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Introduction

The following is a two-series bundle containing:




Turned Sissy By My Lesbian Girlfriend

Feminized By My Best Friend




Each series originally consisted of four parts, all of which are included in this bundle.




For more bundles like this, please visit 

https://tiffanychastain.com/bundles


Turned Sissy By My Lesbian Girlfriend
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Part 1

Feminized


Chapter 1

Coming Clean

I could feel the tension building as I sat at the dining table, staring across from me at my girlfriend Maya. Maya hadn’t been herself lately. At least not since she returned home from work yesterday. She had been distant and aloof, continually ignoring me and dismissing my attempts to talk to her.

When she did answer me, she would tell me that everything was fine, but I knew better than to believe her because this wasn’t the first time she has acted this way. This was how she acted the last time she broke up with me.

She must be trying to think of what to say to finally end things between us for good.

I thought back to the last time she broke up with me. She told me that I wasn’t what she was looking for in a partner. I tried to find out what it was that I was lacking or that she need from me, but she refused to tell me. Instead she told me that I wouldn’t understand.

Maya, on the other hand, was everything I was looking for. She was gorgeous, smart, and for some reason, she seemed to love me. While we were separated, I thought about her constantly. I tried dating other women, but they could never compare to my Maya. So when she reached out to me several months later and asked for second chance, I eagerly jumped at the opportunity to reconnect.

Soon, it was as if we had never broken up. Our relationship picked up right where it had left off and we moved in together for the first time. I couldn’t be happier and I thought Maya was happy, too. But after the last 12 hours of her awkward silence, I was starting to doubt the state of our relationship. 

Now as I looked at her, her head was down, staring at her bowl of oatmeal as she stabbed at it with her spoon, not eating. Even in her sadness, she was beautiful. Her perfect porcelain skin, her flowing blonde hair, her perky breasts that I loved to ravage at every opportunity; she was beauty personified. 

Her head slowly raised. I briefly caught a glimpse of her eyes before she quickly hid her face again, avoiding me. That was my limit. 

If she wants to breakup with me again, then she just needs get it over with.

“What’s wrong, Maya?” I asked.

“Huh? Nothing,” she mumbled, still staring at her oatmeal.

I let out a long sigh. “Come on, I know you better than that. You were weird all night and you haven’t touched your breakfast this morning. Something is clearly wrong,” I said.

She raised her head again, this time keeping her eyes locked on mine. Her lip was quivering and it almost looked like she was about to cry.

“I-I don’t know how to say it,” she let out.

“Fine, Maya. I’ll say it for you. You’re breaking up with me again. That’s it, right? Just admit it.”

Panic flashed in here eyes. “What? No!” she exclaimed. Then her shoulders slumped as she said, “Well… Maybe.”

“Maybe? How can you maybe be breaking up with me?” I scoffed.

“It’s… complicated.”

I waited several moments for her to continue, but she was staring off into the distance.

“What’s complicated?” I asked to prod her along.

“Jack… I need to admit something to you,” she said hesitantly. “It’s been something that I’ve been battling for a long time. Something that I think I’m finally ready to admit to myself. And to the world.”

“Alright…” I said nervously.

She took a deep break and then exhaled as she said, “Jack, I’m a lesbian.”

That is NOT what I expected to hear.

My body froze for a moment while I considered what she had said. “You’re a lesbian? Don’t you mean that you’re bisexual? I mean, we’ve been together for over a year and you were with other men before me,” I replied.

“No, Jack. To be honest, while I love you… sexually you’ve just never done a lot for me. No man has,” she said. “Every day my eyes and mind keep drifting towards every woman I see. I admire them, I fantasize about them, I… I want to be with them.”

Hearing her words felt like a punch to my stomach. 

She doesn’t like having sex with me…

I lowered my head so she couldn’t see the pain in my eyes. “Oh, I see. So then I guess we are breaking up,” I said.

“I don’t want to,” she said. “I really do love you. You’re an amazing, supportive, caring partner. You would be everything I could ever want… if you were a woman.”

I laughed at the idea. “Well, I guess I can’t do anything about that. I would have been willing to do anything to keep you if it were in my power, but if you’re not sexually attracted to men then I guess you just need to find yourself a girlfriend.”

Silence hung between us for a long moment as neither of us looked at the other or said a word. Then Maya said, “Maybe that’s not true, Jack.”

I looked up at her, confused. “What do you mean?”

“You said that you would be willing to try anything, right?” she asked.

“Well, yeah. I guess,” I replied apprehensively.

“Would you consider becoming a girl for me?"

I cocked my head to the side as I stared at her in disbelief. “You mean like get fake breasts and have a sex change operation? Maya, I love you, but that’s asking a lot!”

“Not all that. At least not yet. For now you could just let me dress you up, apply some make up, and paint your nails. Just make you look more feminine.”

I don’t know why, but my dick was starting to get hard at the thought of her idea. I guess in a weird way her dressing me up sounded rather intimate. 

“But even if you made me look like a girl, I would still have a dick,” I said. “Wouldn’t that be an issue for you?”

“Actually, I may have a solution for that as well,” she said with a smirk.


Chapter 2

The Plan

My stomach churned at the thought of what Maya’s solution for me having a dick might be. “I don’t like the sound of that,” I said as I gave Maya a look of concern.

She chuckled and said, “It’s nothing drastic. You would just be… hiding it.”

I still couldn’t fathom what she meant and was growing more concerned with where this conversation was going. “How would someone possibly hide their penis?” I asked.

“I can show you if you’re interested,” she said.

To be honest, I didn’t know how to feel. But it was either go along with her weird idea or break up with her. Both options sounded bad, but going along with her plan was the least drastic for now so I decided to learn more about how she intended for me to hide my dick.

I shrugged as I said, “Sure, show me.”

“Ok, come with me.” Maya got up from her seat and started walking to the bedroom. I got up and followed her nervously. In the bedroom she opened her closet and pulled out a small cardboard box which she set on the bed. As she put her hands on the top of the box and looked at me I felt my anxiety peaking.

“I’ve been thinking about this conversation for a few weeks. I didn’t know how to tell you about my secret because I was afraid to lose you. I came up with this crazy plan as a last resort and bought some supplies just in case you were interested. I don’t blame you if you’re not, or if you think I’m crazy for proposing it… but it was the only thing that gave me any hope to be able to stay with you.”

She had a deep look of sadness in her eyes and I found myself feeling the same way. Hearing that she had been struggling with her issues and identity for so long made my heart ache for her. 

I gave her a smile and said, “Well, it can’t hurt to hear your idea so why don’t you tell me what it is.”

She returned my smile and exhaled a deep breath before opening the box. I tried to resist peeking inside so I didn’t ruin her big reveal.

“This is called a chastity cage,” she said as she pulled out a small plastic tube and ring. She extended it towards me and I took it. “Men put these over their penises and lock them on so they can’t touch or use them sexually. It’s a way of being abstinent.”

I looked at the device in my hand. “So you want me to lock my dick up in this plastic cage so I can’t use it?”

“Well, yeah. Pretty much,” she said apprehensively. “Over time you would wear smaller cages until it was like you barely had a penis at all.”

“What if I was horny and wanted to have sex or jerk off?”

She bit her lip and gave me a wink as she said, “I know of other ways to pleasure you. Don’t worry about that.”

I was at a loss for words. On one hand, I truly did love Maya and after losing her once, I never wanted to lose her again. But on the other hand, pretending I was a girl and locking up my dick in a cage just to be with her seemed like an extreme sacrifice that I wasn’t sure I could make.

I continued to inspect the cage in my hand as I thought about my predicament.

“Why don’t you just give it a try? Put it on to see how it fits,” Maya said.

If nothing else, it would at least buy me more time to think so I agreed. “Alright, sure. I’ll try it.”

I pulled down my pants and boxers and sat down on the edge of our bed as I tried to figure out how to put the cage on. Eventually I figured it out that I needed to put the ring around my balls and the cage over my dick then connect the pieces and lock them together. 

As I stared down at my dick locked in a hard plastic sheath, Maya crept up and took the keys from my hand.

“And now that I have your keys, you no longer have a dick. Just like that. Your first step towards becoming a woman. How does it feel?” she said as she dangled the keys from her fingers.

“I still don’t know how I feel about any of this,” I said. I reached down and touched the cage. It looked like a penis, but when I touched it, my actual penis had no sensation. It was surreal. “Asking a man to become a woman for you is a huge request. I’m not sure I can live with out my dick.

She cocked her head and gave me a curious look. “Lots of men abstain for sex on purpose, it’s not impossible.”

“I know, but the thought of not being able to touch my dick or use it… I’m not sure I could commit to that.”

“I found the wedding ring you bought for me. You were willing to commit to me so why can’t you commit to this for me? I thought you loved me and would do anything for me.”

I felt a surge of panic swarm me.

She found the ring I bought for her. At least she wasn’t scared away by finding it.

“Y-you found the ring?” I squeaked out. “I do love you and I don’t want to lose you, but can we just try this without the cage?”

Her face quickly softened and she set her hand on my cheek. “I love you, too, and I don’t want to lose you either. But in order for us to stay together, we’re both going to need to make compromises. This cage is very much a needed component to help turn you into a woman which I need you to do for me. It’s non-negotiable.”

Maybe this cage won’t be too bad. But how far does she want me to go with becoming a girl for her?

I gulped as I asked, “What else would I need to do?”

“I’m glad you asked,” she said. She ran her hand up my leg as she said, “First you will start shaving your legs and body so that you become as soft and smooth as a woman.”

Next, she grabbed my boxers that were still down around my ankles and dropped them as if they were disgusting. “Then you will start wearing only women’s panties. Sexy little lacy panties in bright girly colors.”

Her arms raised up and she grabbed my chest with both hands. “Next, you will start wearing bras. We will get you sexy ones to match your panties.”

She ran her hands up to my shoulders and picked up my shirt with her fingers then dropped it. “We will also get you a new wardrobe filled with cute and sexy outfits for you to wear for me.”

Her hands continued upward until they reached my head. With one hand she pet my hair and with the other she traced my lips with her finger. “Finally, you will grow your hair out nice and long while I train you to do your makeup so that you can look extra feminine.”

I felt entranced by her words and again found myself speechless. “That… that sounds like a lot of work,” I eventually muttered out.

“It’s nothing us women don’t have to do every day. You will get used to it,” she said.

She makes a good point. But why would I do that? I’m a man. Why would I want to become a woman?

My body was swirling with confusion. My head was telling me to run while my dick was trying to get hard in its new chastity cage, clearly intrigued by the idea.

Would it be so bad to just try it? There’s no harm in shaving my legs for my girlfriend if she wants it.

Maya continued to play with my hair as I thought. I could hear her jingling the keys to my chastity cage with her other hand and it was starting to drive me crazy. There was just something about her having control over my dick that was so hot.

“Alright, I’ll try it,” I finally said, agreeing to let her feminize me. “But I can’t make you any promises.”

“I don’t need your promises,” she said as she dangled the keys in front of me again. “I have all I need right here.”

She quickly wrapped her fist around the keys and gave me a devilish smile.


Chapter 3

Shaved

She grabbed my hand and eagerly pulled me into the bathroom, wanting to start my transformation right away. I was still leery of her plans, but I also was curious how they would end. On the plus side, I had always had a thing for lesbian porn so if I got to pretend to be a lesbian and fool around with her, that could be like living out a fantasy.

“You look ridiculous wearing only a shirt,” she said as we entered the bathroom. I let her pull my shirt off, leaving me naked.

“This is a little unfair, don’t you think?” I asked,  plucking at her shirt.

Her face lit up in a smile. “I suppose you’re right,” she said as she pulled off her own shirt. Her breasts bounced as the tight fitting shirt pulled over them, revealing her white lacy pushup bra.

I took a moment to admire her perky breaks and then looked down to see that she still had her black leggings on. I pointed at them and said, “Still not fair.”

Her thumbs tucked into the sides of her leggings as she slowly pulled them down over her hips, revealing her purple lace thong. She continued pulling them down to her ankles and then kicked them off into the bedroom.

“Happy now?” she asked sarcastically.

I stared at her perfect body from head to toe, feeling my dick trying to get hard within its chastity cage. “Very,” I said.

“Good, now let’s get started. Go sit down in the shower,” she ordered.

I was starting to notice her becoming bossier even though I thought I was being nice by trying out her plan. I walked into the shower and sat down on the bench; she followed me in. “Give me your leg,” she said.

My hands gripped the edge of the shower bench for balance as I raised my leg up towards her. She grabbed it and tucked it under her arm to hold it up.

She then grabbed her shaving cream and squirted some on my shin and spread it around. It felt cool on my legs as she rubbed it in softly, with long tender strokes up and down my leg. She traded the shaving cream for her razor and then looked at me with a smile, letting me know she was about to start.

I can’t believe I’m letting her shave my legs. This is going to feel so weird.

The razor touched down on my shin and she gently ran the blade down to my ankle, my leg still being held up in her arm. She continued removing the hair from my lower leg, applying more cream as needed and stroking the razor down my leg to get a nice, clean shave. As she swiped the hair off my leg, the now bare and exposed leg felt cold in the crisp air.

No wonder women are cold all the time.

When she finished with that area, she stepped closer, letting my leg slip through her arm so that she was now holding my knee. She slathered the shaving cream on my inner thigh, all the way up to my balls. Her hands massaged my leg with long, broad strokes making this experience surprisingly sensual.

I never thought I would be so aroused by my girlfriend shaving my legs.

The razor took long strides down my thigh, clearing away the shaving cream and hair from my leg until it was gone. I looked down at my hairless leg in disbelief then touched it to see how it felt. It was oddly sensitive and strangely smooth.

I can’t believe this is my leg; it looks like it should belong to a woman.

She set my leg down and asked for my other one. I surrendered my other leg to her and she grabbed it before starting to shave it as well. When she was done, she set that leg down, too.

“Almost, done,” she said as she knelt down in front of me. She sprayed more shaving cream in to her hand and then grabbed my balls, spreading it all over them.

I grimaced at the cold touch on my balls and the idea that the touch of a blade was about to follow. I closed my eyes and felt the sharp razor scrape against my ball sack. She was gentle with the razor, just as she had been with my legs, and soon I felt her hand cup my hairless balls. The feeling of her wet hands sent shivers through my body.

She shaved the surrounding area until all of my genitals where clean of hair. It looked foreign and my body suddenly looks so pale and feminine.

“Rinse off and meet me in the bedroom,” she said.

I did as she instructed and met her back at our bed. She was sitting on her side, next to the box she had pulled out earlier. I looked around for the pants and underwear that I had been wearing, but they seemed to be gone.

Maya reached into her box and pulled out a small piece of clothing and tossed it to me. I caught it and held it up to see that it was small white thong.

“You want me to wear this?” I asked.

“Of course, that was step two. Remember?” she answered.

I shrugged and lowered the thong down so I could step into it. I pulled it up and felt the soft thong slide into my butt crack. I tucked my cage down towards my legs to fit it under the thong comfortably.

“Now this,” she said as she tossed me another garment. This time it was a bra.

I put my arms through the straps and pulled it against my chest as I reached around and hooked the latches. The white lace bra fit well. It had underwire which pushed up my chest just enough to give me the inclining of having breasts.

“Looking good,” she said with a grin. “I never realized how feminine your body was under all that hair.”

I blushed at her comment.

She suddenly approached me with hungry eyes. Her hands grabbed my waist as they pulled me close to her before suddenly diverging. One hand went south and grabbed my ass tightly while the other went north to grab the back of my head and pull it towards hers, until our lips locked together.

She spun me around and pushed me down to the bed. As she climbed on top of me, I could feel her smooth legs against mine, creating a sensual feeling I had never experienced before. She ran her hands up and down my thighs causing my dick to start throbbing as it pressed against its cage.

“Don’t your shaved legs feel nice?” she whispered.

“Yeah, they do,” I said. I closed my eyes as her hands floated closer towards my caged dick.

She held her body over mine as she bit her lip. “Just seeing you like this is making me wet. I love the feeling of your feminine legs against mine.”

“Me, too.”

She lowered her mouth to my ear and whispered, “I want you to fuck me.”


Chapter 4

Turned On

I was starting to feel excited for our new relationship. Just shaving my legs and wearing a bra and panties seemed to be enough to satisfy and turn on Maya enough to want sex.

I was watching her excitedly as she dug through her bedside drawer, presumably to find the keys to my chastity cage. She said she wanted me to fuck her, so she would need to let me out of this cage so I could.

The drawer closed and she stood up holding several items. However, none of them appeared to be a key. Instead, she held some straps and a large dildo shaped like a dick.

“What are those for?” I asked hesitantly.

She held them out to me and said, “This is how us women fuck each other.”

“Uhh, but I have an actual dick. I can just use that,” I said, confused by her statement.

She reached down and grabbed my cage and rubbed the tip through the hole. “No, you no longer have a dick. You just have this little a sissy clit.”

I let out a nervous laugh. “But wouldn’t you rather feel the real thing instead of a fake version?”

She appeared to be getting annoyed by my line of questioning. “If I wanted the real thing then I wouldn’t be asking you to become a woman for me, would I? If you’re not up for it though, then maybe this whole thing was a bad idea.”

Was this how it was always going to be? Would I really never get to take my dick out of this cage to have actual sex with her? I loved her, but I wasn't sure I could make that sacrifice.

For now though, I felt like it was safe to keep exploring her ideas. I always enjoyed pleasuring her and if I had to use a toy instead of my own dick, then so be it.

“No, no. I’ll try it,” I finally said. I took the straps from her and climbed off the bed so I could put them on. I stepped through the harness and pulled it up to my hips then attached the dildo. The fake dick was directly on top of my caged, real dick. I took it in my hand and it felt strange to see and touch a dick, but not feel anything.

Having such a large dick hang from my crotch was also a different sensation. The dildo was large, a couple inches longer than my own dick and definitely thicker.

Maya got on all fours in front of me and put her mouth around the dildo as her eyes locked onto mine. She took the dildo deep into her mouth and throat. I could hear her slobbering on it as she pulled her mouth back then pushed it back over the dildo.

My dick was starting to go crazy.

She should be sucking my dick, not this dildo! This is ridiculous. She clearly likes dick if she's sucking this thing.

“I thought you weren’t interested in dick?” I asked pointedly.

She pulled her mouth off and said, “I just needed to lubricate it a little bit. It should be ready now.”

She turned around in the bed until her ass was pointed towards me then lowered herself onto her elbows. I watched as she moved one hand to her pussy and started rubbing it.

“Come on and fuck me already!” she exclaimed.

I stepped forward and she reached between her legs, grabbing the tip of the dildo and leading it towards her pussy. Another step forward and it was inside her. She moaned as the much larger fake cock entered her and then pushed her hips back, letting it slide further in.

I slowly pushed forward myself. Part of me felt like I could feel the sensation of her pussy on my dick while at the same time, I felt nothing at all. It was surreal.

I pulled my hips back and thrust it in faster and continued as my thrusts grew more intense. She gasped as I pounded her, clearly not used to having such a large cock inside of her. With each push I hoped that I would feel something, some inkling of pleasure, but I never did.

Loud moans began to escape her, moans that I had never heard come out of her before. I watched as her tight ass bounced back on the dildo, her wet pussy swallowing it. My dick felt like it might break out of its cage, pressing as hard as it could to get erect as it longed to be inside of her.

Soon she let out a deafening moan as her hands gripped the bedding tight. When she stopped moving, I pulled the dildo out of her and sat down on the bed next to her. Mixed emotions battled inside of me; while I was happy to have pleasured her, doing so with out any feeling or pleasure of my own was strange and almost unrewarding. Normally I would at least get to use my fingers or tongue, but this time I used nothing but the dildo.

“Oh my gosh. That was amazing,” she said between heavy breaths. “You fuck so much better as a girl than you did as a guy.”

I knew her words were meant to be a compliment, but couldn’t help but feel humiliated by them.

My cock wasn’t good enough for her. Maybe she just needed something more. Something bigger.

“I’m glad you liked it,” I said awkwardly as I tried to fake a smile.

She sat up and moved to sit beside me on the edge of the bed. Her hand reached down and grabbed the dildo, unhooking it from my harness. “You’re probably a little sad that you didn't get to taste me, aren’t you?”

“Kind of,” I mumbled.

She held the dildo up towards my mouth. “Why don’t you suck my juices off of this? I think you’ll like that.”

I moved my head back in shock and repulsion. “Why would I suck a cock?” I exclaimed.

“Because you're a woman now and women suck cock,” she said flatly.

“But I thought we were lesbians. Lesbians don’t suck cock,” I retorted, pleased with my quick comeback.

“You’re still a woman. More importantly you’re my woman and I think you need to learn to suck cock,” she said, her tone growing firmer.

I sighed.

Well, it’s just a dildo and it is covered in her pussy juices so why not.

“Alright, fine. I’ll do it,” I said as I closed my eyes and opened my mouth.


Chapter 5

Learning to Suck

The tip of the dildo brushed against my lips as Maya pushed it into my mouth. I felt my mouth quickly fill up with the fake cock, forcing my mouth to open wider to accept it. I could taste Maya’s pussy on my tongue as it continued in.

I gagged when the dildo hit the back of my throat and my eyes opened in alarm.

“A little too far,” Maya said. “But we’ll work on that.”

My eyebrows furrowed at her words as she pulled the dildo back. I opened my mouth as wide as I could, allowing it to move freely while hoping to avoid doing any actual sucking.

She pushed it in again and quickly caught on to my plan. Her free hand pushed my jaw up so that my mouth was tight around the dildo. She nodded her approval and continued pushing and pulling the dildo in and out of my mouth.

I was glad to at least be tasting her pussy on the dildo now that my mouth was flush around it, but I her taste was quickly disappearing.

“That’s a good start, but we need to make it more realistic. Get down on your knees,” she said. She pointed to the floor in front of her and gave me a look telling me that she was serious.

I begrudgingly lowered myself down from the bed and onto my knees. She placed the dildo right over her pussy, where it would be if she was a man.

“Do I really need to do this?” I asked.

“If you want to be my girlfriend then you can’t just look like a girl, I need you to know how it feels to be a girl,” she said with a grin. She rubbed my cheek lovingly as she continued, “Do it for me, baby.”

If I want to stay with her, I need to do this. I guess it wasn’t that bad. I can do this a little longer.

I closed my eyes again and lowered my mouth down on the dildo, letting it slide back into my mouth.

“Grab it with your hand. When you suck cock you need a firm grip on it. You’re in control of that cock and whether or not it cums,” she said.

I opened my eyes and looked up at her as my hand wrapped around the base of the dildo.

“Good, now make sure to use your tongue. It’s not enough to just use your lips, you need to lick it as you pull your head back.”

I did as I was told. I could feel the protruding veins of the dildo on the top of my tongue as my mouth licked it.

“Relax your jaw, you don’t want to risk your teeth scraping the dick. Men don’t like that. And use lots of saliva. Let it flood your mouth.”

I tried to conjure up some spit and quickly found myself drooling as I continued to suck. I started slurping up the excess spit as it tried to leak out of my mouth. My breath was getting labored as I sucked.

This is a lot of work!

“Take a break and pull it out of your mouth,” she said. I did as I was told and looked at her. “Good, now just lick the shaft while you catch your breath.”

I ran my tongue down the dildo all the way to the base and then back up. As I felt the bump of the head touch my tongue, I couldn’t resist putting it back in my mouth and swallowing it deep in my throat.

Maya’s hand grabbed the back of my head and pushed it down. I gagged and choked on the dildo deep inside of me.

“Men love watching you gag. I think it makes them feel big and powerful, even if they have small dicks like you.”

I heard her insult, but couldn’t focus on it. She let go of my head and I started sucking again. I was starting to fall into a good rhythm. As I continued, a moan escaped my throat and I was ashamed, but not enough to want to stop.

“Now for the finisher. Focus on just the head,” she said. I lifted my head so that the dildo only had the tip in. “Suck and lick the head as you start stroking the shaft.”

I started running my hand up and down the shaft, as if I was jerking it off while I sucked the head like Maya instructed me.

“This is when you would feel his cock start pulsing. The head would plump up and the veins would bulge even more as you felt them move. Once this happens you take the cock deep in your mouth again.”

I swallowed the cock deep as instructed, looking up at her for approval.

“Boom! The cock explodes in your mouth, filling you up with cum,” she exclaimed. “Congratulations, babe. You just gave your first blow job.”

I removed the dildo from my mouth and wiped the excess drool from my chin as I stood up. “Uhh, thanks. I guess,” I said.

She smirked as she said, “Now that you’ve given oral to both cocks and pussies, which do you prefer?”

I thought about both. I always loved pleasuring her and eating her out, but there was something primal and exhilarating about sucking the dildo. I couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel sucking the real thing.

“I would definitely rather eat out a pussy,” I lied.

She glared at me as if trying to figure out if I was lying or not and then she giggled. “I guess that means you’re a lesbian, too!”

I laughed loudly at her unexpected answer and sat down next to her. I had almost forgotten that were both still wearing just our bras and panties. As I looked down I sudden realized how much my dick was trying to get erect in its cage. There was a little bulge in my thong.

Maya’s eyes followed my gaze to my bulge. “Don’t worry, we will tame that in due time.”

Hearing that was still concerning, but for now I still felt good about exploring her plans further. If nothing else, her plans were making for some unique and new experiences that seemed harmless. Plus, I was curious what she would want me to do next.

“So what now?” I asked.

She smiled and said, “Now we get you a new wardrobe.”


Part 2

Dressed Up


Chapter 1

Shopping

I could feel my thong riding up my ass crack, my bra straps digging into my shoulders, my dick pressing against its chastity cage, and my heart racing in exhilaration. My girlfriend Maya and I had just arrived at a clothing store where we were going to take the next step in her plan to transform me into her girlfriend.

We had already completed several steps in her plan which consisted of her convincing me to shave my legs and wear bras and panties. Then she made me give a blow job to her dildo. which I did against my wishes. Though to be honest, as she instructed me on how to give a blow job, new feelings and urges unearthed inside of me. Feelings that I could have never imagined having.

Now she was telling me that to be a her girlfriend, I had to dress like a woman. She told me that when I was home, I needed to wear all women’s clothing. When I was out in public, I could still wear my old men’s clothing, however I needed to wear my chastity cage, panties, and a bra at all times. This was as much of a compromise as she would give.

I was a little hesitant because I felt self conscious wearing a bra and panties in public. What if someone saw what I was wearing? What would they think? Nonetheless, I was going along with it and the rest of her plan because she was the love of my life.

Part of me wondered if there would be a part of her plan which would cause me to refuse to go any further. But without knowing what her full plan was, it was hard to imagine. Plus, I had already gone beyond my expected limits by letting her teach me how to suck a cock. I was no longer sure what I would do in any given moment.

I really wasn't sure what to expect here at the store. The entire drive over I couldn’t help but wonder what kind of clothes she want me to wear. The thought of wearing a little skirt or tight leggings was becoming more appealing and arousing the more I thought of it.

Maya took my hand and eagerly led me towards the women's side of the store. I could feel her excitement coursing through her hand’s tight squeeze. When we made it to the women’s section, she quickly began pulling clothes off the racks and tossing them in my arms.

"There's so much I want you to try on! This is too exciting!" she exclaimed as she hurried around the displays and mannequins. She held a dress up in front of me to see how it would look and I felt a rush of embarrassment. She gasped as she said, “I think this would look great on you.”

I pushed the dress down out of sight as I tossed daggers at her with my eyes. “Be quiet! People might hear you!” I hissed.

Maya rolled her eyes at me and began talking louder, “Who cares if these random people overhear that we are buying you a dress? They don't know anything about us or our lifestyles so who are they to judge?”

Her words rang true to me and my initial surge of embarrassment cooled off. I was quickly feeling more at ease even though I couldn't help but feel like everyone’s eyes were still on me.

She handed me the dress to hold along with all the other clothes and said, “That’s enough to start with. Let’s go try these on.” She started towards the dressing rooms and I followed her nervously.

She’s going to make me dress like this in public?

When we reached the dressing rooms the attendant looked at both of us and asked if we wanted to go in together. Maya told her yes and she led us into a large changing room that we could both fit inside. I hung what I could on hooks and set the rest down on the bench.

“What are you waiting for? Get undressed!” Maya ordered me.

I anxiously undressed down to just my white bra and thong. I felt a draft send goosebumps across my hairless body. Even though were were contained in our dressing room, I found myself feeling extremely exposed.

“Try the dress on first,” she said.

I took the dress off the hanger and bunched it up so I could pull it over my head. It had spaghetti straps and was tight around the waist and then flowed down to my mid-thigh. It had a floral pattern with lots of little red and pink flowers which made it look very girly.

“What do you think?” Maya asked.

I stared at myself in the mirror and wasn’t sure how to feel. It was very airy and cool to wear and it felt nice when the dress brushed against my hairless legs. “I guess it’s alright,” I said with a shrug.

“I think it makes you look super cute,” she said excitedly. “We’re definitely getting that. Set it aside and let’s try something else on.”

Hearing that she thought I was cute wearing the dress gave me a sense of hope. At the end of the day, it was just clothes so if my girlfriend liked how I looked in it, then it was worth wearing. I took it off and hung it back up.

Maya picked through the assortment of clothes and put together an outfit consisting of a short skirt and top for me to try on next. I put the outfit on and felt both naughty and silly. The skirt was black and pleated, going just a few inches below my crotch. The t-shirt was white and even shorter. Even with the skirt hiked up to my waist, the skirt didn’t cover the rest of my torso, leaving some mid-drift to be seen.

“You look like a naughty school girl! That’s super hot. That’s another keeper,” Maya said as she started picking out the next outfit for me to wear.

I continued to try on more outfits as we slowly filtered out what she liked and disliked. Occasionally, I would give feedback if I didn’t like an outfit or if I found it uncomfortable. I could tell she appreciated my honest feedback which was a relief.

After a few more trips back and forth from the women’s department and dressing room, she was eventually satisfied with my new wardrobe and moved on to the next department, lingerie.

Seeing the shelves of sexy panties, the walls covered in lacy lingerie, and the mannequins wearing busty bras filled me with awe. I stared at all the different assortments and couldn’t help but wonder how they would feel to wear and what they would look like on me.

“We need to get you a variety of panties and some new bras. And you need enough so you can wear them everyday,” she said, snapping me out of my reverie.

She started digging through the various displays of panties, grabbing different colors and styles as she commented on how sexy they would look on me. While she browsed, I became more aware of the thong I was wearing and I realized how much I enjoyed how it felt to wear. That realization made me more excited about each pair she picked out for me.

The more we looked at, the more overwhelmed I felt with all of the options. I was glad that Maya seemed to have a plan and know what she wanted to get for me. Once she had gone around the displays a couple of times, she turned to me to see what she had picked out so far. She filtered through the collection and seemed satisfied.

She then turned towards the bra section and began her same process, handing me everything that peaked her interest at first and then filtering through them after. She picked out several bras that she thought would match well with some of the panties that she had already picked out, as well as bras in different styles. Some had cups and underwire while others where simple lace bras without any.

When she had everything she wanted she squeezed my shoulders. “I can’t wait to get home so I can dress you up. You’re going to be like my little doll. Just thinking about you in that cute little dress is getting me all worked up,” she said as she gave my ass a squeeze.

Hearing her excitement caused my dick to start plumping up. I couldn’t believe how badly she wanted me to dress up like a girl. And how much I now wanted to dress up as well.


Chapter 2

Playing Dress Up

I opened the front door of our apartment with my arms full of shopping bags as I let out a sigh. I couldn’t believe Maya had talked me into spending so much money on women’s clothing. I knew I was buying these clothes as an attempt to make her happy and keep our relationship together, but I couldn’t help worry that it wouldn’t work.

If she really is a lesbian now, will me wearing women’s clothing really be enough to satisfy her?

I carried the bags into our bedroom and set them down on the bed. My mind flashed back to all of the outfits I tried on with her at the store as I wondered which outfit she would want me to wear for the rest of the day. Would she pick the one that turned her on the most? And if so, what she would do with me once I was dressed up? Just thinking about it was making my dick swell up in its cage.

Maya soon joined me in the bedroom. She walked in with a wide smile on her face and hopped into our bed. She was radiating an aura of excitement. She propped her head up with her elbows and kicked her legs in the air as she looked at me with her big adoring doe eyes. Seeing her eyes reminded me how much I loved her and reassured me as to why I was doing this. Though at this point, my own curiosity and interest was enough to keep me going.

“So, what should I wear?” I asked her, hoping that she would pick out something sexy that would get her in the mood to fool around some more. I was still worked up from fucking her with a strap on earlier in the day. While I loved that I made her orgasm, it was an extremely frustrating achievement as I saw myself fucking her while I felt nothing. It had left me longing for something more. Something more personally satisfying.

At the same time, I was afraid that there may not be anything more satisfying in my future. Maya seemed determined to keep my dick locked up and hidden in a chastity cage so that I looked more like a woman. She said that over time I would move to wearing smaller cages until it looked like I barely had a dick at all. That was still a troubling thought to me.

Maya had a pensive look as she pondered what I should wear. “If it were earlier in the day, I would have you wear that cute flowery dress, but since it is getting late, I think you should save that for another day. Tonight… you should wear something more casual. How about your new romper?”

Her choice made me excited. When I tried the romper on at the the store I had really enjoyed it. It was a little tight and the back seem fit snuggly in my ass crack. It felt like wearing a second thong that also made my ass pop out a little.

I energetically dug through the bags until I found the romper, pulled it out and held it out for her to see. It was a black romper with several large white flowers printed on it.

“This?” I asked her.

“Yeah! That looked really cute on you, too,” she said excitedly.

I quickly undressed down to my bra and panties and pulled on the romper. I zipped up the back as much as I could then turned around so Maya could zip it up the rest of the way.

Wearing it felt just as I had remembered. I looked into my bedside mirror and though I looked a little silly wearing such a feminine outfit, but that didn’t stop me from enjoying it.

Maya reached over and pinched my ass that was partially sticking out the bottom of the outfit. “Looking good, sweet cheeks!”

I startled at the surprise of her touch and blushed as I turned around and realized what had happened.

“Mmm, yeah. Momma likes,” she said crudely as she grabbed my bare legs and pulled me down to the bed next to her.

“Woah!” I let out as I flopped down on my back. She crawled over me and gave me a heartfelt smile before lowering her head and giving me a kiss.

So all I have to do is shave my legs and wear different clothes and she’s attracted to me? I think I can deal with that.

Our lips unlocked and she rolled over, laying next to me on the bed. Her hand reached down and grabbed mine.  Her touch was cool and soft and I could feel her love and appreciation through it. “Thank you for giving this a try, Jackie,” she said.

My eyebrows furrowed at the name she said. “Jackie?” I asked.

She moved to her side and looked into my eyes. “Well, yeah. You need to have a girlier name now. You can’t be ‘Jack’ while you walk around in a dress and panties, can you?”

Jackie isn’t that different than Jack. Not a big deal. Just like a cute pet name.

“I guess not,” I said with a shrug. “So... now what?”

“There’s still more I want to do to you, but I don’t want to overwhelm you today. Why don’t you to wiggle that cute ass of yours into the kitchen and make us something for dinner?” she said.

Her tone was becoming more dominant and controlling. It was almost as if there had been a change in our power structure over the course of the day. Not that I was ever a dominant man before, but still, it felt like there was a change.

“Yeah, sure. I can do that,” I said.

As I stood up from the bed she reached over and gave my ass a slap. “I’m already hungry so get going, sweet cheeks. Give me a shout when dinner is ready.”

I looked back at her bewildered that she would talk to me that way. She had a grin on her face telling me that she knew she was in control.

I gave her a smile and said, “Yes, dear.” Then I started walking out of the bedroom to make her dinner.


Chapter 3

The Next Day

The next morning I woke up wearing just my white lace thong from the day before. Maya told me that women generally don’t sleep with bras on so I didn’t have to either. I was appreciative of that since the bra straps had been really digging into my shoulders the entire day.

As I stepped out of bed, I noticed that all of my new clothes were still in bags on the floor. Seeing them made me feel overwhelmed. There was so much clothes and I wasn’t sure what to wear. Or more specifically, what Maya might want me to wear. She was still sleeping, however, so I decided to surprise her by picking out my own outfit.

I quietly dug through the bags and found a pink thong and a matching bra that I was particularly fond of. I put them on, making sure to tuck my cage down as much as I could, and then continued to look for more to wear. I found a black pleated skirt which I slipped on and then found a long sleeved maroon shirt which I put on and then tucked into my skirt.

The skirt was short and loose. It felt so much nicer and cooler than wearing thick jeans. The shirt had a deep neckline and was surprisingly soft and comfortable.

Women’s clothes are really nice. I wonder why they don’t make men clothes like these.

I looked at myself in the mirror and couldn’t help but grab my chest as I checked out my body. Feeling my hands against my padded bra almost gave me the sensation of having real breasts. I ran my hands down my body to my crotch where I pressed my cage further between my legs as I felt my dick swelling up inside of it. I then turned to the side and popped my ass out as I lifted up my skirt to see my pink thong flossing my shaved ass.

I can’t believe how much I’m liking this.

I snuck out of the bedroom, leaving Maya still asleep in our bed, and walked into the kitchen. As I walked down the hall, my skirt brushed against my hairless legs as it swished back and forth with each step. I enjoyed how it felt. I made myself a cup of coffee and read the news on my phone while I waited for Maya to wake up, excited to show her the outfit I had chosen.

***

When I heard Maya stirring in the bedroom, I decided to start making our breakfast. Soon, I could hear her footsteps approaching the kitchen behind me. I ignored them, trying to act casual in my new outfit.

“Look at you!” I heard Maya exclaim emphatically behind me. “All dressed up before breakfast. You’re really giving this your best effort.”

I turned around and flashed her a smile. “Of course. Because I love you,” I said. I stepped forward and gave her a kiss on the lips. As I pulled away, I saw her face light up as I turned back around to continue cooking.

“And you’re making me breakfast? See, this is exactly why I couldn’t let you go!” She reached her arms around my waist and squeezed me tight for a moment. “I’m going to go sit down and get out of your way.”

“Breakfast will be done in a minute,” I told her as she walked out of the kitchen.

My heart was fluttering. After fearing that I would lose her yesterday, today everything seemed to be going perfectly. All it required was some changes to my lifestyle. Changes that I was quite enjoying.

I brought our breakfast to the dinning table, setting her plate in front of her. “So, what's the plan for today?” I asked as I sat down.

She swallowed a bite and then said, “Today we move on to step four. Do you remember what that was?”

I flashed back to yesterday when she outlined her plan for me. Step one was for me to shave my body, step two was to wear panties, and step three was to wear bras. That left step four which was growing out my hair and learning to apply my own makeup.

I ran my hand through my hair which was rather short compared to a woman’s. At its longest it was only a few inches long.

“Well, we can’t do anything to make my hair grow any faster, but I guess there’s still the makeup part,” I answered. I wasn’t very excited about wearing makeup. It sounded like a lot of work to have to apply it every day and then remove it every night. “Do I really need to wear makeup?”

“Absolutely! You want to look beautiful, don’t you? I’ll just teach you how to do the basics for now and even that will do a world of wonder towards making you look more like a beautiful woman.”

“A-alright,” I said hesitantly.

“As for the hair, would you consider wearing a wig?” she asked.

I thought for a moment and then shrugged as I replied, “I guess I could try wearing a wig.”

“Great! Then we will do that today as well.”

“Alright,” I said meekly as I stared down at my plate. It didn’t sound like today would be nearly as exciting as yesterday was.

“Hopefully I'll be able to control myself around you better than yesterday, but it might be hard with you wearing such a cute outfit. Especially once you’re wearing makeup,” she said.

My interests suddenly perked up. I looked up at her saw a smirk on her face.

She continued, “But maybe I’ll just have to reward you for being such an amazingly supportive girlfriend to me.”

I smiled at her.

Now today sounds a little more exciting. Bring on the makeup.


Chapter 4

Make Up

Maya had me give my face a fresh shave before sitting down at her vanity. Shaving my face would now be something I would have to start doing daily to rid my face from any and all stubble. I looked at myself through the vanity mirror and wondered how I would look once I had makeup on.

Can she really make me look like a woman with just a little bit of makeup?

Maya pulled open a drawer and took out a container of nail polish. “Cross your legs,” she instructed me as she sat down on the floor next to me.

I crossed my legs as a woman would while she opened the container and grabbed my foot. “Keep still so I can paint this evenly.”

I watched her paint my toenails. Her long, fluid strokes made it look easy. The shade of pink she used made them instantly look more feminine and girly.

“It’s amazing how just a little color can make such a big transformation,” I said.

Maya looked up at me and said, “Just wait until I start on your face.”

When she finished painting my first foot, she instructed me to carefully switch legs. I uncrossed them then crossed the other leg on top. I noticed her stare between my legs as I did it.

“Pink panties for your second day as a girl? Mmm, good choice,” she said with a grin.

I felt my cheeks blush, embarrassed that she noticed I had chosen to wear my new pink panties.

“They were the first ones I found,” I lied.

“So you’re probably not wearing the matching bra, right?” she asked.

My cheeks were burning now. “I might be,” I muttered in response.

She smirked at me as she muffled a laugh. “Nice choice. Pink looks good on you,” she said. “That’s why I chose it for your nails.”

I looked down and watched her paint my other toes. When she was done she stood up and grabbed my hand. “I wish I could paint your fingernails, too. But I don’t want you getting nervous about people seeing them in public.”

That’s a relief. I can’t imagine what my coworkers would say or think if they saw me come into work with pink fingernails!

I tried to act disappointed. “Oh, ok…,” I said.

She put her hands on my shoulder and lowered her head next to mine as she looked into the mirror. “Are you ready to be made up like a woman?” she asked. She was clearly excited to start.

“Are you ready to work magic? It’s going to take a lot to cover up my ruggedly handsome and masculine face,” I joked.

I expected a chuckle, but she burst out in laughter.

“I don’t think it was that funny of a joke,” I grumbled, annoyed by her response.

“Sorry, but come on. You’ve never been the masculine type,” she said as her laughter died down. “But that’s good! That’s why I knew I would be able to turn you into my girlfriend so easily!” She gave me a kiss on the cheek which calmed me down.

It’s not like I was wearing panties or painting my nails before. I might not have been a macho man, but I wasn’t feminine either…

I just shrugged, trying to play off her emasculating comment.

“Make sure to pay attention. I want you to be able to do your own makeup soon,” she said. “I’m going to start with foundation. This is going to be very important for you to hide all your stubble and to give your face a smooth, feminine look.”

She put some of the makeup onto a sponge and began spreading it around my face. It only took a few brushes for me to notice a drastic difference in my skin. It looked cleaner and smoother, covering up all my face’s imperfections.

“Next, I will draw on a simple line of eyeliner just above your eyelashes. Close your eyes one at a time so you can watch as I go,” Maya said as she picked up a small container of makeup. I closed an eye while she pulled out a brush. She carefully drew on a thin line of black on my eyelid. I opened the eye and closed the other and she drew a matching line on it.

“Now for the mascara. This will give you long, full looking eyelashes. I need you to do the same thing with your eyes.” This time she pulled out a longer brush from another container. I closed one eye and watched her stroke the brush on my eyelashes. I switched eyes and she applied the mascara to the other eye.

When she moved her hand out of the way, I was stunned by the difference the mascara had made on my eyes. It made my eyelashes look longer and thicker while making my eyes somehow look bigger and brighter.

“Oh, wow,” I muttered.

“I know, right? You’re already looking so much sexier,” Maya said. “I could teach you how to apply contour, eyeshadow, eyebrow pencils, and plenty of other things, but I don’t want to overwhelm you on your second day as a woman. We’ll save those for another day.

“Today, we’re going to end with some lipgloss. If we were going out somewhere then you would want lipstick, but there’s no reason to wear that at home.”

I nodded in agreement as she picked up a container of lip gloss. She pulled out the brush and ran it across my lips. “Now press your lips together to rub it in,” she instructed.

I did as I was told and then looked at myself in the mirror. I was amazed by the final look. My skin looked so smooth and feminine, my eyes looked big and sultry, and my lips looked wet, shiny, and very kissable. Most importantly, I looked much more like a woman.

“You actually made me look like a girl,” I said in awe.

Maya flashed a proud smile. “That’s nothing, just wait,” she said. She hurried to her closet and pulled out a bundle of what looked like hair. She rolled it out and brushed it with her fingers to reveal that it was a wig. She walked back to me and carefully set it on my head, tucking my hair underneath as she did.

When I saw my new self in the mirror, it was as if the last bit of masculinity had disappeared from my being, leaving nothing but feminine features and appearances. I felt my dick swelling up just looking at myself.

“Oh wow, look at you!” Maya exclaimed. “I’m not sure I’m going to be able to keep my hands off you!”

I looked up at her with a smirk and said, “Then don’t.”

She quickly whipped her leg around to straddle me in the chair and pressed her lips hard against mine as her hands cupped my head. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close as we began a passionate embrace. My dick was throbbing in its cage now, drastically wanting out of its cage and into her.

Maya reached down and grabbed it, as if knowing what it wanted. Then she whispered, “I think it's time for us to make you cum.”


Chapter 5

Pleasure

I watched with excitement as Maya walked to her bedside table, hoping she would pull out the key to my chastity cage so we could have sex. She opened the drawer and pulled something out, but I couldn’t yet see what it was. I held my breath as she raised it up into view. And then my heart dropped as I saw her holding the dildo that she had made me suck yesterday.

My face turned into a scowl as I said, “Oh, no. Not that thing again.”

Maya rolled her eyes as she walked towards me. “Don’t pretend like you didn’t like it. I know you were getting into it at the end.”

I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment. I hadn’t realized that she noticed. I really had begun to enjoy it and that was one of the reasons I didn’t want to suck it again. Sucking the dildo stirred up a lot of weird feelings inside me.

She continued. “And who said I was going to make you suck it again. There are other things I can make you do with a dildo.” I could tell that she was trying to act domineering while struggling to suppress a smile.

“Ha, ha,” I laughed sarcastically.

She let her smile escape onto her face. “Laugh now, but some day soon you may just want a little something more from this guy,” she said as she extended the dildo towards me. I rolled my eyes and took it from her, though I wasn’t sure why she wanted me to have it yet. “Hold that, I need to get one more thing.”

She went back to her drawer and retrieved another long dildo-like object. It was all black and was more cylindrical  than a dildo and had a rounded tip.

“What’s that for?” I asked nervously.

She held down a button on the bottom and it came to life, buzzing in her hand. “This is my favorite vibrator. But today, I think it will be yours.”

I looked back and forth between the vibrator in her hand and the dildo in mine and felt my heart start beating hard as my mind raced with possibilities of what she might do with them both.

“But what’s it for?” I asked again, apprehensively.

"Probably not what you think, but trust me. You’re going to like it. Get on the bed. On all fours.”

I nervously crawled onto the bed, positioning myself on my hands and knees while still holding the dildo.

She moved to stand beside me, near my ass. I felt her hands reach under my skirt as she grabbed my panties and pulled them down to my knees. Her hand moved back up to my chastity cage. She started rubbing the cage, but to my chagrin, I couldn't feel any sensation on my dick.

“Today I’m going to show you how you can cum without a dick,” she said.

What the hell does that mean?

Maya put one hand on my back. Her firm grip told me she was in control. Then I heard the buzz of the vibrator begin.

What is she going to do with that?!

I felt my asshole clench in fear. I tried to look between my legs to see what she was doing but my skirt was blocking my view. And then I felt it.

The quick vibrations began reverberating through my chastity cage as she pressed the vibrator against it. It was a puzzling feeling. My dick began to tingle as the vibrations of the cage touched it. It didn’t feel like much, but at the same time it felt amazing.

I squirmed as she moved the vibrator around to different locations along my cage. Different placements rendered different sensitivities and pleasures.

This is a pleasant surprise.

“Now I need you to suck the cock,” she whispered.

I groaned and she spanked me in response.

“Ouch!” I shouted.

“Do as you’re told!” she yelled at me as she spanked me again.

My ass was stinging from her spanks. “Alright, fine!” I shouted. I moved the dildo below my face and lowered my mouth down onto it, keeping it firmly on the bed while keeping my ass raised up so Maya could continue using the vibrator on my cage.

“Don’t forget your lessons. Do it like I taught you!” she ordered me.

I recalled her lessons from yesterday and began sucking the dildo as she had taught me. Lubricating it with lots of saliva and using my tongue to lick the base with each suck.

Maya increased the speed on the vibrator, sending more intense waves through my cage. I started moaning and thrusting my dick as I sucked. The vibrations were making me so aroused even though my dick stayed flaccid in its cage.

The feeling was beginning to take over me. I couldn’t explain it, but I just needed more of everything. It was as if the pleasure coursing through my dick was tricking it into thinking I was having sex. I couldn’t help but thrust in response.

Maya did her best to keep the vibrator against my cage as I pushed my dick against it. My mouth was drooling with excess saliva as my mouth salivated in lust. I couldn’t resist sucking harder. And faster.

My breathing was getting heavy. I removed my mouth and licked the shaft hungrily, not wanting to take my mouth off the fake cock even for a second. I swallowed it again the second I caught my breath.

I could feel Maya start rubbing my ass underneath my skirt. It made me feel so naughty sucking the dildo while she touched my hairless legs and ass underneath my short skirt.

“You’re quickly turning into a cock slut, Jackie!” Maya said.

Hearing her call me a slut just drove me crazier. I moaned louder as I felt my dick building up. It was still flaccid, but it felt like it could explode at any moment.

I heard Maya spit and then I felt a sudden pressure on my asshole. I tried to look over my shoulder to see what it was, but before I could, I felt my asshole penetrated as something inserted me. I let out a muffled cry, my mouth was still full of dildo.

“Relax, it’s just my finger,” Maya said in a soothing voice.

I tried to stay calm as she began to move her finger back and fourth inside me. Once I was able to relax, her finger was able to slide easier and I started enjoying it.

I started sucking on the dildo again while thrusting my cage against the vibrator. I moved my ass back after my next thrust and I pushed it hard against her finger, sending it a little deeper inside of me. I was becoming consumed with pleasure from every possible orifice.

“You’re getting close, time for the closing move,” she said.

I started sucking and licking the head of the dildo while I stroked it zealously. My moans grew louder with every passing second as my hunger for sucking cock surged.

“Get ready to swallow!” Maya shouted.

I eagerly deep throated the dildo as if ready to accept its load, as if it could give me one. Then I felt my own cock burst with pleasure. My flaccid penis, still locked in its chastity cage, continued to pump euphorically as I let out a long sigh and pulled my head off of the dildo. When it stopped pumping, I rolled over onto my back in exhaustion.

“That... that was the best orgasm of my life,” I breathed out.

Maya crawled on top of me and gave me a kiss. “See, you don’t need an actual dick to cum. I can make you cum with just your sissy clit,” she said.

“I guess so,” I laughed out.

She gave me another kiss. “So do you like being my girlfriend?” she asked.

I nodded. “I do.”

Another kiss. “And do you like sucking cock for me?”

I bit my lip as I nodded again. “I do.”

Maya gave me a grin as wide as her face. “That’s my girl.”


Part 3

Eager to Please


Chapter 1

My Big Day

I had just woken up and already I found myself longing to suck cock. Just thinking about it made my dick strain in my chastity cage. The cage that I had been locked in for the last two weeks. The cage that my girlfriend, Maya, seemed adamant that would never come off. Not if I wanted to stay with her and be her girlfriend.

In the two weeks since my she had come out to me as a lesbian and convinced me to become her girlfriend, she had continued to make me practice sucking cock on her dildo. She would make me suck her dildo as she used a vibrator on my cage and slipped a finger into my asshole. I was very reluctant at first, but so far it was the only way she would pleasure me. So now I found myself longing for a chance to suck again.

The first time I orgasmed this way, it was mind blowing. I felt like I had lost control of my body as I went into a passionate fit. My mouth sucking vigorously on the fake cock as my ass pushed back against Maya's finger. The orgasm itself was the best I had ever had and it was all while my dick was locked in a chastity cage and flaccid.

Ever since that moment I had often found myself lost in fantasies of sucking cock, mostly the dildo, but sometimes when I saw an attractive man in public, my mind I couldn’t help but wonder what was under his pants and what it would feel like in my mouth. It was a confusing image that I had to quickly snap myself out of every time.

I also couldn’t resist longing for something more inside of me. I felt ashamed by the idea, but the feeling of Maya’s finger inside of my asshole while I sucked the dildo was surprisingly intense and pleasuring. But no matter how hard I pushed back on her finger, it never felt like enough. It always felt like more pleasure was just out of reach. Nonetheless, every time we fooled around I found myself hoping that she would penetrate me with her finger again.

I did get my wish last weekend when she again made me suck her dildo after I had fucked her with it. Like the time before, she used her vibrator on my cage, sending intense tingles throughout my entire body. And this time she wasted no time as she started finger fucking my ass just moments in. I was relieved. With her finger inside of me I could focus on my sucking rather than on hoping she would do more to me.

My mouth was beginning to salivate just thinking about it. I snapped myself out of my naughty thoughts and went back to making breakfast. Maya would be awake soon and she would be expecting her breakfast.

It was Saturday morning and I was making our breakfast as I normally did on the weekends. I was wearing my favorite black pleated skirt with a short sleeved white crop top which exposed my mid-drift. Underneath that I was wearing a black bra, black thong, and my new favorite clothing item, black thigh highs. The feeling of my smooth legs was somehow amplified by the thigh highs. My legs became more than smooth, they were silky smooth. When they rubbed against Maya’s legs it felt amazing. I wore them every chance I could.

I wasn’t yet wearing my wig or makeup, but Maya was okay with me waiting until after breakfast. She knew that I would do a better job with it once I had food and coffee in me. Plus, she didn’t want me to wake her up.

Overall, my transitioning from being Maya’s boyfriend to her girlfriend was going better than I had expected. I had agreed to give it a try with extreme apprehension, but after that first weekend, it just felt right and had only become more enjoyable.

Ever since Maya had taken me out to buy a new wardrobe of women’s clothing, I had worn my new clothes every day. On week days I would get dressed in what we now called my “work clothes” and when I was home I wore my normal clothes which were my new women’s clothing. At all times, at work or home, I always wore panties and a bra. Maya was unwavering about me doing so.

Wearing panties underneath my clothes at work was nerve wracking at first, but I soon got over the worries that someone would notice after making it through the first few days. Then, I began to feel an overwhelming feeling of naughtiness. I would often be distracted by the feeling of my chastity cage tucked under my colorful and lacy panties.

What made it more naughty was when Maya would text me pictures of what she wanted me to wear when I got home. She would pick out an outfit and set it out on the bed for me. Seeing me wear her handpicked outfits filled her with joy. She liked to call me her little doll that she could dress up and makeup however she liked. And I loved letting her.

However, my new life wasn’t as simple as just putting on a few articles of clothing.  Every few days I would have to remember to shave my legs to keep them nice and smooth, just like Maya liked them, and everyday I needed to shave my face, then put on my wig, and apply makeup once I was home and wearing my women’s clothing. Applying makeup was still a challenge at first, but the more I worked at it, the better it looked. I was glad that Maya only required me to wear foundation, eyeshadow, mascara, and lip gloss. Though I knew that she might add more to that list soon.

While Maya was happy with my current state, I could tell that she wasn’t completely satisfied yet. She had even started commenting about how she still needed to teach me more of what it meant to be a woman. I wasn’t sure what that meant, but I was curious to find out.

When Maya came out of the bedroom to join me for breakfast, she was wearing her normal loungewear. She wore tight black leggings with a pink sports bra and a loose fitting band t-shirt that she cut into a tank top. Whenever I saw her I wondered why I didn’t get to wear outfits like hers, but part of me was afraid to ask because then I might not get to wear my favorite outfits. I thought that having the option would be nice though.

She sat at the dinning table and looked at me with a big smile. “Are you ready for your big day?” she asked me.

I looked at her, confused. “My big day?” I asked in response.

“Yes, today we take the next step in your feminization.”


Chapter 2

The Next Phase

After breakfast, Maya told me to go put my wig on and do my makeup. She said that she would meet me in the bedroom shortly. I hastily made my way to her vanity where I would get ready for the day.

I took my wig off the mannequin head that I kept it on and placed it on my head, straightening it and adding bobby pins to keep the hair out of my face. Next, I applied my makeup.

By the time I was done, Maya had entered the bedroom and was pulling out a large box from her closet. I walked over to the bed to join her, eager to see what was in this new box of supplies and excited to see how they would aid in my feminization.

“I have four new items for you. Two of them, I want you to wear all the time. One, I want you to learn and practice, but then you can wear at your discretion. And the last, well, I’ll leave that one up to you,” Maya said with a smirk on her face, still enjoying teasing me with her surprise.

“Alright, alright,” I said annoyed. “You’ve built them up enough. Let’s see them already.”

She laughed as she reached into the box. “I think you will really like the first one. I know I will,” she said as she pulled out two flesh colored bags and then held them against her chest. “These are fake breasts. You stuff them into your bra to give you a little something extra for me to squeeze. I’ve been really wanting some breasts to squeeze lately.”

She wants me to have boobs? I guess that makes sense.

I took the fake breasts from her and stuffed them into each cup of my bra. They definitely gave my chest sizable mounds. I grabbed them and gave them a squeeze. They actually felt and moved as if they were real.

“Interesting,” I muttered while I continued examining them.

Maya giggled as she walked up and gave them a feel. “Oh yeah, I like that.” She groped my breasts firmly and I could tell that she really liked them. “I got you size C breasts. I wanted a good handful, but I didn’t want you to have bigger boobs than me.”

I looked at myself in the mirror and then turned to the side to get a better image of my silhouette. I could see my new curves clearly as the breasts stuck out from my chest.

“Oh wow, they do make me look more like a woman,” I said.

“Do you like them?” Maya asked eagerly.

I gave them another feel. “Yeah, I guess they feel pretty nice.”

She clapped her hands in excitement. “Yay, I’m glad,” she said. She reached in the box again for the next item and this time pulled out to bigger items. “These were hard to find in your size, but I think they should work well.”

She extended a pair of high heels towards me.

“You want me to wear high heels?” I asked indignantly.

“Well, this is the item that I think you should learn how to wear. Heels are an important staple of a woman’s wardrobe. Once you learn how to wear them, I will leave it up to you to decide if you want to wear them or not. Obviously they won’t go with every outfit.”

“Oh, ok,” I said as I reached out and took them from her. I sat down on the bed and slipped them on my feet. I tried to stand up and wobbled a little bit as I did. “These feel pretty awkward.”

“You will get used to them with a little practice. Try walking a little bit,” she said.

I took a few steps forward, hearing the click-clack of the heels on the floor boards.

“Damn, you look sexy wearing those stilettos!” Maya shouted at me.

I felt my cheeks burn with embarrassment, but at the same time I liked that she thought the high heels made me sexier. I walked back to the bed and sat down. “I’ll try them more later. So what's the next item?” I said, still anxious to find out the final piece of her surprise.

She reached back into the box and this time pulled out what appeared to be a white piece of clothing. She extended it towards me and I accepted it then inspected it in my hands.

“This one isn’t as sexy as the first, at least not from your standpoint,” she said.

I held it up and quickly figured out what it was. “It’s an apron?” I asked, confused.

“Yup. This is one that I want to see you in all the time. I want you to start handling more of the woman’s tasks around the apartment so you can fully embrace your feminine side. That includes cooking and cleaning. I bought you this because I thought it would be cute to see you wearing while you did your housework.”

I blushed again at her calling me cute. “Well, if you think it will look cute, then I suppose I could wear it for you,” I said.

The truth was that after two weeks of wearing my chastity cage, I would do about anything for her. Even though she had made me cum while I wore my cage a couple of times, I still felt like I had a lot of pent up sexual energy that I wasn’t able to release on my own. Pleasing her and hoping she would make me cum was my only chance of pleasure these days.

I tied the apron around my neck and waist to show her that I was on board with her plan.

“You look like a cute little maid. I love it!” Maya exclaimed after I had the apron on.

Maid? I don’t like the sound of that.

I gave her a polite laugh while hoping that she wasn’t giving herself any new ideas. She was already going to be making me cook and clean more, the last thing I needed was to become her maid and assume all of the household responsibilities.

“Alright. I’ve liked your surprise so far. What’s this last item?” I said.

Maya reached into the box and grabbed the last item. It was black and cylindrical, reminding me of the vibrator she used on my cage to make me cum. This was smaller though.

“I’m not sure how you will feel about this one, but I have an inkling that you will like it. I know how you like it when I finger fuck you so I thought you might like to try something else along those lines,” she said. She held it out to me and I took it. It was shaped like a penis, but smooth and made of silicon.

“Does this... go inside of me?” I asked apprehensively.

“It does. It’s a butt plug. You put it in your ass and then you keep it in as long as you want. This one just happens to vibrate as well,” she answered. She had bit of a smirk on her face. I could tell that she was trying to gauge my interest in the plug. The truth was that I was interested. Very interested.

“Huh, fascinating,” I said to downplay my intrigue. “Why would I want to have something vibrating stuck in my ass?”

“Well, all women liked to be fucked. Even a new woman like you enjoys being finger fucked. I thought that someday you might want to experience a little more than my finger. This is a good next step in loosening up your tight sissy pussy,” she explained.

“My what?” I asked incredulously.

“Since you don’t have a real pussy like a real woman, we’ll just have to learn to work with your asshole. Your sissy pussy.”

She wants to fuck my ass? I think I’ve finally reached my limit with her plan.

“Uhh, I don’t think so,” I said baffled by her suggestion.

“Oh, come on. Don’t be like that. You enjoy my finger inside of you, don’t you?”

“Well, yeah.”

“This is only a little bigger. Why don’t you just give it a try. For me,” she pleaded. Her lips were pouty and her arms pressed tight against her breasts, puffing them out at me. She knew I couldn’t resist her requests when she did that. It was even harder to resist when I didn’t want to.

“Alright. I’ll try it. For you,” I lied.


Chapter 3

Sissy Pussy

I took the butt plug and a bottle of lube into the bathroom and set them down on the counter. I was captured by my reflection in the mirror; I was looking more feminine than ever with my new boobs. Squeezing them felt like I was actually squeezing real breasts.

My hand went to the butt plug. I held it in front of me, finally having an opportunity to inspect it in private. It was about an inch longer than my finger and twice as thick. It was soft with some ribbing below the penis-shaped head.

I momentarily set it down so I could pull down my skirt and thong. With my bare ass exposed, I poured some lube in my hand and rubbed it on the plug, stroking it up and down to cover the whole length. I crouched down into a squat, reached the plug around, and pressed it against my asshole. There was a firm pressure until the tip finally popped in. I continued pressing it in until I could feel the base against my skin meaning it was all the way in. It took a little effort to fit it in, but I assumed my ass would loosen over time.

I pressed my hand against the base once more to make sure it was as deep as it could go. Feeling it inside of me reminded me of Maya’s finger except she would move it back and forth. The butt plug was motionless. Even so, it felt nice and I liked it.

When I returned to the bedroom, Maya had a grin on her face as if already knowing that I liked it. “So, what do you think?” she asked.

I felt my cheeks heat up bashfully.

What do I tell her? Do I downplay it and risk her not using her finger again or do I admit that I like  it?

I reached around and adjusted it a little. “It’s... interesting,” I said to give her a middle of the road answer.

Her eyebrow raised in disbelief. “Just interesting?” she asked.

I shrugged, continuing to downplay my interest. “I guess it’s alright.”

“Hmm, well if you don’t like it that much, I guess there’s no point in me turning it on for you.”

“Well, I guess I’m curious what the vibrations would feel like.”

She pulled a small black device from her pocked and started fiddling with it. “Actually, it doesn’t just vibrate. It’s a vibrating and thrusting butt plug that I can control with this little remote control.”

My eyes lit up in excitement.

It vibrates AND thrusts?

“Oh, I see,” I let out. Every part of me now wanted to feel what those options would feel like, but I still felt too ashamed to admit it.

She shrugged and put the remote back in her pocket. “Unless you’re willing to admit how much you like the butt plug inside of you, I think we will just keep it off,” she said.

Damn, she's going to force me to admit it.

“Fine, I admit it. I like how it feels inside of me. Just as I like it when you use your finger,” I said begrudgingly.

“Was that so hard to admit?” she asked. Her tone was tender yet sensual. She stepped towards me and placed her hand lovingly on my cheek. “I’m not trying to torture you, babe. I just think it’s important that you can admit what gives you pleasure so I can properly please my girlfriend.”

“Oh, okay.”

That makes perfect sense. I shouldn’t feel ashamed around my girlfriend.

“I’m glad that you like it though. I want you to feel pleasure from your sissy pussy."

My heart sank. “Y-you do?” I stammered.

Her hand left my face and travelled down, her finger tracing down my body. “Of course, I do. Don’t you want your sissy pussy pleasured?” she asked. Her hand reached my waist and was joined by her other hand. They pulled me towards her so that we touched.

I gulped. I could feel my dick throbbing in its cage, screaming ‘yes’ to her question, but my mind was holding the words back. “I-I…”

One of her hands left me while the other slid to the middle of my back and pulled me closer. She looked up at me with pouty lips. Such kissable lips. I couldn’t resist.

My head lowered until our lips connected and euphoria flooded my mind. She returned my kiss as our lips locked in a passionate embrace. I pulled my lips away to kiss her again, but just as my lips brushed hers I jumped and let out a shriek of surprise. My eyes popped open and I saw Maya with a mischievous smirk on her face looking back at me. She had turned my butt plug on to vibrate.

I could suddenly hear the vibrations and feel them surging through my ass, sending waves of pleasure through me. “Oh, oooh!” I moaned.

Her hand grabbed my butt cheek roughly. I could feel her nails digging into my skin. “Do you like it?” she asked.

I closed my eyes. “Yes…,”  I muttered as I embraced the pleasure.

“Let’s see how you like this,” she said as she pressed another button on the remote control.

A robotic sound began omitting from the butt plug as the tip surged back and forth inside of me. My eyes lit up, surprised again by the sudden feeling inside of me. My cheeks were burning with embarrassment and shame as I felt the butt plug fucking me.

“Tell me how much you like it,” she said.

“I-I really like it,” I said.

“Good.”

Suddenly the butt plug stopped, all pleasure quickly escaping my body. I looked at her confused, wondering why she had turned it off.

Her mischievous smirk returned. “If you want more of that, then you need to make use of your new apron,” she said.


Chapter 4

Woman Training

“Make use of my apron…,” I repeated as I figured out what Maya meant. “You want me to clean?”

“Yes, and do some cooking. I’ll want lunch in a few hours,” she said casually as she sat down on the bed.

I stared at her in disbelief. “In a few hours? You expect me to clean for a few hours?”

Maya cocked her head at me. Her eyes gave me a look of annoyance at my question. “I expect you to work as long as it takes to make the apartment clean. However long that takes,” she said firmly. “Consider it your woman training. Every good woman needs to know how to cook and clean. You want to be a good woman for me, don’t you?”

I continued to stare at her as I noticed my dick straining harder against its chastity cage.

Why is this turning me on? She wants me to clean for hours!

“This of it this way, it will give you plenty of time to practice wearing your heels!” she added in with a chipper tone as if it was a reward. “Not to mention you get to wear your new breasts, apron, and butt plug. All of the new gifts I gave you.”

I looked down at my new breasts, somewhat hidden under my apron. Just the sight of them gave me the urge to squeeze and feel them again. I was quickly starting to enjoy the sight of my new curves.

My eyes drifted further down to my black stilettos. They looked so sexy when paired with my black thigh high stockings, beneath my short pleated skirt. In just the few steps I had taken in them, they had made me feel powerful and sexy.

Finally, I clenched my asshole, feeling it tighten around the base of the butt plug. When it was turned off, I didn’t notice it nearly as much, but I could still feel it filling me up and just knowing it was there and that Maya had control over it gave me pleasure.

I guess it would be nice to give these a try. And cleaning isn’t that bad. What else would I be doing today?

“A-alright,” I said in agreement. “Are you going to help me?”

Maya let out a laugh. “No, no. I’m going to leave the women’s work to you, my pretty lady. I’m going to act like a man and just lounge on the couch and maybe take a nap. I’ll call for you when I want my lunch made. If you appear to be working hard, I’ll give you a little treat soon,” she said as she waved the remote around. “And if, when you’re done, I approve of your work... Well, then I have an extra special reward for you.”

She stood up, rose to her tippy toes and gave me a gentle kiss on the lips. The taste of her lips put me at ease, reminding me that everything I was doing was for her, not for me. Any pleasure I received was just a bonus.

She took a few steps past me and then stopped and turned towards me. I noticed her in my peripheral as she turned to face me and then suddenly pushed me over, onto the bed. I wanted to get up and yell at her, but before I could she had thrown my skirt up and spanked my ass hard. My ass stung at the impact.

“Oww!” I yelled. “That hurt!”

“If you’re lazy or do a bad job, you will get a lot more of that,” she said harshly. “My father never put up with lazy, useless women. And neither will I. Do you understand?”

I looked back at her in shock.

Where did this woman come from?

Her hand raised and she looked at me, ready to strike. “I asked you a question,” she hissed.

“Y-yes! I understand!” I exclaimed as I rolled over to sitting on the bed. Hiding my ass from her.

Maya lowered her hand as a dubious smile grew on her face. “That’s a good girl,” she said. “I’m sorry I had to do that, but I needed you to know that with any chance of reward, there is also a chance of punishment.”

I slipped my hand under my butt cheek and massaged it, still feeling the stinging from the spank. “Alright, fine. I get it,” I said.

“Don’t disappoint me.”

With that she turned and left the room, leaving me to stew in my anger from her recent actions. She had definitely struck fear into me as I now knew what would happen if I did a poor job cleaning. I couldn’t focus on that though.

Seeing that side of her unnerved me. She had always been such a sweet, loving girlfriend, but the more she feminized me and made me her girlfriend, the more controlling she became. It was as if I truly was becoming the girl in the relationship.

Whatever the case, I knew what I needed to do. I needed to earn my reward.

I stood up, straightened my apron and began cleaning.

***

By the time I was done cleaning the apartment, I was sweaty, exhausted, and my feet were killing me. I found Maya where she had been all day, laying down on the couch watching television. Seeing her surrounded by empty plates and cups from the food and drinks that I had made her throughout the day made me feel resentful.

She really couldn’t help me at all?

I gathered up all the plates and cups, quickly rinsed them, and placed them in the dishwasher. Then I returned to Maya. “Hey, babe. I’m all done cleaning,” I said in a huff, still short on breath from my hours of work.

She looked up at me and then glanced at her watch. “It’s only been five hours. Do you really think you have spent enough time cleaning?” she asked.

I was taken aback by her response and began second guessing everything I had done. Had I done enough? I quickly cycled through all the rooms in my mind, wondering if I had forgotten anything. I couldn’t think of anything which was reassuring.

“Yes,” I replied. “I think the place looks great.”

Her eyebrows raised as if astonished by my statement. “Oh really? Go wait in the bedroom while I inspect everything,” she said with a grin. “With that confident statement, you better hope you’re right.”


Chapter 5

Becoming a Real Woman

I hurried to our bedroom and sat down on our bed. I faced the door as I anxiously awaited Maya as she finished her inspection of my work. Sitting down pushed my butt plug in a little further and seemed to make the vibrations reverberate more inside of me. I was quickly coming to love my new butt plug.

What is my reward going to be? I hope she lets me suck her dildo again so I can cum. Today has made me so horny and it’s been a week since she last let me.

I brushed my hair with my fingers, crossed my legs, and straightened my posture, doing anything I could to look more feminine and desirable to Maya.

When she eventually walked in she ignored me as she continued examining my work. I fought my urge to slump my shoulders in disappointment. Instead I kept my posture as straight as I could for when she did approach me.

Soon she walked up to the bed as she still ignored me. She lifted the blanket up from the bed, inspecting whether or not the sheets were tucked in properly then she pressed her hand against the pillows to gauge if they were properly fluffed or not. Her thoroughness made me worry and realize that next time I would need to be extra careful to not miss anything.

“Hmm,” she let out as she walked around in front of me, tapping her finger on her lips. “To be honest, I didn’t have high expectations for you and I certainly didn’t think you would clean for five hours. Especially while wearing high heels.”

I looked down at my feet, still wearing the heels after all this time. I had taken them off a few times for breaks, but I wouldn’t admit that to her. Still, I could feel the pain in my feet growing steadily.

She continued. “But… I’m impressed. You far exceeded my expectations and everything looks pretty good.”

My heart started racing and I felt exhilarated by her good review.

“Thank you,” I said.

She took a step closer to me. Her arms wrapped around my waist and untied my apron. She the pulled the straps over my head and tossed the apron on the ground. “You’ve earned the rest of the night off,” she said.

My excitement was growing.

“And you’ve earned your reward,” she added.

I started shaking with glee. “Oh, thank you,” I stammered. I desperately wanted to know what my reward would be, but I refrained from asking and instead let her lead the conversation.

“I bet you’re just dying to suck some cock, aren’t you?” she said as she ran her finger over my lips.

I was and I couldn’t deny it. Feeling her finger on my lips made me start salivating, my desire to suck building. “Mmhmm,” I agreed.

“Beg for it. Beg me to let you suck cock.”

“Please let me suck cock,” I pleaded.

She shook her head at me. “You’ve become a cock whore so quickly, Jackie. Tell me you’re a cock whore.”

Ever fiber of my being wanted to deny it. Didn’t want to admit it. “I… I…" I stammered, trying to resist.

“Well?” she pushed me.

I couldn’t resist. I couldn’t risk losing my reward.

“I-I’m a cock whore,” I admitted meekly.

“That’s right, you are,” she said with a pleased grin. “Unfortunately for you, today you don’t get to suck cock.”

Sorrow instantly swept over me. I felt hurt and misled and now my mouth was longing to suck something. Anything. “I don’t?” I asked mournfully.

“Oh, no,” she said as she walked around to her side of the bed. She reached down to her bedside table, opened the drawer, and pulled out her dildo and strap-on harness. “Today, you take cock.”

“Take cock…? What do you mean?” I asked hesitantly.

She walked towards me as she slapped the dildo in her hand. “You know exactly what I mean, Jackie. I’m going to fuck you with this dildo. Why do you think I had you wear that butt plug all day? I wanted you to start stretching out your sissy pussy.”

My eyes bulged in shock.

She was preparing me so she could fuck me? Am I ready for this? Do I want to let her fuck me?

As I was lost in my mind she pressed a button on her remote, turning my butt plug’s thrusting motion on.

I gasped at the sudden feeling of it moving up and down inside me. My dick started getting hard, enjoying the new stimulation. I bit my lip in sexual torment.

I do enjoy the feeling, but getting fucked takes everything to a new level.

“What’s wrong?” Maya asked. “Real women get fucked. Don’t you want to be a real woman?”

As the butt plug continued its thrusting there was a passionate longing growing inside of me. A heat. A desire. A need.

Just like with Maya’s finger the butt plug seemed to just come up short of hitting the right spot. If it was just a little longer I felt like it would get there. I needed to feel more inside me.

I looked down at the dildo in her hand. It was much bigger. Several inches longer and twice as thick.

That has to be able to hit the spot.

I looked back at Maya. She had a serious look on her face as she awaited my answer.

“I do,” I finally said. “I want to be a real woman. I want to be your woman.”

“That’s good. But you took too long to answer. Now I need you to beg for it. Beg for me to fuck you,” she said sternly.

It felt like she was tormenting me by forcing me to verbalize my desires. “Please fuck me,” I begged.

I saw the grin back on Maya’s face as she quickly pulled down my skirt and then pulled off my shirt. I let her. She grabbed my hips and spun me around before pushing me face first onto the bed. As I collapsed into the bedding my heart pounded with exuberance.

I can’t believe I’m letting her do this to me!

I closed my eyes, bracing for the dildo to enter me. My asshole clenched nervously. I felt the bed move as Maya crawled onto the bed. She pulled my butt plug out of me, leaving me feeling empty. I glanced over my shoulder I saw her pouring lube on the dildo that was now dangling from the strap-on around her hips.

She moved up the bed until her knees where aligned with my thighs, the dildo hovering over my ass. I felt her cold hands pulling my thong to the side and then the wet touch of the lube-covered dildo brush against my ass cheeks. She moved it up and down my ass crack. My body convulsed each time as she teased me. I pushed my ass up as if asking for her to start.

“That’s a good girl,” she said as I felt the tip press against my asshole. The dildo popped inside me and I gasped at the sensation.

I could feel it opening me up wider as it slid inside. A bolt of pleasure surged through my body as the dildo went in as far as it could go. She slowly pulled it back and all the way out.

“Your pussy is still pretty tight,” she said as she poured more lube on the dildo. “Don’t worry. I’ll get it nice and loose for you, baby.”

I was already panting and feeling worn out from all the built up excitement. “Mmhmm,” I let out to let her know my acceptance.

I felt the dildo against my asshole again and this time it penetrated me with ease. I could feel the cool lubricant help glide the dildo through me. Maya again pushed it in as far as she could and then pulled it back. This time she kept it inside of me and pushed it in deep once more. She was finally fucking me.

Her hands went to my ass cheeks as she spread them apart. She continued to thrust the dildo at a steady pace. Each time it bottomed out I moaned and my desire increased. Her pace started picking up. With each thrust I felt the dildo ramming me harder and harder as it pushed my face harder into the bed.

Now she shoved the dildo as deep as it would go and crawled over me. She grabbed my chin and jerked my head to the side as she stuck her tongue deep inside my mouth. My tongue joined hers as we made out, the fake cock still deep inside me.

She then grabbed my wrists and moved them both above my head, holding them firmly. I could feel her fingertips digging into my flesh as her grip told me that I was her prisoner. I felt the dildo slide back before she thrust it back in. I let out a loud, guttural moan.

“That’s right, take my cock, slut!” she spit in my ear.

Her words made my dick throb. I felt so naughty, so dirty. And I loved it.

I let out another loud moan as she continued pounding my ass.

“You like being fucked, don’t you? Tell me you like it, whore.” she shouted.

“I like it,” I said between moans.

“Tell me you love it. Tell me you love being fucked by me,” she said.

“I love being fucked by you!” I shouted in response. The pressure in my chastity cage was building rapidly now as she fucked and dominated me.

I could feel her warm breath on my neck as she breathed heavily. Then her thrusts slowed down.

“Are you going to be a good girl and cum for me?” she asked me.

“Mmhmm. I want to,” I whimpered.

Her mouth lowered to my ear and she whispered, “You have 30 seconds left otherwise you have to wait until next weekend.”

I gasped as she thrust the dildo in me as hard as she could and resumed her fucking.

Only 30 seconds?

I tried to focus on the sensations as I heard Maya start counting down. My dick was pulsing hard now.

“20… 19… 18… Are you going to cum or not?” Maya said.

I just need a little longer!

Maya lifted her self up, her hands by my side as she prepared to stop.

“10… 9… 8… I guess you’re not going to cum this week,” she said. I heard a glimmer of happiness in her tone. As if she would enjoy denying me.

The thought of her denying me and controlling my dick was just what I needed. My dick suddenly burst as I orgasmed. My whole body relaxed as cum pumped out of my flaccid, caged dick. I could feel the bedding beneath me drenched with sweat and now my cum, but I didn’t have the energy to move. I was utterly exhausted. And satisfied.

Maya slowly pulled the dildo out of me as she climbed out of bed. She walked over to the side of the bed and crouched down in front of my face. Her fingers brushed the hair out of my face, letting me see her.

“Now you’re a real woman,” she said.


Part 4

Paying the Bills


Chapter 1

My Life as Jackie

My mind often drifted back to the first time my girlfriend, Maya, fucked me. Recalling that memory made me long to feel her dildo inside of me again. To feel her grab my wrists tight and call me a cock whore. To feel her dominate me and make me her bitch.

Three weeks had passed since that day and much to my chagrin, she had only once fucked me since. She would tease me constantly, while she made me work hard around our apartment, cooking and cleaning for her. She told me that the only way I would get to feel her cock inside of me again would be by being a good girlfriend and homemaker for her.

At first I was resentful. We were supposed to be a couple yet she was making me do all the work while denying me sexual pleasure. Meanwhile, when she was home she would spend all her time relaxing and had me pleasure her constantly. But after weeks of being locked in my chastity cage, I quickly learned to find sexual satisfaction serving and pleasuring her.

Throughout our relationship I had always loved to pleasure her and now she would let me do it more than ever. Now that she was out as a lesbian and had feminized me and turned me into her girlfriend, she was hornier than ever. She seemed to have an insatiable appetite for my lips and never ending desire to orgasm. I loved it.

Some nights she would allow me to eat her pussy out while others she would say she needed a good fucking. On those nights she would allow me to fuck her using her strap-on and dildo. Seeing the dildo strapped on top of my caged dick still felt like a cruel tease, but the sight of her moaning in pleasure while I fucked her with it, something she never did with my own dick, filled me with a new kind of pleasure. Her orgasms began to feel like shared orgasms.

Even so, I still desired my own pleasure. However, I was left disappointed after she fucked me for the second time. It was then that she admitted that fucking me was a turn off for her. As a lesbian, she didn’t have an interest in fucking my asshole. What she really wanted was pussy. But since I only had my little sissy pussy on the tip of my chastity cage, she said she had decided not to pleasure me except for special occasions. When I really deserved it.

This didn’t stop me from longing to be fucked again or to have another orgasm. Instead it motivated to work harder to please her. I wanted her to want to fuck me and I knew that if I could give her maximum pleasure, then she would have to see it in her heart to return it to me. In the mean time, I wore my butt plug daily to allow myself the joy of anal stimulation while keeping my asshole stretched and ready for the next time she was in the mood to pleasure me.

On the plus side, she did still enjoy watching me suck her dildo. And I enjoyed sucking it for her. That was still a way in which she allowed me to cum from time to time. If I was doing a good job sucking the dildo for her, she would start pressing her vibrator against my cage. The possibility of getting to feel the vibrator and knowing that it might help me cum made me eager to suck the dildo as vigorous and passionately as possible.

Once she began to allow me to wear my butt plug while I practiced my sucking, that made things even more enjoyable. Feeling both of my holes stuffed while I fell into a passionate trance of cock sucking was nearly orgasmic in itself, but when Maya would call me a cock whore and press the vibrator against my cage, I would orgasm within minutes. It was amazing.

Maya wasn’t only in control of my orgasms. In fact, during these last three weeks, it was becoming clear that our roles had quickly changed in our relationship as a whole. She had become the alpha and I the beta. My role was to please and pleasure her while she did whatever she desired. I was astonished by how much I loved this new role. It just felt right.

Maya seemed much happier with our new roles, too. She had definitely changed in the time since she had come out to me as a lesbian. She was more dominant and demanding. She radiated power and I often found myself afraid to displease her because I knew she would get mad and spank me for disobeying. Yet every time, it made me want to submit to her more.

She had also started going out more. With me doing all the housework, she had more time to spare so she would go to the gym or out with friends regularly while I stayed home. She told me that I was welcome to come out with her once the apartment was cleaned, dinner was made, laundry was put away, and all my other chores were complete, but she also told me that Jackie would be the one to join her, not Jack. I would have to stay dressed up as a woman with my wig and makeup on in order to join her.

I wasn’t ready to take that first step out in public as Jackie so I forwent going out and instead I would stay home alone and watch porn. Watching women give blow jobs helped me improve my sucking skills so I could impress Maya each time she let me suck her dildo. Watching women get fucked anally mostly just turned me on, but also helped teach me new positions that I could suggest the next time Maya was willing.

Each time I sucked on her dildo while I watched porn my dick would throb in its little chastity cage. One time I even felt like I might cum, but I quickly stopped myself. I felt like I would be cheating on Maya if I did. I was torn by the idea and found my mind often drifting back on that moment, wondering if I could actually make myself cum that way.

Would it really be cheating? I wouldn’t be having sex with anyone and it’s not like Maya has a dick that would get jealous of my attention. It’s basically just my form of masturbating since I can’t touch my own dick.

I soon convinced myself that it wouldn’t be cheating and I decided that the next time she left me home alone I would try it again. And I would suck as long as I needed to in order to succeed.


Chapter 2

The Repair Man

Every week I would look forward to the weekends. Not for the same boring reasons most people did, but because that was my time to be Jackie full time. I would start each day by waking up early to get dressed in my women’s clothing and make breakfast for Maya and me. Afterwards, I would put on my wig and apply my makeup to fully become Jackie before I started working on my chores for the day. When I was done, Maya and I would cuddle on the couch and watch movies. It was a simple life, but one that I had quickly come to love.

This Saturday morning had started out like any other. I got dressed in pink skater skirt with a black sleeveless crop top. Underneath I wore a black bra which held in my size C breast forms along with a pair of black tanga panties. These days I was feeling more in my element wearing women’s clothing and was even becoming comfortable enough to adventure out to buy new items by myself during my lunch breaks on work days. I regularly sought out sexy new outfits that would turn on Maya and I loved to surprise her by wearing them.

When I heard Maya finally wake up, I set our breakfasts on the table and waited for her to join me. I sat down to read my book and sip my coffee while I waited for her to join me, relaxing before my hard day of cleaning began.

“Something smells great!” I heard Maya say as she entered the dining room. I looked up at her and could feel my dick swelling up in its chastity cage at my first glimpse of her. She was wearing light purple leggings with a matching sports bra. On top she had a loose fitting white tank top. Her blonde hair was done up high in a pony tail.

My face lit up at her complement. “Thank you,” I said cheerfully as I set down my book. I pointed towards her plate on the other side of the table and said, “Why don’t you come join me for breakfast?”

She grimaced as she looked at the plate and then at me. “I would love to, but I need to get to the gym. I signed up for a new early morning class,” she said.

I tried to hold my smile despite my disappointment. “Oh, how nice,” I lied. We always had breakfast together on the weekends and I enjoyed our time together before she would go out and I would start cleaning. Losing out on that time together was disappointing.

Maya walked to her plate and took a couple heaping mouthfuls of her eggs. As she chewed, she gave me a smile and a thumbs up then rushed to the door to leave. I turned to watch her leave finding it harder to hide my feeling of rejection. She opened the door and I heard her swallow her eggs as she looked back at me. “While I’m gone, I think you should practice your dick sucking. I might have a little surprise for you later,” she said. The door quickly shut as she left me to ponder her words.

She wants me to practice my dick sucking? That’s exactly what I was planning on doing anyways… But now I don’t know if I should try to make myself cum or not. What if her surprise is making me cum? I could ruin her surprise if I did it by myself. Damnit.

I suddenly found myself in a conundrum. Do I wait for Maya’s surprise and hope she allows me to cum or do I try to make myself cum on my own? There was a chance Maya’s surprise wouldn’t result in an orgasm, so waiting could be a risk.

I decided to wait and see how the morning went. I still needed to clean up breakfast and handle a few other chores before I would even have the opportunity. However, I could feel my dick telling me what it wanted me to do as it pulsed in its chastity cage.

As I took our breakfast plates into the kitchen to clean, I heard my phone buzz and saw a notification of a text message from Maya. It simply read, “Enjoy <3.”

I shrugged at her vague message.

She must be talking about my practice. She knows how much I like to suck on her dildo.

Once the kitchen was cleaned, I went to our bedroom put on my wig and makeup. After all of these weeks, I was becoming much more confident and efficient with getting ready. I had even begun adding eyeshadow to my makeup routine to give my look a little extra flare.

I felt more natural once I was Jackie. The hair and makeup really helped complete my look and make me feel more feminine. And feeling this way made me enjoy my housework more, too, as I truly felt like I was becoming Maya’s housewife. I walked to my closet to grab my apron, put it on, and then got started on my work.

I began by tidying up the bedroom and gathering Maya’s laundry, which was becoming a daily chore. During these last few weeks, her habits had deteriorated. She was becoming accustomed to tossing her dirty laundry all over the bedroom knowing that I would eventually pick it up and wash it for her. I sighed as I picked up her dirty panties and yesterday’s outfit and put them into her hamper.

I decided it would be a good day to do laundry so I carried her hamper of dirty clothes towards the laundry room. However, before I could get there, I heard a pounding on the front door. My heart dropped in fear and surprise.

Who could that be? Should I just ignore it? I don’t want anyone to see me like this!

The door pounded again. “Hello?” I heard a man shout from the other side.

A man? Why is there a man here?

I set the hamper down and quietly snuck to the door and looked through the peephole. I could see there was a tall rugged looking man out there, but he wasn’t anyone I recognized.

“Who is it?” I shouted at the door in my girliest voice.

“It’s Ron, the repair man you called for,” the man said.

Repair man? What repair man?

“I’m sorry, but I didn’t call for any repair man,” I said in confusion.

“Well someone from this apartment did. Someone named… Maya. They said it was urgent.”

An urgent repair? Now I’m really confused. But if Maya ordered it, I guess it’s needed. That means he’s going to see me, though…

“Oh, alright. Just a minute!” I replied. I looked down at my outfit. I removed my apron and tossed it behind the couch and then straightened my shirt and skirt and brushed my hair. If I was going to be seen by a stranger, I wanted to look good. I then took a few deep breaths in and out, building up the courage needed to let him in. When I felt calm, I finally reached out and opened the door. “Come in,” I said.

A tall man stepped inside. He was wearing a pair of faded blue jeans and a white fitted t-shirt that showed off his muscular chest and shoulders. His biceps looked to be twice the size of mine and his hands were large and masculine. He was holding a large black toolbox.

I looked up and saw him staring at me. His square jaw was slightly ajar as I could tell he was trying to figure me out. He had bushy brown hair and a hypnotizing pair of blue eyes.

This man is everything I’m not.

We both stood still, staring at each other for what felt like eternity before he finally snapped us out of our haze.

“So, uhh, I’m supposed to fix the washer and dryer,” he said. His voice was gruff and manly.

There’s nothing wrong with the washer and dryer. I was just about to use it! And how would Maya know? She hasn’t done laundry in weeks!

“Huh. I didn’t know anything was wrong with them,” I shrugged. “But I’ll show you where they are.”

I lead him to the laundry room, feeling his presence looming over me. I flipped on the light and stepped out of the way so he could enter.

“Here they are,” I said.

“Thanks, I’ll take a look and let you know what I find,” he said as he set down his toolbox.

I gave him a nod and a smile and said, “Ok, I’ll be around. Just call out for me when you need me. My name is Jackie, by the way.”

He gave me a friendly nod and then I left him to do his work. As I walked out of the room, I continued to glance at him over my shoulder. I found myself unable to take my eyes off of him.


Chapter 3

Strange Feelings

My breathing was growing heavy and my mind flustered. I hurried into the kitchen and hid on the other side of the wall, out of view from Ron.

What’s happening to me? Why do I feel this way?

I couldn’t help but think of his protruding chest and muscular arms. His chiseled jaw and perfect stubble. I peeked around the corner to catch a quick glimpse of him. He was digging in his tool box. Seeing his big, strong hands grab at his tools made my heart beat harder.

I just need to get away from him.

I scampered off to the bedroom to find something to preoccupy myself with. Sadly, as I looked around the room, I noticed there wasn’t much left to do as I had already tidied up. But I needed to do something to distract myself so I decided to sit down at Maya’s vanity to touch up my makeup.

Sitting on the top of the vanity was a container of lipgloss. I picked it up and pulled out the brush as I puckered my lips. My eyes went to the mirror and watched as I painted my lips with the pink, cherry flavored lipgloss. I pressed my lips together to evenly spread it and then blew myself a kiss in the mirror as I always did.

My lips looked extra shiny and girlish. Seeing them sent a feeling of excitement coursing through my body, all the way to my caged dick. My dick gave me an eager throb, liking the sight of my pouty lips. Though I couldn’t tell if I was longing for such girly lips to be around my dick or to use my girly lips on a dick. Luckily, thinking of the latter reminded me that Maya wanted me to practice sucking.

My eyes lit up at the thought and I felt light on my feet as I hurried to Maya’s bedside table to pull out her dildo. I set it on the bed, feeling my mouth already salivating for it. I spit in my palm and started stroking the fake cock. Long strokes, up and down, as I felt the veins on the dick-shaped dildo brush along my palm.

After just a few strokes, I couldn’t resist sucking it any longer. I tilted it down and put my mouth around it, taking the dildo deep in my mouth. These days I always made sure to deep throat it as much as possible to improve my gag reflex. When Maya watched me suck, I liked the look of pride in her eyes when she saw me hold it deep in my throat without gagging.

As I pulled my mouth back, my mind suddenly flashed to an image of hard pecs. I stopped and shook my head, dispersing the image from my mind. I resumed sucking. I slobbered on the cock as I reached out and ran my fingers down his hard abs. I quickly stopped again.

What the heck? Is my mind playing tricks on me?

I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and started again. My mouth went up and down on the dildo. My tongue licking the bottom each time my mouth pulled up. I took a break and just licked the head of his cock while I reached into his boxers and pulled out his balls. My hands fondled them as he groaned in pleasure.

I let out a moan of my own as my passion and desire overtook me. “Oh, yeah. Fuck my mouth, Ron!” I cried out.

My eyes bulged open as I heard myself cry out.

Am I fantasizing about sucking Ron’s dick? What the hell is happening to me?

Just then I heard a knock and the door. My eyes darted to the bedroom door just in time to see it slowly open up. I quickly pulled the dildo down, behind the bed and hopefully out of view.

I wiped my drool covered mouth with my forearm as I looked at Ron, puzzled. “Ron? What’s going on?” I asked, confused as to why he had suddenly entered my bedroom.

“Did I interrupt something? I’m sorry, Jackie. I was looking for you and thought I heard you say my name so I just came in,” he said.

My whole face suddenly burned with embarrassment.

Did he hear what I said?!

“Oh, uhh. No, it’s fine,” I stammered nervously. “Are you all done?”

He scratched the back of his head awkwardly. “Well, that’s just the thing, Jackie. There doesn’t seem to be any issue with either device. Do you know what the problem was?”

Seeing Ron again made me feel something… something I hadn’t felt before. My breathing was getting heavy as my eyes looked over his muscular body and my mouth started salivating again.

“Sadly, no,” I said once I was able to get my mind back into the conversation. “I had no idea there was an issue and I’m still not sure you have the right apartment.”

Ron pulled out his phone and started swiping. “Well, I received a call from this Maya woman this morning telling me it was urgent and that I needed to come as soon as possible. I told her to text me the address and she sent me an oddly specific message along with it. She said, “Please come quickly! We’re just two helpless girls in desperate need of a strong man to help us. We’re out of clean panties and need our washer and dryer fixed A.S.A.P.! You don’t want us to have to walk around without panties on. Do you, Ron?””

I closed my eyes and rubbed my temples as I wondered what the heck had gotten into Maya. I looked back at Ron. “That’s her name and that definitely sounds like her flare for the dramatic,” I let out a puff of air. Unsure of how to handle this mess. “I’m sorry about the confusion, but I honestly don’t think there was any issue. Can I show you out?”

His face had a growing look of annoyance. “I pushed back my whole schedule to come help you two,” he said, his voice growing stern. “This is unacceptable behavior. Was she pranking me? Or you?”

I sighed. He wasn’t going to leave as easily as I had hoped. “I can’t tell you that and I’m not sure when she’s going to get home to answer for herself.”

Ron’s shoulders were getting tight as his eyes looked away and his head shook in disapproval. “Unacceptable,” he muttered. “Well, I still have to charge you for coming out. $100 is my base price per visit.”

$100! What a waste of money! Maya is going to owe me big time for this.

“Alright, that’s fine,” I said. “Can I pay you through an app?”

“As my website says, I only accept cash. And that’s especially true for this apartment.”

I grimaced. I never carried cash anymore.

“I might have a few dollars lying around, but I definitely don’t have anything close to $100. How about a check?” I asked.

He shook his head with tight, strong lips. “Oh, no. I’m not taking a check from you, and I’m not leaving until I’m paid. You need to find some way to pay me.”

“Someway to pay you…?” I mumbled under my breath. My head dropped down to the dildo in my hand.

Would he want…? Could I even…? There’s only one way to find out.


Chapter 4

Surprise

My mouth started watering as the fantasy returned to my mind. Ron’s hard cock deep in my mouth. I bit my lip as I stared at him lustfully.

He says he needs to be paid or else he won’t leave and I don’t have any cash. What else could a helpless woman like me do to satisfy him?

My mind snapped to Maya. What would she think of me if I did this? Would she accuse me of cheating on her? I stifled a laugh as I remembered I was having these same thoughts this morning about whether or not to allow myself to cum while I sucked a dildo. And here I was now thinking about sucking a man’s cock.

I couldn’t believe that I actually wanted to do it, but my dick’s throbbing was proof enough for me. All of these weeks sucking on Maya’s dildo as she instructed me on how to give a blow job. All the hours spent watching porn to learn new techniques as I practiced them. All of it had had left me an undeniable desire for the real thing.

Ron was glaring at me and I realized that I must look crazy. I had become lost in a fantasy about him in the middle of our conversation. “Sorry,” I blurted out as I snapped back to reality. “I was just thinking of how I might pay you. I… don’t want you to leave unsatisfied.”

I started walking towards him, letting my body’s desires take over. His head cocked to the side as he watched me. “I can assure you that I won’t be leaving until I am satisfied,” he said in his same, upset tone.

He clearly hadn’t understood my innuendo. I would have to make my intentions more obvious. “If only there was another way for a helpless, young woman like me to make it up to such a strong man like you,” I said softly, trying to sound sensual.

His eyes opened slightly ajar as he started grasping what I meant. I saw him gulp then he said, “That’s, uhh… that’s not really what I had in mind.”

I closed in on him as he took a few steps back. His back hit the wall. My hand reached down for his pants and I grabbed his cock. I could feel that it was already a little hard as I started rubbing it through his jeans.

“But you would accept it, wouldn’t you?” I said with big fluttering eyes.

His eyes rolled back as his body relaxed. He slumped against the wall and let me continue to rub his cock. I felt it growing inside of his pants as a hunger grew inside of me.

“I, uhh,” he stammered, his eyes closed and mouth agape.

I stood on my toes so that my mouth was by his ear. “Just say ‘yes’,” I whispered.

His eyes opened and he looked down at me. I saw his eyes flash from mine to my lips and back. I moved my lips so they just lightly brushed his and then pulled back. “Say it,” I whispered again.

He took a deep swallow and choked out, “Yes.”

I grabbed his hand and pulled him towards the bed. My dick was throbbing in its cage, excited for what was to come. I threw him down on the bed, his back against the headboard as I ripped off his shirt.

I gasped as I saw his chest. His pecs and abs were even larger than I could have imagined. I pulled off my own shirt and skirt, leaving me wearing only my black bra and panties with my tiny chastity cage tucked between my legs.

He looked at me with a hunger matching my own. He was finally in. I leapt on top of him. My arms grabbed his shoulders and pressed him back against the headboard of my bed as I stared at him. My chest heaved with every breath I took. I couldn’t resist any more.

I ran my hands down his chest and abs as I felt my dick strain harder in its cage. Ron grabbed my waist with his large, thick hands and held me tight as his mouth kissed my neck. His kisses were warm and moist, and sent shivers down my spine. I curved my neck and pulled my hair away, allowing his lips to continue upwards.

He pulled back and looked at me. His eyes were again sneaking glances at my lips, telling me that he wanted to kiss me. I leaned forward as he did the same.

But just before our lips touched I heard a strange noise behind me. It sounded like clapping. I pulled my self away from Ron and looked over my shoulder to see what it was.

It was Maya.

She had a big smirk on her face as she applauded me. “I see you found my surprise. Do you like it?” she asked me.

I rolled over to the other side of the bed and quickly covered myself with a blanket, feeling exposed and ashamed that my girlfriend had caught me with a man. My eyes were wide open as I stared at her, not knowing what to say.

“I, uhh,” I stammered. “Your surprise?” I didn’t know what she was talking about.

She walked towards the bed, her arms crossed as she stared at me. Ron looked startled, but I could tell he had a glint of hope that she would join us.

“By all means, don’t stop on account of me,” she said as she reached the bed. “It looked like the show was just getting started. And I can’t wait to watch the finale.”


Chapter 5

Payment Complete

I continued to stare at Maya in shock. My heart was beating faster than I had ever felt it before. “W-what do you mean?” I finally asked.

Maya sat on the edge of the bed. She waved at Ron and said, “Hi Ron, thanks for coming on such short notice. Sorry for interrupting so early.”

He shrugged and gave a half smile, clearly still confused as to what was happening, just as I was.

She continued, “I got Ron out here for you, baby!” She grabbed my foot and wiggled it playfully. “You never have the courage to come out with me so I wanted to bring some fun to you.”

“Fun? What are you talking about, Maya?” I asked.

Maya cocked her head at me. “You remember that I wanted you to practice dick sucking while I was out, right?” she asked.

“Yeah…”

“I thought you would be bored with the same old dildo and I thought I might be able to arrange something better for you. So I hired Ron here to come repair something that wasn’t broken. I had a feeling you would find a way to seduce him. That you wouldn’t be able to resist sucking his cock.”

“How could you know that?”

“Isn’t that obvious? Because I’ve been training you to crave cock, silly!” she answered enthusiastically.

My heart dropped and I froze.

She’s right! She has been making me more and more interested in sucking cock. I actually was excited to do it this morning.

My mind was racing with questions. “How did you… why did you…?” I felt exhausted just thinking about it.

I noticed Ron was staring back and forth between us. He had his hand in his pants and he was stroking his cock, still excited by what might happen.

Maya stood up and walked to my side of the bed. She motioned for me to move over and I did so she could sit in the bed next to me. She put her arm around me and held me as I relaxed my head on her shoulder.

“Because I wanted you to feel like a woman. Because I wanted to erase your manly desires and replace them with female desires. And because I want you to know the control I have over you,” she said.

I looked up at her. She had a serious look in her eyes. “You do have control over me, don’t you?” I admitted.

“Yes,” she said.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked, waiting for her commands.

Her hand clasped my face, squeezing my lips outward. “I want you to use those juicy lips of yours to suck his cock. I think he’s waited long enough. Don’t you, Ron?”

Ron looked over at us, still stroking his cock as he looked slightly annoyed. “Is this going to happen or not? I have other clients to meet.”

I looked back at Maya and she gave me a nod. I whimpered, feeling uneasy now that I would be watched and instructed. When I had been in the moment earlier, it all felt so much more natural, naughty, and wrong. Now it felt cold and calculated. But even that couldn’t take away my desire.

I lowered the blanket and turned towards Ron. I could see the tip of his dick sticking out of his pants as he continued touching himself. I reached over, unbuttoned his pants, and pulled them down just enough for him to pull out his full cock. It wasn’t as big as the dildo, but it was certainly bigger than mine. Seeing another man’s cock for the first time felt thrilling. I felt a rush of excitement sweep through me as I licked my lips.

I crawled over him and onto the ground. I wanted to get into a position I was most comfortable with and I had done most of my practice on my knees. Ron kicked off his jeans and moved his legs over the side of the bed so that they were surrounding me. His dick was now straight in front of me.

Maya crawled behind him, her head poking out from over his shoulder as she watched me. “Stop stalling and suck it, slut!” she ordered me.

I grabbed Ron’s cock as I inspected it. His head was already leaking pre-cum. I closed my eyes, opened my mouth, and then threw my head down on his cock, taking it all at once as if jumping into a pool. When I felt it hit the back of my throat I locked my lips around it and felt his cock in my mouth. If felt soft, yet hard, and tasted a little salty. I moved my head back up, licking his cock as I did. At the tip, I ran my tongue around his head and could taste the cum already leaking out.

My mouth was beginning to salivate which helped my mouth slide up and down his cock. Ron started moving his hips back and forth, simulating fucking. I stopped moving my mouth and let him fuck it instead. With each of his thrusts, I ran my tongue along his cock.

Maya climbed down from the bed and kneeled in between Ron and I, watching my mouth get fucked up close. She suddenly grabbed the back of my head and forced it down on his cock. I tried my best not to gag, but I felt my eyes start watering up. She held it down while Ron continued thrusting his cock deep in my mouth.

“Don’t get lazy, slut. Suck it like I taught you!” she shouted at me.

When she finally released, I pulled my mouth off and caught my breath as I licked his shaft, just as she had instructed me weeks ago. His head looked swollen and his veins protruded more than earlier. I knew he was getting close.

I swallowed his cock again, taking it deep once more before coming back up and working on its head. My hand started stroking his cock as I ran my tongue around his cock head and sucked on it.

Ron arched his back as he closed his eyes and moaned. Hearing his pleasure filled me with pride; I was doing a good job and he was about to cum. I took his cock deep inside my mouth as his entire cock pulsed. I felt liquid splatter on the back of my throat and tongue as his cock suddenly pumped out cum.

Ron’s whole body soon relaxed and he collapsed backwards into the bed with a loud sigh. I carefully pulled my mouth off of his cock, trying to keep all the cum inside. I gagged at the taste of the mouthful of cum and looked around for somewhere to spit it. Maya quickly slapped her hand over my mouth, holding my jaw shut.

“Real women swallow,” she hissed. I looked at her and followed her orders. She smiled widely and beamed with pride. “This is just the beginning, my good little sissy. I have so many more plans for you and this mouth of yours.”

I suddenly realized my penis was throbbing. I hadn’t orgasmed as I hoped I would from sucking cock. But I now knew that I would have plenty more opportunities ahead of me. And I couldn’t wait.


Feminized By My Best Friend

[image: ]


Part 1

First Taste


Chapter 1

My Best Friend

I wiped the sweat from my brow and let out a deep sigh. Looking around the room, I saw that there was still a vast array of boxes and furniture that needed moving; the day was just beginning yet I already felt exhausted. It didn’t help that every time I looked around I saw Sam, my best friend, flirting with some random guy that she had invited over to help her move.

Seeing her touch another man was always a painful sight. I knew I was clearly in Sam’s friend zone and that my chances were slim to none that anything would ever happen between us, but that never stopped me from longing to feel her delicate hands on me and her soft lips on mine. I had felt them many times in my fantasies and would always hold on to the hope that someday they could become reality.

Despite the pain, I stared at her as she flirted with another guy. She wore high waisted, low cut jean shorts which left her ass hanging out, and a short white crop topped shirt made even shorter by being tied in the front, just below her large breasts. The ends of her dirty blonde hair were just tickling the top of her shoulders and she playfully brushed it aside as she giggled a bad joke.

How could I not have some hope that I could be with her? She’s a goddess.

The problem was now that every guy here likely had the same hopes as me, to help her break in her bed at her new apartment. Why else would they be helping her move? As her best friend and the man who likely had the lowest chance of success, however, I also had the goal of being the last man standing so I could make sure that they all struck out with her. I mean, if I wasn’t going to get her then why should any of them?

Sam caught my glance and smiled at me before I quickly looked away, embarrassed that she had caught me staring again. I was usually much more discreet with stealing glances at her but lately, as the summer heat arrived and her wardrobe had shrunk, it had been hard not to stare a little extra. I knew that after knowing her nearly my entire life that it was probably wrong to look at her in such a way, but the way her breasts were spilling out of her shirt and jiggling as she laughed... how could I not look?

I let out another sigh as I picked up another box to carry to the truck outside. I tried to casually walk by Sam and the guy she was flirting with even though envy burned inside of me as I watched her feeling up the man’s biceps.

I should have asked her out years ago. Back before she started working out and became so sexy. She was still hot back then and now she’s way out of my league. That could be me she’s touching! But damnit… I never wanted to risk losing our friendship…

I dropped the box into the back of the truck and turned around to see Sam talking to yet another guy.

Where the hell did she even find all of these guys to help her? She has always told me about all of her romances and I swear I’ve never heard about any of them.

I walked by them as Sam jumped onto the man’s back and rode him as he followed me back inside. They sped past me as she slapped his ass and yelled for him to go faster. Watching them and knowing that her breasts were pressed against his back only ate me up more.

The rest of the time spent emptying her apartment moved slowly as I watched her jump from guy to guy, flirting and teasing with each of them. By the end, I felt like the odd man out and like I was invisible to her. Sadly, I knew that I was invisible to her in all the ways that were important to me. She saw me as a friend and not as one of these other guys. Though the more I looked at them, the more I knew that to be true. These guys were all ripped and brooding with muscles. I couldn’t compete with them.

Feeling defeated and tired from all the heavy lifting, I plopped myself down in the middle of her now empty bedroom with a groan. I watched as Sam tightly hugged each of the guys and sent them on their way to her new apartment to wait for her to arrive with the truck. When she was done, she joined me in the empty room and sat down next to me. There, she wrapped her arm around me and laid her head against my shoulder.

“Phew, moving is a lot of work,” she sighed.

I couldn’t refrain from scoffing. “Yeah, I’m sure your breasts are really tired from heaving themselves at all the guys,” I said, half joking, half annoyed.

“Hey!” she exclaimed as she turned and hit me in the shoulder. “That’s not fair! You know I can’t afford to hire a moving crew. I had to find cheap help somehow and why shouldn’t I pay with my beauty and charm?”

I turned my head away as I rolled my eyes so she couldn’t see. “You know I could have helped you more. You didn’t need to find these guys.”

She leaned her head on my shoulder again and squeezed me tightly. “I know, Nick,” she said. “You would do anything for me and that’s exactly why you’re my best friend.”

I felt my heart drop to my stomach at hearing her call me her best friend again. I hated those words even if I loved her friendship. I put my arm around her and squeezed her back. “You’re right. I would do anything for you,” I replied softly.

Her grip slowly loosened as she stood up. She smiled at me as she offered me her hand to help me up.

Maybe I just need to get over her and accept that I will be nothing more than her friend. She is an amazing friend after all. Why would I want to spoil that bond?

As I stood up she pointed behind me. “Oh, look. There’s still one more box. Be a pal and get that for me?” she said.

I turned and saw a cardboard box tucked in the back of her closet. I didn’t want to leave her side, but after just telling her I would do anything for her, I jumped at the chance to prove my devotion. The box was on the top shelf which I could barely reach, but I got on my tippy toes and managed to pull it down.

As I walked back towards her, I noticed that the box was very loosely closed and I couldn’t resist trying to peek inside. Then suddenly, lost in my distraction, I tripped, sending the box and myself tumbling forward.


Chapter 2

Sam’s Box

“I’m so sorry!” I exclaimed as I pushed myself up off the floor. I looked in front of me and saw that the box’s contents had spilled out all over the floor, right in front of Sam. “I’ll pick it all up.”

I crawled forward and started picking up the box’s items and hastily put them back inside. But as I did, it didn’t take long before I realized that they were all various sorts of colorful lingerie. I raised one up in front of me and saw that I was holding a pair of red lace panties. Sam’s red lace panties.

I stared at them for far too long, picturing how she would look in these panties that were practically see through. I imagined her standing above me, wearing nothing but these red panties as she bashfully held her large breasts in her hands and bit her lip. Her breasts bounced as her hands let go and reached down to take my face in them. Her mouth crept dangerously close with her pouty lips leading the way.

“Do you like my panties?” she whispered softly in my ear.

“Mmm, yeah,” I let out without thinking. My dick started to grow hard in my pants.

Her breath on my neck sent chills through my body. “Then maybe you should try them on,” she said. “Would you like to wear my panties?”

My dick enlarged even more, excited by the thought of feeling her panties against my skin. But as I heard Sam giggle, I suddenly snapped out of my daydream and realized that I was still holding the panties… and that Sam was right next to me and might have actually just asked me that.

I stumbled backwards and crawled away in shock and embarrassment, wondering what parts were real and what were a fantasy. Sam was crouched next to were I had just been, still wearing the same outfit as she had been all day. She smirked at me and gave me a look as if she was waiting for me to answer a question.

“Uhh,” I stammered, trying to figure out what to say to get out of this increasingly awkward moment. When I again realized that I was still holding the panties, I quickly deposited them in the box. I rushed to pick up the rest of the bras, panties, and negligees from the floor and tossed them in the box, trying to pretend as if nothing had happened. However, the more I touched of her intimate items, the more flustered I became.

When I was done, I closed the box, picked it up, and looked away towards the door, too embarrassed to look at Sam. “We should probably get going, right?” I asked her, desperately hoping my ploy had worked.

Sam walked in front of me where she stopped and slowly opened the box as she grinned at me. I felt frozen as her hand reached inside and then quickly felt like I was on fire as she pulled out the same pair of red panties that I had been admiring. “We’re not leaving until you answer my question, silly,” she said as she displayed the panties to me.

My body was shaking in fear. There was no more doubt. She had actually asked me that question and she wasn’t ready to move on from it until I gave her an answer. I gulped a dry swallow as I tried to compose myself. “I… uhh… What question was that?” I mumbled, hoping to buy time.

She dangled the panties before me and cocked her head to the side, studying me. “Would you like to wear my panties?” she asked me again.

My heart was beating fast and heavy as my eyes darted back and forth between Sam and her lingerie. To my surprise, I had to hold back my desire to tell her that I did. I did want to wear her panties.

I can’t deny that it’s tempting. They look so sexy and they’re Sam’s! It would really take our relationship to a new level if I had a pair of her panties. But for better or worse?

“Come on, I see you checking me out all the time. I bet you’re wondering how it would feel to look as sexy as me, aren’t you?” Sam asked me. She stepped back, turned around and slowly bent forward from the hips until she touched the floor. Her shorts rode up into her ass and put it on full display in front of me as she wiggled it.

Fuck, she’s sexy… she knows I think so too! Is she just playing with me? What’s going on?!

I finally broke out of my haze and shook my head. “What? No. I-I’ve never wondered that and I’m not going to wear your panties,” I insisted.

I started walking away, but Sam rose back up and grabbed my waist to stop me. She pulled me towards her and I didn’t resist. “Come on, you said you would do anything for me. Just try them on. For me,” she said softly.

My chest was pounding even harder knowing that my answer could very well reshape our future together. I felt weak as I looked into her hopeful eyes and she fluttered her eyelashes at me.

She held the panties up again. “I won’t tell anyone,” she added. “It will be our little secret.”

My dick was erect in my boxers as I looked longingly at the red lace panties before me. I desperately wanted to wear them now, but my rational mind was fighting my desires.

Finally, my arousal won over. “Okay, I’ll wear them,” I blurted out as I snatched them from her hand.

Sam clapped her hands excitedly and bounced on her heels just enough to make her breasts jiggle. I caught myself staring at them again and quickly snapped myself out of it by turning around. I took a deep breath and exhaled as I dropped my pants and boxers to the floor.

“Hey, look at you!” I heard Sam let out behind me. I flinched at the sudden feeling of her soft hands on my ass as she grabbed my cheeks firmly. “You have a nicer butt than I expected! Nice and round. These panties are going to look great on you.”

I blushed even more at her complement as I stood half naked in front of her. And then with another deep exhale, I reached down and slipped my legs through the panties and pulled them on.


Chapter 3

Panties

I felt Sam’s fingers creep into the hems of my panties, just above my ass. She pulled them up so they fit snuggly on my ass and in my crack.

“Mmm, yeah,” Sam let out. “Look at that perky butt in those panties. They look like they were made for you.” She gave my ass some playful slaps before grabbing my cheeks firmly again.

I had to admit, her words and gropes did make me feel sexier. My dick was beyond excited, too, practically pulsing in delight at feeling her panties against my bare skin and at the general nice feeling of the comfortable lingerie.

These feel surprisingly nice… No wonder I’m so turned on right now.

I stared down at my hard dick, wondering how I might conceal my excitement from Sam. Before I could do anything, however, she grabbed my arms and spun me around. “Let me take a look,” she said.

She let out a gasp just before I was able to move my hands to block her view of my dick. “Oh my, someone likes wearing panties,” she giggled.

My face burned hot with embarrassment. I clenched my eyes tightly shut and wished this moment would pass.

Fuck! Did she actually just see my erection in her underwear?! Why did I agree to do this?

I felt Sam’s hands on my wrists, trying to pull them apart. “Come on, don’t be shy. It’s not like I haven’t seen a dick before. Let me take in the whole view!” she said playfully.

I shook my head vigorously. “Absolutely not!” I said firmly. “This has gone far enough and we’re running late. Aren’t you worried those guys will steal all your stuff?”

She laughed out at my question. “Those guys will do anything I tell them to do! You silly men would do anything for a chance at sex, wouldn’t you?”

I again glanced down at the red panties I wore and felt even more humiliated. “I guess so,” I let out. I could feel my dick start retreating from my growing shame and felt a rising panic inside of me. While I didn’t want her to see my dick erect in her panties, I certainly didn’t want her to see it completely limp either.

I gritted my teeth anxiously and then abruptly threw my arms to the side, exposing my dick in the lacy lingerie.

My body was shaking uncontrollably as I felt exposed in front of my sexy best friend. While we had known each other for over twenty years, we had never seen each other in such an intimate manner before. I worried that she might suddenly think less of me from seeing my less than masculine-sized dick.

“Aww… Has the excitement worn off already? Poor little guy,” Sam said me as she kneeled down to get a closer look at my dick. She leaned in close and traced her fingers in an outline around it, causing me to squirm in delight. “Don’t worry, Little Nick. If Big Nick is a good boy for the rest of the day then maybe you will get to see more of my underwear.”

My heart skipped a beat at her words.

Does she mean what I think she means? Will she finally let me see her in her underwear? That would only be fair now that she has seen me like this!

Already eager to move on from this moment, her insinuations only surged me along more. “In that case, we should really get going,” I said, trying to sound calm and suave, despite my overwhelming nerves.

“Mmm, I like your enthusiasm. Let’s go,” she replied. “But you’re going to keep wearing these.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant until she quickly picked up my boxers from the floor and ran off with them, laughing all the way down the hall. My nerves returned as I realized what she wanted from me. She wanted me to wear her panties for the rest of the day.

Well, if this gets me closer to seeing her mostly naked, then that’s what I’ll have to do. I think I just need to do whatever she says today and see where things go.

I shook my head and let out a laugh as I considered what I was doing. Sam was right. Us men would do anything for a chance to have sex; especially with her. I pulled up my pants and then hurried off to find her.


Chapter 4

My Reward

For the rest of the day I was swarmed by a mess of emotions. My body was overwhelmed with arousal from wearing Sam’s panties, exhaustion from carrying heavy boxes and furniture, and jealousy and confusion from watching Sam continue to flirt with the other men. White I was relieved to know that she was just stringing them along to get free work, watching her throw herself at these men was still driving me crazy. Especially as I constantly felt her little red panties snug against my ass and dick.

I was fueled by her words, however. After hearing her tell me that if I was good, then I could see more of her underwear, I couldn’t help but wonder what she was wearing underneath her tight little shorts. I could see the feint outline of a black bra underneath her white shirt and wondered if her panties matched. All day my mind was flooded with these types of thoughts and fantasies, and my dick stirred constantly at all of them. But most of all, my dick stirred the most at the thoughts of what I would wear if I was a woman.

If I was a woman, I’d wear matching bras and panties. I’d wear small thongs that made it look like I was barely wearing anything. And sexy, lacy push up bras that really put my breasts on display. That would look so sexy.

The longer I wore her little red panties, the more I became curious as to what it would feel like to wear more of her lingerie. I wondered if I would ever have the opportunity to do so and I wondered if I would get to keep the panties I was wearing at the end of the day.

✽✽✽

When the work was finally over and Sam had awkwardly dismissed each of the guys, giving none of them more than a kiss on the cheek, I felt victorious. I had outlasted each of them despite them being considerably better looking and in better shape. But as I heard the door of Sam’s apartment slam close, my nerves returned.

What’s going to happen now? What’s Sam’s plan for us?

I tried to relax and control my breathing. I tried to stay calm. But as Sam came to join me on her couch and her thighs touched as she sat down close to me, my nerves ran free throughout my body.

“Thanks for all your help today, Nick,” she said as she pat my thigh. Even the simplest touch from her made my dick spring to life.

“Yeah, no problem,” I replied awkwardly, wishing I could discreetly adjust my growing dick beneath my pants.

Her hand settled on my thigh and I felt my dick start growing towards her fingers, like a plant searching for sunlight. “So… you were definitely a good boy today…,” she started. Her pause lingered in the air for what felt like eternity. In just a few seconds my mind raced from idea to idea of what she would say next. How she would reward me. Finally, she continued. “I guess that means I should make good on my promise.”

“Oh, I completely forgot. What did you say?” I replied, trying to play cool.

She scoffed at me in response. “Oh and I suppose you also completely forgot that you’re wearing my panties?” she teased as her hand crawled over my crotch.

My dick throbbed at the touch of her fingers through my pants. I couldn’t believe what was happening, that she was touching me like this. After so many years of being treated like nothing more than a friend, something finally seemed to be happening between us.

“That part was definitely hard to forget,” I admitted.

Sam giggled as her fingers continued dancing over my crotch. “I bet they were. You looked pretty excited to be wearing them earlier.”

I blushed from the truth of her words. There was no denying her statement as she had seen my erection beneath my panties. I scratched the back of my head and replied, “Yeah, I guess I was.”

“And I bet you’re even more excited to wear more, aren’t you?” she chuckled.

More? Why would I wear more?

“What…?” I asked in confusion.

Sam looked at me as if I was stupid. “That was our deal, silly. If you were a good boy for the rest of the day, then I would let you wear more of my underwear. Remember? You were so excited to get started.”

My mind started spinning, trying to recall that moment at her old apartment.

Is that what she said? She said that if I was good then I might see more of her underwear... but she was talking to my dick! So she meant that my dick would see more of her underwear which in turn means that I would wear more of it?

As my brain tried to figure out what was happening, Sam’s fingers began to unbutton my pants and slowly pulled the zipper down. The feeling of her soft, cool fingers tracing my dick through my panties snapped me out of my thoughts and made me shiver. “You did like wearing these panties for me, didn’t you?”

I didn’t know what to say. Should I admit that I did in hopes that she continued whatever she was starting to do with my dick? Or do I try and play macho and deny the pleasures that I truly had in hopes that she would prefer a more manly response?

I finally summoned the courage to respond. “I-I told you I would do anything for you,” I responded. “If you want me to wear more, then I’ll wear more.” It was the suavest response I could think of and I was proud of my quick thinking.

Her hand began rubbing my dick through my panties. Up and down, up and down. My dick grew even harder from her touch. “I love when you say that,” she giggled. “I think that tonight I will finally make good on those words. Now get undressed.”


Chapter 5

Getting Dressed Up

I was stunned. Did my best friend, the woman who I had secretly had a crush on for as long as I could remember, really just tell me to get undressed?

“W-what?” I asked, my voice squeaking like an excited boy just starting puberty.

Sam suddenly squeezed my dick tightly. “You heard me. Get undressed. I want to see you naked,” she answered.

My jaw dropped as I learned that I hadn’t misheard. She really wanted me naked. “Uhh... okay,” I muttered.

She released my dick and patted my thigh before standing up. “Good. I’m going to go get my box. I expect to see you naked when I return.” Before I could respond she was gone, disappearing into her bedroom.

I’m not really sure what’s happening, but after twenty years of waiting, something is definitely happening. I think I just have to get naked and do as she says. This could be my only chance to make a move.

With a shrug I pulled down my pants and took off my shirt, leaving me wearing nothing but my lacy red panties. I was hesitant to pull them off as well, but she did tell me to get naked so I would do as she said. I pulled off the panties and put them down with the rest of my clothes.

My body started shaking nervously as I stood naked and alone in the middle of Sam’s living room. I felt exposed and afraid of what was to come so I covered my dick with my hands as I waited for Sam to return.

Sam soon entered with her familiar box of lingerie. “These were my favorite underwear a few years ago when I was a little bigger. They don’t fit me anymore, but I bet they will fit you perfectly, just like your current panties,” she said as she set the box down on the couch and took a seat next to it.

She began digging through the box, pulling out random items, and setting them down on her lap. My heart was racing as I thought about wearing more of her clothes. Would I feel closer to her if I wore more? Would I feel sexier? As I watched Sam extend her hand towards me, holding a black pair of panties I knew I would soon find out.

“I think these would look nice on you. Black is always a sexy color and it should help to hide that silly little dick of yours,” she said.

I again blushed at her words. Just when I thought I couldn’t possibly feel more embarrassed or humiliated, she found a way. “Uh, okay,” I mumbled. I adjusted my hands so that I could cover my dick with one hand while I reached out for the panties. It wasn’t hard to cover my dick with one hand.

With the panties in hand, I turned around and pulled them on. They fit just like the red pair except they didn’t have as much of a seem in the back. Sadly that meant that they didn’t creep into my ass crack as much. When I had them on and again covered my dick with my hands, I turned back around to face Sam.

“There’s really no reason to be coy,” she said with an amused look on her face. “I’ve already seen and felt everything today.”

“I guess you’re right,” I said. I raised my hands away from my dick to let her see everything.

Sam nodded her approval. “Now do a little spin for me,” she said.

I turned around in a circle, letting her see my whole body, wearing nothing but her black panties.

“Not bad,” she said thoughtfully. “But there’s definitely room for improvement. Try this on next.”

She tossed me another garment which I awkwardly caught. I held it out before me to discover that it was a lacy black bra. She nodded at me, telling me to put it on. I let out a deep breath then slipped my arms through the straps as I pulled it over my head and down to my chest. The lacy bra fit over me like a very small, snug t-shirt that stopped just below my chest. Other than some padding over my nipples, it was all lace and had patterns of roses all over it. In the middle was a slit that was clearly meant to expose some cleavage. It didn’t have any underwire or cups, but the tightness and the seams were enough to perk my chest up just enough to give me the slightest inkling of breasts.

As I looked down and admired my matching black bra and panties, I couldn’t help but want to touch my chest to see how it felt. I always thought that if I were a real woman with real breasts, I would love to play with them. While I wore this bra, I actually felt like I might be able to do just that.

“That’s a little better, but we can go even sexier with these,” Sam said, interrupting me from my appreciation of my new outfit. She tossed me two more items which I again caught and held out. In my hand were two black opaque thigh high stockings.

I ran my fingers down one of the stockings. It felt silky smooth and I quickly became excited as I wondered how they might feel against my skin. I looked at Sam and could tell that she saw right through me. She knew I was excited. “Go ahead. See how nice they feel to wear,” she said. “Thigh highs always make me feel extra sexy and slutty.”

I could feel my dick start stirring in my panties and, without thinking, I tucked it between my legs so it couldn’t pop out. To my surprise, the panties fit and felt better with my dick tucked. I returned my focus to the soft thigh highs and decided it would be best to sit down to put them on.

I sat down on the couch next to Sam and slowly rolled each stocking up my leg. They felt amazing. I was beginning to have uncontrollable desires to touch my entire body. I wanted to feel how my new clothes really felt.

When I felt Sam’s soft, feminine hands running down my stockings I realized that she wanted to feel my new body, too.

And I knew that I would let her.


Chapter 6

Caged and Dominated

A new feeling of pleasure consumed me as Sam rubbed her hands up and down my stocking-clad legs. The silky touch of the thigh highs against my skin felt intoxicating.

Soon, her hands travelled up my body, sliding up my inner thighs and gently brushing over my tucked dick. My body quivered with arousal.

Sam suddenly jumped on top of me, straddling me as both of her hands consumed my hips. They continued following my body upwards as my bra covered chest heaved in eager anticipation. When her hands reached my bra, they hungrily enveloped it, making me gasp in pleasure.

I had to squeeze my legs together to keep my growing dick tucked under my panties and between my legs. I was rapidly reaching an entirely new plane of pleasure. For so long I had dreamed of being with Sam, but I had never imagined it would be anything like this.

I looked longingly into her eyes as her hands continued to ravage my breasts. She had intensity in her eyes and mischief in her smile and began grinding her crotch against me. I instantly regretted having my dick tucked as it couldn’t feel anything in its hiding spot.

I can’t just sit here and do nothing. I need to get in on this. I need to show her how badly I want this.

My hands finally built up the courage to reach out and touch her. They landed on her bare stomach. The feeling of her soft skin on my hands made my dick throb even more. I tried to sneak my hands up under her shirt so I could pull it off and then fell her just as she was feeling me, but she quickly released her grip and deflected my arms away.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” she said as she waged her finger at me disapprovingly. “I never said you could touch.”

My dick was going crazy and overloading my mind with lust and desire. I was so close, I had to take my chance. I couldn’t give up yet.

“I just thought that you would like to be dressed like me and let me feel your body, too,” I blurted out. Hearing the words come out of my mouth was surprising. I had finally summoned the nerve to make a move on Sam.

Sam was surprised, too. “Oh?” she let out. “After all of these years you finally make your move when I have you dressed in my lingerie?” She appeared to be suppressing laughter; her eyes were wide and her mouth closed tightly. But she couldn't contain it any longer and soon erupted into fits of laughter.

Once again I felt crippled with humiliation. Her rejection cut me deep and I felt like my heart had stopped beating.

“You’re so ridiculous, Nick. I mean, look at you! You’re wearing my old underwear and you clearly like it - perhaps a little too much,” Sam added. I felt her hand slip between my legs and start rubbing my dick. “Oh yeah, you definitely like the feeling of women’s clothing, don’t you?”

I stared at her dumbfounded. If she didn’t want me, then why was she touching my dick? Why was she straddling me and grabbing my breasts? Nothing was making sense.

An awkward silence was building until I finally mustered the strength to speak. “Then what is this? What are you doing to me and why are you touching me like this if you’re not interested in me?” I asked meekly.

Sam responded with pitying eyes. “Oh, I just thought I would give you a little taste of what it will feel like to be a sexy woman. To feel desired and lusted after. Groped and ravaged. Just like I’m sure you’ve always wanted to do to me. Don’t you like it?”

I did like it and I didn’t want it to stop, but I also needed answers. I needed to know where she was going with this and why I couldn’t touch her back. “I do like it…,” I replied hesitantly.

Sam chuckled. “Oh, sweet little Nicky. Of course you do. I always had a strong feeling that you would, but when I saw you staring at my old panties, it confirmed my theory. Deep inside of you lies a sissy waiting to be awakened.”

“A sissy? What the hell do you mean?” I exclaimed in shock.

Sam climbed off of me and came to stand over me. “Don’t worry, you will find out soon enough. Now wait here, I need to find one more thing to complete your outfit,” she said. She started walking out of the room, but stopped short of the hallway entrance and turned around to pick up my clothes off of the floor. “I think I’ll hold on to these so you can’t leave yet.”

It was as if she read my mind. I had a strong urge to run away and get out of this strange situation, but now I would have to stay.

Sam soon returned with a small box in hand. She walked in front of me, kneeled down, and spread my legs open so that my dick was staring at her. She set the box down and then dug her fingers into the sides of my panties and pulled them down slowly until my dick was exposed.

For the most part, my penis had shrunk from the humiliation of her rejection, but it was starting to come back to life as seeing her kneeling in front of me sparked a new hope inside of me.

Sam reached inside the box and pulled out a small pink plastic device. Her hands grabbed my balls and slipped them through the first piece, a ring. My dick went through next until she could slide the ring to the bottom of my shaft.

Is that a cock ring? What the hell is she doing now?

I stared at it, trying to figure out what the plastic piece was. In my distraction, she slipped a cup-like piece over the head of my dick and pushed it back until it connected with the ring. She quickly pulled out a small key and lock and locked the pieces together. She bit her lip as she stared at me with a devilish grin and dangled the key in front of me.

My eyes flashed back and forth between her and the device now locked around my dick. “What the hell is this? What did you just do to me?” I said, my voice shaking with panic as my hands fumbled with the plastic device.

Sam giggled as her fingers clenched around the key. “That’s your chastity cage, Nicky,” she said. “You’ve always told me that you would do anything for me… well, now you have no choice. Not as long as I have this little key.”

I wasn’t sure how much more of this confusion I could take. “I-I don’t understand. First the panties and now the cage? Just tell me what this is all about!” I shouted as rage was beginning to boil inside me.

Sam tenderly put her hand on my cheek and rubbed it with her thumb. Her cool touch simmered the fire that was building inside. “Let’s just say that I have big plans for you, Nick. Plans that involve your complete and utter obedience and servitude,” she started. “But don’t worry, I’m going to make it very worthwhile. I’m going to awaken your inner sissy and show you who you really are.”

I still had no idea what she meant and my head was starting to ache as I tried to decrypt her messages.

“Think of it this way, Nick. I’ve always thought of you like a girl friend. Now you finally get to become one.”


Part 2

Becoming Girl Friends


Chapter 1

A New Day

I woke up the next morning back in my own apartment, wishing everything that had happened the night before was all just a crazy dream. It was easy to tell that it wasn’t, however. I could feel my dick straining against the pink chastity cage that my best friend, Samantha, had locked on it. I tried adjusting the cage around my balls, but it was still uncomfortable thanks to my dick trying to grow into its normal morning wood.

Maybe it will settle down if I go take a piss.

I tossed my blankets off of me and saw that I was also still wearing the little black panties that Sam had made me wear last night. I was so mentally and physically exhausted when I got home last night that I hadn’t bothered to take them off. I pushed myself up and swung my legs off the bed. On the floor next to my feet, I noticed the matching bra and thigh highs spilling out of yesterday’s pants pockets.

That’s right, Sam made me take those home, too. She wanted me to wear them all home under my clothes, but I stopped in her apartment’s lobby bathroom and took them off. She still had my boxers so I was stuck wearing these panties though.

I nudged the clothing with my foot a little, just to feel them, and then continued on my way to the bathroom. Peeing was still a little awkward with the chastity cage locked over my penis, but with a little extra care, I was learning to manage. Luckily, getting out my morning pee was starting to help relax my dick enough to stop straining.

Seeing the cage in my hand made me wonder when Sam might take it off or if there was anything I could do or say to convince her to do so. It also brought back more memories of last night when Sam had locked it on. After a night spent teasing me by dressing me up in her old lingerie and fondling my dick and breasts, she knelt down before me. She pulled down my panties and then started putting the pink plastic device on. I was so distracted by her soft touch on my dick and balls, not to mention try to figure out what the device was, that I didn’t even think of stopping her. That thought didn’t cross my mind until I saw her lock it on and dangle the key in front of me. But by that point it was too late.

Sam then told me that she had long had a feeling that I would like dressing up as a woman, that I had an inner sissy inside of me that was waiting to wake up and be unleashed. She said that she was going to make that happen and that she already had plans for how to do exactly that. Plans that involved my complete obedience and servitude. Plans that required having me locked in this cage. To be honest, everything she said terrified me.

The last thing she told me before giving me back my clothes and sending me home was that she had always seen me as a girl friend and that soon I would be able to be one. Out of everything she had said yesterday, those were the words that hurt me the most. Not only did that mean that she had never found me attractive or desirable, but she likely never would. I would never have a chance with her.

On the other hand, I supposed that meant I would be able to keep my best friendship intact. Although, it was clear that our relationship had rapidly evolved last night and I was no longer sure what our friendship would be from this point on.

Obedience and servitude? What the hell does she want me to do for her?

I knew I wouldn’t have to wait long to find out. Sam expected me back at her apartment first thing in the morning. I had a feeling that not long after arriving, I would become privy to whatever she had planned for me. That wouldn’t stop me from thinking about it constantly until then, however. It also wouldn’t stop me from thinking about why she thought I had an “inner sissy” waiting to come out.

Does that mean that she thinks I’m feminine or that I secretly want to wear women’s clothing or be a woman? Why would she think that? Is it because I’ve never had a girlfriend before? That’s only because I’ve been secretly pinning after her forever…

While I was afraid of what her reason might be, I was also extremely curious. She had known me my entire life. She knew me better than anybody else. Could she be right about me and my inner sissy?

I checked the time on my phone and realized that I was running late; I needed to get back to her apartment. I walked back to my closet and stared at myself in the mirror. I still hadn’t taken off her panties and I was beginning to like how they looked. I definitely liked how they felt.

Does she expect me to wear them back to her place? I kind of want to, but I don’t know if I should or not.

In the end, I decided to change into a new pair of boxers. I didn’t want to come off too eager for her plans to turn me into her sissy. Plus, I figured that if she wanted me to dress up again, then she could dig deeper into her box of lingerie and let me wear something new.

Once I was dressed in my normal man clothes, I decided it was time to go. As I closed my apartment door, I dreaded what might be awaiting for me at Sam’s place.

But I was also exceedingly excited.


Chapter 2

The Deal

When I arrived at Sam’s apartment she had a big smile on her face. She was still wearing her pajamas; a dark gray set of shorts and a cami top with a deep neckline that showed off plenty of cleavage. Her nipples were very visible through her top and I could tell that she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath.

“I was a little worried that you wouldn’t come back,” she said as she opened the door wider and gestured for me to come inside.

I walked in and saw all of her moving boxes exactly where they were when I left yesterday. The further I entered, the more my heart began to race in anticipation for what was to come, whatever that might be. Not know what was to come was killing me. I needed to know her plans and I needed answers. “So... what did you want to do today?”

Sam smirked at me. “Excited to get started?” she asked as she walked towards me.

I shrugged nonchalantly. “Excited to figure out why you locked my dick up in this cage and how I can get it off,” I answered.

She laughed and gave me a playful shove. “Who says you get to take it off?”

I felt my stomach turn at her response. “What do you mean? You can’t just keep me locked in this thing!”

“You’re probably right, but I have a feeling that you will want to keep it locked and under my control soon enough.” Her words sounded ominous.

“Why would I want to keep this cage on voluntarily?” I scoffed.

She sighed, “Just give it a try. For me.”

Why should I do anything for her after she so vehemently shot down my advances yesterday? She’s still my friend, but this seems to be way out of the realm of a normal friendship.

“So if I say no then you will just give me the key back right here and now?” I asked.

Sam rolled her eyes. “Is that what you really want, Nick? I mean, sure, I could give you the key back and you could unlock your dick and go home. You could go spend the rest of the day alone jerking off to whatever it is you like.” She paused to let the words soak in. “Or… you could let me keep the key, stay here with me, and enjoy all of the surprises that I have in store for you today.”

I was definitely intrigued by what her surprises might be, but it was hard to pass up the option of taking the key and leaving. Before I could decide I needed more information. “What sort of surprises?”

Sam grinned at me. The look in her eyes told me that she knew I was already hooked on the idea. Truth be told, I probably was. “Do you really want to ruin the surprises before we get started?” she asked playfully as she ran a finger down my chest.

I scratched the back of my head as I considered. I really did want to know, but it did seem kinkier to let them stay a mystery. “At least give me a general idea,” I decided to say.

Sam nodded in agreement and replied, “Well, to start, you will be changing your clothes again. And then we be doing some things that only girl best friends would do together.” She walked up to me and grabbed my hips, pulling me close to her. “Don’t you want to have some girl-on-girl fun with me?”

Even after her rejecting me yesterday, it was still hard to deny my feelings for her and my longing to have something more. I wondered if I would ever lose my attraction or lust for her. I wondered if this would be my only chance at having that something more.

I looked into her eyes, they were so beautiful and entrancing.

How can I say no to her?

“Fine,” I sighed out. “I’ll stay, but on one condition.”

Her eyebrows perked up. “Oh? What’s that?”

“If I don’t like whatever it is you have planned for me today, then at the end, I get to have the key to this cage and leave,” I said firmly. I thought it was a win-win. I would get to see what her plans were while having an out if I didn’t like them and she got to try her best to convince me that I want to continue with her plans.

Sam stepped back and rubbed her chin as she considered my offer. “Deal, but you have to do everything I tell you. If you reject even one thing then the deal is off and I keep the key until you earn it back.”

I thought her counter offer was fair so I agreed. “Deal,” I said as I offered her my hand to shake on it.

Sam stared at my hand and then giggled and pushed it. away. “Girls don’t shake hands. We seal deals with a kisses,” she said softly.

I was shocked by her words. My dick started pressing against the walls of its cage, wanting to get erect but being denied. I nervously gulped and struggled to find the words; any words. “Uhh... yeah, okay,” I finally managed to mumble.

Sam started leaning towards me, raising herself up on her tippy toes as her lips puckered and moved towards mine. My lips and mouth suddenly felt so dry, but I summoned all the saliva I could to moisten them. I closed my eyes and moved in until our lips touched.

Her lips were as soft as clouds and tasted like heaven. My dick vigorously strained against its cage as I finally achieved first base with the girl whom I had forever longed for. When she pulled away, I wanted to lunge after her for another taste, but my body was frozen with chills of pleasure.

“Mmm, not bad,” Sam said with a smirk. “You kind of kiss like a girl. You would definitely be a submissive in a relationship, wouldn’t you?”

I wasn’t sure if that was an insult or a complement so I just shrugged. I was still too enraptured by what had just happened to care.

I still didn’t know what Sam’s plans for me were, but I suddenly had a strong feeling that I was going to like them.


Chapter 3

Girl Friends

Sam clapped her hands together excitedly, snapping me out of my haze. “I’m so happy that you decided to stay. I think you’re really going to enjoy today. I know I am,” she said.

Her general level of excitement concerned me, but after sharing our first kiss together, I decided to assume that she truly meant what she said, that I would enjoy what was to come. “So… what’s first?” I asked.

“Well, I was thinking about our relationship last night after you left. I realized that I’ve been a little unfair to you over the years,” she said before pausing to gauge my reaction. I gave her a noncommittal shrug and she continued, “You know that I’ve always considered you to be my best friend, right? Well, in truth, I’ve always looked at you as a girl friend.”

She always considered me to be a girl?! I guess that explains why she’s never seemed interested in me… If she’s always looked at me as if I was a girl, then that would definitely complicate sexual interests between us.

She continued, “What’s unfair about that is that you’ve never had any of the joys of a girl friendship.”

That’s what she thinks is unfair about thinking of me as a girl? Not the fact that she ignored that I was a man who was interested in her?

“Okay…,” I said in a way to let her know that I was following, but needed more information.

She smiled at me as she said, “Today, that changes. Today you really become my girl friend.”

I was quickly growing uneasy and starting to regret agreeing to do everything she told me.

How far is she going to take this? Is she just going to make me wear her clothes again or is she going to make me do even more?

“What does that mean?” I asked hesitantly.

“That depends, do you happen to be wearing the underwear I gave you last night?”

“No,” I answered. I felt a pang of guilt for not wearing it like I had considered.

Sam’s face twisted as if she had smelled something unpleasant. “I guess in that case we will have to find you something else to wear. Let’s go look in my bedroom.”

I followed her down the hall and into her bedroom. There, just like the rest of her apartment, were stacks of boxes ready to be unpacked along with clothes scattered all over the floor and a mess of sheets and blankets on her bed.

“Go ahead and get naked. I’m going to find you some clothes,” Sam said. She started digging through various boxes of clothing, tossing items on the floor and occasionally tucking some under her arm. After a while, she laid out the pieces she had saved on her bed to examine them.

I looked over them as well and noticed several tops, skirts, bras, and panties. I could feel my dick start growing again, clearly excited by the promise of trying on new varieties of women’s clothing.

Sam moved a few garments around and then finally looked satisfied with a set. She turned to look at me, her mouth opened to talk but she stopped as she saw me naked next to her. “I keep forgetting that you’re actually a guy,” she said as she shook her head. “Let’s get you dressed so I don’t have to look at you like that anymore.”

I wanted to argue with her and tell her that I was a man and that I had been for the twenty years we had known each other, but at this point it didn’t seem worth it. I would just ride today out and see where it took me.

She turned back towards the clothing on her bed and clapped her hands together. “Oh my gosh, you’re going to look so hot in this,” she let out.

I looked closer at the outfit she picked out for me. It consisted of a white blouse and a black and grey plaid skirt to go with a black thong and bra. I had to admit, it looked like a pretty cute outfit. It had a school girl look to it that was alluring. I had no idea if it would actually look any good on me though.

Sam suddenly gave me a slap on the ass. “What are you waiting for? Get dressed!”

I quickly reached forward and grabbed the thong. After wearing more brief-style panties yesterday, I was excited to feel how a thong felt for the first time. As it slipped up my legs and into my butt crack, I wasn’t disappointed.

Next, I grabbed the bra. Unlike the one I wore yesterday, this one had large cups and underwire. When I put it on, there was a lot of space between the cups and my chest which made sense considering it was one of Sam’s bras.

“Hmm, we should probably stuff that…,” Sam said as she glanced around the room. She started going through boxes again until she pulled out two flesh colored blobs which she plopped inside my bra. They were cold against my skin, but felt nice and filled the bra well. “I used to wear these when I was younger, before my breasts really blossomed.”

I adjusted the bra so it fit better with the inserts and then reached for the skirt. I stepped my legs inside and pulled it up to my waist. Sam helped zip it up and then buckled the belt that was attached. Knowing that skirts like these were all that girls sometimes wore as bottoms and feeling how cool and breezy it was to wear made me jealous. I would love to let my legs and dick breathe more like this rather than wearing hot boxers and pants.

Sam reached for the white blouse and held it up so I could put my arms in. She had a naughty grin on her face as she stood in front of me and buttoned the shirt up. She only connected a few buttons in the middle and then tied the bottom of the shirt in a bow. Having my shirt tied up exposed my stomach and were she had stopped buttoning exposed my bra.

Sam stepped back and gasped. “You look so cute, Nicky,” she let out. “Well, almost… You look pretty silly with all that hair.”

I looked down at my legs, covered in hair. She was right, it did look pretty silly seeing a skirt followed by hairy legs. “Do you have any more stockings that I could wear?” I asked, trying to help find a solution.

Her face scrunched up at my question. “I do, but I don’t think that’s going to be good enough,” she said thoughtfully. “No, you definitely need to shave.”


Chapter 4

My New Look

“Shave? You want me to shave my legs?” I asked in shock, now fully regretting my decision to stay.

Sam crossed her arms and cast me an amused glance. “You’re telling me you’ve never wondered what it would be like to shave your legs? You’re telling me you’re not the tiniest bit curious how it would feel to have smooth, feminine legs or how sexy you would look?”

My dick started creeping up again at her words. I had truly never put much thought into it before, but now that she had the idea in my head, my curiosity was growing rapidly. The thoughts flustered me and left me speechless.

“I suppose that doesn’t matter anyways. You’ve already agreed to do everything I say today,” Sam said proudly. “You’re going to shave not just your legs, but your whole body.” She stepped forward and plucked one of my chest hairs that was standing up between my cleavage.

My shoulders slumped in disappointment as I realized that she was right. I had promised. Doing what she said was my only chance at getting this cage off my dick so would have to shave myself. “Fine, I’ll do it,” I let out in a huff.

Sam’s flashed a devilish grin as she pointed towards her bathroom. “You’ll find everything you need in there,” she said. “And remember, I want you to shave everything.”

I trudged into her bathroom and slammed the door shut.

I can’t believe I have to shave my body! When I agreed to do everything she said, I never thought it would be something that altered my body. What’s next? Is she going to make me get breast implants?

I still had a desire to fight her request, but as I looked at myself in the mirror for the first time in my new outfit, my curiosity for how I would look hairless started to win over.

I do look pretty sexy already, but she’s right, this hair does kind of ruin it… Maybe shaving won’t be so bad. Maybe then I’ll feel and look really sexy.

My dick was pressing against its cage and I took that as my sign that I wanted to do it. I wanted to shave.

I looked around the bathroom for a razor and eventually found a sealed one in a box on the counter. Next to it was a large bottle of shaving cream which I also grabbed. Finally, I got undressed and started shaving.

✽✽✽

When I was finished, my entire body tingled with sensitivity. I wasn’t an overly hairy man to begin with, but removing all of my body hair left me feeling extra exposed and naked. I excitedly put my outfit back on and then checked out my new look in the mirror.

Seeing my skirt end at my mid-thigh and then smooth, hairless legs flowing out from underneath looked so much better. So right. Seeing my hairless chest around my bra did as well. I ran my hands down my soft, feminine legs and shivered at the sensitive feelings.

I can’t believe it, but I really like how I look… and how this feels.

My hands worked their way up, over my skirt and my now hairless stomach, to my chest. I watched in the mirror as my hands encompassed my breasts and squeezed them firmly. Between the bra and the inserts, it actually felt like I was touching real breasts. And it felt like they were really mine.

I loved it.

“Are you done yet?” I heard Sam call out. I quickly removed my hands from my breasts and looked around nervously for Sam. Luckily, she was still in her bedroom.

My body began to shake as I realized that I would have to go show her my hairless body. I was nervous to find out what she thought. I inhaled a deep breath, let it out slowly, and then forced myself to return to her bedroom.

When I returned, Sam was sitting on the bed and patted the spot next to her, beckoning me to sit. I obeyed her command. As I sat down, my bare thigh brushed against hers and my skin tingled with a sensitive delight. Her hands went to my legs and her touches amplified the feelings.

“Mmm, doesn’t this feel nice?” she asked me as her hands continued to explore my smoothness.

The sensation of her hands on me never wavered. If anything it continued growing, especially as they reached my inner thighs and tickled the tip of my cage. I let out a moan of pleasure, but then she stopped.

“I can’t let you get too excited yet. We still have a lot left to do,” Sam giggled. I didn’t want her to stop touching me, but I knew I couldn’t force her to continue. I had to hope there would be more to come today. Although the way my dick was beginning to throb in its cage, I almost hoped there wouldn’t be more teasing.

“Next we’re going to paint your nails! Just like us girls like to do for each other,” Sam said enthusiastically.

My eyes widened in surprise. “My nails? But people could see them! With shaving I can at least wear pants to hide it. There’s no hiding painted nails!” I exclaimed.

Sam sighed at my reaction. “If at the end of the day you decide that you don’t want to be my girl friend, then I’ll send you home with the keys to your cage and some nail polish remover.”

I was still hesitant, but her words did put me at ease knowing that I would have a way to remove the nail polish. “Fine,” I agreed.

She rolled her eyes at me. “You do remember that you don’t have a choice in the matter anyways, right? I’m painting your nails whether you like it or not,” she said sternly.

To my surprise, her strong tone made my dick swell up as if it liked her bossing me around. “Okay, okay. You’re right. Let’s get it over with,” I said.

She reached towards her nightstand and grabbed a bottle of red nail polish. She smiled at me as she shook the bottle and then got started.


Chapter 5

Girl Talk

“So what should we talk about while I paint your nails?” Sam asked me. She was now on the ground below me as she cradled my foot in her lap, ready to start painting.

I shrugged as I watched her apply the first brush of paint to my big toe. The color wasn’t just red, it was a bright red. A sultry red.

Sam finished with my big toe and then looked up at me. “How about we talk about those guys I had help me yesterday. How hot were they?”

I felt uneasy by her question. Did she really expect me to talk about men like that? “I don’t know. I don’t look at guys like that,” I answered.

She slapped my leg and then started on the next toe. “Come on, this is girl talk. Girls like to talk about hot guys. Think of them objectively if you have to.”

“I-I don’t know. They all kind of looked the same to me. Tall and muscular,” I replied, trying my best to play along.

Sam laughed. “Yeah. I guess I have a type, don’t I?”

A pit formed in my stomach. I was neither tall nor muscular. “But that’s not all you look for, right? You like a guy who is nice and funny, too?” I asked, practically begging for her to say yes.

She shrugged. “I guess that’s nice, but that’s more for longterm relationships. I’m not really looking for that kind of commitment these days. I’m young and horny. I just want to experience everything that men have to offer.”

“Oh…,” I squeaked out. Her response made my dick surge to life. My desire to fuck her was off the charts and despite not being tall or buff, I still felt like I had a chance if she was as horny as she said she was.

“I was thinking about hooking up with Dan. He was the one with the short shorts and the tight tank top. I could see the outlines of both his cock and abs and mmm, do I want me some of that.”

My mind flipped through the images of the various men that had helped her yesterday as I tried to recall who she was talking about. Then it clicked and I knew exactly who she meant. I remembered there was a guy who had a large bulge in his shorts and I often caught myself staring at it. I suddenly felt hot with embarrassment as I recalled my staring at him. I hoped no one else had noticed.

“I don’t remember him,” I lied.

Sam again swatted my leg. “Don’t lie, Nicky. I saw you staring at him, too,” she started.

The heat of my embarrassment was now burning me up. I couldn’t believe she saw me looking. His bulge was so big though, how could anyone not look?

Sam continued, “Don’t get any ideas though. I call dibs on him.”

I let out an awkward chuckle. “Don’t worry. He’s all yours,” I said.

“Well, that’s a given. I’m sorry, but you can’t compete with me when it comes to getting men. Not yet anyways,” she said. “But don’t worry. We will get you there. I’m going to turn you into the belle of the ball.”

Does she really intend to transform me that much? Can she? And can she actually make men attracted to me?

I didn’t know how to respond. My body was a mess of emotions that I couldn’t yet decrypt. My body was trying to picture myself as a beautiful woman.

“You are?” I asked her shyly.

She grabbed my hand and smiled at me. “I will if you want me to,” she said. “Do you? Do you want me to?”

I bit my lip as I thought about it.

Would I want her to turn me into a sexy woman? I guess it would be interesting to see how I looked as a woman. And it would be interesting to feel sexy in that way as well. But why am I even considering this? I’m a man! I shouldn’t be thinking like this. I shouldn’t want to feel or look like that.

But there was no denying my interest. I did want her to make me look sexy and I did want to feel that way. I was curious if she could make men attracted to me, too.

“I-I don’t know,” I mumbled.

Sam grabbed my other hand and gave it a gentle rub. “Come on, Nicky. I’m your best friend. You can tell me anything,” she said calmly.

I gritted my teeth while my mind battled to decide on a response.

It’s not like it’s a permanent change. I’ve seen guys online who let their friends dress them up and put make up on. It doesn’t mean anything. It’s just a little harmless fun.

“O-Okay,” I managed to say. “I guess it could be a little fun to see how girly you can make me look. Just this once though. Just for fun.”

Sam flashed me a coy smile which transformed into a smirk as she lowered her head back down to my nails. “Sure, just this once. For fun,” she said.

I had a feeling that she didn’t believe me, but I didn’t quite believe myself either. I didn’t know what I was doing or why. I would just have and see where Sam took things and how much I liked them.

She slapped my thighs and then stood up. “There you go, your nails are now nice and girly. What do you think?” she said.

I looked down at my fingers and toes, now all nicely painted red. Between my shaved body and my painted nails, my body was already quickly looking much more feminine.

“I love them,” I let out.


Chapter 6

Exploration

“I’m glad you like them,” Sam said with a grin as she sat down next to me. “See? Being a girl friend isn’t so bad.”

I continued to stare at my nails. I was amazed by how they looked on my hairless arms, next to my skirt and blouse. It looked like I was staring at a woman’s body. “I guess not,” I answered.

“Now, I want to show you my appreciation for giving this a chance,” she said softly. Her hand suddenly slipped under my skirt and panties, then started rubbing my caged dick. “Did you know that girl friends often like to fool around with each other? To explore each other’s body’s and practice sexual favors on each other? I bet I could teach you a few things about pleasuring a woman. Maybe I’ll even let you play with some of my toys.”

My body quivered with desire as my dick tried desperately to break free from its prison.

If I don’t have a chance at ever being her boyfriend, maybe this is the next best thing? All I have to do is dress up as a girl and then I could touch and pleasure her. That’s what I’ve wanted for so long.

“Mmm, yes. I want to explore your body,” I moaned as she continued rubbing my cage.

“Then tell me the truth,” she whispered into my ear. “Tell me that you want to be my sissy. Tell me that you want me to continue turning you into the girl you truly are inside.”

Can I really say that? Is that what I really want?

I bit my tongue as she continued playing with my cage, her fingers swirled around the opening at the tip. I was so confused. I liked what was happening, but uttering those words… telling her that I wanted her to turn me into a girl… they could change my life forever.

Sam continued, “We could have slumber parties and pillow fights. We could try on each other’s clothes and practice kissing. We could gossip about boys. We would have so much fun together if you were a girl.”

My dick was now throbbing in its cage. I felt breathless and unable to speak. It all sounded too good to be true.

“Well? What do you say?” she prodded me for an answer.

“Practice kissing?” I finally managed to croak from my dry throat.

Sam giggled. “That’s the one you really liked?” she asked playfully. “Alright then. I suppose I am pretty horny from seeing you dressed like this. If you say yes, then we can practice kissing. Right here and right now.”

I felt like I was about to feint. All the blood in my body was rushing to my raging dick. I couldn’t think. I couldn’t speak.

Her hand left my dick and cupped my face. She held it as her mouth neared my ear. “Say yes,” she whispered.

I gasped as chills surged through my body. “Yes,” I finally managed to say.

Sam wasted no time. Her hand turned my face towards hers and her lips were instantly on mine. Her lips pressed against mine furiously and passionately. They continued to push and smack against mine until I fell backwards onto the bed, with her on top of me.

Sam positioned herself on all fours while her head craned down to continue our passionate kissing. I felt her hand flip up my skirt and return to my caged dick. I longed for the touch of her hand on my actual dick, but I didn’t want to break my mouth away from hers to beg for its freedom. I didn’t want to ruin this moment that I had wanted for so long.

Our lips continued dancing, fitting together like pieces of a puzzle. Like they were made for each other. My hands reached up and grabbed her hips. They started working their way up until they slipped under her shirt and reached her breasts. I could feel her erect nipples in my palms. Unlike yesterday, she allowed me to touch. She allowed me to grab her large breasts and hold them in my hands. I gave them a squeeze and she breathed out a moan between kisses.

I felt like I was dreaming; like this wasn’t real. But it felt so real and it felt so amazing.

Sam bit my lip and pulled her head back with it in her grasp. She let go with a devilish snicker and my lip snapped back. She leaned all the way back so that she was sitting on me cowgirl style and looked down on me. “Isn’t it fun being a girl?” she asked me.

I nodded my answer, too out of breath to get the words out. My chest was heaving as I tried to catch my breath and Sam took it as an invitation. Her hands wrapped around my breasts and squeezed them tightly, just as I had hers. She played with them as she stared at me.

“I’ve always wanted a girl best friend, but I’ve never really clicked with other girls. Turning you into my girl friend is going to be great for both of us,” Sam said. “It’s what I’ve always wanted.”

She released my breasts and worked her hands down my body. I watched as one hand disappeared behind her back and then found its way to my dick and then my balls. I felt it moving down towards my ass, gently brushing my cheeks, before it suddenly poked my asshole.

I flinched from the surprise and clenched my ass. I opened my mouth to ask her what that was, but she cut me off.

“This is only the beginning, Nicky,” she giggled. “There’s so much more fun we can have together.”

I took her words as an invitation and put my hands back on her bare skin. I pulled her down until our lips connected once more. Every kiss was as magic as the first and I never wanted to stop tasting her.

When she finally broke away from me, her lips appeared slightly swollen and a deeper red than normal. They glistening with a hint of moisture.

She grinned at me and said, “So I guess I’ll be keeping the key to your chastity cage.”

I had completely forgotten about our deal. I couldn’t about anything but what she might do to me next.

I nodded and said, “Yes, you can keep it. I’m all yours.”


Part 3

The New Me


Chapter 1

A Week Apart

When I returned from my second visit to Sam’s new apartment, I felt both euphoric and frustrated. I floated home on cloud nine as I remembered the taste of her lips and how amazing it felt to touch her large, perfect breasts. But when I got home and sat down to masturbate as I normally did after seeing her, that’s when my frustration began. My dick longed for relief, but I couldn’t provide it because I had agreed to allow Sam to keep it locked in a chastity cage.

The frustration continued to build every time I thought about that last visit and every time I thought about Sam. Even seeing my hairless body and my red painted nails made my dick throb with arousal as I remembered Sam’s touch on my sensitive legs. I longed for more of that touch and those desires only drove me more crazy with pent up sexual energy.

Sam didn’t help my frustration either. She had sent me home with a bag full of her old panties and told me that I needed to wear a pair every day. Not only that, but she required me to take and send her daily pictures of my chastity cage inside a pair of them. Feeling the thongs snuggly in my ass crack and the lace laying softly against my shaved body were constant arousals that added to my increased sexual tension.

Luckily, I greatly enjoyed wearing panties, even if leaving the house wearing them made me nervous that someone would see them. Of course being caught wearing panties was the least of my concerns considering that my fingernails were still painted red and were very eye catching. I considered wearing gloves to cover them when I left my apartment, but it was the middle of summer so it was not glove weather. Instead, I tried to keep my hands in my pockets as much as possible.

But still, every time I saw my red nails I couldn’t help but think of Sam and the amazing time we had shared together. At first I was surprised by how quickly I let her convince met to become her girl friend, but after making out and feeling her body on mine, our smooth, hairless legs brushing against each other and our breasts pressing together, it was all I wanted. I wanted to look and feel more feminine so I could become even closer to Sam.

And closer we had become. Even though we weren’t able to see each other during the work week, our bond continued to grow every day. In the past we would text each other regularly, but now we talked nonstop and had nightly video chats.

On our nightly chats we would both wear nothing but our bras and panties. We would gossip and share our stories from the day and I would give Sam a review of the panties I wore that day. Thongs were still definitely my favorite, but I liked them all. She told me that some day she would take me panty shopping and the idea thrilled me.

I once accidentally told her that I wished my chastity cage was a little smaller so it fit better beneath my panties and she said that she might be able to help with that. Now I’m worried that she might actually get me a new, smaller one. While my penis could probably fit into a smaller cage, doing so would feel so much more emasculating. But then again, these days I was wearing women’s clothing every day so there wasn’t much masculine energy left inside me.

Sam also made me start reporting about men. Everyday she wanted me to pick out one hot guy that I saw and tell her about him. She wanted me to describe him in full detail and explain to her what made me think he was hot. It was a little awkward at first, but I understood that talking about men was an important part of girl friendships so I went along with it. I definitely found myself checking out men much more often though and I was beginning to have some awkward feelings about it.

But none of that mattered now that it was Saturday. Being Saturday meant that it was the weekend and that meant that today, I would get to see Sam again. Today I would let her continue her process of feminizing me into her girl friend. I wasn’t sure what she would have in store for me, but she did tell me that she had a special outfit picked out. Having only worn the one blouse and skirt that she had given me last weekend, I was excited to try some more clothes on.

Before I could return to her apartment, however, I needed to prepare. Also among Sam’s list of requirements for our new friendship was that I must keep my body cleanly shaved for her. I was a little apprehensive about it at first because the first time had taken so long, but I was relieved when it was much quicker the subsequent times. I was quickly becoming skilled at shaving my body and I was quickly beginning to like the feeling of my soft, feminine skin. I couldn’t wait to feel it against hers again.

After I gave my body a clean shave, I put on my favorite pair of panties, a black thong with pink hearts, and the black bra that Sam had given me the first day she had dressed me up. I covered them with one of my normal shirts and and a pair of jeans.

Then I made my way back to Sam’s apartment.


Chapter 2

New Outfit

Sam opened the door with her usual big smile. She was wearing her pajamas, just as she had last weekend, except this time they were a silky looking satin pink. I imagined how soft and nice they would feel on my skin.

Instead of stepping aside to let me in, she stepped forward and gave me a soft kiss on the lips. “I’m so happy that you’re back,” she said.

I knew that wasn’t how girl friends typically greeted each other, but I wasn’t about to point that out. If she wanted to greet me with a kiss then I would certainly let her. “I’m glad to be back,” I returned with a smile.

“Let’s not waste any time,” Sam said as she grabbed my hand. “Let’s go get you dressed and looking more like the girl friend you really are.”

I was glad that she wanted to jump right into things. I didn’t want to wear my man clothes around her anymore. I wanted to be a girl for her, now and forever. “Whatever you say,” I said in response.

She pulled me inside and I followed her into her bedroom. I found it interesting that I no longer felt nervous or anxious being in her apartment. Now that I knew what her plans were for me and I knew that I liked them, I felt much more relaxed and much more excited.

When we entered her bedroom I noticed that she had laid out an outfit on her bed. There was a little black skirt to go with a black blouse and a white petticoat. Next to the clothes was a pair of black thigh highs and a garter belt which I was excited to wear. Seeing the clothes made me imagine having a fluffy little skirt. I would twist my body and watch it all twirl around me. I liked it.

“Did you remember to wear your underwear for me this time?” Sam asked me, breaking me out of my fantasy. “Get undressed and let me see.”

“Yes, of course,” I answered as I took off my shirt and pulled down my pants, showing Sam my bra and panties.

She nodded as she looked me over. “Very good,” she said as she stepped closer. I felt her hands on my legs and chills flooded my body. Her hands worked their way up and around, grabbing my bare ass, tickling my back, and then moving back to my chest. “And I can tell that you’ve recently shaved for me, too. Very good indeed, Nicky.”

Her words gave me a surge of pride. I hoped that they would warrant a reward. Instead, she turned to face the bed and gestured towards the clothes. “This is the outfit I picked out for you. It’s a special one just for today that I think we will both really enjoy. Go ahead and put it on with your current bra and panties.”

I was eager to find out what would be so enjoyable so I hastily reached down and grabbed the blouse. Before I could put it on, however, she slapped my hand. “You need to put the thigh highs and garter belt on first. You’re going to especially love those.”

I nodded my understanding and set the blouse down, trading it for the thigh highs. I sat down on the side of her bed and rolled one on each leg, the feeling of the silky stockings on my smooth legs was amazing. I wished I could wear them every day. When they were both on, I stood up to show Sam.

“Let me help you with the garter belt,” she said as she picked it up from the bed. She wrapped it around me and connected it in the back. From the belt hung four little straps which she connect to the fronts and backs of my thigh highs. I quivered as her fingers brushed my bare skin to adjust each strap. When she was done, each one was tight across my butt and thighs. Between the garter belt and the thigh highs I suddenly felt dramatically sexier. She was right, I loved them.

Sam snapped one of the straps across my butt and giggled. “Mmm, they look so sexy on you. I think I may have to wear some, too.”

My dick surged to life at the thought of her wearing nothing but her bra and panties with some thigh highs, just like I was. “Yeah… you should…,” I breathed out.

“Okay, sure,” Sam agreed. “You get dressed and I’ll start looking for something fun to wear.”

Once again I eagerly reached for the blouse on the bed. I pulled it over my head and settled it across my chest. It was a basic black shirt with a scoop neckline. Next, I reached for the skirt. It was a black skater skirt which was so short that it barely covered my ass. From the breeze I felt, I had a feeling that the bottom of my butt might even be exposed.

I completed my outfit with the white petticoat. I pulled it up and fit it underneath my skirt, causing my skirt to puff up and bounce when I touched it. It was a little silly, but I liked it.

Now that I was all dressed, I was dying to see how I looked in my new outfit. I wondered if I looked as good as I felt. But first, I wanted to show Sam. I turned to show her, but found that she was too preoccupied to notice me.

She was pulling down her panties.


Chapter 3

Final Piece

As her panties hit the floor, Sam looked up and caught my eyes. If I were her I would turn red and cover up in embarrassment, but she wasn’t me. She stood up tall and showed off her beautiful body.

“What? Have you never seen a naked woman before?” she chuckled.

I opened my mouth to respond, but was unable to speak.

“Now that you’re my girl friend, I don’t mind if you see me naked. Us girls like to show off our bodies to each other from time to time,” she said nonchalantly. She did a little twirl and then stopped and posed herself like a model. “Well, what do you think?”

My mouth was salivating and my dick straining. I wanted to touch her. To jump her. To have my way with her. But I couldn’t, not with this chastity cage on.

“Y-you look amazing,” I finally managed to blurt out. “Stunning.”

Sam smiled and did a little dance, her breasts jiggling with every step. “Thank you, Nicky. You’re so sweet,” she said. “Don’t get any ideas though, we still have a lot of work to do today.”

“We do? What are we going to do?” I asked.

“Oh, you’ll see,” Sam said as she started pulling on a lacy pink thong. It slipped on gracefully and fit perfectly inside her plump ass cheeks and over her hairless pussy. Over each leg she pulled up sheer black thigh highs which she attached to a black garter belt that she attached around her waist.

She next picked up a matching pink bra and put it on. The cups of the bra hefted up her breasts, making them bounce as the fit snuggly into their home. She covered her bra with a white shirt with a deep v-neckline that still left plenty of her breasts visible.

Finally, she slipped on a bright pink pleated skirt to complete her outfit. She looked so cute. So sexy. So desirable.

She did another twirl which made her skirt puff up and flow around her. “So? What do you think?” she asked me.

My dick was throbbing as I looked at her. “Umm, yeah… You look very cute,” I mumbled. Truth be told, I was actually quite jealous of her outfit. And of how beautiful she was.

“You’re too kind,” she said. She leaned forward and gave me a kiss on the cheek which made my dick throb harder. “Now let’s check you out. Do a little spin for me. Let me see what we’re working with.”

I felt embarrassed to spin, but I did it for her. My skirt and petticoat floated up, just as Sam’s had and I felt a cool breeze on my bare ass. My cheeks burned hot when I stopped and saw Sam’s reaction.

She pretended to fan herself off with her hands while she whistled at me. “Damn, girl! You. Look. HOT!”

Her encouraging words only made my embarrassment grow. “T-thanks,” I said coyly.

Sam let out a sudden gasp and clapped her hands together excitedly. “I just remembered! I have just the thing to put your new look over the top,” she said. She ran to her closet and started digging through some boxes. When she found what she was looking for, she held it up and said, “This is going to be perfect!”

I was eager to see what all her excitement was about. She turned around to show it to me and I was taken aback. It was a long, curly black haired wig. I hadn’t even considered what it would be like to have long, feminine hair.

Sam ignored my speechlessness and brought the wig over to me. She reached up and placed it gently over my short hair and helped it into position on my head. “It matches your hair color perfectly,” she let out. “Sit down so I can brush it for you.”

I did as I was told without thinking, sitting on the edge of her bed while she walked to her vanity to grab a hair brush.. As each moment passed, I wanted to see how my new hair look more and more, but I decided to wait until she had a chance to brush it.

Sam climbed onto the bed and kneeled behind me. I could feel her hands going through my hair and the brush working through the tangles and knots. Soon, she set the brush down and was able to run her fingers through it without issue.

She climbed off of the bed and looked at me, cradling my chin and moving my head from side to side. “You have to check yourself out. You look fabulous,” she said.

I quickly stood up and looked around for a mirror to see myself. I settled for the closest one, the one atop her vanity. I sat down in her chair and looked at my reflection, seeing myself with long hair for the first time. It really did look nice. I ran my fingers through the curls; it felt and looked like real hair and it really did seem to complete my look.

I can’t believe I like this look so much! I can’t believe Sam was right about everything!

Sam walked up behind me and put her hand on my shoulder tenderly. I reached back and grabbed her hand with both of mine. “Thank you,” I said softly.

She lowered her face next to mine so I could see her reflection in the mirror. She grinned and said, “Don’t thank me yet, Nicky. I’m not done with you.”

I looked down at my outfit and wondered what else there could be. Then I looked up at her vanity table and had a feeling I knew.

“That’s right. Now it’s time to do your makeup.”


Chapter 4

A Girl At Last

Sam pulled back my hair and clipped it together to keep it out of my face. For the first time today, I was feeling nervous for what she was about to do to me. I had never worn makeup before and didn’t know much about it.

“I’m going to make you look so pretty, Nicky,” Sam said as she collected an array of makeup containers and set them at the front of her vanity. “You should pay close attention so you can learn to do this yourself some day soon.”

“Oh, okay,” I said hesitantly. The idea of applying my own makeup felt like a grand overtaking. It also felt like a huge commitment to my new lifestyle as Sam’s girl friend.

Sam picked up a bottle and a small foam pad and dabbed them together. “Are you ready for the final piece of your transformation?”

My nerves grew more intense. I swallowed and forced out, “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

She smiled and applied the pad to my face, wiping it down my cheek. The pad left behind a soft looking makeup that closely resembled my skin color. “First we apply the foundation. This will hide any blemishes and stubble from your face and give you a very smooth and feminine look,” she explained.

I wanted to nod my understanding, but I refrained so I didn’t mess up her work. She continued to spread the foundation all over my face and neck until my face lost the last bit of masculinity I had left.

“Next, we will apply just a small dab of blush to give you a pop of color,” Sam said as she picked up a large brush and dabbed it on my cheeks.

After just a little bit of makeup I was already looking even more like a woman. I couldn’t believe my eyes.

Sam grabbed my chin and held my face up towards her, studying it. “I think we will stick with the black theme you have going and give you some dark, sultry eyes. I’m going to apply eyeshadow, eyeliner, and mascara. Unfortunately I need you to close your eyes, but try to feel the brushstrokes and imagine applying them yourself.”

This time I gave a short nod before she got started. I closed my eyes and felt the small brushes move across my eye lids. I was beginning to shake with excitement, but tried to steady myself for Sam.

“So what kind of cock do you think you would like?” Sam suddenly asked me, catching me off guard.

My eyes shot open and stared at her in disbelief. “What?!” I exclaimed.

Sam rolled her eyes at me. “I’m just making small talk while I work on your eyes. Come on, just play along with me,” she said. “And keep your eyes closed so I can finish.”

I hesitantly closed my eyes again and let out a sigh. I tried to consider what kind of cock I would like if I was really a girl, but other than seeing them in porn, I had only ever seen my own before. Even so, I had a strong feeling that mine was on the smaller and thinner side.

“I’m not sure,” I finally answered. “I guess I haven’t seen enough to make that kind of decision.” I felt like that was the safest, most noncommittal answer I could give.

I felt the brush lift off of my eyelid and stay off for longer than normal. “Can I open my eyes now?” I asked.

“Just a second!” I heard Sam reply from across the room. Something soon smacked down on the table in front of me and Sam let out a deep breath. “Okay, you can open them now.”

I opened my eyes and couldn’t believe what was now in front of me. On top of her vanity, were two very realistic looking dildos. “What are those for?” I asked nervously.

Sam shrugged beside me. “You said you haven’t seen many dicks before so I thought I would show you a couple of size variations. Here you have a smaller, thinner cock which can be fun if the guy knows what he’s doing. And here you have a big, meaty cock. These are nice when you’re really craving a good fucking and want to feel like a real slut. They can hurt a little though,” she explained.

To my surprise I felt my mouth start watering as I stared at the two dildos. I couldn’t quite explain it, but there was something inside me that felt a need to touch them. I stared at them breathlessly, not knowing what to say.

“Think about it while I apply some lipstick,” Sam added. “Pucker your lips for me.”

Without thinking I did as I was told. I felt her apply the lipstick to my lips, but I didn’t see her do it. My eyes couldn’t remove themselves from the two dildos.

“Now press them together,” she said.

Again, I did as I was told. My soon silence began to loom over the room as the strange feelings swirled inside me. Finally, I managed to break my eyes away and look at Sam. She looked at me impatiently, clearly waiting for an answer. I glanced back at the dildos and finally managed to speak. “Probably the smaller one. I’d rather have fun than pain.”

Sam looked a little disappointed, but shrugged it away. “I get that, especially since you’re new to the whole being a girl thing. But I bet someday you will be more of a big cock kind of girl,” she said. Her tone was flat and serious. I had a feeling that she really believed what she said. “I would introduce you to your favorite cock, but I don’t want to smear your lipstick after just applying it. Speaking of which, let’s go check out the new you, girl!”

Sam grabbed my hand and pulled me up out of the seat, dragging me into the bathroom and to her full length mirror. There, for the first time, I looked at the new me. The girl me.


Chapter 5

Awe

As I stared at my reflection in the mirror, I had to touch myself to make sure it was really me. I was stunned. It looked like I was looking at a woman in the mirror. The long hair, the hairless legs, the smooth face, sultry eyes, and dark red lips… they all helped transform me into the feminine being that I now was.

I let out a gasp in awe of my reflection as I continued to checkout my new self. While I knew I wasn’t completely passable as a woman, I still loved the progress I had made.

Sam crept behind me and started rubbing her hands up my body. “Mmm, yeah… If I were you with this hot new bod, I’d be touching myself, too,” she giggled. “Personally, I think you look much better as a girl.”

I let out an awkward chuckle. It hurt a little knowing that she didn’t find me attractive as my old self, but felt good to know that she thought the new me was better looking. I turned around and grabbed her into a tight embrace, thanking her for what she had done to me. I could feel her breasts push against my chest and my dick pressed against its cage at the feeling.

When our hug broke, Sam had a satisfied look on her face. “See? Didn’t I tell you that you would love my plans for you?” she asked me.

I nodded emphatically. “Yes, I should have believed you from the start. From now on I will do whatever you say. No questions asked,” I said.

Her smile transformed into a grin and her hand reached underneath my skirt. Her fingers gently grabbed my panties and pulled them to the side. Then I felt her touch on my chastity cage. “You surrendered your keys to me last weekend. You no longer have a choice to but to do as I say,” she said softly yet sternly.

“Oh…,” I moaned.

Her words of control made my dick throb in its cage as she held it. I could tell that she knew her effect on me as she started fondling my cage. “I think you like that I’m in control of you. Do you like that I can dress you up however I like? Do you like that I can make you do anything I say?”

My dick was straining harder than ever, leaving me feeling overwhelmingly flustered. “I, uhh… I do. I do like it,” I breathed out.

Her fingers gently ran down my cage and then covered it back up with my panties. She gave it a soft pat before removing her hand from underneath my skirt. Her eyes stared into mine. There was a look of strength in her eyes, a look of power and control. I suddenly felt so small and weak.

“Good, because I have an extra special task for you today,” Sam said, her hands grabbing my waist.

“Yes, anything,” I replied.

“I want you to finish unpacking and cleaning my apartment.”

It took me a few seconds to process what she had said. I was expecting her to say something fun and kinky that the two of us would do together, to each other. But instead, she told me to clean. I was taken aback when I realized what her request was.

“You want me to… clean?” I asked.

Sam grinned in response. “That’s right. But not just clean, finish unpacking the kitchen and bedroom. I’ll let you decide how to best organize everything.”

My shoulders slumped in disappointment. I didn’t understand where this request was coming from. But after what I had just said, I knew I couldn’t refuse. “O-okay,” I replied pathetically. I looked around her bathroom and into her bedroom to scope out the work I had ahead of me, but also trying to avoid eye contact with Sam. I didn’t want her to see my disappointment. “I guess I should go get started then…”

I started walking out of the bathroom when Sam grabbed my wrist and pulled me back towards her. I stopped with my lips inches away from hers.

“I’d kiss you, but I don’t want to mess up your lipstick,” she said with a naughty smirk.

I couldn’t tell if she was teasing me or meant it, but I was quickly starting to hate wearing lipstick if it prevented me from kissing her.

Then she added, “But maybe if you do a good job…”

Her words once again filled me with hope and excitement. They gave me a reason to do her painstaking chore. “I’ll do my best,” I replied gleefully.

“You had better. I’ll be watching to make sure you do,” she said. Her voice was once again stern and strong. I could feel her growing more powerful over me.

I gave her a nod and then turned to return to her bedroom to get started. Sam slapped my ass and I scurried out. There waiting for me was an empty closet and room filled with boxes and covered in clothes. I took a deep breath in, pulled up my panties, and breathed out.

I better not disappoint her. I need to do whatever it takes to taste her lips again.

✽✽✽

Unpacking Sam’s apartment was grueling work. She owned far more clothes and kitchen items than I did which took a lot of time to deal with and figuring out how to best organize them took even longer. By the time I was done, my shirt was damp with sweat and I was exhausted.

Contrary to me, Sam still had plenty of energy. That was thanks in part to her not helping even though it was her apartment. I wanted to resent her for putting me through this while not lifting a finger, but whenever I saw her laying on the couch, texting on her phone, I just couldn’t get mad at her.

The way she laid back on the couch was so sexy. Her long, slender legs were on display, shining with her sexy black thigh highs. Her little pink skirt was so short that if I walked by and looked at the right angle, I could almost see her panties underneath. Her bra was visible through her little white shirt and it reminded me of how her breasts felt in my hand. How I longed to touch her bare skin again.

And now that I was done with her chores, I hoped I would be able to do just that.


Chapter 6

Introductions

Sam was still on the couch when I went to let her know that I was done. I nudged her legs and sat down when she picked them up. She put them back down on my lap and then finally put her phone down to look at me. “Be a doll and give my feet a little rub?” she asked me.

Her feet are sore? I’m the one who has been on their feet all day!

I faked a smile and grabbed one of her feet to start massaging. “I wanted to let you know that I’m all done,” I said.

Hearing the news perked her up more. “Oh? All the boxes have been unpacked?”

“Yes, just as you asked. I went ahead and broke down the boxes and put them by the door. I can take them to the recycling on my way home if you would like.”

“I would like that very much,” Sam replied. She kicked her feet towards the ground and pushed herself up to standing. She started walking around, examining her cleaned and unpacked apartment. Too tired to follow, I waited on the couch.

When Sam was done with her inspection, she returned to the living room. She had an enticing grin on her face and beckoned me with her finger. I summoned all of my remaining energy, hopped off of the couch, and chased her down the hallway.

She led me into her bedroom where she jumped backwards onto the bed and spread out her arms and legs. “Nicky, I love it! My apartment looks amazing,” she squealed.

I stopped just in front of the bed, waiting for her commands.

“I put some makeup removal wipes on the bathroom counter. Go wipe off your lipstick then come join me,” she added.

I rushed into her bathroom and quickly wiped off my lips, leaving the wipes covered in red lipstick. I took one last look in the mirror and fixed my hair and outfit so that I could look my best for Sam. I hoped that my clothes would quickly be removed, but I didn’t want to assume.

When I returned to her bedroom, Sam was under the covers with just her head and bare shoulders visible. My dick swelled up as millions of fantasies swirled through my mind. I didn’t know what was going to happen, but I knew I needed to get into bed with her. I walked towards her and grabbed the blanket. I began pulling it up so I could get under, but Sam beat me to it. She tossed her blanket aside and kicked her legs to the side of the bed.

My eyes bulged as they were drawn to a large object between her legs. Standing tall between her legs was one of her dildos. Specifically, it was one that I had picked out earlier. I stepped back nervously, not knowing what she meant to do with the it.

“Do you like it?” Sam asked as she moved her hips to wiggle it around. “It’s pretty fun having a dick. I don’t know how you gave yours up so quickly.”

My eyes couldn’t leave the dildo between her legs as new thoughts and fantasies began to flood my mind. “Why do you have it?” I asked, ignoring her question in order to find answers of my own.

Sam began to stroke her fake cock as she stared into my eyes. “You sounded so inexperienced when it came to cocks… I thought I would help familiarize you to them.”

As I listened to her words, I imagined that it was my hand stroking the cock. Pictures of the men who I had checked out during the week flashed through my mind, but now they were naked and sitting on the bed in place of Sam. I shook my head to clear my strange thoughts and focus on her again.

“I think I’m pretty familiar with a dick from having one for so long,” I replied.

Sam scoffed and rolled her eyes. “I saw that dick last weekend. Can you really consider that a dick? I mean, this is my smallest dildo and it’s still like twice as big as your dick.”

To my surprise, my dick pulsed at her insults of it.

“And now you don’t even have a dick any more. The only dick in this room is mine and I want you to come introduce yourself to it,” she continued. Again she beckoned me to come to her, but this time she added a gesture. She pointed to the ground. “Kneel down and say hi to my cock.”

I swallowed deeply and followed her commands, knowing that I had to. My dick continued to squirm and strain in its cage as my knees touched the floor and my face moved inches away from her fake cock. I stared at the tip that dangled in front of my face and said, “Hi.”

“Now, now,” Sam said. “Don’t you remember how we greet each other in this apartment?”

I flashed back to my arrival and the kiss she gave me. I instantly knew what she wanted me to do. I leaned forward and kissed the tip.

“Mmm, yeah. Isn’t that nice?” Sam giggled. “Maybe you should make out with it. That will really help you two get to know each other.”

I looked up at her and she nodded at me, telling me to do as she said. My mouth opened as I leaned forward and I felt the cock head brush against my lips. I let the cock slide in as much as I could before having the urge to gag and then pulled my head back and off.

“Oh come on, Nicky. Don’t be shy! Get in there and use your tongue,” Sam said enthusiastically.

I closed my eyes and opened my mouth wider. I let the cock back into my mouth and began moving my mouth back and forth. my tongue licked the bottom with each pass, just as Sam had instructed.

The more I sucked the cock, the better it began to feel and the more I got into it. My hands gripped the shaft and my head moved back and forth passionately as my tongue slurped up the excess saliva. Moans began escaping my mouth and Sam groaned in mock pleasure.

My body was tingling with pleasure, my dick felt like it was ready to burst. But then Sam grabbed my hair and pulled me off of her cock. “That’s enough for today. I have a feeling neither of you will be forgetting that introduction,” she laughed.

I wiped the drool from my chin and nodded my agreement. I certainly wouldn’t forget that.

Sam continued, “Unfortunately, I have other plans tomorrow so I can’t see you until next weekend, but I have another surprise in store for you then.”

I felt sad knowing that I wouldn’t get to see her for another week, but I tried not to show my disappointment. “Anything fun planned?” I asked, trying to play the role of the supportive girl friend.

“I’m finally meeting up with Dan tomorrow so we’ll see how that goes. I’ll give you all dirty details afterwards of course,” she answered.

My stomach twisted at the thought of her out with Dan, one of the guys who had helped her move into this new apartment. “Oh, ok,” I mumbled mournfully.

“But next weekend will be extra special. Now that my apartment is unpacked, I can finally throw my housewarming party! And you, Nicky, will be my guest of honor.”


Part 4

Final Transformation


Chapter 1

Changes

The next week felt like the longest in my life. As every day went by, after every text we sent and call we shared, I missed my best friend, Samantha, even more. I didn’t care that she skipped plans with me to go out with Dan. I didn’t care that she told me that she made out with him and let him touch her. I wanted nothing more than to be with her and to feel like my new self again, like her girl friend.

In the spare time that I had during the week, I shopped online for clothes and makeup. When my packages arrived, I gleefully played dress up and watched online tutorials for how to apply makeup. Transforming my face into the more feminine beauty that Sam had done last weekend was just as challenging as I had expected it, but learning how to do it and starting to see results filled me with pride. I couldn’t wait to show Sam.

Sadly, even while I was all dressed up in lingerie and frilly dresses, I still didn’t quite feel like a girl. There was a piece missing and it was clear to me that it was Sam. Sam had an aura of power about her when she was with me. She bossed me around and controlled me. I needed that dominant presence to feel like the submissive girl that I wanted to be.

Sam tried to do this from afar, but it wasn’t the same. She continued to make me send her daily pictures of my chastity cage covered dick inside my panties and she continued to make me report to her about the hottest man I had seen each day. After she made me suck her dildo last weekend, I found that I was looking at men differently these days. I no longer just looked at their faces, shoulders, and chests to gauge their attraction, but now their pants to look for signs of how large their cocks were.

Whenever I saw a noticeable bulge I couldn’t help but feel my dick swell up in its cage, thinking back to sucking Sam’s dildo as she held it between her legs. I was beginning to have strong desires to taste it again and I hoped that she would let me meet it once more.

Cock bulges weren’t the only thing that made my dick strain against its cage, however. After being locked in my chastity cage for two weeks without being allowed to touch my dick or orgasm, it was constantly growing due to all my pent up sexual energy and desires. I found myself often distracted at work, daydreaming about being with Sam, both of us putting on cute little outfits and helping each other adjust our garter belts. We would run our painted fingers along each other’s bodies and hold each other tenderly as our lips embraced.

The fantasies drove me and my dick crazy and I couldn’t get them out of my mind. Maybe they would disperse if I was allowed to cum, but as long as I had this chastity cage on, I couldn’t allow myself to do that. I wasn’t sure if my orgasming was in Sam’s plans for me either because I was too afraid to ask the question. I knew I needed to ask her, however. And I knew I would, but I resolved to do it after her party this weekend.

Her housewarming party was another issue. When she first told me about the party, she told me that I would be her guest of honor; not Nick, but Nicky. Since then, every day she would tell me that she was getting closer to finding me the perfect outfit to wear. I kept thinking that she was just teasing me and that she wasn’t serious. But she kept assuring me that she wasn’t joking. I was her girl friend now and she only wanted to see me that way. Either I would come as her girl friend or I wouldn’t come at all.

I couldn’t believe that I would have to be seen as a woman in front of other people so suddenly. The thought was terrifying. I wasn’t sure who would be there or if I would know any of them. I tried to talk to Sam about my concerns, but she kept telling me that no body would notice me after she was done dressing me up and doing my makeup. I knew that I certainly looked different after feminizing myself, but I could still see masculine parts of my body and face that I recognized as my own. What if someone I knew did the same?

When I would continue to whine to Sam, she would send me a picture of the keys to my chastity cage. They dangled on a silver necklace between her breasts. That picture was all the reminder I needed to know that I didn’t have a choice. I had to do as she commanded.

After several days of dwelling on it, I came out determined to face my fears for her, even if they seemed insurmountable. I wished I had more time to prepare myself, to get used to my new self before reintroducing myself to the world, but I didn’t. I would just have to figure out how to deal with this challenge.

And so I did.

To do so, I decided to throw myself into the fire. I decided that I would dress myself, do my own makeup, and then walk to Sam’s apartment. That would become my first foray into the public world. Of course the thought of this terrified me as well, but I figured that if I could go outside and let myself be seen by a crowd of strangers, then I could easily do it for a small housewarming party.

I wasn’t sure if my logic was sound or just crazy, but there was no going back now. I was all dressed, made up, and ready to go.


Chapter 2

Heading Over

I was dressed in one of my favorite new outfits. It consisted of a long sleeved black bodysuit with a scoop neckline that was tucked into a grey and white plaid printed skirt. The skirt had a belt that connected as a large bow in the front. As much as I wanted to wear thigh highs, which were my favorite womanly accessory, they didn’t seem appropriate with this outfit. I also worried that they would draw extra attention to me on the streets which I wanted to avoid. I did, however, wear my new favorite pair of lacy black panties with their matching bra.

I chose the outfit because I thought it was absolutely gorgeous and made me look extra feminine. That’s why I knew it was the perfect outfit for my first foray into the public realm. Once I was dressed, I took my time perfecting my makeup, following the steps I had learned from Sam last weekend and adding new components that I learned online. My favorite new addition to my look was my false eyelashes, they were long and thick and made my eyes look bigger and brighter.

Another purchase I had made was my own wig. I found one that was very similar to the one Sam let me wear; it was long, curly, and black, and it matched my natural hair color very closely. The combination of my beautiful outfit, makeup, and wig, had me looking more girl-like than ever. To complete my outfit, I filled my new purse with my phone, wallet and keys, and then put it over my shoulder. When I checked myself out in the mirror, I felt a surge of pride at my transformation.

I look so good. If I met me while I was still a guy, I would totally want to fuck me.

The thought of being fucked made my chastity cage locked dick stir. It was a reaction that still made me uneasy when I felt it, but I credited it to my being extremely horny from being locked up for two weeks. I couldn’t fathom actually being fucked or even wanting to be. Though just thinking about it made me once again remember sucking Sam’s cock. That made my dick stir even more.

I need to stop getting distracted and get this over with. At this rate I’m going to be late getting to Sam’s!

I shook my head to clear my head of my naughty thoughts and proceeded to my front door. I took a deep breath in and let it out before opening the door and stepping out into the world for the first time as Nicky.

✽✽✽

Walking down the street dressed as a girl was both frightening and stimulating. I never realized how often women were checked out in public. After just a few minutes, I felt like I had every man and woman’s eyes on me, checking me out and making judgements on my attractiveness. I definitely heard a few reactions from people who could tell I was actually a man, but I also heard quite a few positive reactions and had some women give me supportive smiles.

The longer I was outside, the more my nerves began to settle and the more I was beginning to enjoy showing off my new look. By the time I arrived at Sam’s front door, I had a new strut to my step and felt like I was ready for whatever came my way tonight.

When Sam opened the door, my positive feelings only surged higher as Sam lit up in delight. “Who is this sexy woman at my door? Is that really you Nicky?!” she exclaimed. “You look amazing!”

I blushed at her complements and then hurried inside. While I now felt more confident out in the world as my new self, I still greatly preferred to be alone with Sam. “Thank you,” I replied bashfully.

She leaned in and gave me her hello kiss, the thing that had been looking forward to all day. This time, however, instead of a little peck, her lips parted and her tongue pushed its way inside my mouth. Our tongues danced while our lips intertwined and the stress of the morning melted off my back. Finally, I was back where I was meant to be, with Sam.

As our lips departed I breathed out a soft moan and my dick raged in its cage. In that moment I considered asking Sam when she might unlock my chastity cage and let me cum, but I didn’t want to ruin the afterglow of such an amazing kiss so I refrained.

“It’s nice to see you again,” I said as a smile spread across my face.

“Mmm, you too,” said Sam as she wiped drool from her lips.

I turned and walked further into her apartment, looking around at some of the decorating she had done during the last week. I could tell Sam was watching me from behind and I loved having her eyes on me. “I like what you’ve done with the place,” I said.

“I love what you’ve done to yourself, Nicky. I still can’t believe it’s you! Where did you get your outfit? Who did your makeup? I’m stunned!”

I spun around quickly, sending my skirt swirling around me. I grinned at her and said, “Oh, I may have bought a few things online. And I did the makeup myself. Do you really like it?”

Sam scoffed at my question. “Do I like it? Nicky, you look unrecognizable! Not only that, but I think I may have to beat some men off of you tonight!”

My cheeks burned with embarrassment. “Really? You mean it?” I asked coyly.

Sam stepped forward and grabbed my shoulders. Her eyes locked onto mine with a serious look in them. “Nicky, I swear it.”

My heart surged with pride and I reached forward to hug her. “Thank you, Sam,” I let out.

“No. Thank you, girl friend.”


Chapter 3

The Perfect Outfit

Thanks to my cute dress and being back together with my best friend, I was feeling better than ever. But I also knew that the day was far from over. There was still Sam’s housewarming party and the preparations for it.

“While your outfit is super cute, Nicky, I don’t think it’s quite appropriate for my party,” Sam said as she led me into her bedroom. “You have an innocent look to you and, for my party, I think we need to go more with a… well, not so innocent look. But don’t worry, I have the perfect outfit for you.”

I was growing more excited to see this “perfect outfit” by the second. I had no idea what to expect. “I can’t wait to see it,” I squealed.

Sam stopped just inside her bedroom and turned around to face me. “I probably spent way too much time thinking about your body and how to best show it off,” she said. “Way too much time. I think it will be worth it though. As long as you do and wear everything I tell you to.”

I nodded eagerly. “Yes, of course.”

“Good, then get undressed. We don’t have a lot of time.”

I started getting undressed while she continued to her closet. From there, she watched me get undressed. Feeling her eyes on me made my dick begin to tingle. When I only had my bra and panties remaining, she stopped me.

“You may not like this part, but it’s going to help you look even sexier. Some times being a woman can be painful,” she said as she opened a drawer. She pulled out a large, flat item which she unraveled into something that looked like it could wrap around me. It was black with pretty designs sewn into it and had long strings dangling from it. “Come here and turn around so I help you into it.”

I did as she said. I felt the stiff fabric wrap around me as she moved in front of me. There she began attaching all of the little clasps to connect the two sides. With each clasp, it became tighter and tighter.

“This is a corset. It will definitely be uncomfortable, but it will give you amazing hourglass curves like a proper woman. Even I wear one sometimes when I want to look extra hot.”

I sucked in my gut to help Sam attach the final clasps and then sighed when it was done. “You weren’t kidding,” I nervously chuckled, unsure of how I would tolerate wearing such a tight contraption all day.

Sam walked behind me and I felt her hands on the strings in the back. “Brace yourself, this is the painful part,” she said.

Before I could respond, my breath was taken out of me as the corset cinched even tighter around my waist. I could feel it squeezing me in all the right places to give me an hour glass curve, just as Sam had said, but that squeezing was intense and painful. She wrapped the strings around me and then tied them in the back. To my dismay, it was going to stay this tight.

I groaned at the feeling as I tried to adjust it a little to make it more comfortable.

Sam gave my ass a gentle pat. “Don’t worry, you will get used to it,” she giggled. “Now we need to put your boobs back in.”

She went back to the open drawer and took out the inserts that she had me wear before. She slipped them into my bra and adjusted it so that it rested on top of the corset. The corset’s stiff hems helped heft up my breasts and give me a more pronounced rack. I liked it.

“Now for the grand reveal of your outfit. Are you ready?” Sam teased, her eyes wide with excitement.

“Yes!” I exclaimed. “And please make it worth wearing this… thing!” I was still gripping with the corset, trying to loosen it up a little, but to no avail.

Sam reached back into her closet and pulled out a black dress. At least I was pretty sure it was a dress. It looked like it might be short enough to be a shirt. “Tada! I present to you your perfect slutty dress!”

To me it looked just like a little black dress, I wasn’t sure what I was missing. “What makes it so perfect?” I asked.

Sam rolled her eyes at me and extended the dress towards me. “Just put it on and see,” she said, sounding annoyed.

I took the dress and unzipped the back so I could remove the hanger. I stepped inside and pulled it up, putting my arms through the holes at the top. It was sleeveless, but it was also a halter neck. It completely covered my chest and then went up to my neck and wrapped around with a thick band. Sam began to zip up the dress. As the zipper ran up my back, the dress tightened around me, fitting nicely along my new curves. When it reached the top, Sam spun me around to face her.

“Yes. So much yes,” she said excitedly. “Let me show you!”

She grabbed my hand and pulled me to the bathroom mirror. She stepped aside and let me see myself in my perfect outfit.

The dress was tight and very short, barely going below my caged dick, and kept trying to creep up as I moved. The black of the dress was slimming and the corset underneath gave my body a completely new, more feminine look. I was amazed.

“This is the perfect out fit in so many ways,” Sam started. “It completely covers up your chest so no one can tell that you have fake breasts, it covers your neck so no one can see any trace of an Adam’s apple, and, well, it’s short, black and sexy. What else can a girl want?”

I let out a laugh at her explanation. It was so simple, but so right. “It really is perfect,” I let out in wonder.

“I’m so glad you think so because I have another surprise!” Sam shouted. She ran back into her bedroom and soon returned with another dress. She held it up and I could instantly tell what it was. It was the same dress. “We’re going to be twins!”


Chapter 4

Twins

On any normal day, the thought of dressing in the same outfit as my best friend sounded fun and adorable, but on a day when I would be seen by other people, the idea unnerved me.

What if everyone compares us? What if they look at Sam, the beautiful woman, wearing the dress and then look at me in the same dress? They would see right through me and think I look ridiculous!

After seemingly tackling my fears of being seen in public by walking to Sam’s apartment, the idea of being her twin for the night quickly re-opened the flood gates of uncertainty. But I tried my best to not let Sam know about my feelings. It was her party after all, and she had put in so much time picking out this outfit for me… and herself.

So instead I sat on her bed as I watched her get dressed. Normally I would have longed for the opportunity to sit and watch her get naked in front of me, but with the stress of the situation weighing on me, I barely felt my dick budge. Even when I helped zip up her dress and held her nearly naked body close to mine, I felt nothing.

When she was all dressed, she looked amazing. I wasn’t surprised when the dress fit and complemented her feminine curves perfectly and neither was she. She grabbed my hand and pulled me back to the mirror. “Let’s check each other out!” she cried out.

Seeing our reflections next to each other all but confirmed my concerns. On one hand you had Sam; a small, petite, stunning woman. On the other hand, you had me; a taller, slightly more masculine version.

“We look amazing!” Sam squealed as she wrapped her arm around my waist and squeezed me close.

“Well, you do, but now I don’t know about me. I can’t compare to you,” I sighed, unable to keep my feelings in any longer.

Sam’s reflection cocked her head to the side as she studied me. “Are you serious, Nicky?” she asked. “You just walked a mile dressed up as a girl to see me and now you’re questioning yourself? Look at these curves, these breasts, this booty! You don’t have to look like me to be beautiful. People are all beautiful in different ways and you, my friend, are the stunning one.”

Her words touched me and gave me a needed boost of confidence. Her hands touching me as she pointed out my attributes helped as well. In that moment I felt closer to her than ever and desperately wanted to kiss her.

I turned to face her, but before I could act she said, “There is one difference between how we both look though.” I briefly wondered what she meant before she informed me by touching my chastity cage. “I don’t have a visible little bulge,” she giggled.

I gasped in embarrassment and tried to tuck my caged dick more between my legs. No matter what I did, however, it always seemed slightly noticeable in the tight fitting dress.

Sensing my frustration, Sam grabbed my hand assuringly. “Don’t worry, I have just the thing for you.” She led me back into her bedroom and sat me down on her bed. From her closet she pulled out a small box. “I didn’t forget about your desires to have a smaller chastity cage. I have one for you and this seems like the perfect time to give it to you.”

She extended a much smaller pink cage towards me. It looked like it could fit the head of my penis and nothing more. As I stared at it, it took me a moment to remember that I had once let it slip that a smaller cage would likely fit better inside my panties. It wasn’t exactly a desire, but now that saw what she was offering and had this dilemma to solve, I was interested in trying it.

She gave me the cage and told me her plan to swap the cages. She would unlock my current cage and pull off the body of it while I quickly replaced it with the new one. I would press my dick back until the new cage connected to the old ring and she was able to slip the lock back in. It ended up being a little harder than she made it sound, but we managed to get my new cage on. It fit much snugger and made me feel like I didn’t have a dick at all.

Back in the mirror, the noticeable bulge was now gone. If I looked close enough, I could still see a faint mark, but Sam assured me that it was only because I knew what to look for and that nobody else would expect a thing.

And then she distracted me with one final surprise. “We can’t just walk around barefoot all day and I definitely don’t want you ruining your sexy dress with those man shoes you walked here in,” she explained.

She then pulled out two more boxes and gave one to me. I removed the lid to see two shiny black high heels and gasped. “You want me to wear heels?” I asked in shock.

“Not just any heels, hooker heels,” Sam giggled. “Look, I have the same pair. We are going to look so fucking hot!”

I nervously slipped them on and tried to stand up, wobbling as I did. I suddenly felt much taller, but also a little more powerful. I wobbled back to the mirror to check myself out. I liked what I saw. The heels made me look undeniably more sexy. “Oh, wow,” I let out.

“Luckily for you, we still have a lot of preparations to do. That will give you ample time to learn how to wear them,” Sam said.

I smiled and took her hand. She helped me out of her bedroom and down the hall as we set off to make the final preparations for her party.


Chapter 5

The Party

Before I knew it, the party preparations were complete and the first guests were arriving. The first time the doorbell rang, I nearly jumped out of my heels in terror, but Sam just ignored me and opened the door to welcome in the guests.

Explaining why we were dressed the same was complicated at first, but luckily as more guests arrived and filled up the space, it became less noticeable and the topic stopped coming up. But at the same time, as more guests arrived, my anxiety built as I scanned each face for someone I might recognize. Today was the first time that I was grateful that Sam and I ran in different circles of friends.

The faces I did remember, however, were those of the men who had helped Sam move into her new apartment, including Dan, the one she had gone out with last weekend. The one she made out with. He arrived wearing nothing but blue jeans and a tight fitting white shirt. He was greatly underdressed compared to Sam and I, but somehow it worked for him. I did my best to avoid him and the other guys, and I was actually having fun despite my nerves.

During our preparations, Sam taught me how to speak in a more feminine voice. It took practice, but by the time the party started, I felt like I had it down well enough. Either way, I tried to be more of a listener and to only chime in when I needed to. I ended up taking a position in the kitchen to help make people drinks. It was a good way to stay social while not needing to force myself into conversations or groups of new people. And having a full arsenal of alcohol at my disposal helped me stay lubricated and relaxed.

At one point, Sam came to talk to me. “How’s it going, Nicky?” she asked.

“My feet and back are killing me,” I groaned under my breath as I fixed her her favorite drink.

Sam laughed and squeezed my ass. “Welcome to life as a beautiful woman. But isn’t it all worth it to feel like this?”

I considered her question and felt my dick stirring in its little cage. “Yes,” I said. “I’m so happy that you made me your girl friend.”

She leaned in and gave me a kiss on the cheek. “Maybe you should sleep over here tonight,” she whispered. “I don’t like the idea of you walking the streets alone looking like this. We could have a little slumber party.”

I was taken aback. As a guy, I never worried about walking home in the dark, but as a girl in a tight, short dress, I suddenly worried what might happen. My dick swelled up at the thoughts of the dangers that awaited me as a sexy woman on the streets at night.

Sam soon wandered back to her guests and the party went on. Overall, everything was going surprisingly well, but eventually I felt the need to use the restroom and excused myself from my position as bartender. I first tried the hallway bathroom, but there was already a line so I decided that, being Sam’s best friend, I could just use her master bathroom.

I walked down the hall to her bedroom and opened the door. As I stepped inside, something suddenly grabbed my wrist I yanked me into the room. I stumbled in my high heels until I felt my shins hit Sam’s bed and I could braced myself. I turned to see who had grabbed me, but I couldn’t see anything the dark room. I reached my hand out to find the culprit and found something hard in front of me. I ran my fingers down the object and quickly realized that it was a man’s chest.

“Hey, baby. Wouldn’t it be so hot if we fucked during your party? With all these people here?” the man said as the door shut behind him, making the room even darker.

My eyes bulged at the realization that the voice belonged to Dan. Before I could say anything, his large hands grabbed my shoulders and turned me around. They brushed my hair to the side and the feeling of the cool apartment air on my exposed neck gave me chills.

I could feel him fumbling for my dress zipper. I knew I should stop him, but I couldn’t.

As I heard my dress being unzipped and felt it melt off of me and fall to the floor, fear surged through me. But that fear was battled fiercely by an intense arousal that was building even faster.

“Come on, baby. Let me fuck you. I’m so horny from staring at you in that sexy little dress,” Dan pressured me.

“I-I can’t,” I managed to moan as he kissed my neck.

He clearly doesn’t know that it’s me. I could just play along and see what happens… But I’m not a real girl… I don’t have a pussy for him to fuck.

His hands ferociously grabbed my ass and I let out a groan of pleasure. My dick instantly pressed against its cage, longingly.

“Really, I can’t,” I said again, trying to be firm and serious, but sounding more lustful.

Dan’s hands started exploring my body hungrily, moving down my corset and to my bare thighs. I felt them inching closer to my crotch… and my chastity cage. I panicked.

I spun around to face him, my chest pressed against his. Even in the dark I could see the shine of his perfect teeth as he grinned at me. I tried to think of something to say. Something to get me out of this without giving away my identity or ruining Sam’s chances with him.

Without thinking, I suddenly blurted out, “Let me suck your cock instead.”


Chapter 6

Surprises in the Dark

This is wrong. This is so wrong!

Even though I knew that I shouldn’t do it, even though I knew I should admit that I wasn’t Sam and leave, I simply couldn’t. I knew Sam would be furious if she learned that I had sucked Dan’s dick after she had called dibs on him, but I felt that I was already too far into this situation. If I left or made a scene then that could be bad for all of us.

I heard Dan unbuckling his belt and knew I needed to get started. I slowly lowered myself down to the floor as I ran my hands down his strong, hard body. My body was shaking nervously at the thought of what I was about to do, but the more I touched him and felt the man in front of me, the more I knew that I wanted to do this. The sound of his zipper confirmed my desires.

My hands found his boxers and yanked them down with his jeans. Something large flopped out and smacked me in the face. I reached for it and realized that it was his long, hard cock.

Holy crap. Dan is packing!

The size of his cock only made me more nervous, but it made my dick grow harder in its cage. I ran my hands down the shaft and back up to its head and felt him squirm at my touch. In that moment I suddenly felt powerful, strong, and sexy. I had the power to pleasure him and he needed me.

My mouth hungrily opened and took his cock inside. The size of his cock stretched out my mouth more than I had expected and it didn’t take long for it to hit the back of my throat despite my hand still being wrapped around the shaft.

With his cock inside me, I flashed back to when Sam had made me suck her dildo and wanted me to use my tongue. I ran my tongue along the bottom of his cock as I pulled my mouth back, just as she had taught me to do.

“Mmm, yeah. That’s it, baby,” Dan moaned.

His words granted me the confidence that I could do this, that I could pleasure him just as a woman would. I took his cock deep in my mouth again and continued moving it back and forth.

This is nothing like the little cock I sucked last weekend. This is like Sam’s big dildo. Her favorite dildo. She would be so jealous of me right now.

The thought of Sam being jealous of my actions as a woman fueled me more. I felt that if I could do this and make a beautiful woman like her jealous, that it would prove my newfound femininity.

I started working harder, stroking Dan’s cock as I continued sucking it. His legs were fidgeting beside me as he began to writhe in pleasure.

“Fuck yeah. Suck it you dirty slut,” he breathed out.

My dick strained harder. I could feel it building up in excitement with each suck. Moans escaped my mouth through what little space wasn’t filled with his monstrous cock. My breathing became heavy. I felt out of breath, but I couldn’t stop.

Dan groaned loudly as his fingers wrapped around my hair. He started pulling my head harder onto his cock as she pushed his hips forward, forcing his cock deeper in my mouth. I started gagging, but that didn’t stop him. And it didn’t stop me either.

I continued to suck and lick his cock as drool leaked from my gaping mouth. My hand worked tirelessly, rubbing his cock to increase his pleasure. I could feel that it was working. His cock was growing, its head was swelling, and its veins bulging.

My own dick was throbbing, too. The sound of every moan and groan of pleasure that seeped from Dan’s mouth made my dick rage more inside of its cage. I wasn’t sure how much more I could take. I felt like I might orgasm. I was so filled with lust and desire that was ready to explode out of me.

But before I could, I felt Dan’s cock surge and pulse like a wave from his balls to the tip. I felt his head puff up and then explode as his cum shot to the back of my throat. My hand worked harder, trying to squeeze out every last drop.

And then the bedroom door suddenly shot open and the lights turned on.

“Nicky?! You dirty slut!” Sam shouted out me.

“Sam? What the…?” I heard Dan exclaim in shock, his cock still in my mouth.

Already caught, I didn’t want to stop. I rubbed his cock a little more to make sure I had all of his cum. And then I pulled my lips off.

“You better fucking swallow that you whore,” Sam chided me.

My body quivered at her words and even more when I did as she told me. When I swallowed Dan’s cum. The feeling of his cum sliding down my throat made me feel naughty and bad. The look on Sam’s face only verified what I was. I was a dirty slut, just as she said. And I loved it.

I suddenly gasped as I felt my dick reach its breaking point and burst. As cum began to fill my panties, I looked at Sam coyly. “I’m sorry,” I pleaded. “He thought I was you and… I don’t know what came over me.”

Sam crossed her arms and let out an angry huff of air. “I’ll tell you what came over you,” she said. “You just completed the final step of your transformation. You’re officially my best girl friend.”

Relief flooded over me as her anger dissipated. “So you’re not angry?” I asked.

Sam ran over and gave me a hug. “Of course not, I love that you embraced your feminine urges,” she said. She pulled away and then gave me a stern look. “But don’t go thinking that you can start stealing all of my men. I’m only going to put up with it this once.”

I smiled and let out a laugh. “You’re the best, Sam.”

Sam grinned devilishly. “Just wait, Nicky. This is just the beginning of your womanhood. There is still plenty left for you to experience. And more holes to fill.”
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Feminization Camp

Neil and his wife Daphne have finally reached a breaking point in their relationship. After years of Neil playing the traditional "man" role and leaving all the household chores to Daphne, she's had enough. She gives Neil an ultimatum: Attend Camp Transcendence, or their marriage is over.

Feeling resentful but with no other choice, Neil begrudgingly agrees to go to the camp, thinking it might be a nice escape. Little does he know that Cindy and the other counselors are determined to keep him busy and teach him what it truly means to embrace femininity. It's going to be a transformative experience for Neil, whether he likes it or not.

Follow along as Neil learns what it truly means to be a woman through the lessons and exercises of Camp Transcendence.

Training For Sissies

When Daniel accidentally signs up for sissy training while searching for physical training, he’s in for the surprise of his life. But it’s too late to stop. Daniel quickly, and eagerly, succumbs to the demands of his new trainers and mistresses, Scarlett and Ruby. Through their physical and mental training, Daniel quickly learns the in and outs of the sissy lifestyle. And he likes it.

Follow Daniel through his ten week sissy training course as transforms into Danielle, the obedient and subservient sissy, and learns that his accidental enrollment was no accident at all. It was his destiny.
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After a night of fun drinking with his friend Olivia, Ben is ready to call it a night and head home. However, Olivia has other ideas and convinces him to join her at her place for more fun. Once there, she suggests they play a game of Truth or Dare.

What Ben doesn't realize is that Olivia has a secret plan in store for him. As the game heats up, he ends up wearing her clothes and getting locked in a chastity cage, and it becomes clear that Olivia's playful game is part of a larger scheme—to transform him into her sissy.

Read the FULL story of Ben’s tale of transformation as Olivia unravel’s her plan to turn Ben into Becca, her new slutty best friend, and teach him what it’s really like to date as a woman.
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