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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.
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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…
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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.
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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.
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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.”
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.”
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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.
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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.
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Little does Nick realize the familiarity he will soon have with Sam’s lingerie and the surprises that await him, as Sam unveils her secret plans, forever altering the course of their relationship.
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A Mile in Her Shoes

There are a lot of things in life that Dave takes for granted. One of those things is his beautiful wife, Sarah. One morning when she’s telling him about her fun night out with her girlfriends and how other men had paid for their entire night of drinks and fun, Dave finally loses his cool. He rants about how she gets everything handed to her because she’s a sexy woman.

That doesn’t sit well with Sarah, however. She’s tired of him taking her beauty for granted and minimizing the efforts she puts into looking so good. To get him to see the truth she will have to teach him a lesson. A lesson about what it really means to feel like a beautiful woman.

Follow along with the complete story of Sarah’s lessons to teach Dave and transform him from unappreciative man to understanding woman.
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Training for Sissies

When Daniel accidentally signs up for sissy training while searching for physical training, he’s in for the surprise of his life. But it’s too late to stop. Daniel quickly, and eagerly, succumbs to the demands of his new trainers and mistresses, Scarlett and Ruby. Through their physical and mental training, Daniel quickly learns the in and outs of the sissy lifestyle. And he likes it.

Follow Daniel through his ten week sissy training course as transforms into Danielle, the obedient and subservient sissy, and learns that his accidental enrollment was no accident at all. It was his destiny.

[image: ]


For more chastity, sissy, and sissy maid stories, please check out https://www.tiffanychastain.com/ to find Tiffany’s complete catalog!
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