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“Please, Ryan? I need this.”

He was thrilled to have gotten Cora’s last-minute invitation to have lunch, and he always knew he’d do anything for her, but this? Ryan sat back in his chair and sighed. “Cora, this is insane.” 

“But you’re the same size as her, I can tell. I’m down a bridesmaid, the wedding is tomorrow, and now Damian has no bridesmaid to walk down the aisle with. It’s going to look ridiculous.”

“Can’t one of the other bridesmaids have two groomsmen? My sister had to do that. One guy got two bridesmaids though, one on each arm. It was funny.”

“Eww,” she said. “No, gross. Everyone gets their own date, everyone gets their own dance partner for the first dance. And haven’t you heard of symmetry? The wedding photos have to have me and Andrew in the middle, then nine groomsmen and nine bridesmaids.”

“Don’t you have a cousin or something who can do this?” 

“Yes, but you’re the size four, and she’s the size fourteen, so she’s out. We have the dress, we have the shoes. What I don’t have is someone to wear them without making a spectacle of themselves.”

“How is a guy wearing a bridesmaid’s dress not a spectacle?” he asked, and he could hear his voice rising. 

She gave him the look. The look that started it all. The look he fell for freshman year of college and had been under the spell of ever since. She could do it in one motion, but it was really four motions in one: head tilts slightly downward, head turns slightly to the side, the left eyebrow raises slightly, and her lips part, almost imperceptibly. Impatience, disbelief, disappointment, and invitation, all at once. 

She made that face when he wouldn’t go out to party that night, and he fell for it. By the time he realized it had nothing to do with him in particular and she was just amassing a large group of followers to all march to the same party together, it was too late; he was smitten. Six years later he was still paying too much attention to the slightly erotic “invitation” part of the look and ignoring the rest. 

“How am I going to blend in, exactly? Plus, I thought you wanted me there as a guest.”

He knew what she was going to say before she said it. It was easy: he had replied “Ryan Martin, salmon, no date” on the RSVP. You could move one person around at a wedding. It was as if they weren’t even there. Even on paper he had no spine. 

Why was he attracted to her? She had fire. She was sexy, she made crude sex jokes, and she knew how to lead people on who had no chance. In his moments of clarity, he knew that meant him. He did. But still, he couldn’t help it. He had a thing for short-haired brunettes, and that had morphed into “long-haired brunettes” when Cora grew her hair out. He had a thing, in the end, for Cora. 

“Cora, this is crazy. I’m not…like that, for one, and second, no one is going to believe that I’m a woman.” 

Cora laughed and tilted her head at him. “Ryan. Come on. You’re shorter than me, you’re smaller than most of the other bridesmaids, you have a great little butt, and you have good cheekbones. I don’t think you understand how good my makeup skills are. Do you realize I have to draw half my face on? These aren’t even eyebrows!” she said, her voice attracting the attention of people at other tables. 

“Ssshhhh! Ok, ok, you do good makeup work,” he said. “But so what? You think you’re so good no one can tell I’m not…what’s her name?” 

“Here,” Cora said, handing him a wedding program. “You can be Cailey Rybzcak,” Cora said. “It’s in the program already. I got new programs. It cost like a thousand dollars!” She handed one over. Right there, page two: Cailey Rybzcak: friend of the bride and groom.

“Who the hell is Cailey Rybzcak, and what kind of a name even is that?” he asked. 

“She’s not real!” she said proudly. “I just picked a name that sounded like she wouldn’t speak much English. We’ll just say I met you during my semester abroad. You don’t even have to talk. I told you! I’ve thought of everything!” 

“I don’t see how this is going to work,” he said. “Let’s assume I say yes. But then what? How do I become Cailey? How does that happen? I have no idea how to look like a girl. And even if I did, I can’t exactly drive from my house dressed in a bridesmaid dress without my neighbors seeing.”

“Easy,” Cora said, clearly proud of herself. “You stay with me.”

He couldn’t believe it. 

“I’m sorry, what?” he said, attracting onlookers of his own now. “What are you talking about? Where am I hiding? Won’t Andrew see?” 

“No, he won’t know, he won’t be there. We’re not seeing each other until the wedding. He’s at his bachelor party. All the groomsmen are out hunting bears.”

“Hunting bears? Who are you marrying?” 

“Or whatever. I don’t know. They’re at a poker game or something and they’re wearing flannel. The point is, this will work.” She pouted again. 

“Oh, my God Cora, seriously.” 

“Ryan, I told you, I’ve thought of everything. You stay with me. I do your makeup in the hotel room, we make sure everything fits you, I show you how to walk and look pretty, then we wake up early, I get you ready, then I get married. You just have to walk down an aisle with a guy, smile for the camera, dance a little and shake your tight little butt, and eat a free dinner. You’re my friend I met in Poland, and you speak very little English. Can’t you do that? For me?” 

He wasn’t putting his foot down, and because of that, she was going to win. She always did. When he paid for her part of the cabin rental Junior year of college, when he drove all night to pick her up after she broke up with Greg and she had no way of getting out of Boston, when she needed a place to stay that was close to Aaron’s place so she could “bump” into him in the hallway. Ryan never said no. He couldn’t. Each time he’d get a few brief minutes of hope that he could be alone with her, and then those minutes came and went, and he immediately needed that hope again, so he’d say yes over and over. He knew this time it would be the same. 

“I'll tell you what,” she said. “We’ll go to my hotel room after dinner. It’s room 719. I’ll show you. You don’t have to go anywhere, you don’t have to say anything, no one will know. See how you look, see how you feel, and then decide.” 

Ryan’s long sigh might not have sounded like a yes to anyone else in the restaurant, but to Cora it did. He hadn’t seen her since she left for graduate school almost two years ago, and he had longed for her the whole time, settling for social media photos. Deep down, he knew that he wasn’t going to have many more chances to be near her. This was it. While it may not have been ideal, it was better than nothing. Right? 

“Go home, get whatever you need for the next two days, and then come to my room after dinner tonight,” she said matter of factly. “I should be back from the rehearsal dinner at 9 O’clock. I promise this will work. No one will know.”
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Later that night, Ryan knocked on Room 719 with a suitcase in his hand. Even then he hoped she didn’t answer the door, as much as he couldn’t say no to her. 

“Hey,” she said, answering the door. She must have just showered, as the room felt humid and smelled like citrus. 

She had changed out of her jeans and sweater and was now wearing gray leggings and a sweatshirt that covered her ass. There goes that, he thought, as he was looking forward to at least seeing some cleavage or getting an up close look at her backside. 

“Come on in,” she said brightly. “It’s a double room, so you have 721. Put your stuff on the bed in there, and here’s your key. ” 

Ryan did what he was told, and had no idea what to do after that. 

“I really appreciate this, more than you know,” she said in the doorway between rooms, a rare moment of vulnerability in her voice, like she was human and was finally acknowledging the amount of friction other people needed to remove from her life. Like she knew that Ryan was taking the rugburn so she didn’t have to.

“Cora, it’s…” and he stopped, not knowing what to say. He wanted to say he was unsure of it, wanted to say that he was doing it because he’d do anything for her, but he couldn’t find the words. Instead, he shook his head and dropped his gaze to the floor. “It’s OK. If it’ll help with your day. I mean, you only get married once, right? Maybe twice?” It was a risky joke, but it did make her laugh. 

“First up, you have to shower,” she said, and she tossed a bottle of something at him.

“Um, OK?” he said, looking at the bottle. Some brand of hair removal cream. “Oh, you’re kidding me.”

“Nope. You’re going to have to cover yourself in this,” she said. “Legs, chest, armpits, arms, pubic hair, all of it. Leave it on for 5 minutes, then rinse it all off. It’ll smell bad, so you may have to wash with a few different soaps to get it all off you. Your pores will be open then, so come back out here and we’ll start on your face. Oh, by the way, shave your face too.”

Ryan shut the bathroom door behind him and immediately heard the TV turn on in the other room. Admittedly, it was a slight turn-on to shower near her. The air was still damp, even in the adjoining room, and moments earlier she was a slick, soapy body. Now Ryan could use the same soap, and touch the same bottles she did while she was naked. 

He had to shave with a pink razor, but that was fine. He was used to shaving cream that was white and foamy, but this was more of a gel. Soon his face was smooth, and he turned the shower on. 

Cora was right: the hair removal cream smelled terrible. There was an acrid, chemical edge to it, and he squeezed out a glob and started lathering it all over his chest, legs, and arms. He paused and spread it all over his crotch, then stood in the shower and waited as a digestive cream ate away at what was left of his masculinity. In an hour, he’d be a girl, and he felt his little dick shrink with shame. 

“Oooh,” Cora said, looking up from her phone as he walked in with a towel around his waist. “I liiiiiiiiike it,” she said, and circled him as if inspecting something. He couldn’t explain how he felt; he felt young, and on display. Exposed. Judged. Guilty. 

She dragged a chair into her bathroom while he threw on boxers and a t-shirt, then he sat down and she got to work. It was hard to see exactly what she was doing, but the transformation slowly took place right in front of Ryan’s eyes. First, Cora brought out the eyeliner and eye shadow. All it seemed to do was draw attention to eyes, making them seem darker, and more mysterious. Then Cora got to work on his cheeks, using a few kinds of cream, blending things together. When she stepped away from in front of Ryan, it looked like his face was shaped differently. 

But he looked a little like Ryan, just a glamorous version of himself. She ran her fingers through his hair, lightly scratching his scalp with her fingernails, and he tried to hold back an excited shiver. 

“We need to dry this,” she said, reaching for her hair dryer and getting to work. When she had finished, she grabbed a blonde wig from the counter. 

“I styled it earlier,” she said, and she put it on his head. 

The wig smelled nice, like Cora. It smelled a little like strawberries. Or mango? It was hard to tell what fruit something was supposed to be if you didn’t know ahead of time. Cora stood in front of Ryan and fussed with the wig for a bit, then said “there, that’s pretty good. We’ll pin it in place tomorrow, but it’ll look like this,” and she stepped aside. 

Ryan wasn’t prepared for what he saw. Earlier in the day he was worried that he’d look too much like himself, that people would know it was him in a dress. Even a few minutes ago he had the same concern. But no; the makeup and wig made it look like he was a completely different person. He was totally speechless.

“OK, so now I have to teach you to walk,” she said. “You have to look like a woman. Of course you’ll never be a lady like me,” she said, curtsying with exaggeration and a big grin on her face, “but we’ll get you close.” 

Ryan laughed uncomfortably, and watched as she walked from one end of the room to the other. He cursed her long sweatshirt, because here’s where a view of her ass would have been great. 

Cora spun around at the far end of the room and walked back. “I watch Andrew all the time. He walks like an animal. You can’t do that. You walk with your feet shoulder-width apart. What you want to do instead is walk with your feet in the center, like this.”

“Heel to toe,” said Ryan, not sure where he even heard that before.

“Exactly,” Cora said. “Now you try.” She threw him a pair of shoes, heels that looked mostly made of straps. She laughed as he tried to get them on, and when she eventually had to do it for him, he was embarrassed by how delicately she treated his feet. 

“We’ll do your toenails later,” she said, standing up and motioning for him to get moving. 

Ryan breathed in and started walking. The shoes were a challenge, and he wobbled a few times and almost fell over. 

“Careful!” Cora said. “We can’t have you break an ankle. Also, I’m sorry Cailey, but people will be staring at your ass as you walk and you have to swing it just a little bit more.”

“You called me ‘Cailey,’” Ryan said. 

“Better start practicing now, Cailey,” she grinned. “You're already in character, so I have to keep up.”

Just then Cora got a text. “Oooh,” she said. “Claire’s here. I have to go say hi. Stay here and practice what we went over, and then show me when I get back.” 

It took almost 45 minutes, but eventually Ryan could balance on the shoes, and he could walk–slowly–without having to fully concentrate on it. The adjoining rooms made a large raceway where he could walk long distances, and he could get full-body views of a hot chick in a t-shirt and boxers every time he completed a lap. 

It was after 11 when Cora came back into the room. 

“Drink up, Cailey,” she said, handing him an open airplane bottle of vodka. They clinked bottles, and went bottoms up. Two hot young women shook their heads to get the harshness out, and then Cora reached into the closet, coming back out with a long, elegant green gown.

“Time for your fitting,” she beamed.
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“Cora, I feel like a guy in a dress,” he said, facing her. His boxer shorts were visible through the dress. 

“That’s because you took your shoes off. Plus we’re not done, Ryan.” She thought for a second and then walked to her suitcase. “Here,” she said, tossing him something that he caught with one hand. “Wear these.”

Ryan opened his hand and watched as whatever was balled up in his hand slowly unballed until it was clear that it was a tiny G-string. Cora’s tiny G-string. He felt his cock twitch as he realized what it was, and he looked up at her. “Are you..”

“Serious? Yes.” Cora said. “There can’t be panty lines, and you definitely can’t go commando, so you need to wear something to keep you…contained,” she said. “Just put it on,” she said. “I’ll be wearing one just like it, only white! Here, I’ll even turn around if you’re shy.” 

“Shyness has nothing to do with it,” he muttered, but she didn’t say anything. As Ryan stood with a tiny G-string in his hand, he realized this was not going to get better. He slid out of his boxers, turned away from Cora even though she was already facing away, and hiked his dress up so he could shimmy into the tiny thong. It was unlike any underwear he had ever worn before, and his dick immediately strained against how it was being held back between his legs. He let the dress fall and turned back around. 

“Cora, I feel ridiculous,” he said as she turned around to face him.

“Also kind of turned on,” she said, wagging her finger. “Cailey can’t get an erection.”

She turned back to her luggage and Ryan could feel himself turn red. He looked down and yes, sure enough, the tiny panties were doing a pretty good job of holding his erection in check, but not good enough. It still made a little bump in the front of the dress. But why? What about this was turning him on? 

Ryan heard something rattle and Cora handed him something. Looking closer at it, it looked like a metal ring with a little rounded helmet, and a key stuck out of it. 

“Cora, what is… wait, is this what I think it is?”

“It is!” she cried out. “Ladies don’t pitch tents in their dresses. We want people looking at me, not Cailey’s boner.” 

“I don’t…” he started to say, but she grabbed it from his hands, unlocking it and showing him how it would work, demonstrating with her hands and fingers where everything would go. He had no idea how she knew all this, and he was too afraid to ask. 

He retreated to his own room for a little privacy to try and squeeze into it. It did not go well. 

He’d get one ball through the hoop, but then couldn’t figure out how to get the second one in, and by then he was too hard anyway and needed to wait for his partial erection to subside before continuing. After the fourth or fifth attempt, Cora called from the other room, “Ryan, sweetums, I don’t think you’re that hung, so how is this taking so long?”

“Cora, I can't put this thing on.” 

“Do you need my help, Cailey?” she called sweetly from the other room. 

That’s not what he needed. His cock had gone hard and soft almost half a dozen times in the last few minutes, and that’s not even counting how many times it tried to get hard while wearing Cora’s G-string. She couldn’t possibly be serious about helping, and anyway, if she ever touched him there, he’d probably cum on the spot. 

“Uh, no,” he said, trying not to think about her helping him. 

“Oh, Ryan, really. It’s not a big deal. Plus I’ve seen it already.”

“You what?” he cried. “When? How?” 

“Of course I have. When we rented the cabin in college. You were changing in one of the bedrooms and never shut the curtains. I was outside having a smoke.”

Ryan’s erection didn’t know what to do. Did it need to get bigger so he wouldn’t be embarrassed? Did it need to get smaller so she could help put the cage on? 

It got smaller.

“I can get this,” he said, “I just need to try a few more times.”

“We’re running out of time, so get it on your next try or I’ll do it for you.”

Ryan did not want her to do it for him, whether she’d already seen it or not. 

He took a deep breath, focused on not getting turned on, and managed to get both now-hairless balls through the ring. He then needed to tuck his soft penis through the top of the ring, then compress it with the round, metal cap. It had a hole in the center, presumably to let him go to the bathroom while locked up. It was only a slightly comforting thought. 

“OK, I’m in,” he called, and Cora came into the room as he smoothed the front of his dress down and turned.

“Perfect,” she said. “No bump. You can’t even tell!” She held her arms out, but it wasn’t to get, or give, a hug. Ryan’s face fell a little. 

“Ryan,” she said. “You have to trust me on this. You look great. You’re really helping us out, we had an idea of how the wedding would look, and now with your help, it’ll look exactly like we wanted it to. The pictures are going to look fabulous, and you’re a big reason for that. I will find a way to make it up to you, I swear it.”

That was something, but he knew that it wasn’t likely. Cora was a taker, not a giver. When she did find a way to give, it was often by convincing a third person to give something on her behalf. She’d never pay him back. He instead imagined her husband Andrew writing him a check, plowing his driveway, or sending him a gift card with no return address from whatever town Cora moved to after tomorrow. 

“It’s OK,” Ryan managed to say, walking over to the mirror where he took in his full figure and smoothed his dress down in front of him. 

“I know it’s hard,” Cora said. “Well, you’re not hard. But just that this is hard.” They managed to laugh. 

They practiced a few full outfit laps around the two rooms, and as it got closer to midnight, they needed to wind down for the night. Cora was still waiting for one bridesmaid to arrive, and she got the text at 11:55 that Delilah had finally gotten to the hotel. She was part of the same friend group in college, though Ryan wasn’t terribly excited to see her again. Still, she was friends with Cora, who now needed to go greet her and get ready for the big day. 

“Don’t sleep in the wig,” Cora said as she brought the wig stand into Ryan’s room. When you’re ready to take it off, just put it on here and we’ll pin it in place in the morning. We also may have to do your makeup again, or at least touch it up. I don’t know when your 5 o’clock shadow kicks in. With Andrew it’s like an hour after he shaves!” 

Ryan laughed a little and looked down at the floor. “No, this should do it,” he said. His facial hair took a very long time to grow in, and even when it did, it never looked filled in. 

With that, Cora shut the door, and Ryan heard the click of the lock on her side, then heard her open and shut the door of room 719 so she could go see Delilah. 

He was alone. 

He was sitting on the edge of a bed in 721, dressed in an elegant green gown, blonde hair done up and styled, wearing enough makeup to look like a hot girl. Cora said he was a hot girl. In the mirror, sure, he could see it. Soft curves, soft skin, strappy shoes that made his legs look and feel slimmer and longer. He had never been into blonde girls before, mostly because Cora never had been a blonde girl. 

He had to admit, he felt hot. He felt like he had some command of himself, that he could actually do this. His walk was a lot more confident and self-assured, despite only an hour or so of practice. Even if he wasn’t going to get Cora in the end, and even if she would never repay him, so what? Couldn’t he take something from this for himself? What was he going to do if he didn’t dress up as Cailey? He’d watch Cora walk down the aisle, he’d watch her kiss Andrew, then he’d go to the reception by himself, poke at his salmon, see a few people he didn’t stay in touch with, and then it would be off to bed, wondering about a life he never had and would never have. 

Maybe Cora was right. Cailey Rybzcak would at least be a memory he might want to hang onto after tomorrow. Even if he’d never be able to tell anyone about it, it could still make him smile. 

He smiled into the mirror, and confirmed that yes, he could still smile. Cailey could be friendly, and that’s all she needed to be. Just a friendly-looking decoration, and he could manage that. 

He took off the wig and put it on the stand, then slid the dress over his head and laid it on the other bed. He took off the G-string and held it in his hands, admiring the lace, seeing how small the front of it was. Had Cora ever worn it? Did she buy it especially for him? For Cailey? 

He moved to the dresser where he had put the keys to the chastity cage, ready to take it off and go to sleep.

They were gone. 

He knew he had put them right there, between the TV and the channel menu. But there was nothing there. Completely naked other than a chastity cage, heavily made up, he got down on his hands and knees and searched the floor. Nothing.

He went through his suitcase, not that he thought it would be there. 

Nothing.

There were no keys anywhere. What was worse, his phone was nowhere to be found either; he must have left the phone in Cora’s room while they were changing and working on Cailey. But the keys? That was a problem. What was he going to do, sleep in a cage? Cora was gone for who knows how long, he couldn’t contact her, and he felt trapped between worlds: half Ryan, half Cailey. He sat back down on the bed, naked, and hoped she’d come back soon.

Close to 12:30, he gave up waiting, and got ready for bed. 

He lay there smelling like a girl, like the girl, wanting out of his chastity cage yet feeling himself trying–and failing–to grow hard inside of it, trying to determine what about the last few hours was making him hard in the first place. 

Nothing should have been turning him on.
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Four soft knocks the next morning woke him up. 

“I’m so sorry,” Cora whispered to him, handing him a cup of hotel room coffee when he opened his side of the door. “I had your cage keys on my dresser all night. Oh, and here’s your phone.”

“When did you get in?” Ryan yawned, feeling himself no longer straining against the cage. He had slept fitfully, and had no idea how many times his body tried to have an erection on a normal night. Was last night normal? Or was he having more erections than usual because of the cage? He’d never know. But one thing was clear: he couldn’t tell her he slept badly, because then she’d feel bad. And he couldn’t tell her he slept well, because that would mean he didn’t notice the cage. He hoped she wouldn’t ask how he slept. 

She never did. Instead, she moved right to makeup, pinning the wig into place, and brushing doughnut crumbs and powdered sugar off of him.

“This was a really stupid breakfast choice,” she mumbled to herself as she got back to painting Ryan’s nails and blowing even more powdered sugar away. 

By the time the sun was fully up and the sounds of traffic started up outside, Cailey Rybzcak was back in the room, fully done up as the emergency bridesmaid, ready for her big day. 

“You’re stunning,” Cora said. “Now I have to go and get ready, so you’re on your own. The church is around the corner. It’s St. Vincent’s, you can’t miss it. Walk over when you’re ready. Remember, you don’t speak English. I told Claire and Delilah about you, but I’ll be in the front room at the church and can check in at the start.”

“Gotcha.”

“Oh, and here’s a clutch.” She tossed him a little black handbag. “I already put the key to 721 in it, and you can keep your cage keys in it so you don’t lose them. Don’t you dare take that off until after, though.” 

“I’ll be OK. I think,” Ryan said. 

“You’ll be fine. All you have to do is smile, Cailey. Give me a smile!”

Ryan did as he was told. 

“There,” Cora said. “Perfect. After the ceremony, pictures. You’ve got the smile down. Then the limo will take everyone to the reception. Dance with Damian, more pictures, eat, then you’re done.” 

“As long as it’s a slow dance, I think I can do it.”

“Remember, your hands go around his neck. Get cozy. Damian’s tall.” 

She grabbed a tote bag, and a small duffle bag, and then turned by the door. “He’ll probably hit on you. But you’ll be fine. Toodles!”

“Wait, what?” he said, but the door shut, and she was gone. 

***

“Everyone? This is Cailey,” Cora said in the entryway of the church, and everyone looked at Ryan as if they weren’t sure what to do or say, so they wiggled their fingers in a wave. The groom couldn’t see the bride before the wedding, but the bridesmaids could, especially if everything needed to go perfectly. “She speaks no English, but can maybe understand a few things if you point. Be nice, and tell the boys no touching! She has a boyfriend.” 

She looked stunning, in a somewhat non-traditional dress that had a white corset top, bringing her cleavage front and center. You couldn’t see her feet, but she must have been wearing heels, because she seemed taller than she was that morning. 

She gave Ryan a little hug, whispered “you’ll do great” into his ear, and then she said something in what Ryan assumed was Polish as she walked away. Everyone looked at Ryan, and he thought he’d better laugh and shake his head so things at least looked convincing. He was a little nervous that the bridesmaids he knew from college would recognize him, but no one seemed to. Just like it’s hard to know what fruit you’re smelling if you don’t know what it is ahead of time, maybe it’s hard to tell whether…no, he didn’t want to finish that thought. Was he a fruit? 

Cora disappeared into the waiting room at the front of the church with her mother, a slightly paunchier version of Cora who spoke to Ryan very slowly when he arrived earlier, treating him not as if he were foreign, but as if he were dumb. He smiled in response, and she promptly left him alone. 

With Cora hidden away, things started to move. Andrew the groom was enormous. He looked like a linebacker, and his arms seemed as big around as Ryan’s thighs. He had a thick beard, trimmed well, and looked massive in his tuxedo. “Nice to meet you, Cailey,” he said, and Ryan disappeared inside a huge hug. “Thank you for helping Cora, and for getting here so soon.” Then he stopped. “Man, I hope you can understand me. I feel like you can’t.” 

Ryan just smiled and nodded and said “is OK” softly, in some unknown accent. People probably couldn’t tell a Polish accent anyway. 

Who knows? he thought. Maybe pretending to understand nothing won’t be so bad. I could think of some pretty stupid things to say. Anything to take his mind off of being aware he was in a dress wearing tiny panties, all for his friend who was marrying another man. 

The wedding coordinator was named Denise, and she was all business and kind of bitchy, wearing a gray pencil skirt and very pointy black heels, her black hair slicked back in a tight ponytail. She got everyone in the right order in the church vestibule with a series of sharp claps and quick gestures for Ryan, and they all waited for their musical cues to start walking down the aisle. 

What if he tripped while walking? What if he turned his ankle and cried out in a man’s voice? What if he dropped his bouquet? Worse, what if he got hard while walking and then dropped his bouquet? Thinking about getting hard made him feel a familiar stirring in between his legs, but that stirring had nowhere to go. 

“You look great,” Damian whispered to Ryan right as they got to the door, startling him out of his daydream of worry. Oddly enough, it helped. Instead of worrying over whether he’d trip on his ridiculous heels while walking down the aisle, now he was very aware that people would be staring at him as he walked down the aisle. And aren’t you not supposed to upstage the bride? What could be more upstaging than a guy in a dress walking down the aisle before the bride does?

Ryan was blushing, which was enough of a reply.

“OK, go!” Denise hissed, and off they went. 

Ryan smiled, and watched as people stared at them. It didn’t look like anyone was doing a double-take, though, thinking that he looked like a guy. The church was full of people he didn’t know, all staring at him and Damian walking down the aisle. He could smell the flowers in the bouquet he was holding, and was suddenly very aware of the way the fabric of the dress felt as it swayed against his bare legs. Everything felt airy, like he was starting to float, and he squeezed Damian’s arm to steady himself. Damian squeezed back. 

“You’re doing great,” he whispered under his breath. As they got to the front of the church, Ryan realized that he had been hearing the clicking of camera shutters the whole time, and now the thought of there being dozens of photos of him dressed like a blonde, Polish young woman made him laugh to himself as he took his place in the growing line of bridesmaids. 

Two bridesmaids later, everyone in the church stood, and they watched Cora walk down the aisle with her father. She never made eye contact with Ryan, though he secretly hoped she would. It dawned on him that while he was an important part of the day, he wasn’t important enough to keep acknowledging; if he did his job, she wouldn’t have to check in on him. She wouldn’t have to pretend to translate for him, or help him do anything. 

He’d just be Cailey, standing there smiling, while Cora got married.

She was beaming as she looked at Andrew, and both of them wiped their eyes when she got to the altar. She had tissues tucked into her cleavage, which got a laugh, and from there it was a light-hearted ceremony that was over in twenty minutes. By the time the bride and groom kissed, Ryan felt more at peace with what he’d seen. She was not his, was never his, would never be his. He was performing one last favor for her, and he knew that after today, there would be no more Cora. They would be joined by a strange memory, and that would be enough. 

He wiped a single tear from his eye, and felt the bridesmaid behind him pinch his arm and give an understanding nod, herself teary-eyed. 

St. Vincent’s had a small botanical garden to the side of the church, and it made for a convenient photo location. There was a gazebo, a koi pond, flowers of every color, and many religious statues Ryan could not identify. The photos took a long time, and it was a lot of standing. With the photographer around, Denise directing traffic, and Cora’s mother in charge of quality control, the mood of the photo session was oddly formal and a little awkward. 

Ryan had to take a few photos with Damian, who was taller than Andrew but not as broad. He felt particularly small next to him. Denise gave up clapping and gave up pointing to give Ryan instructions, and eventually just physically moved Ryan’s hands and body for him. “Like this!” she’d say, probably for her own benefit.   

Then it was chaos as they got settled in the limo, and Ryan immediately felt like he was getting rare insight into all-girls’ groups. 

“I love the way your breasts look in that dress,” someone said to someone else. 

“Is there any wine?!?!?” someone yelled. 

“That was a gorgeous ceremony, and I’m still crying, but I’ve been holding in a fart for an hour,” said someone from the back of the limo, making everyone laugh. 

“No way, sister!” Delilah cried as she climbed in last. “Clench up!” Ryan couldn’t help but squeeze and wondered if anyone else did the same. Clenching brought to mind the cage that made it easier for him to be a girl. 

Ryan held his bouquet in his lap and waited for the next thing to happen. 

“Have you seen Ryan yet?” Delilah said as they pulled away from the church. 

“No,” McKenna said. “He probably couldn’t see her marry someone else, the poor guy,” she laughed. 

Shit, thought Ryan. Here it comes. I have to pretend not to understand English while listening to people tear into me. 

He sighed, summoning the strength to keep doing this. Apparently he sighed too loudly, as Delilah turned towards him.

“Just an old friend,” she said to Cailey. “He looooooooved Cora and isn’t here. Kind of sad, really. He was never going to get her.”

McKenna nodded. “Mmmhmm. Not her type at all, but he never got the message.” 

What message? Thought Ryan. There was no message. 

“I think he thought that by being a doormat, she was going to want him,” Delilah laughed. 

“Ooooh, doormats,” Andrew’s sister Claire said from the back of the limo. “Love ‘em. I’ve stepped on a few.” All of them giggled. 

“Right?” McKenna said. “If he’s not going to respect himself, how can I?” 

“You knew Cora thought he stole her underwear once,” Delilah said, and a few of the women all said “ewwwwwwww” in unison.

That’s not true! screamed Ryan in his head, unable to defend himself. But he was trapped there; not only could Cailey not defend him since she didn’t know him, she wasn’t even supposed to speak this language. Ryan closed his eyes again and gathered the strength to do this, painfully aware that while he had never stolen her panties, he now found himself wearing them. 

“Sometimes a guy just wants to be bossed around,” said Sara from across the limo. “My cousin dated a guy like that. He was in sales and managed, like, ten people. He couldn’t get hard unless he was tied up, and he couldn’t cum unless he had something up his butt. He’s got a wife and two kids now and all she can think of when she sees his picture is him wearing a maid outfit.”

Claire and McKenna made a face, but this time it was Delilah who calmed it down: “At least he knew what he wanted. I swear what drove me out was Greg saying ‘I don’t know; what do you want?’ every time we did anything. I don’t even care what the decision is; just make one!” 

All of them “mmmhmmm’d” again in unison, and this time Ryan joined in, just one of the girls.

Is this what women talked about? At least they weren’t talking about Ryan anymore. But…were they? They may not have been using his name, but they were talking about men who wanted others to take charge, men who were fine being used. Men who, Ryan realized, were like him. 

“Not too nice,” Ryan said slowly, having to concentrate to keep his voice higher than normal, but also sound foreign, not stupid. 

“Exactly,” said Claire. “Nice is fine, nice is great, I like nice, but I also want…an edge.”

Ryan found himself whispering “edge” under his breath. 

Claire spotted it and thought that meant she needed to clarify; at least they were talking to him, it had been a lonely day so far, made even lonelier when they were talking about him right in front of him. “Yeah, an edge, like he’ll hold a door for you, but he’s not going to wait too long for you to go through it.” 

Firm, thought Ryan, picturing the time Cora grabbed him by the arm before she shrieked “I don’t have the money to pay for my rent!” 

“But vulnerable,” Claire said, and Ryan remembered when Cora called him crying, needing to be picked up in Boston because she broke up with Martin and had no way of getting back. The women were all nodding now, making sounds of agreement.  

“Confident,” Delilah said, and Ryan pictured his conversation over lunch just yesterday when she had planned everything in advance, and knew he was going to say yes before he did. 

What he loved about Cora was what they loved about men. What did that make him? 

Just then, Claire put the finishing touches on the conversation by saying “and a big dick,” and all the girls gave a mighty “wooooooooo!” right as they got to the reception. 

Ryan didn’t have much time to process what he’d just heard, as he was helped out of the limo and then it was off to the reception. 

But he felt a little better. You like what you like.
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Denise clap-clapped everyone into formation outside the dining room, and two-by-two, the bridal party was introduced by the obnoxious DJ. 

He tripped up on the pronunciation of Cailey’s name, pronouncing “Rybczak” three different ways before shrugging his shoulders and moving on to McKenna and her partner. By then no one was watching as Damian and Cailey Rybczak took to the dance floor and clapped to the beat as they awaited the newlyweds and the first dance. 

Cailey just had to stand there, be held, and sway. That was it. Ryan had to let her be held. 

It was making him nervous. 

As the parents were being introduced, Damian leaned in to Ryan and said “do you really not speak English?”

Ryan had a role to play, so he looked up at Damian and shook his head.

“Not a word?” 

Ryan shrugged his bare shoulders. 

“You’re hot,” came Damian’s response. 

Ryan had to keep his composure. He had to keep his facial expression from making it seem like he understood what Damian just said. He shook his head again and smiled.

“Yeah, I’d bang you,” Damian continued, smiling. “I’m going to touch your ass and make it seem like an accident.” 

Well, Ryan thought, at least he’s warning me. 

They had to turn and face the doors then as Andrew and Cora were announced, and the first dance began. Cailey turned and faced Damian, suddenly worried that he was going to make a move. She put her arms around his neck, and he found where her hips should have been. 

Ryan had to admit he felt feminine. He loved the way his dress felt as it swayed around his feet and legs. He loved how much skin was exposed to the room; if he were here as Ryan, he’d be like every other man here, including Damian: stuffed into a white shirt, drawn up with a tight tie, covered in a jacket, and buttoned up to keep the sweat in. 

But a dress? There was a grace to a wedding reception that he had never felt before. He glanced at the other bridesmaids and knew how their dresses felt against their skin. He knew how their shoes felt on their feet, and knew how their hair felt as it wisped against the backs of their necks. 

He was pretty sure the bridesmaids were not able to look at him and know how it felt to be squished into a chastity cage, feeling it bob between your legs as the music flowed and you caught a bunch of men at the back table staring at your ass. 

“You are a little pixie and I would fuck the shit out of you,” Damian said, smiling. 

Is this a pick-up line? Ryan thought. Does this work? He quickly realized he needed a response, and settled on “I…can’t…know.”

Sure, why not? It was accented, it made no sense, and it was slow. 

Damian then moved closer, and Ryan could feel a bulge through his dress pants. 

Let’s have some fun, thought Ryan, and he stepped back, looked down at Damian’s crotch, then locked eyes with him, smiled, and wagged a finger at him the way Cora had done when she told him not to get an erection.

Damian’s face fell, and from that point on, Ryan tried to enjoy himself. 

In a way, it was a lonely reception, as he couldn’t act like he understood a thing. He looked around in confusion during the speeches and only clapped when one of the bridesmaids nodded towards him. When the waiter came by, Ryan moved his hand like a swimming fish to get his salmon, which got a laugh from everyone, including Damian, who didn’t like being ignored. And he could even enjoy the champagne when it came around, even though he was worried about having too much to drink while dressed as a girl. 

Although why was he worried about losing his inhibitions? What inhibitions? 

Cora and Andrew eventually made their way around the room to greet people, and Ryan had Cailey give Andrew a fistbump and then shake her hand around, as if Andrew inadvertently hurt her. Everyone laughed, and Cora leaned in close, accidentally brushing Ryan’s cage with her body as she hugged him.

“You look hot, and are killing this,” she said. “Damian wants you bad, you little minx.” Then she left Ryan with a quick peck on the cheek, and Ryan felt his cock try and flex inside the cage. 

After another glass of champagne and a glass of wine, Ryan had to use the bathroom, and instinctively walked to the men’s room. 

“Oh, sweetie?” came a voice from behind him. Ryan froze. “I know you don’t speak English well, but that’s the men’s room.” Some middle-aged woman shaped like a barrel was rushing toward Ryan. He pretended to be confused, looking at the bathroom doors. 

“Here,” said the barrel. “I’ll take you in. That one is for men. Men,” she said slowly, as if Ryan were an idiot. 

“Ohhhhh,” Ryan breathed. “Mans. Yes.” 

But now he was trapped in a bathroom with a middle aged lady in the next stall, which meant Ryan needed to pee sitting down, in his dress. He got into the stall. “These stalls are gross,” Ryan heard the woman say, hearing the rustling of toilet paper. He decided to hike his dress all the way up, leaving him standing in a toilet stall in a tiny thong, his little cock tucked between his legs in its cage. 

He looked between his legs and saw a single, clear drop of fluid at the tip of his cage, squeezing out of the lace in the panties. He touched it with his index finger and felt it; it was sticky, smooth, and definitely came from him. Was that precum? Why was it coming out of him? Doesn’t that mean it came out before the cum? Was his body getting ready for something he didn’t quite know about yet? 

He rubbed the precum between his fingertips until it disappeared, and tried not to think about it. 

He dropped his G-string all the way to his ankles and turned to sit. As soon as he started, he knew it was a mistake, as he was blasting a stream of urine directly into the water, and probably sounded like the least lady-like lady in the world to the woman next to him. 

Quickly, Ryan pointed his stream against the side of the bowl so it was quieter. When he was finished, he dabbed at his cage with a wad of toilet paper and reached down for his panties. 

“Little slut,” he heard from the next stall, realizing the woman could probably see his underwear from where she sat, thinking he didn’t speak English. 

He shimmied so that his dress fell back where it should, and it felt oddly comforting to be back in the dress; he had never felt so exposed in a bathroom before, having to pee naked from the waist down. They flushed at the same time and went over to the sinks in lockstep. 

“Better?” the lady said as Ryan tidied his hair in the mirror.

Ryan nodded. 

“Do you not understand me at all?” the woman said, smiling, as if sharing something cheerful. Ryan had to do his best to shake his head and force out an “I don’t…” before the lady put up her hand and said “My dear, they all want to fuck the foreign girl,” and Ryan did his best to pretend he didn’t understand. “My daughter wants to meet a man here, but nope,” the woman tore off a paper towel, motioning towards it as if that was what she was talking about. “Not with you around, you slutty little thing in your nothing panties,” she said with a big smile, handing Ryan the paper towels. Ryan took them and patted his hands and face dry as the woman walked out by herself. 

Ryan had to keep himself from laughing after she left. What a rude bitch, he thought, examining his makeup in the mirror. His hair was staying put, his eyes looked good, nothing wrong with his lips; nope, still looking like a young woman, apparently better looking than that lady’s daughter, whoever she was. 

He turned and looked at his ass in the dress, giving it a little wiggle. Whatever he was doing was working, thank goodness. 

He took his phone out of his clutch and checked the time: 5:30. The reception was going until 7, so he only needed to make it another hour and a half, then he could go back to his room, get out of the dress, and be done with this favor to Cora. 

He stepped back from the sink and realized, with horror, that he had a big wet spot on the front of his dress. “Oh no,” he said, thinking that he looked like he peed himself a little. Is…that what it was? He reached down and felt it, but realized that he probably leaned a little too close to the wet sink as he washed up. Still, even if it was only water, it looked like he peed himself, so he couldn’t go back out like that.

He turned and saw the hot air units on the wall, and walked over to one. He turned it on, then bunched up his dress and held it out, letting the hot air blow over the wet spot. The dress was so thin that warm air was blowing directly onto his crotch, and he could feel his cock jumping a bit as it rubbed against the lace of the panties. The last thing he needed was another reminder he couldn’t get an erection. 

Once the spot had dried, he went back to the mirror to steady his nerves. OK, he thought. I can do this. He could probably do one last drink while still maintaining control. It would be a long 90 minutes, and he’d need that drink.
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Weddings usually reach the point where some drunk woman in a short dress takes over the DJ’s mic to announce the location of the afterparty, and that’s when the room finally relaxes. Younger guests look forward to taking off their ties and going out to drink more, and older people start to wind down. So Ryan wasn’t surprised when a brunette in a four-colored dress slurred something into the mic saying that everyone was going to Fitzhugh’s next, followed by a loud “wooooooooo!” 

He was almost done. He went back to the table to grab his little black clutch, and looked around the room one last time. He had done it. He had done it for Cora. And no one was on to him. They were just going about their business, saying goodbye to loved ones, completely unaware that one of the bridesmaids learned how to walk in high heels the day before, had an erection fighting against a small chastity cage all day, and badly wanted to get back to a hotel room to take a shower and be done with the girl stuff.

“Hotel? Back?” came a voice behind him.

It was McKenna, standing with her groomsman Todd. “We’re headed back.” She waved her room key so Ryan could see it. He reached into his clutch, pulled out his key card, and waved it back. “OK, you’re at the same hotel. Let’s go,” and she motioned to go with them. 

The ride back in the cab was ten minutes of Ryan pretending McKenna and Todd couldn’t hear them. 

“She's hot.”

“Stop it, Todd.”

“What? She is. No hips, though. Fit. Looks a little bitchy. Probably doesn’t swallow.” 

“Stop it!” 

“I bet you swallow.”

“Oh yeah? Alcohol maybe.” 

“There’s a bar downstairs. Let’s grab one, then I’ll show you my balcony.”

“I bet it’s a lot like my balcony.”

“Only one way to find out, huh?”

By the time the elevator reached the seventh floor, Ryan could feel his cock in the cage, pounding with excitement to be let out. It wasn’t as uncomfortable as he had originally thought, as his body heat had warmed the metal and it was mostly invisible during the day. He really only remembered it when Cora’s hug banged it around, and when he went to the bathroom and discovered the drop of precum. 

Ryan swiped his key card into the lock, waited for the green light to flash along with the one beep, and he opened the door, almost slamming it behind him as he closed his eyes and sighed. He was done. It was over. He could take this dress off and go home, his favor to Cora now complete. He slipped out of his shoes and flipped the lights, walking back into the room, which is where he froze. 

The beds were made, and Ryan’s suitcase was…gone. It wasn’t there. He looked in the closet, he looked under each bed, he looked in the bathroom. The door to Cora’s room was now shut, and locked. 

Nothing. He couldn’t change. 

He reached into his clutch and took out his phone. “Cora,” he hissed as her phone went straight to voicemail. “I’m in the room. My suitcase isn't here. What the fuck?” 

This was not supposed to be happening. All he could do now was wait. He plopped right down on the foot of his bed and caught himself in the mirror, pouting. 

Ten minutes later, Ryan’s phone buzzed. 

Someone must have moved it to my room, it read. Be right up. 

Cora was on her way up, and Ryan somehow knew she’d figure out how to make it work out. He couldn’t call down to the desk; he’d call down in Ryan’s voice, then if they had the suitcase, they’d deliver it to Cailey? He’d call down as Cailey? No Cailey was registered here. That didn’t make sense. He had no keys, so he couldn’t go home. He was stuck. He needed Cora. 

He sat for a long time. 

Eventually he heard a knock at the door, and through the peephole he could see Cora, still in her wedding dress, holding the handle of Ryan’s suitcase. 

“Oh thank God, Cora,” Ryan said, as she wheeled it past him. 

“When they moved my luggage to the honeymoon suite, they took yours too. Sorry about that.” 

Cora wheeled it over to the bed, hoisted it up onto the bed, and then collapsed on the bed next to it. 

“Oh my God,” she said. “I am exhausted.” 

Ryan couldn’t get over to the suitcase fast enough. He unzipped it and rummaged around for a change of clothes. For Ryan’s clothes.

“I cannot wait to get this thing off,” he said.

“Oh?” Cora teased. You looked really hot, you know. A lot of people asked me about my hot Polish friend with the tight little butt. You have no idea how many guys I had to tell that you were off limits.”

Ryan shook her ass at her. She reached up and gave it a playful swat, and Ryan felt a tingling in his cage. 

“I meant the cage,” Ryan said. “But the dress too. All of it. All of it off.” 

“Oh, please,” she teased. “Admit it, it was fun. You have some great memories now.”

“Not like I can tell anyone!” he said. 

“No,” she said. “But I know. It can be our thing.” 

“I’d like to keep it that way,” Ryan said, fishing a sweatshirt out of his suitcase and rummaging for the jeans and t-shirt he’d need to go with it.

“What’s the rush, Cailey?” he heard from the other bed, and looked up to see Cora with her hands behind her back, fussing with something on her dress, until the flowy bottom of the dress dropped to the floor, and Ryan gasped, at the same time he felt his compressed cock tense up. 

While before she looked like a gorgeous bride in a white dress, she was now standing in a white corset that was separate from the dress and had garter belts connected to white thigh-high stockings, white stiletto heels, and crotchless white lace panties. 

Ryan could see her completely shaved pussy as she stood there in front of him. But what really stood out was the white leather belt she had that had a long, thick strapon dildo attached to it. 

“What is happening?” Ryan said, as she stepped toward him, pulling a tiny bottle of lube from where it lay hidden in her cleavage.

“I hope you don’t mind, but I stopped in my room first for something. I never asked you if you liked my dress?” And she wiggled her hips at him, the dildo bouncing from side to side as she swung herself. 

“I…I didn’t know your dress did that,” he stammered.

“Yours does too, you know,” she said, and put her hands on his hips. Without breaking eye contact, she slowly moved them up to the cinch, and then did something behind his back. Ryan felt the dress drop to his ankles, leaving a satiny tanktop behind. 

“Ooooh,” she said. “Look at you, getting wet for me.” 

He looked down and saw what she meant; a long string of clear precum stretched like drool from the tip of his panty bulge to the inside of his thigh. 

She reached down with her hand and touched it, bringing it to her lips, sucking it off her fingers. 

“I know you want this, Ryan. I’ve always known you’ve wanted this, wanted me.”

What was he supposed to do? 

He closed his eyes and felt her squeeze the cage. More precum came out onto her hand through the lace panties, and while he never thought he’d want her this way, there was Cora, or there was no Cora.

This was Cora. 

“You were a hot girl for me today,” she breathed. “I like hot girls.” 

“Didn’t you just get married?” Ryan breathed. 

“Andrew and I have an…agreement,” she said. 

“You…swing?” Ryan said, lost in the feeling of Cora massaging his balls, squeezing him and forcing even more precum out. 

“I play,” she said. “And he gets to hear about it.” 

“Is he going to hear about this?” Ryan asked, but it was more of a whimper. 

“He’ll hear what he needs to hear,” she said. “He only needs what he needs to get off. But you,” and she gave his balls a playful swat. “You won’t get that, not exactly. I can help, but my way.” 

It was always her way. 

“First, I want to watch,” she said, moving Ryan over to the wall-length mirror. She stood behind him and squirted some lube onto the dildo. She reached with both hands where Ryan’s breasts would have been; Ryan found that his nipples stuck out from his now-hairless chest, were extremely sensitive, and welcomed her touch.

“Just like that, Cailey,” she breathed into his ear, and Ryan felt her drag the lubed dildo between his cheeks as she started rubbing his nipples through the satin cloth. Without even knowing he was doing it, Ryan spread his legs a little bit to get the dildo against his asshole.

“Oh, you want it, don’t you?” she asked, rubbing his nipples more firmly now. “Say you want it,” she said.

“I want it,” he whispered.

“You want it?” she pressed again, this time pinching both nipples with her fingers, hard.

“Yes,” Ryan gasped louder now. “I want it.” 

What did he want? And was this the way he would get it?

With one hand she reached to the dildo between her legs and with the other she tugged the G-string to the side, keeping Ryan’s panties on.

“How bad do you want me?” she breathed. 

“So bad,” he whimpered as he felt the thick head of the dildo rub against his asshole, starting to poke into him ever so slightly. 

For as many times as Ryan had fantasized about being intimate with Cora, he never thought it would be like this. 

Ryan felt a pressure building as she started to slide it in. She went slowly, and he felt every bit of its length as it slid in. He was worried he’d feel pain, but that’s not what it felt like. He felt fuller and fuller, like he was being slowly stretched, but it was gentle, gradual. 

Suddenly it was not gradual. With a gasp Ryan felt something give way, and the head of the dildo slid in. There was a small amount of pain with it, or maybe it was surprise, as it subsided almost immediately and was replaced by a pleasurable feeling that throbbed from within him. He felt another drop of precum drip out of him, and in the mirror both Ryan and Cora could watch it start to grow at the tip of his cock before it started its long drip to the floor. 

“I only fuck hot chicks, Cailey,” Cora said, and moved her hands to Ryan’s hips, where she steadied herself as she started to slowly thrust. “And you were so hot for me.” 

Ryan stared in the mirror at what he was seeing, at what he was feeling. A hot blonde girl right in front of him was bent over, taking eight or nine inches of thick cock from a hot, demanding bride he’d had an impossible crush on for years. 

While he got to watch this hot blonde girl get fucked, he also got to feel what she felt. 

He could feel every bit of the dildo slide in and out, in and out; the ridges at the edge of the head of the dildo rubbed against him in ways he never knew were possible. With every slow thrust of the dildo, he could feel the ridge squeezing something inside him, then he’d feel the pressure start to release from his trapped cock, and another clear droplet of precum would form.

Cora wasn’t normally Ryan’s height, but with him in bare feet and her still in her heels, she brought him to a more standing position and was tall enough to start to kiss his exposed neck and shoulders. 

It had been too long since his last orgasm, and he could feel the pent-up desire from the last two days. She took his earlobe into her mouth and sucked on it. He felt his cock try and spasm, try and stretch out, and fail. All it could do was squeeze a single drop of precum at a time, over and over, and Ryan never felt it was enough. 

“You can take it all now,” she whispered. “Now I want to see it all the way in your pretty little butt.” 

Cora guided them as a single unit to the bed, where she got Ryan down on all fours. 

Now in the mirror he could see the cute girl on her hands and knees, getting fucked from behind. Cora had her hands on Ryan’s hips and had her eyes closed; Ryan watched as both of them opened their mouths in ecstacy.

Her pace suddenly changed, and she was much more aggressively smashing into him. Damian may have acted like an animal, but Cora was an animal, taking charge of both of their pleasure. Rather than longer strokes with the dildo, she was taking quicker, shorter strokes, getting deep within him and staying deep, and she was smashing her clit into him from behind as she tried to fuck him and grind her way to climax. “I’m going to cum, Ryan,” she whispered, and she smashed into him again, ground herself again, and then got close and started to convulse. She grabbed his hips even tighter and rode out the rest of her orgasm while buried as deep into his ass as she could be. 

“Holy shit,” she panted, collapsing onto his back to catch her breath, kissing his back and neck. 

Ryan could still feel the entire length of the dildo inside him, and his own cock tingled. Seeing her climax in the mirror put him close to the edge.

“Flip over,” she said, and now it was Ryan’s turn to close his eyes and be watched. 

With his eyes closed, he focused on the feeling of her inside him, and he could feel it when she slipped her hand behind his neck. She pushed herself up on top of him and started taking long strokes in and out, slowly at first so she could get very deep. 

She got more and more aggressive, at first without him realizing that was happening. But what started out as his head cradled in her hands, taking longer, deep strokes with the dildo and feeling it brush against every sensitive part of his new secret body, it gradually changed until she was almost bending him in half, his legs all the way back by his ears. She increased her pace, and Ryan could feel his dick straining harder than ever to get out of its cage. The tingling started to get more intense, and it began to build into what felt like a wave.

She went faster and faster, and Ryan realized that he was in the middle of saying “I want to cum, I want to cum,” and had no idea how many times he had said it. Cora took it as a challenge, knowing she could last as long as Ryan needed to get there. 

She started scratching the back of his head with her manicured nails, and the wave was cresting higher. 

She reached down with her other hand and tugged his panties to the side so the cage now bounced freely in the air, and he could feel the wave build with every stroke she took.

“Harder,” he heard himself say. 

“Cum for me, baby,” she snarled, and Ryan couldn’t hold back any more; he felt the wave break deep inside him, and it radiated out, all over his body. His cock started to spasm, and days of pent-up frustration started to spurt and drip out all over his stomach, all over his inner thighs. Cora kept up her rhythm the whole time, and spray after spray, spurt after spurt, dribble after dribble of cum came from the small hole at the tip of Ryan’s cage, flying all over his body. As the last of his spasms started to subside, she grabbed his caged cock with one hand and squeezed the last few drops of cum out, shaking it in one hand so it rattled. 

Ryan’s eyes were still closed, and he felt her grip start to relax as their breath started to go back to normal in unison. He finally opened his eyes, and she was grinning down at him, letting go of his caged cock.

Without saying a word, she backed the dildo out of him, and he felt one last wave of pressure, squeezing what was left inside his cock out of him, one last pulse of pleasure as it rubbed against whatever was inside him that he never knew he had. She got down on her hands and knees, and started to lick up the cum that was all over Ryan’s belly, crotch, and thighs.

She worked slowly, languidly, lapping up every drop of what he could no longer hold in, and what she fucked out of him, on her wedding day. 

She finished cleaning up every drop, then crawled up to his face and before he knew it, she planted a passionate kiss right on Ryan’s lips, pushing her tongue into his mouth. The still-warm cum was in Ryan’s mouth and he didn’t even care. He was kissing Cora, finally, and it was the most sensual kiss he had ever gotten. Like she meant it, unlike all those quick pecks he had gotten before. This was a real kiss. This never seemed to end. 

She broke the kiss eventually, after transferring all of his cum right back to him, and she fell off so she was next to him, raised on one arm. He felt his own cum in his mouth, felt it with his tongue, and he raised his hips up and swallowed in one large gulp. 

There was silence. 

“Cora, that was…” he started to say and she shushed him with a finger on his lips, then wagged her finger at him.   

She dismounted and Ryan was too spent to follow her. 

“I always knew we’d fuck, Ryan,” she said, taking the harness off and leaving it by his suitcase. She picked up the bottom of her dress from the floor, the ruffles, the flowiness, all of it, and somehow reattached it to the corset. She was a bride again. Beneath her dress there was mystery to everyone, but to Ryan there was a shaved pussy he’d never forget. 

She tousled her hair in the mirror, and turned to him, blowing him a kiss, and walking down the hall to the door. 

And with that, she was gone.
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Ryan woke up almost two hours later, the salty, forbidden taste of his own cum still on his lips. He had not moved the whole time he lay on his bed, and he felt rested, his encounter with Cora draining him in more ways than one. 

His encounter with Cora. He had dreamed for years of being intimate with her, but never imagined it would be like that. 

Although in a way, wouldn’t it have always been like that? Wouldn’t it have been like every other encounter with her, with her taking charge and letting him know how things would be? Could Cora love any other way than that? Even her relationship with her new husband seemed to be about what she wanted, how she wanted it, and he got to hear about some of it later. 

Would Ryan have had it any other way? Partway through their fucking, he did say what he wanted. He wanted to cum, he needed it. He told her, and Cora had gotten him there; maybe she wasn’t completely selfish. She responded to him saying what he wanted, and he somehow felt good saying what he wanted. 

He swung his legs off the bed and sat up, his body feeling spent and used in a way he had never experienced before. He looked down at his cage, and gave it the same playful swat that Cora had given it earlier. They knew more about one another now than they did two days ago. 

He walked to his suitcase, still on the other bed, and it fully registered that Cora had left the harness and the dildo behind; what was he going to do with them? He’d clearly never be able to throw them away, but he couldn’t use them again, could he?

He flipped the suitcase over to get his sneakers out of the outer pocket, and when he did, he noticed that there was a small case in that compartment, not his. He unzipped it and realized it was all of the makeup that Cora had used on him, the makeup that he was still wearing now. The lipstick, the nail polish, the eyeliner, the eye shadow, the foundation. All of it. 

There was also a note, a small piece of pink paper folded neatly in half. He flipped it open and it was in Cora’s handwriting. She must have written it before she came to his room with the suitcase. 

Hope to see you again soon, Cailey, it read. Here’s a souvenir. At the bottom of the makeup bag was another chastity cage, with an even smaller ring than the one he had on, and an even flatter helmet. 

She had always known.


More From Ally

If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out more from Ally, including her story Girl for a Week, available here.
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And don’t miss her story Trying to Score, available here.
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Her newest story, Girl in the Woods, is available here.
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About the Author

Born in the middle of nowhere and living slightly West of the middle of nowhere now, Ally Vega is a gender fluid full-time writer of transgender and crossdressing erotic Romance fiction.

Ally has written technical manuals, ghostwritten memoirs, and now turns her attention to telling stories about transgender individuals and crossdressers embracing their true, sexy selves.

Ally’s newsletter is coming soon, where you can be notified of all her new releases, as well as get exclusive access to several special holiday stories each year. Don’t miss it!

If you enjoyed any of her stories, please consider a rating or a review on Amazon.
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