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Chapter 1

My Stepsister

The doorbell rang and I instantly knew it was her. My beautiful, manipulative, troublemaking stepsister, Heather. I hadn’t seen her in months and I hadn’t talked to her in nearly as long, but here she was, standing outside my door, wanting to talk to me.

What the hell is so important that she couldn’t just text me about it? Why did she insist on talking in person?

I inhaled deeply and then tried to exhale all my negative thoughts and feelings so I could put on a happy face. She was family after all, and we were close at one point in our lives.

“Hey, Heather,” I said happily as I opened the door. “Good to see you again. Please come in.”

I swung the door open wide and gestured for her to enter, but as she was revealed from behind the closed door, I froze at the sight of her. She was wearing short cut jean shorts and a tiny white t-shirt that exposed much of her tight stomach. I wasn’t sure if her shirt was designed to be so short or if it was her large breasts pushing it out and hiking it up. Either way, those same breasts were on full display from the shirt’s low cut neckline. I had to fight my urge to stare.

“Good morning, Miles,” Heather replied as she displayed her typical over the top smile and charm. She moved to step inside, but I was still frozen and blocking her way. There was a brief hesitation and then she decided to instead go in for a hug. Her plump breasts pressed firmly against me and I felt my dick immediately begin to swell up.

Already? Fuck. I should have worn baggier pants to hide my erections. She always does something to turn me on.

Trying not to make a scene, I returned her hug by leaning in while also stepping backwards to make sure she couldn’t feel my growing dick. As we embraced, I could smell her perfume wafting around her. She smelled amazing, like lilacs and lavender, and something about that made my dick grow harder.

Growing flustered, I finally broke our hug and stepped away, letting her come inside. “Why don’t we go sit on the couch in the den. Can I offer you anything to drink?” I said, hoping for a chance to step into the kitchen and let my dick settle down.

“Oh, no. Thank you though,” she answered to my dismay.

I pointed in the direction of the den and let her lead, using her being in front of me as a chance to adjust my dick in my underwear. As I followed her, I noticed that she was carrying a large bag over her shoulder.

That’s way too big for a purse. Did she bring me something? Is that why she’s here?

As my mind wandered about her reasons for being here and what she might have brought me, I sat down on the couch and said, “Please have a seat.” I expected her to sit on the other side, but she sat right next to me, her smooth, feminine legs brushing against mine and her hand coming to rest on my thigh.

Again, her touch started driving me crazy and reminded me why I had stopped talking to her other than at family events. Back when we were younger she used to love to tease me and lead me on. “We can do whatever we want together, we’re just stepbrother and stepsister. We’re not actually related,” she would say.

And I would believe her, too. I believed that she shared the same feelings as me, that she was as turned on by me as I was by her. I believed it all the way until built up the courage to kiss her and she rejected me with repulsion. Not only that, but she then told my father, her stepfather, and that lead to him to stop talking to me. It became a big gray cloud over our family and while we still got together and were cordial, it was never the same.

It was upsetting that she only seemed to grow sexier every time I saw her and even more so that she loved to flaunt her beauty. And it was frustrating that no matter how much she had upset me and turned my family upside down, that I couldn’t stop getting turned on by her.

“So, what did you want to come here to talk about?” I asked her, suddenly wanting to get this visit over with.

Heather squeezed my leg and then clasped her hands in her lap, bouncing a little in excitement. Her breasts jiggled with her movement and this time I couldn’t resist watching. “Well,” she started, regaining my attention. “Do you remember Kyle? The guy I’ve been seeing on and off for awhile?”

I tried to remember a Kyle, but she always seemed to have a different guy with her when I saw her. “Uhh, Kyle? Sure. I remember him,” I lied.

Her face lit up and she held out her arm, wiggling her outstretched hand towards me. “Well, he finally proposed and I said yes!” she squealed.

I looked down to see a large diamond ring on her finger which all but proved her statement. I couldn’t deny the disappointment I felt.

Someone managed to get her to commit? He must be quite the guy… But I still don’t see why this couldn’t have just been a text message.

“Congratulations,” I said half heartedly.

“Thank you, Miles. I’m so beyond excited,” she said as she hugged me again.

I let her get out her giddiness and then gave her a light tap on the back to let her know I was done. While she might be happy, I wasn’t exactly thrilled by the news. But, no matter how I felt, I knew I needed to be supportive. “So when’s the wedding?” I asked.

“Neither of us could wait so we booked the earliest date we could find. We’re getting married in just three months,” she answered. Her face suddenly shifted from happy to sad and her eyes drifted away from me. “There is one problem though… Your dad doesn’t want you to attend. He thinks it will be inappropriate because of... what happened.”

For the first time since she arrived I felt a degree of happiness. I wasn’t disappointed in the least to hear the bad news. “Oh, that’s too bad,” I said, faking my disappointment.

“But,” she said, drawing out the word hesitantly. “I did have an idea for how to get you in.”

“Oh?” I asked, my heart starting to race uneasily from her tone.

“You could be one of my bridesmaids.”


Chapter 2

Bridesmaid

“Haha, very funny,” I said.

So she came over just to tell me that she’s no longer available and then to mock me? Can she get any more annoying?

“I’m serious, Miles!” she exclaimed. “You’re my only sibling and we were so close to each other when we were younger. I really want you to be at my wedding and it would mean so much to me if you were a bridesmaid.”

My eyes squinted as I glared at her, trying to figure out what her angle was. “What are you even talking about? Do you mean you want me to wear a pink tuxedo or something? Dad is still going to see me and get upset,” I said, my annoyance growing.

Heather’s hands grabbed mine and squeezed them. “Remember when we were young and I used to dress you up as a girl?” she asked. Her voice was soft and tender as she reminisced about our past.

For me, however, the memories came with mixed feelings. From the ages of five to thirteen, she liked to dress me up in her dresses and panties then do my makeup. It wasn’t until I hit puberty and outgrew all of her clothes that she finally stopped. Sadly, it was at that point when I started feeling stronger urges and actually wanted to dress up in her clothing. Over the years, I stole a few pairs of her panties and kept them hidden in my room to wear when I was feeling extra horny or wanted to feel extra close to her.

But the reason the memories were mixed was because she would call me her sister and try to make me believe that I was meant to be a girl and not a boy. I had allowed her to dress me up because I wanted to be close to her and make her happy, but when she tried to confuse me like that, it was frustrating. Still, thinking about wearing women’s clothing again was oddly enticing.

I realized that I had been lost in my head for a while and need to respond. “Yeah, I remember you trying to convince me that I was really a girl named Megan...,” I let out, trying to hide any semblance of interest that I had.

“And wasn’t it fun? Didn’t you enjoy when I painted your nails and put on lipstick? What if we brought Megan back for one more day, for my special day. It would mean the world to me and be just like old times,” she said as she gave my hands another squeeze.

While I understood her sentiments, there was something that just seemed wrong by them. Something that was unsettling. “Is this some way for you to get your revenge for what I did to you? Are you going to embarrass me in front of our family as payback?” I asked harshly.

Heather let out a sigh as she hung her head. “I’m so sorry about all of that, Miles. I never meant for any of it to happen. Truth be told, I’ve always had a bit of a crush on you, too, but mom always forbid it,” she explained. Hearing that she had a crush on me as well was rejuvenating, but still didn’t explain everything. She continued, “And for what it’s worth, I never told dad. I was telling my friend Becca and he overheard my conversation. I was pissed that he was eavesdropping, but he was more outraged by what you had done and it blew up into, well, everything that happened.”

Hearing her explanation made my body relax. It dawned on me that I never knew exactly how my dad had found out about it, I had just assumed that she told him.

“I wish I never thought to tell Becca, but it was all so surprising. She had always teased me about my stepbrother having a crush on me and so I spilled the beans that you actually did. But I wish I hadn’t. I wish dad hadn’t heard and hadn’t gotten so upset. And I wish I still had my brother close to me,” she added.

“Oh,” I let out in response. It was all that I could muster as I digested everything she had just said. Part of me didn’t want to believe her while the other part knew that it was a likely story. Truthfully. I wanted to forgive her and to have her back in my life, too.

As the silence built between us, Heather’s body slumped in a sad and pouty way. Seeing her that way filled me with a desire to reach out and touch her, to take her in my arms and lift her spirits. I knew that would be vastly inappropriate, however, so I refrained.

“Even if I did let you dress me up as one of your bridesmaids, there’s no way dad wouldn’t see right through it. The only thing that would upset him more than seeing me there would be to see me wearing a dress. He never liked it when we played dress up,” I finally answered, breaking the silence.

Heather perked up. “Miles, we aren’t kids anymore. I have a tiny bit more experience with makeup these days,” she giggled. “I guarantee that I can make you unrecognizable. Or, if you prefer, I can hire a stylist that can do it all for you.”

This is absurd, why am I even considering this? It’s not like I still have a chance with her; she’s getting married! But I can’t deny my interest nonetheless…

“No. I’m sorry, I just can’t. This is just asking too much,” I blurted out, trying to resist the temptation of agreeing.

Her head cocked to the side as she considered my answer. I expected her to be sad and upset, but instead she started to grin. “How about you give it a try first? I have everything we need in my bag right here. Let me turn you into Megan one more time to show you how convincing of a woman I can make you,” she said.

There was something about her tone that told me that she knew she already had me. She knew I couldn’t resist being her doll once again.

She was right.

“Okay, fine,” I agreed.


Chapter 3

First Step

I tried to say the words as begrudgingly as possible, but I was hard to hide my smile. After learning that it wasn’t my stepsister’s fault that my dad had been upset with me, it was refreshing to be able to have a hint of a happiness. I was happy to be regaining my stepsister. As far as getting dressed up as Megan again, well, that sounded promising as well.

Heather clapped her hands together excitedly as she bounced up and down on the couch. Her breasts jiggled again and seeing them made me wonder what it would feel like to have such large boobs and how she might make Megan appear to have any. After all, women needed to have at least some semblance of breasts, right?

“I’m not going to lie, Miles. I had a pretty strong feeling that you would say yes so I brought everything that I would need with me. I am going to make you into such a pretty girl. Way better than I ever did when we were kids,” she said as she started going through her large bag.

I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to feel by her statement so I just shrugged it off. There was no going back now, I had already agreed and she was so happy. Plus, I didn’t have anything else to do today so why not reconcile with my stepsister and have a little fun doing so.

“I’m not going to lie then either, Heather. By letting you do this, I am in no way agreeing to be your bridesmaid,” I replied.

She smiled at me with a look that told me she didn’t believe me and then went back to digging through her bag. She pulled out a small pink toiletry bag and extended it towards me. “If we’re going to do this, we have to do it right. No short cuts. You have to give me a fair chance to make you a passable woman,” she said.

My eyes squinted at her anxiously as I accepted the small bag. I unzipped it to find two pink razors and some shaving cream. I ran my fingers across my face and felt the light scratching of my stubble. “So you want me to go shave my face? Alright, that’s fine,” I said with a shrug.

I started to stand up to make my way to the bathroom but she stopped me. “No, Miles. You need to shave everything,” she corrected me.

I froze awkwardly, my body half off the couch, as I stared at her in disbelief. “You… you want me to shave my body?”

Heather nodded at me. “No matter what I dress you up in or how well I do your makeup, when you look in the mirror and see hairy legs and arms, or that little tuft of hair that you have on your chest, you’re going to see yourself. You’re going to see a man,” she explained. “So you need to shave it all.”

I sat back down and melted into the couch. Suddenly, the proposition of being Heather’s doll became a lot more tedious. “Ehh, I don’t know about that. That’s a bit much,” I said as I looked over my body. I was an averagely hairy man and the idea of removing it all seemed so laborious. Not to mention that it would be left that way for way too long.

She looked at me with big, doe eyes, her arms pressing her breasts together and heaving them towards me. I desperately wanted to touch them, to feel them, to rub my face in them. I couldn’t help but wonder that if she was up to her old flirtatious ways, then maybe there was still a part of her that liked me as I still liked her. Maybe I should just see where this all went.

So once again I agreed.

“Fine…,” I breathed out with a heavy sigh, trying to over exaggerate my annoyance at the request.

“You’re the best!” Heather exclaimed as she did a little wiggle dance of glee. “Now go get started while I prepare everything else for you.”

I tried to lean over and look into her bag to see what else was in store for me, but she stopped me and shooed me away. So I stood up, pink bag in hand, and made my way to my bathroom to go shave my body.

✽✽✽

I started shaving my legs and slowly made my way up my body. It was much more work that simply shaving a couple days worth of stubble on my face. In the end, I discovered that I needed to use my beard trimmer to trim my body before I could manage to shave any of it. But when I was done, I was left with soft, smooth, feminine legs.

Just seeing my naked, hairless body in the mirror made me believe that Heather might be able to actually make me look like a woman, but even so, I knew there would be a lot of work left to do that. I didn’t have any of the amazing curves that made a woman a woman nor did I have the smooth and feminine face. I would have to leave all of that for Heather to figure out.

Once I was done admiring my new body, I put my clothes back on and returned to the den to show Heather. As I returned, I saw that she had set out makeup on my dining table and there was a pile of clothes waiting for me on the couch. I was shaking as I sat down next to her, nervous to show someone else my hairless self, even it if was just my stepsister and even though it was because of her request.

“All done?” she asked me. Before I could answer, her hands were on my knees, inspecting my work. Instead of going down to feel my uncovered shins, she moved her hands up my thighs and under my shorts.


Chapter 4

Getting Dressed

Her hands continued under my shorts, touching me in a place where no other hands had been recently. I fought my urge to squirm though her touch made me shiver with pleasure.

“Mmm. That feels so nice. I bet you’re going to keep shaving so your legs always feel so soft and sexy,” she said.

There was no denying that I liked how my shaved legs felt, especially from her touch, but I wasn’t yet convinced that I would want to continue shaving. That seemed like a lot of extra work for no real reason.

“Hah, you wish,” I scoffed. “You’re still just trying to make me into the sister you never had but always wanted.”

Heather shrugged. “Guilty!” she laughed. “But don’t count it out just yet. Wait until I’m all done with you before you make any decisions.”

At least she isn't denying her motives, but I still don't see why she thinks that I would want to keep shaving my body. That was so much work!

“Yeah, we’ll see about that,” I said sarcastically.

“Anyways… now that you’ve made your body all nice and feminine, let’s keep going, shall we? There’s a pile next to you which contains the clothes that I brought for you to wear. Go ahead and put it on!” Her voice grew more excited as she talked. By the end, she was squeezing my legs and her arms shaking with glee.

I looked down at the pile of clothes next to me and saw a lot of black and a lot of lace.

“I made sure to bring you some of my sexiest clothes to wear. I wanted you to really feel and look extra beautiful and womanly,” Heather added.

I could feel my dick growing at the thought of wearing my stepsister’s sexy clothes. “Uhh, alright. I guess I’ll go change,” I muttered as I turned around to hide my growing erection.

“Let me know if you need any help,” Heather giggled behind me as I walked towards my bedroom.

Should I let her help me get dressed? That sounds so hot. But fuck, then I would definitely get hard and there would be no way to hide it. I can’t let her see that, at least not until the time is right…

I made my way into my bedroom and set the pile of clothes down on my bed so I could get undressed. I found myself exceedingly eager to see what she had brought for me and to feel the clothes on my skin. When I was undressed, I began.

The first piece in the pile was a pair of black cheeky panties. I pulled them all the way up until the seem in the back slipped nicely into my asscrack. My dick was starting to grow again so I quickly tucked it between my legs to hide it and secure it where it wouldn’t likely pop out of the small panties.

Next, there was a matching black bra. It had large, padded cups, though I could tell they weren’t big enough to fit Heather’s large breasts.

She must have bought this just for me. I wonder if she bought all of this just for me…

I slipped the bra on over my shoulders and ran my fingers along the lace trim until I could reach the clasps in the back. I fumbled with them until I managed to connect the two straps. While I didn’t have much of a chest, the tightness of the bra and the padded cups made the bra feel as if it was pushing my chest both together and up, creating my own little breasts. I liked it, even though there was still empty space left in the bra.

The next thing on the pile of clothes was a set of sheer black thigh high stockings. They were soft to the touch and had some sexy lace trim at the top. For a moment I stopped and imagined Heather wearing them. I imagined running my hands up her silky stockings to her little black panties. It sounded so hot, so sexy.

My dick was growing awkwardly between my legs at the thought. I was glad that I had secured it where I had so that it couldn’t get out and deter from my smooth looking panties. I ignored it and sat down to put on my stockings.

The thigh highs felt amazing along my newly shaved legs. They were so soft and sent tingles through my body as I pulled them on. Looking down to see the sheer black stockings and their lace trim on my hairless skin actually made me think I was looking at a sexy woman’s legs. It made me hungry to keep dressing up.

I was glad I continued because the next piece was a garter belt. I attached it around my waist and then hooked the straps to the front and backs of my stockings. Feeling the tight garters snuggly stretched across my bare ass made me feel so sexy, like I was a lingerie model. I couldn’t believe I was wearing all of this.

I reached back to the pile on the bed and grabbed the final item, a dress. Like all of the other pieces, it was all black. I stepped inside and pulled it up, slipping my arms through the sleeveless top and then reaching behind my back to zip it up. As the zipper ran up my back, the dress tightened around me, feeling like it was becoming a part of me.

The dress had a deep v-neck that ran below my chest. From there it grew snug against my body all the way down to my mid-thighs. It was short and felt revealing. I liked that, too.

Fully dressed, I hurried to my full length mirror to see how I looked in my new outfit. I couldn’t believe what I saw. While my face still looked normal, my body looked completely different. The skimpy black dress and alluring lingerie looked amazing. I wished that I was looking at a real woman. I wished I could touch her and feel her beauty.

The whole scenario was so arousing. It made me want to touch myself, to whip out my dick and jerk off. But I couldn’t do that with Heather here waiting for me in the other room.

And then it dawned on me that I still had to go show her. I had to return to my stepsister dressed in women’s clothing.


Chapter 5

Made Up

The idea of returning to the den to show Heather how I looked was terrifying. I was afraid that she would see how much I liked wearing women’s clothing and how good I felt wearing it. But there was no going back. I was already dressed and I wasn’t ready to take it off. So I psyched myself up and forced myself out of the bathroom and towards the den.

When I stepped through the doorway and saw her, Heather’s eyes lit up. “Oh. My. Goodness,” she let out. “You already look so hot!”

I blushed at her complements and felt my dick stirring in excitement again.

“Come here and let me see you, Megan,” she added as she stood up from the couch and gestured for me to come closer.

She’s already calling me Megan. I can’t lie, after just dressing up I kind of feel like Megan already. How am I going to feel when she’s done?

I stepped closer and let her soak in my new look. Heather slowly walked around me, taking in every angle, then stopped in front of me before slowly lowering herself down to her knees. She looked up at me with bright eyes as her hands touched my legs. Her fingers brushed gently up and down the silky stockings, making my knees go weak with sensual sensation.

Damn, that feels good. But I really wish she would keep moving her fingers up to my dick. I really need to cum after all of this excitement.

Her hands circled around and moved up until they grabbed my ass. “So do you like it? Do you like being dressed up like a hot woman in sexy lingerie?” she asked me as she giggled.

I bit my lip as I considered my answer.

Do I tell her the truth? That I really like it?

I hesitated while she continued to softly rub my legs. “Well, we’re not done yet,” I managed to breathe out, fighting my urge to moan in pleasure from her gentle groping.

Heather stood up and nodded at me. “You’re right. I don’t want your answer until I’m done with you. Go sit at the table so I can start your makeup,” she said.

I was glad for a chance to step away, my dick was straining in my panties and was trying to pop up from between my legs. At the table, she had turned two chairs to face each other. I sat down carefully and then waited for her to start the next steps of my transformation.

However, before she sat down, she reached back into her bag and pulled out a long blonde wig and a hair brush. She started combing it as she walked towards me then fit it over my short hair. “I thought you would best appreciate some slutty blonde hair,” she giggled. She was right.

She continued adjusting and brushing the wig until it was just right. When she was satisfied, she sat down in the chair in front of me and got to work picking out bottles of makeup and applying them. There were no mirrors nearby so I had to trust that she was doing a good job. She seemed to be using countless vials and containers, applying endless brushes and strokes, and treating me as if I was a complicated work of art. I couldn’t wait to see the final product.

And then finally, she was done.

Heather set down the lipstick that she had just applied to my lips, a sensual crimson red shade, and then leaned back to look at me. At first her face looked serious as she cocked her head from side to side examining me, but then a smile broke through and took over. “I’ve outdone myself, Megan,” she said. “Let’s go look at the new you.”

Eager as ever, I sprung up from my seat and headed back to my bedroom to my full length mirror. There, I stopped to look at new self for the first time.

“Holy crap,” I let out, stunned by my reflection. I turned from side to side to make sure I was really looking at myself and to fully admire the woman looking back at me. While I still lacked perfect female curves, my outfit, hair, and makeup were nearly enough to make me look convincing. If I didn’t know it was me, a man, I wasn’t sure I would have thought otherwise.

“Just wait, I have one more thing,” Heather said from behind me.

I felt her breasts and body press against my back as her hands reached around. She slipped them inside each cup of my bra and there was a cold touch as she placed something inside of them. I looked down to see that they were flesh colored fake breasts. My eyes flashed back to my reflection and I again turned to the side, this time seeing large curves of breasts sticking out from my chest.

“Pretty nice, huh? I got you D-cups. Nice big handfuls,” she laughed. “Try bouncing.”

I did as she said and bounced in place. My new fake breasts jiggled on my chest, just like real boobs. I was in awe and couldn’t stop staring at them.

Heather’s hands soon returned and grabbed them, squeezing them firmly in her hands. Somehow, it felt like she was really grabbing my breasts and it felt surprisingly nice. “They feel real, too. Give them a try.”

She lifted her hands and I grabbed my breasts. She was right, they did feel real. Her hands covered mine and together we fondled my large, perky boobs. My dick was squirming in my panties as our hands started sliding down my body towards it. The feelings were becoming overwhelming.

I felt my hard cock pop out of the panties and slowly start to rise. I didn’t care anymore. I was too aroused, too overcome with pleasure from my stepsister’s touching my body in my slutty dress.

To my surprise, her hands didn’t stop moving. I quivered as they reached my hips and continued, getting closer and closer to my dick.

And then I felt her fingers clasping around it.


Chapter 6

Megan

My dick strained in Heather’s hand, pulsing in excitement at her touch. She was only grabbing it through my dress, but still I could feel each of her fingers wrapped around it.

My knees wobbled and my breath escaped me. I had longed for this moment, for this touch, for so long. Were we finally about to let our true feelings for each other escape?

Heather started stroking my hard cock, the smooth fabric of the dress slipping back and forth over my cock. She nuzzled her head over my shoulder, her cool breath against my skin giving me goosebumps, and whispered, “See, I knew you would like becoming Megan again.”

My body was shaking with passion and pleasure, my dick throbbing in her hand. I gulped, trying to muster the strength to respond. But I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t want to risk losing this moment with my stepsister rubbing my dick.

Finally, I managed to nod. I could see her smile widen in our shared reflection. Her smile told me that she had won, she had convinced me. And she was right.

“If I were a lesbian, I would eat you up,” she breathed into my ear.

The thought of us in bed together, making out and pleasuring one another as women was so sexy. Images flashed through my mind, me still wearing this sexy outfit with my blonde hair and makeup, and her wearing some skimpy lingerie of her own. I knew it was likely just a fantasy, but it was one I wouldn’t soon forget.

My dick started pulsing in her hand, overwhelmed with arousal.

“Didn’t I tell you that you were meant to be my sister? That you were meant to be Megan?” she continued.

Her hand started twisting around my cock with each stroke. I opened my mouth to respond, but all I could muster out was a soft moan.

She wasn’t satisfied with that, however, and suddenly stopped mid stroke and began to squeeze my dick forcefully. “Tell me that you want to be Megan, that you will be my bridesmaid, and maybe then I will give you what you want,” she growled at me.

I looked at her reflection in the mirror. She had fire in her eyes. She was serious. My eyes moved up and down the length of the mirror, taking in my new look once again as I debated what to do.

I do look very feminine. I bet I could fool a lot of people. But I’m going to be around my family and there will be pictures! I don’t know if I can convince everyone for an entire wedding! I don’t want her to stop touching me though, either. Fuck! What do I do?

I looked at her hand griped tightly around my dick and bit my lip as I continued to consider.

I can’t do it… As much as I like how it feels to wear these clothes and as much as I want her to keep touching my dick, I just can’t commit to being her bridesmaid!
“I-I can’t,” I managed to blurt out. “As good as I look, there’s no way I can fool our entire family that I’m Megan and not just Miles in a dress.”

To my surprise and delight, Heather slowly began to stroke my cock again. “Oh, but you’re going to have plenty of practice before then. We still have three months until my wedding and this won’t be the last time I dress you up. I can promise you that... but only if you agree right now.”

I squirmed in my skin. I was so aroused and longed to say yes, to agree to be Megan for her. The proposition of her dressing me up more before the wedding was extremely enticing.

Maybe some more practice would help me become more convincing... maybe letting her dress me up as Megan a few more times will make me more comfortable and confident looking like this. Maybe I could do this for her...

“Ehh... I don’t know,” I groaned.

Heather leaned her mouth towards my ear again and whispered, “Just say yes. For me.”

She started stroking my dick faster. The dress slipped up and her hand was now on my flesh. I gasped at the feeling of her cool hands on my skin.

“Say yes,” she whispered again.

It was beginning to get harder to resist. I wanted to agree so badly. The more she touched me, the more I wanted to do what she said. My dick wanted it, too.

Finally, I couldn’t resist any longer. “Yes, I’ll be your bridesmaid,” I moaned.

Heather’s hand rubbed harder, faster. My hands clutched my body and felt my soft dress. They moved up to my bra and then my large breasts. I squeezed them and felt the sensation of having breasts like a real woman.

And then I couldn’t take any more.

My dick surged and then exploded, shooting cum all over the mirror in front of me. My eyes closed and my mouth hung open as a guttural groan escaped me.

Heather’s hands slowed down until my dick stopped pumping out cum and then she gently slipped it back into my panties and pulled down my dress. “That’s a good girl,” she said softly. “I knew you would agree to be mine again.”

I opened my eyes and looked at myself again. My reflection was covered in my own cum. It oddly looked appropriate.

As my heart started settling, I turned to face Heather. She had a big grin on her face as she watched me. It was then that I realized what I had done. In my horniness, I had just agreed to be her bridesmaid. I had agreed to let her dress me up as Megan so I could prance around in a dress and makeup in front of my whole family.

“I can’t believe I just agreed to this,” I let out as I shook my head.

Heather laughed loudly. “I always knew you would. Like I told you before, you were meant to be a girl. You were meant to be Megan. And now you will be.”

To my surprise, my dick started growing again inside my panties. Despite having just orgasmed, the idea of being a girl for my stepsister was still arousing. Still, I wasn’t sure if she was right that I was meant to be Megan.

But I had a feeling that I would soon find out.


Part 2

Dress Shopping
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Chapter 1

Bridesmaid

I looked at my bedroom mirror, still streaked with my dried cum. Seeing it reminded me of my stepsister Heather, the woman who had jerked me off.

The whole event was a crazy one. After years of tension and discomfort between us, she had shown up at my doorstep to announce her upcoming wedding, and to ask me to be her bridesmaid. I was shocked by her proposal, but as she reminded me of the fun we had as kids when she used to dress me up in her clothes, and I remembered the lingering desires that I had when I was older, her idea began to seem less crazy.

When she told me to give it a try, to let her dress me up one more time to see how it felt and witness how much more convincing of a woman she could make me look, I was hesitant, but eventually gave in.

And I was glad that I had. Heather had brought me some of her sexiest clothes to wear and feeling them on me was euphoric. The silky thigh high stockings, the perfect fitting cheeky panties, the sensual straps of the garter belt, and the revealing black dress all fit together like perfect pieces of a puzzle. A puzzle named Megan, the name that Heather used to call me when she dressed me up as a kid.

To add to the sexy clothing, Heather added a long blonde wig and large size-D fake breasts, and then painted my face with makeup. When we admired my new self in the mirror together, I couldn’t resist getting aroused. Seeing myself as a beautiful woman was beguiling. Too much so. My dick, unable to control itself any longer, popped out from beneath my panties and was on full display as it bulged in my dress.

To my surprise, Heather wasn’t horrified. Not only that, but she grabbed it and began to stroke it. Her touch on my dick felt so good. She continued to stroke it until I agreed to become her bridesmaid. And then she stroked it some more. She didn’t stop until my dick burst and sprayed cum all over my reflection in the mirror.

My dick was growing hard just reminiscing about that day, one week ago. I knelt down on the ground then sprayed a cleaning solution on the mirror before starting wiping the crusty mess away.

I still can’t believe my stepsister jerked me off. Did she really want me to be her bridesmaid that badly or was there something else there. Does she have alternative motives? Is there any chance that she actually likes me and wants me? I mean, she’s engaged to be married, but she still jerked me off. That has to mean something, right?

Whatever the reason, whatever her intent, for now I would have to follow through with my promise to be her bridesmaid. I still wasn’t sure what that promise included, but I knew I would be dressing up as Megan more than just on her wedding day because she had told me as much. She told me that during the next three months leading up to her wedding, there would be more chances to be Megan.

I was definitely appreciative of that because if I was to go through with being her bridesmaid at her wedding, I would need all the practice I could get. Actually, I wished that Heather had left the clothes that she had dressed me in so I could have practiced on my own during the last week. But she said she didn’t want me to wear out my excitement for being Megan. She wanted to build up my desires so I would do what she wanted. She had definitely done just that.

Luckily, she was on her way to my house right now and would be here any minute. Over the course of the last two days, I had endless fantasies about what we might be doing because she refused to let me know. I daydreamed about the different dresses and lingerie that she might have me dress up in, the different looks she might give me with makeup, and, of course, her jerking me off again while I was dressed in her clothes.

I had no idea if she would touch me like that again or if she would ever do more, but I couldn’t stop thinking about it. This week alone I had jerked off to the memory countless times and I knew I would continue to savor it.

Fuck, I hope we can repeat last weekend. I would do anything to experience that again.

With the mirror now cleaned, I stood up and stepped back to look at myself. I was just wearing my normal clothes, a casual black t-shirt and a pair of khaki shorts, but below everything I saw my hairless legs shining. Just as Heather had predicted I would, I had continued to shave my body. It wasn’t necessarily because I liked it, it was mostly because I wanted to be ready to be Megan again.

As I once again imagined that I was looking at Megan in the mirror instead of Miles, I was snapped out of my fantasy by the sound of the doorbell.

Heather is here! Okay, I need to calm down and relax. I can’t come off as too desperate or needy. I need to play it cool!

I wished I had time to jerk off again before answering the door, but that time had passed. I needed to let Heather in.

I walked to the front of the house, adjusting my dick in my underwear to position it where a likely erection wouldn’t be noticeable, and then opened the door. Heather was waiting for me with a big grin on her face.

“Hurry up and let me in,” she said as she pushed her way inside. “We have a lot of work to do in order to turn you back into Megan before we leave.”


Chapter 2

Becoming Megan

Heather pushed passed me and continued her way into my house. I followed her into the den where she set down her large bag with a huff and then turned to look at me. “Hi,” she said with a bubbly smile.

“Uhh, hi,” I let out with a laugh of disbelief. “Good morning. Please come in.”

She shrugged unapologetically. “We can exchange pleasantries later,” she said hurriedly. “We don’t have much time until my appointment and I need you to be Megan so you can come with me.”

The thought of dressing up as Megan again made my dick start swelling. The sight of her amplified my arousal as I looked her over. She was wearing a tight fitting white lace dress. It had long sleeves and a deep scoop neckline that stopped just above her large breasts. Her soft, flowing brunette hair was draped perfectly over one shoulder and beneath she wore strapped silver heels. She looked exquisite.

“What appointment? And why do you need Megan to come? Why can’t I just go like this?” I asked, my heart starting to race with fear of going out in public as Megan for the first time.

“I’m going to try on wedding dresses!” she exclaimed excitedly. “And I need one of my bridesmaids to come with me for support.”

“Then why can’t one of your real bridesmaids go with you?”

Heather scoffed at me. “They’re all busy and besides, you are a real bridesmaid,” she answered with a smirk.

I squirmed in my skin as I continued to worry about going out in public as Megan for the first time. I knew I needed the exposure and experience if I was to go through with being her bridesmaid, but I didn’t feel ready to do it just yet.

“I don’t know…,” I muttered.

Heather cocked her head to the side and gave me an amused look. “And why do you think you have a choice?” she laughed. “You agreed to be my bridesmaid so now you have to do bridesmaids things. Now stop complaining and let’s get you ready. You’re going to love what I brought you today.”

My shoulders slumped in defeat though I felt my dick start growing hard again, enjoying being bossed around by my stepsister. “Fine,” I breathed out.

“Good. Now, have you been keeping up with your shaving?”

My head hung down and looked at my hairless legs. “Yes,” I answered in embarrassment.

Heather’s smile stretched from ear to ear. “I knew you would,” she said. She reached down and started rifling through her bag, eventually pulling out some clothes. “Then here, go put all of this on. Quickly!”

She extended me the clothes and I gladly accepted them before hurrying off to my bedroom. There, I set the pile on my bed and quickly ripped off my clothes. I was dying to see and feel what she had given me.

I started by separating each piece from the pile. To my surprise and disappointment, there were only a few pieces; a bra, a pair of panties, and a dress, all a matching shade of maroon. There were no thigh highs or garter belt this time.

I guess I can’t wear thigh highs with every outfit. Maybe the dress will be sexy enough to make up for that. But first, the underwear.

I first picked up the panties. Unlike the cheeky panties from last weekend, this pair was a thong. I had never worn a thong before and seeing it in my hands was alluring. I slipped it on over my feet and then pulled it up until it wedged itself nicely between my butt cheeks. I tucked my dick downwards as I had before, not because I thought it would help control my dick when it got hard, but because it seemed to fit and feel better that way.

Next, I put on the bra. It fit around my chest well, and was still big enough to fit the large fake breast inserts that Heather had put in my bra last weekend. I hoped that she would give them to me again.

Finally, I put on the dress. It was a loose fitting, flouncy long sleeved dress with a deep v-neck and a bow cinching the waist. Below, the dress flowed out whimsically with multiple layers of fabric which ended just above my knees. It wasn’t the sexiest dress, but it did feel appropriate for our outting and I definitely felt pretty wearing it.

I went to my full length mirror and gave a little twirl to watch the dress flutter around me. I liked how it all felt and looked, but I still couldn’t imagine wearing it out in public.

Maybe I will feel better once Heather has completed the rest of my look…

I returned to Heather in the den where she got straight to work completing my transformation. First, she gave me back the fake breast inserts. I put them into my bra and instantly felt more feminine from seeing the curves on my chest. Next, she put on the long blonde wig. She brushed it out until it was smooth and soft just like her hair. Finally, she started on my makeup.

When she was done, she sent me back to look at myself in the mirror. Just like last weekend, I looked so amazing, so feminine. I couldn’t resist running my hands along my body and up to my breasts, to grab them and feel them. Heather giggled at me as she watched.

Once again, my dick started stirring in my panties and quickly popped out of my tiny thong. I was startled and embarrassed at first, but then I remembered what happened the last time my dick popped out in front of Heather and suddenly I felt even more aroused and happy that she would be seeing it again.

I looked down and saw the outline of my hard cock poking up from my dress. Heather’s eyes followed my glance and I noticed her shaking her head.

“I thought that might happen again,” she said. “Luckily, this time I came prepared to properly handle that pesky little cock of yours.”


Chapter 3

Final Preparations

Heather’s words echoed through my head.

“I came prepared to properly handle that pesky little cock of yours.”

Before I could ask, she walked out of my bedroom and back to the den, presumably to fetch something from her bag.

What could that possibly mean? Is she going to drain it like she did last time?

I waited anxiously, resisting my urge to start jerking off. While I definitely wanted to cum, I wanted to feel her hands on my dick, not my own.

When she returned, she was dangling a little pink object in her hand and had a smirk on her face. “After what happened last time, I had a feeling that we might be seeing Little Miles again so I did some research and found the perfect way to prevent those annoying erections of yours,” she said as she came to kneel before me.

Annoying? She didn’t seem to mind it last weekend…

I stared down at her, hoping that she meant that she was about to suck my cock. My dick surged harder as she lifted my dress and pulled down my panties. She was so close to it, I could feel her cool breath teasing my dick.

To my dismay, she just stared at it studiously. “Hmm, I think we need it to settle down first,” she let out.

I squirmed as my mind immediately went back to thoughts of her pleasuring me. I opened my mouth to suggest it, but couldn’t get the words out. Instead, I asked, “How are you going to do that?” I tried to speak cooly, but my voice shook nervously.

She looked up at me and opened her mouth. It looked like she was moving closer to my dick, but then her mouth morphed into a grin and she giggled. “How about I recap the latest family news? Did you hear that grandpa is going in for knee surgery next week?”

She continued rattling off family updates while both my shoulders and dick began to slump in disappointment. If her goal was to turn me off, she quickly succeeded.

Soon, my dick was flaccid and she got to work. She took apart the small plastic device and started fitting the pieces around my soft dick. Normally, I would have gone crazy for the soft touch of her fingers on my flesh, but while she continued talking about her grandmother’s vacation to Barcelona with her knitting group, it was hard to get aroused.

The second piece of the device appeared to be a little cage that went over my dick. She put it over my penis and then pushed it back until it connected with the base ring. I watched in confusion until it dawned on me that I had no idea what she was doing.

“What is this thing?” I asked urgently, realizing that it looked troubling.

“Just one second and then I will tell you everything,” she said. She inserted a little lock and key into an opening, then turned it and pulled out the key. “There we are. All locked up.”

Locked?! Did she just lock this thing around my dick?

My hands darted down and tried to pull the small cage off of my dick, but it was definitely locked on. “What the hell? What is this thing, Heather?” I shouted in panic.

Heather ignored me and gently pulled my panties back up and let my dress fall back down. She stood up, smiled at me, and then finally answered. “It’s a chastity cage, silly. I can’t keep letting you have erections while you’re Megan so I needed to take some precautions to keep you from getting a bulge in your panties.”

“You’re telling me I can’t get an erection while wearing this thing?”

Heather cocked her head to the side and considered my question. “That’s what I read online, but that’s a good question. We should test it out before we leave. After all, I can’t let your little dick interrupt my important day.”

My eyebrows furrowed, annoyed by her cavalier attitude towards locking a cage around my cock. I opened my mouth to argue more, but when I saw her lowering back down to her knees and grabbing the hems of my dress, I stopped myself.

She lifted my dress up again and then, with her other hand, she pulled my thong to the side until my caged dick popped back out. My dick instantly started growing as I watched her fingers start tracing the curves of the little pink cage.

It was surreal. I could see her touching my dick, but I felt nothing at all. But still, my dick loved it and craved more. It quickly grew until it hit the walls of the cage. Then it began to strain. It pulled against my balls as it tried to get fully erect but was denied. The feeling was growing awkward and I started fidgeting in discomfort as she continued to fondle the cage.

She looked up at me and, seeing my clear discomfort, she stopped. She pushed down on my cage and then covered it back up with my thong and again let my dress fall over it. She moved her head around, examining my dress as she came back up to standing and then nodded approvingly.

“If I look closely, I can still see a little bulge, but overall, I think this will definitely work to keep your privates… private,” she said.

“Do I really need to wear this thing?” I groaned as I tried to adjust my angry dick.

She scoffed at my question and rolled her eyes. “Come on, brother. Everything I do to you has been making you hard. You clearly can’t control yourself around me! The only answer is for me to control you. And now I can with this little key,” she replied. She dangled the little key to the cage in front of me before clasping her fingers tightly around it. “But don’t worry, if you’re good today, then maybe I’ll take it off afterwards.”

My dick strained harder in its cage at the idea that she now controlled it. I couldn’t deny how sexy that sounded. While I didn’t like the idea of having a device locked around my dick, if it was Heather enforcing it, then it was hard to argue.

“Fine,” I breathed out. “I guess we should get going then.”


Chapter 4

Dress Shop

Before we left, Heather gave me one last piece to my outfit. A short pair of heeled sandals. I was surprised to see them and hear that she wanted me to wear them, but then it dawned on me that I needed to wear some shoes and couldn’t go out wearing a dress and my normal men’s athletic shoes. At least not if I wanted to pull off being a woman. So without any choice, I agreed and put them on.

Luckily, the heels were only about two inches high. Heather told me they would be a good starter pair that I could wear until I was ready for real high heels. They were all black and had just a few thin straps to hold my feet in place.

Because the heels were short, they weren’t too troubling to walk in, but I did stumble a few times as we made our way to the dress shop. After the second time, Heather grabbed me by my arm and pulled me close for support. Feeling her arm around mine made me feel more confident and even closer to her than ever.

When we arrived, I was relieved to get inside and away from the crowded streets filled with people. My heart had been pounding and my body shaking as we walked from the car to the shop and I noticed men’s eyes locking on to me. I was glad to have Heather by my side, drawing most of the attention from the crowds, but still I drew the occasional look.

Inside the shop, I caught another curious eye. This time from the clerk who approached us. “Hello, can I help you?” she asked. She was an older woman, but dressed finely in a long form fitting blue dress with black high heels. Her dirty blonde hair was neatly draped over her shoulders.

Heather released my arm and smiled excitedly at the woman. “Yes! I have an appointment for a dress fitting. My name is Heather and this is one of my bridesmaids, Megan,” she answered.

I smiled at the woman awkwardly as she gave me a quick look over. Her eyes returned to Heather and she returned her smile. “Very good, I’ve been expecting you. My name is Amy and I will be helping you today. Please, follow me.”

We followed her into a large showroom filled with countless mannequins and racks all covered in shiny white wedding dresses. I gazed around, looking at all the eye catching dresses as I wondered how it would feel to wear them. Meanwhile, Heather was telling Amy what type of dress she was looking for; one that was a mix of elegance and class that also dripped with sexiness.

Before she went to find some dresses that Heather might like, Amy brought us each a glass of bubbly champagne to enjoy while we waited.

“Cheers, Megan,” Heather said with a big grin on her face. “Thank you for coming with me.”

“Cheers,” I returned as I clinked my glass against hers and then took a sip. The bubbles tickled my brain and sent a flood of relief through my body. I looked at the fizzing glass and was thankful for the confidence it would be giving me. “It’s not like you gave me much of a choice though.”

Heather’s grin grew wider as she sauntered behind me. She leaned over my shoulder and softly said, “You would have come anyways. You know you can’t resist being Megan for me.”

Her whispers made my knees go weak and my dick start swelling up. Knowing how right she was turned me on even more. I didn’t want to admit it though. Instead, I took another sip of my champagne.

I was quickly beginning to feel buzzed as the alcohol coursed through me. It was a relief to feel my nerves settle as the fear of being dressed as a woman in public began to dissipate. Finally, I was starting to feel at ease.

“If you were the one getting married, which of these dresses do you think you would wear?” Heather asked me as she started walking around the showroom, admiring the large collection of dresses.

“I’m pretty sure I would wear a tuxedo if I were to get married,” I answered as I continued to turn to watch her walk around the room.

“Megan would wear a tuxedo?” she rebuffed.

I let out a sigh, knowing I needed to play along. I needed to continue to pretend to be Megan instead of Miles. “Alright, let me see,” I answered. I slowly walked around, admiring all the different styles and varieties of dresses. There were so many and most of them looked appealing. But one specifically caught my eye.

In front of a window with the light shining on it was a long flowing white dress. It had short sleeves and a V-neckline, and was covered in lace with striking floral designs. It was reminded me of a princess and was the perfect blend of classic and sexy.

“This one,” I let out as I ran my fingers down the soft dress.

Heather walked up beside me and put her arm on my back softly. “Mmm, yes. That’s a fabulous choice. Maybe we should take a picture to remember for your wedding day,” she said with a teasing chuckle.

I forced a laugh as I continued to revere the dress. The thought of wearing it made my dick press against its cage. It was so perfect.

Amy soon interrupted us when she brought over a large rack of dresses that she believed would fit Heather’s every desire. There was an assortment of dresses, all white and all stunning. She lead us to a back corner of the showroom which had a private fitting room. There she hung up the first dress for Heather to try on.

“Go ahead and try this on and let me know how it feels or if you need anything,” Amy said as she gestured for Heather to enter the room.

Heather bounced happily, her breasts jiggling in her tight dress. “Come on, Megan,” she said. “I need you to help me get dressed.”


Chapter 5

Getting Dressed

Heather took my hand and pulled me into the fitting room. I was surprised that she wanted me to come with her, but not disappointed.

“Help me out of this,” she said as she let go of my hand and reached for the zipper on the back of her dress.

My eyes lit up at the prospect of undressing my beautiful stepsister and seeing her bare skin. I wasted no time sweeping myself behind her to do exactly as she said. I slowly pulled the zipper down, revealing her soft, tanned skin underneath. I continued pulling it down her back, savoring the slow reveal as the dress parted open. The more of her that I saw, the more I desired to reach out and touch her perfect body.

When the zipper stopped, Heather shook off the dress and let it fall to a pile on the ground. My eyes followed the dress down, admiring her tiny white thong and her slender legs. They then travelled back up, following the curves of her body until they saw her uncovered back and realized that she wasn’t wearing a bra or anything else. My dick strained hard at the sight of her nearly naked body standing right in front of me.

Heather turned around with her arms just barely covering her large breasts and grinned at me. It was clear that she knew exactly how much she was driving me crazy. My dick was pressing hard against its tiny plastic prison, trying to break free, trying to let itself be noticed as it had last weekend. But to no avail.

That didn’t stop Heather, however. Her hands dropped down towards my dress, leaving her large, perky breasts to drop freely, exposed for me to see. I stared at them in awe, seeing them for the first time, and felt my mouth salivate with a hunger I had never felt before.

Heather’s hands continued down and lifted up the skirt of my dress. The touch of her hand on my caged penis gave me shivers, distracting me from her bouncing bosom and making me close my eyes in delight.

“It seems like this little cage is still working well. If your dick was free, you would probably be so hard right now, wouldn’t you?” she said softly, her voice quiet so it wasn’t heard by anyone in the store.

I nodded and moaned my agreement, “Uh huh.”

“I knew you liked me, Megan, but I never realized how much you liked me,” she added as she took my dick and balls in her hand. She rubbed the top of my cage with her thumb, driving me even more crazy. “I think I might have to keep you locked in this until after my wedding. I can’t risk this pesky little penis ruining my plans. Not to mention that it’s just so fun to tease you like this.”

I was melting into her hand. All of my hopes and desires were culminating into this single moment. I was dressed as Megan again and she was fondling my dick.

But this time it was different. This time there was a plastic cage locked over my dick. I could feel her massaging my balls, but could feel very little sensation on my actual dick. And then it dawned on me that she said that she wanted to keep my penis locked in it for three months.

Three months with my dick locked in a cage? She’s gone crazy!

“You want to keep me locked in this thing for three months?” I hissed quietly back at her. “Why the hell would I agree to that?”

She stepped closer, her hand stoking my caged dick now as her bare breasts pressed into my fake ones. “Because I have another proposition for you,” she whispered. “You agree to stay locked in this cage for me until after my wedding and I will give you a supply of clothes for Megan. If you’re locked up, you can be Megan as much as you like.”

I gulped as I considered her proposal while my dick relentlessly tried to grow erect.

She will give me some of her clothing to wear so I can wear it whenever I want? That does sound nice… but what about my dick? I wouldn’t be able to touch it for three months?!

I didn’t want to say no because I didn’t want her touches to stop, but I knew I had to deny her. “No way. I’m not keeping this locked on me for that long. You’re going to have me dress up anyways so why would I agree to that?”

To my delight, she didn’t stop playing with my penis. “Because I know that you would love to have some of my panties to wear, just like you had when you were a teenager. Did you really think I didn’t know about that?”

My cheeks burned with embarrassment. I had no idea she knew. “I, uhh…,” I started, unable to come up with a defense.

Heather continued, “And I think that you like being under my control. You always did when we were kids and you still do now, don’t you?”

I let out a soft moan as my dick throbbed harder. She was right. I did love her bossing me around. My mouth was open, but still unable to muster the strength to speak so instead I nodded my agreement.

“See? I know you, Megan. I know exactly what you want. I know your every desire. So I’m going to keep you locked in this little cage and you’re going to be my special little helper until my wedding has gone off without a hitch. Is that understood?” Despite the hushed tones, her words had a fierceness to them. Her fire only turned me on more.

“Y-yes,” I managed to reply.

Heather chuckled. With one long, slow movement from my balls to my cock head, she ran her hand out from beneath my dress and turned around. “Good. Now that that is settled, be a doll and help me get my dress on,” she said calmly, as if nothing had just happened. 
It took a moment for me to come down from my high, but once I had, I knew that I now had a job to do. I needed to be her good little helper from now on.


Chapter 6

My Turn

I helped Heather get into her first wedding dress. She looked amazing in it. It had shiny satin white up to her breasts and then lace from there to her shoulders. It tightened in the back to fit nicely around her and show off her perfect curves. As she walked, it had a long flowing skirt that tailed five feet behind her. She looked like a goddess.

But she wasn’t satisfied after just one dress. She needed to try on more. I continued to help her get undressed and into new dresses. Each time she felt no shame or embarrassment from letting her stepbrother see her wearing nothing but her tiny white thong, despite my inability to look away.

My dick continued to rage even though helping her try on clothes was becoming laborious. Every time I saw her breasts pop out of her dress, I was dying to feel them in my hands. Every time her previous dress fell to the floor, I couldn’t help but stare at her little panties. The more I looked, the more I could make out the outlines of her pussy; I wondered how it would taste and if I would ever get to find out.

After trying on a dozen dresses, Heather had picked out three favorites. After trying on her three favorites again, she finally managed to make her decision. She had her wedding dress.

I was both happy for her and relieved for myself. With her choice, that meant my job for the day was over. I got to sit back and rub my aching feet while Amy took over the appointment by taking Heather’s measurements so she could make the dress exactly to her perfect proportions. She also continued to refill our champagne flutes.

As I watched, starting to feel tipsy from the champagne, I wondered what it would feel like to really be such a beautiful woman. Even while dressed up, with my hair and makeup done, I knew deep inside that I was still Miles. I could never truly be Megan, could I? And if I could, would I want to be? I tried to shake the thoughts out of my head and credit them to the alcohol, but they never fully disappeared.

When Amy was done with Heather, she setup a follow up appointment and then started ushering us out. I was glad to finally be leaving and hopeful that Heather and I might still have some fun when we returned to my house.

But Heather stopped us from leaving.

“Amy, a last request if you don’t mind,” she said as she interrupted Amy’s goodbye.

“How can I help?” Amy asked.

“I know it might be a little unordinary, but Megan here was really taken by a particular dress of yours. She was thinking that it could be perfect for her future wedding. Do you think she might try it on? Just the one dress?”

My cheeks went flush with embarrassment. I stared daggers at Heather, asking her with my eyes what she was doing. She ignored me and focused on giving Amy a pleading look.

Amy looked awkward by the request, but in the end she acquiesced. “Well… since you did just place an order for a rather expensive dress… I suppose I could make an exception,” she said, dragging each word hesitantly.

My heart started racing as I watched Heather clap her hands together excitedly. “Megan, you go get undressed and I’ll fetch the dress with Amy.”

I tried to give her another look to ask her what she was up to and this time she caught it. She responded by giving me a stern nod and then motioning her head towards the changing room, telling me to do as she said.

Knowing I had no choice, I trudged over to the changing room, closed the door and took off my dress, leaving me in just my bra and thong.

I can’t believe she’s making me try on a wedding dress!

Soon there was a knock on the door and I opened it while hiding behind it. Heather sauntered in carrying the big, fluffy wedding dress that I had admired on the mannequin. “Because you were such a good girl for me today, I decided to give you a little treat. You get to learn how it feels to be a beautiful bride,” she said.

I couldn’t deny that seeing the dress again gave me strong urges to know how it would feel to wear.

This could be a once in a lifetime opportunity. How could I pass it up?

“Okay,” I let out, struggling to hide my smile.

Heather started by tying my hair up into a bun, saying that she would need it out of the way so she could get the dress on. Then, she helped me into the large dress and started cinching me into it. Unlike the dresses I had been wearing, this one didn’t have a zipper in the back. Instead it had ribbons to be tightened like a corset. Heather pulled on them, tightening the dress around me until I felt it pulling in my body. I could feel it giving me curves as she gave it one last tug and then started tying the ribbon to secure it in place.

“Turn and take a look,” she said when she was done.

I turned around to face the mirror behind me. I couldn’t believe how I looked. The white lace dress looked so feminine and made me feel so beautiful. “Wow,” I let out.

“My brother, the blushing bride,” she giggled. “We should probably take a picture to remember the dress.”

I turned to look at her, but before I could fully register her words I saw the flash of her phone camera capturing me wearing a wedding dress. I stood stunned and confused until I finally managed to ask, “What are you going to do with that?”

She shrugged. “I just took it for you. So you can remember your perfect wedding dress. And so you remember to obey.”

I felt uneasy that she had this picture of me, but there was nothing that I could do. I ignored it and went back to adoring my reflection.

Heather moved to stand beside me and fluffed out my skirt some more. “You have to admit, you do make a pretty good looking woman,” she said approvingly.

I bashfully bit my lip as her words filled me with pride and pleasure. “Thank you,” I breathed out.

Heather grinned at me and let out a little laugh. “Don’t thank me yet,” she said. “We still have three months of fun ahead of us. You have no idea what fun awaits you, Megan.”

She let out another curt laugh while I continued to admire myself in the wedding dress. Her words were made me a little uneasy, but I didn’t care. I wanted to savor this moment.

To be honest, I found myself looking forward to what surprises were ahead for me and Megan. After surviving this first trip out, I had a new budding confidence and was starting to feel truly natural as Megan.

Only time would tell how those feelings would continue. But I had a strong sense that a lot could, and would, change in the next three months.


Part 3

Bachelorette Party
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Chapter 1

Building Desires

My dick strained in my chastity cage as I pulled my little black thong over my freshly shaven legs. The thong slipped nicely into my butt crack, a familiar feeling that always brought me great pleasure.

Wearing my stepsister Heather’s panties never grew old and always made me feel a surge of lust. Seeing her while I wore her clothes was even more stimulating and I doubted that it would ever lose its luster. The more she had me dress up as Megan around her, the more drawn to her I became. Drawn to her beauty and her dominance.

Her looks I had always admired; it was her power that consumed me now more than ever. I couldn’t believe that I had never before noticed how much I liked her bossing me around and reigning over me, but now that she had locked my dick in a chastity cage and taken the key, I was realizing that I always had loved her power over me and I always would.

It was when I realized that when I fully gave in to her. I accepted being her bridesmaid. I accepted that she knew what I wanted. And I accepted that she would lead me to pleasure and fulfillment. So far she had done just that.

It had been two months since she had locked me in chastity so it had been two months with her in charge. Her first step of order was to return to my house with a box of her old clothes for me to wear, just as she said she would.

Where at first she didn’t want me to have any of her clothes because she didn’t want me to exhaust my desires to dress up and be Megan, now that I was in chastity and couldn’t pleasure myself, she changed her tune. Now she wanted me to dress up every day so that my urges grew. She even wanted me to wear her panties under my normal clothes all the time, even in public and to work.

The idea of wearing panties all the time made me nervous at first, but the more I thought about it, the more turned on I became. That didn’t matter, however, because she told me that it wasn’t a suggestion, it was an order. I had no choice and that only turned me on more.

Needless to say, I started wearing a different pair of her panties every day after that. Feeling her thongs and cheeky panties beneath my work clothes was so exhilarating, so sexy. Obeying her demand quickly did just as she wanted it to, it exponentially increased my urge to dress up as Megan. Luckily, now that I had a small wardrobe of women’s clothing, I could do that whenever I wanted.

And so every week I found myself dressing up as Megan more and more. In addition to my panties, I would wear bras and thigh highs underneath the variety of beautiful and sexy dresses that Heather had given me. I would also put on my long blonde wig and put in my large fake breasts that moved and jiggled just like real breasts. My dick would strain and ache underneath the women’s clothing that I wore and I loved how it felt.

The more I dressed up, the more I wondered if I could do my own makeup so that I could sneak out as Megan by myself. I wondered if I could buy my own clothes so that I had could have more varieties and outfits for different occasions. I was tempted to do that and more, but deep inside I knew what I needed to do. I needed to obey Heather and follow her lead.

It wasn’t all amazing, however. After the first few weeks I began to feel frustrated in my cage. Dressing up and wearing Heather’s panties every day was taking its toll on me. I was dying to be able to jerk off and starting to wonder if I would be able to make it the full three months until Heather’s wedding, after which she said she would finally unlock me.

When I told Heather of my discomfort and my longing for relief, she laughed at me and told me to get used to it. She said that it meant that her plan was working and that she knew that I would be a good girl for her until the wedding. It meant that the chastity cage would be staying on.

And it had.

As the weeks continued to pass, I learned to deal with my discomfort and occasionally had to take breaks from dressing up fully as Megan, even though I didn’t want to stop. To make matters worse, as time crept towards Heather’s wedding, my desires were also beginning to bloom and evolve into more than just dressing up. I didn’t want to just dress up like a woman, I wanted to feel more like a woman.

I wasn’t quite sure what that meant, however, or how I would satisfy such urges. I would just have to hope that Heather would surprise me with a way to satisfy those new desires.

In some ways she had. Over these last two months she had taken me out in public as Megan three more times. The first time it was to go clothing shopping - she wanted me to get my own pair of real high heels. She helped me pick out a slutty pair of black stilettos that I have since loved to prance around my house in. The second time she took me out to brunch. It was nerve wracking being around so many people in a crowded restaurant, but Heather told me that I needed to learn how to dine like a lady because there would be meals for me to attend during her wedding weekend. The most recent time she took me out dress shopping. She told me that I needed a nice cocktail dress for her bachelorette party and some options for her wedding.

Dress shopping while dressed as a woman was exceptionally fun. Heather picked out all sorts of dresses for me to try on with her. She made sure to find all the sexiest and sluttiest dresses for me to wear. In the end, I bought myself a skimpy little black dress for her bachelorette party and a more reserved and elegant yet equally as seductive dress for her wedding rehearsal.

I thought I would need to get one for the wedding itself, but she told me that she would be supplying that dress. She said that all the bridesmaids would be wearing mostly matching dresses, but she picked out one special for me.

The thought of having my own special outfit filled me with delight and excitement. I spent time online looking up what bridesmaid dresses looked like and daydreaming of how I would look in each dress I found.

To my extreme delight, that opportunity was finally upon me. Heather was coming back over today to bring me my bridesmaid dress to try on.

I couldn’t wait.


Chapter 2

The Dress

I had just finished putting on my slutty black dress for Heather’s bachelorette party when I heard a knock on the door. I hurried to the door and opened it to see Heather smiling back at me holding my bridesmaids dress. To my dismay, however, it was covered in a garment bag and wasn’t visible.

I was dying to see what it looked like so I couldn’t resist snatching it from her hand and taking it into the den to lay it down and open the bag. As the zipper rolled down, a peach colored dress was revealed. I pulled the dress out and held it out in front of me to admire. The top was sleeveless with a v-neck and adorned with lace and shiny beads. The bottom was a long, flowing, and whimsical lace skirt. It looked like the dress of a fairy princess.

“I love it,” I let out in awe.

Heather caught up to me and giggled at my reaction. “I’m glad, because as the bridesmaid you don’t really have a choice. You have to wear whatever the bride decides. Normally the bride picks out something ugly so you don’t outshine them, but I wanted you to have something nice since you have been such a good, obedient girl for me these last couple of months.”

I finally broke my eyes off of the dress to look at her. She looked as stunning as ever in her white ruched body con dress. The dress looked like it was struggling to hold in her big breasts, but what it did do well was show off her perfect hourglass curves. I looked at her longingly, wishing that I could look as good as her.

It wasn’t for a lack of trying that I didn’t look as feminine or curvaceous as her. During my second month in chastity, with the abundance of time I now had from not being able to jerk off, I decided to try to improve myself. If I was going to continue to be in public as a woman, especially in front of my family at Heather’s wedding, I needed to have a more convincing body. So I researched workouts that are best for women’s butts and curves and began a new workout regime.

This was something I refrained from telling Heather out of embarrassment, though I hoped she would eventually notice any resulting changes. While I did notice my body changing a little, I knew it would take years and a lot more work to ever look as petite and perfect as her.

“Are you going to keep staring at me or are you going to try it on?” Heather asked me, snapping me out of my thoughts.

“Try it on!” I squealed excitedly.

No longer bashful about changing in front of Heather, I quickly pulled off my dress and changed into my new bridesmaid outfit. The dress had a satin liner that was silky against my shaved legs and built in cups in the top that held my fake breasts in nicely. Heather helped me zip up the back and as the dress conformed around my body, I felt my dick pulse in an approving pleasure.

I stared down at the fluffy lace skirt, pulled it up and let it float gracefully down. “It’s looks so magical.”

“You always were infatuated with princess movies as a kid. I guess now I know why,” Heather chuckled. “Sadly, it’s time to take it off. I’m glad it fits, but we need to save it for my big day!”

My shoulders slumped with the news, but I knew that she was right. If I had my way, I would wear it all day and we couldn’t risk ruining it. “You should probably hold on to it for me as well,” I admitted as I started taking the dress off. “I’m not sure that I would be able to resist trying it on again.”

Heather helped me out of the dress as she nodded her agreement. “You’re probably right, Megan. That’s a good idea,” she said. She took the dress, put it back on its hanger, and then tucked it away in its bag. “Now hurry up and put your dress back on so I can do your make up and we can finally go to my bachelorette party!”

A pang of fear hit me at her mention of the party. While I was excited to once again go out in public as Megan with Heather, I was worried about doing so in front of her friends. These would be the first attendees of her wedding that I would be meeting and tonight could make or break their belief that I really was a woman named Megan.

I had been practicing my woman voice even more lately and was feeling more confident with it, but still, I had no idea what was about to happen at this party so I had no idea what I needed to be prepared for. Heather couldn’t help me with that either as her other bridesmaids were keeping it a surprise for her. I would just have to be on my guard and try my best to play my part to perfection.

I put my skimpy little black cocktail dress back on and then added my shiny black high heels. The dress made me feel seductive and desirable. The heels made me feel sexy and powerful.

Heather then sat me down and painted my nails a sensual shade of red. While they dried, she did my hair and makeup. When she was done, I went to look at myself in the mirror and was once again in awe. Every transformation from Miles to Megan was becoming more realistic, more convincing. I wasn’t sure if it was because of Heather’s improving abilities to doll me up or from my growing confidence in my new persona, but whatever the case, I loved how I looked.

And I was ready to go party.


Chapter 3

Bachelorette Party

I ordered a ride for Heather and I to go to District 5, an upscale nightclub in the heart of downtown and the location of tonight’s party. We sat in silence the whole way, me stressing over how the night might go and Heather busy texting her other bridesmaids.

When we finally arrived, I slipped out of the car as I pulled my short dress down. Already I had learned that my little dress liked to ride up and show off my ass if I wasn’t careful. We thanked the driver and then made our way for the entrance with Heather leading the way.

“We have a reservation for Heather Thornton,” she said as she cut passed the line and addressed the doorman.

He scrolled through the papers on his clipboard until he found a match. “Bachelorette party?” he asked.

“That’s right!” Heather confirmed emphatically.

“Alright, this way,” the large, burly man said as he unclipped the golden stanchion that blocked the entrance. We walked in while he sealed off the path behind us.

Heather clenched her fists and shook them in the air excitedly as we followed him further in. “This is so amazing! I’ve always wanted to come here,” she squealed. “I can’t believe Brittany was able to hook me up!”

“Yeah, this is pretty cool,” I yelled over the dance music that was growing exponentially louder as we reached the end of the long entrance. In truth, I was glad that Heather was getting the bachelorette party she wanted, but going to a club wouldn’t have been at the top of my list of fun things to do. Although my experiences before tonight were always as Miles. Perhaps things would be a little more interesting tonight as Megan.

The doorman stopped at a large set of doors and opened them for us before gesturing for us to enter. “Your booth is the big one in the back. You can’t miss it,” he said. “Have fun, ladies.”

Heather ran inside and I followed as fast as I could in my tall high heels. Inside, the club was massive. The large room was dimly lit yet constantly filled with bright flashing lights. There were scantily clad girls dancing on poles on both sides and a large roped off area along the back wall between them. Heather pointed in that direction and shouted, “That’s where we need to go! Hold on to my hand.”

I grabbed her extended hand and she pulled me through the crowded dance floor. Everywhere I looked there were men in their finest outfits and women in their sluttiest dresses. We squeezed between all of them as we made our way for the VIP section in the back. I was pretty sure my ass was grabbed a few times, but when I turned to see who did it, there was never anyone looking my way.

My heart started racing as we approached the back. I closed my eyes while I continued to let Heather pull me forward, trying to relax in the calm before the storm. When we came to a stop, I reopened my eyes to find us in the further corner of the club, in a private booth framed by large crimson curtains and filled with tan couches. In the middle was a small table with a silver tray of alcohol and mixers. Standing around the table were three attractive women, Heather’s other bridesmaids.

“Heather, you’re finally here!” they shouted together.

I stepped to the side, hoping to go unnoticed as they all ran up to give Heather a group hug. From the side, I took a chance to check out her friends, trying to place names on each of them based on what Heather had told me.

I knew there was Brittany with the black hair. She was wearing a tight fitting maroon ruched dress that accentuated her perky ass. It was backless except for two thin gold chains that crisscrossed across. The chains were matched by her gold high heels.

Next, there was Teresa. She had dirty blonde hair that was done up in a high pony tail with long bangs framing the delicate features of her face. She wore a dark green satin dress with thin cami straps. In the back the dress went down to her knees, but in the front there was a large slit that went to the top of her thigh. I had a feeling that if I looked at the right angle, that I could see what she had to offer between her legs.

Finally, there was Becca, Heather’s oldest friend who I had met several times when we were much younger. Like me she wore a black dress and had blonde hair, but unlike me, her outfit was mostly made of lace and partially see through. The top of the dress looked like a bustier made out of a thin lace material. It had large cups to display her generous chest and thin straps to hold everything up. From her hips down the dress was satin, but only reached her mid thigh.

When the four friends broke their embrace, their eyes all turned towards me. “Uhh, hi,” I let out nervously as I gave a little wave towards them.

Heather walked up to me and grabbed me tightly by the waist. “Girls, this is Megan, my fourth bridesmaid,” she explained.

I tried to force a nervous smile while the three other bridesmaids closely examined me.

“Your face looks familiar, but I can’t put my finger on it,” Becca said, causing my heart to race faster.

I shrugged. “I just have one of those faces,” I replied with an awkward laugh.

“I’ll tell you why her face looks familiar,” Teresa chimed in. My eyes bulged as they darted towards her. Did she know my truth? “Look at her, she looks just like you! Same color dress and same hair!”

My whole body relaxed enough to allow me to join in on the group’s laughter.

“Well I don’t know about you girls, but I say that her face has a look that I don’t like,” Brittany said. She paused while everyone stared at her in surprise. “The look of sobriety. How about we fix that and start the party!”


Chapter 4

Getting Into the Mood

There was a loud orchestra of cheers and woos as the girls threw their hands up to celebrate. I smiled awkwardly as I tried to blend in with the fun, though I wasn’t sure I had it in me to be as exuberant as the other bridesmaids.

The girls all started pouring drinks while I sat down on a couch. While I definitely felt that I needed a drink to get me through the night, I was a little worried about what might happen around Heather’s friends if I had just a little too much. I didn’t want to blow my cover or do anything stupid around them before the wedding. After all, I was still on strict orders to be good for Heather. But for that same reason, I couldn’t turn down the first shot of vodka when all the girls were taking one.

Teresa handed me a small plastic pink shot glass that was in the shape of a hollowed out penis. The bottom was sealed and there was a hole at the tip that you had to let the alcohol pour out of. I accepted it and gave Heather an awkward glance as I held the tiny dick in my hand. She rolled her eyes at me and gave me a nod, telling me to do it.

“What’s wrong?” Teresa asked me as she saw my hesitance. “You’ve never sucked a cock before?”

She laughed at the impossibility of her joke while I blushed fiercely at the question. Obviously, I had never sucked cock before and the question had me feeling rather flustered. I knew I should play my part and lie that I had, but I found it hard to speak the words.

“Heather! Did you bring a good girl around all of us sluts?” Teresa shouted in shock after my lack of answer.

My cheeks burned hotter with embarrassment as a feeling a fear trickled through me.

Did I already blow my cover? Are they going to believe that a woman my age has never sucked a cock before?

Heather sat down next to me and wrapped her arm around me. “Don’t let her shyness fool you. She’s just as much of a whore as all of us,” she said. She then leaned in closer to me and whispered so only I could hear, “Play the role of a good slut or never get that cage taken off.”

My dick surged to life underneath my panties, enthralled by her threat. Feeling it and hearing her words seemed to rejuvenate me and I suddenly perked up, ready to take the shot. “Okay, but you have to take a shot with me,” I told her.

“Deal!” Heather exclaimed. She grabbed a shot glass off of the table and held it up. I clinked mine against hers and then watched as she placed the little penis shaped glass into her mouth and let it empty itself down her throat. I followed suit.

Well, here goes nothing…

I could feel the ridges of the dick head and veins as I put the plastic shot glass in my mouth. It was a little unnerving at first, but once I felt the cold sting of the vodka, my mind lost focus on everything else. As I swallowed, my body buzzed with warmth and I felt my tension relax.

I looked over at Heather who was pretending to give the little shot glass a blow job while her friends laughed. I coyly took the glass out of my mouth and looked at it. The hollow dick shape reminded me of my chastity cage and the size of the vessel was probably close to the size that my dick was allowed to be while locked up. Oddly, comparing it to a real dick seemed to make my own swell up.

Everyone continued to drink, laugh, and shout as I felt my inhibitions start to leave me. While there were a lot of inside jokes between the girls that I didn’t understand, not to mention the general references to hooking up with men to which I couldn’t relate, I did my best to participate just as Heather wanted.

“Alright, sluts!” Brittany soon shouted. “Now that we are boozed up, it’s time to hit the dance floor!”

The other girls all cheered and paraded behind her to the main floor. I was the last to stand up and needed the help of Heather to pull me away from the comfortable couch.

“Come on! Let’s go have some fun,” she said as I begrudgingly stood up.

I groaned my displeasure, but ultimately went along with her, holding her hand the whole way. Her thumb gently rubbed my hand as she pulled me through the thick crowd of dancers. If I were alone I would have just stayed comfortably on the side, but Heather and her bridesmaids all formed a chain and weaved their slender bodies through to the front, just in front the DJ.

Seeing the group of beautiful woman dancing and letting loose in front of me in their tiny outfits made my dick strain in my cage. I often had to turn around to adjust my growing dick beneath my panties so that no bulge of the cage could be seen in my tight dress. I did so in the midst of dancing so I thought I pulled it off well.

In my horniness, I found the desire to join in on the fun of dancing. However, despite the three single woman around me, I found that I couldn’t keep my eyes on anyone but Heather. Heather spent lots of time dancing with me as well, grinning at me while she drove me crazy with lust.

We continued dancing and having fun until Heather excused herself to use the restroom. I tried to go with her, but she insisted that I stay and continue bonding with my fellow bridesmaids.

I tried my best to dance with the other girls, but found that my heart just wasn’t into it without Heather around. I didn’t want to disappoint her, however, so I tried to have fun with them while I waited for her to return.

Then I suddenly felt hands on my waist and lips on my neck and I knew that she had returned to me.


Chapter 5

Kisses

I felt rejuvenated knowing that Heather had not only returned to me, but was becoming more open to the idea of us again. Her lips were warm and her breath smelled sweet. Her hands grabbed me tightly like they owned me.

My dick pulsed in my cage, enthralled by her sensual touches. Feeling her lips working on my skin made me weak. I felt like I could melt into her arms and let her do with me as she wished. But now was not the time for that, not here, not at a busy club on a crowded dance floor.

She pulled me back against her, dancing with me as she rubbed her crotch against my ass. The way she controlled my body was intoxicating. She moved me and used me in a way I had never experienced before, like I was her little plaything.

As she continued kissing me and working her lips up my neck towards my chin, I found it harder to resist my temptations. I wanted her so badly and it was clear that she wanted me, too. I knew I needed to take a chance. I needed to go for what I wanted. I didn’t care that we were in public. I didn’t care that her friends were around. And I didn’t care that she was my stepsister and that our family disproved of our relationship.

She wasn’t showing any restraint so why should I?

Without thinking, I closed my eyes, turned around, and threw my lips at her. Pleasure surged through me as our lips interlocked, fitting together perfectly. Strong arms wrapped around me and pulled me into a tight embrace as our mouths danced beautifully in a sensual tango, our tongues occasionally joining when our lips briefly separated. With each smack of our mouths, my dick throbbed harder.

I can’t believe we’re actually kissing! After all of these years, after being rejected the first time. Finally, my dreams are becoming reality!

When our lips finally separated and I pulled away to look at Heather. I couldn’t wait to see her beautiful face, to see the passion in her eyes.

But that’s not what I saw. In fact, I didn’t see Heather at all. Standing in front of me was a man.

Who is this guy? Did I just make out with a man?!

I felt my heart sink into my stomach as the man holding me smiled. “Hi, I’m Derek,” he shouted over the noise of the club.

I felt myself shaking and sweating, not knowing what to do. I suddenly felt so lost and confused. I continued looking around for Heather hoping that this was some cruel joke.

Derek’s smile wavered as I remained silent. “Can I buy you a drink? Or would you like to go somewhere more quiet to talk?” he asked me.

He really thinks I’m a girl and he wants to keep talking to me even after seeing my face? He thinks I’m that good looking as a woman? Wait! What does that even matter, he’s a man! I kissed a man!

I was beginning to panic. I needed to escape, to get away. “I-I’m sorry. I can’t. I have to go,” I managed to blurt out as I worked my way off the crowded dance floor.

I pushed through the swarm of people, back to the VIP section and back into our booth. There, I fixed myself a stiff drink and collapsed back into the couch.

I can’t believe that just happened. I thought it was Heather! Why would he just start kissing me like that!

While I was still in shock from kissing a man, I also couldn’t deny how passionate it had been or how good it felt. As the memory replayed in my mind, my dick never went soft.

I continued sipping on my drink and dwelling over my internal turmoil until Heather came and sat beside me. “Hey, there,” she greeted me gently. “The girls said that you made out with some guy and then ran away. Is everything okay?”

I can’t believe they all saw that! I can’t believe Heather knows that I made out with a man!

“It… it was an accident,” I said in embarrassment.

Heather’s eyebrow jerked up quizzically. “You accidentally made out with a man?” she asked me, clearly suppressing laughter.

I took a swig of my drink and shook my head in shame.

Why did I ever agree to do this? Why did I think that Heather would make out with me? She’s getting married! I’m so stupid… At this point nothing can get any worse so I might as well admit the truth. Maybe it will get me out of this crazy situation.

“I… I thought it was you,” I admitted pathetically.

Heather’s eyes lit up in surprise. “You thought I was a man?” she let out.

I wasn’t sure if she was messing with me or what, but her response only left me more flustered. “No… Someone started kissing my neck and I turned around and kissed them back thinking it was you.”

“Oh, I see,” she said softly. She put her hand on my thighs and gave it a tender squeeze. “You do realize that this is a bachelorette party and that I’m about to get married, right?”

I rolled my head around exasperated. I didn’t want to have this talk. I didn’t want to talk at all for that matter. “I know. I know! I’m an idiot. Let’s just forget about it. Please forget I said anything,” I pleaded as my head hung back down to stare at my drink.

Her hand started rubbing my soft, hairless legs gently. Up and down, up and down. We remained in a solemn silence until she spoke again. “I’ve really enjoyed having you back in my life, Miles,” she said. “But I do intend to marry Kyle.”

“I know—,” I started before she cut me off.

“Let me finish. I’ve greatly enjoyed controlling you and teasing you, too. We’ve formed a very special relationship that I don’t want to lose,” she continued.

I wanted to answer and agree with her, but I just nodded my agreement so that I didn’t interrupt her again.

“Our relationship will never be more than what it is now, but if you’re okay with that… then I suppose we could fool around a little…”

My eyes shot open.

Did she just say what I think she said?

I wasn’t sure I believed what I had heard, but I nodded eagerly anyways.

Heather bit her lip as she leaned forward, slowly climbing over me. Her mouth nuzzled next to my ear and she softly whispered, “After all, it’s not cheating when it’s with your stepbrother, right?”


Chapter 6

Fooling Around

Heather pressed her lips into mine. They were plump and juicy. My body went limp as years of pent up desires expelled themselves through ever pore, leaving me with just enough strength to return her mouth’s embrace.

Our mouths smacked loudly as our lips danced together. I couldn’t believe this was happening, that I was finally kissing my gorgeous stepsister. And this time it was real.

I didn’t want it to stop.

My arms wrapped around her. One grabbing her lower back and the other the back of her head, holding her tightly against me and keeping our passionate kissing alive.

The more we kissed, the more into it Heather got. Her drive was becoming intense as she started grinding her pussy against my leg. As she did, her smooth legs brushed against my hairless legs and her thigh rubbed against my cage. While I couldn’t feel the touch, the pressure and motion against my chastity cage were enough to drive it wild. My dick surged against its cage, dying to break free so it could feel the gentle touch of Heather’s soft skin.

Heather started moaning, her heavy breaths rolling down my checks as she expelled them between each kiss. She stopped and bit my lip as she pulled it up with her. My lip snapped back as she grinned at me hungrily in a look that would haunt my wet dreams for eternity.

“Is this everything you’ve ever wanted? Everything you’ve ever dreamed of?” she asked me as her grin grew wider.

I stared up at her longingly, wanting to taste more of her. More than just her lips. My eyes flashed down and saw her large breasts nearly slipping out of her dress. I decided to take a chance. Heather writhed in pleasure as I grabbed them and squeezed them firmly in my hands.

My dick throbbed with each grope of her breasts. For so long I had longed to touch them and now, like her lips, I finally was.

“It’s close,” I answered her with a smirk. “There’s just one last thing that I need to feel.”

Heather gasped at me, clearly shocked by my answer. “You naughty minx! Too bad I didn’t bring your key with me or else I’d almost be tempted for the thrill of fucking in public,” she said.

I had a feeling she was just teasing me, but my dick didn’t care. It battled ferociously with the chastity cage, thinking that it could finally feel the warmth of her soft pussy if only it could break free from its bonds.

My hand grabbed hers and lowered it down onto my raging cock. “I need you so badly,” I moaned out as she began the rub my cage.

She licked my face from my chin to my ear. “I’m going to miss teasing you like this after my wedding, after I finally give you the keys to your cage.”

My eyes bulged open at the thought of losing this. For the first time I wasn’t looking forward to that moment of freedom when I would finally get my dick unlocked from its cage. When I would finally be allowed to touch and pleasure myself again. Suddenly I wondered if it was worth losing what was forming between Heather and I. I bit my lip as I considered what my future might hold.

Do I really want to give this up? Being so close to Heather again, being Megan again. These last two months with her have brought me so much joy, so much pleasure. Is it worth giving up just so I can jerk off by myself?

“No,” I moaned. “I don’t want to lose this. I don’t want to lose you.”

She reigned her head back and looked down at me with a devilish grin. Her expression told me that she owned me, that I had just given myself to her. It was all true.

“Maybe we can make a special arrangement. Maybe this doesn’t have to end,” she said started to say.

Before she could finish, she was cut off by the wild cheers of her other bridesmaids. My heart started pounding, feeling as if we had just been caught doing something terrible. I tried to scramble up to sitting, but Heather didn’t bother getting up.

“Damn, Megan is making out with everyone tonight! I guess she really is a slut like the rest of us,” Teresa howled in laughter.

My cheeks burned with embarrassment as I remembered that they had seen me kissing the man on the dance floor.

“Don’t be jealous, Teresa. There’s plenty more of me to go around,” Heather giggled as she finally sat up next to me. As she moved, she discretely tucked my caged dick back beneath my panties while I pulled my dress down, covering the little evidence that was left of my manhood.

“Well then come give me some sugar, sexy,” Teresa said in a seductive voice.

To my surprise, Heather stood up and sauntered over to Teresa and they began making out. Normally I would have loved to watch this, especially with how turned on I already was. But seeing Heather kiss someone else just filled me with jealousy. I hung my head to look away.

As I stared at the floor, I felt the couch shift next to me. I looked up to see Brittany sitting next to me with a curious look on her face.

“I have to admit. I’m a little confused by you, Megan,” she said.

“Y-you are?” I asked coyly, concerned that she might be seeing through my disguise.

She put her hand on my thigh and smiled at me. “First that guy and now Heather. What team do you play for?” she asked.

I was taken aback by her words. She wasn’t questioning who or what I was, she was asking about my sexual preferences. I blushed and looked away bashfully. Surprisingly, I wasn’t sure how to answer her. At least not as Megan.

“Well, that guy gave me this to give you,” she said as held out a small piece of paper. “But if you’re more inclined, here’s mine.”

I took both papers and looked at them. One was a business card for a man named “Derek Harrington” and the other was Brittany’s. They were both interested in me, but not really me. Megan.

I felt so confused. As Miles I never had such attention from anyone let alone both genders, but as Megan, I not only felt desirable, I was. I held the cards against my chest as I considered what to do.

Where at first dressing up as Megan was just a kinky way to be close to my hot stepsister, but now… now it seemed to be taking on a life of its own. Now it seemed that my life could be better as Megan.

I wasn’t sure what my future held for me, but I knew that I had one last big opportunity to be Megan. I had to hope that at Heather’s wedding next weekend, everything would become much clearer.


Part 4

Wedding Day

[image: ]


Chapter 1

Prospects

My skin tingled as the razor blade crept up my leg. A fresh shave for a big day, the first of two as today sparked the start of my stepsister Heather’s wedding weekend.

I continued to shave my legs as I reflected back on the last few months, starting back when Heather had asked to come over to talk. After months of not talking due to a family fallout, she had finally explained her side of things and we had made up.

And then she had asked me to be her bridesmaid.

The idea of being her bridesmaid sounded preposterous to me, but I reluctantly agreed to let her dress me up in women’s clothing again, just as she used to when we were kids. To my surprise, I was filled with new feelings and desires to continue. Then, when she grabbed my hard dick and jerked me off while I wore her clothes, she had won me over. After that I needed to feel more of that pleasure so I agreed to her proposition. I agreed to be her bridesmaid.

Since then she often found reasons to dress me up and do my hair and makeup. She loved transforming me into my female persona, Megan, and I loved being transformed.

On several occasions she even took me out in public as Megan. Every time she did, my confidence in being a woman grew. After last weekend at Heather’s bachelorette party, I felt truly transformed and natural as Megan after being hit on by both a man and woman while we were at a club.

The man was a bit of a surprise, but it left a lasting impression nevertheless. I had been dancing when I suddenly felt hands on my waist and lips on my neck. The sensual touches continued until I gave in to them. I turned around and kissed back thinking it was Heather, but it was a man named Derek.

I couldn’t believe that he had the confidence and courage to just start kissing me as he did, but he was young and attractive so I’m sure he had a lot of confidence with most things. I didn’t get a good look at him as my eyes were closed while we made out, but he had given me his business card and I couldn’t resist looking him up online. I learned that he was just out of college and was out celebrating his graduation. His pictures made him look very fit and good looking which made me all the more surprised that he had picked me out of all of hot women in the club.

All week I had stared at his business card, tempted to text him. I didn’t know what I would say, but every time I dressed up as Megan, I burned inside thinking of him.

The woman who had hit on me was Heather’s friend, Brittany. Like Heather she was stunningly gorgeous. I can still vividly remember the ruched maroon body con dress that she wore that night. The ruching fit perfectly in her ass crack and made her ass look amazing. It was an image that I had often fantasized about recently.

At the end of the night she, too, had given me her business card and let me know that she was interested in me. Like Derek’s card, her’s was another that I stared at frequently. But unlike Derek who I would have to contact to see again, I knew that I would be seeing Brittany this weekend since she was one of Heather’s other bridesmaids.

As my old self, as Miles, I rarely had luck in the dating department, especially in clubs like I had just been at as Megan. If Miles had been at that club he would have drunk in a corner by himself, lacking the confidence to approach anyone. But Megan had no problems. She didn’t even have to approach anyone, both men and women came after her.

It left me wondering if maybe Heather had been right all along when she said that I was meant to be a girl, that I was meant to be Megan. I always thought that she was teasing me when she said that, but over he last few months I had come to understand that my stepsister really did know me well and in some ways, better than I knew myself.

For that reason I wished I had the opportunity to talk to her about my dilemma, but she was too busy preparing for her wedding with the rehearsal tonight and the main event tomorrow. So I was left to fend for myself. Well, almost.

This weekend would mark the first time that Heather wouldn’t be doing my hair and makeup for me. She didn’t have time to doll me up so she hired a makeup artist that would meet me in my hotel room to help me get ready.

I was nervous to have someone else partake in my transformation, but I didn’t have a choice. Maybe if I had taken the time to learn how to apply my own makeup I could have avoided bringing someone else into my secret, but I hadn’t so this is the path I had to take.

Heather told me not to worry. She told me that she told Carrie, her makeup artist, all about me and that she was on board with everything. She said there was nothing to be worried about and all I would have to do was sit back and let Carrie work her magic.

I knew she was right and I knew that on the larger scope of things, having a stranger do my makeup to turn me from Miles to Megan would be the easiest trial of the weekend. Once made up, I would not only have to go out in public as Megan again, but this time I would be around my entire family. The family that thought I had been banned from attending the wedding. If any of them saw through my makeup and figured out that under my sexy dress and my blonde wig it was really Miles… that would be disastrous.

I pulled up a pair of black lace cheeky panties and then took a deep breath as I slipped on my satin pink bathrobe, a gift from Heather to all of her bridesmaids. The soft fabric of the robe felt nice against my freshly shaved body as I tied it around my waist.

This is all worth it so I can be here for Heather. This is all worth it to be Megan again. This is all worth it to discover what all these strange feelings inside me have been about.

I exhaled and felt some of the tension release from my body as I psyched myself up. While it was hard to find comfort in words or affirmations, I at least found comfort in the fact that I was once again about to become Megan.


Chapter 2

Preparations

Carrie soon arrived and sat me down in front of a mirror to get started with my transformation into Megan. I was very pleased with how accepting she was with everything and how easy going she was.

“I have to admit that I’ve never done anything like this before, but I’m thrilled to do it,” she said when she came in. “Heather told me how she normally does your makeup so I’m going to do my best to make you look like the woman that you’re used to being.”

Hearing that put me at ease. Soon I would be Megan again. I relaxed in my little pink robe as I watched Carrie work in our reflections of the mirror.

Like Heather would, Carrie applied a generous amount of makeup to transform my face from Miles to Megan. Unlike Heather, she took it to another level since this was a special occasion. She added long fake eyelashes and some extra accents like blush and eyeshadow that brought out more of my femininity. I loved how she made me look.

While she worked we talked and even though she was a stranger, I couldn’t refrain from discussing my problems with her. I needed to talk to somebody. “Have you ever felt like you were being pulled in to opposite directions? There’s everything you ever knew on one side and a dazzling new world full of possibilities on the other — but they’re a little taboo and forbidden,” I said. I tried to vail my troubles, but was sure it was blatantly obvious what I meant.

“Enjoying life as a woman, are you?” she replied.

I blushed at her understanding and outing me. “Well, yes… but it’s more the romantic side of things. As a woman I’ve encountered interests from both parties.”

She brushed my hair gently as she considered her answer. “There’s nothing wrong with that and there’s nothing wrong with liking both either. Personally, I just like to follow my body’s lead. Do what feels right in the moment. Your body knows best; it ignores the years of social constructs that have built in your mind.”

Just follow my body’s lead. Interesting. But being locked in this chastity cage is giving my body so many urges. I’m not sure how it might behave…

When she was done, we said our goodbyes and I gave her my thanks. Seeing another person apply the necessary makeup to me to transform me from Miles to Megan was comforting. It told me that it wasn’t something that only Heather could do. Not only could someone else, but I could as well if I tried hard enough.

I closed the door behind Carrie and then checked the time. There wasn’t much left until the wedding rehearsal and I still needed to get dressed.

I untied my robe and let it fall gently to the floor as I walked to the closet where I had neatly set out all of my clothes for the weekend. I started by putting on my black bra and slipping in the large fake breasts which jiggled playfully from my chest. Next, I reached for my latest item, a garment that I had just bought especially for this weekend. A corset.

Worried that my body still had a manly shape to it, I knew that I needed a little help getting the fine feminine curves that I desired. This would do the trick. I picked it up, wrapped it around my waist, and began connecting the hooks, tightening it around me. My body scrunched under the pressure of the corset and I could feel it creating the curves I wanted. To further improve them, I pulled on the strings in the back of the corset to make it grow even more snug around me.

I tied the strings as tightly as I could and then ran my hands down my new curves in admiration. I loved that I could further transform myself. I loved finding ways to make myself feel more like a woman. The corset not only improved upon my body’s figure, but it also hefted up my bra and breasts, making them look bigger and perkier than ever.

I wonder if Brittany will notice…

Thinking of Brittany again filled me with excitement. For the first time, I felt like I knew what I wanted. I wondered what she would be wearing tonight. I wondered if, unlike me, she would be bringing a date. I shook the thoughts out of my head. I would have time to think about her later but for now I still needed get dressed.

In my closet hung two dresses, my peach bridesmaids dress and my navy dress for tonight. I grabbed tonight’s dress and held it out to admire it. It was a long flowing wrap dress that tied around the waist and went down to my ankles. It was by far a more conservative dress than I had previously worn, but it was beautiful and elegant and I couldn’t wait to put it on.

I untied the dress and removed it from the hanger; the soft fabric felt nice in my fingers. My arms slid through each of the long sleeves as I pulled the dress over my body. I wrapped the dress around me and pulled the string around me, letting it form tightly around my waist. It laid nicely over my body while leaving a sexy slit on my left leg.

With my dress on, it was time to accessorize. I added some new jewelry that I had also bought for the occasion, a simple silver necklace, a few silver bracelets, and a matching pair of clip-on earrings with fake diamonds. I felt a little silly about the clip-ons, but I wasn’t willing to pierce my ears. At least not yet.

The final touch was my black high heels. I slipped them on and then went to check myself out in the mirror. As usual, I loved how I looked. Seeing myself all dolled up, I thought that I had a good chance to pull off being Megan in front of my family.

I truly hoped I would.


Chapter 3

Rehearsal

The rehearsal went off without a hitch. Everyone’s focus was split between Heather looking gorgeous at the front of the room and the wedding planner running around giving instructions so no body paid me any attention. At least no body except for Brittany who was whispering not so subtle flirtations into my ear.

“I bet you would look amazing in a wedding dress,” she whispered once, reminding me of the time when I tried one on with Heather. “Maybe you will be walking down the aisle with me some day.”

The thought of walking down the aisle wearing the flowing lace wedding dress that I had once tried on was alluring. The thought of it being with Brittany was intoxicating.

When the rehearsal was done, we all walked down the street to a nearby restaurant for dinner. Brittany, who had been walking side by side with me the whole way, made sure to sit next to me at the table as well.

Normally I would have loved the attention of such a beautiful woman, but as Megan I felt confused and nervous. Not because I thought that I couldn’t win her over, Brittany was making it plenty obvious that she was interested in me, but because of my secret identity. What would she think if she discovered that I was really a man and had a dick locked in a chastity cage underneath my dress? While I wanted to be with her, I couldn’t risk her finding out and breaking my cover before the wedding.

At the same time it was painful that I couldn’t act on all of her advances. While I had enjoyed the last three months with Heather controlling me and dressing me up as Megan, sexually it had been trying at times. Not being able to orgasm for three months was a long time, especially when your sexy stepsister was dressing you up in her clothes and teasing you. Now that I had this sexy woman flirting with me, clearly wanting me, it was frustrating that I couldn’t act on it. Very frustrating.

I tried to consider Carrie’s advice of listening to my body, but being out in public around so many people I knew was so nerve-racking. My body wasn’t giving me any strong signals.

When Heather arrived she sat at the head of the table, five seats away from me. I was disappointed that I was so far away, but at the same time I was grateful because she was surrounded by my father and her mother and I wanted to stay as far away from them as possible.

Once she was settled she stood up to give a toast. “I want to thank all of you for joining Kyle and I in making our dream wedding come true,” she said to the table as she stood up. Kyle stood up next to her and for the first time I really noticed him. He was a half a foot taller than her and lean but muscular. His face had just the perfect amount of stubble and his brown hair was coiffed stylishly. Beneath, he wore a white dress shirt tucked into dark gray slacks. I could see why Heather chose him.

Heather continued, “Everyone here is extremely important to us and I hope you know that. I love you all very much. ” When she spoke, it looked like she was talking directly to me and it filled my heart with warmth.

“Shall we cheers?” she asked as she held up her champagne flute. “To love!”

“To love!” everyone cheered.

Glasses started clinking and ringing throughout the room. I looked for someone to cheers with and found Brittany, staring right at me.

“Shall we?” she asked sensually.

I feigned a smile and offered her my glass. She clinked hers against it and then took a quick sip. I took several.

“You know, in my family sealing a cheers with a kiss is good luck,” she said thoughtfully.

I opened my mouth to reply, but before I could get a word out, Brittany lunged forward and planted her soft, moist lips against mine. I couldn’t resist kissing her back as my dick starting growing in its cage.

When Brittany pulled away she gave me a seductive look as she bit her lip. Her lipstick was slightly smeared and mixed with mine. I stared back at her in shock, but also in awe.

My attention soon was stolen away when I heard a loud throat clearing from behind me. I turned to see Heather staring daggers at me, her eyebrows furrowed and anger boiling in her eyes. She shook her head angrily, telling me that I had done wrong, and then gestured her head towards the door leading to the bathroom.

I turned back to look at Brittany who looked like she was ready for round two. “Would you, uhh, please excuse me? I need to go freshen up,” I said nervously.

“I’ll be waiting,” she answered as she blew me a kiss.

I got up from my chair as I wondered what I had done to upset Heather. Was she mad that I had kissed Brittany? I followed her out of the room, down the hallway, and then into the restroom.

Heather quickly closed the door behind me and locked the door. “What the hell was that?” she hissed angrily.

“It wasn’t me! Brittany threw herself at me. She has been after me all night!” I replied defensively.

Heather groaned as she started pacing the room. The more she did, the more upset I grew.

“Why do you even care? You’re getting married tomorrow. I should be free to be with whomever I want!” I growled.

My words struck a chord in Heather as she suddenly stopped dead in her tracks. She turned sharply in her high heels and glared at me. “No,” she spat out. “I own you. You’re mine. I’m the only woman in your life.”

I rolled my eyes at her. “You’re getting married, Heather,” I said again, dismissively.

She stormed forward and grabbed my caged dick, her hand slipping through the slit in my dress to find its target. “What are you even going to do with her without this? Or did you happen to forget that I still have the keys?”

She squeezed my balls and I squirmed uncomfortably from the touch. “I don’t know. Like I said, she came on to me. I wasn’t trying anything!”

Heather let go of my dick and stepped back as she considered me. “I think maybe you’ve had enough exposure for one night. Maybe you should excuse yourself and head back to your room,” she said.

“Seriously, Heather?” I pleaded.

Fire ignited in her eyes. “I made you, whore, and I can break you. Go back to your room and remember that you’re mine. All mine. That is unless you no longer want our special relationship.” Her last words went from angry to erotic as she tried to play with my feelings for her.

I was torn. I loved the relationship I had formed with my stepsister, but I didn’t like that she thought that she could block me from being with other women. At the same time, it was her wedding and I didn’t want to cause a scene or spoil her special weekend.

“Fine, I’ll go,” I said in frustration.

And then I left.


Chapter 4

Wedding Bells

I woke up the next morning from a loud knock on my door. I startled, wondering who it might be and how they might expect to see me.

Who the hell is at my door? Could it be Heather? She’s the only one who knows what room I’m in.

I slowly crept to the door, not wanting to give away any hints that I was here in case it was someone else. To my surprise, when I looked out of the eyehole, nobody was there. I cracked the door open and looked around some more, still no body was around. However, when I looked down, there was a small gift wrapped box and a card.

I opened the door just wide enough to reach out and grab the items, then quickly closed it behind me, hoping that nobody saw me out of character.

A gift? Maybe this is Heather’s way of apologizing for last night.

I sat down and first opened the card. It read:

“Megan,

It has been a pleasure having you as a bridesmaid and my special little helper during these last few months. This gift is a special thank you for everything. Please wear it during the wedding so I can feel closer to you.

-Heather”

No apology… but let’s see what’s in the box anyways.

I unwrapped the gift and opened the small box to see a small black cylindrical object with a wide base and a small bottle of lube. There was also a small set of instructions which described the device as a butt plug.

She wants me to have this in my ass during the wedding? I thought she was going to apologize for what happened last night, but instead she’s trying to control me more!

Despite my anger towards the gift, I couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel inside of me. Despite my annoyance towards Heather for trying to control me more, my dick reminded me how much I liked it when she did. I stared at the the plug curiously, wavering over what to do. In the end, I decided to obey my stepsister once again because it was her wedding day. So I put it in.

I covered the plug in lube and then squatted down to press it inside. My asshole resisted it at first, having never had anything go inside it before, but with enough pressure I was able to get it inside and all the way in. Having the butt plug inside of me felt… interesting. It was just there. But knowing that it was because of Heather’s command made it arousing. I wished I had more time to explore it, but I had a wedding to prepare for.

✽✽✽

When I was all dressed up in my beautiful pink lace bridesmaids dress with had my hair and makeup once again done by Carrie, I was finally ready to go to the wedding.

I, along with the other bridesmaids, were supposed to meet Heather in her room to help her get ready before the ceremony. I met them all there and we shared a bottle of champagne as Carrie put the final touches on Heather’s makeup. When she was done, we all helped her into her stunning white wedding dress and did one last cheers to celebrate.

The wedding itself was exceedingly elegant, much like Heather herself. Standing in the front of the hall with my father sitting in the front row was beyond excruciating, but luckily Heather stole everyone’s attention once again.

When it was done, I hurried out of the hall and to my seat at the main table in the banquet hall. I took the seat at the far end knowing that friends and family would be often coming up to chat with Heather. After surviving so long as Megan, I couldn’t take the risk of being outed.

To my displeasure, Brittany sat in the seat next to me and brought us each tall glasses of white wine. I quickly took a sip to avoid another intimate cheers, not because I didn’t want to kiss her, but because I didn’t want Heather to see it.

After spending the day thinking about what Heather had told me last night, I decided that it was very unreasonable. I thought that because tonight was her wedding and thus the final day as my commitment to be her bridesmaid, why shouldn’t I try hooking up with Brittany?

“I would cheers you again, but not here. Later,” I whispered as I covered my mouth with my wine glass.

Brittany seemed to understand my meaning and gave me a nod as she took another sip of wine. I received my confirmation when I suddenly felt her hand on my leg as her soft hand gently rubbed my thigh under the table.

My loins quivered at her touch and my dick started pushing against the walls of its cage. I was quickly becoming extra thankful for my puffy dress that would cover any inkling of my dick’s attempts at getting hard.

The reception continued with the meal and toasts followed by Heather and Kyle’s first dance. Brittany’s hand remained on my thigh the whole time as if she was claiming me. Occasionally she would start rubbing it again, driving me crazy.

The whole time I couldn’t stop thinking of what it would be like to be with a woman while I was Megan. I had made out with Heather before and she had jerked me off, but this was a chance to really be with a woman. My mind kept drifting off to fantasies of ripping off Brittany’s dress, throwing her down on my bed and eating her out. How would it feel? How would she taste? And what else would it lead to?

When the dance floor opened up to everyone and the DJ started blasting music, Brittany and I both knew that this was our chance. We both excused ourselves from the table and hurried to the dance floor were we momentarily pretended to dance before sneaking off through the back entrance and outside of the banquet hall.

The air outside was crisp and refreshing. Feeling it made all of the stress flee my body and finally gave me a chance to appreciate Brittany as she walked in front of me. She, too, wore a peach bridesmaids dress, but she looked far better in it than I did.

She turned around and smiled at me as her dress swirled around her. “So… I think you promised me a cheers,” she said coyly.

I returned her smile as I strutted up to her. “That’s right. I did,” I said softly. “Shall we cheers then? To us.”

And with that, our arms wrapped around each other and our lips connected in a kiss.


Chapter 5

Caught

I pulled Brittany tightly against me until her breasts pressed against mine. Our lips wove together in a passionate embrace that instantly rivaled the kisses I had shared with Heather just a week ago. It had been so long since I had kissed anyone other than my stepsister and it felt good to have someone want me again, even if I was as an alternate persona.

As we kissed Brittany’s hands explored my body, tracing my curves and grabbing my ass hungrily. It felt so good. The way she touched me, the way she kissed me, I knew something intimate would be happening between us. I wasn’t sure what that would be, but there would be something.

And I wanted it. Badly.

I was beginning to feel so feminine, so sexy and desirable. Brittany’s gropings gave me feelings I had never had before. I longed to feel her bare skin against mine.

I felt her hand slowly creeping down towards my crotch. A moan escaped me as I quivered with lust.

And then suddenly I felt my insides shake as a loud buzzing noise erupted. I jumped as I realized what it was. It was the butt plug inside me.

My hands swarmed my ass, searching for the plug beneath my dress and looking for away to turn it off.

What the hell is Heather doing?

Brittany stepped back and stared at me. “What is going on? Do you have something in there?” she asked with a disgusted look on her face.

I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what to do. As much as I fumbled with the device, I couldn’t manage to turn the vibrations off.

But while the feeling was surprising and embarrassing, it also felt so good. Part of me didn’t want it to stop.

“I… uhh…,” I mumbled in panic.

Shit! What do I do? I have to go find Heather and get her to turn it off!

“I have to go! Wait for me?” I said to Brittany with pleading and panicked eyes.

She crossed her arms and looked disapprovingly. “I should probably go back inside so Heather doesn’t think I ran off,” she answered, giving me no sign that she would be interested in anything more with me.

I grumbled to myself as I hurried away, one hand still on my vibrating butt plug as I went. Inside he banquet hall, Heather was sitting at her chair at the head of the room, watching the active dance floor while she sipped champagne. She looked calm, as if she had no idea what she was doing to me.

I continued scurrying through the room towards her as quickly as I could in my high heels. Heads turned as I passed them, everyone curious to find out where the buzzing noise was coming from. When I finally made it to Heather, she ignored me as she took another sip from her glass.

“Can you please turn this off?” I growled at her through gritted teeth.

“What? You don’t like it?” she said with a laugh. “Hmm, I thought you would.”

“I do— err, it’s not about that. It’s making a loud noise and everyone is staring at me!”

She finally turned her head to look at me as she raised her hand and started rolling around a small black object in her fingers. “Before I do, tell me where you have been,” she said.

I hesitated before answering. “I-I was in the bathroom,” I lied.

She pressed her thumb against the object in her hand and the buzzing inside of me intensified. “No. I was just in the restroom and you were not there,” she retorted.

My heart was starting to beat anxiously. More heads were turning towards me and I had already been caught in a lie.

“Why does it matter where I was?” I blurted out in panic.

Heather shook her head in disappointment and pressed the device again, sending more intense vibrations through me. I started squirming, the feeling of pleasure was beginning to surpass my embarrassment.

“Perhaps I should invite our parents to come meet you. Maybe that might help jog your memory.”

My eyes bulged at her threat.

She wouldn’t!

“Fine! I was out back with Brittany,” I let out.

Heather slowly nodded as she took in my admission. After a moment, she held down a button on little remote and the buzzing inside of me stopped. “Follow me,” she said sternly as she pushed herself up, kicking her chair backwards and nearly hitting me.

Before I could speak, Heather was marching out of the room towards the hotel lobby. As I followed her through the lobby and down an adjoining hall, I realized where she was taking me. We were going to my room.

She stopped just passed my room and beckoned for me to open it. I anxiously obeyed and then walked in to hold the door open for her. Her large puffy wedding dress filled the doorway as she walked through. She looked like a queen, powerful and graceful.

“You disappoint me, Megan,” she said.

“Why? Why do you care who I’m with, Heather?” I asked.

Her eyes squinted at me. “Last weekend you said you didn’t want to lose our special relationship, that you didn’t want to lose me. Now you’re off with that whore Brittany?” she spat out.

“I understand that you’re hurt by that, but now that you’re married, everything has changed. It’s real now. We’re never going to be together and that’s okay… but I need to learn to move on.”

The fire in her eyes didn’t let up. She was still angry. “Is that what you really want? You want to lose what we’ve built during these last few months? Do you really think you can be Megan by yourself? Do you think Brittany would accept you if she knew the truth?”

I let out a sigh as I considered her questions. “I don’t know,” I breathed out. “But I have to try.”

Heather scoffed. “But you don’t. You can still be mine. You can still be my Megan. We can even be intimate if that’s what you desire.”

“We can?” I asked, stunned by her words.

A devilish smile formed across her face. “I’ll tell you what, Megan. I’m going to give you a one time option,” she said.

I watched curiously as she reached into her bust. From within she pulled out two silver keys. The keys to my chastity cage. She held them out as she bent over and grabbed the bottom of her large dress. As she stood back up, her dress came up with her and exposed her slender legs. She kept pulling it up until something popped out.

My eyes shot open in awe as out from beneath her dress burst a large dildo.


Chapter 6

Decisions

I stared at Heather in stunned silence. In one hand she held out the keys to my chastity cage and in another she was holding up the skirt of her wedding dress, exposing a large dildo from beneath it.

“So here are your options, Megan. You can choose to take your keys and have your freedom from both me and your chastity cage,” she started as she jingled the keys from her hand. “Or you can let me keep your keys, let me keep my control over you, and be intimate with me for first time.” She wiggled her hips, making the dildo wag from side to side.

“What’s the dildo for?” I asked hesitantly. I had a feeling that I knew what her intentions were, but I needed to hear her say them. I needed to know for sure.

Heather laughed boisterously. “For me to fuck you with, of course. How else would we have sex with your little dick locked up?”

My asshole clenched nervously around its butt plug as I looked at the dildo in a whole new light.

She wants to fuck me? With that?

Staring at the dildo dangling from her crotch was hypnotizing. I couldn’t look away. “Why? Why do you want to fuck me?”

Heather stepped closer to me and took my chin in her hand, breaking my focus off of her dildo and making me look into her eyes. “So we can be even closer together. So we can take our relationship to a whole new level. So you can truly be mine,” she answered.

I couldn’t deny the temptation I felt to take that option. To let her fuck me. The buzzing butt plug had felt surprisingly good. I wondered how it would feel to have even more inside of me. The more I thought about her throwing me down and fucking me, the more I wanted it.

So either I get the keys back, finally unlock my chastity cage, and regain my former life or I let her keep the keys, keep being Megan, and keep letting Heather control my life?

Three months ago it would have been an easy decision, but now I was struggling. And then I remembered what Carrie told me. “Follow your body’s lead,” she had said.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I tried to listen to my body, to listen to my urges. When I did, it was clear what I wanted. I wanted Heather.

My eyes opened and a smile formed on my face. “I choose you,” I answered.

Heather grinned at me as she tucked the keys back into her breast. “I knew you would,” she laughed. “Now get me out of this dress.”

I hurried behind her and started loosening the strings of her dress that held her in. As they loosened, she was able to pull herself out and let it fall to the floor, leaving her wearing nothing but a see through white lace teddy and the black harness that held the dick shaped dildo.

I could see the keys to my chastity cage through the thin lace that covered her breasts. They looked like they belonged.

“Good. Now go bend over so I can really make you my bitch,” she ordered me.

I was definitely nervous for what was to come, but I was also content with my decision. These last three months with Heather in my life were like no other. I loved my new life and I wanted more of it. I needed more of it.

I needed my stepsister to fuck me.

I hurried to my bed and bent over, awaiting Heather and her large dildo. I watched over my shoulder as she walked around, looking for something. She seemed to settle on the little black box that my butt plug had come in and pulled out the bottle of lube from within.

She then walked towards me, stroking her big cock as she approached. I felt her grab the hem of my dress and toss it over my back, displaying my ass to her. Her fingers dug into my thong and slowly pulled it down my legs to my knees.

“At least you were a good girl and put your plug in like I told you,” she said as she grabbed the base. She pulled it out quickly and tossed it to the side. “Hopefully that helped loosen you up for the main course.”

I heard her slathering the lube over her the dildo as the anticipation ate at me. I was tired of waiting, I wanted it to start. I needed it to start.

Finally, it did.

I felt pressure against my asshole and then gasped as the dildo penetrated me. Heather pushed it inside deeper and deeper as I felt my asshole stretch wider to accept it.

“Have you been fucked before?” Heather laughed. “This is going in like the ass of a true cock whore.”

“No,” I groaned in response. “I would only ever allow you to do this to me.”

“Hah!” she scoffed. “Somehow I doubt that.”

She pulled the cock back and then pushed it in again, continuing to move it in and out of me. With each thrust, I gasped less, already growing used to the feeling of having cock in me. With each thrust, I liked it more. My dick started throbbing in my cage telling me that it liked it, too.

Heather started ramming her cock in me. Harder and faster. Filling me deeper. My mouth dropped open as an endless stream of moans escaped. It was quickly becoming a pleasure like none other.

“I told you that you were meant to be a woman. I knew from an early age that you would be a good cock slut if I could just convince you. Now that I finally have, are you finally going to trust me? Are you going to be a good girl and do everything I tell you to?”

“Yes, I will do everything you say,” I replied between heavy breaths.

Suddenly, she stopped. “You know… I think you owe me a thank you. Thank me, slut.”

“Thank you!” I exclaimed, desperate for her to start again.

“For what?”

“Thank you for opening my eyes to my true self! Thank you for opening my eyes to pleasure!”

Heather laughed diabolically as her hands grabbed my hips and pulled them back forcefully against her dildo. She continued while I moaned in pleasure every time the cock hit me deep inside.

My dick was going crazy now, pulsing madly in my cage. I wasn’t sure how much more I could take. I could feel pressure building up inside it. I could feel the cum filling up my caged dick.

And then it exploded. Cum pumped out of my dick and onto my bed. I groaned loudly as three months of built up sexual pressure released itself. I felt so euphoric, so grateful. I felt so much closer to my stepsister.

When my dick was empty, I collapsed into my bed. I was hot, sweaty, and out of breath, but I also felt alive.

“Congratulations, Megan. You’re now a real woman,” Heather said softly. “Now hurry up and help me back into my dress. I have a wedding to get back to.”

I forced myself back onto my feet and pulled my thong back up over my caged dick. My dress fell back down as I started walking towards her. As I helped cinch her back into her wedding dress, I looked at her pure and perfect skin.

She was a goddess. But she wasn’t just any goddess.

She was mine.

And from now on I would do whatever it took to obey her.
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From Stepbrother to Stepsissy

Andrew has a hopeless crush on his sexy stepsister, Tracy, who loves teasing him to get whatever she wants. After she catches him wearing her clothing, she decides it is time to transform her stepbrother into her stepsissy and use him as her tool.

To accomplish this, Tracy has a plan to get Andrew to wear a chastity cage and dress up in women’s clothing under the pretense of sex. Andrew, eager to finally bed the girl he has had a crush on for years, falls for her plan and hands his stepsister the key to his chastity cage. After surrendering his key, he quickly finds out that Tracy has a lot more planned for him than he could have ever imagined and he’s powerless to stop it.

After successfully using Andrew to sign a client to a lucrative contract, Tracy ramps up her sissy training, teaching Andrew the pleasures of a sissy lifestyle. However, when she think’s he is ready for another outing with a more dominant client, she learns that Andrew has not yet committed to his sissy life and has to call for backup from Andrew’s stepmother, Rebecca.

Rebecca unveils a plan for her daughter to drain the last bits manhood out of Andrew and complete his transformation to be their sissy.

Becoming My Mother-in-Law's Sissy

Evan leads a comfortable life following a comfortable daily routine of going to work, followed by relaxation at home with a beer and some video games. His wife, Maddie, takes care of dinner and keeps the house clean, creating what seems like the perfect existence.

Not everyone is content with this arrangement, however. Evan's mother-in-law, Yvonne, disapproves of his behavior and how he treats her daughter. After months of urging Maddie to take action, Maddie finally agrees to allow her mom to try an unconventional and drastic measure to transform Evan into a better husband: a chastity cage.

Maddie presents Evan with an ultimatum: wear the chastity cage or risk losing her. Evan reluctantly agrees to wear the cage, unaware of the profound changes that await him. And unaware of how he will soon fall under the submissive spell of his mother-in-law.


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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