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PART I


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.


PART II


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.
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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.”


12


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.


PART III


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.


PART IV


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.”
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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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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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