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CHAPTER 1

Maddie had never considered herself the suspicious girlfriend type. She didn't check Nick's phone, question him about female coworkers, or go looking for reasons to doubt him. 

They had been dating for nearly two years, and although their relationship wasn't perfect, she'd never seriously questioned his fidelity. That was why finding another woman's panties tangled in his bedsheets came as such an unpleasant surprise.

It was Thursday afternoon, and Nick had been away on business since Monday. Maddie had agreed to stop by his house each day to feed his cat, Oliver, and collect the mail. 

She had her own apartment across town, but she spent enough nights at Nick's place to know her way around almost as well as he did. With Nick returning Friday morning, she decided to straighten up before he got home.

"Oliver! Your favorite human is here!" she announced, dropping her purse on the kitchen counter.

A large orange tabby emerged from the hallway and stretched extravagantly. He regarded her with the expression of someone who had been abandoned for several years rather than twenty-four hours. Maddie scratched behind his ears and emptied another portion of expensive cat food into his bowl. While Oliver enthusiastically attacked his dinner, she wandered through the house gathering laundry.

Nick was reasonably tidy, although his definition of housekeeping generally involved moving clutter from one location to another. Maddie decided to throw in a load while she was there. It would be a nice surprise when he returned. She was separating the whites from the colors when something pink caught her attention.

At first, she assumed it was hers. She occasionally left clothing at Nick's house, and she certainly owned more than her share of pink underwear. But when she pulled the garment free from a tangled bedsheet, she knew immediately it wasn't hers.

It was a pair of frilly pink panties trimmed with white lace and decorated with a tiny satin bow.

"What the hell?" She held the panties by their waistband and examined them. They were unusually delicate and far more elaborate than anything she wore on an ordinary day. The label revealed they were a size large, considerably bigger than anything in her underwear drawer.

Her first thought was that Nick had been cheating on her. Her second was that whoever he'd been cheating with had terrible taste in lingerie. Maddie sat on the washing machine and tried to remember whether Nick had mentioned a friend staying over. Nothing came to mind.

"Oh, you son of a bitch."

She reached for her phone, intending to call him immediately, but stopped before pressing his number. What was she going to say? That she'd found a pair of panties in his laundry? He could claim they belonged to an old girlfriend or that someone had accidentally left them behind months ago. She needed more than a suspicious pair of underwear before confronting him.

Maddie left the panties on the washing machine and marched into the bedroom. She searched the closet, dresser, and bathroom for evidence of another woman. There were no unfamiliar cosmetics, forgotten earrings, or mysterious toothbrushes. After nearly twenty minutes, she'd found nothing.

"Where are you hiding her stuff, Nick?" she muttered.

She was beginning to wonder whether she'd overreacted when she remembered the garage. Nick spent considerable time tinkering with electronics and repairing things that weren't broken. His garage was an organized disaster of shelves, storage bins, and old computer components. Against one wall stood an enormous red tool chest that he treated like a sacred monument.

"All right, mister. Let's see what you've been up to."

The first few drawers contained exactly what she expected: screwdrivers, socket wrenches, drill bits, and enough miscellaneous hardware to assemble a small spacecraft. The middle drawers held electrical equipment and neatly labeled containers. Nothing suggested Nick had been conducting a secret affair.

She was about to give up when she noticed the bottom drawer. Unlike the others, it had a small keyhole. Maddie tugged on the handle, but it wouldn't budge. A quick search of the nearby workbench turned up a small brass key tucked inside a magnetic parts tray.

"Subtle, Nick."

The key slipped into the lock. Maddie turned it and pulled open the drawer, expecting something expensive or perhaps a collection of important documents.

Instead, she found an enormous assortment of women's clothing.

"What in the actual hell?"

The drawer was deeper than she'd expected, and nearly every inch was packed with carefully folded garments. There were silky blouses, short skirts, delicate camisoles, stockings, and elaborate lingerie. A pair of black high heels rested along one side, with another pair in bright pink tucked beneath a sweater. Two long wigs were sealed inside transparent storage bags.

Maddie lifted out a pink satin nightdress covered in lace. Beneath it lay a black pleated miniskirt and a white blouse with puffed sleeves. There was also a matching set of pink lingerie. She spread the garments across the workbench, astonished by how much Nick had managed to cram into one drawer.

This wasn't a forgotten overnight bag belonging to some mysterious girlfriend. It was an entire wardrobe, carefully assembled and maintained in secret. Everything had been neatly folded and protected from dust.

Then she noticed the sizes.

The skirt was a large. So was the blouse. The nightdress was an extra-large, and the stockings were designed for someone considerably taller than Maddie. She picked up one of the high heels and turned it over.

Size eleven.

"That's a pretty big foot for a girl."

An uncomfortable possibility began forming in her mind. She checked the skirt's waistband and examined the blouse. Both appeared suspiciously close to Nick's measurements. Digging deeper, she discovered a cosmetics case filled with makeup, false eyelashes, and several shades of lipstick.

There were bracelets, clip-on earrings, and a surprisingly convincing pair of artificial breasts designed to fit inside a bra. A black storage pouch contained several adult toys and a bottle of lubricant. Some items were familiar, while others were unlike anything she'd encountered before. Whatever Nick had been hiding, it was far more elaborate than she'd imagined.

"Oh, Nick. What have you been doing?"

She picked up the pink skirt and held it against herself. It was much too large around the waist. Nick was approximately six feet tall and reasonably fit, but he'd never expressed the slightest interest in wearing women's clothing. Maddie tried to picture him in the skirt and nearly laughed at the absurdity.

"No way."

Yet the possibility was becoming difficult to ignore. The sizes, the wigs, the makeup, and the elaborate secrecy all pointed toward an explanation she wasn't quite ready to believe. She gathered the collection and carried it into the house, spreading everything across the dining room table.

There was one more place she could look for answers.

Nick's computer.

She knew his password because he'd given it to her months earlier when she needed to print something. Searching his browsing history was crossing a boundary, and she knew it. But she'd already gone through his garage, and she wasn't about to stop without finding out what was happening. She sat at his desk and opened the browser.

After scrolling past several ordinary websites, she noticed a series of unfamiliar pages with unusually suggestive names. She clicked on one.

A website devoted to feminization appeared on the screen. It featured articles about men who enjoyed wearing women's clothing and adopting feminine identities. Photographs showed men in elaborate outfits with makeup, wigs, and high heels. Some looked like amateur costume enthusiasts, while others had created remarkably convincing feminine appearances.

Another page introduced her to something called sissification. She learned that some men enjoyed being feminized as part of a dominant-submissive relationship, often involving feminine clothing, obedience, domestic service, chastity, and humiliation. The women who participated were frequently referred to as Mistresses.

"Well, I'll be damned."

Suddenly, the collection in the garage made sense. Nick wasn't necessarily having an affair. He might have been secretly dressing as a woman and fantasizing about submitting to a dominant female partner. Judging by the amount of material he'd been indulging; this was hardly a passing curiosity.

Maddie found a video interview with a professional dominatrix. She expected someone wearing leather and wielding a whip, but the woman appeared in an elegant black blouse and tailored trousers. She spoke confidently about trust and communication between dominant and submissive partners. Her authority seemed effortless, and Maddie found herself admiring the woman's composure.

Another video featured a couple discussing how feminization had become part of their relationship. The boyfriend admitted he'd spent years hiding his desires because he feared rejection. 

His girlfriend had initially been surprised but eventually discovered she enjoyed choosing his outfits and establishing playful rules. Over time, they'd developed a relationship in which she took the dominant role.

"Why didn't you just tell me?" Maddie asked aloud.

She could guess the answer. Nick had always been reserved about discussing his fantasies, even after two years together. Whenever she asked what he wanted to try, he usually shrugged and insisted he didn't have anything particularly unusual in mind. Apparently, he'd been holding back quite a bit.

She remembered how accommodating he'd always been. Nick rarely argued over restaurant choices and happily let her plan their weekends. Once, after he'd spent an afternoon assembling furniture in her apartment, she'd jokingly called him her personal assistant. He'd laughed and performed an exaggerated bow.

"Anything for you, Your Majesty," he'd said.

At the time, she'd dismissed it as another of his jokes. Now she wondered whether he'd been quietly hoping she would take charge of other aspects of their relationship. Had there been hints she'd never recognized? The possibility intrigued her.

Maddie continued reading about women who explored dominant roles with their partners. Some began by choosing their partner's clothing or assigning household tasks. Others established rules and playful titles that became part of their everyday relationships. It was an arrangement she'd never seriously considered, but the more she read, the more she wondered whether it might appeal to her.

She had no interest in making Nick miserable or ashamed of something he apparently enjoyed. But the idea of deciding what he wore and how he presented himself was unexpectedly appealing. She imagined him standing before her in the pink skirt and matching blouse she'd discovered in the garage. Would he be embarrassed? Would he secretly enjoy having her choose his outfit?

And what would he do if she looked him directly in the eye and told him to call her Mistress?

"Oh, you have been keeping secrets," she murmured, smiling to herself.

By the time she closed the browser, her suspicions had given way to an entirely different kind of curiosity. She wasn't ready to declare herself a Mistress, but the prospect no longer seemed ridiculous. In fact, she was beginning to find it rather exciting. Perhaps Nick wasn't the only one in their relationship with unexplored interests.

She returned to the dining room and surveyed the collection spread across the table. What had initially looked like evidence of infidelity now represented a side of Nick she'd never known existed. She picked up the original pair of pink panties and examined the lace trim and tiny satin bow.

They were almost absurdly feminine, especially for a man who considered a plain blue shirt an adventurous fashion statement. Maddie imagined him wearing them beneath his ordinary clothes and laughed. How many times had he been sitting across from her at dinner while secretly wearing something like this?

"Well, sweetheart, you've got some explaining to do."

Her phone buzzed. A message from Nick appeared on the screen.

Hey, babe. Just finished my last meeting. Flying home tonight. Should be back around nine tomorrow morning. Thanks again for taking care of Oliver. Love you!

Maddie typed her reply.

Oliver's fine. Everything's good here. Looking forward to seeing you tomorrow. Love you too.

She almost added that they needed to talk but decided against it. Why warn him? She wanted to see his reaction when he discovered his carefully guarded secret was no longer a secret. Nick had always been remarkably good at talking his way out of awkward situations, but she doubted he'd ever faced anything quite like this.

Maddie began arranging the garments more deliberately. She placed the skirts and blouses on one side of the dining room table and spread the lingerie across the center. The wigs and shoes went nearby, with the cosmetics case beside the accessories. She left the adult toys together at the far end.

When she finished, the display resembled an unusually elaborate department store arrangement, although she doubted any respectable retailer would present its merchandise quite this way. She stepped back to admire her handiwork and imagined Nick walking through the door tomorrow morning.

He would undoubtedly be embarrassed, perhaps even terrified she'd decided to break up with him. She intended to reassure him, but she wasn't about to let him escape without an explanation. He'd been keeping an enormous secret from her, and she wanted to understand why. More importantly, she wanted to know whether he'd ever imagined sharing these fantasies with her.

Before leaving, Maddie checked Oliver's food and water. The cat followed her toward the front door, apparently hoping for another meal. She scratched his head, told him to behave himself until morning, and collected her purse. Then she glanced back toward the dining room.

Nick had spent who knew how long hiding his secret collection, and tomorrow he would undoubtedly invent a dozen excuses to explain it away. Maddie smiled as she imagined his reaction when she asked him to put on the pink panties.

After all, if her boyfriend secretly wanted a Mistress, she was beginning to think he might have found one.


CHAPTER 2

Nick knew something was wrong the moment he stepped through the front door. His suitcase was barely over the threshold when he noticed Maddie's car keys on the entryway table. She was supposed to be at work, not waiting for him at nine o'clock on a Friday morning. Hearing the clink of a coffee cup from the dining room, he called out to her.

"Hey, babe! I didn't know you were coming over this morning."

"I'm in here," Maddie answered. "Come join me. We need to talk."

Nick smiled at the sound of her voice. After four days of tedious meetings and overpriced hotel food, spending the morning with his girlfriend sounded wonderful. He left his suitcase beside the door and headed toward the dining room, already thinking about suggesting breakfast at their favorite café.

He stopped so abruptly that he nearly stumbled.

Every secret he'd spent years concealing was spread across his dining room table. Skirts, blouses, lingerie, wigs, and high heels were arranged in neat rows. His cosmetics case sat beside several accessories he'd purchased online. At the far end was the black storage pouch he'd kept buried beneath everything else in his garage tool chest.

Maddie sat at the head of the table with a cup of coffee. She wore jeans and a fitted black sweater, looking perfectly comfortable in the middle of what Nick immediately recognized as the worst moment of his life. She took another sip before setting the cup down.

"Good morning, sweetheart. How was your flight?"

Nick stared at the table, struggling to find something to say. He glanced toward the garage door and then back at Maddie, wondering how she'd discovered the one drawer he always kept locked.

"Maddie, what is all this?"

"That's an interesting question. I was hoping you could tell me."

He approached the table and picked up a pink satin nightdress. "Where did you find these things?"

"In your garage. Bottom drawer of the big red tool chest. Very clever hiding place, by the way. I almost missed it."

Nick dropped the nightdress. "You went through my tool chest?"

"Yes, Nick. I did. And before you ask, I also found the key."

"But why would you do that?"

Maddie reached beside her coffee cup and held up a pair of frilly pink panties by the waistband, giving them a little shake.

"Because I found these in your laundry yesterday. Care to explain why another woman's panties were tangled up in your bedsheets?"

Nick recognized them immediately. He'd worn those panties the night before leaving for his business trip and forgotten them when he stripped the bed. After years of carefully hiding everything, one ridiculous oversight had exposed his entire secret.

"Those aren't mine," he blurted.

"Really? Because they were in your laundry."

"I mean, they're not what you think."

"And what exactly do I think?"

Nick looked at the table. There was no sensible explanation, but admitting the truth seemed impossible. He desperately searched for an excuse and seized upon the first one that sounded remotely plausible.

"They belong to a friend."

Maddie raised an eyebrow. "A friend?"

"Yeah. A friend of mine needed somewhere to store some stuff."

"All of this stuff?"

"Well, not all of it. Some of it."

She picked up a pair of black high heels. "Your friend wears size eleven women's shoes?"

"He's got big feet."

"He's?"

Nick realized his mistake. "I mean, she. It's a woman. A female friend."

Maddie examined the shoes before returning them to the table. "So you have a female friend who wears size eleven heels and keeps her lingerie in your garage?"

"It's complicated."

"I'll bet it is."

Nick pulled out a chair but didn't sit down. He was beginning to perspire beneath his business shirt, and his collar felt uncomfortably tight. Maddie seemed remarkably calm for someone who had apparently discovered evidence of another woman in her boyfriend's house. Somehow, that made everything worse.

"Look, I can explain."

"Please do. I've been looking forward to it."

"The clothes aren't what they look like."

"They look like women's clothes, Nick."

"Well, yes, but there's a reason they're here."

"Then tell me the reason."

His gaze drifted toward the far end of the table, where several adult toys were arranged beside his cosmetics case. Maddie noticed and picked up one of the unopened packages.

"And these? Do they belong to your mysterious friend too?"

"I don't know anything about those."

"Really? You don't know how they got into your locked tool chest?"

"Maybe somebody put them there."

Maddie set the package down and folded her hands. "Nick, sweetheart, are you seriously suggesting that somebody broke into your garage and filled your tool chest with women's lingerie and sex toys?"

He finally sat down. "When you say it like that, it sounds ridiculous."

"That's because it is ridiculous."

Nick rubbed his forehead. He'd imagined this confrontation before, usually during sleepless nights when he worried that Maddie might discover his secret. In those imaginary conversations, he always managed to explain himself with dignity. The reality was proving considerably less impressive.

"Are you going to break up with me?" he asked.

Maddie's expression changed. Until that moment, she'd been enjoying his increasingly absurd excuses. But the fear in his voice made her realize he genuinely believed their relationship might be over.

"Nick, look at me."

He reluctantly raised his eyes.

"I'm not breaking up with you. But I would appreciate it if you'd stop treating me like an idiot. I know those clothes belong to you."

Nick swallowed. "How could you possibly know that?"

"Because everything is your size. Because you've got makeup and wigs hidden with the clothes. And because I looked at your computer."

He stared at her. "You did what?"

"I checked your browsing history."

"Maddie!"

"I know. I shouldn't have gone through your things without asking. I thought you were cheating on me, and I wanted to know what was happening. I'm not going to pretend it was the right thing to do."

Nick pushed his chair back. "You had no right to go through my computer!"

"You're right. I didn't. But now that I've seen what's there, I think we need to talk about it."

He stood and paced toward the kitchen. Finding his clothing was bad enough, but knowing she'd seen his browsing history was infinitely worse. He thought about the websites he'd visited and the videos he'd watched. Every private fantasy he'd carefully concealed was now something Maddie knew about.

"How much did you see?" he asked.

"Enough."

"What does that mean?"

"It means I know about the sissification websites, the feminization videos, and the women who call themselves Mistresses. I also know you've been reading about chastity and submissive relationships."

Nick closed his eyes. "Oh, God."

Maddie rose and approached him. "Nick, I'm not trying to humiliate you. I want to understand why you've been hiding this from me."

"Because it's embarrassing!"

"Obviously. But embarrassing doesn't automatically mean terrible."

"You don't understand."

"Then help me understand."

Nick turned toward the kitchen window. Oliver was sleeping on the back of the sofa, completely indifferent to the disaster unfolding around him. Nick wished he could disappear just as easily. He'd spent years keeping this part of himself separate from his everyday life, and now he had no idea how to explain it to the woman he loved.

"I've been doing it for a long time," he finally admitted.

Maddie waited.

"Since before we met. I started buying a few things online and trying them on when I was alone. At first, it was just underwear. Then I bought a skirt and a blouse. Eventually, I started experimenting with makeup and wigs."

"So you actually wear all these things?"

"Sometimes."

"How often?"

Nick hesitated. "Whenever I get the chance."

Maddie considered his answer. "And you enjoy it?"

He looked at her in disbelief. "Maddie, please."

"I'm asking because I want to know."

"Yes," he admitted. "I enjoy it."

She returned to the dining room and picked up the pink panties. "Including these?"

Nick glanced at them and nodded.

"Then why did you tell me they belonged to someone else?"

"Because I thought you'd think I was some kind of freak."

Maddie placed the panties on the table. "Nick, I've known you for two years. Finding out you like wearing lingerie doesn't erase everything else I know about you."

"It's not just the clothes," he said quietly.

"I figured that out."

He glanced toward the computer in the adjoining room. "You saw the websites."

"Yes."

"Then you know."

"I know what you've been researching. That doesn't mean I know what you actually want."

Nick sat down again. He was exhausted from his flight and drained by the confrontation, yet Maddie wasn't shouting or threatening to leave. She seemed genuinely interested in understanding him, which was almost harder to believe than her discovering the clothes.

"I like the idea of being feminine," he explained. "Not all the time, necessarily. Just sometimes. I like the clothes and the way they make me feel. And I guess I like the idea of somebody else taking charge."

"A woman?"

He nodded.

"A dominant woman?"

"Yes."

Maddie pulled out the chair beside him. "Someone who tells you what to wear and gives you instructions?"

Nick shifted uncomfortably. "Something like that."

"Someone you might call Mistress?"

He looked at her sharply. "You really watched those videos?"

"I did. Some of them were rather interesting."

Nick stared at her. "Interesting?"

"Yes, Nick. Interesting. Is that so difficult to believe?"

"Considering what's on that table, I thought you'd be horrified."

"I was certainly surprised. But after I started learning about it, I realized there were aspects I hadn't considered before."

Maddie leaned back and studied him. She'd expected embarrassment and denial but hadn't anticipated how frightened he would be of losing her respect. His vulnerability tempered her mischievous mood, although it did nothing to diminish her curiosity.

"Can I ask you something personal?" she said.

Nick gave a weary laugh. "I think we're a little past that point."

"Have you ever imagined me being your Mistress?"

He immediately looked away. "Maddie."

"That's not an answer."

"I don't know."

"Nick, you either have or you haven't."

He examined his hands before speaking. "Yes. A few times."

"A few times?"

"More than a few."

Maddie smiled. "Well, that's flattering."

He looked up in disbelief. "Flattering?"

"Of course. You could fantasize about anybody, but apparently you've been imagining me."

"It's not that simple."

"I'm sure it isn't. But I'd rather you tell me what you want than spend another two years hiding half your wardrobe in the garage."

Nick studied her expression. "You're really not disgusted?"

"No. I'm curious."

"About what?"

"About you. About this whole Sissy thing. And maybe about what it would be like if I took charge once in a while."

Nick could hardly believe what he was hearing. He'd imagined Maddie discovering his secret hundreds of times, but never once had he expected her to respond with enthusiasm.

"Are you making fun of me?"

"No, sweetheart. I'm being serious."

She reached across the table and took his hand. "I love you, Nick. I don't know exactly what all this means for us, but I'm willing to find out. The question is whether you're willing to stop hiding from me."

He squeezed her hand. "I want to. I'm just not sure how."

"Then we can start with something simple."

Maddie released his hand and picked up the pink panties. She held them against his waist, examining them with the same concentration she might have given a new dress in a boutique. Nick glanced down at the garment and then toward the doorway, as though someone might unexpectedly walk into his house.

"Those are rather cute," she observed. "A little frilly for my taste, but I can see why you bought them."

Nick managed a nervous laugh. "You think so?"

"I do. Although I have to admit, I never expected to discover that my boyfriend has a more elaborate lingerie collection than I do."

"Maddie!"

"What? It's true."

She set the panties down and returned to her chair. "Would you be comfortable wearing them in front of me?"

Nick hesitated. "You mean right now?"

"Not unless you want to. I'm asking whether that's something you'd be interested in trying."

He looked at the panties again. Having Maddie see him dressed in women's underwear was an intimidating prospect, but it was also something he'd secretly imagined for years. He'd certainly never expected her to suggest it herself.

"I think I'd like that," he admitted.

Maddie's smile widened. "Good. Because I have a proposition for you."

Nick raised an eyebrow. "What kind of proposition?"

"I've been thinking about what I learned yesterday. I even did a little more research after I got home. There are couples who explore this sort of thing together, and some of them seem perfectly happy."

"Okay."

"So why couldn't we try it?"

Nick stared at her. "Try what?"

"Your feminization fantasies. Me taking charge. The whole Mistress and Sissy arrangement."

He looked from Maddie to the clothing spread across the table. "You actually want to do that?"

"I think I might. But I don't want to pretend I'm an expert. We'd both be learning."

Nick took a moment to absorb what she was offering. Maddie wasn't merely accepting his secret. She was suggesting they explore it together, something he'd never dared ask her to do.

"What exactly did you have in mind?" he asked.

"Well, we've got the entire weekend ahead of us. We could start with a makeover and see how you feel about letting me choose your clothes. Maybe we could try some of those rules I read about."

"Rules?"

"Simple things. Nothing we haven't agreed on first. I might ask you to help around the house or call me Mistress when we're playing."

Nick gave a nervous laugh. "You really have been doing your homework."

"I told you I was curious."

Maddie became more serious. "But there are a few things we need to establish. If we're going to try this, I want us to be honest with each other. No more ridiculous stories about mysterious friends leaving their lingerie in the garage. And if either of us doesn't like something, we say so."

Nick nodded. "That sounds fair."

"Good. Because I don't want you agreeing to things just because you're afraid I'll leave you."

"I'm not."

"Nick, you spent the first ten minutes of this conversation trying to convince me somebody broke into your garage and planted women's underwear in your tool chest."

He laughed despite himself. "All right. Maybe I panicked a little."

"A little?"

"Fine. A lot."

Maddie reached for the pink skirt and matching blouse. She held them up, studying the combination with a critical eye. The blouse was attractive enough, but the skirt was shorter than anything she'd normally choose. She wondered whether he'd purchased them as an outfit or simply because he liked the way they looked.

"Did you choose these to go together?" she asked.

Nick nodded. "Yeah. I thought they'd look cute."

"Well, at least you've got an eye for coordinating colors."

"Thanks. I think."

She held the clothes against him and stepped back to judge the proportions. Nick stood awkwardly with his arms at his sides, unsure whether to laugh or protest. Maddie, meanwhile, seemed perfectly comfortable examining him like a mannequin awaiting a new outfit.

"I think we could do better with the blouse," she decided. "But the skirt might work. And that blonde wig could be fun."

Nick stared at her. "You're really planning to dress me up?"

"Only if you want me to."

He looked down at the clothes and considered the question. "I do."

Maddie set the outfit on the table and folded her arms. "Then I have one more question."

"What?"

"Do you want me to be your Mistress, Nick?"

He looked into her eyes. For years, he'd imagined someone asking him that question, and in his fantasies, the answer always came easily. Now that Maddie was standing before him, admitting what he wanted required considerably more courage.

"Yes," he said. "I think I do."

Maddie smiled and reached for his hand. "Then we'll give it a try. No promises about how far we'll go, and no pretending either of us knows everything. We'll figure it out together."

Nick nodded. "I'd like that."

"Good. Because if we're going to do this, we might as well do it properly."

He glanced at the clothes. "Do what properly?"

"Your makeover, silly." Maddie picked up the pink skirt and held it against him once more. "You didn't think I was going to let my new Sissy spend the whole weekend dressed like a boy, did you?"

Nick laughed nervously, but he didn't object. For the first time, someone knew exactly what he'd been hiding, and rather than turning away from him, Maddie was standing in his dining room with a pink skirt in her hands, already planning his transformation.

Maddie watched his expression change. She liked seeing him respond to her confidence and knowing he trusted her enough to admit what he wanted. More surprisingly, she was eager to discover whether she enjoyed being his Mistress as much as he enjoyed the prospect of becoming her Sissy.

"Now," she said, placing the skirt neatly on the table, "why don't you take a shower and get out of those boring business clothes? We've got a very interesting weekend ahead of us."

Nick glanced at the lingerie spread across the table. He still couldn't quite believe what was happening, but one thing was certain. His carefully guarded secret was no longer his alone.

And Maddie had every intention of helping him explore it.


CHAPTER 3

Nick stood beneath the shower longer than necessary, replaying his conversation with Maddie. She'd discovered his secret wardrobe, examined his browsing history, and learned about fantasies he'd spent years concealing. Instead of ending their relationship, she'd offered to become his Mistress.

He'd agreed to spend the weekend exploring his feminine side under her direction, but now that the moment had arrived, he wondered whether he was prepared for the reality of having her take charge.

He turned off the water and reached for a towel. Ordinarily, he would have thrown on jeans and a T-shirt before heading downstairs. Today, Maddie had explicitly told him not to get dressed until she selected something for him. He was still debating whether to call out when he heard her enter the bedroom.

"Nick? Are you finished in there?"

"Just about."

"Good. Come out when you're ready. I've got something for you."

Nick wrapped the towel around his waist and opened the bathroom door. Maddie stood beside the bed, examining garments she'd selected from his secret collection. A pink satin bra and matching panties lay beside a white blouse, black pleated miniskirt, sheer stockings, and high heels. The blonde wig he'd purchased months earlier rested on its stand beside his cosmetics case.

"Well, there he is," she announced, giving him an appreciative once-over. "My boyfriend, the secret lingerie collector."

Nick managed a nervous laugh. "Are you going to keep calling me that?"

"Probably until I come up with something better." She lifted the pink panties and examined their lace trim. "You know, I've been thinking about these. If I hadn't found them in your laundry, I'd still have no idea what you've been doing when I'm not around."

"I know. I should've told you."

"Yes, you should have." Maddie set the panties down and regarded him thoughtfully. "But what interests me is how much trouble you went to hiding everything. The locked drawer, the secret shopping, the computer history. You were determined to keep this part of yourself completely separate from me."

"I thought you'd hate it."

"And now?"

Nick glanced at the clothing. "Now I'm not sure what to think."

Maddie approached and rested a hand against his chest. "Then I'll make something clear. I'm interested in exploring this with you, Nick. But I don't intend to spend the weekend pretending to be a Mistress while you secretly make all the decisions. If we're going to experiment with you submitting to me, I want you to experience what that actually means."

Nick studied her expression. The teasing smile was still there, but her manner had become more deliberate, more commanding. He'd imagined Maddie taking charge countless times yet hearing her speak with such confidence made the prospect considerably more exciting.

"What exactly does that mean?" he asked.

"It means that when we're playing, I'll make certain decisions, and you'll follow them because we've agreed that's what we both want. It also means we need to discuss boundaries before either of us gets carried away."

She retrieved a chair from the vanity and positioned it beside the bed. Nick sat when she gestured toward it, still wearing his towel. Maddie remained standing, holding the pink panties in one hand.

"First question. Is this just about wearing women's clothing, or do you actually want me to treat you like a submissive?"

Nick hesitated. "Both."

"Then tell me what submission means to you."

He looked down at his hands. "I like the idea of a woman taking charge. Making decisions. Telling me what she wants and expecting me to listen."

"Even when you're embarrassed?"

"Especially then, sometimes."

Maddie considered his answer. "And the things I saw in your browsing history? Chastity, humiliation, spanking, strap-on play. Are those things you're genuinely interested in exploring, or were they simply fantasies you enjoyed watching?"

Nick looked up sharply. Hearing her name his most private interests so casually, particularly while standing before him holding his underwear, made him acutely aware of how much she knew about him.

"I've thought about them," he admitted.

"That's not quite what I asked."

"Yes. They're things I'm curious about."

"All right. Curiosity isn't the same as actually wanting to do it. We'll discuss each one separately before we try anything, and either of us can stop whenever we want. Understood?"

"Yes."

Maddie raised an eyebrow. "I believe you wanted to call me something else."

Nick paused before answering. "Yes, Mistress."

She smiled. "Now that sounded much more convincing."

Maddie sat on the edge of the bed, pleased by how naturally the title was beginning to come to her. She'd expected to feel awkward, but hearing Nick address her as Mistress was surprisingly satisfying. His eagerness made it easier to imagine herself in the role, and she was beginning to enjoy watching him respond to her instructions.

"Now, about this makeover," she said. "I don't want you disappearing into the bathroom every time you change clothes. Not because you owe me a performance, but because you've spent years acting as though this part of yourself needs to be hidden. I'd like us to get comfortable seeing it together."

Nick glanced at his towel. "You want me to change in front of you?"

"I'd like that. Are you comfortable trying?"

He considered the prospect before nodding. "Yes, Mistress."

Maddie handed him the pink panties and stepped back. Nick changed into them, then accepted the matching bra and breast forms he'd kept hidden in his cosmetics case. He'd performed the routine countless times in private, but Maddie's presence made every familiar movement feel different. She watched with obvious interest, occasionally asking questions about how the garments fit.

When he finished, Maddie studied the result. "You know, I think I understand something now. You've spent quite a bit of time learning how to put all this together."

Nick nodded. "A few years."

"And yet you were convinced I'd think less of you if I found out."

"I didn't know what you'd think."

"Well, now you do." She selected the blouse and held it out to him. "Let's see the rest of the outfit."

Nick slipped into the blouse and fastened the buttons before stepping into the pleated skirt. Maddie adjusted the waistband and examined the proportions. She was surprised by how carefully he'd chosen the garments. Although the outfit was decidedly feminine, it suited his build better than she'd expected.

"Not bad," she declared. "Although I think your taste runs a little more toward naughty schoolgirl than sophisticated lady."

Nick laughed. "I guess I never really thought about it."

"Oh, I think you've thought about it plenty. You just never expected somebody to ask you to explain your fashion choices."

She helped him select stockings and chose the black heels rather than the pink ones. Once he'd finished dressing, she directed him toward the full-length mirror. Nick studied his reflection, experiencing the familiar combination of excitement and embarrassment he'd always associated with dressing in private. The difference was that Maddie was standing behind him, admiring the results of her decisions.

"How do you feel?" she asked.

"Good. Nervous."

"Because I'm watching?"

"Partly."

"And because I'm the one choosing what you wear?"

Nick met her eyes in the mirror. "Yes, Mistress."

Maddie smiled. "Interesting. I think I'm beginning to understand what appeals to you about this."

She guided him toward the vanity and examined his cosmetics. Nick had assembled an impressive collection of makeup, much of it purchased after watching online tutorials. Maddie selected foundation, eyeshadow, eyeliner, and lipstick, then instructed him to sit still while she worked.

"I have to admit, this is rather fun," she said as she blended the foundation along his jaw. "I've never had a boyfriend who let me do his makeup before."

"I've never had a girlfriend who wanted to."

"Then we're both getting something out of the arrangement."

She worked carefully, occasionally telling him to close his eyes or turn his head. Nick tried to remain still while she experimented with the eyeshadow, but he couldn't resist watching her whenever she stepped back to examine her progress. Maddie was becoming absorbed in the transformation, and her enthusiasm made him increasingly eager to see the result.

When she finished with the lipstick, she retrieved the blonde wig and positioned it over his hair. She adjusted the part and brushed the long strands around his shoulders before turning his chair toward the mirror.

"All right. Let's see what we've created."

Nick stared at his reflection. The transformation was more convincing than anything he'd managed on his own. His features appeared softer beneath the makeup, and the blonde hair complemented the white blouse and dark skirt. He turned his head, watching the long strands move across his shoulders.

"Oh, wow."

Maddie smiled. "Not bad for our first attempt."

"You did an amazing job."

"Thank you. But I'm more interested in what you think."

Nick examined himself again. "I love it."

"Then I think we should give this pretty creature a name."

He looked at her reflection. "A name?"

"Of course. If you're going to spend the weekend exploring your feminine side, I'd like something to call you besides Nick."

He considered the suggestion. "What about Nikki?"

Maddie repeated the name thoughtfully. "Nikki. Yes, I like that. It's cute, feminine, and just close enough to your real name."

She rested her hands on his shoulders. "Well, Nikki, welcome to the world."

Nick smiled at his reflection. "Thank you, Mistress."

Maddie enjoyed the way he responded to his new name. It seemed to bring out something she'd never seen in him before; a combination of eagerness and vulnerability that made her increasingly aware of the authority he'd willingly placed in her hands.

"Now, Nikki, I want to try something," she said. "Stand up for me."

Nick rose from the vanity stool and faced her. Maddie examined his posture, then gestured for him to straighten his shoulders and place his hands at his sides. She stepped back, studying him with the critical expression of a teacher evaluating a student's first attempt.

"You look like you're waiting to be arrested," she observed.

Nick laughed. "I feel like I'm waiting to be arrested."

"Well, that's not very ladylike. Relax your shoulders. Stop staring at your shoes. And for heaven's sake, don't stand there like you're about to deliver a quarterly sales report."

He tried again, shifting his weight and adjusting his posture. Maddie circled him slowly, studying how the skirt moved and how the heels affected his stance. She offered suggestions, and he followed them, increasingly conscious of her attention.

"Better," she declared. "Now walk across the room and back."

Nick gave her a skeptical look. "Seriously?"

"Seriously. Those heels aren't going to teach themselves how to walk."

He crossed the bedroom, concentrating on his balance. He'd practiced in heels before, but never with an audience. Maddie watched him return, then shook her head with exaggerated disappointment.

"Sweetheart, you look like a newborn giraffe."

Nick burst out laughing. "Thanks a lot."

"You're welcome. Now try again."

He made several more attempts while Maddie offered increasingly specific instructions. By the time he completed a pass that satisfied her, he was laughing almost as much as she was. The awkwardness of the morning had begun to give way to a playful rhythm of instruction, teasing, and eager compliance.

Maddie held up a hand. "All right, enough walking lessons. Come here."

Nick approached and stopped in front of the bed. She studied him before speaking, her expression becoming more serious.

"There's something else I want to establish. When we're playing, I expect you to listen when I give you an instruction. If you disagree or feel uncomfortable, you tell me. But if we've agreed on something, I don't want you pretending you didn't hear me just because you're embarrassed."

Nick nodded. "I understand."

"Good. Then let's practice. When I call you Nikki, you answer me. When I ask you a question, you give me an honest answer. And when we're in our Mistress-and-Sissy roles, I'd like you to address me as Mistress."

"Yes, Mistress."

Maddie smiled. "Very good."

She glanced around the bedroom. His discarded towel and several garments were scattered across the bed, the vanity was cluttered with cosmetics, and an open drawer revealed more lingerie than she cared to count.

"Now, I think your first assignment should be cleaning up this room."

Nick looked around. "Right now?"

"Yes, Nikki. Right now."

He hesitated, then smiled. "Yes, Mistress."

Maddie watched him begin gathering the clothing. She'd always been the more organized of the two, and Nick frequently joked that she enjoyed being in charge. But this was different. He was following her instructions not simply to help around the house, but because obeying her was part of the experience he wanted.

"Nikki?"

He looked up. "Yes, Mistress?"

"One more thing. I want you to understand that I'm not interested in pretending to be somebody else. If I'm going to be your Mistress, I want to discover what that means for me, too."

Nick paused with a blouse in his hands. "What do you mean?"

"I mean I might enjoy making decisions for you. I might enjoy teasing you or giving you rules. And there may be things we both want to try that we've never discussed before."

He nodded slowly. "Like the things on those websites?"

"Possibly. But we're going to take our time and talk about what we want. I'm not interested in copying somebody else's relationship."

Nick smiled. "I like that."

"So do I."

Maddie approached and adjusted the collar of his blouse. She examined his makeup, then brushed a strand of blonde hair away from his face. Seeing him dressed this way was more appealing than she'd anticipated, particularly now that she understood how much it meant to him. She was also discovering how much she enjoyed being the one who decided what happened next.

"Tell me something, Nikki. When you imagined having a Mistress, did you ever picture me?"

Nick looked directly at her. "All the time."

Maddie's expression softened, although her smile remained mischievous. "Then I suppose I'd better make sure I live up to your expectations."

"You already have."

"Oh, sweetheart. We've barely started."

She stepped back and folded her arms. "Finish cleaning up, then come downstairs. I think we should discuss what kind of rules my new Sissy is going to follow."

Nick glanced at the mirror before returning to his task. The blonde wig, the skirt, and the makeup were familiar elements of a fantasy he'd explored for years. But having Maddie choose his clothes, call him Nikki, and confidently direct his every move had made the experience far more compelling than anything he'd imagined alone.

For the first time, he wasn't alone with his secret.

And Maddie was beginning to discover that being his Mistress might be every bit as interesting as he'd hoped.


CHAPTER 4

By the time Nikki finished cleaning the bedroom, Maddie had changed into a fitted black dress and matching heels. She sat at the dining room table with a glass of wine and a small black shopping bag beside her. When Nikki appeared in his blonde wig, white blouse, pleated miniskirt, and stockings, she slowly looked him over.

"Well, well. Look what the cat dragged in. Or should I say, what the cat dressed up?"

"Very funny," Nikki replied.

"Careful, young lady. Your Mistress doesn't appreciate sarcasm." Maddie pointed to the space beside her chair. "Come here. I have something for you."

Nikki approached, noticing the shopping bag. "What's that?"

"A present. Although I'm not entirely sure you'll thank me for it."

Maddie reached inside and produced a small rectangular box. The photograph on the packaging showed a bright pink chastity device with a matching ring and lock.

Nikki stared at it. "You bought me a chastity cage?"

"Not exactly." Maddie set the box on the table. "I bought myself a chastity Sissy. The cage is merely an accessory."

"Maddie!"

"Mistress."

"Sorry, Mistress."

"Much better." She picked up the box and examined it, her eyes meeting his with deliberate slowness. "Seven days, Nikki. One entire week of chastity. I keep the key, and you learn what it means to ask permission."

Nikki studied the packaging. He'd researched chastity devices for years, but he'd never found the courage to purchase one. The possibility of Maddie becoming his keyholder had occupied more than a few private fantasies.

"Seven days is a long time."

"Then you'd better make yourself comfortable with the idea." Maddie rose and tucked the box beneath her arm. "Come along, pretty girl. We have work to do."

Nikki followed her upstairs, watching the confident sway of her hips, the sharp click of her heels against the hardwood. In the bedroom, Maddie opened the package and arranged its contents on the dresser. The device was bright pink, with a small lock and two keys.

"Pink," she observed. "Perfect. I couldn't have my Sissy wearing something ordinary."

She turned to face him, holding the device in one hand and the ring in the other. "Undress from the waist down. Now."

Nikki hesitated, then obeyed, sliding his panties down his thighs. The air felt cool against his exposed skin. Maddie stepped closer, close enough that he could smell her perfume, and pressed the cool ring against him.

"Already half-hard," she murmured. "Someone's excited for his Mistress."

She worked with methodical precision, her fingers warm and sure as she fitted the ring and positioned the cage. Nikki bit his lip as she guided him into the pink plastic, the snug pressure both frustrating and thrilling. When the cage settled into place, Maddie held up the small padlock, letting it swing gently from her fingers.

"Ready to surrender?"

"Yes, Mistress."

The click of the lock snapped through the room like a verdict.

"There." She lifted the key between two fingers. "My first official act as your Mistress."

Nikki looked down at the pink cage, then at Maddie. For years, chastity had been something he imagined in private. Now the woman he'd dreamed of sharing it with was standing before him, holding the key, and he was already aching against the unforgiving plastic.

Maddie retrieved a delicate silver chain from her jewelry box and threaded the key onto it. She fastened the chain around her neck, allowing it to rest between her breasts, then placed the spare key in the dresser.

Nikki studied the necklace. "You're going to wear it?"

"Every day." She ran a finger along the chain, drawing his eyes to the key resting against her skin. "And whenever you see it, you'll know exactly who holds the key to your chastity."

She stepped closer and adjusted his wig, her fingers trailing along his jaw. "Now, Nikki. Stand in front of the mirror."

He obeyed. Maddie positioned herself behind him, her body pressed lightly against his back and examined their reflections. Her black dress and heels contrasted sharply with his blonde wig, white blouse, and short pleated skirt.

"Look at us," she whispered against his ear. "You in your pretty little outfit, locked and helpless, and me holding the key. Quite a change from yesterday, wouldn't you say?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Hands at your sides. Shoulders back." She ran her palms down his ribs, smoothing the blouse. "And stop looking at the floor. I want you to see what I see."

Nikki corrected his posture. In the mirror, he watched Maddie step away and return with a small notebook and pen.

"What's that for?" he asked.

"Your first assignment." She pressed the notebook into his hands, her fingers lingering. "On your knees to write, Sissy. I want you to feel your position while you work."

He lowered himself to the floor, the hardwood cool against his stockinged knees. Maddie stood over him, one hand resting on her hip, the other toying with the key at her throat.

"Rule number one," she announced. "You always address me as Mistress. Rule number two, you follow the instructions I give you without question. Rule number three, you don't complain about your feminine attire."

Nikki glanced at his heels. "Even these?"

"Especially those." She nudged his knee with her toe. "Now write."

He began copying the rules, his handwriting already suffering from the awkward angle and his own arousal. Maddie watched him struggle, occasionally crouching to correct his grip on the pen, her breath warm against his neck.

"Honestly, Nikki. Your handwriting is dreadful."

"It's always been like this."

"Then perhaps we should add penmanship to your training." She straightened and looked down at him. "Among other things."

Nikki looked up. "You're joking."

Maddie gave him a pointed look, then deliberately let her gaze drift to the key between her breasts.

He lowered his eyes to the notebook. "Sorry, Mistress."

"That's better. Now add rule number four. Every morning, you will report to me properly dressed and ready for your assignments."

Nikki wrote the rule, then paused. "Every morning?"

"Is there an echo in here?"

"No, Mistress."

"Then keep writing."

By the time he'd finished, Maddie had added several more instructions concerning household chores, posture, and how he was expected to address her. She examined the notebook and handed it back.

"Very good. Now read them aloud."

Nikki stared at her. "All of them?"

"Every single one. On your knees, where you belong."

He began reading. Maddie interrupted whenever he rushed or mumbled, making him repeat each rule clearly. By the time he reached the final entry, he was painfully aware of how absurd he must look kneeling in front of his bedroom mirror, dressed in a schoolgirl outfit, locked in pink chastity, reciting instructions for his own submission.

"Excellent," Maddie declared. "Now we can begin the practical examination."

"The what?"

She reached into the shopping bag and produced a pair of padded wrist restraints.

"Your first obedience test."

Maddie directed him to the upholstered chair beside the bed. Nikki sat, and she helped him fasten the restraints, her fingers brushing deliberately against his wrists, his forearms, the inside of his elbows. When she stepped back, she ran her gaze over him slowly, from the restraints to the cage visible beneath his skirt.

"Well, now. Isn't that a lovely picture?"

Nikki looked at his reflection. The combination of his feminine outfit, the restraints, and the pink cage made him acutely conscious of the role he'd agreed to explore—and of the growing pressure against the unyielding plastic.

"What am I supposed to do?"

"Nothing."

"Nothing?"

"That's right." She trailed a fingernail along his jaw. "Sit quietly until I tell you otherwise."

Maddie stepped closer, then lowered herself to her knees in front of him. Nikki's breath caught as she leaned in, her face inches from the pink cage beneath his skirt. She pushed the pleats aside with one hand, exposing him completely.

"Look at you," she murmured, her breath warm against the plastic. "Already straining. Already desperate."

She blew gently across the cage, and Nikki jerked against the restraints, the cool sensation making him ache for more. Maddie smiled and tapped one manicured fingernail against the plastic—tap, tap, tap—a sharp, deliberate sound that echoed in the quiet room. Each tap sent a vibration through the device, teasing him with sensation he couldn't fully feel.

"Please, Mistress—"

"Shh." She tapped harder, watching his face. "No talking unless I ask you a question."

Then, without warning, she leaned forward and slipped the cage between her lips.

Nikki gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily against the chair. The warmth of her mouth surrounded him, the wet pressure unmistakable-and yet completely blocked by the unyielding plastic. He could see her cheeks hollow, could feel the ghost of suction, but the cage transmitted only muffled warmth, distant pressure, a cruel simulation of pleasure that left him throbbing and frustrated.

Maddie pulled back slowly, a string of saliva connecting her lower lip to the pink plastic. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smiled up at him.

"Something wrong, sweetheart?"

"I can't—I can't feel anything," he stammered.

"Oh, I know." She ran her tongue along her lower lip. "That's rather the point."

She rose to her feet, then did something that made his heart stop. Maddie hiked her black dress to her hips, revealing dark lace beneath, and straddled his lap. The chair creaked beneath them. She pressed herself against the cage, grinding slowly, and Nikki could feel the heat of her through the thin fabric, the pressure of her body against his confined arousal.

"Oh god—"

"Not god, Mistress." She gripped his shoulders and rolled her hips, the cage rubbing against her with each movement. "And yes, this is exactly what you wanted. All those chastity videos you watched online, all those nights alone in front of your computer—this is what you fantasized about, isn't it? A woman taking control, locking you up, using you while you can't do a thing about it."

Nikki strained against the restraints, desperate to touch her, to thrust, to feel something more than the cruel pressure of plastic against flesh. The cage dug into him with each roll of her hips, a constant reminder of his imprisonment.

"Mistress, please—"

"Please what?" She leaned close, her breasts pressed against his chest, her lips at his ear. "Please let you out. Please make you come?" She laughed, low and throaty. "You don't get to come, Nikki. Not today. Not tomorrow. Not until I decide you've earned it."

She ground against him one final time, a long, deliberate stroke that left him gasping, then stood abruptly. The sudden absence of her heat made him whimper.

Maddie smoothed her dress back into place and stepped back, examining him with satisfaction. Nikki sat trembling in the chair, his wrists aching against the restraints, his arousal a throbbing, unrelieved pressure against the cage.

"Now," she said, picking up her wineglass and settling onto the bed. She opened a magazine and began turning the pages, occasionally glancing over at him with a small, knowing smile. "Sit quietly until I'm satisfied. Or until you learn that your frustration entertains me."

Nikki stared at her, his chest heaving. The taste of her mouth still ghosted across the plastic, the heat of her body still lingered against his cage, and she was already ignoring him, flipping through magazine pages as if he weren't sitting there throbbing and helpless.

After several minutes, he shifted in the chair, the cage pressing tighter as he moved.

"How long am I supposed to sit here?"

Maddie continued reading.

"Mistress?"

She turned another page.

Nikki sighed. "Are you ignoring me?"

Maddie finally looked up. "Oh, did my little Sissy have something important to say?"

"I was wondering how long this test lasts."

"Until I'm satisfied." Her eyes dropped to his skirt, to the visible outline of the cage beneath the pleats, still slick from her mouth. "Or until you accept that your discomfort is my entertainment."

She returned to her magazine.

Nikki settled back, his wrists aching against the restraints, his arousal a constant, throbbing pressure. He'd expected elaborate commands, but her indifference after what she'd just done was proving more excruciating than he'd anticipated. Every time he shifted, the cage reminded him of her mouth, her heat, her weight against him. Every time she glanced at him, her smile confirmed she knew exactly what he was suffering—and that she had no intention of relieving it.

Eventually, Maddie closed the magazine.

"Well done, Nikki."

"That's it?"

"Did you expect a medal?"

"No, Mistress."

"Good. Because your reward is another assignment."

She removed the restraints, her fingers massaging the marks they'd left on his wrists. Then she handed him the notebook.

"I want you to go downstairs and prepare lunch. Something light. And while you're at it, you can finish the laundry you started before your business trip."

Nikki glanced down at his outfit. "Like this?"

"Naturally." Maddie ran a hand over his skirt, smoothing the pleats, her palm brushing deliberately across the cage beneath. "I didn't spend all morning locking you up just so you could change back into those dreadful jeans."

He looked toward the bedroom door.

"And Nikki?"

"Yes, Mistress?"

"No taking off the heels." She pressed a quick, possessive kiss to his forehead. "And no touching yourself. Not that you could if you tried."

Nikki sighed. "Yes, Mistress."

Maddie watched him walk toward the door, then called him back.

"One more thing."

He turned.

She touched the silver key hanging around her neck.

"Seven days, sweetheart. Your chastity training begins today, and I intend to make every one of them count."

Nikki looked at the key, then at the mischievous expression on Maddie's face. He'd imagined having a strict Mistress for years, but he was beginning to discover that the reality involved considerably more frustration—and considerably more arousal-than his fantasies had suggested.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good girl. Now go make your Mistress some lunch."

Nikki left the bedroom, his heels clicking against the hallway floor, the cage a constant, insistent pressure with every step. Maddie listened until he reached the stairs, then looked down at the little silver key resting against her dress.

She had expected the makeover to be amusing, but she'd never imagined how naturally she would take to giving him orders—or how wet it made her to watch him struggle. Nikki had spent years hiding his fantasies from her, and now that he'd finally admitted what he wanted, she was determined to make the experience memorable.

Downstairs, Nikki entered the kitchen and opened the refrigerator. He was still trying to decide what to prepare when Maddie's voice rang out from upstairs.

"And Nikki?"

He turned toward the staircase. "Yes, Mistress?"

"Don't forget to straighten your skirt before you serve me!"

Nikki looked down and adjusted the pleats with an embarrassed smile, his fingers brushing the hard outline of the cage beneath. He'd spent years dreaming about a woman who would take charge of him. Now Maddie had embraced that role with an enthusiasm that was already exceeding his expectations.

And he had six days and twenty-three hours left to discover just how demanding she intended to become.


CHAPTER 5

Nick had imagined spending a night in chastity hundreds of times. In those fantasies, the experience was an exhilarating demonstration of his submission, with a beautiful Mistress holding the key and reminding him who was in charge. 

          The reality was considerably less romantic. By three o'clock Saturday morning, he'd spent more time staring at the ceiling than sleeping, and he was beginning to question whether he'd made a spectacular mistake.

The unfamiliar device made it difficult to find a comfortable sleeping position. Every time he rolled over, he became conscious of its presence, and the resulting distraction made it almost impossible to relax. After another restless half hour, he finally reached over and gently shook Maddie's shoulder.

"Maddie? Are you awake?"

She stirred beneath the blankets. "I am now. What's wrong?"

"I can't sleep with this thing on."

Maddie opened one eye and glanced at the clock. "It's three in the morning, sweetheart."

"I know. That's kind of the problem." Nick shifted beneath the sheets. "Could I take it off just for tonight? I'll put it back on in the morning."

Maddie propped herself up on one elbow. "Is it hurting you?"

"Not exactly. It's just uncomfortable, and I can't stop thinking about it."

"Then we'll check the fit. But if you're asking whether I'm canceling our agreement because you're having trouble sleeping, the answer is no."

Nick sighed. "I figured you'd say that."

"Well, you did ask for a strict Mistress." She reached toward the bedside lamp. "Come on. Let's make sure everything is all right, and then we're both going back to sleep."

They checked the device and made a minor adjustment before settling beneath the covers again. Maddie was asleep within minutes, leaving Nick to contemplate the little silver key resting on her bedside table. He'd spent years imagining what it would be like to surrender control to a dominant woman. Apparently, he'd neglected to consider how irritating that arrangement might become at three in the morning.

By Saturday morning, Nick was exhausted, irritable, and in no mood to appreciate the novelty of his situation. He wandered into the kitchen wearing a loose T-shirt and the pink nightdress Maddie had given him the previous evening. He was halfway through making coffee when she appeared in the doorway.

"Good morning, Nikki."

Nick turned and nearly dropped the coffee scoop.

Maddie had exchanged her usual weekend clothes for an outfit that seemed deliberately calculated to command attention. She wore a short black skirt, sheer stockings, and a fitted crop top beneath a cropped jacket. 

Her dark hair fell loosely around her shoulders, and she'd applied her makeup with considerably more care than she normally devoted to a Saturday morning at home. Around her neck hung the silver chain bearing his chastity key.

"Well?" she asked, turning slightly. "What do you think?"

Nick stared at her. "You look incredible."

"Thank you, sweetheart. I thought your Mistress deserved a little wardrobe upgrade."

"You're going to dress like that all day?"

"Possibly. Why?"

"No reason."

Maddie smiled knowingly. "Of course not. Now, why are you still wearing that nightdress? I believe we agreed that I'd be choosing your outfits this weekend."

Nick glanced down at himself. "I was just making coffee."

"Then finish making it and come upstairs. I've selected something for you."

Twenty minutes later, Nick stood in front of the bedroom mirror wearing a pink blouse with puffed sleeves, a short black skirt, sheer stockings, and his blonde wig. Maddie had refreshed his makeup and added a bright pink bow to his hair. The outfit was considerably more elaborate than anything he'd normally wear while cleaning the house, but Maddie seemed delighted with the result.

"Perfect," she declared. "Now you look like a proper little Sissy."

Nick examined his reflection. "Don't you think this is a bit much for Saturday morning?"

"Not at all. In fact, I think it's exactly what you need." Maddie adjusted the bow before stepping back. "And since you've got the entire day off work, I've decided we're going to make excellent use of your time."

Nick regarded her suspiciously. "What does that mean?"

"It means your Mistress has prepared a list of chores."

He stared at her. "Chores?"

"Yes, Nikki. The house needs cleaning, and you've been telling me how much you enjoy the idea of domestic service. I thought we'd see whether that enthusiasm survives an actual Saturday of housework."

Nick glanced toward the bedroom door. "The whole house?"

"Top to bottom. Nothing unreasonable, but I expect a proper job."

He sighed. "Yes, Mistress."

Maddie smiled. "That's the spirit."

By eleven o'clock, Nick had vacuumed the upstairs bedrooms, cleaned both bathrooms, and started a load of laundry. He'd also discovered that performing ordinary household tasks in a short skirt and heels required considerably more concentration than he'd anticipated. Maddie occasionally inspected his progress, offering suggestions with the composed authority of a supervisor conducting a particularly demanding performance review.

"Don't forget the baseboards," she reminded him as he worked through the hallway.

"I already did them."

"Then you won't mind showing me."

Nick knelt to inspect the area she'd indicated. A faint line of dust remained behind the doorframe, and Maddie pointed toward it without saying anything.

He sighed. "All right. I missed a spot."

"Apparently."

"You're enjoying this."

"Immensely. Now finish up. I've got something interesting planned for the afternoon."

When Nick finally reached the living room, he discovered Maddie reclining on the sofa with her laptop connected to the television. She'd removed her jacket, leaving the fitted black top and short skirt she'd worn that morning. Her silver key rested prominently against the fabric.

"Ah, there you are," she announced. "Excellent timing. I've found some educational material."

Nick glanced at the television. A documentary-style interview featured a woman discussing the psychology of dominant-submissive relationships. Several related videos appeared in the sidebar, including demonstrations of feminine presentation and discussions about chastity.

"You're watching those websites again?"

"Of course. I'm trying to become a better Mistress."

Nick picked up the vacuum cleaner. "While I'm cleaning?"

"Why not? You might learn something too."

Maddie selected another video, this one featuring a woman explaining how she incorporated household service and rules into her relationship. Nick recognized the subject immediately and glanced toward Maddie.

"You're getting ideas, aren't you?"

"Several excellent ones."

"That's what I was afraid of."

Maddie laughed. "Careful, Nikki. Your attitude is beginning to deteriorate."

Nick returned to vacuuming while Maddie continued watching. Every few minutes, she paused a video to ask him a question or point out something she found interesting. He tried to concentrate on the carpet, but the constant reminders of his fantasies made the afternoon increasingly difficult.

At one point, Maddie muted the television and watched him work.

"You're awfully distracted, sweetheart."

"Can you blame me?"

"Not entirely. Although I did ask you to clean the living room, not spend the afternoon staring at me."

Nick stopped vacuuming. "You're sitting there dressed like that, wearing my key, watching videos about sissies. What exactly did you expect?"

Maddie regarded him thoughtfully. "I expected you to discover that having a Mistress isn't quite the same as watching somebody else have one."

Nick stared at her for a moment before shaking his head. "You're impossible."

"And yet here you are."

He returned to work, muttering something she couldn't quite hear. Maddie allowed him to finish before calling him over to inspect the room. She pointed out several things he'd missed, including dust beneath the coffee table and a collection of Oliver's toys behind the sofa.

"Honestly, Nikki, I think you're rushing."

"I'm tired."

"It's barely two o'clock."

"I didn't sleep last night."

Maddie's expression softened slightly. "I know. And if you're exhausted, we can take a break. But don't tell me you've finished cleaning when you haven't."

Nick considered arguing, then thought better of it. "Yes, Mistress."

By late afternoon, the house was cleaner than it had been in months. Nick had worked his way through the kitchen, living room, dining room, and entryway while Maddie alternated between supervising him and conducting more research. He was beginning to resent how comfortable she looked on the sofa while he performed one chore after another, although he couldn't deny that her confidence continued to fascinate him.

When he finally announced that everything was finished, Maddie inspected the kitchen and nodded approvingly.

"Very good. I think you've earned a little recognition."

Nick smiled hopefully. "Does that mean I can take a break?"

"It means you can start thinking about dinner."

He stared at her. "You're kidding."

"Not at all. I'm getting hungry."

Nick glanced at the clock. "I've been cleaning all day."

"And you've done a lovely job. Now I'd like something Italian."

He shook his head. "You really are taking this Mistress thing seriously."

Maddie smiled. "I thought that was what you wanted."

Nick opened the refrigerator and began gathering ingredients. He'd agreed to the arrangement enthusiastically, but he was discovering that fantasy and reality operated on very different schedules. It was one thing to imagine a demanding Mistress issuing instructions. It was another to spend an entire Saturday following them while she relaxed on the sofa.

Dinner was ready shortly after seven. Nick had prepared pasta with a homemade tomato sauce, garlic bread, and a simple salad. He arranged the plates on the dining room table and was about to sit opposite Maddie when she raised a hand.

"Not so fast, Nikki."

He paused. "What?"

"I'd like to try something different tonight."

Nick looked at the empty chair. "Different how?"

"Instead of sitting opposite me, I'd like you to serve dinner first and wait beside my chair."

Nick stared at her. "You want me to stand there while you eat?"

"Actually, I was thinking you could kneel beside me for a little while."

He looked at the floor, then back at Maddie. "Seriously?"

"Yes. Consider it another exercise in service."

Nick hesitated before lowering himself onto the cushion she'd placed beside her chair. Maddie adjusted the position slightly, then sat down and began eating. He watched her take the first few bites of pasta, waiting for some indication that the exercise was nearly over.

"Well?" she asked.

"Well, what?"

"How's the view down there?"

Nick gave her an incredulous look. "Very educational, Mistress."

Maddie laughed. "I'm glad you're learning."

She continued eating while Nick waited beside her. After several minutes, she picked up her phone and began answering messages. The ordinary sound of her typing seemed strangely amplified in the quiet dining room.

"Maddie?"

She continued reading.

"Mistress?"

"Yes, Nikki?"

"How long am I supposed to stay here?"

"Until I tell you otherwise."

Nick sighed. "Could you at least talk to me?"

"I'm answering a message, sweetheart."

He waited another minute before speaking again. "This is getting ridiculous."

Maddie lowered her phone. "Excuse me?"

"I've spent the entire day cleaning, I made dinner, and now I'm sitting on the floor while you ignore me."

Maddie studied him for several seconds. "I see. So the moment being submissive becomes inconvenient, you decide the arrangement is ridiculous?"

"That's not what I said."

"It's certainly what it sounded like."

Nick looked away. "I'm just tired."

"Then perhaps you need a few minutes to collect yourself."

She gestured toward the far corner of the dining room. "Go stand over there, please. Face the wall and take a moment to think about how you're speaking to me."

Nick stared at her. "You're putting me in the corner?"

"That's the idea."

He rose reluctantly and crossed the room. Maddie watched him take his place facing the wall, then returned to her dinner. After a moment, she called out to him.

"Hands behind your back, Nikki."

He complied with an exaggerated sigh.

"And no peeking."

"Yes, Mistress."

Maddie finished eating while Nick stood in the corner. She answered several messages, then called a friend to discuss plans for the following week. The conversation wandered through work, restaurants, and mutual acquaintances. Nick listened in disbelief as Maddie chatted casually, apparently unconcerned that her boyfriend was standing several feet away wearing a skirt and facing the wall.

By the time she ended the call, nearly an hour had passed. Nick's feet were aching, and his patience had been exhausted long before. He heard Maddie collecting dishes and moving around the kitchen, but she didn't immediately release him from the corner.

"Mistress?" he finally called.

"Yes?"

"Can I come out now?"

Maddie considered the question. "All right. Come here."

Nick turned and walked toward the kitchen. His dinner plate was sitting on the counter, but the food he'd prepared had been scraped into the waste bin. He stopped and stared at the empty plate.

"Where's my dinner?"

Maddie glanced toward the bin. "I cleared the table."

"You threw it away?"

"Yes."

Nick looked at her in disbelief. "I spent an hour making that!"

"And you spent most of dinner complaining about having to follow instructions."

"That doesn't mean you had to throw away my food!"

Maddie regarded him coolly. "Then perhaps we should discuss your attitude."

Nick folded his arms. "My attitude? I've been doing everything you asked all day!"

"Not without a considerable amount of grumbling."

"Because you've been ordering me around since breakfast!"

Maddie raised an eyebrow. "Nikki, I believe that was rather the point of this arrangement."

Nick opened his mouth to respond, then stopped. He was angry about the wasted dinner, exhausted from the day's work, and increasingly aware that Maddie was not approaching their experiment with the playful indulgence he'd expected. She seemed determined to make him experience the less glamorous aspects of submission.

Maddie studied his expression and then gestured toward the counter. "I think we've reached the point where we need to discuss discipline."

Nick looked up sharply. "Discipline?"

"Yes. You've been challenging me all evening, and I think we should address it."

He glanced toward the kitchen drawers. "You mean spanking?"

"That's one possibility."

Nick hesitated. The subject had come up during their earlier conversations, but he'd never experienced it outside his imagination. Now Maddie was standing in front of him with an expression that suggested she was prepared to explore it.

"You really want to try that?" he asked.

"I think it might help us understand whether the disciplinary side of your fantasies appeals to us in practice."

Nick considered her words. "All right."

Maddie nodded. "Then let's keep this simple."

She directed him toward the counter and retrieved a wooden spatula from the utensil drawer. Nick looked at the implement with a mixture of disbelief and nervous amusement.

"A spatula?"

"It's what I have available."

"You're going to punish me with a kitchen utensil?"

Maddie smiled faintly. "You have an extraordinary talent for making everything sound ridiculous."

Nick laughed despite himself. "Sorry, Mistress."

She set the spatula aside and moved closer. "I want you to understand something, Nikki. I'm enjoying exploring this role with you, but I'm not interested in turning every disagreement into a contest. If we're going to continue, I expect us to take each other seriously."

Nick looked at her. "I know."

"Then tell me why you've been arguing with me all evening."

He considered the question. "Because I'm tired. And because I didn't realize how hard this was going to be."

Maddie nodded. "That's a more useful answer."

Nick glanced toward the dining room. "I thought it would be exciting all the time. I didn't think about how annoying it might get."

"Well, sweetheart, perhaps that's something your fantasies neglected to mention."

He laughed quietly. "Apparently."

Maddie returned the spatula to the drawer. The conversation had revealed more about Nick's expectations than another round of teasing would have accomplished, and she was beginning to recognize the difference between exercising authority and simply making him miserable.

"All right," she said. "I think we've both learned something tonight."

Nick glanced at the empty dinner plate. "Does that mean I can eat?"

"Yes. Although I'm afraid your pasta is gone."

He gave her a pointed look. "I noticed."

Maddie sighed. "That was unnecessarily wasteful of me. I'll make you something."

Nick shook his head. "I can make a sandwich."

"Then make one. And afterward, I want us to talk about what worked today and what didn't."

He nodded. "Yes, Mistress."

Maddie watched him prepare a peanut butter sandwich and considered the events of the evening. She'd enjoyed taking charge, but she was beginning to understand that being a Mistress required more judgment than she'd initially imagined. Nick's fantasies had given her a starting point, but they weren't a complete guide to their relationship.

When he finished eating, she directed him to clean the kitchen and then return to the living room. Nick completed the task without argument, although he was clearly exhausted. Maddie was sitting on the sofa when he emerged, her phone resting beside her and the silver key still hanging around her neck.

"Come sit down, Nikki."

He lowered himself beside her and removed his heels with a grateful sigh. Maddie glanced at his feet and smiled.

"Long day?"

"You have no idea."

"Oh, I think I have some idea."

Nick looked at the key around her neck. "And it's only the first day."

Maddie touched the little silver charm. "Six more to go."

He shook his head in disbelief. "I don't know how I'm going to manage."

Maddie regarded him thoughtfully. "One day at a time, sweetheart."

Nick leaned back against the sofa and closed his eyes. He was tired, irritated, and still trying to understand how dramatically his life had changed in less than forty-eight hours. Yet beneath the exhaustion was a sense of anticipation he couldn't entirely explain.

He'd spent years imagining what it would be like to have a strict Mistress. Now he was discovering that the reality involved considerably more than pretty clothes and flattering attention.

And as Maddie settled beside him, casually turning the little silver key between her fingers, Nick realized that the next six days might prove to be the most challenging week of his life.


CHAPTER 6

By Saturday night, Nick had developed a profound appreciation for something he'd never given much thought to before: a comfortable night's sleep. His first night in chastity had been miserable, but the second was proving considerably worse.

He'd spent the day cleaning the house in a skirt and heels, listening to Maddie's increasingly imperious instructions, and watching her parade around in outfits that seemed specifically chosen to test his patience. Now, as he shifted beneath the blankets for the twentieth time, he was beginning to wonder whether the woman he'd known for years had been concealing a talent for tyranny.

"Oh, for heaven's sake, Nikki!" Maddie snapped, switching on the bedside lamp. "Would you stop squirming?"

"I can't help it, Mistress. This thing is driving me crazy."

"You've been telling me that for the last two hours."

"Because it's true! Can't I just take it off while I sleep?"

Maddie sat upright, her dark hair falling across the shoulders of her satin nightdress. "We've already checked that it fits properly, sweetheart. If there's an actual problem, we'll deal with it. But if you're asking me to abandon our arrangement because you're tired of thinking about it, the answer is absolutely not."

Nick groaned and rolled onto his back. "Seven days. What was I thinking?"

"You were thinking it would be terribly exciting to have a strict Mistress." Maddie climbed out of bed, opened the linen closet, and returned with a pillow and spare blanket. She deposited them on the carpet beside the bed. "Since you seem determined to keep me awake, you're sleeping down there tonight."

Nick stared at the bedding. "You're making me sleep on the floor?"

"I'm offering you a perfectly serviceable place to sleep where you won't keep jostling the mattress. And before you start another argument, remember that I have to get up in the morning too."

He looked at the pillow, then at Maddie. "You're enjoying this, aren't you?"

"Not the part where you keep me awake. Now settle down, Nikki. And stop fiddling with your clothes every thirty seconds. I can hear you rustling around."

Nick collected the pillow with an exaggerated sigh and arranged the blanket on the floor. Maddie switched off the lamp and climbed back into bed, apparently satisfied with her solution. He lay staring into the darkness, listening to the familiar sounds of their bedroom from a position he'd never occupied before.

"Good night, Mistress," he muttered.

"Good night, Sissy. And not another word."

Sunday morning arrived with the unmistakable feeling that Maddie had declared war on his remaining patience. She appeared at breakfast wearing a short black skirt, stockings, and a fitted crop top, with the silver key to his chastity device hanging prominently around her neck. Nick, meanwhile, had been instructed to wear a pink blouse, pleated skirt, and blonde wig before preparing their coffee. He was still struggling to adjust to the sight of his transformed reflection when Maddie handed him a list of household chores.

"The kitchen, both bathrooms, and the laundry room," she announced. "And don't forget the baseboards this time."

Nick examined the list. "I cleaned the bathrooms yesterday."

"And I expect you to maintain them today."

"You're kidding?"

Maddie slowly lowered her coffee cup. "Would you like to try that response again?"

Nick looked at her expression and reconsidered. "Yes, Mistress."

"Much better. Honestly, Nikki, I don't know what happened to the eager little Sissy who practically begged me to take charge. She's turned into quite the complainer."

He began cleaning with all the enthusiasm of a man serving an unjust prison sentence. Maddie occasionally inspected his progress, correcting his posture and reminding him that the point of wearing pretty clothes was to take some pride in his presentation. By lunchtime, he'd earned another trip to the dining room corner after complaining that she was inventing chores simply to keep him occupied.

"Face the wall, Nikki. Hands behind your back."

Nick obeyed, although he made certain she heard his sigh.

"And if you're going to pout, at least do it quietly."

The rest of Sunday brought more of the same. Maddie continued his domestic education, inspecting his makeup and assigning him the laundry before informing him that she'd prepared an evening lesson. 

Nick regarded the announcement with immediate suspicion, having discovered that Maddie's lessons rarely involved anything as simple as sitting down and listening.

By Sunday evening, however, he was genuinely curious when she summoned him into the living room. Maddie was reclining on the sofa with her laptop connected to the television. She'd changed into a fitted black dress and stockings, and the silver key rested against her neckline. Several video thumbnails filled the screen, featuring dominatrixes, chastity discussions, and demonstrations of different power-exchange arrangements.

"Sit down, Nikki," she instructed. "Tonight we're going to explore your education."

Nick glanced at the screen. "You've been looking at my browsing history again?"

"Among other things. I thought it was time you explained which parts of these fantasies interest you most, instead of leaving me to figure everything out."

He sat beside her, carefully arranging his skirt. Maddie selected a video featuring a stern-looking dominatrix discussing chastity and household service. Nick recognized the subject immediately, and she noticed how quickly his attention settled on the television.

"Interesting," she remarked. "You were complaining about being my housemaid an hour ago, but you seem rather fascinated when somebody else is doing it."

"That's different."

"How?"

Nick hesitated. "It's easier to watch than to actually do."

Maddie laughed. "An excellent observation. Perhaps I should write that down."

She continued through the playlist, occasionally pausing to question him. Some videos featured feminization and discipline, while others explored more specialized fantasies involving chastity and adult toys. Nick became increasingly reluctant to answer as the subjects grew more intimate, but Maddie had developed an uncanny ability to recognize when something caught his attention.

One particular video held him completely still. Maddie noticed his sudden silence, watched a little longer, and then paused the recording.

"Well, well. That certainly got your attention."

Nick glanced away. "It's just a video."

"Obviously. But I'm beginning to recognize that expression." She leaned toward him. "Does that interest you?"

"Maybe."

"There's that word again. Maybe." Maddie smiled and touched the silver key around her neck. "You know, Nikki, I think you have an entire collection of fantasies you've never quite worked up the courage to admit."

Nick folded his arms. "You're making it sound worse than it is."

"I'm not making it sound like anything. I'm asking you a question."

He looked at the television, then back at her. "Yes, Mistress. I'm curious about it."

Maddie nodded approvingly. "There. Was that so difficult?"

"Kind of."

She laughed and reached for the remote. "Well, whatever else we explore, I think we'll save that particular experiment until we've finished your seven-day trial."

Nick looked at her. "Really?"

"Really. No exceptions."

"But—"

Maddie raised one finger and delivered the words with theatrical seriousness.

"No squishy for chastity Sissy."

Nick stared at her before bursting into incredulous laughter. "Oh, come on! That's terrible!"

"I rather like it." Maddie repeated the phrase with a mischievous smile. "No squishy for chastity Sissy. I think I may have found my new favorite rule."

"You're never going to let me forget that, are you?"

"Not a chance, sweetheart."

She resumed the playlist, moving to a segment featuring a dominatrix discussing strap-on play. Nick's attention returned to the screen almost immediately. Maddie watched him for several moments before setting down the remote.

"Now, this is interesting."

Nick looked at her. "What?"

"You're doing it again."

"Doing what?"

"Trying very hard to pretend you aren't interested in something that's clearly fascinating to you."

Nick shifted on the sofa. "We've already talked about that."

"We've talked around it. I want to hear you say what you actually want."

He looked at the screen, where the video had been paused, then back at Maddie. "I want to try strap-on play."

Maddie studied him. "With me?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"And you want me to take charge?"

Nick drew a breath. "Yes."

"Then I think it's time we stopped pretending this is merely an embarrassing little secret."

She rose from the sofa and walked toward the bedroom, leaving Nick staring after her. He could hear her opening a drawer upstairs, followed by the faint sound of footsteps crossing the floor. Several minutes passed before she returned.

Nick turned toward the doorway and stopped breathing for a moment.

Maddie had changed into a fitted black top and a short skirt, with the hot-pink strap-on harness secured over her clothing. She'd also put on a pair of tall black boots, completing an appearance that was far more commanding than anything he'd seen her wear before. She stopped in the doorway, rested her hands on her hips, and examined his astonished expression.

"Well, Nikki? You seem to have lost your voice."

Nick stared at her. "You actually put it on."

"Very observant, Sissy."

She walked toward him with deliberate confidence. Nick remained seated, suddenly conscious of how little he'd prepared himself for the reality of seeing Maddie dressed this way.

"Do you want it?" she asked.

Nick looked up. "I do, Mistress."

"Then say it like you mean it."

"I want it, Mistress."

"How badly?"

He swallowed. "I want it so badly, Mistress."

Maddie smiled, apparently satisfied. "Then prove to me that you're serious about becoming my Sissy."

She gestured toward the cushion beside the sofa. Nick rose and knelt on it, arranging his skirt around his knees. Maddie stood before him, allowing him a moment to take in the transformation she'd made. He'd watched countless videos featuring women dressed in similar outfits, but seeing his own girlfriend confidently assume the role was something altogether different.

"Look at me, Nikki."

He raised his eyes.

"Tonight I want you to understand something important. So far, we've been experimenting. You've worn pretty clothes, followed a few rules, and discovered that being in chastity is considerably harder than you imagined. But you've also told me that you want more than an occasional game."

Nick nodded. "I do."

"Then I want you to tell me exactly what you're asking for."

He hesitated, aware that Maddie was waiting for an answer she'd already heard in pieces throughout the weekend. This time, however, he wanted to say it without hiding behind jokes or evasions.

"I want you to be my Mistress."

Maddie tilted her head. "What kind of Mistress?"

"A dominant Mistress."

"And what do you want to be?"

Nick looked directly at her. "Your obedient Sissy."

She smiled. "Then ask me properly."

Nick drew a breath. "Please, Mistress. I want to be your obedient Sissy."

"Again."

"Please let me be your obedient Sissy."

Maddie regarded him with growing satisfaction. "And you want me to call you Sissy?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Even when it embarrasses you?"

Nick smiled nervously. "Especially then."

"And you want me to choose your pretty clothes?"

"Yes."

"And make you wear pretty panties under your male work clothes?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"And while at home, you want to dress as Nikki?"

He nodded. "I do."

Maddie touched the silver key around her neck. "And you want to continue exploring chastity after our seven-day trial?"

Nick glanced at the key. "Yes, Mistress."

"Even though you've spent the last two days complaining about it?"

He laughed despite himself. "Yes."

She folded her arms. "Then perhaps you should spend less time complaining and more time appreciating the Mistress you've been asking for."

"Yes, Mistress."

Maddie stepped closer. "And what about discipline? You told me that interested you too."

Nick looked up. "It does."

"You want me to be strict?"

"Yes."

"To correct your behavior when you become a brat?"

Nick smiled. "I suppose I've been doing a lot of that."

"An extraordinary amount, sweetheart."

He laughed, then straightened when she raised an eyebrow.

"Sorry, Mistress."

Maddie regarded him thoughtfully. The past several days had revealed a side of Nick she'd never imagined, but they'd also shown her how much she enjoyed the authority he'd invited her to exercise. She liked seeing him dressed as Nikki, liked hearing him address her as Mistress, and liked the way his confidence changed when he stopped trying to conceal what he wanted.

"There's one more thing," she said. "I want you to understand that I'm not doing this simply because you asked me to. I'm discovering that I enjoy being your Mistress. I like taking charge. I like making decisions. And I rather like having a pretty little Sissy who wants to impress me."

Nick smiled. "Then we both got something we wanted."

Maddie laughed. "For once, you've said something sensible."

She reached down and adjusted the pink bow at his collar. Nick remained kneeling, looking up at her with an expression of anticipation and unmistakable relief. For years, he'd imagined what it might feel like to tell a woman exactly what he wanted. Now Maddie knew, and she'd responded by embracing a role neither of them had expected her to enjoy so thoroughly.

"All right, Nikki," she said. "I think you've made yourself perfectly clear."

He smiled. "Yes, Mistress."

"I think we're ready to begin a new phase of your Sissy education."

Nick glanced at her striking outfit before looking back into her eyes. "What happens now?"

Maddie smiled with deliberate mischief.

"Now, my pretty little Sissy, you get to discover the difference between watching a dominatrix on a screen and having one standing right in front of you."

She held out her hand, and Nick accepted it as she helped him rise. The evening had already changed something between them. He was no longer concealing his desires, and Maddie was no longer merely experimenting with the idea of being dominant.

She had become his Mistress because she wanted to be.

And Nikki had asked to become her Sissy because, after years of secrecy, he finally had the courage to admit that it was what he wanted.


CHAPTER 7

Nikki knelt before Maddie, scarcely believing the transformation that had taken place in their relationship over the past several days. His girlfriend stood over him in a short black skirt, tall boots, and a hot-pink strap-on, looking every bit like the commanding dominatrix he'd spent years fantasizing about.

The silver key to his chastity cage hung around her neck, a constant reminder of the arrangement he'd willingly entered. Yet what struck him most wasn't the outfit or the equipment. It was Maddie's expression. She was no longer the amused girlfriend indulging an embarrassing secret. She had discovered that she enjoyed being in charge, and she was looking at him with the confidence of a woman who intended to make the most of it.

"Look at you," Maddie said, circling him slowly. "My pretty little Nikki, all dressed up in her blouse and skirt, kneeling in front of her Mistress. And to think that three days ago, I had no idea what you were hiding in that toolbox."

Nikki followed her with his eyes. "Yes, Mistress."

"Do you have any idea how many times I've thought about what I found in that garage? All those pretty panties, the stockings, the wigs, the shoes. You had an entire secret life tucked away beneath a collection of screwdrivers and socket wrenches." She stopped in front of him and folded her arms. "And now here you are, begging your girlfriend to turn that secret into your everyday reality."

"I want it, Mistress."

"Then tonight you're going to discover what that means."

Maddie instructed him to follow her into the bedroom, where she'd already prepared for the evening. Nikki rose, straightened his skirt, and hurried after her, struggling to reconcile the woman he'd known for years with the authoritative figure walking ahead of him. She directed him toward the foot of the bed and ordered him to kneel again, this time on a cushion she'd placed on the carpet. Nikki complied without argument, although the seriousness of the occasion was beginning to overcome his earlier excitement.

"Now, Nikki, I want you to listen carefully," Maddie said. "You asked me to become your dominant Mistress, and you asked to become my chastity Sissy. Those were your words, not mine. I'm not interested in hearing you pretend otherwise the moment things become difficult."

"I understand, Mistress."

"Good. Because I have a few things I want you to say."

She positioned herself before him, resting her hands on her hips.

"Tell me who you are."

"I'm Nikki."

"Not good enough."

"I'm Nikki your Sissy, Mistress."

"And who am I?"

"You're my dominant Mistress."

"Again."

"You're my dominant Mistress."

Maddie smiled. "Much better. And what does a good Sissy do?"

Nikki hesitated, searching for the answer she expected. "She obeys her Mistress."

"She follows instructions. She tells the truth. And she doesn't pretend to be enjoying something when she isn't." Maddie leaned closer. "I'm going to be demanding, Nikki. You've asked me to be. But I expect you to be honest with me, especially tonight."

"Yes, Mistress."

She stepped back and regarded him with satisfaction. "Now, tell me something else. Do you still want to be my chastity Sissy after everything I've put you through this week?"

Nikki glanced at the silver key resting against her chest. He remembered the sleepless nights, the chores, the embarrassment of standing in the corner, and Maddie's merciless jokes about his predicament. He'd complained about nearly every aspect of the arrangement, yet the thought of abandoning it had become increasingly difficult to imagine.

"Yes, Mistress. I do."

"Even though you can't stop whining about your cage?"

"Yes."

"Even though I've made you wear panties and pretty clothes?"

"I like wearing them, Mistress."

"I know you do, sweetheart. That's what makes this so entertaining."

Maddie continued questioning him, demanding that he acknowledge the feminine identity he'd spent years concealing. She reminded him of the promises he'd made downstairs and insisted that he repeat them without mumbling or looking away. Nikki found himself growing increasingly embarrassed by the declarations, particularly when Maddie made him acknowledge how much he enjoyed hearing her call him a Sissy.

"Say it properly," she instructed. "Tell me that you want to be my pretty little chastity Sissy."

"I want to be your pretty little chastity Sissy, Mistress."

"And you want me to be strict with you?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Even when you get mouthy?"

"Especially then."

Maddie laughed. "Well, at least you're beginning to understand yourself."

She allowed the silence to linger, thick and charged, before directing him to stand. Nikki obeyed, his thighs trembling as he pushed himself up from the bed, the satin of his skirt whispering against his stockings. He smoothed the fabric with damp palms, the lace trim catching on his fingers, and adjusted his balance in the heels, his ankles wobbling, the arch of his foot straining in the unfamiliar posture. The movement made his panties shift, the silk sliding against his cock, already half-hard with anticipation and fear.

Maddie approached him, her bare feet silent on the carpet, and began to straighten his blouse. Her fingers brushed his collarbone, then lower, tracing the buttons with deliberate slowness, and he felt each touch like a spark traveling through the thin fabric. She took her time inspecting the feminine presentation she'd helped him create-her eyes traveling from his painted lips to the swell of his padded bra, down to the cinched waist of his skirt, the curve of his hips she'd coached him to accentuate.

The attention made him acutely conscious of every element of his appearance: the wig heavy on his scalp, the makeup tight on his skin, the stockings compressing his legs, the panties cradling him with soft, mocking containment. But he no longer felt the urge to conceal any of it from her. The shame had transmuted into something else, something that made his breath shallow and his cock twitch.

"You're becoming quite a pretty little thing," she remarked, her thumb brushing his lower lip, smearing the gloss slightly. "I wonder what the Nick from last Thursday would think if he could see you now."

"He'd probably have a heart attack."

"Possibly." Her hand dropped to his waist, her fingers digging in just enough to make him gasp, to feel the pressure of her grip through the layers. "Although I suspect he'd also be terribly jealous."

Nikki laughed, the sound breathier than he'd intended, and Maddie answered with a knowing smile, her eyes dark with something that made his stomach clench. Then her expression shifted, the playfulness hardening into command, and she stepped back.

"All right, sweetheart. Enough joking. We're going to begin."

She guided him to bend over the edge of the bed, her hand firm between his shoulder blades, pressing him down until his cheek met the cool duvet. The position made his skirt ride up, exposing the tops of his stockings, the lace edge of his panties. He heard her moving behind him, the soft sounds of her preparing-the snap of the harness, the whisper of lube, the faint creak of leather-and each sound made his cock pulse harder against the silk that held it.

"Spread your legs," she ordered.

He obeyed, the heels making him awkward, his thighs trembling wider. The air hit his exposed skin, the gap in his panties leaving him vulnerable, and he felt the sudden, shocking coolness of lube against his hole, her finger working it in with slow, merciless circles. The sensation was immediate and intimate, her touch breaching him in a way that made his breath catch, his fingers clawing at the duvet.

"Relax," she murmured, but her voice held no softness, only expectation.

Then the head of the strap-on pressed against him, silicone firm and unyielding, thicker than her fingers, and Nikki's whole body tensed. The stretch burned as she pushed forward, his body resisting, then yielding, the sensation overwhelming-his hole spreading, his muscles clenching helplessly around the intrusion, the fullness building with each inch she gave him.

He gasped, his mouth open against the duvet, his eyes watering, the reality of being penetrated nothing like the fantasies he'd rehearsed in private, nothing like the smooth, frictionless scenarios he'd imagined.

"Look at me, Nikki," she instructed, her voice strained with effort, her hips flush against his ass now, fully seated inside him.

He raised his eyes, his neck craning, and saw her above him-her hair disheveled, her breasts rising with each breath, the harness framing her hips like a claim. She looked powerful and terrifying and beautiful, and he felt himself impaled on her, utterly open, his body stretched around the silicone she wore.

"Who are you?" she demanded, her hips rolling slightly, making him moan, the movement shifting the pressure inside him in ways that made his vision blur.

"Your Sissy, Mistress," he gasped, the words torn from him, his cock throbbing against his panties, leaking now, a wet spot spreading on the silk.

"And what did you ask me to become?"

"My dominant Mistress."

"Good." She pulled back, almost to the tip, and thrust forward, making him cry out, the force driving him into the mattress. "Remember that."

Maddie became more confident in her authority, her strokes finding a rhythm, each thrust pushing the air from his lungs, making his body rock against the bed. She occasionally required him to repeat the declarations he'd made earlier, her hand fisting in his wig to pull his head back, forcing the words from his lips while she drove into him.

Nikki responded as best he could, but the experience was challenging his expectations with every stroke. The elaborate fantasies he'd watched on his computer had never conveyed the raw physicality of being present, vulnerable, the smell of sweat and lube, the sound of skin meeting skin, the ache in his thighs from holding the position, the desperate, denied pressure of his cock trapped in silk while his ass was claimed.

He was conscious of every awkward movement, every unfamiliar sensation-the drag of the silicone against his inner walls, the way his body tried to push her out, the humiliating, intoxicating knowledge that she could see everything, his spread legs, his lifted skirt, his hole stretched around her. And Maddie watched his reactions closely, her eyes tracking every gasp, every flinch, every time his knuckles whitened against the duvet.

"Look at me, Nikki," she instructed again, her voice rougher now, her own arousal evident in her flushed skin, her hard nipples visible through her blouse.

He raised his eyes, tears blurring his vision.

"Who are you?"

"Your Sissy, Mistress." The words came easier now, automatic, drilled into him by repetition and pain and pleasure.

"And what did you ask me to become?"

"My dominant Mistress."

"Good. Remember that."

For a time, he tried to persevere. He wanted to impress her, wanted to prove he could take what she'd dreamed of giving, and he was reluctant to admit that something he'd desired for so long was proving more difficult than anticipated.

Yet the discomfort gradually became impossible to dismiss-not the sharp pain of the initial penetration, but a deeper ache, a burning that built with each thrust, his body protesting the relentless use. He found himself concentrating less on Maddie's commanding voice and more on the raw, insistent signals of his own flesh, the realization crystallizing that he'd reached his limit.

"Mistress," he said, struggling to keep his voice steady, the word breaking on a gasp as she thrust again.

Maddie immediately noticed the change-the tension in his shoulders, the way his hands had stopped clutching and started pushing against the mattress, the tears that were no longer from intensity but from distress. She stopped moving, fully buried inside him, and studied him in the silence that followed, her chest heaving, her skin slick with sweat.

"What is it, Nikki?"

"It hurts." His voice cracked, humiliatingly, and he felt her soften inside him, the rigid silicone suddenly too much, too present. "It really hurts."

She stopped moving and studied him, her eyes searching his face with an intensity that felt like being peeled open. "Do you need me to stop?"

Nikki hesitated, his body trembling around her, the ache throbbing in time with his pulse. He'd imagined himself enduring almost anything for the sake of pleasing a dominant woman-had fantasized about being pushed past his limits, about proving his devotion through suffering. But the reality had stripped that confidence away, leaving only the truth of his body, its boundaries, its needs.

"Yes, Mistress. Please stop."

Maddie stopped and moved away, the silicone sliding out of him with a wet, obscene sound that made his face burn, leaving him empty and trembling. He heard her setting the equipment aside, the harness hitting the floor, before returning her attention to him. Her hand was gentle on his back, helping him roll over, guiding his shaking legs onto the bed.

Nikki remained where she placed him for a moment, collecting himself, his ass throbbing with the ghost of her presence, his cock still hard and aching against his ruined panties, his mind struggling to process the complicated mixture of disappointment and relief he was experiencing-the shame of failing, the gratitude for being heard, the lingering arousal that made him want to reach for himself, to finish what she'd started.

"All right, sweetheart," she said, her voice softer now, stripped of command, her fingers brushing his damp forehead. "That's enough for tonight."

"I'm sorry, Mistress." The apology came automatically, thick with genuine regret, his eyes stinging with tears he couldn't quite control.

She looked at him for a long moment, something unreadable in her expression, then leaned down and kissed his forehead, her lips warm and dry. "Don't be. There's always tomorrow."

Nikki was going to say that he might not be ready to try again tomorrow, but he suddenly felt compelled to comply. “Yes Mistress

Nikki watched her move around the room, struck by how confidently she'd assumed the role he'd asked her to explore. She hadn't hesitated when he asked her to stop, but neither had she abandoned the commanding personality that had become such a compelling part of their relationship.

When Maddie returned, she stood before him with her hands on her hips.

"Now, Nikki, I have a question."

"Yes, Mistress?"

"Has tonight changed your mind about wanting to be my Sissy?"

He considered the question carefully. The experience had been nothing like the effortless fantasies he'd imagined, and he was still trying to process the difference. Yet when he looked at Maddie, dressed in her commanding outfit with the silver key hanging around her neck, he knew the answer.

"No, Mistress."

"Are you certain?"

"Yes. I still want to be your Sissy. I just didn't realize how difficult some of this would be."

Maddie nodded. "Good. Because I don't expect you to become an expert overnight, but I do expect you to learn from your experiences."

Nikki smiled faintly. "I think I've learned quite a bit tonight."

"Then consider your first lesson a success."

She reached down and adjusted the pink bow at his collar, restoring the neat appearance she'd insisted upon earlier. Nikki watched her with a mixture of affection and amazement. The woman who'd discovered his secret panties had not only accepted his hidden desires but had begun discovering desires of her own.

"And one more thing," Maddie said.

"Yes, Mistress?"

"Don't imagine that asking me to stop means you've disappointed me. You did exactly what I expected you to do when something became too much." She smiled. "A sensible Sissy knows when to speak up."

Nikki nodded. "Thank you, Mistress."

"You're welcome, sweetheart."

She stepped back and inspected him once more, then touched the silver key at her throat.

"Of course, this doesn’t change our original arrangement. Your seven-day of chastity is still in effect."

Nikki glanced at the key. "I figured you were going to say that."

"Naturally. I wouldn't want you getting the impression that your Mistress has suddenly become a pushover."

"Wouldn't dream of it."

Maddie laughed, then pointed toward the bathroom.

"Now go freshen up, Nikki. And don't take all evening. I have another lesson planned for you."

Nikki rose from the bed, straightened his skirt, and made his way toward the bathroom. He paused at the doorway and looked back at Maddie, who was examining her reflection in the mirror with an expression of unmistakable satisfaction.

"Mistress?"

She turned. "Yes, Nikki?"

"I meant what I said. I really do want this."

Maddie regarded him for a moment before smiling.

"I know you do, sweetheart. And I'm beginning to realize just how much I enjoy being your Mistress."

Nikki smiled and disappeared into the bathroom, leaving Maddie alone with her reflection. She adjusted the silver key around her neck and considered the unexpected transformation their relationship had undergone. Only a few days earlier, she'd believed she was confronting an embarrassing secret. Now she was discovering an entirely new dimension of herself, one that she had no intention of abandoning.

And as far as she was concerned, Nikki's education had only just begun.


CHAPTER 8

Nikki had barely finished straightening his blouse when Maddie returned from the walk-in closet carrying a second black case. She placed it on the bed, glanced at his reflection in the dresser mirror, and smiled with the unmistakable satisfaction of a woman who had another surprise waiting.

Her short black skirt, tall boots, and fitted top remained unchanged, and the silver key to his chastity cage still hung around her neck, resting between her breasts. Nikki had been hoping the evening's activities were finished, but the expression on Maddie's face suggested otherwise.

"Come here, Sissy. Your Mistress has something else to show you."

Nikki approached cautiously. "Another surprise?"

"An improvement to your education." Maddie opened the case and removed a second strap-on harness, this one black rather than hot pink. She held it up for his inspection, clearly enjoying his bewilderment. "Well? What do you think?"

Nick stared at the equipment. "You bought two?"

"Of course I bought two. Did you imagine I was going to spend all this money transforming my boyfriend into a pretty little Sissy without considering what I might get out of the arrangement?"

He looked from the harness to her face. "What's that one for?"

Maddie's smile broadened. "For you, sweetheart."

"Me?"

"Yes, Nikki. You see, tonight you've learned something about what it means to be on the receiving end of your Mistress's attention. Now we're going to explore something that interests me considerably more."

Nikki examined the harness again, and understanding gradually dawned. He'd encountered the idea in some of the videos Maddie had discovered in his browsing history, but he'd never seriously imagined himself wearing such equipment while his girlfriend remained the one giving instructions. It was another unexpected reversal in a few days that had already overturned nearly everything he thought he understood about their relationship.

"You mean I'm supposed to wear that?"

"Very good. Apparently, my Sissy hasn't forgotten how to think."

"But why would I need that when..." He stopped, glancing at the silver key around her neck.

Maddie followed his gaze and laughed. "Oh, Nikki. Surely you're not about to ask me what I think you're about to ask."

Nick hesitated. "Couldn't we just take the cage off? Just for tonight? I mean, if we're going to be intimate, wouldn't it be easier to do things the way we always have?"

Maddie's amusement vanished beneath a stern expression. She folded her arms and regarded him as though he'd suggested something particularly outrageous.

"Excuse me?"

Nick immediately regretted the question. "I was only asking, Mistress."

"I heard what you were asking. My pretty little chastity Sissy wants me to abandon our agreement because she's suddenly remembered how convenient the old arrangement used to be."

"That's not exactly what I meant."

"Then perhaps you'd better explain yourself."

Nick looked at the harness. "It's just strange. We've always been equals when it comes to this part of our relationship."

"And now we're exploring something different." Maddie touched the key hanging against her top. "You asked me to take charge, Nikki. You asked me to decide when that cage comes off. And you've spent the last several days discovering that I take my promises rather seriously."

"I know, Mistress."

"Then why are you asking me to change the rules halfway through?"

Nick searched for an answer that wouldn't sound like another complaint. "Because I didn't realize how much I'd miss the way things used to be."

Maddie considered him for a moment, then smiled with renewed mischief.

"Well, sweetheart, perhaps you should have thought of that before begging your girlfriend to become a dominatrix."

She held up the black harness again and let him examine it. Nikki's embarrassment was impossible to conceal. Maddie had discovered another of his secret interests, and instead of treating it as something peculiar or shameful, she was incorporating it into the commanding role she'd begun to enjoy.

"Now, I want you to listen carefully," she said. "You told me that you wanted to be my Sissy. You told me that you wanted to explore a relationship where I take the lead. Tonight, I'm going to find out whether you can concentrate on what your Mistress wants instead of spending every minute thinking about what you're missing."

Nikki glanced at the cage beneath his skirt. "That's going to be difficult."

"Darling, if I wanted something easy, I'd have asked you to fold the laundry."

He laughed despite himself. Maddie set the harness on the bed and approached him, straightening his blouse with the practiced familiarity she'd developed over the past several days.

"Besides," she continued, "You've become a little too accustomed to regarding your own gratification as the center of the universe."

"That's not fair."

"Perhaps not. But I do recall a certain gentleman who spent an entire Saturday complaining because his girlfriend wouldn't unlock a little pink cage."

Nick sighed. "You're never going to let me forget that."

"Absolutely not. It's one of my favorite memories."

She stepped back and pointed toward the mirror.

"Look at yourself, Nikki."

He turned. The womanly figure reflected in the glass still startled him occasionally. The blonde wig. The carefully applied makeup. The pink blouse. The short, pleated skirt. And the stockings presented a version of himself he'd once only dared imagine in secret. Maddie stood behind him, her dark outfit contrasting sharply with his feminine clothes, the silver key visible between them.

"Tell me what you see," she instructed.

"I see Nikki."

"And who is Nikki?"

"Your Sissy, Mistress."

"Good. And what does Nikki want?"

Nick looked at Maddie's reflection. "To please her Mistress."

She smiled. "Now we're getting somewhere."

Maddie returned to the bed and handed him the harness. Nikki accepted it, feeling the peculiar weight of another fantasy becoming something tangible. She directed him to change into the outfit she'd selected for the rest of the evening, then inspected his appearance when he emerged from the bathroom. The new equipment looked unfamiliar against his feminine clothes, and Nikki found himself studying his reflection with a mixture of disbelief and reluctant fascination.

Maddie, meanwhile, appeared delighted.

"Oh, that's quite a sight." She circled him slowly, examining the contrast between his pretty outfit and the equipment he'd agreed to wear. "I must say, Nikki, you have an extraordinary talent for surprising me."

"You're the one who bought it."

"And you're the one who keeps giving me such interesting ideas."

Nick glanced toward the bed. "What happens now, Mistress?"

Maddie approached him and rested her hands on his shoulders.

"Now, sweetheart, you're going to stop worrying about what you aren't getting and concentrate on me."

She guided him toward the bed with a hand between his shoulder blades, her palm hot through the thin blouse, pressing just hard enough to make him aware of her strength, her control. At the mattress edge, she pushed-firm, unhesitating-and Nikki fell back against the sheets, his breath catching, his legs splaying slightly in the heels.

His skirt rode up with the motion, baring his thighs, and the black harness strapped around his hips came into view, the dildo jutting from it thick and dark, obscene against his pale skin and the pink lace of his panties.

Maddie stood at the foot of the bed and looked down at him, her eyes traveling slowly from his face to his chest, his lifted skirt, the harness and its silicone cock that she had fastened on him herself. She didn't smile. Her expression was assessing, predatory, the look of someone examining a toy she'd finally learned to use properly.

"Don't move," she said, and the command in her voice made his cock twitch against the cage beneath the panties.

She climbed onto the bed, her knees sinking into the mattress on either side of his thighs, and Nikki felt the heat of her skin before she touched him. Her skirt was already hiked to her hips, baring her-no panties, just the wet gleam of her arousal, the dark hair, the swollen lips he'd been denied.

She settled her weight onto his waist, her bare skin pressing against the harness base, grinding slightly, and he felt the pressure transfer through the straps, the tug against his hips, the reminder that his body was merely the anchor for what she wanted.

She reached between them, her fingers wrapping around the dildo that protruded from him, stroking it once, twice, as if it were his own cock-as if the silicone were flesh she owned, controlled. The sight of her hand on it, the casual possession in her grip, made him groan, his hips lifting involuntarily.

"Stay still," she snapped, her free hand pressing his shoulder back to the mattress. "This isn't for you. This is for me."

She positioned herself over the dildo, the head notching against herself, and paused. The anticipation was agonizing-Nikki could feel her heat radiating onto the silicone, could see the tremor in her thighs, the way her breath had gone shallow.

She held his eyes as she lowered herself, her jaw tightening, a sharp inhale as the head breached her, and then she sank down with a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, taking him inside, the dildo sliding up into her, wet and deep, until she was fully seated against the harness, her body gripping the silicone, her eyes fluttering closed for one betraying moment.

"Fuck," she breathed, her nails digging into his chest through the blouse. She opened her eyes and looked down at him, her pupils blown wide, her lips parted and glistening. "You have no idea how long I've wanted this."

She began to move, her hips rising and falling, the dildo sliding in and out of her with wet, obscene sounds that filled the room. Each downward stroke pressed the harness harder against Nikki's pelvis, the base grinding against his caged cock through the panties, a pressure that was almost but not quite enough, a torment of proximity.

He could feel her heat through the silicone, the vibration of her pleasure traveling down into him, his body reduced to a vessel for her use, his arousal trapped and throbbing while she rode him with increasing urgency.

"Look at me," she gasped, her rhythm quickening, her breasts bouncing beneath her blouse, her skin flushed and slick with sweat. "Look at what you made me into."

He stared up at her-his girlfriend, his Mistress, her dominance no longer performance but something raw and consuming, her pleasure built on his denial, her body using his as she saw fit. The cage between his legs ached with denied blood, his cock straining against the plastic, but his mind was wholly hers, his gaze fixed on her face as she chased her orgasm above him, using him, finally and completely, as she'd learned to.

"Touch me," she commanded, grabbing his hand and pressing it between her legs where they joined, where the dildo entered her, where her clit was hard and swollen against the base. "Feel what you do to me."

His fingers found her, slick and hot, and she moaned, her hips jerking, her rhythm faltering as he rubbed her in clumsy, desperate circles. She was close-he could feel it in the tension of her thighs, the way her internal muscles gripped the silicone, the broken, gasping quality of her breath.

"Don't stop," she panted, her hand fisting in his wig, pulling his head back, forcing him to watch her face as she came. "Don't you dare fucking stop."

She shattered above him with a cry, her body convulsing, her hips grinding down hard against the harness, the pressure driving the base into his caged cock with bruising force. He felt every pulse of her orgasm through the silicone, the rhythmic clenching of her body, the wetness flooding around the dildo, dripping onto his harness, his skin, marking him with the evidence of her pleasure.

"That's it," she panted. "Just like that. Watch me come, Sissy. Make your Mistress come while you stay locked and helpless."

When she finally stilled, she remained astride him for a long moment, her chest heaving, her grip in his wig slowly loosening. She looked down at him with heavy-lidded satisfaction, her thumb tracing his lower lip, smearing her wetness across his mouth.

"Good Sissy," she murmured, her voice rough and spent.

She didn't move to unlock him. She didn't need to. The lesson was in the cage itself, in the ache between his legs, in the taste of her on his lips while she sat sated above him, already planning what she would take next.

"Well," she announced, her voice thick with satisfaction, "I think that was a rather successful lesson."

Nikki sat up, his arousal straining painfully against the cage, and gave her an incredulous look.

"For you, it was."

She reached for the silver key and held it up between two fingers, letting it catch the light. "You wanted to discover what it was like to have a Mistress who made the decisions. Tonight you've discovered that sometimes those decisions aren't going to revolve around you."

Nick watched the key sway gently from its chain. "You're really not going to unlock me?"

"Not tonight."

"Not even after all that?"

"Especially not after all that." Maddie smiled. "You've done very well, Nikki. Don't spoil it by turning into a brat."

He looked at her, caught between wanting to argue and recognizing how thoroughly she'd outmaneuvered him. Maddie seemed to read his expression without difficulty.

"Go on," she said. "I can practically hear the complaint forming."

Nick shook his head. "No complaint, Mistress."

"Good answer."

She leaned forward and kissed his forehead, then rose from the bed and walked toward the bathroom. Nikki watched her go, still trying to comprehend how dramatically the evening had changed their relationship. The woman he'd once believed would be horrified by his secret desires had not only accepted them but had begun reshaping their private life around possibilities neither of them had previously considered.

At the bathroom doorway, Maddie paused and looked back.

"Oh, and Nikki?"

"Yes, Mistress?"

She smiled wickedly.

"No squishy for chastity Sissy."

Nick groaned. "You're really going to keep saying that?"

"Every opportunity I get, sweetheart."

She disappeared into the bathroom, leaving Nikki alone on the bed with the silver key still firmly in her possession. He looked down at his feminine clothes, then toward the closed bathroom door. He'd spent years imagining what it might be like to surrender control to a dominant woman, but he'd never fully considered what would happen if that woman enjoyed the arrangement just as much as he did.

From the bathroom came Maddie's unmistakably satisfied laughter.

"Good Sissy!" she called.

Nikki shook his head, unable to suppress a smile despite his predicament.

"Thank you, Mistress."


CHAPTER 9

By Monday morning, Nick had developed an almost religious devotion to the calendar. Friday couldn't arrive soon enough. Four more days, he kept reminding himself, and Maddie would finally unlock the pink chastity cage that had become the center of his increasingly miserable existence.

More importantly, he would be able to enjoy a proper night of intimacy with his girlfriend again, something he'd been fantasizing about almost constantly since she'd taken possession of the key. He'd endured the sleepless nights, the humiliating outfits, the endless chores, and Maddie's increasingly outrageous demands because he knew there was an end in sight. Friday night would be his reward, and he intended to make the most of it.

Unfortunately, Maddie appeared to have developed an entirely different appreciation for their seven-day experiment.

"I think I'm going to call in sick," Nick announced over breakfast.

Maddie looked up from her coffee. She was wearing a short black skirt, fitted blouse, and stockings, with the silver key hanging prominently against her chest. Nick had come downstairs in his bathrobe, hoping that his exhausted appearance might persuade her to show a little sympathy.

"Are you actually sick?"

"I'm exhausted. I barely slept."

"That's unfortunate, sweetheart. But unless you're genuinely unwell, you're going to work."

Nick sighed. "You don't understand how distracting this thing is."

"Oh, I understand perfectly. You've been telling me every twenty minutes since Friday." Maddie set down her coffee and regarded him with exaggerated sympathy. "My poor little chastity Sissy. Such a difficult life."

"Can't we just take it off until tonight? I'll put it back on when I get home."

Maddie's expression changed immediately.

"Careful, Nikki."

Nick recognized the warning but pressed his luck. "I'm serious, Maddie. I just need a break."

"Then here's the arrangement. If you want out before Friday, I'll unlock you. But that ends our experiment completely. No more Nikki, no more Mistress, no more pretty clothes, and no second attempt next weekend. Game over."

Nick stared at her. "You'd really stop everything?"

"That's what I'm telling you. You asked for seven days, and I agreed to give you seven days. I'm not going to keep restarting the clock every time you become impatient."

He looked down at his coffee, struggling with the contradiction that had plagued him since the weekend. He desperately wanted the cage removed, but the possibility of losing the new relationship they'd begun exploring was considerably less appealing. He'd spent years imagining what it might be like to have a girlfriend who accepted his feminine interests, and now Maddie had gone considerably further than he'd ever dared hope.

"Fine," he muttered. "I'll finish the seven days."

Maddie smiled. "Good Sissy. Now get dressed for work."

Nick headed upstairs, only to have her call after him.

"And don't forget your panties!"

He stopped halfway up the stairs. "Seriously?"

"Very seriously. You're still Nikki underneath that handsome little office suit, sweetheart."

Twenty minutes later, Nick stood before the bedroom mirror wearing charcoal trousers, a white dress shirt, and a navy jacket. To anyone else, he looked like an ordinary professional preparing for another Monday at the office. Only he knew about the pink panties beneath his trousers and the chastity cage Maddie insisted remain in place. The contrast was humiliating enough without the added indignity of watching her inspect his outfit before allowing him to leave.

"Turn around," she instructed.

Nick obeyed.

"Very nice. You'd never know what a pretty little secret you're carrying around."

"That's the idea."

Maddie laughed. "Don't sound so relieved. I expect you to remember who you are while you're at work."

"I think the cage will take care of that."

"Excellent. Then I won't have to worry about you forgetting."

She kissed him goodbye, straightened his tie, and sent him out the door with a cheerful reminder that his Mistress expected him home promptly.

Nick had barely settled at his desk when his phone vibrated with an incoming video call. Maddie's face appeared on the screen, accompanied by a message instructing him to find somewhere private. He glanced around the office, excused himself, and hurried into an empty restroom.

"What is it?" he whispered after answering.

"Good morning, Nikki."

"Maddie, I'm at work."

"I know, sweetheart. That's why I'm calling."

He checked the restroom door. "What do you want?"

"First, you may address me properly."

Nick closed his eyes. "Yes, Mistress."

"Much better. Now, I want to make sure my little Sissy hasn't been naughty and changed into something more comfortable."

Nick stared at the phone. "You cannot be serious."

"Would you prefer I ask again?"

He glanced toward the stalls, then lowered his voice. "I'm still wearing everything, Mistress."

"Then show me the waistband of your pretty panties. Nothing more. I want to know you followed instructions."

Nick hesitated, then angled the phone briefly toward the pink fabric visible above his trousers.

Maddie smiled. "Good Sissy. Now get back to work."

The call ended before he could protest. Nick stood staring at the blank screen, astonished that he'd just allowed his girlfriend to conduct a panty inspection during office hours. The indignity was compounded by the knowledge that Maddie would undoubtedly find the incident hilarious when he returned home.

She called again that afternoon.

By the time Nick arrived home, he was thoroughly tired of hearing his phone ring.

"How was work, sweetheart?" Maddie asked as he entered the kitchen.

"Humiliating."

"Wonderful. Go upstairs and change."

Nick glanced at his suit. "Can't I relax for five minutes?"

"You can relax after you've changed into something pretty."

He disappeared upstairs and returned wearing a pink blouse, pleated skirt, stockings, and heels. Maddie inspected him, corrected his posture, and announced that he looked much more like himself. Nick wanted to argue that he'd spent the entire day looking like himself, but the remark seemed unlikely to improve his evening.

The following days settled into a routine that Nick found increasingly difficult to endure. He went to work wearing ordinary men's clothes over his hidden feminine garments, endured Maddie's unpredictable video calls, and returned home to resume his life as Nikki.

She had become remarkably inventive with her instructions, sometimes assigning chores, sometimes insisting that he practice walking in heels, and occasionally ordering him to stand in the corner when his complaints became particularly tiresome.

"Face the wall, Nikki. Hands behind your back."

"But I haven't done anything!"

"You've complained about the same thing six times in fifteen minutes. I think we both deserve a little peace."

Nick reluctantly obeyed while Maddie returned to the sofa and resumed watching television. She seemed perfectly content to leave him standing there while she chatted with friends on the phone, occasionally glancing in his direction to make certain he hadn't moved.

"Yes, everything's wonderful," he heard her tell one caller. "Nick and I have been trying some new things around the house. It's been quite an education."

He could hear the laughter in her voice and knew perfectly well who was providing most of the entertainment.

At night, Maddie continued exploring the dominant role she'd discovered. Their private encounters increasingly revolved around her preferences, with Nikki remaining in chastity while she directed their intimacy. She enjoyed choosing provocative outfits for herself, particularly short skirts, stockings, and lingerie that emphasized the contrast between her confidence and his predicament. Nick found the arrangement maddeningly difficult, especially because Maddie seemed entirely satisfied with the way their relationship was developing.

Their new routine also meant another change to his sleeping arrangements. After several nights of tossing and turning, Nick found his pillow and blanket relocated to the foot of the bed.

"Again?" he asked.

Maddie folded back the covers. "You keep waking me up, sweetheart."

"I can't get comfortable."

"Then perhaps you'll be more comfortable down there."

Nick examined the bedding. "You're really making me sleep on the floor for the rest of the week?"

"Only until you stop treating our bed like a wrestling ring."

He sighed and arranged his blanket. Maddie climbed into bed, switched off the lamp, and wished her Sissy a pleasant night.

"Good night, Mistress," he muttered.

"Good night, Nikki. And remember, no fiddling with your cage."

By Thursday evening, Nick was counting the hours until Friday with the desperation of a prisoner anticipating parole. He'd endured nearly a full week of Maddie's increasingly elaborate instructions, her teasing, and the constant knowledge that she could end his predicament whenever she chose. Yet every time he considered asking her to unlock him early, he remembered her ultimatum.

Game over. No resets.

He couldn't bring himself to risk it.

Friday finally arrived, and Nick spent the entire workday anticipating the moment when Maddie would announce that he'd completed his seven-day trial. He imagined her unlocking the cage, finally allowing him to reclaim the physical freedom he'd surrendered a week earlier.

More than that, he imagined returning to their familiar intimacy, holding Maddie close without rules or restrictions, and enjoying the kind of night together he'd been denied throughout the experiment. The thought sustained him through every tedious meeting and every distracting reminder of the device beneath his trousers.

He returned home expecting some sort of celebration, perhaps even an apology for the more outrageous indignities she'd subjected him to throughout the week.

Instead, Maddie greeted him wearing an elegant black dress with a fitted bodice, dramatic neckline, and high heels. Her dark hair was beautifully styled, her makeup immaculate, and the silver key still hung around her neck. She looked sophisticated, commanding, and considerably more glamorous than the woman who'd spent the previous weekend inspecting his housecleaning.

"Get changed, sweetheart. We're going out."

Nick blinked. "Out?"

"To dinner. A proper restaurant. I thought we should celebrate."

He looked down at his work clothes. "Do I have to dress as Nikki?"

"Not tonight. I want you in your best suit."

Nick could hardly believe his luck. Within half an hour, he was dressed in a black suit, crisp white shirt, and polished shoes. Maddie inspected him with obvious approval, although she insisted that his hidden garments remain exactly where they were.

"Very handsome," she announced. "Nobody would ever suspect you're my pretty little chastity Sissy."

Nick groaned. "Could we please not talk about that in public?"

Maddie smiled. "We'll see."

The restaurant was one of the most expensive establishments in the city, the sort of place Nick ordinarily reserved for anniversaries and major celebrations. A hostess escorted them to a candlelit table near the windows, and Maddie settled into her chair with the confidence of a woman entirely accustomed to being admired.

Nick couldn't help noticing the attention she attracted as they crossed the dining room. Her black dress was elegant but carried an unmistakable edge, and she seemed to relish the effect.

Once they'd ordered drinks, Maddie leaned forward and regarded him thoughtfully.

"Well, sweetheart. You've made it. Seven days of chastity, just like you promised."

"Seven very long days," Nick replied, smiling with undisguised relief. "And I can't tell you how happy I am that it's finally over."

"Over?" Maddie repeated, raising an eyebrow.

"The seven days. Our agreement. You know, the part where I get to have my freedom back." Nick glanced meaningfully at the silver key hanging against her black dress. "I was actually hoping we could go straight home after dinner. I've been looking forward to having you all to myself again."

Maddie smiled over the rim of her wineglass. "Oh, sweetheart. You really have been counting the hours, haven't you?"

"Every single one. I thought we'd celebrate properly tonight. Just you and me, back in bed together, the way we used to be before all this started."

"How sweet." Maddie set down her glass. "Unfortunately, I've been thinking about something rather different."

Nick's smile faded. "What do you mean?"

"I mean I've discovered that I absolutely adore having a chastity Sissy for a boyfriend. I love choosing your clothes, making you follow my instructions, and watching you struggle with the knowledge that I'm the one holding the key. And I particularly enjoy the fact that you've spent an entire week learning that your sexual desires don't automatically dictate what happens between us."

Nick stared at her. "Maddie, you're not seriously suggesting we keep doing this?"

"I am not suggesting. I've decided. You've spent years fantasizing about becoming somebody's feminized, obedient Sissy. Now that you've finally found a woman who enjoys being your Mistress, you suddenly want to pack everything away because the first week was difficult?"

"There's a difference between a seven-day experiment and spending the rest of my life locked in chastity."

"Of course there is. But that permanent chastity is what I have decided for you," Maddie said. "So you can accept my terms, or you can walk away."

Nick leaned back in his chair, struggling to conceal his disappointment. He'd imagined Friday evening dozens of times during the past week, and every version had ended with Maddie unlocking his cage and welcoming him back into her arms. The possibility that she might prefer their new arrangement had never seriously occurred to him.

"I don't know, Maddie. I think I've had enough chastity for a while."

She studied him with an amused expression. "Then look me in the eyes and tell me you haven't enjoyed being my Sissy."

"That's not fair."

"It's a perfectly reasonable question."

Nick glanced around the restaurant before lowering his voice. "I've enjoyed parts of it."

"Which parts?"

"The clothes. Being Nikki. Having you take charge."

"And the chastity?"

He hesitated. "It's been miserable."

"That wasn't my question, sweetheart."

Nick looked at the key again. He'd spent the week complaining about the cage, the sleepless nights, and the relentless anticipation. Yet he also knew that Maddie's control had become an essential part of the experience. Every time she'd reminded him that she held the key, he'd felt the strange appeal of having surrendered a decision he'd always made for himself.

"All right," he admitted. "Yes, there's something about it that I like. But that doesn't mean I want to stay locked up indefinitely."

Maddie's expression brightened. "There. That's what I've been waiting to hear. You can dislike the discomfort and still enjoy the arrangement. Those aren't mutually exclusive."

"I suppose that might be true."

"It is true. And I've discovered something about myself too, Nikki." She touched the silver key with her fingertips. "I like having this authority over your sexuality. I like knowing that you trust me with something so personal, and I enjoy deciding how our private life unfolds. Before this week, I never imagined I'd find that kind of power appealing. Now I'm not particularly eager to give it up."

Nick shook his head. "So what happens to my big Friday-night celebration?"

Maddie smiled. "We'll have a wonderful evening. We'll finish dinner, go home, and decide what comes next. You've completed the seven days you promised, and I intend to honor that. You will be released and receive your reward. But once it's over, you will go back into chastity."

Nick sighed. "And how long until my next release? Another week?"

"To be determined."

"This is not what I expected at all."

"I didn't expect to discover my boyfriend is a panty-obsessed closet Sissy, but here we are."

Nick couldn't find the words to reply.

Maddie reached across the table and took his hand. "We both need to acknowledge that everything has changed between us this week."

Nick looked at the silver key hanging against her dress, then at the confident woman smiling across the candlelit table. He'd spent seven days anticipating his release, convinced that Maddie would be just as eager to return to their old relationship. Instead, he was discovering that she'd developed an appetite for authority that rivaled his own fascination with surrendering it.

"And you really want to keep being my Mistress?" he asked.

Maddie laughed softly. "Oh, Nikki. I think that should be perfectly obvious by now."

Maddie's laughter carried across the table just as their waitress approached with the appetizers.

"Well, you two look absolutely wonderful tonight," she remarked. "Are you celebrating something special?"

Nick smiled politely. "Just a night out."

"Oh, we're celebrating something very special," Maddie corrected.

Nick's smile faltered.

The waitress brightened. "An anniversary?"

"Not exactly." Maddie rested her fingertips against the silver key hanging around her neck. "We're celebrating my boyfriend's first full week in chastity."

For a moment, the waitress simply stared.

"I'm sorry?"

Nick wished the floor would open beneath his chair.

Maddie smiled pleasantly. "Chastity. Seven days. It's been quite an adventure."

The waitress looked from Maddie to Nick, uncertain whether she'd misunderstood.

"Oh. Wow."

Nick reached for his water glass.

Maddie turned toward him. "Go on, sweetheart. Tell her."

"Maddie..."

She raised an eyebrow.

Nick closed his eyes briefly. "Yes. It's true."

The waitress's surprise deepened. "Really?"

"Really," he admitted.

Maddie appeared delighted. "You see, my boyfriend has a rather unusual interest in feminine clothing and submission. He likes being called Nikki, and we've been exploring a relationship where I'm his dominant Mistress."

Nick stared fixedly at the tablecloth.

The waitress glanced toward him. "And you're okay with her telling me this?"

Nick looked up, caught off guard by the question. He considered Maddie's mischievous expression, then the waitress's genuine curiosity.

"Yes," he said reluctantly. "Although I wasn't expecting it over dinner."

Maddie laughed. "My poor Sissy. Always so easily embarrassed."

The waitress's eyebrows rose. "Sissy?"

"It's what he likes to be called," Maddie explained. "At home, he wears pretty clothes, follows my instructions, and lets me take charge. We've been experimenting with chastity and other aspects of a dominant-and-submissive relationship."

Nick covered his face with one hand.

"Mistress, please."

The waitress looked increasingly intrigued. "Wait. You actually call her Mistress?"

Nick lowered his hand. "Yes."

"And she calls you Nikki?"

He nodded.

Maddie smiled. "Eventually, I intend to bring him out dressed properly as Nikki. But I thought we'd start with something a little less ambitious."

The waitress laughed softly. "I have to admit, that's not something I hear every night."

"Well, perhaps you should consider trying it yourself," Maddie suggested. "Do you have a boyfriend?" Her tone was warm and conspiratorial.

The waitress blinked, caught off guard by the sudden turn in conversation. "I... yes, actually."

"Then you might be surprised what he'd agree to if you asked properly." Maddie reached across the table and took Nick's hand, her thumb tracing slow circles on his palm while the waitress watched. "There's something exquisite about a man who surrenders completely. Who accepts that his pleasure belongs to you, that his body is yours to dress or deny as you please."

Nick's face burned, but he didn't pull away. The cage felt suddenly tighter, a pulse of trapped blood throbbing against the plastic as Maddie's words painted images in his mind—images of himself kneeling, dressed, denied, *owned*.

The waitress glanced at Nick with new curiosity. "And you're really okay with her telling me all this?"

Nick looked at Maddie, at the key resting between her breasts, at the confident woman who had transformed from his girlfriend into his Mistress over the course of seven days. He thought of the pink panties beneath his suit, the cage locked securely against him, the way his heart had raced every time she'd called him Nikki.

"I'm hers," he said quietly. "She can tell whoever she likes."

Maddie's eyes darkened with pleasure. "See? A revelation."

She leaned forward, lowering her voice as the waitress lingered, clearly fascinated.

"If you're truly curious," Maddie said, "you're welcome to come by after your shift. I could show you the cage, some of his pretty outfits. Explain how we've structured our arrangement." She glanced at Nick; her eyebrow raised in challenge. "Nikki could use practice behaving himself while I demonstrate."

Nick's breath caught. The cage suddenly felt tighter, his arousal a physical ache that had nowhere to go.

"I finish around eleven," the waitress said slowly, her curiosity winning over caution.

"Perfect. We won't be sleeping early." Maddie beamed. "I'm Maddie, by the way. And this is Nikki."

"Brittany," the waitress said, and Nick realized with a dizzying rush that this was actually happening, that Maddie was inviting a stranger into their most intimate dynamic, that his humiliation and exposure were becoming part of the permanent arrangement she'd described.

Brittany collected the appetizer plates, her gaze lingering on Nick with unmistakable interest. "I'll see you tonight, then."

She walked away, and Nick turned to Maddie with something between disbelief and desperate arousal.

"Have you lost your mind?"

"Quite the opposite, sweetheart." Maddie lifted her wineglass, composed and radiant. "I think I've finally discovered exactly what I've been missing. What we've both been missing."

She reached beneath the table, her hand finding his caged bulge through his trousers, squeezing until he gasped aloud, drawing glances from nearby tables. "A real dynamic. Real power. Real submission."

She leaned close, her lips brushing his ear, her breath hot against his skin. "And tonight, after I unlock you and let you come exactly once, however I choose, you're going back in this cage and I'm going to teach Brittany everything I know about owning a Sissy. With you as the demonstration model."

Nick shuddered, his vision blurring at the edges. The humiliation was overwhelming. The arousal was worse. Or better. He couldn't distinguish anymore. He only knew that his cock strained uselessly against its prison, that Maddie's held him firmly, possessively, right there in the restaurant where anyone might see.

"Yes, Mistress," he whispered.

"Good Sissy." She withdrew her hand and smoothed her napkin with deliberate care, the picture of elegant dominance. "Now eat your dinner. You'll need your strength."

Nick picked up his fork with trembling fingers, the cage a constant pressure between his legs, Maddie's key a silver promise against her skin, the future spreading before him in a haze of denied pleasure and absolute surrender.

He had spent seven days anticipating freedom.

Instead, he had found his purpose.

And as Maddie's foot found his beneath the table, pressing against his ankle in a silent claim of ownership, Nick realized with perfect clarity that his seven-day experiment hadn't ended at all.

It had only just begun.


CHAPTER 10

Nick had been thinking about the key around Maddie's neck since the moment they left the restaurant. Seven days of chastity were finally behind him, and despite the astonishing conversation over dinner, he was convinced that tonight would end with Maddie unlocking the cage and welcoming him back into her bed.

He'd spent the entire week imagining that moment—the click of the lock, the cool air hitting his swollen flesh, the first full erection in seven days, Maddie's hand wrapping around him, her mouth hot and wet. The anticipation had become almost unbearable, a low thrum of arousal that never quite faded, that pulsed hotter each time he moved and felt the plastic tube grip him, reminding him with every step that his cock belonged to her.

The expensive dinner had been pleasant enough, but as far as Nick was concerned, the real celebration was waiting at home.

Maddie had barely closed the front door when he approached her from behind and slipped his arms around her waist. She felt warm and solid through the black dress, her hips pressing back against him, and he was eager to remind her that underneath the increasingly commanding Mistress she'd become, she was still the girlfriend he'd fallen in love with. His cock strained against the cage at the thought, the familiar ache sharpening.

"Well," he said, kissing her shoulder, tasting her perfume and the faint salt of her skin, "that was quite an interesting dinner."

Maddie laughed, the vibration traveling through her back into his chest. "Interesting? Sweetheart, that waitress practically begged me to tell her more about you."

"Which was mortifying, by the way. I still can't believe you told a complete stranger about my panties."

"Don't forget your chastity cage."

"How could I possibly forget that?" Nick glanced at the silver key resting against her chest, nestled between her breasts, rising and falling with her breath. The sight made his mouth dry. "Speaking of which, I believe somebody owes me a little celebration."

Maddie turned in his arms and smiled, her eyes dark with something that made his pulse stutter. "Oh, we're going to celebrate, Nikki. I've planned something very special."

Nick grinned, his cock throbbing against the cage. "Then let's go upstairs."

"Excellent idea. There's a garment bag hanging in the closet. I want you to put on everything inside it."

His smile faltered. "Another outfit?"

"Not just another outfit. Something I've been saving for a special occasion."

"Maddie, I thought tonight was supposed to be about finally getting out of this thing."

"And it is." Her hand dropped between them, her fingers finding the cage beneath his trousers, pressing against the plastic tube that held him, squeezing just enough to make him gasp. "But I intend to enjoy every moment of my Sissy's big night." She tapped his nose affectionately, her other hand still cupping his confined cock, feeling him strain against her palm. "Upstairs, sweetheart. And don't keep your Mistress waiting."

Nick reluctantly headed for the bedroom, the pressure of her touch lingering, his arousal a steady pulse between his legs. He discovered a large pink garment bag hanging from the closet door. Attached was a handwritten note: For my adorable little chastity maid. Wear everything. No exceptions. Love, Mistress.

Inside was the most outrageously feminine costume Maddie had purchased yet. The dress was an anime-inspired maid uniform in brilliant bubblegum pink, with puffed sleeves, a tightly fitted bodice, white lace trim, and a pleated skirt so short he doubted it would cover much of anything when he bent over.

There was a matching white apron, a lacy pink bra, garters, stockings, towering platform heels, and an absurd little maid's bonnet decorated with satin bows. The panties were equally elaborate, although Nick immediately noticed an unusual opening in the back—a deliberate gap, edged with lace, that suggested Maddie had chosen them with considerably more than housekeeping in mind.

"Oh my," he whispered, holding them up, his thumb tracing the exposed opening. The fabric was silky and cool against his fingers, and he imagined Maddie's hands pulling them aside, her fingers finding him there, the vulnerability of being dressed like this while she remained fully in control. "What the hell has she got planned?"

He considered calling downstairs to ask but decided against it. Maddie had become remarkably intolerant of questions over the past week, especially when she believed he was attempting to negotiate his way out of one of her instructions. Besides, tonight was supposed to be the end of his chastity trial. If wearing a ridiculous pink maid costume was the price of admission, he could endure one final indignity.

Twenty minutes later, Nick stood before the mirror looking like a life-sized anime doll. The pink dress hugged his waist, the satin pressing against his nipples through the thin fabric, the short skirt fluttering around his thighs, barely covering the cage beneath. The stockings and platform heels made his legs appear impossibly long, the fishnet digging into his skin with every shift of weight.

His blonde wig fell around his shoulders, framing the carefully made-up face that Maddie had spent the week teaching him to perfect, the painted lips, the shadowed eyes, the blush high on his cheeks. The little bonnet completed the transformation, and although he was embarrassed by how convincing the result looked, he couldn't deny that part of him was delighted.

His cock throbbed against the cage, the plastic slick with his arousal, and he wondered if Maddie could smell it on him, the musk of his desperation.

Then he remembered the cage beneath his costume.

"Seven days," he reminded his reflection, his voice breathy, his lips parted. "You made it. Tonight you're finally getting out."

He descended the staircase carefully, one hand on the banister as he negotiated the towering heels. The movement made his skirt ride up, the cool air hitting his stockinged thighs, and he was acutely conscious of the cage shifting with each step, the tube rubbing against his swollen shaft through the panties. Halfway down, he heard Maddie moving around the living room, the click of her heels against the floor, and when he reached the bottom, he stopped so abruptly that he nearly lost his balance.

Maddie had transformed herself into a hot-pink dominatrix.

Her outfit was glossy, fitted, and unapologetically theatrical, with a structured bodice that pushed her breasts upward until they swelled against the top edge, her nipples visible as hard points beneath the material. Black accents traced her waist, her hips, emphasizing the curves he'd spent seven days unable to touch. Tall boots hugged her legs to mid-thigh, and matching gloves extended past her elbows, the latex catching the light.

Her dark hair spilled over her shoulders, and her makeup had been intensified into something striking and almost wicked—dark eyes, painted lips, a flush high on her cheeks that suggested arousal rather than artifice.

She looked like a glamorous supervillainess who had stepped out of a comic book, except that the conspicuous hot-pink strap-on she wore—jutting prominently from her hips, thick and veined, the silicone gleaming—made it abundantly clear that her ambitions for the evening were considerably more personal.

Nick stared.

"Holy shit."

Maddie turned, took one look at him, and gasped with delight.

"Oh, Nikki! You're absolutely precious!"

She hurried across the room, her boots clicking, the strap-on swaying with each step, and examined him from every angle while he stood awkwardly beneath her enthusiastic inspection. She straightened his bonnet, her gloved fingers brushing his forehead, adjusted the apron so it framed his waist, and gave the tiny, pleated skirt an approving flick that made it flutter around his thighs, exposing the tops of his stockings and the hint of pink panties beneath.

"Look at you!" Her hand dropped to his hip, her thumb tracing the seam where stocking met skin. "My very own little anime maid. The stockings, the shoes, those adorable bows!" She stepped back, her eyes traveling down his body with undisguised hunger, lingering on the bulge of the cage beneath his skirt. "Oh, sweetheart, you are everything I hoped you'd be."

Nick glanced at her outfit, his mouth dry, his cock throbbing against its confinement. "And you're apparently planning to invade another planet."

Maddie laughed, the movement making her breasts shift, the strap-on bobbing. "Don't be ridiculous. I'm far too busy with my own little world."

He pointed toward her harness, his finger trembling. "What's that for?"

"An accessory."

"That's a pretty substantial accessory."

"And you're asking an awful lot of questions for a Sissy who supposedly wants to please her Mistress." She stepped closer, the strap-on pressing against his skirt, the silicone warm and firm against his caged cock, and he gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily. "Are you going to keep talking, Nikki? Or are you going to be a good girl for me?"

Nick glanced toward the stairs, his arousal making it hard to think. "Look, Maddie, I know you enjoy all this, but I thought tonight we could finally—"

The doorbell rang.

Nick froze, his heart hammering.

Maddie's smile broadened, her eyes bright with anticipation.

"Oh, wonderful. She's here."

He stared at her. "No."

"Yes."

"You're kidding."

"Not even a little."

Nick looked toward the front door, then back at Maddie's spectacularly inappropriate outfit, the strap-on still jutting between them, the image of what she intended to do with it burning in his mind. "You cannot answer the door dressed like that!"

"Why not?"

"Because you're wearing a dominatrix costume!"

"And you're wearing a pink maid dress." She reached down and adjusted the strap-on deliberately, her gloved hand sliding along its length, and Nick couldn't look away. "Honestly, Nikki, you do have a remarkable talent for pointing out the obvious."

Nick immediately turned toward the staircase. "I'm going upstairs."

"Stop right there."

He stopped, his back to her, his cock pulsing.

"Turn around, sweetheart."

Nick reluctantly faced her. The strap-on seemed even larger from this angle, and he was acutely conscious of his own ridiculous appearance, the pink skirt, the bonnet, the cage that Maddie could probably see outlined beneath the thin satin.

"You're going to stand right here in the middle of the living room and greet our guest properly." She moved closer, her hand finding his chin, tilting his face up to hers. "No hiding, no sulking, and absolutely no pretending you're somebody other than my adorable little Sissy."

"Maddie, please."

She raised an eyebrow, her thumb tracing his lower lip, pressing just hard enough to part them. "Yes, Mistress."

Nick sighed, the taste of latex faint on his tongue. "Yes, Mistress."

"Good girl."

Maddie opened the front door.

Standing on the porch was the waitress from the restaurant, although Nick barely recognized her out of uniform. Brittany was a punk-rock goth with purple streaks in her black hair, heavy eyeliner, multiple piercings, ripped jeans, platform boots, and a cropped band T-shirt that exposed a strip of pale stomach beneath a studded leather jacket.

She carried herself with the reckless confidence of someone who considered an ordinary Friday night a terrible waste of an opportunity, her eyes immediately finding Nick in the living room and widening with delighted recognition.

"Hey!" Brittany announced, her gaze traveling over his costume with obvious interest. "Thought I'd take you up on that invitation for a little prime time fun."


CHAPTER 11

Maddie grinned, stepping back to let her in, the strap-on fully visible now. "Come in! You're just in time."

Brittany stepped inside, took one look at Maddie, and her eyes went wide with disbelief.

"Holy shit! You weren't kidding around!"

"Not even a little."

Brittany examined Maddie's outfit with obvious admiration, her eyes lingering on the strap-on. "Girl, you look like you stepped out of the world's kinkiest superhero movie."

Maddie struck a theatrical pose, her hand on her hip, the silicone jutting forward. "Thank you. I was going for something theatrical."

"Mission accomplished." Brittany's gaze shifted past her shoulder, and she spotted Nick standing in the center of the living room. Her mouth dropped open. "Oh. My. God."

Maddie beamed. "Brittany, meet Nikki."

Brittany approached him, her eyes traveling over the pink dress, lace apron, stockings, platform heels, and ridiculous bonnet. She circled him once, taking in every detail, her gaze lingering on the cage visible beneath his skirt, the bulge unmistakable, before looking back at Maddie with an expression of delighted disbelief.

"Trip out. He really is a Sissy!"

Nick wished the floor would swallow him, his face burning, his cock throbbing against the cage.

"Welcome to our home," he managed.

Brittany grinned, stepping closer, her fingers brushing the lace of his apron. "Dude, that outfit is incredible. You're like somebody ordered a pink anime maid off the internet and accidentally got the life-sized version."

"Thank you," Nick muttered.

"Does he always look this adorable?"

"Only when I dress him properly," Maddie replied, her hand dropping to Nick's ass, squeezing through the satin. "Although I think this might be my favorite outfit so far." Her fingers traced lower, finding the edge of his panties, and Nick stiffened, his breath catching.

Brittany leaned closer to inspect the little bonnet, her breasts brushing his arm through the T-shirt. "The bows are killing me. I can't believe he actually put all this on."

"He knows better than to disappoint his Mistress."

Nick opened his mouth to object, but Maddie raised one finger.

"Nikki, corner."

He stared at her. "What?"

"Face the wall, sweetheart. Hands behind your back."

"We have company!"

"Exactly." Maddie moved behind him, her hands on his shoulders, turning him toward the corner with firm pressure. "And I'd like to have a conversation without my Sissy interrupting every thirty seconds."

Nick looked toward Brittany, hoping she might find the instruction unreasonable. Instead, she watched with fascinated amusement as he reluctantly crossed the room and took his place facing the wall, his hands clasped behind him, his skirt riding up in the back, the cool air hitting his exposed thighs.

Brittany laughed.

"Oh, hell. I need to get myself one of those."

Maddie joined her, her boots clicking, and Nick heard them moving behind him, their voices dropping. "They're remarkably entertaining once you establish a few rules."

"Apparently! You just point at the corner, and he goes?"

"Usually. Although mine has a tendency to become argumentative when she's impatient." Maddie's voice dropped lower, intimate. "Especially when she's been locked up for a week and thinks she's finally getting release."

Brittany glanced at Nick-he could feel her gaze like a physical touch. "What happens when he doesn't listen?"

Maddie smiled-he heard it in her voice. "Then we remind her who's in charge."

Nick closed his eyes, his cock throbbing against the cage, the plastic slick with his arousal, his face burning with humiliation. He'd spent an entire week enduring Maddie's humiliating instructions, but being discussed as though he were an amusing new household accessory was an entirely different experience. The worst part was that Brittany seemed genuinely fascinated, and Maddie was clearly enjoying the opportunity to demonstrate how thoroughly their relationship had changed.

"Actually," Maddie continued, "tonight is supposed to be Nikki's big chastity-release celebration. She's completed her first seven days, and I have something rather special planned."

Nick immediately turned his head. "You mean you're finally going to unlock-"

"No talking," Brittany interrupted, her voice sharp with unexpected authority.

Nick stopped.

Both women stared at him for a moment before Maddie burst into delighted laughter.

"Oh, Brittany! You're a natural!"

Brittany looked astonished. "Seriously? That's all it takes?"

"Sometimes. Although you have to sound like you mean it."

Brittany folded her arms and adopted an exaggeratedly stern expression, her lips pressing together. "Well, I can definitely do that."

Maddie examined her outfit thoughtfully, her eyes traveling over Brittany's body with assessing interest. "You know, we're about the same size. Would you like to get properly dressed for the occasion?"

Brittany's eyes widened. "Wait. You have another outfit?"

"Several."

"Oh, hell yes!"

Maddie took her hand and led her toward the staircase, their fingers intertwining.

"Come along. I have something you're going to love."

Brittany glanced back at Nick, her eyes bright with mischief. "Don't go anywhere, Sissy!"

Maddie laughed, the sound trailing behind them. "And keep facing that wall, Nikki. We'll be back shortly."

Nick listened to their footsteps disappear upstairs, followed by excited conversation and bursts of laughter. He remained in the corner, growing increasingly irritated as the minutes passed, his cock a constant ache against the cage, his arousal making it difficult to stand still.

He'd imagined Friday night ending with Maddie unlocking his cage and welcoming him back into her arms, her hand wrapping around him, her mouth hot and wet. Instead, he was standing in a pink maid costume while his girlfriend played dress-up with a waitress they'd met only a few hours earlier, his release feeling more distant with every passing minute.

Nearly twenty minutes passed before he heard them returning, the click of heels against the stairs, their voices lower now, conspiratorial.

"All right, Nikki," Maddie called. "Turn around."

Nick obeyed.

Brittany had traded her ripped jeans and leather jacket for a dramatic black dominatrix ensemble with purple accents, tall boots, fitted gloves, and a short skirt that complemented her punk-goth appearance perfectly. Her dark makeup looked even more striking against the outfit, and the black strap-on harness she wore made her appearance an unmistakable counterpart to Maddie's hot-pink costume.

The silicone was thicker than Maddie's, darker, and Brittany ran her hand along its length with experimental fascination, her fingers wrapping around the base.

Brittany spread her arms and grinned.

"Well? What do you think?"

Nick struggled to answer, his eyes fixed on the strap-on, his mouth dry.

Maddie laughed. "I think you've rendered my Sissy speechless."

Brittany examined herself in the hallway mirror, turning to see the harness from behind, the straps framing her ass. "I love this! I've always wanted to try a look like this. And this thing?" She glanced at the harness, her fingers still wrapped around the silicone, stroking from base to tip. "I've never worn anything like it. This is officially the weirdest and best Friday night I've had in ages."

Nick looked nervously between them, his eyes darting from Maddie's pink strap-on to Brittany's black one, his cock throbbing against the cage.

"Maddie, what's going on?"

Maddie approached him, her boots clicking, the silicone swaying between her thighs. "What's going on, sweetheart, is that Brittany and I are having a wonderful evening. And you've been invited to participate."

"But this was supposed to be my release night."

"And it still can be," Maddie replied, her hand finding his chin, tilting his face up. "Provided you remember how to behave."

Brittany folded her arms, the movement making her breasts shift beneath the bodice. "Yeah, Sissy. Less complaining."

Maddie gave her an approving smile. "You're catching on remarkably quickly."

Brittany turned toward the sofa and looked at Maddie with a mischievous grin.

"You know what we should do?"

"What?"

"Make him watch us kiss."

Maddie laughed in surprise. "You certainly don't waste any time."

"Life's short. Besides, you look amazing in that outfit."

Maddie appeared genuinely caught off guard. She'd never kissed another woman before, and the invitation was considerably bolder than anything she'd anticipated when she invited Brittany over. But the same adventurous confidence that had transformed her relationship with Nick seemed to have made her more willing to explore unexpected possibilities. Her eyes dropped to Brittany's lips, then lower, to the black strap-on jutting from her hips.

"Okay then," she said with a playful smile. "There's a first time for everything."

Brittany stepped closer and kissed her. Maddie hesitated for an instant, then returned the kiss, her hand coming up to cup Brittany's face, her gloved thumb tracing her cheekbone. They separated, laughing softly, and Nick saw that Maddie's lips were slightly parted, her breath quicker.

"Oh, that was unexpected."

Brittany grinned. "Unexpected-good or unexpected-bad?"

Maddie smiled, her eyes dark. "Better than good."

Brittany kissed her again, and this time Maddie responded without hesitation, her hand sliding down Brittany's back, pulling her closer, their breasts pressing together through the bodices, the strap-ons brushing between them. They settled together on the sofa, exchanging affectionate kisses and playful compliments while Nick stood awkwardly in the center of the room, unsure whether he was supposed to watch or look away. Brittany seemed thoroughly amused by his predicament, occasionally glancing in his direction with a wicked smile.

"He's staring," she whispered against Maddie's lips.

Maddie looked over her shoulder, her gaze finding Nick's, holding it. "Good, let him watch."

Nick shifted his weight in the platform heels, his cock aching. "Maddie, this is getting ridiculous."

She turned toward him, her lips swollen from kissing, her nipples hard against the bodice. "Hands at your sides, Nikki. And stop interrupting."

Brittany laughed. "Wow. He's really not used to being left out, is he?"

"Not remotely. Before this week, I don't think he'd ever seriously considered the possibility that I might enjoy making the decisions."

Brittany studied Nick for a moment, her eyes traveling over his costume, lingering on the cage beneath his skirt. "And now?"

Maddie smiled, her hand dropping to Brittany's thigh, squeezing. "Now I think he's beginning to understand."

Nick watched as Maddie and Brittany made out on the sofa, their hot-pink and black dominatrix outfits creating a striking contrast as they pulled each other closer. What had begun as a playful kiss had become a far more passionate embrace, with lingering kisses, breathless laughter, and the occasional surprised gasp. Maddie's hand found Brittany's breast, cupping it through the bodice, her thumb grazing the nipple, and Brittany arched into the touch with a soft moan.

Neither woman was particularly concerned about their audience. Maddie, who had never kissed another woman before tonight, appeared increasingly confident, matching Brittany's boldness with an enthusiasm that astonished Nick. Her hand slid lower, finding the base of Brittany's strap-on, her fingers wrapping around it, stroking experimentally, and Brittany gasped, her hips bucking.

Nick stood awkwardly in his ridiculous pink maid costume, painfully aware of the silver key hanging around Maddie's neck and the fact that his long-awaited release was becoming a more distant possibility with every passing minute. His cock throbbed against the cage, the plastic slick with his arousal, his balls aching with the need for release.

Brittany rose from the sofa and approached Nikki, studying his elaborate pink maid costume with a mischievous smile. She had taken to her new role with astonishing enthusiasm, and Nick was beginning to regret how eagerly Maddie had encouraged her. The two women had spent the evening enjoying themselves at his expense, while he remained dressed like an anime maid, waiting for the moment Maddie would finally produce the key to his chastity cage.

"Okay, Nikki. I've got a question," Brittany said, her hand reaching out to flick his bonnet, her fingers brushing his wig. "Are you always this argumentative?"

"Only when people keep changing the plans," Nick replied, his voice strained.

Brittany glanced at Maddie. "I thought you said he was supposed to be obedient."

"He is," Maddie replied, joining them, her hand resting on Brittany's shoulder. "But it's still a work in progress. My little Sissy has a terrible habit of forgetting her manners whenever she doesn't get what she wants."

"Because tonight was supposed to be my release night!" Nick protested, his cock throbbing. "I've done everything you asked for seven days. You promised!"

"And I intend to honor our agreement," Maddie replied. "But you've spent the entire evening complaining, interrupting our conversation, and questioning every instruction I've given you. Honestly, Nikki, you're behaving like a spoiled little brat."

Brittany folded her arms, clearly enjoying the exchange, her eyes dropping to the cage beneath his skirt. "Sounds like somebody needs a lesson about talking back."

Maddie smiled approvingly. "I couldn't agree more."

Nick looked between the two women, their contrasting pink and black dominatrix outfits making them appear like a pair of wicked comic-book villainesses who had joined forces against him. Brittany seemed particularly delighted with her new authority, while Maddie regarded him with the smug satisfaction he'd come to recognize throughout the week. He was still trying to comprehend how his anticipated night of freedom had become another demonstration of his submission.

"So what now?" Brittany asked, looking toward Maddie. "We've had our fun. Maybe it's time to see how well your Sissy follows instructions."

"An excellent idea," Maddie replied.

Brittany pointed toward the carpet. "On your knees, Nikki."

Nick glanced at Maddie, hoping she might intervene, but his girlfriend merely raised an expectant eyebrow, her hand dropping to her own strap-on, stroking it slowly. With a reluctant sigh, he lowered himself onto his knees, struggling to maintain his balance in the towering platform heels. His little pink maid's bonnet slipped sideways, prompting an appreciative laugh from Brittany.

"Oh my God, look at him! He's absolutely adorable."

"She certainly is," Maddie agreed, moving to stand beside Brittany, their hips almost touching. "When she's behaving herself."

Nick looked up at the two women, the strap-ons jutting above him, his face level with their thighs. "Can we please get to the part where you finally unlock me?"

Maddie sighed theatrically. "There she goes again."

Brittany shook her head. "Seriously, Nikki? You really don't know when to stop talking, do you?"

"I've been waiting all week!"

"And you've reminded us of that approximately fifty times," Maddie replied. "Perhaps your Mistress has been too generous with you."

Brittany exchanged an amused glance with her. "Then I think it's time we taught him some better manners."

Maddie turned toward the padded ottoman in front of the sofa. "Stand up, Nikki. I want your hands on that cushion."


CHAPTER 12

Nick struggled to his feet, adjusting his short maid skirt before approaching the ottoman. "You're seriously going to punish me in front of Brittany?"

"You've agreed to let Brittany participate in tonight's demonstration," Maddie reminded him. "If you've changed your mind, say so."

Nick hesitated, considering the two women and the increasingly outrageous direction of the evening. Despite his embarrassment, he had agreed to continue their game, and he wasn't ready to abandon it now.

"No, Mistress. I haven't changed my mind."

"Then bend over."

Nick placed his hands on the padded cushion and reluctantly assumed the position. The movement made his skirt ride up, exposing the pink panties and the cage beneath, the plastic tube visible through the opening in the back. Brittany moved beside Maddie, studying the ridiculous pink maid outfit with obvious amusement.

"He's really going to let you do this?" Brittany asked.

“He’s going to let us do this," Maddie replied. "Nikki knows the difference between a little discipline and something she doesn't want."

Brittany grinned. "Well, I have to admit, this is the most interesting Friday night I've had in years."

"Just remember," Nick muttered, "tonight was supposed to be my celebration."

Maddie folded her arms. "There it is again. Another complaint."

Maddie moved behind Nikki, her hot-pink boots clicking against the hardwood floor. She ran her gloved hand over his ass, squeezing through the satin, then lower, her fingers finding the cage through the panties, pressing against the plastic. Nick gasped, his hips jerking.

"One last question, sweetheart. Are you ready?"

Nick looked over his shoulder at his girlfriend, then at Brittany, who was watching with barely concealed excitement, her hand resting on her own strap-on.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good. Let's see if we can improve those manners."

The first sharp swat landed against the fabric of his pink maid skirt, the sound cracking through the room, the sting radiating through his ass. Nick gasped, his fingers digging into the cushion, his cock throbbing against the cage. Before he could recover, the second swat fell, harder, and then the third, Maddie finding a rhythm, each impact sending jolts of sensation through him, the cage pressing against him with every strike, his arousal building despite the pain, or because of it.

Brittany watched, her eyes wide, her breath quickening, her hand moving unconsciously to her own strap-on, stroking it as Maddie continued. "Oh my god," she breathed. "He's getting harder."

"Of course he is," Maddie replied, her voice thick with arousal, her own nipples visible through the bodice. "My little Sissy loves her punishments. Don't you, Nikki?"

"Yes, Mistress," Nick gasped, the words torn from him, his ass burning, his cock aching.

Maddie paused, her hand resting on his heated flesh, squeezing. "Brittany, would you like to try?"

Brittany 's eyes lit up. "Oh hell yeah?"

Brittany stepped forward, her black boots clicking, and Nick felt her hand on his ass, tentative at first, then more confident. The first swat was lighter than Maddie's, experimental, but she quickly found her strength, the second falling harder, the third making him cry out.

"Again," Maddie commanded. "Harder. He can take it."

Brittany obeyed, her swats falling in rapid succession, each one making Nick's cock throb against the cage, the plastic slick with his arousal, his pre-cum dripping now, staining the inside of his panties. He was gasping, his face pressed against the cushion, his bonnet askew, his body trembling with the effort of holding back, of not begging for more, for release, for anything they would give him.

"Please," he finally gasped, not knowing what he was begging for. "Please, Mistress, please-"

"Please what?" Maddie's hand found his chin, turning his face toward her. Her eyes were dark with arousal, her lips parted, her breath coming in short pants. "Please stop? Please fuck you with our strap-ons? Because that is the only way you’re going to cum tonight?"

"Do anything you want to me, Mistress," he sobbed, tears pricking at his eyes, his body overwhelmed with sensation-the burning of his ass, the pressure of the cage, the desperate need for release. “I'll do anything if you let me cum-"

"Very well." She released his chin and stepped back, her hand finding Brittany 's shoulder, guiding her closer. "Brittany, I think it's time we give Nikki what he wants."

“By all means.” Maddie said.

Brittany 's eyes widened, then gleamed with understanding. She moved to stand before him, her black strap-on at eye level, and gripped his chin, tilting his face up.

"Open," she commanded.

Nikki obeyed, and Brittany pressed forward, the silicone sliding between his lips, filling his mouth, the taste of latex and her own arousal coating it. He gagged slightly, his eyes watering, and she paused, letting him adjust, then pressed deeper, her hand tangled in his wig, holding him in place. She began to move, her hips rolling, the silicone sliding in and out of his mouth with wet, obscene sounds, her breath coming in harsh gasps as the harness pressed against her clit with each thrust.

"Look at you," Maddie murmured, watching with predatory fascination, her hand between her legs, fingers working her clit in tight circles. "So desperate. So completely ours."

Nick's cock strained against the cage, the plastic tube slick with his pre-cum, his balls tight and aching against the ring. Every thrust pushed the silicone deeper into his throat, making his eyes water, his nose run, his whole world narrowing to the sensation of being used, being owned. He moaned around the cock, the vibrations traveling through the silicone, and Brittany gasped, her grip tightening in his wig.

"Oh hell yes," Brittany panted, her hips moving faster, more urgent. "I can feel everything. When he moans-" She thrust deeper, and Nick gagged, his throat working around her. "That's so hot."

Maddie watched, her own arousal evident, her nipples hard, her skin flushed. "Harder," she commanded. "Fuck his mouth like you mean it. Make him feel it."

Brittany obeyed, her thrusts growing forceful, the silicone hitting the back of his throat, her hips snapping against his face, the wet sounds filling the room. Nick's hands gripped the cushion, his body trembling, his cock leaking continuously now, a steady stream of pre-cum that dripped from the cage onto the floor beneath him.

"Please," he tried to gasp around the silicone, the word barely intelligible. "Please, Mistress, please-"

Brittany pulled back, letting him breathe, her cock glistening with his saliva, her chest heaving. "Please what?"

"Please let me cum," he sobbed, tears streaming down his face, his makeup running, his body trembling. "Please, Mistress, I can't wait any longer."

"Not yet." Maddie stepped forward, her eyes dark with command, her hand resting on Brittany's shoulder. "My turn."

She moved behind him, her hot-pink boots clicking against the hardwood, and Nick felt her hands on his hips, her gloved fingers digging in. She pulled his panties aside, the cool air hitting his exposed hole, and then he felt the head of her strap-on pressing against him, the silicone warm and firm, slick with lube she'd applied while he wasn't looking.

"Take me, Sissy," she gritted, and pushed into him.

The stretch was immediate, burning, and Nick cried out, his head falling back, his mouth open. She was thick, thicker than anything he'd taken before, and the dual sensation-the memory of Brittany 's cock in his mouth, Maddie's cock in his ass, the cage confining his own-sent him spiraling into a state of overwhelming sensation, pleasure and pain indistinguishable.

"Look at him," Brittany gasped, watching from before him, her hand stroking her own strap-on. "He loves it so much."

Maddie found her rhythm, her hips snapping against his ass, the wet sounds of penetration filling the room, her breath coming in harsh gasps as the harness pressed against her clit. "Oh god, I can feel everything," she panted, her thrusts growing more urgent. "The harness presses against me, and when I move-" She thrust deeper, and Nick moaned, the sound ragged and torn from him. "Oh, that's incredible."

Brittany moved closer, her hand finding his chin, turning his face toward her. "Keep your eyes open," she commanded. "I want you to watch me while she fucks you."

Nick obeyed, his eyes fixed on Brittany 's face, her dark makeup, her parted lips, while Maddie's cock slid in and out of him with relentless, maddening strokes. Every thrust pushed him forward, onto his hands, the silicone pressing against his prostate, sending sparks exploding behind his eyes.

"Harder," Brittany said, her eyes bright with arousal. "Fuck him like you mean it. Make him beg."

Maddie obeyed, her thrusts growing forceful, more urgent, the silicone sliding in and out of him with wet, obscene sounds. Nick's cock strained against the cage, the plastic tube slick with his pre-cum, his balls so tight they ached. The prostate stimulation was relentless, building and building with no release, his body trembling on the knife-edge of orgasm.

"I can't," he sobbed. "Mistress, please, I can't-"

"You can," Maddie panted, her own arousal evident, her nipples hard, her skin flushed. "You will. For me."

She changed her angle, the dildo pressing against his prostate with every thrust, and Nick screamed, his legs buckling, only her hands on his hips holding him upright. The pleasure was unbearable, his cock leaking continuously now, a steady stream of pre-cum that dripped from the cage onto the floor beneath him, his balls so tight they ached, his body convulsing.

He felt the Sissygasm building, his cock pulsing uselessly against the cage, and then it crashed over him, wave after wave of pleasure that seemed to go on forever, his body shaking, his ass clamping down on the dildo, but nothing emerged from his caged cock-no cum, no relief, just the endless, torturous sensation of coming while locked, his seed trapped inside him, his body shuddering with the force of the ruined orgasm.

When it finally subsided, he collapsed against the ottoman, his legs giving out, Maddie's arms catching him, lowering him gently to the floor. The dildo slid out of him with a wet sound, leaving him empty and trembling, his cock still hard in its cage, his body covered in sweat and saliva and pre-cum, his mind blank with exhaustion.

"Beautiful," Maddie whispered, sinking to her knees beside him. She cupped his face in her hands, her thumbs wiping away his tears and ruined makeup, her eyes soft with something that looked almost like love. "You were perfect, Nikki. Absolutely perfect."

She reached for the key around her neck, the silver chain catching the light, and Nick watched with dazed anticipation as she fitted it into the lock of his cage. The click seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room, and then the cage was opening, the plastic tube lifting away from his swollen, hypersensitive cock, the ring sliding off his balls. Blood rushed back with a vengeance, and he gasped, his cock jerking, the sensation of freedom almost painful after so long in confinement.

Maddie's hand wrapped around him-her bare hand, skin against skin, warm and soft-and he cried out, his hips bucking, the touch almost too much after a week of denial. She stroked him slowly, her grip firm and deliberate, her thumb circling the head, spreading the pre-cum that coated him, her fingers slick with it. He moaned, his head falling back against the floor, his body still trembling with aftershocks from the ruined orgasm, every nerve ending screaming with hypersensitivity.

"For me," she murmured against his ear, her breath hot and damp, her breasts pressing against his arm through the bodice, her nipples hard points he could feel even through the layers. "Come for me, Nikki. Show me how much you appreciate your Mistress."

It took only seconds. Her hand moved faster, her grip tightening, the friction of skin on skin almost unbearable after a week of plastic confinement. Nick felt the orgasm building with terrifying speed, deeper and more complete than the ruined one, a gathering pressure at the base of his spine that seemed to draw from every part of him.

He came with a shout, his cock pulsing in her hand, his cum shooting across his stomach and chest in thick, hot ropes, again and again, his body convulsing with the force of his release, his mind emptying of everything but the pure, shattering pleasure of finally, finally being allowed to come.

Maddie milked him through it, her hand slowing, squeezing the last drops from him, her thumb spreading his seed across his skin, marking him with it. He lay gasping on the floor, his maid costume soaked with sweat and cum, his body limp and trembling, his cock still twitching in her gentle grip, the aftershocks making his hips jerk involuntarily.

Brittany sat nearby, watching with wide, fascinated eyes, her own hand between her legs, her fingers moving slowly beneath her skirt, her breath still quick, her lips parted. She'd removed her strap-on harness and sat in just the bodice and boots, her pale skin flushed, her dark makeup smudged, looking like a debauched angel.

"Thank you," Nikki whispered, his voice raw, his throat sore from Brittany 's cock. "Thank you, Mistress."

"Did you enjoy tonight?" she asked, her hands sliding up his thighs beneath the water, her thumb brushing his balls, making him gasp.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Even the parts that were difficult?"

"Especially those."

Maddie smiled and leaned down to kiss his forehead, her lips soft and warm, tasting of lipstick and salt. "You're welcome, my sweet Sissy maid. But remember-this was only your first release. We have so much more to explore."

She smiled and kissed him, her tongue sliding into his mouth, her hand wrapping around his cock beneath the water, stroking him slowly back to hardness. He moaned into her mouth, his body responding despite his exhaustion, his arousal building again with surprising speed, the water sloshing around them as he shifted, seeking more of her touch.

"Good Sissy," she whispered against his lips, her grip tightening, her thumb circling his head.


CHAPTER 13

Three weeks after the most extraordinary Friday night of his life, Nick found himself standing in front of the bedroom mirror, dressed in an outfit that made his previous pink anime maid costume seem almost conservative.

Maddie had spent the better part of the morning preparing him for what she described as a very special weekend getaway, although she stubbornly refused to reveal their destination. What she had revealed was an astonishing collection of feminine clothing, all carefully selected for Nikki, along with strict instructions that he was to wear every last piece.

His outfit consisted of a short, bubblegum-pink pleated skirt, a fitted white blouse with puffed sleeves, and an enormous satin bow positioned directly beneath his collar. White thigh-high stockings disappeared beneath the hem of his skirt, while glossy pink platform heels added several inches to his height and forced him to walk with the careful precision

Maddie had spent the past three weeks teaching him. Beneath the outfit were the lacy undergarments she'd selected, while a long platinum-blond wig, delicate makeup, pink lipstick, and a matching bow completed his transformation. Even his fingernails had been painted a cheerful shade of pink, making it impossible to overlook just how thoroughly Maddie had embraced her new hobby.

"Seriously, Mistress?" Nikki asked, turning sideways to examine the ridiculously short skirt. "You expect me to go out in public looking like this?"

Maddie stood behind him, wearing a tailored black jacket, fitted trousers, and knee-high leather boots. She looked every inch the sophisticated woman in charge, particularly with her dark sunglasses and the silver chastity key displayed openly around her neck. She adjusted Nikki's oversized hair bow before stepping back to admire her handiwork.

"Absolutely, sweetheart. You look adorable."

"I look like a life-size fashion doll."

"A very pretty fashion doll," Maddie corrected. "And considering how much time you've spent admiring yourself in the mirror, I suspect you're rather pleased with the results."

Nick glanced at his reflection again. He couldn't deny that Maddie had done an extraordinary job. The makeup softened his features, the wig framed his face beautifully, and the carefully coordinated outfit gave him the appearance of an exaggeratedly feminine young woman. The problem wasn't that he disliked the transformation. The problem was that Maddie expected him to leave the safety of their home dressed this way.

"What if somebody recognizes me?"

"They won't."

"You can't possibly know that."

Maddie smiled knowingly. "Trust me, Nikki. Nobody is going to recognize you where we're going."

"Where exactly are we going?"

"That's a surprise."

"You've been saying that for three days."

"And you've been asking for three days. Now stop worrying and get your purse. We have a long drive ahead of us."

Nick looked toward the small pink handbag waiting on the dresser. Maddie had insisted that a properly dressed Sissy needed somewhere to carry her lipstick, compact, and other essentials. 

He'd protested that he could simply use his pockets, only to discover that his skirt didn't have any. Another carefully calculated detail, he suspected, in Maddie's increasingly elaborate efforts to make Nikki a permanent fixture of their relationship.

"Yes, Mistress," he replied, collecting the purse.

Maddie gave him an approving smile. "Good girl. Now let's get going."

The first challenge came when Nikki stepped outside and realized that Maddie had parked her car in the driveway rather than the garage. He glanced nervously toward the neighboring houses, half expecting somebody to emerge with a watering can or a dog leash at the worst possible moment. 

Maddie seemed completely unconcerned, opening the passenger door and waiting while he carefully maneuvered himself into the seat without crushing his skirt.

"You're enjoying this," Nick accused as she fastened her seat belt.

"Immensely."

"I haven't even left the driveway, and I'm already humiliated."

"Then imagine how much fun you'll have once we get there."

"Wherever there is."

Maddie laughed and started the engine. "You'll find out soon enough, sweetheart."

The first hour of their journey took them through familiar neighborhoods and onto the freeway, where Nikki spent most of his time watching the passing traffic and wondering whether anyone in the neighboring cars could see him.

Whenever they stopped at a traffic light, he instinctively lowered his chin, allowing his blond wig to obscure part of his face. Maddie noticed the behavior almost immediately and informed him that a pretty Sissy should sit up straight rather than slouching like a teenager trying to avoid being recognized by his parents.

"You promised nobody would recognize me," Nikki reminded her.

"And I meant it."

"Then why are we still driving through places where people know me?"

"Because, sweetheart, we haven't reached our destination."

Nikki sighed and adjusted the hem of his skirt. "You know, a normal girlfriend would have told me where we were going."

"A normal girlfriend wouldn't have discovered an entire collection of pink panties hidden in her boyfriend's garage."

"You're never going to let me forget that, are you?"

"Not a chance."

Despite his embarrassment, Nikki gradually began enjoying the journey. The countryside replaced the familiar suburban landscape, and the farther they traveled, the less concerned he became about encountering anyone he knew. 

Maddie had packed a picnic lunch, selected a playlist of shamelessly upbeat pop music, and even encouraged him to sing along while she drove. By the time they stopped at a roadside overlook, Nikki had almost forgotten that he was wearing an outfit he would once have considered impossible to wear outside his bedroom.

Almost.

"You're getting out of the car?" he asked when Maddie parked.

"We both are. I want a picture."

"A picture?"

"Of my pretty Sissy enjoying her first weekend getaway."

Nick glanced toward the empty parking area. There were no other vehicles in sight, and the surrounding hills offered a spectacular view of the valley below. He reluctantly climbed out, straightened his skirt, and allowed Maddie to photograph him beside the scenic overlook. 

After several awkward attempts, she convinced him to stop hiding his face behind his handbag and pose properly, one hand on his hip and the other holding the strap of his purse.

"Perfect," Maddie announced, examining the photograph. "You look absolutely precious."

"I look ridiculous."

"Those two things aren't mutually exclusive, sweetheart."

Nick laughed despite himself and returned to the car. Whatever Maddie had planned, he had to admit that the weekend was already proving considerably more interesting than he'd expected.

They drove for another hour before leaving the main highway and following a narrow two-lane road through wooded hills. The landscape became increasingly picturesque, with towering trees arching over the pavement and colorful wildflowers growing along the roadside. 

Nikki noticed that the signs identifying nearby towns had become unusually scarce, and he was beginning to wonder whether Maddie had gotten lost when an elaborate wrought-iron arch appeared ahead.

Across the arch, written in enormous pink letters, were three words.

WELCOME TO SISSYVILLE!

Nick sat forward in his seat.

"What the hell?"

Maddie burst into laughter. "Surprise!"

"SissyVille?"

"That's right, sweetheart."

"There's an actual town called SissyVille?"

"Apparently."

Nick stared at the sign as they passed beneath it. "I thought that place was an urban legend."

"So did I, until Brittany told me about it."

"Brittany?"

Maddie smiled. "She has become a very useful friend."

The road curved around a wooded hillside, revealing a picturesque little town nestled in the valley below. Nikki could see rows of brightly painted Victorian storefronts, decorative streetlamps, colorful banners, and an enormous clock tower rising above the central square.

Pink and lavender accents appeared everywhere, from the awnings above the shops to the flower arrangements lining the sidewalks. It looked like an eccentric resort town designed by somebody with an unlimited decorating budget and an obsession with femininity.

As they entered the main street, Nick noticed something even more extraordinary. Women dressed in everything from elegant business suits to elaborate dominatrix-inspired fashions strolled along the sidewalks, often accompanied by companions wearing distinctly feminine outfits.

Some wore pretty dresses and heels, others sported elaborate maid uniforms, and a few appeared to be dressed as cheerleaders, princesses, or glamorous party girls. Nobody seemed particularly surprised by the unusual clothing, and the atmosphere was more festive than anything Nikki had encountered outside a costume convention.

"Oh my God," he whispered.

Maddie glanced at him. "Something wrong, sweetheart?"

Nick pointed toward a pair of elaborately dressed sissies standing outside a café, laughing together while their companions examined a display of shoes in the window.

"Look at them!"

"I see them."

"They're dressed like me!"

"Some of them are dressed considerably more extravagantly than you, actually."

Nick continued staring through the window. A Sissy in a bright red cocktail dress waved cheerfully toward another wearing a frilly pink maid outfit, while two women in tailored black suits watched with obvious amusement. Farther down the street, a group of sissies posed for photographs beneath a banner advertising an upcoming event.

For the first time since leaving home, Nick forgot to worry about being recognized.

"Everyone here is..."

"Exactly where they want to be," Maddie finished. "Welcome to SissyVille, Nikki."

They continued along the main street until an enormous Victorian-style hotel appeared at the far end of the town square. Its grand entrance was framed by white columns, ornate balconies, and hanging baskets overflowing with pink flowers. A sweeping driveway led beneath a decorative portico, where a uniformed attendant greeted arriving guests.

Above the entrance, elegant gold lettering announced:

THE SISSYVILLE GRAND

Beneath it, a colorful banner proclaimed:

WELCOME TO SISSY PLAY DATE WEEKEND!

Nick stared at the building in astonishment.

"You're kidding."

"Not at all."

"We're staying here?"

"For the entire weekend."

Maddie pulled into the driveway, where the attendant approached with a welcoming smile. He wore a beautifully tailored uniform with a pink bow tie, and he greeted Maddie with the polished enthusiasm of someone accustomed to unusual visitors.

"Welcome to the SissyVille Grand, Mistress. May I assist with your luggage?"

"Thank you. We're checking in for the Play Date weekend."

"Of course, Mistress. We're delighted to have you." He glanced toward Nikki and smiled. "And what a lovely Sissy you've brought with you."

Nick instinctively lowered his head, but Maddie proudly slipped an arm around his waist.

"Thank you. This is Nikki. It's her first visit."

"Then welcome to SissyVille, Miss Nikki. I hope you have a marvelous weekend."

"Th-thank you," Nick managed.

As the attendant opened the passenger door, Nikki carefully maneuvered himself out of the car and adjusted his skirt. Several other couples were arriving beneath the portico, including a statuesque woman in a tailored red suit accompanied by a Sissy wearing an elaborate blue-and-white sailor dress. 

Nobody stared at Nikki or seemed particularly interested in his unusual outfit. If anything, he was one of the more conservatively dressed visitors.

"See, sweetheart?" Maddie whispered. "I told you nobody would recognize you."

Nick looked around in amazement. "I can't believe this place."

"And you haven't even seen the inside."

The lobby of the SissyVille Grand resembled a magnificent Victorian palace. Crystal chandeliers hung above polished marble floors, enormous floral arrangements decorated the reception area, and an elaborate staircase swept upward toward a mezzanine overlooking the entrance.

Pink and lavender banners hung between the columns, while cheerful music drifted through the enormous room. Everywhere Nikki looked, elaborately dressed sissies mingled with their Mistresses, posing for photographs, admiring one another's outfits, and exchanging enthusiastic greetings.

A large display beside the reception desk announced the weekend's activities.

SISSY PLAY DATE WEEKEND

Friday — Welcome Reception & Sissy Meet-and-Greet

Saturday — Sissy Fashion Parade, Etiquette Games & Team Challenges

Sunday — Sissy Brunch & Farewell Celebration

Nick read the schedule with increasing disbelief.

"A fashion parade?"

Maddie smiled. "Of course."

"Etiquette games?"

"Naturally."

"Team challenges?"

"Apparently."

Nick looked at her. "You signed me up for all of this?"

"Every last activity, sweetheart."

He stared at her.

Maddie laughed. "Oh, don't look so worried. It's supposed to be fun."

Before Nick could formulate a response, a familiar voice rang out from across the lobby.

"Well, look who finally made it!"

Nikki turned and discovered Brittany striding toward them with an enormous grin. She had traded her waitress uniform and punk-rock street clothes for a striking black-and-purple ensemble consisting of a fitted jacket, short skirt, patterned stockings, and tall leather boots. Her dark hair still featured its distinctive purple streaks, while her silver piercings glittered beneath the chandeliers.

"Brittany!" Maddie exclaimed.

The two women embraced enthusiastically, laughing as though they were old friends rather than acquaintances who had met only three weeks earlier.

"Oh my God, Maddie, you actually brought him!" Brittany announced, turning toward Nikki. "And look at you, girlfriend! Pink from head to toe!"

Nick gave her an embarrassed smile. "Hello, Brittany."

Brittany folded her arms and raised an eyebrow.

Nick immediately corrected himself. "I mean, Mistress Brittany."

"Much better!" Brittany laughed. "God, I love hearing that."

Maddie stepped back and admired Brittany's outfit. "You look fantastic."

"So do you. And Nikki is absolutely adorable." Brittany circled him once, examining his skirt, stockings, heels, and elaborate blond wig. "Seriously, Maddie, you've outdone yourself. I barely recognize him."

"That was the idea."

Nick sighed. "I'm standing right here, you know."

"Yes, sweetheart," Maddie replied. "And looking very pretty while doing it."

Brittany laughed and glanced over her shoulder. "Speaking of pretty, there's somebody I want you two to meet."

She waved toward a nearby seating area, where a slender figure in a lavender dress had been waiting beside a collection of luggage. The person approached somewhat hesitantly, taking careful steps in white platform heels. A shoulder-length auburn wig framed a delicately made-up face, while a lavender cardigan, pleated skirt, white stockings, and matching handbag completed the feminine ensemble.

Nikki initially assumed Brittany was introducing another woman attending the event.

Then Brittany slipped an arm around the newcomer's waist.

"Maddie, Nikki, I'd like you to meet my boyfriend, Alex."

Nick stared.

"Your boyfriend?"

Brittany beamed. "Well, technically, this weekend she's Alexis."

Alex gave them a shy smile. "Hello."

Maddie's eyes widened with delight. "Oh my goodness! Brittany, you didn't!"

"Oh, I absolutely did."

Nikki looked from Alex to Brittany, struggling to reconcile the feminine figure standing before him with the boyfriend Brittany had apparently mentioned during one of her conversations with Maddie.

"Wait a minute," Nick said. "You mean he's..."

"A Sissy?" Brittany finished. "You bet your pretty pink panties he is."

Alex lowered his eyes with an embarrassed smile.

Brittany proudly adjusted the lavender bow at his collar. "After that incredible night at your place, I went home and told Alex everything. And wouldn't you know it, my boyfriend turned out to have a few secret fantasies of his own."

"Brittany!" Alex protested.

"What? It's true, sweetheart."

Maddie laughed. "I can't believe it. You've been busy!"

"Oh, honey, you have no idea. Let's just say Alex and I have discovered a whole new appreciation for shopping together."

Nick looked at the other Sissy with newfound interest. Alex seemed every bit as self-conscious as he was, particularly when Brittany fussed with his cardigan and instructed him to stand up straight. There was something unexpectedly reassuring about meeting another man who had apparently experienced a similar transformation, especially one whose Mistress seemed just as enthusiastic as Maddie.

"Nice to meet you, Alexis," Nikki said.

Alex smiled. "You too, Nikki."

Brittany looked between them with obvious satisfaction. "Oh, this is perfect. Look at our two pretty little sissies making friends already."

Maddie grinned. "And just think how much fun they're going to have this weekend."

Alex glanced toward Nikki. "Do you know what we're supposed to be doing?"

Nick shook his head. "I didn't even know where we were going until about twenty minutes ago."

Alex laughed. "Brittany wouldn't tell me either."

"Of course I wouldn't," Brittany replied. "Surprises are half the fun."

Maddie slipped her arm through Brittany's. "Well, I think our sissies are going to get along beautifully."

"Oh, absolutely. And I've already checked the schedule. There are so many activities I want us to try."

Nikki looked toward the large display near reception. "You mean the fashion parade and all those games?"

"Especially those," Brittany replied. "Apparently, there's a Sissy makeover competition, a high-heel walking challenge, a tea-party etiquette contest, and something called the Mistress-and-Sissy Obedience Olympics."

Alex stared at her. "The what?"

Brittany burst into laughter. "I know! Doesn't it sound amazing?"

Maddie looked positively delighted. "Oh, Nikki, we're definitely entering that one."

Nick glanced at Alex, who returned an equally apprehensive expression.

"Do we get a say in any of this?" Nikki asked.

"Of course, sweetheart," Maddie replied. "You can help us decide which games to enter first."

Brittany laughed so hard she nearly dropped her handbag.

Alex leaned toward Nikki and lowered his voice. "I have a feeling we're in trouble."

Nick glanced at the two women, who were already discussing the weekend's schedule with the enthusiasm of children planning their first trip to an amusement park.

"You have no idea," he whispered.

The two sissies exchanged a knowing smile.

Maddie turned back toward them and clapped her hands. "All right, girls. Before we do anything else, let's get checked in and take our luggage upstairs. Then I think we should explore the town."

"Absolutely," Brittany agreed. "There's a boutique down the street that specializes in matching Sissy outfits, and I think Nikki and Alexis would look adorable dressed alike."

Nick stared at her. "Matching outfits?"

Alex looked equally alarmed. "Brittany..."

"Oh, don't give me that look, sweetheart. It's Play Date Weekend. You're supposed to make friends, dress up, and have fun."

Maddie smiled mischievously. "Besides, I think our girls deserve a little shopping spree."

Brittany linked arms with her. "Now you're speaking my language."

The two women headed toward the reception desk, leaving Nikki and Alex standing together beside their luggage. Around them, the magnificent lobby buzzed with conversation and laughter as more Mistresses and their elaborately dressed companions arrived for the festivities. 

Nikki watched a pair of sissies in matching pink cheerleader uniforms pose for photographs beneath the grand staircase, while another group gathered excitedly around a display advertising the weekend's games.

Alex adjusted his lavender skirt and looked toward Nikki.

"So," he said, "is your Mistress always like this?"

Nick considered the question before smiling.

"Pretty much. How about yours?"

Alex sighed. "She's gotten a lot worse since she met Maddie."

They both laughed.

Nikki looked across the lobby toward the two women, who were already chatting excitedly with the receptionist. Three weeks earlier, he'd been a man terrified that his girlfriend might discover the panties hidden beneath his bedsheets. Now he was standing in the lobby of the SissyVille Grand, wearing a pink skirt and platform heels, talking to another feminized boyfriend while their Mistresses planned an entire weekend of Sissy games.

It was ridiculous. It was embarrassing. It was more than he'd ever imagined possible.

And much to his own surprise, he couldn't wait to see what happened next.

Maddie turned and waved them over.

"Come along, Nikki! You too, Alexis! Our weekend is about to begin!"

Brittany grinned beside her. "That's right, girls! Welcome to Sissy Play Date!"

Nick glanced at Alex, straightened his pink skirt, and picked up his handbag.

"Ready?" he asked.

Alex smiled nervously. "As I'll ever be."

Together, the two sissies hurried across the lobby toward their waiting Mistresses, their platform heels clicking against the polished marble floor.

And somewhere in the extraordinary little town of SissyVille, an entire weekend of outrageous adventures was waiting for them.

THE END
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