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Part 1

Feminized






Chapter 1
Coming Clean
I could feel the tension building as I sat at the dining table, staring across from me at my girlfriend Maya. Maya hadn’t been herself lately. At least not since she returned home from work yesterday. She had been distant and aloof, continually ignoring me and dismissing my attempts to talk to her.
When she did answer me, she would tell me that everything was fine, but I knew better than to believe her because this wasn’t the first time she has acted this way. This was how she acted the last time she broke up with me.
She must be trying to think of what to say to finally end things between us for good.
I thought back to the last time she broke up with me. She told me that I wasn’t what she was looking for in a partner. I tried to find out what it was that I was lacking or that she need from me, but she refused to tell me. Instead she told me that I wouldn’t understand.
Maya, on the other hand, was everything I was looking for. She was gorgeous, smart, and for some reason, she seemed to love me. While we were separated, I thought about her constantly. I tried dating other women, but they could never compare to my Maya. So when she reached out to me several months later and asked for second chance, I eagerly jumped at the opportunity to reconnect.
Soon, it was as if we had never broken up. Our relationship picked up right where it had left off and we moved in together for the first time. I couldn’t be happier and I thought Maya was happy, too. But after the last 12 hours of her awkward silence, I was starting to doubt the state of our relationship. 
Now as I looked at her, her head was down, staring at her bowl of oatmeal as she stabbed at it with her spoon, not eating. Even in her sadness, she was beautiful. Her perfect porcelain skin, her flowing blonde hair, her perky breasts that I loved to ravage at every opportunity; she was beauty personified. 
Her head slowly raised. I briefly caught a glimpse of her eyes before she quickly hid her face again, avoiding me. That was my limit. 
If she wants to breakup with me again, then she just needs get it over with.
“What’s wrong, Maya?” I asked.
“Huh? Nothing,” she mumbled, still staring at her oatmeal.
I let out a long sigh. “Come on, I know you better than that. You were weird all night and you haven’t touched your breakfast this morning. Something is clearly wrong,” I said.
She raised her head again, this time keeping her eyes locked on mine. Her lip was quivering and it almost looked like she was about to cry.
“I-I don’t know how to say it,” she let out.
“Fine, Maya. I’ll say it for you. You’re breaking up with me again. That’s it, right? Just admit it.”
Panic flashed in here eyes. “What? No!” she exclaimed. Then her shoulders slumped as she said, “Well… Maybe.”
“Maybe? How can you maybe be breaking up with me?” I scoffed.
“It’s… complicated.”
I waited several moments for her to continue, but she was staring off into the distance.
“What’s complicated?” I asked to prod her along.
“Jack… I need to admit something to you,” she said hesitantly. “It’s been something that I’ve been battling for a long time. Something that I think I’m finally ready to admit to myself. And to the world.”
“Alright…” I said nervously.
She took a deep break and then exhaled as she said, “Jack, I’m a lesbian.”
That is NOT what I expected to hear.
My body froze for a moment while I considered what she had said. “You’re a lesbian? Don’t you mean that you’re bisexual? I mean, we’ve been together for over a year and you were with other men before me,” I replied.
“No, Jack. To be honest, while I love you… sexually you’ve just never done a lot for me. No man has,” she said. “Every day my eyes and mind keep drifting towards every woman I see. I admire them, I fantasize about them, I… I want to be with them.”
Hearing her words felt like a punch to my stomach. 
She doesn’t like having sex with me…
I lowered my head so she couldn’t see the pain in my eyes. “Oh, I see. So then I guess we are breaking up,” I said.
“I don’t want to,” she said. “I really do love you. You’re an amazing, supportive, caring partner. You would be everything I could ever want… if you were a woman.”
I laughed at the idea. “Well, I guess I can’t do anything about that. I would have been willing to do anything to keep you if it were in my power, but if you’re not sexually attracted to men then I guess you just need to find yourself a girlfriend.”
Silence hung between us for a long moment as neither of us looked at the other or said a word. Then Maya said, “Maybe that’s not true, Jack.”
I looked up at her, confused. “What do you mean?”
“You said that you would be willing to try anything, right?” she asked.
“Well, yeah. I guess,” I replied apprehensively.
“Would you consider becoming a girl for me?"
I cocked my head to the side as I stared at her in disbelief. “You mean like get fake breasts and have a sex change operation? Maya, I love you, but that’s asking a lot!”
“Not all that. At least not yet. For now you could just let me dress you up, apply some make up, and paint your nails. Just make you look more feminine.”
I don’t know why, but my dick was starting to get hard at the thought of her idea. I guess in a weird way her dressing me up sounded rather intimate. 
“But even if you made me look like a girl, I would still have a dick,” I said. “Wouldn’t that be an issue for you?”
“Actually, I may have a solution for that as well,” she said with a smirk.




Chapter 2
The Plan
My stomach churned at the thought of what Maya’s solution for me having a dick might be. “I don’t like the sound of that,” I said as I gave Maya a look of concern.
She chuckled and said, “It’s nothing drastic. You would just be… hiding it.”
I still couldn’t fathom what she meant and was growing more concerned with where this conversation was going. “How would someone possibly hide their penis?” I asked.
“I can show you if you’re interested,” she said.
To be honest, I didn’t know how to feel. But it was either go along with her weird idea or break up with her. Both options sounded bad, but going along with her plan was the least drastic for now so I decided to learn more about how she intended for me to hide my dick.
I shrugged as I said, “Sure, show me.”
“Ok, come with me.” Maya got up from her seat and started walking to the bedroom. I got up and followed her nervously. In the bedroom she opened her closet and pulled out a small cardboard box which she set on the bed. As she put her hands on the top of the box and looked at me I felt my anxiety peaking.
“I’ve been thinking about this conversation for a few weeks. I didn’t know how to tell you about my secret because I was afraid to lose you. I came up with this crazy plan as a last resort and bought some supplies just in case you were interested. I don’t blame you if you’re not, or if you think I’m crazy for proposing it… but it was the only thing that gave me any hope to be able to stay with you.”
She had a deep look of sadness in her eyes and I found myself feeling the same way. Hearing that she had been struggling with her issues and identity for so long made my heart ache for her. 
I gave her a smile and said, “Well, it can’t hurt to hear your idea so why don’t you tell me what it is.”
She returned my smile and exhaled a deep breath before opening the box. I tried to resist peeking inside so I didn’t ruin her big reveal.
“This is called a chastity cage,” she said as she pulled out a small plastic tube and ring. She extended it towards me and I took it. “Men put these over their penises and lock them on so they can’t touch or use them sexually. It’s a way of being abstinent.”
I looked at the device in my hand. “So you want me to lock my dick up in this plastic cage so I can’t use it?”
“Well, yeah. Pretty much,” she said apprehensively. “Over time you would wear smaller cages until it was like you barely had a penis at all.”
“What if I was horny and wanted to have sex or jerk off?”
She bit her lip and gave me a wink as she said, “I know of other ways to pleasure you. Don’t worry about that.”
I was at a loss for words. On one hand, I truly did love Maya and after losing her once, I never wanted to lose her again. But on the other hand, pretending I was a girl and locking up my dick in a cage just to be with her seemed like an extreme sacrifice that I wasn’t sure I could make.
I continued to inspect the cage in my hand as I thought about my predicament.
“Why don’t you just give it a try? Put it on to see how it fits,” Maya said.
If nothing else, it would at least buy me more time to think so I agreed. “Alright, sure. I’ll try it.”
I pulled down my pants and boxers and sat down on the edge of our bed as I tried to figure out how to put the cage on. Eventually I figured it out that I needed to put the ring around my balls and the cage over my dick then connect the pieces and lock them together. 
As I stared down at my dick locked in a hard plastic sheath, Maya crept up and took the keys from my hand.
“And now that I have your keys, you no longer have a dick. Just like that. Your first step towards becoming a woman. How does it feel?” she said as she dangled the keys from her fingers.
“I still don’t know how I feel about any of this,” I said. I reached down and touched the cage. It looked like a penis, but when I touched it, my actual penis had no sensation. It was surreal. “Asking a man to become a woman for you is a huge request. I’m not sure I can live with out my dick.
She cocked her head and gave me a curious look. “Lots of men abstain for sex on purpose, it’s not impossible.”
“I know, but the thought of not being able to touch my dick or use it… I’m not sure I could commit to that.”
“I found the wedding ring you bought for me. You were willing to commit to me so why can’t you commit to this for me? I thought you loved me and would do anything for me.”
I felt a surge of panic swarm me.
She found the ring I bought for her. At least she wasn’t scared away by finding it.
“Y-you found the ring?” I squeaked out. “I do love you and I don’t want to lose you, but can we just try this without the cage?”
Her face quickly softened and she set her hand on my cheek. “I love you, too, and I don’t want to lose you either. But in order for us to stay together, we’re both going to need to make compromises. This cage is very much a needed component to help turn you into a woman which I need you to do for me. It’s non-negotiable.”
Maybe this cage won’t be too bad. But how far does she want me to go with becoming a girl for her?
I gulped as I asked, “What else would I need to do?”
“I’m glad you asked,” she said. She ran her hand up my leg as she said, “First you will start shaving your legs and body so that you become as soft and smooth as a woman.”
Next, she grabbed my boxers that were still down around my ankles and dropped them as if they were disgusting. “Then you will start wearing only women’s panties. Sexy little lacy panties in bright girly colors.”
Her arms raised up and she grabbed my chest with both hands. “Next, you will start wearing bras. We will get you sexy ones to match your panties.”
She ran her hands up to my shoulders and picked up my shirt with her fingers then dropped it. “We will also get you a new wardrobe filled with cute and sexy outfits for you to wear for me.”
Her hands continued upward until they reached my head. With one hand she pet my hair and with the other she traced my lips with her finger. “Finally, you will grow your hair out nice and long while I train you to do your makeup so that you can look extra feminine.”
I felt entranced by her words and again found myself speechless. “That… that sounds like a lot of work,” I eventually muttered out.
“It’s nothing us women don’t have to do every day. You will get used to it,” she said.
She makes a good point. But why would I do that? I’m a man. Why would I want to become a woman?
My body was swirling with confusion. My head was telling me to run while my dick was trying to get hard in its new chastity cage, clearly intrigued by the idea.
Would it be so bad to just try it? There’s no harm in shaving my legs for my girlfriend if she wants it.
Maya continued to play with my hair as I thought. I could hear her jingling the keys to my chastity cage with her other hand and it was starting to drive me crazy. There was just something about her having control over my dick that was so hot.
“Alright, I’ll try it,” I finally said, agreeing to let her feminize me. “But I can’t make you any promises.”
“I don’t need your promises,” she said as she dangled the keys in front of me again. “I have all I need right here.”
She quickly wrapped her fist around the keys and gave me a devilish smile.




Chapter 3
Shaved
She grabbed my hand and eagerly pulled me into the bathroom, wanting to start my transformation right away. I was still leery of her plans, but I also was curious how they would end. On the plus side, I had always had a thing for lesbian porn so if I got to pretend to be a lesbian and fool around with her, that could be like living out a fantasy.
“You look ridiculous wearing only a shirt,” she said as we entered the bathroom. I let her pull my shirt off, leaving me naked.
“This is a little unfair, don’t you think?” I asked, plucking at her shirt.
Her face lit up in a smile. “I suppose you’re right,” she said as she pulled off her own shirt. Her breasts bounced as the tight fitting shirt pulled over them, revealing her white lacy pushup bra.
I took a moment to admire her perky breaks and then looked down to see that she still had her black leggings on. I pointed at them and said, “Still not fair.”
Her thumbs tucked into the sides of her leggings as she slowly pulled them down over her hips, revealing her purple lace thong. She continued pulling them down to her ankles and then kicked them off into the bedroom.
“Happy now?” she asked sarcastically.
I stared at her perfect body from head to toe, feeling my dick trying to get hard within its chastity cage. “Very,” I said.
“Good, now let’s get started. Go sit down in the shower,” she ordered.
I was starting to notice her becoming bossier even though I thought I was being nice by trying out her plan. I walked into the shower and sat down on the bench; she followed me in. “Give me your leg,” she said.
My hands gripped the edge of the shower bench for balance as I raised my leg up towards her. She grabbed it and tucked it under her arm to hold it up.
She then grabbed her shaving cream and squirted some on my shin and spread it around. It felt cool on my legs as she rubbed it in softly, with long tender strokes up and down my leg. She traded the shaving cream for her razor and then looked at me with a smile, letting me know she was about to start.
I can’t believe I’m letting her shave my legs. This is going to feel so weird.
The razor touched down on my shin and she gently ran the blade down to my ankle, my leg still being held up in her arm. She continued removing the hair from my lower leg, applying more cream as needed and stroking the razor down my leg to get a nice, clean shave. As she swiped the hair off my leg, the now bare and exposed leg felt cold in the crisp air.
No wonder women are cold all the time.
When she finished with that area, she stepped closer, letting my leg slip through her arm so that she was now holding my knee. She slathered the shaving cream on my inner thigh, all the way up to my balls. Her hands massaged my leg with long, broad strokes making this experience surprisingly sensual.
I never thought I would be so aroused by my girlfriend shaving my legs.
The razor took long strides down my thigh, clearing away the shaving cream and hair from my leg until it was gone. I looked down at my hairless leg in disbelief then touched it to see how it felt. It was oddly sensitive and strangely smooth.
I can’t believe this is my leg; it looks like it should belong to a woman.
She set my leg down and asked for my other one. I surrendered my other leg to her and she grabbed it before starting to shave it as well. When she was done, she set that leg down, too.
“Almost, done,” she said as she knelt down in front of me. She sprayed more shaving cream in to her hand and then grabbed my balls, spreading it all over them.
I grimaced at the cold touch on my balls and the idea that the touch of a blade was about to follow. I closed my eyes and felt the sharp razor scrape against my ball sack. She was gentle with the razor, just as she had been with my legs, and soon I felt her hand cup my hairless balls. The feeling of her wet hands sent shivers through my body.
She shaved the surrounding area until all of my genitals where clean of hair. It looked foreign and my body suddenly looks so pale and feminine.
“Rinse off and meet me in the bedroom,” she said.
I did as she instructed and met her back at our bed. She was sitting on her side, next to the box she had pulled out earlier. I looked around for the pants and underwear that I had been wearing, but they seemed to be gone.
Maya reached into her box and pulled out a small piece of clothing and tossed it to me. I caught it and held it up to see that it was small white thong.
“You want me to wear this?” I asked.
“Of course, that was step two. Remember?” she answered.
I shrugged and lowered the thong down so I could step into it. I pulled it up and felt the soft thong slide into my butt crack. I tucked my cage down towards my legs to fit it under the thong comfortably.
“Now this,” she said as she tossed me another garment. This time it was a bra.
I put my arms through the straps and pulled it against my chest as I reached around and hooked the latches. The white lace bra fit well. It had underwire which pushed up my chest just enough to give me the inclining of having breasts.
“Looking good,” she said with a grin. “I never realized how feminine your body was under all that hair.”
I blushed at her comment.
She suddenly approached me with hungry eyes. Her hands grabbed my waist as they pulled me close to her before suddenly diverging. One hand went south and grabbed my ass tightly while the other went north to grab the back of my head and pull it towards hers, until our lips locked together.
She spun me around and pushed me down to the bed. As she climbed on top of me, I could feel her smooth legs against mine, creating a sensual feeling I had never experienced before. She ran her hands up and down my thighs causing my dick to start throbbing as it pressed against its cage.
“Don’t your shaved legs feel nice?” she whispered.
“Yeah, they do,” I said. I closed my eyes as her hands floated closer towards my caged dick.
She held her body over mine as she bit her lip. “Just seeing you like this is making me wet. I love the feeling of your feminine legs against mine.”
“Me, too.”
She lowered her mouth to my ear and whispered, “I want you to fuck me.”




Chapter 4
Turned On
I was starting to feel excited for our new relationship. Just shaving my legs and wearing a bra and panties seemed to be enough to satisfy and turn on Maya enough to want sex.
I was watching her excitedly as she dug through her bedside drawer, presumably to find the keys to my chastity cage. She said she wanted me to fuck her, so she would need to let me out of this cage so I could.
The drawer closed and she stood up holding several items. However, none of them appeared to be a key. Instead, she held some straps and a large dildo shaped like a dick.
“What are those for?” I asked hesitantly.
She held them out to me and said, “This is how us women fuck each other.”
“Uhh, but I have an actual dick. I can just use that,” I said, confused by her statement.
She reached down and grabbed my cage and rubbed the tip through the hole. “No, you no longer have a dick. You just have this little a sissy clit.”
I let out a nervous laugh. “But wouldn’t you rather feel the real thing instead of a fake version?”
She appeared to be getting annoyed by my line of questioning. “If I wanted the real thing then I wouldn’t be asking you to become a woman for me, would I? If you’re not up for it though, then maybe this whole thing was a bad idea.”
Was this how it was always going to be? Would I really never get to take my dick out of this cage to have actual sex with her? I loved her, but I wasn't sure I could make that sacrifice.
For now though, I felt like it was safe to keep exploring her ideas. I always enjoyed pleasuring her and if I had to use a toy instead of my own dick, then so be it.
“No, no. I’ll try it,” I finally said. I took the straps from her and climbed off the bed so I could put them on. I stepped through the harness and pulled it up to my hips then attached the dildo. The fake dick was directly on top of my caged, real dick. I took it in my hand and it felt strange to see and touch a dick, but not feel anything.
Having such a large dick hang from my crotch was also a different sensation. The dildo was large, a couple inches longer than my own dick and definitely thicker.
Maya got on all fours in front of me and put her mouth around the dildo as her eyes locked onto mine. She took the dildo deep into her mouth and throat. I could hear her slobbering on it as she pulled her mouth back then pushed it back over the dildo.
My dick was starting to go crazy.
She should be sucking my dick, not this dildo! This is ridiculous. She clearly likes dick if she's sucking this thing.
“I thought you weren’t interested in dick?” I asked pointedly.
She pulled her mouth off and said, “I just needed to lubricate it a little bit. It should be ready now.”
She turned around in the bed until her ass was pointed towards me then lowered herself onto her elbows. I watched as she moved one hand to her pussy and started rubbing it.
“Come on and fuck me already!” she exclaimed.
I stepped forward and she reached between her legs, grabbing the tip of the dildo and leading it towards her pussy. Another step forward and it was inside her. She moaned as the much larger fake cock entered her and then pushed her hips back, letting it slide further in.
I slowly pushed forward myself. Part of me felt like I could feel the sensation of her pussy on my dick while at the same time, I felt nothing at all. It was surreal.
I pulled my hips back and thrust it in faster and continued as my thrusts grew more intense. She gasped as I pounded her, clearly not used to having such a large cock inside of her. With each push I hoped that I would feel something, some inkling of pleasure, but I never did.
Loud moans began to escape her, moans that I had never heard come out of her before. I watched as her tight ass bounced back on the dildo, her wet pussy swallowing it. My dick felt like it might break out of its cage, pressing as hard as it could to get erect as it longed to be inside of her.
Soon she let out a deafening moan as her hands gripped the bedding tight. When she stopped moving, I pulled the dildo out of her and sat down on the bed next to her. Mixed emotions battled inside of me; while I was happy to have pleasured her, doing so with out any feeling or pleasure of my own was strange and almost unrewarding. Normally I would at least get to use my fingers or tongue, but this time I used nothing but the dildo.
“Oh my gosh. That was amazing,” she said between heavy breaths. “You fuck so much better as a girl than you did as a guy.”
I knew her words were meant to be a compliment, but couldn’t help but feel humiliated by them.
My cock wasn’t good enough for her. Maybe she just needed something more. Something bigger.
“I’m glad you liked it,” I said awkwardly as I tried to fake a smile.
She sat up and moved to sit beside me on the edge of the bed. Her hand reached down and grabbed the dildo, unhooking it from my harness. “You’re probably a little sad that you didn't get to taste me, aren’t you?”
“Kind of,” I mumbled.
She held the dildo up towards my mouth. “Why don’t you suck my juices off of this? I think you’ll like that.”
I moved my head back in shock and repulsion. “Why would I suck a cock?” I exclaimed.
“Because you're a woman now and women suck cock,” she said flatly.
“But I thought we were lesbians. Lesbians don’t suck cock,” I retorted, pleased with my quick comeback.
“You’re still a woman. More importantly you’re my woman and I think you need to learn to suck cock,” she said, her tone growing firmer.
I sighed.
Well, it’s just a dildo and it is covered in her pussy juices so why not.
“Alright, fine. I’ll do it,” I said as I closed my eyes and opened my mouth.




Chapter 5
Learning to Suck
The tip of the dildo brushed against my lips as Maya pushed it into my mouth. I felt my mouth quickly fill up with the fake cock, forcing my mouth to open wider to accept it. I could taste Maya’s pussy on my tongue as it continued in.
I gagged when the dildo hit the back of my throat and my eyes opened in alarm.
“A little too far,” Maya said. “But we’ll work on that.”
My eyebrows furrowed at her words as she pulled the dildo back. I opened my mouth as wide as I could, allowing it to move freely while hoping to avoid doing any actual sucking.
She pushed it in again and quickly caught on to my plan. Her free hand pushed my jaw up so that my mouth was tight around the dildo. She nodded her approval and continued pushing and pulling the dildo in and out of my mouth.
I was glad to at least be tasting her pussy on the dildo now that my mouth was flush around it, but I her taste was quickly disappearing.
“That’s a good start, but we need to make it more realistic. Get down on your knees,” she said. She pointed to the floor in front of her and gave me a look telling me that she was serious.
I begrudgingly lowered myself down from the bed and onto my knees. She placed the dildo right over her pussy, where it would be if she was a man.
“Do I really need to do this?” I asked.
“If you want to be my girlfriend then you can’t just look like a girl, I need you to know how it feels to be a girl,” she said with a grin. She rubbed my cheek lovingly as she continued, “Do it for me, baby.”
If I want to stay with her, I need to do this. I guess it wasn’t that bad. I can do this a little longer.
I closed my eyes again and lowered my mouth down on the dildo, letting it slide back into my mouth.
“Grab it with your hand. When you suck cock you need a firm grip on it. You’re in control of that cock and whether or not it cums,” she said.
I opened my eyes and looked up at her as my hand wrapped around the base of the dildo.
“Good, now make sure to use your tongue. It’s not enough to just use your lips, you need to lick it as you pull your head back.”
I did as I was told. I could feel the protruding veins of the dildo on the top of my tongue as my mouth licked it.
“Relax your jaw, you don’t want to risk your teeth scraping the dick. Men don’t like that. And use lots of saliva. Let it flood your mouth.”
I tried to conjure up some spit and quickly found myself drooling as I continued to suck. I started slurping up the excess spit as it tried to leak out of my mouth. My breath was getting labored as I sucked.
This is a lot of work!
“Take a break and pull it out of your mouth,” she said. I did as I was told and looked at her. “Good, now just lick the shaft while you catch your breath.”
I ran my tongue down the dildo all the way to the base and then back up. As I felt the bump of the head touch my tongue, I couldn’t resist putting it back in my mouth and swallowing it deep in my throat.
Maya’s hand grabbed the back of my head and pushed it down. I gagged and choked on the dildo deep inside of me.
“Men love watching you gag. I think it makes them feel big and powerful, even if they have small dicks like you.”
I heard her insult, but couldn’t focus on it. She let go of my head and I started sucking again. I was starting to fall into a good rhythm. As I continued, a moan escaped my throat and I was ashamed, but not enough to want to stop.
“Now for the finisher. Focus on just the head,” she said. I lifted my head so that the dildo only had the tip in. “Suck and lick the head as you start stroking the shaft.”
I started running my hand up and down the shaft, as if I was jerking it off while I sucked the head like Maya instructed me.
“This is when you would feel his cock start pulsing. The head would plump up and the veins would bulge even more as you felt them move. Once this happens you take the cock deep in your mouth again.”
I swallowed the cock deep as instructed, looking up at her for approval.
“Boom! The cock explodes in your mouth, filling you up with cum,” she exclaimed. “Congratulations, babe. You just gave your first blow job.”
I removed the dildo from my mouth and wiped the excess drool from my chin as I stood up. “Uhh, thanks. I guess,” I said.
She smirked as she said, “Now that you’ve given oral to both cocks and pussies, which do you prefer?”
I thought about both. I always loved pleasuring her and eating her out, but there was something primal and exhilarating about sucking the dildo. I couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel sucking the real thing.
“I would definitely rather eat out a pussy,” I lied.
She glared at me as if trying to figure out if I was lying or not and then she giggled. “I guess that means you’re a lesbian, too!”
I laughed loudly at her unexpected answer and sat down next to her. I had almost forgotten that were both still wearing just our bras and panties. As I looked down I sudden realized how much my dick was trying to get erect in its cage. There was a little bulge in my thong.
Maya’s eyes followed my gaze to my bulge. “Don’t worry, we will tame that in due time.”
Hearing that was still concerning, but for now I still felt good about exploring her plans further. If nothing else, her plans were making for some unique and new experiences that seemed harmless. Plus, I was curious what she would want me to do next.
“So what now?” I asked.
She smiled and said, “Now we get you a new wardrobe.”




Part 2

Dressed Up






Chapter 1
Shopping
I could feel my thong riding up my ass crack, my bra straps digging into my shoulders, my dick pressing against its chastity cage, and my heart racing in exhilaration. My girlfriend Maya and I had just arrived at a clothing store where we were going to take the next step in her plan to transform me into her girlfriend.
We had already completed several steps in her plan which consisted of her convincing me to shave my legs and wear bras and panties. Then she made me give a blow job to her dildo. which I did against my wishes. Though to be honest, as she instructed me on how to give a blow job, new feelings and urges unearthed inside of me. Feelings that I could have never imagined having.
Now she was telling me that to be a her girlfriend, I had to dress like a woman. She told me that when I was home, I needed to wear all women’s clothing. When I was out in public, I could still wear my old men’s clothing, however I needed to wear my chastity cage, panties, and a bra at all times. This was as much of a compromise as she would give.
I was a little hesitant because I felt self conscious wearing a bra and panties in public. What if someone saw what I was wearing? What would they think? Nonetheless, I was going along with it and the rest of her plan because she was the love of my life.
Part of me wondered if there would be a part of her plan which would cause me to refuse to go any further. But without knowing what her full plan was, it was hard to imagine. Plus, I had already gone beyond my expected limits by letting her teach me how to suck a cock. I was no longer sure what I would do in any given moment.
I really wasn't sure what to expect here at the store. The entire drive over I couldn’t help but wonder what kind of clothes she want me to wear. The thought of wearing a little skirt or tight leggings was becoming more appealing and arousing the more I thought of it.
Maya took my hand and eagerly led me towards the women's side of the store. I could feel her excitement coursing through her hand’s tight squeeze. When we made it to the women’s section, she quickly began pulling clothes off the racks and tossing them in my arms.
"There's so much I want you to try on! This is too exciting!" she exclaimed as she hurried around the displays and mannequins. She held a dress up in front of me to see how it would look and I felt a rush of embarrassment. She gasped as she said, “I think this would look great on you.”
I pushed the dress down out of sight as I tossed daggers at her with my eyes. “Be quiet! People might hear you!” I hissed.
Maya rolled her eyes at me and began talking louder, “Who cares if these random people overhear that we are buying you a dress? They don't know anything about us or our lifestyles so who are they to judge?”
Her words rang true to me and my initial surge of embarrassment cooled off. I was quickly feeling more at ease even though I couldn't help but feel like everyone’s eyes were still on me.
She handed me the dress to hold along with all the other clothes and said, “That’s enough to start with. Let’s go try these on.” She started towards the dressing rooms and I followed her nervously.
She’s going to make me dress like this in public?
When we reached the dressing rooms the attendant looked at both of us and asked if we wanted to go in together. Maya told her yes and she led us into a large changing room that we could both fit inside. I hung what I could on hooks and set the rest down on the bench.
“What are you waiting for? Get undressed!” Maya ordered me.
I anxiously undressed down to just my white bra and thong. I felt a draft send goosebumps across my hairless body. Even though were were contained in our dressing room, I found myself feeling extremely exposed.
“Try the dress on first,” she said.
I took the dress off the hanger and bunched it up so I could pull it over my head. It had spaghetti straps and was tight around the waist and then flowed down to my mid-thigh. It had a floral pattern with lots of little red and pink flowers which made it look very girly.
“What do you think?” Maya asked.
I stared at myself in the mirror and wasn’t sure how to feel. It was very airy and cool to wear and it felt nice when the dress brushed against my hairless legs. “I guess it’s alright,” I said with a shrug.
“I think it makes you look super cute,” she said excitedly. “We’re definitely getting that. Set it aside and let’s try something else on.”
Hearing that she thought I was cute wearing the dress gave me a sense of hope. At the end of the day, it was just clothes so if my girlfriend liked how I looked in it, then it was worth wearing. I took it off and hung it back up.
Maya picked through the assortment of clothes and put together an outfit consisting of a short skirt and top for me to try on next. I put the outfit on and felt both naughty and silly. The skirt was black and pleated, going just a few inches below my crotch. The t-shirt was white and even shorter. Even with the skirt hiked up to my waist, the skirt didn’t cover the rest of my torso, leaving some mid-drift to be seen.
“You look like a naughty school girl! That’s super hot. That’s another keeper,” Maya said as she started picking out the next outfit for me to wear.
I continued to try on more outfits as we slowly filtered out what she liked and disliked. Occasionally, I would give feedback if I didn’t like an outfit or if I found it uncomfortable. I could tell she appreciated my honest feedback which was a relief.
After a few more trips back and forth from the women’s department and dressing room, she was eventually satisfied with my new wardrobe and moved on to the next department, lingerie.
Seeing the shelves of sexy panties, the walls covered in lacy lingerie, and the mannequins wearing busty bras filled me with awe. I stared at all the different assortments and couldn’t help but wonder how they would feel to wear and what they would look like on me.
“We need to get you a variety of panties and some new bras. And you need enough so you can wear them everyday,” she said, snapping me out of my reverie.
She started digging through the various displays of panties, grabbing different colors and styles as she commented on how sexy they would look on me. While she browsed, I became more aware of the thong I was wearing and I realized how much I enjoyed how it felt to wear. That realization made me more excited about each pair she picked out for me.
The more we looked at, the more overwhelmed I felt with all of the options. I was glad that Maya seemed to have a plan and know what she wanted to get for me. Once she had gone around the displays a couple of times, she turned to me to see what she had picked out so far. She filtered through the collection and seemed satisfied.
She then turned towards the bra section and began her same process, handing me everything that peaked her interest at first and then filtering through them after. She picked out several bras that she thought would match well with some of the panties that she had already picked out, as well as bras in different styles. Some had cups and underwire while others where simple lace bras without any.
When she had everything she wanted she squeezed my shoulders. “I can’t wait to get home so I can dress you up. You’re going to be like my little doll. Just thinking about you in that cute little dress is getting me all worked up,” she said as she gave my ass a squeeze.
Hearing her excitement caused my dick to start plumping up. I couldn’t believe how badly she wanted me to dress up like a girl. And how much I now wanted to dress up as well.




Chapter 2
Playing Dress Up
I opened the front door of our apartment with my arms full of shopping bags as I let out a sigh. I couldn’t believe Maya had talked me into spending so much money on women’s clothing. I knew I was buying these clothes as an attempt to make her happy and keep our relationship together, but I couldn’t help worry that it wouldn’t work.
If she really is a lesbian now, will me wearing women’s clothing really be enough to satisfy her?
I carried the bags into our bedroom and set them down on the bed. My mind flashed back to all of the outfits I tried on with her at the store as I wondered which outfit she would want me to wear for the rest of the day. Would she pick the one that turned her on the most? And if so, what she would do with me once I was dressed up? Just thinking about it was making my dick swell up in its cage.
Maya soon joined me in the bedroom. She walked in with a wide smile on her face and hopped into our bed. She was radiating an aura of excitement. She propped her head up with her elbows and kicked her legs in the air as she looked at me with her big adoring doe eyes. Seeing her eyes reminded me how much I loved her and reassured me as to why I was doing this. Though at this point, my own curiosity and interest was enough to keep me going.
“So, what should I wear?” I asked her, hoping that she would pick out something sexy that would get her in the mood to fool around some more. I was still worked up from fucking her with a strap on earlier in the day. While I loved that I made her orgasm, it was an extremely frustrating achievement as I saw myself fucking her while I felt nothing. It had left me longing for something more. Something more personally satisfying.
At the same time, I was afraid that there may not be anything more satisfying in my future. Maya seemed determined to keep my dick locked up and hidden in a chastity cage so that I looked more like a woman. She said that over time I would move to wearing smaller cages until it looked like I barely had a dick at all. That was still a troubling thought to me.
Maya had a pensive look as she pondered what I should wear. “If it were earlier in the day, I would have you wear that cute flowery dress, but since it is getting late, I think you should save that for another day. Tonight… you should wear something more casual. How about your new romper?”
Her choice made me excited. When I tried the romper on at the the store I had really enjoyed it. It was a little tight and the back seem fit snuggly in my ass crack. It felt like wearing a second thong that also made my ass pop out a little.
I energetically dug through the bags until I found the romper, pulled it out and held it out for her to see. It was a black romper with several large white flowers printed on it.
“This?” I asked her.
“Yeah! That looked really cute on you, too,” she said excitedly.
I quickly undressed down to my bra and panties and pulled on the romper. I zipped up the back as much as I could then turned around so Maya could zip it up the rest of the way.
Wearing it felt just as I had remembered. I looked into my bedside mirror and though I looked a little silly wearing such a feminine outfit, but that didn’t stop me from enjoying it.
Maya reached over and pinched my ass that was partially sticking out the bottom of the outfit. “Looking good, sweet cheeks!”
I startled at the surprise of her touch and blushed as I turned around and realized what had happened.
“Mmm, yeah. Momma likes,” she said crudely as she grabbed my bare legs and pulled me down to the bed next to her.
“Woah!” I let out as I flopped down on my back. She crawled over me and gave me a heartfelt smile before lowering her head and giving me a kiss.
So all I have to do is shave my legs and wear different clothes and she’s attracted to me? I think I can deal with that.
Our lips unlocked and she rolled over, laying next to me on the bed. Her hand reached down and grabbed mine. Her touch was cool and soft and I could feel her love and appreciation through it. “Thank you for giving this a try, Jackie,” she said.
My eyebrows furrowed at the name she said. “Jackie?” I asked.
She moved to her side and looked into my eyes. “Well, yeah. You need to have a girlier name now. You can’t be ‘Jack’ while you walk around in a dress and panties, can you?”
Jackie isn’t that different than Jack. Not a big deal. Just like a cute pet name.
“I guess not,” I said with a shrug. “So... now what?”
“There’s still more I want to do to you, but I don’t want to overwhelm you today. Why don’t you to wiggle that cute ass of yours into the kitchen and make us something for dinner?” she said.
Her tone was becoming more dominant and controlling. It was almost as if there had been a change in our power structure over the course of the day. Not that I was ever a dominant man before, but still, it felt like there was a change.
“Yeah, sure. I can do that,” I said.
As I stood up from the bed she reached over and gave my ass a slap. “I’m already hungry so get going, sweet cheeks. Give me a shout when dinner is ready.”
I looked back at her bewildered that she would talk to me that way. She had a grin on her face telling me that she knew she was in control.
I gave her a smile and said, “Yes, dear.” Then I started walking out of the bedroom to make her dinner.




Chapter 3
The Next Day
The next morning I woke up wearing just my white lace thong from the day before. Maya told me that women generally don’t sleep with bras on so I didn’t have to either. I was appreciative of that since the bra straps had been really digging into my shoulders the entire day.
As I stepped out of bed, I noticed that all of my new clothes were still in bags on the floor. Seeing them made me feel overwhelmed. There was so much clothes and I wasn’t sure what to wear. Or more specifically, what Maya might want me to wear. She was still sleeping, however, so I decided to surprise her by picking out my own outfit.
I quietly dug through the bags and found a pink thong and a matching bra that I was particularly fond of. I put them on, making sure to tuck my cage down as much as I could, and then continued to look for more to wear. I found a black pleated skirt which I slipped on and then found a long sleeved maroon shirt which I put on and then tucked into my skirt.
The skirt was short and loose. It felt so much nicer and cooler than wearing thick jeans. The shirt had a deep neckline and was surprisingly soft and comfortable.
Women’s clothes are really nice. I wonder why they don’t make men clothes like these.
I looked at myself in the mirror and couldn’t help but grab my chest as I checked out my body. Feeling my hands against my padded bra almost gave me the sensation of having real breasts. I ran my hands down my body to my crotch where I pressed my cage further between my legs as I felt my dick swelling up inside of it. I then turned to the side and popped my ass out as I lifted up my skirt to see my pink thong flossing my shaved ass.
I can’t believe how much I’m liking this.
I snuck out of the bedroom, leaving Maya still asleep in our bed, and walked into the kitchen. As I walked down the hall, my skirt brushed against my hairless legs as it swished back and forth with each step. I enjoyed how it felt. I made myself a cup of coffee and read the news on my phone while I waited for Maya to wake up, excited to show her the outfit I had chosen.
✽✽✽
 
When I heard Maya stirring in the bedroom, I decided to start making our breakfast. Soon, I could hear her footsteps approaching the kitchen behind me. I ignored them, trying to act casual in my new outfit.
“Look at you!” I heard Maya exclaim emphatically behind me. “All dressed up before breakfast. You’re really giving this your best effort.”
I turned around and flashed her a smile. “Of course. Because I love you,” I said. I stepped forward and gave her a kiss on the lips. As I pulled away, I saw her face light up as I turned back around to continue cooking.
“And you’re making me breakfast? See, this is exactly why I couldn’t let you go!” She reached her arms around my waist and squeezed me tight for a moment. “I’m going to go sit down and get out of your way.”
“Breakfast will be done in a minute,” I told her as she walked out of the kitchen.
My heart was fluttering. After fearing that I would lose her yesterday, today everything seemed to be going perfectly. All it required was some changes to my lifestyle. Changes that I was quite enjoying.
I brought our breakfast to the dinning table, setting her plate in front of her. “So, what's the plan for today?” I asked as I sat down.
She swallowed a bite and then said, “Today we move on to step four. Do you remember what that was?”
I flashed back to yesterday when she outlined her plan for me. Step one was for me to shave my body, step two was to wear panties, and step three was to wear bras. That left step four which was growing out my hair and learning to apply my own makeup.
I ran my hand through my hair which was rather short compared to a woman’s. At its longest it was only a few inches long.
“Well, we can’t do anything to make my hair grow any faster, but I guess there’s still the makeup part,” I answered. I wasn’t very excited about wearing makeup. It sounded like a lot of work to have to apply it every day and then remove it every night. “Do I really need to wear makeup?”
“Absolutely! You want to look beautiful, don’t you? I’ll just teach you how to do the basics for now and even that will do a world of wonder towards making you look more like a beautiful woman.”
“A-alright,” I said hesitantly.
“As for the hair, would you consider wearing a wig?” she asked.
I thought for a moment and then shrugged as I replied, “I guess I could try wearing a wig.”
“Great! Then we will do that today as well.”
“Alright,” I said meekly as I stared down at my plate. It didn’t sound like today would be nearly as exciting as yesterday was.
“Hopefully I'll be able to control myself around you better than yesterday, but it might be hard with you wearing such a cute outfit. Especially once you’re wearing makeup,” she said.
My interests suddenly perked up. I looked up at her saw a smirk on her face.
She continued, “But maybe I’ll just have to reward you for being such an amazingly supportive girlfriend to me.”
I smiled at her.
Now today sounds a little more exciting. Bring on the makeup.




Chapter 4
Make Up
Maya had me give my face a fresh shave before sitting down at her vanity. Shaving my face would now be something I would have to start doing daily to rid my face from any and all stubble. I looked at myself through the vanity mirror and wondered how I would look once I had makeup on.
Can she really make me look like a woman with just a little bit of makeup?
Maya pulled open a drawer and took out a container of nail polish. “Cross your legs,” she instructed me as she sat down on the floor next to me.
I crossed my legs as a woman would while she opened the container and grabbed my foot. “Keep still so I can paint this evenly.”
I watched her paint my toenails. Her long, fluid strokes made it look easy. The shade of pink she used made them instantly look more feminine and girly.
“It’s amazing how just a little color can make such a big transformation,” I said.
Maya looked up at me and said, “Just wait until I start on your face.”
When she finished painting my first foot, she instructed me to carefully switch legs. I uncrossed them then crossed the other leg on top. I noticed her stare between my legs as I did it.
“Pink panties for your second day as a girl? Mmm, good choice,” she said with a grin.
I felt my cheeks blush, embarrassed that she noticed I had chosen to wear my new pink panties.
“They were the first ones I found,” I lied.
“So you’re probably not wearing the matching bra, right?” she asked.
My cheeks were burning now. “I might be,” I muttered in response.
She smirked at me as she muffled a laugh. “Nice choice. Pink looks good on you,” she said. “That’s why I chose it for your nails.”
I looked down and watched her paint my other toes. When she was done she stood up and grabbed my hand. “I wish I could paint your fingernails, too. But I don’t want you getting nervous about people seeing them in public.”
That’s a relief. I can’t imagine what my coworkers would say or think if they saw me come into work with pink fingernails!
I tried to act disappointed. “Oh, ok…,” I said.
She put her hands on my shoulder and lowered her head next to mine as she looked into the mirror. “Are you ready to be made up like a woman?” she asked. She was clearly excited to start.
“Are you ready to work magic? It’s going to take a lot to cover up my ruggedly handsome and masculine face,” I joked.
I expected a chuckle, but she burst out in laughter.
“I don’t think it was that funny of a joke,” I grumbled, annoyed by her response.
“Sorry, but come on. You’ve never been the masculine type,” she said as her laughter died down. “But that’s good! That’s why I knew I would be able to turn you into my girlfriend so easily!” She gave me a kiss on the cheek which calmed me down.
It’s not like I was wearing panties or painting my nails before. I might not have been a macho man, but I wasn’t feminine either…
I just shrugged, trying to play off her emasculating comment.
“Make sure to pay attention. I want you to be able to do your own makeup soon,” she said. “I’m going to start with foundation. This is going to be very important for you to hide all your stubble and to give your face a smooth, feminine look.”
She put some of the makeup onto a sponge and began spreading it around my face. It only took a few brushes for me to notice a drastic difference in my skin. It looked cleaner and smoother, covering up all my face’s imperfections.
“Next, I will draw on a simple line of eyeliner just above your eyelashes. Close your eyes one at a time so you can watch as I go,” Maya said as she picked up a small container of makeup. I closed an eye while she pulled out a brush. She carefully drew on a thin line of black on my eyelid. I opened the eye and closed the other and she drew a matching line on it.
“Now for the mascara. This will give you long, full looking eyelashes. I need you to do the same thing with your eyes.” This time she pulled out a longer brush from another container. I closed one eye and watched her stroke the brush on my eyelashes. I switched eyes and she applied the mascara to the other eye.
When she moved her hand out of the way, I was stunned by the difference the mascara had made on my eyes. It made my eyelashes look longer and thicker while making my eyes somehow look bigger and brighter.
“Oh, wow,” I muttered.
“I know, right? You’re already looking so much sexier,” Maya said. “I could teach you how to apply contour, eyeshadow, eyebrow pencils, and plenty of other things, but I don’t want to overwhelm you on your second day as a woman. We’ll save those for another day.
“Today, we’re going to end with some lipgloss. If we were going out somewhere then you would want lipstick, but there’s no reason to wear that at home.”
I nodded in agreement as she picked up a container of lip gloss. She pulled out the brush and ran it across my lips. “Now press your lips together to rub it in,” she instructed.
I did as I was told and then looked at myself in the mirror. I was amazed by the final look. My skin looked so smooth and feminine, my eyes looked big and sultry, and my lips looked wet, shiny, and very kissable. Most importantly, I looked much more like a woman.
“You actually made me look like a girl,” I said in awe.
Maya flashed a proud smile. “That’s nothing, just wait,” she said. She hurried to her closet and pulled out a bundle of what looked like hair. She rolled it out and brushed it with her fingers to reveal that it was a wig. She walked back to me and carefully set it on my head, tucking my hair underneath as she did.
When I saw my new self in the mirror, it was as if the last bit of masculinity had disappeared from my being, leaving nothing but feminine features and appearances. I felt my dick swelling up just looking at myself.
“Oh wow, look at you!” Maya exclaimed. “I’m not sure I’m going to be able to keep my hands off you!”
I looked up at her with a smirk and said, “Then don’t.”
She quickly whipped her leg around to straddle me in the chair and pressed her lips hard against mine as her hands cupped my head. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close as we began a passionate embrace. My dick was throbbing in its cage now, drastically wanting out of its cage and into her.
Maya reached down and grabbed it, as if knowing what it wanted. Then she whispered, “I think it's time for us to make you cum.”




Chapter 5
Pleasure
I watched with excitement as Maya walked to her bedside table, hoping she would pull out the key to my chastity cage so we could have sex. She opened the drawer and pulled something out, but I couldn’t yet see what it was. I held my breath as she raised it up into view. And then my heart dropped as I saw her holding the dildo that she had made me suck yesterday.
My face turned into a scowl as I said, “Oh, no. Not that thing again.”
Maya rolled her eyes as she walked towards me. “Don’t pretend like you didn’t like it. I know you were getting into it at the end.”
I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment. I hadn’t realized that she noticed. I really had begun to enjoy it and that was one of the reasons I didn’t want to suck it again. Sucking the dildo stirred up a lot of weird feelings inside me.
She continued. “And who said I was going to make you suck it again. There are other things I can make you do with a dildo.” I could tell that she was trying to act domineering while struggling to suppress a smile.
“Ha, ha,” I laughed sarcastically.
She let her smile escape onto her face. “Laugh now, but some day soon you may just want a little something more from this guy,” she said as she extended the dildo towards me. I rolled my eyes and took it from her, though I wasn’t sure why she wanted me to have it yet. “Hold that, I need to get one more thing.”
She went back to her drawer and retrieved another long dildo-like object. It was all black and was more cylindrical than a dildo and had a rounded tip.
“What’s that for?” I asked nervously.
She held down a button on the bottom and it came to life, buzzing in her hand. “This is my favorite vibrator. But today, I think it will be yours.”
I looked back and forth between the vibrator in her hand and the dildo in mine and felt my heart start beating hard as my mind raced with possibilities of what she might do with them both.
“But what’s it for?” I asked again, apprehensively.
"Probably not what you think, but trust me. You’re going to like it. Get on the bed. On all fours.”
I nervously crawled onto the bed, positioning myself on my hands and knees while still holding the dildo.
She moved to stand beside me, near my ass. I felt her hands reach under my skirt as she grabbed my panties and pulled them down to my knees. Her hand moved back up to my chastity cage. She started rubbing the cage, but to my chagrin, I couldn't feel any sensation on my dick.
“Today I’m going to show you how you can cum without a dick,” she said.
What the hell does that mean?
Maya put one hand on my back. Her firm grip told me she was in control. Then I heard the buzz of the vibrator begin.
What is she going to do with that?!
I felt my asshole clench in fear. I tried to look between my legs to see what she was doing but my skirt was blocking my view. And then I felt it.
The quick vibrations began reverberating through my chastity cage as she pressed the vibrator against it. It was a puzzling feeling. My dick began to tingle as the vibrations of the cage touched it. It didn’t feel like much, but at the same time it felt amazing.
I squirmed as she moved the vibrator around to different locations along my cage. Different placements rendered different sensitivities and pleasures.
This is a pleasant surprise.
“Now I need you to suck the cock,” she whispered.
I groaned and she spanked me in response.
“Ouch!” I shouted.
“Do as you’re told!” she yelled at me as she spanked me again.
My ass was stinging from her spanks. “Alright, fine!” I shouted. I moved the dildo below my face and lowered my mouth down onto it, keeping it firmly on the bed while keeping my ass raised up so Maya could continue using the vibrator on my cage.
“Don’t forget your lessons. Do it like I taught you!” she ordered me.
I recalled her lessons from yesterday and began sucking the dildo as she had taught me. Lubricating it with lots of saliva and using my tongue to lick the base with each suck.
Maya increased the speed on the vibrator, sending more intense waves through my cage. I started moaning and thrusting my dick as I sucked. The vibrations were making me so aroused even though my dick stayed flaccid in its cage.
The feeling was beginning to take over me. I couldn’t explain it, but I just needed more of everything. It was as if the pleasure coursing through my dick was tricking it into thinking I was having sex. I couldn’t help but thrust in response.
Maya did her best to keep the vibrator against my cage as I pushed my dick against it. My mouth was drooling with excess saliva as my mouth salivated in lust. I couldn’t resist sucking harder. And faster.
My breathing was getting heavy. I removed my mouth and licked the shaft hungrily, not wanting to take my mouth off the fake cock even for a second. I swallowed it again the second I caught my breath.
I could feel Maya start rubbing my ass underneath my skirt. It made me feel so naughty sucking the dildo while she touched my hairless legs and ass underneath my short skirt.
“You’re quickly turning into a cock slut, Jackie!” Maya said.
Hearing her call me a slut just drove me crazier. I moaned louder as I felt my dick building up. It was still flaccid, but it felt like it could explode at any moment.
I heard Maya spit and then I felt a sudden pressure on my asshole. I tried to look over my shoulder to see what it was, but before I could, I felt my asshole penetrated as something inserted me. I let out a muffled cry, my mouth was still full of dildo.
“Relax, it’s just my finger,” Maya said in a soothing voice.
I tried to stay calm as she began to move her finger back and fourth inside me. Once I was able to relax, her finger was able to slide easier and I started enjoying it.
I started sucking on the dildo again while thrusting my cage against the vibrator. I moved my ass back after my next thrust and I pushed it hard against her finger, sending it a little deeper inside of me. I was becoming consumed with pleasure from every possible orifice.
“You’re getting close, time for the closing move,” she said.
I started sucking and licking the head of the dildo while I stroked it zealously. My moans grew louder with every passing second as my hunger for sucking cock surged.
“Get ready to swallow!” Maya shouted.
I eagerly deep throated the dildo as if ready to accept its load, as if it could give me one. Then I felt my own cock burst with pleasure. My flaccid penis, still locked in its chastity cage, continued to pump euphorically as I let out a long sigh and pulled my head off of the dildo. When it stopped pumping, I rolled over onto my back in exhaustion.
“That... that was the best orgasm of my life,” I breathed out.
Maya crawled on top of me and gave me a kiss. “See, you don’t need an actual dick to cum. I can make you cum with just your sissy clit,” she said.
“I guess so,” I laughed out.
She gave me another kiss. “So do you like being my girlfriend?” she asked.
I nodded. “I do.”
Another kiss. “And do you like sucking cock for me?”
I bit my lip as I nodded again. “I do.”
Maya gave me a grin as wide as her face. “That’s my girl.”




Part 3

Eager to Please






Chapter 1
My Big Day
I had just woken up and already I found myself longing to suck cock. Just thinking about it made my dick strain in my chastity cage. The cage that I had been locked in for the last two weeks. The cage that my girlfriend, Maya, seemed adamant that would never come off. Not if I wanted to stay with her and be her girlfriend.
In the two weeks since my she had come out to me as a lesbian and convinced me to become her girlfriend, she had continued to make me practice sucking cock on her dildo. She would make me suck her dildo as she used a vibrator on my cage and slipped a finger into my asshole. I was very reluctant at first, but so far it was the only way she would pleasure me. So now I found myself longing for a chance to suck again.
The first time I orgasmed this way, it was mind blowing. I felt like I had lost control of my body as I went into a passionate fit. My mouth sucking vigorously on the fake cock as my ass pushed back against Maya's finger. The orgasm itself was the best I had ever had and it was all while my dick was locked in a chastity cage and flaccid.
Ever since that moment I had often found myself lost in fantasies of sucking cock, mostly the dildo, but sometimes when I saw an attractive man in public, my mind I couldn’t help but wonder what was under his pants and what it would feel like in my mouth. It was a confusing image that I had to quickly snap myself out of every time.
I also couldn’t resist longing for something more inside of me. I felt ashamed by the idea, but the feeling of Maya’s finger inside of my asshole while I sucked the dildo was surprisingly intense and pleasuring. But no matter how hard I pushed back on her finger, it never felt like enough. It always felt like more pleasure was just out of reach. Nonetheless, every time we fooled around I found myself hoping that she would penetrate me with her finger again.
I did get my wish last weekend when she again made me suck her dildo after I had fucked her with it. Like the time before, she used her vibrator on my cage, sending intense tingles throughout my entire body. And this time she wasted no time as she started finger fucking my ass just moments in. I was relieved. With her finger inside of me I could focus on my sucking rather than on hoping she would do more to me.
My mouth was beginning to salivate just thinking about it. I snapped myself out of my naughty thoughts and went back to making breakfast. Maya would be awake soon and she would be expecting her breakfast.
It was Saturday morning and I was making our breakfast as I normally did on the weekends. I was wearing my favorite black pleated skirt with a short sleeved white crop top which exposed my mid-drift. Underneath that I was wearing a black bra, black thong, and my new favorite clothing item, black thigh highs. The feeling of my smooth legs was somehow amplified by the thigh highs. My legs became more than smooth, they were silky smooth. When they rubbed against Maya’s legs it felt amazing. I wore them every chance I could.
I wasn’t yet wearing my wig or makeup, but Maya was okay with me waiting until after breakfast. She knew that I would do a better job with it once I had food and coffee in me. Plus, she didn’t want me to wake her up.
Overall, my transitioning from being Maya’s boyfriend to her girlfriend was going better than I had expected. I had agreed to give it a try with extreme apprehension, but after that first weekend, it just felt right and had only become more enjoyable.
Ever since Maya had taken me out to buy a new wardrobe of women’s clothing, I had worn my new clothes every day. On week days I would get dressed in what we now called my “work clothes” and when I was home I wore my normal clothes which were my new women’s clothing. At all times, at work or home, I always wore panties and a bra. Maya was unwavering about me doing so.
Wearing panties underneath my clothes at work was nerve wracking at first, but I soon got over the worries that someone would notice after making it through the first few days. Then, I began to feel an overwhelming feeling of naughtiness. I would often be distracted by the feeling of my chastity cage tucked under my colorful and lacy panties.
What made it more naughty was when Maya would text me pictures of what she wanted me to wear when I got home. She would pick out an outfit and set it out on the bed for me. Seeing me wear her handpicked outfits filled her with joy. She liked to call me her little doll that she could dress up and makeup however she liked. And I loved letting her.
However, my new life wasn’t as simple as just putting on a few articles of clothing.  Every few days I would have to remember to shave my legs to keep them nice and smooth, just like Maya liked them, and everyday I needed to shave my face, then put on my wig, and apply makeup once I was home and wearing my women’s clothing. Applying makeup was still a challenge at first, but the more I worked at it, the better it looked. I was glad that Maya only required me to wear foundation, eyeshadow, mascara, and lip gloss. Though I knew that she might add more to that list soon.
While Maya was happy with my current state, I could tell that she wasn’t completely satisfied yet. She had even started commenting about how she still needed to teach me more of what it meant to be a woman. I wasn’t sure what that meant, but I was curious to find out.
✽✽✽
 
When Maya came out of the bedroom to join me for breakfast, she was wearing her normal loungewear. She wore tight black leggings with a pink sports bra and a loose fitting band t-shirt that she cut into a tank top. Whenever I saw her I wondered why I didn’t get to wear outfits like hers, but part of me was afraid to ask because then I might not get to wear my favorite outfits. I thought that having the option would be nice though.
She sat at the dinning table and looked at me with a big smile. “Are you ready for your big day?” she asked me.
I looked at her, confused. “My big day?” I asked in response.
“Yes, today we take the next step in your feminization.”




Chapter 2
The Next Phase
After breakfast, Maya told me to go put my wig on and do my makeup. She said that she would meet me in the bedroom shortly. I hastily made my way to her vanity where I would get ready for the day.
I took my wig off the mannequin head that I kept it on and placed it on my head, straightening it and adding bobby pins to keep the hair out of my face. Next, I applied my makeup.
By the time I was done, Maya had entered the bedroom and was pulling out a large box from her closet. I walked over to the bed to join her, eager to see what was in this new box of supplies and excited to see how they would aid in my feminization.
“I have four new items for you. Two of them, I want you to wear all the time. One, I want you to learn and practice, but then you can wear at your discretion. And the last, well, I’ll leave that one up to you,” Maya said with a smirk on her face, still enjoying teasing me with her surprise.
“Alright, alright,” I said annoyed. “You’ve built them up enough. Let’s see them already.”
She laughed as she reached into the box. “I think you will really like the first one. I know I will,” she said as she pulled out two flesh colored bags and then held them against her chest. “These are fake breasts. You stuff them into your bra to give you a little something extra for me to squeeze. I’ve been really wanting some breasts to squeeze lately.”
She wants me to have boobs? I guess that makes sense.
I took the fake breasts from her and stuffed them into each cup of my bra. They definitely gave my chest sizable mounds. I grabbed them and gave them a squeeze. They actually felt and moved as if they were real.
“Interesting,” I muttered while I continued examining them.
Maya giggled as she walked up and gave them a feel. “Oh yeah, I like that.” She groped my breasts firmly and I could tell that she really liked them. “I got you size C breasts. I wanted a good handful, but I didn’t want you to have bigger boobs than me.”
I looked at myself in the mirror and then turned to the side to get a better image of my silhouette. I could see my new curves clearly as the breasts stuck out from my chest.
“Oh wow, they do make me look more like a woman,” I said.
“Do you like them?” Maya asked eagerly.
I gave them another feel. “Yeah, I guess they feel pretty nice.”
She clapped her hands in excitement. “Yay, I’m glad,” she said. She reached in the box again for the next item and this time pulled out to bigger items. “These were hard to find in your size, but I think they should work well.”
She extended a pair of high heels towards me.
“You want me to wear high heels?” I asked indignantly.
“Well, this is the item that I think you should learn how to wear. Heels are an important staple of a woman’s wardrobe. Once you learn how to wear them, I will leave it up to you to decide if you want to wear them or not. Obviously they won’t go with every outfit.”
“Oh, ok,” I said as I reached out and took them from her. I sat down on the bed and slipped them on my feet. I tried to stand up and wobbled a little bit as I did. “These feel pretty awkward.”
“You will get used to them with a little practice. Try walking a little bit,” she said.
I took a few steps forward, hearing the click-clack of the heels on the floor boards.
“Damn, you look sexy wearing those stilettos!” Maya shouted at me.
I felt my cheeks burn with embarrassment, but at the same time I liked that she thought the high heels made me sexier. I walked back to the bed and sat down. “I’ll try them more later. So what's the next item?” I said, still anxious to find out the final piece of her surprise.
She reached back into the box and this time pulled out what appeared to be a white piece of clothing. She extended it towards me and I accepted it then inspected it in my hands.
“This one isn’t as sexy as the first, at least not from your standpoint,” she said.
I held it up and quickly figured out what it was. “It’s an apron?” I asked, confused.
“Yup. This is one that I want to see you in all the time. I want you to start handling more of the woman’s tasks around the apartment so you can fully embrace your feminine side. That includes cooking and cleaning. I bought you this because I thought it would be cute to see you wearing while you did your housework.”
I blushed again at her calling me cute. “Well, if you think it will look cute, then I suppose I could wear it for you,” I said.
The truth was that after two weeks of wearing my chastity cage, I would do about anything for her. Even though she had made me cum while I wore my cage a couple of times, I still felt like I had a lot of pent up sexual energy that I wasn’t able to release on my own. Pleasing her and hoping she would make me cum was my only chance of pleasure these days.
I tied the apron around my neck and waist to show her that I was on board with her plan.
“You look like a cute little maid. I love it!” Maya exclaimed after I had the apron on.
Maid? I don’t like the sound of that.
I gave her a polite laugh while hoping that she wasn’t giving herself any new ideas. She was already going to be making me cook and clean more, the last thing I needed was to become her maid and assume all of the household responsibilities.
“Alright. I’ve liked your surprise so far. What’s this last item?” I said.
Maya reached into the box and grabbed the last item. It was black and cylindrical, reminding me of the vibrator she used on my cage to make me cum. This was smaller though.
“I’m not sure how you will feel about this one, but I have an inkling that you will like it. I know how you like it when I finger fuck you so I thought you might like to try something else along those lines,” she said. She held it out to me and I took it. It was shaped like a penis, but smooth and made of silicon.
“Does this... go inside of me?” I asked apprehensively.
“It does. It’s a butt plug. You put it in your ass and then you keep it in as long as you want. This one just happens to vibrate as well,” she answered. She had bit of a smirk on her face. I could tell that she was trying to gauge my interest in the plug. The truth was that I was interested. Very interested.
“Huh, fascinating,” I said to downplay my intrigue. “Why would I want to have something vibrating stuck in my ass?”
“Well, all women liked to be fucked. Even a new woman like you enjoys being finger fucked. I thought that someday you might want to experience a little more than my finger. This is a good next step in loosening up your tight sissy pussy,” she explained.
“My what?” I asked incredulously.
“Since you don’t have a real pussy like a real woman, we’ll just have to learn to work with your asshole. Your sissy pussy.”
She wants to fuck my ass? I think I’ve finally reached my limit with her plan.
“Uhh, I don’t think so,” I said baffled by her suggestion.
“Oh, come on. Don’t be like that. You enjoy my finger inside of you, don’t you?”
“Well, yeah.”
“This is only a little bigger. Why don’t you just give it a try. For me,” she pleaded. Her lips were pouty and her arms pressed tight against her breasts, puffing them out at me. She knew I couldn’t resist her requests when she did that. It was even harder to resist when I didn’t want to.
“Alright. I’ll try it. For you,” I lied.




Chapter 3
Sissy Pussy
I took the butt plug and a bottle of lube into the bathroom and set them down on the counter. I was captured by my reflection in the mirror; I was looking more feminine than ever with my new boobs. Squeezing them felt like I was actually squeezing real breasts.
My hand went to the butt plug. I held it in front of me, finally having an opportunity to inspect it in private. It was about an inch longer than my finger and twice as thick. It was soft with some ribbing below the penis-shaped head.
I momentarily set it down so I could pull down my skirt and thong. With my bare ass exposed, I poured some lube in my hand and rubbed it on the plug, stroking it up and down to cover the whole length. I crouched down into a squat, reached the plug around, and pressed it against my asshole. There was a firm pressure until the tip finally popped in. I continued pressing it in until I could feel the base against my skin meaning it was all the way in. It took a little effort to fit it in, but I assumed my ass would loosen over time.
I pressed my hand against the base once more to make sure it was as deep as it could go. Feeling it inside of me reminded me of Maya’s finger except she would move it back and forth. The butt plug was motionless. Even so, it felt nice and I liked it.
When I returned to the bedroom, Maya had a grin on her face as if already knowing that I liked it. “So, what do you think?” she asked.
I felt my cheeks heat up bashfully.
What do I tell her? Do I downplay it and risk her not using her finger again or do I admit that I like  it?
I reached around and adjusted it a little. “It’s... interesting,” I said to give her a middle of the road answer.
Her eyebrow raised in disbelief. “Just interesting?” she asked.
I shrugged, continuing to downplay my interest. “I guess it’s alright.”
“Hmm, well if you don’t like it that much, I guess there’s no point in me turning it on for you.”
“Well, I guess I’m curious what the vibrations would feel like.”
She pulled a small black device from her pocked and started fiddling with it. “Actually, it doesn’t just vibrate. It’s a vibrating and thrusting butt plug that I can control with this little remote control.”
My eyes lit up in excitement.
It vibrates AND thrusts?
“Oh, I see,” I let out. Every part of me now wanted to feel what those options would feel like, but I still felt too ashamed to admit it.
She shrugged and put the remote back in her pocket. “Unless you’re willing to admit how much you like the butt plug inside of you, I think we will just keep it off,” she said.
Damn, she's going to force me to admit it.
“Fine, I admit it. I like how it feels inside of me. Just as I like it when you use your finger,” I said begrudgingly.
“Was that so hard to admit?” she asked. Her tone was tender yet sensual. She stepped towards me and placed her hand lovingly on my cheek. “I’m not trying to torture you, babe. I just think it’s important that you can admit what gives you pleasure so I can properly please my girlfriend.”
“Oh, okay.”
That makes perfect sense. I shouldn’t feel ashamed around my girlfriend.
“I’m glad that you like it though. I want you to feel pleasure from your sissy pussy."
My heart sank. “Y-you do?” I stammered.
Her hand left my face and travelled down, her finger tracing down my body. “Of course, I do. Don’t you want your sissy pussy pleasured?” she asked. Her hand reached my waist and was joined by her other hand. They pulled me towards her so that we touched.
I gulped. I could feel my dick throbbing in its cage, screaming ‘yes’ to her question, but my mind was holding the words back. “I-I…”
One of her hands left me while the other slid to the middle of my back and pulled me closer. She looked up at me with pouty lips. Such kissable lips. I couldn’t resist.
My head lowered until our lips connected and euphoria flooded my mind. She returned my kiss as our lips locked in a passionate embrace. I pulled my lips away to kiss her again, but just as my lips brushed hers I jumped and let out a shriek of surprise. My eyes popped open and I saw Maya with a mischievous smirk on her face looking back at me. She had turned my butt plug on to vibrate.
I could suddenly hear the vibrations and feel them surging through my ass, sending waves of pleasure through me. “Oh, oooh!” I moaned.
Her hand grabbed my butt cheek roughly. I could feel her nails digging into my skin. “Do you like it?” she asked.
I closed my eyes. “Yes…,”  I muttered as I embraced the pleasure.
“Let’s see how you like this,” she said as she pressed another button on the remote control.
A robotic sound began omitting from the butt plug as the tip surged back and forth inside of me. My eyes lit up, surprised again by the sudden feeling inside of me. My cheeks were burning with embarrassment and shame as I felt the butt plug fucking me.
“Tell me how much you like it,” she said.
“I-I really like it,” I said.
“Good.”
Suddenly the butt plug stopped, all pleasure quickly escaping my body. I looked at her confused, wondering why she had turned it off.
Her mischievous smirk returned. “If you want more of that, then you need to make use of your new apron,” she said.




Chapter 4
Woman Training
“Make use of my apron…,” I repeated as I figured out what Maya meant. “You want me to clean?”
“Yes, and do some cooking. I’ll want lunch in a few hours,” she said casually as she sat down on the bed.
I stared at her in disbelief. “In a few hours? You expect me to clean for a few hours?”
Maya cocked her head at me. Her eyes gave me a look of annoyance at my question. “I expect you to work as long as it takes to make the apartment clean. However long that takes,” she said firmly. “Consider it your woman training. Every good woman needs to know how to cook and clean. You want to be a good woman for me, don’t you?”
I continued to stare at her as I noticed my dick straining harder against its chastity cage.
Why is this turning me on? She wants me to clean for hours!
“This of it this way, it will give you plenty of time to practice wearing your heels!” she added in with a chipper tone as if it was a reward. “Not to mention you get to wear your new breasts, apron, and butt plug. All of the new gifts I gave you.”
I looked down at my new breasts, somewhat hidden under my apron. Just the sight of them gave me the urge to squeeze and feel them again. I was quickly starting to enjoy the sight of my new curves.
My eyes drifted further down to my black stilettos. They looked so sexy when paired with my black thigh high stockings, beneath my short pleated skirt. In just the few steps I had taken in them, they had made me feel powerful and sexy.
Finally, I clenched my asshole, feeling it tighten around the base of the butt plug. When it was turned off, I didn’t notice it nearly as much, but I could still feel it filling me up and just knowing it was there and that Maya had control over it gave me pleasure.
I guess it would be nice to give these a try. And cleaning isn’t that bad. What else would I be doing today?
“A-alright,” I said in agreement. “Are you going to help me?”
Maya let out a laugh. “No, no. I’m going to leave the women’s work to you, my pretty lady. I’m going to act like a man and just lounge on the couch and maybe take a nap. I’ll call for you when I want my lunch made. If you appear to be working hard, I’ll give you a little treat soon,” she said as she waved the remote around. “And if, when you’re done, I approve of your work... Well, then I have an extra special reward for you.”
She stood up, rose to her tippy toes and gave me a gentle kiss on the lips. The taste of her lips put me at ease, reminding me that everything I was doing was for her, not for me. Any pleasure I received was just a bonus.
She took a few steps past me and then stopped and turned towards me. I noticed her in my peripheral as she turned to face me and then suddenly pushed me over, onto the bed. I wanted to get up and yell at her, but before I could she had thrown my skirt up and spanked my ass hard. My ass stung at the impact.
“Oww!” I yelled. “That hurt!”
“If you’re lazy or do a bad job, you will get a lot more of that,” she said harshly. “My father never put up with lazy, useless women. And neither will I. Do you understand?”
I looked back at her in shock.
Where did this woman come from?
Her hand raised and she looked at me, ready to strike. “I asked you a question,” she hissed.
“Y-yes! I understand!” I exclaimed as I rolled over to sitting on the bed. Hiding my ass from her.
Maya lowered her hand as a dubious smile grew on her face. “That’s a good girl,” she said. “I’m sorry I had to do that, but I needed you to know that with any chance of reward, there is also a chance of punishment.”
I slipped my hand under my butt cheek and massaged it, still feeling the stinging from the spank. “Alright, fine. I get it,” I said.
“Don’t disappoint me.”
With that she turned and left the room, leaving me to stew in my anger from her recent actions. She had definitely struck fear into me as I now knew what would happen if I did a poor job cleaning. I couldn’t focus on that though.
Seeing that side of her unnerved me. She had always been such a sweet, loving girlfriend, but the more she feminized me and made me her girlfriend, the more controlling she became. It was as if I truly was becoming the girl in the relationship.
Whatever the case, I knew what I needed to do. I needed to earn my reward.
I stood up, straightened my apron and began cleaning.
✽✽✽
 
By the time I was done cleaning the apartment, I was sweaty, exhausted, and my feet were killing me. I found Maya where she had been all day, laying down on the couch watching television. Seeing her surrounded by empty plates and cups from the food and drinks that I had made her throughout the day made me feel resentful.
She really couldn’t help me at all?
I gathered up all the plates and cups, quickly rinsed them, and placed them in the dishwasher. Then I returned to Maya. “Hey, babe. I’m all done cleaning,” I said in a huff, still short on breath from my hours of work.
She looked up at me and then glanced at her watch. “It’s only been five hours. Do you really think you have spent enough time cleaning?” she asked.
I was taken aback by her response and began second guessing everything I had done. Had I done enough? I quickly cycled through all the rooms in my mind, wondering if I had forgotten anything. I couldn’t think of anything which was reassuring.
“Yes,” I replied. “I think the place looks great.”
Her eyebrows raised as if astonished by my statement. “Oh really? Go wait in the bedroom while I inspect everything,” she said with a grin. “With that confident statement, you better hope you’re right.”




Chapter 5
Becoming a Real Woman
I hurried to our bedroom and sat down on our bed. I faced the door as I anxiously awaited Maya as she finished her inspection of my work. Sitting down pushed my butt plug in a little further and seemed to make the vibrations reverberate more inside of me. I was quickly coming to love my new butt plug.
What is my reward going to be? I hope she lets me suck her dildo again so I can cum. Today has made me so horny and it’s been a week since she last let me.
I brushed my hair with my fingers, crossed my legs, and straightened my posture, doing anything I could to look more feminine and desirable to Maya.
When she eventually walked in she ignored me as she continued examining my work. I fought my urge to slump my shoulders in disappointment. Instead I kept my posture as straight as I could for when she did approach me.
Soon she walked up to the bed as she still ignored me. She lifted the blanket up from the bed, inspecting whether or not the sheets were tucked in properly then she pressed her hand against the pillows to gauge if they were properly fluffed or not. Her thoroughness made me worry and realize that next time I would need to be extra careful to not miss anything.
“Hmm,” she let out as she walked around in front of me, tapping her finger on her lips. “To be honest, I didn’t have high expectations for you and I certainly didn’t think you would clean for five hours. Especially while wearing high heels.”
I looked down at my feet, still wearing the heels after all this time. I had taken them off a few times for breaks, but I wouldn’t admit that to her. Still, I could feel the pain in my feet growing steadily.
She continued. “But… I’m impressed. You far exceeded my expectations and everything looks pretty good.”
My heart started racing and I felt exhilarated by her good review.
“Thank you,” I said.
She took a step closer to me. Her arms wrapped around my waist and untied my apron. She the pulled the straps over my head and tossed the apron on the ground. “You’ve earned the rest of the night off,” she said.
My excitement was growing.
“And you’ve earned your reward,” she added.
I started shaking with glee. “Oh, thank you,” I stammered. I desperately wanted to know what my reward would be, but I refrained from asking and instead let her lead the conversation.
“I bet you’re just dying to suck some cock, aren’t you?” she said as she ran her finger over my lips.
I was and I couldn’t deny it. Feeling her finger on my lips made me start salivating, my desire to suck building. “Mmhmm,” I agreed.
“Beg for it. Beg me to let you suck cock.”
“Please let me suck cock,” I pleaded.
She shook her head at me. “You’ve become a cock whore so quickly, Jackie. Tell me you’re a cock whore.”
Ever fiber of my being wanted to deny it. Didn’t want to admit it. “I… I…" I stammered, trying to resist.
“Well?” she pushed me.
I couldn’t resist. I couldn’t risk losing my reward.
“I-I’m a cock whore,” I admitted meekly.
“That’s right, you are,” she said with a pleased grin. “Unfortunately for you, today you don’t get to suck cock.”
Sorrow instantly swept over me. I felt hurt and misled and now my mouth was longing to suck something. Anything. “I don’t?” I asked mournfully.
“Oh, no,” she said as she walked around to her side of the bed. She reached down to her bedside table, opened the drawer, and pulled out her dildo and strap-on harness. “Today, you take cock.”
“Take cock…? What do you mean?” I asked hesitantly.
She walked towards me as she slapped the dildo in her hand. “You know exactly what I mean, Jackie. I’m going to fuck you with this dildo. Why do you think I had you wear that butt plug all day? I wanted you to start stretching out your sissy pussy.”
My eyes bulged in shock.
She was preparing me so she could fuck me? Am I ready for this? Do I want to let her fuck me?
As I was lost in my mind she pressed a button on her remote, turning my butt plug’s thrusting motion on.
I gasped at the sudden feeling of it moving up and down inside me. My dick started getting hard, enjoying the new stimulation. I bit my lip in sexual torment.
I do enjoy the feeling, but getting fucked takes everything to a new level.
“What’s wrong?” Maya asked. “Real women get fucked. Don’t you want to be a real woman?”
As the butt plug continued its thrusting there was a passionate longing growing inside of me. A heat. A desire. A need.
Just like with Maya’s finger the butt plug seemed to just come up short of hitting the right spot. If it was just a little longer I felt like it would get there. I needed to feel more inside me.
I looked down at the dildo in her hand. It was much bigger. Several inches longer and twice as thick.
That has to be able to hit the spot.
I looked back at Maya. She had a serious look on her face as she awaited my answer.
“I do,” I finally said. “I want to be a real woman. I want to be your woman.”
“That’s good. But you took too long to answer. Now I need you to beg for it. Beg for me to fuck you,” she said sternly.
It felt like she was tormenting me by forcing me to verbalize my desires. “Please fuck me,” I begged.
I saw the grin back on Maya’s face as she quickly pulled down my skirt and then pulled off my shirt. I let her. She grabbed my hips and spun me around before pushing me face first onto the bed. As I collapsed into the bedding my heart pounded with exuberance.
I can’t believe I’m letting her do this to me!
I closed my eyes, bracing for the dildo to enter me. My asshole clenched nervously. I felt the bed move as Maya crawled onto the bed. She pulled my butt plug out of me, leaving me feeling empty. I glanced over my shoulder I saw her pouring lube on the dildo that was now dangling from the strap-on around her hips.
She moved up the bed until her knees where aligned with my thighs, the dildo hovering over my ass. I felt her cold hands pulling my thong to the side and then the wet touch of the lube-covered dildo brush against my ass cheeks. She moved it up and down my ass crack. My body convulsed each time as she teased me. I pushed my ass up as if asking for her to start.
“That’s a good girl,” she said as I felt the tip press against my asshole. The dildo popped inside me and I gasped at the sensation.
I could feel it opening me up wider as it slid inside. A bolt of pleasure surged through my body as the dildo went in as far as it could go. She slowly pulled it back and all the way out.
“Your pussy is still pretty tight,” she said as she poured more lube on the dildo. “Don’t worry. I’ll get it nice and loose for you, baby.”
I was already panting and feeling worn out from all the built up excitement. “Mmhmm,” I let out to let her know my acceptance.
I felt the dildo against my asshole again and this time it penetrated me with ease. I could feel the cool lubricant help glide the dildo through me. Maya again pushed it in as far as she could and then pulled it back. This time she kept it inside of me and pushed it in deep once more. She was finally fucking me.
Her hands went to my ass cheeks as she spread them apart. She continued to thrust the dildo at a steady pace. Each time it bottomed out I moaned and my desire increased. Her pace started picking up. With each thrust I felt the dildo ramming me harder and harder as it pushed my face harder into the bed.
Now she shoved the dildo as deep as it would go and crawled over me. She grabbed my chin and jerked my head to the side as she stuck her tongue deep inside my mouth. My tongue joined hers as we made out, the fake cock still deep inside me.
She then grabbed my wrists and moved them both above my head, holding them firmly. I could feel her fingertips digging into my flesh as her grip told me that I was her prisoner. I felt the dildo slide back before she thrust it back in. I let out a loud, guttural moan.
“That’s right, take my cock, slut!” she spit in my ear.
Her words made my dick throb. I felt so naughty, so dirty. And I loved it.
I let out another loud moan as she continued pounding my ass.
“You like being fucked, don’t you? Tell me you like it, whore.” she shouted.
“I like it,” I said between moans.
“Tell me you love it. Tell me you love being fucked by me,” she said.
“I love being fucked by you!” I shouted in response. The pressure in my chastity cage was building rapidly now as she fucked and dominated me.
I could feel her warm breath on my neck as she breathed heavily. Then her thrusts slowed down.
“Are you going to be a good girl and cum for me?” she asked me.
“Mmhmm. I want to,” I whimpered.
Her mouth lowered to my ear and she whispered, “You have 30 seconds left otherwise you have to wait until next weekend.”
I gasped as she thrust the dildo in me as hard as she could and resumed her fucking.
Only 30 seconds?
I tried to focus on the sensations as I heard Maya start counting down. My dick was pulsing hard now.
“20… 19… 18… Are you going to cum or not?” Maya said.
I just need a little longer!
Maya lifted her self up, her hands by my side as she prepared to stop.
“10… 9… 8… I guess you’re not going to cum this week,” she said. I heard a glimmer of happiness in her tone. As if she would enjoy denying me.
The thought of her denying me and controlling my dick was just what I needed. My dick suddenly burst as I orgasmed. My whole body relaxed as cum pumped out of my flaccid, caged dick. I could feel the bedding beneath me drenched with sweat and now my cum, but I didn’t have the energy to move. I was utterly exhausted. And satisfied.
Maya slowly pulled the dildo out of me as she climbed out of bed. She walked over to the side of the bed and crouched down in front of my face. Her fingers brushed the hair out of my face, letting me see her.
“Now you’re a real woman,” she said.




Part 4

Paying the Bills






Chapter 1
My Life as Jackie
My mind often drifted back to the first time my girlfriend, Maya, fucked me. Recalling that memory made me long to feel her dildo inside of me again. To feel her grab my wrists tight and call me a cock whore. To feel her dominate me and make me her bitch.
Three weeks had passed since that day and much to my chagrin, she had only once fucked me since. She would tease me constantly, while she made me work hard around our apartment, cooking and cleaning for her. She told me that the only way I would get to feel her cock inside of me again would be by being a good girlfriend and homemaker for her.
At first I was resentful. We were supposed to be a couple yet she was making me do all the work while denying me sexual pleasure. Meanwhile, when she was home she would spend all her time relaxing and had me pleasure her constantly. But after weeks of being locked in my chastity cage, I quickly learned to find sexual satisfaction serving and pleasuring her.
Throughout our relationship I had always loved to pleasure her and now she would let me do it more than ever. Now that she was out as a lesbian and had feminized me and turned me into her girlfriend, she was hornier than ever. She seemed to have an insatiable appetite for my lips and never ending desire to orgasm. I loved it.
Some nights she would allow me to eat her pussy out while others she would say she needed a good fucking. On those nights she would allow me to fuck her using her strap-on and dildo. Seeing the dildo strapped on top of my caged dick still felt like a cruel tease, but the sight of her moaning in pleasure while I fucked her with it, something she never did with my own dick, filled me with a new kind of pleasure. Her orgasms began to feel like shared orgasms.
Even so, I still desired my own pleasure. However, I was left disappointed after she fucked me for the second time. It was then that she admitted that fucking me was a turn off for her. As a lesbian, she didn’t have an interest in fucking my asshole. What she really wanted was pussy. But since I only had my little sissy pussy on the tip of my chastity cage, she said she had decided not to pleasure me except for special occasions. When I really deserved it.
This didn’t stop me from longing to be fucked again or to have another orgasm. Instead it motivated to work harder to please her. I wanted her to want to fuck me and I knew that if I could give her maximum pleasure, then she would have to see it in her heart to return it to me. In the mean time, I wore my butt plug daily to allow myself the joy of anal stimulation while keeping my asshole stretched and ready for the next time she was in the mood to pleasure me.
On the plus side, she did still enjoy watching me suck her dildo. And I enjoyed sucking it for her. That was still a way in which she allowed me to cum from time to time. If I was doing a good job sucking the dildo for her, she would start pressing her vibrator against my cage. The possibility of getting to feel the vibrator and knowing that it might help me cum made me eager to suck the dildo as vigorous and passionately as possible.
Once she began to allow me to wear my butt plug while I practiced my sucking, that made things even more enjoyable. Feeling both of my holes stuffed while I fell into a passionate trance of cock sucking was nearly orgasmic in itself, but when Maya would call me a cock whore and press the vibrator against my cage, I would orgasm within minutes. It was amazing.
Maya wasn’t only in control of my orgasms. In fact, during these last three weeks, it was becoming clear that our roles had quickly changed in our relationship as a whole. She had become the alpha and I the beta. My role was to please and pleasure her while she did whatever she desired. I was astonished by how much I loved this new role. It just felt right.
Maya seemed much happier with our new roles, too. She had definitely changed in the time since she had come out to me as a lesbian. She was more dominant and demanding. She radiated power and I often found myself afraid to displease her because I knew she would get mad and spank me for disobeying. Yet every time, it made me want to submit to her more.
She had also started going out more. With me doing all the housework, she had more time to spare so she would go to the gym or out with friends regularly while I stayed home. She told me that I was welcome to come out with her once the apartment was cleaned, dinner was made, laundry was put away, and all my other chores were complete, but she also told me that Jackie would be the one to join her, not Jack. I would have to stay dressed up as a woman with my wig and makeup on in order to join her.
I wasn’t ready to take that first step out in public as Jackie so I forwent going out and instead I would stay home alone and watch porn. Watching women give blow jobs helped me improve my sucking skills so I could impress Maya each time she let me suck her dildo. Watching women get fucked anally mostly just turned me on, but also helped teach me new positions that I could suggest the next time Maya was willing.
Each time I sucked on her dildo while I watched porn my dick would throb in its little chastity cage. One time I even felt like I might cum, but I quickly stopped myself. I felt like I would be cheating on Maya if I did. I was torn by the idea and found my mind often drifting back on that moment, wondering if I could actually make myself cum that way.
Would it really be cheating? I wouldn’t be having sex with anyone and it’s not like Maya has a dick that would get jealous of my attention. It’s basically just my form of masturbating since I can’t touch my own dick.
I soon convinced myself that it wouldn’t be cheating and I decided that the next time she left me home alone I would try it again. And I would suck as long as I needed to in order to succeed.




Chapter 2
The Repair Man
Every week I would look forward to the weekends. Not for the same boring reasons most people did, but because that was my time to be Jackie full time. I would start each day by waking up early to get dressed in my women’s clothing and make breakfast for Maya and me. Afterwards, I would put on my wig and apply my makeup to fully become Jackie before I started working on my chores for the day. When I was done, Maya and I would cuddle on the couch and watch movies. It was a simple life, but one that I had quickly come to love.
This Saturday morning had started out like any other. I got dressed in pink skater skirt with a black sleeveless crop top. Underneath I wore a black bra which held in my size C breast forms along with a pair of black tanga panties. These days I was feeling more in my element wearing women’s clothing and was even becoming comfortable enough to adventure out to buy new items by myself during my lunch breaks on work days. I regularly sought out sexy new outfits that would turn on Maya and I loved to surprise her by wearing them.
When I heard Maya finally wake up, I set our breakfasts on the table and waited for her to join me. I sat down to read my book and sip my coffee while I waited for her to join me, relaxing before my hard day of cleaning began.
“Something smells great!” I heard Maya say as she entered the dining room. I looked up at her and could feel my dick swelling up in its chastity cage at my first glimpse of her. She was wearing light purple leggings with a matching sports bra. On top she had a loose fitting white tank top. Her blonde hair was done up high in a pony tail.
My face lit up at her complement. “Thank you,” I said cheerfully as I set down my book. I pointed towards her plate on the other side of the table and said, “Why don’t you come join me for breakfast?”
She grimaced as she looked at the plate and then at me. “I would love to, but I need to get to the gym. I signed up for a new early morning class,” she said.
I tried to hold my smile despite my disappointment. “Oh, how nice,” I lied. We always had breakfast together on the weekends and I enjoyed our time together before she would go out and I would start cleaning. Losing out on that time together was disappointing.
Maya walked to her plate and took a couple heaping mouthfuls of her eggs. As she chewed, she gave me a smile and a thumbs up then rushed to the door to leave. I turned to watch her leave finding it harder to hide my feeling of rejection. She opened the door and I heard her swallow her eggs as she looked back at me. “While I’m gone, I think you should practice your dick sucking. I might have a little surprise for you later,” she said. The door quickly shut as she left me to ponder her words.
She wants me to practice my dick sucking? That’s exactly what I was planning on doing anyways… But now I don’t know if I should try to make myself cum or not. What if her surprise is making me cum? I could ruin her surprise if I did it by myself. Damnit.
I suddenly found myself in a conundrum. Do I wait for Maya’s surprise and hope she allows me to cum or do I try to make myself cum on my own? There was a chance Maya’s surprise wouldn’t result in an orgasm, so waiting could be a risk.
I decided to wait and see how the morning went. I still needed to clean up breakfast and handle a few other chores before I would even have the opportunity. However, I could feel my dick telling me what it wanted me to do as it pulsed in its chastity cage.
As I took our breakfast plates into the kitchen to clean, I heard my phone buzz and saw a notification of a text message from Maya. It simply read, “Enjoy <3.”
I shrugged at her vague message.
She must be talking about my practice. She knows how much I like to suck on her dildo.
Once the kitchen was cleaned, I went to our bedroom put on my wig and makeup. After all of these weeks, I was becoming much more confident and efficient with getting ready. I had even begun adding eyeshadow to my makeup routine to give my look a little extra flare.
I felt more natural once I was Jackie. The hair and makeup really helped complete my look and make me feel more feminine. And feeling this way made me enjoy my housework more, too, as I truly felt like I was becoming Maya’s housewife. I walked to my closet to grab my apron, put it on, and then got started on my work.
I began by tidying up the bedroom and gathering Maya’s laundry, which was becoming a daily chore. During these last few weeks, her habits had deteriorated. She was becoming accustomed to tossing her dirty laundry all over the bedroom knowing that I would eventually pick it up and wash it for her. I sighed as I picked up her dirty panties and yesterday’s outfit and put them into her hamper.
I decided it would be a good day to do laundry so I carried her hamper of dirty clothes towards the laundry room. However, before I could get there, I heard a pounding on the front door. My heart dropped in fear and surprise.
Who could that be? Should I just ignore it? I don’t want anyone to see me like this!
The door pounded again. “Hello?” I heard a man shout from the other side.
A man? Why is there a man here?
I set the hamper down and quietly snuck to the door and looked through the peephole. I could see there was a tall rugged looking man out there, but he wasn’t anyone I recognized.
“Who is it?” I shouted at the door in my girliest voice.
“It’s Ron, the repair man you called for,” the man said.
Repair man? What repair man?
“I’m sorry, but I didn’t call for any repair man,” I said in confusion.
“Well someone from this apartment did. Someone named… Maya. They said it was urgent.”
An urgent repair? Now I’m really confused. But if Maya ordered it, I guess it’s needed. That means he’s going to see me, though…
“Oh, alright. Just a minute!” I replied. I looked down at my outfit. I removed my apron and tossed it behind the couch and then straightened my shirt and skirt and brushed my hair. If I was going to be seen by a stranger, I wanted to look good. I then took a few deep breaths in and out, building up the courage needed to let him in. When I felt calm, I finally reached out and opened the door. “Come in,” I said.
A tall man stepped inside. He was wearing a pair of faded blue jeans and a white fitted t-shirt that showed off his muscular chest and shoulders. His biceps looked to be twice the size of mine and his hands were large and masculine. He was holding a large black toolbox.
I looked up and saw him staring at me. His square jaw was slightly ajar as I could tell he was trying to figure me out. He had bushy brown hair and a hypnotizing pair of blue eyes.
This man is everything I’m not.
We both stood still, staring at each other for what felt like eternity before he finally snapped us out of our haze.
“So, uhh, I’m supposed to fix the washer and dryer,” he said. His voice was gruff and manly.
There’s nothing wrong with the washer and dryer. I was just about to use it! And how would Maya know? She hasn’t done laundry in weeks!
“Huh. I didn’t know anything was wrong with them,” I shrugged. “But I’ll show you where they are.”
I lead him to the laundry room, feeling his presence looming over me. I flipped on the light and stepped out of the way so he could enter.
“Here they are,” I said.
“Thanks, I’ll take a look and let you know what I find,” he said as he set down his toolbox.
I gave him a nod and a smile and said, “Ok, I’ll be around. Just call out for me when you need me. My name is Jackie, by the way.”
He gave me a friendly nod and then I left him to do his work. As I walked out of the room, I continued to glance at him over my shoulder. I found myself unable to take my eyes off of him.




Chapter 3
Strange Feelings
My breathing was growing heavy and my mind flustered. I hurried into the kitchen and hid on the other side of the wall, out of view from Ron.
What’s happening to me? Why do I feel this way?
I couldn’t help but think of his protruding chest and muscular arms. His chiseled jaw and perfect stubble. I peeked around the corner to catch a quick glimpse of him. He was digging in his tool box. Seeing his big, strong hands grab at his tools made my heart beat harder.
I just need to get away from him.
I scampered off to the bedroom to find something to preoccupy myself with. Sadly, as I looked around the room, I noticed there wasn’t much left to do as I had already tidied up. But I needed to do something to distract myself so I decided to sit down at Maya’s vanity to touch up my makeup.
Sitting on the top of the vanity was a container of lipgloss. I picked it up and pulled out the brush as I puckered my lips. My eyes went to the mirror and watched as I painted my lips with the pink, cherry flavored lipgloss. I pressed my lips together to evenly spread it and then blew myself a kiss in the mirror as I always did.
My lips looked extra shiny and girlish. Seeing them sent a feeling of excitement coursing through my body, all the way to my caged dick. My dick gave me an eager throb, liking the sight of my pouty lips. Though I couldn’t tell if I was longing for such girly lips to be around my dick or to use my girly lips on a dick. Luckily, thinking of the latter reminded me that Maya wanted me to practice sucking.
My eyes lit up at the thought and I felt light on my feet as I hurried to Maya’s bedside table to pull out her dildo. I set it on the bed, feeling my mouth already salivating for it. I spit in my palm and started stroking the fake cock. Long strokes, up and down, as I felt the veins on the dick-shaped dildo brush along my palm.
After just a few strokes, I couldn’t resist sucking it any longer. I tilted it down and put my mouth around it, taking the dildo deep in my mouth. These days I always made sure to deep throat it as much as possible to improve my gag reflex. When Maya watched me suck, I liked the look of pride in her eyes when she saw me hold it deep in my throat without gagging.
As I pulled my mouth back, my mind suddenly flashed to an image of hard pecs. I stopped and shook my head, dispersing the image from my mind. I resumed sucking. I slobbered on the cock as I reached out and ran my fingers down his hard abs. I quickly stopped again.
What the heck? Is my mind playing tricks on me?
I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and started again. My mouth went up and down on the dildo. My tongue licking the bottom each time my mouth pulled up. I took a break and just licked the head of his cock while I reached into his boxers and pulled out his balls. My hands fondled them as he groaned in pleasure.
I let out a moan of my own as my passion and desire overtook me. “Oh, yeah. Fuck my mouth, Ron!” I cried out.
My eyes bulged open as I heard myself cry out.
Am I fantasizing about sucking Ron’s dick? What the hell is happening to me?
Just then I heard a knock and the door. My eyes darted to the bedroom door just in time to see it slowly open up. I quickly pulled the dildo down, behind the bed and hopefully out of view.
I wiped my drool covered mouth with my forearm as I looked at Ron, puzzled. “Ron? What’s going on?” I asked, confused as to why he had suddenly entered my bedroom.
“Did I interrupt something? I’m sorry, Jackie. I was looking for you and thought I heard you say my name so I just came in,” he said.
My whole face suddenly burned with embarrassment.
Did he hear what I said?!
“Oh, uhh. No, it’s fine,” I stammered nervously. “Are you all done?”
He scratched the back of his head awkwardly. “Well, that’s just the thing, Jackie. There doesn’t seem to be any issue with either device. Do you know what the problem was?”
Seeing Ron again made me feel something… something I hadn’t felt before. My breathing was getting heavy as my eyes looked over his muscular body and my mouth started salivating again.
“Sadly, no,” I said once I was able to get my mind back into the conversation. “I had no idea there was an issue and I’m still not sure you have the right apartment.”
Ron pulled out his phone and started swiping. “Well, I received a call from this Maya woman this morning telling me it was urgent and that I needed to come as soon as possible. I told her to text me the address and she sent me an oddly specific message along with it. She said, “Please come quickly! We’re just two helpless girls in desperate need of a strong man to help us. We’re out of clean panties and need our washer and dryer fixed A.S.A.P.! You don’t want us to have to walk around without panties on. Do you, Ron?””
I closed my eyes and rubbed my temples as I wondered what the heck had gotten into Maya. I looked back at Ron. “That’s her name and that definitely sounds like her flare for the dramatic,” I let out a puff of air. Unsure of how to handle this mess. “I’m sorry about the confusion, but I honestly don’t think there was any issue. Can I show you out?”
His face had a growing look of annoyance. “I pushed back my whole schedule to come help you two,” he said, his voice growing stern. “This is unacceptable behavior. Was she pranking me? Or you?”
I sighed. He wasn’t going to leave as easily as I had hoped. “I can’t tell you that and I’m not sure when she’s going to get home to answer for herself.”
Ron’s shoulders were getting tight as his eyes looked away and his head shook in disapproval. “Unacceptable,” he muttered. “Well, I still have to charge you for coming out. $100 is my base price per visit.”
$100! What a waste of money! Maya is going to owe me big time for this.
“Alright, that’s fine,” I said. “Can I pay you through an app?”
“As my website says, I only accept cash. And that’s especially true for this apartment.”
I grimaced. I never carried cash anymore.
“I might have a few dollars lying around, but I definitely don’t have anything close to $100. How about a check?” I asked.
He shook his head with tight, strong lips. “Oh, no. I’m not taking a check from you, and I’m not leaving until I’m paid. You need to find some way to pay me.”
“Someway to pay you…?” I mumbled under my breath. My head dropped down to the dildo in my hand.
Would he want…? Could I even…? There’s only one way to find out.




Chapter 4
Surprise
My mouth started watering as the fantasy returned to my mind. Ron’s hard cock deep in my mouth. I bit my lip as I stared at him lustfully.
He says he needs to be paid or else he won’t leave and I don’t have any cash. What else could a helpless woman like me do to satisfy him?
My mind snapped to Maya. What would she think of me if I did this? Would she accuse me of cheating on her? I stifled a laugh as I remembered I was having these same thoughts this morning about whether or not to allow myself to cum while I sucked a dildo. And here I was now thinking about sucking a man’s cock.
I couldn’t believe that I actually wanted to do it, but my dick’s throbbing was proof enough for me. All of these weeks sucking on Maya’s dildo as she instructed me on how to give a blow job. All the hours spent watching porn to learn new techniques as I practiced them. All of it had had left me an undeniable desire for the real thing.
Ron was glaring at me and I realized that I must look crazy. I had become lost in a fantasy about him in the middle of our conversation. “Sorry,” I blurted out as I snapped back to reality. “I was just thinking of how I might pay you. I… don’t want you to leave unsatisfied.”
I started walking towards him, letting my body’s desires take over. His head cocked to the side as he watched me. “I can assure you that I won’t be leaving until I am satisfied,” he said in his same, upset tone.
He clearly hadn’t understood my innuendo. I would have to make my intentions more obvious. “If only there was another way for a helpless, young woman like me to make it up to such a strong man like you,” I said softly, trying to sound sensual.
His eyes opened slightly ajar as he started grasping what I meant. I saw him gulp then he said, “That’s, uhh… that’s not really what I had in mind.”
I closed in on him as he took a few steps back. His back hit the wall. My hand reached down for his pants and I grabbed his cock. I could feel that it was already a little hard as I started rubbing it through his jeans.
“But you would accept it, wouldn’t you?” I said with big fluttering eyes.
His eyes rolled back as his body relaxed. He slumped against the wall and let me continue to rub his cock. I felt it growing inside of his pants as a hunger grew inside of me.
“I, uhh,” he stammered, his eyes closed and mouth agape.
I stood on my toes so that my mouth was by his ear. “Just say ‘yes’,” I whispered.
His eyes opened and he looked down at me. I saw his eyes flash from mine to my lips and back. I moved my lips so they just lightly brushed his and then pulled back. “Say it,” I whispered again.
He took a deep swallow and choked out, “Yes.”
I grabbed his hand and pulled him towards the bed. My dick was throbbing in its cage, excited for what was to come. I threw him down on the bed, his back against the headboard as I ripped off his shirt.
I gasped as I saw his chest. His pecs and abs were even larger than I could have imagined. I pulled off my own shirt and skirt, leaving me wearing only my black bra and panties with my tiny chastity cage tucked between my legs.
He looked at me with a hunger matching my own. He was finally in. I leapt on top of him. My arms grabbed his shoulders and pressed him back against the headboard of my bed as I stared at him. My chest heaved with every breath I took. I couldn’t resist any more.
I ran my hands down his chest and abs as I felt my dick strain harder in its cage. Ron grabbed my waist with his large, thick hands and held me tight as his mouth kissed my neck. His kisses were warm and moist, and sent shivers down my spine. I curved my neck and pulled my hair away, allowing his lips to continue upwards.
He pulled back and looked at me. His eyes were again sneaking glances at my lips, telling me that he wanted to kiss me. I leaned forward as he did the same.
But just before our lips touched I heard a strange noise behind me. It sounded like clapping. I pulled my self away from Ron and looked over my shoulder to see what it was.
It was Maya.
She had a big smirk on her face as she applauded me. “I see you found my surprise. Do you like it?” she asked me.
I rolled over to the other side of the bed and quickly covered myself with a blanket, feeling exposed and ashamed that my girlfriend had caught me with a man. My eyes were wide open as I stared at her, not knowing what to say.
“I, uhh,” I stammered. “Your surprise?” I didn’t know what she was talking about.
She walked towards the bed, her arms crossed as she stared at me. Ron looked startled, but I could tell he had a glint of hope that she would join us.
“By all means, don’t stop on account of me,” she said as she reached the bed. “It looked like the show was just getting started. And I can’t wait to watch the finale.”




Chapter 5
Payment Complete
I continued to stare at Maya in shock. My heart was beating faster than I had ever felt it before. “W-what do you mean?” I finally asked.
Maya sat on the edge of the bed. She waved at Ron and said, “Hi Ron, thanks for coming on such short notice. Sorry for interrupting so early.”
He shrugged and gave a half smile, clearly still confused as to what was happening, just as I was.
She continued, “I got Ron out here for you, baby!” She grabbed my foot and wiggled it playfully. “You never have the courage to come out with me so I wanted to bring some fun to you.”
“Fun? What are you talking about, Maya?” I asked.
Maya cocked her head at me. “You remember that I wanted you to practice dick sucking while I was out, right?” she asked.
“Yeah…”
“I thought you would be bored with the same old dildo and I thought I might be able to arrange something better for you. So I hired Ron here to come repair something that wasn’t broken. I had a feeling you would find a way to seduce him. That you wouldn’t be able to resist sucking his cock.”
“How could you know that?”
“Isn’t that obvious? Because I’ve been training you to crave cock, silly!” she answered enthusiastically.
My heart dropped and I froze.
She’s right! She has been making me more and more interested in sucking cock. I actually was excited to do it this morning.
My mind was racing with questions. “How did you… why did you…?” I felt exhausted just thinking about it.
I noticed Ron was staring back and forth between us. He had his hand in his pants and he was stroking his cock, still excited by what might happen.
Maya stood up and walked to my side of the bed. She motioned for me to move over and I did so she could sit in the bed next to me. She put her arm around me and held me as I relaxed my head on her shoulder.
“Because I wanted you to feel like a woman. Because I wanted to erase your manly desires and replace them with female desires. And because I want you to know the control I have over you,” she said.
I looked up at her. She had a serious look in her eyes. “You do have control over me, don’t you?” I admitted.
“Yes,” she said.
“What do you want me to do?” I asked, waiting for her commands.
Her hand clasped my face, squeezing my lips outward. “I want you to use those juicy lips of yours to suck his cock. I think he’s waited long enough. Don’t you, Ron?”
Ron looked over at us, still stroking his cock as he looked slightly annoyed. “Is this going to happen or not? I have other clients to meet.”
I looked back at Maya and she gave me a nod. I whimpered, feeling uneasy now that I would be watched and instructed. When I had been in the moment earlier, it all felt so much more natural, naughty, and wrong. Now it felt cold and calculated. But even that couldn’t take away my desire.
I lowered the blanket and turned towards Ron. I could see the tip of his dick sticking out of his pants as he continued touching himself. I reached over, unbuttoned his pants, and pulled them down just enough for him to pull out his full cock. It wasn’t as big as the dildo, but it was certainly bigger than mine. Seeing another man’s cock for the first time felt thrilling. I felt a rush of excitement sweep through me as I licked my lips.
I crawled over him and onto the ground. I wanted to get into a position I was most comfortable with and I had done most of my practice on my knees. Ron kicked off his jeans and moved his legs over the side of the bed so that they were surrounding me. His dick was now straight in front of me.
Maya crawled behind him, her head poking out from over his shoulder as she watched me. “Stop stalling and suck it, slut!” she ordered me.
I grabbed Ron’s cock as I inspected it. His head was already leaking pre-cum. I closed my eyes, opened my mouth, and then threw my head down on his cock, taking it all at once as if jumping into a pool. When I felt it hit the back of my throat I locked my lips around it and felt his cock in my mouth. If felt soft, yet hard, and tasted a little salty. I moved my head back up, licking his cock as I did. At the tip, I ran my tongue around his head and could taste the cum already leaking out.
My mouth was beginning to salivate which helped my mouth slide up and down his cock. Ron started moving his hips back and forth, simulating fucking. I stopped moving my mouth and let him fuck it instead. With each of his thrusts, I ran my tongue along his cock.
Maya climbed down from the bed and kneeled in between Ron and I, watching my mouth get fucked up close. She suddenly grabbed the back of my head and forced it down on his cock. I tried my best not to gag, but I felt my eyes start watering up. She held it down while Ron continued thrusting his cock deep in my mouth.
“Don’t get lazy, slut. Suck it like I taught you!” she shouted at me.
When she finally released, I pulled my mouth off and caught my breath as I licked his shaft, just as she had instructed me weeks ago. His head looked swollen and his veins protruded more than earlier. I knew he was getting close.
I swallowed his cock again, taking it deep once more before coming back up and working on its head. My hand started stroking his cock as I ran my tongue around his cock head and sucked on it.
Ron arched his back as he closed his eyes and moaned. Hearing his pleasure filled me with pride; I was doing a good job and he was about to cum. I took his cock deep inside my mouth as his entire cock pulsed. I felt liquid splatter on the back of my throat and tongue as his cock suddenly pumped out cum.
Ron’s whole body soon relaxed and he collapsed backwards into the bed with a loud sigh. I carefully pulled my mouth off of his cock, trying to keep all the cum inside. I gagged at the taste of the mouthful of cum and looked around for somewhere to spit it. Maya quickly slapped her hand over my mouth, holding my jaw shut.
“Real women swallow,” she hissed. I looked at her and followed her orders. She smiled widely and beamed with pride. “This is just the beginning, my good little sissy. I have so many more plans for you and this mouth of yours.”
I suddenly realized my penis was throbbing. I hadn’t orgasmed as I hoped I would from sucking cock. But I now knew that I would have plenty more opportunities ahead of me. And I couldn’t wait.
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Once Eric becomes Erin, he soon finds out how far he’s willing to go to keep his dreams of running his own business alive.
Becoming a Sissy Maid: Unlocking Hidden Desires
 
After allowing his marriage grow stagnant, Brad is faced with a tough decision. Wear a chastity cage or lose his relationship with his wife, Melissa. Melissa has issued him this ultimatum after years of growing unhappy in their marriage and because she believes that wearing a chastity cage will help turn Brad back into the loving, supportive man she married.

When Brad agrees, Melissa begins to give him daily chastity chores. Motivated by his desire to prove his devotion to his wife, Brad performs his chores diligently even as Melissa begins to add to his list of chastity chores. To further test his love and growing obedience, Melissa decides to tell him to dress up like a French maid for a deep cleaning of the house. When Brad not only agrees but seems eager to dress up again, Melissa understands that Brad was meant for a different life and takes it upon herself to unlock his hidden desires.
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