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Introduction

The following is a two-series bundle containing:




From Intern to Sissy Secretary

Sissy's First Date




Each series originally consisted of four parts, all of which are included in this bundle.
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From Intern to Sissy Secretary
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Part 1

Caged & Dominated


CHAPTER 1

MY FIRST WEEK

The chair squeaked loudly as I sat down in front of my new yet old desk. It was new to me as this was still my first week of my internship with Sally’s Sex Toy Emporium, but it was also a very old desk with a very old computer sitting on it.

I didn’t care about any of that, however. I was too happy to not only finally find a job, but to find one in an industry that I was very curious to learn more about. As a guy straight out of college, what better way was there to learn more about sex and sex toys than to work for a sexy toy company!

As an intern, I wasn’t quite sure what I would be doing for the company, but the floor I was stationed on was in charge of product development so I hoped I would get to brainstorm and test new toys. I knew that that level of involvement was probably wishful thinking coming from an intern, but I hoped that someday I would be able to prove myself and work my way up the corporate ladder to make that my real job. To do that, however, I knew that I would need to impress the Senior Vice President of Product Development, Victoria Prescott.

While I had yet to meet her, I had heard plenty about her around the office. I had learned that she was a fierce and strict woman, all business and no play. She spent countless hours working and had no home life; no husband or boyfriend that anyone knew about. Many people seemed to think that she even slept in her office on most nights.

From the couple of times I had walked passed her in the office, I had a feeling that many of the rumors about her were true. She appeared to be in her mid-40s, though her skin and brown hair looked flawless. She wore tight fitting dresses and suits that left little to the imagination, showing off her perfect figure and her generous breasts. Her expression was always serious and her posture stiff. She took long strides filled with power and purpose, her sexy high heels crashing against the floor with every step. I could tell that she wouldn’t take shit from anybody. To be honest, she terrified me a little bit.

But I knew that I would someday have to face her if I wanted to accomplish my goal. Someday I would need her to see me for both who I was and what I could be. I would need to be prepared to leap at any opportunity that was presented to me.

I let out a deep breath as I turned to face my computer so I could login and begin my work day. While it was still my first week at my new job, it was Friday which meant that it was the last day of my first week. I was eager to find a way to leave my mark before the week’s end.

Just as my fingers touched the keyboard, the lights in the room suddenly went out. “Someone’s in here!” I shouted, letting whomever had turned off the lights know that someone was using the office.

I heard the door squeal as it opened further. As the lights flickered back on, there was a woman standing in the doorframe staring at me. It was Victoria.

“Who are you?” she said sternly.

I felt a surge of panic as I stared at her. She was wearing a tight black pencil shirt with a dark purple blouse tucked inside. The blouse was unbuttoned to the middle of her bra and even though I was sitting beneath her, I could still see her large breasts erupting out of her shirt. She wore sharp black eyeglasses and her hair was done up in a tight bun. Her feet wore sexy black leather stilettos covered in straps. She looked every bit as powerful as I had heard.

“I, uhh… I’m Jacob, the new intern,” I finally managed to mutter. I took a deep gulp and then added, “I just started on Monday.”

Her eyes squinted at me as she considered my answer. “And to whom do you report?” she asked me.

I shrugged awkwardly. “To be honest, I’m not quite sure. I’ve mostly been filling out HR paperwork and going through sexual harassment training this week. I figured someone would give me more direction next week once I was done.”

Victoria scoffed at my answer. “Sexual harassment training, hah,” she said. I had expected her to be upset by my lack of role in her department and was surprised to find that it was the training that she had the problem with. “That’s why I’ve always had a strict women only rule in my department. Things can get a little steamy between mixed gendered coworkers when you’re working in our industry. To be honest, I’m surprised that you were hired.”

I thought about it for a moment and then realized she was right. I hadn’t seen any other men in this department all week. The office was full of gorgeous women. As the truth dawned on me, I could feel my body start shaking. I hadn’t even completed my first week and I was already about to get fired. It wasn’t even going to be for a good reason, it was because I was a man.

As I sat speechless and shook nervously, I felt smaller than ever. Victoria stood tall in front of me, like a powerful goddess, as she considered what to do with me.

Finally she spoke. “Normally I would have you reassigned, but I think I may have a use for you. Meet me in my office in one hour,” she said forcefully.

Before I had a chance to respond, she turned around sharply and walked out, turning off the lights and slamming the door behind me.


CHAPTER 2

VICTORIA

Ifidgeted nervously at my desk until it was time to go see Victoria in her office. I had no idea what to expect, but I braced myself for the worst. Although after our short conversation I now realized that the worst that could happen would be a transfer to a different department.

That wasn’t what I wanted though. I wanted to be under the department of product development. I wanted to research and develop new kinky new sex toys and learn how to properly use them. That kind of knowledge would be like a weapon for me in my dating life. I could please women like they had never experienced before!

As I walked to her office, I pumped myself up to do whatever it took to stay under Victoria’s leadership.

I can do this. I just need to say yes to whatever she says. No questions asked. I just need to make myself useful to her.

I arrived right on time and checked in with her secretary, Sarah, who let me into Victoria’s office. As I entered the large office, I saw Victoria sitting behind her desk, talking on the phone. She looked up, caught my eye, then gestured for me to sit down in one of the black leather chairs in front of her massive desk. I did as I was told.

“Why are you asking me how to do it? I told you to do it so you need to figure it out!” she yelled into the phone. “Fine. Fine. Fine. Okay. Bye, Mom.”

If that’s how she talks to her mom, then how is she going to talk to me?

Hearing her conversation filled me with panic. My fingers wrapped around the arms of the chair nervously as she put down her phone and looked at me. I smiled at her, but she just glanced at her watch and nodded approvingly.

“You’re not late. Good,” she said flatly.

My awkward smile stretched further as I stared blankly at her, not knowing what to say. I didn’t feel too bad about it though; she had called the meeting, not me.

“You look rather young and… inexperienced,” she said as she studied me. “I, on the other hand, have been in this business for two decades. I have seen all the trends come and go. I have experienced everything the sex toy world has to offer.”

I nodded along as she spoke, feeling more and more worthless with every one of her statements.

She continued, “However, there is one device that I have always ignored despite its longevity. The chastity cage.”

Chastity cage? What the hell is that?

“At first I thought it was a foolish device that would disappear days after we released our own version. I didn’t want to waste money researching and developing a product that wouldn’t make nearly enough to break even,” she added. “But lately there was been a large shift in the world. Gone are the classic images of powerful men leading families with the good housewives tending to the home. Here are the days of useless men that need to be bossed around by the more intelligent of the genders, here are the days of women leading households, and here are the days of chastity cages.”

I stared at her, puzzled by her words and still confused about this cage that she was talking about. “Okay… so what is a chastity cage?” I asked her hesitantly.

For the first time, I saw a change on her face. Her straight lips curled up slightly into a grin. “I’m very glad you asked,” she said. She opened the top drawer of her desk and pulled out a small box which she set down on her desk. “Take a look for yourself.”

I nervously pushed myself up from my chair and leaned forward to accept the small package. As I sat back down, I opened the box and looked inside. Inside there appeared to be a small metal cylinder and a metal ring. “What is this?” I asked.

“Chastity cages are the biggest growing trend among married couples. Women lock one of these cages over their men’s dicks and holds onto the key. While locked up, the men can’t touch their dicks or jerk off. They remain locked until they become so desperate to cum that they will do anything their wives say. This is how women take control of their households.

“The timing for this product is finally right. I now believe that there is a strong enough market to begin selling chastity cages. In fact, this one here is our first prototype.”

“Huh,” I let out as I picked up the small metal cage and turned it around in my hands. It didn’t look to be anything special, just some metal rings connected together in the shape of a small flaccid dick. “So… how can I help with this?”

“Another great question,” Victoria said. With each complement she gave me I was beginning to feel more confident. “As I told you earlier, I prefer to employ only women in my department. But that can make things a little difficult when it comes to testing products exclusively for men. Men such as yourself.”

I had been listening to her as I continued to examine the cage in my hand, but after a long pause I looked up to see her glaring at me. In her fierce eyes I saw what her plan was.

I was shocked. “You want me to test the cage? You want me to lock this on my dick?” I asked, my voice raising with each word.

I know I told myself that I need to do anything she asked of me, but this seems crazy. I can’t lock my dick in a metal cage for my boss, can I? Wouldn’t that be crossing some workplace barrier?

Victoria was unfazed by my growing temper. She just stared at me and answered, “Yes.”


CHAPTER 3

LOCKED

“Isn’t that a little… inappropriate?” I asked nervously.

She can’t seriously want me to wear a chastity cage for her, can she?

Victoria scoffed at my question. “Do you not remember what it is we do here? We research, develop, and sell top quality sex toys. The research is an extremely important key to our success and you should be honored that I’m willing to risk the future of this product line on an intern with barely a week under their belt,” she said as she leaned back in her chair and watched me.

I stared at the floor awkwardly as I considered my options.

I guess that makes sense, but still, there something about this just feels off.

Victoria began tapping her heel impatiently as my silence drug on. “I don’t have all day,” she hissed at me. “Either you do this for us or I will have you reassigned to the support department and you can spend your days taking calls from men who have random toys stuck up their asses.”

What am I doing? If I’m going to have any future here then I know what I need to say. I know what I need to do.

“Okay. Yes. I’ll do it,” I blurted out before my mind had a chance to reconsider.

A tiny smile formed on Victoria’s lips for a split second as she leaned back over her desk, clasping her hands together and resting her chin on them. “Good. Now go put it on,” she said flatly.

I looked back down at the cage in my hand and then returned to her glaring eyes. “Now?” I asked.

“Now.”

I closed my hand around the cage and pushed myself up to standing. I anxiously looked around the room for a bathroom or somewhere to put it on, but there was nothing and no where to go. At least not in her office. “I’ll, uhh… I’ll just go to the bathroom to put it on. I’ll be right back,” I stammered.

Victoria’s hand slipped under her desk and I heard a loud click on her office door. It sounded as if it had just been locked. “You’re not going anywhere,” she said.

She stood up and slowly began walking around her desk towards me, her high heels clicking loudly against the floor with each step. My heart was pounding as she grew closer and I gulped nervously as I stood frozen, not knowing what to do.

“So you don’t want me to put it on?” I asked, hoping she would now say no.

Victoria came to stand in front of her desk and pushed herself up to sit on top of it. She crossed her long, slender legs and then her arms as her eyes stared daggers at me. “I need to watch. As part of our research,” she said plainly.

She wants to see me naked? She wants to see my dick? I can’t show my boss my dick, can I? I really wish I had been able to finish my sexual harassment training before this!

She continued to watch me, her expression unchanging. I could tell that she was serious. She expected me to undress and put the chastity cage on in front of her.

“Are you sure?” I said. “You really want to watch me put this on? You know what that entails, right?”

Victoria rolled her eyes at me. “You realize that I’ve been working in this industry for decades, right?” she replied pointedly. “I’ve seen more than enough dicks for one lifetime and I have a desk full of dildos. I highly doubt yours will be anything special.”

My cheeks began heating up with embarrassment.

Did she just imply that she thinks I have a small dick? It’s definitely not going to look impressive right now with how nervous I am. I really wish I could have at least shown her under better circumstances. I can’t stop now though, not after I told her I would do it.

I let out a deep breath and then quickly unbuttoned my slacks and pulled them down along with my underwear, exposing my dick to the Senior Vice President of Product Development.

I glanced up at her and saw her head cocked to the side, observing me. She said nothing and gave no sign of what she thought of my dick.

I can’t believe I just pulled down my pants in front of my boss. I can’t believe this is happening! I just need to put this cage on quickly so I can hide my dick inside of it.

I opened my hand and looked at the small metal cage. I had no idea how it was supposed to go on. I tried putting the cylinder over my dick and it fit, but then there was still the ring that didn’t seem to fit anywhere.

In front of me, Victoria let out an exasperated sigh and climbed down from her desk. She approached me, kneeled down, and then took the metal pieces from my hands. “I suppose we should include some instructions with the cages so that any idiot can figure out how they go on,” she grumbled.

I thought she was just going to show me how it worked, but when she suddenly began to slip the ring around my balls I realized that she was going to put it on. Once the ring fit around my sac, she grabbed my dick and pushed it through.

My body trembled from the touch of her cool, soft hands. My limbs went limp and I nearly fell over from the unexpected touch of this sexy woman touching me. I managed to brace myself on my chair as she continued, but my body continued quivering excitedly.

In any other circumstance my dick would be raging hard with such a beautiful woman touching it, but the fact that she was my boss and my job was on the line made it shrivel in fear. She had no problem putting the cylinder over my small, shrunken dick and the. connecting it to the ring.

With the cylinder in place, it looked like she was done putting the chastity cage on. But she continued to hold it in place as she reached for the box the cage came in. She pulled out a small key and lock and slipped it into an opening on the cage. Then she turned the key and removed it, removing her hands from my cage at the same time.

The cage dangled from my body and encompassed my dick. It was secured in place and locked on.


CHAPTER 4

HOMEWORK

“I’ll be holding onto this,” Victoria said as she closed her hand around the small key and stood back up. She quickly turned her back to me as she proceeded back to her desk chair where she sat down and pulled herself back into place. Her attention immediately went to her laptop, seemingly ignoring me.

“N-now what?” I asked as I stared down at my caged dick. The metal of the cage felt cold and also heavy, it was pulling my dick down a little.

Victoria glanced up at me over the rims of her glasses. She did not look amused by my question. “First, you can put that tiny little thing away,” she said, causing my cheeks to burn furiously with embarrassment. “Second, you may leave. You are dismissed.”

I quickly pulled up my pants and buttoned them faster than I had ever in my life, glad to finally be allowed to fully cover up my dick. As I latched my belt, it felt like I was further locking up my dick. As if hiding it behind my pants was only further putting it out of reach and enhancing the prison sentence it had been given.

“But what about the cage? And the key? Shouldn’t I have the key so I can take it off?” I asked, practically pleading.

“You cannot be trusted to execute this trial on your own, just as any man who has been locked in chastity would not be allowed to police his own lock up. No, I’m afraid I will be holding on to your key until we get adequate feedback from you about the performance and the side effects of the cage,” she explained. When she was done, her focus returned to her computer.

Side effects? Wearing this thing could result in side effects?

I wanted to ask more, to find out what her end goal was, to find out when my dick would be unlocked from this cage. But she had already dismissed me and I felt that I couldn’t. I didn’t want to piss off my boss and I especially didn’t want to piss off the woman holding the key to a cage locked around my dick.

Instead, I sighed and made my way for the exit. I already regretted my poor performance during my first big meeting with Victoria so at this point I just needed to suck it up and go along with her plan. But I also needed to do my best to leave a positive lasting impression on her. I opened the door to leave and then turned around once last time to try to do just that. “Before I leave I just wanted to say thank you for the opportunity,” I said, feeling myself fill with pride from my professionalism.

“I’ll expect a detailed report about your experiences wearing the cage,” she replied without looking up from her computer. “Today’s Friday so have it on my desk first thing Monday morning.”

I nodded and said, “Yes, Ms. Prescott. Whatever you say.”

Victoria’s eyes broke from her screen and looked up at me. I thought she was about to get mad and yell at me, but instead I saw her smirk. She held up the small key to my chastity cage and laughed, showing me the first sign of any emotion. “That’s a good start. Get used to saying that,” she let out.

I froze briefly as I tried to dissect what she said, but decided to brush it off. I wasn’t going to understand everything she said, not yet at least. I smiled at her and then walked out, closing the door behind me.

Now that my pants were back on and I was out of that environment, I suddenly felt my head clearing up and the fear dissipating. I stood outside her office door while I reflected on the occasion.

This is huge. I have a major assignment from the SVP herself to test a new product line. Something that no one else in the department can help her test! I can’t fuck this up. I need to do my best and whatever she says.

“Do you need something else?” I heard a voice say, snapping me out of my thoughts. I looked to my left to see Sarah, Victoria’s secretary staring at me from her seat. She was holding her very pregnant belly and giving me a weird look.

“Oh, uhh… sorry. I was just thinking thinking about everything that just happened,” I answered awkwardly as I scratched the back of my head.

I noticed Sarah’s eyes flicker down to my pants and then back to my face. “Did you say yes?” she asked me quietly.

I felt my heart start racing at the question. “Say yes to what?” I asked in response, not wanting to volunteer the information.

Do other people know about Victoria’s request? Are all of the women in the department going to know that I am wearing a chastity cage over my dick?

I suddenly felt very uneasy about the possibility of everyone thinking and talking about my dick. Would Victoria tell them about it? Would she share how small it looked and would they believe me when I said that it was because I was nervous? I had a sinking feeling that a lot of women were about to learn too much about my penis and not in a good way or for a good reason.

Sarah looked around to see if anyone was nearby and then scooted her chair closer to me. “To the cage thing. Did you agree to wear it?” she whispered.

I appreciated her discretion, but didn’t appreciate her nosiness. I also didn’t know how to respond. I took in a deep breath and then let it out as I recomposed myself. “I agreed to participate in Victoria’s trial for the new product line,” I said proudly, trying to sound as professional as I could.

Sarah’s eyes exploded open as her hand covered her mouth. I could tell she was trying to suppress laugher. Giggles started squeaking out and she finally turned back to her desk as the laughter exploded.

My body burned with humiliation as Sarah laughed at me, but I shook it off and returned to my desk, trying to remain proud of myself.

This was going to be a monumental moment in my life.


CHAPTER 5

THE WEEKEND

The next few days were liking nothing I had ever experienced before. Having the metal chastity cage locked around my dick changed everything.

Normally, my weekends would have consisted around going out with friends and then coming home to jerk off to the images of all the hot girls I saw, but now I couldn’t do that. Now, when I went out and talked to hot women, I felt a strong discomfort in my pants as my dick strained against its cage. To make matters worse, when I returned home feeling a whole new level of pent up sexual excitement, I couldn’t do anything about it because I could no longer touch my dick.

I remembered that was part of what Victoria had explained to me. She said that men who wore chastity cages would no longer be able to touch their dicks or jerk off. She said that they would become so desperate to do so that they would do anything their wives told them to do. I wondered if I would grow that desperate and if so, how soon would I reach that point. I also realized that I didn’t have a wife to obey and wondered who I would fall in line to. Would it be Victoria?

I wasn’t sure what would happen, but I did feel something happening. By the end of the weekend, I was already growing increasingly horny and eager to jerk off. I even tried several tactics like touching my chastity cage like I would rub my dick to jerk off and dry humping the floor like I would do to girls back in my school days. Nothing seemed to work. In fact, performing those tests only made me hornier.

To try to take my mind off of my increasing agony, I decided to sit down and work on my detailed report that I needed to hand into Victoria in the morning. I wasn’t sure how detailed she would want me to be, but I decided that the more thorough the better. Victoria was a very serious woman and would expect nothing but the best from any employee. I would not disappoint her.

I wrote a long and complete essay about the feelings, discomforts, and frustrations I had with wearing the chastity cage. I even included my experiments with trying to find a way to cum. It was embarrassing to write and would be excruciating to give to her, but I knew that that level of meticulousness would impress her.

The next day I showed up to the office an hour early. My heart was fluttering with excitement and anxiety as I reached Victoria’s office and knocked on the door. I was hoping that she wouldn’t be in yet and that I could just slip in and place my report on her desk, but that hope was shattered when I heard, “Come in!”

My chest was thumping now, dreading handing in my report and seeing Victoria after being locked in chastity all weekend. I worried what I might do or say. Or agree to.

I opened the door and crept inside. The lights were dim and my eyes were drawn to Victoria who was sitting at her desk, her back turned towards me as she fixed her hair into her normal, tight bun.

“G-good morning, Victoria,” I choked out.

Victoria spun around quickly and looked at me, her face displaying a look of surprise. “Oh, it’s you,” she said. She checked her watch and looked impressed. “I take it you have something that you want to give me?”

My dick throbbed in its cage as it thought about being given to her, over and over again. I stared at her in awe as my eyes glued onto her gracious amount of cleavage that showed a wealth of her large breasts. I squirmed in my skin as my horniness consumed me. “Yes,” I muttered as I extended my printed out report towards her.

She reached out, accepted the report, then examined it. I hoped she would be impressed by the cover I made, but she quickly dismissed it as she turned the page. She continued to flip through the pages, seeming to read through them rapidly. I found myself shaking nervously so I sat down in one of her guest chairs while I awaited her response.

When she was done, Victoria looked at me thoughtfully. “Very good. This is a good start to the trial,” she said as she tossed the papers into one of her desk drawers.

I continued to stare at her, expecting more, but Victoria turned back around and started going through her briefcase.

Is she done with me? Should I just leave? What about my chastity cage… how do I get her to take it off?

I didn’t want to interrupt her or be difficult, but I had to ask. “So… are you done with me then?” I asked hesitantly.

I heard her scoff at my question. “Yes. You may see yourself out,” she answered.

“But what about the chastity cage? Are you going to give me the key so I can take it off?”

This time, Victoria hastily spun around to look at me. Her face looked very amused. “Take it off? You think you’re done after a couple of days?” she laughed. “I’m done with you today, but I’m far from done with you in the long term.”

I glanced down at my pants and could feel my dick swelling up in its cage from her insinuations. “Long term?” I muttered.

Victoria smiled at me and said, “That’s right.”


CHAPTER 6

THE FUTURE

“As I told you before, women like to lock up their husbands in these cages to turn them desperate and obedient. To get to that point, you need to be locked up longer. Much longer,” Victoria explained.

My jaw dropped as I gawked at her explanation. I had no idea that she intended to keep me locked up so long. To be honest, I had no idea how long I would be locked up at all. “I mean, I do feel pretty desperate already,” I said, practically pleading with her.

Victoria cocked her head to the side as she considered me. After a few seconds she stood up and started picking at her skirt, slowly moving her fingers down her thigh. Before I could figure out what she was doing, her little purple panties dropped to the floor.

I watched as she stepped one foot out and used the other to raise the panties high enough to pick up with her hand. She plucked them off of her high heel and extended them towards me. As they dangled in front of me, I could tell that it was a small thong. My eyes darted back and forth between the pair of purple panties and Victoria, trying to discern her intent.

“Put these on,” she said in a demanding tone.

“You want me to wear your panties?” I asked in disbelief. I truly couldn’t believe what she was doing. Why would she want me to wear her used panties?

Somehow, Victoria’s face grew more serious. “I wouldn’t tell you to if I didn’t mean it. Now put them on.”

I apprehensively reached out and accepted her panties. They were soft to the touch. My dick started growing in its cage, excited by holding her thong and wondering how they smelled. I couldn’t deny that there was also a growing intrigue for how they would feel on me.

I had never worn women’s clothing before or even considered it, but that’s not to say that I hadn’t admired it before. I had always admired how sexy the right lingerie made women look. How it fit snuggly around them, how it enhanced their curves, ass, and breasts. I wondered if it would make me feel as sexy as it made women look.

“I’ll just, uhh, put these on in the bathroom,” I said as my body shook with excitement.

Victoria’s shoulders slumped in annoyance. “No,” she spat out. “Here. Now.”

My dick was straining against its cage now, but my mind was panicking. I couldn’t believe that my boss wanted me to pull down my pants in front of her for the second time in a few days. This was quickly becoming the weirdest job ever.

As I stared at her, I was beginning to feel hypnotized by her. There was an undeniable urge building inside of me to do as she said. I wasn’t sure why, but the desires seemed to be originating from my excited dick.

Am I really about to put on my boss’ panties? Would I even be considering this if not for this cage?

I noticed Victoria growing agitated so I finally did it. I kicked off my shoes and hastily pulled down my pants and underwear until I was wearing nothing but my business shirt, tie, and chastity cage. I lowered the purple panties down, put my legs inside and then pulled them up. Luckily, they had a bit of stretch and were able to fit around my larger body, but they were still tight. My enthusiastic dick was pushing hard against the cage and making a noticeable bulge in the panties which also pulled the fabric more snuggly in my ass crack.

I liked how it felt, but was also embarrassed by my obvious excitement.“Looks like you like them,” Victoria said, clearly noticing.

I could feel myself start to blush so I covered it by reaching down to put my underwear back on, over the thong.

“Oh, you won’t be needing those today,” Victoria said when she saw me.

I looked up at her and she gave me a nod, telling me that she meant what she said. Her hand was extended as if expecting me to surrender my underwear to her. I did as she wanted.

She tossed my underwear into one of her desk drawers and then looked back at me. “I’m going to have someone deliver you a box of panties today. I expect you to continue wearing them every day while you’re at work,” she said nonchalantly, as if she wasn’t giving me crazy instructions.

“You want me to wear panties to work?” I said, stunned.

She considered my words for a moment and then nodded. “You’re right. It would be silly to just wear panties,” she said. “I’ll have some bras sent to you as well.”

Why could she possibly want me to wear bras and panties to work? Is this part of the chastity cage experiment?

I couldn’t keep my questions in. I didn’t want to be difficult, but I had to ask. “But why? Why do I need to wear them?”

Victoria let out a short laugh as she relaxed back into her desk chair. “Because I said so,” she answered.

Her simple yet fierce words made my dick throb. There was something about her tone, it seemed more powerful and controlling than ever and it was doing something more to me today.

I tried to think of a retort for her response, but there wasn’t any. She was my boss. I needed to do as she said. I needed to obey and follow along. Though not just because she was my boss and my superior, but because she held the key to my chastity cage.

“Yes, Ms. Prescott,” I said. “I’ll wear them.”

In that moment, I knew I would. And that I would like it.


Part 2

First Time Sissy


CHAPTER 1

CHANGES

Ireached into my pants, underneath my hot pink cheeky panties, and adjusted my chastity cage covered dick. My dick was pressing awkwardly against the cage again and growing uncomfortable, just as it often did these days.

I couldn’t believe I was still wearing this cage. It had been ten days since my boss, Victoria, the senior vice president of product development at Sally’s Sex Toy Emporium, had asked me to trial the company’s new chastity cage prototype. It had been ten days since I had agreed to participate.

That also meant that it had been over ten days since I had last been able to masturbate and orgasm. Every day a growing frustration swelled up inside of me as the desire to cum reached new heights. As a young man, I had become used to jerking off whenever I wanted, and that was often. With this ability forfeit to my boss, my body was beginning to go through changes. I was becoming aroused by every little thing, even things I would have never expected to turn me on before.

That included wearing women’s clothing, another task that my boss now required me to do every day at work. True to her word, Victoria had a box of bras and panties delivered to my desk. The box had explicit instructions to wear a different pair everyday.

The first time that I wore panties was with Victoria’s own. She had taken them off in the middle of her office and gave them to me to wear. I was baffled at first, but when she was adamant, I gave in, striped down, and put them on.

Wearing them wasn’t so bad, I felt a little naughty and closer to my sexy boss. But after I received the package and was required to wear a bra as well, the sudden escalation of demands left me beside myself with annoyance and frustration.

I again gave in, however. Just as I knew I had to. But wearing a bra and panties around the office wasn’t as easy as I thought I might be. Every day my self-conscious was convinced that someone would notice what I was wearing. The panties were easy enough to hide, but the bra had straps and cups that were visible through my shirt.

I tried to hide the visibility of the bras by wearing baggier shirts, but still I felt the eyes of every woman in the office staring at my chest. I began to walk with my arms crossed awkwardly over my chest, but that only drew more attention. It wasn’t until Victoria’s secretary, Sarah, asked me how it felt to wear a bra and panties every day that I felt my walls break down and accepted the inevitability that everyone in the office likely already knew.

From then on, I started growing more comfortable wearing women’s underwear and as the days went on, I actually began to like it. That’s when I began to grow more and more aroused by wearing my sexy lingerie around all the beautiful women in my office.

I even began to like my daily inspections. Every morning, Victoria wanted me to go to her office first thing in the morning. There, she would demand I take my clothes off to prove that I was following her orders. She would make me stand in front of her wearing nothing but a bra and panties as she examined me. Sometimes she would even take calls and meetings while she made me stand still and quiet like a statue as she ignored me. It was humiliating at first, but oddly enough, as that humiliation continued and grew, the more I began to like it.

Victoria didn’t treat me like a man or even as a person. She treated me like her test subject. I was her doll to inspect and dress up however she wished. There was something innately sexy about that. When she would decide to give me an up close inspection and ran her fingers along my bras and panties and adjusted them so they fit just right, my body would shiver with sexual desires. My dick would surge in its cage, trying to break free. I had always seen Victoria as sexy and beautiful, but she was transforming into something more than that.

My attraction to her was evolving into something I had never felt before. She was becoming godlike. Her presence made my breath heavy and my body weak. Where at first I found myself fighting her requests of me, now my resistance was breaking down. I had to assume this was because of the chastity cage that I wore for her, but I wasn’t sure as I had never been in the presence of such a powerful woman for so long.

Either way, there was no denying the draw she had on me. I found myself thinking about her constantly. I would remember how it felt to wear her panties, think about how she would look naked, and wonder how it felt to be as beautiful and powerful as her.

Despite my youth and being in the early stages of my internship, everything seemed to be going great. I felt honored that Victoria had seemingly taken me under her wing and was including me in such a pivotal trial for her department. I still greatly desired a chance to make my mark on the company and to work my way up the ladder into an important and permanent role within the company, and I felt blessed to be working with the SVP so early and often in my internship. There was so much that I could learn and so much that I could prove to her, the one person that really mattered in my department.

Little did I know that when I returned to work on Monday morning, after my second straight weekend being locked in a chastity cage, my world, my job, and my outlook on life, would all take a drastic change. And I would have my first chance at earning a new job.


CHAPTER 2

NEW ROLE

Ishowed up to work on Monday morning extra eager to impress Victoria. After spending a large chunk of my weekend adding to my detailed report about the effects of wearing the chastity cage was having on me, I was feeling extra confident that I would do just that.

I decided to wear my favorite red lacy bra and matching panties to match my extra confidence and even forwent wearing my normal underwear on top of my panties. I didn’t care who saw what I was wearing, especially not at work where it seemed like everyone already knew my what I was doing for Victoria.

As I did every morning, I first went to Victoria’s office to drop off my latest report and undergo my daily inspection. I wasn’t sure why, but I was feeling extra eager to show off my red lingerie to her today. I knocked on her office door when I arrived and awaited her command to enter.

“Come in!” I soon heard shouted from within.

I opened the door to allow myself in, then took a seat on one of the black leather guest seats in front of her large desk. I set my latest report down before her and then leaned back to relax while she read it. It felt nice falling into a routine with someone so important at my company. It was quickly beginning to feel like we were becoming good acquaintances. For my goals at this company, it would be great to be on such good terms with the Senior Vice President.

Today, however, Victoria seemed to have no interest in me or my report. To my surprise, she actually looked a little anxious, an emotion I didn’t think possible from her. Instead of acknowledging me or my report, she continued typing furiously on her keyboard.

“Should I come back later?” I asked as I suddenly began to feel unwelcome.

Victoria finished typing by smashing down on her enter key and then leaning back in her chair with a huff. Finally, her eyes caught mine and she quickly regained her composure. “I’m sorry for… that,” she said as she adjusted her posture and dress, her voice also regaining her normal confident and powerful tone. “We have the chairmen of one of our biggest manufacturers coming in to discuss the development of our new chastity cages and Sarah just informed me that she can’t attend.”

“Oh, is she ill?” I asked.

Victoria let out another huff, continuing to show a surprising amount of emotion this morning. “No, she went into labor. She’ll be out for quite awhile actually,” she responded.

Even though Victoria was far more experienced and knowledgeable than me, I couldn’t refrain from trying to give her advice and help. I figured that helping her while she seemed to be in a crisis would be a surefire way to make a lasting impression. “Well, not to diminish her role with the company, but she was only a secretary. Surely someone else could fill in for her at the meeting to take notes or whatever she would do,” I offered.

Victoria rolled her eyes at me as if annoyed by my attempt at help. “Normally it would be that simple, but Roger loves Sarah. In fact, I’ve always expected that he has had a secret crush on her,” she explained. “It actually works out well that he never had a chance to see her pregnant, that would have broken his heart and possibly harmed our relationship with his company. Hearing that she’s out on maternity leave surely won’t help either.”

Oh, wow. He must really be infatuated with Sarah.

“Can’t you just tell him that she’s sick and can’t make it?”

Victoria shook her head. “She’s shown up under the weather for a meeting with him before. These are extremely important meetings. Roger’s company is our primary manufacturer!”

I clenched my mouth to prevent any more bad ideas from spewing out and to give myself a chance to think of something better. But how could we get Sarah to show up when she so clearly wasn’t available?

“Could Sarah call in remote?” I suggested.

“No,” Victoria replied, not even bothering to explain why and not even bothering to look at me, her eyes staring behind me as she thought of her own solutions.

“Well then…,” I started, unable to give myself another moment to think before talking. “Is there anyone that looks like Sarah in the office? Could you get someone else to pretend to be her for the meeting? It sounds like Sarah and Roger only see each other every so often, surely he won’t notice a slight difference in appearance.”

Victoria’s eyes sprung open and focused on me. “Jacob!” she gasped. “That’s it. It’s crazy, but it might just work!”

She stood up and started pacing behind her large desk. I felt my back straighten as I surged with pride at providing a possible solution to a major dilemma.

“But who?” Victoria thought out loud as she continued to pace.

I tried to think of some of the different women in the office, but I mostly worked directly with Victoria or stayed in my dingy little office in the back. I didn’t yet know everyone in the office and couldn’t think of anyone who looked like Sarah.

Then Victoria suddenly stopped. She slowly turned towards me and leaned closer as her eyes squinted. I wasn’t sure why, but her look made me feel nervous.

“You,” she let out. “You have the same brown eyes, the same brunette hair. You’re even a similar size and your body is oddly feminine for a man.”

With each word my nerves shot off more and more, and a growing concern built inside of me. I had a bad feeling that I knew what she was going to say.

“You’re the answer,” she continued. “You’re going to be Sarah.”


CHAPTER 3

ACCEPTANCE

My heart started pounding.

Is she serious? Does she really expect me to play the role of Sarah? How could I? I’m a man!

I looked down at my body, dressed in a light blue button up shirt and gray slacks. Despite what Victoria had said, I thought I looked anything but feminine.

“What? But how? I don’t look anything like Sarah!” I exclaimed.

Victoria was still examining me, giving me a look like she was imagining I was something, or someone, else. “A wig, some makeup, and a nice outfit,” she explained. “That’s all we would need.”

I tried to imagine myself dressed up as she said, but couldn’t imagine that I would look remotely feminine. I would still have my masculine face and body. I would just look like a man wearing a dress.

I can’t go to such an important meeting looking like that!

“No way!” I let out. I felt bad disagreeing with her and I knew it would hurt my image with her, but I’d rather say no to this request than embarrass myself in front of such an important person.

Victoria glowered at me. “He has yet to become desperate enough, but perhaps…,” she said under her breath. I wasn’t sure if she had meant for me to hear her, but before I could ask she began speaking louder. “Come now, surely you’ve considered dressing up in women’s clothing before.”

“No. Never,” I answered defiantly.

She chuckled at my response. “No? Even though you’re wearing it right now?”

I looked down at myself again and could see the faint impression of my bra pressing against my dress shirt.

I guess she has me there, but I hadn’t thought of it before she made me. I guess now wearing my bra and panties is just part of my normal clothes and I don’t even consider it to be women’s clothing…

“Well, I hadn’t before,” I muttered.

“You’re already wearing half of what you will need to wear. All you need to do is take off your men’s attire and replace it with a dress. Then just sit back and relax while my stylist does the rest,” Victoria explained.

I resisted my desire to blurt out an objection and considered her statement.

While she’s right about barely having to change my clothes, just putting on a dress won’t turn me into a woman or make me look remotely like one. I need to find a way to express this without coming off as difficult and unwilling…

“Look, Ms. Prescott. I really want to help you, I do. But just putting on women’s clothing won’t make me look anything like Sarah. Would you rather explain to Roger that Sarah is on leave or have me embarrass you, him, and definitely me?” I said, trying to stay calm and collected.

I could see the rage building in Victoria’s eyes. She definitely wasn’t a woman who was used to taking no for an answer. “Look, Mr. Reynolds. I’m giving you the opportunity to do as I say and come off looking like the hero who saved the day, but I could easily force you to do this and give you no recognition,” she spat at me as she slammed her fists against her desk.

As she finished, her necklace fell out of her blouse and hung in front of her. On the end I saw the small silver key that locked my chastity cage. In that instant, as my dick started growing and pressing against my panties. Seeing the key reminded me of the power and control she had over me and in that instant, I knew that she was right. She could force me.

I gritted my teeth, trying to deny myself from accepting her demands despite knowing it was inevitable. Finally, I managed the strength to agree. “Fine. I’ll do it,” I forced out.

A grin crept onto Victoria’s face as she tucked her necklace back into her shirt. “I had a feeling you would see things my way,” she said smugly. She grabbed a piece of paper and wrote down a brief note and handed it to me. “Go to this address. Stacy will know exactly what to do and have everything you need.”

I stared down at the piece of paper. I recognized the street and knew that it was across town. That meant that however this stylist dressed me up, I would have to make my way back across town looking that way. Dread consumed me at my realization.

“But…,” I began to say before shaking the thought out of my mind. I knew better than to fight it anymore though. I had already drawn her annoyance and didn’t want to upset her further. At this point I had no choice. I needed to be good and to follow orders. I had to let her dress me up like Sarah. “Okay, I’ll go.”

I stood idly, waiting for something though I wasn’t sure what. Victoria’s eyes furrowed at me and then she emphatically pointed towards the door. “Go. Now!” she hissed.

That’s exactly what I needed. I kick in the ass. Well, here goes nothing…

I gave her a nod and a weak wave and then made my way out of her office and then out of the building. I summoned a taxi and then made my way to the address that Victoria had given me.

I wasn’t sure what awaited me at this address, but I had a feeling that the events of today would change me forever.


CHAPTER 4

BECOMING SARAH

When I arrived at the address, I hopped out of my taxi and walked to the front door. From the look of it, it appeared to be a very high class hair salon. But it also appeared to be closed. I peered in through the glass door and thought I might have seen someone moving in the back.

“Hello?” I yelled as I knocked on the door, trying to grab the attention of whomever was inside.

There was more movement in the back and then a figure began approaching the door. As they moved closer, I was able to make out the sight of a young, slender woman, dressed in tight fitting jeans and a short leopard print top that exposed her mid drift. She had long, flowing dirty blonde hair which she swept out of her face and over her shoulder, revealing a gorgeous face.

“Jacob?” she asked me as she cracked open the door.

I let out a sigh as I realized that I was at the right location and that this was actually going to happen. “Yes,” I answered woefully. “Are you Stacy?”

She looked around and then pushed the door open further and gestured for me to enter. “Yes, that’s me. Come in,” she said.

I slipped inside and Stacy quickly closed and locked the door behind me. “Technically we’re not open yet,” she added. “I’m just doing this as a favor for Victoria. Please follow me to the back where we can work in private.”

I followed her towards the back of the shop to a station behind a large divider. She gestured for me to sit in her chair and I followed along. I stared myself in the mirror, taking in my image before Stacy would begin performing her magic on me. I tried to again imagine myself as a woman, but failed to see anything more than a man in a dress.

“I’ll be honest,” Stacy began as she stood behind me and looked at me through the mirror. “This is a bit unusual for me, but Victoria is one of my best clients so I couldn’t deny her request.”

“I know how that feels,” I laughed.

Stacy ignored my attempt at humor and continued, “She sent me a picture of how she wants you to look. I’m going to work on preparing your wig while you go prepare your body and get dressed.”

“Prepare my body?” I asked nervously.

She laughed at my apparently foolish question and then kicked up her leg and ran her finger along its smooth skin. “You’re going to be wearing a skirt, hunny. You can’t have hairy legs underneath a skirt.”

My gut clenched and my shoulders slumped as I understood her meaning. I was going to have to shave my legs. “Ohh…,” I let out pathetically.

“Don’t worry,” Stacy said as she squeezed my shoulders. “I’ll help you oil them up to make them look shiny and sexy and then with what I do to your face, no one will recognize you as a man.”

Her words were a little encouraging, but they also scared me. If Victoria would so casually force me to alter my body like this, what else might she make me do? But those worries would have to wait for another time.

“Okay. I guess I don’t have a choice. What do I need to do?” I asked.

Stacy pointed to a door along the wall. “In there is everything you need. Your clothes are on hangers and there’s razors on the counter,” she explained. “Or if you would rather, I could wax you which might be a bit faster. Probably a little more painful though.”

The giddiness in her tone was unsettling and I glared at her as I shook my head. “No thanks. I think I’ll just use the razor,” I answered.

Stacy shrugged and I took that as my cue to leave. I climbed out of the chair and made my way to the room that she had shown me. It was a small bathroom with just a sink and a toilet. It was far from the ideal place to have to shave my legs, but it would have to do.

When I was done shaving, my legs felt foreign to me. Gone were the curly hairs that protected and covered them. Now they felt cold, smooth, and feminine. With that task done, I turned my attention to the outfit hanging on the wall. It consisted of two pieces, a white button up blouse and a black pencil skirt.

I can’t believe I’m about to wear women’s clothing…

I first took the blouse off of the hanger, put my arms through and then buttoned it up. It fit snuggly around my waist. I buttoned it up just above my bra, trying to hide the fact that I had no breasts or cleavage. I next took the skirt and stepped into it. Tucking the blouse into it as I pulled it up, I raised the skirt up to my waist and then zipped it up. The skirt cinched tightly around my waist and butt.

I admired my look in the mirror and noticed how the form fitting outfit helped give me an inkling of feminine curves. But I still just looked like a man in a drag, just as I thought I would.

I returned to Stacy who was waiting for me at her station. When she saw me she gestured at her watch and then rushed me to her chair. “Victoria just called. She said Roger’s flight just landed and he’ll be on his way to the office soon. We need to get you finished and on your way over as quickly as possible!” she alerted me.

My eyes widened at her statement and I hurried into her chair. “Let’s get this over with then,” I said.

With that, she got started. She set a brown curly wig over my head and brushed it out so that it fit and looked just right, just like Sarah’s. Then she proceeded with my makeup. She used long flowing brushes and short precise strokes to get my look just right.

When she was done, she stepped out of the way and I finally saw my new reflection. I couldn’t believe what I saw.

I looked just like Sarah. I looked like a woman.


CHAPTER 5

ARRIVAL

“One last piece,” Stacy said as I continued to admire my new look.

I touched my cheek in disbelief as she scurried around behind me. I didn’t even notice when she kneeled down in front of me and slipped shoes on me. I was too busy considering the strange arousal I was feeling at seeing myself made up like a woman.

Is seeing myself look like this really turning me on? Is it because I look good or because I like that I look like a woman?

“Alright. Now you’re all set. Stand up and try out your new heels,” she added, snapping me out of my thoughts.

“Heels?” I wondered out loud. I looked down to see two sleek white heels over my formerly bare feet.

I’m supposed to wear heels, too? I hadn’t even considered that…

“Come on, get up. You need to get going,” Stacy insisted.

I slowly placed my heeled feet on the floor, hearing each click as the heel hit the ground. As I braced myself against the chair, I pushed myself up to standing. I wobbled as I tried to stand freely and grabbed back for the chair to stabilize myself.

This is going to be rough…

“Don’t worry, you will get used to it,” Stacy encouraged me. “You’re going to have to.”

She offered me her arm and helped me walk to the front door. I looked out of the glass door, into the real world and felt a swirl of fear inside me.

I can’t believe I have to go outside looking like this. That I have to go to work looking like this! I really hope no body recognizes me.

“Victoria has a car waiting for you,” Stacy added as she pushed open the door, exposing my hairless legs to the cold outside air. I could feel goosebumps cover my bare skin. She pointed towards a black sedan, indicating to me my ride.

I looked at her and nodded. “Thanks for everything,” I said awkwardly. I wasn’t sure if I should be thanking her or not, but it felt like the right thing to do.

Stacy laughed. “Good luck.”

And with that, I made my way back to work.

I kept my head down and dismissed any requests of conversation from my driver during the trip back to my office. I knew I should use the opportunity to practice talking like a woman, but I just couldn’t manage to find the strength or will to do so. And I couldn’t stop thinking about anything but the reflection I saw of myself in the mirror.

Do I really look passable? Will Roger and everyone else believe that I’m a woman?

I tried to think of how to act like a woman; what to do, what to say, how to speak. I tried to remember Sarah and her mannerisms, but I had barely conversed with her enough to pick up on any. I would just have to hope that Roger wouldn’t be expecting anything specific from me.

When the car pulled up in front of my office building, I took a deep breath and let it out as I opened the door. I was still stumbling in my heels, but I tried to hurry across the entryway and into the lobby. I continued to keep my head down with my long hair draped across my face to hide my appearance as I walked through and towards the elevator. My chest pounded as I stood waiting for the elevator to arrive. I couldn’t stop wondering if anyone had noticed me and if they had seen through my makeup and outfit to who I really was.

While I took deep breaths to settle my shaking nerves, I again noticed that my dick was swelling up. The thought of being seen dressed like this was oddly arousing. If I was this turned on being around strangers like this, I wondered how I would feel around Victoria.

Once I finally arrived on my department’s floor, I knew I would soon find out. I wobbled my way to her office, slowly growing more confident walking in high heels, and went straight inside, not bothering to knock. There, Victoria’s head shot up to look at the sudden intrusion and her eyes squinted as they looked at me.

My heart wanted to beat out of my chest as she examined my new appearance. Without speaking, she slowly stood up to get a closer look. She walked around me, checking me out from every angle until she came to stand right in front of me. “Stacy always amazes me,” she let out as she nodded approvingly. “You look far better than I could have ever expected.”

I blushed at her words, suddenly feeling more beautiful. “Thanks,” I replied bashfully.

She grimaced at my response. “You’re going to have to work on your voice, however,” she said. She looked down and then shook her head. “And you’re going to have to make sure this is better hidden.”

I looked down just as she grabbed my caged dick through my dress and pushed it down. Her touch made my knees go weak and my body flood with desire. I wanted more of her touches. I needed more of her touches.

My hand reached out and grabbed her arm, holding it in place on my dick. Victoria’s eyes widened slightly at my action and then her lips curled up into a curt grin. She didn’t fight my grip. Instead, she began gently rubbing my cage.

“I see that you’re growing desperate. Does that mean you’re going to be a good, obedient girl for me today?” she asked me as she continued fondling my locked up dick. I felt her other hand pull my dress up so she could touch my actual cage.

I nodded eagerly. “Yes, Ms. Prescott,” I breathed out as a soft moan escaped my quivering body.

Suddenly her fingers drifted down to my balls and squeezed them tightly. “Good,” she spat out. “Because I won’t be happy if you fail to impress Roger.”


CHAPTER 6

THE MEETING

Victoria released my balls and pulled her hands away. My breathing slowed as she stepped back to look at me again.

“You men truly are pathetic creatures,” she laughed. “It’s going to be fun discovering what blooms from your desperation and depravity.”

Her words unnerved me, but my throbbing dick was too hungry to care. It would want me to do anything in order to feel her touch again and to earn its long desired relief.

As I stared at her, too consumed with my thoughts and fantasies of what she might next do to me, she continued. “Roger will be here any minute. We will meet him in the main conference room. You will act as secretary and note keeper. I need in-depth notes of everything that goes on, including your own analysis of Roger’s looks and actions,” she explained.

She continued to instruct me on what to say and how to act in order to convince Roger that I was really Sarah. I was exceedingly glad for the guidance as I really had no idea what to do. By the time she received an alert from the lobby that Roger had checked in, I felt more prepared for what was to come.

Victoria led me to the conference room, stopping only to pick up Sarah’s laptop so that I could take notes on it. There, we both got seated, me at the front and Victoria in her position of power at the head of the long conference table. I could feel my body shaking nervously as every second passed.

And then I heard footsteps behind me.

“Roger! So glad to see you,” Victoria exclaimed as she stood up.

My body froze as I watched her walk to the front of the room to shake his hand.

“Victoria, a pleasure as always,” he returned, his voice deep and masculine. “Do you remember Carl and Vincent?”

“Yes, of course. I’m so glad you could all make the trip,” Victoria replied. She put her hand on my shoulder and I flinched fearfully. “And I’m sure you remember Sarah?”

My heart was once again pounding. This was my cue. This was her telling me to stand up and greet Roger. I wanted to obey, but I was still frozen in fear.

“Yes…,” Roger let out awkwardly as I sat motionless and quiet.

Victoria’s long fingernails dug into my shoulder. The feeling of pain helped wake up my body and finally allowed me to stand up. I turned to face him, but was once again left breathless. This time from what I saw.

Roger was very sharply dressed. He wore a dark gray suit with a form fitting black t-shirt underneath. His face had the perfect amount of stubble and his black hair was coiffed perfectly. He was a perfect specimen.

“There she is! Leaving me in suspense as always. I’m so happy to see you again,” Roger said as he stared into my eyes.

Still struggling to speak, I extended my hand to shake his. He swiftly grabbed it and kissed the back. I blushed at his flattery and finally managed to squeak out a greeting. “Hi, Roger,” I said.

Victoria’s body released her pent up tension when I finally spoke and I could feel my own body doing the same. Our game of pretend with Roger was finally afoot and it was going well so far.

“Let’s get started, shall we?” Victoria announced loudly to return all of the attention to her. She gestured for the three men to sit down at the table while she returned to her seat on the other side. Carl and Vincent sat between her and I while Roger sat in the seat exactly opposite me.

Victoria began the meeting and I tried my best to take notes, but I couldn’t help but stare at Roger as he kept stealing glances at me. Several times our eyes caught and while I looked away, his eyes burned passion into my soul.

My heart was fluttering in my chest and my dick growing in its cage. I had to focus on my breathing to keep myself calm and collected.

But then I felt something on my inner thigh.

I glanced at Roger as the feeling continued moving up my legs. He was deep in conversation with Victoria, but I thought I saw a quick wink of his eye at me. The touch continued, growing ever closer to my caged dick, slowly creeping under my skirt.

Finally, I couldn’t take it any more. I subtly leaned back as far as I could to find out what it was.

It was Roger’s shoeless foot massaging my inner thigh.

My legs quickly clamped together, shocked that there was a man’s foot working its way inside my legs. But somehow knowing what it was filled me with an unexplainable yet fiery arousal. Without thinking I reopened my legs and welcomed his foot back in, scooting my chair in to allow his foot to move deeper between my legs.

There was a slight fear that his toes might tickle my dick and discover me for who and what I really was, but I was so turned on, so horny, that I didn’t care. I needed physical touch.

My mouth opened as soft moans escaped me. I could no longer focus on the meeting or anything else. The feeling of Roger on my thighs consumed me. My dick was throbbing and my fingers were digging into the arms of my chair.

“Sarah? Sarah!” I heard Victoria shout, snapping me out of my trance. My face burned with embarrassment as I looked at all of the faces around the table. My throat felt dry, but I gulped nervously as my eyes landed at Victoria who was staring daggers at me. Her look told me everything; that she wanted me to be good and pay attention, that she was embarrassed by my behavior, and that I would be in trouble later.

I quickly closed my legs tightly and Roger’s foot retreated. I nodded at her, letting her know I understood and then she continued.

The meeting continued for several more hours. By the end, everything seemed to have gone well. Victoria excused us into her office while Roger and his team had refreshments.

When her door was closed, Victoria stomped to her chair, pounded her fists on her desk, and glared at me. “What the fuck was that?” she snapped.

I felt weak in her powerful presence and ashamed as I remembered the pleasure I had felt from Roger’s touches. “I, uhh… I’m sorry,” I let out pathetically.

“Were you touching yourself during a meeting?” she hissed at me.

My eyes shot open and my head shook vigorously in denial. “No! It was Roger! He was touching my legs with his foot,” I admitted. I felt bad throwing Roger under the bus, but Victoria’s wrath frightened me and I needed to deflect the blame. Nevertheless, I expected her to be furious.

“Oh really?” she asked curiously, her demeanor instantly cooling off. “And you let him?”

I hung my head and nodded my answer.

“Fascinating,” she replied. Her eyes drifted away from me as she considered this information.

I wasn’t sure what she thought or how she would react, but I braced myself for the worst.

“That’s very good to know. Very good indeed,” she added. “In that case, you did very well today, Jacob. You went above and beyond for the company and have proven yourself an invaluable asset while Sarah is on leave.”

All of my bad feelings quickly flushed out of my system and were replaced with pride. “Really?” I asked.

“Yes,” Victoria answered. “In fact. I want to give you a promotion. You are an intern no longer. From now on, you are my new secretary.”

My heart swelled up at the news. I wanted to run over and give her a hug, but I knew it would be inappropriate so I just did a little wiggle of excitement. “Thank you, Ms. Prescott! Thank you so much. I promise to do my best for you. I’ll do anything you need!” I exclaimed.

I small smirk crept onto Victoria’s face and she nodded approvingly. “Oh, I know you will,” she said. “In due time, I have a feeling you will indeed do anything I need.”


Part 3

Sissy Plaything


CHAPTER 1

PROMOTION

From the moment I accepted my internship at Sally’s Sex Toy Emporium, I knew that it would be my goal to climb the corporate ladder. I had a five year plan in which I would be promoted several times and land a full time position in a prominent role. In that vision I never imagined myself being promoted so soon.

And I never foresaw that I would be promoted not as myself, but as a woman.

But that was the situation I was in after Victoria, the senior vice president of product development, had promoted me from intern to her personal secretary. It was a decision she had made after I had impressed her by filling in for her former secretary who was on leave. Our company was hosting our biggest manufacturer, for a meeting and Victoria desperately needed her secretary, Sarah, to attend. With her unavailable, Victoria demanded that I dress up and play the role of Sarah.

At first I was baffled by the request, not understanding how I could possibly fill the role of a woman, but Victoria was adamant. She even dangled the key to the chastity cage she had locked me in to remind me that I didn’t have a choice. Seeing the key made me begrudgingly agree to her demand and once I had, she sent me off to her stylist to prepare. There, her stylist had me shave my body and dress up in women’s clothing. She then sat me down and did my makeup.

Once I was all dolled up, I couldn’t believe the transformation that had occurred. I was dressed in a white blouse with a tight black pencil skirt and white high heels, and actually looked like a female secretary. I looked like Sarah.

From there I had to rush back to the office to meet with Roger, the president of the manufacturing company. Victoria told me that she believed that Roger was smitten with Sarah and shortly into the meeting I learned that to be true. I learned it when his foot started rubbing my inner thighs, slowly creeping up to my tucked dick. He winked at me as he continued discussing with Victoria and it wasn’t until the stimulation of his foot on my recently shaved legs became too much that he stopped. He stopped because I let out a moan that alerted Victoria.

After the meeting he gave me a big hug and squeezed my ass firmly as he said goodbye. I was shocked when my dick surged to life from his promiscuous touch. But also not surprised because the whole situation of being dressed as a woman had been exceedingly arousing.

When Roger and his team were gone, Victoria was beyond excited by how the meeting turned out and how our plan to fool Roger had worked. When I told her about his foot and she recalled how it made me moan, she grew intrigued, but also impressed that I let him continue as I had.

And that was what had led her to offer me the full time position as her new secretary.

I eagerly accepted before knowing the full terms of my promotion. Victoria had yet to inform me that I would be taking Sarah’s role in position and gender. She reminded me that she preferred to have a workplace of only women to avoid any sexual indiscretions while working with sex toys. And she told me that as long as I wore my chastity cage, meaning as long as I worked for her, I was now a woman.

When she told me I wanted to be outraged, but as I considered the feelings I was having while wearing my skirt, blouse, and high heels, I wasn’t. I was interested. Very interested.

Victoria told me that I was to start immediately as she was in desperate need of a secretary and didn’t want to go through the hassle of hiring a temp. She was so insistent that she told me that she would have a small wardrobe ordered and ready for me by the time the work day was over. True to her word, by the end of the day, I had five new outfits ready to take home. Five new outfits that I would have to wear in order to work in my new role as her secretary.

I knew I shouldn’t be as excited as I was to receive this new clothing, this women’s clothing, but there was no denying how I felt. In all honesty, I couldn’t wait to get home and try it all on. And that was exactly what I did.

Within the set were several dresses and a couple skirts and blouses. They all fit and felt amazing. But dressing up was the easy part of my new promotion. My biggest challenge was making myself look feminine each and every day. After I tried on my new outfits, I spent the rest of the night practicing applying the new makeup that Victoria had also supplied me.

I watched tutorial after tutorial online to learn how to put on makeup. After several attempts, I was finally satisfied with my look. I was worried about having to reapply it every morning from now on, but took solace thinking that it would get easier over time.

Nevertheless, when I woke up early the next morning to get dressed for my first official day as Victoria’s secretary, I was extremely nervous. My hands shook as I applied my makeup and my mind couldn’t decide which outfit to wear to look my best. Every decision and aspect seemed so important and critical to my success.

When I was finally dressed and at work, my dick throbbed as I walked in my tall high heels through the building lobby and on to the crowded elevator. This was my first time being seen by so many people and it was all so exhilarating. I received several stares, but what sexy woman doesn’t get checked out?

On our floor, I said good morning to Victoria and then settled into my new chair, at my new desk, for my new job.


CHAPTER 2

JENNY

As the days went by, I settled into my new role surprisingly well. The first couple of days were awkward and rough at times, especially when I accidentally used my normal voice on several occasions. Luckily, for the most part, everyone was forgiving of it or at least tried to ignore my slip ups.

While Victoria never made any formal announcement of my promotion and my name plate officially read as “Jenny” rather than “Jacob”, no body questioned who I really was. I hoped it was because Jacob the intern had suddenly disappeared which made it obvious for that reason and not because I clearly looked like a man in a dress and they could see through my clothes and makeup. Victoria treated me as if I was Jenny, however, and that was all that really mattered to me.

Other than Victoria, the rest of the women in the office all seemed to be more friendly towards me and some even complemented my appearance. While I appreciated their kind words, I found myself jealous every time they were said. I knew I would never be natural beauty like them nor would I be a true woman.

For now, however, I was enjoying my new found femininity and looks. I especially enjoyed the stares from men who didn’t work in my department and didn’t know who I was. Feeling my dick swell up in my chastity cage as I noticed a man trying to sneak a peak of my ass was quickly becoming intoxicating and I couldn’t get enough.

It was weird to feel this way, but I couldn’t deny it. After my first full week as Jenny, I even started feeling confident enough to start walking to work. It was about a mile walk down crowded city streets and while my feet ached from walking so far in high heels, the satisfaction and sexiness I felt from every prying eye was worth it. It was so exhilarating.

But my growing confidence wasn’t only a source of arousal, it was also paying dividends at work with my new job as well. Now that I was officially the secretary of a senior vice president, I had a surprising amount of work and responsibilities. I was constantly on the phone or running errands to handle Victoria’s schedule and tasks. Basically, I handled all the tasks she didn’t have time. That and the ones that she felt were beneath her.

In just a short time I had already learned so much about business and, more specifically, about the sex toy industry.

I had thought the industry mainly consisted of dildos and vibrators, but there was so much more. Whips and bondage, toys for anal, lingerie, machines, and more. It was so eye opening. And mind opening as well.

I was also beginning to learn what it meant to be a powerful business woman. Victoria was quickly becoming a mentor like I had never expected to have. The way she strutted across a room with her heels pounding against the floor demanded attention. The strength she permeated from her eyes as she stared at you told you that she wouldn’t take any shit. The sexy and elegant outfits she wore gave her a look of class and eroticism that told you she was better than you. These were the traits that I discovered made her the powerful woman that she was. These were the traits I now longed to have.

My problem was that I struggled to have strength, especially around Victoria. The longer that I stayed locked up in my chastity cage and the more time I spent dressed up as Jenny around her, the weaker I began to feel. I was beginning to feel an unwavering desire to help her and do good for her. To do everything that she asked of me. When she had first asked me to dress up in women’s clothing I tried to resist it, but now I knew that I wouldn’t be able to. In truth, I wasn’t sure what I would be able to resist from her these days.

When I got extra worked up from Victoria’s power and presence, I often found myself rolling my chair underneath my desk as far as I could fit, lifting my skirt or dress up, and rubbing my cage. I knew it was only teasing myself more, but my dick was becoming so frustrated and pent up that it needed some attention.

I wondered if Victoria would ever let me take off my chastity cage so I could relieve myself. I made sure to explicitly explain how I was feeling in my ongoing reports about wearing the cage, but despite reading them in front of me, she never gave me any sign of caring let alone that she might unlock me. So, instead, I wondered if it was possible to find my dick’s much needed relief while locked in the cage. I occasionally tried, just as I had the first weekend when I had worn the cage, but always to no avail. I would be left even more frustrated and with aching balls.

Despite my seemingly insatiable desire to cum, part of me thought that it might be for the best that I couldn’t. If I were to cum then I wasn’t sure I would still have the same passion or desire to be Jenny. If I lost this pent up sexual energy, would I still find the will to put on a dress and makeup to fulfill my new job’s requirement?

The thought scared me because I so desperately wanted to cum, but I also desperately wanted to succeed at my job. I didn’t want to lose the zest and fervor that I had for my job and I didn’t want to lose my passion for being Jenny.

For now I would just have to follow Victoria’s charge and trust that she had my best interest in mind. It wasn’t like I had any say in the matter anyways. Not as long as she held the key to my chastity cage.


CHAPTER 3

MAKING PLANS

On the four week anniversary of wearing my chastity cage, Victoria called me into her office for a talk. There was still a part of me that was hoping she would announce that my chastity cage trial was over and that she would be taking it off, but that part of me was much smaller than it had been four weeks ago. Realistically, I knew that taking off my chastity cage wouldn’t be what she wanted to talk about anyways so I tried not to get my hopes up.

“Thank you for coming. Please take a seat,” Victoria greeted me as she gestured towards her guests chairs.
I sat down in my usual chair and crossed my legs, just as a woman would. It was the simple details like that that made me feel extra proper and feminine. “What would you like to discuss, Ms. Prescott?” I asked once I was settled.

“We just received a new shipment from Roger’s company. Instead of waiting for us to send them designs for new products, they’ve decided to be proactive and develop some of their own. They want us to review the items and provide feedback,” Victoria explained. “Normally, I would try to shut down this type of thinking. I don’t appreciate when the help thinks that they can do my job. And I definitely don’t want them thinking that they might be able to cut us out and do all the work themselves.”

I nodded my understanding as she talked. “That makes sense,” I chimed in.

“Of course it does. That’s why I said it,” Victoria retorted. “Anyways, I would normally dismiss it, but because they are our biggest manufacturer, it is hard to deny them a simple request such as this. Especially when Roger says that he developed several of the items with you in mind.”

I felt my heart skip a beat at her words.

Roger developed sex toys for me? I can’t believe he would do such a thing!

“For me?” I muttered.

Victoria shrugged as she held up a small note. “Well, he says he had Sarah in mind, but considered how you were the last Sarah he saw here, I would say yes. Apparently you left quite the impression on him,” she answered.

I felt my cheeks blushing and my body heating up. No body had ever done such a nice or sexy thing for me before. “Oh, wow,” I let out as I unbuttoned my blouse a little to help cool off.

“Indeed. I have yet to look inside the box so I’m not sure what the items are, but I thought we might have some fun with them together. What do you say?”

Victoria wants to have fun with me using sex toys?!

My dick quickly started throbbing in its cage. I couldn’t believe this could be happening. “Uhh, yeah… sure. I would be glad to help you,” I said, trying to keep calm and collected.

Victoria nodded her approval. “Good. Be at my place tonight at 7pm,” she said sternly. “And wear something sexy. Something new. I’m tired of seeing your same few outfits.”

I looked down at my current outfit, a pink button up blouse and a black pencil skirt. I liked it, but I had been wearing it at least once a week since I only had the few outfits that she had given me. “Oh…,” I replied anxiously. I wasn’t sure where I would get new clothes or how I would afford them.

Victoria let out a sigh, clearly detecting my dilemma. She opened her desk drawer and pulled something out which she slid across her desk towards me. “Here. Use the corporate card to buy yourself some new outfits and something extra sexy for tonight,” she said.

My heart started racing at the sight of the credit card on her desk. “Really? You mean it?” I asked giddily.

Victoria’s eyes squinted as she glared at me. “Yes, but make it worth the expense. I want you to buy appropriate professional outfits that have just the right amount of sex appeal,” she answered. “You’re the first person our visitors see before they meet me so you need to look good, but also sexy. Your outfit should tell them that we mean business, but our business is sex.”

My body was shaking with excitement. I couldn’t believe I was about to get new clothes, and not just any clothes, sexy women’s clothes. But then it dawned on me that I would have to go buy it myself. Gone were the free handouts from Victoria. This time she had given me her company credit card to go shopping myself.

The thought of going shopping for my own women’s clothing scared me, but also excited me. My dick grew in its cage at the image of myself trying on dresses and skirts in a fitting room.

“Thank you, Ms. Prescott. Thank you so much,” I said excitedly as I picked up the card.

“Take the rest of the day off and go now. I don’t want you to be late to our engagement tonight,” she replied sternly.

This day keeps getting better! I can’t believe this is all for my job!

“And remember,” she added. “Wear something extra sexy tonight to get you in the mood for what’s in store.”

I could hardly contain my excitement or arousal and was beginning to worry that I might start coming off as unprofessional. I needed to get out and get started on my new plans.

“Is there anything else you need from me before I leave?” I asked, trying to hold back my glee.

“No. I will text you my address. See that you’re not late.”

I gave her a short bow, hurried out of her office, and then left the office behind, on my way to go shopping as a woman for the very first time.


CHAPTER 4

SHOPPING

Istarted down the street, my high heels clicking along the sidewalk with each hurried stride. I didn’t quite know where I was going, I just needed to be moving and starting on my mission. I took a few turns until I got into the shopping district in town and then finally stopped to gaze at all the stores.

Where do I even begin? Women have so many more clothing options compared to men. And so many more stores…

I looked around until I found a store that caught my eye and decided to give it a try. Once inside, I began browsing the shelves of elegant dresses, sexy skirts, and professional blouses, looking for appropriate pieces for my new wardrobe. Feeling the soft fabrics on my fingers sent shivers through me as I imagined wearing them.

I picked out several options and then made my way to the fitting rooms to try them on.

I can’t believe I’m about to try on women’s clothing in public. This feels so wrong, so naughty! But I am a customer and I do plan on buying something…

The fitting room attendant gave me an odd look when I approached, but shrugged it off and showed me to a room. There, I got undressed and picked out my first dress to try on. It was a well fitting, sleeveless navy blue dress with a small bow over my waist. I thought it both fit and looked great. It even had pockets which as a guy, I wasn’t ready to give up yet.

I continued trying on the rest of the clothes while constantly battling with my chastity cage as my dick tried to get hard from all of the excitement. When I was done, I had several new outfits, two dresses, and three blouse and skirt combinations that I was thrilled to buy. I left the fitting rooms and started making my way towards the checkout counter when my eyes caught a display I hadn’t yet seen. In the lingerie section there was a mannequin wearing a black leather corset.

I hurried to the mannequin and quickly found a corset that appeared to be in my size. My body was shaking with excitement as I held it up. I wrapped it around myself to test it and it appeared to fit perfectly.

This is so sexy and would help give me more feminine curves. This is perfect for tonight with Victoria!

I looked around for any other gems that might be nearby and found a pair of fishnet stockings that piqued my interest as well. Feeling them in my fingers felt so naughty. I imagined wearing them and the thought made my dick throb. I knew I had to have them as well.

I was suddenly becoming overwhelmed with horniness as daydreamed about wearing all my sexy new lingerie as I went to Victoria’s house. I wondered what she might wear tonight and what she might want to do to me.

I wish I knew which products we are trying tonight. The anticipation is killing me!

With my lingerie in hand, I again made my way towards checkout, but once again, something caught my eye. High heels.

I couldn’t resist the desire to try on some new heels. I only had the one pair of white heels that I was given the first day I had dressed up. I just knew that I needed a new pair to match better with other outfits as well as some of my new ones. And then I saw them. There was a dazzling pair of shiny black heels atop a display. I scampered over and found a pair in my size and then sat down to try them on. They fit like a glove and looked even sexier than my white heels. I loved them and knew I had to wear them to Victoria’s house with my other new clothes.

With my outfit picked out for tonight, I proceeded to the checkout counter to pay for my clothes, and then made my way home.

The whole way home I couldn’t wait to try my new corset and fishnets on. When I arrived, I hastily stripped off my clothes until I wore only my small black thong. Then I started by slipping on the stockings.

The fishnets looked sexy on my hairless legs as I pulled them up. I couldn’t believe I was wearing something that was so picturesque of a slutty woman. It seemed even crazier that I would be wearing them to my boss’s home. But I was and that was only the beginning.

Next, I wrapped the corset around my stomach and slowly hooked together the clips in the front. It was already feeling a little tight, but I knew that wasn’t good enough. I reached for the strings behind my back and started tightening them as much as I could. Once I could really feel it cinching my waist and giving me more of an hour glass curve like a real woman, I knew it was tight enough. I tied the strings to hold them in place and then went to admire myself in the mirror.

I loved what I saw from in my reflection. My body looked more feminine in my new sexy and slutty clothes. I couldn’t wait to show them off to Victoria.

But while I loved my new attire, I knew I couldn’t go out wearing just this. I grabbed my shopping bags and pulled out a little black dress that I had bought and put it on over my new lingerie.

The dress was solid black and sleeveless with a halter top. It fit snuggly down to my waist and then flared out down to my mid thigh. It was a sexy little cocktail dress and thought it was perfect for tonight.

Finally, I slipped on my new black high heels to complete my outfit. I returned to the mirror to fix my hair and check my makeup, and of course check myself out again. My dick pulsed in pleasure as I admired myself in the mirror. I looked far better than I could have ever imagined.

And I loved it.


CHAPTER 5

VICTORIA’S HOUSE

Once I was ready, I began my trip to Victoria’s house. She lived in the outskirts of town, in the wealthy suburbs. Her home had a large iron gate protecting it and I had to buzz the intercom to get her to unlock it for me. My nerves were firing off anxiously as I drove down the long driveway. My mind couldn’t stop fantasizing about what was awaiting me inside her luxurious home.

After parking, I walked to the front door and rang the doorbell. My heart pounded as every second passed and I jumped when I heard the loud door begin to creek open.

“Welcome, Jenny. Please come inside,” Victoria greeted me as the door opened. As my nerves settled, I noticed that she was wearing a long shiny red robe that was loosely tied at the waist. Underneath I could just barely see the hint of a black bra with a red lace trim. I imagined she was wearing panties that matched. She looked amazing.

I can’t believe my boss is wearing an outfit like this while hosting me at her house!

I gazed inside the large house as I stepped in. The ceilings were high and the walls were covered in exquisite moulding. Everything looked as serious and regal as Victoria.

“Please, follow me,” she added as she started walking down the long entry way, her robe flowing gracefully behind her.

I followed her into a large, dim room which I imagined was her living room. It had big plush chairs and a long couch that was oddly covered in a red sheet.

“Your home is gorgeous,” I let out as I continued to take in all the sights.

Victoria sat down in a black leather chair, crossing her legs as she leaned back. “Thank you,” she nodded. One of her hands fell to the side and landed on the large box that I recognized from her office earlier. Her eyes squinted as she examined me. “So this is your choice for a sex outfit?”

I froze and quickly decided I needed to reveal my true outfit. I hastily unzipped my dress and let it fall to the ground, displaying my corset and fishnet stockings. Victoria nodded approvingly and then said, “Much better. Have a seat.”

I obeyed and had a seat on the shiny red fabric. I found myself beginning to feel more nervous as I sat across from her in her fancy house. I felt so out of place, so meek and so small. For the first time, I started wondering why she had invited me when she had a whole team of testers working in her department.

“So, uhh, should we open the box?” I asked nervously.

A smirk grew on Victoria’s face. “Yes. Let’s,” she said softly. Without taking her eyes off of me, her hand slowly opened the box, discarding the top to the side. Her hand reached in and grabbed an item. As she raised it up, her eyes finally broke from me to see what she was holding. “Ah, a bondage. A classic.”

In her hand were two leather straps connected by a chain. Seeing it dangle from her fingers made my nerves fire even more. “H-how do you want to test it?” I asked, my words shaking.

Her smirk grew as she stood up and looked down at me. With her empty hand she gestured for me to stand. I obeyed her. She then twirled her finger in a circle, telling me to turn around. I again obeyed.

She came to stand behind me and I felt her soft hands take my arms. They slid down to my wrists as she pulled them behind my back. I knew what was coming, but I wasn’t prepared for it. My knees were shaking and my legs felt wobbly in my high heels. I had never been tied up before and I had never been touched in such a way by someone so sexy and dominant. At the same time, my dick was throbbing in excitement.

She wrapped the first restraint around my right wrist, cinching it tightly around. Then she attached it the other side to my left wrist. When she was done, I pulled my arms apart and felt them tightly connected behind my back. I suddenly felt so weak. I was completely hers to do with as she pleased.

“Let’s see what else we have,” she said as she walked back to the box.

I turned around to watch her bend over and pull out another item. The next item was very obvious, it was a large, thick dildo. My eyes lit up at the sight of it.

What the hell are we going to do with that?!

Victoria held it up and plucked a small piece of paper off of the shaft. She read it to herself and then let out a manic laugh. “Oh, my!” she gasped. “This was made special, just for you!”

“For me?” I asked anxiously, yet also curiously.

She held out the card towards me and I accepted it from her. The card read, “Sarah, I made this using our latest molding equipment. It’s mine and I made it just for you. Consider it a free sample. The real thing is ready and waiting for you. - Roger”

I blushed violently from reading the card.

This is a mold of Roger’s cock and he made it for me?!

I didn’t know what to think. I felt so overwhelmed. Not only had a man sent me a copy of his dick, but it was so much bigger than mine. It also looked… oddly inviting.

Victoria let out another chuckle as she pulled more items out of the box, a large set of ropes and a small bottle. “How thoughtful! Roger even included a harness for me to wear it, and a bottle of lube for me to use with it,” she let out. “We should probably test them all out. Shouldn’t we, Jenny?”

“H-how are we going to do that?” I asked even though I had a feeling I already knew what she would say.

“Isn’t it obvious? I’m going to fuck you.”


CHAPTER 6

SISSY PLAYTHING

Istared at her in stunned silence until I felt her hands on my hips. Her hands turned me around then pushed me over the couch. With my arms bound behind my back, I fell awkwardly, my knees landing on the seat and my face hitting the head rest. I braced my core and managed to raise myself up onto my knees as I looked back at Victoria. She was slipping on the harness and tightening it over her crotch. My breath grew heavy as I watched her attach Roger’s dildo to it and let go, allowing it to dangle from her body as if she had a real cock.

She doesn’t really mean to do this, does she? She’s just messing with me… she has to be!

But as she stepped closer towards me, stroking her fake cock, it became more apparent that this was no joke. She meant to do just as she had said.

“You’re just going to love this, Jenny,” Victoria chuckled. “I’m going to turn you into my personal sissy plaything and test all of our new products on you personally.”

Fear mixed with arousal and battled inside me. As scared as I was for what I knew was about to happen, I was also so turned on by her and her words that I found myself more aroused than I would have expected. I was actually beginning to grow curious as to how her cock would feel inside me.

When she reached the couch, her hands grabbed my ass and rubbed it gently. My body quivered from her touch. Her fingers groped at my fishnets until her fingers grabbed hold and then, with a quick yank, she ripped them open, fully exposing my ass to her. “Mmm, yeah. That’s a nice sissy ass,” she said softly as she pulled down my small thong.

My eyes clenched shut and my fingers gripped the red sheet that was draped over the couch. My mind was terrified for what was about to happen, but I found myself unable to fight it, my body was too horny and too desperate for human contact.

When I heard the squirt of the lube bottle and felt the cold touch of liquid on my asshole, I knew it was soon to come.

Victoria’s finger danced around my hole briefly until it plunged inside. I gasped at the feeling of being penetrated.

“For the first time you’re not resisting my demands,” she said as she slowly moved her finger back and forth inside of me. “Either you’ve become desperate enough from wearing your chastity cage or you’ve finally given in to your true nature.”

I pondered her words briefly, but wasn’t sure what the answer was myself. All I knew was that I felt powerless to her right now and I wanted her to use her dominance over me.

She pulled her finger out and I felt more lube drip onto my ass hole. She smeared it around, occasionally dipping her finger back inside until she was satisfied. Then there was a short pause before I felt a large pressure pushing against me. I knew exactly what it was, it was the head of Roger’s dildo forcing its way inside.

And then it did.

I moaned loudly as I felt the cock stretch my asshole open and push its way inside. As it entered me, I felt flush with change. Fear was quickly becoming pleasure and anxiety was becoming desire. When I felt Victoria’s legs against my bare ass, I knew that Roger’s cock was all the way inside. I was impressed by his size and girth. But I also wanted to feel more.

Swiftly, she pulled the dildo back and then pushed it back in, this time a little faster. She continued moving rhythmically in and out, building up her speed and power with each thrust in.

My grip on the couch’s cover tightened as the sensations of Roger’s cock filled me. Each time, I was consumed with a feeling like no other. Every few thrusts the head of the dildo would hit me in just the right spot and send a surge of pleasure coursing through me. A pleasure like I had never felt before.

Victoria grabbed my hip with one hand, using it to pull me back harder, while the other hand trickled up my body and along my corset. “The corset was a great choice, very sexy,” she said. “And the fishnets were even better. You came here looking like a whore and I immediately knew that I would have to make you one. That’s what you wanted, right? You wanted to become my whore?”

As she rammed her cock deeper inside of me, again filling me with immense pleasure. I couldn’t believe being her whore wasn’t on my mind before this. Now it was all that I could ever imagine wanting. My dick was throbbing in its cage, loving the abuse she was giving my asshole.
“Yes, please let me be your whore,” I breathed out.

Victoria laughed. “Oh, you will be,” she growled as she started thrusting harder. “I’m going to develop a whole new line of sissy toys to bundle with our chastity cages. And I’m going to test them all on you.”

My moans were becoming louder and more frequent. Her words were turning me on even more and I wasn’t sure how much more I could take. There was a building sensation my dick and it felt like it might soon burst. “Yes! Please! Make let me test them all,” I cried out.

Both of her hands were on my hips now as she powerfully pulled them back onto the dildo as she thrust forward. The dick rammed deep inside of me harder than ever. And then she stopped.

“I think we’ve tested these ones sufficiently. I think I’ll have you write Roger back your thorough review of his cock,” she snickered.

I suddenly felt distraught when my mind registered what she said. “No, please. I need more. I’m so close,” I begged.

“You’re close?” she gasped. The dildo quickly pulled all the way out, leaving me feeling empty. “Then we definitely must stop. I need you to stay desperate. I need you to be a hungry little sissy.”

I heard a whimper escape me as my dick continued to pulse. I tried to touch it, but all I could feel was the cold metal encaging it. “Okay…,” I let out pathetically.

“Don’t worry, sissy. There will be plenty more cock where that came from,” she said. “But I’m done with you for now. Clean yourself up and leave.”

With that, Victoria marched off down the hallway, the dildo still bobbing from her crotch. I watched her as she left and then collapsed onto the couch when she was out of view. I felt exhausted and out of breath, but would have expelled every ounce of energy I had left to feel more of that pleasure.

But for now I would have to wait until I was called upon again. I would just have to hope it would be soon.

I needed more.


Part 4

Secretarial Duties


CHAPTER 1

NEW PLEASURES

As the days continued, so did my job as Victoria’s sissy secretary. I continued dressing up and playing the role of Jenny, fully clad in women’s clothing from head to heeled toe. I was becoming proficient at applying makeup and styling my wig, and my female voice was beginning to sound more feminine. Everything seemed to be going well in my new life as Jenny the secretary.

It wasn’t just my growing comfort playing the role of a woman that was going well, it was also my job as a whole. Once Victoria had promoted me from intern to secretary, things seemed to be moving in a quick upward trajectory, but once she took me under her wing and had me over to her house to let me help test some new products… everything changed again.

Ever since that fateful day when she first sent me out to buy myself new outfits and then had me over to her house, Victoria had looked at me in a new light. After I let her test out Roger’s new sex toys on me, she had seen that I was willing to do anything for her and the company. And ever since she told me that she was going to transform me into her sissy plaything to test out all of our new products on, I had a new passion for her and my job.

My new passion was also aided by the depths of pleasure that she provided me when she fucked me with a dildo that night. I had never before considered being fucked and was uneasy by the proposition, but once she had penetrated me, I knew there was no going back. It was not a pleasure that I would ever forget nor was it a pleasure that I would want to deny myself from feeling again.

When I left her house that night, I felt euphoric by what had transpired despite the massive build up that I felt in my dick. Victoria had stopped fucking me just before I was able to cum, but that didn’t matter. Not after what I had just experienced. But as I drove away, I began growing worried about when I might next feel such pleasure. While she had told me that she would be creating a new line of sissy pleasure products and testing them out on me, I had no idea what those products would be nor did I know if they would involve a dildo or me being fucked again.

I knew I couldn’t ask her either. Even though she knew how desperate I was becoming from being locked in my chastity cage for so long, I needed to behave and do as she said, and that included testing the products that she wanted. I would just have to hope that there would be new fuck toys included in her new product line.

But now it had been two weeks since that night and it had been two weeks since I had been fucked. Sadly, there hadn’t been any new dildos for us to test which meant that she didn’t have a reason to fuck me again, but fortunately, she had other toys to pleasure me with.

At first she debuted to me a shiny silver butt plug. I had never heard of such a device before, but I was instantly intrigued. She told me that as her sissy, I needed to have my asshole plugged at all times around her, not just to be more of a sissy for her, but to also help keep my asshole loose for her if she ever needed or wanted to fuck me again. The latter was all I needed to hear to agree to wear the butt plug.

The silver plug was cold and bulbous. It took a little effort to get it in, but held well inside once I was able to push it in. It felt a little weird at first, but once Victoria reminded me that I was doing this for her and I would always be wearing one while at work, the naughtiness of the plug consumed me in an aura of arousal.

I continued to wear that plug for a few days until she presented me with a new one. This once was longer and black. Putting it inside of me better reminded me of having a dildo up my ass even thought it was only maybe half the size. When I sat down and felt the base push the plug deeper inside of me, I greatly enjoyed the sensations. From then on, I alternated which plug I wore each day based on which enticed me the most in the morning.

Those weren’t the only toys she had me test at work either. Every so often she would present me with something else new to wear or use during the day. The first time she had me take off my blouse so she could attach clamps to my nipples. She tightened them until they stung and told me to keep them on until she said otherwise. They stayed on for hours until she remembered to take them off.

The next time she wanted to try out some new ankle restraints so she bound my legs to my desk chair. They fit well and kept me stuck to my chair. I thought that would be enough, but again she told me to leave them on. I was stuck in my chair for four hours, my stomach aching for food and my bladder ready to burst.

While on paper it might sound like torture, I loved every second of her control over me and I couldn’t wait until she would test her next sex toys on me, no matter what they might be.

I didn’t know it yet, but when Victoria called me into her office today, she would have a special new toy ready for me.


CHAPTER 2

NEW TOY

“Please sit down,” Victoria said as she gestured towards her guest chairs.

My eyes stayed on her, trying to read her as I nodded and followed her orders, sitting into my normal leather chair. As usual, there was nothing to read on her straight face. No way to tell if she was angry or happy and no way to tell if I was in trouble or not.

“I’ve been re-reading your recent chastity reports and I think I’ve come to a decision,” she started.

Suddenly my heart started fluttering as emotions swirled inside of me.

Does she mean to let me out of my cage? Is my trial of our chastity cage prototype complete?

“Oh?” I asked apprehensively, not sure what I wanted to hear next.

“Yes. I believe I’ve come up with the perfect next product for you to test,” she answered.

I flood of relief hit me hard and when it settled, my curiosity began to peak. As I adjusted myself in my seat, I could feel my butt plug pushing in, reminding me of the pleasures these new toys could bring. “I’m ready for whatever you have for me,” I replied enthusiastically.

Victoria scoffed as her fingers played with her necklace, the necklace that held my chastity cage’s key. “Of course you are, my dear Jenny,” she said. She tucked the necklace back into her blouse and then continued, “So from reading your reports and dealing with you personally, I’ve concluded that sissies locked up in chastity cages, like you, respond well to anal stimulation. Would you agree?”

I resisted my urge to laugh.

Would I agree? Not only do I respond well to actual anal stimulation, but I also thrive on the hope of earning more of it! I’m not sure I should tell her that though…

I composed myself and then answered as professionally as I could, “Yes, I would agree.”

“Very good,” she nodded. “I have developed a new sort of butt plug that I would like you to wear from now on.”

She pulled out a small black box from her top desk drawer and slid it across the desk towards me. I picked it up and removed the lid to see a sizable black butt plug within. It had curves that mimicked a dildo and just under the head it had some folds. The base was long and would likely cover most of my taint. While it was definitely bigger than my current butt plug, it was still smaller than the dildo I had experienced so I wasn’t sure how it would be any different than what I was already wearing.

“So it’s just a slightly bigger version?” I asked.

Victoria’s face recoiled at my question as if she was insulted. “Press the button on the bottom,” she growled at me.

I did as she instructed and the device came to life, vibrating and moving up and down, the folds on the top of the shaft stretching out as the head extended. Seeing it and knowing I would soon be feeling these movements inside of me made my dick swell up in excitement.

“Oh my,” I let out.

“As you can see, we’ve developed butt plugs with vibrating and telescoping features,” she said pridefully. “And not only that. Our research and development lab have been hard at work developing new technology that allows it to connect remotely to an app. So I can control it from in here.”

My eyes finally broke off from the plug and returned to her. “You’re going to control it?” I asked.

“That’s right. I don’t want you just getting off from a vibrator all day so I will be reserving that feature for special occasions. When I feel like you have earned it, when I feel like you need some added motivation, or simply at my pleasure.”

That’s even sexier. She truly is a genius.

“That’s amazing.”

A curt smile formed on her face. “Yes, quite. Why don’t you go try it out and let me know when it is in place.”

“Yes, Ms. Prescott. Of course,” I eagerly replied as I stood up. I gave her a short bow and then scampered out of her office. I quickly grabbed my bottle of lube from my desk and then discreetly carried it and the black box to the restroom.

There, I removed my current plug and replaced it with the new one. I was dying to turn it on to get a taste of its full power, but I knew better than to ruin Victoria’s debut. She would want to see my initial reaction. Instead, I hurried back to her office and knocked on the door to let her know that I was ready.

Victoria called for me to come in. I opened the door and returned to my seat, waiting for her next cue. Suddenly, my insides began to buzz as the butt plug came to life.

I squealed and squirmed in surprise and delight.

Victoria chuckled as she watched me and then tapped her phone, causing the plug to cease movement. “Looks like it’s working,” she said.

Holy crap. That felt amazing!

I felt a little flustered and embarrassed, but knew I needed to say something. “Yeah, it did,” was all I could manage.

“I’m going to have fun with this,” she added. She then put her phone away, dashing my hopes that she might turn it on again. “But not until you earn it.”

“And how might I earn it?” I asked, trying not too sound overly hungry for more pleasure.

Her expression somehow grew more serious as she glared at me. “By doing your job,” she said flatly. “Now why don’t you go do it and stop wasting my time.”

I jumped out of my chair in surprise and then rushed to the exit. “Of course, Ms. Prescott,” I let out as I opened the door. “Please let me know if you need anything.”

And with that, I rushed out of her office and back to my desk. I couldn’t help wondering when I might feel that stimulation inside of me again. But for now, all I could do is work my hardest to earn that chance.

And I would.


CHAPTER 3

OVERWHELMING DESIRES

Over the course of the next week, Victoria turned on my new butt plug’s vibrations several times per day. Mostly, it was when I had accomplished a large task or project for her, but occasionally, it seemed completely random. I loved it every time.

Each time she would let it run for short while. I would close my eyes and embrace the full power of the vibrations and telescoping plug inside of me. The thrusting was a gentle reminder of the pleasure she had given me with the dildo and the vibrations, well, they just felt amazing.

On a couple of occasions, she would turn the device off and I would open my eyes to find someone standing in front of me, needing assistance. It was always embarrassing at first, but I just reminded myself that everyone’s boss, Victoria, was testing out a new product on me and it was completely acceptable. It was mind boggling that such pleasure could be considered part of my job and I felt so lucky that she had bestowed such a position on me.

But still, I wanted more. The memories of being at Victoria’s house and the large dildo hanging from her crotch haunted me. I found myself longing for the feeling of having my asshole filled more than my butt plug could manage. And not just that, I wanted to feel dirty and naughty. I wanted to be fucked.

Finally, on a day when I was exceedingly horny, I finally built up enough courage to ask her if it would happen again. I knew it was vastly inappropriate, but the desires were becoming overwhelming and I needed to know. Would she satisfy my growing urges or would I need to find another way?

So I knocked on her office door as my entire body shook with nervous energy. She welcomed me in and I walked to stand in front of her desk. She gestured for me to sit, but I opted not to. I needed to feel some strength; I needed to stand.

“Uhh, umm…,” I began, struggling to get the words out due to sheer and utter embarrassment. But I had to continue, I had so much pent up sexual energy, so many brewing urges and desires. “I was just wondering… might there be a time when you would need to test out another dildo on me?”

I knew my question was meek and pathetic. I had phrased it vaguely, but I knew she would see right through my question. And she did.

“You want me to fuck you again?” she asked, her eyes gazing at me over her reading glasses.

I gulped my fears down. I had begun, there was no going back now. “Umm, well… Yes, I suppose so,” I answered.

Victoria removed her glasses and continued to stare at me. Finally, she let out a sigh as she leaned back into her large desk chair and relaxed. “Look, Jenny,” she began, her tone unamused. “I appreciate your eagerness to… help, shall we call it? But I don’t have time to help you get off whenever you feel your perversions kick in.”

I suddenly felt a twisting knot in my stomach and couldn’t believe I had asked my boss if she would fuck me again.

Why did I just ask my boss to fuck me?! How could I be so stupid?

“Oh, of course,” I let out pathetically. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have asked”

“No. You shouldn’t have,” she replied flatly. I started to turn to leave in shame, but before I could she continued. “But since you have. I suppose I do have a way in which you could satisfy your sissy desires.”

I froze in place as I heard her words while a warmth of hope began to swell inside of me. “You do?” I asked.

“Yes,” she answered. “I can’t officially ask you to do this as it’s against company policy, but I can offer you a suggestion that might aid you in your career with us.”

The swelling of hope began enveloping my whole body. Somehow I had gone from walking out in shame to bettering my career. I didn’t know how I kept stumbling into such luck, but I knew I had to grab onto it, whatever it was. “Really? What is it?”

She opened the bottom drawer of her desk and reached inside. When her hand returned, it slammed down, a large dildo suctioning to the top of her desk with it. “You can practice with this,” she said.

My eyes lit up at the dildo wobbling on her desk. I instantly recognized it to be the one that Roger had made for me using the mold of his own dick. My mouth began to water as I remembered how it felt inside of me. “Practice? How?” I asked hesitantly. I had a feeling I knew what she wanted, but I wanted to hear her say it.

Victoria shrugged as she settled back into her chair. “Like I said, I can’t directly say,” she began. “But what I can say is that if you had a looser asshole, then that might aid you in your further tests. Believe it or not, but we have bigger and thicker dildos than this that I don’t think you would be ready to test yet.”

My dick began to grow in its cage. “Because my asshole is too tight?” I squeaked out.

Victoria nodded. “That’s right.”

My chest was heaving with each heavy breath. I was already so heated and aroused when I came into her office, but now I felt like I was beginning to sweat, my urges leaking out of me.

She wants me to use the dildo on myself to loosen my asshole… so I can take even more. I hadn’t even considered doing it myself… if I didn’t have to depend on her, then I could feel that pleasure whenever I wanted!

I suddenly couldn’t wait to go home. My body tensed as I tried to hold back my overwhelming excitement. I slowly walked forward, took the dildo from her desk, then nodded. “I understand,” I said softly as I bowed my head to her.

“Very good,” Victoria replied. “A nice and loose asshole might just take you places, Jenny. You never know when it might come in handy.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant or how her statement could be true, but I didn’t care. I had a feeling that with my own dildo, I would definitely be getting in the practice that she wanted me to.


CHAPTER 4

PRACTICE

When my workday was over, I rushed home. The whole way I could feel hot aura radiating from my purse where I carried the dildo and the bottle of lube that I took home from work. I wanted to keep my hand on it, to touch it and feel it, but I didn’t want to draw attention to myself so I restrained despite it building up a stronger fervor inside of me.

When I finally made it home, I took the dildo and lube out of my purse and hurried into my bedroom. I wasn’t yet sure how I wanted to use the dildo, how I would fuck myself with it, I would just have to let my urges lead the way. What I did know was that I needed my butt exposed so I started by pulling off my thong from beneath my pencil skirt.

Normally, I would want to get fully naked to pleasure myself, but I wouldn’t this time. This time, just like the time with Victoria, I wanted to feel like a woman. I wanted to feel sexy. I wanted to feel like a naughty cock whore, just like Victoria wanted me to be. So I would remain in my women’s clothing. I would continue to be Jenny.

I rolled up my tight skirt until it was bunched at my waist and my whole ass was exposed. Then stared at the dildo longingly.

When Victoria had fucked me I was bent over her couch. I wanted to recreate that scene the best that I could. I wanted to make sure I felt the full potential of pleasure, just as I had that time. I looked around, trying to figure out how to do just that and my eyes finally settled upon an open wall.

I pushed the dildo against the wall and let go to test how the suction cup worked. It adhered, just as I had hoped. Seeing it dangle from the wall filled me with hope. I squirted some lube along the shaft and then ran my hand along it to cover the fake dick with liquid. As I did, I could feel the head and the thick veins of the cock, Roger’s cock. I couldn’t help but wonder if this is how it would feel to touch his real cock.

But it wasn’t my hand that I wanted to touch the dildo with, it was my ass. I quickly turned around and bent over, reaching behind me to point the dildo towards my pleasure hole. Without waiting, I pushed my hips backwards until my asshole felt the cold embrace of the cock head and it began to push in.

I gasped as it penetrated me, but I didn’t stop pushing back. I kept going, sending the cock deeper inside of me.

Feeling it open me up wider reminded me of what Victoria had told me. I was still too tight. I needed to stretch myself out more so I could take bigger and thicker cock. And I needed to start that now.

I slowly started to pull my body forward and then push my hips back onto the dildo, feeling a growing pleasure each time it filled me. My dick was tingling with pleasure and begging to be touched. Begging to be jerked and pleasured to completion. I grabbed my chastity cage and tried, but all I could feel was the cold metal of the prison.

Soon, my breath was heavy and I could feel sweat forming on my brow. I was growing heated and the desire for more was building. I started moving faster, the dildo moving more swiftly as my ass loosened and welcomed it more.

How have I gone so long in life without knowing such pleasure? And now that I know it… how can I not feel this every day?

Each time I pushed the dildo in further until I could feel my bare ass against the wall and I knew I had taken it all. I stopped there and took a moment to rub my palm on my caged dick. I wanted so desperately to cum. It had been so long since I had felt such relief. I felt like I could possibly get there if I kept fucking myself, but I was growing so exhausted already.

There has to be some way to make myself cum!

After a brief rest, I started again on the dildo. I reached out and grabbed my desk chair and used it to brace myself as I rammed my ass back onto the dildo. The feeling of it hitting deep inside me sent a pang of pleasure coursing through my body.

Moans were escaping my mouth with each thrust. My dick was bouncing back and forth under the weight of the chastity cage. My body radiated pleasure and my caged cock swelled with arousal.

But no matter how much I tried, I couldn’t seem to surpass the obstacle of my chastity cage. I felt like I was so close to cumming, yet so far away. It was maddening, but at the same time, I loved it.

Finally, I collapse to the floor, exhausted from fucking myself. I looked up at the dildo, still hanging from the wall, and I couldn’t believe I had just fit the whole thing inside myself. I couldn’t believe that I wanted to do it again.

Soon. I will do it again soon.

I pulled my thong back on and lowered my skirt, trying to hide my dick and block out my thoughts of orgasming, knowing that it wouldn’t be happening. At least not today.

But I suddenly had a new goal in life. Next to all my career goals and ambitions was a new path. I would not only practice fucking myself with the dildo for Victoria, but I would do so until one day I would finally manage to orgasm in my cage.


CHAPTER 5

SECRETARIAL DUTIES

As the weeks continued to pass, I continued to practice loosening my asshole for Victoria. Though we never explicitly discussed it again, I made sure to make mention of all my progress in my daily reports about wearing my chastity cage.

At first I couldn’t resist fucking myself daily. I loved how it felt and I couldn’t get enough. But it was also so powerfully frustrating when I couldn’t manage to orgasm. I was left with a throbbing dick and aching balls, feeling more sexually pent up each and every time. So I eventually settled in to limiting myself to every few days.

It didn’t take long before I start feeling myself grow used to the size and girth of Roger’s dildo. It didn’t take long until I was craving more. I was thankful for my daily requirement to wear a butt plug, but even those began feeling small and weak in comparison to the size of a real cock, not that I knew what a real one would feel like.

But the more I used the dildo on myself, the more I wondered how a real cock would feel. Would it feel like the dildo or perhaps better in its own way? Would it change as it grew aroused and closer to completion? How would it feel to have a dick cum inside me?

At first I tried to shake the thoughts out of my head, scared by the new fantasies that were beginning. But the more they crept into my mind, the harder they were to resist. Soon, they even took over my fantasies while I used the dildo. Where at first I imagined Victoria was fucking me, now it was random men.

The images felt so wrong yet so right. They left me feeling extraordinarily naughty and slutty. I wasn’t sure why, but the image of a man taking me from behind was excessively arousing. I had a feeling that the arousal and the fantasies were because of the long time I had been locked in my chastity cage, the side effects, as Victoria might call them, but I wasn’t sure. Was going weeks without cumming because of the cage making me extra susceptible to all stimuli or was it bringing out my true urges and desires? I wasn’t so sure…

But for now the thoughts would have to stay as dreams. With living half of my life as Jacob and another half as Jenny, my life was too complicated for a romance of any sort. For now, I was focusing on my career under Victoria and I was pleased with my current trajectory.

And that’s why I was excited to be summoned back into her office this morning for an urgent talk. Any chance to prove my worth to her was what I lived for and from her tone on the phone, I had a feeling this time would be just that.

I entered her office, sat down across from her desk, and waited for her to finish what she was doing so she could talk. She hastily closed her laptop and looked at me, a fire burning furiously in her eyes.

“What did you tell Roger about the products he sent us?” she snapped at me.

Her rash tone left me feeling flustered and I wasn’t sure what she was talking about. Then it dawned on me. She meant the box of sample products he sent us a few weeks ago. The box that included the dildo that I had been fucking myself with.

“Oh, the review I sent him?” I let out while I tried to remember what I had told him. “Well, I was very complementary, of course. We did have a pretty good time with them after all…” My cheeks grew warm with embarrassment as I recalled her fucking me from behind on that fateful night.

Victoria gritted her teeth as she stared at me. “You were clearly too complementary because now my greatest fear is coming to fruition. Roger wants to start selling his own products. He wants to cut us off and start a rival company.”

My eyes bolted open at Victoria’s statement.

Is this because of me? Did I give him the encouraging feedback he needed to change his business and make him cut ties with us? His company is our biggest manufacturer! This could cripple us!

I could feel my heart racing in my chest, my mouth growing dry. I didn’t know what to do or say, but I knew I needed to do something. I needed to help solve this problem otherwise I could lose everything.

“That’s terrible!” I finally replied. I wished I could provide the perfect feedback to impress Victoria, but I was stumped. I decided to ask her instead. “What are we going to do to convince him to stop?”

She let out an annoyed huff as she checked her buzzing phone. “Luckily, I was able to convince Roger to fly out here to negotiate with us. We will likely have to let him increase his manufacturing rates, but that will at least buy us time before we can find a new company to develop our products with.”

That doesn’t sound too bad. And he’s clearly still interested in our business if he’s willing to fly all the way here.

“And you think that renegotiating his fees will be enough?” I asked curiously.

Victoria scoffed. “Not in the least,” she spat at me.

“Then what else do we need to do?”

Her angry look morphed into a slightly amused one. “We? Oh no… It’s all you. You got us into this mess and now you’re going to fix it.”

I gulped nervously. “Me? But how?” I asked hesitantly, my body starting to shake.

“However Roger deems fit,” Victoria said coldly. “You will do anything he wants. Is that understood?”

I nodded, despite my anxiety trying to take over. I knew that her words had hidden undertones. I knew what she wanted me to do.

And I knew I would do it. I would do whatever he wanted.


CHAPTER 6

SEALING THE DEAL

Ispent the rest of the morning preparing myself. I made frequent trips to the restroom to touchup my makeup and make sure I had just the right amount of buttons open on my blouse. Each time I saw my reflection in the mirror, I was grateful for the outfit I had worn today. It was an oldie, but also a classic. A white button up blouse and a tight black pencil skirt.

Today, however, I had spiced it up by wearing sheer black thigh highs. I had even woken up early to get a fresh shave on my legs so the stockings would feel extra smooth and soft on my legs. I loved the feeling of wearing them after shaving. I wondered how it would feel to have someone else touch them. Luckily, I had a feeling I might soon find out.

When I had word that Roger’s flight had landed and he was on his way, Victoria and I made a plan. She would let me meet with him first to “win him over” and then I would let her know when he was more inclined to negotiate with her. I waited for his arrival in the conference room, sitting atop the long table within as I stared at the door.

Normally I would have felt nervous in this situation, but after thinking about it all day, I felt prepared. I felt ready.

When the door opened and Roger stepped inside. He was wearing a white dress shirt underneath a blue suit. A long gray tie dangled from his neck. He adjusted it with one hand while he closed the door behind him with the other. My heart skipped a beat when I saw him, but I remained calm.

Then I beckoned him towards me with my finger, not wasting any time.

“Hello, Sarah,” he said smugly as he stepped closer.

“Hi,” I breathed out, trying to sound sexy.

As he walked closer, I uncrossed my legs and opened them wide enough for him to stand between. He did just that. Roger stood inches away from me, towering over and staring down with passionate eyes. There was no denying why he came today.

“Where’s Victoria?” he asked me. His hands moved to touch me, but I could tell he was restraining himself. Seeing his desires made me feel sexy and alluring. I loved it.

I brushed my hair out of my face and smiled at him. “She wanted me to talk to you first, but I can get her if you would prefer to get straight to business,” I answered.

A look of panic flooded his face as he shook his head. “No, no. I’d much rather it just be you and me.”

“Me, too,” I replied. I couldn’t refrain from smirking at him. This powerful man was quickly becoming weak to my feminine wiles. My dick was growing hard in my cage as I played my role to perfection. “So, I heard that you had some crazy idea in your head that you wanted to go rogue and cut us off. You don’t want to leave me and make me sad, do you?”

“No. Never. I just didn’t think you would really care,” he said.

“Me? Not care? But I always enjoy when you come to town, Roger,” I let out. “And I especially liked that toy you sent me.”

I saw something snap within him and his hands were suddenly on my thighs. I shivered at the touch of his rugged hands on my soft stockings. Feeling his touch meant I had him right where I wanted him. Right where I could convince him to see things our way.

As he ran his hands up my body, I snatched his tie and pulled him close to me. He grabbed my waist in response and placed his forehead against mine. His mouth was agape and I could feel the warmth of his breath. I knew what he wanted to do. I wanted it, too.

I pulled his tie harder, sending his lips towards mine. They locked in a soft embrace. My mouth watered with desire. We continued to kiss while I held his tie firmly, letting him know that I wasn’t done. I wanted more.

Suddenly, I felt my insides buzz as the butt plug inside of me turned on. The vibrations gave me an overwhelming flood of lust and passion. It was as if Victoria was watching and approving of my actions.

I let loose his tie and ran my hands down his chest, gently pushing him backwards while I slipped down from the table and onto the ground in front of him. My hands stopped at his belt and they started fumbling with the latch. Roger let me do as I pleased.

I unhooked his belt and made for his pants, first unbuttoning them and then pulling down the zipper. My butt plug continued vibrating and thrusting inside of me while I worked and I knew that the pleasures I was feeling were gentle encouragements from Victoria. She wanted me to do what I was about to do.

And I wanted to be good for her.

Roger’s pants fell to the floor and so did his boxers once I pulled them down. A familiar object was now hanging in front of me, looking as enticing as ever.

So he really did make a copy of the real thing.

I looked up and caught his eyes. He smiled at me, his lips smeared with my lipstick. I could tell he was ready. So was I.

My hands reached out and wrapped around his hefty cock. It was hard yet spongy. I couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel in my mouth.

I opened wide and leaned forward until I felt his cock head brush against my lips. I continued forward, taking as much as I could inside of me, until I felt my mouth full and a slight urge to gag. My lips closed down on his cock and my tongue cradled it, truly feeling it for the first time.

Having my mouth filled with his cock felt magical. My dick surged in its cage demanding more. I wouldn’t disappoint it.

I started moving my lips back and forth over Roger’s hard cock, my moves lubricated by my salivating mouth. Each time my mouth took his cock deeper inside, a greater hunger built inside me for more.

Roger started moaning as my tongue tickled his shaft and flicked his cock head. I wasn’t sure why, but every movement felt so natural, as if I already knew exactly what to do to pleasure him. I tried not to think, to just let my primal urges lead me.

Roger’s hands touched my head and his fingers grabbed my hair. He started pushing my head harder and faster over his cock, filling my mouth deeper and quicker. I spread my lips wider and let him guide my mouth while I continued to use my tongue to taste as much as I could.

He soon started letting out a loud guttural groan and I could feel his passion building in his cock. Its head was growing and its veins were bulging.

“Fuck, yeah,” Roger moaned.

I looked up and saw his eyes clenched shut, his mouth agape, his chest heaving. Seeing his pleasure drove my desires more. I started stroking his cock with my hand in rhythm with my mouth, moving each quickly and passionately. Roger started thrusting his hips forward, fucking my mouth while he groaned in pleasure.

And then there was a sudden burst and he stopped. I felt an explosion in the back of my throat and then liquid filled my mouth. His cock continued to pulse and pump, dumping his seed inside of me.

When it stopped, he pulled it out, leaving my mouth still full, but now only with his cum. I looked up at him as I swallowed his load.

When I had caught my breath, I finally wiped the drool from my lips and chin then stood up to face Roger. His eyes were still closed and his face looked euphoric. “So, are you ready for Victoria to come in to discuss our… relationship?” I asked.

He slowly opened his eyes as he smiled at me. “No, I think we’ve done enough talking for one day,” he let out. “I think I’ll keep our relationship together. At least as long as you’re still around.”

I returned his smile and felt a surge of pride. I had won him over. Not only that, but I had saved the day and found a way to make myself invaluable at the company.

“Oh, I plan to be,” I replied. I suddenly longed to see Victoria and tell her about my accomplishments. I wondered if she would reward me. I wondered if she would use my desires in other ways to help the company. I wondered if she knew the great bounds I would go and the things I would do for her.

In truth, I wasn’t sure that I knew what my limits were. But as I looked down at Roger’s drained cock, I had a feeling that I didn’t have any.

I would do anything that Victoria asked of me. After all, that was my duty as her sissy secretary.


Sissy's First Date
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Part 1

Truth or Dare


CHAPTER 1

OLIVIA

“Come on, stay over at my apartment tonight,” Olivia begged as she stomped her feet stubbornly, causing her breasts to jiggle.

“That’s okay, I’m just going to order a ride home. I’ll get my car in the morning,” I replied against my desires. Truth be told, I wanted nothing more than to spend the night with Olivia, especially when we were both as drunk as we were, but I knew she had a boyfriend and that if I did this tonight it would only further put me in her friend zone. That was something I couldn’t risk.

Olivia grabbed my wrist with both of her hands and pulled me back towards her. “If you order a ride now then you will have to order another ride tomorrow to come get your car!” she exclaimed. “I live just a block away. It makes way more sense if you just stay over. Plus, I could use a strong man like you to protect me at night.”

I was almost out, but her cries drew me back in. Being her protector had a nice sound to it. It sounded like more than just friendship. “Okay, fine,” I said in exaggerated defeat, trying to let her feel like she had won.

“Yay!” she cried out. She clapped her hands together and bounced excitedly which caused her plentiful breasts to shake even more in her low cut, short black dress. She brushed her long blonde hair out of her face and smiled at me. “We’re going to have so much more fun now that our night doesn’t have to end here! We can have our own little slumber party!”

Her words drew me in even more. I hadn’t considered that going with her would extend our night. Maybe if we had another drink or two then something might happen after all. Especially if slumber party implied sleeping together.

“Alright, lets go then,” I said eagerly, unable to hide my newfound excitement.

Olivia’s fingers wrapped around mine and she pulled me down the street. My dick grew in my pants from the touch of her soft fingers as we walked towards her apartment.

Deep inside I had a feeling that we would never be more than just friends, but until I was specifically told that by her, I had to hold on to hope. Olivia was everything I could ever want in a girlfriend. She was smart, beautiful, funny, and, based on her long history of boyfriends, I knew she put out. She also had large, plump lips that I thought would feel amazing wrapped around my dick.

Unfortunately, what her long history of boyfriends also told me was that I generally wasn’t her type. I wasn’t tall or muscular like most of the men she dated. On the plus side, I was smart and I had my life together. That had to count for something. Plus, I knew she liked to spend time with me; we saw each other almost weekly. I just needed to find a way to escape being her friend and turn it into something more. Anything more.

When we arrived at Olivia’s apartment, she opened the door and gestured for me to come inside. Her apartment was a small one room studio apartment which was divided by a tall bookcase in the middle of the room. We down the entry way, passed her bathroom and small kitchenette, and straight to her bed. It was neatly made with a pink comforter and at least six pillows in various sizes. Staring at it, I wondered how it would feel to be laying on it.

“Welcome to my humble abode,” Olivia announced. “Make yourself at home.”

“Very nice,” I said as I eagerly sat on her bed. It was nice and soft, just as I imagined she would be. “So… what did you want to do?”

She walked towards her small refrigerator and opened it up, taking out two bottles of beer. She opened them up then handed me one. I watched as she took a sip of hers, placed it on her nightstand and then threw herself backwards on to the bed next to me, letting out a deep exhale.

“How about we just talk for now?” she said.

I took a long sip of beer and then dropped myself down next to her, our arms brushing against each other. There, laying in her bed, I felt closer to her than ever. “What do you want to talk about?” I asked.

“Boys,” she sighed. “And why I can’t seem to find a good one.”

Maybe you already have! Maybe there’s one right next to you!

I bit my tongue, despite my urge to scream my thoughts out at her. I knew that I had to be more subtle than that. “Does that mean you’re single again?”

Olivia turned herself onto her side so that she was looking at me, I followed suit. “Yeah… Steve was a dick. They all are. Why can’t I just find a nice, good guy like you!”

Her words were eating at me. I had to restrain myself from yelling out at her again. Instead, I tried to remain cool as I replied, “Sometimes the good guys are waiting for you where you least expect them.”

She rolled her eyes at me and mimicked gagging. “Barf, Ben. And there are plenty more fish in the sea, right?” she said sarcastically. She turned and grabbed her beer and took another sip. “You just don’t understand what it’s like to be a girl. Guys just want to fuck me, they don’t actually want to be nice or have a relationship. They just want to buy me a drink and take me back home for some cheap sex.”

I would love that. Especially with her.

“At least you have guys message you. I message girls on dating apps all the time and they mostly all just ignore me,” I said.

Olivia laughed out loud. “You would be disgusted by most of the message I receive. Unless you like looking at pictures of dicks.”

I grimaced at the thought of her messages. “No thanks.”

“But really, you should see what guys send girls like me. Maybe you would be able to help me pick out the good ones.”

That sounds awful. I really don’t need to see a bunch of dick pics. I also don’t want to help her find other men when I’m laying here right next to her. I needed to change the subject.

“Is that why you brought me back to your place?” I asked, trying to change the subject. “I thought you wanted to extend our night. Let’s forget about Steve and all the jerks you’ve dated and have some fun instead.”

Olivia took another sip of beer and as she pulled the bottle away from her lips her eyes lit up. “You’re right. And I know just the game to play.”


CHAPTER 2

TRUTHS

“A game? What did you have in mind?” I asked.

A drinking game may be just what I need to make tonight turn my way. Maybe it will at least give me the courage to admit my feelings for her.

Olivia smirked and then chugged the rest of her beer. “How about a little game of truth or dare?” she proposed.

Now that kind of game could get very interesting! But at the same time, you never know what she might ask me or dare me to do…

Despite my concerns, I knew that this might be my best chance to get out of her friend zone. I needed to say yes. So I did. “I’m game,” I said with a coy smile.

Olivia smiled back at me and then went back to her refrigerator and pulled out two more beers. I finished mine and set it on the counter while she opened the two new ones. “Here,” she said as she handed me one. “Come sit on the floor over there.”

She pointed to the other side of her small apartment which had a small couch and a television. I walked over and sat on the floor next to the couch while she came and sat across from me, setting her empty bottle on the floor between us.

“I like my truth or dare to have a little extra risk to it,” she began. “So instead of simply taking turns and going back and forth, we will leave it up to the bottle. We will spin it and whoever it lands on will have to play the game. Sound good?”

“Why not just play spin the bottle?” I blurted out eagerly, surprising even myself.

Olivia laughed. “That’s silly, Benny. There’s only the two of us, that would be the shortest game ever!”

But probably also the best. At least she wasn’t grossed out by the idea of kissing me though.

“Hah. I guess you’re right,” I said, feigning a laugh. “Alright, let’s play it your way then.”

“Do you want to spin first or shall I?” she asked.

I looked down at the bottle and wondered what fate it had in store for me. A few lucky spins could change my life forever. The idea made me nervous.

“You spin it,” I answered.

Olivia nodded and then spun the bottle. I watched as it spun around between us on the laminate flooring. My heart beat faster each time it passed me by, but to my delight, it stopped on Olivia. I grinned as I looked up from the bottle to her excited face.

“I guess I get to go first!” she exclaimed.

She’s that excited to play? I wonder why…

“I guess so,” I said cooly. “So, truth or dare?”

Olivia looked away with a pensive face as she considered. “Truth!” she let out as her head quickly snapped back to look at me.

Damn, that means I can’t dare her to kiss me. That’s probably for the best though. I need to play it cool and lead up to the kissing. But now what do I ask…

My mind raced with hundreds of questions, but I ultimately decided on what that might give me a clue as to why she never seemed to consider me as a dating prospect. “So if you wish you had a nice guy like me, then why do you always go for the same meathead guys? Especially when you have such bad luck with them?” I asked.

“Oh,” she said, taken aback by my question. “Going a little deep off the top, are we? Alright… I suppose it’s because I’m still young and just having some fun. I guess I just want to have some tasty treats before I settle down for the main course. If that makes sense.”

Alright, so she’s just going for the good looking buff guys now before she finds a long term partner. That’s what I want to be with her so that still gives me hope.

“Fair enough,” I said. “Should I spin now?”

Olivia nodded at me so I reached down and spun the bottle. I took another sip of beer as I watched it spin. I nearly choked when it landed on me.

Olivia’s eyes lit up and she shouted, “Yes! Your turn. Truth or dare?”

My stomach churned as I considered. I didn’t know how she really felt about me so I had no idea what she might ask me or make me do. I needed to make a quick decision though. “Truth,” I finally blurted out, thinking it would be the safest option to begin with.

“I guess we’re both a little scared to pick dare,” she giggled. “That’s fine though, we still have all night to play.”

I felt my dick start swelling up at the thought of playing all night with her.

She continued, “Okay, now what do I ask… Oh, I know! Why are you always single? Why do you never bring any girls out with you?”

Her question filled me with dread. She was the reason I never brought girls out. Because I wanted her to be my girl. But how could I tell her that?

I let out a deep sigh as I tried to come up with a fake answer that sounded truthful. “Well, like I said early, I haven’t had any luck on dating apps. I try, but I don’t know, maybe I just don’t know how to talk to women,” I answered with a sad shrug.

Olivia nodded thoughtfully at me. “You know, you aren’t limited to talking just to women. There are plenty of men out there, too,” she said, her words sounding heartfelt and sincere.

I tried not to react too surprised or hurt by her words, but I was shocked. I wasn’t sure why she would suggest such a thing. I tried my best to dismiss it with a joke, “Men probably wouldn’t respond to my messages either.”

She continued to stare at me, her eyes now with a sad look in them and I realized that this game had suddenly taken a bad turn. If I wanted to continue playing and hope for my chance to at least kiss her, I needed to turn things around quickly.

“Okay, it’s your turn to spin the bottle now,” I said excitedly, trying to revive the energy in the room. “How about we make the next two spins dares only?”

A fire ignited in Olivia’s eyes and her youthful energy returned. “Deal.”


CHAPTER 3

DARES

Olivia reached down and spun the bottle. I couldn’t believe that I might have just committed to going through with a dare, but I held on to hope that the bottle would land on her.

But it didn’t.

I felt my heart beat faster as I stared at the empty bottle pointing in my direction and silently cursed myself for my stupid idea.

Olivia looked ecstatic, however. “Yes! You get a dare!” she clapped excitedly. “Now let me think.”

She rested her chin in her hand as she tapped her finger on her plump lips. Her arm was pressing against her breasts and pushing them together, nearly popping them out of her low cut dress. I could feel my dick growing more and started to become nervous that it might soon become visible in my pants.

“Okay, I’m going to go easy on you the first time,” Olivia said. “I dare you to chug your beer!”

I looked at the beer bottle in my hand. I had only taken a single sip from it so it was still nearly full. As far as a dare went, it was very tame so I couldn’t pass it up. “Alright,” I shrugged.

I raised the bottle up and tipped my head back as I gulped it down. When I was finished I let out a loud belch and laughed as the bubbles tickled my insides. The walk to Olivia’s apartment had helped kill the buzz that I had from the bar, but after two more beers here, I was quickly feeling tipsy again.

“My turn to spin,” I said as I reached down and spun the bottle.

Watching it spin made me feel a little dizzy in my new state, so I looked away as I hoped it would land on Olivia. When I heard her squeal, I had a feeling that it hadn’t. Looking down confirmed that the bottle was once again pointing towards me.

Damnit. I have to do another dare now and she gets out of doing any. This plan really backfired, but at least it got her excited again.

“Let’s make things a little more fun this time,” she said with a diabolical look on her face. “I dare you to take off all of your clothes. Everything but your underwear.”

My eyes bulged in shock and fear.

She wants me to get undressed? She’s never even seen me shirtless before. I can’t imagine I compare to all the other guys she dates. But at the same time, maybe getting undressed will lead to something more between us…

I gritted my teeth as my body battled over control. Finally, I was able to gain enough control to hastily rip off my shirt and kick off my shoes. I stood up to take off my pants and felt my entire body shaking nervously as they dropped to the floor. I was now standing in front of my crush wearing nothing but my briefs.

“Oh my,” Olivia let out as she stared at my crotch.

I gasped and quickly grabbed a pillow off of the couch to cover up as I sat down. My dick started growing, knowing that her eyes were on it, which only made me more self conscious.

“Come on, no fair covering up with a pillow. I pretty much already saw everything. Don’t be a prude,” she added.

I awkwardly adjusted my underwear behind the pillow to hide my growing boner and then hesitantly put the pillow back on the couch. I wasn’t sure how much she saw, but I didn’t need her to see me erect while looking at her. Not yet anyways.

“Hopefully seeing me in all my glory doesn’t distract you too much from the game,” I joked, trying to take her attention away from my body.

She giggled while I hurried to spin the bottle again. This time, to my pleasure, it landed on her.

“Don’t even bother to ask,” she said. “I’ll be nice and take a dare since you just had two.”

Well then two can play at this game.

I gave her a smirk and calmly said, “I dare you to take off your dress.”

“Not very original, but I guess that’s fair,” Olivia said as she rolled her eyes at me.

She positioned herself on her knees and grabbed the hem of her dress. She slowly pulled the tight dress up, revealing her black lacy panties, her perfectly tight stomach, her feminine curves, and finally, her matching black bra and her bouncing breasts as they popped out from beneath her dress. I stared at her in awe.

Never before had I expected to find myself in a position to see her in her underwear, but tonight was quickly improving. Her body was even better than I had imagined it to be. I knew that this image of her would be locked in my mind forever.

An awkward silence was building between us as I gawked at her. Finally, she broke it by spinning the bottle again. This time it landed on me.

“Well? Truth or dare?” she asked me.

The way our dares have been going, with both of us practically naked already, I think I need to go with that. I need to keep this progressing.

“Dare,” I breathed out.

She let out a soft yet wild laugh as she grinned at me. She stood up and towered over me in her lingerie, not remotely ashamed of her body as she let me stare freely. Her fingers pulled up her panties, making them fit more snuggly around her pussy and her ass. I could now see the outlines of her lips through her lacy panties.

“I dare you to match me,” she said.

“Match you? What do you mean?” I asked in confusion.

She gestured at her body and smiled. “I want you to wear matching underwear. My underwear.”


CHAPTER 4

DRESSED UP

“You’ve got to be kidding,” I said in shock. “You want me to wear your bra and panties? Why?”

Olivia dismissively rolled her eyes at me. “Because I dared you to, that’s why. Now are you going to do it or not?”

I had to admit that the idea of touching a pair of her panties and feeling it against my skin actually sounded rather nice. But I didn’t want to achieve that by wearing a pair.

“No way!” I responded.

Disappointment flooded Olivia’s face as she shook her head at me. She reached down and grabbed her discarded dress and started putting it back on. “Well then I guess our little game is all over then. You might as well call yourself a ride home now, too,” she said flatly.

She wants me to leave because I won’t do her stupid little dare? Damnit… I can’t let that happen…

I stared at her with clenched teeth as I tried to summon the will to agree. And finally I managed. “Fine, I’ll do it. I’ll wear your clothes,” I said.

I can’t believe I just agreed to do this. I hope it doesn’t backfire on me.

Olivia stopped putting her dress on and quickly reversed her flow, ripping it back off and tossing it to the floor. When I saw her face again it was covered with a huge smile from ear to ear. “Yay!” she squealed.

I watched as she hopped to her feet and hurried to her closet. She started going through the various drawers until she pulled out a couple items. When she turned around to show me, I couldn’t help but shake my head.

“Pink? Really? Why not black like the ones you’re wearing?” I asked as I stared at the pink bra and panties.

“These are the only matching set I have that are both clean and that should fit you,” she explained. “But come on, don’t be like that. Real men feel comfortable enough with themselves that they can wear pink. Plus, I think this color will look really sexy on you.”

She thinks I’ll look sexy? That I can work with.

“Okay, okay. Fine,” I sighed as I reached out to take the underwear from her. I looked around for somewhere private to get dressed, but there really wasn’t anywhere in her small apartment.

“Just go change by the couch. I promise I won’t try to peek,” Olivia said.

I trudged over to the couch as she suggested then looked back over my shoulder to see if she was true to her word. She was playing on her phone in the kitchenette, not looking at me.

Let’s just get this over with. She clearly wants me to and is excited about it. It should win me some points.

I set down the bra and looked at the panties. They looked like smaller versions of briefs and had a seem going up the back. They looked like they would fit very snuggly.

I quickly pulled down my underwear and slipped on the panties. As I pulled them up my legs and over my dick, the panties slipped well into my ass crack. There was little room in the crotch and my dick felt a little squished. I did like how they felt on my ass though.

Next, I picked up the bra and put my arms through the straps. I pulled the cups down over my chest and then reached behind my back to connect the claps. It was a little difficult to reach, but I managed to get it after a few attempts.

When I was dressed, I looked down at myself to see the bright pink lingerie on my body. I desperately wished I was looking at a woman’s body wearing the clothes rather than myself, but I did like the fact that it was Olivia’s that I was wearing. I knew that I couldn’t let her know that I liked it even a little bit though.

“I look ridiculous in this,” I said as I continued to look at myself.

“But those panties make your ass look nice and perky,” Olivia giggled behind me.

I felt my cheeks blush as my hands reached back to cover my exposed ass. But at the same time, my dick started growing from her complement and quickly popped out of the top of the panties.

“Now turn around so I can really see you,” she added.

Shit! Shit, shit, shit! How can I possibly turn around when my dick is popping out?

I tried pushing it back down, but it was extremely visible no matter what I did with it. The panties were fairly transparent as well so there was no doubt that Olivia would likely be seeing my dick if I turned around.

“Uh, just a second. I need to, uhh, adjust some stuff before I turn around,” I said awkwardly as I continued trying to hide my dick.

I heard Olivia giggling behind me again. “Getting a little excited by wearing my panties are you?” she teased me.

For some reason her words only made my dick more excited.

Why is this happening to me! Settle down, dick!

I was beginning to panic. I wasn’t ready for her to see my dick, especially not inside a pair of pink panties.

“You know… I was going to wait until your next dare, but if you’re too shy to show me your dick, then I might have a way for you to hide it,” Olivia said.

Hide my dick? How would I do that?

“Uhh, how?” I replied nervously.

“I will only tell you if you agree to go along with it.”

Do I have any other choice? Damnit.

“Okay, I’ll do it. How do I hide my dick?” I agreed. My shoulders slumped at my feeling of defeat. I felt so weak and small because I was too afraid to let her see my dick. I knew on one hand that she would need to see it if we were to ever have sex, but I wanted that moment to be right, not dressed like this.

“Wait right there. I have just the device.”


CHAPTER 5

CAGED UP

Iheard Olivia’s soft footsteps behind me as she went to find whatever device she claimed would help me hide my dick. The idea of using a “device” on my dick was nerve wracking, but so I was the idea of showing her how I looked wearing her bra and panties. It was a crazy scenario that I had stumbled into and at this point I just had to hope that her supposed device wouldn’t make it even crazier.

Soon I heard her footsteps grow louder as she approached me. The sound of her feet suddenly stopped and then something bounced on the couch next to me. I looked down to see two little pink pieces of plastic and a key inside of a small lock laying on the seat beside me.

“What is this?” I asked her as I stared at the pieces curiously.

“It’s called a chastity cage,” she said. “It locks over your dick. I got it because it’s supposed to help keep men from cheating. I’m tired of all these men sleeping around on me.”

“You really think that a man is going to put something like this on for you just because you asked?” I scoffed as I thought about the idea of locking a cage over my dick.

“You just agreed to do just that so I guess the answer is yes,” she said gleefully.

Damn, she’s right. I did agree. I can’t believe this is getting worse. But maybe I can still right this ship.

“I guess I did,” I admitted. “Fine, I’ll do it but you have to agree to do a dare next.”

Olivia laughed. “Okay, deal.”

There we go. I’ll put her silly cage on and then I’ll dare her to kiss me. Then I’ll get things back on track.

I reached down and picked up the pieces. I fumbled with them until I figured out how they worked and carefully put them over my dick. When I had the two plastic pieces connected, I put the little lock into the open slit and turned the key to lock everything in place. I moved my hands away and the cage stayed on. Instead of a dick. I now had a little plastic nub.

I tucked it down into my panties and to my surprise, it actually did hide it pretty well. In fact, I barely had a bulge at all.

I guess I have to show myself to her now. This is going to be so humiliating…

I slowly turned around and let her see. Olivia was standing behind me and thoroughly looked me over before responding. “You have a surprisingly feminine body,” she said.

That was the last thing that I wanted to hear. Her words were even more humiliating than I had imagined. I let out a deep exhale as my body deflated.

“Did you lock it on? Can I see the key?”

Without thinking, I held up my hand with the key. Olivia quickly snatched it out of my hand and tucked it into her bra.

“Come on, give me that back. I already can’t believe I agreed to do this. Don’t make it worse,” I moaned.

She playfully shook her head as she bit her lip. “I’m sorry, Ben, but I can’t do that. I need to use you to learn how these cages work. I need to know what to expect when I lock up my next boyfriend.”

So I’m doing homework for her next boyfriend. How does this keep getting worse!

“You can’t just keep me locked in this thing,” I argued.

“I can’t? Are you going to reach into my bra and take your key back?” she said as she heaved her breasts forward at me.

I couldn’t help but stare. I desperately wanted to get my hands inside her bra to feel them, but I couldn’t be that forward. I did have one possible solution though.

“Fine, but you agreed to do a dare next. So I dare you to give me the key back,” I said boldly, finally feeling a sense of victory.

Olivia gave me a pitying look and shook her head again. “Sadly, truth or dare is over, Ben. We’re playing a new game now called, ‘Ben does whatever Olivia says’.”

There was a slight kinkiness to the name of her game, but mostly it gave me a bad feeling. “And what does Olivia say?” I asked hesitantly.

She cocked her head to the side and looked at me. And then she smiled. “I think I have a great idea. I think you need a confidence boost and I want you to understand what it’s like to for a girl like me in the dating scene,” she started before pausing.

I don’t like the sound of this…

She smiled and then continued. “Maybe it will give you valuable insight for your own dating struggles, too.”

I frowned at her cryptic words. “What are you talking about?” I asked.

Her smile morphed into a wicked grin. “Isn’t it obvious? We’re going to make you a new online dating profile,” she said. “As a girl.”


CHAPTER 6

NEW PROFILE

Ithrew my head back in disbelief. “Why would I create a girl dating profile when I’m a man?” I asked, my tone expressing the growing agitation from each new surprise that Olivia threw at me.

Olivia let out a huff. “I just want a guy to understand how it feels to be on the other side. I need a friend who can relate to me for once. Girls are catty and just lie to each other, I need a guy friend like you to talk to about these things,” she explained.

Now it was my turn to sigh.

I guess that seals it. I’m in the friend zone. I might as well just do as she says now. I might as well keep our friendship alive. I do like having her in my life, even if just as a friend.

“Chin up, Benny. Like I said, this could be valuable insight for you as well. We can look over all the messages you get and I’ll show you which I would respond to and which I find offensive. Think of it as having an insider helping you learn the other team’s playbook,” she continued.

That actually sounds like it might be helpful. And it’s not like I’m actually going to have to go out dressed like a girl or anything. It’s just a fake profile online. No body else could possibly know about it.

I tried to look pensive long enough to make it look believable and then agreed. “Fine. I’ll do it. That actually does sound like a good perk,” I said.

Olivia bounced up and down, sending her breasts jiggling. “Yay! I’m so happy!” she cried out. She ran up and gave me a tight hug, squeezing her breasts against me.

For the first time, I felt my dick start growing only for it to be stopped by the small chastity cage. It strained against the cage as she continued to embrace me and I could feel her soft skin against mine. It was quickly becoming uncomfortable.

When she released me, she hurried back to her closet. I took the opportunity to adjust my dick and balls to make them more comfortable.

“Before we can get started, we need to get into our slumber party clothes!” Olivia called out from her closet.

I walked over to her bed where she had tossed some clothes. It all looked small, satin, and soft. Olivia bent over, picked up two items, and tossed them to me. There was a small pair of shorts and a small shirt. They were a matching set of satin pink pajamas.

“Put those on,” she ordered me.

I wasn’t sure why she wanted me to wear more women’s clothing, but I was happy for the chance to cover up. I first pulled up the shorts, they were very small and fit snuggly around my bottom. I next put on the top. It, too, was short, leaving my midriff exposed. It had spaghetti straps and felt soft against my skin. I liked how they felt.

Olivia put on a similar pair of pajamas that were purple. “Look how cute we are! Now it’s like we’re really having a slumber party,” she teased.

My dick started pressing against the chastity cage again. I was glad that it was there to hide my growing dick. “Is this supposed to help me get in the mood to do this or something?” I asked, still confused why she had me get dressed.

“No, silly. These are for your sexy profile pictures,” she answered. “Now lower your head so I can put this on.”

I was so stunned by her answer that I did as she said without thinking. She started putting a wig over my head as my heart raced in fear. “P-profile picture? You’re going to take a picture of me looking like this? To post online?” Saying the words out loud only terrified me more.

“Don’t worry. I’ll touch up the picture and apply some filters. No one will know it’s you,” she said, dismissing my concerns. “The last thing we need is a little lipstick. Pucker your lips.”

I groaned my displeasure, but did as she said, tired of fighting over every little detail. Olivia brushed my long, brown hair out of my face and applied the lipstick to my lips.

“Perfect! Now let’s pose you by the couch. I like the lighting over there better.”

I followed her to the couch where she began posing my body, turning me to the side and pulling one of my shirt straps down my shoulder so it playfully fell on my arm.

“Great, now look distant and mysterious. Like you’re lost in thought,” she instructed me.

I tried to do what she said as I reflected on everything that had happened tonight. Olivia began taking pictures with her phone while i was lost in thought. When she was done, she pulled out her laptop and started fiddling around with it. I sat down on couch to catch my breath and wind down.

“It’s perfect!” Olivia soon gasped.

I scooted over and looked at her laptop screen. On it I saw a picture of me, or what was supposed to be me. Instead, the person on the screen look far more feminine, with soft, smooth features and legs. She had touched up my face as well, making it look like I had makeup and no sign of facial hair.

“That’s me?” I asked incredulously.

Olivia chuckled. “No, Ben. That’s Becca.”

“You really made me look like a woman,” I said as I looked closer. “Becca, huh?”

She smiled at my interest. “Do you like it? Well let’s get Becca setup on a dating site,” she said. She opened a browser and went to a site called “Plenty of Dicks”. “I like this one because it lets the girls be in charge. Guys can’t message us until we message them first.”

“So you’re going to make me message guys?”

Olivia shrugged. “Just think of it as an investigation. You’re doing it so we can do our research,” she answered.

I didn’t like the idea of messaging guys, but I was still interested in her help with dating so I figured I would just go with it.

Olivia continued working on her laptop. “Okay, I’m making you an account with the name Becca Dixon. Let’s see you have brown hair, brown eyes, size C breasts…”

I looked down at my chest. “I do? Wait, why are you entering breast sizes on a dating site?”

“It helps get you better matches,” she explained. “Okay, now for your profile description. Let’s see… ‘Hey guys, I’m new in town and looking for someone to show me around. And to show me a good time.’ and I’ll add a little winky face. Now just upload your picture, submit, and… boom! You, Becca, are single and ready to mingle!”

“Wow, I can’t believe you talked me into this,” I said with a deep exhale. The idea of having my own female dating profile flustered me. Would men really message me thinking that I was a woman? Did that picture really look that convincing? I guess time would only tell.

Olivia closed her laptop and looked at me. “Now remember, Becca. This is just the beginning. I expect you to continue checking your account all week. I want you to message ten guys that catch your eye by the next time we hang out. Okay?”

“Yeah, sure,” I agreed. I wasn’t excited to do it, but I would do it for her.

“I’m going to hold on to this key until then to make sure you do as you said,” she added as she patted her bra that had the key to my cage tucked inside it.

“Okay, okay. I said I would do it,” I replied defensively.

Olivia suddenly leaned in and gave me a soft kiss on the lips. I felt breathless as I tasted her for the first time. “That’s a good girl,” she said as she pulled away. I stared at her speechless as she took my hand in hers and stood up. “Now why don’t we go cuddle in bed and get some sleep.”


Part 2

Becoming Becca


CHAPTER 1

CAGED AND CONFUSED

I’ll always remember the rest of that night, the night of my slumber party with Olivia. Spending the night in bed with her was everything I had ever wanted, but this night was more like a cruel tease. While I at last got to hold her, to touch her body against mine, I was denied any true pleasures of the flesh. But it wasn’t because she rejected me, it was because of the device locked around my dick, a chastity cage.

It was all part of a silly game of truth or dare that took some very unexpected turns. First she dared me to put on one of her bras and panties. I know she meant it to be harmless fun, but I felt very self conscious wearing it. Mostly because feeling her panties against my dick felt so good.

Too good actually. My dick kept growing harder from the touch of her lacy panties. She wanted me to turn around and show her how I looked, but I was too embarrassed. So she offered me a way to hide my dick and make it so she wouldn’t see it beneath the panties. She offered me a chastity cage.

Had I known that she would take the key to the chastity cage and withhold it from me, I would have never put it on. But once she held the key, she refused to let me take it off until her little experiment was done. Her experiment in which she wanted to test the cage on a guy friend before forcing her next boyfriend to wear one.

She also had another use for having me under her control. She wanted a guy friend who could empathize with her dating struggles. Someone who could see what it was like to be an attractive girl on dating sites. She dressed me up in satin pink pajamas and posed me in her apartment to take a picture which she edited to make me look more feminine. Then she used it to create an online dating profile for a girl named Becca Dixon.

I couldn’t believe that I now had a feminine presence online and my own name to go with it, but Olivia was insistent. She also demanded that I reach out to ten different men during the next week before we would next get together, and she told me that if I didn’t, then I wouldn’t get the key to my chastity cage back.

We spent the rest of the night wearing our matching lingerie in bed together. More specifically, Olivia slept while I stayed awake, pained by the discomfort of my dick straining in my new cage. As long as I laid there next to my long time crush, wearing her clothes, and touching her soft skin, I couldn’t seem to relax. There was also something about her having control over me and my dick. It was all too arousing.

When she finally woke, I pretended to do the same. She let me get dressed in the clothes I came wearing and I soon returned home where I quickly passed out, exhausted from the long night. I awoke thinking that last night had all been a fever dream, but when I reached down and still felt the cage wrapped around my dick, I knew it had really happened. What I didn’t know, was what would happen next or when she would finally let me take the cage off.

Until then, I would just have to go along with her demands and do her bidding. I would have to pretend to be this Becca Dixon and send messages to random men online. I didn’t like it, but what other choice did I have?

Throughout the week I often opened the dating app and browsed through the suggested matches, but it always felt so weird. Occasionally I would get lost looking at a particular guy and reading through his profile, but it often left me feeling insecure about my looks, passions, and career. How could I land a girl like Olivia when there were guys like these in the world?

I held on to the fact that I was the last guy that she had kissed. Even if I was wearing her clothing and she called me a “good girl” afterwards, it had to mean something, right? Friends don’t just kiss each other on the lips like that.

As the week went on, a pressure started to grow inside my chastity cage. Every day I began getting hornier and hornier. Every little thing was turning me on and causing my dick to press against the cage. I had never gone so long without masturbating, but now with this cage, I couldn’t. And it was beginning to drive me crazy.

My growing desperation and the daily reminders from Olivia finally drove me to complete my assignment to message men on the dating app. I tried to think of what to say by remembering how women had reached out to me in the past. Unfortunately, there weren’t many of those times to recall. I was tempted to just say “hi” and let them figure out a response, but I didn’t want Olivia to accuse me of cheating or not taking this serious enough.

Instead, I searched their profiles to find shared interests and wrote custom messages to each of them based on their favorite books, movies, and hobbies. Being that they were men like me, there were lots of shared interests which was refreshing. I sprinkled in a fun helping of emoticons and “LOL”s to make it look like my messages were really written by a girl and then sent them off.

My heart pounded every time I clicked send. Almost every time I received replies within minutes after sending my messages and hearing the little ding of the notification made me jump nervously every time.

Seeing that men actually replied to an account that had a female version of me as the profile picture made me feel flustered.

Do men really find me attractive like this?

I was afraid to read the responses so I decided to wait until I saw Olivia next so we could read them together. Even though I was scared, I couldn’t deny that I was also very curious. I was glad that I was on my way back to Olivia’s house right now to see her again.


CHAPTER 2

RETURN VISIT

Iarrived at Olivia’s apartment late in the evening. I was surprised when she suddenly she asked me to come over because she had told me that she would be busy all night. I had to assume that her plans ended early or abruptly. Whatever the reason, I was glad for the chance to see her.

“Hey, Ben!” she greeted me excitedly as she opened the door. Before I could respond she lunged forward and gave me a big hug, pressing her large breasts against me. “I’m so glad to have a nice guy like you in my life. I just had the worst date.”

So she was on a date? I guess those were her plans.

“Nice to see you, too,” I said when she released her tight embrace. “I’m sorry to hear about your date though. Let me guess, another meathead?”

She rolled her eyes and head emphatically, annoyed by my question, then turned around and walked down the entryway. As she walked, her long satin purple robe flowed majestically behind her. “Yeah, yeah. I know they’re the worst, but they’re also the most fun.”

I followed her inside. “I know some nice guys that are pretty fun, too,” I said, talking about myself.

She scoffed at my response. “Oh, yeah? Are you going to set me up on some blind dates? Sorry, I’m not that desperate yet.”

That’s not what I meant at all…

“So what was so bad about this guy?” I asked. Part of me didn’t want to hear any more about the date, but I figured learning what upset her might be good to know.

Olivia let out sigh as she sat down on the edge of her bed. “He had that big dick energy. Do you what I mean? Guys with big dicks are always so smug and cocky. He was just too full of himself and expected me to put out on the first date,” she explained. “I mean, I enjoy a good fucking as much as the next girl, but you still need to earn it!”

Hearing her answer made me wish that I hadn’t asked.

If she thinks all guys with big dicks act like that, but says that I’m a nice guy… does that mean she thinks that I have a small dick?

The thought was unsettling. “Oh that sucks,” I finally managed to mutter in response as I sat down on the bed next to her.

She waved her hand dismissively at the conversation. “Anyways, enough about my terrible date life, let’s talk about yours. Did you message ten men like I told you to?”

I knew the question would come up at some point, but there was still a part of me that was hoping she would forget. Of course if she did, I’m not sure that I would have the chance to get the key to my cage back. Either way, I wasn’t thrilled to talk about pretending to be a girl and messaging men on a dating site.

“I, uhh…,” I stammered.

Olivia excitedly cut me off before I could answer. “No wait! Before you say anything I think we need to get you back into character. I want to hear from Becca, not Ben,” she said.

Does that mean she wants me to wear her clothing again?

I stared at her, looking for a sign of what she meant and then hesitantly asked when I couldn’t figure it out. “Do you mean you want me to dress up in your clothes again?”

“Ugh, I feel so stupid! How could I have you messaging men all week when you were yourself. I should have let you borrow some of my clothes so you could be Becca when you messaged them. I really want you to feel what it’s like to be a girl on dating sites!”

Hearing that she did want me to dress up in her clothing again filled my body with mixed feelings. I liked how she kissed me when I dressed up last weekend; it was like the beginning to a sexy lesbian porno. But I didn’t want to make it a regular thing. Although it all did feel pretty nice…

“Seriously? Why do I need to dress up again? Can’t I just be myself?” I groaned dramatically. I wanted her to think that I was completely against the idea, even if I was only mostly against it.

“Oh come on, Ben. Be a little more open minded. It’s all just in good fun for the sake of our little experiment!” she replied. “You help me with this and I promise I will find you a date.”

I would rather have a date with her, but a date is a date and I have been on an epic dry streak lately. I could use all the help I could get to get laid by someone.

I let out an over the top sigh and slumped my shoulders. “Fine,” I said. “But I’m going to hold you to that date.”

Olivia let out a boisterous laughter. “That reminds me,” she said as she stood up and walked to her bedside table. She opened the top drawer and pulled out a silver necklace which she clasped behind her neck. When she turned around my eyes were drawn to the necklace hanging between her breasts. On the end of the necklace was the key to my chastity cage. “I don’t know why, but I’ve found myself enjoying wearing your key around. There’s something about having his power that’s intoxicating.”

My eyes flickered back and forth between her breasts and my key as my dick began pressing against its little plastic prison. The thought of her wearing my key was beyond arousing and remembering the power she held over me while she had the key was exhilarating. When I saw it displayed like between her breasts like that, I suddenly didn’t mind that I was locked up for her.

She continued, “Even though you agreed, I just wanted to remind you that you don’t have much of a choice anymore. Now let’s get you dressed up.”


CHAPTER 3

GETTING INTO CHARACTER

Olivia hurried to her closet and began digging through her dresser. “Should we dress you in something extra sexy tonight?” she asked. “Maybe some thigh highs and some lingerie?”

I was beginning to feel uneasy by her excitement. Yet I also couldn’t deny the arousal I was feeling, I could feel my desires to wear her sexy clothing in my dick.

“I know just the thing!” Olivia gasped. She pulled out several items and tossed them onto the bed behind her, giggling as she went.

“Can I at least have a drink if you’re going to make me do this again?” I asked, looking for something to take my edge off.

“Good idea! Grab me a beer, too,” she answered.

I turned and walked towards the refrigerator in her kitchenette where I pulled out two beers. I felt better not seeing her enthusiasm for what she was about to do to me. I opened each bottle and took a long swig of one, hoping for some instant relief. It didn’t stop my thoughts from racing, however.

Is this going to be a thing from now on? Is she going to keep me locked up and keep dressing me up until she gets whatever weird end result she wants out of her dating experiment? I’m not sure how long I can last in this chastity cage…

My biggest concern was that I might start liking being her doll and letting her dress me up. I couldn’t deny my growing interest and arousal, and if she kept me locked up in this cage I worried that it would only grow more intense and I would want it even more.

After another sip, I returned to Olivia and handed her the other bottle. She took a drink and then smiled at me as she sat on her bed next to some clothes.

“It was a tough decision, but I think I know what you should wear tonight,” she said.

My body began shaking from her words. I wasn’t sure if it was from nerves or excitement. “Oh?” I replied.

Her smile widened as she nodded at me. “I thought about dressing you in a slinky dress or a cute romper, but then it dawned on me. What really separates men from women? Men are rugged and handsome in their simple outfits. Women are sexy and curvy, and that all begins with what they wear beneath their clothes.”

“So you’re going to make me wear a bra and panties again?” I asked. That didn’t worry me too much, that she had me wear last time.

She shook her head. “Not exactly,” she answered.

She held up a long black lacy piece of lingerie. The lace had floral patterns and the top had padded cups for breasts. The bottom connected with a thin strand of fabric. It did look quite sexy.

Olivia continued, “I want you to feel extra feminine as Becca so you really feel like a woman. This is my favorite teddy. I wear this when I’m determined to go get fucked. It makes me feel so sexy and naughty.”

She’s been fucked while wearing this? That’s so hot.

My dick quickly surged to life and strained against its cage at the thought of her being fucked while wearing this lingerie. And the thought of me wearing it next.

“Oh, okay,” I managed to mumble in response.

“To go with this you will be wearing some sexy thigh highs,” she added. She held up two long black sheer stockings. I had never thought about wearing stockings before, but they did look sexy. I wonder if they felt as nice and silky as they looked.

I can’t believe I’m going to wear these clothes, but I really don’t have a choice. I guess I just need to accept that and dress up for her.

I stared at her and the lingerie awkwardly until she finally said, “Well? Are you going to strip and get dressed?”

Her voice snapped me out of my thoughts and I quickly moved to take the clothes from her. Her little studio apartment didn’t have much privacy, but I remembered that last time I had changed in the corner by her couch so I made my way back there to get dressed again.

I slowly took off my clothes, hoping to delay the inevitable even though I knew there was no point. I was going to have to do it no matter what. Once I was naked, I quickly stepped into the teddy and pulled it up. As I expected, the thin strap at the bottom slipped nicely into my ass crack as I put my arms through the straps. In the back, there was a clasp much like a bra which I reached behind and connected. Having it secured made the teddy fit much better and made the cups of the bra slightly push up my chest.

I ran my hands down the lingerie to really feel it against my skin. It felt nice and I felt naughty wearing it, like the slut it sounded like Olivia was when she wore it. My dick started stirring more in its cage and I had to tuck it down to make it fit better beneath the teddy.

Next, I picked up the thigh highs and slipped them over each leg. They were soft and silky, just as I had imagined. They, too, felt nice.

Wearing both parts of the outfit made me feel sexier and naughtier than ever. I wanted to continue rubbing my hands along the lingerie, to really feel the clothing against me. To feel how Olivia felt when she wore it to get fucked and felt the hands of men groping at her beautiful body.

My hand slipped down and rubbed against my tucked cage and I let out a little moan of pleasure at the touch as my mind flooded with sensual fantasies.

“Sounds like you’re really getting into character,” I heard Olivia say behind me.


CHAPTER 4

GIVING IN

Istartled and instinctually covered up my chest and crotch, even though there was no way Olivia could see anything. I looked over my shoulder and she was standing there watching me with an amused look on her face.

“I, uhh…” I stammered nervously. “I guess it feels kind of… nice.”

“Oh, trust me. I know it does,” she giggled. “That’s why that’s my go to outfit for getting laid. I feel amazing in it and men can’t resist it.”

She made me want to start touching myself again, but I resisted this time. I hoped that I would be able to jerk off to the thoughts later, if she unlocked my cage.

I let out a deep breath and then finally turned around to let her see me. She cocked her head to the side and studied me thoroughly. Then she shook her head in disappointment. “No, this is all wrong. I still see Ben when I look at you. You’re really doing a disservice to my favorite lingerie!” she said.

I looked down at my body in confusion.

What was she expecting? I’m a man wearing women’s clothing. How would I look any better?

“Do you want me to wear something different?” I asked.

She let out a sigh and shook her head again. “No, I don’t think any other outfit would really help,” she let out. “I think we are just going to have to make a few changes on your body to improve things.”

What the hell does that mean?

I stared at her, my eyes wide with concern. “Change my body?” I asked hesitantly.

She smirked at me. “Just a few minor touch ups, like shaving your legs and body,” she answered.

“What?! You want me to shave my body? Come on, that’s too much! There’s no way I’m doing that,” I shouted abruptly, unable to hold back my shock and anger.

Her eyes pierced me with daggers. Without taking them off me, her hand began playing with her necklace. And with the key between her breasts. “Are you sure about that?” she asked me firmly.

My dick swelled up watching her play with my key, but the rest of my body filled with frustration. “You’re really going to play that card again? I thought we were friends, why are you doing this to me?” I whined.

“I’ve already explained that, Ben. I’m doing this for both of us. I need a friend who can really empathize with me about what it’s like to be a girl in the dating scene and you need insight as to what girls what to hear from men. Not only will I help you with that, but I think that embracing your inner femininity and roleplaying as a girl will help you really understand how it feels and how to relate and talk to women,” Olivia explained.

“I already know all that, but why do you you keep teasing me with that key and forcing me to dress up, shave, and who knows what else? I’ll still help you if you let me out of this cage,” I pleaded.

She held the key up in front of her face and gave it a gentle kiss. “I might have agreed to that last weekend, but after wearing this key around for a week there’s no chance of that. I enjoy it far too much,” she said softly. “Plus, this guarantees that you do as I say.”

My dick was pressing hard against its cage beneath my teddy. There was no denying how sexy she was when she acted dominant over me, when she flaunted the key and her power. I gritted my teeth as I struggled to resist begging for my key.

“Just embrace it. I know you like it, too,” she continued. She stepped towards me and gently placed her hands on my hips. Feeling her feminine fingers against the lace of my teddy sent shivers through my body. She stood on her tippy toes, nestled her face against mine and then whispered, “Tell me you want it. Tell me you want to stay locked up for me and do whatever I say.”

My mind battled. My heart raced. I didn’t know what to say. I closed my eyes and surrendered to my impulses. “I want to keep it on. For you,” I said without thinking.

Olivia chuckled wickedly as she pulled her body away from mine. When her hands departed my hips I longed to feel her touch again. And then it dawned on me what I had just said. I had agreed to stay locked up in a chastity cage.

Why did I say that? Why did I just agree to staying locked up for her?

To my surprise, she leaned in and gave me a sweet little kiss on the lips. “I knew you were a good girl,” she said when she pulled her lips away.

I touched my lips in awe. I could still taste the sweetness of her lip gloss which she must have worn for her date. I nodded to her that I was a good girl.

“Good,” she said sharply. “Now why don’t you finally behave, go into the bathroom, and shave your legs. I don’t want to have to punish you.”

I nodded again and scampered off into her small bathroom. I had never shaved my legs before so I wasn’t even sure how to begin, but I at least knew I would need a razor so I dug around in her cabinet until I found a fresh one.

Then I got undress and went into her shower to begin feminizing my body.


CHAPTER 5

BECOMING BECCA

When I was done shaving my legs and body, I felt completely different. Like I was a new person. When I put Olivia’s lingerie back on, that feeling intensified.

The lacy teddy tickled my body as I put it on and felt more connected to my body. The thigh highs were even silkier and more enthralling when they touched my smooth legs. My body’s sensitivity was at an all time high now that it was hairless and the lingerie touching it felt amazing.

While I was shaving, Olivia had cracked the door open and handed me the wig I wore last time. She told me that she wanted to see the full Becca when I was done. So now that I was dressed, I put the long brunette wig on as well, and brushed it with my fingers as I checked out my reflection in the mirror.

The lingerie definitely looked sexy, though it didn’t look as good on me as I knew it would on Olivia. I hoped that I would some day get to see her wear it, too. Though at the same time, I didn’t want to give it up. Not just yet.

With my wig in place, I finally made my way back out to Olivia. I found her sitting on the couch with her laptop on her lap. She ignored me until I sat down next to her and snapped her out of her concentration.

“Sorry, I was just reading through the responses to your messages,” she said as she looked up at me. Her eyes lit up as they ran across my body and she smiled as they reached my face. “Well done. I can finally see you as Becca when you look like this.” To my delight, she placed her hand on my leg and started moving it down my thigh, making me shiver with sensation. “Doesn’t it feel nice to be smooth like this?”

“Mmm, yeah,” I moaned as her hand made its way back up my thigh, dangerously close to my crotch. My dick started growing at the feeling. Her hand started its way up my body, over my lacy teddy and to my chest. It was joined by another as they squeezed the cups of my lingerie and my chest beneath it. My breasts felt more sensitive than ever.

I felt like I was beginning to melt with pleasure. I wanted her to keep touching me and exploring my body. I wanted her to do whatever she wanted with me. “Don’t stop,” I breathed out.

Her hands quickly slid back down my body and then squeezed my thighs before letting go. “Sorry, Becca. We need to get to business!”

I let out a deep breath of air that I had been holding in and tried to regain my composure. I adjusted my caged dick beneath the teddy so it fit more between my legs and was less noticeable as my struggling dick tried hard to get erect.

As I fixed myself, Olivia continued, “First, I’m glad that you really did do your assignment. You sent some very thoughtful messages. Is that how you normally message women?”

I shrugged. “Sometimes, if I find shared interests on their profile. Other times I feel like I don’t have a shot anyways so I just say some generic greeting like, ‘Hey, how’s it going?’”

Olivia’s face grimaced at my response. “I hate those types of messages. You’re just pushing the responsibility to communicate to the other person. It’s lazy and inconsiderate,” she explained.

That’s good to know. Maybe I will learn something from this whole experience…

“Oh, okay,” I replied.

“Next, I noticed that all of the responses were unread. Why didn’t you read any of them?”

“I thought I would wait to read them with you.”

She considered my answer and then said, “I guess I only told you to send messages, not to hold conversations. I’ll take the fault for that one. Luckily, men are desperate creatures and you could wait months to respond and they will still come running like a dog for a bone.”

I faked a laugh at her joke to be polite despite not appreciating her jab at my gender. “So, were the responses as bad as you led me to believe they would be?” I asked.

“Let me show you some of the highlights,” she grinned. “Come closer so you can see.”

I moved closer until our legs touched, my thigh highs against her satin robe. I wrapped my arm around her and rested my head on her shoulder so I could get at better look at the screen on her lap. I could smell her sweet perfume. It was intoxicating.

She proceeded to show me the first four messages, all of which were pictures of cocks, all bigger than mine. Each included some lame pickup line asking if I wanted to meet up for some dick. “Pretty bad, right?” Olivia asked me.

“I mean, I would love it if a girl replied to my message with naked pictures,” I shrugged.

Olivia scoffed at my response. “Ugh, it’s not the same. And you’re supposed to empathize with me, not try to get me to send nudes!”

I couldn’t help but laugh at her. “I’m not sure how you expected a guy to empathize with you about this.”

She rolled her eyes at me. “Because I know you’re not like most guys and you’re supposed to be Becca right now!” she exclaimed.

“Okay, but come on. Don’t those big tasty cocks make you just a little wet?” I replied in the girliest voice I could manage.

She growled and pushed me. “It’s not funny!”

I tightly wrapped my arms around her to prevent any further pushes as I laughed playfully. She squirmed and her body tensed beneath my arms, but I continued to hold her. I could smell her perfume even more now as I held her tightly and it was becoming too much to take. I couldn’t resist tasting her.

I face nuzzled up against her neck and brushed her hair away. And then I kissed her delicate skin.


CHAPTER 6

GETTING WET

Olivia craned her neck to the side and welcomed my kisses. My lips slowly moved up her neck, my breath growing heavier with every touch of her soft skin.

“Mmm, are you getting a little wet thinking about cock, Becca?” she moaned.

I ignored her tease as my hands wrapped around her and grabbed her breasts. I wasn’t sure what had suddenly snapped in me, but I couldn’t stop. I needed her.

She gasped as my hands squeezed her plump breasts firmly and I felt her body squirm against mine. I could tell she liked it. “Now, now, Becca,” she said as my lips worked across her cheeks, towards her mouth. “As much as I like to fool around with my girl friends, we have work to do. But maybe we can have a little fun if you’re good.”

My finger brushed against the key between her breasts and reminded me that I needed to do as she said. I forced myself to stop, pulling back my lips and hands from her alluring body. “Sorry,” I muttered in response.

Olivia turned to look at me and smiled. “It’s okay. Between becoming a girl and your little chastity cage, I understand that you have a lot of new feelings coursing through you right now. But let’s try to be on our best behavior, shall we?”

“Yes, alright,” I groaned.

“Good,” she said sharply.

She continued to show me the rest of the responses. None of the other’s had dick pictures in them, but several had extremely filthy messages. I couldn’t believe that men actually messaged women in such a way. I began understanding Olivia’s dating plight. After filtering out the bad messages, we were left with just a few that were positive.

“Three out of ten have potential. That’s an epically failing grade,” Olivia said.

I shrugged. “I would be happy with getting three responses out of ten as myself,” I replied. “I’m still surprised that all ten replied to my messages!”

Olivia giggled, “Of course they did. Men are pigs and would reply to almost anyone. Your profile picture was pretty sexy though, so that definitely helped, too.”

“Really? You think I looked sexy?” I asked, surprised by her choice of words.

“I did and I do,” she replied. “In fact, I think you should take some sexy selfies right now to add to your profile. That will really drive the boys crazy.”

My heart fluttered thinking of posing for more pictures to post online and at the possibility of more men seeing them. Now that I was feeling a little sexier and comfortable with my new look, the idea did sound rather kinky and appealing. But I still worried that someone might recognize me on the dating site.

“What if someone recognizes me?” I asked.

“I’ll touch it up just like I did last time. You will look like the girl you were meant to be, Becca,” Olivia replied.

I wasn’t quite sure what she meant by that, but I was reassured by her commitment to edit my pictures after seeing her previous work. “Okay, what should I do?”

She stood up and posed me on the couch, adjusting my teddy and thigh highs and fixing my wig so that it laid over my shoulders. She spread my legs open provocatively and then stretched out my arms and handed me her phone.

“Heave up your breasts and pout your lips like you’re going to kiss the phone,” she instructed.

I did as she said and then started snapping pictures. I felt so naughty taking sexy selfies in lingerie. I could feel my dick reacting as I thought about men seeing them online.

Olivia posed me a few different ways and then took the phone to begin her work editing. “These pictures are great. We will post one now and then save some for private messages,” she said as she worked on her laptop.

I bit my lip as I watched her transform me into a woman on her computer, wondering what it would be like to actually be the beautiful woman she was making me.

Olivia continued, “Now, Becca. I’m going to let you take home some of my clothes to wear while you’re away. I want you to promise to take very good care of my favorite lingerie and wear it for me every day. Do you promise?”

The idea of wearing her women’s clothing filled me with sensual desires. I wanted to touch myself through my teddy and feel the lace against my hairless body once more.

“Yes, I promise.”

“Good. I also want you to promise to keep your body nice and shaved for me.”

“I promise to keep shaving.”

“And I want you to promise me to continue messaging these three men; Craig, Christian, and Aiden. Not just one more message. I want you to converse with them. Will you do that, too? While you’re dressed up as Becca, of course.”

I hesitated before responding. The idea of talking to men as a woman on a dating site still unnerved me, but Olivia wasn’t really giving me a choice. I needed to do as she said. “Yes, I promise to do that as well,” I finally conceded.

“Very good,” she said as she closed her laptop. She turned to face me and rested her hand on my thigh. “Now, I want to thank you for being such a good, obedient girl tonight and for promising to continue to be one for me.”

I felt myself holding my breath, waiting anxiously for her next words. How would she thank me?

Olivia calmly set her laptop down and then suddenly flipped herself over and mounted me. She sat on her knees over me and stared into my eyes. I wasn’t sure what she was about to do, but I knew I wanted whatever it was. She leaned forward and I closed my eyes, preparing for a kiss, but she bit my lip hard and pulled it backwards. When it snapped back she giggled wickedly.

Before I could speak, I felt her hand slip down my teddy to my crotch. I could feel her touch on my chastity cage. I could feel the pleasure of my dick being touched by someone else. But I couldn’t feel any touch or sensations on my actual dick. It felt good, but also like nothing at all. It was surreal.

My dick didn’t care though, to it there was someone trying to touch it. It strained hard against its cage trying to break free and feel Olivia’s soft hands on it.

“Does this feel good?” she asked me. Her touches intensified as she started stroking the little cage beneath my teddy.

I wasn’t sure how to answer. I desperately wanted it to feel good and I didn’t want her to stop. But I longed for her to be touching my real dick instead of the plastic cage surrounding it. “Uhh, kind of,” I mumbled.

“Kind of?” she snapped. “I’ve never had a guy dismiss my handy work before. But I guess you’re not much of a guy anymore. You’re my pretty Becca.”

I wanted to counter, to tell her that it was because of the chastity cage and nothing else. That I would love it if she was touching my actual dick, but before I could manage to get out a word she continued.

“That’s good though because I’m starting to like you as Becca more. You’re still a little rough around the edges, but I think I can shape you into a proper girl friend for me.

A girl friend? I wanted to be her boyfriend!

“I, uhh…,” I breathed out, still trying to say something in my defense. Her touches were too distracting though. One hand was fondling my balls as the other traced every outline of the cage with a gentle finger. I could feel my dick leaking out a drip of pre-cum.

“I think we’re going to need to keep you locked up in this little cage a little longer to get you to that point, however,” she added, her voice growing excited. She started grinding her pussy on me. “Mmm, yeah. I’m going to turn you into my perfect little plaything. I think we’re going to have a lot of fun together, you and me, Becca. That is, if you want to keep being my Becca.”

There was so much I wanted to say, so much I wanted to do. I knew the potential of any of it rested on my answer though.

I knew what she wanted me to say and I couldn’t deny that I wanted to say the same thing. I wanted to be her Becca. I wanted more of this.

“Yes. I do,” I managed to say.

Olivia giggled and pulled her hands out of my teddy as she stood up. She stared down at me with a devilish grin. “Good. Now go home and get some rest. You have men to message tomorrow.”


Part 3

The Practice Date


CHAPTER 1

MOTIVATION

Olivia sent me home with a small collection of bras and panties, her brunette wig, and, of course, her favorite teddy. The teddy that she told me she wore whenever she was going out to get fucked. I still couldn’t believe that she not only let me wear her favorite, sexiest lingerie, but was letting me borrow it.

She told me that I should set a goal to buy my own because she couldn’t afford to finance my new wardrobe. I wasn’t sure why I would need a new wardrobe, but as long as she wore the key to my chastity cage around her neck, I felt I couldn’t argue. Especially not after making so many promises to her that I would be a good girl and do as she said.

Along with the lingerie, she sent me home with the task of continuing to message three men on the dating site “Plenty of Dicks”. She had signed me up for an account on the site under a female profile named Becca Dixon, who Olivia seemed set on making me become. She even went ass far as telling me that she was starting to like me more when I was dressed as Becca than when I was my normal self as Ben.

I wasn’t sure if I should be offended by her statement or not, but what I did know was that when I was Becca, Olivia seemed to be more inclined to kiss and touch me. I still felt like our chances of having sex together were slim because she had me locked in a chastity cage, but each time I saw her she touched me more so there seemed to be some promise. I knew that this had to be leading to something special. I would just have to wait it out to find out.

In the mean time, I would just have to do as she told me. So that meant that I would have to dress up as Becca every day when I returned home from work and then I would have to converse with the three men she picked out for me: Craig, Christian, and Aiden. Out of the ten original men who I had messaged, these three were the only ones who didn’t send pictures of their dicks or explicitly vulgar messages. They were the ones with potential, Becca said.

I wasn’t looking forward to pretending to be a woman while messaging men on a dating site, but as each day passed wearing my chastity cage, the idea of dressing up in Olivia’s clothing became more and more alluring. I had never thought of wearing lingerie before, but after shaving my body and feeling the comforting lace snug against my ass and chest, the idea was becoming engrained in my mind.

To be honest, had Olivia not lent me some of her clothing, I may have had to procure my own to wear when I wasn’t with her. Luckily, I could wait to see where this all went before I had to invest in my own. Plus, wearing Olivia’s panties made me feel that much closer to her. And I felt very close to her right now as I laid in bed wearing a matching black bra and panties to go with my sheer black thigh highs.

My laptop was open in front of me and I stared at the screen displaying Becca’s inbox on the dating site. The messages from the three men stared at me as I built up the courage to respond to them.

I hardly know what to say to women on dating sites and now I’m supposed to message men as well? I mean, I guess I get what Olivia is going for by letting me see things from the other side to help me learn how to talk to women better, but this is just so… weird!

I was about to reach for the keyboard when I heard my phone buzz. I looked at it and saw a message from Olivia. “I can see that you’re online. I hope you’re being a good girl and are dressed up and messaging those three hot men I picked out for you,” she said.

I let out a sigh as I set my phone down.

I don’t need the reminder, I need some motivation.

My phone buzzed again. And again. I picked it up and saw there was a message and a picture from Olivia this time. “Just a friendly little reminder that I own you,” her message read. I looked up at the picture and saw it was a selfie. Olivia had a stern look on her face as she played with the silver necklace that held my chastity cage key. The key was positioned right between her naked breasts.

My dick immediately swelled up and pushed against the constraining walls of the chastity cage, longing for the ability to grow hard again and longing for more of her.

I guess that’s all the motivation I need…

Before I could do what needed to be done, I decided that I needed to get more into character. I need to feel more like Becca. With one hand I grabbed my chest through my bra and squeezed it firmly. With the other I rubbed my silky smooth thigh highs over my recently shaved legs. I knew it shouldn’t feel any different touching myself, it was still my same body, but it did. When I touched my chest, it felt like I had breasts, and the touch of my fingers along my thigh highs filled me with sensual shivers.

I finished by rubbing the outside of my panties and my caged dick. I imagined it was Olivia’s hand touching me, just as she had the last time I saw her. She touched, rubbed, and stroked my chastity cage. It felt so good. My dick throbbed at the thought, hungry for real touches.

But it wouldn’t get any. Not anytime soon and maybe never again if I didn’t fulfill Olivia’s demands.

That was the last bit of motivation I needed. Finally, I reached for my laptop and began typing.


CHAPTER 2

NEW CLOTHES

Icontinued to message the men over the course of the next week as I anxiously awaited my next chance to see Olivia. I tried to make plans with her over for the weekend, but she insisted that she was busy the entire time and that I would have to wait like a good, obedient girl. She would let me know when she had time for me. But as each day passed, the pressure inside of my chastity cage increased and I longed to see her all the more.

While we didn’t see each other in person, we did still talk plenty. She continued to text me reminders to shave, dress up, and respond to the men on the dating site. One day she even told me to stop responding to Craig because he was starting to get pushy and wanting to meet. She said that she saw through his nice guy persona and that he was really just a pussy hungry jerk like every other guy. Christian and Aiden, though, she said still showed promise.

My conversations with the two remaining men were surprisingly deep and heartfelt. On many occasions I wished I could have been acting as myself and talking to them as guy friends because we had so much in common. I would have loved to meet and hangout with them as Ben, but that seemed impossible now after chatting with them as Becca. Even if we did stumble into each other in person some day, the risk of them recognizing me was too high.

At the same time, the conversations were also heating up. Christian sent me a well posed picture of himself shirtless by the pool and Aiden sent me a picture of himself posed on his motorcycle. I couldn’t deny that they both looked extremely good in their pictures and I couldn’t resist sending them some of the extra selfies that I took last time I was with Olivia.

I felt extraordinarily naughty sending sexy pictures of myself dressed as a women to men. It felt so wrong, but it was so exhilarating. And when they responded with over the top complements, I only felt sexier and more like a woman. More like I really was Becca.

Knowing that Olivia was watching in on my messages from her computer only made me feel naughtier. She had created Becca’s account on her laptop when I was there so I knew she was still logged in, especially so when I noticed that some of the men’s responses were marked as read before I could get to them. But even as involved as Olivia was in Becca’s dating life, I was even more so.

Olivia also didn’t let up on turning me into her new friend, Becca. She said that she wanted a guy-girl friend. She was tired of how girls acted and how fake they could be. She always preferred to have guy friends, but she needed one who could relate to her and her dating struggles. That was what she was I would become as Becca.

She began sending me links to women’s clothing websites and telling me to order new clothes. First it was some bras and panties because she wanted me to have my own. Then it was a couple little black cocktail dresses. She said I should decide which one I liked best and return the other. I decided to keep both. Next came the big surprise. She sent me a link to a pair of tall, glossy black high heels.

Whenever I had dressed up with Olivia I always just wore lingerie or pajamas. High heels seemed like a big step forward. Though I supposed it made sense with the cocktail dresses she had me purchase. Still, the thought of wearing high heels scared me. Wearing panties was one thing, but heels? That was a whole new ballpark.

Nevertheless, I ordered them. Because I had to.

I was delighted when the new clothes arrived and I made a special space in my closet to put everything. But first, I tried them all on. I enjoyed having my own collection and being able to wear whatever I wanted. Being able to wear dresses and heels made me feel more like a woman than ever and completed my outfits. I couldn’t believe it was all my own clothes.

I loved both of the dresses. One had one strap that went over my right shoulder, the other had thin spaghetti straps that went over both shoulders. Both dresses were form fitting and short, ending at my mid-thigh. Both made me feel extremely feminine and slutty.

Olivia pestered me for updates about when the clothes would arrive and then demanded proof in the form of pictures of me wearing everything once it all arrived. I of course did as I was told and got dressed up in my new outfits to have my own personal photoshoot.

She approved of my pictures and my outfits. She edited them for me and sent them back saying that I could send them to my men when I felt it was appropriate. I was thrilled to have new sexy pictures of Becca to share.

She also said that I looked ready for my next step and told me that she had a surprise for me. “I want you to be dressed and ready as Becca all the time. I have a special surprise for her and I want you to be ready for it, whenever I spring it on you,” she texted me. “Hair, dress, and lingerie. I want you feeling your sexiest.”

I wasn’t sure what she had planned for me, but there was something about her words that were enticing. I hoped that she would pick up where she left off with fooling around with me, touching my cage and kissing me. Better yet, I hoped I had done enough to earn my release from my chastity cage from her.

But for now I would just have to wait to discover what she had in store for me. And I would have to continue dressing up as Becca every day.


CHAPTER 3

SURPRISE

Every day, I continued to dress up fully as Becca when I got home from work. Every day, I enjoyed it more.

I found myself beginning to change; how I walked, how I talked, and how I thought. I also started sitting cross legged and I started looking forward to reading the responses from Christian and Aiden. I couldn’t believe it, but I felt like I was actually becoming Becca.

A few more days passed as I waited for Olivia to spring her surprise on me. Despite my pleads to learn more about it, she continued to keep it a secret and keep me in suspense. It had now been ten days since I last say her and nearly three weeks since she had made me lock my dick in a chastity cage. My horniness was off the charts and as I paraded around my apartment in high heels and short dresses, I began feeling desperate for some sexual satisfaction. Any sexual satisfaction.

Luckily, I was about to get some.

Knock knock knock

I spun around to face my apartment door, my hair twirling over my shoulder.

Who could that be?

I took off my heels and slowly crept to the door so I could peak through the eyehole without letting the person know I was home. For a second I thought it was a man, but on second glance, I realized it was Olivia.

“Olivia? Is that you?” I asked, still too scared to open the door and let someone see me dressed up as a girl.

“Yeah, are you going to let me in or what?” she said, her voice sounding brash and gravely.

I stood behind the door and opened it so I remained hidden. When Olivia walked in, I quickly shut the door behind her. She turned to look at me not with her usual smile, but with a sort of smug smirk on her face. “Hey pretty, I brought you dinner,” she said as she extended a plastic takeout bag towards me.

I stared at her in confusion while my eyes scanned her. Olivia was always a girly girl who loved to wear bright colors and the most fashionable clothes, but tonight she was wearing baggy jeans and a red and black flannel button up. Her perfect feminine features were all hidden under her loose fitting clothes and her hair was even tied up in a tight bun rather than flowing down around her shoulders.

Is this my surprise? Why is she dressed like this?

She extended the bag further towards me, insisting that I take it so I finally did. I walked back to where I left my high heels and slipped them on and then took the food into the kitchen to open it up.

“You’re looking pretty sweet in that dress, is it new?” Olivia asked as she followed me into the kitchen.

I stared back at her, my eyebrows furrowing. “Of course it is, you just told me to buy it the other day, Olivia,” I said pointedly.

She quickly rolled her eyes at me. “Just play along!” she hissed. “Tonight I’m Oliver and you’re Becca.”

Oh, so she’s pretending to be a man. That explains the weird outfit. Alright, I guess I can play along with this.

“Oh, sorry,” I whispered. I cleared my throat and decided I would try to use a more feminine sounding voice to portray Becca, just as Olivia was doing the opposite. “Would you like me to make you a plate? Or would you care for a drink?”

“I already ate, but I’d take a cold one if you have any,” Olivia replied.

Just then, I opened the box of food in the bag and noticed that it looked half eaten. “Are these your leftovers?” I asked.

Olivia shrugged. “Yeah, I was hungry on the way over. But it’s the thought that counts, right?” she chuckled.

I closed the box, suddenly not feeling very hungry, and then went to my refrigerator to grab a couple of beers. I suddenly felt like I would need a few to get through whatever this surprise was. I opened each bottle and extended one towards Olivia. She took it and tossed it back with a big gulp.

“So, uhh, what did you want to do? I wasn’t really expecting you tonight,” I said, dismissing the awkwardness that had began to build in the room.

Olivia again shrugged nonchalantly. “I don’t know. I was just at my place thinking of how fine you are and I decided to come see you. I was feeling a little hungry if you know what I mean,” she said as she sauntered towards me.

She took another sip of beer and then set the bottle down on the counter before grabbing my waist. Normally I would have loved the feeling of her hands on me, especially while dressed as a woman, but this time it felt wrong and a little creepy.

“I guess that’s sweet,” I let out as I tried to back away from her.

I was soon stopped by the kitchen counter. Olivia followed me. With a surprising strength, she managed to hoist me onto the counter top in front of her. She spread my legs and stepped closer until she leaned against the counter. Her hands began rubbing my thighs as my dress slowly crept up my legs.

“So why are you all dressed up, beautiful? You didn’t have a date planned with some other guy, did you?” Olivia asked me.

Her questions made me flustered. I felt as if I was in trouble, even though I knew I was dressed this way for her. “No! I, uhh… I just always stay dressed up and prepared for you,” I answered.

She nodded approvingly. “That’s good to hear. I like that you’re always waiting for me. That’s sexy.”

The conversation was beginning to make me feel very hot and her touches were making my dick swell up in my cage. Each time her hand rubbed up my thighs it felt like she was inching closer and closer to my caged dick. I wanted to badly for her to touch it.

“Oh, I’ll always wait for you, Oliver,” I breathed out.

“You’re a very good girl, Becca. One of my favorites,” Olivia chuckled. “Now why don’t we take this to the bedroom so you can show me how much you like me.”


CHAPTER 4

TEASE

My dick throbbed at Olivia’s mention of going to my bedroom. Without thinking I hopped off of the counter and took her hand. I led her down the hall and into my room where I kicked off my heels and jumped into bed.

“Mmm, yeah, girl. You make me so hard,” Olivia groaned. “You’re not going to tease me like you did last time, are you?”

I didn’t quite know what she meant, but I shook my head and gestured for her to join me with my finger.

Olivia took off her shoes and then crawled over the bed towards me and then over me. She stared down at me with a hungry look in her eyes and then lunged forward until her lips touched mine, causing my body to quiver with pleasure.

Our mouths and tongues began a feverish dance, swapping spit as we made out. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I couldn’t believe I was making out with my longtime crush and I couldn’t believe that we were both dressed as we were.

But I didn’t care about the circumstances. I had been waiting for this moment ever since I met Olivia. I didn’t want to think about it, I just needed to embrace it and enjoy it.

My hands reached up and grabbed her body, sliding down until they grabbed her ass. Her baggy pants deterred me from really feeling it, but it was still there and it still felt amazing.

That wasn’t enough though, I need to touch more of her. My hands made their way back up her body and towards her chest. As I grabbed her breasts she suddenly broke her lips away from mine and stared down at me with a frown. “What are you doing? Do you think I’m a girl or something?” she asked, annoyed.

I guess we’re still roleplaying. Okay, I can keep that up.

“I-I just wanted to feel your hard pecs,” I let out.

“Ah, that’s a good girl,” she replied. “But leave the touching to me.”

Her hands quickly grabbed my wrists and pulled them above my head. She pushed down on them with all of her weight, pinning me down. Her face smirked at me as she knew she had me under her control. And then it lowered back down and our lips met once more.

My body squirmed under her control, my dick straining hard against its cage. I longed to flip her over and thrust it inside of her, but I knew that was impossible. She was in complete control over me and my dick. I could only do as she desired.

As if sensing my desires, Olivia shifted my arms, putting my hands together and holding them down with just one of her hands. With the other hand, she moved it down my body, slowly creeping over my chest, my navel, and then my crotch.

My dress had hiked up towards my hips and she didn’t have to work hard to reach my caged dick beneath it. I shivered as head first touched my dick. I moaned as her palm started rubbing back and forth over the top of the cage.

She pulled her lips away and asked, “Do you like being locked up for me?”

I couldn’t stop kissing her, I continued on her neck, tasting sweet skin as I breathed in her aromatic perfume. “I like doing everything for you,” I breathed out.

“Mmm, yeah? You like me bossing you around? You like dressing up for me and doing everything I please?”

My mouth moved up her neck and nibbled on her ear. I was growing tired of her questions, I wanted to taste her lips again. “I would do anything for you,” I whispered into her ear.

She started groping my balls, pulling them and squeezing them playfully. My dick was throbbing, I almost felt like I might cum if she continued.

“That’s what I like to hear from my good little girl,” she replied. “Now tell me, how badly do you want me to take this cage off and let you fuck me?”

My dick surged again at the thought of fucking her. Might she actually let me? “So badly. I want to fuck you so, so badly. Please let me,” I begged.

Olivia let out a manic laugh. “That’s the wrong answer. That tells me that you haven’t been locked long enough,” she said.

I stopped kissing her and pulled my head back to look her in the eyes, confused by her words. “What do you mean?” I asked.

She cocked her head to the side and smiled at me thoughtfully. “If you still have desires to fuck me, then that means you aren’t feeling enough like a girl. It means that you need more time to embrace your feminine side,” she explained.

I was baffled.

Why would she tease me like this if she didn’t intend to let me fuck her? And why would she want me to feel more like a girl? Isn't dressing like this every day enough? What else does she want from me?

Olivia released my wrists and leaned back until she was kneeling over my legs. She continued to run her finger over my chastity cage as she smirked at me. “Women don’t have urges to fuck other women so neither should you, silly,” she giggled.

“What do women have urges for?” I asked hesitantly, having a feeling she was going somewhere with her statement.

Her smirk grew wider as I felt her tuck my caged dick back beneath my panties. “Women have urges to be fucked,” she said.

My eyes bulged at the implications of her words. They watched her as she reached for her pants and slowly unzipped them. Her hand slipped inside and then reappeared holding a large dick.

“Are you ready to learn how it feels to be fucked like a woman?”


CHAPTER 5

DEMANDS

Icrawled backwards in my bed until I reached my head board and couldn’t go back any further. I leaned against it fiercely as I stared at the dick in Olivia’s hand. At first it looked real, but after staring at it longer, I could tell it was just a realistic looking dildo. Either way, the fact that it was now out of her pants after talking about fucking me was terrifying.

“Okay, back into character,” Olivia said. She shifted her posture and then continued in her deeper, fake male voice, “Come on, baby. I brought you dinner. Give me some of that sweet pussy.”

I pushed myself higher up on the headboard as I started panicking.

She can’t be serious, can she? She can’t actually mean to fuck me!

“I, uhh, I…,” I stammered, unable to find any words to speak.

“I drove all the way over here, too! Come on, you owe me some sex!”

“Owe you?” I let out, surprising myself. Her words were triggering and I couldn’t hold back. “I do not owe you sex. I think we’ve taken this far enough.”

“Don’t play me, baby,” Olivia sighed. She crawled towards me and started rubbing my cage again, from outside my panties. “You do right by me and I’ll do right by you.”

I opened my mouth to say no, but stopped when I registered her meaning.

Does that mean she would let me fuck her if I let her fuck me? Or that she would at least let me cum?

I couldn’t believe I was actually actually considering her offer. I wouldn’t actually let her put that dick inside me, would I?

“I can tell by the look in your eyes that you want it, too. You want me to stick my fat cock inside you and fuck you like the slut you are.”

My heart started racing as my brain and dick battled over what to do. I couldn’t find the words, I couldn’t answer. But finally, I managed to shake my head.

Olivia’s shoulders slumped. “I guess three weeks isn’t long enough to entice you into a good fucking. Good to know,” she said in her normal voice. “But I’m pretty sure you were really considering. Maybe in an another week you will let me fuck you.”

I had a feeling that she was probably right, but I didn’t want to give her any acknowledgement of that. I bit my tongue while I allowed the rest of my body to relax. Hearing her feminine voice again was putting me at ease.

“Fine, no sex. But you have to at least suck it,” she suddenly said, once again using her man voice.

My entire body immediately tensed as I watched Olivia slowly creep closer to me while stroking her fake cock. My dick tingled, clearly interested in the idea, but my head once again shook, hoping to decline her request.

This time, however, Olivia reached into her flannel shirt and pulled out her necklace. The necklace that held the key to my chastity cage. She dangled in front of me as her expression grew serious. “That time it wasn’t a question. It was an order. Start sucking, slut,” she growled at me.

I gulped nervously as the dick continued to move closer to my mouth. I wasn’t sure that I could do this, it seemed so wrong. But there was no denying the arousal flowing through me. Being the girl to Olivia’s man was so hot. I wanted to be more sensual with her. I wanted to be intimate anyway that I could. Could I actually do this?

The cock was right in front of me now. Olivia leaned forward and started brushing the tip against my lips. “Be a good girl and open wide,” she said playfully.

I looked up at her with pleading eyes, asking her if I really had to suck her cock.

“I had this great idea the other day after yet another bad date,” she began. “As a way of righting all of the dating wrongs in this world, or at least in my world, I’m going to recreate all of them on you. I need a man to experience what it’s like to be on my side of things.”

“A guy did this to you?” I asked her in surprise.

“That’s right! Can you believe some asshole would bring me his leftovers and think it warrants sex? Look at me! I’m not some common whore!”

She was rightfully stunned. She was a goddess. How could any man treat her any other way. I shook my head in disbelief. “That’s terrible.”

“It was. Although in my case I slapped his dick and kicked him in the balls when he tried to demand a blowjob,” she said. “But that’s not going to work for you. No, no. You need to experience what he wanted me to do. You need to suck my cock.”

I looked back down at the dildo hanging out of Olivia’s jeans and considered it. I knew sucking it couldn’t erase the wrongs of this jerk, but maybe it would make her feel a little better. And maybe then she would appreciate me even more.

The longer I stared at the dildo, the more the reason didn’t matter. My mouth start watering as my eyes wandered over it, admiring the veins along the long shaft of the dildo. I wondered what it would taste like. I wondered what it would feel like. I glanced back up at her and she gave me an affirming nod and I knew that I needed to do it.

And suddenly I wanted to do it. For her.


CHAPTER 6

DEEP INTO CHARACTER

My mouth opened up and took the cock inside it. The thickness of the dildo pushed my mouth open wider as my lips moved up the large head and onto the shaft. I let it go as deep as I could until I couldn’t take anymore.

“That’s it, take my cock,” Olivia hissed at me.

I pulled my mouth back, letting my lips brush against the veins along the way. I couldn’t believe I had a cock in my mouth, but it felt so right.

I slowly started moving my mouth back and forth over the dildo as I felt my body tingle with lust. I wanted to be touched, to be groped and desired. I grabbed the dildo with one hand while my other hand began running down my dress, down towards my own dick.

Feeling my hand over my bra and then my panties while I sucked the cock made me feel like a sexy woman. No, like a slutty woman. I liked the feeling and wanted more.

“Mmm, yeah,” Olivia moaned as she watched me work on her dick. “Touch yourself while you suck my cock. Get yourself all worked up. But you better not cum. You’re not allowed to cum until I say so. Do you understand?”

I tried to mumble my understanding while my mouth was full. I continued working my mouth back and forth over the dick, beginning to rotate and drool as I worked harder.

“You like this, don’t you? You like being my cock slut.”

I glanced up at her and saw approval in her eyes. Her look gave me encouragement to keep going and start taking the dildo deeper in my mouth and throat. I knew I should answer her, but I didn’t want to empty my mouth so I could speak. Instead, I closed my eyes and tried to relax and let it penetrate me deeper.

Olivia shifted her weight and pressed her hands against the wall behind the bed. She used her new position to start thrusting the cock into my mouth to fuck me. I gagged as the dildo hit me in the back of the throat.

“A good cock slut needs to know how to take cock nice and deep. Don’t worry, you’ll learn over time,” Olivia giggled as she continued fucking my mouth and making me gag.

My dick was pushing hard to get erect, pulling fiercely against my balls. I wasn’t sure whether sucking Olivia’s cock or her words were more arousing, but my dick was loving it. I was, too.

I continued, moaning each time the dildo pushed into my mouth, my mouth drooling with my sensual saliva. Every so often I imagined the faces of Christian and Aiden above me, watching me as they fucked my mouth. The images made my passion grow. The feelings were all so unexplainable, but they felt right.

“I think that’s enough cock for one night,” Olivia suddenly said, snapping me out of my trance. She pulled the dildo out of my mouth and sat back down on my legs. I opened my eyes and stared longing like at it as it wobbled from her crotch. “I think I learned a lot about you and your chastity cage tonight.”

“You did?” I breathed out, my eyes still glued to the dildo.

“Eyes up here, whore,” she snapped at me. She took the dildo and stuffed it back into her pants and zipped it up.

I shook the haze out of my head and looked up at her. “Sorry,” I chuckled awkwardly.

“It only took you three weeks to become sexually desperate enough to enjoy a good cock in the mouth,” she giggled. “Imagine what you would do for me after six weeks.”

Six weeks locked in this chastity cage? Three weeks has already felt like eternity. I can’t imagine six weeks. And she’s right. I’m not sure what I would let her do if she kept me locked up that much longer.

I gritted my teeth as I considered. “You’re not going to keep me locked up that long are you?” I asked hesitantly.

“Don’t you want to continue to be my good friend, Becca?

I do, I’ve enjoyed all of my encounters with her as Becca, but I’m not sure I can stay locked forever!

“I do, but...,” I started, unsure of how to express my hesitance without upsetting her.

“But nothing,” Olivia finished my sentence for me. “Trust me, you’re going to love what I have planned for you.”

“I am?” I asked.

Olivia gave me a grin that spanned her face. She reached her hand out and tenderly rubbed my cheek. “Oh, yes. Before long you’re going to truly understand what it is like to date as a girl.”

“Does that mean we’re going to do more role playing? Like we did tonight?” I asked eagerly, excited by the prospect of more sexy fun like we just had.

Olivia continued to grin at me as a fire ignited in her eyes. There was something in them that looked troubling. “Do you really think I would ruin the surprise? You’re just going to have to wait to find out.”

“Oh...”

“But when the surprise comes, I need you to promise me that you will do everything you please. Promise me that you will release your inhibitions and do as your body desires. Can you promise me that?”

“I promise,” I replied. It was an easy promise to make. I knew that if she kept me locked in this chastity cage any longer, that I soon would be taken over by new desires and urges.

Part of me was afraid of what I might do, but then rest of me was excited to see what pleasures Olivia had in store for me.


Part 4

Date Night


CHAPTER 1

WAITING

Another three weeks passed without seeing Olivia and I was beginning to go crazy. It had now been six weeks that my dick had been locked in a chastity cage. That meant that it had also been six weeks since I had been allowed to cum.

I was now getting aroused by everything. There was no limit to the naughtiness my mind could imagine from even the simplest objects. Combine that with Olivia’s never ending requirement for me to dress up in women’s clothing everyday and my life was becoming unceasing tease. My dick throbbed and strained, my balls ached, and my body longed for any and all sexual sensations.

The trouble was becoming that I didn’t know when I would ever get the chance to feel any sexual pleasures again and Olivia was always noncommittal when I asked. She told me that she wanted to make sure that I felt properly like a woman and had lost my manly desires. She wouldn’t spring her next surprise on me until she believed that my transform from Ben to Becca was complete.

I tried to convince her that I was at that point, but she didn’t believe me. I told her the truth that I often thought about sucking her dildo between her legs and longed to do it again, but admitting that wasn’t enough. I even started painting my nails and dabbling with makeup on my own to prove my interests, but still she made me wait. Even though I didn’t know what I was waiting for.

Olivia was unrelenting when I asked her what her surprise was. She wouldn’t even give me a hint. She would just jingle the key to my chastity cage by the phone or send me a another sexy picture of her wearing it on a necklace to remind me that I would just have to wait and be prepared to do anything she said, when she said. Hearing that always unnerved me, even when she ended the conversation by trying to assure me that I would love it.

In the mean time, she still had me pretending to be Becca online. After the first month had passed, Aiden had tried to give me an ultimatum to go out with him in person, saying that we had spent enough time talking online and he wanted to gauge our real life chemistry. I couldn’t blame him as I knew that I was stringing him along, but Olivia said he was being too pushy and made me end my conversations with him. Oddly, I missed messaging him. He was very sweet and always so complementary when I sent him pictures of myself as Becca.

With Aiden out of the picture, that left Christian as the only guy remaining from the initial ten that I had messaged. I felt bad about stringing him along, too, but I also enjoyed messaging him. I didn’t want to stop. I found myself constantly checking my phone for notifications that he had replied to my latest message. I could tell that he did the same for my messages, too, because it never took him long to reply.

Messaging him was bizarre. It was actually beginning to feel like I was dating a man. The more I did it, the more I was beginning to really feel like I was Becca, too. I thought as Becca, I felt like Becca, I even started making up a backstory for Becca. Christian and I grew closer with each shared conversation and while my heart soared when he told me his secrets, I crashed back down to earth when I remembered that I would never be able to tell him my biggest secret.

Every day, I continued to wonder how long Olivia would make me message him. I knew it would eventually end because he, too, would soon want to meet me face to face and then I would have to dismiss him as well. All because of my secret.

Olivia insisted that I continue, however. Part of me thought that this might all be part of some cruel game of hers to get back at men for all the bad dates and boyfriends she had endured. Or perhaps she had once dated Christian himself and wanted revenge on him specifically. I wasn’t sure and she didn’t seem inclined to divulge such details.

Despite my yearning for answers, I tried not to push Olivia too much. I could tell she was beginning to get agitated with my questioning her. The last time I asked her when she might finally have learned enough from her experiments and would remove my chastity cage, she stopped talking to me for three days. From then on, any inkling of questioning her decisions caused her to threaten me with punishments like delaying my surprise and losing the key to my cage. Threats like those are what kept me in line to do what she said, and what kept me staying ready for the fateful day when she would finally debut her surprise.

While I waited, I spent far too much time daydreaming of what this surprise would be. I hoped it would be as sexy as it was last time when she surprised me at my apartment dressed as a man. She called herself Oliver and played the role of one of the men she had gone out with. She treated me as that man had treated her and made me suck the dick she had hidden in her pants.

I was hesitant at first, but once I started I couldn’t believe how hot it was. How much it felt right. Every time I thought about that night, my dick would rage in its cage, longing for more. I desperately hoped that her surprise would give me what I needed to finally obtain some release of these sexual urges that were growing rapidly inside of me.

Little did I know, I wouldn’t have to wait much longer to find out.


CHAPTER 2

SURPRISE

My phone buzzed, snapping me out of my trance of shopping for lingerie online. I was laying on my bed, wearing my pink bra and panties with a new set of satin pajamas that I bought to lounge around in. They were just like the ones Olivia owned and for that reason I loved them.

I grabbed my phone and saw that there was a new text from Olivia. “I’ll be there in 20 minutes. Be ready and dressed in your best outfit. And wear my favorite teddy,” it read.

“Ready for what?” I replied. I stared at my screen for what felt like an eternity before I realized that she wouldn’t respond. She never gave away her surprises. I was at least relieved to know that her surprise was finally happening. At last, the long wait would finally come to an end.

I shut my laptop, jumped out of bed, and tossed off my clothes. I hurried to my closet and pulled out my favorite black cocktail dress, my black high heels, and, of course, Olivia’s favorite black lace teddy. The teddy that she told me she always wore when she wanted to get fucked.

I slipped on the teddy and loved how it fit snuggly around my body. It cinched my waist just right and the crotch strap slipped into my ass like a perfectly fitting thong. As I adjusted the cups of the built-in bra I wondered why she wanted me to wear this specific lingerie tonight.

Will there be fucking tonight? Will she finally let me out of my cage to fuck her… or will she try to fuck me again?

My heart started racing as I considered the possibilities. After six weeks locked in chastity, I wondered what I would let her do to me. I wondered how desperate I was for any sexual contact and release. I had a feeling that there may be no limits to my desperation.

But I didn’t have time to worry about that right now, I needed to finish getting ready for her arrival. I picked up the dress I had picked out, it was the one with thin spaghetti straps. I slipped it on and then zipped up the back. I knew this dress would be trouble as it had a tendency to hike up when I moved, but I didn’t care. While it was sometimes annoying, it made me feel sexy and naughty when I felt the cool air against my exposed ass.

The dress naturally exposed a lot of my chest and I wished I had more time to get a fresh shave of it, but I didn’t. Yesterday’s shave would have to do. I slipped on my high heels and then hurried to the bathroom to freshly shave my face to hide any inkling of facial hair. I wanted my face to be smooth for when Olivia’s lips and hands were touching it.

While I was in the bathroom, I took the chance to brush my wig. I needed to make myself look perfect for Olivia. I fixed my hair, straightened my dress and pushed up what little chest I had until I felt confident and sexy. Until I felt like Becca.

I was about to start tidying my apartment when there was suddenly a loud knock at my door. I jumped in surprise, but then quickly brushed it off and scampered to the door. “Olivia?” I called out before opening it.

“Yes, it’s me. Hurry up and let me in. We don’t have a lot of time,” she answered.

I quickly opened the door while shielding myself from public view and then closed it once she was inside. I gazed at her in admiration as she turned to face me. She brushed her long blonde hair out of her face and smiled at me.

Unlike last time when she came dressed in men’s clothing, this time she was in one of her beautiful, feminine outfits. She wore a flowing white romper with red and yellow flower prints. It had short sleeves and a neckline that went below her breasts, displaying a perfect amount of cleavage and side boob, and also displaying the key to my chastity cage which hung between.

“H-hi,” I stammered, already feeling the effects of seeing her on my desperate dick.

Olivia gave my body a once over and then nodded approvingly. “Looking good, Becca. I can definitely work with this,” she said.

Work with this? What does that mean?

“Are you finally going to tell me your surprise?” I asked, using the girl voice that I had been practicing lately.

Olivia’s smile turned into a smirk as she shook her head. “Not yet. We don’t have time to get into the details just yet. We need to get you ready!”

“What’s the rush? I have all night open,” I said, trying to settle down the mood and get things to a more sensual state. In truth, I was dying to kiss her and I couldn’t stop staring at her plump lips. “Want a beer or anything?”

“You don’t have all night and we’re already running late. Go sit down so I can get you ready,” she ordered me.

I knew I needed to do as she said, but I just couldn’t move. Not until I could taste her lips again. “Can I have a kiss first?” I pleaded.

Olivia rolled her eyes at me and let out a sigh. “Fine,” she let out. “But I’m too good to you.”

Her hands grabbed my waist as she raised onto her tippy toes to kiss me. My body quivered as her soft lips met mine. My dick pulsed at the sweet embrace.

She pulled away and grinned at me. “Now you really have to do everything I say. Go sit down. Now,” she demanded, soft yet stern.

I nodded eagerly, feeling high from her taste.

Knowing she was still willing to kiss me would motivate me to do everything she said.


CHAPTER 3

PREPARATIONS

Olivia followed me to my dining table where I pulled out a chair and sat down. She set her purse down on the table and began digging through it, occasionally taking out small vials and setting them on the table close to me. I instantly recognized them all as containers of makeup.

“You’re going to do my makeup?” I asked her. I had struggled in my own attempts at makeup, but was very curious to see how I might look when someone as experienced as Olivia applied it to me. I also liked the idea of her using me as her personal doll again.

“Yes,” she answered as she positioned a chair in front of me and sat down. “We are going to make you look absolutely beautiful for your da- …uhh, your surprise,” she said, nearly slipping and giving away her surprise.

Was she going to say dare? Are we going to play truth or dare like we did the first time she dressed me up? That seems odd considering she already knows that she can make me do anything she says…

I shrugged off the idea and leaned my face forward so that she could begin applying makeup.

Olivia began methodically selecting containers and holding them up to my face as if trying to find the perfect matches. When she was done, she put the extra containers back in her purse and got started.

She applied brush stroke after brush stroke of makeup which felt cool against my recently shaved face. Her eyes were locked on me and her face had a look of deep concentration as she seemingly putting every ounce of energy she had into painting my face to make it more feminine. To turn me into more of a woman.

When at last she was done, she told me to go look in a mirror. I stood up nervously, unsure of what I would see when I looked. Unsure of who I would see. But what I saw amazed me.

As I stared at myself in the mirror, I gently touched my painted cheek to make sure it was really me who I saw. It was. I had a soft, feminine face, dark sultry eyes, and sexy crimson lips. I could hardly recognize the man I used to be. Instead, I now saw the woman that I was. Becca.

My dick tingled at my own sight. The thought of me looking so good felt so naughty. I couldn’t help but be aroused by the feeling.

“Quite the transformation, huh?” Olivia said as she came to stand beside me in the mirror.

“I can’t believe you did all this to me,” I breathed out as I continued to admire my new self.

Olivia shrugged. “It’s not like it that was all that hard. You didn’t exactly fight me that much,” she said. “Do you really think that I could have kept this key from you? You could have taken it if you wanted. But I don’t think you did.”

I looked at her reflection, she was playing with my chastity cage key. I gulped as I realized that she was right. I could have easily reclaimed that key from her. But I didn’t because I wanted to become closer to her, to be good for her. I didn’t because I liked dressing up and being Becca for her.

I smiled awkwardly back at Olivia’s reflection as I tried to process this revelation. 
Did I really want all of this? Did I want to have her dress me up like a woman and feminize me?

I couldn’t speak for my former self. I could only speak for my new self. And right now I wouldn’t change a thing.

“So, now that you’re all made up and looking like a real woman… are you ready to find out what your big surprise is?” Olivia asked me.

My excitement to finally discover what she had been teasing me about for the last three weeks snapped me out of my thoughts. I turned to her, eyes wide with anticipation and shouted, “Yes!”

She turned towards me and grinned at my eagerness. Her eyes had a look of power and control, telling me she knew that she ruled me. “So, you know that Christian guy that you’ve been talking to for quite awhile? The guy whom you’ve been sharing steamy and sensual messages with?” she said.

“Yeah…,” I replied anxiously, beginning to feel my cheeks burn with embarrassment. I had forgotten that she could read my messages. All the dirty messages I had sent him as Becca quickly flooded through my mind. I wondered which she thought was worse.

Her grin stretched further across her face. “Well,” she said, stretching the word out to further tease me. “He’s going to be here any minute.”

“WHAT?” I shouted. I couldn’t believe it. Why would Christian be coming here? And why would be be coming after Olivia had just applied so much makeup to my face? I didn’t know what to think. My heart started pounding in my chest and I had to lean against the bathroom counter to brace myself.

Olivia crossed her arms and cocked her head to the side. “What? I thought you would be happy to finally meet the man who you’ve been talking to for so long. I mean, meeting him was inevitable, wasn’t it?”

I was fully panicking now, bewildered by what Olivia was telling me. “No… I thought this was just some experiment of yours. You just wanted me to see how it felt to be a girl on a dating app. It wasn’t supposed to be real. It wasn’t supposed to be like this!”

Olivia scoffed at my response. “Honestly, I didn’t know what was going to happen myself. It started as a fun little game, but then I saw how invested you got into being Becca. And I saw how much you liked messaging Christian. You always said that you struggled to talk to women, but you were doing so well with him! It all seemed so natural to you. I thought that maybe I would help push you in a better direction. I did promise you a date, after all.”

It was true, she had promised to help me get a date if I went along with her plans. This was not the date I was expecting however. I sat in stunned silence as I tried to digest what was happening, what was about to happen.

And then there was a knock on the door.

Olivia smiled wickedly at me and gave my face a soft pat. “Better snap to it, Becca. Your date has arrived.”


CHAPTER 4

PROMISES

Olivia put her hands on my shoulders and looked me in the eyes. Her stare pierced me, as if she was looking into my soul and tapping into my obedience for her. “Listen, Becca, and listen good. You are going to go through with this. You are going to have a nice visit with Christian. He just came over to talk and see if you two hit it off. And if you do, then you’re going to be a good slut and do whatever he wants. Do you understand?” she said sternly.

My body was shaking despite her calming touch.

Does she really mean for me to be with a man? To let him do with me as he pleases?

“B-but I’m a man and he thinks I’m a girl,” I stammered, trying to come up with any excuse to get out of this scary situation. “He’s not going to like that.”

“You would be surprised by what men are willing to accept in order to get their dicks wet,” Olivia laughed. She ran her hands down my arms and then clasped mine together in hers. She squeezed them tightly as she smiled, her face looking sincere. “Don’t you remember what you promised me last time? That you would do as I said and you would do it by letting loose your inhibitions? You would follow your body’s urges and desires and not let your simple man brain interfere with what you know to be what you truly want?”

I remembered the promise, but I had no idea what she had intended for me at the time. “I remember, but…,” I started before she cut me off.

“The only butt of interest is yours tonight, Becca,” she said. She let loose my hands and reached around and gave my ass a firm squeeze.

I could feel my dick beginning to fill up its cage.

Is my dick actually interested in this? Is it telling me to go through with this?

I opened my mouth to respond, but struggled to find the words. I didn’t know what I wanted. I didn’t know what to do.

Olivia’s showed no angst or concern. She looked relaxed as she examined me and awaited my response. While I continued to stare at her blankly, her eyes furrowed and she said, “Oh, shoot. You smudged your lipstick. Let me fix that. Pucker your lips for me.”

She pulled a vial of lipstick from her pocket. I puckered out my lips as I watched her remove the lid and slowly twist up the dark red lipstick. She ran the lipstick over my lips delicately as she said, “I’ve put a lot of work into this, Becca. I will not have you disappointing or embarrassing me. You’re going to go be a good girl and prove to me what a cock hungry slut you are, is that understood?”

I gulped as I digested her words. My dick was straining against its cage now, hungry for any sexual attention. I knew that a few weeks ago I wouldn’t want this and would be terrified of this situation, but now, I felt something different. Olivia’s words, her dominance, her control over me. I really wanted to be good for her. I really wanted to do as she said, whatever it was.

“If I’m a good girl will you give me the key to my cage back?” I asked. I wasn’t sure why I asked, but I think part of me wanted to see how adamant Olivia was that I obey her.

She just laughed in response. “If you’re a good girl tonight then you’re never going to want to have that cage removed. You’re never going to want to be Ben again,” she replied.

Her words sent shivers through me and caused my dick to throb. She was so confident that I would like what was about to come that I couldn’t help but believe her. I was finally becoming excited to meet Christian as Becca for the first time.

“Just relax,” Olivia said softly, clearly detecting my inner turmoil. “This is the same Christian who you been talking with for weeks. Nothing is different. Just be yourself, be Becca, and everything will be fine.”

Just be Becca. I can do that. I’ve been doing it for weeks, just as she said.

Another knock on the door made my heart flutter. This was going to happen. I was going to have a date with a man while I was a woman.

I inhaled deeply and then let it all out in one deep exhale. Olivia smiled at me and I nodded at her, letting her know that I was ready. She stepped aside and gave me room to lead us out of the bathroom.

“Coming!” I yelled at the door as I heard another knock.

Olivia was bouncing along behind me, excited for the reveal that was about to happen. Excited that her plan was coming to fruition.

At the door I let out another deep breath and then opened it, revealing Christian standing before me. He wore a tight fitting white button up shirt which showed off his muscles beneath. The shirt was tucked into blue jeans. He had short brown hair which he ran his large hand through as she smiled at me. “Becca?” he asked as he looked at me.

My body was shaking nervously as I looked up at him. Even though I was a man wearing high heels, he was still taller than me. It was both intimidating and arousing.

“Y-yes, that’s me,” I answered. In that instance I truly felt that I was Becca.

“You’re even better looking then your pictures,” he grinned.

My body shook even harder, now less nervous about meeting him and more nervous that he actually liked what he saw.

“Oh, thank you,” I blushed. “You’re quite handsome yourself.”

We stood awkwardly in the doorway, continuing to stare at each other, until Olivia butted in. “Well, my time here is done. Have fun, you two,” she said as she squeezed her way through the door. “Becca, you better call me tomorrow and give me all the juicy details.”

“Oh, okay. Bye, Olivia,” I said as she disappeared down the hall. Seeing her leave made me more nervous. I was now all on my own.

But at the same time, I was now free to do as I pleased. I wouldn’t have anyone listening in or telling me what to do.

It would just be me and Christian. On a date.


CHAPTER 5

THE DATE

“Can I come in?” Christian said once Olivia was out of sight.

I gasped at my rudeness and suddenly grew concerned that someone else in my apartment building might see me as I stood in my open doorway. “Yes, of course! Please come in,” I let out as I stepped aside and into my safe apartment.

I watched as he walked into my apartment and then quickly shut the door behind him. When it was just the two of us alone in my apartment, it suddenly dawned on me that this was supposed to be a date. How were we supposed to have a date in my apartment?

Christian seemed unfazed, however. He proceeded into my little living room and sat down on the couch, padding the seat next to him to invite me over.

What did Olivia tell him? What is he expecting? Is there going to be food or talking? Or just…

My thoughts raced as I moved to meet Christian on the couch. I sat down next to him, but with just enough space between us. He quickly scooted over, erasing the space, so our legs were touching. His rough jeans brushed against my hairless, feminine legs.

“I can’t believe we’re finally meeting,” he said, breaking the silence. “We’ve been talking for so long, I was starting to think that I was being catfished.”

I chuckled at his joke while also feeling bad that it was kind of true. “I can’t believe it either,” I replied.

“But then Olivia messaged me and said that she was a friend of yours. She told me that you were shy and very cautious when it came to men. It made so much sense. I didn’t want to scare you away, but I was also dying to meet you,” he explained.

“I wanted to meet you, too,” I blushed.

He smiled at my response and then continued, “She also told me that you’re very... inexperienced. But also very curious. Which is totally cool. I can go slow.” He put his hand on my bare thigh. My body quivered with yearning and a soft moan escaped my mouth. My dick pulsed, excited by the touch of a foreign hand.

“Ooh,” I breathed out. “She told you all that?” I didn’t know what to say, but for now I wanted to keep him talking until I could adjust to these new feelings.

“Yeah, she did,” he replied. His hand started slowly creeping up my thigh, towards my crotch.

I suddenly realized that when I sat down, my dress had hiked up and was nearly exposing my caged dick. I desperately wanted to adjust my dress to cover up, but I didn’t want to come off as denying him or being prudish. Plus, I wanted to feel more of his touch on my bare skin.

“So, uhh, what did you want to do?” I asked, still trying to stall him despite knowing exactly what he wanted. “I have some board games and puzzles. Maybe watch a movie or two?”

He pressed his finger against my lips and shushed me. “No more talking. Just follow along.”

Feeling his touch on my lips made me long for more. I wanted to open my mouth and take his large finger inside of me. My breath was growing heavy as my body began lusting for more of his attention.

“Okay,” I managed to breath out.

Christian ran his large hand over my dress and up my body. I tried to resist my urge to squirm as his hand explored my body. It continued up, reaching my breast and being joined by his other hand as he turned to face me. He gave my chest a firm embrace which made my dick pulse with desire.

I desperately wanted to touch myself, to feel something on my dick. After six weeks locked in chastity I was ready for something, anything. I couldn’t wait any longer. I needed to take it.

I threw myself to the side and jumped on Christian, sitting on his lap and straddling him. I looked at his face, a man’s face, and needed to taste it. I also knew what Olivia would want me to do. And I needed to be good for her.

My face lunged forward and my lips collided with his. They were full lips that seemed to fit perfectly with mine as they embraced. My dick throbbed even harder as our lips danced and our hands groped each other’s bodies. Feeling his hands all over me and my hands all over him, it was almost too much to take. I felt like I needed more. I wanted him to use me, to abuse me. I wanted to be the slut Olivia wanted me to be.

But there was still the matter of my little secret and whether or not Christian would be okay with it. I pulled my lips away from his and saw my crimson lipstick smeared across his lips. I bit my lip as I stared at him and considered what to do.

Christian looked back at me hungrily. I had to stop him as he leaned forward to taste me again.

“I’m not sure how much Olivia told you about me, but I think there’s something else you should know…,” I started hesitantly.

“Oh?” he said. His eyebrows raised as he looked at me, waiting to hear what I had to say.

I closed my eyes and tried to calm myself. It was too difficult to find the words and even harder to speak them. Finally, I grabbed his hand and placed it underneath my dress and between my legs.

My dick practically jumped at the touch if his large manly hands. I let out a deep breath as I braced myself from the surge of pleasure that flowed through my body.

Christian’s hands felt around on my caged dick, his face showing confusion as he explored. Then his hand moved lower and discovered my balls. He gently squeezed them and I saw his face light up with recognition. When he let go I panicked. I expected him to shout at me, pissed that I had kept such a large (yet small) secret from him.

Instead he smiled at me. “I thought I was going to get a tight virgin pussy tonight,” he said thoughtfully. “But I guess I’ll be getting a tight virgin asshole instead.”


CHAPTER 6

VIRGIN NO MORE

Igasped at his words. Christian wasn’t horrified, he wasn’t upset. He seemed to be into it.

“Is that all?” he asked me, dismissing my fears.

I nodded my answer, still too meek to answer.

He grinned at me and then grabbed my ass as he stood up, picking me up with him. I squealed in surprise as I flew upwards. My arms and legs wrapped around him to hold on as he started carrying me out of the room.

I was in awe of his strength to carry me. I was in awe of his open mind to still want me. Both things made me want to be even better for him and for Olivia. I threw my lips at his once again and we resumed kissing.

Thinking of Olivia made me remember the promise I made to her. She had me promise to release my inhibitions and do as my body desired. Right now my body desired so much. Luckily, I had a strong feeling it was about to get it.

Christian was stumbling around as we kissed, my face blocking his view of the apartment he didn’t know. “Down the hall. Last door on the left,” I said between kisses.

His grip grew stronger on my ass as he hefted me up again and made his way down the hall towards my bedroom. There, he threw me down on my bed and then stared down at me like a predator going in for the kill.

Without thinking I rolled onto my stomach and got on all fours. I knew where tonight was going. I knew what he wanted. And I knew what I wanted. There was no point in denying it. There was no point in delaying it.

Christians hands grabbed my ass and slid up, pushing my dress above my hips. I felt so raw and exposed. I loved it. His finger slipped under my teddy, Olivia’s teddy, and slid down. “That’s some sexy lingerie. Too bad I’ll have to take it off,” he said.

My dick pulsed at the implications, but I also didn’t want it to happen. I wanted to keep Olivia’s teddy on. I wanted to feel the lace against my hairless body so I could feel her. So I could be fucked while wearing it, like her.

I reached down and unsnapped the crotch and pulled away the two parts of the strap. “No, please leave it on,” I said.

“Fine,” he grunted as his hands gripped my ass cheeks and spread them open. “Mmm. This will do just fine.”

I quivered as he spread my ass open, displaying my hairless asshole to him. I wondered when he would begin and how it would feel. I wondered if feeling his manhood inside of me would make me feel like the woman I now longed to be.

I heard him spit on his finger and then felt a wet touch on my asshole. He pushed it in and I lurched forward in surprise.

“Oh, yeah. Nice and tight,” Christian groaned behind me as he pulled his finger out. I heard him spit again along with the sound of slathering behind me and knew what was about to come.

I breathed in deeply and closed my eyes as I awaited my fate. And then it came.

There was pressure again my asshole and then a sudden surge as it penetrated me. I moaned as I felt Christian plunge inside me, stretching me open as his cock moved deeper inside. I couldn’t believe what I was feeling. I couldn’t believe I had a cock inside of me.

I couldn’t believe how good it felt.

Christian pulled his cock back and I felt myself relax. But then he surged forward again, once again filling me deeply. I gasped at the feeling this time, and continued as he fell into a pleasing pattern.

“Mmm. Fuck yeah, your tight pussy feels so good,” Christian groaned.

“You feel so good, too,” I moaned as I reached back and grabbed his ass to pull his cock deeper inside. The deeper it went, the better it felt. When I felt his legs against my ass, that was the perfect depth. His large cock head hit me in just the right spot, giving me a pang of pleasure.

Christian grabbed my hips and started pulling me back, leveraging my body to fuck me even harder. My cock flapped back and forth as he pulled and pushed my body around. I felt so used, so dirty, so desired. I felt like the cock slut Olivia wanted me to be and I hoped that I was making her proud.

The room was getting hot and I could feel Christian’s sweaty skin slapping against my ass with each thrust into me. He was groaning loudly as he gripped my body fiercely, like a lion taking his mate. I gritted my teeth as I bared his primal urges and felt my own satisfied as well.

My arms were getting tired so I lowered them down to my bed and rested my face in my cool blanket. With one of my hands I started touching my body, feeling my feminine clothing as I imagined I was a sexy woman getting fucked. I touched my chest and squeezed the cups of my teddy and ran my fingers down my dress, feeling the lace underneath against my skin. It all felt so good.

And I knew that I felt good to Christian as well. His groans were growing deeper, his thrusts faster and more thoughtful. I could feel his cock growing inside me, pushing out the walls of my once tight asshole.

And then I felt his cock surge and pulse inside of me. I gasped as a blast exploded deep inside. I continued to feel ripples moving the length of his cock while he moaned in pleasure behind me. In that instance I knew what I had done. I had pleasured a man, just as Olivia had wanted me to do.

When he was done unloading his seed inside of me, Christian pulled out his large cock and sat down next to me on my bed. I carefully rolled over to my side to look at him as I cupped my ass, not wanting to soil my bedding any more than we already had.

He grinned at me, pleasure aerating from his being. “Well, that wasn’t what I expected… but that was very nice,” he breathed out, still recovering from his fierce fucking of me.

I smiled back. “Same here,” I replied.

He put his hand on my bare thigh and rubbed it gently. “So, uhh, should we have another date sometime soon?”

I laughed at the thought. Was this really a date or was it just a release of sexual desires among two people in need? I looked down at my caged cock, still straining hard against its cage. Still without the release or relief it so desired. Several times tonight I felt that I was close to cumming, but never quite reached the climax I needed. I knew I would need more.

I also knew that it wasn’t entirely up to me. “Talk to Olivia. I’ll leave my availability up to her,” I said proudly. I had a strong feeling that she would approve of a reunion between Christian and I so I wasn’t worried, but I also knew that she was now in control of my new self. She was in control of Becca.

And Becca would do anything she said.
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