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Feminized Boyfriend
“Who else is going?” Casey heard the note of whining in his own voice and hated it. He wished he wasn’t so jealous, but it was hardly his fault.
Rachael flipped her hair over her shoulder and it gleamed bronze in the last rays of the day’s light streaming through the windows of their apartment. She wasn’t annoyed, to his relief. Rachael was very easygoing like that. In fact, she always seemed on the verge of a playful smile when he got jealous. Like she knew a secret.
“Parker, Nadia, Eleanor, Bree, Noelle,” Rachael ticked her friends off on her fingers as she said their names. Casey had heard most of them before, though he wasn’t sure about Noelle. Probably another one of the girls from Rachael’s theater group.
“Don’t you trust us?” Rachael asked, her voice sing-song and her eyes still sparkling with amusement.
Casey nibbled his thumbnail, trying in vain to articulate why his girlfriend’s weekly girls’ night bothered him like this.
“I trust you,” he said. She flashed him that dazzling smile and flounced over to the bathroom to carry on getting ready. The steam that still lingered after her bath wafted out into their modest living room, adding to the atmosphere of femininity and anticipation.
“Well then,” Rachael called, as if to say conversation over. “Nadia will be here in, like, half an hour because I said I’d do her make-up,”
Casey’s sense of dejection tripled, though he had no idea why. He liked Nadia well enough, though they’d only met on one or two occasions and it had been group outings.
“Can’t she do it herself?” he asked.
“She likes how I do it,”
“It’s not that hard,”
“And how would you know, mister?” Rachael asked, cocking a brow at him. Exasperation had crept into her voice now.
“I wouldn’t!” Casey said, not quite a shout, but definitely louder than warranted. It made Rachael halt in the middle of applying her last coat of lip gloss. She stared at him thoughtfully for a few seconds, the lip gloss applicator hovering above her upper lip.
“I think you should give it a try. Go on,” Rachael said raising her chin as if issuing a challenge. Casey shook his head, sullen. He felt guilty for snapping at his girlfriend. They never fought. Rach was too laid back and he was too submissive for them to ever find themselves in any heated disagreements over the course of their relationship.
“Go on,” Rachael repeated with more insistence, making Casey nervous. She normally let everything go—‘Life’s too short!’ was a favorite saying of hers—but when she stuck on something, she really stuck on it.
Casey stepped closer to his girlfriend, hands shoved deep in his jeans pockets. He reached for the proffered lip gloss and took it, to Rachael’s satisfaction. When he leaned in to apply it to her lips, she recoiled and shook her head, pointing at him.
“Show me on you, dummy. Seeing as it’s so easy,”
“On me?” Casey repeated, dismayed.
“Yup,” Rachael said with a wink. She gave an impatient sigh when he just stood staring at her in the bathroom mirror. “It’s just lip gloss, Casey. It’s not going to bite,” she said, defeat in her tone as she held out her hand for him to give it back.
Casey hesitated, fighting the urge to nervously chew his thumbnail again.
“I don’t have lip liner on, or lipstick. The gloss comes last,” he muttered. Rachael’s brows shot up, but she immediately turned on her heel and rummaged through her cosmetics until she found what she was looking for with an adorable ‘Aha!’
“I guess you really do know your stuff,” she said, and he couldn’t tell if it was a tease, but it made him blush all the same. Rachael seemed excited as she pressed the liner pencil into his palm.
Casey looked in the mirror, narrowing his eyes as he focused on the task at hand. His line work wasn’t perfect, but he followed the natural curve of his lower lip, and then the cupid’s bow of his upper lip.
Rachael cupped his chin, tilted his face toward her, and tidied things up before handing him the lipstick. “This color really works with your complexion. Especially when you blush like that, it’s so cute,” Rachael giggled.
Casey wanted to cringe and hide at her light mocking, but he was curious, too, about how good of a job he could do. He applied the lipstick and blotted off the excess, then pressed his lips together to spread the waxy substance around more evenly. A final coat of gloss, and his lips were no longer his. They were sultry and a little bit sexy, and Casey’s cock had started to stir in his jeans.
“You look great!” Rachael cooed. Casey gave her a skeptical look in return, and she laughed. 
“Was that really the first time you’ve put lipstick on?”
Casey scowled and swiped the back of his hand over his mouth, ruining his new look. He grabbed a tissue and cleaned the rest off, surly once more. Rachael’s big, brown eyes were full of surprise and concern.
“It’s not difficult, that’s all,” he said irritably.
“It’s alright if you liked wearing it, you know,” Rachael said, as if she could pick through the jumble of thoughts in his head and tease out the truth when even he wasn’t sure himself. He scoffed, suddenly far too hot.
“I really liked it,” she said, her voice dropping an octave, “in fact I think you’d look really hot as a girl,”
“Rach!” Casey gasped, staring at her like she was crazy. She threw her hands up and laughed.
“What? You would. Let me prove it,”
“No!” Casey refused, shaking his head adamantly. Putting a bit of lipstick on to show her it wasn’t rocket science was one thing. Letting Rachael loose to turn him into an extra from her group’s Rocky Horror production was something else.
“Oh come on. I’ll do your make-up and find you something of Mel’s to put on,”
“I’m not going out dressed in your sister’s slutty clothes!” Casey said. Rachael’s eyes darkened when he insulted her sister, and Casey wondered if they were going to have their first real blowout fight over this. She had that look, the one she got when she’d decided she was getting her own way.
Over anything else, he’d roll over and let her have what she wanted. But this was way too much.
“You’re coming. Every time I go out with my girls you sulk like you think we’re out slutting it up or something. Well, I’m going to show you what we get up to, and in order to prove we’re not behaving differently because my jealous boyfriend is there… You’re going to be a girl for the night!”
Casey blinked at her, his stomach churning. Could he agree to this?
“It’ll be obvious,” he croaked, nervously running his hand through his short mop of dark hair. Following his gesture, Rachael’s eyes narrowed as she considered him thoughtfully, then lit up.
“I still have my wig from when we did Grease,” she said triumphantly. “It’s definitely around here somewhere,”
Casey knew it was in a shoe box in the bottom of her closet, but he wasn’t going to say that. If she couldn’t find it that might be a non-confrontational way to divert her from the current path she was on.
“A wig won’t do anything to disguise the fact that I’m a man in a dress, Rach,” Casey said with more than a hint of resentment.
“Would you let me just show you? Honestly. You have perfect bone structure, so delicate. Go and have a shower and use my razors to get yourself smooth. Everywhere,”
Casey sighed and went to do as he was told, crossing his fingers that the relics of when Rachael played Sandy would stay buried under the clutter in her closet and bail him out of this situation.
He didn’t want to fight with her over this, though he was curious about what it would be like to be someone else. He turned the water on and stepped under the spray, then obediently ran a pink razor over his legs until they were smooth.
“Everywhere!” Rachael shouted to him from the other room, making him roll his eyes, but he did as he was told. It was hard to get between his ass-cheeks, but he managed. He’d heard that shaving made guys’ cocks look bigger, but his seemed small without any hair around it. Why is she making me shave everywhere? It’s not like anyone’s going to be checking here, he thought to himself. But he did it anyway.
Once he stepped out and toweled himself dry, he shivered at the way the friction felt against his smooth skin. It was… nice.
“I’m done. What’s next?” he asked wearily. If luck was on his side, she would have given up trying to find the wig, but as he emerged from the bathroom he saw it resting on the arm of the sofa.
The sound of her cell buzzing with an incoming message made him remember that Nadia was due to arrive at any moment, but rather than bringing relief, it terrified him. Rachael was bad with boundaries. She wouldn’t ask her friend to wait outside while she did, well, whatever it was she wanted to do. She’d let her in, let her watch. Ideally, her arrival would make Rachael abandon her plans of feminizing him, but Casey just wasn’t that naive.
“Is that Nadia?” he asked, his voice rising.
“Yeah,” Rachael said with a giggle, “good voice, by the way, you’ll have to talk like that all night so I hope you can manage it!”
“Is she here? Now?” he said, ignoring her remarks.
“Oh, no, relax. She’s always late, but she will be here soon, so we need to hurry up so I have time to do her make-up as well as yours,”
Rachael had already changed the way she was speaking to him, like he was another one of her girlfriends. She clicked her fingers and pointed to the spot on the sofa where she wanted him to sit. Her cosmetics were spread out across the coffee table, and Casey’s face warmed as he perched on the edge of the seat.
“I’m just going to look like a dude in drag,” he warned.
“Shush, let me work,” Rachael chided. She wielded brushes and sponges, creams and powders, working on Casey’s face with practiced ease. All of her girlfriends liked Rachael to do their make-up, and she got a modest allowance for supplies from the theater because she did the cast’s make-up on show nights. She was good, and if anyone could make him pass for a girl, it was her.
Casey started to get impatient as she primped. He didn’t want Nadia to arrive while he was sitting naked on the sofa, in a full face of make-up. And though he’d never admit it, he wanted to see the end result of his girlfriend’s work.
“Okay, now the wig,” she said, flipping it over. It kind of gave Casey the creeps when it was just lying there, but once Rachael had secured it on his head and the tousled curls fell around his face and brushed his skin, the feeling faded. He lifted his nail as if to start gnawing it, but Rachael slapped his hand away.
“You’re going to smudge your make-up. No more nail biting. Speaking of your nails, I think I have have some falsies to cover up those stumps,”
“Can I at least see my face before you start that?” Casey asked.
“Yeah I guess I’ll leave them until last, they can be drying while I do Nadia,”
Casey was stunned when his girlfriend holds up the mirror and he sees his reflection. He looked like a totally different person, and not like a guy at all.
“Your make-up skills are insane,” Casey said, acknowledging that there certainly was more to it than he’d given credit for.
“Nah, you have a great face. I just highlighted your best bits,” she said, smiling. Casey smiled back, forgetting the bizarre nature of this evening for a moment. His eyes drifted back to the girl in the mirror, as Rachael disappeared into her bedroom to grab the outfit he was going to wear.
When she came back holding a cotton-candy pink dress with a pleated skirt and a pair of pink heels, he understood why she’d kept it hidden from him until now. The reality of how he was going to look, out in public in this ensemble, started to dawn on him.
“Don’t look like that. Trust me, you’re going to look gorgeous. Look in the mirror, you look hot, right?”
Casey looked in the mirror - he didn’t seem to be able to do much else. He nodded, then looked up at his girlfriend, searching for mockery or disgust. She looked amused, but that was all.
“It’s-” he started to argue.
“Nadia is going to be here in, like, five minutes. Do you want her to see you naked?”
“No!” Casey scrambled for the dress she held out, only to have it snatched back at the last second. He looked at her with utter confusion.
“There’s something else I want you to wear for me, as well,” she said, like a confession. For some unknown reason, Casey’s stomach somersaulted. He nodded agreeably and Rachael beamed brightly, that smile that still made his heart beat faster. He should have asked what it was, but he figured he was this far gone.
Rachael reached into a bag he’d thought contained only cosmetics, pulling out an object he didn’t recognize. There was a padlock, small and silver, at one side of it. He frowned.
“What’s that?”
“Lean back and open your legs a bit, try to relax,” Rachael instructed.
“What!?” Casey blinked at the thing she was holding, and a picture started to form in his mind of which part of his anatomy it would affix to.
“You’re not putting that on my cock, no,” he said, but not like he’d refused to go along with things at the start. This refusal was shrill, in a voice halfway between a man’s and a woman’s.
“You said you would, for me,” Rachael pouts, “It’s just for tonight.”
“But… Why?”
Rachael gave too much time before she answered, so Casey didn’t think it was the real reason, though it was a convincing enough one.
“Your dress is pretty short, you can’t go around getting hard or everyone will see. Having this on will stop that,” she shrugged. Casey thought it was more like she got a kick out of literally having his cock and balls under lock and key, but he wasn’t in the mood to pick a fight. His heart was pumping frantically, and his cock had already started to stiffen as if it knew it was being discussed.
“Fine,” he said, though Rachael hadn’t waited to hear him give his assent anyway. Her touch did what it always did, especially when she had her hands on his genitals.
“It’s not going to go on if you get hard, babe,” she chuckled, and the way her breath ghosted over his newly shaved skin made him shiver. 
“Ow! Fuck that hurt!” Casey yelped, his voice more feminine than ever as Rachel’s nails raked against his balls and pinched his sensitive cock-head. His member throbbed, but it had the intended effect of diminishing his arousal enough for her to get the device on him. A plastic tube comprised the main body, which she slipped his penis through, then attached a second part that felt like a cock-ring had been slid onto his balls. It was like a cinch, making him hyper aware of how blood was pumping into his dick.
“Is it safe to wear it?” he asked, imagining having to go to the emergency room and get it cut off his tender genitals.
“Yeah, it’s fine. And look, I have the key right here,” she smiled, looping the chain of her pendant through the hole in it, so it was around her neck.
“Great,” Casey replied, unenthusiastic. How did it get to this? What had he agreed to?
“Now just your dress and your stockings, sissy,” she teased. That last word made Casey’s eyes fly open and his cock throb in a futile effort to get hard within its confines.
Rachael slid the stockings over his feet, up his calves and to his thighs. He told himself it was the intimacy of her touch that was turning him on so much, not the feel of the nylon against his smooth skin. 
Rachael had thought of everything - she even had a padded bra for him. He was surprised, once it was on, to find how convincing it looked. Suddenly he had pert little tits that would perfectly fill out the tiny dress his girlfriend wanted him in. She had chosen a pair of plain cotton panties with a pink ribbon at each side, and once they were snugged up, there was no obvious bulge.
“Wow! You’re a bombshell,” Rachael said, and the sincerity gave Casey goosebumps. “Fuck, I’d love to sit on your face right now,”
Casey’s cock twitched, almost making him moan with surprise at the unfamiliar sensation of trying to get an erection but being unable to thanks to a hard cage.
“Do it,” he said, thinking she might take the cage off and get him off too. Thinking he’d love to feel Rachael’s sweet pussy against his tongue.
“Nadia’s gonna be here, and besides, what about your make-up, hm?”
Casey gave a frustrated sigh and nodded, allowing Rachael to do the finishing touches; his nails, a spritz of perfume. The adhesive on the fake nails she applied had nearly dried by the time Nadia arrived at their apartment.
She didn’t knock, just sent Rachael a text. As his girlfriend bounced over to the door to let her friend in, Casey’s heart really started to pound. Who was he supposed to introduce himself as? If he picked a girl’s name and she recognized him straight away, that would be so embarrassing.
Casey was frozen with fear, his cock throbbing pathetically in his cage. The small part of him that wasn’t on the verge of panic was questioning his sanity for getting caught up in all of this. That was the thing about Rachael though, she made everything seem like a good idea at the time, or at the very least, something you had no choice but to go along with.
“Wow who’s this?” Nadia asked, after the girls had kissed cheeks in greeting and Rachael had told her that her tits looked gorgeous in the dress she was wearing. Casey shyly looked up at her, and internally noted that Rachael was right. Nadia’s breasts were the kind he’d want, if he was actually a woman; big and pert, with perky nipples that stuck out even through her bra.
“This is Callie, my, um, my friend from back home,” Rachael said by way of introduction. To Casey, it was painfully obvious that she’d just made up that statement on the fly. Nadia didn’t even blink.
“Oh, new in town?”
Casey floundered, terrified his voice would break and give his true identity away.
“She’s shy, don’t mind her. Ooh, is that wine?” Rachael grabbed the bottle from her friend and poured three glasses while Nadia took off her coat and started sorting through the array of cosmetics laid out on the table.
“How was your hook-up last night?”
“Oh my God. Trevor has the biggest dick you can imagine,” Nadia gushed.
“Trevor? I thought his name was Trey?”
“Trevor was there too. You haven’t been to heaven until you’ve ridden two big dicks at once, let me tell you,” Nadia said, laughing wickedly at the shocked expression on Casey’s face.
“She really is shy,” Nadia remarked after a moment of observing Casey, making him want to nervously bite his nails again. He didn’t are mess up Rachael’s work though, and instead he fidgeted with the hem of his dress and admired how the color on his nails matched the hot pink of his dress.
Rachael laughed and mouthed the word ‘virgin’, which made Nadia’s eyes bug out, her expression scandalized. 
“No way. Callie, are you a virgin?!”
Casey felt his face grow hot, and his first instinct was to deny it. Then he remembered he wasn’t Casey to Nadia, but Rachael’s shy friend from back home, and instead of denying it, he meekly nodded, in the hopes that it would mean being left out of conversations about sex like earlier.
Nadia’s jaw dropped. Casey picked up his wineglass and took a hearty gulp.
“But you’re so hot! What a cocktease you must be,” Nadia said, nudging Rachael. Rachael’s eyes sparkled and she even seemed a little proud. It sent a tingle of pleasure down Casey’s spine, through to his caged cock.
“But you must have sucked dick before, right?” Nadia asked.
“Look at how embarrassed she is, Nadia,” Rachael giggled, and it took Casey a moment to realize his girlfriend wasn’t sticking up for him, but in fact encouraging Nadia’s line of questioning.
He shook his head demurely, locks of blond hair moving around his face. He brushed one back behind his ear and shifted, trying to find a position that was comfortable and made his chastity device stop tautening over his sensitive skin. As it was, every time his cock twinged, the cage pulled on his balls. It wasn’t painful, but it wasn’t comfortable, either. A constant reminder that his manhood was no longer his, at least not for tonight. 
Not until Rachael decided to unlock him. He tipped back the rest of his wine and winced at the sight of the lipstick imprint on the edge of his glass.
“Well we’re definitely going to fix that tonight,” Nadia said, winking.
“What?” Casey squeaked, his gaze cutting to Rachael pleadingly.
“Yeah?” Rachael asked, putting the finishing touches on Nadia’s brows. There was an impish grin forming on her face.
“Oh yeah. You’re gonna make some hot hunk a very happy man tonight,” Nadia said.
“No way,” Casey’s voice was high and girlish. Rachael’s smirk sent a thrill of excitement through him. He couldn’t believe this conversation was actually turning him on, but it was. He could feel his pre-cum lubing the inside of his cage, a little of it trickling out to soak into his cotton panties.
“What’s the problem? There’s nothing to be scared of, and honey, it is going to do wonders for your self-confidence,” Nadia said.
Rachael nodded her agreement, which made Casey stare at her in confusion. Rachael didn’t give blowjobs. He’d been disappointed at first, but he’d gotten over it. His girlfriend was a ten, easily the sexiest woman he’d ever dated, and the most gorgeous of all her friend group. Not to mention that she was funny and laid back to boot. So no, it hadn’t been a deal breaker when he’d learned she was one of those girls who didn’t go down, especially not when her pussy felt like hot velvet and she didn’t make him wear a condom. Only… It quickly became apparent that Rachael did suck cock. Just not his.
“It’s true, Callie, there’s nothing quite like getting a guy to turn to putty in your hands. Those sexy moans you entice out of him, the way he loses it and will say or do anything as long as you don’t stop,” Rachael said, smiling wistfully. Casey smoothed down his dress over his lap, pressing down on his cage. His cock wanted out. His heart was pounding.
“You do it? And you like it?” He asked, carefully keeping his voice soft.
“You know it,” Rachael replied with a wink. The flush of color that rushed to Casey’s cheeks at that wasn’t all embarrassment, it was a good amount of anger, too. They both knew she as lying, after all.
“Rach here is a blowjob virtuoso. We play a little game where we get a guy each, take him somewhere private and go down on him. Whoever can make her guy cum first is the winner,”
Casey swallowed hard, his throat seeming too tight all of a sudden. The image of his sexy girlfriend acting like a slut with her friends had his cock throbbing even as the jealousy wormed through his veins.
“I couldn’t do anything like that,” he said dismissively.
“Why not?” Nadia asked, eying herself in the mirror as she teased her hair into style.
“I…” Casey started, flustered, “I’d probably gag or something,”
“Have you ever tried?”
Wide-eyed, he shook his head. Nadia shot Rachael a look, and Rachael broke out into another grin.
“Rach, time to show off your skills girl!” Nadia clapped, her bracelets jingling together.
“Alright alright,” Rachael laughed, retreating into their bedroom. Casey stared after her, bewildered. He had lost control of the situation and they hadn’t even left their apartment yet! It all felt vaguely dreamlike, and it even seemed feasible that Rachael was going to emerge from their bedroom with a well-hung stud in tow to demonstrate her oral talents on.
Thankfully, what she brought out instead was just the mirror ordinarily resting against the wall, on top of her dresser. Then he spotted what was in her other hand - a dildo he’d never seen before in his life. It was thick and detailed, right down to the heavy balls that sat at its base. On the underside was a suction cup to affix it to a surface.
Rachael licked her fingertip and teased the moisture into the suction cup, in a gesture that Casey shouldn’t have found erotic but absolutely did. She attached it to the edge of the coffee table where it jutted obscenely, and Casey stared at it with bewilderment.
“Has Casey seen that yet?” Nadia asked, her laughter mocking.
“I think he might have,” Rachael shrugged, obviously enjoying the secret
“Sure hope not, huh,” Nadia laughed, sticking her pinky finger out and wiggling it. Rachael cracked up, and Casey was stunned as he realized they were making fun of his modest size. Right to his face. At least, Rachael knew it was right to his face anyway, and that was what mattered most.
He couldn’t speak, the humiliation making his face warm and his cock stir.
“You just need practice,” Rachael said with a wink, crossing to the other side of the sofa. “Go on, give it a try. I think you’ll like it,”
Casey stared at her, his cheeks flaming. Did she really expect him to put his mouth on that thing!?
“No thank you,” he refused, again tugging on the pleated hem of his dress. He moistened his lips, staring at the length of silicone. Rachael’s fingers slid through the strands of hair at the back of his head, and she pushed him down onto the floor. Casey was scared to resist; any display of strength would blow his cover in front of Nadia. He didn’t feel particularly strong, anyway, in fact it was like the strength had been sapped from his body.
“Your jaw will ache after sucking for a while Sometimes you can just keep your mouth open and let him do the work. Or use your hands,” Rachael said, settling herself down on the floor next to him. She began to pump the dildo with her fist, and Casey was mesmerized by how it moved, the tip bobbing up and down. It was so realistic. Up close, he could see every detail.
“Wet the head with your tongue. Lick as much as you can, you want to get him nice an wet,” Rachael advised. Casey watched, hoping for a demonstration. Obviously he’d prefer one with his own cock as the teaching tool, but he found watching his girlfriend expertly touch the dildo was a very erotic sight.
“Go on,” Rachael urged, pushing his head toward the fake cock again, and none too gently.
Casey’s lips bumped against the tip, staining it with lipstick. He flicked his tongue out as he’d been shown, and did his best to slick the length of it with saliva. He did a few passes, licking tentatively at the phallus. He could feel ridges and veins under his tongue, it was almost like the real thing. Only, there was no discernible taste at all, and it actually wasn’t so bad like he’d expected. Just humiliating.
He looked sideways at Rachael and tried to ask her why she was making him do this without saying anything. Rachael was watching him with keen interest, and Casey had to wonder if she was getting turned on by this. She’d sure seemed to be worked up once she’d seen him fully transformed into the new persona she’d created for him. And she was the one making him do this in the first place!
Bolstered by the fire in her eyes, he opened his mouth wide and tried not to let all of his lipstick smear off onto the silicone as he took it into his mouth.
“Breathe through your nose,” Rachael said, gathering his hair back into a loose ponytail in her fist.
Casey could only fit the head and the first inch of the shaft into his mouth at first, struggling to open wide enough to take it in.
“Open wider,” Rachael said, bossy. More surprising than her tone was the eager way he complied. Being told what to do while he was all dressed up like this just felt strangely right. He whimpered slightly when her hand pushed him down further onto the dildo, but it wasn’t because it was uncomfortable (though it was). It was because his cage was restricting him from getting fully hard, and the sensation was unfamiliar and intense.
Casey pressed his thighs together and clenched his fingers in his dress, his eyes fluttering closed as the cock slid further into his mouth.
“There ya go, you’re getting it now girl,” Nadia cheered, raising her glass. The encouragement was much needed, as the thick, rounded tip of the dildo nudged against the opening of his throat. Tears sprang to his eyes and his instinct was to rear back and start coughing.
“Callie,” Rachael said sharply, disappointment looming. ‘I’m Callie tonight, not Casey. And Callie is one of the girls. Hot, like Nadia says,’ he thought to himself. ‘And Callie wants to learn how to suck cock and please men.’
As if by redefining himself as someone else, his throat began to relax. The intrusive, submissive thoughts didn’t trouble him because he didn’t let himself linger on them. Casey took in a slow, deep breath, and pushed down on the dildo until he felt it slipping past the tight ring at the very back of his mouth, down into his throat. His mouth flooded with saliva and he couldn’t keep it all in, his lips so stretched around the girth of the phallus.
“Now pull back and let it go down your throat again. More this time,” Rachael commanded, her voice still authoritative. Casey liked it a lot when she took that tone with him, he was discovering.
He sucked and slurped the dildo into his mouth, then let it slide against the back of his throat. He didn’t gag straight away this time, and he found he could stop himself as long as he concentrated.
His girlfriend held up the mirror to show him how he looked, and Casey’s eyes widened. His cheeks hollowed as he sucked on the fake cock, his lips plump and his eyes sultry. He looked like such a slut, and for some reason it turned him on. He bobbed back and forth, the cock sliding in and out of his mouth. It was an erotic act even with just a dildo, but he couldn’t help wondering what it would be like to experience the things Rachael had described. What it would feel like to suck a real cock instead of a silicone one.
“Now try swallowing while it’s there,” Rachael said. Casey did, and it felt like the suction cup might not hold for a second, as if he could swallow the cock all the way down his throat. The surrise of just quite how the strange new sensation felt made his eyebrows raise, and he forgot to concentrate on not gagging.
“It’s okay,” Rachael giggled, refusing to relent the pressure she was applying to the back of his head, keeping him trapped with her dildo sitting mostly in his throat. He couldn’t breathe when it was that deep, and his face was starting to redden from more than just embarrassment.
He moaned around the cock, trying to convey his urgent need to breathe. He could have shoved himself away, but Cassie couldn’t. And he was finding himself falling deeper into character…
Casey moaned again, more urgent and high pitched, and Rachael let go of him. He came up for air, gasping in breath after breath. His chin was wet with saliva, and it looked as though most of his lipstick had rubbed off onto the dildo in front of him.
Rachael cleaned up his face with a tissue and touched up his make-up, a faint smile on her face. Casey was just glad it was over. His heart was pounding, and each throb was echoed in his caged cock. ‘Why the hell am I so aroused!?’ he wondered desperately.
“The girls want to know when we’re going to be at the bar. They’ve got a few guys hanging around already buying them rounds,” Nadia said, tapping away at her phone’s touchscreen.
“Tell them we’re heading down now. Oh - and text your two friends from last night down, I want to see what all the fuss is about,” Rachael giggled, raising her eyebrows suggestively.
Casey couldn’t believe it. The strangest thing was that for the first time, his jealousy didn’t feel out of control. His world wasn’t falling apart. He wasn’t sure anymore if the jealousy had stemmed from worry that Rachael would cheat on him when she went out for girls night, or if he had just felt… left out.
In a way, he was getting what he’d wished for. And boy, was he starting to appreciate that warning about being careful what you wish for…
***
Walking in heels had proved to be a challenge, and Casey had to link arms with his girlfriend to manage. Nadia had laughed and accused him of not being able to handle a couple of glasses of wine, and he’d let it be his cover story instead of explaining that he’d never walked in heels before. In truth, the half bottle of chardonnay he’d gulped down had just managed to mellow him out a little and stop him from falling apart under the exquisite humiliation.
They traveled downtown on the subway, Nadia busily texting last night’s hunks while Rachael twisted her fingers through Casey’s, and used her other hand to tease his cock through his panties. She’d never been fond of public displays of affection when he was in his usual male persona, but it was as if she couldn’t keep her hands off of Cassie.
Casey was torn between enjoying the attention and finding it torturous. His cock was trying in vain to stand erect, and the caress of the silky cotton panties on his balls was making him drip with pre-cum. All of this was only heightened when his girlfriend leaned close and whispered, “You’re going to be such a slut tonight.”
His heart was racing as he wondered if the other commuters had any idea of what was going on. Nadia hadn’t noticed, and she’d actually met him before as Casey, so he supposed total strangers wouldn’t be able to guess his secret. The uncertainty had him on edge though, so when they got out onto the street once more, Casey was relieved.
By the time they arrived at the bar where they were meeting, Casey had learned to carry himself in heels, moving with a dainty, over-exaggerated mince. The group were at a large table not far from the bar, and Casey’s heart squeezed and started to pump faster at the sight of the guys they were with.
Nadia bounced over and kissed the two guys on the end. They were broad-shouldered, muscular, with skin like rich coffee. They simply exuded masculinity, dressed in polo shirts that were tight over the chest and bicep. 
“Trey, Trevor. This is Rachael, and this is Cassie. Cassie’s got something to show one of you lucky boys,” Nadia said, dissolving into wicked laughter. Casey held his breath without realizing he was doing it as two sets of warm brown eyes roamed over him from head to toe.
 “Count me in, babygirl,” Casey had no idea whether it was Trey or Trevor who had spoken first, but his friend nodded in agreement and flashed Casey a predatory smile.
“Um,” Casey mumbled, feeling his face heat up. He clutched Rachael’s hand and pulled, hoping to get her attention.
“She’s shy,” Rachael explained, “but just wait till she’s got a couple more drinks in her,”
“Not the only thing that’s gonna end up in her,” Nadia snorts with laughter.
“Why don’t you guys dance while I grab a drink,” Rachael said, pushing Casey toward the table with a firm palm at the small of his back. Casey minced forward so he didn’t fall over.
“Sure thing babygirl,” the other guy replied, “Just point the bartender at this table, they know we got your tab,”
“Such gentlemen,” Rachael said with a sigh and a dramatic swoon. Casey really wanted to follow her and cling to her, but he knew that she’d disapprove. She seemed to be thoroughly enjoying herself, and he wasn’t about to ruin that. He took in a deep breath, lifted his chin, and accepted the big hand that was held out to him.
“Trevor?” he asked tentatively as he was pulled against that broad chest.
“Trey,” he corrected, leading Casey out onto the crowded dance floor before Casey could think of a reasonable excuse or protest.
The music was loud and heavy on the bass, and everyone was so close together that he was pressed against hot bodies on all sides. It became apparent that this wasn’t an ordinary bar, as there were patrons in various states of undress, and a few might have even been engaged in more than innocent dancing. He was suddenly grateful for the chastity device holding his cock down, because if he hadn’t been wearing it, it would have been very evident.
Casey couldn’t understand his body’s betrayal, but feeling the thick, hard length of Trey’s erect cock grinding against his ass was awakening some deeply repressed feelings of longing. The fear made it more intense, as Trey’s huge hands encircled his waist, then moved up to knead his tits. Well, his padded bra at least. He held his breath, waiting for Trey to notice, but he didn’t. He just kept on moving his body against Casey’s in time to the music, the heat and pressure from his cock making Casey have flashbacks of kneeling in front of his girlfriend’s dildo earlier in the night.
At the thought of Rachael, he looked for her at the bar. She was sipping something colorful and had her eyes locked on Casey and Trey, a satisfied smile curving her lips. She made her way back to their table, just as Trey’s wandering hand slipped beneath the edge of Casey’s skirt. The warm touch felt good, but he knew he had to escape.
“I’m thirsty,” he’d excused himself, “But thanks for the dance,”
He felt giddy and breathless as he slipped into a seat between Rachael and Bree. On his girlfriend’s other side was Trevor, resting his palm casually on her thigh. Casey noticed and sipped at his drink, his heart beating erratically. ‘My gorgeous girlfriend is going to suck that black bodybuilder’s cock,’ he thought, the realization making him a little dizzy. The jealousy reared up again, but what confused Casey more than ever was he couldn’t tell who he was jealous of anymore!
He finished his drink while Trevor and Rachael danced together, though he’d hardly have called what they were doing dancing. Rachael was wearing a tight black dress that ended midway down her thighs, and as their bodies gyrated together to the music, he saw the edge of it lift.
Someone placed another drink down in front of him and he gulped that down too, finding the alcohol took away some of his inhibitions and that he was actually feeling really good. Sexy.
He’d never felt sexy as Casey, but in this skimpy outfit and with all the heads he was turning, Casey felt confident and vixen-like. He was also definitely buzzed from the cocktails to be able to admit that to himself.
He watched with wide, bright eyes as Rachael and Trevor continued to move together, their mouths meeting and tongues visible as they kissed. Trey followed his stare and lifted his chin up, gesturing to the couple.
“Good to go again?”
Casey caught his girlfriend’s eye, and she winked as she tugged Trevor’s wrist, leading him back to their table. His jeans were unbuttoned, his fly open, and Casey knew what was going to happen next. He was going to see his girlfriend’s blowjob skills firsthand.
“Actually I think I want to see this,” he said to Trey apologetically. Trey looked confused, then a grin broke out across his handsome face.
“Oh damn,” he grinned. Rachael pushed Trevor down onto the chair and her friends whistled. It was about then that Casey noticed Noelle had disappeared under the table and was on the floor between another guy’s thighs, working on his thick cock with her mouth.
“You game?” Trey asked hopefully, giving Casey’s ass a hard slap and grabbing at the crotch of his own jeans. Casey looked at his girlfriend straddling the muscular black man and grinding her hips down onto his cock. It was a huge turn on, and he felt uninhibited enough to nod his agreement to Trey’s question.
“Good girl!” Rachael said, breaking away from Trevor to praise her boyfriend. Casey blushed, the sting of humiliation only furthering his arousal. He wondered if he’d ever get used to the way the chastity device tugged when his caged cock tried to get hard.
“Here, just do what I do,” Rachael said confidently, tugging down the waistband of Trevor’s boxers so his cock sprang free. Casey’s eyes bugged out as he appreciated the impressive girth. His cock was at least twice the size Casey’s was, and he was still growing!
Eager to learn what Trey was packing, Casey mirrored his girlfriend’s movements, granted with considerably less confidence. Trey’s cock almost hit him right in the face as he freed it. It was thick and smelled musky and masculine where the dildo he’d practiced on early didn’t smell of anything. He drank in the new sensations for a few seconds, then looked over at Rachael for direction.
His girfriend’s head was bobbing up and down as she licked her way from the broad cockhead down to his heavy balls. Casey’s heart raced, exhilarated by what was happening around him and the fact that there was an audience to every second of it. Beside her, Noelle was hungrily going down on her man, too.
Not wanting to be left out, Casey got to work as he’d been shown before. He opened his mouth as wide as he could just to test whether he could fit Trey’s impressive girth into his mouth. He was a little bigger than Rachael’s toy, after all, but Casey found it much easier to get his member nice and wet. It was also more pleasant than having a fake dick in his mouth, as his eager attentions were rewarded by grunts and moans of approval.
His ears were ringing with the sound of the bass from the music, and the groans of the two other men being sucked off at the same table.
“Mmm!” Rachael moaned enthusiastically, the entirety of Trevor’s thick meat disappearing down her throat as she encouraged him to buck his hips up and fuck her face. Casey knew he couldn’t manage that, not yet anyway, and he went slow and steady, licking Trey’s cock thoroughly. His shaft gleamed with Casey’s saliva in the low club lights as he pulled back to admire his work.
From beside him, Trevor gave a contented sigh. Casey’s eyes flickered over to Rachael periodically as he wrapped his lips around Trey’s huge dick and fed it as far down his throat as he was able to. Rachael was always looking his way when he looked over, her eyes burning with the same fire he’d seen earlier in the night. ‘Ok, so maybe I am enjoying this, but so is she!’ 
“Damn babygirl you a professional!” Trey remarked, making Casey swell with pride, and somehow still he felt the sting of humiliation that his girlfriend was hearing it.
“Noelle’s going to make her man come first unless you ladies step up your game,” Nadia said, clapping. Casey was pretty competitive, and he realized that was something he and Cassie had in common, as he doubled his enthusiasm. He didn’t even think about what would happen if he won.
Before long, the signs that Trey was about to come were there; his hands were fisted, one at his side and one in Casey’s blond wig, and his breathing was rapid. Casey glanced up as he worked his throat around the throbbing member, and saw the lines of tendons standing out in Trey’s neck.
“Oh fuck!” Trey shouted, his cock twitching. The first jets of hot spunk went straight down Casey’s throat and his reflex was to swallow and swallow again. It made Trey moan, a deep and primal noise that made a shiver run down Casey’s spine.
“Oh my god, Cassie got him off first,” Nadia cheered. Casey was too stunned to say anything, and he had his mouth full anyway as Trey’s cock continued to spasm and leak salty cum over his tongue. It didn’t disgust him, in fact he felt strangely proud of himself.
Rachael let go of Trevor’s cock with an audible pop and smiled broadly at her boyfriend.
“Great job hon,” she said, “I knew there was a sexy little slut in there dying for a chance to let her hair down,”
Casey flushed, knowing that Rachael might have seemed to be talking to Cassie to everyone else, but the comment was actually directed at him. He didn’t know how she’d figured out he was craving something like this, or if she hadn’t cared because she wanted to do it so much herself. Either way, he was glad. He was having the time of his life!
“Help me finish Trevor off,” she urged, shuffling aside so there was room for him to kneel beside her.
“Hell yes,” Trevor said with a grin, stretching his arms out across the backs of the seats either side of him.
Rachael held the thick base of his cock with one hand and flicked her tongue over the ridge at his crown with the other. Casey bit his lip to hold back his moan, then tentatively did the same thing. His tongue brushed against hers and they kissed around the throbbing cock while Rachael milked the shaft up and down with her hand.
“Mmm,” Rachael urged Trevor on as his thighs tensed. She noticed it before Casey did, but her warning let him be prepared as the cock they were sucking on erupted with come. Jet after jet escaped from Trevor’s pulsing member, coating both of their faces and running down their spit-slicked chins.
“Hot!” Nadia declared, and there was a camera flash as she took a souvenir. Casey was too dazed to protest.
“My jaw hurts,” Noelle complained, making Rachael laugh. She wiped her face off with a napkin but took Casey’s hand when he tried to reach for his own. She shook her head, signaling that he wasn’t to clean the cum off of his face until she gave permission.
“Don’t spoil your make-up,” she said meaningfully. Casey realized it might not be the best idea to wipe his face until he knew how much it would reveal, but that meant sitting with his face covered in come until Rachael decided she was ready to leave!
He waited patiently, trying not to fidget for a position more comfortable on his locked up cock (there wasn’t one). He was desperate to be let out of his cage to play, and thought maybe, just maybe, once they got home Rachael might reward his blowjob performance with a performance of her own…
At last, she nodded at him to let him know they were leaving. She still didn’t let him clean his face though, and they walked back to the subway and traveled all the way back to their apartment with him wearing the evidence of their shared, sloppy blowjob.
Back at home at last, it was a relief to kick off his borrowed heels.
“Hey, put those back on,” Rachael instructed. With wide eyes, Casey did as he was told, slipping his feet back into the sexy shoes. Rachael nodded her satisfaction and led him to the bedroom, reaching for the key around her neck.
Casey’s heart fluttered with excitement. After being teased all night, he was finally going to be let out.
“Get on the bed,”
Again, Casey did as he was told. He lay on his back with his knees bent and parted, giving Rachael easy access to his caged cock. He’d never been so excited just at the thought of being able to get an erection before. Rachael tied a blindfold over his eyes, but he’d learned not to question or protest by now. He sensed her moving around the bedroom but all he could focus on was the thought of the blowjob he was about to receive at long last.
“I’m going to take this off now, seeing as you were such a good cockslut tonight,” Rachael said, pressing down on the chastity device for effect. Casey whimpered and swallowed, nodding. He wasn’t even ashamed anymore. He’d loved every moment.
“But you’re not to touch yourself. Not unless I say you can,” she warned. Casey’s brow furrowed. Why would he need to touch himself if she was there? He could feel the bed dip as Rachael crawled onto it and knelt in the space between his thighs. She slipped his panties down his legs slowly. A click and sudden rush of sensation to his cock signified that she’d slipped off his cage. He was more sensitive than he’d ever been, his cock growing stiff in seconds once it was no longer restrained. The night’s events had him overstimulated and desperate for release.
He recognized the sound of the lube they kept in the bedside drawer being opened and wondered what it was for. Anticipation and dread warred within him, with excitement winning out. He trusted Rachael, after all, he never would have admitted to wanting to try the things he’d tried so far tonight, but she’d guided him to new realms of experience.
“What-!” he started, reaching for the blindfold as he felt something cool and slick begin to press between his ass cheeks. Scooting away, he pulled the cloth away from his eyes and stared down at Rachael, his lips parting when he saw that she had the dildo from earlier that night mounted in a harness that she was wearing.
Casey’s mouth went dry at the sight. Her dress was hiked up and the rubber cock stuck out and swayed as she moved. She stroked it with slow movements, a smile on her pretty lips.
“Relax, it’s just us,” Rachael urged, “I know you were thinking about this when you had Trey’s big cock in your mouth,”
“I…” Casey croaked, trying to summon a denial. He had wondered what it would feel like to go all the way, to get stuffed by a big cock and be used for someone else’s pleasure.
“Now remember what I said! Hands off until I say,” Rachael said, lining up the head of the dildo with Casey’s virgin asshole. He inhaled sharply as it began to penetrate him, his eyes fluttering closed and his teeth gritted as the stretching sensation became painful.
“It’s too big,” he whined, still in his girl’s voice.
“No it’s not,” Rachael cooed, curling a hand around the base of his cock and jerking it soothingly. The waves of pleasure distracted him from the invasion happening in his ass. Inch by inch, the rubber cock disappeared, swallowed by his body until eventually Rachael’s hips were flush against him. Casey was panting, moaning, feeling completely emasculated with his girlfriend’s cock in his ass while he was wearing heels and a dress. 
“You look so sexy. Next time you’re going to ride my cock hard until you cum,” Rachael said, stroking his shaft a little faster. She pulled the dildo out of him and he whimpered at the loss of pressure and the sensation of being empty. She pushed back in carefully, then withdrew, her pace with each stroke getting faster and smoother until she was fucking him with abandon.
She took her hands off of his cock in order to grip his hips and get the best angle to drive her dildo deep into his channel. Casey desperately wanted to jerk off, and with every slam of her hips against his ass, his cock slapped against his abdomen leaving smears of pre-cum. There was so much of it! The unfamiliar deep tingling from behind his balls was intensifying as Rachael kept up her rhythm of thrusting. He looked up at her face, seeing the desire and the lust more clearly than ever.
“Oh yes!” she screamed, her hair tumbling forward as with a final thrust she shattered from the friction of the dildo against her hidden clit. It was the final push that Casey needed to reach his own relief, his untouched cock twitching as pleasure crashed over him. Wave after wave of cum gushed from his tip, splashing his dress and even getting in his hair. It was the most intense orgasm of his life, and he lay desperately gasping for breath afterward. 
“There. Now the only thing that will ever feel that good is having a big cock reaming you!” Rachael giggled as she pulled the dildo out and slipped out of her harness.
Casey was still too dazed to reply, the aftershocks of his release continuing to send pleasure through him. Rachael nestled against his side and smiled down at him.
“So I think Cassie should come play with us on girl’s night more often,” she said playfully.
“I think so too,” Casey admitted, coy.
Rachael hugged him tight and laughed, lifting the hem of his dress to take a peek at his ass in panties.
“But don’t think I’m going to let you win next time!”




Sissy Situation
‘Fuck!’ Chris thought as he sprinted down the street, ‘fuck, fuck, fuck!’. 
Every couple of minutes he glanced around and over his shoulder; his adrenaline high and blood pumping as he ran to his girlfriend’s place. She’d know what to do. He could always count on her in a crisis. 
He burst through the doors to Becky’s apartment building and headed straight for the stairs, breathing heavily as he pounded the steps to the second floor, skidding to a halt outside of her apartment and hammering on the door. 
‘Come on…’ he muttered under his breath, looking around anxiously and urging Becky to answer the door. He hammered again. 
“Becky?” he hissed through the door, “you there?” 
There was no answer. 
Chris tore at his hair, trying his phone again. Still no power. Just as he turned to leave, he heard a click at the door and Becky opened it a sliver. 
“Chris?” she asked, confused, opening the door fully. 
He pushed through the door and into the apartment, startling Becky. 
“What the hell, Chris?” she demanded as he paced the living room. 
He tried to piece it all together so that he could explain. But came up short. It was all a blur. Becky was watching him, not speaking. It was clear something was wrong; he just needed a minute to process. 
Finally he sighed deeply and slumped against the arm of the couch. 
“I fucked up, Bex,” he said, remiss. 
“What do you mean?” she asked, concerned. 
“I was out last night with Daryl,” he said, gravely. Becky didn’t follow, until he added, “Tony’s little brother.” 
“Tony’s brother?” she questioned, “I didn’t think he was old enough to drink?” 
“He’s not,” Chris said, “he’s eighteen. But he was in the bar anyway; he had a fake ID, and so we got talking and had a few drinks.” 
“So?” Becky shrugged, “I don’t think Tony’s going to hold that against you. I’d be pretty damn surprised to hear Daryl didn’t get that fake ID from him.” 
“It’s not that,” Chris shook his head, “I’d had a couple of drinks already. So after a couple of hours, I was pretty drunk,” he explained, “and this guy shoved into me and spilled my drink and I just kind of lost it,” he said, his head bowed, “I hit him and he went down and we got out of there.” 
Chris rubbed his eyes, trying to recall the details. 
“Before we could get away, some guys this dude was with came outside and ran after us. They caught up with Daryl and…” he trailed off. 
“Is he okay?” Becky asked. 
“I saw on Facebook this morning that he had to go to hospital and had three stitches,” Chris said, ashen, “I didn’t even remember until I saw it,” he said. 
“Wait,” Becky said, “this morning?” 
“I just kept going,” Chris shook his head, ashamed, “I mean, there were three of them. I couldn’t have stopped it,” he said, uncertain. 
He pulled his phone from his pocked and held it up to show it had no battery. 
“I also had about a million missed calls and texts from Tony,” he said, “he was calling again when my phone died; so I couldn’t read them,” he laughed sombrely, “but I don’t think he’s too happy.” 
Becky understood. She liked Tony; so did Chris. They knew him much better than his brother, Daryl. But they also knew his reputation wasn’t without merit. He was an MMA fighter with a hot temper and was quick to anger, and they'd both seen him fly off the handle for less. 
As much as Becky wanted to reassure Chris about what he was implying, she knew he was probably right. Chris had left Tony’s brother to get his ass kicked and she didn’t doubt that Tony would be looking to return the favour. If Chris had stayed and tried to protect Daryl, Tony would almost certainly be on the warpath to get back at the guys in the bar; but that wasn’t how things played out. 
“Maybe you should try and talk to him,” Becky tried, “you could explain that you were drunk and weren’t thinking clearly?” She tried.
“Yeah,” Chris scoffed, “you know Tony; do you really think he’s going to care?”
It seemed as unlikely to Becky as it did to Chris. 
“So,” she started, “what’s your plan, then?”
“I need to hide out,” Chris said, “give him some time to cool down. I’ve got some vacation time; I’ll take it and maybe get out of town for a while,” he said, contemplating, “but I’m going to need a couple of days to make arrangements. Do you think I could stay here?” He asked, half pleading.  
“Of course you can,” Becky said softly, “but, babe; don’t you think the first place he’s going to look for you is here?”  
Chris didn’t respond. He simply stared at the ceiling, finally nodding in acceptance.
“But hold on a minute,” Becky said, starting to pace herself now, “what if you were here, but not here?”  
“What do you mean?” Chris asked, not understanding Becky’s formulating plan. 
“Don't they say that hiding in plain sight is the best way to hide?” she said, a grin spreading across her face.  
“I don’t know,” Chris said, still confused, “probably?” 
“Stick with me here,” she said,running out of the room. 
Chris stood and watched after her, at a loss, until she returned giddily, carrying a baby pink dress in her hands.
She held it up to Chris and smiled widely. 
“Perfect,” she said. 
“Bex, what are you doing?” Chris asked.   
“Stick with me,” she repeated, “I still have a bunch of clothes that Sam left behind when she moved out. She was about the same size as you and…” 


“You want me to dress up like a girl and you think Tony won’t recognize me?!” Chris interrupted, incredulous, “do you have any idea how fucking crazy that sounds!” he said in disbelief. 


“Do you have a better idea?” Becky snapped. 


“I don’t know,” he said, meekly, “I thought I could hide in a closet or something?” 
“Chris…,” Becky said softly, “imagine you’re looking for someone you know is ducking you and probably hiding. What’s the first place you look?” 
“Under the bed,” he said with a weak smile. 
“Okay, the second, then,” Becky replied. 
“In the closet,” Chris said after a pause, “but, let’s say I humor you and dress up like a girl. I’m a guy and Tony knows me. There’s no way he’d buy it.” 
“Do you trust me?” Becky asked. 
“You know I do,” he said sincerely, “that’s why I’m here.” 
“Then just go with it,” she said tenderly, “we probably don’t have a whole lot of time before Tony shows up here; so we had better get to it.” 
Chris shook his head as though he were resigned to his fate, but without any other option he could see; he finally nodded his head in agreement. 
Surprisingly, Becky excitedly clapped her hands when she saw Chris’ acceptance and grabbed him by the arm, dragging him behind her as she skipped to the bathroom. 
“Like you said,” she started, turning on the shower, “Tony knows you; so we’ll have to do a really good job. We can’t just put you in a dress and a wig and call you Christine,” she laughed, not unkindly. “So get in and shave head to toe,” she said, holding a pink disposable razor out to him. 
“Okay,” Chris said, bargaining, “that’s going too far,” he protested, “I mean—I get your point, but this seems unnecessary. I can just shave my beard; I don’t need to shave everything!” 
“Chris,” Becky said firmly, “you either need to jump into this with both feet or not at all. The way I see it, you don’t have many choices here, babe,” she said a little coldly for Chris’ liking, given the circumstances. She thrust the razor out to him again and this time, he took it. 
“On second thoughts,” she said as Chris started to undress, “here’s the whole pack. I don’t think one is gonna cut it. Use my nice jasmine soap; it smells really good.” 
Chris blushed as he took the pack of razors and shrugged out of his male clothes. He dropped them to the floor with a sense of farewell, knowing that he wouldn’t be wearing them again for at least the day. 
“Oh,” Becky said as she left the bathroom, “practice your girly voice while you’re in there!” 
‘My girly voice?’ Chris thought as he stepped into the shower. 
“Hi,” he said as femininely as he could, “nice to meet you.” 
He let the water fall over him, washing away the sweat from his run and the traces of his hangover, saying the same sentence over and over, recognising his voice less and less. 
When he lathered the fragrant purple soap into his body, he couldn’t help but think how good it smelled. It was familiar to him but different; he’d never really thought about it before, but he really enjoyed how Becky smelled. It was an innately feminine scent that he loved. 
The contrast to his own body wash was notable, but… nice. He wasn’t sure how long he’d been in the shower enjoying the way he now smelled until Becky called from the other room reminding him that she was waiting. 
“Hi, nice to meet you,” he said again in his rapidly improved girl’s voice as he removed the guard from a razor. 
Taking a deep breath, Chris ran the razor over his soapy legs. He took a second to note how odd the path of smooth skin he had just cleared through the otherwise hairy leg looked and resolved that there was no going back. 
With a focused eye, he shaved his legs until the razor was dull and grabbed another to give himself a second pass. Once he was satisfied that his legs were completely smooth he traced his fingers across the sensitive skin, shuddering slightly at the electrically pleasant sensation. 
His chest and arm hair seemed easier to remove, and although he struggled a little with his ass by the fourth razor he was done and completely smooth from head to toe, just as Becky had instructed him. 
He stepped out of the shower and wiped the steam from the mirror. Staring at himself for a moment, as though trying to memorize his masculine face and imagine what it might look like when was fully feminized. 
Chris shook his head, not believing he would be able to pull any of this off. He would just end up getting his ass kicked, or worse, while wearing a dress. 
He foamed up some shampoo and rubbed it into his wet beard in place of shaving cream and with a sigh began to shave. This was something, at least, he was used to; and before long his face was smooth and fresh. 
It had been a couple of years since the last time he had no beard and for a brief second he didn’t recognize himself in the mirror. He looked maybe a little younger, but still undoubtedly male. 
Chris wrapped himself in a towel and walked through to the living room to meet Becky. On the coffee table, she had laid out all kinds of make up and was sat on the couch waiting for him. 
“All done?” she asked, brightly. 
“Yeah,” Chris said sombrely. His mind flashing back to how good the touch of his fingers against his smooth legs had felt. 
“Let me see,” she said, standing with her hands on her hips. 
Chris unwrapped his towel and set it aside. He and Becky had seen each other naked countless times, but somehow he felt exposed and vulnerable under her scrutinizing gaze. 
“Good job,” she finally said, smiling widely, “come on.” 
Becky led the way through the apartment to her roommate Sam’s old room. On the bed she had laid out some lacy white stockings and a matching set of baby blue silk thong and bra. Chris blushed again at the thought of wearing such things. 
She grabbed him by the now soft and smooth arm and pulled him over to the bed excitedly. 
“Put these on,” she said, presenting the panties to him, “they’re mine but they have some stretch in them. They should fit until we can get you some of your own.” 
“What do you mean ‘some of my own’?” Chris almost spat. He thought this was supposed to be a last resort, not the start of a new wardrobe. 
“Well, who knows how long you’ll need to hide out,” Becky said. She sounded sincere, but he curl of her lips and the glint in her eye made Chris even more suspicious that she was somehow enjoying all of this. 
He knew there was little point in arguing at this point, though. Better to just get ready and work out the details later, he decided, taking the silken panties from Becky with gritted teeth. 
He pulled on the delicate little thong, adjusting his cock. He’d expected them to be uncomfortable; that he was prepared for. What he wasn’t ready for, however, was the shimmers of arousal he felt as the silk brushed over his manhood, caressing it softly. 
Becky noticed the confusion on his face and smiled knowingly, “how do they feel?” she asked. 
“Fine,” Chris murmured noncommittally, not wanting to admit the fact that he loved how they felt on him, or that his cock was stiffening at the sensations he’d never felt before. 
“Well you look great,” Becky said, somewhat earnestly, “I actually think they suit you.” 
“Are you enjoying this?” Chris asked, accusingly. 
“Maybe,” she replied quickly and slightly sultrily, “are you?” 
“Absolutely not!” Chris defended, “I’m just willing to do whatever it takes to avoid having my face caved in!” 
“Okay,” she smiled with a hint of scepticism, “be careful putting the stockings on. I forgot something; I’ll be right back.” 
Becky rushed out of the room, leaving Chris stood naked but for the baby blue thong barely concealing his still hardening cock. 
He felt completely and utterly humiliated; not able to imagine a more absurd scenario if he tried. But God, the feeling of the material against his cock. He reached down and rubbed his shaft through the panties with one hand and ran his other up and down his newly shaved leg, only snapping out of the trance like distraction for fear of being caught by Becky. 
Heeding her advice, he sat on the edge of the bed and cautiously pulled the stockings on, sliding them up his now smooth legs to the thighs as Becky returned. 
She was holding a sizeable silicone breast form in each hand. She tossed them to Chris who caught them against his chest, staring at the forms with disbelief. Again he considered arguing, but decided there was no point. 
“Are you sure you’re not enjoying being dressed like that?” Becky asked, with an amused lilt to her voice. 
“Of course I am!” Chris shot back as convincingly as he could; no longer entirely certain. 
Becky slid to her knees in front of him and ran her hands up his stockinged thighs, causing his already treacherous cock to harden further. Chris tried to hide it, but it was no use; the this fabric of the panties couldn’t contain his now bulging erection and Becky was looking straight at it. 
Before Chris could try and pass it off as anything else – a hangover boner, perhaps – Becky stroked his engorged cock through the panties, just as he had a few moments earlier. 
“I don’t think I believe you,” she purred, “not with this” she said, squeezing his rock hard cock gently to emphasise her point, before continuing to stroke him. “Doesn’t that feel good?” She teased. 
Chris sighed as she caressed his cock and balls through the silk thong, not wanting her to stop, but not wanting her to force his confession that he did love the way it felt. 
“We have to do something about it,” Becky said, matter-of-factly, slipping his aching cock out from beneath the panties, “girls don’t tend to have erections like this,” she joked, licking the tip of it and tenderly sucking on the sensitive head. 
Chris moaned in pleasure as she sucked him further into her hot, wet mouth; sliding her lips further down the shaft, inching back and forth until he slipped fully into her throat. Becky had always given incredible head, especially when she was as turned on as she seemed to be in that moment. 
“Mmm,” she moaned as she slowly withdrew his wet cock from her mouth, “come on, baby,” she cooed, “there’s nothing to be ashamed about,” she said as she barely stroked him denying him any real pleasure. 
“Okay,” Chris relented, willing her to take him back into her mouth, “it feels great,” he admitted reluctantly. 
Becky squealed with pleasure and plunged him back into her mouth, sucking him hard and fast as she rubbed him balls with one hand and his stockinged leg with the other, as she expertly forced him closer and closer to orgasm. 
Chris had completely forgotten his predicament; what had led him to be wearing women’s underwear in the first place and what was going to lead to him masquerading as a girl pretty soon. He was lost in the intense pleasure of his girlfriend’s throat around his cock, struggling to hold back from coming and ending this amazing blowjob. 
As though sensing how close he was and how desperately he was trying to hold back, Becky pulled her lips from his cock with a loud pop and rapidly pumped his cock with her hand, gently squeezing and rubbing his balls with the other. 
“That's it, baby!” She encouraged breathlessly, jerking him against her tongue until he couldn't take any more and with a grunt began to come into her waiting mouth, as he filled it with cum. Chris stared down at the image longingly, thinking how sexy she looked, smiling and staring up at him, as his load flooded her mouth. 
Satisfied that he had finished, she closed her slips and gulped it down, then raised up, throwing her arms around his shoulders and kissing him. Chris’ chest heaved with exhaustion and he parted his lips to meet her kiss. 
As he did, Becky pushed a small mouthful of his cum from her mouth into his. 
Chris recoiled and spat the cum onto the sheets. He didn’t have a problem kissing Becky after she’d blown him, but she had never tried to make him taste his own cum before! 
Becky tutted with disapproval and slapped his chest playfully as he glared at her, indignant. 
“Good girls swallow,” she pouted. 
“I’m not a girl!” Chris said hissed, returning to reality – or what had become his version or reality – once more. 
Panic flashed across Becky’s eyes as she swore, “crap!,” she said, “yeah—we need to get back to work!” 
Chris didn’t want to ‘get back to work’, he wanted to tell her it wasn’t okay to spit cum in his mouth! But he didn’t have time to argue. It was probably late morning by now, and if Tony wasn’t already on his way over, he probably would be soon. 
He sighed heavily and tucked his now soft cock back into the panties, adjusting them to cover himself and immediately relishing the now familiar heavenly feeling of the silk against his cock. 
Becky picked up the bra and held it out for Chris to put his arms through, and helping him to fasten the straps behind his back. The bra felt strange, tight at the bottom – though not uncomfortable – and loose at the top with nothing to support. 
Becky snapped the strap playfully, surprising Chris, and then stepped back in front of him, inserting and adjusting the breast forms into the bra until she stepped back to admire her work. The bra undoubtedly felt better with something to fill it out, even if it would take some getting used to. 
“How does that feel?” she asked, seeming proud. 
“Strange,” Chris admitted, “why do you even have these?” he asked, squeezing what were now his breasts. 
Becky shrugged, “some of my ‘special occasion’ dresses look better with bigger tits,” she said, “don’t you feel sexier?” 
Chris couldn’t explain it, but somehow he did. He looked over at the mirror on the closet. If he didn’t from the waist down he was surprised by how feminine his body looked. For the first time since starting down this bizarre path, he was actually looking forward to putting on some feminine clothes; to seeing what the finished product looked like. 
“What about clothes?” he asked, trying to keep his tone measured, not wanting to seem too enthusiastic. 
A knowing smile spread across Becky’s face and she moved past Chris to the closet, throwing several items out and onto the bed. There were some shorts, a couple of skirts and a pair of jeans, along with a blouse, some tops and tiny red dress. There was also the baby pink dress that Becky had brought out earlier. 
Chris eyed the clothes warily, not sure they would fit; they all looked kind of small and tight. As a man, Chris had appreciated the way that Sam dressed and she’d caught him staring more than once. Now that he was faced with the prospect of wearing her clothes himself, he wasn’t so sure about their appropriateness. 
He hadn’t necessarily expected a choice. He’d just assumed that Becky would pick something out for him. She wasn’t helping, though. She was cleaning against the closet waiting for him to pick something. 
Eventually, he settled for a red plaid skirt and white halter-top. Becky seemed to approve of his pick and watched carefully as Chris slid the skirt on and slipped into the top. 
‘It’s a good thing I run track rather than lift weights’ Chris thought as he zipped up the skirt. Becky had been right, the clothes fit—just. 
With Becky in the closet, he couldn’t see his now fully dressed reflection in the mirror, he noted with disappointment. He wanted to see what his increasingly feminine body looked like fully dressed. Partially to vet whether or not he had a chance fooling Tony, partially out of a desire to see how he now looked. 
“One more thing before your makeover,” she said, producing a long redhead wig from the closet and brandishing it with pride as she wiggled her hips, “I guess we’re lucky Sam was such a slut!” she said throwing it at him. 
Chris snatched the wig out of the air, surprised by how realistic it felt and looked. 
“Maybe it was for Halloween or something?” he murmured, still amazed by the authenticity of the hair, not sure why he was defending Sam. 
Becky laughed, “it was, yeah,” she said, “but she kept it because she said she could be a total whore because guys wouldn’t recognise her when she took it off. It’s kind of genius if you think about it,” she said with a hint of respect. 
Chris looked at the wig in his hands one last time and flicked the hair back over his head, putting it on. Becky helped fix it into place and gave it a quick to be sure it was firmly attached. 
He was now stood dressed entirely as a woman, complete with a convincing wig and fake breasts and was growing increasingly impatient to see how he looked, but the closet door was still open and he couldn’t see the mirror. 
Becky grabbed his arm and led Chris back out to the living room, as he tried to catch a glimpse of himself in a mirror as he was dragged away. 
“Come on, sit down,” she said excitedly, practically pushing him down onto the couch. 
She perched herself on the coffee table and smiled reassuringly at Chris before starting work, applying his make up with a practiced hand. She brushed his hair away and lightly flicked a soft brush over his face. It seemed strange to Chris that she wouldn’t just take the wig off to do his make tup. Although he guessed the hair helped her ‘visualise’ him as a woman. 
Her brow was gently furrowed and her eyes narrowed as she worked, using different articles and brushes; considering momentarily before each stroke as though deciding where to place it, like an artist creating a masterpiece. 
Chris did feel like a work of art as she painted his face. Something that he really couldn’t wait to stand back and admire. 
Becky certainly seemed to be pleased with the results as she applied the finishing touches, culminating with a shade of bright red lipstick that he had never seen Becky wear before. She painted his lips and showed him how to pout to finish the job. 
“I wish you wouldn't bite your nails,” she said absently, rubbing them with a pad and sticking false ones over the top, which she then varnished with a similar shade of nail polish to the lipstick. 
“Are these yours?” Chris asked, as Becky worked on his nails, not recognising the colour.. 
“Yeah,” she replied, concentrating, “I don’t think I’ve every worn some of it though,” she said thoughtfully, “like the lipstick and nail polish; it’s a bit overt for me,” she said. 
‘Overt?’ Chris thought, ‘so she thinks that it’s too over the top for her, but just right for me? I’m supposed to be hiding out!’ 


“Voila,” Becky said, interrupting his thoughts as she screwed the cap back onto the nail polish and leaned back, happy with her work, “wanna see?” she asked, brightly. 
Chris’ throat seemed tight as he tried to answer ‘yes’; more than anything he wanted to see what he now looked like—as a girl. He was nervous, though; nervous that he would still look like ‘Chris’, like a man. 
Becky took his expression as confirmation and giddily grabbed his wrists, careful not to smudge the newly painted nails on his hands and skipped back toward Sam’s old room, with Chris in tow. As they reached the closet, she covered his eyes with her hand. Chris could hear the closet door closing. 
“Ready?” she asked, with as much excitement as was stirring in Chris. 
When he nodded, she took her hands away, allowing him to look into the mirror at his transformation. Chris couldn’t believe that the image looking back at him from the mirror was his own reflection. ’This has to be a trick?’ he thought as he looked, awestruck. 
Chris wasn’t necessarily vain, but he wasn’t modest either. He had always thought he was a pretty good looking guy. Maybe not a model, but decent enough. The reflection before him now, however, was beautiful, he thought. 
The wig was indistinguishable from natural, or at least dyed, shimmering red hair, cascading over bare and shapely shoulders. His face was pretty in the make-up, with luscious cherry lips and long, alluring lashes. He felt certain that if he were to post a selfie looking like this, it would get a lot more likes than when he looked like a man. Almost certainly more lurid comments, too. 
Tracking down the mirror, Chris was stunned by how feminine his body actually did look in these clothes; trim, with curves in the right places. His legs looked slender and smooth, with thick thighs and wide hips, tapering to his slim waist and full breasts; enhanced by the forms and with the baby blue bra showing just slightly through the halter top, they looked real and drew plenty of attention- even without showing any cleavage. 
“Hot, right?” Becky said, draping her arms over his shoulders and playfully squeezing his breasts. 
“Yeah,” Chris was forced to admit, unable to take his gaze away from the stranger in the mirror. 
“So, what do you think your new name is?” she asked. 
Chris hadn’t given it any thought, “I don’t know,” he said after a moment, “what do you think?” 
Becky considered for a few seconds then asked, “what do you think about Tanya? Or Carla?” 
“Let’s go with Tanya,” Chris agreed, actually quite liking the name. His mind was stuck on ‘Christie’, which wouldn’t work when the whole plan was to pretend he wasn’t Chris; not to remind Tony of him! 
“Tanya’s good,” Becky smiled, “the only thing is…” she started, but was interrupted by a loud knocking at the apartment door, as if someone were banging on it with an open hand. 
‘Tony…’ Chris thought. 
His heart tripled its beat and Becky shot him a glance which showed she was scared, too. She looked like she wanted to say something but the banging came again, reminding her of the urgency. There was no time, not anymore. It was make or break. 
“Just remember to stay in character,” Becky said as she rushed to the door, “no matter what happens, just go with it. They might not even pay any attention to you.” 
Chris was hit with wave of shame. He’d been a coward by hiding from the consequences; but that was his choice. Now Becky was involved though, for trying to help him. He knew what she’d meant by ‘no matter what’. Tony wasn’t likely to hit her, but that didn’t mean he was going to be nice to her if he thought she knew where Chris was. 
Chris sat on the bed and strained to hear as Becky answered the door. 
“Oh hey!” he heard her say, feigning pleasant surprise. 
“Good to see you, Bex,” he heard Tony say, “like what you’ve done with the place. You know where Chris is?” 
Tony was being polite, but already it sounded forced; like his patience was exhausted right from the go. 
“Chris?” Becky played dumb, “no, I’ve not seen him for a while. Have you checked his place?” she asked. 
“We just came from there,” Tony said, sounding irritated. ‘who’s we? Chris thought. 
“Sorry,” Becky said, “no idea, then.” 
“Mm hm,” Tony said, not sounding convinced, “you don’t mind if we have a look around?” 
“I guess not,” Becky said, sounding irritated herself now. Only a second later the door to Sam’s room swung open, suggesting that Tony’s pals had already started looking before Becky agreed to it. Chris’ heart stopped as he looked up at Shaun, one of Tony’s gym buddies that he’d only met once. 
Shaun was at least six two, black and built like an SUV. Chris stared up at him with baited breath, waiting for him to call out to Tony that he’d found him, and he was dressed like a girl. 
Instead, Shaun stepped into the room and looked around, opening the closet for good measure before nodding to Chris, his eyes scanning the length of his body, settling for a split second on his exposed stomach, then saying “come on with me, honey.” 
Chris had no words. He’d bought it. He may not have known Chris well enough or recognize him in passing, but he’d been convinced that he was a girl and hadn’t even considered that there may be any more than met the eye. 
‘Maybe this plan might work’ Chris thought. 
Chris followed Shaun back through to the living room, where Becky was sat on the couch with her hands folded in her lap. She looked scared, Chris thought, but also somehow excited; as though the danger was some kind of thrill for her. That might have explained why she had been so strange while helping him get dressed up. 
“Hey T!” Shaun called, “got another girl. No sign of the guy.” 
Chris caught Becky’s eye at the sound of being called a girl out loud and they both smiled to each other. He suspected that Becky was smiling because her plan was working, but for Chris it was more than that. It was delight at being accepted as a girl. He sat on the couch next to Becky, when Shaun pointed at it. 
“I ain’t got nothing, either,” another voice Chris didn’t know called back from within the apartment. 
It occurred to Chris that he’d left his man’s clothes in the bathroom when he was showering and shaving and he felt foolish for thinking that the plan would work. He was sure that either Tony would instantly recognise him, or he’d find his clothes and know Becky was lying about not having seen him. 
“He's not here,” Chris heard Tony say as he entered the living room. “Danny,” he called, beckoning the guy Chris didn't know but guessed was another one of Tony’s gym friends, judging my his muscles, to join them in the room. 
Any one of them would be able beat him to within an inch of his life. Three of them together? Chris wouldn't stand a chance. He definitely wouldn't be able to stand afterwards. 
Again, Chris’ heart stopped and fear welled up in his throat as Tony looked him dead in the eye, his eyes roaming over his feminine body. But he didn't recognize him. Tony smiled and then dragged the coffee table closer to the couch, sitting on it like a stool and sighing. 
“When was the last time you saw Chris,” he asked Becky, staring at her unblinking. 
“I don't know,” she said, sounding confused, “maybe a few days ago,” she said, “why?” 
“When are you going to see him again?” He asked, ignoring her question. 
“Maybe never,” Becky replied flatly, surprising Chris. He knew she was trying to protect him though. 
“What do you mean?” Tony asked, suspicious. 
“We broke up,” Becky shocked Chris again by saying. They hadn't had time to come up with a cover story and he was amazed by how quickly she was thinking. It was a good lie if Tony bought it. It would stop him from dropping by without warning again. 
“Really?” Tony said, still sounding unconvinced. 
“Really,” Becky lied again, “he's a loser.” 
Chris knew why she was saying it, but it still hurt. Tony seemed to like that answer. A shit eating grin spread across his face. 
“I'm not gonna argue with you there,” he said, looking to his buddies for a laugh. “So you're single again, huh?” He asked. 
“Yeah I am,” she said with a smile, “Tanya’s staying with me to keep me company,” she said playfully, gesturing to Chris with her head, “we’re gonna get drunk and do Alanis Morrisette karaoke,” she laughed. 
Tony laughed too, holding out his muscular arm to Chris. 
“Tony,” he said, winking. 
“Nice to meet you,” Chris said in his girl’s voice, surprising himself with how authentic it was. “Are you a friend of Becky’s?” He asked, pretending not to know. 
“Oh we go way back,” Tony sneered, “isn't that right, Bex?” 
Becky laughed and, if Chris didn't imagine it, blushed a little. “That's right,” she said. 
“At least today isn't all bad news,” Tony said, undressing Becky with his eyes, then giving the same devouring gaze to Chris’ legs, as though trying to lift his skirt with his eyes. “You should give me a call some time,” he said to Becky, “I'll try and help you move on,” she said with a self satisfied smile, “for old times’ sake.” 
‘What?! Chris thought. He and Becky both knew Tony before they met, through different friends. But was Tony saying they’d had a thing? 
Becky blushed again, but smiled. It seemed like a genuine smile; a fond memory. She playfully slapped Tony’s thick chest and giggled. 
“That was a one time thing,” she said, “and it was years ago!” This last part she said to Tony, but looked at Chris as though trying to reassure him. 
“Too long,” Tony said, “it's a shame you were with that fucking weasel for too long. I bet you've missed having a real man,” he said, reaching out and stroking Becky’s thighs with his enormous hands. Chris looked on with hidden incredulity as Becky didn't protest. 
Chris wanted to jump up and lay him out. To tell him to get his fucking hands off his girlfriend. But he couldn't break character. He trusted Becky to have things under control. 
“You could say that,” Becky said, stunning Chris, “but I've got stuff to sort out at the minute.” 
Tony eyed Becky for a second and then Chris. “You're not thinking about getting back together with that son of a bitch are you?” He asked, the hint of suspicion returning, but his hands remaining on Becky’s thighs. 
“No way,” She said, certainly. 
“Then how about I see you later tonight?” Tony tempted. 
“We have plans tonight,” Chris interrupted in his girl’s voice. 
Tony seemed to have forgotten Chris was there; he’d been too busy fucking his girlfriend with his eyes. Becky and Tony both turned to Chris. 
“Sorry, Tanya,” he said, not sounding at all sorry, “I was just catching up with Bex.” He said. 
Chris held his gaze for a few seconds longer. Too long. 
“Have we met somewhere?” He asked, sounding curious, “you look familiar. I don't think I'd have forgotten a face like yours though,” he said. 
Chris was at once flattered and fearful. ‘Why did I have to open my fucking mouth?’ Chris thought. 
“She's not from around here,” Becky interjected, trying to change the subject, “we went to school together.” 
“Just my imagination I guess,” Tony said, standing abruptly. “We’ll take off, then,” he said, to Chris’ relief. They’d gotten away with it. He couldn't believe his luck. Apparently Tanya was a convincing girl! 
“Tanya,” he said, “real nice to meet you, I hope I’ll see you again before you go,” he said, smirking. “Bex, think about giving me a call,” he said brightly, “but I don't want to find out that you've lied to me and you're still with that piece of shit, or worse, know where he is,” he warned, his tone changing. 
“I told you,” Becky said exasperated, “we’re done!” 
“I know you did,” Tony said, his tone measured, “all I'm saying is, I'm really interested in talking to him. I’d hate to find out you lied to me.” 
“Look,” Becky said, “I can prove it.” 
Before anyone could ask how she intended to prove it, least of all Chris, Becky reached out and grabbed the waistband of Tony’s tracksuit and yanked it down along with his boxers, exposing his cock which even soft was easily bigger than Chris’. 
“Becky!” Chris shrieked, remembering to use his girl’s voice, as his beautiful girlfriend seized Tony’s cock and leaned forward, licking the underside of it like it was coated in honey. 
Tony looked in disbelief at his friends, as if to say ‘well that was unexpected!’ 
“Don't freak out,” Becky giggled, blushing at Chris who was gaping open mouthed beside her, “he seems stressed out,” she said, stroking Tony’s growing cock against her tongue, “what kind of friend would I be if I didn't help him take his mind of things,” she drawled, opening her mouth wide and greedily took his entire cock into her mouth. 
Chris had no response, no words of any kind; all he could do was stare in shock as Tony, the man who wanted to kill him, stroked his girlfriend’s hair, holding it away from her face. 
Becky’s throat bobbed as she wiggled her mouth around his cock, until she pulled back, letting Tony’s now doubling in size prick fall from her lips, wet and growing still. 
She jerked his impressive cock as she kissed his balls, coaxing him to full hardness in no time at all and engulfing him once more, tightly wrapping her lips around his girth and sliding them up and down his length, making Tony sigh with pleasure. 
She slid off of the couch without letting the cock leave her mouth and sunk to her knees before Tony, roughly pulling his pants all the way down and grabbing his hips tightly with both hands, urging him to thrust into her throat. 
Chris was mesmerized; he knew just how good Becky’s throat felt, and a combination of the memory of those knee shaking feelings, and the display of his girlfriends incredible oral talents sent shivers down his spine and to his own cock, which was rapidly hardening. 
“I'm right here!” Chris protested, willing her to stop. 
Becky pulled herself away from Tony’s cock and turned to Chris, there was a strand of spit connecting Tony’s cock to her lips and her face was a mask of pure lust. 
“She’s shy,” Becky explained to Tony with a giggle, “do you wanna share?” she asked Chris, pointing Tony’s huge cock in his direction, as though she were offering it to him. 
“No!” Chris cried, his girl’s voice shrill. 
“Come on,” Becky urged, reaching for his wrist and pulling him toward her, and toward the cock she was sucking, “show him what a good girl you are,” she purred. 
Chris slipped down on the floor next to Becky, struggling to comprehend what was happening. ‘what would Tanya do? he thought to himself. He felt pretty sure she'd scream and run out of there, but then he’d be outside by himself, as a girl. Besides, he didn't feel like Becky was giving him much of a choice; like she wanted this. He owed her. 
Becky seemed to notice Chris’ acceptance, just as she had earlier, and guided his hand to Tony’s cock. Chris’ heart skipped a beat as he took another man’s cock in his hand for the first time and Becky’s face lit up with enjoyment. 
The hand Chris saw wrapped around Tony’s cock didn't look like his hand, with long red fingernails making his hands look smaller and more delicate. But he knew it was. He could feel the weight and warmth of the thick, hard cock and the skin moving as Becky slid his hand up and down, making him stroke Tony’s dick as she sucked it back into her mouth. 
Chris was transfixed, not even noticing that he was stroking Tony’s cock without Becky’s help until she placed her hand on his back. 
“He tastes good,” Becky said, “you should try.” 
Without needing further convincing or encouragement, Chris edged closer to Tony’s cock, parting his lips. 
“Be gentle,” Becky said to Tony, playfully, “I don't think she's had as much practice as me.” 
“Oh, don't worry,” Tony said, softly, “I won't hurt you, baby,” he said. 
Chris couldn't hide the amusement as Becky guided the cock to his lips until they were touching it. He opened his mouth wider, tentatively taking the head into his mouth and licking it, tasting the salty precum that Becky had teased from Tony’s throbbing cock. 
He tried to mimic Becky, to suck Tony’s cock how he liked his own cock sucking, sliding it further into his mouth and back out, bobbing his head as Becky stroked his red hair, whispering encouragement in his ear. 
To Chris’ surprise, Tony moaned softly; clearly enjoying the first blowjob Chris had ever given. 
Just as he was getting used to the rhythm, he felt Becky’s hand on the back of his neck and head, gently, but firmly pushing him down, forcing him to take more of Tony’s cock into his mouth until he could feel it at the back of his throat. 
She pushed him further and Chris tried to take more of Tony’s gigantic cock, but gagged and coughed, unable to manage. He pulled away, spluttering and strangely disappointed in himself for not managing to take it all the way down, as Becky had. She made it look so easy. 
Becky laughed, but not cruelly. She scooped Chris’ hair up and held it out of his face as he regained his composure, waiting for him to be ready to try again. Chris wasn’t sure he wanted to, but Becky held Tony’s cock in place for him and pushed again on the back of his head, forcing him down on Tony’s hard cock again. 
“Slowly,” she whispered quietly to him as Chris sucked Tony to the back of his throat again, “breath through your nose and ease him in,” she encouraged, in a siren like voice. 
Chris did his best, revelling in the sounds of Tony’s enjoyment, the sensation of his cock swelling with each suck and swallow; an exhilarating lust which made Chris’ own cock stiffen. Each time Becky pushed his head down and he thought he would gag again, he pulled back, until finally he felt Tony’s cock slip into his throat, filling it up. 
Chris was inexplicably elated, proud of himself and wanting more. He tried to catch Becky’s eye, to see if she was pleased with him, but she was still behind him. Her moan of glee told him what he needed to know, though. 
Now that he had taken Tony into his throat, Becky decided he was ready for the next level, moving his head more forcefully, pushing him further, until Chris could feel his nose against Tony’s well toned stomach. 
Becky pressed herself against him, he could feel her breasts against his back and feel her breath on his hair as she let go of his head and grabbed Tony by the hips, pulling and pushing him away, making him fuck Chris’ throat. 
After a few seconds of this, Becky relented, allowing Chris to pull Tony’s cock from his mouth and gasp for breath. Becky immediately took Tony’s cock in her hands and pumped his cock with both hands as she sucked the head. 
Tony moaned loudly in pleasure as Becky sucked him. 
“How did she do?” she asked between sucks, her breathing ragged with carnal desire. 
“One of the best blowjobs I’ve ever had,” Tony managed, breathlessly. 
Chris couldn’t help but smile at the compliment he never imagined he’d ever receive. 
“Mm,” Becky moaned, “not better than me though,” she said, proving her point by swallowing Tony’s cock, “I guess it’s a good job you brought friends for her to practice with,” she said. 
Chris hadn’t noticed Shaun and Danny close in on them. To tell the truth, he had forgotten they were even the room; he’d been so focused on sucking Tony’s cock. 
Shaun was closest, his shorts already down and his cock in his hand, stroking his hard cock. Shaun’s was even bigger than Tony’s. He stepped closer toward Chris and offered his cock to him. Chris didn’t hesitate this time, licking Shaun’s cock up and down as he’d seen Becky do. 
He could hear the wet sounds of Becky sucking Tony’s cock behind him and tried to match her pace, sucking Shaun deeply and rapidly. Shaun’s thick, black cock made his jaw ache as he sucked and jerked the big cock with intent. 
The size difference between Shaun and Tony’s cocks wasn’t much, but it was even harder for Chris to take into his throat. Chris forced himself down further, ignoring the gagging sensation and trying to follow Becky’s advice until he had swallowed Shaun’s immense cock and was able to take it deeply into his throat. 
Shaun moaned and bucked his hips, more forcefully fucking Chris’ throat than Tony had, even with Becky’s encouragement. 
“That's it,” Shaun hissed, “right there, honey.” 
Chris allowed Shaun to thrust in and out of his throat and mouth until he couldn't breathe any more and reluctantly pulled the thick cock from his mouth, pumping it with his fist and looking round for Becky. 
She had stopped sucking Tony’s cock and was lay on the couch squeezing her now exposed tits with her legs wrapped around his waist as he fucked her. Chris watched Tony driving his cock into his girlfriend, not with the appertaining rage he would expect, but with fascination and arousal, imagining how it would feel to be penetrated by such a large cock; to be made to moan and writhe, like Becky. 
She saw him watching and smiled broadly, staring into Chris’ eyes; somehow knowing that he wasn't angry with her. 
Chris’ thoughts were interrupted by Danny, who had also dropped his pants and come to stand next to Shaun. 
“Suck it, you sexy little slut,” he said. Chris didn't object. 
He devoured Danny’s cock as he continued to jerk Shaun, lost in the moment and alternating his mouth between the two hard cocks. They were hard for him, and the heavy, strained breathing of the men they belonged to was because of how he was pleasing them. 
“I'm gonna blow,” Shaun said, as Chris buried Danny’s cock in his throat. This time he hadn't struggled; he was getting better. 
He wanted it. He wanted to feel Shaun come, to make him climax with his mouth. He took his aching, used mouth from Danny’s cock and returned to Shaun, making sure to keep stroking Danny’s cock. 
He could feel Shaun’s cock tensing and pulse and implicitly knew that any second his mouth would be filled with cum. His earlier repulsion at Becky making him taste his own cum was gone; this was different—it was from the source. More than that, though, it wasn't a nasty surprise, it was his prize. 
With a loud grunt, Shaun orgasmed. Chris shuddered a moan of delight as he felt the hot fluid fill his mouth, tasting the salty load as more and more pumped into his mouth until it splashed through his lips and down his chin. 
‘Good girls swallow’, he remembered Becky saying and gulped it down, swallowing again as Shaun filled his mouth a second time, moaning gutturally as he did, until he was spent and softening. Chris kept sucking until Shaun pulled away and laughed. 
“Thanks honey,” he said, high fiving Danny, “that was amazing.” 
Chris brimmed with pride, but he wanted more. He turned back to Danny’s cock, feeling Shaun’s stray cum dribble down his face, desperate for another mouthful. 
Danny had other ideas, though. He leant down and lifted Chris by his waist, making him feel weightless in Danny’s strong arms. Allowing Danny to make him stand and push him over to the side of the couch. It was then that Chris realised what Danny wanted and he wanted it too. 
Chris sat in the arm of the couch and rubbed Danny’s cock, suddenly remembering what was hidden in his panties, hard but somehow still hidden. 
“No!” he cried in his girl’s voice, pushing Danny away, “you can't!” 
Confusion flashed across Danny’s face, but he backed off. 
“I…,” Chris struggled, “it’s my time of the month,” he said morosely, but pleased he’d thought of an excuse that wouldn't expose him, “let me just suck you off,” he said, almost pleading. 
“How about from behind?” Becky said, breathlessly from the couch as Tony continued to fuck her. Chris looked at her in disbelief and longing. 
Danny’s eyes lit up at the prospect, “even better,” he said, smugly. 
“I don't know,” Chris said. Danny's cock wasn't as big as Shaun or Tony’s, but the thought of it in his virgin ass still intimidated him. 
“It feels great—you don't need to be afraid,” she said. 
“Okay,” Chris said, unsure. 
Danny wasted no time in turning Chris around, pressing his hand against his back and bending him over the side of the couch. Chris quickly reached to his straining cock and adjusted it, hiding the fact that he only had one hole with his hand, just in time as Danny pulled his panties to the side. 
Chris felt the big head of Danny’s cock, still slick with his saliva, against his puckered asshole. Excited and afraid of how it was going to feel. 
It didn't take long to find out, when Danny pushed firmly against his asshole, spreading it with his dick until he was partially inside him. He pushed further, stretching Chris open, making him inhale sharply in pain. 
“Relax,” Becky soothed, adjusting her position so that her face was beneath Chris’, pulling him down to her and kissing him deeply. 
“That’s so fucking hot,” Tony said as he thrust into Becky. 
Chris tried to focus on Becky’s tongue in his mouth as Danny pressed his cock further into his ass, the head slipping past his ring as Chris sighed into his girlfriend’s mouth. 
“Fuck,” Danny hissed, “you're so fucking tight,” he said. 
He pushed his thick cock further and further into Chris’s ass until Chris could feel his hips against his ass and, more prominently, the length of his cock fully inside of him. 
At first, the pain was agonizing as Danny began to thrust. He felt as though he were being torn open, split in two by Danny’s cock. He kissed Becky more deeply until the pain lessened and Danny’s pace increased as his ass become accustomed to the size. 
Before he realised it was happening, Chris was moaning softly in pleasure and backing his hips against Danny to meet his thrusts, rellishing in the sensation as he was fucked with increasing intensity, feeling the waves of pleasure wash over him. 
He felt himself edging closer to climax with every stroke of Danny’s cock, spurred on by Becky’s own screams of pleasure as she neared her own orgasm, until Chris felt his cock shiver and erupt, soaking his hand and panties with cum. 
Danny had a tight grip of Chris’s hips, breathing heavily as he rhythmically drove his cock in and out of his stretched asshole until the strokes became more shallow and rapid, he knew that Danny was going to come before he said it. 
“I'm coming,” he announced, starting to with draw just in time for Chris to press back back against him, impaling himself on Danny’s cock as he began to pump his cum deep into his ass. Chris could feel the warm nectar flowing into him as Danny collapsed over him, breathing heavily until his soft cock slipped from Chris’ used asshole. 
Chris’ head spun and buzzed with pleasure, even as he heard Danny and Shaun high fiving again and muttering about how good and how much of a slut Tanya was, cum running down his legs and soaking into his stockings. 
“Fuck,” Chris heard Becky say, pulling him from his daze, “come on, baby, come for me,” she cried, stroking Chris’ face as her tits bounced with the force of Tony’s pounding. 
Tony grunted his acknowledgement, speeding his thrusts even more as he slammed his cock into Chris’s girlfriend. 
“Where do you want it?” he asked through gritted teeth after a few seconds. 
“Here,” Becky said, pulling Chris to her. Chris shakily slid down on the couch next to her and accepted her kiss, exploring each other’s mouths, feeling Becky rock as Tony kept fucking her until he withdrew and stepped over to their faces. 
Becky grabbed Tony’s cock and rapidly stroked it as she maintained their kiss until Chris felt a hot strand of cum splash across his face, then another as his girlfriend jerked Tony’s spewing cock over both of their faces, breaking the kiss to face Tony with her mouth wide open. 
Chris did the same as gushes of man juice shot into their open mouths and over their faces until there was none left. Without being prompted, Chris leaned up and sucked Tony’s still hard cock, lapping up the final traces of cum. 
When Tony pulled away from him, Becky rounded on Chris and licked cum off of his face, kissing him again and moving a mouthful of their delicious reward between their mouths until Chris finally swallowed it. 
He was starting turn into a really good girl. 
“Wow,” Tony laughed, dressing himself, “I guess I should come see you more often,” he said. 
“I guess you should,” she replied, with a knowing smile, nor breaking eye contact with Chris, her hair dishevelled and her face streaked with cum. 
“Come on, guys,” Tony called to Danny and Shaun, “let's get back to it. Leave these girls to their plans,” he winked. 
“Sure thing,” Shaun said with a chuckle, “thanks for the fun,” he said, looking at Chris with a grin. 
“Yeah,” Danny agreed, “maybe we’ll see you around?” he said, hopefully. 
“Maybe you will,” Chris said in Tanya’s voice, smiling back. 
Becky walked them to the door, her bottom half naked, hiding behind the door as she closed it. She pressed her ear against the door for a second, to make sure they'd left then ran over to Chris, leaping on him and kissing him deeply and passionately. 
“Oh my GOD!” She giggled, happily as she broke their kiss, “that was so naughty and so fun!” she said, emphasising her words. “You really did a great job of being a slutty girl—they had no idea. They were just turned on by you!” 
“Yeah,” Chris admitted, suddenly very tired; there didn't seem to be any point in pretending he didn't enjoy it, “it actually was great.” 
“You looked so hot sucking and being fucked by those big cocks,” Becky said, “you made me so wet.” 
“You looked amazing too,” Chris said, meaning it. He never thought that he would ever suck another man’s cock, or get fucked in the ass, let alone while watching the girl he loved getting fucked by another man. Much less that he would enjoy it. 
“I'm sorry I let Tony fuck me,” she said softly, “I just didn't want him to have any reason to suspect anything, and seeing you look so pretty had me pretty worked up.” 
“Don't be,” Chris said, smiling warmly and kissing her cheek, tasting Tony’s cum again, “it all worked out.” 
“So,” Becky said, suddenly more serious, “what next?,” she asked, “I mean, Tony’s still going to be looking for you. When do you want to leave town? Can we go somewhere near the beach?” 
“Actually,” Chris said, “maybe we don't need to leave town right away. We can give it some time and plan it properly. I'll just hang out here for a little while, if that's okay?” 
“Of course it's okay,” Becky said, confused, “but what if Tony comes back when he doesn't find you?” 
Chris smiled widely, “maybe he’ll bring some more friends to meet Tanya.” 




Feminized By My Secretary
Natalie was wearing sheer stockings—hold ups, not pantyhose—and a skirt so short that I could see the lacy elasticized bands snug around her creamy thighs. Each time she entered my office (she never knocked anymore), I squirmed at my desk as my cock stiffened. Just the scent of her perfume was enough to have me hardening these days. Quite embarrassing when a total stranger happened to wear the same scent on the train home and my dick would respond as she’d conditioned it to…
Natalie was my secretary. Her resume proved she was more than qualified, in fact, I’d had every intention of choosing another candidate for the job. I didn’t think she’d stay long and I couldn’t fathom why she even wanted the position in the first place. She was in her late twenties, with a background of working as a consultant for many of my competitors. When we’d first met, she’d made me feel like I was the one being interviewed. I’d asked her why she wanted to take such a role when she was blatantly overqualified, and I still remember how she’d flashed me that knowing smile, more of a smirk really, that I had come to dread. 
To my shame, I can’t remember what answer she’d given to convince me she wanted the job. I did remember that she was wearing a tight silk blouse, the ivory buttons straining to stay fastened over her large breasts. I glimpsed red lace beneath.
I hired Natalie thinking that I might sleep with her. Even though I knew it was a terrible idea and would open me up to a sexual harassment suit, jeopardizing my reputation, it seemed inconsequential whenever she was nearby. My thoughts were hijacked by visions of fucking her over my desk, squeezing those generous tits in my hands and watching them bounce with the power of my thrusting.
From the very first day she started work at the company, my fantasies shifted to more fit with the aspects of her personality as they were revealed to me. Natalie was supposed to be my junior, but she called me David in private. For a time, she did address me as Mr. Freeman when in the company of clients or in front of the other staff. But the more I let her get away with in the hopes of getting her to have sex with me, the more obvious her insubordination of me became.
She was more than capable of the work she was paid to do, but she preferred not to do it. She was late. She entered my office without knocking, took lunch breaks that stretched to mid-afternoon, used the company phone to take personal calls. Each time, I thought about calling her up on it. But I didn’t want to ruin my shot with her. In doing so, I showed her that I might be her boss on paper, but between the two of us, we knew the truth.
The more her behavior undermined me, the more alluringly she would dress. Provoking me, all the while tightening the hold she had over me. I enjoyed the frustration to a degree. I looked forward to seeing what sexy outfit she’d wear to the office, the anticipation of what glimpses I might be able to take of her panties. She seemed never to wear the same pair twice. Thongs were her favorite, or maybe my favorite. I loved seeing the edge ride up over the waistband of her miniskirt when she bent down to retrieve something.
Still, it made me uncomfortable that she so flagrantly disregarded my authority as much as it excited me. It unfortunately came to a flash point when I was in discussion with a board member who’d scheduled to meet me at my office. When Natalie showed him in I was immediately taken aback by how many buttons she’d undone on her blouse. The tops of her breasts were on display, as well as the elastic stocking tops I’d noted earlier in the day, peeking beneath the thin strip of her skirt. It wasn’t enough to show Mr. Simms to his seat and ask him, in a simperingly sweet voice that she’d never used on me, if she could bring him anything. Anything at all, she’d said, her innuendo obvious. Simms enjoyed the attention, and I felt uncomfortably hot. I tried to glare at her to show my disapproval, but I wasn’t able to look her in the eye.
“Please don’t disturb us, Natalie. There’s a good girl,” I said dismissively. Her eyebrows shot up, a flash of challenge registering in her green eyes. Maybe that will put a stop to this escalation for a short while, I thought. Naive.
“Damn, David,” Simms said, shaking his head but smiling, “Didn’t think you had it in you!”
I floundered for a moment between denial and confusion, but I caught his meaning perfectly clearly. He thought I was fucking my secretary. I wish, I thought wryly. But the macho approval made me sit up straighter in my seat. I liked that Simms was impressed.
“I bet that one takes a firm hand, eh?” he asked, moving his eyebrows up and down suggestively.
“She’s a handful,” I conceded, clearing my throat and shuffling through the files spread out in front of me.
“A couple, am I right?” Simms laughed, holding his hands in front of his chest and squeezing an imaginary pair of tits. I laughed.
“What’s that pussy like, man? She let you put it in her ass?”
I was taken aback at the line of questioning, and tried not to show it. This was just banter, machismo. I was a little flustered all the same, not least because I was getting turned on.
“You know it,” I said cockily. 
“Man I need to find me a slut like that. Would sure make working late a lot more appealing,”
I cleared my throat again and tapped the documents we were here to discuss. Thankfully Simms accepted the change of subject and I was back on safe ground.
It was short-lived relief, though, as Natalie entered the office less than ten minutes later. Of course, she didn’t knock. Irritation flashed through me but was quickly tempered by the fury sparking in her eyes. Was I imagining it? Feeling guilty for the throwaway comments I’d made?
No, Natalie was definitely angry. I supposed I was dismissive of her, but really, she didn’t do her job and she wasn’t behaving professionally. I tried to seem aloof as she crossed the room and placed a fresh pitcher of ice water on the table. I was torn; did I reprimand her for coming in when I clearly told her to leave us alone? The defiance in her body language kept me timid.
“Thanks Natalie,” I said, hoping that she’d read it as apology for how harshly I’d spoken earlier and things would be smoothed over.
“No problem. I noticed Mr. Simms looking quite hot…” she was talking to me, but it was directed at my colleague.
“Thoughtful and beautiful,” Simms commented, flashing her a grin. Natalie pretended to be shyly embarrassed by the compliment, but it was calculating. I knew her that well by now.
“Why don’t you take that suit jacket off, sir?” she purred, walking behind him and resting her hands on his shoulders. Her palms ran across the fabric, down his lapels. I just stared. I didn’t know what else to do. Simms allowed her to slide his jacket off and took the opportunity to stare while he was eye-level with her tits. I didn’t know it was possible to remove a suit jacket sensually, but Natalie managed it. For a terrible moment I thought she was going to continue undressing him, I could envision her doing it. Unbuttoning his shirt all the way, exposing his chest, then working his hard cock free. It was hard, I could see that from the seat opposite.
“Natalie,” I hoped to sound commanding but I only sounded uncertain, even pleading. She turned to look over her shoulder at me, that look of challenge I’d seen earlier now brighter than ever. “That’s all for now,” I said, meek.
Natalie strutted out of my office without another word, not even bothering to close the door. In the end, Simms did it. I didn’t want to come out from behind my desk because he’d see my erection.
“So…” Simms said, after a few sips of water. “Think you could send her down to my department for a couple days out of the week?”
I knew I was supposed to laugh but I couldn’t muster the enthusiasm. The rest of our meeting passed without incident, but I had a terrible feeling of dread hanging over me. I kept waiting for Natalie to barge in again and flaunt herself. I was worried about what that look that she’d given me meant.
I had to clear the air. Re-establish the hierarchy here and put myself back on top. It was going to be uncomfortable, but I couldn’t let things keep escalating. And yes, maybe I was jealous. But that was immaterial; the crux of the issue was her unprofessionalism. I called through to her desk but it just rang off, the way it did whenever she took one of her extended lunches.
I was marginally relieved to have put off what I had to do until she got back into the office, it wasn’t a conversation I was looking forward to. An idea occurred to me; I could transfer her to Simms’ department. I wouldn’t get to see her anymore though, wouldn’t get the daily glimpses of her panties or the enticing waft of her perfume. And he probably would fuck her. She’d certainly seemed game, I reflected bitterly.
I scribbled a few points on my notepad and propped my office door open so I had a clear view of her desk and could call her in as soon as she returned from lunch.
It was gone three o’clock when she finally came back into the office, carrying an armful of bags from whatever shopping spree she’d been on. I felt a knot form in my insides, intuitively realizing she’d used the expenses card to make her purchases. 
It should have made it easier for me to tell her off for her conduct, but in reality, every time she showed me that she was going to do whatever she wanted, it made it harder. I’d let things go on for so long. I’d encouraged it. Was it really because I hoped she’d let me have her? Or was I just enjoying being walked all over? In my position, people often rolled over just because of the tailored suit and authoritative job title. I’d never been defied like this. I’d been playing with fire, and that’s exactly what Natalie was. Hot, beautiful, and eager to burn.
I called through to her desk again, but she didn’t pick up. I started to feel genuinely irritated at that point, but Natalie soon had me on the back foot. She strolled into my office as if it was her office, and I scrambled to drop the handset back into the receiver. She’d brought her shopping with her, dropping the bags at the side of the chair she took.
The buttons she’d undone for Simms were fastened for me. Her skirt was still rolled up to shorten the length and let me see how the stockings caressed her long legs, but I suspected that was just because she knew how it affected me. She was playing her advantage.
“Ah, there you are, good,” I said, smoothing down my tie. It wasn’t how I had wanted to start things off, but I did my best to recover, looking down at the items on my list. “I’m glad you closed the door on your way in, there’s a few things we need to talk about,”
Natalie uncrossed her legs and my cock twitched at the flash of skin I caught. The pink lace panties I’d seen peeking from her skirt this morning were gone. Was it finally going to happen? Maybe she’d needed a firm hand, like Simms had said. She’d seemed furious when I dismissed her, but perhaps that was part of the game? I’d never been very good at any of that; I wasn’t dominant in bed. In fact, it seemed unfair really that just because I was a man, I was expected to be in charge. From my vantage, it seemed so much easier to be seduced, to be docile and submissive and have someone else direct things.
“I agree,” Natalie said smoothly.
“You were out for a long time at lunch today. I’ve noticed that’s become a habit and a rather bad one at that. I’ve also called up the expenses statement here and there’s a number of-”
“I’m going to stop you there, David,” Natalie interrupted me, sounding bored. I stared at her expectantly, resisting the urge to loosen my collar. Here it comes, my stupid brain said, she’s going to offer me something to keep the status quo going. How wrong I was.
“You see, I’ve drafted an e-mail to HR about your conduct,”
My mouth went dry, my heart rate surging. Natalie was totally relaxed, knowing she had her prey cornered.
“My conduct?” I blustered, deliberately looking her up and down, “I’m not the one sitting here with no panties on,”
Natalie smirked and cocked a questioning eyebrow at me.
“You’re wearing panties, David?”
“I- No! You know that’s not what I meant,” I said, getting more flustered. How was this happening? And why was I still so turned on? My body didn’t seem to be getting the memo that this conversation wasn’t turning out at all the way I’d hoped.
“That’s a shame,” she said, inspecting her nails. They were dark red, the color of fresh blood. She’d deflected well and made me stumble, I had to regain ground.
“Look. There’s no need to bring HR into this-”
“I agree,” she said. Why was it that whenever she said that, it just made that knot in my gut tighten? It was like she already had all of this mapped out and I was stumbling into a trap.
“You… agree? Good, well, that’s good,” I floundered, “If anyone’s got cause to complain to HR, Natalie, it’s me,” I assured her. I still had the upper hand here, so why was I so nervous? My stomach sank when she smirked. She was toying with me, not ready to go in for the kill yet.
“Oh I don’t think so,” she said, shaking her head gently. “You see, everyone in the office has noticed the special treatment that you give me, and the way you stare,”
“That’s… That’s ridiculous,” I said, not sounding at all sure of myself. I wasn’t. Natalie had stood up and was taking her time in slowly walking around my desk. She used the tip of her shoe to turn my chair toward her, and my eyes were drawn again to between her legs. The shadow cast by her skirt stopped me from getting another look, but the proximity and the knowledge that she was bare had my cock pushing the front of my pants out in an obvious tent.
“I thought you wanted to sleep with me at first,” she said. I did, I thought feebly, but knew confessing that wouldn’t help here. “I wondered why you didn’t make a move. Then it was fun to see how far I could push you. I enjoyed watching you squirm around. But you went too far,”
“I went too far?” I couldn’t keep the incredulity from my voice. Natalie took hold of my tie and began to curl it around her fist, forcing me to sit upright in my chair. Her eyes narrowed.
“I heard you talking to Simms, bragging about me. That was crass, David,”
I felt my face heat. God, that explained why she’d looked so furious. I cleared my throat, fumbling for a way to defuse the situation.
“You shouldn’t have been listening, Natalie. I’m sorry if it hurt your feelings but you weren’t supposed to hear. In fact if you’d not pushed the boundaries of our relationship to the brink of professionalism-” I said, opting for trying to deflect.
“Enough,” she said sharply. For a moment the air crackled with tension and I thought she might strike me. I knew if she did, I would just sit and take it. My cock was aching in spite of my mounting dread. “I want you to know how it feels to be ogled. To be degraded,”
I shrugged. Honestly, that didn’t sound so bad…
“I don’t understand-”
“No, but you will. I’m going to help you with that, and we’ll get past this without needing to involve HR or lawyers, how does that sound?” she asked sweetly. It was skin deep, but I preferred it to when she was scolding. I nodded, giving the bags she’d entered with a curious glance.
Natalie followed my gaze and her smirk reappeared. She fetched one, and began to set items out on the desk. Wax strips? Lipstick, foundation, blusher, mascara? I stared and said nothing, butterflies raging in my stomach.
“I thought blond was definitely you,” she remarked, dropping a wig down onto the table beside the cosmetics. Beside it, she placed a pair of large breast forms. The sight of them had my cock twitching with excitement. I feigned confusion, though by now I had an idea about what she had planned.
“Very funny. Pack this back into the bag and go back to your desk. We’ll pretend today didn’t happen and continue as usual from tomorrow,” I said, trying to sound like her boss. Natalie laughed in my face.
“Look at you!” she mocked, grinding the sole of her shoe against my groin. My cock leaked a little at the stimulation, and I shifted in my seat. It was tough not to gasp; she’d never touched me before, it had always been about the tease. “Now, you can’t seriously still believe we might fuck, so that,” she emphasized this with another nudge to my cock, “must be because you like the idea of wearing all this. Hm?”
I swallowed and said nothing, my heart pounding against my ribcage. I was so turned on, so in awe of her bossing me around. Nobody had done this before, and I’d never been able to ask for it. Never been able to put words to the longing. If I’d been married, maybe I could have disclosed my curiosity to an understanding wife and explored my sexuality another way, instead of having it exploited by this erotic demoness.
Natalie worked my tie loose with deft fingers and then made short work of the buttons on my shirt. She ran her hands over my chest and pinched my nipples.
“Already smooth,” she purred, stroking the hairless skin of my chest. I’d never had much in the way of body hair. She coaxed me to stand up after she undid my pants, then dragged them down my legs. She grabbed a handful of the hair on my leg and tugged, her smirk widening.
“At least I’ll get to remove this,”
I glanced up and noticed the blinds to my office weren’t all the way closed. They weren’t open, either, but if someone came up to the window they’d be able to see in. I was scared that if I pointed this out to Natalie, she’d just open them all the way. While I was worrying about what to do, she’d opened the box of wax strips.
I complied as she used them on my shins, my thighs. It was strange to see each stripe of hair removed, and it definitely hurt, but it also felt clean to see the smooth skin underneath. I was sweating by the time she had finished my legs, trying my best not to show how much it was hurting.
“So manly,” she cooed in a mocking, babyish voice. I wet my lips, but before I could articulate anything, she ripped off a strip she’d applied to my pubic region. That hurt, and I actually cried out.
“Shh, or they’ll hear you,” Natalie warned, fighting back laughter. I couldn’t explain why I was letting her get away with this. Curiosity? The desperate hope that someone as beautiful as her might let me have sex with her at the end of all this? I felt pathetic.
“Now bend forward, place one foot on your desk and stick your ass out,” she instructed.
I shook my head, my breathing growing more rapid. I knew what she wanted; to get those wax strips over my asshole.
“Now, David,” she said impatiently, all traces of laughter gone. I’d gone too far by now, the time to refuse and send her out of here was long gone. I should have fired her for misusing the card. Instead this was happening…
‘Smack!’ she swatted my ass to get me to move faster into the position she wanted. I did as I was told, feeling embarrassed as she parted my cheeks roughly and rubbed the wax strip until it was stuck firmly against my skin. My cock bobbed, red and swollen between my legs. The places where she’d already waxed were pink and hypersensitive.
When she pulled the strips away I struggled not to scream. The only consolation was her hands rubbing me soothingly, over the curves of my ass and then her fingers dipped into the cleft of my ass. I thought she was just checking for whether she needed to apply another strip, until she pushed her fingers against my asshole. I clenched tight, shocked.
“Hmm, feels like you’re a virgin. I thought for sure you’d have at least a few big dildos you liked to use on yourself,” Natalie commented, making my eyes bug out.
“What?” I gasped, wondering what on earth had given her that idea. She slapped my ass playfully.
“Don’t you feel better now you’re all smooth?”
I welcomed the subject change, even if it was onto another topic I wasn’t exactly comfortable with. I nodded because it seemed to be what she wanted.
“Now I know you have the board meeting at four,” she said, uncapping the lipstick. It was cherry red, and she held me by the chin with one hand and brandished it in the other. It jolted me back to reality, and I shook my head as if clearing a daze.
“This is- this is quite enough, Natalie. I understand,” I didn’t understand any of this, as a matter of fact, but that wouldn’t do to say, “A-and thank you for the lesson, I think we really ought to get back to work now,”
She rolled her eyes and picked up my tie from where she’d discarded it, taking my wrists and pulling them behind my office chair. She used my tie to secure me in place while I sat dumbfounded.
“Alright, maybe it will make you feel better if you’re all tied up. That way you can blame me for this, but I know it’s what you want,” she pressed down the tip of my dick and watched it spring back up eagerly.
I sat still as she used the cosmetics she’d laid out to make up my face. I had a nice view of her tits trying to fight their way out of that tight silk blouse while she did it, and I loved being at her mercy. I was afraid of how far she would go, but I didn’t want to be in control.
“As I was saying,” she began, some moments later as she was securing the blond wig to my head after putting a strapless bra on me and tucking the breast forms into place. The locks of the wig fell down my naked back, tickling my skin, and it was almost impossible to see where the forms joined against my body. It looked like I had real, perky, bouncing breasts of my own. “I know you have the meeting at four, and you can’t go looking like this, so I’ll be representing you,”
“You?” I said, skeptical. That flash of raw fury made her eyes look like emeralds glinting in the sun.
“Yes, me,” she replied, holding my jaw very tight. I tried to think of what was being covered today, how I could smooth things over if I sent my slutty looking secretary to take notes on my behalf. It wasn’t orthodox, but I could get away with it just this once. To appease Natalie.
“You’ve done nothing but underestimate me, David. I think it’s about time you paid for that,”
“I- of course,” I said mildly, averting my eyes.
“Such a submissive streak, I knew I’d get you like this from the moment we met,” she simpered, curling her hand around my cock. The pressure of her hand, the feeling of her actually touching me after all of this time, it’s blissful. I groan and close my eyes, aware of the unfamiliar sensations all over my body. My skin is bare, hypersensitive from being waxed. My lashes are thick with mascara, and I can’t even imagine how I look to an outsider, tied to my own chair in a platinum-blond wig.
“God you’re pathetic,” Natalie laughed. There was an edge of disgust, but it was mostly playful. I whimpered as she took her hand away. “I’ve prepared the presentation for later. You’ll spend the duration of the meeting here, exactly as you are now. I’m taking your clothes with me, and I’ll give them back when I return,”
“Wh-what if someone comes into my office?”
“I’m the only one who comes in without knocking,” she pointed out.
“But they’ll know I’m in here! If I don’t answer they might walk in anyway to check,”
Natalie shrugged. “That’s part of the fun!”
I didn’t agree, but there was nothing I could say to sway her, I knew that. It had occurred to me that she’d planned for this, and it really had nothing to do with what she’d overheard earlier. She’d prepared the presentation well in advance of that. The shopping trip she’d made, though, I could buy that she’d done that because of what she’d overheard.
“Look at the time! It certainly flies when you’re having fun,” she remarked, a dimple forming in one cheek as she smiled. The clock on my desk showed 15:56. “Don’t worry boss,” she winked when she said that word, “I won’t embarrass you out there. Which is more than you can say for yourself,”
“Natalie - don’t- you don’t have to leave me like this,” I pleaded as she walked away. She turned on her heel and strolled back to me casually, bending down so that she was eye-level with my throbbing dick. She sighed, and the air felt incredible over my tormented cock. A bead of pre-cum dripped from my cock down onto my leather chair.
“I know I don’t. But I think you’re enjoying this more than you’re letting on,” she replied, undoing the knot in my tie so that my hands were freed. I rubbed my sore wrists, looking them over for any bruising. They were white from where the blood had been restricted, but I doubted there would be any marks come tomorrow.
“I’m taking your clothes with me,” she tossed over her shoulder, having already bagged the suit I’d put on this morning.
I was about to protest further but she opened my office door, and my heart leapt into my throat. The corridor that led out was always busy, and all it would take was someone to glance at her leaving my office to see me this way.
The next thirty-five minutes were excruciating, and I was hard the entire time. Every time someone walked past, I was convinced they’d turn their head to peer through the slits in the blinds and see what Natalie had done to me. I didn’t know what to do other than await her return. I tried to get work done, respond to emails, but I didn’t feel like myself. Not naked with a full face of make-up.
The phone rang and startled me out of my skin. The clock on my desk said 16:32. I cleared my throat, barely trusting my voice, then answered the call.
“I need you to bring a document I left in your office,”
It was Natalie. Who else.
“You know I can’t do that!” I spluttered.
“Fine, I’ll send Simms down to pick it up,”
“No- no, don’t do that,” I said, looking around the room for something that would help.
“Check the bags I left in there. I’m giving you ten minutes then I’m sending Simms,” she said brusquely, before ending the call.
I grabbed the bags she’d left and tipped them up. Women’s clothing spilled out; a pair of heels, a skirt made of stretchy, figure-hugging material, a strappy, backless satin top with ruffles at the wrists. She can’t expect me to wear this, I thought desperately, even as I was pulling the garments on. It took almost five minutes, because I stopped to check my reflection in the glass. I recognized myself, just barely. Would anyone else?
It seemed inevitable; I worked with these people every day. What if someone stopped me, demanded I show them my identification? It was agonizing. I grabbed the document Natalie wanted and hugged it to my body, tugging the edge of my little skirt down as I minced toward the elevator. I kept my head down, feeling my face burning. I was convinced that everyone on the floor had seen me emerge from my office, and they knew they’d never seen a leggy platinum blond go into my office. They’d have to know it was me.
I took the elevator up to the conference room, having to measure my steps and struggle in the heels that Natalie had left for me. They pinched at the toe and I had no idea how she could wear them all day. My smooth legs rubbed together, and the lack of hair around my cock had me aware of more sensations than ever. The white lace panties I’d pulled on felt so good that my cock was dripping and I was desperate to come.
I reached the conference room at last, and peered in through the glass partition in the door. Natalie’s eyes lit up when she saw me, and I waited with a pounding heart for her to come and take the damned document off of me so I could slink back to my office and never come out again. She didn’t, though, she called in an authoritative voice for me to enter.
I stood there, frozen. I met her cold stare, trying to plead with her silently. She called again for me to come in, and the ten others in the room all turned to look at the door expectantly. I opened the door a crack, and Natalie beckoned me over. She looked very professional, her shirt buttoned all the way, a light gray scarf fashioned around her neck. I could see that everyone in the room had deferred to her and I understood that, intimately.
I took the same small, mincing steps towards her and handed her the file, not daring to look anyone in the eye. I was sure they’d recognize me. I was utterly convinced that Simms already did, after all, he’d seen me just a matter of hours ago.
“Could you collect the file Mr. Simms checked out and return it to storage please,” Natalie instructed when she relieved me of the document I’d brought. She pointed at Simms for show. I glanced up, caught a flash of his hungry blue eyes, then had to look down at the floor again. I went over to him and whispered a muffled thanks when he slid the paperwork over to me. 
“Anything for you, gorgeous,” he quipped, winking. I tried not to let my shock register and practically fled from the room, my heart racing madly. He wasn’t being sarcastic - he’d actually mistaken me for a woman. A hot woman.
I couldn’t get back to my office fast enough, not just because I was afraid to be caught and exposed, but because my cock was aching beyond belief. I needed to relieve the pressure in my balls.
Unfortunately, that was how Natalie walked in on me - with my skirt hitched up, my panties down, and my knees wide, working my cock with my fist. She closed the door and quirked a brow at me as I froze in place, awaiting punishment or ridicule. Neither was forthcoming.
“So how does it feel?” she asked, jutting one hip out and resting her hand on it. “You seem to have taken to it very well, being the slutty secretary,”
“I…” I didn’t know what to say, and I was so close to coming. I let go of my cock, sensing there was a chance that she’d help me if I didn’t blow right that minute. Still chasing the possibility of having Natalie touch me, even after everything she’d put me through that afternoon.
“You liked it?” she asked. She wasn’t as angry anymore, in fact at a guess, the meeting had gone very well and she was riding a high from having proven herself. “You do make a very sexy woman,”
I swallowed and tried not to analyze why that felt so good to hear her say. She glanced at the haphazardly strewn contents of the bags she’d left behind, the ones I’d upturned when I was searching for clothes to wear. I’d noticed the dildo, of course, but I’d not let myself think about it. It was big, much bigger than my own dick, and had a suction base to keep it affixed to whatever surface it came into contact with.
“Stand up,” Natalie ordered. I did, my panties slipping further down my smooth legs. She picked up the dildo and discarded the packaging, licked her finger and rubbed her saliva into the suction cup. She walked behind me and I knew better than to try and turn around. I waited, the anticipation making my legs weak.
“Sit down. Slowly,” she urged. I did, jolting upright again when the cool, lubed-up tip of the dildo poked me in the ass.
“Don’t,” she warned, seizing hold of my wrists again. “Just relax, and ease down gently,”
I did, even though it was humiliating, even though I’d never wanted a cock in my ass before. I wanted Natalie to be pleased with me, I wanted the payoff for the afternoon’s erotic humiliation. I hadn’t even spared a thought for whether someone would come and glance through the partially opened blinds, my awareness had narrowed down to the insistent pressure on my back passage and Natalie’s presence, her scent, her firm grip on my arms.
“It won’t-” I started, gasping slightly as the broad tip of the dildo stretched me wider than I’d ever been. There was resistance, but Natalie wouldn’t hear it. My legs began to tremble with the exertion of holding myself up in a squat over the office chair.
“Breathe out and lower yourself down,” Natalie urged, sweeping my hair to one side. Her lips were right by my ear as she coached me into taking the cock up my ass. I let out a gentle whimper as the resistance weakened, then suddenly seemed to vanish. The middle third of the cock plunged into me at a much greater speed, and it surprised me so much that I couldn’t hold myself up. I sat down, bottomed out on the silicone cock that she’d fixed on my office chair.
I swore, my cock leaked and twitched, the sensation of fullness and being stretched to my limit taking me right to the edge of cumming. 
“I know you’re very worked up, but I don’t want you to cum until I’ve cum. Do you understand?”
“Yes,” I moaned. It could have been in answer to her question, or a more general statement. Yes was my current mood. I couldn’t believe I’d never tried this before, any of it. I’d never been so turned on in my life.
And then Natalie reminded me she wasn’t wearing panties by shimmying her skirt up and baring her naked pussy to me. She was neatly trimmed and glistening wet. My cock throbbed and I tensed my muscles, trying not to climax. It only made me more aware of the thick length filling my ass.
“Don’t cum,” Natalie reminded me. We both knew I couldn’t follow that command, no matter how much I wished I could. She lowered herself over my cock, her cunt hot and wet around me. I cried out, no longer sparing a thought for what noise might travel through these thin walls.
I just about managed to last as she fully seated herself on my dick, but when she pulled up and then plunged down again, impaling me on the dildo at the same time as clenching her pussy walls around my aching dick, I couldn’t stop it.
“I’m cumming,” I gasped out apologetically. Natalie kept bouncing on my dick, forcing the dildo deeper inside of me every time she landed. Wave after wave of cum spurted from me, soaking my panties as it trickled from between Natalie’s plump pussy lips.
She rode me until my cock was too soft to stay in, and unbearably sensitive. I knew I hadn’t satisfied her. She sighed and stood up, then settled herself on the edge of my desk and rested her feet on either side of my chair, pulling me close.
“Lick my cunt, I want to cum too,” she said, sounding less composed than usual. I loved that she wanted this too, though her need was nowhere near the levels of desperation I’d reached. I hungrily got to work licking her pussy, uncaring that my own come filled my mouth. I drank it down along with her juices, attending to her with enthusiasm. She tasted sweet and musky, and when she reached her orgasm, a gush of warmth cascaded onto my mouth and ran down my chin.
I sat back, panting. Natalie straightened her skirt and smoothed back her hair, a look of satisfaction on her pretty face.
“I think we’ll play this game more often, Mr. Freeman,” she said, taking on the tone she had back on her very first day, before all of this began. I wondered how long it would last for this time, how long before she tied me to my own chair and turned me into her sissy secretary slut.
I couldn’t wait to find out. Perhaps for a while, Natalie would remember her place as my secretary, as long as I allowed her to flex herself in meetings on my behalf. And while she was handling that, where else would I be but here, embracing my new position? I was keen to explore the role that Natalie had created for me, to find a balance between what we were supposed to be, and what we could be. I realized in that interview I conducted, she really was the one who was interviewing me. She'd planned to do this to me from day one… And I'd loved every moment. 
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