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A MILE IN HER SHOES PART 1


FEELING LIKE A WOMAN
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SARAH


My eyes closed as I took a sip from my mug and let the warm sensation of coffee flow through me. I let out a pleasure filled sigh as I once again recalled that it was Saturday morning and the beginning of a relaxing weekend. A weekend with no plans and nothing on my to do list.

“You missed out on a lot of fun last night, babe,” my wife, Sarah, said as she came to sit across from me at the dining table.

I opened my eyes to look at her and immediately felt my dick swell up. She was wearing nothing but her satin red pajama shorts and a short white t-shirt that was just see through enough for me to see her perky nipples. A smirk started growing on her face and I instantly knew that she had caught me staring.

“O-oh?” I choked out as my eyes darted down to my coffee.

“Maddie got super drunk and was throwing herself on like every man at the bar, Gina was telling us about her latest dating fiasco, and Charlotte ran up on stage and kissed the singer in the house band!” she replied enthusiastically.

I looked back up at her and gave her a polite smile. Truth be told, a night out with her girlfriends sounded awful, especially a night like that. I was glad that I had managed to stay home instead. “Yeah, that all sounds so… riveting.”

“I think I had one too many though,” she chuckled as she rubbed her temples.

“That must have been an expensive night drinking,” I said without thinking. I immediately regretted my judgmental words.

Sarah’s eyebrows furrowed while her eyes shot daggers at me. “I’ll have you know that all I spent was the five dollars that I tipped the bartender with at the end of the night,” she replied curtly as she crossed her arms.

I was taken aback by her answer. “Five dollars? How could you get a hangover by spending that little at a bar?” I scoffed.

“Well, I was sad when you said you didn’t want to join us, but one perk of not having you there was all the free drinks that other men were buying me and the girls,” she giggled. “You don’t mind that I had to flirt with a few men to pay off my tab, do you?”

I thought back to the outfit I saw her go out wearing last night. She was wearing a lacy black spaghetti strapped bodysuit tucked into a pair of ripped blue jeans. Her cleavage had looked amazing and her ass was perfect thanks to the black high heels that she wore. It was no wonder that she was getting drinks thrown at her by other men.

I opened my mouth to answer but was too distracted by the strange feelings swirling inside of me. Oddly, the thought of my wife getting hit on and flirting with other men was arousing and making my cock grow stiff in my shorts.

“I, uhh… I guess that’s alright,” I finally managed to mumble. I could feel my cheeks growing flush and quickly covered my face with my coffee mug to hide my strange feelings.

Sarah smirked at me as she continued her story. “One of the guys even offered to take me to the game tonight. Court side seats he said. I can’t lie, I was pretty tempted to take him up on his offer, especially since you ditched me last night.”

I gulped nervously as my blood rushed to my dick. Could she tell how I was feeling? Was she teasing me on purpose?

“I’m glad you didn’t,” I lied before taking another sip of coffee. I set down my mug and let out a deep breath, hoping that I could send the strange feelings out of me. As I tried to cool off, I couldn’t help but notice Sarah grinning at me from across the table. Despite her late night and hangover, she still looked flawlessly gorgeous. It was almost unfair. “It must be nice to be you, huh?”

“Excuse me?” She scoffed as she leaned forward over the table, her eyes once again raging at me.

I rolled my eyes at her, already knowing full well that she knew what I meant. “Look at you… you’re effortlessly beautiful. Guys are always throwing themselves and money at you. Life must be a cakewalk for someone like you.”

Sarah leaned back in her chair and looked at me quizzically. “Do you really think that looking like this is effortless?”

“You just woke up and look at you! You don’t have your hair done or any make up on, hell, you’re barely wearing any clothes and you still look immaculate!”

She squinted her eyes and started rubbing her head again though this time I wasn’t sure if it was because of her hangover or me. When she finally opened her eyes, she had an unnerving look in them. “If you think that it’s so easy to be me, then maybe we should do a little experiment. Maybe I should teach you everything that goes into being me.”

I didn’t know what she meant, but I didn’t like the sound of it. I needed to back out of this conversation and quickly do some damage control. “No, no. That’s not necessary,” I sighed. “I’m sorry, I was out of line. I guess I was just a little flustered by the idea of guys buying you drinks.”

Sarah shook her head as she abruptly stood up from the table. “Oh, no. I’m tired of you always discrediting my accomplishments and work by using my looks as an excuse,” she said harshly. “It’s time for you to really learn what it’s like to be me. It’s time for you to learn what goes in to being a woman.”
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JEALOUSY


Ifelt myself trembling at her words. I wasn’t sure what she meant, but I could tell that it wasn’t good. “I said I’m sorry. Isn’t that enough?” I pleaded.

Sarah walked around the table towards me, stopping behind my chair and grabbing my shoulders firmly. “I’m dead serious,” she growled. “I’m tired of your petty sexist rhetoric, I’m sick of your belittling me, and I’m so over your jealousy.”

I craned my head back to look at her. “Jealousy?!” I spat out in disbelief.

Suddenly she jerked back my chair and turned it until we faced one another. “That’s right,” she answered flatly as she leaned over me. Her hands grabbed her breasts through her shirt and then started working their way down her tight hour glass figure. “I think deep down inside you are jealous of me being such a sexy woman.”

“What? That’s ridiculous!” I exclaimed defensively. To my surprise, I didn’t quite believe the words that came out of my mouth.

She grabbed the back of my seat and lowered herself down into my lap. I shivered as I felt her pussy slid against my hard cock. She smiled at me as she grabbed my chest, her gentle hands softly cupping it as if I had breasts of my own. Her hands squeezed and caressed as a strange sensation swelled up inside me. She continued, her gropes growing more sexual, as I considered the new feelings.

Could she possibly be right? This does feel rather erotic and I have always admired her body. She is just so sexy, so beautiful. Who couldn’t wonder what it would be like to look like her?

A diabolical laugh escaped Sarah as she pinched my nipples then climbed off of me. “See? You can’t even deny it.”

I suddenly realized that I had let her touch me for far too long. I shook my head to snap out of my daze then tried to reject her hypothesis. “That’s crazy. If that’s what I wanted then why would I marry you? Why would I have sex with you?”

She grabbed my hand and pulled me up as she smiled at me. “Those things and wanting to feel like a sexy woman aren’t mutually exclusive, babe. It’s okay. I don’t blame you.”

With that, she turned and started making her way down the hall, pulling me along with her. “You know, I’ve always sensed a strong feminine side from you. You have just the perfect amount of beta in you so that I can boss you around. I’ve always liked that about you and our relationship.”

I scowled as I considered her words. Had she really seen me as a beta male this whole time? Was that really something that she liked about me? It was all so strange, so surprising to hear. “Seriously?” I asked in disbelief.

As she entered the bedroom she let go of my hand and spun around. She started walking backwards into the room as she grinned at me. “You never realized that? You’re so cute, Dave,” she giggled. “We’ve always had a rather reversed power dynamic, but maybe it’s time to amplify that a bit more.”

“I… I’m not sure what’s going on right now, but I think I’m done with it. I just wanted a nice relaxing weekend and this… whatever this whole thing is, is not sitting well with me. I’ve had enough. I’m going to go back to the table to finish my coffee and pretend like this never happened.”

I started backing out of our bedroom, but before I could make it out I was once again caught off guard. I stopped dead in my tracks as Sarah’s delicate little fingers curled around the hem of her short t-shirt and started pulling it over her head.

Her breasts bounced as the shirt popped over them. My eyes followed the movements of her nipples as her long blonde hair fell over them. I could feel my dick once again surging to life at the sight of her hefty bosom on display.

“Oh, come on, babe,” she let out playfully as she shamelessly stared at me topless. “Don’t be such a grump. Have some fun with me and maybe I’ll make it worth your while.”

My dick surged again, pitching a tent in my pants that pointed directly at Sarah. In that moment I knew that I couldn’t refuse. “F-fine,” I mumbled as I finally managed to peel my eyes away from her breasts.

“That’s a good girl,” she said softly.

“Girl?” I repeated in confusion.

“Girl, boy, whatever,” she shrugged as she made her way to her closet.

I watched as she started pushing around her hung clothes. She had a certain mad scientist vibe to her that was alarming, but there was no going back now.

“This might fit… and this… and this,” she muttered to herself as she continued. “Oh, and I can’t forget about those!”

She hurried to the other wall where her dresser stood, her breasts bouncing with every step. The top drawer, which I knew to be where she stored her panties, yanked open and she started digging through them as I watched in confusion. When at last she finally stopped she pulled out a bright pink thong and held it up as she turned to face me. Her eyes moved back and forth between me and her underwear before they eventually stopped on me. “Yes. These are the perfect start,” she let out.

Still baffled by what was happening, I couldn’t help but ask for clarification. “The perfect start to what?”

Her wicked grin returned as she replied, “The perfect start to your outfit. Now get undressed.”
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DRESS UP


Sarah tossed the panties at me and I caught them in an awkward surprise. “Put these on when you’re done,” she added, her voice soft yet demanding.

I looked at the pink thong in my hands and felt a strange power flowing through them. My body tingled and my dick shifted at the feel of them in my hand.

I can’t possibly agree to this, can I? I can’t wear women’s clothing, even if it is my wife asking me!

I bunched the panties in my fist to get them out of sight and then tried to summon the needed energy to push back against Sarah. “This is what you want me to do? Absolutely not. This is ridiculous. I’m not putting these on,” I said firmly.

Sarah’s hands fell to her hips and her head cocked to the side as she gave me an incredulous look. “Do you really think you can get out of this? No way, Dave,” my wife said firmly. “I’m going to teach you a lesson and you’re going to listen and obey me. Your only choice is whether you’re going to be good for me and be rewarded or be naughty and get punished.”

I stepped back, surprised by her sudden tone. My hand opened up to reveal the thong once more and my eyes gazed down once more. Again I felt the alluring sensation radiating from them.

I can’t deny that there’s a part of me that’s curious and wants to try them on, but I this still feels so… weird…

I looked back up at Sarah who had a fire raging in her eyes as she glared at me. “This isn’t a question or a request. This is a demand. You’re going to do it one way or another. Get naked and put those panties on. Now.”

Her sharp words caused a rush of adrenaline to overcome me. Without thinking I grabbed my pants and underwear and started pushing them towards the floor. My shirt left next, leaving me naked.

Standing naked before my wife, something I had done hundreds of times throughout our relationship, oddly felt different this time. I felt small and embarrassed, and felt the need to cover my privates. My hands moved to block her view as I stood awkwardly before her.

Sarah rolled her eyes at me. “If you want to cover up your little dick then do so by obeying my orders. Cover them with those cute little panties I gave you.”

I nodded and obeyed. I bent over and slipped my legs through the holes of the thong before slowly pulling them up. It was a moment that only lasted a second but seemed to go on forever. As I felt the lacy touch of the thong I felt shivers in its wake. My naked body felt as if it was transforming from its touch and as the fabric slid nicely into my asscrack and covered my dick, my mind felt the change, too. There was something about wearing my wife’s panties that just felt… right.

I was snapped out of that moment by the sounds of Sarah’s soft footsteps approaching me. “Mmm, yes. Don’t they feel nice? Most men don’t know what they’re missing, but not you. Not anymore. I bet you’re going to want to wear all thongs from now on,” she said with a teasing tone. She stopped just before me as her hands reached for her pajama shorts. Her hips moved from side to side as she worked the satin shorts down her long, smooth legs. As her pajamas dropped to the floor, I noticed that she, too, was wearing a small pink pair of panties. “Look! Now we’re like twins!” she giggled.

My dick pressed against my tight fitting thong as I admired the look of her smooth crotch. Unlike mine there was no hint of hair and no obvious bulge of a cock and balls. The panties looked so good on her and for a moment I wondered if I could ever possibly look that good, too.

Sarah took another step closer and I watched as her hand floated to my crotch. I could feel her fingers through the lace of the underwear as she started stroking my cock. My dick grew and pressed against the fabric, causing the thong to dig deeper into my ass and intensifying its strange comfort.

“Don’t thongs feel so nice?” Sarah said softly as if reading my mind.

“Uh huh,” I breathed out without thinking.

“I knew you’d like them, but just wait until you feel the rest.”

To my chagrin, her hand disappeared from my dick as she drifted away to her dresser. She started digging through a different drawer until she pulled out another lacy garment. She returned to me as she held out the item for me to take.

“Now for a bra, or well, a bralette since I don’t think your chest will fit any of my bras. I’ll have to get some for you later,” she added.

I ignored her comment as I took the black bra in my hands. I was a little disappointed that it didn’t match my panties but that feeling was overwhelmed by my curiosity for how it would feel. I pulled it over my head and fit it over my chest. It was tight around my torso, but that aided the padded cups in pushing up my slightly flabby chest into petite breasts. Looking down, it actually looked like I had a small bosom.

Sarah’s hands swarmed my chest and started rubbing it. The fabric’s gentle touch tickled my body and filled me with arousal. “Mmm, yeah. That looks nice on you, babe. We should have you wearing these more often.”

“R-really?” I choked out. I couldn’t deny that I liked how the bra and panties felt and I couldn’t deny that I would be interested in wearing them again. Especially if she touched me like this whenever I did.

“Yeah,” she answered. “I mean, don’t you feel sexier already? Don’t you like how they feel?”

“I guess so,” I said, trying to sound casual and downplay my feelings.

She smirked at me as if seeing right through me. “Good. Now let’s continue with the rest of your outfit.”
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THE OUTFIT


Sarah left me to return to her closet. She pushed aside her clothes until she seemed to find precisely what she was looking for.

“This. This is the one,” she said as she removed a black dress from the closet. She held it out in front of herself and nodded approvingly. “Do you remember this dress?”

I gave it a look over and realized that I did recognize it. “That’s the dress you were wearing when we first met, isn’t it?” I answered.

“Very good, Dave. I’m impressed,” she replied. “This used to be my lucky dress, the dress I wore when I was younger and needed a good fucking. I retired it after the night I met you though.”

I blushed at her story as I remembered in fondness that first night of passion we shared together. “I had a feeling that you were just using me for a one night stand, but I didn’t mind. I had never seen someone as beautiful as you before. Afterwards I couldn’t stop thinking about you so I just had to text you a few days later. I never thought you would actually reply or agree to see me again.”

She smiled lovingly at me as she walked back towards me. “I wasn’t planning to reply, but there was just something about you that intrigued me. I loved how you let me dominate you that night. I went to the bar that night needing cock and you let me take you home, throw you down, and take it,” she said. She laughed and then continued, “I remember my thighs burned for days after from riding you so hard.”

My cheeks started burning fiercer at her retelling. She made our first night sound so naughty. So sexy.

“And now I bequeath it to you to wear,” she added as she held it out to me. “It’s oddly fitting really. From one new beginning to another.”

I frowned at her as I took the dress. “I’m not sure I would call this a new beginning,” I retorted. “I’m just doing this once to please you.”

“We’ll see,” she giggled in response. She stepped back and gestured for me to put it on. “Luckily, the dress is too big for me now and should fit you well enough.”

I looked at the short black dress in my hands and wondered if she was right. Could I possibly fit into one of her dresses? It was true that she had lost weight and was in much better shape these days, but surely she was never my size.

There’s only one way to find out I suppose.

I examined the dress for a zipper and then recalled the moment when she had pulled off the short, tight fitting dress that first night. I remembered that she wasn’t wearing panties which made me believe that she really had gone out searching for cock that night. I also remembered seeing her naked body for the first time; her perfect porcelain skin and her tight pussy between her soft, slender legs. I was in awe, a feeling I still get to this day when I see her naked.

When I finally snapped out of my memory, I knew it was time to follow her orders and take the next step. It was time to put on the dress.

I bunched up the dress and slipped my arms through the short sleeves. The dress was tight around my chest and body as I pulled it down, but the stretchy fabric had some give to it that allowed me to fit it on. It reached down to the top of my thigh and when I tried to pull it down further, I couldn’t. That was as long as the dress was.

This really is a slutty dress. No wonder she wore it to get fucked. And no wonder she caught my eye that night.

Sarah took a step back to examine me. Her eyes crawled over my body slowly as she took in my look. When she reached the bottom of the short dress she shook her head in disappointment. “You’re really ruining my sexy dress with your leg hair, but ugh! I don’t think we have time to properly deal with that today,” she grumbled. “I know! Let’s just hide it for now and save that lesson for another day.”

My stomach turned with another reference to more lessons and dressing up again, but at the same time my heart fluttered with curiosity as to what she meant. I watched as she pulled out another item from her dresser and carried it back to me.

I recognized the item the second I saw it and my dick throbbed in my panties at the sight. They were sheer black stockings. I had always loved the feeling of touching her legs when she wore nylons, almost more than feeling her soft skin itself. I would be lying if I said that I hadn’t wondered how they would feel to wear.

“Sit down so I can help you put these on,” Sarah instructed me.

Once again I followed her command, though this time I did so with much less resistance. My feet felt like they were floating as I walked to our bed to sit down.

Sarah followed and knelt down before me. She started rolling up the first leg of the stockings then slipped it over my foot. The feeling of the nylon running up my leg felt even better than I had imagined. I had to close my eyes as she started with my other leg.

“Now stand up,” she snapped at me.

I jumped out of bed and she continued pulling the stockings up my legs and all the way to my waist. She straightened them out and then pulled my dress back down to cover my crotch when she was satisfied.

“There, that looks much better. Now you look like a proper bar slut.”
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THE HEELS


“Ido?” I croaked. There was no denying that I was growing overcome with arousal from this experience. It was far more enticing than I could have ever expected.

“Well, you did until your dick started getting hard,” she laughed.

I looked down and saw my dick pushing out the dress. My cheeks reddened as embarrassment flushed through me. “Oh, I… uhh,” I stuttered as I tried to think of an excuse while fumbling to try and hide my dick.

“It’s okay,” she continued to laugh. “I knew you would like it, but maybe you should try tucking that thing between your legs.”

I turned around and lifted the dress up enough until my other hand could reach inside my stockings and panties to better adjust my penis. I pushed it down and between my legs and then let the tight underwear and nylons help keep it down. After pulling my dress back down I noticed that the bulge was clearly gone and the dress fit flush against my body.

I took the chance to take in the whole look. The body con dress was helping to give me a semblance of curves and the padded bra beneath was giving me small breasts over my chest. I couldn’t believe what I saw.

“You even have a cute little ass,” Sarah suddenly said as her hands grasped my cheeks. I jumped in surprise and turned around to face her. “That’s much better,” she said as she gazed at my crotch. “No more pesky penis showing.”'

“T-thanks, I guess,” I mumbled awkwardly.

“Now for the next piece,” she started as she moved back to her closet. This time, instead of looking at her clothes, she was examining her shoes. “It’s a good thing that we wear pretty similar shoe sizes.”

My heart started beating faster as I realized what she was planning. “It is?” I asked nervously.

“Of course, you need to have the full experience of what it’s like to be a sexy woman and you can’t have that without high heels.”

Before I could say anything, she spun around holding a pair of bright red high heels. From my vantage point, they looked extremely high. I couldn’t believe someone could ever walk in them. My eyes were locked on them as she approached me with them outstretched towards me.

“Some nice, sexy red pumps will surely help you feel more like a real woman.”

I tried to smile to hide my anxiety about wearing her heels. There was something specifically about wearing high heels that seemed to take everything to the next level. So far I had just put on some clothes, but high heels seemed different.

“Do I have to?” I groaned as I trudged my way to the bed to sit down.

Sarah stabbed the heels into my chest to answer. “You don’t hear me complaining about wearing heels every time we go out or every day to when I go to work, do you? It’s part of the uniform of a woman, so yes, you have to. You need to learn.”

I let out a deep sigh. She seemed unmovable about all of this and I knew I would have to go through with it as the only way to end this charade. But that wouldn’t stop me from trying one more time. “Even if I apologize again and tell you how much I regret spewing that nonsense out?”

Sarah let out a boisterous laugh. “Not a chance. I’m having too much fun now,” she chuckled. “Now hurry up and put those heels on.”

My shoulders slumped as I took the shoes from her and resigned to putting them on. “Fine,” I pouted. I reached down and slipped the first heel over my stocking clad foot. It was a tight squeeze to get the shoes on, but I managed.

Each heeled foot clicked loudly against the floors as I set them down. It was surreal to feel my toes bunched in the pointed tip of high heels and my calves activated by the lifted position.

I can’t believe I’m actually wearing high heels!

“There you go, now don’t you feel extra sexy?” my wife asked me.

I considered her question for a moment even though I already knew the answer. I did. I couldn’t admit that to her though. “It all feels pretty weird to be honest,” I lied.

Sarah looked at me as if she didn’t believe me and in that moment I was glad that my dick was hidden between my legs so she couldn’t see it trying to grow hard again. “Well maybe you just need to check yourself out first. Stand up and go look in the mirror. Maybe seeing yourself will make you feel more like the woman that you’re dressed as.”

I awkwardly pushed myself up to standing as I wobbled in my new heels. I reached my arms out to balance myself as I took my first steps as a woman. My nerves were firing furiously at the thought of seeing myself dressed like this, but there was also a deep wonder eager to see if I looked remotely as sexy as Sarah did in this outfit.

As I slowly approached the mirror I started to really see myself, more than just what I could see by looking down. I could see the tight black dress that barely covered my crotch, the sheer pantyhose that helped disguise my hairy legs, the bright red high heels that accentuated my legs and butt. While I clearly didn’t have the alluring hourglass curves that Sarah did, the outfit she had made me wear helped give me enough to make me look more feminine than masculine.

“Wow,” I let out.

Sarah snuck up behind me and grabbed my chest from around my back. “Mmm, yeah. You look like such a fucking slut,” she moaned as she started kissing my neck. “If I saw you at a bar I would definitely want to take you home and fuck you.”
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ROLE REVERSAL


My eyes closed as a loud moan escaped me. I wasn’t sure if it was because of her kisses or her promiscuous words, but I knew I wanted more of both. I craned my head to the side to give her more of my neck to taste as my hands reached back and grabbed her ass to pull her tight against me.

I was expecting to feel the soft yet firm skin of her ass, but instead my hands were met by the coarse touch of denim. I opened my eyes and looked at my wife through the mirror and saw that she was no longer wearing just her tiny pink panties. She now wore baggy blue jeans and a green and red striped button up flannel shirt. She was dressed like a man.

I looked at her in confusion for a moment before her attention to my body intensified. Her hands began running over me, groping me, while her mouth continued to work on the tender flesh of my neck. The feeling of her fingers through the fabric of the dress was both soft and sensual, it was an experience I would never have with men’s clothing.

“This is what I would do to you if I saw you at a club. You would be on the dance floor in your slutty little dress and I would see you and know that you were ripe for the taking. then I would move to make you mine. I would strut up, grab your hips like this, and then let you feel my cock against you.” With that Sarah pulled me tightly against her and started grinding her crotch against my ass.

I gasped at first at the unexpected feeling, but settled in quickly as one of her hands resumed its groping while the other continued holding me tight. Though this was far from the first time she had touched me, this was different. Everything was different, from the clothes to the mood to the dynamic between us. At the same time, everything felt right. My eyes closed again as my body relaxed as I let her take me.

We started swaying together as if we were actually dancing in a club and the more we moved, the more I believed I actually was a sexy woman being felt up by a man. It all felt so naughty. My dick was straining hard between my legs and I had an intensifying urge to turn around and fuck her. But not yet, I still wanted to enjoy these feelings for a little bit longer.

And I wasn’t the only one who was turned on. Sarah’s hand began to dive down my body. It released my chest, moved past my stomach and hips, down to the bottom of the short dress. I felt her fingers tickle the lace of my panties and my dick squirmed with anticipation. I felt my dress hike up and my crotch exposed. I felt the silky sensations of the stockings against my skin as her hand touched down.

My whole body quivered as her fingers slid across the nylons. They moved down between my legs until I felt them brush against my dick. I moaned at her touch. I quickly growing so pent up, so burdened with desire. I wanted to unleash it all.

But I also felt so weak. So under her control. I knew that if I were to get the pleasure I so hungrily wanted that it would be under her discretion.

Already I was willing to beg for it, but luckily it didn’t seem as if I would need to. Sarah’s hand continued moving between my legs until it touched the tip of my tucked cock. She moved it back and then continued rubbing my dick.

“This would be my test to see how down to fuck you are. If you let me rub your pussy then I knew I had you,” my wife growled in my ear.

My dick was surging in my panties. “You have me,” I moaned. “Take me.”

“If I actually had a cock I would. I would bend you over and fuck you so hard right now.”

I gasped as her words struck a deep chord within me. To my surprise, in that moment I actually wanted that to happen. I wanted this fantasy to continue. I wanted to feel like her woman.

Sarah continued rubbing my cock vigorously as I squirmed in her grasp. My knees were feeling weak and I was beginning to wobble in my high heels. I had to lean over and brace myself against the wall so I wouldn’t fall over.

“Oh, it looks like you want that, too. Don’t you, slut?”

I realized that Sarah had taken my change in posture to be bending over for her. But I couldn’t explain it to her. Nothing would escape my mouth but moans of pleasure.

That wasn’t going to stop her anyways, she was already moving. Her hands briefly departed my body and took up residence on each side of my hips. One started sliding up my back, pulling my dress with it until my ass was exposed, and then I felt Sarah’s crotch thud into it.

She started thrusting herself against me as if she was fucking me. Over and over. Harder and harder. “You like that, whore? You like taking my big cock?”

I opened my mouth to answer, but I didn’t know what to say. I was still struggling to grasp these new pleasures that I was experiencing.

“I’m going to make you cum with my fat cock. I’m going to make you feel like the slut that you long to be.”

Sarah’s hand left my back and slid down between my legs once more. It started rubbing my tucked dick as she continued to fuck me. My dick was going crazy. I felt like I might actually cum. I was so turned on, so built up with intense passion.

“Come on, baby. Cum for daddy.”

I did as I was told. I bellowed out a groan as I felt my cock explode. A wave of ecstasy flooded my body as my dick expelled pleasure. With each pump, my body grew more limp until it felt like the puddle that was now in my panties.

When she realized what had happened, Sarah gasped. “You did it, didn’t you? You actually came?” she asked in surprise.

“Yeah,” I chuckled awkwardly as I pushed myself back up to standing and turned around.

Sarah had an amused look on her face. “I guess you do like being a sexy woman,” she said with a growing grin. “Well that was just a little taste for today. You still have a lot of learning to do. Being a woman isn’t all sexy clothes and pleasure.”

I didn’t know what exactly she had in mind, but in my euphoria I knew I would go along with it. “But there will be more pleasure, right?”

A diabolical laugh escaped her lips as her grin widened from ear to ear. “Oh yes, dear. There will be lots of pleasure.”


A MILE IN HER SHOES PART 2
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THE NEXT WEEK


After the events of last weekend when my wife, Sarah, had unleashed the start of her plan to teach me how much work goes into being a woman, everything had changed. She had dressed me in her clothes — a pink thong, black bra and skimpy black dress, sheer black stockings, and red high heels — and then she had made me feel like a sexy woman.

All week I daydreamed about the sound of her voice calling me a slut as she thrust her crotch against my ass, pretending to fuck me. All week I jerked off to the memories of her touching me and making me cum in my panties. All week I thought of dressing up again.

It was those dreams, memories, and thoughts that had brought an air of change between us. There was an awkwardness that hung around us after the events that had transpired. Everything that was swirling around in my mind made me both guilty and confused, and when I saw Sarah those feelings amplified when I remembered that she had said she still had more to teach me about being a woman.

I longed to know what her future lessons would be and what she intended to do to me, but mostly I longed to know when it would happen again. She had yet to tell me and I was too afraid to ask and come off as too eager or excited. I did know that she was planning though because her face was always buried in her laptop or phone. Occasionally I would catch her stealing a glance at me with a wicked smile on her face before she would escape back to her research.

As each day passed my anticipation grew exponentially. I found myself returning to the small pink thong that my wife had made me wear and cum in. After spilling my seed in it she told me to clean it and keep it. I didn’t think much of it at first, but once I saw it fresh out of the laundry and sitting among my drawer of boxers, it was the only underwear I wanted to wear.

I brushed them aside at first but everyday I found the temptation harder to resist. I would pick them up and trace my fingers along the delicate straps, I would remember how they felt to wear, and I would recall the arousal I felt when Sarah had taken off her pajama shorts and revealed that she was wearing a matching pair. She looked amazing wearing nothing but the pair of pink panties and I couldn’t help but wonder if I could ever manage to look that good and that feminine.

I supposed that I would just have to wait to find out what her next lessons were for me. Perhaps then my curiosity would be quenched.

///

The next Saturday morning I woke up early with a nervous energy. I tried to initiate my typical weekend routine but I found it hard to eat and I didn’t want coffee to increase my jitters. Instead I sat on the living room couch and fantasized over what might happen today if Sarah decided to debut her next lesson plan. Now that it was the weekend and we had time to spare, I had to assume she would do just that.

Soon, Sarah joined me and snapped me out of my dreams. She came to sit next to me and I immediately noticed what she was wearing. Her blonde hair was draped over her shoulder which otherwise was covered by a thin spaghetti strap of a pink camisole. It had lace trim and fit snugly against her chest so I could easily make out the impressions of her nipples beneath. Below she wore nothing but a matching pair of cheeky panties. They were lace and I knew that if I caught the right angle I could see through them to her pussy.

If this was any other day then I would be all over her. I wouldn’t waste energy on exchanging pleasantries. I would grab her and mount her like a lion then drag her back to the bedroom for some morning delight.

But this was no ordinary day. I knew it and from the grin on her face, I knew she knew it, too.

She rested her hand on my thigh as she sat next to me. I tried to compose myself and subtly adjust my shorts to hide my growing erection as I admired her beauty.

“Good morning, babe,” she said softly.

“Morning, hun,” I replied nervously, forcing a smile on my face.

She rested her head on my shoulder and for a moment I felt relaxed, like everything would be okay. But then she spoke again, “Have any plans today?”

“No. Nothing yet at least,” I answered with hesitation. It hadn’t even dawned on me that I could possibly get out of her lessons if I had other plans. I just assumed that this was what we would be doing this weekend so I left myself available for her. Maybe I really was the beta that she said I was.

“Perfect,” she let out giddily. Her index finger started running along the top of my leg softly, sending shivers through my whole body. Then suddenly it stopped. Her thumb quickly joined it and plucked one of my curly leg hairs. “That means we can get an early start on today’s lessons.”

There it is. There’s the official proclamation. It's happening today for sure.

I wasn’t sure if I was happy or scared to hear her statement, but I knew that I was at least relieved. There would be no more wondering when. And soon there would be no more wondering what.

“Lessons?” I repeated, trying to play ignorant. “Oh, are you still going on about all of that? I thought we were past that and had made up already. Isn’t that why you made me cum at the end?”

She smiled at me then patted my leg and stood up. I watched her as she walked away, her perky ass bouncing in her panties with each step. “Why don’t you follow me and find out?” She said as she stopped at the doorway and looked back at me. “And if you’re good today, then maybe you will receive another happy ending.”
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PROMISES


As Sarah disappeared down the hallway towards our bedroom I jumped up and hurried after her. While I still had no idea what today would bring, I at least knew that there was a possibility of the same orgasmic outcome as last weekend. The same outcome that I had been dreaming of all week.

When I reached our room the door was open and the lights were dimly lit. I entered slowly, trying to stay cool, then stopped when I saw her sitting on our bed with a series of small colorful bags next to her. To my disappointment, none were large enough to contain much clothes let alone an entire outfit like I had worn last weekend. Seeing these bags instead of clothes suddenly gave me an uneasy feeling and made me wary about continuing.

“Thank you for making things easy by joining me,” she greeted me.

I shrugged in response, still unsure of whether or not this would be easy or if I would regret joining her.

She continued as she gestured towards the bags beside her. “Each of these bags contains a component for each step of your lesson for today. Today’s topics are very important so I need you to promise me that you will be on your best behavior and do as I say.”

Making such a blind promise was nerve-wracking given the subject. While I was definitely enticed to follow her, I still needed a little more convincing. I also didn’t want to come off as too eager. “And why should I just give in to you so easily?”

Sarah laughed. “Are you really going to play hard to get? I already know that you want to obey me and will do so willingly.”

I frowned at her statement, slightly annoyed that she was so sure about what I would do. “And why is that?”

“Two reasons,” she answered. “One, you always do what I say because you’re a good beta and it’s in your nature, just like I told you last week. And two, because you loved dressing up last weekend and now that you have had a taste, I know you want more.”

The fact that she called me a beta again and was dead right about how I felt doubly aggravated me.

“But don’t worry, baby. As I said, I will make it very worth your while if you behave and be a good girl for me,” she added as she fluttered her eyes playfully.

I stared at her blankly, still scared to commit despite feeling my dick growing in my pants. There was no denying the arousal I felt from her asking me to be a good girl for her.

I might as well just accept it. She’s right. She will find a way to convince me to do it anyways and I really do want to experience more of what we did last weekend. If I give in now then I may even score some points towards that happy ending she mentioned.

I shook my head in defeat and accepted my fate. “Fine. Alright. I promise.”

Sarah smiled and clasped her hands in delight. “Splendid,” she said gleefully. “Today you will be learning what it takes for women to make their bodies socially acceptable. At some point in history it became the norm for us to do constant work on our body and appearance. While I do enjoy how sexy it makes me look, it is a lot of work! Today you will start learning just how much work it is so you can gain a better appreciation.”

I had a feeling I knew what she meant, but I wasn’t completely sure. “What does that mean exactly?” I asked hesitantly.

My wife reached to the side and picked up the first bag in line. It was a small pink paper bag with a white rope handle which she extended towards me. “Take this and find out.”

I reached out for the bag and took it from her. I felt my heart racing faster as I slowly opened it and looked inside. There I found a small pink razor. “You want me to shave?”

Sarah nodded. “Yes, but just your upper body for now. Your chest, back, and face,” she answered.

That doesn’t sound too bad… I’ve seen plenty of guys at the gym with shaved chests. It’s not that weird or anything.

“Alright,” I shrugged nonchalantly.

I stood there awkwardly until Sarah shooed me away towards the bathroom. “Go on, get to it!” she cried out.

I jumped in startle and quickly made my way to the bathroom with the razor. There I took off my shirt to examine the work ahead of me.

Luckily I don’t have a lot of body hair from my waist up and I just shaved my face yesterday. This shouldn’t take too long.

I started with my face to have an easy start to the process. From there I moved to my chest and shoulders then finished by getting what I could of my back hair. When I was done, I admired my new look. It definitely looked strange, but wasn’t a massive difference and I knew I could get used to it if I had to.

I grabbed my shirt to put it back on, but then decided to leave it off as Sarah would likely want me to prove my obedience to her soon anyways. Instead I would go back to her shirtless to let her see that I did as she wanted.

“Ooh, you look nice and smooth, baby,” Sarah let out when I entered the bedroom.

She was still sitting on the bed and I tried to resist my urge to blush as I walked up to her. “See? I can be good,” I said in my most seductive voice.

“Yes, that’s a very encouraging sight indeed.” She raised her hand and started sliding her finger down my now hairless torso, all the way down to my pants. Her finger hooked around the hem of my shorts and gave them a little yank. “But now let’s see if you behave when it comes to finishing your body.”

I looked down and saw her looking at my hairy legs and felt my stomach twist. “You want me to shave my legs?” I asked, practically pleading for her to say no.

To my relief she shook her head, but then her answer was even worse.

“No,” she said as she picked up and offered me the next bag off the bed. “I want you to wax them.”
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FEMININE LEGS


“Wax?!” I shouted incredulously. “You want me to wax my legs?!”

“Of course,” Sarah answered calmly. “I wax my legs so why shouldn’t you? Do you think I like waxing? No. But I do it because that’s what women have to do for you men.”

My heart was pounding in my chest. I didn’t know if I could go through with it. “But what if someone sees me with hairless legs?”

She shrugged. “Own it and don’t be such a beta bitch. Who cares what other people think.”

My jaw dropped at her answer. “Why do you keep calling me a beta? Do you even like me anymore?”

“I love you very much, dear, but I’ve come to realized that it is time for you to better learn how to love and appreciate me and everything I do.”

Her words gave me a twinge of guilt and made my stomach churn more. “I love you, too. I hope you know that.”

“I do,” she said with a smile. “But I also know that you’re going to love me even more when we’re done with my lessons.”

I reluctantly took the bag from her and opened it up. Sure enough there was a box inside labeled, “Wax Removal Strips”. I looked at them in disbelief, already knowing what I was about to say. “Ok. I’ll do it.”

Sarah clapped her hands together excitedly and stood up. “Actually,” she said as she took back the bag. “I’m going to do it to you.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but couldn’t think of a retort. It actually sounded like it might be a little easier if she was the one to do the terrible deed that was ahead of me. “Fine.”

Sarah skipped into the bathroom and I trudged after her, not looking forward to what was about to happen, but knowing that I had no choice. Inside, she instructed me to sit on the edge of the bathtub while she prepared.

“I’m not going to sugar coat this for you. This is going to suck,” she said.

“Let’s just get this over with,” I groaned.

“Then you better get undressed so we can get started!” she giggled.

I was unnerved by the fun she seemed to be having, but once again did as I was told, stripping down until I was naked. The tub was cold against my ass, and I felt my dick shriveling up with the nervous energy I had flowing through me. I hoped she wouldn’t notice.

If she did, she didn’t mention it. Instead she began applying strips of wax coated paper to my legs. It didn’t feel too bad, but I could feel the wax adhering to my hairs and knew that I hadn’t felt anything yet.

And then she ripped the first paper off.

“What the hell!” I screamed in pain at the feeling.

Sarah laughed and moved to grab the next strand.

“Hell no!” I yelled as I kicked my leg away. “I’m done with this shit. I’ll just shave the rest if I have to.”

More laughter echoed through the bathroom. “It’s too late for that. The wax is already well coated in your hair. It’s coming off the hard way.”

I threw my head back in despair and set my leg back down in front of her. I clenched my jaw as she ripped the next strand off.

“Why the fuck do you women do this?” I said through gritted teeth.

She ripped off another piece and then said, “To look good for you men. But at the end of the day, getting waxed once every few months is much easier than shaving every day or two. At least now you know what I’m doing for you every time I go to an appointment.”

Another strip ripped off a chunk of my hair. “I’ve always loved your smooth legs,” I choked out. “But now I definitely appreciate them more.”

“And now you will have the same nice smooth legs that you adore so much. For a few months at least,” she teased. “And now we won’t have to hide your hair with stockings.”

“You mean I don’t get to wear stockings again?” My eyes bulged in shock as I heard the words come out of my mouth. I couldn’t believe I had just said that.

Sarah stopped mid rip and stared at me. Her eyes were also wide, but I could see a bright glimmer of excitement in them. “You want to wear them?” she asked.

My whole body was shaking with fear. Dressing up and shaving when she ordered me to was one thing, but admitting that I wanted to do it was completely different. I felt a massive power shift between us that left me feeling even more the beta that she said I was.

“I… I mean I guess they felt pretty nice,” I mumbled in response.

“That’s true, they definitely can make you feel pretty sexy sometimes. You know what? If you like those then I think I have something you will like even more.”

“W-what’s that?”

“You will just have to wait and find out,” she giggled diabolically before finishing the strip she had started.

She continued torturing me, ripping off strip after strip of my leg hair. The further up she went, the more nervous I grew as she neared my genitals. She bypassed them at first, choosing to instead remove the hairs on my ass. Then I felt the first strip get laid down in the area between my leg and dick.

I squeezed my eyes shut tightly as I felt her fingers return to remove the paper. It hurt more than all of the others but I tried my best to refrain from shouting.

Sarah continued waxing the area around my dick and balls and then finally stopped. “I’ll let you shave your little guy. I’m not a professional and don’t want to risk hurting him,” she said. “Finish up, rinse off, and then join me back in the bedroom for step three.”
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DRESSED UP


The feeling of the cold water rinsing off my waxed legs was surreal. The water felt extra cold and my skin swarmed with goosebumps. Then there was the actual touching, the feeling of my hands on my bare skin. It was so smooth… so feminine.

I really couldn’t believe that I had just let my wife wax my body, something that would have a lasting effect for months. But I had and now it was time to own it like she said. To own it and see what else she had planned for me.

Back in the bedroom Sarah was once again sitting on our bed waiting for me. There were still two bags left, but next to them was now an assortment of clothes. Seeing them was a strange relief.

“First, go put on your little pink panties. Hopefully they’re clean,” she started.

“Yeah, they are,” I replied as I proceeded to my dresser. I opened up my underwear drawer and pulled them out.

“Keeping them with your underwear, are you? Interesting… but now let’s get them on so that pesky penis is out of sight.”

I blushed at the thought of wearing the thong again and tried hard to not get too erect. I could already feel my dick swelling from my wife telling me to wear her panties, but I didn’t want her to see the full effect of that arousal. I hesitated briefly before turning around and slipping the lingerie on.

The thong once again fit nicely into my asscrack as I tucked my dick and pulled it on. It felt just as good as I remembered and finally having it on once again was refreshing. I could feel my growing desire to feel them on me quickly disappearing.

“Good, now the bra,” Sarah said, snapping me out of my reverie. “I bought a new one just for you.”

She reached into one of the remaining bags beside her and pulled out a long black bra. Unlike the bralette she had me wear last time, I could see that this was a typical bra with large wired cups. When she handed it to me I accepted it, fully curious as to how it would feel. I put my arms through the straps and pulled them around my back where I struggled to connect them together.

Once I had it on, I adjusted the bra over my chest. The cups had lots of padding which helped push my chest up to feel more like I had real breasts. I longed to touch my chest to see how it felt but in front of my wife I fought the urge vigorously.

“Now for your next little surprise. Because you like stockings so much, I want you to wear these today.” From the bed she lifted up two long items, one in each hand. They were black sheer stockings just like I had worn last weekend, but these ones weren’t attached together. “Thigh highs are going to make you look and feel even sexier and sluttier. Wearing them is like saying that you want to come off as a good girl who wears pantyhose, but you also want quick access to my pussy so you can get fucked.”

My dick was pressing against my panties at the idea of putting on the thigh highs. With shaking hands I took them from her then sat down to put them on. Each stocking slid on with ease this time, no longer snagging on my leg hair. They felt even silkier against my bare skin. I loved them.

“Mmm, very sexy. Now go ahead and put your dress back on,” Sarah instructed.

I looked to the bed and was disappointed to see the same black dress that I had worn last weekend. “The same one?” I asked pathetically.

“Well yeah, we’re getting you ready to go out and earn some free drinks from men. You have to wear your best and sluttiest going out dress.”

I stared at her in stunned silence, terrified of what she had just said. “Going… out…?” I finally managed to speak.

Sarah’s face lit up and then ignited into a fit of laughter. “Oh! No, we’re not actually going out. I’m just teaching you how much work it takes for a woman to go out and get free drinks. You know, the thing that you said was so easy for me because I’m beautiful.

A huge sigh of relief expelled from my mouth as a wave of calm consumed me. “Oh, thank goodness.”

Sarah let out another laugh while I got started putting on her slutty black dress.

The dress felt just as nice as it had a week ago, except this time it was a little more snug around the chest thanks to the larger bra cups that I wore. At the same time, those bra cups also gave me very visible breasts emerging from the dress.

When I had it on, she pointed towards the bed where a familiar set of red high heels waited for me. I sat down on the bed and put each one on before standing back up. Oddly, this time I stood up in them feeling more comfortable and confident.

Standing, I pulled my dress down as far as it would go, which was just to the top of my legs and just above the tops of my thigh highs. A point that Sarah clearly noticed as well.

“Wow, with your long legs your thigh highs are fully exposed! That’s the clear sign of a whore!” she laughed. “The men at the bar would eat you up looking like that!”

Her words echoed through my mind and body and I felt like I couldn’t take any more. My dick suddenly surged to life and slipped out from beneath my panties as it grew erect. I looked down and saw it poking out from beneath my dress and felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment.

“I had a feeling this thing might try to make an appearance,” Sarah said as her hand gently caressed my exposed cock. “Luckily I know exactly what to do with it.”
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HAPPY ENDINGS


She continued stroking my cock softly as my eyes rolled back in my head. I couldn’t believe how immensely turned on I was by just putting on some clothes, but there was no denying it. I had been fantasizing about this moment all week and now that it was happening it wasn’t disappointing. So far it was everything I had hoped it would be.

Sarah’s hand moved down my shaft and cupped my balls, gently playing with them. Her delicate touch made me quiver and melt into her hand. “Do you feel feminine? Do you feel like a woman?” she whispered.

It only took me a second to know the truth. I did. With my hairless body, my breasts, and erotic outfit, I felt more feminine than ever. In that moment I really was beginning to believe that I could be sexy like her. “Yes,” I answered truthfully.

“Good,” she said as I felt her hot breath approach me. My mouth opened just in time for her lips to meet them. They were wet and plump and as she started stroking my raging cock again, I could tell that she was just as turned on as I was.

“Do you feel sexy?” she asked as she broke her lips away from mine.

“Yes,” I moaned as my mouth lounged back at hers.

She pulled away again. “Do you feel like a dirty slut?”

My hand grabbed her free wrist and placed her hand on my breast. “Why don’t you make me feel like one?” I breathed out.

She squeezed my chest and laughed. “Mmm, yeah. You really do want to feel like a little whore, don’t you?”

In that moment I wanted nothing more even though I had no idea what exactly that might entail. “Yes!” I pleaded as my dick surged fiercer in her hand.

“Does the thought of men having their way with you turn you on?”

I was getting tired of the questions. Tired of the breaths wasted when they could be put to better use. But I knew I needed to play along.

My mind flashed back to last weekend once more when she had worn jeans and a flannel shirt while she rubbed my cock. The memory made me realize why she was asking such a question, she wanted to recreate that moment again as well.

“Yes,” I hissed. “Take me and make me yours!”

She bit my lip and snapped it as she pulled away. “Not yet,” she chuckled.

“Then let me fuck you!” I cried out desperately. My cock was rock hard and needed to feel something. Without waiting for an answer I grabbed her and threw her down on the bed. I started to mount her, but she quickly rolled to the side to deny me.

“Where has this fire been for the last few years? I guess I should have dolled you up years ago.”

I plopped myself down into the bed in defeat while she climbed out. Rolling over, I saw her staring down at me in amusement.

“While I’m definitely not going to let you fuck me dressed like that, I will make good on my promise since you have made good on yours today.”

She grabbed the last little bag off of the bed and set it on the floor as she kneeled down before me. My hopes instantly jumped seeing her in such a sexual position. I pushed myself up and scooted to the end of the bed until my legs were open in front of her and my still hard dick was standing tall for her to see.

Her cool hands returned to my cock and it surged harder. “I’m going to give you what you want because I want it, too,” she said sensually. “But this is also a lesson. I need you to keep your eyes open. I want you to watch me and learn.”

I nodded my agreement and then watched as my cock disappeared in her mouth. My mouth gaped open at the moist touch of her lips and I had to fight the desire to close my eyes.

I needed to be good for her.

She started slowly moving her lips back and forth over my cock, keeping her eyes locked on mine with every movement she made. Her hand held the base and gently tugged on it in sync with her mouth. With her other hand she rubbed my legs. The silky touch of the stockings on my hairless legs was euphoric. As she continued rubbing them I could feel my dick release its first drop of pre-cum.

I continued to watch her work my dick. Her head rotated as it took it in and let it out. Her tongue tickled it with each pass. Her eyes told me that she wanted me and she was enjoying this just as much as me.

My cock was throbbing in her mouth and I knew she could tell that I was close. Her mouth started moving faster and deeper, swallowing even more of my dick inside. I groaned in pleasure and then bellowed when my cock reached its limit. My dick exploded, shooting cum deep into her throat. Her eyes stayed on mine as her lips slowed down and she cooly collected my seed. When my dick finished I felt a wave of ecstasy and collapsed limply back into the bed.

“Mmm,” I heard Sarah moan as she swallowed. “Swallowing is the most important part of a cock slut’s duties. It impresses their men and doesn’t soil the moment shared with them.”

“Okay,” I breathed out heavily, not knowing how to properly respond otherwise. As far as I was concerned I was done with today. Done and ready to take a nap.

I closed my eyes and relaxed as I caught my breath, I could still sense Sarah kneeling in front of me but didn’t think much of it. But then there was a rustling of a bag and a cold touch on my dick.

“Want more already?” I teased as I opened my eyes.

Sarah ignored me and continued with whatever she was doing. I let her while I stared up at the ceiling and enjoyed my post-orgasm glow. The feelings were growing strange, however, and soon I heard the jingling of keys and a self pleased giggle. She pushed my dick down and then covered it with my panties and dress.

“There we go,” she said as she came up to standing. “One step closer to being a woman.”

My eyebrows furrowed in alarm as I shot up to examine what had happened. I quickly uncovered my dick to find it inclosed in a small pink, plastic device.

“What the hell is this?” I shouted as I grabbed it and tried to pull it off. It wouldn’t budge.

“That’s your chastity cage, babe,” she answered casually. She dangled a small set of keys and added, “Don’t bother trying, it’s locked on.”

Panic consumed me as I gazed upon the keys and then noticed the little lock on the cage. “Why? What is this for?”

She ran her fingers over her own pink panties. “Do you see a penis here?”

I shook my head nervously.

She stopped at the top of her labia and teased her clit just like I knew she liked. “That’s right. Women don’t have little dicks like you had.”

“Had…?” The words quivered out of my mouth.

“Mmhmm. Now you just have a little clit, just like me and other women.” She reached down and flicked the little bit of my dick head that was exposed through the tip of the cage.

“But you have a vagina and I don’t. How am I supposed to feel pleasure?” I asked desperately.

“Oh? Was my blowjob not to your satisfaction?” she said, clearly feigning hurt feelings. “Don’t worry, baby. I’m sure we will find other ways of giving you pleasure. More feminine ways,” she giggled.

Despite my fear and frustration, my dick swelled up more in its tiny pink cage, beginning to press against its walls. To its chagrin it couldn’t grow erect.

I adjusted the cage on my uncomfortable dick and glared at my wife. “Don’t you think this has gone a little too far? Dressing me up and shaving me is one thing, but taking away my dick is cruel!”

She snickered at me. “You might get it back when I’m done teaching my lessons. But not if you keep that attitude. You were good today, mostly at least, but I’m only half done with you and I need you to remain a good, obedient girl for me. Do you think you can do that?”

I gulped as I felt my dick press harder against the cage. Her power over me was intoxicating and while I hated the idea of not being able to use my penis, there was something so sexy about her having complete control over it.

“Yes,” I finally agreed. “I can be a good girl for you.”


A MILE IN HER SHOES PART 3


A DEEPER APPRECIATION
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CHANGES


Iadjusted my straining dick in my chastity cage. In the beginning I had thought that it would get easier to wear this little pink plastic cage locked around my dick as each day passed, but I was wrong. As each day went by it only grew harder as my sexual energy and desires became pent up.

My wife, Sarah, held the keys to my chastity cage and told me that I wouldn’t be getting unlocked until she finished teaching me her lessons that were meant to help me better appreciate what goes into being a woman. Her lessons that had so far made me wax and shave my body, wear her clothes, and, of course, lose access to my dick because “women don’t have dicks”.

Once she had locked me up, she used her new control over me to extend her lessons into the week by telling me that I would assume the woman’s role in the household while she assumed the man’s role. I wasn’t exactly sure what that meant, but I soon found out when she told me that it would be my responsibility to plan, shop, and prepare for all of our meals this week in addition to doing all of the cooking.

After my first night of cooking I then learned that I would also be the one who cleaned up while she sat on the couch texting her friends. I wanted to be upset, I wanted to be outraged, but then it dawned on me that this is how things had been in reverse. She had been doing all of this work while I sat around.

It was mind blowing how ignorant I had been to the household dynamics until that moment. My appreciation of Sarah and all women grew exponentially with each additional chore that was added to my growing list of responsibilities.

One night when I crawled into bed, exhausted from everything I had to do to maintain the house after work, I told her as much. “I can’t believe you do so much everyday to take care of us,” I sighed.

“Hah!” Sarah bellowed. “I think you mean did. These are your responsibilities now. You need to keep being good for me to consider taking off that little cage of yours.”

My dick surged against the walls of its prison from her tease. “Well, you can’t keep me locked in here forever,” I grumbled defiantly.

Sarah gave me an amused smirk as she shrugged her shoulders. “I guess we will find out, won’t we,” she replied playfully.

The discomfort in my cage continued from her words. Her nonchalant power over me was almost too much to bear.

“I bet if I kept you locked up enough that you wouldn’t even want to take it off,” she added. “I bet after a while you would forget what it felt like to have a dick. You would only remember what it feels like to have your little cage clit. Then even if I did take it off you would beg me to put it back on and throw away the key.”

I let out an awkward laugh in response as my dick strained harder. Truth be told, the idea of her controlling me was an extreme turn on. After just a few days I was already beginning to understand the allure of the chastity cage and what a double edged sword it was. There were times when I loved being locked up in it with her controlling me, but there were also times when I was desperate to touch myself and jerk off.

So while her idea should have sounded preposterous, it didn’t. I already fully believed that I could get to that point if she kept me locked up long enough. And already I wasn’t sure if I wanted to reach that point or not.

Besides the chastity cage, there were other new sources of change lately that had turned my world upside down. Sarah’s first two lessons for me had exposed me to a whole new world of pleasures that I desperately wanted to explore more. With each passing day I longed more to wear her clothing; her panties, her bras, her dresses and thigh highs, and especially her high heels. I longed for the feeling of her hands ravaging my body. I longed for the feeling of her rubbing and sucking my dick while I was dressed up. I wanted to feel all of it again.

And I did. Whenever I had time alone I would sneak back into her closet and put everything back on. The feeling of her clothes against my skin would drive my caged dick crazy. I would rub it through my panties while I imagined it was Sarah touching me. I would work myself up to the point where my dick and balls would feel pain and despair for hours afterwards, but it was worth it. It was worth it to feel the soft and silky touch of women’s clothing again and it was worth it to feel that semblance of pleasure again.

I couldn’t wait for my next lesson to come so I could experience the real thing once more.

In those times when I was dressed up I would fantasize about performing my chores while dressed like this so I could begin to feel like a true housewife. I knew it was silly and perverted, but I didn’t care. This wasn’t my doing, these new feelings and desires were my wife’s doing. I wished I had more time to stay dressed up, but I never had much time without Sarah home and I needed to make sure she didn’t catch me in the act.

Luckily, as the weekend approached I knew I would soon get a new chance with her once again. She had already told me so. After her last lesson she had told me that there would be more every weekend until she thought I had gained a full appreciation for her and all women.

So now, as I woke up on Saturday morning, I knew that today would bring a new lesson in being a woman.

I couldn’t wait.
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PREPARATIONS


That morning I woke up early to prepare breakfast and coffee for Sarah. As usual, I had no idea what she had planned for today’s lesson, but I wanted to get the day off to a positive start so I thought making breakfast was a good idea. I had a feeling that if I did it this once that she would start making me do it everyday, but I didn’t care. I wanted to do everything right today in hopes that I could complete her training and get another orgasm, one that would rival what I had each of the last two weeks.

When she arrived at the dinning table I was all jitters in anticipation for what was to come, especially when I saw her unusual outfit. Rather than wearing her pajamas to breakfast as she normally did, today she was wearing tight black leggings with a purple and pink striped sports bra. On top of it all was her red and green striped flannel shirt, the same she had worn during our first lesson. It was like a sexy feminine twist on her masculine outfit and she looked stunning. Her outfit also told me that she was ready to get to work.

“G-good morning,” I greeted her nervously.

“Morning, babe,” she returned. Her eyes were drawn to the table where she saw our breakfast laid out and I saw them light up with delight. “Did you make me breakfast? What a good little husband you are.”

I blushed at her compliment and sat down, hoping to drown my embarrassment in coffee. “Of course, dear. I just felt a little extra loving today and thought I would treat you to a special meal.”

“Oh yeah?” she asked. “Today of all days? On the day that you know your next lesson will be?” She laughed a little as she joined me at the table.

I blushed at her insinuation but tried to play it cool. “It’s just the first time I’ve had a chance to make breakfast for you. It’s hard to get the time during the week when I’m getting ready for work.”

She gave me a look of disbelief but shrugged it off as she took a bite of food. “Well you’re not going to hear me complaining either way. Thank you, dear.”

I smiled in response then took another sip of coffee. I watched as she continued eating, feeling good that she was enjoying my work. I knew I should be eating as well, but the anticipation was becoming too much to bear and my stomach was in knots. “So… what’s the plan for today?” I finally asked.

Sarah looked up from her plate and finished her bite as she considered me. “You just can’t wait to dress up again.” She didn’t say it as a question, but rather stated it as fact. A fact that we both knew to be true.

Again my cheeks blushed and again I felt my nerves racing. “I’m just trying to gauge our schedule so I can figure out my day,” I tried to say casually.

“As if you have other plans,” she laughed. “Well if it makes your planning easier, know that you’re all mine. All day.”

I was a little relieved, but not fully satisfied. “And what will you be doing with me?” I asked hesitantly.

Her fork clattered loudly against her plate as her eyes glared at me angrily. “Can’t I just enjoy my breakfast first?” she groaned. “But fine, if you’re that excited to dress up in your little slutty dress and have your lesson then go get dressed in your usual outfit and wait for me in the bedroom.”

My heart fluttered with excitement and I wanted to jump up and do as she said. But then I also realized that doing so would be an admittance of how excited I was. I squirmed in my chair awkwardly trying to figure out what to do.

“Just go already!” Sarah eventually shouted.

With that I finally would get what I wanted. I gave her a short nod then hurried away from the table and down the hall. All the way to our bedroom where my special outfit awaited me.

In the bedroom I wasted no time. I ripped off my man’s clothes and started collecting what I would be wearing for the day. I raced around the room collecting the bra and panties, the little black dress and thigh highs, and the bright red high heels. Once I had everything neatly laid out on our bed, I got dressed.

Everything felt so perfect against my hairless body, just as it had every time I wore it during the week, but now there was an extra eroticism. Now there was the added factor of having my wife involved and not knowing what she would have me do this time. Or what she might do to me.

The first time I dressed up for her she had rubbed my dick through my panties and stockings while she pretended to fuck me. The second time she had sucked my cock while rubbing my thigh highs. If those two times were any sign of what might come, then I knew I was in for a treat. Or at least I hoped I was.

I sat down on the bed to wait for Sarah to join me. When she did, she came into the room with a different aura about her. Her black leggings made her look powerful and her demeanor amplified it. She walked in with authority and stopped just before me, looking down at me as if I was nothing but an annoyance to her.

“Are you ready, slut?” she spat out at me. “Let’s finish turning you into a proper woman.”
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NEW RESPONSIBILITIES


“Today we will complete your transformation from pathetic man into sexy woman,” my wife said as she began pacing around the room.

The mention of completing my feminine look both excited me and made me anxious. I was ready for more of this and wanted to see my completed look, but I had to assume that this might be a sign that my lessons were nearly over. But then finishing my lessons would mean that I could get my chastity cage removed. I was torn.

“So then we will be done?” I asked sheepishly.

“No,” my wife answered flatly. “Once your look is complete I will begin teaching more about a woman’s required… skills. There is far more to being a woman than just looking pretty.”

I nodded excitedly. “Yes, of course.”

Sarah suddenly grimaced at me. “There’s something wrong about this,” she said as she gestured at me and then pointed at my mouth. “If I’m going to fully feminize you, then you need to help me. You need to start speaking like a woman, too.”

I considered for a moment and then cleared my throat and tried to respond in my girliest voice. “Like this?”

“Not bad, but keep working on it,” she answered. “But you also need to be more demure and womanlike. Men in this world see woman as their lessers and expect them to act as such. I need you to see me as your superior and treat me as such.”

Again I considered what she was asking from me and again I tried to make her happy. “Yes… Sir?” I squeaked out.

Her eyebrows raised in a pleased surprise. “That’s close, but sir is all wrong for me. You should call me… master.”

My dick was coming to life inside my panties, already loving the beginning of today’s lesson. “Yes, Master,” I said.

“Very nice,” Sarah let out approvingly. She stopped her pacing and again returned her focus to me. “You’ve been doing a very good job with your women’s work this week, but before we begin I want to explain to you what you will be adding to your list this week. You will now be responsible for cleaning and tidying the house, making the bed and changing the sheets, keeping the house stocked with supplies, and all of the household laundry. And that of course includes putting it all away nicely.”

My jaw dropped at her new list of demands. “How could I possibly have time to do all of that?” I asked.

“The same way I did when they were my responsibilities. By working around the house every evening and all weekend,” she answered me gleefully. “Wow, I’m going to have so much free time now!”

My stomach twisted at the thought of having to do housework around the clock. “Okay, I get it. I wasn’t a supportive man or husband. How about we come up with a couple lists of chores for each of us to handle to make it easier for you?”

“But I already have made it much easier for myself,” Sarah scoffed. “I’ve turned you into my little chastity bitch!”

My mouth opened to retort, but I had no comeback. I knew that as long as she had me locked up in this chastity cage I would have to do as she said. Still, it sounded like a lot of work and it gave me no hope of having my cage removed any time soon.

“Does that mean you won’t be unlocking my cage after today’s lesson?”

My wife laughed loudly at me. “Did you think I would be? No. I still have a lot of work left with you.”

My dick strained against its cage at her denial. There was no denying the arousal I felt when she controlled me in such a way.

She continued. “But don’t fret, darling. I will be letting you do all your weekend chores while dressed up.”

My heart fluttered with excitement. “Dressed up? Like this?” I asked, hoping desperately that she would say yes.

She smirked, clearly sensing my excitement. “That’s right. Just like a proper woman.”

I can’t believe it! She wants me to dress up like this ALL weekend to do chores. That sounds so hot.

“O-ok… if you say so,” I choked out as my dick raged in its cage. I was beyond excited.

“I do say so and I think you forgot to add something to your sentence.”

I thought for a moment and then felt a pang of angst when I realized my mistake. “If you say so, Master,” I corrected myself.

Sarah beamed a smile at me. “Much better… Hmm, maybe I need something to call you, too… Dave… Dave… I know! Daisy. I’m going to call you Daisy, my little blossoming flower of femininity.”

My dick throbbed at the mention of my new name. “Thank you, Master.”

Sarah’s smile quickly disappeared and returned to a more serious look as she checked her watch. “Don’t thank me yet. We got sidetracked and haven’t even completely your transformation. We still need to turn you into Daisy.”

“How do we do that?”

Sarah turned to her closet and pulled out a long blonde wig. “With this to begin with,” she answered. “And then we will do your makeup.”

I glanced at myself in the mirror across the room and realized that while I was dressed in women’s clothing, I still had my normal short men’s haircut and masculine face. When I looked at myself with that in mind, I looked more silly than feminine.

I looked back at my wife and she smiled as she gestured towards the bathroom, telling me to go in. I nodded my understanding and began my short journey. Although the walk was short, I had a feeling that the result might change me forever.
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DOLLED UP


Sarah had me sit down at her vanity in our master bathroom and quickly placed the blonde wig over my head. “I know having long hair can look easy, but I assure you that it isn’t. There’s a lot of work that goes into washing, drying, styling, curling, straightening, and maintaining long, feminine hair,” she said as she began to brush the hair on my head.

The wig was curly and went down just below my shoulders. It actually reminded me of Sarah’s hair but perhaps that was the point.

“It’s very lovely. Just like yours,” I said.

“Well it is now your responsibility to keep it looking this way. I don’t want to see it tangled or matted.”

“Yes, Master.”

Sarah continued brushing my new hair until she could easily run her fingers through it. “There, now it’s perfect.”

I followed her example and touched it. It was so soft and I felt like my fingers could get lost within its flowing locks. It was lovely.

“It is,” I murmured.

“And now for the most important step. Makeup! This is the most tedious thing women have to do. Not only do we have to spend a fortune on all of these different products, but we have to learn what to use, how to use it, and when. Then we have to apply it and remove it every day.”

That does sound rather unenviable….

“But it does make you look even more beautiful.” I wasn’t sure if it was the right thing to say, but it was the truth. While she was a natural beauty, makeup did make her look even better.

“Thank you, Daisy, but that’s thanks to many years of practice. It’s going to take you a long time to get there so pay close attention while I do it this time.”

I nodded my understanding and then she got started.

////

Despite trying to pay close attention the entire time, it was a struggle to keep up. Sarah used so many different types of creams, lotions, powders, and brushes. She used so many shades for so many reasons. She used so many types of makeup that all seemed to have different ways to be applied. I couldn’t believe that women had to deal with this.

But in the end the result seemed worth it. As I gazed at myself in the mirror I no longer saw myself as Dave the man. I was Daisy the woman.

“Woah,” I let out as I touched my face to make sure the reflection in the mirror was really me.

“Yeah, I did a pretty remarkable job,” Sarah chuckled. “Oh! I almost forgot one last piece.”

She hurried away back into the bedroom while I continued to admire myself.

I can’t believe it. I look so feminine, so much like a woman. I can’t believe I’m saying it, but I almost look better like this. I almost like how look like this better.

Sarah soon returned with her hands held out and full. In each one she held large pink blobs. “The final piece to your new look. These will really make you feel like a woman.”

With that her hands disappeared into the front of my dress. I felt them sliding down my chest and beneath my bra. My dress tightened as she reached in, but the feeling didn’t leave when she pulled her arms out. When I looked down to see why that was, I was again in disbelief.

I had boobs.

“Pretty nice, right? They’re Ds like mine,” Sarah said as she fondled her own breasts. “Go ahead and give them a feel.”

I raised my hands up and cupped my new, large chest. The breasts were soft and squishy, just like my wife’s. Oddly, they actually felt real, like they were really attached to me. Like I really had breasts.

My dick swelled up as I touched my womanly chest. I looked back at myself in the mirror and admired how my bosom looked. As I checked myself out, I felt like my transformation was finally complete. After three weeks of lessons, after learning to dress in women’s clothes, after shaving and waxing my body, after putting on a wig and having my makeup done… after all of that and now having breasts, I really felt like a woman.

Sarah’s hands snapped me out of my admiration when they grabbed my shoulders tightly. “That’s enough checking yourself out for now. You’ll have plenty of time for that in the future,” she said. “Now it’s time for the real lesson.”

“Huh?” I breathed out as I regained my focus on what was happening.

“Now that you’ve finally experienced everything that goes into dressing and looking like a woman, it’s time to have your first experience as a woman.”

I looked at my wife’s reflection in the mirror and couldn’t read her expression. I had no idea what she was talking about and I wasn’t sure how to feel about what she was saying. “What kind of experience?” I asked hesitantly.

“A very special experience,” she said with a wicked laugh. “Now wait here until I call you. I need to go get ready.”

I sat anxious for what felt like an eternity until I decided to stand up and try to calm myself. I paced around the bathroom several times before I caught another glance at myself in the full mirror and got to soak in my full look.

I started running my hands along my body as I again admired my new self. I squeezed my breast and ran my fingers over the fake nipples, I caressed my dress, I grabbed my ass firmly. It made me feel so naughty.

“Really feeling yourself?” I heard Sarah tease from inside our bedroom. “Why don’t you come in here so I can make you feel really sexy. I’m ready for you.”
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FEMININE SKILLS


The lights of the bedroom dimmed as I slowly crept inside. My dick tingled with anticipation with each step I took in my high heels. During the last two weekends this had been the part of the lesson when Sarah had pleasured me in new ways. Could that be what was coming now? In truth I had no idea what Sarah was planning and that was half of the excitement.

As my eyes adjusted to the dark room I looked around for my wife. I found her sitting on the edge of our bed with her legs spread open. The sight made my dick press against my chastity cage as I imagined ramming it inside her open legs.

Damn, I would love to fuck her while dressed like this.

I walked towards her and was disappointed to see that she was still wearing her black leggings which all but killed my fantasy. However, the closer I got, the more I started to see something between her legs. My eyes focused on it and when I was just a few steps away I finally realized what it was. It was a long, veiny dildo strapped to her crotch.

What the hell is that for? She couldn’t possibly be thinking of using that for anything, could she?

My body froze in fear as my eyes stayed locked on the cock wobbling between my wife’s legs. My mouth dried and my heart pounded at the sight.

“Any good woman knows how to handle one of these things,” Sarah said as she gripped her dick with her hand. She shook it and laughed as it dangled between her legs. “Now that you’re a woman, I expect you to know how to handle one as well.”

I gulped nervously as my eyes followed every bounce. I could feel my dick stirring in my panties and wasn’t sure what that meant. Was I actually excited by the idea of touching this very realistic looking dildo?

“I-I’m pretty sure I already know how to handle a penis,” I finally managed to choke out as my eyes broke free and managed to connect with hers.

“I suppose handle was the wrong word,” she said as she considered my reply. “What I really meant was… pleasure.”

She wants me to know how to pleasure a cock?

I felt like my heart was going to beat out of my chest. My whole body was shaking. I felt terrified. But I was also highly turned on.

“But why?”

Sarah reached out and grabbed my hips, pulling me closer towards her. “Because I want you to fully understand what it is like to be a woman. Because I want you to know all of the hardships that we deal with, all of the expectations put on us. I want you to know how easy you had it as a man. I want you to truly appreciate the fairer sex.”

I stared at her in shock as I realized that she was serious. She was going to make me go through with her lesson, whatever it was. As my dick raged harder at her dominance over me, I realized that I would be once again doing as I was told.

Her fingers gripped tightly around me and I felt them moving me. She was pushing me down to the floor. I quickly gave in and lowered myself to my knees, my body knowing exactly what she wanted me to do already. With my knees on the floor, her dick was pointing right at my face.

I looked up at her with pleading eyes. “Y-you mean you want me to…,” I started, unable to speak the words.

She knew what I meant though and she nodded. “That’s right. I want you to suck my cock, just as a woman would. Just as I did to my husband last weekend.”

My mind flashed back to the blow job she gave me last weekend and I remembered how she had demanded that I keep my eyes open. How she had instructed me to watch.

She was setting me up for this moment. She wasn’t just pleasuring me, she was teaching me!

I looked back down at the dildo before me. It looked so big, so intimidating. It made my dick feel small and pathetic, especially while it was in its tiny pink cage. “But it’s so big,” I muttered pathetically.

My wife scoffed. “Trust me, dear. It’s not that big. Yours is just that small.”

Her words made me shrivel even more.

“Stop stalling and suck, slut. You don’t want to see what happens if you’re a bad girl for me.”

My dick started growing again and I could feel arousal beginning to flow through me. I didn’t have enough though, if I was going to do this I knew I needed more.

“I have to? Sucking this will make me a good girl?” I pouted.

Sarah laughed loudly. “That’s right,” she answered as she started petting my hair. “Taking my cock in your pouty little mouth like a good slut will put you on your master’s good girl list. But if you stall for even one more second then there will be consequences.”

That was all I needed to hear. My dick surged against its cage and I felt a matching sexual energy course through my body. My once dry mouth was wet again and I felt like I could do what was being asked of me.

I could suck her cock.
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FEMININE PLEASURES


My lips parted as I leaned forward. I felt the silicone flesh of the dildo brush against them as I allowed it to enter my gaping mouth.

“That’s a good girl,” Sarah said firmly. “Take my cock in your whore mouth.”

I let her dick fill me as much as I could. I knew it wasn’t much, I knew I was even more pathetic for my inability to take it in as much as she could take in mine, but it was all I could do before my gag reflex started kicking in.

I pulled my head back and let the dick fall from my moist lips. “Like that?” I asked her.

“Don’t you tease me, slut. Keep sucking!”

My dick throbbed and my arousal exploded. My mouth lunged forward and took her cock in again. I started slowly moving my head back and forth over it, letting myself really feel it. I could feel the large vein on the bottom of the shaft. I could feel the large ridge of the swollen head. I could feel my mouth watering with a blooming desire for more.

The feeling was surreal and I couldn’t believe I was actually doing it, but I was. I was pretending to suck a dick.

Her fingers brushed through the long strands of my blonde hair and I felt them wrap tightly around them. She started using her grip to force my face further onto her cock. I tried to let her lead me, but the more she commanded me, the more I was beginning to gag. When my gag reflex couldn’t take anymore, I pushed back against her control.

“Don’t you dare stop. When you suck my cock you do as I say. Stop resisting and take it like the whore you are!” she growled at me angrily.

I gave in. I gave her control and let her take over.

Sarah started slamming my head forward, ramming her cock deep in my mouth. I could feel it hitting me in the back of the throat as I tried to brace through the discomfort.

My mouth was becoming sloppy with saliva as the dick moved faster through me. I glanced at the dildo and saw it slathered with my lipstick and could only assume that I looked like a mess of a woman. That thought only turned me on more.

Sarah’s fingers soon released their grip and I felt them gently slide down my cheek. “Now I want to see you put a good effort into this. I want to see you really pleasure it, just as a woman would.”

I tried to think back to watching her suck my cock but everything was hazy and hard to focus on. My breathing was heavy and sweat was dripping from my forehead. I knew I couldn’t stop though so I once again took it inside me.

I started working the shaft with my lips, moving them back and forth as I looked up at my wife. She gave me an approving nod which filled me with a lustful pride.

My dick strained with desire as I continued. I was quickly growing pent up with sexual energy and I was longing to let it burst once more. This last week with my dick spent locked in a chastity cage was the longest I had ever gone without masturbating and now it felt like a week’s worth of cum was ready to burst. But it couldn’t.

“That’s it. Keep sucking. Let’s see a little more passion. Pretend that I’m a man. Pretend that you really want to make me happy, that you really want my cum inside your stomach.”

I couldn’t explain why, but her words set me off more. I closed my eyes and instantly pictured strong, muscular thighs surrounding my head, hard abs above me, and a real man’s cock throbbing in my mouth.

The image made me hungry. It made me start taking the cock passionately. I started giving it big, long strokes with my tongue as I turned my head from side to side with each movement. My hand grabbed the base and started tugging on it in tune with my mouth.

My urges were taking over me. I felt like I was on autopilot. My mouth was gasping for air but I didn’t want to take the cock out of my mouth for any reason. I needed more.

“Yes! Yes!” Sarah shouted. “Oooh! I’m cumming now. Stroke my cock. Help me get every drop into your throat.”

I didn’t want to, but I slowed down and did as I was told.

“Good, now pull off and swallow my load.”

Again I did as I was told.

I leaned back and let out a whimper as I pretended to swallow her cum. Now that I had stopped I was finally growing more in tune with my body and could feel how exhausted I was. I could also feel a strong pressure in my dick and a growing pain in my balls.

“Well done, Daisy. Well done,” Sarah sighed. She patted me on the cheek and then added, “I’m done with you now so you may work on your chores.”

“That’s it?” I squeaked. My body trembled from speaking the words, but I was so worked up. So horny. I needed more. I needed to feel pleasure.

“That’s it?” she repeated, her body tensing with anger. “That’s it? What were you expecting? A parade for your diligent efforts?”

My cheeks blushed and burned with embarrassment and nerves. I regretted speaking up, but I had already started so I might as well finish. “Some pleasure of my own. Like last weekend,” I answered bashfully. “My dick is really hurting in this cage right now.”

“Pleasure? You want pleasure?” Sarah scoffed. “Did you attempt to pleasure me after I swallowed your cum last weekend? Do you ever care if I orgasm once you’re done dumping your dirty seed inside me? I’m sorry, baby, but women don’t always get the pleasure they deserve. You’re just going to have to suck it up and deal with your discomfort just as I have during our whole relationship.”

I was floored by her answer. I had always thought our sex life to be good, but as my mind sped through our recent encounters I realized that she was right. It really was one-sided. I had been a terrible sexual partner.

I opened my mouth to admit my shame, but she cut me off. “But don’t worry, dear. This wasn’t your last lesson. If you continue to be good for me and do all of your chores then I will have a special lesson for you that may just give you the pleasure that you long for. But you’re going to have to earn that. You’re going to have to prove to me that you can be a good, obedient woman for me. And that includes none of this pouting about pleasure.”

I nodded my understanding. I knew it would be tough to continue, but I also knew I had no other choice. I would just have to continue being a good girl for my wife.


A MILE IN HER SHOES PART 4


GIRL’S NIGHT OUT
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PROGRESS


As the days and weeks went on, my transformation from Dave to Daisy continued to blossom. I would start each day as my former self, Dave, but once I was home from work I would shed my old skin and become Daisy the housewife once more.

It started slowly at first. At the beginning my wife, Sarah, only let me dress up on weekends so I could take care of all the household chores. But after a couple of weeks she allowed me evolve my role into a daily one.

I wasn’t sure if she did so because it was part of her never ending lessons to teach me to better appreciate women or if she was just growing to enjoy me doing all the work around the house, but I didn’t care either way. I loved it regardless.

I continued to shave my body to maintain my feminine appearance and used my daily dress ups to continue to work on my skills with applying makeup. Both of those, combined with the new wardrobe that my wife had given me, helped me truly begin to feel like Daisy and made me long to stay as her permanently. Luckily, thanks to Sarah, I partially could.

When she announced that I was to begin being Daisy every day, she told me that she had another surprise for me in the bedroom. I followed her excitedly thinking that she would finally be removing my chastity cage and allowing me to cum once again, but instead I discovered a large pink bag on the bed. The bag had the very familiar branding of a popular lingerie shop and when I peeked inside it indeed contained items from the store.

“I’ve thrown away your gross old boxers,” Sarah had said. “From now on it’s all panties for you. Well, panties and bralettes. Now you can feel more like a woman all the time.”

If she had told me this just a few weeks ago I would have been pissed and beside myself, but now after her lessons and after being locked in a chastity cage and unable to cum for weeks… now I loved it.

“Thank you!” I gushed as I pulled out a large collection of silky and lacy lingerie.

So from that day forth I always carried a little bit of Daisy with me even when I was still stuck as Dave. But whenever I was home I was always Daisy and that’s exactly how I liked it.

That of course meant that I now did everything around the house. Daisy had fully assumed the role of the woman of the house and I had fully embraced it. As long as I was Daisy, I would do anything.

The shift in personas was a dream, but also a strange change to our marriage. No longer were we traditional man and wife and no longer did we embrace each other in marital relations. It certainly wasn’t for a lack of desire on my part, but Sarah seemed to have no sexual desire for Daisy. The closest we would get to having sex was when she would pretend to be a man with a large dildo between her legs and make me once again practice sucking cock.

At first I constantly tried to make moves on her. I would sneak up behind her and kiss her neck or massage her back. I would grab her ass and tell her how sexy she looked. I would grab her by the face and make out passionately with her. But nothing worked. She would always find some reason to shut down my advances.

It was beginning to feel cruel. Locked in a chastity cage for so long with no way to orgasm was leaving me feeling extremely pent up. It would be one thing to not cum for several weeks, but being made to dress up and pretend to suck cock on a regular basis was a constant turn on. Every night my balls would ache with a longing to cum. It was a pain and discomfort that I wasn’t sure I would ever grow used to, but one that I now realized that I would have to deal with.

What was truly confusing was how Sarah was finding her sexual relief. It had been nearly two months since we had had sex and during that time she wouldn’t so much as let me touch her let alone pleasure her in anyway. I had to assume she was masturbating more to make up for our lack of sex life, but with all the extra time she was spending at work and at the gym, I couldn’t imagine when she would be doing it.

I wanted to ask her why she wouldn’t let us be intimate and why she wouldn’t let me touch her, but I was afraid. I knew that the day my chastity cage was removed would be the day when my lessons would be over. I was afraid that that would mean the end of Daisy and I wasn’t sure I was ready for that so I was torn. Torn between being a man and having sex with my beautiful wife and being a woman and staying locked in chastity. I knew it should have been a preposterous thought, but it wasn’t and as each day passed the decision only became harder to make. I would just have to wait for her to make it for me whenever she was ready.

Little did I know that that day was close upon me. Little did I know that soon my life would once again change forever. Little did I know that I would soon have a new sexual encounter.
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PLANS


It was a Friday like any other. I woke up early to get ready for work and prepare breakfast and lunch for Sarah before I left for the office. Today I picked out a pair of lacy red cheeky panties to go with a matching red lace bralette and put on my normal men’s business attire over it.

Already I longed to get home for the weekend so I would have two days and three nights without the worries or wasted time of work. Once I was home I would once again be Daisy and I would be free to do the work that I really cared for.

But today quickly took a turn.

When Sarah finished showering and getting ready, she came out of her office looking extra sexy. Her hair was bound tightly in a bun and her makeup was done to perfection. She wore a long tight black dress that showed off her hour glass curves brilliantly. The dress had a deep v-neck that paired with her push up bra both made her breasts look huge and showed off her cleavage magnificently. She paired her outfit with a matching set of black suede heels that made her look elegant and powerful.

“Big day at work?” I greeted her, trying to hide my oozing jealous of both her looks and outfit.

Sarah struck a pose. She pushed out her hips and puffed up her lips, teasing me with her beauty. “Can’t a girl just want to look extra nice some days?” she said playfully.

“You look great every day, but this… you look like a billion dollars today!”

“Thank you, babe. That means a lot,” she smiled. “And yes, it is a big day. We have some new clients visiting and I need to make a good impression on them.”

“I don’t think they will ever forget the sight of your breasts,” I joked while taking a chance to stare at them again. As I stared, I wondered how they would feel. It had been so long. The only breasts I had touched recently were my own when I was Daisy.

“That’s exactly what I wanted to hear!” my wife cheered. “Actually this dress will be doing double duty today. After work the girls and I are going to get together at McGee’s. I know you’ll just say no, but any interest in joining?”

“McGee’s? The sports bar?”

“That’s the one. I guess there’s some big game on tonight and Gina is convinced that there will be a lot of hot athletic men there to watch it tonight. The fact that it is just down the street was good enough for me.”

I chuckled at her response and then flashed back to that fateful morning two months ago when Sarah had told me about her last night out with her friends. That was the morning when I had lost my cool and told her that it must be easy being so sexy and beautiful because she always got free drinks and gifts from men. That was the morning when she had started teaching me a lesson to appreciate her and women better. That was the morning when she first dressed me up in her clothing. Back then I had no interest in going because I found her friends to be obnoxious. Now I didn’t want to go because I’d rather stay home and clean the house as Daisy.

“That’s alright. I think I’ll just stay in. I have a lot of things to do tonight,” I answered.

“You do or Daisy does?” she asked me sharply.

I shrugged in response. “Kind of the same thing, no?”

Sarah scoffed. “Not really. One was my husband while the other is essentially my maid,” she sighed. “But fine. Stay home and dress up, but if you’re not going to come out then I might give you an extra demand for your work tonight.”

“Yes, Master!”

She grinned at me then gave me a sly wink. “I’ll have to think of something extra naughty for Daisy tonight.”

Fuck, she’s going to make my dick hurt all day if she keeps speaking like this.

“Anything. She will do anything for you,” I breathed out.

My wife’s grin doubled in size. “I’ll remember that,” she said coyly. “But enough of that. I have a long day ahead of me. Do you have my coffee and meals ready?”

“Yes, Master,” I said with a bow as I scampered over to the counter where her food was packaged up nicely for her. “Here you are.”

“Thank you, dear. As always you’re an angel. Don’t wait up for me!” With that she made her way out. I watched her ass hungrily as her hips swayed back and froth I her tight dress, my dick straining hard in my cage.

“Bye,” I said under my breath as she disappeared out the front door. I sat back against the counter as I reached in my pants to adjust my chastity cage.

She’s going to be out all night… I can be Daisy all by myself… Maybe tonight is the night. Maybe tonight I will finally get some relief.

The thought of having the whole night to myself, the whole night alone as Daisy was intriguing. I had had an hour here or there before while she was out, but never multiple hours. There was so much I could do, so much I could try.

I thought about the last few times she had made me suck her pretend cock. Each time I had grown so heated, so aroused. Each time I felt like I might be on the edge of cumming in my cage. I wasn’t sure if it would be the same without Sarah there to call me a cock slut and force me down on her cock, but if I had hours to myself tonight, that meant I had hours to try.

And I would.
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THE BUILD UP


All day at work I couldn’t stop thinking about getting home and becoming Daisy. I plotted out my schedule perfectly so that I could go home, have a quick dinner, then dress up and begin my efforts to pleasure myself.

I couldn’t stop daydreaming about sucking my wife’s dildo. I knew exactly where she kept it and exactly what I would do with it. I would take it out of her bedside drawer and suction it to the wall. I would kneel down before it, grab it by the shaft, and then swallow it over and over again. Every time I fantasized about it my dick raged harder and that only encouraged me more.

When I finally got home I wasted no time. I whipped together my dinner then quickly got dressed. For tonight I chose to wear something extra sexy. I flashed back to the first days of dressing up as Daisy and the first time I learned to suck cock. Each of those first few times I wore my wife’s old going out dress, the dress she wore when she met me. It was a tight black dress that was far too short, but that only made it sexier. I paired it with my favorite black push up bra and my fake size-D breasts, my original pink thong, and the sheer black thigh highs that I loved so much. I completed my outfit with my bright red high heels and already felt more complete as myself.

But I wasn’t done yet. I put on my long blonde wig, grabbed my satchel of makeup and sat down at Sarah’s vanity to do my hair and paint my face. As I brushed my hair I pondered about the rest of the night.

Should I even bother to do my makeup? If I’m going to be sucking the dildo then it’s just going to get all messed up. Sarah’s not going to be home to see me and I’ll just be taking it off before she gets home anyways…

I stared at myself and considered my conundrum, but then it dawned on me. This was exactly some of the labors of womanhood that Sarah had told me about. This is exactly the kind of thing a woman would have to do that went unappreciated. I needed to do it. I needed to better understand.

And so I did. I followed all of the lessons that my wife had shown me and used every technique that I had learned. The end result still wasn’t as good as when Sarah did my makeup, but it wasn’t bad.

Why did I ever question doing my makeup? I look so much better like this.

Now that I was completely Daisy once more I felt lighter. I stood up and felt like I was floating as I left the bathroom. My first instinct was to scan the room to find things to tidy and chores to complete, but my eyes stuck to Sarah’s bedside table.

There it is. That’s where my pleasure is hidden!

I scampered over to the table and bent over from the hips as I always liked to. I felt my thong riding up my asscrack as I did and let out a small moan of pleasure from the feeling. I opened the drawer and my eyes lit up at the sight of the large cock that awaited me.

I could feel my mouth salivating as I admired it. I imagined the thick veins brushing against my tongue and the feeling of the head hitting the back of my throat. My dick was throbbing from the fantasy and that filled me with hope that I might actually be able to accomplish my goal of orgasming.

Finally, I snatched up the dick and turned towards the empty wall next to me. I wiped some spit on the suction cup and then pressed it firmly against the wall to adhere it. When my hand left, the dildo was dangling just in front of my mouth as if waving at me.

I started stroking it with my hand, feeling all of the bumps and ridges it had to offer me. I started imagining a man sitting before me, ready for me to begin. My eyes closed and my mouth opened. I leaned forward and felt the head tickle my lips and I sighed in pleasure as I finally had what I wanted; a cock in my mouth.

I started eagerly consuming the dildo, filling my mouth with every pent up desire that had consumed me for the last few months. I was so built up with sexual energy and so hungry for any sexual activity. I was so pleased to have this time to do as I pleased.

Soon I gripped the cock with one hand while the other started rubbing my caged dick. I was surprised by how good it felt to have even the faintest of touches on my dick. Even the pressure of my palm on my cage felt amazing.

I could feel my dick building up once more. I could feel the cum swelling up in it. I could feel an immense pleasure building up inside of me, ready to burst once more.

But then I heard a noise. And then I heard it again. I stopped sucking so I could listen and heard it once more. It was my phone vibrating.

I wanted to leave it and get back to my passion, but I remembered that Sarah said she would be texting me her demand for tonight and there was no way I could ignore my master. Begrudgingly, I stood up and wiped the drool from my lips. I imagined that I already looked like a dirty cock slut with my lipstick smeared all over, but I didn’t care. I wasn’t done turning myself into a whore yet.

I made my way over to the vanity where I had left my phone and unlocked it to read my messages. I couldn’t believe what I saw next.
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SARAH’S DEMAND


“Hey! Change of plans!” the first message from Sarah said. “The girls all bailed on me. Something about the game getting postponed. I’m already here though and don’t want to leave.”

That part was all fine, though I was a little disappointed to learn that she may be coming back so soon. But then I read the last message.

“I thought of my demand for tonight. Tonight’s demand is that Daisy come join me. Here at McGee’s.”

My eyes bulged as I read the message again. And again.

There’s no way. She can’t be serious. She wants me to go out as Daisy? And to a bar? With people around?

I was absolutely floored. I couldn’t believe she would joke about such a thing let alone demand it. I started pacing the bedroom as I stressed over what to do when I suddenly felt my phone buzz again.

“Don’t ignore me. I know you’ve read this. Answer me. NOW!”

My heart was racing, my body shaking. I tried to control my breathing with some deep breaths, but struggled. Finally, I positioned my hands to type a response and looked down at the keyboard. My view was blocked, however, by my large breasts.

Seeing the black dress covering my bosom and flowing down my body reminded me of the dress that I was wear, Sarah’s former going out attire. Then I remembered one of the first times I had worn this for her when she had teased me about getting ready to go out to a bar like she used to in this dress. Recalling that memory gave me a flood of relief across my body and I felt like I might melt down onto the floor.

“Haha. Very funny,” I started typing. “Sorry to hear about your friends bailing. You can always come home and hang out with me if you would like.” I added a smiley face and sent the message. Selfishly I hoped she would stay out, but I wanted to sound supportive of her regardless.

Feeling more relaxed, I sat down on our bed to wait for her response. It came sooner than I expected.

“Not joking. I know you’re already dressed up. Make sure to put on your little black dress, fix up your makeup, and get the fuck out here.”

I gritted my teeth as I read her response.

She’s serious. I can’t believe she’s serious. Is this some sort of test? A test of obedience? Or maybe it’s another lesson. Wait… could this be my final lesson?

Another message came in from Sarah. “Respond immediately and confirm your obedience. If you do not come out then I will be purposely losing these little keys and you will never touch your pathetic dick again.” With the message came a picture of her holding a small set of keys in front of her generous cleavage.

My dick surged in its cage at the thought of her keeping it locked forever, but my head hung in defeat.

Fuck me. I really have to go out. I have no choice.

I raised my phone back up and typed my response. “OK. Getting ready now.”

“That’s my good girl,” my wife responded with a kissing emoji.

My heart was pounding in my chest as I returned to the bathroom to check myself out. As I had expected my makeup and lipstick were smeared all over.

Going out dressed like a woman is going to be terrifying enough, but it would be even worse looking like this. I need to fix this and quickly.

With that in mind I sat back down at the vanity and got to work cleaning off my sloppy cock sucking face and painting on a new, fresh face. It was difficult controlling my nerves and I had to redo several mistakes along the way, but eventually I got my face looking good enough.

To make matters worse, the entire time Sarah was texting me.

“I can’t wait for you to finally learn what it’s like to be a sexy woman out in public.”

“I bet the men here will eat you alive. You have cock whore written all over your face.”

“If you’re going to take this long then you better look your best. Do NOT disappoint me.”

“Hurry up!”

“I’ve already hidden your keys somewhere in this bar. I still remember where, but if I finish this drink before you get here then I might not.”

All of her messages made me more panicked, but none had the effect that the last one did. I knew I needed to hurry.

“I’m coming!” I finally responded when I was ready. After writing that I knew I had fully committed. I was actually going to go out dressed up as a woman. I was going out as Daisy.

I did a final check of my makeup and my dress to make sure everything was perfect and then took my first steps outside as a woman. I considered taking my car, but had a feeling that I was going to have to drink a lot to get through the night and knew that Sarah already had her car out. I could have taken a taxi or ordered a ride, but that would require close interaction with someone which I wasn’t ready for. At last I looked down the street and knew what I needed to do.

I needed to walk.
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A MILE IN HER SHOES


The bar was nearly a mile away. By the time I arrived my feet were killing me from walking so far in high heels. When I finally reached the door, I had a feeling that I was a sweaty mess and was worried what Sarah would think of me.

Inside, I found her sitting at a booth on the side of the bar. To my relief, no body was with her. Also to my relief, she still had a mostly full drink.

“You actually came,” she greeted me with an amused look on her face. “Come, sit down.”

“Uhh, actually I think I’ll get a drink first,” I replied nervously. “I could really use one. Or two. Or three.”

I turned to walk towards the bar, but her hand caught my wrist before I could take a step. She pulled me towards her until I sat down next to her at the table. “We’re women at a bar. We don’t pay for drinks, silly. I’ve already taken care of that.”

She waved towards the bar and then made a gesture as if telling someone to come over. I turned to look and saw a couple of men approaching with drinks.

She’s inviting men over? What the hell am I supposed to do? What if they see through my outfit and makeup. Why is she doing this to me?

I quickly turned my head to the side to hide my face. “What the hell, Sarah? Who are they?”

She smiled at me wickedly and shrugged. “Just a couple of guys who were keeping me entertained while I waited for you,” she said as they each sat down at the booth next to us. One sat next to me and the other next to Sarah. “Roger here was kind enough to buy me a drink when I arrived. I told him I had a friend joining me so he called one of his to come join us.”

Roger smiled at me. He was a large, handsome man with a square jawline and muscles that would intimidate even the manliest of men. “Nice to meet you, Daisy was it?” he said.

I forced a smile, but couldn’t find my ability to speak. I was too nervous to get discovered. Finally I managed to at least nod and let out, “Mmhmm.”

Roger pointed at this friend who was next to me and added, “This here is my pal Jon. To be honest, I’m surprised he was free to join us. He’s usually off galavanting at some bar or club.”

Jon had a charming smile which he unleashed at his friend’s comments. “I’m always available to help out a good friend,” he replied. Then he turned towards me and refreshed his smile as he extended his hand. “But it’s also nice to meet you, Daisy. Very nice.”

I was surprised to find myself blushing at his words.

Is he actually hitting on me?

There was a strange sensation in my chastity cage and I suddenly started worrying about my appearance. Had I made a mess of myself while walking over?

An awkward silence began to build around us until I realized that everyone was waiting for me to reply. I shook my head to snap myself out of my mind and finally reached out and accepted his hand. “I’m sorry, I had to rush over here and I think I tired myself out a bit. It’s nice to meet you both as well,” I said, trying to use my best girl voice.

“Then surely you need some hydration!” Jon laughed out. “Here, this is for you.” He passed over a tall pink drink in a martini glass and I didn’t bother to ask what it was. I quickly took several long gulps of the beverage and instantly felt refreshed. “Woah,” he laughed. “I guess I’ll go get you another.”

Sarah overheard and quickly downed her drink as well. “Another for me, too, please,” she said with a beaming smile.

“Coming right up,” Roger replied as he stood up with Jon and walked towards the bar.

“You walked all the way here? In my heels?” Sarah hissed at me under her breath.

“I panicked! I didn’t want to drive or deal with a taxi driver while dressed like this!” I answered.

She stared at me for a long second and then broke out in laughter. “I guess now you’re really living the expression of ‘walk a mile in her shoes’.”

I let out a sigh as she continued laughing; I was glad that she wasn’t actually upset. “I can’t believe I’m here with you. Like this!”

Suddenly she stopped laughing and snapped into a serious expression. “Well you are so deal with it. I need you to be on your best behavior and do everything I say! I do not need you messing up my night,” she growled. “And take off your wedding band. I don’t want them seeing a wedding ring on either of us let alone a man’s ring!”

I looked down at my ring and then across the table at Sarah’s hand. She wasn’t wearing her wedding ring. The sight made me a little uneasy, but then I realized that it must be part of her normal rouse to get free drinks and shrugged it off.

“Yes, Master,” I said as I pulled my ring off and tucked it into my bra for safe keeping.

Soon the men rejoined us with another round of drinks and the night continued. After a few more sips of alcohol I started loosening up and having fun.

But as the night wound down, everything suddenly took a drastic turn.
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FINAL LESSON


As the bartender shouted out for last call, it seemed like everyone’s eyes flashed towards Sarah. She smiled and nodded, then looked at me. “Say, Daisy. Why don’t we go to the ladies room to freshen up a little?”

Glad for an excuse to get some air and alone time with my wife, I agreed. We locked our arms together and helped each other to the restroom just as women would do. In that moment, I oddly felt closer to my wife than ever before.

At the restroom, we waited our turn and then she quickly pulled me in and locked the door. “Welcome to your final lesson, Daisy,” she grinned.

I looked around at the dingy bar bathroom and didn’t understand what she meant. “You want me to clean this bathroom or something?” I asked in confusion.

Just then there was a knock at the door. I opened my mouth to announce that it was occupied, but Sarah moved to open the door. To my shock, Roger and Jon strutted inside.

“What is going on?” I asked with a trembling voice as my eyes jumped from person to person.

“Just one second, guys,” Sarah said to the men before grabbing my arm and pulling me towards the back of the room. “You’re going to listen to me and listen good. Do you understand?”

Her harsh tone made me more nervous, but I did my best to answer confidently. “Y-yes, Master.”

“Every free drink has its cost. You have to earn those drinks. Do you understand?”

“Earn? How?” I didn’t understand.

“Jon has been very good to you. He bought you drinks and gave us polite conversation. Now it’s your turn to repay the favor. You need to put out.”

My eyes bulged in shock. “Put out?!”

“You need to suck his cock!” she hissed as she grabbed my cheeks tightly. I froze at her words and action until she realized her error and relaxed her fingers. “I will be taking care of Roger while you take care of Jon.”

I looked over my shoulder at Jon who was waiting patiently with a smirk on his face. “Is this… is this how you always get free drinks?”

A fire ignited in Sarah’s eyes as she smiled at me. “That’s right. I always give up at least one of my holes for a few free drinks. It’s the only way I can ever experience the pleasures of a real man these days.”

I wanted to be furious, but all I felt was my dick throbbing in its cage. “O…oh,” I let out.

“And now it is your turn. Time for you to become a real woman, Daisy. Now go suck that cock.”

As if they had heard everything, Roger and Jon each made their way into one of the bathroom stalls. I heard the unbuckling of belts and then watched as their pants crumbled to the floor beneath the doors.

This is actually happening. She wants me to suck a real man’s cock.

I looked back at my wife one last time and she nodded as she made her way into Roger’s stall. My eyes then moved towards the door that hid Jon.

There’s no way. I can’t do this, can I? On one hand, I had been planning on sucking a dildo all night, but on the other, this is real! A real man!

My mind wanted me to run away, but my body had other plans. My dick was straining in its cage. My dick needed to release sexual energy. My dick was telling me to pleasure this man.

I found my feet moving forward. Each step taking me closer to obeying my master. I opened the stall door and saw Jon sitting on the toilet with his pants down. He was stroking his long, hard cock and smiled at me as I entered. The sloppy sounds of sucking coming from the stall next to us reminded me of what I needed to do.

I knelt down and grabbed his cock with my hand.

His dick was bigger than the dildo and seeing it made me realize that Sarah’s words were true. The dildo wasn’t necessarily large, I was just particularly small. Acknowledging my small dick made me feel like less of a man and more of a woman. I could do this.

My eyes closed as my mouth opened. My head leaned forward as my hand guided Jon’s meaty cock. I felt his skin push my gaping mouth open wider as I took it inside.

He groaned as I swallowed his cock for the first time. His sounds of pleasure fueled the fire within me. I started moving my mouth back and forth over his large manhood, just as I had with my wife’s dildo for the last several weeks. Just like in those times my mind flashed to pictures of a rugged naked man, but then I realized that I didn’t need to imagine this time.

My free hand reached out and grabbed Jon’s bare thigh. It was thick and muscular and confirmed to me that this was all real. My dick surged at the feeling, trying its best to break free from its cage and finally get erect after all of these weeks.

I didn’t feel ready for that yet, however. If there was one cock that would be pleased tonight, I knew it wouldn’t be mine.

My breath started growing heavy as the cock continued moving through my mouth. My entire body was heaving with every suck. I could feel Jon’s dick reacting to my work; squirming and throbbing and growing bigger. I loved how it felt.

I let my hand drop from his thigh and reach under my dress. I started rubbing my caged dick and embracing the oral pleasures I was providing. It all felt so good.

The more I sucked the cock, the more I wanted. I was hungry for it. My hand started stroking it in sync with my mouth as I worked it feverishly.

Suddenly, I heard the stall door open.

“Look at that slut work! She’s a real go getter!” Sarah laughed from behind me. I felt her crouch beside me but tried to ignore her as my passion continued to intensify. “You better make him cum and you better swallow,” she whispered in my ear. “I didn’t waste all this time turning you into a woman who can’t properly suck a cock.”

Her words only turned me on more. My head started rotating as my tongue flicked Jon’s cock head with every pass.

“Oh, fuck!” he groaned loudly when I started sucking on just the head.

In that moment I knew I had him. I ran my tongue around the head while my lips occasionally kissed it and my hand stroked the entire shaft. His head was throbbing and I knew he was close.

I felt a surge through his shaft of his hard cock and then a burst inside my mouth. I gagged at the impact of his large load slamming the back of my throat as Jon tensed up and let out a moan. His cock kept pumping cum into my mouth, filling me up with my reward.

“You did it!” Sarah gasped next to me. “I knew you were a good cock whore, just like me.”

Her words were too much to take. I felt my own dick pulse and then explode. I hastily swallowed my mouthful of cum as I sighed with the unexpected pleasure filling my panties.

“You just came didn’t you!” Sarah gasped. “You naughty little minx. I guess we don’t need these anymore.”

I heard a jingle and then a splash and watched as a small set of silver keys sank down the toilet from the opening between Jon’s legs.

“From now on if you want to cum, you will do so as a woman. Do you understand? From now on you’re no longer Dave. You’re only Daisy and you live to serve me and whatever men I bring you.”

I wanted to be furious. I wanted to be upset that my wife had just thrown away the keys to the chastity cage locked around my dick. But I wasn’t either. I had just had the best orgasm of my life and I knew I wanted to experience it again. I wanted to be Daisy.

“Yes, Master.”
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A FEMBOY IS BORN
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TABOO


Istared at my reflection in the mirror and trembled with glee. There was something special about my outfit, a certain naughtiness about it. It both delighted me and turned me on.

Kyle, you’ve really outdone yourself this time. I can’t believe you’re actually going out dressed like this!

I took a step back to better see my full look. At first glance my outfit wasn’t that different than something I might normally wear, but at further inspection one could see why it was special. On top I wore a bright pink v-neck shirt and below I wore an old pair of ripped blue jeans. The pink shirt was definitely not something I would normally have worn, but neither was what was beneath my jeans. Beneath my jeans I wore a neon pink pair of stockings that showed through the tears in my jeans. Beneath those I wore a pink pair of cheeky panties that an ex-girlfriend once left at my house. I could feel my dick growing as I admired my not so secret taboo outfit.

I knew it wasn’t that crazy or outlandish for a man to wear such clothes, but for me it was. Especially wearing panties out in public.

It had all started the day I saw Cassidy Skye announce her upcoming concert tour. A tour that included a stop in my city. After years of secretly admiring her and her music, I couldn’t believe she was coming to my town and I could finally see her perform live. The day the tickets went on sale I called in sick from work so I could ensure that I could get a ticket for myself.

Buying my floor ticket was exhilarating. So much so that I couldn’t sit still afterwards, I was too filled with excitement. I decided to take my energy and go to the mall to buy a special outfit for the occasion, one that was different, one that would make me stand out. Perhaps even one that might catch Cassidy’s attention. When I saw the pair of neon tights on the mannequin of a store window, I just knew I had to get them.

I wasn’t sure why I decided to wear the panties, but it just felt like the right thing to do with the stockings. I first tried wearing the tights with no underwear, but my dick had no support. I then tried wearing them with a pair of boxers, but they kept bunching up and felt annoying. Plus I didn’t want to continually have to adjust my underwear beneath my stockings in public. Then I remembered the pair of panties that I had tucked away.

When I first tried them on I felt silly, but the longer I wore them, the longer I found them surprisingly appealing. There was just something about the way the panties fit around my ass; they felt better than any men’s underwear I had ever worn. When I tried the stockings on over them, it all felt right.

Once I had found my perfect bottoms, I found a matching shirt to go with them and was satisfied with my outfit. But that didn’t last long. When I tried on my complete outfit I could feel the sexiness of the panties and the naughtiness of the stockings, but my pink shirt wasn’t doing much for me. I needed something else.

I returned to the mall to look for that something different, something daring that would fit better and make me feel the way that the panties did. And then I found it. In the back of a dark store meant for teenagers, I found a bright pink lace bra. I picked it up and felt its electricity surge through me, filling me with a scandalous sensation that told me that I needed to get it. So I did.

My body was shaking when I bought the bra. Afterwards, I hurried home to try it on. I knew I was being silly, I knew that it was just another piece of clothing, but at the same time it wasn’t. I expected it to feel like wearing a small t-shirt, but it didn’t. The way the lace tickled my skin, the way the subtle cups fit over my chest… it felt amazing.

I put the rest of my outfit on, including my shirt on top of my new bra and I was flooded by a naughty sensation. I couldn’t resist jerking off right then and there from the feeling of the clothing.

The outfit didn’t feel quite the same after I had pleasured myself so I took it off and put it away. I found that I wasn’t as interested in it for several days until it began to pique my interests again. But this time I resisted the urge. I wanted to save this desire for that special day when Cassidy Skye was in town. And so I did.

Now that the day was finally here, I had put my outfit on as soon as I woke up. That is, everything except the bra. While the panties and tights were easy to put on, the bra now felt a little over the top. I felt like someone might notice that I was wearing it. I wasn’t sure that I could go out like that. But as I stared at myself in the mirror I felt a longing for it. I felt incomplete.

Come on, this is for Cassidy! You know you’re not going to run into anyone you know there and no body knows you like her music. Be free, be liberated. Do it for Cassidy!

I took in a deep breath and then let it out. “I can do this,” I said out loud to myself.

With that, I ripped off my shirt and put on my small lacy bra. I quickly covered it with my pink shirt and then stormed out of my house without hesitating. If I wasn’t home then I couldn’t take it off.

And now that I was driving down the street there was no stopping me.
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TAKING THE EDGE OFF


Being a member of Cassidy’s fan club had granted me early access to her presale tickets. The morning the sale went live I had five computers, phones, and tablets ready to continually refresh the page to try to secure my tickets. As I flashed my floor ticket to the security guard at the entrance of the stadium, I felt a surge of pride from my efforts in securing the best ticket possible for tonight. At the same time, as I passed through the open doors, I could feel the fear begin swelling up inside me as a swarm of people flooded the concourse.

I can’t believe I’m here, dressed like this!

I could feel my bra and panties surging beneath my clothing as if dying to be revealed. Without thinking, my hands ran up my body and cupped my bosom, giving my body the touch it surprisingly craved. However, when I realized what I was doing, I quickly flung my hands down to my side as my head whipped around in panic, looking to see if anyone had caught me. Luckily, in the crowded entryway, the teenage girls surrounding me had no interest in the older man blocking their way to see their pop idol.

What am I doing? I already stick out like a sore thumb, I can’t do anything else to draw more attention!

Checking my watch I realized that I still had an hour until the show started. I was tempted to head to the floor early to get a spot as close to the stage as I could, but when I passed a bar on the way, I decided that it might make for a better night if I had a drink to take my edge off. Seeing that the bar was empty only made it more enticing.

I made my way inside and sat down on a stool at the front. I could feel my nerves building as I admired the beautiful bartender from behind. She wore a red and black flannel shirt tied just beneath her breasts and denim shorts that were so small that her ass cheeks were hanging out. She would be the first person that I would speak to while wearing my outfit.

“How can I help you?” she asked me as she turned around and rested her arms on the counter. The top of her flannel was unbuttoned and as she leaned across the bar to engage me, her large breasts nearly spilled out as her blonde hair flowed down beside them. As I tried my best to not stare, I noticed the look in her eyes change as she took in my look.

“I, uhh…,” I stammered. I wasn’t sure if I was more nervous talking to someone while wearing a bra and panties or talking to this beautiful woman in general. “Something strong. Please.”

She winked at me before leaning back and getting to work fixing a drink. “I know just the thing,” she said.

I tried to relax, but my body was trembling. No matter how much I tried to be cool and accept what I was doing, I still couldn’t believe I was here and dressed like this.

“Thanks for coming in and freeing me from my boredom,” the bartender added. “I don’t get a lot of clientele with a show like this.”

I looked over my shoulder and saw another large gathering of young girls pass by the window. “Yeah,” I replied bashfully. “I bet you don’t.”

As she poured the mixed drink into a glass, her head cocked to the side as her eyes gave me another inquiring look. “You here with your daughter? Girlfriend?” she asked me as she extended me the cup.

I anxiously scratched the back of my head with one hand as I accepted the drink with the other. “No,” I admitted as I stared down at my drink. I noticed that it, just like my clothes, was pink and couldn’t help but laugh a little. “I’m here for myself. I’m… I’m a big fan.”

I quickly took a long swig of my drink as the bartender nodded at my answer and then shrugged. “I appreciate your honesty. And your desire to own and accept your passion. I bet there are a lot of silly men at home tonight wishing they were as brave as you.”

Her surprising response made my cheeks flush with embarrassment and my heart surge with pride. “Thank you,” I replied, finally feeling the first tinge of calmness.

She smiled at me and then grabbed a bottle of liquor and poured two shots. She slid one over to me before taking the other in her hand. “To being our true selves,” she cheered as she raised her glass.

I grabbed the shot glass and clinked it against her’s. “Here, here,” I answered giddily, my nerves quickly loosening thanks to her and the alcohol beginning to flow through me. I tossed back the shot and felt another flood of warmth and relief. The liquor burned on its way down, but when the feeling was gone I felt an overwhelming calmness. “I needed this. Thank you.”

“Jessica,” she introduced herself.

“Nice to meet you, Jessica. I’m Kyle,” I smiled back.

We continued to make small talk as Jessica went back to organizing and cleaning the bar. The pink drink she had made me was exactly what I had been hoping for and between that and the conversation, I finally felt at ease. I was amazed by how she was able to make me feel so comfortable in my feminine clothes. Soon, however, I knew I needed to make my way down to get a good spot for the show so I made my goodbye.

“It was nice meeting you, Jessica,” I smiled as I set down a generous tip. “Thanks for… everything.”

“Thank you,” she said as she gathered the money. “And here, this is for you. Maybe someday you’ll let me find out if the panties match the bra.”
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SHOWTIME


My cheeks burned ferociously as Jessica’s words registered in my brain.

She noticed that I was wearing a bra? She wants to see my panties?

I looked down at what she had slid to me on the bar top and was astonished to see that it was a small bar napkin with a phone number on it. My eyes darted back to hers as my jaw dropped. Never in my life had a girl as sexy as her shown any interest in me let alone given me her number. “You want me to call you?” I asked in shock.

“Maybe,” she replied with a playful shrug. “I find a man who is willing to express themself openly to be very hot. And I’ve always thought it would be fun to play dress up with a boy.”

I could feel my dick surging in my panties as I nervously gulped. “I… I would like that, too,” I barely managed to squeak out.

Jessica gave me a big smile and then shoed me away with her hands. “Well don’t go missing your big show on my account. Go have the time of your life and text me later.”

“Y-yeah! Of course!” My heart was pounding as I glanced back at her number on the napkin. I smiled at her again and then took off out of the bar, not sure how else to end our conversation.

I can’t believe it! A girl like that would have never spoken to me before. I should have dressed up like this a long time ago if that’s the reaction I get from women. I have a feeling that tonight is going to be magical!

When I was clearly out of sight, I adjusted my growing dick in my panties and then pulled out my phone to save Jessica’s number. I had no idea what the rest of the night had in store for me so I didn’t want to risk losing it. When I was done I stored the napkin in my pocket and then made my way for the entrance to the floor level.

I continued down the stairs towards the lower section, my heart racing more with every step. The opening act was already performing which only made me more giddy knowing that Cassidy Skye would soon be standing in front of me. I found that I no longer cared what anyone else thought of my outfit. In fact, I felt sexier and more confident in it than I ever imagined I could. In that moment I knew that this wouldn’t be the last time that I would be wearing such clothes, especially not if Jessica wanted me to.

To no surprise, most of the crowd was filled with young girls with a sprinkling of parents standing behind them. This made weaving through everyone easier than normal and soon I was near the front, ready to see Cassidy up close and hopefully personal. I would just need to wait a little longer.

While I waited, my mind continued to drift off to thoughts of hanging out with Jessica and what she might have in mind when she said that she wanted to play dress up with me. I couldn’t believe it, but I found myself hoping that she would pick out cute, girly outfits for me to try on in front of her. The idea was crazy, but I found it endlessly erotic. It took every ounce of strength I had to not pull out my phone and start texting her already.

Before I knew it, the lights turned off. The packed stadium plunged into darkness as the air filled with the sound of squealing fans; everyone knew what was about to happen. With a loud crash the stage lights boomed on then shot up into the sky, flashing over the massive audience around me.

And then I saw her.

“How’s everybody doing?” Cassidy Skye shouted into her microphone as she elevated up on a large platform in the middle of the stage.

I stared at her in awe. She was even more beautiful in person and her voice was angelic. She was wearing nothing but a shiny white rhinestone bodysuit that formed perfectly around her fit body and a long flowing pink cape that fluttered behind her in the breeze.

Without thinking I threw my arms in the air and screamed out, “Woo!”

“I hope everyone is ready to party tonight because me and my dancers are ready to throw down,” she continued as she stepped down from her platform and sashayed to the front of the stage, stopping just feet away from me. “We even have a surprise for one lucky audience member tonight.”

The crowd erupted at her announcement and I found my heart skipping a beat in excitement.

“But no body will be earning such a treat unless I see every one of you in this arena… dancing your heart out!”

Right on cue, the stage lights turned bright pink and purple as they paraded through the sky, the speakers blared with strums of her band’s guitars, and Cassidy began singing her hit song, “Dancing Your Heart Out.”

As instructed by my pop goddess, I let loose and began to dance.
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SURPRISE


With each passing song I grew more and more elated. I was having the time of my life. After about an hour, Cassidy was handed a stool and sat down near the front of the stage as the stage lights focused on her and her bandmates and backup dancers left the stage. She was visibly exhausted from her performance so far and I felt like I could relate from all the dancing and singing I had been doing along with her.

“Alright, alright,” she started with a huff. “You guys seem to be keeping up with me pretty well so far. I think you have earned that surprise.”

The crowd roared as she stood back up and approached the front of the stage, the lights following her every move.

I wonder what her surprise is going to be!

She stopped just in front of me and for a second I thought our eyes locked. The feeling made me feel as giddy as a school girl.

“I was talking with my dancers before the show and we came up with a fun idea for tonight. We decided that we would pull one audience member out of the crowd to come dance with us.”

The crowd roared again in excitement as hands raised all around me in hope that they would be picked by Cassidy.

“This is my first time trying something like this, but this town seems like a great place to start. I just hope that the lucky fan I choose doesn’t disappoint. Now let’s see… who should I choose?”

She dropped her microphone to her side and started scanning the audience, somehow managing to ignore the hysterical fans jumping and screaming all around her as she focused on her task.

And then it happened again; our eyes locked.

This time there was no denying it; she was still staring at me. When she pointed directly at me she removed the last shred of doubt.

“Me?” I blurted out nervously as I looked around, waiting for someone else to head on stage.

“You! Man in the pink!” she shouted into her microphone. “Get your ass up here!”

My heart started pounding, feeling like it was going beat out of my chest. I couldn’t believe this was happening. Cassidy was not just looking at me but she wanted me to go on stage with her. Her outstretched hand turned over as if beckoning me to grab hold. I did.

Her hand was so soft and dainty. The touch of her skin against mine sent shivers down my spine and an erotic energy through my body. I was actually doing it, I was touching Cassidy Skye. I felt like I was floating, like I was dreaming.

A tug of my arm brought me back to life and helped me find the power to climb on stage with her. As I came to stand, the strobe lights nearly blinded me as I felt her petite fingers on my waist, turning me around. I opened my eyes to see the massive swarm of people screaming at me in jealousy and felt my body tremble with fear.

Can I actually do this? Can I dance on stage in front of so many people?

“Honey, I’ve been watching you all night and you have been dancing like no other. There’s no doubt you have what it takes to be one of my dancers,” Cassidy said to me, snapping me out of my haze. “That is, if you think you’re up for it. Do you?”

She held up the microphone to my face for an answer. I opened my mouth to respond but just as I did my eyes caught a look of her up close and I froze. After several costume changes she was now wearing a black corseted bodysuit that had her perfectly plump breasts on full display before more. Her heavy breathing was heaving them towards me. I was dying to reach out and touch them.

“Do you?” she asked again as the crowd raged louder beside us.

“Y-yes,” I croaked out.

“I can’t hear you,” Cassidy said intensely. “Do you have what it takes to dance on stage with me? Say it loud!”

I summoned the courage and tried to focus on her. Her eyes were even more blue and alluring in person. “Yes!” I finally shouted.

She grinned at me and then took my hand and thrusted it high in the air towards the crowd. “He said yes!” she let out. The stadium burst into a chorus of screams as phone cameras illuminated the sky. After a few long seconds, she turned back to me and continued, “Now, man in pink, what’s your name?”

“K-Kyle.”

“Ok, Kyle. I’m digging the outfit and all, but it’s not quite flashy enough for me. We’re going to need something a little more sky high.”

I looked down at my clothes and suddenly realized that I was wearing a bra and panties on stage with Cassidy Skye. In front of tens of thousands of people. My nerves shot into overdrive as my dick started swelling in my panties.

“Oh, ok…”

“Don’t you worry though, Kyle. I’m going to hang here and do a little acoustic set while my manager takes you backstage to change into something more appropriate.”

She pointed to the side of the stage where I saw a woman in a black suit waving for me to hurry towards her. I felt a surge of panic and looked back at Cassidy, not wanting to leave her, but also wanting some confirmation.

“Go on. I’ll see you soon,” she told me with a smile. Then she turned back to the audience and shouted, “Let’s give it up for Kyle, everyone!”

With that her manager rushed out and grabbed my hand and started pulling me off stage. It wasn’t until I was in the back corridor that I really realized what was happening.

I was about to get dressed up to perform on stage with Cassidy Skye.
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DRESS UP


“Hurry up, this way!” Cassidy’s manager said as she pulled me down the dark hall.

From behind me I could hear Cassidy’s muffled singing and felt a pang of sadness that I wasn’t there to see her acoustic set. I tried to block my sorrow and think about how missing a song or two would be nothing compared to what I was about to do.

“Here,” she said as she came to a stop before a door. “This is Cassidy’s changing room. Inside, Susan will help you get dressed. You have 10 minutes before Cassidy’s next set so just do whatever she says and then I’ll get you back on stage.

I nodded my understanding then she swung open the door and pushed me inside. The door slammed loudly behind me as a tall, slender woman wearing tight blue jeans and a white spaghetti strap blouse sauntered towards me in tall black heels.

“A man?” she let out, with a sound of disgust. “Of course she can’t make this easy.”

She started circling me as I took in my new surroundings. The room was filled with brightly colored clothes hanging on racks and I instantly recognized many of them as outfits Cassidy had worn tonight. I was suddenly dying to reach out and touch them. To smell them.

“I don’t really have much clothes for a man,” Susan continued. “But then again, you don’t really seem to be dressed much like one anyways. I think I may be able to work with you after all.”

I had no idea what she had in mind, but I had a feeling it would definitely push my comfort zone to a new level. I knew that it would be worth it, however. “You can?” I let out anxiously.

“Yes. Are you perchance wearing matching panties with that bra?”

I felt my chest tingle at her words while my cheeks started to burn with embarrassment.

Is my bra that noticeable? How can everyone tell that I’m wearing one?

“Uhh… umm…” I muttered.

“We don’t have time for you to play coy. Just tell me!” Susan interrupted. “Better yet, just strip down to your bra and… whatever undergarments you’re wearing so I can really see what I’m working with.”

My face felt aflame now. I hadn’t considered that I would have to get undressed in front of anyone, especially to show off my bra and panties. I knew I didn’t have a choice, however. Not unless I wanted to disappoint Cassidy.

“O-okay…” I replied sheepishly as I began to pull off my shirt.

Susan quickly snatched the shirt from my hands and threw it into a corner of the room. “Hurry up!” she snapped at me.

I started fumbling with my pants button and then quickly unzipped them and started pulling them off, leaving nothing on but my pink bra, panties, and tights. Standing in that room in front of Susan made me feel exposed in a way I had never felt before. My hands covered my panties so that she couldn’t see them or my scared, shrinking penis.

“Ah, so you are wearing panties. Perfect,” Susan said as she looked me over. “I think I know just the thing that you can wear. Take those tights off while I find it.”

She quickly turned around and started flipping through the racks of clothes behind her. Nervous to disappoint or disobey, I did as I was told and removed my tights.

“Ah, ha! Here we are,” she suddenly exclaimed as she spun around, holding a bright pink garment in her hand. “This is from Cassidy’s last tour. You should feel so honored to wear something that has graced her skin.”

My eyes bulged as they recognized the outfit. It was a long sleeved neon pink lace bodysuit that I remembered seeing pictures of Cassidy wearing. I recalled how sexy she had looked in the see through lace. I was stunned. “You want me to wear that?” I let out in disbelief.

As if to answer, Susan unzipped the bodysuit, removed it from the hanger and tossed it to me. “We don’t have time to argue. It matches your undergarments and it should fit you well enough. Put it on.”

I held it out in front of me and took it in. I knew Susan was right, I should feel honored to not only touch this but to have the chance to wear it. But at the same time, I knew the price for that honor was to be seen wearing it by thousands of people.

I took a deep breath as I considered my options and then exhaled my doubts. “For Cassidy,” I breathed out. With that I quickly pulled the bodysuit over my head and down my body. As I tried to snap the crotch, I felt Susan walk behind me to zip the back. Before I knew it, I was wearing a tight fitting women’s outfit.

The bodysuit felt especially tight around my growing dick. The arousal of wearing one of Cassidy Skye’s outfits was beyond anything I could have ever imagined. I glanced down and noticed a clear bulge appearing in my panties.

Shit! I can’t be seen on stage with a hard on!

I turned around and reached my hands beneath the bodysuit to adjust my dick. I found that tucking it between my leg was the only way to hide any semblance of having a dick. When I was done and feeling better I turned back around.

“Good. It fits,” Susan said approvingly when she saw me. “Now hurry up and get to the stage!”

I heard what she said but I couldn’t find the strength to move. “I can’t believe people are going to see me like this!” I finally let out.

“Hmm, you don’t want to be recognized? I think I can help there.” She hurried over to another section of the room where she started looking through some wigs. She decided on a short bright blue one which she brought to me. “Put this on.”

I slipped the wig on while she scampered to a brightly lit vanity and grabbed something else. When she returned she snatched my face and squeezed my cheeks to pucker out my lips. Then suddenly she began to apply lipstick.

“There. Now no one will expect that it’s you,” she said as she stepped back to admire her work. “No wait. One last thing.”

Again she hurried off, but this time when she returned I was more surprised than ever. In her hands were a pair of black high heels.
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A STAR IS BORN


“Heels?” I blurted out in shock.

Susan rolled her eyes at me. “They aren’t that high. Suck it up and put them on then get out of here. You’re already late!”

My body was shaking. I gritted my teeth wondering if I should grab them or not, but after a few seconds Susan thrust them into my chest and let go, not giving me a choice. She then opened the door and signaled to Cassidy’s manager that I was ready. “He’s all yours,” she said.

The manager looked at me quizzically and then shrugged. “Come on then, it’s show time,” she said as she gestured for me to follow.

I looked down at the heels in my hand and then sighed. I knew what I needed to do. I quickly reached down, put each shoe on, and then followed as quickly as I could, wobbling down the hall while still figuring out how to walk in heels.

Just a few hours ago I thought it was taboo to wear a bra and panties beneath my clothes. Now the whole world is going to see me wearing them and more! How the hell has this happened to me so quickly?

With each step I could feel the tight bodysuit creeping up my ass crack. It was a little awkward, but it was also an undeniably nice feeling. The whole outfit was surprisingly comfortable and made me feel exceedingly sexy. We stopped at the side of the stage next to Cassidy’s three backup dancers who were waiting for her acoustic set to finish. They all looked stunned when they saw me.

“Damn, girl! Look at you,” the first one said.

Girl? Do I actually look feminine or is she just teasing me?

“Are you trying to show us up by wearing that?” another dancer added.

I blushed at the comments and tried to turn my attention to Cassidy who was wrapping up her song. Then it dawned on me that I had no idea what to do once I was on stage. “What does she want me to do out there?” I asked Cassidy’s manager.

To my disappointment she just shrugged and said, “Dance I guess.”

I was about to ask the dancers, but before I could the stage lights exploded and there was a rush around the me as workers hurried to update the stage and the band returned to their places. Everything was a blur around me. Everything except for Cassidy who was slowly walking towards me.

She beckoned me with her finger and like a sailor lost at sea I followed her siren call. When I got close enough she grabbed my hand and pulled me into the middle of the stage. She grabbed her microphone and raised our joined hands towards the crowd.

“Look who is back and ready to dance! Can you believe it? This is the man in pink!” she shouted.

I felt like a deer in the headlights as the packed stadium went wild around me. Everything felt like it was spinning; everything was so surreal. At the same time, being out there in front of everyone while so exposed felt exceedingly naughty. I could feel my dick swelling up between my legs with an energy I had never felt before. I couldn’t believe it, but I was enjoying being seen this way.

“Now that you look the part, are you ready to dance?” she continued.

It took me a moment to realize that she was talking to me. When I did, I turned towards her and nodded.

“Don’t tell me, tell the world!”

I turned back towards the mass of people. “Yes,” I answered.

She shook her head. “That’s not good enough. This is your coming out party. Express yourself!”

Her tone was invigorating. “YES!” I yelled.

“That’s more like it!” she said as she cued her band to start. “Now let’s see what you’ve got!”

Suddenly the music blared behind me and Cassidy started singing next to me. I instantly recognized it as one of my favorite songs, “Express Yourself,” and couldn’t help but feel the poppy tunes surge through me, empowering me to let loose. I looked at Cassidy and she flashed me a smile and nodded, encouraging me to begin. So I did. I danced the night away.

////

After three songs, Cassidy dismissed me to a massive applause from the audience. But before I left the stage she ran up and gave me a big hug. Feeling her breasts press against my bra and her body against my lacy bodysuit, or rather her lacy bodysuit that I was wearing, was unbelievable. My dick surged to life and as it grew hard beneath my panties I was glad that it was tucked between my legs so Cassidy couldn’t feel it press against her as we embraced.

“You were amazing,” she whispered into my ear. “Way to embrace who you are and let it shine. You’re a star.”

With that she stepped back, but her arms lingered. Her hands slowly slid down my body as our hug dispersed. Her fingers against the lace sent shivers throughout my body and my straining dick felt like it could explode. When they brushed against my now heavily exposed butt cheeks I quivered and when she leaned forward and gave me a soft kiss on the lips, my body went limp as her taste flooded my senses.

“You keep the outfit. It looks better on you anyways,” she said with a wink before leaving to return to the front of the stage. I stood frozen, watching her go as my body suddenly felt relaxed. I was still exhausted and sore from dancing in high heels, but something was blocking those nagging feelings. Then I realized what it was. After her touches, her embrace, and her kiss. After her complements and praise for me wearing this sexy outfit. After everything, I couldn’t hold back my sheer and utter arousal.

My dick surged with pleasure and started pumping between my legs as the moment overtook me. I let out a breath of euphoria as I felt my hands run along my soft clothes, up to my bra and cupped it.

In that moment everything felt so right. From the bra and panties, to the bodysuit and heels, to the exposure in front of a live crowd. I started the night afraid of what people might think of my outfit, but as the night went on and I found acceptance and encouragement from the people I met, that fear transformed into happiness.

I wasn’t sure what the future would now hold for me, but I knew one thing for sure. This wouldn’t be the last time I dressed this way. This was only the beginning.


FROM FANBOY TO FEMBOY PART 2


FEMBOY DATE NIGHT
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STARDOM


If not for the cum in my panties, I would have gone straight home and framed them. I had no idea that such a simple garment could change my life so drastically, but there was no doubt that they had.

I had left the Cassidy Skye concert last week a new person and it was all thanks to my decision to break the taboo and wear a pink bra and panties to the show. It all started at the very beginning when I sat down at a venue bar for a drink and I was hit on by the beautiful bartender, Jessica. She took a shot with me, slipped me her number, and then sent me on my way to enjoy the show while commenting on my bra and mentioning that she would love to play dress up with me some day.

It continued during Cassidy’s set when she picked me out of the audience to join her on stage as a backup dancer. Little did I know that such an honor would also include an outfit change. I was swept backstage and hurried into a changing room where her wardrobe specialist told me to undress and put on one of Cassidy’s old outfits, a neon pink lace bodysuit.

The bodysuit was tight on me and quickly slipped up my butt crack like a thong, letting my ass hang out. The sensation of wearing one of Cassidy’s outfits was overwhelming and I found myself needing to tuck my aroused dick between my legs to prevent it from becoming a noticeable bulge. Once dressed, I was given a short blue wig and dark red lipstick then ushered out on to the stage.

From there everything was a blur of lights, sounds, and unexpected pleasures. When my time on stage was done, Cassidy sent me off with a hug and a quick kiss on the lips. Although it wasn’t much, it was enough to set me off. As I watched Cassidy walk back on stage I lost control and my dick filled my panties with cum.

When I finally snapped out of my euphoria, I was being drug backstage by Cassidy’s manager. She pulled me to a door with an exit sign, shoved a bag full of my clothes into my chest and bid me farewell. I was a little taken aback by the shrewdness, but I didn’t care. I felt like I was in heaven.

I quickly found a bathroom to clean up and get changed then made my way out of the venue and to my car. The whole time I was staring at the new number in my phone. Jessica’s number. By the time I reached the exit I found that I couldn’t resist texting her any longer.

“Hey, it’s Kyle. It was great meeting you tonight. Did you happen to catch any of the show?” I texted inquiringly, wondering if she happened to see me on stage. I didn’t ask to brag, but more to find out what she might know already.

To my delight, it didn’t take long to receive a response. “Kyle? You mean the new international superstar who danced on stage with Cassidy Skye in the sexiest outfit ever? I may have seen a few parts on the Jumbotron.”

I felt a little uneasy that she had seen everything, but also relieved and giddy that she responded so swiftly. “Superstar? I don’t know about all that. I just lucked out that she picked me over everyone else,” I replied.

My phone instantly buzzed again. “No. You’re a star. Check social media, you’re all over it!”

I felt my heart skip a beat as I read her message. Was she right? Could I possibly be trending online? I wasted no time and quickly pulled up my social accounts. To my shock, “Man in Pink” was indeed trending and with it were videos of me in the neon pink bodysuit dancing on stage in heels. Suddenly, I found myself terrified that my friends and colleagues would recognize me.

“Holy cow. I am!” I started my response. I wanted to talk more about it, but I also didn’t want to waste my first conversation with Jessica by talking about myself. I added, “What a crazy night. I think my highlight was still meeting you, though.”

“Am I being hit on by a famous internet star? You flatter me! I don’t believe you for a second, but it’s a sweet thing to say :). It was nice meeting you, too.”

“Haha. I mean tonight is definitely a night I will never forget, but I would like to think that you are a big reason for that. Even if just for the liquid courage you provided.”

“Good point. You did seem rather nervous before we shared that shot together. I’m glad to hear that you haven’t already forgotten the people who helped you become famous.”

“Not at all. In fact, I think I’m in your debt. Perhaps you would let me make it up to you some time? Over dinner?” I typed in response. My heart was racing as my thumb hovered over the send button. I had never been so forward with a girl who I was interested in before, but after tonight I felt invigorated. If I could dance on stage in women’s clothing then I could do anything. I let out a deep breath and then sent the message.

A minute went by with no response and I felt my stomach churn as I climbed into my car. I felt so stupid for being so over zealous with my flirtations. Then my phone buzzed again.

“Dinner? No,” it read. The words felt like they punched me in the stomach every time I read them. I suddenly felt ill and distraught. Then another message popped up. “Too formal for me. Just come to my place tomorrow. Bring a bottle of something nice and we can get to know each other more casually.”

My mind exploded with euphoria.

This is the BEST night ever!

“You’re on,” I quickly replied. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I held my phone against my pounding heart and squealed in excitement, only to be interrupted by my phone buzzing once again.

“Perfect. See you then. Oh, and make sure to wear your favorite bra and panties ;)”
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PREPARATIONS


“But these are my favorite bra and panties!” I cried out to myself.

In truth they were my only bra and panties and now one of them was filled with crusty old cum. I could obviously wash them before going to see Jessica, but that wasn’t the issue. The issue was that she assumed that I owned more than this. The issue was that she was expecting me to wear a different pair.

Do I run out and buy something new or do I just admit to her that this is all new to me? I really have no idea what she’s expecting or what she would prefer.

I knew that I should just be honest with her, but she was already so out of my league and I didn’t want to disappoint her. I wanted everything to work out perfectly. I was torn, but luckily I had a day to think about it. Finally, I turned on my car and started my drive home.

////

When I woke up in the morning I was fully expecting it to be Friday morning again with everything that had happened yesterday being part of a fantastical dream. But it wasn’t. As I sat up in my bed and saw the pink bodysuit hanging from a hanger on my doorknob, I knew it had all been real.

“It was real. It was all real!” I let out as I flopped myself back into my bed and let out a laugh. As if to double check, I grabbed my phone and looked at my text messages. There, I quickly found my text messages with Jessica, including our plans for tonight.

“Yes! I actually have a date tonight!” I looked over at my wall where I had a poster of Cassidy Skye hanging up and smiled. “Cassidy, you truly are magic.”

I leapt out of bed with a skip in my step as I went to start my day. I walked into the kitchen to make some breakfast as I re-read my conversation with Jessica from last night. I couldn’t believe out forward I had been with her and how much she seemed to like it. As crazy as it seemed, dressing in women’s clothing yesterday had made me an empowered man.

As I came to the end of the conversation I was reminded of my predicament. I would need to decide whether or not to be honest or come up with a new set of lingerie to wear to Jessica’s place tonight. I felt silly that I would have to wear such clothes in order to see her, but at the same time, I recognized how much I enjoyed wearing them last night and how much she seemed to be into it.

Maybe buying new clothes to wear wouldn’t be lying to her. Maybe it would be being honest with myself and exploring something that I clearly enjoyed.

Thinking about it that way all but solidified my plan. I would go out and try buying some new bras and panties. Surely something I found could be considered my new favorite.

Just the thought of buying more made me want to go put on my pink pair, but sadly they were still dirty. The thought also made my dick impressively hard. Feeling it in my pants, I knew that I would have to tame it before heading out. I couldn’t risk having a noticeable erection while shopping for women’s clothing.

I returned to my room and sat at my desk chair. At first I had planned to search for some porn to watch, but then my eyes caught hold of Cassidy’s old bodysuit and my mind flooded with images of her wearing it. And then me wearing it.

I couldn’t resist touching my hard dick and starting to stroke it.

My penis strained in my hand as I rubbed it thinking about Cassidy. The bright pink outfit showing off all of her perfect curves. I closed my eyes and pictured myself with her, wearing the same clothes. She touched me and then I touched her, feeling the soft lace in my hands. She kissed me again and I remembered the soft touch of her lips from last night. Suddenly Jessica was there, too. She was telling me how sexy I looked in my lingerie. Telling me how much she wanted to dress me up in other sexy clothes.

My dick started pulsing and I quickly grabbed a tissue in preparation. I rubbed faster and once again remembered how it felt to wear Cassidy’s clothes, the bodysuit wedging itself in my ass like a thong; it had felt so good.

I couldn’t take any more. My dick exploded into the tissue as I let out a deep exhale of relief. When I was done I melted back into my chair.

If just the thought of wearing women’s clothing is turning me on so much then I really do owe it to myself to explore it more. With Jessica, it sounds like I have the perfect opportunity to do just that. And who knows what else that might lead to?

My revelation made me concrete in my decision. I would be going shopping today. I would be buying more lingerie to wear and I would pick out the perfect pair to wear to Jessica’s, whatever that might be.

As I left my room to head out, I ran my fingers down the bodysuit still hanging from the doorknob. A sense of excitement tingled in my fingers as I knew that this outfit would be a catalyst to changing my life forever.
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SHOPPING


With my mission at hand, I returned to the mall and made my way to the most popular lingerie store, somewhere I knew would have exactly what I needed. Seeing the storefront was intimidating; it was covered with large pictures of models in sexy bras, panties, and teddies — all of whom I knew would look infinitely better wearing them than I ever could. That didn’t matter, however. I needed to fulfill my goal. I needed to not only get new clothes for my date, but to satiate my own new curiosities.

Luckily, the store was still rather empty when I entered as it was still early in the morning. There was a sweet smell of perfume lingering in the air that tickled my senses and reminded me of Cassidy’s scent when we had embraced last night.

That’s right. This is all Cassidy’s doing. In her own magical way she has awoken something inside of me that may lead me to a better life. A better me.

The thoughts made me smile and empowered me to continue on my quest. With my head held high, I scanned the store and found a large display of panties just to my left. I was glad to see that it was barren of people so I hurried over to get started.

The display was in the shape of a large oval with panties lining the perimeter. The different styles were separated and within each section there were a variety of colors and patterns. I was instantly overwhelmed by all of the options until I looked up to see a sign referencing a bulk sale.

7 for $28? That’s kind of expensive, but that’s actually a pretty good savings. It would also allow me to get all of the different varieties…

I couldn’t resist. I walked around the display, gazing at all of my options; thong, hip huggers, boy short, bikini, there were so many cuts! I picked up a purple thong and admired it, wondering if it would feel as good as the bodysuit did when it was wedged in my butt.

I was suddenly snapped out of my wondering when a voice crept up on me. “Need help finding anything?” a woman’s voice said.

I jumped in surprise and turned to find a petite young brunette woman smiling at me. I instantly began to shake nervously, as if I had been caught doing something wrong. Something naughty.

To make matters worse, when our eyes met her face contorted into a puzzled look. A look that I couldn’t decipher.

“Do I know you from somewhere?” she asked me curiously. “Are you famous or something?”

My nerves flew into overdrive as I wondered if she had seen the clips of me dancing at the concert last night. I had no idea how much those recordings had actually spread or who had seen them.

“Uh, no… I don’t think so,” I managed to say, my voice shaking as much as my hands that were still holding the pair of panties.

Her eyes squinted as if she was still trying to recognize me, but eventually she shrugged and put back on her helpful smile. “Hmm, alright. So how can I help you then?”

I glanced at the panties and then back at her, returning an awkward smile as I set the thong back down. “It’s okay. I’m fine,” I started anxiously. “I’m just looking for some underwear for my, uhh, girlfriend.”

“Girlfriend, huh?” the clerk replied as if she didn’t believe me. “Well, I don’t know your girlfriend or her preferences, but I can tell you that right now these cheeky panties are our top sellers.”

As she spoke she stepped to the side and picked up a pair of pink panties. A pair that looked rather familiar. When I saw her eyes bulge in what appeared to be recognition, I knew that I wasn’t the only one who noticed.

Her head turned back towards me, a large smirk plastered across her face. “On second thought, if she likes shopping here she may already have a pair like this. Perhaps she would like to try something new, like our latest v-string panties.”

Shit! Did she just recognize me for real? This is so embarrassing! I don’t think I’m ready for the world to know what I did; I’m still coming to terms with it myself!

If she did recognize me, she was playing it off better now as she resumed her sales pitch. She stepped further around the display then held up what appeared to be little more than just a string.

“Are those panties or an eye patch?” I joked awkwardly.

She forced a polite smile and said, “Why not stick with the classics then? Thongs, cheeky, bikini. Or whatever catches your eye.”

“Yeah, okay. Thanks,” I replied, hoping that would be the end of the conversation.

“If you need me I will be just over here,” she added as she gestured to the other side of the room. “Oh, and if I were to guess, I would say that your girlfriend would probably wears a size large. It will be a little less tight and give more room for, uhh, things to breathe.”

With that she gave me a wink and went on her way. I shook my head in disbelief and then got back to work picking out my new lingerie.

When I was finally done, I had picked out seven varieties of panties and three new bras. While I had originally planned to buy more of the same bras that I already had, in the end I couldn’t resist getting something different as well. So in addition to two new lacy bralettes, I picked out a padded bra with small cups that I thought would fit nicely and even give me a semblance of having actual breasts. There was something extremely erotic about that thought.

With my pink shopping bag in hand, I hurried out of the store and back to my car, eager to get home and try everything on.


4


FAVORITES


Once home, I wasted no time. I quickly stripped down and tried on my first combination of lingerie. The first set I tried was the pair that had yet to leave my mind since buying them; a purple Brazilian style tanga panty with a black push up bra. The panties slipped perfectly into my ass crack with a nice and comfortable fit. Just as the store clerk had suggested, large was definitely the perfect size for me, unlike my ex’s medium that I had worn last night. The bra was a little snug, but that only helped push up my chest so that it fit into the A-sized cup which made me feel like I had small breasts.

These feel even better than I had imagined. Why have I never worn panties before? These are so comfortable. And they make me feel so sexy!

I was tempted to leave them on and enjoy the new sensations of the lingerie without trying on anything else, but ultimately I knew that I needed to truly find my favorite before going to Jessica’s place. If I was going to lie about having more women’s underwear, I wanted to at least be honest that I was wearing my favorite.

So I continued.

I matched together a red lace bra with a red lace thong and was pleased. I paired together a pink hip hugger with my old pink bra and felt an increased arousal. I coupled together a black bikini brief with the black padded bra and felt even more feminine. Each combination filled me with more lust and desire.

Man, they all feel so nice. I’m not sure I can ever wear my boxers again. I mean, why would I when I could feel this?

When I was done I turned my attention to my bed where I had laid out my collection of bras and panties. I ran my eyes over each garment, recalling how each one felt as I tried to pick out what I thought my favorite combination would be. It didn’t take long for me to decide.

I quickly removed my current pair and tossed them to the side while my hand lunged forward for the purple tanga panties. Once they were on, I put on the black push up bra to complete the set.

This is perfect. They both feel so good. I will easily be able to tell Jessica that they’re my favorite.

It was all true, they felt so good. Possibly too good. My hand started sliding down the soft cotton of my panties. I could feel my dick growing between my legs at the sensual touch. My fingers slipped down, rubbing my swelling cock through my panties and making me feel an intense surge of arousal.

Maybe wearing these instead of boxers isn’t the best idea. Maybe it would be too dangerous to wear panties all the time when they feel this good. Maybe they would be too distracting…

As I continued rubbing my dick, I felt my other hand creep up to my chest. It cupped my bra and gently squeezed. A delightful tingling sensation blossomed and started filling me as if my body was welcoming in new feelings. I accepted the invitation.

And the bra… I didn’t think I would like it this much because I don’t have breasts. But when I wear it I feel like I do. It’s so strange, but so nice.

The more I touched myself through my soft lingerie, the sexier I felt. The more naughty and feminine I felt. They were odd feelings, but definitely ones that I knew I wanted to explore further.

I remembered wearing my pink bra and panties out in public and how taboo it felt. I remembered putting on Cassidy Skye’s pink bodysuit and strutting onto stage for the world to see. I remembered the touch of her lips on mine.

Between my touches and memories, my penis was quickly becoming engorged. As a soft moan escaped my gaping mouth, I knew that if I continued I could probably make myself cum again.

No! I can’t cum! Not again. I can’t drain my tank before my date tonight.

It pained me to stop, but I did. I knew it was presumptuous to think that I needed to save myself for my date with Jessica tonight, but I knew it was the right thing to do. I had already jerked off once today and didn’t want to empty out the last of my mojo before seeing her. She was seemingly so far out of my league and I needed to be at my best.

I readjusted my dick in my panties and gave it a loving pat of sympathy as it pulsed from my touch, clearly not wanting the pleasure to stop. “Sorry, buddy. If nothing happens tonight then we will definitely pick up where we just left off,” I said to it.

With my undergarments finally picked out, I covered them up with a pair of black jeans and a loose fitting maroon t-shirt. Jessica had mentioned that she didn’t want our date to be stuffy and formal so I decided not to dress up too much. Especially when I figured that she would be more interested in what I was wearing underneath.

The thought made my chuckle as I proceeded to my liquor cabinet to look for something good to bring. I picked out a bottle of rum that was a favorite of mine.

Tonight seems like it will be a night of favorites. Favorite bra, favorite panties, and favorite liquor. Hopefully the outcome will become a lifelong favorite as well. I have a feeling it will.

At last it was time to go. I texted Jessica that I was heading out and she sent me her address. Without delay, I hopped in my car and set off for what I hoped would be a night I would never forget.
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JESSICA


My dick swelled as my lingerie tingled beneath my clothes. My fist was raised and ready to knock on Jessica’s apartment door. My heart was pounding.

This is it. You can do this, Kyle.

Even though this was far from my first date, it felt like a first and perhaps in a way it was. In a way it felt like knocking on this door would be a gateway to a new life, to admitting to something that was trying to find its way out of me, to embracing my new future. If Jessica was this new beginning, I knew I wanted it.

I closed my eyes, took a deep breath in, and then let it out as my knuckles knocked on the door. When I opened my eyes, Jessica was standing before me.

“Hey, come on in,” she said with a beaming smile.

My eyes followed her flowing blonde hair down to her chest where her perfectly plump breasts were being heaved up by her bra and nearly spilling out of her low cut white shirt. Beneath I could see her navel, exposed from her short length top which didn’t quite make it down to her tight fitting high waisted blue denim shorts. The shorts barely covered her ass and from the frayed bottoms extended her long, smooth legs that appeared to never end. Finally, my eyes stopped at her bare feet, only slightly covered by her red nail polish.

The journey of my eyes felt like it took an eternity and I began to panic that I was ruining things already by ogling her too long. I looked back into her eyes and saw her gesture her head inside, once again inviting me in. I tried to move, but I felt frozen. I was too enraptured by her beauty.

“Oh, come on,” she said playfully. “Don’t be ridiculous.”

With that she grabbed my hand and pulled me inside her dimly lit apartment. The sound of her door slamming behind me finally woke me up from my daydream.

“Hey, sorry,” I replied bashfully. “I’m, uhh… still a little tired from last night I guess.”

Jessica smirked at me. “Oh yeah? You mean you don’t crossdress in front of thousands of people every night?” she joked as she continued to pull me further inside. We came to a stop inside her small kitchenette where she released my hand to open a cabinet. She pulled out two glasses and smiled at me. “You brought the drinks, right?”

I gulped nervously as I held up the bottle of rum. “Y-yeah.”

Jessica turned the bottle in my hand and lit up excitedly when she saw the label. “I’m glad to see that your taste in liquor is better than your taste in music,” she laughed. “I was expecting you to bring over a six pack of something pink and fruity.”

I blushed at her tease, but at the same time her continued playfulness was beginning to put me at ease. “How about a shot to kick off the night?” I suggested as I started to feel more comfortable.

Jessica raised an eyebrow in intrigue and then nodded. She quickly snatched the bottle from my hand and began to pour small quantities of the liquor into each glass before picking them both up and offering me one. “I like how you roll. Shall we make a cheers?”

“Of course,” I replied as I accepted the glass. “To… possibilities.”

Jessica’s lips curled up into her beautiful smile and her eyes twinkled. “To possibilities,” she echoed as she clinked her cup against mine.

We each downed our shots in unison. The liquor burned my throat as it went down, but the resulting warmth that flowed through my body was a welcomed sensation.

“Fuck. That burned so good,” Jessica let out. She licked her lips and added, “There’s something about swallowing large loads like that that always makes me feel so alive.”

I wasn’t sure if she intended the sexual innuendo, but my dick was aroused by her words either way. I could feel it beginning to squirm in my panties and I was glad that I had tucked it between my legs.

A growing awkwardness began to spread through the air as I once again began to feel flustered by her. “So, uhh… what did you want to do?”

Jessica pursed her lips and tapped them with her finger as if she was thinking. “I thought we would just hang and get to know each other. Maybe have a few more drinks and see where the night goes,” she answered. “How does that sound?”

Her answer didn’t tell me much about what we would do, but at the same time it filled me with hope. “Sounds great.”

“Perfect,” she smiled. “But hey, I just got home from work ten minutes ago and haven’t had a chance to change yet. Do you mind if I sneak away for a few minutes to freshen up?”

“No, of course. Take your time.”

“Great. Why don’t you pour us another round and make yourself at home. I’ll be back in a jiffy.” Before I could reply she hurried down the hall.

While I waited, I poured another round of drinks and took them into her living room. I slowly sipped on mine as I checked out her music collection and artwork, hoping to find some common interests to bond over.

Before I knew it, I heard footsteps behind me and turned around to see Jessica standing in the doorway. My jaw dropped in awe as my eyes bulged in surprise. She had changed out of her already skimpy outfit and into something even more revealing. Her body was shrouded in a flowing black satin robe and beneath was nothing but a black lace bra, matching black g-string thong.

She posed her self seductively against the doorframe as she grinned at me, clearly seeing the lust in my eyes. “I’ve shown you mine,” she said softly. “Now you show me yours.”
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SHOW AND TELL


My dick pressed against my panties as I stared at Jessica in disbelief. Here was this beautiful girl who I barely knew, who was clearly out of my league, and she was wearing nothing but lace lingerie in front of me. Not only that, but she was asking me to get undressed, too.

My bra and panties tingled again as I remembered wearing them and I realized that they were what she wanted to see. She wanted to see that I had worn my favorite lingerie, just as she had requested. The idea filled me with panic.

I have to show her right? I mean, I had a strong feeling I was going to be showing her today. If I can stand before an entire stadium of people wearing nearly nothing then I can do this here in front of her, too.

I took a deep breath as my hands slowly crept to the hem of my shirt. My fingers wrapped around as I summoned the courage to disrobe. After a couple more breaths I decided to just go for it. I quickly ripped my shirt off and revealed my bra.

Jessica gasped at the sight. “Do we match?” she let out as she looked back and forth between our similar black bras.

I felt my cheeks redden at the thought of wearing matching clothes with this angelic woman, but the idea also made me more nervous as her anticipation for seeing my panties grew. I considered aborting my plan, but I had already started. I needed to see it through.

I kicked off my shoes then unbuttoned my jeans and hastily pushed them down. When they were gone, I stood up tall, trying to act confident and brave even though I could feel my whole body shaking.

Jessica’s head cocked to the side as she admired my panties. I couldn’t tell what she was thinking, but her eyes showed no disgust or disdain which was a positive. She slowly walked towards me and then around me, eventually stopping back in front. “Very nice,” she said approvingly. “And sexy. Though I’m a little sad that we don’t match completely.”

As she spoke her finger softly snuck into the waist band of my panties, moving along the hem from my hip to my crotch before leaving. My body quivered at her touch and longed for more. “I think I may have just the thing for you though,” she added before once again hurrying down the hall, her robe fluttering wildly behind her.

As I watched her leave, I stood frozen, flabbergasted by what had just happened. My dick was now fully erect between my legs and pressing hard against my panties, trying to pop out. I managed just enough strength to adjust it in hopes that I could hide it at least a little longer.

When Jessica came back she was holding a long purple robe, satin and shiny just as her black one was. “With this we will match in style if not in color,” she said as she handed to me.

I accepted it and slowly put it on. The robe felt cold and silky against my skin and the touch of her clothes on me sent chills through my body. This all felt so unreal, so preposterous. But from the touches and sensations I felt, I knew it was real. And I knew that I liked it.

With the robe on, I considered tying it in front, but decided it wasn’t worthwhile because she had already seen everything. That and because I didn’t want her to do the same thing. Finally, I looked back at Jessica.

“I suppose we should start getting to know each other on a more spiritual level now,” she giggled. She reached to the coffee table and grabbed one of the drinks I had set down and took a long drink before setting it back down. “I don’t want to beat around the bush much longer so I’m just going to ask. Are you into girls?”

I was floored by her question, but tried to hide my anguish. My head lowered in embarrassment and as it did, I saw what I was wearing. Seeing nothing but sexy women’s lingerie over my body made me realize that her question was a fair one. Not only fair, but understandable. I looked back up and answered, “Yeah.”

Jessica bit her lip in a way that a hungry wolf would to a rabbit. It made me feel weak in her presence. I noticed her hands gently caressing her own body. As she did, the energy between us was changing drastically. “I was hoping that you would say that,” she breathed out heavily.

“Y-you were?” I choked out, not sure what was happening.

She once again lowered herself to grab her drink, but this time she didn’t stand back up. This time she lowered herself down to her knees. She chugged the rest of her rum and then offered me the other glass which I gladly accepted and took a swig from. When I looked back down, she had her hands on my hips and was looking up at me hungrily. “I just can’t resist guys who are comfortable in their own sexuality. You love wearing women’s clothing so you just do it. You don’t try to hide it or suffocate your true desires. You own it and embrace it. Your confidence is so fucking sexy.”

My heart started pounding as I began questioning reality once again.

There’s no way this is real. There’s no way this beautiful woman finds me confident and sexy!

As if reading my mind and knowing I needed more proof that this was actually happening, I felt her fingers slip into my panties again. This time, however, I felt them tug the crotch to the side. I gasped when I realized what she had done and as my dick flopped out from between my legs.

“You really do like wearing panties, don’t you?” she giggled.

I opened my mouth to answer, but couldn’t find the words. Then I saw her mouth open as well. She didn’t suffer from shyness, however. She went for what she wanted. Me.

Her hand was cold as it wrapped around the base of my cock. Her lips were moist as they softly landed on it. I groaned in pleasure as she slowly started taking more of my hard dick in her mouth.

“Oh my…” I breathed out.

Jessica paused and I saw a smile fill her face despite her mouth still being stuffed with my cock. When our eyes connected she gave me a wink before continuing.

She moved her mouth back and forth over my penis, filling her throat more with each pass. I moaned as her tongue began to roll along the bottom of my shaft. The sensations were all so magical and overwhelming. My knees were growing weak and my body unstable.

I reached out for something to brace myself on and found a bookcase against a wall. I leaned against it while Jessica’s eager mouth followed me, never once letting my dick escape it.

Her hand began to stroke my cock in sync with the movements of her mouth, doubling my pleasure. Her other hand began to explore my body, beginning with my legs and working its way up the back to my ass. She tickled the lace of my panties as she squeezed my butt tightly and sensually. Her touches filled me with a previously unfathomable erotic pleasure. A pleasure that I never wanted to end.

Soon her lips stopped at my surging cock head while her tongue swirled around it. After a few passes she popped off and smiled at me as a bead of drool dribbled from her mouth. “I really love these panties. Do you think I could borrow them someday?” she asked me through her heavy breathing.

The question turned me on immensely. “Only if I can borrow some of yours,” I answered without thinking.

“Of course. And I have a lot more that I think you will look great in, too,” she replied with a naughty grin. “Are you going to let me dress you up however I want?”

“Yes!” I breathed out excitedly. Her response made my dick pulse and bob in front of her, taking back her attention.

“Good,” she replied as she licked her lips. To my delight, she spread her mouth back open and took my throbbing cock inside once again. With each pass over my straining dick, her mouth seemed to grow more wet and my pleasure increased. Her lips were so soft and supple. Her tongue was driven with passion and hunger. It was all so perfect. Too perfect.

I felt my dick straining in her mouth. I could sense it pulsing and building up with pressure. I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.

And I didn’t.

My cock exploded with a rapid surge of pleasure. Once, twice, three times before slowing down and continuing to deposit my seed into Jessica’s hungry mouth. “Fuck yeah…” I groaned out in ecstasy.

Jessica’s hand continued to work, making sure every last drop was in her mouth before she pulled away. We stared eye-to-eye as I watched her take a large gulp and swallow my cum then stand up.

Even though I was taller than her, it suddenly felt like she towered over me. Her confidence and outgoing nature surpassed mine tenfold. She grabbed my glass of rum and took a long gulp as she grinned at me.

“I think I’m going to have a lot of fun with you,” she chuckled before taking another sip. “A lot of fun.”

I found myself smiling ear to ear at her words as the euphoria continued to flow through my body. My eyes flashed back down to my bra and panties, my dick still hanging out of them, and knew that I never wanted to take them off. Never.


FROM FANBOY TO FEMBOY PART 3


CHASTITY SISSY
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PLANS


“Come on! Just get dressed already, we’re going to be late!” my girlfriend Jessica said as she glowered over me.

I looked up at her from my seat on her bed where I was wearing nothing but a small black thong. She always looked stunning, but tonight she somehow looked even more gorgeous in her cute yet very skimpy outfit. My glance fell to her long, slender legs that were covered from foot to thigh in black fishnet stockings. I looked up and saw her tiny black tutu just barely covering her crotch. Knowing how close and easily accessible her pussy was made my dick throb in excitement. I had to hope that if I obeyed her tonight that I would get another sweet taste of her.

Jessica placed her hand on her hip and struck an angry pose. Her movement snapped me out of my fantasy and drew my eyes upward. As they continued up, I saw the shiny fabric of her purple corset peeking up from her tutu as it tightly wrapped around her body and somehow gave her even sexier curves. Her blonde hair just tickled the top where her breasts were being hoisted up as if on a pedestal for the world to see. Seeing every little piece of fabric reminded me of how it felt to wear the outfit she had planned for me tonight.

“You loved wearing this the other day when I had you try it on!” she goaded me.

I cringed when I saw her naughty grin creep across her face. It was a look that I had become used to over the last month of getting to know her. It was a look that said, “You know you can’t resist doing what I tell you so why bother trying?”

The frustrating part was that she was right, on both accounts. I had loved wearing the outfit she picked out for me. That, and I would eventually cave to her as I always did.

“That was before I knew you wanted me to wear it out in public,” I groaned despite knowing it would cost me points with my girlfriend.

Ever since we had met a month ago, our relationship had been based around me wearing women’s clothing. At first it was just wearing a bra and panties, but quickly it had escalated to more.

Every time I came over to see her she would have something new for me to try on; dresses, skirts, and my favorite, lingerie. Some of the clothes were hers and some were things she actually bought for me, thinking that I would look and feel sexy in them. She was always right.

Each time I put on a new article of women’s clothing I felt sexier and more confident thanks to her. An erotic power surged through me every time I donned the new clothes, a feeling that was intoxicating. Of course that feeling was part of the reason for my new desires, the other was the kinky outcomes of every visit to her apartment.

The first time I visited her she had me strip down to my bra and panties and put on a satin robe so I matched her own outfit. Then she had become so overcome with arousal from seeing me dressed up that she couldn’t resist taking my dick in her mouth and sucking it to completion. Feeling her moist mouth on my hard cock right next to my lacy panties was the most arousing moment of my life. I was hooked.

With each subsequent visit, Jessica would dress me up more and do more with me. The first time we had sex I was wearing a short body con dress that she had hiked up just enough to let my dick pop out from underneath. She threw me down on her bed then mounted me, sliding her own tiny g-string to the side so she could take my dick inside her. The whole time she groped my bra-covered chest and, despite me being the one with the dick, made me feel like the woman with how hard she rode me.

Part of me worried that she only liked me as her sexy dress up doll and that she was using me for her fetish, but I didn’t care. I loved every bit of it. At least I did until a few days ago when she told me she had a new outfit for me.

The outfit was the same as I was looking at now. A tiny black tutu, a purple corset, and black fishnet thigh high stockings. At that time, however, I had no idea she had her own matching set. I also didn’t know what her plans for us were. It wasn’t until I divulged my love for the outfit that she told me the rest.

“It’s hardly public. We’re going to a rave! It’s going to be a large, dark room and everyone is going to be drunk, high, and dancing! No one is going to notice you or care what you’re wearing,” Jessica said enthusiastically, bringing me back to the current moment. “Honestly, I thought you would love it.”

“This outfit is so revealing though!” I continued to whine.

She rolled her eyes at me. “This coming from the guy who had his ass practically hanging out of a pink bodysuit on stage for the world to see.”

With that I knew she had me. She knew it too as her grin widened across her face. But I had one last plea to try, “Well then why did you have to get us matching outfits? How am I supposed to wear this next to you? You look so fucking sexy in it.”

Her eyes flashed me a look of confidence that told me she knew just how good she looked. “I just thought you might like matching with your girlfriend tonight,” she started, her voice growing more solemn. “I also thought that you would only care if I thought you looked sexy and wouldn’t care what others thought.”

My eyes closed tightly as her guilt trip soaked in. Now I knew I officially had no choice. I would be dressing up and going out.
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DRESS UP


“Is this why you made me shave my legs?” I asked as I picked up the fish net thigh highs.

“Made you? I helped you. I liberated your legs, not to mention your mind,” Jessica answered emphatically. “How else can you truly expect to experience the pleasures of femininity?”

Is feeling feminine what I actually wanted? I guess I don’t actually know. I just know that wearing women’s clothing feels nice. It feels right.

In honesty, I actually liked having my legs shaved, especially when Jessica had me wear stockings. The silky touch of the pantyhose against my bare skin sent shivers through my body every time. The only draw back was the constant shaving to keep my legs smooth and hair free.

“Oh, of course,” I replied sarcastically before turning my attention back to the fishnets.

I tried to hide my excitement for wearing them again as I balled up each stocking and slipped them over my legs. As I adjusted each stocking up closer to my black thong, their touch against my hairless legs was as delightful as I remembered it to be.

I moved to grab the tutu, but before I had the chance to continue getting dressed Jessica sat beside me and set her hand on my shoulder. “Be real with me, Kyle. Why are you dragging your feet about this so much? I thought you were cool with expressing yourself. Why are you acting so shy all of the sudden?”

I turned to look at her, feeling bashful and vulnerable from the truth I was hiding. A sigh escaped me as I felt my shoulders slump. “To be honest, it’s kind of just this outfit that I’m nervous about. The tutu is so small. It barely covers… anything,” I started. “If we start dancing or touching each other… I’m worried that my dick will slip out of my thong.”

It felt ridiculous to admit, but it was the truth. Over the last month, most of my dressing up had been around Jessica and most of it resulted in a blow job or sex, if I dressed up like this in public with her then I was terrified about how aroused I would be the entire time, especially if I was only wearing a small thong and a tiny tutu to hide my erection.

Jessica’s hand slid down my arm and landed on my thigh. She started slowly moving it up towards my dick, causing it to start swelling beneath my panties. “Is that so? You’re worried that dressing up in this sexy, skimpy little outfit will turn you on too much?” she asked softly.

I gulped nervously as I felt my cock start getting hard. Her soft hand on my shaved legs was almost too much to take. “Well, the turn on is more being around you while dressed like this,” I choked out.

My dick was now clearly visible through my thong as it pressed firmly against it, trying to break free. And I wasn’t the only one to notice it. Jessica clearly did as well as she started rubbing it through my satin thong.

“Oh, wow,” she let out. “It looks like the just the idea of your dick being exposed from your little panties is exciting you.”

My eyes closed from her sensual touch as she pulled my panties to the side and let my dick present itself. She stroked it softly as I quivered with pleasure.

“N-no!” I finally managed to squeak out. “Trust me, I definitely do not want other people seeing my dick. Just you!”

“Just me? I like the sound of that. Do you really want to keep your dick for my eyes only?”

There was something about her tone that made the idea so sexy. She was already my girlfriend which I thought meant that we were already exclusive and I could never imagine cheating on her. Yet her question was strangely enticing and very arousing.

“Of course,” I answered. “My dick is only for you. Your eyes, your hands, your lips… your pussy.”

Jessica’s hand started rotating as it stroked my throbbing cock. “Fuck, that turns me on so much,” she moaned. “If we weren’t already running late because of your reluctance to get ready then I would so make use of your cock right now.” She gave my penis a playful slap and then stood up to my chagrin. “But I may have the perfect solution to both your little problem and to your big promise.”

There was a sudden shift in the air and I felt an immense stress and pressure fall on me. “Oh?”

“That’s right,” Jessica grinned. “I’ll be right back. Don’t you dare touch my dick.”

She quickly spun around and walked over to her closet where she began to dig around. I looked down at my still very hard erection and was tempted to stroke it myself, but I was loving the controlling vibe Jessica had at the moment and I didn’t want to spoil it.

When she returned, she held a small pick plastic object in her hand. My eyes squinted to take a better look, but I couldn’t for the life of me figure out what this small exoskeleton looking object was.

“What is that?” I asked hesitantly.

“This, my dear, is a chastity cage and it’s the perfect solution to your problem,” she answered giddily.

I glared at it more, still not understanding and not enjoying her premise. “How? How can this little thing do anything?”

Jessica’s all too familiar wicked grin grew across her face. “Because it locks around your dick,” she replied smugly. “And it prevents you from getting an erection.”
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CHASTITY


“It does what?” I let out in shock.

My girlfriend shrugged as she let herself down on to her knees before me. Normally, I would be exceptionally turned on by her kneeling between my legs, but the idea of this chastity cage had my dick quickly retreating.

“Why don’t I just show you,” she replied.

Her fingers crept up to my dick, chastity cage in hand, as I gritted my teeth nervously. I assumed that this cage would go around my dick, but I didn’t know how it would work or feel. The whole thing sounded crazy.

Jessica softly grabbed my testicles and slipped them through a ring before pushing my dick in as well. She moved it down until it rested against my crotch.

This isn’t so bad…

Then came the cage.

She placed the penis shaped cage over my dick head and pushed it back until it connected with the ring. The cage itself was rather small compared to my fully erected dick, but fit my flaccid penis well enough. As I looked at the silly device around my manhood, I started to relax, seeing how seemingly harmless it was. But the more I relaxed, the more I started to feel Jessica’s touch and get aroused.

“Woah, woah. Hold on. I’m not done!” she exclaimed as she fumbled with something while trying to hold the cage on. She quickly inserted something into the base of the cage and then turned her fingers and pulled away. As her hands released the cage and it stayed on, I felt a sudden pang of anxiety. When I saw the tiny lock on the side where she had just touched, I realized what she had done and that anxiety surged.

“Did you just lock this on?” I shouted as my hands darted for my dick to inspect the chastity cage.

Jessica stood up and dangled a small set of keys from her fingers. “Yup,” she answered, clearly pleased with herself. “You said that your dick was only meant for me and now I can really enforce that. Plus, you won’t have to worry about any pesky boners making your dick pop out of your panties.”

I stared at her dumbfounded. “You’re not serious. You can’t be serious. Just let me have the keys and I’ll get dressed.”

My girlfriend smiled and then quickly tucked the keys into the bra of her corset. “Nope. Now I have insurance that you will be good for me tonight,” she giggled. “And if you’re not good and don’t do everything I say then who knows when your little cage will come off.”

I wanted to be angry, to be furious, but I wasn’t. I was turned on. My dick started growing again, but it was quickly denied by its new prison. Instead it began to strain against the barrier.

“You mean you want me to dress up in this slutty little outfit for you and then obey you all night?” I squeaked out, trying to hide my growing arousal.

Jessica nodded. “That’s right,” she answered in a sensual yet powerful tone. I could tell by her voice that she knew I was into it and that she was, too. I couldn’t believe that she had once again found a way to make our relationship even kinkier.

“And if I don’t then you won’t unlock my dick?”

Instead of answering, Jessica shoved me down on to her bed and swiftly mounted me. Her eyes glared down into mine as her lips snarled. “Not just that,” she growled. “I’m going to make you regret your disobedience. I’m going to rub my perfect pussy on your tiny little cage to make your dick go crazy. I’m going to do that every night until you learn to be good for me.”

Her threats made my dick strain harder. I wasn’t sure if she was just teasing me or if she meant it, but either way the eroticism was intoxicating.

“O-okay,” I stuttered. “I’ll be good for you. I promise.”

She reached down and started rubbing my caged dick hungrily. “That’s good because I do enjoy using your cock. I would hate to have to substitute my old toys for it.”

With that she stood up and adjusted her tutu while acting as if nothing had happened. I, on the other hand, felt flush with emotions and arousal.

After a long moment Jessica’s eyebrows furrowed and she snapped at me, “What are you waiting for? Get dressed!”

Her anger made me jump up and scramble to get dressed. I grabbed the corset, slipped it around my body, and began connecting the hooks. As I worked, Jessica moved behind me and started adjusting the strings to make it tighter. When it was on, it felt uncomfortably tight, but I knew it had given me feminine curves which would make me feel sexy once I saw my reflection.

I next grabbed the tutu and slipped it on over my thong. Just as I remembered, it was barely long enough to cover my panties and I felt a large amount of my ass hanging out. As I felt my dick still squirming and trying to grow hard, I actually felt grateful for the chastity cage preventing it from getting erect.

I guess she was right. With this cage on there’s no chance that my dick will get exposed while we’re out. I guess I can deal with it being locked on for a few hours.

Finally, I picked up the blue wig and black heels that I had worn at the Cassidy Skye concert where I had first met Jessica and put them on to complete my outfit.

Jessica stepped back and cocked her head to the side as she took in my finished look. “Not bad, but I think I can make it just a little better.” she let out. “Come sit at my vanity. I think you need a little makeup.”

I opened my mouth to complain, but fought the urge. I didn’t want to disobey her already. Instead, I walked to her vanity and sat down.

“We won’t do a lot, not tonight since we will be in a dark room, but makeup is certainly something we will be working on from now on,” my girlfriend said as she came to stand behind me.

I again had to fight the urge to argue. I wasn’t sure why she suddenly wanted me to wear makeup in addition to my feminine clothes. For now, I knew I had no choice in the matter so I let it go and forced a smile on my face.

Jessica began by applying some foundation to my face to help hide my stubble. It made my face look soft and feminine and I found that I actually appreciated it. Next, she painted on some purple eyeshadow to match her own dramatic look, and finished my eyes by gluing on long, fake eyelashes. She finished with some dark red lipstick and then lowered her head next to mine to admire my new look in the mirror alongside me.

“Fuck you look sexy,” she said.

Her words made my cheeks blush and my dick swell up. I looked at my reflection and knew she was right. I did look good and I liked it.

“Is that all?” I said.

She stood back up and placed her hands on my shoulder. “Yup. Now it’s time to go.”
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THE RAVE


When we arrived at the old warehouse where the rave was, I found myself trembling. While this wouldn’t be my first time wearing women’s clothing in public, this was by far the most feminine and revealing outfit I had worn out. I kept reminding myself that we would be in a large, dark room and that I would be unrecognizable in my wig and makeup, but still I found my nerves rattled as we entered.

Inside it was as dark as Jessica had said it would be other than the bright strobe lights on stage where a DJ was performing. The music was loud with heavy bass and already the building was filled with people dancing.

Jessica took my hand and smiled at me as she pulled me towards the bar. My heart continued to pound even in the darkness of the venue, but seeing the liquor behind the bar gave me relief knowing that there would soon be some liquid courage helping me.

When we arrived, Jessica found an opening and signaled for the bartender, a tall man with tan skin that stretched over his enormous muscles. He made his way over and to my surprise, leaned over to embraced Jessica. They finished their embrace with kisses on each cheek.

Who the hell is this guy?

Jessica turned and smiled at me and then looked back at the rugged bartender. “Raul, this is my girlfriend, Kylie,” she started. “Kylie, this is Raul. We work a lot of events together and he’s the one who told me about the party tonight.”

I stared at my girlfriend in disbelief for what felt like the hundredth time tonight.

Did she just call me Kylie? And her girlfriend? What the hell is going on?

Unlike me, Raul didn’t seem remotely flustered by the introduction; he was a little surprised though. “Girlfriend?” he gasped. “You didn’t tell me you were seeing someone new! You dirty slut!”

They each laughed while I continued to stare with my mouth agape.

“This one is a little shy. I practically had to blackmail her to get her to come out tonight!” Jessica chuckled.

Raul looked at me and rolled his eyes. “Don’t let this one get to you, honey. She’s all bark and no bite,” he joked.

Jessica quickly threw her arm around me and pulled me close, squeezing my ass as she did. “I don’t know, Raul. With this one I rather enjoy biting.”

The conversation continued while I stood in stunned silence next to my girlfriend, trying to figure out what was happening. Luckily, I soon had a mixed drink curtesy of Raul and with each sip I found myself beginning to settle. When the barstool next to me opened up, I took the chance to sit down and rest my already sore feet and reflect.

I can’t believe I’m actually out in public dressed like this. When I dressed up for Cassidy Skye it was nothing compared to this, at least not until she pulled me up on stage to dance with her. When her wardrobe woman had me wear her neon pink bodysuit, that was when everything changed. But I was living in the moment and doing it for Cassidy and it was only for a few minutes. This time it feels so different. This time I’m doing it for Jessica.

My thoughts finally began to put me at ease and feeling Jessica’s hand on my thigh was grounding. I took another drink to empty my glass and then set it down with a sigh of relief.

“Can I get you a refill, beautiful?” a voice said next to me.

I looked over at Jessica, but realized the voice had come from the other side. It was then that I realized the hand on my thigh was on the other side as well. The hand squeezed my thigh and drew my attention to the man sitting next to me.

“W-what?” I stuttered as I stared into the man’s dazzling blue eyes. He was young and handsome. Unlike Raul, his body was slim, a fact that was added by him wearing all black. His fingers began to gently caress my leg and to my shock, I felt my dick reacting pleasantly.

“A refill,” he repeated. “Can I buy you one?”

My dick swelled up more within its cage as my heart fluttered.

Does he really think I’m beautiful? And a girl?

I opened my mouth to respond, but couldn’t find the words. Soon, however, someone else had words for me.

“Excuse me? Are you hitting on my girlfriend?” Jessica spat out at the man. “Sorry, buddy, but she’s taken.”

The man raised his hands as if to show that he was harmless and then stood up and started backing up. “My bad. No harm meant,” he told Jessica.

I watched him leave until Jessica grabbed my face and turned it towards hers. “Did I tell you that you can flirt with men?” she hissed.

My heart started pounding again, this time worried that I had disobeyed my girlfriend. “I… I wasn’t,” I replied.

“That’s strike one,” she added as she released my face. “Two more strikes and you and your little cage are going to be in big trouble.”

Jessica’s tone was so powerful, so dominant, so sexy. I found myself shaking, but not with fear, with arousal.

“Yes, dear,” I gushed.

“That’s a good girl,” Jessica grinned at me. “Now how about we finally go have some fun?” Without waiting for my answer, she grabbed my hand and pulled me out of my seat. She continued to pull me away from the bar and into the crowd of dancing people. “I’ve always wanted to dance with one of Cassidy Skye’s personal dancers. Show me what you’ve got, babe.”

I grinned back at her, finally starting to feel comfortable and in my own element. I let out a deep breath and then let the music consume me as I began to dance.
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AROUSAL


Before I knew it everything was a blur. As we moved around the dance floor, nothing else was visible, nothing else mattered. All I could see, all I could feel, was Jessica.

Our bodies were growing hot and sweaty. As she rubbed her ass against my crotch, I could feel the warmth of her arousal coming from her pussy. The feeling was making my dick strain hard against its chastity cage and was driving me crazy.

I longed to grab her and hold her down as I rammed my hard cock into her. I longed to feel the eroticism of fucking her while dressed in my sexy little outfit. I longed to feel the soft embrace of her pussy around my dick. But I could feel none of that. Not while out in public and certainly not while my dick was locked in this cage.

Nevertheless, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. With every song and dance I was growing more and more aroused. Every time we kissed and I felt her corset press against mine, my dick throbbed hungrily. I was becoming so worked up, so horny, so desperate.

“I’m getting tired. Maybe we should head home soon,” I suggested after a while.

My words stopped Jessica in her tracks and she stared at me incredulously. “That’s strike two,” she said sternly. “I say when we go home and you do as I say.”

I wanted to argue, but knew better. With how horny I was getting, I didn’t want to do anything else to miss out on having sex tonight. Instead, I shrugged and resumed dancing.

////

By the time Jessica allowed us to leave I was exhausted. We danced for another hour and, to stay in her good graces, I had given it my all. My feet were killing me from dancing in high heels, my corset was soaked with sweat, and my dick was aching from straining against the chastity cage for such a long time. When we made it back to Jessica’s apartment I couldn’t wait to take off both my wet outfit and the cage.

“I’m beat,” I let out with a huff as I collapsed onto her bed. Normally I would have just got undressed and done as I pleased, but I was still being cautious around Jessica so I decided to wait until she told me that I could.

“That’s not complaining that I hear, is it?” Jessica retorted as she walked through her bedroom to the attached bathroom.

Sheesh, she’s really being controlling tonight. I wonder what has gotten into her. Is she just really deep into roleplaying with this cage thing?

“Of course not,” I replied, trying to hide my groans as I propped myself up. “I just haven’t dance like that in a long time. I had a great time with you, but damn was it exhausting.”

Jessica was at the bathroom sink, washing her face, but stopped for a second to look at me over her shoulder. “Does that mean you want to go straight to bed? You’re too tired to do anything else tonight?”

Shit! Why does she keep twisting my words. I just need to shut up and let the night play out naturally.

“No, I didn’t say that. I was just saying that my body is sore. Mentally I’m still riding a high from all that sexy dancing we did together,” I replied, trying to keep cool and be suave.

“Now that’s a much more positive thing to say after a night out with your girlfriend.”

I forced a smile as I watched her rinsing off her face. As she leaned down towards the sink, her tutu raised up and I could see the outline of her plump pussy lips through her little purple thong. Immediately, my dick began to grow against its cage.

When she was finished, she strutted over to me. With each step her hands unhooked her corset more until it fell to the ground and exposed her bouncing breasts. She stopped just before me and pulled down her tutu and thong together so that she stood before me naked and proud.

Fuck. She’s a goddess.

She smiled as if hearing my thoughts then climbed onto my lap, straddling me and staring into my eyes. Her breasts pushed against my corset as her hands wrapped around me to hold me close.

“So how did you like being my girlfriend tonight?” she asked me softly.

“Uhh, I guess it was kind of kinky,” I answered hesitantly. In truth I had forgotten that she had called me that when talking to her friend at the bar. It was surprising then, but also a little hot.

Jessica chucked, “Yeah, I thought you might like that.” She adjusted herself in my lap and her ass rubbed on my cage as she moved, making my dick strain harder. “I mean, every time you come over you become more and more feminine, wearing more clothes and feminizing your body. In a way, you are my girlfriend.”

My mouth opened to respond, but I stopped to consider her words. She was right that every time I came over I would wear new feminine clothes, and I had recently shaved my legs, but that was all because she told me to. “I did all of that for you,” I stammered.

“A docile dame. That’s what you are,” she giggled. “You have always obeyed me well, but don’t act like you haven’t done everything I said willingly.”

She was right again. Tonight was the biggest resistance I had given against any of her ideas and even then I knew I was going to cave for her the entire time. “Yeah, I guess so,” I shrugged. I was beginning to feel uneasy and wasn’t sure where she was going with this conversation.

Her face dipped down towards my neck and she began to softly kiss my flesh. My skin ran rampant with goosebumps with each passionate peck. “So then it’s settled,” she whispered into my ear. “You’re now my girlfriend.”

My stomach twisted and my head lurched back, pulling away from her luscious lips. “What? Why?” I blurted out. “I’d rather just stay as your boyfriend.”

Jessica’s eyes squinted angrily and her arms crossed tightly. “Strike three,” she snarled.
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CONSEQUENCES


“Strike three? Why? Because I don’t want to be called your girlfriend?” I blurted out in anguish. I was quickly growing upset by the situation and her attitude. I had tried so hard to please her tonight, but now she was just coming off as cruel and petty.

“Because you argued with me and arguing is a form of disobedience,” she answered firmly. “And you promised to be good for me.”

Despite my anger, my dick was still loving her dominance and making me want to make peace with her so it could be unlocked. “Okay, fine. If I agree to be your girlfriend will you take back my strike and take this cage off? I promise I will be better from now on,” I pleaded.

Jessica raised her index finger and wagged it side to side. “No, no, no,” she said. “You’ve already committed your fouls. There’s no taking those back. Now you need to learn your consequences for your bad behavior.”

I felt a pit form in my stomach as I grew afraid to hear what she was about to say. “What are my consequences?” I asked nervously.

My girlfriend stood up and looked down at me. Though we were close in size, she was suddenly towering over me and for the first time I felt truly intimidated by her. “I already told you,” she answered. “I’m going to make you regret your decisions until you learn to be good for me.”

Before I had a chance to ask any more, Jessica reached down and grabbed my tutu. She swiftly pulled it off and tossed it to the side, exposing my little black thong that was hidden beneath. Her finger dipped under my panties and pulled them to the side, letting my imprisoned penis fall out. As I glanced down, I could see it straining hard against the chastity cage, trying to get erect but forcefully being denied.

“Oh wow, the poor little guy really wants to get hard right now,” Jessica giggled as she began to slowly run her finger over every bit of the cage. “I think he likes having me control it.”

“I’m pretty sure he would be much happier out and erect,” I scoffed as I squirmed uneasily from her teasing touches.

Jessica’s giggle grew louder. “And that’s precisely why it will be staying locked up.”

My jaw dropped. Though I knew she had threatened to keep me locked up, I never thought she was serious. I thought it was just some kinky play for the night.

“And I’m going to drive you crazy, just as I promised,” she added as she began getting undressed. “Every night until you learn to be a good girl for me.”

Jessica suddenly pushed me back on the bed and mounted me. Her hands wrapped around my wrists and pressed them down into the bedding forcefully. Her bare, naked pussy hovered just before my throbbing dick. Her eyes stared daggers into mine. She gave me a wink and then began.

Slowly, I felt her warmth begin to rub against my cage. My penis couldn’t feel her touch, but that madness only turned it on more. She continued softly grinding her pussy against me, making my dick squirm more with every move.

My eyes continued to stare into hers. She had a passionate look, a look of lust and desire. I could tell that she was loving what she was doing to me. I couldn’t lie, I was liking it, too. While I would have much rather felt my dick inside of hers, seeing her power over me, feeling it as she gripped my wrists tightly… there was an undeniable sexiness to her that I had never experienced before. One that truly made me want to submit to her.

“This actually feels pretty nice,” Jessica moaned. “Still, I really wish I could feel you inside me.”

Even with my arousal from her currently play, her words made me want her more than ever. “You can. Just take off this cage,” I pleaded.

My girlfriend let out a diabolical laugh as she lowered her face towards mine. “You know I can’t do that, babe,” she let out.

She gave me a kiss and then returned to her position over me and started grinding again. With each rub of her moist pussy against my cage she was driving me more crazy. I couldn’t feel her flesh against mine, but I could feel the pressure of her movements and I knew what she was doing. The combination was maddening. I was so close to pure, raw pleasure. So close, but I couldn’t feel it.

And she wouldn’t let me.

My cock was throbbing against the chastity cage, trying with all of its might to break free and grow erect. I could feel it trying to push itself into her pussy, longing for the warmth and softness within.

“Please,” I begged. “I’ve learned my lesson. Please let me feel you. Please unlock this cage.”

“Maybe tomorrow I’ll strap a dildo here and ride that instead. That way I can at least feel some pleasure,” Jessica said, seemingly ignoring my pleas.

“Tomorrow?” I groaned.

She laughed again. “That’s right. Every time you mention getting unlocked, I will be keeping you locked up for at least another day. So far you will be locked for another two days, do you want to add some more time to that?”

“What? No!” I replied in panic. “You never mentioned that before. Why do you keep changing the rules?”

Jessica chuckled as she released my wrists and climbed off of me. “I haven’t changed the rules once, dear,” she said calmly as she looked down at me. “There has only ever been one rule. Obey me. Do you really think begging and whining is obedient?”

I looked down at my dick that was pressing the chastity cage up off my crotch and into the air in its attempts to get hard, I looked back at my girlfriend and her perfect naked body, and then I dropped my head back into the bed. This seemed like an impossible proposition. How could I stay locked up in this device? How could I go days without orgasming around my beautiful girlfriend, especially if she was set on driving me crazy?

I knew there was only one answer, one solution.

I had to obey.

And I would.


FROM FANBOY TO FEMBOY PART 4


A FEMBOY’S PLEASURE
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TEASED AND DENIED


Days went by, then a week, and another. What I thought had started as a kinky game between boyfriend and girlfriend had become more. Much more.

As I pulled up my panties to cover my penis and the little pink chastity cage that had imprisoned it for so long, I remembered when my girlfriend Jessica had first put it on me. She had told me that it would help me prevent my dick from popping out from beneath my tiny tutu when we went out to a rave, but she also used it as a way to secure my devotion to her. A devotion which I had willingly promised.

When she locked the cage, her attitude immediately become more dominant, her confidence exploded, and her teases became exceedingly arousing. Our new dynamic had made for a fun night at the rave in our matching slutty outfits. At least it had until she told me that I hadn’t been obedient enough for her to take the cage off then teased me relentlessly by rubbing her naked pussy against my caged and frustrated penis.

Despite my dick being locked in a plastic cage and despite the fact that I couldn’t actually feel her pussy touching me, I was endlessly aroused. The combination of her control over me, her denying me my carnal desires, and the warmth of her arousal between her legs was an erotic masterpiece. It was perfect pleasure in every way except one. It lacked my desired ending.

As she climbed off of me she told me that I wouldn’t be allowed to cum and that the cage would be staying on until I properly assumed my new role as her obedient girlfriend. I wasn’t sure what that might entail, but I knew that I had no choice but accept my new role.

So I did.

I thought that if I obeyed her for a day or two that she would cool off and want to reignite our passionate romance by having sex again. But she didn’t. As each day went by she continued dressing me up in skimpy feminine outfits every time I visited her and all she would do was tease me.

She would rub her naked body against mine, letting her breasts press against my bra. She would kiss me from my neck up to my lips and attack them with a furious passion. She would let me taste her pussy and pleasure her. She would palm my caged dick through my soft panties and whisper how she wish I had a pussy that she could pleasure.

Everything she did drove me crazy. Some how she managed to take me to the point of climax just before stopping every time. I didn’t know how she did it, but by the time she stopped and wanted to go to bed, my balls were aching and my despair was at a new high.

At the end of the third week I tried to give her an ultimatum. Up until this point I had tried so hard to be good. I hadn’t asked for my release because she had warned me not to. But I couldn’t refrain any longer. I told her that if she didn’t unlock my penis that we were done. I would walk out of her apartment for good.

Her response was completely unexpected. Instead of agreeing and giving into my demand, she laughed in my face and called my bluff. “You’re not going to leave me,” she scoffed. “You love being my dress up doll too much. You love being my submissive sissy too much.”

I wanted to argue, to tell her that she was wrong, but deep inside I knew she was right. I did love our relationship too much. I would never leave and as crazy as it sounded, there was part of me that wanted her to keep me locked up. While the discomfort and frustration would be my burden, the pleasure of denial was something I found myself enjoying more and more.

Instead of denying her statement and going through with my threat, I tried a new tactic. I begged. “But I miss us! I miss our intimacy. I’m dying to feel you again, to make love to you!” I pleaded.

“Love? Is that what it was?” she let out in amusement. “I really have you wrapped around my finger, don’t I?” She let out a little laugh as she considered my words more. “But I do miss feeling cock inside me, too. I haven’t gone this long without dick in a long time. Despite your size, you weren’t half bad in bed… I think I may know how to better utilize you as my girlfriend.”

Her words gave me hope, but also caution. Being called her girlfriend always made me wonder what would be in store for me. “You do?” I asked hesitantly.

“Come with me and find out for yourself,” she said as she beckoned me with her finger. She walked backwards down the hall, a naughty smirk plastered over her face as she stared at me with her hypnotic eyes.

In her bedroom she sat me down on her bed as she dug through her closet. She knelt down and pulled open a bottom drawer that I couldn’t remember seeing her use before. From within she pulled out a set of straps.

“Get undressed and come here,” she ordered me.

As always, I obeyed. I removed my little pink satin pajama shorts, my tiny black thong, and my white tank top then walked towards her.

She had me step into the straps and pull them up to my hips where she fastened them. I will never forget the sight of the harness secured over my little pink cage. And I will never forget how I felt when she went back to the drawer and pulled out another object.

A large, thick dildo, shaped like a just like a cock.

I gulped as she carried the fake dick closer to me and felt myself go flush when she attached it to the straps around my crotch. When she removed her hands, it suddenly looked like I had a dick again, although this time it was much bigger and thicker.

A real man’s cock.

“There we go,” Jessica said with a hungry look in her eyes. “Now you can really fuck me.”
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SEX


Ilooked down at the fake dick hanging between my legs. It hung just over my real, caged dick. With mine hidden, I could almost picture the dildo as being my own, but the size was too substantially different.

“You want me to what?” I asked as my eyes stayed locked on my new limb.

“You heard me,” my girlfriend replied. “Now that you have a dick, you get to fuck me.”

My caged dick squirmed at the idea of entering her again, despite knowing that it wasn’t likely. Not if Jessica meant what she said which she typically did.

“But… but…” I whimpered.

Jessica patted me on the cheek and smiled. “Now, now. Don’t be so pathetic. If you do a good job then maybe I’ll let you have a little fun of your own,” she said. I watched her as she walked past me and started taking off her clothes. Her hips wiggled as she slipped off her tiny g-string and my dick quickly strained against its cage.

Fuck. Is she really going to tease me again? I’m not sure I can take any more of this!

As if to answer my question, Jessica climbed onto her bed, positioning herself on all fours and wagging her peach shaped ass at me. “Come on, let me feel your big cock. I’ve been dying for a good fucking.”

I wanted to scream that I’ve been here, lusting for the same thing for weeks. That I’ve been dreaming and fantasizing about the day when she would finally unlock my chastity cage and let me feel the warmth of her pussy again. But I knew it would be pointless. I knew that she held all of the power and my pleas would only strengthen her hold over me.

Instead, I moved into position behind her and grabbed the shaft of the large cock in my hands. It was surreal to touch a dick that hung from my crotch and not feel anything. While I could feel the veins and bumps of the dildo, my own dick experienced nothing but the touch of its prison’s walls.

I aimed the large cock head at her plump pussy and teased her gently before pushing it in. My hands wrapped around Jessica’s hips as I continued to push the dildo in deeper. It disappeared inside of her yet I still felt nothing.

“Fuck. Now that’s what a real cock feels like,” my girlfriend cried out. “Give me more of that big, thick cock!”

I did as I was told, thrusting the rest of the dick in until my crotch touched her bare ass. I was shocked that it could go in so far; I had no idea she could take so much. It made my dick feel so immensely small, unsatisfying, and pathetic.

“What are you waiting for?” Jessica growled, snapping me out of my self pity. “Fuck me already!”

“Y-yes, dear,” I let out.

My hips moved back, sliding the long cock out, before thrusting forward again. Jessica groaned as the dildo rammed deep inside of her. I repeated the action, this time thrusting even harder than before.

With each movement, my actions felt more alien. I watched as what appeared to be my dick entered her and came out glistening with her moisture, but still I felt absolutely nothing. It was maddening and at the same time, extremely arousing.

I could feel my dick trying to get hard beneath. I could feel the eroticism swelling up inside me. I could feel my lust and desires filling my penis, longing for release.

“Harder!” my girlfriend cried out. “Fuck me like a man!”

Sweat was beading on my forehead as I gripped her hips tighter and started pulling her back as I thrust the dildo into her. Our skin slapped together as the fake cock filled her completely, lubricated by our sweat and her juices. Those touches were the only ones I could feel and they were so resemblant of sex that it added to my dick’s confusion and hunger.

“Damnit,” I groaned as my dick throbbed harder, dying to feel Jessica’s warmth.

Jessica laughed diabolically in response. “Are you getting frustrated, baby? Just channel that energy into fucking me and I promise you will be rewarded.”

I wasn’t sure if I should believe her, but it was the only hope I had. I pushed her down onto the bed and mounted her like a lion took his mate. She let out a boisterous moan as I inserted the dildo back inside her.

I started pumping the dick in and out of her as my hands worked their way up her naked body, up her firm arms, and all the way to her wrists. I grabbed them tightly, just like she liked. It was moments like these when I normally felt a small semblance of power and control in our relationship, but with my dick still caged I found that power fading. I still had some control though. I could control how well I fucked her and how good she felt in return.

My hips worked the cock slowly and rhythmically, letting it fill her completely. I could feel Jessica pushing her ass up beneath me to perfect the angle of penetration and I knew she was into it. From her heavy breathing, I could tell that she was getting close, too.

I brushed her hair to the side and started kissing her neck. My lips worked up to her ear where they nibbled on her lobe playfully before I pulled her face to the side and moved to her mouth. Our lips collided passionately and I felt our love mingling together.

But then her lips parted abruptly as her head arched back. A guttural groan bellowed from her throat as her body convulsed. “Fuck… yeah!” she cried out as she climaxed.

When her body relaxed, I slowly pulled the dildo out and then rolled over.

I really hope that earned me a reward. I’m dying to cum now.

As we laid naked and sweaty next to each other and caught our breath, an awkwardness grew between us. My dick continued to throb as I wondered what my reward could possibly be and if I had earned it.

And then Jessica pushed herself on to her side and smiled at me. “Well done,” she said glowingly. She ran her fingers over my chest playfully and then added. “Now it’s your turn. Give me that dick so I can give you your reward.”


3


DOLLED UP


My eyes bulged in shock. “Do what?” I exclaimed.

Jessica giggled wickedly as her hand ran down to the dildo strapped to my crotch. “You heard me,” she said playfully. “It’s my turn to use the dick.”

I stared into her eyes for what felt like an eternity, waiting for her to crack and tell me that she was joking, but her expression of glee never faded. She was serious. “That’s not the part I was questioning,” I eventually squeaked out, nervously.

Jessica’s hand started stroking the dildo. Once again the lack of feeling was exceptionally frustrating as my mind struggled to realize that it wasn’t actually my dick despite its placement. “I know that I’ve been a little frustrated and pent up without sex lately so I know that you have to be feeling the same way, baby. I wouldn’t be being a good girlfriend if I didn’t pleasure you, too.”

I felt my dick press hard against its cage in response, nudging me to ask for its release once again. I opened my mouth to do just that, but couldn’t get the words out. I was too afraid that she might keep me locked even longer if I begged again.

Instead, I took a deep breath in to build up my courage and then let it out as I decided to go along with her game. If she thought that her plan would bring me some pleasure then maybe it would be worthwhile to play along. Maybe she already had it in mind to release me from my cage. All I knew was that my best bet for pleasure was in her hands, but only if I agreed to it.

“Okay… Thank you,” I let out hesitantly before detaching the dildo from the harness. “Here.”

Jessica sat up and gave me an amused look. “No, silly. I want the whole thing. The harness, too!”

Her request made me feel even more uneasy, but I conceded. Crawling out of bed, I stood up and began to remove the straps around my crotch. When they were off, I handed them to her.

“Thank you,” she grinned as she stood up before me.

She slowly and sensually worked the harness up her legs and over her hips. As I watched her, there was no doubt that she had worn this before. And had used it. When she attached the dildo to the harness and let go, letting it flop between her legs, I felt more nerves swarm me, but they were fought with a new strange growing arousal. When she wagged her hips from side to side, letting her large cock flap against each of her thighs, a fear entered me.

“W-what now?” I asked anxiously.

Jessica’s gaze moved from her fake dick up to my face. From the look on her face I could tell she was enjoying her new toy. “What now?” she repeated in an amused tone. She opened her mouth again to answer, but pause before more words came out. Her eyes scanned my naked body then her head shook as if disappointed. “No, no. This won’t do. I want you feeling extra sexy for this. Extra feminine. I want you to really feel like my girlfriend.”

This I like the sound of. I wonder what she has in mind…

“How so?” I asked, my interest piquing up.

“Good question,” my girlfriend responded as she sauntered towards her closet, her dick swaying with each step. “Start by putting your panties back on and I’ll find something appropriate for you to wear with it.”

I slipped my little black thong back on while she began to dig through her drawers, occasionally taking items out and setting them aside. When she was done she turned back to me with an array of items in her hands.

“Here, put these on,” she ordered me.

I took the items from her and set them on the bed. I instantly recalled the two black fishnet thigh highs from our night out at the rave, but the top was new. Along with the stockings was a black corset with attached garter straps. I had never worn garters before, but I immediately pictured a sexy woman wearing some and the proposition was extremely enticing.

I’m definitely liking this. I’ve never worn anything like this before.

I wasted no time in getting dressed. I began with the fishnets, pulling them over each leg as high up as they could go. Then I went for the corset. I put my arms through the straps and then pulled the garment around my body. Without needing to ask, Jessica came behind me and started snapping the latches, tightening the corset around me.

With each link, the lingerie made me feel sexier and sexier. I could feel my body tightening into a moderate hour glass figure while the padded bra of the corset pressed my chest up like small breasts. I loved it.

“You’re going to love these,” Jessica said as she began to connect the garters for me.

The soft touch of her fingers running down my shaved thighs made my body quiver and my dick strain. I longed for pleasure. I longed for relief.

Please let this lead to something good. Anything. Anything to let me cum.

When she had the last garter connected to my stocking, Jessica gave my exposed ass a playful slap and then straightened her back. “So, what do you think of your sexy new outfit?” she asked me. Before I could answer her hand was on my panties, feeling my caged dick squirm beneath. “Never mind. I can tell that you love it. I can feel your eagerness and desire. Are you ready for your first taste of pleasure?”

“Yes,” I moaned out. “Please.” I felt a little pathetic with my eager tone, but there was no denying my needs and Jessica obviously knew my desperation.

My girlfriend snickered as she set her hands on my shoulders. “Actually, I think there’s one more thing for you to do before you receive your pleasure.” She began to push down and after a moment of hesitation I realized that she wanted me to go down. So I did.

She continued to push down on my shoulders until I was on my knees before her. Her large cock wobbled in my face as a pang of fear returned to me.

“W-what now?” I croaked out, worried that I already knew her answer.

“Now you get your first taste of cock.”
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COCK SUCKER


“If you’re lucky you might still taste me,” Jessica said as her hand gripped the dildo hanging between her legs.

My eyes drifted back to the fake cock and I could see a slight glistening. I had to hope that she was right and it was the remnants of her pussy juices.

“You want me to… suck it? Like give it a blow job?” I asked weakly.

In response Jessica swung the dildo and whacked me in the cheek. “Yes, of course like a blow job, silly. You can’t be a girl without having experienced the taste of cock before,” she retorted. “And who knows. Maybe you will like it.”

Like it? She thinks I will like sucking cock? What is happening?

I stared at her with pleading eyes, not wanting to perform this act, but already knowing that I not only had to, but that I would. When she remained stagnant, I knew my fate was officially sealed.

My eyes retreated to the large object hanging before me. Jessica still had her hand around the shaft, wielding it like a powerful sword. Around it I saw nothing but her beautiful, smooth skin that I longed to feel against mine in the throes of passion.

Again Jessica tapped me on the cheek with the dildo as she grew impatient. “Do I need to force your mouth open, slut? Suck it already!”

You can do this, Kyle. It's fake and this is meaningless. Do what it takes to earn your pleasure!

I tried to relax and still my nerves, but struggled knowing that I didn’t have much time before Jessica would get upset. Finally, I closed my eyes, opened my mouth, and leaned forward.

The warm flesh of my girlfriend’s cock was foreign against my lips. I could easily tell that it was fake, but as I felt the ridge of the large head and the veins of the mold, I imagined that a real dick wouldn’t feel too different. The thought was strange and unnerving and once I let the dildo fill my mouth just enough to feel accomplished, I quickly pulled my lips off.

“Oh, no. I didn’t literally mean just a taste,” Jessica snapped. “You need to have the full experience.”

I looked up at her pathetically and she nodded her assertion, telling me she was serious. Knowing what I now must do for sure, I once again closed my eyes to begin.

My mouth slowly crept over the bulging dick, filling my mouth once more. I pulled back, but this time I didn’t let it leave my mouth. I moved forward to continue.

“That’s right. Take my cock you slut,” my girlfriend hissed at me from above.

Her words felt humiliating, but also invigorating. As always, her dominance was turning me on even in the most unlikely circumstance.

Feeling a little more confident, I continued.

With each passing suck I found my lips closing tighter around the dildo, my mouth lubricating my movements more. There was a blossoming urge inside of me, a desire that was being stimulated. Was I starting to like it?

I gazed up at Jessica as she watched me with a critical eye and nodded at me in approval.

“You like that cock in your mouth, don’t you?” she laughed out.

I felt my dick tingle with arousal at her question. Sucking her cock was beginning to feel so naughty. So sexy. Especially when she talked to me like that. I was unsure of how to answer, however, so I gave a noncommittal muffled response as I continued to suck.

But Jessica wasn’t pleased with my answer. Suddenly I felt her hands in my hair pulling my head backwards. My lips departed from the dildo with a pop as my head was forced up to look at her. “Answer me, slut. Do you like having my cock in your mouth?”

My dick started swelling up more inside its cage while I tried to really consider her question. When I found myself longing to have her cock back in my mouth, I knew my answer.

“Yes. I do,” I breathed out.

“I knew you would,” my girlfriend scoffed. “Then I think it’s time you really took it like the cock whore you are.”

With her fingers still wrapped tightly around my hair, she started pulling my head back towards the dildo. I opened my mouth as it came quickly towards it. Her dick slipped inside, but this time there was no slow and steady sucking. This time it continued.

The back of my throat stung and my eyes bulged in surprise as I gagged. My girlfriend had forced my mouth deep over her cock, deeper than I had managed before. And she didn’t stop there.

My head lurched back under her control and then again surged forward. I gagged again and again as she forced me to vigorously suck her cock deeper and deeper. Drool was dribbling down my chin and my chest was heaving as I tried to catch my breath.

“That’s right. That’s how a good slut takes cock,” Jessica spat out.

I could feel my dick growing more enticed by the scenario. I felt so dirty, so slutty, so naughty. I loved it.

But soon it came to an end as Jessica released my hair and pushed my head off of her still hard cock.

“That’s enough for now,” she panted. “You did well enough for your first time. Although next time I hope to see a little more… initiative to really give a pleasing blow job.”

Next time? She wants me to do this again? I guess that wouldn’t be so bad…

“But for now,” she continued. “Now it’s finally time to give you your real pleasure. Your new pleasure.”

My ears perked up as hope surged through me. My dick was still pressing against its chastity cage with arousal from my cock sucking. Could this be the moment when it finally gets released? When it finally feels freedom again and gets to grow erect? When it gets to cum?

I had to hope so.
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SISSY SLUT


“Get on the bed,” Jessica ordered me, her tone sultry yet demanding.

I pushed myself up to standing then backed up until I felt the bed behind me. As I did, I watched as Jessica walked back to her closet and looked for something. Anxiously, I sat down on the edge then crawled backwards, watching my girlfriend to see if I could figure out what she was getting and what she had planned for me. When I was in my normal position in her bed with my head on my pillow, I let myself sink into the bedding and closed my eyes to calm myself.

“What are you doing? Going to sleep already?” she scoffed. “Get into the middle of the bed and turn over.”

I could feel my heart pounding. I had a bad feeling that I now understood what her plans for me were. Nevertheless, I followed orders and got in position on my belly in the middle of the bed.

The bed wobbled as Jessica climbed on behind me. I felt her soft hands on my hairless calves as she braced herself. “Good. Now get on all fours,” she demanded.

It was in that moment that I knew exactly what she had planned for me. I didn’t know if I was ready for it or if I could allow her to go through with it, but I also didn’t know if I had a choice.

Jessica slapped my ass to encourage me to move. Hesitantly, I pushed myself up onto all fours with my ass pointing right at her.

“You did such a good job fucking me,” she started as her hands began groping my bare ass. “That I thought it only fair to return the favor. Sucking your first cock was just a bonus.”

There it was, the words that I knew were coming were said out loud. My asshole clenched in fright as it learned its fate and I quickly rolled over onto the bed to stare at her in disbelief.

“Excuse me?” I let out.

My girlfriend crossed her arms and gave me a disappointed look. “I know you heard me, slut. Don’t test me,” she said angrily. “I’m doing this as a way to treat and pleasure you, but if you don’t obey then maybe I’ll reconsider. And then maybe I’ll reconsider if I will ever unlock that little cage of yours, too.”

My dick shriveled in fear as I worried if I would ever touch it again.

I have to do this, don’t I? I have to let her fuck me…

“I have a feeling that you’re really going to like it,” Jessica added with a wink.

I gulped nervously as I accepted my fate then crept back into position. Jessica’s hands returned to my ass as she spread open my cheeks then slapped them back together.

“I think I’m really going to like this, too,” she laughed. Her hands left my butt and soon I heard the squirting of liquid followed by the sounds of it being slathered, sounds that reminded me of when I used lube to jerk off.

“Please be gentle,” I squeaked out.

My girlfriend laughed as I felt the tip of the dildo brush against my ass crack. “I will,” she giggled. “At least at first.”

Without warning I suddenly felt the head pressing against my asshole. My fingers gripped the bedding tightly as I braced for what was to come. I could feel her hand guiding her cock as the other pulled my hips back against it.

And then it happened.

The fake dick exploded inside of me, lurching me forward as it penetrated me. I gasped and groaned at the sudden feeling and the pang of pain it caused. “Gentle! Please!” I begged.

Jessica scoffed. “There’s going to be some discomfort at first, silly. But once I stretch out your man pussy, my cock will start to slip and slide right through.”

“Stretch out my man pussy?” I tried to ask. My question was interrupted by the pressure of the cock pushing deeper inside me. As it moved I quickly understood exactly what she meant as I felt my insides opening up for her thick cock.

“Holy fuck!” I cried out.

Jessica laughed manically. “You like that? I’ve got plenty more for you.”

And she did. The dildo moved back and then pushed forward again. With every repetition it felt like she was thrusting her cock deeper inside of me. She began to pull my hips back against her dick with both hands in sync with her thrusts.

Soon I began to find myself pushing back naturally.

Soon I began to loosen up and feel pleasure.

Soon I began to moan with each thrust of my girlfriend’s cock.

“Mmm, yeah. You like that don’t you?” she asked me as she gave my ass a spank. “I knew you would love my cock. Do you think you can take more of it?”

It already felt like I was taking so much, I couldn’t fathom taking any more inside of me. But at the same time, I felt like I needed more. I felt like I was so close to feeling some unknown pleasure. “Yes. More,” I moaned.

Jessica chuckled at my answer. “How delightful. I’m going to work your pussy until you can take my whole cock.”

My mouth dropped open as she rammed her dildo deeper and harder inside of me. “Oh… my…” I breathed out between penetrations.

“See? You don’t need that pesky little penis,” Jessica said casually as she continued to ram her cock deeper in me. “I have more than enough cock for the both of us.”

It sounded preposterous, but as the dildo went just a little deeper my pleasure seemed to spike. It was a feeling like nothing I had ever felt before. My dick began to strain against its chastity cage as Jessica continued to hit this mysterious pleasure point. “Don’t stop,” I whimpered.

“Begging for more already?” Jessica quipped. She forcefully grabbed my hair and pulled my head back as she worked her cock more ferociously. “You fucking sissy slut. I wonder if you love cock more than I do. I was a little worried that you might go off and use your dick with someone else, but now I might need a way to lock up your asshole so you don’t go whoring yourself out with your pussy.”

Her tone and continued fucking were setting me off. My breath was growing heavy. My knees were growing weak. I could feel a surging, a building up of pressure within my penis. With every thrust it was growing bigger, my dick swelling up as much as it could in its small cage.

Then I felt it. Pleasure.

A wave of euphoria swept through my body as my dick exploded. I cried out as it pumped load after load of cum onto the bed beneath me.

Jessica suddenly stopped and gasped. “Did you just cum?”

“Y-yeah,” I sighed out in relief as I collapsed into the bed, letting the dildo slide out of me.

My girlfriend giggled behind me. “Congratulations, baby,” she eventually got out. “You’re now truly my girlfriend. We definitely don’t have any more need for your little dick. I guess that will just stay locked up from now on.”

I rolled over onto my back just in time for her to crawl over me. Before I could speak she leaned down and gave me a wet and passionate kiss. When our lips parted she gave me her familiar grin and I knew she had me.

For as long as we would be together, I would be hers. Hers to keep locked in chastity and hers to fuck.

I would be her girlfriend.
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Need more of Tiffany's stories in your life? Sign up for her newsletter!

Subscribers get access to updates on her latest books as well as notices about her ongoing specials and promotions.

Oh, and did I mention free books?

For that and more, signup today and get your first free book!
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ALSO BY TIFFANY CHASTAIN


Turned Sissy By My Lesbian Girlfriend

Jack and Maya are deeply in love and living a perfect life together. Or so Jack thinks. Maya has a secret she has been hiding; she has recently admitted to herself that she is a lesbian, but hasn't told Jack in fear of losing him. So in order to keep him, Maya develops a plan.

When she finally admits her secret to Jack, he can't believe it. But when Maya reveals her plan to keep them together, he sees an option, albeit a strange one, to keep them together. Her idea? To have Jack start a transformation to become a woman so they can stay together as a lesbian couple.

Out of his deep love for his girlfriend, Jack hesitantly agrees to give it a try, interested to see how far she will make him go towards becoming a woman. Will he quit before it is complete or will Maya unlock his inner sissy and complete her plan?

Follow along the story of Jack as he becomes dominated by his girlfriend and transformed into Jackie, a submissive sissy who is always eager to please his girlfriend.
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Feminized By My Best Friend

Nick has carried a secret crush on his best friend, Samantha, for as long as he can remember. But when it comes to romance, she has always been out of his reach and out of his league.

But life takes an unexpected turn when Nick lends a hand to help Sam move and stumbles upon a box filled with her lingerie. Lost in the allure of the delicate garments, he becomes completely absorbed, momentarily forgetting that Sam is in the room with him, watching his infatuation of her panties.

Little does Nick realize the familiarity he will soon have with Sam’s lingerie and the surprises that await him, as Sam unveils her secret plans, forever altering the course of their relationship.

Read the full story of how Sam helps Nick transform from her best friend to her girl friend.
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Becoming a Sissy Maid: Unlocking Hidden Desires

After allowing his marriage grow stagnant, Brad is faced with a tough decision. Wear a chastity cage or lose his relationship with his wife, Melissa. Melissa has issued him this ultimatum after years of growing unhappy in their marriage and because she believes that wearing a chastity cage will help turn Brad back into the loving, supportive man she married.

When Brad agrees, Melissa begins to give him daily chastity chores. Motivated by his desire to prove his devotion to his wife, Brad performs his chores diligently even as Melissa begins to add to his list of chastity chores. To further test his love and growing obedience, Melissa decides to tell him to dress up like a French maid for a deep cleaning of the house. When Brad not only agrees but seems eager to dress up again, Melissa understands that Brad was meant for a different life and takes it upon herself to unlock his hidden desires.
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For more chastity, sissy, and sissy maid stories, please check out https://www.tiffanychastain.com/ to find Tiffany’s complete catalog!
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