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GET CAGED

Mitch has had a crush on his friend and roommate, Rose, for years, but there’s one problem. She’s a lesbian.

But When Mitch drunkenly confesses he yearns for a girl just like Rose, Rose offers him a proposition. She thinks she can help him get a woman just like her, but first, he needs to do everything she says.




When Mitch is celebrating landing his dream job with his best friend, Rose, he ends up drunkenly confessing to her that he longs for a girl just like her. Rose, never willing to miss an opportunity to tease her friend, questions him over his confession.

Mitch, begrudgingly, admits to Rose that she’s pretty much his dream girl. She’s cute, funny, and easy to be around. There’s just one problem… she’s a lesbian.

Rose though is adamant she can help Mitch find a girl just like her. Only he needs to agree to her terms if he wants her help. He just needs to do everything she says.

And as an added incentive, if she fails to find him a girl in a month, she’ll give him one night he’ll never forget.

Not believing his luck, Mitch agrees, and so begins a whirlwind adventure of feminization, flirtation, frivolity, and fun as Rose helps Mitch become exactly the kind of person a girl like her would want. And in the end, Mitch discovers more about himself than he had dreamed possible, and he realises that sometimes to be set free, you need to get caged…


One

My first mistake was admitting the truth. But in my defence we’d been drinking, celebrating me landing a new job, and the first few beers had lubricated my tongue so that it just slipped out.

“Why can’t I just get a girl like you?” I said.

Rose, my roommate and my best friend, just stared at me for a moment, and then she smiled, a big, broad, cheesy grin, and I realised what I’d said.

“You what?” She asked.

I felt my cheeks turning pink, my chest getting hot, tight. I’d thought it before, had perhaps even daydreamed about it a couple of times, but I’d never said it out loud. I knew Rose was never going to let me forget this.

“You want to find a girl like… little old me?” As she spoke she shifted, moving a little closer.

The pair of us were sat in the main living room of our shared flat, drinking the beers I’d bought to celebrate my new job, my dream job. Each of us was sat at one end of the large sofa that faced our TV, the TV that was playing some dumb sci-fi horror B-movie that was goofy and gory enough to be entertaining while not demanding too much of our attention.

Yet, after what I’d said, Rose shifted, moving down the sofa, leaning towards me, smirking. How I loathed and loved that smirk.

“You want a girl like me?” She said, grinning.

“I never… I didn’t mean…”

“Ah, no take backs. I heard it loud and clear. You were raving about how lucky you were with the new job, how happy you were with finally really starting your career as an illustrator…”

“Senior creative lead at one of the biggest and most prestigious design firms in the world.” I said, correcting her.

Rose just looked at me with that look and we both chuckled. She took a deep breath, exhaling a long drawn-out sigh.

“… as a senior creative lead at one of the biggest and most prestigious design firms in the world…” She repeated. “… when you began complaining that you wished your love life would go as well as your professional life. And then, after you’d listed all your recent failures at dating, you said, and I quote you here, ‘why can’t I get a girl like you?’.”

My blush deepened. I knew Rose well enough to know she’d never, ever let me live this down.

We’d been best friends for years, since high school, and had stayed friends through college and after. We’d seen each other at our best, and at our worst, had supported each other through bad times, and had each been there to help the other celebrate the great times.

And I knew Rose would never give up the opportunity to taunt me. Especially not over this.

“I just… I… I didn’t mean… it’s more…”

“So, what is it about me exactly that you find so attractive?” Rose said, teasing.

As she spoke she shifted, moving closer, and I couldn’t help but watch her closely. The biggest problem with what I’d said was that I had meant it.

Rose was hot. She was exactly my kind of girl, my kind of woman.

She was dressed simply enough, in black denim cut-off shorts, ripped and frayed, with a cropped band t-shirt, black, but if anything the simplicity of her clothes just highlighted how amazing her body was.

I knew she worked hard on her figure, regular yoga and weights, a sensible diet, and it showed. Her legs were long and smooth, soft, full, thick, with her shorts stretched taught over her wide hips and her round ass, her magnificent, perky, juicy, bubble-butt—easily her best feature in my opinion, though it was a close run race. Her cropped t-shirt left her belly exposed, smooth, trim, with just a tiny hint of softness in all the right places, and as she moved, shifting, wiggling, I couldn’t help but stare as her tits swayed, and I knew she wasn’t wearing a bra, something she would forgo often as she relaxed around the flat, much to my distraction and delight.

Her t-shirt was snug over her full chest, cut low to flash her cleavage, sleeveless to flash just a little side boob. As she shifted closer still her tits jiggled, swaying, and it was almost as though she was doing it on purpose, to tease me, but then, knowing Rose, that was probably exactly what she was doing.

I wouldn’t let her win though. As hard as it was I tore my gaze off her body and looked up into her face, but in reality, that was no better, because Rose really was beautiful, and her face was no exception to that rule.

Her eyes were big, bright shimmering green, her pale skin flecked with freckles. Her features were refined, that perfect mix of cute and pretty and striking, her lips full, almost bee-stung, and her hair cascaded down to her shoulders, loose waves of dark, glossy copper. Even without make-up on, dressed casually, with her glasses on, relaxing after work, she was stunning.

“I mean, yeah you’re attractive, obviously.” I said, trying to not sound too convinced. “But… it’s more… it’s more that you’re easy to be around. That’s what I meant.”

It was what I’d meant. Or at least partially what I meant. While it was very true that I thought Rose was hot, one of the hottest women I’d ever seen, arguably my dream woman, she was also easy to be around.

She stared at me for a moment, as though studying me. She shifted, and her expression was thoughtful, pensive, but she was still smiling, though her grin shifted. I struggled to keep still under her gaze, and it felt almost as though she were reading me, assessing me.

We’d known each other for years. I’d grown up with her as my friend, so there was no odd tension, no awkward silences, no clumsy attempts at being charming or entertaining. I knew her so well I could just be myself.

With other girls, other women, especially ones I was attracted to, ones who were hot, I became a mess, awkward and clumsy and tongue-tied. Around any other woman as hot as Rose I’d have been a mess, but around her, I could just relax and be myself.

Slowly Rose’s smile spread, becoming brighter. She chuckled to herself, as though amused by a thought or an idea. Her eyes twinkled.

“Aww… so you don’t think I’m hot then?” She said, grinning at me.

She moved closer, was close enough that I could smell her perfume, the scent of her shampoo, the smell of her sweat. She wiggled, shifting how she sat to show off her lean body, her full figure, stretching her legs out and her arms up, taking a deep breath to make her tits swell.

I couldn’t help but stare, and I could feel my body throbbing, hot, my cock aching. It had been months since I’d had a date, and now here was my hot, sexy, beautiful best friend, my roommate, teasing me with her perfect body.

“I… yeah, but… that’s not fair!” I whined.

I laughed, my whole body blushing, and Rose laughed with me. Her smile just made her even more beautiful, and it was infuriating.

“Why’s that Mitch?” She asked, knowing full well the answer.

“I… because you know you can tease me, but there’s nothing I can do to retaliate.” I said.

Rose laughed, nodding. Her smile was radiant. She stopped her wiggling and shifted to sit back in her original place. With the greater distance between us again I was able to relax, slightly, and recompose myself.

Rose really was my perfect woman, in all but one way. And that one way was a pretty insurmountable hurdle. Rose was a committed lesbian.

She was only interested in girls.

“Aww… you’re just a sore loser.” She said. “It’s not my fault you think I’m hot.”

She blew me a kiss as she said it. I grumbled, but we both knew the truth.

We’d been friends for long enough, had known each other when we were young and innocent and foolish enough, that we’d tried dating. It made sense to us at the time since we got on so well and I was a boy and she was a girl and that was how things were supposed to work.

At the time Rose hadn’t really understood why she wasn’t really attracted to boys, why she preferred girls, and she just assumed it was normal, that she was like everyone else around her. She did however like me, had thought me different, so we’d dated a few times, had even kissed and fooled around a little, as teenagers do.

It made sense looking back. I’d never been the most masculine of boys, had never been tall or ruggedly handsome. I was shorter than average, and thin, lean, with more delicate features than other boys my age—a fact I’d hated over the years, blaming it for my lack of success with girls and women, though I’d come, begrudgingly, to accept it and myself growing up. I had to accept it really. Where Rose had grown from girl to woman, I’d failed really to grow from boy to man, had remained similar to that soft featured, slim, short boy who Rose had tried dating briefly as an experiment.

It all made sense I suppose. If Rose was going to date a boy, of course she’d choose one who was less masculine and manly than most. So she’d chosen me. But in the end, there had been no real spark, no chemistry, obviously, since I was still a boy after all, even if I wasn’t very good at being a traditional boy, and so it had all fizzled out.

It was shortly after that that Rose had admitted to herself, and to me, and to her family, that she was definitely attracted and into and interested in girls, not boys. We still joked, years later, that it was dating me that convinced her that boys were lame—I’d never quite believed that wasn’t true, especially given my dating history—and she still teased me that if only I’d been a girl we might have been married by now.

It was then though that I made my second mistake. I took a large swig of my beer. I was tipsy, flustered, cheerful from the good news of getting my dream job, frustrated after months of no intimate human contact, and I repeated myself. I said it again.

“Honestly though, it really would be easier if I could get a girl like you. I mean, we get on well, you're cute and funny and smart, and I don’t act like a dork around you like I do around every other pretty woman I meet.”

Those words made Rose’s smirk spread. I realised too late what I’d said.

“Aww… you think I’m pretty.” Rose said, teasing me again.

I smiled at that, but didn’t laugh. Maybe it was the beer, the previous teasing, or the pent-up frustration that had been building for way too long, but Rose’s teasing suddenly wasn’t as funny.

“I mean it.” I said, suddenly earnest. “You… you’re so easy to be around. And you’re cute. Why can’t I find a girl like you who’s just not… who’s… a girl like you who’d be into a guy like me?”

Rose smiled, but didn’t laugh. She was quiet for a moment, thoughtful. She knew me well enough to know when I was being serious, when I wanted to be heard. Out of everyone I knew she knew me best. She nodded.

She took a long drink of her beer, watching me. There was something in her eyes, a sparkle, a curiosity. I knew that sparkle, and I knew it meant one thing… trouble.

Normally trouble for me.

“You know… I think maybe I can help you.” She said. “You really want a girl like me?”

I paused for a moment, suspicious, but I knew Rose well enough to know that she was being sincere. I nodded, slowly.

“Yeah. I mean… yeah. If I could find a girl like you I think I’d consider myself lucky.” I said. “How, I mean… what could you really do though?”

Rose smiled.

“You said it yourself. You’ve always been awkward around girls, especially pretty girls that you’re into. You’ve always been introverted and shy. But… what if I could help you fix that? What if I could boost your confidence and help you feel better so you could meet a nice girl? A girl like me?”

The sparkle in her eyes seemed to flicker, grow brighter, a glimmer of mischief. I trusted her with my life, but I also knew that she had a wicked sense of humour.

“I… yeah, maybe. What is it?” I asked, wary.

And that was my third, and final, mistake. I admitted to being curious. I let Rose know I was interested in her proposition.

“Just… give me two weeks. If you do everything I say for two weeks I can promise that you’ll feel different and you’ll find it easier to talk to girls. Hell, maybe you’ll even meet a hot girl like me.” Rose said.

“Yeah but what…”

“Just… let me worry about the what and the why and the how. If you do everything I say for two weeks, starting tonight, then I can promise you you’ll notice a change.”

I stared at my best friend, sceptical but intrigued. Rose’s smile spread. We were both tipsy after one too many beers, and there was an odd tension in the air after Rose’s teasing.

“Look, I’ll make a deal with you. Do everything I say for two weeks, and if you don’t feel a change, if you don’t notice an improvement and a shift, if you still can’t get a date, find a girl, then… I’ll let you fuck me. Once.”

I blinked, stunned by Rose’s offer.

“You… but you…”

Rose laughed.

“I mean it. I’ve always been kind of curious about you and me, and there’s no one in the world I trust more. They say no one’s one hundred percent gay or straight so maybe it’s worth trying, but… well, let’s just say that I’m also really fucking confident, so I’m not worried.”

My head was spinning. If I’d been sober I’d have declined. If I’d been even a fraction less horny I’d have declined. But as it was I was tipsy and really pent-up.

“I… yeah. Okay.” I said.

Rose beamed.

“I guarantee you that you won’t regret it. Now, we just need one thing before we can start. I’ll be right back.” She said.

And with that, Rose leapt up off the sofa and dashed off towards her room. I watched her go, my head spinning.

On the one hand, the thought of being more confident with women, being able to flirt, to actually find a date, filled me with joy, and on the other, the thought of Rose’s plan failing, of getting to actually sleep with her, made my head spin. My cock throbbed just imagining it.

Yet, there was a sense of fear too. What if this ruined our friendship? But she seemed sure, and she was the one who’d suggested it. Sober I’d never have agreed, but as it was I wasn’t sober, and her teasing had me feeling quite frustrated, so she’d not had to work hard to convince me.

Which left me wondering… what was her plan if she was that confident?


Two

“No fucking way.” I said.

My voice was soft, the tone partly shock and surprise, partly awe, and partly fear. My head spun as Rose held out the object she had to fetch from her room, the thing needed to start her plan to help me.

“Oh come on! This is just the start. You can’t chicken out now. You said you wanted to find a girl like me, that you were fed up not being able to talk to cute girls like me, and I’m offering to help you.” Rose said.

I stared at the object in her hand with a sense of cold dread but also… intrigue. If this was just the start of the plan then what did the rest involve?

“How do you even have that around? I mean… what?” I was as confused as I was intimidated.

Rose just chuckled.

“You remember Bliss? The hot girl from last year with the pink hair?” She said.

I nodded. How could I forget Bliss? She was a smoking hot punk chick with luminous pink hair and a body that was mesmerising as Rose’s.

Seeing the two of them together last year, snuggling up on the couch, making out, mooching around the apartment together in the mornings wearing not much of anything and reeking of sex, it had been enough to almost drive me mad. And it hadn’t helped that I was in the middle of one of my all too frequent and all too long-lasting dry spells.

“Yeah. I remember her.” I said, trying to downplay how well I remembered her.

From Rose’s smirk though I knew she could read my expression.

“Yeah, I thought you would. Well, this was a gift I bought for her. We’d always talked about trying some kinky stuff out in the bedroom and she was fascinated with the idea of these. In the end though she had to move across the country before I could give it to her, which is how I happen to have one. Though I will admit, after buying it and never getting to use it, I’ve remained kind of curious about it and how much fun it could be, so I guess you’ll be helping me out too.”

Rose grinned at me as my eyes went wide, her green eyes twinkling.

“I never… I never knew…”

My head was spinning. Bliss was interested in… she wanted to try… she had a…

“Why would you? It’s not the kind of thing people talk about over breakfast.” Rose said, chuckling.

I blushed at that, realising how stupid I’d sounded. Still, I couldn’t help but feel stunned.

In Rose’s hand, she held a small, pretty, metal cage. At first, the sight of it had puzzled me, but after only a moment what it was had clicked.

I’d seen images before, had read about them on the internet, and though I’d never seen one in person before it didn’t take me more than a few seconds to figure out Rose was holding a chastity cage. A cock cage.

A cage she’d bought as a gift for Bliss.

Not only was a surprised by how secretly kinky my best friend and roommate was, but I was also astonished to find out that Bliss had a cock.

She was so hot and pretty. So cute. The thought that the punky, sexy, pink-haired girl who’d been dating my room-mate and had a cock, had lived part of her life believing she was a boy, like me, made my head whirr and stirred in me a swarm of emotions that were too boisterous and numerous to decipher.

It seemed impossible and amazing that the cage had been intended for Bliss. I felt a surge of joy and happiness for her, and also a sense of envy, or jealousy. Was it that she had got to be with my best friend when I knew I never could? Or was it something else?

“But anyway, the important fact is that I have it, and it’s brand new, never been worn.” Rose said. “Which means you can wear it.”

I felt the colour drain from my face. My heart skipped, belly fluttering.

The cage had been meant for Bliss, a girl, who was into that kind of stuff. I couldn’t wear something like that. I wasn’t into that stuff. I was…

“A deal’s a deal Mitch.” Rose said, still holding out the cage. “I mean, sure, you can back out now, but then you’ll never know if my plan would have worked or not.”

Rose was smiling. She looked radiant, grinning with mischief and delight. I’d always had a hard time resisting her, but this was too much, wasn’t it? I couldn’t really…

“And think about it. If my plan works you’ll be able to talk to girls, get a date, find a nice girl just like me. But if it doesn’t…”

Rose gave a wiggle, shaking her hips and ass, making her tits jiggle. I was used to her teasing me. We were friends. We teased each other all the time.

But this… teasing me with her body, offering me the chance to fuck her, it was new, and it was more than my beer-addled brain could handle.

“Fine.” I said, trying to sound less enthusiastic than I felt.

Rose smirked, as though she knew just how enthusiastic I was, and, knowing her, knowing how well she knew me, she probably did. I felt the blush in my cheeks deepen and my cock throbbed, the thought of maybe, possibly, getting to fuck my best friend captivated me, the idea of wearing the cage fascinated me, and the memory of Bliss, that hot sexy pink-haired punk girl who spent the summer hooking up with Rose, stirred feelings and emotions in me that were new and strange, but bright, and warm.

“Yay!” Rose said. “Ever since Bliss left without me having a chance to give this to her I’ve been curious what it would be like. She used to get so hot over the idea, and though I wasn’t that interested in the start she convinced me. And then she had to move, and I was left with this sitting in my room, useless, unable to stop thinking about it. Who knew I had the perfect test subject living with me all that time.”

Rose chuckled.

“I don’t know about perfect test subject.” I objected. “I mean…”

“Do you want to wear it for me or not?” Rose said. “This is the start of our deal, so it’s up to you…”

She was grinning. I took a deep breath, sighed, knowing all too well that she’d win in the end, that eventually she’d get her own way. I never had been able to say no to her.

“Yes, I want to wear it.” I said, trying my best not to sound like I meant it.

But… I didn’t really want to wear it, did I? I was just doing this because I was drunk and horny and it was all just part of Rose’s deal right? I wasn’t actually curious about wearing a cage on my cock.

I’d never even thought about it before. Yet, seeing one, seeing it in my hot, best friend's hand, knowing she wanted me to wear it, and that if I did there was a chance I might get to sleep with her, or that I might actually learn how to flirt with girls, it stirred things in me.

If it had been something Bliss had been curious about then maybe there was something to it? Maybe it would be kind of fun?

Yet, I really didn’t want Rose to know I was thinking about it like that. So, I did my best to sound and look begrudging. I wasn’t sure Rose was convinced though.

“Well, since you asked so nicely… you can wear it.” She said. “Once it's locked the deal starts. Two weeks, doing everything I say. If you refuse any instruction the deal's off. Do what I say and I promise you’ll be more confident around women, but, on the off chance I fail, if you do everything I say and you’re still awkward around girls, then you can fuck me. Understood?”

I nodded.

“I’m really not sure why the cage though. I mean…

“It’s simple. You need to stop thinking with your dick so much. Two weeks of not being able to get hard, or play with yourself, or cum, and it’ll change your perception. You’ll be able to empathise with women more, but you’ll also be motivated to work hard at the rest of my plan because you’ll not be able to relieve that pressure.”

Rose's smile was almost gleeful. She really was enjoying this. It was almost unnerving, but, at the same time, the joy in her smile was almost… sexy. It sent a thrill down my spine.

“Make sense now?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Yeah, I guess.” I said. “I’ll just go and…”

“Oh no. No going anywhere. I need to know you have it on, and that you’ve fitted it properly, not only for the deal but for your safety too. Which means you fitting it here and now.” Rose said.

My eyes went wide.

“You want… I… you…”

“Oh relax. I mean, if this fails, and you get the chance to fuck me, I’ll be seeing it then regardless, right? And… it’s not like we haven’t both seen each other in fairly revealing states of undress, is it?”

It was true. If the deal did fail, and I did get the chance to fuck my best friend, then she’d be seeing me naked, and we had, over the years, both caught glimpses of the other in pretty revealing outfits, coming out of the shower in just towels, or in underwear. Yet… we’d never seen each other naked, and now Rose wanted me not only to undress, but she wanted me to fit a chastity cage in front of her.

I stared at the cage in her hand, my heart racing. I could feel the pulse of blood in my cock.

“You can always walk away from the deal now Mitch.” Rose said.

From the tone of her voice, it was obvious she was teasing, taunting. It was clear she was having fun, and that she didn’t want me to baulk at what she was asking me to do.

“Pretty please…” Rose added.

I took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh.

“Fine.” I said, submitting to her. “Just… no laughing.”

Rose looked almost hurt at that.

“I’m not doing this to laugh at you, Mitch. I… I really am doing this because I want to help, and because I think it’ll work…”

She was still smiling though, still that gleam in her eye that told me she was scheming. I trusted her though, trusted her more than anyone. So, taking a deep breath, I began to undo my trousers.

Rose stood back and watched. I could feel my cheeks burning, a rush of shame and embarrassment and excitement. I fumbled with the buttons, the zipper, but in the end, I manage to pull them down, pausing for just a second before pulling my underwear down, exposing myself.

Rose was quiet for a moment.

“Well, that won’t do at all.” She said.

The tone of her voice was amused, playful.

“I… what?” I asked, feeling suddenly paranoid.

“Your cock is too big.” She said. “Or I suppose I should say too hard. But there’s an easy fix to that.”

I felt a sudden surge of excitement. I heard Rose chuckle.

“And no it’s not that. I can tell from the way your cock got suddenly harder what you were thinking. But there’s no cumming. I want you pent-up. That’s the whole point of the cage after all.”

I paled at that. She read me so easily. She knew me too well.

When she’d said there was a fix I’d assumed, hoped, she’d meant making me cum, and the sudden fantasy of her touching my cock after so long without a woman’s touch, my best friend, the woman I’d been hopelessly attracted to for so long, had made my cock even harder. Knowing that she’d seen my hope, and had dismissed it, made my chest feel tight, a sense of embarrassment, but at the same time a subtle thrill to it, the thought that she wanted me to remain pent-up was oddly exciting.

Still, I didn’t have time to dwell on that. I was too busy wondering what the fix was going to be if not making me cum.

“Stay there, I’ll be back in a moment.” Rose said.

With that she dashed off, beaming, leaving me standing there with my pants down and my cock out. I felt almost dizzy from the thrill of it. I was tipsy from the beer, which was probably why I was even agreeing to this in the first place, caught up on the thrill of Rose teasing me, her offer to let me fuck her if all this failed, the joy of landing my new job, the frustration at knowing it had been months since I’d been physical with a woman, but I was still sober enough to experience a sense of nervous embarrassment and shame at being so… exposed.

I heard movement in the kitchen, the sound of Rose rummaging, then footsteps coming back. I turned to see her step back into the room, still smiling, the cage in one hand and… a bag of frozen peas in the other. I shivered at just the sight of them.

“Now, you just stand there and let me handle this. I did a lot of research about how best to do this safely before buying this for Bliss, so I know what I’m doing. Though… that does mean having me touch your cock. Can you handle that without cumming?”

My eyes went wide. Rose was going to fit it? I wasn't to argue but knew it was pointless. I was either going to submit to the deal or not, and… I was definitely curious.

Rose was smirking, teasing. I grumbled at that, the accusation that I was such a hair trigger—though honestly, in that moment, after all the teasing, given how long I’d secretly pined after Rose, I wasn’t entirely sure. I didn’t let her know that though, obviously.

“I’ll be fine.” I said, doing my best to sound annoyed and resigned.

From the way Rose looked at me though I figured she saw through my act easily enough. Rose stepped towards me and I stood still, head drumming with the beat of my heart. I was nervous, embarrassed, but also… excited.

“It’s going to be cold, but… it’ll be worth it in the long run. I promise.” Rose said, a gleam in her eyes.

And with that, she stepped in close and put the bag of frozen vegetables against my hard, throbbing cock. I gasped at the chill of it, wanting to pull away, but I remained still.

It was bracing, numbing, but still, the fact that it was Rose doing it, the thrill of the situation, the threat of the cage and the idea that I might actually get to fuck her if all this failed, was almost enough to make me cum. Almost, but not quite.

Instead, the cold caused my cock to wilt and shrink, and I just stood there as Rose watched.

“There, all done. Quick and painless and you get to stay all pent-up.” Rose said, grinning, obviously relishing the situation. “And… it’s actually kind of cute now.”

That word, cute, chafed, but also caused my belly to flutter. Was my cock really cute?

“Now, last detail. Hold still, I wouldn’t want to hurt you or cause any harm.”

With that Rose knelt, dropping the frozen peas to the side, lifting the cage as she opened the elaborate mechanism of it. Her words, harm and hurt, encouraged me to keep as still as possible, but it wasn’t easy.

Though my cock remained slightly numbed from the cold, I could still feel Rose’s hands. The warm softness of her touch sent a thrill up my spine.

Looking down at her, seeing my hot, beautiful best friend kneeling in front of me, touching my cock, was like something out of a dream or a fantasy. I watched, aware of blood returning to my dick, as she fitted a ring around my shaft and behind my balls, snug to my body, and then fitted the cage, slipping it on.

“I feel like this is a race against time.” Rose said, teasing me. “Do you really find me that hot, or does the cage excite you more than you’re willing to admit?”

I blushed and didn’t answer. I didn’t want to admit to even myself that it was, perhaps, a bit of both.

“But… all done.”

There was a click, a sharp metallic snap. I looked down and saw…

“You never said…”

“Two weeks.” Rose said. “I need to know you’re sticking to the deal now don’t I?”

There was a padlock fitted to the cage. Not only was I caged, but I was locked away too. I was locked away and…

“And don’t worry. I’ll be keeping the key nice and safe for you. If you need to get out in an emergency I can unlock you, and if the deal proves too much and you want to quit before the end you can, and you’ll be released, but at least now I’ll know you won’t be cheating.”

… and Rose was going to be keeping the key. I felt my whole body flush hot from the shame, the embarrassment, and the excitement of it. I had to last two weeks. And, what was more, I had to do everything she said or the bargain was off.

On the one hand, I was eager for it, the idea that the deal might work, that I’d get better at flirting, or that it’d fail, and I’d get to sleep with my best friend, but on the other… if the cage was where we were starting, where would it lead?

My cock throbbed at the thought. The cold was wearing off, the numbness receding, and I could feel the weight of my cage. Looking down at Rose, tipsy, thrilled at the situation, I felt my cock throb, trying to harden, but… it couldn’t.

The cage kept it small, limp, useless. And as it throbbed there was only a dull ache centred on my groin.

Rose giggled.

“Someone really is excited by all this.” She said.

With that she tapped the tip of my cage, sending a vibration along my shaft, causing me to shudder with delight and pain. I shook my head, trying to deny the truth.

“No, I just… it’s just…”

Rose rose up to her feet. She put a finger to my lips, silencing me.

“It’s fine. You’re allowed to enjoy it. In fact, I’ll let you in on a secret. I’m kind of into it too. I mean… I bought it for Bliss for a reason, so… I’m just glad I finally got to put it to use, and you’re kinda cute all locked away, helpless, at my mercy.”

Rose’s cheeks were pink, and she was grinning. I was silent, my trousers and underwear still down, my caged cock exposed. What was happening?

“But… I think it’s time for bed. I’m sleepy, and I’m going to have a busy day tomorrow getting all the things together for the next phase of my plan. I do hope you’re excited for what comes next, because I am. Just remember, two weeks, and you have to do everything I say or the deal’s off. Understand?”

Rose’s voice was soft, breathy. My heart was racing, my cock throbbing with a dull ache.

I nodded. I didn’t have the words to speak.

“Good.” She said, still smiling that mischievous grin, her eyes still twinkling.

“I’ll see you tomorrow. Sleep well.”

With that Rose turned and left, heading off to her room. I watched her go, the sway of her hips and her ass, more of a swagger and a strut than usual, doing her best to taunt me.

My cage felt heavy, like a dread weight, yet at the same time I was left aching. Somehow I knew I wasn’t going to be sleeping well.


Three

I was shaken awake, early, before my alarm had even gone off. I grumbled and cracked my eyes only to find Rose looming over me, grinning.

“Ready sleepy head?” She asked.

“Wha…” I grumbled, brain foggy. “Wha’dya wan…?”

My head was pounding with the subtle reminders of last night’s celebration, the beers. I shifted, sitting up, and I felt a heavy weight in my underwear, around my cock, a throb and then a dull ache, reminding me of what else happened last night.

I groaned, blushed all over again.

The deal. Rose’s deal. She was going to help me improve myself so I could find a girl like her.

She’d offered to let me fuck her, and my blush deepened as I recalled the lure she’d used to get me to agree—and my cock throbbed at the thought of getting to sleep with my best friend, the dull ache in my groin intensifying. But, that was only if her plan failed, and she’d seemed confident it wouldn’t.

So, drunk, horny, I’d said yes, and that had led to me getting caged. My cock was caged. It was locked away, useless, and Rose held the key. The only way out was to finish the two weeks, or renege on the deal. I wasn’t quite ready to quit yet.

But, worst of all, I’d let Rose see me naked, or more accurately with my pants down. She’d seen my cock, had even touched it to put the cage on. Just remembering it sent a thrill of shame, embarrassment, and excitement through me all over again, and the dull ache in my groin spread as my cock tried, and failed, to harden.

Maybe I was ready to quit out of the deal?

“Well, are you ready or not?” Rose said, grinning.

She looked annoyingly fresh-faced and vibrant, almost excited, eager. She was always so happy and full of energy. She’d been drinking with me last night, so how did she get to feel so refreshed and look so… hot.

“Ready for what?” I asked.

But as I looked at her I had my suspicions.

Rose was already dressed, in tight-fitting yoga pants, vibrant purple and black and electric blue, that hugged her butt and hips, and a snug sports tank, black, that clung to her breasts, exposing her cleavage and her belly. She looked amazing, highlighting just why I’d said what I’d said last night, why I’d told her I wished I could find a girl just like her.

I knew it had been a mistake the moment I’d said it. But that didn’t make it less true. It was confessing that truth that had got me into this mess, that had landed me with Rose looming over me shaking me awake at some ungodly hour of the morning.

“Ready for the first day of the best two weeks of your life silly!” Rose said, beaming.

She looked far too cheerful.

“Yeah, but… what have you got in mind? Why are you waking me up so early?”

“Because part one is getting you in better shape. Exercise will help you look better, but it’ll also, more importantly, help you feel better. You want a girl like me then you’ve got to put in effort.”

“Do I have to?”

Rose chuckled.

“No, you can quit if you like. But if you do then the deal's off. And remember, I promised you that you’d either get a girl like me, or you’d get me. Are you really willing to forgo that chance before we’ve even really begun?”

I blushed, shifted. The cage was feeling very tight, a dull aching throb. It seemed too good an offer to be true. All I had to do was go along with Rose’s plan for two weeks and then I’d either get a girl like her, or… I’d get her.

I took a deep breath, then exhaled a sigh. I nodded.

“Fine. I’ll get up and work out with you.” I said. “Just give me a chance to find something to wear and I’ll…”

“No need to find anything. I have your outfit here. And no arguing. You’ll need to wear this or deal’s off. I’ll see you in the living room in ten minutes.”

With that, she tossed me a small gym bag and left. I sat still for just a moment before opening the bag. I felt my stomach drop at what was inside.

“She has to be joking right?” I said.

But I knew she wasn’t. And I knew I either went along with it, or the deal was off. With that in mind, I made a decision. I didn’t know what her plan was, if she was trying to get me to quit out of the deal or if there was some hidden genius to her scheme, but it didn’t matter. I was going to see it through to the end.

I knew I wasn’t in bad shape, but regular exercise wouldn’t hurt, and this would certainly motivate me. At the very least I’d end up fitter, looking and feeling better.

So, I slipped out of bed and set to getting dressed into the outfit she’d given me—yoga pants like hers, but in bright pink, a slim-fitting yoga vest in black, but with bright pink accents, and a pair of what looked suspiciously like panties.

I slipped the panties on first, the fabric surprisingly soft and delicate, and tugged them up and into place. They fit quite well, high cut around the butt and thigh so that my ass and my legs were very exposed, but tight enough to keep my caged cock contained and to provide an odd, pleasant lift to my butt-cheeks that made my ass look… almost juicy.

After the panties, I slipped on the yoga pants. They were again surprisingly soft, delicate, and comfortable, and the fabric was both tight and stretchy so that they hugged my legs tightly, emphasising the shape of them. They came high on the waist, tight, cinching my belly in and I realised as I pulled them up around my hips and ass why I’d been given the panties. My usual underwear, briefs and boxers, would have not been comfortable with the tight fit of the yoga pants.

They’d have bunched up around my upper thighs, chafing, adding bulk which would have gotten in the way when exercising, and they would have looked… silly. As it was, the panties combined with the yoga pants gave me a lean, svelte figure, long legs, perky butt, and… hips. Plus, with my cock caged, squashed by the tight panties, there was no bulge in sight which felt strange but only emphasised how well the yoga pants fit me.

Finally, I slipped on the vest. It was loose, but slim, so it hugged my body, falling to just above my butt. The straps were thin, with large arm holes and a wide neck, exposing my arms, shoulders, my upper back, my collar bones, and the top of my chest. It felt so light and soft, breathable and almost gossamer.

The whole outfit was very different to the usual outfit I wore to the gym, baggy shorts and an old cotton t-shirt. Though it covered quite a lot of skin, it was so tight and snug that it left me feeling quite exposed and vulnerable, but… in a way that was not unpleasant.

I turned to check myself in the mirror and when I caught my reflection I paused, my blush deepening. My caged dick throbbed, a dull ache radiating out.

I looked… different. With the yoga pants on my legs looked long and thick, toned, and given how the panties and the pants hugged my butt and waist I had almost curves, hips, a juicy peachy ass.

The only problem was my upper body. As well shaped as my legs and butt were, my arms, chest, and shoulders were too slim. I wasn’t in bad shape, but I lacked muscle and bulk. I looked almost svelte. I’d always been skinny, but I normally hid that in baggy clothes. The vest though left nothing hidden.

I wiggled slightly, staring at myself. I looked… not bad. With a bit of exercise to build muscle in my arms and shoulders and chest, I’d look good.

While it was true I’d never be the epitome of masculinity, that I’d never be as tall or as muscular as some men, I was okay with that. Yet, if I wanted to look good, manly, handsome, I knew I needed to be bigger and bulkier. As I was now I looked…

I blushed as I realised I looked almost feminine.

Yet, as I looked myself over I smiled. I’d never loved how I’d looked, but it was never something that had particularly bothered me—it was just a body, and one I was stuck with, so I tried not to let the things that were wrong with it bother me. Now however I could almost feel a sense of joy.

I was shorter than average for a man, only just a little over average height for a woman, about the same height as Rose, and thin, without much in the way of muscle or fat, but my face was even, symmetrical, with fine, almost refined features. I knew I didn’t have the square jaw of classically handsome men, or the heavy brow or large nose some people found attractive, but my eyes were big and bright, a clear grey-blue, with full lips and good cheekbones. And I’d been told by more than a few people that I had lovely hair, a thick mane of light blonde waves that I’d never really bothered to style, letting it grow out to just below my ears so it wasn’t too much of a hassle but also didn’t require cutting that often.

In the outfit Rose had given me though I looked… almost graceful. Still, knowing I was wearing women’s clothes left me feeling hot and flustered, my heart racing. I pushed that out of my head though. I had things to do.

Rose was waiting for me so we could work out. So, tearing my gaze away from the mirror, I set off out of my room to begin.

I found her already set up in the middle of the living room on one of the two yoga mats she’d laid out, stretching. I took a moment to take in the weight of her in her skimpy outfit, standing with feet apart, bent at the waist to touch her toes, legs straight, her ass sticking out, round and perky and fat. I couldn’t help but stare.

Rose looked between her legs at me and chuckled. She kept her pose, holding the stretch, and wiggled her hips to make her ass shake.

“Enjoying the view?” She said.

I blushed, nodded, murmured a yes. She rose to stand upright, turned to face me.

“Good, that’ll motivate you to work hard then. I have to say though, I’m enjoying my view too. You look cute in that outfit.”

Rose made an obvious show of looking me up and down, smiling at me, a not-so-subtle wink. I knew her well enough to know that, though she was teasing me, she was also being sincere.

I blushed, my heart fluttering. It felt odd to have my lesbian best friend compliment me like that, especially given the context of our deal, but also… pleasant, a warm glow in my belly. I felt my caged cock throb, hard, and almost whimpered from the dull ache of it.

“Now, we’ll start easy today so you don’t burn out. Stretches and squats. You’ll be doing five days on, one day rest, and repeat, just so you can see the results by the end of the two weeks. Once the two weeks are up I can give you a more sustainable work-out plan if you want.”

I nodded. I knew Rose took great pride in staying fit and working on her body, so I knew she knew what she was talking about.

“Sounds like a plan.” I said.

I was actually almost excited to begin. I could almost picture myself with muscles, broad shoulders, thicker arms, girls noticing me. It felt odd, but I knew that was what I needed. Yet, at the same time, I couldn’t help but look at Rose, how she looked in her workout gear, and I remembered how I’d looked in the mirror, slim, svelte, and I felt an almost painful fluttering in my heart.

I pushed that feeling away though, focussed on the deal. Even if the exercise didn’t work there was the lure Rose had tempted me with. A chance to fuck her.

No matter what, I was going to see the deal through. So, as Rose started to put me through my paces, making me sweat, making my heart race, making my lungs burn, I gave it my all.


Four

After the workout, forty-five minutes of intense stretches, poses, vigorous weighted squats and lunges, and various other leg and glute exercises—many of which I hadn’t even heard of before, and that I was sure were adapted from medieval torture strategies—Rose sent me off to shower. I was wobbly on my legs, and glad for the hot water and the steam to help me relax.

As my muscles unwound, aching, I tried not to think about the fact that I’d be doing that every morning for the next four days and that I’d only get one day’s rest before I had another five days of workouts to go through. No wonder she looked so good if that was the kind of workout she did.

Still, it’d be worth it if it worked. I figured I’d look pretty good with a few more muscles, a broader chest, thicker arms, more muscular shoulders. I frowned as I pictured it, worrying over the mental image. A man needed strong arms, wide shoulders, and a broad chest didn’t he?

Yet, I didn’t dwell too long, and I didn’t take too long in the shower. I had a full day of work ahead of me. So, after washing off, I stepped out of the shower, dried off, and got dressed ready to head out for the day.

“Oh, Mitch, make sure you eat well today too!” Rose said as I was leaving. “I want you to eat plenty of fruits and vegetables. No meat. Get some tofu or some beans for protein. You need fuel if you’re going to be working out with me and we want you bulking up not slimming down, so you need to eat well.”

I nodded, making a mental note of what Rose was telling me. I knew she paid close attention to what she ate, balancing nutrition, so I accepted she knew what was best for what she had in mind with her plan.

“Keep a list of what you eat. I’ll go over it with you when you get home to adjust and improve it. Plenty of water too. And I’ll make dinner so you don’t need to worry about that. Just… get home early if you can, as I have plans for you this evening too.”

“Not another workout right? I think I’ll die if you put me through that again this evening.”

Rose laughed. But, thankfully, she shook her head.

“No, not another workout. But I’m not telling you what it is till you get home.”

I blushed at that. I was very aware that I had only two choices, go along with her plan, do whatever she said, or quit our deal, and I’d decided to commit myself to seeing the deal through. I wasn’t entirely sure what I’d let myself in for.

“Anything you want me to pick up on the way home?” I asked.

Rose shook her head.

“No, I’ll get everything you’ll need. You just bring that cute butt home nice and early.”

I blushed, still not used to her complimenting me, but nodded. I could feel the weight of my cage on my cock, heavy, a dull ache in my groin and belly. I knew the day was going to be interesting.

As it was, work was enough of a distraction to stop me dwelling too much on my situation, on the cage I was wearing, the deal I’d made, or the plan Rose had for me that evening. I was kept busy with an upcoming deadline, and the fact that I had to put in my month’s notice.

My boss was sad to hear I was leaving, and made a few clumsy attempts to get me to stay, but I was too excited for my new opportunity. Once the paperwork was done and signed and handed in I could feel the excitement growing. In just over a month I’d be starting my dream job!

So, in the end, I was so busy that I didn’t really have time to think about Rose’s plan for me that evening, to even to dwell on my caged cock—the only time I ever really noticed it was when going to the bathroom, forced to sit to piss like a girl and wipe myself with tissue to keep my cage clean. Yet, there were times, during coffee breaks, at lunch, and during my morning and evening commute, when the presence of my cage was felt more keenly.

When I wasn’t occupied my mind wandered, thinking about the deal I’d made, and that led me to think about Rose, the fact that her plan would either work, and I’d meet a girl, or I’d get to finally be with her. The thought made my cock throb, my cock trying and failing to swell, the dull ache almost familiar. I tried to calm myself, but, given the fact that it had been a couple of days since I’d last cum, it was difficult.

And I knew it was only going to get more difficult as the two weeks passed.

Hence, by the time I arrived home, I was on edge from that dull ache and that glowing ember of arousal. Sure, it would motivate me, but I was beginning to think I wouldn’t be able to make it to two weeks.

The fact that I could just quit, get out of my cage early, was like low-hanging fruit, sweet, succulent, within each reach, tempting me. I just had to quit, to ask to be released, and I’d be free… but the deal. I wanted to see it through.

So, I stiffened my resolve, and unlocked the front door, ready to face my fate. Rose looked delighted to see me, which immediately worried me. Why was she so happy to see me?

“Mitch! Just in time. I was beginning to worry you’d be working late to avoid me. I’ve got everything ready for you so you can go get on with tonight's task while I finish dinner.” She said.

At her feet was a small black bag. Her smile was bright. I felt my cheeks turn pink.

It had been relatively easy to remain calm throughout the day. I had lots of things to get on with so I could remain distracted. At home though, alone with Rose, with her commanding me, settling me tasks and giving me orders, it was a lot more difficult.

“What…”

“No need to worry with questions. It’s simple enough. I want you to go through to the bathroom and shave and get changed. It shouldn’t take too long but dinner will be done in just over an hour so try not to dally.”

I blinked.

“But I shaved and showered this morning?” I said.

I had shaved, even though I’d not really needed to. My facial hair was never particularly vigorous or thick, and I could go several days without needing to shave, but it was habit more than anything.

Rose just smiled at me.

“Somehow I doubt you’ve ever shaved like this Mitch.” She said, her smile becoming a smirk. “I want, no… I need you to shave everywhere. For this plan to work you need to fully empathise with and understand women. If you want a girl like me, you need to know what we go through, how we feel, what we experience. For that reason I need you to go through to the bathroom and shave your entire body… and that means from feet to nose. No hair anywhere. I want you smooth and soft and delicate, and trust me when I say I’ll be checking.”

I blushed, cheeks burning as Rose spoke. The cage was already bad enough, and then this morning, making me exercise in her spare gym gear—though I’d excused that as me needing to wear suitable clothing for the exercises she’d had planned—but this… it was all too much.

“That’s… you can’t… I mean…”

“Mitch, trust me.” Rose said.

I paused, falling silent. I did trust her, but her instruction left me feeling breathless and anxious. I couldn’t really do it, could I?

“If you want a girl like me then trust me and do what I say. This will help. I promise you.” Rose’s tone was firm, but not hard—insistent and sincere. “Then, once you’re shaved and showered, I want you to wear the outfit I picked for you. Can you do that?”

Rose watched me, waiting for an answer. I paused, considering my answer. I knew I could quit the deal there and then, but… I really did want to see it through.

It was more than just wanting to fuck my best friend too, though that was plenty of motivation, and it was more than wanting to be able to find a girl like her. I was curious about her plan, about what she had in mind, if it would work, what it would teach me. So far it had been kind of fun, so maybe this would be too?

I’d always been a relatively play-it-safe kind of guy, but in the end that hadn’t got me anywhere. Maybe it was time I did something wild?

Maybe her plan would teach me about myself, help me view things in a new light, a new way? Maybe it really would help me experience new things, help me grow? And… wasn’t that a good thing?

I’d finally landed my dream job, so maybe it was time I got my personal life in order too so that I could finally be properly happy? I smiled at that, and I nodded.

“I can do that.” I said.

Rose smiled.

“Wonderful. Somehow I knew you wouldn’t disappoint me.” She said.

And with that she handed me the small black bag and pushed me off towards the bathroom, promising me a delicious meal as payment for the effort I was making once I was done. I turned and headed off, and only once I was locked in the bathroom did I open the bag and examine the contents.

I paled as I laid it all out.

There was a razor, pink, and shaving foam, moisturising shower gel, body butter, a tub of hair removal cream. A small note, handwritten, told me what to do.

The razor was for delicate areas, around my cage, my butt crack, and the hair removal cream was for everywhere else. I was expected to get rid of the hair all over my body…

I took a deep breath and turned my attention from the toiletries to the outfit Rose had picked out for me. Under normal circumstances, it would have seemed a little odd and extreme, and it wasn’t something I’d choose to wear, but given the fact that I was about to make myself smooth from head to toe, it left me feeling anxious and exhilarated, a sense of nervous anticipation as I looked it over.

It was simple enough, denim shorts and a tank-style vest, but the shorts were very short, and the vest was just a little more open around the neck and the sleeves compared to what I was used to. Knowing that wearing them would leave all of my legs, my arms, my shoulders, my armpits, and a small glimpse of my upper chest on show, made my caged cock throb, a dull ache radiating out.

Rose had obviously chosen it so she could check I’d done what she’d asked, but still, knowing I’d be showing off how smooth and soft and delicate I was made my belly flutter. I knew though that I did not have much time to think about it. Rose was busy making dinner, and I didn’t want her efforts to go to waste.

I figured this might take a while, given I’d never done it before, so I figured the sooner I started the sooner I was done, and… maybe it really would help me get a girl like Rose? With that thought as motivation, wanting to stick to our deal, committed to seeing it through to the end, I stripped off and began.

In the end, it was actually a little easier than I’d expected. The shaving cream was simple enough to apply, and though the scent of it was quite pungent, a sharp astringent odour hanging in the air, it went on quickly, the thick cream spread over my legs and arms and butt with the spatula from the box. I made sure to get it over almost all of my body, my armpits, belly, chest, even my hands and feet.

I’d never been that hairy, but I figured a job worth doing was worth doing right. So, I got everywhere except my sensitive, intimate areas, around my cage, my cock and balls, and along my ass crack.

As I let the cream sit for the allocated amount of time I couldn’t help but wonder how it was going to feel, how I was going to look. Rose had said it was to teach me empathy for what women like her went through, that it would help me understand them, so then… would my body feel like hers? Would I look as soft and delicate as she did?

And why did that thought excite me, making my caged cock throb? The dull ache of it was quickly becoming almost comforting, a glowing ember of desire and lust and arousal that was always there, sometimes dimming, sometimes flaring into life, but never extinguished.

Once the cream had sat for the correct amount of time I set the shower running, let it heat, the room filling with steam, and then stepped under the flow of hot water. I basked for a moment, relishing the heat, my muscles still aching from that morning’s workout. It felt nice to take a moment, and the cascading water felt more soothing than normal, more intense. As I set to washing myself I realised why.

I lathered my hands with the moisturising shower gel Rose had given me and began to scrub my legs clean, and as soon as I began washing I realised that, with my body hair suddenly gone, my skin was suddenly much more sensitive.

I shivered, delighting in the way my body was slowly revealed as the hair removal cream sloughed off, my legs so smooth and soft. Rubbing them with soapy hands felt good, and I blushed at the joy of it, the ache of my cage as my cock tried, and failed, to harden, becoming more intense.

I washed my legs, my belly, arms, chest, removing all the cream, and it made my body throb with delight. Once I was clean I turned to shaving.

I stepped out of the flow of water and foamed around my cage, the touch of my fingers making the ache worse. Then, being as careful and as delicate as possible, I worked to rid myself of hair.

This was by far the hardest part, and it required much adjusting and manoeuvring, and even then the job wasn’t perfect, but it was good enough. If Rose insisted on me doing a better job then she would need to unlock me while I shaved.

As I thought about that I imagined her shaving me, and that just made the ache of my cage flare, becoming a demanding pain as my cock swelled, crushed by the confines of the metal prison. I forced myself to calm down and focus on the task at hand. It was no time for distractions.

Once my cock and balls were smooth I could not help but remark how cute it looked. It was not a word I’d ever have used about my genitals before, and I chafed slightly at it, but at the same time, I could not deny it. With my cage on my cock was squashed small, and as smooth as it was, as soft and delicate, it looked undeniably… pretty.

I blushed, laughing to myself. Clearly wearing the cage was getting to me, that and shaving my body.

The last part was my butt crack, and after shaving around my cage that proved to be relatively easy, though not without its distractions. As I shaved along my crack I could not help but notice how smooth and soft and sensitive my butt was, and my fingers teasing along my crack, over my ass, sent a shiver along my spine that made the ache of my cage blossom. I forced myself to take slow deep breaths and focussed on finishing the job of shaving, of making myself smooth, but it was not easy.

As horny as I was, as sensitive as I was, I was curious about the sudden flush of new sensations. My cock might be locked away, useless, but the rest of my body was free to play with, right?

Yet I knew Rose was making dinner for the two of us, so I finished up as best as I could and I washed, rinsed off, then shut off the flow of water before stepping out to dry myself. Once I was dry I made sure to apply the body butter she’d given me all over, and I couldn’t help but remark at how good it felt to rub the lotion into my skin, my body so much softer, smoother, and more sensitive—if it hadn’t been for the insistent dull ache of my caged cock it might even have been fun.

With that done I dressed. I slipped on a pair of snug black briefs that were not quite as skimpy as the panties I’d worn that morning, but that were definitely more snug and skimpy and fitted than my usual briefs, and… I found that I quite liked the fit of them. With my cage on they supported me nicely, and they hugged my butt, giving it a subtle lift, while exposing a lot of my newly shaved legs, even offering a slight glimpse of my butt-cheeks.

I slipped on the shorts next, then the tank vest. They were both more fitted than I had realised, and the shorts were tight, and very short. I turned to look in the mirror and I couldn’t help but stare at my reflection.

The shorts clung to my ass, making it look perky, and with my legs shaved, the shorts cut high enough to show off all of my thighs, I looked… feminine. That realisation shocked me, but at the same time sent a thrill through me, making my belly flutter and my caged cock throb.

With the way the vest clung to my body, it definitely showed off how thin and slim and svelte I was, which only made the swell of my ass look more pronounced. I wiggled and blushed as I watched myself.

Rose had said it was to help me appreciate what girls like her had to go through, help me empathise, but I hadn’t realised how good it felt to be smooth, to be soft and sensitive, how nice it felt to look… pretty.

I smiled, my heart racing. Maybe it was the cage, or the deal, but it felt like something was shifting, changing. Maybe Rose’s plan really was going to work. Maybe I really would be able to get a girl like her.

I didn’t want to dwell though and knew I could not spend all night looking at the strangely alluring reflection in the mirror—which in itself felt odd given how I usually avoided looking in the mirror as I didn’t like what I saw. So, I forced myself to turn away, and I headed out of the bathroom, hoping I’d done a good enough job to satisfy my roommate and my best friend.


Five

“You look amazing!” Rose said as she looked me up and down. “I mean, I figured the outfit would show me that you’d done as I asked, and I expected it to suit you since you’ve got the figure for it, but… wow… you’ve exceeded my wildest hopes.”

I blushed as she made a show of looking me over, standing in place, not quite sure what to make of her compliments. They felt nice to hear, but… I wasn’t sure it should be nice to be told I had the right kind of figure for the outfit I was wearing.

“Turn around, let me see the back.” Rose said.

I did as she said, and turned on the spot, rotating so she could look over my legs, my ass. I was aware that the shorts barely covered my ass, and, on a whim, wanting to get my own back in some small way, as I turned I gave a wiggle, shaking my hips and ass. I looked back over my shoulder and caught Rose staring at my legs and ass, a sparkle in her eyes.

She… she liked what she was seeing. I could tell. That fact made me smile, a thrill running down my spine.

“Well, I’m happy with the results. Are you?” She asked.

I paused at that, turning back to face her. Was I happy?

After a moment’s consideration, I nodded. I told her I was happy. It felt very different, but I’d learned a lot, and it had definitely given me a new appreciation for the work women put into looking good, but also made me realise how nice it felt to be soft and smooth and pretty.

“Good.” Rose said. “Because I want you to stay smooth and soft for the rest of the two weeks, okay?”

I had half expected that, but still hearing her say it made me pause. Still, in the end I knew I had little choice, so I nodded.

“Wonderful. I’d say shave every three or four days, just to make sure you stay looking your best, but you’ll need to exfoliate your skin in between to avoid bumps and in-grown hairs and things like that. I can give you a good cloth for that, but careful not to overdo it. Also, that body butter used regularly will help. If you have any problems though or any questions just ask me. And yes, I will be checking regularly to make sure you’re being obedient and sticking to our deal.” Rose was grinning.

I chuckled, bushing pink.

“I mean, it's all for your own good really.” She added. “You did say you wanted a girl like me, and as you look now, you’re almost cute enough to be able to catch my eye.”

I felt a skip in my chest at that. I knew she was teasing, but I also knew from her tone that she meant it.

What did that mean though? I knew Rose was lesbian, that she was only into women, so what was she hinting at when she said I was almost cute enough to catch her eye?

“But enough with the compliments. You must be starving! I’ve made dinner. It’s a big bean chilli with lots of veggies and brown rice on the side. Perfect to fuel your body for tomorrow’s workout. Come, sit, tell me all about your day.”

I smiled, and did as Rose said. We sat down together and ate the meal she’d cooked, which was delicious and filling, and talked about our days.

As we finished the meal we set about clearing up together. Rose asked me if the cage had been uncomfortable, and if I’d eaten enough during the day. It felt slightly odd to discuss how comfortable my cock had been while at work with my best friend, but after all we’d been through in the last couple of days it wasn’t that strange.

I reassured her the cage was fine, though I did mention that I might need it unlocked to shave properly down there. She turned to grin at me when I said that.

“Trying to sneak in a little play?” She asked, teasing. “No go I’m afraid Mitch, but when I give you a thorough inspection later this week I’ll make a call. If you do need the cage off to shave properly we can do that, but I’ll have to tie your hands behind your back and I’ll do the shaving, just to make sure you don’t give into temptation.”

She was smiling as she said it, but… I knew her well enough to know from her tone she was serious.

The thought of that, of having my hands tied while she uncaged me, shaved me, made me whimper, blush, and made the ache of my cage swell to a new intensity. I still had almost two weeks of this left. I was beginning to think I’d never make it but… I had to try, didn’t I?

After cleaning up we settled down and watched a movie together. That felt almost normal, like usual, but even though the film was engrossing, I couldn’t forget my cage. It was like a constant nagging presence, reminding me of my situation, of the deal I’d made. And, worse, every time I moved or shifted I could feel my smooth thighs teasing against each other.

In my tight, short shorts my legs were left bared, so I could see them, so I could feel them, and even the rest of my body felt… different. Not only was the subtle coal of frustrated arousal caused by my cage keeping me on edge, but I was soft and sensitive, delicate, smooth, and it didn’t help that I kept catching Rose glancing at me, or, more specifically, glancing at my legs and ass.

It felt nice to know she was admiring me, flattering, and made me feel more excited for our deal, the fact that I might finally get to fuck her, knowing she thought me attractive, but at the same time I’d seen all her past girlfriends, and I knew what she found attractive.

They’d all been feminine, girly, pretty. Though some had been more goth, or more punk, or more rock, they’d all been undeniably feminine. So why was she suddenly paying me more attention?

Was it just the shorts and the shaved legs? Was that all it took, or… did I really look cute to her? Did she maybe just find me even a little bit attractive?

We’d been friends for years, and though we’d dated briefly in our teens, we’d always known and understood that there was nothing between us, hadn’t we?

It was true that there was no one in the world I trusted more than Rose, and I loved her dearly, just as I knew she loved me, but I’d always known there could never be anything between us. She was into girls, and I was a boy, a man. Yet… we’d always stayed close. We’d always been connected.

Since almost the day we’d met we’d been best friends, and we’d lived together for years, since moving out of home to go to college. Now, as young adults, we still shared a home, and shared our lives.

The thought that maybe, possibly, there was a chance, tugged at my heart. This whole deal was to help me get a girl like her, and I really did hope it worked, but I knew deep down I didn’t really want a girl like her. I wanted her…

As the movie came to a close Rose yawned and stretched. It was late and we’d both risen early, and I was aware we’d be rising early again tomorrow.

I watched her out of the corner of my eye, her lean, full, stunning figure, her face, those eyes that had always captivated me. She’d always known how I felt about her, but it had never been an issue for us. I’d moved on, knowing it could never be me, but now…

What did this deal mean? She had offered me the chance to sleep with her, and even though she said she was sure her plan would work, I knew she wouldn’t have said it if she didn’t mean it. She had said she’d always been curious… had she really meant it? Did she ever think about me the way I thought about her?

In the time we’d dated, we’d never done more than kiss. So… was she really curious? Or was she just teasing me, and just supremely confident that her plan would work or that I’d quit? Or… maybe there was the vaguest chance for us, for me and her, maybe it could happen… but if so, how?

If shaved legs and short shorts had caught her attention, then maybe…

“I think I’m going to head off to bed.” Rose said.

Her words snapped me from my reverie. I blushed as I realised that I’d been daydreaming about her, about me and her, about us. Somehow it felt like what I’d been fantasising about was even more embarrassing than just lust, just sex. But the truth was I wanted more than just sex from her. Though I was attracted to her, drawn to her, I knew I’d happily forgo sex to keep our friendship, because being close to her was more important to me than just fucking.

“What are you thinking about?” Rose asked, reading me like a book.

That was the problem with her. She knew me too well, and I knew I couldn’t really hide anything from her.

“Nothing.” I said, lying.

I might not have been able to hide things from her, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t obscure the truth.

She watched me for a moment, looking me up and down, considering me, and her gaze lingered again on my legs, smooth and soft, and I felt my belly flutter.

“Sure… nothing.” Rose said, grinning.

It was obvious she did not believe me. I just blushed and held my tongue.

“Well, you can sit there thinking about nothing if you’d like, but I’m off to sleep. I would strongly suggest you do the same too, as I’ll be waking you early tomorrow for another workout, but… that’s a suggestion, not an instruction, so feel free to ignore it if you want.”

I chuckled at that. Rose smiled, and her smile was, as always, a thing of beauty to behold.

“I think if it’s going to be another workout like this morning then I definitely need to go to bed. This body needs rest!” I said.

With that we both rose to our feet, switching off the television, and we headed to bed. As I turned to say good night I paused, looking her in the eye. There was something… changed. We were both still for a moment, as though each of us was aware of the shift, neither of us quite aware of what it meant or what it was.

“Good night Mitch.” Rose said, softly.

“Night Rose.” I said.

As we each headed off to our rooms I felt a swell of emotions, hope and joy and excitement, but also nervous, scared that this shift, this change might ruin everything. I’d spent too many years being safe though, being sensible. It was time to live a little, to be brave. Plus, Rose was very much in charge. It was her plan, and the dull ache of my cage served as a stark reminder of that. All I had to do was trust her, and do what she said. I smiled, feeling light and giddy, my heart racing, my belly fluttering.

Tomorrow would be a new day, another day of Rose’s plan, and I was excited for it. For the first time in a long time, I was genuinely and enthusiastically excited for tomorrow.


Six

The next morning was much the same. Rose woke me by shaking me gently, calling my name.

I opened my eyes and was greeted by the sight of her radiant face. How she ever managed to look that good in the morning I had never understood.

“How come you always look so good in the morning while I look like I’ve just been dragged through a hedge backwards?” I asked.

Rose chuckled, smiled. There was a pinkness to her cheeks and a twinkle in her eyes that let me know the compliment had caught her off guard, and that made me happy, knowing I had flattered her, flustered her, a small morsel of pleasant revenge for all she was putting me through.

“We’ll be covering skin care and night and morning routines later.” She said. “But for now, up and at ‘em. We have a work-out to be getting on with. Get your exercise kit on and meet me in the living room.”

I took a deep breath and sighed, shaking my head, but I told her I’d be there as soon as I was dressed—I was committed to the plan now, and… surely it couldn’t get any worse? Could it?

I watched as Rose left my room, dressed in her skimpy yoga shorts and sports top, more flesh exposed than covered, and I couldn’t help but stare at her legs, her ass. Was there… was there an extra wiggle in her gait today?

I chuckled at that thought, but shook my head, dismissing it. I slipped out of bed, grumbling, the muscles in my legs and butt still aching from yesterday’s workout, and got dressed into my workout kit, the panties, the yoga pants, and the vest.

As I slipped them on I couldn’t help but remark at how much more sensual they felt today now I was shaved, smooth, soft. The way they fit was much more… pleasant, and just the act of getting dressed sent a small thrill along my spine, a throbbing ache in my cage, my cheeks flushing.

Yet I didn’t have any time to savour it. I tugged the panties on, pulled the yoga pants up, and slipped the vest over my head and arms. I took a small moment to check myself in the mirror and… was my butt bigger today? Was that possible from just one day of exercise?

But then I remembered that there was likely swelling and water gain and other factors after the intensity of yesterday's workout. It might be bigger, but it wouldn’t be permanent, not without continued, routine, rigorous daily exercise. Today I’d get to rest my legs so the swelling would go down. I figured today would be core or arms or chest or something else.

But… I was wrong. Though there was some core work, just like the day before, it was minimal. Instead Rose had me again working on my legs and glutes, weighted squats and lunges, cardio, yoga.

If anything, the workout was even more intense than the day before, and after forty-five minutes I was left sweating, gasping, shaking, and aching all over, and I felt like my legs and ass were made out of jelly.

“Good work today. You’re making great progress. Keep at it like this and we’ll start to see real results within the week.”

I blushed. So far we’d focussed only on my legs, ass, and had done nothing on my arms or shoulders or chest. If we did start to see results I wondered what they’d be like. I was already thin, so at this rate, if we carried on as we were, I’d end up looking…

“Now, you go shower and head off to work. Remember to fuel up. We need you full of energy and these exercises are meant to help you add muscle so you need to eat more than you need or you’ll end up losing weight instead of gaining. Okay?”

I nodded. My head was spinning though. Given the exercises we were doing all the muscle, all the extra weight, would be focused on my thighs and ass. I’d end up… I’d end up with a figure like Rose’s.

Yet, for some reason that didn’t appal me as much as I knew it should. Rose had a breathtaking figure, slim, with toned legs, a slim waist, wide hips and a round, juicy bubble butt. She was curvaceous.

I wondered if she had thought about that, or if she was just putting me through her usual routine without figuring that as a man my workout should be different, that I should be adding bulk to my arms, chest, shoulders, not focussing on legs and ass and core.

Or maybe this was just the start? Maybe those exercises would come later?

I figured she knew more about workouts than me, and I trusted her, so I decided not to dwell on it for now. Maybe in a week or so I’d ask her, or after the two weeks were up I could join a gym and get a trainer if I liked working out but wanted to target other areas.

Yet, still, the thought that Rose might just be putting me through her workout routine, unintentionally training me to look more like her, made my belly flutter. She was hot. True, she had a full chest too, but we weren’t dissimilar in height or frame, so maybe… maybe I’d just end up with really good legs and a fantastic ass. Was that really so bad?

I had other things to worry about though. I had a full day in the office ahead of me, so I did as Rose said and I went off to shower, then got changed and headed into work.

The office was dreary and dull, but busy. The looming deadline and the fact I had to close up several projects before I left kept me mostly distracted, so I didn't have too much time to dwell on my situation. Yet, the aching in my legs and ass was a constant reminder, and every time I went to the toilet I was faced with my cage.

But it was more than that too. As much as I tried to focus on work, to keep my head down and get through things, I was undeniably more distracted than usual.

It was like part of me had become hyper-aware. My body felt different, more sensitive, smooth and soft under my usual clothes, so I could feel the fabric teasing over my skin.

And as frustrated and pent-up as I was I was beginning to notice several of my co-workers too. Women who’d never caught my eye before suddenly looked almost charming, and when I went out for lunch I couldn’t help but be mesmerised by the pretty barista working in my favourite coffee shop.

It was like… with the cage on, being unable to gain release, I was finding new ways to experience the world. My senses were heightened, and I was more in tune with the beauty around me. The dull ache centred on my locked-away cock became almost comforting. And it didn’t help that Rose’s plan was having an effect on me. Though quite what that effect was I wasn’t entirely sure.

So it was that I was very glad when work was over. Being home, alone, with just Rose, was going to be a lot easier than being around so many people, so many women, being kept constantly aware of my predicament. Or so I thought.

“I have a new outfit for you tonight.” Rose said as I entered the apartment. “Why don’t you go get changed while I make dinner.”

I paused as she said that, my face turning pale. A new outfit. I had figured last night's outfit was just to check I had shaved. I hadn’t known it was going to be a regular occurrence now.

I had been hoping for a chance to relax, to unwind, to let myself cool down, but I suspected I was not going to be allowed one. I didn’t argue though. I knew the terms of the deal, and also… I was curious about this outfit Rose had picked for me.

In the end, I wondered if maybe I should have argued.

Rose had laid out my outfit on my bed. I stared at it, head spinning, caged cock throbbing. Part of me was horrified, but a new, bold, eager part of me was intrigued.

“Are you sure this is the right outfit?” I called out to Rose.

I heard her laugh, as though she’d been expecting my reaction.

“Yes. Certain. And don’t fret. It’s just you and me and there is reason to my madness. Like the shaving, it’ll help you understand girls like me better, and empathy and understanding are attractive qualities, plus I know you’ll look good in it.”

I stared down at the items laid out.

“You think… you think I’ll look good in… in this?” I asked.

“I’m positive you’ll look good. Plus it’s not that out there, and if you really don’t want to wear it…”

“I’ll wear it.” I said.

I wasn’t ready to quit. Not yet. And maybe Rose was right. Wearing it would give me empathy, understanding, and… maybe I would look good in it.

I remembered the way Rose had looked at me last night, my legs. She had chosen this outfit for me. Maybe…

I smiled, and got dressed. When I was done I turned to check myself in my mirror. What I saw stunned me. I really did look good.

Rose had picked me out a pair of pantyhose, black, sheer, silk, and a pair of small black panties that were even skimpier than the ones I had for exercising in, the cloth of them so silken and smooth they were like nothing I’d worn before, with even a little lace decoration, undeniably feminine.

Over those I was wearing a skirt, a green and grey plaid, pleated, that came to mid-thigh, and a black knitted sweater that was loose and baggy so that all attention was drawn to my legs, my ass. Even in the skirt, my ass looked… juicy.

It was just swelling though, right? It’d go down? Unless I kept working out like I had been. Just looking at my reflection though filled me with a subtle joy that was new and bright.

I blushed, smiling, and my caged cock ached. I struck a pose. I looked… cute. I wondered if empathy was the only reason Rose had picked this for me.

I wondered if maybe she wanted to see me dressed like this. After last night, the way she’d looked at me, at my ass, legs, maybe…

“You done yet?” Rose called from the kitchen. “Because dinner’s done and I don’t want it to get cold.”

I flushed a deep pink and I caught my train of thought, realising what I’d been daydreaming about. I knew it was a hopeless dream, that Rose could never look at me like that, could never see me like that.

She was into girls. And I was a boy, a man. It could never happen, but… a daydream didn’t hurt, did it? So long as it remained just a daydream.

“Yeah, all done.” I replied.

“Good, because I’ve been dying to see how you look.” Rose said.

And there was a note in her voice, a catch. It could never happen, could it?

I shook my head, calming myself down, dismissing those thoughts. It was the cage that was all. It was starting to effect my thinking. I just needed to keep a level head.

So, I took a deep breath, exhaled, and then stepped out.

Rose was waiting for me, watching the door to my room. Her eyes went wide when she saw me, and the way she looked at me made me blush and squirm

She was silent.

“Well?” I asked.

Rose smiled.

“You look… amazing.” She said. “I mean, I knew it would suit you, that you’d look cute, and… obviously it's just to help you empathise and understand girls like me, but… no harm in tying new things right, in being adventurous, and sometimes it's nice to look pretty. Right?”

My blush deepened.

“So… you think I’m cute, and… pretty?” I asked.

Rose blushed. She was actually blushing, but she did not look away, instead, she nodded.

“Yeah, I mean… those legs, in that outfit, you’re definitely cute. But enough with the compliments. Dinner’s ready. Come eat. Tell me about your day.”

I smiled, a big cheesy grin. Rose thought I was cute. I felt my heart skip and my belly flutter, but I did as she said, and I went to join her for dinner.

As we settled down to the meal she’d cooked, a delicious tofu stir-fry with noodles and extra vegetables on the side, with boiled spicy peanuts, the tension began to ease, but not completely. Her compliments, the way she’d said them, the way she’d looked at me, were stuck in the back of my mind, and there was something just subtly different about the way she was speaking to me, the way she was glancing at me.

We chatted, as usual, but it was as though Rose was paying closer attention to me, was watching me more intently, was smiling at me more easily. We’d always been close, and we knew each other better than we knew anyone else, but still, it felt different in that moment.

And I liked it. I wanted more of it. If dressing as I was, more feminine, girly, if being smooth, making an effort, got me more at that attention, then I’d do it, happily. But it was still just a daydream, right?

I clung to that fact, desperate not to get my hopes up, but it was proving more and more difficult. We talked, laughed, and at times it was almost as though we were flirting.

But Rose liked girls, women. I was a boy, a man. It could never be… could it?

The food was delicious, and filling, and I told Rose so. She smiled, a pinkness to her cheeks that suited her.

“Thanks.” She said. “But… you’re going to need all this extra fuel, just remember that. You can pay me back by working out hard.”

I nodded. I told her I’d give her a hundred and ten percent.

After the meal, we cleared up together and then settled down to binge too many episodes of a show we were in the middle of. It was nice to just relax with her after a long day, and though my attention was on the show I couldn’t help but notice how Rose would glance at me, at my pantyhose-clad legs. I smiled at that, but said nothing, not wanting to curse it, to shatter the moment, but I did shift and move in a way that would show off more of my thighs, even a little of my ass.

From the way she smiled at me I figured she knew what I was doing, but she too stayed silent.

After one too many episodes, both of us exhausted, aware we had to get up early the next morning, we each said good night. Yet, there was a pause as we went to our rooms, both of us standing still for a moment, staring at each other, each of us almost waiting for something.

But it was just a daydream. So I said goodnight again, and turned to head into my room, heart racing, belly fluttering, cage agony. Yet, as I said goodnight that last time it was almost as though Rose was disappointed.

“I’m imagining it.” I said to myself. “I have to be.”

But I wasn’t sure.


Seven

The next morning felt almost routine. Rose woke me, and we worked out together, more yoga, more cardio, more core, and lots and lots more weighted squats and lunges and presses. By the time we were done I was struggling to stand my legs felt so weak.

“I’m really impressed with you!” Rose said. “You’ve got grit. I can’t believe you made it through to the end. Keep this up and you’ll be putting me through my paces soon enough instead of me putting you through yours.”

I smiled at that, but I had to take a moment to catch my breath before I could reply. My lungs were burning.

“I… it’s just… just doing my best. It’s part of the deal, right? And payment for dinner.”

I was gasping, but slowly I could feel my pulse slowing. I couldn’t believe how hard Rose worked out, but then it explained how she always looked so good. I wondered if I stuck at the workout if I could ever look as hot.

I mean, I’d need to do more work on my arms and chest and shoulders, add muscles there too obviously, right? But… maybe I really could be an attractive man. That’s what this was all about, right?

“Well, you’ve definitely paid me back with the effort you put in today.” She said. “And I’m looking forward to seeing the progress you make if we keep at it.”

Rose’s smirked at me, a sparkle in her eye. The way she said progress, the way she looked at me, made my chest feel tight.

After the workout, I showered and headed in to work. I had hoped that a day out of the apartment would give me a chance to distract myself, but those hopes were dashed almost immediately.

The commute to work alone was a nightmare, surrounded by women, noticing their perfume, the curves of their bodies, and the fit of their clothes in ways I never had before. Hell, even some of the men were beginning to look almost attractive I was so pent up. Wearing the cage, not being able to get release, being locked away, being kept frustrated, it was… it was corrupting me.

And the day in the office was little better. Even with all I had to do, I was not able to escape the constant companion of the ache in my groin. I was constantly distracted, and when I wasn’t noticing the women around me, or aware of my soft, smooth, sensitive body, I was distracted by thoughts of Rose.

I was plagued by daydreams, questions. What was her plan? Why was she doing this? What did the way she was looking at me mean? Had she really been flirting me with the night before? Did she mean it when she’d called me cute, and pretty?

And… why did that feel nice? Why did I want more of it?

I was doing all of this to get better at talking to girls, so I could find a girl like Rose. Yet… how was that supposed to work? To get a girl I was supposed to be handsome, masculine, rugged, and the things Rose had had me do were, if anything, having the opposite effect.

And why was that exciting me? Maybe I should just give up and quit the deal before things went too far? Maybe it was all a mistake?

But… it didn’t feel like a mistake.

So it was with that in mind that I got very little done during the day, and as I left work I was thankful that tomorrow was the start of the weekend. I’d get two days to relax and get my mind in order. I needed to clear my head, but was that even possible given the cage that was locked on me, and the deal I’d made?

Maybe quitting really was my only sensible course of action?

So, as I travelled home, on edge, frustrated, very aware of everyone around me, how soft I was, how horny I was, I made a decision. I’d wanted to see it through to the end, but… I couldn’t cope with this. I needed to get out or who knew what would happen.

“Welcome home!” Rose called out as I shut the door. “I’ve already got started with dinner.”

I took a deep breath, girding my resolve. I didn't want to let her down, but after the day I had I didn't think I could cope with another day of the deal. If I kept the cage on, if I carried on the path Rose had set out for me, I figured it just might break me and I was worried I wouldn’t even recognise myself when I finally got the pieces back together, was terrified that I’d damage our friendship.

So I stepped into the kitchen, ready to disappoint her. I was hoping we could keep parts of the deal, the exercise and the diet, but forgo the rest, drop the parts that were breaking my brain.

And then I saw her.

Rose was dressed in the most stunning outfit I’d ever seen, a short black figure-hugging dress that fell to just barely below her ass, her legs bare, feet clad in heels. She looked breathtaking.

The dress was slim fitting, sleeveless and low cut on the chest with a dropped back, revealing lots of skin, her arms, shoulders, cleavage, back, and legs all exposed. Hell, even her ass, her skimpy panties were flashed as she moved around the kitchen.

In her heels, her legs looked long, full, and her hips and ass wiggled as she stood over the stove stirring something. I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

“Hey!” She said, looking back over her shoulder, beaming. “I thought we could have a nice dinner together to celebrate the start of the weekend. That sound okay? I even have wine.”

She was smiling. She’d even done her hair and make-up. Her face was radiant, beautiful, her eyes glimmering as she beamed at me. She looked so joyful and content.

“I… yeah. That sounds… amazing. You look… wow.”

Rose blushed. She turned to face me and gave a wiggle, shaking her hips and ass, her tits jiggling. I felt my cheeks burn as my blush deepened and I had to stifle a whimper as the ache in my cage intensified.

“That good? Well, thank you. I thought it’d be nice to make an effort. We never really make an effort for each other and I thought… I thought it might be fun.”

I just nodded, my brain fried by the vision of divine perfection in front of me.

“I picked you out a nice outfit too. And… I was hoping we could get dressed up together. Part of our deal, and… it’ll be fun too.” Rose said.

Our deal. I was going to end it, was going to quit. That had been the plan. Then I’d seen her.

“I…” I paused.

Rose looked at me, smiling. She looked so beautiful, a glimmer in her eyes. I knew I couldn’t disappoint her, and it really did sound like fun.

“Sure. I’ll go get changed.” I said.

“Perfect. When you’re done getting dressed let me know. I can come and help with your make-up and hair.”

I paled. Make-up? Hair?

“I…”

“All part of the deal.” Rose said. “Trust me. It really will help you get a girl like me.”

She was grinning. I took a deep breath, sighed, smiling.

“I’ll let you know.” I said.

And I headed off to get changed. Not sure quite what I’d let myself in for.

As it turned out, what I’d let myself in for was a lot more than I’d expected.

I’d worn short shorts and a skirt so far, yoga pants, so had been expecting something similar. Something feminine, but not outrageous. The outfit Rose had picked that night though was…

“You look gorgeous.” Rose said as she stepped into the room.

I’d got changed into the outfit Rose had picked, had put on the black panties, the sheer pantyhose, and had even put on the matching black bra, the slight padding in it stirring strange emotions in me, a mix of shame and excitement and confusion. Finally I’d slipped on the dress, similar to Rose’s in style and length, but in pink, with matching pink heels.

“You really think so?” I asked.

I felt shy, nervous, but not in the way I had been expecting. Part of me knew that what I was doing was stupid, daft, silly, but another part of me, a part that was growling louder, bolder, and more insistent was excited for a chance to try something different, the opportunity to feel pretty and cute for a change.

Rose nodded. Her smile put me at ease. I knew she meant what she said, but there was something in the way that she looked at me that only made me more nervous.

“Really.” She said. “You look amazing. But you’ll look even better with your hair and make-up done. Follow me into my room and we can get you ready. Shall we?”

I nodded. Rose held out her hand to me and I took it. She smiled, led me off towards her room, and then she settled me down on a stool as she set to doing my face and hair.

It did not take her long. She was skilled and proficient, quick.

“If you like the end result I’d be happy to teach you.” She said as she worked.

That thought appealed to me. If I did like the result, and if Rose really did think I looked cute, maybe it would be fun to dress a little differently every now and then. I mean, girls got to wear boys' clothes, so was this really that different? It was just the two of us having fun, and it was part of the deal.

I couldn’t refuse. So, the fact that I was enjoying it, that it made me feel good, was just a bonus, right?

It didn’t have to mean any more than that. And there was a purpose to it. It was to help me meet a girl like Rose. I wasn’t doing it because I wanted to look cute and feel pretty, was I?

My head was racing and my chest felt tight as Rose worked, adding mascara, eyeshadow, eyeliner, shadow, highlights, lipstick, and lipgloss to my face. After that she added product to my hair, fussing with it.

I tried to stay calm, but it was difficult given how close she was to me, with the way she looked at me as she worked. There was something in her smile, in the sparkle of her eyes, that made my cage feel tight, the ache of it almost constant now.

“Done.” Rose said, adding one last touch to my lips. “Want to see?”

I nodded without hesitating. I really did want to see.

Rose held out her hand to me I took it. She lifted me to my feet and guided me to stand in front of her full-length mirror. The reflection that stared back at me was…

“You look beautiful.” Rose said.

I smiled.

“I really do.”

In the mirror was… not me. Instead, looking back at me, was a cute, pretty, beautiful blonde girl in a pink dress.

Her hair was styled in loose waves, and her face was painted to make her lips look full and wet, while her eyes were big, bold, and bright, outlined in black with thick dark lashes, smokey pinks and blacks dusted over her eyelids.

In her heels she stood in a way that made her hips and ass and legs pop, her subtle curves alluring, shapely.

Was that really me? If so all that exercise must have really been paying off. My butt looked really, really good, round and pert and peachy. Plus, with the padding in the bra, the girl in the mirror had small, perky, barely there tits filling out the figure-hugging pink dress.

“You’re smiling.” Rose said.

And I realised I wasn’t just smiling. I was beaming.

“Do you like what you see?” She asked.

I was quiet for a moment, considering the question. Did I?

And then I nodded.

“I do. I… it feels nice. I feel pretty, and cute, and attractive. I’m not used to feeling like this.” I said.

Rose studied me for a moment, and I felt oddly exposed, more than just the amount of skin on show, as though I were baring more than just my body. She smiled at me though, and I knew I was safe.

“Well, if you want, you could feel like this more often? There’s nothing stopping you from dressing in a way that makes you happy and… I’d definitely not mind seeing you like this more. You’re… hot. And sexy.” Rose said.

That word, sexy, made my heart and belly flutter. Did she really think…

“But come on now. Dinner will be ruined if we take too long, and I have the rest of the evening to spend admiring you and paying you compliments.” Rose said.

I blushed at that.

“Well when you put it that way, how can I resist.” I said.

And with that Rose led me out of her room, advising me how best to walk in heels—heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, let my hips roll and my butt wiggle—and I soon found I was enjoying the experience of strutting around, wiggling my butt, especially given how Rose kept staring at me.

As we made our way into the kitchen to eat I made sure to put extra wiggle into my step, butt and hips swaying. My pantyhose-clad thighs, smooth and soft, brushed against each other, the sensation sensual, making my caged cock throb with a comforting dull agony.

The hem of my dress brushed against my legs, and I could even feel my small tits jiggling. It felt good, right, and my smile brightened as I saw the way Rose was watching me, her cheeks pink, eyes on my thighs and butt.

The thought that she’d chosen this outfit for me, that she wanted to see me in it, sparked a hope in me. She’d made an effort too. Maybe.. maybe this wasn’t just dinner.

But I did my best not to let that hope grow too bold though. I knew, in the end, it was impossible. Yet, even knowing it could never be did little to dim my mood as we sat and ate and drank together, talking, laughing, enjoying each other's company.

This was why I wanted a girl like Rose. Because being with her was easy and joyful and right. And in that moment it felt easier and more joyful than ever before.

I couldn't help but admire her, watching her move in her dress, so refined and graceful and sexy, and I loved how she watched me too, her gaze roaming my body. She’d never looked at me like that before, and I liked it, wanted more of it.

We laughed and talked and it was just like it always was when it was just us, only… better. I felt relaxed, seen, and I enjoyed myself more than I had in a long time. If I could find a girl who made me feel like that, who could feel about me the way I felt about Rose, then I knew I would have found something rare and special.

It was like a date, only better, easier, because it was with my best friend. It was cosy and intimate and special, and I told Rose so.

“Maybe we can do this more often then? Make an effort for each other?” She asked. “I mean… I’m willing if you are. I had fun”

“I did too.” I said. “And I’d like that.”

Rose smiled at that, and her eyes sparkled.

After dinner, we moved to the sofa and we sat and talked more, listening to music, drinking the last of the wine. It was one of those rare evenings where everything felt perfect. I didn’t want it to end. I didn’t want it ever to end.

But inevitably, it did. The wine ran dry, and we were both tired, and tomorrow was another early day, more exercise, though at least it was the weekend.

“I had fun tonight.” Rose said.

“I did too.” I said.

She looked at me then, the same look she’d been giving me all night. I felt my chest tighten and it was all I could do to keep my hope in check. It was impossible, wasn’t it? Yet still I felt that sharp stab of maybe…

“If you’d like we could do something else tomorrow? I mean… this has been fun, for me, and if you enjoyed it maybe we could do something even more exciting?”

I nodded. I’d do anything if it meant spending more time with Rose, getting to spend more time with Rose like this.

“I’d like that.” I said.

Rose nodded.

“Then it’s a date.” With that, she shifted, moved towards me down the sofa.

My chest felt tight. I couldn't move, could barely breathe.

“You looked beautiful tonight.” She said. “I can’t wait to see how you look tomorrow night.”

And then, without warning, without another word, she leaned in closer. I stayed still, not wanting to break the spell, and Rose kissed me, gently, on the lips.

She kissed me and I kissed her back and… it was like no kiss I’d experienced before, not even the times I’d kissed her when we’d been dating.

There was a spark, unmistakable, and I felt my whole body shiver. But then the kiss was over, and Rose pulled back.

She was smiling, blushing deep pink, and she looked… shy, nervous, but happy.

“I’ll see you tomorrow.” She said. “I’ll be looking forward to it.”

Before I could reply Rose moved. She rose up off the sofa and stepped towards the door.

I watched her go, dumbstruck, hypnotised by the sway of her ass and hips, the wiggle of them exaggerated and deliberate. At the door, she stopped, looked back over her shoulder, smiled when she caught me staring.

“I… I had fun tonight.” She said. “A lot of fun. I’m glad you said what you said the other night.”

And then she turned away again and was gone. And I was left to question what it all meant.


Eight

By the time I woke up, it was late, and the sun was already high, my room warm and full of hazy, long shadows. I rolled over, groaned, stretched, then realised… Rose hadn’t woken me. Why?

I sat up and checked my clock. It was late morning, well past the time Rose had woken me during the week. Was she angry with me? After last night did she want to end our deal?

I couldn’t help but remember our kiss, that one quick fleeting kiss, and all the emotions it had stirred. I had not been able to work out what it meant, what she had been trying to tell me, but I knew how it had felt for me…

It had felt like maybe it wasn’t all daydreams, like maybe it really was possible.

But what if it had been a mistake? What if Rose regretted it? What if I’d done something wrong, or she was angry at me?

Was that why she hadn’t woken me for our workout routine? I had to find her, apologise. I didn’t care about the deal, and I would gladly accept that there could never be anything between us, so long as I didn’t lose my friend.

So, I got out of bed and stumbled out of my room, still half asleep, only to find Rose in the kitchen brewing coffee, humming to herself as she danced to a song on the radio, grinning.

“Morning?” I mumbled.

Rose jumped, startled by my sudden appearance. She turned to face me and she looked almost flustered.

“Hi, morning, sorry… did I wake you? I was just making coffee. I was letting you have a lie in after last night I figured you might need it. Do you want a cup? The pot’s just boiled.”

The look on her face, her smile, and the twinkle in her eye allowed me to relax. She wasn’t angry with me. She wasn't upset after last night. If anything, she was just as confused and caught off guard by what had happened as I was, and that fact reassured me.

“Coffee would be good.” I said.

I stepped into the kitchen and sat, watching as Rose poured us both coffee. She was dressed simply, in cotton shorts and an old t-shirt, but she’d never looked lovelier to me—she always looked so cute in the mornings, and I was always grateful that I got to see her like that.

As she handed me my cup she sat opposite me and she stared at me for a moment, grinning, then… chuckled. She laughed. I had not been expecting that.

“What…”

“Sorry. I just… I guess I didn’t explain how to properly remove make-up did I?” She said.

“I washed my face though. Was that not what I was supposed to do?”

Rose shook her head.

“Much of it is waterproof, so… you look a little clowny this morning. But… in an adorable kind of way. I can give you some wipes to clean up before we head to the gym if you want?”

I nodded, then paused.

“The gym?”

It was Rose’s turn to nod.

“Today is a workout day. Did you forget?”

I shook my head.

“Good, because as far as I know our deal still stands, doesn’t it?”

I nodded. Getting home last night I’d been thinking about quitting, but after last night, dressing up, dinner, and that kiss, I wasn’t ready to renege on our deal just yet.

“Wonderful. Which means a workout for you and me, and I figured why not get out and visit the gym together? We can give you a proper workout so you’re looking your best for our date tonight.”

I blushed at that, and Rose smiled. I could tell from the twinkle in her eyes though that she was perhaps just as nervous and unsure and excited about tonight as I was.

“What… what did you have planned.”

Rose just grinned.

“That’s my secret. Now, I’m going to go get changed. I suggest you do the same. You can wear the outfit I gave you. Meet you by the front door in ten minutes?”

She paused, waiting for me to object, and I thought about it for a moment—leaving the house in the clothes I’d been working out in sounded like going too far, but then, was it? It was just wearing leggings and a vest to the gym. It wasn’t that extreme and was certainly less extreme than wearing a chastity cage to work.

So, in the end, I nodded.

Rose smiled, and she headed off to her room. I took a deep breath, drinking deeply from my coffee. I knew that if I was going to survive the day I was going to need a lot more caffeine.

In the end though, it really wasn’t as bad as I feared, though I did need to pick up another coffee on the walk to the gym, and another one when we were done, along with two large chocolate and nut pastries.

Stepping out of the apartment was the worst bit, that initial fear of people seeing, staring, looking at me, noticing that I was a man in women’s gym clothes, pointing, saying something, laughing, but quickly enough that fear had vanished. In the end, no one had said or done anything… or at least not in the way I’d feared.

A few people had stopped to stare, but more in the way that they liked what they saw. In fact, more than a few men made an obvious show of looking me and Rose up and down, and though the first time I dismissed it, telling myself that they hadn’t even seen me, that they were just looking at Rose—and not that I could blame them, as she was again dressed in her tiny yoga shorts and her tight gym top that showed off her stunning body in great detail—but after the second and the third and the fourth time I couldn’t deny the truth.

People were noticing me too. They were noticing me, looking me up and down, ogling me, and it felt… kind of nice. I was used to going unseen, but dressed as I was, in tight, figure-hugging clothes, people were noticing me and they were looking at me with appreciation and desire and I liked it.

The gym was actually more relaxing than the walk. Though the work-out was long and hard, again focussed on my legs, core, glutes, with lots of cardio and stretches, it was fun, and I was distracted enough by Rose putting me through my paces, working out with me, watching her squat and lunge, her ass wiggling and tits jiggling, that I barely noticed the guys who kept pausing to watch the pair of us.

By the time we were done I was aching, sore, but also oddly thrilled. It was fun getting that kind of attention, and though part of me wondered what they were thinking, I could tell from the way they smiled at us both as we left that they had enjoyed watching us work out.

“You noticed it then?” Rose said as we left the gym.

I nodded, blushing. She smiled.

“It’s the problem with being a cute girl. People notice you. That gym’s a good place though. People might watch you work out or glance at you, but no one is going to stare or creep, and if they do the staff will kick them out.”

I blushed a deeper pink at that. Had they really seen me and thought I was a cute girl? Before I’d have dismissed the notion that anyone could mistake me for feminine, but after all the work-outs recently, the extra jiggle in my ass, and seeing myself in the mirror last night, I couldn’t deny the truth. There was something girly about me, and in the right clothes…

But why did that make me happy? And what did that mean about Rose and me, that kiss last night, and the date? She was into girls so maybe? But then… this was all just part of the deal right? Helping meet girls like her. It wasn’t actually going to be me and her

It was just to help me empathise and understand girls better, to give me more confidence. Well, it was working. I did feel more confident, just… not in the way I’d been expecting.

After the gym we headed home, grabbing some food on the way, large falafel wraps with spiced garlic hummus, and when we got home I headed through to shower. I was sweaty and sticky and I wanted to get ready for whatever it was Rose had planned for that evening.

As I stripped off to shower I paused. I hadn’t shaved since that first day and I had plenty of time so… on a whim, I set about shaving again, shaving everywhere, making sure to get as much of the hair around my caged cock as possible, and in the end I figured I’d done a pretty good job.

My reward was a shower that felt like a blessing. After the workout, my muscles were sore and aching, and my freshly shaved skin was deliciously sensitive, so the flow of hot water and the caress of my soapy hands felt amazing.

I stepped out feeling invigorated, alive, smiling, and as I dried off, applying more of the body butter Rose had given me, I couldn’t help but pause to look in the mirror. Naked, caged, shaved smooth, there was no denying that the exercise over the last few days had indeed had an effect.

My butt was plumper, my thighs more toned, fuller, and the improved definition around my waist, my core, meant my hips looked… wider. With my narrow shoulders and my skinny chest, I looked undeniably feminine, cute and pretty.

I blushed, staring at my reflection, biting my bottom lip. After last night, the bra, the padding, the way the dress had fitted, I couldn’t help but wonder how it might feel to have small, perky, real tits to complete my look, big puffy nipples. The thought made my head spin, my heart swell, and my caged cock throb in delicious agony.

I didn’t have time to spend too long imagining though, and I wasn't quite ready to face all the emotions and feelings that that wondering had roused in me, so, wrapping a towel around myself, I headed through to my room to get dressed.

The outfit Rose had laid out for me on my bed made my blush deepen, but it filled me with a bright joy that was hard to contain. Did she really want me to wear that on our date? I couldn’t wait to see how I looked, couldn’t wait to show her.

So I dressed as quickly as I could.

The panties and the matching bra were easy enough to slip on, the extra padding in my bra oddly comforting, but the stockings and suspenders took a moment to put on as I was not used to the knack of attaching the straps, but still, the feeling of the sheer silk and the lacy tops caressing my freshly shaved legs as I pulled them on thrilled me, making me shudder, my caged cock aching with excitement about what the night might hold.

Would Rose kiss me again? Just one more kiss would be enough. But… maybe there’d be more.

I knew I shouldn’t hope, that it was impossible, but I couldn’t help it. Just thinking it might be possible made me so happy.

Rose was into girls. Maybe I could…

I tried not to think too much about it, out of fear of being crushed by disappointment. Instead, I focussed on getting ready.

After the stockings and suspenders, I slipped on the skirt, a black and white plaid pattern, pleated, very short, coming to barely below my butt so that my stocking tops were on display, and a cute cropped t-shirt that showed off my belly and came to only just below my bra so that as I moved it could be glimpsed, the sleeves cut off and the neck wide to flash my arms, shoulders, collarbones, and even the barest hint of my chest and my bra straps.

The final touch was the heels and the accessories.

The shoes were black, chunky heels, and standing in them made my legs look longer, fuller, and made my ass stick out in a way that left me flustered and excited—I knew that bending over or walking upstairs or even sitting down would flash my butt and my panties. The accessories consisted of a black spiked collar that fitted around my neck, and a set of bracelets, rings, and clip-on earrings.

It took me a while to fit them all, but I managed it easily enough, and with it all on I felt a swell of joy. I looked cute… like a hot gothy rock chick, and as I stared at myself in the mirror I could barely believe how pretty I looked. Even without my hair and make-up done I looked feminine. With it… well, I could barely wait to see how I looked.

And with that, I headed off to find Rose so she could add the finishing touches.

“Holy shit!” Rose said. “You look… fuck… I just… wow. Every time I see you dressed up at the moment I can barely believe it.”

I blushed.

“That’s good I take it?” I said.

“Very good. You look sexy.” She said. “Now, make-up and hair?”

I nodded.

“Please.” I said.

And Rose wasted no time in getting to work, and it did not take long before she was done. As she worked I wondered if she really would teach me. I knew it would take practice, and time, but somehow the thought of that, developing that skill, warmed me, made me happy.

“Done!” Rose said, snapping me from my daydreams of make-up.

I blushed as I realised I’d been daydreaming about make-up.

“Want to see how we look together?” She asked.

I nodded. Rose offered me her hand and I took it, let her lift me to my feet and guide me to see.

As I stepped in front of the full-length mirror I stalled. I could recognise Rose, dressed in black ripped booty shorts and a punk, ripped, black vest, fishnets, chunky black boots, heavy dark make-up that was almost goth, but the girl next to her…

I knew it was me, but it seemed impossible.

“We make a cute couple right?” Rose said.

That word, couple, made my heart skip. But Rose was right. We looked cute together. We were two cute goth girls heading out for a date together, a sexy, stunning, curvaceous red-head and her pretty, cute, sexy blonde… girlfriend.

Looking at myself in the mirror all I saw was a girl. A pretty slim, hot blonde with great legs and an even greater ass.

She was dressed in stockings and suspenders, a cute mini-skirt, heels, and a sexy, revealing cropped t-shirt. She was exactly the kind of girl I’d have been drawn to had I met her at a party or seen her in a club, but… she was me, I was her. I was that hot girl in the mirror and I looked and felt… amazing.

“Only one problem…” Rose said, looking at me in the mirror.

I felt a pit of dread. Had I done something? Had I foolishly got my hopes up only to have them dashed before we’d even left the house?

Maybe I looked wrong? Or I’d done something? Maybe the deal was off? Maybe…

“Mitch is no name for a girl as pretty as you.” Rose said.

I blushed.

“I… I suppose not.”

“How about we use… Magnolia instead.”

“Magnolia.” I said, testing it.

I smiled, my blush deepening. I nodded.

“I love it.” I said.

“Good. And that means, Magnolia, it’s time to introduce you to the world.”

I looked at my best friend, my date. I knew I wasn't ready. I wasn’t sure I’d ever be ready, but I also knew with her at my side I could do it. With Rose at my side, I could do anything.

Rose grinned, a twinkle in her eyes, one I knew well. One that meant mischief.

“But first… I have a gift for my date.” She said. “One I think you’re going to enjoy.”


Nine

The gift turned out to be even more thrilling and unnerving than the outfit, and as we stepped out of the apartment and into the cool night air I couldn’t help but shudder with nervousness, delight, and pleasure.

I was outside as Magnolia. I was outside as a girl, a woman.

I was out on a date with my best friend, two pretty, sexy girls out for a night of fun. I was trembling, hyper-aware of my situation, my body, how I looked, the people around me, but I knew I would have been even more of a mess if not for my gift.

As it was, the gift kept me distracted, stopped me fretting too much about exactly what kind of date this was, what being out as Magnolia meant for me and Rose, what people thought of me, what Rose had planned, stopped me fixating on how exposed I felt, how visible I was. Instead, most of my attention remained on the gift Rose had given me, the sensation of the thick, heavy plug inside my ass driving me to distraction.

When she had shown me I had thought she might be joking, but the look in her eyes soon put paid to that hope. She was serious. She had got me a large, thick, heavy butt plug, polished silver, intimidatingly large, the tip a soft point, the swollen bulb of it connected to a heart-shaped pink gem by a thin neck. It was an object of beauty, but at the same time… it was terrifying.

“Want to put it in?” Rose had asked. “Or would you like me to?”

She had giggled then. I had chosen the former option, to put it in myself without Rose’s help. I wasn’t sure if she was genuinely serious, though from the way she said it she seemed to be, and I wasn’t sure I was ready for that. As frustrated as I was from being caged, the things I’d gone through, I wasn’t sure I could take it.

Yet… Rose had seemed almost a little disappointed, but she had handed over the plug and small bottle of lube and had sent me off to the bathroom. I had gone off, alone, and slipped my panties down, bending over, and had worked lube along my smooth, soft, sensitive ass-crack, had pressed the lubed tip of the plug to my hole, my virgin entrance.

Just the barest touch had made me whimper, moan, and my caged cock had throbbed, the pain more intense than ever before as it tried and failed to harden, locked away, but… I was almost beginning to enjoy it. The sensation had kindled something in me, a fluttering in my belly, and I had spread my legs wide and pressed.

The sensation of the plug entering me was not one I was ever going to forget, the stretching, the pain and pleasure, the pop as it slipped deep, filling me, pressing on my sensitive inner walls, pressing on a knot of joy inside my ass. It took me a moment to calm down once it was in, and I had to take deep breaths so I wasn’t overwhelmed.

I’d never played with my ass before, but I wondered why given how good it felt. Had my ass always been such a source of pleasure and I had never realised, or was it the cage, my pent-up arousal, and how pretty and sexy I was in my outfit?

In that moment I had been glad for my cage, because without it I’d have been hard, would probably have cum without even touching myself, and I didn’t want that. I was growing to relish the soft ember of lust that glowed constantly inside of me, keeping me on edge, aware of my body, of my wants, my desires.

After a few deep breaths, calmed enough to pull my panties up, I washed my hands and stepped out of the bathroom and found Rose waiting for me. She smiled as she saw me.

“The blush to your cheeks tells me all I need to know.” She’d said. “I’m glad you like it. Now, shall we head out?”

I'd nodded, feeling my blush deepen. Rose had handed me a small bag, and had one for herself, handbags matched to our outfits.

“Your keys, phone, purse, make-up, and other bits are all in there. You’ll need it, since no more pockets I’m afraid. The burden of being pretty.”

I’d thanked her, realising suddenly I hadn’t even considered such things. I was coming to know that being a girl was much more complicated and nuanced than I’d ever thought. Maybe her plan really was teaching me empathy and understanding? And then… we’d left.

Which was how I came to be outside my apartment on an early Friday evening with my best friend dressed as a hot blonde, as Magnolia, squirming, nervous and flustered and trembling and very, very, very turned on. I was outside, as Magnolia, as a girl, a woman, and even as distracted as I was, my virgin ass filled, I was terrified.

“You okay?” Rose asked.

I took a deep breath, trying to remain stable. It was all so much, so quickly, but at the same time, it was… amazing. It was everything I wanted, needed, and more.

“So long as you stay close I’ll be fine.” I said.

Rose smiled.

“As cute as you look tonight, I’m never leaving you alone.”

As she said that she stepped in close. She reached down with one hand to grab my ass, squeezing, hard. The force of it, the pleasure, made me gasp, loudly. My skirt was so short I could feel her fingertips teasing over the bottom of my butt cheek. Her hand shifted slightly, and her fingers teased in, and then… she pressed at the head of my plug, pressing it deeper, making me moan loudly.

“Plus, why wouldn’t I want to spend every moment with you when you’re this much fun to play with.”

She pulled her hand away suddenly, grinning. I was left flush and flustered.

“Now, come on, I’ve got somewhere special I want to take you.” She said. “We can grab some food on the way, because I think you’re going to need all the energy you can get if you’re going to survive tonight.”

And with that, we headed off.

On the way we grabbed pizza, eating it out of the box as we walked. In the beginning, I was nervous, but soon it became clear that though I was very visible, that we were very visible, no one seemed to think I was anything other than a hot girl out with her friend, her girlfriend. No one seemed to look at us as though we were anything other than two hot girls out together.

And that felt… nice. Their attention was lecherous yes, lascivious, greedy, their gazes roaming our bodies, men and women eyeing us with hunger and lust. I’d never been looked at like that before, had never gotten that kind of attention, and I liked it. As we walked I felt my hips and ass begin to sway with more emphasis, encouraging the attention. It made my heart skip and my belly flutter, but it was when Rose looked at me that my caged cock throbbed, its dull ache a delicious agony.

“Look at you. Who knew you were such a slut.” She said.

I blushed, biting my bottom lip, coy.

“I’m going to have to keep my eye on you.”

I smiled at her. I wiggled as I walked, swaying my body, relishing the way she looked me over.

“After earlier, I wouldn’t mind it you kept more than just an eye on me.” I said.

She chuckled.

“I’ll remember that.” She said. “But first… I want to show you around, show you off. Come on.”

And with that, she grabbed my hand and pulled me off the street and down a flight of stairs to a plain, unmarked door. A large woman in a black suit stood outside, stern, serious, intimidating.

“Evening Bethany.” Rose said.

“Is there room for me and my guest?”

The woman, Bethany, looked us up and down, but most of her attention was on me. She smiled.

“Name?”

I was silent. Rose had to nudge me in the ribs with her elbow.

“Oh, I… Magnolia.” I managed to whisper, suddenly even more nervous.

Rose nodded, then stepped to the side, opened the door.

“Lovely to meet you, Magnolia. You and Rose have a lovely evening together.”

And with that Rose dragged me inside, dragged me along a short corridor, and out into a large, busy, bustling room.

What greeted me was not what I was expecting. It was a club, dimly lit, with a low ceiling, almost like a dungeon, bare brick and stone, but filled with booths that had plush, soft seats, tables around which women sat drinking.

In the middle of the room was a large open floor space, room to dance, several women already up and moving in time with the thrumming bass that played. At the far end was a bar, lit in neon.

“Come on. Let’s get something to drink, then we can dance” And with that, Rose dragged me towards the bar.

It took us a while to get served, but in the end a pretty brunette in a very skimpy pair of hot pants and a top that was little more than a bra, in fishnets, heels, with make-up so bold it made me blush when she made eye contact with me, served us. Rose ordered two cocktails and paid for us.

“What kind of date would I be if I didn't pay?” She said, chucking as she handed me my drink.

I tasted it, and it was sweet, delicious, with a sharp fruity aftertaste. I thanked her and the barmaid, and then Rose showed me around the club as she drank and chatted.

It turned out this was a regular spot for Rose and her friends, and I very quickly understood why. It was busy and fun and it was filled with only women. It was packed with easily a hundred hot, lithe, smiling women. I felt… thrilled, and terrified. What if…

“Are you okay?” Rose asked me.

The question was simple, sincere. Maybe it was the simplicity of it that made it strike true. Was I okay? Was I really okay? Was I okay with everything that had happened, with what was going on, with me, with… Magnolia?

“I just… I’m not sure I should be here.” I said, the truth bubbling up. “I… I think maybe I should go home. I mean, you can stay if you want, but I feel like I’m intruding, like… I mean… I shouldn’t be here. This is… this is your place, not mine.”

I went to move, to leave, but Rose grabbed my hand and held it firm, squeezing it hard.

“I wouldn't have brought you here if I didn’t think you belonged here.” She said.

Her voice was earnest, soft, and her eyes were locked on my, pinning me. She squeezed my hand again.

“But…”

“No buts. Just… answer some questions for me. Please?”

I nodded.

“Okay.”

“Over the last few days, this… deal, how have you felt? Have you hated it, or enjoyed it?”

I paused, thinking it over.

“I… I’ve enjoyed it.”

“And you never thought about quitting?”

“I did, but… I suppose… some of me didn’t want to let you down, and some of me wanted to finish, to see you really could help me meet a girl like you, or if you…” I bushed, squirming. “… if you were serious about me and you, letting me…”

Rose chuckled.

“Those are the only reasons you didn’t quit?”

I was quiet. I shook my head.

“I… I was enjoying it too, and I wanted to find out what came next. At first, I was… confused, and then it was kind of fun, and… and seeing myself, yesterday, today, it felt nice. It was nice seeing how you looked at me, and when I saw myself in the mirror it felt…”

“Right?” Rose asked.

I nodded.

“Exactly.”

Her smile widened.

“So maybe you do belong here? This is a club for women. But… no one here is going to define what that means, or what you need to do or be or how you need to look or act to be a woman. Maybe you… maybe there’s a part of you that is more feminine than you have ever really acknowledged?”

I was quiet. My head was spinning.

“The women around us are all different. Some are more like me, some are more like Bliss, and some are probably like you, still learning who they are, still trying to discover just how feminine they are, but… they’re all welcome.”

I shifted.

“What are you trying to say?”

My heart was racing. I could feel my belly tightening, a nervous energy. I wanted to flee but I wanted to hear what Rose had to say.

“I’m saying… I…” Rose paused. “I’m saying that maybe right here, now, in this moment, the person you are is in the place they’re supposed to be. Look around you. All these women are different. None of them are the same. There is no standard any of them have to meet to be here. There is no test they need to pass, or requirement to prove themselves. They’re all just women. So… I supposed it’s up to you if you fit or not, but the person I’m looking at now, Magnolia, is someone who is welcome here. But it’s up to you really. This is a club for women. Do you fit in here, or not?”

I was silent, frozen. What was Rose asking me?

“I can make it simpler if you want?” She said.

I nodded.

“Please.”My voice sounded more feeble, more frightened, and more desperate than I had meant it to.

Rose held out her hand.

“How about we just dance? Two girlfriends out on a date. We can just dance. Then, after that, you can decide?”

I smiled.

“I’d like that.” I said.

And so we danced.
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We danced and we danced and we danced. I never wanted to stop.

Not only did I not want the night to end, but I knew that when we did stop I’d have to face the questions again. I wasn’t ready for that.

After everything I’d been through I was too lost to know who I really was. All I knew was that in that moment I was happy.

I was with my best friend, the girl I’d pined for, loved, for so long, and it finally felt like maybe, impossibly, she might be able to feel about me the way I felt about her. But… it was more than that too.

Though being Magnolia had caused Rose to look at me in a new light, I knew that fact alone was not enough of a reason to embrace her. I couldn’t define myself by what Rose wanted.

I owed it to her and to myself to be true to who I was. If that was, or wasn’t, someone Rose could love then at least I would be happy. Yet, I’d never really been happy as Mitch. I’d never felt that same sense of joy and freedom as I’d felt when looking in the mirror and seeing Magnolia.

In the last few days so much had happened, and so much of it was tangled up with Rose, my feeling for her, her feelings for me, but at the same time the joy and the delight and the sense of rightness were undeniable. Maybe Magnolia wasn’t exactly who I really was, but I knew deep down that I wasn’t Mitch.

The truth hit hard, sent me reeling, but I could not hide from it. I’d been playing a role for most of my life, pretending to be who I thought I was supposed to be. Magnolia might not be exactly the person I was, but… she was closer to who I really was than anyone I’d ever been before.

Yet, even with all of that going through my head, so many thoughts and emotions, I couldn’t help but fall into the moment.

I was in a club with Rose, my best friend. We were dancing, on a date, and the way she looked at me, the way she danced close to me, her body next to mine, warm, soft, the swell of her curves, was almost enough to shatter me. She wrapped her arms around me, grinding to the beat, and I danced with her. My heart skipped, and I could feel the ache of my cage and the shifting of my plug as twin distractions.

Between the closeness of her, the teasing of her body, the agony of my cage, the constant movements of my plug in my ass keeping me on edge, there was barely any room for thought, but the thoughts still would not stop. If I stopped dancing we’d talk again, Rose would ask me questions, and I didn’t know how I was supposed to answer.

Yet, as minutes passed, becoming hours, the evening grew later. We both became tired, sweaty, breathing hard, and I knew we had to stop. I needed a break. I needed to face the truth.

As Rose took my hand, sensing my exhaustion, she pulled me off the bustling dance floor, dozens of women dancing together, some alone, some in pairs, while others danced in trios or groups. She pulled me into a quiet corner and faced me.

Her cheeks were pink, forehead glistening. She looked radiant.

“I don’t know about you, but that dancing… I… I’d say it definitely felt like you belonged here.” She said. “Are you convinced yet?”

I blushed. The dancing had helped. Seeing how Rose looked at me, feeling her move against me had helped, but did I really belong here? Was I really…

I was quiet. I shrugged.

“I don’t know. I just… I just don’t know.” I said.

Rose nodded. There was a taint of sadness in her eyes, and it hurt me to see it, hurt me even more to think I might be the cause of it.

“You don’t need to know now. And… this might not be somewhere you belong. You don’t need to decide now. I’m not trying to force you or trick you. I just want you to be happy. When you said what you said the other night I just wanted to help. It's why I offered you that deal. That and… I figured it would be fun.”

I blushed at that.

“You… this is.. you’ve been enjoying it too?” I asked.

“I told you that cage was bought as a gift for Bliss. Ever since she told me about her interest in it I’ve been curious and, well… I’ve always been curious about you too, about you and me.”

I blinked.

“We tried dating though. And… you’re not into… not into… you weren’t into me. There was no spark.”

Rose nodded.

“We were young, and while I’ll agree there was no spark, I’ve always felt I could trust you, and I’ve always loved you. Back then though I thought it was simpler, that I was into girls, and girls were just people like me, but… I know that’s not the case now.”

I stared at her.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean there are many ways to be a woman, and there are many types. Not every woman is like me. Hell, most women aren’t like me. And maybe… maybe there’s always been a little bit of me that was kind of into you.”

I was quiet. I stared at her. She was…

“I mean, you’ve never been exactly manly, have you?”

I shook my head, blushing.

“But that’s a good thing!” Rose added quickly. “I mean, you’re cute and sweet, thoughtful, and there’s always been a prettiness about you that’s intrigued me. I guess with our deal I got a little carried away, maybe, but… I couldn’t help it. You said you wanted a girl like me, so… I figured you meant it.”

Rose was smirking.

“What do you mean?”

“Well… what kind of person are girls like me into?”

I laughed as I realised the trap I’d laid for myself. Rose had just taken my words literally.

“I mean, I wouldn’t have done it if I didn’t think… and I was right, wasn’t I? You’ve enjoyed it, haven’t you? You like the way it makes you feel?”

I was quiet, but I nodded, blushing.

“And… I mean… I was right to be confident.” Rose said. “I know I said two weeks, but clearly I underestimated my skills.”

“What do you mean?”

Rose chuckled.

“Haven’t you realised?”

I shook my head.

“I’ve won. The deal's finished. I said I’d help you find a girl like me, and… you have.”

I was silent. Rose was still smirking. Her confidence was very attractive, but I was still confused.

“Didn’t you see how some of the women around you were looking at you while we were dancing? If I wandered off to the toilet now and left you alone, I’m not sure you’d be here when I got back. They were making eyes at you.”

I blushed. The thought thrilled me but left me feeling shy.

“You’re not going to leave me alone though, are you?” I asked.

Rose shook her head.

“Fuck no. Not a chance.” She said.

I smiled, glad.

“You know though… I don’t think girls just looking at me counts as me meeting them.” I joked. “So you’ve not won yet.”

Rose just smiled.

“You really still don’t get it, do you?” Rose said.

I blinked.

“I’ve won. You said you wanted to meet a girl just like me.” Rose said.

I nodded.

“Well, don’t I count as a girl like me?”

My heart skipped. My whole body throbbed, hot, a shiver running up my spine.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

She smirked, then chuckled.

“Take me home, and I’ll show you.” Rose said.

I stared at her for a moment, blinking, then blushed. Did she mean…

I didn’t need to be told twice. I grabbed Rose’s hand and I led her out of the club and I led her home, barely able to believe, barely willing to hope, but eager to find out.

We left the club and hailed a cab. It was late, and quiet, and though I was tired I felt invigorated, flush with new life.

In the back of the cab, Rose turned to me and looked me in the eyes, smiling. I looked at her and didn’t dare speak for fear of breaking the spell. I didn’t need to speak though. Rose had other plans for my lips.

Without a word she leaned in close, pressing her body against mine, and she kissed me, hard. I froze for a moment, almost panicked. There was fear in me, about ruining our friendship, about overstepping, and being too much, about being wrong, but Rose’s passion, her longing for me, and my love for her won out.

I kissed her back, and we embraced, limbs entangling. It was a kiss like no kiss I’d experienced before.

There was a spark, and so much more. Lips, tongue, nibbling, biting, hands roaming my body. My head spun, and my whole body ached with desire and joy and pleasure and lust.

We kissed, relishing the moment, both of us aware that something had changed. I knew there was no going back to before. I had discovered something new, something bright and wonderful, and I could never put that back in the box.

It was terrifying, the unknown expanse in front of me, the possibilities that were opening up in front of me. I knew that this could ruin our friendship, but I also knew that it could lead to something more.

I just needed to take a chance. I just needed to risk everything.

And for Rose, for my best friend, I was willing to risk it all and more.
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The cab ride took forever but was over too soon. As it pulled up outside our apartment we were forced to end our kiss—the kiss was not our first kiss, but it also was.

I paid for the cab with cash from the small purse Rose had stowed in my handbag, and together, hand in hand, both of us blushing, flush, we made our way inside. As Rose opened the door I paused, trembling. She stepped in, turned back to look at me, held her hand out.

“Ready for me to show you what I meant?” She asked.

Her smile was radiant, and she looked so beautiful it made my heart ache. I knew I could just take her hand, let her lead me in, show me, but…

“Are you sure?” I asked.

Rose nodded.

“I am. Aren’t you?” She asked.

I nodded.

“But… what if this is wrong, what if…”

“You can’t always take the safe option. You can’t always run away from risk. You can’t hide away out of fear of getting hurt, fear of hurting others. I know the risks of this, that it’ll change things between us, but… I trust you, and I love you, and I want to see where this leads. I want to take this journey with you, and I’m willing to risk being hurt, hurting you, because I think those risks are worth the happiness we might find, are worth the pleasures and the joys we might discover in each other.”

I smiled, my heart racing.

“But I… I’m not…”

“You’re you. And who you are now is enough for me. More than enough for me. Please, don’t make me drag you through to the bedroom and prove it to you.”

“What if I want you to drag me?” I asked, voice soft, teasing.

Rose chuckled at that.

“Maybe later we can talk about that, but tonight it's about you accepting this willingly. It’s about you taking my hand and coming with me by choice.”

Rose held her hand out. I looked to it. Could I? Was I really willing to risk it all for the chance to be with her?

I smiled. The answer was obvious. I took her hand and Rose pulled me into the apartment and slammed the door shut after us, dragged me along the hall, and into her room, dragged me across to her bed and almost threw me down onto it.

“Are you willing to admit I won our deal?” She asked.

“It’s not been two weeks though?”

Rose chuckled again.

“Does that really matter when you’ve already found a girl like me?” She asked. “Or do I not count as a girl like me?”

“You definitely count.” I said. “But… you said you said you were going to show me…”

I was grinning.

“I’m going to do a lot more than show you. A beautiful girl like you… how could I resist? Now, get that dress off. I have one last surprise for you. One that might scare you, but that I think you’ll like.”

With that Rose moved, stepping to the side to rummage in a drawer for something. I watched her for a moment, her tight dress, her perfect body, and could barely believe my luck. I’d have accepted a girl like Rose, but what I really wanted was her, and now…

I felt my caged cock throb, the ache of it a joy, and I stripped my dress off, fumbling with it for a moment as I pulled it up and over my head. By the time I finally managed to untangle myself, Rose was back in front of me, holding…

My eyes went wide.

“Ready for me to show you how I treat my girls?” Rose said.

I shivered. Could I really… I laughed, softly, and nodded.

“Please.” I said.

Rose smiled. She dropped what she was holding on to the bed and moved one step closer towards me.

“First though… I think you need to show me how much you want it. How much you need it.”

I stared at her, head spinning. As I watched, she shifted, and, slowly, she began to peel her dress up, revealing her legs, her thigh, her panties.

She looked stunning, wiggling her hips and ass, and when her dress was pulled up, bunched up around her hips, she let her hands roam down to peel her panties off. I could only watch as she bared her body to me, her hips, her ass, her shaved cunt.

“Fuck.” I whimpered.

“You like what you see?” Rose asked.

I could only nod.

“Then you won’t mind crawling over here to get a closer look, will you?”

I shook my head and then did just that. I slipped off the bed and crawled on my hands and knees to kneel in front of my best friend. I looked up at her, her body, her face, her smooth, wet pussy, the fold slightly parted, glistening with arousal.

Knowing I had caused that, that I had turned her on, that Magnolia had turned Rose on, made me shiver, my caged cock throbbing. I smiled and bit my bottom lip, fluttering my eyelashes.

“May I… may I taste you?” I asked, practically begging.

Rose smiled.

“I’d be disappointed if you didn’t.” She said.

And that was all I needed. I leaned forward, took a deep breath, inhaled the scent of her musk, her arousal, and ran my tongue along the wet folds of her cunt.

She was divine. The taste of her was rich and heady and almost sweet. I pressed my face in, licking, my tongue working deeper, pressing the tip into her hole, lapping along her folds, teasing around the swollen nub of her clit.

Rose moaned and the sounds of her delight encouraged me to work harder. I lifted my hands to caress her legs, let them roam up to her ass, gripping the soft peach of her flesh, pulling her into me. She worked her hips, grinding down, fucking my face, and I felt my chin and tongue and mouth soaked with the juices of her arousal.

She fucked down, and I worshipped her. It was sheer bliss. I never wanted it to end.

My tongue teased, lapped, fucked, pressing deeper, and Rose’s breath became ragged. I gripped her tight, and she pressed down harder onto my face, fucking my tongue, her hips grinding her pussy over my lips.

“Fuck… there… don’t stop.” Rose said. “You look so fucking hot, such a pretty slut on her knees licking my pussy. Make me cum, make me…”

I worked harder, teasing, letting the movements of Rose’s hips guide me. I didn’t hurry, didn’t let my joy or enthusiasm overexcite me. The worship wasn’t about me. It was about Rose, and I wanted her to experience as much pleasure as possible.

My caged cock throbbed, my ass clenching on the plug in my tight hole, and I wiggled my hips as I licked and lapped and kissed to experience more pleasure. My body throbbed, joy radiating out, but it was Rose’s noises, her whimpers, her heavy breathing, that caused me the most delight.

“Fuck… there… don’t stop.”

I did as she said. I kept my tongue where it was, on her clit, circling, and let her fuck my face. She ground down and I could feel her shaking, legs quivering, clenching. She was close. She was…

“Fuckkkk…”

I felt Rose tense. She reached down to grip my hair, tight, holding my face in place. I kept licking, the wetness of her cunt soaking my face. I licked, wanting to gift her the most pleasure I could, and she ground down for a moment, then, hard, pulled my face away.

“Sensitive. Too much… fuck… you’re better at that than I expected.” Rose said.

Her compliment made my heart swell.

“It probably helps that I really want to please you.” I said.

Rose giggled, breathing hard.

“You do, do you? Well, I can think of other ways that you can please me. How about I show you?”

I nodded. I could still taste her on my lips.

“Please.” I whimpered.

“Then up and on the bed, on your back. And I’ll show you just how I treat good girls who serve me as nicely as you just did.”

She let go of my hair and I could not move quickly enough. I turned and practically ran to the bed, leaping up to lie on my back, facing her, coy and shy and excited.

And then I watched as Rose stripped off her dress, baring her body, her curves, stripped down to just her panties and a bra, and reached down to the bed to pick up what she had pulled out of her drawer.

A leather harness, and a large, heavy, thick fake cock.

Rose slipped on the harness and the strap-on cock. I watched, and my body ached, my caged cock throbbing, hot, squirming, rubbing my stocking-clad thighs together, my hole clenching on the plug inside of me.

She looked divine, her tits jiggling as she moved, her hips and ass wiggling, long legs, face beaming with joy, eyes shining with lust. Yet it was not her that I was staring at, it was the cock. The thick, long, lifelike silicone cock, the shaft sculpted with veins, the head fat. What was she going to do to me? And… why did I want it so badly?

Rose slipped on the harness, a series of leather straps around her waist, over her ass, and in the centre of it, over her crotch, sat the cock. Her cock.

She wiggled her hips, and the cock swayed and her tits jiggled. It was a sight that drove me wild.

“Ready for me?” She asked.

I just nodded. She smiled.

“Good, because even if you’d said no, as cute as you look, I’m not sure you could have stopped me.”

And with that, she was on me.

Rose practically leapt at me, climbing up onto the bed, looming over me, and she kissed me again, but this time more deeply, tongues, teeth, telling me clearly how much she wanted me. I offered myself up to her, let her take what she wanted, needed.

I lifted my hands up to grip her hips, her ass, her soft flesh, and I pulled her down on top of me, pinning her cock between us, the size of it almost mocking as my dick remained locked away, useless, limp and aching, drooling in my panties.

I thrust up, grinding my body against her, the feeling of her tits, her cock, her lips driving me wild. Her legs brushed against mine, her hands pinning me, molesting me, groping me, and I felt happier than I ever had before.

In the club, I hadn’t been sure, hadn’t been ready to admit it, to Rose or to myself, but she had shown me the truth. This is who I was. This is who I wanted to be. I wanted to be hers. I wanted to be Magnolia.

“Please…” I whimpered between kisses. “Please…”

Rose pulled back, looked down at me.

“Well, since you asked so nicely, I think it’d be rude of me to deny the pretty girl's request.” She said.

She shifted, sat up, and she looked down at me. I could see the fire in her eyes, and her cock hung there, a threat and a promise. The sight of it made me shiver, ache. She reached down and gripped my panties and slipped them down, off.

“We’ll leave your heels and the rest of your lingerie on though, because you look so adorable.” She said.

I blushed, biting my bottom lip, and nodded.

“But of course, this needs to come out.”

And with that, she reached down to grip the head of my plug. I gasped, and she pressed it lightly in, teasing me, making me squirm and grind down.

I’d never played with my ass before, had never even thought about it, but if the plug felt that good then what would her cock feel like? I couldn’t wait to find out.

So, with that in mind, as Rose began to pull on my plug gently, I spread my legs wide, eager, desperate. She chuckled as she watched me.

“Such a slut.” She said, teasing me.

I nodded, squirming, whimpering as the plug slipped out, the girth stretching my ass. I felt my hole opening, the pressure building.

“You bring it out of me.” I said, voice husky. “I can’t help it. You make me want to be a slut for you.”

My hole stretched. The plug tugged at my virgin opening.

“Well, I’ll just have to take responsibility then.” Rose said. “And make sure my slut is fully satisfied.”

And with that, she tugged with just a little extra force and my plug popped free. I moaned and my hole gaped. I never knew I could feel so empty, that I could so desperately crave the feeling of being full.

Rose tossed the plug aside and shifted, gripping the base of her cock with one hand, letting the other roam up my thigh, fingers caressing over stocking-clad flesh. Her hand teased, making me shiver, and her finger-tips circled my caged cock, just barely touching me, bolts of bright pleasure coursing through me, the ache of my cock trying, and failing, to harden eroding any small measure of resistance that remained.

“Such a pretty girl.” Rose said. “I’m going to enjoy watching you blossom into the woman you were always supposed to be.”

I blushed, and Rose shifted forwards. She aimed her cock, moved closer, and the head caressed along my crack, wet with the lube from my plug. I gasped at the touch of it, the pleasure of it.

The head teased over my entrance, pressing in, the tip filling me. I spread my legs, ground down. I wasn’t sure I’d ever wanted anything more.

“Please… make me a woman. Make me your woman.” I whispered.

Rose smiled.

“As you wish.”

And then she thrust. The tip of her cock, the fat head, pressed in. There was pressure, pain, pleasure, and my hole stretched, was filled. I ground down, working my hips, wanting her to fill me, and the head slipped past my outer ring, popped free of the last traces of my body's resistance, and Rose’s cock thrust deep into my tight, virgin ass.

My roommate, my best friend, was fucking me. She was fucking me, and it was bliss.

“Fuck…”

I couldn’t think, couldn’t speak. I just wanted her to claim me. I spread my leg wide, ground down, and reached up to grip onto Rose’s hips, gripping her ass, and I pulled her into me, moaned as her cock sank deeper.

Rose thrust, rutting her cock into my ass. I felt my hole stretch, filled, and as Rose pulled back I felt the head tease over my slick, sensitive inner walls, shivering with delight as a knot of joy unfurled in my belly, a deep joy and bliss that radiated out.

“You like that?” She asked.

I nodded, unable to speak. She pulled back until just the head was inside of me, the head tugging at my entrance, making my hole flutter. I whined, pressing down, grinding, wanting more, but Rose was cunning and cruel and she evaded my attempts to feel more of her cock.

“You want more?”

I nodded again.

“Please.”

I looked up at her, pleading, begging. She was beautiful, her tits jiggling as she wiggled. I squeezed her ass, her flesh soft, full, and my mind spun with all the possibilities of the change in our relationship, the change in me.

I felt happier than I had in a long time. There was hope. Rose had given me hope. She had given me Magnolia, and for that, to thank her, I would give her everything I had and more.

But first I wanted her to fuck me.

“Please…” I whispered again, begging.

“Fuck you’re beautiful when you beg.” Rose said.

And she thrust.

She slammed her cock into me, thrusting it deep in one smooth movement. I gasped loud in shock and surprise and delight. I ground down, wanting to feel more, wanting to feel all of it. I thrust back, fucked back, and we fell into a passionate, hungry rhythm.

Rose smiled at me as I looked up at her, fucking me as I fucked her back, and she leaned in to kiss me. I whimpered, melting into her.

I had never known anything could feel that good. It was like my body and my heart and my soul were all on fire. My caged cock throbbed, hard, the ache of it corrupting me, and I squeezed my ass tight to feel more of Rose’s cock, teasing over the knot of bliss in my belly.

We fucked, Rose pressing her cock in, deep, then pulling it almost entirely out, letting the head tug at my tight entrance. My body thrummed with joy, and I submitted to her, let her claim me, the joy of it remaking me into someone new, someone better. We kissed, and I relished each thrust of her cock as we embraced.

“Fuck… I’m close. Seeing you, hearing those cute noises, getting to fuck you, I’m getting close.” Rose said.

I squirmed. Hearing that delighted me. She was going to cum. My best friend was going to cum from the joy of fucking me.

I worked my hips harder, faster, wanting her to cum, wanting to give her pleasure, and as I spread my legs to offer myself to her I felt something in me unfurl, blossom, a deep joy inside me as the head of her cock teased over the knot of bliss inside my ass.

I felt my caged cock throb, the agony of its exquisite pleasure.

“I… I am too.” I said.

And it was true. I was going to cum. I could feel it. Despite being locked away, despite my cock being caged, I was going to cum. I was going to cum from Rose fucking me, the joy of her claiming me, the delight of knowing she wanted me, the pleasure of her cock in my ass, enough to make my body throb with pleasure greater than any I had ever known.

“Fuck!” Rose thrust, moaned, and I could feel her shaking, her body tense.

She thrust deep, hard, and buried her cock in me. I clenched down, grinding onto her cock, clenching, and as she came, hard, and I felt it. I felt my pleasure swell up.

I gripped her ass, tight, and pulled her deeper, and then… I came, hard, my caged cock leaking a thin stream of spunk as my ass tightened. We came, together, and it was all I had ever imagined it could be.

Rose looked down at me, grinning, flush, and then collapsed on top of me, kissing me.

“Fuck I’m exhausted after that.” Rose said, panting.

I was still shaking, shivering, basking in the aftermath of my climax. I smiled up at my roommate, my best friend, the girl who I hoped was now my girlfriend.

“Me too.” I said. “So… does that count as a workout?”

Rose smirked, chuckled. She wiggled her hips to work her cock inside my tight ass.

“Not a chance. But if you’d like, I’ve got a few ideas that might make tomorrow’s work out just as much fun.”

From her tone, I could tell she was serious. Already my mind was racing with possibilities.

“I… I think I’d like that.” I said.

From the way Rose smiled I could tell I’d let myself in for trouble. But I didn’t care. I was happy. I was finally, truly, utterly, deliriously happy.

“Just don’t blame me when your tongue ends up aching.” She said.

I blushed as I realised what she meant. I giggled.

“I’ll look forward to it.” I said, and I already was.


Epilogue

Good luck. The Message read. I’m only a phone call away if you need me. You’ve got this! And I’m looking forward to celebrating with you tonight. Love you. xx

I smiled as I read it for the fifth time. Rose had sent it to me shortly after I had left home that morning. My heart drummed in my chest, a sense of joy at knowing that no matter what happened, I had her. I would always have her.

With the text of the message buoying my mood, I slipped my phone back into my bag and looked at the office block ahead of me. It was my first day. The first day of my dream job, and I was more nervous than I had anticipated—and I’d anticipated being very nervous.

I took a deep breath, and tried to calm my nerves. I smiled, a warm sense of joy and comfort welling up.

So much had happened recently, so much had changed.

Thinking back it had all started with this job, getting accepted, celebrating, accidentally telling Rose just how much she meant to me, telling her just how much I wished for a girl like her. That had been the start of it all.

Only, in the end, I’d got something better than a girl like Rose, and perhaps I’d got something better than Rose. Thanks to the deal we’d made, and thanks to her help, I’d discovered so much about myself, had learned so much about myself. I was a whole new person thanks to her.

I was a whole new person with an amazing girlfriend about to start my dream job. I just.. needed to get the first day over with. This was going to be the hardest part. That first step.

After this, we could head out to celebrate with friends.

Rose had planned it, drinks with me and her and several of our closest friends, the ones who knew us best, who knew about us, about me, who had been delighted when we’d explained the change in our relationship to them. I was looking forward to it.

I just needed to get this first day over with.

As I exhaled a sigh I stepped off and walked towards the doors. I was a little early, but I figured the extra time would be useful to help me explain.

The sway of my hips and ass in my skirt was a comfort. I was dressed well, in a formal skirt suit. I’d bought a whole new wardrobe, one that I was excited to wear for a change, and this outfit was one of my favourites, smart and well fitted, a dark grey knee length skirt with a matching jacket, and a white blouse, my favourite lingerie underneath, sheer, seamed pantyhose, and business heels. It felt almost like a suit of armour, and I knew I looked good.

Yet, as I walked past a large window I couldn't resist slowing down to check. The reflection that beamed back at me was all the reassurance I needed. Magnolia, me, a beautiful blonde woman ready to conquer.

I still could almost not believe it. That girl in the window was me. Every time I saw her, every time I saw me, I felt a swell of joy, and that morning was no different.

“I’ve got this.” I said.

And I meant it. I wiggled again, and I felt my cock throb in its cage, snug and safe and locked away, the final detail in my suit of armour, the reminder that I belonged to my best friend, my girlfriend.

So, with my head held high, feeling nervous but confident, happy, I stepped up to the doors and through, and headed to the reception desk. The click of my heels on the hard floor was a sound I was sure I’d never get tired of hearing.

“Hi, I’m the new start.” I said.

The woman behind the desk smiled at me, nodded, looked down to check the screen, frowning.

“I’m sorry, but… we’ve only got one new start down for today and I don’t think you’re him.”

She looked up at me and I just smiled at her.

“No, I’m not him, but I thought I was when I accepted the job. I think I’m going to need to talk to someone about updating my personal details.” I said.

The woman behind the desk just stared at me for a moment, blank, focused, and then it clicked. Her eyes widened.

“Oh, of course. I… yes. I can do that. But… can I take your name?”

“Magnolia.” I said.

She smiled as she regained her composure.

“Lovely to meet you, Magnolia. Why don’t you take a seat? I’ll let people know you’re here and will have someone come down to meet you.”

I nodded, thanked her and crossed to sit in one of the seats she pointed to. As I settled down I felt my phone buzz in my pocket.

I unlocked it to find a new message.

Hope you’re okay. Love you baby xx. It read.

I smiled. I typed a reply back to Rose.

All fine here. Love you too. I sent.

And I knew that no matter what, everything was going to be better than okay, not because I had Rose, and not because I had my dream job, but because I finally understood what it meant to love and accept myself. Because without that, nothing else would have meant anything.

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx
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THE DAIRY
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When Dillon gets a job working at Gaia Farms dairy he is thrilled at the prospect of discovering just how they make their delicious, creamy milk.

But is Dillon ready to learn the secret behind their milk, and, more importantly, is he willing to do every required of him to help with production?

Dillon and Ben are fresh out of college, and they’re keen to land summer jobs at the cutting-edge Gaia Farms—not only do they pay well, but the company is on the verge of revolutionising agriculture and animal husbandry. Neither of them can contain their excitement as they step into a future brimming with promises of innovation and sustainability.

Only when they arrive the summer jobs are all gone. But they’re in luck…

There are two jobs available, but the work will bit harder and more involved. One vacancy is for a farm labourer, while the other is for a worker in the dairy, Gaia Farms' most secretive and revolutionary department.

Ben, as the stronger. more athletic of the two, takes the position of labourer, while Dillon, much to his delight, gets the job in the dairy—as a fan of Gaia Farms' work he is fascinated by the mystery of the dairy, and maybe this will be his chance to learn just how they make their delicious, creamy milk.

Only, the dairy is unlike any they have seen before, equipped with advanced technologies and state-of-the-art facilities. Immediately Dillon notices something strange—the dairy is staffed only by women, incredibly beautiful and voluptuous women. As days pass, Dillon’s intrigue only grows.

And that’s not all that begins to grow. All too soon Dillon notices changes. His body is transforming, growing.

Dillon becomes softer, prettier, more voluptuous, and then, finally, he’s ready… ready to discover the secret of THE DAIRY.


FULL SERVICE SECRETARY
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Grayson is in a desperate situation. He’s in debt, with no way to pay it back.

That is until the beautiful Ms Sereine makes him a proposal. Become her pretty, feminine secretary, and embrace the very generous incentive scheme she’s willing to offer him.

The question is, how far is Grayson willing to go to earn those bonus payments?

Grayson is deep in debt and his life is out of control. He’s behind on payments, and his love life is a mess. With interest piling up and the threat of creditors knocking on his door he goes to see Ms Sereine, the woman who set up his loan.

She’s sympathetic, and she wants to help, so she offers Grayson a solution. She’s in need of a secretary, a pretty, feminine, girly secretary, and she thinks Grayson would be perfect for the role. There’s just one problem.

The salary is less than Grayson’s currently on. How is he meant to make payments on a lower salary when he’s already struggling?

Ms Sereine has considered that. Her work in sales sees her earning generous bonuses. She’s willing to share some of her commissions if Grayson is willing to put in a little extra effort.

Grayson agrees to Ms Sereine’s terms. He steps into the role of her secretary and as time passes he begins to find that the extra effort feels like no effort at all. Soon Grayson finds himself on a journey of self-discovery as he uncovers desires and talents and needs he never knew he had.

As Grayson works to pay off his debt he is transformed and he struggles to accept his new glamorous, flirtatious, and brazen identity. He’s just working to pay off his debt, right? And the more effort he puts in, the more service he’s willing to offer, the faster his debt is paid off.

And that’s why he’s doing it all, right?

But what happens when the debt is paid off? What if there’s more motivating Grayson than just his debt and the repayments?

What if deep down Grayson was born to be a Full Service Secretary?


ONE WILD WEEKEND
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Tim and Fiona are the perfect newly married couple. They’re young, they’re in love, and they’re happy. Well, except for one thing… one tiny little thing.

Their love life is far from satisfying. But what better way to fix it than with a wild weekend away? Only Fiona’s got plans to make the weekend far wilder and much prettier than Tim is expecting.

Tim loves his wife, Fiona, dearly. She means the world to him. She’s gorgeous, funny, smart, and kind, and he’ll do anything in his power to make her happy. Only, some things aren’t in his power.

Tim’s aware that while his wife might be a stunning example of feminine beauty, he is far from the classic example of masculine perfection. He’s small, thin, far too soft, and he hates it.

He’s always hated it. He hates feeling like he’s not quite good enough for his wife, that he’s not quite the man she deserves, and his creeping insecurities have even started affecting their love life.

There’s hope though. For their one-year wedding anniversary Fiona is planning something special. A weekend away. A weekend for them to reconnect and enjoy each other. Tim is hoping that he can rekindle the spark.

Fiona has planned more than just a weekend away. She’d got a surprise for Tim, something special in mind for their weekend.

Fiona’s always been attracted to Tim, has always found him hot, precisely because he is small and thin and soft. But she thinks he can be softer, and she definitely thinks he can be prettier.

When Fiona explains her surprise and her plan to her husband, Tim is left reeling. He’ll do anything for his wife, but is he really willing to do that? Is he willing to become the hot, pretty, submissive femme of his wife’s fantasies?

Maybe he can, just this once? Maybe it’ll even be fun… maybe what they both need is One Wild Weekend?


YOGA BODY
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Conner is stuck in a rut and he’s miserable. When it’s suggested he try yoga to get fit and feel better he’s dismissive. Yoga can’t fix anything, can it?

And then he meets Skye, the hot, tattooed, purple-haired yoga teacher who is nothing like he expected, and Skye, seeing something special in Conner, is determined to give him more than just a hot yoga body.

The moment Conner saw Skye he was captivated. She was nothing like he imagined a yoga teacher to be, and it turned out his first class was not as bad as he feared. After class, Skye and Conner get to talking, and he finds himself opening up to her in ways he never has before. He feels calm in her presence, comfortable and at peace.

Soon he’s taking one-on-one lessons with his hot, purple-haired yoga teacher, and Skye, sensing something in her student, does her best to help him and keep him motivated, even it means using some quite unconventional methods—like teaching him in only her underwear.

As the lessons progress and the methods become even more unconventional, brazen, and exhilarating, Conner begins a journey of self-discovery and passion that sees him transformed. With Skye’s help, Conner lets go of his fears, his worries, and he learns the peace and joy of self-acceptance as she guides him on a journey that sees him slowly becoming softer, prettier, and more feminine.

Conner might have started his journey on the yoga mat, but where it ends is up to him. If only he’s brave enough to take that final leap and open his heart to what his yoga teacher is offering.


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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