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	TEASER

	 

	[image: Image]eee! I knew you'd say yes!" Julia beamed. "Okay, first things first - I need to see what I'm working with. Strip."

	My jaw dropped. "Wait... what?"

	She blushed faintly at her own boldness, then straightened with mock-serious authority. "Come on! If we're going to do this properly, I need to see my doll."

	I hesitated.

	"Don't make me take them off for you, Missy," Julia said, crossing her arms and tapping her foot. "Chop chop."

	That name hit me like a shot of tequila at 4am.

	Missy.

	With trembling hands, I peeled off my boxers and stepped out of them.

	Julia's eyes swept over me and she let out a low whistle.

	"Well, damn," she said, circling me like a sculptor studying a blank statue. "You've got such a pretty little figure. So lithe, so slim... Barely any body hair. Hardly any muscle. This is going to be easy."

	I flushed. Her words were compliments, but they made me feel small. Soft. Like, I just a doll.[image: Image]

	Then her gaze dropped to my groin.

	"Oh my god," she giggled, biting her lip. "Is... that it?"

	I tried to speak but Julia was laughing so hard.

	"You really are one of the girls!"

	 


CHAPTER 1: TOUCHING MYSELF

	AT THE CAR WASH

	 

	[image: Image]efore the panties.

	Before the cock cage.

	Before the lipstick, the lashes, the teasing, and my complete and humiliating feminization - it had always been Julia and me.

	We met freshman year. She and her sorority were throwing one of those stereotypical bikini car washes to raise money for a new gym. I drove through under the flimsy excuse of "supporting student athletics," but really I just wanted to ogle sun-drenched, bikini-clad goddesses while they lathered up hoods and bent over bumpers.

	And God, did they deliver.

	The girls were giggling, their breasts soaked and bouncing, their bodies gleaming with water and sweat under the spring sun. It was torture - every forbidden inch of exposed skin taunting me while I sat there achingly hard in the driver's [image: Image]seat. Bikini straps dug into tan shoulders, nipples strained against damp Lycra, and asses jiggled in thong bottoms that barely covered their assholes. I was one more minute from cumming untouched in my jeans.[image: Image]

	Then the gods - cruel and brilliant as they are - sent Julia.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Julia walked over to my car like it was all a joke. Three-inch white platform heels clicking on the asphalt. A neon pink bikini hugging her curves so tight it may as well have been painted on. Her skin was that perfect sun-kissed shade of tan that made you want to bite it, taste the salt, leave your teeth marks behind.

	And her breasts - full and high - bounced with every step. Her nipples were diamond-hard through the thin pink fabric, and it was all I could do not to roll down the window and beg her to smother me with them.

	She bent to dip a sponge into the bucket, and when she did, her ass - glorious, gleaming, mouthwatering - arched high in the air. The string of her thong vanished between her cheeks, slick from water and suds. I was instantly in love. Everything about this vision made my cock throb against my jeans like it wanted to escape.

	Julia washed the hood slowly, almost mockingly, her arm sweeping in big, wide circles that made her tits threaten to spill from their tiny cups with every stroke. I couldn't stop staring. I couldn't even blink. I was rock hard, desperate, praying no one could see how obvious it was through my lap.

	When she knelt by the wheel wells, I couldn't take it anymore. I slipped a hand into my pocket and palmed my cock, pressing down just to take the edge off. But that just made me harder.

	Then Julia knocked on the window.

	I jumped, nearly knocking the mirror off, trying to get my hand out and act like I hadn't been mid-creep. She didn't [image: Image]wait - just opened the door and slid into the passenger seat like she owned the world, soaking the upholstery without a care in the universe.

	"Your tire's shot," she said casually, her voice was warm and playful, it didn't match the bombshell lounging next to me at all.

	I gawped like a total idiot. I'd been too busy drooling over her body to notice anything else - but now, sitting beside her, I saw something even more dangerous: Julia wasn't just hot. She was beautiful.

	Her green eyes were alive with mischief, like she was constantly in on a secret and daring you to guess it. Her blonde hair hit her shoulders in messy waves, the kind that looked like they'd air-dried after a sunrise surf. A scatter of freckles danced across her nose, and when she smiled - god, when she smiled - she lit up the whole damn car.

	Up close, I could see the tiniest chip in her front tooth, just enough imperfection to make me realize she was real.

	Not a dream. Not some fantasy. Just Julia. And she had absolutely no idea what she was doing to me.

	"What?" I croaked.

	[image: Image]"Your tire," she repeated, one eyebrow raised, like I was the slowest boy alive. "Totally gassed."[image: Image]

	I blinked at her. Still hard. Still dumb.

	[image: Image]"Oh my god, you're hopeless, aren't you?" she sighed, already reaching for my seatbelt. "Swap seats. I need an escape route, and you're going to help me. I'm driving this to my aunt's shop."

	I obeyed like a puppy.

	The next few hours were a fever dream. She made me a cosmopolitan - yes, really - while she tinkered under the hood of my car, barefoot now, the heels discarded, her feet arched and wet on the garage floor. That pink bikini clung to her curves like it had a vendetta. Her ass jiggled every time she bent over, and when she sipped from a cold bottle of beer, I could think of nothing but her mouth on my desperate cock.

	We talked the whole time. We both liked video games, paperbacks and never missed a movie in the cinema. The biggest difference was that Julia was a terrible student. She was flunking history. So, awkwardly and bravely, I offered to tutor her.

	And that was it. We'd been best friends ever since.

	And it stayed that way until the week of her bachelorette party.

	Until the panties.

	Until the cage.

	Until she taught me what it really meant to be a sissy maid of honour.


CHAPTER 2: TEASED THE WHOLE TIME

	 

	[image: Image]ulia sat in the seat across from me, and I was trying not to look up her skirt. She had her long tan legs stretched out like she owned the space, her perfect bare feet crossed at the ankles. She was painting her toenails cherry red - same as the lace thong just barely visible beneath the hem of her little white skirt. Her thighs were parted just enough to make it impossible not to peek. I was trying not to look. Really. I was mostly succeeding.

	I was also trying not to get hard. At that, I was decidedly failing.

	"Thanks again for escorting me to my bachelorette party, bestie," Julia purred, leaning back until her tight white crop top rode up, the pink glittery BRIDE lettering rising with the swell of her perky tits.

	I forced a chuckle. "Well, I am your Maid of Honor, remember?" The words still sounded ridiculous on my tongue.[image: Image]

	But Julia had insisted, and she always got what she wanted. "It's my job this weekend to do... whatever makes you happy."

	Julia's lips curled into a slow, dangerous grin. "Oh really?"

	I swallowed.

	[image: Image]"Then let me paint your nails."

	I blinked. "What? Why?"

	She pouted, dragging the little brush across her own glossy toes. "Because you basically just promised to be my bitch for the weekend. And I'm bored."

	The train rolled past hills and trees in a blur of springtime green. Verdant, beautiful, utterly ignored.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Fine," I muttered, cheeks flushing.

	She squealed in delight and practically dove for my feet. "You're gonna be so pretty!"

	Before I could protest, she'd yanked off my shoes and peeled away my socks. Her fingers trailed along my arches, making me twitch. "You've got really pretty feet," she said with a little hum. "Dainty. Just like a girl's."

	[image: Image]"l do not," I scoffed.

	"You so do. Most chicks would kill for feet like this. You could have an OnlyFans just for them and no one would ever know you weren't a girl." Her smirk deepened. "Maybe I'll make you set that up as my next favour."[image: Image]

	I went crimson.

	"I'm only kidding bestie, it's our little secret." She clicked her tongue, examining her polish options. "Okay, what colour?"

	"Black?" I offered hopefully.

	Julia wrinkled her nose. "Too androgynous. Nope - this one." She held up a bottle of neon yellow like a prize.

	"Loud, fun, slutty. Perfect for my little Maid of Honor."

	She started brushing it on, and I sank lower in my seat, utterly humiliated as she carefully turned my toes into bright, girly beacons. I could feel her smirking.

	"So freaking cute," she said, admiring her work. "Thanks, bestie. Now - what's the plan for this week?"

	[image: Image]"We get to the resort in about an hour. The rest of the girls are arriving this afternoon. Itinerary's in the group chat - beach day tomorrow, then clubbing, then a boat party, and then - "

	"Oh, I remember now," Julia cut in. "Oh! A little surprise, I had Candice add a trip to a strip club."

	"A strip club?" I blinked. "l thought - didn't your fiancé - ?"

	"l convinced him I deserve a hall pass." She leaned closer, her emerald eyes sparkling with mischief. "And it's your job to make sure I get laid this weekend. Even if you have to fuck me yourself."

	She burst out laughing, shaking her head. "God, could you imagine? That'd be so weird."

	"Yeah..." I said, voice a little too thin. "So weird."

	*******

	Waiting for us at the station was Candice - one of Julia's bridesmaids - and she was a lot. Her skin had a moonlight glow about it, her heels were so high she tottered everywhere like a drunk slut, and her huge tits were bouncing under a [image: Image]tiny halter top that didn't cover much. She looked like every porn category come to life, bottle-blonde hair tousled, lip [image: Image]gloss gleaming.

	"Oh my gosh, you made it!" she squealed as we jumped into the rental SUV.

	Candice gave off slutty bimbo energy so hard it could've powered a city. But she was sweet. Kind of. In a chaotic, [image: Image]oversharing, "did-she-really-just-say-that?" kind of way.

	[image: Image]"You should've seen the car they tried to give me," Candice said, sliding behind the wheel. "l had to gobble the assistant manager's cock just to get this upgrade."

	I laughed, used to her schtick. "You didn't."

	"l did," she beamed proudly. "It was a glorious cock. Honestly, I was proud to suck it. So big. Don't you just love a thick, juicy one?"

	Julia nodded like it was a wine preference. “I won't touch anything under seven inches."

	I blushed. That was way bigger than me.

	[image: Image]"Too right," Candice said with a wink. "Mmm, I can still taste his cum. Pineapple. He was totally prepping for a blowjob."

	Candice had fabric samples and sketches scattered in the backseat - Candice was a lingerie designer, apparently -  and kept talking about bra sizing, crotchless panties, and fabric cling.

	"You're the only boy on this whole trip," she said, glancing at me with a knowing grin. "Bet you're gonna end up with your pick of the girls. Surrounded by panties and pretty dresses. So tell me, will you be fucking all of us by the end of this like some big cocked stud?"

	I choked. "What?"

	But Julia jumped in. "Oh, stop," she said, giggling. "He's too gentle for that. Aren't you, bestie?"

	I felt a flush crawl up my neck. "l... guess."

	[image: Image]"Just treat him like one of the girls." Julia leaned over and kissed my cheek. "That's what you want, right, Bestie?"

	I nodded dumbly. My cock strained against my pants. I hated how much I liked hearing that.

	 


CHAPTER 3: I'M GOING TO BE A GIRL!?

	 

	[image: Image]he moment we pulled into the Feminicola Resort, I felt... out of place.

	It wasn't just upscale - it was stunning. Modern white-washed buildings, balconies wrapped in ivy, palm trees swaying over the glittering blue of the infinity pool. But what really made my jaw drop was the people. Or rather, the women.

	Everywhere I looked - lounging by the pool, sipping cocktails in gauzy robes, working the front desk in crisp uniforms, even pushing laundry carts down the hall - it was nothing but women. Gorgeous, radiant, confident women. Tall, curvy, leggy, toned. Not a single man in sight.

	Julia seemed utterly unfazed. She waved at a few staff members like she'd been here before, then took my wrist and dragged me through the air-conditioned lobby, up a marble staircase to the private suites.

	She punched in a code at the door. "My cousin gave me her members-only login," she said casually. "She said this place was heaven. You're gonna love it."

	The suite was enormous. King bed. Walk-in closet. A balcony overlooking the beach. I was still reeling when Julia dropped her suitcase on the bed and peeled off her crop top in one fluid motion.

	I turned around, too late. She was already in just her bra and panties - delicate lavender lace that clung to her curves like it was in love with her.

	I tried so hard not to stare.

	[image: Image]Her skin was golden and soft-looking, her breasts round and high in that barely-there bra. Her panties were see through. Every inch of her was perfection, and I was getting hard before I even realized it.

	Unfortunately... it didn't show. Not much.

	Julia glanced over and raised an eyebrow.

	"Awww," she said, lips curving in little frown. "I thought all the exercise I've been doing for the wedding would be enough to get you hard. I've never seen you get hard you know. Not in all the years we've been besties."

	"I'm just respectful," I burned, both at her words and the fact that I could be rock hard and she couldn't see it. . "It's just cold in here," I mumbled, a pathetic excuse, fumbling for my suitcase.

	She giggled and sauntered past me, hips swaying. "Sorry, I'm just being naughty. Bachelorette energy I guess!"

	I kicked off my shoes and stripped down to my boxers, still red in the face, when she returned from the bathroom, holding a drink. Her expression was... different.

	Serious.

	"l forgot to tell you something," she said, sipping. "Feminico isn't just a resort."

	"Oh?" I said, warily.

	"It's an all-female resort."[image: Image]

	I blinked. "You mean... staff?"

	"No. I mean guests. Members. Everyone. No men allowed." She set the glass down. "Like, legally. It's part of their bylaws. This place used to be a lesbian cult."

	I froze. "Wait. So I'm... not supposed to be here?"

	[image: Image]"Exactly," she said cheerfully.

	"Well, shit. Okay. I'll grab the next train out - "

	"No!" she said quickly, stepping in front of me. "l can't have my bachelorette weekend without my Maid of Honor! That would literally ruin everything. I know I should have told you but we got such a good deal on this place that I couldn't say no!"

	She started pacing, her tits bouncing with every step.

	"Remember earlier? When I said you were just one of the girls?"

	I nodded slowly. "Yeah..."

	"Well." Her grin widened. "l think we're gonna have to take that a step further."

	My stomach dropped. "Julia..."

	"Oh, come on," she whined, stepping closer, voice going all singsong. "Please? I need you here. You took two weeks off work, and you promised you'd do anything to make me happy. Remember? You did say that."

	I looked at her. Those green eyes, sparkling with desire. The pretty little bra still hugging her chest. That smug, playful smile.

	I didn't want to disappoint her. But... how could I let this happen?

	"l..." My throat felt dry. "What exactly are you thinking?"

	She squealed, clapping her hands like it was Christmas morning.

	"Oh my god, yay! I knew you'd say yes. I knew it."

	Then her expression changed - just a little. More focused. More predatory.

	"Okay," Julia said, licking her plump lips. "First things first. I need to see what I'm working with."

	She stepped forward, grabbing the waistband of my boxers.

	"Strip."

	My hands began to shake.

	What had I gotten myself into?


CHAPTER 4: GOOD GIRLS ARE SMOOTH

	 

	[image: Image]ine," I muttered. "For you, bestie."

	Julia squealed, clapping her hands in pure delight, her excitement so electric it made my skin prickle.

	"Eeee! I knew you'd say yes!" she beamed. "Okay, first things first - I need to see what I'm working with. Strip."

	My jaw dropped. "Wait... what?"[image: Image]

	She blushed faintly at her own boldness, then straightened with mock-serious authority. "Come on! If we're going to do this properly, I need to see my canvas."

	I hesitated.

	[image: Image]"Don't make me take them off for you, Missy," she said, crossing her arms and tapping her foot. "Chop chop."[image: Image]

	That name hit me like a shot of tequila at 4am.

	Missy.

	With trembling hands, I peeled off my boxers and stepped out of them.

	Julia's eyes swept over me and she let out a low whistle.

	"Well, damn," she said, circling me like a sculptor studying a blank statue. "You've got such a pretty little figure. So lithe, so slim... Barely any body hair. Hardly any muscle. This is going to be easy."

	I flushed. Her words were compliments, but they made me feel small. Soft. Like, I just a doll.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]Then her gaze dropped to my groin.

	"Oh my god," she giggled, biting her lip. "Is... that it?"

	"I'm not hard!" I blurted, mortified.

	"That's true," she said and crouched in front of my limp cock. "Are you going to wake up for me, little thing? Are you going to show me what a stud my bestie is? It's okay to be tiny soft if you're a monster, hard!"

	To my horror, as she watched and demeaned my manhood, I started to grow.

	"Ohhh my god," she gasped, eyes widening in delighted horror. "That's you hard?"

	I couldn't speak. Couldn't breathe. I was so embarrassed I wanted to melt into the tile.

	"Oh, sweetie," she cooed, walking up to me and brushing my cheek with her fingertips. "You're practically a girl already. That's not a cock. That's a sissy clit."

	I whimpered.

	She playfully booped my nose. "Okay. Shower time. You need to be smooth."[image: Image]

	She ushered me into the enormous glass-walled bathroom, humming as she stripped off her top and slipped into a sleek one-piece swimsuit. Her hips swayed as she walked behind me into the steam.[image: Image]

	"l love being smooth," she said, lathering up shaving cream in her hands. “It feels so clean. So girly." She began to glide the razor over my thighs, my stomach, under my arms - removing every trace of hair like she was erasing my masculinity with every stroke.[image: Image]

	"You're gonna feel so nice in satin," she murmured as she shaved me bare.  

	She pulled me out of the shower and towelled me dry. “And this cute little butt? It's getting some glow, baby."

	She massaged self-tanning lotion into my ass and thighs, her touch clinical but intimate. "Just a light bronze. Let's make you pop." Then came moisturizer. Then the lashes - long, fluttery, ridiculous. She pressed them to my lids and clucked with satisfaction.

	If felt so wrong but so right, sitting naked covered in girly goos and gels while my best friend fawned over me and made me anew.

	"There," she said. "Now you're starting to look like one of the girls."

	[image: Image]"Oh god," I murmured. "Aren't we going too far?"

	I jumped as Julia flicked the head of my hard cock.

	[image: Image]"Your little bitty clitty seems to like it," Julia laughed, then kissed me on the cheek. "I've done all I can. I need to get some more supplies. But don't worry, I'll send company."

	I gulped. "Company. Someone is going to see me like this?"

	I went to get dressed.

	"Stop that right now Missy," Julia smirked. "They're going to want to see you just as you are. So keep that teeny little pink princess nice and hard until their arrival."

	Then she left, and I was alone.

	Blinking through my heavy false lashes as the tan began to set.


CHAPTER 5: PANTIES MAKE THE SISSY

	 

	[image: Image]he door clicked open, and in waltzed Candice, hips swaying like she was on a catwalk, pink leather bag in one hand, giant iced coffee in the other. She froze when she saw me - shaved, smooth, and pink-cheeked  - standing awkwardly in the middle of the suite, naked except for the faintly orange tan, and fake lashes.

	"Well well well," Candice said, biting her straw with a wicked grin. "What do we have here?"

	"Julia's just grabbing something - " I started, but she was already circling me like a lioness with a new toy.[image: Image]

	"l know, why do you think I'm here bitch? Oh is that a pretty little clitty I see?" she giggled, pointing right at my pathetic small cock. "Oh my god, it really is! That's not a dick. That's a sissy clit."

	I opened my mouth to argue, but she just giggled again and set her drink down.

	[image: Image]"No no, we are not leaving you like this. You're going to catch a cold standing around with your shame showing. Let's find you something cute to wear."

	Candice dropped her leather bag on the bed, and it exploded into a rainbow of panties, bras, and stockings - silks and satins and frills and lace in every girly colour imaginable.

	"Oh my god, you have no idea how fun this is for me. I've thought you'd make a perfect sissy for years, to be honest. But Julia never let me take you under my wing," Candice said, with a wry grin, eyeing my-ahem, sissy clit.

	"Okay It's time you learned that panties maketh the sissy," Candice said, holding up a pair of sheer lilac boy shorts trimmed with little daisies. "These are for casual brunch. With mimosas. And light fingering."

	She tossed them aside and pulled out a micro-mesh g-string. "These are for pool days when you want everything but your pussy lips to get a nice even tan."

	Another pair - cotton candy-striped panties with a heart cut-out in the back. "These are for when you're wearing a really flowy skirt and you want anyone following you up the stairs to think about you when they're fucking their wife that evening."

	I just stood there, frozen, humiliated beyond reason as she pressed each pair against my now-stirring bulge, dragging them across the smoothness Julia had so lovingly shaved bare minutes earlier.

	"Ohhh, this one's doing things to you," she giggled, brushing a bit of delicate satin across the tip of my cock.

	"Look how your little clit jumps when it's touched. So sensitive. So needy." 

	I whimpered.

	Then she found it - a pair of lacy pastel pink panties, sheer in the front with a tiny bow and ruffled edges.

	"Oh yes. These are perfect. These say, 'I'm a sweet little maid of honour who knows her place.' Let’s get them on you."

	Before I could even process it, she'd peeled away the towel and slid the panties up my thighs. They clung tight to my skin, tucking everything away. Well, trying to. My stiff little clit created a sad little bulge in the lace.

	"Awww," Candice cooed. "She's trying to be a big girl. But panties don't lie, do they?"[image: Image]

	Then came a matching garter belt, which she snapped snug around my waist, followed by a pair of sheer white thigh-highs with scalloped tops and tiny satin bows at the back. She rolled them slowly up my legs, smoothing every inch with practiced, teasing fingers.

	[image: Image]"There," she whispered, standing back to admire me. "So much better. You were born to wear this, sissy. Don't you feel it? That warm little flutter in your tummy when you're tucked, dressed, and helpless? That's the truth setting in."

	I opened my mouth - but nothing came out.

	Just then, the door opened again.

	"Oh, Candice!" Julia said cheerfully, holding a bag of popcorn and two sodas. "You got her dressed already? Thanks!"

	"Her?" I said, startled.[image: Image]

	Julia set the snacks down and came to admire me. "Yes, her. That's your name now. Missy. I named you."

	Candice gasped and clapped. "You gave her a pet name! Oh my god I love that!"

	Julia stepped in close, brushing a hand down my shoulder. "It's not just a pet name, babe. If we're going to keep you [image: Image]here - at an all-female resort - you can't just play the part. You are the part."

	"But - "

	"No buts," she said sweetly. "You love me, right? You're my best friend?"

	I nodded.

	"And you don't want to be kicked out, right?"[image: Image]

	I nodded again.

	"Then we need to fully commit. Your old name is gone. It's Missy now."

	She pulled a pink leather binder from her bag and flipped it open to a page titled "Bridal Contract: Maid of Honor - Missy" in glitter pen. It had hearts around it.

	"l just need your consent," she said, holding out a sparkly pen. "Nothing scary. Just a promise that I can do whatever I need this weekend to make you the perfect sissy maid of honour. Full makeovers, wardrobe changes, activities, the works."

	I stared at it. My hands trembled.

	But Julia gave me that look - the one that made me feel like I was hers, utterly.

	And I signed.

	Missy.

	My new name.

	And I loved it.

	 


CHAPTER 6: GOOD GIRLS

	DON'T GET HARD

	 

	[image: Image]ay!" Julia squealed, practically bouncing with excitement. "You're my proper little sissy Maid of Honor now, Missy."

	She stepped closer, her hands clasped in front of her chest - then paused, frowning down at the very visible tent straining against the front of my dainty pink panties.

	Her smile vanished. "Uh, Missy... What do you think you're doing?"

	I blinked. "What?"

	She gave me a look like I'd just farted during a prayer. "Good girls don't get hard. That's gross."[image: Image]

	She pouted, crossing her arms beneath her chest and squeezing her tits together like punishment.

	Candice leaned in and smacked my thigh. "Ew. That is not ladylike."

	"l can't help it if it gets hard!" I protested, cheeks burning.

	[image: Image]Julia rolled her eyes. "Missy. No. Men get hard. Men have cocks. But you're not a man anymore, remember? You signed that away." She leaned in, smirking. "You've got a cute little clit."

	I whimpered as she flicked her nails against the outline of my arousal.

	"Besides," she added, "even if you weren't wearing panties and stockings and those adorable fake lashes... even if you hadn't signed a contract handing over your dignity, you still couldn't call that pathetic little shrimp between your thighs a cock. Don't make me laugh, bestie."

	Candice cackled. "I’ve seen bigger on a Ken doll."

	I looked down, ashamed and stiff, my hard-on doing nothing but proving them right.

	"It's okay," Julia cooed, mock-gentle. "It's better this way."

	"We could tuck it," Candice suggested, trailing her long, French-tipped nails over the taut lace, teasing the shaft beneath. "Smooth it all back so she looks like a real girl."[image: Image]

	"No, it'll just pop back up," Julia groaned. "It's like a bad dog - it needs discipline."

	She tilted her head, thinking.

	"Okay," she said finally. "Let's just make it spurt. Maybe then it'll settle down and behave."

	My breath hitched. "Wait - what?"

	Julia raised a brow. "You think sissies get to jerk off like boys? Oh no, bestie. If we're gonna drain that little clit, we're going to do it. Our way."

	Candice giggled, reaching for a bottle of lube in her bag like this was just another sleepover game. "Don't worry,

	Missy. It won't take long. Little clits never do."[image: Image]

	 


CHAPTER 7: CUM LIKE A GIRL

	 

	[image: Image]ulia knelt by the bed with a wicked glint in her eye and unzipped the soft pink toy case like it was sacred.

	"Time for a little show-and-tell, Missy," she purred. "We can't have my Maid of Honor getting all worked up with no idea how real girls play."[image: Image]

	Inside lay nine glittering, girlish sex toys, arranged like sacred instruments on satin. I swallowed hard, legs weak beneath me.

	Julia pointed to the first.

	A pair of jewelled nipple clamps, delicate rose-gold with pink crystal charms. "Pain can be pretty," she said, letting one dangle from her finger. "These teach good girls how to moan through discipline."

	Candice pulled out a heart-shaped plug - pearlescent pink with a gemmed base. "This one's about posture. You'd be shocked how straight you sit when your hole is full of love."

	Then came a transparent glass dildo, curved with little beads along the shaft. "Cold at first, but so obedient," Julia whispered, brushing it across her cheek. "Easy to clean. Perfect for training your pussy to take something girthy."

	A remote-controlled vibrating egg. "This one's for dinner dates," Julia winked. "Slide it in before appetizers. Cum during dessert. Makes me so fucking wet I can't wait to get fucked."

	A pink bunny-eared clit stimulator, cute and cartoonish. Candice moaned. "Fastest orgasms on the planet. We keep this one under our pillows for emergencies."

	A pair of beaded anal balls, each coated in shiny silicone. "Graduated sizes," Candice explained. "Pop-pop-pop. Girls love rhythm."

	A rose-shaped suction toy, soft and petal-like. "This one will make you beg," Julia promised. “It doesn't stop until you're shaking."

	Candice's eyes lit up - a massive double-headed dildo, translucent purple, with a suction cup at the base. "This is for [image: Image]the girls who just can't get enough," she grinned, slapping it against her thigh. "It's called the Double-Dick."

	Then Julia picked up the ninth.

	The wand.

	Bright pink, bulbous, and already humming as soon as she touched the button. "This one," she said reverently, "is the reason I've never needed to cheat on a partner."

	She turned to me. "You're not ready for most of these, but since it's your first time, you can share with me, bestie."

	[image: Image]She sat back on the bed and patted the spot across from her. "Come on, Missy. Cross-legged. Like we're braiding each other's hair."[image: Image]

	I obeyed, lowering myself down with shaky limbs, my tiny clit still throbbing in the pink thong. I sat opposite her, knees touching.

	[image: Image]She clicked the wand back on and slid it between us, the soft silicone head pressing directly into the crotch of her lacy panties - and mine.

	"We keep our panties on," she said sweetly. "When girls play, it's meant to be demure. It's not about thrusting or fucking. It's about feeling. About surrender."

	The vibration was instant, deep and pulsing, crawling through the lace into the head of my clit like lightning.

	"Good girl," Julia whispered.

	Those two words hit harder than anything.

	I gasped. "Oh my god..."

	"You're a good tiny-clit bitch," she cooed, eyes half-lidded. "You don't need to touch it. You don't need to jerk. You just feel."

	Across the room, Candice was already on her back with Double-Dick stuffed inside both holes - moaning, writhing, bouncing on the thick toy like she needed it to live. Her fingers were in her mouth, her other hand squeezing her tits.

	Candice watched us with wild eyes. "Look at her," she panted. "She's shaking. Is little Missy gonna spurt in her pretty panties?"

	I couldn't even answer. The wand buzzed against my soaked lace, each pulse running through my thighs, my belly, my brain.

	"Can I touch it?" I begged. "Please... just a little?"

	Julia tsked. "Of course not, Missy. Girls don't need to touch. Good girls feel. That's enough."

	She started grinding against the wand, slow and lazy, like she'd done this a hundred times. Her breath came faster.

	My clit was twitching helplessly, overstimulated, desperate.

	"I'm going to countdown," she whispered. "Good girls cum when they're told. Understand?"

	I nodded. I was close. Too close.

	She smiled.

	"Ten."

	"You're a good girl," Julia said, her voice syrupy and sweet.

	"Nine."

	"Good girls cum in their panties."

	"Eight."

	"Look at you... helpless, trembling, perfect."

	"Seven."

	"Missy doesn't stroke. Missy is a pretty little bimbo who masturbates like the girly girl she is."

	"Six."

	Candice was screaming now, flopping on the bed like a porn star. "Fucking yes!"

	"Five."

	Julia's hand pressed mine tighter against the wand, panties buzzing in harmony.

	"Four."

	"You're so pretty like this."

	"Three."

	"My sweet, smooth little panty toy."

	"Two." "Just one more - be a good girl for me and make cummies in your panties like a good sissy..."

	"One."

	We came together.

	Julia arched, mouth open, moaning softly like a kitten in heat. I exploded into my panties without a touch, my clit spasming in short, pitiful pulses, soaking the lace in my pathetic cum, eyes rolled back in surrender.

	Candice came too, both ends of the dildo slick and messy, her thighs glistening.

	The room was quiet except for our panting.

	Julia leaned forward and kissed my forehead.

	"You did so good, Missy," she whispered. "But now that that tiny thing's been drained... it's time we lock it up."

	 


CHAPTER 8: LOCKED CLITS

	ARE PRETTY CLITS

	 

	[image: Image]andice lay back, body still twitching from her orgasm, hair clinging to her cheeks and cleavage. She looked utterly wrecked - and glowing with satisfaction.

	"Mmm," she moaned, stretching like a cat, enormous breasts bouncing as she did. Then her eyes landed on me. "Be a doll and clean this for me, Missy."

	Candice held out the slick, still-glimmering two-headed dildo - both cock-heads glistening with her juices, creamy and warm.

	I hesitated, trembling.

	She raised an eyebrow. "Hello? Mouth open, tongue out. Good girls love cleaning cocks."

	I leaned forward, lips parting, and gave the toy a tentative lick.

	Candice groaned. "No. No no no. That was pathetic."

	She sat up and grabbed the dildo, bringing it to her own mouth, eyes locked on mine as she dragged her tongue slowly, hungrily, over the shaft. "You have to want it," she said. "Like you're starving for cum. Like you know it's all you'll ever taste again."

	[image: Image]I blushed, took it back from her, and tried again, rolling my tongue over the shaft, working it between my lips, swallowing the taste of her.

	Julia watched me, one hand idly stroking my thigh. "Better," she purred. "We'll work on your technique. It'll come with training."

	Candice smirked, leaning in to kiss Julia full on the lips - slow and wet. Then, to my surprise, she kissed me too. Just a soft press of glossed lips against mine, but I shivered.

	"Bye, my little clit-bitch," she whispered, then waltzed out of the suite like she hadn't just destroyed me.

	As the door clicked shut, Julia turned to me with a twinkle in her eye.

	"l brought something for my fiancé," she said, reaching into her overnight bag. “I was going to give it to him before his party... but he's a real man. He'd never wear something like this."

	She held up a tiny pink chastity cage, gleaming under the overhead light. It was short, maybe an inch and a half long, with delicate plastic bars.

	"But being a real man isn't a problem for you, is it, Missy?"

	Before I could speak, she reached down and flicked the front of my cum-soaked panties. I yelped. My clit twitched, already soft and sore.

	Julia grinned and gave it a little squeeze through the lace.

	"Poor little thing. Already tired? Guess that means you're ready."

	She peeled my panties down with clinical efficiency and held up the cage beside my soft clit. It looked too big - even this tiny model.

	She hummed. "Don't worry, I'll make it fit. This part here - " she pointed to the curved base ring, " - goes behind your balls. Snug, but not too tight. We don't want you losing circulation. Just your pathetic manhood."

	She eased the ring around me, then gently tucked my clit downward, holding it in place as she slid the pink, vented tube over it.

	"Now this," she said, "is the magic. The cage goes on soft and stays on soft. No room for growth. No room for misbehaviour."

	She clicked the tiny steel lock shut. It made a little snick sound that echoed in my head like a judge's gavel.

	Then she held up the key.

	"Look," she smiled, and tucked it down her bra. "Safe and sound."

	I stared down. My clit was trapped, throbbing uselessly in its new pink prison. I looked... obscene. Feminine. Owned.

	Julia bent down and kissed the tip through the bars. "You look perfect."

	She tossed me a new pair of panties - soft Egyptian white cotton, high-cut and soft. Across the back, in bubble gum pink glitter font, was one word: BITCH.[image: Image]

	"Much better," she said, helping me into them. "Now let's dress you."[image: Image]

	She gave me a "sensible" outfit: a soft pink crop tee with a little cartoon cupcake on the chest, a white pleated skirt that barely covered my stocking tops, and a pair of matching pink platform sandals.

	Then came the accessories: oversized pink sunglasses, a wide-brimmed floppy hat, a tiny purse that barely fit lip gloss and tissues. Then a long pink latex overcoat.[image: Image]

	She clapped her hands like a proud mom on recital day. "You look adorable. Now... let's sneak you out."

	I froze. "Wait - what?"

	"We're going shopping," she beamed. "Gotta find you a chastity cage that actually fits. Mani-Pedi, a proper waxing, maybe get your ears pierced. Plus, we're getting your hair done. Something cute and bouncy."

	I exhaled slowly. My clit tried to get hard in its cage but couldn't.

	She opened the door and winked. "Oh - and we're meeting Melanie for brunch."

	[image: Image]I paled. "Melanie? Your friend who's a - "

	[image: Image]"Professional dominatrix?" Julia finished sweetly. "The very same."

	Julia leaned in, whispering into my ear. "She runs a sissy farm. Has trained over a dozen full-time pets. I bet she has tons of ideas for you."

	I swallowed hard.

	Julia grinned and held out her hand. "Come on, bitch."

	I took it.

	After all, I was one of the girls.
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	Then she put the large steel cage back on the top shelf, well out of reach. "Not for you, Missy."

	She started browsing the lower tiers. "These are more your speed. Clitty cages. Teeny little things that [image: Image]make sure you have no illusions of masculinity."

	I could barely breathe. My clit was already twitching in my panties, still locked up in the first pink plastic cage she'd put me in this morning. It was too big, she said. Too roomy. "Like one rubber ducky in an Olympic swimming pool."

	Julia crouched, eye-level with the smallest cage on the display. It was translucent pink, minuscule by every definition and vented with little heart-shaped holes.

	"This one," she whispered. "This feels right." 

	I whimpered. 

	She grinned. "Let's see how it fits."
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