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I'd typically never be caught dead wearing an outfit like the one I had on now, but at the behest of my best friend Ellie, I decided I would try something new. I didn't know why she was so insistent on it, but admittedly, I liked her and if this helped to get me out of the friend zone then I was willing to try just about anything. That said…

“This shit can’t be for men…” I said to myself.

I looked at myself in the mirror before me and studied my outfit with a scrutinizing gaze. I was beginning to harbor some doubts about the clothes Ellie had chosen for me.

“Did she shop for me or for herself?” I asked to my reflection as I studied the top I'd just put on.

The sleeves were made in a black-laced design and stretched over my arms like spiderwebs, my skin showing through the diamond patterns. The mid-section wrapped around my stomach like a corset with two leather straps buckling it in place and left my lower stomach exposed.

It squeezed my abdomen and somehow made me look even thinner than I already was. With the skinny jeans, the clothes really accented curves I didn’t even know I had.

“I can't imagine any guy wearing this… except maybe at some host bar?”

I frowned as I brushed my straight, dark brown short hair over my ear and sighed. The more I studied my reflection the more I felt like she’d accidentally given me the bag of clothes she meant to buy for herself instead.

My smart phone vibrated on the table next to me. I picked it up and hit the answer button.

“Hey Ellie, what’s up?”

“Hey Charlie, all good here, how are your clothes we picked out the other day?”

“To be honest I don’t know…” I said, fiddling with my top as I tried to stretch it over my belly button, but it just kept snapping back into place above it. “Hey, are you sure you didn’t give me the wrong bag or something? I think you gave me yours by mistake.” There was a couple seconds of silence on the other end. “Ellie?”

“Oh, right, no your clothes should be the right ones. The top with the buckles, the skinny jeans, and the jacket.”

“Are you sure?”

“Positive. Besides, I thought you wanted to try something new?”

“Yeah, but I was expecting...” I trailed off for a moment. Did I want to tell her how I really felt? That the whole reason I was doing this in the first place was because I secretly liked her? That the primary reason for trying something new was an excuse to spend more time with her?

Fuck no.

“Hello? Charlie?”

“Sorry, no no… you’re right. I’m just being self conscious I think. This outfit exposes a lot of skin…”

She laughed. “That’s how it’s supposed to be silly! Trust me, you’ll look really cute I promise! Outfits like that are trending these days.”

“Clothes like these are trending? Seriously?” I asked, examining the corset that somehow glistened in even low light. “I’ve never seen any dudes wear something like this on campus…” I said with a pause. “Also, what do you mean by cute?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“Yes you did.”

“Nope, I’m pretty sure I didn’t.”

“But I swear you said-”

“Even if I did,” she replied, cutting me off. “There’s nothing wrong with looking cute is there?”

“I mean…” I said, pondering for a moment. Ellie had always been open about what she was thinking. Sometimes a little too open. “I guess… not?” In the end I wasn’t about to start a dumb argument with her. Last thing I wanted was to be put even further into the friend zone.

“That’s good. You men are always so obsessed with looks and binary thinking. Anyways, you’re good to come over later like we discussed, right?” She asked. “I’ve been prepping for a fun weekend. I know it’s because we both started college and have been busy, but I feel like it’s been forever since we just hung out for a significant amount of time.”

“Yeah, definitely. I feel the exact same way.”

“Perfect! And trust me, it’ll be great! And if you really don’t like your outfit we can always try on new stuff! You should see some of the new things I bought!”

“Okay, sure, that works,” I said, having lost my train of thought.

“Excellent! And don’t forget, 6 PM sharp!” She exclaimed before the familiar beep signaled the end of the call.

I stood there for a moment in complete silence as I stared at my phone. “What the fuck was that all about?”

Somehow that call managed to put even more on edge than I already was before.

“My fucking ass, Ellie…”

I twisted my upper body as I examined myself in the mirror. No matter what I just looked… ridiculous. But I wasn't sure what irritated me more. The fact I looked ridiculous or the fact I somehow fit in the clothes themselves…

“You definitely said cute.”

I let out a sigh.

“This better be worth it.”

****

Rain pelted my face as I walked up to Ellie’s apartment. Despite my grievances with the jacket stopping just above my knees and feeling like a skirt it managed to keep me dry fairly well and was comfortable. In all fairness, I liked the geometric patterns that adorned its sleeves and puffed up collar. It was probably one of the few pieces of this outfit I could see myself wearing on a daily basis.

Before I could even get to the door it swung open and my mouth dropped at the sight of my best friend standing in the doorway. She wore a leather top which stretched around her breasts with three straps that circled her abdomen and buckled at the front. Hanging from the buckles were tiny rings on the ends of small chains that rattled with each movement. And calling what she wore a short skirt was an understatement as it barely covered the top of her thighs.

“Hey Ellie…” I said as my eyes moved over the rest of her body. Everything about her outfit was intense. Even her knee-high leather heals had a fierce look to them.

Fuck me.

“Hey, Charlie! You look amazing!” She exclaimed and gave me a hug. Maybe it was my imagination, but her breasts felt even bigger than they looked under the tight fabric as she wrapped her arms around me. And something about her current reaction just didn’t match the intimidating outfit she was wearing.

“Thanks Ellie,” I finally managed to say after we parted, “Y-you look amazing yourself!”

Good job Charlie, you fucking idiot, I thought.

She smiled. “Thanks, I was just trying on some of the new stuff I bought. By the way, you think this skirt is too short?” She pushed her hips out towards me which caused her skirt to pull up. If it inched any higher I was confident I’d be able to see her panties. It definitely did a great job of outlining her ass though.

I swallowed. “No, um… absolutely not.”

She smiled and grabbed my hand. “Come on, follow me.”

With an excitement I’ve rarely, if ever, seen on her face she dragged me into the living room. There was something different about her that I couldn’t quite place my finger on, but my thoughts were all over the place. It also didn’t help that I was distracted by her skirt as it bounced up and down while she walked, occasionally teasing me with a near-glance at her plump, full ass underneath.

She took a seat on the couch and looked up at me, her eyes wandering over my body and causing me to avert my gaze which landed right between her legs. For a moment I thought I caught a glimpse of extremely thin, black-laced panties that hardly covered anything at all before she crossed her legs.

“Why don’t you take your jacket off real quick?” She asked.

“What? What for?” I replied as I folded my arms, feeling self-conscious all of a sudden.

“Just do it,” she said, with a sudden change in tone more befitting her appearance. “I’ve been wanting to see how you’d look in the clothes I picked out.”

“Fine, okay… Since when did you become so assertive?” I asked as I began to unbutton my jacket. “You know, Ellie. I must say that lately you’ve been… different.”

“Wait.”

I stopped just as my hand clasped around the collar’s edge of the jacket.

“Do it slower and turn around as you do.”

“You want me to what now?” I asked, feeling my heart rate speed up.

“You know, turn around as you take off your jacket like a…” she paused for a moment.

“Like a what, Ellie?”

“Like a stripper.”

My jaw dropped. She couldn’t seriously mean that. We may be best friends, and sure, I liked her perhaps more than she liked me… but this had to be some kind of joke she was playing on me for doubting her over the phone earlier. And if it was a joke then well… two can play at that game.

“Shall I shake my ass for you as I do it, your majesty?” I asked with a sarcastic bent in my voice.

“That’d be great actually, thanks!”

I opened my mouth as if to say something but nothing came out. Was she serious? Based on the way she was smiling it was hard to tell. But she had to know I was joking, right?

“Hey Ellie, you know I was just-”

The moment I’d begun to protest was when my gaze caught sight of a small book on a small table in the corner. On it read Gaining Confidence.

“What were you trying to say, Charlie?”

“Oh, nothing.” I said, looking back at her .

So that’s what this was really about, I thought. If Ellie needed some help gaining confidence she didn’t have to go about it in such a round-about way. I would’ve gladly assisted her without the theatrics.

“Well?” She asked, folding her arms. “Are you going to do it or not?”

“Oh yeah,” I said with a smile, “Don’t forget to keep your eyes on my ass. It’s my best feature!” I exclaimed with a wink. I’d only ever seen strippers do their thing once when I turned eighteen at a strip club but it couldn’t be that hard, could it? I began to slowly take my jacket off and shake my ass as I turned around, the drums beating in my ears growing louder with each step.

“Mmmm, I thought so.” I heard Ellie say from behind.

“What?” I asked as I looked back.

“Keep going,” she said.

“Oh um… okay.”

I couldn’t help but feel like my nerves were betraying me as I continued. Despite my ever increasing heart-rate I pushed through, making another turn as I spun in front of her.

“How’s this?” I asked.

“Eyes forward, keep your ass out as you continue taking it off.”

I snapped my head forward without another word. The way she easily gave commands was leading me to doubt whether or not she actually lacked any confidence at all… and somehow, I felt my own confidence dwindle instead as I stuck out my ass even further than I did before.

“Yes, just like that.” Her heals clicked on the floor as she walked closer. I’d barely gotten my jacket halfway down when I felt her hands on my shoulders. I’d been so focused on the spinning I must’ve forgotten to keep taking the jacket off.

“Ellie, uh… what are you doing?” I asked as I felt her hands move over my shoulders and across my chest.

“Shhhhh, just keep going.”

My face was red hot at this point. She held me closer, pressing her breasts even harder against my back. I could feel my cock begin to swell from under my pants as her hands made their way down my chest before I stepped forward in order to hide it, breaking our embrace.

“Seriously, Ellie… I know we’re best friends and all but-”

“Friends?” She asked as she stepped closer to me and looked down at my crotch. “I think we both know you want us to be more than that.” She smiled.

My jacket finally dropped to the floor.

“I-I… I have no idea what you're talking about, Ellie,” I said, taking a couple steps back and covering my crotch with my hands.

“Come on, don't play dumb,” she said, keeping pace with my backtracking, “You don't think I've known how you felt about me this whole time?”

“What? No, we're just… We're just friends.”

“Well yes, of course we're friends.” She leaned in even closer. “But you know what I'm talking about, don't you?”

I stared into her hazel-colored eyes, unable to say a single word in response. Had my crush on her really been that obvious this whole time? No way, she had to be talking about something else. “I have no idea what you're talking about Ellie, you're being weird.”

“Am I? Because well… number one, you’re bright red.”

“Anyone would be bright red if their best friend did what you just-”

“Number two…” she trailed off as she gripped both of my arms and pulled at the sleeves. “You’re currently wearing the clothes I picked out for you.”

“So? They’re just normal clothes-”

“Even though they’re for women.”

It took me a couple seconds before I understood what she was saying. “I knew it! This was all a prank!” I shouted. “What? You thought it would be hilarious to make fun of me, didn't you?”

I turned around in a fury and began to take my top off without even thinking about the fact I was doing it in front of Ellie when I felt a soft hand on my shoulder.

“This wasn’t a prank, Charlie,” Ellie’s said with a soft voice, “I just wanted you to see who you could really become.” She put her other hand on my other shoulder, pulling my back against her breasts once again. “Besides, I waited for so long for you to tell me how you felt and you never did. Instead you kept trying to play it cool like you didn’t care. So I had to make a move.”

“Tricking me into wearing women’s clothing isn’t how you make your move, Ellie. You’re supposed to like… I don’t know… ask a person out or something. Not trick them!”

“Oh, really? You mean like all the times you asked me out, right?” She asked, bringing one of her arms around my neck and pulling me even closer. My cock grew slightly beneath my pants as I felt her lips brush against my cheek, leaving a slight cold sensation behind on my skin. “I figured if you weren’t going to make the first move, I’d have to be the man and do it myself. You accepting the clothing I gave you was all I needed to know how you felt. And you managed to pull it off even better than I’d hoped!”

Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck, I thought. My thoughts were nothing but a blur as I felt my cock rise even more. I’d never known Ellie to be this aggressive. But the most surprising was to find out that she liked me… Me!

She squeezed me even harder and brought her lips up to my ear. “And shall I give you the third reason or can we assume that’s obvious at this point?” She asked, her whispers tickling my ear as she moved her free hand towards my crotch.

“Um, I-”

“Shhhhh,” she said, clasping her hand over my mouth. “How about we have some fun? If you really really like me then you’ll do as I say, won’t you?”

At this point my cock stuck out like a tent between my legs and I honestly didn’t care what she wanted to do… I would do anything if it meant being in a relationship with the one I’ve loved forever.

I nodded.

“Good.” She said, pushing two of her fingers against my lips. “Open.”

Without a second thought I opened my lips and she started to thrust her index and middle fingers in and out of my mouth. They were warm and smooth as she pressed down on my tongue with her fingertips, causing me to drool out of the corner of my mouth.

“See? You’re already being so submissive and obedient. And would you look at that… already hard as a rock.” She reached down and rested her hand over my clothed erection. “Hmmm, it's not very big, is it? That's okay, I have something to deal with that too.”

I wasn't sure I liked the fact she called my dick small. But in spite of that I couldn’t help but release a small, muffled moan as I felt her hand rest on my erection.

She brushed my hair with her free hand as she pushed a third finger between my lips. “Wow, she was right. This really is working. You’re taking this in stride.”

Drool seeped through the corners of my mouth. I wanted to know who this ‘she’ was, but it took all I had to focus on the three fingers as they reached to the back of my throat.

“Mmmph.”

“Your muffled moans are cute,” she said, walking backwards with me still in her grasp. We both fell onto the couch with a thud when her legs hit up against it. “Woops, sorry about that.”

I rolled my eyes, knowing full well it was intentional. Still, I was surprised at just how easily I fit in her lap as we sunk into the seats. Her hair brushed against the top of my head as she held me there, still pushing her warm fingers in and out of my mouth.

“Seems like I’d even be the better big spoon in this relationship,” she said with a laugh.

It was impossible not to look up into her eyes as she looked down at my own. They glinted like bright green shards in the shadows of her face created by the living room light from above. Her soft lips curved into a smile that only enhanced her beauty.

“Okay,” she said, taking her fingers out of my mouth and wiping them on my face. “Want to have some more fun?”

***

I blinked. “What?” I asked, standing up and fully aware I still had an erection under my pants. If they’d been any other color than black no doubt there’d be a small wet stain at the front of them. “Can you repeat that?”

“Take off your pants,” she demanded again.

“I’m not going to undress in front of you. That’d be-”

“That’d be what?” She asked and stood up. “I hope you’re not going to say something like embarrassing, are you?” She laughed and looked at my crotch where my erection bulged. “Because I think we’re well past that.”

Fuck, she had a point. And in spite of my protests I knew deep down they were mostly empty words, but that didn’t mean I wanted to give her the satisfaction of doing everything she said. Perhaps I’d tease her a bit just like she did to me.

I smirked. “Make me.” I said, a sudden confidence swelling within me. Something was spurring me on. The idea that Ellie could be even more aggressive was hot and I wondered how far I could push this situation.

She just raised an eyebrow and let out another fit of laughter. “Make you?” She stood up and from behind her back pulled out a riding crop, making me wonder when she had the time to grab such a thing… or even buy one for that matter. “I…” she said with a long, drawn-out emphasis, “Won’t have to make you do anything.” With a slap she hit the riding crop against the palm of her hand, causing me to flinch.

“Y-you won’t scare me with that,” I stammered out. “Besides, you wouldn’t dare hit a friend!”

“Friend? You seem to have a misunderstanding of our dynamics.” She turned around and while looking back at me stuck her ass out, gliding the riding crop over her ass until it peaked under her skirt and pulled it up, giving me full view of her panties which barely covered her pussy. “You’ll soon be doing what I say and be begging me to hit you for speaking out of turn.”

Fuuuuuuuck. My cock twitched from beneath my pants and before I knew it found myself unbuttoning them.

“Stop.”

I stopped in place with my pants half-way down my legs.

“We need to lay down some rules first.”

“Some rules?”

She shot me a glare at my question. “Yes, some rules. Ones that if you break, you’ll be punished for breaking.”

I gulped. Yet what gripped me wasn’t fear, it was adrenaline… excitement. As if I wanted her to punish me. What in the world was happening to me?

“First off,” she said, her heals clicking on the ground in a slow pace as she walked around me. “You will address me as mistress and a failure to do so will result in being slapped with this riding crop, do you understand?” The sound of her heals stopped from behind me.

Beads of sweat began to form on my skin. Despite nothing even touching my cock I felt as if I was on the edge of an orgasm. “Yes,” I finally said, trying to get a look out of the corner of my eye to try and see her when the sound of something cutting through the air was abruptly followed by a slap, leaving a stinging sensation on my ass.

“Yes what?”

The pain lingered as I thought for an answer to her question before realizing what I needed to say. “Yes, um… mistress.” It felt weird calling my best friend my mistress, but based on the slight leakage coming from the tip of my dick it didn’t really matter.

Another crack through the air was followed by pain on my other ass cheek, causing me to jump in surprise. “Louder and without stuttering.”

“Yes mistress!” I damn near shouted that time.

“Good boy,” she cooed into my ear and wrapped her arms around me from behind, grabbing my jeans and pulling them the rest of the way down. “I’ve gone easy on you for now and let you be clothed for those slaps.”

Easy on me? My ass felt like it was on fire after just two slaps!

I couldn’t help but release a high-pitched moan as she grabbed my boxers and pulled them down as well, letting my cock spring out in its hardened state.

She covered my mouth with her hand. “By the way, your safe word for when you want me to stop is ruby. Though something tells me,” she whispered into my ear as she clasped her fingers around my cock. “You won’t want me to.”

***

I moaned into her hand as her fingers tightened around me.

“Shhhh. No cumming unless I say so,” she said as she began to slowly stroke my cock.

It was impossible not to let out small, muffled noises as she increased the speed of her strokes.

“You sound so cute when hot and bothered like this. Are you sure you're a man? You're already about to burst and I've barely touched you.” She wiped a bit of pre-cum from my tip and removed her other hand from my mouth. “Lick me clean,” she said, pushing the cum-covered fingers between my lips.

It was a warm, sticky taste as my tongue wrapped around her fingers. Though it tasted a bit like salt it was somehow… actually good?

“That’s it. Just focus on how it feels to have something like this in your mouth. Feels good, doesn’t it?”

My entire body shook as I suddenly felt a hand cup my balls. I could feel her fingers tickling my skin as they crawled towards my back entrance and rested on the bud, giving it a gentle rub just before pushing in.

“Mmmmph!” One finger in my ass was all it took to nearly break me right then and there.

“Yes, that’s it… feel my fingers work around inside of your mouth and ass simultaneously. It’s like you were meant to be fucked like this…”

Ellie was displaying a side of her I’d never thought possible. How as she so good at this? Her thrusts were quick and gentle, yet firm at the same time. Like she knew what she was doing…

“She was right…” She whispered as she continued to thrust her fingers in and out of my holes.

That was the second time she’d mentioned someone other than herself and I wasn’t sure if she’d realized or cared. While it piqued my interest there wasn’t much I could do about it… nor cared to do about it for that matter.

“Hang on, you’re leaking again and I haven’t even touched your cock.”

She abruptly took her fingers out of my mouth and wiped my cock with her fingers, sending shivers down my spine.

“Fuck Ellie, that- mmph.”

“Feels amazing? I know sweetie,” she said, interrupting me by shoving her once again cum-lubed fingers back into my mouth. “Now, just keep sucking like a good boy, okay?”

Her words only spurred me on. I could taste my own cum as my tongue lathered her fingers. As she worked my mouth with one hand she pushed a second finger into my back hole, both fingers exploring even deeper as I clenched tightly around them.

“There we go. Now you're catching on.”

My legs started to tremble as she continued her relentless attacks of pleasure. My cock was stiff with cum still leaking from the tip. I didn't know how much longer I was going to be able to last at this rate, but one thing was certain, I did not want this to stop.

“Now, get on your knees.”

Trying to respond to her command only resulted in a garbled mess of muffled, unintelligible words.

She laughed slightly in my ear. “That’s cute… but for now I just want you to focus on sucking as I help you to the floor.”

As I bent down she inserted her fingers as far into my asshole as they could possibly go, making me arch back in her grasp. Being stretched down there was an entirely new experience that sent waves of pulsating nerves directly to my cock.

“I bet that felt good, didn’t it?” She asked, continuing her thrusts in both my mouth and ass. “And… there we go.”

By the time my knees hit the floor I didn’t know how long she’d been playing with me like that. It could’ve been ten minutes or an hour, but my mind had been so lost in these new, intense sensations that I’d lost track of time.

“Good, good.” She said. “Now, when I say the next two words you are free to cum, is that understood? Nod if you understand.”

I nodded, my mouth and ass full of her relentless fingers and my cock leaking even more with tight anticipation.

“Okay… Ready?” She paused, as she thrust her fingers deep into my mouth and ass at the same time. “Good girl,” she cooed.

Those two words flooded my mind as if they were an echo while my body shook and convulsed, my cock squirting out load after load of held-back cum. It splattered onto my face and clothes as it sprayed everywhere. At long last I finally came to a stop and laid there collapsed on the ground in Ellie’s arms and looked up at her, a bit of my own cum dripping down her face that she licked up with her tongue as it reached her lips.

She smiled and stroked my hair. “Good girl,” she repeated again with a wide smile. “You really are cute.”

“I… um… well…”

The words I wanted to say were caught in my throat and the taste of cum still lingered on my mouth. I guess it really wasn’t that big of a deal if she thought I was cute, right?

“If uh… you say so.” I finally blurted out.

She grinned and leaned down until our lips embraced each other. As our tongues intermixed she pushed the cum she’d licked off herself into my mouth. When our lips parted a small strand of cum connected us together before it broke.

“We should get you some new clothes. I have some I could lend you. I’m sure you’d look great in those too. After all, you don’t care what I put you in, do you?” She winked.

I simply nodded. In that moment, it didn’t matter to me that I’d just been finger-fucked by my best friend. She could dress me however she wanted at this point, I didn’t care. I didn’t care about anything. I just wanted this moment… this second of bliss and the scene of her smiling above me to last forever. And perhaps even do it again.

But as I lay there completely drained of everything I felt the world go dark around me as I fell asleep.

***

I rolled around and stretched my arms, feeling warmth all around me.

“No, yeah, you’re right. He was totally into it last night, just like you said he would be! Right now? He’s asleep in my room and just the cutest thing ever!”

An enthusiastic voice from a nearby room echoed down the halls, eliciting more of my muscles to wake up from slumber.

“Yeah, he said he was fine with pretty much whatever I picked out for him.”

My heavy eyelids blinked a couple times as light filtered through. I slowly pushed myself up with both arms and stretched them again at the same time, a light jingling sound causing me to open my eyes in an instant.

Looking around the room made me realize I was in a completely unfamiliar bed. A fruity perfume lingered in the air. It was a scent I’d recognize anywhere: Ellie’s.

“This must be Ellie’s room,” I said to myself as I sat up, still feeling the last bit of tiredness exit my bones. Another jingle caused me to look around. “Where is that blasted noise coming from?”

Each time I looked to the left or right there was another small chime so I naturally looked up to see if I could find the source.

Jingle jingle.

Then I realized… it was coming from me.

My eyes widened when I looked down and saw what I was wearing. I was in some kind of… gown? A dress, maybe? Frankly, I wasn’t sure. It was mostly black while the frills adorning its sleeves and the skirt itself were pink. I went to touch the fabric before I realized my hands had been placed in what appeared to be a couple of pink mittens.

I took them off and tossed them to the side as more sounds rang out. With my hand I put it up to my neck and felt some kind of leather choker with a bell on it. And though I couldn’t quite tell, but based on the way my cock felt scrunched up I was definitely not wearing normal underwear.

“Ellie!” I shouted as I continued to examine every part of my new outfit. “Ellie!”

Footsteps echoed from down the hallway until they were at the door and it swung open.

“What? What’s wrong?”

“You know what’s wrong!” I exclaimed, lifting both of my arms up and grabbing the mittens. “Care to explain this?”

She raised an eyebrow and walked closer. “What do you mean? You needed new clothes after the fun we had last night and you agreed to let me pick.”

“What? I absolutely did not agree to-”

It was at that moment that the memories from the previous night flooded into me. Getting to Ellie’s place, being surprised at the way she was dressed and acted… her pulling me into the living room and… and… she… she’d finger-fucked me! And I let her right up until I passed out and I’d said yes to all of it!

My realization must’ve been written all over my face because she just smiled and sat down next to me at the edge of the bed.

“See?” She said, putting her hand up to my face and giving it a gentle touch. “I just wanted to give you some fresh clothes from my wardrobe.”

“Your clothes?” I asked with a strong emphasis on ‘your.’

“Yeah, of course.” She paused. “Mostly.”

“And you expect me to believe you would wear an outfit like this or shit… these even?” I held up the pair of mittens I’d taken off. “Like, really… these?” She coughed into her elbow.

Yeah, right… like I didn’t just see her try to stifle a laugh.

“Okay, I may have taken a couple shall we say… liberties. But come on, you have to admit you look absolutely adorable! Plus, you can’t say they weren’t comfortable as hell. You were out last night.”

“I mean, admittedly, they might’ve been-” I stopped myself from grumbling the rest of the sentence. Whatever her aim was here, I wasn’t about to give her even more fuel for the fire.

“Besides, you don’t want to stop being my good girl, do you?” She crawled up over me, her hand planted firmly between my legs.

I could feel my cock pulsate. That’s right… she’d also called me good girl just before I came last night, didn’t she? Fuck… how was I being turned on by this?

“I um… well…”

All I could blurt out were single words as she inched closer to my face and touched my nose with her own. Her knee pressed against my crotch, eliciting another twitch from my cock. Only… something felt… off.

“Well?” She repeated.

“Yes?” I asked like my answer was a question.

“Yes what?” She licked the tip of my nose with her tongue and leaned in until her breath touched my lips. “Remember how fun it was last night? You never even used the safe word, did you?”

It took every rational brain cell I had to not lean in and kiss her right then and there. But I knew what I had to do.

“Yes mistress.”

“Good girl,” she cooed once again into my ear and I heard a click sound coming from the back of my neck. “With this collar locked on you this is proof of ownership.”

“Ownership?” I asked.

“Yes. You are mine, and in a way, I am yours.”

I blushed.

She let out a slight chuckle as she took the mittens from my hands and patted me on the head. “So you see... we’re already in a relationship.”

My heart went alight with flutters and in my excitement I hadn’t cared that she’d placed the pink mittens back on my hands and tightened them with straps I didn’t notice before. She clicked small, gold locks onto each one before turning her attention back to me.

“Now, we can have some real fun,” she said, bringing my mitten-bound hands to opposite sides of the headboard and connecting them to small chains. Something about this act of chaining me to the bed caused my cock to grow once again, this time definitely feeling it push up against something cold and hard.

“By the way, who were you talking to earlier?” I asked, trying to find a more comfortable position by moving my legs, to no avail.

“Oh, that” she began, pulling the rest of the covers and sheets off of me, revealing that I’d also had the same kind of mittens placed over my feet in the shape of soft-rounded boots. “A friend I suppose. She needed a place to stay so I’m letting her stay in one of my spare rooms.”

My eyes widened. “Was she here last night when we… um… you know…”

She chuckled. “Yeah, but it’s totally cool. We’re kind of on that level. In fact, she helped me gain the confidence I needed to approach you the way that I did,” she said, spreading my legs and chaining them to opposite corners of the bed just like my hands had been.

“But what if she walks in on what we’re doing?”

“She won’t. And besides, even if she did…” Ellie said, now digging through some things in a box she’d picked up from the side of the bed. “She might want to have some fun with you too.

I gulped. “With… with me?”

“Yep.”

My dick pushed harder against whatever it was struggling against at the lustful thought, causing me to wince.

“Also… Ellie.”

“Hmmm?”

“What else have you…” I paused for a moment, shifting myself on the bed again. “What else have you done to me exactly?”

She smirked at my question and lifted up the dress I was wearing. “I wanted to give you a special accessory to commemorate the occasion,” she said with a wink. “We’ll call it one of those liberties I was talking about earlier.

My eyes widened when she pulled down the frilly panties she’d put me in, revealing a small metal, pink-colored cage locked around my penis, keeping it from hardening.

“Ellie, is that a…”

“Yep,” she said with a smile. “And only I have the key.” She reached between her breasts and pulled out a small key connected to a chain around her neck.

I couldn’t believe she’d had the audacity to put me in a chastity cage. I’d only ever seen them in porn and for the most part women were the ones wearing them in the form of belts. Of course, I knew there were similar devices for men, but never in a million years did I think I’d ever wear one. But I wasn’t sure what was more humiliating, the fact I was wearing one so small and pink… or the fact it seemed to fit me perfectly.

“From now on, you only cum the way a proper girl should,” she said, pinching my ass and causing me to flinch as she pulled the panties back up and over my caged cock.

“You know you’re only getting away with this because it’s you, right?” I asked, trying to shift the conversation to something less… embarrassing.

At that she let out another laugh. “It’s cute you think you’re still in control off this situation. It’s clear you underestimate the position you’re in. But no matter… something tells me your attitude will adjust accordingly over the next couple days. Now, open up.”

***

“What-”

Before I had a chance to say anything she’d shoved a ring gag into my mouth and strapped it around my head. It didn’t take long before the drool started, my tongue flicking out through the gag as if it didn’t know what to do.

“Nnngmph.”

“That’s better.” She said, pulling out a double-sided rubber cock. “We’re going to start you on some oral training and if you’re a good girl I’ll give you a reward.”

She pushed one side of the cock through the gag and into my mouth. If there was such a thing as a new rubber taste this well-crafted, veiny shaft had it. It was overwhelming and the dildo itself filled my cheeks with ease.

“That’s it, use your tongue across the full length of the shaft,” she said as she begun to plunge it in and out of my mouth. It was so big my cheeks bulged as it pushed towards the back of my throat. “Perfect. Just like that. It’s okay if you make a mess.”

What she did next caught me off guard as she got on top of me while still keeping the dildo inside of my mouth. She pulled her skirt off and sat directly on my crotch and I could tell her panties were already somewhat wet.

“Mmmm, that’s it,” she said as she started rubbing her pussy back and forth along my locked up cock that was tucked under my own pair of pink panties. “This is how real girls have fun.”

As she continued to rub her pussy on top of my caged cock she increased the intensity of her thrusts in and out of my mouth. My bindings held me in place as waves of pleasure surged from my groin and spread throughout the rest of my muscles.

“Nnn-nmph!”

A muffled moan passed around the dildo and through my lips as she pushed it further in, reaching the back of my throat. I choked and gagged on the thick rod as it penetrated my mouth and stretched a hole I’d never had stretched before.

“There we go. Just wanted to test your gag reflex and whatnot,” she said, still rubbing my caged shaft as it attempted to harden once again... and failed. “Everything seems to be in working order.”

Out of nowhere waves of convulsions shook me to my core as an orgasm I wasn’t expecting hit me. But instead of feeling relieved afterwards I only felt more frustration as my cock strained against its cage, feeling like it already wanted to burst again. How was this so intense?

“Did you just cum without permission?” She asked, holding the dildo in place at the back of my throat, eliciting another gag reflex.

Shit… I shook my head as I felt the dildo stretch my throat, hoping she would believe me. It was a lie, of course.

“Oh? So if I do this…” She said, reaching below my skirt and under my panties before looking back at me and shaking her head. “You came without permission and you lied to me. That’ll be double the punishment later. But for now…”

Reaching behind her back she removed the top she was wearing, revealing two full, plump breasts. While continuing to rub against me she leaned over and put the other side of the cock between her tits, using them to thrust the long shaft in and out of my mouth instead of her hands.

“This is incredible…” She said between exasperated breaths as she squeezed her breasts around the dildo. Every time she moved up and down her breasts smacked my face, enveloping my entire view with her cleavage.

“Mmmmmph!”

With each movement I let out inevitable moans as her breasts pushed the cock deeper down my throat. It felt as though there was a meaning to every single moment. Not a single second was wasted as each one rocked my body with a kind of fulfillment I hadn’t known existed… and it pushed me ever closer to the edge of pure satisfaction.

“Okay. That should be good for side A for now.”

I gasped when she took out the thick dildo, strands of saliva falling all over me. She wiped the rubber shaft across my nose and lips.

She laughed. “Now you’re a proper mess. I just needed you to lube it up for me so that I could have some real fun with it.” My eyes widened as she pulled down her panties to reveal a glistening pussy just before placing the tip of the rubber shaft that had been in my mouth against it.

“Fuuuuuck,” she blurted out, as she pushed it deep within her folds. She fucked herself with the toy directly over my own, helpless dick.

The bed squeaked and the chains rattled under the grinding pleasures that consumed us both. It wasn’t long before she leaked all over the toy cock and I could feel myself leaking even more as well just from watching.

“It looks like you’re ready,” she said as she stood up on the bed with the double-sided dildo still inside of her and positioned herself directly over my face so that the other side of the cock hung just above my mouth.

My eyes widened as her warm juices dripped off the cock and onto my face. Each sticky drop only increased my anticipation.

“Are you ready?” She asked and without waiting for an answer she lowered herself until the other side of the cock that had been between her breasts was now in my mouth. “That’s a good girl, be sure to catch all my cum from down there!”

The taste of my best friend’s own warm, salty mixture on the rubber shaft was enough to make me orgasm right then and there. Shockwaves of pleasure hit me again and again as she moved up and down, the dildo acting as a piston between my mouth and her pussy as it moved in and out.

“Oh, sweetie, this feels so fucking good. I’m going to bounce a little harder now, okay?”

Her thrusting intensified, the dildo going even further back down my throat than before.

“Amph mph, impheph?”

The question I’d asked came out as unintelligible sucking noises and muffled gasps for air as the thrusting continued, her hot, sticky juices now streaming down the shaft and between my lips. Her scent wafted over me, consuming my entire being. I didn’t know how much longer I could take it and knew I needed release.

“You want to cum?”

I nodded as the dildo lodged itself in the back of my throat again.

“Oooh fuck!” She exclaimed with a gasp as the other end of the dildo pushed nearly all the way in, her pussy now only inches away from my face. “Before that happens I think I might cum myself.”

She moved herself up and down the shaft of the shiny toy, her pussy getting closer and closer to my lips as she pushed down on it, the other end reaching the depths of my throat and causing me to gag.

“Cumming!” She shouted as her wet folds reached my nose, my lips and her pussy now nearly touching each other, connected only by the two-sided cock shoved inside their respective orifices. “Fuuuuuuuuck!”

Juices squirted from her pussy, hitting my face and flowing down the rubber rod in a hot thick, sticky mess. It coated my lips as it seeped between them, following the shaft to the tip stuck at the furthest reaches of my throat. I tried to ask the muffled question again, this time a warm, tingling sensation beginning to overtake my mind as her essence dripped into my stomach.

Ellie looked down at me with panted breath, her disheveled hair somehow managing to make her look even hotter. “Oh that’s right. You asked me a question earlier. What was it again?” She asked with a smirk.

Curse her. She knew exactly what I’d asked and desperately needed. But with the dildo firmly in my throat I wasn’t exactly in a position to argue.

“Mmmmmmmph?!” I exclaimed with emphasis and an inflection at the end, hoping she got the hint. It was kind of hard to ask whether or not it was okay to cum properly with a massive cock lodged in my mouth and juices streaming down it. I arched backwards beneath her, trying to hold back the orgasm that was ready to release.

“Fine, fine. I suppose it’s okay for you to cum this time. Well, go on then… do it, slut.”

At those words my mind snapped, letting loose the storm I’d kept at bay up until that point. Waves upon waves of pleasure raged through my entire body, causing me to nearly thrash around on the bed as the orgasm hit me like a tsunami. I felt my cock shoot load after load into my panties.

“Damn girl, you really were holding back.” Ellie said, pulling herself off the dildo. She continued to thrust it in and out of my mouth with her hand as my orgasm ravaged every fiber of my being beneath her. “You’ve just orgasmed by getting fucked in the mouth without even touching your cock!”

As my orgasm finished, one aftershock after the other surged through my body as I shot out my last load of cum. And even though my orgasm was over, I was still desperate to lick up the lingering cum she’d left for me on the rubber shaft that was still in my mouth.

At long last she removed the dildo. A mixture of warm cum and drool fell off the rubber member and all over my face, her scent now dripping from my nostrils.

“Mmmmm,” she said, pushing the dildo back inside of her. “Thank you for cleaning that off for me, hon.” She then proceeded to bounce up and down on it even harder than she was before and I was just lying there, chained to the bed, watching her do it.

There was a part of me that still couldn’t believe this was happening… like I was somehow dreaming and would soon be woken up by an alarm at 5:30 in the morning and have to get ready for college.

But when Ellie grasped my cock, causing me to lurch forward slightly as she gave it a playful pinch, I knew this was not a dream. This was all happening right in front of me and I knew that a growing part of me was willing to accept everything she offered.

Grabbing a pair of scissors, she cut my panties off with careful precision and held them up to my face. “I know I could just shove this into your mouth and you wouldn’t be able to protest about it, but stick out your tongue, sweetie, I want you to beg for this delicious snack you made.”

In truth, I wanted to stick my tongue out. That in spite of being a man that I wanted to feel the wet, feminine cloth on my tongue.

Wait, is that what a man thinks?

I shook my head at the thought.

No, I am a man and I should stand my ground! But what if…

Before I could finish processing my thoughts I found myself sticking out my tongue, more curious than anything to see what it would feel like.

At least, that’s what my inner voice told myself.

“There we go,” she said, stuffing my mouth with my own cum-filled panties.

The cum somehow managed to drip off the cloth. Exactly how many loads had I shot into it? It had been completely soaked through. While the panties themselves were somewhat cool due to the moisture, my cum hit my tongue in warm, sticky droplets as it proceeded to trickle down to the back of my throat.

“Make sure you get every last drop now. Don’t want any going to waste.”

I replied with a simple muffled moan as the panties leaked in my mouth.

“Fuck, this is incredible isn’t it sweetie?” She asked, still bouncing up and down on the dildo inside of her. “You, my own cute plaything chained to my bed as I fuck this cock that fills me up more than yours ever could while you suck on a pair of panties you came in yourself…” She trailed off as she let out a gasp of pleasure. Each thrust got harder and louder as the dildo went deeper.

“Mmmph.”

All I could do was let out another pathetic stifled moan as I watched her fuck herself with the fake cock. It was clear that she was getting lost in her own little world while she played with the rubber toy right on top of me. And I could feel my cock begin to stiffen once again despite having had a huge orgasm only moments prior.

I was liking this.

“I’m cumming!” She shouted again, her cum spraying around the dildo and onto my own cage-confined cock. She convulsed as she held the rubber cock in place, arching back as her orgasm came to an end.

When finished she pulled out the dildo from her pussy and threw it off to the side of the bed, collapsing next to me with heavy breaths. She placed her hand my chest and traced a line with her finger up to my cum-plastered face, smiling as she pushed her finger into my mouth, playing with the panties that still leaked down my throat.

“See? Told you there was a real girl in there. Just needed to be brought out.”

I rolled my eyes in response.

“I suppose we should get you out of your outfit and cleaned up,” she said, sitting up in bed. “We have some more fun ahead of us…. including those punishments.” She looked back at me and winked.

My cock strained against its cage at the thought. I somehow wanted more of this. But what could she possibly have planned next? Surely, what I’d just experienced was the pinnacle of it all… right?

***TO BE CONTINUED***
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