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Femboy Makeover




Chloe.

The worst—and best—thing that has ever happened to me.

She’s the incredibly gorgeous social media influencer who changed my life forever.

At times, I resent her for what she did to me, even though I know it wasn’t entirely her fault. Most of the blame belongs to me for being far too curious for my own good. I never would’ve gotten caught up in her web if I hadn’t gone poking around in her room in the first place.

All I wanted to do on that fateful afternoon was swipe a pair of her panties, for the very same reason any other horny eighteen-year-old guy might.

And it definitely wasn’t because I wanted to wear them.

At least, that wasn’t what I told myself.

But then Chloe caught me, and she made me do the most unthinkably kinky thing ever…

Honestly, sometimes I think I’d curse my dirty little fetish for wearing girls’ clothing if it wasn’t so damn fun.

Because as much as I love it, sometimes I do hate that I couldn’t have developed a fetish that was a little easier—and a hell of a lot more discreet—to maintain. Something that didn’t involve sneaking around, stealing panties, or trying to figure out how the hell to buy them without feeling like everyone in the store knew exactly what I planned to do with them.

But I can’t help myself.

And anybody else who has discovered the joy of dressing up like a beautiful girl knows exactly what I mean. Once that urge gets inside your head, it’s almost impossible to ignore.

I love the sensation of soft, silky panties sitting cool and snug against my dick and balls. I love how the thin fabric feels sliding slowly up my thighs before settling around my hips, holding everything in place in a way men’s underwear never does. I love the softness, the tightness, even the ridiculous little details—the lace trim, tiny bows, delicate straps, and bright colors that have absolutely no practical purpose other than looking pretty.

For anybody who’s never tried it, sure, it probably sounds strange.

But they wouldn’t understand unless they tried it themselves.

Once they experienced the same sensations I had, they’d understand just how unlike anything else it feels to slip into something girly and suddenly see a completely different version of yourself staring back from the mirror. Something prettier. Softer. More exciting.

Sometimes, strangely enough, even more natural.

I was eighteen and still living with my dad when I first discovered my dirty little fetish.

It was around then that I also realized just how much more fun girls got to have with clothes. Guys seemed to have the same boring handful of options over and over again: jeans, shorts, T-shirts, button-downs, maybe a hoodie if you wanted to get adventurous.

Girls got everything.

Skimpy little bras, camisoles, blouses, skirts, dresses, leggings—clothes that could be cute, sexy, delicate, revealing, or some combination of all four.

But more than anything, it was their underwear that fascinated me.

Girls got the funnest, cutest, sexiest skimpy little thongs, boy shorts, G-strings, cheeky panties, lace panties, and countless other styles I’d never even heard of before I started paying attention.

Even walking past the women’s section in a department store could make my heart beat faster. There were entire racks filled with different fabrics and colors, while the men’s department seemed determined to offer the same three pairs of boxers in slightly different shades of gray.

See, I grew up in a house with only guys.

I don’t have any sisters, and my mom lives on the other side of the country. So, being raised by my dad and sharing a house with two brothers, I never had much exposure to that mysterious way girls seemed to live. Add in the fact that I attended an all-boys private school for high school?

Yeah.

I was desperately lacking in female exposure.

Maybe that’s why I became so obsessed with everything about them.

Whatever the reason, girls confused and fascinated me in equal measure. They were this wonderful mystery I desperately wanted to understand, and it wasn’t only the girls themselves. Everything about them intrigued me—their clothes, their perfume, the way they did their hair, the little rituals and habits that seemed completely foreign after spending almost my entire life surrounded by guys.

Unfortunately, fascination didn’t translate into confidence.

I was painfully shy and bashful in high school. I was completely transfixed by girls and everything about them, but I didn’t have the slightest idea how to approach one, much less how to behave confidently once I actually got her attention.

So I watched from the sidelines while the cocky jocks and assholes at our school scooped up all the hottest girls—the same girls I fantasized about constantly but knew I’d probably never get the nerve to touch.

Eventually, I started worrying that I was never going to have a girlfriend.

Hell, at that point I wasn’t convinced I was ever going to get close enough to a girl to touch a pair of panties while she was actually wearing them.

Then Chloe arrived at our house.

And everything changed.

She was the twenty-two-year-old daughter of one of my dad’s old college buddies, and she’d come to stay with us for a week while she was in town for a destination wedding with a few of her girlfriends.

For the next five days, Chloe had a makeshift bedroom set up in the guest room directly across the hallway from mine.

The moment I saw her, her beauty completely tripped me up.

I only met her briefly that first day because, for the next few days, she was constantly downtown with her friends, running around, shopping, eating out, and taking in the sights of our city. She barely spent any time at the house.

It was a damn shame, too, because she was fucking gorgeous.

She had long, flowing chestnut hair and big boobs that sat so perfectly inside her dress that I immediately had trouble keeping my eyes on her face. Her figure was slender but still curved in all the right places, with just enough of an hourglass shape to make every outfit seem like it had been designed specifically for her body.

She had big auburn eyes, thick brows, and pouty, full lips that looked almost too perfect to be real.

She was a fucking knockout in every possible way, and from practically the second I saw her, my horny teenage brain was already imagining every dirty thing I wanted to do with her.

Of course, her exceptional beauty also meant she was way out of my league.

Not slightly out of my league.

Not the kind where maybe I could’ve gotten lucky if I said exactly the right thing at exactly the right moment.

Chloe belonged to an entirely different universe.

And if her looks weren’t intimidating enough, she was also a social media influencer with more than a million followers. She wasn’t merely too beautiful for a small, skinny loser like me. She was popular in a way I couldn’t even comprehend.

People actually knew who she was.

When I first met her, I didn’t know anything about her success online. But once I found out, it didn’t surprise me in the slightest.

Chloe had this aura about her, like she knew people were watching whenever she walked into a room and had long ago gotten used to it. She seemed effortlessly confident and completely untouchable, which only made me want her more.

Then there was her perfume.

Some sweet combination of pear and vanilla that clung faintly to her smooth, bronzed skin and seemed to follow her wherever she went.

Even during that first brief meeting on our front doorstep, it drove me fucking wild.

I still remember standing there while the breeze moved through her chestnut hair, carrying another trace of that sweet perfume toward me. My eyes kept drifting over her body no matter how hard I tried to behave normally, and my dick actually twitched inside my pants.

After Chloe arrived, I gathered bits and pieces about her from my dad. She didn’t have a boyfriend, and from what I could tell, she definitely didn’t have time for an eighteen-year-old guy like me anyway—someone who was still living at home and hadn’t even graduated from high school yet.

So I quietly—and shyly—observed her from a distance.

Every time she left the house for the day, her temporary bedroom across the hall seemed to transform into this mysterious, coveted space that was completely off-limits but so fucking inviting to a horny eighteen-year-old guy like me.

I knew I wasn’t supposed to go in there. That was probably half the appeal.

One morning, I overheard Chloe telling my dad that she’d be gone until late that evening, and immediately I sensed an opportunity to sneak into her room. I didn’t have any specific plan for what I was going to do once I got in there. At least, that was what I told myself. It was mostly simple curiosity. I wanted to see what a gorgeous, popular college girl’s bedroom looked like and what kinds of things she kept tucked away when nobody else was around.

Nothing more, really.

My dad would be gone all day, and so would my brothers. For once, I had the entire house to myself.

I knew I had my chance.

Of course, when I finally slipped inside Chloe’s room, there wasn’t much to see beyond three large suitcases and the temporary collection of things she’d scattered around during her stay. Still, simply being in there made me strangely nervous. It smelled faintly like her perfume, that sweet pear-and-vanilla scent that seemed to cling to everything she touched.

I crouched beside one of the suitcases and unzipped it.

To my surprise, it was filled to the brim with tons of skimpy little thongs and cute panties, almost all of them still brand-new, with tags dangling from the waistbands.

There were more pairs than I could immediately count.

For a second, I wondered why the hell anybody needed that much underwear. Then I remembered Chloe mentioning how companies constantly sent her free clothes because of her social media following. Clearly, she had more panties than she even knew what to do with.

Still, I couldn’t understand why she’d brought so many of them with her.

Then I remembered something she’d mentioned to my dad.

“I’m giving away some of the clothes to my friends in the city while I’m here.”

As the memory came back to me, another thought immediately followed.

Chloe had so much stuff that I could probably swipe a few things and she’d never even notice.

At that point, I didn’t know I was going to be into actually wearing panties or girls’ clothing. That hadn’t even entered my head yet. I took a few pairs of thongs simply as souvenirs, telling myself I didn’t have any real plans for them.

Maybe I’d jack off while holding them.

Maybe I’d cum on them.

The mere sight of all that skimpy underwear already had my imagination running wild with thoughts of gorgeous girls wearing it, so that seemed dirty enough.

Then I opened the second suitcase.

That was where I found more of Chloe’s clothes.

I bit my lip as I looked over the pile, then noticed a small hamper nearby. Her clothes from the previous day had been tossed casually inside, and right on top I recognized the powder-blue-and-sunflower sundress I’d seen her wearing.

My eyes immediately dropped lower.

Underneath it was a lacy white thong.

My heart started racing.

Unlike all the untouched underwear inside the suitcase, that thong had actually been on Chloe’s body. A gorgeous, popular twenty-two-year-old woman had worn it beneath that little sundress only the day before.

That somehow made it infinitely hotter.

I knew how fucking dirty it was, but I reached into the hamper anyway.

The lace felt soft between my fingers as I lifted the thong toward my face. For half a second, some sane little voice in the back of my head told me to put it down and get the hell out of her room before I did something incredibly stupid.

Instead, I brought it to my nose.

I inhaled.

There was still the faint, day-old scent of her on the fabric—slightly sweet, a little musky from dried sweat, and mixed with whatever else had lingered there after hours pressed against her body.

My dick immediately throbbed inside my shorts.

Jesus fucking Christ.

I wanted to jerk off with Chloe’s panties right then and there.

Suddenly overwhelmed by all the choices around me, I rushed over to the third suitcase and opened it. Inside were even more brand-new clothes: dresses, leggings, blouses, camisoles, bras—everything.

All of it still had tags.

There were probably hundreds of dollars’ worth of clothes sitting right in front of me, and Chloe apparently hadn’t paid for half of it.

But the new clothes weren’t what interested me anymore.

What I really wanted were the things Chloe had actually worn.

I returned to the hamper.

There was the sundress, the white thong, and a matching lacy white bra buried underneath it. I could picture exactly how the set must’ve looked on her body beneath that dress, and that thought alone made my cock press even harder against the front of my shorts.

So I took all of it.

I told myself Chloe had probably already picked out new clothes from the suitcases and intended to wear most of them only once anyway. She had so much stuff that there was no possible way she kept track of every single dress, bra, and pair of panties she owned.

She’d never notice these were missing.

At least, that was what I desperately wanted to believe.

And if she did notice?

Well, I could always blame it on the maid who came every other week to clean the house.

The thought made my stomach twist almost immediately.

Even in the middle of stealing a woman’s dirty underwear, I knew framing our housekeeper for it would be a rotten, incredibly shitty thing to do. I hoped it would never come to that, because I really didn’t want someone innocent getting blamed for my dirty little kink.

Again, I honestly didn’t know what I was planning.

I simply scooped up Chloe’s clothes with the intention of carrying them back across the hall and hiding them in my bedroom. They’d be pervy little keepsakes from the unbelievably hot woman temporarily sleeping twenty feet away from me.

I definitely had no intention of actually wearing any of them.

None.

I figured I’d sniff her panties a few more times, jerk off while imagining her in them, maybe cum inside the thong, and eventually figure out what the hell to do with everything afterward.

I knew I could’ve taken some of the brand-new clothes instead. Chloe probably would’ve been even less likely to notice those disappearing.

But somehow that didn’t seem nearly as exciting.

Those clothes hadn’t touched her.

They hadn’t spent the entire previous day wrapped around Chloe’s body, absorbing her warmth and the faint scent of her skin.

The things from the hamper had.

And that made all the difference.

I scooped up the dress, bra, and thong, bundling them against my chest. My pulse was still racing from the thrill of what I was doing as I pivoted toward the doorway.

That was when I saw her.

The blood drained from my face.

Chloe stood in the doorway with her arms crossed over her chest, her brown eyes wide and fixed directly on me.

“Um, hey,” I hesitated.

My voice sounded pathetic even to me.

Chloe tapped one foot against the carpet. There was a devilish little grin spreading across her lips now, somehow making the situation even more terrifying. I immediately dropped the clothes onto the floor as if that could somehow erase what she’d just seen.

“What are you up to in here?” she asked, narrowing her eyes as she stepped into the room.

“What? Um, I was… taking these clothes to the laundry machine downstairs. It’s a… chore that I have to do,” I said.

Even with my heart practically trying to punch its way through my ribs, I was weirdly pleased with the excuse I’d invented on the spot.

I didn’t think it was half-bad.

It was obviously complete bullshit, but at least it was plausible bullshit.

And somehow, even while terror and adrenaline ricocheted through my veins, I still couldn’t stop staring at Chloe.

That was the most humiliating part.

I’d just been caught standing in her bedroom with her bra, dress, and dirty thong bundled in my arms, and my horny brain still wouldn’t shut off long enough for me to properly panic.

Because she was just so fucking hot.

She was wearing a pair of tiny pink khaki shorts that showed way more of her legs than I needed to see. They called attention to just how long those legs were—and just how tall Chloe was. She was probably taller than me, although that wasn’t much of an accomplishment considering I stood only five feet five inches.

Chloe also wore a fitted cotton top that hugged her boobs like something out of Tomb Raider. Just as the shorts emphasized her height and those endless legs, the top made her boobs even more prominent than they already were, pressing against the fabric in a way that made it almost impossible for me not to look.

She had the most slender but dangerous curves. Her body was lean without looking delicate, all long legs, a narrow waist, and those big tits that seemed almost unfair on her frame. Her chestnut hair was pulled up into a ponytail, and a pair of sunglasses was tucked casually into her cleavage. She looked like she’d already been out doing a million things that morning while I’d been home sneaking around her bedroom like a horny little creep.

Chloe shook her head.

She gave me a friendly-enough smile, which eased my nerves and disarmed me for about half a second. Then I realized it wasn’t actually a friendly smile.

It was an amused one.

“You didn’t see me watching you, did you?” she asked. “Just now? I saw you sniffing my panties like a pervert.”

My eyes widened.

I was seriously fucked.

My heart slammed against my ribs so hard it almost hurt, and suddenly my entire body felt weak. My stomach dropped, my face went hot, and for one terrifying second, I genuinely thought I might faint right there in front of her.

I swallowed hard and stuttered, “I was… um, I’m sorry, I just…”

My pink, frustrated face and pathetic stammering weren’t exactly helping to prove my innocence.

Not that there was any innocence left to prove.

Chloe had apparently watched me put her dirty thong against my nose and fucking sniff it. There wasn’t an excuse in the world good enough to explain that.

Chloe laughed and tossed her head back, looking thoroughly entertained as she watched me squirm. That almost surprised me more than being caught. I’d expected disgust. I’d expected her to scream at me, call me a freak, or immediately storm downstairs looking for my dad.

Instead, she looked entertained.

Most girls, I imagined, would’ve been so horrified by what they’d just witnessed that smiling wouldn’t even have been an option—even for some diabolical reason.

But Chloe was smiling.

And somehow that made me even more nervous.

She walked toward me, and within seconds, I found her standing almost directly over me. It didn’t take long to confirm what I’d already suspected: she really was taller than me. Not dramatically, but enough that I had to tilt my face slightly upward to meet her eyes.

And just like that, I found myself completely intimidated by a girl.

A gorgeous girl.

A gorgeous girl whose dirty underwear I’d just been caught sniffing.

“I’m really sorry,” I groveled. “Please don’t tell anyone. I’ll… I’ll do whatever you want,” I said. “I just thought you were really pretty and…

I felt beyond humiliated. Worse, I hated how obviously nervous I was around her. I couldn’t seem to make my body behave normally, much less my mouth. It would’ve been difficult enough standing this close to any beautiful girl, but Chloe was on another fucking level.

I barely spent time around girls at all. Put me alone in a bedroom with practically any attractive young woman and I probably would’ve struggled to act normal.

Chloe, though?

Chloe was basically the hottest girl I’d ever seen in real life.

How the hell was I supposed to compose myself when she was standing a few feet away in tiny shorts, staring me down after catching me doing the most embarrassing thing imaginable?

“Pick them up,” Chloe said firmly.

“Wh—what?” I asked, confused.

“Pick up the panties,” she said. “If you love them so much, you’re going to pick them up and try them on.”

“Wait… what?”

I was still stuttering through practically every response, but this time it wasn’t only because I’d been caught.

For a second, I honestly wondered whether I’d heard her correctly.

Chloe rolled her eyes. She stepped back toward the door, closed it, and locked it before turning around again with her arms crossed. Then she nudged the thong toward me with the toe of her shoe and giggled.

“You’re going to get out of your shorts and get naked, and put on the thong—right now,” she said.

“But, I don’t want to do that,” I said.

“Too bad,” she said, making a mocking crying gesture with her hands at her eyes. “You’re going to do it unless you want everybody to know that you sniffed my panties. You know I have nearly one and a half million followers on my page, right? I have news articles written about me. I could make you famous overnight—for the worst reasons.”

A shock wave of terror rushed through me.

Except terror wasn’t quite the right word anymore.

There was embarrassment in it, definitely. Panic. Disbelief. Every instinct I had told me that putting on a woman’s panties in front of the hottest girl I’d ever met would be one of the most humiliating things I could possibly do.

But underneath all of that was something else.

Curiosity.

Before I could think too hard about it, I crouched down and picked up the panties.

I clutched the silky fabric between my fingers—the same fabric that, only minutes earlier, had felt so heavenly and forbidden against my skin. Before Chloe caught me, I’d practically been mesmerized by how soft and delicate the thong felt.

Now it seemed completely different.

Now it was a tangible reminder of what I’d done.

Of what she’d seen.

And, even worse, of what she’d just suggested I do next.

I stared down at the little scrap of white lace in my hand, turning it between my fingers. It looked so small. So obviously feminine. There was no mistaking it for anything a guy like me was supposed to wear.

“Go on,” she said again. “I’m not going to wait forever. Get naked and get into my panties. You’re going to wear them, just as if you were a girl.”

“Please, Chloe. I know it was wrong to sneak into your room but, you can’t seriously make me wear your panties,” I pleaded.

Chloe nodded and a sinister grin came over her lips. “Of course I can. And you’re going to do it unless you want all my social media followers to know what I caught you doing just now.”

I knew I had little choice. I was about to do the most unthinkable thing of my life.

The only question was whether I could actually go through with it.

Could I seriously get undressed in front of this unbelievably hot girl and then, on top of that, step into a pair of her panties while she watched me?

The thought alone made heat rush back into my face.

How fucking humiliating would that be?

When Chloe first arrived at our house, I’d imagined somehow impressing her. Maybe I’d find some sudden confidence and manage to flirt with her. Maybe she’d think I was cute despite the age difference and the fact that I was still finishing high school. In my most unrealistic fantasies, I’d even imagined working up the nerve to ask her out sometime.

I wanted her to look at me like a man.

Like somebody she could actually be attracted to.

How the hell was that supposed to happen after she watched me slip into a pair of lacy women’s panties?

I should’ve put them back down.

I should’ve apologized again, gone across the hall, locked myself in my bedroom, and tried to forget any of this had happened.

Instead, I kept holding them.

My thumb rubbed unconsciously over the smooth lace, and another little pulse of nervous excitement tightened low in my stomach.

Because beneath all the embarrassment, beneath every frantic thought about how ridiculous I was going to look and what Chloe might think of me afterward, there was one uncomfortable truth I couldn’t ignore.

But I had to do it. I couldn’t have everybody find out about the pervy thing I had done in her room.

So, still clutching the panties in one hand, I looked up at Chloe.

“The shorts—lose ‘em” she said with a smile.

I have to admit, there was definitely something arousing about a hot girl like her standing there grinning at me and telling me to take off my shorts, even if it wasn’t exactly the context I would’ve hoped for.

Still, some stupid, hopeful part of my brain immediately tried to turn the situation in my favor.

This meant she was going to see my dick, right?

And having a hot girl see your dick couldn’t be a bad thing. At least, that was what I told myself. Maybe once she saw me naked, the whole thing would stop being some humiliating joke and turn into something else.

Something hotter.

Sure, I wasn’t big. In fact, I knew perfectly well I was on the smaller side. But still, maybe the sight of my dick might make her want to do something more than boss me around? Maybe she’d realize I wasn’t just some nervous little kid living across the hallway from her.

Maybe she’d want to do something more.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

I reluctantly hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my shorts and shoved them down my legs. My hands felt clumsy from nerves, and I took a deep breath before reaching for my briefs.

My dick was practically rock-hard by that point, thanks to the fact that I had Chloe eyeing my shorts and telling me to ‘drop ‘em.’ What straight guy wouldn’t get rock-hard over that sort of demand from an insanely sexy girl?

I could only hope that, on that particular day, my usual four-and-three-quarter-inch dick might somehow manage to stretch itself to a full five inches for its grand debut in front of a girl.

I tugged my briefs down.

The second my cock sprang free, Chloe started giggling.

“Oh my… wow,” she said, obviously amused.

“It’s so small!” she laughed. “Please tell me it’s going to get bigger. Wait… actually… it’s completely hard, isn’t it? Oh my god! How sad! It’s so tiny and cute, though!”

The words hit me like a fucking gut punch.

All that stupid hope I’d built up vanished instantly.

I told myself Chloe was only teasing me because I’d been caught sniffing her panties. Maybe this was simply her way of getting even with me, embarrassing me the way I’d embarrassed myself by sneaking into her room.

But that didn’t change the fact that I knew my dick was small.

And this was exactly the thing I’d secretly dreaded for years: finally getting naked in front of a beautiful girl and having her react not with curiosity or desire, but laughter.

Chloe seemed to be getting a genuine kick out of it, too. She covered her mouth with one hand, but that didn’t do much to hide the chuckles escaping through her fingers.

“Shut up!” I whined.

Chloe shook her head and said, “You don’t tell me to shut up. You kiss my ass if you want to get out of this room today with your reputation intact. Understand?”

With that, Chloe whipped out her phone and took a few snaps of my small, pink dick.

“Wait… what are you… what are you doing?!” I shouted. Chloe giggled and said, “Just a bit of insurance that you’re going to cooperate. Now that the whole world can see how tiny your dick is, I think you’ll do as I say without dragging your feet?”

“Fuck,” I grumbled.

“Now, get those panties on!” Chloe snapped. Her tone was surprisingly direct and forceful, to the point that I felt a bit terrified of her wrath.

My face burned.

At that point, I almost wanted to pull my briefs right back up and pretend none of it had happened.

Instead, I looked down at the thong still dangling from my fingers.

Then I lowered it toward the floor and stepped into it.

And to my surprise, the instant the silky fabric brushed against my feet and ankles, something shifted inside me.

Something that had absolutely nothing to do with Chloe.

I licked my lips and slowly pulled the thong upward.

The fabric slid smoothly over my calves, then my knees, before tightening around my thighs. My pulse picked up again, but this time the feeling was different. Less like humiliation and more like nervous anticipation.

I kept pulling.

When the front of the thong reached my stiff cock, I carefully worked the fabric around it. As small as my dick was, I still had to bend my erection upward against my belly to fit everything beneath the tiny scrap of material.

The lace stretched snugly over me.

At the same time, the thin string slid between my ass cheeks and settled tightly against my taint, while the front cupped my balls in soft, stretchy fabric.

I froze.

Fuck.

It felt way better than I’d expected.

The thong hugged me everywhere in a way my boxers never did. The silky material pressed against my balls while the narrow strip between my ass cheeks gave me a constant little reminder that I was wearing something completely, unmistakably feminine.

It should’ve made me want to tear the thing off.

Instead, my cock throbbed harder beneath the lace.

“Fuck,” I breathed quietly.

The pressure really did feel good.

Almost embarrassingly good.

A bead of pre-cum swelled at the tip of my cock as the silky material rubbed over the underside of my shaft and balls. I could feel every tiny movement of the thong against my skin whenever I shifted my weight.

“How does it feel to dress in a thong? Do you like it?” Chloe asked. “I think you do. You look like it.”

Before I could answer, Chloe stepped closer.

I suddenly felt the tip of her finger brush over the head of my cock, catching the bead of pre-cum that had leaked from the slit.

My whole body jerked.

“Fuck,” I moaned.

Chloe giggled.

Then she brought her finger to her mouth and sucked the pre-cum from the tip.

I stared at her.

For a second, I honestly thought my knees might give out.

The hottest girl I had ever seen had just tasted my pre-cum while I stood there wearing her thong.

Whatever humiliation I’d been feeling suddenly got tangled up with something much hotter. My cock pulsed beneath the lace, straining uselessly against the tight little pouch while I watched her lips close around the same finger that had just touched me.

Fuck.

If this was what happened when I went along with her suggestions, some dangerous part of me was suddenly willing to find out what else she had in mind.

Maybe I was turning her on after all.

“You look like such a sissy boy,” she said with a grin. “Your cum is kind of sweet, too. I guess that makes sense for a femboy like you.”

“Shut up,” I scoffed.

But there wasn’t much force behind it.

Not when I was standing there completely exposed except for a tiny white thong that belonged to her, my hard dick visibly straining against the lace.

“Now, let’s see,” Chloe said, looking toward the pile of clothes.

She reached down and picked up the lacy bra that matched the thong.

“Put this on, and don’t waste my time. Hurry up,” she said. I obeyed her, for fear of incurring any wrath.

I took the bra from her and awkwardly tried to maneuver it around my chest, immediately realizing that putting on a bra was a hell of a lot more complicated than it looked. I fumbled with the straps and twisted the band around my ribs, trying to reach behind myself for the clasp without looking completely clueless.

Eventually, Chloe stepped in to help me.

“You’re so pathetic; you can’t even put a bra on. I’ll bet you’ve definitely never unsnapped one off a girl, have you?” she giggled.

She fastened the bra behind my back, and I immediately felt the band tighten around my chest. The straps settled over my shoulders, snug but not uncomfortable, and suddenly the whole thing felt much more real than it had when I was fumbling with it myself.

“Come and look,” she said with a laugh.

Chloe motioned toward the mirror, and I walked over.

For a moment, I just stared.

There I was, standing in front of the mirror wearing a white lace bra and matching panties. The sight was so strange that it took my brain a second to fully process what I was seeing. I expected to look ridiculous. I expected to look like exactly what I was—a skinny eighteen-year-old guy stuffed awkwardly into women’s underwear.

Instead, I was shocked by how feminine I already looked.

Sure, the illusion wasn’t perfect. The head of my dick was still poking up over the waistband of the thong, making it pretty fucking obvious what I was underneath everything. But from the waist up, with my narrow shoulders and slim frame, the bra changed my shape more than I expected it to.

I kept looking at myself.

And the longer I looked, the stranger the feeling became.

“Now…” Chloe said, glancing back toward the clothes. “I think we’ll dress you up just like how I was dressed yesterday.”

She lifted the sundress into the air.

“Put this on—I’ll help you.”

I took the dress from her and, under Chloe’s instruction, worked my way into it.

The flowing cotton slipped over my body with almost no resistance. It was soft and light against my skin, nothing like the stiff jeans and T-shirts I was used to wearing. The skirt fell loosely around my thighs, brushing against my legs whenever I moved.

I looked down.

The bra was empty, obviously, but beneath the dress it still pushed the fabric outward just enough to suggest a tiny chest. From certain angles, it almost looked like I had a pair of small A-cup boobs.

The illusion shouldn’t have worked.

But somehow it did.

And seeing that little feminine shape in the front of the dress sent another pulse of excitement through me.

I was getting turned on by my own reflection.

That realization probably should’ve bothered me more than it did.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

Before I could answer, Chloe grabbed my hand and pulled me into the bathroom.

There, she opened a smaller suitcase filled with makeup she’d apparently been gifted through her social media work. There were palettes, powders, brushes, tubes, compacts, bottles—more cosmetic products than I’d ever seen together in my life.

Most of them were brand-new.

And every single one of them looked completely foreign to me.

“We’re going to make you pretty,” she said with a smile.

Something about Chloe’s demeanor had changed.

The mischievous edge was still there, but the more she dressed me up, the less sinister her teasing seemed. She almost seemed caring now. Interested. Like she wasn’t merely laughing at me anymore but genuinely enjoying the process of changing how I looked.

As she began applying makeup to my face, she started talking.

“I know you’re not a pervert,” she said. “You’re just a sissy boy who didn’t know what he was supposed to do around panties. I don’t blame you. No girl has ever told you your place.”

“My… place?” I asked, confused.

“That’s right,” she said. “You’re meant to be a femboy and dress up like a girl. You like wearing the bra, panties, and dress, huh? I can tell you love it.”

My immediate instinct was to deny it.

The problem was that Chloe had eyes.

She could see my face. She could see how often I glanced down at the dress. She could probably tell from the way I kept shifting my hips that I was hyperaware of the thong wedged between my ass cheeks and wrapped tightly around my dick and balls.

I’d been expecting the underwear to feel embarrassing.

Instead, the constant pressure of the lace against my skin was almost impossible to ignore.

“I like the way it feels, I guess… but that doesn’t make me gay,” I said.

“I never said you were gay,” Chloe replied. “And, way to be homophobic. Being gay isn’t wrong, you know.”

“No, I know,” I said quickly. “I just… I like girls. I’m attracted to girls. I didn’t want you to think that because I was dressed like a girl, I wasn’t a normal, straight guy who is attracted to… beautiful girls.”

I let my eyes linger on Chloe when I said the last part, hoping she’d understand exactly what I meant.

She did.

She just didn’t seem particularly impressed by it.

Instead, Chloe laughed and shook her head.

“Well, you’re not just a guy anymore; you’re a femboy. You’re sort of in between a girl and a guy. You hang out with girls and maybe you aren’t attracted to guys yet, but enough time and you’re going to start thinking about them in ways you never thought possible.”

“What? How do you know that?” I asked.

“Because you’re not the first boy I’ve turned into a femboy,” she said with a laugh. “And you probably won’t be the last. Often guys drool over me. And sure, the big strong boys make me wet. But guys like you… I decided that I should do something to help the world with all my influence on social media. So that’s why I decided to start helping boys become femboys.”

“Wh—what? Seriously?” I said. “But I’m not a femboy. I’m just dressed like a girl for the moment. It isn’t as if I… enjoy it.”

The lie felt especially ridiculous as the thong shifted between my ass cheeks when I moved.

I could feel every inch of it.

And I definitely didn’t hate it.

“Mm-hm,” Chloe said.

She pulled out her phone and opened her social media profile.

“See her? Femboy. And her? That’s a femboy, too!” she laughed. “They’re all cross-dressing boys. And they’re so much happier for it.”

I stared at the screen.

At first, I honestly thought Chloe was messing with me.

The people in the photos looked like beautiful girls.

Photo after photo showed Chloe posing with pretty, feminine people in cute clothes, short skirts, makeup, and carefully styled hair. Some were blonde. Some were brunette. Some were dressed casually, while others looked like they were headed out to clubs or parties.

If Chloe hadn’t told me otherwise, I never would’ve questioned any of them.

They just looked like girls.

Hot girls.

That realization made my head spin a little.

Some of them were so attractive that, if I’d stumbled across those photos alone late at night, I easily could’ve unzipped my jeans and jerked off while looking at them, never realizing that I was masturbating to pictures of guys dressed as girls.

The thought was confusing as hell.

Not necessarily bad.

Just confusing.

I’d spent so long assuming there was some obvious visual line separating men from women that I’d never really considered how much clothes, makeup, hair, posture, and presentation could completely change the way someone looked.

Cross-dressing suddenly didn’t seem like a joke anymore.

Chloe had helped those guys look so convincingly feminine that I actually found myself envying them.

They looked comfortable.

Pretty.

Confident.

Some of them looked more natural dressed as girls than I felt dressed as myself.

That thought stuck with me.

At least until Chloe lifted a hand mirror in front of my face.

Then every other thought disappeared.

“Holy shit,” I blurted.

I barely recognized the person staring back at me.

My eyes looked bigger somehow. My skin looked smoother. Whatever Chloe had done had softened the angles of my face and made my features seem far more delicate than I’d ever noticed before.

I didn’t see myself.

Not exactly.

I saw a pretty girl.

A genuinely pretty girl, like one of the people in the photos Chloe had just shown me.

For several seconds, I couldn’t stop staring.

I moved the mirror slightly, looking at my face from one angle and then another, trying to find the familiar version of myself underneath everything.

But the illusion held.

That was the strangest part.

Chloe could see the shock written all over my face, and she laughed with completely unrestrained amusement.

“Now we have some fun,” she said.

She grabbed my hand and pulled me back toward the bedroom.

Chloe reached into another suitcase and pulled out something strange. “I’ve got a toy here. I’m going to put it on you quickly, and I’m not telling you what it is. Because if I do, you might get too hard to wear it.”

Now I was really confused.

She held up a strange pink plastic device and said, “Hold your dress up.”

For a second, I just stared at her. I had no idea what the hell she was planning, and that probably should’ve been enough to make me refuse. But after everything else she’d already talked me into—and how embarrassingly much I’d enjoyed it—I found myself curious enough to go along with her.

So I nodded and lifted my dress.

Chloe tugged my thong down, exposing my dick and balls. My cock had softened considerably beneath the tight lace, but just having her crouched in front of me sent another little twitch through it.

Then I felt cool plastic close around my dick.

I looked down as Chloe carefully fitted the strange device around me, securing it snugly around the base of my cock and balls. There was a soft click as it closed, followed by the tiny metallic sound of a key turning.

“What the… hey, what the hell?!” I cried.

I stared down in disbelief.

Chloe had locked my dick inside a little pink plastic cage.

She giggled at my shocked expression. “Come on. You’re going to be rewarded—don’t worry.”

I should’ve demanded that she take it off immediately.

Instead, I stood there staring at it.

The cage held my cock pointed downward, keeping everything tucked tightly beneath the skirt of my dress. It made my dick look almost nonexistent. Between the bra, the sundress, the thong around my hips, and now this ridiculous little cage hiding my cock, I somehow felt even more feminine than before.

Like my dick had suddenly become irrelevant.

The thought should’ve repulsed me.

Instead, it sent an unexpected pulse of arousal through my stomach.

“What the hell is this thing? Where did you get this?” I asked.

“Calm down, it’s a cock cage. It’s for femboys to train themselves not to use their penises. Yours is so small that you’re already halfway to not having a dick as it is,” she laughed.

“Fuck you,” I muttered, but my embarrassment only seemed to amuse her more.

Chloe reclined on the bed, lying back as she lifted her legs into the air. Then she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts and peeled them down her thighs.

My irritation disappeared almost instantly.

“Holy fuck,” I whispered.

Her shorts slipped over her feet, leaving her in nothing but a tiny yellow thong beneath her top. She rolled onto her back again, and I caught sight of her bare ass cheeks surrounding the narrow strip of fabric buried between them.

My cock immediately tried to harden.

The cage stopped it.

“Ugh, fuck,” I groaned.

It didn’t exactly hurt, but the pressure was intense. My dick swelled until it filled the little enclosure completely, the snug plastic preventing it from expanding any farther.

Chloe noticed immediately.

“Oh, you like that, don’t you?” she laughed.

I gritted my teeth as my cock strained uselessly inside the cage.

It was frustrating as hell.

And somehow that frustration was turning me on even more.

Every glimpse of Chloe made my dick try to grow, and every attempt only reminded me that it couldn’t. The sensation made me painfully aware of just how completely my cock had been taken out of the equation.

I could’ve asked her to unlock it.

I didn’t.

Chloe covered her mouth and giggled, obviously delighted by my reaction.

“Come here, sissy boy. You’re going to make me wet,” she said with all the confidence of someone who already knew I was going to obey.

And, fuck me, she was right.

I watched as she hooked her fingers beneath her thong and slowly slid it over her hips. The yellow fabric dragged across her ass before slipping down her thighs. She caught it around one ankle, dangled it from her toes for a second, then kicked it aside.

Then Chloe spread her legs.

My breath caught.

Her pussy opened between her thighs, soft and pink and already glistening faintly beneath the bedroom light.

My cock throbbed violently inside the cage.

I winced at the crushing pressure and grabbed the front of my dress.

Chloe laughed.

“Eat my pussy. Hurry up, femboy bitch!”

The words sent another hot wave through me.

Under any other circumstances, having Chloe spread out naked from the waist down and inviting me between her thighs would’ve been the absolute fantasy of my life.

Even now, it almost was.

The only difference was that my dick was trapped inside a stupid pink cage, completely useless while the hottest girl I’d ever met lay there waiting for my mouth.

I climbed onto the bed willingly and moved between her legs.

The sweet, warm scent of her pussy hit me as I lowered myself closer, and my dick strained helplessly once again.

Fuck.

She smelled incredible.

Chloe lifted her hips slightly toward me, and I understood exactly what she wanted.

So I gave it to her.

I pressed my mouth against her pussy and tasted her for the first time.

My tongue moved clumsily between her folds, brushing over the soft, wet flesh while I tried to figure out what the hell I was doing. I had never eaten pussy before, but I’d watched enough porn to have at least some idea.

Still, the real thing was completely different.

She was warmer than I expected. Softer. Wetter.

And the little sounds Chloe made whenever I dragged my tongue between her puffy outer lips told me when I was doing something right.

“You’re good at this,” she giggled. “You must be, since you’re basically a girl yourself. It’s not as though you have a dick.”

I groaned against her pussy, irritated by the insult even as my cock fought desperately against the cage.

The vibration of my mouth made Chloe gasp.

That reaction encouraged me.

I kept licking her, moving my tongue through her folds while she shifted beneath me. After a minute or two, her teasing started to fade away.

Soon there were fewer insults and far more moans.

Her breathing grew heavier. Her boobs rose and fell beneath her shirt as she took long, deep breaths, occasionally letting out soft little sighs whenever my tongue found a particularly sensitive spot.

I must’ve been doing something right.

Knowing that only made me more eager.

I worked my tongue against her pussy while my own dick stayed trapped and useless between my legs. The contrast was almost maddening. Chloe had exactly the kind of pussy I’d spent years imagining whenever I jerked off—the kind I would’ve clicked on immediately if I’d seen it in a porn thumbnail.

It was fucking picture-perfect.

And now I had my face buried between her thighs while my own cock couldn’t do a damn thing.

The humiliation of it made the cage feel even tighter.

“Mm, perfect,” she said with a satisfied little giggle. “You got me all nice and ready.”

I finally lifted my face from between her thighs, my lips and chin damp.

“Ready for what?” I asked.

“For this.”

Chloe reached over the side of the bed.

“I have another toy that I got for free. I never ever thought I would find a use for it, but lucky me.”

I watched her reach down and pull out a big black dildo attached to a strap-on harness.

My stomach tightened.

But as Chloe unfolded it, I realized it wasn’t an ordinary strap-on.

On the opposite side of the large black cock was a smaller dildo positioned to fit inside her at the same time.

I stared at it.

Then I stared at Chloe.

She only grinned.

She wrapped the harness around her waist and adjusted the straps until the toy sat securely against her body. Then she spread her legs again and guided the smaller end toward her wet pussy.

“Mm, ugh,” she gasped.

I watched, completely transfixed, as she slowly pushed the smaller dildo inside herself.

Her brow furrowed.

Her lips parted.

And then she bit her lower lip while looking directly at me, obviously enjoying every inch as the toy slid deeper into her body.

My cock immediately swelled again.

“Fuck,” I groaned.

The cage squeezed around my erection, stopping it before it could fully grow.

Chloe noticed my reaction and smiled.

I could only stare at the big black cock now jutting from between her legs.

Seeing that huge dildo attached to the same gorgeous girl I’d just been eating out did something confusing and intensely erotic to my brain. Everything about the situation felt wrong compared with the fantasies I’d always had about girls.

But my dick clearly hadn’t gotten the message.

It kept trying to get hard anyway.

“You’re such a good girl,” Chloe said. “Getting me all nice and ready for this. And now, you’re really going to earn my confidence.”

Chloe licked her lips.

“Now, come here and get on your back.”

“What?” I asked.

“You heard me, sissy bitch. You’re going to lie back like a girl in your pretty dress, and I’m going to fuck your boy-pussy,” she laughed.

The words sent a jolt straight through me.

The dildo was enormous, I’d never had anything in my ass before, and the entire idea was so far outside anything I’d ever imagined myself doing.

So, after another second of staring at Chloe, I nodded and lay back on the bed.

Chloe climbed over me until she was kneeling between my legs. She tore open a small packet of lube and squeezed a generous amount over the thick black dildo, coating the rubber until it shined.

I looked down at it.

Jesus Christ.

It had to be eight inches long—at least—and nearly as thick as my wrist.

“Please, Chloe, I… I don’t know if I can take that,” I said. “I’ve never even put my finger in my ass. There’s no way that’s going to fit.”

“Shut up with your whining,” she said. “If you’re going to be a pretty girl, you’re going to have to learn to take dick in your boy-pussy. Sure, it’s not as nice as a girl’s pussy, but it’s close enough.”

She reached down and gently pulled the narrow back of my thong aside. Cool air touched my bare ass, followed by the slick pressure of her fingertip circling my hole.

My entire body tensed.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

Even that tiny touch felt completely alien. She rubbed around the tight opening, spreading the lube and teasing me until my muscles gradually stopped clenching.

“Mm… very tight and warm,” she murmured with obvious approval.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned.

My asshole puckered against her fingertip.

I hadn’t expected that to feel good.

But it did.

The sensation was strange—intimate and embarrassing as hell—but each slow circle sent a tiny little shiver through me. Before long, I found myself subtly pressing back toward her hand, wanting just a little more even while my brain continued screaming that I had no idea what the hell I was doing.

The cock cage tightened around my dick as I started to swell.

Chloe noticed.

“That’s it,” she said.

She kept teasing me until I felt the broad, slick head of the rubber cock settle against my virgin asshole.

My stomach flipped.

That was very different from her finger.

The dildo felt huge against me.

“Now, take deep breaths and relax,” she said. “Just focus on opening up your pussy for me. I’ll go slow.”

“Please,” I said nervously. “Are you sure I can take this?”

“Of course.”

“Well, we don’t have to do it. I can just show my followers what you did,” she said. “And I can show them your tiny dick. How does that sound? OR, you can finish your femboy training and be a good cockslut,” she said to me.

Reluctant, I finally nodded and swallowed. “Fine,” I said.

“Good,” Chloe said. With that, I felt her push the head of the dildo into my stubborn and reluctant asshole.

“Oh—ugh… fuck!”

My hands gripped the bedspread.

The first pressure burned.

Chloe started moving again.

The rubber head slipped farther inside.

“Oh, fuck…”

My ass stretched around it inch by agonizing inch, the fullness becoming more intense until I couldn’t believe my body was actually taking something that large.

“Take it, good femboy,” Chloe said. “Mm… doesn’t it feel so good? Your tight boy-pussy feels incredible against the toy inside me.”

“Ugh… ah!”

I grunted and stared up at her.

Chloe hovered over me, her big boobs hanging forward as she moved, her nipples stiff at their tips. Every little motion of her hips pushed the toy inside her at the same time it stretched deeper into me.

I wanted to reach up and grab her tits.

Instead, I stayed where I was, letting her take control because, humiliatingly enough, that was part of what I liked.

I was lying there in her bra, thong, and sundress with a huge black dildo slowly sinking into my ass.

I’d never felt so fucking ridiculous.

Or so strangely pretty.

That contradiction was messing with my head more than anything.

I loved what Chloe had transformed me into. The dress against my thighs, the lace around my body, the makeup on my face—all of it made me feel softer and prettier than I ever had before.

“Come on… open up… stop fighting it,” she murmured.

I made myself unclench. “Fuck,” I groaned through gritted teeth.

Chloe pushed a little deeper.

The stretching burn returned. At first, I was convinced the discomfort would never disappear. Every thrust reminded me that my ass had never been used this way before.

But after a little while, something changed. The sharpness faded.

The burning became a deep, intrusive pressure instead—a heavy fullness inside my ass that wasn’t exactly painful anymore.

And then, disturbingly, it started edging toward something almost pleasurable. I could feel the dildo pressing against places inside me I’d never even known could feel anything.

A faint, teasing pleasure started pulsing through the base of my cock. My dick stayed mostly trapped and useless inside the cage, but I could feel pre-cum gathering anyway.

Somehow, despite barely being touched there, I had the insane feeling that being fucked in the ass might actually make me cum.

“You’re so fucking pretty,” Chloe said. “Do you know that? Out of all the femboys I’ve helped dress up, I think you might be the prettiest. You could go to a mall right now and come home with five guys begging to fuck your brains out—hot guys, too.”

I should’ve hated that idea. At least, I thought I should. But lying there with the dildo sliding in and out of me, it didn’t sound quite as horrifying as it would’ve an hour earlier.

I imagined guys looking at me and seeing the same pretty girl I’d seen in the mirror. Wanting me. Wanting this version of me.

The thought made my stomach flutter. I still wasn’t sure I actually wanted men. But the fantasy of being desired while dressed like this?

That was harder to reject.

“Pretend my dildo is one of their big dicks pumping into you,” Chloe said. “You love it, don’t you? You want to dress up like a pretty little whore and take a big cock in your boy-pussy.”

Her dirty teasing made my face burn.

“You little femboy bitch,” she continued. “I could tell the moment I saw you in here sniffing my panties that there was something in you begging to come out.”

The dildo sank deeply into me again. I moaned.

“You’re trying to act like some macho boy,” she teased. “But like this? All dressed up and pretty? You’re fucking perfect.”

I knew she was playing with me. I knew the humiliation was part of what she was doing. And somehow, knowing that only made it easier to let the words wash over me.

Because a part of me liked hearing them.

As Chloe fucked me and talked, her words started sinking into the same part of my brain that was responding to every deep thrust of the dildo.

The clothes felt good. Being pretty felt good. Being desired this way felt good. And, increasingly, having the big dildo filling my ass felt fucking good, too.

The physical sensation and her teasing seemed to blend together until I couldn’t separate one from the other.

Every time she called me pretty, the toy slid deeper. Every time she called me a girl, my ass clenched around the rubber cock. Every time she described men wanting me, another strange little pulse of pleasure ran through my trapped dick.

“You’re so beautiful,” Chloe said. “Such a beautiful girl. You could be in the photos on my profile page and everybody would comment on how pretty you were.”

My breathing grew heavier.

“You like that idea, don’t you? Guys looking at pictures of you all dressed up like a girl and jerking off because they think you’re hot.”

“Ugh, fuck,” I groaned.

Chloe kept pumping the dildo into my ass. Deeper. Then almost all the way out. Then deep again.

My body had stopped resisting her rhythm. Now my hips moved slightly with each thrust, meeting her without me consciously deciding to do it.

I felt wetness leaking from the tip of my caged dick. Pre-cum slipped through the opening and ran slowly along my balls.

Chloe looked down and laughed. She gave my cage and balls a playful little slap.

“Look at all this wetness coming from your clit,” she teased. “Silly girl. You’re really enjoying this.”

Chloe started moving faster.

The dildo pumped in and out of me with increasingly smooth, steady strokes while she ground herself against the smaller toy inside her. Every movement that fucked me also stimulated her, and before long, she seemed almost completely lost in the sensation.

Her eyes drifted closed. Her lips parted.

The teasing grin finally disappeared as pleasure took over her expression.

Her hips kept working against me, faster and more urgently now, while I lay beneath her in my pretty dress and took every thrust she gave me.

“Mm… ugh!” she whined and whimpered. “You’re going to make me cum!”

“You’d better cum for me, too!” she cried out.

Her face tightened, and she gritted her teeth as another deep thrust pushed the dildo into me. Then she cried out into the room, her entire body trembling as her orgasm took hold.

Before I even understood what was happening to me, I felt my own pleasure suddenly surge.

It came shockingly fast.

As Chloe shook above me, the dildo buried deep in my ass pressed hard against something inside me that sent a pulse of pleasure straight through my legs and into my trapped cock. I gasped as the sensation hit again, stronger this time, and realized the toy was rubbing directly against my prostate.

Fuck.

I couldn't stop it.

The pleasure tightened through my entire lower body until my asshole clenched helplessly around the thick rubber cock. My dick throbbed inside the cage, and suddenly I felt myself tipping over the edge.

“Ugh, FUCK!” I cried out, squeezing my eyes shut.

My orgasm ripped through me.

My ass flexed and contracted around the big fake cock while my caged dick pulsed uselessly against the plastic. Warm, sticky cum leaked through the opening of the cage instead of shooting out the way it normally would, dribbling slowly over my balls.

The strange restraint somehow made the climax feel even more humiliating.

And hotter.

Chloe was still coming, too.

Her hips jerked against me as she rode out her orgasm, the toy inside her moving with every little shudder of her body. For several seconds, neither of us seemed capable of doing anything except moan and tremble together.

When Chloe finally came down from her orgasm, she opened her eyes and sucked in a deep breath.

Then she lowered herself over me and kissed my cheek.

“What a beautiful girl you make,” she whispered. “You’re going to want to stay this way.”

I just lay there with my mouth hanging open, panting as the last waves of my orgasm rolled through me.

My asshole continued to throb around the dildo, clenching involuntarily every few seconds. My legs felt weak and almost weightless, while the wet, sticky mess from my orgasm slowly cooled against my balls.

She carefully began pulling the dildo out. The thick rubber dragged slowly through my stretched hole.

I shivered.

Even after everything we'd just done, the sensation of it sliding free made my whole body tremble with weak, exhausted pleasure.

Chloe unfastened the harness from around her waist and laughed.

“You’re such a silly femboy bitch. I didn’t actually think you’d cum from getting your boy-pussy fucked. It’s actually kind of pathetic. I love it.”

I wanted to curse her. I probably would've if I'd had enough energy.

Instead, I just glared at her while lying there in the dress she'd put me in, my makeup still on, my cock locked away in its ridiculous pink cage, and my ass aching pleasantly from the dildo I'd willingly let her fuck me with.

I wasn't the same boring eighteen-year-old guy I'd been that morning. At least, I didn't feel like him anymore.

I kept thinking about the person I'd seen in the mirror.

That beautiful, feminine version of myself in the little white bra and thong, with Chloe's makeup softening my face and the sundress flowing around my body.

I thought about how much fun I'd had getting dressed up.

How fucking good the thong had felt.

How exciting it had been to look feminine enough that even I had trouble recognizing myself.

And, embarrassingly, I kept thinking about the dildo.

I had gone into it scared that I wouldn't even be able to take the thing. Instead, I'd ended up lying beneath Chloe and cumming while she fucked my ass with it.

That realization created another question I wasn't prepared to answer.

What would a real dick feel like?

The thought should've immediately disgusted me.

Instead, my stomach fluttered.

I found myself wondering what it would be like if some guy looked at me dressed this way and genuinely wanted me. If he saw a pretty girl first and the truth underneath only made him want me more.

I wasn't suddenly convinced I wanted to go out and fuck a guy.

But for the first time in my life, imagining a real cock inside me didn't seem completely impossible.

And that confused the hell out of me.

Chloe eventually unlocked the cock cage and removed it from my body. The relief of having my dick free again was immediate, although it felt strangely exposed after spending so long tucked away beneath my dress.

By the time Chloe's trip came to an end and she was ready to fly back home, I was still trying to process everything that had happened between us.

She said goodbye to my dad and brothers like any other houseguest.

But she had a special gift for me.

“Don’t open it until you’re in your room, obviously,” she whispered.

I carried the package upstairs and closed my bedroom door before opening it.

Inside were the dress, bra, and thong I'd worn that afternoon.

Chloe had given them to me.

The pink cock cage was there, too, along with some of the makeup she'd used on my face.

I stared down at everything spread across my bed.

Only days earlier, I would've considered a pile like that completely foreign. Girls' things. Stuff I might've fantasized about stealing or touching because it belonged to somebody beautiful like Chloe.

Now it belonged to me.

Inside the package was a note.

Practice makes perfect, femboy. I’m coming back to town next month, and you’d better be the most beautiful, confident girl EVER. If you still want to explore this, we’re going out on the town—and maybe we’ll even find you a few boys you actually want to fuck.

I stared at that last line for a long time.

My stomach sank.

Then it fluttered.

The idea still scared the hell out of me. I wasn't ready to admit that I wanted some guy's dick any more than I'd been ready that morning to admit I wanted to wear panties.

But that comparison wasn't exactly comforting. Because look how that had turned out.

I picked up the thong.

The silky fabric slipped through my fingers, immediately bringing back the memory of how it had felt wrapped tightly around my dick and balls. Then I looked at the dress, the makeup, and the little pink cage.

I already knew I wasn't throwing any of it away. Truthfully, part of me was already counting down the days until Chloe came back.

I wanted to practice. I wanted to see how much prettier I could make myself without her help.

And when she returned, I wanted to walk downstairs looking so convincingly feminine that even Chloe would be impressed by the beautiful, cross-dressing sissy I'd become.
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When she isn’t writing, she is (clumsily) attempting yoga and chatting with friends in her home, Vermont.
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