until later –  was the most gorgeous woman I had ever laid eyes upon.

Signing up for this camping trip had been one of the most random things that I had done ever since leaving for college. ‘I’ll get to meet new people’, I had thought to myself. ‘Being close to nature will help me think clearly.’

But no less than twenty-four hours into the whole thing I was cursing my past self for my optimism and stupidity. Whilst camping with a random group of people had seemed like a fun idea in my head, one day without proper bathrooms and mosquitos hounding me every few minutes had me thinking about an early exit.

And I might just have gone through with that idea if it hadn’t been for a late arrival. A day after our group ( the one I had come with) had arrived, a second bus carrying more enthusiastic campers rolled into the campsite.

I was enamored with her the moment she stepped through the doors.

She wore a white vest-style top and jeans shorts that clung tightly to the curves of her bottom. Her strawberry blonde hair had been done up in a cute little ponytail, and her face almost radiated the sunlight that filtered through the dense forest canopy.

All plans of an early exit were immediately out of my mind, replaced with potential ideas of how I could get closer to this goddess of a woman. For the first few hours, I just looked at her from afar, thinking of things that I could say to her when I would finally find the courage to approach her.

You see, I’ve never had much in the way of self-confidence. I grew up scrawny and unimpressive, the type of guy who gets picked last in gym class and has never had a girlfriend. I had made a brief attempt at trying to transform myself by hitting the gym when I was sixteen, but that had petered out a few days in when the muscle heads at the gym kept making fun of me for being too scrawny.

After that I had sort of given up, dedicating most of my free time to either studying for school or playing video games with friends that I had met online.

But all of that was about to change. I was in college now, and this was my time to start anew. It was time to bury the old Alex and charm the pants off of the blonde beauty that had taken my breath away.

So, after hours of contemplation and courage building, I took the leap.

She was sitting by the campfire with a couple of her friends when I approached her, my legs nearly turned to jelly from all the fear and nervousness coursing through my veins. All three of the girls looked up when they saw me approaching, but Madeline was the only one who smiled at me.

That settled my nerves a bit.

“Hey,” I said, my heart beating at three times the speed that it usually did. “I’m Alex.” I stared right into her eyes.

“Madeline,” she said, holding out her hand and giving me another warm smile.

“Nice to meet you, Madeline.” I took her hand, tiny currents of electricity sparking where my skin met hers. “Are you from around here?” I realized as soon as I had said it that it was a mistake, but before I could correct myself her two girlfriends burst out laughing.

Madeline laughed too, but not as hard as the others. I was feeling a strong blush rising up my neck by now. “Why?” She asked me. “Do I look like a jungle animal?”

“No–  I didn’t mean to…” I was flustered beyond rescue. “ I only meant if –  if you were… from close by.”

His two girlfriends were still giggling, but Madeline’s own expression had softened by now. “I’m only joking,” she said and stood up. I realized with a bit of a shock that she was taller than me. My pulse quickened with how close she was to me, her tight chest very close to my face, the strong scent of her feminine perfume turning my legs to jelly.

“Tell me more,” she said. “About yourself.” Then she looked back at her friends –  who I would learn later were not her friends at all –  and then back at me. “But somewhere more private.” She took my hand and started leading me to the other side of the campsite.

I could hardly believe that it was really happening.

“So?” She asked once we had found a suitably distant log to sit on. “What brings you here, Alex?”

I shrugged at her. “I don’t know,” I said. “I guess I let some therapist live streaming on the internet convince me that the answer to my problems was going into the woods and living with the mosquitos.”

That got a laugh out of her, and the sound of her sweet laughter went a long way in warming my heart even in the chill night air.

“What about you?” I asked her. “What brings a gorgeous woman like you to a place like this?” I felt her expression soften once more at the mention of the word ‘gorgeous.’ There was a light flush on her cheeks, and her lips parted ever so slightly as she looked at me with her large doe eyes.

“I’m glad you think I’m beautiful –”
 

“I said gorgeous, not beautiful.” I corrected her.

The flush deepened, and she smiled at me once more. “Whatever,” she said, clearly embarrassed by my overt flirting. “But the thing is, not everyone thinks I’m beautiful.”
 

“I find that hard to believe,” I said. “Only a blind fool would think you are anything but gorgeous.”

“That’s flattering,” she replied. “But maybe you don’t know me as well as you think. Maybe if you found out more you’d be repulsed by me.”

I put my hands on hers and pulled her in closer. “Nothing,” I said, staring into her dreamy blue eyes. “Nothing can ever make me think that you are anything but gorgeous, Madeline.” She leaned in even closer to me.

“Nothing?” she asked, our lips inches apart.

“Nothing,” I replied and put my lips on hers.

Thousands of butterflies erupted inside my stomach. The tiny hairs on the back of my neck stood up at attention, my skin prickled with anticipation, and my cock began to swell inside my boxers.

I couldn’t believe that this was really happening. That someone as beautiful as Madeline was kissing me in the middle of the woods. I put my hand on her thigh squeezing her flesh and running it up the length until my fingers came in contact with the hem of her shorts. Out tongues mingled wetly against each other as my hand inched forward, closer and closer to her –

I paused, taken aback by the resistance my fingers had met. Did Madeline have something hard and long in her pocket? Or was she just excited to see me?

The twitchy, throbby, nature of the thing inside her shorts told me that it was probably the latter.


Chapter 2

I pulled back, equal parts shock and horror written clearly on my face. Madeline bit her lip, and looked me squarely in the eyes. Was this what she meant when she said that I would stop being attracted to her if I found out more about her?

“You’re…” I couldn’t even complete the sentence, such was my shock at the revelation.

“I told you,” she said, her eyes twinkling with wetness. “That you’d run away like the others.”

“It’s not that,” I said, unable to find the words to convey what I wanted. Because it was precisely that. I was a straight dude. I was into chicks. So the fact that Madeline had a dick was a pretty big fucking deal.

But I couldn’t really just say that, could I?

“What else is it, then?” It was clear that she was angry by how hard her chest heaved with every breath. A chest that my eyes were still drawn to.

Fuck. I thought to myself. If she’s a dude, how the fuck do her tits look so good. My eyes lingered there for a few more seconds as I took in the sight of her curved chest. The line of her bra was clearly visible through the thin fabric of her shirt, and I could just about make out the peaks of her nipples poking through both sets of fabric.

Dick or no, those tits were fucking delicious, and it was all I could do to keep my hands from them.

I returned my gaze to meet hers. “You should have told me,” I said flatly, my hands still resting perilously close to her thighs. “You should have said something.”

“Said what?” A bit of anger peeked through. Her chest heaved extra hard with the effort to keep her voice down. “That I wasn’t a real girl because I have this.” She put her hand on her crotch, her fingers tracing the outline of her cock. “Because that isn’t how I feel. I feel as much a girl as anyone else in the world.” She put her hands on her breasts, squeezing herself as she looked at me. “Touch them,” she said. “And tell me I’m not a real girl.”

“I never said…” It was hard to form full sentences right now. I was in the middle of a kind of shitstorm that I never thought I’d find myself in. My heart was beating rapidly, beads of sweat were forming on the sides of my head, and my fucking cock was still hard as fuck despite everything that had happened.

Fuck it. I thought. Less thinking, more action.

I grabbed her by the waist and pulled her in for a kiss, our lips embracing once more as she squealed in my grip. My cock roared to life, thrashing against my boxers as her tongue swirled deeper inside my mouth.

Her surprise melted, giving way to passion. She pushed her lower half closer to me, her hand finding my crotch. I groaned into her mouth as she brushed her hand over the bulge of my cock, making me shudder with anticipation.

I couldn’t resist my urges any longer, and I slipped both hands up from her waist until I was palming her tiny titties inside my hands. She moaned into my kiss, a slight arch appearing in her back as she pushed her tongue deeper into me.

I had never touched a girl’s breasts before, so you can imagine my excitement when I got to feel her hard nipples poking into the middle of my palms. It was all I could do to not cream myself right there and then.

Madeline squeezed the bulge of my cock, sending another shiver up my spine. Her other hand found its way to the hem of my shirt, her cold and soft fingers edging into my bare skin. I shivered, groaning once more into her mouth as her hand began to travel upwards. I only realized what her intentions were when she reached my chest.

One hand still massaging the bulge in my pants, her tongue down my throat, she placed her middle finger and thumb on either side of my right nipple. She held her hand in that same position for a few seconds and then squeezed down with some force.

The sound that slipped forth from my lips this time wasn’t a groan. Instead, it was a moan.

My cock thrashed extra hard inside my boxers, and despite my best efforts at remaining calm, I felt a bit of pre-cum ooze out of my tip to lightly stain my underwear.

“What was that?” I asked her, my voice barely above a whisper.

I had never had my nipples fondled before. But maybe that was because I never knew how intense that could be.

“Did you like it?” She asked me, our faces inches from each other.

It was a difficult thing to admit, but I was in a confessive type of mood.

“Yes,” I said, and she squeezed me there again. I moaned once more, she smiled at my reaction.

“And that?” She asked.

“I liked that too,” I said, my breathing uneven, my cock begging for release.

“Then,” she said, taking her hand away from my cock and pulling my shirt up until it was over my chest. “You’re going to love this. Hold this.” I did as commanded, holding my shirt near my neck as she bent down. She kept one of my nipples between her thumb and middle finger, and on the other side, she planted her lips. I felt more sensations running through me than I ever had as her tongue and her lips came into contact with my other nipple.

She looked up at me with puppy dog eyes, her mischievous smile visible even through the odd position that her mouth was in, and then she squeezed down with both her hand and with her lips.

I threw my head back, my back arched, and despite my hand shooting up to cover my mouth, a slutty moan spilled from my lips. My cock oozed even more precum, and to make it all hotter, Madeline giggled as she began to suck on my nipple.

I writhed where I sat, squirming my lower half and gripping the log below me as she sucked one nipple with her mouth and squeezed the other one with her hand.

“Fuck,” I said. “That… feels… so … good.”

This admission only egged her on, and she lashed her tongue against my erect nipple. More precum oozed out, and my breathing became shallower. My cock was all but thrashing inside my pants by now, and Madeline had zeroed in on my weakness. She pinched the skin surrounding my nipple between her lips and pulled away a little bit, sucking extra hard to create a sort of vacuum as she lashed her tongue against me again.

This, along with the added stimulation on the other side, proved to be the final straw.

I moaned once more, my entire body squirming as heat and pleasure ripped through every cell inside of me. “Fuuuuck,” I yelled, as the heat coalesced near my crotch, focusing into my cock that now thrashed for one last time before exploding.

“Fuck. Fuck. FUCK.” I creamed myself right there and then, filling up the inside of my boxers with months worth of cum as I got my nipples fondled. The orgasm was so intense that I blacked out for a few seconds, and when I came back to my senses Madeline was already on her feet, dusting herself off as she looked at me with a delightful smile.

“If you want more of that,” she said, before leaning in close to my ear. “And much more, come visit my tent at the other side tonight. I’m sure you won’t leave disappointed.” And then she walked away, leaving me to sit there in the sticky wet mess that I’d released into my pants.

It was a good thing that I had brought more underwear than needed. 


Chapter 3

Needless to say, I spent the next few hours of that night completely and totally conflicted. On the one hand there was the fact that Madeline had a very obvious cock between her legs, but on the other hand –  and this was really important –  she’d managed to give me the best orgasm of my life by sucking on my chest.

And no matter how much I would like to deny it, I knew deep down that I wanted more of that.

The first order of business, however, was to do something about the sticky mess inside my boxers. So I set off for my tent, keenly aware of my creamed pants with every uncomfortable step that I took. Thankfully the darkness of the night helped hide the very obvious stain I was carrying, and I made it back with no one having been the wiser.

I stripped off my pants, and was once again stunned by the size of the mess inside my boxers. A lot of my cum had soaked into the fabric of my underwear (and then my pants) but there was still enough left over that it was pooling up in the base of my boxers.

I used a water bottle and some wet wipes to clean myself down there and folded up my ruined clothes before putting them in a plastic bag that I had brought with me. There were a couple of portable shower facilities at the campsite, but it was all the way on the other side. I put off the long walk for a while, but better sense ended up prevailing and I made my way over.

Even as I washed the filth and muck of the forest from my body in the cramped cubicle that served as the shower room, I could not wash away the doubts that plagued my mind.

I knew for a fact that I wasn’t gay, so why was it that I had agreed to continue making out with Madeline long after I knew she had a cock? My thoughts reeled back to that one time when I was a kid and had begged my mom to get me a dress at the mall. I must only have been six or seven years old, but I only backed down from my incessant begging after several attempts by my mother to explain to me that she couldn’t get me a dress meant for girls.

In the end she’d managed to pacify me by buying me off with ice cream, and whilst I had buried that memory somewhere deep inside of me for many years, it was beginning to peek through the cracks now.

Another memory flashed in my mind’s eye. This time from when I was thirteen or fourteen. I had stood outside a makeup store and eyed with envy as girls my age had tried on different samples. Of course, I was far too old to beg like the time with the dress, but I remember feeling a mounting sense of sadness overcome me as I realized that that would never be me. That I could never doll myself up like those other girls. Could never color my cheeks pink and could never try on different shades of lipstick for the heck of it.

Why were all of these memories popping up? And now of all times.

I knew the answer of course, even if I didn’t want to admit it to myself it was clear. Madeline had shown me that perhaps what I had always longed for was not out of reach. She had shown me that just because you were born with a cock didn’t mean that you weren’t a real girl. After all, I wasn’t a kid anymore. I would no longer have to beg my mom to buy me a dress or a makeup kit. I could do all of that on my own and be happy like I’d always dreamed.

Perhaps there was no reason to feel ashamed for things that were completely natural?

Perhaps I could live the life that I’d envisioned for myself as a child.

Needless to say, I left that tiny and cramped cubicle feeling much less conflicted than I had come into it. I dried myself off, wore a fresh T-shirt and a pair of khaki shorts, and started to make my way back to where the tents were.

Every step I took renewed my resolve, anticipation, and hope building inside my heart as I walked closer and closer to a dream that I had long since given up. I walked and walked, and even walked past my own tent, my destination clearer than it had ever been. And even though Madeline had made me come no more than two hours ago, by the time I reached her tent there was a pleasant warmth spreading through my lower body. The feeling of her lips on my nipples was still fresh when I called out from just outside the flap of the tent.

“Hey,” I said. “It’s me. Alex.”

“Come in,” she said. “It's open.”

I steeled myself before I took the next step because I knew that there was no coming back from this. The incident from before could be written off as a mistake made in the heat of the moment, but I knew for a fact that if I stepped through the flap of this tent it would be because this is what I really wanted.

I knew that nothing would be the same if I went in.

And, of course, I went in anyway.

My heart must have skipped several beats when I ducked into that tent because it became clear to me instantly that Madeline had been expecting me since she sat in the middle of that tent wearing nothing but her underwear. 


Chapter 4

One look at her had my cock swelling all over again.

She sat on an inflatable mattress on the base of the tent, hands to either side of her, her legs spread slightly apart as her plump little crotch stared up at me. She was wearing a pink pair of panties that hugged her curves closely, her tiny little girl cock forming an irresistibly feminine bulge in the middle. The bra was matching, and even though she had a modestly sized chest, something about the curve of it all was driving me crazy.

“What took you so long?” She asked, tilting her chin and smiling at me.

“How… how did you know that I would show up.” I gulped away a knot in my throat.

She shrugged, the smile still on her face. “Call it a hunch.”

My mouth was dry, my heart was beating very rapidly, and a large quantity of blood was being driven to my nether regions. It was getting harder to think. Once more, my body demanded action.

“So,” she said. “Are you gonna stand there all day? Or are you gonna bring your ass over here?”

There was no way I was going to turn down an offer like that. Within seconds I was all over her, my hands squeezing her tight little chest as I pinned her down and kissed her. Her lips felt even softer than before. Her tongue was even hotter.

I slipped one hand down her belly, making sure to take my time as I took in the feelings of her soft belly. I reached the waistband of her panties and slipped my fingers inside. She moaned sweetly into my mouth as I wrapped my fingers around her half-erect cock, her entire body shuddering to my touch.

I don’t quite know how to explain it, but something about the way her cock felt inside my hand made it clear that it was a girl-cock. It was smooth and hairless and soft to the touch. And even if it had been none of those things it would have still felt girlish because there was another, completely unexplainable quality to it.

I don’t even know how to say this, but I almost felt that her cock was shy to my touch.

I squeezed her down there, her entire body squirming underneath me. My own dick had grown to full mast and Madeline had already started massaging me over the fabric of my shorts, getting me harder and harder by the second.

“Are you sure you want this?” She asked me, perhaps worried that I was rushing into something that I wasn’t ready for.

“I’ve never been surer of anything in my life,” I said and snaked my tongue down her mouth again. Her cock twitched in my hand, a hint of slickness oozing out of her as she moaned once more.

“Then,” she said, slipping her hands up my shirt once more. “Let’s do this the right way.” With one expert transfer of weight, she had our roles reversed. She was on top of me now, and I was pinned underneath her, both of her hands on my chest, her fingers toying with my nipples once more. She drove a knee between my legs, spreading apart my thighs and pressing up against the sizeable bulge in there.

The moan that came out of my mouth was cut off prematurely by a kiss, her tongue swirling against my own as she began to fondle my nipples once more.

“Mmmmhm,” I moaned into her mouth, squirming and writhing and thrashing underneath her body. There were more sensations coursing through my body than I had ever felt before, swirling currents of hot electric pleasure making me move to the tune of her hands.

“Do you like this?” She asked.

“MMhmM.” I moaned my endorsement.

“Good,” she said. “Because I’m just getting started.”

She broke off the kiss and pulled my shirt over my head, leaving me topless as she kissed a trail down my body, pausing briefly to give extra attention to my very sensitive nipples. She nibbled one side, and sucked the other. I squirmed and moaned on the ground all the way through it.

It was incredible how something –  some part of me –  that I had never thought of using for pleasure was now an overwhelming source of it. Was it because Madeline was an expert at stimulating my nipples? Or had that always been a hotspot for me that I had ignored?

The answer hardly mattered.

Before I get into the next part I want to paint a picture of our states in that tent at that moment. I, a nineteen-year-old boy, was lying on the ground wearing nothing but my shorts, one hand clutching the mattress underneath me, the other covering my mouth to stop all the ungainly sounds that I was making.

Madeline, a trans-girl wearing only her underwear, had her mouth cupped to my naked chest, her tongue, and her teeth doing hard labor on my right nipple. Her right hand slipping further and further down my body until it reached my shorts.

With just that one hand she undid my shorts, and then slipped it further down. I had thought up until then that she would use that hand to service my cock, so imagine my surprise when she navigated it around my hips, and then down my buttocks, until her fingers were firmly between my cheeks.

The very thought of what she was going to do next had me on the brink of orgasm.

She took a short break from my chest to look up at me as I lay there. “I’ll stop if you want me to,” she said, brushing her fingers up against my eagerly twitching hole.

“No,” I said, my voice hoarse and uneven and marked with embarrassment. “Don’t stop.”

She smiled wide and put her mouth back on my nipple timing that movement with when her middle finger breached my eager hole. I nearly screamed, putting both hands on my mouth as my back arched in the most embarrassing way. Madeline giggled as her finger sank deeper into my hole, her tongue almost twisting itself around my nipple.

She might have wanted to carry this little exercise on for longer, but the feeling of her mouth on my nipple and her finger in my bum was too much for me to bear. A searing hot wave of pleasure ripped through me, making me shudder uncontrollably as I moaned into the palms of my hand. I thrashed on the ground as I came, filling my second pair of boxers that night with a hot sticky load.

The orgasm was unlike anything I’d ever felt before, and my skin continued to tingle with heat for several minutes after I was done. By the time I was finally back to my senses, I saw that Madeline was sitting upright once more, her hands resting on either side of her as she smirked at me.

“Now,” she said, hooking her thumb and fingers into the waistband of her panties. “It’s my turn.” She lifted that curvy little butt of hers ever so slightly off the mattress and rolled her panties down her thighs. Revealing her shy little girl cock in all its naked glory.

She spread her legs and motioned me over with a crooked finger. “Come here,” she said. I did as commanded, crawling across to her, still aware of the sticky mess inside my boxers. She put a hand on my head and guided me downwards. But she needn’t have, because I already knew what was expected of me, and truth be told, I couldn’t wait to start.

I wrapped my lips around her cock and began to suck. I had never sucked a cock before, but that didn’t stop me from making her spill her seed down my throat no more than five minutes later.

This camping trip was far from over. 


Chapter 5

I spent the night in Madeline’s tent, sleeping in her arms as my second pair of soiled boxers lay a few feet away. Something had awoken in me that night. Something that had lain dormant my entire life. And even though I had only intended to spend a weekend away, I already knew that this trip was going to end up being longer than I was expecting.

I was woken up by the sound of Madeline opening the front flap of the tent. I groaned as I woke up, rubbing the sleep from my eyes as rays of the morning sun fell on my face. “What time is it?” I asked, my eyes still groggy.

“Time to get up,” Madeline said, turning to face me now, her hands on her hips.

As my eyes adjusted to the fresh light in the room I realized that she was dressed in only her panties. My mouth fell open as I eyed those tiny tits of hers standing perkily at attention as she smiled down at me. Even though she’d made me cum twice yesterday, I still hadn’t seen her topless.

And what a sight it was.

Her breasts might have been small, but they were shaped like two perfect little teardrops. Her nipples were the lightest shade of pink and now stood at attention as she looked down at me. I only realized how hard I had been staring at her when she leaned down to where I was lying.

“You can touch them, you know?” She giggled, making me blush.

“I was just letting my eyes adjust to the light,” I lied. “I wasn’t staring at you.”

She giggled again at my lame attempt at a coverup, walking over to the other side of the tent to retrieve her bra. “Sure you were,” she said. “Now get up, I have a hike planned for today.”

I picked up my phone from the side of the sleeping mat and turned the screen on. “Are you sure we can’t sleep in for a few more hours? It’s only 6 a.m.” I said.

But Madeline was already jumping around trying to fit into a tight pair of shorts. “This is the best time to get started,” she said, fastening the shorts around her waist and buttoning them up. “Trust me.” She pulled out a fresh t-shirt and slipped that on as well. “Now get up and get ready.” She said, facing me with her hands on her hips.

I would only learn later on that Madeline didn’t like to sit around. She was a woman of action, and when she wanted something she would get it.

“Alright,” I said, stretching out my arms and climbing to my feet. “I’ll go and get some clothes from my tent.” But I had only taken a few steps towards the exit when I stopped dead in my tracks and looked at Madeline with a blank expression on my face.

“What?” She asked.

“I just realized,” I said, now turning my attention to the crusty pair of boxers I’d thrown off last night. “I don’t have any clean underwear.”

Madeline laughed once again, making me blush all over.

“Hey,” I said. “Not funny.”

“You have to admit,” she said, still giggling. “It is a little funny.”

“I guess I’ll go commando,” I said.

“Don’t be silly,” Madeline replied. “You go commando on a two-hour hike and you’ll come back with thighs so chafed that you’ll be bleeding for days.” She crossed her arms under her chest and began to tap her chin with a finger. “I have an idea,” she said, before bending over to find something in her bag.

“What?” I asked her.

“Here,” she got back up, but with something in her hand this time. “You can just wear this.” She extended her hand toward me, and my heart skipped a beat as I realized that she was holding a pair of white cotton panties in her hands.

“I can’t wear those,” I said, almost out of instinct.

“Why not?” She asked.

“I just can’t.” My heart was beating quite rapidly now. Even though last night had done a great deal of good for my confidence, years of being told that it was not right for boys to wear girly things was hard to undo in twenty-four hours.

“Yes you can,” she said, putting her hands on her hips and glaring at me. “They’re functional, comfortable, and above all, they’re clean.” She pointed to the cum-soaked boxers lying on the floor as she said this.

“They won’t fit.” I had no idea why I was saying any of this. This was a dream come true for me, and yet the brainwashed part of me was fighting it tooth and nail.

“Sure they will,” Madeline said, taking matters into her own hands. She took her hands to my shorts and dropped them to my knees, revealing my half-erect cock to her eyes. She smiled slyly at it before speaking again. “Step out of those,” she said, and I did as commanded. Then she bent down and stretched the panties across my feet. “Now put your right foot into this.” I did. “And now your left.” Again, I did.

She rose with the panties, the fabric riding up my legs and then my thighs to reach my crotch. As she pulled them into place, the crotch of the panties coming into contact with my cock, I felt a shudder pass through my body.

My cock hardened even more inside my panties and of course, Madeline noticed this instantly.

She put her hand on the bulge, her palm caressing my fast-swelling cock as she leaned in closer to me. Close enough that her lips were inches away from mine. “What were you saying about them not fitting?” She asked, a mischievous smile dancing in her eyes.

“I didn’t think they would,” I replied.

“Well, I guess it’s a good thing that they did.” She squeezed my bulge this time, making me moan under my breath. “And your cock seems to like it too,” she giggled. More blood flowed to my nether regions and my cock swelled to an even larger size. Madeline narrowed her eyes at me, my cock throbbing and pulsing in her grip.

“Are we going to have to do something about this?” She asked.

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t answer.

“You won’t soil my panties, will you?” She asked, her smile growing wider by the second.

I shook my head from side to side. She squeezed my bulge again, making my cock throb even harder.

“I’m sure you thought the same thing about your own boxers.” She turned her head to look at the discarded garment on the ground. “And we both know how that turned out.” She giggled again, making me flush even harder. My cock was constantly pulsing in the palm of her hand now, arousal coursing through my veins as Madeline continued to push her body closer and closer to me. “I guess,” she said. “That we better take care of this before we leave.” She slipped her hand into my pants and fished out my cock. “Since I don’t trust you to keep my panties clean.”

I groaned as she wrapped her fingers around my shaft. “Look at you,” she said. “So hard already when I’ve barely even done anything.” She ran her fingers up and down the length of my cock, eliciting another shudder from me. “Is this why you were reluctant to put my panties on?” Her hand was gripping my cock firmly now, stroking it slowly as she spoke to me in a low whisper. “Because you thought I’d find out how hard it made you?” She picked up the speed, I bit my lip to keep myself under control.

“Were you embarrassed by the fact that wearing panties turned you on?” Her hand was moving faster and faster, stroking my cock and making me squirm where I stood. She took her free hand and ran it up inside my shirt. With her fingers, she grabbed my nipple once again and pressed down on it.

“Because if that’s it,” she said. “Then there’s nothing to be embarrassed about, Alex.” I felt some pre-cum ooze out of my cock. My skin was tingling with hot pleasure. “And there is nothing to be scared about.” It was hard to stand still any longer. My breaths were coming fast and uneven. “Because,” she said, before leaning in close. Close enough that her lips were right next to my ear. “I won’t tell anyone this secret of yours.” She squeezed down on my nipple as she said this, and that did it.

I collapsed onto her shoulder as I came, spewing my load all over her fingers and down onto the tent floor. She kissed me tenderly after it was done, and then pulled out some wet wipes to clean her hand and wipe off my cock.

“Now that that’s out of the way,” she said, putting my cock back in the panties. “We can leave for the hike.”


Chapter 6

The camp organizers had arranged for a group hike that would start a little later in the day, but Madeline and I left before they did. Madeline said she wasn’t fond of crowds, and I wasn’t about to object to spending more time alone with her.

I had assumed that the panties wouldn’t at all be comfortable on the hike, but I realized very soon that that wasn’t the case. The cotton rested comfortably against my skin, the under-seam of the panties doing a wonderful job at containing my dick as I walked up the steep incline. Some parts of the panties would ride up my crack from time to time, but I was starting to learn that that wasn’t an entirely unpleasant sensation.

“How much longer?” I asked Madeline, who was walking a few steps ahead of me. She was wearing a pair of khaki shorts today, ones that were equally as tight as the pair from yesterday. I realized with a bit of a shock that even though the panties were tight on her, they would probably be loose on me. Not only was Madeline taller than me, but she was also built much thicker. Even though she didn’t have very large tits, she more than made up for that with how round and lush her bottom was.

Her ass cheeks were firm and round, and her hips and thighs were fleshy and soft. A perfect combination if I’d ever seen one.

“The peak isn’t for another hour or so,” she said, navigating the rough terrain with her hiking cane. “But we aren’t going there.”

“We aren’t?” I asked, picking up the pace so I could close the distance between us. ‘

“No,” she said.

“Where are we going then?”

“There’s a lake up ahead,” she replied. “We get off the main track up there.” She pointed at a fork in the trail. “And we should be there in about fifteen more minutes.”

“Great,” I replied. Truth be told I had never been a big fan of physical activity, and the sooner we could stop for rest the better it would be for me.

Madeline, however, was a completely different story. Not only had she maintained a steady pace throughout our hike, but she had done it with a rather sizable backpack on her back the entire time. I had asked her to give it to me a couple of times out of politeness, but she’d refused each time.

“What do you have in there anyway?” I asked her, broaching the backpack topic once again.

“Essentials,” she replied, her eyes on the track ahead.

She’d given me the same answer twice before when I’d asked her, and I’d refused to believe it each time. The only essential thing we’d need for a hike of this duration would be a couple of bottles of water and maybe some snacks. A first aid kit at most. But the size of Madeline’s backpack made it very clear that she was carrying more than just that.

“Fine,” I said. “Keep your secrets.” And pushed past her to gain the lead. Out of the corner of my eye, I could tell that she only smiled in reply. We reached the fork in the trail and got off the main track. The new one was nowhere near as trodden as the one we’d gotten off of, and there was a lot of vegetation all along the way. Still, it wasn’t anything two young people couldn’t manage.

“The lake,” Madeline said. “You’ll love it. It isn’t very big, but it's completely hidden by trees on all sides. I make the hike up to it every time I come here.”

“How did you find it?” I asked her.

“I’ve been coming here ever since I was a kid,” she replied. “The entire family on my dad’s side would make the trip up here every summer. And us kids would sneak away every time to try and discover new places.” She turned to me, giving me a warm smile. “Mostly we just found more trees and ridges, but one time when I was about thirteen or fourteen one of my cousins led us up here. It’s been a staple ever since.”

Hearing about Madeline’s childhood made me feel warm in my chest. She certainly seemed to have had a better one than I did.

“Seems like this place means a lot to you,” I said.

“Yes,” she replied. “I have a lot of memories attached to this place, and I’m hoping it can be special for you too.”

“Special how?” I asked, but she didn’t answer. Just smiled at me like she’d done so many times before. A few minutes later the vegetation started thinning out and the ground began to get damp.

“We’re almost here,” she said, pushing away a few branches that were around head level.

“Woah,” I had to stop as we exited into a clearing. “You weren’t kidding.” It was a small lake, but what it lacked in size it more than made up for with its beauty. There were tall trees all around the shore, meaning we would have some privacy for our activities. Small cliffs rose to either side of the crystal clear water, making it an ideal spot for skinny dipping if the mood struck us. There were some trees that towered over the water, with large vines hanging down that I could imagine would be useful if I wanted to swing around the place. “It’s beautiful,” I said.

“I know,” Madeline said. She had reached the edge of the water now and was putting the heavy backpack on the ground. “And you’re lucky that you’re going to get your transformation out here.”

“My what?”

Madeline was looking back at me with a smile as she held a razor in one hand and some shaving cream in the other. “Now be a darling and take off those clothes, will you?”


Chapter 7

A part of me still hesitated when I saw the razor in Madeline’s hands, but the act of putting on the panties this morning had served to undo some of that lifelong brainwashing –  not that it could all be done away with in a day.

Still, I pushed back against the doubt and walked over to Madeline, pulling my shirt over my head and throwing it on the ground beside her. “Good boy,” she smiled at me, as I took off my shorts and then my panties, leaving me to stand there completely in the nude.

“You have a great figure,” she said standing up, and that’s when I first realized that even though she’d already made me cum three times, she’d never seen me fully naked before. Somehow, the thought caused me to blush a deep shade of red.

Madeline paced around me, eyeing every inch of my body with keen eyes as she tapped her chin. “Narrow waist,” she said, putting her hands on my waist and pushing inwards. “But round hips.” She was standing behind me, her hands moving from my waist to my flaring hips. “And this.” She moved her hands downwards still, down and down until they were gripping my ass. “This is great. You have such a wonderful ass.” She took one hand off my ass and brought it back to slap my right cheek, making me jump and yelp. “You’re going to look great as a girl.” She had moved further down now, as she sank to her knees and ran her hands on the insides of my legs. “Your legs are excellent as well,” she said. “Much better than mine, actually.”

“That’s not true,” I shot back despite how embarrassed I was feeling. “You have great legs.”

“I’m flattered,” she giggled. “But what’s true is true. And you have the best pair of legs I’ve seen my entire life.”

Again, I could only blush at her compliments.

She walked past me again, leaving me standing there completely naked as she made her way back to the edge of the water where she’d put her backpack down. She picked up her razor once more and beckoned me over with a signal from her finger. “Get that cute little butt over here,” she said. “So we can get started.”

And what else could I do but obey?

Madeline started with my chest, shaving away what little hair I had on my body in patches. Next, she did my armpits and then she moved onto my face. I had a thin wispy beard that was barely visible on most days, which came off in under a minute with the razor in Madeline’s expert hands. She moved down then, down onto my crotch and then onto my legs and my bottom. Little by little, the hair fell off, leaving my skin smooth and shiny.

When she was finally done she had a smile on her face that signified just how proud she was of the effort.

“This is wonderful,” She said, stepping back with her hands on her hips. “Your legs almost look longer now that they’re hairless.” She walked around me to get a good look at my behind and slapped my butt once again when she saw how I looked back there. “And your ass,” she said. “It’s so round.” She grabbed my cheeks with both hands. “And so juicy.” She leaned in and put her chin on my shoulder. “I could just eat you up.”

I didn’t quite know why, but this got a lot of blood flowing to my cock.

“Now,” she said, stepping back again. “We need to find you some clothes.” She stepped back and eyed the cotton panties that I’d taken off. “Let’s start with underwear,” she said, leaning down over her backpack again. “The white panties looked nice on you, but I want to try something different this time.” She ruffled through the contents of the backpack for a few more seconds before she stood back up with a pair of panties in one hand, and a bra in the other. Both were pink, frilly, and seemed to be made out of soft fabric.

“Come here,” she said. I hesitated for a moment but obeyed her command nonetheless. She sat on the ground in the same manner she’d done earlier today when she’d put the white panties on me. Again, she told me to step into it with my right foot and then my left. These panties fit more snugly than the pair from this morning, or maybe that was just because Madeline pulled them up a little farther than last time, fastening them tightly against my waist and perking up my cheeks from behind.

“Turn around now,” she said, climbing back to her feet with the bra suspended between her hands. Again, I did as I was told. She slipped the bra across my chest and looped the arm holes through my arms. I only realized when she was closing the hooks behind me that the inside of the cups had some foam padding on them.

I didn’t admit it at that moment, but the thought of having breasts –  fake or not –  was an incredible turn-on for me.

“There,” she said, adjusting the bra and turning me around. “All done.” She stepped back with hands on her hips and eyed me with a wide smile. “Gorgeous,” she said. “You look perfect.” I looked down at my body and had to admit that she was right.

Now that my body was completely hairless and smooth, the curves of my hips and thighs stood out really well. The padded bra gave the impression that I had actual titties –  albeit very tiny ones –  and the small bulge in the crotch of my panties looked like it was from a pussy and not from my dick.

I stood on my tiptoes and craned my neck to get a look at my backside. Even though it was hard to see very clearly at this angle, I could still tell that Madeline had been right about my butt. It was perky and juicy and firm all at the same time. Almost instinctively, I slid both my hands down the side of my body and spread my palms over my cheeks, squeezing my own cheeks and relishing the feeling.

Being a girl was turning out to be everything I had ever wanted. Scratch that, it was turning out to be everything I ever wanted and more.

I was just about to turn and thank Madeline when we heard the footsteps approaching. Both of our heads shot instinctively towards the path leading up to the lake, and my eyes widened as I spotted two boys walking towards us through the opening in the tree line.

“Well, well, well,” one of them said. “What do we have here? Are you girls planning on going skinny dipping without us?”


Chapter 8

I covered as much of myself up as I could with my arms, twisting my body to hide whatever I could from their eyes. Madeline, who wasn’t wearing just her underwear, could afford to stand more confidently.

“No need to be alarmed,” the same boy who had spoken before said. He looked to be the same age as me, with blonde hair and a tall, muscular frame. I could tell from the way he walked that we weren’t in any danger from his presence. “We didn’t mean to sneak up on you.” He put his hands up in an almost defensive posture. “I’ve just heard a lot about this spot and wanted to see it for myself.” Then he turned his eyes towards me and let them linger for a few more seconds. “But I wasn’t expecting to find two super hot babes out here.”

I felt a flush creep up my neck.

I had been expecting him to figure out that I was a guy and laugh at me, but my makeover seemed to have fooled him pretty well. Not only did he think I was a girl, he thought that I was a ‘super hot babe’. Something about that realization made my belly feel warm.

The other guy, who had been silent up until now, was constantly looking at me. His eyes kept shifting between my thighs and my chest. I looked down and was shocked to find a sizeable bulge in the crotch of his pants.

Was he turned on by looking at me?

I shifted my attention to the blonde guy, and sure enough there was a bulge in his shorts as well.

They are turned on by me.

I felt my cock swell with heat and arousal at the thought.

Fuck. What if they see my cock? I took my hands, which had been until now covering my chest, and used them to shield my crotch.

“We’re flattered,” Madeline said from beside me, her arms crossed under her chest. “And you’re welcome to do whatever you want out here, but I’d appreciate it if you could keep the location to yourself. I’ve been coming here ever since I was a kid, and I don’t want hordes of drunk college students trashing the place.”

The blonde guy thought for a few seconds before answering. “I can do that,” he said. “But it’s going to cost you.”

“We don’t have a lot of money,” Madeline said.

“I wasn’t talking about money.” He said, and if it wasn’t already clear what they wanted, I saw a slight twitching of his bulge as he said the words.

Madeleine narrowed her eyes at the two boys and then turned to look at me. Our eyes met briefly, and some unspoken, unsignaled communication happened in those brief moments. There was a question in her eyes and an answer in mine.

We both nodded at the same time and then Madeline walked over to the blonde guy and sank to her knees. “I hope you’re a man of your word,” she said, undoing his belt and slipping his shorts and his boxers down to his knees.

“You can trust me, ma'am,” he said, his sheer glee visible clearly from his smile.

My feet moved without any express command, carrying me over to the other guy. The one with the black hair. My pulse quickened as I found myself in the same position as Madeline, squatting in front of him, my hands fiddling with his belt as he looked down at me.

Am I really about to do this? I thought to myself. Am I really about to suck another man’s cock?

But I already knew the answer to that. I had known it the moment these two men had stepped into this clearing and laid eyes upon my nearly-naked body. I had known it when I had spotted the bulges in their pants and felt a hot stirring in my loins. I had known when I had walked over and sank to my knees, my head directly in front of his crotch.

And I knew now as I undid his belt and pulled his pants down to his ankles, leaving only his boxers as the last boundary between his already hard cock and my lips. I looked up at him one last time, my eyes wide, before I pulled the boxers down and revealed his cock to my eager eyes and my hungry lips.

He bit his lip as I wrapped my fingers around his shaft, a soft groan escaping his lips as I applied some pressure onto him. One glance at the other side revealed that Madeline was already going ham on the blonde guy’s cock, her lips sliding effortlessly over his shaft as she dove in and out and then in again.

“Go on,” my guy said, and I realized that it was the first time I’d heard him speak.

Look at you, I thought to myself. You’re about to suck the cock of someone who you know nothing about. I stuck out my tongue and licked his tip, making him squirm. And you’re going to like it, too.

I ran my tongue along the underside of his shaft, all the way from his tip to the edge of his balls. I had been expecting it to be salty, so I was surprised to find that it didn’t really have a distinguishable taste at all. It just felt hot and throbby. I ran my tongue up again and then kissed his tip, making him groan once again.

“Yes,” he muttered under his breath. “Just like that.”

Steeling my nerves, I opened wide and pushed forward, enveloping the head of his cock between my lips. “Fuuck,” he groaned, his girth tight against the opening of my mouth. I pushed even further, his cock rolling deeper into my mouth as he forced me to open wider and wider. I let him in until the tip of his cock was scratching the back of my, and then I held him there, squeezing the base of his cock –  for which there was no space inside my mouth –  with my hand.

“That feels fucking amazing,” he said, and the only thing his praise did was turn me on even more.

Aware of how hard my own cock was, I slowly eased his shaft out of my mouth, spitting him almost all the way out until just his tip was inside. Again, I held him there for a moment before going forward with my mouth again.

“Fuuuuck,” he groaned as my lips traversed all the veins and ridges of his cock. “Keep going.” And I didn’t need to be told twice. I took him all the way in, and then spit him out again. And then again. And then again. Before long I was diving in and out of his cock with great speed, his shaft throbbing and squirming and shuddering inside my mouth with increasing urgency with every subsequent pump. He slipped his hands into my scalp, grabbing a few of strands of my hair as he threw his head back with ecstasy.

I was lucky in that I already had pretty long hair.

His hips were thrusting into my mouth now, and his cock slid in and out of me with no resistance at all. “Fuck,” he said. “Fuck. You’re so good at this.” Despite the fact that I hadn’t so much as touched my cock since this entire thing began, I was nearing the end of the line just hearing the words from his mouth.

I felt his cock grow swell even more, and my own thrashed inside my panties to match. “FUUUUUCK,” he screamed, burrowing his cock deep inside my mouth, his head throbbing extra hard as all the veins on his shaft pulsed. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. I’m gonna come.” And that’s exactly what he did. He held my head in place as his cock exploded inside me, flooding my mouth with rope after rope after rope of his come.

I, too, had been on the verge of orgasm. It must have been the added stimulation of his hot sticky load in my mouth because I couldn’t hold on any longer. I moaned into his cock with a mouthful of cum as I orgasmed, flooding the insides of my panties with cum.

For a second I was worried that this would give me away, but one look up at the guy and I knew I was worried for nothing. He had his head thrown back, his eyes shut, as he heaved out heavy breaths.

I looked over Madeline and found the blonde guy in a similar situation. She looked at me, spitting his load on the ground, before smiling at me. There seemed to be another question in her eyes.

And another answer in mine. 


Chapter 9

“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 10

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 11

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
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