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Chapter
One



Icould feel the pressure building in my chastity cage, desperation throbbing from within. Sitting in Juliette’s bedroom, admiring her smooth, cream colored skin and how it seemed to glow against the soft pink color of her bra and panties, it was almost too much to take.

Despite three weeks having passed since she first convinced me to lock myself in a chastity cage, despite the sometimes unbearable desires brooding within me, despite being endlessly teased as I dressed in women’s clothing and worked in front of a man who I now knew had a very hungry interest in me, I was still too afraid to ask for my release. I was too afraid that it might ruin what it had been building, too afraid that I would lose a part of me.

Since that fateful night one week ago when my boss and Juliette’s father, Robert Durant, had asked me to stay late, there was no denying that things had changed in my life. I had taken a man in my mouth—not out of duress or coercion, but because I wanted to.

But while I had no regrets, my actions did have unexpected consequences. When Juliette found me hiding under her father’s desk, his juices still dripping from my mouth, she was furious at both me and her father. To her father she was mad that he had stolen her chance to be the one to “break me in”, to me she was mad for not allowing her to train me properly before having my first experience with her father.

After that night, Juliette and I spent almost every evening together in her apartment. At first she said that she wanted to take a step back, before teaching the deeper aspects of being a woman, she wanted to show me that I still had work to do look like a woman. She stripped me down to my bra and panties and pointed out my problem areas: my flat butt, my lack of curves, my flabby belly. She told me that she would help sculpt my body into one more suitable to her Daddy’s liking.

To do this she gave me several pairs of workout clothes; leggings, sports bras, and little tennis skirts like the ones she liked to wear. They were all so comfortable, sleek, and sexy, and wearing them encouraged me to work harder at my exercises. She introduced me to new targeted workouts, exercises that would help improve my flaws and shape my pathetic body into a more desirable and feminine form.

Next Juliette taught me the art of seduction. She helped teach me how to whisper in a sultry tone, to rub a man’s shoulders just right to relax them and make them melt in your hands, to touch their chest just right so that they would do anything that you wanted.

It all seemed a little weird at first considering that the man in my sights was her father, but then she explained her reasons. She told me how much she loved her posh and pampered life and liked having little work or responsibilities while having a seemingly never emptying bank account. To keep these, she knew that she had to keep her father happy and stress free. That’s why she had found me and that’s why she was training me.

She told me that now that I had pleasured her father for the first time it would be up to me to notice his growing tension, to learn his cues and to act on them. They didn’t always have to be sexual, but she knew that her father would only get minimal relief if he was always the one who had to initiate these moments between us.

Hearing this was nerve-wracking. It made me wonder how often he would require my services as a woman, and to what extent he would want them. I was still new to this life and just because I had become overwhelmed with lust the one time, I wasn’t sure if it would happen that way again.

Would I still be interested in satisfying a man?

Seeing Juliette in her tight, skimpy workout clothes every evening only added to my confusion. Watching her perform squats in front of me, her round and plump ass pushing back towards me, stretching the tight fabric of her leggings, was exceedingly arousing. I often had to look away or find a moment to adjust my straining cage beneath my panties.

Soon I realized that being aroused by her still was perfectly normal. It wasn’t men or women that I was explicitly attracted to and there was no reason to limit myself in that way. I was attracted to beauty, to passion, to intimacy, raw and pure. Put me in the right moment with the right person and I knew that my lust and desire could open my heart and mind to anybody—to do anything. It was with this mind opening realization that I felt my transformation growing complete.

But just as soon as I was becoming comfortable with my new self and around Juliette, she decided that it was finally time to amplify my training, to take it to the next level. Now that I was beginning to better look and act like a woman, now I needed to now how to be a woman. Specifically, I needed to learn how to be a woman where it really mattered, beneath the bedsheets.

I wasn’t sure if it was the three weeks locked in a chastity cage or simply the way she explained it, but hearing her words made my knees weak with longing. My body quivered with fantasies flying through my mind at warp speed.

What would she be teaching me?

How would she train me?

I was about to find out.


Chapter
Two



“Tell me, Stephanie,” Juliette started softly as she laid across her bed, unashamed and unafraid by letting me see her near naked body. “Have you ever been with a woman?”

I blushed at her question, feeling my caged penis begin to perk up from her question.

“I, uhh, sure. Of course I have,” I stammered nervously, wondering where she was going with her question. “I went to college and had some fun.”

Juliette scoffed. “I’ve been with plenty of college boys before and few of them have been experienced. Attending college means nothing.”

“Well, okay. I’ve been with one before,” I admitted bashfully.

“One girl and one man,” Juliette chuckled. “Even tallies. I do wonder which side will exceed the other first.”

I didn’t know how to respond to her tease. I was too distracted by stealing subtle peaks at her pink panties where I could see the faint outline of her pussy. Feeling the straining in my cage, I desperately wished that she would help me increase my count right here, right now.

Juliette’s fingers crept down, tickling the lace trim of her panties. My eyes looked up and locked on to hers. She gave me a wink as she bit her lip seductively, telling me that she had caught me peaking, that she knew what I wanted.

I gulped as her hand slipped lower, sneaking down beneath the lacy fabric. I could see her fingers running up and down her lips, slowly beginning to pleasure herself. Her eyes stayed locked on me as her body began to squirm from her touches.

Why does she have to tease me so? Doesn’t she already realize that I’m dying in this chastity cage?

“Are you even interested in women any more or did my transformation make you switch teams?” Juliette asked me, her voice light yet heavy with her breath.

“I’m interested,” I breathed out. “Very interested.”

My dick was pulsing in its cage, harder than ever before. I could practically smell her womanly scent from feet away, telling me that she was already getting wet from her delicate touches.

Is she actually interested in me or is she just getting off by teasing me?

“Mmm,” she moaned. “You are pretty cute, Stephanie. Maybe someday when I’m feeling extra horny and don’t have any boy toys available I’ll take you up on that interest.”

There was an obvious bulge in my pink yoga pants now, my dick making its presence known to the goddess lying before more. My forehead was beginning to sweat, my body was shaking; I was growing overcome with desire as three weeks of pent up sexual energy pulsed inside me.

“What about now?” I choked out. I cringed at my surprising words, but I had no regrets. They needed to be spoken. I needed to try.

Juliette’s eyebrows perked up as a playful smile stretched across her face. She kicked her legs over the bed and pushed herself up to sitting, admiring me while keeping her legs spread open, still letting me see her true womanhood. “I didn’t realize you still had any balls left, Stephanie,” she giggled at me. As I blushed, her eyes suddenly caught sight of my bulge and she let out a boisterous gasp. “Well it’s certainly apparent that you do have something left down there!”

My cheeks began to burn hotter, embarrassment making my heart race. I suddenly felt so stupid for opening my mouth. Not only did she reject me, but she humiliated me in the process.

“These cages have always intrigued me,” she added, cocking her head to the side, examining my strained erection.

To my surprise her hand reached out, delicately touching my cage through my leggings. I quivered from the touch, then felt my knees wobble as she began to stroke my bulge.

It had been so long since anyone had touched me there, even through thick fabric. Her hand palmed my small cage, fondling my balls with her fingers at the same time. While I couldn’t feel her hands through the leggings or cage, even just the semblance of touch was more than enough to drive me crazy.

“Very interesting,” she said thoughtfully. “I didn’t really know much about these things before and I certainly didn’t know how small your dick was. I just had to guess what size to get. It seems like the smallest one fits you pretty well.”

Her sensual touches now made me immune to her continued humiliation. My body and mind were so caught up in the growing pleasure within me. My eyes rolled back as I embraced the feelings. Even without feeling her physical touch, I felt like if she continued then I might soon orgasm.

“I will say that it has been pretty sexy holding on to your little keys, knowing that I have full control over your precious little penis. Come to think about it, those keys are actually somewhere in this room,” she continued. “Maybe if you stumble upon them someday then I’ll let you unlock yourself. Maybe then I’ll even let you have a little taste of me.”

As she finished, her hand floated away from me, landing back on her pink panties. She slipped her fingers back inside and started rubbing her clit, letting me know exactly what she was teasing a taste of.

My eyes started scanning her bedroom, desperately wondering where the keys might be hidden.

She has so many little jars and chests, they could be anywhere!

Juliette let out a wicked chuckle as if knowing the urgency she had caused in me. Then she stood up and started walking to her bedside table. As she moved I admired how her panties adhered to her ass, hugging it tightly and lifting it just right to make it look more full and perky.

“While I can’t offer you a sample of me tonight, I do have something for you to taste,” she said as she opened the top drawer. When she found what she was looking for she again laughed. As she turned around I heard a loud slap. It echoed through her room once again before I noticed what she was holding.

In her hands was a long, thick, penis shaped dildo.

“Tonight you’re going to learn how to properly suck a cock.”


Chapter
Three



My eyes widened as I watched her slap the thick dildo against her hand again, the sound ringing through my ears.

She wants me to what?

I wasn’t sure why I was surprised, but I was. I knew that this moment would come eventually, I knew that was what she was grooming me for, I just didn’t know when it would happen or how it would start.

“I know my daddy said you did a serviceable job and he was definitely in a better mood afterwards, but with a little training you could have him oozing into his chair, feeling completely stress free,” Juliette explained.

She turned around and started pulling more out of her drawer, what looked like long black straps. As she put them around her waist, I remembered my time with her father. When he had dropped his pants and suggested that I suck his cock for the first time. At first I was apprehensive, but then he challenged my womanhood and I couldn’t help but defend it. From my first taste I was captivated, I couldn’t stop until he finished in my mouth, until I had quenched my new desire.

“Are you ready to suck my dick?” Juliette growled as she turned around, her dildo now dangling from her crotch thanks to the straps.

I was taken aback by the sight. This beautiful, soft feminine body now had a long, thick penis hanging from it. It looked unnatural, but it also looked extremely appetizing.

“You really want me to?” I asked, feeling a mixture of combative emotions within me.

“Of course I do. I need to make sure that I unlock your full potential as a woman. I need to make sure that you’re giving my father satisfying blowjobs so that he can continue to make my family good money,” she said. “But also because it’s going to be so hot to watch you work on my cock.”

I gulped at the thought. Sucking her dick would be so different than her father’s. I would feel her smooth legs around me, I would smell her attraction, but I wouldn’t get any natural feedback or a finale to let me know that I had done a good job. Still though, seeing her hold the long fake penis in her hands was becoming increasingly hard to resist. My longing for sexual attention, my desire for intimacy, this was a chance to embrace them, to get a taste of what I’ve been wanting—and needing.

I gave Juliette an eager nod, telling her that I would do it, that I would participate in her training. She grinned at me then sat on the edge of the bed, her legs spread with her cock displayed between them. She looked at me and gestured at it, telling me to get started.

As I approached I set my hands on her bare thighs, feeling the softness of her legs. My body quivered from the touches, becoming engulfed with a lust to feel more of her feminine body.

When my knees hit the floor and my eyes focused on the cock before me, I was again flooded with memories of her father and his powerful stature. It wasn’t too dissimilar to his daughter’s. As I looked up at Juliette and saw the same commanding eyes and I knew that once again I had succumb to a Durant.

“That’s a good start,” she said. “Always lock eyes before you begin. Give them a look that shows them how much you want to pleasure them while also saying that you’re in charge of this moment. Then look back at the cock as if you’re far more interested in it than them.”

I tried to do just that, licking my lips as I prepared myself.

“Now softly wrap your hands around the shaft, just by the balls, to gain that control over it.”

I followed her instructions.

“Then give the head a little lick, look back at me with a naughty smile, and begin.”

I obeyed, licking the head and grinning at her. Then, unable to resist any longer, I took her cock in my mouth.

The feeling of the dildo was vastly different than a real cock. It was cold and hard unlike the warm and spongy penis. It was tasteless and unresponsive. But still, I instantly knew that I wanted more.

“Start slowly, you want to build up over time,” she continued to instruct me. “You need to conserve your energy. Some dicks take much longer to satisfy than others. Start by getting a feel for it, try tasting all of it, figure out how much you can fit inside of you, most importantly, figure out what makes it squirm. The latter will be how you eventually finish them.”

Doing as she said, I began licking the shaft with long thick strokes of my tongue, feeling every vein of the dildo as I explored it. I quickly found my hunger growing, teasing her cock was also teasing me, making me want to take more, to suck it harder and faster, but I knew that I shouldn’t. Not just yet.

Juliette let out a moan as my lips flittered over the head of her cock, letting me know that that was her pleasure point, that was how I would fulfill my woman’s work when it was time.

“Good, you’ve discovered my weakness, now start sucking. Long, full sucks, filling your mouth as much as you can.”

Without hesitation I greedily accepted, taking her dick deep into my mouth. My head began to move back and forth over it, taking it in and out of my mouth as passion built within me. Every time I felt it in the back of my throat I felt a surge of lust for more, my dick pulsing in its cage at the intoxicating feeling.

“Very good, you’re better than I expected,” Juliette let out. “But you need to relax your jaw and throat, it will let you take more in.”

I tried to relax, but it was hard with my pent up desires seeping out into my every move. My mouth was salivating, slobbering over the fake cock, lubricating it with my lust.

“Rotate your head as you move, wrap your tongue around it and touch every last bit,” Juliette added.

My breathing was growing heavy, my chest surging with every passionate suck. I wished that her cock was real, that I could feel the throbs of a real cock, that I could reap the reward for my good work.

“Yes,” Juliette cried out. “You’re a natural! You were born to suck cock, to pleasure men!”

Her words made my dick pulse, almost feeling like I could cum from pleasuring someone else, the feelings of desire overflowing within me. It longed to be touched, to feel its own pleasure, but I knew it would have to wait. I would first have to prove to Juliette how devoted I was to being a woman and fulfilling my feminine obligations before I would again be allowed to feel the pleasures of my former self.

Juliette let out a deep groan as her back arched. “Now remember what made me moan to begin with. Channel that. Use it to give me my satisfaction.”

I returned my attention to her cock head, latching my lips around as my tongue teased it. Juliette started moaning louder. I could smell her sweet aroma wafting up from under the dildo, telling me that she was actually turned on, that she enjoyed watching me suck her cock.

“That’s it! That’s it!” she wailed.

I worked harder, ignoring the drool dripping from my lips. I was growing so hot, so aroused. I didn’t want to stop.

But then Juliette let out a deep sigh and collapsed back into her bed, taking her cock with her. “Well done,” she let out, her voice dripping with amusement. “You’ve got a true craving for cock!”

I caught my breath as I admired the sight before me. I could see that her little pink panties were moist with arousal, that she herself was filled with lust for something more. The air was growing thick with her scent, driving me crazy.

She pushed herself back up to sitting, teasing me with the sight of her dick once again. Her breasts were throbbing with each strained breath, her passion undeniable.

“Fuck,” she whined. “Watching you made me really crave some cock myself. I’ve been so busy with you lately that I’ve neglected myself.”

My mouth began salivating again, ready for her to say the words, needing her to say the words.

Say it. Say that you want me, that you will unlock me and let me have you!

She wiped her forehead and let out another deep sigh. As she relaxed she began chewing on her lips, her eyes looking at me provocatively.

“I wanted to wait, but I don’t think I can resist. We need to fuck.”


Chapter
Four



Her words were like music to my ears, causing my dick to throb in its cage.

This is it! She’s finally going to unlock my cage! She’s going to let me fuck her!

I eagerly ripped off my leggings, kicking them to the floor beside me. My penis was pressing my chastity cage against my little pink thong, nearly popping out from underneath. My tank top was next to go, joining my leggings in a pile on the floor, soon to be joined by my sports bra and my panties, leaving me naked other than my tiny pink cage.

Juliette remained on the bed watching me, amused by my urgent undressing. “Hmm, well now you don’t really look like a girl anymore,” she considered as she stared at my bare body.

“Does that matter?” I shrugged. “I mean, I’ll look even less like a girl once you unlock my cage.”

Juliette’s face recoiled in surprise by my words. “Unlock your cage?” she spat out, disgusted by the idea. “Why on earth would I do that?”

Is this a trick question?

“Uhh, so we can have sex?” I muttered in response, my words lacking confidence or conviction.

“Unlock your cage for sex?” she repeated, still seemingly confused by what I was saying. Suddenly her eyes lit up as her mouth burst open, laughter spilling out. “You thought that you were going to fuck me? Oh, that’s hilarious.”

“I’m not? Then how are we…” my voice trailed away as I spoke, finally putting together her idea. “You want to fuck me?”

Juliette grinned wickedly. “I do and I’m going to,” she answered, her tone firm and unyielding. “This is the next step in your training. It’s unavoidable.”

My chest surged in and out as I stressed over her words.

She wants to fuck me... I couldn't possibly let her, could I?

Images of her taking me from behind flooded my mind. Bent over the bed, laying on my stomach, riding her, so many fantasies were being born. But still, in order to do it I knew that I would have to cross a line, a line that there may be no return from.

“You don’t have to be such a prude, Steph,” she added. “I guarantee that you’re going to like it, most people do.”

My dick was swelling more, straining against the walls of its prison. My body was clearly hooked on the alluring idea, but I still needed to convince my fluttering heart.

I’m so horny, I really wanted to fuck her, but maybe I will like this, maybe it will give me the relief that I need.

I couldn’t imagine how it might feel, but I was definitely curious, definitely hopeful that it might feel good. I also knew that it would feel better if I accept it, if I gave in to her desires.

“O-okay. We can do it,” I let out, my body quivering at the thought of being fucked.

Juliette grinned. “As if there was ever a doubt,” she snickered. “I don’t like seeing you like this though. Too much… Stephen, not enough Stephanie. Put your work clothes back on and then get your tight little ass on the bed.”

I obeyed my key holder, slipping on my white button up blouse and tucking it into my grey pencil skirt, not bothering with my bra or panties. Once dressed, I began crawling onto the bed, getting on all fours, my body shaking with anticipation for what Juliette was about to do to me.

She approached me from behind, placing her soft, cool hands on my legs. “This is much better. Now you look like a woman ready for a good fucking,” she growled as she slipped her fingers beneath my skirt and hiked it up over my butt.

Feeling her hands on my ass, I couldn't help but feel a jolt of longing ignite deep within me. She squeezed my cheeks tightly as she grunted. “Your exercises are paying off already.”

I felt her hands release and slip away. I heard the squirt of liquid and felt a cold sensation on my hole. Her touch made me flinch as she rubbed the lubricant around my entrance.

The tip of the dildo brushed against my bare cheeks, teasing me for what was about to come. Then I felt it creeping towards its target, slowly positioning itself and pressing against me. I gasped as I felt it make its presence known, entering inside of me.

Juliette remained still for a moment, with just the tip inside, allowing me to adjust to the feeling of the large dick. “That’s it, Stephanie. Let me inside you,” Juliette breathed out, her voice deep and husky.

The sound of her voice only deepened my arousal, sending waves of pleasure sweeping across my body. My heartbeat pounded wildly, my breath came in short, choppy gasps. I felt utterly powerless to resist Juliette.

“Yes,” I groaned, giving myself to her.

Slowly, Juliette began to move, pushing her cock deeper inside me only to pull it back. Again she pushed, stretching me out as she plunged into my warmth. With each slow, sensual thrust, my moans grew louder and hungrier. Already I wanted more, I wanted it deeper, I wanted it harder.

Her thrusts were intoxicating, each one altering my sense of reality, changing my concept of pleasure. I moaned loudly, embracing the feeling of becoming a woman.

“More,” I cried through gritted teeth. “Give me more.”

“With pleasure,” Juliette giggled, pulling the dildo back until it was nearly out of me. With one swift motion, she plunged it deep inside again with a powerful thrust that sent me collapsing into the bed.

I gasped as her cock surged deeper inside as she mounted me. The weight of her over me sent a flood of warmth bursting through every nerve ending as I melted against the sheets. I could feel her breasts pushing against my back, her silky legs brushing against mine. It was almost too much to take, my dick was convulsing in its cage.

"That's it, Stephanie," Juliette cooed encouragingly, pulling her hips back again, preparing for another deep penetration. “That’s a good girl.”

The feeling of the dildo sinking deeper was almost unbearable, but my desperate craving urged me on. As I felt her thighs against my ass, I reached back and grabbed her, pulling her hips and letting her deeper inside. I wanted to feel her completely inside of me, to know that I could take her full cock.

“No,” Juliette spat out, grabbing my wrists and raising them above my head. “You are just here for my pleasure. You don’t get to touch. Understand?”

“Yes!” I squealed as she thrust deep inside me once again.

Juliette kept her hands on my wrists, pinning them down as she started heaving her dildo into me. Every thrust made my mouth open wider and my moans grow louder. “Yes!” I cried out, squirming beneath Juliette as she started pounding a massive source of pleasure within me.

It was like nothing I had ever felt before, I was quickly growing overcome with pleasure, my penis pulsing, feeling like I could cum at any second.

"Fuck, fuck…JULIETTE!" I cried.

Suddenly, she stopped.

Slowly, I felt the dildo pulling out, leaving me feeling empty. I tried to reach back for her, to pull her back down, to make her finish me, but her hands wrapped tighter around my wrists, her nails digging into my flesh and keeping me in place.

“Sorry, my little sissy,” she chuckled as she came to stand up over me. “But I think that’s enough for your first night. I can’t let you lose your mojo, we have to save that for my daddy.”

I whimpered as I rolled over to face her. My blouse was soaked in sweat, clinging to my body. My balls were aching violently, dying to let loose weeks of pent up excitement. I wanted to beg, to plea, but from the look in Juliette’s eyes I knew it would be no use. She was finished with me.

A resigned sigh escaped me as I begrudgingly pushed myself up to sitting. I watched as Juliette unstrapped her harness, setting down her sex toy. The light of the room seemed to shine on it differently now as it glistened with my juices.

“When will you train me again?” I asked pathetically, still staring at the dildo.

Juliette’s eyes snapped back at me, her eyebrow raised in intrigue. “You’re that desperate for more cock?”

Shame washed over me, but was quickly swept away by my never ending lust. “Yes,” I whined.

She tapped her finger on her lips, considering me. Her finger soon drifted off, replaced by a naughty smirk. “I think I may have just the solution for your desperate hunger for cock.”


Chapter
Five



Juliette sent me home with my balls aching. It took hours for them to calm down after the intimacy we had shared and the denial she had provided. Despite the angry feelings of my body, I wasn’t too frustrated. I had experienced something new that was amazing, something that had opened my mind to new pleasures—and I got to do it with Juliette.

My blonde goddess of a companion told me that there would be plenty more opportunities for her to fuck me in the near future. She told me that she needed to loosen me up so that I would be ready for my larger role in life. To that extent, she also told me that she would be stopping by the office tomorrow with a gift, one that would solve my desire to feel more inside of me. I had no idea what this could be, but I was excited.

The next morning I dressed in one of my favorite outfits, a light grey blouse with a knee length navy blue pleated skirt and matching high heels. The skirt swished with every movement I made, tickling my freshly shaved legs.

Beneath I wore my favorite set of black lingerie, the very pair that Juliette had first given me; there was something about that pair that made me feel so naughty and sexy, not to mention closer to her, something that after last night, I now wanted more than ever.

At the office, Juliette was sitting on the edge of my desk waiting for me, her legs crossed and kicking impatiently. She wore a bright pink mini skirt with an off shoulder white crop top, her navel exposed as it usually was, showing off her fit body. Seeing her made my heart flutter and my dick tingle with delight.

“Good morning, Juliette,” I greeted her. “What brings you into the office today.”

She rolled her eyes at me emphatically. “Yes, yes. You’re a professional secretary. You don’t need to do that act with me,” she spat out. “And you damn well know what brings me in. Your carnivorous appetite for cock.”

As she spoke her voice seemed to grow louder, booming through the halls with my secret. Embarrassment consumed me as my head whipped from side to side, looking for anyone who might have heard her.

“Juliette! Please!” I cried.

I tried not to show too much emotion as I sat down at my computer and began settling in for my work day. Juliette turned her body to face me, her legs still perched over the side of my desk. The sight of her long, slender legs made my mouth water. It reminded me of how they felt brushing against mine while she fucked me the previous night. I had to use a considerable amount of strength to resist touching them.

“What? You know it’s true,” she chided me. “And trust me when I say that everyone in this office knows the… responsibilities of the Executive Secretary.”

Is that true? Does everyone here expect me to make myself, my body, available for Mr. Durant’s use?

The thought made me anxious, but also aroused. Having everyone know that I would be my boss’s play toy was extremely naughty.

“So what do you have for me?” I asked, changing the subject as I tried to subtly adjust my strained cage beneath my skirt.

“You’re going to love these,” Juliette beamed.

She grabbed her large white purse from my desk and opened it wide. Her eyes lit up as she reached inside and pulled out a little black box with a pink bow, just like the ones that she used to leave on my desk, just like the ones that had begun my journey.

“I couldn’t resist making them into a little gift,” she smiled.

I accepted the gift from her, feeling delighted to receive a gift from this beautiful woman before me. The box was medium sized, bigger than the one containing the chastity cage, but smaller than the one that had contained my bra. Unlike those gifts, I had a feeling that I would have no trepidation about the item inside.

“I’m actually wearing the bra and panties that you left as gifts,” I told Juliette softly as I untied the bow. “They’re my favorite.”

“Mine, too,” she responded. “Now hurry up and open the box. I don’t have all day.”

I blushed as I removed the lid and moved aside the tissue paper. Inside were three long black items. They were sleek and made of silicone, pointed like arrows. My eyebrows furrowed as I stared at them, unsure of what they were.

Seeing my confusion, Juliette reached down and grabbed one. “These are butt plugs,” she explained. “I want you to have one in you at all times. It will help stretch you out and make you more useful. I also think that you will quite enjoy them.”

She wants me to have these in my ass at all times?

I gulped as I stared at the objects. While they weren’t nearly as long as the dildo she had used on me last night, the thought of having them inside me was intimidating. Still, I loved the idea.

“Thank you,” I let out, my eyes still gazing upon the phallic gifts.

Juliette hopped off my desk, adjusting her short skirt as she put her purse back over her shoulder. “I’ll let you decide which size you want to use first, but be assured that I will be giving you the occasional inspection to make sure that you’re wearing them. I want to feel less resistance the next time I fuck you.”

Her words resonated through me, the thought of her inspecting me, making sure that I had one of these large object inside of me, was so alluring.

“Yes, Juliette.”

“Good. I’ll see you later,” she said with a wink before swiftly spinning around and walking away.

I stared back at the items, wondering which I would use first. My fingers traced the curves each one, feeling a warmth blooming within me at the prospect of being filled by them.

When Juliette was out of sight, I scurried to the restroom with my box to begin. There, I locked myself in a stall and again admired the plugs, finally deciding on the medium sized one. My ego wouldn’t allow me to use the smallest, but I also didn’t want to force the biggest. Not yet.

The phallic plug felt strange inside of me, but it also felt right. Its long slender form poked me deep in just the right place, especially when I sat back down at my desk. I adjusted myself, feeling it move inside me, working on making me a better woman for Juliette and for Mr. Durant.

As I began my work day I felt a surge of pride knowing that at any given second I would be working towards something, that a would be preparing myself for more pleasure, just as I had felt last night.

A pleasure that I hoped to feel again soon.


Chapter
Six



For the rest of the week I obeyed Juliette, wearing the butt plugs at all times. As if the chastity cage locked around my penis wasn’t a persistent tease enough, the butt plugs added to the seemingly never ending sexual energy pent up inside of me.

As she promised, Juliette stopped by the office several times to check that I was following her orders. She would bark at me to stand up, no matter what I was doing, and then she would bend me over my desk and run her fingers down my crack until she felt the base of the plug poking out of me. A couple times she pushed it in, making sure it was deep enough. The scene was embarrassing, but also extremely arousing, making my balls ache for hours afterwards.

Each time I wondered if Mr. Durant saw us through his all glass office, if he was paying attention to me. There were often times when I could feel his eyes on me, burning holes in the back of my blouse while I worked. I had a feeling that he wanted me, that he needed me, and those feelings felt empowering. I hoped that soon I could give him what he really wanted—I knew, however, that Juliette wanted to complete my training before I returned to her father, before I tried to relieve his building stress again.

But I had building stress of my own, after four weeks locked in chastity without being allowed to orgasm, I was becoming desperate. My balls hurt, my penis throbbed, and my mind swarmed with sexual fantasies constantly. With so much pent up sexual desire, I worried that there wasn’t anything that I wouldn’t do if propositioned.

It was those feelings that made me short on breath every time I saw Mr. Durant. They made my palms sweaty and my mouth moist. I could feel my heart racing when he looked at me. He had a predatory desire in his eyes, a burning lust to have me kneeling before him once again. The energy between us was palpable and it was becoming harder to ignore and resist.

On this Friday night it was particularly hard. Juliette was off with one of her boys, getting the dick that she now craved to satisfy her own needs, and I was working late to finish preparations for some clients visiting our office next week. As I worked, I could sense Mr. Durant pacing in his office behind me, I could feel his stress seeping through the windows. My legs were bouncing anxiously, my mind wandering, I found it hard to focus, hard to think about anything else.

I wanted to help him, I needed to help him.

It was my job after all.

I couldn’t take it any longer. I jumped up, feeling my butt plug poke me deep inside, and scurried into his office.

“Mr. Durant, I was just about to head out for the night, but before I do, is there anything you need? Anything that I can help you with?” I asked, my voice soft and welcoming.

My boss looked up at me from his laptop, anguish dripping from his face. He leaned back in his large brown leather chair, adjusting his perfectly tailored black suit. He looked like a king in his throne as he considered me. “Oh, Stephanie. It’s you,” he let out.

I hadn’t realized how engrossed he was in his work and suddenly felt bad for distracting him. But I was already here.

“Sorry to disturb you. I was just checking if you needed anything before I left.”

He looked me over, considering my offer. I could see his eyes surveying my body, tracing over my ass through my tight black pencil skirt, working up to my large fake breasts poking out through my pink blouse. After nearly a month of Juliette’s workout routine, my body was beginning to have much more feminine curves—I could tell that he appreciated it.

I twirled a strand of my auburn hair in my fingers, awaiting his answer while feeling my arousal quickly growing from the gaze of his hungry eyes.

Finally, he answered, “Sorry, yes. Would you mind fixing me a drink? I could use something stiff,” he breathed out, his voice deep and gravelly, making goosebumps spread over my lustful flesh.

I gulped anxiously as I walked past his desk, moving behind him to his bar. His eyes followed me with every step, I made sure to walk just as Juliette had taught me, with long powerful strides that made my ass pop. I was certain I heard him groan in approval as I passed him.

My hands were shaking as I poured him a glass of scotch. I knew it was silly to be nervous, but there was just something in the air, a thick heat that was enveloping me. I turned and set my hand on his back gently as I leaned down to offer him his drink.

“Mmm, thank you,” he moaned as he stared into my revealing cleavage.

My dick throbbed at his glances, my body feeling desired by his passionate sounds. Without thinking I began to rub his back, feeling the tension he was holding within.

“Is there anything else I can do to… help you?” I breathed out, my chest suddenly heaving for air.

Robert’s piercing eyes raised up from my chest, meeting my eyes with a dark, powerful stare. “Yes,” he growled.

Suddenly I found myself falling, being swept down by his large, muscular arms, and landing in his lap. I gasped as I stared into his smirking face. I could feel his breath, hot and heavy with a strong scent of scotch, our lips suddenly just inches apart. There was a magnetism between us, I could feel his passion surging through his arms as he held me, I could taste his arousal in the air as he teased me with his thick, juicy lips. But just as I thought something might happen between us, he turned me to face his desk.

Sitting in his lap I could feel his powerful legs beneath me, they were so firm, so strong. His hands adjusted me so that I was directly over his crotch, then he pointed towards his laptop.

“I have a big board meeting in an hour,” he explained. “I’ve been staring at these numbers for hours, but I just can’t figure out a way to spin them, to make them appear to be beneficial in a way that they won’t want to dig into our recent failures.”

I was taken aback by his sudden desire to talk business, but I decided to try to help how I could. Leaning forward, I looked at the tiny screen, trying to make sense of what I saw.

As I stared, I felt his hands return to my body, softly yet firmly grabbing my hips as if taking control over my body. I felt my penis straining against its cage longingly.

I want to be good for Juliette, but I’m not sure that I can resist. I’m just so horny, so desperate. I need to feel him. I need to make him happy, to relieve his tension.

My ass started grinding against his lap as I pretended to look at his screen. I could feel his grip grow tighter as he started thrusting his hips in response.

The heat between us was quickly building, as was the bulge in his slacks. I could feel his manhood growing beneath me, reaching out hungrily for me.

My eyes closed as a naughty moan slipped out of my parted lips. I longed to touch myself, to relieve my locked up dick, but it just wasn’t possible. I knew that there were other ways to feel pleasure, however. Ways that were suddenly well within my grasp.

Straightening my posture, I gazed into Robert’s hypnotic blue eyes. “I think I know just the thing that will help you see more clearly,” I whispered. I stood up and bit my lip, entranced by what I was about to do. “I’ll be right back.”


Chapter
Seven



My heart hammered inside my chest as I stepped away from Robert. I didn’t want to leave despite knowing that I would soon return, knowing that I would soon offer myself to him. But first I needed to prepare myself.

I winked at him as I slipped into his private bathroom, leaving him wanting more, just as his daughter had taught me. Inside, I quickly disrobed, leaving myself wearing nothing but my black bra and panties. My body quivered as I looked at myself in the mirror, my new feminine figure looking back at me. I couldn’t believe what I was about to do, what I wanted to do, but there was no denying my longing for it.

Just one final preparation.

I relaxed myself as I reached back and grabbed the base of my butt plug from beneath my thong. With a firm tug, I pulled it out, feeling a strange sense of emptiness inside of me, but also feeling finally prepared. Looking back in the mirror, I adjusted my bra and panties, fixed my flowing hair, and blew myself a kiss.

I was ready.

Back in his office, Robert was eagerly awaiting my return. His eyes widened at the sight of me, filling with primal desires, a look that made me feel more wanted than ever before.

I slowly sauntered back to him, taking my time while allowing my heels to echo loudly with each commanding step. Robert was rubbing his hands in anticipation, his gaze following me as I returned to him.

“I accidentally spilled a little water on myself,” I said bashfully. “I hope you don’t mind that I set out my clothes to dry.”

“Oh, what a shame,” Robert replied coyly, enjoying my game. “Why don’t you come back here so I can warm you up.”

“That sounds delightful,” I smiled.

His large hands reached out and helped me back onto his lap. I made sure to push my ass out towards him as I lowered myself down.

With my plug out I could now feel his cock even more vigorously through his pants. He shifted his lap around to make sure I felt it through my tiny thong.

“Do you feel better?” he asked softly, his finger slowly tracing down my spine. His touch made me quiver with desire, making me more ready than ever to surrender myself to him.

“Yes,” I breathed out.

The air between us grew heavy with lust. I could feel his hot breath against my ear, and the gentle whisper that sent my heart racing, “Let’s not play any games. Are you ready for me?"

"I-I am,” I stammered, relishing the thrill that coursed through my body.

Robert helped me up, his hands pushing and squeezing my ass as he did. He followed me up, coming to stand before me as his hands began to work on his belt.

There was a rustling of fabric as his pants fell to the floor. His boxers then followed suit. He grabbed his hard cock and pointed it at me as if offering it as a gift.

I wasn’t exactly sure what he wanted or expected, but I knew what I wanted. I climbed onto his thick leather chair, facing the tall back and presented myself to him.

“Very good,” he grunted behind me.

His hands were on me, fast and furiously. His fingers slipping into the top of my panties. He slid them along the hem, making me shudder with sensitivity, then he began to pull them down.

I could feel my thong slipping away, being pulled just below my ass, allowing my most intimate of holes to be exposed to my boss. A hand gripped my bare ass tightly as the other clawed at my back, claiming me as his own.

“I’ve been waiting for this for weeks,” he breathed out heavily. “I don’t like not having what I want.”

“You can have me now,” I replied delicately, my voice slightly trembling at the thought of what was about to happen. “If you want.” I squirmed in his large chair, wiggling my ass eagerly, telling him to come get some.

His cock head brushed against my bare flesh, moving up and down my crack, teasing me with my impending pleasure. I pushed my ass out further, begging for him to begin.

“Patience,” he said, teasing me again with his dick.

I shook my head. “No,” I whimpered. “Do it. Take me as yours.”

Robert chuckled then spit into his palm. He wiped it over his throbbing cock and then pushed down on my ass, moving me into position. There was a firm pressure against me, then he burst inside, penetrating me for the first time.

I gasped as my face hit the back cushion of the chair, forced forward from his impactful thrust. His hands consumed my hips, grasping them possessively as he pulled me back against his manhood.

I felt him pull back then thrust forward sharply. Neither Juliette’s training nor the butt plugs had trained me enough for the feeling of a real man. I could feel him stretching me further, giving me a sense of fullness that I had never felt before.

Another firm thrust took my breath away, my mouth slack and gaping as my fingers dug into the chair.

Robert left himself inside me, running his strong hand down my back as he whispered. “Does that feel good, Stephanie? Do you like having my cock deep inside of you?”

“Yes!” I cried, lusting for more.

His fingers ran back down my back, returning to my hips, grabbing them tightly as he pulled back, ready to resume his pounding.

I can’t believe I’m actually doing this! I can’t believe that I want this so much or how good it feels. I feel so alive!

Robert’s next thrusts were even harder, driving himself deeper inside of me. There was a tinge of pain, but a much larger surge of exhilaration that made me want more.

He continued his work, slowly shoving himself further inside of me, marking his claim on my true feminine virginity. With each push a fresh wave of pleasure stormed through me, crashing into my ocean of desire.

"Goddamn, you're tight," Robert groaned, the veins of his cock straining as he pounded me rhythmically. “I can fix that.”

A moan burst out from within me, leaving me breathless as Robert rammed his cock with more force than I could handle. He was so much stronger, so much more able and experienced than his daughter had been.

He continued his pounding as I cried out in pleasure, raw sensations churning through me. I could feel his penis growing, throbbing inside of me. Feeling the real cock react to using my hole filled me with bliss, making me feel like I was a real woman, that I could pleasure men just as women did.

Another furious pounding of his dick sent my back arching, my teeth gritted tightly as I braced for the inferno that was Robert’s fucking.

“Relax,” he groan. “I’ll be done with you soon.”

I shook my head, rejecting his statement. I wasn’t ready for him to finish. Not yet.

Robert grabbed my chest, feeling my breasts, squeezing them tightly as he pulled me back against him. His breath was heavy in my ear, filling me with the sounds of his lust and pleasure, letting me know how good I felt to him.

“You don’t get a say, girl,” he groaned. “You’re just my little fuck toy to use and discard as I please. Don’t worry, you will soon learn your place.”

His words made my penis tremble. I knew he was right, I was his to use as he pleased.

“Yes,” I admitted. “Make me yours.”

My heart fluttered as his hands slid down, returning to my hips and pulling me back vigorously. With each forceful surge of Robert's hips, my vision fogged over, losing focus as the carnal pleasure tightened around my senses.

Sweat was dripping down my body, my knees were getting weak, the feelings overwhelming. I could feel Robert getting close, his head was growing, his veins bulging. To my surprise, I felt close, too.

Robert plunged deeper, slapping his flesh against mine as he filled me completely. I wanted to cry out, to tell him to stop, that it was becoming too much. But I couldn’t.

I still wanted it.

I still needed it.

His dick started pulsing harder, swelling up as it commanded my insides. I felt his hot breath sweep across my back as he cried out, “FUCK!”

Deep inside I felt his cock rumble, it surged forward as it burst. Over and over I felt it pumping, filling me with his seed while he groaned boastfully.

“Fuck, yeah. You’ve done well, girl,” he let out between heavy breaths.

As he emptied himself inside me and called me a girl, more feelings swelled up within me. My penis was pushing hard against the chastity cage, pulsing and surging with arousal. I could feel it building up, weeks of pent up energy focusing itself inside.

“You’re a very good girl. I’ll definitely be using you again,” Robert grunted as he pulled himself out and slapped my ass.

It was more than I could take. My dick throbbed and swelled, then exploded with euphoria. I gasped at the surprise orgasm, my legs trembling as my climax peaked.

Behind me, Robert began putting his pants on, oblivious to my pleasure. As my penis began to stop, I felt a huge weight off my back, making me as light as a feather. But as the ecstasy began to drift away and reality returned, I once again felt heavy, this time with exhaustion.

I turned to look at Robert who was now fully dressed. I had a smile plastered across my face, delight oozing out of every pore. Robert, on the other hand, had a look of annoyance.

“You should probably go clean yourself up and see yourself out,” he said curtly, nodding towards the door to his office.

I felt a pang of hurt from his dismissal, but I didn’t mind. I had satisfied not only him, but myself, physically and mentally.

I did it. I actually did it.

I turned to leave, closing my eyes for a moment and taking a deep breath to embrace the moment.

The moment I had finally proven myself a woman.

The moment I discovered the only way that I would want to feel pleasure ever again.


Chapter
Eight



“You did what?” Juliette exclaimed. Her fists were clenched tightly, her eyes bulging with rage. “I didn’t say that you were ready for that!”

My cheeks began to heat up from her harsh tone, but I tried to keep myself composed and under control. “You didn’t need to. I felt ready and your father needed my help. He was too stressed and needed to relax for his board meeting that night.”

Juliette’s face scrunched up as she took in my words. “Board meeting? On a Friday night? They would never meet then. He told mother that he was out having drinks with a client.”

Suddenly my cheeks ignited with heat. Had I been lied to?

“But he told me…” I began, my voice drifting off as I accept the reality.

Juliette scoffed. “Yeah, he says a lot of things. He lied to a lot of people in order to seduce you that night,” she explained. “But on the plus side, he did come home happier than he has been in a long time. He told us that he finally sealed the deal with a client he had been working on for weeks. I guess he meant you.”

“I guess so,” I replied coyly, feeling flustered. An awkward silence began to build between us, neither of us knowing what else to say before I broke the ice again. “So now what?” I asked.

Juliette laughed out loud. “Now what? You mean fucking my dad wasn’t enough for you?”

I lowered my head, staring at my shiny black heels bashfully. “No, well, yes. I don’t know,” I stammered. “I just mean what’s next for my training? What are you going to teach me next?”

“I don’t think there’s much left to teach you, Steph. From here on out you need to learn for yourself. Get some real world experience as my Daddy would say.”

Real world experience. That does sound pretty sexy.

“What about us? Can we still… have fun together?” I asked, praying that she would say yes.

She stared away, considering my question for a moment before shrugging. “I suppose it was fun playing with you. I might be down to give you another good fucking some time if I’m in the mood.”

My dick strained at the thought of her wielding her meaty strap on dildo again as she took me from behind.

“I’d like that very much,” I grinned. I still had one more burning question left that I felt awkward to ask, but I needed an answer. “Will you still hold on to my keys or have I earned the right to have them finally?”

A wicked smirk spread across her face, telling me that as usual she was up to no good. “Sadly no, now that your training is complete your keys will be going to your boss, my Daddy.”

My dick throbbed harder, filling every little bit of its cage and pressing firmly against it, clearly appreciating the news. “R-really?” I choked out.

Juliette nodded. “That’s right. The fate of little penis is in his hands now. You’re all his.”

I gulped at the news, my body shivering with excitement.

Suddenly, I couldn’t wait to get back to work, to devote myself to the man who now held my keys.
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