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A Sissy’s Awakening
EMBRACING NEW URGES



Chapter 1
Secrets Revealed


Iwalked into my apartment and quickly noticed something was off. I scanned the room and noticed clothes scattered all over; on the ground, furniture, and even hanging off the ceiling fan. It all appeared to be women’s clothing.

“Hun, what’s going on?” I shouted out to my girlfriend, Serena.

As I heard her stomping towards the living room I had a sudden realization and became consumed with fear. I looked at the nearest piece of clothing. It was a piece of lacy black lingerie that I had seen before; I had seen it because it was mine. The clothes scattered across the living room were all from my secret collection of women’s clothing that she had obviously discovered.

I dropped my gym bag and felt my body freeze as the sound of Serena’s footsteps grew louder.

“Finally home, huh?” Serena said sternly as she stormed into the living room

“Yeah, I just finished at the gym a little bit ago. What’s with the mess?” I tried to play it cool, not yet knowing how to handle the situation.

“Don’t you recognize it, Michael?”

I looked around the room to buy time. As I did, I saw began to recognize my favorite panties scattered about along side my other lingerie, stockings, bras and dresses.

How am I going to get out of this?

Serena was growing impatient. “That’s right Michael, I found your little trophy collection. Whose are they? What’s the little slut’s name?”

She doesn’t know they’re mine. She thinks I’m cheating on her. Shit. Which is worse?

I stared at her wide-eyed as I continued contemplating what to say.

Serena crossed her arms as she always does when she’s upset. “Well, what’s her name?”

I felt a lump in my throat as I swallowed and croaked out my admission. “Michael...”

“Michelle? Yeah, that sounds like a whore’s name.”

I lowered my head, unable to look her in the face. “No... Michael.”

“Michael? What do you mean?”

“They... they’re all mine.”

“What do you mean?”

“When you’re not here, sometimes I like to wear them.”

“You like to wear panties and dresses? Great, even better. My boyfriend of four years is secretly gay. Gina was right about you all along.”

“What? Gina thinks I’m...? No! I-I just like to feel sexy wearing them and I... I jerk off wearing them some times. I’m not gay.”

Serena gave me a look of skepticism. “So you just like to twirl around in a dress pretending you're a woman...”

“It’s just a little kink I have. It turns me on.”

“So when you tell me that you’re at the gym, you’re not secretly out with other women?”

“Absolutely not! I’m working out to look good for my amazing, beautiful girlfriend.”

Serena cupped her ear and leaned in a little. “For whom?”

I laid my charm on thick this time. “My amazing, beautiful, sexy, goddess of a girlfriend who I love with every fiber of my being.”

I walked up and gave her a hug and a kiss on the forehead. Flattery had always worked well on her.

She pulled away and looked at me. “Well when you put it that way... Ugh. This is just too much to process right now.”

“Yeah... I understand.”

“For now, can you pick it all up and get it out of here? I don’t care whose it is, I don’t want it in our home.”

“Of course, whatever you need.”

As I began picking up my once secret collection of women’s clothing, I reminisced about how I acquired each piece. I had bought them all at different times and at different stores, whenever I had been feeling particularly horny or naughty and had the urge to dress up.

This urge would come every so often and the only way to satisfy it would be by wearing panties or a dress with sexy lingerie and thigh highs underneath. If I was home alone then I could pull from my collection to indulge my urge, but if I was out of the house, buying something new that I could think about helped placate it until I could get home to dress up.

This urge had first come to me when I was a teenager and had only grown stronger the more I embraced it. I wasn’t exactly proud of it, but wearing women’s clothing sometimes just felt right and I enjoyed it. This collection of clothes that I had took a long time to build and I would feel sick if I had to part with it.

Once I had picked up the last piece of clothing, I put it all in a box and decided that it would be best to store it in my car for now. I walked back to tell Serena my plan, but she had left the room. I grabbed my keys and left to take the box out to my car.

When I returned to our apartment, Serena was back in the living room, sitting on the couch waiting for me.

“You got rid of it all?” she asked me.

“Yes, it’s all out of here,” I replied as I sat down on the couch next to her.

“Thank you. While I’m still processing all of this, I think I need you to wear this.”

She pulled out a small box that was hidden between her and the arm of the couch then extended it towards me.

“What’s this?” I asked as I took the box from her. I opened it up to find a penis-shaped piece of plastic and a plastic ring.

“It’s a male chastity cage. I read that women often make their men wear one when they think they’re being unfaithful.”

“Hun, I’m not cheating on you. I swear!”

“If you aren’t, then you should have no problem wearing the cage. I’ll unlock it when I want to have sex with you. That’s the only time you should ever need to be out of your cage. At least until I can trust you again.”

“You’re serious?”

“Listen, Michael. I’ve been cheated on before and it devastated me. I love you and I want to trust you, but until I feel that I can again...”

“Alright, alright, I’ll do it. Because I love you and want you to trust me.”

“Thank you. Please put it on now and give me the key.”

“Alright, fine,” I said as I stood up from the couch.

I took the box with me as I left the living room and walked to the bathroom. I had never seen or heard of a device such as a chastity cage before and the thought of locking anything around my penis was unnerving.

In the bathroom, I took everything out of the box and placed the pieces on the counter. I carefully followed the instructions to put the ring on, then the cage, and finally the lock. I turned the key in the lock then removed it. I glanced up into the mirror to see how it looked. It looked ridiculous and felt pretty uncomfortable.

I have no choice but to just wear this damn cage if I want to make Serena happy. I’m sure it won’t take her long to get passed this.

I shook my head in disbelief as I pulled up my underwear and pants and returned to the living room. I handed Serena the key as I sat back on the couch next to her.

“Here you go,” I said.

“Thank you,” Serena said. "I want to trust you, but even if I do, I’m not sure how I feel about your... dressing up. For now though, this cage will help me find out for sure what you’re up to.”


Chapter 2
Unable to Resist


After Serena had made me wear a chastity cage, I decided to do a little research on male chastity and learned that typically men would only wear their chastity cages for short periods until they got used to it. However, when I tried to explain this to Serena she got upset and said that if I was to regain her trust, then I would have leave it on and deal with any discomfort until she was ready to unlock me.

The more I researched male chastity, the more wearing a chastity cage seemed to be a pretty normal thing that many men liked. Discovering this made me feel better about the cage around my penis, though I would still rather not be wearing it.

Over the next week I tried to keep my routine as normal as possible. I didn’t want Serena to think that I was deliberately changing my schedule or habits for any reason. I could understand why she might think I was cheating on her when she found my hidden collection of women’s clothing, but I couldn’t understand why she would think I would keep so much of it around. If it was all from someone who I was cheating with, wouldn’t that person notice that much clothing missing?

I had been into wearing women’s clothing long before I met Serena and I had stock piled a sizable amount and variety of clothes. I had different outfits and styles for my different whims and I would buy different pieces whenever I felt the urge get strong enough (which it had been growing stronger as of late). I hated the idea of losing my collection and wondered what I would do if Serena was uncomfortable with me dressing up, even if still in private, and having the clothes in the house. It had become such a large part of me over the last decade of my life.

For now, my collection remained in the trunk of my car and the thought of it was beginning to drive me crazy. Before Serena had found it, I would usually find a day or two a week to dress up in secret, but now it had been a week without the opportunity to do so. Not to mention that I had been locked in a chastity cage the entire week and unable to relieve myself. I was getting extremely horny and my urge to dress up was growing stronger with every passing moment. I was dying to at least wear some panties. Continuing to think about it was just making the urge stronger and it was consuming my mind.

Eventually, I couldn’t take it anymore. I went into the kitchen and grabbed the trash bag and told Serena I was going to take it out. I quickly left our apartment and tossed the the trash bag into the dumpster as I made my way to my real target, my car. There I opened the trunk, revealing the box containing my secret collection. Seeing it again instantly put me at ease. I hadn’t lost it.

I opened the box and pulled out a few of my favorite pieces; a black silky thong, a matching black bra, and lacy red lingerie. Just holding them almost gave me the feeling of wearing them, but it wasn’t the same nor was it enough to satisfy my urge. I needed more. I pushed the panties deep into my the pocket of my pants, put the rest away and closed the trunk. I had never worn any of my women’s clothing while Serena was home, but I was desperate.

I felt naughty as I returned to the apartment with the panties in my pocket and I could feel my penis beginning to plump up in excitement inside of the chastity cage. When I entered the apartment I went straight to our bedroom and closed the door. I pulled down my shorts and underwear and slid the panties on. As I did, I realized that my chastity cage was in the way. I tucked it between my legs as much as I could comfortably pull the thong all the way up.

Feeling the thong in my butt crack once again felt so good, almost euphoric. My penis was now starting to throb in its cage as my excitement level increased. This wasn’t a new feeling. My penis had this reaction a few times over the last week most commonly when I had fantasized about wearing my secret clothes or when Serena and I had fooled around a little.

Wearing the chastity cage was growing increasingly uncomfortable and my desire to orgasm was insane. I felt like I couldn’t take it much longer, but at least I was wearing my favorite panties again which made me feel a little better.

I walked over to Serena’s full length mirror to check myself out as I always did when I dressed up.

It looks as good as it feels.

I struck a few poses, popping out my butt and checking out how it looked in the mirror.

Just as I was feeling my urge subside, I heard footsteps outside the bedroom door. I had forgotten that Serena was still home. I ran back to my pile of clothes and quickly pulled on my shorts over the panties and zipped them up just as Serena walked in.


Chapter 3
Truths Uncovered


“Hey, what are you up to in here?” Serena asked me as she entered the room.

“Uhh, nothing,” I had just finished zipping up my pants to hide the thong I was wearing as she entered the room. I noticed that my underwear was still on the ground next to me so I tried to nonchalantly kick them under the bed. “Just, uhh, thought I would make the bed.”

“Oh, well that’s a nice surprise,” she said as she began walking towards me. “How pissed is your side piece that you couldn’t be with her this week?” She had been very standoffish this week and clearly the idea of me cheating on her was still brewing in her mind.

I sighed. “I told you, babe. I don’t have a side piece. You’re the only woman in my life.”

“I still don’t believe that all that clothing was yours or that you like to dress up like a girl. You work out all the time and are a macho guy, why would a man like you want to dress up like a woman?”

“Because it feels... good... and sexy. I don’t really know how to explain it other than that. When I was younger I was curious about wearing panties one day so I tried on a pair thinking it would settle my interest. But I found that I really liked it so I kept wearing them and ever since I started having these urges to wear them from time to time. That eventually led me to buy a bra and a dress and, well, eventually everything you found.”

“Oh, good. This has been going on for years and this is the first I’m learning of it. Any other secrets you have to share with me?”

“No, I swear. This was my only secret.”

“When you’re dressed up, do you fantasize about having sex with men?”

“No! I-I like to watch lesbian porn and I pretend I’m part of it.”

“Oh, that is pretty kinky, but why not just use your imagination? Why dress up?”

“Because wearing the clothes turns me on, I like how it feels. I guess it’s my fetish."

“And you really just do it to masturbate? You don’t really want to become a woman or anything?”

“No, I don’t want to be a woman.” I was beginning to get defensive by her line of questioning and because I oddly felt like I was lying to her. “Just a kinky way to get off when you’re not around.”

“Alright, well, I like that it’s when I’m not around. I don’t want to know anything about it and don’t want to see it. Ok?”

“Yes, of course, babe.” I felt a huge weight release from me. It seemed as if she would be accepting of my secret as long as I kept it my secret. I would be able to keep my collection and continue dressing up.

“Ok, good. So... I was thinking that maybe I will let you out of your chastity cage and we could mess up the bed a little more before you make it nice and tidy."

I didn’t want to lose this opportunity so I wasted no time and quickly closed the distance between us. I put one arm around her back and another on the back of her head. I locked her in a tight embrace as we began to make out. My hands caressed her body, feeling her feminine curves and grabbing her ample bottom. I pulled off her shirt and threw it across the room then began unbuttoning her pants. She broke free from my embrace to pull them off. Soon she was wearing nothing but her bra and panties and she tossed herself backwards into the bed, beaconing me with her finger.

I threw my shirt off, jumped onto the bed and crawled on top of her, kissing her body as I made my way up. I wanted to ravage her body in every way possible. When I reached her head our lips passionately locked again. My penis was throbbing hard in my chastity cage, trying to break free.

I reached my hand down between her legs and began to rub as her back arched and she moaned. As her hands reached for my pants’ zipper I felt shivers run through my body. I was so close to having the release I so desperately needed and I wanted her so badly. Once she had pulled down my zipper I helped her take off my pants as we continued our lustful kissing.

As Serena grabbed my chastity cage panic consumed me.

Oh, no. I’m still wearing a thong!

She suddenly pulled away from me, propping herself up on her elbows. She peered down at my crotch then angrily shoved me off of her. “What the... what are you wearing?!”


Chapter 4
Caught


Serena quickly jumped out of the bed. “Seriously, you’re wearing panties right now? I thought you got rid of all that clothes?” she yelled at me.

“Fuck.” I said to myself as I laid on the bed, wearing just a black thong and chastity cage. I knew that this was going to be hard to smooth over with her. I propped myself up on my elbows and turned to look at her. “I told you I liked it..."

“Are you just wearing panties under your clothes all the time?"

“No, this is the first time. I’ve been resisting dressing up all week because I didn’t want to upset you. But I’m so horny from having this chastity cage locked on my dick. I haven’t had any sexual release and it’s driving me crazy! I couldn’t resist any longer.”

“You couldn’t resist? How strong is your urge to wear panties?”

“I get an urge every few days; it makes me feel like I really need to wear something sexy and feminine. The longer I go without dressing up, the greater my drive builds and, apparently, if I’m not allowed to cum as well, the drive builds even more. So being locked in this cage for the last week as been rough.”

Serena looked lost in her thoughts so I continued, “It was only for a few minutes! I wasn’t expecting you to come in so I had to cover up as quickly as possible.”

“Well I’m so sorry that I interrupted your little panty-prance-around,” she said sarcastically.

I sighed. "I don’t know why I do it; I wish I did. It just makes me feel naughty and turns me on. I guess I just like to feel like a sexy woman sometimes.”

“You can’t just put on some panties and be a sexy woman. There’s a lot more to being a woman than that. And why would you want to feel like a woman? You’re a handsome guy, I’m sure you get hit on all the time.”

“Being a handsome guy is way different than being a sexy woman. I could never get the special treatment or the looks you get. Men hit on you and offer to buy you drinks right in front of me all the time.”

She crossed her arms. “Is that what you want? You want men to hit on you and buy you drinks?”

“No, I just do it to fulfill these urges I get. Why are you getting so mad. At the end of the day this is all pretty harmless; there’s a lot of worse secrets that I could have.”

She uncrossed her arms and sat back on the bed, leaning back against the headboard. “I’m not upset, I’m just trying to learn what makes my boyfriend of the last four years tick."

I nudged closer to her on the bed and grabbed her hand. “I’m still the same guy that you’ve been with for those last four years. This doesn’t change who I am.”

“It does if this is some desire or fantasy that you are repressing. Are you sure that this is just some innocent little fetish that you have and not something more? Have you ever gone out dressed as a woman?”

“Well, yes. When I was younger I once dressed as a school girl for halloween. I just drove around a little bit and went to the store for a few items.”

“How did that feel?”

“To be honest, it was pretty exhilarating.”

“I bet it was.”

Serena looked away and appeared to be deep in thought again. I let the silence hang; not wanting to interrupt her.

“I think I have an idea,” she said as she turned back to look at me. “You said you like to feel like a sexy woman so how about this; let me make you into a sexy woman.”

I sat up and looked at her confused. “Uhh, what do you mean?”

“I want to test the extent of your urge and desire to feel this way so I want to make you into a sexy woman. I will pick out your outfit and do your complete makeup.”

I was taken aback by her sudden change. Now she wanted me to dress up? It sounded like a trap. A trap that I was really tempted to fall for.

“And what do I have to do?” I asked hesitantly.

“All you have to do is be yourself. I want to judge your reaction to being made to look like a woman.”

“Uhh, no, that’s ok. I want to just move on from all of this. I will learn to better control my urges. I will just throw everything away and stop dressing up.” I honestly didn’t think this was possible, but I thought that I could find a way to do it in secrecy again.

“I think we’re too far in to look past it, Michael. I don’t think I can forget it, but if I can understand it better, then I think I can learn to accept it."

“No, really. I don’t want to do any of this.” I really did want it though.

She laughed. “I’m pretty sure you do. Come on, Mikey. This is a one time offer from your hairstylist girlfriend to dress and make you up into a stunningly beautiful woman. Maybe we will even reenact some of that lesbian porn you like so much.”

Now she had really piqued my interest and I couldn’t resist her offer. I tried to play it cool. “Oh, well in that case... yeah, alright. You can have your way with me."

“Mmm, yeah, that does sound pretty sexy doesn’t it?” She rolled on top of me, straddling my legs. “I’m going to make you into such a gorgeous woman. You’re going to be irresistible.”

My penis began throbbing in its chastity cage again. This was becoming too much to take.

She grabbed my wrists and forced them over my head as she leaned in and began kissing my neck, sending shivers down my spine. Then she reached back and grabbed my chastity cage as she whispered, “I guess I trust that you’re not cheating on me now, but I’m going to keep you locked up. I need your urge at its highest level for my test.”

She sat back up and released my wrists as she climbed off of me and out of the bed. I groaned as I felt my penis pressing hard against its cage, trying to break free.

I was so close to getting unlocked and now I have to wait even longer...

Serena began putting her clothes back on. ”First, I need you to go shave your body. Every inch from the nose down to your toes so that your body is nice and smooth like a woman’s.”

“You’re serious? Why do I need to shave my legs for your test?”

“So you can have the full experience of feeling like a woman, of course. You can use my razors. I’m going to go run out for supplies. I expect you to be hairless when I get back.”

“And if I’m not?”

She pulled my chastity keys out of her pocket and dangled them in front of me. “Then me and your keys will be walking out this door together for good.”

Shit. I guess this is going to happen whether I want it or not.

I sighed. “Yeah, alright, fine. I’ll do this for you.”

She gave me a look of disbelief. “I partially believe that, but I’m pretty sure you’re going to have a lot more fun with this than me.”

She’s probably right.

She began to walk out of the room. “Better hurry, we have a lot to do today.”

What the heck just happened?

I was beside myself. She was going to dress me up as a woman to see how much I enjoyed it? I have no doubt that I’m going to like this, but if this is some elaborate test then how should I behave? I should probably try to stay as calm as possible and control my reactions as much as possible, but could I when I was already so horny and my urge was so strong?

I stood up from the bed and walked to the bathroom. I stood in front of the bathroom mirror and looked at myself. I was a decently hairy man, especially my legs, so this was going to be an effort. I grabbed Serena’s razor and shaving cream then walked into the shower.

I took a deep breath in then slowly released it. “You can do this,” I said aloud.

Then I got started.


Chapter 5
Feminized


Ihad always wondered what it would feel like to shave my legs when I dressed up like a woman. I imagined that wearing thigh highs with garters would feel even better with smooth legs. In the past, shaving my legs would have been too noticeable by Serena so I could never try without her questioning it, but now she was actually making me do it.

At this point, I wasn’t sure if there was any saving my relationship, but if she wanted to dress me up as a woman, then at least we could have one last fun and kinky experience. Thinking about my relationship with Serena possibly coming to an end made me feel ill. It was all because I kept this secret from her. If I had been honest with her from the beginning, she probably would have been accepting of my extracurricular activities.

By the time I heard Serena open the front door, I was nearly done with shaving my body. As she entered the bathroom, her hands were filled with shopping bags. She dropped the bags and look shocked.

“Wow, look at you. Your hairless body is going to make a great canvas for my plans,” she said as she gave my body a look over.

“Whatever you say. I just want to prove to you that I love you and only want to be with you,” I replied with the line that I had rehearsed in my head repeatedly over the last hour.

Seeing her eyes scan my body made me feel slightly vulnerable in my naked and nearly hairless state.

Her eyes locked onto my crotch. “Why do you still have pubic hair? You shaved everything but that area.”

“I couldn’t get to it because of the cage so I thought I would do it last when you got back. I was hoping you would unlock me so I could get to it.”

“I guess that makes sense,” she said after considering my excuse. "I didn’t want to let you out of your chastity cage yet, but I suppose I will so you can shave. But it is going on right away once you’re done.”

“Alright, fine,” I sighed. I was really hoping she would let me keep it off once she had to unlock it so I could shave.

“I’ll be just 10 feet away in the bedroom so don’t get any silly ideas. You don’t get to cum yet. I need your urge to be at its peak for my test.”

She pulled my chastity keys out from her pocket and handed them to me. I unlocked my cage then slowly took it off. My balls had become sore lately so I was especially gentle taking the ring off. As if stretching, my penis began to plump up, getting semi-erect. After a week locked up, seeing my penis looked a little foreign.

Serena picked up her shopping bags and took them into the bedroom where she began to unpack them. As she did, I began to shave my privates. My penis was extremely sensitive to touch after being deprived of contact for the last week. I gently shaved the surrounding area then progressed to the shaft and finally the scrotum.

When I had finished shaving, I took a quick shower to rinse off. The water hitting my hairless skin felt different; there was much more sensation and I could really feel the water on my legs.

I got out of the shower to find Serena waiting for me. “Here, rub this lotion on your legs to keep them smooth and moisturized. But first, you need to lock your dick back up.” She handed me a jar of moisturizer.

She turned around and grabbed my chastity cage and keys off of the counter and handed them to me. I set down the jar and took the chastity cage from her.

Putting the chastity cage back on felt more comfortable without any hair left in the area to get snagged on. I put the lock back in, turned the key and handed it to Serena. After being locked up for the previous week, putting it back on actually felt more normal than having it off during the last half an hour.

“Thank you,” she said as she grabbed the keys and walked away.

Wait, why did I just put this back on? I was free! I could have stopped this whole charade! Now I have no choice but to continue with her plan...

I opened the jar of moisturizer and spread it over my legs. It gave them a slight shine and made them feel even more smooth. It was nice.

I looked around for clothes to put on but all I had brought into the bathroom was a black thong. I shrugged and decided to put it back on then walk into the bedroom to get something else to wear. Before I could get to my closet, Serena sprung into action.

“Ok, we still have a lot to do so hurry up and sit down at my vanity so I can paint your nails.” She pulled out a jar of nail polish from one of her shopping bags and stood next to the vanity.

I sat in the chair per her instructions. “You’re going to paint my nails?”

“Of course. You want to be a sexy woman, right? Then you need your nails painted. I have the perfect shade for you, Midnight Kiss, it’s a nice dark red that will complement your skin tone and hair color well.”

She sat cross-legged on the floor and began painting my toenails. Midnight Kiss was a shade of dark red that was both elegant and seductive. I really liked how it looked.

“Ok, your toes are done. Now put your hands on the vanity so I can paint your fingernails. Hold your hands still until I’m done.”

While she worked on my fingers, I examined my feet. It was weird to see my toenails painted. If I didn’t know they were mine, I would think that I was looking at women's feet. I had to wiggle my toes to prove they were in fact mine.

“Alright, your nails are done, but they’re not dry yet so don’t move them. I’m going start on your makeup.” She began going through her shopping bags again, pulling out various jars of makeup and setting them on her vanity.

I had never worn makeup before, but I suppose this would be day full of firsts.

“First, I’m going to apply some foundation. I had to guess your skin tone so hopefully it will blend in well. It is going to hide your five o’clock shadow and any blemishes you have on your face.” She began applying the foundation on my face. It was creamy looking and very similar to my own skin color. It really gave my face a smooth look.

“Now we need to work on your crazy eyebrows. They are far too manly and unruly,” she said as she began plucking my eyebrows.

“Oww!” I exclaimed.

“Get used to it, we have a lot more to go.”

When she was done she stepped back to examine her work through the vanity mirror. “Much better,” she said. She picked up a pencil and ran it through my more slender eyebrows which made them look darker and thicker.

“Next we will do your eyes.” She grabbed a small palette of eye shadow which mostly consisted of black and grey shades. I closed my eyes and let her paint my eye lids.

“Good, keep them closed. I’m going to do some eye liner now.” I felt a light brush run across my eye lids, just about my eye lashes.

“Almost done, keep your eyes closed just a little longer.” She dabbed something above my eye lashes then pressed something in the same area. “Ok, open your eyes.”

I opened my eyes to see smokey eyeshadow and long, thick eye lashes. “Oh, wow,” I let out.

“You like it? The lashes are lightly glued on so act like they’re fragile and don’t mess with them.”

“Yeah, it looks amazing."

“Alright, now a dash of blush.” She dabbed a large brush into a container of blush and then lightly padded the brush on my cheeks which gave them a slight rosy look.

I was beginning to look more and more feminine, it was amazing. I tried to play it cool when Serena was looking, but whenever she turned away I took the opportunity to check myself out in the mirror.

“Last, but not least, are your lips. This shade should match your nails perfectly. Pucker your lips for me.” She applied a dark red shade of lipstick to my lips. “Now press your lips together to even it out like this.” She showed me what to do and I copied her.

She took a step back again to take in her completed work. “All done. What do you think?"

“Wow, you really made me look feminine,” I said as I checked myself out.

“It’s a lot of work to look like a woman, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, I’m glad I don’t have to do this every day.”

“Just wait until you see what we have to wear. Speaking of which... are you ready to get dressed? I bought a special outfit just for you.”


Chapter 6
Playing Dress Up


With my nails painted and my makeup applied, we returned to the bedroom where Serena had previously laid out some clothes on our bed. She sat down next to the pile.

“Lucky for you, I knew exactly what sizes to buy because I looked at the sizes of the clothes I found in your secret box. I wanted to see what kind of woman you were messing around with. Put this on first.”

She grabbed a black corset and extended it towards me. I took it from her and held it out in front of me, examining it. It was black with a little white lace trim on the top and bottom. It had spaghetti straps and on the back were rows of hooks and eyes with a cute white bow at the very bottom. It had large cups which appeared to be meant for large breasts which I found curious.

I put my arms through the straps and pressed the corset against my torso then turned my back to Serena. “Think you could help me with this?” I asked Serena as I motioned to the hooks on the back.

She began connecting the hooks one at a time from top to bottom. With each clasp the corset became more and more constricting.

“Oof, this is tight!” I cried out.

“I think it fits perfectly. It gives you a nice little hourglass curve which is just what you want as a woman,” Serena responded as she connected the last hook and eye and then slid her hand along the curves of my body. “There you go, you’re all set."

She turned back to the bed and grabbed the next piece of clothes which was black sheer stockings. “Put these on next. These will make you feel extra sexy. They are thigh highs with garter straps attached. Pull the top of the garters to the top of your thong and the thigh highs as high as you can.”

I took the stockings from her and considered her instructions. I bunched up each leg of the stockings and pulled them up my legs, one at a time. My legs tingled as I pulled the stockings up; the feeling of soft fabric sliding up my hairless legs was heavenly. When I had pulled the thigh highs as far up as I could, they rested just below my butt cheeks. Then I pulled the garter belt up to overlay my the top of my thong.

I felt my penis beginning to plump in its cage as I snuck a glance in the mirror across the room. The tightness at the top of the stockings was pushing up my butt cheeks, making my ass look perkier. I loved how it looked. I rubbed my thighs to feel the stockings on my legs; they felt so smooth and I could feel every sensation of my touch.

I recomposed myself then looked back towards Serena to see what was next. However, while I was distracted by my thigh highs, she had moved over to her dresser and was now wearing nothing but a small thong and a lacy teddy, both black. The teddy had built-in underwire with just enough padding to make her breasts look ample and create the perfect amount of cleavage. Seeing her dressed in her lingerie made me even more excited.

She’s dressing up just like me! I can’t wait to fool around with her while we’re both dressed up... Why not try now?

I walked behind her and put my arms on her shoulders as I kissed her neck. “My urges are telling me to throw you down on this bed and have my way with you. Maybe we should obey.”

She turned around and placed a finger on my lips. “Good try, but you need to save your energy. Plus, you’re going to mess up your lipstick if you keep that up.”

She reached down next to the bed and grabbed a box out of a shopping bag and handed it to me. “This is next. Inside are fake breasts to stuff your corset with. But first, take this glue and rub it on chest so they adhere.”

She grabbed a tube of roll-on body glue from the same bag and offered it to me. I set the box down on the bed and grabbed the stick from her and rolled it on my chest. Once my chest was sticky with body glue, I opened the box and picked up the fake breasts. They were large breasts; the box said they were size D and made of silicon. I put them into the cups of the corset and then pushed them firmly against my chest for several seconds to help them adhere. I readjusted the corset and tightened the straps and as I did, it caused the breasts to jiggle. I grabbed them and gave them a little squeeze then let go; they actually had a nice and realistic feeling and bounce to them.

I heard Serena giggling. “Enjoying your first time with breasts? Don’t worry, I feel mine up all the time,” she said.

“They feel so realistic,” I said as I grabbed them again and l peered into the mirror. “You can definitely see that they’re fake though."

“Don’t worry, I thought of that. Now you get to put on your new little black dress.” She picked up a dress from the bed and handed it to me. “This will cover your breasts so no one can tell they’re fake.”

The dress was a short, black body-con dress. It had short sleeves and the top of the dress was sheer. I unzipped it then stepped in and pulled it up. I put my arms through the sleeves then reached around and tried to zip it up, but could only get it up to my mid back.

“Can you help zip me up?” I asked Serena after I had given up trying.

“Just a second,” she replied as she pulled on a skimpy black dress of her own. “I bought myself a new dress for tonight, too. Here, I’ll zip you up then you zip me.”

After she pulled up her dress, she walked over and zipped up the rest of mine. It felt snug, especially around the chest, but in a way that felt nice. I turned around and helped Serena zip up her dress. Her’s was also a short black body-con dress. It had spaghetti straps and a plunging v-neck cut which showed off her cleavage. She looked amazing.

“Damn, you look good. So why are you getting dressed up, too?” I asked, trying to find out what her plans for us were.

“I can’t tell you my surprise just yet. You will find out once you’re all dressed. But don’t worry, you’re almost done. Here, put this wig on.”

She handed me a brunette wig with curly hair. I put it on the best I could then Serena helped adjust it, brushing it with her hands to help get the hairs in order. When she was done, she grabbed a black strip of lacy fabric and put it around my neck.

“This choker will help hide your Adam’s apple,” she said. "Ok, time for the last piece.”

She pulled out a large box and placed it on the bed in front of me. “To get to complete experience as a sexy woman, you need to wear heels.”

I sat down on the bed and opened the box. Inside was a pair of shiny black stilettos with 4 inch high heels. They looked sleek, powerful, and sexy while also painful.

“Seriously? These things look dangerous.”

“You will get used to them eventually. Just put them on, you know you want to.”

I did. I took them out of the box one at a time and slipped them onto my feet. I awkwardly stood up as I braced myself against the bed and then practiced walking in them by slowly walking over to the full length mirror.

“Holy crap. I look like a woman!” I exclaimed as I took in my new look. The dress was shorter than I had expected; in fact, it barely went a few inches below my crotch. It hugged my body and with the help of the corset, I had some slight curves at my waist. Above that my large fake breasts created their own jutting curves on my chest. They were covered just enough by the opaque section of the dress to hide the fact that they were fake. Just above the top of chest the dress became sheer which continued to my neck and on my sleeves.

“Wow, I look kind of...”

Serena cut me off. “Slutty? Yeah, sometimes to feel really sexy you have to dress a little slutty,” she laughed. “You may want to hide that, by the way.”

I looked to where she was pointing and saw a bulge at the bottom of my dress from my penis. It was pushing against the chastity cage and making its presence known.

“Whoops!” I exclaimed as I tucked it back down under my thong and between my legs.

“I guess that means you like it?"

“I mean, I can’t believe I look so good and so much like an actual woman. If I was single and saw a girl that looked like me, I would talk to me!” I laughed out as I struck some poses in the mirror as I continued to check myself out.

“Funny you should say that, Michael... because tonight you and I are going out to a bar to talk to men.”


Chapter 7
All Dress Up with Somewhere To Go


Iwas in shock. “Wait, what? What do you mean we’re going out to talk to men?” I asked Serena.

“You heard me. You said you like to feel like a sexy woman so I want to give you the real experience. Sure, you may look like one with your slutty dress and makeup, but you will never know how that really feels until you get hit on by men. Don’t you want to feel desired and wanted?”

“By you, yes. Not by men.”

“Well, play along tonight and maybe we will have some fun tonight ourselves. You do look pretty sexy,” she said as she grabbed my ass. “I’d give you a kiss but I don’t want to mess up your makeup.”

I felt my dick throb in its chastity cage. Fooling around with my girlfriend while dressed as a woman was quickly becoming a dream I wished would come true.

“Do you promise?”

“Sure, I promise there will be sex tonight. Satisfied?”

“Ok... Fine, I’ll go with you then. But I’m going in protest.”

“Yeah, sure you are. Why don’t you go make us some drinks to loosen up. I still need to finish getting ready and you need to practice walking in your heels.”

“Sounds good. I’ll go make us some drinks.”

Drinks sounded like a great idea to get me through this night. I wobbled out of the bedroom wearing my new high heels while bracing myself along the walls whenever I felt like I might fall. These heels were definitely hard to walk in.

In the kitchen I began making our drinks. I knew I needed something strong so I poured myself a whiskey on the rocks. For Serena, I made her favorite drink, a Moscow Mule.

I leaned against the kitchen counter and took a sip of my drink. The whiskey sent a relaxing warmth through my body and began to put me at ease.

What the hell have I gotten myself into? Letting Serena dress me up like a woman was one thing but allowing her to take me out to get hit on by men... why did she have to insist on that?

I shook my head in disbelief and then took another sip. I walked over to the mirror hanging in the living room to take another look at myself.

At least I think I look pretty convincing as a woman.

I grabbed Serena’s drink and carried it back into the bedroom where she was sitting at her vanity, applying her makeup. I set her drink next to her.

“Drink quick, I already ordered our ride and it will be here in 10 minutes.”

I felt my heart start beating faster. This was actually happening. I took a long swig of my drink to finish it. With time to kill and nerves to calm, I decided I needed a second round so I returned to the kitchen to refill my drink.

By the time I was done with my second drink, I had a good buzz and Serena was ready to go.

“Car is here, let’s go, Michelle.”

“Michelle?”

“Yeah, I can’t call you Michael when you look like that. Speaking of which, don’t forget to use a girly voice.”

“I guess that makes sense,” I said, trying out a girly voice.

Serena laughed. “You will have to keep working on that. Oh, and here, put your wallet in this purse. I put your lipstick in there too in case you need to reapply.”

“Do we really need to do this? Can’t we just stay in and have fun here?”

“After we both spent all this time getting ready it would be a crime to not go out. Especially with how good we look. Come on, let’s go, Michelle.”

I could tell she was having fun forcing me to go out with her. She pushed the purse into my chest, forcing me to take it. I tossed my wallet and keys in then followed her out the door. “Wait for me!” I shouted in my girliest voice.

I tried my best to keep pace with her while running in my new high heels, stumbling and nearly falling down a couple of times. When I finally caught up to her, she was opening the back door of a blue Prius parked in front of the apartment lobby. She waved at the driver as she sat inside the car, scooting across to the other side to give me room. I slipped in the car after her.

I felt my short dress hiking up as I took my seat and noticed the driver’s eyes staring at me in the rear view mirror. I quickly pulled my dress down and clamped my legs tightly together. Seeing his eyes on me gave me a rush of excitement.

The driver looked into his rear view mirror. “Good evening, ladies. So I see you’re going to The Hideaway Lounge. Is that right?”

“That’s right,” Serena confirmed.

“Why The Hideaway Lounge?” I asked her.

“Because it’s some random dive bar where I don’t think we will run into anyone we know,” she replied.

“Oh, good thinking.” I hadn’t even considered that we might run into people we knew. How would I possibly explain myself if that happened?

“If you girls are looking for some fun, I know a killer party that’s going on right now. My friend is the DJ and I could totally get the three of us in.”

“No thanks. We’re good,” Serena responded, quickly shutting him down.

I saw the driver roll his eyes and shrug as he continued to drive. As we rode, my eyes kept locking with his in the rear view mirror.

Damn, he must be able to tell I’m a guy and he’s glaring at me.

When the car came to a stop in front of the bar, the driver turned around and extended his hand holding a business card. “If you ladies need a ride anywhere later or just want some fun, give me a call. This has my personal number.”

I could feel my cheeks turning red.

He’s hitting on me!

“Not going to happen, buddy.” Serena replied as she opened her door and stepped out.

He kept his eyes locked on me with his card extended towards me. “What about you, beautiful? You’re the one I really had my eye on. Why not ditch your friend and come with me?”

When I finally snapped out of my surprise, I opened the door and started getting out. At the last second I impulsively grabbed the card from his hand and quickly dropped it into my purse as I awkwardly stood up in my heels. I gave him a smile as I shut the door.

I felt flustered, I don’t know why I had just grabbed his card, but I found that I couldn’t resist.

“Look at you. Not even at the bar yet and you’re already having guys throw themselves at you.”

I chuckled. “Hah, yeah. I guess you did a good job with my makeup.”

“Hopefully I don’t start to get jealous watching every guy hit on you tonight.”

“Don’t worry about that. You’re the only one I want to be with,” I said as I grabbed her hand and gave it a loving squeeze.

“I guess we will soon find out how true that is, won’t we?”

I was confused by her response, but before I could say anything else, Serena pulled me forward, leading me towards the entrance of the bar. I started fumbling for my wallet to pull out my license, but before I could grab it from my purse, the bouncer opened the door and nodded us in.

“You’re not going to need your wallet or ID here, trust me.” Serena said.

Inside, we walked to an empty table in the back corner of the bar and sat down on stools. I was glad to be able to sit as I didn’t think I would last long standing in high heels. I was starting to get the hang of walking in them, but already wanted to take them off to rub my feet.

“Should I order us some drinks?” I asked once we had settled.

“I already told you, we don’t need wallets here. Just sit up tall, confident, and with a smile on your face and you will get a drink before you know it. Oh, and maybe stick out your chest a little.”

I corrected my posture and forced a smile on my face as Serena had suggested. I noticed my hands were shaking and I was fidgeting with my purse. I set the purse on the table and sat on my hands to stop. I took a few deep breaths to try calming my nerves.

It’s ok. You won’t be here very long and no one you know would ever step foot in a place like this. You’ll never see any of these people again so who cares what they think.

I began looking around the bar. It was an older, dingier bar which, to my appreciation, they kept fairly dim. The walls were covered in old records, guitars and pictures of bands. There was an old jukebox in the corner which was playing an old record that I didn’t recognize and a light scattering of people, mostly older men and a few women. As I looked around I noticed a lot of quick glances in our direction. I felt my heart beginning to beat faster again. Never before had I felt so many watchful eyes on me.

“Why are we in this old person bar?” I asked Serena.

“I already told you, because I don’t want to run into anyone we know with you looking like this. But also, because old men are the biggest flirts... and perverts.”

“I feel like everyone is staring at us.”

“They are. They’ve probably never seen such stunning women in this dump. Hey, wait here. I need to run to the restroom.”

“What? Don’t leave me alone!”

I stood up and tried to run after her, but after only a few steps my path was blocked by a a middle aged man walking my way.

“Hey there, gorgeous. Can I buy you a drink?”


Chapter 8
Henry


The man continued walking towards me as he waited for my answer. I felt my eyes widen as I grew more panicked with step he took. I reached my hand back to locate my chair and slowly sat back down. I tried to compose myself in my chair as I pulled down my slipping dress.

“Uhh...” I stammered. I cleared my throat and tried to bring out my girliest voice. “Ok... A vodka soda would be nice.”

“Coming right up,” he replied as he turned to the bar and waved for the bartender’s attention. I watched him as he placed his order. He was a well dressed man, probably in his early 40s. He wore dark grey slacks with a matching blazer. Underneath was a light blue button up shirt with the top two buttons undone. His hair was short and black with a generous sprinkling of grey mixed in. He had a strong aura of confidence about him and he was very handsome.

I hope my future self is half as put together as this guy.

I looked towards the restroom, hoping Serena would return so I didn’t have to talk to him alone.

“Here you are,” he said as he slid a drink towards me.

“Thank you.” I grabbed the drink and took a sip through the straw. “Do I owe you anything for it?” I asked awkwardly.

“Actually, yes. In exchange I would like to know your name.”

I blushed. “...Michelle...”

“Nice to meet you, Michelle. I’m Henry.”

He reached out his hand and I gave it a gentle shake as I smiled at him. I had no idea what to say and I was beginning to feel as flustered as I had with the cab driver. I took another sip of my drink, hoping that it would help calm me.

He continued. “You’re quite the breath of fresh air in this stuffy old bar. What brings you and your friend here?”

I blushed more at his compliment. “Oh, just looking to get out and have some fun on a Friday night, I guess. What brings you here? You are far too well dressed for a place like this.”

“Oh, I just got home from a business trip. I live just down the street and this is a nice, quiet place to unwind after a long week. I usually keep to myself, but when I saw you walk in, I knew that I couldn’t pass up talking to you.”

My cheeks felt like they were burning.

I have to give it to him, he knows how to flatter a lady.

Behind Henry, I saw Serena walking out of the hallway where she had disappeared to go to the restroom. She saw who I was talking to and gave me a thumbs up then started walking to the bar. I tried to beckon her over to help me, but she ignored my signals.

I guess I’ll just humor this guy for a bit until Serena lets us go home.

“And out of all of the guys in this bar, why should I want to talk to you?” I asked him in response.

“All of those other guys are just sitting around staring while I was the one who actually approached you. I would expect that a smart, beautiful woman such as yourself would only want to associate with confident men.”

I felt my penis lightly pulse in my chastity cage.

He thinks I’m a beautiful woman!

“I believe you are correct in that assessment. So then, why is a man of your confidence alone in a bar on a Friday night?”

“Well, I travel a lot for work and it’s always been a struggle to hold down relationships. I suppose I’ve become a little sour to the idea.”

“That’s a shame. Everyone deserves to have love in their life.”

“I’m always willing to try again, with the right person,” Henry said as he leaned closer to me.

I felt another pulse from my penis.

“So what’s your excuse for being alone in a bar on a Friday night, Michelle?” he asked.

“Oh, well...,” I began as I glanced over to Serena who had begun talking to a man at the bar. “To be honest, I think my relationship is about to end. I think my friend brought me out to help me move on.”

It hurt to admit it, but I couldn’t see how Serena and my relationship could go back to normal after this last week, especially after tonight.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” he said as he reached out and put his hand on mine. “Perhaps tonight we could... help each other get over our failed relationships.”

“Oh, I...” I stammered. I didn’t know what to say. My penis was now pushing against its cage, clearly enjoying the attention from the handsome gentleman. Emotions were swirling inside of me.

Henry leaned back in his chair, removing his hand from mine. “As I said earlier, my place is just down the street. You could join me for another drink, or two. We could just talk and enjoy each other’s company, or...” He let his innuendo hang as he took a sip from his drink and kept his eyes locked on mine.

Damn, he’s good.

I noticed I was biting my lip. Was I seriously considering his offer? I looked back towards Serena and saw she was still having a lively conversation with the man at the bar. I felt a surge of jealousy as I saw the man’s hand resting on her back.

What the hell is she doing? Why is she letting this guy touch her like that?

I was torn. While I was enjoying the attention I was getting from Henry, I hated seeing another man hitting on my girlfriend. I needed time to think.

“Would you please excuse me, Henry? I need to use the restroom.”

Before he could answer I was out of my chair and heading down the hallway towards the restroom. Without thinking I entered the women’s room and locked myself in the first empty stall, taking a seat on the toilet.

I just got propositioned by a man! Serena really made me look amazing. I never thought being hit on by men could make me feel so good... or aroused.

I couldn’t deny how I felt. My penis was all the proof I needed and it was definitely giving a positive reaction to Henry’s flirting.

I guess I’m just that horny right now. I’m aroused by any sexual allusion. But what about Serena and that guy she’s talking to? I don’t think I can stomach watching her with another man any longer. Maybe if I show her how jealous I am, she will see how much I truly love her and want to be with her.

With my mind set, I stood up and readjusted my dress. As I did, I noticed a bulge poking through the bottom of the tight dress. My penis was still pushing hard in its cage and had become very noticeable through the dress. I tucked my caged penis back down between my legs. There was still a small bulge but it was much less noticeable.

I then marched out of the stall and swung the restroom door open forcefully; my mind set on pulling Serena away from this man she was talking to. However, as the restroom door opened I saw Henry standing outside.

“Henry? What are you...”

My words were cut short as Henry lunged towards me. He suddenly had his arms wrapped around me and his lips pressed against mine.


Chapter 9
Michelle’s First Kiss


Henry’s lips were pressed hard against mine, his arms wrapped tight around my back. I felt a surge of lust fill my body. I my placed my hand on the back of his head, pulling his mouth harder against mine as I kissed him back.

My penis was throbbing hard as I felt his tongue slip into my mouth. My other hand grabbed his back tightly, not wanting to let him get away as our kissing grew heated. Our lips smacked together as he leaned into me, dipping me back as he held me tight in his arms.

I felt his hand creeping down my back until it grabbed my ass. I moaned as he firmly squeezed it.

“Excuse me...” I heard next to me, snapping me out of my trance. I begrudgingly pulled my lips away from his and looked toward the voice. There was an older woman pointing towards the restroom door. We were blocking her entry.

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” I said as Henry lifted me back up. I pulled Henry away from the restroom door to let her go in.

I leaned against the wall opposite of the restroom entrance and caught my breath. Henry grabbed my hand and gave it a little squeeze. As I felt the strong squeeze of his hand, it suddenly hit me.

I just made out with a man!

I immediately dropped his hand and hid mine behind my back. My heart was pounding.

What did I just do?! Serena is right in the other room and could have seen! And he’s a man!

“That was amazing,” said Henry as he leaned against the wall beside me.

I turned towards him and saw his luscious lips and was consumed by a longing to taste them again. I looked into his hazel eyes and I saw in them that he, too, wanted to continue where we had left off.

I snapped myself out of it. “That was, uhh... that was a mistake,” I said in a panic. “I’m sorry, but I need to leave.”

I bit my lip, I didn’t want to leave him, but I knew I had to. As I hurried away I heard him call out. “Can I get your number before you go?”

I ignored him and continued walking towards Serena. She was still at the bar, talking to the same guy. As I approached them I got a better look at the man. He looked a little older than me, probably in his mid-30s. He had coiffed hair with the perfect amount of stubble on his square jawline. He was wearing a black t-shirt that fit tightly around his muscular body and a pair of distressed blue jeans. He reminded me of Serena’s ex-boyfriends; he was definitely her type.

I walked to Serena’s other side and grabbed her arm. “Can I please talk to you?” I asked, interrupting their conversation.

She turned around and gave me a look of annoyance. “Can’t you see I’m in the middle of a conversation?”

“That’s exactly why I want to talk to you,” I said through gritted teeth as I gave a slight tug on her arm.

“Fine,” she said as she turned to look back to the man. “Excuse me for just a minute, Clint.”

I pulled her to a private corner in the back of the bar.

“What the hell, Serena? Why is this guy all over you?” I asked.

“As if you have any right to be jealous? Don’t think I didn’t see you holding hands with that guy.”

I rolled my eyes. “He only came over because you left me alone!”

“You could have sent him away, but instead you accepted a drink and had a nice intimate talk with him. Why can’t I do the same with Clint?”

“Is that why you brought us out? So you could hit on other guys in front of me and embarrass me?”

My tone was getting louder and my girly voice was starting to crack. People were starting to turn to see what the commotion was. Wary of the watching eyes, Serena grabbed my arm and led us into the women’s restroom for further privacy. Luckily, Henry was no longer the the nearby.

“No, I brought you out to see how you would react to men hitting on you. So far it has been pretty telling. I let Clint hit on me because I didn’t want to sit idly by and watch as my boyfriend, dressed as a slutty woman, getting hit on by men!"

I felt my shoulders slump down and felt ashamed and defeated, but also glad that she didn’t know the full extent of what I had done.

“Can we just go home? I didn’t want any part of this from the beginning.” I pleaded.

“Wouldn’t you rather get back to your guy?” she asked pointedly.

“No, I’d rather go home with you,” I said as I put my arm on her shoulder and pulled her in for a hug. “Plus I already shot him down.”

She pulled away from my embrace. “Oh, really? Did you?” Her words oozed with disbelief.

“Of course. I only want to be with you, Serena.”

“I guess I’ll have to believe you. Let’s go home then.” She turned to check herself out in the restroom mirror and began fixing her hair. “I’m going to go say goodbye to Clint. You should reapply your lipstick. It looks smeared. Oh, and you really poked me with your little bulge when you hugged me. You may want to hide that.”

I blushed as I looked down and saw that my caged penis was pushing out again and was very noticeable. I pushed it back down between my legs and readjusted my panties and dress to better hide it.

Has that been like that since Henry kissed me or did I get that from hugging Serena? I hope I wasn’t walking around the bar like that!

Once she was satisfied with her hair, Serena left the restroom. I decided to take her advice to fix my lipstick. I looked in the mirror and saw that it had smeared around my lips.

Oh no. Could she tell that I kissed someone?

I became distressed at the thought.

No wonder Serena didn’t believe that I had rejected Henry.

I grabbed a paper towel and wiped the smeared lipstick from my face then applied a new coat. As I pressed my lips together, I stared at myself in the mirror and appreciated the moment. I was in public, in a women’s restroom applying lipstick. Just 24 hours ago I could have never imagined that this could be a reality.

I wasn’t sure how my life or my relationship with Serena would be after this test of hers, but either way, I felt glad that she pushed me to do this. It really was a once in a lifetime experience that I would never forget.

Back in the bar, I saw Henry talking to Serena. I hid in the restroom hallway, watching them from around the corner so that he wouldn’t see me. They exchanged a few words and then he waved goodbye and walked out of the bar. When I was sure he was gone, I walked over to her, giving her a look as if to say, “why were you talking to him?”

Seeing my expression, Serena smirked and shrugged her shoulders. “What? He came over to ask if you were okay. He said you ran off abruptly. I thought you ’shot him down’?”

“Well, I... uhh... never said I was interested. He invited me to his place for drinks and I told him I had to leave. That’s basically a ’no’!”

“I see.” She grabbed a small card off the bar. “He gave me his business card with his number and address on it. He asked me to give it to you. I’m guessing you don’t want it though.”

I followed the card with my eyes as she moved it around. “Of course not. Let’s get out of here."

“Alright, let’s go. Our ride should be here soon.” She crumpled the card and tossed it over her shoulder. I watched it land on the top of the bar as she walked towards the exit.

I hesitated for a moment then darted my hand to the crumpled piece of paper and dropped it into my purse. I held on to the purse tight as if I was holding on to him. I felt naughty having his number in my purse as I walked out of the bar and reminisced about our kiss.

There’s no harm in keeping his business card as a little keepsake from my night as Michelle. It’s not like I would ever contact him. Right?


Chapter 10
Confronted


The ride back to our apartment was a chilly experience. Serena was distant. For most of the ride she was staring out of the window and for the rest she was on her phone. I wasn’t much better. My mind was too preoccupied with what had just happened at the bar to be able to converse with her.

My mind was racing. I had no idea what Henry had said to her, but her mood seemed had soured since they had talked. Did he tell her about our kiss? The thought of her knowing terrified me while the thought of the kiss gave me goosebumps. The conflicting emotions were at war inside of me and I wasn’t sure which side to align with.

Should I just come clean to her and tell her what happened?

Telling Serena that I kissed Henry would surely end our relationship. While it was likely already heading that way, I selfishly didn’t want to push it over the cliff tonight. I just wanted to go home, go to sleep, and put this night behind us. However, I knew there was little chance that the night would end so easily and even if it did, I knew sleeping would be difficult with so much on my mind.

When the car pulled up to our apartment, Serena got out without a word and made for our door. I thanked the driver and hurried to catch up to her.

Inside, I found her in the kitchen. She downed a shot of vodka as I entered, slamming the glass down on the counter. She looked at me then poured a second shot which she began to slide around on the counter. Tension was thick in the air.

I grabbed a second shot glass from a cabinet and set it next to hers. “Mind if I join you?”

She filled my glass and slid it back to me. We both picked up our glasses and tossed back the shots. The vodka burned my throat as it went down and filled my body with warmth.

“So I was thinking I’d go change my clothes and get ready for bed,” I said to break the silence.

“No,” she said firmly. “Your night isn’t over yet.”

A small part of me hoped that her statement meant that we might still mess around or have sex like she had promised, but I knew that was a fool’s dream.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You and I need to talk. Let’s go sit down,” she said dryly.

I could feel the sudden, heavy beating of my heart as I began to fear what she had to say. “Uhh, alright.”

I followed her into the living room and sat down on the opposite side of the couch to give her space. She kicked off her heels and I copied her with relief. I had been so preoccupied with my thoughts that I hadn’t realized how much pain my feet were in.

“So, how did you enjoy being out as a sexy woman? Did you enjoy getting hit on by every man you encountered?” she asked me with a venomous tone. If I wasn’t sure before, I now knew for sure that she was upset with me.

“Well, I... I enjoyed you dressing me up and doing my makeup. You made me look so feminine and beautiful. I couldn’t believe those guys actually thought I was a woman.” I tried to deflect from her question and win her over with flattery.

“But did you like it?”

“It was... different. There were times when it was exhilarating and others when I was very nervous.”

“Would you want to do it again?”

“I believe I will keep having my urges to dress up, and as I said, I did enjoy you dressing me up, but I think I could go without being in public. I’d rather just stay home and do it in private, or with you if you were open to it.” I knew she was testing me and that she would be micro-analyzing everything I said. I told her as much truth as I could stomach while omitting some details.

She looked away for a moment as she considered what to ask me next. “Did you have any other urges tonight?”

My heart started beating hard again.

This is my chance. Should I tell her the truth about what happened with Henry?

I took my time deciding what to say. “Well, my urges have always been to dress up in women’s clothing and I was already dressed up... so my urge was pretty satisfied.” I lied.

She looked back at me. “But did you have any new urges? Any unexpected urges that you couldn’t resist?”

I took a big swallow. I was growing more certain that she already knew, but I didn’t have it in me to admit what happened.

“No... not that I can remember,” I lied again.

“Really?” She said as she crossed her arms. "So if it wasn’t an urge, what drove you to kiss that man tonight?”

“W-what?” I was shocked that she had called me out. How did she know?

“Don’t try to deny it. I’m no fool. First, I noticed your lipstick was smeared. Then, when he talked to me, he had red on his lips. You clearly kissed him.”

Oh. My. God. What do I do? What do I say?

I was shaking now and my mind was racing faster than ever. “I didn’t kiss him! He kissed me! I was leaving the bathroom and he just jumped on me and kissed me,” I blurted out. Technically it was true.

“Oh, and then I bet you just pushed him away, right?”

“Well... I... I was so shocked and had been drinking. I didn’t know what to do!”

“Your natural reaction would be to push him away if that’s what you really wanted. Instead you let him keep kissing you and then you come over to me acting jealous! I can’t believe you!” Her voice was growing louder with each word she spoke.

“I’m so sorry, baby. It meant nothing, I swear,” I pleaded.

“Stop denying your feelings! You liked being a woman and you liked kissing a man, admit it!”

My mind was at war once again. Half of my brain was agreeing with her while the other half was powerfully denying it. Maybe she was right. I was growing tired of having this internal struggle.

My shoulders slumped and I turned my face away from her, not able to look her in the face. “You’re right. I did enjoy being dressed like this, I did enjoy the attention I got from it, and I did enjoy kissing him.” I felt my eyes starting to well up. I couldn’t believe I was having this conversation with my girlfriend. “But I still love you and want to be with you."

Just then there was a knock at the door. I felt a surge of panic that someone might see me dressed like this, but I felt too tired to care and the panic quickly dissipated. I put my legs up onto the couch and hugged them to hide my face and the tears forming in my eyes.

“We shall see,” Serena said as she stood up and walked to the door. She looked in the peephole and then opened the door.

I heard footsteps as the guest walked into the apartment. The footsteps were getting louder and I noticed they were heading towards me. I kept my head hidden as the fear of being seen looking like this started growing again.

They didn’t stop. They kneeled down in front of the couch and put there arm on my shaking back.

“Michelle? Are you alright?” I heard them ask.

It was Henry.


Chapter 11
Gentleman Caller


Istared at Henry in shock as he kneeled in front of me. “Henry? What are you doing here?”

“Serena texted me and invited me over. She said you wanted to see me,” he explained. “I hope you’re not upset. You ran off so abruptly after...”

“No, I’m not upset. Just surprised.” I looked up at Serena, hoping for an explanation. “And confused.”

She shrugged. “I was doing a lot of thinking on the ride home and I came to the conclusion that you need to explore your feelings and urges and stop running away from them. I can’t say I’m thrilled, but I don’t want to be the reason you suppress your true self.”

“I think you are right. Thank you, Serena,” I said as I smiled at her.

“Yeah, sure. Why don’t I go fix us all some drinks while you two talk,” she said as she walked out of the room.

I looked back at Henry whose hand was still on my back. It felt warm and comforting.

“Hi,” I said.

He smiled. “Hi.”

I blushed at his smile. “I can’t believe you came to see me.”

“I wanted to apologize. I think I came on a bit too strong. It’s just that I find you very attractive and felt a spark when I first saw you,” he said. He looked around then began to whisper. “And then again when we kissed. It has been quite awhile since I have felt that.”

I whispered back playfully. “It’s okay, she figured it out because you have some of my lipstick on you.” I licked my thumb and started rubbing the dark red lipstick off of his mouth. His lips were large and soft. Touching them gave me a surge of lust. I wanted to taste them again.

I resisted my urge and continued. “I felt a spark, too, Henry. But there’s a lot that you don’t know about me...”

He picked up my legs and set them on the ground then sat next to me on the couch, placing his hand on my thigh. “Then tell me, Michelle.”

Hearing my fake name made me feel guilty. I needed to tell him the truth about who I really was and my relationship with Serena. However, his hand was dangerously close to my crotch and it was making my penis throb and it made me wonder if I could keep up my charade just a little bit longer.

I shook my head to break free from my thoughts. I took a deep breath then spilled out my truths. “Henry, I’m really a man named ‘Michael’ and Serena is my girlfriend. She found out that I like to wear women’s clothing so she dressed me up and made me go out to the bar.” I stopped to breath. “I’m so sorry, Henry.”

He looked confused. “Why are you sorry?”

“Because I lied to you, because I’m not a woman.”

“I’m sorry to burst your illusion, but I knew that.”

“You did?” I exclaimed in surprise. “And you still kissed me?”

“Why wouldn’t I? You’re exactly my type.”

“I am?!” I blushed.

“I’ve always found myself fond of lean, hairless men. I don’t really mind how you choose to dress. Though you do look quite becoming as you are.”

“Oh. OH! I see,” I said as I realized Henry was gay.

“I guess you having a girlfriend does complicate things though.”

“Don’t worry about me,” Serena said as she walked into the room carrying drinks. “Michelle needs to figure out what she really wants before our relationship can go any further.”

She handed each of us drinks then walked back into the kitchen. I took a sip from the glass. It tasted strongly of vodka and soda water.

“What does she mean?” Henry asked me.

Serena walked back in with a drink for herself and sat in a chair across the room. I began telling Henry about everything that had happened during the last week that had lead to this moment. I told him about my urge and desire to wear women’s clothing, Serena making me wear a chastity cage, being caught by Serena wearing a thong in bed, and finally, her wanting to test my urge by dressing me up as a woman and taking me out to a bar where I met him. He knew the rest from there.

When I was done, I looked at Serena for confirmation that I didn’t leave anything out. She gave me a nod as she took a sip of her drink.

“I see,” said Henry. “So where does that leave us now?”

I looked back at Serena, feeling guilty and awkward to have her present for this conversation. “I’m not sure. I guess I need to be honest about how I feel and explore those feelings.”

“And how do you feel?” Henry asked me.

“I feel... I feel like I want to kiss you again.” I bit my lip trying to control my desire.

“Then kiss me,” he said as he as put both of his large hands on my face and pulled my lips towards his.

I closed my eyes as our lips intertwined. He moved one hand to the back of my neck while the other drifted to the small of my back. My hands grabbed his chest, feeling his strong, muscular body underneath his dress shirt.

His lips were plump and warm. They seemed to fit perfectly with mine, like two adjoining puzzle pieces. Our mouths slightly opened as his tongue brush against mine. He pushed his mouth harder against mine as our tongues danced together in my mouth.

The force of his kiss caused me to fall backwards onto the couch. He followed me down, holding his body over mine as we continued our embrace. It felt as if he was towering over me; he was in complete control of this moment. I let go of my inhibitions and let him lead our passionate kiss.

My penis was now throbbing against my chastity cage and my breath was heavy. As our kissing intensified, I began to moan.

“Okay, this is getting to be too much for me. I’m getting out of here.”

I broke free from Henry’s lips and turned to see Serena standing by the front door. She had her high heels back on and her purse was in her hand. I felt a sudden pang of guilt for kissing someone else in front of her.

“What? Where are you going?” I asked.

“While you explore your feelings and urges tonight, I’m going to do the same. I’ll be out with Clint.”

My heart sank as I heard my girlfriend tell me she was going out with another man. However, as I laid back with a man on top of me, I knew I couldn’t argue. “O-okay.” I said hesitantly. “When will you be back?”

“If I’m lucky, not until the morning,” she replied. “Henry, be gentle with her. And here, you may want these.”

Serena reached into her purse and pulled out the keys to my chastity cage then tossed them to Henry. I watched the keys fly through the air with a glint of hope that I may soon be released. He caught them, gave them a look then stuffed them into his pants pocket.

“Thanks,” he said.

When I looked back at the door, Serena was gone.


Chapter 12
Urges


As I watched the door to my apartment close, I felt like I had lost a part of myself. Serena had left to be with another man, Clint, for the night. I could only guess what they might do together tonight thought I didn’t really want to know.

I looked back at Henry as he sat next to me on the couch. His mouth was once again smeared with my lipstick and he had a hungry look in his eyes. I didn’t know what my night would hold. How far would I allow myself to go exploring these new urges that I had and how far was Henry expecting things to go?

It all felt like too much to think about. I sighed as I rested my head on Henry’s shoulder.

“Are you alright?” he asked as he wrapped his arm around me.

“This week has been a whirlwind. I’m exhausted,” I admitted.

“After the story you told me, I don’t blame you. Maybe you should lay down and relax. And maybe I should go. I don’t want to cause you anymore stress.”

“No!” I quickly protested. “I want you to stay. Please stay. You holding me is helping me settle.”

“Then stay I shall,” he said as he began to rub my back.

I let out a large yawn. “Laying down does sound nice though,” I said as I began to stand up. I grabbed Henry’s hand as I looked him in the eyes. “Would you please join me?”

He stood up and gave my hand a squeeze. “As you wish.”

I led him down the hallway and into the bedroom. I wasn’t sure what my intentions with Henry were, but I had a strong feeling that I needed him with me. When we got to the bedroom I realized that I was still fully dressed as a woman and had a face covered in makeup which I had no idea how to remove.

“Why don’t you make yourself comfortable? I need to freshen up,” I told Henry as I left him to look for something to clean my face with in the bathroom.

I found makeup remover wipes in one of Serena’s drawers and began wiping off my lipstick. I was sad to see my dark red lips turn back to their normal color. However, before cleaning the rest of my face I hesitated.

Do I really want to clean off all of Michelle’s make up and become Michael? Who would I rather be in bed with Henry as?

I decided to stay as Michelle so I put the wipes away, leaving the foundation and eye makeup on for now. I looked in the mirror and fixed my wig; my head was getting hot underneath it, but the wig had helped complete my transformation into Michelle so I thought it, too, was necessary to remain as her. I quickly used the restroom then returned to the bedroom.

The bedroom was now dim. Henry had turned off the ceiling lights and turned his bedside lamp on. As I looked around the room, I first noticed that his blazer was resting on the back of Serena’s vanity chair. Underneath the chair were his shoes and socks; on the seat, nicely folded, were his pants and dress shirt.

I looked to the bed and saw him half covered by blankets. He was leaning back against the headboard with one arm behind his head. His chiseled chest made him look statuesque.

He has really made himself comfortable. I guess he’s really expecting something to happen.

I walked to the other side of the bed, wondering what I should wear to bed, or rather, how little I should wear. I sat down on the bed and looked over my shoulder. “Mind helping me with my zipper?”

He reached over and pulled the zipper down as I bit my lip. I slowly slipped off my right sleeve, then my left and let the dress fall down to my waist. He crawled over and kissed my bare shoulder, moving his lips kiss-by-kiss up my neck. I felt shivers surge down my spine, filling my body with excitement.

I stood up and pushed my dress down below my waist, letting it fall to the ground. Then I took out the fake breasts and set them on the ground, leaving me wearing only my corset, stockings and thong. I loved what I was wearing; I felt so sexy and desired. But I also felt frightened. I still didn’t know what I wanted to do, though I could feel my body’s desires leading me towards something new.

I turned to face the bed. Henry was on his side, propped up on his elbow admiring me. As I slipped into bed he laid back and I curled up with my head on his firm stomach. He began to gently pet my head which was very relaxing.

I closed my eyes and tried to breathe as I listened to my body. My brain had been repressing my urges for years, but my body had been telling me what it wanted all night.

I am here because of my urges. I just need to listen to them and let them lead me.

Before I knew what I was doing, I moved my hand down under the blanket and between Henry’s thighs. I brushed my red painted fingertips up his thigh to his crotch and slipped my hand under his boxers. His dick was already getting hard as I grabbed it. I began to gently stroke it as I felt my own penis tremble.

I continued to stroke his shaft, feeling it become fully erect in my hand. It was long and thick. It had a big head and large, protruding veins that throbbed with each stroke of my hand.

My breathing grew heavy as I heard Henry moan. I felt a longing that I could no longer resist. I threw back the blankets and pulled down his boxers, seeing his enormous cock for the first time. I felt possessed with desire as I lowered my head on to his large, throbbing cock.

I grabbed the bottom of his shaft as I lowered my mouth on his cock until it filled my mouth and throat. I locked my lips around it sucked it as I raised my head. His penis was firm yet soft and had a slightly salty taste to it. I continued lowering my head and sucking as my urges commanded.

With each suck I felt more empowered. I began using my tongue to lick the base of the shaft as I pulled my head up in a twisting motion. Henry’s moans grew louder while my breathing became heavier and my penis vigorously pushed against its cage trying to get erect.

I pulled my mouth off to catch my breath. Henry had melted into the bed, clearly enjoying my exploration of these new urges. As I saw him lying back panting, I felt a new hunger. I threw my legs over him, crawled up his body then threw my lips against his. My mouth was moist with saliva making our kisses sloppy and our tongues slip around in his mouth. I continued stroking his penis as we kissed. Henry’s body was writhing with each stroke.

He forcefully pushed me away from his mouth. I opened my eyes to see a brief glimpse of an intense and powerful look in his eyes before he shoved my head back down to his cock.

I obeyed his command and stuck his dick as deep down my throat as I could. I barely managed to fit it in halfway before gagging. I got back to sucking as I felt the cum beginning to well up in my own dick, feeling like I might cum soon. The feeling drove me to suck harder and faster.

I felt Henry convulse as his cock head swelled up then erupted. It continued to pump as my mouth filled with his cum. When the pumping stopped, I gave his cock one last suck as I lifted my head to collected my prize. I took a deep swallow and choked down the large load of semen.

I crawled back up towards Henry’s torso and saw a large smirk on his face. “Well done, Michelle. I think you will make a fine new toy for me.”

I leaned over and gave him a kiss on the lips. My urges had subsided but my penis was still throbbing.

“So, maybe you could unlock my cage and let me orgasm, too?” I asked in a cute voice.

“You must be truly exhausted now. You should get some sleep,” Henry replied as he rolled over and turned off the bedside lamp, plunging the room into darkness. “Plus, before you get unlocked, Serena and I need to have a little talk about your future with us.”

He settled back into the bed, his body going still. It seemed that he had decided that our night was over. I curled up on him, my head resting on his chest and my hand on his stomach. He wrapped an arm around my lower back. I felt my breathing return to normal as I began to relax. I was exhausted and felt like I could actually sleep in his arms.

I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 13
Propositions


Iwoke up the next morning feeling disoriented. Was last night an elaborate dream or did it really happen? I threw back the blankets and stepped out of bed. Seeing my first leg leave the bed quickly answered my question as I saw the thigh high stocking covering it. My eyes followed the rest of my body upwards, seeing the thong, corset and wig that I was also still wearing. As a final check, I looked over my shoulder and saw the sleeping man on the other side of the bed. Henry. Last night was definitely not a dream.

I stretched my aching back and flirted with the idea of taking off the tight corset, but decided to keep it on until Henry left. I quietly opened my closet and grabbed a t-shirt to put on. Other than the dress I wore last night, I didn’t have anything feminine to wear because my personal collection of women’s clothes was still hidden in my car and I didn’t want to wear anything of Serena’s.

I crept into the bathroom to examine myself in the mirror. I was now wearing an old black shirt over my lingerie. Through the shirt you could see the impressions of having breasts from the corset’s cups. Below I was still wearing my black thigh high stockings. I turned around and saw that my shirt wasn’t quite long enough and the bottom of my butt cheeks were just visible. I felt like I was teasing myself with how sexy it looked.

My face was a different story. One of my fake eyelashes was barely hanging on, my makeup was smeared and my wig, which I was surprised had stayed on all night, was a mess of tangles. I took the wig off and set it aside. Then, I plucked off the two false eyelashes and cleaned the makeup off of my face using makeup removal wipes. I looked back at myself in the mirror and it was surreal seeing my old face again. I had beard stubble showing and my eyes and eyelashes were much less pronounced.

I put the wig back on then I grabbed one of Serena’s hair brushes and began combing it straight. As I brushed the wig I noticed that my fingernails were still painted dark red. Seeing them made me smile and feel like I still had a part of Michelle left with me. When the wig looked presentable, I snuck out to the kitchen to make coffee.

While I sipped on my mug, it dawned on me that Serena was still out, presumably with Clint, the man who she met at the bar last night. It was hard to believe how quickly and drastically our relationship seemed to have exploded. A week ago we had been very happy together and, now, suddenly Serena was out with another man while I, too, was with a man. I could have never fathomed the latter would be true.

I wasn’t sure if I would ever understand why Serena had pushed us into the events of last night. Was she trying to prove a point, dramatically end our relationship, or was she truly trying to help me understand myself and unlock part of me I had repressed? Ultimately, her reasons for putting me in the position I was in last night was moot as it was my actions and the embracing of my urges that lead me to this reality.

A short time later, I heard the front door open and peered out of the kitchen just in time to see Serena stumble in. She was still wearing her same outfit from the night before and was holding her high heels in her hands. There were dark bags under her eyes; she looked tired and was likely hungover.

“Hi,” I said as she walked into the kitchen. I poured her a cup of coffee and offered it to her. “You look like you could use this.”

“I’m going to need a lot more than that,” she replied. “Especially with you still dressed like that.”

I looked down at my outfit. “Oh. I can go change if you want me to.”

“No, whatever. It doesn’t matter.”

There was tension building in the room.

“So, uhh, you and Clint. Did you...?”

She cut me off. “Did you and Henry? Why would you ask that? I don’t think either of us really want to know those answers.”

Just then Henry walked into the kitchen. He was wearing his pants with his dress shirt hanging loosely over his chest, unbuttoned.

“But now I guess I know,” Serena said as she crossed her arms.

I scratched the back of my head. The room had grown exponentially more awkward.

“I guess we need to have a talk,” I said.

“Actually, Serena,” Henry interjected. “I would like to talk to you first. If you don’t mind.”

I was taken aback; I was both confused and concerned as to why Henry would want to talk to Serena.

Serena took a sip of coffee and shrugged. “Sure, this can’t get any weirder so why not?”

Henry looked at me and gave me a warm smile. “Do you mind giving us the room, Michelle?”

“Oh, uhh, sure,” I replied.

I nervously left the room, heading back into the bedroom to give them their space to talk. My first instinct was to eavesdrop, but I had a feeling I would soon learn what they were discussing.

Back in the bedroom, I decided to change my outfit. Henry’s declining to unlock my chastity cage after our passionate night had my sex drive raging and my desire to be dressed as a woman was at its peak. However, it seemed to make Serena upset to see me still dressed like this so I thought it would make things easier if I just changed back into my normal clothes.

I removed my wig and lingerie and set them neatly in my closet. In their place I put on underwear, shorts and the same t-shirt I was previously wearing. I laid down on the bed, closed my eyes, and began waiting until Henry and Serena’s conversation had completed.
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“Michael?” I heard Serena call for me. I startled awake, opening my eyes to see both Serena and Henry looking at me in the bedroom. I had fallen asleep waiting.

“Oh, hey. Is everything okay?” I asked them.

They both looked at each other and smirked. It was concerning that they now seemed to be getting along.

“We had a surprisingly good talk. Henry really opened my eyes,” she looked back over at Henry and gave him an appreciative smile. “First, Michael, I want to apologize to you. I shouldn’t have treated you like a pervert for wanting to dress up like a woman. You kept your urges secret and repressed them because society has told you that they’re wrong to have, but they aren’t and you shouldn’t be ashamed.”

Hearing her words deepen my love for her and caused tears to well up in my eyes. “Thank you, Serena.”

“I still love you very much, Michael. And I don’t want to lose you,” she continued as tears began to pool in her eyes as well.

“I love you, too."

She sat down next to me and gave me a hug. When she pulled away, she took my hand in hers.

“That being said, if we want to keep our relationship together, I think it needs to... evolve.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I want you to feel free to continue to explore these urges you have. I don’t care if you are bisexual or whatever, but it’s clear to me that I can’t give you everything you need. And that’s okay. So I want to give you this freedom,” she paused and looked me in the eyes. “But in doing so, I want to have that same freedom. So essentially, we would have an open relationship.”

I considered her proposal. She would allow me to explore my sexuality and desires and in exchange I would allow her to be with other men as well. I didn’t like the idea of her being with anyone but me, but I knew it would be unfair to not allow her the same privilege.

I took a deep breath. “You want to be with other men?”

“Not exactly. To be honest, I would be much happier if it was just the two of us for the rest of our lives, but I don’t think that will work. It wasn’t easy for me to accept this idea and extend it to you, but I have come to peace with it."

“I see, thank you, Serena.” I said. "What about my dressing up?"

I knew she was already giving up a lot for our relationship and I was grateful for that, but my wearing woman’s clothing was an important part of me.

“For now, I hope you can do it in secret as much as possible, unless I initiate it. But, that’s also where Henry comes in.” She looked over at Henry to cue his turn to talk.

Henry was leaning against the wall by the bedroom door. Upon seeing her cue, he stood up and walked closer. “I’m sorry we haven't had a chance to talk yet today, Michelle, er, Michael. I wanted to talk to Serena to see where she stood in terms of your relationship before I took things any further with you. After talking to her and hearing her openness to this new relationship, I believe it is now safe for me to open myself up to you.

“As I explained last night, I travel quite a bit for work which has made it difficult for me to hold down lasting relationships. I have always appreciated the idea of having someone at home, waiting for me to return, but that has never appeared to be in my cards. Unless you would be willing to be that someone.”

I looked at him confused. “Me?” I asked.

“I would like to help you explore your new impulses. Whenever I return home from my travels, I would like you to be waiting for me as Michelle. It would mostly be on the weekends, two to three times a month. I discussed this with Serena and she is open to the idea.”

I looked at Serena. She nodded her acceptance. “While you’re with me, you will be Michael, unless I want to see Michelle or you’re getting ready to see Henry. So you will have dedicated time to dress up and be a woman,” she said.

“Oh, wow. That’s quite the offer,” I said, hoping to buy time as I considered this proposal.

“I’m sure it is a lot for you to take in right now, but I believe it is an arrangement that will make everyone happy. You and Serena may continue your loving relationship while you both explore yourselves openly and it gives me someone to be with when I’m home.”

“You’re really okay with this Serena?” I asked.

“If you’re okay with me being with other men, then I think I am. We will both be making sacrifices for one another so it seems fair. It might even be fun,” she reassured me.

Was this going to be my life now? Living with two personas, Michael and Michelle, both in their own unique relationships? It sounded like a lot, but it also sounded too good to be true. I felt as if last night was just the tip of finding myself, and this was an opportunity I couldn’t pass this up.

I shrugged in disbelief. “Well, in that case, I guess we could try it.”

“Excellent. I look forward to getting to know you better,” Henry said as gave me a heartfelt smile.

“And I you,” I replied. I noticed my penis was beginning to plump up in its chastity cage and my testicles were starting to ache. “So how do I get out of this chastity cage?” I asked.

“Interesting you should ask that,” said Serena as she grinned towards Henry.

They both reached into their pockets and pulled out a single key. They now both held my chastity keys.


Chapter 14
Terms


Ilooked back and forth between Serena and Henry, each holding a key to my chastity cage.

“I’ve agreed to share your keys with Henry,” Serena said. “So from now on, your chastity cage, and your ability to orgasm with be at each of our discretions.”

“Alright, so who wants to unlock me then?” I asked, trying to hide my desperation.

“Personally, I’m exhausted right now and am in no mood for sex,” said Serena.

“And I need to get home soon to prepare for my next trip,” said Henry.

I felt a growing sense of concern. “Why can’t you just let me out so I can take care of myself?”

“We both want to keep you locked in chastity. We both want to train you in different ways to be a better partner and your heightened urges will help us accomplish that. Consider it a condition of our new arrangement,” Serena explained.

“You are going to let me out to cum though, right?” I asked anxiously.

“Yes, when one of us sees fit,” Serena replied.

I was swiftly feeling like the beta of each of these relationships.

“What do you mean by training?”

Henry stepped forward. “Michael, why don’t you let me take you out for breakfast so I can explain my side of things? I’m sure Serena would like some time to decompress after this morning, and I would like to get to know you a little better before I leave,” he answered.

Serena flopped back into the bed. “That’s a great idea. I’m ready to pass out.”

“Sure, that sounds nice,” I said as I gave her a pat on the leg and stood up from the bed. “Have a good nap, hun.”

“Have fun, you two,” she replied as she curled up in the bed and pulled the blanket over her.

I turned off the lights and followed Henry out of the bedroom, then the apartment. As I closed the door to the apartment, we shared a smile as we walked to his car.

Henry drove us to a nearby diner for breakfast. The ride was quiet and verging on awkward. Last night had happened in the blink of an eye and now I was realizing that I hardly knew this man who I was considering starting a relationship with. And this man who I hardly knew, was now holding power over me in the form of a chastity key.

At the diner, we were seated at a small booth by a waitress and promptly served coffee. I ordered an omelet with a side of fruit and Henry asked for an English muffin with butter and jam.

The awkwardness of the moment continued until Henry broke in. “So, how are you feeling about our arrangement?” he asked.

“To be honest, I’ve realized that I don’t know anything about you and that’s a little concerning,” I admitted.

“Allow me to introduce myself then. My name is Henry Wright. I’m 41 years old and I run my own consulting business. I help companies review their business infrastructure and give them advice on how they can improve and optimize their practices. As I’ve mentioned, it requires me to travel for extended periods so I can visit my clients, perform my analysis and report my findings. In my free time, I spend far too much time in hotel gyms killing the time when I’m away. When I’m home, I enjoy unwinding with a book and a glass of scotch, good company, and being taken care of. And I’m quite fond of you.”

He stuck out his hand to shake. I blushed and grabbed his hand. “Nice to formally meet you, Mr. Wright. My name is Michael Baker, or I guess Michelle Baker depending on the situation.”

“Nice to meet you as well. I’m afraid this will be a rare meeting of Henry and Michael, however. Are you okay with being Michelle for extended periods of time while you stay with me?”

I felt my penis growing in its cage. I really did like the idea of being Michelle for him.

“I think it will be nice to finally unleash these feelings I’ve had for so long. You would rather I be Michelle than Michael?”

“Your being Michelle with me was a strict requirement by Serena. I think it is her way of compartmentalizing her boyfriend being with a man.”

“Oh, I see,” I said. “Is there anything you would like to know about me?”

“Not to sound rude, but no. I don’t think there is much to know about Michelle quite yet. We will both be learning quite a lot about who she is in the coming days together.”

I laughed. “I think you’re probably right there.”

“Before you commit to this, I want you to know that I have certain demands and expectations of my house guests which you will be required to abide by,” he said in a serious tone.

Was that supposed to be scary or kinky?

“Such as?” I asked.

“Although you will be my guest, I will be the man of the house and thus the patriarch. I expect to be treated by you as such. You will be expected to cook, clean and serve me.”

My penis pulsed in its cage.

The power dynamic is pretty sexy, but he wants me to serve him?

“So...,” I drew out to buy time to think. “You want me to be your maid?”

“I grew up in a very traditional family in which my mother did all the housework and my father was the head of the family. If you are to be a woman in my home, then I expect you to abide by those traditions.” He seemed very insistent on this matter.

He says he’s barely home so there can’t be too much to clean, and I’m an okay cook. This doesn’t sound too bad.

“Okay, I’ll play housewife for you,” I agreed.

“I hope you take it more seriously than that,” Henry said. “How well you behave will be how I decide if I want to unlock your chastity cage or not.”

“So you will be my master and I your servant?”

“In a manner of speaking, yes.”

My penis gave a vigorous throb. Now that’s kinky.

“Mmm, I can accept that,” I agreed.

“Very good. I expect you to buy a new wardrobe for Michelle. It should be sexy while also dignified and classy. I will reimburse you for whatever you buy. In addition, I will be sending you a gift with instructions to start your training."

“Oh, wow. Thank you!” I was ecstatic that someone wanted me to buy a new wardrobe of women’s clothing. This thing I had been hiding for so long was now coming to the forefront of my life. “What exactly is this training you keep mentioning?”

“It is to help you better fulfill your duties and my needs. You will understand more when you receive the package.”

“I guess I will wait until then. So... when will my first visit be?”

“Sadly, I leave tonight for the next two weeks, but that should give you ample time to begin your training and buy your new clothes.”

“Yes, master,” I said with a wink.

He gave me a predatory smile and then went back to eating his breakfast.

After breakfast, Henry drove me back to my apartment. As he pulled up, I had the urge to lean over and kiss him goodbye, but wasn’t sure if I should while being Michael. I decided not to risk it, but as I stepped out of the car, he grabbed my arm and pulled me towards him. He didn’t have to pull hard as I threw myself at him once I knew his intentions.

Our lips smacked together as we passionately began to open mouth kiss. I could taste the jam on his tongue as he slipped it into my mouth. It tasted like strawberry.

My hand slid to his inner thigh and traced up to his crotch where I could feel his hard cock pressing against his pants. I stroked it through his pants as I felt a hunger grow inside me.

He pressed his lips hard against mine for a moment then pulled away. “Sadly, we need to save that for next time, but it’s good to see that you haven’t lost your desire.”

I felt my cheeks redden as I blushed. “I guess not.”

I slipped out of the car and gave him a wave goodbye. It would be two weeks before I could see him again which felt like it was a lifetime away; hopefully Serena would have mercy on me and let me out of my chastity cage before then.

I quietly opened the door to the apartment and crept in, not wanting to wake Serena from her nap. I walked over to the living room couch and laid down.

What a crazy last 24 hours.

A few moments later I heard the bedroom door open and Serena walked out.

“Scoot over,” she said as she entered the living room.

I sat up on the couch and gave her room to sit next to me. She sat down then rolled over to her side, resting her head on my lap.

“Did you have a good breakfast with Henry?” she asked.

“Yeah, I guess so. It was definitely needed to get to know him a little better,” I replied.

“That’s good. Did he tell about his training?”

“He was actually pretty vague about it, but he did say he wanted me to cook and clean for him,” I said with a chuckle.

“That point was actually something we both decided on.”

“What do you mean?” I asked with raising concern.

“You will be doing all of the cooking and cleaning here as well.”

“Seriously? That’s a lot of work!” I exclaimed.

“You were willing to do it for a man you just met, but not for your girlfriend of the last four years?”

“With him it was just a few days a month, with you it becomes every day. That’s a big increase.”

“If you want this new lifestyle, then that’s part of the deal.”

“Ugh, fine. Is that what your ‘training’ is?”

“I will definitely help you learn to cook better, but no, that’s not the full extent of my training for you.”

“What is it then?” I asked hesitantly.

“Well, I’m going to try to schedule most of my encounters with men while you’re not home, but depending on how long Henry is out of town and how I feel, I may have to satisfy my own urges and have a visitor. I will be training you to be a proper host so you may serve me and my guest and clean up for us. I may even let you watch if you’re lucky.”

“What?!” I exclaimed in shock. “Why not just let me satisfy your urges?”

“I may if I feel like it, but I still haven’t decided if I will let you into my pussy again.”

“Why not? I thought we were still in a relationship together; why wouldn’t you want to make love?”

“Because I still need you to prove your love for me. A lot has changed in the last day and before I can fully recommit to you, I need to see you devote yourself to me.”

I sighed. “So I’m just to be everyone’s maid now? How is that fair? Why don’t I have any say in these relationship? You’re both getting benefits from them, too.”

“That’s easy, Michael. Think about it, you’re a natural submissive and we both hold power over you. We know that you will do whatever we say and that you will love doing it no matter how much you deny it. Really you should be thanking us for your new role.”

She’s probably right.

“Well I don’t want to watch you having sex with other men, that’s for sure,” I said adamantly.

“And I don’t want to think about you having sex with other men, but I guess that’s our life now, isn’t it?"

I gave an exaggerated shrug. “I guess so."


Chapter 15
Training Begins


Several days later I returned from work to see a package from Henry at our door. I brought it inside to the bedroom so I could open it in private. I wasn’t sure what would be inside, but I had a feeling it would be sexual in nature.

I opened the box to discover that my intuition was correct. Inside was a series of four different sized butt plugs, a large dildo, and a container of lubricant. Additionally, there was an envelop containing a note and a key. The note read:

Dear Michelle,

I hope this box finds you well and you are not troubled by its contents. As you know, I am a well endowed man. As you are new to this lifestyle, I do not expect that you are yet ready for the full pleasures of my manhood. These supplies are intended to help you become a more suitable partner for me.

I expect you to practice wearing these plugs every day. Begin with the smallest plug, and gradually increase in size. The next time you see me, I expect you to be wearing the largest plug otherwise I will be greatly displeased.

You will also practice your oral skills on the dildo every day. You performed surprisingly well for your first time, but there is still much to be learned and I expect to feel improvements the next time you pleasure me.

Before visiting me, you must be locked in your chastity cage, having not orgasm for at least three days. Each of those days you must wear panties as well. I want you to have a well built drive so that you perform your duties with more enthusiasm and eagerness. Serena knows about this and has agreed.

She does not, however, know about the rest of your training. Please be as private as you can concerning it. Not because it is wrong or because you should be ashamed of it, but because it is meant for me and I do not expect that she will appreciate me stealing your time for my training.

Finally, the key is to my condo. I will text you the address the day before your visit along with my expected arrival time. You will be there waiting for me as I arrive home and you will have dinner and a scotch ready for me.

I look forward to seeing you once again, Michelle.

Sincerely,

Henry

I had to reread the letter to make sure I caught all of his requirements. Once I had, my cheeks turned dark red and I could feel my breath deepen.

He wants me to stretch my butthole for him so he can fit better!

My penis was giving a positive reaction to idea. I could tell that Henry was going to be a very demanding partner, but he also seemed to be considerate of my inexperience which I appreciated. I had a feeling that I would be able to learn well from him and felt lucky to have found him.

I was excited to start my training. Never before had I put anything inside of my ass, but I had been curious about how it would feel. Since I met Henry, this curiosity had peaked and turned into something I had been thinking about quite often.

I grabbed the smallest butt plug and the container of lube and walked to the bathroom. I pulled down my pants and underwear, lubed up the plug and started pushing it in. The plug was fairly slender, about the length and thickness of my index finger and slid in fairly easily.

I pulled my underwear and pants back up then took a few steps and moved my butt around to see how it felt. It wasn’t bad. I carefully tried sitting down to see if it would hurt, but it didn’t. It actually pushed it in a little deeper and felt nice. I began moving my butt in a circular rotation while pushing harder into my seat. The plug moved around inside of me, rotating and pushing deeper. I was understanding the appeal.

Just then, Serena opened the door of the bedroom. I rushed back into the bedroom and closed Henry’s package just in time to prevent her from seeing inside of it.

“Is that from Henry?” she asked me.

“Yes,” I replied.

“Gifts from your admirer already, huh?”

“Kind of, it’s for my training,” I admitted. “He wanted me to learn more about it before I see him.”

“Interesting,” she said as she ran her hand along the box, clearly wanting to look inside. “You know, I’ve actually been doing a lot of thinking about you and Michelle and I think I may have found a use for her after all.”

“Oh?” I asked hesitantly.

She walked to her closet, slid open the door and then pulled out a small box from the top shelf.

“Since you will be doing a lot of cooking, cleaning, and serving in your future, I thought that this outfit might help motivate you in your new role. Consider it a gift from me.”

She extended the box towards me. I took it and set it on top of Henry’s package then opened it up. Inside was a black dress. I pulled it out and held it up. It was a French maid’s outfit; a black dress with white lace trim and a little white apron.

“You mentioned that Henry and I were both making you into our maid and I liked how that sounded,” Serena continued. “So I thought it was appropriate to give you an actual uniform.”

I was dumbfounded. “I thought you only wanted me to be Michael while I was with you?”

“For the most part yes, but on occasion I will be calling upon Michelle the maid to serve me.”

I was intrigued. “And how often might this happen?”

“Whenever I request it,” she answered firmly. “And no more.”

“Alright, I guess that could be fun.” I was excited for an opportunity to dress up as Michelle around Serena again.

“I’m glad you think so because I need you to get dressed and start cleaning up. Clint will be here in an hour and I want this bedroom looking pristine.”

“Clint is coming over?” I asked in surprise.

“Yes, and I expect the apartment to be clean and drinks ready for us. Oh, and you may want to make up the couch. You may end up sleeping there tonight.”

“Yes, dear.” I said somberly.

“I guess you will be getting your first session of training tonight.” With that she walked out of the room.

As I began to get undressed I felt the butt plug still inside of me. I had this plug inside of me to please my lover while I was getting dressed as a French maid to please my girlfriend by serving her and her lover. I couldn’t believe how swiftly my future was progressing. As crazy as it all sounded, it also oddly sounded right, like this was I was destined for.

I pulled out the corset, thong, stockings, and high heels that I had worn on my first night as Michelle and started getting dressed, this time finishing off the outfit with my new maid’s dress and apron.

Once dressed, I looked at myself in the mirror. I felt my penis pulsing in its cage in excitement for what was to come.


A Sissy’s Transformation
RELEASING INNER DESIRES



Chapter 1
My New Life


Istood in the bedroom that I shared with my girlfriend, Serena, as I admired my reflection in the mirror. My reflection looked nothing like it would have just a couple of weeks ago; I now had hairless legs, long curly brown hair, large breasts, and a surprisingly feminine figure thanks to the tight corset I wore. On top of that I also wore a black maids dress with white trim and a small, white apron. Below I wore sheer black thigh highs and 4-inch black high heels.

Two weeks ago I would have been wearing an old t-shirt, a pair of gym shorts, and a baseball cap. But then again, I also wouldn’t have had the long hair and breasts and my legs would have still had hair. That was back when I went as Michael. These days I had a new persona named Michelle and I had a feeling she would be shining the brightest in my life. And that made me happy.

I spun around to get a look of my full body in my new outfit which Serena had gifted me. I had always loved dressing up in women’s clothing before Serena had found out and now that she knew and was giving me new clothes, my life was feeling more fulfilled. Wearing these clothes made me feel more like myself and like everything was suddenly right. This new outfit was no exception as I was quickly growing fond of it. Wearing it was a reminder of how lucky and fortuitous I was that my girlfriend was learning to accept this new me. Of course, she did have a reason why she wanted me to dress up like a maid tonight.

I thought back upon the agreement we had just made and the adjustments we were making to our relationship. It was clear that I was no longer the same man that she had started dating, so it only made sense to change things to make them more fair and open for each of us. This way we could both get the satisfaction and pleasure we deserved as long as we could be accepting of each other’s desires.

For my part of our new relationship, Serena had agreed to let me to explore my urges to wear women’s clothing along with any new desires that might arise as I spent more time with the new man in my life, Henry. For Serena’s part of our new relationship, I had to accept that she could and would be with any man who she desired and I would be required to clean and prepare the house for her dates and serve them at her request. In addition, she also had the power of controlling me by possessing one of the keys to my chastity cage, the cage that she had demanded I wear back when she first found my stash of women’s clothing and thought I was cheating on her. Her part was definitely tough to agree to, but it felt fair considering what she was allowing me to do. In the end, I knew it was all worth it because I would get to stay with the girlfriend whom I still loved dearly.

It was funny to think back on when she had first found my collection of women’s clothing. At first she was furious with me and then she was very confused after I had admitted that the clothes were mine and that it turned me on to wear them. She didn’t believe me at first which is why she demanded I wear a chastity cage, the cage that I still wore now despite nearly two weeks having passed. We had come so far so fast since that day and I was so grateful for every bit of it.

Well, everything maybe except for the fact that she had yet to remove my chastity cage or allow me to orgasm since then. The urges inside of me were building faster than ever because of it. I picked up my dress to look at my cage in the mirror. It was tucked beneath my black thong though not completely hidden. Seeing my thong made me turn around to check out my ass. I had always loved the way thongs made my ass look perkier. They made me feel more feminine and naughty, too, which I loved. The sight made my dick swell up as I thought about what Henry might think of how I looked. I had to block those thoughts out of my mind for tonight though. Tonight was a Serena night and I needed to be mentally prepared to server her. After all, that was the reason why I was standing here dressed as a maid.

I stood up tall and fixed my dress. I did feel a little silly wearing a maids outfit, but after everything Serena had already done for me to help me discover my true self, I thought the outfit was oddly appropriate. I owed her a lot and I liked the idea that I would be serving her. However, I wasn’t thrilled by her plans for tonight. Tonight would be one of her special nights. She had invited Clint to come over for a quick rendezvous and wanted me to serve them as her maid.

It was going to be odd to see Clint again, especially now that he knew my backstory of being Serena’s boyfriend. When I had first met him at a bar just a few nights ago, it had been my first night out as Michelle instead of Michael, and he hadn’t expected anything. But now he knew and now he was coming over to fuck my girlfriend.

The night Serena and Clint had met each other was also the night that I met Henry. We met at the same bar after Serena had dressed me up in a slutty outfit, done my make up, and forced me to enter the world as a woman. I was so nervous when Henry first walked up and talked to me, I was stunned to later find him standing at the front door of our apartment, and I was floored when I found out that Serena had invited him over. For me.

She then left with Clint which left Henry and I alone to talk and eventually we shared a passionate night in bed. It was liberating to finally block out my repressive thoughts and follow my body’s true urges. Being locked in a chastity cage helped amplify my feelings and helped me build up the lust and desire to suck his cock and swallow his cum, both firsts for me.

I wasn’t sure what Serena had done while out with Clint that night, but based on how exhausted she was when she returned home the next morning, I assumed they had fucked. And if they hadn’t that night, it seemed as if they definitely would tonight. I had no doubt that tonight was going to be tough, but I knew that I just needed to accept what was going to happen, play my part, and embrace my first real night of Serena’s training so I had to be extra good.

Both Serena and Henry had said they wanted to keep my chastity cage on and locked to help train me to be a better partner to each of them. Serena’s training was what she called her “cuckold training”. She would mold me into a proper, subservient maid to tend to her and her dates’ every need. She also told me that cleaning and preparing our apartment like I was expected to tonight was only the beginning of my training. I wasn’t exactly sure what else she had in mind, but I often found myself daydreaming of what else there might be.

On the other hand, Henry didn’t have a fancy name for his training, but letter he had written me detailing it did make him sound rather serious about it. Along with the letter he had sent me a box of toys which included a collection of butt plugs in varying sizes and a realistic looking dildo. With the butt plugs, he wanted me to start with the smallest butt plug and work my way up in size as I felt comfortable. With the dildo, he wanted me to practice sucking cock. I currently had the smallest plug inside of me for the first time and so far I was very much liking it.

Once I had finished admiring myself in the mirror, I decided it was time to start my tasks for the night. Clint would be here in an hour and now that I was Michelle again, it was time to serve Serena.


Chapter 2
Preparing for Serena’s Date


Istarted preparing for Serena’s date by putting away my box of gifts from Henry. I picked up the box containing the remaining butt plugs, dildo, and lube and hid it in my closet where Serena wouldn’t find it. Next, I began making the bed. I had a feeling that the bed would be the most important aspect of Serena’s night and I knew it needed to look impeccable and inviting.

As I pulled back the covers I remembered Henry lying in bed next to me the other night; he had looked so masculine. So powerful. I picked up the pillow which he had laid his head on while I sucked his cock. I meant to fluff it, but I couldn’t resist smelling it and hoping for a trace of his scent. To my disappointment, any remaining scent of his was overpowered by Serena’s. Thinking about Henry’s scents being left behind did, however, remind me to make a mental note to change the sheets after tonight so I wouldn’t have to smell Clint in my bed.

Making the bed probably took me longer than it should have, but I was proud of how it looked when I finished. The blanket and sheets were nicely taut and the pillows perfectly fluffed. I wished I could curl up in it with Serena, but I would have to wait my turn.

With the bed complete, I continued my preparations by straightening up our bedroom, picking up dirty laundry and tidying tables and dressers. When the bedroom looked presentable, I moved on to our master bathroom, the living room, and all the rooms that Serena and Clint might use. In each one I cleaned, tidied, and vacuumed as needed.

By the time I was done, I was exhausted and only had a few minutes left in the hour Serena had allotted me to complete my work. I hurried to the kitchen to complete my final task of making drinks. I had no idea what Clint would like, so I tried to flashback to our time at the bar last weekend to remember what he was drinking.

I remembered feeling upset when I saw him touching Serena. He was a big burly, tough looking guy. The kind of guy who cares more about how many reps he can do than his IQ score. Serena was laughing at something he had said as she held a glass of wine. With her other hand, she touched his large hand which was holding a bottle of beer. A beer it would be then.

I quickly began to second guess myself as I made Serena’s favorite drink, a Moscow Mule, so I decided to make two and offer him one as well as a beer. I would just drink whichever one he didn’t want. I would definitely need a drink or two to survive knowing that my girlfriend was getting fucked by another man in our bed.

I mixed a couple of drinks and poured them into their proper copper cups. I found a fancy looking tray in one of the kitchen drawers and decided to put the cups on it so I could really act like I was serving them. Lastly, I pulled out a beer from the refrigerator, popped off the top and set it on the tray next to the drinks.

I leaned back against the wall to catch my breath just as Serena walked into the kitchen. She glanced at me and then looked at the time on her phone. “Just in time. Well done, Michelle,” she said.

I forced myself to smile as I looked her over. She had changed into the same black lacy teddy that she had worn the night she met Clint. Her breasts were heaved up by the underwire and I could see her nipples through the lace. Below the teddy was a tiny black g-string that barely covered her pussy. On top of everything she wore a bright pink silk robe that barely reached her thighs and that she hadn’t bothered to tie together.

I guess she’s not going to play hard to get tonight...

I tried to keep my cool and play my role appropriately. “Thank you,” I said as I gave her a curt bow. “Is there anything else you need?”

She looked around and shrugged. “I think we’re all set. The place looks clean enough and you have our drinks ready,” she said as she looked around the kitchen. “Now, I’m just waiting for cock to come over. Oops, I mean Clint, not cock. Silly me.”

I gave her a polite smile at her crude joke, even though inside it hurt me to hear.

She reached down and picked up one of the drinks and took a sip. “Clint should be here any minute,” she continued. “When he arrives, I will get the door and let him in. I will call for you when we’re ready for drinks. Just stay hidden in here until then, okay? I don’t want you to scare him off,” she instructed.

“Yes, of course,” I said. I had no problem with staying away from him.

She was about to say something else, but just as she opened her mouth she was interrupted.

The doorbell rang.

My shoulders slumped at the sound.

This is actually going to happen. Clint is here to fuck my girlfriend.

Serena clapped her hands excitedly and ran to the door to let him in, her robe flapping in the wind as she moved. I stayed hidden in the kitchen per her instructions.

I don’t know which is going to be more humiliating, meeting the man who is here to fuck Serena or having another man see me dressed as a maid. Luckily, I get to experience both at the same time…

I looked back down at the tray of drinks and decided I didn’t care which drink he wanted. I picked up a copper cup and took a large swig. The vodka and ginger burned going down my throat, but it was exactly what I needed to help steady my nerves.

I could hear voices and giggling in the living room. The anticipation was killing me so I decided to take a peek to see what was going on. Peering through the door, I could see Clint. He was really here. I squinted to get a better look at him. He looked like he had just finished working out as he was wearing gym shorts and a tank top. His bulbous muscles were well on display and glistened with sweat. He was a tall and burly with short black hair and looked like he was probably a couple years older than me. He also had his tongue down my girlfriends throat at the moment and his hands on her ass.

Serena was all over him as well, her hands hungrily groping at his muscular body. As if her outfit didn’t scream “fuck me” enough, she seemed to have thrown herself on him the second he walked in the apartment. As I watched them make out, I could feel my dick beginning to swell up in my chastity cage. But when I saw her hand slide over his stomach, down the front of his pants, then grab his cock, I quickly looked away.

What happened to us? That should my my dick she’s grabbing!

Exasperated, I leaned back and sat against the edge of the kitchen counter. As I did, it pushed my butt plug further into my ass, quickly distracting me from my worries.

Woah, that felt pretty good.

I stood up straight and the plug settled back in place. I looked around to make sure nobody was coming and then leaned back against the countertop once more, again pushing the butt plug further inside. I repeated the motion, letting the plug move back and forth inside of me. The more I continued, the more I moaned from my new found pleasure. But then I was abruptly snapped out of my tantric trance.

“Maid, come bring us our drinks!” I heard Serena shout from the other room.

I startled, feeling guilty and fearful that she might have caught me in the act, but she was still in the living room. When I realize I was safe, I stood up tall, fixed my dress and apron, and wiped the sweat from my forehead.

You can do this. You can do this!

I took a deep breath then let out a long exhale.

It’s showtime…


Chapter 3
Cuckold


Ipicked up the serving tray of drinks and carried it into the living room where Serena and Clint were. Clint had a big smile on his face as he looked at Serena, but when he noticed me approaching, his smile quickly disappeared.

I flashed them a smile, trying to be a good maid for Serena while ignoring the increasingly uncomfortable vibe I received from Clint. “Here are the drinks you requested. Clint, I wasn’t sure if you would prefer a beer or liquor so I provided both options for you,” I said.

Serena quickly grabbed her drink and took a deep swig while Clint hesitantly grabbed the beer. He took a sip while he continued to stare at me, his eyes never leaving me.

“So this is your… boyfriend?” he finally said. His voice was gruff, much deeper and manlier than mine.

Serena shrugged. “Well, tonight this is Michelle, my maid. She will be serving us while we have our fun. So if you need anything, don’t hesitate to ask her for it,” Serena replied.

He looked even more confused by her answer. “And he’s okay with us having… fun?” he asked.

This time Serena laughed in response. “She doesn’t have a choice, but yes, we have an arrangement. I can fuck whomever I want.”

Clint’s eyes widened at Serena’s boldness while my shoulders slumped in sadness. “Man, you guys are into some freaky shit,” Clint said as he took another sip of beer. “He’s not going to be involved in what we do, is he?”

Serena turned and looked at me pensively. “That’s a good question. I’ve been thinking about that,” she replied. “I think just having her serve us tonight is enough. But maybe in the future she will get more involved.”

What does she mean by that? How could I be involved with them?

“Huh. Well, I don’t do dudes,” Clint said defensively.

“Mmm. Well, don’t you worry. Tonight, you’re only here to do me,” she said as she grabbed his hand. “Now let’s get started.” She hastily pulled him down the hallway and into our bedroom. Hearing the door slam shut felt like being slapped in the face.

I could already hear Serena giggling from behind the closed door. Then began a chorus of loud banging noises. Knowing what was beginning to happen, I suddenly felt my caged dick start pressing against my panties and my balls start aching.

Am I actually turned on by the thought of my girlfriend being fucked by another man?

I tried to shake off the thought and took a long sip of the remaining drink. I started pacing nervously around the living room as I continued sipping on the drink, trying to think of how I could distract myself from what was going on in the next room. Once I had finished the drink, I sat down on the couch, having no where else to go and nothing left to do. Nothing except to wait. Sitting down again made me feel the butt plug push in which reminded me of Henry.

I just need to survive another week and a half and then I will get to be with Henry again. Hopefully she doesn’t have Clint over again until then.

This whole night seemed so strange. Just a few days ago, Serena seemed apprehensive about our new arrangement. She made it sound like she wouldn’t take advantage of it very often, or would at least wait until I was staying with Henry. But here she was, just a few days into our arrangement, with another man in our bed.

I could hear grunting and loud moaning now. They were wasting no time.

Maybe he will just get it over with and leave.

My hopes of a brief visit were thoroughly dashed, however, as the sounds of Serena getting fucked continued for a surprisingly long time. I curled up on the couch and listened to the walls thump as my dick seemed to throb in rhythm. I had to admit that I was impressed by Clint’s vigor. After what felt like an eternity, I heard a final boisterous groan and then the noises stopped.

I guess it’s done then. Serena has officially had sex with another man…

I didn’t know how to feel. I didn’t like that my girlfriend was finding pleasure in another man’s arms, but I knew that I couldn’t say anything because I had just done the same with Henry. And I was looking forward to doing so again. This was the agreement we made together and I would have to honor my end, even if it was uncomfortable.

I sat up and considered making myself another drink, but I couldn’t muster the energy to make it into the kitchen. Instead, I laid back on the couch, hoping to relax and distract myself by admiring my new outfit. However, my attempts at relaxation soon proved impossible after I heard Serena shout out, “Maid! We need you!”

My eyes clenched tightly when I heard her words.

Is she really going to make me go in there after they just had sex? While she’s still in our bed with another man?

I sat back up on the couch and shook my head in disbelief. Ultimately, I knew I didn’t have a choice so I forced myself up and trudged down the hall. At the bedroom door, I opened it just enough to poke my head in. “You called?” I said, hoping to avoid going inside.

“Come here, maid,” Serena ordered me, vanquishing my hopes.

Damnit.

I opened the door and walked in. The room already smelled of sweat and sex. Clint was laying on my side of the bed, clearly naked but with a sheet covering his cock. Serena was on her side, completely naked and uncovered. She was laying on her side, running her finger along Clint’s chiseled chest.

“Yes?” I asked.

Serena sat up and looked at me, her ample breasts jiggling as she moved. “We need more drinks. And can you please dispose of that?” she said as she pointed towards my nightstand.

I followed her finger and saw a used, filled condom lying on top of my book.

Disgusting. At least they’re using condoms though...

I forced a smile as I gritted my teeth and walked to the nightstand. I picked up the condom with just two fingers, trying to touch it as little as possible. With my other hand, I picked up Clint’s beer bottle then walked to the other side and grabbed Serena’s empty cup. It looked like she wanted to say something, but before she could I quickly scurried out of the room.

I disposed of the condom in the bathroom and then rushed into the kitchen where I hid behind the doorframe. My heart was pounding vigorously and adrenaline was coursing through me from surviving that scene.

I can’t believe she did that to me! Did she really need me to clean up their condom? I really wish she didn’t have to make me a part of it... although, oddly, my dick still won’t settle down.

I adjusted my cage in my panties and then set off to prepare new drinks for Serena and Clint. While I was at it, I also made an extra one for myself. I stayed in the kitchen a little longer to give myself extra time to regain my composure and have a few sips of my drink. I was already feeling a good buzz from the first drink, but I had a feeling I would need all the help I could get to survive returning to that scene.

When I had finally collected myself again, I grabbed the drinks and returned to the bedroom. The second I entered I instantly regretted it. Sounds of slurping and moaning filled the room and my eyes were drawn to movement on the bed. That’s when I saw Serena sucking Clint’s cock. Her eyes looked up and met mine and she gave me a wide smile before she continued to go down on him, even more passionately now, the noises growing even louder.

I hurried to the bed to set down the drinks so I could leave. I didn’t want to have to see anymore than I already had. I couldn’t take anymore of it tonight.

I was nearly out of the door when Serena stopped me. “What’s the rush? Don’t you want your turn, Michelle?” Serena said.


Chapter 4
My Turn


Istopped dead in my tracks, trying to comprehend what I had just heard.

My turn? She couldn’t mean…

I turned around and looked at Serena, trying to find some meaning in her expression, but she had resumed sucking Clint’s cock. Her eyes occasionally flashed to me and a grin slowly crept across her face each time she saw me watching her. Clint had a growing look of panic on his face, but it was quickly overcome by the sensation of Serena’s juicy lips on his manhood.

Serena gave his cock a loud slurp as she pulled her head off of it. She licked the saliva from her lips then grabbed on to Clint’s shaft and started stroking it as she returned my stare. “Does it make you jealous to watch me sucking cock? A normal man would be jealous of Clint, but I bet you wish you were me right now,” she said.

Her words resonated deep inside me. There was something about this situation that was starting to feel wrong. After everything that had happened tonight, and everything that Serena had said to me, it was beginning to feel like this night was more about hurting me than embracing our new open relationship. More about my pain than her pleasure.

I stared at her for a while longer as she continued stroking Clint’s cock. It was bigger than I had expect it to be, several inches longer than mine and meatier.

If she ever lets me fuck her again, would she be remotely as satisfied by my tiny dick after experiencing his?

My mind debated how to respond, even though my dick and body were giving me a definite answer. Finally, I managed to lie. “Actually, I would much rather be Clint in this situation. You used to give me some amazing blow jobs,” I said.

“Used to being the operative phrase,” she spat out, her venom now undeniable.

I felt my blood boiling. There was no denying that she was trying to get to me, trying to hurt me. Well, two can play at this game.

“So, it doesn’t make you jealous that I’m the one sucking cock in our bed tonight and not you?” She added. Her head moved down as she gave the head of Clint’s cock a lick.

I tried to act bashful, squirming and awkwardly touching my body. “Well, to be honest. It does a little bit. Just seeing his big cock is driving me crazy inside, but I didn’t want to say anything. Since you asked, though…,” I said. I had intended for the statement to be a lie, but as I said it, it felt surprisingly true.

“I knew it, you’re just a natural cock sucker. Aren’t you?” she prodded me.

I started moving back towards the bed as I bit my lip. My hands moved to my breasts and I rubbed them as I moaned, “Mmm, yeah. Do you think I can watch you so I can learn how to properly please a man?” I asked, hoping to creep her out.

Serena let out a little gasp, clearly surprised by my answer. She tried to quickly recompose her self and hid her face from me as she said, “Oh yeah, watch me suck this cock.”

Clint was noticeably unnerved by the scene that was unfolding and started climbing off of the bed from the other side. Serena quickly squeezed his cock and hissed, “Don’t you dare move. Just sit back and let me suck your cock.” He settled back into the bed with an awkward smile on his face.

I knelt down next to the Serena, his cock just in front of my face. Serena and I locked eyes as she lowered her mouth back down over his large cock. She let it fill her mouth and throat, showing no signs of gagging, while keeping her eyes locked on mine the entire time. She raised her head and followed it with her hand, stroking his dick as she sucked it.

Clint eyes shut as he let out a moan. I imagined he was pretending to be somewhere else at the moment and if so, I couldn’t blame him. I wanted to be somewhere else, too. Serena continued to suck as I watched. I felt my dick throbbing hard in my cage as I watched my girlfriend suck another man’s cock. She was really getting into it now, or at least acting like it as she emphasized every moan and slurp.

I was taken aback by how much I was enjoying watching her pleasure another man. My dick strained harder against its cage with each slurp and as I watched, I actually did feel a growing desire to be her in this situation. That gave me an idea to get back at her.

I softly set my hand on her back and asked her, “When do I get my turn?”

Serena nearly gagged at hearing my words. She looked at me with a growing anger as she stopped her passionate movements. Her mouth lifted off Clint’s cock with a pop. “You get your turn when your old man gets back in town. This one is mine,” she said as she glared at me.

I sighed. “Why are you being like this, Serena?” I asked.

“Being like what? Are you actually upset that I won’t let you suck his cock?” she asked me, bewildered.

“No, I was messing with you!” I exclaimed in response, my voice louder than I had expected it to come out. “Why are you doing this tonight? First, you give me a maid’s outfit and seem okay with everything and then you flaunt this guy in front of me and try to humiliate me.”

“And you don’t think I’m humiliated by you? Look a you! My boyfriend is dressed like a woman!” she shouted angrily.

“This was your idea!” I shouted back at her.

I saw Clint’s eyes bulge in shock. He quickly jumped out of bed and started getting dressed. This time, Serena let him.

She was fuming now. “I dressed you up the other night because I thought it would be a silly little way to get it out of your system. I thought you would feel so awkward dressed as a woman in public that you would be done with it. I never thought you would find a man and take things so far so quickly.”

I could see tears forming in her eyes, causing my own feelings of sorrow to bubble up inside me. “I-I didn’t expect it either,” I stammered. “But it happened, and it felt right. I can’t deny that. That doesn’t mean that I don’t still love you though. I do! And I still want to be with you! I just have this other part of me… This part that I feel I still need to explore some more.”

From the corner of my eye I saw Clint flee the bedroom.

“I love you, too,” she said as she fought back tears.

I climbed on to the bed and gave her a fierce hug, holding her tightly against my body. She wrapped her arms around me and returned the embrace.

“I want to be on the same page as you, babe. I want to be a team. Let’s work this out,” I said. I rubbed her back, just as I always did to comfort her, and I felt her body melt into mine.

She pulled her head back and looked at me with a smile. Her eyes flashed down to my lips and then quickly returned to my eyes, the way they always did when she wanted to kiss me. My head turned to the side and moved to hers, our lips gently connecting. At that moment, everything felt right again. Our kisses were long and sticky. After days of distance between each other, fighting on and off, my body was pulling me in closer to her, feel like it needed to make up for lost time. I felt ravenous for her.

I kicked my leg over her to get on top. My hands consumed her breasts as my tongue dove into her mouth and our passion intensified. She put her hand around my head and pulled it tighter against hers as we kissed.

My dick was throbbing in my chastity cage and I began to grind it against her belly, trying to find some way to stimulate it. Her hand travelled down my body, under my skirt and grabbed my cage. She tried to stroke it, but as she fumbled around with the cage, she quickly grew more annoyed. It felt like she was trying to pull it off which started hurting.

I broke my lips away from hers and said, “Woah, if you want to touch it, you need to unlock the cage."

“Oh, you want me to unlock you, do you?” she teased.

“Only if you want me unlocked,” I retorted playfully, hoping that she did.

She raised her head up, positioning her mouth by my ear. “I do,” she whispered.


Chapter 5
Unlocked


Excitement coursed through me as Serena reached into her bedside table and pulled out the key to my chastity cage. I rolled over to my back and lifted up my dress in order to provide easy access for her to unlock my cage.

This is it! This is the moment when I finally get this cage off of me!

She turned back to me with my key in her hand, but stopped before moving to unlock it. She gave me a look over with an amused look on her face and then started laughing. I suddenly had a terrible feeling that this was all an elaborate tease.

“Am I really about to have sex with you while you’re dressed like my maid? My life is so fucked up,” she said as she shook her head in disbelief.

I held my breath, not wanting to say or do anything that might ruin my chances of getting unlocked and having sex. To my delight, she reached down and unlocked my cage. The two pieces of the cage disconnected and right away my dick started growing. I reached down and plucked the cage off the tip, allowing it to become fully erect. I awkwardly removed the cage’s ring and then set it all on the table beside me.

Her hand gently grazed my dick as she pulled away. Just the lightest touch made my body shiver. After nearly two weeks with my dick left locked and untouched, it was now extremely sensitive. She spit on her hand and started stroking my dick. I closed my eyes and collapsed back into the bed in awe; it felt so good.

“You probably have a huge load saved up, don’t you? Maybe I should make you eat it all,” she said.

My eyes snapped open. “What? Why?” I asked defensively.

“You probably want more experience swallowing cum. It will be good for you,” she teased. “Maybe I’ll suck it out and spit it in your mouth.”

“No,” I replied in a soft yet stern voice. “I only want to fuck you.”

She smiled. “I was hoping you would say that.”

She quickly rolled on top of me as she grabbed my cock and lowered herself onto it. I moaned at the sudden explosion of sensation of her pussy on my dick. She started bouncing up and down on my cock as she grabbed my fake breasts and squeezed them tightly. It really felt like she was really squeezing my breasts.

“What a lucky maid you are. Getting such a reward from your master,” she breathed out as she rode me.

“Mmm, thank you,” I let out.

She stopped bouncing and started grinding on my cock as she lowered herself down. I felt her breasts on top of mine as she kissed me. We began to make out and I started thrusting my cock into her as my hands explored her body. Serena was moaning as I reached down and grabbed her ass and spread her cheeks apart. I continued to heaved my dick into her.

Serena suddenly pushed herself away from me and sat back up. She stopped moving as her shoulders slumped and her expression looked pained. “I think we should stop,” she said sorrowfully.

“No! Please! Just a little more,” I begged. She started rising off of me, but I grabbed her hips and pulled her back down. “I need you,” I pleaded.

“But I need you to be locked in your cage,” she said. "I still have some training left for you."

My concern intensified. I couldn’t tell if she meant it and I needed release. “Let me cum and I’ll put it back on, I promise!” I cried.

She looked deep in thought for a moment before a smirk crept across her face. “Fine, but you better make it good,” she ordered me.

I threw her on to her back and rolled on top of her, taking over control. I spread her legs as I squeezed her thighs and then rammed my hard cock into her. My hands grabbed her wrists and pushed them above her head, holding them down tightly. My mouth attacked her neck, kissing it and giving it a loving bite. She gasped as I let loose my teeth.

My dick was beginning to pulse and I knew it was close. I started fucking her harder, and faster, as she wailed out in pleasure. I soon followed suit, letting our a guttural groan as my cock burst inside of her, unloading 10 days worth of cum.

When my dick finally stopped pumping, I rolled over and wiped the sweat off of my forehead. “That was amazing,” I breathed out.

Serena groaned as she pushed herself out of the bed and waddled off to the bathroom to dispose of my cum. When she came back to the bed she was shaking her head at me. “I can’t believe I actually let you fuck me dressed like that. Ugh, I’ve probably encouraged you to want more of that!” she said.

I laughed out loud because she was right. Having sex with her while dressed like a maid was extremely arousing to me. Feeling my thigh highs rub against her smooth legs felt like heaven. I greatly enjoyed the butt plug still in my ass as well.

“I mean, it was nice, but I would have rather been naked and feeling your skin on mine,” I lied. “I didn’t want to lose our momentum and miss out on my chance though.”

“Ah, smart move,” she said with a grin. “I really was about to lock you back up in the middle of that. You should consider yourself very lucky that I let you finish.”

“Well then I guess it’s good that you still can’t resist my charm,” I laughed.

“More like your begging!” she said mockingly.

We both laughed. It felt good to be happy with Serena again. During the last 10 days, things had been so contentious between us, but now, finally, it almost felt normal again.

I melted back into the bed, feeling like I could finally relax. As I did, my chastity cage laying on the table next to me caught my eye. I knew I probably shouldn’t remind her about it, but I figured it was probably inevitable that she would remember and want to lock my dick back up anyways. “So… why do you need me locked up in this chastity cage? What training do you have left for me?” I asked.

“Lock yourself back up and I will tell you,” she replied with a smirk.

I groaned. “Already?”

“You promised you would if I let you finish. So you better lock that dick back in its cage where it belongs!” she said, her voice growing more fierce with every word.

“Ugh, fine,” I said begrudgingly. I reached over and picked up the chastity cage and lock. I just slipped the ring and the cage over my now flaccid dick and connected the two pieces. Then I locked them together and handed her the key. Oddly, it felt right to have my cage back on.

She smiled as she closed her hand around my key and said, “Thank you.”

“So? What’s the training?” I asked again as I watched her put the key back in her bedside table.

“You really love being controlled, don’t you?” she laughed. “First, tell me… did you enjoy being my cuckold tonight?” Her voice changed to be soft and sensual as she laid beside me in the bed.

There was a part of me that did find it arousing to hear and see her with another man, but I didn’t feel like I should admit that to her. I didn’t want to encourage her to do it more with me around. “Uhh, I much more preferred the last part when I was with you,” I answered.

“I liked that, too,” she said with a smile. “But seriously, did you enjoy me being with Clint?”

I hesitated as I debated what to say. I considered lying again, but she knew me too well for that. She would likely see right through any lie I told me. “I guess it was kind of hot watching you suck his dick,” I said bashfully.

“You guess?” she scoffed. “I’m pretty sure I saw excitement in your eyes when you were kneeling next to me, watching me suck his cock,” she said.

I shrugged, still not wanting to fully admit my full truth.

She returned shrug and added an eye roll. “Well, if you still plan on going to see Henry, I still plan on mingling outside of our relationship, too. And I may make you serve and watch us again,” she said. “It was extremely sexy fucking Clint while you were in the next room. I felt like a whore. And I loved it.”

“Oh,” I let out, trying to hide my disappointment. “I guess that’s only fair.”

“Exactly.” She reached over and grabbed my chastity cage and said, “And now that I have you locked up again, you have to do whatever I want. You’re going to be my cuckold and you’re going to love it. ”

My dick started to grow and push against its cage.

Damn, that’s hot. She’s in control of me.

“Yes, dear,” I said, surrendering control to her.

She let go of my cage. “But that’s not your main training. This outfit that you’re wearing wasn’t just for tonight. I intend to have you do all of the cooking and cleaning for us while you wear it.”

“All of our cooking and cleaning? And you want me to do it all dressed as a maid?” I asked in surprise. “I thought you didn’t want anything to do with Michelle?”

She nodded in agreement. “You’re right, I did say that. I’ve had a lot of mixed feelings about everything, as you can tell from tonight. But when I started thinking about everything that she will be doing for Henry... Well, I figured that I could make Michelle do all of that for me, too. When I thought of Michelle in that way, well then the idea of her didn’t sound so bad when she had a good use.”

Huh. I guess that makes sense. If it lets me dress up and be Michelle more, I guess I could cook and clean more.

Serena continued, “So now she, or rather you, will be my personal maid.”


Chapter 6
New Life


So that was it. I was now my girlfriend’s maid in exchange for my ability to go explore my sexuality with my new friend, Henry. Suddenly, it seemed as if my new alter ego Michelle would be consuming a large portion of my life.

And so it did.

For the next week it felt as if I was in constant limbo, living half of my life as Michael and the other as Michelle. At the beginning of each day I would shower, shave my body, and get dressed as Michael, always making sure to hide a pair of panties underneath my clothes so I could feel connected with my new self. My day would then be spent at work, in my now exceedingly boring day job, before returning home. There, I would quickly change out of my work clothes and into my maids outfit to be Michelle, the job and persona that I now longed to be.

No amount of longing would prepare me for the work I would have to do, however.

For five hours every evening I would prance around the house in my high heels. For five hours I would serve Serena diligently until I could feel sweat beading on my forehead. For five hours I would feel naughty from the butt plug inside of me that only I knew was there.

By the end of the night I was exhausted. I would take off my maid’s outfit and neatly hang it up while Serena climbed into the neatly made bed next to me with a self pleased smile spread across her face. She was loving our new arrangement with me as her maid.

The blurred lines between Michael and Michelle caused great confusion for me at bedtime, however. The first night I put on my normal pajamas, but the next it felt awkward to dress back in my male clothes, to go from Michael to Michelle and then back to Michael all in the course of one day. Instead, I stayed naked, lost in my own purgatory, as I climbed into bed.

“This is new,” Serena had remarked with an amused look on her face.

I shrugged as I covered my bare body with the bedding. “I guess I’m not sure how to dress during this time of the day,” I answered.

My girlfriend’s face pursed as if holding in laughter. “Or is it just because you don’t want to put your man clothes back on? Are you trying to hold out for some sexy negliges? Some enchanting night gowns? Something to allow you to stay as Michelle?” she teased as her giggles started escaping.

My cheeks began to burn as I felt my dick plump up in its cage. The thought was immediately intoxicating.

Is she right? Is that what I actually want?

“I, uhh, I’m not sure,” I muttered, lost in thought.

A grin began to spread across Serena’s face. “That’s exactly what it is, isn’t it? I can see right through you!”

My face was quickly getting hotter. My dick was pressing firmly against its cage, beginning to strain in arousal. “Uhh…” I mumbled, not knowing how to defend against her accusation.

Before I could come up with anything to say, the comforter puffed up above me and Serena’s face disappeared beneath it. “Proof!” she suddenly exclaimed as I felt her cold hand wrap around my caged dick.

I felt my body start to shake at her discovery. As the blanket relaxed back down over me, I felt petrified.

“Maybe if you’re a good maid for me then someday I’ll take you out shopping to buy something sexy and slinky to wear at night,” she said to my surprise. “That’s a big maybe though. After what happened last time I took you out dressed up, I’m not sure I’m ready to see you get hit on by men in public again.”

My jaw dropped. My cock throbbed.

She would take me out shopping for lingerie? Seriously?

“That would be… I would like… I will do my best to serve you,” I stammered.

“I bet you will,” she chuckled. “Especially if you ever want to get unlocked from your little cage again.”

I felt my dick pulse again, surprisingly excited by her threat. “What does that mean?” I asked sheepishly.

“I’ve decided to implement a reward system. Seeing as how I can get pleasured whenever and by whomever I want, I don’t really have a need for your dick anymore. At least not unless I’m feeling extra generous and loving towards you. In order for me to get there, however, you’re going to need to really impress me with your work and dedication. You will need to show me how much you love and worship me.”

“O-oh,” I squeaked out. The idea that I needed to work so hard at being her maid in order to feel pleasure again was exhilarating.

“Though you’re going to need to become a little more efficient and creative with your efforts if you ever want that reward. To be honest, our dinners have been a little plain and I don’t feel like I have been waited on quite enough thus far.”

I gulped anxiously, finding out I needed to work harder in order to earn pleasure was eye opening. “Y-yes, dear. I’m sorry.”

She smiled at me and then kissed me goodnight. “I look forward to seeing how driven you are for your release. Maybe if you’re good you will even get a little reward before you leave for Henry’s.”

With that she rolled over, turning her back to me and leaving me to dwell on everything I had just heard.

I turned off the lamp beside me and tried to relax despite the endless thoughts buzzing around my mind. The thoughts wouldn’t leave however and I struggled to sleep all night while my penis raged in excitement at the fantasies of dressing up as Michelle to go lingerie shopping with my girlfriend. I wondered what she would have me wear and how she would do my hair and makeup. I pictured us holding hands as we strolled through the mall while everyone’s eyes were on us. I imagined us sneaking into the changing room together to both try on our selections of sexy garments. I could almost taste her lips as we embraced each other in the small rooms.

I was dying to jerk off. I felt so pent up, so frustrated. But I knew that wasn’t going to happen. I knew that I would have to deal with the discomfort if I wanted to fulfill my side of the bargain with my girlfriend. I would need to be the perfect maid for her if I ever wanted to feel such relief again.

I tried to hold on to the hope that her reward for me might involve once again unlocking my cage, but I knew there was little chance for that. Even if she did release me, I knew that she probably wouldn’t let me cum. Henry had demanded that I not orgasm for the three days prior to seeing him. He wanted my sex drive at its peak so I would perform well for him.

The thought made me laugh. He was now the second person in my life who wanted me to devote myself to being their perfect servant. The idea only turned me on more.

Eventually, after what felt like an eternity, I managed to drift off to sleep.


Chapter 7
Frustration


With every passing day, I grew more and more frustrated with having my dick locked inside a chastity cage. Ever since Serena had teased me with the idea of taking me lingerie shopping as Michelle, the fantasies of doing so would return every time I saw her, leaving me squirming awkwardly as my dick strained. While I was at work, I would steal time away to shop for negligees online, learning of the different styles and fabrics available. If we were ever to go shopping, I wanted to be prepared and not come off as overwhelmed or over excited by the options. After hours of research I knew exactly what I wanted, a pink lace babydoll negligee. Specifically, I wanted one that was short with lots of ruffles that would tickle the tops of my smooth thighs and one that had soft cups that would hold my chest firmly to both support and arouse me.

I found several perfect matches online and often added them to my shopping cart, flirting with the idea of purchasing them, but I never did. If I was stronger or had more courage I might have done it, but I was still hesitant with my new desires. I also didn’t want to upset Serena by going behind her back and purchasing what she had dangled in front of me as a reward. I also didn’t want to lose the chance of going shopping with her and living out my constant fantasies. Of course in order to achieve that dream, I would need to continue to be a hardworking maid for her. And until I did earn such a treat, I would be left to cope with my building frustrations by myself.

To make matters worse, Henry began texting me and building up my excitement to see him. At first our messages were just small talk, but as the weekend grew nearer, he began sending me his rules and demands for staying with him. While I was still getting to know him, I was quickly learning that he was a man who knew exactly what he wanted and refused to settle for less. I would have to work hard to please him, just as I did with Serena. The difference was that unlike being Serena’s maid, Henry seemed interested in me being more of a housewife, someone to not only cook and clean for him, but to also perform very important wifely duties on him.

In telling me his rules, he made sure to remind me that I needed to continue wearing the butt plugs that he had gifted me. So I did. Whenever I was dressed as Michelle I wore his butt plugs. I even began wearing them to work every day, keeping them in as long as I could. The more I wore them, the more I grew used to how it felt to have my asshole filled and the more I felt my asshole stretch wider to accept them. Every few days I found myself feeling confident enough to move up in size. I was currently wearing the fourth largest which filled my ass tightly and was harder to fit in. Each time I put one in I couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like to put something else inside; something bigger, longer, and... different.

If the butt plugs were as obvious of a clue as I thought, I was fairly certain that Henry would be granting me the answer to my intrigue in the near future. I had a strong feeling that soon after arriving, he would want to take me and make me his. He would want to hike up my skirt, rip off my panties, and make me feel like a real woman.

The thought of taking his big cock inside of me was exhilarating. Every time I remembered seeing his size and girth for the first time I couldn’t help but bite my lip as a rush of arousal flooded my senses. At the same time it worried me.

Did I really want to be fucked by a man? Could I really fit his large cock inside of me?

Considering I had already sucked his cock, letting Henry take my sissy virginity seemed like the next logical step towards learning more about my sexual identity and new desires, but was I ready for it? Sucking his manhood and feeling his cum explode in the back of my throat had been enthralling and I had no regrets to what I had done, but the next step just seemed so large. And so thick. It was nerve wracking.

I wished I could just go to his house and see how things progressed, letting it all work itself out naturally, but from what I had learned about Henry, I was sure that he would be greatly displeased if I backed out after agreeing to visit him. Such an agreement would act as an unofficial confirmation to being ready for anything that he might want to do to me. I knew that I had to be ready to accept that fate before completely committing myself to going.

These difficult thoughts consumed my mind day and night and they were only made more difficult when I would crawl into bed with Serena at the end of the day. Though she was clearly starting to love her new life with a live-in house maid, I could tell there was something still off with her as well, as if she was dreading the days to come when I would soon leave our apartment for Henry’s.

There was often a strange tension between us and I knew that she must be picturing the same scene that I was. I could see how she would feel as if she was losing me to someone else because in a sense she was, at least a part of me. Although we had talked it out and she had agreed to this deal, it seemed as if she wasn’t quite ready to lend her boyfriend out to a strange man. A man who wished to make me his woman, and to use me as a woman.

I knew it was hypocritical of her to have such feelings, I knew that she had solidified our agreement when she had made me watch another man fuck her in our bed, but still, seeing her forlorn looks filled me with apprehension for the upcoming weekend.

Despite everything, there was still a growing excitement for my potential future, for delving deeper into my new sexual desires and appetite. This excitement only blossomed more when I would perform the rest of Henry’s required training. Every time I did, I grew more enticed to visit him.

Whenever I had a spare moment as Michelle, I would pull out my large, realistic dildo from its box in my closet. Seeing it and remembering how similar it was to Henry’s cock fueled a hunger in me. While I kneeled on the floor next to my bed, I imagined Henry’s muscular legs surrounding me. As I leaned forward, mouth agape, and took his cock deep inside, a passion would surge through me. Every time, with every suck, my dick would throb against its cage. The deeper I filled my mouth, the more the passion would build and the more clarity I received.

Soon, my answer became clear: I was ready to visit Henry.

And I would, in just a few days.


Chapter 8
Preparations


As my visit to Henry’s condo approached there was still a lot left to do to prepare. I still needed to buy my wardrobe and pack, plan the meals I would prepare and buy the supplies, and, perhaps most importantly, I still needed to fit in the largest of the butt plugs inside me. At the same time, I knew that I still needed to juggle my life with Serena. It was imperative to me that I not let my planning for Henry interfere with my time or servitude to my girlfriend.

Now that it was the Tuesday before my trip, I knew it was finally time to buckle down and start these final preparations. I decided to begin with buying my new wardrobe.

After work, Serena always expected me home by a specific time every day so I knew that running my errands after work was out of the question. That only left my lunch breaks to go shopping for what I needed. Unfortunately, that meant I would have to do my shopping as Michael, but at the same time I still enjoyed the idea of saving Michelle’s first shopping experience for Serena.

In the end, going as Michael or Michelle wouldn’t really matter, either way I knew that I would be nervous trying on and shopping for a complete women’s wardrobe. Even though I had purchased plenty of items in the past, I had never grown used to the awkwardness of going to a cashier and paying for panties and dresses. Now that I needed a large supply, I felt like that anxiety might amplify, but I hoped that I could get over that apprehension by the time I was done. If this is how I wanted to dress then I would need to eventually accept what people thought of me and learn to brush off any ill feelings they had towards me. I didn’t have time to deal with their negativity.

My lunch breaks were only an hour long which didn’t give me a lot of time to shop. That much time wouldn’t be enough to try on and buy multiple complete outfits so I decided to break up my shopping into three days worth.

On the first day I went to a lingerie store to purchase possibly the most important pieces of my new wardrobe, bras and panties. The shop was dimly lit and thick with the scents of sweet perfumes. I had never been in a store that only sold women’s clothing before; the aura was intimidating. I decided to begin with something easy to build my confidence, panties.

In my past ventures with wearing women’s clothing I had always gravitated towards what I considered to be the sexier varieties of panties: thongs, cheeky, and tanga, cuts that really showed off my ass. I knew that these types would give me the most confidence around Henry so these are what I decided to get. Knowing that he would be footing the bill for my shopping spree and had specifically told me that he wanted me to feel sexy while looking dignified and classy, I made for the back of the shop where they had the high end items.

There, I found exactly what I wanted — exactly what I needed. I picked out a collection of high end bras and panties, mostly matching sets but with a few extra panties. The panties were an array of my favorite styles, all elegantly designed with satin and lace, topped with little bows on the front. The bras were classy and sophisticated, with sizable padding to help give me the impression of larger breasts.

With my new bras and panties picked out, I moved to the lingerie. I found a couple sexy corsets with thick boning that I knew would help give me more of a womanly figure. I wasn’t sure which size to buy, but when I knew no body was looking, I quickly wrapped one around my body to make sure it fit. I felt exhilarated when it did.

Lastly, I picked out several new pairs of stockings, a mix of thigh highs and high waisted. I wished I could try everything on right then and there, but I knew that I shouldn’t push my comfort level so far so soon, especially when I generally knew the sizes I needed already. Instead, I hurried to the checkout counter and made my first big purchase.

When I returned to work I couldn't resist sneaking into the bathroom and putting on one of my new thongs. It fit perfectly and made me appreciate Henry all the more for allowing me such frivolities. I couldn’t wait for him to see me in my new slinky satins and silks.

On the second day I decided to look for outfits. Based on Henry’s requirements, I had a feeling that he wanted me to wear elegant dresses, so that was what I would get. To me, dresses could be anything; sexy, slutty, professional, sophisticated, even boring and unflattering. It all depended on what you wanted and what you could find.

I wanted to find the best I could to impress my new suitor so I went to an upscale women's clothing store and started browsing. At first I noticed some hesitant saleswomen lingering around, watching my every move, clearly curious by my shopping. I tried my best to ignore them as I gleefully examined the mannequins and their exquisite clothes. I soon found several dresses that I instantly loved. I knew that had to have them.

As I took them off the racks, I wasn’t sure what size I should get and I knew that I didn’t have time to come back to exchange them if I waited until I got home to try them on. These, I would have to try on in store. Luckily, as I filled my hands with dresses, one of the saleswomen finally approached me and offered help.

She seemed a bit uneasy when I asked for a fitting room, but when I insisted that I was in a rush and that I was serious about purchasing several expensive dresses, she opened up a room. The dresses were slick and elegant, just as I had hoped, and in the end I picked out several that I thought best fit my body.

One was a black and white houndstooth print dress. It had a pencil hem that ran down to my shins; it was tight and form fitting with a small split hem along the back. It was sleeveless and had a high neck that would cover my Adam's apple. I bought a thick black belt that the saleswoman suggested and together, they made for a perfect outfit that not only made me feel sexy, but also confident.

Another of my favorites was a dark green long sleeve dress. Unlike the other, this was a flowing dress. The sleeves and neckline had a stylish lace pattern and the dress was tight around the waist before flaring out. It was less elegant and more casual, but I figured it would be good to have a mix of options.

Watching myself try on outfit after outfit in public was beyond exciting. Each time I slipped on a new dress and felt the smooth fabric brushing against my hairless legs, I felt a rush of stimulation and arousal. I couldn’t believe I was trying on clothes in public. I couldn’t believe someone was allowing me to treat myself in such a way. It was all so magical. I was glad that my dick was trapped in a chastity cage and couldn’t display my excitement through the dresses.

When I finished picking out my dresses, I quickly checked out and hurried back to work.

Now that I had purchased my undergarments and dresses, I was feeling much better about my preparations, but I still knew that my outfits weren’t yet complete. I was still lacking a key ingredient to making the new me: high heels.

On Thursday, I finally went shopping for heels. At first I was overwhelmed by all the options in the store. There was a mass assortment women’s heels; high and low, matte and suede, simple and strapped, open and closed toed, and more. The options seemed endless. Serena had already bought me a pair of black stilettos so I felt safe having those as my default, but I felt like I still needed a couple more to add a little flare and diversity to my wardrobe. In the end, I opted to get a pair of silver open toed heels that looked dignified and a seductive pair of matte red heels that were strikingly sexy. To complete my purchase, I also picked out a pair of simple black flats for more casual moments.

Finally, I felt like I had everything I needed. Finally, I was ready. All I had left to do was to keep Serena happy for two more nights while also finding the chance to pack and finish the rest of my preparations.

In just two days I would finally see Henry again.


Chapter 9
Reward


That night I returned home from work a little early, carrying my vast collection of new clothes and shoes with me. I brought them into the bedroom and hid them in my closet for later, hoping that I might have the chance to start packing that evening. After, I changed into Michelle as I normally would. This time, however, I knew it was time for a much needed change. It was time to use the largest butt plug.

The plug was long, thick, and intimidating. It appeared to be nearly two inches longer than the previous size and the bulbous part towards the bottom nearly an inch wider in diameter. I wasn’t sure if I could fit it in, but I knew that I needed to. Not only was it a requirement of Henry’s, but it was a need of mine, I needed to know how it felt to have something so big inside of me.

As I pushed it in I felt it further stretching me open. It was so big. I applied more lube and tried again, trying to relax so I could take it all in me. It suddenly popped in, penetrating me and making me spasm as it prodded me deep within. I moved my body around, trying to get a feel for being so filled; it was a little uncomfortable, but not unbearable, and being able to fit it in gave me relief knowing that I could do it. Once I gathered myself, I got to work, starting my normal routine of cleaning and tidying the apartment.

When Serena came home we exchanged pleasantries and then I made my way into the kitchen to make dinner. After Serena’s criticism of my cooking the other night, I had been trying to expand my repertoire by branching out into new recipes. Tonight I would make a baked lemon butter salmon dish I had read about, served with a side of rice and asparagus. To might delight, Serena loved it.

When we were both done with dinner, I took our plates and cleaned up before asking to be excused so I could start packing. I saw Serena’s eye twitch at my request. Despite her best efforts to stay strong, I could tell that the reminder of my upcoming departure was still weighing heavily on her. But in the end, she agreed to let me go.

As I took out my bags of new clothes, I yearned to try them all on, but I was still too hesitant to do so, not wanting to upset Serena. I knew it was for the best regardless, it would help expedite my packing.

One by one I pulled out each new garment. I removed the tags, folded them neatly, and then tucked them away in my luggage. Feeling the soft fabric on my fingers excited me, I could feel my dick growing with each item, so much so that I was becoming increasingly hungry to practice on my dildo again.

Just before I was able to finish, Serena walked into our bedroom. I watched her from the corner of my eye as I tried to casually continue my work. She was dressed in her lounge wear, short rolled up grey sweat shorts and a thin white spaghetti strap tank top. From the impression of her nipples in her shirt, I could tell that she had no bra on. As she continued into our room, she examined the various empty bags and boxes around me. “You went shopping without me?” she gasped.

My eyes widened nervously at her surprise. Had she not remembered Henry’s requests?

“I can’t just wear my maid’s outfit every day there,” I shrugged. “I needed a few items to get me through the trip.”

“I guess that makes sense. It looks like you bought some nice brands,” she remarked. “Must be nice to have a sugar daddy.”

I blushed at her insinuation, but at the same time couldn’t laugh inside. Is that what Henry was? Was he becoming my sugar daddy?

“I… I guess so,” I squeaked out, feeling awkward.

Serena came to lie down on the bed, propping herself up on her side, watching me. “So are you going to let me see what you got?” she asked.

Dread filled me. It felt as if she was trying to make this moment even more awkward. “You really want me to show you?”

“Sure. I’ve got nothing better to do and I’m curious to discover what sort of clothes you would buy for yourself,” she explained.

Her response made sense, helping the negative feelings and energy disappear. Still though, the idea of unpacking everything and then having to repack it again sounded a little daunting. Looking at my luggage, I noticed that the top dress was a sexy little black wrap dress. It had long sleeves and a deep v-neck, and the long ties draped down elegantly once tied. It easily checked off all of Henry’s requirements.

Let’s just show her this to begin with and see how it goes.

Undressing, I removed my apron and maid’s dress, leaving my corset and lingerie on beneath. I felt sexy and empowered standing in such beguiling clothes in front of my girlfriend. A sense of closeness bloomed between us as well as I recalled the first time she had me dress up for her and how it had changed my life, leading to this very moment.

I smiled at her as I picked up the dress from the top of my bag and began slipping it on.

“You know, this last week has been pretty amazing,” Serena said as she watched me. “It has truly made me feel special and loved to have a partner who has devoted themselves so entirely to me.”

Hearing her appreciative words gave me a feeling of warmth. It let me know that all my hard work was worth it. I smiled at her as I pulled the dress around me. “I’m glad. I’ve enjoyed serving my gorgeous girlfriend.”

“Oh yeah? You like being my servant?” she let out softly, rolling onto her stomach and gazing up at me with her big doe eyes.

I pulled the wrap around my body and began fastening it. “I mean, it lets me dress up which I like, obviously,” I chuckled. “And it lets me make you feel special which we both like. I feel like it’s a win-win. Although I have to admit that it can be pretty exhausting…”

“Hah! I bet. Prancing around in high heels is more tiring than it looks, isn’t it?” Serena laughed. I blushed while she inched closer to me, moving across the bed. “But if it’s that tiring, how about we take the night off and relax? Just the two of us, together.”

“Oh?” I replied with piqued interest, my embarrassment quickly disappearing as a smirk spread across my face. “What do you have in mind?”

Serena had reached out and was admiring the soft fabric of my dress. “This is very lovely, Michelle,” she said, changing the subject to my chagrin.

“Thank you,” I blushed.

A silence started to build between us. I wasn’t sure if Serena was just trying to tease me or if she was suddenly regretting her suggestion, but the anticipation was quickly eating away at me. I couldn’t take it any longer.

I snatched her hand away from my dress, wrapping my fingers tightly around hers. Giving her hand a tender squeeze, I leaned down and kissed her on the lips, feeling my body flood with love and lust.

When our lips broke apart, I noticed her eyes here closed and her pouty lips frozen in place. She looked so kissable, so beautiful. I wished I could take her right then and there, to feel her warmth and express our love in a way that only two lovers could. But as I felt my dick press against my chastity cage, I knew that I couldn’t. My cage couldn’t stop me from kissing her, however, and it couldn’t stop me from showing her how much I adored her.

Her eyes opened and her lips curled into a warm smile. She bit her lip as she stared at me. I could tell that she was feeling the same desires that I was.

“You have been such a good maid lately,” she started, her voice soft and sensual. “I want to reward you before you leave.”

A wave of arousal crashed over me, making me feel weak before her. “Oh?” I breathed out eagerly. A second went by then another, already it was taking too long for her to respond, I had to initiate my desires, I had to hope that she truly had the same dirty ideas that I did.

This time she dodged my attempt to kiss her, placing a soft finger across my lips. “You don’t even know what I had in mind,” she giggled.

“If a woman is going to reward a man, then of course it’s going to be sexual!” I said as I tried to kiss her again. This time she let me and we shared several passionate kisses before she pushed me off. Her lips were so moist and juicy, I wanted nothing more than to taste more of her.

“Slow down, Romeo,” she said. “You don’t exactly look like a man right now do you?”

I furrowed my brows as I considered her point; by all accounts she was right. “Fair enough. So then what did you have in mind for this reward of yours?” I asked.

“Well… I keep thinking about you leaving to be with Henry and what you might do with him, or rather what he might do to you… I thought that maybe I had been too close minded before, too… heteronormative,” she started.

I was starting to feel uncomfortable, unsure of where she was going with this line of talk.

She got out of bed and walked to her dresser, her finger ran along the top as she built the courage to continue. “I thought we could try something new before you left,” she said, her back still towards me.

I watched as she opened her top drawer and reached into the back, pulling something towards her. My body was trembling, still excited for a possible reward, but also wondering what in the world she could be talking about.

“Would you be interested in that?” she asked.

I tried to look around her to see what she was holding, but her body was blocking my view.

“What did you have in mind?” I replied hesitantly.

She turned around with a naughty grin on her face. My jaw dropped as I saw the item in her hands, a long penis shaped dildo, very similar to the one Henry had sent me.

“I want to fuck you,” she let out.


Chapter 10
Foreplay


My eyes bulged in shock. My heart skipped a beat. My dick pulsed inside my chastity cage. Emotions swirled through me, shock, awe, and arousal. I couldn’t believe what I had just heard my girlfriend say.

“You want to what?” I blurted out.

Serena stepped closer, the dildo cradled in her arms. “Maybe it’s a little selfish of me, but I keep thinking of Henry being the one to take Michelle’s virginity and, well, it’s not fair. I’ve been with you for four years. I’m the one who helped you discover Michelle. I should be the one to do it!”

I sat down on the bed, feeling my large butt plug pressing deeper inside of me.

She really wants to fuck me! Should I let her?

I was torn. For the last two weeks I had imagined that when I lost my anal virginity that it would at the hands of a man, Henry, but I was so horny now, so pent up from being locked in chastity and so aroused by Serena’s suggestion.

It would be good practice to let her do it first. Far better than these butt plugs for sure. It would also make her happy and I doubt Henry would mind — he wouldn’t even need to know. Plus, it would let me know if I even like how it feels before I fully commit to visiting him.

I nodded to myself, confirming my decision. There seemed to be no downside to giving into Serena’s idea. “Oh, okay. How do you want to do it?” I asked.

She walked to the bed, now holding the dildo in one hand as she slapped it against the other, the smacking sound echoing through our bedroom. “I’ve been thinking about that,” she said. “I think I want you on the bed, on all fours. I will stand behind you with this. Oh, and I’ll need this, too.”

She hurried back to her dresser, setting the dildo down and grabbing something else from within. Reaching down, I watched as she slowly removed her shorts, exposing her lacy pink thong beneath. My dick strained against its cage at the sight, realizing that we happened to be wearing matching panties.

Her arms raised and removed her top, leaving her wearing nothing but her tiny thong. I gulped at the sight of her bare skin, longing to feel it against mine once more. But my feelings of arousal suddenly froze as she stepped inside a set of straps that she pulled from her dresser drawer.

What are those for?

The thick straps weaved up her long, slender legs. Her hips wiggled to fit them over, then she tightened them around so they were firmly in place. She grabbed the dildo and turned back towards me as she attached it to the straps over her crotch.

I gasped as her hands floated away, leaving the penis hanging from her body, as if it really was hers. At the same time, my dick pushed hard against the cage as the excitement for my reward grew.

“Oh, wow,” I let out as I stared at my girlfriend’s meaty cock.

Serena grinned as she grabbed the thick shaft. “I’ve always wondered how it would feel to have one of these,” she laughed. “Now I’m really going to get to experience it.”

She began stroking the dildo as she returned to the bed. Oddly, I could feel my mouth begin salivating. I wasn’t sure if it was from seeing Serena’s perky breasts jiggle with each step or watching her cock wobble as she moved. Either way, I knew I wanted whatever she was going to give me. I wanted it desperately.

I quickly untied my dress, letting it fall off me and flutter to the floor. Then, mounting the bed, I crawled across towards her, drawn to her new toy. “You really want to use that on me?” I asked, hoping that this wasn’t just some cruel tease.

She reached the bed just as I made it to the side, her cock was at the level of my mouth, giving me a sudden urge to taste it. “Oh, I definitely do,” she breathed out. “But maybe we need a little foreplay first.”

“Yeah, that sounds nice,” I moaned. “I could taste your lips endlessly.”

Serena had a wicked smile as she shook her head. “That’s not what I want you to taste,” she whispered. She leaned forward and tapped the dildo’s tip against my cheek. “I want you to suck my cock.”

My heart skipped a beat as I inhaled deeply in surprise. “You what?” I asked, needing to hear her say it again.

“You heard me,” she said sternly. “Suck. My. Cock.”

I gulped anxiously as I looked at the thick dildo before me. It had a bulbous head and a long, thick shaft. Seeing it in front of my face reminded me of my night with Henry and for a moment I pictured it was him standing before me.

“Yes, dear,” I let out as I kicked my legs around to sit on the edge of the bed. As I did, I again felt my large butt plug push further inside me, sending a pang of pleasure as it hit me nice and deep.

My chest was heaving in anticipation, my fake breasts pushing in and out. My mouth was wet, ready to accept the gift being presented to it. My dick was full, excited to fulfill my girlfriend’s order. I couldn’t wait any longer, I leaned forward and took what I wanted.

My opened lips brushed against the head of the dildo, feeling the ridge of the head as I took it in. I could feel the bumps of the cock’s veins as my tongue ran down the shaft. The feeling fueled my arousal more.

“That’s it, take my big cock, maid,” Serena growled at me from above. “Pleasure your master.”

My dick pulsed at her calling herself my master, the term was so sexy. With one word she made me feel so submissive, so weak, so helpless. It made me want to suck her cock even more. “Mmm,” I moaned as I let it in deeper.

Back and forth, back and forth. My mouth bobbed over Serena’s dick, pleasuring every bit with my tongue. It tasted nothing like the real thing, but it didn’t matter, the act alone was extremely exhilarating.

“Is this how you sucked Henry’s cock?” Serena spat out. “Do you really think he will appreciate such pathetic cock sucking a second time? Where’s the passion? Where’s the desire? Show me how much you love cock.”

I hesitated while I soaked in her words. Was I really doing a poor job? I glanced up at my girlfriend and we locked eyes. There was a furiousness burning within hers that told me she was telling the truth. I needed to try harder.

My mouth began to work faster, taking her cock quicker, but also deeper. I filled my mouth with as much as I could without gagging and then I did it again. With each suck I could feel my passion igniting, I could feel my dick straining. A deep seated desire was swelling within my chest. With each pass I could feel it growing, ready to burst out. It was hunger, it was lust, it was truth.

Serena started thrusting her dick, sending it deeper and hitting the back of my throat. I could feel my body going weak, growing overcome by the sensual moment.

“That’s it. That’s much better,” Serena said. “That’s how you suck a cock like a good slut.”

Her words filled me with joy. I wanted to be a good slut, I wanted to be her good slut. It all felt so good.

My dick was pressing hard against its cage, trying to break free, trying to join the action desperately but being denied. But in that moment I knew that my small penis was exactly where it was meant to be. It wasn’t needed. Not for the pleasure that I now craved.

Soon Serena stopped her thrusting and wrapped her fingers tightly around my wig. She pulled me back as I licked my lips, collecting the drool slopping from my mouth.

“I think that’s enough, whore. You’ve got my cock feeling nice and hard,” she growled. “Now I’m ready to use it. Bend over, slut.”


Chapter 11
Taken


My asshole clenched tightly around my butt plug as I stared at my girlfriend holding a large dildo in her hand, ready to fuck me. But as I felt the large object inside me, it dawned on me that I needed to take it out before Serena could have her way with me. Not only that, but I still didn’t want her to know that I was using them. I didn’t want her to know that I was doing extra training for Henry while I was with her.

“Let me use the bathroom real quick,” I blurted out as I jumped off the bed. I closed the door behind me then squatted down, pulling aside my panties so I could gently remove my plug. I rinsed it off then hid it in the cabinet under the sink.

That was a close call! It might have ruined the moment if she discovered what I had in me.

I felt light on my feet as I hurried back to bed, fueled by adrenaline and excitement. I had never considered the possibility of Serena wanting to fuck me, but now that the proposition was out there, in this moment I wanted nothing else.

When I returned, Serena was still standing by the side of the bed, smacking the dildo in her hand, looking impatient, but also amused. Crawling onto the bed, I positioned myself on all fours, pushing my ass towards her, ready for her to begin.

Serena stepped forward, moving herself between my legs. She slapped my bare ass and giggled with power. “You filthy little slut,” she hissed at me. “Do you really think that you can just run off with anyone you please without first pleasing your true master?”

I was taken aback by her words, surprised by such harshness from her. At the same time I was consumed with arousal. I glanced at her over my shoulder, seeing her intense expression, and knew that she meant what she had said.

“I’m so sorry, master,” I whimpered.

“Yes, you are sorry,” she growled as she squeezed my ass firmly. “Sorry and pathetic. How dare you leave this house without your proper training. I can’t let you go embarrass me in front of your sugar daddy.”

This new version of her was quickly growing even more sexy — I loved every bit of it.

“How can I make it up to you, master?” I pleaded with my girlfriend, playing into her new persona.

Serena slapped my ass again, harder. "You can learn to be obedient," she said.

"Yes, master," I whined.

She pulled my thong down to my knees, exposing my sissy pussy to her. Slowly she began to run her finger up and down my crack, teasing me. “And if you want to be a dirty slut, then you must ask my permission first. Only then will I offer you my training and approval.”

I flinched as her finger slipped over my butthole again. My ass pushed back, begging for her to stick something inside, to give me my first taste of pleasure. “Please,” I moaned. “Please let me be a dirty slut. Please teach me how.”

Serena scoffed and slapped my ass, sending a harsh stinging across my cheek. As she walked away, I touched my tender cheek in hopes of soothing it.

I watched as she walked over to opened dresser drawer and pulled out a bottle of lube. A long string of liquid poured out of the bottle, onto her erect cock. She ran her other hand over the dildo, slathering the lube all over it until it glistened in the light. When she returned, she wiped the excess lube all over my asshole, preparing me for what was to come.

The anticipation of getting fucked for the first time was eating at me. I wished she would just get started. I wished I could feel her cock inside of me, pounding away and giving me the pleasure that I now was certain that I wanted.

The tip of the dildo started brushing against my hungry asshole, flicking my flesh and driving me even more crazy, making me tremble with desire. When I finally felt it push against my hole, I felt relieved. When I finally felt it burst inside me, I felt reborn.

I gasped at the feeling of the dildo penetrating me. It burned slightly then strained against my insides as Serena shoved it in.

"Your asshole is much looser than I expected. Did you lie to me, slut? Have you been fucked before?" she exclaimed as she spanked my ass again.

I felt my cheeks burn with embarrassment. "No!” I cried out as she pulled the dildo back. I felt bad lying to her, but at the same time I was technically telling her the truth, I hadn’t been fucked, I had only stretched myself with Henry’s butt plugs.

"I guess that means you were just born to take cock, weren't you?" she laughed as she pushed hers back, deeper inside of me. “Good thing I found your secret stash and forced you to dress up. That’s why you will be forever grateful to me. That’s why you will always live to serve me.”

"Yes," I groaned as she thrust the dildo forcefully. Her words made me feel a swelling of gratitude towards her because I knew she was right. It was her actions that had made me dress up and go out that night and it was her actions that brought Henry back to our apartment. It was thanks to her that I was able to release these desires hidden deep within me and to begin my transformation. “Thank you.”

“Mmm, yeah,” Serena moaned. “Thank me for giving you my cock. Say it again.”

“Thank you!” I gasped as she pounded my ass fiercer.

My breathing was growing heavy, my breasts bouncing with each deep breath. Serena was picking up steam and falling into a rhythm as my asshole loosened and welcomed her dildo graciously. I could feel the large head moving through me, in and out. I could feel the veins of the dildo tickling my insides. I could feel Serena’s thighs slamming against my ass.

She leaned over me as one hand gripped my hip, leveraging it to keep fucking me as she moved. Her other hand wrapped around my face and stuffed her finger into my gaping mouth.

“Suck it, slut,” my girlfriend snarled.

I eagerly did as I was told, closing my lips around her finger and sucking it vigorously.

"That's right, you really are a dirty cock whore. You want all of your holes stuffed, don’t you?”

I did.

"Yes!" I cried out.

The sensations were becoming overwhelming. Serena was tapping into fantasies I never knew existed, discovering even more desires buried within me and unlocking them. With each thrust of her meaty cock the sensations expanded.

I wanted more.

As she fucked me my dick was flopped between my legs, like a tiny useless appendage, as I experienced this new pleasure. It was straining against its cage, fighting to grow erect, to feel its own form of pleasure. As usual, it was denied.

A loud bellow escaped my throat as both of Serena’s hands forced me back against her strap on, slamming the dildo into me. I couldn’t believe what I was feeling. I couldn’t believe that I had never felt this before.

But just as the pleasure was peaking, Serena slowed her movements.

Then she pulled the dildo out.

“I think we should stop there,” she said softly. “I know those groans. I can tell you’re close.”

My dick was aching for relief, pressing hard against its cage. I wasn’t done. I needed more.

"Just a little more," I begged. “I’m so close.”

"You know I'm not allowed to let you cum before you see Henry," she said as heard her soft footsteps walking away. "But if you want to cancel on him and stay with me, then I could let you cum. I think it's clear that I can fuck you just as well as any man could."

I looked back over my shoulder at Serena. Her back was still towards me, but by her slumped posture I knew that she was hurting; she was struggling to accept my leaving this weekend. She was trying to get me to stay home with her, to chose her over Henry.

I rolled over and pushed myself up to the headboard of the bed, letting out a sigh as I braced for the rough conversation that was about to come. "Serena," I started. "I love that you did this for me, for us, but... I still need to explore things with Henry. Just as you have with Clint.”

The straps and dildo suddenly dropped to the floor and she slowly turned to face me. Her ferociousness was gone, now she was fighting back her emotions. She sat down on the bed next to me, while still keeping her distance. Staring straight ahead, she sat quietly as she twiddled her thumbs.

I continued, “I’ve repressed my desires for so long and I'm so grateful that you helped me release them. But I just can't stop halfway, not knowing the extent of my feelings would continue to eat at me. I could never feel settled with you if I didn’t explore them at least this once. I hope you can understand that."

She let out a deep exhale then turned to face me. “I can understand, but that doesn't mean I have to like it,” she chuckled.

“Hah! That's fair,” I laughed. “Just like I didn't like watching you suck a man's dick the other night."

She glared at me, her eyebrow raised in disbelief. “Uhh, I’m still pretty sure you did like that."

I brushed off her retort, fighting my body’s desire to blush from her accusation. "Either way, we're both experiencing difficulties in order to help each other grow. These experiences are monumental for building not only ourselves, but our future together. If you still want that.”

She took a moment to collect herself and then nodded. “I do. Of course I want a future with you, otherwise I wouldn’t be here now. And I know you're right, but I still hope that you hate your time with Henry.”

I smiled at her honesty as she laid her head against my shoulder. I kissed her forehead softly, imbuing her with my love. Part of me wanted to hate my time with Henry as well. Then I could finally settle down with Serena and have just one relationship. But after getting fucked for the first time tonight, I had a feeling that I would enjoy my time with Henry far more than I ever expected.


Chapter 12
Eve of Changes


It was finally the day before my trip to Henry’s condo. The last two weeks had seemed like a long, exhausting emotional rollercoaster, but I knew that it was still far from over. In the next few days there would be even more change, so much that it could change my life forever.

Today, I had my biggest butt plug in, which looked a lot less intimidating this morning after having a dildo inside of me. I found it increasingly difficult to focus on work, not just because of the plug inside of me or the never ending memories of Serena fucking me, but because my mind kept drifting off to all the cute outfits I had bought this week to wear at Henry’s.

I tried to imagine how they would feel when I was fully dressed and how Henry would react when he saw me wearing them for the first time. Would he approve of my choices? He seemed to have a very strict opinion of what his houseguests should wear and how they should behave. I had to wonder what would happen if he was unsatisfied with my new wardrobe that he had paid for.

As I sat at my chair at work, I also fantasized about how he would be the first time we had sex. Would he be gentle since it would be my first time with a man or would he be a selfish lover who just used me to get what he wanted? After last night, part of me hoped that it would be closer to the latter. I longed to feel how an experienced man could exert pleasure on me.

At lunchtime I decided to start my meal preparations, researching new recipes and making a long grocery list of supplies to buy. It was then that I received a text from Henry containing instructions for my arrival. It read, "1500 W Pennsylvania Ave #200. I will be home by 6pm, expecting dinner to be on the table."

Seeing his text sent my heart racing. After two weeks of waiting, it would finally be happening. I sent a response, "Can't wait :)"

There's still so much to do in the next 24-hours! I need to finish packing and planning meals, then I need to practice my makeup and oral skills one more time. All of that while maintaining my daily maid chores.

I let out a long sigh just thinking of what needed to be done. I probably should have planned out things a little better, but the last two weeks spent as Serena's maid had limited my time. I also knew that I had been dragging my feet, unsure of whether or not I was ready to go. But now I was ready and now I needed to quickly prepare myself.

When my work shift was over, I rushed home to get started, getting dressed as Michelle to begin my chores. Today I decided to enhance my look while also checking off an item on my list by doing my makeup. I sat down at Serena's vanity and pulled out my collection of makeup that she had helped me pick out.

Over the last two weeks I had been watching various online makeup tutorials, but while I understood what to do, my actual application was still a little rough. Foundation and lipstick I felt confident with and I was getting the hang of the mascara, but the eyeliner and eyeshadow were still a work in progress, causing me to have to restart several times before getting it to look half decent.

When I was just attempting to draw on my eyeliner, I heard the front door open and my hand slipped, surprised by the noise. Growing nervous that Serena would catch me, I swiftly wiped it off and tried again. Soon, there were footsteps leading towards the bedroom, fueling my rush. I tried to quickly apply the eyeliner, but again messed up.

"Need some help?" I heard Serena ask behind me, her voice cool and kind.

"Please," I blushed. "I'm still so clumsy with all of this."

“Go ahead and wipe that off and I’ll show you,” she said as she walked over and took the pencil from my hand. I did as she said and then closed an eye so she could paint it, watching her with the other through the mirror. "The key is to relax and take your time. At first you may be afraid of poking your eye, but if you stay calm, there's really no risk."

I watched her neatly draw a straight line across my eyelid, feeling a little defeated by how easy she made it look.

"Here, you try the other side. Remember, just relax,” she said, handing me back the pencil.

I accepted it back and took in a deep breath, holding it in to steady myself. I closed my other eye and relaxed my hand as I began to draw on the line. I took my time, just as Serena had suggested, and eventually got it right. I let out the breath with a big smile and a feeling of relief.

"Thank you, babe,” I let out.

"No problem," Serena said. She squeezed my shoulder tenderly then made her way to her closet where she started to undress from her work clothes.

I continued working on my makeup while I watched her get dressed through the vanity mirror. My nerves were starting to flare up as the reality of seeing Henry quickly approached. I wondered how I would feel watching him change next to me instead of my girlfriend, to see his hairy body and large cock dangling between his legs.

Maybe this is all a mistake. Maybe I should just stay home with Serena. She's all I could ever want in a partner. After last night she could even be all that I ever need, too. She’s amazing. Yet still…

When I was finally content with my makeup, I put away my supplies and made my way to my closet to take out my luggage. Most of my bag was already packed from last night, but I still had some toiletries and other odds and ends to add. With each additional item I packed, everything seemed to become more and more real, building the anxiety inside of me.

At least that’s another item off my to do list, that’s what I need to focus on. Now for the next item, time to make sure Serena is satisfied.

I hurried off to make dinner, bringing it to her on the couch when it was ready. While we ate and enjoyed a show, there was an awkwardness hanging over us. I thought about starting small talk or asking Serena about her plans for the weekend, but I figured it would be better to let her be the one to talk if she wanted.

When dinner was done, I took the plates and washed them. I was glad to see that it was still early in the evening and I still had time to check off the last item on my list, practicing my oral skills one last time.

When I knew Serena was engrossed in one of her shows, I snuck into the bedroom and pulled my dildo out, holding it while I kneeled down in front of the bed. The dildo was placed in front of me, just as I had done every night, and looking more desirable than ever. I spit on my palm and ran my hand along the shaft, wetting it enough to allow my mouth to easily swallow it.

As my mouth opened to take in the large dildo, my eyes closed and I remembered sucking Henry's large veiny cock two weeks ago. It was a memory I would never forget. I would never forget how it felt, how it tasted, or how it burst cum down my throat. My dick started to throb as I worked my mouth and tongue up and down the dildo, imagining it was Henry’s once again.

I had grown much more confident with my abilities to orally pleasure a cock over the last two weeks, especially thanks to Serena’s guidance last night. The more confident I grew, the more I enjoyed it. I was glad that Henry had sent me this dildo to work with, but even more delighted that I would soon get to experience the real thing once more.

After a few minutes I stopped, feeling like my dick was ready to burst in excitement. I needed to save myself for Henry. I couldn’t risk spoiling my orgasm on a dildo.

With my list finally satisfied, there was nothing left to do but to rest for the long weekend ahead of me. I put the fake dick away and undressed before crawling into bed. There, I took a moment to take a deep breath while I surveyed my bedroom, the room that I shared with my beautiful girlfriend.

I knew that what I was about to do was crazy. I knew that it would change everything between Serena and I, but I also knew that I had to do it. I had to go through with it to fully explore my true self. I didn’t want to let my love for Serena hold me back. I didn’t want to grow to resent her for not letting me experience this when I had the chance.

I had to go to Henry’s and I would. Tomorrow.

I tried to read in bed, but found it hard with my mind swarming with thoughts and worries. Serena soon joined me, laying her head on my lap. I closed my eyes as I pet her softly, enjoying the warmth and love that radiated from her. Soon we both started drifting to sleep.

As my eyes began to close, I smiled. Here, in this bed with Serena, I was happy. Here, the future didn’t matter.

“I love you, Serena,” I whispered.

She shifted, picking herself up off my lap. I felt her lips softly kiss my cheek before she rolled over and turned off the lamp. “I love you, too, Michelle,” she said softly.

My heart swelled with love for my girlfriend as I closed my eyes and finally fell asleep. Tomorrow my life would once again change forever, but I would always have this. I would always have the memories of these last few crazy weeks.

I just had to hope that no matter what happened, Serena would understand, and still be willing to create new memories when I returned.

I would find out soon enough.


A Sissy’s Surrender
ACCEPTING HER TRUTH



Chapter 1
Crossing Over


Ipacked in silence. Not because I didn’t want to wake Serena—but because I didn’t want to face myself.

The bedroom was still dark, soft morning light just beginning to slip through the curtains. Serena lay curled under the sheets, her back to me, shoulders rising and falling with the steady rhythm of sleep. She looked so calm, so heartbreakingly beautiful, and for a moment, I wished I could crawl back into bed beside her and pretend none of this was happening.

Instead, I opened the drawer and began gathering what I needed. The plug set from Henry. The breast forms. My padded hip shaper. The delicate lingerie I always saved for special occasions—a blush pink bra, a pair of lacy boy shorts, sheer stockings still wrapped in tissue.

Every item tightened my chest. I hadn’t always been like this. Not out loud, anyway. The first time Serena found my hidden stash of lingerie, she thought I was cheating on her. That I’d been sneaking around with another woman.

In a way, she was right.

She wasn’t another woman. She was me. The part I kept buried. The part that came alive when the apartment was empty and the curtains were drawn. The part that ached to be soft, delicate, seen.

Serena had been furious. But she didn’t leave. She locked me up.

At first, the cage was punishment. Then it became a form of control. Eventually, it became our routine. Our dynamic. And when I started craving more, she gave it to me.

That was when she made me dress up for her. That was when she took me out to a bar. That was the night we met Henry and Clint.

Serena had sex with Clint that night, while I’d been with Henry for the first time. It was meant to be a test. A push. Something to challenge the boundaries we were still figuring out. But Henry—he wasn’t just a player in our game. He changed everything.

He was commanding without being cruel. Gentle in a way that didn’t feel patronizing. He didn’t flinch when Serena handed me over like a gift. He accepted me. Wanted me. Treated my submission not as something shameful, but something valuable.

I’d never been to his home before. But today? Today I was going to him. To his space. For a weekend. Maybe more.

I zipped my duffel and stood at the edge of the bed, staring at the soft curve of Serena’s back under the sheets. I wanted to touch her. Wake her. Say something. Maybe apologize. Maybe beg her to understand.

But she didn’t stir, and I didn’t speak.

I left a note on the counter: “Back Sunday night. I love you.”

It felt hollow, but it was all I had.

I dressed in jeans and a plain t-shirt. Something quick so I didn’t wake Serena. Nothing feminine, just enough to blend in—to pass. I didn’t want the world to see Michelle yet. I didn’t even know if I was ready to see her.

The drive across town passed in a blur. I barely noticed the traffic. My stomach twisted itself into knots as I pulled into a grocery store near Henry’s building. I wasn’t sure what I was doing—shopping for him, for me, for some idea of who I wanted to be.

The air inside the store was cool and clean, the overhead lights bright enough to feel sterile. I wandered the aisles slowly, letting my hands brush over herbs, wine bottles, a warm baguette that smelled like comfort.

And then I saw them; women.

In yoga pants. In linen skirts. In makeup and messy buns. Some with carts full of produce, others holding wine and flowers and little blocks of artisan cheese. They weren’t just shopping. They were preparing. Curating. They were building evenings from scratch, rituals of beauty and comfort for someone they loved.

I watched one woman pick out tulips. Another compared pasta sauces with practiced care. I saw softness in their hands, decision in their posture. They were crafting a moment for someone who would walk through the door and smile.

And I realized, with sudden clarity: That’s me. I wasn’t just shopping. I was serving.

The thought made my throat tighten. I’d spent my whole life admiring women like them. Wanting them. Wishing I could be close to them. But now, I wasn’t longing to be with them.

I was longing to be one of them. Beautiful, obedient, desired.

Preparing dinner for a partner who expected to be pleased.

I blinked hard and turned away. Finished my list in silence. Garlic. Cream. Strawberries. Red wine. Fresh basil.

By the time I arrived at Henry’s building, the sun was high and blinding. The lobby gleamed with glass and marble. I passed the front desk without looking up. The elevator ride was too fast and too slow at the same time. My reflection in the polished steel walls looked foreign. Wrong.

Just Michael.

But not for long.

At the far end of the hallway, Henry’s door loomed—dark wood, gold numbers, a brass handle that looked like it belonged on a palace. My heart hammered as I stopped just short of it, glancing sideways at a mirrored wall.

My hoodie sagged at the shoulders. My jaw looked too square. My eyes too uncertain. This wasn’t who he wanted.

It wasn’t who I wanted to be.

I reached into my pocket and pulled out the key he’d sent me.

It was warm.

Solid.

I took a breath.

I could still turn around. Drive home. Crawl into bed with Serena. Pretend this never happened.

But instead, I slid the key into the lock, turned it, and stepped inside.


Chapter 2
Ready to Serve


The condo was silent. I stood just inside the door, the key still warm in my palm, my grocery bags and luggage gathered at my feet. I wasn’t trembling, exactly—but something inside me was humming. Alive. On edge. Like a tuning fork struck deep in my core.

For a moment I took it all in. The high ceilings, the hushed lighting, the faint scent of polished wood and clean linen. It wasn’t just expensive. It was intentional. Every line, every surface—refined, masculine, in control.

Just like the man who lived here.

Prepare dinner. Dress nicely. Be waiting when I get home. I replayed his last message in my mind like a commandment.

So I moved quickly. I carried my things into the bedroom and set them down at the edge of the bed. The groceries would wait. First, I needed to become someone else. Someone not Michael. Not the quiet, confused boy who tiptoed out of his girlfriend’s apartment that morning with a bag full of plugs and panties.

Michelle. The girl Henry expected to see.

I unzipped my duffel and carefully laid each item out on the bed, smoothing the fabric as if presenting an offering: black lace panties and matching bra, my breast forms nestled gently in a silk pouch, thigh-highs, shapewear, the various black plugs, my softest perfume, and the burgundy dress. The dress I’d carried like a secret, that I had been dreaming for wearing for days. Tight and elegant. Feminine. Unapologetic.

I peeled off my jeans and T-shirt and stepped into the bathroom, taking in my reflection—faint, foggy, unfinished.

The shower ran hot. I stepped in and let the steam wrap around me, my fingers dragging across smooth skin. I shaved again—touching up every spot I’d missed that morning. My thighs, stomach, chest. Even the backs of my knees. Every stroke of the razor felt like peeling back something false. Carving away the boy I’d pretended to be.

When I stepped out, my skin was flushed and tingling. I towel-dried my body and returned to the bedroom with damp hair and a fast pulse. I stood there for a moment, bare and vulnerable, staring at the items I’d laid out. Then I began.

Panties first. The lace caught gently at my hips, sliding over my thighs before pulling tight across my locked cage. The pressure was perfect—present, restrictive, teasing. I inhaled slowly as I tucked everything into place. The bra followed, then the breast forms, round and soft and comforting in their familiarity.

I smoothed shapewear over my waist and hips. Tugged on my thigh-highs, letting the fabric roll up inch by inch with practiced grace. When I looked down at my legs, they didn’t feel like an illusion anymore. They looked real. Feminine. Beautiful.

I stepped into the dress carefully and pulled it up over my hips, fitting the bodice snugly around my chest. The zipper whispered shut behind me. When I turned to face the mirror, I had to take a breath just to steady myself.

Michelle looked back at me with wide eyes and parted lips. I wasn’t pretending anymore. I was becoming.

I sat at the vanity and began applying makeup with steady hands. Foundation first, then contour—soft, just enough to hollow my cheeks. Warm blush. A sweep of wine-colored shadow on my lids. Mascara, thick and dark. My lashes curled up just the way I liked. Then lipstick—the same shade I’d worn the night Henry first let me taste him.

I paused before applying it. A silly part of me wanted to look kissable. But I wasn’t here to be kissed. I was here to be used.

I stood. Smoothed the dress with both hands. Slipped into my heels. And just like that, the transformation was complete.

But before I left the room, I reached for the thickest plug in the set and took my time working it into place, moaning softly as it stretched me open. I wanted to be ready. I wanted to feel him in every step I took.

In the kitchen, I unpacked the groceries with care. It wasn’t just about dinner—it was about ritual. About presentation. I chopped garlic finely, laid out the basil leaves like fragile silk, boiled water with a pinch of salt just the way he preferred. I had every burner going, a salad chilling, bread warming in the oven.

The sauce filled the room with warmth. It was the kind of scent that felt domestic. Erotic in a quiet way. Like the kind of smell that clung to a woman’s dress long after she’d been pressed up against the stove and told she was beautiful.

The thought made my cage throb.

I poured the wine into two crystal glasses and let it breathe. Adjusted the candles. Dimmed the overhead lights. The dining table was set for two—his end farthest from the kitchen, mine closest to the serving counter.

I checked the time. 5:52pm. He would be home any minute.

I wiped my hands, checked my lipstick, and paced the length of the kitchen once, then again. My heels clicked softly against the tile. My palms were damp. My whole body buzzed with nervous energy—not fear, but anticipation. Craving. Need.

I looked toward the door.

5:58.

I ran through the checklist one last time—dinner ready, table set, wine breathing, dress smooth.

I was ready—or so I hoped.

At exactly 6:04, the front door opened.

I stood still. Heels together. Hands folded. Head up.

Then Henry stepped into view. He looked like the day had stripped something from him—but he was still composed. Still powerful. His coat was open. His white shirt slightly wrinkled. His tie hung loose at his collar. His sleeves were rolled just past the wrist, showing the lean definition of his forearms.

He saw me and stopped. His eyes trailed down my body—lingering on the curve of my breasts, the way the dress clung to my hips, the way my hands trembled slightly even though I tried not to let them.

His lips didn’t move, but his nodded approval hit me like a wave.

He walked past me, unhurried, and set his keys in the tray by the door. Shrugged off his coat. Adjusted his cuffs.

He didn’t say I looked beautiful. He didn’t have to. I could see it in his eyes.

“Dinner?” he asked, as he passed me.

“Yes, sir.”

“Then pour the wine.”

We sat at the long dining table, candlelight flickering between us. I served him first, arranging his plate just so, then quietly plated my own and took my seat at the opposite end.

He began eating without comment. I didn’t speak. I chewed slowly. Tried to calm my heart. Tried not to watch his every motion—but failed. The sound of his fork. The faint breath he took after each sip of wine. The way his jaw flexed when he chewed.

He didn’t need to say a word to dominate a room.

Halfway through the meal, he finally looked at me. “Just the right amount of garlic.”

“Thank you, sir.”

He nodded once and returned to his plate.

I couldn’t stop myself from smiling. It wasn’t praise, exactly. But it felt like worship.

When we finished, I stood automatically to clear the table, but his voice stopped me.

“I’m tired,” he said.

He rose slowly, adjusted the cuffs of his shirt. The room seemed to shift around him as he stood.

“You did well tonight,” he added, almost absently.

Then he looked at me fully. Not as a servant. Not as a task checked off his list. But as a woman waiting to be used.

“Clean up,” he said, voice cool and final. “Then come to the bedroom.”

He turned without another word and disappeared down the hallway.

The bedroom door clicked shut behind him.

And I stood there in the warm flicker of candlelight, every inch of my body trembling as I gathered the plates—having a sense of what came next.


Chapter 3
Hands On


Ifinished the dishes with shaking hands. Each plate, each wiped-down surface was a countdown. A ritual. The quiet between dinner and what came next stretched longer than it needed to, but I didn’t rush. I didn’t want to appear too eager. Too desperate.

But I was.

I was desperate to see him again. Desperate to hear what he would ask for. Desperate to serve.

I dried my hands on a towel and took one last look in the mirror hanging above the sink. My lipstick had survived dinner. I straightened the hem of my dress and turned toward the bedroom with soft, purposeful steps.

The hallway stretched before me like a narrowing tunnel, dim and quiet. The bedroom door was closed, but not locked.

I knocked once, gently.

“Come in,” he let out, his voice smooth, even, and in control.

This is why I’m here, these are the moments I’ve been longing for. This is my chance.

I took a deep breath and stepped inside.

Henry was seated in the high-backed chair near the corner window, one leg crossed over the other. A book rested in his lap, his finger holding the place. He glanced up as I entered.

His eyes flicked over me, from the swell of my chest to the tight pull of the dress across my hips, then back to my face. His gaze didn’t linger long—just enough to let me know I had passed inspection.

Then he closed the book without a sound, placed it on the side table, and rose. “I’m still tense,” he said, slowly loosening the buttons of his shirt. “Long flights. Meetings. Airports. Delays.”

He pulled the shirt from his shoulders and draped it over the chair. His body was lean, defined. Not bulky, but strong. Real strength, the kind that came from control. Discipline.

He moved to the bed, unbuckled his belt, and slid his pants down without ceremony. No teasing. No flourish. Just a man getting comfortable in his own space.

And then he was naked.

The sight of him made my breath catch, reminding me of the one night we had spent together. I had imagined seeing him naked many times since, but being here, now, and seeing it again. I could hardly believe it.

He lay down on the bed face-first, arms relaxed, head turned to the side. “There’s oil on the nightstand,” he said. “Give me a massage. Nice and deep. Take your time.”

“Y-yes, sir,” I stammered nervously.

I moved slowly, carefully. He didn’t look at me again as I walked to the nightstand and picked up the small, elegant bottle of massage oil. My hands were trembling, but I steadied them with a deep breath. I poured the oil into my palms and rubbed them together to warm it. Then I climbed onto the bed to begin.

Straddling Henry’s back, I felt the heat of his skin through the thin fabric of my panties and the hem of my dress. My knees sank into the mattress on either side of his hips. I let my oiled hands hover just above his shoulder blades for a moment, then gently lowered them, pressing into the firm muscles there.

He exhaled, low and pleased, letting me know his approval. I continued with slow strokes at first, feeling the curves of his shoulders, the tension wound tight beneath them. I used my thumbs to press deep into the tissue, loosening the knots one at a time. His back was a map of power, and I wanted to learn every inch of it.

The oil made his skin gleam under the soft bedroom light, and I let my palms glide across it, down his spine, outward to his ribs. My fingers moved in practiced circles, the heat of his body seeping into mine. I breathed in deeply. He smelled faintly of spice and linen, a scent that clung to the sheets and stayed in the air between us.

I shifted slightly to reach farther down, and the friction of my lace panties brushing against him made me bite my lip. My caged cock throbbed helplessly, trapped and aching beneath the pressure of my weight. I rocked back just a little, enough to relieve it—barely.

He made a soft noise of approval, and I wasn’t sure if it was for the massage or the way my thighs pressed into him. But I didn’t care.

I wanted to please him. That was all that mattered.

I massaged lower—across the curve of his lower back, the top of his hips, then slowly back up again. My hands glided in long, slow sweeps, kneading and coaxing, as I settled more firmly into my straddle. I could feel him relax beneath me, muscles softening under my touch. Every time he breathed, I felt the strength inside him shift and melt slightly under my fingers. My own breath mirrored his.

His body was perfect.

And mine was desperate.

Every stroke of my hands, every subtle movement of my hips made me hotter. The ache in my cage, the pressure building in my stomach, the raw hunger blooming in my chest—my desires were growing rapidly, waiting for something to happen, some spark to ignite between us.

I let my hands trace down his sides, then up again. The rhythm lulled me into something hypnotic. I forgot myself. Forgot everything except the shape of him, the power of him, the permission he gave me simply by lying still and allowing me to touch him.

I was moaning quietly before I realized it. My eyes were closed and I could feel myself throbbing in my cage. I leaned down just slightly, my chest hovering near his back, scent and sweat and oil all blending into something intoxicating.

He shifted beneath me.

"Enough," he murmured, his voice rich and rough with something deeper now.

I froze, my breath caught in my throat.

What happened? Did I do something wrong?

But then he turned, slow and deliberate, his eyes hungry and unreadable. He rolled over onto his back, his eyes glancing down his body. Mine followed them, my pulse beating faster as they traced his muscles downward. Then there it was—his cock, thick and half-hard, resting heavy against his thigh. His eyes met mine, sharp and unreadable.

“You’ve relieved most of the tension,” he said. “But not all.”

He didn’t need to say anything else. I understood exactly what he meant.

I slid off his hips and down to the edge of the bed, my heart racing.

And then I dropped to my knees—not because he told me to, but because my whole body craved to. Because this was where I belonged: at his feet, ready to serve.


Chapter 4
Mouth Service


His cock stood thick and waiting between his thighs, flushed with blood, the head glistening just slightly in the soft bedroom light. I stayed perfectly still for a moment, kneeling at the foot of the bed, drinking him in with wide, hungry eyes.

Henry didn’t say a word. He didn’t need to when he had those eyes.

I crawled forward on my hands and knees as he positioned himself on the edge of the bed. The lace of my panties stretched with each shift of my hips, my caged cock throbbing against the pressure. I could feel the outline of the plug inside me, tight and unforgiving with every slow inch forward. But I didn’t rush.

I started with a kiss. Just one—soft and reverent, pressed to the inside of his thigh. His skin was warm, lightly salted with the residue of his day, and I inhaled it like incense. Another kiss, a little higher. Then another, closer to the base of his cock.

He exhaled slowly, a subtle signal. Approval.

I moved closer, lips brushing along his length without taking him in yet. My tongue flicked out, teasing the sensitive underside with light strokes as I held him in one hand and steadied myself on the other.

His cock twitched.

I smiled. I couldn’t believe how much I wanted it, how turned on I was in this moment. But the pulsing in my cage was undeniable. I wanted this. I wanted him.

Then I opened my mouth and slid the head in slowly, savoring the weight, the heat, the stretch of my jaw. The taste of him—skin, salt, the faint bitterness of pre-cum—flooded my mouth as I sank down, letting his cock glide across my tongue.

The first stroke was deep. I let my lips spread wide, drool already slicking his shaft. I pulled back just far enough to breathe, then sank down again.

He groaned—low and soft, but unmistakable. I sound that resonated through my mouth and body.

I built a rhythm slowly, carefully. My lips glided along his cock as my tongue curled around the base. I moaned softly as I sucked, the vibration making him throb in my mouth. Each time I reached the bottom of the stroke, I paused just a beat longer—pressing my lips tight to his skin, nuzzling into the warmth of his groin, savoring his scent.

His hand found my hair, but he didn’t grip. Not yet. Just rested it there, a weight that anchored me. A claim.

I looked up at him, eyes already glassy, lips wrapped around his cock as I sank down deeper. He was watching me now—eyes heavy, mouth slightly parted, chest rising and falling with each breath.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

The words made me whimper. Made me double my effort.

I used both hands now—one around the base, twisting with each bob of my head, the other massaging his thigh, my nails dragging gently against the skin. My mascara was already smudging. My nose began to run. I didn’t care. I wanted the mess.

I wanted to choke on him. I wanted to experience everything.

I pushed deeper until the head of his cock tapped the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, then held it. Breathed through my nose. My eyes watered. My mouth stretched wide. Saliva pooled beneath my tongue.

Henry tensed beneath me, hand tightening slightly in my hair. Not pulling—just warning.

I pulled back with a gasp, a line of spit connecting my lips to his cock.

“Again,” he said.

I obeyed.

This time I took him all the way, faster, wetter, sloppier. My jaw ached. My tongue felt raw. My cage was straining so hard it hurt—but I didn’t stop. Couldn’t stop. His pleasure was the only thing in the world that mattered.

He began to guide me now, hand in my hair setting the rhythm, his hips just barely shifting to meet each stroke. I moaned around him, the sound vibrating against his cock as he started to fuck my face in earnest.

My throat burned. My lips went numb. My knees ached. My plug pressed harder with every movement. I was dripping in need, a puddle of tension and longing that had no release.

And still, I sucked.

I sucked like it would save me. Like being full of him was the only thing that could make me real.

He began to grunt now—quiet, controlled, but each one sharper than the last. His cock twitched against my tongue, thickened slightly in my throat. His hand gripped harder, and his breath came faster.

I braced myself.

Then he pulled me off with a sharp tug.

I gasped, spit stringing from my lips to the tip of his cock. My chest heaved. My makeup was ruined. My face was painted in saliva and pre-cum and lust.

I blinked up at him.

“I’m going to finish in you,” he said. “I want you to swallow it all like a good girl.”

I nodded my understanding, ready to take my prize.

“Open.”

I opened.

He pushed himself back in, filling my mouth once more and allowing me to continue. I resumed my efforts, my moans louder around his pulsing cock as I worked hard to complete him.

And he came.

The first spurt landed on my tongue—hot, salty, thick. Then more, deeper, pulsing straight to the back of my throat.

I swallowed instinctively, whimpering as his cock twitched inside me. More spilled across my tongue. I swallowed again. My cage pulsed so hard I thought I might leak through it.

He groaned and loosened his grip on my hair, relaxing back into the pillows with a quiet, satisfied exhale.

I stayed on my knees—mouth open, chest heaving. My makeup destroyed. My dress damp with sweat. My whole body shaking.

He looked at me.

Then smiled.

“You will do just fine.”

The praise hit me like a slap and a caress all at once.

I whimpered.

“Please…” I breathed. “Please, sir. May I⁠—?”

“Come?” he finished for me.

I nodded desperately, grinding against the air, my thighs squeezing together as if it would do anything at all.

He tilted his head thoughtfully.

“You think you’ve earned that? Already?”

“H-haven’t I been so good,” I said, voice cracking. “I need it.”

He sighed like he was bored.

“You don’t need it. In fact, I think need to learn to live without it.”

He stood from the bed, walked to the bathroom, and returned with a towel. He tossed it at my knees.

“Clean up.”

I wiped my face, trembling. My cage was throbbing, aching, the plug inside me pulsing like a second heartbeat. I could barely think.

He didn’t look at me again.

“You may join me in bed when you’ve freshened up,” he said, pulling back the covers and sliding into bed. “There are plenty of towels in the bathroom. Help yourself.”

Then he turned off the light and just like that, I was left in darkness, still wet, still locked, still burning.

I didn’t move for a moment. Just knelt there in the silence, holding the towel, breathing slowly, trying to understand what was happening.

The ache between my legs had sharpened into something painful now—deep and relentless, every throb of the cage making me twitch. But it wasn’t just physical.

It was her.

I cleaned myself off in the bathroom then found a fresh pair of panties to sleep in, careful not to make too much noise. Henry had already rolled to his side, back to me, chest rising and falling evenly.

He was asleep.

Just like that.

And I was still a mess.

I curled up into the bed, pulling the blanket over my hips. The plug was still buried inside me. I didn’t move to remove it. I didn’t want to.

It reminded me of who I was.

Of why I was here.

I stared into the dark and let the ache settle into my chest, let it bloom across my skin like heat and then, uninvited, Serena slipped into my mind.

I wondered where she was. If she was home. If she was alone. If she was with him—whoever he was. Clint? Another man she could use and command and laugh with while I was gone?

Was she thinking of me?

Or was she happier with the silence?

Tears welled in my eyes. I didn’t try to stop them. I just buried my face in the blanket and let them fall quietly.

I was here because she let me go. I knew I needed to make the most of this opportunity and not waste the chance I had.

Tomorrow I would. Tomorrow I would make sure I got the experiences that I came here for.


Chapter 5
The Morning After


Iwoke to light, not sound—soft, gray light filtering through Henry’s tall windows, casting pale ribbons across the hardwood floor. For a moment, I didn’t move. I lay curled next to him, wondering what would happen next.

My body ached in quiet, familiar places—shoulders, lower back, the arches of my feet—but it was the ache deep inside me that pulled my awareness into focus. That steady pressure. That subtle fullness.

It was the plug, still inside.

Still seated deep and snug, a constant reminder that even in sleep, I’d remained open. Ready.

My cage throbbed, not from stimulation but from sheer frustration. It had been days since I’d been unlocked. Weeks since I’d felt release. Months since I’d felt anything close to control.

And yet, I didn’t want it off. Not yet.

What I wanted was something else entirely.

I shifted slowly, wincing as stiff muscles stretched and caught. The movement made the plug shift too—just slightly, but enough to make my breath hitch. The sensation wasn’t pain. Not exactly. It was something weightier than that. An ache that lived behind my hips and in my gut. Something that made my legs tighten instinctively, like they were trying to wring some phantom pleasure out of the air.

The bed next to me shifted as Henry sat upright. I turned to see him still shirtless, his lean frame backlit by the soft morning light. His hair was tousled from sleep, his jaw dark with morning stubble, and his expression was unreadable in that way that always made my heart beat faster. He didn’t look at me. He didn’t acknowledge me.

Just like the night before.

“Good morning,” I said softly, unsure if my voice would carry.

He didn’t glance up. “You snore,” he said instead.

“I—I do?”

“Not exactly.” He paused and finally turned his eyes to me. “But you whimper in your sleep.”

The heat that rushed to my cheeks was instant and uncontrollable. “I didn’t mean to…”

“Don’t apologize. It was cute.”

There was that word again. Cute. He wielded it like a scalpel—soft and harmless on the surface, but always cutting just beneath it.

He didn’t smile. Didn’t invite me closer. He simply gestured vaguely with his hand and said, “Go shower. Clean yourself up. Fix your face.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then make breakfast.”

“Yes, sir.”

I gathered the blanket around myself and stood, knees creaking slightly. My panties covered my aching cage, but without anything else, I felt naked—vulnerable. I wasn’t quite Michelle like this. Not yet. I must have looked pathetic, but he was busy getting dressed.

I walked slowly to the bathroom, the plug shifting with every step. My cage pressed uncomfortably against my panties. Every inch of me felt raw, used, and helplessly turned on.

Then I saw my reflection—the mirror was unforgiving. Mascara smudged into twin shadows beneath my eyes. My lipstick had been wiped half off, but the faint stain around the edges of my mouth remained, proof of what I’d been used for. My hair was a disaster. My face looked tired and flushed, not from rest—but from restraint.

And still, I didn’t regret anything.

I turned on the shower, letting it run hot while I slipped out of my panties with slow, shaking hands. The mirror caught me again. Without makeup, without padding or heels, I looked more like Michael than Michelle. And yet the plug made it impossible to forget who I really was. The pressure inside me was too intimate, too demanding. It made me stand differently. Walk differently. Breathe differently.

It made me hers. It made me his.

I stepped into the water and let the steam burn away the outermost layer of thought. I washed slowly, carefully, giving attention to every inch of skin.

And when I stepped out of the shower and wrapped myself in a towel, I didn’t feel cleansed. I didn’t think I ever would in this place, not with my reasons for being here.

On the bed lay a garment bag labeled Michelle. My breath caught as I opened it.

Inside was the kind of dress that seemed innocent at first glance—white with delicate blue flowers, cap sleeves, and a full skirt that flared out with a built-in crinoline. It looked like something a 1950s housewife would wear to bake cookies or serve lemonade. But the hemline was short, the neckline dipped just enough, and paired with the accessories he’d chosen, there was no mistaking the message: be good, but be ready.

I knew exactly what to wear with this. I grabbed my duffel and pulled out a black satin teddy—sleek and soft, with sheer side panels and scalloped lace tracing the cups. The thong back barely counted as fabric. A matching garter belt and thigh-highs would complete the look.

I laid everything out on the bed and smiled at it. It was beautiful and I knew it would make me feel that way too.

Dressing was its own ceremony. The teddy slid over my skin like a second layer, compressing everything into sleek submission. The garter belt snapped tight around my hips, the thigh-highs hugging my legs with just enough squeeze. And the dress—when I stepped into it and zipped it up—transformed me. The way it swayed with each breath, the bounce of the skirt, the secret lingerie beneath—it made me feel not just pretty, but ready to be ruined.

I did my makeup carefully: foundation, blush, soft shadow, winged liner, and a pink gloss. I curled my hair and pinned it back. I added a strand of faux pearls. A simple black choker.

Then I stepped into my heels, adjusted the garters once more, and looked at myself in the mirror.

It wasn’t Michael. It wasn’t even the Michelle from last night. It was something softer. I was dressed like a good girl who wanted to be taken by a man she was afraid to call hers.

---

Breakfast was quiet. I made him a soft scramble with herbs, toasted the sourdough slices he kept in the freezer, sliced strawberries and laid them out like a garnish. I didn’t eat right away. I waited until he took the first bite. It felt like the obedient thing to do.

He chewed thoughtfully, then looked up at me across the table.

“You didn’t touch yourself?”

“No, sir.”

“Good. You won’t beg again?”

“No, sir.”

He nodded. “A girl in your position needs to learn restraint,” he said.

I bit my lip. “Yes, sir.”

“Are you still aching?”

I swallowed hard. “Yes, sir.”

“Good.”

He sipped his coffee and ate his breakfast while he read and the silence stretched. It wasn’t uncomfortable. It was heavy. Loaded. I sat in it, sipping my own coffee slowly, trying not to squirm as I watch his poised perfection.

“You’re going to serve me again today,” he said finally.

My heart fluttered. “Yes, sir.”

“But first,” he added, “you’re going to clean the condo.”

I blinked. “I—I’m sorry?”

He looked up sharply. “You’re sorry?”

“No! I just—yes, sir. I meant yes. I’ll clean.”

He raised one eyebrow, then stood from the table, his plate half-finished, and dropped his napkin.

“I’ll be working in the office. I want everything done by the time I’m out and dinner on the table by five.” Then, as he passed me on the way to the hallway, he paused. His fingers brushed under my chin, tilted my face up. “You want to prove to me that you’re good, don’t you?”

I nodded quickly, lips parting.

“Then serve with grace,” he said softly.

And then he was gone.

---

The hours passed slowly. Cleaning became meditation. I dusted shelves with careful sweeps. I vacuumed the rug in slow, straight lines. I scrubbed the sink until it shined. My heels clicked softly across tile and wood, the plug pressed deeper with every stretch and step.

I wiped the kitchen counters in long circles, leaning just a little too far, aware of how the skirt lifted in the back. I paused to catch my breath too often, not because I was tired—but because my body wouldn’t let me forget what I was holding inside.

All the while, the apartment remained quiet.

Henry didn’t come out. Not for water. Not for coffee. Not even for a glance.

And that silence began to spread inside me like something dangerous.

At first, it was humility. Then anxiety. Then loneliness. Then doubt.

Why am I here if he just wants me to play the desperate housewife?

Dinner was an anchor. Something I could control. I seared the salmon perfectly—golden, crisp on the outside, flaky and soft inside. The lemon-butter sauce was delicate, balanced with fresh dill. The risotto took nearly an hour, stirred constantly by hand, and the haricot verts were simple, elegant, salted just enough to sing.

I plated it all like a gift. The salmon sat like art on the fine china, crisped to gold and glistening beneath the lemon-dill sauce. The risotto was creamy and fragrant, flecked with herbs I’d minced with trembling hands. Each green bean had been hand-picked and steamed until just tender, glossy with a touch of oil and salt. It wasn’t a meal. It was a confession.

I lit the candles and turned the lights low, adjusting the dimmer switch until the softest amber glow washed the table. My heels echoed faintly against the tile as I moved, and every step made the plug inside me press deeper. It wasn't just a physical sensation anymore. It was a state of being. A tension wrapped around my spine, a fullness I couldn’t escape, a weight I was growing to crave.

I looked down at myself, adjusting the skirt of my dress again. The lace of the teddy whispered against the inner lining with every motion. My cage pressed tightly beneath the thin satin of the thong, outlined if the light caught it just right. I smoothed my hands down the bodice, over the swell of my hips. The fabric stretched and then bounced softly back into shape, and I had to pause, hands frozen at my sides.

I looked like a doll someone might fuck and forget. The thought shouldn’t have made my knees shake.

I checked my makeup once more. The lipstick was holding. Barely. My stomach twisted as I poured two glasses of wine. The silence of the apartment wasn’t soothing anymore. It was thick. Heavy. Oppressive. The faint hum of the fridge, the tick of the wall clock, the echo of my own breath—everything seemed louder than it should be.

I started worrying.

Had I misread everything? All my effort, my presentation, the aching fullness inside me, the perfect dinner, the perfect girl—would it all go unnoticed?

That’s when I heard it. A door. Soft. Deliberate.

Footsteps padded across the floor, slow and unhurried. I turned, pulse hammering in my throat, and saw him—finally—emerging from the hallway. He wasn’t in the same clothes. He’d showered. Changed. His hair was still damp, brushed back from his forehead. He wore dark slacks and a gray button-up shirt, sleeves rolled once at the forearm, collar casually open. He hadn’t rushed. He hadn’t planned to. He looked like a man walking into his own dining room, expecting exactly what he saw.

He stopped just beyond the archway, hands tucked into his pockets. His eyes went first to the table. The candles. The food. The wine.

Then to me.

He took his time. His gaze didn’t flick over me like it had the first night. It moved slowly, lingering in every place I was most exposed. The pearls. The soft curve of my painted mouth. The subtle shimmer of my collarbone. The way my waist nipped inward beneath the dress. The shape of my thighs. The way the skirt rose just enough to hint at the lace beneath it when I shifted my weight.

His gaze dropped to my feet—stockings, heels, the delicate line of the seam running up my calves—and then back to my face.

He didn’t say anything at first. He just looked. And in that silence, I stood straighter. I pulled my shoulders back. I lifted my chin—not defiantly, but offering.

I wanted him to see me.

I needed him to.

The silence stretched again, and just as my breath caught in my throat, he stepped forward.

“This looks splendid, but I’m not hungry for dinner,” he said, voice smooth and deep and impossibly calm.

He moved closer, each step unhurried, eyes locked on mine now, the heat behind them unmistakable. My breath shallowed as he reached me, the scent of his cologne just barely catching the air—clean, masculine, like soap and cedar and something darker I couldn’t name.

“I’m hungry for you.”

The words sank into me like gravity. Not fast. Not loud. But heavy. They knocked the wind from my lungs.

And in that moment, with the plug seated inside me, the lace tight against my cage, the crinoline skirt bouncing softly as I breathed⁠—

I had never been more ready to be devoured.


Chapter 6
Taken


The air between us shimmered with unspoken hunger. His words still hung there—I’m hungry for you—and I felt them ripple through me like heat, like breath caught in the hollow of my chest, like the aching fullness inside me had finally been acknowledged.

He didn’t give me time to answer. Didn’t ask if I wanted this. He simply turned and walked away, back toward the bedroom.

And I followed.

My heels clicked softly across the floor, my breath shallow as I moved down the hallway behind him. My dress whispered with every step. My hands were shaking. My thighs were trembling, not just from anticipation, but from the effort of holding everything in—my need, my aching desire, my fear that this might actually be real. That I might finally get what I’d longed for so desperately and for so long.

He stopped at the edge of the bed and turned toward me. I froze.

“Kneel.”

The word struck me with no more force than sound, but it landed like a blow, knocking my thoughts away. My body dropped before my mind could catch up, legs folding beneath me as I sank to the floor. The skirt of my dress flared around me, and I reached up to smooth it, needing to look presentable. Pretty.

“Good girl.”

That praise—the calm weight of it—made something flutter deep in my chest. It reminded me of what I was and what he wanted me to be. My body responded instantly, cage throbbing, plug tightening its claim inside me.

He stepped forward and unfastened his belt, watching me the whole time. The metal buckle clicked softly as he unthreaded it, then undid the button and zipper.

“Take them off,” he said, voice low and expectant.

My hands moved to his waistband without hesitation. I felt the warmth of his skin through the fabric as I slid his pants and underwear down over his hips. His cock sprang free, thick and hard and already glistening at the tip. I let out a sound I didn’t mean to—part moan, part gasp, part awe.

“Look at you,” he said, voice soft but sharp. “You’ve wanted this all day.”

I nodded. My voice was lost to me. I could only stare, breath trembling, mouth watering.

“Then prepare me.”

The command slipped into me like a knife between ribs.

I leaned forward and started with my tongue—just a flick at the head, tasting him, savoring the heat and salt of him. I dragged it down the underside slowly, the way he liked, then brought my mouth to the tip and took him in with reverence.

It wasn’t about teasing now. This wasn’t foreplay. This was preparation—for both him and me.

I sucked him with purpose, lips parted wide, throat opening in practiced surrender. My jaw ached almost instantly, but I didn’t care. His cock filled my mouth and the space behind it, and the more I gave, the more I felt needed.

He groaned, one hand sliding into my hair, not rough—just controlling. “That’s it,” he said, breath growing heavier. “Use your throat.”

I moaned around him, the sound vibrating against his cock, making him twitch in my mouth. I sank lower, swallowing him deeper, my mascara already threatening to run.

“Good girl. Such a good cocksucker.”

That word would have stung, once, but now it made me ache harder.

I bobbed my head slowly, then faster, saliva dripping from my lips. I braced myself on his thighs, desperate to give him everything, to earn what came next. I could feel his cock pulsing now, thickening more. He was getting close. And so was I.

I was panting through my nose, moaning into him, cage pressed tight to the floor, plug buried inside me, hips rocking in tiny, pathetic motions.

I thought he was going to let me swallow.

I thought he was going to let me come.

But just as I started to moan louder, just as my eyes fluttered closed, he gripped my hair and pulled me off with a wet pop.

“You don’t just suck cock,” he said. “You take it.”

I was gasping, drooling, flushed and ruined, but I wasn’t done yet.

“Get on the bed.”

I climbed onto the mattress, still trembling. My stockings rubbed together as I crawled toward the pillows. My dress lifted with each movement, the frilly skirt bouncing with every sway of my hips. I turned to face him as I reached the top.

He grabbed the hem of my dress and yanked it upward, flipping it over my waist in one clean motion. The cool air rushed over my thighs and my caged cock, and I could see the hunger return to his eyes.

He bent down and hooked his fingers in my thong, yanking it hard to the side, then down my legs until it slipped free. The force of it made me gasp.

He looked down at the plug. “You wore the big one.”

I nodded, panting.

“So obedient.”

He gripped the base and pulled. The plug slid free slowly, thick and wet and loud. I gasped again, clutching the sheets beneath me as my hole clenched and fluttered around the sudden absence. I felt empty. Shaking. Hungry.

He tossed the plug aside and moved over me, gripping my thighs, spreading them wide, and lining himself up without a second of hesitation.

And then he was inside. The first thrust stole my breath.

It was overwhelming. Hot. Stretching. Real.

I clung to the blankets, jaw open in a soundless moan as Henry slid deeper, claiming space inside me I’d only ever imagined. The toy had prepared me—but not for this. Not for the weight of a man. Not for the warmth. Not for the fact that I could feel his heartbeat through his cock.

I was panting by the time he bottomed out.

“Oh God—oh fuck—Henry⁠—”

“Shh.” He leaned over me, one hand on my thigh, the other sliding up to grab my throat—not to choke, just to own.

“You’re ready for this,” he whispered. “Tight little pussy, stretched and trained. All for me.”

I whimpered beneath him, hips rising to meet every thrust. I felt split in half. Filled. Broken open and rebuilt in the shape of the girl I had always wanted to be.

And he was relentless.

His pace wasn’t violent, but it wasn’t gentle either. He knew what I needed. He fucked me with purpose, each stroke driving deeper, grinding into that sweet spot inside me until I was gasping, moaning, crying his name into the sheets.

“You look so fucking pretty like this,” he growled. “Lipstick smeared. Hair a mess. Dress rucked up. Caged and dripping.”

My cage was leaking now. I could feel it, hot and humiliating against my thigh. And he knew. Of course he knew.

“You play the housewife well,” he said, voice like gravel and heat. “The dress. The cooking. The cleaning. The way you wait so patiently for me.”

“Thank you,” I cried.

He didn’t stop. He grabbed my hips and rolled me over, face down, ass up, and slid right back in. The new angle made me sob. I buried my face in the pillow and took it, nails clawing at the mattress as he used me.

I could feel him getting closer, his cock swelling inside me, his chest heaving against my back. His breath was hot against my neck, his stubble scratching my cheeks.

A low growl grew in his throat and he slammed hard inside me with a final thrust. I felt the heat of him pulse inside me. It was deep and thick and perfect—a symbol that I had played my part well. And then he collapsed over me, both of us gasping, tangled in sweat and lace and the scent of sex.

He didn’t pull out right away.

He stayed inside me, softening slowly, his hand tracing up my spine until it settled in my hair.

“You did good,” he said softly.

And for a moment, I felt complete.

He pulled out eventually and settled back into the bed, tugging me close. My head rested on his chest, his fingers lightly tracing the line of my collar.

We didn’t speak for a while.

I could still feel him inside me. Not physically—just the shape of the memory.

And then he spoke.

“Bring me my dinner in here.”

I blinked, surprised by his sudden demand. “Y-yes, sir.”

I sat up slowly, legs trembling as I slid off the bed. My dress was still bunched around my waist. My cage ached. My thighs were sticky. I still hadn’t come.

I wanted to ask. So badly. To beg, just a little. To feel him unlock me. To let me stroke myself, just for a minute. To prove that I could still be his and find my pleasure.

But I didn’t ask and he didn’t offer. I knew what this was. I was his toy for the weekend.

And toys don’t get rewards just for being used.

Still, as I carried his dinner back into the bedroom, I couldn’t stop smiling. Because I’d finally had what I needed. The real thing. The thing I’d fantasized about since the moment I first saw him and tasted his lips on mine.

I’d been taken.

And now, as I watched Henry eat from a tray on his lap, as I sat on the floor beside the bed, quiet and aching and whole, I started to wonder⁠—

What happens after this? What do I do when the weekend ends?


Chapter 7
The Long Night


The tray balanced carefully in my hands, but I could still feel his cum trickling out of me with every step. It was warm, soaking into the soft lace of my thong where it had been pulled hastily back up.

With every slight shift of my hips, the fabric clung to my folds, a vulgar, humiliating kiss that made my legs shake beneath the weight of it. My cage, already full and sore, pulsed helplessly behind the satin of my nightgown. The air against my thighs felt too cool, the silence too loud.

I walked slowly toward the bedroom. Henry hadn’t said anything else. Just that simple order: “Bring me my dinner in here.”

As if nothing had happened.

As if he hadn’t just fucked me into the mattress, filled me to the brim, made me cry and whimper and beg and come undone under his hands.

As if I hadn’t been changed.

He was back in bed when I returned. Propped up against the pillows, shirtless now, casually reading his book like this was any other night. The man who had given me my first real cock, who had looked down at me and told me I was his girl, now looked like someone waiting for room service.

I set the tray down carefully on the bed beside him. His dinner. My offering. The same meal I’d served hours ago, now reheated, rearranged on the plate to look fresh. I’d garnished it again. Added a little sprig of thyme. For no reason except that it felt right to do so.

It felt right to pretend it mattered.

Then I dropped to my knees beside the bed, settling into position with practiced grace—thighs parted, back straight, hands resting palm-up on my legs. I kept my eyes low, waiting. Hoping. Something in me still wanted… acknowledgement. Even a glance. A hand in my hair. A word.

But there was nothing.

Only the faint clink of silverware against ceramic. The soft sounds of chewing. His slow, unhurried breath.

He didn’t thank me again. Didn’t say anything about the food. Didn’t ask how I was feeling.

I knelt in silence and tried to breathe around the knot in my throat, studying him from the corner of my eye. His chest rose and fell in the dim light, each movement quiet, controlled. A single drop of water clung to his collarbone, catching the light like glass. The faintest shadow of stubble lined his jaw.

He wasn’t cruel. That would have been easier. Cruelty was something I could respond to. Serve. Soften. Mold myself around.

But this? This gentle indifference?

It hollowed me out.

Perhaps he doesn’t want to get to close to me yet. He doesn’t want to get attached. He still knows I love Serena, that I want to spend time with her, too. Perhaps he’s just protecting himself.

I shifted slightly, my knees aching against the hardwood. The plug was gone, but I could still feel the echo of it—of him—inside me. The raw, stretched heat where his cock had filled me. Where he’d claimed me. Where he’d left his mark.

I imagined crawling into bed with him. Not to fuck again—just to be close. To feel him breathe beside me. To be held. To see if it felt different.

But I waited instead.

When he finished, he set the tray on the side table and rose from the bed without a word. He walked to the bathroom, taking the glass of wine with him.

I cleaned up slowly, moving like I was underwater. I washed the dishes with quiet care, rinsing each plate and fork and glass as if they were sacred objects, as if maybe some part of the moment was trapped in the porcelain, and I could keep it alive a little longer. I wiped the countertops. Re-lit the candle at the kitchen sink.

Finally I returned to find him in bed, curled up and ready to sleep. I quietly cleaned myself and put on fresh clothes, panties and a soft nightgown. I laid beside him, feeling his warm next to me, still feeling my imprint in the mattress.

After a while I rolled over and stared at the ceiling. For a long time, I didn’t feel anything. I didn’t feel him, I didn’t feel satisfied.

Just silence. Heavy and thick and cold.

The ceiling fan spun slowly overhead, casting faint shadows across the walls. I could hear the sound of Henry breathing, the slow creaks of the building settling.

I shifted beneath the covers, trying to find comfort, my cage throbbing faintly with every beat of my heart.

And that’s when the feelings came.

Slow. Relentless. Like water beneath a locked door.

I had done it. I had been taken. Truly, deeply taken. No straps. No toys. No imagination.

A real man. A real cock. Inside me.

I had surrendered. Offered myself. Been claimed.

And it had felt… good. It had felt more real than anything I’d done before.

But it hadn’t brought clarity.

It had only left me with more questions.

Because now I had everything I thought I wanted. I had been the good girl. The sissy. The maid. The obedient little thing in heels and makeup and pretty lingerie. I had been told I was tight. That I was pretty. That I was hers. That I was his.

And now?

Now I felt alone in the dark.

Still locked.

Still aching.

Still me.

Is this what I was supposed to want? To be bossed around. For my desires to be a reason for people to use me? To be a toy in the drawer? A plaything someone picked up and put down when they were bored?

Or is there supposed to be more?

I thought of Serena. Her sharp eyes. Her cruel mouth. Her wicked laugh. The way she used to touch my cheek after we made love.

The way she had started to support Michelle—to support me. The way she opened herself to the possibilities of a new life together. The way she tried.

She had fucked me too. Partly out of jealously, but also out of her need to connect with me. Her desire to keep me.

She had been rough and sloppy, but afterward she had kissed my forehead and told me I was beautiful.

She made me feel like I belonged to someone.

Henry made me feel like I belonged to no one.

I turned on my side and curled tighter, tugging the blanket over my chest. The nightgown slipped off one shoulder. My cage pressed against my thigh in a way that made me flinch.

I could have unlocked myself. I could have ended this whole charade. I had seen where he stored my key while I had cleaned his bedroom. I could have crept into the bathroom and stroked myself until I came.

But I didn’t.

Not because I wasn’t allowed. Because it wouldn’t have meant anything. Because I wasn’t trying to come anymore.

I was trying to figure out who the hell I really was.

I stayed like that for what felt like hours, barely moving, barely blinking, just staring into the dark and listening to the sound of my own breath. The longer I lay there, the more I began to understand something I hadn’t before.

This weekend—this experience—it wasn’t the end of anything. It wasn’t the closing of a door. It was the opening of one and I didn’t know where it led.

But I knew one thing for sure.

Once it closed behind me, I couldn’t go back.


Chapter 8
The Door That Opens


The sheets were tangled around my legs when I woke, twisted and damp, clinging to the sweat and fluids of the night before. My skin felt sticky where his cum had dried against the soft fabric of my nightgown, a physical memory I couldn’t scrub away, no matter how many times I shifted beneath the blankets.

Henry was already out of bed so I laid still for a long time, staring at the ceiling as the fan turned slowly above me, the blades creaking faintly in the quiet. The morning light filtered in soft and gray through the slats of the blinds, casting faint lines across the walls like shadows from another life.

My body ached in the places that had been most used. My thighs were still sore from holding myself open. My ass throbbed with the residual fullness of being stretched—of being taken. My throat ached, my lips were chapped, and my jaw still clicked faintly when I opened it too wide. Every small pain was a reminder. Every movement an echo of a night I didn’t know how to hold.

But the ache in my chest was worse.

It wasn’t sharp or sudden. It wasn’t even sadness, exactly. It was something heavier. Emptier. A kind of quiet dread that had settled in the hollow between my ribs. I had come here hoping to feel something. Hoping to find something. And I had. But now that it was over, now that Henry had fucked me, used me, filled me, then dismissed me with nothing more than a few words and a nod…

I didn’t know what I was supposed to do with it all.

The fantasy hadn’t broken.

It had ended.

And that, somehow, hurt more.

I rose slowly, pushing back the blankets and swinging my legs over the edge of the bed. My feet touched the cool floor, and I felt my body protest the movement. As always, my cage had stayed on through the night, tight and unyielding, pressing against my leaking skin, the device warm now from the heat of my thighs. I still hadn’t touched it. I hadn’t even thought about unlocking. The idea felt distant. Irrelevant.

The plug sat clean and polished on the nightstand, exactly where I’d left it after washing it the night before. I looked at it for a long time. It had been a companion in this journey. A symbol of readiness, of submission. Of purpose. But now it just looked like a relic from a chapter that had already closed.

I didn’t pick it up. It no longer felt necessary.

In the bathroom, I washed my face gently, dabbing at the corners of my eyes where the mascara had smudged and bled during the night. I didn’t have the energy to wipe it all away. The mess felt honest now. Like a bruise I wasn’t ready to cover. I brushed my teeth. Smoothed my hair with my fingers. Pulled on a simple lavender slip dress from my bag—one I had brought myself, not something Henry had chosen. It fit me softly. Sweetly. A little snug around the waist, and short enough to show the tops of my thighs if I sat too quickly. But it wasn’t meant to seduce.

It was just meant to be me.

I skipped the heels. No stockings. No garters. Just bare legs and a quiet heartbeat. I applied a bit of blush, a touch of lip balm, and left it at that.

I didn’t need to look fuckable. Not today. I just needed to feel like a person again.

Henry was exactly where I expected him to be. The living room was still and dimly lit, and Henry was seated on the couch in a loose gray shirt. His sleeves were rolled to the elbow, one ankle resting on the opposite knee. He was barefoot. Calm. Reading something in a hardcover with no jacket. The kind of man who lived in silence without noticing it.

He looked up when I entered. Met my eyes. Nodded once. “You’re free to go whenever you’re ready.”

His tone was soft, matter-of-fact. Like I’d just wrapped up a long stay at a hotel. Something about the casualness of it made my stomach flip. Not anger. Not heartbreak. Just a hollowed-out emptiness that I didn’t know how to fill. I waited for more. A follow-up. A thank you. A question. Anything.

But he was already turning back to his book.

I stood there for a moment longer, then turned and walked back down the hall.

I packed my things slowly. Not because I was trying to delay the inevitable. I just… didn’t know how to make the motions feel real. Folding clothes felt like folding paper dolls. Brushing my hair into my travel bag felt like putting away a costume. Everything I touched carried a memory, and the memories weren’t enough to justify the weight I now carried.

The cage stayed on. I didn’t reach for the key. Not because I thought I couldn’t ask—but because I didn’t see the point. Unlocking would feel like giving up on something I hadn’t finished.

And I didn’t even know what that something was.

When I zipped the suitcase closed, I sat on the edge of the bed and stared down at my hands. They were trembling. Not from fear. Not even from sadness. From indecision.

What now?

What did I do with this version of myself? This girl who had been taken and used and made to serve and filled with praise and cum and nothing else?

What comes after the fantasy?

Was I even brave enough to find out?

The doorbell rang. A single, soft chime that echoed louder than it should have in the quiet apartment.

I froze, wondering who it could be and how I should present myself to them.

Henry’s voice floated down the hallway. “I’ve got it.”

The sound of footsteps. The low squeak of the front door opening.

And then, just beneath my breath, I heard it—“Michelle?”

I didn’t believe it at first. I didn’t let myself believe it.

But then the voice came again, stronger this time. Choked with something that sounded like desperation.

“Michelle, are you here?”

I stood and for a moment, I couldn’t move. When I finally walked to the doorway, the world tilted.

She was standing just inside the threshold. The light from the hallway behind her cast her in soft shadow, but I would have known her silhouette in any universe.

Serena.

Hair pinned up in a lazy knot, her scarf slightly twisted around her neck. Jeans. Boots. No makeup. She looked like she hadn’t slept.

She looked like home.

When our eyes met, she stepped forward immediately. “I—I needed to see you,” she let out, her voice urgent.

“I didn’t think you’d come,” I whispered.

“I almost didn’t. I told myself you needed space. Time. That I had to respect that.” Her eyes were glassy. Her hands were shaking. Her voice dropped. “But then I realized… I didn’t care about being right. I just wanted you to come home.”

My mouth opened, but no words came.

She crossed the room in three quick steps and took my hands in hers.

“You don’t have to explain anything. You don’t even have to talk right now. I just—if there’s still a version of you that wants this—wants us—then I want it too. No matter what it looks like. No matter who you are.” She swallowed hard. “I want you. However you need to be.”

The tears came before I could stop them. My whole body trembled as I stepped into her arms and let her hold me.

And for the first time since Friday night… I didn’t feel alone.

Henry slipped away quietly to give us space while we embraced. Feeling her body against mine was rejuvenating, filling me with hope and encouragement for the future.

When he returned he brought me my luggage as well as a small object. It was a box. Dark wood. Smooth edges. Polished like something he’d handled many times before.

He stepped forward as Serena and I slowly pulled apart.

“For you,” he said.

I blinked. “What is it?”

“A gift,” he said. “Something to open later. After you’ve had time to talk. To figure out what comes next.” He reached into his back pocket and pulled out a letter, placing it on top. “But read this first.”

I nodded slowly, hands trembling as I took it. It was heavier than it looked.

He didn’t say goodbye. He didn’t have to. His eyes met mine one final time, and for the first time since I’d arrived, I saw something that looked like respect behind them.

Serena took my bag. I took her hand.

We walked out together, and as the elevator closed behind us, I didn’t look back.

Not because I was done. But because something new had finally begun.


Chapter 9
The Truth of Us


The elevator ride down was quiet, but not heavy. Serena’s hand stayed wrapped in mine, her thumb brushing faint circles into the back of it, and every slow turn of that small movement made something loosen in my chest.

We didn’t talk. We didn’t need to. There was nothing to explain—not right then. The questions, the hurt, the wondering where we stood… all of it could wait. What mattered was that she’d come for me. She’d seen me. Not as a project or an embarrassment or a fantasy gone too far, but as someone worth returning for. That truth hummed in the silence between us, steady and alive, more comforting than words.

We moved through the lobby without a word. I stayed in my dress. She stayed close. The woman behind the front desk looked up and smiled at us as we passed, her expression unreadable but unconcerned, and no one stopped to stare. No one whispered. I didn’t shrink. Didn’t flinch. My heels tapped gently against the tile floor and Serena’s hand didn’t once release mine. I couldn’t tell if the thrill rising in my chest was from the moment itself or from the fact that, for the first time, I wasn’t second-guessing it. I wasn’t bracing for shame. I wasn’t performing Michelle. I was Michelle.

She didn’t say it. But Serena’s silence told me she saw it too.

The walk down the hallway to our apartment felt like floating. The door looked the same, the brass number glinting faintly under the hallway lights. My key slid into the lock with the same soft click. But everything felt different—sharper, quieter, sacred.

When we stepped inside, I had to blink twice, because the apartment was exactly how we left it. The blankets on the couch still rumpled, the kitchen counter still cluttered with unopened mail, the faint scent of Serena’s candles hanging in the air like a memory that had waited for us to return.

The door closed softly behind us, and I stood there, frozen in place, my chest suddenly too full. And then she turned to me, and I don’t remember if I moved first or if she did, but suddenly her arms were around me, and mine were around her, and we weren’t standing anymore, we were holding. Not like a couple who hadn’t seen each other in a few days. Like two halves of something whole that had been ripped apart and stitched back together by sheer need.

Her fingers dug into my back like she was afraid I’d vanish again, and I buried my face into the curve of her neck, breathing her in like oxygen, like warmth, like home.

We held each other for a long time. A very long time. Long enough for my chest to unclench, for my breath to slow, for the first tears to fall silent down my cheeks and soak into the shoulder of her cardigan. She didn’t say anything. She just kept one hand at the base of my spine and the other buried in my hair, stroking slowly, grounding me.

Eventually we moved to the bedroom, her hand never leaving mine. We curled into each other on the edge of the bed, knees touching, heads bowed together like we were afraid the moment might collapse if we moved too quickly.

My legs draped over hers, and she shifted to cradle my face in both hands before leaning in to kiss me. It wasn’t frantic, or hungry. It wasn’t the kiss of a woman reclaiming what was hers. It was reverent. Tender. Like she was kissing the ache out of me, like she needed to feel, right there on her lips, that I was still hers. I melted into it. Let it wash over me, slow and dissolving and true. The kind of kiss that says I missed you and I still know you and I’m still here.

But as my hand slid to her thigh and our bodies pressed more fully together, she pulled back, just enough to break the kiss but not the closeness. Her forehead rested against mine, and I felt her breath shudder in and out against my lips. Her voice, when it came, cracked under the weight of it.

“I can’t. Not yet.”

I blinked, pulling back just slightly. “Did I… did I do something wrong?”

Her hands came to my cheeks again, and she shook her head quickly, fiercely, like the question itself hurt her. “No. No, baby. You didn’t. You’re perfect. That’s the problem. If we keep going right now… I just think we need to talk first.”

The ache that bloomed in my chest was soft, but deep. And I understood.

She shifted so we were side by side, curled on our sides, hands still intertwined.

“I thought letting you go was the right thing,” she said softly, her eyes locked on the ceiling. “I told myself I was giving you what you needed. Giving you space. Letting you figure things out. I told myself I was being strong. That I was trusting you. But the second I walked into that apartment and saw you standing there, in that little dress, looking like you had become his perfect little housewife…”

Her voice broke. Her eyes welled, and she blinked quickly to push the tears back.

“I wanted to punch him for taking you. I wanted to scream. But mostly, I just wanted to wrap you in a blanket and tell you I was so, so sorry.” She turned toward me again, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I never want to lose you again.”

I pressed my forehead to hers, our noses brushing.

“You didn’t lose me,” I said. “I just… I had to find something.”

“Did you find it?” she whispered. “Tell me everything.”

I swallowed. “It’s hard to know where to start.”

“I thought this was what I wanted. That I needed this experience. And maybe I did. I needed answers. I’m not sure I found them exactly, but I think I found something else… closure—and acceptance.”

Serena didn’t say anything. Just brushed her fingers over my arm, waiting for me to continue.

“I’m sorry I left you and sorry if I hurt you, but I don’t regret it. I needed this weekend. I needed to discover myself. I needed to become Michelle for real.

“And I think I did. I think I understand myself better than ever now.”

I paused momentarily, summoning the last bit of courage that I needed to admit my truth. “I am Michelle. I don’t just want to be her—I need to.”

Serena pulled me tighter, resting her forehead against mine. “I know, baby,” she said softly. Through her touch I felt acceptance and love. “I want you to be Michelle if that’s what you want. As long as I get to keep you.”

“You always had me,” I said. “Even when I wasn’t sure who I was.”

There was a long silence then Serena whispered, “I was scared.”

I blinked. “You were?”

She nodded. “I was afraid I pushed you into something you weren’t ready for. Or maybe that I let you go too far. I kept wondering if I’d sent you to him too willingly. If I was just… letting someone else steal you.”

“You didn’t,” I whispered. “He didn’t. I don’t belong to him.”

“But you wanted to,” she said gently. “Even for a little while.”

I nodded. “Yeah. I did. And I think I needed to. Just to see. Just to know. To get it out of my mind.”

“And now you have?”

I let out a sigh as I smiled and nodded. “Yes, I have. Now I’m ready to be myself, my true self. And be with you, if you still want me as Michelle.”

“I want you. I don’t care how you dress or who you are. I want you, your soul, your being. You.”

She leaned in and kissed my cheek, then my lips. Soft, slow, full of promise.

“I love all of you,” she continued. “Not just the girl in makeup. Not just the boy I fell in love with. I want you. However she wants to be.”

Tears slid down my cheeks. Her fingers wiped them away.

“I love you, too,” I said.

We kissed again, our tears of happiness joining as they trickled down our cheeks.

When she finally pulled away she had a wry smile on her face. She tilted her head, smiling slyly. “But all that said,” she paused to grin. “I still expect you to dress up like the maid every now and then. Just so you know.”

I blinked, surprised—and then laughed, the tension between us cracking with it. “You liked that?”

“Are you kidding?” She grinned. “You were adorable. And sexy. You made me feel so wanted. So adored. I’ve never had anyone look at me like that while folding laundry before.”

I flushed. “I kind of… liked it too.”

“Good,” she said, stroking my cheek. “Because you’ll be doing it again. Not every day. Just… sometimes. When I want to feel like the goddess I am.”

“You always are,” I whispered. “And I’ll wear anything to prove it.”

She kissed me again—sweet and lingering.

“One more thing,” she started. “I want to close things. I want it to be just us. I think we’ve had enough exploration for now. I don’t want anyone else in our bed. I want to rediscover us. You and me. Michelle and Serena. Whatever shape it takes.”

I nodded, voice thick. “I want that too.”

And then she shifted slightly, a quiet rustle of fabric, and reached into the pocket of the cardigan she’d never taken off. When her hand came back, something small glinted in her fingers.

The key.

My key.

She held it between two fingers and grinned—not cruelly, not teasingly, but with that quiet spark that meant I’ve got you. And I’ve got plans.

“Well,” she said, voice low and playful, “what do you say, my sweet girl?”

I looked at her. At the woman I loved. At the woman who saw me.

And when I kissed her, it wasn’t to ask.

It was to answer.


Chapter 10
Becoming Us


The key glinted faintly in the golden light spilling across our bed, tiny and curved, delicate in Serena’s fingers. She didn’t move. Just let it dangle there for a moment, suspended between us, the silence holding its breath around it.

My heart beat slow and hard in my chest. That key wasn’t just metal—it was memory. A symbol of everything I’d surrendered, everything I’d held back, everything I had come to understand about who I was and what I wanted.

It had been the catalyst. The beginning and now, perhaps the end.

She looked at me—not with mischief or domination or even lust, though I could see a flicker of that too—but with devotion. Pure, quiet, undiluted love. The kind that saw everything I was and still wanted more. The kind that said I choose you, without hesitation.

When she spoke, her voice was low and steady, like a promise that had waited too long to be spoken. “Lie back, baby.”

I obeyed. Not because I had to. Not because she commanded it. Because I wanted to. Because she was mine, and I was hers, and this moment was sacred.

I sank into the pillows, my heart thundering, my legs trembling slightly as she moved beside me, the bed shifting under her weight. She set the key on the nightstand for a moment, then slowly pushed the hem of my dress upward, revealing my lacy panties, the curve of my thighs, the cage that had been locked over me for days.

Her fingers slid slowly along the edge of my panties, tracing the delicate lace, savoring the softness. Then she hooked them with care and eased them down—not with impatience, not with judgment, but with quiet acceptance. Like it didn’t matter what I was wearing. Only that it was me.

When her hand found the cage, she brushed it lightly and I gasped at the contact.

“You’ve been so good for me,” she murmured. “So patient. So brave.”

Her hand moved slowly, reverently, and I could feel my whole body trembling under her touch. The cage wasn’t just a device anymore—it was a part of this new truth between us.

But now, it was time for that part to open.

She reached for the key again, and I held my breath as she slid it into the lock. There was a soft click, impossibly loud in the quiet room, and then the tension released. The cage loosened. My cock—tender, flushed, painfully aroused—spilled free into the air. I moaned, the sensation almost too much after so long.

Her hand closed around me and I gasped, not just from the physical sensation, but from everything it meant. I wasn’t being teased. I wasn’t being punished. I was being held. Loved.

My body responded so violently, so immediately, it was almost embarrassing. But she didn’t laugh. She watched. She saw. And I think in that moment, she finally understood what it meant for me to be this way—not just a performance, but a truth.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “So hard for me. So eager.”

I whimpered, hips lifting involuntarily into her hand, and her thumb swirled once across the head before retreating, denying me what I craved most. My hips dropped. I whimpered again.

But she just smiled.

“I want you slow tonight,” she said. “I want to remember every inch of you. I want it to feel like our first time.”

“It does,” I whispered, voice hoarse with emotion. “It is.”

Her eyes shimmered, and then she bent down, pressing her mouth to mine in a kiss that melted every part of me. Her body shifted over me, warm and alive and present, the weight of her comfort and strength settling against me like something I’d been missing without knowing it.

Her hand returned to my cock, now bare and exposed, and began to stroke me slowly. No urgency. Just deep, measured pleasure, her eyes never leaving mine. My hands slid up the sides of her body, fingertips memorizing the curves I had longed to feel again, the places where she softened, where she tensed, where she breathed for both of us.

When she straddled me, I thought I might cry. But she didn’t rush. Before guiding me inside her, she sat up slightly, her thighs gripping my waist, and leaned down to kiss my chest, my neck, the hollow of my throat. Her hands roamed slowly—over my stomach, down my sides—until she reached between my legs and stroked me again, softly, lovingly.

I was already painfully hard, my cock twitching with need, but she lingered, circling the head with her thumb, watching me unravel beneath her.

“You’ve been so patient,” she whispered, voice thick with emotion. “Now I want to feel you… all of you.”

And then she guided me in. Slowly. Inch by inch. Her body took me like a secret remembered, like a part of her that had been waiting to be filled again.

We both gasped. She paused when she was fully seated, breathing deep, her hands braced on my chest. I reached up to hold her face. Her eyes were closed, her brow furrowed—not with pain, but with depth. With weight.

“God,” I whispered. “You feel so good.”

Her hands slid up my chest, her hips rolling into mine as she began to move —not rushed, not tentative, just right. I held her hips and looked up at her like I had the first time, that night so long ago, when she’d pinned me beneath her and told me I was beautiful even when I couldn’t believe it.

This time, I did.

I believed it because she saw it in me.

Because I felt it in her.

We moved like we had done it a thousand times, and like we’d been waiting our whole lives to do it right. Every touch was reverent—but every thrust was desperate. Hungry. Her hips ground down on mine, each roll slower, deeper, and then again, faster, rougher, like she couldn’t get close enough. Her hands were everywhere—gripping my wrists, tugging at my hair, pressing into my hips as if to pin me in place, to keep me close.

Not to claim me. Just to hold me. To feel all of me.

I moaned against her lips as she moved above me, our kisses breaking and reforming between breaths. Her tongue tasted of heat and something far more intoxicating—love. She kissed me like she’d waited a lifetime to taste me again.

We moved like we were remembering something ancient and holy. Her rhythm was slow at first, and then more urgent. Every thrust coaxed something deeper out of me—sounds, feelings, need I didn’t know how to put into words.

“You’re beautiful,” she whispered, bending down to kiss me. “All of you. Every version. Every layer.”

I whimpered beneath her, the pressure building fast, my breath breaking in gasps.

“I’m close,” I moaned, voice cracking. “So close…”

“I know,” she whispered, eyes locked on mine, hips never slowing. “Hold it for me. I’m not ready for this to end yet.”

I tried.

God, I tried.

I gritted my teeth, my fingers digging into her thighs, every muscle in my body trembling. My cock throbbed violently inside her, swollen and aching, desperate to release. My breath came in sharp gasps, my vision tunneling.

“Please,” I whimpered. “Serena—I can’t⁠—”

“You can,” she murmured, bending to kiss my jaw, my throat, my lips. “Just a little more. You’re doing so good.”

Her words poured through me like fire and silk. I clung to her, my nails raking gently down her back as my hips bucked upward. She was so wet, so hot around me, her walls squeezing in rhythmic pulses that nearly unraveled me.

Then she leaned in, pressing her forehead to mine, her voice low and shaking with her own need.

“Now,” she whispered. “Let go, baby. Let it all go.”

The command hit like a lightning strike.

My orgasm tore through me, violent and raw. I gasped—no, cried out—as my whole body arched, every nerve alight. My cock pulsed inside her in deep, aching waves, and I swore I could feel each spurt leaving me, filling her, making me hers in the most intimate way possible.

She moaned when she felt it—deep and guttural—and I saw her lose control.

Her own climax overtook her in perfect sync, her hips grinding into mine one final time before her body locked up. She threw her head back with a strangled gasp, her mouth falling open as her inner muscles clenched and fluttered around me, milking every last drop of me. Her thighs quivered. Her hands fisted the sheets beside my shoulders.

We were shaking. Moaning. Breathless and utterly consumed.

She collapsed against me, her body damp with sweat, her hair falling around us like a curtain. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close, feeling the aftershocks ripple through her as I trembled beneath her, emptied and undone.

And still—neither of us let go.

She stayed on top of me, our bodies locked, our hearts pounding in the same rhythm.

“I love you,” she said, pushing herself up to look at me. “So much.”

“I love you too.”

“I missed this. I missed you.”

“I’m here. I’m yours.”

In that exact moment, I knew—I didn’t need anything else.

Not permission. Not definition. Not certainty.

Just her.

Just us.

She pulled back eventually, collapsing beside me, our fingers instantly finding each other’s again. She curled into me, her head resting on my chest, one leg thrown over mine. My hand ran slowly up and down her spine.

The silence between us was sacred. Golden.

I tilted my head and kissed the top of hers. “Do you remember the first time?” I whispered.

She smiled. “When I thought you were cheating on me so I made you lock yourself up?”

I laughed softly. “No, the other first time.”

She tilted her head to look up at me. “When I told you you looked beautiful, even though you couldn’t believe it?”

I nodded.

She reached up and touched my face. “You believe it now, don’t you?”

I paused, breath catching.

“Yes,” I said. “Because I finally feel like me.”

She kissed me again—soft and sure. And we just lay there, tangled and warm, until the world drifted away.

And for the first time, I didn’t feel like I was trying to become anything. I didn’t worry about what I was wearing or what people were thinking about me.

I was who I was.

And for the first time, I wasn’t becoming anything. I was simply Michelle. Free. Loved. Whole. And I was happy.


Epilogue


The Next Step

The light in the apartment had faded to that soft, dreamy gold that only comes after a long, meaningful day—the kind of light that kisses everything in amber and makes even dust motes look like memories.

We silently lay in bed for a long time after, wrapped in the warmth of each other’s skin, hearts still tangled from the storm we’d weathered and the love we’d rediscovered.

Eventually, Serena shifted beside me, her cheek still resting on my chest. “Do you want to open it now?” she asked softly.

It took me a second to remember what she meant.

The box.

Henry’s box.

I nodded slowly, my chest tightening again—but not with dread this time. Just a fragile curiosity. Reverence, maybe.

I sat up and pulled the blanket around my waist as she rose with me, her fingers brushing lightly over my knee as she reached across the nightstand.

The box was small. Elegant. Polished walnut, smooth and warm to the touch, with a brass clasp and a faint scent of cedar when I opened the lid. On top, folded carefully on ivory stationery, was a note written in Henry’s unmistakably neat handwriting.

I took a breath and unfolded it, the paper crisp between my fingers.

Michelle,

Don’t question yourself. You have always known what you want. You simply needed permission to admit it—and the courage to live it.

She is you. She always has been. Embrace her. Love her. Let her love you back.

Thank you for letting me witness this part of your becoming. For trusting me with your vulnerability. For allowing me, briefly, to shape something sacred within you.

But that chapter has passed. And now, it’s time for you to take the next step—I trust you know what that is.

I hope this helps you find the words.

— H

My throat closed. The note trembled in my hands as I folded it again, slowly, deliberately, and set it aside on the nightstand like something too valuable to leave forgotten.

I looked at Serena. Her eyes were wet. Not crying. Just full.

“That’s so sweet. But what’s the next step he mentioned?” she asked softly.

I didn’t answer.

Instead, I opened the box and lifted the velvet beneath the letter.

There, nestled in a small carved hollow, was a ring.

Not just a ring. An engagement ring.

Delicate and understated—thin platinum, a marquise-cut diamond held by six small prongs, flanked by two smaller stones that glinted in the fading light like stars.

It was elegant without being loud. Feminine. Bold. Timeless.

Like her.

Like us.

Serena’s breath caught—sharp, surprised, soft with wonder.

“Is that⁠—?”

I nodded once, then slid off the bed.

I paused there at the edge of the mattress, the box still open behind me, the ring cool in my hand. The blanket clung to my hips, my skin bare beneath it, and yet for the first time, I didn’t feel exposed.

I felt... seen.

And I realized something:

I had awoken the night she caught me in lace and didn’t run.

I had transformed in the weeks that followed—through every whispered command, every aching night, every uncertain truth.

And here, in this quiet room filled with candlelight and love, I had surrendered.

Not to her. Not to Henry. But to myself.

And now I knew exactly what came next.

I looked down at the woman who had seen me through every shape I had ever taken—who had never let go, even when I had tried to disappear.

I dropped to my knees.

She gasped, but didn’t speak.

I reached for her hand, held it in mine, and looked into her eyes.

“I don’t have all the answers,” I said softly. “I don’t know what the future holds. I don’t know who I’ll be in a year or what I’ll want or how this will all keep changing. But I know that I want you next to me while I find out. I know that loving you has made me braver than I’ve ever been. I know that you came for me when I was lost. And I know I want to come home to you—with you—every single day.”

Her lip trembled.

“I want to be yours,” I whispered. “Truly. Officially. Forever.”

I held up the ring.

“Will you marry me?”

The silence that followed felt eternal. Like time stopped to watch.

And then she laughed—this beautiful, shaking, teary laugh that broke into a sob as she nodded, furiously, collapsing onto her knees and pulling me into her arms before I could even slide the ring onto her finger.

“Yes,” she whispered against my cheek. “Yes. Yes. A thousand times yes.”

We stayed there, on the floor by our bed, arms wrapped around each other, forehead to forehead, hearts pressed close.

The ring caught the last flicker of light before dusk swallowed it whole.

And we knew⁠—

This wasn’t the end.

It was the beginning.
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Feminization Camp

Neil and his wife Daphne have finally reached a breaking point in their relationship. After years of Neil playing the traditional "man" role and leaving all the household chores to Daphne, she's had enough. She gives Neil an ultimatum: Attend Camp Transcendence, or their marriage is over.

Feeling resentful but with no other choice, Neil begrudgingly agrees to go to the camp, thinking it might be a nice escape. Little does he know that Cindy and the other counselors are determined to keep him busy and teach him what it truly means to embrace femininity. It's going to be a transformative experience for Neil, whether he likes it or not.

[image: ]


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold: Feminized and Shared

Away from his wife on a three week business trip, Sam is ready to give into his building urges. After months sharing his wife with other men, he longs to learn how it feels to be like her, beautiful and desired.

But a surprise visit from his wife, Rachel, changes everything. When she discovers his secret, she’s not mad, she’s delighted. She helps Sam on his new path towards feminization and together they hunt for a new man, one they can share together.
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Jack and Maya are deeply in love and living a perfect life together. Or so Jack thinks. Maya has a secret she has been hiding; she has recently admitted to herself that she is a lesbian, but hasn't told Jack in fear of losing him. So in order to keep him, Maya develops a plan.

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

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

Follow along the story of Jack as he becomes dominated by his girlfriend and transformed into Jackie, a submissive sissy who is always eager to please his girlfriend.
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