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Part 1

Truth or Dare
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Chapter 1

Olivia

“Come on, stay over at my apartment tonight,” Olivia begged as she stomped her feet stubbornly, causing her breasts to jiggle.

“That’s okay, I’m just going to order a ride home. I’ll get my car in the morning,” I replied against my desires. Truth be told, I wanted nothing more than to spend the night with Olivia, especially when we were both as drunk as we were, but I knew she had a boyfriend and that if I did this tonight it would only further put me in her friend zone. That was something I couldn’t risk.

Olivia grabbed my wrist with both of her hands and pulled me back towards her. “If you order a ride now then you will have to order another ride tomorrow to come get your car!” she exclaimed. “I live just a block away. It makes way more sense if you just stay over. Plus, I could use a strong man like you to protect me at night.”

I was almost out, but her cries drew me back in. Being her protector had a nice sound to it. It sounded like more than just friendship. “Okay, fine,” I said in exaggerated defeat, trying to let her feel like she had won.

“Yay!” she cried out. She clapped her hands together and bounced excitedly which caused her plentiful breasts to shake even more in her low cut, short black dress. She brushed her long blonde hair out of her face and smiled at me. “We’re going to have so much more fun now that our night doesn’t have to end here! We can have our own little slumber party!”

Her words drew me in even more. I hadn’t considered that going with her would extend our night. Maybe if we had another drink or two then something might happen after all. Especially if slumber party implied sleeping together.

“Alright, lets go then,” I said eagerly, unable to hide my newfound excitement.

Olivia’s fingers wrapped around mine and she pulled me down the street. My dick grew in my pants from the touch of her soft fingers as we walked towards her apartment.

Deep inside I had a feeling that we would never be more than just friends, but until I was specifically told that by her, I had to hold on to hope. Olivia was everything I could ever want in a girlfriend. She was smart, beautiful, funny, and, based on her long history of boyfriends, I knew she put out. She also had large, plump lips that I thought would feel amazing wrapped around my dick.

Unfortunately, what her long history of boyfriends also told me was that I generally wasn’t her type. I wasn’t tall or muscular like most of the men she dated. On the plus side, I was smart and I had my life together. That had to count for something. Plus, I knew she liked to spend time with me; we saw each other almost weekly. I just needed to find a way to escape being her friend and turn it into something more. Anything more.

When we arrived at Olivia’s apartment, she opened the door and gestured for me to come inside. Her apartment was a small one room studio apartment which was divided by a tall bookcase in the middle of the room. We down the entry way, passed her bathroom and small kitchenette, and straight to her bed. It was neatly made with a pink comforter and at least six pillows in various sizes. Staring at it, I wondered how it would feel to be laying on it.

“Welcome to my humble abode,” Olivia announced. “Make yourself at home.”

“Very nice,” I said as I eagerly sat on her bed. It was nice and soft, just as I imagined she would be. “So… what did you want to do?”

She walked towards her small refrigerator and opened it up, taking out two bottles of beer. She opened them up then handed me one. I watched as she took a sip of hers, placed it on her nightstand and then threw herself backwards on to the bed next to me, letting out a deep exhale.

“How about we just talk for now?” she said.

I took a long sip of beer and then dropped myself down next to her, our arms brushing against each other. There, laying in her bed, I felt closer to her than ever. “What do you want to talk about?” I asked.

“Boys,” she sighed. “And why I can’t seem to find a good one.”

Maybe you already have! Maybe there’s one right next to you!

I bit my tongue, despite my urge to scream my thoughts out at her. I knew that I had to be more subtle than that. “Does that mean you’re single again?”

Olivia turned herself onto her side so that she was looking at me, I followed suit. “Yeah… Steve was a dick. They all are. Why can’t I just find a nice, good guy like you!”

Her words were eating at me. I had to restrain myself from yelling out at her again. Instead, I tried to remain cool as I replied, “Sometimes the good guys are waiting for you where you least expect them.”

She rolled her eyes at me and mimicked gagging. “Barf, Ben. And there are plenty more fish in the sea, right?” she said sarcastically. She turned and grabbed her beer and took another sip. “You just don’t understand what it’s like to be a girl. Guys just want to fuck me, they don’t actually want to be nice or have a relationship. They just want to buy me a drink and take me back home for some cheap sex.”

I would love that. Especially with her.

“At least you have guys message you. I message girls on dating apps all the time and they mostly all just ignore me,” I said.

Olivia laughed out loud. “You would be disgusted by most of the message I receive. Unless you like looking at pictures of dicks.”

I grimaced at the thought of her messages. “No thanks.”

“But really, you should see what guys send girls like me. Maybe you would be able to help me pick out the good ones.”

That sounds awful. I really don’t need to see a bunch of dick pics. I also don’t want to help her find other men when I’m laying here right next to her. I needed to change the subject.

“Is that why you brought me back to your place?” I asked, trying to change the subject. “I thought you wanted to extend our night. Let’s forget about Steve and all the jerks you’ve dated and have some fun instead.”

Olivia took another sip of beer and as she pulled the bottle away from her lips her eyes lit up. “You’re right. And I know just the game to play.”


Chapter 2

Truths

“A game? What did you have in mind?” I asked.

A drinking game may be just what I need to make tonight turn my way. Maybe it will at least give me the courage to admit my feelings for her.

Olivia smirked and then chugged the rest of her beer. “How about a little game of truth or dare?” she proposed.

Now that kind of game could get very interesting! But at the same time, you never know what she might ask me or dare me to do…

Despite my concerns, I knew that this might be my best chance to get out of her friend zone. I needed to say yes. So I did. “I’m game,” I said with a coy smile.

Olivia smiled back at me and then went back to her refrigerator and pulled out two more beers. I finished mine and set it on the counter while she opened the two new ones. “Here,” she said as she handed me one. “Come sit on the floor over there.”

She pointed to the other side of her small apartment which had a small couch and a television. I walked over and sat on the floor next to the couch while she came and sat across from me, setting her empty bottle on the floor between us.

“I like my truth or dare to have a little extra risk to it,” she began. “So instead of simply taking turns and going back and forth, we will leave it up to the bottle. We will spin it and whoever it lands on will have to play the game. Sound good?”

“Why not just play spin the bottle?” I blurted out eagerly, surprising even myself.

Olivia laughed. “That’s silly, Benny. There’s only the two of us, that would be the shortest game ever!”

But probably also the best. At least she wasn’t grossed out by the idea of kissing me though.

“Hah. I guess you’re right,” I said, feigning a laugh. “Alright, let’s play it your way then.”

“Do you want to spin first or shall I?” she asked.

I looked down at the bottle and wondered what fate it had in store for me. A few lucky spins could change my life forever. The idea made me nervous.

“You spin it,” I answered.

Olivia nodded and then spun the bottle. I watched as it spun around between us on the laminate flooring. My heart beat faster each time it passed me by, but to my delight, it stopped on Olivia. I grinned as I looked up from the bottle to her excited face.

“I guess I get to go first!” she exclaimed.

She’s that excited to play? I wonder why…

“I guess so,” I said cooly. “So, truth or dare?”

Olivia looked away with a pensive face as she considered. “Truth!” she let out as her head quickly snapped back to look at me.

Damn, that means I can’t dare her to kiss me. That’s probably for the best though. I need to play it cool and lead up to the kissing. But now what do I ask…

My mind raced with hundreds of questions, but I ultimately decided on what that might give me a clue as to why she never seemed to consider me as a dating prospect. “So if you wish you had a nice guy like me, then why do you always go for the same meathead guys? Especially when you have such bad luck with them?” I asked.

“Oh,” she said, taken aback by my question. “Going a little deep off the top, are we? Alright… I suppose it’s because I’m still young and just having some fun. I guess I just want to have some tasty treats before I settle down for the main course. If that makes sense.”

Alright, so she’s just going for the good looking buff guys now before she finds a long term partner. That’s what I want to be with her so that still gives me hope.

“Fair enough,” I said. “Should I spin now?”

Olivia nodded at me so I reached down and spun the bottle. I took another sip of beer as I watched it spin. I nearly choked when it landed on me.

Olivia’s eyes lit up and she shouted, “Yes! Your turn. Truth or dare?”

My stomach churned as I considered. I didn’t know how she really felt about me so I had no idea what she might ask me or make me do. I needed to make a quick decision though. “Truth,” I finally blurted out, thinking it would be the safest option to begin with.

“I guess we’re both a little scared to pick dare,” she giggled. “That’s fine though, we still have all night to play.”

I felt my dick start swelling up at the thought of playing all night with her.

She continued, “Okay, now what do I ask… Oh, I know! Why are you always single? Why do you never bring any girls out with you?”

Her question filled me with dread. She was the reason I never brought girls out. Because I wanted her to be my girl. But how could I tell her that?

I let out a deep sigh as I tried to come up with a fake answer that sounded truthful. “Well, like I said early, I haven’t had any luck on dating apps. I try, but I don’t know, maybe I just don’t know how to talk to women,” I answered with a sad shrug.

Olivia nodded thoughtfully at me. “You know, you aren’t limited to talking just to women. There are plenty of men out there, too,” she said, her words sounding heartfelt and sincere.

I tried not to react too surprised or hurt by her words, but I was shocked. I wasn’t sure why she would suggest such a thing. I tried my best to dismiss it with a joke, “Men probably wouldn’t respond to my messages either.”

She continued to stare at me, her eyes now with a sad look in them and I realized that this game had suddenly taken a bad turn. If I wanted to continue playing and hope for my chance to at least kiss her, I needed to turn things around quickly.

“Okay, it’s your turn to spin the bottle now,” I said excitedly, trying to revive the energy in the room. “How about we make the next two spins dares only?”

A fire ignited in Olivia’s eyes and her youthful energy returned. “Deal.”


Chapter 3

Dares

Olivia reached down and spun the bottle. I couldn’t believe that I might have just committed to going through with a dare, but I held on to hope that the bottle would land on her.

But it didn’t.

I felt my heart beat faster as I stared at the empty bottle pointing in my direction and silently cursed myself for my stupid idea.

Olivia looked ecstatic, however. “Yes! You get a dare!” she clapped excitedly. “Now let me think.”

She rested her chin in her hand as she tapped her finger on her plump lips. Her arm was pressing against her breasts and pushing them together, nearly popping them out of her low cut dress. I could feel my dick growing more and started to become nervous that it might soon become visible in my pants.

“Okay, I’m going to go easy on you the first time,” Olivia said. “I dare you to chug your beer!”

I looked at the beer bottle in my hand. I had only taken a single sip from it so it was still nearly full. As far as a dare went, it was very tame so I couldn’t pass it up. “Alright,” I shrugged.

I raised the bottle up and tipped my head back as I gulped it down. When I was finished I let out a loud belch and laughed as the bubbles tickled my insides. The walk to Olivia’s apartment had helped kill the buzz that I had from the bar, but after two more beers here, I was quickly feeling tipsy again.

“My turn to spin,” I said as I reached down and spun the bottle.

Watching it spin made me feel a little dizzy in my new state, so I looked away as I hoped it would land on Olivia. When I heard her squeal, I had a feeling that it hadn’t. Looking down confirmed that the bottle was once again pointing towards me.

Damnit. I have to do another dare now and she gets out of doing any. This plan really backfired, but at least it got her excited again.

“Let’s make things a little more fun this time,” she said with a diabolical look on her face. “I dare you to take off all of your clothes. Everything but your underwear.”

My eyes bulged in shock and fear.

She wants me to get undressed? She’s never even seen me shirtless before. I can’t imagine I compare to all the other guys she dates. But at the same time, maybe getting undressed will lead to something more between us…

I gritted my teeth as my body battled over control. Finally, I was able to gain enough control to hastily rip off my shirt and kick off my shoes. I stood up to take off my pants and felt my entire body shaking nervously as they dropped to the floor. I was now standing in front of my crush wearing nothing but my briefs.

“Oh my,” Olivia let out as she stared at my crotch.

I gasped and quickly grabbed a pillow off of the couch to cover up as I sat down. My dick started growing, knowing that her eyes were on it, which only made me more self conscious.

“Come on, no fair covering up with a pillow. I pretty much already saw everything. Don’t be a prude,” she added.

I awkwardly adjusted my underwear behind the pillow to hide my growing boner and then hesitantly put the pillow back on the couch. I wasn’t sure how much she saw, but I didn’t need her to see me erect while looking at her. Not yet anyways.

“Hopefully seeing me in all my glory doesn’t distract you too much from the game,” I joked, trying to take her attention away from my body.

She giggled while I hurried to spin the bottle again. This time, to my pleasure, it landed on her.

“Don’t even bother to ask,” she said. “I’ll be nice and take a dare since you just had two.”

Well then two can play at this game.

I gave her a smirk and calmly said, “I dare you to take off your dress.”

“Not very original, but I guess that’s fair,” Olivia said as she rolled her eyes at me.

She positioned herself on her knees and grabbed the hem of her dress. She slowly pulled the tight dress up, revealing her black lacy panties, her perfectly tight stomach, her feminine curves, and finally, her matching black bra and her bouncing breasts as they popped out from beneath her dress. I stared at her in awe.

Never before had I expected to find myself in a position to see her in her underwear, but tonight was quickly improving. Her body was even better than I had imagined it to be. I knew that this image of her would be locked in my mind forever.

An awkward silence was building between us as I gawked at her. Finally, she broke it by spinning the bottle again. This time it landed on me.

“Well? Truth or dare?” she asked me.

The way our dares have been going, with both of us practically naked already, I think I need to go with that. I need to keep this progressing.

“Dare,” I breathed out.

She let out a soft yet wild laugh as she grinned at me. She stood up and towered over me in her lingerie, not remotely ashamed of her body as she let me stare freely. Her fingers pulled up her panties, making them fit more snuggly around her pussy and her ass. I could now see the outlines of her lips through her lacy panties.

“I dare you to match me,” she said.

“Match you? What do you mean?” I asked in confusion.

She gestured at her body and smiled. “I want you to wear matching underwear. My underwear.”


Chapter 4

Dressed Up

“You’ve got to be kidding,” I said in shock. “You want me to wear your bra and panties? Why?”

Olivia dismissively rolled her eyes at me. “Because I dared you to, that’s why. Now are you going to do it or not?”

I had to admit that the idea of touching a pair of her panties and feeling it against my skin actually sounded rather nice. But I didn’t want to achieve that by wearing a pair.

“No way!” I responded.

Disappointment flooded Olivia’s face as she shook her head at me. She reached down and grabbed her discarded dress and started putting it back on. “Well then I guess our little game is all over then. You might as well call yourself a ride home now, too,” she said flatly.

She wants me to leave because I won’t do her stupid little dare? Damnit… I can’t let that happen…

I stared at her with clenched teeth as I tried to summon the will to agree. And finally I managed. “Fine, I’ll do it. I’ll wear your clothes,” I said.

I can’t believe I just agreed to do this. I hope it doesn’t backfire on me.

Olivia stopped putting her dress on and quickly reversed her flow, ripping it back off and tossing it to the floor. When I saw her face again it was covered with a huge smile from ear to ear. “Yay!” she squealed.

I watched as she hopped to her feet and hurried to her closet. She started going through the various drawers until she pulled out a couple items. When she turned around to show me, I couldn’t help but shake my head.

“Pink? Really? Why not black like the ones you’re wearing?” I asked as I stared at the pink bra and panties.

“These are the only matching set I have that are both clean and that should fit you,” she explained. “But come on, don’t be like that. Real men feel comfortable enough with themselves that they can wear pink. Plus, I think this color will look really sexy on you.”

She thinks I’ll look sexy? That I can work with.

“Okay, okay. Fine,” I sighed as I reached out to take the underwear from her. I looked around for somewhere private to get dressed, but there really wasn’t anywhere in her small apartment.

“Just go change by the couch. I promise I won’t try to peek,” Olivia said.

I trudged over to the couch as she suggested then looked back over my shoulder to see if she was true to her word. She was playing on her phone in the kitchenette, not looking at me.

Let’s just get this over with. She clearly wants me to and is excited about it. It should win me some points.

I set down the bra and looked at the panties. They looked like smaller versions of briefs and had a seem going up the back. They looked like they would fit very snuggly.

I quickly pulled down my underwear and slipped on the panties. As I pulled them up my legs and over my dick, the panties slipped well into my ass crack. There was little room in the crotch and my dick felt a little squished. I did like how they felt on my ass though.

Next, I picked up the bra and put my arms through the straps. I pulled the cups down over my chest and then reached behind my back to connect the claps. It was a little difficult to reach, but I managed to get it after a few attempts.

When I was dressed, I looked down at myself to see the bright pink lingerie on my body. I desperately wished I was looking at a woman’s body wearing the clothes rather than myself, but I did like the fact that it was Olivia’s that I was wearing. I knew that I couldn’t let her know that I liked it even a little bit though.

“I look ridiculous in this,” I said as I continued to look at myself.

“But those panties make your ass look nice and perky,” Olivia giggled behind me.

I felt my cheeks blush as my hands reached back to cover my exposed ass. But at the same time, my dick started growing from her complement and quickly popped out of the top of the panties.

“Now turn around so I can really see you,” she added.

Shit! Shit, shit, shit! How can I possibly turn around when my dick is popping out?

I tried pushing it back down, but it was extremely visible no matter what I did with it. The panties were fairly transparent as well so there was no doubt that Olivia would likely be seeing my dick if I turned around.

“Uh, just a second. I need to, uhh, adjust some stuff before I turn around,” I said awkwardly as I continued trying to hide my dick.

I heard Olivia giggling behind me again. “Getting a little excited by wearing my panties are you?” she teased me.

For some reason her words only made my dick more excited.

Why is this happening to me! Settle down, dick!

I was beginning to panic. I wasn’t ready for her to see my dick, especially not inside a pair of pink panties.

“You know… I was going to wait until your next dare, but if you’re too shy to show me your dick, then I might have a way for you to hide it,” Olivia said.

Hide my dick? How would I do that?

“Uhh, how?” I replied nervously.

“I will only tell you if you agree to go along with it.”

Do I have any other choice? Damnit.

“Okay, I’ll do it. How do I hide my dick?” I agreed. My shoulders slumped at my feeling of defeat. I felt so weak and small because I was too afraid to let her see my dick. I knew on one hand that she would need to see it if we were to ever have sex, but I wanted that moment to be right, not dressed like this.

“Wait right there. I have just the device.”


Chapter 5

Caged Up

I heard Olivia’s soft footsteps behind me as she went to find whatever device she claimed would help me hide my dick. The idea of using a “device” on my dick was nerve wracking, but so I was the idea of showing her how I looked wearing her bra and panties. It was a crazy scenario that I had stumbled into and at this point I just had to hope that her supposed device wouldn’t make it even crazier.

Soon I heard her footsteps grow louder as she approached me. The sound of her feet suddenly stopped and then something bounced on the couch next to me. I looked down to see two little pink pieces of plastic and a key inside of a small lock laying on the seat beside me.

“What is this?” I asked her as I stared at the pieces curiously.

“It’s called a chastity cage,” she said. “It locks over your dick. I got it because it’s supposed to help keep men from cheating. I’m tired of all these men sleeping around on me.”

“You really think that a man is going to put something like this on for you just because you asked?” I scoffed as I thought about the idea of locking a cage over my dick.

“You just agreed to do just that so I guess the answer is yes,” she said gleefully.

Damn, she’s right. I did agree. I can’t believe this is getting worse. But maybe I can still right this ship.

“I guess I did,” I admitted. “Fine, I’ll do it but you have to agree to do a dare next.”

Olivia laughed. “Okay, deal.”

There we go. I’ll put her silly cage on and then I’ll dare her to kiss me. Then I’ll get things back on track.

I reached down and picked up the pieces. I fumbled with them until I figured out how they worked and carefully put them over my dick. When I had the two plastic pieces connected, I put the little lock into the open slit and turned the key to lock everything in place. I moved my hands away and the cage stayed on. Instead of a dick. I now had a little plastic nub.

I tucked it down into my panties and to my surprise, it actually did hide it pretty well. In fact, I barely had a bulge at all.

I guess I have to show myself to her now. This is going to be so humiliating…

I slowly turned around and let her see. Olivia was standing behind me and thoroughly looked me over before responding. “You have a surprisingly feminine body,” she said.

That was the last thing that I wanted to hear. Her words were even more humiliating than I had imagined. I let out a deep exhale as my body deflated.

“Did you lock it on? Can I see the key?”

Without thinking, I held up my hand with the key. Olivia quickly snatched it out of my hand and tucked it into her bra.

“Come on, give me that back. I already can’t believe I agreed to do this. Don’t make it worse,” I moaned.

She playfully shook her head as she bit her lip. “I’m sorry, Ben, but I can’t do that. I need to use you to learn how these cages work. I need to know what to expect when I lock up my next boyfriend.”

So I’m doing homework for her next boyfriend. How does this keep getting worse!

“You can’t just keep me locked in this thing,” I argued.

“I can’t? Are you going to reach into my bra and take your key back?” she said as she heaved her breasts forward at me.

I couldn’t help but stare. I desperately wanted to get my hands inside her bra to feel them, but I couldn’t be that forward. I did have one possible solution though.

“Fine, but you agreed to do a dare next. So I dare you to give me the key back,” I said boldly, finally feeling a sense of victory.

Olivia gave me a pitying look and shook her head again. “Sadly, truth or dare is over, Ben. We’re playing a new game now called, ‘Ben does whatever Olivia says’.”

There was a slight kinkiness to the name of her game, but mostly it gave me a bad feeling. “And what does Olivia say?” I asked hesitantly.

She cocked her head to the side and looked at me. And then she smiled. “I think I have a great idea. I think you need a confidence boost and I want you to understand what it’s like to for a girl like me in the dating scene,” she started before pausing.

I don’t like the sound of this…

She smiled and then continued. “Maybe it will give you valuable insight for your own dating struggles, too.”

I frowned at her cryptic words. “What are you talking about?” I asked.

Her smile morphed into a wicked grin. “Isn’t it obvious? We’re going to make you a new online dating profile,” she said. “As a girl.”


Chapter 6

New Profile

I threw my head back in disbelief. “Why would I create a girl dating profile when I’m a man?” I asked, my tone expressing the growing agitation from each new surprise that Olivia threw at me.

Olivia let out a huff. “I just want a guy to understand how it feels to be on the other side. I need a friend who can relate to me for once. Girls are catty and just lie to each other, I need a guy friend like you to talk to about these things,” she explained.

Now it was my turn to sigh.

I guess that seals it. I’m in the friend zone. I might as well just do as she says now. I might as well keep our friendship alive. I do like having her in my life, even if just as a friend.

“Chin up, Benny. Like I said, this could be valuable insight for you as well. We can look over all the messages you get and I’ll show you which I would respond to and which I find offensive. Think of it as having an insider helping you learn the other team’s playbook,” she continued.

That actually sounds like it might be helpful. And it’s not like I’m actually going to have to go out dressed like a girl or anything. It’s just a fake profile online. No body else could possibly know about it.

I tried to look pensive long enough to make it look believable and then agreed. “Fine. I’ll do it. That actually does sound like a good perk,” I said.

Olivia bounced up and down, sending her breasts jiggling. “Yay! I’m so happy!” she cried out. She ran up and gave me a tight hug, squeezing her breasts against me.

For the first time, I felt my dick start growing only for it to be stopped by the small chastity cage. It strained against the cage as she continued to embrace me and I could feel her soft skin against mine. It was quickly becoming uncomfortable.

When she released me, she hurried back to her closet. I took the opportunity to adjust my dick and balls to make them more comfortable.

“Before we can get started, we need to get into our slumber party clothes!” Olivia called out from her closet.

I walked over to her bed where she had tossed some clothes. It all looked small, satin, and soft. Olivia bent over, picked up two items, and tossed them to me. There was a small pair of shorts and a small shirt. They were a matching set of satin pink pajamas.

“Put those on,” she ordered me.

I wasn’t sure why she wanted me to wear more women’s clothing, but I was happy for the chance to cover up. I first pulled up the shorts, they were very small and fit snuggly around my bottom. I next put on the top. It, too, was short, leaving my midriff exposed. It had spaghetti straps and felt soft against my skin. I liked how they felt.

Olivia put on a similar pair of pajamas that were purple. “Look how cute we are! Now it’s like we’re really having a slumber party,” she teased.

My dick started pressing against the chastity cage again. I was glad that it was there to hide my growing dick. “Is this supposed to help me get in the mood to do this or something?” I asked, still confused why she had me get dressed.

“No, silly. These are for your sexy profile pictures,” she answered. “Now lower your head so I can put this on.”

I was so stunned by her answer that I did as she said without thinking. She started putting a wig over my head as my heart raced in fear. “P-profile picture? You’re going to take a picture of me looking like this? To post online?” Saying the words out loud only terrified me more.

“Don’t worry. I’ll touch up the picture and apply some filters. No one will know it’s you,” she said, dismissing my concerns. “The last thing we need is a little lipstick. Pucker your lips.”

I groaned my displeasure, but did as she said, tired of fighting over every little detail. Olivia brushed my long, brown hair out of my face and applied the lipstick to my lips.

“Perfect! Now let’s pose you by the couch. I like the lighting over there better.”

I followed her to the couch where she began posing my body, turning me to the side and pulling one of my shirt straps down my shoulder so it playfully fell on my arm.

“Great, now look distant and mysterious. Like you’re lost in thought,” she instructed me.

I tried to do what she said as I reflected on everything that had happened tonight. Olivia began taking pictures with her phone while i was lost in thought. When she was done, she pulled out her laptop and started fiddling around with it. I sat down on couch to catch my breath and wind down.

“It’s perfect!” Olivia soon gasped.

I scooted over and looked at her laptop screen. On it I saw a picture of me, or what was supposed to be me. Instead, the person on the screen look far more feminine, with soft, smooth features and legs. She had touched up my face as well, making it look like I had makeup and no sign of facial hair.

“That’s me?” I asked incredulously.

Olivia chuckled. “No, Ben. That’s Becca.”

“You really made me look like a woman,” I said as I looked closer. “Becca, huh?”

She smiled at my interest. “Do you like it? Well let’s get Becca setup on a dating site,” she said. She opened a browser and went to a site called “Plenty of Dicks”. “I like this one because it lets the girls be in charge. Guys can’t message us until we message them first.”

“So you’re going to make me message guys?”

Olivia shrugged. “Just think of it as an investigation. You’re doing it so we can do our research,” she answered.

I didn’t like the idea of messaging guys, but I was still interested in her help with dating so I figured I would just go with it.

Olivia continued working on her laptop. “Okay, I’m making you an account with the name Becca Dixon. Let’s see you have brown hair, brown eyes, size C breasts…”

I looked down at my chest. “I do? Wait, why are you entering breast sizes on a dating site?”

“It helps get you better matches,” she explained. “Okay, now for your profile description. Let’s see… ‘Hey guys, I’m new in town and looking for someone to show me around. And to show me a good time.’ and I’ll add a little winky face. Now just upload your picture, submit, and… boom! You, Becca, are single and ready to mingle!”

“Wow, I can’t believe you talked me into this,” I said with a deep exhale. The idea of having my own female dating profile flustered me. Would men really message me thinking that I was a woman? Did that picture really look that convincing? I guess time would only tell.

Olivia closed her laptop and looked at me. “Now remember, Becca. This is just the beginning. I expect you to continue checking your account all week. I want you to message ten guys that catch your eye by the next time we hang out. Okay?”

“Yeah, sure,” I agreed. I wasn’t excited to do it, but I would do it for her.

“I’m going to hold on to this key until then to make sure you do as you said,” she added as she patted her bra that had the key to my cage tucked inside it.

“Okay, okay. I said I would do it,” I replied defensively.

Olivia suddenly leaned in and gave me a soft kiss on the lips. I felt breathless as I tasted her for the first time. “That’s a good girl,” she said as she pulled away. I stared at her speechless as she took my hand in hers and stood up. “Now why don’t we go cuddle in bed and get some sleep.”


Part 2

Becoming Becca
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Chapter 1

Caged and Confused

I’ll always remember the rest of that night, the night of my slumber party with Olivia. Spending the night in bed with her was everything I had ever wanted, but this night was more like a cruel tease. While I at last got to hold her, to touch her body against mine, I was denied any true pleasures of the flesh. But it wasn’t because she rejected me, it was because of the device locked around my dick, a chastity cage.

It was all part of a silly game of truth or dare that took some very unexpected turns. First she dared me to put on one of her bras and panties. I know she meant it to be harmless fun, but I felt very self conscious wearing it. Mostly because feeling her panties against my dick felt so good.

Too good actually. My dick kept growing harder from the touch of her lacy panties. She wanted me to turn around and show her how I looked, but I was too embarrassed. So she offered me a way to hide my dick and make it so she wouldn’t see it beneath the panties. She offered me a chastity cage.

Had I known that she would take the key to the chastity cage and withhold it from me, I would have never put it on. But once she held the key, she refused to let me take it off until her little experiment was done. Her experiment in which she wanted to test the cage on a guy friend before forcing her next boyfriend to wear one.

She also had another use for having me under her control. She wanted a guy friend who could empathize with her dating struggles. Someone who could see what it was like to be an attractive girl on dating sites. She dressed me up in satin pink pajamas and posed me in her apartment to take a picture which she edited to make me look more feminine. Then she used it to create an online dating profile for a girl named Becca Dixon.

I couldn’t believe that I now had a feminine presence online and my own name to go with it, but Olivia was insistent. She also demanded that I reach out to ten different men during the next week before we would next get together, and she told me that if I didn’t, then I wouldn’t get the key to my chastity cage back.

We spent the rest of the night wearing our matching lingerie in bed together. More specifically, Olivia slept while I stayed awake, pained by the discomfort of my dick straining in my new cage. As long as I laid there next to my long time crush, wearing her clothes, and touching her soft skin, I couldn’t seem to relax. There was also something about her having control over me and my dick. It was all too arousing.

When she finally woke, I pretended to do the same. She let me get dressed in the clothes I came wearing and I soon returned home where I quickly passed out, exhausted from the long night. I awoke thinking that last night had all been a fever dream, but when I reached down and still felt the cage wrapped around my dick, I knew it had really happened. What I didn’t know, was what would happen next or when she would finally let me take the cage off.

Until then, I would just have to go along with her demands and do her bidding. I would have to pretend to be this Becca Dixon and send messages to random men online. I didn’t like it, but what other choice did I have?

Throughout the week I often opened the dating app and browsed through the suggested matches, but it always felt so weird. Occasionally I would get lost looking at a particular guy and reading through his profile, but it often left me feeling insecure about my looks, passions, and career. How could I land a girl like Olivia when there were guys like these in the world?

I held on to the fact that I was the last guy that she had kissed. Even if I was wearing her clothing and she called me a “good girl” afterwards, it had to mean something, right? Friends don’t just kiss each other on the lips like that.

As the week went on, a pressure started to grow inside my chastity cage. Every day I began getting hornier and hornier. Every little thing was turning me on and causing my dick to press against the cage. I had never gone so long without masturbating, but now with this cage, I couldn’t. And it was beginning to drive me crazy.

My growing desperation and the daily reminders from Olivia finally drove me to complete my assignment to message men on the dating app. I tried to think of what to say by remembering how women had reached out to me in the past. Unfortunately, there weren’t many of those times to recall. I was tempted to just say “hi” and let them figure out a response, but I didn’t want Olivia to accuse me of cheating or not taking this serious enough.

Instead, I searched their profiles to find shared interests and wrote custom messages to each of them based on their favorite books, movies, and hobbies. Being that they were men like me, there were lots of shared interests which was refreshing. I sprinkled in a fun helping of emoticons and “LOL”s to make it look like my messages were really written by a girl and then sent them off.

My heart pounded every time I clicked send. Almost every time I received replies within minutes after sending my messages and hearing the little ding of the notification made me jump nervously every time.

Seeing that men actually replied to an account that had a female version of me as the profile picture made me feel flustered.

Do men really find me attractive like this?

I was afraid to read the responses so I decided to wait until I saw Olivia next so we could read them together. Even though I was scared, I couldn’t deny that I was also very curious. I was glad that I was on my way back to Olivia’s house right now to see her again.


Chapter 2

Return Visit

I arrived at Olivia’s apartment late in the evening. I was surprised when she suddenly she asked me to come over because she had told me that she would be busy all night. I had to assume that her plans ended early or abruptly. Whatever the reason, I was glad for the chance to see her.

“Hey, Ben!” she greeted me excitedly as she opened the door. Before I could respond she lunged forward and gave me a big hug, pressing her large breasts against me. “I’m so glad to have a nice guy like you in my life. I just had the worst date.”

So she was on a date? I guess those were her plans.

“Nice to see you, too,” I said when she released her tight embrace. “I’m sorry to hear about your date though. Let me guess, another meathead?”

She rolled her eyes and head emphatically, annoyed by my question, then turned around and walked down the entryway. As she walked, her long satin purple robe flowed majestically behind her. “Yeah, yeah. I know they’re the worst, but they’re also the most fun.”

I followed her inside. “I know some nice guys that are pretty fun, too,” I said, talking about myself.

She scoffed at my response. “Oh, yeah? Are you going to set me up on some blind dates? Sorry, I’m not that desperate yet.”

That’s not what I meant at all…

“So what was so bad about this guy?” I asked. Part of me didn’t want to hear any more about the date, but I figured learning what upset her might be good to know.

Olivia let out sigh as she sat down on the edge of her bed. “He had that big dick energy. Do you what I mean? Guys with big dicks are always so smug and cocky. He was just too full of himself and expected me to put out on the first date,” she explained. “I mean, I enjoy a good fucking as much as the next girl, but you still need to earn it!”

Hearing her answer made me wish that I hadn’t asked.

If she thinks all guys with big dicks act like that, but says that I’m a nice guy… does that mean she thinks that I have a small dick?

The thought was unsettling. “Oh that sucks,” I finally managed to mutter in response as I sat down on the bed next to her.

She waved her hand dismissively at the conversation. “Anyways, enough about my terrible date life, let’s talk about yours. Did you message ten men like I told you to?”

I knew the question would come up at some point, but there was still a part of me that was hoping she would forget. Of course if she did, I’m not sure that I would have the chance to get the key to my cage back. Either way, I wasn’t thrilled to talk about pretending to be a girl and messaging men on a dating site.

“I, uhh…,” I stammered.

Olivia excitedly cut me off before I could answer. “No wait! Before you say anything I think we need to get you back into character. I want to hear from Becca, not Ben,” she said.

Does that mean she wants me to wear her clothing again?

I stared at her, looking for a sign of what she meant and then hesitantly asked when I couldn’t figure it out. “Do you mean you want me to dress up in your clothes again?”

“Ugh, I feel so stupid! How could I have you messaging men all week when you were yourself. I should have let you borrow some of my clothes so you could be Becca when you messaged them. I really want you to feel what it’s like to be a girl on dating sites!”

Hearing that she did want me to dress up in her clothing again filled my body with mixed feelings. I liked how she kissed me when I dressed up last weekend; it was like the beginning to a sexy lesbian porno. But I didn’t want to make it a regular thing. Although it all did feel pretty nice…

“Seriously? Why do I need to dress up again? Can’t I just be myself?” I groaned dramatically. I wanted her to think that I was completely against the idea, even if I was only mostly against it.

“Oh come on, Ben. Be a little more open minded. It’s all just in good fun for the sake of our little experiment!” she replied. “You help me with this and I promise I will find you a date.”

I would rather have a date with her, but a date is a date and I have been on an epic dry streak lately. I could use all the help I could get to get laid by someone.

I let out an over the top sigh and slumped my shoulders. “Fine,” I said. “But I’m going to hold you to that date.”

Olivia let out a boisterous laughter. “That reminds me,” she said as she stood up and walked to her bedside table. She opened the top drawer and pulled out a silver necklace which she clasped behind her neck. When she turned around my eyes were drawn to the necklace hanging between her breasts. On the end of the necklace was the key to my chastity cage. “I don’t know why, but I’ve found myself enjoying wearing your key around. There’s something about having his power that’s intoxicating.”

My eyes flickered back and forth between her breasts and my key as my dick began pressing against its little plastic prison. The thought of her wearing my key was beyond arousing and remembering the power she held over me while she had the key was exhilarating. When I saw it displayed like between her breasts like that, I suddenly didn’t mind that I was locked up for her.

She continued, “Even though you agreed, I just wanted to remind you that you don’t have much of a choice anymore. Now let’s get you dressed up.”


Chapter 3

Getting Into Character

Olivia hurried to her closet and began digging through her dresser. “Should we dress you in something extra sexy tonight?” she asked. “Maybe some thigh highs and some lingerie?”

I was beginning to feel uneasy by her excitement. Yet I also couldn’t deny the arousal I was feeling, I could feel my desires to wear her sexy clothing in my dick.

“I know just the thing!” Olivia gasped. She pulled out several items and tossed them onto the bed behind her, giggling as she went.

“Can I at least have a drink if you’re going to make me do this again?” I asked, looking for something to take my edge off.

“Good idea! Grab me a beer, too,” she answered.

I turned and walked towards the refrigerator in her kitchenette where I pulled out two beers. I felt better not seeing her enthusiasm for what she was about to do to me. I opened each bottle and took a long swig of one, hoping for some instant relief. It didn’t stop my thoughts from racing, however.

Is this going to be a thing from now on? Is she going to keep me locked up and keep dressing me up until she gets whatever weird end result she wants out of her dating experiment? I’m not sure how long I can last in this chastity cage…

My biggest concern was that I might start liking being her doll and letting her dress me up. I couldn’t deny my growing interest and arousal, and if she kept me locked up in this cage I worried that it would only grow more intense and I would want it even more.

After another sip, I returned to Olivia and handed her the other bottle. She took a drink and then smiled at me as she sat on her bed next to some clothes.

“It was a tough decision, but I think I know what you should wear tonight,” she said.

My body began shaking from her words. I wasn’t sure if it was from nerves or excitement. “Oh?” I replied.

Her smile widened as she nodded at me. “I thought about dressing you in a slinky dress or a cute romper, but then it dawned on me. What really separates men from women? Men are rugged and handsome in their simple outfits. Women are sexy and curvy, and that all begins with what they wear beneath their clothes.”

“So you’re going to make me wear a bra and panties again?” I asked. That didn’t worry me too much, that she had me wear last time.

She shook her head. “Not exactly,” she answered.

She held up a long black lacy piece of lingerie. The lace had floral patterns and the top had padded cups for breasts. The bottom connected with a thin strand of fabric. It did look quite sexy.

Olivia continued, “I want you to feel extra feminine as Becca so you really feel like a woman. This is my favorite teddy. I wear this when I’m determined to go get fucked. It makes me feel so sexy and naughty.”

She’s been fucked while wearing this? That’s so hot.

My dick quickly surged to life and strained against its cage at the thought of her being fucked while wearing this lingerie. And the thought of me wearing it next.

“Oh, okay,” I managed to mumble in response.

“To go with this you will be wearing some sexy thigh highs,” she added. She held up two long black sheer stockings. I had never thought about wearing stockings before, but they did look sexy. I wonder if they felt as nice and silky as they looked.

I can’t believe I’m going to wear these clothes, but I really don’t have a choice. I guess I just need to accept that and dress up for her.

I stared at her and the lingerie awkwardly until she finally said, “Well? Are you going to strip and get dressed?”

Her voice snapped me out of my thoughts and I quickly moved to take the clothes from her. Her little studio apartment didn’t have much privacy, but I remembered that last time I had changed in the corner by her couch so I made my way back there to get dressed again.

I slowly took off my clothes, hoping to delay the inevitable even though I knew there was no point. I was going to have to do it no matter what. Once I was naked, I quickly stepped into the teddy and pulled it up. As I expected, the thin strap at the bottom slipped nicely into my ass crack as I put my arms through the straps. In the back, there was a clasp much like a bra which I reached behind and connected. Having it secured made the teddy fit much better and made the cups of the bra slightly push up my chest.

I ran my hands down the lingerie to really feel it against my skin. It felt nice and I felt naughty wearing it, like the slut it sounded like Olivia was when she wore it. My dick started stirring more in its cage and I had to tuck it down to make it fit better beneath the teddy.

Next, I picked up the thigh highs and slipped them over each leg. They were soft and silky, just as I had imagined. They, too, felt nice.

Wearing both parts of the outfit made me feel sexier and naughtier than ever. I wanted to continue rubbing my hands along the lingerie, to really feel the clothing against me. To feel how Olivia felt when she wore it to get fucked and felt the hands of men groping at her beautiful body.

My hand slipped down and rubbed against my tucked cage and I let out a little moan of pleasure at the touch as my mind flooded with sensual fantasies.

“Sounds like you’re really getting into character,” I heard Olivia say behind me.


Chapter 4

Giving In

I startled and instinctually covered up my chest and crotch, even though there was no way Olivia could see anything. I looked over my shoulder and she was standing there watching me with an amused look on her face.

“I, uhh…” I stammered nervously. “I guess it feels kind of… nice.”

“Oh, trust me. I know it does,” she giggled. “That’s why that’s my go to outfit for getting laid. I feel amazing in it and men can’t resist it.”

She made me want to start touching myself again, but I resisted this time. I hoped that I would be able to jerk off to the thoughts later, if she unlocked my cage.

I let out a deep breath and then finally turned around to let her see me. She cocked her head to the side and studied me thoroughly. Then she shook her head in disappointment. “No, this is all wrong. I still see Ben when I look at you. You’re really doing a disservice to my favorite lingerie!” she said.

I looked down at my body in confusion.

What was she expecting? I’m a man wearing women’s clothing. How would I look any better?

“Do you want me to wear something different?” I asked.

She let out a sigh and shook her head again. “No, I don’t think any other outfit would really help,” she let out. “I think we are just going to have to make a few changes on your body to improve things.”

What the hell does that mean?

I stared at her, my eyes wide with concern. “Change my body?” I asked hesitantly.

She smirked at me. “Just a few minor touch ups, like shaving your legs and body,” she answered.

“What?! You want me to shave my body? Come on, that’s too much! There’s no way I’m doing that,” I shouted abruptly, unable to hold back my shock and anger.

Her eyes pierced me with daggers. Without taking them off me, her hand began playing with her necklace. And with the key between her breasts. “Are you sure about that?” she asked me firmly.

My dick swelled up watching her play with my key, but the rest of my body filled with frustration. “You’re really going to play that card again? I thought we were friends, why are you doing this to me?” I whined.

“I’ve already explained that, Ben. I’m doing this for both of us. I need a friend who can really empathize with me about what it’s like to be a girl in the dating scene and you need insight as to what girls what to hear from men. Not only will I help you with that, but I think that embracing your inner femininity and roleplaying as a girl will help you really understand how it feels and how to relate and talk to women,” Olivia explained.

“I already know all that, but why do you you keep teasing me with that key and forcing me to dress up, shave, and who knows what else? I’ll still help you if you let me out of this cage,” I pleaded.

She held the key up in front of her face and gave it a gentle kiss. “I might have agreed to that last weekend, but after wearing this key around for a week there’s no chance of that. I enjoy it far too much,” she said softly. “Plus, this guarantees that you do as I say.”

My dick was pressing hard against its cage beneath my teddy. There was no denying how sexy she was when she acted dominant over me, when she flaunted the key and her power. I gritted my teeth as I struggled to resist begging for my key.

“Just embrace it. I know you like it, too,” she continued. She stepped towards me and gently placed her hands on my hips. Feeling her feminine fingers against the lace of my teddy sent shivers through my body. She stood on her tippy toes, nestled her face against mine and then whispered, “Tell me you want it. Tell me you want to stay locked up for me and do whatever I say.”

My mind battled. My heart raced. I didn’t know what to say. I closed my eyes and surrendered to my impulses. “I want to keep it on. For you,” I said without thinking.

Olivia chuckled wickedly as she pulled her body away from mine. When her hands departed my hips I longed to feel her touch again. And then it dawned on me what I had just said. I had agreed to stay locked up in a chastity cage.

Why did I say that? Why did I just agree to staying locked up for her?

To my surprise, she leaned in and gave me a sweet little kiss on the lips. “I knew you were a good girl,” she said when she pulled her lips away.

I touched my lips in awe. I could still taste the sweetness of her lip gloss which she must have worn for her date. I nodded to her that I was a good girl.

“Good,” she said sharply. “Now why don’t you finally behave, go into the bathroom, and shave your legs. I don’t want to have to punish you.”

I nodded again and scampered off into her small bathroom. I had never shaved my legs before so I wasn’t even sure how to begin, but I at least knew I would need a razor so I dug around in her cabinet until I found a fresh one.

Then I got undress and went into her shower to begin feminizing my body.


Chapter 5

Becoming Becca

When I was done shaving my legs and body, I felt completely different. Like I was a new person. When I put Olivia’s lingerie back on, that feeling intensified.

The lacy teddy tickled my body as I put it on and felt more connected to my body. The thigh highs were even silkier and more enthralling when they touched my smooth legs. My body’s sensitivity was at an all time high now that it was hairless and the lingerie touching it felt amazing.

While I was shaving, Olivia had cracked the door open and handed me the wig I wore last time. She told me that she wanted to see the full Becca when I was done. So now that I was dressed, I put the long brunette wig on as well, and brushed it with my fingers as I checked out my reflection in the mirror.

The lingerie definitely looked sexy, though it didn’t look as good on me as I knew it would on Olivia. I hoped that I would some day get to see her wear it, too. Though at the same time, I didn’t want to give it up. Not just yet.

With my wig in place, I finally made my way back out to Olivia. I found her sitting on the couch with her laptop on her lap. She ignored me until I sat down next to her and snapped her out of her concentration.

“Sorry, I was just reading through the responses to your messages,” she said as she looked up at me. Her eyes lit up as they ran across my body and she smiled as they reached my face. “Well done. I can finally see you as Becca when you look like this.” To my delight, she placed her hand on my leg and started moving it down my thigh, making me shiver with sensation. “Doesn’t it feel nice to be smooth like this?”

“Mmm, yeah,” I moaned as her hand made its way back up my thigh, dangerously close to my crotch. My dick started growing at the feeling. Her hand started its way up my body, over my lacy teddy and to my chest. It was joined by another as they squeezed the cups of my lingerie and my chest beneath it. My breasts felt more sensitive than ever.

I felt like I was beginning to melt with pleasure. I wanted her to keep touching me and exploring my body. I wanted her to do whatever she wanted with me. “Don’t stop,” I breathed out.

Her hands quickly slid back down my body and then squeezed my thighs before letting go. “Sorry, Becca. We need to get to business!”

I let out a deep breath of air that I had been holding in and tried to regain my composure. I adjusted my caged dick beneath the teddy so it fit more between my legs and was less noticeable as my struggling dick tried hard to get erect.

As I fixed myself, Olivia continued, “First, I’m glad that you really did do your assignment. You sent some very thoughtful messages. Is that how you normally message women?”

I shrugged. “Sometimes, if I find shared interests on their profile. Other times I feel like I don’t have a shot anyways so I just say some generic greeting like, ‘Hey, how’s it going?’”

Olivia’s face grimaced at my response. “I hate those types of messages. You’re just pushing the responsibility to communicate to the other person. It’s lazy and inconsiderate,” she explained.

That’s good to know. Maybe I will learn something from this whole experience…

“Oh, okay,” I replied.

“Next, I noticed that all of the responses were unread. Why didn’t you read any of them?”

“I thought I would wait to read them with you.”

She considered my answer and then said, “I guess I only told you to send messages, not to hold conversations. I’ll take the fault for that one. Luckily, men are desperate creatures and you could wait months to respond and they will still come running like a dog for a bone.”

I faked a laugh at her joke to be polite despite not appreciating her jab at my gender. “So, were the responses as bad as you led me to believe they would be?” I asked.

“Let me show you some of the highlights,” she grinned. “Come closer so you can see.”

I moved closer until our legs touched, my thigh highs against her satin robe. I wrapped my arm around her and rested my head on her shoulder so I could get at better look at the screen on her lap. I could smell her sweet perfume. It was intoxicating.

She proceeded to show me the first four messages, all of which were pictures of cocks, all bigger than mine. Each included some lame pickup line asking if I wanted to meet up for some dick. “Pretty bad, right?” Olivia asked me.

“I mean, I would love it if a girl replied to my message with naked pictures,” I shrugged.

Olivia scoffed at my response. “Ugh, it’s not the same. And you’re supposed to empathize with me, not try to get me to send nudes!”

I couldn’t help but laugh at her. “I’m not sure how you expected a guy to empathize with you about this.”

She rolled her eyes at me. “Because I know you’re not like most guys and you’re supposed to be Becca right now!” she exclaimed.

“Okay, but come on. Don’t those big tasty cocks make you just a little wet?” I replied in the girliest voice I could manage.

She growled and pushed me. “It’s not funny!”

I tightly wrapped my arms around her to prevent any further pushes as I laughed playfully. She squirmed and her body tensed beneath my arms, but I continued to hold her. I could smell her perfume even more now as I held her tightly and it was becoming too much to take. I couldn’t resist tasting her.

I face nuzzled up against her neck and brushed her hair away. And then I kissed her delicate skin.


Chapter 6

Getting Wet

Olivia craned her neck to the side and welcomed my kisses. My lips slowly moved up her neck, my breath growing heavier with every touch of her soft skin.

“Mmm, are you getting a little wet thinking about cock, Becca?” she moaned.

I ignored her tease as my hands wrapped around her and grabbed her breasts. I wasn’t sure what had suddenly snapped in me, but I couldn’t stop. I needed her.

She gasped as my hands squeezed her plump breasts firmly and I felt her body squirm against mine. I could tell she liked it. “Now, now, Becca,” she said as my lips worked across her cheeks, towards her mouth. “As much as I like to fool around with my girl friends, we have work to do. But maybe we can have a little fun if you’re good.”

My finger brushed against the key between her breasts and reminded me that I needed to do as she said. I forced myself to stop, pulling back my lips and hands from her alluring body. “Sorry,” I muttered in response.

Olivia turned to look at me and smiled. “It’s okay. Between becoming a girl and your little chastity cage, I understand that you have a lot of new feelings coursing through you right now. But let’s try to be on our best behavior, shall we?”

“Yes, alright,” I groaned.

“Good,” she said sharply.

She continued to show me the rest of the responses. None of the other’s had dick pictures in them, but several had extremely filthy messages. I couldn’t believe that men actually messaged women in such a way. I began understanding Olivia’s dating plight. After filtering out the bad messages, we were left with just a few that were positive.

“Three out of ten have potential. That’s an epically failing grade,” Olivia said.

I shrugged. “I would be happy with getting three responses out of ten as myself,” I replied. “I’m still surprised that all ten replied to my messages!”

Olivia giggled, “Of course they did. Men are pigs and would reply to almost anyone. Your profile picture was pretty sexy though, so that definitely helped, too.”

“Really? You think I looked sexy?” I asked, surprised by her choice of words.

“I did and I do,” she replied. “In fact, I think you should take some sexy selfies right now to add to your profile. That will really drive the boys crazy.”

My heart fluttered thinking of posing for more pictures to post online and at the possibility of more men seeing them. Now that I was feeling a little sexier and comfortable with my new look, the idea did sound rather kinky and appealing. But I still worried that someone might recognize me on the dating site.

“What if someone recognizes me?” I asked.

“I’ll touch it up just like I did last time. You will look like the girl you were meant to be, Becca,” Olivia replied.

I wasn’t quite sure what she meant by that, but I was reassured by her commitment to edit my pictures after seeing her previous work. “Okay, what should I do?”

She stood up and posed me on the couch, adjusting my teddy and thigh highs and fixing my wig so that it laid over my shoulders. She spread my legs open provocatively and then stretched out my arms and handed me her phone.

“Heave up your breasts and pout your lips like you’re going to kiss the phone,” she instructed.

I did as she said and then started snapping pictures. I felt so naughty taking sexy selfies in lingerie. I could feel my dick reacting as I thought about men seeing them online.

Olivia posed me a few different ways and then took the phone to begin her work editing. “These pictures are great. We will post one now and then save some for private messages,” she said as she worked on her laptop.

I bit my lip as I watched her transform me into a woman on her computer, wondering what it would be like to actually be the beautiful woman she was making me.

Olivia continued, “Now, Becca. I’m going to let you take home some of my clothes to wear while you’re away. I want you to promise to take very good care of my favorite lingerie and wear it for me every day. Do you promise?”

The idea of wearing her women’s clothing filled me with sensual desires. I wanted to touch myself through my teddy and feel the lace against my hairless body once more.

“Yes, I promise.”

“Good. I also want you to promise to keep your body nice and shaved for me.”

“I promise to keep shaving.”

“And I want you to promise me to continue messaging these three men; Craig, Christian, and Aiden. Not just one more message. I want you to converse with them. Will you do that, too? While you’re dressed up as Becca, of course.”

I hesitated before responding. The idea of talking to men as a woman on a dating site still unnerved me, but Olivia wasn’t really giving me a choice. I needed to do as she said. “Yes, I promise to do that as well,” I finally conceded.

“Very good,” she said as she closed her laptop. She turned to face me and rested her hand on my thigh. “Now, I want to thank you for being such a good, obedient girl tonight and for promising to continue to be one for me.”

I felt myself holding my breath, waiting anxiously for her next words. How would she thank me?

Olivia calmly set her laptop down and then suddenly flipped herself over and mounted me. She sat on her knees over me and stared into my eyes. I wasn’t sure what she was about to do, but I knew I wanted whatever it was. She leaned forward and I closed my eyes, preparing for a kiss, but she bit my lip hard and pulled it backwards. When it snapped back she giggled wickedly.

Before I could speak, I felt her hand slip down my teddy to my crotch. I could feel her touch on my chastity cage. I could feel the pleasure of my dick being touched by someone else. But I couldn’t feel any touch or sensations on my actual dick. It felt good, but also like nothing at all. It was surreal.

My dick didn’t care though, to it there was someone trying to touch it. It strained hard against its cage trying to break free and feel Olivia’s soft hands on it.

“Does this feel good?” she asked me. Her touches intensified as she started stroking the little cage beneath my teddy.

I wasn’t sure how to answer. I desperately wanted it to feel good and I didn’t want her to stop. But I longed for her to be touching my real dick instead of the plastic cage surrounding it. “Uhh, kind of,” I mumbled.

“Kind of?” she snapped. “I’ve never had a guy dismiss my handy work before. But I guess you’re not much of a guy anymore. You’re my pretty Becca.”

I wanted to counter, to tell her that it was because of the chastity cage and nothing else. That I would love it if she was touching my actual dick, but before I could manage to get out a word she continued.

“That’s good though because I’m starting to like you as Becca more. You’re still a little rough around the edges, but I think I can shape you into a proper girl friend for me.

A girl friend? I wanted to be her boyfriend!

“I, uhh…,” I breathed out, still trying to say something in my defense. Her touches were too distracting though. One hand was fondling my balls as the other traced every outline of the cage with a gentle finger. I could feel my dick leaking out a drip of pre-cum.

“I think we’re going to need to keep you locked up in this little cage a little longer to get you to that point, however,” she added, her voice growing excited. She started grinding her pussy on me. “Mmm, yeah. I’m going to turn you into my perfect little plaything. I think we’re going to have a lot of fun together, you and me, Becca. That is, if you want to keep being my Becca.”

There was so much I wanted to say, so much I wanted to do. I knew the potential of any of it rested on my answer though.

I knew what she wanted me to say and I couldn’t deny that I wanted to say the same thing. I wanted to be her Becca. I wanted more of this.

“Yes. I do,” I managed to say.

Olivia giggled and pulled her hands out of my teddy as she stood up. She stared down at me with a devilish grin. “Good. Now go home and get some rest. You have men to message tomorrow.”


Part 3

The Practice Date
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Chapter 1

Motivation

Olivia sent me home with a small collection of bras and panties, her brunette wig, and, of course, her favorite teddy. The teddy that she told me she wore whenever she was going out to get fucked. I still couldn’t believe that she not only let me wear her favorite, sexiest lingerie, but was letting me borrow it.

She told me that I should set a goal to buy my own because she couldn’t afford to finance my new wardrobe. I wasn’t sure why I would need a new wardrobe, but as long as she wore the key to my chastity cage around her neck, I felt I couldn’t argue. Especially not after making so many promises to her that I would be a good girl and do as she said.

Along with the lingerie, she sent me home with the task of continuing to message three men on the dating site “Plenty of Dicks”. She had signed me up for an account on the site under a female profile named Becca Dixon, who Olivia seemed set on making me become. She even went ass far as telling me that she was starting to like me more when I was dressed as Becca than when I was my normal self as Ben.

I wasn’t sure if I should be offended by her statement or not, but what I did know was that when I was Becca, Olivia seemed to be more inclined to kiss and touch me. I still felt like our chances of having sex together were slim because she had me locked in a chastity cage, but each time I saw her she touched me more so there seemed to be some promise. I knew that this had to be leading to something special. I would just have to wait it out to find out.

In the mean time, I would just have to do as she told me. So that meant that I would have to dress up as Becca every day when I returned home from work and then I would have to converse with the three men she picked out for me: Craig, Christian, and Aiden. Out of the ten original men who I had messaged, these three were the only ones who didn’t send pictures of their dicks or explicitly vulgar messages. They were the ones with potential, Becca said.

I wasn’t looking forward to pretending to be a woman while messaging men on a dating site, but as each day passed wearing my chastity cage, the idea of dressing up in Olivia’s clothing became more and more alluring. I had never thought of wearing lingerie before, but after shaving my body and feeling the comforting lace snug against my ass and chest, the idea was becoming engrained in my mind.

To be honest, had Olivia not lent me some of her clothing, I may have had to procure my own to wear when I wasn’t with her. Luckily, I could wait to see where this all went before I had to invest in my own. Plus, wearing Olivia’s panties made me feel that much closer to her. And I felt very close to her right now as I laid in bed wearing a matching black bra and panties to go with my sheer black thigh highs.

My laptop was open in front of me and I stared at the screen displaying Becca’s inbox on the dating site. The messages from the three men stared at me as I built up the courage to respond to them.

I hardly know what to say to women on dating sites and now I’m supposed to message men as well? I mean, I guess I get what Olivia is going for by letting me see things from the other side to help me learn how to talk to women better, but this is just so… weird!

I was about to reach for the keyboard when I heard my phone buzz. I looked at it and saw a message from Olivia. “I can see that you’re online. I hope you’re being a good girl and are dressed up and messaging those three hot men I picked out for you,” she said.

I let out a sigh as I set my phone down.

I don’t need the reminder, I need some motivation.

My phone buzzed again. And again. I picked it up and saw there was a message and a picture from Olivia this time. “Just a friendly little reminder that I own you,” her message read. I looked up at the picture and saw it was a selfie. Olivia had a stern look on her face as she played with the silver necklace that held my chastity cage key. The key was positioned right between her naked breasts.

My dick immediately swelled up and pushed against the constraining walls of the chastity cage, longing for the ability to grow hard again and longing for more of her.

I guess that’s all the motivation I need…

Before I could do what needed to be done, I decided that I needed to get more into character. I need to feel more like Becca. With one hand I grabbed my chest through my bra and squeezed it firmly. With the other I rubbed my silky smooth thigh highs over my recently shaved legs. I knew it shouldn’t feel any different touching myself, it was still my same body, but it did. When I touched my chest, it felt like I had breasts, and the touch of my fingers along my thigh highs filled me with sensual shivers.

I finished by rubbing the outside of my panties and my caged dick. I imagined it was Olivia’s hand touching me, just as she had the last time I saw her. She touched, rubbed, and stroked my chastity cage. It felt so good. My dick throbbed at the thought, hungry for real touches.

But it wouldn’t get any. Not anytime soon and maybe never again if I didn’t fulfill Olivia’s demands.

That was the last bit of motivation I needed. Finally, I reached for my laptop and began typing.


Chapter 2

New Clothes

I continued to message the men over the course of the next week as I anxiously awaited my next chance to see Olivia. I tried to make plans with her over for the weekend, but she insisted that she was busy the entire time and that I would have to wait like a good, obedient girl. She would let me know when she had time for me. But as each day passed, the pressure inside of my chastity cage increased and I longed to see her all the more.

While we didn’t see each other in person, we did still talk plenty. She continued to text me reminders to shave, dress up, and respond to the men on the dating site. One day she even told me to stop responding to Craig because he was starting to get pushy and wanting to meet. She said that she saw through his nice guy persona and that he was really just a pussy hungry jerk like every other guy. Christian and Aiden, though, she said still showed promise.

My conversations with the two remaining men were surprisingly deep and heartfelt. On many occasions I wished I could have been acting as myself and talking to them as guy friends because we had so much in common. I would have loved to meet and hangout with them as Ben, but that seemed impossible now after chatting with them as Becca. Even if we did stumble into each other in person some day, the risk of them recognizing me was too high.

At the same time, the conversations were also heating up. Christian sent me a well posed picture of himself shirtless by the pool and Aiden sent me a picture of himself posed on his motorcycle. I couldn’t deny that they both looked extremely good in their pictures and I couldn’t resist sending them some of the extra selfies that I took last time I was with Olivia.

I felt extraordinarily naughty sending sexy pictures of myself dressed as a women to men. It felt so wrong, but it was so exhilarating. And when they responded with over the top complements, I only felt sexier and more like a woman. More like I really was Becca.

Knowing that Olivia was watching in on my messages from her computer only made me feel naughtier. She had created Becca’s account on her laptop when I was there so I knew she was still logged in, especially so when I noticed that some of the men’s responses were marked as read before I could get to them. But even as involved as Olivia was in Becca’s dating life, I was even more so.

Olivia also didn’t let up on turning me into her new friend, Becca. She said that she wanted a guy-girl friend. She was tired of how girls acted and how fake they could be. She always preferred to have guy friends, but she needed one who could relate to her and her dating struggles. That was what she was I would become as Becca.

She began sending me links to women’s clothing websites and telling me to order new clothes. First it was some bras and panties because she wanted me to have my own. Then it was a couple little black cocktail dresses. She said I should decide which one I liked best and return the other. I decided to keep both. Next came the big surprise. She sent me a link to a pair of tall, glossy black high heels.

Whenever I had dressed up with Olivia I always just wore lingerie or pajamas. High heels seemed like a big step forward. Though I supposed it made sense with the cocktail dresses she had me purchase. Still, the thought of wearing high heels scared me. Wearing panties was one thing, but heels? That was a whole new ballpark.

Nevertheless, I ordered them. Because I had to.

I was delighted when the new clothes arrived and I made a special space in my closet to put everything. But first, I tried them all on. I enjoyed having my own collection and being able to wear whatever I wanted. Being able to wear dresses and heels made me feel more like a woman than ever and completed my outfits. I couldn’t believe it was all my own clothes.

I loved both of the dresses. One had one strap that went over my right shoulder, the other had thin spaghetti straps that went over both shoulders. Both dresses were form fitting and short, ending at my mid-thigh. Both made me feel extremely feminine and slutty.

Olivia pestered me for updates about when the clothes would arrive and then demanded proof in the form of pictures of me wearing everything once it all arrived. I of course did as I was told and got dressed up in my new outfits to have my own personal photoshoot.

She approved of my pictures and my outfits. She edited them for me and sent them back saying that I could send them to my men when I felt it was appropriate. I was thrilled to have new sexy pictures of Becca to share.

She also said that I looked ready for my next step and told me that she had a surprise for me. “I want you to be dressed and ready as Becca all the time. I have a special surprise for her and I want you to be ready for it, whenever I spring it on you,” she texted me. “Hair, dress, and lingerie. I want you feeling your sexiest.”

I wasn’t sure what she had planned for me, but there was something about her words that were enticing. I hoped that she would pick up where she left off with fooling around with me, touching my cage and kissing me. Better yet, I hoped I had done enough to earn my release from my chastity cage from her.

But for now I would just have to wait to discover what she had in store for me. And I would have to continue dressing up as Becca every day.


Chapter 3

Suprise

Every day, I continued to dress up fully as Becca when I got home from work. Every day, I enjoyed it more.

I found myself beginning to change; how I walked, how I talked, and how I thought. I also started sitting cross legged and I started looking forward to reading the responses from Christian and Aiden. I couldn’t believe it, but I felt like I was actually becoming Becca.

A few more days passed as I waited for Olivia to spring her surprise on me. Despite my pleads to learn more about it, she continued to keep it a secret and keep me in suspense. It had now been ten days since I last say her and nearly three weeks since she had made me lock my dick in a chastity cage. My horniness was off the charts and as I paraded around my apartment in high heels and short dresses, I began feeling desperate for some sexual satisfaction. Any sexual satisfaction.

Luckily, I was about to get some.

Knock knock knock

I spun around to face my apartment door, my hair twirling over my shoulder.

Who could that be?

I took off my heels and slowly crept to the door so I could peak through the eyehole without letting the person know I was home. For a second I thought it was a man, but on second glance, I realized it was Olivia.

“Olivia? Is that you?” I asked, still too scared to open the door and let someone see me dressed up as a girl.

“Yeah, are you going to let me in or what?” she said, her voice sounding brash and gravely.

I stood behind the door and opened it so I remained hidden. When Olivia walked in, I quickly shut the door behind her. She turned to look at me not with her usual smile, but with a sort of smug smirk on her face. “Hey pretty, I brought you dinner,” she said as she extended a plastic takeout bag towards me.

I stared at her in confusion while my eyes scanned her. Olivia was always a girly girl who loved to wear bright colors and the most fashionable clothes, but tonight she was wearing baggy jeans and a red and black flannel button up. Her perfect feminine features were all hidden under her loose fitting clothes and her hair was even tied up in a tight bun rather than flowing down around her shoulders.

Is this my surprise? Why is she dressed like this?

She extended the bag further towards me, insisting that I take it so I finally did. I walked back to where I left my high heels and slipped them on and then took the food into the kitchen to open it up.

“You’re looking pretty sweet in that dress, is it new?” Olivia asked as she followed me into the kitchen.

I stared back at her, my eyebrows furrowing. “Of course it is, you just told me to buy it the other day, Olivia,” I said pointedly.

She quickly rolled her eyes at me. “Just play along!” she hissed. “Tonight I’m Oliver and you’re Becca.”

Oh, so she’s pretending to be a man. That explains the weird outfit. Alright, I guess I can play along with this.

“Oh, sorry,” I whispered. I cleared my throat and decided I would try to use a more feminine sounding voice to portray Becca, just as Olivia was doing the opposite. “Would you like me to make you a plate? Or would you care for a drink?”

“I already ate, but I’d take a cold one if you have any,” Olivia replied.

Just then, I opened the box of food in the bag and noticed that it looked half eaten. “Are these your leftovers?” I asked.

Olivia shrugged. “Yeah, I was hungry on the way over. But it’s the thought that counts, right?” she chuckled.

I closed the box, suddenly not feeling very hungry, and then went to my refrigerator to grab a couple of beers. I suddenly felt like I would need a few to get through whatever this surprise was. I opened each bottle and extended one towards Olivia. She took it and tossed it back with a big gulp.

“So, uhh, what did you want to do? I wasn’t really expecting you tonight,” I said, dismissing the awkwardness that had began to build in the room.

Olivia again shrugged nonchalantly. “I don’t know. I was just at my place thinking of how fine you are and I decided to come see you. I was feeling a little hungry if you know what I mean,” she said as she sauntered towards me.

She took another sip of beer and then set the bottle down on the counter before grabbing my waist. Normally I would have loved the feeling of her hands on me, especially while dressed as a woman, but this time it felt wrong and a little creepy.

“I guess that’s sweet,” I let out as I tried to back away from her.

I was soon stopped by the kitchen counter. Olivia followed me. With a surprising strength, she managed to hoist me onto the counter top in front of her. She spread my legs and stepped closer until she leaned against the counter. Her hands began rubbing my thighs as my dress slowly crept up my legs.

“So why are you all dressed up, beautiful? You didn’t have a date planned with some other guy, did you?” Olivia asked me.

Her questions made me flustered. I felt as if I was in trouble, even though I knew I was dressed this way for her. “No! I, uhh… I just always stay dressed up and prepared for you,” I answered.

She nodded approvingly. “That’s good to hear. I like that you’re always waiting for me. That’s sexy.”

The conversation was beginning to make me feel very hot and her touches were making my dick swell up in my cage. Each time her hand rubbed up my thighs it felt like she was inching closer and closer to my caged dick. I wanted to badly for her to touch it.

“Oh, I’ll always wait for you, Oliver,” I breathed out.

“You’re a very good girl, Becca. One of my favorites,” Olivia chuckled. “Now why don’t we take this to the bedroom so you can show me how much you like me.”


Chapter 4

Tease

My dick throbbed at Olivia’s mention of going to my bedroom. Without thinking I hopped off of the counter and took her hand. I led her down the hall and into my room where I kicked off my heels and jumped into bed.

“Mmm, yeah, girl. You make me so hard,” Olivia groaned. “You’re not going to tease me like you did last time, are you?”

I didn’t quite know what she meant, but I shook my head and gestured for her to join me with my finger.

Olivia took off her shoes and then crawled over the bed towards me and then over me. She stared down at me with a hungry look in her eyes and then lunged forward until her lips touched mine, causing my body to quiver with pleasure.

Our mouths and tongues began a feverish dance, swapping spit as we made out. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I couldn’t believe I was making out with my longtime crush and I couldn’t believe that we were both dressed as we were.

But I didn’t care about the circumstances. I had been waiting for this moment ever since I met Olivia. I didn’t want to think about it, I just needed to embrace it and enjoy it.

My hands reached up and grabbed her body, sliding down until they grabbed her ass. Her baggy pants deterred me from really feeling it, but it was still there and it still felt amazing.

That wasn’t enough though, I need to touch more of her. My hands made their way back up her body and towards her chest. As I grabbed her breasts she suddenly broke her lips away from mine and stared down at me with a frown. “What are you doing? Do you think I’m a girl or something?” she asked, annoyed.

I guess we’re still roleplaying. Okay, I can keep that up.

“I-I just wanted to feel your hard pecs,” I let out.

“Ah, that’s a good girl,” she replied. “But leave the touching to me.”

Her hands quickly grabbed my wrists and pulled them above my head. She pushed down on them with all of her weight, pinning me down. Her face smirked at me as she knew she had me under her control. And then it lowered back down and our lips met once more.

My body squirmed under her control, my dick straining hard against its cage. I longed to flip her over and thrust it inside of her, but I knew that was impossible. She was in complete control over me and my dick. I could only do as she desired.

As if sensing my desires, Olivia shifted my arms, putting my hands together and holding them down with just one of her hands. With the other hand, she moved it down my body, slowly creeping over my chest, my navel, and then my crotch.

My dress had hiked up towards my hips and she didn’t have to work hard to reach my caged dick beneath it. I shivered as head first touched my dick. I moaned as her palm started rubbing back and forth over the top of the cage.

She pulled her lips away and asked, “Do you like being locked up for me?”

I couldn’t stop kissing her, I continued on her neck, tasting sweet skin as I breathed in her aromatic perfume. “I like doing everything for you,” I breathed out.

“Mmm, yeah? You like me bossing you around? You like dressing up for me and doing everything I please?”

My mouth moved up her neck and nibbled on her ear. I was growing tired of her questions, I wanted to taste her lips again. “I would do anything for you,” I whispered into her ear.

She started groping my balls, pulling them and squeezing them playfully. My dick was throbbing, I almost felt like I might cum if she continued.

“That’s what I like to hear from my good little girl,” she replied. “Now tell me, how badly do you want me to take this cage off and let you fuck me?”

My dick surged again at the thought of fucking her. Might she actually let me? “So badly. I want to fuck you so, so badly. Please let me,” I begged.

Olivia let out a manic laugh. “That’s the wrong answer. That tells me that you haven’t been locked long enough,” she said.

I stopped kissing her and pulled my head back to look her in the eyes, confused by her words. “What do you mean?” I asked.

She cocked her head to the side and smiled at me thoughtfully. “If you still have desires to fuck me, then that means you aren’t feeling enough like a girl. It means that you need more time to embrace your feminine side,” she explained.

I was baffled.

Why would she tease me like this if she didn’t intend to let me fuck her? And why would she want me to feel more like a girl? Isn't dressing like this every day enough? What else does she want from me?

Olivia released my wrists and leaned back until she was kneeling over my legs. She continued to run her finger over my chastity cage as she smirked at me. “Women don’t have urges to fuck other women so neither should you, silly,” she giggled.

“What do women have urges for?” I asked hesitantly, having a feeling she was going somewhere with her statement.

Her smirk grew wider as I felt her tuck my caged dick back beneath my panties. “Women have urges to be fucked,” she said.

My eyes bulged at the implications of her words. They watched her as she reached for her pants and slowly unzipped them. Her hand slipped inside and then reappeared holding a large dick.

“Are you ready to learn how it feels to be fucked like a woman?”


Chapter 5

Demands

I crawled backwards in my bed until I reached my head board and couldn’t go back any further. I leaned against it fiercely as I stared at the dick in Olivia’s hand. At first it looked real, but after staring at it longer, I could tell it was just a realistic looking dildo. Either way, the fact that it was now out of her pants after talking about fucking me was terrifying.

“Okay, back into character,” Olivia said. She shifted her posture and then continued in her deeper, fake male voice, “Come on, baby. I brought you dinner. Give me some of that sweet pussy.”

I pushed myself higher up on the headboard as I started panicking.

She can’t be serious, can she? She can’t actually mean to fuck me!

“I, uhh, I…,” I stammered, unable to find any words to speak.

“I drove all the way over here, too! Come on, you owe me some sex!”

“Owe you?” I let out, surprising myself. Her words were triggering and I couldn’t hold back. “I do not owe you sex. I think we’ve taken this far enough.”

“Don’t play me, baby,” Olivia sighed. She crawled towards me and started rubbing my cage again, from outside my panties. “You do right by me and I’ll do right by you.”

I opened my mouth to say no, but stopped when I registered her meaning.

Does that mean she would let me fuck her if I let her fuck me? Or that she would at least let me cum?

I couldn’t believe I was actually actually considering her offer. I wouldn’t actually let her put that dick inside me, would I?

“I can tell by the look in your eyes that you want it, too. You want me to stick my fat cock inside you and fuck you like the slut you are.”

My heart started racing as my brain and dick battled over what to do. I couldn’t find the words, I couldn’t answer. But finally, I managed to shake my head.

Olivia’s shoulders slumped. “I guess three weeks isn’t long enough to entice you into a good fucking. Good to know,” she said in her normal voice. “But I’m pretty sure you were really considering. Maybe in an another week you will let me fuck you.”

I had a feeling that she was probably right, but I didn’t want to give her any acknowledgement of that. I bit my tongue while I allowed the rest of my body to relax. Hearing her feminine voice again was putting me at ease.

“Fine, no sex. But you have to at least suck it,” she suddenly said, once again using her man voice.

My entire body immediately tensed as I watched Olivia slowly creep closer to me while stroking her fake cock. My dick tingled, clearly interested in the idea, but my head once again shook, hoping to decline her request.

This time, however, Olivia reached into her flannel shirt and pulled out her necklace. The necklace that held the key to my chastity cage. She dangled in front of me as her expression grew serious. “That time it wasn’t a question. It was an order. Start sucking, slut,” she growled at me.

I gulped nervously as the dick continued to move closer to my mouth. I wasn’t sure that I could do this, it seemed so wrong. But there was no denying the arousal flowing through me. Being the girl to Olivia’s man was so hot. I wanted to be more sensual with her. I wanted to be intimate anyway that I could. Could I actually do this?

The cock was right in front of me now. Olivia leaned forward and started brushing the tip against my lips. “Be a good girl and open wide,” she said playfully.

I looked up at her with pleading eyes, asking her if I really had to suck her cock.

“I had this great idea the other day after yet another bad date,” she began. “As a way of righting all of the dating wrongs in this world, or at least in my world, I’m going to recreate all of them on you. I need a man to experience what it’s like to be on my side of things.”

“A guy did this to you?” I asked her in surprise.

“That’s right! Can you believe some asshole would bring me his leftovers and think it warrants sex? Look at me! I’m not some common whore!”

She was rightfully stunned. She was a goddess. How could any man treat her any other way. I shook my head in disbelief. “That’s terrible.”

“It was. Although in my case I slapped his dick and kicked him in the balls when he tried to demand a blowjob,” she said. “But that’s not going to work for you. No, no. You need to experience what he wanted me to do. You need to suck my cock.”

I looked back down at the dildo hanging out of Olivia’s jeans and considered it. I knew sucking it couldn’t erase the wrongs of this jerk, but maybe it would make her feel a little better. And maybe then she would appreciate me even more.

The longer I stared at the dildo, the more the reason didn’t matter. My mouth start watering as my eyes wandered over it, admiring the veins along the long shaft of the dildo. I wondered what it would taste like. I wondered what it would feel like. I glanced back up at her and she gave me an affirming nod and I knew that I needed to do it.

And suddenly I wanted to do it. For her.


Chapter 6

Deep Into Character

My mouth opened up and took the cock inside it. The thickness of the dildo pushed my mouth open wider as my lips moved up the large head and onto the shaft. I let it go as deep as I could until I couldn’t take anymore.

“That’s it, take my cock,” Olivia hissed at me.

I pulled my mouth back, letting my lips brush against the veins along the way. I couldn’t believe I had a cock in my mouth, but it felt so right.

I slowly started moving my mouth back and forth over the dildo as I felt my body tingle with lust. I wanted to be touched, to be groped and desired. I grabbed the dildo with one hand while my other hand began running down my dress, down towards my own dick.

Feeling my hand over my bra and then my panties while I sucked the cock made me feel like a sexy woman. No, like a slutty woman. I liked the feeling and wanted more.

“Mmm, yeah,” Olivia moaned as she watched me work on her dick. “Touch yourself while you suck my cock. Get yourself all worked up. But you better not cum. You’re not allowed to cum until I say so. Do you understand?”

I tried to mumble my understanding while my mouth was full. I continued working my mouth back and forth over the dick, beginning to rotate and drool as I worked harder.

“You like this, don’t you? You like being my cock slut.”

I glanced up at her and saw approval in her eyes. Her look gave me encouragement to keep going and start taking the dildo deeper in my mouth and throat. I knew I should answer her, but I didn’t want to empty my mouth so I could speak. Instead, I closed my eyes and tried to relax and let it penetrate me deeper.

Olivia shifted her weight and pressed her hands against the wall behind the bed. She used her new position to start thrusting the cock into my mouth to fuck me. I gagged as the dildo hit me in the back of the throat.

“A good cock slut needs to know how to take cock nice and deep. Don’t worry, you’ll learn over time,” Olivia giggled as she continued fucking my mouth and making me gag.

My dick was pushing hard to get erect, pulling fiercely against my balls. I wasn’t sure whether sucking Olivia’s cock or her words were more arousing, but my dick was loving it. I was, too.

I continued, moaning each time the dildo pushed into my mouth, my mouth drooling with my sensual saliva. Every so often I imagined the faces of Christian and Aiden above me, watching me as they fucked my mouth. The images made my passion grow. The feelings were all so unexplainable, but they felt right.

“I think that’s enough cock for one night,” Olivia suddenly said, snapping me out of my trance. She pulled the dildo out of my mouth and sat back down on my legs. I opened my eyes and stared longing like at it as it wobbled from her crotch. “I think I learned a lot about you and your chastity cage tonight.”

“You did?” I breathed out, my eyes still glued to the dildo.

“Eyes up here, whore,” she snapped at me. She took the dildo and stuffed it back into her pants and zipped it up.

I shook the haze out of my head and looked up at her. “Sorry,” I chuckled awkwardly.

“It only took you three weeks to become sexually desperate enough to enjoy a good cock in the mouth,” she giggled. “Imagine what you would do for me after six weeks.”

Six weeks locked in this chastity cage? Three weeks has already felt like eternity. I can’t imagine six weeks. And she’s right. I’m not sure what I would let her do if she kept me locked up that much longer.

I gritted my teeth as I considered. “You’re not going to keep me locked up that long are you?” I asked hesitantly.

“Don’t you want to continue to be my good friend, Becca?

I do, I’ve enjoyed all of my encounters with her as Becca, but I’m not sure I can stay locked forever!

“I do, but...,” I started, unsure of how to express my hesitance without upsetting her.

“But nothing,” Olivia finished my sentence for me. “Trust me, you’re going to love what I have planned for you.”

“I am?” I asked.

Olivia gave me a grin that spanned her face. She reached her hand out and tenderly rubbed my cheek. “Oh, yes. Before long you’re going to truly understand what it is like to date as a girl.”

“Does that mean we’re going to do more role playing? Like we did tonight?” I asked eagerly, excited by the prospect of more sexy fun like we just had.

Olivia continued to grin at me as a fire ignited in her eyes. There was something in them that looked troubling. “Do you really think I would ruin the surprise? You’re just going to have to wait to find out.”

“Oh...”

“But when the surprise comes, I need you to promise me that you will do everything you please. Promise me that you will release your inhibitions and do as your body desires. Can you promise me that?”

“I promise,” I replied. It was an easy promise to make. I knew that if she kept me locked in this chastity cage any longer, that I soon would be taken over by new desires and urges.

Part of me was afraid of what I might do, but then rest of me was excited to see what pleasures Olivia had in store for me.


Part 4

Date Night
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Chapter 1

Waiting

Another three weeks passed without seeing Olivia and I was beginning to go crazy. It had now been six weeks that my dick had been locked in a chastity cage. That meant that it had also been six weeks since I had been allowed to cum.

I was now getting aroused by everything. There was no limit to the naughtiness my mind could imagine from even the simplest objects. Combine that with Olivia’s never ending requirement for me to dress up in women’s clothing everyday and my life was becoming unceasing tease. My dick throbbed and strained, my balls ached, and my body longed for any and all sexual sensations.

The trouble was becoming that I didn’t know when I would ever get the chance to feel any sexual pleasures again and Olivia was always noncommittal when I asked. She told me that she wanted to make sure that I felt properly like a woman and had lost my manly desires. She wouldn’t spring her next surprise on me until she believed that my transform from Ben to Becca was complete.

I tried to convince her that I was at that point, but she didn’t believe me. I told her the truth that I often thought about sucking her dildo between her legs and longed to do it again, but admitting that wasn’t enough. I even started painting my nails and dabbling with makeup on my own to prove my interests, but still she made me wait. Even though I didn’t know what I was waiting for.

Olivia was unrelenting when I asked her what her surprise was. She wouldn’t even give me a hint. She would just jingle the key to my chastity cage by the phone or send me a another sexy picture of her wearing it on a necklace to remind me that I would just have to wait and be prepared to do anything she said, when she said. Hearing that always unnerved me, even when she ended the conversation by trying to assure me that I would love it.

In the mean time, she still had me pretending to be Becca online. After the first month had passed, Aiden had tried to give me an ultimatum to go out with him in person, saying that we had spent enough time talking online and he wanted to gauge our real life chemistry. I couldn’t blame him as I knew that I was stringing him along, but Olivia said he was being too pushy and made me end my conversations with him. Oddly, I missed messaging him. He was very sweet and always so complementary when I sent him pictures of myself as Becca.

With Aiden out of the picture, that left Christian as the only guy remaining from the initial ten that I had messaged. I felt bad about stringing him along, too, but I also enjoyed messaging him. I didn’t want to stop. I found myself constantly checking my phone for notifications that he had replied to my latest message. I could tell that he did the same for my messages, too, because it never took him long to reply.

Messaging him was bizarre. It was actually beginning to feel like I was dating a man. The more I did it, the more I was beginning to really feel like I was Becca, too. I thought as Becca, I felt like Becca, I even started making up a backstory for Becca. Christian and I grew closer with each shared conversation and while my heart soared when he told me his secrets, I crashed back down to earth when I remembered that I would never be able to tell him my biggest secret.

Every day, I continued to wonder how long Olivia would make me message him. I knew it would eventually end because he, too, would soon want to meet me face to face and then I would have to dismiss him as well. All because of my secret.

Olivia insisted that I continue, however. Part of me thought that this might all be part of some cruel game of hers to get back at men for all the bad dates and boyfriends she had endured. Or perhaps she had once dated Christian himself and wanted revenge on him specifically. I wasn’t sure and she didn’t seem inclined to divulge such details.

Despite my yearning for answers, I tried not to push Olivia too much. I could tell she was beginning to get agitated with my questioning her. The last time I asked her when she might finally have learned enough from her experiments and would remove my chastity cage, she stopped talking to me for three days. From then on, any inkling of questioning her decisions caused her to threaten me with punishments like delaying my surprise and losing the key to my cage. Threats like those are what kept me in line to do what she said, and what kept me staying ready for the fateful day when she would finally debut her surprise.

While I waited, I spent far too much time daydreaming of what this surprise would be. I hoped it would be as sexy as it was last time when she surprised me at my apartment dressed as a man. She called herself Oliver and played the role of one of the men she had gone out with. She treated me as that man had treated her and made me suck the dick she had hidden in her pants.

I was hesitant at first, but once I started I couldn’t believe how hot it was. How much it felt right. Every time I thought about that night, my dick would rage in its cage, longing for more. I desperately hoped that her surprise would give me what I needed to finally obtain some release of these sexual urges that were growing rapidly inside of me.

Little did I know, I wouldn’t have to wait much longer to find out.


Chapter 2

Surprise

My phone buzzed, snapping me out of my trance of shopping for lingerie online. I was laying on my bed, wearing my pink bra and panties with a new set of satin pajamas that I bought to lounge around in. They were just like the ones Olivia owned and for that reason I loved them.

I grabbed my phone and saw that there was a new text from Olivia. “I’ll be there in 20 minutes. Be ready and dressed in your best outfit. And wear my favorite teddy,” it read.

“Ready for what?” I replied. I stared at my screen for what felt like an eternity before I realized that she wouldn’t respond. She never gave away her surprises. I was at least relieved to know that her surprise was finally happening. At last, the long wait would finally come to an end.

I shut my laptop, jumped out of bed, and tossed off my clothes. I hurried to my closet and pulled out my favorite black cocktail dress, my black high heels, and, of course, Olivia’s favorite black lace teddy. The teddy that she told me she always wore when she wanted to get fucked.

I slipped on the teddy and loved how it fit snuggly around my body. It cinched my waist just right and the crotch strap slipped into my ass like a perfectly fitting thong. As I adjusted the cups of the built-in bra I wondered why she wanted me to wear this specific lingerie tonight.

Will there be fucking tonight? Will she finally let me out of my cage to fuck her… or will she try to fuck me again?

My heart started racing as I considered the possibilities. After six weeks locked in chastity, I wondered what I would let her do to me. I wondered how desperate I was for any sexual contact and release. I had a feeling that there may be no limits to my desperation.

But I didn’t have time to worry about that right now, I needed to finish getting ready for her arrival. I picked up the dress I had picked out, it was the one with thin spaghetti straps. I slipped it on and then zipped up the back. I knew this dress would be trouble as it had a tendency to hike up when I moved, but I didn’t care. While it was sometimes annoying, it made me feel sexy and naughty when I felt the cool air against my exposed ass.

The dress naturally exposed a lot of my chest and I wished I had more time to get a fresh shave of it, but I didn’t. Yesterday’s shave would have to do. I slipped on my high heels and then hurried to the bathroom to freshly shave my face to hide any inkling of facial hair. I wanted my face to be smooth for when Olivia’s lips and hands were touching it.

While I was in the bathroom, I took the chance to brush my wig. I needed to make myself look perfect for Olivia. I fixed my hair, straightened my dress and pushed up what little chest I had until I felt confident and sexy. Until I felt like Becca.

I was about to start tidying my apartment when there was suddenly a loud knock at my door. I jumped in surprise, but then quickly brushed it off and scampered to the door. “Olivia?” I called out before opening it.

“Yes, it’s me. Hurry up and let me in. We don’t have a lot of time,” she answered.

I quickly opened the door while shielding myself from public view and then closed it once she was inside. I gazed at her in admiration as she turned to face me. She brushed her long blonde hair out of her face and smiled at me.

Unlike last time when she came dressed in men’s clothing, this time she was in one of her beautiful, feminine outfits. She wore a flowing white romper with red and yellow flower prints. It had short sleeves and a neckline that went below her breasts, displaying a perfect amount of cleavage and side boob, and also displaying the key to my chastity cage which hung between.

“H-hi,” I stammered, already feeling the effects of seeing her on my desperate dick.

Olivia gave my body a once over and then nodded approvingly. “Looking good, Becca. I can definitely work with this,” she said.

Work with this? What does that mean?

“Are you finally going to tell me your surprise?” I asked, using the girl voice that I had been practicing lately.

Olivia’s smile turned into a smirk as she shook her head. “Not yet. We don’t have time to get into the details just yet. We need to get you ready!”

“What’s the rush? I have all night open,” I said, trying to settle down the mood and get things to a more sensual state. In truth, I was dying to kiss her and I couldn’t stop staring at her plump lips. “Want a beer or anything?”

“You don’t have all night and we’re already running late. Go sit down so I can get you ready,” she ordered me.

I knew I needed to do as she said, but I just couldn’t move. Not until I could taste her lips again. “Can I have a kiss first?” I pleaded.

Olivia rolled her eyes at me and let out a sigh. “Fine,” she let out. “But I’m too good to you.”

Her hands grabbed my waist as she raised onto her tippy toes to kiss me. My body quivered as her soft lips met mine. My dick pulsed at the sweet embrace.

She pulled away and grinned at me. “Now you really have to do everything I say. Go sit down. Now,” she demanded, soft yet stern.

I nodded eagerly, feeling high from her taste.

Knowing she was still willing to kiss me would motivate me to do everything she said.


Chapter 3

Preparations

Olivia followed me to my dining table where I pulled out a chair and sat down. She set her purse down on the table and began digging through it, occasionally taking out small vials and setting them on the table close to me. I instantly recognized them all as containers of makeup.

“You’re going to do my makeup?” I asked her. I had struggled in my own attempts at makeup, but was very curious to see how I might look when someone as experienced as Olivia applied it to me. I also liked the idea of her using me as her personal doll again.

“Yes,” she answered as she positioned a chair in front of me and sat down. “We are going to make you look absolutely beautiful for your da- …uhh, your surprise,” she said, nearly slipping and giving away her surprise.

Was she going to say dare? Are we going to play truth or dare like we did the first time she dressed me up? That seems odd considering she already knows that she can make me do anything she says…

I shrugged off the idea and leaned my face forward so that she could begin applying makeup.

Olivia began methodically selecting containers and holding them up to my face as if trying to find the perfect matches. When she was done, she put the extra containers back in her purse and got started.

She applied brush stroke after brush stroke of makeup which felt cool against my recently shaved face. Her eyes were locked on me and her face had a look of deep concentration as she seemingly putting every ounce of energy she had into painting my face to make it more feminine. To turn me into more of a woman.

When at last she was done, she told me to go look in a mirror. I stood up nervously, unsure of what I would see when I looked. Unsure of who I would see. But what I saw amazed me.

As I stared at myself in the mirror, I gently touched my painted cheek to make sure it was really me who I saw. It was. I had a soft, feminine face, dark sultry eyes, and sexy crimson lips. I could hardly recognize the man I used to be. Instead, I now saw the woman that I was. Becca.

My dick tingled at my own sight. The thought of me looking so good felt so naughty. I couldn’t help but be aroused by the feeling.

“Quite the transformation, huh?” Olivia said as she came to stand beside me in the mirror.

“I can’t believe you did all this to me,” I breathed out as I continued to admire my new self.

Olivia shrugged. “It’s not like it that was all that hard. You didn’t exactly fight me that much,” she said. “Do you really think that I could have kept this key from you? You could have taken it if you wanted. But I don’t think you did.”

I looked at her reflection, she was playing with my chastity cage key. I gulped as I realized that she was right. I could have easily reclaimed that key from her. But I didn’t because I wanted to become closer to her, to be good for her. I didn’t because I liked dressing up and being Becca for her.

I smiled awkwardly back at Olivia’s reflection as I tried to process this revelation. 
Did I really want all of this? Did I want to have her dress me up like a woman and feminize me?

I couldn’t speak for my former self. I could only speak for my new self. And right now I wouldn’t change a thing.

“So, now that you’re all made up and looking like a real woman… are you ready to find out what your big surprise is?” Olivia asked me.

My excitement to finally discover what she had been teasing me about for the last three weeks snapped me out of my thoughts. I turned to her, eyes wide with anticipation and shouted, “Yes!”

She turned towards me and grinned at my eagerness. Her eyes had a look of power and control, telling me she knew that she ruled me. “So, you know that Christian guy that you’ve been talking to for quite awhile? The guy whom you’ve been sharing steamy and sensual messages with?” she said.

“Yeah…,” I replied anxiously, beginning to feel my cheeks burn with embarrassment. I had forgotten that she could read my messages. All the dirty messages I had sent him as Becca quickly flooded through my mind. I wondered which she thought was worse.

Her grin stretched further across her face. “Well,” she said, stretching the word out to further tease me. “He’s going to be here any minute.”

“WHAT?” I shouted. I couldn’t believe it. Why would Christian be coming here? And why would be be coming after Olivia had just applied so much makeup to my face? I didn’t know what to think. My heart started pounding in my chest and I had to lean against the bathroom counter to brace myself.

Olivia crossed her arms and cocked her head to the side. “What? I thought you would be happy to finally meet the man who you’ve been talking to for so long. I mean, meeting him was inevitable, wasn’t it?”

I was fully panicking now, bewildered by what Olivia was telling me. “No… I thought this was just some experiment of yours. You just wanted me to see how it felt to be a girl on a dating app. It wasn’t supposed to be real. It wasn’t supposed to be like this!”

Olivia scoffed at my response. “Honestly, I didn’t know what was going to happen myself. It started as a fun little game, but then I saw how invested you got into being Becca. And I saw how much you liked messaging Christian. You always said that you struggled to talk to women, but you were doing so well with him! It all seemed so natural to you. I thought that maybe I would help push you in a better direction. I did promise you a date, after all.”

It was true, she had promised to help me get a date if I went along with her plans. This was not the date I was expecting however. I sat in stunned silence as I tried to digest what was happening, what was about to happen.

And then there was a knock on the door.

Olivia smiled wickedly at me and gave my face a soft pat. “Better snap to it, Becca. Your date has arrived.”


Chapter 4

Promises

Olivia put her hands on my shoulders and looked me in the eyes. Her stare pierced me, as if she was looking into my soul and tapping into my obedience for her. “Listen, Becca, and listen good. You are going to go through with this. You are going to have a nice visit with Christian. He just came over to talk and see if you two hit it off. And if you do, then you’re going to be a good slut and do whatever he wants. Do you understand?” she said sternly.

My body was shaking despite her calming touch.

Does she really mean for me to be with a man? To let him do with me as he pleases?

“B-but I’m a man and he thinks I’m a girl,” I stammered, trying to come up with any excuse to get out of this scary situation. “He’s not going to like that.”

“You would be surprised by what men are willing to accept in order to get their dicks wet,” Olivia laughed. She ran her hands down my arms and then clasped mine together in hers. She squeezed them tightly as she smiled, her face looking sincere. “Don’t you remember what you promised me last time? That you would do as I said and you would do it by letting loose your inhibitions? You would follow your body’s urges and desires and not let your simple man brain interfere with what you know to be what you truly want?”

I remembered the promise, but I had no idea what she had intended for me at the time. “I remember, but…,” I started before she cut me off.

“The only butt of interest is yours tonight, Becca,” she said. She let loose my hands and reached around and gave my ass a firm squeeze.

I could feel my dick beginning to fill up its cage.

Is my dick actually interested in this? Is it telling me to go through with this?

I opened my mouth to respond, but struggled to find the words. I didn’t know what I wanted. I didn’t know what to do.

Olivia’s showed no angst or concern. She looked relaxed as she examined me and awaited my response. While I continued to stare at her blankly, her eyes furrowed and she said, “Oh, shoot. You smudged your lipstick. Let me fix that. Pucker your lips for me.”

She pulled a vial of lipstick from her pocket. I puckered out my lips as I watched her remove the lid and slowly twist up the dark red lipstick. She ran the lipstick over my lips delicately as she said, “I’ve put a lot of work into this, Becca. I will not have you disappointing or embarrassing me. You’re going to go be a good girl and prove to me what a cock hungry slut you are, is that understood?”

I gulped as I digested her words. My dick was straining against its cage now, hungry for any sexual attention. I knew that a few weeks ago I wouldn’t want this and would be terrified of this situation, but now, I felt something different. Olivia’s words, her dominance, her control over me. I really wanted to be good for her. I really wanted to do as she said, whatever it was.

“If I’m a good girl will you give me the key to my cage back?” I asked. I wasn’t sure why I asked, but I think part of me wanted to see how adamant Olivia was that I obey her.

She just laughed in response. “If you’re a good girl tonight then you’re never going to want to have that cage removed. You’re never going to want to be Ben again,” she replied.

Her words sent shivers through me and caused my dick to throb. She was so confident that I would like what was about to come that I couldn’t help but believe her. I was finally becoming excited to meet Christian as Becca for the first time.

“Just relax,” Olivia said softly, clearly detecting my inner turmoil. “This is the same Christian who you been talking with for weeks. Nothing is different. Just be yourself, be Becca, and everything will be fine.”

Just be Becca. I can do that. I’ve been doing it for weeks, just as she said.

Another knock on the door made my heart flutter. This was going to happen. I was going to have a date with a man while I was a woman.

I inhaled deeply and then let it all out in one deep exhale. Olivia smiled at me and I nodded at her, letting her know that I was ready. She stepped aside and gave me room to lead us out of the bathroom.

“Coming!” I yelled at the door as I heard another knock.

Olivia was bouncing along behind me, excited for the reveal that was about to happen. Excited that her plan was coming to fruition.

At the door I let out another deep breath and then opened it, revealing Christian standing before me. He wore a tight fitting white button up shirt which showed off his muscles beneath. The shirt was tucked into blue jeans. He had short brown hair which he ran his large hand through as she smiled at me. “Becca?” he asked as he looked at me.

My body was shaking nervously as I looked up at him. Even though I was a man wearing high heels, he was still taller than me. It was both intimidating and arousing.

“Y-yes, that’s me,” I answered. In that instance I truly felt that I was Becca.

“You’re even better looking then your pictures,” he grinned.

My body shook even harder, now less nervous about meeting him and more nervous that he actually liked what he saw.

“Oh, thank you,” I blushed. “You’re quite handsome yourself.”

We stood awkwardly in the doorway, continuing to stare at each other, until Olivia butted in. “Well, my time here is done. Have fun, you two,” she said as she squeezed her way through the door. “Becca, you better call me tomorrow and give me all the juicy details.”

“Oh, okay. Bye, Olivia,” I said as she disappeared down the hall. Seeing her leave made me more nervous. I was now all on my own.

But at the same time, I was now free to do as I pleased. I wouldn’t have anyone listening in or telling me what to do.

It would just be me and Christian. On a date.


Chapter 5

The Date

“Can I come in?” Christian said once Olivia was out of sight.

I gasped at my rudeness and suddenly grew concerned that someone else in my apartment building might see me as I stood in my open doorway. “Yes, of course! Please come in,” I let out as I stepped aside and into my safe apartment.

I watched as he walked into my apartment and then quickly shut the door behind him. When it was just the two of us alone in my apartment, it suddenly dawned on me that this was supposed to be a date. How were we supposed to have a date in my apartment?

Christian seemed unfazed, however. He proceeded into my little living room and sat down on the couch, padding the seat next to him to invite me over.

What did Olivia tell him? What is he expecting? Is there going to be food or talking? Or just…

My thoughts raced as I moved to meet Christian on the couch. I sat down next to him, but with just enough space between us. He quickly scooted over, erasing the space, so our legs were touching. His rough jeans brushed against my hairless, feminine legs.

“I can’t believe we’re finally meeting,” he said, breaking the silence. “We’ve been talking for so long, I was starting to think that I was being catfished.”

I chuckled at his joke while also feeling bad that it was kind of true. “I can’t believe it either,” I replied.

“But then Olivia messaged me and said that she was a friend of yours. She told me that you were shy and very cautious when it came to men. It made so much sense. I didn’t want to scare you away, but I was also dying to meet you,” he explained.

“I wanted to meet you, too,” I blushed.

He smiled at my response and then continued, “She also told me that you’re very... inexperienced. But also very curious. Which is totally cool. I can go slow.” He put his hand on my bare thigh. My body quivered with yearning and a soft moan escaped my mouth. My dick pulsed, excited by the touch of a foreign hand.

“Ooh,” I breathed out. “She told you all that?” I didn’t know what to say, but for now I wanted to keep him talking until I could adjust to these new feelings.

“Yeah, she did,” he replied. His hand started slowly creeping up my thigh, towards my crotch.

I suddenly realized that when I sat down, my dress had hiked up and was nearly exposing my caged dick. I desperately wanted to adjust my dress to cover up, but I didn’t want to come off as denying him or being prudish. Plus, I wanted to feel more of his touch on my bare skin.

“So, uhh, what did you want to do?” I asked, still trying to stall him despite knowing exactly what he wanted. “I have some board games and puzzles. Maybe watch a movie or two?”

He pressed his finger against my lips and shushed me. “No more talking. Just follow along.”

Feeling his touch on my lips made me long for more. I wanted to open my mouth and take his large finger inside of me. My breath was growing heavy as my body began lusting for more of his attention.

“Okay,” I managed to breath out.

Christian ran his large hand over my dress and up my body. I tried to resist my urge to squirm as his hand explored my body. It continued up, reaching my breast and being joined by his other hand as he turned to face me. He gave my chest a firm embrace which made my dick pulse with desire.

I desperately wanted to touch myself, to feel something on my dick. After six weeks locked in chastity I was ready for something, anything. I couldn’t wait any longer. I needed to take it.

I threw myself to the side and jumped on Christian, sitting on his lap and straddling him. I looked at his face, a man’s face, and needed to taste it. I also knew what Olivia would want me to do. And I needed to be good for her.

My face lunged forward and my lips collided with his. They were full lips that seemed to fit perfectly with mine as they embraced. My dick throbbed even harder as our lips danced and our hands groped each other’s bodies. Feeling his hands all over me and my hands all over him, it was almost too much to take. I felt like I needed more. I wanted him to use me, to abuse me. I wanted to be the slut Olivia wanted me to be.

But there was still the matter of my little secret and whether or not Christian would be okay with it. I pulled my lips away from his and saw my crimson lipstick smeared across his lips. I bit my lip as I stared at him and considered what to do.

Christian looked back at me hungrily. I had to stop him as he leaned forward to taste me again.

“I’m not sure how much Olivia told you about me, but I think there’s something else you should know…,” I started hesitantly.

“Oh?” he said. His eyebrows raised as he looked at me, waiting to hear what I had to say.

I closed my eyes and tried to calm myself. It was too difficult to find the words and even harder to speak them. Finally, I grabbed his hand and placed it underneath my dress and between my legs.

My dick practically jumped at the touch if his large manly hands. I let out a deep breath as I braced myself from the surge of pleasure that flowed through my body.

Christian’s hands felt around on my caged dick, his face showing confusion as he explored. Then his hand moved lower and discovered my balls. He gently squeezed them and I saw his face light up with recognition. When he let go I panicked. I expected him to shout at me, pissed that I had kept such a large (yet small) secret from him.

Instead he smiled at me. “I thought I was going to get a tight virgin pussy tonight,” he said thoughtfully. “But I guess I’ll be getting a tight virgin asshole instead.”


Chapter 6

Virgin No More

I gasped at his words. Christian wasn’t horrified, he wasn’t upset. He seemed to be into it.

“Is that all?” he asked me, dismissing my fears.

I nodded my answer, still too meek to answer.

He grinned at me and then grabbed my ass as he stood up, picking me up with him. I squealed in surprise as I flew upwards. My arms and legs wrapped around him to hold on as he started carrying me out of the room.

I was in awe of his strength to carry me. I was in awe of his open mind to still want me. Both things made me want to be even better for him and for Olivia. I threw my lips at his once again and we resumed kissing.

Thinking of Olivia made me remember the promise I made to her. She had me promise to release my inhibitions and do as my body desired. Right now my body desired so much. Luckily, I had a strong feeling it was about to get it.

Christian was stumbling around as we kissed, my face blocking his view of the apartment he didn’t know. “Down the hall. Last door on the left,” I said between kisses.

His grip grew stronger on my ass as he hefted me up again and made his way down the hall towards my bedroom. There, he threw me down on my bed and then stared down at me like a predator going in for the kill.

Without thinking I rolled onto my stomach and got on all fours. I knew where tonight was going. I knew what he wanted. And I knew what I wanted. There was no point in denying it. There was no point in delaying it.

Christians hands grabbed my ass and slid up, pushing my dress above my hips. I felt so raw and exposed. I loved it. His finger slipped under my teddy, Olivia’s teddy, and slid down. “That’s some sexy lingerie. Too bad I’ll have to take it off,” he said.

My dick pulsed at the implications, but I also didn’t want it to happen. I wanted to keep Olivia’s teddy on. I wanted to feel the lace against my hairless body so I could feel her. So I could be fucked while wearing it, like her.

I reached down and unsnapped the crotch and pulled away the two parts of the strap. “No, please leave it on,” I said.

“Fine,” he grunted as his hands gripped my ass cheeks and spread them open. “Mmm. This will do just fine.”

I quivered as he spread my ass open, displaying my hairless asshole to him. I wondered when he would begin and how it would feel. I wondered if feeling his manhood inside of me would make me feel like the woman I now longed to be.

I heard him spit on his finger and then felt a wet touch on my asshole. He pushed it in and I lurched forward in surprise.

“Oh, yeah. Nice and tight,” Christian groaned behind me as he pulled his finger out. I heard him spit again along with the sound of slathering behind me and knew what was about to come.

I breathed in deeply and closed my eyes as I awaited my fate. And then it came.

There was pressure again my asshole and then a sudden surge as it penetrated me. I moaned as I felt Christian plunge inside me, stretching me open as his cock moved deeper inside. I couldn’t believe what I was feeling. I couldn’t believe I had a cock inside of me.

I couldn’t believe how good it felt.

Christian pulled his cock back and I felt myself relax. But then he surged forward again, once again filling me deeply. I gasped at the feeling this time, and continued as he fell into a pleasing pattern.

“Mmm. Fuck yeah, your tight pussy feels so good,” Christian groaned.

“You feel so good, too,” I moaned as I reached back and grabbed his ass to pull his cock deeper inside. The deeper it went, the better it felt. When I felt his legs against my ass, that was the perfect depth. His large cock head hit me in just the right spot, giving me a pang of pleasure.

Christian grabbed my hips and started pulling me back, leveraging my body to fuck me even harder. My cock flapped back and forth as he pulled and pushed my body around. I felt so used, so dirty, so desired. I felt like the cock slut Olivia wanted me to be and I hoped that I was making her proud.

The room was getting hot and I could feel Christian’s sweaty skin slapping against my ass with each thrust into me. He was groaning loudly as he gripped my body fiercely, like a lion taking his mate. I gritted my teeth as I bared his primal urges and felt my own satisfied as well.

My arms were getting tired so I lowered them down to my bed and rested my face in my cool blanket. With one of my hands I started touching my body, feeling my feminine clothing as I imagined I was a sexy woman getting fucked. I touched my chest and squeezed the cups of my teddy and ran my fingers down my dress, feeling the lace underneath against my skin. It all felt so good.

And I knew that I felt good to Christian as well. His groans were growing deeper, his thrusts faster and more thoughtful. I could feel his cock growing inside me, pushing out the walls of my once tight asshole.

And then I felt his cock surge and pulse inside of me. I gasped as a blast exploded deep inside. I continued to feel ripples moving the length of his cock while he moaned in pleasure behind me. In that instance I knew what I had done. I had pleasured a man, just as Olivia had wanted me to do.

When he was done unloading his seed inside of me, Christian pulled out his large cock and sat down next to me on my bed. I carefully rolled over to my side to look at him as I cupped my ass, not wanting to soil my bedding any more than we already had.

He grinned at me, pleasure aerating from his being. “Well, that wasn’t what I expected… but that was very nice,” he breathed out, still recovering from his fierce fucking of me.

I smiled back. “Same here,” I replied.

He put his hand on my bare thigh and rubbed it gently. “So, uhh, should we have another date sometime soon?”

I laughed at the thought. Was this really a date or was it just a release of sexual desires among two people in need? I looked down at my caged cock, still straining hard against its cage. Still without the release or relief it so desired. Several times tonight I felt that I was close to cumming, but never quite reached the climax I needed. I knew I would need more.

I also knew that it wasn’t entirely up to me. “Talk to Olivia. I’ll leave my availability up to her,” I said proudly. I had a strong feeling that she would approve of a reunion between Christian and I so I wasn’t worried, but I also knew that she was now in control of my new self. She was in control of Becca.

And Becca would do anything she said.
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Turned Sissy By Lesbian Girlfriend

Jack and Maya are deeply in love and living a perfect life together. Or so Jack thinks. Maya has a secret she has been hiding; she has recently admitted to herself that she is a lesbian, but hasn't told Jack in fear of losing him. So in order to keep him, Maya develops a plan.

When she finally admits her secret to Jack, he can't believe it. But when Maya reveals her plan to keep them together, he sees an option, albeit a strange one, to keep them together. Her idea? To have Jack start a transformation to become a woman so they can stay together as a lesbian couple. 

Out of his deep love for his girlfriend, Jack hesitantly agrees to give it a try, interested to see how far she will make him go towards becoming a woman.  Will he quit before it is complete or will Maya unlock his inner sissy and complete her plan?

Follow along the story of Jack as he becomes dominated by his girlfriend and transformed into Jackie, a submissive sissy who is always eager to please his girlfriend.
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When Daniel accidentally signs up for sissy training while searching for physical training, he’s in for the surprise of his life. But it’s too late to stop. Daniel quickly, and eagerly, succumbs to the demands of his new trainers and mistresses, Scarlett and Ruby. Through their physical and mental training, Daniel quickly learns the in and outs of the sissy lifestyle. And he likes it.

Follow Daniel through his ten week sissy training course as transforms into Danielle, the obedient and subservient sissy, and learns that his accidental enrollment was no accident at all. It was his destiny.


Becoming My Mother-in-Law’s Sissy

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

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

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