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THREE’S COMPANY

When Pete’s best friend, Lisa, heads out for the night for a date with her boyfriend, Harry, he’s excited to have some time on his own, so when Lisa tries to get him to go out with her to have some fun he declines. He explains that he’s had a hard day at work and he just needs rest.

That’s not the truth though. Pete just wants the apartment to himself so he can indulge in his secret. Within moments of Lisa heading out, Pete is moving, barely able to contain his excitement for the night he’s got planned.

Soon Pete is transformed, becoming Paige, but then the unthinkable happens. Lisa returns home early, unexpectedly, and she catches Pete dressed in a way she’s never seen before.

To Pete’s relief, Lisa is understanding and sweet, kind. She wants to reassure him, understand him, and soon Pete is able to relax.

But Lisa has some questions, is curious, and soon Pete is caught up in a whirlwind adventure that he’d never expected. As the two friends grow closer, Pete begins to spend more and more time as Paige until the lines between the two identities begin to blur.

There remains the problem of Harry though. Lisa’s boyfriend.

Pete was always told three was a crowd… when it comes to Paige though, three’s not a crowd. It’s company.

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

“What are your plans for the night?” Lisa said.

She was fluttering around the apartment getting ready to go out on a date with Harry. I looked up from my book as she moved through the sitting room.

She looked stunning, dressed in a skimpy black dress, stockings, heels, with flawless makeup. I felt a pang of jealousy, envy, but it didn’t last long. Harry was a good guy and we were friends and I knew he made Lisa happy, which made me happy.

Plus Lisa was like a sister to me. We’d known each other since we were kids, growing up on the same street as each other, going to the same schools, even heading off to college together before moving in with each other after graduation.

“Nothing planned here. Just going to chill after a stressful week at work and read, maybe play some games.” I said.

Lisa turned to look at me, her brow furrowing subtly. I always thought that look was cute on her, the thoughtfulness, the concern, the slight pouting of her lips. Her makeup was heavy, sultry, and almost brazen. Her big green eyes looked even brighter, a dazzling emerald, for all the black eyeliner and mascara, and the deep pink sparkly eyeshadow. Her lips too looked fuller, poutier, thanks to her bright red lipstick.

“Really? Another Friday night in all on your own? This is getting to be a habit and I’m starting to worry about you. If you want you can come out with me and Harry. We’re just having dinner and drinks. He won’t mind if you join us. Maybe I can call up a friend or…”

“No, I’m fine, really. I just want to relax.” I said.

It was just like Lisa to be concerned about me, to worry about me. She’d always been there for me, always been there to support me when I needed it, to lift me up when I was down, and I liked to think I’d always been there for her too. That’s what friends did and as far as I was concerned Lisa was my best friend. There was no one I cared about more than her.

Which is how I knew what she was thinking when she just stood there staring at me. She really was concerned, and I could almost imagine her running through a list of friends in her head that she could call to come out with us.

“Honestly, I’m good.” I said. “Work’s just been really hard these last few months and I need a night to myself to relax and unwind. You go out and enjoy your date with Harry.”

Lisa kept staring at me. Her expression hadn’t changed.

She looked stunning, all dressed up for her date. Her dress was tight, short, low cut, showing off her legs, her hips, ass, and her chest.

Growing up together Lisa and I had both been awkward kids, which is why we were so close. When she hit adolescence though I’d seen her blossom. She’d gone from a skinny child to a beautiful young woman, and she’d just kept blossoming. She’d always taken care of herself, exercising regularly and eating well, so now she was in her mid-twenties she was, perhaps, the most beautiful woman I knew, full-figured, pretty, with long red hair that fell in waves around her shoulders.

Yet, she was still the same awkward, weird kid at heart. She’d never lost that part of her, had never let her beauty get to her head. That was probably why we were still such close friends.

I’d always feared I’d lose her as a friend. That she’d lose interest in me, want more female friends, want to focus her attention on boys, but Lisa was never like that. We’d remained close, had grown closer. We still shared hobbies and interests, still had the same taste in bad movies and cheesy music and spicy food.

I was glad for that.

“Harry really won’t mind.” Lisa said. “He’s pretty chill and he likes you so he won’t mind. If you want to come out then…”

“Honesty, I’m cool. I never figured Harry would mind. He’s always seemed cool and I like him. He’s a good guy, but I’m good. I’m looking forward to spending some time alone and just relaxing.” I said.

It was the truth. I did like Harry. He was a good guy and he treated Lisa well and I’d always got on with him, but… it wasn’t the whole truth. Sure I was looking forward to time alone, but I wasn’t looking forward to relaxing.

Just thinking about it made my pulse quicken, and I shifted, squirming. I’d been looking forward to having the apartment to myself all week. I had plans.

Lisa kept staring at me for a moment. She was all dressed up and ready to head out and I was relaxing on the sofa in sweatpants and an old band t-shirt. Maybe it was how comfortable I looked that finally convinced her.

Lisa softened, chuckled, nodded.

“Fine. You just look after you, but so long as you know you’re always welcome to hang out with me and Harry if you want.”

“Thanks.” I said.

Lisa smiled, turned away, looked around the room.

“Damn it. I forgot what I was doing now.” She said.

I smiled. That was just like her. She might be smart, funny, beautiful, but she was also pretty forgetful and scatterbrained.

“Keys. You were looking for your keys. They’re in the hall on the side table where you left them when you got in from work.” I said.

Lisa laughed out loud, shaking her head.

“I’d forget my head if it wasn’t screwed on.” She said. “Good job I’ve always got you looking out for me. I’m not sure I’d cope without you.”

I smiled at that. I was glad to be there for her. I watched as Lisa made her way out to the hall to grab her keys, the sway of her hips and ass as she strutted in her heels before she vanished out of sight.

I heard the jangle of metal as she picked them up, then the rustle of her coat.

“I’m heading out now. I might be late so don’t wait up.” She said.

I could hear her smile.

“Have fun.” I called back.

“You too.” Lisa said. “Enjoy your wild night in.”

I heard her chuckle, heard the door open, close. I smiled. Lisa really had no idea…
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I waited ten minutes after Lisa left before getting up off the sofa. Long enough for her to check her bag and return for anything she might have left behind, long enough for her to catch a taxi to Harry’s place and be on her way.

It was agony waiting, but I knew I needed to be sensible. I couldn’t let my excitement get the better of me.

Overall I loved living with Lisa. I was glad for the company, it made expenses cheaper, and I got to spend lots of quality time with my favourite person. There was, however, one downside.

A lack of alone time.

The truth was I’d had several offers for things to do on that Friday night. I’d been invited out for drinks with work friends, had been invited out to a gig a friend was playing, and had even been given an invite to a party a girl I’d known from college was throwing.

I didn’t have to spend the night alone, as Lisa had feared. I genuinely wanted to spend the night alone. Yet, I had no plans to relax.

I had things I wanted to do. I was looking forward to having fun.

The moment the ten-minute waiting period I was up and off the sofa, heading to the bathroom to get ready. I knew I only had a few hours so I wanted to make it count. The first thing was a shower. I needed to make sure I was smooth.

I needed to make myself utterly smooth and soft.

My secret had started in high school. I’d never told anyone, not even Lisa. I didn’t dare.

It had started small, with little things, like socks, and panties. I’ve no idea even why I started doing it, but it just felt right. I felt drawn to it.

I felt drawn to dress up in feminine clothes.

The first thing I ever wore was a pair of thigh-high socks that I bought online. I was nervous trying them on, more nervous than a pair of socks should have made me but I still remembered how they made me feel.

They made me feel pretty, cute, sexy. They made me happy.

I progressed onto other clothes, underwear first, things like panties, pantihose, bralettes. I loved how soft they were on my skin, loved how they made me feel, loved how I looked in them. I loved the sense of joy and freedom I felt when dressing pretty.

Yet, all too soon underwear wasn’t enough. I moved onto clothes. Skirts, tops, dresses, tight leggings that shaped my legs and butt, flowing tops, even heels. I began to buy makeup supplies so I could look even prettier.

All too soon I was dressing up completely. In matching underwear sets, panties, padded bras, stockings, suspenders, short skirts, tight tops, heels, with makeup on and even wigs. I would dress up and look at myself in the mirror, take photos of myself. It was when I felt most at ease. Yet… I was also trapped, alone. I never left my room, and I never told anyone.

The closest I got to talking to anyone about it was chatting about my hobby online with others like me anonymously, swapping tips and tricks for how to be more feminine, how to do makeup, manage body hair, how to exercise to get a more feminine figure, where to get good supplies. I found community online, and I learnt things. I found acceptance.

Still, there was always fear. What if someone found out? What if my secret was discovered?

That was one of the reasons I feared losing Lisa as a friend. We’d grown up together sure, but as adolescence hit, I figured we’d drift apart. She was blossoming into a young woman, while I was being left behind.

Around me, other boys were becoming men, handsome, rugged, muscular, while I remained small and short and thin. Personally, I didn’t mind. I was in good shape and I liked my body, how soft it was. It made dressing up easier. I had less body hair, my figure was more naturally androgynous so it was easier to become feminine with a little exercise and dieting, padding and makeup. Yet, I figured Lisa would outgrow me as she became a woman.

She never did. She remained my friend, remained my best friend. We became closer than ever as we went through high school and college. Yet, I kept my secret hidden from even her.

There was too much fear and shame and shadow.

Which was why I was always glad to get the evening alone, and why I’d taken to spending Friday evenings on my own at home. Lisa would often have plans with Harry or with friends, so I’d get the whole apartment to myself.

After years of not getting much time to myself at college, I finally had a regular chance to dress up. And, as an extra bonus, I was finally earning enough that I could buy myself nice things.

Things like fancy lingerie, nice clothes, new makeup, a good quality wig, proper padding for my bras, and even a few toys.

The newest of which I was planning on trying out. I’d bought myself a fantasy-themed cock from an online store, based around a demon, the shaft of it textured with ridges and with a knot at the base. I was both nervous and excited to try it out.

The truth was that while I’d dated a few girls, had a fair few experiences with girls, I was still curious about a lot of things.

I’d always dated girls as me, as Pete, as a boy. I’d fooled around, had been intimate with a few past girlfriends, but I’d never had any experiences with anyone else as my femme self. I’d only ever played with myself.

Plus… part of me was curious about things. Yet, I was also confused.

I liked girls, was attracted to Lisa, had been attracted to the girls I’d dated, but I also liked dressing up like a girl, like how I looked and felt, like the sense of joy and freedom. I didn’t know what that meant, had never really questioned it. I couldn’t.

Over the years dressing up felt less and less like slipping on a costume, and more like emerging from one, but the problem was I could never leave my room, my apartment. So what was the point in questioning it? I was trapped.

Yet, despite being trapped I was still free to explore. I was free to dress up when I was alone, explore what it felt like, explore new looks, and I was free to imagine. I would imagine a lot, would imagine all kinds of alternative lives, and in some of them I was pretty, feminine, with a girlfriend, but in others, I was cute, sexy, with a boyfriend.

Maybe it was all the dressing up, wearing sexy lingerie, putting on makeup, or maybe it was a deep part of me that had always been there, that had been unlocked by my explorations, but the truth was for all my fooling around with girls there was part of me that wondered what it would be like to be a girl. What would it be like to be a girl with a boy?

Though I was attracted to girls, part of me was curious about boys. The dressing up, the makeup, lingerie, heels had only made that curiosity worse, and then when I’d been able to afford toys it had gotten worse.

But it was all just imagining. At the end of the day, it was just me dressing up alone, at home, playing with myself. I was curious, but nothing more than that. It was still my secret.
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After the shower, my body freshly shaved, smooth all over and moisturised, I headed through to my bedroom. I grabbed my locked suitcase from under my bed and opened it to rummage. I already had that night’s outfit in mind.

I wanted to wear something fun to enjoy my new toy. It was the largest I’d ever bought, thick and long, with a shape and texture that made my belly flutter just from looking at it. In my head, I was going to be the innocent good girl being taken by a ravenous demon prince.

I pulled out a pair of stockings, then a matching set of suspenders, panties, and a bra. I slipped those on and added the padding to my bra, two flesh-like fake tits that filled out my chest and blended almost seamlessly with my natural skin—the fake tits and the wig had easily been my most expensive purchases but they were both very worth it for how hot they made me feel.

With my underwear on and my bra padded out I turned my attention to makeup and hair. I’d been doing my makeup for years and had got pretty good at it. I’d learned a lot from internet groups, tips and tricks on how to make the most of my face, what colours worked best with my blue eyes, what kind of eyeliner worked well with my eye shape, how to use shadow and highlight, how to enhance my lips.

I sat down and applied my makeup. Eyeshadow first, blacks and purples, then eyeliner, small flicks at the outer corners, before finally adding mascara. I added shadow, highlight, making my cheekbones stand out, then painted my lips.

Then came my wig. It had been almost as expensive as my fake tits, but it was worth it. The hair was long, bright blonde, wavy, and it felt and looked incredibly real. I loved wearing it.

I slicked my natural hair back, then slipped the wig on, clipping it in place. I used my fingers to tease out any kinks or knots, doing my best to ease it back into its proper style.

Once that was done I rose to my feet and slipped on my heels, moved to my full-length mirror to get a good look at myself. I loved my mirror, a massive pane of reflective glass so I could see exactly how I looked when dressed up. As I stepped in front of it I beamed.

Seeing my reflection all dressed up in feminine lingerie always made my heart skip. It was like seeing the real me. All week I had to pass mirrors and windows seeing the dreary old ordinary me. But in that moment I wasn’t seeing Pete. I was seeing Paige.

I was seeing my feminine alter-ego. The pretty blonde blue-eyed girl called Paige.

I don’t know when she’d taken on her own name, identity, but it was now impossible to deny how real she was. She was part of me and I loved her. I loved being her. I just wished I could be her more often, that I didn’t have to hide.

I posed, looking myself over. I was beautiful, sexy, with a good body, slim, subtle curves, and perky, pert ass from lots of exercise and full tits thanks to the padding in my bra. I often wondered what it would be like to have real tits.

I let my hands roam my body for a moment, but just for a moment. I felt the fire in me build slowly. It was nice to take a little time to tease myself, imagining my demon lover was waiting for me, waiting to claim my pretty body.

I didn’t take too long though. I didn’t want to waste time. I knew Lisa would be back in a few hours and I wanted to take my time enjoying my new toy, exploring the sensations and the feeling.

So, I dropped my hands and turned away from the mirror. I returned to my suitcase to finish getting dressed.

The final touch of my outfit was a cute miniskirt and mesh top, both in black. I slipped the top on, being careful not to snag the material, the mesh almost like gossamer or spiders’ silk, my body, my bra, my tits clearly visible through the netting, then slipped on the skirt.

I felt sexy, almost slutty in it. Perfect to be taken by a ravenous demon prince for the first time. I blushed at that thought, giggling.

I moved back to the mirror to get a good look at myself, wiggling my hips, my tits jiggling. I looked stunning. I felt amazing. I couldn’t stop smiling.

I turned to grab my phone so I could snap a photo only… my phone was nowhere to be seen.

“Shit.” I muttered.

I’d left it in the sitting room with my book. I turned from the mirror and strutted out of my room.

It wasn’t the first time I’d left my room dressed up. I’d done it a few times, had always enjoyed how liberating it felt to walk around with my heels on, strutting, wiggling my butt, hips, feeling my tits bounce. I always enjoyed the sense of freedom I got from being Paige outside of my room.

I knew I could never go outside, but I could still leave my room.

I’d even spent whole evenings on the sofa a couple of times, just relaxing in something cute and pretty, watching movies, when I knew Lisa wouldn’t come home unexpectedly, and once I’d even spent a whole weekend as Paige, dressed up, just pottering around my apartment, cooking, cleaning, reading, watching TV like any ordinary girl, when Lisa had gone away with Harry. I remembered that time fondly, thought of it often.

Sure it was nice to get time to dress up and play, but I also just liked being able to be a normal girl as Paige. It wasn’t all about dressing slutty and playing with toys.

Dressing slutty and playing with toys was just one of the many things Paige enjoyed, that I enjoyed. I giggled at that thought, my heels clicking on the floor as I stepped heel to toe, one foot in front of the other.

“If only I could spend every evening like this.” I said to myself.

The thought of having the freedom to be Paige all the time at home sent a warm thrill up my spine. It would be nice to be able to have nights when I wanted to play, to dress up, but part of me sometimes just longed for the chance to explore more of my femininity.

Maybe one day… for now, I lived with Lisa, and I didn’t begrudge a moment of that. Not only did we split chores and bills, but I also enjoyed her company. How could I begrudge living with my best friend, even if there was one downside?

My secret. Part of me began to wonder what if...

But then there was no time to finish the thought. I was in the living room, bent over, picking up my phone off the sofa, when I heard the front door open.


Two

Panic hit and I froze. I was in the sitting room, the only access to my bedroom through the hall, but that meant going past the front door. I had no idea what to do. My mind was blank.

“Hey.” Lisa called. “It’s just me.”

It hadn’t even been a couple of hours and Lisa was back. Why?

Yet, at least she was alone. It was just her, not her and Harry. My heart was racing, breath short.

“Harry and I had a bit of an argument and I decided to call it a night.” Lisa said.

I heard the front door close, heard her keys dropped onto the side table in the hall, heard her footsteps, the click of her heels, getting closer. There was nowhere to hide, now where to…

I was staring at the doorway as Lisa stepped into view. She stalled as she saw me, wide-eyed. I tried my best to smile.

“Who are…” The words caught in her throat.

She fell silent. She frowned, then smiled, a curious expression.

“Pete?”

That name, dressed as I was, stung. I stayed still, not sure what to say or do. I’d kept my secret for years, had intended to keep it forever, and now… it was out. I wanted the ground to open up and swallow me whole.

“Is that really you? You look… you look so different. I almost didn’t recognise you. What are you… what is this?” Lisa asked.

I took a deep breath. My hands were shaking. My secret was out. Lisa had discovered me.

I didn’t know what to do. I was full of fear, anxiety, nervousness. I felt shame, loathing, guilt, a wash of emotions. I was angry at myself, wanted it all to just end.

“Pete?” Lisa said.

Her voice was sharp, almost stern. The tone of it snapped me back to reality. I looked at her and saw her, really saw her.

She was still the same person she’d always been, my best friend. Her expression was soft, kind, sympathetic, full of care and concern. I opened my mouth to speak but words wouldn’t come.

“Is it Pete?” Lisa said.

The question surprised me. I blinked, stunned.

“I mean… seeing you like that you don’t look like Pete. I guess I wanted to ask if I was wrong for assuming. I mean… is there anything else you’d want me to call you?” Lisa said.

I stared at her. Lisa. My best friend. The girl I’d grown up with.

I’d kept my secret for so long, had been so afraid of being discovered, the consequences, of what might happen, and now the worst had happened. I’d been found out. Only… she was being nice.

No, she was being more than nice. She was being understanding. She was being sweet, soft, thoughtful. Why?

I swallowed the lump in my throat.

“Paige.” I said.

My voice was soft, feminine. Lisa nodded.

“Paige. That’s cute.” She said. “It suits you. I mean… seeing you like this that other name just felt… wrong. Paige though is pretty, like you.”

I smiled, blushing.

“You’re home early.” I said. “I wasn’t expecting you back so soon.”

I said it as a shield, an excuse. Lisa chuckled.

“Clearly.” She said.

We were silent for a moment, awkward.

“What happened?” I asked.

Lisa shook her head.

“That’s not important. At least not now. This, you, I mean… I can’t help but wonder how long this has been going on. When did all this start? What is it?”

I felt my blush deepen. Her curiosity was natural but I knew answering her questions was going to be challenging.

“And… why did you hide it from me?” She said.

There was sadness as she said that and for the first time, I realised that there was hurt in her. I’d been keeping a secret from her. Our friendship had always been open, honest, and we shared everything, told each other everything. Except… I’d been holding back. I’d been keeping a secret from her. A big secret.

I’d been hiding part of myself from her, had been hiding from my best friend. I could see how hurt she was by that fact. I felt a pang of regret. I’d had my reasons, fear and shame, anxiety, uncertainty, but still… the way she looked at me stung.

“I just… it’s complicated.” I said.

Lisa nodded. She was silent.

“I’m happy to listen.” She said. “I… I want to listen. I want to know you.”

I felt something in me soften, a swell of emotions.

“Where do you want me to start?” I asked.

Lisa smiled.

“How about I get us both something to drink, then we can start at the beginning.” She said.

I nodded.

“A drink would be nice.” I said.

I had a feeling it was going to be a long night.
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It was a long night, and it was uncomfortable in many ways, but it was also good for me. Lisa and I sat on the sofa and we talked and we talked and we talked.

She asked me questions and I did my best to answer honestly, truthfully. It was terrifying at first, being so open and vulnerable, and I feared she might turn on me, reject me, but she didn’t. She just listened, attentively, her manner soft, accepting, comforting.

In the beginning, it was difficult. Her questions poked at dark corners of myself that I’d kept secret for so long that I didn’t know how to bring them into the light, but as I began to talk I found a sense of joy in it. Lisa listened to my answers, accepted me, and it felt good to be known, seen, heard.

I’d kept myself hidden for so long out of fear that I’d never even considered that people might accept me. I’d never even thought about how good it might feel to be offered space.

I began at the beginning, when it had all started. I told Lisa about how it had just been a curiosity, an experiment, but how it had grown. She asked me why I kept doing it, how it made me feel, and I answered.

She asked me about what I enjoyed about dressing up, if I’d ever told anyone. She looked slightly relieved when I told her that no one knew, that I’d never dared tell anyone. I told her she was the first person to find out.

I told her too that I’d wanted at times to tell her. That I’d hated having to keep myself locked away, that I’d loathed the cage of secrecy, but that I’d been too scared. She struggled with that, I could see it in her eyes, but she understood that the fear of rejection ran deep, that it was difficult to overcome fear and shame.

“You know I’ll always love and accept you though, right? You’re the most important person in the world to me.” She said.

I smiled at that.

“Whether you’re Pete or Paige or a bit of both, nothing changes how important you are to me. You’re my best friend.”

I smiled, touched by her words, nodded. It meant a lot to be reassured, to know that her discovering my secret didn’t change anything between us.

Slowly I began to share more. Lisa listened, and I found the telling comforting. I’d spent so long hiding, shamed, afraid, that finally stepping out from the cage of my secret felt joyful. The more I spoke, the easier it became, and the more Lisa listened, eager to know me, to know the real me, the more I wanted to share.

We sat and talked, or rather I talked. Lisa did very little talking beyond asking questions, reassuring me, probing me for clarification.

Hours passed, and I found myself almost exhausted, empty, but satisfied too. The night had gone very differently to how I’d expected it to go, and my new toy sat still unused in my drawer. I would just have to wait for another night to try it out.

Still, I had no regrets. I hadn’t planned on being caught but talking to Lisa, opening up, had felt good in a way I hadn’t expected, so I had no regrets.

“You know… seeing you like this you really do look cute.” Lisa said as the conversation began to wind down.

I smiled.

“Thank you.” I said, blushing.

“I mean it. I never would have imagined you’d be so… pretty. I mean, you’ve always been on the cuter side, and I mean that in a good way, but seeing you as Paige you’re… you’re beautiful. Really. And the ways you’re dressed… you’re kinda hot.”

My blush deepened. No one had ever seen me as a girl, as Paige, so I’d never received a compliment before. Hearing Lisa, my best friend, tell me I was beautiful, that I was hot, meant a lot, especially given how stunning she was.

“Thanks. I… no one’s ever seen me like this before so it’s… it’s nice to know I look good.”

“You look better than good.” She said. “You look amazing. Really.”

My smile widened.

“Coming from you that means a lot.” I said. “You… you always look amazing too.”

Lisa smiled back at me. I felt calmer, a soft, joyful fluttering in my belly.

“You know, if you ever want to be Paige while I’m around you can. I mean… I guess what I’m saying is now I know maybe you don’t have to hide it. If it’s just me and you home, and you’re comfortable with it, and you want, maybe… maybe you can just relax and be comfortable in your own home. I’d like it if you felt comfortable enough with me to be more yourself around me, if you could trust me.”

I smiled. I nodded.

“I think… maybe… yeah, maybe.” I said.

I could feel a swell of hope and joy at the thought. I’d only ever been Paige in private, when alone. I’d only ever been Paige in small pockets. What would it be like to have more space to explore my femininity? What would it be like to be Paige around someone else, around Lisa, my best friend?

“Just know the offer is always there, and I’d be honoured if you felt safe around me to just be yourself.”

I nodded again. I took a deep breath, it felt as though my cage had grown several sizes, was suddenly less claustrophobic. I was more grateful than I could easily express for Lisa's kindness, softness

“You never did say why you were home early.” I said suddenly, remembering.

Lisa chuckled, grinning, a sparkle in her eye.

“It’s a… a complicated story, and maybe a little long for now. Maybe tomorrow. I think now I need sleep though.”

I looked at my phone and realised we’d been talking for hours. It was late, and seeing the time I realised suddenly how tired I was.

I thanked Lisa again, and we hugged, tight. It felt strange to hug her as Paige, her tits pressing against mine. It felt strange but also… comfortable, right? We parted and, together, we headed for bed. The night had not gone as expected but I was glad for the surprise turn things had taken.
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I woke late, head fuzzy, and the memory of the night before hit me hard. Lisa knew.

I’d told her pretty much everything. I felt the bottom drop out of my stomach, then felt my heart flutter, a mix of dread and joy.

I rose slowly, unsure. I could hear her moving around in the kitchen, could smell coffee. My stomach rumbled.

As I sat on the side of my bed I looked over my room, my usual pile of clothes, and my open suitcase, usually locked under my bed, still open. I remembered Lisa’s offer. Dare I?

I smiled, a sense of nervous excitement. Maybe…

I got dressed in a hurry, aware that if I took too long I’d change my mind.

I’d cleaned my face the night before, so the first thing I wanted to do was redo my makeup. I went for a simple, minimal look—just a little eyeliner, mascara, a dash of eyeshadow, and some blush on my cheeks to highlight. I put on my wig, styled it, then slipped on a pair of comfy panties, a padded bralette, and a pair of skinny, fitted leggings with a loose, flowing t-shirt.

I checked myself in the mirror. I looked cute, like a girl going to the gym or out for coffee. It was a lot less brazen and hot than my outfit the night before but I felt comfortable and pretty. I smiled, took a deep breath, steadied my nerves, and stepped out of the room, headed through to the kitchen.

Lisa looked up from what she was cooking as I stepped in and she smiled. I walked carefully, barefoot, wiggling my hips and ass slightly in the way that made me feel sensual and sexy. The padding in my bralette was less but I could still feel the sway of my chest.

“Fuck! You look so cute.” Lisa said. “I was hoping you might come out as Paige today but I was worried you’d have second thoughts or something. I… I’m really glad to see you. It’s nice to know you trust me.”

I smiled.

“You make it easy to trust you.” I said.

Lisa grinned. She looked me up and down and I couldn’t help but put an extra wiggle into my step.

“There’s coffee on the side if you want some. I’m just making pancakes if you’re hungry?”

I nodded. I fetched myself a coffee and sat down to watch as Lisa finished assembling breakfast. It felt nice to be out and about as Paige, dressed casually, comfortable, rather than dressed up slutty and sexy. Being around Lisa as just a normal girl felt like an act of joyful rebellion, even though it was such a small, simple thing.

“So, why did you get home early last night?” I asked.

Lisa smiled at me.

“Harry and I had a minor argument. It’s… a long-running issue, but nothing major. We’ll get over it. You sure you want to hear about it? It’s not super important or anything.”

“You listened to me last night, so I want to listen to you.” I said, meaning it.

Lisa smiled. As she cooked the pancakes she began to talk and I listened.

Lisa and Harry had an ongoing minor issue that they hadn’t been able to resolve. As Lisa began to tell me she blushed, looking almost nervous, embarrassed.

“You can’t laugh or judge.” She said.

I shook my head.

“I never would. Plus… you listened to me, accepted me. Trust me to do the same for you?”

She smiled.

“It’s… well… Harry is amazing and we’re really happy together, but… there’s this thing and we can’t seem to get it to work. I… we… both of us, we’re… we’ve been looking for a third for a while and we just can’t find anyone. Last night we were out trying to meet people. We ended up chatting to someone and it was just… it was good, for a bit, and then it wasn’t. The problem is Harry and I are both super picky and finding someone we’re both into is really fucking hard. We ended up having a falling out over this girl and… god it’s just so silly when I say it out loud, but it’s so frustrating.”

I sat and listened and I felt my eyes go wide. I couldn’t quite believe what I was hearing. I knew Lisa better than I knew anyone, and Harry and her had always seemed so good together, a cute couple, and now she was telling me that… that they were trying to hook up with someone else? That they wanted…

“When you say third, what do you mean?” I asked.

Lisa blushed.

“I… I’ve always kinda been curious about girls, but I’ve never really had much experience, and me and Harry have talked about dating someone else together, having a threesome with another girl, and we’ve been trying to find someone but it’s difficult finding the right person, someone we both like.”

I nodded, head spinning. Harry and Lisa were looking for a girl to share between them? It sounded wild. But even more wild was the thought that they were struggling to find someone. Why would they struggle to find anyone? They were both hot, cute, funny, kind. I couldn’t imagine they’d struggle.

“It was just a silly falling out. The person we were chatting to liked us, and Harry was curious, but… there was something not right about them so I said no and me and Harry ended up having a heated discussion about it all and then when it all got a bit too much I came home. He’s fine though. We’re fine. We’ve spoken and we’re okay. Just… we’re just a bit frustrated is all.”

I nodded as thought I understood. I’d not dated anyone in months so I had limited empathy for Lisa who was complaining about not being able to find a cute girl while dating a cute boy.

“Sounds hard.”

Lisa nodded. The pancakes were just about done. She served us both a plate and sat down opposite me to eat and enjoy her coffee. We sat in silence for a bit.

“What about you?” Lisa asked. “I mean… you’ve not dated anyone for a while. Here I am complaining and I’ve not even asked about your love life. Do you date, I mean… being Paige, how does that work, or… I guess you’ve never dated as a girl, but you dated girls in college right?”  

I nodded, blushing.

“Yeah I… I’m just in a bit of a dry spell at the moment is all.” I said, chuckling.

“But how does that work? You like girls, right?” She asked.

I nodded.

“And you like girls all the time? As Pete and Paige?”

I nodded again.

“I mean… yeah, I guess… I’m just me though. Pete and Paige are just… that’s how I look, inside it’s just me and I like girls so I suppose I always like girls.”

Lisa nodded.

“That makes sense.” She said. “But… what about boys? Have you…?”

My blush deepened. I bit my bottom lip, squirming.

“I… no, I haven’t, but… I guess like you I’m curious. I’ve just never had the chance, never been brave enough.”

Lisa smiled. We sat and ate in silence for a while.

“I was thinking. Maybe… do you think…” Lisa trailed off to silence.

“What?” I asked.

She shook her head.

“It’s nothing. It’s a silly idea. Ignore me.”

I could see her squirming in her seat, the blush in her cheeks.

“What is it?” I asked. “I mean, you don’t have to tell me, but I’m happy to listen.”

Lisa looked up from her pancakes, grinning, her eyes full of mischief.

“If you’re curious about boys, and you’re into girls, maybe… I mean… what about you?”

I blinked, confused.

“What about me?” I asked.

Lisa’s smile widened.

“What about you, me, and Harry? What about you being our third?”

There was silence. She wasn’t being serious, was she?

“You mean… I…”

It was my turn to let my words trail off.

“You’re hot. You’re really hot, and I trust you and love you. Seeing you as Paige I… I’m kinda into you. I’ve always had a little bit of a crush on you but as Paige, it’s even worse. Are you telling me you’ve never thought about me and you?” Lisa said. “I have. I see how you look at me sometimes. I think it could be fun.”

I was mute. Stunned.

“And you said it yourself that you’re curious about boys. Harry is cute, sweet, fun. I think if he saw you all dressed up like last night there’d be no way he could resist you. You and me could seduce him together. It’d be hot.”

I was still, heart racing. She was being serious.

“Aren’t you at least a little curious?” Lisa said. “About me? About us? About you, me, and Harry?”

I was curious. The way she was looking at me, the tone of her voice, was filling my head with thoughts, feelings. I shifted in my seat, squirming.

“I… yeah, maybe.” I said.

Lisa smiled.

“I can work with maybe.” She said. “In fact, I think I know just how to convince you.”

Her grin made me nervous and excited at the same time.

“How?” I asked.

“Do you trust me?” She said.

I nodded. I did trust her.

“Then let me try to convince you.” She said. “Just you and me tonight, a girl’s night in. Let me try to convince you. Please?”

I was still for a moment. My heart was racing. Could I?

I nodded.

“Okay.” I said.

Lisa beamed, giggled.

“We’re going to have soooo much fun.” She said. “It’s going to be amazing.”

I began to feel like maybe I’d let myself in for more than I’d bargained for.


Three

After breakfast, I helped Lisa clean up and then she got ready to go out for the day.

“I need to buy a few things. I’ll be back early. I’ll pick up some things for dinner and we can eat together before…”

She blushed as her words trailed off. I’d never really seen Lisa blush before. She was normally so composed and confident, but blushing suited her. She looked even cuter than normal.

The sight of her looking slightly awkward and flustered made my heart beat a little faster, made my belly flutter. I could still clearly remember our conversation, though it seemed almost unreal.

I’d known Lisa for most of my life. She was almost like a sister to me, was closer to me than my actual sister who was far more annoying and several years older than me. We were best friends. Yet, in all the time I’d known her we’d never even come close to fooling about or crossing that line.

Now though…

My head was spinning. I couldn’t stop thinking about what she might be planning. Why had I said okay.

The truth was Lisa was cute. She was really cute. I’d always thought so. She was exactly the kind of girl I was into, fun, smart, kind, and really hot. She was not only a wonderful human being, but she was also incredibly beautiful, and, at times, devastatingly sexy. I’d have been a fool to not have found her attractive.

I’d never acted on it though. Had never even allowed those thoughts or feelings to have the slightest hint of fuel. I didn’t want to ruin our friendship. Now though she was telling me she’d always been curious about me too, that she’d always wondered, that she thought I was cute, hot, that she wanted me to join her and Harry…

It felt like something out of a dirty movie or a fantasy. But it was real.

And I could see how flustered it was making me. I was having that effect on Lisa. The thought made me smile.

“Dinner sounds good.” I said.

Lisa smiled at me. We were both awkward, slightly shy. Something had shifted between us.

“Just one thing. I… while I’m out, would you mind… could wear something similar to what you were wearing last night? Maybe dress up a bit? I’ll be gone for a few hours and will bring food back with me so we can get cosy and spend time together, but I was hoping… maybe we could both make a bit of an effort for each other. Make it special. I’ve already got something in mind to wear for you so I was hoping you could wear something for me too.”

It was my turn to blush. She wanted me to dress up for her, dress up as Paige. I felt… wanted, desired, in a way I’d never felt before. The feeling was delicious, addictive.

I nodded.

“Sure.” I said. “I… I’d like that. Do you have anything you’d like?”

Lisa shook her head.

“No, I want you to pick for me. I… I really liked what you were wearing last night, how you looked. It was cute, but sexy, and… just a little slutty. I was thinking of wearing something similar for you, if you want?”

I nodded again, without any hesitation.

“Yes.” I said, eagerly. “I mean… that’d be fun. Yes, please.”

Lisa smiled at me.

“I guess I’ll see you later then, and… I’m looking forward to tonight.”
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I spent a bit of time cleaning up my room, tidying up the last of the breakfast things, trying to get the apartment into good shape. I was nervous, restless, and my mind was racing.

What was I going to wear?

I’d dressed up plenty of times over the years, had outfits ranging from cute and innocent to outright brazen and whorish, but… I’d only ever dressed up for myself. I’d never dressed up for someone else.

How was I supposed to know what Lisa would want me to wear?

She said she’d liked what I’d worn the night before, so that gave me a rough idea, but beyond that, I had no idea what she found attractive in girls. Sure, I knew how she liked to dress, knew her style, and knew what kind of boys she was into, but as for girls, as for what she’d want Paige to wear, I had no idea.

And then there was the implication of it all. She was going out to buy things. What things? She was going to bring home food, and she wanted us both to make an effort for each other. That sounded a lot like a date.

Was it a date? The thought terrified and thrilled me. I hated the idea of maybe ruining our friendship if something went wrong, but on the other hand, the thought of having a date with Lisa sent a shiver of excitement down my spine.

She was funny, smart, and we got along, plus… she was stunningly attractive.

But if it was a date how was I supposed to act? What was I supposed to do?

I’d dated a few girls but always as a boy. Lisa wanted to have dinner with me as Paige. She wanted to have dinner with a girl. She was curious about girls and was curious about me as a girl.

It felt strange, but… joyful. She thought I was cute, hot, saw me as a girl. I had no idea how to act though, what to do.

But that was a problem for later. The first problem was deciding what to wear.

I spent almost an hour trying to pick an outfit. I chose my underwear first, since that seemed like an easier decision, but in the end wasn’t. The thought that Lisa might see my underwear sent my head spinning.

In the end, I chose my best pair of stockings, black, sheer, with lacy tops and seams running up the back, and a suspender belt to go with them, also black, decorated with lace and ribbon.

I slipped those on first, a shiver ran up my spine as I slipped on my stockings. I always loved the feeling of silk caressing over my smooth legs. It was sensual, decadent, heady, and feminine.

With the stockings and suspenders on I slipped on my panties, a tiny black pair that fit snugly, the string at the back slipping into my ass crack. I loved how they felt, how I looked in them, how much ass and thigh and hip they showed off and the thought that Lisa might see me in them made my cock ache.

Last came my bra, black, matching my panties. I slipped that on then added my fake tits, making sure they were perfectly adjusted so they looked as natural as possible. Once they were on I couldn’t resist giving a little wiggle. I loved how they jiggled, the bounce of them, the weight of them on my chest.

Then I turned my attention to my makeup. I went all out with my makeup, going heavy, sultry, slutty. I put on heavy eyeshadow, eyeliner, then fake lashes and even mascara on top. I put on foundation, highlights, shadows, then dark lipstick with a coat of wet-look gloss on top.

After that, I restyled my wig, before adding some clip-on earrings.

“Maybe I could finally get my ears pierced?” I said to myself. “If Lisa knows then… then maybe she’d come with me?”

I smiled at that thought. Lisa knowing my secret gave me a little more freedom, more support. I didn’t need to hide quite so much. Maybe I could even do more than just pierce my ears?

With my underwear on and my makeup done, I turned my attention to my outfit. I had it down to two choices.

One was similar to the one from the night before, a dress, black, tight, slinky. It was perhaps the classiest outfit I owned, but it was also very sexy. The dress was probably too small for me, but the material was so stretchy it still fit, and the tightness just made it more revealing, hugging my curves, almost so short it couldn’t cover my ass, and so low that my tits were almost hanging out of it. I loved it but didn’t wear it much, because it seemed almost too nice to wear just for me.

The second choice was a pair of tiny hotpants and a cropped t-shirt. It was, easily more revealing than the dress, since the shorts were so snug they left almost all of my ass on display and the t-shirt barely covered my tits, leaving plenty of underboob on display and all of my stomach, but the fact that it covered my cleavage made it feel most more demure. Plus it was… almost trashy, but I liked that about it.

The dress was classy, like I could wear it out for dinner, even if it was daring and slutty, while the hotpants and t-shirt made me look like a stripper about to go to work.

“Decisions, decisions…” I said to myself.

I looked between the two outfits laid out on my bed. It was hard. But, in the end, I made my choice based on what I hoped the evening was.

The hotpants and the t-shirt might be sexy, slutty, but it would be me dressing down, while the dress was clearly me dressing up, making an effort. In the dress, I’d be clearly sending the signal that I thought the evening was a date, and… a large part of me hoped it was.

So I slipped on the dress, wiggling into the tight confines of it, the material hugging my body as I zipped it up, then I slipped on my heels. Finished, I examined myself in the mirror.

I looked stunning. I smiled, widely, happy with how I looked. I shifted, wiggling my hips, making my tits bounce. I looked sexy, cute, seductive. I couldn’t wait to see Lisa’s reaction.
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Lisa arrived home later than I was expecting, but the moment she stepped into the sitting room I could see why. Not only did she have several bags in hand, but she was completely dressed up.

“Sorry it took so long.” She said. “I wanted to surprise you so I stopped by Harry’s to get changed.”

I couldn’t help but stare.

“Was the wait worth it?” She asked.

I nodded. She was stunning.

Lisa’s hair and makeup were all done, and she was wearing thigh-length boots, fishnets, and a short, tight leather skirt, along with a black corset that cinched in her waist and boosted her cleavage. She looked like something out of a fetish magazine or a porn film, her bright green eyes dazzling, her long red curls flowing down around her shoulders.

She stood in front of me, shifting, wiggling, demanding an answer. I nodded.

“You look… fuck… you look amazing. I don’t think I’ve seen you wear anything like that before.” I said.

She smiled.

“That’s because you haven’t. I bought it today. For you. I wanted to make a good impression.”

“You make more than a good impression.” I said. “You look… incredible.”

Lisa smiled.

“Going to let me see you?” She asked.

I blushed, smiled back, then rose to my feet. I had to keep my hands on the hem of my dress to stop it from riding up and flashing my panties, but I knew from the look on Lisa’s face that she still got a good view.

I stood up and wiggled, turning slowly.

My dress was so short that the tops of my stockings and my suspender straps were fully on display. In my heels I was forced to stand up straight, my ass and tits sticking out. I made sure to put on a good show for my best friend.

As I turned back to face her I gave one last wiggle. Her eyes were wide, her cheeks pink.

“Fuck.” She said. “You’re… you’re so hot like that.”

I liked how she spoke to me, how she looked at me. I couldn’t take my eyes off her and she couldn’t take her eyes off me.

As we stood there my stomach grumbled. I could smell the food she’d brought back with her. Pasta from our favourite Italian place, the smell of freshly baked garlic bread.

“Should we eat?” I said.

Lisa chucked. She nodded.

“Yeah, I almost forgot.” She smirked. “I’m starving after all the shopping today and I think we’re going to need food to keep our strength up.”

The way she said that made me almost nervous, but… I was also very excited.
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There was a strange tension in the air as we ate, a tension that had never been there before. The conversation was slightly awkward, as we kept staring at each other, silent, or each of us would take sly glances at the other before looking away sheepishly.

It was like we were both wary, cautious, but also… curious. I could feel Lisa’s attention on me, more focused and acute than it had ever been before, and I could feel myself paying more attention to her.

I’d always known she was beautiful, hot, but I’d never really noticed it before. I’d never really paid that much attention to her body, had never allowed myself to notice it before, but now I allowed myself to notice, and…

She was beyond sexy. I’d always known she was beautiful, cute, fun, but seeing her dressed as she was she looked… breathtaking. Her long legs were clad in thigh-high boots, a tiny, tight leather miniskirt, fishnets, and the corset she wore made her waist seem trim, her hips wide, ass lush, all while lifting and boosting her already ample cleavage.

There was so much flesh on show, her body perfect, curvy, creamy skin, and her face… her face was dazzling, makeup flawless, green eyes, freckles, pouty lips, long red hair flowing in a fiery mane. I couldn’t stop staring at her as we ate.

As we ate the conversation loosened up, perhaps thanks to the wine Lisa had brought home with her. We each only had two glasses, nor much, but enough to help relax us, and soon it felt more comfortable, natural, though there was nothing familiar about the chemistry between us.

Maybe it was a date?

But… the conversation was almost mundane, ordinary, chatting about our days, small talk. Or at least it was until we finished and I began to clear up the dishes. Lisa stopped me before I could get started.

“Leave them.” She said. “I’ve got plans.”

I looked at her. She smiled.

“You said you’d let me try to convince you. Do you remember?” She said.

I was still for a moment, then… I nodded. I did remember.

“What are you going to…”

“Ah.” She said, holding up a finger to silence me. “No questions. I want you to trust me. Just… will you trust me?”

I nodded.

“Good. Just relax, and trust me. I have it all planned out.” She said.

“What…”

“No questions, remember.” She said, giggling. “Just follow me.”

And with that, she rose to her feet and walked away, headed out of the kitchen. I stared after her then did as she instructed. I followed Lisa through to her bedroom.


Four

As I entered her bedroom Lisa was in the process of lighting candles, incense. I watched as she moved around her room. When she was finished she put music on, soft, with a languorous beat.

Finally, she turned to face me, grinning from ear to ear. The way she looked at me made my heart race, made me shiver.

I’d been intimate with girls before but none had looked at me like that, with such hunger and fire and… affection.

I smiled back.

“You want to sit on my bed? We can talk a little first.” Lisa said.

I nodded, nervous, timid. I moved to her bed and sat. She moved to sit beside me, close, but not quite close enough that we were touching. I was silent, breathing heavily, heart racing.

“So… I… I said to you this morning about joining me and Harry right? We’ve been looking for a third, a girl, because I’ve always been curious about girls, and he… he likes the idea. We just… we can’t find someone.”

I nodded, listening.

“You said you were curious too. You remember?”

I nodded.

“I… yeah. I mean… it’s scary, but… I… yeah. I’ve just… I’ve never even had anyone see me as Paige before, like this I mean, and I… I’ve never… with boys, I mean…”

“I get what you mean. It’s like me and girls. You… if you agreed… you’d be my first.” Lisa said. “I mean… that is… I assume… I kind of… seeing you like this, dressed up, and how you move, act, I can’t help but see you as a girl and I want to treat you like one. That’s okay, right? I mean… are you a girl?”

The question hit me hard. I’d never really got that deep into the question of whether I was a boy or a girl. I just like dressing up, being pretty, feeling feminine and cute. No one else was ever meant to find out so the question of whether I was a girl or not never came up.

Paige was private, a secret, but now…

“I…”

I froze. The words stuck in my throat.

“I mean… yeah, I guess… maybe. Yeah. Paige… I…”

“You don’t need to have all the answers now.” Lisa said. “I just wanted to make sure you’re okay with me treating you like a girl, thinking of you as a girl. Seeing you like this it’s just… it feels right. It’s like a lot of things make sense. I just… I don’t want to offend you because I care about you.”

I smiled.

“I’m happy for you to treat me like a girl.” I said. “I think I’d like for you to treat me like a girl and for me… for me to be your first like that. And… I suppose… you’ll be my first time as a girl too.”

Lisa smiled.

“I like that thought.” Lisa said. “And I guess that means you’re open to me convincing you, right?”

I blushed. The thought of Lisa alone was almost too much to cope with, but the thought of Lisa and Harry made my head spin.

Harry was cute, tall, muscular, handsome, but he was also sweet and charming and thoughtful. I’d known him for several years since he and Lisa had started dating in college. I liked him.

The thought that I’d get to join him and Lisa, be their third, made my body throb and ache.

“I’m open to you convincing me.” I said.

And that was enough. There were no more words. Lisa smiled, shifted, moved closer, and then…

She kissed me.
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I hadn’t been expecting it.

The feel of Lisa’s lips on mine was a shock but the shock quickly passed, was replaced with pleasure, hunger, passion. I felt her kiss me hard, lips, tongue, and I kissed back, letting my best friend take the lead, following her example.

The kiss was soft but intense, nervous, curious, timid but it grew bolder, more heated. I kissed back, my tongue slipping between her lips, tasting her breath. I felt her hands on me, on my stocking-clad legs, squeezing. I reached out and felt the softness of her thighs through the fishnets, felt the swell of her hips, her ass.

Lisa moved closer, pressed her body into mine, tits squashed together. It was a heady cocktail of sensations, emotions, feelings, and I wanted more.

Yet… Lisa broke the kiss, looked at me, smiling.

“You said you were curious, about… about boys, about joining me and Harry, right?”

I nodded.

“And I said I was going to convince you. Remember?”

I nodded again. Lisa smiled.

“Then I’m going to need to grab some things.” She said.

She pulled away, moved to grab a bag by her wardrobe, dropping it onto the bed. It felt heavy.

Lisa moved back to me and looked down at me and without another word kissed me again. We kissed softly, hard, and I could feel the heat in both of us rising. Her hands explored my body, and mine explored her, the softness of her curves, her warmth. She felt amazing, and it was so much more intense than it had been before.

Not only was I soft, pretty, feminine, dressed sexy, which made it all feel more exciting, but it was Lisa, my best friend. My affection for her, the love we shared, made it all feel so much brighter.

Lisa shifted, pushing me down, lying on top of me, and she kept kissing me, exploring me. Her hands roamed over my body and I let my hands explore her, her thighs, hips, ass. I let my hands roam up over her waist, to her chest, feeling her breasts. I felt giddy and moaned into the kiss as I squeezed.

Lisa pulled back, breaking the kiss again, lying on top of me, looking down at me.

“Fuck you feel good.” She said. “You’re so soft and cute and the way you touch me… mmmm…”

Her smile, her words, made me blush.

“I could spend all night just making out with you but I have other plans. Are you willing to trust me?” She said.

I nodded.

“Of course.”

Her smile widened.

“Good. Now, first thing… I want your dress off, but leave everything else on. Including your heels.”

Lisa shifted off of me, sat watching, waiting. I wiggled, squirming. I sat up to unzip my dress, peeled it off. She watched me, her gaze lecherous.

“Fuck… Harry is going to go wild when he sees you.” She said. “I’m just glad I get you all to myself first.”

I blushed, feeling nervous, shy, flustered, and aroused. I’d never been so turned on before. I could feel my cock twitching in my panties, hard.

“Now, lie down on your bed.” Lisa said.

I did as she said. She crawled up to me, let her hands roam over my legs, glide up. She teased fingers over my hips, gripped my panties, then, slowly, peeled them down, off, tossing them to the side.

“Cute!” She said.

I squirmed.

“Now, I want you to spread your legs for me, as wide as they’ll go.”

I did as she instructed. I spread my legs, lay like a slutty girl on my back with my hole exposed. Lisa stared at me for a moment before reaching out to the bed beside her. She rummaged, pulled out a small bottle of clear liquid.

“I want you to relax.” She said.

She opened the bottle, poured a generous amount of the liquid into her right palm. I watched, aware what the liquid was.

Lube.

I took deep breaths, calming myself. I’d played with my ass before, knew how good it could feel, but I’d never had anyone else touch me there. Now Lisa, my best friend, the hottest girl I knew, was going to be my first, and she was going to be Paige’s first.

“Ready?” She said.

I nodded. She smiled, moved up to me, and then… she let her lube-slicked fingers glide along my crack, the tips teasing over my entrance.

I shivered, squirmed, pleasure racing up my spine, cock twitching. I felt Lisa’s fingers circle, gliding around the sensitive rosebud of my ass.

“Oh, you look so cute squirming like that. Such a pretty girl, desperate for my fingers. I never knew you were such a wanton slut.” Lisa said. “I like it. I like you.”

I smiled. My head was fuzzy from pleasure, the sensation of Lisa’s fingers teasing at my hole. I couldn’t find any words.

“Aww… too horny to speak?” Lisa said, grinning.

I blushed, nodded.

“Well, at least you can nod or shake your head. Yes or no. So maybe I can just ask you questions. Does that sound good?”

I nodded again, biting my bottom lip. The feel of her fingers teasing at my ass made me whimper, the tip just barely entering me.

“Tell me, Paige. Do you want more of this? Do you want me to fuck you with my fingers? Do you want me to train that tight little slut hole of yours?”

The words almost shocked me. I’d never heard Lisa speak like that, so brazen, so wanton, but… I liked it. I moaned, giddy, and… nodded.

“Good girl.” She said.

And then she pressed her finger into my ass.
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Lisa fucked her finger into my hole, slick and slippery, and I felt something in me unravel. She worked them slowly, deeper and deeper, until she had her finger as deep as it would go. She teased, ticking my inner wall, sensitive, making me squirm.

“You like that?” She said.

I nodded again. She pulled her finger out until only the tip was inside me, then stopped.

“If you want more say please.” She said, grinning.

I was drunk on lust, need, pleasure. I couldn’t think, couldn’t speak, but… I wanted more.

“Please.” I whimpered.

Lisa’s smile widened, and that was enough for her. She pressed her finger back in and she began to fuck me.

I lay back, spread my legs, and I let her.

At first, it was one finger, working slowly, then I felt a second press at my entrance, stretching me, fucking into my ass. She fucked me, pressing on a bright spot of pleasure inside me.

She fucked me with two fingers, widening my hole, then… a third. Lisa fucked her fingers in and out, slow, steady, sometimes fast, hard and soft. The alternating rhythm and stroke drove me wild.

I’d played with my ass before, with fingers, toys, but nothing compared to the way Lisa felt. She worked her fingers in, pleasuring me, playing me like an instrument. I spread my legs as wide as they would go and I let her train my hole, let her fuck me with her fingers.

She fucked three fingers in deep, as deep as they would go, then held them there, wiggling them, pressing on the bright spot of pleasure in my ass, making my cock throb, twitch, drooling precum.

“Fuck… don’t stop…”

I was lost in waves of pleasure. I never wanted it to end. My whole body had lit up.

“I can’t get over what an eager slut you are.” Lisa said, smiling. “But…”

She slipped her fingers out. She left my whole empty, gaping. I looked up at her, eyes wide.

“What… please…”

“Ah… no more fingers.” She said. “I’ve got something better. I’ve got something to satisfy both our curiosities. Just… close your eyes.”

I stared at her for a moment, then did as she said, closed my eyes.

I felt the bed heave, heard Lisa move. I hear the rustle of a bag, heart the jangle of metal, clothing. I could feel the drumming of my heart.

Then I felt the bed shift again. I felt Lisa move to between my legs. There was a moment of silence.

“Open your eyes, Paige.” She said.

I opened my eyes and… I saw Lisa, stripped out of her skirt and boots, in fishnets, corset, with… a long, fat cock jutting from between her legs. A realistic, veined, girthy strap-on cock.

Lisa wiggled her hips, her tits jiggling and her cock swaying. I couldn’t take my eyes off it, the length of it glistening with lube.

“You like what you see?” She said.

I was still for a moment, then nodded.

“You want me to convince you?” She said.

I smiled, blushing, and nodded again.

“Please.” I said. “I want you to convince me hard.”

Lisa giggled, and I didn’t need to tell her twice.

She shifted, moved forward, between my spread legs, gripping her strap-on cock with one hand. She knelt between my legs and guided it to my hole, pressed the thick tip at my entrance.

“Now, try to relax. This is a lot thicker than my fingers.” She said.

I smiled up at her, wiggling my hips to feel her tip easing me open, my hole slick and wet. I worked my hips and ass down, feeling her just barely enter me.

“I… I can take it.” I said, smiling. “Trust me.”

I’d taken toys of a similar size before. I knew I could take it. I wanted to take it, wanted Lisa to fuck me, hard.

“Such a slut!” She said. “I like it. Well in that case I won’t be gentle.”

“Don’t be. I said. I want you to fuck me hard.”

She beamed at me.

“As you wish.”

And with that, she thrust her cock into my ass.
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I felt my hole stretch, gape, open, and I felt her cock thrust in deep, filling me, forcing my ass wide. There was pain, pleasure, a tide of sensations as Lisa fucked me hard, sheathing the entire strap-on inside my hole.

It was so different to when I played with myself. Her power, her speed, it was all out of my control, so much more intense. She was fucking me. She was in charge.

I surrendered to her, to her cock. I let her claim me.

“Fuck… yes.” I moaned.

Lisa held her cock deep for a moment, then eased it out, slipping the thick length out of my tight hole until just the tip was inside me. She held it there, wiggling her hips to tease me. I clenched my hole, working my ass and hips to feel more, but Lisa denied me, teasing me.

“You are so cute. So pretty.” She said. “Now, tell me, have I convinced you to join me and Harry yet?”

I felt the answer rise up.

Yes.

The thought of Lisa and Harry together, fucking both of them being a pretty girl for both of them, turned me on more than words could express. I wanted to get fucked, wanted them to use me. I wanted to be treated like a fuck toy. But…

“No.” I said, smirking. “You’re going to have to fuck me a lot harder than that if you want to convince me.”

Lisa smirked too.

“I was hoping you’d say that.” She said.

She slammed her cock into me, knocking the breath from my lungs and the sense from my head. I clenched down hard, wanting to milk as much pleasure from Lisa’s cock as possible. She pulled back, then fucked deep.

She began to fuck me, hard.

I fucked back, working my hips and ass, spreading my legs wide, lifting my ass up to offer her better access to my hole, letting her work her cock deeper. The air filled with the slap of her hips against my ass, flesh pounding against flesh.

I’d never felt anything like it, never felt anything close to it. Lisa was fucking me. Really fucking me, hard, deep, pounding my ass with her strap-on cock. I was a pretty girl getting fucked by her hot, sexy best friend.

“Fuck… yes… don’t stop… deeper… fuck me harder.”

I was moaning, delirious with pleasure, lust. My whole body ached, yearning. I could feel each thrust of Lisa’s cock pressing on the knot inside my ass that had been teased and provoked with her fingers. I could feel pleasure swelling, throbbing, becoming more intense.

My cock was so hard it hurt.

I looked up at Lisa, my best friend, and I’d never seen a more beautiful sight, a sexier sight. She was looking down at me with lust, fire, desire, smiling, her red hair flailing and her green eyes sparkling. Her tits bounced with each thrust, and I could feel my ass jiggling, my tits bouncing.

“You are such a hot slut.” She said. “Who knew. To think you’ve been hiding from me all this time. I’ve been looking for a girl to claim, and you’ve been hiding under my nose the whole time.”

I nodded.

“You can claim me.” I said. “Fuck me. Claim me. Make me your slut.”

Lisa thrust harder, provoked by my words. I reached up to grip her ass, squeezing, pulling her into me, and I wrapped my legs around her waist, pulling her in deep. I felt her cock fill me.

“Fuck… yes… there, don’t stop, I’m going to cum. You’re going to make me cum.”

“Cum for me.” She said. “Let me convince you to be my toy, my slut. Let me claim you.”

She slammed her cock in deep, thrusting, rutting, grinding. I felt it press on the knot of pleasure, threads unravelling. I felt energy race through my body, my mind and soul and heart coming undone.

I felt pleasure swell, gripping Lisa’s ass, pulling her into me with my legs, clenching my hole, fucking her back, staring into her eyes, and… I felt it. I felt something unlock, something deep and vast and powerful, and I knew I would never be the same. There was no going back.

I came, hard, cock pulsing. I came over and over and over and Lisa worked her cock into my hole, grinding her hips to grant me as much pleasure as possible. She wanted to claim me, and I wanted to be claimed by her.

“Fuck…”

I moaned, cumming.

“Cum for me. Such a good girl. Such a pretty girl. Such a slut.”

I came, over and over and over as Lisa worked her cock in my ass, and then… I collapsed, exhausted, body shivering with aftershocks of pleasure. She smiled down at me, kissed me gently on the lips before slipping her thick strap-on slowly out of my well fucked hole.

“That was hot.” She said. “Did you enjoy it?”

I nodded. I was too exhausted and pleasure-drunk to speak. Lisa smiled at me.

“Does that mean I convinced you?”

I smiled, nodded. I was buzzing. What would it feel like to be fucked by a real cock? What would it feel like to fuck Lisa and Harry at the same time?

“You did.” I said.

Lisa beamed.

“Good. But that means I have a few more surprises for you. But don’t worry, I think you’ll enjoy them.”

I stared at her, too fuzzy to question.

“I know I’m going to enjoy them.” She said.

And then she shifted to reach for the bag on the bed. She rummaged for a moment before pulling out two items.

They were both silver, metal, one a series of metal bars bent and fused together with a padlock on, the other more solid, a tapered bulb attached to a curved metal bar by a thinner section. It took me a moment to realise what they were.

“You ready for me to give you your presents?” Lisa asked.

I knew the question was rheological, yet… I nodded. She smiled, moved closer, crawled towards me to fit me with my brand new chastity cage and butt plug.


Five

I hadn’t realised it at the time, but when I told Lisa I wanted her to claim me she took it, well… pretty literally. She took ownership of me, took ownership of my cock.

As I lay recovering from the overwhelming pleasure of her fucking me, fucking my ass, making me cum, she caged me. My cock was soft, limp, small, and she slipped on the snug metal cage, whispering sweet words.

“You look so pretty now.” She said. “And this will help motivate you, remind you who you belong to now. You’re my good girl, aren’t you?”

I just nodded. There was the ominous click of the padlock, sealing me in.

The cage was small, confining. I knew about them of course, but I’d never worn one. Now though I was caged, locked in, and Lisa, my best friend, was my keyholder. The thought made my heart skip and my body throb. I felt my cock respond, a dull ache as it tried to harden but could not.

“And that’s not all. The cage is useful to keep you motivated, to remind you that you’re mine now, but… we need to do some training.” Lisa said.

I listened.

“The problem is Harry is… well… he’s large. That toy I used on you is quite a bit smaller than him and I really don’t want my new toy to get hurt or broken. So, we’re going to do some training together to help get that tight little fuck-hole of yours ready. How does that sound?”

I felt my belly flutter, head spinning.

The strap-on Lisa had used hadn’t been small by any means. Sure, I’d played with toys of a similar size, but nothing much larger. If Harry was large then… how large was he?

The idea that my best friend now owned me, was going to train me so I could join her and her boyfriend, so they could both fuck me, use me, so I could be their third, made me nervous, anxious, and… kind of horny. Lisa was going to train my ass, my fuck-hole, so Harry could fuck me, hard.

I felt my well-used hole quiver, wet and slippery with lube.

“I… that sounds… I mean… yes. I… I like the sound of that.” I said.

My words were honest. I did like the sound of it. Lisa smiled.

“Spoken like a true slut.” She said. “Now, this first plug is the smallest of the set I bought, so we’ll start with this one. We can size up through the week and that should help get you ready for next weekend. I was hoping that we could plan some fun, you, me, and Harry?”

I nodded, smiling, nervous.

“You’ll need to wear it at all times though, to help stretch your hole, train it as a pliant, eager fuck-hole.” Lisa said.

I nodded again, blushing.

“And… during the week, we can get in some more training, me and you, like today, if you’d like?” She said.

I stared at her. She wanted… more?

“Please.” I said, without even needing to think.

Lisa beamed.

“Good girl.” She said. “Such an eager slut. We’re going to have so much fun.”

And with that, she pressed the tip of the plug at my slippery, gaping, well fucked hole. The metal was cold, making me jump, but Lisa pressed gently, easing it in, stretching my hole wider.

The plug was tapered, thinner at the tip, getting quickly wider before narrowing to a thin neck that was attached to a long metal bar. I felt the girth of it stretching me, wider than Lisa’s strap-on, stretching me as wide as my ass would go, slippery, easing in. I felt my hole twitch, almost too big, and then… it slipped in, the widest part inside me, my hole closing around it, almost sucking it in, the thick heavy weight of it going deep, filling me.

I moaned, shifted, trying to get used to the feel of it. I could feel it pressing on the bright spot of my pleasure, making my cock twitch in my cage, a dull ache radiating out.

“Fuck…”

I moaned as I worked my hips. The sensation was almost overwhelming, a thick, heavy weight in my ass, keeping me full, stretched, teasing my most sensitive spots.

My entrance had closed around the thin neck, keeping the plug buried deep, and the bar nestled perfectly in my ass crack. I couldn’t stop moving, working my hips and ass, delighting in the new sensations and feelings.

“You like that?” Lisa asked.

I nodded, biting my bottom lip as I squirmed, almost fucking my ass with my plug. She smiled.

“Good. Watching you is… hot. I can see you have the potential to become a wanton little butt-slut. By the time I’m done with you, you’re not going to be able to live without cock.”

I smiled, blushing.

“Promise?” I said.

The thought of my best friend training me to be her butt-slut excited me more than I would have thought possible. She smiled at me, nodded.

“I promise.” She said.

[image: ]

The next day was… interesting to say the least.

I woke caged and plugged, the memory of Lisa fucking me bright and bold. My ass was still throbbing, in a good way, from the hard pounding she’d given me, and as I rose I felt the plug shift inside me, teasing me, training me. My caged cock throbbed.

I knew then that it was going to be a very long week. Not only would I be unable to gain relief from masturbating, since I was caged, but with the plug in all the time I was going to be kept constantly horny, my ass teased and trained, any movement causing it to shift, to move, the thick metal weight of it almost fucking me.

Even sitting still was a delightful agony. My body would act on its own, clenching my hole around the plug to make it shift, fucking my hole with the heavy girth of it.

Sitting on the side of my bed I allowed myself a moment to savour the sensation of it. My hole was so wet, slippery, full.

The oil Lisa had given me to use on my hole was nourishing and kept my hole lubricated so the plug wouldn’t irritate. That meant it moved freely, easily, teasing, and the side effect was that my ass, my entrance and my hole, were becoming more sensitive, more pliant and elastic. It had only been a day and I could feel my ass becoming an eager fuck-hole already.

I smiled, the thought exciting me, then dressed.

That Lisa knew me as Paige, had fucked me, had claimed me, gave me a sense of freedom. I could be me. I could be whoever I wanted. I didn’t need to hide.

So… got dressed in something pretty—panties, a padded bra, pantihose, a short flowing skirt, and a cute top. I did my makeup, clipped my wig on. I wanted to spend the day at home as Paige, with Lisa.

And when I saw how she looked at me as I entered the kitchen I knew I’d made the right decision.
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Lisa spent the day teasing me. She spent the day establishing how the rest of the week was going to go. She teased me, flirted with me, played with me.

I was her toy and she wanted me to remember that.

She took every chance she could to touch me, groping me under my skirt, grabbing my caged cock, pressing her fingers into my crack to tease me with my plug. It drove me wild, pleasure, need, hunger, and I could feel my desperation and hunger growing.

We had breakfast, coffee and then…

“How are you feeling?” Lisa asked me, a twinkle in her eyes.

“Find.” I replied. “Good. Why?”

She smiled.

“How about we get a little training in?”

I felt a shiver run up my spine. I said yes without hesitation.

We fucked again, or rather Lisa fucked me, pounded my ass with her strap-on cock, working me hard, claiming me again, using my hole, training me.

With my cage on it was agony, delight, bliss. I couldn’t get hard, couldn’t cum, so she instead spent the time giving me pleasure, wave after wave of it, pleasure that overwhelmed me, pleasure without end.

She fucked me deep, hard, exploring every inch of my ass with her cock, made me quiver and moan and squirm, made me whimper and beg. She used me, trained me, made me admit I was her toy, made me admit I was a butt-slut.

It was pure ecstasy. We only stopped when we were both exhausted, sweaty. She slipped my plug back in and we ate a late lunch to refuel. Then she fucked me again. And she fucked me one last time after dinner too. My ass had never felt so sore, so well used, so tingly with pleasure.

I never came. I was caged. I could feel the oil and the lube in my hole, slick, slippery, nourishing my skin. I could feel the changes to my body, my ass.

It felt so sensitive, tingly and hot. After Lisa fucked me for the last time she plugged me again, only she used the next size up.

My new plug was the same, only thicker, longer. When I first saw it my eyes went wide. There was no way it would fit.

Yet Lisa wasn’t going to be denied. I needed training.

She pressed the tip to my well fucked hole and pressed. I felt my hole stretch, wider and wider, the plug eased in.

There was pleasure, pain, a bright ache, caged cock throbbing. My hole gaped wider than it had ever been and then, just as I thought I couldn’t take any more, the widest part slipped in and my hole clenched closed, forcing the plug suddenly deep. I felt it pressing on a bright knot of pleasure.

I was so full. The plug was heavy, thick, filling my ass, and even the smallest movement caused throbs of pleasure, my caged cock agony. I moaned, drunk on so much pleasure, hornier than I’d ever been despite being exhausted.

“You look cute with your cock caged and your ass plugged. My pretty little fuck-toy.” Lisa smiled, kissed me gently.

I squirmed, plug shifted, teasing. I blushed.

“Thank you.” I said.

I could feel myself being corrupted, my brain being rewritten by the pleasure, the sensation. I surrendered to it all.
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The hardest part of waiting for the weekend, the date Lisa was setting up for me, her, and Harry, was the waiting. I had a whole week to wait.

My mind buzzed with thoughts. I liked Harry, knew he was a good man, kind, sweet, gentle, and kind of cute, but now I knew he was hung. I couldn’t stop thinking about that.

I’d never been with a man, had never touched another cock apart from my own and now… now I was going to join my best friend and her boyfriend as their third, so they could both use me, fuck me, play with me. I was going to be their toy.

Lisa on her own was almost too much. She was insatiable. She kept teasing me, flirting with me, and she kept training me, often several times a day, fucking me with her strap-on, working my ass to rewrite my brain, to make me a butt-slut, and… it was working.

What would it be like with her and Harry? What would they make me do? What would they do to me? My mind raced with thoughts, fantasies. I was anxious, nervous, but excited. I could feel my curiosity growing. My curiosity and my lust, my need, my hunger.

Caged as I was there was no way for me to cum. I was plugged all the time, teased and kept excited, flustered, and Lisa fucked me daily, often, but I never came. So much pleasure, my ass used, trained, teased, but I never got to cum.

It was torture. A delirious, blissful torture.

I was teased, flirted with, toyed with, fucked, trained, plugged, but I never got to cum.

During the day I would go to work, as Pete, which felt even heavier than usual, but my cage and plug reminded me of who I really was and who I belonged to. I was Paige and I belonged to my best friend, Lisa.

Lisa even had me wear panties under my clothes, pantihose, to remind me at all times that I was still Paige even when I was out pretending to be Pete. That did something to me. That freedom of expression, even though hidden, made Paige feel more real than ever.

That and being plugged all the time began to erode away at my walls, my defences. I was living my life normally, going to work, but… it was becoming harder and harder to pretend that it was normal.

I missed Paige more and more. I found being Pete harder and harder. And I was constantly thinking about Lisa, Harry, the weekend, was constantly thinking about training, getting fucked, getting home…

That Lisa knew my secret had opened up so much. I no longer had to hide. The moment I got home from work I would shower and change. I was Pete outside of the apartment, but the moment I got home I was back to being Paige, and the longer I spent as Paige, the more she began to feel like the real me.

That freedom of expression, that acceptance, was perhaps the biggest change. I was able to spend more time as Paige and I was spending that time with my best friend. We would eat dinner together, watch TV, do chores, and it was normal, mundane, but… it felt better. The doors to my cage were opening.

It felt like I was gaining my freedom. Like I was gaining more than my freedom.

Time with Lisa as Paige felt special. Even the ordinary things, but there was so much extraordinary too. There was the training, the teasing, the flirting, but more than that. There was softness, cuteness, affection.

We’d always been close, but since discovering my secret and claiming me as her fuck-toy, caging and plugging me, we’d grown closer. We would cuddle on the sofa, would kiss, would spend time just being close. I could feel our bond, which had always been special, become stronger, brighter.

It was… amazing.

Yet I never got to cum. I was left pent up and frustrated. For all the training I never got to cum.

I was kept caged and frustrated, teased, on edge. Lisa’s training became more intense as the weekend neared. She sized up her strap-on not once, but twice, fucking me hard with successively larger cocks, stretching my hole, making my ass gape, shaping my butt into a prime, eager, sensitive fuck-hole.

I could feel the regular training reshaping my ass. I was becoming so sensitive that it was difficult to focus, pliant, willing, eager, hungry. She would fuck me harder, deeper, her cock’s long, fat, forcing my ass open, each thrust making the knot of pleasure inside me hotter, more desperate. I was kept caged.

She would always plug me after fucking me. And she sized up my plug three more times until the final plug I wore for her was almost as large as my fist, a fat, long, heavy metal plug that shifted inside me constantly, making it hard for me to focus.

Even the neck of it was thick, keeping my entrance gaped, and it was only the girth of it, how fat it was at its widest point, that kept it inside me, my ass clenching around it to feel full, to savour all the sensations.

It was like my ass was being transformed. Thanks to the regular fuckings, being plugged, the oil, I could feel the change. It was always wet, stretched, and it was so sensitive that it was difficult to think about anything other than the pleasure of my ass being full.

Lisa had stretched it, made it into an eager fuck-hole, had made me into a butt-slut, and… I loved it. I wanted more.

So by the time the weekend came around, my night with Lisa and Harry, I could barely contain myself. Sure I was nervous, anxious, but there was only one major emotion I could really feel.

Horniness.
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Lisa and I got ready together, starting early.

The plan was for Harry to arrive and we would seduce him together. We would lure him into our trap.

Harry of course knew all about it. Lisa had told me over and over again how excited he was, how he was looking forward to meeting me. She’d even sent him a few pictures of me, of me and Lisa together, to get him excited. Yet still, the idea of me and Lisa seducing him, two hot girls corrupting the hot man with the big cock, did something to me.

I’d never had a threesome before, had never even been with a man, and now… I was getting to do all of that as Paige, with Lisa beside me. It was a dream come true.

Or rather, it was even better than a dream come true, because I’d never even dreamed something amazing was possible.

Lisa and I both took our time shaving, showering, getting cleaned up. I was still caged, and I plugged myself after the shower—Lisa lubed my ass with oil after the shower, working the oil deep with her fingers, then slipped in the medium-sized plug, the thick bulb of metal slipping in easily, my ass swallowing it eagerly, and I felt almost empty despite the heavy weight that filled my slippery fuck-hole. Clearly, my ass was very well trained.

After showering, being plugged, we both set about getting dressed.

Lisa had picked out special outfits for us both, matching, though in different colours. She wanted us both to dress up in a way that she knew was guaranteed to drive Harry wild.

“He’s got a real thing for fishnets and hotpants.” She told me as she showed me our outfits. “Plus I think you’re going to love how he handles you in your fishnets.”

I blushed at the thought of Harry handling me.

The outfits were nearly identical. Fishnet pantihose, tiny thong panties with matching bras, hotpants, and cropped t-shirts, along with heels.

They were nearly identical except for the fact that they were both different colours.

Lisa’s outfit was black, stark, gothy, while mine was… pink. It was bright, neon pink. It was so slutty. I was going to look like a slutty bimbo and I loved it.

We got dressed together, the fishnet pantihose first, the holes large so that covered almost zero skin, then panties, the thongs tiny, leaving plenty of ass and thigh and hip exposed. After that we slipped on our bras—mine padded out with my fake tits—before slipping into our hotpants.

The shorts were tiny, stretchy, and once they were on I realised they were going to leave almost my entire ass out, so low cut that the string of my thong panties was going to be showing. I owned panties that covered more.

Yet, I liked that. It excited me. I was wearing it for a boy, to excite him, seduce him. Plus… I got to see Lisa in a matching pair, her ass practically hanging out. She looked breathtaking.

It was hard to take my eyes off her, especially since I knew that in only a few hours she, and her boyfriend, were going to be fucking me, using me, treating me like a fuck-toy.

The thought made me blush.

After hotpants we pulled on our tops, slipped on our heels, then did our makeup—eyeshadow, eyeliner, shadow, highlight, fake lashes, mascara, lipstick, even fake nails—and our hair, Lisa styling her red curls, me clipping on my blonde wig. The finishing touch was a pair of big, hoopy gold earrings for both of us. We looked…

“Fuck we look slutty.” Lisa said, giggling.

I nodded. We did look slutty. We looked like strippers, or pornstars. I couldn’t wait to see Harry’s face. I couldn’t wait to see how he was going to react. I was nervous, anxious, but very excited.

Finally, all dressed up we both stepped in front of the mirror. I was struck dumb by what I saw.

I’d seen Lisa, recognised her, my best friend, the hot redhead, looking brazen, slutty, sexy, dressed up like a stripper about to dance on a pole but beside her was…

It was me. I knew that, I’d seen myself dressed up and girly numerous times before, but now it looked… even more real. It was hard to see myself as anything other than Paige.

Yet, I’d never seen myself looking so sexy, so sultry, so slutty.

My blonde wig flowed around my shoulders, and my face was flawless, heavy makeup making me appear wanton and eager, with big earrings and long, thick, fake lashes. My body was breathtaking, the outfit accentuating all my curves, my slim waist and taut stomach, my ass hanging out my hotpants, long legs clad in fishnets, standing up tall in heels, my pose sexual.

My tits heaved, rising and falling with each breath, my tiny cropped t-shirt straining to cover them, my bra visible, cleavage showing. Even my fake nails added to it.

And then there was how pink I looked. The perfect bimbo to Lisa’s perfect goth. We were a stunning pair, and I felt my caged cock throb, painful, eager. It had been a week since I’d last cum.

I shifted, felt the plug move inside my lubed-up fuck-hole, teasing me. I moaned, whimpered, and the more the plug moved the more I squirmed. I watched my reflection as I posed, wiggling, shifting, face blushing, teasing myself, my hole, as I clenched and unclenched to feel my plug fucking my tight hole.

“You are such a slut.” Lisa said, giggling.

I just smiled, nodded.

“It’s your fault.” I said. “All your training, caging me, plugging me, fucking me… you made me a slut.”

“I’m more than happy to take credit for it.” She said.

I turned away from the mirror and turned to face my best friend, looking into her green eyes. She was so pretty, sexy and hot and cute. I was so horny.

Lisa moved, leaned forward, kissed me, softly, briefly. The touch of her lips left me aching for more.

“Please…” I whimpered.

“No.” She said. “We need to wait for Harry. If we start fooling around now we’ll spoil our makeup.”

She was smirking. I felt my body throb with need, lust.

“When… when is Harry going to get here?” I said.

Lisa giggled.

“Aren’t you eager?” She said.

I just nodded, but eager was a massive understatement.


Six

Thankfully I did not have to wait long. After dressing Lisa and I moved into the sitting room, grabbed a glass of wine each, sat down, and waited.

Lisa took full advantage of the waiting. She sat close enough that I could feel her body pressing against me, the soft warmth of her, her tits, thighs, and I couldn’t stop staring at her.

]She was dressed so slutty, and… I was dressed the same. It was wild, exhilarating, liberating. She flirted with me, teased me, touched me gently, stoking the fires of my lust.

As nervous as I was for an evening with Harry and Lisa, the thought of both of them fucking me, my first time with a man, a threesome, his arrival couldn’t come soon enough. I needed to be fucked. I needed to cum.

I sat, squirming, shifting, caged cock throbbing, clenching and unclenching my ass to feel my plug working inside my ass. I couldn’t think clearly. My brain was fuzzy with lust. I was nervous but I was also hornier than I’d ever been before. I needed…

And then there was a knock at the door.
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Lisa went to answer it, left me on the sofa, told me to stay where I was.

I did as I was told. I heard the door open, heard voices, Lisa, Harry, and I felt my heart skip. He was here. He was finally here.

Harry was here for a date with me and Lisa. He was here so Lisa and he could use me, fuck me, claim me as their third. My mind spun out, belly fluttering. Maybe I should run and hide in my room?

Could I really do it? Could I really fuck them both, let them both fuck me? Maybe it was all a mistake. Maybe I wasn’t Paige. Maybe I was Pete, and I was straight, and I’d just gotten carried away. Maybe…

“Hello Paige.” A voice said.

Harry’s voice. I snapped back to reality and looked to the door.

Harry and Lisa were both stood there, close, and I knew I wasn’t making a mistake. I was Paige, and whatever I was I wasn’t straight, because I wanted to fuck Lisa and Harry.

As slutty as Lisa looked, Harry looked… reserved. It was strange seeing him next to my best friend, in jeans, a shirt. He looked smart, handsome, how you’d expect someone to dress for a date. It made me feel even sluttier, but I liked that. I shifted, smiled up at him.

“Hi.” My voice was soft, feminine, trembling.

I was so fucking nervous. Harry smiled back at me.

He was so tall, so handsome, broad and muscular. He looked dashing. Sure I’d met him before, had spent time with him, but that had been as Pete. He was seeing me as Paige, and not just any version of Paige. He was seeing me at my sluttiest, sexiest.

We both knew why he was there. Why I was there. I felt exposed, small, terrified. What if he didn’t like me? What if he thought I was unattractive or he changed his mind or…

“Can I just say Lisa’s descriptions, and the photos you sent, did not do you justice.” Harry said. “You are stunning. Really. I just… fuck.”

I could see his cheeks turning pink, could see him getting flustered. I was having that effect on him. I realised as I watched him that Harry was getting flustered because of me.

I liked that. I liked the power I had over him. Seeing that made something click in me.

I shifted, turning to face him, spreading my legs slightly, curving my back in a way to make my ass and tits stick out more. His eyes roamed my body, taking in every inch of me. I took my chance to look over his body and I saw…

I felt a heat rise in me as I saw the bulge in his jeans. His cock was getting hard, was getting hard because of me, and it was massive. It was massive, and it wasn’t even fully hard.

I felt my ass clench, making my plug shift inside me. I was more grateful than ever for all of Lisa’s training. I looked up at Harry and smiled, feeling emboldened by his reaction.

“Thank you.” I said, voice flirty.

I’d never felt so sexy before, so wanted, desired. There was something almost animalistic in the way he stared at me, primal, bestial, fire and lust. I shivered, caged cock throbbing, plug moving in my ass. I was horny, eager, but I wanted…

I wanted to tease. Harry was going to be my first time with a man, and I wanted to savour it. I wanted to embrace my femininity, wanted to make him horny and hard, wanted to flirt, then, when he couldn’t take it any more, I wanted him to fuck me.

The thought of it drove me wild. The thought of Harry and Lisa, fucking me, claiming me as their third, their toy. I yearned for it.

“You should thank Lisa too. She picked the outfits.” I said.

I rose to my feet, strutting in my feels, posing, wiggling my hips and ass, making my tits jiggle. I was acting like a porn star and I was enjoying it. The way Harry looked at me, how hard he was getting for me, was turning me on, was turning my brain to mush.

“Do you like them?” I asked, voice soft and flirty. “She said you’d like seeing us like this?”

Harry just stared at me, eyes wide, mouth gaping, mute. I put more effort into posing, wiggling my ass. Lisa smiled at me, understood what I was doing, and moved to stand beside me, began to mimic my movements so we were both posing for Harry, showing off our slutty, hot, soft bodies.

It was amazing to see Harry struggle, face pink, cock hard, lost for words.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, giggling.

“Yeah, Harry.” Lisa said, her voice soft like mine, teasing. “Don’t you like our outfits? I picked them for you. Don’t you like how I dressed my pretty little fuck-toy up for you? We’ve been looking forward to you coming over. I’ve been training Paige all week for you, getting her fuck-hole ready for you.”

Harry’s eyes got wider, his cock harder. I giggled, blushing. Lisa and I moved closer together, pressing our bodies together. We began to move in time, trying our best to fluster Harry.

“I’ve been training so hard for you. Lisa’s been fucking me so hard, so deep, getting my ass ready for you. It's so wet and eager and hungry. We dressed up for you, made ourselves sexy for you. Aren’t you going to say anything?”

We were both grinning. I could feel Lisa’s excitement just as I knew she could feel mine. My body was thrumming. We moved, together, pressing our bodies close, all while looking at Harry, teasing him, flustering him.

I kept glancing at the hardness of his cock, throbbing in his jeans. It really was massive. My hole quivered at the thought of it pounding me.

“I…” Harry croaked, staring at us. “You both… fuck… you are breaking my brain. You’re both so hot I’m struggling to think let alone speak. This feels very unfair.”

He laughed.

“Do you want us to stop?” Lisa asked.

“We can stop if you want. Go put on more clothes. We could all watch a movie if you like, do something a little less exciting?”

Harry shook his head.

“You want us to stay like this then? Dressed up like sluts for you?” Lisa said.

Harry nodded.

“You want to play with us?” I asked. “You want… you want to fuck me? Lisa’s trained my hole so well… I’ve been thinking about you fucking me while Lisa fucks me. I’ve been thinking about you both claiming me as your fuck-toy.”

Harry looked dumbstruck, his brain melting from overload.

“I… fuck… you’re making it hard for me to think!” He said, smiling.

“Then don’t think.” Lisa said. “Just act. Come over here and take what you want. That’s why we’re all dressed up for you. We don’t want you to think. We want you to fuck.”

“Don’t you want to fuck me?” I asked. “Don’t you want to fuck us?”

Harry nodded.

“Then come over here and get us.” I said.

And Harry, after only a moment’s hesitation, did exactly that.
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Harry moved towards us and as he reached us I realised for the first time just how tall and broad he was. I’d always known it, of course, had met him numerous times, spent time with him, but… he’d never stood that close to me, had never been close to me with the same intention, the same energy.

I was small, pretty, feminine, sexy, and he was tall and muscular and handsome. And his attention was focused on me like it had never been focused on me before. He was looking down at me, smiling, his body radiating lust, desire, his cock hard. He wanted me.

I’d never felt anything like it before, the raw masculine power, presence, fire. I liked it. I wanted more.

Slowly Lisa and I moved, forwards, towards Harry, and she stepped in close, pressing our bodies against him, hands on his chest, stroking, Lisa stroked his face, turning his face towards her, then she kissed him, deep, hard. I felt my body thrum. I squirmed, grinding against him.

The pair kissed, and I watched, then Lisa pulled back, turned to me, smiling.

“Your turn.” She said.

Harry turned to face me, smiling, and waited. I felt my heart race, skip, belly fluttering. I rose up on my toes, closer. Harry leaned in. I felt his hand grip my ass, tight, pulling me closer, then… he kissed me.

His kiss was nothing like Lisa’s, nothing like any kiss I’d had before. There was force, fire, lust, desire. I kissed back, lips, tongue, spit. My body throbbed, aching. My caged dick was agony and as Harry squeezed my ass I wiggled into his grip, my plug shifting inside me to stoke my desire.

I moaned, kissing, stroking my hand over Harry’s chest, stroking down, over his stomach, over his belt, to his crotch. I felt the thick hardness of his cock throb as I caressed, gently, teasing him, and he kissed me harder. I moaned, gripping his cock, stroking it. My body felt like it was on fire.

“Fuck you two are hot together.” Lisa said. “I can’t wait to watch him fuck you.”

My head swam, my body buzzing. Harry broke the kiss, turned to face Lisa.

“You want me to fuck your best friend in front of you?”

He was smiling. Lisa nodded.

“I want you to fuck both of us. If you’re up to it?” Lisa said. “Think you can take care of two horny girls?”

Harry smirked.

“No.” He said, chuckling. “But I’m going to try. And if I fail to take care of you, well, maybe you can take care of each other while I watch?”

Lisa smiled. I smiled. It sounded hot.

They both turned to face me, grinning.

“Does that sound fun to you Paige?” Lisa said.

“Think you can please both of us?” Harry asked.

I was quiet, then… I nodded.

“It does sound like fun.” I said. “But… I don’t know if I can. I… I’ve never done anything like this, but I’m willing to learn, and I’m willing to try my hardest to be a good fuck-toy.”

The pair both smiled at me. Lisa shifted, leaned towards me, and then… she kissed me too.

She kissed me gently at first, then harder, making out with me in front of her boyfriend. I felt Harry grope my ass, then felt another hand, smaller, softer, groping my other cheek. Lisa’s hand. I stroked Harry’s cock with one hand then reached to run my hand up Lisa’s hip, to her tits, squeezing as he made out.

It was the hottest thing I’d ever experienced. And it was only going to get hotter.

Lisa kissed me, deeply, then pulled back.

“Now, tell me, Paige, have you ever sucked cock?” Lisa asked.

I shook my head, I was blushing.

“Would you like to learn?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Please…” I whispered.

Lisa beamed. She shifted, reached up to hold my hand and slowly she fell to her knees, dragging me after her.

Harry looked down at us, two sexy girls kneeling in front of him. He was grinning. I could see his cock throbbing in his jeans.

“Undo his belt and open them. I want you to get his cock out.” Lisa said.

I giggled, nervous, blushing, then did as she said. I reached up to Harry’s belt, fumbling, and undid it, undid his jeans, then pulled them down along with his underwear.

They snagged for a moment on the hardness of his cock, but I was not to be denied. I was eager. I pulled harder, shifting them from side to side slightly, and then… his cock popped free as his jeans and pants slipped down.

His cock was massive, thick and long, hard, throbbing. It swayed in front of me, almost hypnotic.

“Touch it.” Lisa said.

I was still for a moment, then reached up to wrap my fingers around it. I felt it throb, getting even harder, thicker, and without even thinking I began to stroke.

“Fuck that feels good.” Harry said.

I looked up at him and smiled.

“Her mouth is going to feel even better.” Lisa said.

She moved in close beside me, I turned to face her and she looked me in the eye, grinning.

“Like this.” She said.

And then she moved, put her lips to Harry’s cock and licked, then, slowly, took it deep. I held his cock as Lisa swallowed it, slurping, lips tight, her cheeks slightly concave from the suction.

I stared as she sucked his cock, the wet noises, head bobbing up and down, Harry thrusting into her mouth. Lisa sucked hard, working up to tease just the tip, then moving down to take as much of his cock as she could.

She worked, pleasuring him, and I felt my caged cock throb, hard. I squirmed, my plug shifting in my ass.

Then she pulled back, and his cock slipped from the suction of her lips with a pop. She giggled. Harry’s cock glistened with spit.

“Think you can do that?” She said.

I nodded.

“Good, because it’s your turn.” She said to me.

I turned my attention to Harry’s cock, watching it, then… I did my best to emulate my best friend. I leaned forward, kissed the tip of Harry’s cock, then let him penetrate the tight seal of my mouth.

His cock thrust, deep, and I sucked gently, working my tongue. I worked my head up and down, looking up at Harry, noisy slurps, wetting his cock with my spit. I teased my tongue over the underside of his tip, making his cock throb and ooze precum—the tang of it almost sweet on my tongue—then worked my mouth down until the head pressed at my throat.

I sucked, working my mouth, pleasuring him, and I felt him throb, thrusting. His cock was hard, hot, and it felt… good. I wanted more.

I sucked eagerly, working my lips, mouth, tongue, hot and wet, teasing the tip, taking it deep. My head spun, dizzy with lust.

“It looks like you’re struggling. I don’t blame you. There’s a lot to take” Lisa said. “But maybe together we can manage all of it? How about I help you?”

I kept sucking as Lisa moved close. She moved in beside me and as I worked the tip of Harry’s cock, sucking hard, she began to lick and kiss and worship the base of his shaft. I watched as she tongued his cock, and I sucked at the head.

“Fuck!” Harry moaned, voice hoarse with pleasure.

I moaned, excited by his pleasure, how hard I was making him, how much he wanted me. I was a pretty girl, dressed slutty, sucking cock with my best friend. It was beyond even my wildest fantasies.

As I sucked Lisa worked her mouth, lips, tongue. We worshipped Harry’s cock together. Slowly Lisa worked her mouth up to mine and as I sucked on just the tip she encouraged my mouth off Harry’s cock so she could kiss me.

We kissed messily, tongues and spit, and Harry’s cock was sandwiched between our mouths. Harry thrust, fucking the wetness of our kiss, and then Lisa took the tip into her mouth, taking it deeper as I kissed and licked and sucked at the base of Harry’s cock.

Together we pleasured him, both of us enjoying ourselves, at times me sucking while Lisa licked, at times Lisa sucking while I licked, at times the pair of us making out with Harry’s cock between us.

It was heaven. But it had to end.

Lisa, kissing me, pulled back, looked me in the eye, smiled.

“How are you feeling Paige?” She asked.

I was fuzzy-headed, giddy, dizzy, heart throbbing, belly fluttering. I smiled, my chin wet with spit, lips fizzing.

“I… good.” I said.

“You want more?” Lisa asked.

I nodded without hesitating. She smiled at me.

“Well, how about we try something different?” She said. “Watching you suck Harry’s cock has me wondering what my pretty fuck-toy’s mouth can do.”

I beamed, shifting. My caged cock was agony, my plug shifting inside my ass as I moved my hips.

“Do you want me to show you?” I asked.

Lisa nodded. She shifted, moving back to the sofa, sitting, then… she slowly undid her hotpants, peeling them and her panties off.

She was naked from the waist down except for the fishnet pantihose and the heels. She spread her legs to give me a perfect view of her glistening, shaved cunt.

“Come show me.” She said.

And… I did


Seven

I crawled towards Lisa on all fours, ass high, spine curved. I wiggled as I went, my plug teasing my wet, slippery, well-trained hole. The way it pressed on my sensitive inner walls made my body throb.

As I neared I caught the scent of Lisa’s arousal, the musk of her pussy. It was intoxicating, the slick folds of her cunt opening in front of me as she sat with her legs spread as though she were a banquet and I were a starving animal.

I felt like a starving animal, and I did not need to be encouraged to feast.

As I reached her I ran my hands up her legs, stroking, squeezing, and I watched as Lisa squirmed, our eyes locked. There was fire between us, lust, love.

She’d fucked me numerous times with her strap-on, but I’d never seen her cunt before, much less touched it. Now though… my hand stroked up over her thigh and the tips of my fingers caressed over her wet lips. She jumped from the barest touch.

I smiled and moved my face closer. I ran my tongue over her thighs, along the crease where her thighs met her hips. I worshipped her, running my tongue over her outer labia, but I never let my tongue slip in. I wanted to tease.

And I did. I teased Lisa, working her into a frenzy as Harry watched.

I felt Lisa grip my hair, trying to force my face into her cunt, but I continued to tease, denying her, licking, kissing, soft, her juices flowing to wet her thighs and my chin.

“Fuck just put your tongue inside me you little slut. Stop teasing me and fuck me with your tongue.” Lisa said.

“Since you ask so nicely…”

I moved my tongue over her labia and then… it slipped into her folds, working down to her entrance, wet and slick, and I pressed my tongue in, fucking my best friend.

I licked deeply, tasting her, rich and sweet, the scent of her almost overpowering. I pressed my tongue deeper, fucking her, and Lisa worked her hips, grinding her pussy down onto my face. Her moans were loud, almost primal.

I liked up, to her clit, circled, and that made her twitch, thighs squeezing down on my head. I kept working, alternating how I pleasured her, soft, hard, fast, slow. Lisa began to ride my face.

“Use your fingers too.” Harry said. “Two fingers, about an inch and a half in, then press up towards her belly to get at her g-spot. It drives her wild.”

I blushed. Lisa’s boyfriend was not only watching me eat her cunt, but was giving me advice on how to better pleasure her. It was…hot.

I did as he said. I pressed two fingers at Lisa’s entrance and pressed. She was so wet, so aroused, that my fingers slipped in easily, her pussy gripping them tight as she fucked back. Her moans got louder.

“Fuck… fuck fuck fuck… just there…”

She said.

I kept working, fucking my fingers in and out slowly. I lapped at her clit, devouring her, wanting to pleasure her.

“You two girls are so hot.” Harry said. “But... I’m getting a little lonely. Do you mind if I join in?”

Lisa kept her grip on my hair tight, holding my face down, my tongue on her clit and my fingers in her cunt, fucking her, pressing up on her g-spot. I could feel her clenching, squirming. It felt good to know I was giving her that much pleasure, but held down as I was I was unable to answer.

“So long as my slut doesn’t stop what she’s doing I don’t mind. And… I think I’d like to watch you fuck her while she pleasures me.” Lisa said.

My head swum. Harry was going to fuck me.

I’d known it was coming, had been training for it. My hole was stretched, oily, wet and slippery. It was hungry and eager and sensitive, but still… it was my first time. Harry was going to fuck my ass while I fucked Lisa with my tongue and fingers.

“What do you say, Paige?” Harry asked.

Lisa kept my face buried in her pussy. There was no way I could speak. So… I answered with my body instead. I curved my spine to lift my ass up, offering it, spread my legs, and wiggled my hips.

I kept licking, kept working my fingers.

“I think that’s a yes.” Lisa said.

I moaned, a noise that was as close to a yes as I could get, and nodded my head. Lisa kept my face down, pressed into her wet, slick folds. I loved how she controlled me.

“I do too…” Harry said.

And then I felt hands on my ass.
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Hands roamed over my ass and thighs, exploring me, teasing me. The touch was almost electric, pleasure racing through me. I squirmed, caged cock throbbing, plug working inside me.

I wanted more than my plug though. I wanted cock.

I worked my hips and butt to encourage Harry as I worshipped Lisa’s pussy, fingers and tongue fucking her. I felt hands move up to my hips, gripping the waist of my shorts, then Harry tugged, pulling my shorts and my panties down at the same time.

It made my brain fuzzy. That was why Lisa had us wear panties over pantihose. Easy access. That phrase, burning in my brain, made my body ache.

I was easy access.

I wanted to be easy access. I worked with Harry to slip my shorts and panties off, lifting my knees, shifting my legs, my tongue and fingers never once leaving Lisa’s cunt.

Harry pulled my shorts and panties off and tossed them to the side. I was naked, like Lisa, from the waist down, except for fishnet pantihose and heels. My ass was bare, plugged, and my caged cock was exposed.

I felt hands again on my ass, this time skin on skin, Harry groping me. I moaned in pleasure, pressing back into his grip, wiggling my hips.

“Fuck you are hot.” Harry said. “But… if I’m going to fuck you we need to get this out.”

I felt him press on my plug, forcing it slightly in, making me moan. He worked it, fucking me with it, driving me wild, the girth pressing on the bright spot of pleasure inside me.

Harry teased me and then he gripped the bar, pulled, gently. I felt the plug shift, begin to slip out. Pleasure swelled, racing along my spine. I moaned, licking Lisa’s clit, fucking her with my fingers, the girth of my plug stretching my entrance as Harry eased it out.

“Such a tight, pretty fuck-hole.” Harry said. “I can’t wait to experience how your ass feels wrapped around my cock.”

The words stoked my lust, plug stretching me, wider and wider as it eased out. I wanted Harry’s cock, his girth, wanted him to fuck me. I could feel my hole stretch, and then…

The plug popped free, leaving me gaping, empty. My ass had never felt so wanton.

“Fuck your ass is so wide, all wet and eager for me to fuck it. Such a slut.” Harry said

I moaned, nodding.

“I told you I’ve been training her.” Lisa said.

I felt my face blushing, heat, cock throbbing in its cage, a swell of arousal and shame and desire and excitement. I kept licking at Lisa’s clit, working my fingers in her cunt, fucking her.

My ass gaped, wide, twitching. I’d never felt so empty. I wanted to be full. I wanted to be full of cock.

I wiggled my hips and my butt, inviting Harry to fuck me. I was desperate. I felt hands stroke over my ass, caressing, groping, and I moaned in pleasure into Lisa’s cunt. Harry shifted, and then…

I felt the head of his cock press at my entrance. I moaned louder. Harry pressed forward, tip entering, and sparks went off in my brain, fireworks. He pressed forward, slipping deeper, and I spread my legs wider, fucking back.

My ass was wet, slick, well trained. Harry’s cock entered me easily, my ass tight but willing, no pain, only pleasure. And there was so much pleasure.

I felt his cock throbbing inside me, my ass clenching, tight, squeezing to feel more, and Harry thrust, deep, working his cock into me until his hips pressed against my ass. He was inside me. The whole of his cock was inside me.

He thrust, working his cock, and I felt stretched, full in a way I’d never felt before. His cock was hot, pulsing with the drum of his heart. Lisa held my head down, keeping my face buried in her cunt, tongue and fingers working.

“Fuck her hard.” Lisa said. “Fuck her, cum in her, claim her. I want to watch you fuck her as she makes me cum. I want all three of us to cum together.”

I moaned, working my ass, squeezing. I couldn’t use words to communicate since my mouth was busy, but I could use my body.

Harry got the message. He pulled his cock back, slipping it out of my hot, wet, tight hole until just the tip was inside me, then… he slammed forward. He began to fuck me.

I moaned in pleasure, tongue and fingers working, and as Harry began to pound my ass, Lisa ground her cunt down on my face. It was heaven.

I worked my ass onto Harry’s cock, his girth stretching my hole, each thrust pressing on the knot of pleasure inside me that had only grown more sensitive with all Lisa’s training, and my caged cock ached, drooling precum.

I was fucked from both ends. Face wet with Lisa’s juices, my ass full of Harry’s cock.

They pounded me, used me. I was their fuck-toy and I loved it. I loved every moment of it. I wanted more. I wanted all of it.

Harry fucked his cock in and out of my ass, using me, slamming it in, pulling it out, hips slapping against my ass, the sounds of flesh on flesh filling the room. I slurped, licked, worshipped, fucking my fingers deep into Lisa’s sodden pussy, and I spread my legs as wide as they could go, lifting my ass up so Harry could fuck his cock as deep into my ass as possible.

Each thrust made my body light up with pleasure, energy racing along my spine, the sensitive spot inside my ass becoming more sensitive with each thrust, swelling, my entire body filling with pleasure. My moans became louder, and Lisa’s moans became louder and I could hear Harry grunting as he thrust, fucking me, fucking me like a good girl.

As Harry thrust I worked my ass back, riding his cock. He slammed forward, pushing my face deep into Lisa’s pussy. I was their fuck-toy, their third. They were using me, fucking me, pleasuring me.

It was more than I could ever have imagined possible and… I was Paige. I was a pretty girl, lusted after, wanted, getting fucked. It was perfect. I felt joy swell inside me and I worked harder, wanting to pleasure Lisa and Harry both.

I fucked hard, and each movement made more pleasure swell inside me. My ass throbbed, Harry’s cock massive inside me, thrusting deep, hard, stretching me, pressing on my sensitive inner walls. My tongue lapped at Lisa’s juices and my finger worked on her g-spot, her cunt clenching, tight.

“Fuck I’m close.” She said.

She ground down harder on my face.

“Me too… the way Paige fucks it… wild. So tight and sexy and hot.”

The words thrilled me. They were both close. They were going to cum. I was going to make my best friend cum with my tongue while her boyfriend came inside my ass, claiming me. They were going to cum and… I was going to cum too.

I was close. I was so close.

I’d not cum for a week, had been caged, trained, and now… now I was close to cumming. Harry’s cock, fucking my ass, throbbing, thick and hard and perfect was going to make me cum while he came inside me, filling me, while I made Lisa cum.

I worked harder, pleasuring Lisa with my tongue and fingers and I fucked back. I felt Lisa tense, quivering, close, and I felt Harry’s cock throbbing, swelling, getting fatter and harder. They were both close. I was close. And then…

Harry thrust, hard, deep, and he gripped my hips tight, fucking his cock into my tight, wet hole, filling me. His cock throbbed, getting thicker. I fucked my fingers deep into Lisa’s pussy and I licked harder, faster.

“Fuck!” Harry almost roared.

I felt his cock pulse, felt him cum.

He was cumming. He was cumming inside me, cock throbbing, jet after jet of hot, thick, creamy cum filling my ass. I could feel all of it, his cock throbbing, teasing the knot of pleasure inside me, stretching my ass wide.

I felt Lisa tense, her cunt tight on my fingers, and her thighs squeezed down on my face. She moaned, loud, and she came, hard, cumming on my face, my tongue and fingers.

The pair came, Lisa fucking my face, grinding down, gripping my hair, and Harry came in my ass, fucking deep, gripping my hips to breed me.

It was bliss. Heaven. Joy. I let the sensation wash over me and then, as Harry’s cock throbbed, my ass tight, clenching, milking his cock of pleasure, I felt the knot of pleasure inside me unravel.

I was cumming, hard, my caged cock drooling, my climax filling my whole body, radiating out, a sensation like nothing I’d experienced before, pleasure, bliss, pure delight.

I came as Lisa came on my face, as Harry came in my ass, and I felt my brain, my body, and my heart rewritten by the pleasure, corrupted. I was Paige. I was a hot girl. I was Lisa’s fuck-toy and there was never going to be a going back to how it was before.

I came, over and over and over as Lisa came on my face, as Harry came in my ass, and I loved it. I loved every moment and I just wanted more.

As our pleasure subsided we collapsed. Lisa let go of my hair and fell back, tights relaxing so I could lift my head, so I could breathe. My face was smeared with her juices.

Harry’s cock began to soften and he pulled back, eased out of my well fucked hole. I clenched down to keep his cum inside me. I collapsed to the floor, exhausted.

The three of us were silent for a time, resting, all of us breathing hard, sweaty. I could feel a trickle of cum leaking out of my hole, warm, slimy, and I smiled.

“That was amazing.” I said, finally.

Lisa smiled down at me and Harry moved in to hug me, gently, his body warm against mine. I felt… safe. I might be their fuck-toy, but I was a well cared for fuck-toy. I smiled at that thought.

“It was.” Lisa said. “But… that was just the beginning.”

I looked up at her.

“You don’t think we wanted a third for a one-time thing, did you?” She asked.

“We’ve spent a long time looking for a girl like you.” Harry said. “You’re hot, Lisa loves you, I care about you, and we all get along. Plus… you’re an amazing fuck. Why would we let you go after one time?”

I turned to look over my shoulder at him, grinning. I felt… safe.

Lisa shifted, slipping off the sofa to come lie on the other side of me, sandwiching me between her and Harry, the pair hugging me tightly.

“You’re my best friend. My lover. My fuck-toy. You’re our third. You’re not a one-time thing.”

I smiled, snuggling down between the pair.

“Thank you.” I said.

Lisa smiled, kissed my forehead and Harry kissed the back of my neck.

“Don’t thank me just yet.” She said. “We’ve got the whole weekend ahead of us so you’re going to be a very busy fuck-toy.”

I giggled. I felt my caged cock throbbed at the thought of all that lay ahead. I always feared that my secret being discovered would change my life forever.

I was right, but in the best way possible…

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx
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Undercover Assistant
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Sam has returned from college to help take over his father’s business. It’s a responsibility he’s keen to take on—for years his father looked after the family, building up his company from nothing, and now it’s Sam’s turn to take the reins. Only when he takes charge he realises things are not going quite as he expected.

His father’s company is struggling. Worse than that, its deep in debt and if Sam doesn’t fix things soon it could go under completely, leaving his father’s legacy in ruins and his family with no means of supporting itself.

Sam is desperate to get to the bottom of what’s gone wrong when he discovers a rival business has been stealing customers away. Clearly Sam needs to work out how this rival company is able to lure away long standing customers, he needs to work out what their secret is.

Then Sam comes across the perfect opportunity, an advert for a Personal Assistant to the man who owns and runs the company. Only Sam is going to have to go in disguise. He’s going to have to go undercover, as a woman.

In the end, Sam gets a lot more than he bargained for… and what he discovers will change the course of his life forever.


The Barista's Tip
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Rob is delighted to get a job at his favourite coffee shop. As a coffee nerd he’s excited to work at the best place in the city, to refine his skills and learn from Jen, the owner, but also Jen is hot. She might just be the hottest woman Rob’s ever met.

Jen is happy to take Rob under her wing, to teach him everything she knows, and she’s glad for the extra help. But when Jen needs help for a private function she’s been hired to run Rob isn’t sure he’s the right person for the job. For a start there’s the uniform.

Yet Jen is persuasive and beguiling, and, if Rob agrees to help, she’s willing to give him a very generous tip. How can Rob refuse?


FIRST CONTACT
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Morgan and Charlie are off on a camping trip to escape the dreary routines of life in the big city. Yet their planned escape ends up being far more effective than they could have imagined.

When the best friends are kidnapped by aliens they are soon faced with a life-altering decision. The visitors are here to investigate humans and part of that aim means they need to study human mating rituals.

The best friends inform their captors for that they’ll need a man and a woman, but they’ve captured two men. Unfortunately for Morgan and Charlie they aliens have a solution to that problem. Now all they need to do is choose who becomes the woman…

When Charlie and Morgan set off on a camping trip they hope they’ll be escaping their dreary lives in the big city. They’ve been planning the trip for ages and they’ve got a remote, scenic spot in mind where they’ll be able to relax and unwind.

When they get a little off track though they come face to face with the unexpected, and soon they’re off on an adventure neither of them could have imagined, kidnapped by aliens, on board a space craft, meeting extra-terrestrials.

And then things go from bad to worse…

The aliens inform the best friends that they want to study human mating rituals, that they want to study human breeding practices. When they boys kindly inform their captors that such a study is impossible, since they’ve captured two men, and they need a man and a woman to study breeding, the aliens come up with a plan to fix the issue.

One of them will become a woman. They just need to decide who.

Neither of them speak up, but then then Charlie volunteers Morgan, and Morgan soon discovers just how advanced his captors technology is, and he finds out first hand just what they’re capable of. Thus begins Morgan’s journey of self-discovery, feminization, and transformation as he becomes the female component in a study on human mating.

What Morgan experiences on the spacecraft promises to change the course of his life, forever...


Dress Rehearsal
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Mitch is dreading his year at the school for “troubled young men”, but it turns out not to be as bad as he was fearing. The other boys are friendly and the school is well equipped.

When Mitch is invited to join the drama club to help them prepare for their big annual performance he accepts, wanting to fit in with his new friends, but then he hits a problem. He’s cast as the female lead...

Mitch is not happy that he’s having to attend a school for “troubled young men” instead of heading off to college, but it’s just a year. Yet, despite his fears, Mitch begins to make friends and for the first time in his life he feels accepted, held.

The school too is pleasant. The teachers are firm, but kind, friendly, and the school is very well equipped. As Mitch settles in he begins to relax and enjoy himself. It’s only a year, and it could definitely have been worse.

But then Tom, Mitch’s new best friend at the school, tells Mitch that the school insists all students join at least one extracurricular club. Tom offers to take him with him to one of the drama club’s rehearsals, since they’re running auditions for the annual performance and it’s a pretty big and exciting event.

Mitch is reluctant but agrees, and he even summons up the courage to get up on stage and audition, landing himself a lead role.

The only problem is it’s the lead female role, opposite Tom, who’s cast in the male lead.

The drama teacher thinks Mitch is perfect for it, that he’s a rare talent. Mitch isn’t sure he can do it, but when his new friends all encourage him he gives in, not wanting to let them down.

To help Mitch get into character his teacher insists that each rehearsal is a full dress rehearsal. So begins a journey of self-discovery and romance.

And all Mitch can think about is the final scene of the play. The one with the kiss...


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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